FREEDOM

From
A Tragedy of the Civil War

There were screams and a heart-ren-
ding groan; mirrors crashed; the house

§ shook; women fainted and the walls rocked

to and fro. When the first confusion was
over it was discovered that in all the crowd
only one person was injured, and that was
the bride herself. She lay partly on the fl-
oor and partly in her lover's arms, crushed
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Man in the Moon heard the far bellow. 'Oho,' quoth he, 'the old earth is frolicsome tonight!

GEIN HEINOUS AGAIN

Gein is gone. His cell in Mobile is vacant.

Most of the time Tuttle is a quiet town,

a -little crash in the junkyard from time

to time, or the sound of Elliard Mazarts
big stereo system. Now all you hear is

the sound of leaves raking their dry fin-
gers across the brick streets. Mrs, Fern-
berg lays in her bed eating jellybabies,
attended to by the town's only doctor now,
a man half blind and feeble. Clearly Gein

had taken too many victims and now the
town of Tuttle was all but dead itself.
Suitcases and chiffarobes were being car -
ted out to Plymouths and motorhcmes all
through the suburbs. One man was taken

to the City Hospital because he chewed on
the aluminum kitchen doorknob so unmanned
was he by fear of Gein getting his wife when
he was gone,

And so, Gein is missing again, loose on
the territories to roam at will, to kill, to
dig rough holes in sacred grounds and take
home consecrated bodies for his heinous
pleasures, and the secrets of his smoke -
house were soon to be revealed. Almost
everyone in America knows the story now.
How Gein hun women up dressed out like
deer in his smokehouse, or summer kitchen.§
Living amid filth behind locked doors he |
kept boxes of human noses to chew on, the
shades drawn, and reading detective maga
zines and anatomy textbooks stolen from
the Wuntex Library. How had Gein's long

dead mother's room remained neat year
after year in the otherwise cluttered house.

and bleeding, pale but very beautiful,
her bridal gown drenched with warm
blood and a great cut in her breast.
Her breath, coming in short gasps,

the blood flowing from this great an-
gry wound, she murmured 'yes' to

the clergyman, and received her hus-
band's first kiss. A moment more and

all was over, ;
-T;adies Home Journal

City World,

From the cracked lips, a hot black
broth foams out. The words issue
from a sour lung on a wave of hot
breath. Words dance on the tongue
like rotting nerve. Grey balls of
meat (the substance of their talk,
without doubt) are thrust up the
espohagus by a foul stomach. Rammed
out of the mouth hole, they splat on
the crew-cuts of his constituency.
To Give My Name
Would Be Insane

| BELL BUZZARD
Lenny O. Lizzardi who lives a mile
from the City gate, on the junction
road north of where the south fork
meets the Litcle Red, csaid the bell
buzzard made a pass at a billygoat
and then killed two baby pigs. The
bell rattled from its neck. He rep-
| orts that a small Japanese flaglet
. wags stitched to the bird's delicate
&5 g throat. This from Dallas Newg.,

PHARMAGUCCI NETTED
A local pharmacist has been selling dope
to children at 15¢ a bag. Itis white and
crystal and deadly. It killed Butkus all
too tragically in recent days., For one
dollar, 20 grns. could be had. For $1.50;
twenly five grns. For $2 30 grains.
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THE INNTER PART

oy
Louls Simpson
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TEXAS BOY IN CHINA
Dear Dad. The trip from San Francisco
took 23 days aboard ship. During our stay
in Nagasaki the Japs treated us royally
and thie same here. They say no people are
as nice and polite as the Nips, but the
Americans are second best. We are headed
Pekin in a few days but the name of the place
I do not know. I can't say how long we will
be stationed in China. If this trouble is
soon over we will in all probability go to
Manilla, where I will write you again,>onny.

When they hada won the war

And for the first time in history

Americans were the most important people- -

When the leading citizens no longer lived in their shirt
cleeves,

And their wives did not scratch in public;

Just when they' d stopped saying ""Gosh!''--

When their daughters seemed as sensitive

As the tip of a fly rod

And their sons were as smooth as a V-8 engine --
Priests, examining the entrails of birds,

Found the heart misplaced, and seeds

As black as death, emitting a strange odor.

From the vallas Evening News
'"MUSIC OF THE SPHERES"' »

Sheriff's detectives are investigating the deaths of a couple found
Thursday in the La Rouge Motel at 16745 Florida. _

The two residents of Jackson, Miss. had been dead for several King Zoroaster and His Band of Nerve
days, detectives said. They had been last seen on Saturday evening.

The two were identified as Sam Woodall Jr., 53, and Edith Kline, Destroyers Have Arrived and
30. _ Own the City

Parish Coroner Hypolite Landry said Thursday evening that there
appeared to be no foul play in the deaths and that Woodall ap-
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DEAD IN WACO _
Shootout. Shelton was an industrious citizen,
well -liked, and the same applies to Baker, the
motorman., The dead man was 20, Baker 25.
Walter B. Shelton, who drove a beer wagon was
loved in Waco. There is a bullet through his
breast through or involving the heart., Edwin
Marion Baker, a motorman, is on bail in $2000,
charged with killing Shelton.

The case will be submitted to the Grand Jury
tommorrow, that body in session.

GROVE'S TASTELESS CHILL TONIC
Grove's is the only chill cure sold th-
roughout the entire malarial sections
of the United States. No cure, no pay.
Price 50C,

parently had an acute drinking problem which contributed to his
ek - | The Zoroaster band of the U.C.T
Authorities surmised that one of the persons may have died of £ 2 . L
natura) causes and that the other then Cﬂglm.l;lti?d suicide with;:;lls lodge had a trolley party last night. D-
or began a drinking spree that resulted in death. The coroner said 14 e : T
empty whisky bottles were found in the room. ress_ed i thellj Bagmen CDStUInGS and
The couple had lived exclusively in the room since June 24, per- playing paper instruments they made a
sons at the motel said. : e 3 e X :
The bodies were discovered when an employe went to the room unigque &ppealh‘}nc? b they moved (jIOWI'I
- | | the streets. Tonight they hold their B-
agmen meeting and initiate candadates
and tomorrow at 10 a. m. will occur t-
heir parade from the Oriental Hotel to
the Texas and Pacific depot, and thence
to the fair grounds auditorium, when the
address of welcome will be delivered
and a4 banquet served at night.

Bail was posted - Baker was set i{ree
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HE WASHED DISHES WAITED ON
TABLES AND DID AN INFINITE
MISCELLANY OF CHORES WHICH
EARNED HIS EEFP
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IT WAS ONE JOB { | HE HAD L.;‘,ﬂ‘_ru:E
To WHICH HE HAD ARl = A LITTLE TwWO-BY-
ASPIRED FOR ;‘f-—‘“ﬁ“?\“‘w : _ -2 FOUR OFFICE IN
MANY YEARS. { A A= T VERSAILLES, AFTER
: - e PASSING THE BAR.




10-HOURWORKDAY NOW

P's The Tale of the Honest Sailor

I'his is the tale of a poor honest sailor, a heavy drinker, a hell of
a cuss, a rowster, a boozer, and the drink finally sent him to hos-
pital, where they operated, and there was a poor whore in the wom-
an's ward had a kid, while they were fixing the sailor, and they
brought-him the kid when he came to, and said: 'Here is what we
took out of you. "

An he looked at it, an he got better, and when he left the hospiral,
quit the drink, and when he was well enough signed on with another
ship and saved up his pay money, and kept on savin his pay money, e i
and bought a share in the ship, and finally had half shares, then ™ ; WS g
a ship and in time a whole line of steamers, and educated the kid, | STl R
and when the kid was in college, the ole sailor was again taken bad
and the doctors said he was dymu, and the bay came to the bedside,
and the old sailor said: '"BoyI'm sorryI can't hang on a bit longer
you're young yet. I leave you responsabilities, Wish 1 could ha
waited till you were older, more fit to take over the bisness..."
'"But, father, Don't, don't talk about me, I'm all right, it's you,
father."

'""That's it, boy, you said it. You called me your father, and I aint.
I aint your dad, no, I am not your fader but your moder, ' quod he,
'"Your fader was a I‘lCh merchant in Stambouh &

ZOMBIE COMPOSITION His I.ms And Eyes Tel

Dear Letters Ed., The Devil will try to
talk you out of it. He'll tell you you don't
need five dollars to sPend on beer and the
satan grass. He'll tell you you don't need
a "hot pocket' prayer cloth from the Fiery
Furnace Love Store to be saved. And it's
! true. People have gone to heaven without
jone, but many more have gone the other

g way! I know that $5.00 is no small sum

# to a working man these days--but what is |
g the price of a bottle of whiskey when Eter -}
g nal life is at stake. And you will have the
immediate joy of knowing that your con-
§ tribution lays one more stone in the new
§ Jerusalem Reverand Brown and his chil-
# dren over the globe are striving to build,
where hosts of the enemy may yet break
and be hurled to their dooms. Send your
$5.00 to R. Bob Anthony, brothers, and
remember me and the Rev. when you
'talk' to Jesus tonight. C/O Us P.O. SF.

.u.mmmum
e #The editor of the Lawrence Dail
5 & y
= NOTICE =World Editor Simons, was again A'B l.ﬁ G‘ “is He-r'
L et -,
" lthreatened and puqhed on the street When little girls come my way,
2 I've opened season on ALL lFrlday as he shopped for an early 8 (056 ny; fEown 4nd ; & Ceaay. 0 p‘a:’_ B _ g C
~ I unbuck my eyes and become romantic,
i DOGS. They have. kl"ed 2 =Xmas 1here were afro-combs anc S | My neighbors tell me I am frantic. Y
5 q : 22 broken bottle of bourbon balls left | 2 4
= young aoes, one prize Buck, .on the sidewalk, the only indication O 1 1ike ‘em cuite and I like ‘em young, L
B tore up cages in Two nights. If .OI the scuffle Wthh apparently took I can deliver with my tongue; 0
. -place unnoticed by passersby of the I sneekingly shoot them with a drug, - Chenault headed for Lexington to kill the
g you want your dog keep it at cbearded hippy type. Editor Symons E Then I steal a real close hug. i president after he escaped from Leaven-
s home. lwas responsible for The Zombie Co 8 g worth. Reading about the president's visit
& ; - emposition. He will be honored today. Bul Inal when they @0 W5 S0, in Lexington infuriated him. Somehow in
i Bill Thompson < ;i“;:“;;lleg;ii:z; 3:?;?:;{ M |’Il'i z.tht?q rags he ’ggoktaﬁmﬁg <Eugn att
& : , ; ndianapolis and accidentally headed west.
P.S. I traded Sli Shot ® eputles PrObe Death 8 e DA i - Five hundred miles later he was in Topeka.
ragea m in |
; £ 4 5 x Of MlSSlSSlppl Couple BIOm S 10 s Sy LN, t Ro1ling up to the two hour free parking
or a double Barrel Shotgun E [ like to hear their voices ring; & zone south of the State House. Chenault
!mmmumFound at MOte] Here 2 :hr:g Tt?f?mﬂo?:ﬁ?fﬁifiﬁ"}i;e = parked: the RGOl [SORE JNC of e e
stea elr sex peior .

stolen in Leavenworth. There was a pe-
culiar looking lemonade stand at the

base of the marble steps which lead up

to the second story south entrance of the
Capitol building. Behind the counter of
the stand a blind man with a crewcut and
strangely elongated face unconsciously

played his fingers over a plastic money *
tray. Chenault approached him and asked A i .

for a cup of lemonade. The man fumbled
n1s hand down the counter to the Dixie
cups knocking over a few in the process.
Chenault screamed that he was a fake. The
blind vendor pulled a small handgun from
beneath the counter. His eyes seemed
covered with the thir white membrane of

a boiled eqg. He emptied his pistol in
the area of Chenault's screams, then

GIANT CLAMS ON PRAIRIE When one of them dles of 10 Hour Work Day dropped to the ground as if he were dead.
A Muncy boy scout saw the flrst whatever they die of out A tree can start to look like a
one. The sun had come down, he there, the Tuttle people leaf crowned scaarecrow after Chenault ran up the steps. "All you dream-
= sttt Thotd he Frect oen' | ot akni: Mgpaice”  feDHowrvorkDuy. Awiso | I clambe o te peinals fom e
ig zdtsiozgegzishesuppuratlng right throuéh the stink with can a man in these harad times. and dreamizg aﬁg dangwﬁg gnd Eyiaq, ong ;
glow. He came closer and saw noses in the air. They'll A traditional man, according to by one. And now Noxin be dead, he be gonna
what he described as clamlike, ~ | gsather twigs and make a bed sociologists, may find it rough die verra verra soon," he recited.
a clam-type animal of massive of them around the clam, and psychic territory to inhabit. Wo
proportions. The boy, Bob, then larger branches of tur- rk, work, work. Eventually His leather-soled shoes made short noises
says there was a hideous mouth key oak and hedge apple. leading down the slow spiraling | ©on the Capitol steps. Many beautiful women
B e RIS SNDT b o moenam o] o e naned N e WS uiclety
szzii Ze;-likz ?1néeré. and twelve or so hours of careful cide. 'I:he craPeMndler dies. %g1zh2am3ra1egn Eﬁe ;Et-waﬁfTaeEaiEtiﬁg zf
hozellke tentacles streaming and tedious firetending by The taxicab driver slumps over | john Brown. A man in a long Russian army
from its mouth and somethlng the Tuttlemen, while the women the wheel . Executives, talking] coat who is eating in a corner and sweating
dripping from their ends like sit by apparently unoccupled, to themselves, lie in the moun- cover$s his food like a rat as Chenault passes.
candle wax, The boy says that staring blankly forward in tains, in soft SNOw, being whis - |
Biidcily It cocmed, s n praic | stady of sorts There are no [PT®i0 by a pine stunp. ChengulE bisses e i Waln, Sedziers
o hiiter itartin inside Sx. aithough chimvaua-1ike | |But this sort of poetic response | fure his mother wore when she would pull hin
the thing somewhere, and then dogs run about in abundance, to the situation is touched with to work w}heree;h: wiE]dﬁorie ﬁ?m io grind
this reporter was called by the running at the sizzling white unreality. up B toast with his teeth and spit it at
boy's mother. He took me to the meat is .'t.;:.1 g;oks§ :zagirdlg 4t::uu1:11 FACT: Blauner in his study of her. She would put a Sousa march on the re-
zgoita?g :E:w:gi?eazgetgprint z;ga::ong s:fesdistancenfoiniis “Slactory workers points out that cord player. Afterwards, young Chenault Ee-
withered, bleached sorghum fronds meal. It takXes a temperature hen emplosfees are asked if Egﬁttgoplﬁget?)}?eganﬂzm?%:1”Sa?iﬁz ‘::111:?1 g
all around us, and the acrid :ﬁ SOObdesﬁes Fir to cook gnghof ey a;‘ 09 ;agld‘ﬂﬁed Witth thleir job: A : '
odor of urine, of ammonia, pain- eése oeauties. Iou can ea ¢ jpiom percent reply pos - i
ins our nostrils. I think £0 mys. " | mog@ WAL With bar-b-que sauces Ktively. He concludes that thiz | o i oo P tyin, senators. from Galena,
self, finitudes of peace and of many types, or Z sauce, 8180 heflects less on their own satis] a bowie knife he has hidden there in a lea-
harmony are avallable to the man S;’Od -?ltfzaEMttgigza;n?tbuzzery faction and more on a general ther pocket. He cut a bleeding Z into the
who stands against thils newest ;ﬁﬁfﬁrn. ;:ny S8y’ to d:r'-aw e ultural bias towards contentme forehead of one of the women, and the other

infringement upon the life of

the people on the plain. Even the salt. Plus, they are free. IEREYEr Sestons fof his pen iﬁarted Shglljt;ng iog i "TEL}S I w;em

though for the most part these If you get to the beach and eral sort are posed. ﬂn: Sa;?g?e(r bZn?: gveraiﬁe Eil:gr 1SN‘:0£nZ‘d1d
azv and erratic, the find one stinking there , : : : :

