


( J u l y  1, 1986) By t h e  Right Reverend Mongo T. Rupert, Esq. 

The producers  of 1984 ' s  i l l - f a t e d  -, a  c a r n a l  t akeof f  on t h e  
Sherr, which provoked a  whopping $300 m i l l i o n  l a w s u i t  (Edge, A p r i l  28, 1984 )  a r e  a t  
it aga in .  Not t o  be d e t e r r e d  by t h e i r  d e f e a t  i n  t h a t  s u i t ,  S i d  and Marty 
K r o f f t - W i n g  have unve i led  a  seque l  e n t i t l e d  S L M S w .  

The show f e a t u r e s  such unsavory c h a r a c t e r s  a s  t h e  Marquis Monster, F r i g  
Bird,  K e r m i t  the  Flog, and M r .  Rough-em-up-agus. The theme song f o r  t h e  
revue i s  a  l i g h t  h e a r t e d  composition sung by t h e  c a s t ;  "Who Wears t h e  Shackles  and 
Your Neighbor's Hood?" 

Black l e a d e r s  a r e  demanding t h e  r e c a l l  of  a  bookle t  w r i t t e n  by Reagan C i v i l  
Rights  Commissioner Clarence Pendleton,  which p o r t r a y s  t h e  happy l i f e  of an 
American Black who owes h i s  success  t o  s t r i c t  adherence t o  Reagan Administrat ion 
p o l i c i e s .  The bookle t  i s  intended t o  i n s p i r e  Blacks t o  fo l low t h e  example of t h e  
p r o t a g o n i s t ,  who s taunchly  defends t h e  p r i n c i p l e s  many C i v i l  Righ ts  l e a d e r s  cons ider  
t o  be r e g r e s s i v e  and r a c i s t .  C r i t i c s  p o i n t  ou t  t h a t  a l thought  t h e y  d i s a g r e e  with 
t h e  b o o k l e t ' s  premises,  what r e a l l y  b o t h e r s  them i s  i t s  t i t le :  W Tom's C-. 

American Empire S tud ios  has  announced produc t ion  of a  movie they say i s  " t o  
i n t e r n a t i o n a l  f i n a n c e  what BambQ was t o  warfare ."  

E n t i t l e d  Debt Idish, t h e  f i l m  p i t s  a  gu tsy ,  p a t r i o t i c  loan  o f f i c e r  from Chase 
Manhattan Bank a g a i n s t  t h e  s leazy ,  c o r r u p t  government of an unnamed th i rd-wor ld  
deb tor  n a t i o n  which c la ims  it c a n ' t  repay $800 b i l l i o n  i n  l o a n s  t o  Chase, 
t h r e a t e n i n g  t h e  bank with insolvency.  

George Peppard s t a r s  a s  t h e  banker whose e f f o r t s  t o  r i g h t  t h i s  wrong a r e  
hampered by t h e  h e l p l e s s ,  v a c i l l a t i n g  head of t h e  I n t e r n a t i o n a l  Monetary Fund 
(played with r e s t r a i n t ,  by J e r r y  Levis)  and t h e  vena l  d i c t a t o r  of t h e  deb tor  
con t ry  (Heme V i l l e c h a i z e ) .  Exasperated, Peppard f i n a l l y  has t o  t a k e  mat te r s  
i n t o  h i s  own hands. 

The f i l m ,  which o f f e r s  p len ty  of a c t i o n  and suspense,  opens i n  major C e n t r a l  
American c i t i e s  next Summer. 

POET 

A poet lost is a poet found, 
A poet walks on more than 

ground. 
And although he reports no 

sound, 
he hears with his eyes and 

speaks with his hands. 

