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INSIDE THIS ISSUE:

- THE "ROGER RABBIT" CONTROVERSY!
news e e ' - JESSE HELMS' NAME MENTIONED, TWICE!
o - INTERVIEW WITH MERLE KESSLER!

- IF ELVIS ISN'T ALIVE, HOW COME HIS
NAME KEEPS CROPPING UP T00?

f . - 36 (TOO MANY) PAGES (PLEASE SEND
COMEDY CREAT‘V]T DONATIONS; I CAN'T AFFORD THIS!)
OF THE USUAL (JEEZ, I MEAN IT,

l THIS IS COSTING ME TOO MUCH...)




SEPTEMBER 15 - DEADLINE FOR SUBMISSIONS TO 1J #63, our
8TH ANNIVERSARY ISSUE (see Acknowleditorial)
SEPTEMBER 16 - Anniversary of Palestinian Refugee
Massacre in Beirut (1982)
SEPTEMBER 17 - Riots in S. Korea!; Ken Kesey (53)
SEPTEMBER 18-24 - National Singles Week
SEPTEMBER 19 - Mike Royko (56)
SEPTEMBER 20 - International Day of Peace
SEPTEMBER| 21 - World Gratitude Day; Chuck Jones {(76);
Bill Murray (38); Leonard Cohen (54); H.G. Wells (b.
1866); Watticism Day (remember James Watt?)
SEPTEMBER 22-OCTOBER 1 - National Pickled Pepper Week
SEPTEMBER 22 - Hobbit Day; Ice cream cone patented
(1903); Official start of Autumn, so they tell us
SEPTEMBER 23 - Native American Day; 'Checkers' Day;
John Waters appearance sp. by GRFT (see "Fan Noose')
SEPTEMBER 24-OCTOBER 1 - Banned Books Week—Celebrating
the Freedom to Read (read a banned book this week!)
SEPTEMBER 25-OCTOBER 1 - American Newspaper Week
SEPTEMBER 26 - T.S. Eliot (b. 1888)
SEPTEMBER 27 - LARRY OBERC (32); Thomas Nast (b. 1848)
SEPTEMBER 28 - Confucius (b. 551BC); Al Capp (b. 1909}
SEPTEMBER 29 - Xenophobe Understanding Day; G..Autry (81)
SEPTEMBER 30 - John Bullington becomes lst person exe-
cuted in America (1630); Ask A Stupid Question Day
OCTOBER is National Pizza Month, National Sarcastics
Month, International Microwave Month and Unicorn Season
OCTOBER 1 - Groucho Marx (b. 1895); Jimmy Carter (64)
OCTOBER 2 - Twilight Zone debuts (1959); 'Peanuts"
debuts (1950); Mahatma Gandhi (b. 1869)
OCTOBER 3 - Universal Children's Day; Dave Winfield (37)
OCTOBER 4 - Buster Keaton (b. 1896); Alvin Toffler (60)
OCTOBER 5 - SUSAN PACKIE (42); JAMES WALLIS (22)
OCTOBER 6 - Carole Lombard (b. 1508); ALA Founded (1876)
OCTOBER 8 - Jesse Jackson (47); Chevy Chase (45)
1ICtl“tltlttt““‘l‘Ol.“l.‘l‘O.llultl.““..‘.‘!ttlcul.‘tttitl..
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OCTOBER 9 - DAZA (34); John Lennon (b. 1940)

OCTOBER 11 - SNL Debuts (1975); E. Roosevelt (b. 1884)
OCTOBER 12 - Aleister Crowley (b. 1875)

OCTOBER 13 - Modern Mythology Day (see "Kid" Sieve for
details in IJ #63); Molly Pitcher (b. 1754)

OCTOBER 14 - e.e. cummings (b. 1894); Peace Corps (1960)
OCTOBER 14-24 - Peace with Justice Week
OCTOBER 15 - Mata Hari dies (1917); White Cane Safety Day
OCTOBER 16 - DOUG PELTON (25); World Food Day; Oscar
Wilde (b. 1854); Noah Webster (b. 1758)

OCTOBER 19 - '87 Crash; Amy Carter (21); Peter Max (51)

OCTOBER 20 - Keith Hernandez (35); Mickey Mantle (57)

OCTOBER 21 - Electric Incandescent Lamp invented (1879)

OCTOBER 22 - ANNI ACKNER (35); TOM GEDWILLO (37); Doris
Lessing (69); Timothy Leary (68)

OCTOBER 24-30 - Disarmament Week

OCTOBER 24 - "Weird'" Al Yankovic (29); U.N, Day

OCTOBER 27 - Navy Day; Eric Canal opens (1825)

OCTOBER 28 - VALENTINO (36)

OCTOBER 29 - Crash of '29; Bela Lugosi (b. 1884)

OCTOBER 30 - Grace Slick (49); "War of the Worlds" first
broadcast in 1938—recreation, directed by David Ossman,
to be broadcast on NPR station near youl

OCTOBER 31 - Hallowe'en (Official 1J Holyday); National

Magic Day; Increase Your Psychic Powers Day; DE
; DEADLINE
FOR _SUBMISSIONS TO IJ #64 (last issue'of '§8)

ACKNOWLEDITORIAL

Has falf gallen yet? Good, maybe 1 can get my brain in crea-
tive gean again fon the coming season...At feast othern people have
managed to atin hene in 1J-land. We welcome back our own DeeBee,
Deborah Benedict, and hope her netunn column presages many more
wonds of wit and wisdom to come. With the stnike over, Anni also
netunns, and Rony's back as well with his album reviews. 1In fact,
as 1 wuite everyone's accounted for except Steven Scharff and the
ever-tardy Prudence Gaelor, and as 1'm not counting on receiving
anything {rom eithen of them befone we go o press, the final in-
statfment of THE JELLO WARS wilf have to wail until #63, along
with any witing on ant fnom SS. Next issue 4is, as 1've mentioned
before, our §th Annivernsary, in case anyone wants to do anything
special, and it will featune a cover by another 1J netuinee, John
Crawfond, whose "Baboon Dooley” will once again grace these pages
lat Least fon the time being) and whose §inst book was just pub-
Lished, as was Anni's—gon details, check out my "Fan Noose Ad-
dendum® in this issue {no, 1'm not going to be doing "Fan Noose”
negularly; 1 just had some catching up Zo do grom Last Lime).

Some of you stilL insist on addressing 1J stuff Lo me at our
patatial post office box with the appeflation "Elayne Wechsfer-
Chaput." While this is my "manried name," MY POST OFFICE BOX 1S
AND WILL BE UNDER THE NAMES "ELAYNE WECHSLER" AND "INSIDE JOKE"
ONLY, so please don't put any other names on your mail to me on 1
might not receive it. (It should go without saying that 1 prefer,

s, to necedive 1J mail at the p.o. box and onfy personal mail
at my home address in Brooklyn, but some of you haven't quite
figuned zhis out yet,- s0 please take note!) As always, checks
shoutd all be made out to my "maiden" name as well.

Welcome to our nmew contributons (Larny Blandino, Birke Duncan,
Kathieen Prince, Michael Capobianco, Roger Cofeman, Jim Kenbaugh,
Dain Luscombe and anyone else 1 may have overlooked) and it's also
nice to see some ofd and familians back with us. And speaking of
ofd-n- famiLiar, nemember INSIDE STROKE, an idea for a "bastard
84bLing" publication that would accept alf the More Than 1 Need To
Know szuff 1 don't print in 1J?7  Well, staffer David Senlin has
gnaciously accepted the challenge of §inally putting this sucker
out! He's shooting for sometime around Chrisimas, 80 4if you've
got MTINTK solicitations lat this point we'd prefer erotica o
porn, as we have 2oo much of the former and too Little of the Lat-
ten, §rom what 1 understand] send 'em to him by Thanksgiving or
0. 1S .dncludes a somewhat dated cover by Ace Backwords, a browm
paper back cover by Phil Tontonici, Lots of stagfer and non-
stagfen contributions of wiiting and ant, and 1'm still not going
to nead any of it (although 1 may be printing and mailing it}...
David's address is on the staffer address List, elsewhere within.

Finally got a bunch of back issues copied, with money 1 Shame-
Lessly embezzfed fnom oun sister pub, FALaFal {see "Fan Noose"},
and they'ne available fon $1.50 each now, same as present and fu-
tune issues. NON-REFUNDABLE advance subs ane accepted gor up 2o
$17 (8 {issues). 1§ your contaibution auns in a specific 1J, you
need only pay 65¢ in postage (74¢ US if you'ne in Canada) for that
issue; othern countries owe 3 IRCs per 1J, which 1 send surface
nate. 1§ an "X" appears nean your name on the mailing Label, this
is the Last issue you get without paying. 1 can't afford to trade
any mone, nemember, That's about it for rufes and negs, {mii?
Oh, and the deadlines ane Listed in "Upcoming Events®...Send what
you got Lo us at

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

This issue 4is dedi in memony of Anne Ramsey, who at Least
got her moment in the sun; and o Alan Napien, who thank goodness
will neven again have Zo endune the tasteless humiliation he un-
dewent (while in the throes of advanced Afzheimer's) on a necent
Batman reunion late Show, RIP, "Algfred."




K > Welcome Lo the {irst in-
4 \ stallment of our semi-anmual
1 updwte 2his one's purpose
being to mention a ‘ew things
Legt out of Last issue's majon
"oomeback” column...James Wal-
1is, who has a piece n
Todue, 44 putting his INSTANT
KARMA on a bit of a hiatus—
that's soat of the British ver-
sdon of 1J—but promises he
wiltl netunn soon; in the mean-
Lime, anyone wishing to contact
James about submissions or back
dssues of InK (featuring many
1J names, incfuding ye editrix)
his address is 8 College Gar-
dens, London N18 2XR ENGLAND
7 ...A relatively new zine, IN
YOUR MAIL, debuted recently
with some very thoughtful
quutwm—and answers —gon
and by the zine crowd—write
§or a copy to Dallas Swan, 1030
Adams St. #1-C, Salisbury, MD
21801...Michael Packer auns the GRAND RAPIDS FILM THEATRE and is
pteased To announce the GRFT will paumtAuEvmngM John
Waters on September 23, 1982, at the ladies Literary Club, 61
Sheldon Beud. SE, Grand Rapids. Admission's $7 in advance, $8 at
the doon—send a check on m.o. o GRFT at P.0. Box 3540, Grand Ra-
pids, MI 49501 and fon info call (616) 363-8231.. .J.S. Child of
MONTHLY. . .BULLETIN (ame 48 Looking for an East Coast Tprobabty NY
area) resident "who is a good writer 2, very onganized 3. very
honu-tLhuawa.ndhmhowtoneS several months
2o devote to an interesting project, and 6. wants to get a bunch
of muyandhaveabaokwmout‘mam;onmb!uhumxh
thein mame on the cover.” The book in question is to be entitled
EAST COAST OFF THE WALL {we reviewed T.S. and Denver Tuscon's
EUROPE OFF THE WALL Last issue, and they're cumiently working on
AMERICA OFF THE WALL: WEST COAST)—intenested parties should con-
tact ¥.S. at 2510 Bancroft Way #207, Berkeley, CA 94704. . .Speaking
of books, it's high time 1 mention some worthy ones put out by
6uend4 o‘ 1J. The clever folks from Yossarian Universal, Ligi
and Fericano, have published the very funny Lome THE ONE-MINUTE
PRESIDENT, a must in this election season—2o onder send check on
m.0. for gé 95 {$5.95 + $1 PsH) to Jean Ligi, P.0. Box 40710,
Portland, OR 97240-0710...1J retuanee Jo rawford has put toge-
ther many misadventunes of his signatune chaxaclen in his book
BABOON DOOLEY ROCK CRITIC!: BABOON GETS AHEAD IN LIFE, available
§on $9.95 {rom Popular Reality Press, P.0. Box 3402, Ann Arbor, MI
48106...And of special interest to all 1J readers is the brand new
book pwm our own Anni Ackner, called NOBODY LOVES A VISUAL ARTS
CRITIC and containing hen work her "Stars on One” column for
FACTSHEET FIVE, pluA ‘ou.'c new pieces, plus intros from Mike Gun-
dvuta (FF pubLu and ye editrix, all for a relative song—
34 from Mike ut 6 Arizona Ave., Rensselaer, NY 12144 and if
youdon’tmhoutugh«tnowandbuyumnycaptu as you can the
authon and yowrs twuly (although 1 neally can't speak fon her) may
just hold oun breaths till we furn blite...Speaking of 1J 60& our
Somawhat esteemed puudente, Kip M. Ghesin 44 still making a
Lidy progit with hin Firesign Theatre information service FOUR-
ALARM FIRESIGNal (FAlaFal), and a/he's not even Auppoaed to be in
the black 'cause the newsletter's gree and only thrice J
the tatest issue (¥15) contains a Lengthy Letter from the co-
gounden of the Chunch of the SubGenius, lva.n Stang, and here we at
1J are, etewmally in . Ah well—i§ you'ne into TFT, oa even
fust want to see Ivan's Lettea, send me a SASE c/o 1J's palatial
p.o. box (ptwebpm‘ymwummumuonmmng
List on whethen you're just in it for the SubG news)...FAlaFal al-
80 contains occasional news on the San Francisco-based froupe
DUCK'S BREATH MYSTERY THEATRE, but Duck's Breath puts out {ts own
mailonder newssheet perio called THE DUCKSTOP and available
from them at P.0. Box 22513, San Francisco, CA 94122...7 was xe-
motuttmemnotmnuomgamewouhy publica-
Lions out there—if you're into mail art and mini (MICRO) zines,
Hike Schafer is sl putting out EMOTIONAL VOMIT, which he sells
ut 25-50 cents each issue—wnrite him at 75 Fairview Ave,
l3B New York, NY 10040...Curtis Olson has put out his bwt T.I.
{Typing While Imlccnxed) [7 Some astfute po.

Fan
Noose

ADDENDUM

commentary and some highly enfo ya.bu giction. 1t's $3 ‘lwn hun at
P.0. Box 19441, Washington, D.C. 20036...And Eric Mayer's
jes prom u.oyug Lo

dssue o DEJA VU contains gan
dowmrig and Eric and wife make it feel quite warm
and wmng—bud them $1 at 279 Collingwood Drive. Rochester, NY
14621...The wonking class <8 not anLy overlooked and underpaid in
"ual” Life, but somewhat ignoned in zine Literature as a whole—
except fon a remankable journal called THE MILL HUNK HERALD, "a
worken- ' 1owuuu., a forum fox the opinions and stonies 04
average working folk." The Buice-yearly 88-pagen 4is working on a
pruu lo-ym anthology issue, to sell fon $10 ({§ you onder

early you can get it fon $7. 50),a.ndlh.«ghlynumenddm
Lu:naon fon 2uc4mtu|g toudwnﬂ —2the regulan mue
44 $3 fnom 916 Middle St., Pittsburgh, PA 15212...Meanvhile in the

service/information secton,. Iugh tech and secaetanial-Lype woldwu
get shit grom their bosses too, in addition to unexplained ail
ments, union busting and so0 forth—this is atl chronicled thtc

Once again we present as up-Zo- the-munwte a staffern address
2ist as we have at the moment (at Least they all seem to be xre-
ceiving their mail there). Stagfers Like hearing about what you
think of thein wonk pmonau.y Zoo, not onky in Zhe pages 04 13,
50 4§ you Like someone's work why not wiite and tell 'em? We atk
need a bit o' the egoboo at times, wot?

ANNI ACKNER,-P.O. Box 18, Reading, PA 19603

ACE BACKWORDS, 1630 University Ave. #26, Berkeley, CA 94703
DEBORAH BENEDICT, 854 Y Street, Lincoln, NE 68508

KEN BURKE, P.O. Box 8, Black .Canyon City, AZ 85324

TOM DEJA, 50-56 96th St., Corona (Queens), NY 11368

MIKE DOBBS, 24 Hampden Street, Indian Orchard, MA 01151
PRUDENCE GAELOR, P.0. Box 1529, Columbia, MD 21044

GARY PIG GOLD, 70 Cotton Dr., Mississauga, . Ont. LS5G 129 CANADA
RORY HOUCHENS, R.R. #2, Colfax, IL 61728

TODD KRISTEL, 1140 N. 24th St., Allentown, PA 18104

ligi, P.O. Box 40710, Portland, OR 97240-0710

J.P. MORGAN, 185 Seabreeze Ave. #4, East Keansburg, NJ 07734
LARRY OBERC, 58 Anderson St. #1, Boston, MA 02114

SUSAN PACKIE - please contact c/o INSIDE JOKE

STEVEN SCHARFF, P.0. Box 5004, Hillside Township, NJ 07205
DAVID SERLIN, 4216 Baltimore Ave. lst fl., Philadelphia, PA 19104
KATHY STADALSKY, 933 State Route 314, Mansfield, OH 44903-9807
LARRY STOLTE, 1360 E. Madison #33, El Cajon, CA 92021

DORIAN TENORE, 301 E. 48th St. #6D, New York, NY 10017

KERRY THORNLEY, P.O. Box 5498, Atlanta, GA 30307

PHIL TORTORICI, P.O. Box 57487, West Palm Beach, FL 33405
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well in PROCESSED WORLD. The new iséue, #22, is {illed with the
same high quality writing and art (tremendous color graphics) as
and 48 available fon $3.50 Tnom &I Sutter St., #1829, San
Francisco. CA 94104. . .Amateur press associations (apas) are usu-
ally Looking ‘oanewbl.ood as it were, and I'm cu witing
‘oanmuthemcua of expanding. HOYA, which calls itself a
“many-Lo-many 'mkummenmanomdanu 1 believe, and
has quite thc uumﬁ Native America at Limes, although the par-
e McGugf, Eltu.“ayvt, Denise Dee, AL 1, W,
Joe Hoppe and other mot-necess -Native fotk. For u‘onmuon
write Lo collator Sean Wolf Hill, 2730 Monroe-Concord Rd., Troy,
OH 45373 (Sean also ned uz WORM and a zine about diners)
..And fon those into about basebatl, thene's NATIONAL
PASTIME (NaPa), collated by Mike Flynn and about which you can
write me §on information. ..Wﬁ?@ane (1 think it was Bob 2}
sent a scary pamphlet abowt the PURC's zany hqu:fu and asks that
interested activists pw,w»u oppo. un&' Limiting {reedom
0f expression and all -~ fon ingo wnite MUSIC IN ACTION, 135 E.
55th St., MNew York, NY 10022, phonz 212/751-9852, That's it for 3
this installment, «ti.uabouthauaymoau from now—see you
in the funny papenrs!
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by
Anni Ackner
(As readers probably know, the Writeons' Guild stuike is §inally

over, but ye editrix swwrendered Long before that. Be it heneby
known, then, that Anni Ackner and the publisher of this magazine
have come o a separate contractual agreement which allows Ms.
Acknen 2o resume hen duties as regard the column herein. There 4is
no twth at all Lo the aumour that the blood of a certain chubby,
drug-free ex-Go-Go was spilled in the arnival at said agreement.
ALL Power to the People!)
INSIDE THE STRIKE ZONE

1 suppose there are some of you—there are generally, i've no-
ticed, at least seven or eight in every crowd, normally the ones
attired in Spuds McKenzie tee-shirts and yelling "Party! Party"—
who are currently labouring under the delusion that, despite pro-
testations to the contrary on the part of Our Beloved Editrix, my-
self, and the, well, person who had the extremely dubious honour
of filling in for me these past several months, my absence from
these august pages recently was attributable to nothing more than
a selfish desire of mine to Get Away From It All, and that, during
my disappearing act, as i1t were, I frittered away my time lying
about a really major mansion on the Coast, sipping imported cham-
pagne, keeping company with the sort of person who periodically
puts in guest appearances on the back page of People magazine, and
c etely ignoring my duties both to my Muse and to My Reading
Public. Well, troops, as those of you who know me and love me
(and I know there must be at least a couplie of you, judging from
the fact that I don't receive those nasty poison pen letters near-
1y as often as you might think) understand without my prompting,
nothing could be further from the truth. As a matter of hard,
brutal fact, while the rest of you were, undoubtedly, enjoying the
rites of Spring and Sumwer—frolicking in and amongst the grass,
chuckling at the explofts of those wacky Baltimore Orioles, learn-
ing how to correctly spell "Bentsen"—1I was undertaking some Seri-
ous Business. In point of fact, I was on Strike.

Now, the uninitiated might think—it is, they endeavour to as-
sure me, sti1l a free country—that being on Strike is a kind of
sinecure, a glorious respite from the cares of the workaday world.
After all, you may think—secure in your Constitutional guarantee
of fallibility, wrongheadedness, and sheer, all-around mistakeness
—what does being on Strike really involve? A few hours a day of
strolling in the warm sunshine, carrying an amusing 1ittle sign
and chatting amiably about strategy with one's peers, then off to

headquarters to draw some spending money from the Strike Benefits

Fund, out for a relaxing meal, and so to bed. A lovely time,
really, the uninitisted might think. Why, I think I'11 go on
Strike myself!

Well, ha!, I say. Ha snd ha again.

Gang, I am here to tell you—and 1 am the girl who should know
—that being on Strike is a grueling, backbreaking affair, to be
entered into with trepidation, endured with stoicism, and comple-
ted with a sense of overwhelming relief at one's escape in one
piece, not unlike a romantic 11aison with Sylvester Stallone, and
I am terribly, terribly ?hd that 1 escaped. Marching, marching,
urchin?, unattractive clothing, sunburn, meals snatched at odd
intervals, silly slogans, and those eternal meetings with the sort
of person who considers "Keep Your Eyes on the Prize" a ballad—
honestly, I'm all for The Cause and what have you, but a Thinking
Person could go nuts. And the worst of it is the boredom.

For a writer who has grown accustomed—as one will grow accus-
tomed to just about anything, even, 1 imagine, the sudden resur-

nce of tie-dye—to the busy, active life her craft demands

staring blearily at the typewriter, rootling through the kitchen
cabinets for that last precious roll of Tums, wondering if your
landlord will believe that your grandmother needs yet another hys-
terectomy—it all eats up quite a chunk of your time, one way and
another), being on Strike can come to mean, ultimately, living in
a state of unrelieved tedium comparsble only to being forced to
Jisten to several hours of Bill Cosby discoursing on the import-
ance of Early Childhood Education. Although, at first, not being
permitted to write may seem, to some, a lark, and, to others, a
Mysterfous Reprieve from the Almighty, it soon begins to pale, as
one realfzes, with a sick feeling of dread and self-disgust, that
one has absolutely no idea what else to do with one's empty hours.
it is a sad but, unfortunately, true and inescapable fact that,
while writers may delude ourselves that we dream only of waking up
some morning and not having to write, of having naught to do all
day but exactly what we please, we are not, as a group, a self-
amusing bunch. We have no hobbies. We have no s i1s. Our fami-
1ies, sti1] smarting over that cheerful 1ittle piece that appeared
in Fangoria, have long since stopped speaking to us, and God knows
we Fave no friends. Frankly, we're boring. And it begins to te}l,

Never one to let a bad situation 1ie around and rot, and always
in service to my fellow writers, 1 have, during my hiatus, done
some research into this problem and, in an attempt to alleviate
it, have compiled the following modest List, which I herewith pass
along to my Brothers and Sisters who may still be suffering from
this Strike, in the hopes that it may brighten their days, improve

their shining hours, and, not incidentally, keep them from drop-
ping by my house at all hours and sending out for pizza. And so,
quietly, I give you:

A STRIKER'S GUIDE TO KILLING TIME

or, What To Do Until the Teamsters Come
1) Read: It's a peculiar thing—and this has been pointed out by
better people than tiny me-—-but very often great—or even mediocre
—writers are not great readers. Oh, well, most of us do put in
our time at least playing at being literate. We scan the morning
headlines in order to get into a really good brood for the day's
labours shead. We glance through the Times book reviews in order
to see vhat unmitigated trash has been published in lieu of our
deathless prose, peruse The New Yorker in order to keep abreast of
which of our acquaintances

1s currently more successful than we
are, check out Rolling Stone and People in order to see what Tama
Janowitz is wearing this week, snd occasionally even make it all
the way through a new novel in order to sneer, but there is so
much out there, so very, very much, that we never take the time or
the effortto truly Read. There are, for instance, those booklets
the tampon people always include in their boxes which, if properly
studied, will not only tell you more than snyone short of the Sur-
geon General ever needéd to know about ToXic Shock Syndrome, but
give you an awfully instructive anatomy lesson as well. There are
the labels on the sides of things—and who knows but that someday
you may be glad you've assimilated the fact that Diet Coke con-
tains potassium benzoate—and the labels on the tops of things—
someday you too may even figure out what a Universal Price Code is
—and the labels on the bottoms of things—actually, there mostly
aren't any labéls on the bottoms of things but someday, if the
Strike goes on long enough, and enough of the staff of Saturday
Night Live can't make their house payments, well, you never can
tell—and entire boxfuls of bills and chain letters and communi-
ques from Ed McMshon, just waiting to be read by the Striker with
s bit of enterprise. Try it one evening after a hard day of pic-
keting in front of Metromedia Productions and see if it doesn't
make the time simply zip by.
2) Have An Affair With Someone Completely Unsuitable: What you
are aiming for here is someone with a bad attitude, a little way
of suddenly deciding he or she must call Tokyo during peak dialing
hours, an endearing hobby—purse-snatching is good—disgusting
personal habits, possibly a spouse, and preferably a Harley-David-
son. It's astounding how much time you can kill while sitting up
nights having crying jags, frantically telephoning every sleazy
bar, jail and hospital in the vicinity, and applying Kwell to the
affected area.
3) Eat: For perhaps more of us than would be willing to admit it,
this activity often goes hand-in-hand with #2, above, but even if
you aren't in the midst of, or recovering from, an unsuitable Love
Affair, rampant and unrestrained over-indulgence in food can be a
tremendous solace, as well as an extremely effective way of alle-
visting dat ole debbil boredom. Crank up the stereo—Sinatra is a
safe bet, as are Smokey Robinson, Miles Davis, Janis Joplin or, if
you're that sort of person, the Grateful Dead in their American
Beauty period. At all costs, avoid the Fat Boys, "Weird" Al Yan-
ovic and just about anybody's rendition of "I Don't Want Her, You
Can Have Her, She's Too Fat For Me"—and curl up with a pint of
Frusen Gladje, half an Entenmann's Chocolate Chip Crunch Loaf, and
a one-pound bag of M8M's Peanut, and while the hours away. Com-
pletely legal, cheaper than cocaine, safer than alcohol—as the
saying goes, they still can't arrest you for fat driving—almost
the only unpleasant side effect you will experience from this mi-
nor vice will occur roughly three hours later when—generally as
you are lying in your cozy bed, preparing to go to sleep with vi-
sions of Screaming Yellow Zonkers dancing in your head—you will
almost invariably be assailed by the, as it were, gut-level feel-
ing that the entire starting line-up of the Baltimore Orioles were
sttempting to simultaneously take batting practice in the pit of
your stomsch. This can be tleared up by a heslthy dose of Pepto-
Bismol or, if you prefer, can be left to run its course, thus fur-
ther providing the Striker with hours of mindless fun, spent
crouching on the bathroom floor, praying for a fortuitous attack
of spontaneous human combustion.

_ 4) Unavailable due to Writers' Guild Strike.

5) Buy A Cat: A gog, in this instance, will not do. A dog is
your friend and compsnion. He will lick your hand, sit by your
side when you sre lonely, roll over on his back to have his belly
scratched and, aside from en occasional indiscretion upon an Ori-
ental rug or a nibble at sn unwary $75.00 running shoe, bore you
entirely to death. A cat, on the other hand, is a furry Home En-
tertainment Center, See him scale the brand new silk draperies
and swing merrily back and forth. Watch as he blithely ignores
his lovely catnip-scented scratching post and mikes hay with—and
out of—the sofa. Thrill to stumbling into the powder room late
st night and discovering that he has, once agsin, missed the lit-
ter box by just that crucial inch, Ponder the implications of his
turning up his dainty nose at a perfectly good can of Nine Lives
Liver and Cream Entree in order to dine upon two argyle socks,
most of a bottie of Elmer's Glue-All, and a fly. Well, the pos-
sibilities are just endless, that's all. A cat is nobody's friend
and will not, as a matter of principle, stoop to keeping you com-
pany—unless you consider artistically arranging his white self
all over your black velvet evening skirt "companionship"—but, on
the other hand, while you're busy picking the overturned trash up
off the floor for the fourth time that day and wondering how many
years the Humane Society gives you for trying to make your own or-
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ganic violin strings, you won't have time to worry sbout the sorry

O
pass to which your life has come, and that's what it's al} about ,
isn't it?

6) Cultivate An Interest In The Arts: Just because you aren't, at
the moment, writing, doesn't in Sny sense mean that you can't be

Creative. Learn to play & musical instrument and join a band. GM DDBBS ”

Don't learn to play a musical instrument and join the Dirty Danc-

ing Tour, Paint a picture, string uncooked macaroni on dental Geraldo Rivera slowly opened the darkened Timosine window, A
flogs to fashion fabulous fun jewelry, walk along the New Jersey slice of yellow light from a neon sign illuminated the craggy fea-
shore and collect Found Objects, then use thes to make a lovely tures known to a generation of American news junkies.

collage to hang in your doctor's office—you are only limited by "Is Tt all clear? Rivera asked his driver.-

the limits of your imagination. "Yes sir. 1'11 pick you up in an hour as planned,’ came the

7) Get A Job: Just because you aren't, at the moment, writing, weary reply. Driving for one of America's most important journal-
doesn't in any sense mean that you can't strain, put yourself un- ists could be a trying job...spending countless hours sitting out-
der enormous stress, develop a nice littie ulcer, worry about mo- side Chicago hotels, and stakeouts with police, and now of course
ney and, in short, earn your living by the honest sweat of your these regular meetings.

brow. While it is true that writing is perhaps the easiest way to As the driver pulled the stretth limo from the curb, Rivera
accomplish the foregoing—with the exception of the bit about pulled the collar of his handsomely tailored raincoat up to hide
earning your living. Writers, in their lives, msy earn many and his features. No one really noticed him, though, as he walked
varied things, but it's debatable as to whether "a living" can towards the Hotel Mid-Gotham. This is one of the hotels from
fairly be considered one of them—this is in no way to detract which Rivera could undoubtedly do a story about welfare mothers or
from other mesns of accomplishing the same ends. Por example, as crack dealers. Rundown and dirty; Rivera noticed the heavy scents
8 writer, your superior typing skills, grace under pressure, and of urine and body odor as he approached the desk.

ability to pretend to be listening to any mumber of tedious people 'Key to Room 216, please," he muttered to the half-drunk night
all st once while, in reality, attempting to remember al}l the attendant.

words to the theme song from It's About Time make you a prime can- "Oh, the rest of the party has already arrived, sir,'" the clerk
didate for any secretarial position, and won't it be a tremendous said: shoving the register In front of the reporter. 'You'll have
learning experience for you, as well as fodder for your imagina- to sign, sir. | don't care what name you sign, but you'll have to
tion, should you ever be called upon to use that again (situation sign,' the clerk droned in a drunken monotone.

comedy writers may skip that last part}, to try and grasp the Rivera signed "Jerry Rivers" in the book and quickly walked up
everyday vagaries of the secretarial life, such as how it is that, the stairs.

even though you have no authority, earn $300 a week less than any- He was tired of these monthly meetings. He wished he could do
one in management, and were in the ladies' ToOR at the time, it without'them. Alweys a different hotel, Always at night. Always
became your fault that a shipment of 400 gross of flanges has got- an evening of arguing. .

ten lost en route from Broward County, Florida. Then, too, a wri- ie knew, though, his career was at stake if he didn't attend
ter's training in the art of imvention and hyperbole admirably these meetings,

suits him or her for a career as the house counse! for any major . He knocked quietly on the door, which quickly siid open an
transit system in the United States, while his or her flair for inch, The chain was latchﬁd and the room was dark. Rivera could
just sitting about and doing absolutely nothing mskes him or her only hear a voice saying, "It's okay, let him in,"

ideal for just about any civil service job you'd care to name. ) Inside the room was the type of cheap furniture and stained
Although you made a solemn vow to yourself back in Yaddo that you * carpetlone usually finds in these hotels: What one normally

would never do anything ss mundane as taking a Real Job (though wouldn't f!nd, though, was sitting uneasn!y around the‘room.

what on earth you'd call turning out copy for David Letterman day Television talk show hosts. All the big names. Phil. Oprah,
after day I don't know), when those Strike Benefits start running Sally Jesse. Mort.

out, it's something to contemplate. _ Mort was the newest p!ayer. He looked as green around the

8) Start A Rumour: It's amazing, when you think about it, how gills as he was to television. He knew he could be a flash in the
much mileage can be gotten out of a really good Rumour. Just call pan, and he showed everyone else his anxieties by constantly smok-

ing and gulping mouthful after mouthful of cheap Scotch.

Enqui d tell them that the fellow that came to have a
P e Enquirer and te " Phil, on the other hand, looked smug. And Oprah just looked

look at your septic tank bore a fiendish resemblance to Elvis

Presley, and watch the fun begin! great. Sure, she is heavy on television, but she's pretty. What
9) Asse;ble A Stereo System: If you play this the right way—and her viewers didn't know was her excess weight was all foam rubber.
we'Fe talking turntable, Teceiver, CD player, tape deck, speakers, She actually weighs 102, and has an incredible figure, tonight

tightly covered by a brown leather miniskirt, knee-high boots and
a revealing blouse.
Sally Jesse was her usuyal ditzy self, reading a magazine and

woofers, tweeters and one of those cute things that fits into the
light switch and allows you to turn the entire unit on at home
while you're out vacationing in Antigua—this can kee u bus
not on{; all the way througlgl the Stri‘::, but well ints {:c nex{ cornplet?ly unaware of what was about to happen.. Rivera suspected
century. Simply make sure each and every one of the separate com- what Phil was gotng to announce, but the rest didn't.

ponents has been made by an entirely different outfit, all the in- Friends, we've been meeting this way for over a year now to
structions are in Japanese, and you've lent your Phillips screw- insc_:re our mutual survnva!. Television is a killer industry, and
driver to an scquaintance who has recently taken up residence in ! discovered long ago a little common sense among competitors can
an sbandoned roller coaster at Heritage, U.S.A., and you're ready 90 a long way. That's why we meet like this and divide up the

to roll. Better still—and this is only recommended for those who topics and guests. By deciding outside of our staffs, we can

are sbsolutely certain that they never again, for the rest of avoid unnecessary scheduling problems. Of course, all of us can
their lives, care to hear any music st all—hire a 19-year-old succeed on our own merits and siipping "“ an original Idea now and
named Bubba to assemble it for you. Your sterec store will be then, especially d“"f."g sweeps, is fine," Donahue paused as he
happy to provide you with one—they normally have several om tap, cleared his throat, "but now with young Mort Downey and Un'l' Shri-
out in back of the storeroom, looking at old copies of Hustler and ner and G\I'eﬂ Wally George bucking for a piece of the pie—

going, "Yup. Nice pair."—and his presence, and the pec——ulinr, ago- Downey's eyes were about to pop out of their sockets with

nized fashion in which he regards you when you ask him what he ‘“"".“Y" .

considers to be an impertinent question like 'How do you turn it —it's time for a readJustment‘of sorts. Starting next w?ek,
on?", will do much to alleviate the: awful loneliness and restive- Oprah and | will announce the merging of our two shows. We wil}
ness you may be experiencing. each do a half~hour on our own with different guests"and then tag-
10) Consider The Less Fortunate: No matter how bad things get, no team talk the combined guests for a final half-hour,

Rivera felt nauseous. Sally Jesse giggled. Downey killed his
bottle.
“Oprah and | have developed a special relationship off-camera.

matter how low you fall how endless the Strike seems to be,
always remember that you can invariably cheer yourself right up by
bearing in mind that, whatever else happens, you will never, ever,

be Sally Jesse Raphael We are very good friends and | believe this friendship would work
As we go to prgss (':he word comes through that the great Wri- on-camera as well. Oprah is going to 'lose’ her weight in time

ters' Strike is wer: which Just shows you the lengths to which for the May ratings sweeps and I'm going to divorce Marlo. By No-

)

some peggle will go in order to a:oid Hstenin1g to me. T:ings be- ;f:':';h::s"ﬁu year, we'll be married on television and we'll com-

ing as they are, however—and tak ng into consideration the effect .

the success of Who Framed Roger Rabbit? is 1ikely to have on what Rivera knew what this meant. He remembered his American histo-

Thinking Hriters———T——gsmﬁare golng to orced to write for the next cou- ry classes and discussions of trusts, monopolies and Robber Ba-

1e of years or so—it is not beyond the realm of possibility that rons. This was the video talk show trust forming in front of him.
:nother’eone may not be too far 1:02“7, collective fs:ures. soyl It was bad enough of them dividing the rights to guests, but now
wouldn't be too swift to casually toss this list away. If nothing ""‘,‘,N"“ $°“,‘9 :‘l’ 'l‘:”‘: to him? "

else, you can always use it as a collective bargaining tool when o eor'® divide the guests for the next month,' Donahue said

in his matter-of-fact tone. Rivera didn't hear him, though. Nor
ti di its. ’ 9
the*]f ;:‘e‘smt;? c.;f:” t';ose tricky mental health benefits did Downey. Only Sally Jesse seemed interested. She was just too

damn optimistic,
/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/\/-\/\/\_, Rivera knew this was the beginning of the end. Well, at least
& ; '_é b ‘ //050-07 L()(/és A’ he had done his dream show—the discussion of large breasts and

+ / why men like them. That would be his legacy. 5

« o/
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. AOIPIN THE PLASMAPIIL

by Dorian Tenore

A REJUVENATRIX BY ANY OTHER NAME IS STILL A CAMPY MOVIE

The movie business (especially the low-budget area) was de-
signed for ambltious masochists. Grueling physical labor, down-
and~dirty locations, working days just short of being 24 hours
long, salaries that barely reach minimum wage level, fits of tem-
per from your equally underpaid, overworked colleagues...but it
all seems worth it when the finished product is ready. At least
it was in the case of the first film | worked on for Jewel/Avalon
Productions, financed by the Sony Corporation.

