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THE NILLEHIUN IS COMING
AND YOU ARE NEEDED TO HELP
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We Need :

Artists, Writers, Musicians, Designers,
MacWizards, Programmers, Cartoonists
and even Investors.
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Media mogul Delphine Dool is producing a series of updated versions of
classic cartoons that will reflect modern values.

Buffs may remember Dool as the producer of the ill-received documentary on the
tragic & fatal Who concert in Cincinnatti, "The Kids Are All Flat."™ Her current
undertaking will attempt to present upbeat, positive images for today's troubled
youth.

First on the drawing board is "Yogi Bhair," concerning the adventures of a
bucolic bhodisattva who emerges from his zen den in Jellykoan Park to rescue
misdirected haikus. Aiding the venerable grizzly in his enlightening efforts
is his pudgy, affable sidekick Buddha-Bhu,

Dool's revamped Popeye rails against the poor eating habits of many Americans,
personified by the junk-food addict Bloato. Discarding the nutrient-drained
canned spinach of yesteryear, Dool's bilge-rat bon vivant downs measured portions
of fresh, organically grown greens to prevail over his cholesterol-ridden rival
and rescue the winsome Sesame Oyl. Comic relief is supplied by Wimpy's lethargic
observations that he'll *pay in twenty years for that hamburger today..."

Dool told pundits at a press confab recently that after "Kids" she had been
crushed by the gravity of press reaction, and had resolved to right the rankling
wrongs of modern society with righteous renderings of redeeming heroes.

"A lot of critics hit on the 'nihilistic chic' they perceived as my shtick,"
explained Dool., "I figured to fracture the cliches of rock documentaries like
'Gimme Shelter' and its ilk. It wasn't intended to be an exploitation flick.

I hope my new work will set the record straight.”

We're optimistic about Dool's upbeat intentions, but we'll reserve judgment
until we've seen her first release: it's a full length Hanna-Barbarism entitled
"The Adventures of Khadaffy Duck."”

Caught unawares by the prole-iferation of Burger Czar eateries in the Soviet
Union, rival McDonald's is negotiating with Kremlin officials to open a chain
of its own franchises on Russian soil, Featured on the menu will be such
delicacies as the Quarter-Pound Cheesebourgeois, Big Marx, and the ever-popular
Chernenko McNuggets.

Moral Majority mouthpiece Jerry Falwell plans an early June release of his
12" aingle "Rappin Revelations." The danceable doxology features the Rappin
Jeveresc Falwell spreading the Word to an apocalypso beat, and is highlighted
by a blistering solo from recent convert Angus Young. -
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Much has been made in recent years
of the tremd toward “user friendly”
compuaters which, rather than displaying
intricate codes as visual instructions for
the operator, present these directives in
everyday language easy for the typical
human to understand. While there is
definite merit in this approach, a certain
spobbish segment of the populace is put
off by the chummy approach of cold
machines, feeling it iz somewhat
incongruous for a device made of silicon
and exotic metals to carry on a snappy
banter with the operator {who is, after
all, sapposedly superior to the bhigh-tech
hardware...}

A small step in this direction has been
taken by a firm in Cohasset, Maine.
Kafkatron Incorporated, the brainchild of
softsvare entrepeneur Yictor Isoblast,
specializes in what the owner calls "User-
Contemptuous” equipment and programs
which cut short the baby talk and barrage
the operator with instructions ranging
from the subtly sneering to the blatantly
obnoxious.

"The idea,” says Isoblast, a slight,
balding gnome in thick bifocals, "is to give
the operator a more genuine feeling of
control over the machine by creating a
combative, antagonistic atmosphere in
which there is tension between man and
machine, real tension. I think that makes
for greater creativity and anyway, it beats
the bhell out of the coffee-klatch
ntmOﬁphere you find with user friendly
equipment. I mean, would you rather go a
round with Mr. T or discuss Keats with
some old lady with blue hair and a fat
angora cat on her shawl? In a figurative
sense of courge.”

The programs Isoblast has so far
developed bear out his adventrous
pPhilosophy. Demosthenes, for example, is
his most popular program, a
word-processing package aimed at the
writer’s market.