--Cheryl Thomas 



REBEL GEEKS IN THE RHODODENDRONS 

Ma come quick there's a quote from Flaubert squirting 
out of a magic marker all across the horizon 
And twin red cabooses with a man standing with a feet on each one 
And eight tiny reindeer 
And a cabbage patch kid 
And a flag and potatoes and a limestone facade 
That says He who know is them that grow old you know that's how it go 

Ma said, John don't you touch that dial 
We're low on eggs a'ready and the pigs came out to play 
A game of touch football and they're using 
My earring with the diamond for a first-down marker 

This has to be the place because if you look 
There's nothing there except a greyish tiny time pill 
And a picture of lizards reading Gray's anatomy 
Round a late-night fireplace piled high with microphones 
Used by Edward R. Murro w in his salad days 
When he was just a little shaver trying hard to undercover 
His malignant capital gains. 

GEEKS ALSO 

Ma what happened to my neo-synephrine 1 was using to upholster 
My sinuses and synapses? 
A biscuit wearing baseball shoes replied, 
"Mene, mene, tekel upharsim " 
As it slowly slathered guacamole sauce upon its 
Tilted brain. 



PROJECT: 

ROCK N ROLL 
by Gary L. Gehman A 

Part 5 .  

Over bagels and smoked salmn 
next morning, Brian S'pence and 
Wanda Ases traded playful grabs 
at each other's erogenous zones. 
They even managed to drag a 
pitcher of grapefruit juice down 
on top of them. Brian helped a 
giggling Wanda to her feet and 
began to blot the spillage with 
the remnant of the morning Daily 
News. His eye caught something, 
and he uttered a poignant squeak. 

Wanda, who had never heard a 
sound quite so anguished, jumped 
onto the bed and clutched her 
knees tightly "neath her chin. 
'Brian, hooey, she ventured, 
'hat is it?" 

He crossed to her and t h r w  the 
sodden paper onto the bedspread 
before her. There, occupying a 
black-borded box in the lover 
left comer of an inside page, 
vas an article with the headline: 

STUDWT "EXECUTED?" 

Wert to two paragraphs of copy 
was an enbarassing yearbook photo 
of Reggie Prong. 

"What?* Wanda gasped. She felt 
a sudden pang like loneliness 
that she quickly denied and 
turfled into confused innocease. 
'Beggie dead?' 

S'pence was already putting on 
his shoes. "How do we find 
Shleaeer?" he asked, a finely 
ruled line of intent underlying 
his voice. 

"I don't know, " Wanda insisted. 
"What's the Goddamned phoae 

number?" he shouted, rising. 
"I'm not supposed to tell y o u ! "  
She was behaving as a child does, 
stubbornly, almost reflexively. 
He grabbed her by the shoulders 
and forced her to look him 
straight in the eyes. "Wanda, he 
was shot in the kneecaps. He was 
shot in the kneecape and through 
the head and locked in the trunk 
of his car. The keys were in his 
m o u t h .  Eeagie's dead.' 

"I'll dial it. I'll talk to 
him, ' she insisted. She got up 
arid went to the phone in the 
kitobea. S'peace sat dawn oo the 
bed with the paper folded on his 
knetls and tried to construct a 
plausible reality. 

It was Carlo Stllemmer's voice 
that entered her ear but there 
was a tone of clinical mockery 
that she'd never heard before. 
"Well, how was he?' he asked. 
"Did he touch your heart?" 

An itchy heat crept over the 
insides of her thighs, and W d a  
h e s  felt suddenly very cold in 
her undervear beneath the 
kitchen's fluorescent light; very 
like a subject under observation. 

"Carl. " she began tentatively, 
"Reggie Prong is dead. He-- He's 
been murdered, " she proposed. 

"I know. I read the paper too 
this morning." he smirked. 

"Brian-- Brian thinks that 
you--" 

"That I had something to do 
with it?" he supplied for her. 

"Uh-huh. " she affirmed, 
awaiting the denial she knew 
would come. 

"This number won't work for you 
anymore." he told her 
mechanically. "you'll keep 
receiving letters. Stiok close 
to S'pence, he's the only m e  in 
SPIES who stands a chance of 
winning the game." There vas 
evident finality in his voice and 
she grasped to keep him on the 
line; to preserve the only 
contact that eneured her the 
definite edge she needed to feel 
safe. 

