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Or, in this case, two dimensions. We received a letter
from Andrew's parents in response to [ssue #1. The
Ommniam is likely to be misunderstood or disliked by
the more conservative members of society. Here are
Andrew's Dad's comments and my replies. I wish
more people would just come out and ask like this.

JW: We got the copies of your new magazine. | delayed
writing to you because | wanted to digest it and think about
it hefore responding. For non-professionals, you did a
respectable job. All of you possess considerable writing skills
and creative imaginations. The artwork is good also.

Jymi: Thanks! We're very proud of it

JW: However, | do have some questions. Why are the
illustrations mostly of a sataric-like creature, with horns and
animal legs? In addition, some of the poems seem to be
preoccupied with death. | find this disturbing...is this a gag,
or do you take this seriously? Much of this is beyond my
personal experience and understanding. I would appreciate
some clarification so | can better understand what you're
trying to communicate.

J: The illustrations are not mostly of demonic figures.
It's true that there are two or three, and perhaps a few
more that could be construed as such, but there are
more drawings of normal humans, abstract doodles,
and benevolent fantasy creatures than there are
demonic portrayals.

1 find some of the poetry disturbing, too. But the
point of the magazine is not to be "safe®; it is to allow
anyone who wishes to speak a place to do so. If
someone feels depressed or angry and writes a poem
about it, or writes a story dealing with social taboos, it's
not my place to decide that their work shouldn't be
printed. Suppressing bad feelings and odd interests, as
if they were something to be ashamed of, and

much more self-delusional and dangerous than
allowing, these feelings and inclinations to come out —
as long as no one gets hurt. Offending people is not the
point of our magazine, but it's often a side effect of self-
expression and artistic experimentation. We welcome
contributors with all kinds of different attitudes and
methods of expression.

JW: What is "Gothic' that [ have heard about? Please tell me
how His is or is not connected with Satanism.

J: The most misunderstood aspect of Goth is the
fascination with "morbid” themes and occultism. People
don't seem to notice the romance, humor, drama and
honor that go along with iL. In my experience, most
Goths are intelligent, independent thinkers, artistic,
well-read, eager to learn, and curious about
philosophical and spiritual concerns. Many are not
satisfied with blind acceptance of religious teachings
handed to them by other mortals who presume to
know what God wants — they want to learn for
themselves what spirituality is about, and make up
their own minds. This leads many of them to study the
occult, among other subjects.

Satanism is only one small part of occultism.
Actually, it's mostly just a backlash to Christianity, and
it's usually ridiculed by everyone else in the field. (I
know that some people would label *all* occultism as
Satanic. If you want to get into that, that's entirely
another very long letter.) Satanism, in my opinion, is
mostly just for shock value and an excuse to do
whatever you want regardless of the consequences or
who gets hurt. (Any Satanists out there care to
comment? — |) Some Goths are Satanists — others are
Christian, others are Jewish, others are Pagans, others
are atheists, some haven't decided yet, and some can't

pretending that everything is always safe and happy is

put a label on their religious beliefs. But most feel that
Satanism is a very childish, selfish philosophy. When
someone in a Goth crowd proclaims themselves to be a
Satanist, the usual response is a collective rolling of the
eyes and a quick touching-up of the black lipstick to
hide a smirk.

JW: We noticed that Jymi had a Satanic bible. | just don't
know what all this means.
J: Yes, 1 have one of those. I also have the Christian
Bible, the Torah, the Bhagavad-Gita, an almost
complete collection of Shel Silverstein's poetry for
children, and all of my science textbooks from college.
As an outcast teenager, the Satanic Bible was very
appealing to me. Now I think it's silly at best, and
dangerous at worst. I have kept the book partially for
sentimental reasons (boy, *that* must sound weird),
and partially because my bookshelf is eclectic and
although I don't agree with all of the ideas in all of my
books, I like to have references so that I can better
understand those who do.

JW: You always put down orgamzed religion. What you're
dealing with is in its way just as organized as the big three, if
you assume it as a way of life.

J: 'm not sure what you're talking about here. What is it
that you think we're dealing with? If you're assuming
that we're Satanists, | hope I have put that worry to rest
for you: We are not. Nor are any of our friends. (They
may be angry, depressed, confused, or just plain weird, -
but we don't know any Satanists.) The "Satan" thing is
the kind of crap I get from total strangers who think
they know what I'm about just by looking at me and
seeing that I'm different from them — they're "good"; I
don't look like them and they don't understand my
style; they behave as though I'm challenging their very
way of life; they feel threatened; therefore, I must be
*bad".

JW: Andrew, we need some assurance that you're not going
off the deep end with this stuff. All we can Hrink about is the
lunatic group in San Diego last year that killed themsetves so
they could catch that big rocket shop in the sky. I suspect all
they achieved was death,

J: That was a cult, a group of people who, by my
definition, could not be bothered to think for
themselves and realize the foolishness of the things
their leader was asking them to do. All too often,
people are too lazy or afraid lo face life without some
kind of authority figure telling them what to do and
what to think. It's much safer that way, and you don't
have to take responsibility for yourself. Personally, I
hope that those people DID find their rocketship.
However, if someone told Andrew and me to poison
ourselves so that we could all go visit the Martians, we
would waste no time in telling them exactly where they
could put their magical comet.
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please provide A SASE wirh your submission. All copyrighrs reverr 1o the aurhor
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"SEE IT-AS S0ON AS POSSIBLE!"

“An instant classic”

COMEDY MODE.
IRRESISTIBLY ENJOYABLE.

'I.OV!I.I!R THAN EVER...

“GREAT FUN.”
#YOU'LL EVEN SCREAM

FeATURED °

. { Our Featured Artist this month is R.B. Hart.

(k to think that he's very Fluxus. (Look it up.)

His v{gft in this issue consists of those odd little line
drawings that look like he did them with his eyes

closed because he did, and some great poetry that looks - pretentious constructs.

like it was cut out of newspapers. It was.

R.B.: As this is the first interview, [ hope it doesn't take
up the full fifteen minutes of fame and [ have some
time left to hang out with some anorexic fashion
models and cheezy agents with cool names like Scooter
and Babs.

Omnium: Gee-golly-gosh, where do you get your
ideas?

R.B.: Your surroundings are awash with ideas. You just
have to pick out the ones you can handle. Follow
through is everything.

O: Finish this sentence: "I don't know much about art,
but..."

R.B.: "I'm learning.”

O: What is right, and what is wrong, with art today?
R.B.: What is wrong is that the dadists declared
everyone an artist and now there are too many artisls.
What's right is that with all these artists it is no longer
possible for the cultural elite to control what is offered
to the public.

O: Would you say that you're an artist?

R.B.: Duchamp said something about art being what 1
say it is, and if you are making art you must be an
artist....see?

O: 5, five, five...five. Let's sing a song of five.

R.B.: "I saw the figure five in gold"

O: What would you do if someone handed you two
perch fillets, a pile of sawdust and a backhoe?

R.B.: | would fry the perch in lime butter, spread the

sawdust around the geraniums, and sell the backhoe so

I could buy a Contax G2.

O: What sorts of trinkets will always catch your eye?
R.B.: Chicken related items as well as Art Deco
figurines.
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Ghosts are just my imagination.
Merlin is just a faerie tale guy.
Magic isn't real.
...right?
GOREHART LABORATORIES
METAPHYSICAL CONSULTANTS
(616) 954 2537

O: Many people wonder about "kitch®. Can you ease
their fears?

R.B.: Don't worry about Kitch...Kitch is you, Kitch is
your life. Kitch is what makes the world; all else is

O: Who are your role models? Why or why not?

R.B.: Robert Deweese, Walt Hartenberger, Francis
Senska, Jessie Wilbur, George Conkey, Ludwig
Wittgenstein, Richard Feynman, Richard Diebenkorn,
David Hockney, Larry Rivers...pretty much anyone
who had a thought to share.

O: Unga-bunga-bunga?

R.B.: No.

O: Why don't you cut your hair and get a real job?
That nice Roger across the street has a good job. He
drives a new car.

R.B.: I had a real job once, and I don't like all that
reality. [ don't get my hair cut because I don't like
strangers touching my head.

O: If you could be from any planet, which one would
you choose?

R.B.: Remulak, as in the course of my day at my current
real job, | deal with Coneheads, and so [ would have
very little trouble adapting.

O: Who are the Brain Police?

R.B.: The Brain Police are yourselves when you restrict
your thinking, when you refuse to consider "other
ideas" when fear rules your decisions.

