


"This Jusf won't do,:' said Amanda. "9 never 
would believe fhnf #he hegendnry White Dog 
#was capable of such behavior." 

- 

."~huchs," 3 fhoughf, *"we all mahe mishhes." 
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By the Right Reverend Mongo T, Rupert, Esq. 

The Reagan Revolution is still giving life to 
entrepreneurial entropy. You thought the proposed luxury 
hotel & ethnic theme parks for the Statue of Liberty and 
Ellis Island were something? We1 1, Swami Bahbeesh 
Gulagprate (he of the famed Shakti Therapy self-help books) 
has unveiled his new approach to the spreading of 
Enlightenment for time-conscious Americans. 

"Want to achieve Nirvana, but just can't seem to find time 
for tedious chants or meditation?" says Gulagprate. "Try my 
new Buddha-Mat Nirvana-vending centers, coming soon to your 
local mall or arcade. Try my delicious Sangha-brand 
decaffienated herb tea, and sample my wonderful Karma-Coated 
Pop-Koans! Why meditate when you can get it straight, from 
your easy-to operate Buddha-mat Nirvana-vending center. 
It'll satisfy your Tao-Jones!" 
What can we add? Vishnu were her * * * *  
Pop music has made further progress toward conquering 

mainstream America. Inspired equally, it seems, by the 
success of Reverend Falwell's hit single ( E d g e ,  Jan. 1) and 
the recently concluded congressional hearings on obscenity 
in rock lyrics, several government and industry figures have 
released spin-off discs aimed at the rap music market. Edge 
picks the hottest of the new wax: 

--"Hawky Talk Women" by Jeanne Kirkpatrick and 
Florida Senator Paula Hawkins 

--"Got You Backing My Arms Again" by the General 
Dynamics Mixmasters 

--"We're Halving a Party" by the Senate Democratic 
Caucus 

That's it for now. See you next ish! 



'Dm't open your mouth because I know you're golng to say 
'I would like to know---what's It like to  be what you arm?' 

end then shut your mouth and not s a y  
'How dlsgustlng It must be to be e disembodied head 
slttlng In a surglcal pan.' 

Yes. Professor, that's rlght. I can read your thoughts. 
Amazlng, Is It not? I have powers beyond your---yes, you're 
rig?, I was golng to say 'beyond your wildest dreams,' and 
yes, that's rlght too, you sarcastlc bastard, 

'My my--now Isn't that a novel figure of speech.' 
Fool1 We all have our scripts to read, so don't bleme me. Is 
that what you call It7 A surglcal pan7 I prefer to call It 
a cookie sheet What's it llhe7 Hal You- mind Is feeble. 
You Imagine that I sit here all day and watch the vlle llfe- 
sustaining flulds as they race through the opaque plastic tubes 
whlch. I essume, are connected to the base of my severed head, 
end If you weren't such an lmbeclle you'd reallze that I said 
I1 assume' because, after all. I can't see down there, 
although If I pout In en exaggerated manner and strain my 
gaze downward I can see part  of my lower Ilp, glistening with 
spittle. You also Imaglne that I sit here llstmlng to the 
pump. What cacaphonyl That racket--hey1 I'm talhlng to 
you1 Oon't. I f  you t r y  to leave I'll glve you an lrreslstable 
command to stab yourself to death o r  maybe Jump out the 
window. That damned pump1 That rachetl Not unllke a tin 
can full of bumble-bees, very angry bumble-bees, don't you 
thlnh7 Or a dlsturblng conversation between two strangers, 
an argument you're In no position t o  halt, and what's worse, 
you can't help but eavesdrop. So--what's It like7 Terrlbly 
sorry. but I can't answer your questlon because as soon as 
I shut my mouth the Protagonlst will smash down the door wlth 
hie dlsgustlngly musculer shoulders and punch you Into blessed 
unconsciousness and smash the machlnery and the test-tubes 
thus causlng a fire whlch wlll put an end to  us  whlle provldlng 
the valuable morel lesson, whlch Is, dummy, lhat man must never 
again use a cookie sheet In such a dastardly manner. Hal It 

wlll be a horrlble death, as I've known all along. Aleel Tho 
tragedy of omnlsclence. Most dleturblng. Ah well.' 

THE PROTADONIST ESCAPES FROM THE BURNINC HOUSE. HE SIGHS 
AN0 SAYS, 'IF ONLY THE PROFESSOR HAD USE0 HIS OENlUS FOR 
GOOD INSTEA0 OF EVILI* 
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On r Ml uuhmrr thm w m t r r  sprlngs t h m t  
~n tcu l l ywhds  Its down out of thr 
Slrrrr Wdr r ,  thrt thundrrs fkuHy into t h  
mighty Lor Angelrs Mr;  on that hlU 

thrrr, cHngs thr splrn of r hunmn town. 
Its Just r storm, rul(y: rrd r post offlor, 
and r oouplr of hwsrs for no prrt- -rook 
I lhnd thrrr  'oos I wms born thrrr. I -r 
would hmvm mdr  up m y  mr#r to go thrrr. 

