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Goentually: Why WMot Wow?”

"He who is morbid is uo adequate in-
terpreter of his age.' 1.A. Richards

"50 CENTS

©The City Moon

MAN SUCKS WETNAPS ;

BELLED BUZZAR

D SEEN,

NECRONAUTS CRUISE

A man in Muncy has mortified himself in a new lemon-scented way, by sucking
Wetnaps in a horrible Mexico Lindo Cafe suicide; the belled buzzard of Red-
water Texas has been seen again, coming down in a litany of frightening
wingchops to eat candy corn with delicate gamecocks on the Prop place east

of here; these odoriferous necronauts parading lost in our alleyways carrying
duck-facsimiles, dropping finger joints like bleeding peanuts on our ban-
quettes; the shocking Topeka beef-liver murders of which I will not talk; the
carp kills of Mobile Bay; the Swansea subsidences; the finding of judge Crater.
so long strolling the golden pony roads of the afterlife and the so happy re-
turn of Sal Mineo and Jim Dean, who declare heaven a simple parcourse

where they were made to complete suffering 20-mile hikes barefoot, under a
dazzling artificial sun, every day, without sustenance beyond a spoon of soy
gruel in the evenings, comparing their experience to life on Parchman Farm;
Governor Wunty of Georgia promises tent hospitals and free haircuts to boy-
scouts ; the saturnalia at the City airport continue, the runway cracks and

is not.repaired, small craft line it like the bones of -once living cattle, pissweed

sprouts from the bones; Jazzlip Richardson has opened a hotdog stand in
Croaker Park; Agonews are staggering away from earth to spread their

new definitions on orders of life, rocketing from Earth in clattersome ships
powered by propane and operated by behaviorally trained planimals given
ammonia wafers, then dropping through swift vortices to a Paradisical planet
where inhabitants pedal helium baloons; men are now walking on sidewalls
due to the powerful universalot drugs; mantids have been seen, by the thou-
sands, walking the streets of Red Water, Texas, all female, on three con-
secutive nights, gathering under da-lites for some unknown purpose, then dis-
persing and flying off; a similar conflux is mentioned having taken place in Ox-
ford, on the Old Parchman grounds, though no connection is drawn by the edi-
tors, no lusion arrived at; E ror William is sure that he was shot with
an air rifle, and not mju.!'ed by a pxece of iron thrown by an epileptic patient,
as at first reported i who i the high explosive to
which the name Shimose powder was given by the Japanese, died today. Send
all news releases to City Moon,, Box 842, Canal Sta, New York, NY 10013
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meeting at the Holiday Inn' with the New
well known pastor of South-
west Radio Church. His mes-
sage will be the latest signs in
the world concerning the
God's propheticclock. Also
there will be a slide presenta-
tion by N.W. Hutchings, min-
ister of Southwest Radio Cha-
rch. His subject i signs in the
heavens or parade of the
Planes.
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Trochilics move down the river
on spiralling double-wheel ro-
tation machines motorized by
an exitremely small and light-
blue finished electric engine.
As they reach the dam on the
Kaw at Lawrence, the slow bank, joyfully offering their
moving wheels tangle in the drift-  flesh to be eaten by the trochil-
'wood, and they are forced to ics. The Editor was.on the
camp along the bank at night, bridge instantly, carrying his
and people stopped their autos camera and a small handgun.
and backed up traffic along the He had seen the beatniks, he
bridge and stared. Some hurled had seen the hippies, he had

accidental visitors. They sat
in circles around their camp-
fires roasting carp on sticks.
One of them made a circular
motion above the water and
catfish spun out onto the mud-

rotting tomato hearts on the seen the revolution come and go,

The
Insect
Dung béstisi{Searab) Hymenopteran ovipositing i on aphid (Homoptera)
Compound pushing a ball of dung
(Coleoptera)
e y e
Plo?nmc]vmmc T0 he had written about the beef-

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

Had Milton lived in a world be-
smudged by the presence of

these new trochilics, Paradise
Lost would have read

Westworld, And if they'd gone

to Mississippi in Faulkner's

time, the Hamlet might read

like WarhoI's Blow Job. Why

can't our attorney-general do
something about them ? Scien-
tists at the great university here
have said, "When I think of tro-
chilics, I think of spirochetes

and roundworms and certain ro-~
tifera, not to mention the double
helix itself. "' Why does the turn-
key let them out every night

when they 've been jailed by day ?
They say it takes three or four
hard-muscled athletes and a

$6.98 brace and bit to drill
through the heart chamber of an
old trochilic.

Mother blind. fFather dead.

SUICIDE PARK--
PAGE TWO

It's worth it.



plank ?

If you want your soul to whistle and shout, if you want your mind to turn about,
whip a quick batch of Noxage up: two thumbs of paregoric, avacado honey,
lemon oil, a squirt of soda. A potent histamine, Noxage's properties range
widely, unfenced, so that, if taken unwisely, you'll have the cattle of your mem-
ory feeding by the highway of your soul. Oneba here. And you'll be hawking
up cysts that look like seeds of corn, if you don't mind yourself . . ..‘. El

Mother blind, father dead, Lefty Oregon sawed his feet off, then worked up
his body with a handsaw in Suicide Park Thursday, Why? Or why do people
hire Rasputins to whack them in the forhead with sappy pieces of yellow pine ‘

1'd like to see Cliff Cox or another one of the so-called new age journalists
go out on a limb and murder the English language trying to explainit. . . . . M

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

§ to stay or go.

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

L

Canal Street Station, New York, New York, 10013

This necronaut craze is really filtering down. i ER
God, listen, I had a beer with Woodie Guthrie Gems oF LITERATURE
today. At the Putty Tat club in north Little God
Roch. My chick and me spotted him in a back

Your paper is no more than ordinary. It yellows, if left in direct sun-
light. It costs too much to lace and use in'kitty's box. It draws coffee
through solid china into radiating stains if cups are set on it. If you

slap a fly with it you're lucky to curl a feeler. As a butwipe, it chaffs.

must have loved the plain people;
He made 5o many of them.

—Lincoln,

‘booth. TLet me say, he stank like cantaloupe = |
rind three days garbaged. But the eyes were
bright, the smile taut, and steady. The guitar
pretty much suffered advanced woodrot, ob-
vious vermiculation. The poor boy couldn't
put a sentence together right, yet he seemed
to have direction. His limp fist disclosed a
Greyhound ticket to Paducah, Kentucky,
where he claimed he had work awaiting. My
honey gasped awfully when he offered to pick
for us and lost a finger joint like so much
cheddar among the strings. So long Moon.
Hello Woodie. So good to have you back. Padu-
cans, get on watch.
Yours,
Lutheran Walter
Cincy
T have trcome: inavesngly itaed
nd digostod A% e very evident g~
ertloving” procivities af your editorisl
board.

P. N. CHARBONNET, M.D.
“Tulsa, OKla.

As a firestarter in the potbelly it stinks.ofisulphur and smokes, a

It frightens children and narrow minded adults, as all well told truf
does. And the worst thing, it won't postpone the committments of the
flesh a moment, and all of us are scarab bait.
dred modes of dying every issue, belabors the dogshit'and ignores pres-
sing social ills. Never does it even in passing mention speak of the

great woman's struggle, though it endlessly harps on stuff oblique to
the point of fabulism. Come back, Moon. Come down to earth. Even-

tually, why not now ?

1) How many Mauritian Readers receive the
monthly Polish Review from you?

2) When will Polska Airways come to Mauritius?
)-What is the main product of your country
and what you export to ofher countries?

Koosmaoty Tacouri (Miss)

5 MAURITIUS

Yours,
Beverly Donne
Chelsea Payilion
Outerditch Rd.

Sir — I found your article very

* interesting. You introduced quite

a few new items, such as simulat-
ed wood gear knobs from. Leston
and key holders with insignia
from CUD.

Joseph S. Tso

Amateur Ari Thriving

Thanks to Paul Georges

fromV_~_ F v

s a young boy 1 was permit-
ted access (o ‘man talk’ This

rectly, howeves
the farm was limited to having
a good time at no_one else’s
expenze and the ‘intent’ was
Dot debased.

MEN LOSE THEIR

fancy booty in jail. E

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

At about the same time that
was_allowed into the men

not righteous, neither was it
the debauchery to be found in
the city. Something told me
that deep in the bowels of the
inner city the human trash was
piled thick and that we farmers
stood white and clean next to
that :

Sl.A[;K from page 3

Another sexy lover in the
men's restroom in Forest
Park, Grid #50, Dets. Jer-
ome Klipfel and Larry Kling
er found to their amazement
the popular John Soehike,
while, 28, and residing 1t
1180 Moorlands, Richmond
Heights. He had on a mad
sex drive thal was seem-
ingly out of control as he
talked phrases of lave and
carried on piningly with &
saturated whine. It was deep
voiced and racuous, the kind
another sexy man loves lo
hear.

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

The Moon lists a hun-



Dear Moon

Did you know that the toad sheds its skin all in one
piece? An exellent gris-gris. We have crab eye
anklets, hand-made bamboo pipes, La Perla extract,
targum, bulk pine oil, dog and pony jerky, smoked
bluecat, ironwood prayer stools, the head of Oneba
in goat chees, D-meat pouches, Boy Howdy cloth
facsimili's. Visit us at Parchman Farm.

Mother K.
Oxford Box 10

Henrik Ibsen (not Gibson) is back. An exceedingly sly,
acute, observant, cadgy poseur is he, sitting noisy in
the Mexico Lindo Cafe, purring at the floozita tottering

by like a baby lynx, 'her high-heeled spikes pocking
the floor. He mumbles a language distinctly Scandin-
avian - Norwegian - where travellers to the City are
likely to stop for luncheons and take their after dinner
coffee. One notes his visits are timed to the hours
when the greatest flow of peddlers appear at Lindo. *

omem““m.m
FREAKISH JAVANESE, ]

A Buffalo Skull Carried Thous.
ands of Miles,
90000000

He takes his seat, he folds his paper lengthwise,
chimney-shaped, smearing the ink on his fingers in
his deliberate fussiness. The hat, spectacles; hand-
kerchief: all these, too, are arranged by the fingers
of Ibsen. The shiny silk chapeau is hung uvon the point
of a chair dowel, and several pairs of eyeglasses are
placed upon the table. Every few moments he changes
glasses, always pausing to wipe again and again the
pair placed upon his nose. As he reads his newspaper,
apparently wrapped up in its perusal, a close observer
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Mutations:
Responsible for Musty Odors

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

Soon, they drift to campsites along the trenches where
they dig greenworms and fish for spoonbill and mud
shad. Then, forgetful, they hunker back to the cities
which before expelled them, to steal meat and be

notes that Ibsen's eyes shift and dart like
fishing pole tips, rather than fastening themselves to dre

the printed page. The shy old dog
to see if he is watched.

The fact that Ibsen never entrusts a dime to a
retary, but calls them dollies instead as he shuffles

jitney in his pocket all the way to

is duly recorded here in the City Moon.

waits
to be seen, this too we

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

slammed behind bars. Ishi Asia is their leader, and

o, on Novody “m;‘d L e he says that they never call themselves by their own
n n i ﬂ.g‘,‘,y‘;‘m"r{gg‘ a2 At u;..’ names, though each necronaut has a host of names
is glancing around ummfzwu i M.":;:" o among his peers.

sec-

the bank himself
And he

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

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

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

THAWED BOY
JOTS NOW

As you remember no doubt,
reader, Kenny Cubus returned
from the dead more than a dec-
ade ago, in these pages of the
City Moon, the first of Oneba's
necronauts to do so: Today
Kenny is as'alive as your or me,
busy jotting impressions of the
refrigerated rooms, the silent
years of frosty discomfort, of
vitreous flotations, rubber
suited, on the trenches, place

to place, no more than an empty
shell of August cicada bloating
on a surface tension. His breath

gathers in a floceulus, which is

City: It's been a week of morphing, and I can't stop
my forward progress. Rigid on my cot, as though
settled in a pyramid for the ages. The vitajell
getting into me by tubing the blood. The sisters in
a horseshoe at my bed, reading me code from the
rector's logbook. Thanx to St. Jude for favors gran-
ted. One of them slaps me hard in the face. A
good dream, a broken egg spilling yoke, has been
intruded by the sting of a cold hand on,a cheek,
There's a baseball game on the radio. The
seventh inning stretch.
Venus drops acid
Droplets of sulfuric acid more concentrated than the
acid in a car batiery: have been identified; in the cloud tops
of Venus, >
*}INOJT) * L JeSU ‘onusAy
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iDear Absurdo Editor: friends who rended from us also
rented out our Johns to the Red
Lion station on the corner, I

didn’t mind the grease in the sinks

[Enclosed, please find one hot
news bulletin for the MOON.
[Rumor has it that the Hawaiian 0
grunter is in fact the lately risen
necronaut Ernie Kovacs in a cheap Vendo machines.
print shirt. Copy is from the AR~ pv
KANSAS GAZETTE, T
Tat Cafe is an Age‘ncy h:
(Note that nothing is said about What
Authorities did with the lower part
of Simmons' nose. We are won-
dering what next.