"With Demosthenes I tried to re-create
the experience of using a battered old
Smith-Corona with sticky keys and a
couple of migsing letters,” explained
Isoblast a® he punched a brief sentence
into hig sleek Apple Ile. "But instead of
Jost erratic printing, I added the
dimension of crude, inaccurate, and
misleading instructions which flash on
the screen. The neat thing iz, some of the
instructions will be accurate, and some
are total hooey and it's up to the operator
to figure out which is which. It's like
harving a2 myopic, one-armed secretary
with epilepsy.”

As he spoke, a smeared, unfocused line
of words materialized on the screen of the
humming Apple. Adjusting the focus,
Isoblast brought the image into vague,
barely decipherable characters.

"Tqe Zique brown fox jumps oner din Razy
Fooma,” read the sentence. Entering the
code for "correct line”, Isoblast chuckled
nervously as the image faded and was
replaced by a stern command, 'Bring
coffee/ret 55 ret? dash nosebleed.”

"That means it needs to research its
memory to find the correct grammatica‘l,
forms of each word in the sentence,
explained Isoblast. "What may happen
next is it will either rerun the line
correctly, spit out another code, or mimic
a complete erasure of the machine's
memory."”

On the screen appeared an inch- wide
horizontal streak. Patiently toying with a
control svheel, Isoblast narrowed the
smear into a roughly coherent phrase:
"The quick brown fox jumps offen the lazy poodle
now doin that doin that doin that ole rag thing
everybody.” A split second later the line
was replaced by the phrase, "Rerun complete
XX@35/slope cosine smeel your brother.”

"That,”snickered Isoblast,”’means the
machine has corrected itself and now
thinkes I'm some Kind of cretin for
pestering it, since it feelg it was right all
along. It has the attention span of :l’
four-year-old hyperglycemic child.
Returning to the Keyboard, he entered a
few more sentences.

After a pause, the computer flagshed a
few scenes from 'The Waltons’, followed
by a garbled instruction that vanished as
soon a# it appeared. In its place was this:
YHaving vaulted said poodle, the fox rolls a
cigarette and coughs violently as the $NIX
POOD /beta chroma/33-5/ papa was a rolling
silicon/wherever he met a match was bhis
clone/DON'T | SAID DON'Y where are my things?
It time/ 35-64-Jill and Joke was ®*%BEBSix sEVEN
close thunder/ machine warming. Look, asshole, |
haven't got all day to write this drivel, can't you
maybe find a thousand chimps with a thousand
typewriters to run your friggin novelette/be-bop
ho! Long years to go/szep?77 find ClH{z-S¥set
&C3) eh what?”

"That's one of the more congenial ways
it has to tell you you'd be better off
banging thiz out on an IBM Selectric or
whatever,” said Isoblast. ” When it really
gets annoyed, it's liable to drag up
references to your pedigree and sexual
peculiarities. I put a few relays”in that
will carl rhino hair at fifty paces.

Asked if the cantankerous response of
this program might make it hard to sell to

the average person, Isoblast replied, "Yes,
but that’s not who I'm targetting. What
I'm figoring is that there are a few
writers out there who long for the days
when journalism was the province of
rough and ready barbarians who didn't
need the amenities of modern technology,
who rebelled against what we call
pProgress. I think there's still a strain of
that pioneer feistiness in a lot of folks,
and if they have to use modern high-tech
equipment to write, at least they can geta
good fight out of it. So they feel like
they’'ve accomplished something, not just
cruise-controlled their way to fame and
fortune. If they want to take the easy
route, fine for them, but some people
need to have that sense of victory,
trinmph over the odds, you know. Eye of
the tiger. That stuff.”

Kafkatron’s sales figures seem to lend
credence to lsoblast’s theory. With a
dozen programs on the market, hisg
company has recorded impressive gains in
the past few month=. Some of the more
popular items include NummerKrunch,
an accounting program that not only takes
an operator with an IQ over 180 to run,
but gives its instructions in terse German
couched in the hard-edged jargon of a
Waffen SS colonel. NummerKranch has
sold over 3000 units since ity introduction
on July 8th{Heinrich Bimmler’s birthday,
notes Isoblast wryly.} Titanic II, designed
to facilitate busginess cycle forecasting,
alternately produces amazingly rosy or
apocalyptically dire predictions, meither
of which are accurate unless fed into the
companion ¥Yeritrash program, which is
extremely reliable but delivers data in a
mix of SansEkrit, Snmerian Cuneiform, and
Swahili.

