


How to take the pertect
Study Break.

You study hard and when you
take a break, it better be good.
When you're looking for that
perfect study break, try one of
Tresidder Union's options.
You deserve it.

1. The Corner
Pocket

The first formula a
Stanford student learns: %
frozen yogurt + socializing
with friends = the perfect
study break. You can also substitute
or add pizza-by-the-slice. The Corner

Pocket is only a few steps from your room,

serving pizza and fro-yo until 11:30 pm.

2. The Store

Need a quick snack?
, The Store is the place
#e - for you. Open until 11
: pm, 7 days a week, the
Store can supply all the necessary
ingredients for the perfect study break:
sodas, juices, coffees, teas, crackers,
cheeses, meats, aspirin, magazines,
stationery or the ultimate in study breaks
— a pint of Haagen Dazs. Be prepared for
late night munchies — stock up!

3. The Recreation
Center

After sitting at your desk, get your
blood flowing again at the Recreation
Center. Take out your frustrations on a
few pins and bowl a game or two. Or take
a trip into the fantasy world offered by

any one of the 35 video and pinball games

in the games room.

4. The Coffee House

Ready for a really satisfying break? Try
the fine coffees, pastries, sandwiches,
nachos, beers or wines available at the
offee House. If you don’t have
to hurry back
to the

stay

a while
: and relax to

some fine entertainment.

Closing time is midnight

: Sunday Thursday and 1 am

on Frlday and Saturday.

5. Student Arts at
Stanford (STARTS)

How about some entertainment to
bolster your spirits? On Thursday nights
check out STARTS-sponsored concerts in
the Coffee House. On Friday nights, try
one of STARTS  movies. You can also call
the Campus Events Tape to see if
anvthing else is going on.
Or you can just take a
walk through Tresidder
Union and view the
STARTS-sponsored
art exhibits (2nd floor
lobby & Coffee House

aliery).

aq

Tresidder Union

Information 497-4311
Campus Events Tape 497-0336
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“Jungle” John

comedy flourished, when it seemed
second nature to crack a smile.

But not anymore. That was then.
That was BHD. That was Before
Humor Died.

How did Humor die? They all ask,
sooner or later. Oh, there are
rumors, tall tales and half-truths . . .
but come a little closer. Let me tell

that was long ago.
y Say now! There's a Incredulous? Every
{ laugh. Hah! Guffaw, anymore. You can't e
Hale uffaw. Yuck, yuck. Hoo!  days, not now — but I'§ you something. I know. I was there.

Comedians used to hear these time when young girls o Watched him go. Help? Did I help
$lings, now and again. No, bear surpress a giggle, schoolchildren him, you ask? It isn’t so easy, saving
¥ \vith me — it’s true. And not only would prance and caper with merry, a tired old jester. No, I didn't save

the professionals, either; time was, laughing voices, men might share a him. But I've treasured his memory.
pretty much of anybody could think good joke aroung the poker table or And I heard his last joke.

up something funny and get a good, at the office, a traveling clown might We were all together that last
hearty howl or a rolling belly laugh. elicit a hearty ho-ho from a whole night, the night humor died. Yes, the
A titter, even — grant me that. But neighborhood . . . a time when 0Old Boy was there, and the Jester,

i Zhe Stanford Lhaparral



. The Ibis and the Blot
nor. He was older than
of us. far older even then. His
“wscomb. once bright red, was
='most grey. (He showed me a
. once; I saw him
=zring that hat, in all its radiant
onstage at the Globe
==ter. It was almost new, then.)
2zc pounded down his third
Shirley T :mple before I'd even
emwived. 2nd he was nursing tall Roy
i s when the 'tender gave last
= Wed been discussing circuses
1 to and carnivals we’'d
s==n when Humor slammed his fist
=0 the counter. “What's the use?”
“Where's the purpose?” He
. of course — how could
known then that he had
s==c back his last shot as we
crmed foward him, the busboy
= the peanuts and jumping
from he counter as the bar
»s=C up. "I'm old!” he mumbled,
2= the whoopie-cushion on his
= o0 surrendered little more than a
== 2s he rose. "I thought I'd live

==ners with its long beak. The

AND
ME

others agreed, each going his own
way as they left. I couldn’t leave
him. We walked together for a
while, Humor and I, saying nothing.
He dragged his colorful clown boots
as we walked, barely lifting his tired
feet. His squirting daisy was long
dry, its squeeze bulb empty and
parched. It seemed that hours
passed as we walked, coming finally
to the bridge that sliced like a
rigeletto through town. We had half-
crossed it when he stopped, turning
toward me with searching eyes, his
round, red nose catching the
moonlight like a glowing coal. “Old
Boy!” he cried, grabbing at my
shoulders just to stay standing, “Old
Boy, who am I?”

I was taken aback. “You're
Humor!” T laughed, but I don't think
that he heard me. "It was all going
to be so . .. so funny” he whispered.
“We were going to paint the world
in polka dots and stripes, roll on the
floor while we laughed until we
cried, sing silly songs and dance
nonsense jigs on until the cows
came home, yes, until we forgot
what cows were -or where home was

" He shook me. “We were going
to make a difference. We were going

T To

HELL
ALL Trgy ©S
WAS THIS

T-SHIRrT!
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to poke fun at everybody. Lion
tamers. Feminists. Everybody. But
no. I can’'t remember the punchlines
anymore. And so I must go.” He
stood back and reached into his
pocket.

Cows? Lion Tamers? Feminists?
He was mad. “No!” I screamed,
“Don’t do it!” It was too late. He
pulled the banana peel out and
tossed it onto the path. For a
moment we stared at each other.
“Humor . . . " I began.

“What's worse than a hand-job
with a Brillo Pad?” he interrupted,
his wide eyes bright beneath his
hat.

I racked my brain as he stared at
me, trying in vain to divine the
proper response. It was futile.

“I don’t know” I confessed.

He smiled. Impossible to forget,
that last grin, “No hand-job at all!”
he cackled, stepping forward as he
spoke. The peel flew into the air as
he took his last pratfall, tumbling off
the bridge toward the water below.

He never hit, that son of a bitch.
I'm sure of it. He's waiting, biding
his time. Gathering all the
punchlines.

He will come again. @




UNDEAD W

by Ron Herbst

never suspected a thing was wrong
when I heard the screams come
from the other side of campus.
Heck it was dead week, what should I have expected?
Anyway I had a lot of others things on my mind that
night, so I'm not surprised that I didn’t think about it
at first. I'd been cramming all night for a really tough
Russian final, hour after lonesome hour until I fell
asleep over my books. Just the wind I thought,
stretching a bit and closing my eyes. No cause for
alarm.

It would have been the end of the whole thing if I
hadn’t woken up fifteen minutes later. There I was bleary
eyed, staring at a puddle of drool I'd made on Lenin’s
face while I slept, and suddenly I realized that the
screaming was still going on. I tried to ignore it and go
back to sleep, but there was no way of sleeping a wink
while that horrible cacophony continued. It was a little
unnerving, laying there in the dark. Where was my
roommate, anyway? Elsewhere. Out there.

I pulled my coat on. I figured by now that something
strange was happening and, much as I expected to regret
it, [ was going to have to go out into the hellish wasteland
that I'd been able to shun until tonight — Stanford After
Dark. :

Stanford has never seemed threatening to me by day,
but after the sun goes down I get nervous. I had heard
stories that would make your skin tap dance backwards.
I'm not superstitious or anything, but I get this feeling
that there’'s something in the air that attracts the creeps
and psychos — History majors, English majors, Drum
majors. For that reason I don't go out at night if I can
help it, and you can probably imagine how I was feeling
as I left the comfort of my well-lighted dorm. ‘Don’t look
vulnerable’ I thought. ‘You're dead if they think you're
vulnerable.” Well, I felt pretty feeble. I'm a vulnerable
guy. I pulled my coat tightly around me as the wind blew
me over. I'm a small guy. I picked myself up and headed
right into Doom.

I tried to ignore a growl that was approaching me, but I
couldn’t help stealing a quick glance at them. They stag-
gered and stumbled, lumbering around rather heavily,
considering that these guys weren't all that heavy.
‘They’re drunk’ I thought, and I waited for them to try
and jump me. They didn’t. I was surprised. Drunk people
always love to jump people and beat them into
hamburger; you can see. it in their eyes. ‘Let’s punch that
wimp’ those eyes say. Believe me, I've seen it.

Anyway, they just passed me by, talking under their
breath and handing food back and forth. Curious, that
food they were carrying. They ate without plates or
napkins, just holding it right in their hands. ‘Barf-O’ I
thought Fhat s revoltlng Grc,asy as hell. The food was




thick with the stuff, wet and glistening in the moonlight.
Deark red oil. Hideous — and Stern was easily half way
scress campus. Something just didn't click.

Amnother thing — there was a full moon out that night,
wellow and pendulous. After they passed me by I noticed
#_And then more screaming. ‘Some frosh in the Quad’s
been slipped a long, rough tongue’ I thought optomis-

tically. but it was just too loud out there. Not even a
<lobbery soul-kiss gets that kind of full-scale

pandamonium.

’d almost reached Meyer by this

time, and I decided that any further

investigation would have to take the
Bback burner while I ducked inside LOTS to buy a Tab.
I walked in CERAS digging into my pockets for
change, but I never made it past the doorway. LOTS
was packed with some of the tiredest, most
depressingly bloodshot hackers I'd ever seen. Row
affer row of terminal cases, each one with a boney
back, bent arduously over a glowing console. But the
woorst thing was — I shiver to remember it! — they
were tapping in unison.

I mean it. Tap. Tap. Tap.

I decided I could do without a Tab after all.

The change clattered from my hands as I scrambled
towards the nearest door, which wasn't the one through
which I had entered but exited right toward the Quad.
No! Not that way! Reeling, I fled into a small hallway. No
way out. I turned around, confronted by a horrifying
apparition leaning intently over the photocopier,
clenched fists pounding rhythmically at the controls.

Thump. Thump. Thump. Thump. He was making copies
to the beat of the LOTS terminals. They were copies of a
single page from a worn black book. A print of Munich's
“The Scream.” Sheet after leering sheet they poured out
in a heap on the floor, hundreds of them. A pile of dimes
covered the machine, spilling into a wide pool on the
floor. I turned and got out of CERAS fast. The night air
slapped me like an open palm as I stumbled to a
frantic halt.

