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Publisher's STATEMENT

Magic Bullet will be published on a basis, and will present the best
(i.e. whatever we can get) of Philadelphia's Art & Literature.

Anyone desiring to submit Art & Literature is encouraged to do so, by
sending It to:

Magic Bullet
2226 Frankford Avenue
Philadelphia PA 19125

Originals will not be returned or paid for except by express written
notarized prior consent. Please type Literature if at all possible.

Another thing: It is the intention of Magic Bullet to avoid the mire
of repetitious & tedious cliches of xerox journalism., The knee-jerk
"fashionable" cynicism, pseudohip jiveness, and narcissistic blase-ness
that seems to appeal to so many xeromag perpetrators will not necessarily
be representative of Magic Bullet's, uh, oeuvre. It appears that the idea
some folks have is to SEE HOW FAR WE CAN GO and, well, how far can you go.
You can eviscerate yourself and xerox the result, that's how far you
can go. This would seem a bit uninspired and I'm not convinced it really
entertains,

Magic Bullet will emphasize humor, or more to the point, fun. With a
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MAGIC BULLET is published by Magic Bullet Enterprises,
Editor & Publisher: Michael Morris Contributors: Peter M. Craigle, Oary Gehman, Kenny Holt,
Robert Martin, Jim Menesss, Roger Zimmerman. All righte reserved.

WEERE FETAL HARCS CAVORT

[N ESSENCE neath the trimmings wreaked with love upon the boughs
GREAT BLESSINGS leak from heaven down among the tilted mouths
LIBATIONS meek with laudanum impose their lofty growths

on vicious mounds of pustules filled with consciousness below

TIS US the craven populace
enamored of seething drones,

tis us from whom contentiousnass
like blood from razors [lows

tis us thay crcy. inscmnolent 4

that none will placatas, none will know
How vacant was thine lnner salf

When hapless hymns to flatulence did blow.

dedicated Parcy Bysshe Shiylley

HOT YET BEMEATH ME, BELJGA, BEGUINEI

Ba sean and not heard, jeliied caviar. You are only the meager
bourgeois babbler-in-darkness and we shall not accomodate your
folly. Butchered bathing beauties prance like winsome catarpillars

1 upon your seeded alrplane wings while morphine-socdden columnists

3 composs scorching polemics against your use of portent. Fear as
thick as eyalashes flutters down your precipices, rolling like
shattered kneecaps into a guich of remorse.
Yet sesk you not the omnipotent omen; yet lead you only the life
you ancestors begat you. DOry foreigners leap and tumble in your

B . sockats; blaring poseurs cavort with couragecus lipreaders on the

You big dominc pig man hey! broken horizon Wo sentiment have I nor wings from which to

You big domino pea-brain moose! plunder your steamless cays. I seek only the rubik-- the mondrian

You think I don't have nothing to lose!  ®andala of snippad vessels.
In the distance looms nec-nazious labrador retrievers, racing the

L)

YOU BIG DOMINO PIG MAN

You say Saa6
’ s of spindly mongoloids. I slaep.
"Ho-no, needlenose, bingo!” P £
You not realize Midnight
Me no trivial
White man ho! I am awoken by a procession. Indeedl It is & grand parade led

by a maggot chieftain arrayed in silken robes, a tiaras crowning
his balding pate. Frozen by awe I watch the leglions pass under
banners of gold and black: stumping walruses in brald and metal,
You big animal protein root! partridge dancers spinning like centrifuges, scantily-clad rams
You play treacherous, oatmeal soup! closing and opening ranks, a phalanx of muskrats plinking on

You watch Kojak Bookem Dan-o chop chop \ whealed marimbas. On and on they swarm, captured slabs of buick

You big animal meat loaf hey!

pinioned and dragged like dead fish by armies of frogs in scarlet
You want people say let ave 1t leotgrds. Paded madallions hung like three-color stars from the
Punk rock flypaper h ks of vipars, gaboon vipers, pacing in suprems self-

- asguka -apid the fracas. A vast lcon of the Sacred Hemorrhaging
: : Ao is hald aloft by tear-stained gophers. I am struck
You b'!'g l%cense plate e ¥ dul s\molecular now, fast and weak forces knotted in semi-
You big p%zza-loaff ‘\tMSter Oven‘? circyulhr \rhyth among scented neurons. A dim blob floats lamprey-
Freeze-dried, eel pi like onsciousness. I succumb.

Casper the ghost!
Zone 3! Home free!

