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TO N IG H T M AU21ST
T h e  1 y e a r  Anniversary o f

■ CLUB GRAVtf I
featuring, already confirmed, live performances by 

Delicious Vinyl recording artist

T H e  W H o r i d a s
Shot Callin', Taxin, Talkin' Bout Bank 

and just added, LIVE ON STAGE, direct from NYC

» i m
performing The Theme (Party time], and much more

on the turntables spinning Hip-Hop • R&B • Reggae
your host for * 1  f |  

the evening u v U I f t B

WITH FREE GIVE-A-WAyS By
R IG d ,  s p o r t , p e a c e w e a r

630 State St. 966-5792

THIS THURSDAY IS

THIRST»
THURSDAY
Weekend Kickoff Party 
w / D 7  V i c

spinning the best of '80s 
and Top 40

In the Beer Garden
$1 12 oz. Draft Beer 
Si Tequila Shots

In the Main Room
$2.50 Jack and Coke 
$2.50 Long Islands

ROLL FILM ...

Isla Vista
Five months and 11 

days in the future
10:01 p.m.
Masked shapes stalk 

Embarcadero Del Norte. 
The kids are already drunk 
and heading down to Del 
Playa. The cops are out in 
force. The moon is not. It’s 
party time. Off in the dis
tance, a bottle breaks.

This, and the occasional 
police siren, are not en
tirely unexpected. The 
kids are used to this.

But 25 sirens going off at 
once can catch the atten
tion of any I.V. local, no 
matter how tossed. And 
when shotgun blasts 
punctuate the boozy night, 
even the most piss-drunk 
party-goer ducks down 
and takes- notice.

The kids are confused 
and horse-hooves clatter 
across the puke-encrusted 
asphalt. And the sirens go 
off — one louder than all 
the rest. It’s coming from a 
shop adjacent to the ATM. 
The shop, door ajar and 
windows busted, is vomit
ing smoke.

Somebody scream s 
from across the street. A 
ski-masked shape dashes 
from inside the shop, 
black-clad, wide-eyed, 
making a run for the park. 
But the cops already have 
the shape in their sights. 
And they’re a-comin’.

But it is. hard to steer 
one’s steed through a 
crowd of slightly toasted, 
very startled collegians. 
And so this one seems to 
have gotten away as the 
police horses’ hooves 
thunder across the park 
bridge.

Recall that on either 
side of the bridge, sticking 
up from an almost-shallow 
pond, are reeds. If you 
look very closely on a 
moonlit night, you can see 
the silvery glint of moon
light on the water between 
the reeds.

But tonight there is no 
moonlight, so look closer 
at the water’s surface as 
the cops thunder past.

See the air bubbles?
The cops didn’t. And in 

those critical, panicked 
minutes when they’re 
crisscrossing the park — 
which is a very large park 
and full of people, mind 
you — they aren’t going to 
see somebody emerge 
from the reeds, either. And 
they aren’t going to see 
that same somebody melt 
casually — though drip-

ping wet — into the 
crowds of party-goers al
ready in the park. And 
they sure as hell aren’t go
ing to see that same some
body, along with many of 
those same party-goers, 
slip through the police 
cordon that even now is 
closing off the park.

Because, after all, it’s 
party time in I.V., and even 
the cops can’t see every
thing. But you can. You 
can even look into the past • 
to find out how this caper 
started. You can see it all
— the greed, the wrath, the 
pride, the envy, the lust... 
even the gluttony and the 
sloth. Hie whole sordid 
mess began just five short 
months ago — today.

The present day 
4 :20  p .m .
“Hey, I’ve got an idea.” 
“Yeah?”
“Yeah. I was just think

ing we oughta knock over 
the ATM.”

“What?”
"Just bear with me.” 
“You’re* crazy.”
“Just humor me. Did 

you know that the ATM is 
the most heavily used 
ATM on the face of the ■ 
planet?”

“That still doesn’t 
change the fact that you’re 
nuts. Where’d you hear 
this?”

“Around. From a lotta 
people. Trust me. Now it 
stands to reason that the 
most heavily used ATM on 
the planet would have a lot 
of money in it, right?”

The first crucial pause. 
“How much money?”
“I dunno. A lot.”
The second crucial 

pause.
“How would we get to 

it?”
“That’s not important. 

Knock down the back, get 
in through the ceiling, take 
the shop next door hos
tage for a few hours while 
you punch a way through
— whatever way you can 
do it, so long as it’s not the 
front”

“The front faces the 
street. There’s always peo
ple in the front.”

“That’s what I’m say
ing. Look, pick a way in, it 
doesn’t matter.”

“What about a way out? 
What about the cops? The 
Foot Patrol’s right around 
the comer.”

“I got a plan for that. 
You do it when they’re

See HEIST p.3A
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“ BET NO ONE'S SEEN 
ABE LINCOLN CRY 

BEFORE."
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Continued from p.2A 
busy.”