I wanted to avoid the Quad like the plague, so I headed
toward White Plaza. [ walked briskly, suddenly realizing
that in minutes I would be at Tressider. Of course! Their
Dead Week 24-hour study room would be open and full of
people. I didn't look back as I crossed the plaza in a
cloud of gutter smoke, not pausing until I'd safely
negotiated the stairs at the center of Tressider Union,
leaning inward to compensate for centrifugal force. I
wiped my brow on my sleeve and stepped inside the
study lounge.

inally I could be at ease. The room

was packed with people, all busy

studying. I had to talk to someone,
anyone. | poured myself a tall cup of coffee and
approached a man at one table. “Excuse me, do you
know what time it is?” I smiled, tapping him on the
shoulder. He didn’t move, I was about to repeat my
question when he slumped over and fell to the floor in
a lifeless heap. Startled to the bone, I dropped my
Folgers right on his limp gray face. His nose steamed.
I checked his pulse. Dead.
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The wind was louder now, a lonesome howl that
whipped through the room. They were dead, every one,
and a crackling, bubbling laugh was blaring endlessly
from an overturned radio in the fdl corner of the room.

It wasn't plugged in.

ran, a scream flowing out behind

me like a wake. Somehow I found

my dormitory, my room, . .. my
roommate. Sheldon was there, dialing the phone. I
stopped in the doorway. Pulled it shut. Gasped for
breath. Sweat dripped into my eyes.

“Sheldon™ I whispered,
Something very bad.”

Sheldon looked up.™
was he deaf?

“Shel" I repeated, "Hell's come to visit. It's right out
there.” 1 pointed through the window, but he continued
to stare through me, transfixced on the door behind my
back. Staring and dialing. I shook him. “Shel!” 1
screamed, but he didn't respond. 1 stared at the phone

. six. He was dialing the number six, again and again.
Something distant and grating was confiding in him over
the receiver. I grabbed it and smashed the phone against
the desk.

Sheldon only grinned. “Hungry?” he asked. pulling an
enormous drumstick from underneath my bed. My throat
went dry. “"What is that?” [ whispered. “Steve™ he
replied, licking his lips, “Our R.A.” He took a loud
munch. Shock kept me from bolting instantly. [ stood
paralyzed as he offered me the wishbone. "Here's to
better luck than ol" Steve here™ he toasted consolingly.
“Sheldon™ I cried, white with panic, “"Why? What's
happened here: Why are you eating Steve? He . . . he
bought us a six-pack not two weeks ago.” Shel's eyes
brightened briefly and then he took another thoughttul
bite. “Meat.” He had a point there. Certainly there was
no meat in the filler-packed fare Food Service offered.
and the only chunk of sausage I'd ever seen on a
Domino’s had been lost to the cardboard before the
third slice was out. But still . . . human flesh. I turned to
¢o with a gurgling whine, but .sudd(mly something stilled
my hand. I felt the door. It was hot. I pulled the coat over
my head and lept through the window. climbing onto a
moped left in the driveway and gunning the engine with
a mad kick. Sheldon was beckoning from the window
with a juicy clavical. 1 shot.out into the road. There was
only one place to go.

“Something bad is happening.

Hello, Ron™ he smiled. My god.

ow long I rode I cannot say.

Minutes? Hours? I could not tell.

Finally I reached it — Green
Library. It was locked. I backed up and ran straight at
the double panes, skidding to a halt at the Priveleges
Desk in a pile of glass. I stumbled to the card catalog
and jumped to the proper drawer with impatient
fingers . . . zen, zippers, xylophones . . . zombies. I
pulled the card and read it quickly: South Stacks.

[ hopped back onto the bike, kicked it into gear, and
headed into the stacks. I reached the designated row in
just under halt an hour -- good time. for the stacks. |
grabbed the book and tossed it open on the floor.
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And there it was.

“Zombies, n. zombies are the animated corpses of the
hapless, troubled dead, doomed to walk the earth until
long after eternity. They like meat. A lot.”

Something clicked. These students, these zombies
who were they? Pre-meds, LOTS advisors, double major
double-E's: hard cores of every description. No extra-
curriculars. No social life. No “stop-and-smell-the-roses.”
No meat.

They had studied until they died. Stayed up so long
that they finally went down for the last time. Hacked
until they cracked. Read till they were dead.

And now they were hungry.

nderstanding coursed through my

body like an open current. And then

I heard it. A groaning, snapping,
drooling sound that tied my spine in knots I'd
forgotten since my Cub Scout days. I turned around
surrounded. The stacks were full of the grisly All-
Nighters; these studious specters rose from every
carrol and poured from every room, a macabre
collection of student bodies extending deep into the
dark murk beyond.

I was trapped. No way out. I closed the book and
replaced it on the shelf. “Well™ I said, “You're all
zombies. And now, 1 suppose. you are going to eal me.”

- The closest zombie stepped forward. “That's right ™ it
slobbered. and them paused. Another behind him gave a

) My 150

sharp nudge. 1 call the legs™ it slobbered. The rest of the
shambling hoard drooled and chanted.

Resignation prompted a desperate plan. T could see
them dividing me into cuts and slices in their minds, such
as they were.

“Wail" I said. "Don’t eat me.”

The mumbling stopped. “Why not?” asked the nudging
nightmare. .

“Because” [ answered, mustering all the nerve 1 could.,
“yvou're all invited to a party.”

“A party?” They were all jostling about now,
whispering to one another. "Yes.” I continued. and then
— with a confidential wink - - A party with plenty of
Blatz Beer.”

A cheer went up. and I mumbled a quick prayer of
thanks for whatever quirk of fate had led me to read the
footnotes in that dusty book:

"1 Note thal zombies are characterized by an insatiable
craving for cheap. low-quality malt and veast products,
i.e., Blatz Beer.”

ike a Pie-eyed Piper I led them out

of the library, across the University

and up Campus Drive. And then
there we were — the Dish. “O00QQH My!” called a
startled minion, and a cry of delight echoed through
the entire company, thoughts of a good chug quickly
disspelled. “Cows!” they called with a single,
resounding voice, and they scattered onto the field
with dancing feet.

And Piers Dairy was never heard of again.

Ihe Gtanford Thanarral



My dog from Swaziland

salesmen wil] d; Y into one hundred and thirty
bite-sized tidbits and shj
trucks. Big trucks tha

designed by the demon SPawn Michelin Map
dog from Swaziland knows where you live,

es. Tires l
himself. My
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= % The advent of the eighties brought with it a revolution |- 2 "\/“.’5,‘\51,"? A :

.~ | inthe stolid world of E-Z Listening Music. Rising from o

4 the suburban shopping centers of Lakevale, Michigan,

- —1 the Mall Ratz have been topping the charts and rocking

. 1 the aisles with their breakaway single White Tag on my

- 1 Heart from their second album, Attention Shoppers. I

- - 1 caught up with the Ratz in San Diego in the midst of

- -:1' their recent national tour. They were enjoying a round of {7

.~ -1 continental breakfasts in the Coffee Shop of the Holiday

1 Inn

-

el

;;—_‘, -1 JC: The Mall Ratz took everyone by surprise, critics and

P 7“ fans alike. Fighting to make it big in a branch of music

]

|

4 many believed was too ‘bland and shallow’ to launch a

4 band of superstar proportions, you've carved your own

~"4 niche in the product-laden back wall of contemporary

-~~~ music. Did you ever have a sense that you were going to
-~] make it big, back when you were first starting out?

A Toots: Well, we kinda had a feeling that we were on to
-~~~ something big, something . . . right . . . when we landed
-1 the Sears contract. (Dakota Mall, Main Floor, 1981 —Ed.)
-- <] Were we destined to make it big? I don't know. Certainly
we never anticipated the overwhelming acceptance that
~.1 followed the release of Attention Shoppers.
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Twang: No mystery to it at all. We saw an untapped
— market and tapped it. The right sound at the right place
—2] at the right time. I think that’s what our first single

-| (Behind the Basket) was all about. It said, ‘Hey man,
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JC: Twang, you mentioned the Sears contract. Many of
the fans who have been following the band since it was
-] formed now charge that you'll no longer play the small

=1 malls. They say that you've sold out, that you're not as i
->~1 commercial as you used to be.

7
td
=\

i

NN o
|

N

Ayl

2 1m A
|
|
N
-
N g

\

T/'"'%S7

- T-Man: It's a real problem, Juan. You want to do those
) small dates — Shop-O-Rama, Land of Laundromats (two
popular small-venue malls in the San Diego Area) — hyt
you balance that with the opportunity to reach so many
more people — so many more shoppers -— at a really
big mall.

A RAwA.

1]
(B
\7 .

- 2| Toots: We spent, what, three or four years playing

~] supermarkets and Woolworths. That's it. We paid our

~1 dues. It's like Twang said — mega-malls mean a broader
audience. It's an audience we've worked hard for. An
audience we deserve.
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- "_' JC: Your first album release, Shopping Spree, was a
- -1 critical and commercial failure. What makes Attention
~ Shoppers so much different?
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Toots: Oh, there's no comparison.
Forest Chest: No comparison.

Toots: Shopping Spree was a cover album — all stuff

we'd picked up when we were just young punks hanging
around the five and dime, liste
learning, assimilating. Spree w
we grew up with — Denver, A
Shoppers is all original. It's got

JC: What is that message?

Toots: Shop. Buy. It's Muzak,
its good Muzak.

Betty: Take the lyrics, for insta

JC: (surprised) There are no ly
albums. (An embarassed silence.
speaks up)

F.C.: Yeah, well, we didn't put them on the album.

Twang: The ambience just wasn't right. I mean. you can
sing ‘buy a lot of groceries, grab a magazine, get a lot of
stuff, fill that basket, run to the register . . . but where's
the subtlty in that? Genius is saying it without words.

Forest Chest: Yeah. That's genius.

JC: Let’s talk about the beginning, your beginning. How
did it happen — where did you meet? How did you all
start out?

Forest Chest: I used to hang out at the escalator, waiting
for somebody to forget to step off at the bottom and get
sucked down those waiting grooves. (Laughs) But that
never happended, of course. One day my Walkman fell
off and there it was, caressing my ears from the ceiling
speakers. Muzak. I think it was Tony Bennett — strong
stuff. So I thought to myself, “Hey — 1 play pinball, I can
play the accordian.” My uncle had an old concertina

gathering dust up in the attic. I grabbed it that afternoon,

and I never put it down.

Toots: Forest and I had Home Ec together. I was over at
his house working on one of our term projects one

afternoon. Baking a cake. While it was rising, he starts
fiddling around with this miniature accordian. Now, I've
always been an E-Z rock fan, but this sounded fresh,
new, innovative. I knew it was irticle right
away. | played coronet in the
school — it just clicked. We st
the local hotels and office buil
Pretty soon we knew it was ting
started looking for a strings ma

Twang: That's where I came i
of Barry Manilow tickets the n
A couple days later he calls me
return the tickets, and says 'O
thinking of forming a band". I ¢

JC: You bought back the ticke
Toots: No.
T-Man: No. | joined the band.

Betty: I'd known Ernie for yea
the next day. All we needed w
ad in the local paper but all w were
metalheads wanting to play, I
covers. Hardcore stuff.

me a call

Toots: Things were looking do
AFS student moved in with my
we were looking for.

