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ORIGINAL ROCKIN ACTS FROM THE 50’s

Hoy Hoy', Whistle Bait’
Bill Haleys ‘Original’ - ‘Rock Around The Clock’
She’s The Most’ -
T've Got My Sights On Someone New', ‘Hiccups’
‘Giddy Up A Ding Dong’
“No More Cryin’ The Blues’, ‘Made In The Shade’
- Sea Cruise’, ‘Roberta’
- Skippy Is A Sissy’, Worried ‘Bout You Baby’
- Honkin Sax ‘Deacons Hop', ‘Nervous Man Nervous’
- Miss Rhythm & Blues - Lucky Lips’, Mama,
He Teats Your Daughter Mean’

PLUS THE BEST OF TODAY'S HOT TALENT...
- Much anticipated reunion show
- From Germany - Back by popular demand
- rom UK - also back by popular demand
- from UK - These guys are hot |
- brom California - As great as ever 1
- drom TN - WOW
- Instrumental comes no better than this.
- Rockabilly New York style

- CA - SoCals Boppers
2 Rockin Bands from Australia and

- CA - Special reunion show
- Caliornia Favorites
- “Wild” Rockabilly bavorites who tour internationally
- From CO - Denvers best.
- UK - Rare US show of this popular band.

- USA - Skigfle hits Vegas

- A band to watch
= Rhythm n blues from Hollywood
- Japan - Wild Young Rockabilly Cats!
- CA - Hot Young Act

www.vivalasvegas.net

Tom Ingram PO Box 8098, Long Beach, CA 90808-0098
PH: 562 496 4287 FAX: 562496 4297 EMAIL: tom@vivalasvegas.net
Barney Koumis, 46 lnverness St, London, NWI 6HB
PH/FAX: 44 (0) 207 267 4682 EMAIL: barney@vivalasvegas.net
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Never worn _
vintage fashion

and accessories
from the "40s to '80s

COPARLICTRD 2220 EAST 4TH ST,
www.starliteroom.com
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Jeff Fox
Smitty Saeufer

Rodney Anonymous . . Jeremy Carver = G.J.
Caulfield . Eric Hoffman - Tina Kozik
Josh Lane ~ Dan Mapp = Mako Pilferer

Helen Trunkenbold . Shivon Vanessa

Octavio Jenny Jailbait
Kelli Brandt

Bobby Green

Paget Brewster  Octavio
Jim Krewson - Chic Tongue

All contents ©2004 Barracuda Magozine unless
otherwise specified. No portion of this magazine
may be reprinted or reproduced in whole or in
part without written permission from the pub-
lisher. Barracuda is published three times a
year. Email for submission guidelines, We will

not be responsible for the safety or return of

unsolicited items sent to us in the mail.

PRODUCED AND PRINTED IN
SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA, USA

quhqﬂniojlmw
a SLotter From Youn fditon

*ou know, when I started this magazine
literally years ago, lots of people offered
me advice. Some of it I even asked for.

“Professional” publishing and business
people more-or-less stood in line to tell me I
was doing everything wrong. They told me that
this magazine would never stay in business
because it didn’t have a broad enough appeal. I
remember an assistant at one periodical distri-
bution company lecturing me that the content
of the magazine needed to appeal more to the
masses if I really wanted to be successful. He
gave me a laundry list of subjects I might be
interested in covering—a veritable bandwagon
of boring, over-hyped, uninteresting, celebrity
butt-kiss topics that I should hop on.

Another sage of unsolicited advice was a
buyer at a big-city corporate ad agency, who
called me asking for ad rates. When I told him
what our rates were and what our print run
was, he scoffed. I believe his exact words
were that we were “invisible” and that we
need broader appeal. I appreciated his gener-
ous sharing of unsolicited advice and did not
want to spoil the moment by pointing out the
irony that ke was the one who had called me.

The other big piece of unsolicited advice I
regularly received was that a successful busi-
ness could not be started without tons and
tons, like millions of dollars, in startup capital.
It was regularly suggested that I seek out ven-
ture capital or take out a big business loan to
properly capitalize the idea. How could I possi-
bly impress ad clients without a crystal sculp-
ture in the foyer of my office? Or how could I
publish a magazine without throwing lavish
parties on the Sunset Strip? And how could I
ever expect anyone to read this magazine
unless it's printed on super-heavy, high-gloss
stock with perfect binding, a celebrity on the
cover and fluorescent ink?

My answer, which fell on deaf ears at the
time, was that I had no interest in reading
magazines like that, so why would I want to
publish a magazine like that? And I figured
that there had to be enough people out there
who felt the same way as I do. Maybe not mil-
lions of people, but if I could manage to forgo
the crystal sculpture and all the other expen-
sive, useless crap that were “must-haves” of a
startup business, I wouldn’t need millions of
readers to support such posh, useless trappings
to begin with.

I didn’t argue that this magazine was a
niche idea, however. I just disagreed that its
niche appeal was a liability. Rather than retool-
ing to be yet another glossy men’s mag clone, I
turned into the skid. I sought out advertisers
and contributors who wanted to reach this niche
crowd. And I never spent money on things that I
didn’t think I could afford, or things that I didn’t

feel added real value to the magazine.

The point of all this apparent self-aggran-
dizement is to say that I recently saw a show on
television about advertising, which talked
about new ideas, like “narrowcasting” (as
opposed to broadcasting). The idea is that in
order to get through to someone these days,
your message needs to have a more narrow,
rather than broad focus. Then I saw an article
in one of those crappy airline magazines that
was talking about a revolutionary new business
model called “bootstrapping.” That is to say,
starting up a business by pulling yourself up by
your bootstraps—getting things done without
borrowed money and only spending money on
things you can afford.

Anyway, gentle reader, the point is that if
someone tells you that you have rocks in your
head, just wait a couple of years and you just
might be slightly less stupid than you were pre-
viously led to believe. Or as Toys That Kill say,
“This year’s king is last year’s fool.” And I'm
also going to end this whole shebang with an
excerpt of Bill Mauldin. It’s an excellent quote,
but for the life of me, I couldn’t fit it anywhere
in the article. So, here it is. —J.F.

“Dig a hole in your back yard while it is
raining. Sit in the hole until the water climbs
up around your ankles. Pour cold mud down
your shirt collar. Sit there for 48 hours, and, so
there is no danger of your dozing off, imagine
that a guy is sneaking around waiting for a
chance to club you on the head and set your
house on fire.

“Get out of your hole, fill a suitcase full of
rocks, pick it up, put a shotgun in your other
hand, and walk on the muddiest road you can
find. Fall flat on your face every few minutes as
you imagine big meteors streaking down to
sock you.

“After 10 or 12 miles (remember—you are
still carrying your shotgun and your suitcase)
start sneaking through the wet brush. Imagine
that somebody has booby-trapped your route
with rattlesnakes which will bite you if you step
on them. Give some friend a rifle and have him
blast in your direction once in a while.

“Snoop around until you find a bull. Try to
figure out a way to sneak around without letting
him see you. When he does see you, run like hell
all the way back to your hole in the back yard,
drop the suitcase and shotgun, and get in.

“If you repeat this performance every
three days for several months, you may begin to
understand why an infantryman gets out of
breath. But you still won’t understand how he
feels when things get tough.” —Bill Mauldin
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OFFENDER READING MATERIAL EVALUATION FORM
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Title or Description of Reading Material:

Objectionable Features of Material (if appropriate):

. Any publication or material describing the design or manufacture of firearms, explosives,
or other weapons or destructive devices.

. Any publication or material describing the manufacture of controlled substances or intoxicants.
Any publication or material advocating hatred or contempt of other persons.

. Any publication or material produced or distributed by Security Threat Groups (STGs)
OR any publication or material advocating or depicting association or membership in a STG
which is contrary to the security interests of the facility.

. Any Pubﬂmﬁon or material which has been deemed to be contrary to the offender’s rehabilitation
goals by Mental Health/Sex Offender Treatment staff.

. Any Publication or material primarily devoted to depicting or describing bestiality, pedophilia, sadism,

masochism, or necrophilia.

. Any Publication or material which is a potential threat to stability or control of offender population,
(advocates facility disruption, noncompliance with rules or regulations, or anarchy).

. Other (List objectionable features)

. None

DISPOSITION FOLLOWING EVALUATION OF MATERIAL(S): ><l Prohibited

] Permitted

DATE RECEIVED:
Offender has ten (10) days from date RECEIVED to appeal decision to the appropriate Deputy Director
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> always said that he got no respect, and
while it's true that he never got the
respect that he deserved, to say that he

got no respect at all is a bit of an overstatement.
After all, who else but Rodney Dangerfield could
bring together guests as varied as Bob Saget

a seven-foot tree?
best known for his self effacmg

e0p
 lack of respect that he felt was a lifelong depres—
sion stemming from his humble beginnings as a
smgmg walter, and that comedy was his escape

. e'temporanly abandoned comedy ten‘
years later, and worked as an aluminum s1dmg .

, when, despite an Oscar-worthy perfor-
mance in Natural Born Killers, his application
for membership m the Academy was rejected ‘

pl
reﬂ tie and white shlrt being put on permanent
display at the Smlthsoman Instltute in
Washin 2 ~

. ed it so many times in recent years,‘
undergomg two aneurysm surgenes, a heart

hunself out to be a perpetual loser in an indus-
_ try where it’s standard operating procedure to
do the exact opposite. He was a true original and
an irreplaceable comedy legend. One thing you
can be sure of is that he had the respect of
‘; everyone who ever heard him tell ajoke.
Dangerﬁeld W buried at Pierce Brothers
n Sunday, October
e previous Tuesday
ifx'om ‘heart valve

overs of campy B-movies and sexploita-
tion films are mourning the loss of Russ,.
: Meyer, director of such cult classics as  gr ‘

Faster Pussycat! Kill! Kill!, Mudhoney, Vizen, used to finance the low-budget lower-brow sex-
and Beyond the Valley of the Dolls. Meyer was  and-violence movies that would make him
a simple man with simple tastes: violence and  famous and earn him the nickname “the Fellini

In att.sndmee were many comedians who

ﬁangerfleld is credited with discovering and
exposing to a national audience via HBO spe-

large-breasted women. He passed away on  of the sex industry.”