“What?”
‘'Yeah. The busiest time 

all year. Halloween.” 
“What?”
“Yeah, Halloween.” 
‘There are more cops in 

I.V. on Halloween than on 
any other night of the 
year.”

“Exactly, Because of all 
the partiers. Next year, 
H a l lo w e e n ’s on  a 
weekend. It’ll go off. 
Look, it’s so perfect, you 
might not even have to 
stage a diversion across 
town to draw them* away 
— most of ’em will be out 
on Del Playa anyway. 
You’ll have all the drunk 
people in costume on the 
street. The cops’ll have 
their hands full, and most 
of ’em will be from out of 
town. Most of the local 
cops will probably be out 
on DP. The others, the 
Highway Patrol, the ones 
that set up the road blocks 
on Pardall, they might 
know the streets, but not 
the local terrain. We could 
duck right into the park af
ter we’ve pulled it off and 
lose ’em there.”

“You are nuts.”
“Come on, couldn’t you 

use the dough?”
The third crucial pause. 
“Well, yeah.”
“Well?”
“Look, this would take 

a lot more people to pull 
off than just you and me.” 

“So get more people. 
We’ll plan it all out months 
in advance. I t ’ll be 
beautiful.”

“This is never going to 
work.”

“If 11 work. Trust me. 
Nothing will go wrong.” 

Eveiything did.

GLUTTONY

“Damn, I love this holi
day,” the fat man thought 
to himself, walking past 
the. little kids on Camino 
Majorca.

The youngsters filed 
from door-to-door—pint- 
sized super heroes, balleri
nas and astronauts search
ing for an all-night sugar 
high.

Good, it's only 7 p.m., 
still plenty of time before it 
all was to go down.

The fat man reached 
into his own bag, next to 
the gun and passport, past 
the fatigues, into his own 
stash of treats, pulled out 
some Tootsie Rolls and 
scarfed ’em down. Before 
he could swallow, his 
hand had wandered back 
into the bag in search of 
more goodies.

“Damn, I love this 
holiday.”

With three hours until 
show time, he needed to 
find some way to pass the 
time. Watching kids trick- 
or-treat seemed like the 
best bet.

Less dangerous than 
partying with the college 
revellers on Del Playa at 
least. No chance of some 
tanked idiot puking on 
you.

With that thought the 
fat man reached back into 
his sack of treats and tricks 
for some Red Ropes, but 
the bag was empty.

Damn. Check the time 
again. 7:151

In the span of just 15 mi
nutes he had managed to 
consume the entire bag of 
Tootsie Rolls and the Red

Ropes, but it still wasn’t 
enough.

What to do, what to do?
A light bulb went off in 

his head. Or rather in his 
stomach. Looking at all 
the little tykes running ar
ound getting all that 
candy. The solution to his 
sugar shortage was so easy, 
it was like taking candy 
from a baby. Or two or 
three.

Yes, the perfect way to 
kill time before an ATM 
heist is to hoark candy 
from kids on Halloween.

The fat man licked his 
chops and headed for a 
small gaggle of Smurfs in 
front of a white two-stoiy 
joint at the far end of Del 
Playa.

“Hey kid,” he said to 
Papa Smurf as he pointed 
to the bushes at the west 
end of the house. “Check 
out that raccoon!”

As soon as Papa and his 
fellow blues turned to the 
bushes, the fat man 
grabbed two pillow cases 
lull of sweets and headed 
for the shrubberies next 
door.

“S tup id  k id s ,” he 
thought, watching the 
children walk away, de
jected, as if Gargamel had 
just smashed the Smurf

Village at last. That was 
too easy.

Pausing to enjoy his 
newfound bounty (lots of 
SweetTarts and plenty of 
Snickers), he thought ab
out who to target next on 
his root-canal-inducing 
rampage.

Calling all Care Bears, 
calling all Care Bears!

This was too easy. Two 
Care Bears and Abe Lin
coln cruised by, heading 
for a pumpkin-studded 
porch about two doors 
down.

This time it would re
quire something a little 
more ballsy. In and out, 
nobody gets hurt. He 
stalked them for a bit, 
playing with them in his

mind, sort of the way a cro
codile wrestles with his 
prey after dragging it 
underwater.

Then, Abe dropped his 
bag. Just enough time. In 
dashed the fat man, push
ing the kids aside and run
ning off with a few more 
pounds of sweets. Bet no 
one’s seen Abe Lincoln cry 
before.

Now, where to hide. 
Ah, there we go. Nice little 
alleyway next to that gar
age. A place to satisfy his 
sugar cravings.

The fat man lounged ar
ound for a while, gorging 
on his stolen treasure.“ Ah, 
what pleasure. A few Her- 
shey Kisses here, a few 
Reese’s Pieces there. 
Damn, what a holiday.