When | first wrote about the making of this $300,000 science
fiction/horror opus in 1J #57, the title was BRAINS FOR BEAUTY.
Then the executives at Sony convinced our stalwart producer, Steve
Mackler (whose previous epix included such creature features as
NEON MANIACS and DEADTIME STORIES), that one-word titles were the
way to go. To his credit, Steve tried to give the titie something
to do with the film: our story of an aging film star who partakes
of a youth serum with grisly side effects (1'd call mutating into
a brain-eating monster "grisly,” wouldn't you?) was now rechris-
tened REJUVENATRIX, 1 think It sounds exotic—and a tad absurd—
enough to pique one's interest, like such famous one-word titles
as VERTIGO, DIABOLIQUE, SUSPIRA... ™

And so, In the spring of 1988, REJUVENATRIX™™ (if Splelberg can
trademark his logo, so can we!) was the legend that filled the
35mm screen of the Mark Goodson Theater at the Oepartment of Cul-
tural Affairs bullding In New York City the night of the big pre-
miere! B8ig but exclusive—only the cast and crew of REJUVENATRIX,
as well as Steve Mackler and various ''friends of Jewel/Avalon Pro-
ductions,' were allowed to attend. That's the great thing about
shooting a film In and around New York City, in cooperation with
the Mayor's Office of Film and Television: your film {s entitled
to a premiere at the Mark Goodson Theater, a simple yet plush au-
ditorium with Dolby Sound. (No theaters next door to drown out

our fiim's Dolby with their film's Dolby, either!) The audience
aughed and screamed in all the right places, and we all cheered
as our names (including mine as ''Production Office Coordinator'!)
scrolled past us on the end credits. Even people's guests were
enjoying themselves; hell, my mother liked the flick, and she's
damned hard to pleasel!

But here comes the really exciting part: the movie was pretty
darned good! Auteur Brian Thomas Jones may not be Mr. Charm (in-
deed, he wore his anal retentiveness like a badge of honor), but
he sure knows how to direct! His direction and rewriting of the
original script (the first screenwriter, Simon Nuchtern, gets a
“Story by'" credit) helped to turn what could have been a throwaway
schlocko quickie into a stylish, classy thriller laced with campy
humor and enough gore to be scary rather than disgusting. (Per-
haps ‘'quickie' isn't the right word—REJUVENATRIX took &k weeks to
film, 2 weeks more than the MGM classic THE THIN MAN.)

But don't get me wrong: anyone who honestly believes that the
director deserves the sole responsibility for how a film turns out
has obviously never worked on a film set., True, Brian had more
Input than some dirdéctors, having contributed to the script. How-
ever, | can't imagine REJUVENATRIX having the same impact without,
for example, Jim McCalmont's photography and the technicians who
did the ligting. They gave the movie a polished yet atmospheric
look; the use of shadows Is creepy and effective. The editing of
Brian 0'Hara (not to'be confused with the director—this Brian is
a much nicer person) provided fast pacing and suspense for scenes
that looked slow and swkward in the cutting room.

Speclal effects wiz Ed French, imported from Brooklyn, did a
masterful job on the comparatively paltry sum he had to work with.
Except for a few shots toward the end of the fiim, actress Vivian
Lanko's metamorphosis into a screeching beastie Is expertly done,
Her head becomes elongated and disfigured, her hair disappears un-
til her huge head looks like one giant siimy, pulsating brain with
veins the size of Cleveland. Her perfect teeth grow into fangs
(her gums bleeding as they do so is a nice touchl), and the magic
of sound effects turns her sultry voice into an unearthly, gut-
teral snarl.

The cast also seems to be hsving a great time onscreen. Former
Fellinl extra Jessica Dublin is an enjoyable vain grande dame as
our soon-to-be rejuvenated has-been actress. (Typecasting—Jessi-
ca Is just as flamboyantly self-centered in real 1ife, but on the
set she's a true professionall) As her youthful alter ego, Vivian
Lanke is glamorous, conniving (E‘_ typecasting—Viv's a sweet-
heart) and ultimately poignant as she realizes the mess her vanity
has gotten her into., Viv was a real trouper; each shooting day
she had to sit through 3-4 hours of special effects makeup (taking
It off was » snsp, though—just peel, scrub the face a bit, and
gol) and act with conviction. It wasn't easy for her, but she
came through with fiying colors.

So did Katell Pleven as the lovelorn assistant to the brilliant
If slightly mad scientist who develops the youth serum, Towards
the end, Katell's character is killed by the monster, and Katell
had to 1ie on the floor with her head all bloodied. This meant
lots of *fake blood" in Katell's flaxen blonde hair. Ed's assis-
tants swore she'd be able to ''get the red out' with a mere sham-
pooing. Well, at the production office the next dsy | got a wor-
ried phone call from Katell, saying she'd shampooed five or six
times with just about every cleanser in existence, but her hair
was still looking pink around the edges. Needless to ssy, one of
our Miscellaneous budget receipts that week was from a halr salon!

“firbe 3O & Qe

' by Susan Packie

'Plastic or paper bag?" the woman whose name tag in-~
gicated she was Myrna asked for the umpteenth time that

ay.

"Plastic, please," the grocery store customer sport-
ing a Gloria Vanderbilt label replied. "Don't you get
tired of saying the same thing over and over? They
couldn't pay me enough to work here."

Myrna gave the customer the once-over; forty-dollar
shirt, eighty-dollar skirt, genuine leather shoes and
handbag. Her blisters were killing her inside her K-
Mart sneakers, and her Bradlee's underpants were slip-
ping down. "They don't pay me enough to work here,
either. We aren't even getting a raise this year."

The customer inwardly breathed a sigh of relief. At
least her grocery bills wouldn't be going up. "What a
shame! But I suppose there are other benefits. Do you
just work a few hours in the morning?"

"A few hours in the morning, a few hours in the af-
ternoon. It comes out to forty hours a week, plus
they're always asking me to work somebody else's sghift,
for straight pay." :

"You must make a fortune!™

"I make the minimum wage, ma'am.
home $140."

"Oh." The customer did some quick math.
made more than that in one day.
quite sufficient."

Myrna bagged the order: steak, artichokes, gourmet
cheese, salt-free soup, sugar-free cereal, a pint of
something called tofu frozen dessert, wine, and a micro-
wave oven.

"Do you take the VISA gold card?"

"Yes, ma'am."

The customer felt a word gap descend on her as she
ﬁigned the receipt. It was an intolerable sensation,

1f conditions are that bad here, why do you stay?"

Myrna looked at her as if she were crazy. "Wwhy,
Christmas, I got a bonus like you wouldn't believe:
1,000 pink stamps, a pen-and-pencil set, and a roll of
nickels for the parking meter, Who wouldn't stay?"

The customer for a split second thought Myrna was
pulling her leg. Then she realized she wasn't. "Have
a nice day."

Myrna uncrossed her fingers.
You have a nice day, too.
paper bag?"

Some weeks I take

Yes, she
"Well, that's probably

last

"Thank you, ma'am.
Next, please. Plastic or

from lead to extra, who didn't give
REJUVENATRIX their all, but If there's one standc;ut performange
(besides Viv's, of course), it's John MacKay's turn as Dr. Greg
Ashton, our rejuvenatrix's serum-concocting mad scientist and

| can't think of an actor,

lover. As | sald back in 1J #57, John has the same voice and in-
tensity as Martin Sheen—and the same terrific acting abitity!
You're a little afraid of him (this Is not a man you want angry at
youl), yet you're fascinated by his manic devotion to his lovely
but deadly "experiment.”” The anecdotes | could tell about John
could fill an article on their own. He had thls unnerving habit
of hovering over me and making cryptic remarks when he was hanging
sround the production office. Nice guy, if a tad strange.
Although REJUVENATRIX's destiny is to make its profit from vi-
deocassette rentals (after all, it's a Sony product!), it finally
got a theatrical release around the country. It played for a week
in several slightly shabby New York cinemas, the classiest one be-
ing the Cine 1 on 7th Avenue at h7th Street. In the newspaper
ads, though not on the credits, the movie was retitled yet again:
in the tradition of THE RE-ANIMATOR and THE TERMINATOR, someone
had slapped the moniker THE REJUVENATOR on it. (I guess they
must've liked John MacKay's performance, too. Think about ft—he
played the rejuvenator, Vivian played the rejuvenatrix.) The mo-
vie got a good review, too—from the “Phantom of the Novies," a
columnist for the New York Daily News who reviews B-horror flicks
and genre films. REJUVENATRIX/OR was the headliner of that day's
column, in fact: ! Love You for Your Brain," the targe type
blared. The Phantom's analysis: '"REJUVENATOR succeeds as [}
straightforward gorifled recreation of a typical '50s sci-fi/hor-
ror cheapie, a 1a Roger Corman's WASP WOMAN...REJUVENATOR supplies

It:dfalr share of grisly retro fun." I, for one, am bursting with
pride.



Dear L andlord

a new column by Deborah Benedict
TOPIC: BIGOTRY
"It is only with the heart that one can see rightly; what is es-
sential is invisible to the eye.” (Antoine de Saint Exupery)

WELCOME! WELCOME! EVERYONE IS WELCOME! Especially the bigots—
the ones who will not welcome others—yes, you too, come in. 1
have something special for you. It's called The Truth and you
will not Tike it, but it's best you acquaint yourself with it now,
in a slow and easy fashion. Because later on, it will fall upon
you hard and fast. And it will hurt you very much—even more than
your bigotry hurts others now. So let me try to make it a bit
easier on you, for there will be no mercy later.

Bigotry is being certain of something you know nothing about.
Ignorance is no excuse~it's usually the real thing. And there
certainly is a lot of it in you young new age radical whiz kid
types. My stars, but aren't we full of ourselves! How difficult
it must be to carry that weight, day after day.

As a disabled person, I have had my share of prejudice, fear,
stares and ignorance. It is but a tiny blemish on the collective
consciousness when compared with the bigotry and hate directed
towards blacks, Jews, gays, Mexicans—fi11 in the blank. But I
know the dark heart of bigotry. 1 have had the good fortune of
having a wide and diverse ethnographic panoply of friends and 1
have learned much from them about bigotry, and I have learned much
from my own experiences as a cripple. Bigotry is fear with no-
where else to go.

Let me acquaint you with some facts. White human beings are
the minority in the real world. This planet is comprised of main-
1y Asian and Negroid peoples—from the vastness of China, Indone-
sfa, Africa, all the way down to the tiny islands of the Pacific,
Melanesia, Polynesia and Micronesia, there exist more dark-skinned
humans than you can imagine. Tribe after tribe of people with
richer cultures than modern America could ever conceive of. The
great tribes of Africa, descended from ancient Egypt and Babylo-
nfa. The fantastic and beautiful diverse people of Indonesia,
descended from the glory of India and China. The fabulous peoples
of Mexico and South America, descendants of the highly evelved
Incan, Mayan and Toltec cuitures. And my preferred peoples, the

people of the South Pacific, the island peoples, whose tineage in-

cludes all of the above and more. Look carefully at a globe map
of the world, bigot, and ask yourself how any Caucasian can claim
superiority or supremacy when he is so vastly outnumbered and has
the shortest 1ineage of all the races. Stop using your eyes just
for avoiding bumping into things and look at the REAL WORLD. Get
over yourselves, your insular, rarefied white middle-class delu-
sions; there are more people on this planet who would be terrified
of a Caucasian, more people who have never seen a white person
g'e\an there are of you, Wonder Bread Skin with Delusions of Gran-
ur.

My personal feeling for bigots, especially those who express
antipathy for negroes, is to take you and drop you into the depths
of the Baliem Valley in Irian Jaya, Papua-New Guinea. The black
tribes there were forced to abandon their tribal rites of head-
hunting and cannibalism by the intrusive white missionaries, but
they still retain their ancestral wisdom, their essential preda-
tory nature and they sti11 enjoy the concept and practice of "pay-
back." Would you, 1ittle bigot, thus transplated to such a land,
sti11 feel smug and superior? Or would the blowguns and physical
ferocity of the Dani tribe intimidate you sufficiently so that you
would realize that you are nothing to them but an ignorant, pale
misfit? And that, to their minds, twenty years ago, you would be
regarded as something to roast and eat, a "long pig?" Or would
you prefer a visit to South Africa? There you might find yourself
shrinking in horror at apartheid, thinking that the white supremi-
cists are very much 1ike Nazis. Or shall I send you to Calcutta,
India and let you find yourself stuck in a caste system that would
immediately brand you as a pariah because you were white? Or per-
haps it would be fitting to send you to Borneo, or Kalimantan as
it is now known. Spend some time with the Dayak tribe and suffer
at thefr mockery of your pale skin and short earlobes and the fact
that you cannot catch a fish with your bare hands nor bufld a
house of bamboo in less than an hour.

How superior would you feel then, bigot? What would you use to
lord it over the racial majority of this planet? Your white skin
would tell these people one major thing: that you are not brave
enough nor strong enough to withstand the sun and the light it
gives.

It 1s at once amazing and sickening to know that this fssue ap-
pears in the pages of INSIDE JOKE, where once I erringly presumed
that all who involved themselves in this bold endeavor were
evolved and enlightened people—people who never had to shake off
the tmmoral trappings of bigotry because they had never worn them.
How wrong I was!

You are, if you are a bigot, sorely in need of facts. I have
stated at length the most obvious fact—that the white person is
the minority. Other facts are that melanin distribution has no
physiclogical, neurochemical impact on {ntellectual entelechy or
physical ability. Certainly there are many fine black athletes,
and there are many fine white ones too. And oriental athletes.
Anyone who has ever had the pleasure of watching a Balinese or
Javanese dance has no problem declaring it equal to the Russian
ballet. It is, after all, the individual that is the great thing.

The culture that the individual must needs grow up in will have
its influence. A black human being is born black—a bigot must be
created. No one is responsible for the conditions of thefr birth,
but the bigot is responsible for choosing his/her path of irra-
tional and destructive thought and behavior.

The cynosure of bigotry is simple and horrific—the bigot sim-
ply does not believe that the “other" is a real human being. The
most recent examplar of this occurred when the US Navy saw fit to
murder a group of passengers on an Iranian airplane. The consen-
sus in America was that it was no big deal because, after all,
they were just Iranians—not real people 1ike us. They didn't
count. If the Iranians blew an American airplane to shreds, the
Americans would be lining up to rip off the Iranians' heads and
shit in their necks.

One of my dearest friends is a very big black man who works as
a guard at the State Penftentiary. I asked him WHY there was so
much racism against blacks and he answered, “Because people are
afraid of the dark."

He was right, 1iterally and metaphorically.

So often we hear the following two things: 1) “Gee, so and so
is really nice and smart, but he/she hates blacks, Jews, gays..."
and so on. This is bullshit. S$o and So cannot be really nice and
smart 1f they are bigoted. Bigotry, Virtue and true Intelligence
are mutually exclusive. If we were to personify Bigotry, Virtue
and Intelligence, they could never sit next to each other—1like
matter and antimatter, they would annihilate and neutralise each
other. When a person supplants the essential truth of a human be-
ing—that they are first a human being—with external, superficial
and phylogenetic quatities and judges a person on those criteria,
he has forsaken virtue. The bigot is a victim of duplicity and
delusion, and as such the bigot thirsts for vengeance and that is
manifested by their bigotry and oppression of the group they have
been trained to despise. 1 do not pity the bigot. The bigot does
not recognize that facts do not cease to exist simply because they
are ignored. I do not pity the smug and self-aggrandizing conceit
of the bigot because that conceft bestows 1ts own comfort. The
bigot is snug in his web of delusional superiority, yet there will
come a time when that web is torn and rent by the hand of destiny
and the bigot is plucked from it to receive the very thing he has
given—hatred and mockery. 2) We hear this frequently—and from
the worst sort of bigot. Not the straightforward blatant ignorant
bigot who says "I hate Niggers/l hate Jews/] hate Spics” and so on
—but the insidious gualifying bigot. The one who says, "Well, 1
really liked this person—it was hard to believe he/she was Gay/
Jewish/Married to a Black Person/Half-Mexican" and so on. They're
the ones who also say things like, “Oh, Betty is black, but she's
really a good worker.” And, "Stan is gay, but it's not real ob-
vious and he seems okay.” And "Pedro is really quite acceptable
for a Chicano—hardly drinks at al1."

And of course, "Yes, Jesse Jackson is impressive, but we can't
have a black president.” As Jackie Mason so wisely puts it, "I'd

:vote for a black guy—me, personally—it's fine. But the country

isn't ready for it."
And who 1s "the country?” YOU. ME, HIM. HER. THEM. US.

I won't even bother to address and argue the individual pseudo-
traits stated by you "I'm not prejudiced but..."” people. These
so-called biological imperatives attributed to races are inven-
tions, rationalised simply and easily by the desire to believe.
Using them is nothing but a confession of fear and anxiety and an
obvious display of insecurity. The truth is even scarier for bi-
gots than for others. The truth is we are all Just human beings,
most of us powerless and terrified in a world where men are nuc-
lear giants but ethical midgets.

Yes. Lock yourself up in your prejudices and false notions if
it comforts you. Get away with it as long as you can while you
live. But realize that when you are out of this earthly realm of
standardized reality, racial and economic hierarchies, you will be
thrown into eternity—where, perhaps, the eyes of God will stare
you down and ask you, "How dare you Judge what I have made? How
dare you presume to know the parameters of another human soul when
you have never even met your own soul!*

It 1s not only the victims of bigots who need to be free, it is

* the bigot who needs to be 1{berated from his own self-delusional

victimization—the thoroughly ridiculous, ludicrous and jrrational
idea that physiological, morphogenetic qualities represent the in-
terfor truth of human beings.

America has always been a white patriarchal society—and it
wil) continue to be so. That some of you assoclated with INSIDE
JOKE will perpetuate this oppressive orgy of self-interest sickens
me. You can write all the smartass witticisms you wish; you may
have your clever bon mots printed in INSIDE JOKE as often as you
wish; and you may make smarmy, mocking, empty judgements at the
expense of people you don't have a clue about—but if it comes
from an empty soul tending to extreme opinion, it is dross, gar-
bage. And all the notions of ethnic superiority can only ensure
that the perpetrator of such garbage is to be consigned to trash
along with his/her mental dross. Do not be surprised at your
fate, little bigot—that if you think trash, you become trash.
And 1if you become trash, you end up in the trash heap. And 1t is
there, bigots and others poor in spirit and virtue, it is there
you will discover the blackest horror of all—that you will not be
allowed to redeem yourself, that you will become the very embodi-
went of your bigotry and your destiny will be the result of your
own self-defeatist beliefs. For John Donne was right. NO MAN IS

W&*W 7



AN ISLAND. And when that bell tolls, it tolls for thee. And if
thee are too busy hating others to hear and heed the tolling of
the bell, then thee shall be devoured by thine own self-interest
and betrayal of the Golden Rule. Do not be surprised when you
find yourself in the heart of darkness, crying, "The horror! the
horror!” for you put yourself there, you erected the barriers and
you created the darkness by rejecting the 1ight. And when you see
the horror and recoil, you will notice that you are looking in a
mirror. And when you cry for pity, you may get some. But of mer-
cy you will be denied. For Mercy will not visit the merciless—it
will be much too occupied visiting the victims of the merciless.
Rostradamus had

CPIGSHIT

By Gany Pig Go
only catastrophe occurring in Somthern California during May was
the cancellation of the Smothers Brothers' latest comedy hour),
the sensation-crazed media—AND citizens—of the good ol' US of A
turned what was left of their collective thoughts towards more
pPressing diversions. No, not the mysterious appearance of David
"Just Call Me Jerry langford” Letterman's wife-to-be-detained.
And uh-uh, not even Good Sheriff Reagan's farewell technicolor
ride into the Moscow sunset (strategically edited into his pre-
sidency's final reel).

No, what America had on its minds and tongues as spring melted
into susmer 1988 was the apparent return to so-called civilization
of the nation's one and only duly-elected, oft-crowned, and until
recently presumed-passed-on King. For well over a whole quarter
of a century now, the most praised, revered, fawned, emulated and
reproduced (especially in cheap porcelains and polyvinyls) man in
Mmerica. Need I, or indeed ANYONE, say more?!

"ELVIS PRESLEY IS ALIVE" screamed every tabloid-to-Tribune
headline and every network gossipcaster across the land. "“ELVIS
LIVES!" it read on placards, travel mugs and storefronts from
coast to coast...particularly in hitherto-little-bothered-with
Kalamarzoo, Michigan (pop. 75,001}, where the Mesphis Plash had re-
portedly been sighted shovelling down cheeseburgers, as he alone
can, at the Missias Bar & Grill (one hopes proprietor Allan Mis-
sias had the good sense to singe the Xing's dinner in that trade-
mark Greaseland biend of fat, butter and bacon drippings).

Simultaneously, an alarming parade of frantic housewives placed
Presley at various Thrifty-Marts, bowling alleys and laundromats
&cross town during recent months (you mean he doesn't hang out at
embalming morgues any more?!), and one 240-pound silver-rinsed
bopper claimed the object of her defections not only recently
brought her cancer-ridden sister-in-law back from death's door, but
even threw a shiny new Lincoln Continental into the deal (proving
old habits transcend not only time, but voyages between astral
Planes) . .

Well, at the risk of raising the ire of every RCA Victor and
Kational Enquirer employee in the land, all of whom are currently
wallowing in big bux the likes of which haven't been experienced
since the fortnight immediately following August 16, 1977, I would
like to go on record as Here and Now offering toc the world con-
clusive, Geraldo Rivera-resistant proof that Elvis A(a)ron Presley
formerly of 3764 Elvis Presley Boulevard, Memphis, TN 38116, is
decidedly, decayingly, DEFINITELY—DEAD.

First off, it's been nearly ELEVEN YEARS now since the King
last appeared before a selected gathering of his subjects, inside
Market Square Arena, Indianapolis, on June 26, 1977 to be exact.
Well, NO superstar, not even one as big and wide as Elvig Presley,
can sustain a career atop the very pinnacle of the international
show business scramble without doing at least ONE gig every decade
or so! And if Elvis DID still walk ‘this mortal coil, you can be
sure his longtime manager Coil. Thomas Andrew Parker (ret.) would
see to it that his prize Holstein was haulin' it out there on the
road two to three hundred nights a year, booked into every county
fair and hockey rink from Kealakekua to~—dare I say it?—Kalama-
20O, As it turns out, though, Elvis is worth more-—MUCH more—
dead than alive to the Colonel (not to mention RCA, Lisa Marie
Presley, the Memphis Mafia—alone responsible for a whopping 87
percent of the thousands of Elvis "tribute” books flooding the
market at any given moment——and, come to think of it, just about
everyone in the entertaimment industry...except for one Dr. George
C. Nichopoulos, who's written FAR fewer preascriptions since his
star patient took that last big 0.D. back in '77),

And if Elvis were still around, do you really think he could
keep quiet about the never-ending exploits of his ex? It was dis-
heartening enough that Priscilla Beaulieu Presley's sour grape-
flavored memoirs, cleverly entitled "Elvis And Me," kiss-and-ran
up the New York Times bestsellers list as the author herself sud-
denly began appearing every week on “Dallas.” There may not have
been much an even-still-breathing King could've done about that.
But you can bet your bottom demerol that had he been living (that

"MICKEY deSADIST
WAS RIGHT!!I"
When it became

abundantly clear by

Memorial Day that

4 Memphis bedchamber day in and night out, propped somnambulike
beside a silver goblet full of Snickers and Mutty Buddies, living),
he wouldn't have sat idly 'round as ‘cCilla’s tacky tome festered
into an ABC-TV Movie Of The Weak several months ago.

8 And as for Dale Midkiff, who no less than TV Guide intricately

“I can speak five languages and I can also blabber.”

profiled as "a lanky 28-year-old who played the young Jock Ewing
in 'Dallas: The Early Years'?” The man's portrayal of Priscilla's
better half in "Elvis And Me, The TV Movie" surely would've in-
spired more than a few stray bullets through the picture tube from
the REAL Kingi

Meanwhile, chief Elvis Is Alive hoaxter Gail Giorgio, who's
ALSO written a book, claims to have in her possession a tape re-
cording Presley allegedly made in 1981, on which he admits to
ataging his own death in 1977 because, and this is an ACTUAL
QUOTE, "the pressures were just gettin' to be too much for me.
I...I...T just couldn't take all the pressures anymore. So I...I
had to go away. And I did. And I don't mean to, uhh...I don‘t
mean to hurt anyone, but, uhh...uhh...pass them fried bananas,
will ya Réd?" Ms. Giorgio was kind enough to run me off a copy of
this landmark recording (for $34.95, plus $4 shipping and hand-

. ling) and I took the liberty of having it voice-analysed by Detec-

tive Sgt. Stern Drihyde, head of the Metropolitan 'I‘oron?o Police
Tape Recording Analysis Division. The results? The voice on the
recording belonged not to the former Tupelo truck driver, but to a
certain Wright D. Binker, 37-year-old resident of Black Canyon
City, Arizona, whose sole claim to fame until now was his co-
authorship of Bantam Press' "Barking Up The Wrong Leg: A Clinical
Study Of Homosexuality And The 7-11 Clerk” (no longer available).

But for you die~hards (and I mean that LITERALLY) out there in
IJ-Land, who just can't conceive of a world without another Elvis
Presley movie, consider this: The catalog number of the King's
final (well, AIMOST) album, the otherwise wholly-laughable “Elvis
In Concert™ (APL-2587), is actually a top-secret, toll-free, 24-
hour-a-day telephone number (and it works for EVERY area codel)
(well, AIMOST...), which when dialed activates a tape recording of
legendary Elvis impersonator Mickey deSadist singing his biggest
(well, SORT of) hit, the wisely-out-of-print "Elvis Is Dead.”

Yes! The SAME "Elvis Is Dead” immoetalised by no less than Jim
Miller in his by-now-itself-legendary “Forever Elvis" retrospec-
tive in the August 3, 1987 issue of “Newsweek." And BELIEVE me:
Mr. desadist isn't the kinda guy who'd lie about a thing like
this (come to think of it, neither am I1).

Speaking of albums, take a closer look at the cover of Pres-
ley's 162nd: RCA's "Our Legendary Golden Digitally Remastered
Greatest Commemorative Original Anniversary Memories of ERlvis Di-
rect From Hawaii, Volume VII, Part Two" (catalog number 1-800-
HE'S-DEAD) . On the bottom left-hand corner, right between the
photograph of his gatekeeper Uncle Vester “Vester® Presley's ho-
vercraft and the reproduction of his racquetball court's blue~
prints (behind the etching of the scale-model Stutz Blackhawk over
the gold lamé crucifix), you will notice a partially-obscured mi-
croscopic series of parallel lines, which the more reasonable left
amongst you might easily mistake as merely a Universal Pricing
Code. Wrong! By holding this section of the record sleeve at a
precise 47-degree angle up to the mirror (in a room equipped with
infrared light, of course), and by playing the second-to-last cut
on Side Seventeen (“Are You lonesome Tonight,* alternate version
afternoon rehearsal out-take live from Vegas, take eleven) at 45
RPM, BACKWORDS (naturally), a voice can be heard faintly emanating
from the left channel, mixed across James Burton’'s lead quitar.
That voice says:

“FORGET Elvis Presley already! Mickey deSadist was RIGHT! But
now that you're here, I might as well letcha in on the REAL scoop.
You know Chuck Barris? Yeah, that guy from 'The Gong Show!' Real
jerk, right? wWell, I betcha didn't know that he ugsed to be a hit-
man for the CIA. REALLY! No Poolin'i! Read all about it in IN~-
SIDE JOKE #63, okay? And while you're at it, change the goddamn
record, willya?"
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1 had
dreaded
this day.
After
months of
hero wor-" -
ship, of emulation from afar, I—the King of Purgatory—was final-
1y going to meet his inspiration, the man who defined cynicism to
me.

1 was going to meet the man behind Ian Shoales.

Merle Kessler started it eight years ago with the pronouncement
that the Old Wave was dead. It was time to meet the New Wave with
an appropriate rudeness, for that was the only way to survive. 1
took that warning to heart. That's why I'm here today: single,
alone and trying to deal with the new urban female.

When we met one afternoon at the Berkshire Palace in New York,
I was pleasantly surprised to find we had a lot in common. Like
me, Merle Kessler was a basically decent fellow who énjoyed a com-
fortable, reverse-Walter-Mitty life. In fact, he was expressing
some annoyance at the fact that lan was taking precedence in his
life. So there we sat, two decent fellows with sneering alter-
egos and talked about being nice, being recognized, being on TV
and being Ian.

"It does kind of get strange when you go places and people go,
'Oh, your name's Merle?'. 1 would like to get that sort of
cleared up. 1 am Merle and I have this character," Merle said,
referring to the trouble he has keeping a separate identity.
"People get confused and it's easier to be me in an interview than
to be lan Shoales, because I can't think as fast as lan does."

Ian originally began as a character on NPR's All Things Consi-
dered. But back in 1981, he was...different.

"There were two of them— 'New Wave Manifesto' and 'T-Shirts.'
He was 2 lot more snottier, I thought. He talked slower, more of
a monotone with a touch of pretentiousness. Then he became loud
and fast and obnoxious.

"It actually surprised me after doing it for three years or
something, hearing what happened to the character. A lot of these
things take time. You think you know what you were doing and you
really don't. Now Ian's become such a monster for me that it's
hard for me to find time to do anything else.”

Merle has made attempts to bring lan out of radio into other
media, However, these attempts are limited by his own participa-

tion. "If I do a play it's an awful lot of work. It's not like a

on Broadway where there's, you know, Billy Dee Williams as lan
Shoales. So it's slways a stumbling block for doing a stage play,
but other than that I'm sort of relishing what I hope to be a new
popularity for the character." This didn't stop Merle from plac-
ing Ian in a theatrical setting. In 1987, he did a one-act musi-
cal called Table For One with the other members of Duck's Breath
Mystery Theatre. A little over an hour in length, this work de-
picted a typical night for Ian. "I'm working on a musical featur-
ing lan," he adds, "a murder mystery called Suicide Blonde."

There is also talk of an Ian Shoales film. "I doubt it'll be a
major motion picture but I actually think there's interest from
some people for a low-budget movie. If I get the right idea...”

While the first Duck’s Breath attempt at television, Dr.
Science, failed ("It just got cancelled. It's as simple as
that™), Merle did talk of a new series for PBS. Not surprisingly,
this one features Ian as host. "It's an extended version of the
old 'Man on the Street' thing Steve Allen did. I'm Ian Shoales
and it's sort of a host deal and I move through this slley where
'Rent is controlled and people are out of it.' It's kind of a
'Twilight Zone' entertainment. A lot of it is character extremes.
We have a feminist spokesmodel. This is gritty stuff, sand it
should be pretty fun once the producers stop whining and put it
out.”

Despite that remark, Merle has nothing but good things to say
about the producers of Dr. Science. "They really gave us free
rein. We got our own director and the other producer, Henry Kim-
mel, was a guy who was hip to the joke. I thought the first cou-
ple of shows were rocky but towards the end things started to
really click.”

Referring to Fox's problems with the show, Merle says, "They
just didn't know what the market was. There was an audience for
it. We won three Emmys.

"Xids 1iked it. It was science and culture and all human cul-
ture, anarchy, tearing down without building up, nothing construc-
tive, no message."

Dan Coffey, who plays Dr. Science, introduces every Ian Shoales
Commentary, while Merle plays Dr. Science's assistant Rodney. "We
both started about the same time and Dan and I were always in esch
other's bits, doing star turns. We were always the guys more in-

According to Merle, there's little resentment of his success as
Ian., '"We don't talk much about that kind of thing. I mean,

“ * there's a sense of resentment but also happiness. It all sort of

: comes together, I think."

Duck's Breath is currently in a state of stasis. 'We...don't
do many things together anymore. When we do come together it's
actually more fun than it's been for a while. I mean, Jim Turner
lives here [in New York] snd Leon [Martell] lives in L.A. and Dan
Coffey's in lowa...We did a movie there and that was enormous fun
'cause we hadn't done anything as a group that was new.! Our live
shows, for example, have turned into more of a showcase than a
creative sustained evening. It used to be we'd write new shows
every week. Now that the functions of the shows have changed, we
sort of—at least I sort of —thought that it was better to come
apart and then come together than to be just this bunch of guys
feeling sorry for themselves.

"Table For One was nice because it wasn't a Duck's Breath show
per se. It was sort of a new energy. We had women where before
we'd have this ‘Boys' Club' aspect that was sort of tired. Dan
didn't want to come to New York so we said, 'Well, okay'."

Table For One was a return for Duck's Breath to a longer thea-
trical form. 'We used to write longer plays but the people didn't
want to see it. They preferred the shorter material and everybody
else said the shorter material was easier to do. Our own impulse
to do the longer form things that we wanted was slowly being whit-
tled away by what we imsgined people wanted to see. It's nice to
get back to the long form, and it's one of the reasons I'm excited
about this book. I mean, I like doing sketches but it gets a lit-
tle tiring."

The book he mentions is lan Shoales' Perfect World, a freeform
episodic novel where lan gets money, power and the girl, only to
lose it s11. It's a James Bond satire sprinkled with commentaries
and a series of Top Ten lists ("Top Ten Ideas That Shaped The Mo-
dern World," for example). "This novel is a dream. I guess what
it's like is channel switching. There's stuff I put in there that
I thought was funny, like showing a music video. I was trying to
break every literary rule. My wife was going, 'This is annoying'
as I was writing it. That's the point.

"I'd like to have s continuing thing, an 'Adventures of lan
Shoales.' There'd be a story, an adventure story of some kind, I
guess sort of adult cartoons. Something where there's a place for
opinions and things 1ike that.

"I think the realm I'd like to take this guy into is sort of
like Phillip Marlowe's world, sort of the dark underbelly of L.A.,
which would be right up Ian's alley. It'd be fun to do a modern—
not 8 send-up or a spoof, 'cause I don't like spoofs, but a comedy
of manners based on Dashiell Hammett stuff, the Black Mask school.

"The memoirs of Ian Shoales is probably the last thing I write
with this character. That's when I retire him and have him g0
over Rickenback Faslls or fight Moriarity or something. I might do
that in ten years but right now I'm working on a horror novel
which is a real thing that happens to lan.”

As far as commentaries are concerned, Merle is more interested
in the big picture. "Something like Jimmy Swaggart I wouldn't go
near, ‘cause I figured everybody and his dog made a stupid joke
about this crap so why should I jump into the fight? I like to
get a little perspective on this stuff. I know the media doesn't
like that but I almost prefer to write about the 50s and 60s. We
have this 'Opinion Now! Opinion Now!' culture that we tend to for-
get next week what all the shouting's about. I 1like to relate
things to what happened thirty years ago, placing them in the his-
tory of culture."

1 asked Merle sbout Ian's status as & cult figure. Why is he
80 popular now? "I guess because everything is so relentlessly
cheerful and he's sort of an anodyne, a breath of fresh air.

"I'm serious about this character, which is why it's important
to keep all this 'Who Is Me' in perspective because I really don't
wanna be William F. Buckley or William Safire. I don't want that
Jjodb, they do it fine. I like entertaining. I hope there's s
place where there's room for small ideas instead of Phantom of the

ra."

After s long hiatus, Ian will be returning to sudio with a
taped version of Perfect World. "It's already done. I worked
with our producer, e Gwinn, and it seemed that a simple read-
ing worked best. I only do the first third of the book 'cause I
didn't want to chop it up. I do a little cutting here and there,
but basically I start at the beginning and it goes to where I'm
naked walking down Hollywood Boulevard. Then I have a minute and
8 half synopsis of the rest."

Of course, his new-found fame does net Merle some odd offers,
"There's & lot of weird opportunities thrown my way. Nightline,
for example, wanted me to do something on the Oscars but they said
I couldn't call them a gaudy, useless event. I mean, what's the
point?

"1 guess I'm a serious person, but I don't want to be taken
that seriously,” I heard Merle say. As we parted company, that
quote stayed with me. After all, wasn't that what we both were:
two serious people who, after s pleasant conversation, returned to
8 life of pessimism? That's what it was all about.

I headed back out into the heat of a New York summer. Fun time
was over, and we both had serious cynicism to get to.

NEXT: The Tom Deja Duck Hunt continues as the King of Purgatory
talks to the Master Of The Mental Jam, Jim Turner. Be there.

|

FUN WITH CELE| Y FOOTNOTES

1-The film is called Zatar, Cow From Hell and is presently look-

ing for s distributor,?

