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 -UPCOMING EYVENTS-

Please feel free to send in memorable dates of your owm

JUNE 15—DEADLINE FOR SUBMISSIONS TO IJ #47

JUNE 16 - Stan Laurel (b. 1895); Joyce Carol Oates (48)

JUNE 17 -~ 4.C. Escher (b, 1898)

JUNE 18 - Paul McCartney (44)

JUNE 19 - Malcolm McDowell (43); Lou Gehrig (b. 1903);
Confucius (b. 551 BC)

JUNE 20 - Errol Flynn (b. 1909); Lillian Hellman (b.l905)

JUNE 21 - 4th Annual Mermaid Parade, Coney Island—for
information call (718) 372-5159; Ray Davies
(42); Judy Holliday (b. 1922); Sartre (b. 1905)

JUNE 25 -!JILL ZIMMERMAN (31); George Orwell (b. 1903)

JUNE 26 - Peter Lorre {(b. 1904); Abner Doubleday (b.1819)

JUNE 27 - Bob Keeshan (?); Emma Goldman (b. 1869);
Helen Keller (b. 1880)

JUNE 30 - RORY HOUCHENS (30); LUKE McGUFF (29)

JULY 3 - "Get Out of New York City" Day; Tom Stoppard
(49); Franz Kafka (b. 1883)

JULY 4 - Rube Goldberg (b. 1883); Ann Landers & Abby
Van Buren (68); George M. Cohan (?)

JULY 5 - P.T. Barnum (b. every minute, 1829)

JULY 7 - Ringo Starr (46)

JULY 10 -~ Arlo Guthrie (39)

JULY 12 - Milton Berle (78); Buckminster Fuller (b. 1895)

JULY 14 - Jerry Rubin (48), Terry-Thomas (59); Woody
Guthrie (b. 1912)

JULY 16 - Ginger Rogers (65)

JULY 18 ~ Red Skelton (?) .

JULY 20 - Robin Williams (35); Vaughn Bode (b. 1941)

JULY 22 - Marshall McLuhan (b. 1911)—official IJ holiday

JULY 23 - T.S. CHILD (?)

JULY 24 - Amelia Earhart (b. 1898)

JULY 26 - ROLDO (38); George Bernard Shaw (b. 1856);
Aldous Huxley (b. 1894); Gracie Allen (b. 1906)

JULY 27 - PHIL PROCTOR (46); Phredd (1)

JULY 29 - RANDY MAXSON (33)

JULY 31--DEADLINE FOR SUBMISSIONS TO IJ #48
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INSIDE JOKE 48 put on hexaweekly by Efayne "Walking is a Dity
Wond” Wechsler and some dear friends, and emanates grom beautiful
downtown Brookfyn, home of the Mermaid Festival (see "Upcoming

Events")! See you at the Cyclone...

EDITOR-IN-RESIDENCE. ... .covvrireneniinnnnnnnnanncans ELAYNE WECHSLER
PRODUCTION ASSISTANT. .. cvnuniiirnnreroecanronsonnnns STEVE CHAPUT
PRINTING DEVOLVER. ... ccvnnriiiieiiinneaennncansoncans DEBBIE DAVID

FRONT COVER BY ROLDO

STAFF WRITERS/ARTISTS
ANNI ACKNER====DEBORAH BENEDICT======ALIX BI
==PETER LABRIOLA
LARRY OBERC====
==KERRY THORNLEY:

OTHER CONTRIBUTORS THIS ISSUE:

STACY SOLLFREY
DORIAN TENORE
JAMES WALLIS

MARY ANN HENN
TUL! KUPFERBERG
LUKE McGUFF

D.A. BEAST

LARRY BLAZEK
JAY DeFELICIS
GARY PIG GOLD PETER SCISCO SIGMUND WEISS
VERNON GRANT DANA A. SNOW and “KID'' SIEVE

Ads furnished by J.C. Brainbeau, Not Avallable Comics, and the
Church of the SubGenius

IJ is a proud subscriber to and advocate of
the Yossarlan Universal News Service

Copywrite 1986 Pen-Elayne Enterprises - Kip M. Ghesin, elPresidente
Back issues available for $1 each; Guidelines available for SASE...
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QUESTION:
Doesn’t the plight of the

by Mary Ann Henn 1 >
nation’s 10% unemplo; That's what they called it
et ot e DO e eSS 1 have a problem with that 2 9
Mot very mu:.h‘ru'tmlndtewld .‘ I wore 5 b >
change rapidly if unemploy- 3 veil thought I was indAk
ment reached 80%. That would it not behind it 22
be a good time to adept work ind i ©e !&
ln:nu:'lou ‘ﬁ" as u:.ould wouldn't behind it mean *ial 3%
mployment was 0%, it covered my front— v

unemp
Send SASE to fair pilay, crime
and unemployment ending

aviliAde Wk Fokcs
Box 224

: X 3
YOUNGSTOWN ~ OMHIO, 445304

2

face eyes nose mouth?
1t only covered the top, the back
of my head and shoulders
hanging to my elbows my waist
I could still see out and I think
I could still think. That's just
the way it was.
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ACKNOWLEDITORIAL

11'4 been a strange, hazy time, with the good and bad points to it
that these things usually contain. On the one hand, 1've t;een atgle to
put togethen this entire issue on home typer LiLith, onganize things
Like Cetters and zines and necoads/books/cassettes that 1 thought 1'd
never get around to doing, and watch Jeopardy every day—and thank
qoodness fon baseball! The down side (s %E% 1 think 1'm becoming ad-
dicted to She-Ra and He-Man [nothing that going back to wonk shouldn'z
cune; Doctorns Wayne and Fred—hi Docton Fred!—approximate June 15 but
1'm hoping for month's beginning), and of counse 1've missed the 9th
Ave. Fééd Street Fain for the §inst time in years, and oh, just pfain
waklking has gone by the wayside. 1 shan't go on about not nealizing
how Lucky one is to be hale untif one i faid up and such, but T would
{ike to thank all of you for your get-well wishes. By this Lime next
issue 1 shall most cerntainly be grequenting sidewalk festivals, bafl-
panks and fLea markets once mone. . o

Shontly befone Last issue was sent out (and T apologize if it went
out a Little Late, but 1 mailed it post-operation and 1 was ALiLE a bit
fuzzy grom the anesthesia}, "Uncle Wiggly" broke the bad news that the
Powens That Be at his place of empLoyment have shut down American Sa-
mizdat Press, and thus he would no Longen be abfe to print INSIDE JOKE.
Fortunately, providence (actually, queens ny but that's neithen here
non there) smiled upon us in the foam of esteemed editrnix-in-hen-own-
night (of BEAUTTFUL WORLD) Debbie David, who has willingly volunteered
to pick up the Skack and arrange forn alternate printing—in effect,
saving oun publication grom folding. 1'LL never be abfe to express
enough gnatitude to Debbie, without whom this and future issues would
not exist, and "Uncle Wiggly," without whom the past few yeans of 1]
would not have been possible. ApoLogies if this issue goes out a bit
Late (beginning of June rathen than end of May), and 1 hope it won't
afect y'all too much as far as our next deadline goes, but it's been a
pretty smooth thansition given the nommobility obstacle.

Oh, and to further clarify matters reganding INSIDE STROKE, for
which Production Assistant Steve Chaput (thanks fon being "my Legs"
this month & congrats on the job, babe—it's a strange 6@@&1}9 1o
suddenly have all this neady cash) is now soliciting submissions (puns
intended) of wiiting and ant (Ace Backwonds and Phif Tontonici have the
gront and back covers of same, nespectively) and which {s due out some-
time this §all. 1S is not to be considened a "special issue" of 11, 48
not offened in trade §oR othen publications (it will only be sent to
subscaibers for $1 and to participants free}, and is neally not associ-
ated with this pubfication at alf except for the fact that you should
send mail for Steve c/o oun pafatial p.o. box. T mean, I'm not even
going to nead 1S, much Less have a hand in editing on typing it. Kip
maintains 1S will not be a Pen-Elayne Entenpnise. So please, 4if you're
intenested, do participate and tefl youn griends, but don't confuse IS
with 1J. Guidelines fon 1S are Listed in 1J #45, o

Rony Houchens and Steve Scharff excuse themselves from this issue,
although 1 think they forged those notes fnom mom; they't£L be back next
time. Gary Ligi is barely fongiven for being Late with his submission,
since he's new on the block. Really, folks, 1'm serious about dead-
Lines; if you can't cut it, don't be a stagfer, just contribute every

- now and then...Rokdo and Phil did not consult each other, to the beAt_
" ¢f my knowledge, about this issues gront and back covers, but 1 Love it

when these Little synchronicities wonk out..Staffens Love to hearn gnom
neadens about thein work, etc., and if you're inclined towand personal
connespondence do feel gree—there follows an updated address List:
: ANNI ACKNER—send mail c/o INSIDE JOKE

DEBORAH BENEDICT—854 Y Street, Lincoln, NE 68508

ALIX BISHOFF—P.0. Box 9079, Hollins College, VA 24020

MIKE DOBBS—24 Hampden Street, Indian Orchard, MA 01151

RORY HOUCHENS—R.R. #2, Colfax, IL 61728

PETE LABRIOLA-~1630 University Avenue #26, Berkeley, CA 94703

GARY LIGI—P.0. Box 40710, Portland, OR 97240-1710

JOHN P. MORGAN—185 Seabreeze Ave. #4, E. Keansburg, NJ 07734

LARRY OBERC—58 Anderson Street #1, Boston, MA 02114

SUSAN PACKIE—10-D Belleview Court, Belleville, NBJ 07109

GEORG PATTERSON—46 Sutter Street #3L, Brooklyn, NY 11222

ROLDO—1232 Downing Street, Winnipeg, Manitoba R3E 2R7 CANADA

STEVEN SCHARFF—P.0. Box 5004, Hillside Township, NJ 07205

KERRY THORNLEY—2981 Lookout Place NE, Atlanta, GA 30305

PHIL TORTORICI—P.0. Box 57487, West Palm Beach, FL 33405

A.J. WRIGHT—617 Valley View Drive, Pelham, AL 35214

Lots o4 Long stuff this time, as Anni and 1 both got a fad carnied
away, 80 for the §inst time "Fan Noose" will spill over into Anni's
usual page and "Rock Fiend" wilf be on pp. 4-5. P and Ari also have
nice fong pleces, and 1'm pleased to neport we've a whopping fetten
column this time, 80 since T haven't fLaid out the {ssue yet T've still
no idea whether we can print the now-infamous "genber stony” in #46!
And to those of you who've sent mone than one submission, thanks for
the marvelous backlog—1J will be §illed to brimming for some time to
come, methinks. ALE you "othen contributon” types with more than one
Submission now have the option of only sending me a 39¢ stamp fon #47.

The deadline for next i{ssue is June 15, then it's J. 31 fon #48,
nnivensarny/Gol -

September 15 fon #49 and Hallowe'en 86 gor our Sixth
den {3sae, ¥50 (do plan now; 1'd Like to make that one speciakl!), ao
please send all Lettens, antwonrk, articles, poems, etc. by then. Do-
nations can be sent any time and are afways appreciated {thanks again
to J.C. Brainbeau¥for hefping defray some costs this time). Subscrip-
tions to 1] arne $1 per issue, with up Zo $§ in NON-REFUNDABLE advance
dubs fon a yean. Contributons have the option of only sending a 39¢
{American 40¢ 4if you Live in Canada} stamp fon the issue in which their
wonk.(exc&ud@ng Lettens) appears. We trade all-for-all with regularty-
published 'zines, one-for-one with sporadic ones, and one-for-"publi-
cation plus 39¢ stamp" fon onesheets and mini-comics. And your sub's
up 4if thene's an "X" next to your mame on the mailing Labef. The ad-
dress on which to blame alf these rules § negs 4is

'P.O. Box.1609, Madison Square Station, New York, NY 10159.
This dissue is dedicated in memory of Robert Alda and Herschef Bewnandi.



Fan Noose

In a way, it's a good thing I had a surfeit of leisu.re_time dumng
these past weeks, as the palatial p.o. has received a ver?table shi—
um, shipload of publications...many of them brand new. Without fur-
ther ado, then: Starting off our list this time is one of the fun-
ntest emall publications I've seen in a long while. T.H.R.U.S.H. pur-
ports to anacronize "Terrifying Hage Ruthlessly Uprooting Self—Haffred”
and bills itself as "A Feminiet Humor Magazine," but there's nothgng
exclusionary or elitist about its contents. MWorth far more than its
50¢ cover price, this photocopied newsletter with hand-colored cover
is available from Ann-Marie at 151 First Ave., #62, New York, NY 10003
...And on that coast on the left side of the US map, THE H(.MANSI?IRIT
CATALOGUE is planmning a publication referral this spring, in which
yours truly might have an entry or two—for information send a SASE to
publisher Patrice Wynne, 1442-A Walnut St., #184, Berkelex, CA 9{709...
Keeping with our theme (a "theme" already?), Luke McGuff is looking for
"anyone who could write a good feminist humor colwm —BRIEF—for his
new apa-originated zine, LIVE FROM THE STAGGER CAFE. 4n apa, for those
of you wnfamiliar with the term, ig an "amateur press assgociation" and
sounds a lot loftier than it really is—a collaborative pub where the
contributors all send in a designated number of copies of their ecrea-
tivity (which sometimes consists of nothing more than responding to
other people's responses to someone else's...you get the ideaj. Lulfe ‘s
got some nice essays here, and if you're interes?ed in the zine or in
helping him out, write him atBox 3680, Minneapolis, MN 5‘.?403...,4150
looking for contributors, this time of a poetic nature, is Larr:x Blazek
for his OPOSSUM HOLLER TAROT (which wins our IJ prige for niftiest new
zine name this time). The layout's a bit haphazard (I should talk?),
but it's chock full of poesy and only $1.02/copy (hey, I don't make
this up, I just report it) or free with SASE to contributors from Larry
at Route 2, Campbellsburg, IN 47108...4rtist Kurt Wilcken's Captain
Cheapo Publications puts out some wonderful "mini" (about 5x7") comies
which follow the misadventures of BRISBANE THE BARBARIAN and assorted
eronies—all are $1 and under per (include a 2 oz. stamp for postage,
please), quite fun, and if'n you send Kurt a SASE I'm sure he can send
you a list of all of 'em (do get at least one comic, though)--1010
School St., #5, Des Moines, IA 50309...Every now and then there comes

along a book that's more of an experience than just a read. W.R. Tish
has published such a book—ORDER and CHAOS, NOTHING at ALL. Tigh, ome

of the editors of the 'sv edition parody paper Washington Boast, loves
to play and work with words, suffusing them into shapes you might not
have dreamed existed. It's exquisite dowm (over?) to the borders, and
only $5.95 (or send a SASE for free sample pages) to Box 942, Green-
belt, MD 20770...41s0 a pleasant experience is TREETOP PANORAMA, an
almost literal "grassroots" publication which practices "the art of
common sense imagination. Sample copice are 81 per, two for $2.85 as
an intro subscription, and send to Jared Scarborough, R.R.1, Box 160,
Payson, IL 62360...POPULAR REALITY consists, so says the cover, of
"Social Nihilists,” though their twelfth issue, "The Proper Use of
Sex,” is more MTINTK (More Than I Need To Know) than violent. I get
the impression that Dave Crowbar & co. are serious activist types,
though, and if you want to get involved with a worthy political rag,
this may be the place to start. Subs are a very reasonable $2 for 4
issues (how can they afford that many newsprint copies at that rate?)
to PR at P.0. Box 3402, Ann Arbor, MI 48106...4nd on the NY "home
front," CULTURAL CORRESPONDENCE editor Jim Murray has been distributing
some great art & word pubs with themes like religion (WORLD WAR 3) and
feminism (PORK ROAST—250 feminist cartooms)—send him a SASE to in-
quite about these and other worthy undergrounds—505 West End Ave.,

New York, NY 10024...4nd the latest triwmph from NOWHERE, which calls
itself "A Humble Journal of the Interational Revolution”, is termed
"Life in America, Vol. 1" and is anything but humble—1it's gigantic-
sized (oh, 'bout 9x13") and real heavy, in weight and stature. While
there are some clunkers within, to be sure (works by Jeffrey Zable bor-
der on the unhumorously tasteless), there's a brilliant essay on the
hwnan condition called "The Grand Experiment” that bears repeated read-
ing (too bad it's pseudomymous) and a hilarious tale called "Comcrete
Jungle” (also by a pen-name—it's a shame that some people aren’t proud
enough of their own stuff to sign their names to it). Lord knows how
editor Dee Flagstone will afford future volumes, as this sells for only
$2 (plus 75¢ in "post office fines"), but do support "all the news
that's pit to frint"...From overseas come, practically back to back,
the two latest issues of 1DOMO, a fanzine by Chuck Connor, and it ie
one in every sense of the word, mostly negative. Chuck's listings of
other azines is always good and informative, and some of the sf stories
people submit or Chuck reprints are nice, but a lot of it ig MTINTK and
strictly fandom stuff, so if it's your kind of thing and you're looking
to network with some active Brit fans, write Chuck at Sildan House,
Chediston Road, Wissett, Near Halesworth, Suffolk IP19 ONF ENGLAND (and
thanks for the sweet plug, Chuck!)...O0f course, not every publication
that comes my way is to my personal liking (could you tell?), eo all I
can do sometimes is plug things and let you, the audience, decide who
dunnit (sorry, been watching too many "Edwin Drood" commercials). Ome
of my caveats thie time is a seemingly conservative, fundamentalist
type called WRITE ON, "A newsletter written exclusively for/and by YoU"
(and you really have to wonder about the literary merit of a pub that
uses a slash and an "and" that redundantly). Editor Judy St. John in-
sists ghe "provides the opportunity for the begimner and the contest
winner to become published”—but it turms out a Yeontest wimmer" is
someone who pays her to submit a poem or essay or whatever and then she
picks what she thinks is most indicative of that month's theme (themes
are stuff like religion and patriotism, which tipped me off as to their
political slant) and they win a few bucks and see their writing in
print. I've never heard of contest publishing before, but it seems an

awful hassle to go through for a 1-page mimeo.
it out, however, who am I to stop you? Judy gives out complimentary
copies, and her address is Route 6, Box 344 A, Carthage, MO 64836.
and this ie produced by the WWF, which I don't think means "World
Wrestling Foundation" but I guess one never knows...Also not on my
must-buy ligt is PANDEMONIUM, which features pretty much the personal
correspondence its editor, Jack Stevenson, has had with five people who
are definitely on my list of Those I'd Never Want To Meet In A Dark
Alley, folke like Charles Manson and Burroughs and Bukowski...I guegs
perhape some men out there might like to read this, but on the whole,
I've come to the comclusion that Mr. Stevenson is probably the sixth
person I'd never want to meet in a dark alley. Even if John Waters or
Al Goldstein happens to be your thing, I still don't see the point of
publishing persomal correspondence instead of original creativity (ex-
cept for the fact that everyone aeems to be suing Stevenson too). The
address to send away (at a whopping $7) for all this fun & games ie

171 Auburn St., Apt. #11, Cambridge, MA 02139...0n to brighter subjects
(and yes, I'm moare that I tend to gtve more space to things I trash
than things I adore, but since most pubs I get I love, I suppose I

feel a special need to send out caveats for stuff I don’t), as IJ
celebrates with staffer Susan Packie the publication of her second
chapbook of poetry, CASTLES IN THE AIR, "an anthropological tour of the
world, a look at the dreams of life and its ashes and dust,” and T
couldn't have found better words. Saki-Foo has such a feel for these
foreign and sometimes not-so-exotic places that you seem to be there
in a lot of these poems—this treasure goes, as does her first book
YAVTICAW, for $4.95 + 90¢ mailing, to 10-D Belleview Ct., Belleville,
NJ 07109...Another staffer, J.P. Morgan has a new edition of his mini-
comic FUDGONG FUNNIES (only 508 %o P.0. Box 78, Keansburg, NJ 07734),
and a panel of his graces the cover of the new BEATNIKS FROM SPACE.
usual, BFS has gems (Steve McCue's "Time and Charges"} and duds (Ron
Rodriguez' "Hellucinations," which looks like my cat decided to tramp
over my typewriter), but it deserves your support and participation—
33 to Demis McBee at Neither/Nor Press, Box 8043, Ann Arbor, MI 48107
«++And speaking, as we were a moment ago, of mini-comics, one of the
masters of the form, Matt Feazell, hags Just put out the latest issue
of his character STUPTD > @ western motif entitled "The Stupid Kid."
Matt's stuff is alwvays a pleasure and a chuckle, and only 25¢ to him at
Box 5803, Raleigh, NC 27650...4nd also, like BFS, Erik Kosberg’s BE-
TWEEN THE LINES, issue "5%", has i{ts good and bad moments, but it al-
ways kind enough to plug us (and even repro a story by staffer Larry
Obere) and never fails to generate interest (not to mention spreading
the woeird of "Bob", but I wasn't supposed to mention that). Sample
copies are $1 from 3013 Holmes Ave., Minneapolis, MN 55408 and do ask
about submitting stuff for future issues...Another loyal and brave SubG
(and you have to be out there) ie Utahan (Utahite?) KkaTrice who goes by
many other names like katlady and helen katz and varies her publication
THE WHOLE SHMEER so much that it even changes titles from igsue to is-
sue. IJ readers may remember her last issue was a (complimentary?) pa-
rody of this here one you're reading—her latest is called "The Book of
Mormonisms:4 Look into Life in Zion" and gathers together a well-re-
searched collection of current articles about and against and even by
the Mormon Church. This is, truly, everything you ever wondered about
LDS, and perhaps even fundamentalist Christianity's fight to convert or
reconvert Mormons, as much material eomes from Challenge Ministry and
Utah Lighthouse Ministry, places which basically offer folks one set of
rigid monotheistic beliefs in place of another...Still another Man-o-
"Bob", the write Rev. Vinnie Bartilucci, has a strange Xmagy article
from our own Kkip M. Ghesin (s8/he made me plug it) in his latest NOTMEMO
45— send SASE to 45 Newburgh St., Elmont, NY 11003...4nd SubG type and
sometime collaborator of mine (in the upcoming Tuber’s Voice), Joe
Sehwind, is selling nice mail-artsy and rubber stamp self-made post-
eards, at 4 to $1 (+ first-class stamp) to P.0. Box 8187, Shawnee Mis-
sion, KS 66208...Some good news and bad here—the bad is that Revo's
grand experiment, SURREAL ESTATES, has gone by the ptke (temporarily,
we all hope); to order back issues ing:“re at P.0. Box 23061, Knox-
ville, TN 37933-1061...The good is that it looks like LACTUCA will be a
quarterly prosedpoetry publication. Editor Mike Selender, like BLOTTER
ed C.F. Kennedy (see "regular" plugs below), makes a habit of giving
contributors short bios. Like other (and isn't it wonderful there are
suddenly so many!) creative pubs, its content quality varies with its
participants, but there's usually worthwhile stuff within. Mike looks
for "ork with a strong sense of place and/or experience, somewhat
toward objectiviet writing," and if you're interested, check it out for
83/copy to P.0. Box 621, Suffern, NY 10901 (oh, and "lactuca serriola"
means "prickly lettuce"}...I'm also happy to report that the DUCKBERG
TIMES is still actively publishing, reprinting from various underground
rags in addition to pubbing locals, distributed 'round the Washington,
D.C. area free but if you can't pick one up there send $1 to editor Ron
Baker, P.0. Box 382, Alexandria, VA 22313...My favorite digest of the
alternative-press world, the UTNE READER, has also begun printing more
"special” articles written especially for the pub, in addition to their
outstanding excerpting from other noetworthy places. The latest issue,
#16, looks at punk culture, "the politics of the ohildren of the ehild-
ren of the 60's." As always, fascinating reading, and if you can't get
tt on the newsstands send ¢4 to P.0. Box 1974, Marion, OH 43305 (and
thank you for the lovely letter, Jay!)...Regionally (or even nationally
for those of you following the Cyclone insurance tragedy), a wonderful