:;imiea;:s%ergd Lo Ehe b a1l up your friends. And when Ear Puncture ' zgytmggtand in fgﬁt no}: egen a Eypew?ter
mighty power of the Nation 1s you have finished all go to Afro Comb—Girl, 12 st AR L s LI s
held at bay by a timid president. |the rear of the clam and look A 12 year qld black girltrom - | it 4 ciis oo Sp o rPRIg R e
As evening comes on these crea- for a horn-llke object. It Clifton Street , a student at #29 - b]a vicious shove e pushed sister

t are known to glve off a stink jcontalns meat 1n 1t as sweet School, complained to police that umb led 1n her purse, drew out a derringer

ures L as honey-water and health for about 9 A M. she had been assaulted type gun and shot Chenault in the left leg.
like rancid cantaloupe and cau with an Afro comb and hands in

the death of goats walking near as long as the natural pro- front of 135 Genesee Street by two [t was then that he hobbled down the hallway
them. No peace of mind will ever cesses of aging will allow. black girls , 13 and 15 years old, to the governor's office. still in pursuit of
come now that we have these new These clams are somethlng aﬂ?faeﬂla(:k boy 11 years old. She the governor of Kansas. who he behzved to

S

‘clamlike monsters to worry about. really new to us. Edlitors. lmseerteeti Ezgcf:ﬁeclilpesar grug be the president of the United States.

SASSIN

| AN OLD-TIMER, GO ON VOTE
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/ - [ 1 HearD vour SOU UL HEAR
T SERMON TONIGHT
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FROM ME [N
ABOUT HELPING ADAY ORAVQ, b et | BACK TO SCHOOL. AND
PEOPLE — WELL, | W . ’ £~/ GET THAT DietoMmAa AND (B ONEBA.
| NEED HELP--~ [T | _ | —( DON'T MAKE A FOOL OUT
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Drives Lar Of Flame
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GREAT UNITED STATES NATIONAL FIRE RAGES

There should be nothing ominous about a little mann named Carman Munty peddaling up
from Migssissippi in a home-made wooden car. There was no reason for him to bein Kan-
sas, an Aquarius by natal sign. Munty was a Cancer, the Crab that Eliot refers to so elip-
tically in his great paen Prufrock. Gorgeous men and women of China swung themselves
slowly around great crackling bonfires. They hearad soft rolling sounds of baloon tires
behind them and the clacking of Munty's feet on the'pedals. Bodies dropped back as if
mighty Mercury himself was bringing a parchment in a pouch to Prince Douglas or Oneba,
the one they call the One, as Munty peddaled, drunk to the gills, into the fire where he par-
tially ignited and drove onto the plain roundabouts. The dry grasses sparked to flame€ in a
second. That is how the hideous national fire was begun. Now, major cities are building
tall, stilt-like watchtowers and youths of the national Fire Scouts have been drafted to man
the structures. As the sun transits into Capricorn, the great fire should quicken, boiling
the blood of the residents of Muncy and other cities, The young men of the Fire Scouts will
be the first to burn, even as they call in their last reports. The hair, the eyebrows, ignite.
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Rita's proud and turgid lazola's haughtily jutted with tangible

and intoxicating saliency into the rugose face of His Holiness. eat lipsE dL o,

N,

The patriarch, tasting a tea-stained madeleine and glancing sidelong c

intc a full-length mirror, was reminded of Omar the Tentmaker and of B < Sir: I truly do wish you had not printed my name in your columns,
Onan, and was suddenly transported back to his childhood, when he O I am a quiet and private person, who does not desire publicity. When
had been only Giuseppe Provolone, the street urchin with an old D% B you receive this note, I will have left the city for the rest of my life
zigg%;;;cig?;}iigb?rfgt?o iizhsgi?nihgi rgﬁgngt;clo fgme and fortune, e to be lived in parts unknown. Many many wyves have offered to ben’e-
bastards had teased and’terrified for never hajgngaiﬁoigr}emi; palms gl TUIR B o o made uncomfortable by their generosity. I am
how sad it had all been.....suddenly he was sent careering back to &g 2 shamed of my misfortune. I do not wish to appear to be non-thankful.
the present by the fetid, feral smells of the forest. odors of G S Butl do wish to testify that my powers grow dim. Not ten minutes walk
tiger and fawn and mushrooms, and before him the twitching, flexing A 5 @ rom the very spot on River Bridge, soon to be done in, where I sought

limbs_of the girl of his dreams, Rita Hayworth, beckoning his
punctllious absolution. He must speak to this Madonna, he told
himself, and responded ",.W0O...WAB...GAW...GIMNEE..." The pope
now leaned forward in an attempt to touch and fondle. But age and
disease had taken their toll of him; he had never gotten over that
bout qf anthrax in 1924; and these days, to still the tremors, his
dressing attendants had lately taken to scotch-taping his fingers
together, though mostly® this only made his fingers collect a

rather greater than average amount of lint. So he teetered
f9rward‘but once, made one swipe at her just as Rita ducked, his
linty fingers finding only the lacy kerchief with which she had
covered her head (giving him tatting for tit), and then he collapsed
backwards into his chair. Alarmed, the attending bishops each took
a2 step towards him, their taffeta pumps a-patter and their naugehyde
vestments a-rustle. But Paul was quite all right and he waved them
away, all the while watching Rita. And what he saw was all smiles,
vertical gmiles. flickering vertical smiles, as Rita danced a sort
of Gregorian boo-ga-loo. An eerie combination did these two make
the blood of the lamb and the flesh of the dam -- but had not the
First See always tried to keep in touch with the masses' asses?

Hgd not the child been father to the manhood of the Medici popes?
Did not the Writ itself advocate the practice of the laying on

to drown myself, my many miseries, My pain, my embarassment, my
self, I have placed a memorial plaque upon a vertical utility pole.

It is a picture and a sign to remind the wyves of the City that Eve was
neither at fault for.the condor nor the serpent. The devil was afoot.
Ladies, hear my earnest plea. Eschew snakes of all kind, but also
protect them. Pick up the lantern and pass the baton, Tell the world,

don't kill snakes. Read the Bible. Be virtuous. We will all meet at
the ladder day. | %

herein., We

Sincerely,
Ansel Drucker

George Cooper, President,

notions expressed

J

of hgnds? -- with these arguments Paul had won over even the - &
Jesults 1n the Card%nal College. Still it was a strange mixture
indeed -- but that is potpourri for you. Paul could not take his |

ECE’’ IS BACK!

The multitudinous friends of

eyes off this beatification of sirenship. Just now she began to
dance closer to him, a shimmering vision, tossing her radiant
wavy auburn tresses, every appendage to her torso undulating like
Jello on uppers, and from deep withim her glistening throat she
began a sybaritic, sibilant, serpentine hissing. A voice within
him told Paul, "She would have you take a bite of her fruit," and
obeying ?hls call, Paul rose to advance again. Regrettably, one
of the disabilities which age had fashioned from his body was a
prolapsed anus, over which he now tripped, once he had arisen and
1t had descended, pitching him headfirst forward, butting Rita
square between her casabas, her moist loins slapped against the
sanctified marble floors, the blow to her head knocked her
1gsen§ible. Eut despite the awkward sound of his last movement,
wlith 1t Paul displayed a fluidity that belied his advanced years,
and proudly turning to the bishops, his fine Latin scholarship
now surfaced. "Vidi, vinci, veni," said he, "I saw, I conked her,

i-came.” .
Say Hallelujah! w

High Hat, of Eastside Lawrence, dragged into police headquarters
mmm this morning the carcass of a sow he claims he found with its cheeks r -
udely pulled from the body, at the corner of 8th and New York.
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PRESIDENT ONEBA said grow turnips
and potatoes. He told this reporter to
come to the window. A spindly digit
pointed towards the gardener. He said,
"A little earth will grow a very large
and succulent tomato vine.' He said
this in November on the verge of a bad
winter,

BIG CARP CAUGHT AT PORTER'S

This honey was caught with Lazy Ike blood
bait using a #10 treble hook. It was caught
at night. The moon was full, like the rich
golden yellow of an egg in the sky. It was
August. A white student used a rubber
dingy to get out toward the deeper holes
in the middle. Dr. Pharmagucci walked
by on the bank and told the white student
he had seen a wide and very large phos-
phorescent fish lurking coldly at the mur -
ky bottom of the university pond. Soon
the fish was hooked. Colored people
appeared on the banks to give assistance.
The Dingy was pulled in widening spirals
around. The white boy said, I am Weter -
am, Oneba is the one. He claimed he
has’'been after the masive fish since he
came to the University in 1948, as a grad in the then new science
of icthylogy. He said for years, even through the Korean war, he
has gone to the pond faithfully each 28th day, to let his lines drop
down, hoping to snare the great hulking cowlike animal he called
the Jody of the Deep. He said he dreamed many nights of chewing
the reddish, syrupy tasting meat of the lionized carp. He said he
had drawn diagrams of a ten foot bonfire he planned to build of rail-
road ties on which he intended to roast Jody, the carp, should he
ever catch it. In 1955, Waterman saw a small node growing on his
hip--and checked into the Jayhawk med center in K City and treated
for nodal cancer, Nurses spoke of his cheerful manner, his courage
against the mounting odds. They stoked him on hot chocoalate and
red wine and let him tickle their ears with stories of how he would
finally eat Jody cooked with sauce. The carp was the size of three
Cadillacs on the bank, and smelled of baking bread. The colored
people dug in with ice picks and fires were built. Waterman said,
'""Eat this Carp. It will make you rich."

CITY MOON is a production' of the Great Plé.in Media Alliance
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enity, was proclaimed in headlines as
“The Butcher of Plainfield” and “Ghoul’
Gein.” Unlike quite a few accused crim-
inals he didn’t seem to enjoy the notori-
ety a bit.

Charged specifically with the murder
of Mrs. Worden, he retained William
Belter, a leading local lawyer, but there
was no trial, for a time anyway. Follow-
ing examination by a battery of psychia-
tirsts, Ed was adjudged incompetent to
stand trial and Circuit Judge Herbert
C. Bunde ordered him committed to Cen-
tral State Hospital in Waupun.

Judge Bunde confidently expressed
the opinion that Ed would never again

see the outside world.

In 1959, two of the psychiatrists who
testified at Ed’s insanity hearing joined
with two other doctors in an interesting
psychological report, not on Ed but on
the Village of Plainfield and how Ed’s
crimes affected it.

There were more shocks in store for
the searchers. They found 10 female
“masks,” fashioned from actual faces.
As police said they established later,
Ed had lopped the tops off 10 heads,
hollowed out the heads so that only
the faces remained, skillfully embalmed
them, backed them up with paper and
tucked them neatly away in plastic bags
until he needed them.

These evidently were what Ed had
rather euphemistically deseribed as his
“shrunken head” collection.

Five masks were found in a box in
8 closet. The other five were propped
up in various parts of the house ‘“at
eye-level,” according to one deputy. “Ap-
parently,” he guessed, “they were placed
that way so Ed could stand and talk
to them.,”

A Familiar Face

Sheriff Herbert Wansersky of nearby
Portage County dropped over to give

Schley’s men a hand and quickly recog-
nized one of the masks as the face of
Mrs. Mary Hogan, 54, who three years
previously disappeared mysteriously
from a rural barroom she operated six
miles from Ed’s farm. A trail of blood
was found outside the tavern.

But with Ed it wasn’t all murder,
as investigators learned after picking
up the suspect. He was taken into : cus-
tody while having dinner at the home
of a neighbor.

Ed was given a two-day series of lie-
detector tests after which Charles Wil-
son, head of the state crime laboratory
in Madison, said Ed confessed killing Mrs.
Hogan. As for Mrs. Worden, Ed insisted
he didn’t remember killing her, but her
body in the kitchen belied his words.

Police believed he shot her in the store
before transporting her to the farm.

The majority of women’s head adorn-
ing his home, Ed insisted, came from
snatching bodies from graves in the
area. No matter how he got the bodies,
murder or grave-robbery, the compulsion
behind it all was said to be a weird
sex impulse,

His Mother's Influence

The story of that compulsion, which
according to an investigator was unfold-
ed during Ed’s polygraph interrogation,
follows:

Ed had always been strongly attached
to his domineering mother. Eventually
there came to him a wish to be a woman.
He got to wondering if there were an
operation that would turn him into a
woman and he began studying medical

books and anatomy. He even considered
operating on himself. But he finally gave
up the surgical theory.