'Carl, ' she said, 'He tiokled 
m. - 
There was a bemused pause, then 

Shl-r said the last words 
she'd ever hear f r m  him. 'Who 
know vith S'pence? Be just 
might be able to save you." 

fr', VM Y W V ~  AN- 
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HIMI- COMIC-ROOK 

LUNA TICKS' 

America 
(ten years after) 

Every tone I murmur 
Is the interrogative woo--- 
Whooshing interstate 
Escaping city clutches--- 
Gnawing fingers unbinding 
The soiled text of time. 

Every note I raise 
Billows from red brick 
Smokestack lightning rubbed out of 
Blinked eyes with raw fists 
And coughed into the grey--- 
Grey spaces. 

Every chord I strum 
Is the fresh grafitti'd concrete sea, 
It's dying waves expanding--- 
Cracking underfoot 
To trip unsuspecting children 
Crying into crevasses that 
Swell and close over. 

Every song I sing 
Is a lie; diffused across 
Banners and raging fields with 
Death, blindly ichGing 
A whisper of greatness, tiptoeing over 
Naive lips licked by thrashing tongues, 
And rocketing into the open space 
Where there is only one tune, one voice. 

.- Rich Yespelkis --  
1955 - 1976 I 

blagic Bullef i s  published s i x  t i m e s  a y e a r ( s o  f a r ) ,  o r  
e,,ery o t h e r  month, d e p e n d i n g  o n  how o n e  t h i n k s  a b o u t  
t h i n g s .  Send your  S t o r i e s ,  Artwork, a n d / o r  C o m n t s  to: 

I "FLASH OF FRUSTRATION' I 
Magic Bullet Press 
169 West Huntingdon Street 

424 SOUTH 45 STREET, PHILA., PA 19104 Philadelphia, PA 19133 
us WLHY P A W  W ~ O C K  ma J 1.50 Rv 

C C3zpensa t lon  1 s  o u t  o f  t h e  T e s t i o n ,  b u t  who knows? Maybe 
s s c e  one v l ? l  give John V y d l k e  a copy.  



The Lege~lc iary  Wlute  Dog Goes to Hollywood 

"I'll never forget the time," said 
Morgan, as he rolled up his sleeve to 
keep his cuffs from getting dirty, "the 
time that the Legendary White Dog 
took a bite out of his leg when they 
w e r e  filming Wi tness  in South Philly 
in 1984." 

"Who's leg?" queried Amanda, as 
she bent to sift out of the sand an  
object that had caught her eye. 

"What?" said Morgan. 
"Who's leg did the dog bite?" 
"Harrison Ford's ... t, 
"Harry who?" 
"Not Harry, Harrison, Harrison 

Ford.. .you know, Indiana Jones, Han 
Solo, Force Ten f rom Navarone, the 
guy in t h e  San  Francisco Kid with 
Gene Wilder. He was playing real 
tough with this bad guy in front of a 
bar  in South Philly ... The dog just 
walked up to him and bit him on the 
leg ... It w a s  really funny ... The 
director said a t  the time that he was 
going to use it in the film, but, of 
course he never did ... We all went 
down to the movies when it 
opened.,.We thought the dog w a s  
going to be in it ... They were  shooting 
on that corner for two  days and the 
scene in the movie lasted only about 
fifteen seconds ... We all said that the 

dog should have been in it..I was 
afraid, even, that they would shoot 
the whole scene over again back in 
the studio with a real stunt dog but 
they didn't even do that. ..I remember 
it all so clearly because they even 
brought their own t r a sh  to have 
s t r ewn  about the streets." 

"What do you think it is?" said 
Rmanda, tossing the object to 
Morgan. "I found it in the sand" 

"OULH !!" said Morgan a9 the object, 
which weighed about five pounds, hit 
him on the left side of his head. Then, 
he looked up at Rmanda, "You never, 
ever, listen to anything that  I have to 
say. Rm I that uninteresting?" 

"No, Morgan. In fact I find you quite 
fascinating." 

"Then, what  was I talking about 
just now?" Morgan hissed slightly as 
he picked up the silver belt buckle 
with the large turquoise stone in the 
center that Amanda had thrown a t  
him. 

