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“This just won't do,” said Amanda. “I never
would believe that the Legendary White Pog

‘was capable of such behavior.”
“Shuchs,” I thought, “we all mahe mistahes.”

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? Well, Swami Rahbeesh
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’1ll satisfy your Teo-Jones!"”

What can we add? Vishnu were her

® K K XK

Pop music has made further progress toward conguering
mainstream America. Inspired equally, it =seems, by the
success of Reverend Falwell’s hit single (Fdge, 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. FEdge
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!
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SHE WALKS ThHE NHEAVER-SHADOWIED EARTY,

&
f—
| E :ﬁ: " 2 SHELTERED CHILD, SHE CLINGS TO THE STONE
[= & st : HANGING FRO®M DER HARD, MUSCLED LUNG.
% rEIp The LUMINDUS SOLES OF HER FEET SEED
'§ é 19| ‘é R NEITHER GLAD NOR WIEEPING AS THE
gl ' / LAUGHTER GIVES A BELCH-LIKE CREEP.
& g %‘.’.‘. by
5_ ETZ" By MIRE TiMp. BFIORF 217 19 ATY. bkl ShE WALKS ThE HEAVER-SHADOWED EARTY,
i sk f A Toucheb BY DELIGHTED FINGERS STROKING

L
o

A BREAST, A THIGH, A LIPp BRUISED BY A

ChiLb WEARING A SURGICAL RUBBER GLOVE.
Uiy APATYHETIC TONGUE, SHE CRUSHES A BIRD
TRApPED W THE CORNER OF HER LUNAR @bUTT.

‘Oon't open your mouth because | know you're going to say
'l would llhe to know---whet's It like to ba what you ara?'
and then shut your mauth and not say,
‘How disgusting It must be to ba a disembodied head
sitting in a surgical pen.’

] Yes. Professor, that's right: | cen read your thoughts. |
Amazing, Is it not? | heve powers beyond your---yes, you'ra
right, | was going to say 'beyond your wildest dreams,' and
yes, thet's right too, you sarcestic bastard,

‘My my--now isn't that a noval figure of speech.’

Fooll We alt have our scripts to reed, so don't blame ma. Is

that whet you cell it? A surgical pan? | prefer to call it

8 cooHlg sheet. What's it like? Hal Your mind Is feeble.

Mldlﬂal Carm] You imagine thet | sit here all dey and watch the vie life-

sustaining fluids as they race through the opaque plastic tubes
which, | sesume, sre connected to the bese of my sevaered heed,
and If you weren't auch an imbecile you'd reallze that | said

'l ssume’ beceuse, after all, | cen't see down thera,

elthough If | pout In en exeggersted menner and strain my

Heza downward | can sea part of my lower lip, glistening with

spittia. You also Iimagine thet | sit herg istening to the

pump., What cacephonyl That recket--hayl I'm tailing to

youl Oon't. If you try to leave I'l give you an iresistablag

command to stab yourself to deeth or maybe jump out the

window., That damned pump! That rechkat! Not unlike a tin

can full of bumble-bees, very engry bumbla-bess, don't you

think? Or e disturbing conversation between two strangars,

en ergument you're in No position to heit, and what's woraag,
you can't help but eavesdrop. So--what's it lihe? Terribly
80Ty, but | cen't enswaer your guastion because as soon as

| shut my mouth the Protegonist will smash down the door with

his disgustingly muscular shoulders and punch you into blessed

unconsclousness and smash the machinery end the test-tubes
thus causing a fire which will put an end to us whila providing
tha valusbla morel lesson, which s, dummy, that man must never
again use a covkie sheat In such 8 dastardly manner., Hal it
will ba & horribla death, as I'va known all along. Alasl The
tregady of omniscience. Most disturbing. Ah wall.*

Sne WALKS THE hEAVER-SHADDUWIED EARTY,
STRIppeD OF HER COTTON SHIELD AND SPEAR,
ZLONE LIITYH THE BLUE AND YELLOWI RAINS
ThHAT SOAK THE PALE, PAPER SKIN SheE

RIps FRO®M TO WRITE HER NA®E N BLOOD,
/S THE UNINTER BONES SCATTER PRAISES.