O: Pretend that you are the Emperor of Utah. Now
what?

R.B.:  understand a lot of those nice Mormon girls are
blondes........... hummm

O: Describe your version of Reality.

R.B.: Reality is the view you get the instant you pass
from this life to the next. It's that little gap between the
two, when you are pure energy.
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ConT'D From paGe Z...

JW: The underlying theme (of the magazine) is very

disturbing to kraditional people like us... as far as we are

concerned, it's OK for you to do anything you want as long

as it's niot illegal or fattening. However, I don't want you to

get imvolved in something that could be emotionally or
chologically damaging.

?:%l‘l-oh...l dgn't thﬁk we're doing anything illegal, but

I have récently developed a great fondness for

BuddyBars...

The underlying theme is that everyone creates their
own version of Reality, and we want to share our
versions, and learn about (not necessarily participate
in) other peoples' ideas. Far from being damaging,
we're finding the whole experience to be fun,
enlightening, entertaining, and stimulating to our own
creativity. You, obviously, have a very different version
of Reality than I do, and mine is different from
Andrew's, and his is different from Steevigh's...etc. I
think the magazine has already begun to fulfill its
purpose, right here — you and | are now sharing our
versions of Reality, and | hope we can both come away
from the discussion with a greater sense of each other's
cultures and personal beliefs. We don't have to agree
with each other, but | believe that the more we
understand other people, the better we can understand
ourselves. 2 Wy O

Your letter taught me that [ cannot simply write off
everyone who jumps to conclusions about my friends
and me as ignorant fools, for | know that you are not an
ignorant fool. In the future, I will try to be more
understanding when I encounter such attitudes. And [
hope that you will not see Punks, Goths or other
"different" people as dangerous freaks, Satanists, or
stupid kids in need of therapy.

¥ \
ITS WAY ouT THERE"
— STEEVIGH'S HOM

WELL - SO ARE \WE, Nﬁ@ \x&v

‘ Na,t.,ﬂ.lm—‘; REALLY CLEVER.
— WML's Mom

SORT OF LAGUAGE ism »J‘.(_Essazy ;

SPEAK NOW v FOREVER HOLD Youg Bace

B

THEY

SAY

JW: I suggest that you show a copy of this to Dr. H___, tell
him about my concerns, and ask his opinion. I think it might
be good for you to get an objective response from someone
other than your parents, someone who is nalemohbrmﬂy
involved. I discussed this with M__ . Her reaction
was similar to mine, particularly about the Satanic
illustrations and the themes of preoccupation with death.

J: By all means, we'd like as many people as possible to
see our work. If you're looking for people to tell you |
that we all need psychological help, you'll certainly fmd
them. Lots of people are quick to condemn something
they don't understand. Jumping to conclusions and
subsequent condemnation is a nice, easy solution for
those who want to believe that their way is always
Right, that it should be Right for everyone, and feel
threatened by any suggestion to the contrary. [ don't
know Ms. G__, but | hope that she will not fuel any
fires of paranoia.

JW: I hope it burns out that Mom and I are just over-
reacting, We eagerly moait your reply. Please reassure us.
You're all we have.

I: Yes, you're overreacting. We are not Satanists. We
have no desire to kill ourselves, or cause any harm to
anyone. We don't have any interest in joining or
starting a cult. We may have some ideas that you find
odd, but [ hope that [ have been able to allay any fears. -
All we want to do is produce a good magazine that's
thought provoking and fun for people to read. If
someone doesn't enjoy reading it, then they can simply
put it down. | know we can't convince everyone to
think like us and share our values and interests, and |
wouldn't dream of trying. If everyone had the same
ideas the world would be very boring and there
wouldn't be anything to write about.

Dr. and Mrs. Wallace tell us they are relieved that
their anxieties were unfounded. We hope that they
will enjoy this and future issues, and thank them for
helping to bridge yet another gap between Realities.

"“OH, /oW, You AcTvALLy piorr.
—MosT Fowgs
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Another chapter of
the Ongoing
Adventures of

Whodi-Boy

by Andrew

Summer, 1992.

A time in my life that | will never forget, no
matter how hard | might try (though | haven't bothered
trying, as of yet). Besides tuming 21 (and we all
remember how that went, don't we?) the most
memorable event that happened was the arrival of
Whodi-Boy, ready to take on Santa Barbara City College
with rigorous academic enthusiasm. Now, | know the
mental picture of Whodi-Boy in a classroom is a hard
one to accept, but trust me...it did happen, if only once
or twice. Oh well, at least he went once, right? Heh.
Whodi. Whodi-ur.

Whodi-Boy's father, Billy-Mack (he changed it
to William Michael when he tumed 18, but we still called
him Billy-Mack to fuck with him...it was fun, and | really
think he enjoyed it, actually) had come out to Santa
Barbara with Geoff to help get his son all moved into his
new apartment. Billy-Mack was staying at the Sheraton,
which is right on the beach, a couple of blocks away
from the Por la Mar apartments, which is where Whodi-
Boy now lived. Billy-Mack was only supposed to stay out
there for a week, but ended up staying for three. He
claimed that he was having too much fun with us. As you
probably remember from my last segment in the Whodi-
Boy saga, Brother Geoff likes to drink. Well, let's just say
that he's a regular alcoholic chip of the ol' block.

| can remember several funny things about
hanging out with the father of He Who Is Known As
Whodi-Boy. They usually happened the same way. I'd be
finishing up working at Crown Books. Whodi-Boy and our
friend Tom Lohshus would pick me up right around 6:00
pm or so. The three of us would then drive to the
Sheraton. We'd be feeling perfectly fine and silly when
we pulled into the hotel's parking lot. When we walked
into Billy-Mack’s hotel room the ol' boy was, sprawled out
on the couch, limbs splayed to and fro...I'm talking about
some serious contortion. There was also a big bottle of
Absolut vodka that was maybe 14% full on the table next
to his empty glass. He was snoring, quite loudly actually.
| started laughing. Whodi-Boy woke up his already
drunken father and he sat slowly up, his white hair
completely messed and standing in about 4 different
directions. He got up and staggered to the bathroom, not
saying a word to any of us. The three of us looked at
each other, giggling softly so Billy-Mack wouldn't hear.
After a couple of minutes, the toilet flushed and Whodi-
Boy Sr. emerged from the bathroom, greeting us with a
big grin and a, “Well now, y'all ready to get some
eatuns? And lookie here, it's the Bobsey twins!!"

Tom and | were the Bobsey twins, as far as
Billy-Mack was concerned. He loved to mess with us (me

| especially), going off about how he wanted to cut our
ponytails off and glue them to the end of a stick. Anyway,
we went down to the restaurant for dinner. Aside from
getting more and more drinks with our food, nothing
really interesting would happen until after dinner, when

 the four of us would drive to Fig & Haley. That was a

- new pool place on the comer of the streets Figeroa and

' Haley (hence the catchy name... clever, huh?) Itwas a
really cool place though, before the typical Santa
Barbara/UCSB yuppie types kind of overran it. However,
we went there when it was still cool. We'd be in their
back room, which had its own table, stereo system that
you could supply the music for if you wanted, direct

| access to the bar and lots of comfortable black leather

| couches and chairs. | would have loved those in my living

— room. Anyway, we'd be drinking tons of beer and playing

! I’m searching

in desperation
for a soul
lost in the forest

deep in this

game after game of nine ball. Billy-Mack would be
absolutely shitfaced by this time, and would start saying
all sorts of funny things. Sometimes he'd start in on the,
“Bobsey Twins” routine. Other times, he'd want to bet.
He had this fascination with my hair. He used to try to get

me to bet it. One time | told him, “Sure, I'll bet my hair if reali
you'll bet me the deed to one of your dealerships, or my ty
controlling interest in one of your many corporations, screaming
Tiger!” .

That got me his trademark response, “That's a for it to come
bu-bunch of bu-buh-bullshit, boy!" Which is how his back to me
attempts to acquire my hair usually ended. He'd then :
start in on Whodi-Boy. One time he actually got Geoff to hoping for

bet his hair, and Geoff lost! Of course, he welched on relief
the bet. That really pissed of Billy-Mack. | drove him back ;
to the hotel and received an earful about gambling by 5:?”03/ !
practices in the lovely state of Tennessee.

“Nah-naow-now in Tennessee, a gambling !
man pays his debts. A man do-doesn't *burrrp* gamble C/D C\-) I
without being ready to pay his debt. Ah-ah-| didn't raise
no we-welcher son, no | didn't!” he adamantly declared,
gesturing wildly in accompaniment to his monologue.