You I like! The plums in the waitress's coffee urn Elutters limply in the

breezp; 1 mswalt the shallow lizard. ODrones slude ma. FPostmen
loom in . the distance tootling bass horns as I lift my embossed
napkin, 'vearing away the rind of soot lining my teeth. A bona
/ protrude m the pink rabbit's tongue displayed near tha cash
SRS 2 ” register and I am aware that not everything I ses is sufficiently

- ! i ' chromatic. Is it my lmagination NOI IAMNOT
< - 1 am not ‘f am not your footman! [ am an English citizen! I am
. g ! .an Arabic\denizent I am poor, I am fesble, but I will not aign

7 u i yaur autoqnphl The Shah of Irant The Great Lcabardll The Final
! PLILY I .

ast assursd. Thank you.

== b A : by mikey



Gnlikely

at 39 rue Descartes, a chilly E.H. was supping on pigeon;
Max Jacob had long since abandoned ship.

I’ve never presently written a word.

The age challenged. them to fine tune the lLanguage

and soaked their ribbons --ee lost his virginity

to a waitress in Montmartre -- my supposing did everything
to the silenceiMax Jacob

had long since abandoned ship.

lavishly inked their ribbonsiJoyce

insisted indifferantly for a table vtth sturdy ddges

in which to scratch upon -« ee

lost his virginity — the age urged them to fine tune the
language and saturated their ribbons; the word

which ['ve never written presently' 1s knowingly.

Burstingly pregnant March shrieks with her overdue
contractions, yielding her solktn"body for &)unty'pim April

never presently written l. terda ay auyposmg ‘w’

did everything to the siléhcer Jayce '

insisted indifferantly t ‘& tahle :,z.sturdy edgas] Hu .Ineob
had long since sbendoned jhip - the encouraged/ thes to
fine tune tho 1 it
gonexvualy’ their ribbo w his \firtint.ty L
burstingly pregnsat Max cts bqr soddon bo y

I have never knowH a tniml s

at 39 rue Dc-clri’-. a ehilly, «H. vu- supp&n; on plgnon

" in my stllery‘ ”-np . I//' M
' the springful’ I i o
', instsnts of yoir girlish S ST B VR
figure,: rendiired, in everi i o ! I
classical posd,wOU :
pouting — swirling hmeu sl
round moistening lips | T
oTes trembling /. e 1
in stilly désire to . e o ;
arrange that
which 1s | )
lmmtngeabl;ra : " i

That

Ve fled

Each others hearts

Does

fleshy intricate wrestling embraces

for we find confusion in grey smeared citles *
desire in white fields where two nudge
the dawn of a new yetr ~=

Not

stop us from leafing through

those times and

oceasional 1nahncou

that proved we

are one, not

Just a sketch to

be rolled up } '
tossed in the jumbled closets |

of curselves ‘
Surprise us, ,

tell us whare

we went,you , /

sveet squirmy funblinga

trading lové for' turbulont
entertainment ' !
In a

slov,slowerly,second dusk

slides unnénounced around

our entwining love for

The dying day;" Uy

reflective ripples lap not

the immediacy of that

Least ‘moment | ’!V' i e

feality becomes merely "
isage; images are Ncrewed o
. with wires taut,hung with/ .
" ‘ quivering care and R AT

i o .u.

B /-
N R /¥ /,//' 11ty agitation!y
Sy "’H' . f // 't:narng kiss C‘l’“ Gl

E ) ) [B n sugg'uta.
) X ‘ ' ) i "'hy.
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have an opening ,‘ Lo
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Wanting to be a writer and not a job loving, beer swilling
jackass like others of his race he decided to frequent
marginal areas not inhabited by these typea. At first he
spent much time in swamps and around sanitoriums where he
learned a new language and read the wrong books. Le
developed strange habits and cultivated a wolfish demeanor
which successfully alienated “normal people."

It wasn't until he met the Colonel that everything fell
into place.

The Colonel was Anthony Sutton-Smith, retired military
man, scientist, millionaire, and victim of a rare disease
of the soul. He also had a taste for live baby ducks
which caused him a lifetime banishment from most Officers'
Clube and kept him from rising as far as he might have in
the establishment., -

The Colonel was drinking Hennessey Cognac right out of
the bottle in a roadhouse outside Phoenlx, Arizona when
he met the writer, who was traveling under the name
Bobby Joe Hopkins. '

When Bobby Joe entered the bar he saw something that
convinced him he was getting close to It.

The bartender was lovingly caresaing the magazine of a
P-38 wWalther, while .the Colonel between swigs of cognac
wag clutching the gun and giving a lurid description of
blowing the brains out of a Viet Cong sympathiser he had
picked up hitch-hiking on Interstate 80 outside Barstow.

