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REMINDER 



he is just some guy 
I'm assigning a whole bunch of 
pleasant properties to 
in order for me to hold out a little longer 
towards my visions 
which actually don't exist 
at least not in the absolute !A q, 
states I relegate to them - v 

and everyone else but me \ • cq 

I 
i, l 

can see right through them 
though idealistically he may be 

Aii just the the fairy to take me to them , a -- 

he is just some guy 
*.* 
.-$he placed towering over the sky 
-&mn I think there's a mote in my eye 

candy kanacher 

They had been on the road for about two days when an 
otd man in a '64 Apache stopped and took them most of the 
way to Sioux Fatls. A satesman picM them up on Route 90 
just before the state patrot pasrod by and woutd haw 
arrested them both for  hitch hiking and vagrancy. 

The satesman took them att the way to Sioux Fatts. The 
dog was tast swn watking towards the cattte yards. 

Amanda and the sahman sptznt a rssttess night a t  the 
Ctoud 9. He (oft arty that morning without saying 
good-bys. Amanda woke to the smett of the coffee he had 
teft her and the sound of his chryster turning over and 
putting out of the tot. 

Amanda never teft  Sioux Fatts. 

She hasn't stept much since the dog teft, spending her 
days at  the diner playing mother t o  too many truck drivers 
and her nights as the desk ckrk a t  the Ctoud 9 trying her 
best to ignore too many salesmen. 

If you're bst, stay put, they say. Some one witt find you. 
She stays put and waits for a hero, thinks about the dog and 
Morgan. and wondm if either of them witt ever pass 
through. 



Major S'pence made eight or nine 
calls, trying to locate Wanda Ases. The last 
person he spoke to, assured him that she was 
gone forever. Captive in some jungle 
slave-camp or dead in a trench. Such 
disappearances were routine in Buena Salida 
and no amount of money or influence had 
ever returned even one of the missing. 

S'pence sweated fiercely over the 
decision, but his timeframe just could not 
accommodate a personal quest for one 
American businesswoman. New orders had 
come through and he'd been assigned to 
assist the engineers from Seven 
International. Somebody was finally 
bringing in the hardware for Project Rock N 
Roll, and S'pence had barely twenty minutes 
between meetings to catch a bit of sleep. 

He assigned two of his more ruthless 
squadleaders to go door to door, if 
necessary, to find Wanda Ases. But he held 
very little hope that they'd manage to do 
more than frighten lots of people and let lots 
of blood. 

Spence had to assume that Seven 
International also had its people out looking 
for her. With a helpless resignation, he bent 
over the blueprints for Project Rock N Roll's 
first gigantic stage. 

There were to be eleven of them in 
all, one for each month of the ancient 

Pall 15. by Gary L. Gehman 
Saadarnite calendar. Eleven massive 
concrete and steel installations in some of 
the remotest corners of Buena Salida. 
Eleven hydroelectric or nuclear. plants to 
power them, eleven railway lines to supply 
them, and anywhere from eleven to one 
hundred and twenty one fledgeling 
communities where workers would work 
and teachers would teach, and bankers 
would bank. 

Since the near default of Mexico, 
International Capital had learned much 
about securing its foreign investments. 
Most Institutions had begun some form of 
active development policy in regions like 
Buena Salida. If they were called upon to 
finance the building of hospitals and 
orphanages, or to prop up the economies of 
corrupt and crumbling aristocratic fiefdoms, 
they first secured vast freeholdings of land 
as collateral, and ImportJExport exemptions. 

And so had come about the 
industrialization of Buena Salida, a tiny 
equatorial nation with a population 
estimated at four times that of New Jersey. 
A population that, if it was to be fed and 
housed and clothed, would also have to learn 
to be wage-earners and Rotarians. 

Major S'pence started from reverie 
and glanced at his watch. 527 pm. Twenty 
minutes late for his meeting with the 
Marionite Brethren. He hurriedly packed 
his briefcase and called for his car. 

