hatexactly goes on duringthose
blurry hours?

At this point you are feeling
pretty damn groovy. ... You have just
thrown back the last of a continuous se-
ries ofstrong drinks. Nothin’s gonna stop
you now.

OK. Maybe just the bathroom mirror.
Who'’s responsible for the fucking light-
ing anyway? And Oh God, it’s just too
damn late (or early) to do anything about
it. You're sobering, butnot quick enough.
So out you go, right out that bathroom
doorand you throw your own bad self out
onto the side street.

Wow! You wish could buy that psy-
chedelic vintage skirt — for more money
than a brand-new skirt at Nordstrom.
What would Veblan, a favorite German
economic theorist, say now? He’d prob-
ably remind you that the store is closed ...
and oh yeah, you’re broke.

The initial shock is over and you are
alone. Yes, capital A-L-O-N-E, and what
could sound better than a sizzling plate of
greasy food oryourbed? That’s right — a
ride home.

Then, you turn to the left. Low and be-
hold, here he comes. Ladies and gentle-
men, | am pleased to introduce you to
your (K)night in shining armor — The
Cabby. So you’ve caught it baby! Yellow
Cabby Fever. And you hoot and holler. |
repeat: You hoot and holler — and even
whistle this time. ... Yeah, whatever —
you didn’t reallywantto ride in thatcab ...
or that one.

Finally, and I’'m talkin’finally, you spot
him and he is all yours. You convince
yourself that it is no longer Saturday
night, it is time to head on home — how-
ever, you still wish you had someone to
talk to ...

A yellow submarine slowly swims
down the street, but you don’t mind.
Speed is no longer a concern. That last
Tom Collins has denied you all discretion
regarding the pace in which the sub ap-
proaches. So, you shoot offthe curb like a
bat out of hell — like Gonzo from “The
Muppets Take Manhattan.” The cabby
pulls up, looks at you from the window
which is rolled either halfup or halfdown
depending on your results from that Op-
timist’s Club quiz you took the other day.

You stick to the black leather seat. The
cab is smoky and a bullet-proofshield se-
parates you from the driver. Just kidding
— this is a Santa Barbara cabby. Maybe
it’s your own fault that you overlooked
becoming a cabby as a possible career
goal. Butit’'snottoo late, just tell your pa-
rents that you no longer want to culture
yourselfwith European art, but you desire
a more immediate form of unpredictabil-
ity— something even more unpredictable
than receiving your diploma. Mom and
Dad, I've got Yellow Cabby Fever!

Now that the stage is set and you are
going places in this yellow submarine,
you begin to wonder who else has ridden
with this yellow fellow today? This

Most Of My Time On
The Internet Is Spent
Looking For...

cabby’s got his own story. But please re-
member, every cabby has his own story,
just like every cowboy sings his own sad
song. (Of course by now you have sob-
ered up enough to take all ofthisinto con-
sideration.) It would be just too damn ri-
diculous to try and summarize “A day in
the life of a Cabby.” Basically, itwould be
impossible. This one drives die 4 p.m.to 2
a.m. shift.

You feel like 10 pounds of poop in a
five-pound bag. So, you assume the cabby
does too. You say (a little too loudly be-
cause you stood too close to the speakers
all night), “Hey! Could anything be more
horrible than having to stay up all night
and drive everyone around?”

The response is fairly surprising, “Oh,
no man, the cab business is a lot of fun —
especially in Santa Barbara. ... Driving
cabs here eliminates the fear factor that a
lot of big-city drivers have to deal with”.

You start thinking that you haven’t re-
ally seen anyone too scary, except for the
university’s Associated Students presi-
dent (but we won’t get into that).

Nowyou say, “What kinds ofpeople do
you drive around?” He laughs, “Oh, I've

Porn

driven all forms around— all living forms
that is.” You laugh; he continues: “Well,
there are several factors in Santa Barbara
which really make it unique and enhance
the cab business. First off, it’s a tourist
town. There are alarge amount offoreign-
exchange students. | get to see people
from all over the world. The city has both
the .California university and the West-
mont crowd ... and it is definitely a party
town.”

Only a couple of minutes have passed.
At this point you are in the vicinity of
Goleta. So far, the entire time your eyeball
has been fixated on the cab money meter.
You squeal, “How much is this going to
cost me?”

