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/ The Last Gasp Of Order
I tried to hang on for one more issue, to make sense of the world one 

last time, But the creeping insidiousness of Nexus inbreeding 
finally ate away my last few brain cells. So I said to myself, 

Why fight it? Why not give in to the impending 
disorder which seemed to be sweeping 

every facet of the Nexus, including 
Friday Magazine? After ail, this is my 

last issue as FM editor, I may 
as well go out with a certain lack of 

dignity, as befits my short reign. 
r It's a good thing that Doag "Fleshy“

Artsweek never asked me what I liked, 
the past issues have shown that what I

_________________ . like is pretty weird.
Stuff like death, creation, 

r  Chaos, and Teleology
m aren't really in the same

- H  I  league as Namby Pamby
m l  and Double

m l But alsdGke Humor. 1%
could have made this 

‘ ™  1 the "What is Humor“
issue, but few 

y things end up
V  X ' being drier

m .- than that.
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In the beginning, there was one thing. God, 
qgg,w dieoo^<tfchao^it'w assiiiq>ie>«b^p: H i  
huge area code. Then it biew up, created, or procreated. 
There b«$<»i!teaTO!&^ of stuff, $ e ^  
became

in the beginning, this humankind stuff had tobeginning, this humankind stuff 
ber a few simple things Kke “rain in June, com be heavy
soon" and “one Hectare equals 2.471

Humankind was not content with rustic J H H  
though, slowly they struggled with new concepts/ 
technology. Within a couple million years, they were 
s p i t i^  tee atom «aid putting men (no women yet) on 
the moon. The universe was expanding, becoming more
information-laden, at the same time as humankind was 
striving to achieve more knowledge about the universe. 
Newton said, “My knowledge is like a grain of sand on 
this here beach, next to a scummy ocean filled with 
smelly, decaying kelp and sea lions which occasionally 
die, wash up on the beach and rot, to the intense embar
rassment of the beach owners." !;

In Newton’s day, all knowledge was either reiigton o r  
philosophy. Now you have to know sociology, chemi
stry, political science, ecology, biology, physics, and at 
least one non-western culture.

Aristotle knew everything, pretty much. No one today 
hilly understands even one subject Used to be theology 
was pretty confusing, best left In toe hands of profession
als; if you wanted to know how many angels could dance 
on the head of a p;n, you would spend many years in 
some secluded school. Otherwise, you could learn what 
you needed to know at a trade school.

Now, everybody learns one thing. Everybody chooses 
some topic like "The mating habits of Yellow-Legged 
Mountain Progs In Yosemite," and devotes his/her life to 
it. The hope is that all of the relevant topics, those that 
keep us fed, clothed and sheltered, will be fully covered. 
O f course, there is always the off chance that one genera
tion will be filled with specialists in “The Properties of 
Sodium Nitrates at 900 degrees Kelvin,” and, unless we 
can use this knowledge to sustain civilization, it will 
cdhapse. •

Forget Super 
Glue! Go With 
New Wonder 
Glue!
Who wants to stick 
Hard-hats to steel 
beams? When you 
want to do some 
serious glueing, 
like hairs or chairs,
GET WONDER GLUE!

Wonder glue assumes no lability for 
any injury or damage resulting from 
misuse, abuse, or stupid copying of 
what our stunt-man is doing.

CallNow! 555-GLUE
World Weary Wondering on Weirdness

“Life is strange.” No kidding. One time, about 15 or 18 
years ago, my Dad and my great-uncle, Herbie, were hav
ing a talk during one of our family trips to Sarasota, Flor
ida, and that pearl of wisdom slipped in.

Never forget Herbie’s response, either “No shit, 
Sherlock.”

Those family trips to Florida were when I first realized 
the world was different all over. No, not different— weird.

Sarasota’s got to have more old folks/retired people 
than anywhere in the United States. Driving there is like 
waiting for the Soviets to get the message about revamping 
their economy. It’s real slow going.

Freeway traffic putters along at like 30 miles an hour, so 
I asked my Mom if we were in some sort of procession, like 
a funeral march or something. At that age, the irony was 
lost on me.

You never forget the weirdness of life, wherever you are. 
When I was in Egypt I saw a lot of men with deep bruised 
marks on their foreheads. Well, I visited a lot of mosques, 
and watched a lot of Muslims while they prayed, so I know 
they touch their head to the ground while they pray.

But so many times and so hard as to draw permanent 
marks on theirforeheads? That’s justa little weird, isn’t it?

