










GRIMAGIX (GPI): Robert Anton 
Wilson, local hero and author of a 
series of popular reality guidebooks 
(most notably The Illuminatis! Tril-
ogy, co-written by Robert Shea), 
stopped in Grimagix recently on his 
recently-begun tour of the different 
frequencies of the electromagnetic 
spectrum. His reception here Mon-
day evening rivaled that of visit-
ing royalty, although no heads were 
lopped off. Mr. Wilson spent one 
night in the posh Plaza del Grande. 
The next day, he enjoyed lunch at 
Nan’s Burger Box.

“MR. WILSON?! MR. WILSON 
IS A NICE MAN! A VERY NICE 
MAN!” Nan said, when asked about 
his experience with his esteemed 
guest. He went on to enthusiasti-
cally beat the side of an aluminum 
soup barrel with a cast iron ladle, 
adding: “MR. WILSON SAT IN A 
BOOTH AND ORDERED FOOD! 
HE ATE IT ALL! EVERYTHING 
ON HIS PLATE! HE USED A NAP-
KIN TO ELIMINATE GREASE! 
IT WAS THE FINEST GREASE! 
MR. WILSON PAID HIS BILL IN 
FULL, AND THEN SELECTED 
A TOOTHPICK FROM THE AU-
TOMATIC DISPENSER! YES! A 
VERY, VERY NICE MAN!” 

The napkin was generously donated 
to the Ancient and Recent Grimagix 
History (ARGH) society, and will be 
included in the Museum’s R.A.W. 
collection, across the hall from the 
popular Illuminati Bastards wing. 

Nan refused to relinquish the tooth-
pick dispenser. 

On Tuesday afternoon, Mr. Wilson 
was welcomed at Circle Square by 
a crowd of thousands, a brass band, 
a rubber band, a “Moonwalk” tent, a 
garishly colored pyramid-shaped pi-
nata, several caffeinated chimpanzee 
representatives from Monkey Town, 
and what was best described by one 
celebrant as “a major butt-load of 
confetti”. The Grand Grotesque ad-
opted the shape of a large apple for 
the occasion. Mayor-of-the-Week 
Orthomung presented Mr. Wilson 
with the key to the city and a crate 
of fine styrofoam peanuts, then de-
clared that hereafter, the anniversary 
of this day every year shall be known 
as “Robert Anton Wilson Day” and 
shall be treated as a national holiday, 
to be celebrated by allowing all who 
wished to have a day off of work, ex-
cept for certain institutions.

“Banks will still have to work,” Or-
thomung said. “Even if it falls on a 
Sunday, they have to go to work spe-
cial. That’s what they get for being 
banks.” 

Orthomung is one of the most popu-
lar Mayors-of-the-Week, as shown 
in the hourly public poll conducted 
by the Greater Grimagix Association 
for the Perpetuation of Excessive 
Beaurocracy.

Mr. Wilson’s final stop was at the 
Library downtown, where he enter-
tained the crowd with a sneak-pre-
view reading from the manuscript of 
one of his newest projects, “I Was 
Right Where You Are Sitting Now, 
But Things Look More Twisty from 
Here.” He said that he expected to be 
able to visit Grimagix often, now that 
he knows where the off-ramp is.

Robert Anton Wilson Visit Declared 
“Wild Success,” “Glorious Fiasco”
by Dink Winkum, GXTV Anchor, 
special to the GRIM
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Robert Anton Wilson sketch by Jymi X/0



MICHIGAN (GPI): Grand Rapids is 
a smallish outpost town making its 
way from its place in the rigid fring-
es of Order toward the inner core, on 
its peaceful way to existence in the 
interior of the Hive planes. Or rath-
er, it was, until Thursday afternoon 
when the southwest Michigan town 
was thrown into a tizzy by a small 
entropic disturbance that broke its 
way through the usually stable real-
ity barrier around the city.

“It was like a big ripple in the sky, 
right above the City Centre, like 
someone opened up a trap door from 
above and dumped a big ol’ pile of 
Freak Out on the whole place. Way 
cool!” claimed one eyewitness, 
giving the entire situation a hearty 
thumbs-up.

Terror, confusion and giddy excite-
ment were the keywords for the bet-
ter part of the day as the city found 
itself in the center of a weak prob-

ability storm.

“It was really just a minor 
breach,” said Professor To-
mas Hubaker, chief dimen-
sionologist at the Institute of 
the Planes, Thoth University 
(now with a campus exten-
sion in Grand Rapids). “On 
a scale of one to eleven, this 
was maybe a 3.5 at best.”

Residents will find the lay-
out of Grand Rapids slightly 
unfamiliar for awhile: some 
buildings literally pulled 
themselves out of their foun-
dations and walked around 
for awhile, putting down 
roots when they found a pref-
erable location. Additionally, 

real estate developers throughout 
the area were dismayed when the 
trees and other flora reclaimed their 
lands, turning most of the newer 
shopping plazas and business parks 
to rubble and quickly reforesting 
the ruins.

Nor were the changes limited to 
the landscape. Although this was 
thought to be an almost exclusively 
Human settlement, citizens all over 
the city and in surrounding areas be-
gan to lose the subconscious control 
that maintains the illusion of form, 
physically reverting to manifesta-
tions of their true selves.

The Planar Assistance League is call-
ing on everyone to welcome Grand 
Rapids and its residents, and make 
their transition back to multidimen-
sional existence as easy as possible. 
However, the city’s officials and 
prominent families have been work-
ing hard for years to move the area 
closer to the center of Order, and 
there is a lot of bad blood between 
them and the more diverse areas of 
the multiverse. Some reckoning is 
to be expected before the city can 
really find its place. Surprisingly, a 
lot of the retribution is coming from 
the citizens themselves.

“Grand Rapids has always had a 
small but powerful Chaos under-
ground,” said one member of said 
underground who asked not to be 
identified (preferring instead to re-
main covered in syrup). “We’ve 
been waiting for something like 
this for a long, long time. When 
we were closer to the Order planes 
it was hard to get anything accom-
plished -- they’d just come around 
and clean it up as soon as we made 
any progress. But now we’re really 
coming into our own.”

Chaos Reclaims Town
-- Editrix

See related story in 
SCIENCE, page 22
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Michigan is a land split asunder. Grand Rapids, 
shown here, is often in the underneath bit.

The familiar Whorls of Gri’x made an appearance in a 
Malkutian settlement.         -- photos by Staff Artist Corvin Blacke



GRIMAGIX (GPI): Members of an elitist 
cult were stunned to learn that their leader, 
a seven foot talking worm who goes by the 
name of ‘Roger’, is actually an overweight 
periodontist who coincidentally wears the 
most visually unpleasant necktie in the his-
tory of the Exoverse. 

‘Roger’, whose real name is Baxter Or-
niphelious Wedgefoot revealed his true 
identity to an enormous crowd of shocked 
cultists at their annual inter-dimensional 
religious gathering known as ‘Wormfest’. 
He then went on to beg them to stop giving 
him their money as he was quite definitely 
extremely wealthy, and was indeed becom-
ing too rich and was running out of places 
to put any more of the donated funds.

“It’s not like I don’t want their money.” He 
told reporters in a press conference earlier 
that day. “I would gladly keep it except I’m 
just plain running out of room. When the 
storage fees start costing more than what 
the actual value of the monetary denomi-
nations are worth, it’s time to put a stop to 
it.”

Cult members commented on why they be-
lieved Wedgefoot held such sway over them 

for so long: “It was the tie.” One cultist told 
this reporter, “For all those years I was so 
distracted by that hideous tie that I just 
never paid attention to the man wearing it. 
I would have believed just about anything 
if only to avoid gazing upon the wretched 
sight that horrible excuse for neck-wear.”

Yet another cultist had this to say: “One 
minute I was beholding our beloved proph-
et right there on the main stage, and then 
he removed that foul neck-tie. Suddenly, 
standing before me was this ordinary fat 
guy with bad gums and a receding hairline. 
I was so confused I accidentally gave the 
wads of cash in my hands to a homeless 
guy!”

The former cult leader was promptly 
dragged from the stage by angry cultists 
and given a champagne enema before be-
ing dissected and eaten as the friendly gath-
ering digressed into a full blown orgy of 
wanton blood-lust. Having sated their ap-
petites for gristly human flesh and revenge, 
the cultists had puppies and ice cream, and 
then eventually wandered off in search of a 
new messiah.

No one is sure what happened to the tie.  

Parasitic Prophet Pronounced Ka-Put
Spazz McFluff, Sraff Writer
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As Fall paints the Land with color, Bimp 
County Sherrif Dank Dander would like 
to remind citizens that piles of colorful 
leaves might, hypothetically, make ex-
cellent hiding places for hardened crim-
inals, like the ones that may or may not 
have escaped the Bimp County Prison 
late last night. Sherrif Dander says that 
leaping into the leaves may provoke the 
alleged escapees, if they existed, result-
ing in grevious bodily harm as well as 
potentially unlimited property damage, 
particularly if the escapees had ingested 
several cases of explosive snack cakes 
just before their alleged escape, which, 
of course, they’d never be allowed to 
do. 

“Bimp County Prison security is top-
notch,” said Sheriff Dander. “Of course, 
we want to avoid any implication that 
they might not kept a watchful eye on 
their charges, thus allowing anyone 
like Jack ‘Black Phlegm’ Cargill, or 
‘Spiteful’ Bill McDougal, the 12-time 
Murder Guy, or Rotten ‘Hank Taylor’ 
Bastard, to waltz through the gates un-
noticed while the guards were distracted 
by shiny new pennies. Nor could kid-
napper ‘ShitPail’ Samantha Shinshaw, 
her silent-but-deadly partner Thonk, or 
any members of the infamous ‘Skunk 
Slush Gang’ be on the loose this very 
moment. 

