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pretty straightforwardly myth, I think you'll agree,

the myth that yet another article about phxlosophy can
pass for myth

go ahcad and tel] a kid that astronaut cows and walking
cutlery really exist; see how the kid turns out

you can't attack this one, buster; it’s got real gods in it

the suburban myth which, unfortunately really isn't a
myth but true

the myth of the American teenage philosopher

the oldest profession, almost as old as myth itself

business as sham as myth itself, as if were

that one's simple enough for you, I hope

James promised us he'd do something on myth, really.

this sounds like myth to me, all right

the American myth maker (I thought that one was pretty
good, myself)

Arthur Haley and James Michener could produce
damn fine myths if they only tried

myth of financially-secure campus publication. Cartoons
are always welcome. Otherwise typesetting costs a
bundle.
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s a crock if I've
ever seen one.
S We’re  talking
hypocritical, lying, scandal-
thriving men and women with-
out morals. And we mean, of
course, ourselves.
We’re scum and we know it.
Don’t try to hide it! Okay, we
won't.
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Hammer and Coffin

There is a myth about people
into magazine publishing: that
they're all sensationalist scuz-
bags, the kind that would put a
bikini-clad blonde on the cover
with a headline: ‘“Ooooh, that
software!” You probably believe
this myth; we .. ahem, thrive on
it. Well, hey, we can print
whatever we want, free of ethical
fetters because of it, and that’s a
headrush. None of us are like this
at home, only at the office. At
home we are nice to everyone.
We bring people coffee just the
way they like it. We pray on the
sabbath. We take frequent baths,
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nearly twice a week. But drop us
into the competitve den of
publishing, and instantly we
grow fangs.

In short, I'm saying that reality
can often grow to fit the myth.
How can one say a myth is en-
tirely nonexistent if it can some-
how propel people toward
becoming it?

What’s my point? Only one of
departure, I admit. If you’re
doing an issue on myth you have
to know myth well, and I guess
I'm just trying to show you how
much I know.

What is myth? I'll bet you think



s just has to do with gods and

TsTE ferably Greek or
.\orse if you
3 & Dragons). A few
v d in the humanities
Wi menfion an additional Gil-
gamesh with a grin of superior-
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St myth is so much more. I

tion called myth, “a
=mson or thing having only an
maginary or unverifiable exis-
o= Aba, I said, any assump-
“wom. znyvihing fallaciously based

: ed myth! A balanced
me—onz! budget, for example is a
This started to get exciting.
e more research and it
ore and more that we
s o put absolutely anything in
“2.s ssue and justify it as myth.
Sefore I could restrain it, that
gripped me somewhere
e solar plexus. “You're
I her, dammit,” it said,
“2nc with the right justification
Ercuse’ 'atlonahzatlon?) you
gam print a big red doggy dick and
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1 :.:_st" T;ere is no toast. There
= bread . an d bread does not cease

d when it is turned
with radiant heat.

=d DOggV Dicks? A fre-
mment ;::": of discussion even
= s at the Chappie, cults
world worship these
ve fertility symbols. Easy to
s=mowe from the dog, clean, plug,
to almost unlimited

“Poduntamani,” as
r= hziled. can be seen
pwering ceremoniously over
v villiage.

arl Karcher? A man immor-
in many a Carl’s Jr. com-
ivalled in touted
meuppance only by
Dok Nemgle of the Naugles fast
s iblic may

think it knows the quaint reality
of the youths of these men, but
they only know the myth
dreamed up by ad people. Kar-
cher and Naugle are in fact the
same man, and he got his start in
fast food as an assistant taster ata
factory that produced little
ketchup packets.

Bangs? The lore of hair-stylists
indeed goes back to pre-historic
times, and one of the great lost
epic poems that haven’t been un-
lost yet (conveniently so, I add)
entirely surrrounds the story of a
Parsinian youth with magic
bangs which grow to cover her
eyes and give her supersensory
vision.

Television? No one in the
entire world knows how it really
works, not even the repairmen
who are paid such extravagant
hush money (often mistook as
union wages) to keep that fact a
secret. All we know is the myth:
you plug it in, press a button and
it glows with oracular images.
Stand on one leg in front of it, ex-
tend one hand straight up in the
air, the other up ata 45 degree an-
gle, cock the head, and the
picture comes in clearer.

Rambo? He’s the new Ameri-
can myth, but his heritage goes
way back. He is in possession of

the ancient Spartan virtue,
Kongenzia, today traslated as
Congeance, a contraction of
Conscience and Vengeance.

People who are forced to live
off dog food? Okay, they aren’t a
myth. They exist despite what we
try to tell ourselves, although, ad-
mittedly, we can cause them to
disappear by immersing our-
selves in myth. They are not
themselves a myth, and appropri-
ately, you won’t see any of them
in this issue.

America (notice a nasty turn in
tone has taken place)? What is a
country? Can you actually see
those dotted line boundaries?
What if everybody in America
packed their things and drove to
Canada. Would America then be
in Canada? Countries are myths.

Flags? They stand for
countries, which don’t exist. Pa-
triotism? National Pride? All
myth.

Existence? It’s unprovable.
Probably a myth.

Nihilism? It’s also unprovable.
Also, if anyone ever manages to
prove it, then nothing will exist,
even Nihilism.

Etc, Etc.

If T were you, I'd read the rest of

this issue fast, before it all ceases
to be. &
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The .
odyssey

| by Homer the Mod of Greenwich Village
/ translated by Chris Adamson

Book One:
A Totally Groovy Dude

ing that trippin’ tale thru me, oh freaky
Muse, and go tellin’ the totally awe-

\ Some horrorshow trip of that dude,

| Who, like, was just such an absolute
% Concept, baby.

For, Oh! It was such a bad come-down from a trip,
Like Ohgodohgodohgod, sooo un-groovy, like
Harsh world. He had only just escaped the imperialist-
Dungeon of the pigs, man. And he hadda now deal
With, like, the psychedelic charms of that super-
Mondo tower of not-womanness . . . Circe. Oh, wow,
Man, what a bad deal that was, with, like, the true
Bondage and just lots of no-love and un-good, you
Know, dude?

But then the everywhere-love-peace god, Leary, said:
“Modysseus oughtta be freed from ungrooviness.”

b
4 J

>
\\\" So while the jailer-girl was tripped-out, she saw

N
g g Y

In a perfectly love-wonder-groovin’ meet-

Cosmic god who laid on her: “IIIIII ttthhhiiiiiinnkk
Hheeeeee sssssshhhuuudd ggooo. . .." (You just {
Gotta believe him, dude, for he brings love and {
Happiness and peace and drugs.) u. ,

\.‘:;-K E < "1" ' 3 ‘
So, like when she came back to ohgod-no reality, ! '%‘t .S;Q' 32%"“”’*&‘ |
She laid on Modysseus: “Peace. Love. Leave. Live ’Tﬁgggsﬁ""“ ,&‘W’“"& N
Long and prosper.” He said “If you dig what I'm =Y ”@N’. wirk
Reachin’ at, baby, howja like to be my old lady N\ M’

Interaction?” And she gave him: “Man. Yeah.

\ A
I'm beside youw.' He dropped her on the back seat /1}'#?";";’%
OFf his heroic, low-slung, freakin’ Harley chopper, & "'"i"/,' AN
The stuff of which cool dudes rode, tuned in, 1
Turned on, and beat out of that un-love zone. NN
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Book Nine:

nd the fleet of choppers were truckin’
Down the long road, I mean Middle-
Wy America, school-houses, segregation
Passing by. And things were cool, baby.

=

But they then, like, confronted a bunch
Of totally un-hip pigs whose mission was to stop

All mods and truth-lovers and smash them and their
Cause. “Hey, boy,” called the leader pig, “Let’s

See what's in that back-pack. We've got reason to
Believe you got illegal drugs and we're conducting
A legal search.”

Then the leader pig, who had a patch over one eye,
So, like, he only had one good eye, started to go
Thru Modysseus’ stuff. But the hip hero poked the
Cyclops-like cop in his good eye, and the mods
Made their hasty escape, drugs included.

Soon after, they heard the song of the sirens. But
Modysseus just said, “Hey baby, that song ain't
Nothin’ but a front, a trap, dig? They're singin’
Massive-trauma, establishment, incarceration,
My-mom-don’t-love-me, their-law. Let’s blow
This scene.”