When his mother died, Ed did a lot
of brooding and finally he grawitated
to a cemetery. He visited several ceme-
teries by night and the body-snatching
got into full swing. He kept only the
heads and skin and some other parts,
burning the remainder in the old - fash-
ioned kitchen stove.

He indulged in a grisly masquerade.
He would put on one of his masks and
parade around the house and if that
stopped giving him that womanly feeling
he elaborated on the mummery. He re-
portedly made puttees from human lea-
ther and a vest from a woman’s torso
and these two horrific garments, along
with a mask, allegedly gave Ed “great
satisfaction.”

It turned out that Ed may have stolen
a page from the notorious “Bitch of
Buchenwald,” -Ilse Koch, who reportedly
collected lampshades made from the tat-
tooed skin of Nazi concentration camp
victims.

Skin And More Skin

Deputies said Ed’s home containec
four chairs upholstered with what an-
peared to be human skin. And in a kind
of music room, containing an ancient ac-
cordion, a rusty harmonica and a warped
and stringless fiddle, investigators came
up on a tomtom, made with what they
believed was human skin stretched
across the open top and open bottom of
a large tin can.

With his seizure, Ed, little, slim, a
man with a shy grin, all his life a non-

Citizens Indignant

The village, they found, was “pro-
foundly indignant” at the publicity,
which it regarded as a reflection on
its good name “and reputation, and it
found relief for a while in grisly humor. }
One of the jokes the villagers liked to
tell was that “they let Ed out of the
hospifal New Year's Eve—so he- could
dig up a fresh date.”

When the Gein estate was auctioned
off, 2,500 persons showed up and “bid
spiritedly for such items as a broken
ax handle.” And when an unconfirmed
rumor spread that there may have been
cannibalism, many townspeople devel-.
oped psychosomati¢ symptoms, swamp-
ing local doctors with complaints of gas-
tric disorders.

Finally, though, the people resigned
themselves to the idea that their happy
and supposedly healthy-minded town
could actually harbor an unhealthy-
minded gent like Ed. All hands agreed
and were greatly comforted by the
thought that Ed would wind up his days
in 2 mental ward.




Dear Process I send
these to take the place
of the Paritus Ani sketch

which you know as well
asI is abortive, how-
ever I will only release
copyrights upon condition
that you guarantee to do
no processing of the en-
closed. I wrote 'em like

I want 'em an 1 want 'em
like they are. E. POUNDS

'Triumph for New Journalism: Johnsonians Penetrated: Confidential Report

The cracked hag's name was Eros, she said, if I could buy her line, salted
as it was and raw as the eggwhite and lidless gaze she pickled me with a-
cross the ink reeking linen strewn with stippled glass and nickelware be
tween us. I had imagined it in advance, this constitution, but in the act
our relatives were only alphabetical, an anonymous arrangement of chipped
dishes and one that carried an almond-cream business card promising fore-

closures yet to come.

I
Her gaze I could not penetrate, opaque as malted milk, or else it was eff-
ects of atmosphere, to call it that, the ratty air o sioke-hole summer, e-
missions of the Kansas Johnson Society, trapped in the tatterdemalion
earnestly eighteenth-century ballroom of the Eldridge Duke Hotel, where
no one had danced since Center City burned sometime before the war.
The war, the one two wars before the last, and this was the unobstructed
navel of the old downtown. Its quiet, so parlor perfect now for thirty years,
was the measure of the ordured casket-top between the hag and me hunk-
ered there on tan folding chairs beneath the freighted foxfire of great terr-
aced chandeliers, stained ancient hornwork broken now and then with forty
watt bulbs, some burning. We held the box between us, resting on the

ledges where our abdomens depressed.

Mine was brown, I knew well, and no light chocoate cheesecake brown either,
so I had no doubt to fire the paper kidney of this heathen bitch with the tested
weight of its sincerity, even across the chopped-heart trashcape of the cas-
ket-cloth. I said, "Mine is Molly, ' and her slack machinery caught in the
freezing insensate of numerical ablation till the ear -cropped file-card drop-
ped in the gate, and the slant of the floor jammed perpetuate. by Wayne P.

Dear Process Sirs,

I, a long man, was observed, alone. 1 saw the gar, oysters

BELLED BUZZARD HEARD OF AGAIN

It passed near Bonham, followed
by a hawk

City One, Texas Nov, 15 Three miles
from Oneba's Texas House in City One,
the belled buzzard, plainly visible, flew,
a bell roped to the neck. The sound was
clearly heard in Bonham. The belled
buzzard was followed by a hawk and another

buzzard.

sucking out the gut meat, red, hot and wild. Officers noted
that I did not have a camera or a fishing rod, and that raised
their suspicions that he might be intent upon doing himself

CRAZY NEGRO DIES IN JANGLE

Special to tiie Moon
Jangle, Ks. An unknown crazy negro was

found in the railroad yards here last Sat-
urday and taken in charge by the officers. He
was not sufficiently rational to give any account
of himself, but it has been lJearned that he came
from Chappell Hill. He died last night in the

City jail.
Dear Moon

Do you really want tales of power or is .
this another cheap hype ? Patronize local
talent, which you could see, OT I cm:llo:i‘Ir
see for you, find for you, ii you weren t
so intent upon the universal application of
private thrills. Lawrence's own Carlos
Castenada --whose visit here was heralded
some issues back, wasn't it? or was that
more hype ?--it works like this., Take the
situation of DC's four books, subtract Dont
Juan (the teacher), compress the whole thing
into one short story, add violence as the
medium which replaces the teacher --that
is, now the means which introduces the
student to esoteric knowledge is sudden
(violent) confrontation with the thing itself,
that black bird/man/moth form that flies
out from the peyote bushes--and you got a
very realistic shudder -story that everyone
can believe and relate to. Afterall, everyone
can't have a geru; they're expensive, esoter -
ic in their own right (Hindoo fat boys don't
count), but everyone can have an exposure to
the esoteric primitive knowledge in his own
psyche if he encounters something strong €-
nough to strip away the civilized veneer whic
alone marks us off from the hottentot who 18
the real Don Juan. Write me at this address
or in the columns of the New City Moon. 1
have contacts abroad. E. Pounds

EDITORIAL: Today's conditions in
Red China-- Confucianism, Taoism,
and Buddhism in China have all been
ogigantic failures. Whatever can be
said of China, we can't forget that the

Chain Saw Here |
Free U. Chain Saw class Mondays
Bring your chain saw and fuel to !
South Park. Class will begin after

dark. Small pines, other soft wood
featured. Enroll before holidays.
Steel toed shoes advised.

deadly harm. He was placed under custody, and a Moon repor -
ter got from me the following story. My name is Ansel Druck-
er, I am a Liverpuddlian from England. I have taken a teaching
job at Colby College in Western Kansas. One of my students,

a male, Ambrose Bocchi, curried favor with myself, known as
Drucker. He complained with rancor and bitterness to all the
town citicens, about Drucker's technique, in bed. I counseled

him over a period of several weeks.

The condition didn't im -

Great Yellow Empire is dominated by
the Sour Stuffing, Onerous Iron rule

of exclusiveness and hatred of the light.
To Confucious, China is all under
heaven. Worshiping the past, it abom -

inates progress. The joke on this big
-yellow nation is that it is ""an old man
lying in its cradle.’ It is the hughest

prove, so I suggested that they meet in my apartment for a

therapudic session. Of love-making. On Drucker's own pullout
bed. Soon after, the couple plighted their troth, and Ambrose
purchased from Mass Street Jewelers a 3 hundred dollar wedding
set. Unfortunately for me, and Drucker too, a person (name
There was great hue and cry over

the length of my council and my Liverpuddlian method. By Drucker's
measuring stick, things were exaggerated. I was fired from my po-

withheld) told Bocchi's priest.

expanse of undeveloped human cabbages
growing in a graveyard to be found on
the face of the earth, They worship

ancestors., The four spirits of their living
dead rule this friable nation. ‘We could
have the big bombers over there in a
quick minute.

Dear Moon

sition and destitute, unable to return to Liverpuddle, was on the verge

of throwing self into the Kaw. Drucker has since been given shelter

by an unnamed Lawrence matron. Since this story was first reported
there have been twenty-six citicens of Kansas to come forward and offer
me free meals and lodging, at least temporarily. One is constantly re-
freshed to be so reminded of the goodwill in a Christian community.

Birds Zero In on Detroit Fruit

Detroit (AP)—A fruit-filching flock of giant parakeets has in-
vaded Detroit's eaitern suburbs, and Audubon- Society officials
wish Polly would be content with a cracker.

The bird lovers’ brigade at first ignored reports of apple-
munching “parrots’ spotted in suburban fruit trees, but finally
called in the bird man of the Detroit Zoo to reconnoiter the inva-
sion flock. Keith Kreag, the zoo's general curator, identified the
invaders as “‘monk” parakeets, a foot-long, South American
member of the parrot family. Officials believe that smugglers
brought them into the country, without having them vaccinated
and quarantined, and that the birds escaped.

Carload Of Crazy Soldiers
Passes Through El1 Paso En
Route from Phillipines

Special to the Moon.,

bkl Paso, Tex., Nov. 15 -The
Southern Pacific passenger
train from the West tonight
brought in a carload of insane
United States negro soldiers
from the Phillipines. The
negroes were under a strong
guard. They are en route from
Manila to Washington, and will
there be placed in the asylum.

Many soldiers in the Orient have
it is said, become deranged
from various causes, and the
medical corps of the army is
puzzled at the situation, though
it was reported the Negroes
were, universally, costive, and
for the most part mollified. Tho
some were considered dangerous

absinthe frappe.

Chester S.

Beuerman is the little handi-
capped man who became so

well-known in past years

with

his operation of a specially
ey cped tractor and the use
of his special perambulator

to get around the down

Lown

area. Centron Corp. made a

movie about Leo and it

wdas

nominated for an Academy

Award.

a Sheerito utility knife.

Our teeth will not let this story

. pass. If the primary adaptive mode

of the australopithetines was ag-
gressive hunting with weapons, how

can we explain the supervegetarian

grinders that linger-onifor five mil-
lion years?

CASTANEDO IN CITY
arlos Castanedo has come to Lawrence and lives quietly
on a melon farm south of Tonga. He keeps to himself for
the most part, finished writing the Don Juan things now,
looking for isolation. We've seen him in the Wheel now
and again, sometimes at Mme. Dunbar's sipping the good
We saw him drunk once in front of the
Blue Cheer. We are glad to have such a distinguished
writer take up residence here,

S PORTS NOTE
We saw your baseball game laying in some proppy alley
like garbage can. It looked strange there, sliced up wit
From the appearance given no-
body could unfold it. We went back the next day, but
only saw some guy in a baseball suit ducking behind the
memosa tree, then disappearing, slithering away into
nothingness like some catfish into his overhead hidden
overhang hole. We tried your game, now, how about
some real bats to swing at.

There is another letter which I want to write
you about a whole other very complicated sub-
ject and is forthcoming. It has to do with
Lawrence's own rival to the Happy Narrator
of the We story about Ed Gein's Big Grief. EP

P.S. I can also be found at home.

MUCHO GUSTO-- Have you dined yet at Mme, Dunbar's ?

Try it. It's on the corner of 12th and New Jersey in the City's{
new east side historic area. You'll be treated to cuisine of
seven seas, prepared in the most elegant style of the Frenclh,
and this includes freshly baked hard crust bread (from brick
ovens, served witn saltless butter.) Try the turtle soup. We
loved the delicate tongue salads and the fluffy lemon souffle,
We were in fact astounded by the butterflies and Persian
honey we had on toast Sunday morning at Mme. Dunbar's,
The best restaurant in Lawrence. No comparison. The.

~ Cock Divan (the President's Favorite) is fabulous. And on-
Saturdays you can have oysters on the half-shell, opened
fresh before your eyes. And the best part is the price.
Nothing on the elegant menu is more than $2, 50, even the
pompano en papillot, and the wine cellar is full of the very
best. Please, next time you're wishing you were back -
where the food was palatable, try Mme D's. Oneba is One.

unseen underside of the iceberg.

A

J. Scherbel, Aussie

|

Belled Buzzard in Hill County

Somewhat Celebrated Bird
Seems to Be Touring the State

W. Prop, a farmer who lives
one mile north of Woodbury,
today informed The News cor -
respondent that the celebrated
belled buzzard spent the day
on his farm, with him, yester-
day. He saw it several times
and distinctly heard the bell
which he described as having

a tin sound. Some months ago
he read in the Moon that it was
seen in Northwest Texas.,

FACT: Syrups of figs acts

pleasantly and promptly, cleanses
the system gently and effectively

when bilious or costive.

The Dead Lemonade Kenny

L.emonade Kenny was per -
ished at home in his bed
with a very very white
little knife stuck upside h-
is kinky funny head. In
the street Lemonade Duck
and Lemon Eddie Head
stared at people to keep
them moving around the
solid brown body of the
brother which was not very
bad but was cold and stiff.
In the house later the bro-
ther woke up for awhile and
commented on his fatigue.
He was pretty cold again
though in short order. He

“had three names, Lemon-

ade Man, Jive O.J. and
Fish Eye. To his gang he
was a philosopher king. One

time on a city bus it took
quite a few brothers to stop

the muscular Lemonade once
he had started on a white man.

"The Duckman and Eddie Head
man you know, they was some

col dudes and they had a numb-
uh goin and was passing it over
‘the cold body of bro Kenny.

Even with a knife in his head,
Lemonade was so bad that he

just flip his eye open and stare

at the Lemonade boys like they
wuz booshit. Ain nothin moving
on the body cep the knife moves

a little in the head. He is such a
bad little man that they have him
laid out with the knife still in his
head. The boys was gamblin and
but for they voices Celophile Bros
Mortuary is a quiet mothuh fuckah
They was drinkin whiskey and that
knife headed nigguh under glass
spit on the mothu fuckin glass. '

We know brother Lemonade
was alive at the hospital 24
hours before, from talking
with a man we know there,
and that he was croaked.
Christmas Action have
electrocuted and executed
his last nigger.

All of this we know from tal

ing'with Laverne of East
Louis, Mississippi.