Sven: (In a rich Lapland drawl
They handed me sticks. 1 said
harsh. Brushes. I only use brus
door. That was it. [ was in.

JG: So you were all in High Sc
first formed. Was it hard gettin
early days?

Betty: You bet. Our first job w
Twang-Man's dad.

Twang: A dentist.

Betty: We used to piay the patient’s waiting lounge,
after school and on lunch breaks.
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Toots: Our first big break was Matt Archer’s Laundro-
Matt and 7-Eleven complex. There was free Pepsi and
zlloons. A partner at the local mall was there and he
aired us to do a Moonlight Madness Sale the next
kend. It was the break we needed. We never looked

HBTU

JC: What can we expect from the Mall Rats in

the future?

Toots: Well, we were going to end the tour where we
Degan, at the Loma Linda Mega-Mall, and there’s been
tzlk of a European tour. Also, we were hoping to debut

S~

g

sur new video, “Cash or Charge” on MTV, but that's
—urrently in litigation.

JC: Why the lawsuit?
Twang: Discrimination. Racism.
JC: Against the Mall Ratz?

Toots: They won’t show our video because Sven’s
Norwegian.

JC: Oh, come on now . ..

Sven: No! It is true! Have you ever seen an ABBA video
on MTV? A Van Hjalisk video?

JC: (pause) Well . . . no.
Sven : No coincidence, I can assure you.

JC: A minor setback for a band that's writing its own
ticket in today’s record industry. What's been the best
experience so far?

Toots: The Grammies.

Twang: Yeah, the Grammies. We played every
commercial break, live.

Toots: It doesn’t get much better than that.

Breakfast was over. The Mall Ratz and their assorted
personnel clambered into their personalized black-and-
yellow touring bus and took to the road toward
Bakersfield. A busy day was ahead — an autograph
session at the local Montgomery Wards, and then a series
of repeating sets at the San Lopez WonderMall.
WonderMall authorities later interviewed by this reporter
spoke of Post-Thanksgiving Noon-Hour attendance
records left shattered in their wake, sales up easily 25%
cumulative. A breath of life for this suburban shopping
center; just another day on the road for the Mall Ratz, the
reigning royalty of E-Z rock.

— Juan Cortez for Greem
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ERNIE’s has a complete selection
of fine premium wines and quality
table wines, from the excellent
California wineries and from all
over the world!

ERNIE’s has people with the
knowledge and the time necessary
to help you select the proper wine
for every occasion and taste!

ERNIE’s feels a responsibility to
our customers who have come to
trust us as sellers of fine wine — a
responsibility to provide both
quality and a reasonable price!

ERNIE’s has been selecting,
buying, and selling wines for over
forty years. We may have helped
your grandfather choose his
wines. Forty years from now, we
will probably be helping your
grandchildren choose theirs.

Fine Wines & Spirits Since 1938

Palo Alto

3870 El Camino
Phone 493-4743

Custom Screen Printing
All Garments

Multi-Color

Highest Quality

Great Prices

WE SHIP ANYWHERE

Redwood City, CA 94063
761 El Camino Real

(415) 364-8910
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YEVENIN'. THE NAMES DEATH. j
| AT LEAST THAT’S WHAT I'M CALLED

8Y MosST OF EM.
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/MY BUSINESS IS EVERYONE'S BUSINESS
AT ONE POINT OR ANOTHER. Y'SEE
IMHERE To CONTACT YOUR AVERAGE.
JOE AND DIRECT HIM To WHATEVER
PLACE HE'S ‘SPose To GO. MoST
EVERYONE GOES 7O HEAVEN AN |
MUST ADMIT, IT'S A SWELL. JoINT,
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/BUT | CAN'T GET eveRIDNe To TAKE
MY WORD FOR IT AND THAT'S WHY I'M
GOING To TELL YOU ABOUT THE...
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CASE DEATH
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Y STEVE RANDOLPH WAS LOWER THAN A BoUNCER'S VOICE.
HE'D GO OUT OF His WAY To SLIGHT A FRIEND, ...
IF YoU GIVE HIM HALF A CHANCE!
THE KIND OF GUY WHO'D FLick CIGAR ASHES IN YOouR
DRINK WHEN HE BOUGHT Yov A ROUND!

= I T T !
| YES, HE HAD PLENTY @ ﬂ%

OF ENEMIES. ..

==

YoLDd WOMEN, YOUNG WOMEN , MEN AND
BOYS ALL HATED THAT RASCAL

RANDOLPH . ONE Colh DAY, THREE oF ‘EM
DECIDED 70 Do SOMETHING ABouT IT,,.

THERE WAS PETEY
“LOGTAW’ TOHN SON,

1 HACKS AW
“AKEMAN “
“MAD DOG”

"UNPLEA SANT'
CHURNEY!

"STEVE BEGAN THE bAY QUITE OBLIVIous
TO HIS IMPENDING DooM WHEN ‘ROUND
THE. CoRNER CAME LOGTAW! =

ﬂ - %

DoLLAR!

PowWN THERE CHUMP!\_ﬂ.ooK AT THE TIME |
HAVE A NICE TRIPI - IT'S ALMOST RUSH
HAR-DEE HAR-HARI

HouRl so MANY
PEOPLE To TRIP
AND ELBoWw!
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SCRAM, PoocH!
BEAT IT!

NEXT, PUGNO.S MELTON TooK A SHOT AT STEVE
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AND HIS GANG OF HIRED THUGS WERE UP

“FINALLY, PAUL “THE BEAST” “WIDOWMAKER®

" “LONG KNIFE” “BOTH BARRELS” “ILL-MANNERED" CHURNEY
7o BAT!

)

A4

4
>9

il

FINGERS!
HEH Hett
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“AND SO IT WENT, DAY IN AND DAY oUT ~ WITH EACH NEW THUG, BUM,
AND BUSINESSMAN AS UNSYCCESSFUL. As THE LAST...

//

d@P) STEVE HADN'T SEEN *THE
THAT WOULDN'T BE PRODUCED

A TovGH CASE T CRACK.|
CONVEMENTLY, HOWEVER,

WAR OF THE WORLDS#-A FILM

HEADACHE!

WHAT'S THIS?
WHERE AM |7
WHO ARE You7

ARE DEAD.

(PETER, I'D WATCH THIS ONE CLOSE.

OH, AND KEEP
THE METER
RUNNING!

ALLO MATEY, ME NAME'S PETER AND I'LL BE

YER PERSONAL. GUIDE 70 THE LAND BEYOND!
Q. ‘

,/// WELL LETS

YE'LL BE SURPRISED!

NEW JTERSEY

4
2\ A\ ¢ /’;‘};‘_\\

Goobd, I'VE ALWAYS
WANTED 7O sEE
== ’—:ﬁl f\ | 7\ 71 >y
. 2\ /2\\ b i /ﬂ// \ i é’/,/ 7.
N 2 W,
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Three (3) Things

ks Stick in Nour

e Specializing in silk e Custom draperies
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e | eather & suede e Alteration & tailoring

CASA OLGA
CLEANERS
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ONE  AFTERNOON TN BROOKLYN:

AND S0 A SWIFT AND GRUESOME
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Wilma Grimm’s

Suburban Fables
& Feary lales

by Wilma Grimm, who would not lie to you.

The Boy Who
Didn’t Listen

Once upon a tlme, a small child (much
like yourself) decided that he would visit the grocery
store on the corner. The Little Old Store On The Corner
was continually stocked with lollys and mambos and
sugar rosies and treats of all descriptions; and this little
boy had found a shiny half dollar on the walk in front of
his house just that morning. Now, it so happened that the
Little Old Store On The Corner was situated across the
street and down a bit. And as he stood on the sidewalk
peering with greedy eyes at the grocers, he recalled the
warning his mother had repeated so many times: “Son,
do not cross the street. If you set one foot on that road,
the lord will strike you dead.” And the boy thought this
over carefully. Certainly it didn't seem unlikely; he'd
heard plenty of stories of neighborhood children
accidentally or mischeviously placing a stray foot on the

pavement and being instantly run down by commuter And he might well have done so, had not the Happy
buses. A few simple experiments crossed his mind — Laughs Yum-Yum Truck rounded the corner at just that
removing a shoe and tossing it into the road, or perhaps moment and parked directly in front of the Little Old
walking on his hands — but not wanting to lose one of Store, partially blocking its cheerful windows with the
his nice loafers and not really knowing how to walk on panel-truck’s colorful display of joyful clowns eating

his hands for more than a step or two, he wisely resolved  delicious bars of thick, dark chocolate or pink whipped
to bide his time and remain on the sidewalk. sugar candy. And all at once he forgot his mother’s loving
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words, neglected her knowing advice and jumped off the
curb, making a beeline for the store.

And even as his sneakered foot touched the pavement,
his young body was mashed flat by a passing
steam roller.

Moments later, the young and foolish soul of the
disobedient lad stood before Saint Peter at the very gates
of heaven. The wisened angel looked up from his book as
the youth approached. “How did you die, son?” the
angel asked.

“Hit by a car, sir” he replied, not having noticed in his
haste that the vehicle was not a car at all, but indeed a
large and particularly swift steam roller.

“In the street?” queried the saint.

“In the street.” confessed the child.

Peter rubbed his bearded chin and looked at the boy
over his ancient bifocals. “And tell me, son” he
concluded, his hand resting on the gate’'s golden latch,
“did you look both ways?”

“No.”

“You go to hell.”

And so he did.

The Boy Who
Chose Not

to Chew

The Tale of Timmy,

Who Became a
Hood Ornament

Little Ronnie Smith iived in is nice
house with his very nice family, just off Exit 29 in
Mallville. But now he is stone cold dead. So he doesn't
live there any more.

You see, little Ronnie loved to gulp down his food like
there was no tomorrow. Silly Ronnie! there's always a
tomorrow! Unless you're dead. Like little Ronnie.

Ronnie’s mother loved him very, very much. As all
mothers do, of course! Except maybe yours. Anyhow. she
would always cook him super fantastic meals that good
children should always eat, like Aspara-brussel Surprise
and Meat Loaf a la Canned Spam. Good children should
always eat these types of food. Unless they're dead. Like
little Ronnie.

Anyway, one frosty night, little Ronnie was devouring
loads of his favorite dish: Liver and Onion Casserole. He
ate so fast, he didn't even chew once. He just gulped it
straight down. And that liver and those onions didn't die
before they hit little Ronnie’s stomach, like all food does
if you chew it at least fifty times. So that liver and those
onions crawled right back up little Ronnie's throat and
into his brain, where they caused severe and fatal
hemorrhaging.

