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Why I Voted
For Michael Dukakis

by Robert Anton Wilson
When I was reaching puberty back in 

Brooklyn in the 1940s'“bush” meant pubic 
hair and “quail” meant vagina. Now the 
Republicans have Bush and Quayle in Wash
ington, and 1 frankly find it embarrassing. 
Every time I hear those names. Bush and 
Quayle, my mind goes back to early adoles
cent conversations whispered in the Boys’ 
Room—“She let me touch her bush." “Yeah? 
Well, she let me get two fingers in her 
quail!"—and I blush. 1 haven’t blushed in 30 
years, but early conditioning can’t be 
conquered.

Does George Bush have a sense of humor 
after all? I had been hoping he would pick 
Dole as his running mate, so I could go 
around on the lecture circuit making jokes 
about the “pussy and pineapple ticket." Then 
he picked Quayle as if to hand live ammuni
tion to all of us surrealists and anarchists.

The only bright spot I can sec in this 
election is that Pubic Hair and Vagina have 
won. That gives me what Camus once called 
“the grim satisfaction o f those who plot 
Apocalypse in a garret. ” I predicted that Bush 
would win, way back when Dukakis had a 17 
point lead in the polls. I wasn’t joking either. 
I have a steadily increasing faith in the propo
sition that, given a choice of two, the Ameri
can electorate always chooses the candidate I 
find more appalling.

According to the Santa Monica Outlook, 
21% of the people in the U.S. do not know 
the earth moves around the sun. Those who 
do know are often unclear as to how long it 
takes the earth to make a complete revolution 
around the sun, and many think it takes one 
day. Others say they can’t remember. Only a 
few know it takes a year. This doesn’t surprise 
me. The majority still believe that a gaseous 
vertebrate of astronomical heft named “God" 
has a paranoid obsession about who is fucking 
whom and which adolescents are playing with 
themselves.

The majority also, monotonously, rejects 
the Bill of Rights every time a sociology 
professor repeats the experiment of sending a 
group of students out to poll people on the 
subject. Those who reject the Bill of Rights 
generally say it sounds communistic. George 
Bush is the kind of man who will never find 
that result shocking or disturbing; he has no 
illusions about the public. His use of 
Dukakis’s membership in the ACLU shows 

(Continued on Page 6)
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Is There a Spin 
Doctor in the House?

by Harry Shearer
So, when push came to shove, Michael 

Dukakis—like many American men— 
couldn’t bring himself to lick Bush.

A rash conclusion, perhaps. Okay, enough 
of those. But, from the moment Jimmy Carter 
called George Bush “silly" and “effeminate" 
on Nightline until the final weekend, when 
Bush and Jim Baker hissed that Dukakis 
“could dish it out but he just couldn’t take it," 
this was an election about an early adolescent’s 
idea of manhood.

It’s okay to be a bully, but not to be a wimp. 
The canvas upon which this election was 
painted was the playground, and its ethics— 
it’s hard to type that word in connection with 
this display—were the ethics of the sandlot 
and the pickup game.

Dukakis somehow came into Presidential 
politics convinced, if we’re to believe him and 
his surrogates, that he didn’t believe either in 
the wisdom or the power of negative cam
paigning. Okay, like the wcll-cxccutcd nose 
job, that’s cute on first viewing, but then 
what? Is the refusal to engage in questionable 
forms of campaigning actually a form of 
goodness, if the supposedly good person who 
thus maintains his purity thereby sabotages 
the prospects for “progressive” politics? Was 

(Continued on Page 6)

—Robbie Conal

Why I Voted 
For George Bush

by Matt Neuman
It started two days before the election. A 

last-minute Bush campaign appearance was 
scheduled in Covina, California, not far from 
where I live. I figured that, like it or not, he 
was a shoo-in, so I put on a “BUSH- 
NORIEGA” T-shirt and went over to size up 
our next President.

Because most people assumed the race was 
over, the crowd was small and I was able to get 
within a few feet of the speakers’ platform. 
Behind Bush a row of fat cats listened with 
glazed stares, each one daydreaming about 
what their loyalty might earn . . . Women? 
(Ambassador to Monaco) Parties? (Chief of 
Protocol) Endless vacations? (Chairman of 
the Legal Services Corporation).

Bush was saying things like “Keep America 
moving" and “We are the change." Nearby 
were several homeless people who had to keep 
moving and hadn’t changed in weeks. The 
irony was not lost on one of them. A woman, 
dressed in oil-soaked rags (like Mrs. Reagan, 
borrowed legally) held up a torn shopping bag 
that said “RALPHS GIANT BUSH 
SUCKS”—an eloquent merging of political 
comment and supermarket promotion. It was 
the only statement of substance, controlled or 
otherwise, to be seen or heard on this day. Or 
during the entire campaign, for that matter.

I noticed that the few people standing in 
front o f me were all Secret Service agents. 
Like lizards, they stood absolutely still— 
except for their eyes, which darted about, 
searching the crow d’s faces for that one 
dangerous oddball, that one looney—the un
stable personality.

Suddenly I realized that a lizard was staring 
right at me. It was obvious my T-shirt had 
attracted his attention.

“Mind if I ask you something?"
“Why?” I barked back. I knew I sounded 

like a wiseguy, but I am a wiseguy.
“Could you step over here, please? Away 

from the platform.”
Now I was getting nervous. I le led me to 

this spot where a bunch of long black limou
sines were parked. I remember hearing a cheer 
in the background—Bush was wrapping it 
up— when the agent looked around to sec if 
anyone was watching. At that moment 1 just 
knew I was going to get the crap beaten out of 
me.

Then, he threw me a curve.
“Where’d you get the T-shirt?” he asked.

(Continued on Page 7)
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COURT JESTER
Memo to Subscribers

The last issue of The Realist was dated Summer, 1988. This issue is 
dated Winter, 1989. We skipped the Tail issue in order to catch up 
with the election. But subscriptions arc figured by number of issues, 
so you will not be cheated by this editorial hiccup.

Charter subscribers have two more issues to go, as indicated by the 
number 110 above your name. If you renew now, it would be 
appreciated. Hey, I just (November, ’88) got a notice: “Your Atlantic 
subscription expires soon. Renew today and guarantee uninter
rupted delivery . . . ” My subscription isn’t due to expire until 
May, '89!

The Realist’s subscription rate: $23 for 12 issues. Our address: Box 
1230, Venice, CA 90294. Back issues: #99 thru #107 <8> $2 each. We’ll 
continue to publish quarterly until 1990, when the plan is to go 
bi-monthly. Meanwhile, I’m writing my autobiography for Simon & 
Schuster, trying to find the line between reporting and snitching, 
between relevance and gratuitousness, between countercultural his
tory and personal bragging.

Campaign in the Ass
It was just after I performed at Lincoln Center this summer that 1 

understood why George Bush was bound to beat Michael Dukakis. 
Outside the theater I was confronted by a real-life version of the 
character, Rupert Popkin, played by Robert DeNiro in King o f 
Comedy. He kept telling me jokes, one after another. He said, “Here’s 
my card," and he handed me a card that read. My Card.

“I gotta leave now,” I told him, “but if we ever meet again, let’s sec 
if we can relate to each other without telling a single joke."

He hesitated a split second, then took on the expression of Curly 
of the Three Stooges, exaggeratedly twirled his index finger in the air 
and said, “Why, coitanly!”