“Any welcher son,” | comrected as we pulled
into his parking spot in the hotel's parking structure. :

The rest of that night was really funny, but | i
don't want to go into it here. That can wait for a special
“Billy-Mack exclusive” story. Suffice it to say, Whodi-Boy
Sr. put on a great show. | felt bad for Brother Geoff,

though. ,.
| had the day off from work the next day, so ! p

Whodi-Boy picked me up around 2:00 in the afternoon. V. e SO,

We were hungry and decided to go to Peabody’s, a ré s (e j

great bar and grill type of place in Montecito (a really L\ O

stuck up area of Santa Barbara) that was right on the \ }

beach. Actually, Peabody's was at the edge of a cliff that e

overlooked the beach, and when you sat at the bar and
gazed out the huge window that was behind the bar, you
could see the Pacific Ocean. The view was awesome.
Walter was behind the bar when we walked in.
“Hey guys,” he grinned. “How's it going?"
“Pretty cool,” we replied as we sat down at the
bar. Walter was all smiles and such that day, his
daughter Cayenna had been bomn a couple of weeks
earlier. He proudly showed us the many photos he'd
taken. | had my usual, a killer grilled beef sandwich with
grilled mushrooms, onions and peppers and a Mai Tai to
drink. Walter takes great pride in his drinkmaking ability.
He's really damn good at it. Before my first sip of the Mai

e

Tai, Walter would always be sure to point out how the ‘tin. Cuba
Mayas (or however it's spelled) floated on top of the { o
other liquors in the glass, and he'd wait for us to marvel .

at the different colorations and shades of orange before .exhibition
giving the green light to drink. Whodi-Boy had his usual, N '
too...five shots of Jackie and a Newcastle to chase the «$uspension
shots down. After Walter brought out our food and

drinks, Whodi-Boy grabbed one shot of Jack Daniels in I Relations:

each hand, waved at me and uttered “Byee-Byyeeee” in
a falsetto voice, a manic grin plastered on his face (no
doubt a result of all the happy thoughts dancing and
prancing throughout his head in anticipation of impending
drunkenness) and down both shots at the same time. A
grimace, wiping the mouth with the back of his hand, a
swig of Newcastle and two more shots went down the ol’

~may be forbidden,

e tourisim

hatch. Whodi-Boy then looked up at me, face splitting in ls“rarngant

a huge grin.
“He-hey man, know what the ol man said after reuberficiality

you and Tom left last night?” he asked. # gupeiciality
“Nope,” | replied as | munched. “What did the

ol’ goat say?” Fob b Sreememns sy
“That he's go-gonna monitor my sp-spending 359._&1 s alluring, taunting them.

an shit. The ba-bastard put a $3,000 limit on my credit
cards!” Whodi-Boy exclaimed loudly, getting a couple of
strange looks and raised eyebrows from the other people

nearby. '
’ CONT D NMEXT PacE ..,
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| WHop! conrr'>

“What fucking nerve,” | said sarcastically.
“Imagine, your father putting a limit on the amount of his
money that you can spend at one time.”

“He-hey man,” Whodi-Brat protested. “it's
mah-my money. My credit cards, man!" He emphasized
his point by stamming the fifth and last shot of Jackie and
ordering a triple shot of, "Jackie an’ Cokie".

*Sure, Whodi-Crap...they're your credit
cards,” | said as | finished my food and drink. “But whose
money pays the card bills at the end of the month??"

Whodi-Boy thought about it for a minute,
sipping on his drink as soon as it arrived. A couple of
minutes later, he answered my question with, “Uh, he
does...little ol' m-mah-man...”

| laughed at Whodi-Boy as he sorted his logic,
paying for our stuff while Whodi-Boy’s cerebral hamster
nearty ran its wheel off the track.

“He-hey Brother An-Andrew, | got a great
idea!!" he blurted, swaying from side to side, one hand
holding up his head, the other clutching his drink. “Let's
go to Circuit City so | can buy some new stereo shit!!"

Heh. Whodi-Boy had just finished tefling me
about how he now has to be more careful with his
spending, and now he wants to go on a spree that will be
at least $2,000. But what can we say? That's Whodi-Boy

I'I’or ya! “Okay, Brother Geoff. I'll drive though. You
can't even stagger in a straight line.” | said as we walked
out towards his car.

He didn’t seem to mind, being more
concemed with what exactly he was gong to buy. It was
hysterical, watching him out of the comer of my eye as |
drove along the 101 north freeway, between glances at
the almost violet-indigo ocean (the light was hitting it at
the perfect angle) on my left side. Whodi-Boy was
gleefully rubbing both of his hands together, having a
serious discussion with himself about what to buy. "Ok-
okay man, first I'm gettin' a new equalizer, an-and a
power amp, and 2 pa-pairs of surround speakers..."”

We pulled into Circuit City and found a spot Fatience now, in due time

“ near the entrance. Whodi-Boy undid his seat belt, @ Bakic ataseld & watih ,
opened his door and leaned outside. | was already out of R CLgareie. Gne W i
the car and wondering just what the fuck Whodi-Monster the world die
was doing now. He appeared to puke up a couple of ~ fnchanted Fhae
mouthfuls worth of bile, held them in his mouth for a
couple of seconds and spat the puke on the car next to

|

feucﬂdng chaos all avound [
%Qﬂnaﬂmd&n&ami ‘
ofaugﬁ.i.ng at the Imﬁznding doom.

Q will all be ovex s00n

apca‘p(l tey to wun and hide

Slaking last confessions with tears in their eyes
oBut what do You say when you know

it’s the end

What is the last message you send

Q see a pest out on the steeet

Sheee’s a charactex U'd like to meet ;
e would Pmbn.b[ég make me though |
foQ&&.‘xmﬁdechtﬁznﬁow [
AU the channels axe signing off |
afcurln‘; me with my wicked thoughts _
Wztﬁafod'mm‘yﬂmdq‘pah ‘
the woxld

o )olmu Q think > s0 absued

AU the )oea/oh. all theix sins

aVevec did tfuég think that 9 would win
me#(lﬁnmdfﬂu&a&dn

&o much teouble that they'll be in

? am patient Q? can waif

cfet them all meet theix fa.n

Gne 6‘__5( one tfl.e#'([ walk into the wealm i
Gne .6& one V'l overwhelm
Not much more time to go
Q smile and watch the f{aw

®
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us.
“Fucking Ford piece of sh-shit,” he said, SEY.
smearing leftover Jack Daniels and coke across his THE EY
cheek and the back of his hand. e THE.SEY.WAS.
| grabbed Whodi-Boy, who have been
perfectly content to stand there and criticize the mustang FILO.[UITH-
he vomited on until the owner showed up and we headed
inside. | found J.T., a salesperson who had helped me AD\]{_?CHRS- EN
pick out a really cool answering machine a couple of THE.AD CS Once upon a time
weeks before. Knowing that they make most of their BU H A V [ P:
money from commisioned sales, | purposely had J.T. IN.THE.SEY JWER. Wae a vros
see to Whodi-Creature. facing the wind
An hour later, J.T. grinned at me as he rang VA RRE-DANGERAS- stu :“ i
up the last of Whodi-Boy's stuff. “Looks like I'm gonna be SHIPS 'SH ND AN raiy '
able to afford that motorcycle after all,” he laughed, 5 T ’ Once upon a time '
shaking Whodi-Boy’s hand. “Thanks a bunch, and see S S.AND.O
me if you need anything, okay Geoff?" HRD HR’ | was the rain
“Sure man,” Whodi-Boy happily said. “No pr- DANGERAS.THGS. falling forever
problem.”
We got the stuff loaded into his car and THR.WAS.TRASHR. feeling no pain
headed back to Whodi's crypt. Brother Geoff was really Once upon a time
looking forward to, “Sitting on mah-my high-backed THAT'wAS' I tEo 4
leather chair, my feet on my glass to-topped table, HIDAN. was vhe san
listening to my new stuff!” running through the fingers
Watching him try to set up his new stereo, BY.JONAT HAN. of id's hand
television, amplifier, equalizer, tuner and surround sound peoplé s hanas
system was one of the funniest things a person could } Once upon a time
ever hope to see. Know what the coolest thing about it I ’
was? Getting to sit on all that, “Mo-mmm-modem wasnt me
‘contemporary fumiture.* living the life .
that was meant to be '
o

by Sandy
|

g
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It’s not a life for everyone-

the'1960s werean aberration.

