


I stood erect and Hstened for the sound I knew would come. Straining like a
Hifter to catch the first alry note. Roberta and Juan colled like snakes around
the core of thelr mad hope. Longstreth picking banjo and singing country
songs. Fellx Mixing the elixer of existence. Constance dancing from fence to
fix. Glen picked up a pocked and rusted chunk of castoff machinery. Some
Iliterary device long past its usefulness. He cast It upon the waters. It sank
without a trace. An Indlan weaver sitting stringing anclent beads to form
tokens of primitivism for sale to tourists. Little Rebecca with her nose
pressed to the windowpane. Ice floes with their unwilling cargoes of hapless
sca Hons. Klller whales surfacing, breaking the ice into dalqulrs; with all the
sea lion blood and thelr pitiful walls. Me? I was just trying to express myself
in my haphazard and ill disciplined way.

around and you get used to the extra Social Security Check.

Harriet became insanely jealous whenever he would talk about
Amanda and the dog. Living with Morgan in the trailer was
sometimes nice but most of the time, trying. Whatever she
did, she could never compete with Morgan's past. The pit of
which he always spoke was somewhere, about fifty miles to the
southwest — no longer there, the site of an all night mini-
mart. Evidently they had used it to bury the large gas tanks to
fill the cars and trucks that ran along the new interstate.
Morgan had taken her there once but, because of his frustration
about how the place had changed and her frustration about not
being able to comprehend the change, he has never gone back —
pretending that it still existed as it did so many years ago.

Morgan did absolutely nothing these days. His time was
spent between watching the spanish station on TV (the only
one that their small antenna would pull in) and long walks in
the desert.

Harriet had long ago stopped asking Morgan about his walks.
He would deny it, but she knew that he was out looking for the
dog. he had given up looking for Amanda years ago, but the dog
still obsessed him; even though it had been so long and the dog
was surely dead.

“I'm nothing without the dog,” he would mutter to himself
sometimes. He would scream in the night, in his sleep, about
being buried alive and would spit as if his mouth were full of
dirt.

Harriet wondered. She had thought about leaving Morgan
but what can you do when you're ninety-one years old and have
outlived all your children? You get used to having someone
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didn't like the way his comrade She shuddered to think how many el
| insisted on holding his revolver Seven International landed lords 55
against her head. He didn't had been tried and beheaded in ]
believe that revolutionary zeal the name of the outlaw Venango. H
should completely obliterate "Let me assure you," he I
We W one's capacity for human respect. insisted, "Thls visit is entirely H
gro the flowers Still, it was Jjust such moral for your benefit." Wanda then |
We stock the furnace weakness that got one strangled flashed on the strange apparition .
from behind. Better to be safe at the airport; the staggering |
than sorry. man and the message that had been
her welcome upon landing in Buena H
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Pensiat R S Wanda could make out the shape of recover, and the tension inside :
- a printing press. Strewn about her spent itself like a spring [H%
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Has alcohol to pour i she demanded, "What do you want?" apartment, she sat down 1lotus :
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— Michael Grave honor to which a Buena Salidan if
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Warning To Gentlemen

i looked through the
sitha pan g muck
through the blood
to find the poat and the bones
then i took him out
beautiful small pitiful fragile
'thmughlhisnbservai;onm.
i shed a few bitter pai tion
tears of piy P
mgﬂ:“‘““ﬂmlh self

ime 10 love the abysmal natu
mh :'1"' gentleness of this bein;e
i ::d again as life intervened
where : vanished from my mind
mmmymmme{q
when he needed them
igave a little giggle
fo see him crushed
beneath the heel of my shoe

-Diane L. Pearce
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| | rate management .

has infiltrated McDonalds' corpo-

Trevor Whiz,
where in the West:

He writes from some
we will thicken our
' past, thus gradual-

';ly deceiving parents jnto feeding their kids ice cream

' with their hamburgers. Hah, but it's not jce cream after

lall; creamless and milkless, Our shake is its own food, a
new food. They pelieve it's a wshake” just because You

leat it with a straw. Little do theYy realize that we've
made the straw one milimeter wider in circumference every

_|gear. Soon we will introduce 2 t with.
a mouthpiece.-

proceeding with planned replacement of Romald. 0ld Ro-
___%nald, tired and bitter, pas been left inm aplace where he

can't make such noise. We are running our first spots

".wi.th the new Ronald. Tends to overact. Also a bit ef-

i, = _ ", _ ifeminate. Auditions continue.
o= """14:2'9';:2“1‘1};:':5'5 the hootch on the old Ronald: He was
he supported policies like the Ronald

' la bleeding heart,
'Mcdonald House.
'iincreasing hamburger prices.

\ ‘were raking in big bucks and

quealihg_,___‘pa_}_k_ing whack: i We

.1 ‘blmt The OIG‘W man s i o e
' Tn New Mexico, with a

put he got guff from the public due to
Mearwhile the poys upstairs
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z ‘( \
‘ T ' - igent him to"'a":iii:e"'sn;ll town
,' ~( l ilittle schoolhouse for the kids, 23 church, beauty parlor
L o ‘for the wife and not mmch else. He just keeps quiet and
M o \ nobody gets hurt. S )

[ !
‘We are at the testing stage with the new sucktube.
\“”‘ ‘Mouthpiece not yet refined to the point at which S's can
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It Came

by Ogden the Hermit

And so it came to pass. And so it
came 1o pass.

My name is Ogden; | come from the
future. | have seen what is to come. |
have seen the outcome of the 75th Sup-
er Bowl and the assassihation of Gary
Coleman.

Ihave seen the end of the world.

tknow my own future: | will try to stop
the end of the world. | will cimb into g
time machine buitt by the last known sur-
vivors of the Reign of Terror, and | wil
travel back to the past to warn the peo-
ple of Earth of what awdts them, to
stop the destruction.

I will fail,

And then, years later, | will cimb into
the time ship again and travel back to
the past again to warn the people of

- Earth of what wadits them agdin, to stop

the destruction agah.

It's dways the same. You see, |am
caught in a time circle; | have seen my
past, my present, and my future many
times. They are always the same. |
have come back to warn you. | wil fdl.

| wil de two years, six months and four
days before my father will be born.
Twenty-two years later | wil be born,
and the whole mess wil start o over
agan.

Iwll warn you now. You wil think that |
ammad. Everyone thinks that | am mad.

Anyway, here is my story:

And so it came to pass that the Reign
of Terror began. No one saw it coming,
no one felt it take hold. The best thing
about the Terror is that it was, that is to
say it wil be, pdinless. The saddest thing

——-——‘

is that we con stop the Terror, but we
wil not.

What is the Terror?

Wel, it’s advertising. That's right -
print, radio, and especially television
commercials are actualy on evi plot or-
chestrated by these great, scaly, one-
eyed things from outer space. .. | know
what you're thinking, but it's true. it al
started back in 1978, when a bunch of
guys from a company that | con't name
were abducted by these creatures.
Upon returning to earth in early 1987,
these traitors began, that is to say they
wil begin, to take over the advertising in-
dustry. They became presidents, chair-
persons, and even copy writers .. . thatis
to say that they wil soon. These vilains
nfected ther coworkers as wel . .. at
least, they willinfect them.

No, serfously.

Before long, the great, scaly, one-
eyed things from outer space were
ready to put their flendish plan into ac-
tion. The plan, as it so oftenis, was to
take over the world. The process: bran-
washing and hypnosis through sublimina
messages in our own advertising industry.

Oh, it dl started off innhocently enough
- a few dumb situations, some bad dia-
logue, and an nane song of two; a few
people absent-mindedly humming the
Fruit Rol-Ups jingle for hours on end. But
with typicd sclence-fiction ke expe-
dency, {t quickly snowbdled into a diem~
ma in which the entire civized world
hung In the baknce.