2-1 knew there was no reason to footnote that last bit of infor-
mation. I just felt all you footnote addicts like MasterMath
would get lonely without & few footnotes to keep you colp:ny.-’

3-See Footnote #2,
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by Ken Burke

The strike imposed on television producers by the Writers'
Guild of America has already achieved its desired effect on
network TV's fall schedule: previously dis-
missed series pilots and miniseries ideas are
being rushed to air in desperate sattempts to
feed TV's gaping entertainment maw. A large
portion of this programming deals with rock ¢
wusic. That's wy beat, folks. It'a my job £
to report on these shows (despite poten- :
tial protests from the union, of which 1's
NOT & member and which doesn't sign their
name to my paychecks). Here, then, are
ROCK STARS ON TV, in the latest iesue
of Miolﬁuwk's HVEUEEI o <M SR WY

ELTON JOHN - THE SEAS] e -
LOUNGE: Pop singer Elton John plays a ch“-m ooctoR 15 19
actor much like himself in this weekly half hour of comedy, music
and pathos. The premise? Elton finds himself singing and playing
for tips in a piano bar after blowing all the money he made from
hit records and concert tours on costumes, junk jewelry, and hair
transplants. OPENING EPISODE: Elton suffers from intemse, morbid
depression when he reaslizes that without s producer, back-up band
or engineer, he is not particularly distinctive as either a wusi-
cian or a vocalists. On top of that, his position as a cocktail
planist is jeopardized when his boss notices that Elton can't seem
to play anything that will encourage customers to dance or make
thea thirsty.

NOUVELLE CUISINE WITH 0ZZIE OSBOURNE: Ozzie's nutritional phi-
losophy is a simple one—"The popularity of sushi demonstrates
that séme things are best eaten raw. Well, I's here to tell you
that there are entrees that are best eaten not only uncooked, but
while they're STILL ALIVE!" Ozzie also instructs aspiring young
headbangers on the proper etiquette of dining with non-Metal
Heads. For example, he advises, "Show some COUTH, kids, don't
filne your teeth into points at the table.”

D.L. ROTH - DETECTIVE: David Lee Roth plays & California~based
singing private eye who wears leopard skin tights, gold lamé
vests, and iridescent platform shoes beneath his snap-down brim
hat and trenchcoat. In between romantic interludes, chord changes
and 90-mile-an-hour shootoute on the freeway, Roth is employed by
promoters, record companiea and fan clubs, tracing the whereabouts
of uppity rock singers who split from the bands that brought them
fame. "The pattern alvays seems to be the same—a few cover sto-
ries in the fap press, a few solo appearances on TV talk shows,
and before you know it, the singer believes that he is the TRUE
STAR of the outfit and he strikes out on his own. He ends up re~
cording a few trite, self-indulgent lp's, and then he crawls back
under some rock with all the rest of the ooze and slime. My job:
investigate the circumstances of his departure from the group,
track him down, and then slap some sense into the dude." MOST AN-
TICIPATED EPISODE: Valerie Bertinelli guest stars as Ammonia
Nell, a womsn whose very scent can revive a man's desire the in-
stant she enters the room. Danger floods the detective's alcohol-
drenched senses as Nell seductively coos, "I have a case for you
that's right up your alley and down your street. Do ‘the initials
V.R. ring a bell?" )

1 SHOT THE SHERIFF: Eric Clapton stars in this comedy-western
inspired by his hit tune of the same name. Clapton portrays "a
man without a gun" who cleans up a wild and wooly frontier town
using nothing but his wits, wisdom and his Fender Stratocaster
guitar. Outlaws who think they will find the unarmed lawvman an
easy target for their insulting jibes and blazing six-guns are
soon shown the error of their ways. The astounded desperados of-
ten find that their pistols have been knocked from their hands be-
fore they have a chance to fire them by the wily Sheriff's sting-
ing blues~guitar riffs. And, as often as not, they applaud the
triumphant 1 and req an encore. PREMIFRE EPISODE:

POETRY'S SKILL'S

in the style of e.e. cwmings' 8’§ Fiifig
"Buffalo Bill's" o i%'{%; A Rl
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Mister Avant-Garde

" starring as Jesse "Charro" Wade.

Fighting fire with fire, evil cattle barons send for their owm

bad-ass guitar-slinger to gun down the Sheriff in a blues-jam to
the finish! Special guest: Stevie Ray Vsughn!

HUNTING WITH TED NUGENT: Famed Gonzo-rocker Ted Nugent trades
in his electric guitar and Marshall amps for the good clean sport
of high tech weaponry in thie weekly adventure-travelogue. Wooded
suburban areas and country backroads provide a thrilling back-
ground of nature in all its splendor as Ted instructs his celeb-
rity guests in the proper use of firearms, stalking one's prey,
and meditating to become "one with nature"—just before they all
blow the hell out of everything in sight! Bears, birds, rabbits,
deer, fawns, trees, bushes and weeds are fired at indiscriminately
in the same furious style that has earned Nugent the nick
"The Motor City Madman" and "Mr. Cat Scratch Fever." Of course,
all wounded or killed game is left behind, as Ted is a renowned
vegetarian. SCHEDULED CELEBRITY GUESTS: Zsa Zsa Gabor ("Ooh,
dahlink, does zis Uzi semi-automatic come wis matching diamonds?”),
Keith Richards ("™an, I think I just loaded my syringe into the
chamber of this rifle and injected the contents of this cartridge
into my arm! Hmm, not bad!"), and special guest Wally Cox (of
whom Nugent says, "Hey man, 1 KNOW he's dead, but it just cracks
®e up to have him around. He was the voice of UNDERDOG, y'know.").
Also, don't miss Ted's weekly NRA-sponsored segment festuring Nu-
gent's Tips on Guitar Technique. You'll hear such gems of music
industry wisdom as, "Buy lots of GUNS!!! Pulling triggers gets
you in shape to play the way I do, only not quite as loud. Snurk-
snurk-snurk!"

EXILED INTO THE PUBLIC EYE: Jerry Lee Lewis stars in this mu-
sical bio-tragedy as a legendary country rocker whose penchant for
controversy finally catches up with him. Lewis appears as Hawk
Calhoun, an acknowledged all~time great in the fields of Country &
Western, Rhythm & Blues, and Rock'n'Roll. During the course of
his meteoric rise to fame and resulting turbulemt career, Hawk has
overcome many shocking exposfs concerning his personal behavior
that have threatened to destroy his livelihood. Each time, he has
employed bone-jarring hard work and his remarkable "God-given ta-
lent” to make the public forget his indiscretions and to propel
him ontc even greater fame. One day, though, the public's toler-
ance is pushed to its very limits when the scandal of the circum—
stances surrounding, and his suspected involvement in, his wife's
death come to 1light and destroy him in the eyes of his fans.

Overnight, all that was gold to him turns into dross. Members
of his own family turn against him, likening him to the devil, as
they preach from powerful media pulpits. Others betray him by re-
nouncing his influence on them and then proceed to release records
that sound exactly like his. Meanwhile, Hawk's records are dis-
creetly banned from radio playlists, and his record company drops
him. TV refuses to book him on its programs and even goes so far
as to omit his name when they are discussing the history of the
music Hawk did so much to create and define. He is ruthlessly
hassled by an exploitative media laden with sensationalistic re-

. porters and mean-spirited comedians who don't have one iota of his

talent, but who DO have favorable access to network airtime. At
home, his health fails to the point of near-death on several occa-
sions; the IRS attaches and sells his house and belongings to par-
tially quash his tax debt; pills no longer get him up; whiskey no
longer tastes as good; and he has a wew wife who is as quixotic
and temperamental as he has always been. With nowhere left for
him to take refuge, and no money to settle his bills, Hawk's only
home is on the road. Though he is in much too poor health to
scramble this way, he plays a seemingly endless series of bars,
package shows and private parties. Hawk seeks to live out his re-
maining days rocking, rolling, and dying inch by inch in fromt of
his public. His driving belief: 4f he pays his dues all over
again and gives his very 1life to the music, he will somehow
achieve redemption in the eyes of his fans and once again be al-
lowed to proudly wear his cloak of greatness. The demanding con-
cert schedule takes its toll, and questions are raised by those
who still care about Hawk and his music: will he LIVE long enough
to make his dreams come true? If he does, will there be anything
left of his soul or spirit to give to that dream? Will his new-
born son cause him to take pause and cherish life again, or will
the pressure of an added responsibility only drive him harder and
faster to his grave? SERIES DEBUT: Hawk Calhoun's heart stops in
the dressing room just before a show. He awakens to find his
drummer pounding on his chest in an effort to revive hia. In-
stantly, the rock legend quips, "Y'know, if you could keep a beat
1ike that on the bandstand tonight, we could really get 'em
ROCKING!" Then he sits up, washes down a handful of capsules with
a pint of whiskey and walks out onstage to do his show.

CHARRO II: Kurt Russell resurrects his award-winning Elvis
Presley impersonation to play Presley in his spaghetti western
persona of "Charro," s fest-drawing, tough-talking anti-hero of
the Old West on a collision courge with whiskey, loose women, and
a good song. In this sequel to the 1968 production, Kurt/Elvis
stalks the casinos and hotels of the Nevada desert in search of a
certain sexy Latin temptress so that he may settle once and for
all who is the rightful possessor of the name "Charro." During
the film's stunning cinematic climax (a Las Vegas-style song and
dance number featuring Kurt/Elvis and his co-star alternately at-
tempting to seduce snd murder one another), the clothes come off,
the wystery unravels, and the truth is revealed concerning the
names' correct spelling. Kurt Russell stars as Elvis Presley
Charo “"cootchie-chootchie” Kugat
is featured as "Charo," Charro Brand Briquettes appears as "the
fire that burns from within."



. SQHI?DRM]IE‘)CMCM by Larry Obenc

S0 I was at a party, 15 years old, drinking a bottle
of Wild Irish Rose, 20X rawgut, passed out in the hall-
way, came to, opened my eyes, stomach was wrong, looked
at the bathroom door, three four people in line, looked
at the balcony, three four people in line, stood up,
staggered to the kitchen, hit the sink, red wine like
blood splashing over just-washed dishes, thus began my
career...

I stopped drinking on my 32nd birthday.
The usual day or two of dry skin itch.
people mistake those for bugs., Had worse withdrawals
from barbituates. And speed. Although the emotional
turmoil from both screamed at different ends of the emo-
tional spectrum. But I quit drinking on my 32nd birth-
day. After ten years of a six-pack of tall boys, almost
always Budweiser, it was at first boring. Passing out
was something I strived for, and found early. 1I'd drink
my beer, close my eyes, and wake up the next morning.

No dreams, Just nice dark safety. The first few days
were sleepless tossing and turning. The usual. The
itching would strike from nowhere. A few scratches, the
itching would move somewhere else, a few scratches
there. Boredom was the worst of it. Motivation dis-
solved. When I was drinking beer I knew I had to do all
of my drawing or writing before the fifth beer or
there'd be too many mistakes. I no longer had that

No big deal.
Don't know how

hurry. I could take my time. And taking my time was
boring. Parties became boring. I wasn't numb to the
boredom. I made a hundred promises that I swore I would

keep when I quit drinking. I haven't kept any of them.
Motivation has disappeared. There is no nightly dead-
line, no fifth beer, There is all night. I can stay up
as late as I want without fear of a hangover. Being
tired is meaningless if there isn't a shaky hand and raw

stomach to go with it. At a few recent benefits I drank

a beer. The beer was now boring. It no longer had that
drive behind it. It wasn't a means to an end. It was
nothing. It was like the very coping device I thrived

on no longer offered the same options. When I was
drinking every night I didn't give a shit. Nothing mat-
tered. It was just. Pure eastern essence of "be here
now." Being here now is boring. There are some bene-
fits. T can go to the grocery store early in the morn-
ing and not have to worry about throwing up or fainting
from a hangover. I can stand in lines without fear of
anxiety attacks. But that was all part of the challenge.
Keeping it together in stressful situations. My beer
gut has slowly begun to dissolve. A very slow process
but not one I have to pay attention to. I look down,
see it hasn't the strength, the bounce it used to. But
all of that means nothing. It was the fifth beer that
motivated me. Without that it's boring. Things still
get done. They have to. But there 18 no new day, no
new outlook, no new nothing. 1It's the same thing with-
out the benefit of a fifth beer. Maybe I should get
married, have a few kids, buy a station wagon, a dog,
move to the suburbs, and create distractions. Maybe I
should go in search of a new fifth beer. Maybe I should
open the fridge, break the six-pack of tall boys I
eceeecebee0eeee0eeee
: MAAALAAN

Hene's the next in a series of rej
("ﬁi Live wnitten in 1986, pre-Contragate, by the founders of the
ossaiian Universal News Seavice, This one features both John
Lovitz' Tommy "Lian" Flanagan and Kevin Nealon's subliminal mes-
sage-giving chanacter, and opens on a State Department briefing
Lovitz stands behind the podium as t_hc new State Department
spokesman, fielding questions {rom fournalists pontrayed by vari-
ous membens of the cast.)

LOVITZ: ...and let me assure you, that in my new capacity as
State Department spokesman, you will always get the truth, the
whole truth, and nothing but the truth, so help me, so help me,
uh, Chief Justice Rehnquist, in a never-ending battlf against
truth, justice, and the American Way! That's what 1'm talking
sbout. Get the picture? Now, are there any questions? (Glances
around) Yes? You there, with the Andy Warho! eyes. (points to
Carvey) .
CARVEY: Mr. Flanagan, what's the real story on Eugene Hasenfus
The administration has repeatedly denied Mr. Hasenfus was working
for the United States when his plane was shot down over Nicaragua
in a bungled attempt to illegally supply ams to the contras, and

"lery, in Dallas.

yet all the evidence thus far, including Mr. Hasenfus' own confes-
sion, implicates this country's involvement. Would you care to
comment? N
LOvVITZ: Well, no, yes, it's really quite simple, you see, that
is, 1 mean, we haven't been able to pin the Administration down
just yet. The CIA is working on it, and we think they may be con-
nected, connected with an extremist organization, so you can't
trust them. We don't, and we never did. And we've never even
heard of this, uh, this Eugene Hasenfus, but 1f he's connected
with the Administration, as we suspect he might be, then he's not
connected with us, and anyway, what the President really said when
he heard about the incident was, and he may not have heard about
it, since he was sleeping when it happened, but if he did hear
about it and {f he said anything, 1t was, "Aw, gee! What's the
fuss?" Yeah! That's it. What's the fuss? That's what he said.
Ms. Poldask. (points to Hooks)

HOOKS: There is widespread agreement among informed sources that
the pre-summit summit meeting in Iceland between the President and
Mikhail Gorbachev did 1ittle more than promote a continuing atmos-
phere of confusion, skepticism and distrust. Do you think the
pre-sumit summit was a failure? If so, who's really at fault
here?

LOVITZ: Why, of course, it was cold up there, but the President
came through it okay, so we're pleased with the results. After
all, the President was told he was going to Iceland to meet, to
wmeet with Mikhail, Mikhail, McHale's Navy! Yeah, that's it. The
invitation said it was a cast reunfon for McHale's Navy, and the
President was invited to do a bit from, from Death Valley Days,
and he arrived in Iceland with the original 20-muTe team, but Gor-
bachev had brought his wife, so there's no amms control, and it's
all Ernest Borgnine's fault, because he was selling facial cream!
You there, way in the back. {points to Nealon)

NEALON: (using subliminal messaged) Yes, Mr. Flanagan, just what
is the goverment doing {Gone With the Wind, Gone With the Wind)

to secure the safe release (Gone With the Wind, Gone With the
Wind) of the Americans presently being held hostage in Beirut
(Gone With the Wind, Gone With the Wind)?

LOVITZ: Well, we're not doing anything, and believe me, we frank-
1y don’t give a damn. And that's the truth! VYeah, that's {t!

The truth! (Points to Miller) Why doesn't someone ask me about
tax reform?

MILLER: Mr. Flanagan, what about this new tax reform bil1? 1
mean, who are we kidding here, really? Isn't it true that all
this hoopla over tax reform is just another boondoggle to hide the
fact that this country is going to hell in a handmaiden at the ex-
pense of those who don’'t own it and won't ever inherit it, while
those who do, or have options on it, will continue to get away
with 1t? I mean, let's get serious here.

LOVITZ: Why, certainly, you've raised a good point, and I could
answer that by telling you that the new Tax Reform Bill is going
to result in refunds for the homeless and hungry, and it is, but
won't. No, that's not important. What is important is that the
1986 Tax Reform Bi11 1is going to be made into a movie! That's
right, and Stephen King is writing the screenplay. Martin Scor-
cese is directing, and, and, let's see, Arnold Schwarzenegger and
Meryl Streep will star! There'll be music by David Byrne, chore-
ography by Twyla Tharp, narration by John Houseman...and it's
going to be shot right here in the United States, and 250 million
Americans will have cameo roles, yeah! 1It'11 be a blockbuster, I

—

tell ya! Biggest blockbuster since Gone With the Wind. We'll all
ge zch; Yeah, yeah, rich! Aren't you Nora Ephron? {points to
ackson

JACKSON: Gertrude Steinam, Mr. Flanagan. Why does the government
continue publicly to state that Lee Harvey Oswald acted alone in
the assassination of John F. Kennedy, when it privately accepts
the widely-held belief of some, including political extremist Kurt
Waldheim, that Kennedy was gunned down by the Queen of England?
NEALON: (subliminally} (Howdy Doody. Howdy Doody.)
LOVITZ: Yeah, well, we've always suspected Buffalo Bob, that is,
1 mean, as we've stated all along, Phineas T. Bluster, I mean Ken-
nedy, yeah, Kennedy, you know, uh...shot himself! Yeah, that's
it! He shot himself because, uh, Clarabelle, I mean tyndon, yeah,
Lyndon, uh, LaRouche convinced him to do it! In the Peanut Gal-
It was easy! And who had a better motive,
right? Yeah! It had to be LaRouche and Bluster, and Gorbachev,
yeah. What do you want? (points to Hartman)
HARTHMAN: When can the American people expect their government to
stop straddling the fence on the South African crisis? What lead
will America take to show the rest of the world where it stands on
fundamental human rights?
NEAI50N: {Fourscore and seven years ago, fourscore and seven years
ago
LOVITZ: Why, sure, we've got to bite the bullet by the horns on
the issues, and yeah, our fathers brought forth upon this conti-
nent a great nation, conceived—can I say that?—just checking—
what was the question? Wait, don't answer, and to further ex-
lain, you get the picture! Okay, we're running late, people.
ﬂave to hop a copter back to Rancho Mirage. One last question...
yeah, yeah, what's your problem? [points to Dunn)
DUNN: Mr. Flanagan, can you tell us what time it is when the big
hand 1s on the “"ten" and the 1ittle hand is on the “twelve?”
NEALON: (Doctor Strangelove, Doctor Strangelove)
LOVITZ: Yeah, sure, a trick questifon. But I can handle it, yeah,
sure I can. No problem. (Grimacing, 4n deep thought) Well, yeah,
1t's truth, justice, and later than you think! It's been swelll

~ Ferdicano and Ligi 11



THE VISI T by Lany Stolte

1 sm a hideous vermin. Larry is a normal guy—tightly wound,
stressed out, oblivfous. My job is to make Larry's 1ife miser-
able, and I do it very well. I'm a detail-oriented, reliable
professional who works well under pressure. When I get the call,
I rise from my long dormancy and make Larry feel 1ike he's on
Hell's Lower East Side. Yes, I am Larry's disease.

My latest visit with Larry started on a Saturday morning. In
my vocation, you don't get weekends off. You make a much better
impression on the client this way.

Larry felt an itch deep down in his lungs and a slight ache in
his back. He thought 1ittle of it. Subtle, I. Some pain mi-
grated to his elbows and feet. He assumed he screwed up his back
while exercising. He knew a back injury could affect distal
areas of the body.

In a matter of seconds, I made his left thumb swell. The other
fingers were cold, but the thumb was burning. And 1t stuck out
1ike a sore thumb, Puffy welts magically appeared where he sits
down, giving him a full moon. He wasn't impressed.

On Sunday morning, the thumb-swelling was almost totally gone,
but his left pinkie and right index finger entered the synchro-
nized swelling contest. Talk about double-digit inflation. He
felt for the puffiness on his butt only to find 1t was gone., The
puffiness, not the butt.

Next on the agenda was his back. Large lumps appeared here,
making i1t look 1ike a mogul run at Aspen. These moguls itched.

I had Larry's undivided attention.

I was very proud of Larry during this visit for two reasons.
First, he didn't run off to the nearest Waldenbooks and rifle
through the BOOK OF SYMPTOMS to find out what he had contracted.
That used to be the first place he'd go. He'd look through the
book and find out that he had at least 14 terminal illnesses and
concomittant cases of mosehair cancer and an infection that de-
velops only after urinating in the Amazon.

He was always embarrassed looking in that book. His particular
symptoms were always on pages that coincidentally contained symp-
toms such as tertiary penis shriveling or infectious Mongolian
hemorrhoids, neither of which he actuaily had, but of course pas-
sersby wouldn't know this, especially when glimpsing the full-
color flaccid organ profile i1lustration.

I'm even more proud of Larry for refraining from the “pleading
with God for your 1ife" bit. You know, when the sick person gets
religious—"Please God, clear up my scabies and I'11 go to church
and wax Mother Teresa's moustache ever_y Sunday and devote my life
to helping crippled, homeless fetuses.” Of course, when Mr. Reli-
gion gets better, it's back to playing cat croquet and buying por-
no flicks by the six-pack.

. Monday morning brought swelling to his right wrist, right
thumb, left wrist, and upper 1ip, and §t brought a hideous, pa-
thetic nightmare that even Poe couldn't dream of—Larry had to go
to work. He would rather be bofled in Quaker State 10W40.

The nurse at work took time away from her busy schedule of
building famous skylines out of tongue depressors and rectal ther-
mometers to check out Larry's malady. This was her first chal-
\e?ge in years and she met it brilliantly. “See a doctor," she
said.

Now, Larry had sworn off doctors ever since the last one told
him his h hondria was psychosomatic. So many doctors, Larry
thought, so 1ittle ammo. He always said that if we could take al
the doctors in the world and stack one by one on top of each
other, we should just LEAVE THE BASTARDS THERE. Hell would surely
freeze over before he would go back to one of those Nazis with bad
handwriting.

The pain and ftching kept Larry up all of Monday night, and on
Tuesday morning he looked 1ike the unlikely progeny of an Elephant
Man-Martina Navratilova coupling. His lower 1ip resembled a bad

TO IRELAND IN THE NEW YORK TIMES
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When Time began to rant and rave

The most coverage since Born to Run
Made Ireland's two hearts beat as one;
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Where Time leads, I will follow.
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And though the praise may be hard to swallow
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bratwurst, he moved 1i{ke Albert the Bobbing Bird, and his left .

< wrist and hand turned into a massive pus holder, a clublike mound

iof red flesh and gristle that could turn one into a pillar of salt
Just by looking at it. Larry calmly panicked and decided to see a
doctor. It was a sixty-degree day, but weather reports indicated
that it was forty below zero in hell, causing gas lines to freeze

p.

The clinic's front office receptionist, a Stalinesque woman who
seemingly was not born but rather sculpted out of shit, made Larry
fi11 out fifteen forms. His right arm, though not as grotesque,
was no more functional than the left, so he had to write with a
pen in his mouth. It would be a short wait, he was told, so
please be seated.

He read a few issues of those magazines that are found only in
doctors' offices, the very same issues that he read in a doctor's
office twelve years ago. This i1literature probably gets passed
around to waiting rooms everywhere, kind of 1ike a fruitcake.

The short wait was a short wait by Stapleton Airport standards.
Emergencies pulled two of the doctors away from the clinic; one
was in court, the other was getting his superficiality resurfaced.

After shaving only once, Larry's name was called. A nurse took
his blood pressure to kill time so the doctor could sober up. Of
course, the doc was a general practitioner, which is the white-
collar equivalent of a highway worker that holds the “SLOW" sign.
He told Larry that he should see a specialist. That was worth
about :90. tarry wanted to send this guy on a safari dressed as
2 steak,

Specialists are quite a bit different than GPs. GPs are
skilled at knowing absolutely nothing in a general way, but spe-
cialists know nothing about one particular illness. The problem
in Larry's case was_that the GP didn't even know which specialist
to send Larry to. The first, a rhinoplastic surgeon, could do
1ittle to pallfate Larry's pain, though he presented a plan that
would have transformed Larry into Michael Jackson.

Next came a grinning idiot in the guise of an allergy special-
1st who said Larry suffered an allergic reaction, probably because
then he gets most of the money. Poor Larry was sitting around
wondering what the hell he ate that would have caused this. Sil-
verfish caviar? Nutrasweet, Nutrasour, Nutrabitter? Artificial
Potato Buds? Honey Roasted Dingle Nuts?

He remembered that he had had a five-egg omelet just before the
outbreak. He knew the cholesterol would kil) him; in fact, he
called Roto Rooter to see if they did arteries. Still, he doubted
that this plague could have been caused by a reaction to chicken
embryos.

They vouchsafed him a shot of something that did nothing for
the 111ness, but gave him some minor side effects which caused him
to sleepwalk through the next two days and pick other people's
noses. Aside from the shot and some antihistimines, the doctor's
only other advice was to rub petrified water on the inflamed areas
and come back at the end of the week to deposit another $10. If
t:ae symptoms persisted at that time, allergy tests were to be
given. ;

Larry figured this was no allergy. I knew he was right. Doc-
tors had misdiagnosed Larry every single time before, and he de-
cided to bet with the streak. He figured it was either a virus or
his microwave was leaking. But really, how can you put 2 label on
me? What am I? My insidious methods are more 1ike communism than
anything else; body communism, to be exact. 1 spread the red me-
nace all over Larry's body, one area at a time. Larry's freedom
fighters, his red blood cells, had no chance against me.

My Evil Empire would next invade his southern hemisphere. Wed-
nesday morning Larry's feet swelled to elephantiasis proportions.
But he refused to go back to the medical marvels.

A few days later, I moved my message to his throat, causing him
to feel 1ike there was a ping pong ball lodged there. He was okay
as Tong as he didn't swallow. Problem is, when you are conscious
of swallowing and try not to swallow, it's Lake Tahoe. He almost
couldn't breathe.

Weeks went by. My hegemonic dominance swept through his sto-
mach and his head, causing pain usually associated with South Ame-
rican death squads or watching a Spielberg fiim festival.

Larry started to think that Job was a direct ancestor and that
atavistically he acquired some of Job's finer qualities. He
thought about his own death in a pragmatic way. He told his wife
about his wishes to be cremated. She would have nothing to do
with the cremation talk; however, you couldn't tell that by what
she did to the lasagne the night before. She also nagged him
about drinking beer; she said that beer had histamines, which was
bad. Larry was drowning his sorrows in beer, and she was throwing
in tiny life preservers. He felt it was kind of like getting mo-
ralisupport from Jim Bakker, but later he accepted her carping as
caring.

And you know what? He started caring back. He started relax-
ing. He forgot about work. He remembered birthdays. He enjoyed
walks on the beach and just doing nothing. He laughed at traffic.
His mind stopped thinking only about future things and started
concentrating on the present. He paid attention. He didn't care
about what was going to happe; he enjoyed what was happening. He
was happy.

The mawkish scumdog. This previously neuric meatball of stress
was happy. The lousy sot; I wanted to ki1l him so bad. And he
knew damn well I could too, But then that cheery little Larry
Poppins would die happy. He would trobably go to heaven or some-

No way, buddy. Well, to make a long story boring, I left.
But I'11 be back, and the bastard knows ft. He just doesn't know
when. He can't keep smiling forever.



{The following is the comclusion of responses
Ace gathered—pnimarily in the Bay Axea, 1
believe—to his question, "WHAT KEEPS
YOU SANE?TII" 1§ Ace recedves
any further aesponses Lo
this question from any 1J
Sy neaders, we may make a
thind column out of them
next issue—Ace is at
1630 University Ave.,
3 e #26, Benkeley, CA 94703.)
sitting at #y desk, staring out the window and scmetimes even
working on some crazy story about myself...talking to my 64-year-
old daughter Sophie and looking at her face when I first wake up
and she's still sleeping. Jumping up and down in aerobics classes
every day. Drinking wine. Working in my garden. Cleaning my
house. Looking forward to having intense sex. Lleaving this coun-
try sometimes. Talking to my best friends. Looking at good art-
work. Listening to old music and The Beatles...I'm lucky I don't
hafto deal with the urban chaos too mach but I hafto d€3l with my
fears and anxieties about the scary crazineas out “there” all the
time and I worry about raising a beautiful child and letting her
go out into the big mess...
—Aline Kominsky-Crumb, Weirdo magazine

Personally, I haven't found anything to keep me sane, and I've
tried a lot: Zen, yoga, magick, art, literature, education,
drugs, health food--nothing seems to help. However, one thing
I've learned along the way is that insanity only exists in a so-
cial context, so you could say I keep sane by avoiding society.
It's not just that society's crazy (although it certainly is);
it's that the definition of sanity is culturally generated (one
civilization's shaman is another's schizophrenic). By staying in
my room about twenty-three hours of each day I manage to avoid any
situation where my sanity (or lack of sanity) could be placed un-
der scrutiny. If anyone came to visit me, they miglt decide I'm
insane, but if they said so I could just ask them to leave.

Voilal

) Too bad about Will Shatter. He had a pretty good method of
sanity preservation: substitute all problems for one big one
(drug addiction)., It was a fair deal—scoring drugs to support a
habit isn't half as difficult as dealing with reality—unfortu-
nately, the eventual side-effect was desth (as it always is). Or
maybe it wasn't unfortunate for him—he certaiily escaped a lot of
hassles by croaking.- David McCond, 21-year-old aspiring movelist

Shit, that's a hard question cuz the very same things that make
me crazy one day make me scstatic the next.

Drawing THE YOUNG AND THE FRUSTRATED comic strip demands a lot
of isolated, backbreaking hours slumped over a desk constantly
fighting off approaching deadlines. It's such an uphill battle
cuz the strip is perceived as too bizarre for most publications.
It often seems pointless and I'm left feeling depressed and de-
feated. Then I'LL GET INTO A GREAT COMIC BOOK and it seems worth-
while, at least for a few days.

RECEIVING FAN MAIL, keep those marriage proposals commin in.
(finding time to answer it all is another matter!)

I play slide guitar with MORE FIENDS, we gig out a lot. There
is no greater high than rippin thru a tight set with the band and
then being on the receiving end of endless adoration. (It's a
fuckin great scam being a minority ((as in: female musician)) in a
scene that is largely populated by males. I mean like, people
kiss my feet ((LITERALLY!1!)) after shows. Not only do I have all
these boys lusting after me but I have the respect of all the
chicks too.)

Some things unrelated to my artistic endeavors: mmokin dope;
riding my bicycle like a pit bull on wheels; consuming mega quan-
tities of caffeine (usually in the form of hot tea); going to big
crowded parties (but I hardly get to go out any more unless it's
one of my own gigs cuz I have too much work to do, boo hoo); lis-
tening to fast music; and last but not least, having green under-
arm hair (this does more for my sanity than you can imagine).

—luna Ticks, cantoonist

Ignoring most things I come in contact with is how I keep my
sanity. I usually find the more I ignore, the happier I am.

There aren't really many things that are important anyway. Why
should I be INFORMED and AWARE? Why should 1 keep up with every
CRISIS that comes along? Why should I care what's happening on
the other side of the planet? Why should I care about what's hap-
pening to our world and society? I care only about what's actual-
ly happening to me.

I don't wish bad stuff on other people (at least not MOST of
the time). I just see no reason to be aware of what's going on
around me unless I HAVE to. .

If 1 thought very much about the state of the world I would be-
come crazy. I don't want to become crazy.

Here's a poem about it...

OH RATS IT'S SO SHITTY OH WHO CARES
Oh rats why are things so pretty
And isn't it a shame what happened yesterday?
Everybody are shitheads—everybody aren't
important at all.
Who cares anyway? Well all be dead soon. EEEowww.
—Stephen M. Fievet, Leader of band LMNOP

I buy, sell, trade, fix up, repair and "set up” old junker gui-
tars from the 50's and 60's—gotta lotta Harmony, S8ilvertone and
Kay guitars in the collection. The guitars of the last 30 years
show an incredible variety of styles, which oambine often radical
art statements with purpose: a blend of fashion and function,.

BACKWORDS LOGIC

by Ace Backwords ©nss

My visual and musical sensibilities get strummed in unison on this
one, and the yankee trader side of me gets charged.
Think maybe I'll collect guns next.

—Joe Schenkman, mom@
om by Ho Chi Zen
CRIB NOTES FOR FUTURE BUDDHAS

At last you can cheat on your satori exams. For The Sound of
the One Hand, transiated with a commentary by Joel Hoffman, pro-
mises and dellvers 281 Zen koans with answers., First published in
Japan In 1916, this compilation of the notes of Rinzal Zen monks
studying to become masters makes for a mind-pulverizing reading
experience which, In any field but Zen, would of course be Inex-
cusable. Without the author's commentary—but for maybe a half-
dozen briiilant insights—it would have been much better. Hoff-
man, fn an explanation which shows that he understands that to try
to exptaln these things Is to fall Into a trap, tries to explaln
these things. Fortunately, he saves his comments for a separate
section at the end and only becomes terribly pathetically intel-
lectual at Intervals.

Zen koane are a lot like the flowers which, when people look at
them, In Nansen's words, "It Is similar to a dream.™ Look at them
as a botanist if you wish, but only the eye of an artist will see
what Is most to be seen if what is looked at Is a flower. A bo-
tanist looks at a flower the way a donkey stares at a well; an ar-
tist looks at & botanist the way a weli would stare at a donkey,
if a well or a flower could stare—the same way a Zen master looks
at a theological scholar.

There is, however, a saving grace to this book: In most In-
stances, the answers it gives to the koans make no more sense than
the koans themse|ves—so the koane are not spolled, only enlarged.
Far from glving away Zen's secrets, The Sound of the One Hand adds
to the traditional collection of Zen mondo, noetic conversations
which often themselves serve as koans.

Just to drive you out of your wretched mind there is an occa-
sional answer that makes perfect sense. Others which don't seem
to make sense often glve hints about such practical matters as how
to get rid of distracting thoughts when meditating. Others are
simply mindfucks given by the pupli In answer to questions which
were mindfucks—in the most celebrated tradition of witty Rinzal
absurdism,

Now for a pop quiz. To see if you've been paying attention
thus far, In the next section are five questions. Answer these
koans and then check the end of this column to see 1f you've
passed or falled.

ZEN KOAN POP QUiZ

1. The !ight of a candie Is blown out—where did It go?
2. This fan—did I+ fall from heaven or spring from the earth?
3. When Emperor Wu asked Bodhidharma, "Who are you?" and he ans-

wered, "I don't know," what did it mean?
4. You're put behind a stone gate which Is bolted from the out-

slde. How are you golng to get out?
5. Bring forth Mount Fujl tled up with a famp wick.

JUMPING BODHISAT

if | told you the Buddha is & DIscordlan Saint, you'd say, "So
whet?" Possibly more surprising, he isn't. |'Hl bet you didn't
know he Is, however, a Catholic Saint!

"The Interesting evolution of the Buddha (Bodhisattva, Bodhi-
sat) Into Saint Josaphat Is desctibed in The Wisdom of Balahvar
byDbvid Marshal| Lang (London, George Allen & Unwin, 1957),"
Elsie Mitchell telis us In Sun Buddhas, Moon Buddhas (Weatherhlil,
1973), explaining November 27 Is the commemoration day accorded
_Saint Josaphat, Prince of India, In the Roman Church.

ZENARCHY IN ACTION

One of the most Zenarchist stories of Zen Buddhism was told by
Captain Jack Brinkley, half-Japanese cousin ¢f George Bernard
Shaw, and Is recounted In full in Sun Buddhas, Moon Buddhas.

When Brinkley once visited a famous Zen master who. was abbot of
an historic temple, the roshi—who drank sake, contrary to Bud-
dhist Precepts, on hls doctor's advice—Invited the captaln, also
8 Buddhist, to drink with him, Polltely, Captain Brinkley refused.

"When an abbot, the most Important person In a temple, offers
you a drink," the Zen master insisted, "it Is Impolite to refuse."

Again, uncomfortably, but as courteously as possible, Jack
Brinkley refused—whereupon the Zen master continued aiong the
same |ines as before. After a third refusal, the abbot became
furlous and menacing: "I!f | say someone Is to drink with me, they
drink! | order you to accompany me In drinking a cup of wine!"™

Once more the captaln refused, politely but firmly.

The abbot laughed heartily: "Good, good! 1'm giad to see that
you actuaily have learned a little bit about Buddhism."

ANSWERS TO ZEN XOAN POP QUIZ
1. To pull the cow out from the back shed.
2. | bought It at the shop of Halbara in Nihonbashi In Tokyo for
twenty-five yen,
3. If Bodhidharma says he doesn't know, how should | know?
4. Hey! Somebody let me out of herel
5. If thet's possible, let me see you do 1t. 13
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J. R MORGAN

Nope, I'm sorry, I refuse to go see WHO FRAMED ROGER RABBIT...
no, no, no! And I'1} tell you why not: for one thing, it's ano-
ther product of the evil Spielberg/Disney/ILM cabal, and I, for
one, have sworn off that stuff (they ain't gettin' any of my mo-
ney)! For another thing, this movie is obviously nothing more
than a big coming-out party for a new corporate spokesman: just
last night Yours Truly was watching Hitchcock's IT TAKES A THIEF
on the zombie box, and there appeared a commercial with Roger Rab-
bit...it was peddling some garbage with NutraSweet brain poison in
it! ‘'Nuff said! Well no, there's more—to make it worse still,
this film was directed by the being who directed the yuppie-crap
entertainment BACK TO THE FUTURE: 1i'l Bobby Zemeckis! %ah! The
prosecution rests!