We both laughed. It was our first real contact.
Just like me, America was hungry for spontaneity, or at least the 

image of spontaneity. The Democrats were so hungry they actually- 
called me two days before the last debate, in search of “self-deprecat
ing" one-liners for Dukakis. “Let me emphasize," the caller added 
“we’re desperate. ”

I called back the next day and suggested: “If what Mr. Bush says is 
true. I’ll go swimming in Boston Harbor." But that was a trifle too 
self-deprecatory. “Okay, then, how about T il walk across Boston 
Harbor?’

On the day of the debate they called again. Tins time I suggested: 
“Mr. Bush keeps saying that I’m a card-carrying member of the 
ACLU, but I’m a dyslexic, and I thought he had accused me of 
belonging to UCI.A." But apparently they didn’t want to take a 
chance on offending the dyslexic vote—not realizing that to a dyslexic 
a vote for Bush would he a vote for Dukakis.

(I myself have been a card-carrying member of the ACLU—until 
recently, when a representative called me at home on a Sunday- 
evening, soliciting a renewal of my membership so that they might 
continue their gallant fight against the invasion of privacy.)

The only one-liner (not mine) that Dukakis used was: “A flexible 
freeze—that sounds like an economic Slurpie. ”

It fit in with a campaign of easy pop-cult references—like a couple 
of standup comics competing on Amateur Night—Dukakis calling 
Bush “the Joe Isuzu of politics”; Arnold Schwarzenegger belittling 
Peewcc Herman; Joan Rivers doing a joke about Dukakis’ eyebrows; 
Bush referring one day to thirtysomething and referring the next to 
Wheel o f Fortune’s Vanna White as “Vanna," perpetuating delusions 
of intimacy.

Conversely-, Mcrv Griffin Enterprises considered inviting the four 
presidential and vice-presidential candidates to appear on Jeopardy. 
An official of the show’s distributor stated that such a match would 
“give voters the opportunity to see the candidates in a stressful, 
demanding situation . . . the ideal fonim to expose candidates to the 
largest possible audience."

Dukakis lost the debate with the very unspontaneity of his answer 
to the first question, which was posed by CN N ’s Bernard Shaw

against the pleas of his colleagues. “If your wife Kitty were raped and 
murdered, how would you feel about the death penalty?" The answer 
was extremely impersonal. On the other hand, when Shaw asked 
Bush, “If you were to die in office," Bush interrupted with a kind of 
goofy horror, “Why, Bernie!"— evoking memories of Ed Wynn or 
perhaps Bert Lahr as the cowardly lion in The Wizard o f Oz. Goofy 
but relatively human. Now, if only Shaw had asked him, “If your wife 
Barbara were to become pregnant, how would you feel about laws 
against abortion?”

A 12-year-old reporter for Children’s F.xpress did ask Dan Quaylc, 
“If my father raped me, and I became pregnant, could I get an 
abortion then?" Quayle said no. The girl said, “But my life would be 
ruined." Quayle said, “You could get counseling."

On another occasion, Quayle was asked, “If the woman who was 
raped by Willie Horton had become pregnant, would you approve of 
an abortion?" Quayle answered that “She could go to the hospital 
right away and get a D.&C., which would be different from an 
abortion."

Ah, well, as Marilyn Quayle said after making love on her wedding 
night, “Dan, you’re no Jack Kennedy."

When George Bush accused Michael Dukakis for the umpteenth 
time of being soft on crime, Dukakis brought forth his mother, a little 
Greek version of Rose Kennedy, who declared, “My son is not soft 
on crime." I expected Bush to bring out his mother then, but I realized 
that Bush has never been seen together with his mother, that he 
doesn’t have a mother, that he is indeed his own mother, much like the 
character played by Tony Perkins in Psycho. Simply add 30 years to 
Norman Bates, and you’ve got George Bush!

Just when you thought it was safe to take a shower again.
There in the oval office she sits, dressed in drag with a fright wig, 

George Bush’s mother, sounding just like him as she says in a whincy 
but hostile voice, “Read Mein Kampf. ..."

—Paul Krassner

Filler Items
• At a rally for George Bush, a group of protestors chanted, “No 

more sound bites!" Which became a sound bite on that evening’s 
network news.

• The creator of the infamous Willie 1 lorton political commer
cial—hired by the Republicans after they saw his public service 
commercial for Mothers Against Drunk Drivers -was himself a 
prisoner on furlough.

• NBC’s Tom Pettit said that the moment which stood out for him 
during the entire campaign took place in Milwaukee when Senator 
Paul Simon introduced himself to his own wife.

• Johnny Carson on what Dan Quayle should have answered when 
ABC's Brit Hume asked what he would do if tragedy befell George 
Bush and he had to take over the Presidency: “Well, first I would pour 
the rest of the orange juice down the toilet and wipe the fingerprints 
off the glass.”

Guilty With an Explanation
Judge: Mr. G., you're accused of killing five people and injuring 

seventeen others. It’s said you’re the Freeway Killer, the L. A. 
Roadwarrior, the nut who shoots at other motorists for minor traffic 
infractions and small discourtesies. How do you plead?

Mr. G: Guilty, your Honor, but with an explanation.
Judge: All right. Let’s hear it.
Mr. G: Well, your Honor, there’s no denying I shot and killed 

those five. But, during the two month period when I was terrorizing 
the Freeways, traffic volume dropped by 21%, most drivers were 
scared into being more courteous, and the total number of Freeway 
traffic fatalities actually declined from over a hundred a year ago to 
about seventy-five this year. What I’m driving at, your honor, 
is—thanks to me—twenty-five people who otherwise would have 
been dead are still alive. I don’t think 1 deserve any punishment. Why, 
the California Highway Traffic Safety Board should be giving me a 
testimonial.

—lutne Sarasohn
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Boom , Baby, Boom!
by Gerard Jones

Richard "Ricky" Anderson, the last living 
scion o f  the legendary mid-20th century Baby- 
Boom, had been scheduled to speak at the 
presidential inauguration o f  January 20, 2101. 
When he failed to appear, investigators visited 
his ranch-style house in the decaying urban 
core o f  Marin County, California; they found 
him deceased in front o f  his television set, 
having overdosed on drugs while watching 
forbidden video tapes. He had dictated the 
following speech into a microrecorder:

As I look back over my 145 years, I feci as 
though I should have some words of wisdom 
to offer to all you younger generations who 
have taken over the bridge o f Spaceship Earth. 
But, upon reflection, I have to ask myself, 
“Why should I?” I mean, it's probably just 
my own guilt-feelings talking. You certainly 
w ouldn’t appreciate anything I say. You never 
appreciated anything we did for you. The 
Baby Boomers have to be the most abused, 
under-appreciated generation in the history 
of mankind.

There’s a current fashion in revisionist his
tories, saying that all we Boomers did was 
suck up the wealth of the earth and piss it 
away like a cheap keg o f brew at a dorm party. 
And, okay, maybe you’ve got a reason to feel 
a little envious resentment. Maybe we did 
have more money, health, security, power 
and freedom than any generation in history. 
And maybe all you generations that followed 
have been stuck with a collapsing economy, a 
paralyzed government, skidding educational 
standards, endemic crime and a class rift that’s 
exploding into civil war. But so what? Is it our 
fault?

Let’s just look at the Boomer legacy, okay? 
Even from our earliest childhood we were 
giving the world works of enduring value. 
Remember rock ’n’ roll? And blue jeans? 
Sci-fi movies? Some o f you probably do. And 
then there were the classics o f family tele
vision: O zz ican d  Harriet, Leave It to Beaver, 
Andy Griffith. All through the late 20th Cen
tury and early 21st, we made sure those shows 
were always on the air, made sure they kept 
repeating and repeating with ever-increasing 
frequency, so that our children and our chil
dren’s children could live vicariously in that 
idyllic childhood w e’d known, and lost, and 
. . . and. . .