You should also make sure to clean your whole plate.
Because if you don't, the left-over food will crawl from
the garbage disposal up into your bathroom sink. And the
next time you are brushing your teeth, which all good
children who aren't dead like little Ronnie should do after
every meal, the food will jump out of the faucet and suck
on your screaming head until you're dead. Dead as a
doorknob. Just like little Ronnie.

Beath, Becan,
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Buckle up, kids, "ad said as the
Smiley family of Happyville piled into the family station
wagon to head off to Jolly Laughing Clown Land. “Mother
and I don’t want any of you tykes flying out the window
and getting imbedded in the grill of a passing
diesel truck.”

Everyone followed their father's example. Everyone but
Timmy, that is. Little Suzie buckled up. The oldest boy,
Dad Jr., not only put on his own seat belt, but Woofer's,
the family bow-wow, as well. Even Pee-wee, the baby,
strapped himself in. But not Timmy. He just sat there,
chomping bubblegum and reading his Mucous Man
comic book.

And so off the Smileys drove, singing 99 Bottles of
Cranapple Juice on the Wall” and talking about the rides
they would have so much fun on if they could keep
Pee-wee from vomiting.

But little Timmy's window was open. And as soon as a
diesel truck was in sight behind them, Timmy felt himself
beginning to lift out of the seat. The big ugly truck
passed the Smiley family with a blare of its horn. Sure
enough. little Timmy got sucked out the window, and
before he knew it he flew kachunkity-squish onto the
diesel’s grill. just like Dad had said.

*
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The Boy Who

Listened to Rock
and Roll. Once.

\ o > .
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Hell! Shit! Fuck! Phlegm! Phlegm! Phlegm!"

It was too late. Luke swerved into a telephone pole,
sending Tommy straight through the windshield and into
the snapping claws of Beelzebub. Now Tommy is in
league with the devil — the devil's very own
little-league team.

“ Remember SOI1, don't ever listen The Naughty Tale

to that rock music admonished little Tommy's mother as

she lovingly stirred the rest of the Hamburger Helper into

the casserole. “For that music is the music of the devil,
and if you listen to it, you will forever be in infernal
Ieague with him.” _

“Sure mom.” Tommy smiled brightly as a cherub and
ran out to join his friends, who were on their wav to the
Sunnyvale Boy's Club little league tournament. Thoughts
of the devil driving his spikes into Tommy's soft chest
soon gave way to thoughts of driving a grand slam home
run out of centerfield.

“Hi Jimmy, Hi Fat Henry,” Tommy said as he hopped in
the waiting car. Jimmy and Fat Henry were Tommy's best
friends, and neither of them listened to rock and roll
music because their mothers had warned them.

“Hi Luke,” Tommy said to Fat Henry's older brother.
Luke drove them to all their games, and always took the
fellows out to Elmo's House of Egg Creams afterwards.
Yum! Tommy could already taste the lip-smacking
egg cream as it slid down his throat. That Luke sure
was a great guy.

“Hiya squirt!” said Luke as he started up the car and
pulled into the road without looking. He turned on the
radio and tuned it to KILL, the local rock and roll station.

“Oh no! Rock and roll!" yelled Jimmy and Fat Henry,
covering their ears like their mothers had told them. But
little Tommy waited one second too many, and the devil
leaped out of the radio and into Tommy's ears, where he
banged as hard as he could on the poor boy's ear-drums.

"I fuck the devil!” screamed the voice from the radio.
“I surf in the river Styx! I walk my three-headed dog in

22

of Old Weird
Old Ben

All the kids in the neighborhood

knew about Old Weird Old Ben, the old man with the
funny clothes and straggly whiskers who sold lawn
jockeys on the corner of First and Main. All the mothers
were especially careful to warn their young sons and
daughters to stay away from Ben, the old weird one, who
had been known to slaver a bit and eye the young girls
who passed him by, albeit at a safe distance. And though
Ben was mute in one eye and dumb in the other, he
would often find occasion to make lewd suggestions with
his rag-tag collection of garden equipment, elliciting
gasps of wonder from unknowing children and cries of
dismay from their wiser parents as he arranged his Lawn
Jockeys of All Lands to best advantage.

It was said, and it is true, that some few of the town's
naughtiest boys would occasionally sneak away and
converse with Old Weird Old Ben, who couldn’t really
hear them but nodded feverishly just the same as he
packaged a pound of Lawn Guard or counted out a
handful of bike seats. Yes, Ben was an all-too-friendly
host to his curious young friends — and, it must be
allowed, an eager and successful merchant. For people in
‘Burbville were not his only customers: as his reputation
spread, lawn enthusiasts from as far as Tubtown and
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Shellville were stopping by on weekends to pick up that
just-right item from the curious stranger.

Oh, it all would have been rosey had not dear Mrs.
Bunkle somehow lost her daughter Suzy one warm day in
March, and subsequently decided to soothe the loss with
a freshly painted, tastefully appointed lawn jockey. And
those who saw it happen, or heard the tale soon after,
say that Ben was bobbing and slavering something
special that morning as Betty approached the corner, and
that for the first time the whole collection was arranged
in a single standing line, which reached nearly down to
Pat Rumple’s Poultry Showcase.

And then fate had her joke. “I've come to buy a lawn
jockey” Mrs. Bunkle announced. “Hiarg!” leered Old
Wierd And Particularly Lecherous And Old Ben.
“Aughth!” Following his lead, she began walking down
the row, inspecting each gardener’s statuette in turn, Ben
choking and lunging cheerfully all the while. Finally, they
came to the last piece on the block.

Mrs. Bunkle let out a scream. “That . . . that . . .
that Jockey!” she cried, “It's Suzy! Everyone — help! My
little Suzy's been turned into a decorative hitching post!”
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Quickly, a crowd assembled, many curious to see if
perhaps this could be the answer to ‘Burbville's startling
3:1 toddler disappearance rate. All eyes turned to Ben.

“Waift” he croaked. The crowd was silent.

“Miff Bunkel, yure doffter wuf white. Lawn Jockees arf
Blach!” He smiled.

Well, there you have it. He has us there. But it sure
made us think, just the same.

Campus Barbers
ﬁ’ Style Shop

"Q\ MEN’S HAIRSTYLING

Discount with Student I.D. E}

cuvus ® l: 1 APPOINTMENTS AVAILABLE

853-8910

e N EL CAMINO REAL g MON.-SAT Q:D%OXRMS TO6:00 P M
460 CALIFORNIA AVE. AT EL CAMINOG PALO ALTO

master charge
Teizatisess cos

MOVIE MEMORIES
Poster Shop
* GO HOME WITH A STAR »

Monday-Sunday 11:00 to 9:00
165 University Avenue
Palo Alto, California
(415) 328-6265

W ,
CAMPUS SHELL

715 Serra, at Campus 328-7851

Foreign and Domestic Service and Repair
Shell Tires and Batteries
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The AZatichrist
~ Revisited ~

by Ray Ravaglia

The year 2000 draws near, and
with it the end of the second
millenia. It is a time that promises
drastic change in the very fabric of
our earthly existence, a time that
portends of great harrowing and
considerable gnashing of teeth. The
signs of impending upheaval
surround us and dare that we shun
the dire warning they convey. You
might ask, with the voice of a
skeptic, “What are these ill-
humoured predictions? Surely, the
apocalypse will never occur!” Woe,
woe to those who do not believe!
Such doubting, pouting pundits
shall soon enough be shown the
truth. For it is written:

“When it is near the end of the
second millenia, then too the world
shall end as well.”

Nostradamus, in his often quoted
Limericks, predicted the end more
than several years ago —

“The world is a small place. As it
has no beginning it must have no
end, for if it does then it will.”

Take heed! Clearly, the year
two-thousand spells doom.

Doom. D-O-O-M.

What can I do? How can
I prepare?

There is no need to bandy
words: the Second Coming is
coming. Fast. Now. Knocking on the
door. So. How are we to prepare for
the arriving apocalypse? Our path
has been shown us. Recently
unearthed manuscripts, More
Revelations and Revelations III: The
Night Nobody At All Came Home,
have shed new light on the anti-
christ, the manifestation of
incarnate Evil destined to plague the
earth prior to the Great Appearance.
Careful translations have revealed
that not a single Evil Deity but nine
different ones lie in wait, ready for

24

the assault. The word ‘anti,” taken at
face value in previous theses, must
now be considered in all its demonic
contexts. It is written in

More Revelations:

“(that) the division of the
anti-christ shall be three and three
shall be the number in each
division, a triad in each triplet of the
anti-trinity, completing the
Terrible Triumvirate.”

It seems likely that the authors
were attempting to describe an
ordered division based on the
number three. It adds up — clearly,
the ‘anti’-christ has nine full and
seperate incarnations. Note that
nine is easily divided by three,
which — when multiplied by 222,
each digit representing an equal
division of this evil, arithmetical
trilogy — equals 666, the number of
the beast. More proof than this
would be frivolous. It's a sure thing.

the
anfi christs

The key to watching for the anti-
christ is concentration on the three
Planes of Existence. Each triad
resides uniquely in its own plane,
and though these planes do not
exist, they are still crucial. And
these three planes are as follows:
the Human, the Beast, and the
Insane. Each is by far the most
deadly of the three. Note that there
can be more than one manifestation
of these demonic deities. Trust no
one. The anti-christs are clever and
devious. No one is immune to their
sway. Many of your good friends
could be, and probably are,
anti-christs.

Fair Warning.

AANTIE ChRIST

Zhe Gtanford Lhaparral



The first plane is that of the
human. This is the oldest realm of
the anti-christs, their ancestral
home and primary domain.
Originating deep within the earth’s
steaming bowels, these guises of the
ultimate evil are simple but
dangerous forms. Often depicted
working in the fields with hammer
and sickle in hand, they represent
our most antiquated conception of
the Horrible Destroyer.

Auntie Christ

The down-home demonic
Destroyer is a domineering,
overbearing representation of the
Final Evil, a hideously repulsive
matron bearing more than a passing
resemblance to your grandmother on
vour father’s side. This naughty
nanny is often pictured clutching a
giant rolling pine (misinterpretted
by early scholars as ‘pin’) and
wearing an apron of paisleys so
revolting that no man of faith could
mistake her for anything less than
Lucifer’s Housekeeper. The kind of
an anti-christ you invite over for a
weekend and then just can’t
get rid of.