September 18th at his California home after
complications of pneumonia.

his proclivity for veluptuous women,

cials filmed at his elub, like Jim Carrey and

F or all the talk about sexploitation and
- Master of (}eremonies Bob Saget Also paying

Meyer was never really the target of fem-
inist criticism. His response to that was, “The
men [in the films] are always wimps. Feminists:
love that,” and he was even considered by s ome
to be the first American ferinist d

Although his death was certainly a
loss to anyone who liked to laugh at over-the-
top sleaze films, as long as there’s people who

At age twelve, his mother pawned her
engagement. ring to buy him an 8mm camera,
and with very little in the way of formal train-
ing, Russ Meyer began making movies. He
spent the duration of World War II in Europe
following General George Patton as a combat
newsreel cameraman, where he claims he was
taken to his first whorehouse by none other
than Ernest Hethingway. After the war ended, want to see movies like Faster Pussycat!
he returned to the States and became a pho- (which was once described as “possibly the
tographer, shooting some of the earliest most amoral film of all time”), his memorywal ‘
Playboy centerfolds.

ments for him before 6 PM




move on to greener pastures (or to the glue

factory) can be difficult. When faced with a
& ‘&”ﬂ y potentially costly repair, it’s very easy to become dis-
gusted and write your car off as over the hill before
y its time.
ﬂ M Most of the arguments that people use to get rid

of a car are little more than thinly-veiled rationaliza-
W tions to buy a new one. Some people enjoy shopping
and spending large sums of money buying new things,

and bless their hearts, because their desires grease
the wheels of retail economics. But if you are a regu-
lar Barracuda reader, reliability and frugality are
probably of paramount importance to you, rather than
| impressing your friends with shiny new things bought
| on credit. If you want a new car, then just admit it
and fork out the dough, but don’t make excuses.

“This car is getting old” is not a good excuse to
replace a car. Plenty of studies have shown that new
cars are not any less-prone to breakdowns than well-
maintained older cars. Besides, a car is not an object,
it is merely a sum of its parts. Technically speaking,
cars do not get old and break down—only their parts
do. A bad $1 part can make a brand new, $30,000 car
run like hell or even not at all. That doesn’t mean the
car is terminal. Getting rid of a whole car because of
a few bad parts is like throwing the baby out with the
bath water.

F iguring out when to let your old, trusty steed

A CAR IS NOT

ClL IT IS N '
CUM OF ITC€ >
[ECHNICALLY CSPEAKING,

'ARC DO NOT (>!{J' OLD
AND BREAK DOWN
ONLY THEIR PARTC DO

Problems with big-ticket items like the engine,
drive train or frame are of course, more serious than
cheapo parts. But even in these circumstances, the
decision to pull the plug on a car is often based on a
faulty equation.

Drivers often will get rid of a car when it needs
a major repair, saying that the repair will cost almost
as much as the car is worth, For example, let's say
you have a relatively sound used car that’s worth
$1600 and it needs a new transmission, which will
cost $800. It's crazy to spend that much on a repair
for a car that isn't worth anything, right? Well, in
terms of dollars out of pocket, comparing the cost of
the repair to the overall value of the car is irrele-
vant—especially the older a car gets, because at a
certain point, a car’s barely worth anything.

Anyway, assuming you are familiar with the car
and are generally confident in it, the question is not
whether or not to spend $800 on a $15600 car. The
question is, how much is it going to cost you to find a
worthy, reliable replacement for that car? A lot more
than $800, you can be certain.

The cost of a professionally-performed repair or
restoration very rarely results in an increase in the
car’s value equal to what is spent on the repair. If you
have a car that’s worth $2000, it does not become
worth $3000 just because you got it a $1000 paint job.
This is an economic absolute, so using this as an
excuse to get rid of a car doesn't add up.

Also, there are other costs involved in replacing
your car that need to be factored in. First of all, it
takes time and effort to find and buy a car. And as
our friend Ben Franklin said, time is money. Then
there are title transfer, licensing and registration
fees that must be paid when you purchase another
car. And don't forget the sales tax that you are
charged for purchasing another car. These may not
seem like very much money, but when you add each
of these items together, then deduct that number
from that $800 repair to keep your old car on the
road, an $800 repair might become a $600 repair.

Keeping your same old car is ecologically sound
as well. Think about it. If you sell your old car to
someone then buy a new car, you are responsible for
two pollution sources being on the street, your old
car and your new one. if you keep your same old car,
you are only responsible for one pollution source!
(Car collectors are some of the most ecologically-
friendly people out there. If you own eight cars, you
can only drive one at a time, so the other seven are
sitting there emitting zero pollution as opposed to
being driven around by someone else!)

Also, bear in mind that there is a benefit to
keeping a car for as long as possible. Knowing a car’s
maintenance history, as well as the conditions under
which it was used have great value. If you've owned
the same car for the last ten years, you know a lot
about it. If you decide to replace it, you will have to
spend a pretty large sum of money to buy a car that
you can have blind faith in—probably at least $5000
to get a used car with any kind of warranty.

“f you enjoy working on cars, it's much easier to
Ejustify keeping a car on the road and you will

probably not have a hard time doing so. By doing
repairs yourself, you're more likely to perform rou-
tine and preventative maintenance, which will make
a car more reliable over the long run.

Unfortunately, very modern cars, with their
high-tech doodads make the decision even more
difficult. These items increase fuel efficiency, but
are often impossible to diagnose or repair in your
driveway and can also be ridiculously expensive
to replace.

The bottom line is that there can be plenty of
reasons to get rid of a car, including the fact that you
are just plain sick of it or sick of dealing with its
problems. But just don't let oversimplified economic
equations trick you into thinking it make financial
sense to get rid of a car just because it needs an

expensive repair. i"
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chemicals present in our environ-

ment? Don’t look now, but the most
prevalent of those chemicals may be closer
than you think. In fact, it may even be pre-
sent in your own home.

The chemical in question is dihydro-
gen monoxide, commonly referred to as
DHMO, a colorless, odorless, naturally-abun-
dant chemical compound that can be found
in every major river, lake and stream. Few
politicians and journalists feel that it is a
“politically beneficial” flag to fly, so a vast
majority of the general populace has been
left in the dark with regard to this potential-
ly deadly substance.

While harmlessly searching the inter-
net for pornography and video game strate-
gies, we stumbled across www.dhmo.org, a
website dedicated to spreading information
about this inconspicuous threat to hundreds
of thousands of innocent American lives.
What we found on that website was star-
tling, to say the least.

First, a little background information.
The main chemical component in dihydro-
gen monoxide is hydroxide, a dangerously

stable ion found in many other caustic
s. such as lye. It’s a known
byproduct of hydrocarbon combustion in
furnaces and air conditioning compressor
operation. DMHO is largely responsible for
many negative effects on the environment,
such as acid rain, soil erosion, and global
warming, and it is also plays a major role in
the high rate of malaria in tropical cli-
mates. In addition to its presence in the
outer environment, significant levels of
DHMO are also found in cancerous tumors
and lesions.

If you think that dihydrogen monox-
ide contamination is something that an
average person shouldn’t be concerned
with, think again. Accidental inhalation of
DHMO in its liquid form has been known to
cause death by asphyxiation, even if only a
small amount was inhaled. In its gaseous
form, it can cause severe burns, and pro-
longed exposure to the solid state of dihy-
drogen monoxide can cause extensive
untreatable tissue damage.

The terror doesn’t end there, either.
DHMO is a big factor in the oxidation and
corrosion of metals, particularly iron, and
also decreases the effectiveness of automo-
tive brakes. Imagine getting into a horrible
car accident after picking up little Sally
from soccer practice, all because of expo-
sure to dihydrogen monoxide.

Let’s say you've got an elderly loved
one in the hospital undergoing dialysis
treatment for kidney failure. A large num-
ber of these dialysis patients are still
exposed to dihydrogen monoxide on a daily

G oncerned about the many dangerous

basis, even though it can lead to congestive
heart failure, pulmonary edema (painful
fluid accumulation and swelling of the
lungs), and hypertension.

So now that you know just how dan-
gerous dihydrogen monoxide can be, you
might be asking yourself, “Just how wide-
spread is this potentially hazardous chemi-
cal?” Unfortunately, the answer to that
question is that we're constantly surround-
ed by it, even within the confines of our
own homes. Not surprisingly, DHMO is pre-
sent in almost all animal research labs, and
it’s also used in many or environmentally-
disruptive endeavors. Some of these
endeavors include its use as a common
industrial solvent, a coolant used by many
nuclear power plants, and its presence is a
crucial factor in the propulsion systems of
some US Navy ships and submarines.
However, the scariest occurances of dihy-
drogen monoxide are commonly found in
the average American household; in all
kinds of food products and medicines, dihy-
drogen monoxide is used as an additive, a
preservative, and even as a decontaminant.

With all of the inherent dangers in
overexposure to DHMO, it’s important to
remain focused and level-headed. It would
be foolish (not to mention nearly impossi-
ble) to try and distance yourself from every
instance of dihydrogen monoxide, so coming
in contact with it is unavoidable, but be
sure to exercise caution. It has even been
found in the very beer you drink every day.

-f you feel that you or someone you love
Emay have been in excessive contact

with this silent killer, you might want
to check for the most common symptoms of
a dihydrogen monoxide overdose. They
include excessive sweating and urination,
nausea, vomiting, electrolyte imbalance
(characterized by slight dizziness and an
overall lack of energy), hyponatremia,
degeneration of sodium homeostasis, and a
general bloated feeling. In addition, an odd
DHMO-related medical phenomenon was
recently uncovered, involving dihydrogen
monoxide leaking from the corners of the
eyes due to irritation caused by foreign
particles and allergic reactions. If the per-
son you suspect of DHMO overexposure is
exhibiting some or all of the aforemen-
tioned symptoms, please consult your doc-
tor and maybe even consider visiting a
local hospital.

Despite the lack of information on the
DHMO contamination problem, it’s impera-
tive that people remain ever-vigilant and
aware of the situation. This is not some
imagined attack on America like
Communism or anthrax; it’s a very real
threat to not only our way of living, but to
our health and the health of our families.