Well. The fact that nearly all tapes o f those 
shows were burned in the Culture Purge of 
2058 shows just how far into barbarism w e’ve 
slipped.

As we came of age, we remade the world: 
we killed the draft, got Amerika out of foreign 
wars, lowered the voting age, loosened 
hypocritical sexual morals, discovered mind- 
expanding drugs, and liberated the most o p 
pressed of the earth’s peoples: teenagers. O f 
course later there was the new draft, and 
Central America, and the senile president, 
and AIDS and crack. But can you blame us if 
the young generation failed to carry the torch 
we handed them?

Some say we lost our ideals as we entered 
our 30s and 40s. But we just moved on to
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more mature concerns. Like day care. And 
tax breaks for the long-suffering middle class. 
And trimming the fat from education. And 
creating new American institutions, like 
gentrification and IRAs. We were making the 
world safe for the two-paycheck household. 
Maybe our children did end up with a little 
less than w e’d had. Maybe the decrepit 
schools, job shortage, and bankrupt federal 
relief system did make things a little tough on 
them. But they didn’t have to make their 
livings as crack dealers and pre-teen hookers. 
Not if they’d had half the idealism or energy 
we had.

Others say we came to value image over 
substance in politics. Well, yeah, sure, there 
were the Reagan years. And, yeah, there was 
the election o f 2000. A lot o f people say we 
shouldn't have elected Ronnie Howard and 
his “Happy Days" ticket. But damn it, those 
were happy days for America. For one brief

o
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Man Evolves From the Sea

shining moment we regained an innocence wc 
had lost. David Nelson as Secretary of State, 
Shelly Fabares as Chief of Staff, and Jerry 
Mathers as the Vice President . . . maybe it 
didn’t end up as well as it could have. But can 
you really blame the whole Collapse o f ’07 on 
the President?

And then there’s the ridiculous charge that 
we turned a blind eye to the disenfranchised. 
Okay, sure, maybe wc could have done a little 
better by inner city blacks and the Hispanic 
influx and Asian refugees and . . . hell, it 
wasn’t our fault. It was our conditioning. I 
mean, we could really get behind Civil Rights 
and all that, but I’m not sure wc ever quite 
believed that non-whites were real, you 
know? Maybe if they’d done an episode of 
Father Knows Best about them . . .

Anyway, no one can say wc ignored the 
disenfranchised after the upheavals of the ’10s 
and '20s. Wc took to the streets, man. We 
fought the pigs like we hadn’t since 1968. We 
were, like, at an age when our parents 
w ou ld’ve just been sitting around watching 
TV, and we were fighting for the oppressed, 
man. Fighting for the most oppressed people 
on earth: Senior citizens.

All we wanted was to retire. We were 
turning 50 and 55, a lot o f us had been 
working steadily for 20 years, and it was time 
to enjoy life again. But all these young fascists

3

w ouldn’t let us, these ungrateful little 
monsters w e’d given birth to, who didn’t care 
about anything but raising their own families 
and finding their own places to live.

They said there were too many o f us for the 
Social Security system to support. But hell, 
there were nearly two workers to every one 
retiree!

They said wc were still able to work, we 
were in better health than they were. But w e’d 
earned our rest—we’d spent our lives chal
lenging values, exploring new lifestyles, 
imagining better worlds, even transforming 
the electric guitar and the video camera into 
mankind’s tsvo greatest means o f artistic ex
pression . . . what did they ever do but try to 
make a living?

Worst o f all, they said they didn’t ow e us 
anything. Give me a break! Wc w eren’t, like, 
propagandized into having them like our 
parents’ generation. We gave up our quality 
time for them. And we paid for all that day 
care. And all those non-sexist European pro
social educational toys. You think those were 
cheap, like Barbie Dolls o r G.I. Joes or 
something? And we never told them what 
they were supposed to do. Hell, wc hardly 
messed with their values or their morals at all. 
All our parents ever did for us was try to push 
us into their guilt-ridden images o f what good 
citizens were supposed to be. It’s no wonder 
wc didn’t do anything to help our parents in 
their old age. But these kids . . .

Well, anyway. We fought them in the streets 
and in the media and in the courts. And finally 
it was the “Nine O ld Men,” those bastions of 
enlightened conservatism on the Supreme 
Court, who saw- justice done. We danced in 
the streets in 2024, when Chief Justice 
Hoffman handed down his historic “D on’t 
trust anyone under 60" decision, backed by a 
strong majority: Justices Rubin, Hayden, 
Davis, Dellinger, Weiner and Froincs. Only 
Justices Seale and Newton opposed it.

By curtailing the power o f ungrateful 
youth, Am erica’s 60 million over-sixties led 
us all into a new Golden Age. Ah, the 
hospitals we built in those years! The huge 
leaps forward in pharmaceuticals, beginning 
with the conquest o f arthritis! The model 
cities wc created in the Sunbelt! The razing of 
all those old monuments in Washington, D.C. 
to recycle the marble into the glittering Bob 
Dylan memorial! Yeah, America had its 
priorities straight at last.

You younger generations resented us, wc 
knew that. But you quieted down, thinking 
we would die soon. Ha! Fooled you, didn’t 
we? Nurtured on Dr. Spock and a million 
baby nutrition texts, raised with public school 
fitness programs and devoting half our adult 
lives to jogging and weight-training and high- 
fiber diets, we were the longest-lived genera
tion in history. When wc held our gala for the 
100th birthday o f the Boom in 2046, President 
Mickey Mouse ordered the treasury o f  the 
country drained to buy free Ecstasy for us all, 
and there was nothing you could do.

But then came the Great Betrayal. Hell, I 
guess we walked right into it. As we began to 
feel the pangs of old age, wc finally made the 
human cryogenics industry a reality. We with-
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A Letter From the Devil
by Robert Myers

Dear God,
This is probably the hardest letter 1 have ever had to write, which, 

when you consider some of the other things I’ve written— Wealth o f 
Nations, The Treaty of Versailles, The Book o f Mormon, Spiro 
A gnew’s 1972 campaign speeches, just to mention a few— is saying 
a lot.

First, I’d like you to know that in spite o f our little differences over 
the years, 1 certainly w ouldn’t be where I am today if it w eren’t for 
you. We’ve had some wonderful times together that 1 know I’ll never 
forget. It seems like only yesterday wc had our little fun with Job, and 
remember all those times we found out wc were both working for the 
CIA?

Anyway, since w e’ve been involved for as long as wc have, I know 
I can be straightforward. I’ve decided to leave New York, perma
nently. I know this is all sort o f sudden, and it’s not as though I don’t 
feel some personal attachment to the place. I have a lot o f wonderful 
friends here— Ivan Bocsky, the mayor, o f course, Don Trump and the 
landlords, can’t forget them. I can truthfully say I love it here, almost 
as much as I did Gomorrah and Rome under Caligula. It’s been my 
kind of place, a real “hell o f a town."

But the fact is I’ve come to realize you don’t need me anymore, at 
least not here. Perhaps it’s simply that I’ve done too good a job, or 
maybe I'm just old-fashioned. Part of me wants to take credit, and 
another part is, well, disgusted. I like a little vice, the usual stuff, I 
mean—greed, lust, sloth, envy, gluttony— as much as the next person. 
Maybe a little more than the next person. As you well know, I 
invented the unfriendly takeover. But it’s gotten completely out of 
hand here. I don’t think depraved is too strong a word.

