


WELCOME

The Cubby has managed to put out seventeen previous issues of our
Missalette, making the one you're now holding in your hands Number 18, we
figured we needed to mark the occasion with a related theme: Barely Legal,

We put out a call to the Cubby Faithful looking for stories about things
they've done and/or observed in the world that wobble on the borderline between
legal and illegal — downloaded dirty pics of nubile bodies...foreign intervention
waged in the name of our freedom...trespassing on private property...vandalism
of any kind...underage drinking...aggressive panhandling...etc. etc. etc. —and we
received a lot of great stuff that addressed these juicy topics.

Likewise, many of us took advantage of the Missalette’s 18" birthday to
travel back to the time when we were “barely legal’ — that post-adolescent,
graduating-from-high-school, off-to-college, getting-a-real-job period in life.

We received many recollections of those confusing days from our Cubby
contributors. Alongside the mythmaking, irony, surrealism and strongly felt
opinions that the Missalette has always contained, these visitations back to our
tender years represent the "bare” (as in bared souls) in barely legal. 'm not sure
what to make of this vulnerable outpouring. Is the Cubby is showing its age?

--by Karl Soehnlein, who edited this issue alongside
Missalette mastermind Brian Weaver

Thanks to all those who CONTRIBUTED with words, images and labor:
Alec Way, Alissa Mach, Andrew Poisoner, April Valentine, Ben Tinker, Bill Fisher, Brady T, Brady,
Cat Knight, Cyrus Limon, David Ury, Elizabeth Costello, Emily Davis, J Winburn, Jarez Smith,
Jason Gonzalez, Jol Perez, Lorna Kirwan, Melinda Adams, Morgan Guberman, Phil "Fly Molo” Ramirez,

(ard thanks + Kevin  Fool)

The apparently harmless barbiturates
[ are really habit-forming depressants.
f These so-called “sleeping pills,” or “goof
balls,” are ustally ta han i
form of capsules
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Sean Chiki, Susanna Williams, Trismegista Taylor, the Women of the Hustler Club, & Yesenia Padilla

I useETo be Mormon.

I'd like to ask you for a moment to flush
your brain of all stereotypes of Mormons
and just imagine that I was naive. I was
trying to not masturbate and I was a horny
18 year old at Brigham Young University.
It was making me very depressed.
Sometimes in between my jobs as a bagel
baker and a bookseller, I didn’t get out of
bed for a few days. I was always trying to
keep my right hand pinned away from my
crotch. I thought that masturbation would
keep me from what I wanted most—a
happy, sensuous marriage and a good
relationship with the Lord. I’d go to sleep
with my roommate on the other side of the
room sleeping happily asexual and pray
continuously for the Lord to help me just
fall asleep before I became so
overwhelmed with desire that I had to bust
one out. I’d lay for hours and get more and
more anxious. I'd get up and walk around.
I'd scratch “I will not fail” over and over in
my journal with Gustav Klimt’s “The
Kiss” on the front. Eventually, I always
failed. Except one night, but around 6 the
next morning, while I was taking a break
from the bagels, I was twiddling in the
bathroom. It was uncontrollable.

I had been told that if you are depressed,
you pull yourself up by your bootstraps
and Heavenly Father will be there to help
you. So I started waking up at 3 am to read
my scriptures in the morning before I went
to work. I fasted several Sundays for the
Lord to help me “overcome temptation.” |
read about Adam and Eve, Esther, Ruth,
and my personal favorite, Job. I thought
that since [ still couldn’t get out of bed on
my days off that I was probably clinically
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depressed and I decided to go to the BYU
counseling office.

I wasn’t sure how to hold my face. 1
thought that it was stupid of me to think
that I could pretend I was in there for any
other reason than for being fucked up all to
hell. The place looked like a focus group
office and I kept thinking the guy behind
the counter must get sick of all these
Mormon girls with fake problems. I love
how he asked me if it was an emergency. I
said “no,” and since they were booked
solid my first appointment had to be a
month later, after Christmas vacation.

Dr. Shively reminded me of Bonnie Raitt.
She had red hair with body to make it look
like a shifting other-organ. It poofed in the
right places. She was tan and freckled and
she wore purple all the time. Like purple
plants and a purple shirt. The stuff you’d
buy at Express in 1993. She was nervous.
She moved about her office like she was
playing grown up or doing an improv
sketch on “psychology.”

I was as honest as I could be, but I just
couldn’t tell her about the masturbation
thing. Plus, a little transgression had
happened over the Christmas break. I'd
done a little something with my ex-
boyfriend that would make me ineligible to
continue my enroliment at BY U unless [
repented. I figured if I told her about the
masturbation, I’d have to tell her about my
confusion that I experienced intense
Jubilation when my bra fell on the floor,
the ecstasy of someone sucking my nipple,
how the cock was so much bigger than I
expected, etc. I thought it was best to just
focus on my “my depression” and keep the

sexual activities to myself.

She told me she was a behavioral
psychologist and she was less interested in
analyzing me than in helping me, though
my behavior, change my moods. I was
instructed that every time I thought a
depressing thought, I was to bite my
tongue until I felt pain, and then
immediately replace it with a thought that
made me happy. Since I felt there was a
50/50 chance I'd suffer in Outer Darkness
(that’s Mormon for “Hell™) for all eternity,
I decided to concentrate on something
abstract: light coming through a hi gh

3504 Masked Man window.

In the next visit, in her clever little office,
she held the DSM-IV on her lap and asked
me questions from a checklist.

“Do you ever swing wildly from one mood
to the next?”

“YES.”

“Do you ever have increased periods of
productivity followed by periods of
inactivity?”

“Yes.”

“Do you ever spend large amounts of
money, more than you have, and then
regret it Jater?”

“Yes.”

“I think you are Bipolar.”




Dr. Shively recommended I go see another
doctor who prescribed medication. I never
made it over to his office. I did keep seeing
Dr. Shively, though. Sometimes we’d do
deep relaxation techniques on her floor.

I decided to leave the church, leave BYU,
go back to Georgia, and fuck my boyfriend
silly. I just had to finish out the semester.
Dr. Shively still didn’t know about the
masturbation or the transgression, which
by then, thanks for a 3 day fest in the Days
Inn in Provo (“what time of day is it?”),
had been cemented.

But she had helped. The tongue biting did
take my mind off of demons and the
“diagnosis” made my family less cruel
toward me leaving the church.

On our last visit, she seemed annoyed that
I was fine. She looked at me from above
her purple ribbing and fake-earnestly said
“I don’t think you need to see me
anymore” all *hard-love” like Bush talking
about welfare. Our time was nearly up and
I hinted that I was having sexual desires.
She gave me a stock answer and as we
were walking toward the door I dropped
the bomb: I'd done it already. She was
stunned. My last memory of her is her red
hair parallel to the frame, her leggings
poking out through the slit of the door, and
her pushing hurried: “I'll help you
Susanna. I'll help you repent.”

—Susanna Williams
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The Night Before 1 Left

Dear Cubby Missalette,

Ever since the email went out about the
Barely Legal theme for Missalette #18, I've
been thinking about that time of my life,
when I was 18, and the decisions I made,
and the things I did, and the things that were
going on around me. Isuppose I thought for
a long time that the events of my life,
particularly that time of my life, were rather
boring on one hand, and somewhat
embarrassing on the other. That it is
perhaps impossible for one's life to be both
boring and embarrassing at the same time
was unimportant -- it was how I felt.

Then I realized that I was really
still involved in a lot of the issues that had
never been resolved from that time, that I
was still thinking of that time from the
perspective of an 18-year-old. Andsol
decided to embarrass myself and perhaps
bore all of you and actually tell my story,
because it is somewhat strange.

T was not that kind of normal 18-

year-old that had nice parents and who had a
decent grade point average and who applied
for colleges and got in to one or two and
then moved into the dormitory and enjoyed
all the pleasures of college life. Instead, I
barely graduated high school, largely due to
being chronically late or cutting my classes.
My GPA was somewhere below a 2.7 -- this
mattered little to me at the time, because I
had no desire to go to college. Mine would
be a college of the world. Thad more
important things to do. When people asked,
1 stated my intentions plainly: I'm moving to
Los Angeles to become a rock star.

You smile. You say, you can't be
serious. Butlwas. Andthat is exactly what
1 did -- moved to Los Angeles, gota jobata
record store, and played guitar almost every
waking moment I could. Very young and
very alone in the Los Angeles night bloom
of jasmine. I woke to my astonishment on
the surface of the Death Star, in the belly of
the whale, with the towers of the city
framing a slow realization of simply how
big the world actually is. And no matter
how grandiose my notions of myself were, I
had to come to terms with the fact that my

insignificance was a staggeringly palpable

reality, i b
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But I'm getting ahead of m
yself,
ant_i perhaps away from the point. I said that
I dxg1 ;mt have nice parents. That is not
exactly true. My mother was very ni
) ry nice, and
my 't:ar:her had his moments, but they »:ere
not "nice parents". They were certainly
generous -- for example, they let me have
the old Datsun station wagon, the one my
mother bought in the 70's, the one my
brother and sister drove before me,
My parents, yes -- they di i
. i id th
bg.st, given the circumstances, Btjxlt the "
circumslances were not good. M
. My mother,
untjonunately, was slowly losing her mind
while I was growing up, but I did not know
that she was anything but normal, And

while my hair grew out during my senior
year of high school, she decended into 2
depression that would end up putting her in
the hospital, after my father came home one
day to find her sitting alone with his
saturday night special, looking at it, not
crying, but thinking.

When I look back at this now I
wonder how I did not see the pressures that
sent my father toward the liquor that became
his increasingly common habit. Isuppose
this too seemed normal. He had always
been a drinker, so what? I saw him begin to
play a kind of Jekyll-and-Hide that would
mirror my mother's own bipolar disorder, in
those days called manic depression. He
would retreat into his study of the stock
market, and work long hours at his medical
practice, taking on as much as he could.
Every so often he would notice me, and
become the authoritarian figure that he
thought was the right and correct model of
fatherhood, mixed slightly with a kind of
watered down Dr. Spock child psychology.
I can remember now, "How do you think
you should be punished for this behavior?"
mixed strangely with statements made
behind a few glasses: "You're the second
biggest fuck up in the world. You're brother

is the biggest, and you're the second
bi A it

3 Of course, my parents were
thrilled by my decision to Ir,lot goto co!l::a
anq less thrilled with my career choice, Bu’t
. while mmy father tried to dissuade me from
bgcommg a musician ("It's a dirty business
lel.").and occasionally threatened to smasix
my guitar, I think both of my parents saw
my move to Los Angeles as a grand stunt,
one that would teach me a lesson or two, and
1 wou‘ld eventually come home and go t<; the
local junior college. This was, after all
what my sister did after high school, wi:en
she made similar statements about getting an
apartment in town instead of going to
college. For better or worse, I never did
move back home and really did not ever feel
that the option was one that I could ever do
la{gely because I could not imagine living :
with THOSE PEOPLE ever again.