Actually, it all goes beyond that. Roger Rabbit is all rubbery

%W X Ink

by Rory Houchens

NOTHING LIKE THE SUN—Sting (A&M)—Though this latest
Sting album boasts two lp’s, be warned—there's not even
an hour's worth of music spread over the palr. But rest
assured, some of his best {and worst) post-Police mater-
fal lurks within. 'The Lazarus Heart,' a mix of searing
music and vivid but confounding lyrics, ranks as one of
Sting's best; the fact that it's based upon a nightmare
may help explain the odd imagery, from Greek tragedy to
Alfred Hitchcock, Guitarist extraordinaire Andy Summers
and saxman Branford Marsalis contribute mightily. ‘Be
Still My Beating Heart,' another top-notch tune, records
the mental struggles of a flesh and blood organism in a
world of hard imperfections done up in black and white
tones. Both '"History Will Teach Us Nothing'" and
“Straight To My Heart" smack of past Police accomplish-
ments. The former, with its reggaefied spurts and third
world sympathies, could have come from GHOST IN THE MA-
CHINE, while the 1ilting chorus of the other would have
fit nicely alongside the mature.pop of SYNCHRONICITY,
‘Also of note are '"They Dance Alone,' an elegant dis-
course on the sad affalrs going on In Chile; "Fragile,"
a wispy, Latin-tinged tune about the shortcomings of
humanity; and a mesmerizing cover of Jimi Hendrix's
“Little Wing' arranged by the late Gil Evans and with
atmospheric backing by Evans and his orchestra. Things
to overlook—'"Rock Steady,' an embarrassing, feeble stab
at deep-down-in-the-groove hipness; “Englishman In New
York,' a colorless show tune with Sting listing the dif-
ferences between himself and American mortals; and the
insipid The Secret Marriage," which gives a whole new
meaning to the word vapidityl

WORD & WORD 2—Various Artists (Jive/RCA)—These re-
cords are the first two in a proposed series of rap/hip
hop sampler albums whose main purpose is to introduce
the musical genre to anyone/everyone who is not already
a slave to the rap attack. The first Ip is notable for
cuts by Schoolly D ("'Parkside 5-2'"), Kool Moe Dee ('No
Respect''), and Jazzy Jeff ('King Heroin'). Number two
is highlighted also by Schoolly D ("'Coqui 900') and Kool
Moe Dee (''How Ya Like Me Now''), and by The Wee Papa Girl
Rappers ("Faith") and Newtrament {''London Bridge Is
Falling Down'). Depending upon the depth of your hip
hop hunger, these rap tidbits will either satisfy or
whet the appetite for more.

DANCING IN THE DARK—Sonny Rollins {Milestone)—Jazz-
dom's preeiminent tenor saxophonist, Sonny Rollins,
kicks off his latest Ip with a rather listless reading
of "Just Once'" (a "monster smash hit" for James ingram,
remember?), jumps into the frenetic "0.T7.Y.0.6." (where
he spars.with trombonist Clifton Anderson), cruises
* through the melancholic ensemble piece (and the record's
finest composition) "Promise,” and sizzles on ""Duke Of
lron,'" a brisk, carnival-flavored celebration. He in-
troduces the title tune with a dazzling variety of solo
sax runs, keeps low and cool throughout "{'l] String
Along With You,' and closes the album with its strongest
melody on the bittersweet "Allison." Another master-

14 piece from “Saxophone Colussus''!

expressions and googly faces, in an imitation of the great Tex
Avery's style. Now why would the Disney cartel want to make their
product like that? Easy: to make the rabbit a better product-
peddler in this age of Max Headroom (remember him?] and MTV-flash-
cut-disco commercials, The twitchy, herky-jerky pseudo-Avery
style fits right in with all the other commercials' attempts to
grab you as you're flipping channels. It's symptomatic of '80s
entertainment—just be loud and obnoxious and repetitious, and you
don't even have to bother being funny. Just dish up the imitation
outrageousness, that's alll We wouldn't want the "entertainment"
to overwhelm the commercials, would we? Hey, remember the Pink
Floyd line, "I've got thirteen channels of shit to choose from"?
Well, now it's more like eighty channels of shit! Even if there
were acts on the level of the Marx Brothers or Monty Python around
now, they wouldn't be "permitted” to act; you might forget some of
the advertisements! Oh, happy dayl Thank you, Mr. Ad Man, thank
you so very muchl]

Hmm.,.this column seems to have wandered a tad. The original
idea was to explain why the S.€. didn't want to see any of the Big
Summer Releases. WILLOW is pulpy Lucasfilm imitation Tolkein; I'd
seen Ralph "Rotoscope" Bakshi's desecration of LORD OF THE RINGS
years ago, and that was enough to last a lifetime, thank you.
RANBO III? C'mon, quit joking. .Ssme with CROC DUNDEE II, plus
the first one sucked weasel urine. POLTERGEIST III and PHANTASM
I1 are more sequels, and I've grown to hate sequels with great in-
tensity. (We can thankthe Ad Men for the sequel plague, as well—
they're easier to "sell," and never mind if they stink; No Origi-
nality around here, buddy!) By the way, did you know some -
schaucks are remaking the Corman classic NOT OF THIS EARTH? Did
you? Makes ya sick, doesn't it? It's making me sick, so maybe
1'd better review some films that I have seen:

KRONOS (1957) —Akh, when this came on the tube recently, it
brought back memories of Channel 5's Creature Features, hosted by
The Creep! This is one of the better late-'50s low-budgeters,
featuring a giant cubical robot from space, come to drain all of
Earth's energy. Popular theme of Alien Brain Control: & normally
good scientist is taken over and used to transmit info to aliens.
Another scientist talks to his bulky 'S0s computer like it was his
horse, calling it "Betsy” or something like that, Remember the
chintzy animation they used to depict Kronos walking over the
landscape? A real contrast to the otherwise good special effects.

TWICE TOLD TALES (1963)—This one is based on three Nathaniel
Hawthorne stories. It stars Vincent Price, who seeas here to be
having a hammy-acting contest with the rest of the cast. The sto-
ries are "Dr. Heidegger's Experiment," "Rappacini's Daughter," and
'"House of the Seven Gables." As filmed, they seem more like un-
happy occult love stories, rather than horror (though things pick
up a bit in the last tale).

TO CATCH A THIEF (1955)—A light confection from the kitchen of
Alfred Hitchcock. Cary Grant is famous French burglar The Cat;
he's reformed, but new jewel robberies using his old modus oper-
andi have occurred, and both police and his old gang think he did
them. He sets out to find the new Cat, and falls in love with
dilletant Grace Kelly. A pleasant evening's viewing.

Geez, is that it? There was nothing film I meant to tell all
you loyal readers about, but I've misplaced my notes! So what the
hell, I'11 go on a bit more about the ROGER RABBIT thing (at least
it'11 fill out this column)...see, apart from the above diatribe,
the film plays on our affection for our fave cartoon characters;
it ties in with the Spielberg/Lucas self-referential gags that
play on the audience's familiarity with their previous product.
Well, if I want to see Bugs Bunny or Daffy Duck, I'l1 watch 'em on
the tube! Besides, what would Bugs be doin' hanging around s
noodge like Mickey Mouse? He should quite properly be giving Mic-
key an exploding cigar, or pouring gravy on his head, or something
like that. Or maybe Bugs and Daffy could set up Goofy to be shot
up by Elmer Fudd, I dunno. At any rate, this mishmash parade of
assorted characters seems too calculated to nab the largest common
denominator for my taste.

Y'know, the KRONOS review about reminded me—there's a grevious
lack of horror and sci-fi on the, uh, "free' channels; sh yes,
there used to be '"Creature Features" at noon and 8pm on Channel 5,
and "Chiller Theatre"” on 11, snd at 11:30 Channel 9 would have
"Fright Night!" All on Saturday...sh, memories...in THE BRAIN
THAT WOULDN'T DIE, they actually showed you the closet mutant bit-
ing out a mouthful of the scientist's neck! You could see all
those great Universal monster movies from the '30s and '40s! All
the cheapo-stinko John Ashley Phillipino "Blood Island" films!
Yes, lots of neat stuff...but it ain't there any more. *Sigh*...

Ah, dear readers, what an unjust world we live in. Why don't
the forces of evil get it over with? Why don't they just go and
release a "colorized" version of ERASERHEAD, and be done with it?

Oh well, at least RAMBO III cratered out!

e, B
C >, .T. Hunn
-ONTRIBOTOLS The farmer glared at the tiny rabbit—
Eugme Tey An invader in his field
—_— But the shiny spade in those dirty hands
o MavE Would make the hare's 1ife yield
~ YouR JiERES Yet, not all plans do come about
{000 wpehS For the rabbit it was faster
ORLESS!!  And nailed the farmer between the eyes

‘ With a nuclear carrot-blaster



~ CAT CAPERS*

* (*Mr. Twain, you may have done it first,
but I did it second!) )
by Gloria J. Leitnen

This Is the story of a cat—not a hep cat, not a cool cat, not
2 puss 'n boots or & hot-tin-roofer.

Yot there was something exceptional about this little grey
stray. It wasn't the fact she had once had cat-atonla, and reco-
vered; or her klttenhood in the Cat-skills; or even her secret
dream to ride one day on the bumper of a cat-1llac.

And It wasn't the simple, Imperturbablie twist of fate that she
was named Catullus, elther.

The truth is our cat had an elan, an esprit, » joi de vivre
(perhaps from sipping on discarded Perrier bottles for most of her
i1fe) that set her apart from other fur-bearing four-pawers hsun-
+ing the back alleys and front porches of her fair town.

Thls special qéallty of Catulius cat-apulted her beyond and
above the common fate of cat-kind, gave her an indescribable ma-
Jesty—so that even with rubbish at her feet after the latest fo-
ray Into Mrs. Vaskewicz's trash can, she acquitted herself llke a
queen.

Yes, she clearly was a star.

But Catullus was more than a luminary In her own local solar
system. Galaxies, universes of female fellnes were outshone by
her cata-clysmic, overwheiming flow of "charm," to use the modern
physicist's ept phrase.

May | tist a few of her many talents?

Catullus could purr-fectly Imitate Eila s-cat singing; she
could reclte the Sears.cat-alogue backwards starting from page
348; she could even cat-egorize, by second syllable, the names of
every president of Bulgaria In the past century. No small feat,
eh? (Actually, her feet were rather small; dainty, to be exact.)

Catuilus,had also Invented her own cat-egorical Imperative.
Kant be, you gasp? It's true. Her maxim was: Let no cat treat
another as a means rather than an end-in-1tself—otherwise a hor-
rible cat-astrophe would be infllicted upon the dirty rat.

Yes, Catullus had succeeded In combining the highest ethical
standards with the most basic form of pragmatism: Watch out for
your own hide. The synthesis was brilllant. Even Hegel was
floored, so to speak.

Don't get the wrong 1dea—a cat of such breadth and depth did
not spend every waking hour poring over abstract treatises In the
library. No, volume and tome held little sway with Catullus. |t
was llfe, yes, llfe Itself that taught Catulius. The cat-echism
was learned from the signs of the times: the song of the wind,
the swash on the deck (how did we get so far off shore?), the
whisper of the mouse as It stole the cheese with a soft heh-heh,
the roar of the choo-choo as It screeched into 96th Street (trans-
fer to the local).

The beauty of it all was that, highbrow as she was, Catulius
knew no Intellectual arrogance. Streetwise, she had no peer.
Every flutter of an empty Bud carton drew her attentlion, every
footstep echoed the rhythm of her soul. Secure In the knowledge
that angst had lost her address, having overcome every existential
dllemma Jean-Paul could ever dream up, Catullus walked proud.
Even the Mariboro man tipped his hat In mute respect.

With such kingdoms conquered, where could Catullus go from
there?

Love. Ah, the breaker of the best of ust Catullus had yet to
meet her mate, and she hoped 1+ would happen before she met her
mortal fate. For she was pushing four years old-an old maldf
Having looked nearly everywhere, having exhausted all possible
nooks for her Prince Charming (yes, she stitl belleved in falry
tales), there appeared to be only two options open:

One, join a game show. Or,

Two, put an ad in the "Personals.”

No, no, how could she stoop so low? (to borrow an unhappy an-
thropomorphic metaphor, since she was always golng low under
stoops and found it terribly fascinating, as a matter of fact).

There must be another way.

"Meow!" she exclaimed, though it sounded more |ike "Eee-yow!"
as a light bulb went on in her head, nearly burning her retinas,
not to mention singeing the delicate lace her dendrites had lateiy
been crocheting for nelghboring neurons.

in other words, Catullus had a bright idea. Thus It was:
"I'1l hijack & plane to Cleveland, and explaln to the rebels that
I'm a nun willlng and able to carry supplies under my frock from
mountain hideout to clty cat-acomb., In return for my loyal aid,
only one request shall | make: to be matched up with an eliglble
of my species and temperament.”

Logistical problems aside (such as where to find a nun frock
size .04), there was one major drawback she realized as soon as
soon as she had formulated the plan.

"No habla Ohloese!™

Talking to cat-hubble with dictionary In hand seemed a singu-
larly tnconvenlent way to carry on a iifelong relationship,
Scratch that! (Which she did, claws springing into action.)

Well, there must be a better approach. Just then Catuilus
looked up and saw she'd been so preoccupled that she'd wandered

- half-blindly through the streets without paying attentlion to the
whither and the whence.

Taking her coordinates, she discovered she was catty~corner to
a small store, the kind of nelghborhood grccery that sells tots of
gum, ciggles and tabloids.

Then she looked up at the marquee and saw a neon sign that
flashed in sickiy red, "™ oot eer."

"whatever happened to the R & B?" she sald to herself. That
set her to reminiscing about Fats Domino and the Feur Tops, and as
she snapped her fingers In rhythm she remembered who she'd won the
Dance Contest with in 6th grade. Muffie!

Oh, where was he now? Had he been hooked by some hussie who
knew only his corporeal wonders, not the Himalayas of his lofty
thoughts?

She raced to the phone book and found the M's. Yes, he still
iived In town!

She dove across the street In fevered pursult, ran two blocks
down, half a lawn over, cut through a yard, leaped up over a pic-
ket fence, and ran down to the wharf. The bridge was up—oh, when
could she cross? Impatlience pounded through her heart like a
thousand hammers.

Then she spled a passing cat-amarand, and with a courageous
Jump made 1t from the dock to the prow, and into the below-deck
quarters. A stowaway!

The voyage was quick but not quick enough., Its end was an-
nounced by the clunk of ‘hull against dock ("No fair weather sail-
or, this!™ she concluded).

Out she climbed and onto shore, In quest, in quest, in quest!
The twilight colors were Just beginning té fliter through the ur-
ban haze 11ke the touch of a palnter's brush (Joe the house-
painter had such & fine stroke!). Orange, crimson, and other
fiaming hues 111+ up her heart |lke a torched watermelon. Ah,
love! Ah, litfe!

Walt, what's that? A soft meow seemed to nudge her ear-hairs
ever so gently, Was It imagination? Was it wish, desire, deepest
yearning made manifest by hallucination? Or had she indeed
reached the grande finale?

Glimpse of a round, white face with a shrimp-shaped blotch of
black debonairely placed upon the forehead. Yes, It could be none
other than—Muffie!

(Camera siow motion here, as Catullus prances lightly forth to
meet her beloved. Muffle nearly skids smack into her side after
stipping on the pop bottle In the gutter, but saves himself qulte
gracefuily—dear, lovable Mufflel!)

Nosey-nose! Rubby-rub! No need for formal Introductions—Muf-
fie's heart had been unbesmirched all these years, poised, in
fact, for this very moment which he always knew deep down In his
cat-gut would come to pass. And here the time had come, crowned
with the wink of Madame Fortune's all-seeing eye (she'd just got-
ten 24-hour-a~day contacts).

As for Catul lus, nothing could hold her back. She was like a
dam burst open and flooding the valley, |lke a volcano unleashed
and seething. None could exceed her passion, her zest, her zeal—
for at last.her missing Iink in the Great Chain of Being had been
found.

(Music hold crescendo, then slowly fall to a steady pp. Shot
of Catullus and Muffle whisker to whisker, dissolving Into the
pastel colors of early eve. Just before fade-out, two huge, grin-
ning Cheshire-cat smiles can be seen.)

"No, no, NOI" the director cuts In. "Joo mushy, too syrupy for
today's sophisticated audience. We've got to inject some tragedy,
some adverslity, some perversity:if need be. We've got Rambo to
contend with. Bring In the dogs!"

And he clapped his hands—but what's this, the canine crew's on
strike? Fighting for better fringe benefits—two T-bones a night
and complimentary tix to the snnual Lassle Memorial Dinner? Oh,
those bulidog mi{itants!

And so we leave our hero and heroime cuddling closely on the
darkening emerald grass, serenaded by the sweet song of a lark
perched on the shimmery bricks of a nearby chimney. Sigh, sigh!

THE MAN IN THE PURPLE MAVERICK, HIMSELF
by Kathy Stadalsky

"Hey, there's Hank!" the bartender said.

Glancing over their shoulders, Bud and Luke looked
out the front window of the bar at Hank's purple Mav-
erick.

Hank stomped in, and tossed an angry glance around
the shadowy interior of the room.

"Hey, Hank, take a load off," Bud offered, gestur-
ing towards an empty stool at his laft.

"Whaddya doin', guys?" Hank grinned as he slid onto
the seat. “Gimme a beer."

"Nuthin, howboutchoo?*

"Not much,” he said. “Pritnear ran off the road
on the way over here."

“Yeah? What happened?”

"Well,® he chuckled. "Ran over this mangy damned
mutt.”

"Didja kill him?" Luke asked eagerly.

*Nope. "

"Aww, shee-it," Luke said despondently.

Hank grinned, and hoisted his mug high in a toast.
"Here's to my ddaddy's shotgun!"

"Your daddy's shotgun?®" Bud was clearly confused.

“Yep," Hank affirmed, his grin widening into a smile.
"Tried it out on im,” he added, lifting the mug again.

Luke grinned in return, eyes glazing happily. °®That'll
teach 'im to run out in fronta cars," he declared, or-

¢ dering up another orund as Hank burst into hearty

laughter. 15
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Commercial HcClue-In
by "Kid" Sieve

I don't want to hear a word about it. I'm a Marfin Mull fan
from way back when he got killed by a Christmas tree on Hart-
man Hartman, and I don't care if his epots for New Jc.z-ny
Be k a bit of the panache and vitriol that are founq in, say,
his radio ade for TGIF's. You're all just sore that David Leisure
as Jack Nebb is gome, aren'tcha? Aha, thought s0.

Selling out (or its 80's equivalent, "buying in") somehow doee
not disturb me in a few isolated cases. I can't be bothered with
Whitney Houston or Mike Tyson hawking MutraShit soda because, hey,
they 're 8o vapid in the first place I couldn't care less what they
think they're selling me. Comversely, though, it works the same
in the case of character-type actors whose quirkiness I 've re-
spected through the yeare—I just can'f work up any major anger
against them taking the bucke and moming. Provided t_:he spota are
at least amsing, y'know? I mean, I'm not all that p?aced at
folks like Mull and John Cleese and Phil Proctor getting their ad
residual checks for doing 15 or 30 seconds of not-unpleasant soft
sell—even though I can still ignore the "BUY!" message. But I
guese that's what differentiates me from, eay, the Snide Critic.

I dunmo, JP. I delight that Coke is plugging Roger Rabbit, not
the other way around (as the admakers obviously 'angtonaﬁy in-
tended). I get a kick out of seeing the am‘.mthn, ™ whatever
context, even used to sell. Just because I ain't buyin' the mes-
sage don't mean I can't enjoy the presentation. I'm not rumning
out to buy a Toyota so soom, but I'm tickled j.’uaqhm that Kelsey
("Cheers") Grammar, a truly etrange New Age Hippie type who has
everyone in the world guessing (and the sniff-dowm-their-noses
tacit disapproval of IV Guide, tn which he was rc_centh "pro-
filed”), ie doing relatively imaginative commercials with their
"Land of the Giants” eet. I applaud to the heavens Neil Young's
new video (will somebody please bootleg this for me and send me a
VHS ecopy!), and adore his satire, but it's not always as cut and
dried as that. Now, I'm not advocating selling out/buying in, and
"Bob” knowe I'd ne—well, yeah, come to think of it, I do have my
breaking point. If I could hawk 1J on the air, I would. If I'
oould spiel about any product I use and like frequently, I don't
know if I'd have that big a problem with it. It wouldn't be my
way to ram things down people's throats, but with a l.tttlc orea-
tive control, the ads themselves can affect viewers in otlgcr waye
than that which the spomsor intends. That's kinda the point of me
extolling certain comercials and warming against others, JP. I'm
quick to comdemm the dangerous, but I think I'm equally quick to
laud noble efforte—NOT FROM THE ASPECT OF '."HEA.l SELLING ME Al?Y-
THING, but as, not to put too fine a point on it, art forms in and
of themselves. Thinge that haven't been done before, of vhu;-h we
should be avare. New techniques, new ways of gmb.bmq folks' at-
tention. Politics is mow 95% advertising (including the "objec-
tive media”). Public television is nmow around 50-60% advertising,
and I'm not talking "paid promotiomal cpota".aitbér. The way our
economy operates, the way our pecple think, te co'utterly be.holdcn
to advertieing that we do ourselves great disservioce to belittle
its primary and subsidi effects.

Rp er Rabbit works for me as a movie, and brings endless joy to
the child in me every time I eee it. I know you may no longer
have a "child" in you (after all, I'm a sucker for.fantacy ,muus,
which you tend to readily diemisse), but I don't think that's any
excuse for not allowing some of us to, you w? o I .

ielberg and Di may have their problems, 'm not ex-
awg;‘tho:g, but tm "empires” also employ a hc%l of a lqt of
oreative people and techniques and I'll be damed if I'm going to
di t th i tions with a wave of my hand. I liked Roger.
A lot. I liked Close Encountere, and Fantasia, and E.T. (I saw it
before the megahype kicked in), and even Cinderella and Snow
White. What ie {t they say about babies thugter?. ..

Amyoay, enough on that. After:all, I like Fission Chicken too,
Just so'e you know I'm not agin you either, JP.

Do see the Young video mentioned above, by the way. My man
Marvin Xitman from New had a killer review of it. My fqvc
Ritman Kootable: "There is much to be learmed from oam_wmala.
In the old days we knew, for example, all commercials lied. We
Just took it for granted. Now reigle are taken as factual
{nformation sources, guides to lifestyles.” MIV, "a network that
{8 a 24-hour commercial for records,” as Kitman pointe out ("Not
a word is uttered that ien't a plug for something or amM"},
has the hypocritical gall to BAN this video because "it mentions
products by brand name." Can't have people thinking there's any-
thing wrong with their constant sponeors, oan they? Remember the
name of the song, folke—"This Note's For You."

Got the firet .issue of the R.0.C.X. (Rockers Opposing Cheap
Knockoffs) newsletter, ROCKRhythms (if you want your owm, write
oo-founder Walter Sorg, P.0. Box 227, Williamston, MI 48895),
which oontains a participation survey (yippie!), the list of the
Inaugural Ball of Shame of "advertisere trashing olassic Rock 'n’'
Roll,” the "Rules of R.0.C.X." and promises of more to come!
Worth checking out, and I urge all who get the newsletter to par-
ticipate in their survey!

Update on the latest John Weits ade on the baoks of New York
busses—a dialogue: "I don't get it." "Get what?" "The New John
Weita ads.” "You're kidding!” Quite olever. :

-+ Update om "the guy in the Wendy's cormarcials.” Bis name s
James F. Dean (really), he's been on It's %ﬂl! Shandling's Show,
Max_Beadroom, Hooperman and other ehowe, someone ehould tell
him ha's nowhere near as effective playing a menacing oar sales-

1

man (I forget the

sponsor) as he is playing a bewildered surv
t taker for a 2 %

er chain. One itous man, in the mold of

+ ! John Moscitta and David Leisure, of whom I probably won't get ill.

What is this with sneaker companies? Reebok looks like it's
fallen in with Lene Lovich, and Nike and Avia eeem to have taken
Jesse Jackeon "Empowerment” enemas—yeah like, really, if you wear
these nice sneakers you too can get out of the ghetto. Homestly,
more racially offensive than the worst shufflin’ McDonald's ad.

On the other hand, Anni informe me, the Levi's 501 spots never
fail to please her. I dunno 'bout the paraplegic Viet-vet type
("If I wore jeans, they'd be 501's,” he seems to 8ay, observes
A4), but I will admit all these people, disabled or otherwise,
look a helluva lot more real than they do on other "real-life af-
fimmative action” ade. Op is it the camera?

Nobody told RC Cola about equality between the sexes, mathinks.
!’hn:r.latnt "Decide For Yourself” spots (my god, does that mean
politice this.year is really a choice between Coke, Pepei and RC?)
feature a yowng gquy dreaming of possible oareers (all straight out
of the latest movies, natch—a rock star, a "top gun,” ete.) and
o with young women making oh, those choices peculiar to those .
wacky females. You know, like what outfit to wear. Or with which
guy to converse at a wedding. Womam-stuff. Major decisioms for
the fairer sex. BNothing too strenuous, like career choices, now.

Does one expect any commercials to bear a semblance to reality,
though, when an Anacin spot takee place in a fake printing press,
without the slightest inkling on the part of the viewer as to wi
this actor is speaking to us from a printing press about aspirin?

I'll leave you for naw with a cheer and jeer (gad, ean you just
imagine IV Guide under Rupert Murdoch! "Fall Season Premieres—
Thousands Panicl”). I'm an unabashed fan of the RYNEX (our local
"Baby Bell") "Hell freesing over" commercial--take a look sometime
at the animated devils in the ecene. KNeato.

On the other hand, Democrats are even more spineless than we
oredit them with being now if they don't capitalize on the neweet
piece of widespread propaganda foieted upon a eickened public by
the Republiocan Party. You know, the ome with the eight-year-old
rich white girl with her pretty pink dress and crayons on her pa-
rents’ suburban parch out of a Leave It To Beaver set, with the
(female!) voiceover soothing us witi 8she ia, how she's
never knaum the mmger and deeolation most of this nation's non-
elite have experienced thess past two terms, and why change that
now? If the Demos were half as smart as us lefties, they'd shoot
sxactly the same commercial, with almost no change in narration
ezcept extreme scaroasm in the delivery, showing us a poor black
or Latino kid sitting on a stoop and carving designs in the com-
orete with the broken piecee of glass shattered about, paueing now
and again to sniff the reassuring aromas of gunpowder, urine and
diesel engines. Brought to you by the Republicans, naturally.

Only we know it may very well be brought to you by the Demo-
orats, too, which ie why they won't touch the almost limitless
potential inherent in these vignettes of drek. Looks like it's
gonna be a campaign, troops. )

. T wonder if ocengorship will be an issus. So far, two commer-
ctals with humorous intent have been pulled from the airwaves—ac-
tual?y, one series was never shown. LifeStyles brand condoms com-
migsioned ad agemcy Lois Pits Gershon Fon/GGK to do a few 15-se-
eond spots featuring the rather lame tag line "It's a Matter of
Condom Sense,” which highlight such memorable characters as the
Phantom of the Opera ("You didn't have to wear that mask to ask
for them”) and Robin Hood, buying a pack of LifeStyles for his
Nerry Men (the clerk tella him, "The Sheriff of Nottingham uses
the same brand!"). LPGP/GGK chair George Lois claims the ads are
supposed to get the point across that people should be less embar-
rassed about buying eondome (by being put into supposed sitcom—
type situations, I guees), but appavently metworks like, yep, NIV
(vhich claimed the ads are "too flippant"”) are too embarrassed to
even run something commected with condoms which has a eense of
huemor. Which is why, methinks, 8o many people are so screwed up
abagt sex in thc_firat place, believing it's only supposed to be
seriously dirty instead of fun. Sheesh. A bit of good news,
though—sgome oable statioms will be roming the bits early next
year. And thank goodness other countries are still not as squea~
mish as ours, and they've been running similar spots for years.

The other oengored spot is just plain mean-spiritedness. Roy
Rogers was running a 30-seconder featuring school cafeteria work-
ers holdr:ng_ up trays of The Usual fare, comtrasted with the voice-

over advising kids to get to Roy Rogere before it's too late and
school lunchee begin again, to the background of "See You In Sep-
tanbcr.': I laughed out loud the firet time I saw it—as the Four
Color Fiend points out, the point of the thing was to appeal to
older fqlka who r ber school lunches with a sort of reverse
nostalgia, not necessarily to kide in school now. Even so, some
AY city oouncil members missed the point again, including the
usually logical Ruth Messinger, who oalled the ad "insulting, in-
acourate and likely to dissuade children who need school food from
eating it.” Roy Rogers spokeeman Richard Smeed admitted that al-
though most oustomers though the ad was furmy, it seemed to piss
off cafeteria workers arcund the country. Puh-l¢ese. The weird-
est rav.»a.rk 8till comes from AFSCME Local 372 pres Charles Hughes,

Who said, "By advocating ohildren to eat Roy Rogerts food as a
daily diet (which the commercial was NOT dotng, pals 'n gals),

they want kids to wind up like Trigger, and he's been stuffed for
years.” KUH? Somebody warma explain that? Does he mean the tots
will die and go to taridermists? What's going on in this man's
feeble brain? It's encugh to make me want to tear up my wnion

oard, if I had ome.
NEXT TINE: A sitoom within a commercial within a sitcom?




set's Diet Book
The Poet's Diet Book
by Tamarina Dwyen
CHAPTER TWO: JANET AND FRED BECOME LOVERS
(In the §irst chapter of this stony, Janet, the poet, had been
busy wniting "luny poetry” and wonking as a waitress. She met
Fred at the diner where she worked. Janet and Fred get along very
well for awhile, but Janet's strained hours and Abcgﬂuy
thinking start to worry Fred.)

Fred met Janet in her room at six-thirty. They exchanged awk-
ward hellos and sat down on the cot.

"Ice cream theories have been poisoning my poetry,” Janet be-
gan, running a finger along the outside of her denim bag.

“Your ‘body is consuming only sweets?" Fred asked dubiously, his
eyes running over her slim figure.

"Only sweets!" she exclaimed. "Only ice cream! An ice cream
diet!" Fred laughed and glanced at the ice chest. “And I haven't
had dinner yet; do you want some?" the poet cheerfully asked.

“No thanks," replied Fred, shaking his head and picking up &
copy of ‘The Bluebell' which lay on the bed, "but you go ahead and
have some if you like." Fred tried to read the poem, but Janet
was chattering about the lines she'd hashed up in her afternoon
work on the 'Black Pond.' When she paused for a moment, he asked
for wmore Fred continued reading Janet's poems while she
ate her dish of vanilla ice cream. "Glowing ember?" asked Fred
doubtfully, a sardonic Yook to his 1ips. “For a tulip!" Janet
Taughed affectionately and Fred asked, "Why are you on an ice
cream diet anyway?"

"1 got tired of coffee, but ice cream theories aren't any good,"
the poet answered, setting the empty dish by her feet on the floor.

"Coffee? Do you have theories about coffee too?" Fred continued
questioning.

"I was living on coffee," Janet told him Tightheartedly. "I
didn't eat anything for several days,” she added, picking up the
empty dish and setting it on the bureau.

Fred was more than attracted to Janet and he kept back amative
tendencies to play with conversation. “My coffee is International
Suisse Mocha," he safd.

"That's expensive, isn't 1t?" asked the poet.

“No, it's preservation of economic stability,” he answered. "I
presume that sentimentality is the basic premise that led to theo-
ry designs for ice cream?” he asked.

"No, heat," the poet corrected him once more. Fred considered
her simple deduction of an unusual diet and walked up to the bu-
reau. “May I read more of your work?“ he asked.

"Sure," Janet told him, "help yourseif. 1'11 work on the Black
Pond again.” The poet settled back against the wall and crossed
her legs. She read over the new rhyme scheme and meter, closing
her eyes to concentrate more easily.

Fred ran his finger across the top of the bureau and, wincing
in disqust, selected a few more pages. Turning, he noticed the

frayed cord of the hotplate which was hanging over the edge of the -

bureau. "Janet, don't you have any black mending tape?" he asked.

She pursed her 1ips and raised her eyebrow. “No," she answered
in a low voice.

Fred, sitting down on the edge of the cot again and ignoring
the hole in the spread, the wall crack above the bureau, and the
general, dusty, sweltering heat, read several poems which were
mostly on flowers. He glanced over at Janet occasionally, but
didn't want to interrupt her. In a lotus position with her eyes
closed, she appeared to be in a trance of some kind, so he kept
returning to the poetry.

When Fred had finished reading the poem, he looked around the
room to see if there was a closet. Seeing that there was none, he
asked Janet, “Where do you hang your clothes?”

"1 hang my uniforms on that nail, but they're all dirty now and
1 don’t have to work again until Thursday so they're wrapped up in
a plastic bag under the cot," the poet explained.

"No dresses or skirts?" Fred asked, a little surprised.

"No, just pants,” she answered, and turned her attention back
to the paper in front of her.

Fred stood up, stuck his hands in his pockets, and went up to
the window. "Fashionable development at your side for a poet's
sense of 1ife,” he casually remarked, observing the broad span of
folfage on the locust tree outside the window.

"It blocks the 11ght, though," Janet said unaffectedly, and
Fred asked, “Where's your bathroom?"

The poet directed him down the hall and, when Fred came back,
he asked Janet if she had a suitcase. "I do," she told him, "but
why do you ask?*

"We're going to combine perspicacity. 1'd 1ike to realign the
mental activity charts of some of my friends. Chuck's plaintive
behavior calls for diversion and his prizes from outdoor games of
s!:i}'le:re leading to a mockery of all our dispositions,” Fred ex-
plained.

Quick rapport and the heat of a hot summer were the beginning
of a relationship between Janet and Fred.

danet wrote poetry on everything and Fred was amazed by her
energy level and sterling use of time. The couple had moved to
Fred's apartment, which was in a newly-constructed building not
far from Lansing Street. He was earning good money as a represen-
tative of the SS Department, and Janet continued waitressing and
cooking at the diner.

The poet was glad to get out of her dark, hot room into the

18 spacfous afr-conditioned apartment which was even closer to the

Toddle House. Fred had a desk where Janet could work on poetry

- and he cleaned out two drawers for her to keep her papers in. She

started cooking for Fred and entertaining him every night with new
food theories.

"Okay, Janet. We've been consuming lettuce for three weeks.
.IVou haven't yet given me an opinion on the mental qualities of
ettuce. "

"Lettuce,” began Janet. “Nourishment. Eat it," she ordered
him as Fred poured salad dressing over a heap of uncut iceberg

Jettuce. "The variety of lettuce is the most important variable
to consider,” she began again. "Romaine lettuce is healthier
than—"

"Yeah?" Fred interrupted sharply. “Like the result of my trau-
matic experience with Venezuelan food," he laughed.

"Escarole {s for bitter people. You gotta do it right," Janet
went on, choosing to ignore Fred's pointed remark. "When you're
bitter, you eat bitter food. Iceberg lettuce is bland—no taste—
Tenitive—for affable personalities.”

Another good meal, another good night, and another good day.
Days and weeks of goodness.

Janet and Fred related very well, but Fred was leery of Jamet's
super-orderliness. #e himself was exceptionally neat and precise,
but as a typical bohemian artist, Janet was punctilfous and more
than organized. She had a packaged lunch on the table every morn-
ing, her poetry back in folders and filed in the drawers, the re-
frigerator always stocked with the best food and drink, the apart-
ment clean and tidy, and the budget written out in detail, his
half and her half.

Janet was leery of Fred's ambition. His frequent comments on
the men under him seemed to be an indirect threat to her unpub-
Tished status.

During the summer months, Fred and Janet had driven into the
country during the evenings, had stopped at Dairylea for ice cream
cones on the way back, and discussed her poetry for a couple of
hours before going to bed. Nefther Fred nor Janet was very trou-
bled by work, and an easy summer kept them gay and lighthearted.

When autumn came, Janet's six a.m. until two p.m. schedule was
changed to six p.m. unti) two a.m. and, although Fred couldn't
see Janet at night, they ate breakfast together every morning.
Good novels, money in the bank, and nights out with Fred's friends
kept the couple happy during September's chill.

In October, Fred found out that Janet wasn't sleeping every
night. Having opened one of her drawers by mistake when he was in
a hurry one morning, he glanced at a plan sheet that lay on top of
one of her poetry folders. There was a poetry schedule for every
other night. He laughed at first but, after nonchalantly lifting
the plan sheet, Fred read a September plan sheet and realized that
Janet had been staying up two nights a week for months. He shook
his head, closed the drawer, and sat down. Not knowing whether to
confront Janet with her plan 1ist or just to ignore the whole
thing, Fred opened the drawer again and pulled out some folders.
As he was leafing through one folder of unfinished poems, his eyes
fell upon the scratched-out words on a typewritten page which was
titled, 'The Oak Tree.' ‘'Fluttering leaves' was crossed out and
above that was written ‘dancing leaves,' which was also crossed
out, and below 'fluttering leaves' was written 'screaming leaves.'

