


The Book of Genesis 
According To Earth Mother 

A c r o s s ( a c r o s s  h e  c o n s t a n t l y  t e l l s  me, a c r o s s ,  n o t  a c r o s s e d ) - - - - - s o ,  
anyway, h a v e  it a s  you want  i t ,  a c r o s s .  A c r o s s  t h e  c rowded  room h e  
g a p e d  a t  me---- o u r  f i r s t  m e e t i n g  you know-----so anyway t h e r e  h e  was 
mouth f r i n g e d  w i t h  fu-manchu m u s t a c h e  h a n g i n g  c h i n  t o  f l o o r .  God i 
t h o u g h t ( n o ,  y o u ' r e  p r o b a b l y  r i g h t ,  i p r o b a b l y  t h o u g h t  J e s u s  C h r i s t )  s o -  
J e s u s  C h r i s t  i t h o u g h t ,  w h a t ' s  t h i s  h i p p i e ' s  p rob l em,  s o  i ' m  a l i t t l e  
l a t e ,  C h r i s t  i t ' s  j u s t  a dumb r e a d i n g ,  a n d  i lit a  c i g a r e t t e .  So t h e n  
t h i s  f r e a k ,  t h i s  r e j e c t  f r o m  c i v i l i s a t i o n  a n d  f u g i t i v e  f r o m  W o o d s t o c k s a y s  
s h o u l d n ' t  smoke j u s t  b e c a u s e  i t h i n k  i t ' s  c o o l  o r  a r t s y  o r  w h a t e v e r  i 
nappen  t o  t h i n k  it s t a n d s  f o r .  Well by t h i s  t i m e  i ' m  more  t h a n  a - - ~ - -  -- 

i i t t l e  u n c o m f o r t a b l e  b e c a u s e  i r e a l i z e - t h i s  l i t t l e  dude  h a s  l a t c h e d  on 
t o  m e ,  l i k e  i t  o r  n o t .  

A s  f o r  smoking ,  i c o n t i n u e  t o  d o  i t ,  cha in - smok ing  now i n  a n  e f f o r t  t o  
bug  t h i s  babe away, b u t  no b u d g i n g .  So t h e n  i g e t  a r e p r i e v e ,  e v e n  i f  
s l i g h t ,  i t ' s  " F u ' s "  t u r n  t o  r e a d .  And h i s  s t u f f  a i n ' t  b a d ( o k , J e s u s -  
h i s  s t u f f  i s  v e r y  good,  w i l l  t h a t  do  you Fu? g r e a t . )  H i s  s t u f f  i s  r e a l  
h i p  a n d  i b e g i n  t o  t h i n k  t h a t  maybe t h e r e ' s  s o m e t h i n g  t o  "Fu " .  But h e  
r e a d s  s t r a n g e ,  one of h i s  "Kermi t  t h e  F rog"  f i n g e r s  g e s t e r i n g  t o  t h e  
s k y  l i k e  some a n c i e n t  o r a t o r .  So, o f  c o u r s e ,  " M r .  T h i n  W r i s t s ' '  p l o p s  
down n e x t  t o  m e  a g a i n .  By t h i s  t i m e ,  by t h e  way h e ' s  l o o k i n g ,  i c a n  
t e l l  h e ' s  work ing  u p  t o  t h e  i n v i t a t i o n  t o  h i t c h  h i k e  t o  San  F r a n c i s c o ,  
no t h a n k s  i up  o u t  of t h e  b l u e  t o  s a y ,  i l i k e  P h i l l y  j u s t  f i n e ,  i t ' s  
s m a l l  b u t  i t ' s  c o o l .  Then i g o  f l i p  f o r  t hem a l l ,  b e e n  s i t t i n '  t h e r e  
l i s t e n i n g  t o  a l l  k i n d  o f  f a g g i e  g u y s ,  b l a c k  p e o p l e  who l o o k  a t  you l i k e  
you e n s l a v e d  t h e i r  s i s t e r ,  a n d  a slew o f  m i l i t a n t - c a s t r a t e  eve rybody-  
women, a n d  one  h i p  o l d  J a n i s  J o p l i n  b a b e  it t u r n s  o u t  nobody,  "Fu" i n -  
c l u d e d ,  nobody b u t  m e  l i k e s .  i t a k e  t h e  l i b e r t y  o f  a s s u m i n g  t h a t  e v e -  
rybody  i s  b o r e d  s h i t l e s s .  R i g h t ,  i was, s o  when i g o t  s e r i o u s l y  i n t o  
some c r a z y  poems i had ,  e v e r y b o d y  j u s t  g r o o v e d  o n  t h e  b r a i n w ? v ~ s ,  
t h e  o n e s  i new l i k e d  J a n i s ) ,  t h a t  b e i n '  ' c a u s e  nobody h a d  zo De errbar-  
rassed by g r a p h i c  s e x  o r  s i t  i n  f e a r  of b e i n '  a t t a c k e d  e v e r y  t i m e  t h e  
r e a d e r  l o o k e d  a t  them.  So it was c o o l ,  a n d  i ' d  h a v e  t o  s a y ,  i n  my mos t  
humble way t h a t  J a n i s ,  F u ( i 1 l l  d r o p  F u ' s  q u o t e s  now, t h e y  b e g i n  t o  an -  
n o y ) ,  a n d  i were e a s i l y  t h e  b e s t  t h e r e .  J a n i s  g i v e s  m e  h e r  number a n d  
s a y s  l e t ' s  g e t  d r u n k  some t ime .  Then Fu o p e n s  h i s  m u s t a c h e  a n d  s a y s  
l e t ' s  go g e t  some c o f f e e .  So a l l r i g h t  a n d  i g o .  