< nor the swirling vicous ¢hi* marks
7 in the johns, but they broke our

No more instant
Jor that quick pick me up on

a
and smffmg empty cat food tins.
Also the phone number on the wall
asking us to call for a hot night is
comsiected to some congressman from

Ohio's‘office. What could be sillier

than that to pick up the phone for

twat and get the U.S. Congress? I
%ask you

Anyhow, the move back was tire-
some, but we're pretty happily in-
stalled. For a few days we had
some trouble because our former

Lefty *

like a hive of cotton candy between
his coonlike eyes and his auto-
matic pencil. Photographs of him
appear starkly on pages of
Saturday Moons. A sight to
frighten any child. A dog wouldn't
piss on it. A halftone horror

says the proctor. The sisters
are mute when conversation

turns to Kenny, the Boy Howdy.
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by Editor Farbo

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

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

1 parked in front of the Tunney Arms, an agency hotel
in Dodge City and went into the cafe in the lobby, the
Hunger Art. I boughta copy of the City Moon and sat
down to have coffee. A man at a back booth stared
conspicuously at me, dunking a griddle bun in his
brown soup, then kneading it with fingers thick at the
hilts and tapering carrotlike, choffing it down, in a fit
of clumsy swallowing. I ordered C-meat strips and a
soycake. I opened my City Moon to the code page:''Demo
nitely. Working painlessly with needles on a Stage in base-

ment, Poet Black throwing the teetotum. See this act to be-
lieve," The man watched me continuously, coughing and tap-

ping his spoon on the table to'get my attention, an aromatic cig- -
arette held close to the clownlike lips. Somewhere in the cafe a
radio voice, like dry reeds in a windswell, talking of floccules,

sun spots, fading in static and returning. I looked around to lo-
cate the radio but saw no sign of it. One drives around, moves
from hotel rooms to public morphing houses, walks streets, thumbs
books in what's left of the Almagordo library, sips weak coffee in
Cafes, and watches out for Dinsmoor. He's not one to be exact. More
likely he'll name a region of the Farm system and a month, even a
season--see you in the fall, Farb. . eastern Kansa. I was happy this
time to have run into him so quickly, if it was him. A trochilic is stationed
on the banquette outside, spinning teetotums and begging jitneys. His woman
has a line of birdwings, starlingI suppose, strung from the pole of a dalite to
the bumper of my Nash. Snow thickened on the roof of the City Moon building
across the street, kitty corner. Plainfolk suffled along the avenue in Army wool,
ens, heads bowed into the cold wind of the plain, puddles frozenin the street,

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

An oriental woman sat a few stools down from me at the counter, working at. -
code in a City Moon with a lead pencil. She had recently come in from the snow,
a sprinkling of it like salt in her pepper-black hair, and on the shoulders of her
army coat. As the kitchen doors opened and closed, I heard the rattle of din-
nerware, a baseball game on a radio, a tiny plainsman frying griddle buns in a
pot of hot fat. Finished eating, I walked into the lobby proper and sat down to
watch the television set, which was lag-bolted to the floor and enclosed in a

wire cage. A few Tunney residents, most of ‘them agents, sat quietly in front

of the screen, ‘some of them morphing out in wingback chairs, one of them wear-

e through the Eastside historic area in narrowing spirals, Dinsmoor eating
fi

“tricky run like this and issue a junker vehicle,

ass hole, on the other a miracle man in mufti. And who
can deny that he does, in a way unknown yet, generate
low life forms from palm-loads of, as far as we can
tell, ordinary peat?' "Yes, they're fouling the side-
walks all over town," ''Sure, it's temporary, clearly
imperfect, but life nevertheless. It's something in his
genes, Farb, and they say he's working for the agency
these days. d what is a little shit in the face of one
who has capped the well of the vis vitalis ?"! "I've al-
ways though of it as stage magic, Mr. Dinsmoor, noth-
ing really to fuss over.' "So, then where are all these
cockers coming from? As you say, they're lousy in the
streets, barging into restaurants.' 'The Nash is wait-
ing, Mr. Dinsmoor. I'll be anxious to get a seat in the
front row, for a close look at the procedures. ' '"This
is the latest, he's been reviving dogs for short periods,
stimulating the midbrain with galvanic devices, calling
them necronauts, a clever coinage of his. He claims
it a matter of time before our dead uncles will be back
to haunt the taverns, to sip jitney and tell tales of the
great beyond, and our aunts to rattle piano keys again. "
"The Nash is waiting, Mr. Dinsmoor. " Dinsmoor
asked if I knew the Oriental woman sitting down from us,
forking a plate of D-meat and eating it half heartedly, at
the same time paying close attention to what we were
saying. I said no, that there was some slight resemblance to
1'd ed e, though eclipsed in my
memory. ""Parchman is a very well-known memory dump,'"he
said. A dot of the brown soup he had eaten dried rubbery on his
coat collar, his teeth like rat's teeth, the smell of camphor enclos-
ing the air around him. "Sometimes I wonder whether they're trying
to restore life down there or dribble it away--most of the farm-sys-
tem truants I've interviewed are empty husks, Farb, sad sad prodi-
gies, all the gut and substance eaten out." '‘Shall we head on over to
the Eastside, Mr. Dinsmoor 2" In the Nash, Dinsmoor and I drove

ighars. He said, "Oneba will tell us what to do. Oneba will give us the
word. " "The bottom line, ' I said. ‘At a corner, a huddle of plainfolk

attracted Dinsmoor. We pulled over to the curbing. One of Oneba's dogs was
in flames on the banquette. '"Drive away, Farbo. Get out of here. They could
notice we're in an agency car. We don't want to provoke them. They'll be on
us like flies, wanting figbars, targum and jitney tokens, a dozen other things."
"' guess they're sick of nothing and D-meat, "I said. He offered afigbar,
which I refused, not caring for the sweet taste and gritty seeds, and we drove
on, looking for signs of the demonstration. Dinsmoor raked at his patches of
scale, attending to the ones on the backs of his hands more than the rest. "They
say, ' he said, "that Oneba keeps his crippled feet in a canvas bag." "I would-
n't know, "I said. '"You're too spare with words, Farbo. Be looser. I see
soft slippers and long corridors in your future." "I really can't say, "I said.
""You see, there you go again. How can you prosper in the journalism field ?
The acorn embraces the oak, if you see what I mean. Spill more beans, ass
hole, How can you expect to cut the mustard ?" I dialed in a radio station and
we listened to a football game being played in Chicago, a few brief minutes left
in the last quarter. Sooty starlings lined the eaves of broken down factories and
mills, an egg of moon threated at the skyline, frozen auras clouded the glare of
dalites blinking on for the night. The City itself, as ancient as it was, brittled
in the cold. "Turn the heater on, Farbo." '"I'm afraid it doesn't work, I
turn it on and nothing happens. " " Typical of the agency, to send us out ona
Fucking ass holes. We'll freezej
to death in the middle of nowhere. It doesn't matter, Who gives a shit?" We
saw the beam of an arc-light sweep the sky, the first hint of where the demo
might be. We decided to head in that direction, to see what we could find. On
Centrola Boulevard, a ponycart rattled over bricks, a plainsman tooting a ka~
zoo in the bed of it, selling hot soy waffles, We hailed him and bought two a-
‘glhece. They were served in a fold of waxed paper, coated with cane syrup.

ing elaborately tubed and goggled headgear. In the mensI shit, a
like a ;oat with scours, searched it for white worms. I tucked in my shirt

tails, ‘straightened my agency blazer, washed my hands. At the counter of the
Hunger Art again, I waited for Dinsmoor to make an official gesture of contact
with me. I drank another cup of coffee, my stomach soured, the water served
me in a plastic tumbler warm and clouded. Dinsmoor at last came forward.
"Farbo? The journalist?" We shook hands mechanically and smiled shallowly.
He made his apologies for having me wait so long. He said he didn‘t want to
approach the wrong man and be shot somewhere and left in the open air to die
leaking, and have the grackles and crows pecking at his goggles. 'I assured

him I was the right man. Dinsmoor said he was anxious to get to the clinic in
Alamogordo, his jaws grinding cowlike on a ball of targum. Before that, though,
and here a spindled finger of his indicated an item on the code page of his Moon ;
we would have to cover Oneba‘s demonstration, over on the Eastside, one
historic areas. '"Have you seen him do needlework, Farbo?" "I'm afraid not."
"Ah, then. So this will be the first time." "Yes, I think so." "The Cilt_z
Moon has no idea what to make of him, Farbo, On the one hand he's a ect

o

that the stung his teeth and he threw them out
the window as we drove away, still in clear sight of the vendor. "Dogfood, "'
Dinsmoor said. "I hope he saw that.'" The closer we approached the source of
the beacon, the more difficult it became to locate exactly. We found ourselves,
once in the neighborhood of it, a little disoriented. We circled the same blocks,
re-crossed the same intersections, the architec ture so much of a piece that we
had to get along without landmarks. We parked the Nash under a dalite, locked
it, thinking we would be better off on foot. In a few minutes, as though the car
had been steering its own course, we were standing in front of the place. We
heard a Sousa march playing hollowly from the throat of the loudspeaker, some-
where in the vicinity.

- T0 BE CONTINUED.

A MLITARY GENIUS ARISES IN EUROPE TAKING CREDIT FOR THE WAR

Gons
Hotel

HE 1S KNOWN IN THE SCRIPTURES AS THE BEAST.

‘SOMEWHERE ON THS EARTH.

F msqwm...“mmmo‘“
T seCReT THE CHIEF OF WARLOCKS ... SATAN'S MAN.
N THIS EARTH NO ONE WILL BUY OR'SELL WITHOUT HIS NUKBER
.. 6,

‘SCRIPTURE ALSO CALLS Hit ANTICHRIST .. AND HE IS NOW LIVING

WILL LOSE AN EYE

Tarrytown, N. Y., Sept. 9—Frederick
Herishaw will be blind In his left eye

Aftee hee marciage to John Rolfe.

AT LORD

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

VERY CHOIGE

every package. brewed by The National Brewing Co.




THE DRAIN WOMAN

The 'drain woman has pecul-
iar opportunities to consider
human nature from its meaner side.
She finds bottles, broken crockery,
sodden Oneba life dolls, castoff gar~
ments, old shq bones, dead rats,

5 u name it, as she
Pweary way ankle-deep in

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

o4 N City so many dollars and so man
‘"‘ ] lives. Let's remember the drain
‘woman a moment. Think of her next.
time you consider flushing that
litter of kitties down the toilet, or
the old moldy sausages, the rancid
Brussels sprouts.