By now the sweets were 
beginning to take their toll 
on the fat man. Sleepy, 
feeling very sleepy. And 
sick for that matter. So 
much for heeding Mom’s 
advice about eating all 
your Halloween candy at 
once.

Z zzzzzzzz. Boom! 
What was that!? What 
time is it? 10 p.m. “Shit! 
I’m late!”

Better head for the re-

. . . . . See HEIST p.4A
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EVERYWEDNESDAY
SANCTUARY
Featuring D J Matt Arm or

Spinning the best of ’80s Wave, 
Industrial Danse Musak.

$3.50 Pitchers,
750 Schnapps

Melrose Madness Q
Margaritas & Melrose. No Cover

Typical of night at Fathom.

The Sky/s the Limit 9
$3.25 Skyy Cocktails, Music from 70s, ’80s & ’90s

Come in Straight, Walk out Tw isted?^^^
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'“Well, don’t just stand there. Get a mop.
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ndezvous point Screw the 
rest of the candy. Well, not 
all of it, grab a few more. 
OK, get the hell out of this 
place.

But shit, what to tell the 
other guys when I get 
there?

SOME TIME LATER
“Where the hell have 

you been, lard-ass? 1”
“Everything’s screwed 

up because of you!”
“The w ho le  jo b ’s 

ruined! The money’s miss
ing! Elvis is gone! Ringo’s 
gone! The lookout is 
gone!”

"Whoa, calm down! 
What do you mean by 
‘gone’?”

“Gone! Shot, dead, ar
rested, on a plane to Cuca- 
munga, we don’t know! 
Gone!”

“OK, OK ... what the 
hell happened to your 
ear?”

"It’s a long story.”

WRATH

"Sure, I’ll buy the next 
round!”

With wallet out of his 
ass pocket, Paul hollered 
at the barmaid in a North
ern California drawl.

“Hey, get us a couple of 
pints of Sierra Nevada 
over here,” Paul yelled 
from the bottom of his dia
phragm. “And more for my 
bud here too! It better be 
hella quick or I ain’t pay
ing nothin’.”

He Waved a $20 bill in 
the air for an instant, fry
ing to get her attention. 
Once she looked in his 
general direction, the bill 
snapped backed into his 
palm, crushed to a ball.

“"niere’s no time for 
this,” John said. “We gotta 
get the hell out of Dodge.” 

“Hey, no worries! We’ll 
be there right on the 
clock."

As the final pint went 
down his throat, Paul let 
out a sigh, releasing all his 
mental strain into the 
ethereal night. Walking 
out of IVBC, the duo lei
surely paced around the 
comer toward the park.

Hundreds of costumed 
revelers paraded the 
streets looking for the next 
keg to drain diy or that 
special someone on the 
other side of the beer tap. 
The law rode on horse
back in intimidating riot 
gear amid the warm, moist 
musk of equine feces. Ob
viously living away from 
mommy’s nurture for the 
first time, a 17-year-old 
boy sporting last year’s 
Power Ranger mask sat

hunched over on the 
sidewalk, palms squeezing 
his head, working to help 
contain the queasy vertigo 
as this morning's breakfast 
battled its way out of his 
stomach for a breath of 
crisp, dewy air.

George broke away 
from a herd of passing 
freshmen and approached 
Paul and John. They were 
joined by Elvis and the 
posse of four marched into 
the I.V. Bookstore parking 
lot and climbed a length of 
wire fence to reach the 
roof.

“Wait a minute. What 
happened to —”
“He never showed. We 
had to go on without him.”

Along the concrete tar 
pits of modernity was an 
open hatch in Hobson’s 
roof. Everyone climbed 
down a ladder attached to 
the opening into a back 
storage room except Paul. 
A boisterous scream of 
“Look out below!” enve
loped the group as he 
jumped feet first through 
the opening, landing on a 
carton of strawberry fro
zen yogurt.

“Shitl” Paul screamed, 
face contorted with shock.

John p inned  Paul 
against the wall by his 
shoulders. “Hey! Shut 
your punk ass, will yah? 
You’re gonna draw atten
tion from the ice cream 
scoopers! We only paid off 
th a t  b a s ta rd  Ringo, 
y’know. If his ice cream 
scooping partner comes in 
here, we’re up shit creek!”

Capillaries burst as 
Paul’s face lit up to a bright 
crimson. He stared at his 
adversary with wide, 
bloodshot eyes and lifted 
the wrists from his shoul
ders. With a hip twist, he 
overpowered John, pin
ning his arms behind his 
back and smashing his 
face against the wall. Paul 
drew an exacto knife from 
his pocket and impaled 
the plaster wall next to 
John’s nose.

“That was hella rude,” 
Paul growled.

“You were the one 
screwing things up!” John 
said, trying to be the voice 
of reason so the job 
wouldn’t be botched and 
blow up in their faces.