The sirens were getting closer, but Modysseus
And his dudes, they just went faster and left the
Sirens eatin’ asphalt.

But that wasn’t the only un-cool scene they would
Come up against. ‘Cause when they were just a little
Further down the road, they ran into a really bad
Deal: On one side of the highway there was a
Whirlpool of little furry animals, and, like, they
Never hurt a dude, so it would be just bad vibes

To plow through them on Harleys. On the other
Side, though, there were four war-loving, freak-
Hating street workers with nazi-flat-top haircuts
And “My country, right or wrong,” like, emblazoned
On their t-shirts.

So, Modysseus, figured out he couldn’t hurt all
Those animals, so they tried to ride through the
Octopus of fat patriots and their eight wavin’ fists.
And most of the cool mods made it thru. Most.

And Modysseus said: “Well these gods are, like,
Puttin’ a bad trip on us, dudes. And it sucks.”

Mythology




\ : Book Twenty-Two:
(\\ ..~ Wastin’ the Dudes

he cool mods were hangin’ out outside
The shack. They were bummed-out,
S " You know, ‘cause what was inside
PN But the, like, totally awful armed,
__Z Sexist, racist, warlord symbols of
=====? C(Oppression and farsightedness that
Run this excuse for a country. And these mean
Dudes were ready to bust some heads, dig?

Our peace-touting anti-heroes looked through the
Window of Modysseus’ pad, and got an eyeful of
The imperialist-fascist-nasty slime that were, like
Checkin’ out Modysseus’ chick.

They were totally evil, un-hip, no-love scum-types:
Big businessmen from G.M. and I.B.M. and Exxon;
Pigs, who beat up and shot protestors all over the
Place; and worst of all: Nixon-lovers; the mindless
War-loving hawks that worked with the C.R.E.E.Pies.

“Hey, man,” said dude-ly Modysseus, “these scum
Are, like, trying to grab my groovy love mama.
Let’s waste this bunch o’ scum.”

And, like, his men, his moon brothers didn’t want
To lay any bad-action war-shit on the sadstory
Cash-mongers who, like, had thought up this whole
War business in the first place. Like, it would be
Bad-news, double-standard-city, you know?

But then, they were fed up with the injustice.
And, besides, be fair, this is an epic, and
War-glorification is its whole bag, right?

Still, Modysseus, he wasn’t gonna stoop antbelly
Low, so he waited for them, the establishment
Spawn to make the first move. And then, the mods,
Like, man, you know, tore out and, like, scored a
Massive victory for truth, justice, and the mod way,
As they just totally blew away all the upper-class,
Repressive, regressive, establishment, martini-
Drinking, status-quo-loving, napalm-bombing,
Child-killing, freedom-squashing, totally un-hip
Scumbuckets.

e~

/ IIL."? "'!f“lil“.. / ‘
b l‘ ‘_‘!-‘;‘«‘.:}b-—» /
’ILLN'J"
Al J"'
. 2, A' i

7
22 4’} A

()

The Stanford Chaparral



de do g™ O

>
Koo

%
I

,*'

® Custom Screen Printing
e All Garments

e Multi-Color

e Highest Quality

e Great Prices

Now Featuring Monogramming
and Embroidery

Redwood City, CA 94063
761 El Camino Real

(415) 364-8910

T hya
y,IIl “”1””,"1)1!
oo
/';‘Hllll“" )

Tey i
Al 9
Piiv

{efll

,n[)l" MRV ITAIT|
AT
R ARIEUE TN
pt e UGN, i
;

— p—a -
e o iV . /II

z / (B
1 [y
|

= /

Beer Garden

“*A Stanford Tradition "
3915 Alpine Road

= [pine Inn=

Portola Vallev




t

short,
Jewish

by Andy Schwarz

n times of great antiquity (and even some years of

only so-so antiquity) the wise men used to pon-

der questions such as “Why does man exist?”
Epitomes, the Greek, answered by saying, “Man exists, so
don’t make waves. What, do you want the gods should
change their minds? Shut up and pass the baklava.” The
Greeks did not have the monopoly on philosophy, of course.
Schmuel Levi, a Hebrew of little intellect, felt man exists
only to provide carbon dioxide for plants. Unfortunately, the
oxygen cycle was at that time jeered at by the Rabbinical
scholars and Levi was committed for life to the Zion Mental
Neurosis Wonderplayland. Nevertheless, Levi is today con-
sidered the philosopher-laureate of Rhododendrons and
Chyrsanthemums.

When one is aware of these profound statements, the
question must arise: “Has man lost his talent for philo-
sophy?” It’s been 2000 years since the great Marcus (31
Delicious) Flavius said, “Not only are truth and beauty the
same, but certainly an evening with a nubile dancing girl is
up there on the list of nice ways to spend time.” Why haven't
statements like his been matched by 20th century thinkers?
Perhaps we just haven't tried hard enough. As an effort to
rectify the situation, here are my writings on philosophy.

neurotic, \Z

3! 2 = X~ god

ks
.’,l’, M—r

xistence is impossible to prove, and who really

wants to, considering the stuff you get served at

the delicatessens these days. On the other hand,
when one finds himself forced to sit through an entire Ice
Capades show. can he have any doubt that there is a God
and that He is suffering from eczema? Either that, or He has
a bizarre sense of humor and prefers not to let us in on the
Joke vet.

Whether God is a loving father or an unmoved mover has
been debated since the day man got evicted from the caves.
Still, pondering the nature of God won't help us explain
man's own meager existence. After all, He frequented some
of the same bars in Gomorrah and survived. Actually, God
was quite a swinger in His younger days, and it is no
accident that He uttered, “I am He who is,” after He spent
an entire night consuming Muscatel. One biblical scholar
postulated that the entire book of Deuteronomy was written
while God was on a wild singles weekend in Capri.

Though one may believe in God, can anyone be said to
really exist when the cleaners can’'t even remember not to
put starch in my shorts? God may be benevolent, but what
utilitarian benefit comes of my feeling like my scrotum is
encased in Grape-nuts every time I walk to my analyst?

8 The Stanford Chaparral



“emmately pleasure can be offered as proof of existence,
2t sow pleasurable can existence be when the last woman
§ @af=d resembled the Graf Spee?

How me to present a parable. I am in the middle
of a desert, when I am suddenly confronted by a
horde of beautiful and admiring women. They all
soproach, offering me their bodies, and I attempt to hold
== back with a large electrified fork shaped like the

sach woman makes it past Baton Rouge and has her way
wih me. I am overcome with guilt and fear of my own
mortality. I try to phone the police, but the operator is also
swzre of my widely-reknowned sexual prowess and she
“maxes in the middle of making the connection. I won’'t
2o on because I just now realized I had my notebooks
~:r’:hed and instead of my parable, that was last night’s
v dream.

ais is the parable: A man must make a journey of many
miles. He goes to the livery stable, but there are no horses.
= rents a cream cheese bagel which he rides at full speed

= night. He is attacked by bandits, who tickle him until he |
s in fears, and then refuse to let him pass unless he can |

zzme the ten highest swine-producing states. He names the
'~<: six, but cannot get past North Carolina. The bandits
z_ for their women and begin the Virginia Reel in an effort
% belp the man guess. He is oblivious to their hint and
suesses wildly and randomly. The bandits are forced to kill
e:r::elves and all do so, rather unwillingly, except for one

o becomes a styrofoam cup filled with weak coffee. The
man drinks the coffee and continues on. When he arrives,
“2e townspeople laugh at his mount (as the cream cheese
iis grown hair) and he must ride home again in shame
without having completed his business.

In all this excitement and deep dialectic, I seem to have
‘ost the point of the parable. Still, don't get angry at me
— any existentialist with half a mind and a moral would
Siame you for the whole thing. After all, the parable wouldn’t
exist had only you not read it. And, as Socrates used to
admit to the annoyance of his inferiors: “I only know one
thing, and that is that I only know one thing.” Then again,
Socrates thought Uzo tasted good. Twisted logic is attempt-
=z o make you at fault that I began a pointless parable
when in fact I began the parable myself in hopes that it
would provide a solution to my Kelvin-scaled sex life.

n conclusion, allow me to say that existence is an

altogether scurrilous thing. Cartesian values can

no longer be considered as fact, and we must re-
consider everything, unless we can locate the seventeen
monkeys Descartes claimed to have been involved with at
‘he time of his writing. Was Descartes correct? Well, at
‘=ast Descartes was involved with something. I'd settle for
Mrs. Quasimodo at this point. In any event, existence isn’t
crucial; an honest plumber is, and they're so hard to find
these days. Besides, when I do find a good, inexpensive one,
Se invariably makes off with all the decorative soap or
w .‘atever woman I'm seeing at the time. Maybe I was right

my first assumption: we just haven't tried hard enough. I
certainly haven't. @
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ittle Jack Horner

sat in the corner

eating his Christmas Pie.
He stuck in his thumb,

which was immediately bitten

off by the small badger who

was hiding in the pie.
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and Jill was killed, and Jack
didn’t feel too good either.




