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<17 SHOES TO BE MADE OF INSECTS

BY JAPANESE PROCESS ""He who is morbid i> uo adequaie in-

terpreter of his age." 1,A. Richards
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MAN SUCKS WETNAPS ,
 BELLED BUZZARD SEEN,

A man in Muncy has mortified himself in a new lemon-~scented way, by sucking
Wetnaps in a horrible Mexico Lindo Cafe suicide; the belled buzzard of Red-
water Texas has been seen again, coming down in a litany of frightening
wingchops to eat candy corn with delicate gamecocks on the Prop place east
of here; these odoriferous necronauts parading lost in our alleyways carrying
duck-facsimiles, dropping finger joints like bleeding peanuts on our ban-
quettes; the shocking Topeka beef-liver murders of which I will not talk; the
carp kills of Mobile Bay; the Swansea subsidences; the finding of judge Crater.
so long strolling the golden pony roads of the afterlife and the so happy re-
turn of Sal Mineo and Jim Dean, who declare heaven a simple parcourse
where they were made to complete suffering 20 -mile hikes barefoot, under a
dazzling artificial sun, every day, without sustenance beyond a spoon of soy

gruel in the evenings, comparing their experience to life on Parchman Farm;
Governor Wunty of Georgia promises tent hospitals and free haircuts to boy -
scouts ; the saturnalia at the City airport continue, the runway cracks and

is not repaired, sraall craft line it like the bones of once living caitle, pissweed
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sprouts from the bones; Jazzlip Richardson has opened a hotdog stand in
Croaker Park; Agonews are staggering away from earth to spread their

new definitions on orders of life, rocketing from Earth in clattersome ships
powered by propane and operated by behaviorally trained planimals given
ammonia wafers, then dropping through swift vortices to a Paradisical planet
where inhabitants pedal helium baloons; men are now walking on sidewalls
due to the powerful universalot drugs; mantids have been seen, by the thou-
sands, walking the streets of Red Water, Texas, all female, on three con-
secu!:ive nights, gathering under da-lites for some unknown purpose, then dis-
persing and flying off; a similar conflux is mentioned having taken place in Ox-
ford, on the Old Parchman grounds, though no connection is drawn by the edi-
tors, no conclusion arrived at; Emperor William is sure that he was shot with
an air rifle, and not injured by a piece of iron thrown by an epileptic patient,

as _at first reported; Masuchika Shimose, who invented the high explosive to
which the name Shimose powder was given by the Japanese, died today. Send

all news relsases to City Moon, Box 842, Canal Sta. New York, NY 10013

The

Insect
Compound

Dung beetie (Scarab) Hymenopteran ovipositing in an aphid (Homoptera)

pushing a ball of dung

(Coleoptera) ' | s | \

he had written about the beef -
Mother blind.

PROPHETIC MEETING TO
- BE HELD
There will be a prophetic
meeting at the Holiday Inn with the

wvell known pastor of South-
west Radio Church. His mes-
sage will be the latest signs in
the world concerning the
God’s prophetic clock. Also
there will be a slide presenta-
tion by N.W. Hutchings, min-
ister of Southwest Radio Chu-
rch. His subject is signs in the
heavens or parade of the
planets.

RED NIGHT FOR THE KITTIES

i WP

Hoo Hoo Initintea Many Into Myste-:
ries of the Cat of the Figure
Nine Talil.

Hver killings in Topeka in his
newspaper. But he was caught
with his britches around his ankles
when the Trochilics came to town.
Before long the trochilics wan-
dered up and began circling through
the downtown streets. They re-
lieved themselves on streetcorners,
urine spiraling from their penis’.
They surrounded certain pedestrians
in the middle of the day, taunted
them, spun their little hot-spin-
ning teetotums, the little top-like
toys they carry in their pockets,
sexually abusing them at times in
plain sight of law enforcement off-
icials, and nothing was done about

father dead.

It was a red nignt for those who sought
to have thelr eyes opened to the mysteries

of  the cat of the figure 9 tail,
Early yesterday afternoon the manifesta-

tions. of the Hoo Hoo -power began to be
felt around the desk of the scrivenator and
the blink kittens were listed as fast as they
fell under the spell.

After the adjournment ot the convenuon
the initiated began to gather in more Kit-
‘tens and by the gloomy, fateful, portentious
hour of 9 o'clock and ¥4 minutes between
tRirty-five. and forty of the blind were in
line. They were marched over .to the city
hall to slow and solemn music and made
the long and tedious climb to the top floor
where thev. were lost to. the sight of the
cowering world beneath. .

All night long the Hoo Hoo whuwhoea
and the sound thereof at times caused
the belated wayfarer to wonder whence
came that despairing yell or what' was de- -
stroyed when that crashine grindine jar
was heard.

This morning there are thirty-five or forty
more Hoo Hoo, which mdkes the member-

ship that much nearer the limit of 9999,

Trochilics move down the river
on spiralling double-wheel ro-
tation machines motorized by

an extremely small and light-
blue finished electric engine.

As they reach the dam on the
Kaw at Lawrence, the slow
moving wheels tangle in the drift-
wood, and they are forced to
camp along the bank at night,
and people stopped their autos
and backed up traffic along the
bridge and stared. Some hurled
rotting tomato hearts on the

accidental visitors, They sat
in circles around their camp-
fires roasting carp on sticks,
One of them made a circular
motion above the water and
catfish spun out onto the mud-
bank, joyfully offering their
flesh to be eaten by the trochil-
ics. The Editor was on the
bridge instantly, carrying his
camera and a small handgun.
He had seen the beatniks, he
had seen the hippies, he had
seen the revolution come and go,

it. The arm of the law has been
twisted into a useless extremity
by these Liyponotic trochilics.
Had Milton lived in a world be-
smudged by the presence of
these new trochilics, Paradise
Lost would have read like
Westworld, And if they‘d gone
to Mississippi in Faulkner's
time, the Hamlet might read
like Warhol’s Blow Job., Why
can't our attorney-general do
something about them ? Scien-
tists at the great university here
have said, "When I think of tro-
chilics, I think of spirochetes
and roundworms and certain ro-
tifera, not to mention the double
helix itself. " Why does the turn-
key let them out every night
when they've been jailed by day ?
They say it takes three or four
hard-muscled athletes and a
$6.98 brace and bit to drill
through the heart chamber of an
old trochilic. It's worth it.

SUICIDE PARK--
PAGE TWO
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If you want your soul to whistle and shout, if you want your mind to turn about,

whip a quick batch of Noxage up: two thumbs of paregoric, avacado honey,

lemon oil, a squirt of soda. A potent histamine, Noxage's properties range

widely, unfenced, so that, if taken unwisely, you'll have the cattle of your mem-

ory feeding by the highway of your soul. Oneba here. And you'll be hawking ; LGt - R

up cysts that look like seeds of corn, if you don't mind yourself . . z . ‘. % ok
® @ :

- %
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Mother blind, father dead, Lefty Oregon sawed his feet off, then worked up - ¢
his body with a handsaw in Suicide Park Thursday. Why? Or why do people

hire Rasputins to whack them in the forhead with sappy pieces of yellow pine _e
plank ? e

I‘d like to see Cliff Cox or another one of the so-called new age jour.nalists
oo out on a limb and murder the English language trying to explainit. . . . &

Perhaps this is a synocnym to the senseless hangings of 12 years past. Remem -
ber, we all asked how long they would keep hanging, for we couldn’t leave our
houses without seeing another one stringing down from an eave, or swung like
a piece of meat from an awning, german shepherds licking their toes. For-
tunately, good resulted. The bad ones swished above the marsh of desire,
bitten by the flies of memory, the souls hovering close to the bodies, unable

to stay or go.

And now, the modern trend has us all sitting huddled in our houses in monkey
suits, staring through the slits of the blinds at the skeletons dissolving to
chrome yellow powder in the baking trees, then turning our attention back to the
World Book Encyclopedia volume laying in our lap. Send sightings. B. 842
Canal Street Station, New York, New York, 10013

Your paper is no more than ordinary. It yellows, if left in direct sun-
licht. It costs too much to lace and use in kitty's box. It draws coffee

through solid china into radiating stains if cups are set on it. If you

This necronaut craze is really filtering down.
God, listen, I had a beer with Woodie Guthrie
today. At the Putty Tat club in north Little

GEMs oF LITERATURE

God must have loved the plain people;

Roch. My chick and me spotted him in a back e slap a fly with it you're lucky to curl a feeler. As a butwipe, it chaffs.
booth. Let me say, he stank like cantaloupe | As a firestarter in the potbelly it stinks of sulphur and smokes acidly.
rind three days garbaged. But the €yes were - It frightens children and narrow minded adults, as all well told truth
bright, the smile taut, and steady. The guitar et %y does. And the worst thing, it won't postpone the committments of the
pretty much suffered advanced woodrot, ob- @;‘fm;a_u? S 7 flesh a moment, and all of us are scarab bait. The Moon lists a hun-
vious vermiculation. The poor boy couldn't VS O el dred modes of dying every issue, belabors the dogshit and ignores pres-
put a sentence together right, yet he seemed AT sing social ills. Never does it even in passing mention speak of the

to have direction. His limp fist disclosed a ‘ 5\ creat woman's struggle, though it endlessly harps on stuff oblique to

Greyhound ticket to Paducah, Kentucky,
where he claimed he had work awaiting. My
honey gasped awfully when he offered to pick
for us and lost a finger joint like so much
cheddar among the strings. So long Moon.

LL the point of fabulism. Come back, Moon. Come down to earth. Even-
tually, why not now ?

Yours,
Beverly Donne
Chelsea Pavilion

Hello Woodie. So good to have you back. Padu- : (B o Outerditch Rd.
cans, get on watch. AT L’Zu i
Yours | | +
, 1) How many PMauritian Readers receive the Sir — I found your article very
Lutheran Walter monthly Polish Review from you? interesting. You introduced quite
& - - 2 LR I.:I . R
Cincy 2y When will Bolska Alrways come. i Sarivps a few new items, such as simulat-

3) What is the main product of your country
and what vou export to other countries?

Koosmaoty Tacouri (Miss)
MAURITIUS

Sirs:
1 have become increasingly irritated
- and disgusted at the very evident ‘“‘nig-
ger-loving’’ proclivities of your editorial
board.

ed wood gear knobs from Leston
and key holders with insignia
from CuUD.

P. N. CHARBONNET, M.D. Joseph S. Tso

Tulsa, Okla.

fromV F ¢

As a young boy I was permit- At about the same time that
ted access to ‘man talk.’” This 1 was allowed into the men
contained mostly common  eincles I also perceived that
swear words, sexual jokes, and  while the company 1 Kept was
matters that must he kept from not righteous, neither was it
the womenfolk. If I recall cor-  the debauchery to be found in
rectly, however, vulgarity on  the city. Something told me
the farm was limited to having - that deep in the bowels of the
a good time at no one elses inner city the human trash was
expenze and the ‘intent’ was  piled thick and that we farmers
not debased. stood white and clean next to

that - A .

MEN LOSE THEIR SLAGR  seom pose

fancy booty in jail.

Amateur Art Thriving

Another sexy lover in the

Thanks to Paul Georges

Panting like a caught pig
in the pen ready for slaught-
er was one Emil S. Pellic-
er, white, 43, of 6317 Clay-
ton Road. At noontime, may-
be for his lunch, he too was
busy getting his kicks. Like
the hunchback of Notre Dame
he squatted potted and car-
ried out with the spirit of a
man enjoying his wife in their
bed at home when they’re all
alone. This lover was caught
in a public facility on Carr
Lane in Forest Park as he
was declaring for himself
his version of sex fame.
Dets. Floyd Owens and Der-
rick Askew of the TACT Di-
vision asked Emil what in the
world was he doing making al!
of those crazy contortions.
You would have thought he
had just had an abortion.
He should be an actor.

men’s restroom 1n Forest
Park, Grid #50, Dets. Jer-
ome Klipfel and Larry Kling
er: found to their amazement
the popular John Soehlke,

white, 28, and residing at
1180 Moorlands, Richmond
Heights. He had on a mad
sex drive that was seem-
ingly out of control as he
talked phrases of love and
carried on piningly with a
caturated whine. It was deep
voiced and racuous, the kind
another sexy man loves to
hear.

These men were arrested
and booked for sex charges
of one type or another. Some
like men while others es-
pecially loved themselves.
It seems like a new season
had broken out for sex ina
two-day festival for the odd-

balls.
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Dear Moon

Did you know that the toad sheds its skin all in one
piece ? An exellent gris-gris. We have crab eye
anklets, hand-made bamboo pipes, La Perla extract,
targum, bulk pine oil, dog and pony jerky, smoked
bluecat, ironwood prayer stools, the head of Oneba
in goat chees, D-meat pouches, Boy Howdy cloth
facsimili's. Visit us at Parchman Farm.,
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Mother K.
Oxford Box 10
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enrik Ibsen (not Gibson) is back. An exceedingly sly,
acute, observant, cadgy poseur is he, sitting noisy in
the Mexico Lindo Cafe, purring at the floozita tottering
| by like a baby lynx, 'her high-heeled spikes pocking

the floor. He mumbles o language distinctly Scandin-
avian - Norwegian - where travellers to the City are
likely to stop for luncheons and take their after dinner

| coffee. One notes his visits are timed to the hours

} when the greatest flow of peddlers appear at Lindo.

