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If you stop and think about it, Yoda should’ve
been a bitter little dude. I mean, think about it. He
was living in a swamp. He looked like Senor Wences
after a bad clam. And he had Frank Oz’s hand up his
ass 24-7. Now, maybe it’s just me but, if some guy had
his hand stuck up my colon, I'd be worried about a lot

more than the Dark Side.

But not Yoda. No sir. Laid back little grampa muppet that he
was, Yoda never tired of hanging by the campfire, telling Luke to sit a
spell, and teaching him all the tried and true Jedi sayings like “Don’t
forget to floss,” “Never wear white after Labor Day,” and “She was
twenty-one, I swear!”

Of course, the drugs helped tremendously. Many a night, Yoda
would take Luke into his little hovel, throw on an Allman Brothers
record—"“Eat A Peach” being a particular fave—and fire up some mean
Dagobah tripweed. There, Yoda would always show off the scars he
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Vowel Rehabilitated
‘I' Can See Clearly Now

NEW YORK (eP)—After a series of successful surgeries,
the letter ‘T’ has been released from the hospital and is recover-
ing nicely at his New Jersery estate. The popular vowel had
been in critical condition for months stemming from a serious
auto accident he suffered in May of last year. Although he was
originally charged with D.U.I., the letter took legal action and
apparently threatened to remove himself from all police records.

Charges have since been dropped.

“Lissen, I wanna put all that shit behind me,” said I about his
drug-filled past. “I just wanna do the spelling thing again. You know,
chillin’ with my homies A, E, O, U—and sometimes Y. Word.”

According to I’s publicist, the letter attributes his recovery to all
the cards and flowers well-wishers have been sending him over the
past several months.

“Besides, I had to,” explained the letter. “That mofo U owes me
money!”

With the recent accident, experts fear that I's rampant substance
abuse problems are getting in the way of his alphabet duties. Despite
surviving this brush with death, there is some worry the world will be
thrown into chaos if the offending letter doesn’t pull through a second
time.

“Are you kidding!?” said George Hubris, head bingo-caller at the
Church of Holy Mackina Andy. “No more I’s?! Those goddamn gran-
nies out there would fry my ass!”

Golf Not Completely Out Of The Woods
Tiger Changes His Stripes

TAMPA BAY (eP)—In an effort to toughen up his squeaky-
clean image, golf legend Eldrick “Tiger” Woods has certainly
taken drastic measures. On ABC’s The View last week, Woods
announced he is now “a card-carrying bad-ass” and has had his
name legally changed to “Pussy.” Woods then demonstrated his
new persona by doing Barbara Walters—and four lines of blow.
“Oh, that’s nothing,” Woods’ spokesman said of the appearance.
“Yesterday he was up to eight lines. The kid’s just having an off night.”
Woods was evasive when asked about his recent actions.

four




“Hey, it’s golf,” he said. “You hit a ball with a stick, you walk
after it, you do it again. What the fuck was I thinking?! Now outta my
way before I put a cap in your ass...”

Since turning professional in 1996, the twenty-four-year-old golfer
has won over thirty tournaments, many of those on the PGA Tour,
including the 1997 Masters Tournament, the 2000 U.S. Open, and
the 2000 British Open.

But whether it’s marketing or just plain insanity, the new Woods
has hardly lost his shine of late. His latest hardcore golf video, “The
Power of Pussy,” has been flying off the shelves at an astonishing
rate.

“I can’t stock the damned things fast enough,” admitted Block-
buster Video owner Elmer Gluall of Hoboken, New Jersey. “Christ,
that scene in the sandtrap where he does the zebra? That’s worth the
price of admission, boy! No wonder the kids are all wild about Pussy!”

Other people were more dubious of the new and “improved”
Woods.

“That shit’s crazy,” said former NBA star Dennis Rodman. “Hell,
what’s he gonna do next? Wear a dress or something? Hey, are you
gonna finish that cobbler?”

Despite the recent controversy, Woods’ father Earl, isn’t the least
bit troubled by his son’s strange behaviour.

“Mind? You kidding?!?” he said. “The kid just bought me Venezu-
ela for Chrissake!”