Paul made a centimeter- 
deep incision into the car
tilage at the back of John’s 
ear and carved downward 
down the side of his foce. 
Paul shoved John to the 
floor, then turned around 
to kick George in the nuts. 
Paul grabbed John by his 
hair and pointed the ex
acto knife to his chin.

“What was that you 
said?” Paul said. “Who’s

screwing things up? Are 
you?” He turns to brand
ish his knife at the others, 
hair in palm, followed by 
few more hefly kicks to 
George’s Mr. Happy. 
Everyone stared in silence. 
“ARE YOU?!”

He screamed to Elvis, 
who had already cracked 
open the Hobson’s cash 
register — a little bonus 
before the big heist began. 
“When am I gettin’ my 
fuckin’ money?! None of 
you fuckers move! I’m tak
ing the cash with me!” 
Paul screamed. “Get me 
my fuckin’ money!"

Elvis stared, stonefoced 
from shock.

slouching against the wall 
with the bloody mop. On 
the other side of the 
counter Elvis counted 
cash from the register.

“We’re remodeling,” 
John responded smoothly, 
blood oozing from be
neath his hand.

“What’s with your ear, 
dude?”

“Industrial accident. 
Get lost.”

The vampire muttered 
u n in te ll ig ib ly , th e n  
walked Jrack into the 
crowd.

“What the hell were you 
thinking?” Elvis yelled 
across the room as the 
door closed behind him. 
“Why didn’t you lock the 
door?”

John stared back, anger 
glowing dark in his eyes. If 
there was one thing he 
hated, it was people ques
tioning his actions, plans, 
integrity. “He was too 
drunk to remember. Any
way, I’ve only got another 
couple inches to go. And 
don’t question the plan — 
it’ll work.”

“Why haven’t we got 
any phone calls from foe 
lookout?"

“Who knows. Lazy bas
tard’s probably too drunk 
to do his job. No matter— 
let’s go to work."

He hoisted the power 
saw, triggered it and 
drowned out all opposi
tion with its shrill hum. 
George stepped to foe wall

container onto his greek- 
lettered black shirt. “Shit, 
man, look what you’ve 
done!”

“You’re not even sup
posed to be carrying open 
containers,” John replied.

“Hey, fuck you, you 
punk ass!”

“Who are you calling a 
punk ass, you sloshed 
drunk?”

The reaper was on him 
in a moment, his buddies 
forming a circle around 
them and then crashing 
inward.

“Shit,” John muttered as 
he dodged the reaper but 
felt the circle close around 
him — he couldn’t take 
them all. Soon he was be
ing pummeled like drift
wood on foe high, wild 
sea.

Seven armed officers on 
horseback rounded foe 
comer as he crumpled to 
foe ground, dispersing his 
assailants and sending the 
crowd into even more con
fusion. Gunshots went off 
and John wondered briefly 
as he spit blood which of 
his co-conspirators had 
gotten nailed, then limped 
along, his ear still bleeding 
beneath the ski mask, with 
one of the veins of foe 
crowd that was circling foe 
loop. He slipped off at El 
Embarcadero, making his 
way toward DP.

The police were all but 
gone from the party street, 
moving in response to foe

and removed the large burglary reports. The few 
framed poster, revealing officers that wandered by 
the partially completed ignored him — he ap-

soon be fucking loaded — 
though he was starting to 
feel a little loaded already.

He checked his watch. 
6:43. It was time to check 
in.

Sitting in his comfort
able perch at a window- 
side table in The Study 
Hall, he scanned foe Par- 
dall stretch. Of course, foe 
vast fleet of sheriff’s vehi
cles occupied all available 
parking spots — not that it 
mattered since foe whole 
street had been blocked off 
to citizen traffic since yes
terday. Nonetheless, foe 
masses of cops seemed to 
be munching their annual 
Halloween Barbecue Din
ner contentedly, seeming 
completely unaware of his 
friends — who were cur
rently cutting a hole foe 
size of a dinner plate 
through the ATMs around 
the comer.

Reluctantly, he got off 
his stool and casually 
stepped outside to foe pay 
phone. He called the 
seized store, dialing the 
number he wrote on his 
hand. He knew that if he 
was caught, being im
printed with the number of 
the hostage business 
would be hard evidence to 
ignore, but looking it up in 
foe phone book over and 
over was monotonous, 
and memorizing it was too 
much trouble.

“Uhh, Hobson’s,” said 
the voice at the other end 
of foe line.

“Hey, how’s it goin’?” 
he said, looking at foe

‘“Why haven’t we got any phone calls?’”
“ HAND ME 

BAGS NOW!” —
T H E

—  " S o  w h a t  
happened?”