N.T. Christ

Norman Thurgood Christ. This
third Human guise of the anti-christ
is often overlooked by storytellers
and balladeers, but he is none the
less an anti-christ, and as such no

_BITE-CORIST

DT ChRIST

very bad person. Referred to by
friends as ‘the demon broker of Wall
Street’ right up until such time as
said friends are choked, cooked and
eaten, he looks very much like
himself, Norman Thurgood, but
remember — he is in reality the
Wretched Harbinger of the Dark
Lord. Seldom teaches Sunday
school. It is rumoured that Norman
has a soviet counterpart. Nikolai
Tovarisch Christ, who is every bit as

Peath, Becan, and Lribulation

frightening and more so, him not
speaking our language and so forth.
Ante-Christ, or

“He who comes before Christ”

Not actually particularly evil or
frightenting at all, the ante-christ
happens along just before the
second coming, quite minding his
own business and having no
intention of bending the globe to his
iron will and casting the lot into
eternal damnation and The Fire
That Never Dies, but it just kind of
works out that way because, after
all, he is the predecessor to the
Great Reconcilliation and
somebody’s got to do the unpleasant
jobs, even though he'd just as soon
be an accountant. Indeed, some
writings seem to suggest that the
ante-christ will spend a good portion
of his earthly preparation in the
guise of an accountant, balancing
ledgers and tabulating figures until
his horns, tail, and leathery hide are
mature. Others suggest that the wait
will not be necessary. Only two
things are sure in the mind of this
guileless golem: Death and Taxes.

The second plane on which the
anti-christ appears is that of the
beast (not the Beast, mind you, but
still quite frightening). Here are
manifested the instinctual, animal
tendancies of Evil, in ways far-more
horrible and nasty than their Human
counterparts could imagine unless
they really thought about it.
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ANT

{h€-ChRIST

This stocky, muscle-bound insect
means business, a king-size creepy-
crawly running straight into Jihad
with all six legs. Not even the
slightest bit fun or friendly,

Ant He-Christ is portrayed as the
kind of Insatiable Evil Entity that
beats you up if you don’t
immediately recognize his divinity,
and if you do recognize his divinity
he still beats you up because, hey,
he’s the anti-christ. Latter sixteenth
century monks who believed the
coming of the Ant He-Christ to be
imminent wore leather-soled boots
easily half again as long as their
bodies, chanting the short prayer so
common in European literature of

\: the period, “Lord, should the Ant

He-Christ prove true, pray let me
squash’t ‘'neath my shoe.” It would
be well if we were but half as well
prepared as these!

ShANTY
ChRIST

A Tumble-Down, makeshift False
Savior destined to lead his band of
homeless heathens in a merciless
rampage o’er earth’s wide face,
unorganized but unstoppable,
lacking for provisions or even a
place to stay but Unthinkably

|
Powerful just the same. Crawling 1
from the underground, rising from ;
 the street, this wretched Miscreant i

1 Messiah intends to bring himself out

of the gutter by overtaking the world

for the Prince of Lies. Prophecies

predict that the Shanty-Christ will f
be a failed boxer ‘with a chip the

| size of the Red Sea and a shoulder

to bear it.” “I'm a contender!” he is

| said to have whispered to

Mohammed. Indeed — with the

world his waiting ring.

AIDYU
GhRIST

My little brother. Mean? You bet.

The Third Plane is Even Scarier!




The apocalypse just can’t come
early enough for this one — he’s
continually twiddling his thirteen
thumbs, wishing the Damn Thing
would get The Hell Over With. An
easily excited incarnation, the Ancy
Christ hangs out in Coffee Houses,
quaffing cup after cup, wishing that
there was a clock in here and What
time is it anyway Hey! Is it time to
Damn everyone yet? What?

Not yet? Damn.

ANTIC
GORIST

A nutty necromancer with a sense
of humor, the Antic Christ is always
the first one to whip out the Joy
Buzzer or pass around a pack of
Garlic gum. He is also the first one
to lock all the doors and light the
house on fire, enjoying a good-
natured chuckle as the guests crisp
and die in helpless agony, the
flames licking their charred remains
into charcoal as their souls fall
shrieking to the Black Realm below.
Best always to have a previous
engagement when crazy ol Antic
Christ is drumming up a party.

CADN'T h€
ChRIST

A bumbling Beelzebub that just
can’t seem to do anything right, the
Can't He Christ is continually
plagued by chiding followers who
are ever questioning any loyalty
they still have to this clumsy
conqueror. “Can’t he pull fire from
the skies?” they might ask. “Can’t he
make a frightening face?” Ancient
legends fortell that his surname
“shall resemble Loose” and his
forename “rhyme with Scary.” It is
said that those he would destroy he
first makes fools, and further that
the French are all going to Hell.




The Short Life And Fast Times of Chuck E. Cheese

BY TIMOTHY QUIRK

Introduction

“To be bigger than Mickey.” This was
Chuck E. Cheese’s dream. Tragically, he got °
his wish, only in a manner that even he could -
not have wished for. Just another rodent super-
star while he lived, he became a legend after
his death, a death that remains a mysteriou
and disturbing signpost of our times. 4

When my editor at the Post first suggested a series
of articles investigating the rise and fall of everybody’s
favorite rat, [ was reluctant to accept. I'm the last guy to
go searching for secrets among the ruins of someone’s
life. But as I began interviewing friends and relations —
those who knew the mammal behind the myth — I
realized that Chuck E.’s story was America’s story. This
book, which grew out of those articles, is not the story of
Chuck’s death; it is the story of his life. A life we may not
want to imitate, but a life we can learn from nonetheless.

1962

It was May tenth, 1962, and the Cheese family was
having a discussion. Ten year old Chuckie didn’t really
know what was going on, but even his naive whiskers
could sense the tension. His older brother Camembert,
however, knew perfectly well what was happening. And
he didn’t like it."I don't like it,” Bert said.

Their father, Mr. Cheese, had received an offer. The
U.S. government wanted him to work in their research
department. It would mean moving from their Chicago
sewer to Washington D.C. Every instinct in Mr. Cheese’s
body told him that this was his chance to finally make a
life for his family. Fifteen years before, he and his wife
— then pregnant with Bert — had left their home in
Albania, scurried up the gangway of the first tanker they
found, and journeyed to America. Since then, he had
been ashamed of his heritage. As long as Bert could
remember, his father had lied whenever an over-inquisitive
mouse asked where he was born. “Albuquerque” he
would answer in his thick Mediterranean accent. But
now — an offer to work for the government of his
adopted country! How could he turn it down? His
family’s hesitance bewildered him.
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Face it dad, we're
rats. What can the government want with us?” Bert said
cruelly, like the angry adolescent he was.

“Son, son,” Mr. Cheese pleaded. “This is our one
chance to get out of this stinking sewer. Don’t tell me you
want to raise your kids here?”

“It’s home. All my friends are here,” Bert replied.
Although her sympathies lay with Bert, Mrs. Cheese said
nothing, unwilling to upset her husband. In Albania, rats
did as their husbands said.

Bert’s objections notwishstanding, the Cheese famlly
pulled up their stakes and travelled to the nation’s
capitol. At first, even Bert had to admit that life was
better. Mr. Cheese’s company not only bought them a
plush, habitrail brownstone, but all their food as well.
Every evening the Cheese family sat around the kitchen
table and feasted on the exotic treats their father brought
home from the office.

“What have we got tonight?” little Chuck would ask
eagerly, hugging his beloved dad.

“Saccharin,” his father might say. “Five pounds of it
for each of us!”

“Isn’t this the life?” Mrs. Cheese beamed.

And for a while it seemed like it was.

1970

For two years now, Chuck E. had been dating pretty
Judy Longtail, a brown rat he'd gone to highschool with.
His mother objected to the relationship because of Judy's
color, and this was the beginning of Chuck’s estrangement
from Mrs. Cheese — a rift that was to last for the next
ten years.

€he Gtanford Thaparral




Because of Mrs. Cheese’s
feelings, Judy never spent much time
at Chuck’s house. But she can still recall
what she saw the few times she went over: “It
wasn't exactly scary, but it was . . . unsettling.
There was just something — strange — about the
Cheese family. But then again, that's why I loved Chuck; he
was a little strange.”

The “strange” sights Judy saw once or twice, Chuck was
subjected to every day. His once burly but loveable father was
unrecognizeable: his fur was falling out in patches
and his spine was abnormally
curved; there were bulbous

lumps growing from his skull.
One critic has attributed the
| tremendous angst of Chuck E.’s
later music to this trying period of his life.

It was around this time that Chuck E. first
started experimenting with the drugs that were later to
dominate his life. Bert had once confided to Chuck that
their father did not share everything he brought home
from the office with his family. There were a number of
boxes, bags and bottles marked with a leering skull and
crossbones hidden away in his bureau drawer. Soon, curiosity
led to a gradual spiral of addiction which was not to end until
it destroyed him.

While Judy says she frequently joined Chuck in his sampling
of these bottles, she claims she always tried to limit their
“escapades.” “Chuck was not a rat you said no to. You'd either
join him or go home and cry on your pillow. At least when I was
with him he had some sort of supervision.”

1972

They had seen the end coming, but it was still a shock. Mr. Cheese
died in his bed on November sixteenth, a sad parody of the rat he once
was. The effect on Chuck was tremendous, as Bert explains: “I was
almost thirty then, so I could cope. But Chuck . . . Chuck was still a
kid, a snotty, credulous kid who still believed he was
gonna live forever. That I think, is when he realized/
he'd be old one day. And then everything started.’}

If we judge a rat by his actions, it seems clear
that Bert is not exaggerating. After his father
died, of six different cancers, Chuck E. began
living in earnest, as if he had to experience
everything before all that saccharin caught up with him.
Knowing only that his life could no longer be the same,

Beath, Beran, and ribulation
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it was

Chuck k. made the first real dec1310n of his life:
time to leave.

Accordingly, he threw some shirts into a duffelbag,
picked up Judy, and headed south — without so much as
a goodbye to his mother.

“Where we going?” Judy asked.

“Orlando,” Chuck said.

“Why?” she asked.

“I'm gonna become a star,”
his eyes off the road.

In Orlando he met others like him — young, wild, dis-
illusioned bohemians who travelled the Holiday Inn
circuit doing John Denver songs. Chuck was a natural,
and his quickly formed band soon made a name for
themselves. But, Judy recalls, all the money they made
from gigs — was funneled into drugs. Chuck E. had
discovered a new expensive, habit: snorting pixie sticks.

Chuck said, never taking

1973

It started out like just another Sunday afternoon. The
band rehearsed a little, then a few of them decided to go
to the movies. Chuck drove Judy and the gang to the
theater, and two hours later his life had changed. They
saw ‘Ben.’

Peter Prarie Dog, the drummer, wasn’t particularly
impressed with the film. But he could see that Chuck
was. The lights came up; Chuck E. didn't move. Was it
just the light, or was Chuck . . . crying?

“Come on Chuck, let’s go,” Peter said.

“Sit down man, sit down,” Chuck said, staring at
the screen.

“It's over,” Tudy said.

Chuck didn’t want to leave. “Let’s stay.”

“What? Why?" Peter asked.

“I SAID SIT DOWN!!” Chuck yelled. It was obvious that

A

A typical concert crowd.

unable to ignore.

et ”l

With fame came temptations Chuck was soon
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Chuck had no intention of leaving, and, since he had the
car, the others didn’t have much choice but to sit down
and watch ‘Ben’ a second time.