"I'1l tell you one thing Sam if I was ever gonna start a
track team that fella woulda been ma anchor man, Like a
Jack rabbit, Stopped the car and gaid I'd give him five
seconds to get out of my sight or I wouvld blow his commie
brains out., Well that boy musta been 30 yards down the
road by the time I got out and it took three shots to
bag him,"

Bobby Joe knew he had found The Story.

wWhen the Colonel spotted Bobby Joe he said lustily,

"Give that boy a fifth on me."

Eyeing him suspiciously in the dim light the Colonel
asked belligerently, "You're not of the Jewish persuasion
young man are you?%

“Ho sir replied Bobby Joe earnestly.
Cincinatti, Ohio,.%

"That's good we don't want no shootin' in here today do
we Sam."

“Not unless we have to Colonel."

The Colonel motioned for Bobby Joe to come over and sit
with him at the bar.

Bobby Joe I want you to meet Senator Samuel "Dutch" Ridg
Ridgeway. The most corrupt politician this state has ever
produced. So crooked they say it must of took a shoe horn
to get him into his seat at the House, This man made more
deals than a blackjack deck. What about that Sam?"

"Like the song says, I did it my way."®

The Senator speared an olive and popped it into his mouth.
Eobby Joe noticed with observant eyes that the Senator
carried himself with great dignity, suggesting of course
that at one time he was "“somebody.®

Eobby Joe wanted to go to the bMen's Room check his app
appearance, Gaining the confidence of the Colonel was
important and looking right was crucial, as important as
pronouncing your words properly, or not talking with food
in your mouth,

de decided against that move after the Senator placed
a bottle of Jack Daniels and a shot glass in front of him.

"The deal is everything my boy," said the Senator rising
above 3obby Joe like a wise old tree. "A lot of people
think I should be ashamed of what I did. Well that's a
lotta bullshit. I look at myself as the beneficiary of a
system designed to be exploited by Operators like me. I
stuck my finger in the pie one too many times and got
caught. Like I said to my wife before her atroke, baby it

just comes with the turrf, And never forget there's no deal
small enough to turn down...live by that and you'll go far,"

to be continued

*"Bobby Joe Hopkins,

"been -truly badly off.

Commuter Special
1

“Welcome to the new world,”

Harlle muttered as he stepped down from
the train, its cold steel side sweating
in the gloom. Operators, in ublquitous
cublcles marked data on cards in magnet
ic ink and whole worlds of possibility

were shut off) rendered inaccessible to
curious eyes.

Harlle suffered the palns of a normal
wan. . He wore his clothes poorly, and
had too 1little hair grown too long. )
He dreaded hardship, though he'd never
He cherished a
love for a woman who knew him only as
a line debugger. He pictured her in
poses he'd only ever see in magazines.
Her name was Vanessa and she took diet
pilla.

Up, up above him, Harlle could not see

" . the trembling fingers of eteel that

held the rust stalned canopy of glass
that was the roof of the Terminal stop.
Artifactual evidence of the work of
skilled hands tied into arthritic knots
and dragged beneath the soll and ground
beneath trainwheels for two full genera
tions before Harllie came here to limp
uncaring across the glistenlng concrete
echoed their derision. Or was that
Just some effect of the wind? Patlents
in the hospital had seemed similarly
confused. Harlle suspected something
auch more sinister.

At home, Vanessa would be tidying,
listening to the evening news and
worrying about what to do with her
self. 8he considered changing her
Job. She shouted obscenitles at a
still photo of Yassir Arafat and
changed into loose jeans to watch
Dynasty. She considered the face of
her last lover and tried wishing he
would call. Operators, in ublquitous
cubicles marked data on cards in magnet
ic ink and

Harlie crossed from the track and
entered a cab i1dling there.
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" INSIDE EDGE |

By the Bight Roverond Nonge . Supest, Bay.

Hot & Juicy item from Vgahlhgton: the Capital is abﬁzé 6verffhe buf eonin
battle of blarney between Fritz Mondale and Garx Hart, Seems the COIgrado 8
h

contender, irate over Mondale's hamiy "Where's
dish out his own culinary call to arms.

e Beef" gpeeches, plans to

Speechwriter U. Varley Shotgun told Inside Edge that Hart will spice up
bon mots:

the campaign grind with the followin
aimed at the Young Urban Profeasionaf

"Where's the Quiche,"
voting bloc; *Where's the Refried

Beans,% for the growing Hispanic faction; and for the sizeable unemployed

electorate, "Where's the Thunderbird?*

Said Sho{gun. “Let's not forget that Mondale atarted this whole mess when
he was Jimmy Carter's vice preaident. Remember the 'Economic Mayonnaise!
speech? That was Mondale's idea, Well, after the New England primaries,

Gary was on a roll
dirty business, ana now the fat's on the fire.
goose is sauce for the gander., Frite is in a real pickle, now."

and Mondale had to play catch-up., 8o he started this
We figure sauce for the

Meanwhile, "Chicken George® McGovern has quit the race, leaving with his

now-famous *Don't throw away your condiments* challenge {o voters.