I don’t particularly mind being given credit when it’s not warranted 
(You and I both know I was nowhere near New Orleans when Quayle 
was picked), but suddenly my name is being bandied about in places 
I w ouldn’t be caught dead: New York City counrooms. Some o f my 
dearest friends here arc in the legal profession— Barry Slotnick, for 
instance, who defended Bernard Goetz—but I’ve never enjoyed trials 
(unless, o f course, you’d call Torquem ada’s little proceedings trials) 
for one simple reason. I have no interest in preaching to the converted. 
Lawyers have certainly never needed my services.

All o f a sudden, however, I’m being blamed in open court for every 
other crime that’s committed in the city. And I’m not talking about 
arson or breaking and entering. For example, you remember Bess 
Mycrson, don’t you? She’s on trial for bribing a judge, actually 
arranging a job for the woman’s daughter in the office o f Consumer 
Affairs so the judge would lower the alimony payments B ess’s 
boyfriend had to pay his ex-wife. The boyfriend’s a contractor, 20 
years younger than she is, w ho’s already in jail for tax evasion, and the 
last time Bess went to visit him she was picked up for shoplifting. So 
you figure my fingerprints are all over this one, right? Wrong.

The judge, Bess and her boyfriend are all defendants, and the main 
witness in the case is the judge’s daughter, Sukhrcct (an Indian word 
meaning “happiness,” if you can believe that). At the beginning of the 
trial, Sukhreet would arrive every morning, stop at the defense table 
to give her mother— who, I forgot to mention, is 75 and almost 
blind—a kiss on the check, then walk to the witness stand and deliver 
extraordinarily damaging testimony against the three defendants. 
Sometimes she would stop her testimony and ask her mother how she

was doing, or just smile and wave.
She has, however, refused the $35 a day the government usually 

gives prosecution witnesses, saying, “It’s a kind of Judas money. I just 
cou ldn’t do it.” Happiness, for Sukhreet, is, it seems, testifying 
against her mother—free o f charge.

As you can imagine, the defense attorneys have been questioning 
her sanity, which isn’t terribly difficult since she’s been in and out of 
mental institutions and lives on daily doses of lithium.

What’s particularly distressing to me is the way everyone— spec
tators, the newspapers, and especially the defense attorneys—keeps 
asking, “What would make someone act like this?" It doesn't take a 
genius to figure out they’re talking about yours truly.

And then there’s the Steinberg case, the trial of the disbarred 
Manhattan lawyer accused o f beating a 7-ycar-old girl he’d illegally 
adopted to death. The defendant, Joel Steinberg—who gives an 
entirely new meaning to the term “criminal" attorney—obtained the 
child, Lisa, as a baby from a Long Island woman, promising to help 
arrange an adoption. Unfortunately for the girl, he decided to raise 
her himself with his female companion, Hedda Nussbaum, in the 
apartment where they were arrested last year after the police re
sponded to a call about a “sick" child. Ms. Nussbaum is testifying 
against Mr. Steinberg, asserting that he not only abused Lisa, but also 
abused a child he obtained from another woman, plus Ms. Nussbaum.

One of the first witnesses at the trial, a nurse in the emergency ward 
where Lisa was taken, testified that she told Steinberg the girl was 
“probably brain dead," and he responded, “Have you found anything 
else the matter with her?" An emergency room doctor testified that 
when he confirmed the nurse’s diagnosis, Steinberg replied, “Well, I 
guess what you’re telling me is she’s not going to be an Olympic 
athlete," and started laughing.

Steinberg’s attorneys originally contended that the girl died of “a 
reaction to vegetables," saying the bruises on her body might have 
resulted from attempts to “revive her." Since that strategy seems 
unlikely to convince the jury, they are now trying to prove Ms. 
Nussbaum was involved in a sadistic child pornography ring. (If they 
can also prove she was in the ACLU, I plan to recommend them to 
James Baker to do the Republican campaign commercials in 1992.)

What’s annoying to me is that the attorneys have recently started 
spreading rumors that Ms. Nussbaum was involved in a “satanic" cult 
on Long Island. (I’m not claiming that when I have friends out to my 
place in Wcsthampton it’s exactly a prayer meeting—no offense 
intended—but usually about the worst thing we do is plan evictions 
o f senior citizens from buildings going co-op. Evil, as you know, is 
rather banal.) Even more disturbing is the prosecution’s attempt to 
portray Steinberg as “some kind o f devil." He may be some kind, but 
certainly not mine.

It didn't particularly bother me when Flip Wilson was running 
around a few years ago claiming I was making everyone in the country 
do all sorts of things they wouldn't do otherwise—Watergate, the 
bombing o f Cambodia, that sort o f thing. But those quaint days are 
over, at least as far as the New York lawyers arc concerned. Now their 
clients arc charged with such heinous and inexplicable acts that 
apparently the only defense left is to prove the one accusing them of 
the crime is actually me.

This strategy provided a happy— if that’s the right word— ending in 
the case o f Andrew Crispo, a New York art dealer acquitted several 
months ago o f torturing a young man in his 57th Street an gallery. The

drew into our icy little bedrooms, awaiting 
the day all illness would be cured, so we could 
emerge to reshape the world yet again. Think 
o f it: we'd led the Youth Revolt, the Taxpayer 
Revolt, the Senior Revolt . . . and now the 
Immortal Revolt! Damn. Did our selflessness 
know no bounds?

And o f course we made sure that w e’d all 
keep our voting rights by proxy while we 
were in cryogenic suspension, just like we 
made sure our stock portfolios would remain 
aggressive and w e’d have continuous Bcatle- 
songs piped into our freezers. And all you had 
to do to preserve this precious human resource

for the future was honor the deal and pay the 
bills.

But nooooo! You had to usurp the govern
ment! You had to invalidate our proxies, fill 
Congress with post-Boomers and . . . and 
bring an end to the greatest generation the 
world has ever known.

These last fifty years have not been sweet. 
Living on the reservation, seeing all my peers 
defrosted and allowed to die, denied even the 
credit cards which gave my life form and 
substance. Well . . . fortn anyway. President 
Gonzalez wanted me to speak to you today, 
but what’s the point? Y ou’ve never undcr-

4

stood us. All you care about arc your debts, 
your dependence on foreign powers, your 
masses o f have-nots, your . . .

You don’t care about the world w c could 
have made, the world we almost had, the 
world wc deserved, the world wc lost . . .

But I didn’t lose it all. I’ve got them here, 
things you said I shouldn’t have . . .

A tab of acid . . .  a video tape . . . pop one 
in my mouth . . . pop one in the slot . . . my 
head swells, the music swells, June stands by 
the door with the lunches . . .

Beaver smiles . . .
And the world is mine again.
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man, a film student named Leslie, described a night o f unremitting 
terror at the hands of Crispo and four assistants, including whips, 
chains, a leather mask and a mock police interrogation. C risp o’s 
lawyer got Leslie to admit he liked "light S& M" and “a little pain."

Leslie also admitted he had met Crispo when he answered a pay 
phone in front of an S&M  bar, and acknowledged that after the 
torture session he had gone to dinner with the defendant and paid the 
check. (I hope you w on’t take this the wrong way, but Crispo reminds 
me a little bit o f you. The old you, I mean. N o progress without pain, 
that sort of thing.)

Last year, this demonizing o f the accuser was extended to the 
deceased victim in the case of Robert Chambers, who claimed he 
strangled Jennifer Levin in Central Park because she hurt him during 
“rough sex." 1 should add that I’ve arranged for Mr. Chambers, a 
handsome young preppy who eventually pleaded guilty and is serving 
a five-year prison sentence, to find out what rough sex really is.