.
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He takes his seat, he folds his paper lengthwise,
chimney-shaped, smearing the ink on his fingers in
his deliberate fussiness. The hat, spectacles, hand-
kerchief: all these, too, are arranged by the fingers

| of Ibsen. The shiny silk chapeau is hung unon the point
of a chair dowel, and several pairs of eyeglasses are

.‘ placed upon the table., Every few moments he changes
glasses, always pausing to wipe again and again the |
pair placed upon his nose. As he reads his newspaper, Yas caugh  werstitious {diot thap g
apparently wrapped up in its perusal, a close observer e

notes that Ibsen's eyes shift and dart like o 8 S i g o
* fishing pole tips, rather than fastening themselves to dreaty) 962 appearcd (o hol”
-. the printed page. The Shy old dog is glancing around JHU{;. So theit?ﬁ,ﬂ‘fjgﬂqit Lo halt on iﬁfpﬂaﬂrﬁf
to see if he is watched. | T <and month

ng journey. 71t

¢ in pParticular,
d to rest,

wasn't bound
but it wag

K and month

The fact that Ibsen never entrusts a dime toa  sec-
retary, but calls them dollies instead as he shuffles
Jitney in his pocket all the way to the bank himself

1s duly recorded here in the City Moon. And he

waits for you tonight at the Mexico Lindo, waiting
to be seen, this too we mark. Go down town, check
out Ibsen's mind., write to us, we'd like to know, B.
842, Canal Street Station, New York, New York.

THAWED BOY

City: It's been a week of morphing, and I can't stop

from the dead more than a dec-
ade ago, in these pages of the
City Moon, the first of Oneba's

| necronauts to do so. Today |
Kenny is as alive as your or me,
busy jotting impressions of the
refrigerated rooms, the silent
years of frosty discomfort, of
vitreous flotations, rubber
suited, on the trenches, place

l to place, no more than an empty

shell of August cicada bloating

on a surface tension. His breath

gathers in a flocculus, which is

rector’'s logbook., Thanx to St. Jude for favors gran
ted. One of them slaps me hard in the face. A
good dream, a broken egg spilling yoke, has been
intruded by the sting of a cold hand on a cheek,
There's a baseball game on the radio. The
seventh inning stretch.

Venus drops acid

Droplets of sulfuric acid more concentrated than the
acid in a car battery have been identified in the cloud tops
of Venus.

KANSAS GAZETTE,

dering what next.
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like a hive of cotton candy between
his coonlike eyes and his auto-
matic pencil. Photographs of him
appear starkly on pages of
Saturday Moons. A sight to
frighten any child. A dog wouldn't
piss on it. A halftone horror
says the proctor. The sisters
are mute when conversation
turns to Kenny, the Boy Howdy.
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rrove IKOMBO

STRAIGHTENS HAIR:
: From H ”""ﬁll- d L The seciol ' enl

cianth  STRAIGH T hair that will
stay that way from 3 o S months
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« NO HOT IRONS A. Herman Srmlth
Lus Anpeles
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Dear Absur-do Editor: '

grunter is in fact the lately risen:

necronaut Ernie Kovacs in a cheap Vendo machines. No more instant
print shirt. Copy is from the AR-= pecag for: that quick pick me up on

Tat Cafe is an Agency hangout.
Note that nothing is said about what and sniffing empty cat food tins.
| Authorities did with the lower part Also the phone number on the wall

of Simmons' nose. We are won-

Anyhow, the move back was tire-
some, but we're pretty happily in- twat and get the U.S. Congress ? I
stalled. For a few days we had P
some trouble because our former
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Mutations
Responsible for Musty Odors

These striking necronauts decamp from the dead.
They pound on doors, looking for work. The job pic-
ture for them: bleak to none. They are dull, Some
know as few as 300 words and expressions. As people,
they lack the complexity so vital to sustained interest,
and they are quickly abandoned by the first human
sympathizers who pick them up, unwittingly, then
discard them like wuseless habits,

Soon, they drift to campsites along the trenches where
they dig greenworms and fish for spoonbill and mud
shad. Then, forgetful, they hunker back to the cities
which before expelled them, to steal meat and be
slammed behind bars. Ishi Asia is their leader, and
he says that they never call themselves by their own

names, though each necronaut has a host of names
among his peers.

To scientists, their theories on the origins of prim-
eval fires are a call to dance: in necronaut lore, a
coyote maims a small child in a buggy, then, in return,
gives the grieved parents the gift of fire,

We find all of this menacing. They're laying like.

logs out in the rain below our office windows now, as
if life were just some monstrous road test, they the
pavement. Their faces are emptied of spirit. Box 842

friends who rended from us also

J O T S N O W my forv:rard progress. Rigid on my cot, as though L Fented out oot ohineto it vl
settled in a pyramid for the ages. The vitajell Enclosed, please find one hot ™"+ Lion station on the corner. I

As you remember no doubt, getting into me by tubing the blood. The sisters in news bulletin for the MOON. - zdidn’t mind the grease in .the sinks

reader, Kenny Cubus returned a horseshoe at my bed, reading me code from the Rumor has it that the Hawaiian /7 % nor the swirling vicous vhi* marks

£ TN

in the johns, but they broke our

The Putty my waytd class. 1'm reduced to

picking through the neighbor's trash

asking us to call fcr a hot night is
commected to some congressman from
Ohio'soffice. What could be sillier
than that to pick up the phone for

zask you. {*’ S
| Lefty
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by Editor Farbo SN

It was the winter of 50. I was to contact editor Dins-
moor, in Dodge City, my codepiece in the latest Moon
so directing me, and from there drive him, in the
lime-green agency Nash, to a clinic in Alamogordo,
where he had arranged medical appointments. A
patch of dry scale had begun to trouble the backs of
his hands, as it had his scalp and knees previously.

It was something going around. Every one of us had
patiently struggled with it, without any benefit of
radio medicine, its itch a trial on a summer night.

I parked in front of the Tunney Arms, an agency hotel
in Dodge City and went into the cafe in the lobby, the
Hunger Art. I bought a copy of the City Moon and sat
down to have coffee. A man at a back booth stared
conspicuously at me, dunking a griddle bun in his
brown soup, then kneading it with fingers thick at the
hilts and tapering carrotlike, choffing it down, in a fit
of clumsy swallowing. I ordered C-meat strips and a
soycake. I opened my City Moon to the code page:'"Demo
nitely. Working painlessly with needles on a stage in base-
ment. Poet Black throwing the teetotum. See this act to be-
lieve.! The man watched me continuously, coughing and tap-
ping his spoon on the table to get my attention, an aromatic eig-
arette held close to the clownlike lips. Somewhere in the cafe a
radio voice, like dry reeds in a windswell, talking of floccules,
sun spots, fading in static and returning. I looked around to lo-
cate the radio but saw no sign of it. One drives around, moves
from hotel rooms to public morphing houses, walks streets, thumbs
books in what's left of the Almagordo library, sips weak coffee in
Cafes, and watches out for Dinsmoor. He's not one to be exact. More
likely he'll name a region of the Farm system and a month, even a _
season--see you in the fall, Farb. . . eastern Kansa. I was happy this

time to have run into him so quickly, if it was him. A trochilic is stationed e

on the banquette outside, spinning teetotums and begging jitneys. His woman

has a line of birdwings, starling I suppose, strung from the pole of a dalitt? to
the bumper of my Nash. Snow thickened on the roof of the City Moon building

across the street, kitty corner. Plainfolk suffled along the avenue in Army wool
ens, heads bowed into the cold wind of the plain, puddles frozenin the street,
the dalites crackling and glowing dimply with an orange light. I ate the C-meat
‘strips, the leathery strings entwining my rotted teeth. 1 swivelled on my stool,
looked out into the lobby of the Tunney Arms. It's grand puce carpeting strewn
with figbar wrappers, flattened wafers of discarded targum trodden by anxious
feet into a pile. A dog resembling a chihuaua came into the Squat; probably one
of Oneba's nuform dogs, circled aimlessly, snarling, exposing ricelike teeth,
spitting up a froth, and then went out hobbling. I ate the flavorless soycake and
drank another cup of the bitter chicory water served as coffee commonly at
agency restaurants. The man I presumed to be Dinsmoor had the Moon folded
in a crisp rectangle in front of him. His face was like a doctored photograph
under the neon of the Hunger Art. He raised the sleeve of his overcoat to
scratch at his elbow, lifted his chin to bother a patch of scale on his throat, and
after this he rubbed his-thumb and forefinger together in front of his nostrils and

smelled them, as though in the qualities of its odor he might divine the cure.

‘An oriental woman sat a few stools down from me at the counter, working at
code in a City Moon with a lead pencil. She'had recently come in from the snow,

a sprinkling of it like salt in her pepper-black hair, and on the shoulders of her
army coat. As the kitchen doors opened and closed, I heard the rattle of din-

nerware, a baseball game on a radio, a tiny plainsman frying griddle buns in a
pot of hot fat. Finished eating, I walked into the lobby proper and sat down to
watch the television set, which was lag-bolted to the floor and enclosed in a
wire cage. A few Tunney residents, most of them agents, sat quietly in front

of the screen, some of them morphing out in wingback chairs, one of them wear-
ing elaborately tubed and goggled headgear. In the mens I shit, a dribbling

like a goat with scours, searched it for white worms. I tucked in my shirt
tails, straightened my agency blazer, washed my hands. At the counter of the
Hunger Art again, I waited for Dinsmoor to make an official gesture of contact
with me. I drank another cup of coffee, my stomach soured, the water served

| me in a plastic tumbler warm and clouded. Dinsmoor at last came forward.
"Farbo ? The journalist.?'" We shook hands mechanically and smiled shallowly.
He made his apologies for having me wait so long. He said he didn't want to
approach the wrong man and be shot somewhere and left in the open air to die
leaking, and have the grackles and crows pecking at his goggles. I assured

him I was the right man. Dinsmoor said he was anxious to get to the clinic in
Alamogordo, his jaws grinding cowlike on a ball of targum. Before that, though,
and here a spindled finger of his indicated an item on the code page of his Moon,
we would have to cover Oneba‘s demonstration, over on the Eastside, one of the
historic areas. 'Have you seen him do needlework, Farbo?'" '"I'm afraid not."

""Ah, then. So this will be the first time." "Yes, I think so."  "The Ci;;_z
Moon has no idea what to make of him, Farbo. On the one hand he’s a periect

- Gons

HE IS KNOWN IN THE SCRIPTURES AS THE BEAST.
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SOMEWHERE ON THIS EARTH.

HEN-PECKED MAN
WILL LOSE AN EYE

Tarrytown, N. Y., Sept. 9.—Frederick
Henshaw will be blind in his left eye

for life as the result of a hen peck.
He was petting Clara, the blue-ribbon
fowl of his flock of fancy poultry, and
she was playfully pecking at his face
‘'when her beak struck th pupil of his
cye a glancing blow. Physicians de-
clared that the use of the eye could
never be restored,

Quick death to Rats, Mice, Gophers, Prairie Dogs, Squirrels.
Never causes odor. Money-back guarantee stamped on
every package.