WII I wrs wtsidr rvvr-p&-bg dust off thr poroh 
of thr Swthbnd C~cpor r th 's  .Outpost* storm. 

tHs vvrlrd old ooot oorm rorh' Into town, 
holhhg md spindn' hh umknt piok-up t r w k  
hdro)rshthmprkh8kt  

.t- Wth mr, boy, VM'r(. g- hmvm 1 hrMsh Urrn 
tonlghtlm tm yrlrd rod shw r bottlr of whisky In 
y fwr. \N.l *vwnd up rt Mlsr L k ' s  srkKm 
*rhrrr the grrrmr dumprd wt r pik of gDttrrClg 
rrndonth.lbr'.-Drhk~f~rvrr)lbody,"~ 
shoutrd, md suddrnly h m  h m d  morr frkndr t h  
hmrrrc..rrrnbrforvhhbIfc 

We got r d  prstmrrb. m M)rs UI hrd on lmr 
f r k n d l r s t s n d h , d t h r r r w m s ~ u u l ~  
mudoonLhroughthmrmstofttmnlght 

Inthmmarrrhghrwwkrup;mdIuvl.rsUdmnolng 
rlth MISS LQr. m d y  ds r  .rrs dthK pass4 
out or h d  g o c ~ .  Oom, too, vns t h m  bst of thr rrmW 
dust. Thr mhrr pockrtrd hls c h g r  rod glgglmd l 
mttw Toon- hm drawlmd,'l rookon I 
hmdmrrrulflnrt*nr.~,urdhrst.rtrdtokrvr. 

lNhm wr you crodng k k ' P  I r s k d  hbn. k sor-d 
up Hs fro- and sorrtohrd hb. rwrd; and hr fQurad 
r blt. .I don't r rokm I I  b m  brok,' hm rrld, 
.Sm, I was s-trm vvhrn I strrtmd taw. It's 
sornrtbnrs 1 yur's -th of slt vvlthwt (I slngk 
nuggrt.- And hr orrnkrd up Hs old fQvvmr and 
-4 bmok up t h m  marntrh trd. 

[Gary L. Gehrnq 
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There was a Sunday some years 
back when I agreed to cook a Dinner 
for my housemates. 

experience a moun- 

eturned from my \ 1 
eans, rice and other ingre- 

ere's no meat here. " said ! B u c J B E m s  (i Rxc 
Patrick, staring to the bottom of , 
the empty sack. 

I said, "When I got to the Y 
inspiration changed. 1'vh 

variation on 

h 
.. ... 

icated by anyone with bone nd cut up; then retu& to pot. During the 
laat 1 hour. atart the rice: 

\ Heat oil in pot and add fice. Fry, 
stirring qonetantly until rice i8 tnnalucenl. 
Add water or stock and bring to a boil. Stir 

/- --- 
\ salt and pepper to taste; serve 

For a larger, more aumptuous 
a salad and, of 

/ 



"First thin s first. 1 almays sag." said Fred, a s  he 9 took the utensi firmly, but tend- in hand. "I knout I 
know mhat I'm doing. It's just that 1 haven't bothered to 
mcmtlg n w i m  m rsarons far doing it." 

Ilevertheless. ave the fin ick a flip and 
launched into rendition o!%elancholg Ha$ 
What colorl balls1 The s t q  of six 
thousand generations locked ti htl in the circular tones 
of a fifth octave Sousa march1 t li e to knock your socks 
off. 

P E 
These things; these things and mom occured to Fred, 

through the medium of Esmerelda as she shed her desires 
and unfolded on the floor the bluin hearth. "What 
nom should I make him do? she asked % erself. Rnd this 
mas a significant change indeed, for before, she had been 
makinq him do as  she leased. but now she only thought 
to rnanrpulate him a s  mu@L 

It wasn't long before the anwter occured to her. She 
mould make him paint a picture. She would bring him 
structures. She mould bring him a fine muslin and a 
ergstal of blue glass. She mould bring him ellour ochre 
and lime juice. He mould paint. He uroul f realize her 
finest idealism. He would grom in his m n  eges and in 

He mould et rich. 
Then cou 1 d come the small house 

the backmoods pavillion where 
arties. Esmmlda and ths 

flrchitects of the new Socie ! y would blossom into a true 
historical entitg. But Fred. What of Fred7 Poor. dear 
Fred; who only knew the driving passion and the utter 
loneliness of his warship. What comfort would there be 
for him7 Esmerelda could not bother about that n m .  
That mould come with time. fl11 the difficult answers 
would surelg come mith time. You know7 



Then, one early spring day, 

PROJECT 
M g i e  Prong rushed into the room 
ebullient with an inspiration 
gleaned from a marathon four hour 
seminar on Transactional 
Analysis: Bole Playing. These 
were the days of Bond, James 
Bond; and the romantic attraction 
of international espionage had 

Part 2. them all by the scruff of the 
neck. That was the dfly that 
SPIES was born. 