<
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howe saying, “Wish you were
hen!” Why, this cwwy cowen
kuows how to say things with
ken tonse that other ginls
waste a lot of time putting
into words! This beanteous
betty has a sylph-like figure
and we swre hope she doesn’t
keep it all to hen sylph!

photoa by Octanto
model: Ditlon Thomas
www.dilonthomans.com
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hey say you can’t judge a book by its cover
nd that is certainly the case when it
, comes to Oceanic Arts in Whittier,
Callforma The 10,000 square-foot warehouse is
situated in an industrial park on Whittier
Boulevard and appears completely innocuous,
looking no different than any of the lusterless
warehouses and workshops on the block. But
take one step inside the front door and you are
slapped in the face with a sensory overload of
Hawaiiana, tropical and tiki decor.

The brainchild of Bob Oosting and Leroy
Schmaltz, Oceanic Arts has{béeén the leading sup-
plier of tropical and nautica or decades.

Schmaltz and Van 's attitude
toward the marketplace ¢ ir compa-
ny’s survival as well as the popu-
larity through the years. O up-
plier of decor to restaur nt

gs, Oceanic Arts dé
hat had a need f¢

ly supply

and

eed fo
, including
arants and Guitar Ce
Since the ‘60s, Oc also
designed or supplied tra 8 for a
staggering number of fi Shows—
everything from the lof of an Otto
Preminger film all the wa TV series as
Saved By The Bell. “Aln svery sitcom will
eventually have an episodé¥hat has some tropi-
cal setting in it,” says Schmaltz. “We'll wind up
doing it.”

Oceanic Arts was also involved in supplying
Disneyland’s Enchanted Tiki Room. All of this
work with the entertainment industry adds up to
Oceanic Arts directly or indirectly having an
inestimably huge and largely uncredited influ-
ence on how tiki art and tropicalia has been por-
trayed in popular culture.

The largest tiki in Tahiti is about 30 feet
tall and was an Oceanic Arts creation made of
pine taken from Southern California. Schmaltz’s
wood carvings have even been mistaken for
authentic Polynesian works in books. For a hotel
in Tahiti, Schmaltz was commissioned to create
wooden masks to adorn each hotel room.
Pictures of the masks appeared in a book on
wood carving, which talked about how they were
done by natives (even though there is no such
thing as a Tahitian mask).

As artistically influential, talented and
well-read as Schmaltz is, he is also part crafts-
man. He says this makes it difficult for him to

ure out where he fits into the art world. “Fine
people want to philosophize about art more

ey are interested in actually making fine

nts Schmaltz, “It’s like the emperor’s

his wood carvings, Schmaltz per-
efers to work in traditional
altz and Van Oosting have
i, Tahiti, New Caledonia,
to do research, devel-
artifacts and mate-
ge reference library
e work based on tradi-
om many different parts
S carved 30 foot totem poles
pavilion, as well as traditional
gs for the Norwegian pavilion at
d's Epcot center.
I"Oceanic Art’s willingness to supply
e customer needs, even if it's somewhat
py, has helped them survive dips in tiki's
popularity. “I've done the silly stuff,” says
Schmaltz, “Sometimes the silly things get tiring.
The old style stuff is more lasting. The silly stuff
has a short life span. But when the kitsch dies
off, I fall back on my art.”

People sometimes assume that Schmaltz is
not a serious artist because of the large variety of
commercial and kitschy items he sells through
Oceanic Arts. “Someone will come in to buy party
supplies and be surprised and say, ‘You know
something about art?” He tells of one art dealer
from New York who came into the shop to see

Oceanic Arts cont’d page 32

OCEANIC ARTS!
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. “sarily an issue of choosing between one

. thing or another. Sometimes, it's a matter

of just accepting your true nature. That’s how

Bill Mauldin decided to become a political car-

toonist. He simply resolved, “I was born a trou-
blemaker and might as well earn a living at it.”

While rummaging around a junked car as a
child, Mauldin found a magazine that had ads for
cartoonist correspondence schools. One ad
boasted that cartoonists sometimes make
$100,000 a year. That was a lot of money for a 13-
year old boy living in the rural desert southwest
during the depression. And so was the school’s
$20 enrollment fee. Mauldin hit his grandmother
up for the money, boasting, “Nana, I'm going to
make a bucket of dough!”

His grandmother loaned him the money to
enroll, but cautioned him he should pursue car-
tooning for the love of it, not for the money. He
agreed, but later admitted that the “bucket of
dough” was still his main motivation. “Like
Carnegie, [ would make my pile first and then
devote myself to uplifting souls,” wrote Mauldin,
“If a poor cartoonist could bring joy to mankind,
think what a rich one could do.”

While he waited for his correspondence
course fo begin, his father took him fo visit a
local cartoonist. “I felt all the excitement of a
boy fiddler on his way to meet [classical violinist
Jascha] Heifetz,” wrote Mauldin. The two drove
to a nearby resort town and stopped in a bar to
look for the artist. He wasn't there, but the tav-
ern was adorned with original cartoons by the
man they were looking for. They were signed,
“Hillbilly Larry.”

“That’s how Hillbilly pays for his booze,”
said the bartender.

Every shop and store in town had Hillbilly
Larry cartoons, which he bartered for booze,
food and entertainment.

He was not exactly living the lifestyle of
Heifetz, but Mauldin was nevertheless very
impressed by Hillbilly Larry’s work. “The artist
had a free-swinging style—plenty of action,”
Mauldin wrote. “His humor was earthy and abun-
dant. The predominant theme was lady tourists
in hilarious predicaments. Most of all, I think I
admired the economy and precision of line. Zip,
stroke, zap, squiggle, dot, dot, and there was a
buck-toothed cowboy. No hesitation of execu-

CARTOONIST

Finding your way on life’s path is not neces-

tion; very little sign of agonized pencil under-
drawings and erasing. They were cheerful, happy
drawings by a guy who knew his stuff.”

When Mauldin and his father finally found
Hillbilly Larry, he was thrilled to give the aspir-
ing cartoonist some pointers. He advised that
the key to cartooning was to produce—to churn
out a cartoon quickly before the next thought
came along. He demonstrated, whipping out two
cartoons in what Mauldin claimed was less than
a minute apiece.

Mauldin was captivated. “He dropped the
pen, seized a brush, and with more rapierlike
passes at various other bottles he had colored
the picture in even less time than he had taken
to draw it,” wrote Mauldin. “I've never since seen
a man who could approach Hillbilly Larry Smith
for speed.”

“Don’t fool around,” advised Larry. “The way
to be a cartoonist is to draw. Keep busy and knock
the stuff out.” Mauldin took the advice to heart
and Larry added, “I'm hungry. Let's take these two
drawings out and eat ‘em.” Then they went into
town and traded the cartoons for hamburgers.

Emboldened by the lessons he learned at
the foot of the master, Mauldin worked on his
correspondence school assignments. Although
he later said that the program relied on “tricks
of the trade” rather than serious artistic study,
Mauldin deemed it to be worth the $20 because
it gave him confidence.

His first assignment was a cartoon for a
school paper, where he lampooned his teachers.
None of the cartoons resembled the teachers, so
no one took offense, but the lack of resemblance
meant no one really got the jokes, either.

He got a few freelance cartooning jobs as
he got older, but since he was in a rural town,
there was not much of a demand for his services.

Once he was in his teenage years, this lack
of income presented a unique problem—he
could not afford to buy a suit. And a guy needed
a suit to look sharp for the ladies. Mauldin
solved the problem the same way that many
other guys at his school did—he joined the
school’s ROTC (Reserve Officer Training Corps)
program in order to get a free uniform, which he
could wear in the evenings in lieu of a suit.

The ROTC also kept him from having to
take physical education or go out for a sport.
“Being a prototype of the ninety-seven-pound

weakling,” wrote Mauldin, “I had long ago given
up on trying to do anything to improve my
physique... and had waited for age and success to
fill me out.”

Mauldin had enlisted for strictly pragmatic
reasons, but he enjoyed the ROTC much more
than he had expected. He liked shooting guns
(although he admitted he wasn’t very fond of
killing things) and he found that he excelled on
the rifle drill team. He also was fond of the tidi-
ness and precision of the military style of dress.

After high school (which he never complet-
ed), Mauldin pounded the pavement of nearby
towns, still trying to find clients for his artwork.
But his best money came from painting fake
whitewalls and pin-ups on the hot rods of his
brother’s friends.

Just as he was about to give up cartooning,
a fellow artist friend called. He told Mauldin it
was election time in Arizona and the candidates
needed illustrations for advertisements, but he
was too busy to take the jobs. He passed the
clients on to Mauldin.

A challenger in the gubernatorial race
hired Mauldin to draw some cartoons mocking
the incumbent governor. Mauldin obliged, the
candidate was pleased and Mauldin was paid
$50. Flush with success, Mauldin marched right
over to the state house, where he met with the

governor’s campaign managers. He told them -

that someone had been hired to draw ridiculous
cartoons of the governor. Then he suggested that
the governor should hire him to do a series of
cartoons in response to these vicious attacks.
They hired Mauldin to do one ad illustration por-
traying the governor in a positive light.

. /P auldin thought working for both cam-
i . paigns was cagey, but the candidates
L ¥ & would consider it a double-cross if they
found out what he had done. That hadn’t
occurred to him. And the campaigns were pretty
likely to figure it out, since Mauldin had proudly
signed his name on all of the cartoons. Oops—it
was time to get out of town.

Luckily, Mauldin ran into an old buddy of
his from the ROTC, who had enlisted in the
Arizona National Guard. He suggested that
Mauldin join, too, as a way to get out of town.
Mauldin agreed, figuring that America’s involve-
ment in World War II and military service was
inevitable. And if he volunteered, he’d be with

MAULDIN
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his friends from ROTC and wouldn’t be unem-
ployed anymore.

Mauldin had enjoyed the ROTC, but he
wasn't too enchanted with the Guard. He ended
up in a quartermaster unit, which is responsible
for supplies. Also, he felt like the regular army
guys didn’t take the Guard units very seriously.

Mauldin started to understand the strange
way things worked in the army. “I was beginning
to learn that the art of achieving anonymity in
the military is like that of avoiding highway
cops,” wrote Mauldin, “Bury yourself in a bunch
of other cars and drive at their tempo, regard-
less of what the signs say.... It was like being in a
union. If you carried exactly your weight at the
common pace, you got along. I was careful to do
not less than my share of goldbricking and no
more than my share of working.”

e scraped together extra money by draw-
ing caricatures of fellow soldiers for 25
& A cents apiece. He also got a part-time job
doing a cartoon called Up Front for his division’s
modest newsletter—the 45th Division News.