1d King Cole?
was a big asshole
and a big asshole was he.

He said, “It won’t be hard
to call in the National Guard

and have them lock up those
goddam Fiddlers Three.”

But the circuits overloaded,
‘and Miss Muffet exploded,
and blew her poor mind away.
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' 1d Mother Hubbard
\I looked in her cupboard tJ(j

W give her poor dog a bone
I but a]l that was ther ..................




A FUNNY THING HAPPENED, SO | WROTE TO THE

FORUM

Dear Sirs:
never thought that anything like what | had read about in

wour column would ever happen to me. Boy, was | to be
surprised! It was two weeks ago at the Pantheon that this
~zoppened. | was hefting a flagon of mortal blood and am-
orosia with mighty Ajax, when | caught the eye of the most
sezutiful creature | have ever seen. | went over to introduce
=nwself, and—can you believe this?—it turns out to be
“eteroditis, God-Mother of the Universe and pancreator of
the twelve families of Olympus! | was startled, as you can
magine. “Say, mighty Proclivicus,” winked the red-hot forge
o7 our race, “is mine eye wrought for naught, or do you bear
2 bulging love-rod hard as the sun-metal of the firmament
2nd lengthy as the tassel on yon Tallicus’ toga?”’ | did all |
could do to keep from slavering! Before long she was
=ading me up to a barren hilltop where | had more than a
mortal’s mind that she was intending on having her way with
me. And after all, who was | but half-deity myself to prevent
e will of such magnificently packed authority?

Fortunate indeed that | recalled, at the very last minute,
that upon rendering her spawn of kings, Heteroditis ate her
over, Panves, and spat his remains into the heavens, thus
creating the stars. | decided it was “cold shower” time! Still,
what a babe.

Anonymous on Olympus

Dear Sirs:
All of these deities up here in Olympus think that they’re
so hot. They're all just jealous! I'm the one that’s really in
demand. Women beg for me! Men envy me! I'm constantly
entertaining at parties! So where is all the fame, the acco-
ades, the popular support?
What? You haven't heard of me? Don't you read, or what?
4w, dammit. | always run into this name-recognition problem.
Forget it. You probably aren’t any fun anyway.
Waiting for all the fame,
Dicktwiceaslongasaflagpoleicus

Dear Sirs:
What gives? I'm good looking; I've got a great personality,
sew my own garments from the finest fabrics, my family
nas money, and I'm willing to travel. So how come nobody’s
zathering the combined forces of their nations to fight over

me?

Sincerely,
Helen of Minneapolis

Dear Sirs:
I just have to get this off my back.
Atlas

Dear Sirs:

A couple nights ago, | was at the Studio LIV with some
pals and we were vacilating between sodomy and gluttony.
It had been a real yawner of an evening, | can tell you—|
had met so many people at the orgy, earlier, that | couldn’t
remember a single name. Now we had food to eat and goats
to screw, and to tell you the truth, | just wanted to lie down
somewhere and sleep. But then, all of a sudden, this maiden
joins me at the bar. | was really stunned — | mean, she had
her toga on, and she looked at me like she wanted to get to
know me or, even worse, be my friend! She said to me, “Are
you bored, too?” and | nodded, nervously. She said, “Let me
tell you, 1 am so sick of this whole thing. Day in, day out,
dick in, dick out, | mean there’s no variety!” Meanwhile, |
was about ready to high-tail it from the place. You'll agree
this woman was acting pretty strangely. But then, my inter-
est was aroused. She had —if I'm not too obscene in men-
tioning it—a personality that just wouldn’t stop. My mind
was about ready to burst! But what really made me nervous
was that | have always secretly kept this scroll about “Per-
sonal Relationships” by none other than Plato himself. | like
to read it every once in a while and it gives me a little
intellectual thrill. But I'd never publicly espouse this, and all
of a sudden here was this woman giving me real vibrations
that this was what she was after.

Out of nowhere she asked me, “Have you ever read Plato?”’
and | nearly dropped my goblet on the floor. “I read him a
lot,” she continued, “and I'm convinced man is in possession
of a continence that can be shared with others. But enough.
of technical terms!” And I'm not making this up, but at that
moment she took my hand in hers and gazed into my eyes! |
was so dumbstruck, | could have passed for a Phoenician!
One thing led to another and the next thing | knew | had put
my clothes on and we were leaving the club, hand in hand,
to sit under a cypress and discuss the technicalities of
existence. It was the night of my life!

Anonymous in Rome

Dear Sirs:

How many times have | read your Forum section thinking
“Something like that has certainly never happened to me!”?
Quite a few times, to be sure.

Just an ordinary Roman guy.
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“An electric piece of work that takes off like a screaming
rocket. It sizzles, it snaps, it dazzles. It’s one whoosh of
a book!”
— Women’s Wear Daily

by Tim Quirk

Dear God,

My name is Trish. I'm 35 years old. I have always done
everything I should. Perhaps you could help me with a
little problem.

ImetDr.___ ataHolyoke mixer. He was still
an intern, then. Daddy bought us a house, and we got
married. Richard Jr. arrived the next year, and Bethany
the year after that. Justright, Dr.____ said.

2P
Dear God, '
Today was our anniversary. Dr. ___ bought be
a new washing machine. Surprise, he said.
It wasn't really much of a surprise. We needed a new
one. The old one was too old.
IboughtDr.______ ascarf. He wrapped it around
his neck and said it would keep him very warm.

Mythology



Dear God,

I spent most of the day showing the maid how to work
my new washing machine. It has too many knobs for her
to understand, and she cannot read the settings because
they are in English. I wrote little signs for her and taped
them over the English words.

I put caliente over hot. Caliente! Maria yelled happily.

I put frio over cold. Frio Maria cried, clapping her
hands.

I wrote the word forcer with my black magic marker
and put it over spin. Maria looked confused. Spin! I said.
Torcer!

Maria turned around.

I put lavar over the word wash. Lavar? I said. Lavar,
Maria nodded. She went to work.

DY NN

Dear God,

Dr. wouldn’t let mother stay. He took her
away while I was shopping. She needs to be in a home, he
said. I thought we had a home, I said.

She’s old, she’s dumb, she’s dangerous, he said.

I love her, I said.

He shook his head and paced back and forth across
the living room floor. He does that when we disagree.
She left all the gas burners on, he said.

We have an electric stove, I said. If you take her away, 1
will hate you. I put my head in my hands and peeked at
him through my fingers.

It’s my house, he said. I already took her to the facility.
She can’t come back.

You are mean, I said. I climbed into bed and cried.

b T g
Dear God,
Dr. ’s high school sweetheart moved into

town. Her name is Jennifer Tannenbaum. She is so glam-
orous. She hosts a talk show on PBS. All her guests make
such wise, insightful comments, and she always responds
with a witty remark. Sometimes I imagine I'm being
interviewed on her show. I have written a revolutionary
new cookbook. Tell us how you use sugar, she says.

Well you see, I say, demonstrating, I sprinkle it just so
into my bowl.

Isn’t that sweet? Jennifer says. Thank you ever so
much for appearing on my little program.

You're quite welcome, I say.

Dl
Dear God,

I'feel good today. I sponsored a baby. I saw it in an ad in
the Review. It said, send $20 and you can feed a poor
child for a month. I did it. I sent the money today. In two
weeks they will send me the name of the baby I'm keep-
ing alive. I can’t wait! I hope he is cute.

Dear God,

Dr. and I entertained the other evening.
We gave a cocktail party. Jennifer Tannenbaum came.
Call me Jenny, she said.

All the men drifted over to her corner. They asked her
questions, and chuckled at her answers. Dr.
stood with his arm around her. Get Ms. Tannenbaum
another martini, he told me. I got it. I was proud to have a
celebrity in my home.