. and his Coney Island Hysterical Society,
of which I'm a proud pseudo-member (ok, I never go to meetings but I go
to Nathan's a lot), INSIDE CONEY ISLAND, updates you on the goinge-on
with what used to be (and still should be) The World's Playground—for
info write 299 14th St., Brooklyn, NY 11215...4nd, iike that small (6-
page) pub, many creative outputs don't have to be big to be good. The
trend towarde one-sheet publishing econtinues, and I've received the
Zategt tesues from THE WEST VIRGINIA SURF REPORT—well, actually this 3
one 8 & pages this time, and editor Jeff-somebody demonstrates a truly

If you want to check

Oh,
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Story Album (you really should patent this one, Jeff), in which he
takes the titles ‘of all the songe on a given album and makes a story
out of each one. This "page" Jeff does Queen's THE GAME, and it's a
neat idea so check it out by writing to him at Box 663, Dunbar, WV
25064 (Jeff adds, "After 5 please write Box 7682, Greensboro, NC 27417
... And publishing like clockwork ig the onesheet OUTER SHELL, which
gets this issue's awdrd for snappiest individual issue title. Editor
Roy Harper puts out a "There's no biz like show biz" Issue, a "NOW I've
heard everything" Issue, a "Digcovering the oyster" Iesue—you get the
idea. Mostly concentrating on music, OS is available for free, but do
gend a SASE to Box 7043, St. Petersburg, FL 33734...0ne of 05's con-
tributors (and a recewt IJ participant), Gary Pig Gold, has his owm
onesheet, THE PIG PAPER, and issue #24 features nice collage epace
stuph and eontribs from John Crawford and Ace Backwords; free from 70
Cotton Dr., Mississauga, Ont. L5G 129 CANADA...MUCH more than one eheet
long—64 pages of small print, to be exact—is Richard Geis's Hugo
award-wvinning semipro af zine, SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW. Issue #59, sold
for $2.50, features MTINTK on the cover, Rich's ego throughout (while I
assume that's usually tongue-in-cheek, a common fan exercise, sometimes
it gets oppressive and terribly self-righteous) and plentiful opinion-
ated reviews of books, ete. If you can stand to read a lot of "I"s,
send the bucks to Rich at P.0. Box 11408, Portland, OR 97211...It's
hard to have a light touch when there's go much right-wing injustice
going onm, so the latest issue of the Yippie! mag, OVERTHROW, tends to
be depressing. But it's an informative (while highly biased, natch)
read, as usual, and still only a buck to P.0. Box 392, Canal St. Sta.,
New York, NY 10013...A%s0 well more than a onesheet is the latest 80-
pager from David Ciaffardini and friends. SOUND CHOICE #4 sells for
$2.50 and ie a fantastic source for independent music lovers. David
reviews publications too; send sub money to P.0. Box 1251, Ojai, CA
93023...4nd now that we've gone over two pages for the first time in
the beleaguered history of this columm, on with the "regulars” (pubs I
get at least every IJ-round): BABUSHKIN'S DIGEST V.2,#s 4,5—L.D.
Babushkin, P.0. Box 128, Rosendale, NY 12472 (irreverent creative zine;
free but donations appreciated—make checks out to "L. Bush"); THE
BLOTTER #4—C.F. Kennedy, 233 Woodbine Ave., Toronto, Ont. M4L 3P3
CANADA (high-quality creative zine; $9/6 issues); JET LAG #s 63,64,65—
Steve Pick, 8419 Halls Ferry Rd., St. Louis, MO 63147 (music and a re-
cont surge in ereative/political essays; $1); META-SCOOP V.3,#s 4 and
5/6—B.W. Sowell & D.H. Armstrong, 1004 Live Oak Ste. 101, Arlington,
TX 76012 (New Age pub; $10/year); MONKEES/BOYCE & HART PHOTO FAN CLUB
#64—Jodi Hammrich, 508 8th St. NE, #4, Watertown, SD 57201 (Monkees,
aud by the way they're touring now, minus Nesmith; 50¢ + SASE); THE
MONTHLY INDEPENDENT TRIBUNE TIMES JOURNAL POST GAZETTE NEWS CHRONICLE
BULLETIN #40—T.S. Child, 2510 Bancroft Way #207, Berkeley, CA 94704
(amall-but-packed ereative aine; 50¢ or 2 stamps—NO SASEs please);
PHOEBE V.3,#1-—James MacDougall, 511 Routes 5 and 20, Waterloo, NY
13165 (offbeat ereative aine, & congrats on your 2nd anniversary, J.
Mac!; 55¢); PROCESSED WORLD #16~Lucius Cabins, 55 Sutter St. #829,

San Francisco, CA 94104 ("the magaazine with a bad attitude” about robo-
tized workplaces, ete.; $5/4 issues, $10/4 issues if you can afford it
and please make checks out to PW); THE SOUTHERN LIBERTARIAN MESSENGER
V.XI11,#10—dohn T. Harllee, Rt. 10 Box 52A, Florence, SC 29501 (liber-
tarian, split between news clippinge and reported items/essays; $5/yr
US, $6/yr Canada, $8/yr overseas); SPACE-TIME CONTINUUM AND YOUR POCKET
WRENCH #6—David Serlin, 7824 Kismet St., Miramar, FL 33023 (creative
zine that, this issue, declares war on Andorra; 2 oz. stamp or $1 per).
Oh, and don't forget, most of these publications will trade with you if
you edit one of your own, and many are always looking for written and
artistic submissions, so don't be afraid to participate if you're so
inclined. Done, then? Whew! See you in the fumny papers!

Addendum {and didn't you just know there'd be one?) for Latecomers;
Latest issues ane out of: BEAUTIFUL WORLD grom new 1J printing an-
ranger Debbie David. This "neligion" issue featunes a somewhat Lengthy
Look at shont dunation personal savions by yours twulby, and is avail-
able fon $1.50 (cash or m.o. to DD); mail to BW at P.0. Box 664,
Flushing, NY 11355.. FACTSHEET FIVE #18 grom Mike Gunderloy does Ltb
usual awesome undentaking of Listing just abouf any underground 'zine
wonth netwonking, plus mone (Like Anni Acknen's negufar movie column);
send $2 cash on § lst-class stamps to Mike quickly, as he'lL be moving
imminently from his cunrent digs at 41 Lawrence St., Medfond, MA 02155-
4123...The KANSAS COLLEGE OF COLLAGE, headed by Joe Schuwind (address
above, somewhere), which is putting together thein fatest "Mobile
Transeript Show” §or those mail-ant §olks out there {send them 100
copies of your piece, no fanger than §% x 11, on send your original §
$3)...PIGEON DROPPINGS ¥4 f{rom 14-year-ofd activist Evelyn Lau, also
on the move Lately (she can cunently be neached c/o 736% E. 731d Ave.,
Vancouver, B.C. VSR TAZ CANADA); 4it's available for $5/12 issues on
equivalent stamps, and Evelyn could use suppont in the foam of dona-
tions and submissions...SOUND & FURY #5 2 and 3 §rom James Wallis (The
Manon House, Little Bealings, Woodbridage, Suffolk, IP ND)
deals mostly with RPGs (nole-playing games) but James says he's aiait-
ing a comics-oniented zine soon, 80 1'LL keep you postedr - Done, again!
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ereative idea tK: time (and in the future, we're promiged), the Short

Make strangeness
work for YOU!
Thau i you were “ordwary'”
:nuw
'::-:“hlc-udm-;
boresedt wmrdneL
T ane um 1 for evervbosty

Life in the eighties, beautiful women fill
streets and screen, material success seems
everywhere

what then becomes important, to satisfy
each worldly desire

what reason for god and country

yet it remains a good time to be alive i{ E
rampant prosperity and forgotten wars ,g._» =
any desire under the sun can be had for }p f
the asking choose your poison money or drugs !s. _‘!
another cigarette another line E-iisg
banging in repetition ggg? 8
and i sit and wonder why what i feel H "i
can never be conveyed or shared with %iﬂ
anyone else

transcient in living makes for

transcient relationships nothing to return

to burned through and left

in lust or longing

a between period

a love of the world but no one in it
- Jay DeFelicis

DIARYgr Gie ROCK FIEND
by Anni Acknen

PERSONAL WORST

Time was—and not so very long ago as all that—when classified ads
were simple, unobtrusive little things. Located in the back pages of
most newspapers, separated into categories according to that which they
purveyed or requested (hence the name. Clever, eh?g, classified ads
were mainly used by prospective employers wishing to interview new em-
ployees, prospective employees wishing to interview new employers, peo-
ple wishing to sell or buy major appliances, people wishing to sell or
buy previously owned automobiles, apartment hunters, ticket scalpers
and an occasional guy who had somehow misplaced a 5-year-old male
German Shepherd that needed medication. Of course, there always was a
certain market for ads of a more—shell we say—delicate nature, but
these were always located in newspapers and periodicals of a very de-
finite and distinct type, and anyone who .answered an ad beginning
"Naughty boy with own whip seeks dominating individual for fun in the
afternoon" pretty much knew what he or she was getting and deserved
whatever he or she got.

These days, however, as with rock'n'roll, French cuisine, and boro
presidents from Queens, classified ads have taken on an entirely new
appearance, and a brand new genre has grown up. Round about the time
that we all began to notice that office affairs ended in unemployment
a lot more often than they ended in unlimited bliss, singles dances
usually yielded the sort of person who, in more civilized times, was
Tocked away in dark, dark attics, and the type of person one met in
bars tended to turn out to be the type of person one met in bars, some
brave and innovative soul—the name is lost to antiquity, but it was
reputed to be a SJIM, 35, professional, trim, likes jogging, racquet-
ball, candlelight dinners who had just spent the evening listening to
his mother's best friend's daughter Ciel discuss the comparative at-
tributes of pear-shaped and square-cut diamonds—placed the first of
what were to become known as "personal ads;" that is, ads placed by
someone who wished to obtain a companion, a date and/or a possibie
matrimonial partner. While highly specialized groups of people—
notably farmers, other members of remote, rural communities, and those
of the incarcerated persuasion—had a time-honoured tradition of ad-
vertising for mates in this fashion, the new breed of personal ads dif-
fered from their ancestors in that (a) one didn't have to have manure
on one's boots or a record in 12 states and all the provinces of Canada
in order to place one; (b) one did not have to advertise for a husband
or wife as such; one could merely ask for a theatre-partner, a backgam-
mon opponent or a meaningful relationship without the benefit of
clergy; and (c) the words “overweight and over 21 need not apply,”"
never before seen in this type of ad, began to make frequent guest
appearances.

1 hardly need point out to the hip, sophisticated and socially aware
readers of this publication that, from these humble beginnings, perso-
nal ads have lately developed into what those who possess American Ex-
press Gold Cards like to refer to as a "growth industry." Nowadays,
you'd be hard pressed to find anyone outside of a particularly restric-
tive religious order who hasn't placed or answered a personal ad at
least once, and the ads themselves appear in everything from the GAY
ADVOCATE to the CATHOLIC ADVOCATE. None of this would be any great
cause for notice, to say nothing of alarm, were it not for the fact
that this new style of personal ads, unlike the ads of a delicate na-
ture previously discussed, very rarely mean exactly what they say. To
be perfectTy frank about it, never since the early days of Watergate
has so much lying been done by so few for such ignoble reason as that
done by any random group of personal ad placers on any random day.
Honestly, one just can't trust anybody amymore, and one certainly can't
trust a 24-year-old girl who claims to speak seven languages, own her
own import-export business and wear size four Spandex pants, especially
if she's doing the claiming in the pages of the VILLAGE VOICE. I mean,
really.



Because the thought of innocent people naively setting out to answer
personal ads without understanding how to read the truth behind the
fabrication, and thereby getting hurt galls me—and because the thought
of these people calling me up at all hours of the day and night to tell
me how badly they‘ve been hurt galls me even more--~I have decided to
pass on some of my hard-won and heretofore secret expertise in the mat-
ter. Yes, as incredible as it may be to believe, even your humble
witty acerbic commentator on the American Scene has, on occasion, suc-
cumbed to the lure of the personal ad. Unlike most, however, I have
accumulated a tolerably vast knowledge of the little white lies nearly
all of us tell when composing our ads, and it is this I shall pass
along to you. And so, then, in the interests of emotional health and
safety—not to mention my getting to watch ST. ELSEWHERE in relative
peace—1I now present:

AN ENGLISH TRANSLATION OF THE
TEN MOST POPULAR PERSONAL ADS, or
A Child's Garden of Verisimilitude

Before we begin, a few general rules concerning the answering of
personal ads, and responding to those answers:

(A) Unless you really, really trust every single one of a par-

ticular newspaper's or magazine's advertisers, or unless you

truly enjoy having total strangers call you up for a nice

breathe at three in the morning, do not include your home

phone number when answering a personal ad. Instead, enclose

an alternate number where you may be reached or where some-

one will take a message for you. The local Marine base is

ideal,

(B) Never respond to any answering letter that comes with

drool marks on the paper.

(C) Never respond to any answering letter written in crayon,

peanut butter, finger paint, eyebrow pencil or anything re-

motely resembling blood.

(D) Always arrange to meet your personal ad date in a public

place from which there are several alternate exits. This

has less to do with physical safety--placing an ad in the

Levittown Jewish News is a little far for the average ax-

murderer to go, after all-—than with emotional well-being,

as it is far easier to climb out the window of a bathroom

located on the first floor of a restaurant than one located

on the 40th floor of a luxury condominium. If you do not

think you will need to ever climb out of a bathroom window,

you have never been on a personal ad date.

Now that we know how to comport ourselves in the matter of personal
ads, let us proceed to the ter most popular ads themselves:
1. "A handsome sensitive vegetarian male, 35, who cares
about the earth, loves nature, wants marriage and
children, and hates the city, seeks female kindred
spirit to homestead."
ENGLISH TRANSLATION: I am a grown-up, adult male who firmly believes

that selling hand-dipped candles at flea markets constitutes owning my ~.

own business. I look like Jackson Browne as seen by Wes Craven, own
the last extant pair of Oshkosh overalls in Co-op City, have memorized
all the words to MR. TAMBOURINE MAN, and do not believe in birth control
of any type, particularly if I have to use it. After I have settled
you on the most barren piece of land in northern New Mexico, gotten you
pregnant five or six times, and given away all the mortgage money to
the Save the Whales Foundation, I will leave you for a 19-year-old girl
with a small private income who wishes to start a potters' colony in
Costa Rica.
2. "Hi, I'm a happy, vibrant female, mid 30's, young looking,
5'2", 107 lbs., slim, physiecally fit and attractive, I
have black hair and brown eyes. Enjoy dancing, jogging,
exercising, dining out, plays, good healthy laughter and
stimulating conversation. Looking for someone who is
happy and has a positive attitude towards life.”
ENGLISH TRANSLATION: I dot my "I"s with little happy faces, am the
last woman in America under the age of 50 who wears a long-line girdle,
and think that Neil Simon is a profound wit. I will go with you to an
expensive restaurant, order a dinner $alad with no dressing, dry
broiled flounder and decaffeinated black coffee, complain that I gain
weight by simply looking at food, and spend most of the evening picking
at your fettucini Alfredo. My favourite author is Leo Buscaglia, my
favourite musician is Marvin Hamlisch and I always keep the lights off
when I make love so you won't see my stretch marks. I will laugh hys-
terically at all your jokes, unless they're off-colour, in which case
I will squeal and hit you on the wrist with my napkin, and in 15 years
I will look just like Joan Rivers.
3. "Very presentable VP major fashion company, 56, would like
to sponsor attractive lady model type 28-40 until she gete
on her feet. My reward, % evening a week of her company.
Must have own apartment. Recent photo."
ENGLISH TRANSLATION: If you answer my ad you are even more air-headed
than I had dared to hope. My idea of sponsorship involves g@tting you
an audition for a photo session with "Hustler." 1In return, I will have
sex with you in under 30 seconds, call you by my wife's name, and make
you sleep in the wet spot. I wear boxer shorts, gold neck chains,
think my sweat smells sexy, and will decree that you are now "on your
feet" the moment your breasts begin to sag.
4. "Come on now, be homest...Aren't you men 36-45 getting
tired dating tall, thin, glamourous women that keep you
near cardiac arrest working out at the health spa in order
to impress or keep up with them? Wouldn't you really like
to meet someone you could introduce to Mom? If you're
ready to stop chasing fantasies and start gharing your
life with the zest dreams are made of, happiness could be
Just a letter away."

ENGLISH TRANSLATION: I dislike myself intensely and, if you date me
long «enough, you'll dislike me intensely too. I am 40 years old'and
buy my clothes in the junior department at J.C. Penney, wear a size 18
but routinely squeeze myself into a 16, and knit my own knee socks. My
hobbies are watching television while eating entire Sara Lee cheese-
cakes and hiding the empty boxes in someone else' garbage can, reading
romance novels, and collecting inventive tuna fish recipes. 1 have
dozens of embroidered tablecloths, napkins and pillow cases in what I
refer to as my "hopeless chest.” I laughingly call myself "Miss piggy"
and "Thunder Thighs" and will laughingly call you "teddy bear,"
*poochie" and "big dumb bunny.” Your mother will love me because we
both enjoy looking at pictures of you as a baby in the bathtub.
5. "Are you a 18-22 glim guy? White male 30s seeks inexper-
ienced younger friend who wants discreet, caring friend--
ghip. I am masculine, healthy, sincere.”
ENGLISH TRANSLATION: I am the gay equivalent of ad #3. I use Grecian
Formula, wear Paco Raban cologne and think that safe sex means we don't
tell my wife. I will give you money, clothes, credit cards, advice and
genital herpes. It should be obvious to you that I need an inexperi-
enced partner because anyone who knows what he is doing will realize
that I do not.
6. "Attractive Bicoastal Lady, 40's who enjoye Manhattan life
and has enough humor for most occasiong desires to meet
young man in middle 20's for amusing times. Photo please.”
ENGLISH TRANSLATION: My husband left me because he found out I told
all my girlfriends about the size of his penis. I will tell all my
girlfriends about the size of your penis, too, but with luck you will
be too naive to realize this. My idea of humour is to call you a
“trick" in front of my business colleagues, tell the waiter at lLa Cara-
velle that you wish to order from the children's menu, and announce to
the repairperson at the Harley-Davidson shop that the training wheels
fell off your hog. I will use your razor to shave my legs, sleep in
your best shirt, and insist on always getting on top. I would be the
female equivalent of ad #3, but I'm not that polite.
7. "anxious, insecure, withdrawm, low esteem, WJM 58, attor-

ney, never married, no childrem, enjoys (at times) Hamp-

tons, Tanglewood, movies, rock music, claseical music,

ete., seeks trim, presentable WJF 30-45 with similar

problems for friendship, mutual emotional support, shared

loneliness, possible marriage. Exchange photos."
ENGLISH TRANSLATION: I'll bet you didn't know this, but Snow White ac-
tually had eight dwarves. His name was Seymour and he handled all the
other dwarves' legal affairs for them. At night he sat around in the
dark in his little thatched condo and listened to sad, sad songs and
felt sorry for himself. 1If you answer my ad, you will date him.
8. "SWF 28 green eyes, long hair, exotic, slim, seeks VERY
experienced, very pretty, BIWF to take me on my first
walk on the wild side. Photo/phone.™
ENGLISH TRANSLATION: My last boyfriend got me pregnant, then wouldn't
help pay for the abortion, the one before that broke up with me because
he thought we were getting "too close," and the guy I picked up in a
bar last month gave me a bladder infection, so I have decided that Sis-
terhood is Powerful. I will clench my teeth when you try to kiss me,
giggle nervously throughout The Act, and gargle with Listerine after-
wards. If you introduce me to your gay friends I will attempt to set
them at their ease by telling them that THE WELL OF LONELINESS is my
favourite book. If you introduce me to your straight friends I will
attempt to prove how liberated I am by telling them all about what we
do in bed. Eventually I will leave you for an aspiring actor who's
working as a waiter in a barbeque place in Soho, and I will expect you
to understand because you're bisexual too.

9. "SWJM, 34, tall dark and extremely handsome with a body

of twisted steel craves @n Italian or exotic looking

female. I love dancing, tenmnis, rock and roll. Write

me and we'll do Margaritas together.”
ENGLISH TRANSLATION: When I was 12 my mother told me I was the most
gorgeous male on two feet. Despite all objective evidence to the con-
trary throughout the ensuing years, I see no reason to disbelieve her.
I will fight you for the blow dryer, ask you constantly if you think my
hairline is beginning to recede and tell you you're too fat to wear de-
signer jeans. My mother also told me I should only have the best and
never to let any woman take advantage of me, so I'll never marry you,
will look at you funny if you order anything but the cheapest item on
the menu, and will tell all my friends that I only keep you around be-
cause you're so good in bed. WNaturally, I'll never take you home to
meet my mother because you aren't Jewish and besides, she'll know in a
minute that you aren't good enough for me. There's never been a woman
born who was.

10. "Couple seeks bi-female, well-groomed.
and slim; she 36, attractive, sensual.
daneing, travel.”

ENGLISH TRANSLATION: He wants to have an open marriage; she doesn't.
She's trading him this for a trip to Bermuda—at least this way she can
see the little hussy with whom he's playing around. She will discover
she likes having sex with women. He will get jealous. She will move
to a lesbian separatist commune in Oregon. He will blame you and tell
you he has had a vasectomy when he hasn't. You will get pregnant. He
will laugh.

Really, that fairly well sums it up. Just about any ad you'll see
will be some variation on one of those ten, and those few that aren't
were undoubtedly placed by some pervert who tells the truth even on his
or her income taxes, and you certainly don't want to go out with one of
those, do you? If you pay close attention to what the ads are really
saying, you probably won't get into too much trouble which will leave
me free to Took after my own pursuits. Incidentally, does anyone know
a synonym for “cynic"?

He 49, handsome
Let's go dining,
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' ! I THE CHAOSOPHER'S STONE

by Ho Chi Zen

Stand by now for some heavy Discordian metaphysics,
developed originally by Greg Hill,

The Arneristic Principle is that of superficial order;
the Eristic Principle 1s that of superficial disorder.

Both order and disorder are concepts of the intel~
lect, artificial divisions of pure chaos, which is found
one level deeper than that of distinctions and closer to
that of naked existence.

With our conceptual apparatus called the mind, we
look at reality through the grids which our cultures
give us for labelling and communicating things. They

TALES Tror The MoRNING

The Shurwivg o The AN "4y

The silent shapes moved with shambling swiftness
through the tall grass. As always, Gor-da, the Sure of
Spear, ied the hunt. Having found no leavings of the
sahre-tooth or wolf to scavenge, the dim mind of Gor-da
had gone to "pian B".

"Nothing dead," he grunted to the pack.

"What we do?" Ba-ga, the Runner, asked.

"We starve," said Hah, the One Who Sleeps Much.

"No," said Gor-da. "We kill somethin'."

The pack spread out to circle a herd of grazing deer,
Gor-da and his boys moving to wait until Ba-ga drove the
herd toward them. Ba-ga and Hah crouched in the grass.
This was their job. Ba-ga was good at running and yell-
ing to frighten the prey and Hah was there because he
could remember what they were supposed to do and remind
Ba-ga when the time came.

"Ba-ga," whispered Hah, "when | tell you, you throw

spear. You kill."

"Gor-da kill," Ba-ga answered, slightly shocked. "I
run. | yell."

"You throw. You kill," Hah insisted.

"I throw. | miss," Ba-ga said from experience.

"No," Hah asserted.
your spear kill."

"Great Eye hear you?" asked Ba-ga.

"Sure," said Hah. "I tell Great Eye if He makes your
spear kill, we give him head of deer."

"How we give? Great Eye is...up there?" Ba-ga
stared in wonder at the sun 'til his eyes hurt.