Moons
Absent, I write for my pretty
stead. Soon she will read ¢,
many subjects from for -
Turkey to emotions like
Last time she did magic

cousin, in her
her verses on
eign lands like
hollowness.
flying dog

" MOTHER'S CURSE MARKED BY A TURILE

tricks. She shovel- led a rat ter- 3

rier into the air where it hung LZORA FEELS that “my mother marked me at birth.” “She was Alzora has no fear of marking her own children, if she and her

until she sent it snapping and fishing on a river’ bank one day and caught a turtle and tried to  husband decide to have any. “I could have childrep but Id have

whimpering to bleacher seats take it off the hook. But the turtle bit my mother and my fatherhad ~ to have an operation_on me tojdeliver them. I ky;ow 1 would not

below. She told the audience to cut it off her finger. When the turtle bit my: mother—she was  mark my child because T don't have evil thoughts. i

it wasa ca- nine imperviously carrying me at the time—she cursed it and cursed all turtles. 1 came During shiow sesson Alzora.Iives in @ world of Frealis: Aligator

made by dead wizards, not of out marked this way because of that. Boys, Bear Girls, Armless and Legless Wonders, Fat Women and
4 i 5 bat b “My mother marked all of us children. A brother was born with  Skinny Men.

asinalonic gin, but mamu- fingers all the saine length because while father was cutting a hog, It is a world of numerous bitter arguments and strange boastful-

factured and utterly without my mother said something fo him and he cut off his fingers. The  ness about the extent of deformity but one with very little racial

feeling. For proof, she baby was born with perfectly even fingers, all the same length. prejudice. Many of the freaks at Rosen’s Coney Island show are

had the dog roar like a wolf “Another sister was marked by a cat. My pa came home drunk = ‘Negroes. One, Pearl Jeffries, who is 32 has been a freak “since 1 was

after it had clearly given the one night and argued with my mother about fixing him some food.  two and got fmsﬂ.)xm-n." She is a quadruple amputee. Pear] and

ghost up. Very little drool, Mother slamined the oven door shut and put some wood o the fire. - Alzora are close friends and tend to supplement each other. Whereas

‘only at the mouthcorner, En- Then she started to make some h\;{,c.l.lns, You l)m:;w ho;vdn - '\I\ril!t .:Izn., = veach an electric light pull cord, Pearl, by standing on

4 crawl in an oven to keep warm? Well. our cat had crawled into tha e ees, can.
core, ey ! °§‘§‘3; S%‘t:ei&ed oven and when m()lhsropened the door-the cat was cooked. My Al ma’s dveam is to buy a house in Brookly: and have a floos
sﬁg:z She | s:ayed that night sister was born with the mark of a cat on her.” level

and offered

money and shut
her down. Now

she is a common
art monkey, down on her luck try-
‘ing to pierce the National
Poetry Ranch System
another Plath

Among the inventions made by
women are: copper tips for
shoes, the baby carriage, the
washing machine, the bread-
‘neading machine, a self-filling-
fountain pen, a portable type-
writer, a stem winding watch,
the bustle, and three important
improvements in the sewing
_ machine,

Sincerely,
Parabeau Lassie
12 Lot 5 Ward
Prefecture

"7 T00 BIG TO ARREST#+h+*
The New York Journal

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

i 2 without bothering herself to pay the government any license. They are
powerless to prevent it. >
W ! A Vi It is easy enough for an officer to inform her that she is under arrest,
7 7 but bringing her to trial is a different matter, as she is too heavy to

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

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

So she sits, or reclines, by the whiskey cask and deals out corn Juice
in defiance of law. “Her supply may be destroyed, but it is impossible
to keep an officer over'her all the time, and she soon has a new supply
brought in. L =

g :
~ -DEAR HYACINTH
DEAR HYACINTH _
S DEAR HYACINTH
H -- Contemporary psyéhologists say that to be fully
liberated we must turn our fantasies into reality.
Well, the other night I did just this, The only prob-.
lem is, the boy-next dogr was peeking in a window at
the height of my tmost fearful dream come true. Now
I can't look at him in the eyes, and each evening I #
hear someone panting. Is it me or him? Juggo -
| i §  Huisack, Tx,.

‘ 3

Dear Jug. Act out yur fantasy, then when you héak the pant, go
set ur alarm for the wee wee hours. Creepto his witgiqwd W
profusely. If he gets off, you gota friend. - ' ° _Jacinth

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

Dear Bebo: Next time you're in Safeway, snatch a pile of scab grapes.
Pluck several off the stem and juggle them as you walk down the drag. If
nothing happens, you are clearly on the wrong track. Place ther
pocket and massage gently as you walk, but don't mash as the

. - sl your trousers. . _

‘The state department of public welfare had Thallenged Miss Tate's A caskel containing the body of an unidenti-

Mrs. Baldres pawned her di
Limbless Unwed Mother to Keep Baby sy tocare or thechi fied Infant girl was ca

o a A
Niya, Dallas by Walter Baldree and his markor will bear the name “Snow White, "
Baldrous fou

""Tﬂ mond ring to pay for the services . '
ind the bady In  trash can, which Mrs. Baldrse chase for the child.



Laws of Gravitation

Farbo here, journalist, roving
for the City Moon.

The news now cautions of floc~
cules on the sun, suggests we
stay indoors and wear the head-
gear. Most of us do, in keeping
with city ordinances, and with
the memory of recent medical
moons so freshly kept. They
hung blue and bulbous over the
city, washing us all in a bath

of radio medicine. The cheeks
of those at large then, without
headgear, puffed out and erup-
ted in rings of blister and pus-
tule, white worms were seen
in the feces. . . .

Iam not one to poke my nose
outside on a night like this, for
the passing delight of radio
medication, and risk a meta-
bolic incident. Isn't it enough

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

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

They've put the relics of Boy
Howdy in glassine bags for the
time being, eventually to be
publicly chown at the Church of
the Ark, all adrape in purple
chintz, as Oneba was when they
waked him the last time.

Dear City,

One of these days somebody will
stab Oneba's little monkey

heart and that will be that. Mark
what I'm saying, Moon. Listen,
this is it.

THI; lowly and uncultured Tartars—when books fell into
their possession—ate them -lo acquire the knowledge con-
tained therein.

Somé of Professor F:

President Faunce of Brown Uni-
versity charges that one.of the
things the twentieth century will
Tave to answer for is the “moving
picture mind” Al life, to many of s
our young people, he says, iz &
serics of snapshots with no chance
for a timo exposure. Hence they
can not think straight on any sub-
ject. Their minds are a bundle of
transient impressions and confus-
ed ideas. There is something in the
educator’s charge. Thinking takes
time and application and for most
people in this age of the automo-
Lile and the flickering celluloid,
conditions ere nat right for it.

EMPHASIS WEEK
MAY 5th to 10th

I'M WAITING
FOR SOMEONE TO ASK ME
to_join the National

Alliance to Keep and
Bear Arms.

friends  met

return my $4."

Gambler Slays Pal
at Gambling Table

Different folks are said to
have different strokes. In a ler to do the McArthur and
night gambling game two old return with Is weapon. Hill
and played couldn't believe his close
against each other expecting friend would take his life,
to have a nice time, but it but he was vastly mistaken.
didn't turn out that way at
all. The devil got in the los-
er, ‘Clarence Miller, 65, of
5975 Cote Brilliante and he
argued with his next door
gambling neighbor, Jim Hill,
74, of 5973 Cote Brilliante.
The fuss waxed hotter and
hotter ‘and soon a climax
was reached. Miller went
home and got his .22 rifle
after saying to Jim Hill,
“Fool, you cheater, I will
slay. thée in the name of
Jesus Christ and put you
where you belong if youdon't

in Flight

Dear City Moon,

Masses of a sticky threadlike
material floated across Alamo-
gordo skies the afternoon of
March 16, causing general con-
sternation among those out and
about that day. It ranged from
the size of a match-head to 10
ft. globules, drifting into the
heart of the City, clinging to
grass, metal, and cement. At
first, we thought it was a syn-
thetic precipitate of the air it-
self, later it seemed to be noth-
ing more than spider webbing.
At the height of the invasion, the
air oyer the City was filled with
webs.at a density of almost 1/
square ft. Those of us wearing
headgear found the baffles in our
tubing uselessly fouled with the
stuff. It was cloying sweet to
sniff, but tasty and edible. We
saw grackles beaking it from their
wings, grounded and helpless,
firescouts throttling them, break-
ing the necks, dropping them into
canvas sidepacks. We are writing
to the City Moon, praying that
Oneba Will answer. Please,
Oneba. Help if you can.

Best Wishes,

Mother K
Seeress

A farmer who lives one mile
north of Oxford, Mississippi,
informed a City Moon corres-
pondent thata belled green par-
rot spent the day with him on
his farm. He saw it several
times coming down to eat corn
with his chickens. He describes
the bird as being of prodigious
size and having a clackerless
brass bell fastened around its
neck. Though it talked away
while it ate, the farmer was un-
able to dxshnguxsh the sense oi
what it was saying.

A yarmerapn anpears T the paners s
ook calling aitendion to_ (he mitect

: oy
P .mmunmnm nieh obsiracis
the snser ption.

It didn’t take long for Mil-

When Miller pointed his gun
at Hill, Hill said, *Don’t do
that to me. I thought we were
friends.” Boom! The ill deed
was done. Miller shot Jim
Hill in the abdomen and Hill
was rushed to the HGP Hos-
pital. This was about 11:30
p. m. Thursday, Aug. 12. At
2:30 a. m. Friday, Aug. 13
Mr. Jim Hill was pronounc-
ed dead. The gamibling gun-
man was jailed for murder.
It occurred in Hill’s own
house.

Center—Lilly, the

Dayton, Ohio, July Z—Shift the
scenp from Washington today, cast
Professor Willium E. Freier into
the leading role, and—

Be prepared for another first-
2lass “expose.

You will find they are not real—
the “Humandrella Monster, found |
only in the Blacl of South

Water.  Rectangus;

Flovida swamps,
other petrified freaks
o I coes. sidothovs

vy

50 willtell
You they are. not e i

Top—Epho, the a
Bottom—the wader rectangus.
‘made fhem with his o
Hace ot s eostas beas e
fore the public in the last twenty
years haye come from his “Freik
Foundry.
THis. process? Wel, it s smgle,
vivid imagination and a
Sl st viviection of small s
mals and_fish make up the most
it

His-latest desizs, Lil, the Al-
Ugnmr Gitl,” an 0,” 2 W
re h

g turned out to

mbination of stray

Epho is
teeth, the

cadily | and bones of doceused Daykan do-

confusses they are fakes, for emestic animal

The La Goon cafe is finally opeu
in the South Parchman historic
area. Prairie clam steaks, gum-
boot pie, rooster comb salad,
chili-heart cold plates. Little
Toni on the pianoforte. No min-
imum. Proper styles of hair and
dress. Passcards will be in-
spected. Come, have a great time,
despite all, Relax here. Oneba
does electrocautery Sunday nites,
Look for the sign of the headless
cock. 24 hrs,




ONEBA SLAPPED)

A trochilic came out of an audience in Cincinnati,
slapped Oneba repeatedly across the cheeks, and

then escaped, through a back exit, in the midst of the
confusion. His appearances are charged with mixed
emotion, something subtle and unseen rides the moods
of the crowds, like surface tension over stagnant pools.
The slightest ripple brings up mudded creatures long
asleep at the bottom. Recovered from the slapping,
Oneba gave this statement to reporters: Oho, the old
earth is frolicsome tonight. Be joyful. All for One
and One for All, Only the dead ones feel no pain.

Life is worth no more than a jitney. Spend it. We
are all measured units. What's a little slap? In the
face of death ?

Dear City Moon:

We're plumb weary of Oneba's restorations camping
on our lawns, and their fires leaving burnt circles
in expensive zoysia, and their clowning faces peering
in at our televisions through the picture window. We've
already had to install jalousies. Three types of fenc-
ing so far tried, but nothing at all keeps them out for
long. They grin at us like shit possums. We're af-
raid for the safety of the children.
Three angry
citizens,
Names Deleted, Cincy

My dear readers. This is Oneba speaking. Listen.
There are manifest defferences between animals and
men. My terriers naturally dig under the barns for
rats and my pointers set the poultry and sparrows,
just as birds fly and fishes swim. To say all men
are born equal in abilities and dispositions is an in-
sult to ordinary intelligence. Imagine teaching the
average farmer that razorbacks are as good as durocs
or scrub sires as good as any among the cattle and
poultry, or that any kind of seed is good enough to
plant. Readers, 1t doesn't stand to reason. Send me
dreams. In these future columns I will interpret.
Free of charge. See you at the Hunger Art 1 Picnic.
I will exhibit my new Electric Belt and Suspensory.
Boy Howdy will be there too, and even Poet Black,
fully restored.

