


Astute publishing firms, responding to the rampant 
marketability of success-oriented self-help books aimed at 
eager yuppies, have begun to offer similar manuals in fields 
less glamorous than investment ban ing and corporate law. 
One such publisher, Grubstake Boc cs of Glenolden, includes 
the following titles in its Sprinp release catalogue: 

- - _Shoes?; a treatise on 
time-efficient sartorial coo:dination for the mendicant. 

-- afrl-nds; detailing strategies for getting by on 
almost nothing through the effective utilization of the 
goods, status and position of personal acquaintences. 

-- he One Minute Janitoz; an insider's guide to the 
optimization of wastebasket clearage and john cleaning. 

Edge sources sequestered in tinseltown intimate that 
tensions are tangling the ongoing remake of last year's Oscar 
also-ran, Out of Africa. It seems that disputes among the 
young and cute of whom the cast consists -- Valerie 
Bertinelli as the young Isak Dineson and Hulk Hogan as her 
rakish English lover -- are leading the on-site crew to 
christen the enterprise "Out of Aspirin." 

* * * 

Pizza entrepreneur Rollo Santaf ostcard, the genius behind 
America's Pizza Glut restaraunts, has unveiled his newest 
glutinous gimmick: "Pizza Glut International Pizzas." 
The pusilanimous pizza putz spotteg at Splatters, LA'S 

newest spot, by Edge informant Virgil Var-Pie, declined to 
comment further than to proffer a list of the delicacies 
adorning his newest line of specialities. 

The International Pizza toppings include (;.c. Lcard it here 
first ! ) : 

-- French: Snails and Truffles - - Irish: Corned Beef and Cabbage 
- - Kosher : Lox and Soup Nuts 
- - California: Avocado and Sprou -s 
- - Polish: Kielbasa and Krar~t 
- - German : Spatzle and S~hnitzel 
- - Mnsa i : Milk and Blcoa 
- - R I I S T  ian : Vodka and Blood 



ard Dawson: 
A hundred people were 
surveyed, the top five 
answers are on the board. 
Name a type of 
establishment usually found 
in the ghetto. 

Daddv : 
Welfare offices. B I I X X  

v: 
Police stations. B X I I X  
RD: 
Second Strike, you have 
left. 
Sis: 
Cheeba joints ! D I N G  

EL 
Number two answer! 
Grandmc 
Ice cream parlors. B E X X X  

EL 
Third strike. Let's see 
what's up on the board. 
Number five? DING 
Audience : 
Bars ! 
RD: 
Number four? DING 
Audience : 
Numbers joints! 
RD: 
Number three? DING 

n t  Churches! 

RD: 
Number one? D I N G  
Audience : 
McDonald's! 
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"Thanks, " he said as he got 
down on his knees to think about 
what he had just done. "I really 
can't remember how it all started 
but I am trying my best." 

He took a deep drag on the 
cigarette that Amanda had just 
thrown to him. He looked at the 
dog and slowly began to wimper. 
Morgan cried for a full fifteen 

minutes while Amanda and the 
Legendary White Dog merely 
stared down at him from the rim 
of the pit. 

Like Mike Mulligan, Morgan 
had dug himself into a pit and 
couldn't get out. He had 
reached the point where he 
could no longer heave the dirt 
out of the hole but kept trying, 
though, amoung flurries of 
pathos, only to- have the dirt and 
sand come cascading back down 
on top of his head. 
Amanda turned to the dog and 
said, "Do you think that we 
should throw him a rope or 
something. " 

"Something, " thought the dog, 
"But I don't know what just yet." 

There was indeed a coil of 
rope lying by the edge of 
Morgan's pit. The dog walked 
over and pushed the whole thing 
over the edge. 

Morgan stood and stared at 
the rope near his feet. Then he 
looked up at the dog and he 
laughed as the sky opened up 
and the rain came down. 
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Review of Soviet Georgian Film 

Co'mpleted - 1983-Released-1 987 

Confessrion or Repenterne (there was a flury of indecision over the 
translation --"pokaiiniya" in Russian as translated from Georgian) has 
Moscow cinemaphiles all abuzz. The intellectuals stammer on about 
symbols and significance, not-so-intellectuals and super-intellectuals 
yawn from incomprehension and cynicism respectfully. 

There is absolutely nothing innovative in this film technically. Arch villian 
and his mafioso son are played by the same actor. Mama is Director 
Tengiz Abuladze's daughter. It is riddled with symbols and between-the- 
line messages, both heavy handed and challengingly (annoyingly?) 
exclusive. Father is strung up and executed in the camp in a scene very 
reminiscent of the death of a Certain Person 1954 years ago. That was 
easy, but the last scene (an old lady who asks if this road leads to the 
cathedral, is told there is no cathedral and answers what good is a road if 
it doesn't lead to a cathedral) features a cameo appearance of a retired 
Georgian actress who suffered in the purges. took homework. 