“I shot him.”
"You shot him?”
“Had to. Look at what 

he was doing. Look at 
what he did to me!” —

—Paul’s head burst like 
an overripe melon as foe 
fallen John pumped the 
m aniac full of lead. 
Clutching his bloody ear, 
John rose to his feet as 
Paul’s lifeless body hit foe 
ground with a thud, ooz
ing life over foe linoleum.

“Well, don’t just stand 
there. Get a mop.”

Then there was a knock 
at foe door.

“Hey, man, can’t you 
see we’re closed?”

rm ----  - ^ i r =
PRIDE

A few moments of hasty 
b lo o d -m o p p in g  and  
corpse-dragging later, the 
knock came again. “Buzz 
off!” John shouted, still 
clutching his gory ear. A 
random party-goer burst 
through foe door anyway. 

“WE’RE CLOSED!” 
“Bummer, man,” said 

foe vampire with cheap- 
wine breath. “What’s with 
foe saw, man?”

John turned, leaning 
against the plastic ice 
cream shield nonchalantly 
holding foe power saw. 
Behind him stood George

square cut in foe plaster. 
The slab fell away, shatter
ing on foe floor. John 
grabbed the acetylene 
torch stashed in foe king- 
sized waffle-cone box and 
blazed through the final 
layer of steel.

Elvis stepped forward 
and reached mto foe hole, 
feeling the familiar rough 
texture of money. “We did 
it, we really did it!”

“Of co u rse ,” John 
smiled darkly, “Did you 
doubt me?”

Someone knocked on 
the door before Elvis 
could respond, then flash
light beams cut through 
foe darkness, casting a 
blanket of glare across 
John, who still held foe 
blazing torch. “Hey, this is 
foe police! What foe hell 
are you doing? Come out 
with your hands up!”

“Follow my lead,” John 
responded, hurling the 
torch and fuel tanks 
through foe glass door. 
“Drop foe smoke gre
nades, let’s go!” Sirens ex
ploded in foe night. John, 
George and Elvis pulled 
on their ski masks, drew 
their guns and dashed past 
the lone cop and out into 
the mass of costumed 
partiers.

“Hey, m an, w atch 
where the hell you’re go
ing!” the grim reaper sh
outed as John collided 
with him and his skeletal 
gang, spilling foe harbin
ger of death’s open beer

peared to be just another 
drunken partier. Stum
bling through the I.V. 
night, he headed toward 
the rendezvous point.

— “So the lookout 
never called?”

“No! That sonuvabitch 
flaked on us!!”

“Where is he?”
“He’s not here?”
“He’s here, all right. 

He’s passed out in the 
comer.”

“Good. Maybe he can 
tell us where foe money 
is.”

“I’ve got some of it.” 
“What?”
“I grabbed a few bun

dles on the way out. I’ve 
got ’em right here. Elvis got 
foe rest.”

“How do we know 
you’re not lying?”

“Ask the lookout — 
maybe he knows!”

“Well, wake him up. 
Let’s hear what he has to 
say ...” —

SLOTH

“’Nother pint a’ Red 
Wolf, please.”

Staring at his grease- 
stained napkin pile, he 
wondered why he’d been 
ordering Red Wolf, in
stead of Guinness or 
Sierra. If this whole 
scheme worked, he would

LISA DOTY/DtHy Nexu»

IVFP office through 
squinted eyes.

“We’re through foe diy- 
wall and concrete, but foe 
steel’s gonna be a bitch.” 
In the background, he 
could hear foe muffled 
scraping of metal. “What’s 
the scene?”

“You’re cool. The pigs 
are feeding at foe trough.”

“Awesome. Make sure 
to call back in 15 — you 
kinda lagged earlier...”

“Hey, no worries, man. 
We’re, y’know, profes
sionals.” He hung up and 
laughed at the “Reservoir 
Dogs” reference. Then he 
went inside and ordered 
another beer, forgetting 
foe half-full one he left at 
the table.

Of all foe seven, he 
knew he had the best role 
in this heist—not only did 
he get to avoid manual la
bor, but he also got to 
lounge all afternoon and 
night at his regular drink
ing hole. And who was 
better for this job? He was 
already a Study Hall regu
lar that the cops recog
nized as a harm less 
drunken vagrant when 
they passed foe place on 
their rounds. But of 
course, this was no ordin
ary day of lounging. ... It 
was a day of lounging that 
would make him rich.

“G e m m e  a n o t h e r  
fuckin’ Red Wolf.”

See HEIST p.6A
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HEIST
Continued from p.4A 
He w asn’t looking 

good. But by this point, he 
never did. Sprawled out 
across the table, his 
drunken torso soaked up 
the many spills and smears 
left on the veneer. And he 
hadn’t checked his watch 
in a while.

Prime time brought 
America’s Most Wanted 
on one of the TVs, which 
reminded him of the job he 
had to do.

“Aww, fuck ...” he ut
tered, as he promptly 
bolted from the table and 
promptly ran into a pass
ing woman, whom he 
floored.