Afrocomb Ear-Killing: How It Works

Increasing fascination with horrific techniques of Airocomb Kkillings
brings this report from Jimson Cochlea, the Oneida man 1in Ottowa:

The afrocomb enters the cranium between the earbones, cuts down :
the auditory canal quiet as a kitchen knife in a melon on a hot Sunday
afternoon down home. When the first perpendicular tooth of the comb
is flush against the exterior of the cranial wall, the point of the comb
handle has penetrated eardrum and semicircular canal, the eustachian
tube is pierced, and the grayboy dies without a twitch, absolute as the

City Moon A review by W. P. Special for the Moon

unique newspaper -format publication edited and privately printed by
two staff members of KU's English Department and devoted to process-
ing the chaff which usually passes for news, transforming news into

matter of more permanent value by revealing the substructural patterns
of absurdity, inconstancy, anxiety, and boredom."

y




CHINESE WOMAN DEFILED

s Kim We Chu, 27, Oread Street (1200°'s) was arraigned last night,
3 § On a charge of First-Degree assault, and Vagrancy One. This 1s
S the 1last time we will see her around here if the teeth on the

: oeating they have talren since 1952, It was then that the pathetic
o general from Liberal ascended, as smoothly bland as Millard Fill-
o0 § more a century before, as excitable as John Quincy Adams was in the
late Virginia days. Kim We snuck into the rear end of a laundromat
located on Mississippl Stree secretly owned by the Malsley 3rothers.
Here she caught a woman alone, a 1ittle Chinese woman with long i
halr hanging behind the chair, and Kim We visclously cut -her -hair, ..
hacking it with a dull knife of some sort, claimed Rosie (from Eu-
dora, Elm-Street) who claimed to scream during the cutting, draw-
ing a carload of Topeka Men who were said, by Rosie to have struck
Kim We and then her, saying that they were golng to eluster f---
them, calling up every male in town and telling, goilng out and
forcing the leaders of the town out to. be part of the gang f--- and
then bring out a bull that they had nmurtured, his penis sheathed in
leather. Kim We discounted this story, however. There was no
trace of the gang, but Rosle swears the story is true. Was anyone
out there in the audience of the Moon there that day? Perhaps driv-
_1ng past? Send us cards and letters telling us what you know, 3. 591
14

ONEBA SEES

Send all dreams to ONEBA now. In this column
he will explain, interpret, and so forth. His
dreamwork is known around the globe. His ex-
perience in dream travel is long. He says when
he was a boy of eight he saw in a dream a lattice
covered in rose of sharon. Behind it, as though
it were a doorway to wider and more spacious
horizons, he saw the City shimmering. In this
dream he sees the following meaning, and the
joyous miracle water pours from Oneba's lips
again: He believes the human skull to be a kind
of living shell inclosing the meaty computer, the
medium of all dreams, the amazing human BRAI

Dear Dr. Oneba: I have had the following dream
which I would like to describe, althoughI am a
really bad writer. Please excuse my English, .
Here goes: I am in this room with a refrigerator -
and a little bed, a wooden cross on an oak or
hickory table in the middle of the room, and I
am pregnant, even thoughl am a man, actually,
#in the dream, but not in reality. Anyway, there
1s a pine forest next to this room with all kinds
of little animals in it, but I don't see them in the
dream, only knowing they are there. Rabbits,
snakes, for example. At the end of this pine
forest where I don't get to, in a clearing, is this
fibed, andI think I see my husband laying in bed.
He is fat and lazy, like my father was in his real
life. Well I never get there and have to go back
to the room because I see a small bed in the cor-
ner of the room, a little wooden hickory one. 1
go back and there is this weird thing that happens |
fwhen I logk at the light coming out of the refrig- |
erator. It is nothing like what happens later

THE OLD MOON WATCHES THE WORLD --HAS ITS
SAY --IN THIS COLUMN

The roaring lion of the mechanical age has been transformed by modern med-
icine into a timid kitten. Crime is just another word in the criminology text-

- books, and, in this city, police-cars dry rot in police garages, precinct
houses changed almost miraculously into green houses where new age veg-
etables are grown for the health and well-being of the neighborhood, be it

‘Italian or White. The rich leave their greenback-jammed suitcases at neigh-

- borhood houses. Poverty has been worked out--all men now have an equal
footing at birth. Pollution is coming to a halt as boy scouts marshall togeth -
er and burn garbage, in the streets, in city yards. In short, ANXIETY is

“a whimpering, fast-receding puppy-dog, driven from life's yard with an ang-
ry stick. :

Persons everywhere speak of Meditation X, a new form of yoga in which
deep bellows-like breathing is used to cure anxiety and banish choler. A
small pinkish tablet has helped America through its painful 200 year birth,
the amazing drug Estella-G. Once nervous cripples are now seen on their
lawns reading newspapers and listening to the new portable hi-fi radios, the
sweet songs of eternal peace finally heard with total clarity for the first
time. The cold wars are finally over. Noxin relaxes, easing into a necess-
ary clarification and rethinking period, moved by a single obssesive idea:
that to computerize governmental bureaucratic processes would be a very,
very good thing. So beside him, humming in a tiny tin, on silver paper,

sit the pills, the Estella-G, a small service revolver, and a mimeographed
schedule.

In the old days, philosophers spoke of the world as born and composed of a
mortal body. They dealt with it as a concourse of matter that laid the foun-
dation of land, sea and sky, stars and sun and the globe of the moon. Of
the living things that have existed on earth, and which have never been born;
how the human race began to employ various utterances among themselves
for denoting various things; and how there crept into tdeir minds that fear
of the gods which, all the world over, sanctifies temples and lakes, groves
and altars and images of the gods. After that they would explain by what
forces nature would steer the courses of the sun and the journeyings of the
moon, so that we shall not suppose that they are running on their own free
will with the amiable intention of promoting the growth of crops and animals,
or that they are enacting, in any way, a divine plan. Those philosophers
were concerned what was seen overhead in the borderland of ether. They
saw the people saddled with cruel masters whom they believed all-powerful.
They saw, these philosophers, how a limit was fixed to the power of every -
thing, as an immovable frontier post. And how Oneba oversaw everything.

.,

Then, in 1765, from this ethereal beginning, haunted by their loss of funda -
mental Gods to believe in, Vasco de Gamma Y Muerto accompanied Cabeza
de Vaca to America, and travelling North from Biloxi they entered what is
now Joplin, found themselves in an apprenﬁce_ shoenfle_xker's scruffy_dwelling,
slugging pure codeine from an ox horn. On this exciting new experience of

| total calmness, the two explorers whent South again and sailed east to Santa

Jhn Stuart Mill:

o —

gears of Justice have not yet worn smooth from the almost incredible |

COming On Stern's ADDRESS TO TH(BE now seems
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though when I am out on the path again and this
goat comes wandering down the path just about
the time the guy who is in bed is gone. The
first thing the goat does is to drop all these turds
on the path while he is walking toward me in the
dream. Anyway I'm in the bed in the corner of
the room laying down and the goat starts licking
me on the hand, then on the breast and the
damn thing was really starting to bug me and

I took it around the neck and stroked its throat
and when I had it calmed down I popped out an

eye, just ran my fingernail across it. It went
wild and started banging across from wall to

wall. I got out. Walked down the path but the
goat came after me. To make a long story
a whole lot shorter, and that is merciful to a
bunch of dear readers who have stuck wiSh me |
so far, I fell on the bed (there was a hole in
the mattress) because my stomach had open-
ed and a black prune color gas was coming
out of me and the goat got in bed too, and
when I got up there was a little thing on the
_ matress springs, half-dead, red the color of
8 § chili sauce, not human, definitely, and then
& T B 1 walked back to the room with the refrigerator
i g | and the cross was knocked over, along with
P S § the table and the little bed in the corner was
o as empty as before.
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Sincerely,
Billye Ray

I see it clearly. It is perfectly clear. The g-
oat could be the devil, though perhaps an eax
ly rural life is indicated. The gas that swells
8 cut from the belly and the light from thie re-

g frigerator are one in this city-country dream.

FACT! THE NEW ONEBA LIFE PRODUCTS ARE AVAILABLE NOW! IN RE CENT DAYS SMALL HALF LIVING PONIES, SOMETIMES ARE GENERATED

Domingo where codeine was commonly processed from the alkaloid pinkish
root of the pawpaw tree. It was then manufactured in great quantity by native
slave workers and distributed widely over the North American continent. And
many people drank it and slept away its soporific doldrums in contentment,
including some native Indians, until it was suppressed back in the crusading
thirties. This entire mechanism of addiction and stupor inevitably tumbled
out from the rotted superstructure of religious belief, the fine work of Lucre-
tius the cynic.

Poor Cabeza! He sat in nis living room in the steamy French Quarters of New
Orleans, drinking delicate glassfuls of codeine and turpentine and sweating
yellow beads of codeine body moisture, watching hair balls blow hither and
thither in the drugged consciousness. He pulled himself out of the chair with
the assistance of a young colored boy and a rope fixed to a beam in the ceil-
ing. He then tossed off his hemorrhhoid cushion and walked to the window and
looked upon the narrow streets. He saw black vodoo queens and delicately
featured brown quadroons, thick, lovely and sensual in the Southern sun. Some
of them wore red bandannas and called, ''Blackberry, ten cent a bag."

Many years Cabeza spent this way, getting up from the chair only occasionally
to look out, and otherwise benumbed and in a sorry state of mental transfig-
uration because of the old cough medicine, the mad frames of old horse time
broke loose and he had a vision of the present (remarkably accurate):

Of Noxin leaving the White House, the new president, Folbot, photographer,
bidding him a farewell at the door as Noxin strode down the long empty hall
to obscurity, Folbot, the foot raised in mock salute, Noxin pursing his lips
as if Folbot's foot, rather than his own acts, had sent him sprawling forth
from the Oval Office. And then Noxin found his peace. Tortured by hideous
dreams that kept him spinning, off balance, in public and private life, Noxin
was driven finally to the counsel of Oneba the First One. Through grueling
interrogation, Noxin was driven into his senses. Oneba's unusual therapy,
which involves the presence of his wife at each dream session, to act as a
refining medium through which messages from dead dreamers may be trans-
mitted, acted on Noxin as mineral water and whiskey may act on others, with
differing problems.

And now Oneba is President, America's first entirely new politician. He's
no machine gun Ronnie or Jerry Apodaca. He points to a plot of ground, says
to grow turnips and potatoes ip it, and points with a spindly digit at the gar-
dener. 'A little earth will grow a very large and suculent tomato vine. "

Baboonery and cartoonery, the twins that controlled American politics for

so long, were soon banished from the realms of power. One sensed a new
mysticism surrounding the presidency for the first time in U.S. History.
Cabeza's nightmare changed from a toothless hag into a beautiful jewelled
princess wearing a sparkling emerald tiara. For the first time, a president
was endowed with the gift of being able to glimpse into the muddy flow of the
river of the unconscious, and to see the bright, and sometimes not so bright,
fishes that swim therein.

Unfortunately for Cabeza de Vaca and Vasco De Gama, these dreams were

assumed to reflect the pres ent condition, rather than the condition of our
own age, which is far, far better than that of the world of 1765.

"America possesses a natural finitude for governments of the religious and oligarchical type, derived from its intense Calvinistic commitment. "




TWO CLUE CROSSWORD This being your first expos-
ure to GAMUT crossword-puzzledom, we, the editors,
have chosen a particularly easy one to prepare you for
the really difficult ones that will be coming up in the
months ahead. Every word in this puzzle means some
thing spelled backwards as well as forwards, i.e.,
TRAP-PART. To make things even more ludicrously
simple, you will be given clues for each possible word
in both directions. With four separate clues for almos
every blank, you should have no trouble at all in scor -
ing 100%. Average time for completion of this puzzle:
five minutes and thirty second.

ACROSS (left to right) ACROSS (right to left)
l. Mr. Parseghian 4. A 2. Lamar Hunt's ver-

relative kind of ism (pre sion of the NRA TThe
fix) 8. Donald's home: ----Conspiracy 11 Fo-
Duck----12. Garment od 14 Acquired 16 Don
15. Mystical Syllable Meredith's Mr. Mentu
18. --Kansas Library m 19. Typesetter's Un-
System (abbr.) 21. About it 22. Hesitation 24.
23. --of Avon 25. Earth bleak 26. For ex. 30.
mother 27. A fast mover Innate qualities 34.
31. Day is done 35. Thud Disagreement 37. Do-
g 39. Mariner's saga 43. or ----41. Turkish d-
Step 46. Not off 48. Stre- ignitary 45. Resin 47.
etcar 5l. Negative 54. Or Type of Japanese dra
amor 57. Sale time 59. ma 50 Store 52 Right
Small liquid measure 62. --56. Liberal Pres-
Natural drug . sure group 58 Larry
DOWN 1. Love 2. Jewish and Curly Joe's frnd.
month 3. President's in- 61l. Downstroke 65. B
itials 5. Maybe you'll get oleyns UP 8 Colle-
here then (abbr.) 6. Ital- se degree 10. Not one
ian river 7. Monster 9. way (abb]‘,) 13 Kind
Not (prefix) 11. Small in- of art 17. Greek Let
sect 16. Middle (prefix) ter 20 Consumed 21,
19. Latin Vb. Forms 23. founded in 753 B.C.
Mass 24. Double Helix 26. Therefore 27. P-
25. Flatulence 28. Jacobs lace for training mins

brother 33. Nipple 35. 29 Inferior imitation j-

Crib 36. Ensnare 39. Sp- uice 32.Also 34.Droop
ace 42. Wrathful 44. Soon 37 KKK member's w-

45. A gram better than damn g3pon38 Gaze 40 Style
49, Goat 50. Feast day 53. 43 Soft food 47 Pen-

Nurse (abbr ) 27. In (preﬁ{) DOlIlt 48__C0mmand_

ments 55 Female parent 59 Health 6u Another laxative
¢l. Blemish 62. Our uncle 63. Where Boston is (abbr)

04, ----- generian 65 Literary prophet

witk him.

story.