“If they were, you can be sure that the 
Bimp County Detectives would have 
apprehended the villains by now, so that 
Citizens and Dreamers alike could con-
tinue to enjoy a safe, beautiful Autumn 
in our fair city, without worrying about 
any neer-do-wells discovering ways to 
morph into a protoplasm-like substance 
at will and slide through the smallest 
openings and cracks in the dark of night 
when the entire household is asleep and 
at its most vulnerable.” 

GRIMAGIX ENJOYS 
AUTUMN LEAVES:
Law Enforcement Officials
Promote Safe Autumn Fun

-- EditrixGRIMAGIX (GPI): Reports have 
been coming in from across the 
land about a well-dressed, uniden-
tified winged man who flies down 
from the sky and shoots watermel-
ons from a bizarre hand-held con-
traption.

So far no injuries or damages have 
been reported, though the perpe-
trator has inspired more than a 
few delicious and refreshing fruit 
salads, widely known to attract 
gnats. 

The fruit flinger’s motive is un-
clear. After pelting the place with 
pulp, he makes his getaway into 
the sky. Some eyewitnesses have 
reported hearing a strange “gig-
gling” noise as the culprit flies 
off. 

He seems to be attracted to bright 
colors, shiny objects and move-
ment. A bread company delivery 
driver (who spoke with this re-
porter only on condition of ano-
nymity) claims her special purple 
delivery van, equipped with sirens 
and flashers, was hit hundreds of 
times as she drove around and 
around the block, lost in a new 
subdevelopment.

“I didn’t know where I was. He 
just kept shooting my truck with 
fruit. I was screaming for him to 
stop, but he followed me every-
where I went. I’m glad our boss, 
Mr. Ruphdinkski, installed that 
Kevlar siding on the trucks ‘just 
in case’. It keeps the bread fluffier, 
too.”

Not everyone is worried about the 
vegetation vigilante’s antics. An-
other eyewitness, who spoke with 

this reporter only on the condition 
that he be given a big bag of gum-
miworms, had this to say:

“I WANT ONE!    I WANT 
ONE!  I    WAAAAAANNNNT 
OOONNNNEEE!!” He then 
danced from foot to foot and of-
fered to pee on a passing schnau-
zer. “I bet I can spit farther than 
you, too,” he added.

If anyone has any information re-
garding the fruit flyer, please do 
not contact the Grimagix Police 
Department, as they’ll be busy for 
the next few days rehearsing for 
the Tri-City Emergency Services 
Talent Show, in which they’ll be 
performing a science-fiction adap-
tation of Hubert’s classic musical, 
“A-Dingle in the Bin.”

SALAD SNIPER: 
Melon Maniac Catapults Cantelopes 
Watermelon Warrior Launches Lunch
Jymi X/0, Staff Writer

Only known photo of the cuplri; 
courtesy of GXU Annex 12 
surveillance camera

THE GRIM #8                                   9



10                                        THE GRIM #8

GRIMAGIX  (GPI): In a 
landslide victory, mem-
bers of the 123rd Up-
per Wezzyde Brigade of 
Tourists who were Ac-
cidentally Elected into 
Congress (UWBTAEC 
123) voted unanimously 
to pass into law a decree 
to make unlawfulness 
completely illegal.

A spokeswoman, iden-
tified as one Lucidia 
Lunchcart (Bandwag-
on), offered commen-
tary. “The people have 
spoken,” Lucidia said 
from her significantly 
tall podium high atop 
the Equestrian Center 
of Pomposity in a press 
conference earlier today. 
“They are sick and tired 
of the growing threat of 
unlawful behavior in 
their beloved city.”

The cheerful crowd of 
nearly seven people re-
sponded with mild ap-
plause, shrieking whis-
tles, uproarious laughter, 
horrific bouts of scream-
ing, deliberate vegetable 
throwing, an occasional 
sneeze and four very dis-
tinct guffaws. 

“Essentially, what the 
new law means,” the very 

lovely Miss Lunchcart 
(Bandwagon) told this 
fortunate reporter later 
in an exclusive interview 
over a pleasant meal of 
kippered fish heads and 

other savory delights at 
a well known outdoor 
café nowhere near the 
Wezzyde, “is that any-
one caught breaking any 
laws will face the full 
brunt of law enforcement 
officials.” When asked 
just which instilled laws 
could possibly be broken 
in the first place, Miss 
Lunchcart (Bandwagon) 
replied that that those 
laws will be established 
sometime in the near fu-
ture right after some holi-
days and vacations have 
been taken care of. 

As it stands now the 
UWBTEAC 123 is not 
scheduled for another 
session for at least six or 
seven years, depending 
on the earlier vote some 
thirty years ago on per-
manent pension plans for 
early retirees. In fact, this 
was the first official ses-
sion in twenty-six years. 
“It’s a tough three or four 
hours of deliberation. A 
lot of the members are 
just getting back from 
tropical destinations and 
are very, very tired.” Lu-
cidia said. “Plus, most of 
them are over a thousand 
years old so they wear 

down very quickly, thus 
needing lots of vacation 
time after such important 
and stressful decision 
making.” 

The decision was refuted 
by the Society of Outlaw 
Discordian Scofflaws 
(SODS) in a note written 
on a torn piece of a brown 
paper bag that smelled 
of a stale substance that 
may or may not have 
contained some form of 
alcohol and passed to this 
reporter under the door 
of the stall in the men’s 
bathroom of a nearby 
thrift shop said that the 
law was quote, “Very, 
very, very, very, silly.” 

It’s this reporter’s opin-
ion that the new law 
will be very effective in 
swiftly bringing every 
no goodnik, dirty rotten 
scoundrel, rapscallion, 
ne’er do well, juvenile 
delinquent, bandit, con-
man, scurvy-dog, whip-
per-snapper, crook, thug, 
murderer, and criminally 
insane deranged maniac 
in this great city to their 
knees and into the impos-
ing presence of our fair 
but tough justice system. 

So there it is. 
– Spazz McFluff

Congressional Collaberations 
Conquer Criminal Conduct
Spazz McFluff, Staff Writer

The male lizard entices 
the female lizard with a 
carefully selected assort-
ment of shiny objects.

LOST: Aproximately 6,487 
cubic square feet of top 
quality lard during last 
nights gay evangelical 
disco revival at Ken’s Fish 
Fry and Boutique. Reward! 
Call 13-5-714-74-289-3-
576-1.9

Slim down fast with my new 
“Gravitational Collapse” pro-
gram. In just five easy steps 
you can look thinner while 
retaining your current mass. 
For a free brochure send a 
SASE to: Galactic Weight 
Re-distribution Center, PO 
Box# 9 Tunkerville Station 
1001001

LOSE WEIGHT, NOT MASS!

LOST: Me. Has anybody seen 
me? I’m 9’ 8”, 572 lbs., un-
kempt brown hair, big bushy 
beard, beady little eyes, a 
rather unsightly bulbous 
nose, and I answer to “Wig-
gles.” I was last seen com-
ing out of a pub called The 
Moosedribble last Saturday 
evening around 11:00pm. I 
was wearing a long overcoat 
made of mangy mammoth 
fur, grubby woolen pants and 
a green derby that I won 
from a leprechaun last year 
in a poker game. I don’t wear 
shoes. If anybody has any 
information as to where I am 
please call me at 1-13-4034-
97169-B-11-PU8 and ask for 
Howard of the Loam.

MORE 
CLASSIFIEDS

PAGE 38



A recent series of earthquakes in the 
neighboring Malkoot Iteration has 
a local Grimagix bakery working 
overtime.

“Cakes for Quakes” is a popular 
new program developed by Master 
Baker Quando Ruphdinkski. He and 
his team of apprentice bakers at the 
Batter Up Bakery have created more 
than 3,000 cakes over the past week 
-- and their work has been turning 
up in unusual places. 

“Everything’s pretty shaky over 
there,” says Mr. Ruphdinkski. “And 
we thought, ‘Hey! Why not turn 
it into a game? Something to cel-
ebrate? Something that calls for a 
cake?’ ‘Cause what do ‘quake’ and 
‘shake’ both rhyme with? Right! So 
we got to work.”

The idea of the ‘game’ is that ev-
ery time the Iteration experiences 
a seismic quiver, everyone within 
a 300-mile radius of the epicenter 
will receive one of Quando’s cakes 

(along with 
a sheet of 
coupons in-
viting them 
to take ad-
vantage of 
addi t ional 
special of-
fers). Get-
ting the 
cakes back 
to Malkoot 

through the 
Path presented a problem at first, 
but this was quickly resolved by 
invoking previous agreements with 
the Goetic Council. A squadron of 
Lesser Demons are at the ready to 
deliver the cakes en masse at a mo-
ment’s notice. 

Those who redeem the coupons 
are entered in the VaCAKEtion 
SWEETstakes. 100 winners will 
receive a week-long nap and an es-
cort to the dream location of their 
choice. 

“This is a great gig,” said Boggles 
Jones, a Demon serving on the 
Lemon Chiffon Team. “It’s a nice 
change from leaving roofing nails 
on highways or poking at babies.” 

Others are not so enthusiastic. 
Grimagix Assistant Acting Mayor-
of-the-Week Kathrine Lambast 
poo-pooed the idea, saying that the 
Goetia should be able to find some-
thing more useful to do with their 
time and resources. According to a 
City Hall Spokesperson, the official 
new motto of the Mayor’s Office is: 
“Babies: What’s wrong with poking 
at them?”

Regardless of opinion, the event 
has brought swarms of confused, 
coupon-waving Sleepers to the 
shop. The excitement is building, 
though more than a few Grimagix 
locals have said that if Ruphdinkski 
doesn’t stop making terrible baking-
puns, they’re going to throw rocks 
at him.