"We give head," Hah replied, his more-nimble-than-
average mind running faster than it had ever run before.
"Great Eye is father of Not-Touch that warms at night.
We give head to Not-Touch."

From across the plain came Gor-da's signal that the
hunters were in place.

"Now!" said Hah, pulling Ba-ga to his feet.
Kitpm

Ba-ga lopped forward a few paces while Hah danced and
chanted, then sent his spear flying into the herd with a
yell of mixed fear and expectation. The herd scattered
and ran, except for one animal that fell with Ba-ga's
spear in its haunch.

Hah ran to it and smashed its head with a rock.

Ba-ga approached in awe. "We kilfi."

"We kill," agreed Hah. "Great Eye guides your spear.
Great Eye hears me. Great Eye aids us. We give Great
Eye head tonight. Tomorrow, Great Eye help us kill
again."

"Gor-da not like," Ba-ga said, recalling the hunter's
well-known temper.

"Gor-da," smiled Hah, "will not anger Great Eye or
mebbe his head feed Not-Touch some night," and already
another plan was forming in his mind, although he didn't
know it because "plans" had only been evolved at that
point.

"| ask the Great Eye to make

"Throw!

include languages and philosophies. Unenlightened people
never understand completely that these grids are separate
from the reality they define. Consequently, they are
forever baffled that others, especially those of differ-
ent cultures, see reality differently.

A culture is a group of people with rather similar
reality grids. Through such windows we view chaos, re-
late it to the points of our grid, and thereby comprehend
it. Order is the grid: that is the Aneristic Principle.
Decisions to force reality to conform to the grid result
from the Aneristic Illusion, so they always result in an
escalation of disorder.

Traditionally preoccupied contrasting one grid with
another, and amending grids in order to attain a perfect
grid to account for all reality, Western philosophy hopes
thereby to find what is, say the fools, the Truth. For
while some grids or philosophies are more useful than
others, some more beautiful than others, some more per-
tinent to one subject and some to another, some more
pleasant than others, some neater and more systematic than
others—no grid can be much truer than another, just as no
language contains any more truth than another. Nor can we
say mathematics is truer than biology or that grammar is
truer than geometry. All human beings require a certain
amount of functional reality to survive in this world, and
80 even speculative philosophy must contain a certain
amount of logic—and metaphysics is only a small part of
any culture's grid, anyhow—language, customs of thought,
practical philosophy, and psychelogy form a much larger
part. Moreover, much of what passes for metaphysics also
serves as functional psychology in disguise. And what
works for one patient may not work for another, but that's
no reason to say it is any more or less true.

Disorder is simply unrelated or irrelevant data in
terms of this or that particular grid. But like relation,
the absence of relation is a concept. And the artificial
concept of non-relation is the Eristic Principle.

That’ order is correct and disorder is incorrect is the
Aneristic Illusion. To say the same of disorder is to

subscribe to the Eristic Illusion.

Pick any grid, look at the world through it, and some
pure chaos appears ordered and some of it appears dis-
ordered. Pick another grid, and the same pure chaos will
appear differently ordered and disordered.

All these considerations, taken together with a brick
of Acapulco Gold, comprise what is called the Chaoso-
pher's Stone.

"Reality,” says Greg Hill, "is the original Rorschach."
That's the formula for transmuting perception.

THE TURKEY CURSE

"Revealed by the Apostle Dr. Van Van Mojo as a specific
counter to the evil Curse of Greyface," says Principia
Discordia, "the TURKEY CURSE is here passed on to Discor~
dians everywhere for their just protection.

"The Turkey Curse works. It is firmly grounded on the
fact that Greyface and his followers absolutely require
an Aneristic setting to function and that a timely intro-
duction of Eristic vibrations will neutralize their foun-
dation. The Turkey Curse was designed solely to counter-
act negative Aneristic vibes and if introduced into a
neutral or positive Aneristic setting (like a poet working
out word rhythms) it will prove harmless or, at worst,
simply annoying. It is not designed for use against nega-
tive Eristic vibes, although it can be used as an Eristic
vehicle to introduce positive vibes into a misguided
Eristic setting. (In this instance, it would be the
responsibility of the Erisian Magician to manufacture the
positive vibrations if results are to be achieved.)

"CAUTION: All magic is powerful and requires courage
and integrity on the part of the magician. This ritual,
if missed, can backfire. Positive motivation is essen-
tial for self-protection.

"TO PERFORM THE TURKEY CURSE: Take a foot stance as
if you were John L. Sullivan preparing for fisticuffs.
Face the particular Greyface you wish to short-circuit,
or towards the direction of the negative Aneristic vi-
bration that you wish to neutralize. Begin waving your
arms in any elaborate manner and make motions with your
hands as though you were Mandrake feeling up a sexy
giantess. Chant, loudly and clearly: GOBBLE, GOBBLE,
GOBBLE, GOBBLE!

"The results will be instantly apparent."




VAMPIRE SORORITY BLUES

the further adventures of Kermit
the Marine by Rodny K Dioxin

(for those of you who came in late: Kermit the Marine,
clearly one of the most dangerous men in this para-
graph, has dedicated his life to fighting the spread
of commie terror wherever it looks like it might be
fun. With Officer Friendly—KM's trusty factotum and
all-around whipping boy—he travels the world busting
skulls, collecting sex toys and in general living the
kind of red-blooded existence that would kill a wimp
like Sty Stallone)

Part One

Deep in darkest adolescence there are no days and
nights. Just a long dull broken up by shorter periods
of tedium. It was during one such period that our
story begins, in an easily overlooked split-level ranch
about halfway between Long Island and Hell. And leaves
at once for a small college in New England. Not that
there was any real difference between the three. That's
what Keri said, anyway. In fact, she said it repeated-
ly. Some might say incessantly. This tended to strike
her elders as a rebellious pose, although her Mom said
it was just a phase she was going through. Keri's uoual
response to this was to sneer twice and clear her throat
loudly.

"I hope you realize that you're receiving a golden
opportunity. 1It's not every young lady who gets the
chance at four free years of college, you know. If you
take advantage of this, you'll have a chance to really
focus your talents and make something of your life..."

Her Mom had gone off into brochure-speak, as Keri
called it. Noise to blank out. But not to ignore. The
options were clear. Get into college or get out of the
house and start working as a secretary at Mom's ad
agency. She considered blowing them all off, but there
was the small matter of the inheritance. She wasn't
ready to let that go.

So, she found herself sitting on the quad, munching
on some fries and sucking on a vodka tonic (cleverly
hidden in a 7-Up can). She'd gotten the word that once
orientation was over and all the outside guests were
gone the school would stop caring about under-age drink-
ing. Wouldn't want the folks at home to know the facts
of life. Keri'd known about deep cover for some time.
That's how she’d gotten through high school. Now she
didn't care.

"Wussies!" She'd only been there a few days and had
already declared war on the school's prep population.
Needless to say, this made her universally loved, as the
garbage can full of water tipped under her door and the
condoms filled with shaving cream nailed to her door
indicated. Keri loved it. The girls she'd yelled at
kept walking. Keri picked up her skateboard and waited.
Once they'd turned the corner and were out of sight, she
took off after them at top speed.

* * *

*

From the top floor of the dorm it was quite an im-
pressive sight. Three of the "gator queens" of the
school walking along, no doubt gabbing about how Kip
wanted to go all the way or whether Tripp was really
gay, all sent flying by this cute blonde on a skate-~
board. Well, blonde wasn't really right. The hair was
white, really, except for the parts that were streaked
with green. As the prepettes lay there, stunned, the
skateboarder came to a stop, bowed in their directionm,
then pulled out a small plastic ray-gun and “executed"
the lot of them. It was a brilliant performance.

Rika didn't stay around to admire, though. She could
already hear the screaming. Claire, Annie, and Dawn
(how could she miss them?—she knew and hated every inch
of their LaCoste-clad forms) would have some of their
jockoid boyfriends on the scene post-pronto. Had to get
that babe out of sight, whether she wanted it or not.

"Yo, kid! Over here!" Rika poked her head out of
the fire exit (she'd figured out how to disconnect the
alarm during her orientation week, two years back).
"Unless you got a death wish you better getcher cute
little ass in here!" That, combined with about half the
lacrosse team appearing and shouting "What the fuck?"
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by Lawnrence Oberc

We were sitting around the table, waiting for the micro-
wave oven to finish cooking dinner. Chuck and his girlfriend
had invited me over for Sunday dinner. The buzzer went off
and Mary got up to pull dinner out of the oven.

"Who's going to say grace?" asked Chuck, looking at me.

Mary was putting the food on the table. She looked at
Chuck, then at me. Then she sat down.

"I thought it was your turn," I said, pushing the question
back."

"The guest says grace in our house," said Chuck.
for the meal, the guest thanks God."

Chuck was setting me up, trying to manipulate me like he
manipulated everyone else. 1 looked at him, trying to figure
out why he did shit like this.

"I bet you forgot the words,” said Chuck. “"That's why
you're looking 1ike that, isn't it? You forgot the words."

"You shouldn't make him do something he doesn't want to

" pay

do," said Mary. "You know he doesn't believe in God. It'd
be unfair to make him say a prayer."

YT think he forgot the words," said Chuck.

"I thought I was invited to dinner,” I said. “If I had

known you were going to be playing praying games, I would
have stayed home."

"Look at the food," said Chuck.
ford to eat like this on your own.
little?"

"See you all later," I said, standing up.
the living room and got my coat.
was standing.

"He doesn't mean it," she said. "He's just a little
drunk. He'll straighten up after he eats something."

I Tooked in the other room. Chuck was sitting there,
smiling.

"Maybe some other time," I said, walking to the door. I
walked outside and shut the door, listening.

“You shouldn't treat your friends like that," I heard
Mary say.

"Why not?" asked Chuck.
He's going to Hell.
like."

I started to walk home. It was a three-mile walk, but
it felt good. If I was going to Hell, maybe I had a chance.
If nothing else, Chuck would be in the other place.

"You know you can't af-
Why don't you bend a

I walked into
Mary ran over to where I

"He doesn't believe in God.
It doesn't matter what I treat him

got the kid's brain rewired and she ducked in the door.

"Nice piece o' work there. You definitely show pro-
mise," said Rika as she rewired the door and headed up-
stairs to her room.

Keri didn't really appreciate the tone but she was
both too pleased with herself and too grateful for the
assist to get pissed. Besides, this was the first per-
son she'd met in this rathole that seemed to have any-
thing on the brain other than water. Following up the
stairs, Keri noted that her "saviour" was wearing combat
boots, a pair of ridiculously oversized bermuda shorts
(in madras, no less), a ratty-looking black t-shirt, and
at least two tattoos. None of that really held up
against the mohawk. It was an impressive 'do, ultra-
black.

"Rad hair dude."”

"Thanks," said Rika as she stopped in front of a
door, '"Well, here we are. Welcome to the country
club." They walked inside.

"'S great. By the by, I'm Keri."

"An honor and a privilege. I'm Rika Friendly.
beer?"

(next time: more and more...what do angry lacross play-
ers like to do? who is this Rika Friendly? and just
what the hell does any of this have to do with Kermit
the Marine? to say nothing of the price of a good 5¢
guanaco. ..}

Wanna



what we do after dinner in ,the south
by A.J. Wright

i should have left for the train station by now, but
i like sitting here on the front porch drinking juleps,
swatting flies and watching the magnolia bloom. my
sister miss charlotte is upstairs combing out her long
blonde hair and daydreaming about these hands that make
her skin sing. when i listen real close i can hear the
darkies working at their work songs. if i get drunk
enough i just might go down and join in.

brother samuel is in the study composing a poem by
candlelight. his favorite images involve corpses
shining in the moonlight and the whip-like hair of some
cajun girl he met last year in mobile. brother samuel
has little talent beyond a flair for melodrama, but his
act of committing the creative act is nonetheless
intense.

mother and father are resting side
big oak in back of the house—the oak
struck last spring and nearly killed.
of them gathers dust on the mantel of
fireplace.

later tonight i'll see the waning moon rise overhead
like a thin golden scythe. not having departed, i will
not arrive. and i'll continue to sit——contemplating
the possibly-dead stars in the nerthern sky.

by side under the
that lightning

a daguerreotype
the living room

.

BACKWORDS LOGIC
by Ace Backwords 015

MISS LIBERTY SHOWS HER TRUE CQLORS
by Susan Packie

After undergoing quite extensive restoration work,
the Statue of Liberty has finally been returned to her
post. In keeping with current mores, she is stark naked
and holding a marijuana reefer in her raised hand. Just
like the old torch, it is lit.

'"We might as well let tourists and
right from the beginning that this is
row,' an unnamed official said.

When asked if the change meant that New York City has
turned into another San Francisco, he retorted that '‘the
whole country has got to learn to flow with the times."

"But wasn't a Miss America forced to hand back her
crown for posing nude?' a reporter innocently asked.

"*Sure, but, you see, she wasn't one of us.'

"How so?"

immigrants know
the land of tomor-

"Well, you know, she was one of those Afro-Americans."
""And when her ancestors arrived they didn't pass under

the shadow of the Statue of Liberty, right?"

“"Exactly. - That's why they were all slaves."

"How will the fact that Miss Liberty—uh, | mean Ms.
Liberty is nude and high affect the lives of the people
who pass under her lighted reefer?!

The official did not reply. He was too busy break-

i;dancing and jiving to a recording by Michael Jackson.

""You heard it here first. America is finally color-
blind!"

\

ENTRE ERPIE REVIEWYES
by J.P. Morgan

Hello! This is Worker speaking. No it isn't, it's
just the Snide Critic again, trying to think up funny
things to say about dopey horror films; only three this
time, 'cause I don't go see just anything...stuff like,
say, HIGHLANDER looks unpromising (it's usually a real
bad sign when the ads feature the title character
glaring powerfully up at you like a cigarette ad), as
does LEGEND (they post-edited out the original Jerry
Goldsmith score and inserted a rock soundtrack—and for
a fantasy about unicorns, wood sprites, demons, elves,
woodchucks and whatnot, shot in lots of gauzy light,
that's not good either).

While we're on the subject of Bad Signs, doesn't it
churn your bile to see all the crappy cartoon features
made to promote toys and greeting-card characters? CARE
BEARS (two films!), RAINBOW BRITE, GO-BOTS, SMURFS,
MASTERS OF THE UNIVERSE...now I ask you, what kind of
thing is that to do to the kids, not to mention the pa-
rents? Ninety-minute commercials that you have to pay
money to subject children to! And the kids ASK to see
them, thanks to the "independent' stations that run the
thirty-minute adventures of the above "action figures"
(and the $150 worth of accessories for each, to boot)!
Bah! Feh! It's child molestation, that's what it is!
Eat it raw, CARE BEARS! Fuck you, SMURFS, every last
blue one of you! RAINBOW BRITE, you can...well, never
mind, I'm ranting here. Sorry. And now, on with the
reviews!

I read somewhere that Don Bluth (THE SECRET OF NIMH)
and Spielberg are collaborating on a new animated fea-
ture. Is that good? Never mind! Here we go, really:

TERRORVISION—Another dud from Empire! This one con-
cerns a slimy, toothy Hungrybeast transported accidently
from alien planet's disposal system to TV dish of ap-
parently brain-damaged family (the parents are LOVE BOAT
type swingers, Grandpa's a senile survivalist, Sis is an
MTV-head, etc.). Film tries to be funny and fails badly,
mostly due to hokey, eye-rolling, "wacky" sitcom-style
emotion; director seems to have told the cast, "Okay,
everybody act like assholes!" If you missed this film,
I envy you! What with DEATH RACE 2000, EATING RAOUL,
and now this, Mary Woronov's film career resembles Klaus
Kinski's, sorta.

EYES OF FIRE—Somewhat disjointed but well-photo-
graphed tale of evil spirits in early colonial America:
Driven away by lynch-happy mob, a small group led by an
unctuous, adulterous preacher hide in a small woodland
valley where Indians will not go. The place is ruled by
an evil wood-spirit (a gnarly, demonic being) who wants
to absorb them all into her trees! The tree-ghosts
(earlier victims) have their faces emerging from the
bark; they also appear as muddy nude people that chase
potential new victims. There's also an innocent-looking
little Indian girl who turns into a scaly-faced demon
with glowing yellow eyes. The preacher is ineffectual
against the spirits, but there's a mountain-man-type
fellow and a "crazy'" woman (she's an Irish fairy) in the
group who are more helpful. There's also lots of odd
film effects and fade-to-blacks. There's some uninten-
tional silliness, but I liked it; I might have gone to
see it again, but it was a one-weeker.

CRITTERS—This isn't really a review, 'cause I
walked out on this after the first twenty minutes! I
can tell you that this film opens with some prisoners
escaping from some galactic prison-asteroid. This scene
doesn't show the titular 'critters," but we do see some
cheesy rubber aliens, including a pair of shape-shifting
bounty hunters (one of which assumes the form of a real-
ly vapid video-rock star). Before I left, I was sub-
jected to some gawky-pseudo-Spielberg farm-family scenes
—right down to the overblown orchestral background mu-
sic (with several awful pop songs thrown in for good
measure)! Just plain drove me out. TERRORVISION was
better than this!

Well, that about wraps it up for now, folks! Be sure
to see next issue, when the Snide Critic walks out on
MTV-TYPE TEENAGE NARCS, FLAG-WAVING PORNO-STAR COMMANDO,
RUBBER MONSTER FROM BEYOND, MARKETING STRATEGY TOYS MEET
?gD, and many others too synapse-impeding to mention.

ye!



CROSSTOWN MONOLOG €

You got to have a schedule, and you got to keep to it.
That's the ticket, man. It's the primo important thing.
The only thing. I have one. A schedule. It doesn't
change.

That's where the safety comes in, you know what I
mean? I move from place to place, and I am with the
plan. Secure. Some people tell you that you shouldn't
be predictable. They say it makes you vulnerable., Fuck
that shit. You are in the plan, you minimize risk po-
tential. Simple as that.

I can move across the city and back again and it's
like I'm in one place. I let the world move around me.
You ever ride the ferry, you know what I mean. You sit
there in your car and when you look out the window it
looks like you're sitting still. That's ‘cause you're
.moving with the boat. And that's like the world, you
know what I mean? The boat is like the world to me.
Things outside crash off each other but they don't touch
me. Or if they do it is to resonate, it is a light
brush, a real light just passing by .me. I keep to my
schedule, I keep moving and I steer a straight path.
don't shudder. I don't waver. No matter how shaky
things get.

Example? Open up your fucking paper there and you
got your example. Some crazy man blowing away people on
page two, you got your accidents and suicides on eleven,
in between they squeeze the rest of the bad news and how
everything is sliding toward the brink, cashwise. Peo-
ple out of work and people striking work and people beg-
ging for work. Stick to what you got laid out, man,
don't try to make any sense of that shit. All them peo-
ple moving this way and then that way, all across the
whole spectrum of diseased possibility.

1f you got a place to be and a way to get there, it
don't faze you. Then everything in the paper is too far
away and all those heads on the TV get real small. They

. ain't real anymore, if you see what I'm saying. They're
too small to deal with, yapping with faraway voices.

It's the voices you got to watch out for. You got to
listen to them, don't let anybody tell you different.
Listen to what's said. Keep an eye on your dreams.

Like last night. I dreamed I was at a carnival, out~-
side the city. You know.where that vacant lot is behind
the window sash factory? It sounds weird, but that's
where I was in my dream. And there was a big circus
show going on. And all the sounds of the carnival
swirled around me like water, the crowd noises and then
from somewhere far off some big cat growled. Kaleido-
scope music from the ferris wheel, too. All this sound
filling the space between two tents where I was standing.

It's strange now, telling you. Start talking about a
dream and it all comes back spilling over you. It's al-
most like a memory from when you were a kid or something,
you know what I mean? Anyway, I'm waiting there, be-
tween those tents. And all these colors from the carou-
sel are bouncing off the tent walls, flitting across the
ground, racing over my feet.

I remember. I feel. I am touching it, holding it.
Cold metal. The multicolored lights play off it like a
magician's hands. First it is red, then blue. Yellow.
Green. Red again.

And now there's a shadow at the end of the space that
separates the two tents. The shadow comes toward me,
moves up to where I'm standing. I see it's a girl, but
she doesn't see me, she doesn't even look, she passes
me and I come out of the shadows, a few feet behind her.
Then my hand is on her shoulder and she stops. My hand
comes up, it's like I'm watching it, I've got something
in my hand and then she turns her eyes on me and there's
a blad and colors and light and music and heat and the
next thing I know there is a warm breeze across my face
—no, it's her breath~her breath in my face and her
mouth open and I remember thinking don't scream don't
she's saying don't don't we're both saying the same
thing over and over it's don't please don't and—hey!

Where you going? 1I'm not finished with my story!
Look, I tell you it was a dream and that's the weird
thing, you know? 'Cause I still have the knife! See?
Look at that! Hey! wait!

I

TALK SHOW HOST
CONFIDENTIAL by Michael Dobbs

Thanks to many years in media, I've become an expert
on experts. There are more experts in this country than
any other professionals. Forget the doctor boom and the
lawyer glut...experts are crawling all over the place
trying to get attention as attention to an expert is the
same as blood to a vampire.

Every day I receive letters in the mail from experts
...Dr. C. Ralph Campo is one of my favorites. A psychic
from southern California, he is the head of a holistic
“college” that investigates all manner of controversial
issues. An advisor to Mae West and Marlena Dietrich,
Campo is regularly sending me information on my navel's
importance to my well-being, the "real" soul in Phyllis
Diller's body and the psychic reasons Bob Hope is funny,
among other things.

I had Dr. Ralph as a guest on my talk show, and he
spoke on a landing zone for UFOs in Mexico. I had him
on as a lark but people took him as seriously as he took
himself, because he is an expert.

Now, my question is, what could Dr. Ralph do if he
wasn't operating his college on the response he gets
from his free exposure as an expert? Maybe read tarot
‘cards in a cheap storefront.

My point is, take away the label of expert, and
you've stripped away that person's ability to make a
living! De-certifying experts would be a growth indus-
try if people were willing to be more objective, but the
great unwashed want their heroes.

Every now and then even a seasoned cynic such as my-
self gets taken in...I interviewed attorney Alan Dersho-
witz a few years back. He had just written a book on
his exploits as a Constitutional expert. The interview
went well enough, and I subsequently sent it to USA
Today.

Dershowitz went just slightly mental when he saw the
piece, though. It seems he was offended that a free-
lancer had taken his remarks given to the audience of a
small radio station and made money off of them! The
only person who should profit from his wisdom is, of
course, him.

And I had respected this quy.

As a freelancer .always looking ‘for ideas, the pros-
‘pect of taking my experiences with experts and turning
them into something cohesive is tempting. Perhaps a
self-help book...

"HOW TO BE AN EXPERT ON ANYTHING YOU DAMN WELL

FEEL!"

So you'd like to be a1 expert...There's a number of
steps you must take in order to generate the respect and
income enjoyed by so many experts today.

1. Select your field of expertise. Although the field
is limitless, you should select a topic with which you
are at least slightly familiar.

2. Print your business cards. Cards should be distin-
guished-looking but to the point. Your field of exper-
tise should be noted and the word '"consultant" should be
prominent.

3. Get your name in print. This‘is the most important
step—your first recognition as an expert. Start very
small, and be satisfied with a quote in a local news-
paper.

4. Write your own column. There are thousands of small
publications looking for filler copy. Don't be proud!
Use their need for your need! Write for free if need be.

5. Use your clippings to break into the "big time."
Armed with your columns, try getting paid for your work.
Your clippings will help convince an editor that you are
an expert. T

6. Get onto a radio talk show. 'Nothing works better
than free advertising. People love to listen to experts,
and producers are always looking for good guests.

7. Don't be afraid of questions. Listen, even experts
don't know everything. The key is to sound as if new
information is not new. Use phrases such as "Sounds
interesting"”, "Tt's vaguely familiar" and "The answer
escapes me at the moment,"” rather than "Gee, I just
haven't heard of that!"