ADVERTISEMENT Feast on the finest sc-
rapple, pomme de terre du dauphin and blood sau-
sage galantine you've ever had, at Madame Dunbars,
naturally. 11-1, Thur., Sun.
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*+%* PROCESS HISTORY***A SPECIAL FEATURE OFTHE MOON***PART I
News was published in January, 1900. A crab fisherman on Ship Island, picking up sof-shell crabs
spotted a crome tube nestled amongst the

The tube threw off glintings of aluminum light dazzling in

and roasting them over a fire on a pointed tick rod,
greenish, meringue covered waves.
rainbow like arcs of color.

“ It was set asail by five Englishmen who bet two of their mutual best friends that they could
write a newspaper, bottle it up, throw it into the ocean, and that it.would then float until it reached
Biloxi.
They were dead wrong. T -
he newspaper they produced
contained a surfeit of repellent
stories, fit neither for the bed

Dear City Moons: The preacher come over yesterday.

I'm living in Mamas house now, cross number 961. She's
dead now, Coughed up in the bed, spit up a thing like a
chick pea and she was gone like that. But the preacher
come over yesterday and said he wanted five fat gobblers
for Thanksgiving. Sol went bac there by the trough where
the dead palmetto tickled my leg while I wasrsh myself

in the hot weather when it's hot and I cut off one head, dro-
pped it in the bucket. Then the damn blade on my knife
come loose. The preacher come over then and he says,
can't you jest pull them off, and I got to wondering. Can
you pull foul heads off successfully, dear Moon ? Yours .
E.G. Dear Ed: Not cleanly, nor without those last

bloody gobbles in the fists,

Dear Moon Science: Why do fire ants build their hills up to
a point during winter months. Ans. This gives them a bet-
ter angle relative to the sun's rays.

ARMSTRONG STEPS ON MOON

- Neil Armstrong, first man on the moon, ceremonomusly ink -
ed his old moon boots for ‘the television cameras in San Fran-
cisco today and then trod roughly on the front page of the ha-
ted City Moon paper, a paper thought repellent by many in
the Bay Area. And the good governor Wunty was there, sullen
and liquid eyed in the familiar rotary chair. He wheeled for -
ward to the inner edge of the circle of greats and not so greats.
The lips emerged tubelike from the wide cheeks and the spittle
fluttered out like tiny cotton puffs, also besmudging cover page
of the now notorious news organ out of Lawrence, Kansas, an-
other rude surprise for America in the 70's. Pharmagucm was
there, and in turn sprinkled the newsprint with hydrochloric
acid as though it were holy water. The football president said,
Such things have a frosty effect on the New Tranquility of the
United States of America today, during these trying times.
This reporter has never seen a more pitifully reduced gather -
ing of low people. The moon is weary of namby pamby jour -
nalism. We see a new dynamic breed of hard hitting news or-
gans, particularly the City Moon itself (a pace setter) and the
other papers of the Great Plain Alliance. It would take more
ass holes than there are to put us out of business now. We've
taken root and we're standing proud, sending it deep into mother
earth. We hope to have her belly rising with dead pine trees
and living newspapers. We'll take Armstrong and anybody else
silly enough to besmudge our paper and then run them through t
the presses and throw them in bundles on the rainy streets of
the City. Who was it that said, "Newspapers. ..damn newspa-

pers! They're nothing but the City's vomit spread in thin sheets

and baked dry. ' Was it Dos Passos Spouting these high -
school metaphors ? It matters not. We shall over come,
and when we do please have the cakes and tea on the cof-
fee table. We want to do some fast talking. Give in.

a righteous teacher,

come toward you.
a few clothes in the winter.

Janzu says:
don't try it.

beginning again.
and no man raised a fish to his lips.
boarded the bus and went to the middle, sitting next to

a woman so old her skin had worn white, though she was
originally a colored person. He carried a white carton
He told the woman that he had beautiful gold-
fish, of the carp family, in his carton, and invited her
When the woman looked down, the
He ran off the bus at once,

to look for herself.
man slapped her in the face.
which had just stopped. The woman said the carton was
closed, and she could neither verify nor deny the man's

Tessan'an

Trust a leaf to drop at the right moment.
Enter the fire as pure gold, and
you become brighter. Stand from the path when it

Stuff yourself on a holiday.

nor the bathroom.

The bottle wormed its way
It became the
plaything of sharks and dolph -
ins, was slashed up in the prop
of an ocean hopper, and, at
another point, near Miami, w-
was lodged in the guts of a cow

by a murderous hurricane.

across the seas.

The first Process

" IRON SOUR -STUFFING by

A dead lecturer came to the university. He was
brought in a spherical bubble of clear ice, which was
lodged inside of a plastic sphere.
on a flatcar, especially refrigerated. A tape record-
er accompanied the magic marble.
s3id a man should live 1000 years, not more,
period of usefulness would end.

He was brought

The lecturer

His

What an amount of iron sour-stuffing. Take
what is coming to you and get out.
days than 1000 years by now, by far.

Better 10000

Follow

Wear

The arm doesn't bend outward. SO

Once a man lived on a crowded bus with other men,
sweeping through the streets and dozing through the hills

during endless hours of grinding, shifting, halting and
Y et no one remarked that the bus smell

A dark stranger

Heaven's naked eye is cast within. If it sees a dragon
head and a snake's tail, a good beginning and a poor endingj
it weeps crocodile tears,

This gives the feelmg of iron sour -stuffing.

160 HEADS MORE - BLOOD THIEVES ;

SLAY AND DUMP POLICE MURDERER - GEIN

It was Some Party

His Juicy Lips
Go Into Action

On Girl He
~ Loves

LARRY WEBB

Larry Webb, 23, who
snnore loudly at home, 3617

Garfield. when he’s

awake in bed performing oral
sodomy upon his date, pulled
his favorite romantic pastime
on beautiful Linda. The lover
boy was riding Linda home in
his auto, but he decided to
take her to his home and sit
out front to tell her how
much he loved her and that

he wanted to marry her.

Linda didn’t want to
marry a thief, but she was
willing to listen to him. It was
now 3 a.m. and Larry Webb’s
nature overcame him and he
threatened to do bodily harm
to Linda if she refused to go
inside with him. She obeyed
and oh boy! Was she in for
it?

Linda said Larry didn’t

give her time to undress. He
grabbed her, pulled her close
and said, “I can’t wait,” He
pulled up her dress and pulled
down her panties. Then she
heard him mumbling Yum,
Yum, Yum! When she tried
to push him, he bit her. She
stood still then. After the oral
surgery Larry tossed Linda
across his bed and snatched
her .clothes off. He had
normal relations with her as
he yeiled, “Baby, oh baby, oh
baby! What a fine number
you are! I want us to keep
this up the rest of our lives.
We must get married ”’

Linda refused to talk to
the rapist. She did not allow

him to take her home. She

called police as soon as she
arrived home and revealed
that a man who called himself
“Larry The Lover.. raped her
in his home. Police came and
aroused the exuberart sexist
who said he was born a
perfect lover and head artist
when pleading to Linda.
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By AdSULidiEu KLESS

MIAMI — A 9-year-old
Pennsylvania boy was killed
here in a ritualistic slaying
with the child offered as sac-
rifice, police said.

““Like sacrificing a lamb,”
said Miami Police Detective
Edward Carberry.

Arnold Frank Zeleznik of
Fort Washington, Pa., was
found dead Friday, his throat
slashed in & motel room a
few doors from where his
family has just checked in on
vacation, officers said.

A man identified by police
as Vernal Walford, 31, of
‘Hartford, Conn., was arrest-
ed at Miami International
Airport, within 20 minutes of
the Zeleznik slaying. Waiford
also used the name Robert
Grant, police said.

A BIBLE was found near

Mlnd
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ine Uud}, vi the Zeleznik
child, police said.
“It looked like he held the

child so the throat would be

over the tojlet, let him bleed

' Carberry said in de-
scribing what he called a
sacrificial slaying.

“It was absolutely the
most tragic thing ['ve ever
seen,” he said.

Police said they found a

message, many words mis-

spelled, in Grant’s pocket.
The message read:

“God of Israel say so. The
God say the temple must not
be used for any violence nor
any police office. Child offer
has sacrifices."”

Police said that Walford
told them he was recently re-

leased from a Connecticut

mental hospital.

Slain child ritual

murder victim

Wiiite lung here.

ducts.

substance.

Newest peril for
the housewife or others in flour pro
Lungs take in the fine mist
and are overcome as breathing
kneads the powder into a doughy
Once removed, lungs
resemble loaves of bread. People
walk from the bakeries and homes.
They spit on the sidewalk and a
dough ball bakes in the heat.
and people too, even the child will
pick them up to heat at home.
this from using natural products.

Dogs

And

FIVE|

Drunken

Elephants
On Rampage

Calcutta

A herd of drunken ele-
phants Kkilled five persons
‘and injured 12 others across
‘Wesi Bengal this week after
breaking into an illegal still
and drinking moonshnine li-
quor. state government ofli-
cials said vesterday.

The officials said the 150
elephants demolished seven
concrete buildings and tram-
pled 20~ village huts in the
area around the still.

They said some of the ele-
phants destroved several
acres of a nearby corn erop.

Wh

&ic -Jackie Hill, 26, of 4213

Linton, steal 3 bottles of
colonge valued at $15 from
Gasen’s Drugs at 4304 No.
‘Grand and threaten to stab
manager, Ray Winters? Y ou
can go to jail and stink during

the holidays because you
didn’t get away with the

colonge.

who

was the good citizen that
flagged down Patrolman Ed
Jablonski and Jesse Green of
the 8th District and informed
them that it was Gregory
Ford, 23, of 1120 No. Sarah
and Lee Smith , 23, of 3727
Finney, who broke into
Edgar Easley's home at 1121
No. Whittier and burglarized
it of a TV set and an 8-track
tape player along with two
speakers and a radio? Oh
goodie goodie! Now they can
spend Xmas in jad with the

Oak Lodge Schncrl is starthng
in its silence. Children zip
through the polished halls
with only the slap of feet and
an occasional squeal to mark
their passage. The usual
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LAWRENCE: ONEBA DEAD HERE

ducat, d' Deat

ELECTRICALLY sealed airtight gum cartridges and a glassine bag were found in the boat,

along with an afrocon_ab, crudely tortoised into the president's wide white cheek. He was
dead a week when_ a fire scout found him adrift in this lonely great plain lake. There were
purple ovals on his fac e where blood settled under the skin after the terrible and sudden

His body was soft and quiet in our eyes as he
sand. A gull cried out of the welkin. A crow
n eyes. Once again the political maelstrom

do only to snatch another leader away, spinning
in his belly. Sherrif Prop and his men were

occlusion, which took the One away from us.

lay so naked on palm branches latticed on the
had come down and pecked out one of the brow
spins out yet another screaming hideous torna
up into the heavens with a.load of metal doom

on the sceneafrom the peginning, dusting the boat for fingerprints, photographing the area
aqd generally taking things in hand. Oddly though, no one was ready with a camera when j
this Moon Reporter saw what she saw: a coal black bird, shapeless as soot, popping from
the mouth trailed by a string, hobbling about on the ragged suit of the dead leader, and

then falling into the lagoon. Presumably dead. We wonder if anyone has a photo of this.
Box 591, Lawrence, Ks. 66044 Moon

gt

e

Michael L. Johnson's THE REVOLT OF
THE GARBA

It all started when a suburban housewife
noticed that her garba couldn't be put into
the disposer: it clung tenaciously to the
mouth of the-drain. Screaming in disgust
she dragg ed her husband into the kitchen
where they were transfixed by panic as

the vomit-like mass of kidney beans, apple
sauce and mayonnaise spread itself like a
slimy amoebic army to cover all the sur -
faces of the room.

In the days that followed similar events were
reported from all over the city. Television,
radio and newspapers were swamped by
horror narratives from hysterical women
whose laundry couldn't be cleaned, get-tough
speeches from frustrated war veterans talk-
ing from non-dispersible clouds of cigar smoke
freaked-out fantasies from psychotic children
covered with coffee grounds and the decay of
old cavities. Putrescent watermelon rinds
were discovered in the backs of closets, egg-
shells and moldy bread in the bottoms of draw -
ers, black fungus-fuzzed peach pits and runny
green grease under furniture. People were
smothered in their sleep by half-liquid rotting
lettuce and catsup-mustard excrescences.

The revolt expanded rapidly. Exhaust gases
choked engines into inoperation. Smoke accum-
ulated in chimneys until it became solid as rock
Sewers backed up into tidy bathrooms, flooding
them with gallons of urine, shit, gummy cigar -
ette ashes, decomposed cotton swabs, used
rubbers and glue-like globs of fetid toilet pa -
per., Waste refused to be dumped into rivers
and collected in acid, stinking piles inside

the plants of industry, eventually engulfing the
machinery of production and crashing the stock
market. Smog suddenly settled in high drifts
of gray-yellow snow across the cities. The sky
rained down its load of atomic fallout, and high
concentrations of carbon dioxide collected in
the lower atmosphere. The oceans emptied

themselves of trash, as thousands of tons of
scrap metal, nerve gas, radioactive litter

and petroleum scum invaded the lands of
the world.

Within a few weeks the entire human popula -
tion was strangled, drowned, poisoned or
otherwise exterminated. Then slowly, over
the time of centuries, the garba was trans-
formed into the surface of a new planet: trees,
clear water, bright air, rich soil, white
stones and endless mountains in a kind of si-

lence.

Preacher Liar And Sndler

Howling, screaming. Lines winding through
T e —————Qthe sky, under the bridge, wrapping every -
M thing just like the woman wraps her head in
‘ \/ her hands. The lines screaming like she is.
J— ohe alone affected by what the sky and river
| ——— say. The people behind her are as s
rigid as the bridge they walk on and the
church in the background. She bends, her
whole shape elongated, waving, as though
she were heat, or sound. She screams so
high that her pitch cannot be heard. It is like
a dog whistle. If you try hard, though, you
can feel it as it rips all through the.picture

and causes even the boats on the water to

shake, until the crews on them become tense
and alert and afraid.