CEOs of little” comipanies

came from India

- -
“Every generation that came

years ago
engineers,
programmers

with nothing

‘Reviving traditional crafts

pursﬁi'hg wild adventu?es," :
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(EA§TCROOK MALL .

Rrok,,, | WRE A

FEw THINGS \'D K\DS! mg;:;u 1 i
gl SEE SANTA

To HIM ABNT.
s TODAY! wp

fLL JusT STOP | . J

IN AND SEE !

How LoNg THE \

LINE ts ASO: STOP BY
AND SAY ‘HI'TO

THE TALWNG TREE!

Ho Ho Ho!
Hi THERE, Kips!

THIS IS TAWING
WwAY Too LONG,

DAHHIT'
E T, Yoo DAWN
;TQ ® Lmu: mm' I've
- / GoT PRANESS

wiTh e FNEAK

IT THE RED!
%. I WANNA SIT
ON Yok LAP/

perSe, | | =~ & |
= lrr;: | . ‘,f'. e ) I.‘.._. L=
AT IR A T
II F "—"fl \ l 1 | \
\ LT TR A
A, S

THERES THE MALIC) BARGIC |ASKED FOR IN ‘31 AND THE DIKE in T3 AND THE J
TOLLERSHATES AD THE SHITHSCD ANDTHE WALKHAN AND THE E-Z BAKE OUEN, ATOHOLE!
HOH? START TALKING

METAPHY SICS T BzanNad OF Pullosory
TUAT ATPRESSES TUE PROBLEM OF
WHAT 15 REAL

g -l=@=1




If I Were Queen

Being Queen isn’t always fun and games. It is
a very serious job. There are so many things
that need to be improved in this world and only
one of me. (Sigh!) Oh well. Such is life.

Today I am getting ready for a parade. 1am,
of course, the main attraction ai this event.
Everyone will be there with their children and
parents and grandparents, all trying fo get a
glimpse of Her Majesty. I wonder if they would
try so hard if  weren't so bloody rich. Would I
be such an attraction then?

My matrons have just finished helping me
dress in my most beautiful dark blue velvet
gown. I really hope this parade will raise a
good sum of money for my charities. 1do hate to
see people suffer...I think I will wear my
diamond and sapphire tiara...yes, that will be
perfect. The poor and the homeless have every
right to prosper and live as well as any

citizen... Where is my bloody necklace!? To see
them in such misery, roaming the streets begging
for money just breaks my heart. How can
anyone ignore such a sad sight as that? Ii
saddens me more when people witness such
horrible situations as that and still aren’t
thankful for the things that they have. Always
whining and griping about what they don't have
err...What do you mean you can't find my dark
blue pumps? I thought you were a wardrobe
planner? That means you plan...in advance....
so that this doesn 't happen! What the bloody
hell am I going to do now?! Wear shoes that
don 't match my dress?! People are waiting

downstairs to see me in all my glory, dressed to
the nines, and all they are going to see is that my
shoes don 't match my bloody dress!!! What do
you mean we 'll just go get another pair? Are
you going to run down to bloody Payless Shoes
and say, “Excuse me, the Queen needs a pair of
shoes made of the finest dark blue velvet found in
a country that I can't even bloody pronounce,
and I need them within the hour please for she is
expected to make an appearance this after-
noon?!" Is that what you call planning a
wardrobe? What the bloody hell am I going to
do now?!

What was I saying? ...oh yes, people whining
about what they don't have. I hate that.

Anyway, I hope to tackle the homeless problem
somehow; I just haven't come up with a fool-
| proof plan ) ve!

| |
1

Driving to the parade gave me a chance to
witness first hand once again the sad vision of
people slumped next to garbage cans, pushing
shopping carts full of empty bottles and things.
How I hate to see people so down and out on
their luck.

We started driving through a more industrial
area of town. I had never noticed the incredible
amount of abandoned buildings and mini malls
for sale. They 're just sitting there not being
used. I ask my driver to stop and write down the
address. I call the royal financial advisor and
ask why these buildings are just sitting there. He
explained that they were once businesses that
couldn 't get their feet off the ground and fell
through. The buildings probably won't sell, he
told me, because they are not in a thriving
location.

“Do you mean they 're just going to sit here
and not be used at all?”’ I asked.

“Oh no,” he said, “‘someone will buy them.”

“But you just said no one wants to buy them
because their business won 't thrive here.”

“Well,” he replied, “they probably won't use
the buildings at all. It's not a great location for

a business, but it's a perfect location for an extra

parking lot!"

“"AAAAAAAAAARRRRRRRRRRRRGGG

GGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHH!" I exclaimed,
“Do you mean to iell me we have a city full of
homeless people, a ton of abandoned buildings
that no business man in his right mind would
take even if it were given to him free of charge
and the best solution that is thought of is to make
them into parking lots?!!!!! If anyone is going to
buy these buildings it's going to be me! Buy
them immediately!!!!”
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After the parade I immediately met with my

- royal advisors and shared with them my plan.
Each building will be big enough to contain
multiple apartments in which people will be
housed. In addition, since these buildings are all
centrally located, the mini mall that is in the
middle of the other buildings will be turned into
a soup kitchen / medical center. There will be a
detoxification center added and I will employ
social workers to build a case file on each and
every homeless person out there. They will each
be evaluated as to whether they are mentally and
Pphysically capable to have a job, and those who
are will be found one. Whether it is out in the
world or a position helping at the shelters, they
will have work. For those who are not capable,

 there will be a special facility made to house just
them. All will be given a chance to live full,
prosperous lives. In fact, I intend to pass a law
making it illegal to be homeless. Anyone caught
being homeless will automatically be housed, fed
and clothed. No one will go hungry again in my
country.

I stopped talking long enough to look at the

Jaces of my advisors. Instead of the happy
cheers and screams of delight I expected to hear,
there was a deafening silence. Their jaws were
dropped open, and looks of ghastly horror were
on their faces.

“Where do you intend to get the money for all
of this, Your Majesty?” they asked. “A program
like that can cost millions! Our money is tied up
in too many other programs to support one with
such expensive needs."

“What the bloody hell do you mean? I'm filthy
rich! People donate money to my causes all the
time! Millions! Where has all of that money
gone? Why are there still thousands of homeless
people roaming the streets!?"”

“Your Majesty, it takes money to make money.
All of these functions and parades take money to
have. Rich people will not donate unless they
are given adequate entertainment in return. A
good portion of the money we make is put back
into the functions we hold to make more money

Jor your charities!”

“Well how the bloody hell do you expect us to
get anywhere doing i1 that way?" | asked. Do
Yyou mean to tell me, we actually do make enough
money to solve this problem but we 're too busy
entertaining the people who donate the money
because they won't donate as much if we don't
show them a good time?”

“Yes, Your Majesty."

“Wouldn 't that count as bribery?"

~silence~

“Yes, I believe it would,” replied my royal
attorney with a sly, nasty grin befitting his
personality.

“Well then, if they are being bribed and they

come anyway, are they not in fact accepting the
bribe?" I asked.
“Yes Your Majesty, " he replied once again.
“Is that not, in fact, against my laws?"”
“Yes it is,” he said.
“Get me their names. "

Well six months later, the homeless shelters
are a complete success. My approval rating has
reached an all time high among most of my
subjects....most of them. A select few are not too
happy with my decision to go through with the
idea. I guess helping others was not in their
agenda.... Or could it be the amount they had to
pay for bail? Well, it's not like they couldn’t
afford it. After all, they did break the law. |
can't go around letting things like that slide.

The fact that I raised the bail for that specific
offense moments before their arrests only proves
how strongly I detest such a blatant criminal act.
Why, if they break one law, one so serious, who
knows what other laws they may break. I cannot
allow people like that roaming my streets, now,
can I? I have a responsibility to my people.
Thank goodness they packed up and left as soon
as they bailed themselves out. It's also a shame
that I had to replace my entire business advisory
committee, but they committed a crime as well.
Fortunately, everything worked out. While
talking to many of the people who showed their
gratitude for their new homes, I encountered
quite a few people with just the qualifications
I've been looking for in committee members.
Don't you love it when everything falls into
place?