VERY CHOIGE

A MILITARY GENIUS ARISES IN EUROPE TAKING CREDIT FOR THE WAR

HE 1S CHARMING, A MASTERFUL POLITICIAN . . . THE DARUNG OF = T
THE SECRET SOCIETIES, THE CHIEF OF WARLOCKS . . SATAN'S MAN.
ON THIS EARTH NO ONE WILL BUY OR' SELL WITHOUT HIS NUMBER

SCRIPTURE ALSO CALLS HIM ANTICHRIST . . . AND HE IS NOW LIVING

THIS GENERATION WILL SEE ALL THIS COME TO PASS — WATCH ASIA.
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ass hole, on the other a miracle man in mufti. And who
can deny that he does, in a way unknown yet, generate
low life forms from palm-loads of, as far as we can
tell, ordinary peat?" ''Yes, they're fouling the side -
walks all over town." ''Sure, it's temporary, clearly
imperfect, but life nevertheless. It's something in his
genes, Farb, and they say he's working for the agency
these days. d what is a little shit in the face of one

who has capped the well of the vis vitalis ?'' "I've al-
ways though of it as stage magic, Mr. Dinsmoor, noth-

ing really to fuss over.'" '"So, then where are all these
cockers coming from ? As you say, they're lousy in the
streets, barging into restaurants.' ''The Nash 1s wait-
ing, Mr. Dinsmoor. I'll be anxious to get a seat in the
front row, for a close look at the procedures.’ "This
is the latest, he's been reviving dogs for short periods,
stimulating the midbrain with galvanic devices, calling
them necronauts, a clever coinage of his. He claims

it a matter of time before our dead uncles will be back
to haunt the taverns, to sip jitney and tell tales of the
ocreat beyond, and our aunts to rattle piano keys again. "
"The Nash is waiting, Mr. Dinsmoor.'" Dinsmoor
asked if I knew the Oriental woman sitting down from us,
forking a plate of D-meat and eating it half heartedly, at
the same time paying close attention to what we were

saying, I said no, that there was some slight resemblance to
someone I'd encountered somewhere; though eclipsed in my
memory. '"Parchman is a very well-known memory dump,''he
said. A dot of the brown soup he had eaten dried rubbery on his
coat collar, his teeth like rat's teeth, the smell of camphor enclos-
ing the air around him. ""Sometimes I wonder whether they 're trying
to restore life down there or dribble it away-- most of the farm-sys-
tem truants I've interviewed are empty husks, Farb, sad sad prodi-
gies, all the gut and substance eaten out." '*Shall we head on over to
the Eastside, Mr. Dinsmoor ?'" In the Nash, Dinsmoor and I drove
through the Eastside historic area in narrowing spirals, Dinsmoor eating
fichars., He said, '"Oneba will tell us what to do. Oneba will give us the
word. " '"The bottom line, ' I said. At a corner, a huddle of plainfolk
attracted Dinsmoor. We pulled over to the curbing. One of Oneba's dogs was
in flames on the banquette. ''Drive away, Farbo. Get out of here. They could
notice we're in an agency car. We don't want to provoke them. They'll be on
us like flies, wanting figbars, targum and jitney tokens, a dozen other things."
"] guess they're sick of nothing and D-meat, "I said. He offered afighar,
which I refused, not caring for the sweet taste and gritty seeds, and we drove
on, looking for signs of the demonstration. Dinsmoor raked at his patches of
scale, attending to the ones on the backs of his hands more than the rest. "They
say, ' he said, '""that Oneba keeps his crippled feet in a canvas bag.'" "I would-
n‘t know, "I said. '""You're too spare with words, Farbo. Be looser. I see
soft slippers and long corridors in your future.' '"I really can’t say,'"I said.
"You see, there you go again. How can you prosper in the journalism field ?
The acorn embraces the oak, if you see what I mean. Spill more beans, ass
hole., How can you expect to cut the mustard ?" I dialed in a radio station and
we listened to a football game being played in Chicago, a few brief minutes left
in the last quarter. Sooty starlings lined the eaves of broken down factories and
mills, an egg of moon threated at the skyline, frozen auras clouded the glare of
dalites blinking on for the night. The City itself, as ancient as it was, brittled

in the cold. '""Turn the heater on, Farbo." "I'm afraid it doesn’t work. I
turn it on and nothing happens. ' }'Typical of:the agency, to send us out on a-

“tricky run like this and issue a junker vehicle, Fucking ass holes, We'll freeze

to death in the middle of nowhere. It doesn't matter. Who gives a shit?! We
saw the beam of an arc-light sweep the sky, the first hint of where the demo
might be. We decided to head in that direction, to see what we could find. On
Centrola Boulevard, a ponycart rattled over bricks, a plainsman tooting a ka-
zoo in the bed of it, selling hot soy waffles. We hailed him and bought two a-
piece. They were served in a fold of waxed paper, coated with cane syrup.
Dinsmoor complained that the sweetness stung his teeth and he threw them out
the window as we drove away, still in clear sight of the vendor. '"Dogfood, "
Dinsmoor said. "I hope he saw that.' The closer we approached the source of
the beacon, the more difficult it became to locate exactly. We found ourselves,
once in the neighborhood of it, a little disoriented. We circled the same blocks,
re-crossed the same intersections, the architec ture so much of a piece that we
had to get along without landmarks. We parked the Nash under a dalite, locked
it, thinking we would be better off on foot. In a few minutes, as though the car
had been steering its own course, we were standing in front of the place. We

heard a Sousa march playing hollowly from the throat of the loudspeaker, some-
where in the vicinity.

TO BE CONTINUED.

POCAHONTAS \
After her marriage to John Rolfe. N
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THE DRAIN WOMAN

The 'drain woman has pecul-
‘iar opportunities to consider
human nature from its meaner side.
She finds bottles, broken crockery,
sodden Oneba life dolls, castoff gar-
ments, old shogs#bones, dead rats,
political ha#@¥ou name 1t as she

plod 0 eary way ankle —deep in

- o
L

o
human waste. Her job to search out
obstructions in the sewer, stubborn
evidences of that sort of criminal
carelessness which has cost the

City so many dollars and so man
lives. Let's remember the drain
woman a moment. Think of her next
time you consider flushing that

litter of kitties down the toilet, or

the old moldy sausages, the rancid

Brussels sprouts.
““

Moons

Absent, I write for my pretty cousin, in her
stead. Soon she will read . &%  her verses on
many subjects from for- & sl eign lands like
Turkey to emotions like & hollowness.

Last time she did magic flying dog
tricks. She shovel- led a rat ter-
rier into the air where it huyng
until she sent it e SR . R snapping and
whimperingto & = XK bleacher seats
below. She . told the audience
it was a ca- )\ nine imperviously
made by dead ; wizards, not of
animal ori- ¢ gin, but manu-
factured and / '_' utterly without
feeling. For proof, she

LZORA FEELS that “my mother marked me at birth.” “She was

fishing on a river bank one day and caught a turtle and tried to
take it off the hook. But the turtle bit my mother and my father had
to cut it off her finger. When the turtle bit my mother—she was
carrying me at the time—she cursed it and cursed all turtles. I came
| out marked this way because of that.

; “My mother marked all of us children. A brother was born with
| fingers all the same length because while father was cutting a hog,
my mother said something to him and he cut off his fingers. The

baby was born with perfectly even fingers, all the same length.

1 ]
:

had the dog - roar like a wol “Another sister was marked by a cat. My pa came home drunk
after it had clearly given the }one night and argued with my mother about fixing him seme food.
ghost up. Very little drool, | Mother slamined the oven door shut and put some wood on the fire.
only at the mouthcorner. En- 'Then she started to make some biscuits. You know how a cat will
core, they cried. So the Red crawl in an oven to keep warm? Well, our cat had crawled intp that
Cross came to the inn oven and when mother opened the door the cat was cooked. My
Where She StaYE':d tha.t Ilight sister was born with the mark of a cat on ]'IEEI'HFlr

‘and offered money and shut

~ MOTHER 3 CURSE MARKED BY A TURTLE

Alzora has no fear of marking her own children, if she and her
husband decide to have any. “I could have children but I'd have
to have an operation on me to deliver them. I know I would not
mark my child because I don’t have evil thoughts.”

During show season Alzora lives in a world of freaks: Alligator
Boys, Bear Girls, Armless and Legless Wonders, Fat Women and
Skinny Men.

It is a world of numerous bitter arguments and strange boastful-
ness about the extent of deformity but one with very little racial
prejudice. Many of the freaks at Rosen’s Coney Islandd show are
Negroes. One, Pearl Jeffries, who is 32 has been a freak “since I was
two and got frostbitten.” She is a quadruple amputee. Pearl and
Alzora are close friends and tend to supplement each other. Whereas
Alzo. cannot reach an electric light pull cord, Pearl, by standing on
her = -ees, can.

AL wa’s dream is to buy a house in Brooklyn and have a floos
level sink.

B M
| OEEnSrETEEEn

her down. Now = 4 she is a common
art monkey, down R on her luck try-

ing to pierce the National
Poetry Ranch

-another Plath

) e | Chpniih Blane THE FEMININE WAY
g 51 % Dyke Hudson
"r‘_ﬂrl'."

Among the inventions made by
women are: copper tips for
shoes, the baby carriage, the
‘'washing machine, the bread-

- Fneading machine, a self-filling
fountain pen; a portable type-
writer, a stem winding watch,
the bustle and three 1mportant

* 1mpr0vements in the sewing
‘machine. oz

The mean-eyed man of Enn;r wiUES
us a malignant “once
over”’—and we dread
hix detestable glance.

Sincerely,

Parabeau Lassie
12 Lot 5 Ward
Prefecture

City

TOO BIG TO ARREST ¥***x
The New York Journal

A woman who sells whiskey without license despite the officers, Mrs.
Mullens of Hancock , weighs 630 pounds and is defying the United
States Revenue officers. She lives in a log hut and is selling liquor

| without bothering herself to pay the government any license, They are
powerless to prevent it.

It is easy enough for an officer to inform her that she is under arrest,
but bringing her to trial is a different matter, as she is too heavy to

be conveyed to court over the rough mountain roads. If this difficulty
could be overcome, another would present itself from the fact that

she has outgrown the doors of her house and can not get through them,
and no marshal could be invested with the authority to tear it down over
here.

So she sits, or reclines, by the whiskey cask and deals out corn juice

in defiance of law. Her supply may be destroyed, but it is impossible
to keep an officer over her all the time, and she soon has a new supply
8 brought in.

&
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DEAR HYACINTH
DEAR HYACINTH
DEAR HYACINTH
H -- Contemporary psychologists say that to be fully
liberated we must turn our fantasies into reality..
Well, the other night I did just this. The only prob-
# 7 8 lem 1s the boy next door was peeking in a window at
o ,, ¥ the height of my most fearful dream come true. Now
# = B1I can't look at him in the eyes, and each evening I
ﬁi &8 hear someone panting. Is it me or him ? Juggo S
i : Huisack, TxX, - f ~

NS )

Dear Jug. Act out yur fantasy, then when you hear the pant, go fo sleep,
8 set ur alarm for the wee wee hours. Creep to his window and wet his bed
profusely. If he gets off, you got a friend. Jacinth '

Hyacinth! I keep having this dream. Maybe you can help me. I am
walking = down the main drag. Suddenly there is a-tugging at my coat-
tails. I turn around and here are these two big grapes the size of billiards
posed neatly on the sidewalk, I pick one up and take a big bite. It tastes
rather fishy and familiar, but not like a grape at all. Tell me, is this
some sort of forhdden fruit ? Bozo , Miami.

Dear Bebo: Next time you're in Safeway, snatch a pile of scab grapes.

Pluck several off the stem and juggle them as you walk down the drag. If
nothing happens, you are clearly on the wrong track. Place them in your
pocket and massage gently as you walk, but don't mash as they may stain

. your trousers.
' . dia-
| The state department™of public welfare had Thallenged Miss Tate's of an unidenti Mrs. Baldree pawned her
s hild. But she stunned hushed cnurtruum spectators. fied infant girl was carried to a2 grave in mend ring to pay for the services . A
L' m b’ ess Un wed MOth er fo KBGP Ba by g‘ﬂ‘fpﬁfnﬁ i;grdtpéging herud:u;hter Niya, with her lips and tongue. Dalles by Walter Baldree and his wife. The marker will bear the name ““ Snow White,”

Baldreas found the bady in a trash can. which Mrs. Baldree chose for the child.

A casket containing the

.
.
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Laws of Gravitation in Flight

?‘ Farbo here, journalist, roving - Q% v ST | PN : § Dear City Moon,

for the City Moon. =y 5 : | |

% Masses of a sticky threadlike

- The news now cautions of floc- material floated across Alamo-
- stay indoors and wear the head- March 16, causing general con-
3 gear. Most of us do, in keeping sternation among those out and
- with city ordinances, and with about that day. It ranged from
¥ the memory of recent medical the size of a match-head to 10
: ‘ moons so freshly kept. They ft. globules, Qrifting into the

. * hung blue and bulbous over the heart of the Clty,dclmg;m% tOAt
¢ city, washing us all in a bath grass, metal, and cement.

S of radio medicine. The cheeks first’ we thought it was a_'sy-n_
5 of those at large then, without thetic precipitate of the air it-

self, later it seemed to be noth-
e o o o ing more than spider webbing.

: At the height of the invasion, the

A1dd/ = i RS ST air Syer the City was filled with
S o W e L webs.at a density of almost 1/
) 77/ 1 4% | o, Bt square ft. Those of us wearing
headgear found the baffles in our
tubing uselessly fouled with the
stuff. It was cloying.sweet to
sniff, but tasty and edible. We
saw grackles beaking it from their
wings, grounded and helpless,
firescouts throttling them, break-
ing the necks, dropping them into
canvas sidepacks., We are writing
to the City Moon, praying that
Oneba will answer. Please,

headgear, puffed out and erup-
ted in rings of blister and pus-
tule, white worms were seen

: in the feces. . . .

.'.*-rl
\ e

=

I am not one to poke my nose
outside on a night like this, for S - SR8 PR i
the passing delight of radio R . - - ‘ / —— | e
medication, and risk a meta- W e . -. : - , R .
bolic incident. Isn't it enough

I am running now on two sheep's
heart. The noisy pop of a cam-
phorberry could kill me. No,

I am not one to fiddle in an emp-
ty room. Not one to go down
stairs with hands in pockets. .

