


Motivations come and go like waves, washing me lifeless 
and breathless over the rocks; over and back again. In the 
deepest recess of memory I have an inkling of light. A 
suggestion, or a hint, of love. Little else. Once, when I 
was riding across New Mexico, 1 had an illumination: 
Satori. And I'd had them before, great ones and small. But 
this one was different, because this one, it seemed clear to 
me, came of itself and not as the sublime result of some 
other contingent phenomenon. Here, in the midst of the vast 
alkaline waste, chanced an arrival. Like all the friends 
you ever loved and lost come walking in the frtmt door with 
smiles on their faces and music in their voices. And it's 
just like you're home for the holidays. Home from the awful 
wars. And telling fabulous stories that have no basis in 
fact, but thrilling the hearts of all those assembled. Of 
sharing that blissful moment on the porch in the dark with 
all the crickets chirping. Of peace on earth. 

Consider, here, a moment, how truly sacred such states of 
ecstacy are. Think, for a moment, how privelaged we are as 
animals, to en joy such happiness, if just for a moment's 
time. To feel one's senses opening up: fears aad defenses 
exploding like a firey ball out to light the firmament, 
while all sanguine atoms bombard your very fiber. And, for 
a moment, issues of life or death, of profit or loss, die 
completely away and you see a glistening kernel of objective 
truth. And even the rocks are vibrating; everything -- you, 
the terrain, the sun, the sky -- everything is flashing, or 
blaaing, or gleaming; babbling harmonious noise. Truth, at 
such times, shows itself as a little girl, laughing and 
rolling in new-mown summer grass. 

This, on the occasion of finding a thistle, wedged last 
October into the pleats of one's wool slacks. And holding 
it up to the light, to examine it, seeing two thousand 
individually barbed seed cases, clumped perfectly together. 
Nature's thistle, sharp missile of genetic pioneers. 
Bard-shelled shuttles across time and space, starships from 
one generation to the next. I turned to Neal and I said: 

"Plant a seed and save the future." 

What's that smell? 
by Mr. Verbose 

While we are all aware that most 
Americans get their B vitamins and 
protein from animal sources, in 
Southeast Asia it is quite a different 
story. In the countries of Laos, 
Kampuchea, Thailand and Vietnam, 
it is fish sauce which is an 
important source of these nutrients. 
To the uninitiated, fish sauce or  
"Nuac rnarn," can smell quite nasty; 
and with good reason. 

Fish sauce is made by taking small, 
sardine-like fish which are native to 
the sea, lakes and rivers of 
Southeast Asia, leaving them out in 
the sun to dry, and then placing 
them, with enormous amounts of 
salt into huge wooden vats. The 
combination of hot tropical sun, salt 
and fish produces a thin brown 
extract which collects at the bottom 
of the vats. This liquid, the product 
of fermenting fish, is then diluted 
with water and bottled as fish sauce. 

Fish sauce does taste better than it 
sounds, though. Use some in stir 
fried vegetables instead of soy 
sauce; or in place of anchovies in 
your next Ceasar Salad. Or, you 
can try this recipe and see if you 
don't become an avid convert to that 
nasty stuff you thought you'd hate. 

Mr. Verbose's Special Sauce 

3 or more cloves garlic 
2 or more dried chili peppers 
2 - 3 t b ~ p .  sugar 
2 or more tbsp. fish sauce 
3 tbsp. chopped fresh corriander 

leaves 
juice and pulp of one lime 

Start by crushing the chilis, sugar 
and garlic into a paste in your stone 
mortar and pestle (if you insist, you 
may try your cuisinart). Next, add 
lime juice and pulp, continuing to 
work the paste in the mortar. 
Finally, add the corriander leaves 
and fish sauce and dilute with water 
to taste. This sauce tastes great on 
rice, or plainly prepared fish, meat, 
or poultry, but alas, not cornflakes. 