1 A Camel-Udder Box

{ Mr. Bowles writes from Tangier

4 a Tangerine desert fruit

|is Iudicrous in California we laugh
the sun sets summer fades

\the red birds alight, their feet are red
; U the horror of the men

[the menace of ﬂight

\they are armed serious like soldiers

There is menace in the elevators
| state-of-siege outside the balconies
learth rumble of heavy weaponry

I am frightened small white
helpless bullied and believe in hell
% 1 am Dondi no-teeth

look

The shine of the far-riding animals
and we detect the fetor in the grime-
crocodiles part the immaculate leaves
school mls dry in their dictionaries

i

discharge haunts them nightly
the nestled cunning, sleek deceit
through lifetimes of acedia make substitute
for repose they could not seize £

we got off the icebox quarter past noon Y
when all the goons on 12th street set up highf

3.

the tiger dreams awake the

the jungle heat

it beats upon Marpasian rock

fraying strands of days payed out like line

the jeering cats in silence of garages
caught in their own jism seethe

in smuggled cauldrons of infamy
skimmed off the cream of animals

the jungle is deleted

the white man screams in the living room
gorgeous and beaten his mind

fertile to the inserted fang

the twenty-four inches of his dream whang
slipped bang into the daylight,
there by:the bolus tree

‘W. Pounds

Overnight
rod
repair

HAIRCUT REGULATIONS

So now the City council says regulate haircutting, no
mo process jobs, no mo konkin, no mo nuffin bro. We
all get regulation Paris Island bowl-crimp shave jobs,
and stand in annoying lines to get them. We palm na-
tional jitneys and pay the barber for his rude slicing,
‘We have little bleedings on the scalp, ticklike scabs
to comb out. Come payday we all rush downtown, our
khakies fat with jitney paper, so that we can get our
haircuts and look like one another. So much more
security that way, both personally and nationally, as
reminded us, speaking ex-cathedra.
want nothing more than barber college
and a national haircutters permit, and then it's a
shoo-in lifewise. Easy Street. A nice bird-blue
cherry perched in the driyeway, a boss aluminum
Airstream, with a pinch of equity in 1t's jalousy win-
dows. All that any modern family unit can get a
purchase on it-can keep, in short, if any member
holds a federal tonsorial card. One is fixed for the
duration, can travel unmolested by road patrols.
Oneba says this: the bagatelles of today surely will
be the ordinances of tomorrow. The surprising fact
ig fiow dashing, how purposeful, how bright and cool=-
ieish Americans can look, how ready to open the

* In Norwalk, Calif, an immigrant
dairyman, Gerberi Van Dyke, hooked up
twenty-four of his cows to a milking
machine, watched horrified as a short
circuit knocked them down, killing thir-
teen. He complained: “Nothing like this

HOUSEHOLD TIP

During dog days, watch your
drains, Scalding and washing \through the world a pool of curiosity.
soda must be spooned down sink

Entee Shine, knocker at a slaughterhouse
locally, let it flow today for a girl at the
Victory Dress Shop and was seized by
police shortly after.

Apparently Entee took a real shine to a
checker girl and displayed his better

half to her innocence, at which she scr-
eamed and he jumped into a pile of fake
Christmas logs nearby; inexperience

got Shine shortly slammed into a jailhouse
rock wall, while the laughter of armed
blues outside the cell shook Shine.

Now he is withering in Cell 24, Block 41,
stumbling because his eyeglasses have
been stolen, beaten at what little checkers
he plays, and broken; seven hungry
mouths wiggle in the air in his house, and
blacken his name. Shine needs help, This}
is a basically decent man who married
early, lacking experience, and wandered

At the slaughterhouse they say no

ever happened in the old country.”

Life Not Extinct i
Chigken'siHear! Taken
From Egg 8 Years Ago-

‘| each pipe

drains each day. In the bathroom)

individual can replace Entee, and

to destroy injurious germs all the
pipes should be thoroughly flushed
each mormng with boiling hot
water. Al = into

THEY'LL DIE

Iary
chrloride of lime.
kill,

Drains can

ensational New
! Business

BRINGS
STARTLING
| e L'?.,‘REE;‘JM i

E .I‘Ql‘nufx’r‘}?xﬁ

FIRST OF THE CHAUFFEURS

Were men who in fantastic garb
terrorized the ruralites of France

Chauffeurs existed long before
there were automobiles.

History tells us the appelation

of chauffeur once terrified old
ladies, though at present it evokes
in us only cheerful and pleasing
thoughts of automobilism, in
which nothing but the roads and
paved streets are s¢orched--in
contrast to the original chauff -

watergates, to let in the yellow flood. Oneba eur B-
says, get those haircuts every week and-await the

coming of Bo‘i-Ha'di. Editor O.

.. About 1795, there sprang up in
France, principally in the east-
ern and central regions, fantas-
tically dressed men with their
faces blackened with soot and
their eyes carefully concealed,
who gained admittance to farm-
houses and other isolated dwell-
ings at night and committed all

~kinds of depredations.

They.had an outrageous habit
especially, from which they ob-
tained the name that posterity

has preserved for them. They
first garotted their victims,

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

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

STAG PARTY

AnotlEr of Oneba's stories goes like this: In the days i
¥ when all men were good and there were no trochilics igreat bundle of wood at once got up and kegan to wa]k
men had miraculous power. Lions, mountains, whales,and the woodman tramped on behind it. So far, so
jellyfish, birds, rocks, clouds, seas, moved quietly good. But the woodman was a very lazy man. Now,
from place to place, just as men otdered them at 'why shouldn't I ride instead of tromping along this
their whim and fancy. But the human race atlast Gusty pony road, he said to himself, and jumped up |
lost its miraculous power through the laziness of a n the bundle of wood as it was walking in front of him
certain man. He was a woodman at Parchman Farm, flland sat down on top of it, and lo, then the wood refused

a high-black nigger, and one morning he went into a go. The woodman got angry and began to strike it At The Anchor
forest near the farm to cut firewood for the master's. ercely with his axe. Butall in vain. Still the wood "
hearth. He sawed and split all day, until he had a refused to go. And from that time the human race had North  Of¢

considerable stack of hickory-and oak. He stood

ost its power, and the life units paraded out of its
before the pile and said, Now march off home! The
¥ o il

embers like ants from a hill of dung.|

Friday




MEXICAN DEAD BACK --NECRO-
NAUT CARNIVAL

1t's'a common belief in Mexico that on
the night of AIl Saints and All Souls
the dead come back, but not to haunt.
It's more a social and family call,
During the latter half of October the
pastry shops, toy stores, and gro-
ceries are well-stocked with the spec-
ial delicacies that the dead relish.
Most bakeries have a sign, 'Buy your
Dead Men's Bread Here, ' and all can-
dy stores have frosted sugar skulls,
skeletons, coffins in chocolate, and
other danties in the same line. On the
last night in October you set a table in
the form of an altar, candle-lighted
and with orange igold
these being the favorite flowers of the
dead. For the children you put out
sweetbread, baked pumpkin, and toys
such as sugar bones that rattle, fun-
eral processions that move gaily, etc.
In the morning the live children have
their party with whatever the 'little
dead ones' have left them, and the
whole family goes for a picnic in the
graveyard, during which '"adult® dead
come back to talk over unfinished
family matters and eat a hearty warm
meal,

Kenny Cubus, a.k.a. Boy Howdy,
was born on a shanty boat, and
will no doubt die, once again, on
one of them, Once the shanty
boats were drydocked-annually
and painted, caulked, ‘repaired,
now left to moth and rust, corrode
and calcify, finally to disintegrate
on the murky bottoms of the trench,
without maintenance, without sal-
vage. Oneba doesn't care, The
City Moon mentions the shanty's
only In passing. Nothing is lost.

Viet technology.

MMMMMMM Medical Moons MMMMMMMMMM

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

HORNPOUT RECORD

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

14 inches long and weighing a

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

WHITE BOY PRESSED IN PARIS
Paris, Texas

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

Surgeon Gen. Wunty
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Prison Poem On and On He Went

Not Known a Word They Ment
Man Stepping into the Forst
Hearing the Eako of his Voice
Folling In It Direction

With No Pertection

In the Forst He Were Shut In

Using Fourst to Make It Thin

No Train Were To Be Had
He had No Son to Call Him Dad

From Where he First Awoke >

To Him His Voice Spoke

He thought Nothing Could Speak But He

Untel he met a Sting Bee

Nothing From Him Did Run,
For There Wont No Gun
But the Idea Came to Him
And He Pick up A Lim

The Birds They Lafe in the Tree
‘When He Began to Flee Joe Massey

Ohio Penitentiary




CURB STAND LUMINOUS IN DARK
HAS GLASS SURFACE
Surfaced with opal glass which is -
minated by concealed_electric lamps.
St snd a BURSISN Y higlows witkis
night, During the day the
¢ an ordinary glass-covered
darkness_comes, the

tors are turned on to cast a white glaw
through the glass,
T o —

Conceled Lighta Stine through, Opal Glss o T
ate This Refreshment Stand at Night

The Hoxie Heater Band now
appears nitely at the ballroom
of the Gons Hotel, accompanied
by human playing cards, followed
by an Edsel auction. - This hot
band is a rose in life's boneyard,
an escape from the woes of the
street, the ash and saltwater of
daily living. Wuntex Ag and Mech
Students, half price.

FACT
The Munties of Tennessee tra-
versed the South in the 30's, an
unflagging batallion of King Mid-
get Automobiles, carrying the
skull of a Javanese buffalo that
had entered the family in a basket
from house to house, hastening
it on a never ending journey. It
was bound nowhere in particular,
yet was not allowed to rest..

THE
NATIONAL GAME

Dear Moon,

in Kukl, Saitama Prefecture,

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

mu\
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Police end career of young ‘crime fighter’

LCS FRESNOS, Tex. — Office:
have arrested a teen-ager who cnlled
himself ““Nick the Fuehrer,
appointed crusading detective o tne
side of the law.

Officers said the 15-year-old boy went
“too far this week and they received
complaints of the lad *“wearing a mask,

arrying a bull whip and moving very
fast” through town harassing people.

Nick was arrested Wednesday night
although he protested to police his only
intent was to punish hoodlum

““He's a nice clean-cut kid,” said Po-
lice Chief Charles Barter. “‘However,
he just read too many comic books.”

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

SAYS HE WAS SHOT
BY BEN FRANKLIN

He said Franklin displayed a
revolver, and for no apparent
reason, shot him in the right
sye and left shoulder.

FOR SALE

Heads of the presidents in cheddar
cheese. This set is first quality Wis-
consin aged, certified USDA. These
sweeties sit on the mantel like nobody's
business until Xmas and then let the
grandkids take a bite out of Eisenhower's
cheek for a little taste of what it was
like at Normandy.- All 48 presidents
for $25.00. Check or Money order to
City Moon Cheese Offer, Box 842,
Canal Street Station.
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‘grader son suddenly held nu! a
stag beetle, saying “'Look!” My.

stepped on it. Some dark Juice
‘came out of the beetle’s fail and
the boy demanded that my son
compensate him with V150,
“Ilearncd of the fricident that
night {rom my sixth grade son.
He sald since the other boy was
to blame for the accident as
much as my son, he need not
pay the whole sum. However.
my younger son sald since he

was’ directly responsible he are released inside the en-
pay .

“1 did not quite ke the idea of  Isletin. :

children exchanging money and ~“AL the attendant's. signal.

that my son buy the group rushed into the en-

pro
another beetle and give It to his
triend. But he insisted on
payingthe ¥150,
T was at a'loss how to drive
int home and asked my
sons what would they do f thelr-
‘met the same fate. They
In unison that they

clogure, tumbling over. rocks
and tree roots as they dug at
likely bushes and tree roots. It
‘was just Iike treasure hunting,
““Lucky children found two or
more ‘beetles and" let "
cheers while unlucky ones
couldn't (ind any and wepL
“Thelr mothers got angry at the
‘organizers for not making i
possible to find at least one
beetle. At the signal of the end
of the huat, the group left the

their statement at ts face value
because for them, beetles were
something to be bought at

department stores. nclosure, a new bucketful of
“Unil about ive yeacs ago. _ beeties dsrer relzised!ndun:w

beetles could be found in our  group st

nelghborhood, Wnen T sy o

elder son was a first

he there were stands near the
sed t Teave & piece of water

entrance where you could buy.

melon under a tree early in the as many beetles as you liked.
morning and caught a beetle o and the stands were crowde
£wo a few hours later. Keeping ~ Children made the trip all the

beetle without letting it die way to the foot of M.
was a big job for him during the
summer vacation.

Had the Incident involved
my elder son and his friends,
they would have treated the
Injured beetle and tried to keep

Fujl to

natural surroundings shattered.
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Agonews Alight

The Agonew brings jelutong.

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

0O1d boatman, he spies  rot remaining
of a wood jetty, the dock of a jelutong
factory.

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

Tappers bring the jelutong from
the jungle to the factory, and they cook

it and make it bricks. They harden it
in vinegar, and formerly urinated on

it before transporting it. The jelufong
is source of Galveston jelutong.

The Agonew asks, ""What is jelutong ? "'

It's where chewing gum comes from.
Thé urine coagulates it.