The 45th Division News was for and about
the common soldier, not a glowing love-letter
polishing the rear ends of the brass. The paper
and its cartoons often reflected the gripes of the
regular enlisted men, and some officers were
not amused. But the colonel in charge of the
paper aggressively defended its importance. He
respected the chain of command, but also insist-
ed that the men were human and entitled to
blow off some steam, which was good for morale.

Doing cartoons for the division paper was a
bright spot, but he didn't think that the quarter-
master division and perpetual KP duty would
help him put his finger on the pulse of army life.
He felt like his brain was going to mush from the
monotony of his assignment. He griped to the
head of the paper and said he’d rather be any-
where other than the quartermaster—even in
the infantry.

Being in the quartermasters was consid-
ered a pretty choice assignment, since it meant
that you would probably never be close to the
front. As Mauldin’s boss at the newsletter point-
ed out, “Nobody—absolutely nobody in the
entire military history of the world—ever volun-
tarily transferred out of the quartermasters into
the infantry.” But he gave Mauldin his transfer.
Mauldin became a rifleman in the 180th

Real Ma
Revisite

by Jeff Foxr




Infantry. Overnight, the scrawny cartoonist
went from managing supplies to slinging an 18
1/2 pound Browning automatic rifle and a full
field pack on 35-mile hikes. Everyone thought he
was nuts for transferring, but he didn’t care. He
enjoyed the more serious, spit-and-polish disci-
pline of the infantry unit and was proud to con-
sider himself a soldier.

Mauldin felt that realistically portraying
the soldiers was essential to being able to make
a worthwhile cartoon, and being in the trenches
with them was important to him. When he spent
too much time in the office, Mauldin said, “My
mud stopped looking wet and my pen-and-ink
warriors lost all authority.... If a drawing lacked
authenticity the idea behind it became ineffec-
tual, too.”

He once drew the safety ring on the wrong
side of a hand grenade in a cartoon. It bothered
him so much that he signed his name on the car-
toon backwards and had the art shot in reverse so
that in print, the ring would be on the correct side.

Since the time that Mauldin enlisted,
America had been drawn into World War II, and
his unit was called up. He and his buddies
packed their gear and were sent to Europe,
where they were a part of the invasion of Sicily.
Mauldin and his newspaper crew were supposed
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to land and somehow publish an edition of the
45th Division News in the middle of an invasion.
As the landing craft approached the beach, with
artillery flying overhead and the Luftwaffe straf-
ing them, the idea of publishing a newspaper
here struck Mauldin as kind of ludicrous. One of
his buddies said, “Goddammit, Mauldin, we're
soldiers now, and we’d better face up to it.”

Mauldin went ashore with his drawing sup-
plies and his pistol. “Whichever way our careers
were headed,” wrote Mauldin, “War or journal-
ism—we were prepared.”

Some of the paper’s staff had gone ahead of
the infantry to look for mines and when Mauldin
landed, craters and blood already littered the
beach. He later found out that two members of
the paper’s small staff had already been killed in
the invasion—along with many other men.

As the staffers saw more of their friends
dead and wounded, they decided that printing a
newspaper in Axis territory would be the best
way to honor their fallen comrades. The 45tk
Division News found a printing press in a small
town and published 3,000 copies of a brief ver-
sion of their paper. They worked by lamplight
and often had to turn the printing press by hand.

The paper also served a practical purpose
for the army. There was very little communica-

Top: Mauldin at the beachhead in Anzio.

Above: Willie and Joe in an earlier, more light-
hearted era.
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“Try to say sumpin’ funny, Joe.”

It wasn't rainbows and
sunshine, but neither was
war, s Mauldin saw it
Me felt as though the dog-
fases were there doing
their damnedest to fight
and stay alive, but it was
certainly not a pretty
business and shouldn’t be
represented as suh.

“Just gimme a coupla aspirin. I already got a
Purple Heart.”
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“Don’t mention it, lootenant. They mighta replaced
ya wit’ on of them salutin’ demons”

tion and news for the troops, which is common
after an invasion. The problem is that in the
absence of news, rumors take over. According to
Mauldin, wild rumors were circulating among
the troops, including one that claimed Patton
had gone bonkers and had to be taken away in a
strait-jacket. The News helped to quash these
rumors and Mauldin felt that their little paper
had added credibility with soldiers because it
was sort of a renegade publication. “We were a
bunch of irreverent refugees from line compa-
nies, living hand to mouth with production
methods that bordered on buccaneering a good
part of the time,” wrote Mauldin, “The result was
a lively, readable newspaper.”

As troops battled in Sicily and the Italian
peninsula, the News moved, too, setting up
makeshift offices and finding printing presses in
different towns. As time went by, Mauldin saw
many of his comrades die. “The 45th was a well-
trained division and lost its men in dribbles, not
floods, but the dribbling went on day after day,”

“Th’ hell with it, sir. Let’s go back to the front.”

“q feel like a fugitive from th’ law of averages.”

wrote Mauldin. “It's much easier to see this hap-
pening to strangers rather than your old friends.”

The war took its toll on the survivors, too.
Mauldin saw his sturdy buddies, the “dogfaces”
in the infantry, becoming dreary and exhausted.
They were worn out both physically and mental-
ly. They tried to stay warm in a relentlessly cold
winter, but the front was so mountainous that it
was difficult to keep them supplied—even with
fresh water. It was almost impossible to get any
rest in these conditions.

s if that weren't bad enough, many sup-

A plies intended for them were being pil-
L X fered by black marketers back at the
docks. The soldiers were suffering from trench-
foot, pneumonia and malnutrition because of the
lack of supplies. Mauldin felt that some of the
head brass were more interested in keeping the
streets clean in some town than they were in
stopping the black market and taking care of the
dogfaces at the front.

Willie and Joe were two characters that

“Don’t startle ‘im, Joe. It’s almost full.”



“Sir, do ya hafta draw fire while yer inspirin’ us?”

recurred in Up Front. The two infantrymen had
first appeared in cartoons in the 45th Division
News when the division was still in training in the
U.S. They were originally clean-cut soldiers that
acted out typical, straight-forward army jokes.
But as the war churned on, Mauldin changed
their appearance to match what his friends
looked and acted like. The “gags” of the cartoons
turned decidedly more grim and derisive.

Here was the typical scenario as Mauldin
saw it—when a dogface was on the verge of a
total breakdown, he might get a four-day pass to
go visit a town. But having been on the front
lines, often with little water for drinking, much
less shaving, the dogface would look pretty shab-
by. Upon entering the town for leave, the dog-
face would be arrested by an MP for being
unshaven, not wearing a tie or generally being a
mess. Never mind the fact that he may have got-
ten so messed up while fighting to take that very
same town earlier in the week. The dogface
would spend his four days in town in jail, then
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“Don’t look at me, lady. I didn’t do it.”

get sent back to the front.

It wasn’t rainbows and sunshine, but nei-
ther was war, as Mauldin saw it. He felt as
though the dogfaces were there doing their
damnedest to fight and stay alive, but it was cer-
tainly not a pretty business and shouldn't be rep-
resented as such. The horror, ironies and injus-
tices were as real as the triumphs and victories.

F '} he soldiers knew the grim realities, which
. is why there was so much “gallows humor”
A among them. That's how they stayed sane
and retained their humanity. These men would
fight bravely and follow orders, but they were
not robots. They were humans. Mauldin tried to
reflect this type of humor in his cartoons, so that
he could give the average soldier a reason to
laugh in the face of death.

And Up Front was very popular with sol-
diers, if that’s any indication of whether or not
Mauldin was on the mark.

The cartoon was even picked up by Stars
and Stripes. That meant more soldiers would

“Joe, yestiddy ya saved my life an’ I swore I'd pay ya t
back. Here’s my last pair of dry socks.”

see Mauldin’s work, but it also meant more brass
would see it. A stenographer told Mauldin that
his name had come up at a meeting of generals
from the 5th Army. Apparently, someone very
high up thought Mauldin’s cartoons were insub-
ordinate and would incite a mutiny.

Luckily for Mauldin, some other big brass
didn’t agree. General Eisenhower was on
Mauldin’s side. General Theodore Roosevelt, Jr.
apparently stood up for Mauldin, too. He said the
cartoons were voicing the gripes of the infantry-
men and were preventing a mutiny by giving
them an outlet for their woes. General Mark
Clark, the 5th Army commander, asked if he
could have for the original artwork of one of the
most “offensive” cartoons—signed.

Up Front also became syndicated in some

Mauldin cont'd page 39

The cartoon on this page, bottom, left won
Mauldin a Pulitzer Prize.

troops, flushed with
victory, are bringing in thousands of hungry,

“Fresh, spirited

ragged, battle-weary prisoners...”
(News item)

“I'm depending on you old men to be a
steadying influence on the replacements.”
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The Barracuda
Gourmet Is Like
Gonna Cook With

An Electric Frying

Pan, Baby.
Can You Dig It?

f there is one perfect cooking tool, it is the
I electric skillet. Between the 1960s and the
& 1970s, you could find one in almost every
home, and for some unknown reason they don't
seem to be as popular now, but the Barracuda
Gourmet wants to see fo it that that all changes.
Once you read this, you'll want to run right out
and get one! Think about it: what other cooking
vessel can make pancakes, fried chicken, fudge,
chili, and cake? NONE!

Another great thing about the electric skil-
let is that it is portable. If you're a lazy bastard,
you can even cook your dinner while sitting on
the couch! Or if you're not a lazy bastard, but you
live in one of those efficiency apartments, you
don't need to mourn the fact you don’t have an
oven, because you can even bake in this thing! If
you want to cook but don’t have a lot of dough to
buy a whole set of pots and pans, don’t worry. You
can easily get by with this one wonderful inven-
tion. So if you don't have one in your kitchen, you
can check your mama's attic or hit a yard sale, a
Salvation Army, or even check on eBay to find
yourself one of these amazing cooking tools! Some
vintage skillets come in cool colors depending on
the era they were made. Skillets made in the ‘60s
were madé in aqua and pink, ones made in the
“70s come in orange and avocado. If you plan on
using it in your living room, you can get one to
match your couch! (They still sell electric skillets
new in the stores, but why pay retail?)