"You need an operator with about 2§
years of postgraduate language studies to
get anything usable from Yeritrash,” says
Isoblast. "Since hardly anyone can do it,
we offer a telephone hookup with our own
hopelessly over educated Yale-grads, who
would probably never find a meaningial
Job without Kafkatron. So we're reall
helping the economy, not just ourselves.’

Izoblast predicts that by the end of the
decade his firm will have passed the rest
of the pack of software designers and
should have a stranglehold on the
American market by virtue of constant
innovation and diversification.

"We'll be looking into equipment design
real soon,” he predicts. "I've been
approached by some engineers who work

" for a midwestern company that

specializeg in cattle prods, and they are

very eager to apply their talents to the
degign of computers that actually attack
the operator. That's maybe a step too far
for now, but as the user contemptuous
concept takes hold, I expect people to
become more receptive. As a matter of
fact, I have some correspondence from the
leader of an Asian countr¥-—you’d Enow it
immediately, but I can’t disclogse the
name--that hag indicated some interest
in machines that would sort of coerce the
operators into better performance, sort of
the way that a rat is trained to find its
way through a maze by electric shocks.”

Better performance through science? In
a sense, says Isoblast. That’s the
direction he may be looking in the long
run; but for now he’s content to corner
the market in software for the
adventuresome.

"Right now, it’s still fun. I sit up late,
puttering around, thinking up new
software packages. It’s like a hobby.

"I guess it's inevitable that in the future
I'll have to diversify. But I'm not in a
great hurry to do that as long as I have a
business going in my first love, here. As
it stands, I don’t have to answer to a
horde of managers and stockholders.”

He was interupted by a piercing howl
from the back of his Apple. Flashing
brightly on the screen were the words,”sO
WRAT’S NEXT, SHAKESPEARE? 1 AIN'T
GOT ALL DAY, YOU CATCH MY DRIFT/SS
sg"qwl"l?!”

'But,” laughed Isoblast,” I do have to
answer to my little Frankensteins.”
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View fromthe ¢
Dark Side of the Moon©®
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GETTING TREBUGS CUT
OF YOUR PROGRAM

“IT Do¢s NOT CompuTe”
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FROM THE BOOK,

Morgan'§s Polly

“i¢f really doesn't
matter if Wwe wasie our
lives in worthiess
pursuits,™ said Morgan
as he continued o i
even deeper. b thin
ihat the important
thing is thq! WE PUFSMLE

E eggendarg Wwhite
dog turned around o
logk in the hole.
was about nine or ten
feet deep af this point.
He wanited to say

something io
Morgan...something
abou how could

anybody fake 8
statement Like that
Seriously especially
COMing tFOm 3 man
ihat's SpENt whe
hnows how long diggin
a8 hole in the middie b
the deseri. DBut, bhe
couldrn’t think ot (ust
ihe right way to say if,
so he {ust looked af
Morgan for &8 while
ihen furned bach
around and nua2iled
Amanda’s croich.
Amanda pushed him
gently owt of the way
and chimbed down inio
the pit with Norgan.
"Just what do pyou
hope to0 tind?™ she said
with juss she barest
iouch ot impatience in
her veice.

W
f
t
W
£
1
L ar)
o
3

“Wiho bkoows," said
Morgan, ™“...the lost
confinent et  Ailantis,
buried freasure,
uranivm, oil, a8 buge
vein ot silver, oF BYER
8 fourist trap. There
has 0 be somesthin
down here. V've Spen
oo much time on shis
project for it 0 kuEe
ouf to0 be |ust another
hole. And even it | tind
out that ihere's nothing
in here that's ot any
aciual moreiary value,
ihis pit will” be &
monument fo mE.
Feopie will come hese,
in this spot, and talk
about Mergan's Folly.
They will speak of me
with a sort 0f awe and
respect. They will nog
understand what drove
ME On and op, bul they
will be impressed nong
ithe Iess with m
dedication and drive.