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

By bringing us jelutong, the Agonew
himself travels bright oceans of stars,
fearing only a possible lapse of comm=
unications from earth, a potential
‘weatherbell of auto-annhilation, yet
in all other ways enjoying his life away
from the planet. 7

Sclence Classes

The fifth grade has just finish-
ed a unit of rocks and charts.
Ginger Taylor brought up the idea
of smashing rocks that write to
make paint.' the project was
smashing success.

The sixth grade is starting a

new unit called Senior Balancing.
So far we've just been exploring
Balance Problems of our own
making. Next we'll do activity
cards, many of which we have
made up ourselves. Eventually
the solutions to the balance
situations will be put in mathema-
tical language.

ks ok A AR EaaEe ERRERAERBE

Dear City Moon,

I made the first flag of concrete.
Itis 4 X 7 ft. It was made 15
years ago, placed on a cement
tree in my yard. It has stood

the test of storms this long
without failing. I think it would

be a great advantage to the govern-
ment if they put up cement flags,
ball-bearing as mine is, over
lighthouses and fire watch towers
and other places where a perman-
ent flag is wanted. It would stand
out in all kinds of weather and can
be seen at quite a distance, where
a floth flag could not. Please
write me if you desire plans for

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

Editor Dinsmoor
Dodge City

Tiny
Two
heeler

“A Moses fan

The reason I am subscribing to The.
Philippine Times (check enclosed) is that T
enjoy keeping up with Moses and The
Highbrows when I am not able to see them.
Please publish the Moses column often.

BUMPED BY PIG; LOCKJAW
KILLS

Joseph Kiev, who was knocked
from a ladder recently, is dead
from tetanus. He was picking
cherries from a tree at'his home
here when one of his pigs en-
tered the yard. His dog gave
chase and the'pig.darted under

the ladder upon which Mr. Kiev
was standing. The ladder toppled,
throwing him 30 feet to the ground.
He was uninjured except for a
broken finger, which he ignored
until lockjaw set in. Then he was
beyond help, even of a medical
moon kind,

The neck whips; the spine snakes,
the chakras are thrust open at
last, and Delores Ortez shouts
deliriously for her mother. This
begins the narrowing road to
addiction, the helplessness of
sinking into sand and down a

giant funnel into the bottom of the
hourglass nightmare.

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

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

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

hush. He performs electrocautery
on Delores.

She repairs slowly in the backyard,
in a lawn chair, sun or snow, blank
in face, companioned by a terrier,
abandoned by her children to rot
beneath the weeping mimosa,
lingering over cake walks of

her memory until she cries.

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

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

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

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

i spinning, and going on down-
stream, as dependent on the flow,
if any, as a leaf of sycamore in a
gutter. Plainfolk get on and off,
morphs sleep in piles to be warm,
travelling aimless sometimes, to
Muncy, back to Lucas, to Muncy
again, then off to Laredo for the
Fiesta del Sola, or back to Lucas
for a Hunger Art Picnic. Even
Oneba has been known to step onto
the decks of a shanty and shuffle

a bit, doing a needlework number
on the poop, liking to mingle with
the low and unfortunate to keep
himself in top form. A trochilic

band will haunt the banks in
spring and summer, will reach
out and pull a plain person or a
morph child from the shanty,
helpless as a ragdoll, weakened
by vitajell diets and D -meat
rations, and begin their business
of torture and sacrifice on the
unlucky rat. In winter, the trench
goes stagnant, blossoms in a
yellow-green algae, and the shanty
boats are dead in the water, ina
swarm of mosquitoes and suck
flies, crawling in ants and tree
roaches, most of the passengers i
stunned and spiked under a linger-.
ing medical moon, hung there |
I

bluish and frightening like a lan-
tern in an empty room.

Dear City Moon

‘What was then, in the 50°s, a simple hickville goofboy salute, is now (it was then Boy Howdy) the newest thing--the
Bo'i Ha'di, something derivative of a lax and fading Nipponese culture, the Ainu, Ainu's worshipped (and ate) little honey

bear noses, black and crispy in the iron pot, and carried outlandish coon dick's about the place -- the coon being one of few

mammals possessed of an organ with an armature of solid bone rather than the hit and miss up and down crank we humans
have been God given, They pick teeth with them, scratch heads, poke in the dirt with them, whatnot. To go on -- the
Bo'i Ha'di, once you've achieved it, says its aspirants will have you slapping your granmaw with joy, once on each cheek,
and watch the flush of blood pinken those all-but-buried old grunty hags. To go on again -- I mean, why not smach the
granmaws 2 ‘What are they worth anyway. Their linens stink of burned potatos, the backs of their hands like the surface
of Mars, the liver spots, the pissgut attitudes. If the Bo'i Ha'di has its way we'll find ourselves grabbing all the gusto we
can, a Schlitz in one palm and the other cracking gramaw upside her stoopid head. Without digressing now, a la Holden
Caulfield, the root of it (Ainu Bo'i Ha'di-ism) gets back to Howdy Doody, no doubt. ‘They say the only remains of that sad
puppet are seven yellowed toenails and a few circles of burnt cloth, What hope can we muster for folks who fuck guinea
hens and mud holes? Those women forever doing pushups in cucurbit patches, Now I ask you,whereare the Lee Harvey's
when we truly need them ? These Ainu Boy Howdy's are a bunch of pissguts, dirty assholes which ought to be wiped out.
We remember the talk, back in the late 60's, of those hippie concentration camps around Alamogordo, Prairie du Chien,
and Biloxi, Who are all these necronauts going here and there carrying duck-facsimile's, with what may as well be

lentil pudding for brainmatter, who are they ? Jackson Pollock, Woody Guthrie, Judge Crater, Sal Mineo, Knute Rockne,
Lou Costello , . . . they're all coming back to vote for the Bo'i Ha'di, dropping finger joints like the lepers of
Capharnum, as if we didn't have enough of public putrefactories, Cut their ankles off with scythes, squirt acid up their
nostrils, do anything say the Howdies, but get rid of them, get them off the streets, They're worse than the old trochilics,
Open the heads like coconuts with ball peens. The Howdies eat popcorn with a snow of salt, alternate snuff and Senior Ser-
vices, and love to gum possum jerky. I say quarter them in the Colonel's fryer chop-chopping machine. Make no mistake
about it. [JE like the Snake Milton will be wearing neon hats, the shriners will fork up their circuses. Most of us will
Someone at a reception recently in this centex City asked a noted ex-junkie, how many Bo'i Ha'di's can
dance on the head of a syringe. One Boy Howdy has bragged to this writer of having slapped an old woman in a train

get tax break:

station, whom he discovered in an isolated corner shooting up insulin, thinking it smack.

—

Your reader,

Randy Teeter

Shanty 12

National Canal Boat Dock




CHAMPIONSHIP 76

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

Take Dave Debussure shooting 80 on

the archery range 4:00 that morning,

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

Mets coach Henry Doc Kissinger did
not know what to think about this.

After the fourth round he decides to pull
Debussure out, To see whats up his

s i

To replace Debussure he sticks Mark
Spitz in as half back moving Joe
Frazer to Goalie. But three holes
later Mark rushing to block Ele Nas-
taosies feild goal attempt, and doing a
good job, pushing the ball the wrong
way in front of nastaoises foot, thush
inflicting tereble pain on himself.
Kissinger seeing his teem being beaten
to HELL decides to throw in the towel,
thus losing the game to the royals
by a landslide. The winning point on
a 3.0 and 1/4 mile by big daddy Don
Garlets.

7 Rick Enallel

9th Grade

T

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

Rufus, 12-22-76

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

COMPARED TO RODEO THE SPANISH BULLFIGHT IS KID STUFF,
STRICTLY FOR SUNDAY SCHOOL PICNICS
No wonder Amerieans despise bullfighting and have made it illegal (Florida excepted). When

it comes to torturing animals for entertainment the Spaniards aren’t cven in the running. Amer.
ican rodeo boasts CALF-ROPING (more

Liarly known as he Grand Slam™ or “Who
Popped the Kidneys on that Ity Bitty Critter?”. STEER-BUSTING (“The Hot-Rod Rag” and
“The 50-mph Tackle™ or “one in Fifteen DOA™ ). and then. while the band plays an old bag-
pipe number, there’s TEAM-TYING (“You take the front end and I'll take the rear end. and
We'll rip ‘er down the middle a’tween us™).

HERE'S A RECIPE FOR AGONY:

(11 Take a tamg horse (2) add a bucking strap (phice i the area of e intest

and if the horse i~ male. have the strap eut into the <heath—~ce photo— (31 tighten ago

(4) top with a brave “cowboy.™ YIELD: one “wild™ hucking ranco and a gy rodeo act.

-3 SLAIN IN GUN
BATTLE ON A CORNER

T budies and

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

W. Prop

had gone to the hospital with the
man 1o visic his wife. She 53

Tries To Seduce Family
Friend In Cemetary.

housewifc 1iving on Grchard Street
(400°5) reported to police.

that she

She wan advised 10 obtain & aure
cant for Seveal Abas

Nobody Said Sissy’

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

keep
right -

29

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

B




RECTOR
ENTELECHY
STRICKEN

The rector of my Farm, Old
Parchman, is afflicted with
verruca plantaris and walks
often with the help of an alumin-
um cane, He has tried electro-
cautery, acids, and an ointment
of pig's fat, mugwort, and
ground daisies. I've seen him
on the porch of the stonehouse,
in agony on the glider, rulbing
the greasy stuff into his foot, as
he rattles the vespers. He isn't
a bad old man, but one of us will
eventually do him business. I
would expect it to happen before
Xmas of the year, if I'm reading
signs correctly., One of us will
take up a ball peen and finish

way.

Trochilic Bottled

away in a pinkish froth.
ded me of a pig snake engaged in
swallowing a bloated rana pipiens.
Close by the trochilic'sfeet, T

found a brown bag containing a half-
dozen boiled blue-point Gulf crabs.
T took these myself and went on my
We knew then it was best not
to report these incidents to anyone.
‘We also knew they were the beginning
of something of moment, a process,
a playing out, a petering, an age of
defiance and censorshi

This happened in New Orleans in
1959. Your reporter was walking
Tchoupitoulas at the wee jazz
hour of 5a.m.,
waifle covered with cane syrup

and powdered sugar, the stink of
the Mississippi riding out of the
levee lips, when he all but stum-
bled headlong over the remains

of a dead trochilic, whose shoes
and pants had been taken by scaven-
gers (of which there were many in
the Crescent City then) and whose
toenails were like third degree rel-
ics and resembled horse's teeth.
Apparently the method of killing was
this: an empty LaPerla bottle had
been broken at the neck and rudely
pushed down the trochilic's throat
as far as it would go until he passed

nibbling a hot

WHAT IS

ONF T0SS ?

It remin-

THE YAWARA STICK FOR
A hittle known weapon of self-defense is an

s held in the hand like a roll of coins with 1-1/2 inches of stick protruding from both
ends of the fist. What. makes this weapon interesting is it's great flexibility. It cannot
be grabbed out of your hand, either end can be used for punching, poki
hooking or even thrown for purposes of distraction. Due to it's small striking surface,

it can produce tremendous concentrated shock

good personal weapon that is easily carried in pockets or in your automobile.