As the woman is afraid. She is afraid because
even though she is howling she cannot hear
herself. She is so alone that she cannot hear
herself talk to herself anymore. She walks out day.
and birds leave the sky. Animals close their

Immigrant Mistakes
River For Canadian
| Border—Swims Across

This" is hilarious, It is a story
of a 29 year old white man, a Ger-
man who is here from Dusseldorf,
Germany, and was picked up sop-
ping wet, at the corner of L.ake and
Winchester Streets about4 A M, by
police,

He told police that about 8:30
P.M, he had jumped off a freight
train that was leaving Rochester
enroute to Buffalo from New York
City. He told them that he became
mentally confused and feared for
his life, He said he walked from the

railroad station to the Imperial

Court Apartments on St, Paul
Street, through the zoo and then to
the Genesee River, He said he
climbed down th2 bank and, be-
lieving the river was the border of
the United States to Canada, re-
moved his clothes and swam across
the river corming out near Lake
Avenue & Winchester, Police took
him to Rochester General Hospital
for treatment,

Well, they transplanted every-
thing else so why not the Niagara
River?

SHOOTS DOG WITH
BOW AND ARROW

A 31 year old white woman from
Dewey (900’s)Avenue ‘reported to
police at 9:30 A,M, that she had
seen a man shoot a dog in the head
with a bow and arrow in front of
941 Dewey Avenue,

She identitied him as a 31 year
old white man, She told police that
about that time a man told her he
saw the man shoot a black dog
with the arrow and hit the dog in
the head., He said that after the
dog was hit, he rannorth on Dewey
Avenue, A policeman talked to the
suspect and he admitted that he hau
shot the dog in the head

D STORY by Tom Averill

iff and

eyes and will not see her. Trees leave the
land. The people walk stiffly by, afraid to
take off their hats and show themselves to be
as bald as she. The wind blows harder than
lit ever has before, but there are no trees to
pbend, and only she can feel it blow. Itis cold.
Her nose will not breathe for her. She wants
to cut off her ears, and then her hands, and
let them float away in the wind like seeds or
spiders. She has been alone for so long that
when she touches herself nothing happens.

Inuies
Plecd

One of the white inmates
revealed to a Whirl reporter
that a black inmate rushed

up to him and said, ‘‘Baby,
you look good to me. I could
devour you for my dinner
and come back and gét the
rest of you tomorrow morning
for my breakfast.”” He said he
pleaded with the burly black
man not to use him like he

was a woman, but the raving

sexist told him that white
meat was good to eat and that
he liked it better than he did
dope. Eleven of the white pri-
soners got busy slashing their
wrists so they could get the
attention of the bums as they
describe them who are sup-
posed to keep order in the
jail. Some of the inmates de-
clare that the jail is the big-
gest house of prostitution se-
cond only to the penitentiary.

At S5

Beirut

President Ahmed Hassan
Bakr of Iraq gave a 5-year-
old boy a house in apprecia-
tion of his mathematical
genius, the Iraqi news
agency said yesterday.

The child, Abdel Samad
Amer, has not entered
school yet, but he is capable
of such mathematical feats
as calculating the square
root of ten-digit numbers,
the agency said.

United Press

She ate a fish a year ago. Caught it and killed
it. It bled all over her sink, Its eyes and

mouth stared up at her from the garbage buck -
et. They mocked her lonely face. Since then
fshe has eaten only rice. She has no wood, and

cooks her rice steadily over a fire built of pa -
per trash. Such a fire gives so little heat

g that it takes her all day to cook her supper.

§ After supper she spends the rest of the even-

ing collecting enough paper to cook for the next physicians or pharma-

One day she will sicken, howl, and die.

AT THE UNIVERSITY, KNOWN AS BUNNY BRAIN

Factory Co-Workers call her id-
le Sue.

Suzara Beloika broke Booker T. Washington Maho -
ney's heart. Idle Bunny Brain Sue was seen around
President Booker's office in Jessica Andrews hall.
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Mexican boy, stunned after drinking some of the new
Pluto water, so popular nowdays in the border City.

ELECTRICITY, IN 1903, BECAME A SERIOUS

ADDITION TO THE TANNER'S SHOP,

| BREAKDOWN OF
LAW IS CITED

— = e )
Sophia Fox poked her
nephew Ta-tain's boy
in the face by the eye
borws with 2 bent
knife, then let her ha
ve a shower of Mor -
ton salt in the then

| bleeding wound which

f was left below the eye.,
In return Ta'Tain push -
ed the mother and sent
her against the wall
fracturing the wing-
bone. - The police were

jcalled but failed to re-
spond. There were no

T S = ——

cists available at the
Memorial Hospiral

to give aid to the woman
and she subsequently
died without the bene- .
fit of an oxygen or
soporific drug treat-
ment. A priest was
called by the Ta'Tain
man, the father of the
nephew, although he,
likewise, failed to re-
spond to the plea.

WHITE POWER BREAK
FAST SPECIAL--$3.
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ALL'YOU EAT IN TEN
MINUTES --EGGS, FR-
ITTERS; CANDIDATE

ROKWELL IN PERSON
SUNDAY. BE THERE

-There is some doubt about Troy Dykes' visit, the
giant homosexual, who recruited for an Alaskan
basketball team and failed to snatch any of the
young talent out of Ted Owens' grasping community,
that core of people so dedicated to the Owens way
of playing basketball that they literally storm into
the houses of those that incur their disgust and
wrench them from their overstuffs, talking to them
in a barking way, doling out commands, and then
leaving a checklist. Dykes,that two burly football
players came to a room, claimed. He said Owens
was the best coach in the two Americas and Canada.
"Owens could coach his boys through a blizzard in
July on Waikiki Beach in Honolulu,' When I asked
him to show me his patented twisting leap and for -
ward drag shot he tapped me on the shoulder with
his left hand and when I turned to look he slapped me
softly with his right. It felt the same as the sensation
of a rag blown against your cheek. I asked him why
he came here. He said looking for Nino Samuels, who
had already left. To attend Little Richard University
of the sisters of St. Theresa. We wonder why Troy

- came here after hearing this story.

There is much to be said for putting
all the ingredients on the food
package, On the other harid, there
are occasions when we feel we'd
just as soon as not know,

GaL T
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Figure 1 and Figure 2 illustrate
Living Bird Life being genera-
ted out of the new life material
available at 39 cents a pound at
Oneba Products Truck Stores
from coast to coast. In one af-
ternoon you could generate e -
nough pigeons to fill the eaves
of giant warehouses and bus
and train layover places from
Cincinnati to Muncie. This st-
uff can be used to generate what

some connolgeur's agree is the
most exquisite chinaberrylotion
while others say no, dumbly clo
sing their eyes. Oneba is Life.




MOTTO CHANGED
The boy scout motto has been changed. It
was, ''to be square.' It is now, ''to help
other people.' The perjorative connotations
of the word '"'square' initiated the change.
The new scout handbook also describes the
effects of Pharmaggicci's crystal on young
white boys. Some people feel like they know
more while they are suffering from its effec -
ts but its only part of the illusion that even-
tually leads to death and addiction. FACT!

LEONARD TO BOX TO RITCHIE
The leonard cardinals slipped apink slip to
harvey boxwith, general manager. This
tidal wave caught manager ritchie of the car-
dinals and suceeded in thrusting him too
right out of the organization. The cards
are dickering with Harry Chiti, who in his
prime could blow the ball past the pitcher’s

Store in Supreme
Gutted by Fire
Following Shooting

NAPOLEONVILLE — Fire, apparently started by an arsonist,
gutted a grocery store in the Supreme community an hour after a
shooting incident in which a bystander was stuck in the back by a
ricocheting bullet.

Alvin Aysenne, 63, owner and operator of Aysenne’s Grocery and
Bar, was charged with aggravated battery in the shooting incident
by Assumption Parish deputies.

Sheriff Murray Landry said several customers in the store Tues-
day were using profane language and causing a general disturbance.
When they refused to leave Aysenne pulled a gun from beneath the
counter and fired a warning shot into the ceiling.

The sheriff said the bullet struck a metal beam in the ceiling,
ricocheted through a store window and struck Loraine Nelson, 23,
Supreme.

The Nelson woman, who was outside the store, was taken to
Charity Hospita] where she was listed in satisfactory condition with
a gunshot wound in the back.

Virgil A. Vern

Abg:;tﬂan hour ﬂ?ﬂer the :;.]hult:tmg incident, a sheriff’s deputy PLANT Quote: ; i %ok 110 :
spotted flames at the store, which had been vacated after Aysenne’s = : . ear at aclocked speed o mph.
arrest. The fire destroyed the interior of the building, Landry said. [ LICE '"We ought to make a collection or particular P P

A state fire marshal said he had found evidence that a Molotov
cocktail had been thrown through a window of the store. Aysenne
was in custody Thursday in the Assumption Parish Jai] with bond
set at $2,000.

history of all monsters, including the new

large prairie clams, and prodigious births
or productions, and in a word of everything
new, rare, and extraordinary.' Lord B.

What's the
real truth

» kill Aphids

\

about them?

TOGETHER THEY SANG GOLD
MINE IN THE SKY" THROUGHOUT
KENTUCKY IN AN ENDLESS
WHIRLWIND OF A TOUR,

HE WROTE REAMS
OF NOTATIONS AND
SKETCHED ENODLESS
DIAGRAMS,

HE WAS HIS TEAM'S
BEST ALL-ROUND

4‘2. .J ,

0
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_A new species has come to be enterec Dear Editors: Mother Dillars tells me she LAST TIME TODAY LEMMO PLUMBER CANDIDATE
in the logbook of ornithology. The pats her sore tit nipples with lemcnaide e ~
Maggqt Hawk, or el pequeno mgt_aflor, soda when the baby finishes. This prevents ng; ;}T’;f&glm I say the narrow tire is one of the most de-
as he is known — B?']a: California, was the scales in dry weather. I enjoy reading PEARSON structive of the agencies that tend to destroy
discovered Only lnCIdentE}IIY as a result your newspaper very much. One of our Campus Crooners 9 well paved Street: and it is poor business
of recent research dqne in that area neighbor children ate Fluff-Nickie, our e economy for the city to go on paving streets
concerning preservation of the encanger toy poodle made from candy. We (my hus. and at the same time permit thousands of |
ed California Condor. It was then that and myself with a flashlight) found her in wagons with narrow tires to go on cutting |
R ornithologists became aware of the little the garage with half her poor abdomen eated them up as fast as they are laid down. When '
——— g Dpredator (Buteo malus, smallest of the out and the Wunty boy standing there with a to the narrow tire is added a pressure of 3,000
genus But_eo) and the unique symbiotic funny sausage type thing which disgusted us. or more pounds it becomes a formidable wea -
relationship between Ma_ggot Hawk and Can you legally print this ? We dare you. pon with which to ruin streets. Pass the wide 1
Condor. For years ornithologists have IThe best from 2 faithful readers, Bob and 3 tire ordinance and transform the heavily loa -
been puzzled as to how weak-eyed Marla. 33 W, Cherry, Pasa Negra, Nm.Ar. > N ded wagon from a road destroyer to a roller, ?
ggﬁfgl; Er:;; c?.:leu; :eéﬁfghthﬂ?epre B | _ - | % {i}«a ._ A which will tend to preserve instead of ruin
’ y SuS- it 3 , & = “ G 0vil the streets. Vote for me, Plumber Le :
AR . : Are the words candy and rare, the latter Gl [ G : i i
&1;;;;{;:;;’ tl\;ieﬂ? rt‘:lde :aaitgsts Efofe?eagsém as applied to cooked meats, correct Eng = ' | - | .l
lish ? Dear Info Ed: We would appretiate any infor -

lens, and cameras suitable for harsh

desert climate, that this mystery was
solved.

Observers noted that Condors circled
almlessly over the desert floor before
quite abruptly descending to feast on
the carrion. Watching ornithologists

Certainly, though they are classed as
Americanisms, the equivalent used in

England being sweets and underdone.

mation you might have on whether the great
explorer Cabeza de Vaca ('Head of the Cow")
was one and the same person as one Vasco

da Gama. Thank you, EIlf Shelfo & Sil. partner.

PIONEER WYOMING RANCHER SHOOTS

"Was the country lovely Marie ?"
"Oh very lovely, it looked for all the world

thought at first the small object which = | 11Ke a landscape painted by somebody. " .
; | ' i did Leonard Armstrong, 21, -
dropped from the Condor's breast was Indianapolis Journal Ly e BOY HE FINDS SLEEPING NEAR STORE
a clump of feathers. The team of . : : Miss Belinda Rogers, 19, of _ : el
scientists was amazed to discover that Anotheri one of George Washington’s body 3401 N. Union Blvd. and By - Ve
the telephoto lens and high speed film servent's has just departed this life at the § ,ractically cut her nose off
revealed the blur of feathers to bea - age of 123. with a screwdriver?
very small bird of prey. Further Dr. Pharma - 4L
.. : gucci treats by electricity, _
study has found that the keen-eyed Mag- medicine and the magnetic and sugges- Guy “Cruiser’’
gOt Hawk attaches itself to the breast tive methods. Postoffice Mobile Unit. KnUCkIes o b3
of the Condor by means of a suction cup Nightly. : . |
situated on back of the head, much like =- Yigorous scomplainls; Mave |
remora attach themselves to sha{'ks, Question: Is there any record of a per- ﬁ: nc.:l:;i:: E?dmfaéf; j::; |
UU]J—‘_‘E remora, whose suctoral disc son eating a quail a day for forty consec- by white inmates. They claim
fl?nsmtfo of llaal::ll:lellae (gill-like openings) utive days? We do not know of such. The that too often a sexy black s
e suctoral disc of the Maggot Hawk most stirrine nerformance in this line is inmate tells white inmates to : - |
resembles a rubber suction cup, both that of W.S. gv})alcdtt who, in 1883 ate two Sme have @ sex affaiviwith Sleeping Boy Murray Lucifer Hitler Harxis
in texture and appearance. Th : : e 3 im and turns it into a de-
oup enables the ﬁwk tgccover ;: 1;(;?;): | duaties a.cay fortI:iO cm‘;secult:v? ddays, Be mand if the white inmate re- $25 reward for the arrest and detention
| ot NG POp Sy conb WL aNG SUCH A1as. fuses. Billy Joe Tyler, a of Henry Walker, about 30 years old,

wide range as the California Condor, over-
coming the handicap of its short, stubby |
wings. Even more astounding, the Maggot:
Hawk guides the Condor by tapping iton ' °
.the breast with its wingtips. The codeused |
by the pair has as yet not been completely -
deciphered. The smaller bird must be car-
ried over the desert until, having guided the
Condor to the carrion, is able to swoop down
upon its hapless prey, the maggot Hence,
its name.