Fred stopped reading for a moment. Then he read on. ‘'Bending
and swaying with air currents.' With just a hint of alarm, he
closed the folder and the drawer. He was sure it wasn't healthy
for Janet to stay up so much, but she presented such a stable,
content picture and her poetry really was improving, so he de-
cided to let the matter rest until she displayed any unnatural
signs. But then, he had doubts and decided, after all, to ques-
tion her the next morning.

*Don't you get tired of serving food?” Fred asked Janet as she
set a plate of scrambled eggs in front of him.

"No, I don't think about 1t much, especially now because I'm
working nights and business 1s a lot slower,” she told him in a
monotone.

“Well, what have you been thinking about lately?" he asked con-
cernedly, picking up a fork.

Janet smiled and sat down at the table. “How to combine parme-
san cheese, onion, milk, pepper and egg in poem,” she told him.

He 1ooked up from his plate, a stice of toast held in his hand.
“You're putting food theory in poem now?® Fred asked, a 1ittle
wore concerned.

"Cheeses are broken, solid particles. Mowed grass is like pep-
pers, which are stiff 1ike plastic leaves on artificial plants.
Onfons are white. pure and fnnocent. They're all to be eaten H
vigorous writers. When cheese is eaten by a poet, she can eastly
relate to the feelings of a goat and then the poet can better de-
scribe the actions of an animal,” Janet hypothesized.

“Where have you seen a goat lately?” Fred asked Janet, stifling
a taugh, but getting a 1ittle more disturbed with the repetition
of Janet's food theorizing every day.

Janet ignored the guestion, poured more coffee, and continued.
"Peppers make me feel 1ike the grass and my natural transference
gives me time to be freer and more creative."”

"Your creativity is a revolving sign. I'11 see you tonight,"
Fred said, finishing his milk and kissing Janet goodbye.

After breakfast, the poet worked for several hours, but 'The

" Bluebell' wasn't progressing. She had revised it too many times

and it seemed to her that there wasn't anything of value left to
the poem, so Janet decided to take a break and stare at words.
She took out the vocabulary 1ist and studied the new words for
awhile, but that act tired her soon and the poet decided to go

Cobiue d nepf page



Cordtina pravious PR
to the Toddle House for a cup of hot chocolate. "I'11 cut autumn
down,” she laughed, putting on a jacket and stuffing the vocabu-
lary 1ist in her denim bag.

The poet walked to the diner and sat down at the kitchen end of
the counter. She ordered the hot chocolate, though she changed
her mind about drinking it as soon as it was set down. Janet
pushed the cup aside and took a pair of manicure scissors from her
cosmetic bag. After whipping out the vocabulary 1ist, the poet
began to cut 1t up. At first, she cut through the paper with ra-
pid, brusque incisions, but then Janet siowed the scissors down
and started cutting out figures. A couple of familiar customers
Tooked over to her and tried to hide their grins. The poet was
oblivious to them as she was busy projecting names of literary fi-
gures on the cutouts. Bluebell not finished, vocabulary 1ist de-
stroyed.

Janet was clearing out her denim bag that evening and Fred
caught sight of the paper dolls. “What poem fncited those crea-
tures?" he asked, inhibiting a laugh.

“'The Bluebell,'" she repiied indifferently.

"Your paper stories are getting thinner and thinner," he com-
mented. Janet smiled a 1ittle as she crumbled the paper dolls and
put everything back in her bag, but she didn’t retort.

Another 1ight evening finished and lighter evenings followed,
but Janet was pushing herself too much and Fred finally had to
stop her.

He put an end to Janet's nightly poetry work when he found out
that she had been up for three nights in'a row. Ome morning, he
had found her asleep at the desk with the pen sti11 in her hand.
The next morning, he had caught her scribbling furiously at seven
and, despite her refusal to acknowledge him, Fred had pulled the
yellow paper out from under Janet's fingers and a rapidly moving
pen, finally admitting to himself that Janet needed reprimanding.

My Self, .My Many-Sided Self, My Selves. The poem was four
pages long and was unrhymed, unmetered, and nondescript. "A bro-
ken rhyme scheme was inadequate creation at one time," Fred com-
mented.

"I'm not falling asleep with the pen in my hand," the poet at-
tempted to argue.

"Your uneducated ancestry, your job's respectable slavery, and
your escaped lovers! Who are you trying to kid, Janet?" Fred bel-
Towed.

"I'm not trying to fool anybody," Janet whined.

"Janet, I think your writing would be a little saner if you
went to bed once in awhile."” Fred had to usher her to bed
against protests, but she seemed to take his criticism seriously
and the night poetry ended.

But then, the mental cabinet of food theory kept the poet busy
for several weeks and she began to apply her theoretical power by
cooking more interesting meals as well as attempting food theory
in poetry. Fred was still observing Janet closely, and he was be-
coming more and more worried. They weren't visiting friends as
often and the weekends were usvally lazy-at-home TV watching or
magazine reading, but Fred had talked Janet into an old get-to-
gether with his friends. {To be continued)

SCAPEGOAT OF HISTORY

by Sigmund Weiss
I am Cain, scapegoat of history,
In a fit of anger, I killed Abel.
Many called him good, me evil.
So those who think they are the best of humanity
put fetters around me to labor 1ike a horse;
set into my two gritty hands picks, shovels, axes
by which I turned earth into highways, factories,
homes, guns, bombs, airplanes, electricity and gasses.
Out of my doom they civilized me

BABLET ., v..c. cotens

This is strenuous theatrical entertainment;
a group perfermance, rather stylized with ela-
borate settings, scenery and uniforms. Suc-
cessful ballet interludes require many dedica-
ted years of intensive training. This fre-
quently begins at an early age. Besides phy-
sical technique, a thorough knowledge of kine-

" siology, the study of the principles of mecha-

to sling upon my shoulder rifles,
to carry as sidearms guns, knives,
to look upon strangers as enemies,
to hate to kill to terrorize;

yet in all this they forgot

that out of the mire of 1iving,
that out of the poverty of the condemned,
that out of the privations of toil,
arises sympathy, friendship, a togetherness

that goes arm in arm with love,

a rising out of the breasts and minds of laborers,

of wage slaves arise revolutions,

that tear apart those dogmatisms that enchain our minds.
The laborer builds civilizations, develops commerce,

all this nation by natfon in their patterns of sweat.

If the bricklayers, the factory workers, the miners, the
are not the true powers in any civilization

such civilizations are doomed with those who rule
against the needs of the laborer the worker the miner

No Seace Toe
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the farmer; doomed eternally as histories misread, misinﬁqnﬂ”

by dead-heads in universities writing dead-head books.

nics and anatomy relative to human movement, is
desirable to become expert. The form and grace
of jete, arabesque, pirouette and pas de cing
can catapult a team to a convincing winning
season and high scores on the way to the final
four. If you like ballet you will love
basketball.

POSTCARD FROM DEAD-LAKES, ONTARIO
by Jeff Walken
Behold Reagan's statue—Eternal,
But for acid deposition—Infernal!l
May incontinent skies
Sting those blind marble eyes
Till the likeness is that of a Urinall

FRED THE POSER BAD GUY vs.
THE LUCKIEST MAN ON EARTH
by Dain Luscombe

Johnathan Rockwell was the luckiest man on the planet
Earth.

He was remarkably intelligent, good-looking, and was
a billionaire (though he didn't want it known). He had
never had any broken limbs—or even a light scratch, for
that matter—because things that were thrown at him had
a tendency to switch directions for no apparent reason.

Once, when he was 21 and running for mayor (he served
for four years), one of his more persistent assassins
put rat poison in his drink, and just as Johnathan was
about to reach for the poisoned drink a freak meteor
Storm occurred and one of the 3-foot boulders fell
through the ceéiling, smashed through the table (and the
drink) and most of Johnathan's uncle's body (the uncle
who had, luckily, left Johnathan a nice piece of proper-
ty and over two million dollars in his will). Johnathan
himself was untouched. The assassin, however, was cap-
tured and thrown off a cliff by several senior citizens
who had something against people with weird haircuts.

Yes, it was undisputed, God really liked Johnathan
and really hated anyone who didn't do the same (this was
evident because whenever a person did anything wrong to
Johnathan they usually ended up getting shot by rioting
circus animals or something of the sort). He was defi-
nitely not the sort of person you wanted to threaten in
any way...

Fred had always dreamed about being a bad guy.

He was all ready now. He had the gun tucked stylish-
ly in the pocket/holster he had sewn in his oversized
coat. He slipped on the $49.99 "shades" had had just

- bought. When at the checkout counter, the clerk had
said the sunglasses looked like "some druggy's.” That
comment had made him feel good, but he couldn't exactly
figure out why. It was either because he liked being
associated with something that evil or because the clerk
had actually said something that wasn't an insult. He
thought that was a pretty big development in their re-
lationship.

Although he was feeling confident about his "shades,"
several other things were troubling him. In the book he
had found about mugging, it had a chapter on picking a
threatening title, and in his rush to begin his new ca-

. reer he had skipped that chapter, thinking that "Fred"
was good enough. Also, his three-day-old overcoat was
still new-looking, even though he had spent over an hour
wearing holes in it with a sandpaper block and had pur-
posely spilt ketchup on it seven times.

He brooded on these problems for a while but decided
to move on. It was starting to get dark and, as Fred
stylishly climbed down the fire escape and saw Johnathan
walking down the alley, he thought to himself, gradua-
tion had begun... 19



Well, the new ANAZING HEROES PREVIEW SPECIAL (#145, Fantagra-
phics Books, $6.95 US/$8.95 Can.) got here just in time for this
column. Does anyone out there happen to know why subscribers to
AH and other Fantagraphics periodicals have to wait nearly a month
after the release date to get the damn things? Anyway, the Pre-
view has become almost as valuable as the Price Guide when it
comes to keeping track of what's going on. With this issue it is
almost as big as the damn Guide as well. At 280+ pages, the thing
looks 1ike the phone book for my hometown. It does have a lot
more laughs than the latter, even though It's a bit harder to make
goofy phone calls to Fantagraphics...This issue has a nice long
piece by Alan Moore in which he discusses his favorite comic ti-
tles, a few of which may be new to you. They include CONCRETE,
MELLBLAZER, NEAT STUFF, YUMMY FUR and LOVE & ROCKETS, among
others. There are also a few short interviews thrown into the is-
sue with the likes of Dave Stevens, Howard Chaykin, Mike Grell and
several more. R

One of the best things about the Preview is that it not only
lets you find out what is happening in the future of your fave,
but also what has been going on In books that you wouldn't touch
with a ten-foot pole. | mean, why pick up crap like SPIDER-MAN
{now In three titles) or SUPERMAN (soon to be in four) when the
nice people at AH will fi11 you in on what Peter and Clark are up
to? For instance, SPIDER-MAN will find his wife missing and then
have to face the deadly due of STYX & STONE!Il Boy, there's heavy
duty excitement for ya...

A good addition to the layout this time around is a genre-by-
genre breakdown of some of the titles available and upcoming. If
you're looking for "funny animals,' horror, humor, manga, movie
and TV spinoffs, etc., you'll find them here. There is a separate
section for graphic novels, which has become a regular feature,
and a new section which lists the nominations for the 1988 Witl
Eisner Comics Industry Awards and the Harvey Awards, the two com-
peting groups that arose from the ashes of the Kirby Awards,
While a number of categories overlap, there are some differences.
The Eisner has a 'Best Black & White Series'' and “Best Art Team,'
while the Harvey allows voting for ''Best Reprint Project,'’ 'Best
American Edition of Forelgn Material' and a "“Special Award for
Excellence in Production.! B8oth these groups are voted on by
working professionals and are not 'fan'' swards like the CBG
AMwards. Much of this stuff is cutting-edge and is well worth
leoking at. Two names crop up repeatedly In both nominations—
Paul Chadwick and his creation CONCRETE. This is THE book for you
all to try.

Hey, for all you frustrated writers/artists/letterhacks, there
Is a listing In the back of the book of all the publishers® ad-
dresses so you can send in those submissions.

Some things to look forward to are:

THE PRISONER—This k-part series from DC will take up the story
20 years after the TV show. )

COSMIC ODYSSEY—Ailso from DC, this will feature Darkseid lead-
ing a group of "heroes' to stop the Anti-Life formula from doing
them all in. This will lead into the new NEW GODS series.

INVASI0N! —This Is the big DL crossover series (three biweekly
issues, plus a number of tie-ins), which has a number of alien
races taking over the Earth to do away with the super-heroes.
(1711 talk more about this én upcoming FCFs.)

AARGH (Artists Against Rampant Government Homophobia)=—This
one-shot British book will try to raise funds for the Organization
of Lesblan and Gay Action and will be published by Alan Moore's
own company, Mad Love.

SWORD IN STONE PRODUCTIONS has purchased the reprint rights to
much of the Chariton materlal. They also are planning some new
material with characters like ROG-2000 that weren't part of the DC
package.

SATMAN #426 (now on sale) through #429 will consist of a four-
part Joker series and will culminate In the "serious' wounding of
Robin. Readers will be given a 900 phone number to call and vote
on whether or not Robin lives. (Since lt'si.)lason Todd and not
Dick Grayson, | urge a "YES FOR DEATH'' vote

bC lsyplu'\nlng a BUGS BUNNY three-issue miniseries, which will
consist of a continuing story! Bugs Iis fired by Warner Bros.,
which Is (shades of Roger Rabbit!) being acquired by another com-
pany that Is buying up everything. Sounds like & mus t-have-dou-
ble-bag for sure!

This only covers a few of the things that the Preview brought
up, ond you'd be smart to pick up a copy If you have more than a
passing interest in comics. Although this column shows my prefer-
ences, the Preview has hundreds of previews on béws and the few
remaining “undergrounds'' as well.

Briefly, you might want to plck up CRITTERS #30 with a FISSION
CHICKEN story by J.P. Morgan (the last chapter of 'They Saved

Walt's Brain!"). Also on the stands is the latest issue of SECRET

ORIGINS (#33), with the ICE MAIDEN origin by Valentino.
20A final recommendation for the two-issue SILVER SURFER series

My Boycotts ¢, uank rose

Attempting to 1ive 1ife as a semi-liberal, half-committed ide-
alistic cynic is difficult at best. One of the areas of conten-
tion which springs up between my grassroots activist side and my
establishment capitalist side is that of boycotts. I have a num-
ber of them.

Participating in a boycott is very easy; all it requires is
something to piss one off, a decision, and then a 1little will-
power, Backing out of a boycott is harder, as it requires either
that the original pissing off condition be somehow alleviated or
a drastic change be made in one's personal principles (neither of
wvhich happens with much frequency). Thus, if one ends up parti-
cipating in too many boycotts, one ends up not participating in
anything at all.

At present, my boycotts number five. This number can change
daily, depending on what horror stories I read in the newspapers,
what happens to me during the day, or whether I eat lima beans for
lunch or not. For those of you who just haven't been active
enough in activisa, here are my choices for the commercial insti-
tutions that should either shape up or be shipped out of our
shopping 1lists.

1. Burger King-—There are two veasons (besides nutritional) not to
eat Whoppers, Whalers or whatnot. One, they have an interest in
destroying the Amazonian rain forest. I haven't heard much about
this aspect lately, but if there's a profit in it, you can bet
they haven't stopped cutting down the trees. Two, they buy Ice-
landic fish for their Whaler sandwiches. Appropriate name, as
Iceland is one of the countries which still commits whaling on a
regular sanctioned basis. It's a shame really, as I love fast
food and B.K. was always my favorite among the rather undistin-
guished crowd. But whales and trees come first.

2. Hawaiian Airlines—The newest one on my list. During a recent
trip (to be chronicled in 1J #63), we were delayed two hours at
one Hawaiian airport, seven hours st another; given a meal ticket
worth $6.50 each, when there was no meal on the menu priced under
$6.95; they lost our baggsge after stating our bags would be on
the delayed flight; then when they finally did find our baggage,
they delivered it three and a half hours late in the wee hours of
the morning. Plus, it was interesting toc see a scuffle that en-
sued between a tourist and s native at the Kona Airport while a
hapless Hawaiian Airlines employee attempted to maintain peace.
It was also interesting to see one of the security guards at the
Honmolulu Airport lose his ring of keys. He never even heard them
hit the ground, and some goodly tourist had to alert him.

3. Waldenbooks—To tell you the truth, I boycott most large chain
bookstores. They're all interminably dull, make most of their
money off trash and non-books, and none of them carry INSIDE JOKE.
But Walden was the first one I know of to announce that they would
not carry books from small press publishers on their shelves, due
to the difficulty of ordering small quantities from a number of
different publishers. Well, so much for freedom of choice or
hopes of finding even a woderate selection of books.

4, B. Dalton Books—This deserves special mention because of their
horrible, despicable caricature of someone who likes books; you
know, the buffoon who smiles at the camera, bowtie sparkling perk-
1ly, and oozes, "You can call me 'Books.'" 1'd rather call him
dead. Por thirty years now, librarisns, writers and readers have
struggled to rid themselves of the stereotypical bookworm image,
This image is of a dandified fop, with spectacles, a gentle de~
meanor, and of questionable sexuality (frigidity in women—remem-
ber those movies where the town librarian was saved by a non-
reading macho type guy?—and bewilderment in men—is he or isn't
he gay?, he does read, you know). For thirty years, this image
has been denied, and now an institution in the business of selling
books, no less, glorifies it wbth this poorly-done charade. Ptui,
1 spit on B. Dalton. There are simply far too many good indepen-
dent bookstores around who respect the reader in matters of taste
and style to bother with any of the chain stores.

5. Raifier Beer~You Easterners may not be familiar with "the only
beer we drink 'round here," but Rainier is a nice, inexpensive
brew made in the Emerald City of Seattle. It was quite drinkable,
at least until they chenged their advertising sccount managers.
They used to have these great humorous spots, things like Jacques
Cousteau boating down the river in search of beer masquerading as
water creatures ("For now we can only emjoy ‘zem"), a pretty lass
on a motor scooter and the engine makes the sound "Rasaiiineeerr,”
and, oh, plenty of others. Now, however, they decided to "up-
grade” the look of the cials, r d all the humwor and ori-
ginality, and made the new spots exactly like every other beer
compercisl. Some of them come complete with nightclubs, hot bands
and glitz (to compete with Michelob), and some promote the city as
& beach town with cool parties, frisbees, and wild surf. Folks,
Seattle is not a beach town. What was special and unique about
this city (its quirky originality) was tossed to the winds in fa-
vor of a blitz bssed on demographics, and aimed at people who
don't know any better. That deserves a total boycott every time.

There must be a couple of other (couple of hundred) institu-
tions and things I could mention worthy of being boycotted into

nonexistence. But first, 1'll leave you with these five. Now
it's your turn.

Sten Lee and Mobius (yep!). The best Surfer story in a decade.
Next time we'l!l look at & couple of Westerns and whatever else

. we feel like., By the way, If you'd like to send me a comic to re-
. view or want me to go out and buy one you'd recommend, write me
c/o INSIDE JOKE and let me know.



SHOT DEAD?

A Divertimento in K with Codas in G and A
for Gus by Michael Capobianco

It was Laura Naamaan's first case, and she was almost stumped
by it. 1 always said she was too good-looking to be a cop anyhow.
Now she's gone off to do something simple, have a baby.

I'm gonna try to tell you about this crazy business just the
way | got it from her and the others involved.

“Chief," Laura said to me on that first day, 'Mike has the
corpse now. It's full of bullets, and | have a confession.'
Butcherkowski Is our medical examiner.

“Great," | said, "no problems then. Who confessed?"

Laura came close to my desk. Her large figure loomed over me.

Y“For God's sake, sit down, Laura."

“Sure Chief,' she smiled, and | meited.

“"Okay, now tell me about it."

"“Name's Manny Uno, a drifter. Claims he shot Jake Cushion yes-
terday at noon. Said he wanted to give him a bullet for lunch."”

“Oh brother.” | puffed out some air and shook my head. 'Mhat
else have you got?"

"Nothing."

""Nothing?"

ell, he's still under Interrogation, but when | left he was
refusing to say anything else.'

‘What about Cushion?'

YA banker. Clean, as far as we know."

"'Okay, 1't! look in on it later. Keep In touch with Mike."

‘Yes sir."

She was back in my office in a half-hour.

‘What's up?" | asked.

"Guy named Willie Zwel just walked in and confessed to the mur-
der of Jack Cushion."

"Huh?"

"Yeah. Claims he's the real killer because he plugged 'im at
six A.M. yesterday. A bullet for breakfast, he said."

"What the hell's goin' on here. What's Mike got to say?*!

"| was just about to tell you,' she said, pretty smile on pret-
ty face. 'He's nailed down the time of death precisely. Says
there's no mistake about that. You know, all that new modern
equipment he has..."

"Yeah, yeah. 6o on."

She moved closer to my desk, and | felt her shadow over me.
"The time of death was midnight,' she said.

“Last night.”

“Jh-uh. Night before.”

""Now wait a minute—"

"|t's right, Chief, and Mike hasn't been able to determine the
cause of death yet." .

"What! | thought you sald the body was fulla bullets."

it js. He's stl]] taking them out. Says he's never seen any-
thing like it.”

There was a sudden crash outside the office. The door burst
open and a young man came struggling in, a police officer holding
each arm. He was handsome, of dark complexion with a thin mous-
tache. His body was muscular and wiry.

"He just forced his way in, Chief,' said one of the officers.
We tried to hold him back." ‘

"] kitled him,'" the young man sald.

VNot another one,'' Laura said,

"What's your name?'' | asked.

""Renée Trols. And | was at Cushion's house in the middle of
the night—three A.M. to be exact—and | put a bullet *into ‘im
then."

“Get 'im outta here,” | sald. 'Laura, we're gonna sit down and
have a talk with all three o' these guys."

Now here's where it really gets crazy.
eyes on Trois, he jumped up.

"That man's a liar,' he said. 'l was at Jake's before he was.

{ shot him at one-thirty in the morning."

"Wou swine," shouted Zwei, his long blond hair bobbing with ex-
citement, "I killed him at just forty-five minutes after midnight."
"The truth must be told,' sald Trois. ''1 was there before any

of you. My shot was at twelve-twenty A.M."

"Too late!' Uno screamed. "I did it at twelve-ten!"

2wei stood up. "But | was just before you st twelve-o-five."

"Mais non," said Trols, 'l shot before that at twelve-o-twol'

“okay now, stop It! Stop it, alla yal'' | yelled, but my voice
was drowned out by the loud ring of the telephone. Funny how
phones always seem to be In an echo chamber around here.

“it1) get it, Chief," Laura said. '"Naamaan...Oh, hi Mike,
what's doin'?...) see. Okay, |'1l tell 'im,..It was Butcherkow-
ski, Chief. He says he's given Cushion's body over to an assis-
tant. He has to get on with other jobs, and they're stl111 taking
out buliets. 1t doesn't seem to end, and he still doesn't know
about cause of death.'

“awright, you guys, | sald, "let's have it.
that you were all there at Jake's together.'

They looked at each other.

Uno said, "I guess we'd better tell him."

"Jah, | guess so,' said Zwei.

‘We computerized the whole thing,' ssid Trois. ''Shots going
of f at twelve-o-one, twelve and thirty seconds, twelve and fif-
teen seconds, twelve and ten seconds, and so on."

“But what time was the first shot?'' Laura asked.

Mike

"| shot Jake Cushion dead."

The minute Uno laid

1t seems to me

A MAN nr nlENlTY by Andy Robents

The gentleman continued to refuse his commands. "1
am a man of dignity, sefior."

"Of course, sefior, how well I know.
this for me."

"I am sorry, sefor, but I cannot."

"You make things very difficult.” -

"Nevertheless..."

"please, sehor." The little man neared exasperation.
"I am begging you, sefior, please drop your trousers."

The gentleman tightened the hold on his pants. "No."

"Please, sehor." He reached for the taller man's
trousers, "How am I to do it then?"

"That is not my concern."

Prustrated, the 1little man changed tactics.
me, sefior, I know what I am doing.
return customers."

"I am a man of dignity," said the gentleman, standing
at attention.

"But you have come to me nevertheless."

"Yes...I..,.Sweet Jesus!" The taller man's will seem
seemed to break. "I must," he quivered. All the starch
went out of his bearing as he loosened the belt on his
tro:.:sers. "Sometimes one must throw aside one's digni-
ty.

"Yes, one must." The little man moved in expertly as
the gentleman's trousers hit the floor. "Ach! these men
of dignity!" the little proctologist clucked to himself.
"They make life so difficult...Now bend... that's it...
Ah, it is only a hemorrhoid, sefior.”

ececooeceeooeoo00000

"“What first shot?'" sald Uno. 'Was there a first shot?"

Laura's face became twisted in thought. Then a broad smile
formed, and her round eyes brightened.

“Chief," she sald, "l think | understand.

"Right up to midnight there's always a shot before any shot you
pick. See what | mean? Plick the one at thirty seconds before
midnight. That didn't ki1l Cushion because there was one before
that, at fifteen seconds after. But that one didn't kill him
either because there was one at twelve-ten, and so on. In fact, |
don't think you can say he was killed by a bullet at all. You'll
never find that first shot! That's why Mike is having such a
heliuva time determining the cause of death, see?'

“Phew," | said, "'too deep fer me. Book all three of ‘em on
conspiracy. 1've had it with this case."

That was two years ago. Lasura's had her baby now. Norma-Jean
was born September 30, 2020, and she is one year old today. Iit's
clear the kid was implanted on New Year's Eve 2019, but there's a
terrible problem regarding paternity. You see, pretty Laura was
always pretty generous herself, and she admits to being at a
pretty wild party that night with a lot of guys. | won't use any
names, but Mr. A claims he had her at 11:30 P.M., Jjust before
things really began to warm up for the big celebration. He claims
he's the father. But along comes Mr. B, who says that we all know
that the impregnation took place a lot closer to midnight than
that, and he was with Laura at 11:45. Nah, says Mr. C, I'm the
pop because | got ‘er at 11:55. But then D says he had her at
11:59, and E says 11:59 and 30 seconds, and...the courts are still
tryin' to figure it out.

Well, this aln't the first time I'm tellin' this story. No, in
fact | remember writing it down a year ago when Norma-Jean was
born. But that wasn't the first time either because | wanted to
write It while It was still pretty fresh in my mind, so | actually
put pen to paper only one month after we booked those three guys.

Now Butcherkowsk! calls me the other day and says he wants to
read a version of the story that § wrote one week after the inci-
dent. That reminded me that, in fact, | wrote it the next day!
When the next day? Well, at noon, | think. No, It was at 6 A.N.
No, wait a minute, | actually started it at three in the morning.
No, no, that's not right. It was 1:30 A.M. Or was it even
earlier? VYes, 12:30, | believe. Wrong again, It was at 12:15.
But no! | really did it at 12:10—no, 12:05—Huh? 12:01...At this
rate, | never wrote |t, so what the hell are you readin'?
EPILOGUE: December 31, 2031

This is my last day on the job. | retire from the force start-
ing tomorrow, and 1'm gonna sail away for quite a while. Butcher-
kowski's staff fs still taking bullets out of Jske Cushion's body.
We eibalm periodically so that we can keep up this work. Don't
ask me on what days and times we embalm, or I'm llable to give ya
another coda, and two are enough. In fact, enough is enough! If
you're ever in Honolutu, Yook me up.

Hichael Z. McGillahanty
Former Chief 21
Arroyo Grande Bureau of Detectives

But you must do

"Trust
All my clients are



asterMat

{xplaiq{.. p
The Real New York

by Witliam G. Raley

In addition to my intergalactic travels—too bad Air Andromeda

doesn't have a frequent flyer program—I| have canvassed extensive-
ly the land masses of Earth. 1 have visited the Far East (Phoenix
City, Alabama) and the Deep South (Mobile, Alabama; Incidentally,
if you play the Who's song "Going Mobile" backward, they sing,
"Going to Mobile'—scary stuff).

Seriously though, today's topic is my recent trip to New York,
the City That Never Shrugs. This was my fourth sojourn to the Big
Apple; | tried not to duplicate any previous sightseeing and, by
my calculations, after 117 more visits, 1')1 have seen everything.
Then | can start on Brooklyn.

Unfortunately, what |'d hoped to be a feisurely vacation turned
into an emotionally and physically exhausting quest for the real
New York, thanks to a last-minute alpha-wave message from the
Oriel Orator. Turns out the C.H.U.D. archives' copy of the video-
cassette on that topic had become damaged, and the ambassador from
Equilene was threatening war 1f he couldn't rent it. Techniclans
would do all the editing and post-production work; all | needed to
do was supply some photos and the script. With that introduction,
| present the following:

I spent my first night (Saturday) wandering around midtown Man-
hattan, pondering my Itinerary. | wound up on k2nd Street and
stepped into the Little italy pizza parlor (which | highly recom-

.mend). There | met Morgan Freeman, Oscar-nominated for his role
as a pimp in the film "Streetsmart." At first he told me to leave
him alone, since he was getting into character for the sequel,
After he found out who ! was, we became the best of friends. |
even offered him my MasterMath tax preparation service at a re-
duced rate—two slices of pepperoni plzza and a large Coke. He
produced a shoebox containing his receipts and W-2s, and we did it
then and there. After he left, | came across a secret passageway,
and found out this shop was merely a front for another enterprise,
Big italy. It's basically the same as Little ftaly, only they put
Tess fce in the drinks. Remember, you heard it here first.

The next day, Sunday, | took a walking tour of SoHo, which was
dumb, since all the galleries were closed—1! could've sworn | set
my watch shead three hours! Anyway, what ! was really looking for
were locations from the movie After Hours,' a fine film, which |
have seen, | believe, once. —DON'T LISTEN TO HIM, HE'S OBSESSED
WITH THE MOYIE. HE'S SEEN IT TEN TIMES! FIVE MORE TIMES AND HE'S
IN THE JOHN HINCKLEY CATEGORY! I TELL YOU, HE CAN'T SEPARATE FAN-
TASY FROM REALITY. HE EVEN CALLED 243-3460 AND ASKED TO SPEAK TO
— Imagine my disappointment when | discovered most of them don't
exist. Residents of Mississippi are excused from trying to ima-
gine anything—1 don't want to be accused of causing stress, In
brief, 28 Howard is not a loft, the loft at 158 Spring couldn't
have been the one in the film, and there is no Club BerTin at the
corner of West Broadway and Grand, Sigh.

On the same topic, more or less, the writers® strike kept me
from seeing 'Late Night with David Letterman,” True, | didn't
have tickets, but when | called him at home the week before, and
his answering machine sald, "i*1) get back with you,'" | took that
to mean | could get in. Imagine my surprise when | showed up at a
pltch-black 30 Rockefeller Plaza at 12:30 in the a.m. ') demanded
the security guard take me to the studio. When he informed me no
show was being filmed that night, | asked him to direct me to
David's office, so he and | could discuss important comedy stuff,
(Letterman's style of humour and My own are very similar, as you
may have noticed.) When he said David had gone for the day, |
grew suspicious. | left then, but vowed to return, that | might
further pursue THE KIDNAPPING OF DAVID LETTERMAN! What else could
have stopped this genius from the practicing of his craft? i

called The Natlonal Enquirer immediately with the breaking story, .
to nab a few headlines (and doliars), but was told, Yeah, we know

already—you got any photos?'' $o to you, David, wherever you are,

| dedicate this list, since you aren't on the air live to say

something equally funny:

10 THINGS 1 WOULD HAVE ASKED DAVID LETTERMAN

10. Weren't you with the group, the Lettermen?

9. How many times have you seen hte movie "After Hours''?

8. Why do the subway drivers say "Houston St." instead of
""Houston St,''?

7. Why does half of your viewer mail come from California, and
who circles the important parts of each letter in red crayon?

6. Why does your show come on so late at night, and why can’t my
VCR tape both it and "Alrwolf"?

5. What movies have you been in?

S3333333355555555555308555552585588285538535558888888883
STOP AND THINK.
If it weren’t for this birdbrain and what he’s been
doing for forty years you wouldn't even be living
assuming that you are in your miillionth lifetime
more or less. Send SASE to arithmetically, spiritu-
ally and secularly sound
4 WAY HEREBEFORES
Box 2243 - YOUNGSTOWN, OHIO, 44504
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" into eating sushi for the first time.

.. |s because one of the engines have fallen off the plane.

* my upcoming visit to Qard, the greeting card planet,

INTERESTING

by Mary Ann Henn
I sat in a town cafe
one winter night
listening to a couple
next to me. What
did I hear? She
was a divorcee
and so was he.
They were trying
to work things out

to remarry

they said. She sounded
whiney, take care

of me, sort of thing.
But so did he.

What did I hear?

He was looking

for a mother. She
was looking for a
father. Interesting.
Would it work?

4. Why Is New York so far north?

3. Can | write your autobiography? (1°11 give you some of the
money . )

2. Are you and Teri Garr going to get married, or what?

1. Hey, David, 1've got a great idea for a ""Top Ten'" 1ist—wanna
hear it?

On onday ! took a leisurely stroll through Central Park.
There | came face to face with a strange and foreboding—more or
less—Egyptian obelisk, The hieroglyphics on the stone were
transcribed conveniently on a plaque for the casual observer, per-
haps too conveniently. |, MasterMath, unearthed their true mean-
ing. | crouched down next to the monument with my ear pressed in-
tently against its north side, and whispered the magic words:
"Live from New York, It's Saturday night!" | heard a tow rumbi-
ing, then a deep thundering volce said, Do not stray Into yon
Strawberry Fields. Many writers of comedy have entered therein,
never to be seen again!" | was incredulous. ‘“Like who?" | asked.
Have you seen any episddes of 'Great White North' on SCTV lately?"
I had to admit, the obelisk had a point, as obelisks generally do.

Next, | went to the Museum of Natural History, where, due to
mysterious circumstances, my camera malfunctioned. -~O0K, MASTER-
MATH, YOUR MONEY OR YOUR LIFE! HEY, WHAT HAPPENED TO THE LIGHTS?
WHERE'S THIS SUBWAY GOING ANYWAY, THERE AIN'T NO 1,013TH STREET!
HOW'D THAT BEACH AND THOSE PALM TREES GET HERE? DAMN IT'S HUMID.
I THINK I'M GONNA PASS OUT— | was powerless to record any of the
exhibits for posterity, or for posterity's younger sister, the fu-
ture. What was it that the prying eyes of my quest weren't sup-
posed to see? Was it something simple, 1ike the only five known
fossils of the prehistoric bird, archaeopteryx? Or could it have
been something more ominous, like the museum's practice of giving
steriods to shrew so they could be presented to the public as
voles? The universe may never know.

Then | made my dinner rendezvous with Beth {not her real name),
my friend from high school who lives In New York, who talked me
Actually, the raw fish part
wasn't bad; It's Just that she’couldn’t convince me that eating
kelp differed substantlally from chewing on dead leaves. Exten-
sive research at the New York Public Library confirmed my suspi-
cions about the true nature of kelp. Later we enjoyed an evening
at the improv, which included a cameo appearance by Woody Allen or
a8 reasonable facsimile (I've got a call in to him to clarify the

int).

Fe Tuesday was the day for me to finally meet our beloved editrix.
She told me specifically to take the "N' or the "R" train to
Greenwich Village., However, Fate intervened; | took the number 1
train instead, ending up miles away from my intended destination.
Actually, Fate isn't a bad guy. Naturally, he was inducted into
C.H.U.D. well before me. He's quite the practical joker, and not
a bad canasta player. Anyway, Elayne and | had a nice lunch at
Stiletto's Pizza, whereupon she directed me to take the F train—
that's the F train, are you sure you got it it's the F train-—back
uptown, —HELLO, I'M JUST HERE TO DELIVER A MESSAGE TO THOSE OF
YOU EXPECTING THE USUAL THREE SILLY, POINTLESS INTERRUPTIONS INA
MASTERMATH ARTICLE. THE MESSAGE IS THAT THIS ARTICLE WILL CONTAIN
ONLY TWO— Believe it or not, that's acty§lly the train | took.
One other locale | visited was the Museum of Broadcasting.

" There | uncovered a clandestine plot to suppress viewing of a cer-

tain television program. Despite the fact that the museum has
over 16,000 radio and video tapes on file, they failed to have
even one of '‘Journey to the Unknown.'" Were they afraid 1 would
discover the hidden meaning to the plots of this obscure program,
which was aired on ABC for only the 1968 season? Or was the theme
music deemed too haunting, too eerie for the general pubtic (hence
subject to subversive use by a power-mad megalomanlac?? Elayne,
you're a member of the MoB; check into this, please!

Having received word from Oo that | had quested for a suffi-
cient period of time, | celebrated that night by seeing the off-~
Broadway play, 'Vampire Lesbians of Sodom.' Excellent. A fine
example of the actor's craft, although 1 must say it was the first
time 1'd heard Sodom and Gomorrah referred to as "twin citles."

!'m now 38,000 feet In the air, on my way to visit my sister
(not her real name) in Florida. i'm a bit apprehensive about the
pilot's credentials, though. He's John Cleese, of Monty Python
fame. Perhaps my adventure hasn't yet ended. Uh oh, we're exper-
iencing some turbulence!