Fu t h e n  p r o c e e d s  t o  open  u p  a  l o t  more t h a n  h i s  m u s t a c h e  a n d  t e l l s  
m e  t h a t  h e  h a s  t h i s  r e p e a t  d ream whe re  h i s  s u b c o n s c i o u s ,  m a n i f e s t e d  a s  
a  woman v i s i t s  h im.  We l l  a n d  g u e s s  what  s h e  h a s  my e y e s  a n d  t h e  same 
p a l e . r e d  l i p s t i c k  which i s  a l l  h e  c a n  remember a b o u t  h e r  a n d  why h i s  
jaw h i t  t h e  f l o o r  t o  b e g i n  w i t h ,  h e  n e v e r  g a p e s  w i t h o u t  o u t  a  r e a s o n  he  



l a y s  02 me. So i b e g i n  t o  g roove  on t h i s ,  h i s  l a y i n g  t h i s  on m e  makes 
me groove i n  a  way l i k e  Deja  Vu, b u t  no t  t r u l y ,  i t ' s  more l i k e  God, de- 
s t i n y  h a s  g r a b b e d  m e ,  a n d  what do i do? i l i g h t  a  c i g a r e t t e .  And s h i t  
i ' m  t h i n k i n g ,  l o o k i n g  a t  Fu, t h i s  i s  my d e s t i n y ,  and t h e n  oh w e l l ,  be- 
c a u s e  t h e  KARMA i s  t h e r e ,  ( a n d  who o u t  t h e r e  s t i l l  knows what KARMA 
means anyway???) ,  w e  o b v i o u s l y  have  s h o r t  wave c o n n e c t i o n s .  R igh t  o f f  
mee t ing  m e  h e  knows why i p u t  up t h e  a c t  i p u t ,  and i know why h e  p u t s  
h i s .  ( a l l r i g h t ,  s o  now s t i l l  n o t  c o m f o r t a b l e  w i t h  d e s t i n y  Fu i s  a g a i n -  
--- J e s u s  Fu t h i s  i s  o n l y  a  s h o r t  piece----  now a g a i n  l e a n i n g  o v e r  m e  
e y e i n g  my l a r g e r  b r e a s t  and t e l l i n g  t h a t  i do n o t  know why he  p u t s  h i s  
which i s  a g a i n  j u s t  h i s  a c t  (which i d o n ' t  know a n y t h i n g  abou t  h e  t e l l s  
m e )  t r y i n g  t o  a c t  b i g ) .  So i hook up w i t h  Fu d e s p i t e  my m a t s (  yep, 
even e a r t h  mamma h a s  a ma) better judgement. So w e  hook up and  a l r e a d y  
we're s p o u t i n ' ,  ok,  F u ' s  s p o u t i n '  and  i ' m  a g r e e i n g ,  abou t  how t h e  m i l -  
l en ium i s  comin'  , and Fu t e l l s  m e  t h a t  however much it may a p p e a l  t o  
my a f f o r m e n t i o n e d  a c t ,  it w o u l d n ' t  b e  c o o l  t o  spend it was ted .  So t h e n  
01' e a r t h  mamma h e r e  l e a r n s  of  t h i s  i n c r e d i b l y  h i p  dude and  h i s  budd ies  
who t o o  s p o u t  abou t  t h e  mi l l en ium,  i n  f a c t  t h e y  c o i n  t h e  p h r a s e ,  and we 
hook up b e  m a i l ,  and  i t  c l i c k s  and r e e k s  of  d e s t i n y ,  s o  i d o n ' t  ques-  
t i o n  i t ,  i groove  w i t h  t h e  f l o w .  And t h a t  i s  how i t  a l l  began and 
s t a r t e d ,  and  why i ' m  h e r e .  
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As a young man in divinity 
school, Reinhold Speck had seen a 
documentary film depicting the 
work of Jesuit missionaries in 
the high mountain villages of the 
Huelos de Dios; the principal 
range that forms the spine of the 
continental plate bearing most of 
the southwestern hemisphere. On 
a political map, the brethren 
explained, the nuelos had been 
part of a once thriving empire 
that had fallen into ruin because 
of its decadent ways. They were 
now part of a concern that had 
been established by pan-American 
Saadamites in the last century. 
But Buena Salida was little more 
than a Title on a contract with 
Spain. 