Tobacco Kills Two
Pack Of Marlboros Indicted In

Deadly Double Homicide

FAGS BLUFF, TENNESEE (eP)—Authorities have linked
two deaths in the Newport subdivision of Fags Bluff to a pack of
unfiltered Marlboro cigarettes. The victims, John and Betty
Winston, residents of Fags Bluff for much of their lives, were
discovered early Saturday morning when a neighbor suspected
foul play.

“They were usually out here on Saturday mornings burning their
trash. When I went to check on them, I found them dead,” said a
neighbor who wished to remain anonymous because of his effeminate
name.

Detective Louis “Lucky” Strike believes the culprit is a pack of
cigarettes due to the state of the bodies. “Smoked,” said Detecive Strike.
“They died of combustion.” A nicotine ring was found around the vic-
tims’ necks, their bodies stubbed out in a large ashtray.

“Our officers are out checking the bars and the docks for leads on
the killer,”Strike confided. “Being in Tennesee, however, docks are
pretty hard to come by, but our boys are the best and I've no doubt
they’ll find some docks out there.”

The only other tobacco homicide in Tennesee was two years ago
when a pack of unfiltered Camels was caught choking a restaurant
patron to death. The pack was sentenced to life in the State Prison
and was later sold to another inmate for sexual favors. *
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Dear Ms. Paranoia

Abner Gilliams, 76, of Pompano Beach, Florida, asks: “If men are
from Mars and women are from Venus then where the heck does
that Richard Simmons fella come from?”

Gentle Reader,

As dear Mother used to say, “Some people are easy targets.” But
not in Richard Simmons’ case. It may surprise you to know that Rich-
ard Simmons is actually a high level secret agent with the US govern-
ment. In fact, he is the true head of the NSA. And he’s from
Poughkeepsie.

Hair Challenged of Schlomo, WI writes: “A few years ago, after
Friends and er became popular, every actress on TV had Jennifer
Aniston’s hair and all the men had George Clooney’s hair. This
season, everyone has their own hair. Should this be seen as a
good sign that the networks are no longer trying to control how
we look?”

Gentle Reader:

As dear Mother used to say, “That Presley boy just doesn’t know
when to stop with the Brylcream.” So you see, Gentle Reader, there
are hair trendsetters in every generation.

But your letter had a more sinister edge to it, in that you alleged
that other actors and actresses aren’t just imitating hairstyles, but
they are in possession of the actual hair of Jennifer and George. Ms.
Paranoia was intrigued by this theory and decided to investigate it
further. Little did she know what horrifyingly evil secrets she would
uncover.

The fact is, Gentle Reader, that around this period scientists had
been making radical breakthroughs in the area of cloning. But they
needed to test them further. What better way than to test their meth-
ods on Hollywood stars? After all, there were lots of them and since
they were all alike, no one would miss them if they died in some sort
of tragic genetic incident. However, after a few unfortunate incidents
in which Macaulay Culkin spawned thousands of weird little clones
(the surviving ones are euphemistically called his “brothers and sis-
ters”), Robin Williams was replaced by a serious (read: boring) dra-
matic actor, and Keanu Reeves was replaced by someone with, chill-
ingly, even less brain power than before, they decided to move on to
something more harmless: celebrity hair.

By the time Dolly the Sheep was cloned in 1997, they had al-
ready done enough cloning to fill an Iron Beautician stadium. And
everyone was sporting the same hairdo.

It was a trend that wouldn’t last long, and Hollywood seems to
have calmed down considerably.
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Jeffrey Chandler, of Bing, WY, convincingly asks: “What’s with
those astronomical baseball player salaries? | mean, if | walked
into my boss’s office and asked for that kind of money, he’d laugh
my ass back to Montana whether | could bat .300 or not.”

Gentle Reader,

As dear Mother used to say, “Big salaries are fine, but a good
cookie recipe will get you through the worst of life’s troubles.” Ms.
Paranoia is afraid we will just have to comfort ourselves with the
thought that these baseball players lead meaningless and empty lives.
No, really. In exchange for all that money, they must sign away their
souls to the devil and become mere shells of their former selves, inca-
pable of love, inner peace, or enjoyment of chocolate chip cookies. Their
souls are actually kept in George Steinbrenner’s safe. At the Apoca-
lypse, they will be released into Hell where they will be forced to play
the final scene of “Field of Dreams” over and over again for Satan’s
enjoyment.