~Burnell Yow!
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THE PROTABONIST ESCAPES FROM THE BURNING HOUSE. HE SIGHS -
AND SAYS, "IF ONLY THE PROFESSOR HAD USED HIS GENIUS FOR
GOA0D INSTEAD OF EVILY '



MOUNIVAVINES RO RV

On a hil where tha water springs that
eventuslly winds its way down out of tha

Slarra Madra, that thunders finally into tha
mighty Los Angelas Rivar; on that hill

there, olings tha spina of a human town.

Its just a store, reall; and a post office,

and a ooupla of housas for No partiouisr reasons.
| ived there ‘cos | was born there. | naver

would have mada up My mind to go thaera.

Wall | was outside sweeping dust off tha poroh
of tha Southiand Corporation’s "Outpost’ store,
whan this weaird old coot come roarin’ into town,
hollering snd spinnin’ his ancient plok-up truck
In circles in tha parikin’ lot.

SComa with ma, boy, wa’'ra gonna have a halish time
tonight!® he yelled and shuv a bottie of whiskey in
my face. Wa wound up at Miss Lilla’s Saloon
whare the geazer dumped out a pila of glittering
sand on tha bar. “Drinks far everybody,” ha
shouted, and suddenily he had more friends than
ha ever sean baforae in his ife.

Wa got real plastered, an Viss Lilla had on her
friendiast smile, snd there was dancin’ and ive
musio on through tha rest of the night.

In tha morning he woke up,; and | was stil dancing
with Miss LEla,. Everbody eize was either passed
out or had gone. Gone, too, was tha last of tha matal
dust. Tha miner pocketad his change and giggled a
ittia fooltshiy, “Waell,” ha drawiad,”] reckon |

hed ma a resl fine time.”, and ha started to leeve.

“When sre you coming back?” | asked him. Ha sorewed
up his face and soratohaed his head; and ha figured

a bit. "l don’tr kon Il ba baock,” ha said,

"Saee, | was seventeen whaen | started t'mine. It's
somatimas a yaar’s worth of siit without a single
nugget.” And ha oranked up his old fivver and
headed back up the mountsin trai.

[Gary L. Gehman|

-~F00d & Whine--
by M. Yerbose

There was a Sunday some years
back when I agreed to cook a Dinner
for my housemates. We decided |
upon chicken and after we passed I
the hat (Phil's hat, I think) around
to fund the provisioning of our meal, '

I set off for the local supermarket, ' ,{ N
In my absence, these same house- / .
mates begap-to experience a moun- ? \ \ IP
ting Sens€ of anticipation for the o Nes N |

deleétable chicken dinner to come,

‘Imagine, then, their sumprige™— -
wheq'l returned from my shopping. .

safari with an inordinate amount of d
kidpney beans, rice and other ingre- — :
dients,

"There's no meat here, " said BLACK)BEJ\NS & RICE
Patrick, staring to the bottom of P
the empty sack, _ Forthe Beans: ||
"Qh, " 1 said, "When I got to the | (/ - | =1lb. Black Beans, (soak in cold water,
. . ph i , e 777" <'ler 2 Hamishanks, cuf in half
stof%my inspiration changed, I'ves o - 2-Targe-Onjons; coarsély chopped

\

N\

decided to do a simple variation on

2hrs,)

— S { : ]
a Cuban\theme, " N f]‘;" .__1_2‘;‘;_“ Qarhc.jmmced / \
) - Dry Shefry to taste floptional) \
Well, sipce that day, my "Simple - CHili Peppers (optional) /
variation on a Cuban theme, " has For the Rite: &, / /.'
become sométhing of a running joke, 7 iié»;pmps L&!/ng’/Grain Rice/,,
Now whenever\l cook a meal for o ) be iy Oil~ g S
Patrick, G d oth th . =314 tsp-Turmeric ' - /
atrick, Gary others, the en- 0 ) < a3-cups Water or Chicken Stock /

deaver is invaridbly characterized A v
as a "Simple varijtion on a (fill in "~ Directions: Place-boans and ham shanks irfto pot
the blank) theme, ' with 1" water to cover, Bring pot to boil’and
reduce heat to simmer, Skim scum ,a{it rises