There are lots of obvious things you can
make in an electric skillet like grilled cheese
sandwiches and French toast and eggs, and
they're all great, but there are a lot more unusual
things you can make in your electric skillet. Read
on and the Barracuda Gourmet will share his
secrets of electric skillet cooking with you!

vy

Electric Skillet Coffee Cake

Topping:

1 ¢. brown sngar

4 thsp. flour

1/2 c. chopped walnuts
4 thsp. melted butter
1/2 tsp. cinnamon

Cake:

1 1/2 c. sifted all-purpose flour

1 ¢. sugar

1 ¢. sour cream

2 eggs

1/2 tsp. vanilla or almond extract
1/4 tsp. cinnamon

2 tsp. baking powder

1/2 tsp. baking soda

1/4 tsp. salt

Mix topping ingredients together in a medium bowl
and set aside. In a large bowl sift together the dry
ingredients (flour, sugar, cinnamon, baking pow-
der, and salt - if you don’t have a sifter, just put
them in the bowl and make sure they're mixed
well) then add eggs, sour cream and vanilla. Heat
skillet to 250° and butter it generously. Lightly
sprinkle flour over the melted butter in the skillet
right before spreading the batter evenly in the pan.
Cover and bake for 50 minutes at 250°, or until you
can stick a toothpick in it and it comes out clean.
After 50 minutes, spread topping over cake and
bake (covered) 10 minutes longer.

Easy Fried Rice

2 c. cold cooked leftover rice

1 bell pepper, chopped

1 onion, chopped

1 c. chopped meat (can be chicken, ham, beef,
pork, whatever leftovers you have)

3 tbsp. teriyaki sauce or soy sauce

3 eggs

2 thsp. cooking oil

1 tsp. brown sugar (optional)

Preheat skillet on medium high heat and coat
bottom with oil. Saute onion, peppers and
meat. Once onions are clear and meat is heated
all the way through, turn heat down to medium
and scramble in the eggs. When cooked, add
rice. Stir in sauce and brown sugar. Cook (con-
stantly stirring) until rice is hot.

Easy Skillet Pizza

1 package refrigerated pizza dough
tomato sauce

mozzarella cheese

whatever toppings you choose*

Heat skillet to 375° and lightly coat with olive oil.
Unroll pizza dough and place in skillet. When laid
out, poke dough a few times with a fork. Cover
and let cook for 10 minutes. When dough is
cooked, add the rest of the ingredients in normal
fashion, cover and cook for about 5 minutes or
until the cheese is melted.

*If you want to top your pizza with veggies or
meat, it is best to brown them in the skillet first,
then set them aside and wipe the skillet clean
before starting the pizza.

Peanut Butter Fudge

2 c. sugar

3 tbsp. butter

1 c. can milk

1 c. mini marshmallows
1 tsp. vanilla

12 oz. jar peanut butter

Have a greased 8 x 8 pan ready and set aside.
Preheat skillet at 280°, add butter, sugar and milk
and bring to a boil, stirring constantly for 5 minutes.
Turn skillet off and add remaining ingredients. Stir
until everything is melted and blended, then pour
into buttered 8 x 8 pan and chill until firm.

Bean and Cheese Quesadillas

1 15 oz. can of beans of your choice (black
beans, red kidney beans, pinto beans, or
refried beans work best)

1 1/2 cups shredded cheddar cheese

1 small can diced green chiles

tortillas

optional items for topping: salsa, sour cream,
olives, and avocado

Heat skillet to 375° and lightly coat with olive oil.
Place a tortilla down in skillet and on one half of
the tortilla layer cheese, beans, and chiles, and
fold tortilla over in half. Cook for about 3 minutes
and flip to brown other side. Top with salsa and

SOUr cream. x
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- To Starti
Dwn Rel

By Rodney Anonymous

re you stuck in a dead-end job?
ADoes your future look emptier than

the pages of Dustin “Screech”
Diamond'’s Little Black Book? Maybe you
should think about starting your own reli-
gion. It's worked for the likes of Jesus,
Buddha, and L. Ron Hubbard, and it can
work for you.

But before you run down to your local
IRS office to file for tax-free status, you'll
need to master the frickiest part of becom-
ing the new God on the block—attracting
followers. That’s where Barracuda’s
Bachelor’s Guide To Starting Your Own
Religion comes in. Listed below are several
time-tested methods for seiting yourself
apart from the hoards of smelly, bed-
spread wearing street corner Gurus, and
catching the attention of potenfial converts
that should have you on the road to salva-
tion and financial independence before
you can say “Keep drinking the Kool-Aid."

The End Is Nigh—Send Cash

One surefire way to attract legions of
followers is to convince people that the
Apocalypse is just around corner, but every-
thing will be just peachy if they simply shut
the hell up and do what you tell them. This
approached worked for William Miller, a
New York farmer, who managed to per-
suade thousands of people that the world
would come to an end on April 3rd, 1843.

William Miller was born in Pittsfield,
Massachusetts on Feb. 15, 1782 into a
family that has often been described as
“impoverished”, but that's probably
because the household contained 16
kids—Bill being the eldest.

At some point while serving as a cap-
tain in the War of 1812, Miller got it into
his head that America had somehow been
ordained by God to play a prophetic role
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in History. Miller then set about studying
the Bible for clues that he was right.

It was during one of these no doubt
exciting periods of Bible study that Miller
hit upon Daniel 8:14, which states “Unto
two thousand and three hundred days;
then shall the sanctuary be cleansed.”
Well, that cleared things up. Now all Bill
Miller had to do was figure out “two thou-
sand and three hundred days from when2”
This would take some major math skills.
Miller was forced to perform these calcula-
tions on his own.

Well, Bill Miller did the math, found
an answer (the world would end on April
3, 1843) and set about spreading the
good news (“good news”, of course,
meaning that a vengeful God was about to
slay tens of millions of people). Soon
Miller’s “Second Advent” movement was
attracting followers by the buttload.

Many of these followers, known as
the Millerites, prepared for the impending
cataclysm by selling off all of their worldly
possessions, ascending mountains (so that
they would be closer to Heaven when the
right moment came), and digging their
own graves, all the while clad in
“Ascension robes” which were, conve-
niently sold by Miller.

When April 3rd, came and went with-
out incident, picking up the nickname “The
Great Disappointment of 1843", Miller
was forced check his math. After a few
days spent looking over his calculations,
Miller emerged from his study with a new
expiration date for the Earth - October
22nd, 1844, thereby setting the stage for
“The Great Disappointment of 1844.”

Later Prophets of Doom would learn a
valuable lesson from William Miller’s mis-
takes—always set your date for the End of

the World far enough into the future that
you're likely to be dead when it does, or
(more likely) doesn’t, occur. Following this
rule will save you the embarrassment of
having to reimburse an angry mob for their
“Ascension robes.”

By the way, one of Miller’s followers
would eventually found the Jehovah’s
Witnesses while another follower, Ellen
White, would go on to found the Seventh
Day Adventist church, a splinter group of
which—the Branch Davidians—would later
give the world David Koresh.

Jesus Is Back And This Time,

It’s Personal

David Koresh (Born Vernon Wayne
Howell), like Charles Manson before him,
got into the religion business when he
failed to succeed at the manliest of all pro-
fessions—Rock Star. Also like Manson,
Koresh had a knack for convincing people
that he was the Messiah.

The history of selfstarter religions is
dotted with Messiahs, and not all of them
have come fo a bad ending like Jim Jones,
founder of the People’s Temple, who, along
with of 914 of his followers committed sui-
cide in the jungles of Guyana in 1978.
Take for example, the inspirational story of
Reverend Sun Myung Moon.

Born in the Jung Ju province of Korea
in 1920, Sun Myung Moon would not only
go on to found the Unification Church and
become the publisher of the Washington
Times, but on March 23, 2004 in the
Dirksen Senate Office Building, Reverend
Moon was crowned as the Messiah.

The ceremony, which was attended
by dozens of congressmen cost US taxpay-
ers an estimated $500,000 was largely
ignored by the media. So if this is the first
time that you’re reading about it, you're
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not alone.

Cynics may claim that Reverend
Moon was able to get away with being
crowned the new Christ in the US Senate
building because of his numerous politi-
cal connections {former President George
Bush, who has called Moon “a man of
vision”, has allegedly been paid over $1
million in fees by the Unification Church
for various speaking engagements), but
others prefer to think that he was award-
ed the honor on the basis of his confribu-
tion to humanity in the form of his, US
Government funded, abstinence-based
sex education program.

And who better to teach young peo-
ple about sex than Reverend Moon who
not only insists that his followers have his
picture next to the bed when they consum-
mate their marriage and who once
referred to gays as "dung-eating dogs”,
but who also, in his speech “Purity,
Lineage and the Love Organ (of Life),”
offered the following advice on how to
treat the male “love organ”;

“As a man, in your right front pants
pocket is a small inside watch pocket.
Keep pliers there, and when you go to the
bathroom, once a day, pinch your love
organ. Cut the skin a little bit as a warn-
ing. If your love organ does not listen to
your conscience, then you should cut off
the fip. Even if it takes that extreme mea-
sure, we have to make sure our mind and
body become one.”

Pliers + love organ = abstinence for life.

I See Dead Presidents

Do dead people feel the need to com-
municate through you? If so, there are
plenty of eager folks just waiting to for a
chance to exchange some cash for one of
your books, tapes or DVDs.

Chatting with the dead initially hit it
big in 1848 when the Fox sisters kicked
off the spiritualist movement by
announcing that had been in regular
communication with the spirit world.
This spiritual communication took the
rather low-tech form of rapping on
tables. What the sisters failed to men-
tion, and wouldn’t confess to for anoth-
er thirty years, was that the rapping
noises were actually caused by a rather
unique biological ability that the young
ladies shared—they could loudly crack
their toe joints—a quality any man
would find irresistible in @ woman.

Of course, by the time that the Fox sis-

ters got around to coming clean,
Spiritualism had grown to a point where
tens of thousands of mediums practiced in
the United States. And there are still plenty
of mediums with us today—case-in-point,
John Edward.

Edward (born John MaGee, Ir.), the
star of the Scifi channel’s Crossing Over
doesn’t need fo crack his toe joints fo enjoy
healthy conversation with the dearly depart-
ed. He merely uses his psychic ability to
pick up incoming messages from “the other
side.” Unfortunately, these messages fend
to come through a little garbled, forcing
Edward, who must be booked two years in
advance for a private reading, fo do some
interpretfation of the “Maggie or Margie, or
some M-G-sounding name” nature.