The response: “Oh, that’s the other
thing, about five years ago a cabby would
have to put up with getting bitched and
hollered at because ofa $25 cab ride. Peo-
ple would say that it shouldn’t cost them
that much to get from the heart of Santa
Barbarato Isla Vista: You know, this was
very aggravating. If people would start
complaining, I'd just say, ‘Hey man, you
don’t want me get another cab.”

“The truth is that we have not raised

Pointer Ring

Which Is Your Most Erotic Finger?

The results of the polls in "A Random Sampling"are based upon hours of introspection by me.
An error of +/- 2% is presumed. By the way, the Institute of Crustal Studies made an inquiry about your underwear.

our meter [prices] at all. They’ve been the
same for the past 10-11 years. However,
the alcohol [related fines] have gone upin
price. You see, this helps our business.
Since the laws have gone up, the volume
of ourbusiness and the attitude have been
positively enhanced. People are no longer
complaining — they are more grateful of
the job we do. The public’s attitude seems
to be saying, ‘1'd rather give you $25 than
pay $2,500 in court fees and tickets.”

Wow! Nowyou are feeling pretty lucky
to have gotten a cabby to drive you home.
$25 has never been spent more wisely.
You lean forward and in a more reserved
tone of voice ask, “So have you always
been a cab driver?”

“I’ve been driving cabs for five years
now. And let me just tell you before that |
was a private plumber for 25 years in the
Santa Barbaraarea. Now, I'll say this, and
I’'m speaking for all cab drivers — I'm
lucky in this, I've lived in Santa Barbara
since 1956 and | know the shortest and
quickest ways around. I've lived in many
areas in this town and because of this |
know the city like the back of my hand. In
Ejhis sense, | can be very good at what |

o

So, you know your own personal po-
tential for being an obnoxious drunk.
You ask, “What do you think of picking
up the students on weekend nights in Isla
Vista? And he says, “Well, I'd say these
days the students have been a lot of fun.
But I will say that | have been sent out on
a Friday or Saturday nightfora call on Del
Playa When a street party is going on. | try
getting down the street and the students
have been very rude. Sometimes they
throw bottles at the vehicle. So, in some
circumstances, I've even said that after 9
p.m. I will refuse the call. It has nothing to
do with the caller, it’sjust that | am owner
and operator of this vehicle.

“In fact, one good thing to know is that
Yellow Cab is the only cab company in
town which has strict and mandatory
procedures regarding drug and alcohol
use for its drivers.”

It’s about near the end of the voyage
home. You ask if driving a cab has
changed his life. “Not really,” he says. “I
was a bartender who served the drunks,
then | became one, and now | haul them
around. It’s not the cab business that has
changed my life, I've just changed. It
makes for a good understanding because
I know where the people | driveare at— |
mean, we do a lot as cab drivers; | never
know where the night is going to take me.

“One night | picked up some call girls
in Hope Ranch and drove them down to
Los Angeles. We also help the hand-
icapped, deliver medication to the hospi-
tal, and provide transportation for airline
attendants. You never know what is go-
ingto happen before going to work for the
night.”

ToThe Po

Long-Ass, Thought-Provoking
Sentences

This one non-smoker guy, a friend of a
friend who goes to a community college
in Canada, started wearing a nicotine
patch because he heard it gives you crazy
dreams; well, he got addicted to the patch
and had to start smoking cigarettes to get
off the patch, but he died before he could
quit, so they buried him with his patch on.

If someone suggests that you make
duct tape out of real ducks, please
refuse, no one would use an adhesive
so fowl.
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m-'V. Can Jus* Bite JVte!

eah, I've lived in L.V. I've lived in |.V.
for quite a while now.

It hasn’t been hard really. 1.V. is a
state of mind, a way of life, a growth experi-
ence. I.V. is Zen, a cross-section of American
life, a series of checks and balances. 1.V. is, in
short, a big fucking cliché.

I've used the word “random.” I've been a
random. I've laughed atrandoms. I've said ran-
dom things in class, after smoking cheap bon-
gloads with my roommate’s random work
friends.

I've sat on chain-link fences on DP at 1a.m.
sippin’ on lukewarm Natly Light, grooving to
now-defunct 1.V. supeigroups like Soil and
Evil Farmer.

There was a time when | might consider
these times as the times of my life.

Butrecently, for aboutayearand a halfnow,
I’'ve began to do something new in Isla Vista.