may not be
FEMEMbered for
snmethin? great but at
Ieast will be
remembered.™

Amanda did »ot hear

the last part ot
Morgan®s little speech.
ahe  started uwp the
ladder some where
around "iourist trap™,
and bhad followed 1he
dog far into fhe
mEuntains betose
Morgan even realized
that he was alone.
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mks ae hurt erk you fool
you you do i
of rc.:u h‘nﬁu‘: that
yours aain
ion you 4 sell your
esekends for and
e yourself doa’' $ you
self as your plege and
od with the result i will
sventually aad of course

A8 not an artist and of course

don* § care how my mind turns ous
Just that it turns ous thas itsays
something but everydedy says something
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& dream becsuse 1 way no longer

i say kill art or rill yourself
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PROJECT

ROCK N° Roll

Part 1.

THE DOOR CREAKED as it opened and Major S'pense
strode into the room, His entrance was marked by
the fluttering of papers and the emission of im-
portant sounding, but confused, murmuring. He
circled the vestibule once, familiarizing himself
with the terrain, then announced his preseuce to
a gum-cracking secretary named Melvin. Melvin
postured obsequiously as he too murmured into a
desktop transpoander.

Timid eyes watched the tall American who stood
ramrod straight and balanced, like a dancer on

two massive teak-wood doors dating from Spanish
colonia} rule separated just enough to allow a
wafer-shaped man to slop through. This was Nilla,
a half-blood nephew to Vallejo, the President
General of Buena Salida. Nilla wiped a gray
flannel handkercheif across his oily face and
extended his other hand to S'pence. S'pence took
the hand and shook it firmly, but deprecatingly.
He confirmed with himself the presence of a trace
of white crystalline substance at onme corper of
Nilla's left nostril. S'pence made no judgements.
He merely recorded information.

Vallejo awaited them {n the imner office,
straddling a vaulting horse. 1It's sleek leather
side creaked as he shifted his bulk back and
forth.

"Come in, come in, ay friend, Have you eaten?"
S'pence made a negative gesture and bent to lick
Vallejo on the cheek; a custom among Salidans.
"You look fit, today," Vallejo chortled, "Would
you pleasure us with a few maneuvers on this old
relic here?” He slid off the borse and grinned,
presenting a full set of gold teeth,

the balls of his feet. S'pence was a man with very
privelaged access and before & few moments had passed,

- by gavy gehman

"L didn't come for a gymnastics session, El
Vallejo," S'pence began, "I only wanted to bring
you up to date on project Rock N Roll."

Vallejo frowned briefly, as though hurt. Then
he drew his Smith & Wesson and put it to Nilla's
head. The nephew shrieked and burried his face
in the flannel folds of his hankie and Vallejo,
moved with disgust scolded him:

"Don't cower, you imbecile, I'm quite pure that
our Major S'pence will not let me shoot you won't
you please recomsider, Major S'pence?" Again the
Presidente displayed his winning smile as his
right thumb automatically cocked the pistol's
hammer. '"We do not often have as our guest a
former Olympian of your accomplishments. We do
not often see such a perfect specimen.” His
grin became a menacing leer and Nilla appeared
to crumble visibly.

S'pence reluctantly removed his streetshoes.
He took 4 pummel in each hand and hopped with
familiar grace into a Morgenstern dodge. Mech-
anically, barely managing a sweat, he jerked off
a kimmelman, an Iron Betsy, 2 Roulette and a
perfect Quarter-third, He finished with the dis-
mount that had won him the gold at Innsbrlck,

"Ave Maria," gasped Nilla as he felt the gun
fall away from his temple. Vallejo let out a
wheeze that sounded like a two-tom truck ruoning
over a watermelon. S'pence straightened and
retucked his shirt-tails. He noticed Vallejo
was sweating and rubbing his hands across an
uncomfortable-looking wet stain. "Admirable!
Admirable, Major S'pence." He crossed, still
grinning and bent to rest his cheek on the
tortured leather appliance. "This machine, my
dear Major S'pence. This toy for lithe young
atheletes— ~—~You handled yourself very well,
by the way, did I tell you?— —Could you guess
what kind of atrocity I committed with it not
half an hour ago?"