STLOTTIS TTSoTT

SURVIVAL SERIES NO. §

SELF-DEFENSE
innocent looking, 6-inch long stick. It

, raking,

by a person with average strength: A
-$2.00

Bunt, the lord of e castie and i v
bold dined on the choice venison while
e bl were e oto sl for e

MYSTERY TUNNELS UNDER CITY
STUMP ARCHZOLOGISTS
Mexican archzologists are completely
mystified by the system of secret passages
found under an old mountain-top city at
Monte Alban. They had thought the sub-
way system was on a small enough scale

\\Imu they pushed their ‘way through the
t dark, narrow passages. Further,in-
n)u«"'mm however, has disclosed brarich-

Why such a network of pas-
sages was built is a hard problem to an-
swer, and to make it more difficult, some
of the tunnels_are blind, leading nowhere.

him,

T have had this dream on consecutive nights. Ina
tavern, called the Dixie Peanut, I sit alone, sipping
jitney ale. A second customer enters and with
funereal quiet, seats himself at opposite ends. The
ironwood bar, generally in the shape of a three-pead
nut, supports polished glasses, the familiar first
dollar is framed in bamboo above the liquor shelyes.
The new customer says, A Pimm's Cup please, with
a slice of cucumber standing in it, shave the ice and
salt it nicely. He apparently takes me for the bar-
keep, despite my overcoated street-dress, my army
hat, and my elaborately tubed and goggled headgear.
He seems disturbed that I make no response at his
order, and merely procede quaffing my jitney. Bob- .
bing inches over his billycock, I see what I take to be
a whitish synthetic precipitate of the air itself, almost
at a glance like a hive of cotton candy, a flocculus of
sorts. You hear what I say, he.says, You hear what
1 say, pissgut. At this agression the eyes always
open suddenly, I find myself sitting up in my cot, the
palms icy, the head of a white worm peeking from an
orifice which has opened, a third nostril, at the very
beak of my noseball, and I have obviously spoiled my
flannel nightshirt, in a testament to Bukowski I think.
Oneba says this of the dream: the key is the word
pissgut, the penile worm extirpating itself from the-
nosetip, the aggressive and hostile demeanor of the
second customer (the second self, anima rising, the
sun-symbolism imbedded in the use of the word ﬂoc-
culus, the suggestion of a halo above his billycock

at, but the dream is fundamentally one of aimless
fear and is chock~to-brim loaded with the silver
bullets of an Xmas Eve suicide, Stay out of the Dixie
Peanut, Oneba cautions. The place bodes psychic
trouble, is furnished in gris-gris, though the stacked
and polished tumblers would indicate a struggle at
placing in order transparent things. It reminded him,
he said, of a briefly illuminated vision he himself
had had many times; of cloistered nuns domg pushups
in a patch of cucurmts. 4

-AEditor Farbo

City Moon Book Service says
check this one out--Moon, Moon.
Anne Kent Rush, Random House/
Moon Books. This snazzy yello

blue black cover deal gets the
Moon info needed so much now by
readers, at a modest piss of
$795. But it has nice blue ink,
varying typefaces, and plenty of
It gives you

stylish whitespace.

new slantings, fits you with ama~
zing multi-faceted flyeye gog-
gles, . as it were, and you'll
remember Sir Epicure when you
read it. Feel yourself sucking
the nodes of the cheeks of the
moon. Ever wonder what or-
dinary toads thought of moon-
vakers, and all of this from a

gentle feminine only-women-bleed

e Greatest

ive, so refreshingly
ancient an idea, the Moon, the
feminine principle, the ladies’
gaudy pin of the evening, hung in
the welkin like delicate panties
on a chairback. Learn about what
old Rosh Chodesh has. to-carp..

endars all weekend; the black
virgin, the logos ang{ eros prin-
ciples; how to see it, have a

‘about; pour over solar-lunar cal="

moment of exultation, dip the
pinkies in the infinite, know
what to do with an apple, an
orange, a flashlight, and a tub
of vaseline jelly, take a dump in
mare foecunditatus. Marvel at
he wonders, walk the surface in
your Addidas, jog the endless
miles of pony roads which some
say exist in abundance on the
moon. Some legendary evolution-|
ary theories held that people
evolved from frogs, hence the
prince can be transformed from
the toad. Read about all these
things in Moon, Moon. See the
pictures.” This has been a

City Moon Book Review. ‘Edit=
orfal Desk.

Burn those sox, help Governor
Wunty at the same time.

SPLCAL OFFER

SECRET WEAPON"

All three; if you

- 9
Cerrens Criicivm and
Commentad o
Theodore L. Shaw
T Shbog Ak
o Sohhry & oot

Little Colonel.

the red chees

NEW CANDILs
WEDDING ALBUMS
(eaturing e Now BOMANTI GoL G0

ki &

Kicket took the breath out

of Mamié's lungs. - She >

could ot teur lund/ from -

railing that hrou-nd the
alive.

i enthotanie eedionie

On Ten Days Free Trial
Tradition-Smashing Pamphlets
Send no money; Only $1.50 for

bout
Art e
and not be a I::m?,::Ig

want to keep them

Getting the
Witch Doctor
out of

Art

How to
Conjecture

The Gag

Wise-Guy

Yot
WITCH DOCTOR. “Rabba-dabba; I've|
out the devil that’s been|
ca\mng your 1llnees Ten dollars, |
pleas

Man had to fight his way out of|
old swindle, by himsdl,
from

,th»
“insiders.

out any help the “
Ana it thes same way in art.

Mail
Coupon Now 330 Beacon St., Boston, Mass.
You may send me, on ten d

STUART PUBLICATIONS, Dept,

e el m Dlmphle'

chec 1 Wil either return

e

1 the thres pampblets $1.5 for al thres,ploe 10c
HYPOCRISY ABOUT ART, 3435, pus 20c

B PRRCIOUS RUBBISH, $1.25 pus 1
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dixie peanut scene by O.

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

on the banquette hawking her poems,

a ring of white-haired, pink-fleshed
firescouts hand-in-hand around her, in
khakies and headgear, threatening any
onlooker getting too close. A cluster
of trochilics in the street over a smoke-
pot trying to coax a little warmth from
it, looking at her with acid expression,

Here's one from my book, The Floccu-
lus:

Oneba is One

The Boy is too

Nothing is me

Nothing is you

The trochilics found offense at some-
thing in the words of the poem, arched
their backs like angry cats, as is their
habit, took a few in terrurum steps
toward the firescouts, finishing in a

Dutch, the barkeeper, said, Ain nuffin
woof doin pay no money, messuh Fa bo.

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

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

The jitney, steadily gulped, kept me

pony shoes on the cobbles of Cherry
Street drumming me to sleep, Dutch
already nodded with his ear at the
radio, over which, in a rattan frame,
stretched his first commercial dollar,
pinned there like a butterfly.

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

cooking up trouble.

posture of genuflectior

next to morphing out, the cli

An Ancient

CAZAZZA HITS by O.

Monty Cazazza, the wife Monica
Zazza, well-known and oft spotted
San Francisco art bandits, now
supported to the tune of 10 mega-
bucks a year by the National En-
dowment for the Arts, have attack-
ed something quite sacred in the
name of Process Art. What they

bt e e
4 Ol descringl: And 3 naiie o
have done is cart off Edgar Ber- ma,-wm D 1 with
e

gen's Charlie McCarthy, Buffalo
Bob's Howdy Doody and Phineas

T. Bluster, Paul Winchell's Jerry
Mahoney, soak the things in coal
oil and burn them publicly in the
National Capital Rotunda. We saw
dozens of Capital visitors turn in
horror, thinking it children cin-
dered there on the government mar-
ble. Mind you, we the taxpayers
picked up the tab for their plane
flight from S.F. to Washington.
The City Moon wants to spill
cookie just hearing about this
cracky behavior. It's no better
than what's his name, the one
we've read about who goes about
squeezing the shit out of dogs. Good
jesus, readers. Get out and give
these creeps a happy Zen smacking
in the mouth, They deserve it. I-
magine Jerry Mahoney's wide red
lips ablister and flaming so ugly.
Save your jitneys reader. The
State of the Art is coming apart.

Ex ol . : :

Emily Bronte Reads Sacher-Masoch by Rich Bastian

Dateline: the Manse.

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

or receiving. She imagines . . . .

She is startled. Her room has been invaded by a
wuthering wind. The candle is extinguished. She
can hear the elfin feet of Branwell: they kitten the
rug. Em shrugs. Safe in the dark he would kiss her.
She shudders even before her dog, Gnasher, growls
and causes Bran to skitter exactly as he does in the
_portrait by Rossetti. The boy's ears are frightened
and perked; he has heard a cheap, paperback whis-
per, the slap of the cover. She had been reading and
and he could tell by the pitch of her breathing that she
was either excited or about to be sick again. He did-
n't care which, He reached out and touched the book.
He knew it.

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

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

‘til the Gov 'ears abou' this!' The s continued long
after he had quieted. =t

Perhaps his voice was highly inflected, but he had
just taken his medicine. It was hard.to state when

he was truly excited, when he was earnestly emphatic.
His attack was more audible than his customary yawn.
Other variations read, " '(he said dightfully),® ' '(he
said methodically). ® "

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

Cuntom.
curlous custom of

She Makes Waffles for the White House Now

clop of
Poet Black said, Isn't this anachro-
nistic, a Il by tbe name of Dutch.

One of her firescouts said, More
coffee, Mr. Dutch, stay awake and

see our cups are warmed with regular -
ity.

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

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

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

She said, standing now, It's written
all over him, scouts, he works for
the City Moon. Don't talkk to him about
anything. The editor is dead. Let's
eat.

They went out, strutting south on the
banquette.

In the street trochilics gathered up
their teetotums and followed.

Dutch said, Shee, mo‘fo foo,

Dear City Moon,

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

Phis s Tuez, Tumily
waiiles. Sl 1t ke

T arings oG R o e
fond of waliles.

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

And look at his estate crumbling around him. That
was his idea of horror, to notice the deterioration and
helplessly watch them succumb, and his idea of fun
was to march across the moors when the weather--
""This beastly English weather! " -- allowed. It
hadn't, not lately: it was, most recently, north
Teutonic winds and cold sleet out of Ultima Thule; the
wuthering wind and the razor-edged sleet, the very
elements conspired against him. He was forced to
retreat to his den. Apd what could he do there ? Just
sit, his weapon primed and cocked, on the ready to
raise it and shoot through the door; though not even
that stopped the demons, who were not only indestruc-
tible but vicious and delighted in dancing infuriatingly
close to the children. Pater was discouraged and

would sit, writing sermions in black, rusty ink, shaking

his head at the condition of Man: it was a snde-m—mde
gesture, for he was agin them.

: To be continued.

impression made concerning our City
of the destitution which is the result
of grasshopper raids.
Thank You
Councilman Crabbe
Parchman Farm Unit

"] Make pigeon pot pie with the ones
you get free from the City.
Thousands of them have for

years aimed little hot green
cloacal bomblets, and now we
have a chance to get even at

last, how odd it was to walk to the
bus with parasols against their
rain of squirt, how we remember-
ed the last of the passenger
pigeons dying in St, Louis. But
this is it. Boil them with celery
and onions for a savory and econ-~
omical stew. Another Citizen
says pigeon baked in barbecue
sauce is No. 1 for the taste buds,

Boogerloaf San--| The City Health Committee deci-
1.89 ded recently that it had to do

lPeacock Pie ,59]something about the health ha -
slice zard created by the huge flocks

of pigeons that roamed the down-
town area, roosting in the eves
of buildings and beshitting side-

=
ELMERS

walks with their incontinent

droppings. The Solution: trap
the birds and give them to local

How Dead 1 Felt

for food. To date,

by 30 035 pigeons have been tmpped
Sarah and given to charity cases and
Land welfare mothers, The Red Cross

snuff patrols are out on the streets

again, watching traps and collect-
ing pigeons. ''One man came up
here from Muncy and got 150
pigeons, ' a Red Cross worker
said. He said the birds are ten~
der because they don't fly much
and they eat mostly grain, Some
residents have asked the patrols
to set traps on their roofs.
Pigeons carry insect pests as
well as the spores of fungal dis-
eases such as histoplasmosis,

But he said any germs or pests
are in the feathers and do not
affect the quality of the meat.
Nothing beats a pigeon leg fried
and.dipped in mayo. Eat up,
readers. Dog is next and it

won’t be soon enoug]
thinks this City Moon

VANCE CHILD VICTIM

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

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

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

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




s BACK

Boy Hawdyis back. He isin ed and air- d rooms at a
clinic in Topeka. Dermatologists are hard at work restoring the flesh as
doctors of the mind labor at their task, re-creating the long-dead memory,
replanting the seeds of symbol, the necessary connections, enough at

least to let him count change; and then the sociologists will find him a

job and thumb him into this new-age culture like a tack into plate glass.

Boy Hawdy spent the years 1910-1975 dead as a doornail, but then his
daughter, who still lives in the house on Dinsmoor Avenue, says he came
to the back door Halloween night, smelling of musk and spitting teeth, his
white hair piteously mussed and the ball of his nose missing. He had
been buried (by his explicit instructions) in a little cement mausoleum he
built himself, wherein he placed a cement jug and asked that his many
descendants keep it filled; in the event he went to Hell, he might take a
sudden thirst, he said. His mind of course was gone, and nothing but a
dry stub left of the penile organ. And surprisingly, the hair and the
nails were inches longer than they had been the day of the wake, thus
confirming City Moon's suspicions.

His daughter reports seeing a stranger in the yard, prowling about the
tomb in toga-like garb, lighting kitchen matches, occasionally letting
forth a shrill yodel, stirring up the dogs of the area.