Fortunately, the >?ce- and beans. to the top. When no more scum rises, add re-

e e maining ingredients and cook until beans are
of - ", et
some years back-rémains a classic “~._tender(11/2 to 2 hours),  Remove shanks and

gustatory expﬁvﬁnce that may b‘:' suc- when-cool enoigh to handle, remove meat from
cessfully replicated by anyone with bone and cut up; then return to pot. During the
half my vocabulary, last 1/2 hour, start the rice;
* 4 Heat oil in pot and add rice. Fry,
7 stirring constantly until rice is translucent,
/ Add water or stock and bring to a boil, Stir
Pt o B in turmeric and cover, Let rice cook on lowest
/ \ possible heat for 20 minutes, Then, turn off
\ heat-andlet sit for 10 minutes more, Do NOT
;dmuve pot lid during this time,

f

! To serve, add salt and pepper to taste; serve
_~-beans over rice. For a larger, more sumptuous
: 5 -~ repast serve/ fried plantains, a salad and, of
/ N c%r“' plenty of beer,

IV
J =



~ ESMERELDA & Get There Befaore the Rest

Fly Wagic Bullet Airways....
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"First things first, I always say.” said Fred, as he
took the utensil firmly, but tenderly in hand. “I know I
know what I'm doing. It's just that I haven't bothered to
recently review mgﬂrusons for doing it."

Nlevertheless, He gave the finP ick a flip and
launched into a torpid rendition of Illelancholy Baby.
What color! What luminescent ballsl The story of six
thousand generations locked uqhtl in the circular tones
n;tn fifth octave Sousa march! It like to knock your socks
off.

These things; these things and mors occured to Fred,
through the medium of Esmerelda as she shed her desires
and unfolded on the floor by the blazm:Lhaanh. "What
now should ! make him do?” she asked herself. And this
was a significant change indeed, for before, she had been
making him do as she pleased, but now she only thought
to manipulate him as she ougl{

It wasn't long before the answer occured to her. She
would make him paint a picture. She would bring him
structures. She would bring him a fine muslin and a
crystal of blue glass. She would bring him yellow ochre
and lime juice. He would paint. He would realize her

finest idealism. He would grow in hiis own eges and in ////////7,/// (LI ////,7//,7 ,
CE TR RS ¢ i R BBBIIEY
|

in Montgom ounty, the backwoods pavillion whers

she could hold her divine parties. Esmerslda and the

Architects of the New Society would blossom into a true

historical entity. But Fred. What of Fred? Poor, dear

Fred; who only knew the driving passion and the utter
loneliness of his worship. What comfort would there be O s
for him? Esmerelda could not bother about that now. ?

That would come with time. All the difficult answers

would surelg come with time. You know?
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Part 2.
S’pence took bis first; '
tentative step on the long and —

twisted road to Project Rock N
Roll some twenty years earlier,
while still a Junior at Princeton
Dniverisity. Six gruelling hours
of lecture courses, followed
immediately upon by another three
hours in the gym perfecting his
vaults and dismounts left Brian
S’pence a physically fit,
mentally sound emotional wreck.
By mid-terms he’d begun to fray
visibly. Then he chanced upon
the Strategic Simulations Club.
Here were a bunch of guys, and
even some girls, from every walk
of collegiate life brought
together by their common love for
paranoid intrigue.

Miraculously, S’pence’s
problems began to clear up. The
anxieties and aggressions spawned
of his dogged subjugation of self
to the rigors of Institutional
discipline came out in hia_gane
playing. It was a private
theater of dominance and
submission; a place where ego and
intellect could combine in
complete, dispassionate struggle
without any fear of retributive
sanctions. They were all at
about the same level of
competence, E0O DO oOne was ever
champion for very long. No one
ever left a session doubting that
a good time had indeed been had
by all.

They played at chess. They
played at Monopoly. They glayad
some really sophisticated

computer-proxy war games, of the
sort where each player spends

lives as easily as real
governments. And ai_: drunken,
late—night convocations, they

played at games that were blood-
sworn forever to secrecy.