8. Dress well. Experts are always well-dressed.
if you have to borrow someone else's clothes.

Even

With these ten ste
of an expert.

subject.

g the lives

eps, you can start livin
Take it from me, I'm an expert on the

This im-

porters.

9. Always take notes in front of re
presses the greatest cynic that even in interviews

on the prowl for new information.

9

you're

Any place,

Any class.

10. Teach a class.



Beyond Creationism
by Fred Willy Nietzsche

Ever sinceithe decline of thunder lizards and the emergence of mam-
mals and microbes as the dominant lifeforms in this solar system, man
has striven to impose law and order upon the universe. Entire civili-
zations have risen and fallen on the sheer weight of the conviction
that the physical world can be influenced—even changed—by what is be-
lieved by those in power.

While few people today would argue that Hamurabian Sumeria, pre-
Confucian China, or the Egyptian and Holy Roman Empires were particu-
larly tolerant of human or animal rights, one cannot deny the continu-
ing ability of these ancient cultures to inspire middle-managers and
civic administrators even as we speak.

Stability and endurance are sorely lacking in a world that sees
nations run the cycle in a matter of weeks, entire cities obliterated
in minutes, morality shift from day to day, and the enemy change from
hour to hour, as the scientific revolution continues to outstrip modern
man's capability to keep pace—educationally and intellectually—with
documented observations of the real world and the laws that might ac-
tually be governing it.

Although the last philosopher is believed to have expired in Kenya
late in 1968—poachers took only his brain for sale to the Duke Uni-
versity Dream Research Laboratory, according to at least one source—
philosophy has not been a viable career opportunity in the United
States since the late 18th century. Despite the attempts of a few
valiant Americans—notably Mark Twain, H.L. Mencken, and Ezra Pound—
to nurture in us a love of an/or search for wisdom and knowledge, most
of us remain content to view ourselves as freelance agents for some
grand and metaphysical railroad, buying up land and laying tracks be-
tween Nowhere, North Carolina, and Desperation, California, because
that's the American Myth: 'PAVING THE WAY TO A BETTER TOMORROW.'

We prefer not to think of the native peoples, the flora and fauna.
It is often quite painful, in fact, to consider how the twentieth cen-
tury has witnessed the extinction of more than three thousand species
that could once be viewed without a microscope or binoculars.

Nearly one quarter billion of the planet's human inhabitants have
fallen victim to war in the last 40 years, sixty percent of those vic-
tims non-combatants. As we approach the 21st century, there are some
among us who are rightfully horrified to discover there is hardly an
institution anywhere in the world that has not been found to be corrupt
and self-serving.

In the United States, philosophers were replaced by social anthro-
pologists, moral apologists, popular psychologists, behavioral vivi-
sectionists, folk singers, logistic technicians, and technical writers
in the mid- to late 1950's. In the sixties and seventies, creative
economics and business improvisation became our two fields of active
endeavor, which led to the employment opportunities in counter-insur-
gency and preemptive terrorism now opening up for our sons and

daughters. -

This displacement of philosophers was gradual, of course. If there
is one truth we can count on among civilized people, it is their stead-
fastness in opposing change. I have yet to pose a question to any go-
vernmental body or university faculty about why something or other was
done which has not been met with an answer that reduces to: 'Because
we've always done it this way."

To some, this is tradition, to others discipline, but in any case it
seems apparent now ritual has superceded purpose, busyness has replaced
logic, teamwork has become its own goal. I am not convinced, of
course, that this is the worst course to follow. I am certain, how-
ever, that alternative routes are seldom explored.

One such route is teaching Creationism in our public schools, side
by side with scientific fact. Why there is such righteous opposition
to teaching Creationism is a wonderful paradox.

This has always been a rigidly Christian nation. Many of our "blue
laws" can be directly traced to our fervent wishes to remain a free and
Christian nation. When you can't buy a six-pack of beer or watch a
flick or go bowling on Sunday before 1 p.m., you've encountered part of
a Christian price support and trade restriction policy dating back
prior to the Revolution.

The continuing debate over the place of prayer in the public schools
is additional evidence that although Americans understand the concept
of separation of Church and State, most still believe the Constitution
provides freedom of religion, not from it. And this despite the over-
whelming agnosticism and atheism of our Founding Fathers.

Most opposition to the teaching of Creationism comes not from the
so-called "secular humanists" but from moderate Episcopalians, Metho-
dists, Dutch Reformists, lLutherans, and Baptists. These sane and con-
servative members of our society clearly sense the revolutionary danger
posed by placing scripture side by side with observable fact.

What exactly is so dangerous about Creationism? For an answer, I
talked with an Episcopalian Bishop who spoke only on condition that his
name not be revealed.

"Let's be serious," the Bishop began, "Creationism is a statement of

‘ faith and belief. The world has changed dramatically since Moses com-
posed the Ten Commandments. I doubt any intelligent person would deny
that if he or she found him- or herself leading a horde of bloodthirsty
pagans, the first thing he or she would do to whip the gang into a ci-
vilization is set up some rules to sever the ties between these savages
and wild beasts. There isn't a single Commandment that doesn't direct-
ly oppose observable and verifiable natural behavior in the animal
kingdom.

""The revolutionary teachings of Jesus of Nazareth were likewise ne-
cessary doctrine for that day and age.

"I know of few people who believe the Biblical account of creation
in the Pentateuch is much more than a fanciful attempt by the more
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imaginative of our middle-eastern ancestors to make sense out of what
must have been hundreds of conflicting explanations of who Man was and
how he got to be where he was.

"looking at Creationism now, one is struck by the almost black humor
feel to the story. Kurt Vonnegut's Breakfast of Champions makes as
much sense, and rings more true to our modern sensibilities.

"What bothers me most about those who would have Creationism taught
side by side with evolution in the science classroom, however, is they
appear oblivious to the precedent it would set for other—more import-
ant and volatile—changes in our educational curriculum.

"Can you imagine Pataphysics required to offset Industrial Pro-
cesses? Gabriel Garcia-Marquez or Knut Hamsun versus American Litera-
ture? Gestalt phenomenology confronting the Social Darwinism of sup-
Ply-side laize-faire monetarism? The rebirth of philosophy in Hygiene
and Physical Education, just when we've finally raised a generation
conplstely untainted by a counter-productive urge to explore inner
space?

"The results would be disastrous. Centuries of consolidation and
expansion would go down the tubes. Our childrea would murder us in our
§leep as our lies and deceits were held up to the light of reason day
in and day out. .

"What is ironic, of course, is that these Creationist fanatics can't
recognize they will be sowing the seeds of their own destruction should
thgy succeed in making complete fools out of themselves. The very
children they are trying to mold in their own amusingly twisted images
won't wield their axes and clubs in Yonkers. They'1ll start a lot
closer to home.

) "But we pust take precautions, nonetheless. As the unwashed and un-
hinged continue to make advances in the heartland, it would be foolish
not to prepare for the worst here at home. My oldest has already been
lpyotomized, and the twins are undergoing aversion therapy in mid-town.
?hxs may seem extreme, but it's a small price to pay for inner peace,
1t seems to me. We have installed deadbolts on the doors to the master
bedroom, however, a Fact I deplore.

"I hope.you will convey to your readers how much they have to lose
by supporting prayer and the teaching of Creationism in the public
schools., What we really need in this millenium is a sound domestic
defens? program, based on mutually assured destruction, and love."

Fred Hzl%y Nietache vas the campaign manager for Larry Nada in his 1962
race agazngt Portland, Oregon, Sheriff Phred Pierce, until Mr. Nada was
killed during an attempt to capture a Creat White shark in Monterrey

Bay by hand-grappling. Mr. Nietzche's current employment status is un-

known. This columm was found by Cind Gnomoure whil Lshi X
v g SOl u y ly e while fishing for nine-




The Bathtyb Stor:

It was a typical day for Edna P. Ricketts.
bathtub ran away.

Edna P. Ricketts woke up early that August morning. She got ocut of
bed and thrust her feet into her slippers, or scuffs as she called them
because they were heel~less and made a scuffing sound against the car-
pet when she walked. She threw on a pink terrycloth bathrobe under
which her blue and white, polka dot housecoat peeked. She made the bed
by drawing overtop the rumpled sheets the salmon bedspread. In the
bathroom, Edna rinsed her face with warm water and dried it off with
the towel draped over the claw-footed bathtub. She loocked in the mir-
ror, wiped off some of yesterday's mascara and adjusted her curlers so
that all of her "Natural Honey Frost” hair was tucked safely away in
rolls of pink. She gargled some Scope because she liked the taste, and
swallowed it, enjoying the cool sensation tingling down her throat.

She never brushed her teeth before breakfast because she thought it was
pointless.

Edna opened her front door and picked the newspaper up off the green
plastic mat. Down the hall Mr. Cook was intent on changing the light-
bulb in front of Widow Quimby's apartment. He looked over at Edna and
waved.

"Morning, Mr. Cook. Working on the Widda'‘'s light?"

“Yep, tho' it seems that I put a new one in just last week.
figure it."

"That's 'cause I shot it out."

“Shot it out?"

"Yeah. She was talking about when she and her husband lived in
Florida, they always kept one of them yella bug bulbs in front of their
door to keep the bugs out. She wanted to put one of those bug bulbs
here in front of her door. I tried to tell her that there are precious
few bugs flying about this apartment building. The only bugs here are
in her head. But if it keeps her happy..."

"You shot it out."

"Uh-huh. You had just put that new bulb in and she so much wanted
to put uwp that bug bulb."

"So you shot it out."

"Yup, with my B.B. gun. Are you doing anything special, say for
dinner, Mr. Cook?" Edna said, patting her curlers.

"Why look at the time," said Mr. Cook. He pointed to his watch.
"Gotta run! Have a nice day, Miss Ricketts.®” Switfly, he collected
his things and disappeared around the corner.

Edna took the paper back inside, leaving the door open so that she
could catch Mr. Cook, in case he should come back down the hallway.

She made some coffee and flipped through the classifieds, looking for
garage sales. She could stand to have a new dress.

In the bathroom, the bathtub's clawed feet wriggled to life. The
bathtub threw off the towel, scuttled out of the bathroom, across the
living room, out the door, down the stairs and disappeared up the
street.

Edna saw all of this over her paper. Unconsciously, she thought,
"Damn that's a big one!" and, "I just had the fool exterminator in
herel™ She thew down her paper, ran to her closet to get a broom.

She was going to kill it. Only halfway down the stairs did she fully
realize that it was not a giant bug she was chasing, but her bathtub
instead. She wasn't fast enough. When she got down to the street, it
was nowhere in sight.

She stopped and looked around,

Today was the day her

Can't

Where did it go? Waving her broom

like a baton, she used it to single out people walking down the street,
on their way to work. "Hey you! Didja happen to see a bathtub come
this way?" she asked a middle-aged man in a business suit. The man
gave her a strange look and continued walking. Edna dodged in front of
him, barring his way with the broom. "Have you seen my bathtub?” The
man skirted around her and started to walk faster. Edna chased after
him, hitting him with her broom. Wham. "I'm having—" Wham. Wham.
"——a crisis here—" Wham. "—and you are not helping!" Wham. Wham.
Wham. The man started running, using his briefcase as a shield to ward
off her blows. "Where do you think you're going? This is an emergen~
cy!"” shrieked Edna. She threw her broom after him.

Edna turned right at the corner. There was Sally Wong writing up
tickets for all of the cars parked outside Mr. Wong's produce store.
Standing opposite Sally was Mr. Wong, arguing with her as she placed a
ticket under each windshield wiper.

"But, Sally, all these tickets are bad for business. What people
are going to buy my vegetables when every time they park here, they get
a ticket? And fruit! Who's going to buy my fruit?"

"Dad, I'm sorry but you're not zoned..."

"Excuse me," Edna interrupted. "Did either of you happen to see a
bathtub go by?"

"No, but I do have some squash.
said Mr. Wong.

"No thank you.
I..."

“See," shouted Mr. Wong to Sally, “not even...”

Edna left them arguing, and went back the way she came. Every day,
they spent the entire day bickering in front of Mr. Wong's store. If
her bathtub came by this way, they would have seen it.

Her street was empty except for one man in a suit carrying a mir-
rored briefcase. Edna ran in front of him. He had a blank face. The
man was wearing a charcoal grey pinstripe suit. His clothes, over the
right side of his chest, had a tear that went down to the skin. Peer~
ing out of the tear was a blue eye above a grinning mouth.

"Excuse me,” said Edna. “Did you see my bathtub? I mean, did you
happen to see a bathtub go by?"

The man's face remained blank.

It's the same color as a bathtub,"

Really, my bathtub got out and I got to find it.

"Was it a big
By the

"I did," said the mouth grinning out of his chest.
white bathtub with feet? If so it went down past the church.
way, do you know what year it is?" .

Edna glanced down at her wrist and realized she still had had nlgyt—
clothes on. She caught her reflection in the briefcase. Out of habit,
she secured her curlers. She made eye contact with the immense blue
eye which was staring at her. It winked and she smiled self-conscious-
ly.

"No. I'm sorry.
the church? Thank you so much!”
off towards the church.

The church wasn't very far, only two blocks, so she was hardly out
of breath when she got there. In front of the church stood Mr. Jones,
the Baptist minister. His eyes were wide and he shouted wildly to
passers-by.

"Repent! The Armageddon is near!
attacked me on this very lawn! But the Lord protected mel
protect you! Repent! Satan walks among us on clawed feet!"

"Excuse me, sir. Have you seen a bathtub go by this way?"

“The Devil, you say?!"

"No, sir, a bathtub.”

"The Devil has many disguises, my child.
shape of a bathtub with CLAWED FEET!"

"Really? Did you see where he went?"
was her bathtub.

"He went to the cemetary. No doubt he has gone to do his foul work.
Pray, my child. Pray and repent.”

Edna walked by the cemetary, exerting a little caution, just in case
the minister was right. The bathtub was not in the cemetary. Edna
could hear the laughter of children coming from the playground. She
decided to go there next. Maybe one of them saw where her bathtub
went. There were a lot of children in the playground today. Yet, none
of them were playing on the slides or on the swings. Instead they were
all gathered around in a huge rectangle, yelling and cheering. It
seemed that every kid in town was at the playground today, like the
rats were gathered out into the streets of Hamelin. And almost all of
their voices were changing, "Go! Go! GO!"

Edna tried asking some of the children on the fringe of the group if
they had seen her bathtub, but she was unable to hold their attesmtion,
which was riveted on whatever was occurring in the center of the rec-
tangle, She decided that she better find out what was going on. If
there was a fight or something, she might be expected to break it up.
Well, in the center of the crowd was no fight. It was the minister,
Mr. Jones', own son, Bobby Lee, racing the hundred-yard dash with—
Edna's bathtub. The bathtub was winning. WHen the bathtub sailed
across the finish line, shower curtain flapping in the air like wings,
everyone cheered except Sarah Long, who had a crush on Bobby Lee, and
Bobby Lee, who got mad, kicked the bathtub, and turned redder in the
face than his father during a sermon on "Sin and Church Skipping."”
"Damn you," he yelled.

Chip Barnhard yelled at Bobby Lee, calling him a poor sport. Bobby
Lee punched Chip.in the mouth. A short scuffle ensued, until Maria
Kaiser announced that she was going to race next. Bobby Lee ceased
biting Chip, who was wildly beating Bobby Lee on the back of the head.
Bobby Lee straightened up and cupped his hands around his mouth.

“Hey, Kaiser roll, there's no way you can beat that bathtub.

You're a, girl!"

"Yeah, and you're a wimpus, Bobby Lee.”

Bobby Lee cuffed her in the ear. Maria stumbled from the blow, re-
gained her balance and kicked Bobby lee in the stomach. She crouched
behind the start line, the bathtub on her left.

Kelly Simpson stood at the finish line. "On your mark...Get set...
Gol" On “"Go!" she dropped her arm, which she held in the air as if it
were a flag. Maria broke out into the lead, the bathtub close behind.
Maria's eyes grew large, she clenched her teeth; her lower jaw looked
like it was being pulled forward by a string. The bathtub was right
behind her and catching up. Maria's eyes began to get that panicked
look a horse's eyes get when a fire engine passes directly in front of
it, sirens blaring. The bathtub pulled into the lead. This couldn't
be happening to her. Gym was her best class and she never lost at any
sport. She couldn't lose to a bathtub. And she certainly couldn't
lose here in front of everybody. The bathtub crossed the finish line.

Maria stopped, waving her arms in the air she shouted, "I bet we
shouldn't even be playing with this old bathtub. It probably belongs
to someone. It isn't ours and if something happens to it, we could
get into a lot of trouble. I think we should leave it alone. It
might be a bad idea if we encourage it. Besides, my mother says that
we should never play with strays because they might carry diseases.”

"You're just saying that ‘cause you lost, Kaiser roll," jeered
Bobby ILee.

"Well, I think her mother's right,"” Edna said, stepping forward.
"Besides, it's my bathtub."

"sheesh, Edna the Ancient!" came a voice from the crowd. The bath-
tub, which had returned to the start, opened its drain and spit a hair-
ball at her. 1Its clawed feet became more claw-like than ever.

"I will race next,” Edna declared. To the bathtub she said, “If I
win, you come with me. If you win, I have to find me another bathtub.
Deal?" The bathtub burbled an acceptance and spit another hairball,
Kelly resumed her place at the finish. Once more she raised her arm
to the sky.

They stood at the starting line, Edna forced her toes further into
her scuffs, as far as they would go, the bathtub burbling and gurgling.

Edna, in a fleeting thought, noticed how much the bathtub ring in the
sunlight reminded her of clay.

"On your mark!"

It seems that I've forgotten my watch. Down by
She shook the man's hand and dashed

I have seen the Anti~Christ! He
And He will

Today he has taken the

Edna hoped that this devil

(concluoted nest )
uppar led coraer)]]

"Get setl"
“Go"
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The bathtub lurched away from the start, Edna tripped, stumbled
after it. She ran, muscles straining, lungs straining, slippers slap-
ping. One slipper slipped off and was left behind. She was just
catching up with the rear claws when the bathtub veered right, off
the track and through the crowd. It turned its shower head, spraying
water on everyone behind so that no one could follow. It was going to
get away.

Edna stumbled, stopped and stared in disbelief. The curtains on the
fleeing bathtub flapped so hard, making Edna wonder if the bathtub was
going to take off. Behind her she heard someone shout, “Hey, look!
Over therel” She turned to lock and saw her toaster and hot plate
running, cord in cord, across Findlay's Field.

DOWN AND OUT
by Stacey Sollfrey
going down the ocean in a riverboat
no steam no horn
no punchline either
parting the waters
very quietly
with too much noise
cutting the quiet down
to add to the noise
to push the riverboat back with quiet
noise

this way muzzling yourself
to keep yourself rolling

is a muzzle for action

action is a muzzle

for everything else

push everything together into a ball
with no corners to connect

you to anything

Vampires From Neptune:
An Intéiview with Johghy Hollywood

from THE SAVAGE GARDEN
by Anistotle Cook

"I beliepe in the integrity of meanderthals."—Deborah Benedict
"He tampered in God's Domain."—Police Captain Tom Robbins in
- BRIDE OF THE MONSTER

| met Johnny Hollywood, unemployed muse, outside, on the lawn of the
Universe, our chairs touching the edge of the Savage Garden. Johnny is
23 million years old, but seriously doesn't look a day older than 6.
S/he is petite, only 2.5 inches tall. S/he wears a hairstyle similar
to performance artist Laurie Anderson, only Johnny has red and blonde
streaked hair. Johnny was wearing a beautiful black velvet Pierre
Cardin suit, made especially for hir by Pierre Cardin's muse, Bob.
Johnny wore a tie with a lurid glow-in-the-dark image of Jean Harlow
embracing the Swamp Thing. It was very distracting but satisfying to
gaze upon. 1| began my interview by asking Johnny about being a muse
and then | moved on to asking about Mildred Neptune and her fate. Our
conversation was interrupted frequently by alien intelligences and
Other Beings. Hollywood knows a great many otherworldly types and is
at ease with them. | found Johnny Hollywood to be much more accessible
than t thought muses would be, but S/he said that was a quality that
S/he had worked on through the years with Mildred.
COOL: Tell me about yourself.
HOLLYWO0D: I'm a muse. Been a muse since muses arrived—originally one
of Zeus' and Mnemosyne's kids—but I've incarnated lots since then.
I've worked for lots of really neat people, none of whom I can name, of
course, being as how it's a sacred trust to be a muse, and the only
reason I am breaking out of form is 'cause Mildred revealed it first.
But I can't reveal it.
C: How many muses are there? What sex are you, anyway?
H: There are several hundred muses—can't give you an exact number.
There aren't as many as you think because some people don't have the
right atmosphere in their lives for muses, even if they have talent.
You need a lot of strange stuff to get and keep a muse. What sex am I?
I don't do things 1ike that, ] don't need that sort of thing. Yuck.
C: Then how do muses reproduce?
H: We don't, we just keep incarnating. We don't need to reproduce.
He're immortal.
C: Oh.- What kind of atmosphere does a muse need and how did Mildred
Neptune attract and keep you?
H: Muses need people who are capable of anything, have lots of energy
But need to be directed. They need to live in places where they feel
safe, where there's not much intrusion. Mildred attracted me by
casting a spell and asking for me. I had to obey. But I saw she had a
good set-up, that she needed me, so I stayed. She also bought me lots
of great presents and we had fun.
C: There's a rumor that she is not dead—
: That's no rumor, it's the truth—she's not dead, she's Undead.
: But is that possible?
: No, it's not possible, but it's the truth. This happens a lot.
L: Are you saying Mildred Neptune is a vampire?

H: That sums it up real good.

C: How is this possible? Was Mildred Neptune, uh, indoctrinated by

another vampire?

H: Nah. Mildred would never let that go down! Mildred Neptune is not

on.anzbodz's parapsychological food chain. She chose to be immortal
]2th1s way—she decided to be an immortal vampire.

nlz'ﬁl:l:

C: Why? It seems a horrible thing to be.

H: You sound like a bigot to me. Mildred 1iked the movies, the cos-
Tumes and the decor. She liked the idea of being a shapeshifter, too.
You know, her favorite movie star was always Bela Lugosi.

C: But living off the blood of other human beings—that seems so un-
‘ethical—I can't imagine Mildred doing that.

H: Sheesh, you're pretty naive for a guy named Aristotle Cool. Mildred
Ts content with otherworldly beings right now—course, she is still
pretty deep in the Savage Garden over there. But I guess when she
emerges she will be drinking the blood of peopie—for awhile—until sh
overcomes that. .
C: Won't that fuck with the ecological balance of Spaceship Earth?

H: (rolling eyes and laughing) Spaceship Earth? Who scared you? Earth
Tsn't a spaceship, it's a planet. As for interfering, go talk to the
bimbos at the Pentagon. What Mildred is up to is natural and necessary.
€: You're defending vampires?

H: I don't have to defend vampires, they can take care of themselves.
T'm saying that this is what Mildred is and will be for awhile. We
have to accept that this is a necessary part of her evolution. You
don't know what her reasons were for becoming a vampire. You can't
judge her. If you do judge her, be prepared for her to judge you.

C: Well, just tell me, will she terrorise us?

H: Of course not! There are just as many vampires on Earth as there
are muses—but no one even knows they are there! Immortal Beings are
extremely cool, they never mess things up, otherwise they wouldn't be
immortal.

C: Has morality no place in this life?

H: Well, here and there, on a day-to-day basis, you need a few morals
For humans to coexist and so forth. But immortal beings don't do
morals.

C: Why not?

H: Because, basically, existence means nothing—and the longer you
exist the more nothing it means.

€: But this is terrible!

H: Why? You watch nature films and see the lion eat the gazelle and
you don't think anything.