The final straw for me came last week when I got two calls on the 
same day from the attorney for Leona Helmslcy and the attorney for 
Imelda Marcos. Leona and husband Harry have been charged with tax 
evasion (though it look's like Harry may get off by claiming he is 
mentally incompetent to stand trial) for building a swimming pool on 
their Connecticut estate and charging it to their real estate business, 
and Imelda and Ferdinand are charged with racketeering for stealing 
a hundred million dollars from the Philippine government. As you 
know, w e’ve all been great friends for years. I went with George Bush 
to the Philippines in 1982 when he gave that lovely toast to Ferdinand, 
and my suite here is in the Helmslcy Palace.

I would have been more than happy to do a little jury tampering for 
both couples, but Leona and Imelda want me to testify. And not as a 
character witness. They want me to take the stand and confess. Imelda 
even offered to hire Mick Jagger to sing Sym pit thy for the Devil during 
jury deliberations.

So I’ve decided to leave, not just New York but the whole country.
Please don’t bother trying to convince me to stay. For you it’s been 

your name on the money, your name in the Pledge o f Allegiance, and 
preachers praising you 24 hours a day on four dozen cable channels.
For me it’s been installing wiretaps, sleeping in Honduran jungles, 
making Supreme Court appointments, and evicting old ladies from 
rent-controlled apartments. And when I finally do get some recogni
tion, it’s for beating a child to death and squeezing a preppy’s gonads 
in Central Park.

I’m already packed and I’m catching a plane tomorrow morning for 
Moscow. I’ve decided if I’m going to be blamed for everything the 
Soviets do, I might as well set up shop in the Evil Empire. Besides, I 
find all this talk of glasnost and perestroika a little nauseating. I liked 
things fine just as I left them in 1938 with Joe Stalin running the show. 
N ow  there was someone who knew how to put on a really good trial.

Regards to the Son. I still say if you’d given me another week with 
him in the wilderness, he’d be working for me.

Yours always,
Satan

A Day in the Life o f Albert Goldman
Editor’s Note: What follows is an excerpt from  the secret diary o f 

Albert Goldman. It was stolen from his safe, along with other 
valuables, by a thief who owed The Realist a favor. Mr. Goldman is 
the unauthorized biographer o f  Lenny Bruce, Elvis Presley and, most 
recently, John Lennon.
December 3. 1980

What a day! It started out in an ordinary way. I performed my 
morning ablutions—shaved, showered and shat— then I put all the 
fecal matter into the blender and pressed the Liquefy button. I 
wrapped a red necktie tightly around my arm, poured the brown juice 
into a disposable hypodermic and injected it slowly into my bulging 
vein. Ahhhh! Someday I hope to be a good enough writer to be able 
to articulate that incredible rush. But this time, just as 1 was peaking, 
the phone rang, like some kind of audio omen.

It was my contact at SLAY— the School for Lone Assassins 
Yearbook— returning my call from yesterday. I know him only by his 
code name—Captain Bile. He is a liaison between the C IA  and the 
NSC, but he runs the school as his own enterprise. He is absolutely 
reliable, but obsessively greedy. He had arranged for the ostensibly
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accidental drug overdoses of both Lenny and Elvis for 50% of all my 
earnings, but later he told me that they had given Elvis the option of 
being eliminated or paying them a million dollars to fake his death. 
Lenny had no such choice; he could never afford a fuckin’ million.

And if that wasn’t greedy enough, this afternoon I was in for an 
even bigger shock.

“Look," Captain Bile explained to me at his office, “our latest 
intelligence report on Lennon indicates that he’s preparing to perform 
at a counter-inaugural rally in Washington on the same day that 
Reagan gets sworn in. We’ve also been planning to neutralize the other 
two most politically active musicians—Bob Marlcy and Harr)' Chapin— 
but now- Lennon has obviously become a priority. The deportation 
procedure is going too slowly. And wc just can’t afford to have a free 
rock concert compete with the return o f the hostages. But we’re 
charging your 50% anyway. I’m sure you understand.”

“I feel totally cheated," I said, “but you’ve got me by the proverbial 
balls.”

When you realize that once you start doing business with SLAY, 
you can always become one o f their practice targets, then you learn to 
be very submissive.

“At least you’ll be guaranteed an even better contract for this 
nccro-biography," Captain Bile replied, “because your publisher 
knows full well that the dead never sue.”

Looking through the Yearbook, I found one John Hinckley Jr. He 
had just the right look, that o f a crazed nerd. The thumbnail sketch 
below his photo included Salinger’s Catcher in the Rye as his personal 
Bible.

“I’ll take him," I told Captain Bile. “1 especially like that little 
literary touch."

“Oh, sorry, this guy is already taken,” he replied. “H e’s scheduled 
to neutralize Reagan a couple of months after the inauguration. Then 
the Company will have their boy Bush right up there in the White 
House through the side door. And you’ll love this. W e’ve been 
hypnotizing Hinckley so he’ll pull the trigger in order”—Captain Bile 
began chortling— “to impress Jodie Foster, you know, that young 
actress who was in Taxi Driver"—his chortle turned into a guffaw—“a 
motivation so bizarre that the public would never take it at anything 
but face value."

"Yeah," I interposed, “but according to my H ollyw ood source, 
she’s a militant, albeit closet, lesbian."

“Oh, no!" He was reacting with mock horror. “Jesus, if Hinckley 
ever finds out that he’s sacrificing himself for a goddam dyke, the 
President might still be alive next spring."

Wc sat there howling and slapping our knees and laughing ourselves 
to tears. Those arc such rare and precious moments.

Finally, Bile said, “If you liked that Salinger reference with 
Hinckley, you’ll really appreciate this guy"— he opened the Yearbook 
to a photo o f Mark John Chapman—“not only is he an absolute 
fanatic about The Catcher in the Rye—planting the seeds, by the way, 
for us to indulge in future bookburning in order to suppress rebellion, 
all the way back to Mad magazine— but Chapman is also totally 
obsessed with John Lennon. What we have here is a psychiatrically 
efficient case study indeed."

When I got home, I was quite aroused. I watched a wrestling match 
on cable, and when my erection was ready, I got a sheet o f  coarse 
sandpaper and masturbated with it. I was so excited the neighbors 
almost heard me shout in pain: "Oh, God! Oh, Albert! I  hate you!" 
Fortunately, I was drowned out by a compact disc, The Best o f  
Muzak, blaring from my truly state-of-the-art stereo. It certainly is a 
fine piece o f electronic equipment. W hat’s so wrong with living 
comfortably?

But it was during the silence of my afterglow that I had what can 
only be described as an epiphany. Yes. I have decided to fake my own 
death—that is, after I get a humungous advance for my masterpiece, 
The Lives o f  Albert Goldman, which I shall base on this journal. 1 
know I have sinned beyond redemption. Nevertheless I will try to 
redeem myself by exposing at last the godawful truth about SLAY, 
even though it means revealing my own unspeakable evil in the 
process.

So I will have the last laugh on Captain Bile after all. And then I’ll 
be able to begin a new life under another identity. It’ll be Goodbye 
Goldman, I’ve got those start-all-ovcr-again, c'o-it-yourself-re- 
incarnation blues. . . .
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SHEARER
(Continued from Cover)

Michael Dukakis too good to be the moral 
leader of the Free World?

It couldn’t have been because the Dukakis 
people couldn’t figure out what was happen
ing to them. They had fair warning. I went to 
both political conventions this year, an ordeal 
that only now, in the yellowing light of 
nostalgic mental cinematography, seems en
lightening. At the Democratic convention, 
everyone seemed so relieved not to have a 
palpable loser on their hands that there was 
little talk of what would happen next. Some 
mumbling about a “Fifty state strategy”— 
later drastically marked down to eighteen, 
but, for you, twelve. Otherwise, just the 
dread sense that we’d be hearing a lot more 
Neil Diamond before this campaign was over.