When the movie finally ended (again), Chuck showed
no signs of moving. Peter had had enough. Chuck’s was a
dominant personality, and he often forced everyone else
to do what he wanted. Peter was sick of it.

“Are you satisfied?” he said. “Let’s go. Please.”

“Just one more time,” Chuck pleaded, putting on his
best baby face. Any other time it would have worked. But
not today. Peter was tired, and wanted to go home.

“Really Chuck, this is too stupid,” he said.

“What's wrong with you?!” Chuck yelled, reacting with
characteristic anger. “Sit down and enjoy yourself for
god’s sake.”

Judy, torn between her friendship with Pete and her
understanding of Chuck’s moods, asked for the car keys.
Chuck refused.

“Chuck.” she said, “just let me take everyone else
home. I'll come back and get you when the movie’s over.”

“Shut up. it’s starting,” was all Chuck said. Disgusted,
the others left and took a cab from the theater. Judy,
containing her anger, stayed by Chuck’s side. They
watched the six o’clock show, then the eight, then the
ten. Chuck E. missed rehearsal the next day so he could
catch the matinee, and he didn’'t come home until well
after midnight. Judy could see the tell-tale sugar traces
on his upper lip. Somebody had been turning him on to
pixie sticks.

“Chuck, I'm trying to understand,” Judy said.

Chuck hugged her. “It's easy,” he said. “That rat
showed me something, something about myself. Let’s go.”
And with that, Chuck pulled out a suitcase and started
packing their few belongings. Judy burst into tears.

“What are you doing?” she cried.

“Don’t you see? There’s nothing for us here California!

e
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That's where Ben made it. That’s where we'll make it.’
“Just like that?” Judy sniffed. “Just snap your flngers

and we leave everything behind for some . . . dream?”

Chuck stopped packing and pulled her toward him.
“It's not a dream, baby. It’s not. It can happen, I swear. |
can make it happen. But only with you at my side.
Please?”

Judy was convinced. This was the Chuck she loved.
And if she loved him, didn’t that mean she should have
faith in his dreams? Still . . . “What about the band?”
she asked.

“They’'ll come too. We'll all make it together.”

But the band had less faith in Chuck E.’s dreams than
Judy did. After all, they had a beginning here, something
to build on.They had their name on the Holiday Inn
marquee just outside the window to prove it. Throwing
all that away because one rat had made it just seemed
too risky.

“We’re not coming with you,” Peter informed him.

Chuck E., perhaps unconciously replaying his father’s
role of ten years before, was bewildered by his band’s
reluctance to follow him. He was hurt, too, so he took it
out on his friends.

“Fuck you then!!” he screamed. “You're nothing
without me! Who’s going to sing? Huh?”

“I am,” Pete said calmly.

“YOU?!” Chuck was beside himself. “Well that's just
great then. I'll get another band.”

Pete was nonplussed. “I don’t know, Chuck. It’s
awfully difficult finding five-foot domesticated animals
who can play drums.”

“Or bass,” said Sandy Seal.

“Or guitar,” added Jay Gerbil.

“Maybe so,” Chuck said in a menacing whisper. “But
I'll find them just the same. And I can tell you this: they’ll
know what the word loyalty means!"
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An hour later ‘Chuck and Judy were makmg thelr way
across the country.

1975

Three years later, Chuck’s dream seemed as remote as
ever. He and Judy were living in a roach-infested one
room apartment in East L.A. Chuck couldn't hold a job for
more than five days, and Judy was supporting the two of
them. She encouraged him all the while, but Chuck’s
dejection could be contagious. If he could only find a
break, just one . . .

Then, one hot summer day, all Chuck’s boyish
enthusiasm came back with a vengence. He was in
Hollywood, walking down Melrose Avenue. He'd just lost
another job, this one as a waiter in a small diner. His
spirits were at their lowest ebb in five years, and his
body reflected it: his fur was unkempt, and he was
grossly overweight.

Then he heard it. He later described the moment as:
“magical, definitely a major turning point.” Not far off,
someone was singing Chuck’s favorite song. He couldn’t
believe his ears. But there it was again:

“I wanna be where the lights are shining on me,”

He followed the voice down a block. It echoed down the
street, taunting him at every turn:

“Like a Rhinestone Cowboy,
Riding out on a horse in a star-spangled ro-deo.”

He turned a corner. It was too good to be true! Standing
not three feet in front of him was an enormous purple
dog, playing banjo and belting out Glenn Campbell for all
he was worth.

“Like a Rhinestone Cowboy,” Chuck joined in.
The big purple dog paused and looked at Chuck. Then
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Chuck with an unidentified acquaintance. Near the end, Chuck spent more
time with Pixie dealers than he did sleeping.
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unable to ignore.

i

his lavender jowls opened up in a wide grin, and the two
finished the song together. Chuck had just made his best
friend — Jasper T. Jowls.

“I really can’t explain the feeling,” Jasper says of their
first meeting. “Here was, like, a kindered spirit, you
know? We had so much in common it was scary:

Glenn Campbell, whiskers, fleas. It was almost
preordained that we'd hook up.”

Jasper introduced Chuck E. to a few friends:

Dolly Dimples, who'd previously played Henrietta Hippo
on the New Zoo Revue, but who'd been playing piano in
cocktail lounges ever since her network cancelled the
show; Madame Oink, a critically acclaimed, if little
known, diva; and, of course, the Warblettes, the three-
headed vulture. All were immediately struck with
Chuck’s wild joyfulness. Says Dolly, “He was just so . . .
alive. Ironic, isn't it?”

Before long, the group had formed a band, and started
playing local venues. Judy was overjoyed. And when
Pizza Time, Inc. first approached them with an offer to
become the house band at their newly formed chain of
tamily restaurants, it simply seemed natural. “It wasn’t
ever a question of too much, too fast,” Judy says now.
“We had payed our dues. Finally, everything was
happening the way Chuck had said it would.”

1977

It was only natural that L.A.’s hottest family act should
come to the attention of the area’s hottest family
restaurant corporation; the almost immediate catapult into
stardom, however, is not so easily explained. Many have
tried to analyze Chuck’s appeal. The one-two punch of
his well-timed between song banter and his masterful
rendition of Glenn Campbell songs certainly deserves
credit. But few, least of all Chuck E. himself, thought that
this in itself was enough to win the hearts of a fickle
public And yet win their hearts he did Whatever the

| One of many such rendevous Judy was eventually
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His ever-increasing fame was cause for some concern
among the other performers at Pizza Time.

The King, the lion who did an Elvis impersonation at
the chain, had good reason to be less than pleased with
Chuck’s popularity. Originally signed to headline at Pizza
Time, the King soon found himself relegated to opening
the show when it became evident that Chuck was
drawing the crowds. The King refused to be interviewed,
but his agent, Arty Felin, had few kind words for Chuck.
“He was a rat. And a ham, too. Very unprofessional.
There’s a hierarchy in show business that you simply
can't ignore. The King was the star; but Chuck couldn’t
respect that. He wanted the spotlight for himself. I'm
glad he’s dead.”

Some members of The Beagles, another side-line act,
are inclined to agree with Felin's description of Cheese.
Paul. one of the singers, remembers his first night at
Pizza Time. “The lot of us were nervous, of course. I
mean, ‘ere was this bloke ‘oo was supposed to be a big
star. ‘E could have been a little nicer to us. I asked 'im
wot 'e thought of the set when we were all done, and 'e
says right out: ‘piece of shit.’ Just like that. 'E was a rat
all right. But you know wot? I think 'e was jealous.”

Jowls, however, always quick to protect the memory of
the Chuck he loved, feels that it was the other performers
who were jealous. “T'll say it right now: I owe everything
to Chuck. If it weren't for him I'd still be on Melrose
Avenue, singing for quarters. When someone’s that good.
that talented, you don’t complain. You thank God you're
in his band.”

But even Jowls concedes that Chuck sometimes used
his stardom to make ridiculous demands. At first he just
insisted that the pizza be changed. It didn't taste right,
he said. “What are those kids gonna think when they find
out that Chuck E.’s taste in pizza isn’'t worth shit?” he
said. While Pizza Time’s managers may have found the
request irritating, they couldn’t complain about the
money he was bringing in. The pizza was changed.




But they were less willing to change the performance
schedule, which they had developed carefully. Chuck
wasn't satisfied with Pizza Time’s policy of an eight
minute set followed by a ten minute break. Chuck
thought he wasn’t given enough time to work with the
audience. “What kind of message can you get across in
eight minutes?” he complained to Judy. But the managers
wouldn’t budge on this one. The eight minute set was
necessary for maximum pizza turnover, and, star or no
star, Chuck wasn’t going to mess with that. Angered,
Chuck actually began ending his sets early, walking
offstage after just one song, leaving the rest of his band
alone to deal with the disappointed crowds. Even Jasper
T. Jowls, Chuck’s staunchest defender next to Judy, had
to admit that Chuck was going too far.

1978

Fame brought new friends, not all of whom Judy
approved of. In his desire to be liked, Chuck found it
hard to distinguish between his true friends and those
who simply used him. Chuck became lavish in his tastes,
and spent his money freely, often on gifts for people he
had known for two hours. Judy didn’t like it.

At the same time, perhaps because his new life
brought him into contact with it more often, Chuck’s drug
use increased alarmingly. “Chuck hated to turn anything
down,” Judy says, “and when all of a sudden there
were a bunch of ‘well-meaning’ people offering him pixie-
sticks every fifteen minutes, well, he got carried away.”

In March, Chuck got the surprise of his life. Ben and
Willard were in the audience. Chuck couldn’t believe it.
Here were his two biggest idols coming to see him. Of
course, it called for a celebration. Chuck, Ben and
Willard jumped in a limo after the show, and didn’t come
back for three days.

By this time, Judy was used to Chuck’s sudden
disappearances. But the Pizza Time management was up
in arms. Chuck had missed two nights of performing, and
they were losing money. But on the third night Chuck
walked in to work as though nothing had happened,
stepped on stage; and launched into an Anne Murray
rave-up. They had to forgive him.

Ben refused to talk to this reporter, but while he
declined to comment on what the trio did for three days,
Willard did say that Chuck complained incessantly about
the ‘stifling’ conditions at Pizza Time, and that he
mentioned several times his plan to vary the set. “He kept
asking us what we thought, like he wasn’t sure he could
do it. Ben told him to go for it, he was an artist. That
seemed to make him happy.”

That was the only time Chuck saw Ben in person, but
the meeting clearly had a lasting effect on Chuck. For
months afterwards, Judy says, it was all he could talk
about. “And I don’t think that’s bad,” she adds. “Chuck
really needed Ben'’s approval; it did more for him than
I could.”