However, during an episode of
NBC’s Dateline, Edward, who insists that
he ignores any advance information that
he may receive from the people he
“reads,” was picking up the spirit world
loud and clear.

During the taping of his segment
Edward announced that the spirits were
imploring him to “acknowledge Anthony.”
A cameraman named Anthony stepped for-
ward to the apparent surprise of Edward
who then asked, “Had you not seen Dad
before he passed? Had you either been
away or been distanced?”

Hot damn, Edward nailed the name
and the dead dad, certain proof that John
Edward is in touch with spirit world!

Or maybe not.

Anthony had been the cameraman on
another shoot that had taken place just
hours before the taping of the Dateline seg-
ment. During the earlier shoot {a piece
about Edward’s hobby, ballroom danc-
ing—feel free to snicker), Edward and
Anthony met and chatted about Anthony’s
deceased father.

Mars Needs Women

One novel approach to attracting fol-
lowers, or at least male followers was
taken by Joseph Smith, the founder of the
Church of Latter Day Saints, better known
as the Mormons. Smith promised his faith-
ful male followers that, after their deaths,
they would rule, like Gods, over their own
personal planets, populated with their
many, many wives.

Joseph Smith, by the way, also
believed that the moon was inhabited by a
race of beings who stood six feet tall, lived
to the ripe old age of 1,000, and dressed

like Quakers. But the moon isn't the only
celestial body that figures heavily in
Mormon theology, the greatest of these
being the planet of Kolob.

Kolob was afforded the title of “great-
est planet” because, according to Mormon
doctrine, it's the planet that's “nearest unto
the throne of God.” And while you may
never have heard of Kolob, you just might
be basking in its rays at this very moment.
That's because, again, according to
Mormon doctrine, the Earth (along with the
sun, the moon, at least two stars and
roughly fifteen planets) receives its light
from Kolob. Hard to believe that NASA
still hasn’t announced plans to send a
probe to Kolob, isn't it

Speaking of other planets, if you've
been to one, or can channel someone who
has, you might have a bright future in the
rapidly growing field of New Age religion.
This is also a particularly attractive area for
any of you who feel that you may have
once, a million or so years ago, been the
Dolphin King of Atlantis.

Before you even begin to utter “Who on
the face of Kolob would buy that crap?” take
a moment fo consider the tale of “Carlos.”

“Carlos” was the name of a 35,000
year old entity allegedly channeled by
Jose Alvarez, a performance artist who
had been hired by famous debunker James
Randi to impersonate a channeler for a
segment on the Australian version of 60
Minutes in 1988.

Alvarez was so successful at pretend-
ing to channel the spirit of “Carlos” that, at
one point, he managed to pack the
Sydney Opera House with true believers.
The more outrageous Alvarez’s claims
became, like offering to sell crystals from
Atlantis (skepdic.com/atlantis.html), the
more the audience ate it up. In fact, even
after the hoax was revealed, there were
still plenty of folks Down Under who
reused to believe that “Carlos” wasn’t the
genuine article.

In Conclusion

As you've seen, starting your own reli-
gion and aftracting followers may not be
as difficult as you might have originally
thought they were.

Remember, if you can crack your toe
joints, channel beings from other planets,
or gleefully attack your “love organ” with
a pair of pliers, the world—right up until
the moment it perishes in a fiery

Apocalypse~—is your oyster. %
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Oceanic Arts cont'd from page 14

some primitive carvings they had acquired from the
Asmat area of New Guinea. The dealer condescend-
ingly balked at paying their asking price, insisting
they didn’t know what they were doing and that the
pieces were worthless.

“There’s all kinds of snobbery in the world,”
says Schmaltz, “This fellow probably had some edu-
cation, but there’s always room to listen to some-
one else.” Schmaltz got the last word in, however.
He decided to “age” the pieces by throwing them
into a bucket with some mud and lime. The dealer
came back six months later and bought the exact
same pieces on the spot.

Schmaltz’s fondness for and studies of primi-
tive Oceanic art combines with his work providing
semi-authentic installations for the entertainment
industry to bridge the gap between the traditional
designs and pop culture’s version of tikis. Through
his work as a co-founder of and artist at Oceanic
Arts, he has probably had a larger influence on
where tikis appeared and how they were perceived
in America than any other individual.
hat is largely unappreciated by the cus-
/. tomers who are dazzled by all the thou-

I sands of exotic, unique items at Oceanic
Arts is all of the “business” that goes on behind the
scenes. It's a huge task to find new items and keep
the store supplied with the right products. Every
one of those items must be purchased from suppli-
ers, most of which are outside of the United States.

Bob Van Oosting is admittedly the “market-
ing” half of Oceanic Arts. “The company was start-
ed when I saw a commercial potential in Leroy’s
work,” says Bob. He is therefore responsible for
much of the desk-work that keeps Oceanic Arts up
and running.

Every piece of thatching in the store got there
as a part of entire rail car full of items that Bob had
to order from suppliers in Mexico. Every little piece
of bamboo stock was part of an entire shipping con-
tainer of items that Bob ordered from China. And
with every shipment comes a stack of customs
paperwork that must be completed—by Bob.

While Leroy gets to carve tikis in the shop,
Bob does much of his work in the office, handling
business concerns. Bob says that he envies Leroy's
freedom a little bit. But that envy might be chalked
up to the grass being greener on the other side of
the fence, because Bob shows no outward signs of
regret or woe.

Clad in an aloha shirt, Bob's eyes light up like
a tiki torch when he shares photos from his recent
vacation in the South Pacific or talks about good
ribs and mai tais. Bob is something of a rum con-
noisseur and talks longingly about the early days of
the shop, when he and Leroy had an “open bar.”

Although he knows those days are in the past,
Bob’s enthusiasm still shines through. “We're get-
ting older, so we never know how much longer we
can keep doing what we're doing,” says Bob. “But
we love what we're doing.” %
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Above: More pics from inside Oceanic Arts.
Below left: Leroy Schmaliz at the enfrance of Oceanic Aris. (photo by Doug Nason)
Below right: Bob Van Oosting at home among the puffer fish inside the shop.
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Patton likened Mauldin to
Bruce Bairnsfather, a
cartoonist and Soldier from
World War |, adding,

“| don’t like either of them.”

Mauldin cont’d from page 21

civilian newspapers in the U.S. Mauldin was sur-
prised but glad that there was interest in his
cartoons back home. “If it means that people are
interested in seeing how the dogfaces look at
themselves, that’s swell,” wrote Mauldin. “If it
means that people at home are beginning to
understand these strange, mud-caked creatures
who fight the war, and are beginning to under-
stand their minds and their own type of humor,
that’s even more swell, because it means that
the dogfaces themselves are beginning to be
appreciated a little by their countrymen.”

But some civilians complained to newspa-
pers because they were offended by the way
Mauldin portrayed the soldiers. One stateside
woman wrote to Mauldin personally to express
her outrage, saying, “Our boys don't look like the
way you draw them. They are not bearded and
horrible-looking. They’re clean fine Americans.”

Mauldin said, “I've seen too much of

war to be cute and fill [my cartoons] with
funny characters.”
. [l aking the soldiers laugh and helping
/' them to be understood was more impor-
& ¥ A tant than protecting the public’s ideal-
ism to Mauldin. He felt that you could not honor
a soldier™§ sacrifices unless you realistically
acknowledged what he was going through. He
said that the fact that soldiers were scared,
weary, gruff and wanted to go home, but stayed
and fought made them more noble than if they
were infallible supermen.

“They don’t need pity because you don't pity
brave men—men who are brave because they
fight while they are scared to death,” wrote
Mauldin. “They simply need bosses who will give
them a little time to adjust their minds and their
hands, and women who are faithful to them, and
friends and families who stay by them until they
are the same guys who left a few years ago. No set
of laws or Bill of Rights for returning veterans of
combat can do that job. Only their own people
can do that job. So it is very important that these

people know and understand combat men.”

General Patton was not convinced that
Mauldin's cartoons had any merit. He was out-
raged that Up Front portrayed U.S. soldiers as
anything but well-dressed and upright. He
thought that the cartoons encouraged men to
dress and behave poorly. He threatened to ban
Stars and Stripes from being distributed any-
where in the 3rd Army because of Up Front.
Patton was very outspoken on the subject and the
matter showed no signs of cooling off. He wrote to
Stars and Stripes and called Up Front “scur-
rilous attempts to undermine military discipline.”

A meeting was set up between Mauldin and
Patton. That’s right—a meeting between lanky,
smart-assed Sergeant Mauldin and the General
George S. Patton—so they could supposedly talk
it out. The meeting was supposed to be informal
and straightforward, but Mauldin knew he was
going to get his head bit off.

When Mauldin arrived in Patton’s office,
there was Patton, bigger than life, with a pearl-
handled revolver at his side.

There was not much of a discussion, as
such. Patton lectured Mauldin on the impor-
tance of military hierarchy throughout history
for the better part of 20 minutes.

“I felt truly privileged, as if I were hearing
Michelangelo on painting,” wrote Mauldin. “I
had been too long enchanted by the army
myself—as a child listening to my father’s sto-
ries, as a high school boy dreaming of West
Point—to be anything but impressed by this
magnificent old performer’s monologue.”

Patton pulled a stack of Mauldin’s cartoons
out of a drawer, confronted him about their lack
of respect and grilled him about their lack of
humor. “No ordeal ‘is worse than that of a car-
toonist who has to explain his creation to a read-
er,” wrote Mauldin.

Mauldin was given a brief chance to speak
up. He explained that he thought it was better
for a soldier with a gripe to see a cartoon and

“My sir—what an enthusiastic welcome!”

The cartoon above particularly incensed Patton.

“Willie and Joe are my
creatures. Or am | their
creature? They are not social
reformers. They are much
more reactive. They’re not
social scientists and I'm not a
social scientist. We're moral
people who do not belong to

the moral majority. One of
my principles is, Thou shalt
not bully. The only answer is
to muscle the bully. I'm very
combative that way.”