At the Republican convention, on the other 
hand, everyone with the gift of speech was 
freely revealing the Bush strategy: “We’re 
going to paint Mikey as a liberal," one grin
ning Young Republican said as he handed me 
a “Get Out of Jail Free” card. You had to be 
deaf and blind (I know those aren’t the politic
ally correct descriptions—okay, hearing im
paired and visually challenged) to miss the 
signals. Or you had to be an arrogant Bostonian 
who learned his lesson about listening to 
others when lie lost his re-election bid for 
Governor a while back, and never forgot it, 
until now.

So what we saw was the Bush campaign 
engaging in bare-knuckles campaigning from 
day One, while Dukakis was over in his 
corner, trying to lace up his gloves and making 
sure he didn’t miss any o f the lace-holes.

Ted Turner’s CNN  billboards around both 
convention sites called this “the most impor
tant election in America’s history." No doubt 
because this was the first election in American 
history that CNN (“The W orld’s Most Im
portant N etw ork”) could cover with a reason
able budget. CBS had billboards looming 
over the Omni and the Superdome that 
boasted, strangely enough, of “Conventional 
Wisdom." Apparently Larry Tisch docs be
lieve in truth in advertising, but, like so much 
CBS does these days, it gave ABC an opening: 
their boards had a thoughtful-looking if 
barely recognizable painting of Peter Jennings 
beside the slogan “Unconventional Cover
age." NBC had no billboards, probably be
cause all the good wordplays had been used 
up.

And yet, once the election campaign was 
under way, this spirit of midwestern booster- 
ism had given way to nightly bouts of self- 
criticism, as if the networks’ Sixth Avenue 
headquarters had become dens of Maoists. 
Yes, they said, we’ll show you flag factories 
and photo ops in tanks, but we’ll be troubled 
by this issue-less negative campaign. Is it us, 
they asked in 90-sccond think pieces, or could 
it be the American people?

First of all, this never started out to be the 
campaign about issues. Back in Gary Hart’s 
day, this election was going to revolve around

character. Character—i.c., whether the candi
date was doing too much secret fucking and 
drinking for it to stay secret—used to be the 
province of the pols in the smoke-filled 
rooms. But after the disaster of Chicago, 
1968, the parties began “opening up." The 
McGovern Rules led to more primaries, the 
Republicans followed suit so as not to appear 
excessively anti-democratic, and before you 
knew it, the Iowa caucuses became a lot more 
important than what senior party members 
thought. So, now the candidates’ private lives 
became our business; who else was left to 
judge? It’s true: our generation hit the streets 
o f Chicago for the right to know that Gary 
Hart had a restless dipstick.

By the finals, we were left with, on the one 
hand, a candidate who wouldn’t have an affair 
even if it was urged on him by his advisors to 
warm up his image, and, on the other hand, a 
candidate about whom the persistent affair 
rumors were greeted with variants of, “Do 
you blame him? H e’s married to his mother.” 
Character having been mooted as a deciding 
factor, we were left with the only reasonable 
basis upon which to decide: which candidate 
ran the better ad campaign?

It’s not that bad a way to choose. Ad 
campaigns arc like little wars: there’s strategy 
and planning, obscene amounts of money 
must be allocated and spent, and employment 
is given to people whose minds are too danger
ous to be otherwise employed.

What’s ironic is that one left the Democratic 
convention convinced that the Dukakis opera
tion was a smoothly operating, highly disci
plined machine. The four days in Atlanta 
were so carefully programmed, right down to 
the staged confrontations with Jesse Jackson 
that must have made Vince McMahon of the 
World Wrestling Federation green with envy, 
that you could feel a little antsy about the 
tightness of the control. In the end, it was the 
tightness of the fat lady’s girdle; when it goes, 
it goes. So, in their desperation, the Dukakis 
handlers made commercials about how Bush 
and Quaylc were being handled. The com
mercials looked real, the acting was great, but 
what were they telling us—elect me, I have 
fewer handlers?

Issues, in case you have forgotten, are no 
basis upon which to choose a President. 
Richard Nixon had a plan to end the war. LBJ 
sought no wider war. Ronald Reagan would 
balance the budget. Read my lip gloss—new 
taxes coming right up.

And Dukakis was no great shakes with the 
issues. Any public figure who opposes capital 
punishment has long since learned to expect 
the question, “What if it was your wife 
(daughter, mother, sister)?” The only reason 
the first question of the last debate struck 
anyone as shocking is because the word “rape" 
came out of the mouth of Bernard Shaw, a 
black man. (Since he works for CNN, perhaps 
the w orld’s most important black man.) Yet 
Dukakis reacted as if he’d been asked some
thing truly embarrassing, like “Heard any 
good jokes lately?”

We’re left with the deepest question: did 
the Democrats throw this match? Was

Dukakis the sacrificial lamb so that Cuomo, 
Bradley and Jackson could run in 1992 on the 
record of the Bush Recession? Or, if they’re 
really lucky, on Quayle's holy war? The one 
character issue the media got scared away 
from immediately was the question of 
whether Dan Quayle’s public mindlessness 
was merely a beard for private, deeply held, 
absolutely insane religious beliefs. Quayle 
will turn out to be good for the Iran-Contra 
defense. Next to him, all Iranians arc 
moderates.

WILSON
(Continued from Cover)

George has the same opinion of the voters I 
have, or J. R. “Bob" Dobbs has.

You ever hear of “Bob"? H e’s the founder 
of the Church of the Sub-Genius, and his 
wisest saying is “You know how dumb the 
average guy is? Well, mathematically, by defi
nition, half of them arc even dumber than 
that."

Would it make any difference if we had put 
Dukakis in the White House? I think it 
would, at least psychologically. Duke and 
Kitty arc wonderful names. They sound like a 
pimp and his top hooker. "Hey, mister, you 
wanna good time? G o sec Duke and Kitty on 
Pennsylvania Avenue . . . "

1 voted for the Duke myself, just out of 
spite, and to say “Fuck you, George Bush." 
I’m a card-carrying member of the ACLU 
myself (or used to be, and will be again when 
I remember to renew my dues) and I don’t like 
George making us the new scapegoats just 
when I thought the Moron Majority had 
elected a fictitious Satanic conspiracy to play 
that role.

Usually, I don’t vote— on the anarchist 
principle that it only encourages the bas
tards—or else I vote Libertarian, to annoy the 
bastards. But George Bush scares me. I don’t 
believe he’s a wimp at all. He was not only the 
head of the CIA but, according to the L.A. 
Weekly, has tics with the Company that go 
back decades and still continue today. That 
means to me he has more than a slim connec
tion with the Death Squads in Latin America. 
H e’s as much of a wimp as Heinrich Himmler.

O f course, the last time I voted for a major 
party candidate because I was afraid of his 
rival was in 1964. I voted for LBJ to keep 
Goldwater out of the White House. Since 
then I have felt precisely demarked by the 
Double Bind in the Head Shop button that 
says, I f  voting could change the system it 
■would be illegal. I f  not voting could change 
the system it would he illegal.

I am deeply suspicious of Dukakis because 
he once taught at Harvard but still sounds as 
dumb as Bush on most issues. A man who 
hides his intelligence has such a low’ opinion 
of the public that he is only safe writing satire, 
like me. Put him in pow-er and he might decide 
to express his contempt for the masses more 
viciously.