Artistically, maybe. But no one now could stop Chuck’s
growing pixie habit. And no one really wanted to. Even
Judy joined him for an occasional toot party. Jowls, too,
enjoyed taking drugs with Chuck. “Yeah, we were stoned
on stage a lot. But you almost have to be. You don't know
what it’s like playing to two hundred eight-year olds. It's
scary, man. Still, I never realized just how much Chuck

was doing.”

And Chuck was doing a lot. Simply snorting pixie
sticks was no longer satisfying; two Pizza Time
employees report seeing Chuck injecting the dangerous
sugar into his tail in the men’s room on several occasions.
Soon he needed more and more to get the same effect.
And that was the beginning of the end.

1979

It was New Year’s Eve, and Chuck was tearing up the
stage. He had the entire audience clapping along to
Southern Nights, and Jasper was ripping away on guitar.
Everything was perfect.

Then Chuck suddenly stopped. Confused, the band
winded down and waited for Chuck’s cue. But Chuck
didn’t move. Worried, Jasper ran over to see if he
was alright.

“Chuck, what's the matter?”

“Give me your guitar.”

“What?”

“GIVE IT TO ME!!”

Jasper complied. Chuck had never yelled at him before.
He didn't even know if Chuck could play the guitar. But
he watched as Chuck turned up the distortion and
strummed it like a pro.

“Ladies and Gentlemen,” Chuck E. said in a faraway
voice. “I've got a bit of a surprise for you. This is a little
something I wrote myself.” Then he screamed long and
hard, lept five feet off the ground, and began to sing:

“Mickey is a skunk,
Chuck E. is a punk,
They went down to the Mudd Club and
they both got drunk.”

Chuck E. collapsed to the stage, bathed in sweat. The
stunned audience was utterly silent. Chuck stood up.

“Thank you. Thank you,” he said. “This next one is an
old tune by the Velvet Underground. Why don't you all
sing along?” With a small kick, Chuck started playing
Sweet Jane, but no one was listening by then. The rest of
the band hurriedly left the stage, and those few eight-
year olds who remained did so only to boo and throw
their plates and glasses at Chuck. When the manager
turned the house lights up, Chuck fell to the stage once
more, covered with pizza, shaking uncontrollably. *“What
went wrong?” he whispered.

He never got up again.

What did go wrong? So much larger than life during
his brief career, he seemed all the smaller as he lay on
the stage; a rat from nowhere, no hero, conveying no
message but a warning. Was Chuck E. Cheese an artist
far ahead of his time, rejected by an audience too young
and too full to understand the feelings he tried so
desperately to convey? His consistant reliance on already
published material doesn't suggest it. Was it the drugs —
stick after magical stick, slice upon slice — that dug the
rat’s shallow grave, senseless addiction his cardboard
tombstone? The coroner’s report says as much. But why
— why wasn't life enough for chuck? Why did his
alternatives have to destroy him: Where did Chuck E.’s

hope go? And what was the line he had sung so many times . . .

“Riding out on a horse in a star-spangled ro-deo”
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finest hot Bread on the West Coast It i is vvlth a Justlfla,ble
ing of pride that we announce our return to Los Altos, in the ALI,
EW H.O.T. restuarant, rebuilt on the premises of the former Toast
bulldmg, Wthh bumed down m May of 1979 In the sp:tmt of his father

3

fcrget our Speeialty slices; cinnamon - baked in to the bread in the Andre S
radition!), jam, and preserves are but a few of our choice toppmgs

Stantord Thopotrel =



WhatI Did Last Summer

by Joshua Weinstein

“Oonta, groonta! Oonta groonta!”

chanted the little, buck-toothed
aborigine kid as he cautiously
pressed the tab marked “Fresca” on
the soda machine in the lobby of the
San Mateo Motel 6.

“CLICK . .. WHRRRRRRRRR . . .
KACHUNK!!!™

The can of Fresca suddenly
lurched out of the machine, which
must have scared the little aborigine
shitless, because he ran all the way
from the lobby to the middle of the

Gl
Wt

%

parking lot, screaming “Gronka!
Gronka! Gronka!” and waving his
hands in the air.

It was at least ten minutes before
we could calm the kid down.

“Hey, let’s take the kid to the San
Mateo Mall!” exclaimed Billy
DuBose as he shoved the still
hyperventalating aborigine into the
backseat of our '69 Dodge Dart.
“That place’ll confuse the shit out
of him!”

So off we drove to the Mall and
boy, were we psyched! We had just
gotten back from Australia last week
with the aborigine, whom we
decided to call “Gruntfart,” cause

Dttt PBassin sad Titloilat® <
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he grunted and farted a whole bunch
and, besides, we figured that since
he didn’t speak any English, he
could never know how disgustingly
rude his name really was. Anyway,
we had been visiting Billy’s Great
Aunt in the Australian outback for a
couple of weeks, and we were bored
out of our skulls. So one day we
decided to borrow his aunt’s
kick-ass land-rover and go tear-
assing all over the outback, a
thousand mile wasteland of sand,
dead bushes, and occasional
aborigine villages.

It was in one of these aborigine
villages, about 50 miles from Billy’s
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aunt’s cottage, that we found
Gruntfart. He was just sitting there
in front of a dried-mud shack,
grunting and farting, and playing
with a bunch of twigs. Now, we
figured, would this kid rather spend
the rest of his life playing in the
dirt, or would he rather go tear-
assing around the outback in a land-
rover with two really cool eighth-
graders like me and Billy DuBose?
So we grabbed him.

Luckily, Billy’s aunt didn’t seem to
mind having a hungry, half-naked
aborigine running around her house,
although she did occasionally say
things like, “Tell the little bugger to
get out of the sink,” and “Doesn’t
the little Hulabaloo know that
candles aren't for eating?” We had a
lot of fun with Gruntfart during our
last week in Australia, playing
games like “The Person Who Doesn’t
Speak English has to Drink a Cup of
Mud,” “Aborigines Will Eat
Anything, Even Lawn Furniture.”
and “Gruntfart vs. The Electric
Razor,” but soon, it was time for us
to go back to the States. We really
didn’t want to leave him in Australia
and, besides, it would be pretty
hard explaining to his family why he
had been missing for a week, and
why there were ragged bald spots
all over his head. So we figured
“What the heck? If sleazy foreigners
can smuggle drugs and stolen
jewelry out of countries like they do
on T.V., me and Billy could certainly
smuggle out a small, grunting and
farting aborigine.”

It wasn't that hard to do, either.
We just gave him one of those really
tall cans of strong Australian beer
out of Billy’s aunt’s cabinet and,
once he’'d passed out, we just
shoved him into a garment bag. The
customs agents weren't even
suspicious, even though he had
begun to snore pretty loudly by the
time we got to the airport.

“You haven'’t put that little smelly
urchin into my garment bag, have
you?” smiled Billy’s aunt as we
boarded the plane.

“Yeah!!” we both screamed, but I
don’t think she really cared. She
was probably glad to have him out
of her house, anyway.

Once we got back to the states,
we didn’t think it would be too cool
to make Gruntfart run around in that
yellow-diaper he wore back in
Australia, so we let him wear a pair
of Billy's dad’s Bermuda shorts and

a0

one of Billy’s Def Leppard T-shirts.
We even played some Def Leppard
for Gruntfart and he did this real
wild dance on his knees and kept
pointing at Billy’s poster of Pia
Zadora. Billy and me figured that
Def Leppard would make a ton of
money if they were to go on a tour of
the Australian outback.

Anyway, the fun really started on
the way to the San Mateo mall.
Gruntfart had been sticking his head
out of the open rear window and
grunting when this big fat guy in a
Lincoln Continental pulled up
beside us.

“Hey kid,” he yelled at me,” why
don’t you keep your dog inside the
car!! Har, har, har!” At that,
Gruntfart took out this little
blowdart tube he had brought from
Australia and blew a dart right into
the guy’s eye. The continental ran
off the road and must have hit a wall
or something 'cause there was lots
of smoke. We just kept driving,
though, cause we figured that, if the
guy lived, the highway patrol would
never believe his story anyway.

Once we got to the mall, Gruntfart
was pretty calm, at least until we
passed by See's Candy Shoppe, and
then he went totally apeshit. I figure
that all the chocolate must've
reminded him of the dust and dirt of
the Outback. Anyway, he ran into
the store, leaped onto the counter,
and began knocking over all the vats
of melted chocolate. Whatta mess!
Billy and I tried to explain to the
head lady that Gruntfart was our
epileptic brother and that we were
real sorry, but she was too busy
bawling, so we left.

Later, we bought Gruntfart, who
was still covered with chocolate and
jelly, a Perry Como’s Christmas in
Mexico record, which he threw off a
third floor balcony into a fountain.
Though Gruntfart also did a lot of
other cool stuff, like peeing on the
walls of the glass elevator and
throwing his boomerang in the roller
rink, we figured that by then the
mall cops would really be after us,
so we ran out of the mall, shoved
Gruntfart into the trunk, and drove
to my house, where we locked him
in the refrigerator for half an hour
to see if the chocolate would
harden. Nope.

Next week, me and Billy are going
to take Gruntfart to the San
Francisco Museum of Art.

I can't wait!!
Tho Gtxnbord 4 hanyrral

i P
T [ 1{“

A uul/”'! 1

ATLIn
NV e

b

Iy =
|=) l(l”l"' L4 52
e ”/Hl”""’;“:\;”::l
) [RAVRIAOYRY &=
R

'/ B

\”!’lll,

ey

=Zpine Inn=

Beer Garden

“*A Stanford Tradition”’

3915 Alpine Road
Portola Valley




WELL, BUMBIEN"

THE FRIENDLY GHOST
T WASN'T ALWAYS
( é t @@ A GHOST/ I USED
TO BE...

TELL U5 How
YoU AND YOoUR FRIENDS
BECAME. GHOSTS/

é THE HORRIBLY REVOLTING
wf  BUT FRIENOLY ROTTING CORPSE

“IT ALL BEGAN, OR

EMDED, THE DAY SPooKY
AND T WENT DOWN TO THE

TRACKS TO PLAY CONDUCTOR...

[F5POOKY SURE WAS MEAN, BUT NONE. Too SMART7” HE FOR-
€OT TRAINS RUN BOTH WAYS, JUST LIKE TRACKS. ..