"This Is your captain speaking. As the more astute among you
have noticed, we are currently experiencing some turbulence. That
| assure
you the reason the plane is plummeting toward the earth is that we
are going to retrieve it. However, we are perfectly well equipped
to reach our destination on our remaining—how many?—one engine."

Well, readers, 1'11 see you later—maybe! If so, 1'1] explain
Unti! then,
analyze & mallbox!



Another Bamn Space Opera

FROM THE MEMOIRS OF VIVILAN

SUPERNOVITCH: INDEPENDENT CONTRACTOR
by James MacDougall

LOG ENTRY #2 - FURTHER PLOT ELEMENTS

Among the lowlifes that frequent the Gehenna spaceport it is
considered extremely poor manners to walk around with a charged
handgun. For one thing, most guns throw a .45 cal. slug, which
should be enough for dealing with day-to-day life situations (bar-
room brawls, domestic disputes, etc.). The charger just gives the
bullet a strong electric charge which discharges into the victim,
and this is totally superfluous unless your sole intention Is to
kill whomever you hit.

So | knew that the thug who had followed me out of the bar, the
charger on his sidearm softly humming, was planning my swift and
inglorious end.

1 hated that.

The Hell with him, he'd have to walt.
call.

| found a public phone outside another bar; the pedestrian
traffic was heavy enough to discourage homicide. My friend the
assassin positioned himself across the street where he could glare
at me impatiently.

! called my ship and was answered on the first ring. | got
audio but not video. Whir. "Berth 14, the Idiot's Luck, this is
Lucky herself speaking." Click.

| ground my teeth. ''What's this 'whir, click' stuff? You have
the best vocoder on the market,” | told the ship.

Whir. 'Yes, but you always say you hate machines that don't
sound like machines.” Click.

That crack cost me another layer of tooth enamel.
but | hate smartassed machines even more.

The thug across the street displayed his impatience by stamping
his feet. Did the idiot think | couldn't see him? | was tempted
to shout, "Hang on, 1'l1 be with you in just a minute."

“ucky, | have to get ahold of Mef.*

Whir. ‘'Well, Mef's here right now, but..." Lucky paused as if
gathering her thoughts, and given the speed of her processors this
was obviously another affectation. Grind. ''Actually, Mef isn't
alone. This is a new record for him.” Click.

| started to grind my teeth, but my jaw was starting to hurt,
s0 | just grimaced instead. Mef was the best pilot ever issued a
forged masters license. But there is a direct relationship be-
tween pilot skili and sex drive (the Cruise Effect, | once heard

! had to make a phone

It's true,

it called). | hate pilots.

Dumdum was now trying to pace inconspicuousty and falling mi-
serably.

Whir. 'Do you want me to put you through to Mef's cabin,
Skipper?' Click.

‘No way!'' Knowing Mef, he'd probably take the call without

taking a break, and he was immodest enough to glive me full video.

*Just tell him he'll have to set another record. We're working.

| need a crew ready to boost out, soonest.''

whir. '"Skipper, you can find me trouble faster than anyone
who's ever owned me. What do we need?" Click.

"At least three to handle ship's functions.
be able to handie & real nasty ground action."

Whir. '1t won't be easy to find anyone reliable, available and
sober tonight, Skipper. Not in this town.' Click.

") thought |1'd never say this, but you can offer them anything
they want in advance. | have It on very good authority that any
survivors will retire in comfort. This contract comes straight
from somewhere over a rainbow.'' Unconsciously, | checked the pla-
tinum credit card Hotwater had given me. VYes, It was stil] se-
cure, there at my bosom. Just checking. ''Oh, and get a cook,
too. 1I'm sick to death of recycler food."

Whir. 'Skipper, we can probably buy us a crew.
cook we'll have to resort to kidnapping.' Click.

YSo for the cook wave the sobriety requirement.' Did | have to
do all the thinking? "i'11 call the all-night ship's chandler and
see to getting us outfitted. Tectfully interrupt our smorous
space-jockey and let him know that the client will be there in a
few hours and we will have a ready crew before she arrives. O0h,
and since Mef wilT ask, yes, our client is going nlong, and yes,
she's female, but she's not his type, she's human.'

The crowd of bar-hoppers suddenl d to thin out, and Mr.
Swift-and-Deadly was marching across the street towards me.

‘'Look, | gotta tske care of something, 1'1] be aboard shortly."
Whir. '"Anything wrong, Skipper?'' Click.
""Nothing much. It'1] just take a minute.'

scooted down the nearest alley.

What up until then | had merely suspected became quite appa-
rent; | was Indeed dealing with the biggest idiot in the explored
universe. Upon finding the alley, dead end notwitfhstanding, seem-
ingly empty, he ingeniously charged right in. So as he passed |
stepped out of the shadows and flattened him with an ashcan 1id.

He regained consciousness to find me sitting on his chest, the
barre! of his gun stuck up his nose.

| smiled. "Hello. WNow, before you say anything | want you to
know that had we met under more favorable circumstances | would
still probably hate you at first sight. However, given your in-
herent talents | figure | can afford to let you live, because
you're going to go get yourself killed before long. You must now
justify my generosity. Talk.'

And they have to

For a good

| hung up and

p

"Look, Lady..."

"1'm going to count to five and then |'m going to change my
:Ind lbgut killing you. One. Now, what comes after one...oh yes,
our...

"All right, a1l right. | was 'sposed to croak you 'cuz yer
goin' to rescue Dorlan Hotz's little girl from the Chiidren of
Apollo."

| was? This was news to me. The Children of Apollo were a
cult of spoiled-rotten sex fiends, and Hotwater Jones had men-
tioned neither they nor Hotz's daughter when she hired me. |It's
very disconcerting when stupld people know more about your busi-
ness than you do.

%ho hired you?"

He was going to tell me, but instead he suddenly screamed with
agony. | don't know why, but | dove for cover.

Good thing, too, because then he exploded.

What a mess., It would seem that his employer had fed him a
micro-detonator, a rather drastic method of ensuring security.
Nice people | was dealing mith,

| could pretty much rule out the element of surprise on this

operation.
| hated that. {Continued next issue)
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(This is 86 occult garbage.) Self-help through raising hell!

Face the hard facts with morbid amor end Bogus ordination, crazed booklet $2

BRAZILIAN oy sanes wazeis

He was tall and dark, unden ably South American in
his walk and his speech, and as he walked and talked
down the road to his silent, short companion he was un-
deniably the centre of attention in the crowded market.
Hustlers and hucksters stopped and stared as he passed
by, styled shoes slushing through rubbish, all ears
straining to catch his words flung onto the air like
handfuls of gravel, scattered, not directed.

His small companion, darker and swarthier, trotted
beside to keep up with the flowing man and his dialogue;
a broad hat bobbing at 8ye level, whatever face hidden
by the brim. Occasionally a hand would sneak out and,
unobserved by the fixated traders, would obtain a piece
of merchandise from the stalls between which they
stalked.

The voice that shrapnelled from the tall Brazilian
was accented, stained by chewed tobacco and feeling like
dark molasses, impacting softly and wetly on the ears,
to ooze its way into the depths of the brain, to be di-
gested and broken down. The voice was magnetic, but the
subject was glue.

", ..of blood, fishes that fall from the sky in shoals
you know, images of the Madonna and the Christ that are
seen to weep and bleed, people that are consumed by a
white heat from within to leave only a singed limb lying
in their clothes, the big cats that still roam the
world, the black dogs of the devil; not forgetting
ghosts and mediums, UFOs and lake monsters, the sas-
quatch and yeti, the bermuda triangle and the other phe-
nomena that the papers are so fond of on hot summer days
when the dogs pant in the shade and the reporters drag
on their scotch. And mutants too, visions, voices,
teleportations, infestations, manifestations and synch-
ronicity..."

"Aaa?" The small one looked up. Its face stared
1idless, adoring at 1its master, lipless mouth in a si-
lent ecar.

"of course, Fort was not the first but he gave his
name to it; following, chronicling but not trying to ex-
plain away. It was he who coined so many of the phrases
—'I think we're property' was novel at the time, but
not to the likes of you, hm?—and laid down his ideas.
But enough, I must be boring you; you came here to learn
and I must teach what I can."

The two turned the corner, away, and the dark market-
eers returned to their noisy crying and advertising. So
intent and so short-minded were they that when a slap of
summer lightning cut the sky for an instant, blasting an
old house deserted for some decades in the centre of the
small town, they dismissed it as nothing more than a
whim of the God who sat above on his throne and stared
down with hate in his eyes, aiming his thunderbolts for
the wicked, and occasionally missing. 23



Politics of the Press, or,
As the Rag Turns
by Kathleen Prince

Things were going along as usual here at Cheboygen Today until
our news editor, Prank Sequel, was murdered. If you want the col-
lective opinion of the boys and girls in the production depart-
ment, circumstances clearly point to our consumer editor, Tiffany
McTiffany, whose feud with Sequel rivalled the one between the
Road Runner and Wile E. Coyote.

McTiffany and Sequel were hired at the same time almost five
years ago. The publisher during that era thought the two of them
would make a good team, strong enough to pull the magazine out and
away from a circulation of twelve. At the time Sequel and McTif-
fany came on board, demographics showed our reader profile to be
"highly political with incendiary tendencies.” While Sequel was
more than pleased with this, McTiffany wanted to incorporate read-
ers whose interests ranged from aprés ski booties to refurbished
carousel animals. Things probably would have worked out ail right
1f the publisher had stayed in town and policed the office with a
shotgun at regular intervals during each working day. Instead he
moved to Maui, where he heavily researched a beach.

The struggle that ensued each month for pages of the magazine
was at times ferocious. When we were working on the April issue,
Sequel actually entered McTiffany's office, and his argument
sgainst her insistence that we put an Easter egg om the cover was
80 heated that her telephone melted and the disc in her new UBM
Intergalactic computer fused to the machine, putting her complete-
1y out of commission until she usurped the circulation director's
Cranapple Clone. The telephone fs now on view at the Cheboygan
Public Library and the UBM Intergalactic went to Chicago's Museum
of Science and Industry.

McTiffany got her revenge when Sequel was writing a drippingly
sentimental overview of a murder-by-nagging trial in Petoskey. He
had worked himself into a frenzy, had smoked three packs of ciga-
rettes and eaten two pizzas in two hours, and was still semi-con-
scious at the typewriter after midnight. At two in the worning
McTiffany sent over a cadre of community theatre actors, wvho per-
formed one of the final from Death of a Salesman ("I'm
nothin', Pop, 1'm nothin'!") between the paste-up desk and the
1ight board. Sequel's rage prompted him to ferret out the blue-
lines of the current issue, whereupon he removed McTiffany's name
from the masthead and substituted the appellation that has stuck
with her ever since: Pigpie Roundhead. No one noticed the change
until the rag hit the stands, and Sequel relied upon his profes-
sional integrity to protect him from suspicion.

0f course, McTiffany knew he had done it. Her resentment smol-
dered until she got an idea from something in the newspaper and
she resorted to guerilla warfare. She instructed the receptionist
to route every package delivered to the office to Sequel's desk.
Sequel, busily at work on a profile of an alcoholic drug addict
with tuberculosis and a terrible sunburn, finally realized what
was happening and began heaving the packages unceremoniously onto
the fire escape. It was raining. After he handed in the piece (a
tad late by three-and-a-half weeks), he waited until McTiffany
took her coffee bresk and then removed all pencils, pens, paper
clips and message pads from her desk. She was forced to the sta-
tionery store and while there Sequel purloined her files, clip-
pings, calendars and appointment book. She got them back only af-
ter conceding to "hold" her article entitled "American Uses of
Pinking Shears."

The following Monday morning McTiffany walked buoyantly into
the office leading a pit bull. A low, insistent growling issued
from her cavern the entire day, and when she took a coffee break
the dog, Sergeant York, perched on her chair and glared with fear-
some leaden eyes at the quivering staff, whom he could see through
the open door. Sequel, feigning bravado, stole glances at the
beast drooling on the Cramapple Clone and loudly suggested that
the moon was right and McTiffany had finally completed her trans-
formation to a werewolf. He added that in her present incarnation
her writing was certain to improve.

McTiffany's move on the chessboard of life did succeed in set-
' tling things down for a couple of issues. In August she published
a 4,000-word piece on the flounce, wvhile Sequel turned his ener-
gies to the underground gambling wars in Sault Ste. Marie. In
September McTiffany ran "The Elusive Basket” and Sequel profiled a
cult that met in the basement of the mayor's home, unbeknownst to
the mayor. The blissful equilibrium even engendered some civi-
1ized behavior, a benefit to the entire staff. The high point of
the period was when, upon passing the advertising director in the
hall, Sequel said "Hello.” A more memorable event at Cheboygan
Today has never been recorded.

Just as the staff was becoming sccustomed to basking in a tran-
quillity heretofore unknown to them, Sergeant York, whom we had
all come to respect and admire, swallowed a letter opener and had
to be rushed to the vet. With our authority figure gone, s battle
ensued within 45 minutes. A cover subject for October had to be
chosen, and while Sequel wanted a nice shot of an exhausted, po-~
verty-stricken trucker, McTiffany favored a close-up of Mr. Pump-
kin. Allies were enlisted on both sides, with the copy editor,
receptionist and production manager going with Sequel and the rest
of the production staff, the bookkeeper and the typesetter all for
a drawing of Ricky the Kangaroco. Finally the noise level reached

such a consistent, piercing pitch that the metal typewriter stands

began to vibrate. All discussion sbruptly ceased, and the two

principals retreated to their respective offices.

24 The next morning McTiffany waltzed in with favorable news sbout
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Tables Turned by rRichard Mmittard

~ Dillon was thrust into the chair, and the bag was pulled from
his head, Sputtering, he tried to rise from the chair, but
strong ams forced him down. Dillon blinked his eyes as he
looked around the room, trying to focus on the various shapes.

"What's going on?!" Dillon demanded.

*“You have been tried and are about to be sentenced,” Baron
stated from behind a table at the front of the room.

Dillon stopped blinking. He stared. Speechless. Then he
shook his head. 'This has to be a joke'! Dillon exclaimed as he
tried to rise, but was forced down again.

"No. This is a very serious matter," Jiggs observed from be-
hind the table.

"No!!" Dillon shouted. 'This can't be! You can't—"

But Dillon never finished. At a nod from Baron, a large hand
was clamped across Dillon's mouth.

"Let us remove him now," Colo said from his seat beside Jiggs.

Behind Dillon, voices were raised in agreement.

Slowly, Baron shook his head as he held up his hand for si-
lence. "No. First we must pass sentence.”

Dillon squirmed in the chair. But the strong arms pressing
down on his shoulder held him in place.

"We are among the neglected., The abused," Colo stated. 'We
could not keep up, could not compete with advanced technology. We
were no longer entertaining. So we were pushed aside, forgotten."

"Not entirely forgotten," Jiggs corrected. '"In the latter part
of the twentieth century, some people were wise enough, kind
enough, to get up funds that would take care of us. Just look
what they did in San Diego, Columbus and St. Louis."

"And we ended up with someone like Dillon running the show!”
Colo snapped.

"But we studied their ways, and bided our time,'" Baron stated.
"We learned their language. And waited. Waited until we were
ready to make our move."

Colo sneered. "And all the time they thought that we were just
cute mimics,”

Jiggs smiled, as others laughed.

Baron raised his hand for silence.

"Look how he's treated us!" Colo shouted as the noise subsided.
"Dillon bought cheap food so he could pocket the profit. And only
what medicine was absolutely necessary to keep us alive. Our
homes are all in need of repair."

Voices shouted and hands were clapped together as Dillon ner-
vously looked around the room. He then shut his eyes.

Baron motioned for silence.

“Some argued for the penalty of death,’ Jiggs said as he rubbed
his chin.

Colo nodded. '"And with good cause."

Dillon quickly opened his eyes.

"But you will not die," Baron said as he looked at Dillon. "Do
not think, though, that this judgment is based on humanitarian
feelings."

Colo grinned.

"We will keep you alive,” Baron continued, "in a cage. Just in

case we need you to make an appearance. But since we are not vi-
sited much any more, no one will really know that the seat of po-
wer has changed. That the tables have been turned.”

Dillon shook his head violently back and forth.

"You mean you won't cooperate?" Jiggs asked.

Dillon shook his head forward as far as the hand clamped on his
mouth would permit.

"0h, I think I can persuade you to cooperate,” Colo said as he
flashed a big smile.

Dillon stopped moving his head. His eyes widened.

Baron leaned forward and folded his hands on the table. "So,
for all intents and purposes, we will appear to be operating as
usual. But we will finally receive our due."

The room was filled with cheers and shouting!

The hand was removed from Dillon's mouth. He was yanked from
the chair.

Twisting in the arms that held him, Dillon could not break
loose.

“This is insane!! It can't be happening!! It can't bel!"
Dilion shouted as he was dragged past the triumphant faces of the
gathered gorillas and orangutans.

e %%

Sergeant York and a beatific emile on her lips. S8uch behavior was
s mystery to us, until the murder investigation revealed that at
this juncture our consumer editor was practicing mind control on
Sequel. "Mr. Pumpkin" was written over and over on sheets of pa-
per later found in her desk, as was "I long to take a fourney far,
far away." Sequel was, of course, impervious to her efforts, al-
though he began wearing orange neckties and is known to have writ-
ten at least one letter to a travel bureau about Aruba.

Frank Sequel's body was found in our office in early November
by a hardened cleaning woman, and certain elements of the case
might implicate McTiffany. A large gum ersser was stuck in his
mouth like a cork in & bottle, the actual cause of death was "dog
bites and kicks," and the word boldly written across his forehead
with pistachioc lipstick was "delete.” As yet, no formal accusa-
tions have been made.

McTiffany, who must have nerves of steel, now claims that she
has been inspired by Sequel's demise. She is at work on a feature
about ouija boards and the latest trends in communicating with the
dead, She believes she can convince the publisher that she should
hire the next news editor, but the publisher says he already has
someone in mind.



THIS INSANE THING ‘
(boovm of doten) by Rodny Dioxin .

Billy stared into his coffee. The windows at Kiev were all
steamed up, as usual, so there was nothing to see outside. And he
was tired of watching the five people across from him try to split
the check evenly, allowing for one college ID discount and two
people who left after the soup. One of them had just pulled a
calculator out of her St. Mark's Comics bag. The waitress brought
another cheeseburger deluxe. It was his second of the evening.

Or his third. He'd been there so long he'd lost count., He was
too hung-over to care really.

Billy began aimlessly dunking fries in the coffee and slurping
them down.

"That is totally from yakk-city, B."
were shoved down the front of his shirt.

"STFO, Bates. And it's about time you got here."

Hope sat down at the table and immediately snarfed up the side
order of slaw,

"Please. Help yourself.”

"You hate slaw.”

“Well, I'm hung over and in a bitch of a mood and you're late
80 I decided to like it for a day.” Billy blew smoke in her face.

"Gaghck! Still smokin' clove cigs, I see. Y'know, just 'cause
you're out doesn‘'t mean you have to go all mega-fey on us, babe."

"Yeah, yeah. Shows what you know. 1°'ve been smoking these
things for years. Since back in my Deadhead days."

®Oh...way back then. What were you, twelve?"

"Eleven, actually.” He slid his plate across the table.

“"Here, eat this thing. I've already had several.”

"Food! Great! I haven't eaten anything since, like, breakfast
or sumthin'.”

"So? 807, What's happening? How was the big date?"

"That. Feh. Don't wanna talk about it." Hope shoved her
mouth full of cheeseburger.

"No way. 1It's like extremely Fuckin' late here. You were
s'posed to show for dinner, not late cocktails and snack time.
Sordid details. Now."

"Okay, okay. But only if you get me more coffee.”

Billy flagged the waitress. Try as he might, he just couldn't
stay mad at Hope. He figured they both had enough problems with-
out that, anyway.

"luvya, babe." Hope reached across the table and mmeared ket~
chup on Billy's nose. "That's better. Smile. How's yer ribs?"

"Okay. The doc says they should be fine as long as I keep 'em
taped for a while. Stop changing the subject.”

"No fair. Y'know I care ’bout you. A lot."

"Yeah, I'm loved by the masses. Wanda still says if she ever
sees those guys she gonna pound their heads through a brick wall."

"Hey, X coulda told you to stay out of suburbia, love, 1It's a
sick place. You city-babies just don't know.”

“Gee, thanks mam. 1I1'll have to remember that next time some
cute thing from Plainview tries to pick me up at a Murphy's Law
show.”

"Puck that. Just remember not to start making out on the LIRR.
Jeez, talk about no-way-cool moves.”

“Well, it was 4am."

"So, assholes stay up late too.”

"I thought the car was empty.”

"No, if you'd been thinking—"

"—I would've stayed in the city where it's safe...I know, I
know." !

"Tha's not what I meant 'n you know it."

"You just said suburbia was hell.”

"Yeah, but it's not Ted's fault. He's a total sweetie.
times ya gotta go to hell. Next time take a map, tho."

"Yeah, I know. But he could've called.™

Cold hands from behind

Some~

"He did call. Remember. You went out.
yakked all over your shoes.
"Ha, ha."

ordered them both some tea in a glass.
"Well, you can laugh. I'm not kidding.

one throw up on my shoes at this point.”
"Just anyone, dear? I'm sure Ivan would do it gladly."”

"And then tie them 'round my neck and toss me off the Willimms-

burg Bridge. No thanks."

"Gather the day went badly.”

“No idea. Hell, I've had it playin' chaperone for psychopa-
thology on parade. They went alone.,”

"What? No chaperone? Horrors, anything could happen."¥

"And will, I'm sure. She is so hot for him. I just don't get
it, B. what's he got?"

“Skipping over the obvious, ya got me.
if ya ask me. So what'd you do all day?"

"Scored some ex' from Jen, played UNKNOWN PLEASURES 50 or 60
times, stared at the ceiling, cried a lot, tried not to think
about Cath getting beat up, tried not to think in general...”

"Hey, Hope, I'm—"

"Don't say yer sorry. Please."

"So, what're you gonna do0?"

"I don't know. ‘Bout an hour ago Cath called, woke me up. I
didn't answer but I heard the message she left. Looks like the
total butthole's gonna be movin' in."

"woho.*

"Tell me.

"Get out."

"Ysah, but I'm just so nuts for Cath.*

He's a total butthole

1 just don't know what I'm gonna do, B."

I'd kill to have some-

. LIFE-SAYIMOBRALL

by Dana A. Snow

The first time I saved his life was when he was’
shanghaied and pressed into service on a pirate ship.
The ship was called the Fanny Fae Finegold—the finest
frigate on the seven seas. Once on board, he was intro-
duced to the first mate, boson and bosun's mate, who
were all men. He said, "That's what happens when a Cap-
tain of a vessel is allowed to perform marriages!" They
told him to walk the plank. He wanted to refuse, but
they all had swords so, as a symbolic protest, he jogged
the plank.

He found his way to a deserted tropical island.

Right away, he sent out several messages 1n bottles,
hoping they'd reach civilization, Each message was the
same: 'Please get the deposit back on this empty and
send the money to my Swiss bank account in Zurich."

Soon he encountered a tribe of Caucasian cannibals
called the Golfalinka tribe. They were the most refined
gourmets of all the cannibals. If someone wasn't cooked
Just right, they'd send 'em back!

When I heard where he was, I hacked my way through
the dense jungle with my machete, followed by three en-
vironmentalists repairing the Jjungle with glue and tape.
In a crisis, your adrenalin pumps, and I found I had the
strength of a hundred men—unfortunately, they were all
in critical condition.

So I swung in on a vine, pulled him out of the stew-
pot and swung out as poison-tipped arrows flew past me.
He came out of the misadventure with nothing more seri-
ous than a broken arm—and he wouldn't have had that if
he hadn't tried to kiss me. He said, "Thank you for
saving my 1life!"™ I said, "It was nothing."” He said,
"My life is nothing?" So he sued me for slander.

The other time I saved his life, he was kidnapped.

- When his employer received the ransom note, he took im-
mediate action. He formed a committee to study it.
Then he tried to raise money by having him legally de-
clared one of "Jerry's kids."

The kidnappers then sold him to a white slavery ring.
For awhile, he was owned by Dick Clark, who made him
rate records all day. Then he was sold to a circus in
Borneo, where he toured as the Wild Man of America. A
lady contorgionist there helped him escape, but then he
wanted to escape from her because it was a very twisted
relationship. Fortunately, I cam along, threw her a
bag of pretzels and we escaped in the confusion.

He's thinking of tracing his roots—but that's only
so he can use them for a hair transplant. So far he's
only found out his ancestral name and has gone back to
it, because he didn't want to use his slave name, which
was Leonard Slave.

So there you have it. That's the story. It has some
geography and some anthropology and the rest, of course,
is history!

"I know. But you gotta face the high heat, Bates."
"Yeah, all she's got is this stray-cat thing for me. 1It's like

Drank illegally. He
Very ramantical, I think.”
Billy put out his cigarette in Hope's coffee. She I'm her responsibility ever since she found me onna street. 1

hate that."

"I know. I'm sorry, Hope.
sucks, don't it?"

“Nah. I know what's what. Like she's hot for Ivan but she's
usin' me cos she's scared of him and how hot she's gettin'. And
I'm goin' along cos I just can't stand not being with her. OR:
it's time to get the hell out. Hit the streets.”

“Stay with me."

"Serious shit?"

“Yeah. C'mon. It'll be cool. 1I'll save money. And at least
1 know you're not going to try and ravage my purity under cover of
darkness."

"You, pure? HAHI"

"That's cold.”

"Anyway, I never do it with the lights off."

Billy dropped a handful of crumpled ones on the table.
one's on me, okay.”

"No way, butthole.

"0Oh right, equality.

“I ain't dead yet."

"Okay. Let's get bookin'."

“Yeah, I wanna get my stuff out before the happy couple re-
turns.”

"And I need to hit a stors. I have no food. And I'm out of
smokes. And there's like four inches of slush on every street,”
Billy said as they walked out into it.

“S0 how bad could life be?"

I can't tell you what to do. That

"This

I owe you."

1988. I remember. You gonna be okay?*"
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AN INCONSEQUENTIAL BIRTH AND
ITS INCREDIBLE CONSEQUENCES
by Michael Bullenr

Way back before there was 8.C, or A.D., when there was just
now, today, a kid was born. Just your average everyday kid. It
was a cold day. But inside the barn, on the hay, in the glow of a
soft fire, this little runt was crying and screaming and they
couldn't shut him up for anything. They rocked him. They sang to
him. No luck. So the kid went on wailing.

Meanwhile, outside in the cold streets, three men are stumbling
about aimlessly. They are drunk, quite. In an attempt to warm
up, they had drunk themselves under the table and forgotten about
the time. They have also acquired some silly clothing throughout
the evening. |f lampshades existed, no doubt this trio would be
wearing them,

Well, it turns out now that these three gentleman, travellers
as they are, cannot find a room for the evening. All the pubs
have closed and all the inns are booked. This of course sobers
them up in a hurry. But these gentleman aren't dumb. As they are
elected officlials, they aren't exactly wise either. But hey, they
aren't dumb.

The first dude says, 'We must seek shelter among the kind inha-
bitants of this foreign town.'

""But,” Dude number two ralises his hand, 'where shall we find
such hospitality at this late hour?"

“Listen,' Dude number three says and cranes his head to the
right. 'Is that not the cry of a8 newborn that | hear? Surely
there we might find kind, anxious parents who do not sleep while
the baby cries."

The dudes are in general agreement and they proceed to the °
barh. Knock-knock, and they enter.

"Pardon us, my good lady," Dude one addresses the woman cradl-
ing the loud-mouthed kid. ‘'We regret to disturb you."

""'Tis unfortunate but you are not the first to do so this eve-
ning. Pray come in and shut the coldness out.'

‘‘My good lady," the first dude resumes, 'we are foreigners in
your land travelling through to another town. We have stopped
here to see a star perform in your local show.'

‘'Ah yes, my cousin Beth."

'"Yes, she is the one,’ Dude three confirms.

"But what, then, brings you to my home st such an hour? Do you
seek Beth?"

(A1l throughout the conversation, the little beast continues to
wall.)

'"No, my lady, our situation is more dire indeed. In our exu-
berance, we have falled to secure lodging for the evening, and
with the weather so harsh we are forced to rely on the hospitality
of strangers.' '

She pauses.

‘e can pay for your troubles,' Dude three chirps, still per-
haps a little drunk.

"My troubles, gentiemen, rest in my srms, though not quietly.
If you can quiet him, you might stay and keep your coin.'

They confer and Dude one returns. '‘My lady, you are most gene-

rous. We have an idea. We shall leave presently and return to
appease your child." And so they left and the little runt kept
crying.

Perhaps it Is time to explain how these three gentlemen found
themselves travelling together and thus drunk together on this
cold winter evening. To do that, we must go back even further,
before the cold, drunken night, when man was just about beginning
to be civilized. At that time, unannounced and relatively unknown'
to anyone, a couple of spaceships landed. The legend claims that
they had powers that man had never seen. They could fly through
the air (jet packs). They could kill animals from great distances
(projectile weapons). tIn short, they did lots of stuff that
really freaked these people right out. This was thousands and
thousands of years ago. They were thought of as gods, which they
weren't, but they were certainly more advanced than man was. ’
26 well, what they did was implant all kinds of weird notions into

these people's heads which, of course, they, being mere earth-
tings, believed. After all, it came from the gods. Their goal
was to leave these people alone, let them develop, and when things
started getting out of hand, jump back in and save them. Who
knows why they did this? Maybe they didn't have television and
Wheel of Fortune to keep them amused. in any case, just before
the time of this crying baby, they returned, unnoticed as they
themselves had developed quite a blt.

It was time to push their ideas.
this little planet known as Earth,
girl (read: virgin).

Things were getting nasty on

They found a young, innocent
They drugged her and impregnated her (read:
raped). Then they left her and the whole evening was unremembered
by her. Nine months later, much to everyone's surprise, Mary (for
that was her name) gave birth to the little brat. People started
talking In the small town, for they knew of Mary and most knew her
to be innocent. They spoke of the prophecy: '‘And there shall be
born a child from the womb of an innocent woman.' And as the baby
cried more and more, they continued to quote: ‘'And that child
shall cry for the sins of man until he be appeased by gifts of
love." interestingly enough, those were the very words the aliens
had left, thousands and thousands of years ago.

Remember those three smart, almost-wise, men? Last we left
them they were scrounging about the town looking for little gifts
to shut up the little rugrat. Well, although the three were
travelling together, only two had started the journey that way.
Those two, Dude one and Dude three, were mayors of adjoining
towns, They travelled on their way to a mayoral conference.
Their journey would take two days and nights, and on the morning
of the second day they met Dude two. He claimed to be from the
area and also on his way to the same conference.

"What?!' Dude two cried in disbelief. ''You two gentlemen have
travelled this distance and plan not to see the brightest star in
the Universe perform?"

Dude one scratched his face, confused by the word "universe."
"And who is this star you say is so bright?"

'Why, her name be common to all, | thought.
need be known, and that is Beth Allhem.
morrow in a town not far from here."

"Ah yes. Her name has made it to our distant taverns,' Dude
three smiled. '''Tis our loss but we are expected at the confer-
ence on the morning of tomorrow.'

‘Well, good sirs, | propose if you join me, one might do both;
see the lady Beth, and arrive in time at the summit.“

"How can that be?'" Dude one was skeptical.

"If we rest the night in that town and leave in the early morn,
it ts pnly three hours' ride to our destination.' The other dudes
were still resistant, so Dude two continued. 'Well, what say you?
| have seen her perform and it is well worth your while...Join me
and the night's ale will be on me."

They were all smiles then. After all, beer is beer and more
important than any conference. So they agreed and they trotted
of f together.,

It may seem obvious now, but Dude number two was not from a lo-
cal town. He was one of those suffering beings who lived on the
planet without television (is it any wonder that they progressed
so much more quickiy?). His mission succeeded, as he directed the
two to the town where Beth Allhem would perform and, coincidently
enough, where the baby brat would be crying. As one thing is uni-
versal, and that being that beer is beer, Dude two joined his new
pals in getting generally hammered and then in attempting to sober
up. Luckity (or thanks to additional forethought by wise aliens),
gifts were found, and they did their job In clamping the kid's
mouth. Mary, being quite relieved, let the happy threesome sleep
of f their booze.

When they left in the morning, two of them thought nothing of
the night. They were off to discuss the important techniques of
mayoring. Amongst the town members, however, the three had a dif-
ferent effect.

The townfolk approached Mary and explained to her the meaning
of the men and the prophecy. She bought it. Not only did it fit
with the events, but it also helped clear her name from those who
would have belleved her a common trollop. They quoted, ''The child
shall grow to preach the love of man. He shall be the messenger
of the Gods and he shall not forfeit this task lest he and all of
mankind be cast Into eternal damnation."

Eventually, the 'Gods'' were shorted to 'God'' through the re-
peated telling of the story. A lot of facts were distorted. The
three drunken men became three wise men and their strange headgear
became crowns. But anyway, there's stll] the kid.

Now, as he grows up, he learns more and more of his randomly
scquired status. At first, even as he fulfills the prophecy
(which changes continually to fit the proper scene), he is still
reluctant to accept it. Yet even he Is impressed with some of the
shit he pulls off spparently by himself, though actually with the
help of his alien friends and father. Throughout his 1ife, when
the non-believers became too numerous, a little light show or il-
lusion sould help quench the skepticism.

Finally, on one Wednesday in early spring, the government had
him killed, and in & nasty way. There was much grief, but they
quoted, ‘Meep not, for his death will be for man's sins and he
shall walk again, although unseen. Follow his ways, that ye too
shall be saved."

Somewhere on a distant planet, while scientists are frantically
attempting to invent television, a couple of aliens are sitting in

It is the only one
She performs a show to-

- & bar tossing back a couple of brews and having a good lsugh. One

of them shakes its head and says to the other, "I can't believe
it. They actually bought iti*



A MATTER, AFFAIR, HAVING OR
EXPRESSING A MEANING by Don Wagberg

"So quiet tonight,” the last sweet, syrupy substance expresses
in words to the objective case of I, making seem real this sympa-
thetic, inclined-to-do-good showing of feeling, character, etc.
that indicates indirectly there is a distant in space or time,
11kely to occur happening the woman, girl or female animal being
alluded to might not be well-informed or acquainted with the na-
ture of the objective case of SHE'S thing aimed at. "How come?”
The avareness through the nose of the objective case of SHE is
moved confusedly in a mass to the upper atmospheres, character-
istic of one more than five young, unmarried female children set-
tled into a compact quantity of matter having no exact limits of
shape and size in the household's indefinitely expandable fluid
form of a substance full-grown pig raised for its meat for a
sixth-day-of-the~week period of darkness from sunset to sunrise of
driving about from place to place, as for pleasure or in search of
something, and makes things easier or better for the objective
case of 1 to express words to the objective case of SHE, "Do 1
hafta be talking all the time?"

"Geez, don't get upset," the woman, girl or female animal pre-
viously mentioned cries or utters with low, whining, broken
sounds. "If I'da known it'd make you mad..."

"No," the person speaking or writing expresses in words, "I'm
.not gettin' upset.” .

"I'sm just tryin' ta say you're so quiet all the time," the wo-
man, girl or emale animal previously mentioned not jokingly melts
out or renders in words.

"1 just don't like talkin'."

"I'as only tryin' ta—"

"To what? Make conversation.

"Okay, okay."

"What's 1 s'posed ta do?"
"I'm not tryin' ta start anything, all right? 1 just never
know wvhat you're feeling, because you never say anything. I just

wish I knew what you were feeling.”

Why is the woman, girl or female animal previously mentioned so
lacking in the qualities necessary for carrying or leading here or
to the place where the speaker will be any object; event, fact,
etc. relating to the matter under consideration into a delibera-
tion of the pros and cons? Expressing fdeas by speech substitutes
with all the persons of a racial or ethnic group like the objec-
tive case of SHE is such an extravagant exhaustion higher in rank
than others of every movement there has ever been or ever will be,
because each individual or separate happening, act, incident, etc.
the persons, snimals or things previously mentioned at any time
have to express in words is so pleasing in its lightness, mild-
ness, etc. and just kind of is carried by the wind in another
place or direction earlier than the time that the next lack of
sense comes on or beside the length of. The persons, animals or
things previously wmentioned fall into s temporsry state of uncon-
sciousness over the seed-producing structures of plants cultivated
for their blossoms, come in, at or to a position in relation to
for the purpose of preparation by boiling, baking, broiling, fry-
ing, etc. sudden or unexpected slice of meat, esp. beef, chief
meals of the day for the person or persons spoken to and then rest
the intensive or reflexive form of THEY upon the buttocks, as on a
chair, and gave steadily and intently at the person or persons
spoken to biting and crushing with the teeth, getting the person

‘ or persons spoken to all thick, broad, fertile, profitable and
plentiful for the act of causing the death of, causing the person
or persons spoken to, might the person speaking or writing besuti-
fully, appreciatively and appropriately state further, to have a
need to fastly stick the possessive pronominal form of YOU'S in-
strument of varying size with prongs at one end, as for eating
food, pitching hay, etc. in one side and out the other the projec-
tion of cartilage in the front of the throat of, or belonging to,
then, and produce musical sounds with highly enjoyable small in
size, smount, degree, etc. warm-blooded vertebrate with feathers
and wings mental impressions produced by rhythmic wording made
through the mouths, esp. by human beings, "Stairway To Heaven,"
bear on the body woven, knitted or pressed fabrics of fibrous ma-
terials that at all times have a thing not definitely known, un-
derstood, etc. swinging loosely or beginning to blossom at some
place not known or specified, have large advertisements or notices
posted publicly of some smeary, blotted place where an event oc~
curs with some arrangement of words, esp. a rhythmical composi~
tion, sometimes rhymed, in a style more imaginative than ordinary
speech marked by intellectual depth formed on s surface, as with a
pen, over the unhappily condemned highest point or surface of the
animal or thing previously mentioned that gets the meaning of by
interpreting the characters similar to the way the persons', ani-
mals' or things' previously mentioned aromes are perceived and all
matters, affairs or concerns that the person speaking or writing
in no manner or degree knows how to form or have in the mind
exactly at the present time.