'.: W . &4  Oneba. Help if you can.
g They've put the relics of Boy el g
4 Howdy in glassine bags for the Best Wishes,
A time being, eventually to be
% publicly chown at the Church ot Mother K
4 the Ark, all adrape in purple Seeress.
n ] s Oneba was when the : _ | : > _ e : :
: Chllfrzgfljh?m?he last time > P e o R e s L RO s il A farmer who lives one mile
> e N e S R L s R | - - B north of Oxford, Mississippi,
; informed a City Moon corres-
\ pondent that a belled green par -
p Dear City, rot spent the day with him on
€ his farm. He saw it several
N One of these days somebody will times coming down to eat corn
> stab Oneba's little monke ; : : :
§ - _ ): S with his chickens. He de_:sicnbes
5 heart and that will be that. Mar the bird as being of prodigious
g - what I'm saying, Moon. Listen, size and having a clackerless
4 this is it. brass bell fastened around its
| Yours, neck, Though it talked away
| Alley Carraby while it ate, the farmer was un-
€ Parchman Stop able to distinguish the sense of
ye= Mississippi Farm what it was saying.
I A paragraph appears in the papers this
week calling attention to the neglect of
IMPHOVE YO"R FAcE Thackeray's grave in Kensal Green ceme-
tery. It is overrun with ivy, which obstructs
ACES made vounger, handsomer and more expres- the fnscription.
sive by the famous Barker scientifhic physical culture T e st
exercises for the face. They will
do more to build beauty than
all the paint and powder in the
world, for they get right at
the root of vour facial defects
?Jn(ti'ke?ye?cmﬂ?e ltl::fi;li.nawfngi' .
ark 1S B
facial exercises. Send 25 cts. in | I 'HE lowly and uncultured Tartars—when books fell into
coin or 30 cts. stamps for - . .
complete course. | - their possession—ate them ta acquire the knowledge COI-
ANTHONY BARKER =~ : .
1235 6th Ave., Studio 47, New York City e tamed therem.
: President Faunce of Brown Uni-
versity charges that one of the
| things the twentieth century will |
% have to answer for is the “moving
¢ icture mind.” All life, to many of G mbl Sl P l :
,, pe L life, o many of ambler Slays Pa
young people, he Says, 18
¢ series of snapshots with no chance ® .
,- for a time exposure. Hence they at G amblmg I able
: can not think straight on any sub-
4 j ir mi dle of
) ject:"Thelr anindsyare OHnQe O Different folks are said to It didn’t take long for Mil-
/ transient impressions and confus- .
J ed ideas. There is something in the have different strokes. In a ler to do the McArthur and | &
: educatm:’s charge. Thinking takes night gambling game two old return with s weapon. Hill | &
time and application and for most friends met and played couldn’t believe his close ;;;;
people in this age of the automo- against eac¢h other expecting friend would take his life, £
) bile and the flickering celluloid, to have a nice time, but it but he was vastly mistaken. i
' conditions are not Tight fﬂ'r it- didn’t turn out that way at ' ':"*:h
. Th il got in the los- %
) | A ey 0t I N0 08 et Millsoi nointod hiscn {
er, Clarence Miller, 65, of - _ ! &
7 S at Hill, Hill said, ‘‘Don’t dn s
¢ E MP H A S l s WE E il 5975 Cote Brilliante and he - |
: : that to me. I thought we were &
| argued with his next door i ) o
; K : 3 friends.”” Boom! The ill deed | b
gambling neighbor, Jim Hill, | _ : f&
M A Y 5“] tﬂ ][lth G was done. Miller shot Jim S
74, of 5973 Cote Brilliante. s _ : F3
), Hill in the abdomen and Hill IR
f The fuss waxed hotter and ;
; . was rushed to the HGP Hos- =
- hotter and soon a climax : 5 g
4 . pital. This was about 11:30 | I
was reached. Miller weht y
Komre. and. got his 222 il p. m. Thursday, Aug. 12. At -4
7 ! ' 5. : %
) I M WAITING after saying to Jim Hill, e af' m“Frlday, Mg
5 ‘Bt you chaster. I wil Mr. Jim Hill was pronounc-
: ’ , : bli -
/s FOR SOMEONE TO ASK ME slay . thee in the name .of ed dead 'I-‘h"i ia;“ ing gdun
¢ Jestrs " Christ. And Ut SVOUS st ot (UL C o
7 S - , .., It occurred in Hill’s own
; to join the National where you belong if youdon’t
/ % house.
Alliance to Keep and return my $4.
2 Bear Arms.
/s

Some of Professor Freier’s freaks. Top—Epho, the water elephant.
Center—Lilly, the alligator girl. Bottom—the water rectangus.

The La Goon cafe is finally opei:
in the South Parchman historic
area. Prairie clam steaks, gum-
boot pie, rooster comb salad,

Dayton, Ohio, July 2.—Shift the  made them with his own hands.

scene from Washington today, cast | Many of the freaks placed be-
Professor William E. Freier into wra tnd-public.n; theidast Shwenty
e 3 ' vears have come from his “Freak

I SRR AR AR O g v N AN R
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the leading role, and—

Be prepared for another first-
2lass “expose.”

You will find they are not real—
the “Humandrella Monster, found
only in the Black Hills of South
Dakota;” the Water Rectangus,
right from the Florida swamps,
and scores of other petrified freaks
you have seen in elrcus sideshows
and street carnivals.

And Professor Freier will tell
you they are not real, Ile readily

Foundry.”

His process? Well, it is simple,
A vivid imagination and a certain
skill at wvivisection of small ani-
mals and fish make up the most
of it. |

His-latest designs, “Lill, the Al-
ligator Girl,” and “Epho,” a water
elephant, are being turned out to
this vear’s shows.

Epho is a combination of- stray
teeth, the skin of Miami river fish
and bones of deceased Dayton do-

confesses they are fakes, for hemestic animals.

chili-heart cold plates. Little
Toni on the pianoforte. No min-
imum. Proper styles of hair and
dress. Passcards will be in-
spected. Come, have a great time,
despite all, Relax here. Oneba
does electrocautery Sunday nites,
Look for the sign of the headless
cock. 24 hrs.



ONEBA SLAPPED | 1. A Camel-Udder Box discharge haunts them nightly

{ o | L e l” the nestled cunning, sleek deceit
rociilic came out of an audience in Cincinnati, & Mr. Bowles writes from Tangier through lifetimes of acedia make substitute
slapped Oneba repeatedly across thfa cheeks, and ~ a Tangerine desert fruit for repose they could not seize | -
then escaped, through a back exit, in the midst of the = is ludicrous in California we laugh f.'-
confu.smn. His appearances are charged with mixed ﬁ the sun sets summer fades we got off the icebox quarter past noon ak
emotion, something subtle and unseen rides the moods rﬁ | when all the goons on 12th street set up highf
of the crowds, like surface tension over stagnant pools. V4 the red birds alight, their feet are red refrain | ¢
The slightest ripple brings up mudded creatures long \ i the horror of the mén ‘
asleep at the bottom. Recovered from the slapping, P?)‘ ilthe menace of flight 3. 75
Oneba.gave f:hls statem§nt to reporters: Oho, the old ‘._‘/i they are armed serious like soldiers lf.‘*:‘ |
earth is frolicsome tonight. Be joyful. All fo.’c" One ;"'ig iis this Armageddon the tiger dreams awake the it ;
ar}d Qne for All. Only the deafl ones feel no pain., ﬁ we gather in a shabby foyer for the end the jungle heat | /
Life is worth no more than a jitney. Spend it. We Fa‘-: it-beats upon Marpasian rock 4
are all measured units. What's a little slap? In the There is menace in the elevators fraying strands of days payed out like line A
face of death? _i state -of -siege outside the balconies g
;;,,v)‘ |earth rumble of heavy weaponry the jeering cats in silence of garages 5
5 R ‘l‘; | caught in their own jism seethe :
ear City Moon: % I am frightened small white in smuggled cauldrons of infamy
We' : . 2\ helpless bullied and believe in hell skimmed off the cream of animals | )
e're plumb weary of Oneba's restorations camping » 1 am Dondi no-teeth ] y
on our lawns, and their fires leaving burnt circles 150k . the jungle is deleted N, ‘
I:Ln expensive zoysia, and their clowning faces peering | | the white man screams in the living room ﬁ >
in at our televisions through the picture window. We've gorgeous and beaten his mind —!,-‘.v )
already had to install jalousies. Three types of fenc- ) | fertile to the inserted fang 2 .
ing so far tried, but nothing at all keeps them out for oG F 5
lor}g. They grin at us like shit possums. We're af- 41 The shine of the far -riding animals | the twenty -four inches of his dream whang ? g ¢
raid for the safety of the children. _ W and we detect the fetor in the grime slipped bang into the daylight £ "
Thr'etei. s l—' crocodiles part the immaculate leaves there by the bolus tree . {
B Delet(:ald,zggrsl:: 2 school .9.3'15 dry in their dictionaries T

—:.-u--m'.'i

Entee Shine, knocker at a slaughterhouse

locally, let it flow today for a girl at the
My dear readers. This is Oneba speaking. Listen. Victory Dress Shop and was seized by

3 ~ There are manifest defferences between animals and b - =5 ~ bolice shortly after.

g

men. My terriers naturally dig under the barns for
rats and my pointers set the poultry and sparrows,
just as birds fly and fishes swim. To say all men

A A A A e A A A

Apparently Entee took a real shine to a
il checker girl and displayed his better
e half to her innocence, at which she scr-

oy e eamed and he jumped into a pile of fake
Christmas logs nearby; inexperience
got Shine shortly slammed into a jailhouse
rock wall, while the laughter of armed
blues outside the cell shook Shine.

O igi
are born equal in abilities and dispositions is an in- vernlght

| ;} sult to ordinary intelligence. Imagine teaching the d
| average farmer that razorbacks are as good as durocs r 0

. A A A&

or scrub sires as good as any among the cattle and -

i poultry, or that any kind of seed is good enough to re pa Ir
| plant. Readers, it doesn't stand to reason. Send me

i dreams. In these future columns I will interpret.

51 Free of charge. See you at the Hunger Art 1 Picnic.

! I will exhibit my new Electric Belt and Suspensory.

1 Boy Howdy will be there too, and even Poet Black,
fully restored.

S

a A

Now he is withering in Cell 28, Block 41,
stumbling because his eyeglasses have
been stolen, beaten at what little checkers
he plays, and broken; seven hungry

- | mouths wiggle in the air in his house, and
* In Norwalk, Calif, an immigrant | HOUSEHOLD TIP blacken his name. Shine needs help., Thi
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HAIRCUT REGULATIONS SR Rees s killizg 4. | drains. ‘Scalding and washing \through the world a pool of curiosity. )
1 : : : : teen. He complained: “Nothing like this SOd‘:’]' must be spooned down sink At ’.che's.laughterhouse they say no :
So now the City council says regulate haircutting, no ever happened in the old country.” drains each,day. In the bathroom individual can replace Entee, and
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tional jitneys and pay the barber for his rude slicing. " From Egg 8 Y ears Hzo water. At might, sprinkleinto |

We have little bleedings on the scalp, ticklike scabs | each pipe a large spoonful of FIRST OF THE CHAUFFEURS

to comb out. Come payday we all rush downtown, our | BT Amcciated press, | chrloride of lime. Drains can

khakies fat with jitney paper, so that we can get our Yin ot Stemetkabips expar)s le, | SO

i1 ] ther. So much more Tonzntion of living tissues by = | Were men who in fantastic garb
ha].I'C’lI_ltS and 100k ]lke One ano . nrlﬁ'ltial mcthudaf it became ensatlonal New - d ]j. f F
security that way, both personally and nationally, as R Voo A ihe s ealmen of 2 terrorized the ruralites of France :
. . n's eart, extracted

Oneba has . i2n reminded us, speaking ex-cathedra. iyt e {.m{:,_,.,,';,‘i, g B USiness el <

Our childres want nothing more than barber college :;:f—'mf:f;;_ ZeETE nEng :I:;:: ~ BRINGS Chauffeurs existed long before \

and a national haircutters permit, and then it's a of life, but had grown man. s n STARTLING : e 4

- ; B . - . times iix original size. This PRQFITS ﬂlere were El.utOIIlObllE.‘Sa
ShOO =11 hfemseﬁ EaSY Street. A nice blrd"b].ue minute organism was Frrmnt'rd P, 1_ Eﬁﬁiﬂcﬂmﬂﬁ glgaﬁpenﬂﬁge:ha:_tg Y
cherry perched in the driyveway, a boss aluminum it il L o2 Gl AR e W o B e, e :
. . - s : - M n, in January 1912, in an at- | I ﬁg;chiﬁi z?rTEﬂm' T g .