I've been on the road again,

my dear readers, have seen

the new Poetry Ranches in
Mississippi, have smelled the
pinesap of fresh-cured shiplap
being assembled into dormi-
tories and refectories. I found
Ginsberg laying on joint compound
in one of the near -finished rooms,
his cheeks so sadly shrunken by
Oming. He told me of the Kerou-

Everybody floats now. On a Sunday you can see them
in their rubber suits, coiled in hoses and oxygen

ac Room, mentioned relics to be
kept there: a yellowed toenail,
seven circles of burnt cloth, an

“I release this news to the world.

“I Charles W. DeShon, President elect
of the United States of America, will give
the American people the city I build from
funds for being President of the United
States. This city will be located 75 miles
from Kansas City. I hope to see, before T
die, Kansas City, St. Joe Missouri and
DeShon all connected. This city will be
anything goes, even shake the Jacks.

“At my death I vill give to the
American people or Social Security all
funds from this city, all profits from this
city, aiter the upkeepaof the city vearly.”

A news item, paper also not iden-
tified, makes Charlie out to be
something of a cut-up. Or rowdy, if you
prefer.

“Good Time' Charlie DeShon had the
blues for about two hours Saturday af-
ternoon_when he was booked into

County Jail after being issued a
summons for disturbing the peace. He
was released after posting $25 bail

“The 51-year-old Missourian, who will
stump the West Coast next month in an
effort to win the presidential election,
was arrested after allegedly tying toilet
paper to door handles and then kicking
the remainder of the roll down the
staircase of the Holl  House..The
complaintreport also charges DeShon
with ‘shouting about being President of
the United States."

“DeShon was arrested about 25
minutes after the incident by two Golden
police officers at the Ace Hi Tavern...At
Golden police headquarters he claimed,
L only rolled some toilet paper down the.
stairs..."

Have a good time, Charlie

equipment, goggled, floating down the national trenches }
50 many carp bellied up, the sun returned in spikes
from the faceplates, tangling in hyacinth, morphing

out a few hours, untangling, and going on to another
resting place. Muncy to Loma Linda, Kansas City to
Memphis. Everybody floats these days. We read

about it in the City Moon.

For sale. Good buck. Black nubian. Strong as an
ox. Can dig peanuts, haul wood, general yardwork.
Answers to name, named Billy, $795. You pick up.
Not bonded. Wears the brand of Governor Wunty,
soon to be the president. Comes with a fine rat
hound called Peanut Jimmy. Write Parchman Farr:
Box 10, Oxford Mississippi, National Poetry Ranch.

Solar power can openers, wind-powered shag rug
cleaners. Write W. Prop, Box 591, Lawrence, Ks.
66044

Black and Tan Sex Fiends
Have Holiday in Park

A multiplicity of black and and. continue his act, bat the
white sex fiends celebrated officer disallowed a continu-
in the Javatory (out house) ation. He booked the black
last week making their act- Tover for performing a lewd
ivities comparable toa festi- and lacivious act. Chambers”
val. It was truly the festi- love mate was booked under
val of sexists and odd ball the juvenile code.

Jovers who went into sway Martin  Lancaster, 48,
Many of the 'gay” celebrants white, of 238 Tower Cliff
were caught and the Whirl Drive, Balwin, was one of
is exposing them. They many in the Forest Park

Anacin tin of crystalline powder,
and the legendary paper =scroll
manuscript of OTR. I see the
head of the next President on a
China plate, the dentures
horribly protruding. None of you
send me dreams. You think me
dead ? I must tell you of Gov-
ernor Wunty, so long now trot-
ting the parcourse of Vince
Lombardi's heaven. I ran
along-side him, we talked close.
He wants his beanpole legs mass-~
aged with alcohol, so weary of
the slow pace, so lumped with
varicosity. He has no memory

of the old days, of the cockfighting,
of the presidential ambitions.
Many strike the lotus and meditate
along the pony roads, Wunty tells
me Vincent makes them play music,
toot kazoos, blow the shorthorns.
He complains that the water, which
bubbles out of pipes at one-meter
intervals, smells of sulphur and
rotted egg, that a particularly
devilish family of mosquitoes in-
habits the cool air of the place,
‘whose bite is subtle and almost
painless, but raises welts the
size of golfballs which invariably
fester and erupt with a violence,
spilling a pinkish and foul smell-

ing jell, I see the face of the
next Veep layed open in four
even lines, as though bear claws
had done the work, It's good to
Be-back again, after a year of
riding the parhelion around in

. eircles, Write me. Box 842 e e
Canal Street Station, New York, e S fastoasysming

New York, 10013. in the company of a woman
and two toughlooking men.

Shukan Shincho. Except for

him at least 30 minutes to die.
Minoru Goda was a gigolo
by profession.
He was last seen alive after

should have done their thing restroom doing his thing
at home or in a hotel or He was committing sodomy
motel, but o, they dared (o upon himself and smilingand
faunt their bad habits in a whining  when Dets. Bill
place where any male spec- Roach and Sandy Jackson
tator or comfort seeker could made him stop and prepare
enter any minute of the day. 1o go to jail to rest his tail
Men were performing sod- This was Thursday.
omy upon themselves as they Others at the big Thursday
did contortions. Men paired party and celebration were
and mated up for the big George Kayitch, 45, of 3809
climax. A mad sudience Village Lane, Granite City,
would have paid $200,000 o DL, who was carried away
sce the carrying on of the and in anotfier world. He had
soft men who needed their nothing on his pal, Earl Pen-
buttocks lashed with strong rod, white, 51, of 1520 North
leather belts for being 50 and South Road. This raving
open with their celebration. sexman can shake like a life
One most unusual act was in the wind. He was act-
performed by Jimmy Chamb- ively carrying on like a
ers, 36, black, residing at greedy pig
#5 Englewood in St. Louis Comes now hard hitting
County.; e rented a van, Charles King, black, 56, re-
and fufpished it up so he siding at 7244 Mallard, Page
could tike a 16-year-old " dale, Mo. Secretly, but in
white boy named Gary who reality openly carrying on in
resides on Botanical, to the Grid #50 in the restroom,
Forest Park. He parkednear commiting sodomy viamast-
the Steinberg Skating Rini urbation as he called him-
about 4 p. m. undressed his el **Daddy, oh Daddy and
tender young date and went almost wentifto convlsions
to work on him with a vic~ He was loving himsell ‘o
fous tongue making enough death" and pltading piously.
noise for passing cops (o In his broad specteum of
hear them. Lending an ear love making he did not im-
and then investigating was press Dets. Steve Jacobs-
Officer Jim Wilferd of the meyr and Bill Roach of the
mounted police: Chambers TACT Unit. They hurled hi
wanted to iznore the officer

The four had been there for
about 15 minutes during
ais liver, brought a slow, ling: which time a violent argu-
ering death to Minoru Goda, a ment had developed.
man of many aliases, many The investigation into his
jobs and of many transitory death, says the magazne, is
! making slow progress as the
100 detectives and other offi-
cers assigned (o the case find
March 10, that his female acquaintances
His body ‘was found in a may well run into the hun.
small parking lot within sight dreds. About that number of
of the Isezaki Police Station omen. wate rasenleatiie
in Yokohama, reports  the cemetery for his funeral

Plumber Brings Relief
to Injured Man When
Eminent Surgeons Fail

pcciat Cable 1o The News. Conyright. Charles Venablex, nnd In consuita-
S e SHoraa Company

A knife, expertly thrust intg-

loves
It happened at dawn on the
rainy Sunday morning of

The patlent iy

he Bowpital
Fe anid he
«

s,
The hurmeons found, however, [calling in Uic plumber and prowiscd
7 could not extract (he bar, | that he hnd changed his mind

they ment  for
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Fellow Citizens--Moon

Recent axolotl head transplant dis-
coveries suggest that when Howdy
Doody dies they stitch the head near
a receptive site: namely, on the

White fluffy stuff come down right after Midnight Mass
so 1 hope them guys stay on the Moon all winter, then
1 save on fuel. Seems like the weather is just a hair

“THE PERVERTED CLUB” 4
A 24 year old white woman fr{
East Avenue , Pittsford, (3606's)
complained to police that heyf and

 broad shoulders of Liberace. Old

different before they landed, don't know if anyone else her family s life had beepffhrea= r 1
i i j i ination. tened by a group called ‘‘Zhe Per= Liberdoody, as we would know him
noticed that or it was just my imagi n, e e e e e

she wants the group grosecuted. the seal show or the mesmeri:

‘Mouthgear and Scuff, blow s
and assume stares.
built for him.. On the Nj

1 still haul wood on my neck like last year while I was
getting partsfor my sno-go. 1 count five here besides
me that's all doing it. As far as dog is concerned,
there is a lot of dog here. People have dogs and sno-
gos to haul wood, also for races to Koyukyuk, Las C=
hance and Nulato.

Mantids have been seen, by the thou-
sands, walking the streets of Red
Water, Texas, all female, on three
consecutive nights, gathering under
da-lites for some unknown purpose,
then dispersing and flying off. These
phenomena are reported in the City
Moon cleanly, without speculation or
emotion. Oneba believes that impor-
tant truths are to be found on the sur-
face of things, that no-digging down

is needed. A similar conflux is men-
tioned having taken place in Oxford, L

Nobody's sweating gas or oil here. Doyon, Limited,
though, put a White man and others to handle our mon-
ey. Them fellows have their own businesses. T think
I don't trust em.

How they're going to handle our poor people’s money.
They'll do the same as some lawyers that was robbing

us just because we had a few rzxnlion.

It says Eskimo men have twenty five ribs instead of
twenty-four, like white, but we knew that all along.
" . Stickman Andee
Nulato, Alaska
December 31, 1973
Tundra Times

one
I have for almost 12 years been concerned with/question.

"Does homo-sapia have choice ? "'
The vascilation that the nature
of this question provokes has
led me down many paths.
But to avoid a total schizoid circle
I've concentrated on two (2)
or three (3) areas
1. poetry (a choice mech.)
2. 19th century American Qfioice
3. Frontier theory as appfied to
! the above
--W. Prop

‘Among the I a soldier with ¢ jaw, palate, nose. This dreadful profile is
the emblom of Les Guenles Cassées (“The Broken Jaws™), French veterans society.
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ROCKEt:  errere——— Butlers
WHAT ABOUT THE NEIGHBORS? -
To many, the decision to build or not to build a shelter

seems to tum on consideration of the neighbors. Should you

join them in apathetic conformity, or should you go ahead
and build  shelter and shoat the neighbors at the door when
the siren goes off?

ostion

The answer, of course, is neith

on the Old Parchman grounds, though
no connection is drawn by the editors,
no conclusion arrived at.

%

Cil oon Special ---- Oneba's Prospectus of the

YEAR AHEAD

t marks
only one
will be called
to destroy the
located near the
Lawn, will result in the

Someone detonates the striped barber poll
the south pole . . . There will be one g
national chain of supermarkets and
Jitney Jungles. . . . A futile atte
2 ton rock head of John Wayne
Duke's ancestral plot in Fore
mere shaving off of a portigaof the lower face, with
Jittle alteration in the stou§ visage. . . . Technology
will allow wheat to be pdoted and grown in the very air
itself, and monstro ales of it will fill the tropos-
phere. Oxford, Misissippi, will be over-run by
grasshoppers apd the National Poetry Ranch will shut
it s gates forgfer. The first televised electrocution
will take plaCe in Huntsville, Texas, opposite the
Superboy#, near the Mailer compound--polled aud-
ience p€action will be telling. . . . A raving maniac
fro ouisville, Kentucky will step off an east-
bpdnd Dixie Express and will be slapped in the clink.

e will have a well-to-do appearance and a vacant
grin . . . . Poultry manufactureers will, by ordinance,
be required to save aside designated chicken parts for
the poor of Mexico. The list includes cock's combs,
feet, heads, beaks, and goes no further. ., . . J.J.
Turncoque will resign disgraced from National Asy-
lum Manager School -- and this is the same Turn-
coque who will charge that officials spend Sundays in
drunken carousals around the asylum, and that
frequently members of the board participate in the
Saturnalia, that, indeed, it is not uncommon to find
some of the subordinate officers lying out in the yard
dead drunk at any hour of the night. Sup. Turncoque
denies charges , I see. . . . Increasingly, attempts
will be made on the lives of corporate executives.
Ordinary people will begin to 'see the light' and take
pot shots at fat cats and their floozies. The Discord-
ian societies will fourish and profoundly influence
national decision-making. . . .. A well-known musician
will fall victim to tic douloureux, a'paroxysmal dart-
ing pain and involuntary muscular twitching of the
face, and will be housed in a sanitarium for a period
of three years, Betty Fodr, sadly, will undergo
further surgery. The president, as always, will be
altered, as will his family and close associates. A
Female Chief Moose will preside over assembled
Elks. . . . a well known Company official will return,
walking with leaden steps to find those guys who rudely
crammed him in the barrel for good and dropped him in
some Garden of the Gods type spot in the Wyoming out-
pack . . . . Necronaut Pollock will once again take a
stinky dump in Peggy Guggenheim's fireplace to get
her attention. And Oneba will pass away. . . . Best
Disaster: Trench Madness near Almogordo. . . .
Best Novel: The Dead Hate Strangers.