SBpence took his first 
tentative step on the long and SPIES, or Simulated Political 
twisted road to Project Bock N Intrigue and Espionage Society, 
Boll some twenty years earlier, a g- of unimaginable 
while still a Junior at Princeton potential, and its organization 
Univerisity. Six gruelling hours was a genuine work of genius, 
of lecture courses, followed courtesy of the legenday Carlo 
immediately upon by another three Shlemmer . 
hours in the gym perfecting his 
vaults and dismounts left Brian 

p .  
Shlemmer disappeared one day 

S'pence a phyeically fit, 1'1 t 
and no trace was ever f o ~  to 

mentally sound emotional wreck. even suggest his whereabouts. 
By mid-terms he'd begun to fray But every Wednesday, withwt 
visibly. Then he chanced upon fail, each member of the SPIES 
the Strategic Simulations Club. c-i*~ would receive a letter 
Here were a bunch of guys. and that contained a scrap of 

even some girls, from every walk information, a specific 
of collegiate life brought 

instruction, and a wa.rm 

together by their common l w e  for assurance. Each letter bore a 
paranoid intrigue. typed signature: C. S. The g m e  

began as soon as the first "agent 

Miraculously, S'penceJ s acted upon his instruction.  he 
problems began to clear up. The players would meet regularly, 
anxieties sod aggreasicms spawned play their habitual games and 
of his d m e d  subjugation of self probe each other for a bit of new 
to the rigors of Institutional information. No one ever 

discipline oeime out in his game intentionally volunteered a word. 
playing. It was a private No one ever described the role 
theater of dominance and they were playing. No we, for 
submission; a place where ego and at least the first two months, 
intellect could combine in really even had his own clear 
complete, dispassionate struggle notion of what his role, or the 
without any fear of retributive ultimate objective could possibly 
sanctions. They were all at be. 
about the same level of 
competence, so no one was ever It was a Wednesday in June that 
champion for very lolyZ. No m e  Brian S'pence cgme back to his 
ever left a session doubting that apartment to find a white 
a good time had indeed been had envelope taped to his bathroom 
by all. mirror. Be added the bit of data 

They played at chess. Tbw 
played at Monopoly. They played 
some really sophisticated 
computer-proxy war games, of the 
sort where each plarer spends 
lives as easily as real 
governments. And at drunken, 
late-night convocations, they 
played at games that were blood- 
sworn forever to secrecy. 

to his growing file. Be smiled 
at Shlemmer's warm assurance that 
everything was developing nicely. 
Then he unsealed his new 
instruction. It read: "Take out 
Prong. " 

-- To Be Continued! -- 

He sat them like a junkie. pullin slivers of 
mood from the picn~c table with !h e teeth of his 

s. E v q  minute that ticked off some 
invisib e clock seemed to hit him like another 
crack frmn the lion tamer's mhip. He rubbed his 
eges and tried to block the calliope music from 
sending him off the deep end. 

He tried to list the reasons mhg he hated her. 
ises had been broken? Hom many 

h s t s  Hw man\$"" stu ed l i b  amkmard toes? Horn mang 
nights left cold and outside while she pandered 
to the m d s ?  

But who mould ever understand him the mag that 
she did? Who but the Bearded Lady could love 
the Stunted Pinhead? 

So he sat there maiting for her to return. 
But mould she? 

--John Hooker 
I 

One step too hard 
on the frozen ground 

felt a snap. 
Lost sight. 

felt sanity slip through a 
vortex of sirens and static. 

Woke up to hear the endless bored 
cycle of the turntable as it roared 
ever on. 

Left luux long ago? 
(oh, just twenty minutes) 

Guess it was all a dream. 



The  tank19 of broaching glask 
IS lo plearvan t t o  t h e  face 
b i d  Bougle Sank8 t o  m i n e  
h e r  feels m e  much bi t  tor. 
C ~ m p r e n d e z v ~ u S  nOn 
Rh hee!  h e e !  h e e !  h e e !  h e e l  
my l a ~ r p h i n g  
e y e  cord juiced tcrame!  
'tVartS m e  probelime,' a f iend atskt. 
tvartl a8 probelime?! 
Know do I horn? 
End or inkle  crankly w e n t  t h e  glaSk. 