BS Pyle wonders: “You’re not going to print this are you?”

Gentle Reader:
Yes.

Bob Apocalypse, of Scrotum, NJ, writes: “You know, I’'m really
sick of “dear Mother.” In fact, I find her so annoying, I’m gonna
come in with my rifle and kill her, and you, if | hear one more
thing that dear Mother used to say. What do ya say to that?”

Gentle Reader,

As dear Mother used to say, “Walk softly and carry a can of whup-
ass.” Ms. Paranoia is a member of Mensa and the NRA. Do you really
want to cross her? *

editorial from page two

got back in ‘Nam and ask Luke if he wanted to play with “the Wookie.”
Of course, Luke, big lunkhead that he was, would take off into the
swamp after R2, Yoda would lay into him about Corvette Summer
again and, next thing you know, Yoda’s knocking back another tub of
Ben & Jerry’s by himself.

But Yoda didn’t care. You see, when you had Obi-Wan pimping
for Yoda like he did, those Dagobah nights were never quite so lonely.
Cause, if you're a 900-year-old little, green fella and you really can
make the earth move, size doesn’t really matter. At least that’s what
Anna Nicole said. But Yoda’d rather keep that one out of the papers.
—SL

Corrections: Scott Leslie’s Lost Episode of Gilligan’s Island was slated
to appear last issue and didn’t. My bad. It’s been found and starts on
the next page. Also, Cameron Koo’s bio arrived a day or two after
going to press, so I've included it on our back page.

Cover: The shoes are Vans. The cameraman is flat. *
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Gilligan's Island: The Lost
Episode

BY ScorT LESLIE

The Professor wandered slowly into the clear-
ing, the sweat running from his brow in the stifling
heat. He set down his binoculars and paused to take
one long drink from his canteen. The Skipper looked

up from the table and anxiously scanned the man’s face.

"Well..." he said.

"It’s bad news, Skipper," the Professor said finally. "I'm afraid
my calculations were correct. This severe drought has destroyed all of
our edible plant life. To make matters worse, the fish have migrated
away from the island and the lack of food has driven off the remain-
ing wildlife."

"Oh no!" cried the Skipper. "What do we do, Professor?"

"I'm afraid, Skipper, we only have one option left..."

"Okay. What's that?"

"Cannibalism."

"Professor!" the Skipper gasped. "You can't be serious!"

"Unfortunately, it's either that or starvation," he said. "Now let's
look at this rationally... I'm indispensable with my knowledge. Mary
Ann does all the cooking so we can't eat her. Ginger's easy on the
eyes. And we can't eat you, Skipper..."

"And why not?!"

"You're just too fat...all those carbohydrates."

"Fat!? Why you bookworm, I'll have you know this is one hun-
dred per cent muscle!"

"Yes, yes. And tell me again...why’ve you been wearing the same
clothes for the last twenty years?"

"Hey, they're all I've got! Besides, I don't have a ton of clothes
like the Howells do. Why they brought that much for a three hour
tour is beyond me..."

"Look, this is getting us nowhere," said the Professor. "Let's get
back to the issue at hand."

"Right. Let's see...you, me and the girls are out. So that still
leaves...Gilligan!!"

Gilligan ran into the clearing and skidded into place beside the
Skipper and the Professor.

"Yes, Skipper!" he cried.

"Too thin," the two men said, shaking their heads in unison.

"What’s going on?" asked Gilligan.

"Little buddy," said the Skipper. "We're talking about cannibal-
ism. We're all out of food for god sake!"

"Hmmm," Gilligan said, rubbing his chin. "Why don't we just eat
the next person who lands on the island? Someone always does. Then
we can get rescued, too!"

"First of all," interrupted the Professor. "We never get rescued.
And secondly, I checked the script. There's no guest star this week."
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"Well, that only leaves the
Howells," said the Skipper said.
"They never do anything...except
take up space..."

"That settles it," the Profes-
sor said.

"We're not really gonna eat
the Howells, are we?" asked
Gilligan.

"No," said the Skipper. "Not
raw anyway."