Anthropologists became interested in Buteo
malus through legends about a tiny hawk
which was used in certain religious rites by
Yaqui Indians, who lived in the Baja before

spokesman for white inmates
in City Jail, revealed the hor-
rors that becloud their lives
by black sexists. He cut his
wrist along with other white
inmates expressing sSorrow
and disapproval of the many
sex acts committed upon whit-
es by black sexists. Oneblack
sexist is said to call him-
self the ‘“‘hammer’’ and mak-
es white cellmates yield to
his every desire and he is the
very epitome of freakism and
homosexuality.  Billy Joe

slenaer, about 6' tall, sandy mustache,
light hair and grey eyes, a little lame

in the right foot from a horse falling on
him about 3 months ago. Sherrif W.
Prop holds warrant on this man. Box 591

Mr. Burrough's suggested I should send
you a mag so here it is

M. Cazazza - e

Dear Ed. We have written you many times.,
We have swamped the S.W. ed. with pleas
for' action. We have begged and beseeched.
Unless something is done soon it will be too
late. Now, and we shudder to say it, now
they are wearing armpitless long John shirts.

oil was rumored to exist there. Apparently, — e ~ Y d 11 _

Yaqui Indians used the skeleton of the hawk Watch closely, Folks! Th:ls 1s your last warning from R_aton Mickey
in a curious form of mystical weather pren | ' and Taco Sal, Ledoux, New Mexico.

By |POSTUM| | comimmm et

FACTOTUM: Leon Yashid, Arab automotive | |

diction. Older Yaqui have told how their
Shaman, or medicine man, was blindfolded

innovator, announced today the completion of
a new gas shortage car. The New machine

and threw the skeleton at a sacred rock.
On the chosen rock, in a series of ever
widening circles, different climatic con-
has five wheels. The fifth wheel carries the
fuel tank which trails thirty feet behind. This
longer fuel line, Yashidi claims, will slow

ditions were inscribed. The innermost
circle encompassed the weather condition
gas consumption since it will take the fuel lon
ger to reach the engine. "Engines will run |

"fair and warm." Succeeding circles
much slower,'" Yashid said in Johannesburg,

Candelopes are constituted of such
fiber that they can be used as candles
A coathanger or ice pick may be used
to pierce the melon for insertion of a
wick. The tissue recedes from the
flame in the same manner as wax, the

vapor giving off a strong, fruity odor,

ranged from mild to progressively severe
weather conditions at the outermost circles.
The ring in which the skeleton stuck served
to fortell prevailing weather conditions in

R L 1 3
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the coming phase of the full moon. The smelling of overripe apples or pears. Rex Barclay, tool dresser for the Midwest Oil company, estab-
U.S. Weather Bureau has reportedly been The Candelope melon may be eaten lished ufhat is believed to be the world’s depth record for man in
? descending into the earth, when he went to the abysmal distance

investigating this phenomenon but refused
comment as to its findings.

although the flesh tends to cake up on
the teeth,

of 225 feet at Round mountain to attach a hoisting chain to a
rddged casing.
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WOMENS by TOM AVERILL The womens are

all roosting alongside the soda pop near the

carts. Two of them have done their shopping
already, and keep making false starts for home.
The other two are checking their lists against

sale prices. Vera June is the ugliest, but she's
the only girl out of high school and still not mar-
ried--except for Wanda May Riley, only she doesn't
count because she stays home and primps while
her mother goes to Charley's store and talks about
nothing else but how some fella over in Circleville
1s probably going to ask for Wanda May's hand any
minute now, 'He came over just to see her last
night. They made such a nice, cute couple sitting
on the sofa. They hardly even looked at the TV
they had such eyes for each other. ' You know how

the womens talk when they want to get each other
excited.

I hate like hell going into Charley's--unless it's
Saturday when there's enough folks that one fella
gets diluted. But the rain gummed up the bottom
so badI can't work it. The womens can do their
work in any weather--as regular as a postman de -
livering the mail--by shopping, or just being in a
store watching a fella like me pack a box full of
groceries. They're like chickens, the closer you
come the louder they get. By the time I load up my
week's supply of peanut butter, white bread, donuts
and pot pies, and head over to take home a gallon
size bottle of Coca-Cola, their voices are banging

and clattering against each other like dishes being
put away in a hurry.

"I guess Randy ain't been to church since his Mo-
ther died." Vera June's voice pops out so sudden
it scares me as much as if I'd bent over and felt
the seat of my pants rip out.,

"Well, invite him to the pot luck, then, Vera, !'says
Mrs. White, forcing a lot of air into her voice so
that it'll sound like she's whispering.

"'Oh, T can't, " says Vera June, louder now, '"I'm
too shy. " _

""Come on, honey, he ain't no Rock Hudson, " says
old Miss Dashet, not even pretending to whisper. I
turn red. In the yearbook they said I was so ugly I
scare possums and make buzzards sick. Still, I

{ probably never cracked as many mirrors as Vera

June, but all the womens are cackling and bending
down to slap thick thighs. Like cats playing with
a half-dead mouse, they won't stay interested un-
less I make a move. I try to stay calm.

§ ''Pot luck dinner ?'' says Mrs. Martin. '"Pot pies

more his style.”

I look at them from the corner of my eye as I take
the Coca-Cola from the shelf and hurry down past
the potato chips and candy to the counter and Char -
ley. He's smiling as he rings up the groceries,
his eyes twinkling., He pretends not, but he hears

everything the womens say.

'"Don't worry, ' he mumbles. 'One of these
days you'll get married and they'll mostly
leave you alone. "

"Fat chance, ' I say. I pay him the exact a-
mount and leave. When I'm putting the box

in the sea, the screen door slams shut and
Vera June is heading toward me, scuffling

a little so that she kicks wet gravel out into
the highway. She's got a little girl smile on
her face, like she's going to ask me for a pen-
ny to buy some chewing gum.

'""Pot luck's Sunday night, " she says, not looking
at me, but at my chest.

I wonder if I'm breathing hard, soI stop alto-
gether, She's still smiling when I look at her,
and I know we're bath red.

'"Yea, "I say, 'l can't cook. "
'"T*11 cook for two, "' she says.
i can tell it's already planned out.
'"You come get me at five-thirty. "

I wish the bottom wasn't so gummed up. 'Okay,"”
I say. '1'll be there at five-thirty. " 1 keep my
head nodding as I climb into the seat of the truck.
I start it up fast and rev it out onto the highway.
She's moving close to the store so she won't get
hit by flying gravel, and I hold my hand up until
she waves, thenI act like I was just adjusting
the rear view mirror. I see her init. She still
has that little girl smile on her face. It'll be a
orown up laugh when she tells the womens inside.
Damn it.

A GERMAN STORY
The German aid to Mexico, too little too late. We
think the Germans are bad hombres too. But they
are not. They have sent 20 cases of Irish Whiske;
to Mexico. Yo estoy llorando por la noche negra!
We are under the opinion that the mexs are dumb,

they are not either.

Man's Earlier Habitations Were Heated by a
Fire on the Floor; from a Hole Cut in the Roof
the Chimney Gradually Evolved

WANDO BOTEL BATTERED, G - STRUNG

The White House is in a state of horror to-
day. Wando Botel, a recent immigrant to
the city, from Tennessee, invited to a White
House Homecoming for President Oneba by
forces anxious to make her coming here
smooth, was found, battered and naked, on
the floor of the Oval Office. Ms. Botel,
one of Memphis' Finest, elite, suave, a
comely member of the Southern 4000, was
beaten so badly in the eye and mouth area
that the coroner fears total restoration of
the dis figured visage may be impossible.

Ms. Botel's father, immensely powerful,

was met by President Oneba at the airport
this morning. |

P. Neuman, Gone Queer, Kills Self in K -Top

Just last week he was half-normal, this week
he 's dead as a pregnant spider killed by its
mate after giving birth. He did such a hideous
job on himself that it wasn't clear which was
the face, which the feet. He drank enough Pluto
Water to launch a small bottle rocket to Alpha
Centauri. Why do they suddenly go mad like
this, descending into homosexuality's velvety
Lou-Reed orientated gilded palace? Then
poisoning themselves? AND THEN, ON TOP
OF THAT, SHOOTING THEMSELVES UP
HORRIBLY, limb by limb, the smell of burnt
powder and singed flesh stinking up the room
like the dream ofa hideous scientist. Neuman,
presumably, stared out through the suburban
shiudders until the blond delicate boy, with the
thin germanic northern lips, rode by on his
ten speed. The legs, nearly hairless, but
fuzzed with light blond hair, must have caught
Neuman's eye. We presume from the writings
that he felt profoundly ashamed. Part of this

shame was understood through a profound hatred

Neuman developed for his coarse black beard
and hair. He even hated his glasses frames for
being the same color. The boy looked up at
Neuman's face, not knowing he was watched.
He could not see Neuman behind the glass but
sensed he was watched. At that point, P. Neu-
man was transformed, his life stretching out
before him, epidemic sexual activity clearly
forseen. And then an open grave. Then Pluto
Water and the gun came on, and shortened the
drama.

UNDERDOGS

Sandy Graves has died in Florida, buried alive
on the beach, a Caucasian trying to be the first
such to join Chromocron Brothers, a black
fraternity at the St. Petersburg branch of the
University of South Florida Medical Extension.
He suffocated when the sand walls of a mock
ocrave in which he was lying collapsed and bur -
ied him, a result of what Dr., Stones calls
deeply buried hostile murder fantasies now
surfacing in the culture as a whole. Rufus
'"Monzo Man'' Antonius, the president says,
'"The more he struggled, the more he became

" embedded in the wet sand.'" Graves was 6'4

inches of rugged man. Seven members of the
fraternity are up on manslaughter charges...
Employees of a bus terminal watchedin horror
Monday night as a Miami man fatally slashed
his throat and stabbed himself repeatedly in

the chest. Fred Thomas was dead on arrival

at a hospital after the incident in the cafeteria
of the Greyhound bus terminal. He came east
from California. Security guards struggled with
the victim trying to get the knife away from him.

'"He was split from one end to the other, scream-

ing and gasping for breath, ' the guard said. 'I
tried to get a pressure bandage on his throat be
he must have been doped up or something. I've
never come across anyone so strong.'' Olga
Pimentel, cafeteria supervisor said, 'l ran to
see who it was and saw him slashing his throat, '
and then she said this: 'He did it about three
fimes.
ing.
town include the ones at the hospital, in Brigham
South. Emily P. had a*hice time with her sister
the other day and evening. She seemed to have
enjoyed herself, after coming back and telling
us about it. We've all been working to keep our

ward clean. Sometimes the task seems too much
for some of the patients, but they do a pretty good

job considering the circumstances. Joan T. is
sometimes bringing what she can to us. David
E. bought some nice things for several of us.
The beutiful flowers look pretty sitting in the

office.

"GUNS DONT KILL PEOPLE---- PEOPLE KILL PEOPLE"

in the shavings.

SPECIAL SPECIAL SPECIAL

EXCLUSIVE INTERVIEW

Eric Starvo Gault call s himself a victim. He shot Dr.

‘Martin Luther King down. He travelled under the ESG

code name with carefully wrought fake ID moving via

the Holiday Inn chain motel/hotel system. Now he claims
he was a victim of railroading, and alleges that the U.S.
system of fair play has been damaged beyond ruin through
control by the wanton. He says he is plagued by an un-
fortunate recurrent nightmare: of being led through a

series of identical rooms.

In each room he meets a

man almost identical to one he has seen before, but in
whose face there is something, some small detail, that
has been modified, so that no two of them are quite
alike. Each of the men gives him an order heaping slightly
more responsibility on his shoulders than the time before.
In the last room, Gault recalls, in which there is no.

door leading out, he meets a man whose head is wrapped
in a bright, rainbow colored cloth, who, at the same point
in the dream each night, draws a small knife from his suit
pocket with his left hand and begins to work on the wooden
desk: miraculously, with a few deft strokes, a brilliant
colored wooden mallard is carved out by the man. It

is nestled in soft wood shavings and coos quietly. Gault

¥ sits there and watches as the processes of miraculous re-

production proceed. The belly swells up, the head elongates
the  bill doubles in size; suddenly, two birds are clucking

Gault says that at this point, he weeps

openly before the man and the two ducks.

Head Discovered

MANILA — A gianl shark
that had promised to be a de-
lightful delicacy at a central

Philippine fish market sudden-

Iy turned prospective buyers
away In revulsion when a wo-
man’'s head popped out. of the
fish’'s belly as it was being cut
up.

The Philippine News Agency
said the shark, of the hammer-
head variety and weighting
about a ton, had been captured
by five fishermen off Cebu Pro-
vince.

Deeper in the 18-foot-long
beast’s belly were found human
limbs and the remains of what
appeared to be a dog, the news
agency added.

is left alone.

add some milk.

tain.

COOK IT UP--RECIPE 1
Two medium size dills are called for here.
them up. Put them aside and don't do anything to them
because that isn't kosher! Rye bread goes good here.
Fry a plantain in a brown sugar oil combination. Bana-
nas are alright, but not so sweet! ‘Sprinkle fried banan
as with a little chopped parsley and blend dice dill and
add a quarter cup of water stirring, all the time frying
the whole thing up. Now let it simmer, boiling is o.k.,
simmering perfecto!
Nothing more needs to be added, except
for the remote likelihood you like it a little thicker, then
If its too bland, add some garlicor |
throw some onim in. Some like more sugar on the plan-

SPORTS NOTE
Mack's Men Lay Collegians Low--
Yankee's spent today in Iddleness as
a result of heavy rains, which swept
this City from early morning to late
afternoon--Dick Butkus takes over -
dosage in Peoria Penthouse, found
half dead. A young colored boy of
Pittsburg says he '""knew'" Dick. ...
‘And suddenly the City was rocked
by the darker nuances of the news as
the story spread cancerously out--
It was a beautiful fall bluish day last
Saturday and all of Wuntex University
clustered heavily on the nilis like
grapes above the Kaw to watch the
school’s oarsmen work out on the
brown water. Then Mack's Men came

Dice

This meal will cook itself if it

“The Butcher”

Amiable Ed Gein, whose secret life was a Pandora’s
box of horrors when the lid was lifted in 1957,
wants out of the booby hatch. But the good
burghers of Waushura County, Wisconsin,

are far from sympathetic with his aim.