HEY, Now IM A
FRIENDLY GHoST/

‘OUR HORRIBLE, PUTRESCENT REMAINS WERE SCOGPED
FROM THE TRACKS AND RURIED IN THE SPOOKY OLD

CEMETARY. THERE THEY WOULD HAVE. REMAINED HAD
NOT THREE MEAN GRAVEROBBERS HAPPENED BY,

TRIO, THE RAILROAD COMPANY HAD

[“NOT 50/ UNBEKNOWNST TO THE EVIL J
PURCHASED THE LAND 7A47 AFTERNCCN




GOODNESS (
WHAT A SToRY,
CASPER/

BUMRIE, BUT 72475
NOTALL/ THAT SAME |}
DAY, IN A MALT SHOPPE

AT
XN

P"EXCUSE. ME , M155
BUT L AM HOT/ COULD
I HAVE A FROSTY

PEOPLE IN
HELL WANT ICE WATER |
AND THAT'S EXACTLY
WHERE. YoU ARE
GOING, WITCH/

HEH. HEH! T L
JUST USE A LITTLE

MAcIC HERE AND

7

AND S0 WENDY, TN AN EFFORT To
AGID SUBSEQUENT MANSLAUGHTER.
| § CHARGES, JOINED US IN THE POREST/ ”
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THAT'S HOw IT
HASI%ENED AND WHY
WE ARE HERE/

THANK You, THANK
You, CASPER! You

HE REALLY 15/
HONEST/

SALT OF
THE EARTH/

DAMN Yo, CASPER /
DAMN You ALL TO
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Hl, y MAME IS SPIKEY, Anv' )
DIS 15 ANOTHER ONE OF DOSE
sSemy- HumoRrovs, oBAOX/oUS
TALKS L't HAVE WHERE WE
DIscuss RELEVANT Social /SSUES
AN AlL DAT CRAP ———

WELL, FolKs, sivece Dis 15 DA

AN’ SINCE DA NEW EDITOR WANTS
OvK LITILE DIScuss/oNS /PERE TO

REIATE 1oRE 1o pA THEME AN S/MLE

DEATY, DECAY, AN’ TRIBVLATION /SSVE

[T Ames A LUTAN
CONTVS CouLpN'T mAKE 17 HERE TO
0A
ggy RECULAR co-HosT s STHL IV BED Miu
CVPERATIN Y FROM pg EFFECTS oF 4
006 20-320. SwiT, DaT WAS

G

HEY, MAN, wE sn'r SPE, 3
ALKV TS
;‘://zrx HERE ., WERE Speaxin: 70 Any
ELL) GENT, AF‘FLUEN?; COLLEGCE ~Typr
T PATRON ) ZE
DLEM KiDs, ¥4 smee !

S \,/
YA DOMBSHIT! T wes
BREFERRIN' TO NYCLEAR ARMS !

A
|

T THOVGHT AN APPROFRIATE
Toric Fork DEATH AN DECAY wWoved
BE MVUCLEAR pAR. AFTER AlL, IF
ANV ATIM C Bomg BLEW yP 1n Yovi
FACE, I povld pymk pat DERE wouw

DERE [S 50 MucH DEATH An’ DECAY
N DA WORLD, WE THOUGHT, WHAT THE
HELL, D)s covld BE A cool- ASs TOFIC-

»e /; BIr oF DEATH An' PECAY, pon'T
You ” ANYry, repoy WIADDBA YA

TN 6F A4 BlitaTES
REDUCTION 7 RAL ARMS

=

% o

~ i, )

(Wett, T rvew par !
L jvas Tv8' KkipbIn®

A % _l

)
S /

.

YA BETIER GET ouT ypur

\

No WAY, man, YR
mY ARmMS ARE §

\
-

CREDIT CARDS ‘vz wyu '‘RE
REALLY GONNA Ger A CHARCE A PERFe(T ; = : g
e b A AL el LENGTT / S JRINP ! L THOVEHT DI LAS Sposep |

Tv BE A ComEDY SEGMENT,
FoR CRYIn' ovT LOUA ¢ //
N

YWVRE A MENTAL PIECE oF \i

BUBBLEGuM, maN. T'LL 4IVEYA |
ONE MORE (HANCE HERE. WHAT'D |
YA THINK AB0VT A SALT TALKS 7 |

YR THINKK DEY DIp ANY GOOD ?
— ——""\‘—\

T ==

LiStzn, Bupdy, PERE'S No ‘ P

LOMEDY IWHERE OVR WoRrLp's FuWRre /s

AT STAKE! Y'Kwow, T pwwz 7vsr mmkin’
ABICT Dis MYCLEAR SHIT AN T WisH THEYS
LEARN TO USE ALL D15 SCENTIFIC TECHNOLOGY
TOWARD Goob THINGS LIKE ALCOHIL. REMEMIBER
A WHILE BACKk WHEN DERE WS TALK OF D

IMWENTION OF bo NEVTRIN mARTING ?

o

0kzY, [ET's STow WIT' DA 0L5 JOKES
HERE An’ mevE onvTO DA socisl

ConCERNS . NOW, prrddaym THIMIC
ABWT D1S 'STAR WARS® 7wIM6 7 I IMimk
/] Svens PRETTY Bap.

WELL, YEAN, T
THINK PEY KHELPED
PeoPLE T0 BECOME mMmoke
MARE OF THEIR Blopb PRESSURE
PERSOMALLY, T DON'T (5E SaLT-

HEY, Buvb, T Happen
1O THINK DAT “STAK
WARS ¥ bvas ONE gF DA
GREATEST MoVIES
ever mepe )/
S

Ehe Stanford Chaparral

- T'vE HEARD
/4' NE‘/TRUN WKT/NI,/ MT aNé
Yov GET Bomge)d

BT Yo 'RE STILL stapnpim’
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¢ ’
L HATE PLayin’ DA STRANHT man, ffv/fbfzﬁéﬁ,;zmﬁ,ff BA:M " yfu LADIES /FEY DA THKEE MHvMDRED SMACKERS
ESPECIaLLY WwHEN MY LoveLY assistant || Mo pos 1emmner. RE WiT* mE w WE CAB 0r YA WASN'T SucH A BaD
HERE Can'T €V Port IRTENDED., ALLow me T0 inTRo - || pererrEnT, & 1THER, Hurn 7
i EN MAKE A LobDAamaS DVCE ouR 4uEST Fow Torny PixgcTLy , € g :
ORE" W, 'F;'Hom ONE€ OF DEM PEFENSE DEPARTMENTS, .
(EASE WEL(ME COLONEL LaRD monéER

i q 3 SPEAKIVN' 6 F
THANK You VERY . DETERRENTS, DoN'T WE
mveH, SIA- I'm ' JHAVE ENOYEH WVELEAR
[1oN6RED PtaT | i DETERRENTS IV DIS CoVNTRY ALREADY

Yev CHose m il T MEAN, EACH YEAR WE RE SPENDIN'
Your f WEAPONS ALREADY? L IMEAN, WHY

UNTOLD BILLIENS 6F DOLLARS oN
'\\\\ \ SEGmENT. NMOT SPEND DA BILIONS 6F DOLLAKS oN
by

\

DEFENSE. pon'T WE HAVE ENOVGH

\\ \ SeME OF DEM STARVIN' PESPLE A

- ET/0PIAT

WE myst pesmgoy
THE SOVIETS! av 1
A THIRD WoRrLD WAR 15 THE
WAY T0 DO 1T, THEN B) 60D,
Irils ounR RESPONSIBILIT Y

TO LApY LIBERTY T2
i/%wwfﬁ THISE MISSIHES!

AN
/7// iy

J You MUsT BE SomE SoRT oF pinka
PERVERT, sig. 1F WE START HELPING

—m’lﬂﬂ/"/ SPEARIN * oF EE/,v’\ AS 1T STAMDS
OVTTA oF # JToly, WhATABOVT RIGHT MOW, THE

OTHER 70m, IPEMPIN' SOME oF DAT SovieETS CAN
RTINS AnD pfHER WETIRNS: SIART DEFEMSE MoNEY o VR o Blow v THE

HELFING EACH 4THER, THAT Co¥L LEAD US O UNEMPLYED 7 BB DA WORLD
INTO AN UNEXPECTED PEACE. ALL THE BILLIONS | 4.5, gn' Russin /oas DA CAYABILTY] ITVRE TME
OF DOLLARS WevE INVESTED In WEAPINS WOLD  OF mipn DA WIRLD uP AT THANM VS, SIAR.
HVE GONE T8 WASTE. /N ADDIrIoN AnD mosT LEAST TWENTY TIMES QVER. RIGHT?

IMPORTANTLY, AND MOST 1mpoRTANTLY, I'6 Be DA GUESTION 15 ity RE WE parm 2
OVT 6F p JVB. WIAT ABWT my WIFE AND IKIDS, \sygupipn Ati Dis mowey m ¢ P€T A#fvg 2:/;6
SIR? ARE YoU So SELFISH THAT You VST THINK | Kiow up pa woALD A FEW »ﬂ?;E'P“:WLD’L A
Aoyl THE REST OF THE WORLD AND NOT ABoUT )EYTRA NimeEs IF ONCE ,,C."AM; unTIL
my WeLFaRe ¢ /5 ALREADY ENVGH. WE AKE THE 0MES
3 z WHy canv BLeW UP THE
WORLD PoRE TIMES.

I'm soRry.

e ety
To0D DAY, SIRS. || VA WELL AFTER DAT INSIENTFUL

T, PRESENTRTION, ALL T CAN SAY IS

T THINK TS Time
WE sTART PULLIN' TD4E THER
AN WORKIN' TD AETHER,
N\ WE musT (g4RN T2
\km’é VR FELLSL
AN, AN - _

DT WE'VE Raised A LoTTA Quest
BvT WE HAVEN'T ANSWERED many

ELL/ IvE Qﬂrﬁ,\/
AVSWER | pcrER .
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5200 CASH
REWARD

for return of
the hammer

Contact Vinnie

781-1657
341-9184

"/V\ommv.' Is it okar if Jeesy chopped PJ
T bifs and pieces with an ax ?"

M Stanford Linear
Acceélerator Center

Visit Stanford University’s Two-Mile-Long Accelerator.
Dedicated to Basic Research in Elementary Particle Physics.
For Tours of the Research Laboratory, call for an Appointment.
854-3300 ext. 2204. Advance reservations are required.

The Stanford Thanareal
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THE COFFEE HOUSE ANNOUNCES

Fast, Efficient Service

Enjoy our daily menu of four different pre-made sandwiches.
* Come into the Coffee House using the door on the White Plaza side . . . .
* Check out the menu easel for our sandwich selections . . . .

* Order your pre-made sandwich, soup, chili, desert & beverage, or pickup
your custom sandwichto go . . ..

* Enjoy the Coffee House atmosphere or take it and run.

Monday-Friday, 11:30 am-1:30 pm l

( OFFEE HOUSE
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The Stanford Charity

Benefitting the Children’s Hospital |
at Stanford

RETURNS..

April 20th

Wilbur Field
O-4

If you're interested in joining in the fun call Pete Sidebottom (322~1643) or Jason Bland (323-7021).

Or come to an organizational meeting Thursday, April 4th, Toyon Lounge,7:00p.m.