As a nation, or even as an 
economic base, Buena Salida could 
not be admitted to exist at all. 
And so the people, according to 
the missionaries, were in dire 
need of Christian Charity. 

For one hundred and thirty 
five years, the Jesuits had been 
trying to administer this relief 
effort. They sought out children 
who were dying of hunger and led 
then to prayer. Reinhold Speck 
had been stirred and his 
application to the mission board 
had caused great excitement. 
Speck was just the sort of m m  
the Church most needed in its 
forward positions; he had a 
brain. A keen mental facility, 
they surmised, would be the 
strong right arm of Speck's 
personal faith. They surmised. 

The world that Speck found as 
he entered the Service brought 
him face to face with a whole 
different sort of reality than 
he'd known in cloister. His 
first post was in the depths of a 
decaying city. 

On the morning of his first 
day there, some children brought 
him round to an apartment in an 
overcrowded pub1 ic housing 
project. One of the children was 
sick. She had ahigh fever and 
gastral worms. Speck soon 
learned that the little girl had 
contracted the diseases from the 
decomposing corpse of her mother. 
The woman had died of whooping 
cough and no-one had bothered to 
do anything with her or for the 
child. 

"Boseta, " as the missionaries 
soon christened the nameless 
child, simply hadn't hown what 
to do upon the death of her 
mother. She'd stayed in the 
house and waited by her mother's 
side; no one knew how long. The 
other neighborhood children had 
noticed a smell while hunting for 
roaches. They found the little 
girl and ran to get help. 

Day after day, Speck served as 
witness to the most gruesome of 
horrors. Poverty and disease 
were only the most frustrating of 
adversaries. What really in- 
furiated the missionaries was the 
way in which the Salidan "gov- 
ernment" regularly committed acts 
of unspeakable terrorism on the 
very people who needed help most. 

In one such case, soldiers tied 
a man to the frame of his bed and 
carved a11 the skin from his 
face. He sat there weeping red 
tears from lidless eyes and 
wondering if anyone would ever 
come; wondering what they might 
possibly do for him if they did 
arrive. His eyes were just 
beginning to darken and dry when 
Brother Speck came through the 
door. 

Speck prayed for strength and 
administered extreme unction. He 
crossed himself and asked to be 
forgiven. Then he picked up the 
bayonet that the soldiers had 
left and quieted the man's 
misery. The blood stopped 
flowing and he felt the man's 
body relax in his arms. Speck 
began to suspect that, in this 
mission field at least, the 
ordinary commandments d idn ' t 
necessarily apply. 

-- To Be Continued! -- 
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(Joan of Arc) (Gretchen) 

King Charles wore his yellow suit. 
You should have seen the dress Queen Isabel 
was in. You talk about your putting on for 
foreign dignitaries. 

Well anyway I slew the English army. 1 wore 
my helmet with the little tassels, you know, 
the one with the rusted visor. and then 
I caught my banner on my broadsword. 
I had to buy a brand-new flag. I mean I neqer. 
Was I embarassed! 