-----ear t h mot 119 r----- 

m ' s  barn rtrlndowpane 
Sent the Clth o m  out on wands Cn the M. 
a Loaf of bread, a jug of SchUtz. 
' ~ o p p ~  for puppias, xupple~ stlU got dtz. 

-tot& fluid sUU wet behind the ears, 
Latent petulant druid wbtl~ a dlorge plate for SBars. 
Urn s m M  in a capsub, 
Clhe aepuscuhr dawn; Eos i(t tap pants, 
and mldrlff bulge h c B a d  of brmun. . , ... J.. :*.. 

. - - 
Wigh on the r)nterstote. 
%flora ipu know uou tsdpr... 
at's been so long; whore oh w h  uou done beet1 gone7 



Earth M o t h e r  Speaks On 
In a world that's out of control  isn't 

it nice t o  know that  there are  still 
some controlled substances? . But  
geez, they're so expensive and hard  
as hell t o  e t  a hold of, However, 
every dau t % d p a s s e s  on1 serves t o  
make me more aware of #ow much I 
need them and how invaluable they 
are r e  ardless o f  the price. 

Whaq i want t o  know is  what  
happened t o  all those 
happy-go-luclt -causal-f iends of the 
Nam era?  en your eccentr!cities 
y e r e  a t  least accepted wlth a 
far-out-manlm-If ho t  revelled in like 

some new Mexican reclpe. Then 
~ i n g  t o  college meant something. A t  

e very least It meant that  you 
weren t into the w a r  scene, but  more 
than that, it meant you were  
searching fo r  life.,Students, teachers, 
whatever, smacklng thelr intellects 
together, beatins out  a reason f o r  
existence, 

ligh Ina up a 
litt le 

relaxation t o  ca 111 those cosmic 
intellects just  long snou h t o  envision 
a harmonlous earth. %hat was a 
colle e student1 

those intellects jived and 
rooved and had a beat, a sound. 

qhe moved on en lish dudes that 
s a n i  american, and aara e bands, and P San Fransisco mustc w ,en it was a 
city that cared and spoke-up. It was 
pla ed on twisted o r  ans, folk guitars P wi ts  harmonica t l rown in, and 
electric str ln s w i th  a sound that  
could pierce Eoles in your brain. It 
was a sound w i th  a theme, arid 
themes wi th  a passlon, even the 
worked-over love-son wa,s r u n  
through wi th  an honesa passlon and 
rawness which shocked because It 
was true. 

These weren't just  new brains out 
f o r  a test  drive wi th  the radio turned 

tha t  was wrong in the world, and a 
unified desire t o  change it. 

But then some of their more 
prominent eccentrics got too near the 
ed e and proved their own mortalit . 
An % i suppose this scared the res?, 
o r  they woke-up one morning and 
saw that the were  o!d. Whatever 
the case, l is le by lltt le they all 
disappeared. The only thin it seems s their gulping minds neglect d t o  see 

was that  a 8 and n~ortal i ty don't 
matter. Ins ead of fading slowly 
away o r  renouncing themselves as 
foolhardy, the notion of their own 
mortality should've uiced them up t o  
progress even fas  e r  and t o  train 
he new eneratlon t o  care about 

their w o r l 8  and t o  seeli and develop 
what theq needed to  change it. They 
could've done so much. They could've 
taught us how t o  heal ourselves, and 
thereb heal the world. But instead 
the gyithered Into obscurlty. as If 
pur$inp themselves f o r  belng too 
accep lnQ of the eccentricities. and - - . - -  pushed 'us r ight  back into our 
co_nservative corset. 

substances, but darnn the 're 
ex ensive and hard as hell t o  6 a 
h o b  of. 

T d E  PROPHET s o F 
RBSTRhC7-I0 bj 

1 .  gnb Wve e l l  r i s e  up out of @e MW 
that l k t b  ou f& kw of the ear@ a g m t  
&%sf- 

2. gab i t9 mufza%a# sljall be fierce inbeeb. 
for lo, i U  gfrtb &all be d an ~~ aub 
eigbtp cub t trr. But f t EibaU btW W Shape 
d au &bbit. f t @CIl SOSO bleat$ a#b a r n t e a t  
on all * rnl d m o u .  

3. m b  @ rnbbf t  @ill m @at m. Cghrb oe @ 
bairs ou iU  m b  m p  no auntber be LwW to mta. 

4. fhtb i t s  t@i&ws bib number am. flub so bib @q 
WffffJ, actorbfuglp. 

5.560 are tb Jkst &ps. 