"You were  talking about how the 
Legendary White Dog took a bite out 
of Gene Wilder because he w a s  
throwing t rash all over 
Philadelphia." 

"Yes," sighed Morgan, "I guess that 
w a s  all that w a s  important," 



Earth Mother Re-defines Herself as a Faith-Healer, 
in an Attempt to Address the Unaddressable Problem. 

it seems to me that there is a great 
problem with today's youth that 
no one seems to address. Prevalent 
in all youth it is more violent and 
consuming in the brightest lights 
of the young 
There a r e s o  many ways to describe it 
so many names to give it-yet 
the very abundance of clichis 
strapped to it make it worse 
it can't be defined Yet 
to speak of it to you with coherence 
i must name it 
there is a void 
a great aching cancerous void 
where the heart should be 
and it is there b u t  it's been sucked in 
by peristalsis and is being 
dissolved 
and the hurt it hurts 
and i can't claim to cure it 
to know a cure 
to know it 
to make a movie of it which is soo easy today 
make a movie of it-and it'll go away 
i can't sell you short and do that 
and i've got it t o o i  can tell you that 
and i feel it i live to feel it 
it's the sensation which proves my existence 
and i long to be rid of it 
in a sense to be rid of my existence 
but to bz rid of my existence would not be 
to be rid of the void 
it would instead convolute 
and throw you into i t  ~vith your whole 
not just your heart 
so the effort instead for rnz is to rescue the heart 
and because i hurt from my void but 
i hurt from your void too 
the effort is a double affair.- 
i want i need to rescue yours too 
and when i can throw myself open 
and hold you to me and nurture you 
feeling your h u r t  close against mine 

the breath shortens and the pulse quickens and 
the heart begins to beat 
and fight for it'self 
my heart and your heart I 
(and i do mean to be plural with "your") 
and we can hear it and feel it beat I 
feel something aside from the hurt 
that too proves and assures us that we exist 
and though i have already over defined and limited 
it 
the void begins to ebb 
i can't i won't claim a cure 
but if together we can feel a way to assure 
our existence outside of the hurt of that void 
then perhaps we can lose our zddiction 
we can feel that we exist for more than the hurt l 

and lose our dependence 
and see the first spark of light to head for 
and i want i need you to know -J 

that yes the hurt is extreme I 

and putting your hurt against mine is an action of 1 

great pain 
but I am open for you 
you can wash your wound in the same bath as 
mine 
hurt me to make me feel what you feel 
because there is no horror for me in your pain 
it is not gross or stupid or trivial 
it is beautiful in that it is you at this time 
and if together we begin to eradicate it it would not 
eradicate you but raise you up and make you 
all the more 
breathtakingly beautiful to me and i guess . 
what i want and need to tell you is that i'm here 
waiting 
and i'll never lose faith or patience 
all that remains now 
is to begin 

Having many things on her mind, mainly militancy and genetics, 
Kate averted her eyes, wondering how many times the cashier in 

@ the supermarket would ring up the price incorrectly. 
?2 

When are we, why are we, we people of the Third, X )  w of the incorrect distinction--violently albino 
u - and waiting with open eyes. 

Harry said that we of the torched 
Gaelic inscriptions are loudly 
unreasonable, making anti-governmental e 
intervention devices in 
our damp houses; how have we reaffirmed 
our strength to deal with 
this situation? 

hl 

z3 No is what we say to you in the night 
when it is dark. No is what we say 

@ x: to you from the dead mines of 
upstate Pennsylvania. We are the flushed face boy 
standing before the armory in tears, 
an unwilling sanctuary for 

VI 
s ~ ,  your noncommittal sympathies. 

Caroline Burns 



in the morninn - -.. 

Is my heart 
at knowing 

QUALITY CONTROL: o n  C l o s e  inspection 

"'Nup. Don' th ink  she's cracked, do you, Bi l l?" 

"Well, N ' i fya  look here;  r i g h t  he re  along the  edge ..." 
I 

" --- Ahh --- " 
"There she is." 