Bleah! she said, spitting out her drink. This is the worst
martini I've ever tasted. Can’t you mix a drink?

I went upstairs and cried.

VSN N

Dear God,

I got the baby’s name in the mail today. His name is
Nga. He’s a boat person. My 75¢ a day gets him three
meals of milk and rice. That’s enough food to help him
grow, the charity said.

Dr. doesn’t like the idea. He told me when
the letter came. He said, you have to worry about your
own family before you try to feed the whole world.

I said, but we can afford it.

He said, that kid can live on three bowls of rice. What’s
your excuse?

I said, I like to eat, that’s all. I was crying inside, but I
didn’t want him to know he had hurt me. I wanted him to
think I was a good person.

I still want to do this. It’s sort of like having a baby of
my very own. I feel like I'm his real mother. I can em-
broider sweaters for him and send him gifts, and when
he’s old enough to write he can send me letters that
begin, Dear Mommy Trish. I would like that. I would like
to get some mail.

2N

Dear God,

Dr. bought me a car for Christmas. I'd
never driven a manual before, and I needed a few les-
sons. He laughed at me. Ha, ha, he said. You can’t drive.
Stop up ahead. Put on your blinker. Speed up. Slow
down. I pulled over and cried.

20
Dear God,

I had problems with Richard Jr. today. He was watch-
ing television past his bed time. Time for bed, I said.
Turn off the TV.

Shut up, mom, he said.

Junior, you have school tomorrow, I said. You really
must turn off the television.

You're blocking the picture. Get out of the way, he
said.

I shut the TV off. He threw the remote control at my
head. It hurt.
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That was very bad, Richard Jr., I said.

Dr._  cameinto the room. What seems to be
the trouble? he said.

Mommy won’t let me watch TV, Richard Jr. said.

Well, that’s not very fair, is it? Dr. said.
Mommy watches TV all day. You can watch all you want.
And Trish, wipe that blood off your head and come

upstairs.
VP

Dear God,

I ran into Jennifer downtown. It was at the make-up
counter. I was trying on nail polish and she was having a
second hole pierced in her ear.

Hello, Jennifer, I said.

Please, she said, call me Jen. She looked at my nails.
Trying on polishes? she asked.

Yes, I said. They're all so nice. I can’t make up my
mind. I'm leaning toward mauve.

Jennifer looked surprised. Mauve? she said. No, not
Mauve.

I said, why?

She said, because it’s not eye-catching. God gets pis-
sed if you put the color mauve on your nails and no one
notices. Go with hot lavender.

I said, you know so much Jen. She smiled. I think she

likes me.
e

Dear God,

I told Dr. I wanted a divorce. He laughed.
He didn’t even seem surprised.

I hate you, I said. You don’t respect me. You don’t give
me enough shopping money. You hardly ever take me
out. You're having an affair with Jennifer.

So? he said.

So I'm going to mother’s, I said. I started packing my
shoes.

He said, you’ll never get a job. How are you going to
support yourself?

I'll live off of alimony, I said.

What about the children? he said.

I hate the children, I said. You can have the children.
The only real child I have is Nga.

P
Dear God,

I’'m living in a condominium by myself now. Today the
most wonderful thing happened. I got a letter from Nga!
I didn’t expect it al all. The mailman came right to my
door with it. It looked special, he said.

I thanked him for it. Before he left, he stopped and
pointed at the wall. Say, what color is that wallpaper? he
said.

Why, Mauve, I said.

Nice color, he said. Then he left.

The sun is shining now.

* FAST SERVICE *RESUMES

* 3 HOLE PUNCHED

* SHRINK WRAPPING
* WEEKLY SALES

10%

*Limited to Stock on hand
ONE COUPON PER ORDER

*CONVENIENT
* COLOR CHOICE

* SERVICE WITH
* BOND PAPER

AT THE BOOKSTORE!

* GUARANTEED WORK
* OPEN SIX DAYS A WEEK

A SMILE
CAMPUS

* 2ND FLOOR

* ON *CONVENIENT

DISCOUNT ON
REAMS OF CARDSTOCK
COPIED ON OR PLAIN

VALID THROUGH
MARCH 31, 1986

STANFORD BOOKSTORE
COPY PLUS

(415) 329-1217 x44

Conveniently located
on mezzanine — next to
the textbook areal
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RNIES has been selecting, buy-

ing and selling wines for over 45
years, and we know that fine wines don’t just grow
on vines. They have to be chosen and cultivated from
the grape to the shelf, with your taste in mind.

SO, whether you're looking for a chilled wine to
pour into plastic tumblers at the park, or fine vintage
& 23 best table,

FROM THE EVERYDAY
70 THE EXTRAVAGANT

In A Great Wine Region, A Great Wine Merchant
3870 El Camino Real
PALO ALTO 493-4743

Close to campus I Mile South of Page Mill Road

Food - Wine - Spirits
Wide-ScreenTV

STANFOR])

EATING CLUB

DOWNTOWN PALO ALTO
445 EMERSON STREET ¢ 321-2224

FREE Parking in High Street Garage
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ARTZSCHE/

WHY AREN'T YOL

MY ACTIONS ARE. IN
ACCORD ONLY WITH MY
DESIRES, AND I TESIRE
NG PART ofF YOUR. T/MID,

kYING MORALITY/

] A —— -




DIMENSIONS 36'x 12" x 36"

va-va-voom!

GET LUCKY PRODUCTS, INC.
Omigodde, Oh. 07734

HERE’S MY $10,000.00

Rush the TOY PROSTITUTE SET TO ME!

If not fully satisfied and exhausted by the end of the
evening | may exchange any prostitute ® for a better

looking one!
High Schoo! Students Bill me: [J NOW [ Ten minutes from now
Fake 1.D.s [J Under an assumed name
Undercover Cops Name . ... . ...+ .. L
Police Cars
 ice Cream Truck Address. . o0l Al e
Shriners ' fCity.. - State. .. Zip

Allow 10-20 years for delivery.




AN

“HE'S MAKIN' A

A TS T

CHECKING (T TWICE. ..

ARTZSCHE! MY FATHER. \S
PLANNING THE Blg NEVER-
DALE. SOCIETY BALL AND

T PLAY// |

HE WANTS THE “ARTZOCHES'

WELL, MORONICA, TO LAY, Y
T DESIRE A HEALTHY'
SUM OF A12,000 IN SMALL
BILLS. TF T RECEIVE
SOCH A SUM, T SHALL ACT
ACC(S(EII\K:LY/

B &
|

’HE’EALL?EFTY THE ANSWER IS OR-
CR. MORONICA? ) VIOLS. T SHALL ASK




Mr. NETHERREE, T Z
AM MERELY 9ANS-
FYING MY OWN WILL,
AS SHOULD EVERYONE/

ARTZSCHE!

WHY ARE. You DRINKING
THAT BEER IN
SCHooL.?

OK, ...
OKAY, ...
e, CARRY ON/

O, THRT EDGIE

DILDO, YouR,

1S 90 EVIL . WH
KNOWLEDGE MEANS iz ALMYSY o THE
NOTHING/ ARVSE THAT Roor. / VEBERMENGCH,

\ A DiLvo Toley 2~ EDGIES ACTIONS Re-

QUIRE NO JUSTIFICATION,
PLEASE, UH,

OHHHH BESIDES, YOU MUST LEARN TO

_ WARHRKRY/ ) ( GO BEYOND GOOD AND EVIL-.

LL THE Hi L
. Q HP alr 5\bo.

&?
‘. L 5
’ 2




OO0K! T (AN'T WAIT TILL DADDY'O BliG BASH 7N*£R\CA‘6 r:A.~q

TNIGHT( DAY, WHO'O THAT FELLOW WITH VORITE TEEN -
THE CHEESY MOUSTACHE AND BOMB? AGE SOUTH
A\ AMERICAN
OH., THAT'S MY OUSIN,| } TERRGRIST/
ARCHE GQUEVARA...

LATER. THAT NIGHT, THE PARTY GETS INTO FOLL |
5wING AT THE GODGE ESTATE, HOME OF MORONICA ~+—JJ-
AND HER. FILTHY RKH FATHER....




(DO WHAT YOU WANT AND

ARE AN QUTRAGE /
HMMMPFF /

HMM, T DES'RE MUCH (AOH, BUT THIS 1S A WONDERFUL

IN ORDER. THAT T RECEIVE T, FOUNCTION OF SCCIETY'S

THESE PEOPLE MUST ENJO ELITE , BUT WHERE S
MR. GODGE?