Yes, before long every human being on
the plonet had had his brain short-

circuited by sublimind commercials. Al
across the giobe people stood ke
drones, responding only o the orders
that were barked at them from TV sets
by head agents of the great, scdly,
one-eyed things from outer space.

I never did catch their names.

A smal band of us, dlf former profes-
sors at Temple University — who fired us
when we spearheaded the school's 56th
teachers’ strke — managed to escape to
a secluded area in the backwoods of -
Perrsylvanin. For six yeras we kabored
digently on a time machine that would
dlow one of Us 10 escape back to the
past to warn the people of Earth what
awaited them, to stop the destruction.

| was just a Physicd Education teacher.
t wanted nothing to do with the whole
mess . . . Unfortunately, | was dlso the
lost one left dlive.

So here | am, again. This Is my warn-
ing, for good or . And so It came to
pass. And so it wil come to pass.

My name is Ogden; | come from the
future.




More About Colleen

When | made the move for my coat at 3 a.m., having
spent the previous hour filling up on coffee with lone survivor
Mrs. Dumpy, | wondered what had happened to Colleen. As
| bent over to retrieve my coat, knocked off its hanger to the
floor of the hall closet in the murky Precambrian dawn of
the evening, [ was answered around the waists from behind
by an ambush of arms. | about-faced to find Colleen beam-
ing back a wide Harpo Marxist grin. I felt a violent erection
beginning. | managed a self-effacing “It's very late.” She
said nothing, but her thigh, saluting my penis, retorted,
“Love mel”

| peered over my shoulder through the half-open door of
the sitting room. My view, partially obscured by a hunk of
door, exposed a nightshirted Amy-Katherine pulling the pan-
ties off of a recumbent Doreen on the sofa. | squirmed in or-
der to crane my neck for a better look-see. Colleen, misinter-
preting this as an escape gesture, tightened like a boa
constrictor.

[ retaliated by squeezing her breasts.

It occurred to me that | was Charmin's fussy, bespectacled
Mr. Whipple, moral arbitrator of a grocery world, whippling
around the bottomless bowels of post-midnight UHF-TV,
whining, constantly whining, “Ladies, PLEASE.”

We stared at each other. Maybe a minute passed.

Though we had not as yet kissed, we were poised.

Suddenly like a car-horned Godzilla blowing seltzer water
out its top: a suspicion someone was watching. Paranoia?

No, Mrs. Dumpy. She stood, the odd person out, in the
kitchen threshold. We had been transported, pullets on a
conveyor belt, down the skull-panelled, wriggling eyeball-
carpeted hallway by some unseen, diabolical Frank Perdue
of a God. The walls vibrated. From behind a strangling
noose of arms coiled around my throat.

I chickened.

Extricating myself from the mangled wreckage of hands,
arms, and thighs, steam hissing, I lunged for the door and
staggered out. No. I was in the kitchen. I tried to double
back but instead bumped into the refrigerator, which I em-
bracing kissed heartily. The buzz from the automatic deicer,
the beast’s metallic heart, made love to me, singing

Everything’s smiles,
Cheer’s the style;
Don’t look glummmmmmmmm,
or you'll be the bummmmmmmmmmm.

But the hint of irony unmanned me. 1 slid to the floor,
balled into a fetus, and wept.

I awoke shortly after seven. Not only did silence greet me,
it roared. A surgical thermonuclear first strike? I looked
around. Sunlight seeped in through the mangled Venetian
blinds to form blobs of light on the kitchen floor. Peeping
through the open crack of the sitting room door, | saw what |
braced myself to see, debris and dead bodies. Blood, or what
| feared was blood, perhaps melted skin, it was yellow, cov-
ered my flannel plaid shirt.