"Whoa ... shoriy ’bout 
that,” he uttered, and went 
to the phone.

“Hobson’s.”
"Hey, the coasht is 

clear, dude...”
“DON’T GIVE ME 

THAT ‘DUDE’ SHIT! 
YOU HAVENT CALLED 
IN 45 FUCKING MI
NUTES! WHERE HAVE 
YOU BEEN?!?”

“Hey man, get off my 
cashhe...”

"Your ‘CASHHE’? 
You’re fucking TANKED! 
Our LIVES are hanging on 
YOUR calls, and you’re 
complaining about your 
‘CASHHE’? CALL BACK 
IN 15 MINUTES, AND 
STOP DRINKING, YOU 
G O D D A M N  LA ZY  
BASTARD!”

“Whatever, dude ...”
He hung up, missing the 

hook twice. Those punks, 
he thought. The cops were 
still jus  ̂meandering about 
— he’d let his friends 
know if there was danger. 
Originally, he didn’t even

want to get involved, he 
knew it would be a lot of 
effort. But he didn’t expect 
his own friends to turn on 
him for being a little late 
with a call.

“’Nother Red W olf...” '
---- Mi"

“LAST CALL! LAST 
CALL FOR ALCOHOL!”

He was jostled awake by 
this bellow, as he often 
was. But right before or
dering one last Red Wolf, 
he realized he probably 
hadn’t called in a while.

He looked at his watch 
— 11:30. He looked out at 
the street. Cops were run
ning frantically every
where. He overheard two 
of them passing-by briskly 
as they mentioned a “drag
net” and “APBs.” He saw 
two choppers hovering 
overhead. And he saw El
vis being dragged forcibly 
toward the Foot Patrol of
fice by three SWAT guys.

“Awwwww, fuck...”

—“So Elvis got pinched 
by the cops. Alright, that’s 
it! We should get the hell 
out of here! He could be 
squealing to the pigs right 
now!”

“Not likely.”
“Elvis! You’re alive!”
“I thought the cops got 

ya.”
“Not on your life.” 
“Where’s the rest of the 

money?”
Elvis drew his gun. 

“Why should I tell you?”

“So you think you have 
it all figured out You all 
take my brilliant plan to 
hit the ATM, and then 
form a coalition among 
yourselves to screw me.

RYAN ALTOON/Duly Nexus

“‘Now hand over your share of the money or die here.

“Yeah, well it didn’t 
work. And I’m gonna tell 
ya why. I’ve got the rest of 
the money.”

‘This is ridiculous! He’s 
working with the cops! I 
saw them take him away!”

“You saw me scurry 
away with the cops, eh?
Think again. You may 
have seen Elvis scunying 
away, but do you remem
ber which costume it was, 
young or old?

“See, you’re all con
fused: Was I young Elvis or 
old bloated fried-peanut- 
butter-and-potato-chip- 
sandwich Elvis?

“Vegas Elvis complete 
with sideburns and a 
bloated gut did rob the 
loot with you after the 
ATM went up like Jeny 
Lee Lewis’ piano, on fire.
B u t l o o k s  c a n  be 
deceiving.

“While you all ran for 
your lives, I stripped down 
to my thinner Elvis garb, 
and by the time the police 
detained me for question
ing, I had donned my pre- 
obese Elvis costume. I po
litely told them that I had 
seen the whole thing from

the street and after they 
were convinced I knew 
nothing, they let me go.

“I slinked away from the 
Foot Patrol, gyrated my 
hips out of the store and 
told the coppers, “Thank 
you, thank  you very 
much.”

“Put the gun away, 
John, you won’t be able to 
find where I stashed the. 
money if I’m dead. Be
sides, if you tiy and shoot 
me, you’ll go down with 
me. I'm wired with plastic 
explosives that I can deto
nate at the touch of this 
button. Now hand over 
your share of the money or 
die here.”

“Oh, no you don’t ”
“What? Where the hell 

have you been?” The rob
bers swiveled around to 
see a woman emerge from 
the shadows — a woman 
who had been planning 
their doom for almost as 
long as they had all been 
planning the robbery.

LUST

“Here’s a little something 
for all of your ... uh, hard

work,” he said as he 
handed me a small white 
envelope.

“Thanks darlin’,” I 
smiled at him, trying to 
judge by the thickness of 
the envelope how much 
my tip would be.

Not bad, I thought, at 
least two hundred. Yes, 
those baseball players sure 
are good tippers.

I didn’t mind the work, 
but pretty soon all this was 
going to be behind me: 
Yes, my big chance had 
come. It was the break of a 
lifetime to be picked to 
help rip off file ATM, and 
boy, did I have plans for 
that money.

My job was to raise a 
ruckus outside of the Foot 
Patrol while the heist was 
going down, but I spent 
most of my first meeting 
with my cohorts carefully 
selecting my prey. I needed 
someone who would do 
anything, absolutely any
thing, for that money for 
my plan to work. And who

See HEIST p.7A
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HEY GRADUATES!
Let us cater your party.