When this movie travels west it will, and should, have Soviet studies 
enthusiasts in dutiful attendance and they can dicker about its political 
importance and play "find the hidden picturesu with it. Theologians 
(professional or amateur) can argue over whose confession and 
repentence the movie concerns and is this the beginning of a religious 
revival in the land of atheism. For the average popcorn muncher this will 
be a tedious two hours and twenty minutes. 

and write to: 
MAGIC BULLET PRESS 169 W.Huntingdon Street Phila., PA 19133 

Our heroine, a tired-looking woman who bakes cakes in the shape of 
churches keeps exhuming the rigid, chalky corpse of the movie's 
composite meanie (Hitler mustache, Mussolini's love of balcony speeches, 
Beria's glasses, Stalin's birthplace) and returning him to his floozy 
daughter-in-law and jowly son. Her message to the judge and jury is that 

2%;if: 
P Z ~  ,.*.. 

to bury him is to accept his sicko crimes (and sanctify him with religious 
", ... ritual?). Our baggy-eyed blonde wearing a hat that looks like a wedding 

cake tells the court that this Satan sent her daddy to a labor camp for the 
so-called crime of thinking a technical institute inside a church kind of 
mined the atmosphere, as well as the icons. The henchmen (costumed in 

/It. rnedievil armour with lances) eventually come for Mama, too, and half the 
population. 

by G.D. Trimble (Special to MAGIC BULLET) 
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s.f. caldwell 

Plastic Cow Ball 6 ~ 3  - 
Blood congealed upon my head 
#iss me noW that  J am dead 
Oh Romeo, Romeo and roses red 
J am running scared 
i n  a f ie ld of Thunder 
for  a l l  the love, J must plunder 
my severed l imbs  Were pulled assunder 
and put i n  the WindoW 
as a macy's display: 
Death comes on beaut i ful  days 

,GOSHDARN , When my apartment has no heat - 
I revert to writing like a beat. -PASTORAL c ~ n d  when I h e  no dope 

I can't help but write like pope, 
& I learn a new language to say "on my knees" 

In, now that my boss is Japanese. 

So, what have they done to the field I had to paint green? 
And where have they put the lines I once read between? 

Why is the hell I ignored closed for repairs? 
And why have the Christians cast ofla11 cares? 
No need for my light when nothing's now dim. 

Oh, where is the President when you want to erase him? 
IIII IIII 

Chris Stoffolino 



- - 

The following are ererptsfrom the journal of famed adventurer Clementon Feignrworth. Feignrworth is the man who in 1927 
discovered a connecting waterway between the Atlantic and Pacijii Ocem.  This war proclaimed a great achievment until someone 
realized that his discovery wvrr actually the Panama Canal, already in operation since 1914. In these papers we once again find 
Feignworth amid the jungles of S& America; this time in search of he legendary "Fountain of Fun" whose waters are said to 
give he drinker quite a thrill. More excerpts would have been published had there not been an abundance of tobacco but a shortage 
cigarette papers on the journey. 

Peter Cunningham 

July 3rd, 1934 
We've set out from New York by boat. Our 

party numbers ten. This is the ideal amount 
since with any more we'd stand too great a 
chance of drawing hostile attention in the wild; 
with any less we'd be unable to get a group rate. 

July 29 
We've been set down at the mouth of the 
Amazon and are preparing to enter the jungle. 
This is a bold step for me since I can still hear 
the laughter of my peers over that canal fiasco. 
But what of it? They laughed at Columbus and 
he went on to discover America. So what if he 
was actually looking for India. 

August 2 
These first few days have been hard going, 

compounded by my lack of familiarity with 
most of the crew. For the most part they seem a 
generally qualified group; although one 
member, Johnson, causes me some uneasiness. 
He spent all of this afternoon humming 
incessently. This I really wouldn't have minded 
had I not found Chopin's Funeral March to be 
rather inappropriate. 

The one Godsend on the trip is, as always, 
Normandy. Good old Normandy, he's been 
with me now for twenty years--and still as loyal 
as ever. He says, however, that if I didn't owh 
the mortgage on his famiiy's home, he'd be gone 
in a shot. Oh, that crazy sense of humor of his. 

August 7 
We've delved even farther into the jungle and, 

consequently, have come to depend more and 
more on our guide. His full name is Robert 
Thaddius Waite, but we of the company refer to 
him only as Scrappy Maxwell-- although, 

admittedly, no one knows why. He's a short, 
sturdy individual and a welcome addition to our 
team when sober. 