Seismic Events Prompt Confectionery Spasm
Jymi X/0, Staff Writer

How prettily snowflakes whirl around! 
   Like dainty ballerinas poised.
But when the snowflakes hit the ground,
   they don’t make that ‘splatty’ noise.
     -- Jymi X/0

Ruphdinkski
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GRIMAGIX (GPI): Earlier this 
week, Grimagix University arche-
ology students, while taking a break 
from their field trip at a souvenir 
stand near the South Beach Cliffs, 
made a startling discovery: a great 
sweeping expanse of shoreland, 
complete with what appears to be 
the still-smoking ruins of an enor-
mous city and, several hundred feet 
offshore, a mysterious pyramid-
shaped golden monument protrud-
ing from the surface of the ocean.

the Grim was able to speak with 
some of the students present at the 
site.

“I didn’t even want to go on this 
dumb field trip,” said freshman 
Danielle Latmush. “I was hanging 
out at the lunch counter, and I was 
going to buy a couple of granite ar-
rowheads for my sister. She likes 
that kind of (stuff). Then I heard 
someone yelling, and I looked over 
there, and we could see, like, all 

these old buildings. They looked all 
burnt up and stuff. It was dumb.”

Professor Jargon Hopkins-Dipple 
was too busy filling out grant forms 
to conduct an interview at this time, 
but his students were happy to dis-
cuss the ramifications of nearly 400 
miles of coastline that had simply 
gone unnoticed before.

Harris Blik, a third-year archeol-
ogy major, explained: “We were 
all, ‘WAAAAAAHH!!’ And he’s 
all, ‘WHOOOOOOOOOOOO!!!!’ 
It was all, like, there and 
(stuff), right? And she goes 
‘YAAAAAAAAAAAH!’ And I’m 
like ‘WOOOOAAAAHHHHH 
DUUUUDE!’ You know?”

the Grim will present an in-depth 
report on this monumental discov-
ery just as soon as we find anyone 
who can discuss it intelligibly. In-
terested parties are welcome to 
contact: editrix@thegrim.net

Additional Coastline Discovered: 

Grimagix Shoreline Grows
--Editrix
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The lot vacated by the Mumphort 
Uglo last month is officially open for 
business today.

Buildings sprout and grow. Now and 
then, one grows up and leaves home. 
The absence of the Mumphort Uglo 
House, a Downtown Grimagix land-
mark for generations, still rubs us a 
little raw -- the old A-Frame building 
was last seen heading north on High-
way 111 late one night about four 
weeks ago, and hasn’t been heard 
from since. 

But that’s not going to stop the 
Mumphort Remembrance Commit-
tee from conducting groundbusting 
ceremonies at the new vacant lot left 
by the building.

The party starts promptly at 6:00 am 
with a Clown Parade featuring the 
Finster Davis School of Mirth Ratch-
et Squad. The party continues with 
games, food, rides, and shows. Zie-
barr’s Hot Home Cookin’ and Lube 
Shop is sponsoring a “Find the Base-
ment” contest, promising a lifetime 
supply of Big Gorp drink coupons to 
be awarded to the winner.

Pop-rock darlings Oatmeal Torque 
will be the headlining attraction this 
evening at 7:00. 

Several ideas have already been sug-
gested regarding the use to which the 
new lot should be put. Negotiations 
will begin next week in City Hall 
room 5656, and are open to the gen-
eral public.

New Vacant Lot Opens 
Downtown Today
Jymi X/0, Staff Writer

The female lizard raises herself 
to an upright position and flaps 
her webbing to indicate that she 
is ready for another drink.
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Broken glass and dark smears still cover Paddington 
street today, after the fantastic Block Hockey upset last 
night when reigning champions Hooper’s Gastros took 
on the Unsuspecting Motorists at the height of rush 
hour.

Traffic was creeping along at the intersection 
of Paddington and East Barp at about 4:55 
pm when all 47 of the Gastros exploded 
from their hiding places around the area, 
leaping and gibbering, waving their spiked 
Asphalt Smashers and causing a minor panic 
throughout the knot of cars.

Ms. Timpani Fletcher was an eyewitness who partici-
pated in the ruckus. “They came out of nowhere!” she 
told this reporter. “I was just driving home from whit-
tling class, and then the entire Gastros team was in my 
face! It was terrific!” 

Engines revved, tires screeched and body armor crum-

pled as the drivers joined the fracas. The Gastros came 
away from the daring ambush with 128 fractures, 12 
concussions, numerous lacerations and scrapes, and 
one venereal disease. The goal net vector gained a total 

of 56 feet to the south. 

With all of the Gastros sidelined in hospital, 
the puck is up for grabs. It was last seen 

under the dumpster in the alley next to 
Looming’s Unique Muffin Shop on Barp 
Street. Block Hockey analysts throughout 

Grimagix spent the night debating the ques-
tion of which team will make the next move, 

with no clear favorite emerging, though the Santa 
Pez Yam Slappers are expected to make a strong show-
ing sometime this week. 

The Unsuspecting Motorists are discussing the feasibil-
ity of forming their own official Block Hockey team for 
next season. 

Spontaneous Block Hockey Exacerbates Traffic Snarl
Janet Crank, Sports Desk
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There’s been a lot of talk lately 
about a so called ‘New World 
Order’ and the supposed pup-
peteers behind it. There are 
many conspiracy theories going 
around about it. Some have giv-
en the ‘men behind the curtain’ 
the name “Illuminati.” Some say 
it’s the Roman Catholic Church. 
Still, others believe it’s the work 
of Satanists. And let’s not forget 
the Extra-Terrestrials. Maybe 
it’s Extra-Terrestrial Illuminati 
Satanists disguised as Catho-
lic Priests. Maybe it’s Mothers 
Against Drunk Driving. Maybe 
it’s Santa Claus.

My point is, that no matter 
what’s hiding behind the curtain 
we all can be sure of one thing: 
The majority of human life on 
this planet is spiraling toward 
its own destruction and there is 
nothing anybody can do about 
it. It’s going to happen whether 
we like it or not. Personally, I 
think it’s destiny for our spe-
cies to eradicate itself. Perhaps 
I’m too cynical. Well, if I am it 
is the direct result of observing 
humanity at its finest. 

Let me state that while I am 
not 100% into the conspiracy 
game, I have reason to believe 
that America is indeed helping 

to pave the way to a one world 
government. I really do not need 
much more convincing that be-
tween the NAFTA superhigh-
way, FEMA camps and an al-
most non-existent border patrol 
between Mexico, the USA and 
Canada that we are headed for 
the North American Union real 
soon. I also have no doubt this is 
yet one more step toward global 
domination. This really makes a 
lot of people upset. What I want 
to do here is examine why.

Some people will argue that our 
liberties are being stripped away. 
Some will say that we are being 
nurtured to a life of enslave-
ment. It has also been presented 
that the ‘ruling class’ is planning 
on permanently removing up to 
80% of the world’s population. 
All these things are quite dis-
turbing to most folk. But why? 
Is it because they care so much 
about humanity? Is it because 
they are true patriots? Do they 
feel outrage because tyranny is 
morally wrong? 

The answer is no. All the shout-
ing going on about these so 
called atrocities don’t have one 
minuscule thing to do with the 
preservation of human rights. It 
is nothing more than self inter-
est that drives this wagon. They 
don’t care if soldiers show up 
at somebody’s house and de-
tain every last man, woman and 
child. Just so long as it isn’t their 
house. Just like environmental-
ists. Environmentalists don’t 
give two hoots about the Earth 
as a whole. Take a closer look as 
to the reasons why they want to 
‘save the Earth.’ It has absolutely 
nothing to do with the care and 
nurturing of this planet. It does, 
however, have everything to do 

with 
a 
clean 
e n v i -
r o n -
m e n t 
for future 
g e n e r a -
tions, mean-
ing their off-
spring. 

Don’t believe me? Alright, let’s 
throw down a gauntlet. Who 
wants to join me in scouring this 
city using our own resources to 
clean up all the litter in the gut-
ters and ditches? That means 
we will have to take time away 
from our families, work and rec-
reation as this is not going to be 
a mere one day event. We will 
have to use our own vehicles, 
money for gas and landfill fees, 
food, trash bags, clothing and 
whatever else it may require 
for such a huge undertaking. 

What? Well of course it will be 
hard work. How is it going to 
save some trees? It won’t, but 
it’ll sure make our city streets 
look a lot nicer. No, there will 
be no whales involved. Or 
baby seals. What do you mean 
you aren’t comfortable putting 
a bunch of trash in your new 
SUV? We gotta get it to the 
dump somehow! I don’t own 
a vehicle, otherwise I would 
do it myself. Well, I know it 
smells. That’s one of the bad 
things about garbage. It stinks. 
W h a t t a y a 
m e a n 
y o u 
can’t 
g e t 
the 

Feeding 
the
Beast
Corvin Blacke



day off? How about Saturday? You 
have to go to your sister’s wedding. 
Say, how much trash do your think 
that will generate?

Think I’m joking? Go ahead. Try 
to organize a city-wide cleanup in 
your region. See how many vol-
unteers you get that are willing 
to pool their resources to get it 
done without the help of the local 
government or a private sponsor. 
The fact of the matter is, no one 
gives a damn about their immediate 
environment. It’s just not fashion-
able. Now if it had something to do 
with cute, little forest creatures that 
live in some remote jungle far away 
from home, then you are speaking 
the language of real environmental-
ists. The fact is, aside from a hand-
ful of truly dedicated people, most 
self-proclaimed environmentalists 
are nothing more than over-privi-
leged lazy media junkies with noth-
ing better to do than get ‘involved’ 
because they’re bored and all their 
friends are doing it...except they 
never actually do anything except 
talk. You will not find so much as a 
trace of yuppie scum anywhere near 
a forest except for a few SUV tracks 
left behind when they went home 
from their vacation. That is not to 
say they are bad people. Just lazy, 
selfish and misinformed. 
 