The night before I left home I
spent the evening with my girlfriend, who [
was leaving behind in the grand, romantic
style that had become by oeuvre. She loved
me z‘:learly as a friend, but I believe her
willingness to date me was predicated more
on her pity for me, my status as a kind of
local teenage rock personality, and the fact
fhat I swore up and down that I would leave
1mm.edxately after graduation. We spent the
evening under a blanket in the park, kissing
and knowinIg that this was the end.

arrived at home that ni
find my father on a mean r.lrunka.t ;l;egh (i
bellowed in my face, putting his hands
around my neck, shaking me and pushing
me bac}c against the liquor cabinet. He
yelled in my face that I was selfish, staying
out late and worrying my mother, and that |
could not leave for Los Angeles the next

(LTI Ees



day, as I could not possibly get enough sleep
to make the drive. I tried to explain about
saying goodbye in the park, but he belittled
it, saying that he did not care about my
"trysts." He took his hands off me and we
moved back through the house, yelling at
each other. I was in tears, throwing my car
keys down against the carpet, because 1
dared not throw them anywhere ¢lse. He
kept telling me that I could not leave, that I
was crying like a baby, that [ was too
immature to move to Los Angeles. We
woke my mother and I told her that she had
to divorce him, that he was insane.
I went to bed to escape them.
Waking late the next morning, I packed the
car and left without waiting for my father to
get home from work. It was my intention to
never see him again (again, the grandiose
gesture). I did not see or speak to him again
for four months, until finally he walked in
unannounced to the record store where 1 was
working.

How did this mushroom
Ay }lgppen to grow here?

) Strangely, the memory of thi
m_g.ht has lived with me since thz:ty ti:at:‘;ss a
prnime example of why my relationship with
my father is strained and distant, Exhibit A
1n my case against him, if you will, But
only after these last few weeks of meditating
on that particularly difficult time of my life
have I'begun to realize that it really was a
very difficult time for my entire family. For
my father, the empty nest meant beiné
ﬁnall)j alone with 2 woman who was losing
hgr rlmndA My departure also must have
sigmﬁed akind of failure of parenting to

him, as he could not understand who [ was
or what I was doing or why I was doing it
And the entire episode on that last night was
s;obatzly ir;‘ fact a way for him to beg me to
¥, though twisted by his
further by the alchohoi’. R
. So I want to thank ou, C
stsaien'e, for bringing all of t);xis ba:}? ?g
me, qxakmg me examine it again. I've been
surprised by how much the past can come
forward and pull at the heart, Ithink |
thought that only happened in other people's
more interesting lives.

peace and love,

Bil] ,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,,

Poems by David Ury

She was a plump and silky
angel. 8o beautiful and so
dumb. :

' Perfect but not perfect.

The musty honey scent of her
open legs {snatch) made me
drunk. :

But I was too timid to taste.

I'm on the pill, so you can
come inside of me.

But there were too many
pictures of diseased penises
and pus covered sores shoved
inside of me.

And I ran away.

That was 14 years ago.
I hear she's a prostitute

Tony Soprano

Tony Soprano has a confidence
that I lack.

All those gangsters do.

. They're not afraid of anyone
and they don't take no for
an answer.

Thanks, dad

omewhere along the way, I
learned to feel guilty for
every erection. o

And every crusty tissue in ﬁ&u

garbage can. e

Scarecrow (just kidding)

I'm going to be a novelist.

I bought a big dictionary.

Hardcover.

Now all I have to do is put
the words in the right
order.

" Spelunking

I did yoga

downward facing dog.

There was a girl next to me.

The shape of her body made a
cavern

with layers and layers of
rock and foamy sediment.

I wanted to take a picture.

But I'm not a photographer.

It would mean a lot to me if
you would just imagine that
image.

Just for a moment.

Now you're just trying to ge
attention U

\Everybody has sex, so I knw
it's not worth writing g
about.

sSame sex as me.

_ Maybe it's different.
My girlfriend let me come in

her ass last week.

The future .
When I was in high school I

thought I could soar to thel
top my field no matter what/

profession I chose.
Would you like cinnamon
crispas with that?

If you love something set it

free.




Do the Hustle!
Women of the Hustler Club discuss men and

relationships.
Barely Legal Special Feature Joint Article
by Brian Weaver and Phil Ramirez

i

The infamous Hustler Club in the North Beach district of San Francisco offers §2
drinks on Tuesdays. It's one of the best topless bars in the Bay Area. So, fora
$15 entrance fee, you can get very wasted and feel a little bit like James Bond
for an evening. The ladies there are particularly good looking; even the ugliest
of the lot could win beauty contests. And most of them seemed exceptionally
intelligent and articulate (e.g.: "You boys ready to Fiesta?"). We interviewed
five women: four of the dancers and one bartender who were kind enough to
share a few minutes of their evening with us and answer our questions about if
and how the sex industry influenced their views of men and relationships. So,
follow us down the stairs, where the INXS song "New Sensation,” never gets
old, and meet the ladies...

And Now... Meet The Ladies!
Tonight we have:

Name: Jasmine
Age: 26
Occupation: Dancer
Length of time working in this industry: A year
If you were a love song, then who would sing you?: Prince

Name: Victoria
Age: 21
Occupation: Dancer
Length of time working in this industry: [ just started -- it's been about a
year.
If you were a love song, then who would sing you?: Brian Adams -his
voice is perfect for love songs...No, wait! The Righteous Brothers! I like their
love songs. Either one of them.

%

Name: Phoenix
Age:1 tell people 25 but I'm really 27. 1guess it'sn
Who cares anyway? ,
Occupation: Dancer, but I'm going to write a book about my life. |
Length of time working in this industry: One year now! I started late.
| But better late than never.

If you were a love song, then who would sing you
his voice is so romantic.

ot that big of a difference.

?: Marc Anthony --

Name: Tara
Age: 25
Occupation: Dancer
Length of time working in this industry: Four years now.
If you were a love song, then who would sing you?: Marvin Gaye...
because he has a voice like butter.

Name: Lonnie
Age: None of your business
Occupation: Bartender
Length of time working in this industry: About a year and a half now,
here.
If you were a love song, then who would sing you?: Barry Manilow.
And? What? What's wrong with Barry Manilow?

The Question:
"Has your view of men and relationships changed since you started working in this
industry? If so, how?"

Jasmine: "No. Not really.(vacant staze. ..) Bye."

Victoria: "Well, I lost my boyfriend because of it, so this scene definitely
affected my relationship. Let's see, um, my view of men... yes, it did che:nge.
After I dance I don't want to be around men for a couple of days. Because I just
feel (wipes invisible dirt off of her arms and then hugs herself) 1 don't know
...like, I don't want to be touched or grabbed. (then squeezes my leg and leaves
hand on my thigh.) You know. (rubs my leg gently, while hips slowly gyrate on the side
of Brian's leg, as she thinks with a smile...) Do I see them differently? Yes. Now I
know the sincerity of a man. Imean, I can tell, when I'm not at work, whether a
man is interested in me or just wants to get something. I'm more focused on
that since I've started working here. That's how my view of men has changed.”




Phoenix: "This is one of the few industries where women have a powerful
position. So, if you don't take things personally and respect yourself then you
can survive this scene. And not only that but you can really learn something as
opposed to being a victim to all this (waves hand around the room). It's a very
powerful position when you realize it. I've learned a lot from doing it. How
it's not about looks -- it's about what's up here (touches forehead). You have
got to be confident. You come at them with an attitude, thinking 'You want
this!?' That makes all the difference, really. But my view of men hasn't really
changed that much. This is all just entertainment, really...it's not real. It'sa
business, and you look at it that way. And it's empowering to know the power
women have... the power of desire. You know? I want to make a book -- 1

think it would sell." » .

Tara: "Yes, my view of men has really changed since I started over three years
ago. It's a constant challenge to not hate men when I leave this place. Even
with gay guys, if they're talking to me, then1 think, ‘They just want to fuck me.'
(crosses her arms and frowns, haughty posture,) So it's a constant challenge to
not see all men like the men that come here. Because the men that come here,
for the most part, have serious issues with women. In other words, they have
unhealthy views of women, and this is where they go because they can't have
any real relationships. And those guys that have the most serious issues are the
guys that pay the most money. So we have to find them and then that's kind of
weird. We (the dancers) have to rent the time here because we're independent
contractors, and I've made as little as $40, which sucked, but then I've also left
here with four grand on some nights. There's lots of drugs, too (puts finger to
nose and taps it twice.) I don't do them anymore unless I'm in one of the private
rooms, and then I'll only do just a little, and that's only because they're paying

me $500 an hour. You start to see men as turkeys here. You have to go around

L 3
}I swear _by my Life and my Love of 3
that T will never Jive for the sake of

another man, nor ask
Y ask another ma e
for mine.” e

~John Galt in A
w

tlas Shrugged, by Ayn Rand

fairly quickly because it's a numbers game. For every ten guys you approach for

“I was never good at forgiveness,|
but | find I'm fantastic ot forgetting. &
When people say ‘forgive andf
forget’ it should really be “forgive or
forgst,’ because all you need is one]

a lap dance one will say yes, so you can't spend too much time talking with one
of them. It's all about timing (snaps fingers twice.) So, I'm going to go now —
I'll come back later."

Lonnie: "To begin with, a lot of these girls already have issues with men
before they even get here. They're view of men is twisted by some thing in the
past. So they hustle...they don't call this place the Hustler for nothing. For the
most part they're good girls, they just get stuck and stop striving to do other
things. I've known a few of us bartenders who have gone over to the dark side
(veferring to the dancers,) and most of them are still all right, but I've seen girls
spiral down with the drugs and money -- yeah, lots dropped off on something
and I've never seen them again. It's really kind of sad. Me? Guys try to hit on
me here and I tell them, "What makes you think I'd go out with a guy that'd
come to the Hustler Club? Are you crazy?"”




Anti-American, Anti-Christian,
Terrorist-Loving Idiots

By Brian Weaver

I have decided that I will challenge certain
politicians, religious leaders and TV news
hosts, anchors and other talking heads the
same way they challenge those who oppose
their ideologies. That is, I will condemn
them as anti-American, anti-Christian,
terrorist-loving idiots. Now, it is, of course,
my belief that everyone in America should
be able to express themselves and say things
about America within the constraints of the
first amendment, which are pretty broad
constraints, and not have to be condemned
as an anti-American, anti-Christian,
terrorist-loving idiot, and, of course, I'm
generally more ideologically in line with
those who get might get branded as anti-
American, anti-Christian, terrorist-loving
idiots, but it is also my belief that sometimes
you must fight fire with fire. A good
example of what I’'m talking about is how
Bill O’Reilly, host of the ultra conservative
(and often ultra neoconservative) Fox News
show The O Reilly Factor, recently stated
that if San Francisco were to be attacked by
Al-Qaeda, he would not want the United
States military to come to its aid. He said
this in response to San Francisco voters
approving a ballot measure in the most
recent elections that would encourage high
schools and city college campuses to
prohibit military recruiters. This apparently
really irked O’Reilly to no end, and he
responded by saying on his nationally
syndicated radio show The Radio Factor
that if San Francisco doesn’t want the U.S.
" military to recruit in their schools then, if he
were president, he would stop any kind of
federal aid to San Francisco and tell Al-
Qaeda that “every other place in America is
off limits to you, except San Francisco. You
want to blow up the Coit Tower? Go ahead.”