Every country, every city, nearly everywhere on the 
planet is different in one way or another. A lot of people in

India accept the notion of reincarnation, and for many of 
them the cow is the highest form of life. Accordingly, cows 
do whatever the hell they want to do in India.

Ever seen a herd of very large mammals take over a train 
station? That’s a bit weird too.

Ask most Americans and they’ll tell you South Africa’s 
apartheid system is the pits, but 30 or so years ago we prac
ticed it here— remember the Jim Crow, separate but equal 
laws? Isn’t that a bit weird?

And we could go on and on.... Upstanding, religious far
mers — just the sort of person right-wing American politi
cians covet — grow coca plants in Colombia and Peru, 
feeding the desire of the teeming, addicted masses.

Pig farmers in America’s heartland have been known to 
sleep with their sows if they are about to give birth. Why? 
Because the pigs might roll over and crush their little pi
glets, or even worse, eat them. Now I ask you, “What’s 
weirder, an animal squashing to death its young, cannibal
ism, or a 40 or 50-year-old man sleeping in a pig sty?”

You don’t have to look far away to see weird stuff, 
though. Just look at yourself, or better yet, your photo al
bum. And why did you always put two fingers behind your 
brother’s head?

Because you’re weird.
— Larry Speer

Buy Jake research 
papers, just promise not 
to turn them in,

Buy fa k e diplomas, 
just promise not to 
pass them off as the 
real thing.
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Court Artists:

During the famous “Night- 
stalker” trials of the late ’80s, 
then-struggling cartoonist Bil 
“Family Circus” Keane took 
on the task of courtroom ar
tist in order to augment his 
meager salary. As shown 
above, Keane used his un
canny draftsmanship to effec
tively capture the trial’s oft- 
emotional proceedings and 
brought to light the angst in 
the young rebel, Richard 
Ramirez.

Some art critics have 
argued that Pablo Picasso’s 
best work was done in the 
courtroom. This hypothesis 
rings true in his classic rendi
tion of the Sacco-Vanzetti 
Trials of the early 20th cen
tury. Note the dissenting jury 
(right) contrasted with the 
defendant’s anguished coun
tenance (left).

Are Our Rising 
Young Talents 
Selling Their 
Souls For Bucks?

Regardless of quality, the 
rork of young, talented ar- 
ists generally goes unno- 
iced, and unpurchased. They 
taint their paintings, they 
lon’l; sell them, they don’t 
at; after all, they’re starving 
irtists.

Oftentimes, they are forced 
o paint uninteresting pic
ures of the stormy sea or of a 
lastoral barn-and-goat set- 
ingin order to get their paint- 
igs on the walls of cheap cof-

fee shops. In worse times, 
they draw daisies and wine 
bottles and vend them under 
priced at the Anaheim Con
vention Center.

But what is even more dis
turbing than this is the use of 
really talented artists for such 
pedestrian work as cour
troom scene reproductions. 
The reasons they do this work 
are simple: money and the 
possibility of meeting Jane 
Pauley.

Before feminism became 
in acceptable cause, Cathy 
Cathy” Guisewite toiled in 
he sleaziest of L.A.’s cour- 
rooms, documenting only 
he darkest of humanity’s 
rimes. Pictured right is one 
uch case, the Trial of Zsa Zsa 
labor. Guisewite originally 
ccepted the job because she 
ranted to “meet Judge Rein- 
lold.” No one would have 
ragered she would parlay 
uch courtroom success into 
i career of popular syndica- 
ion and affecting socio- 
exual commentary.

Irt by Todd Francis

typed in commands, descriptions, requests, all to no avail. 
The computer believed that anything coming in through its 
input/output chip was either part of its own subconscious or 
its fevered imagination.

Finally, I fell asleep at the keyboard; while asleep I had a 
vision. I saw this huge computer, covering whole blocks with 
billions of complex subroutines. In this computer, some of the 
subroutines gradually grew together, becoming self- 
sustaining, even achieving self-consciousness. But with self- 
consciousness came self-doubt, then neurosis. This subrou
tine was unable to identify its own limits, it couldn't tell what 
was and was not part of itself.

I started to wake up, but hovered for a space of time in that 
region where dreams still occur. I remembered the dream, but 
at the same time the dream continued. I was awake enough to 
think to myself that maybe I had discovered the answer to my 
computer's problem, maybe this was what happened to it.