Patriotism in this country, like envi-
ronmentalism, has also lost most of 
its meaning. Most of you who tout 
the old adage of life, liberty and the 
pursuit of happiness always forget to 
mention that what they really mean 
is that those rights apply to them and 
to Hell with everybody else. Self in-
terest. That the real monster we all 
should fear. Hell, I’m guilty of it. I 
don’t deny it. Look out for Number 
One. That’s how I was raised. Don’t 
tell me that you think for one min-
ute I wouldn’t step on your head to 

get out of a burning building to save 
myself and my own. Damn skippy. 
You would,  too. That’s what we’ve 
been groomed for. 

And just exactly who is doing the 
grooming? Is it the Government? Is 
it the Pope? Is it The Illuminati? The 
answer is no. It is you. It is me. It is 
we the people. The great conspiracy 
has been generated by our own lack 
of morals and ethics. By our greed. 
By our self interests. I hear a lot of 
people say that the problem is that 
no one cares about their community 
anymore. And why is that? Maybe 
it’s because we, as a nation, have 
outgrown our small communities. 
The ever-expanding population and 
daily media blitz have eradicated 
the true meaning of community.

It has been said that a hundred years 
ago (relatively speaking) we didn’t 
have problems like this. A hundred 
years ago people had a good, Chris-
tian upbringing and had respect for 
their community. Well guess what? 
A hundred years ago we also didn’t 
have instant access to the vast multi-
tudes of information that we do now. 
The only reason you didn’t hear 
about all the terrible things happen-
ing in the world a hundred years ago 
is that by the time the pony express 
delivered the news about some aw-
ful tragedy in another state or coun-
try it was completely irrelevant to 
anyone who might possibly care!

It didn’t mean that things weren’t 
happening. You simply did not 
have so much media access to learn 

about these 
things. And 
as far as your 
small town 
community 
goes, most of 
the time when 
something trag-
ic happened it was 
swept under the rug in the interest 
of the public. Especially if it was a 
crime with a sexual nature. Nope. 
Not gonna talk about that. A hun-

dred years ago we didn’t have very 
many laws that protected women 
and children from various kinds of 
abuses, and the ones that were in 
place were rarely effective because 
of the reluctance of law officials to 
actually do anything about to avoid 
exposing a potentially embarrassing 
situation to the public.

You Christians who seem to think a 
good set of morals can only come 
from a life spent learning from the 
Bible, well, think again. Maybe 
a hundred years ago it might. Of 
course, a hundred years ago we 
certainly would never have heard 
one iota about a preacher raping a 
child. A hundred years ago if some-
body publicly questioned the policy 
of the church they would probably 
have gotten lynched, or worse. But 
that kind of shit never made the pa-
pers. No siree, there wasn’t one per-
son willing to step up and admit that 
those kinds of things could happen. 
That’s because a hundred years ago 
things were so much better. 

Now what were we saying about 
the enslavement and suppres-
sion of our rights? That it 
could never happen 
in this coun-
try? So 

The great conspiracy 
has been generated by 
our own lack of morals 
and ethics. 
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does that mean the Victorian age 
never happened? Does it mean 
that Witches were never burned in 
Salem? That the Indians weren’t 
killed, beaten, raped and tortured 
and removed from their lands and 
forced to live in poverty on mere 
shadows of a great nation they once 
called their home? Were there no 
Black slaves kept in the South? Did 
women always have the right to 
vote, and do more with their lives 
than breed, cook and clean? Then I 
guess it certainly must be true that 
since all those things never hap-
pened then there is absolutely no 
way it was all done by people with a 
good, Christian upbringing.

The fact is, this country was found-
ed on                   There has not 
been one generation of people 
reared in America today that has not 
witnessed, inflicted or experienced 
some form of oppression. Enslave-
ment and the abandonment of hu-
man rights are the American way of 
life. I really don’t understand why 
the self proclaimed patriots are up-
set about losing our rights. We never 
had them in the first place! The one 
constant in the history of the United 
States of America is that somebody, 
somewhere was being oppressed. 
Indians. Blacks and other minori-
ties. Women. Children. Heretics. 
The Poor. The only ones who have 
ever had freedom in this country 
were the elite, the ‘ruling class.’ 

And we let it happen. From day one 
those with the money and the po-
litical connections, the power as it 
were, said, “You’re going to do this, 
this, this and that, and here is what 
you get in return.” And we said, 
“Okay.” At any time each and every 
one of us could have stood up and 
said NO. 
The  problem is, we have to stand up 
together. If one or two of us stand 

up at time, the only thing that will 
happen is a good swift kick in the 
ass. If everybody stood up at once 
things would be quite different. And 
when I say everybody, I mean ev-
erybody. Not just the citizens. But 
that’ll never happen, because even 
the good patriots in the military and 
police forces know that if they stand 
they will lose what is most impor-
tant to themselves: their own self 
interests. 

Oh-oh. I just did a big no-no, didn’t 
I? I just spoke out against the good 
people in the military. Now I’m in 
for it. You can’t just go around bad 
mouthing the good patriots who are 
defending our liberties. Well, de-
fending someone’s liberties, any-
way. Certainly not mine. And please, 
don’t give me your rhetoric. Not one 
veteran alive today has fought in a 

war that even remotely had anything 
to do with the defense of this nation. 
Even WWII turned out to be a farce. 
Our country wasn’t fighting for our 
freedom in that terrible conflict. 
Granted, there was a serious threat 
to national security, but recent find-
ings have shown proof that Pearl 
Harbor could have been avoided 
had the president at that time acted. 
Instead, it was allowed to happen. 
Why? Self interest. Money.

I know it hurts to admit that many of 
you bravely fought for what you be-
lieved to be right, only to find out it 
was all for nothing more than some-
body else’s self interest. But the sad 
truth is, you did not fight for the lib-
erties of this country. You fought, 
and died, in the name of profit. But 
you have no one to blame but your-
selves. At anytime you could have 
stood down. A real patriot would 
most definitely question his com-
manders orders to go fight and kill 
an enemy on foreign soil. But you 
weren’t trained to question orders, 
were you? None of us are. We are 
all a product of a society that condi-
tions us to obey. And those barking 
the orders are counting on each and 
every one of us to jump on com-
mand. What they are not counting on 
is that we have the ability to make a 
choice. It’s up to us to choose.

Instead, we glom onto the shiny 
things offered to us at places like 
Wal-Mart and Best Buy. We spend 
hours in front of the TV letting 
somebody else use our imaginations 
for us. We agree when they say we 
need a certain amount of material 
goods to be happy. We settle for a 
sub-standard education from the 
public school system that WE pay 
for. We watch our kids get fat due to 
hours of inactivity. We eat too much. 
We value our possessions more than 
we value other humans. We are let-
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ting it happen. The choice has been made. So quit 
complaining about your liberties. They were nev-
er yours to begin with. You traded them for shiny 
baubles and candy.

Anyway, why should we fear a one world gov-
ernment? Because they want to wipe out a good 
majority of the human race in their own self 
interest? Well, how many times have you said, 
dreamed or fantasized about that very thing for 
yourself? The truth is, you’re just angry because 
you probably won’t have a place on this Earth 
in the New World Order. Unless they keep you 
for a slave, that is. But, I have a feeling even the 
‘slaves’ will be of better stock than the typical 
American. And you environmentalists, you’ve 
been saying for years that the planet would be 
better off without so many people on it. I guess 
you’re about to get your wish! In fact, a lot of 
the legislation passed in this country in regards to 
environmentalism has helped pave the way for it 
to happen. You see, what many of you fail to re-
alize is that we have all been pawned. Religious 
groups, you have been used as a tool of control. 
Patriots, you have spread fear in the name of vig-
ilance. Military and Police, you have become the 
means to enforce these rules on your own people. 
And you will do it when the order comes. You 
will not stand down. You will shoot, and you will 
kill. Just in case, though, there is a back up plan. 
Foreign soldiers. They are already here, so it’s all 
covered.

And we’re just letting it happen. We have mired 
ourselves in the cesspool of our own self inter-
ests. There is no conspiracy. A conspiracy would 
imply a much better job of secrecy than there is 
now. You conspiracy buffs haven’t done anything 
except prove that the plan is working. You see 
only what they allow you to see. They are not in 
hiding. They have been wide open for anybody to 
see all along. All you had to do was look with the 
right kind of eyes. But most of us refuse to see it 
happening. There is no conspiracy. There is only 
a nation of fools waiting to be led like sheep to a 
slaughter. God won’t save us. Jesus isn’t coming 
back. Allah won’t help you. 

You bought the ticket. 

Now ride the ride.







Chaos Bubbles: Everyone’s Favorite Weather!
         Dr. Ian Forte, Science Desk
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The probability storm that passed through the south-
west lower Michigan town of Grand Rapids on Thurs-
day may be over, but its effects will continue to linger 
-- and spread -- not only throughout the community, but 
across the region, possibly eventually affecting the en-
tire plane.

That’s because, unlike a regular weather disturbanc, a 
probability storm (popularly called “chaos bubble”) ex-
ists not only in the physical surroundings of its observ-
ers, but in their minds as well, via the higher dimen-
sions that spawned the disturbance. 