OK, now, O’Reilly has a right to his
opinion, but this is a man who regularly
calls people un-American and now he is
encouraging Al-Qaeda to attack San
Francisco, one of America’s greatest cities!?
That is some hardcore doublespeak snafu if
you ask me. And the funny thing is, outside
of San Francisco, no one really seems to
care that he has said this. There is this notion
that “Oh, well, he’s just trying to be
outrageous. He’s just full of hot air, you
know.” No, he’s a fucking evil doublespeak
propagandist is what he is. He would never
get away with saying such things about New
York City or Washington D.C. Well, at least
San Francisco supervisor Chris Daly seems
to agree with me. In response to O’Reilly’s
comments, Daly said, “... to green-light a
terrorist attack, to green-light violence in the
way that he did on his radio program
Tuesday night, you know, it shows a lot of
hate. It doesn't show a lot of humanity and
it's, I would say, un-American." Daly has
even introduced a resolution to the San
Francisco board of supervisors asking that
FOX News fire O'Reilly. Hell, yeah, way to
go, Daly! But I'm going to take it a step
further. My idea is to crcate a Web site that
will basically be a listing of people I think
are anti-American, anti-Christian, terrorist-
loving idiots. Perhaps that will even be the
header on the home page: “Anti-American,
Anti-Christian, Terrorist-Loving Idiots™.
In addition to Bill O'Reilly, I will list people
like George Bush, Dick Cheney, Karl Rove,
Paul Wolfowitz, Jerry Fallwell, Pat
Robertson, Tim LaHaye — you know, people
who are always calling others anti-
American, anti-Christian, terrorist-loving
idiots. And, of course, I will explain why I

think they’re anti-American, anti-Christian,

terrorist-loving idiots. There will also be
updates in the form of news items when any
anti-American, anti-Christian, terrorist-
loving idiots make any anti-American, anti-
Christian, terrorist-loving statements or
comments. Here is the news item I have
written about Bill O’Reilly...

SAN FRANCISCO - Fox news host Bill

O’Reilly has recently expressed political and

‘ideological alliance with Al-Qaeda, the

international anti-American terrorist group
headed by Osama bin Laden that was
responsible for the 9/11 attacks on New
York City and Washington D.C. O’Reilly
opined Tuesday, November 10, on his
nationally syndicated radio program The
Radio Factor that if San Francisco were
attacked by Al-Qaeda, he would prefer the
United States military not to come to the
city’s aid. He even went so far as to

dedicated to the firemen who saved San
Francisco from the fires started as a result of
the 1906 earthquake that killed 3,000 people
and nearly destroyed the entire city.
O’Reilly expressed these staunchly anti-
American views in response to San
Francisco voters approving a ballot measure
encouraging city officials and university
administrators to forbid military recruiters
from recruiting at public high schools and
on city college campuses and to create
scholarships and training programs that
would reduce the military's appeal to young
adults. Though the measure is a mostly
symbolic gesture and does not actually ban
the recruiters from the schools, which would
result in a loss of federal aid to those
schools, O’Reilly felt the gesture deserved
immediate response by Al-Qaeda in the
form of a terrorist attack. Neither Westwood
One, which carries The Radio Factor in 400
markets, nor O'Reilly himself could be
reached for comment so it is unclear
whether O’Reilly has actual ties to the
international terrorist group, is part of a
terrorist cell here in the United States, or is
just an Al-Qaeda sympathizer.

Questions sent to O’Reilly
(oreillvi@foxnews.com) and Westwood One
(Sherrv_Rothenberg@westwoodone.coimn)
on Nov. 13, 2005, to which there were no
TeSponses:

How long have you been affiliated with Al-
Qaeda?

Is the terrorist cell of which you are a
member in regular contact with Al-Qaeda
operatives and Osama bin Laden, or do you
work independently of them?

Have you ever met Osama bin Laden in
person?

What other American cities do you feel
should be attacked by Al-Qaeda?

omb.
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.'Why of course the people don't want war. Why should some poor slob on a farm want to risk h Tif
lcx:) :x V:r when the be’st he can get out of it is to come back to his farm in one piece? Naturally thels ¥
o :: :::r[s)lti;i;m }:uv:a:; ;:s:]:l niiiit:f}: i;x R;lssia, :;r in England, nor for that matter in Germany.
; : 5 e leaders of the country who determi i iti
zlways a‘simple matter to drag the people along, whether it isI: democracyx,n;:: tf::::th(‘;)::ti::
t }:eabgzzrdl :xgn:;\:,h :x; : :lommunist. dictatorship. Voice or no voice, the people can always be broughtrz;
aders. That is easy. All you have to do is tell them they are being attacked, and

d nounce t.he peacemak p xp g Ty g .
(33le] ers fOI lack 0‘ atriotism alld €Xposin the country to da" er. It WOIks the

- Herm i ;
ann Goerring [January 12, 1893 -'October 15, 1946, decorated ace and commander of the

Richthofe: i i
o n Squ{adron in WWI, Nazi leader and founder of the Gestapo in WWII, tried for war crim
and crimes against humanity at the Nuremberg Trials in 1945-1946] E

StEl[ElnEllt ﬂ]adE pn 'atEI) to Gustave SlleIt’ a German speal:!ng Int?‘lhgan:a :“i: eran
FS) :hD]Ongt ho was gxa"tEd ﬁ ee access by the luhes to au [he p]]sﬂllels hE]d m thi lh’“ E[nh 3[gJall

Hermann ing i i
i Goering made this statement from his cell on the evening of 18 April 1946. He committed
suicide on 15 October 1946, hours before his scheduled execution.

Gilbert 3 | i
th hresponded. "There's one difference. In a democracy, the people have some say in the matter
= ; ’
ugh their elected representatives. And in the United States only Congress can declare wars."
rs.

"Oh yeah?" - Alec Way
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FACE THE WIND

CLOTHING

Lap Dancing for Wally

By April Valentine

Their names were Keller and
Clahan. They came from the South.
You never saw one without the
other. Like the Valkyries, they
worked best in a pack.

His name was Dunne.
Walter Dunne. He had a mustache
and sensitive eyes and luscious just:
atthe-collar curls. He was the Tom
Selleck of our school, no doubt
about it.

| was just 17. And this is
the story of how | gave my high-
school guidance counselor a lap
dance.

It was the Monday before
the Friday before Christmas Break.
Homecoming was long forgotten,
we’d just wrapped the musical
South Pacific, and because of our
enormous schoolwide, across-the-
grades effort, we had successfully
inundated our local Top 40 radio
station with thousands of postcards
telling them why the Coral Springs
Colts deserved a professionally
deejayed Winter Spirit Dance. So
the week was looking like this: turn
in final assignments, obsess over
how fofally radical it was that we
won the contest, get a perm,
coordinate lies to parents about
where we were going Friday night
ofter the dance, find somebody with

facial hair to buy us beer, and then

head off into 2 weeks of holiday no-
school bliss.

| was in the rehearsal room
practicing a dance number for the
January Backto-School talent show

o of them approached.

L. Kefler
Sooretary p Cighan
Caiance

They were school secretaries, two of
the many unsung heroes that made
the place run like clockwork but
whose pictures always seemed like
o waste-of-a-page in the yearbook.
They were a dynamic duo of
administrative ability—
mimeographing, memo-writing,
phone-answering, announce-ment-
scheduling, treatbaking, cheer-
dispensing gal pals.

Even though we students
couldn't tell them apart, they always
seemed to know our names. We
called them The Ladies, like a
generic brand of dishwashing soap,
indistinguishable from all of the
other ones. You know, “The Library
Lady,” “The Attendance Lady,”
“The Lunch Lady,” etc.

The Front Office Lady
{Keller) was wearing @ schlumpy
green sweater with a Rudolph pin
fastened near her clavidle. lts red
nose blinked randomly. The
Guidance Lady {Clahan) wore
dangling earrings made out of huge
outdoor Christmas light bulbs.
Green on the left. Blue on the right.

{Scheol colors).

“ Aprilt We knew you'd be
here! We've got a proposition for
youl!”



“Huh?®” {Slightly dizzy &
ut of breath from admiring my
_moves in the mirror.}

“You musin't {she actually
used the word musin’f) tell anyone,
but we—giggle—~are Mr. Dunne's
Secret Santas.”

Mr. Dunne. The world’s
sexiest guidance counselor.

“lsn’t it usually one Secret
Santa per persong”

“We doubled up!” giggle
giggle. Clahan covered her mouth
and the blue Christmas light clinked
against her ring.

“Anyway,” said Keller,
“we were wondering if you would
be willing to come down fo the
guidance office on Friday at lunch
and be a Singing Secret Santa
telegram for him...except, you
know, dance instead of sing!”

A digression: At this point
in time, | was known throughout the
school for my signature dance
number, “Hey Big Spender,” from
the musical Sweef Charity. Always o
puzzler, why high school drama
teachers felt this was appropriate
material to stage, since it’s the story
of a down-on-herluck prostitute. But
whatever. My number was a
sweetly innocent yet smutty piece of
dance-theatre that basically
involved me vamping it up and
draping myself provocatively all
over a chair, swishing my legs
around and well, pretty much doing
a pole dance. But on a chair. | had

choreographed it for Thespian
Showcase, took it to state
competition {judged “Superior”},
performed it around the firepit at
our Science Club camping trip, and
then taught it to our school dance
troupe so at some point there were
actually 22 teenaged girls in
leotards gyrating over cafeteria
chairs in the name of ‘modern
dance.’ It was fruly obnoxious, and
it made me extremely popular.

Of course | said OK.

And so at the appointed
hour, Mr. Dunne {or “Wally” as we
affectionately referred to him in the
girl’s locker room) was busy
shuffling SAT materials and college
applications at his desk when |
peeped in.

“Mr. Dunne?”

He said nothing. But those
sensitive eyes registered fear.

“Could you step out into
the hallway for a moment?”