However, even as I thought through those ideas, my dream 
continued: I saw the intelligent subroutine adopt an identity, I 
saw it divide itself into "self' and "computer," I saw it try to 
convince the computer of its own existence while simulating 
itself typing on a keyboard in a lead-lined room.

I woke again. Silly dream, I know, I am, I think, I can GO-
SUB 24,000("%&$%,.

— Dan Jeffers
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Learning Life During Prime-Time
Television is not Evil. Actually, we used to think televi

sion was evil, but now we realize that if the philosophy and 
issues underlying each program are fully discussed in a fam
ily environment afterward, television can be most benefi
cial. We supply the following guide to watching and dis
cussing television philosophy:
• Show: Totally Hidden Video. Highlights: San Diego Zoo 
visitors meet a rude parrot, a man cleans his dentures at a re
staurant table, two girls tie firecrackers to the tail of cat. Les
son: Parrots are rude, people are disgusting, children are 
evil.
• Show: Murder at the Mardi Gras. H ighlights: A vaca
tioner witnesses a homicide and finds romance with Barbi 
Benton amidst the revelry of New Orleans (made-for-TV 
movie). Lesson: Death and romance are somehow con
nected, Barbi Benton acts better sans clothes, never watch 
made-for-TV movies.

• Show: Hart to Hart. H ighlights: Jonathon has a videotape 
which, unbeknownst to everyone, shows that a skiing acci
dent was really no accident. Lesson: When stuck for a plot, 
rip off Hitchcock.
• Show: Three’s Company. H ighlights: Jack wonders 
whether the Ropers are growing Marijuana in their garden. 
Lesson: Drugs in our schools is tragedy, old square people 
on drugs is comedy.
• Show: Divorce Court. H ighlights: A football player claims 
that his wife beat him up on several occasions, as well as 
mentally intimidating him. Lesson: Women should be al
lowed to play professional football.
• Show: Designing Women. Highlights: A nightmarish en
counter with some good ol’ boys makes a canoe trip seem 
more like a scene from “Deliverance.” Lesson: Just as Life 
imitates Art, TV imitates Bad Film.

— Dan Jeffers

Chaos Waiting 
For Gaucho Win

I remember hugging a Skyline Dancer at half-court after 
our Gaucho basketball team had beaten the #2 UNLV Run- 
nin’ Rebels. I’d never-hugged her before, not even touched 
her for that matter, and afterwards we looked at each other 
in a strangely uncomfortable Robert “You-lookin-at-me?” 
DeNiro manner, forced a big smile, and hopped our away in 
opposite directions.

Around us I saw Carrick DeHart weeping on the bench, 
cheerleaders “Oh-My-Gaahhd”-ing, more hugging, ESPN 
scattering about as die students mug the cameras asking 
Dad for money and telling Mom hello.

Hi Mom.
I found myself in front of the camera, unfortunately, with 

a twistedly-confused-searching expression on my mug, and 
all I could ask my parents that evening was: “Where the Hell 
am I?”

The cameraman took the video camera from his shoul
der, blew a large purple bubble, sucked it back in with a pop 
and said, “Kid, you’re in HELL.”

The guy with the microphone stood from his bent knee, 
and corrected his cohort by pulling out a paperback edition 
of John Milton’s P aradise Lost and said, “Technically, be
cause we are not exactly in Hell, per se, and Earth has never 
looked so strange, we are most probably in the nether reg
ions in between — Chaos.”

“Welcome to Chaos,” they greeted simultaneously aim
ing the camera at my face and sticking the long microphone 
at my gaping mouth. “What do you have to say?”

Red faced mutant Jerry Tarkanian, head coach of the 
UNLV team, bloodied towel draped on his poly/cotton 
short sleeve, ran in front of a camera, knocking to foe court 
a small child who’s “WE’RE No. #34” felt index finger was 
as tall as he was (both hes — Tark and the kid).

“What do you have to say,” ESPN demanded as foe lens 
twisted, trying to focus on my quivering sweat-beaded lip. It 
was then I realized I still had my program tightly rolled in 
my jeans’ front pocket. I wondered if I had a bugger in my 
nose. I wiped with the back of my hand, nervously, and 
otherwise stood frozen as young boys with skateboards and 
cutoff shirts skated past, skidded, turned back quickly giv
ing the finger to the camera, and laughed as they sped off to 
a chorus of “Yeah, dude”s and high-fives.