WHOOPIE DIAPHBAGM. Secretly
place it in that special place.
When your boyfriend is ready,
watch the real fun and “whoopie”
begin. Strange sound effects will
fill the air much to his embarrass-
ment and utter humiliation. Also
effective as a subtle reminder to
irresponsible boyfriends to utilize
contraception.

No. 112 2 for $1.00

-—

R / ) o
S
HOT GARLIC DICK. Trick your
favorite oral sex partner with this
“cunning” joke. Flavored with de-
licious mint, but hidden within
the mint is “'biting’ HOT GARLIC!
The more they suck the hotter it

gets.
No. 69 69¢

BE A VENTRILOQUIST! Or just
sound like one. It's fun to be a
ventriloquist, and offend as many
people as possible. Fool everyone
when vyour .voice comes from
under a skirt or a pair of Hot
Pants. Large, uncomfortable gad-
get fits in mouth.

No. 156 $1.00

DRIBBLE CONDOM. Surprise
and delight your friends! Looks
like an ordinary, reliable, electro-
nically tested prophylactic, but
when you withdraw, the fun be-
gins! You'll find yourself drib-
bling all over her and yourself!
It's a joke shell never forget!
No.210

$4.98 per box of 10. Reusable!

Doc Johnson Smith Co.

Wind it
Wate

7734 Oyoukn Ave., Greatcasket, OH 00092

not want hack anyway.

If, not 34% satisfied, | may return any part of my purchase for a full
refund. Except, of course, the used condoms, which you would prebably

PLEASE RUSH ME: {use extra paper if needed)

Item No. How Many?

Price Ea. Total

No C.0.D.'s

Postage & Handﬁng 65¢

Tying to a Post & Manhandling $2.00

No Flounders, either

Name
Address

City

Do your parents know? O Yes

[Total Enclosed

(print)

Zip




KZZU 90,1

Morning Jazz 6-10 a.m.
The best in jazz, all week long.

Modern Classics 10 a.m.-noon
Music from the 60's, 70's, and the modern day.

Rock of the 90's 1-6 p.m.
Progressive rock, dance, and new wave.
Music Meals 6-8 p.m.
Something different every day of the week.
Alternate Currents 8 p.m.-2 a.m.
Underground, avant garde, and the newest music.
Anything Goes 2-6 am.

Is it Creative Radio, or Jjust Blind Chance?

Plus News, Sports, Public Affairs,
Requests, Ticket Giveaways, & More!

Easter Island

whea X 5«.‘\‘ the muncHiEes

ayd wdv\'t' '\'O Edt .
rrzza. SANdwiches,

sealQoe. NI X CVN
AKED  Potatoes,
ChineSe, GerMAn, K
Co=KIES! ’gm*

a w hok \o'f

and

Fidds Coolaes. AN TN
Pethee, Dude. FAVTEC\N

Liddicoat;

Kosher-Style Restaurant
N.Y. Deli Quiz

MANH JTAN
\ r

N d B
There is no difference

between a half-sour
picklie and half of a sour

pickle.

O O
O o

A Knish is the sound made
when you step in a puddle.

A biali is a type of dance
done at a Bar Mitzvah

O 0O

If you answered true to any of these
questions, run to Jan’s Manhattan West
immediately to receive a much-needed

education in authentic N.Y. Kosher-Style
Deli fare.

_
420 Emerson Street, Palo Alto, CA 94301, (415) 325-2300
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The following is submitted in
partial completion of the
Obscure Semantics Doctorate:

S\

SR
{- o

he derivations of common
9 words almost never excite
A7 terest in anyone, and this
S 4 is why I have chosen to
write my dissertation on this sub-
ject. Words are fun! Yes, they cer
tainly are. I am reminded of a recent
cocktail party that I had had the
good fortune to attend. I happened
to overhear a particularly attrac-
tive young woman in a charming
cashmere sweater ask the gentle-
man she was with, “I wonder where
the word ruminate comes from?”
Imagine my excitement! That is to
say, I knew where the word rum-
inate comes from. I quickly intro-
duced myself (her ‘beau’ was no-
ticably impressed by my semantic
prowess!) and proceeded to explain
the following:

1) rum: From Rumplestiltskin,
greedy midget of folk myth.
The derivative rum- is
found in many common
words which share a very
subtle relation to the gold-
spinning dwarf, such as
rumble — a fight, often at-
tended by dwarves — and
rumpus, a good-natured
disturbance (again, often
frequented by dwarves).

2) in:  Not unpopular; currently
in vogue.
3) ate: Pasttense of eat. The qual-

ity of having eaten some-
thing, as in “I ate your
hamster”

The original intention is clear:
ruminate describes the condition
of “not eating fictional midget al-
chemists for fear of public disap-
proval.” I noted that subsequent
centuries have altered the mean-
ing of the word considerably, but
that this in no way reflects poorly
on the rich history of our tongue. It
was quite an evening.

What follows is but a brief smat-
tering of words in our language
which enjoy a mythic heritage:

Zeus: The particular fondness of
the Father of the Gods for animals
of all sorts (and most particularly
giraffes and polar bears) no doubt
accounts for the fact that, since
antiquity, places where such ani-
mals are kept for public display
have been known as zeus. Most
likely your hometown has a zeu. (It
is of historical interest to note that
gross inaccuracies stemming from
the mistranslation of Greek to Latin
during the Renaissance, when the
somewhat disrespectful, phonetic
form, Zoos, was attributed to the
great progenitor. Resulting confu-
sion remains widespread.)

Hercules: A lot cuter than Hiscules.

-

0

Charontilly Lace: Clothing which
enjoyed a brief period of popular-
ity in the century before the Refor-
mation. Named for Charon, ferry-
man of the dead souls on the river
Styx in the Underworld, Charon-
tilly lace was black and sticky and

poisonous; it caused internal

¥

Mythology

STUPID

bleeding, was not available in your
size, and you had to wear it forever.

Uranus: No. I won't. It’s just too
easy.

Myanus: See above.

S

Margarine: Mars is responsible for
introducing this butter substitute
to mankind. Around the turn of the
old calendar, Roman general Bice-
phalus prayed to the god of war for
help in an upcoming mideastern
invasion. Prayer of that day often
involved a single man withdraw-
ing to a sacred area equipped with
only a loaf of specially-baked bread.
The man would slice the bread,
toast it carefully over a fire and
leave the slices laid in a grid pat-
tern overnight. Upon returning in
the morning, the bread would mir-
aculously be spread with any of a
number of magical toppings (mar-
joram and marmelade also origi-
nating thusly), which could thenbe
read by an interpreter as oracle.
Needless to say, the particular
instance from which this low-
cholesterol spread first gained fame
was not read as a good omen.
Bicephalus decided not to invade.

Pancreas: From Pan, the Greek god
of “running around without any
clothes on while blowing on hand-
crafted reed instruments.” Modern
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medical journals shed little light
on the unique relationship between
the cloven-hoofed forest sprite and
the body’s hormone balance and
metabolism-regulating organ. Care-
ful translations of the original Greek
may give a clue. Note the unusual
latter half of the following verse:

Lo, Ho! Forest fiend,

Shaggy-maned mirth master.

The stars bend to your wit,

The leaves of the trees

Proclaim the extraordinary
hypo-hormonal

Balance produced by

The gland next to your stomach!

Hoof, hoof, and sunshine!

(Recent translation by the author,

italics included for emphasis.)

The conclusion is left to the reader.
e

[RE ]

Tecate: Sister of Hecate, Greek god-
dess of magic and necromancy.
Overshadowed by her sister’s dark
fame, Tecate has seen fit to claim
the relatively inauspicious title:
“Demon-Queen of Mexican Beer”
Let all who know her tremble!

Odinary: Just like any other im-
mortal, omniscient, thunder
wielding Norse deity.

A
Vulcan: Goodness. If only this were
1973. I'd probably construct this
droll description of “the pointy-
eared logic god” of the distant
future, and it would most likely
be timely and endearing and just
a lot of fun. But it isn't 1973; it's
1986. Leonard Nimoy and William
Shatner are doing 30-second spots
for Western Airlines; Captain Kirk
is running around in a police uni-
form and calling himself a hooker,
and Spock is cashing in the royal-
ties from his hundreds-selling
album and its runaway single, “The
Legend of Bilbo Baggins” Star Trek
has boldly gone where everyone
else goes: into syndication. So, no
jokes about Vulcans. Only the truth:
Vulcan was the Norse god of
“Searching for Things.”