Then, one early spring day,
Reggie Prong rushed into the room
ebullient with an inspiration
Eleaned from a marathon four bhour

seminar on Transactional
Analysis: Role Playing. These
were the days of Bond, James

Bond; and the romantic attraction
of international espionage had
them all by the scruff of the
neck. That was the day that
SPIES was born.

SPIES, or Simulated Political
Intrigue and Espionage Society,
was a game of unimesginable
potential, and its organization
was a genuine work of genius,
courtesy of the legenday Carlo
Shlemmer.

Shlemmer disappeared one day
and no trace was ever found to
even suggest his whereabouts.
But every Wednesday, without
fail, each member of the SPIES
community would receive a letter

that contained a scrap of
information, a specific
instruction, and a warm
assurance. Each letter bore a

typed signature: C.S. The game
began as soon as the first "agent
acted upon his instruction. The
players would meet regularly,
play their habitual games and
probe each other for a bit of new
information. No one ever
intentionally volunteered a word.
No one ever described the role
they were playing. No one, for
at least the first two months,
really even had his own clear
notion of what his role, or the
gltimate objective could possibly
e.

It was a Wednesday in June that
Brian S’pence came back to his
apartment to find a white
envelope taped to his bathroom
mirror. He added the bit of data
to his growing file. He 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 there like a jun
wood from the picnic table with
car keys. Every

sending him off the deep end.

He tried to list the reasons why he hated her.
ises had been broken ? How many
ike awkward toes? How mang
nights left cold and outside while she pandered

!l:l::l:lmanqJ e
2

trusts stu

to the crowds

But who would ever understand him the way that
she did? Who but the Bearded Ladg could love

?

the Stunted Pinhead?

So he sat there waiting for her to return.
But would she?

kie, pulling slivers of

e teeth of his
minute that ticksd off somse
invisible clock seemed to hit him like another
crack from the lion tamer’s whip. He rubbed his
eges and tried to block tha calliope music from

--John Hooker

e il

r
106 Yy * THE RUSTRATEY
BT WA 11CK? ©

VIFE MARING Y9
SCHZAPHRENIE

1

* PA1eARPS *
$150 = FCR y-PAC*TO

W24 4.45 9T PHIA.
FA- 1104

One step too hard
on the frozen ground
felt a snap.
Lost sight.
felt sanity slip through a
vortex of sirens and statlc.
Woke up to hear the endless bored
cycle of the turntable as it roared
ever on.
Left how long ago?
(oh, just twenty minutes)
Guess it was all a dream.

--Lesanid




DRrIALHING GLAGK

The tankle of broashing glatk A Tg

i$ S0 plearrant to the fase e

Dirid Boygle $anks to mine m—
SH

[nmprandezyo“i non ISOFLASH - RAPID Jt_

Ah hee! hee! hee! hee! heel

my lagrphing 3’&3 s
eye oord jjlved Surame! ,.‘l N “‘0}::2::*;
"Warl$ me probelime,” a fland aifks. AN a5

wart! me probelima?! N N .;ﬁ
Know do I how? B

End orinkle orankly went the glask.

UPscale-downBEAT

Gary L. Gehman

Dog's bane windowpane \
Sent the little one out on errands in the rain. .
A loaf of bread, a jug of Schlitz,

Poppies for puppies, Yupples still got zitz.

Amntotic fluid still wet behind the ears,
Latent petulant druid with a charge plate for Sears.
Time sealed in a capsule,

The crepuscular dawn; Eos in tap pants,
and midriff bulge instead of braswn.

“High on the 9nterstate,
Know you know you rider...

It's been so long; where oh where you done been gone?

B x ruverbe Kty L (Dretiod]
when T got 2y Youi ond besides, (14 fleldy; Alone
you from the - n L Feed you, o) i ;
animal Shelter R get you shots, 5

y%u.rs give yow flea
&9 > b&f‘\s-;-
You fit

n my

Palm

Kittens in animal
helters? Yo
wouldn't be
looKing at me. g

NOWs . (?