Then it occurred to me: run. Run like foe wind, you mo
ron. Run so fast Aunt Myrtl’s TV will leave kelly green 
streaks on her Magnavox console. Run, and run now, you 
idiot.

I ran right into The Freeze, right into his 6-foot-6-mch 
rock hard, um, chest. My frazzled head, his sweaty chest 
And to my great, good luck, ESPN was there, .

I juked left and dodged right, stumbling past foe hoard of 
followers-on behind Freeze and I fled to my humble ocean-. 
side home as fast as my feet could take me.

As I got close to my apartment, I stopped, being out of 
breath and remembering that I rode my bicycle to foe Thun- 
derdome, but not caring. As I panted, way out of breath 
(and shape) I heard a booming sound coming a block away, 
down Del Playa, eerily close to my home. I walked cau
tiously down the street and there it was: hoards of people 
throwing every imaginable object into flaming dumpsters 
which had been rolled out into foe middle of the street.

Cheering arose as a certain reveller began taking off his 
clothes and tossing them into the raging receptacle. Was I in 
Hell yet? There were the flames. There was foe paganism.

Suddenly, Jerry Tarkanian, head coach of the UNLV 
team ran in front of me, waving his bloodied towel above his 
head in circles trying, but failing, to snap foe rears of coeds 
and children, and screaming maniacally, “I’ll be back yous. 
I’ll be back.”

As I stared in disbelief, he saw me from foe comer of his 
eye and jeered, “Welcome to Chaos you spineless so and 
so.”

So I slugged him.
— Jill Weisskopf

Pr< >pX
Vote Yes on 
Prop X
We need water, we 
need a change in 
weather, vote 
to nuke the 
polar caps.

Cheaper than 
water, cheaper 

than Desalination, cheaper 
than trucking waterfrom Canada

Newer, Better, Tougher Laws Get 
Those Damn Drunks Off The Road

Saturday night rolls about. What do you do? You drink. 
It’s not a bad thing, mind you, lots of people do. But then, 
stupidly, you do something bad. You try to drive.

In a matter of minutes, you are pulled over. The sidewalk 
is for pedestrians. You break into a cold sweat, as Officer 
Bob swaggers up to your window. You’re going to pay foe 
piper this time, buddy.

That’s what you think. Compared to some countries, The 
U.S. system of deeding with DWI is a mere slap on foe hand.

In El Salvador, upon your first offense, you find your 
back against the wall, and your face to a line of gunmen. 
That’s right, in that country, drinking + driving = firing 
squad.

In Turkey, you eire driven twenty miles out of town, and 
made to walk back, under escort.

On foe other hand, some countries have what I consider 
cakewalks in foe land of Hostess for punishment.

In Australia, drunk driver’s names are sent to local news
papers, where they are printed under the heading, “He’s 
drunk and in Jaill” I, personally, would find this rather 
amusing, but I like notoriety.

Here at Friday Magazine, we also have access to files 
from countries that don’t normally let the outside world 
know of their punishments. For example, in Germany they 
are forced to drink a huge stein of beer that has been basi
cally brewed to make them pee. After this, they are placed, 
in bondage, on one side of the Autobahn, with an outhouse

on the other.
But other countries aren’t foe only places that have ec

centric laws when in comes to DWI. For example:
At USC, they are forced to be seen on foe campus’ main 

drive in a Ford Maverick, wearing a brown baseball cap that 
says, “The farmer grows and foe dealer stacks, but foe 
middle man buys foe Cadillacs.”

At BYU, drunk drivers’ names are sent to foe local news
paper, where they are printed under foe heading, “He’s 
drunk and in jail, and kicked out of school, and ostracized 
by his family, and shaved bald, and tarred and feathered!” 

At UC Santa Cruz, they are told to “Stay cool, man.” 
At Stanford, their GPA is dropped by one point.
At Cal Poly, their GPA is raised by one point 
At Kent State, drunk drivers are shot by foe National 

Guard, but that’s nothing new.
At UC Riverside, they aren’t allowed to transfer to UCSB. 
At Idaho State, drunk drivers’ cow tipping rights are re

voked, permanently.
At UC Berkeley, the words, “Protesting is for Ninnies” is 

tattooed on an offenders forehead. Furthermore, he is 
forced to stand at three sit-ins and eat ham sandwiches at 
three hunger strikes within the next year.

At Mills College, they are forced to sit in a room with a 
male, alone, for eight hours, and they can ’t cry once.

— Denis Faye