A look in the mirror, however, xed Armageddon. Eggs!
Smeared into my hair. Oozing out the scalp. Yolk streaking
my face like streamers of snot. Someone, something, has a
devious mind, | thought. 1 picked the eggshells out of my
hair and off my shirt only to discover a mother lode down
the backs of my pantlegs.

] grabbed my coat from off the hallway floor, curiously
littered with a wardrobe's store of panties, bras, and stock-
ings, and limped the two blocks to my car. On the way
home the whistle-tweeting policewoman on the Marlboro
billboard, insinuating My Throat is Sore, winked knowingly.

— Remington Murphy
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The poet awoke before dawn but he didn't put his boots on. Instead he
wore dark glasses. “To see the stars better,” he said, but we saw him on
the beach with them, staring into tits. His appearance was scrawney,
skinny. this, of course was from the sheer enjoyment of constant word-
sparkling vision upon him that he simply forgot to be hungry. Yet we saw
him on the jogging path on the way to the pay gym with the other yuppies.
So when he says how he’s struggled all these years and, in a letter to a girl
who actually likes him(she lives 3000 miles away), writes that, since it
didn't get him anywhere, it's time to put a more practical application upon
his great god-sent gift for words. Yes, you've guessed it, he's into advertis-
ing. He practices on her. Your hair is very, uh, dark, my love, but not so
dark as Snappy’s Typewriter Ribbon. Wow, what a success. Even though
it returns to that anachronistic form of the sentence, it does things that no
poet has really done yet: incorporates advertising into poetry. What a bold
discovery! At last, it can now reach the readers of Philadelphia magazine,
and with comic relief, it'll be such a well-rounded nourishment. And,
economically, a miracle!

Surely, this is the dawning of the new age.

Surely, she'll leave him for a Marxist.

— chris stroffolino

Susan switched off the radio and thought for a minute. Did I really hear
that! Right after the Hoyt Axton song? Did I really just hear them say the
Russians fired a missile into space?

In the dimly it kitchen that night Gran asked Daddy what it could mean.
There was a worried look on his face. His hands concealed how he pressed
with his thumbnail against the palm — hard — so to feel at least something
keenly and with definition. Susan had never seen fear in her father before.
She hadn't had to see him standing frozen in the streets of Copenhagen when
the Panzers stripped the face off his beloved Library.

Next day the newspapers said that it was Sputnik, an unarmed satellite that
only housed a radio transmitter: Mankind's first material penetration into the
 reaches of space.
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One hundred and sixty pages of
on}inal fiction, poetry, cartoons
and plays, wrapped in a stunning
cover and delivered to your door.

Suffer unspeakable indignities
with Sethrnar; last of a race of
generals on a planet governed by
peacemakers!

Learn the 1001 uses of miracle
product V23!

Travel the reaches of the galaxy
with Docto Decimo in search of
the coveted and mysterious Geos!
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Science Fiction
Anthology

Available January, 1988
from:
Magic Bullet Press
169 . Huntingdon St.
Philadelphia, PA 19133

A boy walks into a room and
crosses to a desk with five open
books and a lithograph of a car-
riage house in a rural county near
Nice. Outside the window hang
the branches of poplars old beyond
remembering.

On a bench sits a girl, engrossed
in one of the books: a collection of
melodic poems about life in Paris,
kittens and root brandy the color of
blood.

The boy picks up the carriage
house and sees in it the apple or-
chard near where his grampa lived,
the flagstoned pathway, the gnats
thick as fog that swarmed about his
head and knees at the door of the
gray awkward outhouse. He
glances to see if she has noticed.

The girl pretends to smile at a
quaint image of clowns and bal-
loons. The boy pulls an orange

- wad from his pocket and smoothes

it over until it suits him. Then he
plunks it onto the desk directly in
front of the girl.

The object, a petrified canary
with a golden bill, one black spot
below the eye, and nearly all of its
feathers still intact, lies obscuring
the circus story. The girl's pulse
quickens and her eyes glitter at the
sight of the rare bird.

“See what | found?” the boy says.
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