-

ki

Thor: More than Three but less
than Thive.

Aphrodite: “Hip” and “with-it” Hair
Stylist of the gods. Best remem-
bered for the style that still bears
her name, the aphro.

Y

Meter: Takes its name from the
“stumpy dwarf-god” of Roman
mythology, the most famous of a
divine brotherhood including
Dehectare, Deliter, Degram and
Deparsec.

Q

e 4

Achilles’ Tendon: It seems likely
that this extensor muscle of the
lower heel has its origin in Greek
mythology. Unfortunately, despite
extensive research, this scholar was
unable to find any clues to the der
ivation of this term (if indeed there
is one), and why in the world the
heel in particular would be attrib-
uted to this “Achilles” A murky
origin that will remain a sporting
quest for the ambitious young stu-
dent of etymology.
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kirlks

Our 1/3 Ib. sirloin steakburgers and 1/4
Ib. all beef franks are broiled over a real
charcoal fire. A large condiments bar is
provided where you can embellish your
own sandwich, and we also have a
selection of salads and pies.

KIRK’s has enjoyed the patronage of
Stanford students for the past 27 years.

361 California Avenue Palo Alto, Ca.
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SCEEPIN ' )N THE =N
/N FIVE Secomns, 2~

NOW GET ovT
THERE Av - <
FACE THoSE
CHAPPIE READERS !

S
N

LISTEM, IF Jov keey
SHOT/N' AN pusHing’
ME LIKE THAT,

YOU'RE LorrA
BE Fcep w7’
BARF or YouR

GO AHEAD, TO€, ROLL THE togo
AND IWAKE Sume CURTIS /s
AL SETT0 go 1
CASe spikey
STARTS Flovnoer v

2 THIS 5 sealcy
GorrA Suck

GENTLEMEN,,
BIT. Swce

— %
WS

wiIT’
YeLLen

\n

(5 \/ /ASTICY

CO0D MORMIA
mY WVAME /S SPiKE
AN )TS TImE For my comeny iy
THE THEME oF 7H1s
ISSVE Has SomETn’ 70 Ao

@7\ MYTHS

OH. YEAH, LH, TVS’ PLEASE - 1
EXCUSE THE SHADES HERE - 7
HAD A PARTICVLARLY NVASTY SIRING

OF GAD LvCi< DURIN' A GAME oF
GRAIN ALCOHOL RUARTERS [AST

LADIES AN’

Vi

’3;1; THOLOG Y, THE ED)ToRS
ME A’ TBLD M,
Yy Roviive HERE 5#0”507?//47"
HAVE Somemin’ 70 po mir
THE “TOPIC. I vy,
IAVEN'T pan 20
MuCH TIme 7o
PREARE ANYTHIN,
BYT wRrITER TAMES LuIAN
R\ HAS TVST HANDEND
| ME A C20PLA

< Hunjerrovs Plece 75 A
COMPICLATION OF [1TTLE MYTHS
I ReALLY WHICH HAVE BEEN CIRCULATIN?

ARND CAMPUS . ppois

4

&

WNIGHT. LESSE WwHAT WE HAVE
HERE .1 VH, THIS Fotlotvip ¢

STORIES T'm AgovT 70 TELL VA,
Z REPEAT, HAVE NEVER PBEEN
CONEIRMIED , SO /7' P TO Yoo,
THE CHAPPIE READER, 10 IVDGE
FOR YOVRSELF WHETHER THESE
ARE OVTRAGEUS MYTHS R PAINFUL FACTS .

THESE
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NIGHT, MYTH OR FACTC AsTE< A TEY
YEAR Lonfe SEARCH, A SENIOR
FELLOW AT THE HOOVER snsSTITUTE
HAS FINALLY TRAKED Dowrd A FALY
HICH GIRL WHZ HAS ameveER BEENTO
A STANFor( FRAT PARTY. MYTH OR
@ SPEAKIA OF FIRATS, 7H)S
NEXI ONE HAS T2 BE A myral: Ok THE
WEEKEMD pF MARCH 4-6, 1983, Mol

e

A SINGE FRETERMITY BFS PLACED
ON PROBATION. iticH 1S 17— myTH
OR FAacT 7

G, 1S THERE ANY poirT In0

Ol FEBRVARY Z/, )38, A SERRA
STVDENT CONTRACTED sASSIVE
AEDOMINEL  FAINS FolLobyne 4 merT
LOAF DINNER A7 7HE STERN piainés
HBLL . HE pasS Promprly KesHeED 7o
ConELL STVDENT HEALTH CENTER
WHERE THE ATTEMOING PHYSICIAN
CONCLUNED THAT THE JAINS WERE
IMITIATED RY THE INTRIDYCETIIA) OF
f FUREIEN SUBSTANCE 72 THE SIVOEAMT'S
DIGESTIVE SYSTEM., )T AS (ATER
DISCOVERED THAT HE CookS D
ACCIPENTALLY DROPPED v A PIECE
OF REAL GRrovrp StRLom Jar7e THE

REArE. MYTH 6R FACT 7
ey e

CNTINUIR' G WITH 11908 Nonsense ?
mY HANGIVER'S FivalLy germn® The
BEST'A ME. T FEEL LIKE 7'M

LA\ GommA THRrow vp. ~ 5

\
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[Goop everine, cavies Anp ceamemens, my same +s corris

JYEWS ALMANAC . IN JONIGHT.S STORY WE (il BE 7apmit An

[N DECIP LOCK AT A MAN WHISE PHENOAIEVAL MHinrgys YouvE
BEEN PRIVILEGET TO WITNESS OVER THE VEARS, MO, T wor ﬂ?
TALKIV G ABOVT DR- GENE ScTr: L AM) OF CovRSE, spEafims oF
THe mAan) DoBLING QVER BEHWD ME— THE PAD oF Comevy
HImsg LF—— SpIkeY-

e

HUSTON ANO WELCOMIE 7D TIHS SPECGAL EXITZen ofF THE CLUARRRAL )

Clhaporpail
= NIEW

The

P rodu ced l,\/
Don Hewit

WeLL, SPiIKE), WERE Very pieacen TO HAVE Yov on oUIR SHolw

7 :/f” T Z7HAT OLD_FAKE VoraT garinE s FUANWY BLL THE TIME
WHY DON'T ypo 66 sAmiPLE onE dF Tose= L— | BCKLEY.
CHUNKS QVER THERE pn’ You'Ll SEE How FAKE —=

2 15

MBYBE { ATER. Now’,
LHY DOM'T You TELL VS p LITTLE
JeoLT YouvKse LI

WELL, THERE An'r pnucH 70 TELL . T GREW UP A0 4
POVERTY -STRICIGEN FAMILY ON A SMALL LWHEAT FARa
IN KEMTVCRY WHERE T 1oItED In THE FIELDS ALL Doy %

é FIRsT 722
FAREE [

’

ARE Yol Kibpm* = I govaHT Hime #15

FPREF ScrgoL wike piprr 7 Anow JACK-CRAP ABOUT LiFe,

I UNDERSTANVD Yo ATTENDED [HARVARD UNIVERSITY AND
THAT on€E

oF Yo CLOSEST FRIEMDS WAS WILLIAM F.

veAt, BUCKu T USED TO CALL MHinmg gock. I
LIKe 70 THINK THAT I AS KESPONSIBLE FOR /S 3
INMITIAL TURI TOWARD ConNSERVATISM) .

oM so YoV
SAY You HAD
A GREAT PEAL
F IWFLUENME
ON /IR
BUCKCEY'S
ZIFEZ

SAUKUS | FoR pETE'S SAKE. WHEN BVCK FIRST Co7 70
HE WES g WET- BEHND - THE NOSE SAMOB, FKESH Frony

VT WAS THE ONE WHO INTIROPUCED HIng 7D 7he |
WAYS OF WOMEN."  omm - = e

LEY, BucK, 7HAT GOREBERS BABE OVEK THERE
WANTS youv 8w,

4

SPIKEY, ON WHAT Grour/BS cap Yoo 7258y, T gBeueve Pat

INDUBITARCY SURMISE TPHAT THIS HARLoT

——

7% FIETY pucKs Fow
A HooR Kip,,, T
LoM'T Bo Avimars, an’
DoN'T come a0

my Face.