I began to realize that, when sober, the meat
in the burritos really isn’t all that spectacular,
and that Roxy hardly constitutes any sort of
fashion statement. | learned much tojny dis-

“Vve saidrandom things in
class, aftersmoking cheap
hongjoads

may that Black Flys are not original, no matter
what color, and no — and | repeat no —
anorexic is not beautiful, Isla Vista.

I began to notice environmentally conscious
hipsters toss their cigarette butts into the ocean
at Surfrider parties. | began talking to people
who would expound ad nauseam about the
natural beauty and immeasurable benefits of
living in the Santa Barbara area, who have
never, ever left 1.V., save a few blurred trips to
the bars or an occasional romp on State Street
for shopping.

I've seen people in Rage Against the Ma-
chine T-shirts burning couches and chairs in
the middle of the street and trashing-their be-
longings because they don’t know where to
keep them. Way to go, jerk-offs. These enlight-
ened individuals, the same | have seen in the
midst of smoky dorm-room philosophizing, at-

by The 1.V. Rambler

testmg to the powerful message of Rage’s
music, stand up (in their hallways) for the
undejprivileged — while two blocks away,
families are going hungiy.

Ittook me a couple ofyears to figure this out
too, L.V., but being too lazy to clean up last
night’s beer cans and simply throwing them all
overyour lawn for the less fortunate to pick up
and recycle them the next morning is not doing
them a favor — it’s degrading.

But, in spite of all of this, | found myself
walking about our little spittoon by the seathe
other day, pondering the mysteries ofwhy, ev-
ery year, so many students anxiously return.

First, | attempted the optimistic reading of
this strange phenomenon.

“Maybe it’s the natural beauty,” | said aloud,
turning the comer onto Del Playa. “The calm
ocean breeze, the majesty of Mother Ocean
gently beating against the shore. It may remind
students of their gentle ties to the earth.”

Ah, sure. It sounds nice, but take a look
around.

SOS cups everywhere. Oh, broken bottles—
I’ve never seen such a flawless example of the
endangered King Cobra species. The conglom-
eration of cigarette butts, Burger King wrap-
pers, brown paper bags, a dog leash and a
Classics 40 syllabus — on one street comer —
quickly changed my mind.

Maybe it's the clean, well-maintained, rea-
sonably priced domiciles, with ample parking
and a host of otheramenities for the on-the-go-
student of the '90s. | mean look at that dope
duplex on Sabado — only $350 to share a
room. It’s a deal if | can score six more
roommates.

The sense of community?

Maybe. Oh, look at that hard-looking fella
on the beach cruiser — maybe he wants to be
friends. Maybe we can talk shit on DP tonight
and get in a fight.

Disheartened, | headed toward Harder Sta-
dium, seeking solace in what may be the last
place in 1.V. not overrun with Sublime blaring
from every door, Bob Marley plastered on ev-

ery wall.
On my way | was drawn by promises of free
food and fun fraternity livin’ — rush.

I was informed by the congenial brothers of
various houses that indeed hazing is a myth
and that philanthropyisavirtue. Afeweven in-

vited me bowling— and maybe watching por-
nos if accepted into the house.

| politely declined, thinking, “l like my
friends, thanks — | don’t need to buy new
ones,” and returned to my seaside slum of an
apartment complex to the drunken howls of
my neighbors, and had a vision, a gross over-

simplification of 1.V. livin’— but a conclusion
nonetheless.

1.V. is a veritable Nirvana for those who

“Waytogo,jerk-offs."

went crazy the night their parents left them in
the dorms. Those who ran up and down the
halls of Francisco Torres, breathing anew, at
last free from the parentals.

A chance to finally have fun and have no one
tell them that they are too drunk, too loud or
too stupid. A chance to live life the way that it
should be, with no apologies and no regrets.
1.V. is nothing, and that’s why so many people
love it. Itis a place to disappear and totally dis-
regard the fact that you can’t sponge off the
folks — no matter how much you enjoy being
away from them — forever.

Now, | realize that everyone in Isla Vista
doesn’tfit into this mold, and I'mwilling to bet
that you, humble reader, are one of the
exceptions.

You are probably at this very moment raising
yourarms to the most high in a state of delirium
quietly mouthing the words, “Most high, why
can’t this rambling fool see the Isla Vista that |
see, each and every day? Who is this self-
righteous, misguided hack who seems to have
nothing better to do than point fingers?”

I’m nobody. I’'m an observer. I’'m a rambler.
I’msome bleached blond guywith a Pennywise
T-shirt, I'm a girl in line at Blenders in the
Grass checking outthe hunks at Sam’s, I'm the
guy making donuts at 3 a.m. in the UCen, I’'m a
surfer sitting in the ocean off Sands waiting for
a set that will never, ever come in — no matter
how nice my board is.