You mean Duke Gloster? He's English. 

i You don't mean Raymond? 

He was my boyfiend. I can't see 
how you thought he was a prince. 

h 
The yellow ones? They ARE nice. 

I've always wanted Faust to take me there. 

You didn't see Prince-What's-His-Nm, 
you know, the one with those 

lovely knee-socks? 

No, no. I'm sure he's French. He parts 
his hair l i h  luther does. 

That's him! 

Well anyway I love his stockings. 

Potvin 
(to Joan) Eggscuze me, Madame. Have not I seen you face before, 

perhaps some centuries in Franz? 

I slew the English army saving France, that's right. 

Potvin 
Ah, qui. I waz young rookie with da Fransh der. 

we play good war when Joan waz in. 

Eggsaue me, Madame, you wou d not know ze vallant Joan? 1 

t I am that Joan of Arc who succored France in time of need! I 

(Bossy and Potvin fall prostrate, bless themselves). 
Potvin 

Da very Joan! 

Bossy 
0 succor us! 

b y  
Remingt on 

Murphy 



in love ... 
so .full of self 
soempty  of self 

R T------= 
- ~ f t e r r - - - ~  1111th nature 
I am walking to 
the Li'l Arf 
An' Annie Pet Shop 
To get some food for 
This Newfoundland I share my one 
room apartment with, 
And I see a humane society truck 
Run over a family of deer, 
And I see a bull 
Dozer tearing up the forest 
In order 

To build the wildlife foundation. 
When I finally arrive 
At the shop and reach for 
My alligator wallet, I see 
The sign that says: "Warning: 
Premises under surveillance 
By guard-dog". So I do not 
Enter. I return home empty 
Handed, except for these 
Crocodile tears. 

I turned over the cat care pamphlets one by one, observing their cover art with 
amusement. "Travling With Your Cat" showed a scarved feline at the driver's 
seat of a sports car. "Easy Ways to Housetrain Your Cat" had kitty with an apron 
on, cheerfully wielding a vacuum cleaner. I was reminded of Amy's habit of in- 
venting schemes carried out by her cats in her absence. "Cats must inspire more 
anthropomorphism than any other animal," I thought aloud. "Maybe it's just that 
cat owners are a particularly rare breed. Or maybe I just have a weird girlfriend. 

Amy, curious at first, became more so as mention of her entered into this rever- 
ie. " Anthropowhat?", she asked. 

"Morphism, I repeated, already having second thoughts about subjecting an old 
mutual diversion to scrutiny. "Maybe best not to open this can of peas," I ven- 
tured. Realizing it was too late to turn back, I continued: "The tendency to attrib- 
ute human characteristics to non-human species." 

Amy thought, then laughed, then frowned. "Oh, come now, you do that too." 
"I know, and I'm not putting it down! Look at all the cartoon and comic strip 

cats: Courageous Cat, Top Cat, Krazy Kat, Fritz, Heathcliff, Garfield. I think it's 
because they're so serene and deadpan that we can't resist projecting this profound 
cleverness onto 'em." 

I smiled at Amy and hoped she'd never stop calling her cat, Raisin, "The Presi- 
dent of CAKS, Cats Against Kisses." 



MICHAEL GRAI'ES 

Gebhart rn 

P E R S E C U T I O N  /a\ 
The world's your enemy, you sigh. 

6 

\\*? 'I,\ Against its stiffened prick, 
\ \\ Y O U ,  like a wildly rearing stallion, 

Kick .  \ /- I 

S ~ @ V @ ~  @B md~@ On a grassy knoll one 3 

af L J  8 8Bms bug a dead 
president and brown 

Tassoni custom-built cordovans. 
~ l t h o u g h  you call yourself coralled in it ,  \ \ I 

u' \ I 
7 

I see you on your back, 1 With freckled arms the 
~ictimious,Cradled in the lies that keep you Once this house younger sisters bear 
sick. is sold it will be sold the platinum one 
Sigh, kick. time and time home from high school. 
Your delusion's walls are thick. / again and shoes. Their shoes are beneath 
Your persecutors powerful and 2 their hearts and they 
Psychic. ~ Life is a long expect nothing. 

thread Wallenda 8 
I longer than you know My headlights flick 

and shoes. a raccoon's flailing paws his 
I 3 black stupid eyes; the candle 

I am out back when I burned 
GET ON WITH IT crying stops while we 

(a love poem) I 
inside the faucet made love. 
when the leak 9 

Thirty-eight years is not is fixed. When Where there are shoes 
Really a long time to live but my trunk is there is Bob Dylan; 

It's taught me something about bottomed-out your where there is Phil Collins 
Love. shoe is there. there are shoes. 