— HRH Lisa

)

GENTLE AWRKENING...
BENG €VBRACED...
bY THE NGHT

POISON
by Steevigh

Drip from lips
Red red tips
Delicious hips
Scalding lips
Computer chips
Leather whips

I'm losing my grip
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Adviee [ady

Dear Advice Lady
I have two questions. First, my best friend
tells me that Einstein's theory of quantum relativity has
a miscalculation due to the terminal velocity of photonic
transference, but he can't show me where it is and I
have a feeling he's high on Doritos. Second, about
welding helmets: are they, or are they not, romantic to
give or receive as presents? Please answer quickly, as I
live in a basement and don't get out much.
- Not Percy the Science Clown

!

NN

AN

Dear Not Percy,

Those are two very interesting questions!

First, it sounds to me like both you and your
friend are full of shit. Who cares about quantum relativity
anyway? What good does it do in everyday life? And,
how does one get high on Doritos? Mold I can see, but
snack foods? What's the matter with that weird friend of
yours? Is he a foreigner? You guys need to get out more.
Go to bars and meet other people.

Second, why in the hell would you want a
welding helmet? Just what is it that goes on in that
f bascmmt of yours? You have way too much time on your
 hands.

My advice to you, Not Percy, is to get some fresh
air and spend less time worrying about quantum relativity!
I'm also very worried about your friend. [ think it would
do him some good to lay off the damn Doritos. He's going
to get a fat ass.

AL
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Dear Advice Lady,

What would you do if you could see invisible
people and some other people wanted to see them but
other people don't care one way or the other and you
keep getting blamed for all the stuff the invisible people
do even if you didn't do it most of the time and it
probably wasn't even your idea usually? But it was
really funny.

BRI

W

-Always in Trouble

q ;

§
/ Dear Always in Trouble,

)

Wow, that’s a very nnprtsswe run-on sentence!

Let me ask vou this; how is it that you can see
“invisible people™? Hmmm? Aren’t they invisible? What
do they look like, anyway? If you're going to do bad things
- I'm assuming they're bad - why not blame someone
everyone can see, if you're going to blame anyone at all?
And why are you blaming others for your actions? You
sound like you have some issues there, buddy. [ think you
need a referral to a psychologist.

AL
Dear Advice Lady,
I have a crush on Someone. I don't think

that Someone knows that I like them.

Sometimes [ think that Someone likes me too,
but I can't be sure. I am very shy about these things.
How do I find out if Someone likes me? Preferably
without frightening Someone away?

Hopeless Crush (TX)
=
Dear Hopeless Crush,
Sweety, let me tell you something.
Life is too damned short to sit by the phone waiting for Mr.
Perfect to ring your bells. You're better off doing this the
same way vou rip hot wax off your legs — QUICKLY!
Swallow your pride and jump in with both feet! Tell the
Someone how vou feel. If he feels the same —great! If not
- at least you tried, right? You can’t blame a girl for trying!
Good luck, sugar cube, let me know how it turns out.
AL

RV VI GVAIAAY,

So. what's your problem? Send it to the Adviee
Lady. ip eare of the Ompium.
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ngﬁ STEEVIGH Traitor of My Heart
B By BethDragon
DREANS OF MISTY HOORS —F "
DREAMS OF MY HAND IN YOURS o & gj’ O, Heart of ravenous intent,
SNOW WHITE DANCING IN MY BRAIN 7 g of Spitting fire, breathing flame.
SMACK...LUST...COCAINE v?? QG"? 3 O, Heart of murderous descent,
J— - - -
Q Wielding knives to splice the beat.
EVIL IN MY HEART AND SOUL ERRTIN O, Love of bleeding ears,
THE MADNESS TAKES A 6RIZILY TOLL é? i Deaf in one, then turn away.
NEVER-ENDIN6 AGHE IN MY 6UT i ;\fr g O, Love of'haunting tears,
THE RAZOR’S SHARP UNFORGIVING CUT ’J‘ - 190 Saline potions, dry within.
I GAX'T FIND MY RED DRESS SR Fly away, soar so high.
OUTSIDE I FEEL THE PAIN 4 < O, Soul beyond all things wise,
_ OF WAKING TP AGAIN B N Spread your wings, then out into night.




degrees, of blackndss,.,
iblack ‘woman

Prophecy & Promise e
by Jymi

I see blackened twisted bones: W
metal skeleton jagged skyline cuts
t.he hOﬁmn ]
and the sun drowns in warm bath sky behind
blacking out.

I see soft and soothing grey:
concrete eggshell fallen rumbled hides
dead treasures.

Wrapped and tangled in a chain-link blanket nap
under grey wet afghan sky. )
I see undead confetti: ‘
banners lynched and wadded models lurching
origami rats '
ink scarred smeared dye designer lie
worthless windghosts.

I see clackers yammer blood

and go at last to death and gone

we sigh goodbye. “’/:JE\J\:‘
Only then can we come out dance out from wild shelter,
only then can promises be kept.

Only then can we be home,

only then will life

begin,
only then,
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WHAT MIGHT RALPH HAD DONE PERHAPS
by Entropy ,7% e )"‘Jf/’)"\"r

Once once once on a time there were cartle like sheep
and cows and there were peoples too. The peoples used the
cattle for food and shirts. This was the lot of the carttles and
there were a lot of cattles but not quite so much a lot of the
peoples. And everyone did their job because everyone had a
job to do and if you didn't do your job you got no food and
shirts. Food and shirts was the cattles' job. The peoples’ jobs
was to make things and look at things and say Oh yes, that's
lovely and have ideas for new things and then die when they
were full of things. And to take care of the cattles, so they
don't poo in the clean water.

But then, somethings happened, guess what happened. A
few people became a lot of people and there weren't enough
cattles to go around and some people had to share the shirts
and some people didn't get any at all. This sure isn't
working, is what they said.

I know what we can do, said one of the peoples who had
to borrow a shirt from his cousin Ralph so as to look
presentable at the peoples’ meeting. This was the first real
meeting of peoples since it was the first real problem they
had that couldn't be chased away by singing and dancing
and leaving bananas in front of statues. So pay attention and
remember to tell your history teachers all about this very
valuable learning here. Yes.

I know, said Ralph's cousin, what it is we can do. And
everyone stopped eating donuts for a minute so that smacky
chewing noises wouldn't be too loud. Because this was the
first meeting ever and someone had brought donuts to make
sure everyone realized how very important this was and also
to make everyone relax. Having no food or shirts is very
stressful. Also having one hundred and five children
running and yelling and secreting liquids when before there
were less children like three or four maybe. And the only
way to relax is to have a meeting with donuts and no
children and coffee and some Spam with mustard. Me
personally when I need to relax I like to twist things but
that's just me personally.

And someone else who had cousins too but not Ralph
was ready to write down everything Ralph's cousin said but
no one had thought up things like paper yet so it had to be
written on a donut.

I know what let's do, said Ralph's cousin.

Ok let's hear it for cryin’' out loud, said the peoples.

Ok he said and started talking really fast and said things
like what if we take all the peoples who have no job and put
them with the cattles. Then cattles would be sheep and cows
and useless peoples.

What, said someone else, and make shirts out of peoples?

Ralph's cousin said: Um, er well. Then he said, Well at
least they would have a job and not sit whining all day long.

Well we can try it, said the peoples, and if it doesn't work
then let's see if statues like Cheez-Whiz.

Then everyone started talking very fast and a lot and the
person writing it down couldn't keep up and got very
stressed out and twisted the donut and so it was lost forever
until now.

Now they had to find the useless peoples and it wasn't
very hard because they asked everyone: Have you ever
made anything besides children or had an idea or taught
anything or helped somebody. If the answer was No, no, no
and no then they were pretty sure but just to be really really
sure they also asked Do you enjoy to watch game shows. If
the answer was Yes Oh Yes, that was a useless peoples and
had to go stand over by the sheep and cows.

’-l
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Ok this worked pretty good because now everyone had a
job again and no one yelled because the cattle people who
were no longer useless got to have a TV to watch the game
shows on and then someone else thought up talk shows and
then they were REALLY happy and lots of them even got to
be on those and the other cattle people watched them.
Sometimes the cows would poo on the TV though and
someone said the cows have the right idea, ha ha ha. The
sheep could not poo on the TV since they were not tall
enough but often they would poo on the remote control and
the cattle people who had to touch it would be mad since
poo is not good for the circuitry and they had to stand up to
change the channel.

And this was a good way to do things and that's too bad
because whenever someones finds a good way to do things
which makes everyones happy someones else is bound and
gagged to come up and change on it. So someones did.