Point being: It doesn’t matter who lam —
it’'s who you are that matters.

Daily Nexus
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An 81-year-old homeless man living
a bus on Estero Road had his wheeleb
len while he slept the night of Oct 6.1
victim left his wheelchair unlocked out
of the bus around midnight and found
gone when he awoke the next morning

Because the area is frequented by Fr
cisco Torres residents, officers contact«
residence hall front desk. “They told m
saw [F.T. resident Kristen Olsen] joyric
the wheelchair in Francisco Torres,” px
reports state.

Officers then proceeded to Olsen’s
and contacted her and her roommate |
Doffo. Officers were let inside and saw

Today’s Affirmation: Treating myself like a precious object will make me strong.

OK here’s the situation: Teu keep getting nude photos of Carl Weathers in the mail. You need a forum to

address the "issues" that arise as a result of this.

If the Nexuswon’t printit, well. The Daily Friday might. WE ARB NOW accepting all submissions.
Call 893-2691 to verify the validity of this claim. Ask for Fried Bryce or Jason.

Tomorrow's Affirmation: There are endless ways of doing and seeing things. | am safe.

Santa Barbara Film Society Presents

A DOUBLE FEATURE. 2 FILMS FOR THE PRICE OF 1!

Sunday, April 13/ /& 9PM
UCSB's Isla Vista Theater

Film Society Members: $3  General Admission: $5
Swingers begins at 7pm, Trainspotting at 9pm. See both for one ticket price.

Pre-sale is available in front of the UCEN. Buy your ticket now before it sells out.
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in living out of  wheelchair in the center of the room.

wheelchair sto-

Oct. 6. The ing back to their room when they saw the
eked outside wheelchair in a field by Estero. They thought
d found it it was abandoned so they took it. They have
morning. been riding around Francisco Torres ever

:ed by Fran- since,” reports state.

contacted the
iy told me they

:n] joyriding victim. Officers have yet to decide whether to
irres,” police press charges in the case.
— Originally ran October 17,1994
Disen’s room
mmate Luis
and saw the — Names have been changed arbitrarily

“Doffo told me she and Olsen were walk-

The wheelchair was then returned to the
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The Sattler Underground
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You will have to do some work to read this, but not
hard-polyester-uniform-with-a-nametag work. Just
some conscious attempt to putthe following story in the
proper context. Ifyou are good, either nap time or P.E. is
next — your choice.

This story didn’t happen yesterday, but way before all
this current stuffstarted. All the new stuff, the stuffgoing
on now — it hasn’t happened yet, and some of the stuff
that seems older now was newer back then. And a lot of
the stuff that is huge now was pretty underground back
then, like when only a few million people were into Sein-
feld, only a few million people were into The X Files or
the Smashing Pumpkins. | didn’t have my own Web site
back then, but | had constructed shoe box dioramas of
my most important life events, i.e. my bris or circumci-
sion, my parents’ divorce and the Challenger disaster.

It was a hot August night and my band sat preparing
for ourfirstgig. The sun seemed to approach the horizon
on its daily world tour as both of us warmed up our
voices. | was chanting, “Om,” then | meditated using the
mantra Holland Notes, the name of our band. Originally
we were called John Oates and John Oates, because we
couldn’t decide who would get to be Daiyl Hall. Then |
accidentally swallowed some Plax and had a vision.

I saw myselfon the left side of the scale ofjustice, the
blindfolded lady ofjustice was tickling me with a feather
duster. She said, “Lustis blind, love is nearsighted.” The
subtitle of the scene said, “Holland Notes.” It was writ-
ten in New York font, my least-favored font.

My bandmate intrerupted the oneness with:

“I’m not going to sing.”

I immediately saw the headlines: The Holland Notes
Break Up! No Holland Notes Without Someone Who
Can Actually Sing! “C’'mon,” | said. “C’'mon,” | said
again. “Don’t play with something you should cherish.”

He didn’t relent. In less then four hours we would
make our debut at the end ofa cracked driveway on the
6700 block of Del Playa. If he wasn’t going to sing we
needed to start practicing some ofthe songs | could sell,
like my cover version of Salt ’'n’ Pepa’s “Shoop.” Or my
medley of songs from A Chorus Line.