M

If on occasion Ed did get an urge to

After he did it he just stood there scream
It sounded horrible, "..... Underdogs in our

PEOPLE IN THE SCENIC lake
region of Wisconsin’s Waushura

County got mighty uncomfortable

one day this summer. It was like you
were dozing off in a chair in your back-
yard and someone sneaked up, behind

‘B you and droppéd, an ice cube down your

shirt. :

For there was Ed(Gein; 'sitting in
the witness chair in the courtroom in
the county seat at Wautoma and telling
a judge that no matter “what he was
17 yvears ago he was now sane and -would
very much like to be _tpr:llrled_ loose from
Central State Hospital. = '

He was- mild and  soft-spoken and
somehow that was even chillier because
there were people around who remem-
bered that Ed was mild and soft-spoken
back in 1957. That was the year the
police grabbed him and dredged up his
secret life, which was a horror.

An Amiable Man

Back in 1957 Ed was a b50-year-old
bachelor living on a rundown 195-acre
farm seven miles from Plainfield, a vil-
lage of 680 residents about 125 miles
northwest of Milwaukee. He’d been
brought there as a youngster of 6.“He
lived with his parents, George and Awu-
gusta Gein, and an’ older brother,
Henry. $

The Geins, with the exception of Ed,
were unneighborly and uncommunica-
tive. Ed was friendly and gentle and
liked people.

Augusta Gein dominated the house-
hold. She was a stern woman who gener-
ally. wore stiff sateen dresses and had
straight dull hair drawn tightly to a
prim knot at her nape. She would warn
Ed over and over about women. They
were hand-maidens of the devil. "She
didn’t include herself, of course, in .that
category.

When Ed reached the age for dating,
Augusta made sure he didn’t date. His
father and brother died in the 1940s
and then Augusta had her favorite son
all to herself,

She kept him thoroughly brainwashed.

Oneba said this, 1945

go out with a girl, his mother made
certain the urge was quickly suppressed.

One day Augusta had a paralytic
stroke. Ed nursed her himself but for
all his tender care she died. He turned
her room into a shrine.

The Perfect Neighbor

Eventually his grief wore off and
Ed became the perfect neighbor. Even
in middle age, he was always available
to do baby-sitting.

He never cursed, smoked or drank
and women whose husbands did fre-
quently alluded to him as somethi
of a model. This may have -mugﬁ
the menfolk but even they admired him.
because he was not only such a pleasant
guy but an accomplished handyman, He
never turned down a carpentry or ma-
sonry job and always showed up for
it on time and he never overcharged.

Good as he was with a saw and
hammer and knives (especially knives),
Ed was pretty sloppy in the housekeep-
ing deparcment. The rooms of his farm-
house became a clutter of junk. One
reason may have been that he had de-
veloped a hobby, which beecame rather
obsessive. It gave his dull routine life
some excitement and a lot of night life,

80 to speak. It was one of those hobbies

that simply had to be pursued by night.

Somewhere along the line, in spite
of the warnings of his revered mother,
Ed became interested in a woman. She
was a spinster named Adeline Watkins
who wore horn-rimmed glasses and had
her hair in bangs. She lived with her
widowed mother in Plainfield.

Ed and Miss Watkins generally got

together at her home and never at his.
Maybe he was ashamed of the cluttered
rooms. Or of something else.

Dug Crime Yarns

Usually the couple talked about books.
Ed liked books about lions and tigers
but he was partial to murder stories,

true and fictional, Ed was quite a critiec
of criminals and also the people who
pursued them.

‘“‘He'd tdll how the murdered did
wrong, what mistakes he made,” Miss
Watkins recalled, and Ed’s perception of-

SHAME




SAN ANTONIO, Tex. (AP) —
Employes of a bus terminal
watched in horror Monday
night as a Miami man f{atally
siashed his throat and stabbed
himself repeatedly in the chest.

Fred Thomas, 31, was deac
on arrival at a hospital after
the incident in the cafeteria of
the Greyhound bus terminal.
Officials said Thomas was en
route east from California.

John Scott, an off-duty police-
man working as a security
guard, struggled with the vie-
tim twice trying to get fthe
knife from him.

THE FOOD PLAYERS

Peanuts Lowrey If
Taffy Wright cf

Pie Traynor 3b
Cookie Lavagetto 1b
Peach Pie O'Connor c
Prunes Moolic rf
Luke Appling ss
Bobby Wine 2b
Grapefruit Yeargin p

THE GOOD PLAYERS

Wally Moses cf

Charlie Nice 2b

Deacon White 3b

Fred Valentine 1If
Honest Eddie Murphy rf
Jacob Virtue ss

Babe Young lb

Pius Schwert ¢
Preacher Roe p

THE FEATHERED

Alan Storke ss
Goose Goslin rf
Tris Speaker cf
Ducky Medwick 1f
Chick Gandil 1b
Birdie Tebbets c
Otto Vogel 3b
Jackie Robinson 2b
Doug ""The Bird' p

THE LITERATURE -PLAYERS

Pearl Du Monville 2b
Roy Tucker rf

Frank Merriwell ss
Mighty Casey 1b =~
Luke Gofannon cf
Roy Hobbs 1f

Bruce Pierson c
Johnny Madigan 3b
Chip Hilton p

TINTERN ABBY PLAYERS

Babe Dahlgren 1b
Cupid Childs 2b

Babe Herman If

Babe Ruth rf

Baby Doll Jacobson cf
L.oren Babe 3b

Baby Towne c

Swamp Baby Wilson ss
Sonny Siebert p

THE BAD PLAYERS

Billy Lush rf
.Braggo Roth cf
Andy High 3b
Fatty Fothergill 1f
Harry Chiti c

Hosea Siner ss
Peek-a-Boo Veach 1b
Jersey Joe Stripp 3b
Charley Faust p

THE NATURE TEAM

Ty LaForest 3b \
Bob Seeds rf

Woody English ss
Jim Greengrass cf

Oak Taylor 1If
Fred Stem 1b

Jake Flowers 2b
Branch Rickey c
Charley Root p

Z 4'EAM

Frank Zak ss

Rollie Zeider 2b

Al Zarilla rf

Gus Zernial If

Heinie Zimmerman 3b
Norm Zauchin 1lb
Billy Zitzmann cf
Dave Zearfoss c

Ed Zmich p

c /o Wood: Chuckling
Mgr.
Dept. of Baseball

Cafeteria Scene

“He was split from one end
to the other, screaming and

gasping for breath,” Scott said.
I tried to get a pressure band-
age on his throat but he must
have been doped up or some-
thing. I've never come across
anyone so strong. "’

Olga Pimentel, 27, cafeteria
supervisor, said he heard
Thomas screaming. ‘‘I ran to
see who it was and saw him
slashing his throat,” she said.
“He did it about three times.
After he did it he just stood
there screaming. It sounded
horrible.”

Olgs Pimental

Dallas
Ignites
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HARNESS NEPTONE

=

WACO MAN'S INVENTION TO CONVERT
THE OCEAN’S SWELL INTO ME-
CHANICAL ENERGY,

i RS ST T

A CONPRESSED BY WAVES

{ A DEVICE CALLED AN AIR MOTOR |.
MADE TO OPERATE BY THE UN- *
'DULATIONS OF THE SEA.

 SURCESSTIL EXPIRNENTS  WADE |

The i’flnnlpla ippruved’ by Bcientists.
The Inventotr Is a Retired |
" Texas Lawyer, |

T ey e e e, e 0

NIXOLA

By FELIX GRENDON -
Not a Bine of slush. Not a line of dulness.

. This is a romance of business with all of
the flavor and none of the fever of a Wall

Street atmosphere. The dialogue sparkles,
and the story moves with grateful swiftness.

of Wall
Street

Itis good to know Nixola, Aristide Cambeau
and all the rest. Price $1.50

They were black, then.
seals of the Pacific.

THE BOYS OF HUNDLEY WARP

As the
As the hard

baked black enamel of a Detroit

automobile.

bottom of a pipe.

As the soot at the

They were as

black as they come then.

The king's name was Lionel, the
name of a rude but proud black
Proud as a bull elephant,
or a beautiful black woman is.

marn.

Why do these dudes do what they
do ? Launching crude darts at
the feet of white and black chil-
Nailing the hammy fists
of white women to garage doors ?

Jdren- ’

The Hundléy Warp Gun Club is
active in.social causes.

An acid bath is’'suddenly conjured
by these jokers out of a carwash,

acids soaking the cars of whites

and blacks too.

Who let them

loose? Where is God? Who is

he ?

A bottle is a mouth-cork to this
bunch, a razor blade a mouth wash,

By these events, the Moon is pushed
into the-dif¢ch mud, where it leaves
an impression like a colby cheese,.

The Age of Aquarius leaves us with a

very empty feeling sometimes.

The

machinery of our tyepwriters throbs
and rattles at times.

DEAR MOON,

Why does Oneba pick his nose like
that ? In public ? In private? Is it
a nervous fic ? The pressure of the

job ? Or what ?

Answer: Oneba is the one.

The nose,

- the finger, what is the difference. °*

?ﬂww

'rec:-'ple float,
ces as shown below,
thing you can think of.

for example.

surf at,

says,

I'Iotomg Hunty Sane

SHE BLOWS AIR

Milton’s Reputation Well-
Understood, Little Deserved

. .. master of meter

- LOUIS (The Snake) MILTON

DEATH NOTICE

10

OUR UNFORMED

DEATH NOTICE DEATH NOTICE

We're sick of raising money.
B are sick of not being able to just
# crab it and run off, to erect a great
newspaper and call the thing the
We're finished, that's all.

Paid For By Sunflower Rents, Inc.

Moon.,

Dear Moon,

First you were the Process News.

ANOTHER MUNTY FREE
'he bureau of Motorpag-
chology has glven a cle-
an bill of health to yet
another member of the
much respected Munty fa-
mily, the original moto-
rpsycho road clan whilch
toured the A&FP's of the
Nation during the 50°'s.
H1l1ton Munty, shown here
alongside his Radio Carg
Association parade-car,

people blow air at doll's fa-
people do Jjust about any

FPete 1s a retired man,
reer in suitcase manufacture having ended
suddenly with an abcess of the heart muscle.
His doc said,
! And that's what our friend has been doing
for the past five years,
or rather out of,

ppl on the halmy Gulf coast
"He floats out and in with the tilde.,

Sometime's I'11 look out the window and see
him there on the beach and I'll think ft¥s -&a

"Go south,

was released yesterday
from the Agency

Motor Klinlick, af- &

ter exhaustlve ‘tests.

I.OAT

Freter wWebelo,
hls car-

Take

'ﬂr

i e K
,r.
o

rete, Take it easy.”

floating in the

Gulfport, Missi-
His wife Mort

10@, bt Al Yhurn
out to be just Pete
rolling in with the
morning tide." It

seems that FPete has # '
rigged himself a tether line more than 15 miles

long, which allows him to float out considerable
distances and explore the luminous fauna of the

gulfstream. If he wants to come in quickly he need -
only push a button on his floatation gear and he

1s reeled i1n automatically by his wife. And the gal

on the left 1s Carla--she blows air on doll's faces.

- Remember-3E FROUD OF THE FROCESS. Send us your
good-will messages-Box 591, Lawrence, Ks.66044

TSZE SZE'S 'F1RST THESIS

I. What Oneba the One has disposed and

sealed 1s called the inborn nature. The

realization of this nature is called the
process. The clarification [ the bring-

ing to light or making intelligible’] of - |
this process is called the moon. o
II. You do not depart from the process . '
even for an instant; what you depart

from 1is not the process.

Fart Muse by w. prop 26 November T4

FART MUSE

She has turned over again

I hear the weeze

of her nostrel --

her rite nostrel--

I find a quiet steel mirror
watching her good left hole
blow haze fog on the
lenses of my shades

she has cleaned my glasses -
and camp mirror

I push a hose up this breath hole

warm moist dank sprays

on my house plant leaves

She stirs and moans,

begins to cry,

'Y er using me again!"

We

I follow you guys pretty close you know.
Then you had a dismal bastard brother,
the River City Moon. Neither were a de
Prostitution pigs, arti-

cent buttwipe.

HUNDLEY WARP PTA DRAWS BLOOD

ficial waste, you guys have made an art

out of catching the obvious in a see-th -
rough saran wrap butterfly net and kill-

ing it.

Most of your stuff isn't that funny.

Private jokes and privzte jokes--the
two categories of your humor.

Eat your heart off at Big Lemo's.

Big deal.

Peggy Lawrence
MMe. DUNBARS SPECIALS THIS WEEK

Hot Peanuts Lowrey En Papillot
Lavagetto's New Cold Beef Cookies $3.00
Prunes Moolic $.99 per.

Luke Appling in Sauce Bourgogne $22.50
Grapefruit Wine Aspic '"Bobbie' $69 cents glass
Traynor's Brain Pies $ a buck a slice

Fatty Dominick Plays Fiddle at Tables $2.00
No Negroes refused. Whites admitted with tie.

Mysterious Incident

PRESIDENT DR, MARGO FLETT, PRE -
SIDENT FLETT, HEAD FOR LIFE Show -
ed surprized and impressed members of
Hundley Warp District nails drived into

the hams of the hands. She has no evidence
that this is the stigmata. In discussion
later, after the group divided off, a resol-
ution passed demanding pubic transporta -
tion for all school children to and for.

$35.00

When cells of the top layer of the skin — the epsdermis — form
foo soon and never mature, psoriasis has begun. A normal skin
cell matures in 28 to 30 days as it passes from the bottom to the top §

of the epidermis. Psoriatic cells form in six to cight days and
proliferate chaotically. The diseased cells can form a thick hrittle
laver that can crack open when the vietim moves a joint,

If extensive psoriasis goes untreated, large patches of seale can