He took the thistle and crushed it to powder between 
thumb and knuckle. "Ain't Bonna be no future, pard'," he 
said grinning. "Just one long commercial. " 



It was a cool and breezy afternoon when he 
breezed in through the open door. He 
appeared cool and open to all who peered at 
him. When he spoke, however, there was a 
slight chill in his voice. A coolness which 
bespoke of an anxiety-ridden past. 
Anxiously the hotel manager tried to fill his 
every need. He did not want to try the 
man's patience. A s  though noticing this, the 
man patiently waited the eleuator's arrival 
on the ground floor. Just then a beautiful 
rich female arrived. She was richly attired 
in designer clothes. Instantly the man, 
though tired, had designs on her ample 
funds. 5he was an ample woman with big 
boobs. The elevator operator, however, 
turned out to be a bigger boob as  he could 
not get the elevator in motion. There was a 
motion by the hotel staff, however, which 
declared the author to be the biggest boob 
in all known history. Or, did they say that 
she had the biggest boobs in history? Ah, 
well, that i'm afraid will remain a mystery. 



Horse suit. 

"Spanner, Please," he said as he 
flailed with his hand outside the 
bonnet; his head inside. 

I toddled from the stoop and found 
it for him. The hand took it greedily 
and disappeared to join the head. 

"How would you go about 
describing smoke?", I ventured. I 
couldn't see any response, but there 
was a sudden, brief cessation of 
t i n k q  . 

"What the hell kind of question is 
that?" , he said finally, petulantly. 

I shrugged. "I was just t h m k q  
about it. " 

And then he pulled his head out 
and screwed his eyes into focus, 
" . . . about describing smoke?" 

"About how to go about describing 
smoke.", I told him, secretly very 
pleased. 

He hesitated a minute, then leaned 
inside the motorcar again. "You ME a 
aueer bov." 
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Part 3. 2 
The first person Brian S'pence: 

encountered while crossing the 
Princeton commons was erudite 
little Wanda Ases (Pronounced 
ICE*iss). She too was a member 

! ;'\ 

of the Society and she seemed & 
quite distraut. She seemed not 
even to recognize him, until he 
put out a foot and tripped her. 

"You rat!" she shouted from the 
lawn in the gathering Vesperal 
gloom. 

"What does it mean, Wanda?" he 
demanded of her. She looked at 
him cooly. 

"What does what mean. S' pence?" 

"You be1 i eve that?" 
Wanda looked at him. Looked 

at him maybe for the first real 
time. "Don't you?" 

"No, I don't. Not for several 
weeks." As her homework papers 
flew away with the April wind, 
Wanda Ases suddenly realized that 
there might be something 
interesting beneath the drab 
crust of Brian S'pence after all. 
"You can't be serious, S'pence, I 
think it's time for a reality 
check here. " 

His skin was ashen and there 
was a genuinely blank expression 
on his face. "I believe Shlennner 
wants me to actually --kill 
W g i e  Prong." She quite as 
suddenly remembered to pull 
herself off the ground and stood. 
"come with me, man, you need a 
drink, " she said. 

She took a bottle of gin from 
the cupboard of her dorm room. 
She examined the bottle and 
muttered something dark about her 
roommate. She poured two thirds 
of what was left into a dirty 
Daffy Duck glass and the rest 
into a stained coffee cup. Then 
she found she had no tonic. Or 
Pepsi. She used white wine, 
instead. 

(no one called him ~kiani, she Brian S'pence was really 
responded. 'What's got into you? beginning to lose balance. Be 
You were always so cold and hadn't eaten a thing all day. 
self-absorbed. It isn't like you He'd zoned out on permutations 
to trip people. " and nearly puked in the gym. He 

"It's not like me to take out 
Eeggie Prong, either, " he 
retorted. 

"Well, you'd make an 
interesting couple, but I think 
he's too short for you, " she 
said, breaking into a smile. 
"Here, help me up. " S'pence made 
no move to help her. he looked 
at her cooly and said: 

"Shlemmer's ordering me to 
'take out' Reggie. What does he 
mean. Wanda?" 

"How should I know?" she 
crossed up her eyes vexedly. 

"You two were always together," 
he accused, "He must have told 
you something of the nature of 
his plan." 