— NOW HIRING -

LA CUMBRE
YEARBOOK

=Paid positions available for 1997-
98 editors.

= Applications NOW available in
the La Cumbre office, Storke
Tower Room 1053.

e|nterest and experience in year-
book, graphics, or related fields
preferred.

= Applications due April 25 by
S5p.m.

eQuestions? Call the La Cumbre
office at 893-2386 and ask for
Jamin Moreno or e-mail at
lacumbre@mcl.ucsb.edu
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Time passed and it became darker and clear, the sky
looked like very nice chocolate chip ice cream— the sky
the cream, the stars the chips. We set the stage.

I wished we had a drum set so we could write “Hol-
land Notes” on the big drum. | wished we had drummer.

| took the microphone in myhand and the P.A. turned
on. A slice of feedback sounded hard and long. It
stopped and | pulled the mic to my mouth and said,
“Ahh, yahh,” which sounded like a hideous scream as
the feedback ate through my “yahh.”

My band mate pushed me away from the P.A. and
started the guitar part he wrote for “Shoop.” “Chillin’
chillin’, mindin’ my business, a brother walks up lookin’
kind of wicked, wicked, had to kick it. I'm not shy so |
asked for the digits. A ho, no that don’t make me ... ”

Then | blanked. | couldn’t remember the next line.
This doesn’t happen to Salt, | thought* and this would
never happen to Pepa. | started to sing the chorus,
“Shoop, Shoop, make me want to Shoop.” My band
mate caught on by the third or fourth Shoop.

I couldn’t think ofany the lyrics but the Shoop part, so
| did that for a full minute, which in Shoop-time feels as
about as long as it takes the average male to run a mile,
about seven minutes.

I didn’t want to do the A Chorus Line medley as we
planned next. It’s not that | wanted to punish the thin
crowds who were doing the DP thing on a midsummer’s
night, or even the fewwno cast obscenities at me and the
band. The dirty teenage transient who claimed to be a
member of Phish and tried to grab myband mate’s guitar
didn’t take away my faith either. It’s just that giving into
the Broadway motifas Sinatra and Elvis did late in their
careers is not what the Holland Notes were about. |
asked my band mate to freestyle.

He stepped into asoft rock nffand took itwith himar-
ound his fret board; | started talking.

“l ran away from home once.” The guitar answered
like a interested friend. “It was after dark and | screamed
something like, “You don’t love me!’atmy Mom and ran
out of my house.” And the rhythm continued mocking
the seriousness of the words. “I circled the block and
came back and found my sister and my Mom sitting on
the bumper of her car with a sign that said, ‘We love Ja-
son’ and they were laughing and pretending to be scared
I wasn’t coming back.

“So | walked out of my cul-de-sac to a real street. |
started running toward the mountains that form the
northern border of the San Fernando Valley.” The
mocking of the guitar tone turned and seemed to be ac-
cusing me oflying, so | responded, “This is the truth. And
you have to believe me because I’'m the only one who can
tell you. .

“I passed myauntand uncle’s house and | was going to
go in and tell diem how | figured out that my Mom didn’t

See The Master, p.4A
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To get the advantage, check the day’s rating: 10 is the easiest day, 0 the
most challenging.

Aries (March 21—Apri| 19) . Today is a 9 - Your experience helps you
through a delicate situation this morning Don’t make the same mistake
you made before. Your friendsarc a big hdp, too. They’ll be glad to point
out the areas where you're most likely to mess up. This afternoon is the
most likely time for that.

Taurus (April 20-May 20) - Today isa5 =Ifyou just can’t figure out how
to stretch your money any further, try another tactic. Make more. This is
notcheating. Other people doitall the time. Sometimes you almostcon-
vince yourself that whatever's in your paycheck is all there is in the uni-
verse. Not so.

Gemini (May 21-Jane 21) - Today isa 9 - You're always intelligent, but
today you’re awesome. It’s like you’re lit by an inner fire. That could be
the supportofyour friends - or simply that you’re madly in love. Perhaps
it’s both. You’re amazingly popular right now. Enjoy.

Cancer (June 22-July 22) - Today isa 4 - A private meeting could lead to
aUsortsofinteresting revelations. Ifyou’vegotanyquestions, justask Feople
will be in the mood to speak freely. Keep that in mind. If you’re tempted
to make a confession yourself, go to your spiritual advisor instead.