C: But those are animals—not humans.

H: Don't be so goddamned chauvinistic! I am not a human and neither is
Mildred. You can't be immortal and human too—at least not yet.

C: Why not?

H: The facilities aren't ready yet.

C: What facilities?

H: The ones that aren't ready yet.

C: Talking to you is impossible.

H: Obviously not because you're doing it. 1 cannot reveal too much
about the future. Consult your horoscope, ok?

C: But you make it sound like existence is meaningless, there is no
goodness—

H: (interrupting angrily) I didn't say there was no goodness, I said
there were no morals! Immortal beings find morals superfluous because
they are intrinsically good by their immortality. Who sent you anyway?
Was it Zontar? 1'11 kill him.

C: Now, now—1 don't want to upset you. No, Zontar didn't send me.

I was sent as a freelance correspondent for American Werewolf Magazine.
H: Oh, that's alright then—you're only baiting me for your reader-
ship, ri'?

C: Exactly.

H: Fine, then.

C: When can we expect to see Mildred emerge from the Savage Garden and
begin to prowl the earth?

H: Well, I'd say she'll come out on Walpurgisnacht because she is es-
sentially a German trad.

C: Where will she go? X

#: Knowing her, she'll go to Transylvania, seeking her roots. Then,.
probably she'll hang out in the USA because the USA has the best radio
stations. Mildred loves music, you know.

C: Will she still be known as Mildred Neptune? .
H: Only be her close associates and friends. The world at large will
Know her as Regina Statica. She will be the leader of a big old band.
Like in The Vampire Lestat. Only it will be a (seeminglx) a!l-fema]e
band. Regina Statica and the Savage Garden. Videos. Big hits.
Movies? Sure, why not. 1'm still her muse and I have big plans for
her.

C: Any songs written yet? A

H: I'm working on some. I got the title for the first album, it's
gonna be called ELEGANT PAGANS. That's what vampires are, you know.
C: Well, I know about werewolves and they ain't elegant, but I suppose
that vampires really are.

H: Sure, Pan in a tuxedo and spats, y'know, with continental manners.
€: It should be interesting to watch anyway. I wouldn't want to get
oo close to them.

H: You already are, dear Aristotle.

€: Wha?

H: Mildred is coming up behind you. She looks thirsty to me. Are you
ready? How would you like to become a monster, how would you like to
be someone the police don't believe in?

At this stage, | was embraced by Mildred Neptune and under her
guidance | have become Aristotie Cool, the gentleman who will one day
reconcile Light with Lucifer.

Neptune is on the bridge between the Savage Garden and Your World,
Planet Earth, a place where the idea of survival has become chic. So
all you cool and crazy street ghosts, keep watching and waiting—for
your Maitre Ya is nearing you.

As for Johnny Hollywood, s/he will be appearing everywhere in a
neighborhood near you, very, very soon.

ARISTOTLE COOL is now the editor and publisher of AMERICAN WEREWOLF
Magazine. He alsoc collects eomic books.
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LUCK COMES TO McSHAMUS
Part 11 by Dorian Tenore

Our action-packed, heavy-breathing story so far: The crack of a for-
Tune cookie embroils Dan MeShamus, Well-Dressed, WELI/M¥Ad Well-Meaning
Private Eye Ordinaire, into an imbroglio of murder, mayhem, mademoi-
sclles, and mirth.

"Luck will eome to you," reads Dan's fortune, and before he can say
" ..between the sheets,” wealthy womanizing restauranteur Sir Winston
Luck has hired Dan to investigate the drowming-by-wonton-soup murder of
his cstranged wife, lady Luck. Luck suspects (or last least hopes)
that his latest mistress, the luscious Erica, te the culprit.

But what about that hired killer in the Groucho noseglasses chasing
Dan” Or the Edsel-driving Pat Nixon clones (Republican cloth coats and
all) who keep trying to kidnap Erica? Hoping to uncover answers like
these and other burning questions (like "Is he/she as gorgeous naked?"),
Dan and Erica arrange an impromptu rendezvous in Erica's apartment,
where our scene opens...

INTERIOR, ERICA'S ARCHITECTURAL DIGEST-WORTHY LIVING ROOM

Music plays on her stereo——perhaps some vintage Partridge Family or
Bobby Sherman-—as Erica brings drinks to the couch, where Dan has ai-
ready made himselt comfortable.

ANGLE ON ERICA

ERICA: (horrified) Winston's wife dead?!
I1'11 kill him! (Catches herself) Oh, I didn't mean that literally!
But I just can't believe it! (Sits beside Dan.)
ANGLE ON DAN AND ERICA ON COUCH

DAN: Me neither, after that little escapade outside!
any of those gals were, Erica?

And he thinks I did it?!

Do you know who

ERICA: Never saw them in my life! What do they all want with me?

DAN: Maybe the same thing somebody wanted from the late Lady Luck!
ERICA: (troubled) Mr. McShamus—

DAN: (with warmth and tenderness—bhe's falling fast) Call me Dan.

ERICA: Dan— (touches
I never touched a hair
night was yell at each
—and today I just ran
and ran right out!
opened my eyes!
DAN: (sincerely) And such lovely eyes they are, too!
one kinda purple...

ERICA: Oh, Dan, I just want to start a new life, be independent, maybe
become an astrophysicist! And I don't want to sneak around with amy
more married men, either! I—1I1 want to be an honest woman!

DAN: (taking her hand) I'll make you one, baby! (As he leans over to
pull her closer, she stands up and he falls on his face on the couch

his hand; of course she likes him, too) I swear
on her pointy little head! All we did the other
other— (disgustedly) with no help from Winston
into the restaurant to hand in my resignation
When Winston wouldn't stick up for me, it really

One brown and

cushion.)

ERICA: {(in a quandry) This is silly! People don't fall in love this
fast!

DAN: (gently) Since when is there a tiem limit, angel? (He pulls her

lovingly to him and they melt into a passionate, lengthy kiss as camera
slowly zooms in. We're talking major liplock here.)

ANGLE ON THE COUPLE OUTLINED IN SILHOUETTE

They kiss again, lingering over it. When, eons later, they part:

DAN: Don't worry, honey, we'll get to the bottom of this. In fact, I
think it we just find the connection between those three broads, we'll
hit the nail right on the nead—

And not just the nail, as Erica suddeniy screams. Dan jumps up to see
what's wrong, and a silhouetted hand with some kind of blunt instrument
in It enters the frame and bashes Dan on the ol' cranium, Dan and his
siihouette collapse, unconsclous,

DISSOLVE T0:

CLOSE ANGLE—DAN LYING ON THE COUCH, OUT LIKE A LIGHT

His head, upon which a wet cloth rests, starts to nod slowly from side
to side. Dan mumbles dreamily, Incoherentiy. Soon his eyelids flut-
ter, consciousness restored to their owner. He blinks as he discovers
that he and Erica have company—and not the kind you serve hors
d'oeuvres to, either!

CLOSE ANGLE, DAN'S POINT OF VIEW—THE TWO WOMEN WHO TRIED TO NAB ERICA
These ladies are seated on, respectively, the edge of the couch and on
an ottoman. The one on the couch Is training a gun on Dan and on
Erica, who is kneeling beside Dan.

ANGLE ON DAN AND ERICA

DAN: (weakly but cockily) Make yourselves at home, ladies—help your-
selves to the fridge, the firearms...

CUT BACK AND FORTH BETWEEN THE WOMEN AND THE COUPLE AS THEY TALK
FLORA: (the one with the gun) Oh, we already helped ourselves to the
use of Erica's fire escape, thanks—that's how we got in.

ERICA: (to Dan, with loving concern) How do you feel, darling?

DAN: Lousy, thanks-—how about you? (He sits up slowly and painfully,
lighting a cigarette to steady his shaky self.)

FAUNA: (impatiently) Could we dispense with the small talk and get
down to the nitty-gritty?

ERICA: (pissed off) What nitty of what gritty already?

DAN: If you don't mind me asking, who the hell are you two?!

LIKE A SQUIRREL Wit
by Mary Ann Henn “Q\\"\Q“XC 8®“Q’dA§,e3°“

With hairy legs and furry skin gvﬁﬁ oQbONﬂ;§ i“e‘ma‘

a little creature in the grass oY " qee e g

runs up and down the elm and grins. g0 “i\ sﬂ@i gt

I think he's making fun of me al "tade A

because I don't have other squirrels «ve

scampering after me, like him.

FLORA: 1'm Flora Meriwether and this is my sister, Fauna.

FAUNA: (brightly) Hi!

DAN and ERICA: (sarcastically) Hi!!

FLORA: We all seem to have a mutual friend--a certain Sir Winston Luck!
DAN: (flippantly) He's more of an acquaintance to me—we just met

today! (Then it dawns on him) Wait! Let me guess—you two dames were
more than friends with ol' Lucky-boy, weren't you?

FAUNA: impressed by Dan's genius) He catches on fast!
ERICA: (shrugs indifferently) Welcome to the club, girls!
FLORA: (angrily) Don't "welcome to the club" us!! If it weren't for

you, the Meriwether sisters would be on top of the world of haute
cutsinet!

DAN: Who's this Haute Cuisine character?

FLORA: "Haute cuisine" refers to the world of fine dining, you igno-
rant twit!

FAUNA: Flora and I were going to start our own restaurant—"Meri-

wether's Cold Cereal Emporium"!

FLORA: (to Fauna) I etill prefer "Flora and Fauna's Cold Cereal Kit-
chen"—it's got a friendlier, homier ring to it!

FAUNA: whatever!

DAN: What the—? You mean a restaurant serving just cold cereal?!
ERICA: You mean as in Rice Krispies...Raisin Bran...?

FLORA: You got it, cookie! Cap'n Crunch, Alpha-Bits, Wheat Chex—the
whole bit! Not to mention fresh fruit and Grade-A milk to put on them!
FAUNA:  (sunnily) For breakfast, lunch, and dinner!

DAN: {perplexed) But why cold cereal?!

FLORA: Look, fast food is always popular, right?
faster and easier to make than cold cereal?

Well, what could be

DAN: You mean to say Luck would have financed this for you?
FLORA: He was all set to give us the money, even after his lousy wife

found out about us—after all, it was two of us against one of her!
But then Winnie (CUT TO Dan and Erica looking at each other, mouthing
"Winnie?!" in disbelief) fell head over heels for Little Miss Manager
over there and decided to use our money for paying her rent!

IAN: Then why'd you have to ice Luck's wife?

FAUNA: That wasn't our fault! That stupid so-called "hit-person" we
hired to get Erica hit the wrong person!

DAN: Used the wrong murder weapon, too. She should've drowned the old
girl in a bowl of Froot Loops or something!

FRICA: {shivering at such macabre wit) Oh, Dan, please!

DAN: Sorry about that, sweetheart!

FLORA: Hmmph! I shouldn't have expected innovation like ours to be
appreciated by a cheap gumshoe like you, McShamus!

ERICA: Hey, you can't talk like that to my little bubbola!

DAN: Yeah, who're you calling cheap?! I charge $500 a day, plus ex-

penses! And no personal checks accepted, either, sister!

FLORA: Oh, sure, I'll bet your checks bounce like Dolly Parton's—
FAUNA: (piping up) Do you take VISA or MasterCard?

DAN: Well, I do take American Express—

FLORA: TFAUNA!!
FAUNA: (sullenly) Just trying to make conversation!
CUuT 10:

ERICA'S FRONT DOOR OPENING ABRUPTLY

In walks Luck with his hands up and the keys dangling from one hand.
Behind him is the indignant and armed (with a Luger this time) hit-
person. There's a white gauze bandage wrapped around her head, slight-
ty visible under her heat.

LUCK: Don't get mad, folks—I had to lead her here, I have a low
threshold of death!

FRICA: There he is, Winnie the Poop!

HIT-PERSON: (waving her gun at the Meriwether sisters) Okay, you
chiselers, where's my fee?! And how about my free case of Sugar Pops
cereal?!

As everyone directs thelr attention to Luck and the hit-person, Dan
leaps up and at Flora, shoving his |it cigarette into her eye. As she
velps, Fauna jumps Dan. As the three of them wrestle, Erica Jjumps
Fauna. Fisticuffs and wrestling for Flora's gun ensue. Meanwhile,
Luck and the hit-person hit it off. They do a damn good tango to the
stereo music, which now consists of K-Tel's "Novelty Hits of the
70's," the track now playing being Carl Douglas' classic "Kung-Fu
Fighting."

LUCK: Listen, you interested in a bodyguard job?

HIT-PERSON: Guarding who?

LUCK: Me, of course!

HIT-PERSON: Why?

LUCK: Hey, with all these dames after me, I need protection!
HIT-PERSON: (as they dance The Continental toward the front door)
Well, now, let's discuss my rates... (Camera follows these crazy kids
out the front door.)

CuT TO:

Dan and Erica finally subdue the Meriwether sisters with some upper
cuts to the jaw, lefts to the solar plexus, and belts to the pants.
Dan trains his gun on them, they put their hands up in defeat and head
toward the door. Dan's arm is draped lovingly around Erica as he and
she follow the villains.

ERICA: Talk about a long day!

DAN: (a la Casablanca) Well, kid, we'll always have the couch!

ERICA: (pur?TFET_ﬁE;E.do you say we make the long day a long night?
Dan and Erica laugh and kiss. The kiss is quite long and passionate—
S0 much so, in fact, that it shows few if any signs of stopping in the
near future. The Meriwether sisters soon notice. They look at each
other, shrug, and tear out the front door. Dan and Erica are so
wrapped up in each other, they neither notice nor care that their
quarry has escaped. Fade out on a tight close-up of our hero and hero-
ine kissing, entwined In an embrace so hot and steamy that every re-
frigerator in the neighborhood automatically defrosts. ]:3



Ghost inthe Gerber

{So there we were, sitting around at h -
Reasons, when Vinnie B, says to me, "Hey, Let's do a gerber!" Being
not at all well-versed in coded languages, 1 couldn't understand why
the dear Revernend was 0 intent on putting pieces of glass in baby food
jans; he then explained that "genber" was apparently gan-speak for a
aound-nobin stony. Now, Like the game of Telephone, these things pro-
duce fickle nesults at best, but since s0 many wiiters of 1J-type ca-
Libre wene present and they all seemed enthusiastic enough, 1 decided,
fon better on wonse, to aun the thing Mue p:ﬁ.:.d I‘:aze zi“mmt
the title myself; each writer's contribution is ed o Y
Lype gacumgo as to make the abrupt plot shifts more undwtandabu
The ginal entry is mine as well, since T can't resist tying up Loose
ends; the rest of the blame belongs, not necessarnily in the onder in
which the poations appear, to Vinnie Bartiluced, at. Eve, Steve Chaput,
Nina Bogin, Geong Patterson, Dorian Tenone, Steven
Scharf§, Spencer Pimney and someone whose handwriting 1 can't place...)

It was the kind of morning that made you wish it was afternoon. I
was working the (excuse the pun) graveyard shift at the morgue. Usual-
ly a slow job, but when the Venus probe satellite passes over on the
night of a full moon, things get a bit...hectic. I couldn't get a
thing done, what with convincing all these corpses they were in no con-
dition to pop by Famous Ray's for a late dinner. During a lull in the
action, I set my baseball bat and tried to catch up on my reading.

Having forgotten to buy my usual copy of the Daily News that morn-
ing, | had to make do with the leftover tabloids left by Rigger, the
night man. | was stlil a littie pissed-off at him for leaving the door
unlocked (ajar, in fact) and the lights and TV on for me to turn off—
the grande fromage, Doc Melendes, would get on my ass about It the next
time the Con Ed bill came In. Oh well. 1 reached into the wastebasket
for a crumpled-up copy of the Weekly World News. Classic headlines, as
usual: "DWARF & GIANT FALL IN LOVE, FLEE CRUEL TOWNSPEOPLE;" "CABBAGE
PATCH KIDS POSSESSED BY ANCIENT INCA DEMONS;" "NUCLEAR FALLOUT FROM
PROBE SATELLITES CAUSE ACNE IN RESURRECTED DEAD"...

"That last one's bullshit, man,” rumbled a voice from under a sheet.

"Ah, plpe down," | grumbled.

! walked over to the recombo chamber and peeked in at George.

George was the first artificially-transformed Spican-from-humanoid two
years ago. He signed up for my mutation program and the rest was soon
to be history; in six weeks we'd take the shuttle down to Earth and
make the reports. George lost his sense of humor through mutation. A
bug obviousiy to debug—next time. 1 was used to this. 'Well, the
Potato Museum in Belgium's for real."

*'Okay, ['11 grant that much.," He blew bubbles of compromise and
swam to the far end of the tank.

"Well, sometimes I just worry about you mutations,” I said. "I
know, I know-——genetic drift is all the rage, but that's still no cause
for passing out the way you do." He seemed kind of annoyed, especially
when I started picking on hie unbought stuffed dogs (road to hell paved
with 'em you know). I saw him over at the end of the tank moving in on
a babe in a Bemetar sweatshirt and a pair of Terminator Shades. I
ranked on his taste in mates, but I knew it was just the nature of be-
ing, 8o I made him an honorary MIFIAC and sent him on his way.

So we were sitting in the 8th Street Playhouse when Sal finally got
to our notes. He read, "Dear Sal, why are you such a knob?" His re-
sponse was "what the fuck is a nobo?", and Ira turned red from laugh-
ter. Then we went to Chuck E. Cheese's Pizza Time Theatre. As you can
well imagine, we soon ran out screaming in terror. It's a scary place.

Then, all reality changed.

"Bob" Dobbs became President and outlawed all contraceptive devices
—the reason being "you can't get the real feell"

But all the people realized that this action proved Dobbs to be a
genuine asshole. "Who wants more mutated bastards running around?”
they all said. So the mighty "Bob" Dobbs—President *Bob" to you~—be-
gan to concentrate real hard, trying to devise a new device or method
of contraception. Something that would retain the qualities of not
only sex but slack as well. "Hmm...let us think about this now..."

"Something to think about, Indeed!" mused Jerome, the black market-
eer. His hidden warehouse did a thriving business In smuggled contra-
ceptives, and he sat amld the most recent shipment of Mexican condoms.

"Los Gallos Profelacticos" stared back at him as he mulled over his
next move. Advance into the Deep South, where the market was light and
chances of belng caught were stim, or to the Southern California mar-
ket, where profits and risk were usually high.

"Hey, Jerome," came the voice from his assistant, frop'ped out as
usual, "we got a customer over the scrambler-phone!"

Jerome winced. Only the true dealers had his number or knew his
code!

He reached Into his back pocket, flipped the phone open, and spoke—

"Alright, how did you get this number?"

A faint laugh came back, accompanied by "I thought you knew all the
answers." )

A cold sweat came over Jerome. Only one person would ever say that.
Only one person, in fact (or at least in reasonable supposlition), knew
that he was Jerome. Most of the abject pond scum passing Itself off as
humanity these days thought he'd been wiped out by Kermit the Marine
(noted protector of truth, justice and all dat shit) with a well-placed
kick to the cerebelium. But he was not nothin' iike dead. He was St.
Jerome, Extra-Earthly Super-Agent. The might of 15 wombats (and that's
there's Just no telling what 15 wombats might do) was gathered and he
was Indeed one bad mo-fo.

"Yeah, you toad, but what the fuck happened to the piot?
Story! Gimme some fooklIn' exposition!i
"4"I'm sorry," said Jerome, "but you don't exist. So plss off!™

Story!

»* * % * * * *

The bitter wind sang a shrill song as it scraped against the steel
exterior of the Jehovah Complex, the massive intelligence center of the
United States (recently renamed by the new caretakers). Covering
twenty square miles of southwest Maryland, its sole duty was to monitor
all communications in, out or within the U.S. There were computers—
oh, were there computers. Computers that monitored mail. Computers
that monitored phone calls, government meetings, private meetings, even
a few private conversations. There were hundreds of computers with
hundreds of different programs to sift through the mass of talk and
print that made up the life of the nation, the frantic field, as the
media called it.

And there was Ernestine.

Ernestine was an interpretive logic computer, a state-of-the-art de-
vice that was put on line less than three years ago. Her (yes, even
the government programmers personify them) job was to take that mulch
of information and pick out the unusual bits. Make connections. Find
out that which even the fold may not know is wrong.

Caryl German arrived at JehovahCom at 9:30, sat down in front of the
console and ordered the daily AR (anomaly report). )

It was a short one, fifth in a series—she often wondered if Ernest-
ine could get bored. There was one report on the screen. This was not
unusual in itself, but the reports usually had some interpretation from
Ernestine. This report only contained one phrase:

PARSIFAL EMOTION
And at the bottom of the screen:

NO CROSS REFERENCES

NO INTERPRETATION

VOLATILITY: 94%
In plain English, something was about to happen, but "Bob'" knows what
it was.

Ernestine wondered where Kermit the Marine was. She aluvaye did have
a fondness for green men, and hz was almost the man of her dreams. Al-
most, that is, because she did not share his desire for raw flies as a
main course at dinner. She sighed as she stepped into the pecombo cham
chamber for a quick perk-up. She pressed the yellow button, and loud
drumbeats pummeled into her eardrums as the chamber began to resound
with furious reverberation.

"Ah!" sighed Ermestine eontentedly.
robed her robe (if she were wearing a
disdress, naturally) and wondered what she was going to wear to the
speak-in. Obviously, it would have to be something in which she would
feel comfortable speaking.

An hour later, Ermestine arrived at the speak-in and was greeted en-
thusiastically by some of the other women present. She took a seat on
the cold park lam, and the group began to discuss plans for a camp~in
for a clean enviromment.

"I don't want to camp with men, " declared a tall redhead named Suze.
"I have difficulty sleeping in the same 8pace with men."

"But men are people too," argued a petite brunette named Linda.

A middle-aged balding man named Tom agreed with Linda.

This began a heated discussion on whether the eamp-in should be wo-
men or'zly, men or:Zy, men and women, or none of the above.

* * * *

Ae she etepped out, she dis-
dress, she would have had to

*
Caryl hit the override and shut down all but Ernestine's most rudi-
mentary systems. It was impossible to discover, without a complete
systems .check, why a multi-level computer would suddenly start printing
out §tuff that read 1ike a paperback romance.
Tu:e to worrz about thet later. If there would be a later...
* * *

*
The first cube landed at a 1ittle past midnight on the White House
lawn.. Later it was Tearned that identical ones landed outside the
official residences of the leaders of every nation on Earth.
From each cube came the Cat in the Hat, who ordered the complete and
total suspension of reality on all levels.
And then things got weird.
L] L 3 L 4 * * * 4
"Can't get much weinden,” George mwmared, coming out of hi -
miting thance. "Pansifals 'Luem}l:ging cats in haa,gindeed.é hﬁv‘e’o“ -
Lied sz&tf :gue; ;n .’S;Lcn;t—theme more Like, well, §r0gs maybe. ..
. on ” H ”n 1
oeen" e omen. ¥ get aro much,” T neplied. "And 1've mneven
"The wha'?—oh, Earth pun,” he smiled, ' ing me quicl "Don'
wov'}y, T won't tell anyome about youn pmm?L obaguekgge}m. Dc:} ‘
You won't‘teu anyone an%ty_ng' for awhile, my fniend,” 1 inten-
rupted, 8fancing up at the jectony scneen. "'Fraid 1 gotta suspend
your animation once more. Same fon the whole tank, we'ne moving in.
Can't have Melendes on my case fon zombifyin' around with the Likes of

you, aftern all."

"No, T suppose not. 1t'fLt feel good being back in the yards 2
tquaya. goztglu'd qtuzbtvé when we Land, 1 don't wanna coze bcu"Jz g' !
pizza crus over the—hey, what the hetlf' 'Migiac’
don'¢ think 1 Like the sound o' tha—r "o ¢ @ 'Wbiac’ anghout 1

"Aw, c'mon, only joshing, G. Tell ya what, 1'LL throw the paper in

whife you go under. Take your mind

your tank and you can absonb it
off ;_‘.he 20!Ledom."