He arrived to a crowd of
The Ladies wearing holiday-themed
sweaters and standing in a half-
circle, shifting their weight from one
sensible shoe to another in
breathless anticipation of what was
about to commence. | don’t
remember any men {except Wally,
of course}, but it seemed to me that
the entire population of those three
wasted “Staff” pages in the
yearbook were present. In the
middle of the half<circle stood the

requisit ty chair. And me, ina

red Danskin leotard yanked up to
my armpits, litle white belt holding
it sky-high. My furry Santa cap had
April written in silver cursive glitter
along the white brim, and of course
| had borrowed Clahan’s Christmas
light earrings. | sauntered over, hips
blaring, red-and-white striped leg
warmers bunched stylishly around
my ankles.

Grabbing his tie, | pulled
him over to the chair. The Ladies
hushed. | kicked my leg in a wide
slow arc over him, londing the toe
of my white jazz slipper ever so
gently on his right thigh and pushed
him down into the chair.

“Merry Christmas Big
Spender.”

I have only a few
memories of the actual dance, my
mind mostly being occupied with
hitting my marks while navigating
around his two twitching legs and
very broad shoulders. At one point,
draped sideways across Wally’s
lap, back arched so for that the tip
of my Santa cap was dusting the
floor, | saw that his socks did not
exactly match. And later, as |
slithered on my belly down his
knees, knowingly wagging my butt
af The Ladies as | went, | looked up
at him, expecting a huge, gleaming
grin. Instead, his expression was
sort of a concentrated blank. He

_ looked like he was pretending to be

just another slightly-omused member
of the crowd. Then | saw him gulp.

He had quite o manly Adam’s
apple. It seemed to be working |
overlime.
About three-quarters of th
way through, The Ladies began to
clap and sing/shout “Hey Big
Spender” every time the refrain
came around. | hardly noticed this
because | had become preoccupied
by a tiny inflamed pimple under
Wally's chin. “What happens when
he shaves?” | wondered. But then
BAM BAM BAM, the music was
prompting my big finale, and |
kicked and spun and leapt and
straddled him once again, kissing
his cheek right on the final note of
music. As | dismounted, my lips
tickled from their slight encounter
with the corner of his luscious brown
mustache.

Immediately, | was
enveloped by the roar of The
Ladies. It felt like scoring o
touchdown, with much stomping
and hooting and high-fiving
amongst my co-conspirators,

Poor Wally. He posed for
a picture, thanked me politely, and
left as soon s he could. He never
came near me again.

Abter that, | never looked
at Clahan and Keller in quite the
same way. We'd formed a
sisterhood of sorts. Being their
surrogate Santa gave me a kind of
triumphant and special sort of cache
among the grown-ups. And as the
orchestrators of this lusty event, they




achieved a kind of notoriety and
mystique that The Ladies had never
enjoyed before. :
As | look now at their
faded pictures in the yearbook, |
can see their secret twinkle, that
naughty sense of fun lying just
below the surface of their thin smiles
and perfect posture. Turns out they W

, W.oounne
weren't such a waste of a page il

Victim

GUANINE

Dear Heather; o THYMINE Toveosive o

You don’t know me, but I know you. Or should I say, you don’t know that I
KNOW {ou. I know all about you. I see you every morning and eve(;y
evening. | see your beauty where others only see your frizzy hair, bad skin,
and always flared nostrils and tiny stand alone teeth. Where others say you
have a cave where your breasts should be, I see majestic stalactites. The way
you eat bananas, straining them through your skinny teeth with all those
spaces in between, the way you walk around in your room dressed onl’y in
our Henrietta Hippo underwear, the way you want to “go for a walk” with a
andsome and popular boy. I know all about what you really want to do on
your walks. I know all about the way your pits smell. I know you better each
day. I see the way you look in your leotard. I can read your lips, Heather.

I just want one thing from you Heather. Just one thing. And if you don't

ive it to me I am going to take it. Do you know what it is? Think about it
%ieathen It’s something you carry deep inside you. It may be purple or pink
or creamy. It may be soft and furry. It may be polished or rough, dry or wet.
But I think it’s wet. And juicy. But you're not a 900 number girl Heather. 1
see that. I know what you’re thinking I mean, I know how the chills are
running all along your knobbilicious spine. But I don’t want to snog, as your
favorite British rocker, Roddy Slimane, would say, making you yourself have
goo-number thoughts. I know whose face is on your pillowcase. I know you
don’t want anyone to know how you grip your pillow at midnight. But it’s all
riiht. Because what I want from you is simple, it’s the very simplest thing.
The most boiled down. It’s your essence Heather. That's all. I WILL
extract it. I WILL drink it down. I WILL vomit it up and drink it down
again. Then I WILL vomit it up again and squirt it into my eye.

With passionate desire,
Your Secret Admirer

HEY SOLDIER, or,
THE LUCKY LIEUTENAN"I"_ :
By Jamez Smith %

Though the parking lot was
empty, I strategically parked
several spaces away from the
arcade, just in case the military
police drove by. I sat in the car
for a while, my stomach
churning. Twice, I put the key
back in the ignition, and once
actually started the engine,
before I finally got out of the car.
“If I get busted for being here,
I'll just say I didn’t know,” I
consoled myself.

The door of the arcade
opened with the tingle of a
sleigh-bell. The space inside was
surprisingly sparse. One glass

I had been in the military for barely
more than a year. I’d been stationed on
McChord Air Force Base for about three
months. As soon as I’d saved enough
money, I purchased a car. After my shift
of duty was done, more often than not, I
would hop in my car and head off-base for
shopping, a movie, or simple joy-riding.

Now, whenever an airman was
assigned to a new base, he was given a list
of business establishments and areas of
town that are off-limits. Different routes
back to base would take me past one or
two of these “No-Fly Zones”. One of
these was a mini-mall, that lay along side
the road, right next to base.. Unlike other

to the Riddle of Existence

magazine racks. There was a man

mini-malls, this one had no Baskin- : ,

; 1 behind the counter, seated on a
qubms, Gap Stores or Cl3uck E. Chee;es. stool next to an open closet. He
This place featured neon signs shaped like looked up from whatever he was
martini glasses, or advertised all-nude reading just long enough to
dance joints, and 25¢ arcades. The latter silently acknowledge my
PESLG P TALe St LGB Ko presence. He reminded me of

See, a few years earlier I'd discovered Comic Book Guy from the
the 25¢ movie theatres around Polk & Simpsons.

Seeking Answers

Geary in San Francisco. At that point in
time, aside from reading pom, those little
booths represented the bulk of my

expege::cehas igay dmz::‘e, Siagat o distance I could see none that I
s i S el was interested in. I walked up to

the military, I also decided to “stop being the wall Eartheit o ohete tho
gay”: For me, that meant not reading or FHAN e
watching porn. So, though I wanted to, I
wouldn’t let myself check out the arcade,
for fear of getting busted and sent to jail. I
spent my first year in the Air Force
celibate. I had crushes, and lusted after
some of my fellow airmen, but that was
the extent of my sex-life.

Well, one night, while driving past

1 scanned the walls of the
brightly lit square room. Lots of
porn, of course, but from a

the mini-mall with its 25¢ arcade, the &

hormones raging through my 20 year-old \\‘-‘L

body got the better of me. Despite the AL\)&‘ %\
“No-Fly Zone” ban, and the trouble I W

----------- could get in, I did a quick u-turn, G
and pulled into the forbidden

drive. GREEK TALE OF GENESIS

counter, and wall-to-wall



man was sitting, and began
scanning the pornographic
imagery. Titles jumped out at
me: “Big Tits”, “Big Black Tits”,
«Asian Angels”, “Dick White &
Pussy Black”. I continued on
down the wall: “Bi Biker Babes”,
“Daddy’s Favorite Girl”,
“Doggie Style Dames”.

Half-way around the room I
stopped at a copy of “Little
Brother’s Best Friend”, hoping
that, despite the naked woman on
the cover, there’d be at least one
scene of a naked baby brother
and his best friend’s cock. As I
flipped through the pages, the

jingle of the door announced the

arrival of another patron. My
heart leapt up into my throat.
Walking into the shop, in full
dress green uniform, was an
Army officer. A second
lieutenant, according to the brass
bars on his epaulets. He removed
his hat, and walked up to the
counter.

I fumbled to the far wall,
putting the magazine down in a
fluster, reaching for another, as if
the Lieutenant would somehow
realize my true intention.
Ignoring titles, I snatched up the
first book I saw with women on
the cover: “She-Male Freak
Show”. My face hot with fear
and embarrassment, I looked
towards the counter, where the
Lieutenant was exchanging cash
for tokens. He looked back at me,
smiled, nodded, and disappeared
into the open closet.

Closet? Duh. In my quest for
printed pom, I’d forgotten about
the 25¢ arcade aspect of this
place. I walked up to the counter,
and peered into what was now

_obviously a doorway.

“Three dollar minimum.” .~
Announced Porn Store Guy.

“Wha?” I mumbled.

“If you’re goin’ in, you gotta
buy three dollars in tokens.”

The prospect of live-action
porn re-ignited my hormones, -

wiping away all fear. I got five dollars
worth of tokens, and walked through the
portal.

This room was in stark contrast to
the first. It was dark. Pitch dark. It took a
moment for my eyes to adjust. The first
thing to come into focus was a red glow.
This came from the many booths lining
the corridor of this narrow room. Coin
slots. I walked up to one of the rear
booths. Like all the others, the door was
ajar. I peaked in, confirming that it was
empty, then took a seat, and locked the
door. :

..to be continued.
A signal from the brain

can converx relaxed bundles of muscle cells into
a regsmented army pulhng together to keep the

Anonymous Cubby Cock

I MADE A PACT WITH YOU OH CUBBY
THAT I'D GET TO KNOW YOU,

MADE A PACT WITH ME AS WELL,

TO PUT MYSELF BELOW YOU.

WHAT A SILLY OBSTACLE
I THEREBY DID ENGENDER,

{EVERYTHING | SENT CAME BACK"

TO ME "RETURN TO SENDER"

I'VE REACHED THIS OLD RIPE AGE,
AND WHAT A MIRACLE IT BE

I'VE GOTTEN MYSELF SINGLE

AND UNTIED FROM COMPANY

SURE, I'VE DONE A LITTLE WORK
AND SAVED IN THIS DIRECTION,

BUT WHEN IT'S LATE AND YOUR STILL HERE

I HAVE A TRUE ERECTION.

MAN, HOW LUCKY CAN ONE BE,

TO KNOW AND LOVE THE CUBBY,

HOW MUCH COULD MAN PARTAKE
BEFORE HE GOT UNSIGHTLY CHUBBY?

OR COULD HE FEAST TILL BREATHED HIS
LAST

ON CUBRBY SELF-INVOLVEMENT
WHILE NEVER ONCE BECOMING |
ANY MANNER WELL-INSOLVENT?

SEEMS TO ME THE LATTER'S TRUE,
{ MARVEL AT ITS WITNESS: 4
A GLIMPSE OF SELF IN MIRROR

AT THE PEAK OF MY OWN FITNESS.