The American people nowadays never vote 
for anybody they suspect of being more
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intelligent than themselves. Reagan won the 
highest majority in our history because n o
body anywhere thought he was smarter than 
they are. You could go into homes for the 
feeble-minded and they’d tell you, “Yeah, we 
like Ronnie. H e’s a regular fellow, just like 
us.” Bush was a shoo-in.

Where is George Papoon now that we need 
him? He ran for the Presidency in 1980—or at 
least he ran in Berkeley. He went around with 
a paper bag over his head and a sign saying 
NOT  INSANE. He never held any press 
conferences.

He was the candidate o f the Natural Sur
realist Parly. N obody in national politics has 
made as much sense to me in 8 years now.

NEUMAN
(Continued from Cover)

“What?”
"I’d like to get one."
“Yeah, sure."
I didn’t believe him.
“No, I’m serious. I want to know where I 

can get one."
From the look on his face I think he was 

serious. But I never had a chance to find out.
At that very moment the candidate himself 

appeared, surrounded by a few aides. He had 
finished his speech and was hustling o ff to the 
next stop on the campaign. The only thing 
between him and his limousine was me.

Bush seemed agitated as he approached. He 
was tired. And angry. H e’d been under fire 
for running a dirty campaign; for covering up 
about his role in the Iran-contra affair; for 
lying about Noriega. And Dukakis was bat
tling back, pulling closer here in California. 
Bush looked like a man who was stressed out.

So when he saw me, an obvious trouble
maker in a BUSH-NORIEGA T-shirt, he 
blew his Ivy League cool. Maybe for the only 
time in his life. But he blew it.

“You bastards never give up, do you?”
He then delivered a swift, solid kick to my 

shin.
You read that correctly. George Hush, the 

forty-first President o f  the United States, 
kicked me! And then he was gone, his limo 
pulling away before I could grasp what had 
happened.

The only witness was the Secret Service 
agent, and he wasn’t about to talk. Anypne 
else that could have seen it was a member of 
the Bush campaign staff, and the last thing 
they wanted was word o f such an embarras
sing episode to get out. It would be catas
trophic. Two cowards on the same ticket!?

So, naturally, the first thing I heard was, 
“Five hundred bucks. N o questions asked."

The bribe came from a young, slimy, right- 
thinking cel who was serving, for now at least, 
as a Bush roadie.

“Five. . . hundred . . . bucks?" I repeated. 
I think he thought 1 was negotiating for more, 
but I was in too much pain— and shock— to 
say anything original.

"We don’t want any trouble," he slimed. 
“You know that, don’t you?"
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I was still wincing so it was hard to talk. He 
took it as obstinacy.

“This is ridiculous. A thousand."
“He didn’t mean it," I finally got out.
“Are you sure? It’s good you sec it that 

way, because— "
“But it was no accident," I interjected.
His m ood darkened. He paused to study 

me. I could see the fear spreading across his 
face as he began to realize just how bad this 
could look. Negative campaigning was one 
thing. Kicking an innocent bystander was 
something else.

“You’re not going to tell anyone, are you? 
You realize that no one here will mention this. 
N o one would believe it."

He was implying, or trying to imply, that 
I’d be crying in the wilderness if I took this 
story anywhere.

“And honestly," he added, “who’s going to 
believe you*n

He wasn’t very convincing, and when I 
started walking away he practically tackled 
me.

“Wait! Shouldn’t you see a doctor? And 
what about the money? It’s right here."

I decided at that point to walk out o f this 
situation with my dignity intact and my place 
in history secure. I had no idea what I would 
do. Probably nothing. But, the knowledge 
that I wielded such power erased the pain and 
gave me a heady feeling. I just wanted to get 
away from there to think about it. But in 
order to do that I had to first relieve this guy 
o f his anxiety.

“D on’t worry. I w on’t talk, I w on’t press 
charges. As far as I’m concerned, it practically 
never happened.”

I then walked away and was gone before he 
had a chance to think about it. Little did I 
know it, but the Bush campaign was about to 
go into a panic.

The first sign o f panic was a phone call I 
received the next morning, Monday, 
November 7th. I asked, “H ow ’d you get my 
number?” “We have our ways,” came the 
answer. It was Lee Atwater, Bush’s campaign 
manager. He wanted to know if I was all right, 
and would I reconsider their offer o f five 
hundred dollars, as a kind o f "compensation" 
he called it. Five hundred! I let that pass.

'Tm not interested.”
“Then, what can we do for you?”

' Believe me. I’d thought about that ques
tion. But, as tempting as it was, I backed off 
again.

“Nothing. If your man loses, which looks 
doubtful, I’d rather he lost on merit."

“You’re sure?"
“Call me an idealist.”
I hung up, believing that this footnote to 

history (no pun intended) would remain just 
that.

Five minutes later, Atwater called again.
“Seriously," he began. “There must be 

something w ccan do. Name it."
I pretended to think about it.
“Have Bush tell the truth."
“What? Oh, a wiseguy."
“That’s me."
He refused to get angry.
“Please. Call us if you change your mind.”

7

He hung up. Gently.
There were a bunch o f messages on the 

answering machine when I returned home 
from work that night. All were pleas o f one 
kind or another from various people working 
for the Bush campaign. One call was from a 
prominent doctor, checking to sec if there was 
any “lingering soreness." He was more con
cerned than my mother. Then, after erasing 
the tape, the phone rang. I picked it up, 
reluctantly.

“This is Craig Fuller, campaign chairman,” 
he said, not waiting for a ’h ello.’

“Let’s cut through the fog," lie continued. 
“You’re upset about something that happened 
yesterday. W e’re all very sorry it happened. 
N obody is more upset about it than Mr. Bush 
himself."

“Then why hasn’t he called?" I asked, not 
caring one way or the other.

"That’s a good question. Wc were going to 
have him call as soon as we heard how you 
were, but we were informed that there was 
some problem—that you’re being a bit 
difficult to deal with. Is that true?"

“I refused a bribe. That’s all it was. N o hard 
feelings."

“Tell you what,” he smoothly went on. 
“You and your family attend the inaugural, 
see the sights—and it’s all on us. Stay in the 
hotel o f your choice."

“I think you’ve misunderstood. I don’t 
want any free trips or money."

He was unphased.
“You think w e’re bribing you. W e’re not 

bribing you. Farthest thing from it. If George 
Bush wants to invite you to his inaugural, 
that’s his right."

You could practically hear him wink.
“I don’t want to go. Tell him to give my 

tickets to Schwarzenegger or Chuck Norris 
or somebody else in his brain trust.”

I hung up and went to sleep.
“This is Jim Baker. I’ve got the Vice Presi

dent here. H e wants to say hello and see how 
you’re doing."

I didn’t know how long I’d been asleep— or 
if I wasn’t still—but it was soon apparent I 
was about to speak to the next President o f the 
United States, hours before he’s elected.

“Well hi, how are ya?”
It was Bush. Not quite as good as Harr)' 

Shearer, but it was definitely Bush.
“I wanted to tell ya how sorry I am for that 

damn foolish thing I did the other day. If 
there’s anything we can do . . ."

He paused momentarily— enough time for 
me to think he was going to offer a bribe. But 
no.

" . . .  I’m just real sorry."
He sounded sincere. Too sincere.
“I hope you finish a close second," I said.
“You’re a good sport,” he laughed.
And that was it. There were no more calls.
I’ve thought a lot about what happened. 