"Fershen. Iwundagetungintothazmudeaboutth mpiLt
goding bonkers and having wet dreams—oh but didn't she just se:lc)/ulbeu
ﬁe a;zzngz toa t_ef{;l..vzn't Lhink 1 care much fon that Greemeich Vif-

ge e crap, Though, to . in't that what ( {
foge heatne crap, g 0 swureal. Ain't the Voice is

"Guess Weekly Workd prints it whene it can get it," 1 answered
warming up the suspeniion chamber as the Ahwtc%e neadied itself 654
atmosphenic penetration. "That Dobbs studf was pretty thinly veited
fiction, though. ALL that bunko about nealily shifting, sure.
ness bknows what excuse they'tL come up next to explain his election

(;enr+ﬁQ. neytd ‘,01?25



- (con¥d. Srom privions pase)
"Good thing the Jehovah witnesses nabbed the phony contraceptive

coffbander, eh?" ]
"1 dunno, Geonge. You meven know what to believe in these 'bloids.

Coutd be a coverup story to mask the computen glitch.”

"GLiteh my itch—something's more than fucked up when JehovahCom ne-

ponts Parsifabian invasions, for 'Bob's sake! 1'm glad 1'LE be under-
around till this whole mess bLows over. Think they'fL suspend Earth
§rom the intergalactic mutie program aften this?"

"1 doubt {t. 1 mean, get serious. We read it in the Weekly Wonld,
nemember—anything could be happening out there." 1 adighed as ed

the chamber to the tank’s exact grequency, and tucked George's taxi-
denmist's nightmares in with him, promising myself 1'd neturn them to
thein nightful ownens as soon as 1 could get in fouch with Keamit at
Marnine headquantens. 1§ he wene even around to answer his calls any
mone, between his master-of-disguise missions and his bimbos...hey,

maybe 1 could strike a deal with him and offer him the Texminator babe.

We wene due to Land at high noon precisely, and 1 strapped myself
in. Too bad T had no papers to Leave Fleming, my on-ground nepface-
ment. But hey, she'd had alf monning to buy one.

PIGSH

POSTCARD FROM A PIG

Even veteran PIGSHIT readers seem unaware that Yours
Truly, despite being a mild-mannered PIG PAPER editor by
day, often can be found after dark paying the bills by
playing Gary Jardine in the bogus-Beach Boy bar-band
clone act cailed, naturally, Endless Summer. From my
vantage point in the back of the band's 1975 Mercury
Marquis wagon, | pause today to reflect upon our latest
three~week road ftrip, which began innocently enough with
a four-night stand at Mickey's Roadhouse in Brockville,
Ontario, Canada.

This particular engagement was a BLAST: sand was
spread across the dance floor and a trip to sunny Flori-
da was given away to the patron with the loudest Hawaii-
an shirt (typically, the winner had just returned from a
vacation in Miami!) (at least it wasn't the club owner's
son this time...}. We had an inkling it was gonna be
one of our better gigs when, during our very first num-
ber, a dancer clad only in a grass skirt and clutching
twin Pina Coladas fell head-first over our bassist and
landed on our drummer. Too bad the dancer's name was
Chuck.

Our accommodations were seven mlles down-road at the
utterly quaint Flying Dutchman Motel, featuring, for our
convenience, complimentary continental brunch (bits of
orange-colored rye bread served with lukewarm Sanka) and
cable TV (grainy porno flicks beamed up from Rochester,
NY). Speaking of X-ratings, the band celebrated its
last night in Brockville by inviting back to the Dutch~
man a girl of, according to most everyone in town, "du-
bious reputation," who joined the entire band, and crew
(AND a crate of tequila) in the hot-tub at the end of
the hal! (only took us ten minutes to pry open the door
and get in!). After several hours of aquatic mambo'ing
and whirlpool-making, we noticed all that remained in
the tub was a few bottie caps, some sodden cigarette
butts, and our accompiice's bikini bottom—98% of the
water had been splashed onto the floor and was now
pouring towards the kitchen. We called it a night and
somehow managed to leave town before the maids (or the
vice squad) arrived in the morning.

Next stop? Baron's Motor Inn at scenic Beli's Cor-
ners near Ottawa. We'd played this club once before, so
rather than supplying us with rooms IN the inn, this
time the proprietors wisely chose to house us in a ram-
shackle "band cottage" at the foot of the parking lot
(where the cab drivers and truckers hang out). Within
several hours of our occupancy, the floor therein was
knee-deep in potato chips, Star Trek paperbacks, socks,
snow, Deep Purple cassettes, thrice~humillated pizza
siices and an assortment of charred |inen. Unaccustomed
as | am, despite my occupation, to filth of this cali-
bre, | qulickly befriended one of the more hospitable
(and—bonus—cuter!) members of the audience and before
you could say Palimony Suit was tiving in the basement

The Least-Known Prophet
by Lanry Blazek

Abdul, the hashish-eater, was a conscientious object-
or of sorts. The gods had sent little water and much
sunshine that year; Abdul's hemp crop was heavy with
sticky resins. His dreams in his filthy tent were
stranger that year, for that year Abdul became one of
the world's least-known prophets.

The gods simply told him that they objected to the
spilling of blood upon the holy places. Abdul was ill-
inclined to spill blood anyway (though he did own a
crooked little knife, it had sliced more hashish than
flesh); he vowed not to spill blood upon the holy
places.

That year was a famine year and the tribes warred
upon each other. They robbed the graineries in the
temples and slew many priests. The priests fled to the
mountains.

Abdul visited army camps to trade hemp products for
food. One day, after a bloody battle, Abdul found him-
self conscripted. He was given a rusty scimitar and a
heavy bronze-headed pike. When the battle spilled over
into the holy grounds, Abdul threw down his weapons and
would not fight.

The soldiers wanted to crucify him on the spot. A
minor chieftain took him to the warlord for judgement.

Abdul was to be burnt at the stake. He had performed
bravely enough in battle before he had thrown down his
weapons, so four archers were to shoot him before he had
endured much pain.

Abdul ate the lump of hashish that was concealed in a
fold of his robes before he was bound to the stake. He
laughed in the face of death. As the flames rose higher
and his beard singed, he spoke again with the gods. As
the archers strung their bows, he prevailed upon the
gods to pluck him from the flames. Instead, the sea
sent forth a mighty wave. Everything that the eye could
see was destroyed and swept away, except for Abdul and
the stake. Abdul did get rather wet, but he didn't mind
as it kept him from burning. .

It took Abdul several days to work the bindings loose
(he didn't want the gods to overdo things again). As
far as can be said, he resumed his career of scavenging
and hemp-planting. He also ate very little hashish un-
til the following year.

of her nearby home (Additional Bonus: the rest of the
household was away vacationing in, you guessed it,
Miami). Such a sweet girl—she shopped for me, cooked
me spaghetti, sliced open her finger making me orange
juice, let me watch old Elvis movies on TV, and even
let me sleep 'til two in the afternocon. But | couldn't
help but detect she was always somewhat on guard, some-
what nervous...Turns out she was good friends with the
Brockville hot-tub girl. 'Nuff said!

Thirteen days and ten Elvis movies later, it was
finally time to bid Bell's Corner's adieu...but not be-
fore holding a Farewell to Earl the Soundman bash at
the band cottage. The last party we threw here ended in
us turning our singer's room sideways: EVERY stick of
furniture and article of clothing was upended and/or
stuck with bubblegum to the ceiling (took us SEVEN HOURS
too, I'Il have you know. The resuit? A gauddamn master-
piece! Keith Moon would've been proud). Earl's party
was comparatively subdued, however: all | remember was
being awoken in bed by Long Tatl Sally (our biggest—in
more ways than one!—Baron's fan) armed with several
shot-glasses full of B-52 mix. Last time | was attacked
by a squadron of B-52s | ended up in the local airport
singing "Help Me Rhonda" to the Coke machine. THIS time
I'm told my bedroom was invaded by lsabelle the head
waitress, in a frenzy because her fiance had just ac-
cused her of being a slut and announced that he was
moving out of her apartment first thing in the morning.
Then a young fella (fresh back from Miami to boot!) was
wrapped up like a prefzel and rolled by my bed as he
cried, "Can you direct me to the Guinness Book of World
Records?"

And to this day, Earl swears he saw it too!

(NEXT EPISODE: Breaking into a Quebec Chinese food
restaurant at 3AM and cooking the best chicken balls ]5
knoum to man)



CHAPTER NINE

slept in the Golden Gate Park
Iawhile, got in a few fights,
lost my virginity. I told
you about that already.
did see that girl again.
Finally it got too dangerous
sleeping outside in the Park, so
I moved to this off-ramp down-
town. It was a nice spot on top
of this man-made hill at the foot
of the Bay Bridge. It was cold
up there with the winds whipping across the Bay, but I had a good down
sleeping bag.

Usually nobody wandered up here because you had to walk up the free-
way exit the wrong way, then make your way along a narrow path along-
side the huge cement blocks that supported the Bridge.

This was a good, safe spot to sleep. Or so I thought.

* * * * * *

1 never

*

One night I was walking by the Bachelor Brothers Theatre and I ran
into Charlene. She was walking home from work.

"Charlene?" I said.

“Oh, hi Christopher," she said.

"Funny running into you here, ha ha."

"Yeah. Real funny." She didn't look amused.

"How about coffee?"

"No." She sat down on the bus bench.

*Mind if I join you?"

"It's a free country."

We sat there. "So how's your job?" I asked.

"Fine. I like it just fine."
“"How's Rick?"
"Fine."

*That's good,” 1 said.

We sat there.

"So I wonder how everything is back at Ridgetown High?" I said.

"Yeah," said Charlene.

"I'1l bet the basketball season is just about over.
we did.”

"Yeah."

"Do you miss cheerleading at all?"

I wonder how

"Nah. I always felt kind of ridiculous shaking my butt in those
little cheerleader uniforms. At least now what I do is honest.”
"How so?"

"Well, men pay to see me shake my butt. Cheerleading was the exact
same bullshit, except it was SUPPOSED to be this wholesome All-American
wonder Bread trip. Know what I mean?”

“No. "

"Well, you always were kind of dumb.”

"I got a girlfriend now," I said.

"Good. "

"She's very good-looking.

"Good. "

"And you know what? I think she loves me too.
looking too. Very beautiful spirit.
on the Haight-Ashbury.”

*I'm very happy for you, Christopher."

"I think I might love her too. She's a very wonderful person."

We sat there.

"Yeah," I said. "I wonder what's happening in old New Jersey. I
heard from old Chuck."

“Oh really?" She perked up at that.

"Yeah. He said we're the talk of the town. It's quite a scandal.
'‘Whatever happened to those two nuts after the game'."

“Nosey bastards," she laughed. "I'll never go back there."

"still though, don't you ever wish we were back there again, like
when we were little kids?"

"Yeah, kind of."

"Remember that clubhouse we used to have?"

*Oh sure," she laughed. "The famous 'NO GIRLS ALLOWED' clubhouse.
Tommy Trevors never used to let me back there unless I did my strip
tease dance for the boys." .

"You were wild even back then."

"I guess I should be grateful.
training for my future vocation."”

"So how's the job going?"

"You asked that already. It's fine.
first real money I've ever made.

We both sort of laughed.

I met her in the Golden Gate Park."

She's very good-
She's well-known in all the bars

It turned out to be on-the-job

It pays good. This is the
There are things I don't like..."

“Like what?"
"Like the men can be real creeps. And you're never perfect enough
for them. They're always pointing out your flaws like you're not per-

fect."

"You're perfect,”" I said.
And I think she loves me too."

"Christopher, I DON'T love you.
you. What else can I say?"

"What's love got to do with it?" I said. "You really got a lot of
nerve, you know that? I never said I loved you. You really must have
a big head or something. A big ego. Do you just think that you're so
adorable that every guy who sees you just automatically falls madly in
love with you? Is that it?"

"Well, no, I—"

"Well, I'm not like all those other guys. You think I'm just like
all those other guys, don't you? That I just want to get you in bed.
That all I want is," I spit out the word, "sex!"

]6"1 didn't say that. But what the hell do_you expect me to assume?

"Too bad I already gotva girlfriend.

Okay? I'm sorry. I don't love

You follow me everywhere. Every day I see you walking by the Theatre.
I see you hiding around the corner, spying on me. What the hell do
you expect me to think?"

"That I care for you," I said. "I'm concerned about you. I want to
be your friend. 1Is that some kind of crime? But no. You'd rather be
with your boyfriend Rick. Just because he's got a lot of money and can
buy you fancy clothes. Good old charming Rick. Yeah, tell me all
about it. You and your lover-boy Rick. I'll bet that jackass doesn't
mind that you get onstage and make yourself available to all these
other men. I'll get he don't care so long as you bring home the money,
he don't care that you shake your butt for any jerk who's got a lousy
dollar—"

“why, that's none of your business, you little—"

"Like fun it isn't. I drive you all the way across the country just
SO you can get onstage and make an ass of yourself. Flaunting it in
the faces of all these dirty old men. And you'll sleep with that jerk-
ass Rick, but you won't sleep with me. Somebody who cares about you!
Oh no. Well, you know what you are? You're nothing but a whore!
That's right, a no-good, §lorified whore. And a slutl You're a slut!
A slut! A slut!”

Charlene looked at me and said: "Why is it that the guys I WON'T
sleep with are the ones who always call me a slut?”

"Because you're a slut! And what's more I hope I never see your
stupid face again and furthermore—"

Charlene got up off the bus bench.
paid her fare and moved to the back.
A SLUT! A SLUT!"

"It's 50¢," said the bus driver. "And quit calling me a slut."

"Oh for godsake!™ 1 fumbled in my pants pocket, but I only had a
few pennies to my name. I got off the bus. The bus pulled away. And
she was gone.

The bus had arrived.
I hopped on after her.

Charlene
"YOU'RE

That night—laying in my stupid sleeping bag, on top of that stupid
man-made hill, underneath that stupid Bay Bridge—I wrote that stupid-
ass Charlene about 20 different letters telling her that I NEVER wanted
to see her stupid face again.

Except I didn't know where to send them to.

=CONTINUED NEXT ISSUE=
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CATHOLIC BISHOPS WOULD DO WELL TO
END UNEMPLOYMENT.

The out-of-work 8 million should each be earning a
non-inflationary 12 grand a year and the churches
could end their free food programs. Tithing 96
" billion dollars would bring close to 10 billion. That
would help ecclesiastics salarywise and by wearing
blue coliars on their even age years between 20 and
60 they would get three years pay in two — not bad.
Send SASE to unemployment and free ride ending,
year ‘round paying
EVEN AGE FULL EMPLOYMENT
Box 2243 — YOUNGSTOWN, OHIO, 44504
$s $33553535553853358
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Commercial McClue-In
by "Kid" Sieve

I ean't help but get the feeling that you like me (and a gold star
to the reader who can identify that reference)...thanks for all the
swell comments (although I do wish that more suggestions would come in
ae far as ads of which people should be taking note—I'm really running
ghort on ideas lately, through no fault but my own)!

Thie ‘uns for you, DeeBee: I actually thought I'd taken care of
those blatantly-targeted Lincoln-Mercury commercials which are making
total mockeries of some of our fave tunee from back in the days when
music meant something when I discussed the "Who says you can't get
ahead without losing your soul?" stance (which I've dubbed the Michelob
Mentality) aimed at relieving Yuppie guilt-over-conspicuous-consumption
(not too unusual since, in a way, all commercials have as their aim the
elimination of guilt over buying things one doesn't really need and
wouldn't want if one weren't talked into buying). But I guess not, 8o
let me just add my voice of support to Bette Midler, who is suing Ford
and the ad agency "responsible," Young & Rubicam, claiming they used
a celeb sound-alike for their "Do You Want To Dance?” spot—which many
of us just assumed was Bette's version all along. Of course, Ford
spokesman James Traynor insists the company “bought all the rights and
obtained the proper releases to use the song,” but that's not the
point, as I see it: the point Bette's trying to make is that Ford/Y&R
is misleading the public about who's singing the song, and that this
might lead people to believe Bette actually endorses their crap. It
also makes me wonder just how original are those original versions
of "oldies" Ford/Y&R uses in their other spots. The one thing worse
than, in essence, "K-Telling" these tunes is "near-imitating” them.

I'll adnit it—I like the new MasterCard "soft sell” commercials
with celebs you don't often see (especially the Gleason one, where he
comes off as a truly pompous ass, but an ass with class). However, I
think after repeated showings, the ads run thin on possibilities.

I'd like to talk for awhile, since I don't know if I'll think of
any more specific commercials to target this time yet, about PSAs
(Public Service Announcements). Now, I know this phenomenon is nothing
new; PSAs have been around in one form or another at least since I was
a kid, and probably before that. My memories of Smokey the Bear and
"Cross at the green, not in between" and especially that marvelous
anti-smoking spot with that Kennedy lookalike and his JohnJohn look-
alike boy whose theme was "Like father, like som...?" are as fond as
anyone else's out there. But this is not what's happening today. The
current crop of PSAs are, by and large, hard-hitting (as in, hitting
over the head) and even nasty. And as I've growm and expanded my
mind and horizons a bit more, I've begun to question the very ethics
involved in perpetuating ads that basically serve the purpose of
telling people what to do and what not to do. Take seat belts, for
example. Now, on the surface, if you don't really think about it,
what's wrong with reminding people about seat belts? Unfortunately, I
forget the source, but as it turms out, seat belts don't really do a
hell of a lot in terms of saving lives. Like the misleading statistics
on runaway children (many of whom are mistakenly termed "abducted"
when, in fact, they're escaping abusive homes or oppressive families),
the numbers on life-saving belts perpetuated by Those In Power who
wish to pass and enforee restrictive laws bear little resemblance to
reality. And not that many people seem to realize it—or, if they do,
not that many protest this state-as-parent tactic.

There are grey areas involved, to be sure. If you protest state use
{and all tv stations are FCC-sanctioned, so they're all answerable to
The State) of mase-braimashing tools to control people like this, you
put yourself in danger of having to defend yourself that, no, you're
not in favor of, for example, drinking yourself into a stupor 8o you
can drive like a maniac. What I usually try to explain is, look, I'm
not in favor of drunk drivers. I'm not in favor of smoking cigarettes
either (although unless you deliberately blow smoke in other people's
faces, how much are you really harming anyone else when you smoke?).
But the point is, all this Contract-for-Life bullshit should be, and
should always have been, placed in the realm of individual responsi-
bility. It’s sad and frightening when individuals have so littie
sense of responsibility for the welfare of others (and various excuses
ean be made as to why this ie so, I suppose; some might even cite tv's
"electronic babysitting” power among them) that they have to be told
by their televisions how to act. -

But most horrifying of all is the type of PSA that warms against an
assumed danger that's not necessarily dangerous. It's hard to stand up
for what you know is right if every medioeretin around is already
treating a subject as "noncontroversial." That was, in fact, the word
used during a report on the NY Governor's recent trip to an elementary
school to scare the kids away from drugs. Now, on the one hand, I'm
not advocating that kide get into most things adulte are into, inelud-
ing drugs, coffee, sex, war, and even NutraSweet. I believe they
should be given at least a fair chance at childhood. But you see,
that's no longer the point. Nancy Reagan and her ilk like to target
kids in their War on Drugs because kids, like puppies and kittens, are
easily used to tug the ol' heartstrings, they're so cute and loveable
and in need of our special care and protection and all that. They 're
wonderfully manipulable for this insidious campaign. And yes, it is a
tragedy when kids are into drugs or fighting or Yuppieism at such a
tender age. It breaks my heart, really. But to use children as the
excuse to outlaw drugs for everybody—uell, I digress. My real point
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here is that the War on Druge is now being termed "noncontroversial’
by the media which desperately wishes to make it so (while gtill using
the topic to gain huge ratings during sweeps weeks), and thus there is
nothing wrong in PSAers' minds in using Mr. T to shout at a camera
that viewers better not take marijuana "OR ELSE!", actually shaking the
camera as a warning! I don't know about you, folks, but every time I
see a publie "service" spot on drugs, I reach for my pipe and take a
toke. Even at 9am or something. It's my little symbolic form of pro-
test, meaningless to anyone but myself, and I don't dc it to get high,
I do it to prove to myself that They're not going to get me like They
are trying to get everyone else.

And who knows how well these things really work? I don't think the
real users out there pay one iota of attention. Because the real users
know it's bullshit. If you want drug education (and I'm all in favor
of education, real "these-are~the-facts" education, on most issues),
you have to base it in reality. And you start by admitting there is a
difference between drug use and drug abuse, and by admitting there are
many more harmful drugs, many of which are legal, than marijuana or
LSD, and that there are almost NO proven dangers from weed (how many
are old enough to remember when the only "danger" anti-druggies could
come up with for marijuana was "inducement to try other drugs"?), other
than a small amount of tar (MUCH less than with cigarettes) accumu-
lated. But in a world where people easily swallow, without questionm,
a President's insistence that when we dropped bombs on Libya "it was
not our intention to kill anyonme," truth is a rare commodity.

Maybe it'll start with graffiti wars. Graffiti is a much vaguer
"erime" to many people who've seen the beauty some graffiti creates,
and who even go so far as to term it art (and Keith Haring's certainly
made a good enough living from it). So how credible are the "kids from
FAME" who talk about how graffiti is vandaliem and terrible and bad to
a kid who knows graffiti can eventually be profitable, if he/she is
talented enough, and provide, perhaps, a trip out of the ghetto? I'd
like to think that once the validity and authority of one PSA is under
personal scrutiny by a suddenly-discerning viewer, other PSAs may fol-
low, but maybe this is too much to hope for, and we'll all just have to
wait till the times are a'changin' again.

And while I'm on the subject of so-called public services, starting
in July McDonald's restaurante in NY State "will have available bro-
chures listing the nutritional and ingredient information for all its
products, just as information is ligsted on grocery store products,"
according to the Business section of the 5/7 Newsday. The article
eontinues:

The nutritional information has been availabie for the last
10 years by writing to McDonald's corporate headquarters in
Chicago, but few consumers really bothered to go to the ef-
fort to get It. By having it available in the restaurants,
people can read about what they're eating as they eat.

The president of McDonald's USA, Edward H. Rensl, says,
"Putting this information In our restaurants is just one more
step we're taking to help our customers make informed cholces
about what they eat. We encourage all full-service and
quick-service restaurants to do the same."

The McDonald's handout will cover all food products regu-
larly sold at its restaurants, Including condiments and what
the food was cooked In. McDonald's says that signs wiil be

in all its stores advising customers that the brochure is
there for the asking and does not require a purchase...
Rensi says this pilot information program wiil be evaluated

by McDonald's after a year, at which time they will discuss
their conclusions with the Attorney General, and decide
whether or not to continue the program.
And gince this decision will probably be determined by how many of Us
walk in and demand to see this so-called information (I mean, really,
if what McDonald's offered was actual info, how long do you suppose
people would really put that garbage in their systems after reading a
ligt of pseudo-fats and preservatives, ete. ete.?), it's probably a
good idea to deluge your local MeDooDoo's with verbal requests—nay,
demands. After all, this isn't some mythieal corporate address in
Chicago that nobody ever heard about, this has actually been publi-
cized. Almost over-publicized, in fact; hot on the heels of (in the
5/9 paper two days after) the first article comes the news that
With its fat in the fire with consumer groups and a compe-
titor (Burger King), McDonald's said yesterday it will start
frying its Chicken McNuggets and Filet-O-Fish in "100 per-
cent vegetable shortening.”
McDonald's now uses a comblination of vegetable and beef
shortening in cooking...Studies by Science Digest magazine
and a health advocacy group revealed that fast-food chains'
chicken and fish dishes fried in beef shortening sometimes
contained as much saturated fat as meat, if not more..."
Doesn't that all sound so peachy-keen wonderful? How come these so-
called health advocacy groups arem't going around questioning what goes
into the "Chicken” McWuggets themselves? Ask a etupid questionm...
Aspartame Update #2: Pfizer, Ime. is reportedly "in the final stages
of testing a new artificial sweetemer to compete with aspartame. .. (The)
still-unnamed sweetener, made up of two amino acids, is broadly related
to aspartame...But the company says its version is sweeter than aspar-
tame and more stable in solutions and in dry products.” Well, the
promised stability might be a good sign, given the properties of aspar-
tame-as-carcinogen-when-heated, but what in hell's name do we need a
product for that's sweeter tham Nutra? This article also mentions the
long process a product undergoes to receive FDA approval—in Searle's
case "the application was submitted...in 1973 and did not receive final
approval until 1981," when I assume all the necessary officiale were
sufficiently bribed at last and all the lawyers patd off in hush money
And more fun news: Searle is also in the research stage in sueeteners17
that would remain stable in baked goods.” Lucky us. Pass the McFries.