Airstream, mgch a pmcél of iqultcir in I'Et'S ]aloufy win e T e : i y DT, 5 History tells us the appelation {
1 dows Al]_ tha any mo ern ramily uni can ge a under scientific conditions, RS - ('}Tlﬂlé’lC/up . pe 3
| 2 - ! Dr. Carrel has announced that - YRASS MARA Of Cha.uffeur once tEI‘I‘lfIEd Old .
A urCh&SE on it can kee 11 ShOI‘t ].f EI.IIY member the organism is still fanction- EL POPCORN STORES . : !
p d d 1 t -p’-l I‘d dne iS ﬁXEd fOI' th.e inzg, and disbarring accidents Eaﬁ:ﬁl&;elﬁhe world's most E&El&ﬁ ﬂﬁﬁﬁrﬁ?tiﬂeﬂﬁﬁﬁﬁ ladles, ﬂ‘lO'ngh a.t present 1t Ei‘VOkES z
i h01 S a fe era onsorial Ca o will continwe to grow indefi- E’i‘[‘li';}f_‘ leﬂff{{éhﬁﬂﬂ‘;ﬂpﬁg rﬂ?rﬁgﬂ_wﬁmd secret success formula. in us Only cheerful and pleaslng |
il duration, can travel unmolested by road patrols. EoRIcked el A i.}L'lﬁE’i‘:Ev{:";%}?.f??ﬁ;&zlz:?é%éf’ﬂ%ﬁﬁiﬁ:ﬁ%}%%‘%ﬁjﬁ“&ﬁﬁﬁ§&‘S: thoughts of automobilism, in >
4 ; g rished re arly while cul- Iy equipment, formulas, plans, gu ou uceess.
- Oneba says this: the bagatelles of today surely will tured in an antiseptic solution, FREE — “Golden Kernels of Profit” . hich nothine batkh d d )
i - oy E ey reine Tact Krom information obtainable, Y i E T L et v 5thare are makinp big roney wilcn nowing € roads an
4 be the Ordlnances O tomOI'I‘OW. ’ﬂle SurpI'ISlIlg acC it wax said that in this experi- and how you can do it. Brings positive proof of - h d - 3
: e S 5 , 24 sensational earnings and gives you chance to get paVEd StI'EEtS are s¢corched-==1n
| R b e .r— ——Wl h br ht nd COO]-- ment Dr, Carrel had gone fur in & real business of vour own—quickly—easily— <
;_ 1S hOW Shlng, hOW puI‘pOSE 9 oW ]-g a ther than any scientixt in his while it's new and best. :im;lhs”msh Hnu;III:;HE.H 3 contrast to th.e Orig-'j.ml chauff 5 <&
L4 - : vnest for the Immortality of the ONG-EAKINS CO., 228 High St., Springheld, Ohio ' : i a————
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n 1 / &) Dr. Carrel as awarded th
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SayS, get t 0S€E alrcuts eve y W and a - tion of his surgical achieve- About 1795, there Spr&ng up in

France, principally in the east-
ern and central regions, fantas-
| Fr A" = tically dressed men with their
. | A z . S Cemuaegy | faces blackened with soot and :
: ' o e A their eyes carefully concealed, <
who gained admittance to farm- :
houses and other isolated dwell- )
ings at night and committed all 4
kinds of depredations.
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coming of Bo'i-Ha'di. Editor O.
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They had an outrageous habit
especially, from which they ob-
tained the name that posterity

has preserved for them. They
first garotted their victims,

and dragged them in front of a
ocreat fire, where they burned

the soles of their feet. Then they
demanded of them where their
money and jewels were concealed,
Such interrogatories could scarce-

WP Y W e ST N

»

1
i Thladi . ®
= n

A notter of Oneba's stories goes like this: In the days B D o 3 o
R when all men were good and there were no trochilics, g great bundle of wood at once got up and kegan to walk, Lot an atad
B nen had miraculous power. Lions, mountains, whales,iand the woodman tramped on behind it. So far, so y ; .

jellyfish, birds, rocks, clouds, seas, moved quietly igood. But the woodman was a very lazy man. Now,

from place to place, just as men ordered them at why shouldn't I ride ingtead o_f tromping aﬁlong this
their whim and fancy. But the human race atlast dusty pony road, he said 'to h1mself,- a,nc_i jumped up
lost its miraculous power through the laziness of a on the bundle of wood as it was walking in front of him
At The Anchor
North  Of Salt Plains
]
friday

certain man. He was a woodman at Parchman Farm, lland sat down on top of it, and lo, then the wood .I'Efl}SE
a high-black nigger, and one morning he went into a to go. The woodman got angry and 'began ‘to strike it
forest near the farm to cut firewood for the master's iercely with his axe. But all in vain. Still the wood
hearth. He sawed and split all day, until he had a refused to go. And from that time the human race had
considerable stack of hickory-and oak. He stood ost its power, and the life units paraded out of its
before the pile and said, Now march off home! The members like ants from a hill of dung.
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MEXICAN DEAD BACK --NECRO-
NAUT CARNIVAL

It's a common belief in Mexico that on
the night of All Saints and All Souls
the dead come back, but not to haunt.
It's more a social and family call.
During the latter half of October the
pastry shops, toy stores, and gro-

- ceries are well-stocked with the spec-
ial delicacies that the dead relish.
Most bakeries have a sign, 'Buy your
Dead Men's Bread Here, ' and all can-
dy stores have frosted sugar skulls,
skeletons, coffins in chocolate, and
other danties in the same line. On the
last night in October you set a table in
the form of an altar, candle-lighted
and decorated with orange marigolds,
these being the favorite flowers of the
dead. For the children you put out

sweetbread, baked pumpkin, and toys
such as sugar bones that rattle, fun-
eral processions that move gaily, etc.
In the morning the live children have
their party with whatever the 'little
dead ones' have left them, and the
whole family goes for a picnic in the
graveyard, during which 'adult' dead
come back to talk over unfinished

family matters and eat a hearty warm
meal. :

o S ST RN A s R AR i B 1V )
Kenny Cubus, a.k.a. Boy Howdy,
was born on a shanty boat, and
will no doubt die, once again, on
one of them. Once the shanty
boats were drydocked annually
and painted, caulked, repaired,
now left to moth and rust, corrode
and calcify, finally to disintegrate

on the murky bottoms of the trench,

without maintenance, without sal-
vage. Oneba doesn't care, The
City Moon mentions the shanty's

only in passing. Nothing is lost.
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HORNPOUT RECORD

Mother K., a seeress of Alamo-
gordo, in-a single evening, caught
five hornpout ranging from 10 to

14 inches long and weighing a

total of nine pounds, exactly as
she had predicted the evening pre-
vious, to a travelling actor, Bus-
ter Crabbe, in the Gregory Room
of the Hunger Art Cafe. It was a
new hornpout record for the state.

WHITE BOY PRESSED IN PARIS
Paris, Texas

The report of a ghastly find has
been filed here today. The partic-
ulars of the discovery, as they are
ascertained, are to the effect that
during the past week, while the
cotton gin at the outskirts of Paris
was being run at its full speed, a
little 5-year old white boy, whose
name cannot be learned, was in the
gin holise watching the machinery.
When night came he could not be
seen anywhere about and a vigilant
search was made, but the little
fellow could not be found. Then,
three days later, the attention of
parties was called to a bale of cot-
ton by reason of the fact that green
flies had been attracted there in
large numbers. When the bale
was broken, it is understood that ¢
the victim was found crushed in a
horrible manner. It is supposed
that the boy was looking at the work
of the press and, at an unguarded
moment, got too close to the edge
and fell over into the box, a depth
of 12 or 15 feet, and that with the
noise his cries could not be heard,
and the lint cotton was poured down
upon him, smothering and pressing
the very life out of him.

-

Viet technology.

MMMMMMM Medical Moons MMMMMMMMMM

The first of the medical moons will float
blue and horrible over houston come jan-
uary next, assuredly a prize baby of

Surgeon Gen. Wunty
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Prison Poem

Man Stepping into the Forst
Hearing the Eako of his Voice
Folling In It Direction

§ With No Pertection

From Where he First Awoke
To Him His Voice Spoke

He thought Nothing Could Speak But He
Untel he met a Sting Bee

The Birds They Lafe in the Tree
When He Began to Flee
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On and On He Went
Not Known a Word They Ment

In the Forst He Were Shut In
Using Fourst to Make It Thin
No Train Were To Be Had

He had No Son to Call Him Dad

Nothing From Him Did Run
For There Wont No Gun

But the Idea Came to Him
And He Pick up A Lim

Joe Massey
Ohio Penitentiary
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CURB STAND LUMINOQUS IN DARK
HAS GLASS SURFACE

Surfaced with opal glass which is illu-
minated bv concealed electric lamps, a
curh stand at Buffalo, N. Y., glows with a
white lght at night. During the day the
stand looks like an ordinary glass-covered
structure. When darkness comes, the
lights with their specially designed reflec-
tors are turned on to cast a white glow
through the glass.

The Hoxie Heater Band now

appears nitely at the ballroom
of the Gons Hotel, accompanied

by human playing cards, followed
by an Edsel auction. This hot
band is a rose in life's boneyard,
an escape from the woes of the
street, the ash and saltwater of
B » daily living. Wuntex Ag and Mech
Students, half price.
e FACT —(———— ==
The Munties of Tennessee tra-
versed the South in the 30's, an
unflagging batallion of King Mid-
get Automobiles, carrying the
skull of a Javanese buffalo that
had entered the family in a basket
from house to house, hastening
it on a never ending journey. It
I was bound nowhere in particular,
2 yet was not allowed to rest.
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Concealed Lights Shine through Opal Glass to Illu-
minate This Refreshment Stand at Night
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NATIONAL GAME

Dear Moon,

I hope somebody plugs that asshole before he generates
tentacled things we can't even imagine. My societly
will issue a kill order on January one. We help those
who can't help themselves. Omneba’s meat is cooked.

Nickolina B.
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Police end career of young ‘crime fighter’

carrying a bull whip and moving very
fast”’ through town harassing people.
Nick was arrested Wednesday night
although he protested to police his only
intent was to punish hoodlums.
‘““He’s a nice clean-cut kid,”’ said Po-

i

LCS FRESNOS, Tex. — Officers
have arrested a teen-ager who called
himself ‘“Nick the Fuehrer,’’ a self-
appointed crusading detective on the
side of the law.

" Officers said the 15-year-old boy went
‘too far this week and they received lice Chief Charles Barter. ‘‘However,

complaints of the lad ‘“‘wearing a mask, he just read too many comic books.”’

#

Believe it or not, Gary
Hackner, 20, told police that
he was shot by a dude who is
known to him as Ben

F ranklin.

He said Franklin displayed a
revolver, and for no apparent

SAYS HE WAS SHOT
BY BEN FRANKLIN o

#

FOR SALE

for $25.00.

......

It has been more than 10
years since the first farmer
made a business out of breeding
beetles and selling them to
children in big cities. Two let-
ters discuss what this strange
enterprise has done to city
children.

A 38-year-old housewife living
in Kuki, Saitama Prefecture,
took up the subject in a letter to
the Onnano Kimochi column in
the Mainichi Shimbun.

‘“‘It happened on a very recent
day. A friend of my second-
grader son suddenly held out a
stag beetle, saying ‘““Look!’’ My
son stepped back in surprise
when the other boy dropped the

beetle. and my son accidentally
stepped on it. Some dark juice

came out of the beetle’s tail and
the boy demanded that my son
compensate him with ¥150.

T learned of the incident that
night from my sixth grade son.
He said since the other boy was
to blame for the accident as
much as my son, he need not
pay the whole sum. However,
my younger son said since he
was directly responsible he
would pay the whole sum.

1 did not quite like the idea of
children exchanging money and
proposed that my son buy
another beetle and give il to his
friend. But he insisted on
paying the ¥150.

“I-was at a loss how to drive
my point home and asked my
sons what would they do if their
beetle met the same fate. They
said in -unison that they
wouldn’t demand any com-
pensation. But I did not take
their statement at its face value
because for them, beetles were
something to be bought at
department stores.

“Until about five years ago,
beetles could be found in our
neighborhood. too. When the
elder son was a first grader, he
used to leave a piece of water
melon under a tree early in the
morning and caught a beetle or
two a few hours later. Keeping
the beetle without letting it die
was a big job for him during the
summer vacation.

““Had the incident involved
my elder son and his friends,
they would have treated the
injured beetle and tried to keep

...

Heads of the presidents in cheddar
.cheese. This set is first quality Wis-
consin aged, certified USDA.
sweeties sit on the mantel like nobody’s
business until Xmas and then let the
erandkids take a bite out of Eisenhower's
cheek for a little taste of what it was
like at Normandy. All 48 presidents
Check or Money order to
City Moon Cheese Offer, Box 842,
Canal Street Station.

These

Vernacular Views

it alive. With only four years’
difference, our two sons behave
quite differently. I was quite at
a loss how to go about telling my
young son about caring for little
lives in this rapidly changing
world."

The other letter, from a 36-
year-old Tokyo father, ap-
peared in the Letters to the
Editor column of the Asahi
Shimbun.

‘““‘Responding to the insect
craze among city children, the
Japan Travel
Tokyu Electric Railway Co.
have organized day tours to the
forest park of Fuji-Subaru Land
featuring a ‘beetle hunt.’