4 10 
Each of US has a A man and a woman She's spatula'd herself 

Purpose apart from it. and a blackbird are one but into the tiles and burned 
We are each complete only the former wear herself to see 

Human beings of and by shoes though they can't this her love in pans 
Ourselves. buy them very often and and pots and black 

sometimes discard them shoes. 
We each have a destiny all together. I I 

To fullfill: a life to 5 Abebe Bikila 
Lead, and whether we Unshaven the cadillac man you ran without shoes 
Are loved or not it is wants him never more Abebe Bikila 

Our most profound duty to scared or poor and shoes. the sky was blue. 
Get on with it. 

A 



What Lies Within 
Scarlett Faith 

I want 
to tell you 
how much 
I love you 
b u t  
the words 
are jammed 
between lips 
that cannot move 
s t i f fened  
ivith paralysis 
caused  
by fear 
And so 
they sit 
collecting dust 
within my brain 
ha l f -h idden  
in the shadows 
of my heart 
s t o r ed  
sa fe ly  
in a place 
w h e r e  
they 
canno t  
be touched 
o r  
sent  away 
re jec ted  

To dream is to 

live 

in the world 

of eternal 

truth. 

If you say you 

don 't dream 

you lie. 

Lies destroy dreams. 

dkiil I ' d  

THE SIEGE OF FAITH 
by David Updike 

A small army of bearded intellectuals approached the Mountain of Faith. They rode up- 
on Raleigh 3-speed bicycles, and wore paper mache armor made from the pages of recently 
outdated textbook editions. Each one had a briefcase strapped to the carrier rack with bungi 
cords. They rode to the base of the Mountain in the "flying V" formation of forgotten foot- 
ball. When the reached the base of the Mountain, they parked their bikes, unstrapped their 
briefcases and pulled from them large stacks of paper. They found a piece of rock to serve 
as a podium, and from it each delivered a long treatise on the Supremacy of Reason. 

They spoke with vigor and conviction. Their approaches were various, their delivery 
dramatic, their diction perfect. They spoke in German, French, English and Russian. For 
seven hours they spoke, and the Mountain moved not an inch. As the afternoon grew late, 
and their voices weary, they began to realize that it would take more than Reason to move 
this Mountain of Faith. They divided into teams and began to d~scuss tactics. 

Edison built a bike with a huge overhead propeller that could actually fly, thinking 
that if they could get closer to the peak they would be better heard. Nietzsche volunteered 
to fly it, and he flew so high that he cleared the peak and disappeared over the other side. 
Aleister Crowley began to dig a hole beneath the Mountain. "If we can dig a huge pit under- 
neath it, then the Mountain will fall into it," he explained. Freud found a cave in the side of 
the Mountain, and took a team with him to explore it. Wilhelm Reich concoted a device 
from a bicycle pump, a cuisinart, tin foil and used paper towel rolls, through which he was 
blasting deadly Allgone Rays at the Mountain. "Look," he said, "I aim it like zis, and Poof! 
All gone!" But through it all the Mountain remained unmoved. 

As it grew dark, and they grew weary and disillusioned, it was decided that they would 
turn back and look for a suitable pub in which to take an evening meal and write their me- 
moirs. As they mounted their blkes and began riding away, they heard a rumbling behind 
them. "Look," someone shouted, "The Mountain--it's collapsing on itself!" And so it was. 
They all laughed heartily. "We stood there all day trying to bring it down, and as soon as 
we leave, down it goes!" But their laughter turned quickly to screams of panic as a huge av- 
alanche tumbled from the collapsing Mountain and killed them all. . . 

. . . A11 except Nietzsche, who can still be seen on a clear night from this flat earth, rid- 
ing his strange bicycle across the full moon and shouting : "Gott ist tot, Nietzsche libt! Gott 
;st tot, Nietzsche libt!" 
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