THIS IS THE POEM

by Deborah Benedict
This is the poem
that will take the time

to

life is no longer
a fact of life.

Life goes on as usual here.
Space Bats continue to shoot
Injectapods.

Monsters beg for sympathy
before they eat you.

And the sunsets sure are
realistic.

FREE AS A KITE
by Marny Ann Henn

It
on

It doesn't seem fair— =
it can float on the air =
and I want to be there. =

I can't see a string—

it
on

18

tell you

floats on the air
invisible wings.

‘\\' A\

just floats on the air
invisible wings.

Hugs & Kisse

S

by Dana A. Snow, noted comedian )

Greetings, gates and hi-de-ho to the readers of this
esteemed rag. It's been awhile. At the risk of seem-
ing like yet another stand-up comedian complaining about
his sex life, I'm going to complain about my sex life.

Awhile back, I'm ashamed to admit that I started
pricing a few prostitutes. I couldn't even afford a
HUG! Or, as they call it, an “arm job." And hugging
really matters to me a lot lately. Helps rid me of the
recurring delusion that I secrete a corrosive acid.
Lately I've taken to going to costume parties as a teddy
bear. That gets me hugged, but a jealous boyfriend
tried to beat the stuffing outta me. According to sta-
tisticians, five hugs a day is normal. Makes me wanta
become a statistician! '

Leo Buscaglia says everyone should hug when they
meet, but Leo doesn't turn me on. And his beard
scratches. Men hugging always look "suspect.” Even
when it's Reagan and Gorbachev. I'm sure someone in the
country sees them hug and thinks they're whispering,
"We've GOT to stop meeting Tike this!"

It's been awhile since I've been kissed, too. I'm
starting to miss bad breath! I may expose the Mafia
Jjust to get the ‘Kiss of Death! Women seem to only want
to kiss me when they have a cold. They figure it's
worth smudging their lipstick to take me out of circu-
lation awhile.

But kissing CAN BE DANGERQUS. Jim Lange has herpes
so if you saw him blow a kiss at the end of "The Dating
Game," you should see your doctor.

French-kissing is dangerous too. VYears ago, Mick
Jagger French-kissed his first girlfriend and accident-
1y sucked her guts out. (I learned how to French-kiss
very quickly; it's amazing how quickly one can master a
foreign tongue.) I want to get into Japanese-kissing.
After your date, she manufactures an EXACT COPY of your
tongue.

This may sound sick, but I just bought a pet chicken.
Yet STILL when I get home after a hard day at the of-
fice, all I get is a peck on the cheek. Now that women
know 1 mainly want a hug and kiss, they won't even give
me a goodnight handshake! They want me to wave goodbye
—and I'm starting to like it! (WHIMPER) So my dates—
and this article—end with a whimper, not a bang.
Goodnight...

(Dana Snow is a Los Angeles-area comedian badly in need
of a rimshot. He tells me he "frequently performs at
the Improv, the Natural Fudge restaurant, the Lhasa

Club and other clubs. Call (213) 835-WHAT for a tape of
that night's intended tentative itinerary or to leave
messages of encouragement." A tentative itinerary? How

come I never think of things like that for my answering
machine?)

‘P’ss

71l About Me

by Sigmund Weiss

Most days as | take short or lesser walks people keep
asking me: 'Who is Sigmund Weiss?'"' Since my knowledge
of him is second-hand, | enquire from strangers | meet
in my lack of travelling, '"Who is Sigmund Weiss?'" and
the answer generally is: ‘'Why, You.'' ''Me!'' | keep say-
ing: '"these are the only times | meet myself.'" So,
from the mouths of various people | get the following
answers:

1. Being born & bred by mistake, kind witches nominated
me for the title PROFESSOR OF NON-ACADEMICS, and later
the Creator of Witches & Non-Witches added the sub-title
PRESIDENT PRO-TEM OF STUPIDITIES, MORTAL & DIVINE. So,
you see, | became part of that idiocy generally termed
'HUMAN. '

2. As | grew | became non-plus in intelligence, never
knew the difference between fiction and non-fiction so,
like winds, my thoughts blew free. | never could agree
with other people so | disagreed. | guess this is one
way of developing an identity, and as this identity kept
possessing me, | grew downward. Every time | argued
with another person, a witch would whisper into my ears
answers that confounded me, but anyway, | uttered those
answers because they were more than | knew. To further
my growing up, many normal individuals would advise me:
"You should see a psychiatrist.' | didn't know what a
psychiatrist was,.so they told me that a psychiatrist is
a head-shrinker. 1'd answer, "My head is small enough
for me so why visit a head-shrinker?* Their agreements
with this shut them up. Afterwards, 1'd do whatever |
wanted to, told people anything that came into my mind,
and so my mind became a sort of pumpkin and when a tough
guy punched my head with his fists, much of the fluid
drained out of my brains and my brains took a rest,
being practically dried up.

3. Years later, when | met the first intelligent crea-
ture | knew, who was a pig being set up into size by a
butcher, | asked him (that is, the pig), 'What's it all
about?"’ The answer | got was, ''Stop thinking and you'll
find out." Since that day, | never allowed a thought to
pass through my head, even at the Senior Citizen Writing
Workshop, where | keep going to be better misunderstood.

A RATHER MATRONLY WOMAN TELLING A

DAUGHTERS MOTHER THAT HER HUSBAND gggg:g:
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Stepping over frozen cans of peas 2339 /¢

and bodies someone forgot to bury LEFO X0

I Took for a t.v. that can talk to me AN - B~

and not shit on my brain. §<83 % S8
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They wrote in the paper today %5 H g » g g

there should be one penalty for one crine 2= 3 3<
death for deviating— @

death for being different—

we already got that.
They still burn witches

not for real—but it hurts the same,
and the media still shits on my brain.

Now I hear 'A Whiter Shade of Pale'

‘cuz someone forgot ta move on,

and Lucy's still in the sky

‘cuz most people rut on the ground—
and never see the clouds;

because Madison Avenue shoots for

five-year-olds—

and finds the country is full of them.

General Motors is getting militant—
and real estate religious—
‘cuz they say they're selling homes
when all I see is houses.
Bath soap really will make you more
popular—
and the beat goes on
as the world beats off.
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Sayz-U! (Leffers)

Yo EW:

I has received IJ45 an a nice 1i1 piece o' noise it be. Gotta say
sumthin 'specially bout the latest "Diarv of a Rock Fiend" which wuz
outstandin. Yah boo! Look out, theres a funny lookin green thing in
da fridge. Gladta hear bout Inside Stroke aettin da go-ahead.

On otha fronts tho, I is afraid I gotta disagree wif da whole gram-
mar rant by KM Ghesin. Language is a orocess. All rules are made ta
be broken and arauments for “proper" and “correct" lanouage do nuthin
but perpetuate da power structure's vested interest in maintaining
"standard english" as da only accentable forma communication. I wuz
surprised ta see such a retro argument bein made in 1J.

More good words for Amster's cartoons and J®'s and good ole Pru and
YU updates anc the keyfob conspiracy. Penn Jillette is the Lee Ving
of 86. The four major food groups has been identified and re-classi-
fied by newly elected sturgeon-general Bfidn Peareé (sorry, just a slip
of the tvpewriter...l really meant ta say Oswald Jacoby) as: crease,
starch, plastic, sugar, and caffeine. I is not Steve King. Ronald
McReagan: da kinda President dat makes ya proud ta be a Canadian.

everything means, nothing is meant...RODNY DIOXIN

c/o 46 Sutton St., #3L

Brooklyn, NY 11222
{Kip, who considens hinself connect beyond contradiction in all cases,
has permitted me to reply to your criticism of hin column. While I'm
admittedly biased on this subject, having been an English and Linguis-
tics magor in college, 1 firmby believe that Language, not unbike some
§onms of mathematics, musi of necessity be standardized on communica-
Lion becomes impossibfe. 1 don'Z mean this o imply that othen foams
of Language aren'i acceptable fon communication at times, but 1 do
know that, fon example, your own §oam makes fon extreme difficulty in
reading and especially in typing, and thus communication is centainly
hampered. Kip, as §ar as 1 know, is more concerned witn people who
profess to be grammatical and use gramman incomnectly, nather than
with people who choose to fonsake standard communication aliogethenr.
And Kip, by the way, did acknowledge the fact that Language itself 4is,
obuiously, in comstant evolution, duning ain paraghraph about the
changed usage of the word "hopefully”.)
Elayne, you wild, unbridled semi-invalid you!

As usual, IJ was great—a truly bright spot in my heavy reading
schedule! Anni's article on quitting smoking was a scream (so when's
her book getting published already?), and Ace Backwords' serial seems
to be developing plot twists. I'm interested in seeing what he'll
contribute to vour proposec Erotica issue! And R.J. Delade & J.P.
Morgan's cartoon of Jesus as a talk-show host on page 17 was priceless!
Wish I'd had that at St. Catharine Academy!

DORIAN TENORE

301 E. 43th St., #6D

New York, HY 10017
Greetings Elayne,

Well, it's that tyme of month again...full moon & IJ on the same
day...stranger things have happened, just not in my nightmares.

Once again, I find a variety of good shit enclosed so I guess I
won't give up on this planet yet—just need to put in some extra hours
on reality grasping. "All Good Children..." hits the message of the
day—with the last generation fucking up so badly is it any wonder (or
even bad) that the present one (whenever it may be) would have some
rebellers. If onea these generations tan stick to it long enough,
things might even get better. "The Left Hand" left me...with strange
thoughts...perhaps not so strange. Very well done. “Earth Beware"
left me, and my cats, rolling in the litter box—I think one of them
is showing abnormal (i.e., alien) behavior. "Incident 2" was s0000
weird, I coulda read 50 more ina row. Very jarring. "Flashback" re-
minded me of conversations I have when/if anyone guesses my real age—
trouble is, alota 2l-year-olds seem to remember the 60‘s better'n I
do...nothing like media playback. Next best thing to bein' there—and
I stand by that. "Luck Comes..." is one movie I don't wanna miss. It
may be the best spoof since "Young Frankenstein". If any funding is
needed for the first fiimings, call me lawyer—as soon as I pay him,
he may call me.

Actually, everything in there was not too shabby this time...l think
1J may be ready to go international—d'va want my list of contacts in
Lybia? Oh well, enough brane lettings, I got places ta go, things ta
see...now where did I put the damn bike lock key?!

Take care—oh yeah, the back page (Draft Registration) is appearing
on tampposts around here...now who does that shit...

Beastingly, RICK McCANN (D.A. BEAST)

P.0. Box 2342
Winter Park, FL 32790
Dear Fellow Chuckleberries,

1 have so much to comment on, it may be necessary to invent whole
new words to really communicate.

I am really excited about the INSIDE STROKE issue and I have some
questables for Steve Chaput as to what I can get away with. For in-
stance, as long as it's tasteful and fuany, can I do Necrophilia????
I have lots of great ideas—now that Mildred is a vampire, she is full
of fabulous tales of macabre eroticism. Then there's things like the
sex lives of ghosts, what incubi and succubi really get out of it and
like that. Monsters and Sex. Get me, Steve? I have to tell you that
this is my area of expertise and that I really need to like express my-
self vis a vis these anomalies. (Steve says sher; if anyone can do
tasteful necrophilia, m'dean, we know it's you.} 1 assure you there
will be no violence because violence isn't fun. Never uncerstood why
anyone thought it was. Violence hurts. But it is true that the para-

phernalia of S and M is pretty funny. At least the collection that
Mildred kyped from Frobisher was amusing. We even converted some of
those things into nifty and serviceable bongs!

I also have a list of sexual activities and how many calories they
burn up. Want that? ({Steve says a big "oh yeah" %o that one. We
could use the weight Loss.)

Comment time on issue 45. I thank Mister Dobbs for his thanking me
for saying niceable (and true) things about him and in response to his
column about embarrassment I wish to say this—THE GREAT ARE NEVER EM-
BARRASSED! )

Embarrassment is something that does dissipate as one gets older.
Because you really do get to the point where you froible it off—and
you froible it because you know it's insegrievious to pereseverate on
your self so much.

ARCAPSYCHOLOGY TODAY by Roldo was superb, especially his admission
that he does not suffer from self delusion, he enjoys it. 1 have felt
this way all my life—or at least for the last six weeks. I think. I
may be deluded here and gosh, it feels swell! As for Roger Morris, I
gotta tell him that I am one of those space aliens and I am proud of
it. And that despite his warnings and advice, there is nothing you can
do to protect yourself from alien intelligences—because there is no
reason to protect yourself. We are not "out" to infiltrate this world
—the only reason we are here is because we want our MTV! No, that
ain't her. The real reason alien beings (and there are lots of them
from different places) hang out on Earth is because they are in Grade
5. That's right, it's a school. That's all. You people who were born
here and live here are in first grade. Nyah Nyah Nyah (Grade 5 to us,
1 to you 'cause we're SMARTER). Why do I like Rodny Dioxin so much?
Why do I love Bela Lugosi and Ed Wood movies? I made a deal with the
Imp of the Perverse and my taste runs thusly.

Glading it was to see the review of NEIL'S BOOK OF THE DEAD. I
really was truly in love with Neil, but slut that I am, I now lust for
Vyvyan. If anyone has photos of Ade Edmondson send them to me NOW. My
pictures of Tor Johnson are already down in preparation for an ADE
wall. (Let's do a benefit for him! ADE AID.)

"Kid" wants our bitchings for Commercial McClue-In, eh? Okay, babe,
you asked for it, you got it—the Mercury Cougar, et al. ads with the
60's music and so forth are bullshit. And I think we all know it and
we all know why. The details I leave to "Kid" and the magickal leaf.
{The Kid says, will do; Look elsewhenre this ish.)

I don't get appalled at many tv commercials because I always assume
they're supposed to be awful because they are appealing to (mostly)
awful people. One that really griped my granola was a chewing tobacco
commercial that showed this super macho brain-in-his-dick type in the
Wild Outdoors. A gorgeous tarantula was crawling on him. The suspense
mounted until the Big Man flicked the helpless and tender tarantula OFF
him. God knows how many spiders they killed making this stupid commer-
cial. You flick a tarantula off anything and the poor critter will ex-
plode on impact. I actually wrote a letter to the company but never
heard from them. Anyway, a man who would kill a helpless spider will
never get to date me, that's for sure.

I promise the Kid that 1 will stay tuned and keep track of awful
ads. It's hard when you've got a remote control thingie—just comes
naturally to shut out the bad stuff.

Well, there's more info on Mildred.
Cool interview—

1. Johnny Hollywood is writing a "tell all" book about Mildred called
VIRAGO, DEAREST. Hollywood is writing it with Mildred's help, of
course. Photos throughout—by Artemis Aki.

2, Aristotle Cool will be making a movie with David Cronenberg. It's
about a young amateur astronomer who finds soap on a rope in a meteor
shower. ILM does the spesh F X.

3. Mildred IS actually back on this planet. Hollywood will do a spe-
cific story on her return in the next 1Js, but you should all know that
Mildred has been commuting between Europe and North America, and is
currently "1iving” on a houseboat in the Bermuda Triangle. Yes, she
has had a few human victims, none of them at all socially redeeming,
be assured. Mildred is writing a monograph that theorises that vam-
pires are a necessary form of ecology and population control. Look for
it to be published by Aristotle Cool in American Werewolf Magazine.
Subscriptions are two hundred dollars a year—it's a big magazine and
is published each month during the full moon. Send checks, money or-
ders or use your VISA or MASTERCARD to—lawrence Talbot, 666 Renfield
Lane, Hollywood, California 95001.

4. Mildred is having problems of this nature—she isn‘t sure what to
wear. Must she always wear black? Perhaps Anni Ackner can help out
here—she always knows things like this. Tell us, Anni, what is the
proper wardrobe for a new vampire?

I wish to publicly thank and honour the following people for their
existence:

Anne Rice, for being Among the Wise and always so generous and
noble.

James the Celt (you know who you are) for his extraordinary talents
and the sharing of those talents. (I know who James are too, and 1
see those thanks and naise them,—ew)

Dear Artemis Aki, without whom none of this would have happened.
Artemis is always around, making sure the cops don't get too close and
she never fails to have real butter for the popcorn.

Spook, for his science digest mind and the first class hacking.

You must realise that the adventures of Mildred are just beginning
and we are all about to embark on a wonderful journey. I could not
have done and will not do without the abovementioned and I must thank
Elayne for the chance to put it all in print. What will emerge will
be a cohesive and historic satire (eventually, unless Mildred sucks me
dry first) and for some really obscure reason it is important to me. |S>
I must say thanks to Christy and Wanda for their inspiration, and to

To update you on the Aristotle




Stephen King, who may one day get the original Starkweather newspapers
if he keeps being such a sweetie pie. Also, much Tove and thanks to
Stephen Bissette and Alfredo Alcala and Alan Moore for SWAMP THING.
{Steve and 1 second that one—amen!) And to my friend Spring for the
skunkweed .

Now you all know who's zooming who. As for my 1J colleagues, you
are all worthy of a personal monologue by Lord Buckley!

Artemis says why did I write "United States 1 through 5" by Laurie
Anderson when it's really United States 1 through 4. Because, in the
afterlife there is a 5th part. It's called HAM RADIO and features a
pig with speakers and antennae.

Here is my thought for this issue—"One is always considered mad
when one discovers something that others cannot grasp." Bela Lugosi
as Eric Vornoff in BRIDE OF THE MONSTER, written and directed by
Edward D. Wood, Jr., in high heels and lipstick.

Meanwnile, I'm still thinkin'— DEBORAH BENEDICT

354 "Y" as in Yclept St.
Lincoln, NE 68508
Dear Elayne—

Well, it's letter time again. I hope this arrives in time; my IJ
arrived just in time for the deadline, which must mean a bunch of us
errant contributors {myself included) were late for the deadline.

('S okay this issue~—T1 had plenty of time to sit around and type, not
being able to watk 'n atf.) It looks good...the 1J, that is. So
with Danger Mouse on the telly, we go winging off on typewritten
flying apparatus.

Well, INSIDE STROKE is a reality. I am currently dusting off my
erotic artwork, and conceiving of even more. We can't get arrested for
this, can we? (Don't ask me—1'm not even %gﬁgégg 181)

1 have sort of read this issue so I may {oh, by the ghods...not
“Ghostbusters Cereal”) be a bit more foggy than usual. Barbara has
been reading it to me whilst I was labouring over the cover. As I
said in my last letter, I can't understand the connection between sex
and violence {(and rock and roll/this is serious business). 1 remember
reading a book review about this very relationship in 'real’ art; it
seems that the man or men are always dressed in armour or something,
and the women are naked. (Come to think of it, what's wrong with
that? It seems a very inconvenient way to have sex, but I guess it is
ok if you are in a hurry, or at lunch, or something. (Typist Maiden
Jappan here—What's whong with it? Nothing if you'ne a man, buddy.

. But if you'ne a woman—ouch! 'Specially considering who might be
on top...oh sony, I'm just supposed 2o be typing.)

Barbara says that the combination of the two adds up to rape. It
sells movies, though.

And speaking of movies...Barbara and I think that Grumpy Bear
should get the nomination for best supporting actor this year. I have
seen uqite a few in the past month. Go see Critters. No tits, not a
ot of gore and funny. I am looking for copies of "Joe Bob Goes to the
Drive-In" if it is still available in local newspapers anywhere.

Oh, yeah. Barbara and I liked Police Academy III. It had a good
sense of continuity from the other two...i.e., characters and schtik.
Good fun.

Anni, as usual, we loved your column. I smoke a pipe, but vice-
wise, I am a bit of a caffeine junkie, and when I try to clean up, life
gets rough. I look at de-caf as the methadone of life. But I can't,
for the life of me, dear, see what you have against Jamie Lee Curtis.
I saw Trading Places. I saw that top come off. Hy fingerprints are
permanently embedded in the arms of my seat at the Towne Theatre.

What I want to know is where she's been hiding that chest of hers all
those years. (Yo, hofd on, MTINTK Alert—damn, whene's that whistle?)
I had the same reaction to Jennie Agutter in Logan's Run, and Jessica
Harper in Inserts. (At least I think it was Jessica Harper.) While
she is not the greatest actress in the business—and I saw her Love
Boat guest spot—she is certainly not the worst. Viva Nicola Bryant!

Ricky Raccoon is a good character, Vernon. Please do some more
with him. We both 1iked Talk Show Host Confidential, also, as we had
just read a column in the Miami Heraid's Tropic Magazine about the same
subject by humourist Dave Barry.

Well, I guess I should focus my attention on MTV. I didn't like
their revisionist history approach to the Monkees. They were trying to
elevate their audience's levels of taste near the end, by having the
artists on that were turning them on, at the time. I used to watch MTV
all the time, when it first came on, because they were doing interest-
ing bits with video. As I was into commercial TV at the time, I was
really impressed. Watching MTV will destroy your imagery faster than
regular TV will. When one listens to song lyrics, or reads them, one
imagines the story that they tell, or makes up one—which of course
doesn't happen when you're spoon-fed MTV. (What is this, profound
realization time, or what?)

My cats haven't been watching too much MTV lately, 'cause it's even
boring them. Champagne's faves are Wall of Voodoo's "Mexican Radio"
(she likes to sing with the chorus) and Hall and Oates' "Sock Eater,"
because she does that. Champale likes "The Stray Cat Strut." When
she sees it, she "struts right by with her tail in the air."

Keep those key fobs coming.

Yours, PHIL TORTORICI
P.0. Box 57487
West Palm Beach, FL 33405
Eyow!

Just got & read ish #45! What a great zine! I've been getting
toads of music zines in the mail for a long time, but it's always “Joey
& The Joe Tones at Randy Lounge were awesome..." type stuff with very

ittle anyone outside of that area could relate to!

But IJ is ok! I mean pretty good! Worth reading while I'm supposed
to be fixing pinball machines! The only question is “how do I get

more?" Back issues perhaps? It says on the little box on the inside
cover "$1.00 each." So here's another dead prez—send me some!...

Could I think of anything as witty as the stuff in this issue? Hard
to say... TIM ARNOLD
Box 6032

fast Lansing, M1 43323
Dear Elayne & Other Fellow Weirdos,

This missive (and assorted other stuff) should squeak in under the
evil deadline...would've sent it earlier, but the quick-print shop
couldn't handle FUDGONG #5 'till Monday. It's not my fault!!

Anyway, glad to see INSIDE STROKE "coming" to fruition. Gave my
muse some ADAM & EVE catalogs to play with...but let's talk instead
of the past couple of IJs:

#44...First thing I noticed was the utterly, utterly great "Michael
Jackson Eaten by Rats" back cover by Tortorici! Way to go, Phil!

Swell soda flavors, too. Other great art: Andy’s Rock Poster Boy,
Vernon's "Hacker Duck" (when's the action figure gonna be marketed?),
Randy's Soviet P.R. strip, and Tuli's 'toons are often good for a
funny mind-nudge. Favorite prose: the Kid's "Commercial McClue-In,"
Tom's Absurd Product nostalgia (I absolutely did not believe the com-
mercials for Top Coverage, where they showed you some bald fellow
spray-painting his head! Like a Saturday Night Live skit, back when
they were good), Anthea's "Orange UEors,x ang RoTdo's "If You Look
Far Enough..." story.