“People go around assuming that what they see, what 
they’ve been taught, their ideas and certainties, they 
figure that’s reality and there’s no two ways about it,” 
said Percy the Science Clown, the Grim’s science col-
umnist and host of the popular children’s show of the 
same name. “When that’s disproven, you can never go 
back again, you can’t unlearn it. Furthermore, you have 
to spread it around -- your very existence starts dis-
proving other peoples’ assumptions and screwing with 
their realities. If I pull a rabbit out of my (posterior), it 
doesn’t mess with you too much. You figure I’ve had it 
in there all the time and it’s just a trick. If I suddenly 
turn around and pull a rabbit out of yours, though, you 
might have a few nightmares, trying to come to terms 
with the idea.” Percy offered to demonstrate, but this 
reporter declined. 

Percy was accompanied by Professor Tomas Hubaker 
from the Planar Institute at Thoth University, who de-
scribed the structure of a probability storm.

“It’s a disturbance across several dimensions,” he ex-
plained. “Like a great big rat’s nest, all these phases of 
existence get snarled up and it has to work its own way 
out before it gets any better. It’s going to cause a bit of 
confusion as it goes.”

The Dimensional Village
“Think of the second dimension: imagine a town of 
two-dimensional people living on this paper,” Profes-
sor Hubaker continued, producing the diagrams in the 
inset. “They go along their daily lives, slipping side-
ways and back, but never leaving their flat surface, 
never seeing a three-dimensional object. They can’t 
even see their entire forms as squares or triangles or 

what-have-you. Everything to them looks like lines of 
various lengths, or non-dimensional points. They can 
only tell shapes by feeling around each others’ perim-
eter. You can see clearly the dimensions below the one 
in which you exist, yet anything above that -- including 
your home dimension -- gets a bit mucky, because your 
perspective is right in the middle of it and you can’t get 
a clear view. Now, how would our two-dimensional vil-
lagers react if they were visited by a three-dimensional 
sphere? They could examine it to their heart’s content 
and only determine that it’s a circle that magically gets 
larger or smaller, eventually turning into a non-dimen-
sional point and disappearing completely. The sphere 
could try to explain itself, but with no frame of refer-
ence, the two-dimensioners really have no way to really 
understand it. It would cause a lot of confusion. Now, 
what if the sphere was able to pull the two-dimensional 
villagers up, suddenly, and change their entire perspec-
tive, allowing them to see their home and themselves 
for what they “really” are?

“That, in a nutshell, is precisely waht a chaos bubble 
does.”

Professor Hubaker recommends anyone interested in 
exploring this concept further read “Flatland” by Ed-
win A. Abbot.

A New Perspective
Grand Rapids is a three-dimensional city. Does that 
mean that something from the fourth dimension poked 
its head in and caused the changes to the town?

“Fourth dimension, at least,” said Percy.

Probability storms are a little more involved than Pro-
fessor Hubaker’s three-dimensional character. They 
travel through the planes, carrying pieces of the dimen-
sions they visit along with them as they go. Though the 
chaos bubble that hit Grand Rapids was a relatively 
weak one (estimated between 3 and 4 on the Carroll 
Scale), it had plenty of strength in it to show the towns-
people a thing or two about themselves as well as the 
other planes -- on both counts, territories that most of 
them had no idea existed.

“The nice thing about these bubbles is that they really 
put things in perspective,” said Professor Hubaker. “It 
might be complete confusion for awhile as the storm 
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passes through, but like a nice hard spring rain seems 
to clean the air, when it’s over, you’re able to just drop 
so many misconceptions, assumptions and other bal-
derdash illusions that get in the way of the true beauty 
of reality.”

Residents of the town were 
indeed surprised to find 
their neighbors and them-
selves changing physi-
cal form. The probability 
storm blew the entire area 
quite a distance away from 
the Order side of the Exis-
tential Balance, and once 
out of that jurisdiction, 
expectations of uniformity 
lost most of their strength. 
There are still Humans in 
the town, but those are 

only the people who were truly Human to begin with. 
Now they have to share the city with neighbors who 
have, overnight, reverted to their true forms as Elves, 
Fey, Dragons, Klingons, and any number of other be-
ings. 

They had been raised in such an unquestioningly Hu-
man perspective that, before the storm, they assumed 
the form of Humans without ever knowing that it was 
just a product of their expectations as well as those of 
everyone around them.

Time itself is disturbed (or ‘improved’, as some would 

have it) by probability storms. Not only are the physi-
cal changes apparent, but for those ‘born in the wrong 
time’, this is a great opportunity to immerse themselves 
in their true heritage. For example, a popular nightspot 
in downtown Grand Rapids was overrun recently by a 
16th century French Royal Court. (They were there for 
the restaurant’s specialty French fried potatoes.) When 
they left, several people elected to go with them.

“It’s everything I always wanted!” squealed a young 
reveler about to depart. “I’ve always felt so...wrong, 
and out of place in this period. I feel like I’m finally 
going home!” It was noted that though she’d never spo-
ken a word of French in her life, she was picking it 
up from her new friends at an astoundingly rapid pace, 
as if her mind was absorbing what she would need...or 
perhaps long-dormant knowledge, lingering in her sub-
conscious, was being revived. “The best thing is that I 
can come back and visit my family and friends here, or 
wherever they end up, anytime I want!”

She was referring to the newest feature of the city, the 
dimensional doorways that lead to numerous portals 
throughout the planes, allowing travelers to come and 
go from any direction, like the central hub of a transit 
center.

“Of course, my family is a little different now, too, but I 
always knew my little brother was a troll anyway so it’s 
no big deal. This just proves it.”

Jeezlwag VanDyke, former 
Amway Distributor, 
leaps and capers with glee

TROUBLE SLEEPING?

I can help! 

For only $12,000.001 and a 
spare bed you can enroll in my 
12 month course on better sleep-
ing techniques which I will teach 
to you right in your own home. 

I am a fully licensed sleepologist 
with over 30 years of accumulat-
ed experience. 

Call 1-13-0465-12-12-12-12-12-
90000000 and leave a message 
for Tony.
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ut  of  
  the  Deep

                              -- BethDragon



umans have given our 
kind a bad name. Once, 
dragons were thought of 
as gods, wise lords, pro-
tectors and great wiz-

ards. We were revered across the 
land and man sought after us as al-
lies in times of human war. It was 
in this, our greatest mistake, that we 
began our journey out of man’s his-
tory books. 
 It started with a simple act 
of protection. We stood guard at hu-
man stronghold entrances, hoping 
to shake fear into the hearts of their 
violent pursuers. The outcome was 
inevitable.
 Inevitable I guess, because 
violence begets violence. A small 
golden dragon, called Adeola, was 
standing guard at one such strong-
hold, a castle along the seaside. She 
was pressing herself into the on-
coming army when a would-be hero 
hurled his broad sword at her under-
belly. That was when men found out 
that dragons were vulnerable and 
could be killed. Adeola turned to 
protect her already deeply wounded 
belly and pushed the man back with 
her tail, not intending to, but shear-
ing the little man in two. As he fell, 
the army ran, and in turn, spread the 
news that a dragon had taken the 
life of a human. 
 Fear also begets violence. 
The golden dragon was bound by 
the Law of Drake to sleep for a mil-
lennia in isolation. So she retreated 
to the caverns far below our feet 
and lay her head down to sleep for 
a thousand years. She was the first, 
but not the last.
 After the banishment of Ad-
eola, we began taking greater care of 
our strength and wisdom. Some of 
us would deny humanity our protec-
tion, as the price of our caretaking 
could eventually be the undoing of 
the whole dragon race. Many could 

not as easily walk away from the 
humans they had protected as they 
had their own children for centuries. 
We had learned to love and care for 
them as we had our own brothers 
and sisters.
 Turning a blind eye against 
Drake was never a very clever idea. 
All of dragonkind knew that the 
power He held was strong enough 
to banish all of us to the underworld; 
but a good number of us chose to ig-
nore the consequences long enough 
to protect our friends. This act of 
love and compassion would not go 
unnoticed, but our act of betrayal 
would eventually earn all that sur-
vived a very long sleep.
 It was early in the 5th cen-
tury when the last dragon was slain. 
Human records do not give a precise 
date, but dragonkind would remem-
ber this specific incident as most hu-
mans remember their pilgrimage to 
the “New World.” 
 A male dragon, known as 
Obsidian, lay silent in the murky 
waters of his human’s castle moat. 
An attack was made upon the castle 
by many armies from surrounding 
countries, and when it seemed no 
hope was left, Obsidian gathered 
strength and drew back his fiery 
breath, destroying the first onslaught 
of men. However, the next surge 
brought a warrior called Puronious 
who wielded not only a sword but 
also a long bow. Upon watching 
the first wave of men devoured in 
flame, Puronious pulled an arrow 
from his sleeve, took careful aim 
of the great Obsidian’s underbelly, 
and waited for the great dragon to 
see his would be assassin. The in-
stant the great dragon laid sight on 
him, he let his arrow fly and it hit its 
mark in Obsidian’s heart. Thus, the 
last dragon was slain. 
 That is, at least, what man 
thought. Drake had sent all of His 