WHERE THE CUBBY PERSEVERES
YOU'LL FIND THE HOME OF FREEDOM,
WHERE THERE'S FEAR AND SLAVERY
THE CUBBY CAN DEFEAT 'EM.

ALL ARE BORN FOR THIS GREAT HONOR,
STILL IT MUST BE CHOSEN.

1 SEARCHED THE WEST UNTIL | FRIED,
THE EAST TIiLL | WAS FROZEN

NOW | KNOW I'M EQUAL

WITH THE LOVER THAT | LOVE
WITH RIGHTFUL EXCLUSIVITY
AND NOTHING ELSE ABOVE.

MNOW THE GREAT LEGITIMATE

IS RIGHTLY CALLED MY SAVIOUR:
FAIREST CREATURE IN THE LAND,
THE SPRING IN MY BEHAVIOUR.
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Virgin Pussy

‘A Road trip With

Sonny

By Sean Chiki

Sonny had pissed himself again.
There was no doubt about it; a wet patch
had formed on the crotch of his tennis shorts,
seeping down into the upholstery while he
snored away. It’s not as though this in itself
was a surprising state of affairs, nor in fact (as
Richard pointed out to me) was it the first
time that it had happened. Sure, Sonny was a
loathsome and incredibly disagreeable
individual no matter how you looked at him,
but still there was something gruesomely
compelling about a grown man losing
command of his bladder as he dozed off the
crapulence from a case of Budweiser. | made
a mental note not to use that chair anymore.

Sonny spent much of his time while
he was home like this, either in a conscious or
unconscious state. He was absent for weeks -
at a time driving his truck about the
interstates, but when he came home for a
weekend he seemed to subsist on a diet of
cheap beer, popcorn and televised roller
derby and professional wrestling. Today
however, had been an exception to the rule.
Today he, Richard and | took a road trip to
Grand Prairie to sell some Nagle prints.

RERAL

“l want you to hold that pedal
down until you get to 100 mph,” Sonny
sputtered out his order after taking a swig
from his can of Bud.

Richard looked nervous. The stretch
of highway was as long as it was flat but it
was midday and there were other motorists
on the road. Richard timidly began to
accelerate. We were gaining fast on the car
directly ahead of us. As we edged closer and
closer, | could feel Richard start to let up on
the pedal.

“Goddamit Richard, keep going!
They'll get out of your way!”

Richard hit the gas again, harder.
His hands wrapped tighter around the

steering wheel. We were topping eighty.

Eighty-five. The car ahead switched lanes.
“Keep going!” shouted Sonny.
Ninety. The engine roared.
“C’mon! You're almost there!”

Ninety-five.

Richard held the pedal to the floor
and gripped the steering wheel as his knuckles
turned white. The needle on the
speedometer crept over the last few notches
to one hundred.

“Whoohoo!” Sonny nearly sprayed
out a mouthful of beer on the dashboard.
“Now pull over, I've gotta piss.”

Slumped in the back, | breathed a
sigh of relief as our velocity decreased and
my fingernails released themselves from the
door handle.

The car was a retired police vehicle
from the seventies bought at auction. The
passenger side door was stuck shut so you
either had to enter from the driver’s side or
jump through the window (as | preferred to
do) Dukes of Hazzard style. A rust spot on
one of the doors where the police decal had
been was shaped vaguely like a teddy bear.
The back seat had been removed for some
reason and in its place was a dirty old bed
mattress, to which | had been relegated today
along with a case of Budweiser. Richard
called the car the Pigbitch.

We were on our way from Azle,
Texas, where we lived to Trader’s Market in
Grand Prairie, just outside of Dallas. The
event, which had precipitated our trip, was
the questionable acquisition by Richard of
three Patrick Nagle prints. Sonny had been
out on the road the previous couple weeks
and somehow or other the gas bill, which
was already past due neglected to get paid.
When the gasman came by to shut off our
gas, Sonny was none too pleased to find out
how much money Richard had spent to buy
the prints and have them framed. So he
gathered us all up along with a case of
Budwesiser, which he threw in the back of the
car and commandeered our little trip to raise
the money to have our gas turned back on.




Sonny had begun drinking even
before we left and was clearly well into a
preliminary stage of drunkenness by the time
we made our first stop. Richard slowed the
car over onto the shoulder and Sonny
jumped out. Then he took up a stance on the
passenger side of the car, leaning with his arm
and looking out over the roof at the traffic
speeding by, trying to appear nonchalant and
not as if he was taking a leak... sort of like
people normally do when they stop for no
reason by the side of the highway and watch
the traffic. | was a little surprised by this
unexpected show of modesty, especially by
the end of the day | couldn’t understand why

he didn’t just whip it out and piss into the
oncoming cars. But | guess it was only his first
few beers.

We got off the main highway
eventually and started taking a back road.
We sure didn’t seem to be getting any closer
to Dallas. Grimy trailer parks with trucks up
on cinder blocks outside still featured
commonly in the roadside vista. We
approached one of those wooden stalls
where they were selling watermelons and
other produce. Sonny became agitated and
started yelling for Richard to pull over again.

“These are the best watermelons yer
ever gonna find! Remember these Richard?”

“Yeah Dad.” | noticed the first trace
of exasperation in Richard’s voice.

Sonny jumped out and came back
moments later with a big grin on his face and
two huge watermelons in his arms. He threw
them in the back with the beer and me and
we continued on our way.

It was almost touching, it occurred
to me, how Sonny could get so excited by
the seemingly simple things in life, like a nice
tasty watermelon. This was a guy that
Richard told me drove his truck into a bar

after some Mexicans beat him in a card game.

Well | guess he wasn't so bad after all.

We reached Trader’s Market by late
afternoon. The place was hot and full of
people milling about from one stall to
another checking out the deals and the goods
on sale. Sonny was drunk and becoming
belligerent again about the matter of the
prints.

“| don't know why you bought
those things Richard! The frames cost you
even more than the prints. And you don’t
have a fuckin® job! You better get a fuckin’
job! Why don’t you work for Bonnie? You
could work off what you owe her for the
frames and all the art supplies she’s been
putting on your tab.”

“She doesn't need any help, Dad. |
already asked her.”

“Yer ass sucks buttermilk! You
should get a trucker’s license!”

“l don’t know Dad... we're gonna
try to find jobs out in Dallas...”

“Dallas? We live in Azle! You should
apply at that service station they’re opening
up down the road. | betcha you could get a
job there.”

“We're gonna look in Arlington and
Grand Prairie. That'll be close to Dallas and
not too far from home.”

“Richard...”

“l know; my ass sucks buttermilk.”

Trader’s Market is one huge flea
market. People bring everything here to sell,
from a litter of newborn puppies to
someone’s latest and amazing new car polish
invention, along with the various and sundry
dealers of annoying arts and crafts that seem
to be ever present at these sorts of things.
After about a half hour of wandering through
the warren of stalls, we found the art dealer.
He took a look at the prints but 1 could tell
by his initial reaction to them that we
weren’t going to be walking away with much
for them.

“Well they're really not worth a lot.
These particular images aren’t in such
demand at the moment.”

He held up the one that | thought
was the least interesting of the lot and
offered the most for it, primarily because of
the nice frame-job. Richard settled on an
amount that was clearly much less than he
had forked out for them. Sonny was not at
all happy and seemed determined to stay and
argue until the dealer satisfied him with what
seemed like a graduate course on the
economics of art dealing. In his ever
increasing uncivil state as he polished off
another beer in a plastic cup, Sonny decided
it was time to count our losses and go.

Se—"
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As we headed out into the parking
lot, three teenaged girls passed by on their
way in. Their revealing summer mode of
dress proved to be too much for the highly
inebriated Sonny to contain himself and he
let loose with an exquisite drunken volley of
slurred catcalls.

“Sugar sugar! Sugar sugar sugar...
booger booger! Whoo hoo! Baby's got her
blue jeans cooon!”

The effect that these
inappropriations had on their targets might
have gone with only a few appalled and
disgusted facial expressions in return had the
girls not been accompanied by a middle aged
woman who was obviously someone’s
mother.

“You horrible, filthy old man! You
ought to be ashamed of yourself! These girls
are only fourteen!”

“C’mon Dad, let’s go,” Richard
muttered as he attempted to steer Sonny
along in the direction of the car so as to
avoid further incident.

The sun was going down by the
time we made it back into Azle and Sonny
had made it through the last of his
Budweisers. As we approached a number of
roadhouse-like taverns, Sonny instructed
Richard to pull in to the first one. We
followed Sonny to the entrance and tried in
vain to remind him that we were both
underage.

“It don’t matter,” he huffed, “you
ain’t drinkin’.”

Sure enough though, it wasn’t long
before the bartender asked us for our ID's
and then immediately demanded that we all
leave. Sonny seemed determined to argue
with everyone even though most of his
arguments ended in no avail. Admitting
defeat, he simply led us out of the bar we
were in and into the tavern next door.

This place was nearly empty; one or
two patrons, the owner and his wife and
they seemed all right with Richard and |
hanging out while Sonny refreshed himself
with a beer and a game of pool. Richard
found a video poker game and slipped a coin
in the slot, A skinny fellow with a molester
mustache and scraggly beard sauntered over.

He wore a white painter’s cap and a

Newport t-shirt that said ‘Alive With
Pleasure!’,

“Hey | know what that sign means,”
he snaggled as he pointed to the peace sign
on Richard’s t-shirt. “l used to wear one of
them. You know, | used to be a hippy and |
was all into peace and shit. | don't know that
other sign though. What’s it mean?”

“It means anarchy.”

“Anarchy? Whoah. You into
anarchy?”

Suddenly, as | glanced in Sonny’s
direction, the most horrifying sight of my
hitherto eighteen years greeted my eyes.
Sonny’s testicles had managed to liberate
themselves and were now dangling out of
the leg of his tennis shorts. | was literally at a
loss, stunned, unable to decide whether to
say something to someone or casually
pretend that | didn’t notice what had now
burned itself inexorably into my brain. |
merely sat and watched as he bent over the
pool table to line up his shot, oblivious to his
blatant scrotal exhibition.

I was saved from the fearful lone
responsibility of this knowledge however
when | saw that the owner's wife had also
noticed and was whispering to her husband
and nodding with a rather appalled look in

" Sonny’s direction.

“You better tell him to control
himself,” the owner called over to Richard.

Richard spotted the problem and
said to Sonny sheepishly, moticning to his
crotch, “um... Dad, you're coming loose.”

Sonny glanced down, then
continued lining up his aim with the pool

“Lemme finish my shot first.”

HRRAX




We decided to leave Sonny dozing -
in the chair with his soiled crotch and went
back to watching Dr. Gene Scott on the
television in Richard’s room. What else were
we going to do? it was no good moving him
until he woke up. Suddenly a bellow came
from the living room.

“Richard!”