It was Ralph's cousin but not the same Ralph as the other
Ralph. There were enough of the peoples to have more than
one Ralph. There were rwo Ralphs and they both of them
had cousins. The first one we can say was the Good Ralph's
Cousin so this one can be the Evil Ralph's Cousin and there,
that should simplify things. Do you wanta donut?

Anyway the Evil Ralph's Cousin was on the night shift to
take care of the cattle peoples. It is not hard to take care of
cattle peoples at night because that is when they all sleep
after the Jay Leno Show is done. They have nice bloaty
cattle peoples dreams about winning game shows and then
going to talk about their new money on talk shows and
going on shopping sprees and buying wide roll-ons. Once I
had a dream that a cow went on a talk show and all it did
was poo all over the set but that was ok because nobody
knew the difference. Wait no that was not a dream.

. Evil Ralph's Cousin was not a great artist but a mundane
one and he was pretty great at being mundane so that's
something anyway. There was lots of free time taking care of
sleeping cattle peoples so he painted things like dolphins and
happy children and flowers and rainbows and said, Gee
wouldn't it be great if these paintings were furry. He was
also a very mundane inventor so he made a thing which
would be a thing to put bits of colored string through the
paintings and then they were very mundanely furry. He
would show them to his friends in the morning and they
would say things such as, Why Evil Ralph's Cousin what a
wonderfully mundane thing that is there that you have made
please now to take it away.

But soon Evil Ralph's Cousin figured out that it took a
long boring time putting bits of colored string through his
paintings and he had a lot of other mundane things on his
mind such as cutting plywood into the shape of fat people
bending over with their underwear showing. Also making
fake stained glass windows by heating brightly colored
plastic chips in the oven which was none of the work and six
hundred twenty seven times the disagreeable smell of :
making real stained glass windows. Not that I have smelled
before the making of a real stained glass window but that is
a rough estimate. The only plastic worth putting in the oven
is that which will make a Shrinky-Dink. Also Tupperware
ladies who, it is not widely known but now I am telling, are
made out of plastic. When Tupperware ladies come to your
house it is best to throw Shrinky-Dinks at them and they
will go away and then you can have their donuts.
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? © Evil Ralph's Cousin who I will now call Picaso With One

's' so to distinguish him from Picasso With Two 's' and also
because it is shorter to write thought it would be good to
have someone else to put the colored bits through his
paintings. It is not hard he thought. I could have the cattle
peoples do it he thought. They would be able to do that he
thought. That will give me time to draw pictures with
numbers in them instead of colors and the cattle peoples can
paint them for me and that way I will not get paint on my
shirts. Also I can pursue my writing career because I know
many words, lovely long and short and obscure words from
many different lands, and I am sure I can make them all to
fit together in one small box and then take everything away
except the box and then tease my friends with hints of what
those words were and they will think how smart I am to
know these words and not tell anyone and then they will
want to smack me.

So having thought of all that Picaso With One 's' woke
up the cattle peoples and told them to take these here now
things and make for to do this with them. And he showed
them what to do and how to do it and what not to do
because they did an awful lot of what not to do at first but
finally they got it right because cattle peoples are real good
at hearing instructions from their keepers. Once now and
then Picaso With One 's' would throw food and clean
remote controls at their heads and they would all to shout
HOORAY See how Picaso With One 's' loves us we will do
all these wonderful things just keep that food a-comin'
yessirreebob.

There were between one and a billion cartle peoples
closer to one probably but still plenty enough to make huge
piles of mundane furry paintings and this went on for kind
of exactly one year but who's counting anyway since time is
relative like Ralph's cousin. Time is money too and money
buys lots of nice things like art supplies such as cigarettes
and diet soda pop. I have a lot of spare time and I will trade
it gladly for some cigarettes and diet soda pop. Donuts I am
willing to trade money for but I don't have as much spare
money as spare time and that's ok since I don't really like
donuts anyway.

Every morning all the happy cattle peoples would bring
to Picaso With One 's' what they had done to his paintings
and also with plywood-bending-over-showing-underwear-
cutout-persons and also some other things he had thought
up such as for instance potholders made out of old nylons.

Picaso With One 's' would say, Oh yes very good look
how creative you are all these lovely things you have made
all by yourselves oh yes you have. Thank you yes good cattle
peoples you are doing your job now here have a creme-filled
golden spongecake which is made out of plastic and is so
yummy-good we don't care.

One day whilst he was saying all these things at them one
cattle people got a funny look on its face like it was having
some trouble with poo but actually what happened was that
it had a thought and it said, Wait now what was that?

Creme-filled yummy-good golden spongecake, said
Picaso With One 's'.

No no no before the creme-filled yummy-good golden
sponge plastic cake, the cattle people said. Then it went on
to say, You said we have made something all by ourselves oh
yes we have.

Hey, said another cattle people, What was that question
they asked to us a long time ago when we were getting to
become cattle peoples it was something like Have you ever
made things.

——

~

Wait now just a minute here, said Picaso With One 's’.
But the cattle peoples were talking too loud to hear him and
some were making smacky noises with their creme-filled
golden sponge cakes too. And what it was all about was that
the cartle peoples decided they had made things and that
was to mean that they didn't have to be shirts anymore.

So they all put on big happy I Am Now Fulfilled For I
Have Found A Purpose In Life Besides Being Shirts carttle
peoples smiles and left the barn in a great lumbering
stampede. While all the while Picaso With One 's' yelled
and jumped up and down and sometimes sideways just for
variety and once tried back and forth but it didn't work very
well since when he did it he landed inside a pile of furry
paintings and was killed to death by the very mundanity of it
all. My how unfortunate.

And the cattle peoples went right out into the wide world
and got houses and Salad Shooters and there were so very
many of them that they became the biggest demographic )
market ever and they were allowed to be as mundane as m"
possible and were given many mundane things to keep them (
busy and smiling and they lived happily ever and ever ad )
nauseum even though some people to this day have to go s
without food and shirts, the end. f
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Things That Are Only Funny to Me

I came up with a
topic to write about but then |
forgot it. | remembered it the
next day and thought I
should write it down before I
forgot it again. Guess what.
Yep. Gone. Like day-old
bread at
a...chicken...convention. Um,
anyway, the irony of this
situation is probably what
caused me to finally
remember and begin to write.
The topic [ came up with:
Short-term memory.

It is said that we have
seven slots for short-term
memory. | only seem to
utilize three. I've considered
leasing out the other four
slots since I don't seem to be
using them. Who knows why
they don't work? Perhaps
they are just dormant. A little
rusty. Although, that doesn't
really make a whole lot of
sense. | mean it's not like |
shouldn't be using them
every day. No, in all likeli-
hood, | probably just
squandered them away at
some cognitive casino night.
“Come on, baby. Momma
needs a new hippocampus.”

Whatever the reason, all
my short-term memory slots
are not fully functioning. I'm
sure there is some sort of
herbal remedy that [ could
acquire if [ was so inclined to
spend the money. But, why
stop there? If | had the
money, | could buy some new
and improved short-term
memory slots. Or, even
better, get a full upgrade.
Gray Matter 2000 from
Microsoft. With something
like that, I could probably
browse the web from the
comfort of my frontal lobe.
Talk about convenience.
Nevertheless, until tech-
nology advances to that stage,
I am resigned to live a life
with significant transfer
decrease from short- to long-
term memory.

by Carrie Doyle

In order to understand the
structure of the brain and
what is being affected, let's
build a paradigm. Oh yes,
let's do that. What fun!

There's an exercise in
imagery that is often used to
facilitate healing, weight loss,
etc. It is to imagine that you
literally have little, tiny
people who act as workers in
your body. You're supposed
to imagine that they are
moving out the fat in your
body, scrubbing out your
arteries, yadda yadda, you
get the picture. Anyway, do
you remember the last scene
from "Raiders of the Lost
Ark" where that guy is taking
the ark to store in that
gigantic warehouse where it
will seemingly never be
found again? That has always
been the image that comes to
mind when I think of my
brain. My brain, of course, is
the warehouse for all my
memories and the guy
slooowly pushing the con-
tainer around is my short-
term memory guy. So, while
my long-term memory
storage may be managed by
some Speedy Gonzalez-type
that is able to process
immediate information
retrieval, short-term memory
guy seems to be a retired
federal employee who is in
desperate need of an artificial
hip which also, in turn, hin-
ders my long-term memory

y.

Talk about a problem in
human resources. [ don't
need a psychiatrist. [ need an
industrial psychologist. Or,
better yet, a neurologist who
also deals in labor relations. 1
think I've out-sourced all my
essential cognitive functions
to some microbiological
temporary agency.