-- To Be Continued! -- 



you talk to him 
his eyes swivel 
like two chairs aimed 
at some movie 
.playing the private 
showing room 
of his skull. 

you wonder if perhaps 
you have a speaking part 
but know you dont 
so you say anything 
wild trying to snap him 
back. you say 
"elephant is a delicacy 
in the congow & 
"ive never killed anyone." 

his reply comes 
without subtitles. 
he says "elephants 
are vegetarians" 
& "once i cured 
this autistic child 
buy carrying him to the end 
of a f~shing dock 
& not throwing him off": ,& 
"yes thats my real name 
--like elvis only 
with a 'd' in front 
& spelled 
kind of different. 

Pa) McKinnon 

It's all dark 

Night has descended upon me 

forever. All 1 can hear are 

the wails and cries of lost 

souls--lost souls like mine, 

and i am afraid of the 

dark. I'm drowning in a sea 

of confusion. I am helpless 

and hopeless. When I look 

outside I see night and 

inside only Hell. My heart 

is encased in an ice block 

so cold it burns. I am 

banished from light, destined 

to live with other 

denizens of HeN-in the 

black of night; and i am 

afraid of the dark. 



Once I used to go out on the tracks 
and camp with old leroy 
build a fire with railroad ties 
howl at the world 
with a vengeance, of fire 
till trains went by 
we used to smoke our pot 
talk to friends of what was not 
its a hard world to be alive 
burning embers and ties 
the smoke upon their eyes 

Every night the man in the hat would walk by 
staring at the moon 
i saw -him in town 
the day the old man died 

r dd 
early morn 21, june 
Leroy would say "We'll never get old" 
and we would sing and prance 
like a shaman would 
and the tribe would sing 
till troubled days 
shall drift away 

.I 

3 THEOREMS 
De Villo Sloan 

THEOREM +3: To mollify taxonomy, the cube 
must be upright. Barrels 
filled with terror are overturned 
pouring Hades on the rug. 
Twining animals explode. Postcards 
visualizing experiments on context 
stain white blackbirds. Winter 
fireplaces are made of the bricks 
of RAPTURE. Unwritten, the 
afternoon disappears into stainless steel. 
Wordplay legislates like Shakespeare 
links vitality to hieroglyphs. 
So lost in the replication that I 
am unutterable. I only wanted to 
visualize a winter's day. The record , 

'% turning. Icicles melting. The sky 1, 
a polyhedron with four faces, 
a verse line with four metrical R 
feet, an outrage and a door. 
An outrage becomes a convention 
and history plagarizes xerography. 
Three illusions 
Three contortionists on personal property 
Three theorems: 
THEOREM #I: The length of stamina 

.nBnnw,n )) 



shall permutate 6.5 square 
centimeters when toxicity 
is induced with vitamin B12. 

postulate: Hairdressers cure dropsy. 

THEOREM +2: Nausea and blackouts require 
dipsomania in direct polynomial 
gibberish. 

postulate: Reason fails when quadrupeds encounter 
symmetry. 

To A Carnal Idol 

Humbly yearning thoughts. 

Intruding and professing and object 

TI Kooyoomjian 



Saturday January 30, 1988 
Roy EldridgeSs 77th Birthday 

Something heavy had gone down on Route 82 between its intersection with 
Route 30 and that intersection with the globe of the Earth on a pedestal, which 
reminded me of the cat at the last poetry reading who had a deflated beach ball 
and he kept puffing into it. It looked like a deflated Earth globe and he said he 
was trying to blow up the world. 

The cops were waving me onto Route 30 as if I knew where the Hell I was sup- 
posed to go from there. I got off on the next exit and pissed around awhile until I 
found the main drag in Coatesville. Relying on my mostly-accurate sense of direction 
I turned right and, after a brief stop to verify my whereabouts with a dignified old 
black cat I found myself back at the above-mentioned Earth globe, where I turned left 
and wound up heading for Hershey's Market, where I got as lost a a crab on a bat's 
ass. Pissing around some more, I finally found 896 South. It took me home-the long 
way. 

I was going to stop and call Deb and friends and tell them how hip it was to 
find my ignition key in the clear moonlight back at their place, but I managed to 
get so hopelessly lost that idea went out the Goddamn tailpipe. 