#85...Tuli's Bishop & Reagan cartoon a big laugh; so was Andy's
Alien Condom panel. 6ot a kick out of Roldo's case for useful paranoia
and non-sequitors. Steve's "Flashback" was great 'cause I didn't think
anybody except me remembered Colonel Bleep...and I couldn't recall
Squeak and Scratch's names 'till he mentioned 'em! 01d Home Week!
Break out the Geritol!...Liked the alien-theme pieces; Roger's "Earth
Beware" was funny, and Lang's "Incident 2" was kinda eerie. Prudence's
"The Left Hand"—a neat, neurotic vignette of the typical IJ contri-
butor? Whatever, it's good. Kip's "Let's Talk Grammar": hopefully we
will learn from this blistering salvo...Neuter pronouns like "hir*
still sound funny, though. Glad to see that Yossarian Universal and
th' Kid's "McClue-In" are regular features! Good lettercol, too, in
both quantity and content...

The NutraSweet Conspiracy...yeah, that 1i'1 trademark symbol is get-
ting as annoying as the Beatrice label; it's everywhere you look! It's
1ike a Gahan Wilson cartoon I saw...scene of someone's living room,
with leering-grinning face on the TV...and in the mirror...and in the
closet...on a magazine cover...and in the window. Some poor guy has
opened the door to escape, but the grinning figure (Celebrity? Poli-
tician?) is on the doorstep: “It's no use, I'm out here, too!" Ha,
ha. Ha?

May Slack come upon you all, JOHN P. MORGAN

185 Seabreeze Ave., #4
East Keansburg, NJ 07734,
Dear Elayne,

May this find you in the best of physical health and fully recovered
(as opposed to mental health which none of us should attempt to cor-
rect).

The eighties are slowly emerging as a decade of COOL. I finally
Jocated Lord Buckley's Hiparama of the Classics and even though it was
written over 25 years ago, It remains fresh to the times. Imagine the
Bible translated by Buckley..."thou shalt not goof!"

Life is a period of transition, and as I look back on my IJ writings
and letters-to-the-ed, I see such a fluctuation in mood and style.

Does this happen to the rest of you? Are you comfortable in creating
a style that you feel is expected of you, or do you write for the mo-
ment? I ask that because the last few weeks for me have been my COOL
and SURF mode. That's the reason for my reference to Lord Buckiey. I
visualize a cable channel that mixes surf music (Dick Dale and the Del-
Tones, Chantays, Rip Chords) with hip personalities (Ozzie Nelson,
Steve Allen, Mr. Peanut, Andy Warhol, Lenny Bruce and so on). There
could be a channel for each decade. But my interest lies in the fif-
ties and sixties. I may be one of the few people touching on this
subject right now and I certainly hope it was of interest, in some
small but recollective way, to all of you.

Forty-five issues of IJ! That's a real accomplishment, Elayne!

Just think of the minor impact that has had on postal carriers across
the country. On the occasion of your latest comes the sad news about
Mildred. Was she a cultural phenomenon or a creature of phenylalanine?
Whatever, she is missed, and I look forward to her renaissance as much
as I do to the start of the baseball season! Just about everything in
#45 came off this time, and I find myself eagerly anticipating COMMER-
CIAL McCLUE-IN each and every time. The Kid mentions MTV, and it
brings to mind a whole other world of videos that you can find on VH-1.
Believe me, dear friends, you haven't lived until you sit through John
Denver's video of "Don't Close Your Eyes Tonight." He really does a
bit of nasty-nasty in this gem! Sweating, kissing, nakedness, the
whole six inches, er, nine yards. 1 do admire Denver's recent Senate
testimony regarding record censorship and also the NASA findings, but
his new video will not convince me that he has sex appeal. Don Imus
puts the vee-jays on MTV to shame. Who else could get by saying “drop
the acid now so it kicks in when our special starts"? He's one funny
man!

Well, it's time to get out my Viewmaster and those 3-D reels of
E.C. Comics. And do remember that Montana is the only state in which
there are no deaths attributed to a vacuum cleaner!

Let's go trippin'... TOM GEDWILLO

354 Y Street
Lincoin, NE 63508-1167

Elayne— .
INSIDE JOKE was interesting. It triggered several trains of thought
(as, no doubt, was intended), most of which were too random and inco-



herent to put down without derailing them. For a zine with the auda-
city to call itseif a joke, the material had a tendency to gravitate to
the heavy (as heavies often do. Am I blithering? Pardon.). (Actuaf-
Ly, we never called oursefves a joke; INSIDE JOKE is just the name.

we do, perhaps audaciously, call ourselves "a newsfetten of comedy and
crcativity," although, as 'ofd-timers' know, 1 tend to agnee with you
about the fack of Levity around here sometimes. Lighten up, folhs!)

I would however like to comment on Kip M. Ghesin's Conan the Gram-
marian column. (Why not? S/He can't lynch me in lowa, can s/he?) And
the word I used in that parenthetical remark is what I wanted to ex-
pound upon. I was surprised to see...er...the writer castigating the
cretins who write "alot” as one word and then advocating "they" as an
acceptable non-gender-specific alternative for "he and/or she". Most
self-proclaimed grammarians 1 know detest mixing singular and plural
pronouns—even in the name of Liberated Thought—and sneer at invented
words 1ike s/he and hir. Then I read the last line: "...you can't
very well be Tooked upon as thinking clearly when you can't even speak
clearly!" There's truth in that; the words we use influence how we
think if only because words are the symbols we use in the process of
reasoning. If you want a world free of gender-bias, first remove the
sexist language from thine own speech, then go after the mote in the
other gu/al's eye.

One big problem with using such bias-free constructs is that the
writer ends up with a situation like the paragraph I just wrote above.
In it the way I used the words became more important than what I ac-
tually said with them. I made a statement with the tanguage totally
independent of what the words said—in fact, at cross-purposes to what
the words said. In this case I can smile and say "I planned it that
way," but in other cases the writer won't want to distract the reader
by using a word that directs attention to the matter of equality of the
sexes and away from the subject at hand. Like the people in one of
Douglas Adams' digressions who were so glad that their leader was so-
cially and emotionally enlightened enough to describe their planet's
condition as "One joo-joo-flop situation" that they didn't notice that
their civilization was going to pieces.

It reminds me a little of the interrobang (?), a typographical Sym-
bol invented to combine interrogation with exclamation. The only time
I've seen it used well is in cartoons and there it is superfluous since
a cartoonist can easily make a question mark have the feel of an excla-
mation. Instead of conveying meaning, the symbol becomes instead an
idosyncracy of the writer.

Of course, any innovation is bound to suffer from the same problem.
Do you, offhand, know Jackie Robinson's contribution to baseball apart
from being a symbol of integration? Or, going back to language, Teddy
Roosevelt was often lampooned for advocating a rationalized spelling
system (for eksampel, rashunalized sistum). If an innovation can
weather through its idiosyncratic breaking-in period (as Teddy's system
didn't), it can become an accepted part of whatever it is it's trying
to become a part of.

Perhaps a more important question is how do Yyou pronounce these
words? The written word's roots, after all, ‘are in the spoken word.
"S/he" and "hir," carelessly pronounced, could lead us paranoid reac-
“ tionary types to suspect a feminist conspiracy of some sort.

If this proves anything, I think it proves the old maxim "Never
discuss religion, politics and personal pronouns.”

Ni1 Desperandum, KURT WILCKEN

1010 School St., #5

Des Moines, 1A 50309
(Glad you brought up this topic, Kunt, neally. Again speaking for Kip
as s/he has authonized me, 1 wanted to make a personal aside that 1 did
"clean up” some of your erstwhife comma-f{ree grammar in your Letten,
and corrected your incomrect use of "its" at one point, although 1 ne-
tained the dangling participle "o§" 'cause Kip didn't discuss danglens
yet...Seriously—~and not nitpickingfy—zthough, 1 wanted to nespond to
your Letter as coherently as you thought out your points, 50 we'll take
one pardagraph at a time, and Pet this be a caveat to those 0§ you whose
heants don’t quicken at the mere thought of another exciting round of
grammatical discounse...you can skip on by now, Anni's Letter is night
below this...The main neason Kip advocates the necessity of using the
wonds "a/he” and "hin" is because 8/he is an androgyne, and therefone
has no gender neferrent in the English Language—and s/he gets neal
pessed if people nefen to hin as "it". And while it's twe that those
wonds can 'trip up people's eyes,' as 1 Like to put it, when they're
reading, {t's equally true that my eyes nip up whenever 1 see wonds
Like "he" and "him" agten non-gender wonds Like "each”. It is also why
1 personally prefen agreeing in genden nathen than number, and while
you purport To know mone people who'd rathex agree singularn-singular/
plural-plural, my acquaintances are by and Large the opposite. We'd
much rather employ phrases abready in common verbal usage and agnree
gender-gender. Substituting phiases Like "To each Riz own” with "To
each thein own” pretty much cleans up your misgivings about how to
pronounce made-up non-sexist wonds. "S/he” and "hin" aren't meant to
Lo pronounced out Loud; they were invented strictly as Literany con-
ventions. And while 1've never come acnoss that peculiar wond "gu/al,®
1 do thank you for the nostalgia you brought back with that paragraph
about the intemrobang? 1n fact, I think we should start a movement
2o bring it back, for no apparent neason whatsoever? Oh yeah, and the
paraghaph you neferned to as having the words more Amportant than the
meaning...aside from "gu/al,” to what were you referring? 1 had no
problems undenstanding the meaning of that, and 1 didn't consdiden the
wonds "mone impontant.” Ah welf, to each hin ouwn. ..}
Dear Elayne,

Having been, for the past month, in the sort of bluish-gray funk
that accompanies unemployment—oh well, they all think, can't the girl
hold any sort of a job at ali? Actually, the girl is beginning to won-
der that herself, but in this case, at least, she found herself up

against an insurmountable handicap—she is no longer 19 and hasn't the
legs to wear a mini-skirt. God knows, I'm not bitter or anything like
that, but when one is told, out of the blue and all on a spring after-
noon, that one no longer fits the "corporate image," and one is intro-
duced to the woman they feel does fit the corporate image, who just
coincidentally looks like a recent graduate of the School of T.V.
Heathers, and when one consults one's lawyer and is told there is
nothing one can do about the situation because one's former lawyers
weren't considerate enougl to put their peculiar brand of logic into
writing, well, one does begin to get just a tad, shall we say, cynical.
But not bitter, for Lord’s sake. Never that—and the several hours of
watching Japanese cartoons (what worries me is that I'm beginning to be
able to tell the difference between all those Transformers) and reruns
of 20-year-old situation comedies a day that that entails, I can't
really, at this moment, guarantee what sort of letter this will turn
out to be. Half of me is under the impression that I'm just going to
go blithely along in my usual cheerful, witty, decidedly unbitter way,
writing my usual letter full of salient commentary and cogent, pene-
trating criticism, while the other half of me has a hunch that I'm
going to sit in the corner and brood, emerging only to snarl insults at
my unwary and undeserving fellow contributors. I can't take any bets
as to which side will prevail (small sums of money, however, are gladly
accepted and always in good taste) in this Clash of the Titans—and
there are those few who will undoubtedly think that they can't tell the
difference anyway—but I promise to do my best to at least try to main-
tain some sort of decorum, however difficult that may be. 1In any
event, I'm not bitter, and that's something.

All right then—1J #45.

0f course, no one who knows me at all well thinks for a minute that
I'm going to let comments like James MacDougall's go by unremarked, do
they? Now, I don't have to justify what I said to anyone but, sur-
rounded as I am by women who are busily engaging in dating and even
marrying men shorter than they (among them My Other Sister), and having
made a sort of second career out of dating shorter men myself (I'm 59"
tall and the pool of available taller men is necessarily limited, par-
ticularly in light of the fact that a lot of tall men seem to have a
positive fetish for dating small women. Show me someone over 6 feet
tall and I'11 show you a man with a 4-foot girlfriend. Besides, I
kind of like being able to look into someone's eyes without getting
whiplash), I can't help but think that Susan Anton is not that much of
a statistical anomaly. Perhaps it's Mr. MacDougall's smallness of
mind, rather than of stature, that's causing him problems. And, just
incidentally, Dudley Moore is so sexy--more so, anyway, than Tom Sel-
leck (in asking around when this question arose, I was able to locate
exactly one woman who found him attractive, and she said she only began
to think so after she'd seen him on a talk show and saw what a great
sense of humor he had) or Sylvester Stallone (couldn't find one woman
who liked him—as a group, we're notoriously turned off by muscle-bound
warmongers. Again, the men that men assume must be sexy are not neces-
sarily the ones who attract women). In my own little straw poll on the
matter, taken among 15 women, top vote-getters were Pierce Brosnan (all
15 Tiked him), Dustin Hoffman (10 of 15}, Tom Hulce (10 of 15) and
Bruce Springsteen (8 of 15)—need I point out that three out of four of
these men are under six feet tall, and none are the brawny type, with
the exception of Springsteen? Other vote-getters included Tom Conti,
Griffin Dunne, Robin Williams, Mark Harmon, Bil1 Cosby, Michael Gross
(four votes—he plays the father on FAMILY TIES. Michael J. Fox was
not mentioned), Bill Murray (I voted too) and a surprising John Candy
(three votes—one liked his smile, another said he was "cuddly" and a
third just thought humor was sexy, a common reaction) (what? no votes
for BLLE Katt? Oops, sonny), so you see. Of course, this poll was
conducted exclusively with women over 25 (age range was 27 to 58) (my
mother thinks Bill Cosby is "adorable." So did two others). If Mr.
MacDougall is hunting 15-year-olds he may indeed have a problem if
he's not a Duran Duran but, short of that, it seems to me that his at-
titude may be at fault rather than his appearance.

Well, enough of that (so much so that I'm Jjust going to let Phil
Tortorici slip on by. I was out powdering my nose, anyway—with gun-
powder). On other topics, someone should tell Lawrence Oberc that,
while it's praiseworthy not to blindly follow literary fashions, it
does help for a writer to keep up, at least, with current trends.
GOOD CHILDREN GO TO HEAVEN was well-written, and Lord knows what he
said still needs to be said, but unfortunately, the way he said it
went out in 1968, and it made the story tired and dated, which defeats
his purpose. You can't reach people if you can't keep them inter-
ested. {Cynic.—ed)

1 was saddened to hear of the death of Mildred Neptune, one of the
shining 1ights of our generation, but I know she went out like the lady
she was, and I'm sure she'll be coming back someday soon, when the time
is right. In fact, my friend Bernie claims he saw her last week, sip-
ping something tall and cool and digging the sounds of Loup Garou Zy-
deco at Trammps, but then, Bernie has been known to imbibe a few tall
cool ones himself. 1In any case, I await her return eagerly, as do all
those whose paths she enlightened with her wisdom.

Prudence Gaelor's THE LEFT HAND was really awfully good, as was
qudg's ARCAPSYCHOLOGY TODAY, but I've Just about had it with Ace and
his interminable journey, which seems to be taking on the length,
though not the scope, of Homer's Odyssey. Whatever mild interest I
mjght have originally had in this little adventure has completely dis-
sipated by now, so I think, if it's all the same to you, I won't be
reading the rest of it. Somebody let me know—in one sentence, of pos-
sible—how it all turns out, okay?

A propos of nothing,
the particular charms—whatever they are—of THE YOUNG ONES. I've
watched it twice and it struck me as especially Toud, raucous and— :Z]
worse yet—consciously weird,

ALL

Weirdness for me loses its appeal when



it seems evident that the person or persons re§ponsib1e are working at
it (this is the problem with some of what's printed in 1J actually, but
let's not get into that), and TYQ seems to carry this to an almost cy-
nical degree. The fun of, say, DR. WHO during the early Tom Baker
years—now, there was a weird program, in the best sense—was that the
participants seemed to take their pecularities for granted, to be re-
laxed and casual and spontaneous about it all, whereas TYO seems as
planned and plotted as the worst DALLAS script. It's the difference,
you see, between A HARD DAY'S NIGHT and the Monkees, or the or]g1nal
SATURDAY NIGHT LIVE and the current version. This air of "let's see
how silly we can be today" I find terribly grating, although I seem to
be the only one. All this in response to MaiQen's book review, of
course. She should get Bernie to tape her episodes of BUFFALO BILL,
which airs at the same time on Arts & Entertainmentz 1nsteqd, if she
wants to see something really funny...{0Oboy, ye typist, Ma4dgnt gets
to neply—1 nemember BUFFALO BILL, and watched it abmost refigiously
when it was on, though 1 sTilf can'i figure out why, as the title char-
acten always struck me as having no redeeming qualities whatsoever and
it got harder and hardern fon me to Like a show about a character 1
didn't Like. 1 think 1 may be the onfy one here also, though, s0 wel-
come to the club, Anni.—MJ) .

As 2 final note, please tell Kip that the grammatical error that
drives me crazier than any other is the use of "al\s"‘when the person
means "ail," as in "Alls I wanted to do." 1 have no idea why people
do this—"alls" doesn't even exist as a word in any context, as'far as
1 know—but it's becoming more and more common, and the other night I
heard a news reporter on NBC say it. Aargh. The same Qeople_who do
this are also prone to saying "anyways," but, while I find this annoy-
ing, and always want to correct them, it isn't quite as jarring as the
other. There are also my two old favourites, "irregardless" and “con-
sensus of opinion,” but those seem to be dying out of their own accord,
thank God. 1'd like to thank Kip for starting this column, by the way
—1it's a dirty job, but someone's got to do it, and I'm pleased it
wasn't me.

Ah, but I'm tired now, and it's time for Voltron. And there, you
see, I was very nice and calm after all, and didn't shoot anyone in ;he
head or anything. There may be hope for us all yet. Or not, depending
on how the market in mini-skirts is this month. In either case, Itm
going to use my last ounce of grace and bail out of this letter while
the going is still good. Do be relieved.

Completely unbitter, ANNI ACKNER

The Hotel New Jersey
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TEL AVIV (YU)—The Israeli government is ap-
parently looking into the possibility that its
country no longer exists. According to a re-
cent edition of the Hammond Worid Atlas made
available today, no mention of Israel is made, nor does
any map indicate a geographical location for the
country.

At first glance," reasoned Atlas Minister Yitzhak
Morey-Amsterdam, "'it appears we may have forgotten to
renew our subscription. At any rate, many Israelis seem
to be in a Jewishless state of anxiety because of this
predicament.'

Joseph Goebbels, Chief Execution Officer of Hammond
Publications, has denied any wrongdoing, but did concede
that Israel's omission from the Atlas was a clerical

error that the executive board decided not to correct.
SQUAWKVILLE, Calif. (YU)—Clarence "Ducky"

Y‘:;!Ll more than 150 qualk-talking cartoons and mo-

vies over five decades, died of rabbit fever

Nash, the one and only voice of Donald Duck in
Wednesday, White House spokesman Larry Speakes said.

Yes — you may have Snapp

]

Last year at the White House, Presldent and Nancy
Reagan presented Mr. "Ducky" with the Medal of Honor for
"meritorious service to the nation." The android leader
at that time revealed Mr. "Ducky" provided the "blab-
track" for his new body after Hinckley's assassination.
Nash also did the voices of Donald's nephews, Huey,
Louie, and Dewey (an unsuccessful Democratic candidate
for the presidency in 1952), his girlfriend Daisy, and
was nominated for an Academy Award for his touching
performance as a bullfrog in "Bambi." The award went
instead to Clark Gable for "Gone With The Wind."

ORLANDO, Florida (YU)—Tony isn't his real
name. Singing isn't really his game.

FT. TOTTEN, New York (YU)—The wor!d came
within thirty seconds of glogal nuclear anni-
Y{ - JU hilation last month because of a stripped
machine-screw that Pentagon officials had not
been allowed to budget for as a result of recent deficit
reduction hysteria in Washington.

The screw, a chrome-plated #12 4" Japanese import
with matching tooth washer and lock nut which holds a
spill guard in place on a custom-built coffee machine,
was an earty victim of the budget-cutters' axe. At
$250,000 a dozen, this special order line item available
only from Meese's Plumber's Supply In Redondo Beach,
Calif., was originally seen as part of an elaborate
price-gouging scheme in which taxpayers were forced to
shell out billions of dollars for items common ly avai -
able In neighborhood hardware stores.

Not so, say military analysts, who point out that
leakage from the coffee maker nearly short-circuited the
frazzit-button which would have launched 32,327 missiles
at the targets.

No other details were available.

ATHENS, Ohio (YU)—British elder-statesman
Winston Churchill was admitted to Spartan
County Memorial Hospital last night, complain-
ing of severe chest pains, thus ending months

" of speculation on his whereabouts.

The British Foreign Office in nearby Troy, however,
refused to speculate on the severity of Mr. Churchill's
illness, noting only that the late Prime Minister has
not attended an official state function in recent
memory.

SAN FRANCISCO (YU)—During 1984, thanks to the
A, Democratic National Convention and the Super
= 2U Rowl, this city had generated an income equal
to three times the Net Export Revenue of all
Central America, an amount equivalent to one-half the
cost of the previous year's highly successful Grenadan
fncursion.

SALEM, Mass. (YU)—This town is reeling from
recent discoveries indicating the witch trials
traditionally thought to have taken place here
actually occurred in England. The Chamber of
Commerce has set up an emergency review board to assess
the impact of this fact upon tourism, the town's chief
industry.

GRACELAND, Tenn. (YU)—Police and firefighters
battled unruly crowds of Elvis-worshippers
with tear gas and rubber bullets in the 12th
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addition of a win sheet to each
country’'s war-waging strategy
changing fixed wages to
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A Fanatical Attack on
FANATICISM

Dallas, TX 75214

already from the information

" Paul Fericano and Gary Ligi,

!';'!U

straight day of violence in this sleepy tour-
Ist town. So far there have been no reported deaths,
but scores have been Injured, including two police of-
ficers who were admitted to Good Samaritan hospital for

- observation after they reportedly dressed up in Ann

Margret's underwear and danced suggestively in front of
the crowd.

(Ve editrix would Like to take this opportunity to thank
co-goundens of YU News
Service, for offering me the esteemed position of NV
Bureau Chief—guess it's time to get those bureaus in
shape, eh? Hup, hup! Also, the infamous YU Press Cands
are now ready, and anyone wishing to apply fon one~—"you
can't be turned down 4§ you have $10'—should send a
SASE 2o YU at P.0. Box 236, Mitebrae, CA 94030.)



DO WE NEEDTHIS BAD SCI-Fi?

this
reminder
courtesy
of

Luke
McGuff

A mission lies ahead, shrouded in fog and darkness. A critical mission that won't wait.
Impossible...unless you extend your sensory range beyond human limits, with a Honeywell
integrated helmet system.

Start with visually-coupled components that cut electronic windows through adverse
conditions. Add navigational and tactical situation displays, interactive voice, target screening
and lock-on. Incorporate these functional assets with vital crew protection features. The resuit
is a Honeywell integrated helmet system that sharpens operational performance, improves
survivability and helps ensure successful missions.

We pioneered helmet systems 20 years ago, and we've been advancing the technology
ever since. That's why our systems are the only ones in volume production today. And they're
flown by U.S., NATO and allied forces worldwide.

We're ready to equip your command for the impossible. Contact the Military Avionics Division,
Honeywell, Inc., 2600 Ridgway Parkway MN 17-3347, Minneapolis MN 55413; 612/378-5949.

And start seeing your helmet system needs in a different light.

For Further Information, Contact: The January Society,
Box 3680, Minneapolis, MN 55403

WRITE YOUR SENATOR OR REPRESENTATIVE TO LET THEM KNOW.
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