— Bill Mauldin in The Good
War by Studs Terkel
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Both Mauldin and his characters Willie and Joe
tried to adjust to life after the war— with
mixed results. “I really didn’t know who
[Willie and Joe] were anymore,” said
Mauldin. “They lost their identity as soon as
the war was over. They were a flop at home,
and | stopped drawing them.”

Mauldin had planned for Willie and Joe to be
killed the day before the war ended, in the
final installment of Up Front, but his editor at
Stars and Stripes called it “an atrocity” and
said he would not print it.

“How’s it feel to be a free man, Willie?”

40 Barracuda Magazine

know someone else feels the same way than it is
for him to just brood about it.

Then he got his ass chewed on some more
and the two men parted company.

Time magazine wrote about the meeting,
parodying Patton’s nickname of “Old Blood and
Guts” by calling Mauldin “Young Gags and Grime.”

“It was a very eloquent chewing-out,”
Mauldin later recalled. “I was scared to death.”

Afterward, Patton likened Mauldin to Bruce
Bairnsfather, a cartoonist and soldier from World
War I, adding, “I don’t like either of them.”

Mauldin later said that Patton was one of
the few people in the Army who was smart
enough to realize that Up Front cartoons were
not “simple soldier jokes.”

Toward the end of the war, while thumbing
through the pages of Stars and Stripes, Mauldin
learned that he had won a Pulitzer Prize for one
of his Up Front cartoons. “I wasn't even exactly
sure what a Pulitzer Prize was,” wrote Mauldin,
“except that it had something to do with journal-
ism and literature and was prestigious.” Time
asked for a color portrait of Mauldin’s character
Willie to put on the cover of their magazine.
Mauldin obliged, but acknowledged, “The real
Willie was in one of those Anzio graves or not far
north or south of if....

“I had a special sense of guilt because I had
been conniving for several years to end up with a
sketchbook in my hand instead of a weapon,”
wrote Mauldin. “It could be argued that this was
a sensible allocation of talent, since I was a hell
of a lot better with a pencil than with a gun. But
I knew that nine out of ten of the guys getting
killed out there were also better at doing some-
thing other than getting killed.”

“Ain’t you gonna buy a war hero a drink?”

The war was almost over and Mauldin
planned the final installment Up Front in which
Willie and Joe would be killed on the day before
the war ended. “Having it happen at the last
minute is what every infantryman dreads the
most,” said Mauldin, “and the idea isn’t unrealis-
tic. If these guys were real, they would have
been dead long ago.”

The editor of Stars and Stripes called the
idea “an atrocity” and said he would not print it.

Mauldin returned to the states, and like

so many other soldiers, had to adjust to life
back at home. “Nearly every soldier knew an
officer or two he wanted to slug when he got
out of the army,” said Mauldin. “This sort of
thing has probably been going on for cen-
turies, but somehow, there has always been a
remarkable shortage of sluggings in any post-
war period.”
F-ronically, because of his boyish face,
Mauldin found himself repeatedly hassled in
. bars by boastful soldiers who wanted to
know why he wasn'’t enlisted in the army. It hap-
pened so often that Mauldin said he considered
hanging a framed enlargement of his discharge
certificate around his neck. He opted, instead, to
stay out of bars until things cooled off.

Things appeared to be going well for
Mauldin professionally. Because of his Pulitzer
Prize and the T%me cover, his work was very
much sought after. Newspapers all over the
country ran his cartoons and the movie rights to
Up Front had been sold. He was even something
of a bona fide celebrity.

Despite the outward appearance, Mauldin
was actually terribly frustrated. Magazines and
newspapers wanted him, writing or drawing for
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“Naw—we don’t hafta worry about th’ owner comin’
back. He wuz killed in Italy.”

“Call, raise, draw, or fold?”
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“I can’t tell whether he’s a war-embittered young radical
or a typical, sound, 100 per cent American fighting man.”

them, but he didn’t know what to say.

Since he had been talked out of killing
Willie and Joe at the end of the war, he tried
doing a cartoon series about how the two dog-
faces were adapting to everyday, civilian,
domestic life. There were plenty of opportuni-
ties for gags, whether it was being hen-pecked
by wives or dealing with shortages of jobs, mate-
rials and housing.

The problem was that Mauldin had always
found the heart and soul of his cartoons through
his real experiences. But he was not a regular
guy anymore. He was kind of rich and famous.
What was he going to do—a cartoon series
about the woes of being in a high tax bracket?

“It is very hard to be wise and brave when
you're enjoying the kind of success that all the
Horatio Alger books tell you is the nearest thing
to immortality on this earth,” said Mauldin.

-¢ had finally made his “bucket of dough”
as a cartoonist, but the money and fame
8. A was ruining his ability to make the very
kind of clear, down-to-earth cartoons that had
made him so popular. He later claimed that the
cartoons from this era—the height of his finan-
cial success—were just plain terrible. The irony
was not lost on him. He wrote, “I have sat up late
at night sometimes, counting my dollars and
bemoaning the quirks of fate that rewarded me
50 handsomely for having worked since the age of
14 to become a cartoonist, and at the same time
loused me up so with that same success that it
damn near ruined my cartoons for a long time.”

Mauldin finally found subjects that mat-
tered to him—politics and social issues. He
always had a disdain for what he called “stuffed
shirts” and there certainly were plenty of them
in the world of politics. He was also incensed by
racial prejudice, which he felt was more preva-
lent in the U.S. than any other country.

He was also a steadfast defender of the
rights of veterans. Not long after the end of the
war, the communist paranoia of the McCarthy

“What are you—some kind of nut or something?”

era had started. While battling the “red men-
ace,” zealots used the guise of patriotism to
challenge the loyalty of anyone who opposed
their agenda. Many of the people who were
attacked were veterans. Mauldin thought it was
disgraceful for the men who fought for American
freedoms overseas to have their patriotism
called into question just for having an opposing
political point of view.

He disliked what he called “champagne
radicals,” and that door swung both ways. He
spoke of the radical left and right factions of his
day, saying, “Both are extremely pig-headed, and
both spout worn cliches with a color and a vehe-
mence that almost make them sound brand new.
And both are very much alike in that each has
developed a skull six inches thick to prevent any
new ideas from entering.”

Mauldin was energized. His cartoons heat-
ed up with sharp, biting commentary on issues
of foreign policy and racial bigotry.

Newspaper editors took notice of the
change—and dropped him. His circulation dwin-
dled as quickly as it had grown. “They were justi-
fiably surprised that within a few months of my
initiation into civilian life I should presume to
take sides in involved domestic controversies,”
wrote Mauldin.

Mauldin was shocked when he learned that
the St. Louis Post-Dispatch dropped had him.
They had been one of the first outlets to syndi-
cate his cartoons, and Mauldin had genuine,
deep respect for the paper.

Y e realized that while some papers may
| have dropped him because they didn’t
A K like his politics or didn’t want him to
deal with politics at all, he was at least partly to
blame. He had gotten too humorless and heavy-
handed. He had alienated papers like the Post-
Dispatch that had genuinely liked and champi-
oned his work.

“Cartoons are no good if they are too soap-

boxy and pontifical,” wrote Mauldin. “They have
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Is Colonel J.D. Wilkes “the last great
rock n' roll front man,” as no smaller
an opinion-meister than Jello Biafra
has opined? Is this “the best damn
band in America,” as no less richly
imbued a progeny than Hank
Williams lIl has claimed? BELIEVE
is not just any record - thisis a
triumph of Vaudevillian exuberance
melding the rural, agri-dustrial
rhythms of Appalachian hoedowns,
the intensity of gut-bucket blues,
and even the madcap oompah of
Polka. It is with great pleasure that
we introduce to you ~ the one - the
only - TH' LEGENDARY
SHACK+*SHAKERS! CD or LP

‘tis the season for...
LOS STRAITJACKETS!

Trim the tree, stuff the stocking
and kick your shoes off for some
Christmas Rocking with the mighty
LOS STRAITJACKETS! If you
like your Egg Nog cut with a little
Tequila, this is the record for you.
America's Instrumentalists decon-

struct classics like “Here Come's Uuttrerctic Virtage Repradecction Shaes

Santa Claus” and "God Rest Ye Specializing in Authentic Vintage
Merry Gentlemen” with their dual "Repro" Shoes for Guys & Gals!
guitar attack. You'll wish Santa was o
bringing you a new guitar when
you hear the soon-to-be-classic
holiday compositions “Christmas in
L.as Vegas” and “Christmas
Weekend.” Available on LP this
holiday season for the first time!

ashgrove DAVE ALVIN!

‘ '—". Whether it's his revered songuriting, his work with The Blasters, his contributions to

for the gals:

dozens of other records (X, Tom Waits, Los Lobos), or his work as a producer (Big ?")ghh;ffs’:_” E":‘:\_'A?S
Sandy, The Derailers), Grammy Award winner DAVE ALVIN makes his mark on the 40‘2 WEDGES

and morel

history and future of American music. ASHGROVE may be his best work yet.

blues that defy my soul DEXTER ROMWEBER!

ﬁ The sci-fi-addled rhythms, creepy crooning and woodshed rockabilly of BLUES
THAT DEFY MY SOUL couldn't have sprung from anyone else but DEXTER
ROMWEBER. The former frontman of the legendary Flat-Duo Jets brings his peer-
less brand of psycho twang and drive-in movie mania to his Yep Roc debut. CD or LP.

revival REVEREND HORTON HEAT!

q Yep Roc is proud to release REVIVAL, a new studio album by the REVEREND
HORTON HEAT. REVIVAL is a return to Jim Heath's (aka the Rev) roots - musical
and geographical. For you guitarheads, he's also introducing a new “top secret lick,”
so listen up! CD or LP.

Visit our store or our website

b (72200 AVAILABLE NOW AT YOUR FAVORITE RECORD STORE & YEPROC.COM. re76I O. 5. i‘lx/z‘glet‘e'ﬁya v?§ [‘o?AengseTecsgA. m
R2uESaos | so Asaiate tor Downioas at TUNES ans naPSTER toll free (888) 254-1813




Sometimes it doesn’t hurt til later.

Above: Mauldin’s illustrations of a Vietcong
attack on an airbase in Pleikv.
Mauldin said, “People who comment on the

tides in man’s affairs should get their own feet
wet occasionally.”

44 Baracuda Magazine

to be thrust gently, so that the victim doesn’t
know he’s been stabbed until he has six inches
of steel in his innards.”