"Shoot. I ran  r i g h t  pas t  i t . "  

"Anybody 'd  miss a l i t t l e  thang l ike  that ,  Job." 

"Mebbe. But wha t 'd 'a  happened i f  t h a t ' d  gone through?"  

"No t  much, I th ink.  Prol ly j i s t  t h e  a t o m  dea th  o f  the  Universe." 

"An i t ' d 'a  been m y  fau l t  . . . "  
"Don't t a k e  i t  t oo  hard,  Job. How d'ya th ink  I learned?"  

-- Gary L. Gehman -- .. .  . ' : ..% , . 
. I \ . ' .  



b 

cuUif23 
( a  black 8, whl fe 

gnovel f o r  f l l m )  

Wehrmacht refugees st ruggle o u t  f r o m  
gloom. 

sfep f rom the  desert In to  Las Vegas 
Game Show. 

f l l p  l n to  numbers and cross t lme  as  
compucard d a t a  In bubble 
memories. 

ln fo rmat lon  t r a n s f e r  and re t l reva l .  

Home Vlewer (nuclear un l t  head) enters 
desired program. Pushes 
PLAY. 

Hendrlx at Monterrey Pop. 
S t u t t e r f r a m e  t rans l t l on  t o  a pompous 

greed-head te l l lng us JIml 
was an anarchist bent on 
the damnaflon o f  America's , 

chlldren through LSD and 
drugs and other f o rms  o f  
Immoral l ty l lqu ick c u t  o f  . 
Majors  and Generals looklng 
M scared/7hat  each and 
every one o f  us has sln In 
hls hear t /qulck cu t s  o f  
man's f u r t l ve  shop11 f t lng ;  
rack focus f r o m  leerlng 
man t o  t a r t / 7 h a t  we a re  
damned t o  Hell e ternal .  

C / O S ~ - U ~  of car  m d l o  Sound over: 
"7hls has been a t e s t  of  the 

11 I\ Emergency Broadcast 
~ o m e  ~ l e w e r  (nuclear unl t  head) - I I system. I f  thls had been an 

exercltes hls opflon. actual  emergency, you wold 
"you go t o  hell, Preacherl' and he have been told--/  

swltches t o  another 
channel. Bruce Dern; a man Just  struggling t o  

" ~ o b l '  Laura's shocked reply. make sense o f  hls own two  
He, laughing: 'Come on, Laura, that 's feet; drlvlng. 

al l  Just soclal confro/ A whlte-sheet soldler stands in hls way. 
bul lx l t  t o  keep us In fear 
and servitude.' "I 'm sorry, Slr. You can't come this 

"Wha- ~ o b r  what's gotten Into YOU?' way." 
"Laura,' says he, ' I  denounce YOU fo r  a "Well, what route can I take? Where 

wltchl f a l l  on us oh Wrath are  the detour slgns?" 
of  Godl" 

Soldler moves uneasily: 's/r-- ' 
And the screen erupts as nuclear ' I 've go t ta  be In new york /n  an hour. 

annlhllallon renders new how do I get around thls?' 
Rochelle, NY, unlnhablfable 
f o r  2.4 mllllon years. "Uh, Sl r .  You can't Slr." 

"What?" 
A brlef perlod o f  snow. Then the slgnal "New York City's o f f  I lmlts, Sl r .  All the 

' resumes. Nature sequences roads are  closed." 
and pastoral muslc. "Well, what the hell's gone wrong?' 

Network Slgn-on. "You don't know, Sir?" 
"NO." 

A harrled reasoner struggles before a 
microphone. Order has Soldier breaks down completely: ' N -  
prevalled. 'There & a Nelther do I . . ." 
central  Authority. Steps 
are belng taken. Stay In Actually, nothlng. Llfe, as always, goes 
homes on In the Blg Apple. People 
DON'7 MOVE1 meet, have lunch, even 

' enjoy themselves. Death, 
Home Vlewer (nuclear unlt  head) where i s  thy stlng? 

swltches channels. Fade t o  grey and exuent all. 