*I joined the hunt last Sunday
at the insistence of my son who
had seen the beetle hunting
scenes in a TV newsreel. A part
of the wooded area in the park
was enclosed by a wire net
fence and about 80 children and
accompanying adults are let
inside at a time to catch beetles
for about 30 minutes. A
bucketful of cultured beetles
are released inside the en-
closure shortly before the group
is let in.

‘““At the attendant’s signal,
the group rushed into the en-
closure, tumbling over rocks
and tree roots as they dug at
likely bushes and tree roots. It
was just like treasure hunting.

“Lucky children found two or
more beetles and let loose
cheers while unlucky ones
couldn’t find any and wept.
Their mothers got angry at the
organizers for not making Ii
possible to find at least Jne
beetle. At the signal of the end
of the hunt, the group left the
enclosure, a new bucketful of
beetles were released and a new
group stood by.

“For the unlucky children,
there were stands near the
entrance where you could buy
as many beetles as you liked,
and the stands were crowded.
Children made the trip all the
way to the foot of Mt. Fuji to
buy what they could have
bought in a department store or
a pet shop, their dream of
catching beetles in the real
natural surroundings shattered.
(G.H.)
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Agonews Alight

The Agonew brings jelutong.

His earthly life a laughingstock, he
sizas aff to prowl the shill we call the
unive:se, hauling bushels of news to
the far worlds, and bringing back jel-
utong.

Old boatman, he spies rot reme.ining
of a wood jetty, the dock of a jelutong
factory.

The jungle spits forth an ancient in
shorts with a bare and withered chest.
A first-rate grin accompanies the
crone on the path to the factory. Cakes
of jelutong, meanwhile, belly in evil
insect water in a vat. The ancient
Says:

Tappers bring the jelutong from
the ]ungle to the factory, and they cook

it and make it bricks. Thez harden it
in vinegar, and formerlz urinated on
it before transporting it. The jelutong

is source of Galveston jelutong.

The Agonew asks, '""What is jelutong 7 ™

It's where chewing gum comes from.

The urine coagulates it.

Drifting from planets where people are
made of peat to ones where glass fish
swim in vinegar pools beneath chloro-
form oak, the bright mouth of our
world is forgotten by the Agonew.

By bringing us jelutong, the Agonew
himself travels bright oceans of stars,
fearing only a possible lapse of comm-
unications from earth, a potential
weatherbell of auto -=annh1lahon, yet

in all other ways enjoying his life away

from the planet.

Dear City Moon,

I made the first flag of concrete.

Itis 4 X 7 ft. It was made 15

years ago, placed on a cement
tree in my yard. It has stood
the test of storms this long

without failing. I think it would
be a great advantage to the govern-
ment if they put up cement flags,

ball-bearing as mine is, over

lighthouses and fire watch towers
and other places where a perman-
ent flag is wanted. It would stand
out in all kinds of weather and can
be seen at quite a distance, where

a floth flag could not. Please

write me if you desire plans for

this flag, or for my perpetual
wind-driven yard light. CAll
on me, Box J. Oneba is one!

Editor Dinsmoor

Dodge City

A Moses fan

The reason I am subscribing’ to The_
Philippine Times (check enclosed) is that I
anjoy keeping up with Moses and The

Highbrows when I am not able to see them.
Please puhhsh the Moses column often.

BUMPED BY PIG; LOCKJAW
KILIS

Joseph Kiev, who was knocked

from a ladder recently, is dead

from tetanus., He was picking
cherries from a tree at his home
here when one of his pigs en-
tered the yard. His dog gave

Science Classes

The fifth grade has just finish-
ed a unit of rocks and charts.

new unit called Senior Balancing.
So far we’ve just been exploring
Balance Problems of our own
making. Next we’ll do activity

chase and the pig darted under

the ladder upon which Mr. Kiev
was standing. The ladder toppled,
throwing him 30 feet to the ground.
He was uninjured except for a

The neck whips, the spine snakes,
the chakras are thrust open at

last, and Delores Ortez shouts

deliriously for her mother. This
begins the narrowing road to
addiction, the helplessness of
sinking into sand and down a
ociant funnel into the bottom of the
hourglass nightmare.

Innocently, a home unit is pur-
chased. Then, staggeringly,
Mom is flat on the stove top,

or head down on the oilcloth, a
bottle of radio medicine knocked
over, dreaming of Bob Girl, her
dentist, the twining windy days
and winebottle candles, naked
before the African mask hanging
in Pixie Allen's bedroom, or
drinking rum and lemon Cokes.

The doctor's shadow lays a bar
of black across a door. Water
boils, towels arrive, children

\

hush. He performs electrocautery
on Delores.

She repairs slowly in the backyard,

in a lawn chair, sun or snow, blank
in face, companioned by a terrier,
abandoned by her children to rot

beneath the weeping mimosa,
lingering over cake walks of

her memory until she cries.

She is taxied to the beach daily,
where she scrubs herself with
the sand beneath the foam.

The advertising sneers out that
Cortez would have bought a unit
and hibernated in a hacienda and
left the Seven Cities to other
dreamers. We say rotters run
the show, and they are dispen-
sing fools gold.

Carry yours out onto the lawn,
soak her in gasoline, and light
up -- Kicks are deadly.

. Shanty boats navigate the trench-
| ways, bumping the mudbanks,

i spinning, and going on down-

. stream, as dependent on the flow,
| if any, as a leaf of sycamore in a
| gutter. Plainfolk get on and off,

|

morphs sleep in piles to be warm,

| travelling aimless sometimes, 1o
| Muncy, back to Lucas, to Muncy

again, then off to Laredo for the
I Fiesta del Sola, or back to Lucas
| for a Hunger Art Picnic. Even
* Oneba has been known to step onto
| the decks of a shanty and shuffle

band will haunt the banks in

spring and summer, will reach
out and pull a plain person or a
morph child from the shanty,
helpless as a ragdoll, weakened
by vitajell diets and D-meat
rations, and begin their business
of torture and sacrifice on the
unlucky rat. In winter, the trench
goes stagnant, blossoms in a

yellow-green algae, and the shanty|
boats are dead in the water, in a
swarm of mosquitoes and suck
flies, crawling in ants and tree
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Ginger Taylor brought up the idea
of smashing rocks that write to
make paint. the project was a
smashing success.

The sixth grade is starting a

cards, many of which we have
made up ourselves. Eventually
the solutions to the balance
situations will be put in mathema-
tical language.

broken finger, which he ignored | a bit, doing a needlework number stunned and spiked under a linger-

until lockjaw set in. Then he was , on the poop, liking to mingle with ilﬂﬁi ?:ﬁ%&%ﬁ&ﬁ;ﬂﬁﬁfi 5

tern in an empty room,

|
|
roaches, most of the passengers |
i
|

beyond help, even of a medical the low and unfortunate o keep

moon kind.

Dea,r City Moon
What was then, in the 50's, a simple hickville goofboy salute, is now (it was then Boy Howdy!) the newest thing-~the

Bo'i Ha'di, somethmg derwauve of a lax and fading Nlpponese culture, the Ainu. Ainu's worshipped (and ate) little honey
bear noses black and crispy in the iron pot, and carried outlandish coon dick's about the place -- the coon being one of few
mammals possessed of an organ with an armature of solid bone rather than the hit and miss up and down crank we humans
have been God gwen. They pick teeth with them, scratch heads, poke in the dirt with them, whatnot. To go on == the

Bofi Ha'di, once you'‘ve achieved it, says its asplrants will have you slapping your granmaw with joy, once on each cheek,
and watch the flush of blood pinken those all-but-buried old grunty hags. To go on again -- I mean, why not smach the
granmaws ? What are they worth anyway. Their linens stink of burned potatos, the backs of their hands like the surface

of Mars, the liver spots, the pissgut attitudes. If the Bo'i Ha'di has its way we'll find ourselves grabbing all the gusto we
can, a Schhtz in one palm and the other cracking gramaw upside her stoopid head. Without digressing now, a la Holden
Caulfield, the root of it (Ainu Bo‘i Ha'di-ism) gets back to Howdy Doody, no doubt. They say the only remains of that sad
puppet are seven yellowed toenails and a few circles of burnt cloth., What hope can we muster for folks who fuck cuinea
hens and mud holes? Those women forever doing pushups in cucurbit patches. Now I ask you,whereare the Lee Harvey's
when we truly need them ? These Ainu Boy Howdy's are a bunch of pissguts, dirty assholes which ought to be wiped out.
We remember the talk, back in the late 60's, of those hippie concentration camps around Alamogordo, Prairie du Chien,
and Biloxi., Who are all these necronauts going here and there carrying duck-facsimile's, with what may as well be

lentil pudding for brainmatter, who are they ? Jackson Pollock, Woody Guthrie, Judge Crater, Sal Mineo, Knute Rockne,
Lou Costello . . . . they're all coming back to vote for the Bo'i Ha'di, dropping finger joints like the lepers of

Capharnum, as if we didn't have enough of public putrefactories. Cut their ankles off with scythes, squirt acid up their
nostrils, do anything say the Howdies, but get rid of them, get them off the streets., They're worse than the old trochilics.
Open the heads like coconuts with ball peens. The Howdies eat popcorn with a snow of salt, alternate snuff and Senior Ser-
vices, and love to gum possum jerky. I say quarter them in the Colonel's fryer chopmchoppmg machine. Make no mistake
about 1t Niggers like the Snake Milton will be wearing neon hats, the shriners will fork up their circuses., Most of us will
get tax breaks. Someone at a reception recently in this centex Ctty asked a noted ex-junkie, how many Bo'i Ha'di's can
dance on the head of a syringe. One Boy Howdy has bragged to this writer of having slapped an old woman in a train
station, whom he discovered in an isolated corner shooting up insulin, thinking it smack.

Your reader,

Randy T eeter

Shanty 12

National Canal Boat Dock




Ty

lank
ier,
)t

PO =

= o —

| Ela i, » SRR Tl £ N S,
COMPARED TO RODEQ THE SPANISH BULLFIGHT 1S KID STUFF.
STRICTLY FOR SUNDAY SCHOOQGL PICNICS

No wonder Americans despise bullfighting and have made it illegal (Florida excepted). When

]
. L]
w S

it comes to torturing animals for entertainment the Spaniardsaren’t even in the running. Amer-

ican rodeo boasts CALF-ROPING (more familiarly known as “The Grand Slam™ or “Who
Popped the Kidneys on that Itty Bitty Critter?”. STEER-BUSTING (“The Hot-Rod Rag™ and
“The 50-mph Tackle” or “one in Fifteen DOA™ ). and then. while the band ‘plays an old bag-
pipe number, there’s TEAM-TYING (“You take the front end and I'll take the rear end. and

We'll rip 'er down the middle a’tween us™).

HERE'S A RECIPE FOR AGONY:

(1) Take a tame horse (2) add a bucking strap (place i the arca of the intestines and Kidney
and if the horse i~ male. have the strap cut into the ~heath-—=<ce photo—3) tighten agonizingly

(1) top with a brave “cowbov. YIELD: one “wild” bucking bhroneo and a vay rodeo act.

Let me say this, Fred Broski: This 18,757 yard ring
hole is a beauty. The viking who has dominated the
shiek, &Dick the Bruiser last week., This shot could
be worth a cool 30,000 hand gernades with the coveted
jeweled champs belt-~-watch that hazard to the west.

W. Prop
A R R R R R R R E T R IR R R R

had gone (Q the hospital with the
man to visit his wife, She said that
on the way home he stopped at Mrt,
Hope Cemetary on the pretext of
visiting his sons grave, She re-
ports that while they were parked
in the cemetary he grabbed her
and attempted to kiss her aad he
rried to fondle her in the upper
regilons of her body, Hoewever, she
told police, she resisted nim and
he wds unsuccesstul In his attempe,
e was ddvisced [0 obtain a4 #ar-
rant for Sexudl Abase,

Yries To Seduce Family
Friend In Cemetary

An 1B year old white girl, a
housewife living on Orchard Street
(400’ s) reported to police that she
ndd been scexually abused at Mt,
tiope- cemetary about 11 P M, bv a
friend of the family, a 52 year old
Nl A, ShHe siid he was driving
4 gCuea e aYOHK b ord and gave the
wohee the hicenSe nuniber,

e repOrted te polic:- that shee

Filler: The phrase sub rosa originated in B.C. 477
during an intrigue between Pausanias and Xerxes over
Greece which was carried on under a bower of roses.
Pausanias was betrayed and walled up in the temple
of Minerva to die of starvation. Afterwards, Athen-
ians wore roses in their hair when they wished to

communicate a secret.

NEW PRODUCT: Engineer Prop of Lawrence, Kansas,
has hammered and riveted together another amazing
wind-powered device, called the Roaring Forty. He
started with a wide canvas and rubber belt taken from
4 derelict oil drip irrigation pump, added a supelite
ornithopter topside. Prop claims, as any dairyman
knows, the best way to make a dying cow lively is to
keep it on its feet. And that is what this gismo does,
provided the wind is up. You strap in the cow, crank
the props, and there goes Bossy, sailing tiptoed over

the back forty.