"It's a game, S'pence." she 
entreated, "It's just a game to 
see whoever' 11 win. " 

took a sip of the cup, grimaced 
and set it down. "Shlemmer never 
intended this thing to stay a 
game, did he?" He said cagily. 
"We've all been doing real 
things , haven' t we?" 

"I don't understand what you're 
talking about. " she repeated over 
the rim of her gin' in'duck. "And 
why come to me with questions 
about Carl?" 

"I know he confided in you, " he 
said, "I know he told you things. 
I'm sure you know the scope of 
his little game." 

"How could I?" she shot back, 
angrilly. "I haven't evenseen 
him in over two months; nobody 
has. His papers all come in on 
time. Six of his teachers have 
final grades registered for 
him.. . " 

"You may not ever see him, but 
you have a phone number. I h o w  
you do. " "How do you know that?" 
she demanded. Be looked through 
her at the peeling wallpaper. "I 
got it in an envelope about the 
time I began to get suspicious." 
"Who told you such lies?" she 
interrupted furiously. "The 
signature was the same as all the 
others: C. S. Carlo Shlemmer. " 

He took a gulp from the cup 
again and levelled his eyes on 
hers. "You better tell me 
whether Carl wants me to commit 
an act of murder?" She met his 
gaze and stood up. "Well, you 
better hope not, S'pence. " shc. 
said in a suddenly coy voice. 
"'Cause the name I got in the 
mail today was yours. " 

Her face slipped sideways as 
Brian S'pence's head crashed to 
the floor. 

-- To Be Continued -- 

Pert 4. 

Be woke up on top of her, 
feeling the warmth of her sighing 
beneath him. Be started, 
suddenly wondering how all this 
had come to pass. Then it began 
to clear. She'd given him a 
drink. He'd fallen down. She 
helped him up and into the 
bathroom. He fell again and she 
wedged her hip in between his jaw 
and the marble commode. His hand 
fell on her breast and she 
levered him back to his feet. He 
started to stagger backwards, and 
crashed onto the bedroom floor, 
pulling her down on top of him. 

In the brief moment between 
conscious actions, she felt him 
relax; relaxed herself. And, 
since their faces were in close 
proximity, they kissed. 

"You see, it is just a game," 
she told him into his ear. 

-- To Be Continued! -- 
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% --David Updik 
Caroline Curran 

There is no big beginning 
or ending 
there is only today 
as all days 
in itself 
a beginnin 
and an en d -w 



Shut up. 
Rttention! Rtten-- 
Good evening, ladies 'n' gemmelmen. 
Goud evening, gurnrnelmoan or laddies. 
Good morrow, ladies. , . 
We have a hot time tonight. 
Okay. Tonight the RBC premiere: 
I1 Paradim, the mouie. 
Marcello Spaghetti, Sophia Lasagna, 
Rnnette Ragu, Chef Boy-ar-dee 
are guineas is paradise, p :  

trapped in a deathless world of no frustratiois 
because Jehovah reins, Jehouah-- 
creator-god, munificence incarnate, 
Commander-in-Chief, Five-Star Deity, the Boss Jock- - 
hey !--Teaching Rssistant , slave, short order cook-- 

Remington Murphy 

commandant declassified all t h a t  we were to ld 
m lue hnew it uJas hunhy-dory. 
After he proclaimed me persona non grata 

t I began t o  have my doubts. B u t  I reasoned t h a t  he had 60d 
on his side eo what could a robot do? 
Anyway I called t o  tel l  you lue lost both engines and are 
drifting o f f  the  coast of madagascar wfth a load of 
Cosluorth-Ford V12 engines t h a t  we are going t o  throw 
overboard t o  lighten the ship and then row t o  HongyHong. ' Call you then bye. 
now I seeh only the D im Sum in Patagonia in Portugese 
currency now wor th  less since the capture of Stalin's 
secretary's poodle. 

23 years ago, a crack gwdcs research unit was sent to 
prison for a clone they dldn't create. They promptly escapa  
to Ule Los AngelW gmW pool, where Uley ~0ntinw to w o r m  
microsurgery - for a prics. so, U you've got a problm, and 
U p u  can find thsm, maybe you can hire 

the D.N.A.-TEAM! 