S'pence had seen the bodies on the way in., He
had not been shocked. He admired a man with a

B hobby.

— To Be Continued! —

CLOVER DAY

Margins of breathless senators wrinkled upwards cross the brow

Poised lightly nonethe less
Gift experiences.
A weasel farts.

I splay my feet on concrete
Warriors appear and brandish ripe olives
Codes are vivid, scrambled, stung in paper

Lacelike fungus spreads defiant on the visage of the immigrant
Wilted begonias encircle the junta in leering parody of correspondence

Eagerness, illusion, a double bed with thorns
Posture, plebians, crowbar justice,

Dollar in time saves Citibank

Please put back the oreos.

WE DIVE TO LOCATE QUERULOUS ATOMS

We dive to locate querulous atoms

We strive to placate virulent coatimundis
We drive to octagons

Pepto-bismol written on

Gratuitous bombastic knees

Of fallen idols

We liken them to pampered beetles

We needle nerds

€mboldened, turn

To embryonic turds

We dive to locate querulous atoms.

We dampen them to prevent noisome gastric juices from

splashing
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DR. MULLER. WHOSE STUDIES OF ANCIENT EGYPT
HAVE LED WiM TO BELIBVE IN THE EXISTENCE OF
THEIR ANCIENT GODS, STORMS OUT IN A RAGE.. 13y r— Qg
Dearest Diary-please don't ask how in
the world I see my life as that of a
hobby-harse. It's just that ['ve had
hobby-horses on m" mind so very
recen l¥‘. Perhaps it may be that
hobby-horses, unlike real human
beings, need a set pattern in which to
0 about their daily lives. The life of a
obby horse merely involves rocking
back ‘and forth, never sideways, nor up
nor down (ups and downs). It may also
involve the ludicracy of it all, never
getting anywhere. Their life is merely
& series of eﬁisodes in which they gain
ground, make progress, knowing all N
along that it 11 be taken up by the M
slack of the reigns and lost.
Hnbb}:—horseg are also a symbol of
childhand{childishness). They have no
lace in the adult world, which is all
ust and so, for the adult world is a
world of concrete accomplishments, It
is a world of, "1 have done this thing
- and it is worthwhile (in no way

ludiccous).” &LD

PACED BY JESUS

Jesus owns two cadillacs

A box of tools, and lives i
in C
Near the baseball field. amden




We are Belitious

: ; ; 4 = Today, brothors and sisters, | want to talk to you about
2 #0100 ¥ your future. "Happiness is intestinal,” sayeth the Lord. Follow
=3 H [ty along with me, please, as [ read from the Book of George,
LY Eirie >

by
Vi Chapter 12, Verse 13:

"And [o, the day shall come when the Lords
of the Universe shall gather to feast upon mankind.
And there shall be great celebration. They shall
eat us and we shall make them strong.”

Brothers and sisters let me repent that, please.
“They shall eat us and we shall make them
feast shall begin."

Brothors and sisters, we are the fruits and vegetables of a
more advanced eulture. God will be their host! Yoa will
pray. And God will pass tho salt! Brothers and sisters,
‘we are delicious. ,

I would like to talk to you tonight about your future,
but first, will everyone please rise--everyone please rise—-
and sing with the choir, please.

lesus loves me, I knew he would
or the Bible says he should
apgetimr or entree
ere all fast food eome Judgement Day
Yes, Jesus loves me
Oh, how he loves me
Yes, Jesus loves me

I'm f:lnger-liellin' good.
Amenu..
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FOSsl Is Man'’s fangible links with life and conditions on
the earth J twenty  years ago
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JEAN PAUL SARTRE

receives
ne:(t dda!

for Dodge Dartre

"In my journey to the end of night, I must
rely not only on dialectical paths of reason.
I must have a good solid automobile, one that
eschews the futile trappings of worldly ennui
and asks only for basic maintenance. My Dodge
Dartre offers me this elemental solace, and
as interior parts fall off I am struck by the
realization of their pointlessness. I may not
know if the window is up or down. It is of no
conseguence,"