remaining children into the deepest 
caverns, scattered across the world. 
There we slept while man moved us 
from history books into children’s 
fairytales. 
 * * * *
 Namid walked silently 
through the trees she knew so inti-
mately. Her hands brushed bark like 
the hands of a familiar friend as her 
bare feet stepped instinctively over 
exposed roots. She felt the sun’s 
rays hit her face between the gaps in 
the canopy overhead and she heard 
the birds singing against the rushing 
waves of the nearby beach. She in-
haled the scent of fresh water and 
imagined it rushing up against her 
ankles as the sand squished between 
her toes. Who needed sight when 
you were part of everything around 
you?
 Namid was born blind. Her 
parents, as well as her tribe, gave 
her complete freedom to explore her 
world. They limited her exposure 
at first, until they saw that she was 
guided by hands of the spirits. Na-
mid would go into the forest alone 
regularly and always came back un-
harmed. 
 Her tribe’s village was 
found in this forest throughout most 
of the seasons. They seldom moved 
the village, and usually only when 
the winter promised to be especially 
difficult. So, for Namid, this forest 
was her home. These trees were an 
extension of her family’s wigwam. 
For most of her ten years, she had 
taken the same path through the for-
est to sit silently on the beach and 
listen to the waves crash against 
the shore. There she would hear the 
voices of the ancestors if she but 
quieted her mind enough. 
 Even so, this day was dif-
ferent. As Namid walked carefully 
through the break of the forest onto 
the dunes that would lead her to her 
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sacred place, she heard deep within 
herself a voice she had only ever 
heard from a distance. The voice 
had been buried beneath others be-
fore and she never really understood 
who spoke. But today, it was as if a 
dream suddenly loomed in her wak-
ing thoughts. 
 The voice rumbled with-
in her stomach at first, and then it 
climbed up her back as if climbing 
a ladder from a deep pit, coming to 
rest on her left shoulder. She could 
feel the voice whispering in her ear. 
Never before had she experienced 
something like this outside of medi-
tation. She sat down in the hot sand 
and felt the wind blow warm against 
her face. She reached forth with her 
heart and felt her spirit take hold of 
the voice as she might run her fin-
gers through the coat of her dog. 
Namid coaxed it to speak to her.
 “I’ve been sleeping.” She 
felt the words whispered against her 
ear.
 “Sleeping? For how long?” 
she mouthed the words but no 
sound escaped her lips. An image 
arose in her mind of many passing 
seasons. The seasons spun past her, 
surrounding her, and cascading over 
her as she felt many years of sleep, 
while the world moved steadily for-
ward. “You’ve slept a long while.” 
This time the words formed onto 
the breeze and disappeared into the 
crashing waves. “Where have you 
slept?” 
 The voice became like a 
hand that pulled her gently to her 
feet. She let it guide her along the 
top of the dune to the mouth of a 
cavern that she had always been 
wary of. The spirits had warned 
her of the dangers of its depths, so 
she had always avoided it before 
now. The mouth of the cave was no 
bigger than her wigwam, and she 
seemed to know intuitively that the 

drop to the cavern floor would be 
about twice her height. She sat on 
the edge and dangled her feet over 
the lip of the cave and climbed in. 
 Once inside, the spirit hand 
began to lead her through the jag-
ged rocks. She stepped cautiously 
over sharp stones and her feet softly 
led her closer to her goal. As she 
walked on for several long minutes, 
Namid knew she should be fright-
ened, but felt nothing but comfort 
and strength rising from the belly of 
this cave. 
 “Here I am.” The spirit hand 
stopped her in her tracks. Namid 
sat on her knees on the floor of the 
cave and stretched out her arms. She 
felt warm breath against her fore-
head. For a brief moment her heart 
jumped. She wondered if this were 
the den of a sleeping bear she had 
been lured into. “Here I am.” The 
spirit said again. Her small hands 
reached up and felt a great snout. 
 She spoke aloud this time. 
“Brother Mukwa, why have you 
slept so long?” Her voice echoed 
back to her in the cavern, ringing 
with confidence.
 Namid heard the spirit in her 
ear as her hands began to feel for the 
head of the bear, and found no fur. 
“Mukwa you may call me, but I am 
not a bear.” 
 She had never felt such a 
creature before. His skin was cool 
like stone to the touch, yet it was 
course like bark under her fingers. 
Her hands explored his head and 
found that the expanse of it was big-
ger than her arms were wide. “What 
are you Mukwa, if not bear?” she 
asked tentatively. Once again she 
felt the spirit hand take hold of her 
and help her to her feet, pulling her 
gently forward.
 “I am a son of Drake.” The 
voice whispered softly again, this 
time as if just inside her left ear. “I 

am the spirit of man’s courage in the 
face of adversity.” Namid’s hands 
traveled behind Mukwa’s head to 
his neck, both hands moving against 
the vast expanse. “I am like the pull 
of the moon over the breaking tide,” 
he continued as she began to step 
around his body, her hands never 
breaking contact with his skin. “I 
am the first sunrise and the last sun-
set.” Her hands traced his muscled 
shoulder and felt a hinge rupture 
smoothly out as a wing joint pushed 
awkwardly upward. “I am all these 
things as I was here when the world 
was created.” Namid found her fin-
gers hugged between velvety folds 
inside the wing itself, and knew that 
although winged, Mukwa was not 
a bird either. “I will continue being 
long after this world has died.”
 “Mukwa, son of Drake,” 
she asked again fearlessly after a 
few brief moments “why have you 
been asleep for so many seasons?” 
She continued to pull herself around 
him, finding that his rocky flesh jet-
ted out like sharp boulders at his 
haunches. 
 “It’s a long story, for an-
other time, small one.” His voice re-
mained tenderly just inside her ear. 
“We will have plenty of time for 
stories, I promise you.” 
 Namid heard a low growl 
pulling from Mukwa’s belly. “Cer-
tainly, you must be hungry.” She 
said as she pulled herself over the 
beast’s tail, which was as smooth as 
snake skin and flat at the tip. “What 
is it you eat? Tell me and I will fetch 
it for you.” 
 By this time Namid had 
made her way completely around 
him, and she noted that Mukwa was 
nearly three times as large as any 
bear she had laid her hands on, ei-
ther living or newly felled from the 
hunt. 
 Once again, images raced 



through her mind, but this time it 
was if she were under water. She 
felt the water rush past her as she 
chased a school of fish with ease, 
swimming at speeds nearly im-
possible. She opened her jaw only 
slightly and could almost taste the 
fish as they washed into her mouth. 
“Surely I cannot bring you enough 
fish to satisfy your hunger!” she 
leaned against a heavy leg, her hands 
stretching still over Mukwa’s skin, 
gently seeing him through touch. 
As her hand reached his foot, she 
found webbing, similar to the vel-
vety folds of his wing, but between 
his toes. “And you are far too big 
to come outside yourself.” She said 
matter-of-factly. 
 “Yes, I suppose you would 
think so, wouldn’t you?” This time 
Mukwa spoke aloud. It wasn’t the 
same voice she had been hearing in-
side her head. It was low and rough, 
barely above a whisper. 
 “You speak?” Namid could 
scarcely control her astonishment. 
She had often spoken with animals 
through thoughts, but she had never 
heard them actually speak. 
 “I think there is much that 
will surprise you, small one.” 
 Suddenly she felt tremen-
dous warmth expel from Mukwa. 
The leg that she had been leaning 
against began to shrink. She stood 
with a start, her hand remaining on 
his head. In mere moments the beast 
was no larger than a wolf. “Well, 
how clever of you!” she exclaimed.
 “Now we can leave this cold 
place together,” his voice seemed 
even deeper “and I can fetch my 
own dinner.”
 Namid left her hand on 
Mukwa’s head and he guided her 
from his sleeping place to the mouth 
of the cave. His feet falling lightly 
beside her, she still felt no fear. It 
was as if she always known that he 

was there.
 At the mouth of the cavern, 
Namid began scaling the wall, eas-
ily pulling herself up and over the 
edge back onto the grassy slope. 
She had but a moment to wonder 
how Mukwa would climb from the 
bottom when she heard the swoosh-
ing of his wings, stretching out and 
shaking. She heard a sigh escape 
from him as he gathered his wings 
above him to pull him gently out 
of the cave. There was no flapping 
sound like the birds she heard in the 
forest. The sound of his wings was 
no louder than the swinging of her 
arms as she walked. Then he was 
beside her, stretching his wings, 
catching the wind and sun in the 
folds of them.
 Once more the images of 
swimming enveloped Namid’s 
thoughts. She could imagine the 
lake rolling gently around her as 
she swam with ease into its depths. 
Somehow, she knew this image was 
a memory of the beast, and in his 
eagerness to be in the water, he was 
sharing this experience with her. 
 Namid led the way as her 
feet moved down the dune, between 
the patches of grass in the sand. 
She walked with ease around large 
rocks as the sand became hot under 
the midday sun. The waves lapping 
on the shore pulled her to them, and 
she knew Mukwa followed at her 
heel. 
 She hadn’t noticed that her 
heart had been racing with utter 
excitement until she felt the water 
lap playfully between her toes. She 
felt Mukwa beside her and opened 
up her mind to him. Before her, she 
suddenly felt as if she could see the 
sun and the water splashing beneath 
her. Uncertainly, she looked up at 
herself. 
 “How is it that I can see 
through your eyes?” she asked in 

wonder.
 “You are familiar to me in a 
way I cannot explain either.” Muk-
wa put his snout in the water. As he 
did this, Namid caught his reflection 
in the pool caught in the sand at his 
feet. Her breath caught suddenly in 
her chest.
 Mukwa was simply breath-
taking. Beyond her imagination of 
his appearance through the touch 
of her hand, she could only but 
scarcely conceive just how complex 
he was. If she had ever seen before, 
Namid would notice that Mukwa’s 
skin was the same color as the blue-
green swirling waves at their feet. 
In fact, he appeared to become one 
with the water that came up around 
them.
 As he edged his way out 
into the tide, he looked back at the 
shore and she saw herself again. 
Her long dark hair blew carelessly 
in the wind, and the fringes of her 
dress which had been made from 
the tanned hides of deer, moved as 
if in the same dance. She watched 
herself put her hands to her face, 
and unconsciously push loose hair 
behind her ear. As Mukwa turned to 
plunge beneath the waves she quick-
ly pulled back into herself and sat 
down on the shore, water between 
her toes waiting for him to return.  
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   Hello. To what do I owe this plea-
sure? Ah, I understand. You’re not 
really sure of why you’re here, are 
you? Well, why don’t you have a 
seat and stay for a while. I’ll explain 
everything to the best of my ability. 
Can I get you something to drink? 
You may be here a while.
   Let’s begin with introductions. 
My name is Aaron Singster. I am a 
paranormal investigator here in the 
bustling metropolis of Grimagix. 
Seeing that this is your first time 
visiting our lovely city, why don’t 
we take a tour? I believe you’ll en-
joy our entertainment facilities as 
well as our vast population of citi-
zens from all walks of life. Now, you 
may get a little confused from time 
to time, but if you bear with me, I 
will attempt to explain everything as 
we go. If you still do not understand 
everything fully, then simply pay at-
tention and the answers should all 
present themselves by the end of our 
visit. Just let me get my overcoat 
and top hat and then we can be on 
our way.
******************
   Singster’s redheaded secretary sits 
at a desk filing her nails as you walk 
out of his office. “Since you did not 
come by way of the front door, you 
wouldn’t have met my lovely sec-
retary, Belinda.” The young woman 
looks up and grins at you. 
  “Hello. Going to take a look around 
Grimagix, are you?” Belinda asks 
you. “Be sure not to miss the ac-
tion down by the water. There are 
always so many different acts going 
on there all the time!” She smiles 