Comée ons Bucy, 1 2 a
KNOW RBOVT 721656 72065
GO OV, ASK HER ouT. — \
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AHEM, FARDON IME, mAdm, suT I nAS CONTEMPLATING 7HE
FPOSSIBLE /EA THAT Yov Avbd I Coth SYSTEMATICALL v
ARKANGE A SORT oF TRIST R LIASION) WHERE WE coved ;
5072 SPEAK, BEGME A TAD BETIER ACQUAINTED? THAT /s

ATTAIN A mvTvAL , DEEP PERSONAL ACGUAINTANCE wHIC),
THEReTICALLY, cAns HAVE THRE POTENTIAL TP TRANSCRESS bamisr & viarecintl
THE INHEREAT RARRIERS OF TIME ITSELE )

VPEED, T
MBLE SURE
YOURE puT oF
RANLE 6F m

v AND T CAN NTRINS JCALLY, Finmit L1




TELL VS ABALT Youk SUESEQUENT APPEARANCES

N Y- -
[N RaTED. FlLms. m-my vH, my wﬂﬂf?

OUR CRACK Almanpc STAFE Saw
THOUSANDS OF Houks oF X-RATED
Fltms ynrie we Fovnp one wiry )

You v T poes ThE TiE “wer

BEMEEN 1re LIPS RING A RELLT

WELL, 1T WAS A colpr A YEsrS Aco Anv' T
WAS DRAGGIN' MYSeLE AT THE LowEST foTlom
DEFTHS OF DESrAIR. T mpp RERD /v 71/ °
MEW JORK 7)mES CLASSIFIED S THAT THeE
CHAFAKKAL WAS LOVAIN Fuje A nMEW Korrin -
CHARACTER, SINCE CLITVS THE FETVS LWAS

\ CALLIN' IT QUITS AN’ GETTIN' AYSSELF
ABRTED. ALnjovcy I nMEBVED THE WORK, T
AT T AS QUITE AFPPREHENSIVE AROUT
COMIN' HERE Td THE CAY cariTal oF THE

OH, WELL U, - K -H-Ha

0 you Knp T / \ WeReD... A Rew Fermanpez, THE Evims,
¢ e onvE yw: A 1 0/5/%* oot gvy HomoPHoB) . ANXIENES AT EASE

> A / L eV,

=) STAEF Shaw 1m0 N WHEN w\mg T
0) ;.*, 0 THE FLICK ] &, S S v THK YoVRE FUA/I’YEA;IL;:{, )?K
&> ==y L8 T OWELL WH 7w

' WELL, you wveRrENT <@ THE CHARPIE, pH T WELL
. HARD 70 FIMD ., YouU A
o WERE THE omy THING 2
' IN THAT Flm Wit
e HORNS , AND SincE

WE HAavE 4 Eaany
READERSH P HERE, T
RATHER Nor spy pwiar
Yov USED THEM FOR. .

Y, T RESEAT 171aT! T bottS Ypume
BACK THEN, tHAT'D T fripv? BESIpES, THE
MUDE seX ScenesS T brp wWHICH INvosved VrRlovs
Women pnp um— yovseyobd oeseeTs — WERE Porg
TASTEFULLY  Anb VERY 4RTISTICALLY. =

ou. g
WELW, NOVE THELESS, RON WA’VED—’ _rl sl | B@T 777”475”'7660__

7 H .

1% SIDEBUANS, T GoT DHE T8, » /‘7/;7(5/5’ PZE; Zsﬁésq,;

AN’ THE ReST /s MHIST—— 700 LoAvEp pot-as W”'ﬁ’/iloalgj

. d 2 THROW IN 4 fEw,
ﬂ = = ) TUITOVS VigLence !

‘\
Yent, THEM'S WERE THE CooD OL” DAYS.. ) TELL US How You TOINED THE CHAPARKAL .
!

YOU FiLTHY, CaPiiplListic
Pre. I SHALL parce
uﬂ Your CORPSE.

THE UNRELIEVARLE SPIKEY, LADIES AN T
GENTLEMEN . Jv ONE 8LV HE SAVED AMERICA
FRonn THE EVIL EMPIRE ANMD PROVICED THIS
SEGMENT wiTH THE AcTion SEQUENCE |1
S0 PESPERATELY NEEPREDR. TH/S 1S CeRTIS
HYSTON  AND Goop NIGHT-
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WHAT WILL We
PO TODAY
Loki? \

GUMBYANTKG

€ Lovable Ball of Clay and is mis-
Chievous ITmmortal Qldcack Lokt
The Norse God of Death.

¢ BANISH THE WORLD
A AND AW (TS CITIZENS
To THE NEVERENDING

\(\\ FLAMES OF HELL !

Come drop your suggestion

at The Store
THE FINEST TOY STORE Hours: 7:30 AM - 12:00 PM
Located in Tresidder Union

Phone: 723-9224

IN THE WORLD!

Specializing in creative and
educational toys from around
the world, with appropriate

gifts for all ages.

@ THINKER
C  ToYs

Carmel Plaza Stanford Center
Carmel Palo Alto
624-0441 326-2555

fresidder union éb
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FROM THE
DESK OF

Ron Herbst
Hamilton Hunt
Josh Lipp




- e valn NE W1 a determined look on his face 30
as the ACTION MUSIC begins. He takes a smali BUSINESSMAN at
the end of the line, turns him roughly around, revealing a
startled look. INDY shoves BUSINESSMAN to the floor. Next in
line is a MECHANIC in dungarees. INDY is ready to punch, but
MECHANIC 1ifts an €normous monkey wrench menacingly. INDY
looks off Shorty's way.
CUT TO:
SHORT ROUND, who shrugs back at Indy. He turns in the other 314
direction and notices something threatening...
CUT TO:
TWO GUARDS, now aware of the ruckus. They break into a trot 32,
towards the camera.
CUT TO:
MECHANIC, who with a grin on his face, challenges INDY to take 33.
a swing. INDY waits.

MECHANIC raises
manages a quick kick to the MECHANIC®
ANIC has begun his swing

the wrench, but INDY
S side, just as the MECH-
> and the wrench is sent spinning out

(x)
5
. %
raise®
o he p3% i
onc
ench- 36.
e
s RUJS-D’ ar
sHOR:
ass
2bout to P
e
o they ax
o (Y
MERE N nis he?
(=3 ¥
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nce T Y€
is
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nis 9 ie apd 7
f£OT T s SU some
gras pesinSil.
O's weal > pack WP
Wnips B8 1y 100
£ tally—‘
_and 2
L 211¥-
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nas
%lapses. unches
He nd
'DodY' eh repsS
s 3 5 S
, axow® Do comi™i o1y 3/10/86
et 21> sen eeS " o ® Rev:
109 e eV°_ . geeth
apo- ne = n
st rezoqio gri® a1.
Y WBR is ¥
7o N © 65.
Te way . ind“ceifzooms T ON rocks the
cear B B for cover
ay o TV o hebr is -
11y nead 77
s o ice xS a0
sadist o 00
a.
1se
rpr S
put
+ to set offs
He is aboﬁ stunned -
x) ofT FIREELZ. 5 he looks WP
2 falls over him 67
= snadow STORY'
S harge 1N ALL OF FI% HI
GHT r hand.
wER-OF BI0 ‘he othe
TO: st MOT ist in
CUT of the HUGEundS one £l
1E he PO 68.
1L.OW ANG . S
67 . is angry
sShe
iteness:-
i poll
temptind
T TO: miles, at a.
cU . hteneds S 5=
v, frig < pag -
68. iD= . a shoppind ck for
nead With 2 g aws ba e
TO: Y over thed T . E entum £0T ch, 2
e ) no decks lN%n a Stunnebuilt uplmowvers his pun the
9. MOTHER, ¥O83 & down s already “Uomy gelivers \eac.
69 .

ies e eek .
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is
man
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s et jOb noiLGLAT 7 R

il i “9lSing 4 ;- face

ND
70. SHORT ROUND » a s =
GUARD #1:
h.
C 'mon, kid, hand us the wrenc
Ve he:
s
Just ¢
SHORTY ¢ i
s u Suc 115
Go aways pig man, OF 1 hit YO : |
in the palls!
O smazj
~ . s be
i 1< EF aps
. 3 iegs e Wing whe
cuT TO: a1l over him, Sn his egm,:edlY x. e
g e e arg while the MOTHER conte 2
) < 3 . s '
i ZNDY o 15 i piting his hands, :