Isn't imagery fun?

i]:e approximate won't do:

Ok, I've kind of lost track.
Let's try to sum up what six masterpieces
we've discussed. Here goes: " subtle
1) Short-term memory loss is e
unfortunately an all-too- m@{ﬂf&h of
common occurrence in people raw material

of all ages. And, 2) Short-term
memory loss is unfortunately

an all too common occurrence

Beneath the surface

in people of all ages. ‘apprentices marauded,
**crickets chirping** & winking Inibecile,

Yeah, well, I thought it was stylish and .exact:
funny. visiting “the

With the help of some S e .p(_x_sr
friends, I've learned that as and the sick
frustrating as memory loss
can be, it can also be very £ o
humorous. ['ve entertained Wit
friends for hours. Or minutes, h\O( €5
anyway. At first I thought | | pA T e RR
they were just being @$$#&! : o~
for laughing at me, but then |
realized that it was actually

pretty funny. So, the moral of
the story is simply this: if you'
find yourself worrying about {
your inability to remember, |.::..
do what I do. Forget about it.]

Uy b of

I wish to disappear

Leaue this place out of Fear
Never will I shed a tear
Onward my car shall steer
Never have I Felt such disgrace
Bitterness Filled with hate

I see something in everyone’s Face
In my mouth they leave a Foul taste

Pecjury on the stand

Loss oF Friends due Eo a man
Now there's blood on my hands
Nobody here vunderstands

Wish I hadn’t made the call
Now I watch my weorld Fall
Used to be that I'd stand tall
Now I Feel much too small
Dicty tricks and crooked games
The things that people say
Shall I go or shall I stay

Let me out so I can play
Maybe Il just Jet them Fly

Or magybe Il just sit and cry
But no matter what I Ery

I never meant For him to die

But he did

-Enchanted Shar
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Ask Percy the Science Clown?

Dear Mister Percy the Nice
Science Clown,

I'm puzzled about something.
What can you tell me about
Swiss Cheese? Was it in fact
actually invented by the Swiss
people? Is it the only cheese
they are allowed to eat in their
homeland? Will they be shot
full of holes (just like a block of
their native cheese) if they eata
block of Monterey Jack, or a
wedge of Colby? And does any
of this have to do with the Swiss
being neutral? I had a goat once.
If the goat was born in
Switzerland, would that make
its cheese, ‘Swiss Cheese’? And
would it have to be a citizen?
I'm going to plant an eggroll in
my onion garden now. My
friend tells me that eating lots of
onions is good for getting lots of
girls to pay attention to you. I
think it's working. Can I have
an onion?

Yours in good health,
Lactose Puzzlement

Dear Lackey,

Cheese. Hmm. [ can't
tell you much about the origins of
Swiss Cheese, since [ have
thirteen SCIENCE degrees, and
zero Culinary History degrees.
I'm sure that the Swiss can eat
anything they want. I've heard
that Icelandic Honey is quite
popular in Switzerland. Asa
neutral nation, they're apt to be
flexible. Onions will also give
you the power of teleportation,
but you have to eat them with
Your ears.

Dear Percy,
Why does my brain hurt?

H.R.H. Gumby

Dear Gumby,

It doesn't. There are no nerve
cells in your brain! You probably
just have a common headache,
and would do well to take a
couple of aspirin. By the way,
aspirin does nothing to cure the
source of pain; it simply turns off
your brain's ability to register
discomfort. A chemical called

cyclooxygenase is induced by
inflammatory cells when
something out of the ordinary is
happening in your body. When
this chemical makes it to your
brain, it lets you know that
you've got yourself a boo-boo.
Aspirin is composed of
chemicals that inhibit the
cyclooxygenase's ability to make
it up to your brain by modifying
the way it interacts with other
chemical receptors, thus blocking
the 'pain' sensation. A side effect
of aspirin is that it 'thins' the
blood — the platelets become
slipperier. This helps prevent
clotting, and since blood clots are
a common precursor to heart
attacks, daily aspirin is
recommended for heart patients.
Now, someone explain
to me why my brain doesn't hurt.

Dear Percy,

Hello. I am not sick,
but the me in another reality
caught herpes from a cheap
French whore. My doctor refuses
to help. What can I do?

Itchy Dreams

Dear Itchy,

Why, give your doctor
a subscription to the Omnium, of
course! He or she is obviously
stuck in one boring dimension. [
wouldn't worry about the other
you's problem — herpes doesn't
spread across realities. Then
again, in yet another reality, you
gave herpes to the whore. In
another one, the two of you fell
deeply in love and are now
enjoying TV dinners by the pool.
In still another reality, you gave
herpes to me. Thanks a lot. Jerk.

Got a question for Percy?
Send it to the Omnium!
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Turmoil and Pain

Driven Insane

Point Break

Heart Ache

Feeding the Flame \;
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Patron of the Arts
by SandorSnow

It was the lightning that brought her
out of the dream. Eve lay in bed feeling
colder than ever. She had had the dreams
like this before, the ones that were actually
memories, but this one was new. This dream
was so real that she could still feel the anger,
and the hope: such conflicting emotions that
they caused a war in her gut, making her
leap out of bed and run to the bathroom.
She barely made it to the toilet before the
contents of her stomach violently erupted.

Five minutes later, sitting against
the cold tiles of the wall, she finally began to
feel all right. She giggled ~ feeling all right,
she thought. What was that? This was normal
for her. Eve was glad that there was no one
to see her: some ethereal crazy woman with
vomit running down her chin, who was
giggling insanely. She brought her hand up
and was trying to wipe the mess from her
chin when she noticed the blood. There was
blood. At closer inspection, Eve realized that
it was from three deep cuts on her forearm,
the same exact wounds He gave her so long
ago. She stood up and began to make her
way to the sink. In her rush to get in the
bathroom she had neglected to turn the light
on, so the only light that she had to work
with was the occasional burst of lightning.

Eve opened the medicine cabinet
and pulled out her healing balm and some
gauze. First things first: she washed her face
with cool water. She had to get the vomit
and sweaty scent of fear off her face. Then
she applied the balm and wrapped her arm,
inspecting the rest of her body to make sure
that there were no more marks aside from
the few normal burns and welts. When she
reached up to the cabinet again, she caught
her reflection in the mirror. Short black hair,
blue eyes that still held the fear of the
dream. She looked like an imp with that
little evil pouty mouth, but when a flash of
lightning lit up the bathroom, she gasped.
The reflection was that of Evelyn, before the
innocence was lost: beautiful long blonde
hair, bright blue eyes that only held hope.
She walked out of the bathroom, leaving the
stuff on the counter. Nope, she thought. No
more sleep tonight.




This time it was the phone that
woke her up. She had fallen asleep in front
of the computer again, head resting on the
monitor, glass of Jack Daniels in her hand.
“NO DATA”, the computer flashed.

“Fuck.” Eve reached for the phone.
She looked at the clock that blatantly stated
that it was nine-thirty-three, and changed
her mind. Anyone who would really want
to talk to her would realize that she
wouldn’t be answering the phone this early.

“Eve darling.” The heavy British
accent tickled her ears and made her feel
more in touch with reality. Not enough,
though, to pick up the phone and actually
talk. “I knew you would probably be
sleeping, but | had someone make an offer
on one of your pieces. Unfortunately, it was
lower than the price on which you and I had
agreed...”

Eve stood up and walked across the
room toward the kitchen. “Fuck, Robert,”
she said aloud to the voice on the machine.
“I don’t care if they offer five fricking
dollars, at least someone’s interested.”

“...but I know how you feel, love, so
[ went ahead and sold it. I do hope you can
stop by today...”

She poured orange juice into a glass,

" walked back over to the computer, and

grabbed a cigarette. “Yeah, sure. Right after
I save the world.”

“...butif you can’t, [ will send the
check. Please at least call me. No one I've
talked to has heard from you lately. Let me
know you're okay...”

“Fine. Dandy. A-Okay.”

“...goodbye, darling.”

Eve sighed when she heard the click
of the phone, and looked back at her
computer. She took a long drag off the
cigarette and began typing away on the
keyboard. Then she grabbed for the red disk
labeled “New York Files” and put it in the

surreal...

drive. Now the computer flashed
“WORKING”.

She walked over to the window.
“Well,” she said, raising her arms up to
stretch, “I guess it’s time to start another
lovely day.”

Robert was wrapping the painting
when a tall gentleman with long white hair
walked in.