We looked at one another and then
Richard sighed and got up to see what he
wanted. He returned a minute later with a
pained expression upon his face.

“He wants me to go out and rotate
the tires on the car.” RE) 2.

“What?!” | almost laughed in \{\: :
disbelief but didn't out of sympathy for \V
Richard.

“Richard!” Sonny hollered again
from his damp throne.
“All right, all right! I'm going!”
“Yer ass sucks buttermilk!”

“Don’t worry, that sign doesn’t
apply to us,” | assured the tour
bus driver, as we reached the
gates of the Hunter Point Naval
Base and were confronted with
the “No Trespassing Under
Penalty Of Federal Law” sign.

He held the bus at the gate, as
| explained that the leader of our
guerilla theater had indeed gotten
the Navy’s permission for us to
enter the base at 11PM with a
busload of about 50 semi-drunk
audience members to put on a
quick, ten-minute performance.
As | recall, it was to be a voodoo
cabaret ritual song and dance.

The driver rolled his eyes at
me, knowing that | was lying to
him; but still, he decided to take
us into the Naval base.

We quickly unloaded the
intoxicated audience and set
up the equipment; the whole
performance, from arrival to
leaving, was on a very tight
schedule.

A few days earlier, the theater
tour, during the location-scouting
mission, had hung out after hours
at the base, making noise and
flashing lights in an attempt to see
how long it would take for the
M.P.s to notice us. Once we saw
their car in the distance, we
scurried off the base. We took that
response time and shaved a few
minutes off it (for safety’s sake,

because we knew the expanded
crowd would cause extra attention

tonight.) So we knew exactly how
long we wanted to be in this
location. During the pre-planning
of every show, we took time to
figure out how long it would be
before we could be expected to
be asked to leave a spot by San
Francisco’s finest. This was pre
9-11, so after much playing dumb
{“No, officer | didn’t see the ‘No
trespassing’ sign”) and begging,
we were normally just asked to
leave if we were caught.

. We would also need to secure an

entrance to some closed locations;
but preplanning and bolt cutters
fixed that problem. Our fearless
director’s theory was that art
should be done everywhere, the
odder the space the better—
empty oil tankers left to rust on
hill tops, closed pumpkin patches,
condemned buildings, Home
Depots and junk yards, to name a |
few of the places where we had /
bands play, poets recite, and
people dance. His other theory
was: you were really not suppose
to be any place you could actually
get into (with a little work and a
clip of the bolt cutters).
&

As the voodoo song ended,
-we saw the flashing lights we
recognized from days earlier off
in the distance. We hurried the
people on to the bus; and then
{ asked the driver to please take
us out of here—and further
explained, the quicker the b
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Arnold’s China Trip

By Jason Gonzales

It was a mess in the tool shed. Evidently, the Governator
had gotten angry. We could see the aftermath in the
garden. Turned up earth, ravaged vegetation and garbage
strewn all over the bushes. Wu Li looked it over and
concluded, “That fucker went berserk.” It was as true as
it was sudden. One minute there’s a tour through the
garden and workshop, he’s waving and smiling for photos,
he’s doing a little barely comprehensible sermonizing and
the next moment, he’s got his bomber jacket off and he’s
shouting in that odd throaty way that everyone remembers
from the Conan days. “No! This is not the way to
distribute a film! We have to embrace a market philosophy!
Jet Li is an awful type of person. He just sits around in
his living room sipping champagne. He’s not real!” And so
on, making less sense as he goes on. Just a moment before
someone had asked him why buying cheap copies of expensive
American films was a crime and then he’s completely
freaking out, stomping over to the tool shed, throwing
things around and coming out wielding a hoe. Everyone
scattered when he started swinging it around over his head
and bugging his eyes out. The trash cans got it first,
then the flowers, then the juniper berry bushes. By the
time he calmed down, he was simply hacking away at the
corner of the building. ™“You are a dirty bitch!” he moaned
abstractly. From our hiding place behind the tractor, Wu
Li looked at me and said, “Gray Davis never pulled this
kind of shit!”

I.—Replace headgear. Fold inner flaps
of carrier and fasten the outside flap.
Return carrier to position at rear of
left hip.

SACRIFICE S
by Karl Soehnlein

This took place in 1990. Gay
Pride weekend, New York City.

Back then, Gay Pride was
more defiant, fueled by an
urgency that just isn’t there
today. We had no AIDS
treatments, no state recognition
of our relationships, no hate
crimes legislation. Anti-gay
violence was at a peak. If you
cast your “queer eye” ona
straight guy you'd get beaten for
it. In New York, we were reeling
from the brutal murder of Julic
Rivera, a gay guy from Queens,
the Matthew Sheppard of our
day. My friends and | silk-
screened t-shirts that featured a
raised purple fist next to the
words QUEERS BASH BACK.

Which is not to say that Gay
Pride weekend wasn’t a
celebration. It was, complete
with floats and balloons and wigs
and glitter and leather and go-go
dancers and and a sense of hope.
On Sunday, the big parade would
move down Fifth Avenue and
turn at the Washington Square
Arch to make its way toward the
Village, toward the Stonewall
Inn, where the whole movement
had been born twenty years
earlier. Where once had

Bakelite Division, Union Carbide

] and Carbon Corp.
Transparent overshoes keep a prefty
pair of pumps dry without hiding them.

occurred a riot between drag
queens and the police, now
stood the souvlaki grills and t-
shirt kiosks of the post-parade
street fair.

This story takes place the
night before the parade, a
Saturday evening at the end of
June. The sidewalks were
overflowing in the West Village.
It had started as an official
gathering of the Radical Faeries,




with a speaker or two talking
into a mic, but it grew intoa -

_ party too big to be contained.

My friends and | and the people
around us—the activists mixed
in with the out-of-towners
looking for fun and the
onlookers checking things
out—had taken over the streets
that bordered Sheridan Square.
And then we were moving,
pushing out of the Square in a
steady, exuberant flow up Sixth
Ave., making our way against
traffic, and then stopping traffic
altogether. Bringing downtown
Manhattan to a halt ona
Saturday night, just because we
could.

Someone revived the
Stonewall era war-cry, “Out of
the closet, into the streets,” and
our numbers swelled. All kinds
of people wanted to get in on

_the power of the moment—

power that came not from
slogans or t-shirts but from
presence, this nonviolent show
of strength. There were too
many of us for the cops to push
back on the sidewalk, so even
though laws were being broken
(jaywalking, disturbing the peace,
etc.), the police turned their
attention to holding back or
redirecting traffic. | remember
how happy | felt, amazed that
this had spontaneously bloomed
into something so big.

We turned off Sixth onto
one of the side streets, further
messing with motorists who
were stuck with nowhere to go.
If an angry driver yelled at the
crowd to get out of the way, our
chant would morph into, “Out
of your cars, into the streets.”
Some people did get out of their

cars, giving themselves over to
the spectacle, turning up their
car radios and dancing on their
hoods. Others just looked
helpless and angry, which didn’t
bother me. Why should society
go on as it always did, in this
neighborhood, on this night of all
nights, the anniversary of the
birth of our revolution? The
world was out of whack, and our
community was suffering greatly,
we who paid taxes but were

_denied benefits, who gave

politicians,our votes but gotso

little in return, who were beaten
in the streets and blamed for it.
In some temporary but potent
way, we were tipping the balance
of power. Tipping it just enough
to remind the rest of the world
what we already knew: that the
social contract was in a state of
disorder, and something had to
be done, even a symbolic
something like amming the
streets with people having too
much fun to care about the
rules.

The night ticked on, the sky
getting darker, the traffic
situation hopeless. Every now
and then a driver would try to
squeeze through an opening in
the crowd, pleading his case
through his window. But even if
he found a sympathetic ear, the
mob was too big, too set on its
ambling course, to split apart and
let him pass. Inevitably these cars
just got themselves in deeper,
encircled like an island in a sea of
queer flesh.

These little clashes became
more prevalent, and | started to
feel the temperature rise, the
hostility increase. Drivers were
laying on their horns, yelling
insults from half-rolled down
windows. Every now and then a

_tough guy would stand outside

» 2

“couple of older dykes lose their

his door and threaten whomever
was nearby, threats met with
reciprocal insults and on-the-
spot political diatribes, or blown
kisses and wit.

My own tactic was to
ignore. | was doing my best to
ignore one guy in particular. He
wore a polo shirtand a
backwards baseball cap and was
standing on the pavement next
to his open car door, his arms
waving furiously, his voice
commanding, “You people better
get the fuck out of my way.” His
car, a smallish, red four-door,
was trapped on fane Street near
the corner of Seventh, His
girlfriend, prettied-up for a night
out, sat in the passenger seat,
her face resigned to the delay, to
being on the wrong side of this
situation. Getting no satisfactory
response, the guy yelled, “That's
it! Fuck this shit!”

He slid back into his car,

stammed the door, gunned his ..

engine. He gunned it again. Then
he hit the gas, blasting into us.
Those of us who had watched
this unfold jumped back, shouted
for others to do the same. He
took advantage of this sudden
parting and floored it, scraping
past the revelers, sending people
spinning and shrieking as rubber
burned on the pavement. | saw a

balance and topple to the

- ground.

The car careened sharply to
the left, clump-clumping over the
concrete curb, and swerved
onto Seventh, which was empty
for that stretch because we'd
blocked access to it. | saw his
red taillights blurring away.
Those of us near enough to feel
the adrenaline rush of having
almost been run over reacted

quickly and took off after him on
foot, leaving behind a crowd
buzzing from the commotion. Up
ahead, the red car came to a
stop at a traffic light. Now there
were more of us chasing him,
sensing that he wouldn’t get
away. He must have sensed this
too, because he didn’t wait for
the green before he hit the gas
again.

He made a right on
Christopher Street, which was
too crowded with revelers for
him to pick up speed. The guy
running next to me, someone |
had chatted with earlier, sharing
a laugh, was now pulling cans of
beer from a shoulder bag and
hurling them toward the car.
One landed on the trunk with a
thiid and shot out a spray of
foam. We were closing the
distance. People on the sidewalk

were stopping to watch, trying
to figure out what was going on.

. | feit so many things in that
moment: the fury of having
watched that two-ton vehicle
charge into a peaceful assembly;
the hunger for revenge; the
sickening fear that by chasing
him we might be making it
worse, that he might actually hit
someone up ahead.

* He drove only as far as the
Lucille Lortel Theater, halfway

- down Christopher, and then

couldn’t get any farther. The
marquee was lit up, casting a
glow onto the red car as the
driver swerved toward the
sidewalk and screeched to a halt,
two wheels on the curb.

The car was immediately
surrounded. We banged on it,
shouting. The guy who'd been
throwing beer cans swung his
bag into the back window. |
stepped closer, lifted my foo




and kicked hard into a headlight.
| could hear the screams of the
girl in the passenger seat above
the sound of the smashed glass.
As | felt the tremor of the
impact in my ankle and shinbone,
| looked up through the
windshield and saw the very real
terror on driver’s face. It
stopped me cold. | hopped
the mob. Someone else stepped
in to the gap I'd left behind.