He took some time away from editorial car-
tooning to write books and cover the Korean War
for Collier’s magazine. He then refined his car-
toons, working in more subtlety and humor. This
led him to a full-time job in 1958 at that very
Post-Dispatch which had dumped him a few
years earlier. He was awarded another Pulitzer
Prize in 1959.

He continued political cartooning for other
big papers, such as the Chicago Sun-Times. At
the Sun-Times, Mauldin was free to travel to
investigate news events and “sniff out the world”
with what he called “a purposeful aimlessness”
in a way that few editorial cartoonist had ever
been allowed.

The result was what Mauldin had always
liked best—being able to represent people and
situations because he had been there, with his
boots on the ground, instead of being socked
away in some office. Sometimes he even wrote
articles for the paper and sent them in from the
field. He was caught in the middle of the
University of Mississippi riot of 1962 and traveled
to Ireland to cover Kennedy’s tour there in 1963.

Upon hearing of President Kennedy’s
assassination, Mauldin scrapped his completed
drawings and completed one of his best-known
cartoons—a depiction of the Lincoln Memorial,
overcome with grief, with its head in its hands.
Overwhelmed, but inspired, Mauldin had turned
the cartoon out in record time. It was printed
on the back side of the paper and supposedly,
most newspaper vendors stacked the edition
upside down, so that Mauldin’s drawing was
showing. Jacqueline Kennedy asked for the orig-
inal drawing and it now hangs in the Kennedy
Library at Harvard.

n 1965, while visiting his son, who was in
Ethe service in Vietnam, Mauldin was caught
. in a Vietcong attack on the base he was
staying at in the town of Pleiku. During the
shelling, he helped carry bloody, wounded sol-
diers to an aid station. He wrote a story about
the attack and wired it to the paper and did
accompanying illustrations later. Although he
never claimed to be a writer, his books and news
reports make it clear that he knew his way
around a typewriter. He would go on to author
more than a dozen books—and his writing is as
poignant as his drawing.

He repeatedly joked that he feared that
complacency and stagnation were about to over-
take him because of his advancing years. The
final chapter of his book Back Home concludes,
“I don’t ask anybody to agree with me, nor do I
hope to convince anybody to agree with me, nor
do I hope to convince any readers of anything,. I
simply feel age creeping up; my bank account
grows, my radical years are almost over. I want
to stick this [book] on a bookshelf as a

reminder of my wild days so I can read it over
and be a little more tolerant of the next genera-
tion of upstarts.”

Thankfully, complacency didn't get the
best of him in the end. Even in photos of
Mauldin in his later years, he still had his trade-
mark, childlike, mischievous grin, backed by his
fiery eyes. He continued working at the Sumn-
Times until 1991. He retired only because he
injured his drawing hand while working on a
vintage army jeep.

Of all of the cartoons he had drawn,
Mauldin’s favorite was one where a sergeant is
putting his broken-down jeep out of its misery
with a pistol. Mauldin mused that the accident
was that old jeep finally getting revenge on him
for the cartoon.

In 1945, The Saturday Evening Post pre-
dicted that “history will reckon him the greatest
cartoonist of World War II, and among the com-
bat men his memory will linger when many a
multistarred brass hat is catching dust on some
museum wall.” The Post was right. When a news-
paper story recently reported that Mauldin was
suffering from Alzheimer’s disease, he was liter-
ally inundated with thousands of letters of
encouragement and thanks from veterans who
felt that Up Front had helped them get through
the war.

Bill Mauldin passed away at the age of 81
in January, 2003. %

Above left: The cherub-faced Mauldin at work.
Above middle: Mauldin after being beaten up in
Chicago, showing the intensity and passion that
Mauldin’s child-like grin belied. One of his teach-
ers said he was genvinely scared of Mauldin, in
spite of his slight build. As the teacher said,
“You sat there with those eyes burning out from
under those sullen brows and | was convinced
that if | criticized your work too strongly you’d
attack me right there in class. Who wants to get
bitten by a Chihvahva?”




SPLIT LIP RAYFIELD “Should Have Seen It Coming’

Their aggro-string band explosiveness
has heen honed to a fine edge.
Headbangers, bluegrass hounds and
tie-dyed jam banders will all find some-
thing to love here. Bridges the
gap hetween between “American
Chopper,” The Carter Family and
Motorhead. A rollicking, relevant, and
remarkably tuneful dust up. BS 113

‘HARD HEADED WOMAN:
A Celebration of
Wanda Jackson’

A tribute to one of rock and roll's
original badasses. Includes tracks
from KELLY HOGAN, NEKO CASE,
WAYNE "THE TRAIN" HANCOCK,
ROBBIE FULKS, ROSIE FLORES,
BOTTLE ROCKETS, JESSE SYKES and
more. BS 077

Contact us for a free catalog
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Wild Zero
DVD
98 minutes running time

Oh, this movie is definitely of the “either
you love it or you hate it” variety. This is an
Asian cult classic that has finally come to legit
video in America. Starring Japanese rockers
Guitar Wolf, this film is an absurd, yet complete-
ly enjoyable sci-fi horror movie that takes a nod
from monster movies of the 1950s and 1960s.

It takes place in Japan, where flying
saucers have invaded the earth and are turn-
ing people into zombies. Guitar Wolf spend a
good portion of the movie killing zombies and
blowing stuff up while trying to rescue their
blood brother Ace, a Japanese rockabilly fan.

This movie can best be described as a
some combination of Rock N Roll High School,
Kiss Meets The Phantom of the Park, Dawn of
the Dead and Plan 9 From OQuter Space. Oh,
with a completely out of left field androgynous
love story subplot, of course.

By the end of the film, you may not under-
stand much of what happened. Days and weeks
later, you still may not get it. But what this
movie lacks in comprehensibility, it makes up
for in sheer camp and truly inspired weirdness.
For as over-the-top as this film is, the style of
the photography and editing are somehow
modest and well-crafted, which helps to make
it all fun. “Rock and roll!”

’llY Fat Il’lsll Ass!

ISSUE NO ml‘)‘

[Reoriess Lender Cracks Shall
Upon Leaving Helicopter

| The Biggest Ass | Know!

My Fat Irish Ass
Issue -6
32 pages, xeroxed

MFIA started out as a companion ‘zine to
the DC punk band The Assbeaters. Somehow,
the mag has now outlived the band. Thank God
it's still around.

This is maybe the roughest, yet funniest
‘zine around. With 16 pages of two-sided xerox-
es, stapled by hand down one side, this mag
consistently delivers more consistent laughs per
issue than almost anything we can think of.

The heart of this magazine is its single-
panel “family” cartoons, which are hastily
redrawn and given new, raunchy punchlines.
Every issue contains several pages of them and
it never stops being funny.

This is the “Special Election Issue.” But
even though this ‘zine is based in DC, don’t
expect some “beltway insider” insights.
Thankfully, it’s pretty much more of the same
“pull my finger” quality humor that this maga-
zine does so well.

Also included in this issue are good arti-
cles on bands like the MCb, Psychic TV, Texas
Terri. Another gem in this issue is “an admitted-
ly prejudiced essay” on how stupid frat boys are.
For pure raunch and irreverent hilarity, MFIA
has no equal. If this sounds like your dish of
peas, send them a couple of bucks to get an
issue. Or send them a couple of extra bucks for
their effort. You'll definitely get $2 worth of
laughs out of it.

If you're a big fan of UTNE Reader or
Touched By An Angel, this one ain’t for you.

$2 for one issue
$10 for five back issues

(it’s probably best to send cash)
My Fat Irish Ass!

P.0. Box 65391
Washington, DC 20035

Surviving the
Soft Depression of
the 21st Century

Financial Reckoning Day: Surviving the Soft
Depression of the 21st Century

William Bonner with Addison Wiggin

published by John Wiley & Sons, Inc.

306 pages, hardcover

Economics seems like it's all math, which
can lead you to believe that the whole field is all
based on some sort of numerical absolute that is
not affected by emotions or human nature. But
as anyone who watches financial markets knows,
human nature plays a big part. And a part of
that nature is that people repeat the same mis-
takes over and over again. They contend that we
are refusing to learn from past mistakes.

Financial Reckoning Day was penned by
“maverick investment” writers who contend that
the U.S. economy is running in a parallel path to
the Japan’s “soft depression,” which occurred
not too long ago.

They paint a not-so-rosy picture of where
they believe that America’s “spend now, pay
later” attitude is taking our future. Coupled with
an aging population in the west, they contend
that the U.S. economy is a disaster waiting to
happen. Of course, the whole argument is much
more complicated than space here will allow.
But that’s also one of their points—that eco-
nomics and investing is complicated and some-
times bleak and most people would rather be fed
a “let the good times roll” line than to be realis-
tic about what they're facing.

Whether or not you buy into the premises
and conclusions of this book, it's an interesting
different perspective on economics.

While they go into great detail about histor-
ical precedents and financial models, the book
ends up being a little light on ideas about how to
actually avoid the soft depression, which in
itself is kind of depressing.
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SPECIAL SUMMER SALE!!! Back-issue bonus packs!
(S16 per pack in the U.S., $26 everywhere else)
(1 Barracuda Issues 11-14 pack [ Barracuda Issues 15-18 pack

(1 Barracuda V8 t-shirt LAXL (AL CTIM S (S15) <

(X Iron Cross t-shirt [AXL (AL CAM XS (S16) W g Tartacuda Magasine
(1 Barracuda V8 vinyl sticker (b/w) (S1 each) ‘ :

(1 Iron Cross vinyl sticker (black & red) (2 each)

(. Dolphin Puncher vinyl sticker (b/w) ($1 each)
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“TALREADY TOLO YA—NO MATTER HOW BAD
THE CHOW 18, ITS NOT A VIOLATION OF THE

GENEVA CONMVENTION UNLESS WERE POWS =

TN ANSWER TO QUESTION NUMBER FIVE,
SIR—INSTEAD OF 1 MAKE OUT OKAY,” JUST
WRITE EITHER MALE  OR FEMALE

No, THIS 18 NMOT wHAT | MEANT
WHEN [ SAID WE SHOULD MOVE OUR
l BYSINESS OFFSHORE! ™

QUHES A MERE STRIPLING, BUT BOY
HOWDY CAN SHE STRIP!™

Kustomize Your Life.”

L.« amatit 1 www.8ballwebstore.com
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