Could I have influenced the outcome o f the 
election? Should I have tried? Well, I didn’t, 
and that’s all that matters. And no, I didn’t 
vote for George Bush. But the title “Why I 
Voted For Michael I >ukakis" just didn’t have 
the right spin to it.
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MEDIA FREAK
Constipation High

From the New York Post:
“A hefty helping o f granola, bran flakes or 

whole-wheat bread may contain enough 
natural LSD to produce a mild high, says Dr. 
David Conning, director o f the British Nutri
tion Foundation. He claims that eating 8 to 10 
slices o f whole-wheat bread or a large bow l o f 
granola or bran flakes in one sitting may 
induce euphoria because o f wheat’s LSD con
tent. Dr. Conning explained that a high-bran 
diet could result in a daily consumption o f  1 CO 
micrograms of LSD— four times the mini
mum dose needed to produce an effect on an 
inexperienced drug user."

Frozen lirain Department
Timothy Lear)', 67, former LSD guru and 

current standup entertainer, has arranged for 
his disembodied head to be preserved after his 
death. “It’s a better idea than to go  belly-up 
and get eaten by worms,” he announced. A 
cryogenic foundation now has the official 
rights to his remains. The cost: $35,000 for 
the head-freezing, plus $200 a year in mem
bership dues for the rest of his life.

Leary’s head will be stored in liquid nitro
gen in a cryogenic dewar— a device similar to 
a high-tech stainless steel thermos bottle. It 
would cost $100,000 for the whole body, but 
Carlos Mondragon, president o f Alcor Life 
Extension Foundation, stated, “Once you get 
to be over 60, you realize your body is not 
going to hold out long enough. If this idea 
works, and there’s no guarantee that it will, 
you can just get a new body."

“My job as a philosopher," Leary said, “is 
to popularize, personalize and publicize new 
and shocking ideas that can get people think
ing about big philosophic issues, and certainly 
life after death is one o f them. ” He has always 
been ahead o f  his time, and now he can be a 
head after his time. And if that doesn’t work 
out, they can always use him for Celebrity 
Bowling.

Politically Correct Humor
The Los Angeles Herald gossip section ran 

a joke: “What’s the difference between Jane 
Fonda and Dan Quayle?" The answer: “She 
went to Vietnam and he didn’t.” However, a 
letter to the editor pointed out that the real 
difference is “that Fonda had the courage to 
stand up for her convictions and demonstrate 
her belief. Quayle has no convictions but was 
back home, demonstrating his belief he can do 
anything he sets his mind to, as long as they 
take MasterCard."

The radical Guardian published a cartoon 
about the meaning of George Bush’s “1000 
points of light." O ne o f the multiple choices, 
accompanying a caricature o f  a nutty-looking 
Ayatollah Khomeini, was “a secret Shiite 
religious rite." An apology would follow in a 
later issue: “The intended humor was based 
on an appeal to chauvinistic prejudice against 
Shia Muslims. The Guardian regrets publish
ing this offensive cartoon."

Organizer and author Abbic Hoffman also 
does an occasional stint as a standup comic. 
He originally used a line—“AIDS to the 
contras!"— but has acceded to the request o f 
gay activists and dropped that reference from 
his act. On the other hand, former evangelist 
and screaming comedian Sam Kinison in
cludes in his performances material on AIDS 
which is so homophobic that Warner Brothers 
has inserted fact sheets about AIDS in his new 
album. This is the first time that comedy 
material has ever been accompanied by a 
correction o f its misinformation.

Jackie Kennedy's Foibles
According to Celebrity Plus magazine, 

Jacqueline Kennedy Onassis bites her finger
nails, pitches into making coffee at work, has 
personally returned two pounds o f broccoli 
to a grocery store because she found it in a 
nearby store for 15c less, and has had the 
toilets in each o f her three homes rigged to 
flush with hot water.

Condom  Wars
A company in Vancouver markets Condom  

Greeting Cards, for birthdays, Christmas, 
Valentine’s Day and Bon Voyage occasions. 
Each card contains a Sheik condom, an infor
mation brochure and an appropriate message, 
such as “Some friendly advice from your 
mother—Wear your rubbers" or “You’re 
G od’s gift to women—Giftwrap it."

In Petaluma, California, condoms arc being 
transformed into safe-sex jewelry by a trio of 
flight attendants who use paint, glitter, 
feathers and rhinestones to fashion earrings, 
broaches and bolo-tie ornaments out of the 
square-packaged Trojans and rectangular- 
packaged Lifestyles.

Employees at Spin spent nine days manually 
gluing 140,000 condom s onto a page in the 
magazine’s November issue, along with 
explicit instructions for their use. Many dis
tributors and retailers refused to deliver or sell 
it. The Wall Street Journal reported that “Even 
many drugstores that sell condoms w on’t sell 
magazines carrying condoms."

A Condom  o f the Month Club offers “a 
monthly sampler o f sensual and unique con
doms packed in a handsome bedside container

. . . an incredible assortment o f the w orld’s 
finest condoms. You’ll get colors, textures, 
natural skins, pre-shaped micro-thins from 
Japan, Italy, Germany, Korea. . . . "  Example: 
the Rough Rider C ondom —“She’ll buck for 
joy with this textured classic. Hundreds of 
raised studs give her the ride of her life. 
Sensuously lubricated."

Satuday Night Jive
One o f the things that helped get Michael 

O ’D onoghue fired from Saturday Night Live 
was this opening monologue he wrote for that 
w eek’s host, Chevy Chase:

“Right atter I stopped doing cocaine, I 
turned into a giant garden slug and, for the life 
o f me, I don’t know why. Hi, I’m Chevy 
Chase. Have you noticed that, in the years 
since I left Saturday Night Live, my eyes have 
actually gotten smaller and closer together so 
they now look like little pig eyes? Why? 
Again, I don’t have a clue. As I was saying to 
Alan King the other day at the Alan King 
Celebrity Tennis Tournament, ’Alan, I need 
more money. What I can’t fit in my wallet, I’ll 
eat or I’ll shove up my ass, but I must have 
more!'

“And when I looked in the mirror, my eyes 
were the size o f Roosevelt dimes and had 
moved another inch closer to my nose. ‘What 
is going on here?!?’ I shrieked to my new wife 
who looks just like my old wife except she’s 
new. Still, the fans showed up for my last 
movie— The Giant Garden Slug's European 
Vacation—a movie any man would be proud 
of, particularly if that man was Cantinflas. 
There’s much more I could say but I have a 
twenty lodged in my lower colon and it’s just 
driving me crazy. My next film is called The 
Giant Garden Slug Blows John Candy While 
Howie Mandel Watches and it opens tomor
row at Red Carpet Theaters everywhere. 
D on’t miss it."
lia is in g Consciousness

After Steven Biko died while in the custody 
o f South African police, Peter Gabriel wrote a 
song about the black activist. Says Gabriel: 
“It’s always a really moving point in the show 
for me at the end o f Biko because usually the 
whole place will be up and singing and chant
ing. Just in the time that I’ve been singing that 
song—which is six years now— it started off 
that people thought I was singing about 
Sergeant Bilko, and now I think that 90% of 
the people in the halls know about South 
Africa, know who Biko was, and know what 
it costs to stand up for what you believe in."

Co-Opt O r Perish
Reebok sneakers subsidized the recent 

Amnesty International musical tour to the 
tunc o f ten million dollars. The Washington 
Post quoted their C EO  as saying that the tour 
“dovetailed with our corporate philosophy." 
Presumably wc can look forward to TV com 
mercials by Reebok that promise, “Human 
rights let U.B.U." And maybe there will even 
be a political prisoner, finally released from 
solitary confinement and high-tech torture, 
who walks haltingly and blinks at the sunlight 
as he announces in a weak voice, “I’m going 
to Disneyland."
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