Whether

his departure will leave room for a grassroots Ronald McDonald for President

campaign remains to be seen, but some Washington pundits are uneasy.

Says one, ”Franklyi I don't 1ike all these half-baked ideas. This could

turn into a big legal hassle
Does that mean the issue mi
not let Judge Whopper decide?

Premier Zhao Zhidong (or whatever) of China hopes President Reagan
upcowing visit to his country will lead to wider U.S.-China ties.

what with the copyright laws and all,®

ght go all the way to the Burger Court? Wwhy

's

Said Zniyang (Zhiwong?) to Inside Edge sources, "“China's silk industry

still very important. We know your President Reagun wears the old-

fashioned, five~-inch wide ties popular in 1950s. Need much more silk than

newfangled skinny punk tie. Good for Chinese industry."
Potpourri; Philadelphia 76ers owner Harold Katz regaled the media

recently with a gala fete at his posh suburban digs. 'Featured was an

exgquisite rib dinner highlighted by Julius “Dr, J¥ Erving's amazing

finger bowls...Presidential counsel Ed Meese ig furious at Senate wage
who, after Meese was found to have “forgotten" a $15,000 loan his wife
received--on five consecutive Disclosure forms--began referring to the
porcine prevaricator as "Bull" Meese...tipsters have been making nmuch of
rumors that Culture Club singer Boy George is really Fernando Valenzuela;

a reliaule source notes that the two have never been seen together...

bye for now!

The Threat of Rain Ry Roger Himmerman

Hello empty page. Hello empty mind. Hello empty bedroom, lello
empty time. Hello on the inside, how are you today? I fear 1 hear
an echo, have you gone away?

Hello Mister Granduer, Hello Mister Plain. Hello Mister Please-
Don't-Touch, who is there to blame? Hello Mister Icicle, Hello
Mister Heat, lello Mrs. Wonderful, would you like a sgeat?

Hello Mister Hear-at-Hand, lello Mister Far., Hello Mister
Need-a-1ift? o, 1 have a car, Breathe in, breath out, Mister Air,
Sit down, stand up, where's my chair? Lost the words, kept the bteat,
sang the song, quite a feat, Ate the food, felt no woe, bumped a rock
stubbed a toe. Tried to stand, but fell to a knee, grabbed the
nearest sturdy tree, With its help I stood up straight, looked at
my watch, found I was late. Iimped along the same old path, found
a pool and took a bath. The water felt cold, I shook it off, but
when I got out, I'd caught a cough. I limped on further, steady
pace, as if 1 knew I was running a race. But with the toe, and the
constant hack, first place, second place I did lack.

But wait, not far, I see a line, I run right to it, I find its
a sign. 1 cfawl on further, scraping my hands, look at my finpers,
they're buried in sand. I look in the distance, around the next
bend, see the real finish, so strengthen and mend. My hands become
free, I stand on ten toes, I pass by the finish. No one cares. HNo
one knows,

I walk to the locker, shower then shave, walk with the street
signs, head to my cave., No power is burning, I turn on a light, look
in the mirror, cringe at the sight. Then deep in the mirror, an
image appears, it's distant and fading, it doesn't secm necar. It
stands far behind me, tearing the wall, rlawing for sunshine, secking
it all, I stare at the shadow, at work with a pace. It keeps dipring
deeper, as if being chased., The job takes a while, bul reaches ils
end. The image pgoes no where, the wall doesn't mend. 1 lurn around
quickly, feeling a breeze, seeing no sunshine, I breathe out with ease,

The room is sgtil} empty, the quiet remains, I walk to the wfndow,
my wrists hold no chains. The clock ticks once, a distant bell rings,
I look out the window, a bird sits uand sings, I lean out to listen,
the wall touches skin. My fingers touch something that had neover been,
I look at it, study it, decide it's a crack, can't find an nnswer,
so jump in the sack,

Forning brings sunshine, also a chill, a fresh brew ol colfre,
the air remains still.



View fromthe DarkSide of the Moon
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CARTOONS FROMTIE BOOK "HANDBOOK WITH FOOTNOTES ©1981 MOON STUDIOS PRESS
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