L mis e atedly oOvVer INDY'S head e

slams her purse repe

(X)
10 e

ade ;
to Shore Rg;;;. He gag

s hes ¢4 the cop
NrEm
and tphe

N cagg

s

(Yelling) g INDy, 118,
CuUT horty
= 0 The cpe
SHORT > Who Ckbooj 1
Can:

t hear Inpy
E

(ve1s; s
in HOR Ty, we
guards!g) Indys LY. 1l 134
Ok outg
cur TO: The
120, ¢ )
NDY
* MOre geg
perate
(Yell' I
1 NDy,
Short»?g) Throy, ol 120
¥! TR me th &
© waii_. . € W11, .
(*ﬁb FAMBLIN Rev. 3/6/86
Amazingly Stupid Stories
Week 47: ‘"When 'It' Happened"
Act One
121,

FADE INTO:
1. SKY. CLOUDS. CAMERA DROPS out of CLOUDS onto an ordinary i

STREET in an ordinary suburban housing tract. Children are

playing next to reclining bicvcles. CAMERA HOMES IN on two

children on a front lawn: JASON, 6, and ETHAN, 5, and they

are staginc a battle with "Masters of the Universe" action
dolls. ETHAN looks pensive and starts to daydream. ZOOM IN
on ETHAN as he cazes out at nowhere in particular.

CUT TO:
2. JASON, playing. .

JASON:
v 3

{in Yo Mzon RRan!

-

~ Amazingly Stupid Stories Rev. 3/3/86
JASON notices
: ETHAN:

But, Jathon, I think thereth _
Gt TOs thingth that grownupth can'? thee,
that only kidth can underthtand.

JASON and ETHA’

MOM'S VOICE 0:S.
Ethan! Dinner!

ETHAN gets up unwillingly.
mo
ETHAN:

ETHAN e his
= : Well, I gotta do. Bye.

CUT TO:
4. LONG SHOT of HOUSE with CLOUD C
irridescent twilit sky .

OVER rapidly approaching in the -

SCULPTURE ©

CUT TO: : ‘ = i
5 INSIDE KITCHEN. AMITY, 2, ig pliying ths;ézew1tgA;§§AF§gsEs .
’ ending bits of it £lying ere an g . AMES
CorgaDS a digtractable fellow, who 1S staring megnlngfully at
° scurs just made 1n his creamed

TURE OF AN ALIEN HEAD he's i
afigpLPanwnAEMOVEs to MOM, who's carrying the roast over to the



w on DAD:

e
ssIC pegit
MO

%
MOVES
A M
W A MBLING
’

Rev, 3/8/86

AMITY ang ETHaN, both Staring at DAD.

acting weirqg again,

L an Orange CAT, who walks
He evegs the Bowg, hungrily.

NG MUsTC beginsg,

CUT T0.
Fism, going nuts,

CUT T0;
16 CAT, ZooM 1N, car Jumps,

CUT T0:

7. FLASH cuT MONTAGE, all we See ig TEETH and ORANGE BLUR ang
CRIMSON, as we hear CHOoMpP OF TEETH, RIPPING OF FLESH, ete,

CUT To:
THE Top OF HER LITTLE LuNnGs.

FISHBOWL, focking back and fortp, Water ig Staineg With bloog.
FISH ig swallowing the 1ast Of the car, The noy bloateq FIsSHy
beging tq GLow, A long:ing look takes over its multi-dimensional
SXpression,




Top-Secret=Agent=
Orange=Julius~-
Caesar-Salad-
essing=Room=-
With-a-View =
From=the-Bridge-
Too=Far

by Bob Dylan Thomas Man-Ray Charles DeGaulle

The raindropkicked-the-bucket above and below the John-Waynewright-Building-blockflats that one Tuesday afternoontime-
in-a-bottlenose-dolphin. Wearily standingdong on the balconeo-nazi was middle aged Alex Haley Mills College-Bowl-of-
Cherries. He had been looking-glass—]'aw—bone-marrojuanna—fuck—truck—drive-her—mad—Maxwell’s-Silver—Hammer—Teddy
Pendergrass-skirt, and he couldn’t make up his mind-games. Should he call room-service-station-wagon-train-crossing-
guard-the-prisonervous-wreck, or perhaps he should wait for his care-enough-to-send-the-very-best-friend from his
get-high-school-bus days — good old Hank William Goldman Sachs Fifth Avenue-of-the-American-Dream-Machine-Gunsightsee-
Red-Rover. .. oh, you get the idea already.
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THERE 15 A LEGEND AMUNGST THE CREATURES OF THE RREST, OF
A BEAR , WHO, URON FATING A WAPLESS BUDDHIST MONK, GAINED THE

KNowLECGE  OF 1HE ANCIENT CODE OF CONSCIFAMCEMESS |

SUCH WERE THE HUMBLE BEGUMWES OF ( il :bl I I I :Zm

LET US JOURNEY TO THE MOUTH OF THE MASTER'S CAUVE...

74 meoe YOG BEAR:

TELL ME, OH GREAT SMART GUY,
HONTING SERsonv wiee SO0k BE ot/
US. How SHALL WE DEFEMD

OURSELVES ?

\

A

WORDS: JOSH WEWSTEW

AS THE WORM PHSSES THeoUGH THAT'S A BUMCH OF BULLHockEY | 1
CHEESE , SO SHAL 4
THE CHEESE & Twe AS THE SQUIRREL DOESW'T DRIVE
BULLET F4sS THROUSH OUR
FIGHTECN - WHEBLERS  TO PHOSUIX, S0 /
Booiss | tEauime vs UmmARAED,
HAVE You woT YET paus ME, PAY UP
AVD I SHALL Siow You THE
TRUTH,
,Poer Sy ﬁ \

PICTVARES: ALLEN BLUE
OKAY,
WIse 6Ly,
I'd |
—_——

TAVK T

ATronm [ Sieiey.

PROTECT OURSELVES WITH THIS \

N IR
N\ [

X

MEAWWHILE, I THE BLUE HEAUEWS ...

THESE AMIMALS ARE GEMING
SMAR: ID BEMER

VSE Twase
—

DEFOLIATIMNG
LEARpED I8 MRS

(4

WE swaLL >~ T&cHmQues T

SToLE FROM GENERAL

Sucw 15 LiFg Wi Somzove _

Shur THAT 3EAR UP?

LATER: ____JL_~
ol 2

SUck 1s LIFE,
. \
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479 University Ave.
Palo Alto T

- ONE HOUR PROCESSING

on C-41

We Develop 110, 120, 126 & 135 Color Print Film

327-0555 \, Large Inventory of Cameras & Accessories
Ask for our Student Discount

Wouldn’t you feel secure knowing the Stanford
Chaparral — the world’s second oldest college
humor magazine offering the world’s newest
humor — will arrive on your doorstep four
times a year without you lifting a finger? Sub-
scribe and all you have to do is carry it inside,
open it, and laugh away. Send us this form
today, and your work has been done for a
whole year, or two. We’ll do the rest, honestly.

ENJOY LIFE MORE —
SLAUGH OUT LOUD MORE OFTEN

N Subscribe to the Chaparral

Payment enclosed [ saesrrmerarer

["Please remove my name from

Name

Address

City

Telephone Number ( ) .

Send to:

Circulation Manager
The Chaparral

Box 8585

Stanford, CA 94305

"1 New subscription

your mailing list

~Apt.No

State/Province Zip/ﬁost Code

area code number

..... 2years $7 ........

| Beatrice
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Kinko’s

A NAT!GNWIDE NETWORK OF ELECTRONIC PRINTSHOPS
offers

MACIN TOSH
LASERWRI TER

for Self-Serve & Full-Serve
Document Creation

e Tape Dup e Passport Photos

e Highest Quality Coples » e Folding - Menlo Park

e Binding e Shrink-Wrapping

e Volume Discounts & Bids e COLOR COPIES - Palo Alto
e Self Serve Copiers e Kodak Resume-Quality Copier

Speed and Quality
Open 24 Hours — 7 Days!

Palo Alto Location

Free
Pick-up
Delivery
328-3381 321-4202
299 California - 1285 El Camino Real
Corner of Birch & Calif. Betw. Valparaiso &

0ak Grove

Palo Alto & Menlo Park