And the Old Ford was sluggish-as-Hell going up hills so I decided to do what I've 
been threatening to do for the last two winters. I stopped the car, set fxe under it, and 
walked away. No, I wish, though. One of my whims-of-a-lifetime. The other whim 
was to drive through the electronic doors of that Goddarnn Hilton, put the nose of the 
Old Ford into their fucked-up piano, put the piano into the wall and turn it into a high 
class accordian. That one was tough to resist. 

I stopped the car. I opened the hood. The air cleaner has a nozzle on it 
where it takes in air for the carberator. It has a little door on it that is held shut by 
a spring. I had the exact same car before this one: 1970 Ford Galaxie 500 
35lc.i.d.Windsor Block V-8. It didn't have a door on the air cleaner. I ran it up to 
185,000 miles, and never had sluggishness. I took the spring off that Goddamn 
little door on this car and left that door open so the engine could breathe. It ran 
great after that. 

That's one of my basic tactics. If something doesn't work right remove anything 
that would fall under the heading of "extranneous bullshit." Pitch it to the four winds. 
Nine times out of ten it fixes the problem. Manufacturers put all this crappola on 
stuff, presumably to make it work better. They take a perfectly-functioning device. 
and, by loading it down with doodads from left field somewhere, fuck i t  fifteen ways 
to Sunday. 

I have a quartz heater here in my apartment kept shutting itself off. Would 
stay on for three seconds then go the Hell back off again. There was a little 
thermostat in the unit making it do that. I cut the little bastard out, pitched it over 
my shoulder, and the heater's worked fine ever since. Christ. Just twist the 
wires together, slap the lid back on and roll on, baby! 

Extranneous garbage. My brother gave me his kerosene heater. My brother's 
hip. The heater is, too, except for a little stupid-assed-as-Hell thing. There's a little 
electric coil and a button you push to light it. It's powered by two batteries stuck in 
the back of the heater. Whom, may I ask, would be stupid enough to buy batteries to 
keep lighting this heater when all it takes is a free match? I put the bateries in my 
flashlight. 

They say that a fetus, in utero, has excellent hearing facilities via the solution 
it is immersed in. Women who read aloud, sing, and have a happy living envi- 
ronment stand an increased chance of delivering a happy, loving, well-adjusted 
child. 

Although little is remembered of the fetal development by the offspring later in 
life, many reflexes and responses to stimuli received in utero form a pattern the devel- 
oping child will carry for the rest of its life. 

Lets's look at the flip side of this, as disinclined as we may be to do so. What 
about the woman living in unhappy, stormy, emotional environs? Wouldn't it 
stand to reason that the fetus would hear her crying, feel the tension, sense the 
emotional storms? Is it all-that farfetched to assume that that child would devel- 
op, along with everything else, a protective shield around its emotions? After 
delivery, wouldn't it be a distant child, hard to get close to, even hard to love? 
Wouldn't it have difficulty getting close emotionally to other people, especially if 
the storms continue from delivery into adulthood? 

My mother once told me I was a hard child to love. The above is my story, but it 
doesn't end there. I won't let it. I will always fight to love, fight to care, strive to be 
close. I will use every tool at my disposal--psychiatry,group-therapy, anything I can 
get my hands on. Moreover, I will rejoice in the life I have been given. It has given 
me a sensitivity, and an awareness; a depth I would have gotten nowhere, or no way, 
else. It has proven many times over the words of the prophet Kahil Gibran: "Sorrow 
carves the soul deeper so the more joy it can contain." The joy of good friends, mu- 
sic, poetry, painting, creation? Yes, and more. Infinitely more. 

Walt Gebhart 
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Strange Attractors 
The Magic Bullet Science Fiction Anthology 

for 1988 is finally here! 
150 plus pages of fear and wonder. 
Cartoons, poetry, plays and some of the most outrageous 

stories ever published by Magic Bullet Ptess. 
Available Today for $3.00 at selected Philadelphia 

bookstores or by mail directly from Magic Bullet 
(mail orders add $1 .OO postage). 

., 

Step Down into a 
Whole NEW Universe! 

Write Magic Bullet Press 
169 W.  Huntingdon St. 

PhUadelphia, PA 19133 
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