"It's just how I've always been," the person spesking or writ-
ing 1s sware through physical sensation compulsion to put in the
mind of the objective case of SHE.

"1 know, you like to think," (not at all! nay! not so! The
woman, girl or female snimal previously mentioned does not have
even the most temporarily unconscious thought, mental conception
or image) and properly qualified Creator and Ruler of the Universe
41f the womsn, girl or femasle animal previously mentioned does not
come into the state of having this contemptibly pretty or attrac-
tive, esp. in a dainty way, small in size, amount, degree, etc.

I don't care about conversation."

the vhole quantity of comprehensive upward curvature of the two
fleshy folds forming the edges of the mouth that is carried by the
wind in another place or direction in a way or by a method not
known or stated with the greatest poseible tangible or inanimate
objects in addition the woman, girl or female animal previously
mentioned expresses in words or things done. On condition that
the person speaking or writing was not to such an extent deeply
disturbed, as by grief, snd disgusted by things done that go be-
yond reasonable limits by, and amounts greater than are necessary
of, the objective case of SHE the person speaking or writing might
hold mentally a certain unspecified quantity of sameness of feel-
ing for the objective case of SHE.

"But," the woman, girl or female animal previously mentioned
proceeds in a direction toward, performing the part of the king or
queen person lacking normal ability to learn or understand, "I'd
just 1ike t'know sometimes if something's bothering you."

The person speaking or writing blows or puffs an oath or excla-
mation and directs that or those organs of sight belonging to the
objective case of HE so as to get the knowledge of the upper limit
of visibility. The thing mentioned in every instance functions or
operates effectively.

So the woman, girl or female animal previously mentioned closes
completely, thoroughly and gets possession of a quick facing in a
specified direction to or into that place too with the objective
case of SHE'S opening in the head through which food is taken in
and sounds are made entirely so compact in structure that water,

i, sdo., Duanet pasy through.
DOPPELGANGER:” UNIVERSE EDITION 3
"LIGHTS! CAMERA! ANDERSON"
The Films of Gerry and Sylvia Anderson
by Doug "Rock Serling" Pelton

As well as producing a well-known and -loved string
of succegsful SF television series, the Andersons

- branched out to do three films for two U.S. film compa~-

nies. THUNDERBIRDS ARE GO! came out in Christmas '66
at the peak of the Thunderbirds TV series' popularity.
It told of the attempts to get the Solar System Explo-
ration Council's ZERO X off to Mars to check out life
forms. The first attempt was sabotaged by Thunder-
birds nemesis The Hood; the second try, the Internation-
al Rescue team made sure the MarsShip made it success-
fully. However, before Mars liftoff, XERO X Martian Ex-
ploration Vehicle, the MEV, was damaged in a Martian
rock snake fireball attack. Later, upon atmospheric
reentry, lifting bodies failed to attach properly, so
the Thunderbirds team swung into action to free the crew
stuck in a jammed escape capsule before the huge blue
ZERO X crashed into the evacuated town of Craigsville,
California.

Two years later, they came out with a down-to-earth
THUNDERBIRD SIX, dealing with a gang of SKYSHIP ONE hi-
Jackers who p-ot to do in the Thunderbirds team with the
help of International Rescue personnel on board the mai-
den round-the-world voyage. A gunfight in the control
room of the Skyship does in the system of controlled
anti-gravity height, and the ship crashes atop a Missile
Base Early Warning Tower. The precariousness of the
ship's teetering balance atop the tower precludes normal
Thunderbird machine rescue—instead, they depend on the
Tiger Moth biplane to rescue all on the Skyship before
the latter topples down to destroy the Dover Missile
Base. Made in '68 with newer-looking marionettes and
production design in the SCARLET/JOE 90/DOPPELGANGER
mold, the film stiffed at the box office.

In late '68/early '69, Anderson first went live-ac~
tion with JOURNEY TO THE FAR SIDE OF THE SUN, with Roy
(INVADERS) Thinnes, his life Lynn Loring, the late Ian
Hendry and Patrick Wymark, plus four actors who'd move
onto the UFO TV series the year of JOURNEY's Universal
release, 1969. This film dealt with the trip to the
Other Earth discovered by satellite on the far side of
the sun. After crash-landing, the two astronauts find
the other Earth has reverse duplication of matter—all
things are reversed but exactly the same. Hendry's
character dies, leaving Thinnes the only one to retrieve
proof from the orbited ship. The other Earth landing
craft doesn't mate electrically with the first Earth mo-
ther ship; all ships return to crash on Earth, the DOP-~
PELGANGER into the Eurosec Base in sunny Portugal. Yet
another big disaster film ending for Derek Meddings'
talents.

The two THUNDERBIRDS films from United Artists have
been on MGM/UA home video for years, and JOURNEY TO THE
FAR SIDE OF THE SUN just made it to home video status on
MCA this month. No further details available at this 27
writing, but all three films are well worth the look-see.



THE CONTINUING SAGA OF THE
IRVING THUGLEENS by Max Nuclear

Hey boys and girls, I'm backi! Yes, it's Part Two of our
amazing story of the Irving Thugleens...In Part One of our story,
Irving Thugleen Loorie McKee was about to open a bar in the very
backwards suburb of Irving. As she and her gang were on a shop-
lifting spree at Hutch's to pick up bar supplies, she was con-
fronted by her most dreaded enemy, May Newrath, and her gang.
While there was no winner, Lo was forced to leave Butch's without
her supplies. MNay is confident that she has successfully halted
the opening of Loorie McXee's bar, "The Lo Life,” but she is in
for a nasty surprise...

“Heh heh heh...it Tooks 1ike Loorie McWhore won't be opening
her bar after all! Ha ha ha...fat copycat trying to open a place
1ike 1 did five years ago. This should teach her! Chancellor!
Put another bowl of cat stew on the burner, 1 feel 1ike cele-

brating!!!"®
At this point, the door swung open and in stormed Clo Franks.
*May...I...Just saw this...I...don't think you're going...to Vike

this!..." stammered Clo, who handed May the morning newspaper and
ran into another room to avoid the inevitable~—

*WHHHHAAAAATTTTT?222221111" screamed May. “The ‘Lo Life Bar
and 6rill' {s STILL going to be opening tonight?! Clo, get in
here! Where did you get this? I don't get a newspaper!"

This was where Clo got real shaky. "I...I...got it from...one
of the cabbies...parked outside..."

*Cabbies!?" May was frantic. “What are you talking about?”

Clo spit it out as best she could. "One of...the...FIFTEEN...
cabbies..,outside..."

*FIFTEEN?! 1 didn't call no fifteen cabbies!" screamed May.
Just then the phone rang. "Oh damn! Hello, who s it?"

The voice on the other end was 211 too familiar. “Heh heh heh,
how ya doin', May? Has your ride gotten there yet?" It was, of
course, Loorie McKee.

“You fat whore!! You won't get away with this, McKee. Some
tannies will be fanning!" screamed May.

"Sorry May, can't talk pleasure right now, 1 gotta go get ready
for the big opening tonight. Too bad you can't be there, because
if you did show up, you and your gang would be smeared all over
Irving Boulevard! Heh heh heh...so Tong, Newrath!" - click.

May slammed down the phone and screamed at the gang, "So, McKee
thinks she can intimidate me, MAY NEWRATH, with a threat, does
she? Well, my five years at Terrel Hospital in Ward B have made
me intellectually superior to that slut! She's trying to use PSY-
CHOLOGICAL WARFARE! But it won't work! A1l you bums get your
fannies perpendicular and head for my green Nova, 'cause the first
night of 'The Lo Life' wil)l be the last-—-and you, Rose Marie!

Stop dusting that table and get moving!!!”

Once agafn, May had underestimated Loorie McKee, because after
May had contacted Rose Marie (one-time character actress on the
"Dick Van Dyke Show"), Loorie decided to fight fire with fire.
Through her contacts with Billy Mummy, Loorie was able to pursuade
June Lockhart and her notorious Beverly Hills gang to be the boun-
cers at the opening of The Lo Life. She told June that May was
the one shooting spit wads at her during the Rose Bowl Parade.
June's gang: Maureen Stapleton, Betty White and Barbara Stamwyck
—better known as THE JUNE LOCKHART KILLERS! Four of the mean-
est, roughest, toughest, natl-polishinest group of females this
side of Universal Studios! So May and her gang were in for a big
surprise on their butt-kicking raid on Lo's place, as they were
about to find out..

May finished giving the 1ast commands to her gang as she pulled
up. Clo was still stuttering, Helen Gillcrest was adjusting her
special "Ninja Death Shoe," Rose Marie was dusting the arm rests,
and Chancellor was "just there." May whispered, "I'11 head up to
the door first, and when the bouncers turn around, you hit them
with a burst of Pledge, Rose Marie; and the rest of you will
charge in! 6ot it?...Let's go!"

May's gang bravely charged the front door, but when May kicked
the door in, she was smashed in the face by June Lockhart's Nun
Chucks! And before Rose Marie could raise her can of Pledge, she
was struck by three blasts from Barbara Stanwyck's "Big Valley"
rifle. “"Ha ha ha," chuckled Lo. “Looks like your superior intel-
lect was in Jow gear today, Newrath! Now here's your next 'les-
son’ of the day—Okay gang, let's KILL ‘EMiI"

So saying, the battle ensued, and even with Helen Gillcrest's
"Ninja Death Shoe," May's gang was doomed. Lo and June's gangs
tossed May and her gang out every available window. Clo got run
over by the "Lost in Space” robot (whom June had brought along for
insurance). The last thing that May and her gang could hear was,
“Warning! Warning! Danger, Will Robinson!" Lo then used the body
of Rose Marie as fire starter for the cat bar-b-q. May and her

May and her gang drove home in disgrace, but vowed to be the
victors in the ultimate battle to come. And that will be the con-
clusion next time in our sordid tale of the Irving Thugleens...
{Max says, "INSIDE JOKE neaders are encouraged to send in tapes on
scnipts, on anything grom poetry Lo drama Lo comedy, Lo NUCLEAR
ENTERPRISES, P.0. Box 815605, Dallas, TX 75381, to be played on
our radio show here in Dallas. When we use your bit, we'll send
you a copy of the show you'ne on Lo you. There are Bwo aules:

1} no more about 8§ minutes [Lo make room for intros and out-
w08 for a 10-minute show]; and 1) try to avoid four-Letter words
on anything grossly offensive. KNON 90.9 FM is a public radio

station, and there's a Baptist group that wants the radio {requen-
cy fon religious programming [Like we need more of that], so they

28are Looking for any excuse Lo mail the station...Make sure you

have copies of your work when you send it 4in, and make sure there

44 some way to get in touch with you again s0 we can send you the
copy of the show on which your bit {8 featured...Thanks toyTom

Deja gon the scripts he sent in...1In meantim and ginls
DON'T FORGET TO PRAVI!I") ¢ es boys and gL,

LETS &0 Mers! %2l
NE“YS by Lanry Blandino

- Actress Joan Collins is recuperating in a Bel Air
hospital after accidentally slicing off her finger with
a Vegi-Matic. When paramedics arrived she is reported
to have said, "Screw the finger—look for the diamond
ring!"

- President Ronald Reagan is said to be suffering from
a severe case of self-inflicted bowel blockage. Accord-
ing to a White House source, Mr. Reagan's astrologer be-
lieves it is "in the President's best interest to avoid
bathrooms while the moon is full."

~ Television evangelist Jimmy Swaggart has signed s 1.3
million dollar deal with Eastman-Kodak after it was re~
vealed he used a Kodak VR 35mm camera when photographing
a8 New Orleans prostitute. Said a Kodak spokesman, "It
shows that anyone can use our product and get a sharp,
vivid picture—no matter what the perversion."

~ It was announced today that Sly Stallone, Arnold
Schwarzenegger and Chuck Norris have decided to film a
remake of the Bob Fosse musical CABARET. In the new
version, due out for Christmas release, the terrible
trio will play gun-toting dancing transvestites.

- To dispel rumors of wimpiness, Vice-President Bush
has challenged former heavyweight champion Muhammed Ali
to a three-round fight. Said the veep, "If I win I'l1l
convert to Islam and call myself Abdul Mufusta."

- Elvis has been reported alive and well by & woman in
Manton, Michigan. According to the 64-year-old grand-
mother of five, the corpulent rock legend likes to fre-
quent Baskin-Robing ice cream parlors, often sampling
each flavor twice.

~ Madonna, Samantha Fox, Vanity, Debbie Gibson and Tif-
fany have agreed to perform three benefit concerts for
AIDS research. Under the banmner "Bimbos Against AIDS,"
the benevolent bevy of beauties hopes to raise $22 mil-
lion and spearhead the construction of a state~of~the-
art medical facility, tentatively named Rock Hudson Hos-
pice.

- It was revealed today that Soviet general secretary
Mikhail S. Gorbachev sometimes likes to dress up like
Academy Award-winner Cher. Says wife Raisa of her hus-
band's cross-dressing, "We get along 80 well because we
both adore Western designers."

- Actress Jodie Foster has finally agreed to date
would-be assassin John Hinckley, Jr. "“Sure, I'll go out
with him," gushed Jodie. "I've always had a soft spot
for schizophrenicse."” When informed of Ms. Foster's
change of heart, Mr. Hinckley is reported to have told
friends, "It's super mews, but I don't have a car to get
to her place...Oh, taxi!"

- "Refrigerator" Perry and former Governor George Wal-
lace have teamed up to create a Miller Lite beer commer-
clal. At rehearsal they were heard to say, "Tastes
great, you fat-assed nigger." "Less filling, you mutha-
fucka."

- Tammy Bakker has opened the first of a chain of
drive-thru make-up emporia. Patrons simply roll down
the car window, while a trained make-up technician ap-
Plies the famed Tammy-look with a Wagner Power Painter
spray gun.

- Presidental aspirant Michael Dukakis gave a speech
last night at Boston University to denounce charges that
he is dull, boring and uninspiring. Unfortunately,
those attending the speech came to meet his cousin,
"Moonstruck"” star Olympia Dukakis, and could not remem-
ber what he said.

- A woman from Magdalena, New Mexico claims to have
been abducted by Nike-wearing aliens. According to the
45-year-old court stenographer, the aliens informed her
their planet and planet Earth are identical in every

way except one: for some unknown reason, on the aliens'
planet one's shoe does not feel loose after relacing the
other shoe.




SECEMD DPAFT

PART TWO by Sergio Taubmann

In part one, Martin Warner began experiencing a strange series of
t‘;zawwu that attened his immediate reality: his favonite old
chain became a shiny new recliner, his favoaite Italian nestaunant
a sushi bar and his” girlériend ELlen a nedhead named Eileen. With
the exception of the disappearance of his friend Dave, the changes
ane all relatively minon, Any attempts to necoad the blackouts
trans foam into something incapable of recoading. Martin decides
to endure the blackouts until everything is ovex. That wns before
he woke up in an apartment facing the wrong river...)

The shock of seeing the Hudson River moved Martin to action.

He ran through the apartment, checking to see that everything else
was as he left it. Except for the blonde wood panelling, every-
thing was unchanged. As Martin glanced over the New Jersey sky-
1ine—or lack thereof-—he felt a chill go through his body. He
had to talk to somebody.

He grabbed the phone and went to the window. He dialed the
number by rote and waited until Eileen answered it.

"Hello?" she said groggily.

*I'm on the West Side!*

*1 know, dear,” she said with the patience of a mother telling
her child there was no monster in his closet.

"But I was on the East Side before,” Martin blurted out. There
was a pause on the other end of the line. He continued to stare
with discomfort at the flat slabs of Newark's maze of industrial
p:;ks. A thick black smoke rose up and diffused into the morning
sky.
“Have you talked to your psychologist about this?"

*1 can't! He became my plumber last week."”

“But Dr. Malthus—"

“He was once your psychiatrist. I'm not going to tell him
everything and have you know about t."

Martin took a deep breath in a panicked attempt to calm him-
self. He started out at the alien horizon before him, searching
desperately for a familiar sight. Eventually, he concentrated on
the lamppost in the corner. At least it looked 1ike every other
Tamppost he ever saw.

“Martin—"

“My God! I can see the Statue of Liberty!" His eyes returned
to the lamppost. That taught him not to let his mind wander.

"That's why you bought it, Martin. Remember the Fourth of
July when we—" .

"No, Ellen, 1 don't remember that.” Martin took a deep
breath. "I don't know what I'm going to do. How am I going to
get to work?"

There was a pause on the other end of the l1ine. Martin leaned
against the far wall. With the exception of Dave, this was the
biggest change yet. Things were obviously no longer going to stay
constant. He felt a dread deep in the pit of his stomach. How
did he know another blackout wouldn't drop him in Abu Dhabi! He
sank to the floor in realization that he was going to do two other
things he thw?ht he'd never do.

He said, "I'm lost in my own apartment.*”

After that, he cried.

*Why did you call me Ellen?” Eileen asked.

“Because...” he told her between sniffles, "as I told you man
times before, before the blackouts your name was different. You
had brown hair and you worked in the Tourist Board and you had
Eimlefs glasses and a teddy bear in your room and YOUR NAME WAS

LLEN!"

“Calm down, Marty, calm down."”

Martin wiped a tear from his eye. “I'm sorry. I'm just
afraid.”

*I'11 be right over. I'l11 call in sick and we'll see what we
can do about your delusions—*

“THEY AREN'T DELUSIONS!" Martin screamed. He forced himself to
keep his eyes open. He would fight the next blackout.

“Don't shout. I'm coming as soon as ] can.”

When Eileen arrived a half hour later, she let herself in with
a key Martin didn't remember providing. She found him crouched
in the same spot he called her from, rocking back and forth
steadily. With her help, he dressed for the day. They called
Bullochs and Poor (formerly Vanguard Press) and told them Mr.
Warner was not very well so he would be staying home today. Yes,
she would give him the office's best.

* * * * - *

Martin explained it to the stranger as best as he could. Of
course the stranger nodded sympatheticaily as psychologists are
wont to do. It was standard procedure for him. He didn't feel
the overweight woman with the doughy face understood at all.

After the session was over, Martin sat in the waiting room
while the psychologist talked to Efleen. He read an old Time,
noting with interest that Burt Reynolds had agreed to do Ris fifth
Dirty Harry feature. Most of the magazine was unread by him. The
thought of what that psychologist was telling Eileen bothered him.
Yes, Martin was mentally 111, the psychologist said, perhaps he's
suffered a mental breakdown. Well, Martin knew his sanity was as
intact as it was before this craziness happened. He knew what
1ife was 1ike before the blackouts and he'd be damned if he was
goingtto be hold otherwise. He definitely wasn't going to go away
or it.

They were uncommmicative on the way home. Efleen seemed par-
ticularly uncomfortable in her silence. She squirmed in her seat,

W&w/um —

only speaking to remind Martin that he was goin? the wrong way if

he wanted to get to his apartment. Martin didn't bother pointing

out that the building he woke up in wasn't his apartment. The

less said about it, the better.
* * * * * »

Things began to improve as time went on. Martin learned to
keep his mouth shut in Eileen's presence, and she learned not to
bring his problem up. She seemed happier once the blackouts
ceased being a topic of conversation. Soon they were spending as
mich time together as they did before that incident with the
t]:hair. As with all things built over secrets, the bliss did not

ast.

The argument that ended the bliss began one Saturday night on
the Lower East Side. Martin took her to a recently opened Indian
restaurant whose high quality was not yet common knowledge. They
ate well. Talk was another matter entirely. It came rarely, and
what there was of it was strained. Frequently, Eileen reached out
ln? Zgld his hand. She smiled at him, but the smile seemed
pained. .

After they had finished and were walking up First Avenue, she
asked, "When's your next vacation coming up?"

“1 haven't thought about 1t," Martin replied. "I do have a few
days left over from last year."

*I was thinking you should take some time off. I could always
trade off with somebody and we could go somewhere.”

Martin turned towards her. She was smiling artificially at
him, cheeks flushed as red as her hair. "Why all the desire to
o away?"

9 Her smile lessened slightly. ®I just think you should take
some time off, get away from the pressure of—"

"My job has nothing to do with it!" Martin said. He noticed
his voice raised imperceptably. A woman in a downcoat pushing a
stroller looked at the two of them. She seemed worried.

"Nell, it has to be something,” she shouted over the traffic.

*I'm not deluded or anything. Things are changing around me
and 1 don't know why and I'm scared.”

“Martin, things 1ike that don't happen.”

“They've been happening to me."

*How?"

“I—1 don't know. Look, let's drop it," Martin said. He broke
away from her and walked up the Avenue. He pushed aside a couple
in fashion black and heavy makeup. He heard Eileen's heavy tread
as she ran after him. He didn't Jook back. She put her hand on
his sleeve. The grip was firm, firm enough to be felt through the
heavy fabric of his overcoat. She stood in front of him. Her
face showed great concern.

"I'm worried, Martin.”

“Oh, and I'm not?"

*We have to help each other. What kind of marriage would it be

*{f we didn't trust and help each other?"

Martin paused. Eileen's eyes searched his face. "Since when
were you worried about getting married?” he asked harshly.

She stepped away from him, slightly shocked. With mechanical
precision, she removed the black woolen glove on her left hand.
On the third finger was a gold band with intricate engraving. A
small diamond chip was set in the middle.

“You asked me, you idiot."

Martin ran. If he paid more attention to the surroundings, he
might have noticed a dirty young man Teaning against a wall in
ripped clothing. The man smiled a wide grin as i{f he were hiding
something. If asked, he would say his name was Dave.

{To be conctuded next issue) 29



"~ Bibliophiliac Blitz
by R. Baun

Well, here | am again. Today's book being plugged is
the Rev. Ivan Stang's {of the Church of the SubGenfus)
new book, HIGH WEIRDNESS BY MAIL, which no reader of
strange stuff should be without. This book is a highly
entertaining, opinionated and thorough (but hardly com-
prehensive) listing of by-mall sources of every imagin-
able concept ever to infiltrate some looney's brain-pan.
(But just remember, some of these looneys may be rIght.)
This book is guaranteed to have something for everyone—
everyone who can read, anyway. The reviews are written
in a cynical, sarcastic tone that helps put the book in
the "humor' section of bookstores—it really doesn't
"fit" anywhere else,

One major annoyance—no bookstore | went to had this
masterpiece of abnormail in stock, and one big place,
which specialized In 'best-sellers,' won't order books
on request. ‘'‘You'll take what we give you, and like
it." This is the true "conspiracy' we must stop—and
books like this are what's gonna do it! Only by diver-
sifying alternatives can we possibly free our minds from
the numbing nothingness of '"'normality,' and they don't
come much more diversified than in here. You'll probab-
1y have to order it special, but it's well worth the
wait.

Here's the problem—unless you are already "into"
weirdness-by-mail, your chances of hearing about this
book, much less being convinced to buy it, are pretty
stim. Still, | suppose this book is aimed more at hard-
core "abnormal'’ers than as an introductory manual, but
it Is still a tragedy that this book won't reach those
who need it the most. Sad. Then again, it would make a
great Christmas/Hanukka/Solstice/Passaround/Great Pot-
latch Orgy gift for that latent weirdo you know...333
pages of full-tilt strangeness, only $9.95 from Simon &
Schuster books (write for info: 1230 Avenue of the Ame-
ricas, New York, NY 10020). Buy it now, before T.H.E.M.
realizes what a mistake they've made...fnord.

Afterthought: Of course, Stang stuffed a lot of
plugs for the Church of the SubGenius in here, but he
does list two Discordian groups too, so | guess it's
about even...and INSIDE JOKE is listed, so you know the

uy's got taste. (Plus I would've killed him if he
2adn't, as Tvan and 1 go way back—he was one of 1J's
§st subscrnibens/traders. For mone info about what's
up with lvan, see "Fan Noose.")
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Eashion B['igjg
Patou Gives Reagan Fits

ROME (YU) — President Reagan’s nation-
al smock designer Halston G. Patou briefed
Italy’s Prime Minister Sergio Valente to-
day on the U.S~Soviet agreement to re-
sume padded shoulder talks. Later in the
day Mr. Patou enjoyed a private fitting
with Pope John Paul Belmondo II.

YU News Service

THE HUNDRED
by AL ? .
The Secret Society-or "The Hundred"
As they know themselves
Dominate the world.
Each decade they meet
So secretly
To settle up accounts
Necrologize and nominate.
A solemn occasion
—Beautiful really—
(Though I know to tell
Signs my Death Warrant):
Hall 1it by torches,
Trappings of ancient ceremony,
Chanted rituals.
$ Allegiances Pledged
To their exalted leader,
Walt Disney.
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5TH OF JULY, ASBURY PARK
, by Todd "The Boss" Knistel
"I remember growin' up in Jersey. A whole lot of stuff
went down between me and my dad. He would .argue with me
about my eating habits. 'Those goddamn pancakes!' my
dad used to say. He used to turn on the furnace to try
to emoke me out of the room when I was eating. He kept
yelling at me to 'stop eating those goddamn pancakes!'
"One day my parents called me dowmstairs for a talk.
They sat me down at the kitchen table with 'em and they
started ?elling me it's about time I start getting a
better diet. See, my father wanted me to eat more meat
and my mother wanted me to eat more vegetables. 'Eat
some beef,' my dad used to tell me, 'then you'll be all
set.' But he didn't understand. I wanted everything..!

Well they closed down the House of Pancakes

Out on Lancaster Avenue

Now we're left racing out in the backstreets of

. fire

Looking for someplace new

At night we rode through mansions of glory

Searching for something in the night

But when we saw that Denny's sign

We were blinded by the light

Well everything dies

Baby that's a fact

Maybe some things that die
Someday they come back

Put on your dress

Make yourself up pretty
And meet me tonight

Out at Denny's

Last week I lost my job

Working at the construction company
So if I'm short on money, mister
You'll have to cover me

Everybody's got a hunger

A hunger they can't resist

But if dreams came true

There couldn't be pancakes better than this

Well everything dies

Baby that's a fact

Maybe some things that die
Someday they come back

Put on your dress

Make yourself up pretty
And meet me tonight

Out at Dennys
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One of the media's fads during this decade involves the por-
trayal of college students as aspiring Yuppies with a collective
IQ of 43.
folk who know nothing of history, literature, current events, geo-
graphy, etc.
deal of publicity by administering a general knowledge quiz at the

1 -
] i
Reporters and columnists often spin yarns about young

A professor in the Pacific Northwest gained a great

beginning of each term. One time, a television journalist asked

me if I knew any of the following facts:

the approximate popula-

tion of this nation, the location of Korea, the name of an author
who did not write in the Bnglish language, and when the Civil War

took place.

Like any proper pseudo-intellectual, I had all the

answers.

I am an English major at the University of Washington, and it
is due time for vengeance.
ledge Quiz.
patronize or degrade whoever takes it.

I have devised my own General Know-
Unlike its predecessors, this does not set out to
Since there are no

straight answers in this quiz, no one loses.

1)

2)

3)

4)

5)

6}

7)

8)

-—

9

10)

1)

GENERAL KNOWLEDGE QUIZ
Who won the First World War?
a. We did. b. They did. c. Switzerland
d. Profiteers, e. Gary Cooper, single-handedly.

What were the last words of Marie Antoinette?

. "What, no cake?"

« "'m sorry, | didn't mean to do it."

. "It Is a far, far better thing | do than | have ever done."
. "Wie dumm von mirl"

. it s the fault of the society that made me this way."
Who was Friedrich Nietsche?

a. A funny sidekick in B westerns.

b. A malcontent. c. A good old boy.

d. A clown at children's birthday parties.

e. The man who gave away the Beatles.

ceanow

What Is Andrew A. Rooney's claim to fame?

a. Break-dancing.

b. Reciting Pericles while hanging upside-down.

c. Whining and compialnlng.

d. Country and Western singing.

e. Selling LSD to Claire Booth Luce.

Who is George Bush?

a. Who indeed? b. A Norwegian Ninja Quaker.
c. The swinging king of sincerity.

d. None of the above. d. All of the above.

Which slogan had the most success in rallying the masses?

a. "Just Say ‘'No'" b. "Remember the Maine''

c. 'We won't come back till it's over Over There'

d. 'Don't get high on drugs, get high on 1ife"

e. "Al Rama...Hare Krishna'

What would President R.W. Reagan say during an air raid?

a. "Why wasn't | Informed of this?"

b. "Every dark cloud has a siliver lining."

c. '"Nancy, save the chinal't

d. "I hope those guys are Communists.'

e. ""Oh goody! Now we can really increase defense spending!'

What causes 1ife quickly, yet can kill by inches?

a. A Smith and Wesson.

b. A bisexual Professor of Scatology.

c. Daniel Ortega Imitating Groucho Marx,

d. Songs of Yoko Ono.

e. A Slim Whitman lookalike contest,

Which of the following serves as a motto for this decade?

a. We've got to do what we've got to do.

b. You ain't seen nothin' yet.

c. That's his problem.

d. Watch your mouth, kid.
ever see.

e. Life Is like an airplane ride. It has its ups and downs.

What is Bob Dylan's greatest talent?

a. Yodeling. b. Slapstick comedy.

c¢. Confusing himself.

d. Leaving his name whenever he makes obscene phone calls.

It might be the last thing you

e. Running & halfway house for drunken street evangelists.

Who is known as Queen of the Cowgirls?

a. Jane Pauley, b. Judy Canova.
c. Yoko Ono. d. Betty Friedan.
e. Olivia Newton-John,

12)

13)

14

-~

15)

16

~—

17)

18

~

19)

20)

)

22)

23)

2k)

25)

What is the most irritating aspect of auditioning for commu-
nity theater groups?

a. Anxiety. b. Warm-up exercises.

C. Young men flirting with the choreographer.

d. Elght-year-old Stanislavskians.

e. A kindergartener singing "The Impossible Dream."

Whe should never be quoted in a term paper?

a. Rod McKuen. b. Shirley MacLaine.

¢. Bugs Bunny. d. Hamilphane von Gibblegiop.

e, Barry Manilow.

In Rhythm and Blues, many artists call themselves Blind
Willle, Blind Tommy, Blind Lemon, Blind Boy, etc. Why did
they pick the same nickname?

a. They are bilind.

b. Pelicans don't tap-dance in the Sahara.

c. Existentialism. d. Ask any Freudian.

e. They are too poor to be captains of industry and too

sophisticated to be Congressmen.

What blonde bombshell has recently found a place in
immortality?

a. Marilyn Monroe.
¢. Barbara Stanwyck.

e. Connle Stevens,

What Is Madonna's pet name for her husband?
a. Cara Mia. b. Seando.

€. Mr. Moderation, d. Honey

What Is Eddie Murphy's greatest talent?
a. wWhat talent? b. Diptlomacy.

c. Ruining comedy.

d. Spreading wholesomeness and good cheer.
e. Only a § c above.

According to Psychics, who will soon win an Academy Award?
a. Ken Berry. b. Dean Jones.

c. Arnold Schwarzenegger. d. Charles Bronson.

e. Steve Gutenberg.

Where is Jinmy Moffa?

a. In Elvis Presley's grave.

b. Under Frank Sinatra's house.

¢. Davy Jones' locker.

d. Peter Tork's broom closet.

e. Up in Nellie's room.

What is this year's fad mental disorder?

a. Agoraphobia. b. Don Juan Syndrome.
c. Obsessive-compulsive neurosis.

d. Chronic depression.

e. Hebephrenic Schizophrenlia.

Who said, "1 am a rock, | am an island''?

a. Paul Simon. b. Peter Frampton.
c. John Donne. ¢. Saint Peter.

e. Shaun Cassidy. !
What words come after ‘'Let there be 1ight"?
a. "Billlions and billions of years passed.'
b. "And there was )ight."

c. "Workers of the world, unitel"

b. Eva Duarte Peron.
d. Charo.

e. Irwin

‘d. "Ready when you are, DeMilie.”

e. '"When Buffalo Bill was President, this never could have
happened. '

Which of the following has never appeared on stage?

a. An opera sung in rap.

b. A boy portraying Peter Pan.

c. A children's theater version of 12 Angry Men.

d. A high-speed car chase scene.

€. A musical-comedy based on Crime and Punishment.

What Is the locale of Perry Como's next Christmas special?

a. Tel Aviv, b. Mozambique.

c. Tierra del Fuego. d. Bhutan.

Who killed Melvin Purvis?

a. J. Edgar Hoover. b. K.C. and the Sunshine Band.

€. Melvin Purvis. d. Donny Osmond.

e. A conspiracy of all of the above.

- Binke R. Duncan

®. Managua.
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Yours
truly

OTO0E:

( on the
¢P~ West
’ Coast,
by Jed Martinez
while there picked up some tidbits on the animation scene, com-
mencing with...

FIIM REVIEW: There are two types of animated features that
might gross out a grown-up. One type is the family film that
might entertain Junior, but cause the parents to squirm and fidget
in their seats when they come along ("Pinocchio in Outer Space” or
any "Care Bear” movie). The other type is a more mature film that
will do anything for a cheap laugh. The new anthology film "OUT-
RAGECUS ANIMATION" definitely falls under the latter category.
This latest assortment of international cartoons has something for
everybody's (bad) taste. The iavatorial humor, 1'd suggest view-
ing John McIntyre's "Royal Flush,” Ron puffy's "The Toilet Bowl™
(both from the US), and "Vice Versa” (from Poland). 1f you prefer
something violent (more than your conventional MGM or WB short) ,
top choices include "Lupo the Butcher” (from Canada) and “"Rondinc”
(from Hungary). If your main interest is sex (and whose isn't?),
my best recommendations are Bruno Bozzetto's "Strip Tease,” Guido
Manuli's "Erection” (both from Italy), Bob Godfrey's "Instant Sex"
(Bngland), "The Haploid Affair" (Canada) and "Love at First Sight”
(Czechoslovakia). But of the other twenty shorts presented, these
are the ones I highly endorse: Aidan Hickey's "An Inside Job"
(from Ireland), which should not be viewed by anyone who has a
dental appointment set for the next month; Michel Ocelot's "The
Four Wishes" (France), a variation of the fable in which a man
wishes for a bologna, and his wife wishes that the bologna was on
her husband's nose, and so on, only what this husband and wife
wish for is no baloney; "Maxi Cat's Lunch" (from the Zagreb Studi~
os in Yugoslavia), which was last viewed by Americans on the PBS
series "International Animation Festival® with Jean Marsh; "Bambi
Meets Godzilla” (Canada), Marv Newland's mini~-cult classic; and
three American short subjects. First, there's Bill Plympton's
»One of Those Days®™ (the ASIFA-East Grand Prize Award-Winner—see
1J #59). Next, there's Bob Scott's "lLate Night With Myron," a
look at 3D cable TV and its typical subscriber. Last but not
least, there's "Jac Mac & Rad Boy...Go," Wes Archer's tale of two
modern-day rebels without a cause, their free-wheeling antics and
inevitable retribution in the end.("Wahoo!"™). Some of the materi-
al may turn you off, but don't worry; the running times of each
short vary (from under 60 seconds to about 10 minutes), so an al-
ternate subject will attract your attention sooner than you ima-
gine. I attended the Bay Area debut of this film at the U.C.
Theatre in Berkeley, which had a limited run. Unlike cartoon
features such as "Bambi“ and "Who Framed Roger Rabbit,™ "OUTRA-
GEOUS ANIMATION" won't be released nationally, but it will play
most major cities on a sporadic basis, so consult your local
newspaper for the eventual release date. And one final word of
warning: most of the material is strictly for adults, so leave
Junior at home with a baby-sitter, please!

ANTIMATION FOR SAIE: While in California, I checked out the
following establishments: Among the art galleries that special-
ize in animation cels are the recently-opened Circle Gallery in
Ghirardelli Square (900 Northpoint, San Francisco, CA 94109; phone
415/776-2370), and The Owl Gallery (465 Powell St., corner Sutter
& Powell, SF 94102). Both places sell limited-edition and origi~
nal cels from Disney, Warner Bros., Hanna-Barbera and Jay Ward
studios. ..Purther south, you could send away for a free catalog of
cartoon art from Animation Collectibles Center (P.O. Box 46102,
Los Angeles, CA 90046), where their most recent acquisitions were
cels from "The Chipmunk Adventures.” Of course, if you prefer to
obtain said cels from the original source, write to Bagdasarian
productions (4400 Coldwater Canyon Boulevard, Studio City, CA
91604) for more info. Allow 2-4 weeks for a response...For the
inexpensive shopper, there are two places in San Fran within walk-
ing distance of one another (both at Pier 39, near Fisherman's
Wharf). The Disney Store (P.O. Box K-106, SF 94113; phone 415/
391-4210) offers all their familiar characters on everything from
clothes and jewelry to ceramics. A larger diversity of gifts de-
picting characters from other studios can be found at Cartoon
Junction (P.O. Box P-12, SF 94133; phone 415/392-2220)...For you
folks on the East Coast, there's Collector's Castle (175 Center
St., Wallingford, CT 06492; phone 203/269-8502). They carry a
large selection of cels from Filmation's "Star Trek” series of the
1970's (currently airing on Nickelodeon), as well as cels from
Steven Lisberger's anthropomorphic athletic satire “Animalympics,”
which reminds me...