Next thing | knew the
girlfriend had flung herself onto
the sidewalk, clutching her
purse, hobbling on high heels.
The guy tumbled out after her,
dragged her toward the box
office. He was trying to reason
with the angry faces surrounding
him—"That's my
property!"—while voices
shouted back, “You should have
thought of that before you tried
to kill someone!”

| wondered if it was him
who would be killed, wondered
if | wanted to see that happen,
right here, see him torn to bits.
All that nonviolent love I'd been
feeling had been overwhelmed
by the toxicity of his aggression.
Just one year earlier |

been beaten by a couple of
gaybashers who looked a lot like
this guy; | went to court to
testify against them, listened to
the prosecutor lie to the jury
about how these boys had been
defending themselves against my
sexual advances. | had received
the unbelievable news of their
acquittal over the phone from a
young district attorney fumbling
through an apology. | had hung
up the phone and hurled a glass
full of vodka against the wall.

Part of me hungered to see

this heedless driver sacrificed for
that past injustice, for the
helplessness I'd felt then.

Part of me was recoiling
from this bloodlust, the way I'd
recoiled from the car when | felt
the headlight shatter beneath my
boot.

i looked around. No one
was in charge, but the crowd
seemed to know what it needed
to do. The driver and his
girlfriend were abandoned as the
full power of vengeance was
turned on his property. As more
of the original marchers arrived,
the empty car—this weapon
glowing in the light from the
marquee—was swarmed.
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Fists hammered the hood,
the trunk, the doors. Legs were
raised, kicks aimed at windows. |
watched the glass break into
spider webs. | watched someone
climb to the roof and swing a
heavy heel into the windshield,
the impact frozen for a split
second by a camera’s white flash.
Streetlight rippled across the
glowing red metal, dented and
puckered under the nonstop
barrage. A wall of bodies banded
together, leaned against the
vehicle, rocked it, tried to lift it
off the ground.

| heard a chant start up,
“Queers bash back, queers bash
back,” and | joined in, shouting
myself hoarse.

The cops arrived and
shoved their way through,
dispersing us before the car
could be upended. | saw one of
them find the driver, suddenly
reanimated, his arms waving
frantically in every direction. His
girlfriend’s face had gone blank
again.

As we backed away, the
damage came into focus: tires
flattened, glass shattered, paint
scratched, mirrors torn off.
Metallic pulp. Totaled. Even the
roof was half collapsed, as ifa
heavenly fist had descended
through the night sky to target
this puny machine.

Some folks approached the
police to give them the story. |

considered stepping forward as a

- witness, then thought better

system once before and it had
gotten me nowhere. | moved
away to find my friends, those
same friends | had started the
night with so carefree and happy.
| was shaking. The last thing |
saw was the cops leading the
driver and his passenger into a
police car. Getting their
statement? Making an arrest? |

didn’t know. As far as | could
tell, not a single person who'd
helped destroy the car was taken
in.

The next morning, the
cover of the New York Post
showed a photo of the wrecked
car. We were front page news. |
don’t remember which details
were lid out by the reporter; |
don’t remember what happened
to the driver; | don’t recall any
withesses quoted in the article.
Maybe | didn’t even read the
article beyond its headline, which
seemed to me to say everything
that | needed: QUEERS BASH
BACK. On that celebratory
Sunday, the documentation of
he previous night's retribution
had become the image of our

ride
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Bull’s-eye! One of these young archers has made a
perfect hif, exactly in the center of the target.

about it. | had engaged the legal




by Lorna Kirwan

Barely Legal Haikus.

October 31, 2005. ;
by Fly Molo Ramirez

Rodeo Queen

Rodeos have jong been 8 social setting
for small towns in America. In @
particular gmall town, the rodeo was @
place 10 meet your neighbors, show your
bravery, and show your style. The people
_of the town would entey the events as
small children, starting with the “gstick
horse races, in which a child would
oride” from the start to the finish line on
a broom with 2 cardboard cutout of 8
horse's head. Older Kkids would compete
with a real horsé in a simple style of
dressage, showing control with 2 walk,
wot, and canter. The teenagers woul
les: a timed event

ride the parrels or po
o show your speed with a horse around
shree barrels OF poles.
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in her best wranglers and a pledge book,
asking people to pledge money to her. If
she got the most pledges then she would
be the Rodeo Queen for the year. It had
nothing to do with her horse, her talent,
her smarts or her leadership
qualities. Really, the purpose of the
competition for Queen was to- raise
money for the rodeo, nothing more. The
Queen’s duties were mostly
ceremonial. After the crowd would sing
the Star Spangled Banner, the Queen
would carry a big banner and gallop on
her horse around the arena to start the
rodeo, and later attend the annual rodeo
dance and BBQ. She would also need to
accept the little tiara and give it away to
the next Queen.The tiara fit snugly
around the crown of most cowboy hats.

It usually starts with the Rodeo
Announcer. He walks slowly over to the
. girl as she brushes her horse’s main or
~ feeds him oats after riding the
barrels. The Rodeo Announcer has the
blue Wranglers, the big silver belt buckle
~ a prize from a team roping
competition — the cowboy cut shirt, the
-boots, and the big hat, He walks slowly

up to the girl who is focused on her

horse, unaware of her sprouting turnip

breasts, and puts a knobby, wrinkled
hand on her shoulder. The toothpick
bounces from one corner of his mouth to
the other as he speaks, between .the
words, “It is time that you ran for Rodeo
Queen. It is time. You have a chance.
You should try.” The toothpick bobs
between the short sentences,

The girl replies, “Uh, yeah, maybe.”

The toothpick tries to make room for
the words. “The competition starts
soon. You need to start soon.”

Th, yea'h, maybe, ok.”She goes
back to brushing her horse as he walks
away.

After the rodeo, the clown comes up
to her, followed by his dog. He is out Qf
his make-up and his baggy outfit. Hx
lips look surprisingly thin and downcast
without his big red smile. She stoong to
pet the dog, and the clovyn says, “You
know, it is a great privilege, a great
privilege to be a Queen. Everyone will
envy you; the whole town will envy
vou. It is a great privilege. You should

run for Queen.”

The girl pets the dog and does not
look at the thin lips and the” downcast
mouth. “Uh, yeah, uh, maybe.

By the next rodeo, if the pledge bqok
hasn’'t been picked-up by the budding
rider, then the past Queens start to
make their appearances. They are ol'der,

they seem old to her, apart from
her. They once ran the barrels but now
do dressage and jumps: events that
don’t need speed but require more
precision.

%

“Darlin’, you know, runnin for
Queen is easy. Easy as runnin’ the
harrels. This is what you do: you go 1o -
the tackle shop — get yourself into a new
pair of Wranglers. Get some ‘of those
new colored ones. Make them tight, your
figure can stand it. Put on some malgt;— ;

up, I can help you with that, and with

ke

5 She made some tarts
A RA e

I’'ve been to London to visit the Queen. /

/The Queen of Hearts

your hair.You just walk around
town. You just walk. You go up to single |
alwave _ give the most .

RO N
money. Don't even bother with the
women or the men with women. Just g0
up to the single men. They will give you
enough. It’s easy Darlin.’ Real eaéy."

- The pressure continues from the
dxfferept angles: the man, the hand. the
toothpick; the thin frown; the former
Queens. She needs to decide what to do.

Pussy-cat, pussy-cat, where have you been?




"Oh, Billyl You make me so hotl" ;
“Shelial I've wanted you for so longl"
“Give it to me Billyl" With a sly grin, Billy slowly went down on the buxom blonde Shelia. "Wn?ch ‘rhe
toes Billy! Don't bite so hard!” i
"What are you talking about?" Billy Asked, But Shelia had no more to say as the crazed lawn mower {
began to rip her shapely feet to little pieces! Blood, skin, tenden, and polished red toenails flew everywhere! It |
+ook all of Billy's willpower not o pass out, he sprang to his feet to run away, but in that same instant the lawn =
mower from hell got to him first and gnawed away at poor Billy. Shelia, crying, began to drag her way back to her =
home. Without feet, however she couldn‘t go far. She only hoped that she wculd find home, before the mower
would find HER/ T - s .

Daddy, why is the sky blue?

“Well Son, the sky is blue, because.,..I made it that wayl Tsn't it beautiful?

"Wow DADI You're amazing!"

"Why yes, Son, T sure am. Now, I'm going to-go inside for about an hour Yo talk to the babysmzr
about...about Where o hide the salami.”

“Alright, Dad!" Little Jimmy continued his playing in the sandbox. Little did he know, this was to be !
the last. Tall, thick grass surrounded the area around the sandbox on all sides, anything four feet or lower would |
be completely hidden.... All of a sudden, Jimmy heard this sound in the grass, as if something were, well, dragging
itself very slowly through it. Then, a poor pathetic face, that of Shelia, popped out of the grass, eventually, her
whole body appeared, all the way down Yo her perfect little stubs of what was left of her feet. ’

"Help mel HELPI" i
“You want to play? I like Yo play! We could play soldiersl And I just shot youl“
‘T've been attacked...by a lawn mower! Get somebody!"
| “You're SILLY! You silly lady!” |
You little SHLT! et samebody here now! v '

"DADDY! This lady said a bed word!" "Doddy“ came running out of the house, at the same time, wha
could only be assumed to be "Mommy" drove up. A7

"Hi, Sweetiel" She picked Jimmy up in her arms, and then gave her husband, Herman, a sharp look,
"Your pants are unzipped Herman." Guiltily, he went back inside. “Well, cupcakel What have you done all day?

her “"Mom! There was this ladyl And she had n no feetl And 'l'here was blood ¢verywherel And then I aske
io Play soldiers, and then she told me a bad bad bad word!" | o

“Why don’t you, um, show me this lady, darling.” So the dnsbehevmg mother was led away by her son
to the sandbox. But no lady did they find here, only mangled shards of what was left of Shelia's body. Pale
pieces of skin lie everywhere, the only substantial part of her body left was her torso, where her rib cage was
exposed. And what was even more disgusting; her heart was still partially beating. "Welll" The mother said, and
swiftly lit up a Virginia Slim. If only she had known, what a ‘bad’ habit smokm was becnuse then out of the tall
grass cc came the maniacal lawn mower, hungry for

when ruffled, turned into one mean homo sapian. :
i A tall skinny man in the back rmsed his hand. "Thls isn't grade school idiot! Arnolds

the Jungle gym, und fhen mnhcmusiy hit it with small stones and tin cans until it dies." g
g "You FUCK! You imbecile! Do you know what you're saying?! Do YOU want to risk the li