Leo (July 23Aug. 22) -Today is a9 - Things that seemed difficult the
first part of the week will go easily now. There may even be money com-
ing into your account. Your excellent attitude will help you coast over a
rough spot in the middle of the day. Don’t be bothered by criticism. Just
putin the correction.

Virgo (Aug 23-Sept. 22) - Today is a 6- You're still pressed for time,
energyand patience. Thisisadaywhen hetbal teaisstron™y recommended.
No caffeine. You know how you get. You've probably got a buzz going
just from all the excitement around you. Don't take any of it seriously.
Libra (Sept. 23-Oct. 23)-Todayis a9-Take advantage of this opportu-
nity to get something you've been wanting for a long time. There's also
something you need to give back. This could be an item you borrowed
from a friend or a job you promised to have done by now. Don’t forget
your obligations. That gets in the way of having your wishes granted.
Scorpio (Oct 24-Nov. 21) 1 Today is a $ - Watch what you say, espe-
ciallyifmoney’s involved. You'll be too busy to spend much time talking,
anyway. Not only do you have your regular work, but there’s a tush order
coming in. You may be starting to feel like you’re being tested. Bingo!
Sagittarius (Nov.-22-Dec 21)-Todayisan8-You don't particularly like
to argue. You've been known to walk away from a fight rather than dive
into the fray. You've got a lot of good ideas, though. It doesn’t hurt to
know how to express them dearlyand concisdy. Today, hone those skills.

Capricorn (Dec 22-Jan. 19) -Today is ab- Let people know what you
want and need. Also, tell them what you have to offer. You might be able
towork atrade and save all concerned a lot of money. This is also agood
day to advertise your wares. The news will spread like wildfire.

Aquarius (Jan. 20-Feb. 18) - Today is a 9 - This is an excellent day to
launch new projects. If you do it in the morning, you’l run into a hassle
during the middle ofthe day. Don’tworry; you'll eventually prevail. Ifyou
wait until evening, you'll have smooth sailing throughout the endeavor.
Pisces (Feb. 19-March 20) - Today is a 6- There are lots of changes
goingon, butdon‘tworry. Everything will turn out for the best Knowing
that, all you have to do is visualize what would be best for you, then let
people know what you want Ask your boss for a raise too.

Today’s Birthday (April 11). You can leam how to do anything this year.
All you have to do is study. Set your course in April Pay fees in May. Start
your classes inJune By September, you'll be earning more money - and
you'll have the feeling you're heading in the right direction. Graduate to a
new level of understanding in December. Complete one phase of your
career then, too. Try something very different with friends in Febtuary.

The Master

Continued from p.3A
love me. But, | remembered how my Mom told me that
they had their own problems with their own kids, so |
shouldn’t bother them. So, I just ran farther and farther
up — the streets passed where the streets ended, and |
could look down at the lights below.

“Nothing looked small, like it’s supposed to when you
are high above everything. Everything seemed huge, as
did every noise | made. My foot moving dirt or a cough
produced an echo. | wanted to scream, but | didn’t be-
cause it would have just been me whining, and everyone
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MUSH AND OFFENSIVE..
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she owe" vpoVv true-i_ove\.. ,
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OKAY... WE GOT WHOA.. hey, GUYS ew e've
WE WERE. PINEHEP/WHY’'P PIUET» OVER THE GOT SOME GNARLY cO&wEBs..

Daily Nexus

would have heard it.

“l saw a patch of snow, the only time I've ever seen
snow near my house, and a weed was growing out the
center of it. That weed was me, | thought.”

From the street the wandering Phish member yelled,
“Shut up, fag!”

The soft rock of the guitar turned into a dissonant
thrash. | gripped the microphone red-knuckle-tight and
yelled every cuss word | could think of. The words that
came out my mouth nice soon came twice. The noise that
flowed from the speaker was loud and hollow and dirty.
The feedback that accompained me made me sound

better.
C O M I C
By Robertson

SAY, FARCINOS..WHAT,]
EXACTLY, PiD YOU5AYI
To that nice OFFICE??

kibuishi

DESPITE. OUR VIOLENT MATURE
(IOEASy AND UMTHEAPEP  THE VEGETABLE. AND J ARE.
SHOULD LEAVE this comic,  ERIENMy COMPANY. DON'T
strip immediately and BE.
HAVE HWR. HEADS
EXAMINED.
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THO"e OF YOU THAT FEEL

frightened . just Kick.

back and RELAX , PEOPLE-.
THIS 15 ¢JONNA BE- FUN.

By Lucido
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