✓  great prices ✓  great variety

✓  fresh, healthy food ✓  very convenient

b  961-1700
CALL NOW  TO RESERVE!

(serves 12-15 people)
★  Platter of 20 finger sandwiches 

★ Very large Caesar salad 

"k  Big bowl of pasta salad

4 P *
u nd e r $3/person

offer good thru 6/15/97 *
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T h i s  i s  a  B i r t h d a y  B o x

Do you have friends, roomies, 
or significant others who are 

celebrating a birthday?
S h o w  them  yo u  care w ith a 

personalized greeting from  Y o u  
in the C lassified B irthda y B ox! 

Different bo rders to c h o o se  fro m  —  and 
the greeting is in y o u r w o rd s  —  yo u r artw ork!

'Ringo was the heartbeat of the outfit...

HEIST
Continued from p.6A 

could be better than Elvis? 
Greedy bastard.

He was an easy target. A 
few burning glances, 
promises of money ... and 
more. It was enough to 
spark his desire for more 
than just the cold, hani 
cash. Once I had Elvis in 
my pocket the rest was 
easy. I knew he was at my 
mercy — his passion for 
money was rivaled only by 
his desire for me.

I had been scoping out 
the others for a while, and 
Elvis really was the perfect 
victim. He was going to be 
the one actually going into 
the ATM. He would have 
the greatest access to the 
money and if I could get a 
hold of him, I could get a 
hold on it all.

But first I had to find his 
weakness. It took a while, 
but one night I caught him. 
It was only a brief glance, 
but in it was an unmistak
able flash of desire in Elvis’ 
direction. Suddenly the 
idea emerged, and it didn’t 
take long to convince Elvis 
of the next move. I worked 
smoothly, feigning a shy 
and timid affection for El
vis and slowly earning his 
trust.

With Elvis in my hands, 
we got ready for the big 
night.

Taking care of the 
others wouldn’t be easy. 
But we had a plan.

Finally, it was time.

The hooker drew a gun 
and pointed it at John. 
John drew on Elvis. Elvis 
drew on John. The fat man 
drew on the hooker. 
George shrugged and drew 
on the fat man for good 
measure. The lookout 
burped up some beer and 
passed out again.

Everyone else pulled 
their triggers.

W hen  the  sm oke  
cleared, it was all over but 
the shouting.

Elvis screamed. The 
hooker had shot him after 
plugging John, hoping to 
luck out and make out 
with all of the dough.

“I thought you said it 
was just going to be you 
and me. We were going to 
split it and run away 
together. I believed you. 
Well you know what, I’ve 
got the money. All of it. 
But you’re never going to 
see it. ’Cuz you see, now 
I’m going to have to kill 
you,” Elvis sneered and

fired off another cap. The 
hooker was dead. The 
lookout was asleep again. 
The rest were fading fast.

And Ringo? Ringo 
hadn’t even come in the 
door yet

E N V Y

Ringo was the heartbeat 
of the outfit — the driving 
force, the beating drum. 
And he knew it. He was on 
fire as he sauntered into 
the rendezvous point — 
pure fucking rhythm.

He methodically shed 
his camouflage and  
surveyed the scene. Dis
carded mask, jacket and 
gloves floated seamlessly 
to the ground as the un
ruffled ruffian gently 
stroked his freshly shaven 
chin.

“Well, well, well,” he 
said.

Silence.
“Well, well, well,” he 

said again. “What’s the 
matter with you lazy 
fucks? We did it! We’re 
rich!”

Silence.
“I expected as much,” 

he said with a note of dis
gust. He proceeded to 
straighten his tie and strut 
over to the window, all the 
while humming a wah- 
wah-soaked theme song 
that he had written for 
himself . He peeked  
through the blinds at the 
passers-by below and 
chuckled greedily to 
himself.

He put his gun on a 
nearby table and poured 
himself a shot of rubbing 
alcohol. He eyed the tee
tering liquid as he walked 
toward John, who was fes
tering in the comer, taking 
pains not to spill a drop.

“John,” he said.
“Yes, Ringo?
“I want to kill you,”
“Ringo?”
“Yes, John?”
"I w a n t  t o  

ARRROUGHH!”
Ringo had poured the 

alcohol onto John’s bullet- 
r idden  body.  Ringo 
smiled. He loved being 
nasty.

“Where’s the money, 
John?” he asked.

Silence.
“John?”
John’s face was bright 

red once again. He puck
ered up and feebly at
tempted to spit in Ringo’s 
face.

Ringo shook his head

TH E END

slowly, “Fuck you, my 
man.”