Nobody Said ‘Sissy’

CHAMPIONSHIP 76

The third game of the NLG playoffs
between the mets, with a 0-40 record,
and the Black Hawks, with a 1/2-39 and
1/2 record was a currious events.

Take Dave Debussure shooting 80 on

the archery range 4:00 that morning,

then coming to madison Squre Garden
3 hrs. later shooting 7 over par.

Mets coach Henry Doc Kissinger did
not know what to think about this.
After the fourth round he decides to pull

Debussure out, To see whats up his
Ass,

To replace Debussure he sticks Mark
Spitz in as half back moving Joe

Frazer to Goalie,

But three holes

later Mark rushing to block Ele Nas-
taosies feild goal attempt, and doing a
good job, pushing the ball the wrong
way in front of nastaoises foot, thush
inflicting tereble pain on himself.
Kissinger seeing his teem being beaten
to HELL decides to throw in the towel,
thus losing the game to the royals

by a landslide.

The winning point on

a 3.0 and 1/4 mile by big daddy Don

Garlets.

P O PR

Rick Enallel

9th Grade

You can pick your nose,
You can pick your friends,
but you can't pick your friend's nose.

Rufus, 12-22-76

Robert Dimaggio, famous architect, left, dry-
ing the lovely back of a mysterious bathing |
partner, right. He must have muttered something
pretty nasty to her later, for at that time she cut
loose with a shower of hot lead to the face, Mr,
D. had been City and State Architect.

"3 SLAIN IN GUN

BATTLE ON A CORNER

In a maddening shootoul
amoag  vouthful bums,
pegears  and hoodiums
‘reenddiyowith one another at
the cormers of Prairiee and
Lasv: svenues about 11 pom
Saturday thnee voung men
wens shot to avath. Four
peticenwn arrised when
"hes  wilnesed  a most
unususd  disturbance  sath
about wseven s o Tniends
participating,  he  afficers
wene adenifsang themse ves
when they obwnved that the
lellows  wene shooting one
another  down s though
thes were clay pigeons,
Saome of the gunmen broks
it ran, bul  they were
shoolting al one another as
thes  staged a runming pun

~ batthe . Poliee pulled  ther

guns and began firng away
oo at the runnng gunimen.

Thewr bodws and
heads  were niddied  with
bullets None of the oflicers
wis vrased or shol down in
the raging gun battle. And
ton. il s hot-known who
ot whoo As vet it s nol
hnown whether any of the
ving polue bullets struck
any i the dead gunmen,

s gun  bhatue among
‘rwerdis mmight have been a
pre-Amas cvlebrations or
the gang might have beren
aigry about the distnibution
wl money in robberws or
burglarws or dope peddling.
Pohee don’t know what to
theorwe as vel. Some ol the
mobsters will have to talk
and make a revelation of the

rue causr of the hilarous
nightiume shoolout that
stured the neghborhood




Trochilic Bottled

RECTOR

This happened in New Orleans in

railing that protected the
smallest man alive from
his enthusiastic awdience.
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NEW CANDIL
WEDDING ALBUMS

For Spring, Summer & Fall Weddings
featuring our New ROMANTIC COLOUR
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WHAT IS ONEF TOSS ?

A E N T E L E c H Y 1959. Your reporter was walking . T AR e
! | Tchoupitoulas at the wee jazz Wi a2eit
\ hour of 5 a.m., nibbling a hot |
‘ s T R I c K E N waffle covered with cane syrup
: and powdered sugar, the stink of
SESNNREeRGTTIES the Mississippi riding out of the
4 - levee lips, when he all but stum-
\ - bled headlong over the remains o R
| of a dead trochilic, whose shoes 7 orsis ?"fg-'{t:rﬁs:}:;ﬁ:ﬁ: e road
\ and pants had been taken by scaven- as brothers go for long walks, are rare relaxa-
: : tion for usually meditative Carmelite monks of
? gers (of which there were many in {Caprarola, ltaly. Their motto: Serve God with Jo
{ the Crescent City then) and whose B
~, toenails were like third degree rel- e
| ics and resembled horse's teeth.
: Apparently the method of killing was
\ this: an empty LaPerla bottle had
2 been broken at the neck and rudely
\ pushed down the trochilic's throat
as far as it would go until he passed
_ away in a pinkish froth. It remin-
\ ded me of a pig snake engaged in
: The rector (‘?f L. Farén, .Old swallowing a bloated rana pipiens.
¢ & AL Gy 1 afﬂlctg Wﬁh Close by the trochilic'sfeet, T
: VBI’I'I}EE,_ plantarls DL Wags . found a brown_bag Cﬂntaiﬂing a half - SURVIVAL SERIES NO. 5
{ often with the help of an alumin- : : b
: adans 7 Plo has tried electro - dozen boiled blue -point Gulf crabs. THE YAWARA STICK FOR SELF-DEFENSE - |
- . : - I took these myself and went on my A httle known weapon of self-defense is an innocent looking, 6-inch long stick. It
* cam:.ery’ delds, and an DInuiei way. We knew then it was best not is held in the hand like a roll of coins with 1-1/2 inches of stick protruding from both
) of p];g'S fat? mugwort, and to report' these incidents to anyone ends of the fist. 'What. makes this weapon interesting is it’s great flexibility. It cannot
ground daisies. I've seen him We also knew they were the beg'inn{ng be grabbed out of your hand, either end can be used for ;:!u'nching, pc!ki‘ng, raking,
. on the porch of the stonehouse, A éﬁmething of moment, a process !muking or even thrown for purposes of distraction. Due to it s-inall strlklr;?&surf:f:t;
. in agony on the glider, rulbing 2 playing out, a petering, an age of Wbl il bl i b0 s gl e i 8 5
. the greaSY Stuff into hiS fOOt, as d I‘;. Yceg d ’Censorshi g! g QDOC.I nersonal weaon t at I1s easily ca/r! in poc Y S
: he rattles the vespers. He isn't wr = : | o | when theyv pushed thcir‘wav thruug‘h the
'~ bad old man. but one of us will MYSTERY TUNNELS UNDER CITY first dark, narrow passages. Further. in-
2 2t > AT IS HUMBLE ; STUMP ARCHAZOLOGISTS vestigation, however, has disclosed branch-
eventually do him business. I PIE? =5 Ihunt, the lord of the castle anﬂihls hiu.r;e- A e o 7 g 3 ; ].1 2 1ak
: To “eat humble pie” means to take a hold dined on the choice venison while Mexican archzologists are completely ing tunnels too small for human beings to
would expect it to happen before ower, position,..of i St ”’T‘"SMS‘E"* Eﬁ{;’:ﬁ;‘;ﬁ ?Ed:aini?nabﬂm if:rtﬂ;: myvstified by the system of secret passages enter at ail. Why such a network of pas-
| Xmas of the year, if 'm reading [l TFERIIILENSAD  BTRASURATHET | Gt b S ol o e vep it et e o
-‘ 1ilikg;ns cor:l;etiil:ly. One{j{:::;'1 us :ill R s f;ﬁ"‘;‘;;’;E;?“\;;“.f;’: aasmtalf?;:ufg;f :cilg of the tunnels are blind, 1;(1;“; ﬁulx-ﬁ?:
) e up a ball peen and finis
f: him. : : ] city Moon Book Service says new slantings, fits you with ama- moment of exultation, dip the
. check this one out--Moon, Moon. zing multi-faceted flyeye gog- pinkies in the infinite, know
" Anne Kent Rush, Random House/ gles, as it were, and you'll what to do with an apple, an
4 . | = Moon Books. This snazzy yello remember Sir Epicure when you orange, a flashlight, and a tub
\ ' The Unemployed Mind 1 blue black cover deal gets the read it. Feel yourself sucking  of vaseline jelly, take a dump in
< Moon info needed so much now by the nodes of the cheeks of the mare foecunditatus. Marvel at
: readers, at a modest piss of moon. Ever wonder what or- the wonders, walk the surface in
> $795. But it has nice blue ink, dinary toads thought of moon- your Addidas, jog the endless
H varying typefaces, and plenty of rakers, and all of this from a miles of pony roads which some
T have had this dream on consecutive nights. In a stylish whitespace. It gives you gentle feminine only-women-bleed gay exist in abundance on the
tavern, called the Dixie Peanut, I sit alone, sipping perspective, so refreshingly moon., Some legendary evolution-
jitney ale. A second customer enters and with ancient an idea, the Moon, the ary theories held that people
funereal quiet, seats himself at opposite ends. The feminine principle, the ladies’ evolved from frogs, hence the
ironwood bar, generally in the shape of a three-pead e eu es gaudy pin of the evening, hung in prince can be transformed from
nut, supports polished glasses, the familiar first <he welkin like delicate panties the toad. Read about all these
dollar is framed in bamboo above the liquor shelves. on a chairback. Learn about what things in Moon, Moon. See the
¢ The new customer says, A Pimm's Cup please, with- all » - o | old Rosh Chodesh has to earp .. pictures.” This has been a
- a slice of cucumber standing in it, shave the ice and o3 Photostatically about; pour over solar -lunar cal=* City Moon Book Review. Edit-
salt it nicely. He apparently takes me for the bar- reproduced - endars all weekend; the black . orial Desk. :
1 keep, despite my overcoated street-dress, my army T eports of sahiings from virgin, the logos and eros prin-
- hat, and my elaborately tubed and goggled headgear. Starting from 1943 o the ciples; how to see it , have a Burn those sox, help Governor
He seems disturbed that I make no response at his Su%’i‘?;?.;d ;:gt';?:r:d m::- e Wunty at the same time.
order, and merely procede quaffing my jitney. Bob- matenal. . .
bing inches over his billycock, I see what I take to be : @
a whitish synthetic precipitate of the air itself, almost ﬁﬂmgmsa | 0“ Ten Da s Free Trlal
at a glance like a hive of cotton candy, a flocculus of ; | y :
sorts. You hear what I say, he says, You hear what 160 | ]
I say, pissgut. At this agression the eyes always PageS T Yo d itio = s Mas h i i Pa mpMEtS
9 open suddenly, I find myself sitting up in my cot, the " ) l. g i
‘ palms icy, the head of a white worm peeking from an ] | ' ;
orifice which has opened, a third nostril, at the very send no money; only $l“,,50I for
,. beak of my noseball, and I have obviously spoiled my . _-’
’ flannel nightshirt, in a testament to Bukowski I think. A" h 'f k th
'; Oneba says this of the dream: the key is the word t ree; i You want to eep | em
- pissgut, the penile worm extirpating itself from the ' * !
¢ nosetip, the aggressive and hostile demeanor of the
¢ second customer (the second self, anima rising, the
) sun-symbolism imbedded in the use of the word floc- eI
: culus, the suggestion of a halo above his billycock | [l G5 |\ @8 /[ g’ Precious Rubihish :
hat, but the dream is fundamentally one of aimless s s ®
« fear and is chock-to-brim loaded with the silver R Y e ' Gett“]g the
bullets of an Xmas Eve suicide. Stay out of the Dixie e S - Ceadons L. oo |
., Peanut, Oneba cautions. The place bodes psychic ‘ : This Slashing Apack. * ®,
: trouble, is furnished in gris-gris, though the stacked e - : '::in;ﬂ-;‘::“‘;:’.; ! WItCh DOCtor
! and polished tumblers wmte a struggle at g Z T‘E’;::*E:m;:h:iin i _
: placing in order transparent things. It reminded him, SECRET WEAPON? fi imtns o 5 | | bl
'; he said, of a briefly illuminated vision he himself AT TERN  FRIEORICH. out Of 1"
! had had many times, of cloistered nuns doing pushups o A | |
_;- in' a patch of cucurbits. - iy | s | - |
4 FEST A ek --Editor Farbo
'
/
* Little Colonel J C M-
- Kricket took the breath out -
¥ i of Mamie’s lungs. She
. could not tear herself from
: ﬁ the red cheesecloth-covered

!l 5 5 S'I:;U&&E.T PUELIEATION&, Dept.
1 Coupon Now 3 eacon St., Boston, Mass. 021

ic . T
WITCH DOCTOR. ““*Rabba-dabba; I ve | vou may send me, on ten days’ free trial, the pamphlet

cast out the devil that’s beenu books checked below. I will either return them
causing your illness. Ten dﬂnars,il or remit the required amount.

please_” [] the three pamphlets, $1.50 for all three, plus 10c

: | 0O HYPOCRISY ABOUT ART, $4.95, plus 20c
Man had to fight his way out of | § PRECIOUS RUBBISH, $1.25 plus 10c

this old swindle, by himself, with- |
out &_Il}" hE]p from the “insiders.”’. Name: .\ s LRRRn ) A LR A D I PR BT S PRAe Tt L S
And 1t’s the same way in art. b A o -

I.-—"-j.
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dixie peanut scene by O. Here's one from my book, The Floccu- Dutch, the barkeeper, said, Ain nuffin pony shoes on the cobbles of Cherry
lus: —  woof doin pay no money, messuh Fa bo, Street drumming me to sleep, Dutch
b Oneba is One already nodded with his ear at the
The Bov is too radio, over which, in a rattan frame,
Nothingyis me stretched his first commercial dollar,

Nothing is you pinned there like a butterily.