“I'm the one who called about the
painting,” said the man.

Robert looked up, into the man’s
eyes. He couldn’t tell exactly what it was
that was wrong about them.

“Yes, I have it right here. Your offer
was a little low, but I talked to the artist, and
she agreed to it.”

“Yes,” the man said with a wry
smile. “The artist...I would like to know
more about her.”

“She is a very private person, but I
will see what I can do,” Robert said as he
handed the painting to the man.

The man ripped one corner of the
wrapping and caressed the exposed canvas
as if it were skin. Then he handed Robert a
slip of paper. ‘

“Here is my number. Please call me.
If nothing else, let me know when she brings
in some more work.”

As the man walked out the door,
Robert had a feeling he couldn’t quite place.
Something like fear, only deeper, and more
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- Up and Coming...an Interview
with Production Grey

by BethDragon

Recently I had a chance to do an
interview with drummer/creator Tim Sever, of a
local metal band, Production Grey. Tim was very
happy to interview with me, and although it had
to be via telephone, he was cooperative and very
informative. Production Grey does not have a
record label yet, and all expenses for their CD's
come out of their own pocket. When I spoke
with Tim, we discussed their second album.
There has been talk about a third. We will keep
you informed on that release.

Omnium: So, how did you come up with the
name "Production Grey"?

Tim: Well, we were brainstorming a name, and
one of the guys picked up a spray paint can,
which read, "Production Grey".

O: That's interesting. Do you remember the
(spray paint) brand?

T: Not off hand.

O: Who are Production Grey's band members?
T: Jeremy Omo is our singer. On guitar we have
Shannon Martin, and on bass is Dave Carmona. I,
myself, play the drums. We are currently looking
for a second guitarist.

O: Where do you guys come from?

T: We are out of Jackson, Michigan.

O: How long have you been together?

T: We originally got together in September of
1993. We broke up in October of 1997, and then
just got back together in late May of this year,
(1999).

O: Why did you break up in '97?

T: A few different reasons. Differences of
opinion. Our old guitarist dropped music for his
girlfriend. But Jeremy and Shannon and I all kept
in contact. We played in different bands, and got
together occasionally to play.

O: I heard that you had some trouble with the
picture on your latest CD, "Defilement". Can you
tell me a little about that?

T: Yeah, we had taken some black and white
photos, and turned them into Meijer to be

developed. I guess they have to send their film
out of state. At any rate, the pictures ended up in

the hands of the Illinois State Police.

| ]|
O: What's the picture of?
T: It's a guy laid out on the steps of a church. He
supposed to look like he's beaten up or dead or
something.
O: Sounds like it worked!
T: Yeah. Illinois State Police turned the film over
to the FBI and they did an investigation. It lasted
a few months before we could get our pictures
back so we could release "Defilement".
O: That sounds a little frightening.
T: There were cops looking all over for the crime
scene. It was pretty good for publicity though.
O: I hear you have a daughter?
T: Yes, Ava. She's going to be four years old.
O: Does she like to listen to the band?
T: Yeah. She comes to see us play, on the days I
have her.
O: And what does she do?
T: Oh, she wears headphones, and she'll dance
and head-bang. She'll sing along, or pretend to
play the drums.
O: Does she play any instruments?
T: (laugh) She wants a guitar or a microphone
for her birthday!
O: When is your next gig?
T: Well, we are playing Wise Guys in Saginaw at
the Devils Nite Bash. We should be playing
around 11 or 11:30pm.
O: Well, maybe I'll see you there. Thanks for
talking with me.
T: Not a problem. Anytime!

For further information on Production Grey you
can write to:

Production Grey

2403 East Ganson

Jackson, MI 49202

E-mail: progrey@gateway.net

Production Grey's info line: 1-517-783-8784

Also, you can check them out on the web! Just
log onto: http://www.productiongrey.com

If you just want to see the band play, contact
Harpo's in Detroit for days they are playing.
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an isolated murder here and there.

Our extreme fear a_rlq'pamq |
homicidal impulses
narcissistic disorders.
inhibition and guilt.

l parental neglect,
abandonment and abuse.

| inhibited neurosis

— impulse-ridden

psychological problems,

|F THEY'RE SO TESPERATE FOR HONEY, THEY
CcAN RECYCLE MY LOMCH (v THE CAFETERIA!

‘absence of guilt

and a lack of | |

remorse. . I
|
|

| | _beings are animals
| ‘mental patients
| violent.
! the next best thing: | m_q;iva_ted primarily by
technologies
ﬁd‘r’el'ﬁsi{lg the insane homeless
done routinely My £ disowned parts of himself.
oo —  hadall the answers Piep 1::; WEEK.
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; But then again, N
, scribbling begani~
_chronicles - by Jym
of wild passion” 111111/ /] mommmmmmmmyyyy///////////////1/////all aboooard//////]/]/]//]/
published Before /11111 1wait////111111111]]/they wouldn'tlisten////////111/11/111111/11111/
o (it 3 JILILILILLLI0L1107000000020071010000800101111111111110171711111117171177
s < i shut the door, it's coming/////////111111111111111111111111111111111111111/
i . addressed here, JI111111111111107111010170107/N017111111111111117111111171111117717

' ////what will happento them////////////1didn'tbelieve//////////1/111/11]]]]
! J11111117711111111111171110111111111117111111]/%0atingaway///]/]////]]]
///please/////]/\etmein//[////11/1111171111117111111111171111111117117/
/111111111 /its breaking, it's//////////]]/]]]/]//1ook at them all, they're//////////
JIIIIIIIIELE 00000 ELET LTI 01701111110 TTTTTTT11111T171
ohgod forgive////////1/111111111//Veelieve/[]][]]1111711111111111111117]
o /111111111/wecan'thold anymore////////111/11111111111111111111111111]
J1111111111111111111111111111111111111/ believe///]1]/]1111111111117]
/111]/closethedoor///////1111111111111111111111111711111111111111117]
[1111011111111117101000010012107108101001001101111011711111011111117717
/11111111111111111]/Noah, closethedoor/////111/11111111111111111111717

“HIH M sTELNYT D
AITeMm L Yy ‘s

MO SIH S AvOQIAMaN Y3

<SLAM>

, JII1I1I110100E0LTEIEET1107111010101711111111101111117110177117117
1 LI1101110EE0E1ELLEIELETTE1770011000001011100017000171100110111111
‘ JI11101101110101001011001001107101111111111111171101171111171711117117177
|

QIVETAI I NIILS —

J1171710111011170100070000107117117010107771111117177117

' 1

"

b e SRR R e e ]




mrn e mluorx '&smjmn Wi

; __a,ae:f Favome"

Just Domg It By BechDragon

A singular rose in a field of green

rose up in my thoughts one day.

How beautiful, | thought, was this one red, red rose,
alone on a hill where it stayed.

Then | thought, while yet beautiful, this single red rose,
how lonely the flower must be,

to sit all alone in the pasture of green,

where its beauty is naught ever seen.

And then | thought of how often it rained

on that rose, on a hill all alone,

and how rare any sun warmed her petals each day,

L and how few creatures called the place home.
L So | went up to see her, that sad sweet red rose,
l on the hillside covered in jade.
With each step | pondered her sad circumstance,

and with each thought, the more sad | became.

But approaching the spot on that emerald hill

where the sad little rose stood alone,

| noticed that wild flowers had sprung up nearby,

and daisies & daffodils bloomed.

| noticed gardenias full with blue light

were merrily growing there too,

and wouldn't you know, that old sun warmed the rose

as he danced on the moming dew.

| stayed there a while, admiring the rose,

and how beautiful she really did seem.

Oh, how much happier was she with colors strewn 'round,
and the touch of one golden sunbeam.

The Hillside Rose
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from the end to here

i e - P ~s= 7, losingsleep
‘ o l E"_a_ ""é c_: | Ican'teat
| b - e O all I have
f O ..EC" s G lj" is self defeat .
‘ i - i lost my soul
| S nowhere to go '
a ! T life is slow
. | o, but a steady flow
| ;j. ‘ .
, pes= in my mind
b Va what I find

is one of a kind

and its all mine

take what you get

live with regret

some day you will forget
all of this bullshit

lost in space

this dirty place

the look on your face
what a disgrace

feel for you

i really do

don't be blue

you'll forget this soon

time to leave
the soul still bleeds
help me please
it calls out from me
do what you can
make a stand
for the love of a man
and the cycle will repeat all over again
-- Enchanted Shar
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