How dare you sirl Shame on youl But...I# just might WORKI'

ittle Jimmy limped along with his crutch and one good leg. The place where his left leg once was, sti

pained him at times, and reminded him of the viscous attack by the lawn mower, who he referred Yo only as, TH
mower. Sadly, Jimmy gazed out at his fellow classmates, running around in high spirits, playing games of tag, red
rover, and hopscotch. If only he could still play with his friends, then maybe the hurt would slowly fade away.
Now, the children only taunted him with names such as "One-legged freak®, "Stupid Idiot", and the occasional
"Fuck Head". After enduring only two days of this, Jimmy couldn't take it anymore, he needed a plan, and h
needed it fast ;

One day on the playground while thinking of what to do, he found himself in a dark corner of the
p!ayground "Grrrrrrrrrr » THE mower appenred from out of nowherel But that was th

Immy knew something that they didn't..
"Hmmm...Millicent, you are a clever one aren’t you?" Jimmy picked out a glrl in the crowd..He started
acing around her, well, what would have been pacing if he hadn't been leg deficient. “Millicent, why don’t you
| come here7" She hesitated, but curiosity got the better of young Mllhcenf Jimmy led her to some thick
f th e she's falling for uﬂ" Jimmy said

rove these feelmgs for you, why don't you step over there, that bush in fhe middie?" Millicent, taken nback at
is compliments, did as she was told, but unfortunately those were the only compliments she was to receive for
he rest of her lifel And fhey were fake onesl The lawn mower leaped out and garbled up her face! Blood

" The mower turned towards Jimmy and began advancing!
¢ "Heyl HEY! Stop it T'll get you anofher kid! I didn't know she was part of the cross country team!
0000000000C00Q00"
. "6rowll" If a translator had been present, he would have told you it meant: "don't FUCK with the
ower" T immy was quickly eaten and his innards sprayed all over the bushes in a lovely ensemble of red upon

| green that reminded on-lookers of Christmas...too bad Jimmy's mommy would be receiving her son in a box th

'Cause he was DEAD/



Sally woke up from a short nap and
turned over to nestle against her boyfriend Joshua
who was by her side...She started to stroke his
body; "Oh, Joshie Woshiel You're so HARDII
Qo00000.....0h god..." However, the usual grunting,
kitty noises that Josh would sound in return did not
emit from his form, instead a steady and
solid..."grererre..." Sally began rubbing ' Josh'® over
and over, "Josh! I want you so bad! You're such an
animall”

"GRRRRROWLLLLLLLLLLLLLUIH® Sally
got up fo straddle her boyfriend, however she soon
quickly discovered that ‘Josh' wasn't really Josh!
She flipped on a light only to see that Josh laid in a
bloody gory mess on the hardwood floor that had
only been refinished three days before. "6od,
dommitl We'll have o get that fixed again!
Josh...Josh! You're gone, forever and ever....All the
time we spent...” Sally looked to see what was in the
place of Josh, only to find a lawnmowerl! Josh was
gone, and equally unfortunate, Sally was incredibly
excited! She looked over at the gory mess, and then
1o the lownmower, then to Josh, then the
mower...Josh....Mower....She couldn’t decide, so
instead went for bothl (Out of respect she had sex
with Josh first).

Spreading his gory remains all over her
glistening, hot body, Sally had the most intense
orgasm she was ever o experience...But the lawn
mower wanted a piece of the actionlll

YGreree..t

"Ch, mower! I'm coming for you nextiilll”
She hopped on the mower, using the handle to
facilitate her needs..sliding her body over and over
it's metallic hardness...Then the mower got angryl
He couldn’t get of f (he was only a mower you
know)iil

‘grrer...BITCHIM The mower attacked
with sudden ferocity, shards of Sally flew
everywhere as she joined Josh in heaven.....Forever/

ek

Lawnmower: a short interlude

I am amower and I eat fat bitches
I really like the taste though it makes my crotch
itches
Try some flesh today and you'll feel alright
Then sit on my lap and screw me all night
ei]

Y ok ok

Jason and Freddy aren't the only ones that will
rip you to shreds!

The Lawn Mower Tales Twenty-two points, plus
triple-word-score, plus fifty points for using all
my letters. Game's over. I'm outta here.
(TALES OF DESTRUCTION)

cuy bible: book of thoughts

the virgin mary had her head blown off in queens today

it was a statue outside a church, and the guy who did it also shot two cops.
mayor bloomberg said we were lucky, that this could have been a much
tragedy had the officers been slain. § ‘ - .

he didr’'t mention the virgin mary, who had, after all, lost herhead. " 3%,
charlie danger, meanwhile, was finally set free from his years of hard penanc

although even that now seemed to lighten. * &2
he remembered from time to time that it was summ
that no matter what else it was summe
10 he'd come to take summer for granted,
11 complained so much, threatened so often to move to la,
12 that he thought sometimes that new york herself had every right to expel him
from her breast, ‘ e
13 and cast him back to california, where he arguably belonge
14 but i am here in new york right now, doing this thing.
15 he had a job at a place that sold love § _
16 and it was his job to think loving thoughts whenever possible v
16.5 and to use a form of telepathy to transmit his vibrational essence into
product, a light gel that was bottled onsite.(Z 013 _
7 here i am, unfrozen from the carbonite at last, he thought, stretching in a made-up
yoga pose after work; @8 777 . _
8 as he relaxed his body he noticed himself remembering his seven years in
captivity, 1 ’
9 realizing anew,
hislife, 72 - .
20 and understanding for the first time that he'd been a fool and walked into a trap
21 that he'd gotten delivered headfirstinto yuddieville. { & e
22 and that he'd been taught to tie his own hanging rope

4

5

6 but his period of hard labor had just begun,
7

8

g

24 "never again,” he said. .
25 “never again will i be taken in by the false lu
to extremes of self love the likes of which the world has never before known.”
26 grasping his cock, which had becomne giant, with both hands, he screamed, "i wil
be the most selfish man that ever lived




Acrea moth, *83
Aedes mosquito, ¥102
Ailanthus sitk moth,
*86
Alfalfa butterfly, *77
Ambush bug, *46
American burying
beetle, *113
Americon cockroach,

American copper, *74

American dog tick,
152-*153

American grasshopper,
*26

American painted lady,
*70-7%

Angle wings, *68-*69

Angular-winged
katydid, *19

Annuatl cicada, *37

Anopheles mosquito,
“102

Ant lions, *55

Antennae, *58

Ants, *138-*140; seo
also specific nomes

Aphid lien, 53

Aphids, *39

Agquatic bugs, *48-*49

Arctic skipper, *82

Argentine ant, ¥140

Asparagus beetles,
124-*125

Backswimmer, *48-49
Bagwaorm, *101
Buld-fuced hornet,
146-*147
Baltimore, *67
Banded purple, *62
Bunded woollybear
*83
Bean beetles, 120-
Bed buy, 152-*1F
Bee fly, 107
Bees, *148-¥14
Beetles, *109~
*150, %1

_ ses »alsr
Billbug, *1

Black carrion beefre,
*H2

Black fly, 105 :

Black swallowtail, ¥79,
80, *81

Blackberry knot gali,
*141

Blackwing domseifly,
Ml

Blue butterflies, 74-*75
Blue mud dauber, *143
Bluebottle fly, *106
Body louse, *32

Boll weevil, *135
Books, reference, 154
Borers, *94, *134
Bronze copper, *74
Brown lacewing, *53

INDEX

Brovn-tail moth, 96

Buckeye butterfly, *63
Buffalo freehopper, *33
Bugs, *42.%49, *128;
see also specific
names
Bumble bee, *148
Bush katydid, *18
Butterflies, *58-*82
see also names

Cubbuge butterfly,

Cuddisflies, *57

Comel cricket, *2

Cankerworms, *

Carolina grasst
%26

Carolina mar
*24-25
Curpenter ¢
Carpet bes
Carrion b
Caterpil’
Caterpi
i f
Cave
Ceer
Che
Ck
<

¢

Cottony=tw.
*41
Cow-killer wasp, ¥ix

Crab louse, *32
Crane fly, *104
Crickets, *20-%22
Croton bug, 23, 152
Cuckoo wasp, *143
Cocumber beetles,
*123, 124
Culex mosquito, 103

Damselflies, 50-*51
Darkling beetles, *133
Darning needles, ¥50

Deer fly, *105
Diving bestle, *127
Dobsonfly, *54
Doy fleu, *151
Doodlebugs, *55

Dragonflies, 50-*51
Drone fly, 107

Duck louse, *151
Dung beetle, ¥*130-131

~wig, *29, 113
niled blue, *75
*134

s galls, *141
weevils, 135
ppers, *26-*28
airstreak, *74
spangled fritil-
ry, *64, “66

n darner, *50

e
eenbottle fly, 106
Sulf frititlary, *65, 66
Gypsy moth, *96

en June beetle, *129

" House fly, *11, *13,

152.*153
House mosquito, 102-
*103

Household ants, *140
Household pests, *140,
*150, 152.*153

fchneumon, 136, ¥137
imperial moth, *93
insect galls, *141
insects:
collecting, 14-16
control, 9, 124, 152
development of, *11
family tree, *10
~ris of, %6, *12-%13
< of, *7
- 20
aoth, *83

se beetle, *111
ugs, ¥128

sdids, *18.*19

‘acewings, *53
sadybird beelles,
*118-*119, 120

/ Larder beetle, 152-

*153
Lateral leafhopper, *34
Leafcutting bee, 148-
*149
Leathoppers, *34-*35
Lice, ¥32, Y151
Little bluck ant, *140
Little wood satyr, *73

Locust borer, *134

Locusts, 26

Longharn beetles, 134

Lubber grasshopper,
*

Luna moth, *¢1

Mantises, *24-*25
March fly, *105
Marine blue, *75
Mason wasp, *142
May beetle, 120, *128,
130

Mayflies, *52
Meadow fritillary, *64
Mealworm beetle, 133
Mealy bug, *41
Melon aphid, *39

is, 11

Met )

Hairstreaks, *74 2
Hairy burying beetle,
5313

Hairy rove beetle, 113
Harlequin bug, *42-43
Harvestfly, 36

Head louse, *32
Hellgrammites, *54
Honey bee, *149

Horn beetle, *132
Hornets, 146-*147
Horntails, *136

Horse fly, blagk, *105

Asterisks (*) denote puges on which illus?mﬁ_qns appeu{'o“

Mexican bean beetle,
120-*121

Migratory grasshopper,
¥37

Mitkweed bugs, *45
Mole cricket, %20
Monarch butterfly, *60
Mormon cricket, *21
Mosquitoes, *102-*103
Moths, *82-*101
characteristics of,
58.59
Mountain butterfly, 80
Mourning cloak, 68, *62
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MEA SCALE (IN MILLIMETERS AND CENTIMETERS)
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YOU CAN'T DO THAT HERE.
YOu CAN DO THAT THERE.

60 BACK

TO HAIGHT
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