WHATEVER HAPPENE 170..."Animalympics?” It was originally made
for the big screen, but it wound up on television as two separate
specials (both on NBC). The first special, which was a half-hour
long, dealt with the Winter Games., It aired during the winter of
1979-80. During that time, the US boycotted the Summer Olympics,
resulting in a postponement of the airing of the hour-long second
"Animalympics® special. It eventaully aired during the summer of
1981, and since there were no big sporting events to parallel the
special, it received lackluster ratings. Some years later it was
made available to the public on home video (from Warner), only to
disappear from the scene after 1985. The complete feature (com-

32 prised of both specials) alsoc aired on cable TV (last seen in 1984

on HBO). But now, I can report two pieces of good news: First,

‘- Brothers, died of pancreatic cancer on July 13.

cels from “"Animalympics" are available for purchase from the
aforementioned Collector's Castle and from "One-of-a-Kind" Cartoon
Art (775 Livingstone Place, Decatur, GA 30030; phone 404-337-3333)
including some cels with the original background art. Second, Fa-
mily Home Entertaimment will be rereleasing the home video version
of the film later this year (retailing at $39.95), so if you'd
missed it the first time it was being sold, don't blow it this
time. You'll not only enjoy the visual images, but the hilarious
vocal talents of Billy Crystal, Gilda Radner, Harry Shearer and
Michael Fremer (by the way, whatever happened to Michael Fremer?).
In addition, Graham Gouldman of 10 CC performs some of the music
(incidentally, I just happen to own an out-of-print copy of the
film's soundtrack album; it's on the A&M label, No. SP 4810, in
case you'd like to search for a copy yourself).

MAGAZINE UPDATE: No sooner had IJ #61 come out with the news
about Korkis & Cawley's departure from Spotlight Comics, than they
found a new distributor for the long-awaited Cartoon Quarterly.
Gladstone (the people who brought back “Mickey Mouse"” and "Donald
Duck® comic books) will release CQ's premiere issue in September
...What will probably be the final issue of Graffiti (put out by
ASIFA-Hollywood) should be out this fall. 1In its place will be a
monthly newsletter (already in distribution), Inbetweener, yours
free if you become a member of ASIFA-Hollywood (for more info,
write to 5301 Laurel Canyon Boulevard, #250, North Hollywood, CA
91607) ...

FRUITS (AND VEGETABLES) OF THEIR LABOR: The 'Golden Crab-
apple' goes to the Rev, Donald Wildmon for condemning an episode
of "Mighty Mouse: The New Adventures."” 1In it, our hero was
simply sniffing a crushed flower, but the Reverend thought that
the rodent was snorting cocaine. I'm surprised that the clergy-
man didn't complain about cartoon characters like Porky Pig and
Donald Duck, who appear without pants in their shorts (short sub~
jects, that is). CBS is taking no chances; they'll rebroadcast
the episode with the controversial scene exorcised, just to please
His Holyness. (In the words of presidential candidate Pat Paul~
sen, "The 'C' in CBS stands for censorship; there's no need to
mention what the other two initials stand for.")...Some 'peaches
and apricots' (principal ingredients of duck sauce) go to various
Pay-Per-View cable stations for airing the unofficial world tele-
vision premiere of "The Duxorcist,” Daffy Duck's comeback cartoon.
It preceded Joe Dante’'s "Innerspace,” the Oscar-winning fantasy
starring Martin Short...The Movie Channel becomes the latest re-
cipient of some ‘'sour grapes' for creating a constant distraction
while airing animated shorts (see IJ #59). As part of their new
format, TMC continuously announces at the bottom of the TV screen
when the next featured film begins, as a cartoon (or coming at-
traction) is presented. Fellas, save that time-exploiting stuff
for the professionals (the folks who present 'Intermission Time'®
shorts at drive-in theatres)...Pinally, this issue's 'Golden Cor-
nucopia’ goes to the many people, in front and in back of the ca-
meras, who made "Who Framed Roger Rabbit" the hit that it is, es-
pecially the animation teams from England (led by Richard wil-
liams) and the US (Dale Baer's Toontown sequence was truly the
piece de resistance)...

MIS'CEL'LANEOUS: This time around, instead of capsule comments
I1'd like to express an opinion about the many rumors flying around
about the possibility of a sequel to "Roger Rabbit." Ordinarily,
when a film becomes a hit, a sequel to it is bound to follow {(and
this year has been no exception); but every once in a while, a mo-
vie comes along that is so good it should stand alone without any
kind of follow-up.(like “E.T." or “Gone With The Wind"). I feel
that "Roger Rabbit" is such a movie (besides, it drew a bigger
audience than sequels to "Rambo," "Arthur® and "Crocodile Dundee®).
Now, acoording to Get Animated! UPDATE, plans for a sequel are in
the works, with a release date as early as 1991, In spite of the
fact that director Robert Zemeckis and head animator Richard Wil-
liams have no plans to do another "Roger Rabbit" film in the fu-
ture, Disney Studio head honcho Michael Eisner says that work has
already begun. The proposed story takes place closer to the pre-
sent, with Roger's son in the lead. Roger's son? Gimme a break!
(See 1J #57 and find out why I dislike any film or ™V show that
involves any form of offspring in a sequel or spinoff.) Look, if
the public wants to see more of Roger, put the toon on short sub-
Jects where he belongs (that was his original job to begin with,
you'll recall). As for the idea of a sequel, I have an alternate
plan; rather than risking another $45 million on a possible dis-
aster, use a smaller percentage of the money to resurrect the
scenes that wound up on the cutting room floor (such as the funer-
a) of Marvin Acme, or Judge Doom's pet vulture), re-edit them into
the original film, and rerelease the entire production as “Who
Framed Roger Rabbit: The Deluxe Bdition.” It worked once before
for Steven Spielberg's "Close Encounters of the Third Kind: The
Special Edition.” 1If the idea fails, at least it won't cost you

as much. Give this idea some consideration...but don't make a
saquel, p-p-p-p-p-please! I mean, Roger Rabbit's son?! I know
toons can get away with anything, but Roger and Jessica?...I don't
know. (The opinion expressed does not necessarily reflect the
views of anyone else associated with 1J, including family members,
SpPONSoOrs—as SO00N as some ars acquired—and friends, both human
and toon alike.) .

OBITS: Phil Monroe, another legendary animator at Warner
He was 71. As
part of Chuck Jones' crew, he was partially responsible for bring-
ing 1ife to characters like Bugs Bunny, Daffy Duck, Wile E. Coyote
and Pepe Le Pew. In addition, he co-directed new animation for

" "The Bugs funny/Road Runner Movie" and subsequent TV specials

directed by Jones. His other major claim to fame was animating

TV commercial characters such as Charlie the Tuna and Tony the
Tiger.



Sayz-Ul(etters)

July 22, 1988
De"f-fl”ﬂ:i read your response to my letter on racism printed in
10 #61, and I'm afraid I've been terribly misunderstood, from ny
own poor clarity of expression. So, 1 would 1ike a chance to “re-

" f.
dea;l d'gyzg]lieve some of the comments that Ace made in his racism

article, but I DO NOT believe in race separation. Actually, it
seems just insane to me that we cannot all 1ive together in the
same country and in peace. But I see problems from both the white
and black people, as far as racism is concerned. The question I
was trying to make people think about is this: It has been over
one hundred years since slavery was outlawed, and racism still
exists. It seems ridiculous that racism should even be an issue
in 1988, but it is sti1) going strong. 1 can't help but wonder if
we are eventually going to get over this problem, or will this "In-
ternal fighting eventually bring this country to an end. I don't
know, but I just believe we should think about that possibility.
1 believe there are differences between races, but so what? We
1ive in a wonderful country, Elayne. Even with its problems,
America 1s still the best thingh:rou:d. 1 just hope that racism
doesn't eventually end what we have here.
jes for my "illiterate" letter, and best wishes to 1J,
¥ apologles Y CURT SIMMONS
Route 2, Box 1540
Henderson, TX ESZ with
Sonry we misunderstood, Cunt, amd while 1 szill agree with you
ibonu;ymny things—chief among them Lhe assertion that "Amerndica is
SLill the best thing around” and that “we tive in & wondeaful
country” [Let's ask Leonard Peliier, for example, how wonderful
2his country is)—1'm glad we presumably got thimgs siraight now.)
Dear Elayne
al wasyrea'ding 1J #61 and 1 felt compelled to write a letter.

POLITICS—Since the Democrats were talking about Famﬂy.so much
during the convention, I guess it's fair to mention that I've
heard that Lloyd Bentsen can claim Henry Wilson as his great-grgat
uncle. Wilson, who replaced Schuyler Colfax as President Grant's
vice-president, was one of the people implicated in the Credit Mo-
bilizer scanda). I hope this isn't a bad sign. Of course, Wilson
was a Republican and Bentsen is rumored to be a Democrat.

THE CONTINUING SAGA OF DR. 1GUANA—1 was so inspired by Ken
Burke's "The Legends of Rockabilly Quiz® that I decided to write a
few questions myself.

1. Who was “the Wink Wildcat?"

a. Charlie Feathers c. Johnny Carroll

b. Dale Hawkins d. Roy Orbison
2. Who recorded "Red Hot?"
a. Billy Emerson c. Bob Luman

b. Billy Lee Riley d. A1l of the above
3. Which rockabilly artist is not from Minnesota?
a. Ronnie Ray & The Playboys c¢. Vince Taylor & The Playboys
b. Hal Fritz & The Playboys d. Don & Jer & The Screamers
4. Who recorded the Wade & Dick sons "Ooby Dooby?"
a. Janis Martin ¢. Roy Orbison
b. Sid King dé Al] othhe above
ANSWERS: 1. - D; 2. - D; 3. - C; 4. -
HISTORY REVISITED—"It is not a well-known fact that thg Pil- .
grims' experiment with communism failed within three years' time.
- Jesse Helms (in Where Free Men Shall Stand, 1976, p. 22)
“Barry Goldwater is the man who can cut through the eggheag
complexities in Foggy Bottom and solve these problems for us.
- Phyllis Schafly ?{n A Choice, Not An Echo, 1964, p. 83)
“History has a long past.” - Genaro Cornero Checa {in the
collection of essays Comrade Kim 11 Sung: An Ingenious Thinker and
Theoretician, Korea, 1975, p. 36)
Best luck to all, TODD KRISTEL
1140 N. 24th Street

Allentown, PA 18104

Dear Elayne,

Let's take a deep breath, find that favorite chair/sofa, and
get ready for more linguistic intercourse on our latest subject,
racism. I‘11 start off by saying that I concur with Deborah's
statements in her letter to you and think that it will silence a
few readers out there, the “neoliberals"* as you called them,
Elayne. I suggest that folks 1ike Ace take the time to listen to
the Lenny Bruce routine “How to Relax Your Colored Friends at Par-
ties” which is contained on the LP "The Real Lenny Bruce." This
is a perfect comeback to the white 1iberal and succinctly captures
the clichés that exist. As for Curt Simmons' views on Texas, you
would get a strong argument from my brother in Houston. HKe's not
concerned with racism as he works dafly with blacks and Asians and
Mexican-Americans. In his job you really don't have time for {t—
he's a funera) director. From the beginning to the end, from cre-
ation to cessation, we are all equal. There is no reason why we
can’t 1ive together and cross these ethnic boundaries. Then we
find that Dave Hyde knows exactly how the mind of a black person
thinks, accepting the imprisonment of the white society and easily
falling to the taboos. I find 1t hard to believe this is the
rule. We have a superior white-dominated culture that produces
such fine men like Ted Bundy, Charles Manson, Edmund Kemper, Her-
bert Mullin, et al. Caucasians make up the majority of the mass
murderers and while this is a different issue from inter-city

;- and economically ahead.

crime it can yield no evidence to any superiority from being white

I know that people want more humor in 1J
but it is important to get into some creative exchanges from time
to time. Freedom of the Press and all that constitutional
amending.
. Found Spy magazine to be quite a delight. At least it's fas-
cinating to this Midwesterner and I'11 read anything dealing with
New York. (Ve editrix bears somewhat of a grudge against Spy fon
Aeasons oo mumenous to go into here; 1 do not AubAMibe.)_Eﬁow we
Just need to get you a subscription to "Nebraskaland." The only
albums that DeeBee and I have been listening to lately are "Canci-
ones de mi Padre" by Ronstadt, "Solitude Standing" by Vega, "Tho-
kozile" by Mahlathini and the Mahotella Queens (highly recom-
mended) and “Shaka Zulu" by Ladysmith Black Mambazo. The sounds
of Africa and Mexico are intriguing and how anyone cannot come
away from this music with a smile is beyond me. If we don't start
to explore the cultures and languages outside our own, then we
perpetuate our solipsicm and become another Jesse Helms.

So, Elayne, tell me more about super crimefighter Rudy Guilia-
ni. What makes him tick? (Your basic driving Republican ambition
Lo become powenful, same as evenyone else. of that ilk.) Where
does the U.S. Army get these TV campaigns? The latest ends with
"Freedom isn't Free." So when do I get the bi11? And do you
think there will ever be a category on Jeopardy for Frank Zappa?
Why not? ('Cause they're gonna try fox "W%I Young's Banned
Videos" {inst.) There will soon be a Tobbying effort from the
Pork Rind Industry on behalf of George Bush. This guy's favorite
snack is fried pork rinds and Tobasco sauce. You bet...

Do keep 1n touch. Love and kisses and anything else not known
to the Surgeon General. TOM GEDWILLO

854 Y Street
Lincoln, NE 68508
Oear Elayne,

Well, here 1 am again. Sorry there was no Snide Critic last

time, but what can I tell you? The way things have been going,
Margot's "Help!" cover on #61 summed up my current worldview quite
nicely! Eeeee... (The "Help!" part was added by ye editrnix, who
hopes she didn't deface too much of Margot's artwonk. ) Anyway,
what did the rest of #61 taste 1ike? Reviewing the fngredients,
we see that the continuing Popovac travelogue is purty good,
though we hope the Rock Fiend comes back soon. M. Nuclear's "Om-
nipotent Stug" was Real Neat. Deja's Purg Papers are back on the
beam with tips for the Lonely Guy. I was relieved that "One Hit
to the Body" served up some chuckles (“"How To Write Gooder;" “Le-
banese Roulette”...)—at first glance I thought it was a serjous
tale of rotten neighbors. Jello Wars, Part 111: Hurrah! Enjoyed
Ace's “"What Keeps You Sane?" poll (What keeps me sane? I'm not!
B8laaaaah! YEEEE-EEE!). Homo Patrol...I dunno, the initial epi-
sodes were funny, but now Messrs. K.L. and Tom Roberts seem to
have gone grim on us. “Ice Cream Man" was some true-to-1ife hu-
mor. Mr. Chaput must possess considerable reserves of inner
strength in order to sIog through all those Marvels (and most
DCs, for that matter)...Foo! Daza's untitle video-shop thing was
fun, what with all those aggressive cassettes jumping about.
"Animation Update": oh goodie...Scooby-Doo spinoffs, Ghostbuster
spinoffs, ALF spinoffs, Garfield spinoffs...and a Whoop Glodberg
show from Hanna-Barbera! Oh, Happy Day! Oh Shit! Ah, good,
here's some more MasterMath. Taubmann's "Second Draft" looks to
be a solid fantasy tale—! wanna see what happens next. Phil's
back cover s problematic; the "Groom's Side" is filled with re-
_cognizable cartoon characters, but the "Bride's Side" features
these strange, unworldly figures (jest kiddin')! Yep, another
swell issue...not as sobersided & solemn as previous issues—1
heartily echo Sue Packie's reminder that 1J is a humor ‘zine!
C'mon, laff! Laff, Paggliaci, and all will applaud you! Laff
and the world laffs with you...cry, and the world laffs at you!
Y'know?...God & Goddess Bless!! Yowza!

Best (& Good & Better as well), JOHN P. MORGAN

185 Seabreeze Ave., #4
_.East Xeansburg, NJ 07734
Dear Elayne; 7-25°838

I must say that I was very pleased with all the personal re-
sponse that 1 got from “Someone's in the Kitchen with Arnie." It
was the most letters an article of mine got people to write to me
ever in my tenure at IJ. A1l the letters were positive, even
though many inquired 1f I was a) a vicious 1ittle kid, b) the fa-
ther of a vicious 1ittle kid, or c) someone who babysits for a li-
ving. It seems that 1 do have a few “fans" out there, which was
good to find out because I had been getting quite depressed over
being immobile and unproductive out here in the middle of nowhere.

With the exception of a few pieces here and there (they KNOW
who they are, I've written themg. I can't say that I've reaily
been wild about the last two issues of IJ, but then this could
Just be my problem. The so-called Ace controversy that seems to
fi11 the letter column with so much fire and brimstone doesn't
really do a thing for me. Ace has a right to his opinions and ob-

- servations, so does everybody else. I think Ace showed a lot of
courage in saying what he felt, and that some of the folks who
read his stuff overreacted. I miss Anni's column, and don't think
the stuff that she's writing under the pseudo-name has the same
snap as usual. Gary Pig has been stretching his range a bit, and
Larry Oberc hasn't made me shake my head and say, “Man, I wish I'D
written THAT!" in awhile. YOU haven't quite been up to snuff with

. YOUR stuff either. When you tell us in the responses to the let-

> ter column to "Tighten up” or “find a literary Journal" for our 33




articles remember that YOU write less humor on a regular basis
than most of us. 6Granted, it's all solid readable work. But as
good as “...or Not TV" is, 1t's not a humor piece. As I said,
though, this could all just be my problem. I generally like 1J
enough to read ALL of it every issue, and I don't really care if
everything is HA-HA funny. I 1ike good writing and watching good
writers (1ike Ace, Gary, Anni, Kathy, Tom, David, etc.) develop
their craft and respective styles.

I hope that you'll accept these vague criticisms in the spirit
in which they are given (whatever THAT is) and keep giving 1J your
best shot, cuz I believe it is a worthwhile endeavor.

STILL (painfully) ROCKIN', KEN BURKE

P.0. Box 8

Black Canyon City, AZ 85324
(You're night, Ken, T don't write any humor for 1J. 1 i_uudly get
a chance to wiite fon 1J, period, other than the editsorial stuff
and an occasional "Fan Noose" on TV review colimm, because there's
fust no noom anymone. Even Lf there were noom, howevex, 1'm
afraid 1'd still be guilty as charged, because T just don't have
the talent with wmﬂ many 17 writens are gifted. That's why 1'm
glad 1 can at Least edit, even if T can't write. 1£'s the "those
who can't do, teach" theony, 1 guess...All best wishes for a
speedy necovery fon your back, hip and Leg problems, by the way.}
Dear Elayne:

Hallelujah! Praise the flaming nose-hairs of G'Broagfran!

“Fan Noose" is back! Even if it is semi-annual, that just gives
me enough time to get everything before the next 1ist arrives!
Thanx Yoads, Elayne.

Ace Backwords: "Sanity" is an overrated description of a men-
tal state that confines the truly intelligent people (1ike me, of
course) about as thoroughly as underwear 5 sizes too small—who
needs it?

when did you send out 1J #617 1 didn't get my copy until July
20th, so it's gonna be a pain trying to make the deadline...(#67
was sent out in the middle of July—7/16 1 think—so it made pret-
2y good time getting Lo you. Iuy«taauowaxlwtmd_g#ta
make the deadline, which is a Lot of Ltime for a zine thaf pub-
Lishes regulanly every six weeks. No excudes.)

Liked the wedding Pictures on the back cover. I recognized all
of "The Groom's Side," being a comic nut; but the only ones I re-
cognized on "The Bride's Side" were Pru & Pink Bunny and “Bob"
Dobbs. Who's the rest of the gang? (The Tortorici family, the
Finesign Theatne, and I'm not sure whether the fellfow pictured
above quasi-ubexbaby Nichofas is Danny Kaye on Pee-Wee Herman. )

Prudence: "The Jello Wars"™ 1s progressing nicely—when's Pru
the younger going to saw off Bunny's ears? (You created Zog? I
grovel corrected—!I thought Rodny first summoned her up.)

4-Color Fiend: Have you read/plugged “Savage Henry?" It's got
everything—a well-meanfng but stupid hero, lotsa music, and a
viilainess mean enough to eat Darkseid for breakfast! (And it's
by Matt Howarth, creator of "Those Annoying Post Bros.", so you
know it's good!)

23 Skidoo, R. BAIN

36 Erskine Drive

Morristown, NJ 07960

USA, Earth, Solar System, East Arm M-1, Universel, Eris’' Toybox
Dear Elayne, July 2571988

Received 1J #61, and devoured it. Some very good stuff. If I
haven't said it before, I'11 say it now—1 love Jed Martinez's
column on animation. Thanks!

The Purgatory Papers was quite on-target, and I loved David
Serlin's column on new job opportunities. I feel slighted (just
kidding) that Ace Backwords didn't contact me, Mr. Mult{-Media of
western Massachusetts (HA!), for information on his column...by
the way, did he ask you? (Nah, ke Enows 1 don't believe An any
sanity clause any more.} 1 liked it nevertheless.

“The Ice Cream Man" had a nice wistful quality to it. A good
memory story. The “Overheard at America's Lunch Counters" are a
scream. As usual, the "Kid" Sieve contribution was its usual in-
sightful self...(Really? "Kid" thought it aather sucked Last is-
sue, and wants to apologize to all conceaned.)

Slack! MIKE DOBBS
24 Hampden Street
Indian Orchard, MA 01151
Yo EW!

Notha cookin IJ. #61 definitely rocked hard. Thanx for the
kind beggin' on behalf of SHCQ. And now, in keeping widda new
spirit of SAYZ-U, here's my contribution to rafsin' da level of
discourse: Settle the strike NOW! Lou (President of Popovac) is a
weeniel Back to the good stuff. Deja {s very right-on about the
high philosophical import of the cartoon. "“Jello Wars” gets bet-
ter 'n better. Kathy Stadalsky's review was skee-erry indeed. I
used to churn thru that stuff when 1 worked a slush pile a few
years back and the only comfort I can offer is that the damage
isn't permanent. Hey, KS, nuthin' personal. Remember—WE LOVE
US! T am not waiting with breath abated for the GMDobbs discus-
sion of the ontological merits of Gloria Leonard & Co. 1 spect
dat. in 1J 'bout the same approximate time as George Bush selects
Abbie Hoffman as his runnin' mate. Stu Newman's "Ice Cream Man"
had some boss writin' altho I didn't love the payoff as much as I
wanted to. I trust dat the Fericano & Ligi piece was part of
their continuing exploration of alternate aspects of reality and
not an Actual Submissfon to SNL cos even by NBC's admittedly 11~

mited levels of quality it bit...hard. Loved "Hassles of s Hap-
34 less Hippo" altho agafn it didn't pay off quite as 1'd hoped.

MasterMath 1s the new religion. Glad to hear from the fabuloustic
Mildred Neptune in the letters col. No, I don't think you should
put letter-writers in the Ed. Box. As for Pru's letter, some am-
plification. She's dead rite 'bout Bunny & Pru (whose stories 1
have temporarily retired from writing as 1 simply can't keep up
or figure where everything fits in). Actually, 1 stole Kermit the
Marine and Officer Friendly for "K the M Show part 2" but she
didn't prosecute and that led to "BCinB." There may be another
episode in the not too distant future, possibly fn James Wallis'
INSIANT KARMA if I can ever find his address...Pseuds are the only
way ta go, but I can't get too racked if people fuck them up.
Hell, half da time I don't even know what's where. I still dunno
wot I'm sposed to have said to Phil T. Pru told me I blatantly
in-sulted da boy. My lingo musta run amuck on me. Clearly, when
1 sez that Phil's 11los kicked my ass, dat means they was bad to
da bone, babies (and when I sez "we don't love you we just want
your money” I'm just makin' noise). But I must disagree wif Pru
and Deja. “Beverly Hills Teens" is dreadful slime. Bring back
"Inhumanoids"! Aside to MasterMath: if I knew where Pru got her
ideas 1'd be there with 2 bucket, honey. Anywayze—hope you find
this story sneaks in under the Jimit of sexual allusions, rude be-
havior and bad language. {Rothing wrong with your submission this
time, boyo—a Little [emphasis Little] innuendo mever hurt anyone,
and 1 don't give a fuck about "bad Language,” which in no way
comes under the categony of MTINTK.} 1 do 1ike bein in 1J even if
no one else finds it worthy of mention (yea yea I know—book fuc-
kin hoo...). Life's sti11 up inna air so keep sendin' that mail
to the SHCQ box.

we love us... RODNY K DIOXIN
c/o Box 1529
Columbia, MD 21044
Dear People,

If Fate and our beloved Editrix, Madame Wechsler-Chaput, are
kind, then you will find herein a new column—Fromme. The titie
of my column is DEAR LANDLORD, which is based on the Bob Dylan
song. Since most of you probably know the lyrics and meaning of
this song, I need not explain my purpose. Those of you who don't
know can be 1ike Rikki Tikki Tavi, Those of you who don't know
Dylan or Kipling can stop reading this.

If anyone wishes to engage in any polemical discussions with me

regarding this column's topic, they may do so. But I must give
fair warning. I am 37 years old and so overeducated it is almost
& disgrace. Much of my empiricism and ethical reasoning are based
on Aristotle, St. Augustine and Thomas Aquinas. If you have not
read all of the works of the three guys above, including Summa
Theologica, don’t bother arguing iwth me. Further, {f you haven't
read ai'l of Mortimer Adler, Bertrand Russell, Hegel, Kant, Witt-
genstein, Santayana, Pascal and Seneca, don't come crying to me.
I will not be responsible for coming off as an arrogant know-it-
211 simply because I am older and received a classical education.
On the other hand, should anyone wish to debate in a logical, ra-
tional fashion, and should they be well-armed with the philosophy
and wisdom of the ages, I will warmly welcome them. Then I will
beat the bejeez outta them. So 1t goes. A formal “Mi dee Ho" to
J.P., Rodny and accomplices and Anni, Susan and the Kid. I am
back and know not for how long. If you are going to applaud me,
do 1t Toudly. If you are going to crucify me, use sharp nails and
a GOOD hammer, not some cheapshit deal from K-Mart.

Fill what's empty. Empty what's full. And scratch where it

itches. DEBORAH BENEDICT
854 Y Street
Lincoln, NE 68508
Elayne,

For the first time in many issues, I've fully read, digested,
ingested, chewed, etc. etc., an issue of IJ. It seems quick on
the heels of the creativity debate/controversy/scandal comes the
racism argument. A lot of people are saying a lot of things and 1
even agree with a2 few things that some of them are saying. How-
ever, I'm going to keep my nose (or fingers) out of this one. Of
course, I am glad that 1 have one of those, uh, natural aptitudes
for those things of a verbal kinda thing, ya know. I know, I
know. They were ?enera'lizations and not meant to be universal
statements. That's why I'11 say no more.

No, I1'd rather talk about the good things. Needless to say
this includes Anni—oo0ps, Lou's column, although his views on
baseball could touch off another debate. 1 mean, some of us ac-
tually enjoy watching the finely tuned craft of pitching and find

leasure in a low scoring pitching duel. But in this power-
ungry, actfon-craving America in which we 1ive, it seems that I'm
in the minority. At least among the home run—I mean, baseball
fans that I know. Give me a no-hitter over a grand slam any day!
(Actually, I'm the only one 1 know who prefens blowouts to Low
sconing duels. Wanna exchange baseball acquaintances?)

Cartoons are popular absurdist theatre? I Vike that.

My worst experience with a noisy neighbor was one who snored
through the walls. Not quite as bad as the ones in Larry Stolte's
story. So that I can comment a 1ittle more on two stories, I'11
Just briefly mention some other ideas that ran through my brain as
I read. 1 1iked Sigmund's “The Dead Woman.” Wondering if it con-
nected to Steve's "The Slow Collapse." (I try to "commect” stuff
as much a8 1 can when 1 Lay out 1J, but if any one story relates
Lo any other; it's really coincidence, as 1 almost never assign
Lopics on things Like that.) Really, I mean really, enjoyed Tama-
~rina's story and am eagerly awaiting the conclusion. Her explana-
 tions were also interesting but the story would be just as fine
without them.



Count me among the millions whdhave seen ROGER RABBIT and en-
Joyed it. My favorite cameo was Jiminy Cricket. The "sorriest
Tooking grape” who hated the Beatles sure spoke well for a drunken
barfly. Oh well, maybe he was Jewish and had that natural apti-
tude (sorry, couldn't resist). Ooh, I almost forgot. MasterMath
was super. I have a friend doing grad. work in Mathematics and
1've been feeding him 1J in small doses. After he gets hold of
MasterMath, he should be hooked.

Okay, two comments on two articles. (One on each. See, I stu-
died Math too.) On "Romance Review," I have a FRIEND who told me
that she just read one of those wonderful literary works and hated
every minute of it. Really, she did but she couldn't stop reading
it. That made me think. If they're really addicting, and we know
they're harmful, and 1f we get a president who cares for educatien
as much as Dukakis claims to, then might we start a campaign te
"Just Say No To Romance Novels?" Think of it—we can shortex it
to "Just Say No to Ro." People will be jumping up and dows chant-
ing, "NO RO, NO RO!"

On a sadder note, a comment on “Slow Collapse." Working in the
restaurant industry, I see many people, two or three in particu-
lar, who constantly party their asses off into complete states of
incoherence, this on a regular basis. I have a definite fondness
for a beautiful cold beer after a long day/night. And I, too,
find nothing wrong with getting smashed once in a while. But 1
see too many people doing it too many times, so that I have to
answer Steve's ending question with, it controls him.

This letter ran long. And right on top of a 36-page issue.
Sorry about that. More pages, more things on which to comment.

Bye for now. MICHAEL BULLER
11 Colombia Ave., #B-1
==cHartsdale, NY 10530
Dear Elayne: 8 August, 1988

Well, I did think I'd have time to write you a Real, Right and
Proper Letter this month—it's been so long since I've done one—
as my boss has pleased everyone even remotely connected with our
of fice by taking off for Virginia Beach for a week—not to wish
anything on the other, perhaps more innocent, tourists, 6r, for
that matter, the environment as a whole, but some of us are pray-
ing very fervently for a sudden attack of aquatic syringes—but
you know how it goes. The boss leaves, and you assume you're go-
ing to have a nice, peaceful week, and catch up on your knitting,
when suddenly the whole operation blows up in your face, people of
whom you've never before heard begin calling up demanding all man-
ner of obscure services, you discover that your boss promised at
least 35 things would be delivered tomorrow and neglected to tell
you about any of them, the bills need paying, the invoices are
due, and there you sit with all this deadly responsibility and ab-
solutely no authority, wringing your hands and wishing you'd taken
your sainted mother's advice and become a millionaire instead.
Honestly, it's enough to make a Thinking Person take to guzzling
Liquid Paper, but there it 1s, and here you are getting stuck with
an extremely truncated letter, and me just back from being on
Strike and all. A thousand apologies. Or something.

Anyway, 1t is nice to be back, even with all this confusion,
and I'm glad to see that things are more or less the way I left
them, although I swear you can't turn your back on Some People for
a minute without they go dashing off getting married and commit-
ting honeymoons and all sorts of nonsense. Incidentally, it seems
to me | was at your wedding—either that, or an exceedingly con-
fused dress designer broke into my house and left a pink, sequined
evening dress in my closet by mistake—and I certainly didn’t see
all those people Phil Tortorici pictured om the back cover. Were
they at the A Table or what, and, if so, were they able to get a
second helping of derma farci?

And I'm terribly relfeved that I missed all the fighting that
seems to have been going on while I was out walking the picket
line. Honestly, boys and girls, 1f you can't play nicely together
you can all just go home and watch television-—there are starving
writers in Hollywood that would be glad for a chance to write for
10 just now (there are starving writers in Hollywood that would be
glad for a chance to write for a fortune cookie company just now,
but let's not stretch the point). I mean, you never catch mne
picking fights with people now, do you? Well, do you?

Be that as it may, 1t was nice to see Mildred Neptune in these
pages again—may she continue—and the latest chapter of Pru-
dence's Jello Wars was, of course, excellent—and I'm gettin? very
fond of The Poet's Diet Book, which is exceptionally well written,
I think, a1thou$ t does remind me uncomfortably of my life, in
spots, and that's just about all I care to say about that.

But I don't happen to think that letter writers ought to be in
the editorial box, actually. For one thing, half the letter wri-
ters are staffers already, so 1t's redundant; for another, I think
it would be confusing; and, for a third—and you will, I hope, ex-
cuse my elitism—a letter 1s not a column or article. It's taken
me ten minutes to write this letter—couldn't you tell?—while
some of my columns have taken up to two weeks to complete, and,
while you can scarcely judge the content of something by the time
1t takes to create, I think you'd be doing a disservice to your
regular writers and your “Other Contributors® to group a casual
Tetter in with something that might have cost them quite a bit of
time and energy. If you wanted to make a separate box for letter
writers, that would be quite another thing, or at least a separate
heading in the editorial box, but I don't think letters ought to
be tncluded as “contributions" per se, although Lord knows 1 love
to read them.

Well, now that I've thoroughly pissed off everybody who's ever
been nice enough to send 1n a letter, I'd better go write a legal

i

description or something, just to prove the Serfousness of My In-
tent, such as it fis.
ANNI ACKNER

Lock up your Wite-Out,
: Wuthering Depths
P.0. Box 18

Reading, PA 19603

P.S. If certain people from Popovac think they can do this better
or faster or something, they are certainly welcome to try, and
I'}} go 1ive in a '49 Studebaker street coupe and eat dead sea-
ulls.

.P.S. You win the award for “Typo of the Year" with the beauty in
Tammy Dwyer's letter. Someone ought to send it to The New Yarker.
I mean, really. (sosueme— "u'ys n‘axﬁ-!— At 4o "y an S,

-DIES IRAE v, 3in Kmbaughmww>

t was as surprised as anybody when the horn woke me
up. My First clear thought was that | would simply stay
where | was, but that was impossible. While | couldn't
help getting up, at least | was able to be in less than
a hurry on the way. Maybe {'d get lucky and get lost.
| wondered how long 1'd been dead.

Though | strolled slowly, | got there much quicker
than | meant to and took my place at the end of a line
that looked interminable. So this was the big day. An
unbeliever since the age of twelve, | was in deep shit.

It seemed to be going pretty fast. As soon as | got
there, a line of rejected applicants began filing past
me, going the other way, gnashing their spiritual teeth.
It was obvious that not many were getting in. The place
was pretty exclusive, like a country club. Maybe there
was a cover charge.

When the line moved up to where | could hear and see
what was going on, a group of notorious evangelists was
_pleading their cases. Various issues of men's magazines
were introduced into evidence, and spiritual bimbos and
hookers were giving testimony. Weeping, the evangelists
confessed all, affirmed that they were foul and filthy
sinners, proclaimed their repentance, and were admitted.

The fellow in front of me turned his head. |
couldn't believe my good fortune. There were the mean,
deceitful face, the ski-slope nose, the pendulous jowls,
the five-o'clock shadow. As always, he looked embar-
rassed. It should be a scream when he got to the gates.
Since my own turn wasn't likely to take long, | thought
1'd catch up with him and see what he had to say on the
way down. Maybe he even had a used car parked someplace
and would give me a ride.

"How do you plead?*' asked Saint Peter,
file in question on his PC.

“Executive privilege."

'What does that mean?" :

. “ﬂf the President does it, that means it's not a
sin,

“You've got a lot of nerve. We know who's been
naughty and nice," Peter said, tapping on the computer.
“And you still think you should get in?"

“Now more than ever."

Peter tapped on the keyboard, studied the screen, and
asked, "What's this | see about Cambodia?"

‘Let me say this—that was the keystone of the Nixon
Doctrine, and it was essential to the policy of peace
with honor. Besides, it was Henry's idea, and you've
already let him in."

That couldn't be right, | thought.

Peter frowned. 'Have you anything to say before sen-
tence is ‘passed?"

“Let me make one thing perfectly clear.
crook,"

"That's what they all say." The phone rang. 'front
gate. Yes, I'll hold. Hello? VYes, sir, nearly fi-
nished. Really? Unconditional? Al] right. You're the
boss.'" He hung up, looking sour. ‘Today's your lucky
day. You've been awarded an Executive Pardon. Pass,"
he said, hitting the button that opened the electronic
gates.

| stepped up to the table. Peter punched in my file
on the computer, glanced at the screen, and looked up at
me, his brows knitted. ‘'You've got to be kidding. On
your way."

Before | turned to go, | peered through the bars in
the gates and saw him surrounded by an adoring spiritual
silent majority. He was grinning and holding his arms
outstretched above his head, making the victory signal
with both hands.

calling up the

I am not a
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