at you one more time as you and 
Aaron walk by.
   “Take the rest of the afternoon off 
if you’d like, honey.” Singster says 
to Belinda as he leads you through 
his office door. 
   Once you’re out in the hallway, 
you begin to notice how absolutely 

dark it is in this building. The light-
ing is low, but the dark patterns on 
the wall seem to add to the illusion 
of an almost physically thick dark-
ness. For the first time since you 
started your little journey you re-
alize you’re wearing some sort of 
sunglasses. As you reach up to take 
them off, Singster reaches behind 
him and holds your hand still with-
out even turning around. “You’ll 
need those a bit longer.” He says 
as he turns to you look at you. He 
smiles, “I’ll let you know when 
it’s… safe… to take them off.”
   After what seems to be at least 
twenty flights of stairs, you emerge 
onto a brightly lit city street. You 
notice immediately that everyone 
seems to be heading in the same di-
rection. 
   “It’s lunchtime. Most folks will 
be heading down to the waterfront.” 
Singster states as he leads you in the 
opposite direction. “However, we 
have different items on our agen-
da.”
   You find it odd that the sky is a 
dark purple in the afternoon, and 
the city streets are lit with the skip-
ping flame of gas lamps or buzzing 
electric lights fixed to the business 
walkways. 
  “A little different then you’re used 
to, eh?” Singster doesn’t miss a 
beat. Now you notice that you’ve 
not spoken a word to the man since 
you’ve met. “That’s alright too. 
You’ll see that the art of language 
isn’t the same here as it has always 
been for you before.” 
   Before you have a chance to be-

gin a new stream of questions, Sing-
ster comes to a full stop in front of 
what appears to be a church. “We’re 
here.” He turns momentarily to eye 
you. “Follow me.” 

   As you walk up the stairs to the 
front doors, you notice that this 
church seems very similar to the 
one you attended as a child. Even 
the railing beneath your hand seems 
familiar. Each step confirms this 
must be the same church you at-
tended with your family all those 
years ago. The doors of the church 
are opened and there inside is… 
your Sunday school teacher and the 
minister, Reverend Jackson. They 
are talking quietly as you enter be-
hind Singster. Your teacher nods at 
the minister and she walks away, 
giving you a familiar smile.
   “Reverend,” Singster offers his 
hand. “I’ve brought you one of your 
lost sheep.”
    “Nice to see you Aaron!” Reverend 
Jackson takes his hand and shakes it 
wildly, just as he had your father so 
many times before. “Haven’t seen 
you in a while son!”
   “Only when I’m bringing in the 
flock sir,” your guide replies with 
a laugh. “You know I’m practicing 
Judaism these days.”
   “Are you really?” The minister 
seems very interested. “Seems like 
you were practicing your Tao last 
time we spoke. How did that go for 
you?” 
   “Ah, you know… and don’t.” the 
detective laughs at himself. Rever-
end Jackson seems to get the joke 
too as he lets out a hearty belly 
laugh. “But here we are and this 
lovely person has not a clue why we 
are.” Singster motions to you. 
   “Yes. Of course! You’re so much 
different now then I remember you!” 
He clasps his arm around your shoul-
der and brings you in through the 
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front doors, loosening the collar at 
his neck. You notice that there are a 
few people scattered here and there. 
Some are praying at the front of the 
church, others just apparently visit-
ing, admiring the architecture. You 
hadn’t thought of it before, but now 
find yourself wondering why…and 
how...you’re here. 
   “Aaron brought you here first be-
cause it’s a fond memory for you. 
Someplace you were comfortable,” 
the Reverand explains. “And,” he 
adds with some pride, “to someone 
you trusted.”
   “Am I dead?” you ask, as if your 
voice has finally willed itself to 
speak. “Or dreaming?”
   Singster chuckles behind you. You 
didn’t mean the question to be hu-
morous. “No offence,” he says. “I 

just knew you were a smart one as 
soon as you landed in my office!”
   “What he means,” the Reverend 
intercedes when he sees the con-
fusion fall over you, “is that most 
of our first-timers first words are 

‘Where am I?’ But you got right to 
the point.” 
   “Well?” you ask. It sure is nice to 
hear your own voice. 
    “Either…both.” Reverend Jackson 
responds nonchalantly. “It depends 
really on your view of things.” 
Now at the front of the church, 
you pick a familiar pew and sit 
down. “I realize that you’re a 
little curious, and although it’s 
not expected that you’ll under-
stand things immediately, the 
likelihood is the faster you are in-
troduced to new ideas, the easier the 
process will be to accept.”
   The minister stands as if he were 
about to give a sermon. “In dreams 
I always saw myself as a centaur. 
Our friend Aaron felt the call of 
the elves.” He nodded at Singster. 

“And, you my dear 
soul must have 
always dreamed 
of dragons.” You 
nod slowly, un-
certain how he 
knows this, but if 
this day has taught 
you anything it is 
that you couldn’t 
imagine what this 
day would bring. 
   “It’s time to take 
off those foggy 
glasses.” Singster 
smiles, “It’s time 
to see what’s real 
after all.” 
   You slowly 
reach up to re-
move the glasses. 
As soon as you 
touch them, they 

vanish as if they were never really 
there to begin with. Suddenly the 
room seems smaller. You look to 
Singster for some sort of explana-
tion, and there stands a slender elf, 
still garbed in the overcoat and top 

hat. He smiles at you, and you know 
for a fact that it is Singster. Looking 
to the Reverend you see he has the 
full hind quarters of a Clydesdale. 
He still wears the minister’s collar 
and cloak, but you don’t remem-

ber Reverend Jackson being such a 
muscular man.
   “We’re still the same men you’ve 
been talking to all afternoon,” the 
Reverend says, extending an arm 
out to you. “We’re just a little more 
ourselves now.” 
   As you look at the centaur’s hand 
reaching out to you, you notice for 
the first time the golden scales of 
your own arm. You jump, startled.
   “Hey there! Watch it!” Singster 
shouts as he leaps limberly out of 
the way of your swooshing tail. 
  “Wa-what the hell?” you ask. 
“What happened to me?”
    Your companions look at each 
other and shrug. “It may take a while 
to get used to,” the Reverend says as 
he puts his hand on your large scaled 
back, “but this is the real you.”
   “And besides, you don’t have to 
look that way all the time.” Singster 
adds in, “You can morph, just like 
my secretary does every day she 
comes to work.” 
   “Is she a… a… a dragon too?” you 
ask still a little shaken. 
   “And a lovely one. However, the 
way my office is built, it’s a easier 
for her to ‘morph’ to human size.”
   “You know,” the Reverend adds, 
“it’s quite easy to change form, if 
that is what you wish. I’ve been do-
ing it for aeons now, so it’s an easy 
change for me.” You watch as he 
shuts his eyes and magically trans-

“It’s time to see what’s 
real after all.”
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forms back into the same minister you remembered in 
your youth. “After a while you may prefer your natural 
form to the human form, but there are always benefits 
to the morph ability. Here in Grimagix, it’s one of the 
perks of our home dimension.”
   “Your dreams can be realized here.” Singster says. 
“Why don’t you try morphing back to your human 
form, and we’ll take a look around at all of the different 
types of folks there are to see.”
  You close your eyes. Imagining your human form, you 
slowly peer through your eyelids to see your human fin-
gers slightly tinged with the golden hued scales of your 
dragon form. 
   “Not bad.” Singster compliments you. “Not bad at all 
for your first morph.”
   “Yes, this will do nicely for now. Do you feel more 
comfortable?” Reverend Jackson asks calmly. You nod 

in reply. “Then I think it’s time for you to see what 
Grimagix is all about.”
   “Very good, Let’s be on our way then.” Aaron lays his 
slender hand on your back and steers you to the door. 
As you look back you notice that the good Reverend 
has returned to his ‘natural’ state as a centaur. 
   You walk out into the beauty of a warm spring day 
with a hue of purple in the sky that you never quite ex-
perienced before. Suddenly you find yourself excited to 
embark on this new life. Out of the corner of your eye 
you notice another dragon flying toward the bay, and 
find yourself yearning to be with her up there, but still 
have not found the courage to use your wings.
   “All in due time, youngster.” Aaron reassures you. 
“All in due time.”