One approach &5 to it down with one or two neighbors
and diseuss the possibility of 4 group shelter.

As for the b
more of the hys

ss of shooting your neighbors, that is just

nonsense that surrounds the subject of

civil defense,
And if, in an attack, you must make the difficult decision to
close the door, first take in all the shelter is built to hold, then

take in a few mo hen close the door and thank God yon

' opfieamarrsaor )

Night crawlers, red wigglers, Tennessee wal
grubs, army worms, blood and stink bait,
shrimp packed in sawdust and ice, soldie;
rooster combs, tripe, diced pork liver
every possible bluecat attractant, pl
cubes, doughballs, hen's heart, 1i
nigger toes. Roast beef and ma;
Sliced melon, jew's bread, crab quiche, starling pie
divine, sauce piquant, pain 4G perdue, king cake,
cocoon cookies, you namgAt. Stumpwater tea, swamp
groats, coondick stew, £at's rump tempura, botfly
crepe, Jitney Ale, Perla, R.C, Cola, Gluek Beer
and a full-line of -erotic rubber products. We
rent campsights//crappie beds, motorhomes, jitneys,
pedalcars, skiffs, weekend shanty boats, saileraft,
earth-shoe #aterskis, and airlight surf boots.
Watch thg/Superbowl on our X-tek No, 9, the first
commeZcial ision set, full threedi ional:
in 368 degree perfection. Oysters on half-shell,
coehktails, Danish Highballs. We accept national

mps and buffalo jitneys. On Sunday we have a
Choctaw family, still surviving, weaving sisal-hemp
nightgowns in the foyer. You'd think our place'd reek
of rancid cuttle and spilled sole, but no, just the
opposite. You'd think you were at prelate's wake one
moment, strolling through a pinery the next. In
every way Oneba's Bait offers a controlled shopping
environment, reduced prices. Next time through
Biloxi, drop in and see what you can catch. Oneba
Bait Shop. Gulf Coast Highway, in the lobby of the
Tidewater Beach Hotel. Happy Hour 5-8, Wed.,

Thurs.

" K
Dear City Moon,
We work miracles on Parchman with our people.
Since idle hands so often prove to be the tools of
turpitude, as Oneba said, we keep our new age farm
hands quite busy around the clock. They bake, they
gather eggs, they clean their dorm to a polish, we
have creative drama workshops, they plant and tend
a productive garden if the weather blesses us and the
tables of the refectory are always set with fresh to-
mato hearts, white squash, and vegetable pear, even
kholrabi if the frosts don't get them. And of course
they love to pick loguat when the fruit is full and
yellow-brown. We've given guidance and direction
to armies of lost souls at Parchman Farm, Every
Kkind has been here, from suffering poets--N.S. Black’
to be exact, to Boy Howdy, a national firescout leader.
We put a goose of life into what's half dead, you might
say. Please, readers, send us your human offal.
We'll turn it into topsoil.

SS
ly larvae,
e have
omone jell
ly crawbabbies,
po'boys to go.

Yours, in Oneba's
- Service,

Mother K
§ Parchman Farm

If you need a god used motorhome, come see sales-
man Stuffy Koch at Cookie's Free Dixie Trailer Lot."
Open 24 hrs. EZ terms.

TRNE

TROLLY HORROR WOLF PEOPLE DOWNTOWN'

Motormen of St. Louis, New Orleans, other Cities,
say certain downtown riders pull hair and fight,
tongues protrude, they screech like mandrils, stoned
on a new rough-behavior drug, Kaliman-M, more poe-
tent by ten than Kaliman-H, of which ample amounts
have been written in the pages of the City Moon, Lay
off this high, readers? You'll have your Tuts bouncing

< hotly from a dovecote, or yourself wriggling like a

pseudoserpent up the aisle of the Church of the Ark
or the Southwest Radio Church
a

MMMMMMM Medical Moon MMMMMMMMM M}

Come January 78 it will float over Houston, reddish
and dim as a sterilizer lamp, the first of the medical
moons, This is certainly a bouncing babe of Viet
technology, another peacetime spin-off. The Surgeon
General will no doubt await the launch in a room at
the Tunney-Heeney, fixed before a color set £l
proud of his organization. He has cautionec

ians that the first few hours may go rou;
moon's awkward magnetism is adjusted. I

roofs will be seen to bulge, dry hair to stand on end,
objects of less than 10 pounds to lift perceptibly if
left unmoored, But it will settle, he says, as all
things eventually do, and its beneficial radiation will
cleanse Houston eternally of airborn bacilli.
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Services tonight, Wednesday, at the Church of the Ark. My editor tells me N.S.
Black will be on hand to cause a commotion when the lights go out. I'm to cover it.
I'm there early =s always. The belled parrot is pecking lichen from the tower bricks,
bullbats screeching after twilight swarms of insects. I understand Black has been
surgically altered. I‘m afraid I won't recognise her. The Editor says the eyes have
been stretched into almonds, the jawbone reduced, the hair reddened, the pen name
now Kim We Chu. I'm sure she's dowble the fury she was, after a year on the Del~
aware Farm, which has a reputation worse than the Old Parchman, where I've spent
time myself. The services are known as tenbrae and they commemorate something
famous long ago. Plainfolk arrive in battered Fords, khaki's starched, shoes polished,
faces soap-chapped and rosy, all with little red rubber hearts pinned to lapels or
collars, not 2 one under 50 in the lot. A select minority of them, aspirants, have
green budgies perched on their shoulders and carry a palm leaf.

s AN opens in the Bamboo Curtain®

addicts say s a tmic

WHITE H[]”SE YAHI] President Harding has re-

sumed admission of mem-
bers of the public sincerely
UPENH] “] PUBLIC interested in tours of the
‘White House Yard. Let his
maid serve you hot waffles,

HARDING RESUM s
£ g emInsloy it pleases him.

Book Review.  The Trochilics of Kansa: Tactics of

Schrecklichkeit, Lantana Hand Press, Lawrence, Ks.

1978, 1054 pages. $59.00, by W. Prop.

This book is to modern paleontology what rags were
to Gutenberg. Looking at it, ink is absorbed by the
sulphurous and yellow paper it is printed on. Hold

an eyeglass in a way to receive a spike of sun, focus
the hot beam on the spines of this book, and watch
alternate titles appear, as a cleansing of sloppy
Fraggonard may reveal a tidy David. Then open it

to page ONE. True, Prop is a self-described Social
Darwinist, and once had his picture on the cover of
Rolling Stone. Sure, we'll all be Social Darwinists
one of these days. But one is wary of Prop's trucking
in the commerce of the soul, as Burroughs said some-
one said. Yet his iron-made paragraphs roar like
bullhorns. You read them as though a Saturday Nite
Spatial were inches from your brainstem, with rigid
attention, and the growing certainty that Do ‘what
thou wilt' has become the whole of the law, as the
Discordians would have it. One remembers scare
headlines in past issues of City Moon: The Topeka.
Calf-Heart Murders; the Mysterious Kinetics of
Gneiss and Schist; the Re turn of the Necronauts;
Crime Art and the Dead Cat Immolators; and worst

of all, the Death and Restoration of Sal Mineo, These
doomcries are mere fribble, compared with what we
find foretold in the latter pages of Prop’s monumental
work, and handwritten to boot.

* MOCK MOONS TO HANG IN WELKIN -- C.M. Edit.

The National Taxpayer's Union reports that certain
right-central government scientists want to put arti-
ficial suns and moons in orbit in order to illuminate
parts of the earth at night. These mock bodies would

supposedly permit night-time harvesting, light-up other

otherwise endarkened polar regions, sterilize high
crime areas 24 hours a day, and send astrologers
bananas chattering to themselyes.

The future is here, as oft predicted in the page of
City Moon. In fact we wallow in it, rolling in the
muck like wild shoats in a swamp. Sure, we'll need
harvesting around the clock to stop the juggernaut
called the green revolution, turn the Mojave into a
sea of wheat, more fuel for the National Drunk,

let's carry a candle into those polar evenings, let's
shine those nigger mo-fos who keep slapping our
grandmothers on the streets and sticking them with
fro combs. Another giant leap for mankind. Only the
very well-to—-do's will have a personal sun, or a nice
yachting moon to follow them on their Caribbean
cruises. The rest of us, the assholes of America's
alimentary, we fork up yet another freebie--and
Rocky Rockwell, the bully of bullishness, trots off
with cur priceless balls, Will the night sky then come
to look like a penny arcade, a stadium scoreboard ?
Actually it's an exciting thing to ponder and a pleasant
surprise~-that our civilization would bubble to a head
so soon after the Manhattan project, and spew its fes-
ter into orbit. Yet, we should not take a dim view,
not always explore the dark sides of every issue, as
our readers forever complain we do--their paper
missiles nail us to the bulletin boards every 28 days.
No let's look at the bright side. Tim Leary and his
New Network Gang (for info write to: L5, 1620 N,
Park Ave., Tucson, Az., 85719) are laying plans

to shuffle off to the Dog Star, Sirius, as soon as they
can hustle a proper rocket. Good, says the Moon,
good riddance. Leave the earth to darkness and to us,
as the poet said. We'll watch things while the mys-
terio-technoids flutter out of familiar ethers like
dragonflies and settle on another clothespin.

A mere ten years ago it was fashionable to tumble
governments, and now the latest thing is blowing the
joint, jumping off the volcano’s lip before it lathers
your ass. What could be more old-fashioned than
Peanut Jimmy and government in general. We can
nearly smell the chicken wings popping in Crisco

in an electric-fry pan in the oval office writing this,
see Peanut Jimmy tonguing it with the labor leaders,
the talk all of ripping new arms of the national trench,
starting up sex centers and getting government roll-
ing again,

The daily civil vaudeville is no longer funny, belly
laughs freeze in the larynx. We're happy to note that
the wise people of Boulder Colo., earth, have passed
a shoot~to-kill ordinance on loose dogs. Technoid
hippies are always abandoning mis-bred mutts which
assemble in packs, and threaten domestic tranquill~
ity. Now, that's progress.

And who among us is foolish enough to think it won't

‘be niggers next, golden agers a close second, and

then queers and junkies and all thé rest of the mis~
be gotten, the troublesome, the stinky, and the ugly.
There are those who see the White House a great
Masonic Lodge. What with the information explosion
on the heels of a chronic recessionary spiral, a few
minorities will be obliged to genuflect before the
dollar sign and cough up golden teeth. And there's
nothing Peanut Jimmy can do about it, any more than
his favorite vocal artist Dylan can, except sweep
the floor and damp the smelter.

0. Light Process

The most amazing facts come to light
after a President is dead. The Mid-~
lothian-Mirzor,.in.a recent-editorial,
disclosed the juicy news that Lyndon
Johnson never quite got over his old
country habit of crapping outdoors,
even while residing in the White House.
There exist, says Penn Jones, edi-
tor of the Mirror, well-guarded pho-
tographic evidences of Lyndon squat-
ting over a hole at the rear of the
White House on more than one occ-
asion, accompanied by a solitary
secret-service agent.

Y ur =
Another belled parrot, of pro-
digious size, has been spotted

on the Texas Farm, at Redwater,
coming down in a litany of
frightening wingchops to eat
candy corn among Oneba's del-
icate gamecocks.

LT
A young firescout is always sta-
tioned on the corner of Flocculus
and Terminal Circuit, selling
pony bones from a croaker sack.
Boil them down, he croons, make
a marrow puddin

if
Oneba claims he can bring them
back now, by a process involving
electromechanical stimulation

of the hypothalmus, or some

such’ organ, calls them necro-
nauts. And we have them wander-
ing mindless along the backstreets
of the historic areas carrying
Oneba facsimiles made of stuffed
sox and pipecleaners, a clothes-
pin beak, bottle-caps for eyes,
looking for a place and a name,

a friend, a bride, dropping

finger joints like peanuts, the
latest of Oneba’s scams. His
little dogs have lost their novel-
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