In the DixXie Peanut, drinking jitney,
eating soya nuts. Poet Black is out

on the banquette hawking her poems,

a ring of white-haired, pink-fleshed
firescouts hand-in-hand around her, in
khakies and headgear, threatening any
onlooker getting too close. A cluster

Yeah, I said, It's almost Xmas again.

There was a baseball game on the radio
behind the bar, an old game re-broad-
cast. The names of the players were
unfamiliar, before my time, famous
long ago.

The trochilics found offense at some-
thing in the words of the poem, arched

Poet Black and two firescouts came inside,
sat themselves down at the bar, talking at
Dutch long enough to wake him up, or-
dered coffee and lit up cigarette s which
smelled of clove and camel dung.

of trochilics in the street over a smoke- their backs like angry cats, as is their
pot trying to coax a little warmth from
it, looking at her with acid expression,
cooking up trouble.

habit, took a few in terrorum steps
toward the firescouts, finishing in a
posture of genuflection.

The jitney, steadily gulped, kept me
next to morphing out, the clip-clop of
Poet Black said, Isn't this anachro=

nistic, a nigger by the name of Dutch.

&
An Ancient Custom,

The curious custom of trepanning—
C A Z A Z Z A HI T S b y O ¢ that is, of removing small pleces of bong
from the living head—is very ancient and
widely spread. In his recently published
book, *“Prehistoric Problems,” Dr. Munro
has devoted a chapter-to “Prehistoric Tre-
panning and Cranial Amulets.'” #bout
the same time Dra, H. Maibot ae® R, Ver-
neau published in !'Anthropologie (tome
vii) a memoir on the Chaouias and the tre-
panning of the skull in the Aures. Thse
Djebel-Aures, ‘'Mountains of the Cedars,"
Torm the southeast border of the* Algerian
plateau; here and in the neighboring Dje-
bel-Chechar I3 the center ol trepanning,
says Nature. The natives are carefully

desoribed: they belong to the Herber stem:
a porlion—perhaps one-eighth—are fair;:
thus 1he exlernal, as well as the cranial,
characters show them to be a somewhut
mixed people. The method of trepanning
is very fully_described,. and a native doc-

One of her firescouts said, More
coffee, Mr. Dutch, stay awake and
see our cups are warmed with regular -

ity.

Poet Black said, Bring us hot griddle
buns and bowls of chili heart.

She Makes Waffles for the White House Now

Monty Cazazza, the wife Monica
Zazza, well-known and oft spotted
San Francisco art bandits, now
supported to the tune of 10 mega -
bucks a year by the National En-
dowment for the Arts, have attack-
ed something quite sacred in the
name of Process Art. What they
e L e R e S R R S R
gen’s Charlie McCarthy, Buffalo large, irregular oritice, all of which had

been picrced when the man was allve. The

Dutch said, Kitchen been close a long
time, miss.

I said, There's food at the Squat and
Gobble, down the street, in the lobby
of the Tunney.

Bob's Howdy Doody and Phineas kDb BIGAGTESant. 17, chiionily wea ubeacs -
. e ) 4 . - e : 1 Th _ . = ¥ 0
T. Bluster, Paul Winchell's Jerry E}{TE:E;EL:HEpif‘:;}enlfl*lllli ‘I’Eﬁéi “‘i‘f‘di‘-"s{j’*‘uuwﬂg Slllle Sﬂldil _standmg tnOW};eIt Sr‘fcn;tin
¥ R auias respect their e, and on n
Mahoney, soak the things in coal B L the Lok Ut ok os e Sl s e
Dil and burn them ubliC]. : the part of our trepanner. It is the same the C]_ty MOGH. Don t ta_lk to h1m about
b s e P R R e e thing. The editor is dead. Let's
. . 0 e sSpecimen, . Mulbot descr
Natlﬂnal Capltal ROtund-au We SaAW hlu u:.::]qulil'ud ]“:‘t}i:ﬁh[wi'"“% g.'hlﬁt;‘hlt:; ﬁﬁpw ?:{ a'nf lng' 1 %
. . . - .'-‘.“] . l.lhE"l_-'ltE:l l.‘ .i:,-: UHH i ﬂ.rll“.: = ”; u[-l;-:. ea 2
dozens Of Caplta']' :lsgtfé‘s tu'rn 1n TJLD};H]']{:JLE':.;: uvl:' léﬁdu\illt}h]tﬂ ;I(lfll‘!:_lrll:ﬂ' Llu--;.:n:‘l? ?E!l:.llf.ség $
horror, thinking it children cin- ez s b R e ;
dered there on the government mar- (e 55l 'n6 means”a Keil one” a3 T _EheY Wtetnt out, strutting south on the
T uflu;_nu-: 1_"::.11':4 -i‘.t.r:!nﬂ':ﬂ w.?‘,“:::‘ £ _::ﬂ.:l.lpl:l*u{_- anque E.
ble. Mind you, we the taxpayers ConJURAT YOke, T bivn Kown 1o Call In
picked up the tab for their plane S B e G e
ducing a piece of her skull, which she af-

In the street trochilics gathered up

flicht from S cF. to waShiﬂgton. firmed had becen broken by his iil treatment, 2
5 their teetotums and followed.

The City Moon wants to spill =
cookie just hearing about this
cracky behavior. It's no better -
than what's his name, the one
we've read about who goes about
squeezing the shit out of dogs. Good .

jesus, readers, Get out and give TN Caﬁﬁfﬁfﬁf .T:';‘s”
these creeps a happy Zen smacking | @5 Y S LR
in the mouth. They deserve it. I- e me oAl nuiok el
magine Jerry Mahoney's wide red

lips ablister and flaming so ugly.

Dutch said, Shee, mo‘fo foo. |
R Ty L B e Ny S R P S Vi S e T Sl ISy
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A PERFECT LOOKING NOSE ot e

It is desirable that we, the citizens of
Oxford, make a good display at the
National Week exposition in Philly in
order to comteract the unfavorable

and  guacantedd patent  device
thaat will aetaally give von o
Ieertevt  lookine mose, E hver
NO000 <ati<tidd n=ers, For vears
reconinendad by physicians. 1o
vesrrs oof  experionee in o mnani-

fictuning. Nose: Shapers iz Xt = Loprrightl, [ aderwoiw] & |_l|-l"|l"fl"i'u-r|-|]._ Washington, 1921, imprESSiﬁn made concerning Our City
Save ‘your jitneys reader‘ The - A }""ﬁnﬁ‘;’i""z‘ﬁr. Sor ihilidinn. T i;- lm_ur:, l'.'l.lllii_r caonk ol the I.!Hf'diu,u,r-. n]h-.-f: r-]‘ljc'l;iu“} is making Of ﬂle deSﬁt\ltiDn WhiCh iS the result
. . 1I"snt.-::~ fr.nr Lestimonials .'.-.nril 1n-=:_tmnkh-t, wihach tells waltles, She 1~ saul 1o miake the most wondertul wallles cver and de- -
State of the Art is coming ap&rt. :‘u“nilll.m;'ﬂ'l*ﬂﬂiii?l?-li-;:;:;lﬂl:nuurl'"m;;i"m:ipe:mm clares the lHarvdings could not do without her.  The new 'resident s of graSShopper raids.

Dept. 2410 Binghamton, N. Y.

That was Dad's idea of fun. (They called him Pater,
italics and all.) No one could fault him. Only Emily
understands and like the moors, goes out into the
storms, though when she returns her clothing is rump

led but suspiciously dry.

fond of wafiles.

Thank You
Councilman Crabbe

a Parchman Farm Unit
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Make pigeon pot pie with the ones
you get free from the City,
Thousands of them have for
years aimed little hot green
cloacal bomblets, and now we
have a chance to get even at

last, how odd it was to walk to the
bus with parasols against their
rain of squirt, how we remember -
ed the last of the passenger
pigeons dying in St. Louis, But
this is it. Boil them with celery
and onions for a savory and econ-
omical stew. Another Citizen
says pigeon baked in barbecue

Emily Bronte Reads Sacher -Masoch by Rich Bastian

Dateline: the Manse.

The old girl is at it again. Her pale, plump thigh
overflows the cup of the buccaneer boot she is wear -
ing. Her bare other foot is on Karl's head. The head
is, of course, submissive. Emily's legs are thin,
her knees bony. She snaps them together and delights
in the pain. She isn't sure whether it is the giving

or receiving.” She imagines . . . .

And look at his estate crumbling around him. That
was his idea of horror, to notice the deterioration and
helplessly watch them succumb, and his idea of fun
was to march across the moors when the weather --
"This beastly English weather! ' -- allowed. It
hadn't, not lately: it was, most recently, north
Teutonic winds and cold sleet out of Ultima Thule; the fegfimi
wuthering wind and the razor -edged sleet, the very |

She is startled. Her room has been invaded by a
wuthering wind. The candle is extinguished. She

can hear the elfin feet of Branwell: they kitten the
rug. Em shrugs. Safe in the dark he would kiss her.
She shudders even before her dog, Gnasher, growls
and causes Bran to skitter exactly as he does in the
portrait by Rossetti. The boy's ears are frightened
and perked; he has heard a cheap, paperback whis-
per, the slap of the cover. She had been reading and
and he could tell by the pitch of her breathing that she

elements conspired against him. He was forced to
retreat to his den. Apd what could he do there ? Just
sit, his weapon primed and cocked, on the ready to

sauce is No. 1l for the taste buds,
The City Health Committee deci -

Boogerloaf San--

raise it and shoot through the door; though not even = 11{ Bi’ie 2 2221: flfi?:;tgboﬂ;attt:lihl?gaﬁhdt?a ;
] - fPeacoc :
that stopped the demons, who were not only indestruc el sard cieatod b Bt Buge fio i

tible but vicious and delighted in dancing infuriatingly
close to the children. Pater was discouraged and

%? of pigeons that roamed the down-
would sit, writing sermons in black, rusty ink, shaki

town area, roosting in the eves
of buildings and beshitting side-

-

his head at the condition of Man: it was a side~to-side I - l MER
gesture, for he was agin them.

To be continued.

was either excited or about to be sick again. He did-
n't care which. He reached out and touched the book.

He knew it.

walks with their incontinent
droppings. The Solution: trap
the birds and give them to local
residents for food. To date,
30,035 pigeons have been trapped
and given to charity cases and
welfare mothers. The Red Cross
snuff patrols are out on the streets
again, watching traps and collect-
ing pigeons. ''One man came up
here from Muncy and got 150
pigeons, '' a Red Cross worker
said, He said the birds are ten-
der because they don't fly much
and they eat mostly grain, Some
residents have asked the patrols
to set traps on their roofis.
Pigeons carry insect pests as
well as the spores of fungal dis-
eases such as histoplasmosis.
But he said any germs or pests
are in the feathers and do not
affect the quality of the meat.
Nothing beats a pigeon leg fried
and dipped in mayo. Eat up,
readers. Dog is next and it

won't be soon enough, or so
thinks this City Moon reporter.

"You stole it, ' he clawed. "Stole it; stole it." He
scratched a light and his face was smirked like a puss.
His tongue was a circus of hissing streamers, her
angry torso the maypole he twitted around in dance.

ir wasn't all fun: his slippers were too tight, his
smoking jacket too pettifogged for comfort. " Wai’

’til the Gov 'ears abou' this!' The s continued long

after he had quieted.

Perhaps his voice was highly inflected, but he had
just taken his medicine. It was hard to state when
he was truly excited, when he was earnestly emphatic.
His attack was more audible than his customary yawn.
Other variations read, " '(he said ddizhtfully),* '" '(he

said methodically). ' "

The father -- this will explain the quietness, the ser-
enity of the cottage --- was not home. He was, most
definitely, out of it, out on the moor, barehe_aded
though balding, his black coat swoops, perspired gnd
st---, adhering to his back. He was happy, he enjoyed
being out chasing those demons, those infernal lepers
whose diseased brogue ridiculed his sermons. How
ruddy -cheeked he would be when he returned, especially
if he had been fortunate enough to have knobbed a high
hat or two with the root bulb of his hawthorne cane.

l - ST

night by the side of his victim. Another
crime art escapade this nation can be
proud of. If this another pearl from the
legacy of Bo'i Ha'di ?

then took one limb in each hand and
literally tore her in twain, then cover-
ing the body with leaves and brush he
lay down and slept calmly through the

years, near her father's residence,
and carrying her to a pasture near the
outskirts of the City, first viciously
assaulted the innocent little babe, and

VANCE CHILD VICTIM

Thursday last Smith picked up little
Myrtle Vance, aged three-and-a -half