@

“y

_——
==y

[ Tlemoirs of A Third. Werld _Aa
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Earth Mother Speaks on (ontrolled S8ybitancesd

in @ world that's out of control isn’t
it nice to know that there are still
some controlled substances? - But
geez, they're so expensiva and hard
s hell tg get a hold of, However,
every day tha& passes only serves to
mahke” me ‘more aware of how much |
need them and how invaluable they
are regardless of the price.

What | want to hnow is what
happened to all those
happg—gn—!uchﬁ—nau&;al—fiends of the
Nam ‘era? When your eccentricities
were at |east accepted with a
*far-out-mani*—If Mot revelled in_like
some new Mexican recipe. Then

oing to college meant something. At

e very least it meant that” you
weran't into the war scene, but more
than that, It meant au  were
searching for life. Students, teachers,
whatever, smacking their Intellects
togethar, beatinﬁ dut a reason for
existence, ligh nf; up a little
relaxation to  calin those cosmic
intellects just long enough to envision
a8 harmonious earth. hat was a
college studentl .

n those intellects jived and
rooved and had a beat, a sound,
hey moved on english dudes that
sang american, and garage bands, and
San Fransisco musit when it was a
city that cared and spake-up. It was
plagyed on twisted organs, folk guitars
wit harmonica thrown in, and
electric strings with a sound that
could pierce holes in your brain. It
was a sound with a theme, and
themes with @ passion, even the
worked-over love-son was run
through with an honest passion and
rawness which shoched because it
was true. ,

These weren't just new brains out
for a test drive with the radio turned
up loud, joy-riding on the wave of a
little dope. " Rather these were minds
suching-up hnowledge and experience
as fasl as they could create it. They
had snmathin# to do, They had a
unified and self proclaimed mission, In
their laps was the hnowledge of all

that was wrong in the world, and a
unified desire to change it,

But then some f their more
prominent eccentrics got too near the
edge and proved theirr own mur‘talnl%.
And | suppose this scared the rest,
or they wohke-up one morning and
saw that they were old. Whadtaver
the case, liftle by little they all
disappeared. The unig thin% it seems
their gulping minds néglected to see

was that age and mortalit
matter, Instead of fading™ slowly
away or renouncing themselves as
fooliardy, the notion of their own
mortality should’'ve juiced them up to
rogress even fasler, and to train
he "new cFener‘atmn fo care about
their world, and to seel and develop
what they needed to change it. The
could've done so much. They could'v
taught us how to heal oursélves, and
thereby heal the world. But instead
they slithered into obscurity, as If
purging themselves for being too
accepling of the eccentricities, and
pushed “us right back Into our
conservative corset.

o here i am 18086.

don't

stuch in

Thrashing out in six different ways at
once, trying to create anything “that
will makd a difference. Trylng to be

at once accepting and as ectentric
as possible, trying to spark something
that now seems like a fairy-tale. I'm
stuchk in the 1886 world, wfli'ere ever

college student is a fledglin
capitalist, fed on Sl[nth—p() music
written by a compdter, waorld

where pedple look at my "Free Soputh
Africa" bylfon and ash, ""'\A/hq?'. i'ma
poor artist stuck in @ world out of
control where thanh God [(if there Is
one) there are still some controlled
substances, but damn  they're
expensiva and hard as hell to gé{ a
holid of,

THE PROPHETS o ¥
ABSTRACTION

"IF You CAN'T CHART IT,PLOT IT,
OR GRAPH IT, ELIMINATE LT

1. @nd there shall vise up out of the mater
that lieth on the face of the cavth a great
Beast. o
2. And its countenance shall be fieree indeed.
For lo, ity giveh shall be of an Hundred and
Eighty cubite. MBut it shall babe the Hhape
of an Rabbit. HFnd it twill sotw death and Torment
ot all the sons of Pebron.
3. &nd the Rabbit will pave Oue head. HAnd of the
baivs on its Fead may no number be knon o men.
4. Fud its mhiskers Vi number Ten. Fud 0 did they
thhiteh, accordingly.
8. $o ave the Rast Bays.

--exerpied fron Poly Weit
. 1210; Marcus Flatulug
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