August 12 
Two weeks into the journey and still no sign as 

to whether we're on the right track. Spirits are 
beginning to ebb. Johnson, once again, has 
begun with the Chopin. When I suggested to 
him to perhaps hum something lighter, he 
refused; saying that Hello, Dolly wouldn't be 
written for decades. I still haven't the vaguest 
idea what he was talking about. 

August 13 
Finally some insight into this strange 

character Johnson. He revealed today that 
shortly before our journey he was a patient at 
the Burton Home for the Criminally Insane and 
Massage Parlor. Although he wouldn't give 
any specifics, he did make a casual remark 
about manslaughter charges. The expedition 
was then delayed for several hours as everyone 
stood around saying, "No, not with me. I 
thought he was with you." 

August 20 
Our hopes were falsely raised today when we 

came upon a stream that we thought might've 
been thk Fountain of Fun. UnforNnately, it 
proved to be a disappointment since its water 
only made the drinker more youthful. It didn't 
do much to quench their thirst, either. We're 
now down to eight men as two are obligated to 
return home and attend kindergarden. 

Onward, ever onward ..... 

(to be continued) 



PROJECT: 

Part 9. 

After six months of horror in 
the city, U i s s i o n e  D i c t i o  shifted 
Brother Speck to a pastorage in a 
remote province called Umbrio. 
There, in the cool mountain 
climate where bananas and coffee 
grew beside the banks of clear, 
burbling streams. Speck began to 
put his mind at peace; tried to 
forget the woeful conditions of 
the poor in the cities. 

There were very few actual 
duties required of him; simply 
that he make a weekly round of 
five Indian villages and record 
data concerning births and deaths 
and pregnancies, innoculate 
children and young mothers 
against Polio and Tuberculosis. 
and, of course, try to lead as 
many natives to baptism as 
possible. 

The Indians seemed to have no 
trouble accepting Christianity. 
They hitherto- had practised -an 
altogether fascinating religion 
that relied in large part upon 
the application of aromatic 
pjants and the induction of 
trance states. Speck was 
particularly avid in his 
observations of "Kweji" dance 
festivals. 

But the symbolism that 
supported the KoiJo i  religion 
lent itself to a Christian 
interpretation and it wasn't very 
difficult to substitute the 
Eucharist for Coca leaves. 

S y  Gar y L Gehrnan 

Serving with Speck at the 
Ilialma retreat was a team of 
doctors, a dentician, and a 
pilot/mechanic. Speck was in the 
field one time with Marfa Riyun. 
the dentist, checking preteen 
girls for cavities and charting 
them on white cards with big red 
X's. 

Suddenly, three members of the 
Buena Salidan National Army burst 
into the clinic and forced 
everyme to stop smiling. A 
sister of one of the soldiers was 
having her teeth examined and he 
obviously had come to rescue her. 

He grabbed her roughly by the 
front of the shirt and dragged 
her from the chair. In the 
process he dashed to the floor 
half-a-dozen probes and thin 
glass tubes. 

"Aurigola, you stupid girl," he 
spat at her, "You give them your 
name, you tell them where you 
live, you let them put their 
dirty fingers into your mouth. 
Is this the way you were raised?" 
Aurigola rubbed her cheek and 

whined: "But my teeth hurt, 
Miguel. you don't know what it's 
like. You can't sleep; not even 
for a minute. You can't 
concentrate in school, you can't 
do anything with all this 
throbbing. The Doctors say 
they'll fix it." 

"They'll fix it!" the soldi>r 
spat, "They'll fix it so they can 
find you when they want you. 
They'll fix it so you won't 
remember your Mother's Father's 
name. They'll fix it so you 
can't ever have a baby!" Then, 
while his companions held their 
guns trained on Speck and the 
others, Miguel dumped all the 
records they could find into a 
wastebasket and dropped in an 
incendiary grenade. 

The blast killed everyone in 
the room except for Speck and 
Marfa Riyun, who were both 
protected by the lead X-ray 
shield. An official investiga- 
tion took eight years and 
reached no other conclusion than 
to withhold high explosives from 
militiamen who hadn't had the 
proper training in their safe and 
appropriate use. 

By the end of his eighth year 
in Buena Salida, Reinhold Speck 
had found no ground whatsoever to 
hope for the Salidans' future. 
But it was not long after that 
that he was approached by a gray 
and compassionate looking man who 
claimed to represent an 
international body of religious 
pacifists that called itself the 
Omega Coallition. He said that 
they needed Speck to join their 
ranks; that they had a plan. 
Speck smiled and took the gray 
gentleman's hand. 

"I'd like to hear your plan, 
Mister---" he prompted. shaking 
his hand with restrained 
enttlusinsm, the other warmly 
replied: "Venango. You will 
call me Archard Venango. " 

L -- To Be Continued! - 

DAS WUNDERHUHN 2:: 