Paleoanthropology Division
Smithsonian Institute
207 Pennsylvania Avenue
Washington, DC 20078 

Dear Sir: 

Thank you for your latest submission to the Institute, labeled “211-D, layer seven, next to the clothesline post. Homi-
nid skull.” We have given this specimen a careful and detailed examination, and regret to inform you that we disagree 
with your theory that it represents “conclusive proof of the presence of Early Man in Charleston County two million 
years ago.” Rather, it appears that what you have found is the head of a Barbie doll, of the variety one of our staff, who 
has small children, believes to be the “Malibu Barbie”. It is evident that you have given a great deal of thought to the 
analysis of this specimen, and you may be quite certain that those of us who are familiar with your prior work in the 
field were loathe to come to contradiction with your findings. However, we do feel that there are a number of physical 
attributes of the specimen which might have tipped you off to it’s modern origin: 

1. The material is molded plastic. Ancient hominid remains are typically fossilized bone. 

2. The cranial capacity of the specimen is approximately 9 cubic centimeters, well below the threshold of even the earli-
est identified proto-hominids. 

3. The dentition pattern evident on the “skull” is more consistent with the common domesticated dog than it is with 
the “ravenous man-eating Pliocene clams” you speculate roamed the wetlands during that time. This latter finding is 
certainly one of the most intriguing hypotheses you have submitted in your history with this institution, but the evidence 
seems to weigh rather heavily against it. Without going into too much detail, let us say that: 

    A. The specimen looks like the head of a Barbie doll that a dog has chewed on. 

    B. Clams don’t have teeth. 

It is with feelings tinged with melancholy that we must deny your request to have the specimen carbon dated. This is 
partially due to the heavy load our lab must bear in it’s normal operation, and partly due to carbon dating’s notorious 
inaccuracy in fossils of recent geologic record. To the best of our knowledge, no Barbie dolls were produced prior to 
1956 AD, and carbon dating is likely to produce wildly inaccurate results. Sadly, we must also deny your request that 
we approach the National Science Foundation’s Phylogeny Department with the concept of assigning your specimen the 
scientific name “Australopithecus spiff-arino.” Speaking personally, I, for one, fought tenaciously for the acceptance of 
your proposed taxonomy, but was ultimately voted down because the species name you selected was hyphenated, and 
didn’t really sound like it might be Latin. 

However, we gladly accept your generous donation of this fascinating specimen to the museum. While it is undoubtedly 
not a hominid fossil, it is, nonetheless, yet another riveting example of the great body of work you seem to accumulate 
here so effortlessly. You should know that our Director has reserved a special shelf in his own office for the display of 
the specimens you have previously submitted to the Institution, and the entire staff speculates daily on what you will 
happen upon next in your digs at the site you have discovered in your back yard. We eagerly anticipate your trip to our 
nation’s capital that you proposed in your last letter, and several of us are pressing the Director to pay for it. We are 
particularly interested in hearing you expand on your theories surrounding the “trans-positating fillifitation of ferrous 
ions in a structural matrix” that makes the excellent juvenile Tyrannosaurus rex femur you recently discovered take on 
the deceptive appearance of a rusty 9-mm Sears Craftsman automotive crescent wrench. 

Yours in Science,
Harvey Rowe
Curator, Antiquities

Sadly, this letter is a hoax. Dammit, dammit, dammit, it should be real.Go to http://www.snopes.com/humor/letters/smithsonian.asp for the full story.

“My Favorite Stupid Email” is a regular feature in the Grim, showcasing the best of the best of the crap that turns up in our 
bulk mailbox. Got a favorite Stupid Email of your own? Well, for gods’ sake, don’t send it to me. I’ve got plenty for now. 
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This little beauty would make a great fix-
er-upper for somebody who had a large 
surplus of cash that they didn’t really 
need. Located in the heart of the Burning 
Desert, you’ll have plenty of searing heat 
to keep you warm by day as you repair 
the incredible amount of structural dam-
age caused by the extreme differences in 
temperature as it can drop to well below 
freezing at night. You’ll enjoy the solitude 
that the only dwelling situated hundreds 
of miles from any civilization in every di-
rection can provide, yet never be lonely as 
it seems to attract all manner of slither-
ing poisonous reptiles and pincered sting-
ing arachnids. Priced just right at a mere 
$7,000,000,000,003.62 or will consider 
trading for a decent pack mule. 

THIS MONTHS SPECIAL! Here’s a real rus-
tic charmer for the creative sociopath! 
One room ‘studio’ style cabin located in 
an area so remote even we are not sure 
where exaxtly it is. Perfect for the hermit 
seeking spiritual solace or the anarchistic 
loner looking for complete privacy while 
experimenting with high explosives. All 
wood construction for that authentic yet 
flammable feel with plenty of wide open 
skies which makes it easy to spot black, 
unmarked helicopter activity. Priced to sell 
at a mere $7.53, it comes complete with 
vague directions to where it’s generally 
thought to be located, an outdated Chat-
tanooga road map and a tin whistle in case 
you get lost. Seller not responsible for pos-
sible clean-up of bear droppings.

For lease only! Approximately 5 inches of 
luxury shelf space desirably situated be-
tween the hip, trendy earthen ware and the 
mint condition authentic reproduction of an 
origional leather-bound copy of classic lit-
erature that has never been soiled by the 
unworthy gaze of mortal eyes. This prime 
peice of real estate won’t last on the mar-
ket long, and only those with massive bank 
accounts, spotless credit, excellent refer-
ences and proof of noble lineage need apply. 
Available only in 3 year lease increments at 
$1500.00 a month, all 36 months payable 
up front plus $1500.00 security deposit, 
$1200.00 cleaning deposit, $245.00 non-re-
fundable credit check, $75.00 lease signing 
fee, $60.00 inspection fee, $35.00 key fee, 
$120.00 fee fee, $90.00 foo fee, $110.00 fi 
fo fum fee, $36.00 lunch fee and $112.00 ad 
expense fee. No pets. 

FEATURED REALTY LISTINGS

GOT DOCS? 
GOT SUBPOENAS?

We scan ‘em! We code ‘em! 
We put ‘em in a box and set 

‘em on fire!
CALL LITICOMP!

for all your corporate 
litiagation woes!

“WE WON’T MAKE 
IT WORSE usually!”

Call 13-44446

EARN EXTRA CA$$$$$H
Re-grow body parts. 
biofarmer@thegrim.net

QUALITY CAT SHIT
“ALWAYS FRESH”

WE DELIVER!
catshit@thegrim.net

SRFV iso SMWM
Me: Ice cream, pinecones, Troma. 
You: Bandaids, Lysol wipes. 
Write: box33315@thegrim.net

SWAMP HOLLER LADIES 
ON THE LOOSE!

ISO Any menfolk out there who 
still know how to hit the 

spittoon? On the first try? 
Write: box5902@thegrim.net

IS THIS YOUR TENTACLE?
Call 13-89004

To the person who keeps
messing with the stuff
on my desk at work:

I’VE PUT CONTACT POISON ON 
SOMETHING.MAYBE YOU CAN 

GUESS WHAT IT IS.
Keep trying…It’s like a game!

AMAZING DARLA
Psychic Wrestler

Sees all, Beats You to a Pulp
EAT FLOORBOARDS, LOSER

13-2966

FOR MORE GREAT LISTINGS VISIT www.thegrim.net/CLASSIFIEDS

The female lizard rearranges 
the living room furniture for 
the third time in a month. 

Likes Her Men HOTT!
Demoness seeks male souls for 
NSA torment, possibilty of long 
term damnation for “Mr. Right.” No 
druggies, please. Soul required. 
13-62350

FOUND: A whole mess o’ lard at 
last nights gay evangelical disco 
revival at Ken’s Fish Fry and Bou-
tique. Call to identify 
13-00001-1-00-1----01-4

JOBS! JOBS! JOBS! You want a 
job? We’ve got jobs! More jobs 
than you can shake a stick at! 
We’ve got so many jobs we’re 
practically drowning in them. 
I swear, if we get anymore 
jobs we’ll burst wide open and 
there’ll be jobs raining down 
from the heavens! So please, 
take one of these jobs! Hell, 
take two! We might even 
be able to get ya one off the 
books. It’s not like anybody 
will miss it, what with all the 
jobs we got just laying around 
in here. Get your friends/fam-
ily a job! They make great 
gifts! I’ll even give my job! I’m 
serious!! 

Call 1-13-LOTS-A-JOBS fee

Consolidate your debt into one 
easy vacuum sealed container 
that will fit under any sink. 
1-13-DEBT-JAR

Tired of your old face? Let 
the professionals at ERASE-A-
FACE belt sand you into a new 
life! We have a fully trained 
staff ready to erase your face 
according to your individual 
needs. All it takes is about 
$1000.00 and ten minutes of 
your time. 

Call 1-13-FACE-GONE

YES! Now you can become a 
Government Robot through 
the miracle of brainwashing! 
Just call this number: 1-008-
GOV-RBOT and our special 
‘re-location’ unit will pick up 
you and your family ABSO-
LUTELY FREE! Mention this ad 
and you’ll also recieve a com-
plimentary pistol whipping. 

CALL NOW!

WANTED: Used gum, 
any quality. Send to: 

LeMonde Estates 
C/O Pork LeMonde 

PO BOX# 55 Lictnard BK 

Earn $$$ at home! You got 
space, we’ve got corpses. The 
more you pack in the more you 
earn. For a small investment 
we’ll send you our easy self-
install refrigeration kit to turn 
your house into a cold storage 
facility for our future army of 
zombies. Act now and we’ll also 
include our patented bio-tent 
that provides you with a germ 
free environment that may or 
may not be present within the 
proximity of numerous corpses. 
Call 1-13-DED-HOME.
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Get rid of unwanted or unused 
motor vehicles of any kind free 
and easy. Cars, boats, trucks, 
motorcycles, airplanes, dune 
buggies, ATV’s, mopeds, go 
carts, helicopters, freighters, 
military vehicles, any kind of 
motorized transport that you 
don’t want I will eat absolutely 
100% free of charge. Call 1-13-
CAR-CHOMPER