BANG!
Silence.
BANG1
Oh, Ringo loved to be 

nasty.
He walked over to the 

fat man. He bent over and 
grabbed a piece of candy 
from his bag. “Yummy,” he 
said approvingly. “So why 
don’t you tell me where 
the money is you fat piece 
o f ...”

The fat man was long 
dead and made no reply.

“Dammit! It’s just like 
you to go and die on me,” 
he said with a snarl, sav
agely kicking the lifeless 
corpse. “I want the money!
I want the money! SHOW 
ME THE MONEY!”

He finally calmed down 
and ran his fingers through 
his wavy brown hair and 
regained his composure. 
“That was a bit gratuit
ous,” he said with a smile.

By this time, Ringo was 
a bit disheveled. He knew 
one of these clowns had 
grabbed the money, and he 
wanted it; he wanted it 
bad. He looked around the 
room: Ho, dead. John, 
dead. Lookout, too drunk 
to matter. George ... 
George? ... Wait, where is 
George? Where the fuck 
is George?

Oh, there he is. George, 
dead.

But what about Elvis?
It appears that Elvis is 

frantically trying to leave 
the building. About five 
feet from the door Ringo 
caught up with the way- 
ward felon nudging his 
way across the floor.

“O h, please, Elvis, 
would you just look at 
yourself? Where is a 
bloody sack like you 
gonna’ run to?” Ringo 
said.

Elvis moaned.
Ringo smiled.
“Now, tell me where the 

money is or I’m gonna 
cover you with gasoline 
and turn you into a hunka 
hunka burning shit ,” 
Ringo said with a shiver, 
reveling in his brilliant 
nastiness.

Elvis was weak and 
broke down, telling him 
that he had dropped the 
money in the pond in the 
park on two conditions — 
that Ringo would get him a 
doctor and that they 
would split the money 
50-50.

BANG!
BANG! A  laugh.
BANG!

GOING
HOME?
Get a no-charge maintenance inspection 

with our Lube. Oil, and Filter service.

We’ll check all your fluid levels, check 
brakes, hoses, belts, and filters, so you 
can make it home safely this summer.

Chevron

Chevron
CALIFORNIA Simply Smarter '

Goleta Chevron Service 
6470 Hollister Ave. 

968-9696

C o m e  to the N exus A d  Office to m ake the m ost 
unique birthday greeting on ca m p u s for yo u r 
friends! Storke To w e r, R o o m  1053, 893-3829.

H a p p y  B irth d a y  to  Y o u  • • •
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Go ahead. 
Pack it all.

BIG duffle
XL $65.00

12 W . A n a p a m u  
S a n ta  B a rb a ra  

9 6 3 -4 4 3 8

• ¿guidebooks • T f a v e I  n arratives • /\)ature guides • L \ . S • &  

foreign eoad m o p s • "Hiking m aps • t o p o g r o p k ic  m aps •

• VVater filters • .L u g g a g e  • C o n ve rtib le  b a c k p a c k s  •

• T r a v e l  a ccesso rie s • ^doneybelts • ^ o u tk  koste l c a r d s

n SUN TIME
SUN TANNING 

CENTER
WanMo be the.

n

GET A DEEP, DARK TAN §§§p

¡ A m e  a n i un Time Tanni& áiÉ see
% what everyonejs talking m S i t e

WBf/

3 3

UNHEARD OF SPECIAL
p f iA u n t l i  iwllnittej S331

OPEN MONDAY-FRIDAY 9AM-9PM 
SATURDAY 8AM-5PM • SUNDAY 12 N00N-5PM 

• 1.5 Miles from UCSB 
• 7 Beds -  Including One Stand-Up

9 G 7 - M M 3
5858 HOLLISTER AVE., GOLETA

W e  Can  Fix It... W hatever It Is!
"Goleta's Best Since 1963"

CASEY'S GARAGE AND 
DISCOUNT SMOG CENTER 
6398 Hollister Ave. • Goleta 

685-2279 • 685-SMOG
between Los Cameras & Fairview

*5 OFF
YOUR REPAIR
of $65 or more

n
i
i
i
i
i
i
i

¡"d is c o u n t  SMOG i

INCLUDES CERTIFICATE
CASEY'S GARAGE AND 

DISCOUNT SMOG CENTER 
6398 Hollister Ave. • Goleta 

685-2279 • 685-SMOG 
J ^ N o t  valid with any other offers. Expires 6/30/97 J  ^ ^ N o t  valid with any other offers. Expires 6/30/97 J

CASEY'S GARAGE AND  
DISCOUNT SMOG CENTER 

6398 Hollister Ave. • Goleta 
685-2279 • 685-SMOG

I
I
I
I
I
I

Goleta U-HAUL
is at Casey’s Garage 
6398 Hollister Ave.

between Los Cameras & Fairview

Trucks
Trailers
Moving Supplies 
Boxes

N O W  is the time to make your one-way 
reservations for June.

Don't wait until they're all reserved.

685-4137