"We'll have them cooked
with a nice white wine sauce,"
said the Professor. "We better
start making plans. Now,
Gilligan, you get Mary Ann and
Ginger..."

"What are you talking
about? This is a family show!"

Skipper hit Gilligan over the
head with his cap.

"Gilligan! Shut up and go
bring the girls here already!"

"That's okay, Skipper," said
Mary Ann as she appeared from
the bushes with Ginger. "We
heard all about your idea."

"So...you're not against it,
are you girls?" asked the Profes-
sor.

"Oh, no!" cried Mary Ann.
"We just brought the Mrs. Dash!"

"Great!" said the Skipper.
"Let's go get ‘em!"

P

A little while later, the five cast-
aways gathered in the jungle out-
side the Howell's hut, getting
their plan together.

"Now, let's see," muttered
the Professor, checking his list.
"Knives, forks, A-1..."

"Ginger," said Mary Ann.
"What’s with that low cut bath-
ing suit?"

"Simple," cooed Ginger. "I'm
going to use my charms and get
in some serious necking with
Howell before we deep six him.
God...I haven't had it in years,
fucking censors! I would just kill
for a double decker MAN-wich
with a little Ginger on top..."

"Slut!" cried Mary Ann.
"Somebody put the hose on her
before I scratch her eyes out—!!"

"Quiet you two, before I eat
you both!" said the Skipper.

"Really?!" cried Ginger. "Me
first! Me first!"

"Shhhh!!" said the Professor,
quieting them all down. "Now,
look. We'll just go in and tell the
Howells what we have to do. Yes,
they might try to beg...or give us
money...but we can't spend it on
the island anyway. Now let's
go...Skipper's getting ravenous..."

"Ravenous?" said Gilligan,
studying him. "But I don’t see any

feathers..."

Skipper hit him over the
head with his cap.

"Gilligan, remind me to kill
you later..."

Gathering themselves to-
gether, they finally entered the
Howell’s hut and paused, staring
at the scene before them. There,
under the flicker of torch light,
Mr. Howell sat at a table enjoy-
ing a sumptuous meal of dry
leaves, bamboo twigs, and his
dead wife, Lovey.

"Oh my God!" cried Gilligan.

"He's eating her uncooked!"
gasped the Professor.

"And he didn't even invite
us!" said the Skipper.

"Look," said Mr. Howell be-
tween mouthfuls. "She's my wife
and I can eat her if I want!"

The Skipper stood behind
the millionaire and glowered
down at him.

"Oh, really..." he growled.
"How'd you like to become an af-
ter dinner mint, Howell!?"

Mzr. Howell put a napkin to
his mouth and stared down at his
sautéed wife. He laughed a little
under his breath before clearing
his throat.

"Ah, well...in that case..." he
smiled. "Do pull up a chair, Cap-
tain. White meat or dark..?" *
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Nine Television Show
Titles That Could Be
Porno Movies

1. Northern Exposure

. The King Of Queens

. Everybody Loves
Raymond

. Touched By An Angel

. Inside Edition

. Bananas In Pajamas

. Eight Is Enough

. All In The Family

. Leave It To Beaver
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Twelve Headlines We
Didn’t Use This Issue

1. Marine Believed To Have
Falsified Osprey Records;
First Clue? Jiffy Lube Re-
ceipts

2. Inauguration Snafu: Bush
Accidentally Reads Gore’s
Speech

3. Shark Attacks Man In Bowl-
ing Alley Parking Lot; Victim
Never Saw It Coming

4. “Happy Pill” Responsible For
Tragic Comedy; Un-approved
Drug Blamed For 257 Amus-
ing Deaths In 2000

5. 3M Selling One M For 3 Mill;
Apple Buys For New iMMac

6. Computer Hacker Convicted;
Sentenced To Six Months Of
Sunlight

7. Saddam Hussein Admits To
Being A Big Fan Of Rocker
Sting

8. Pope Proclaims Boy, 9,
“Wise-Ass”

9. Image Of Elvis Presley
Discovered On Swath Of
Valvet; Fans Proclaim Image
As Miracle

10. Mountbatten Dry Cleaners
Discover Missing Buttons;
Customer Relieved

11. Goldfish To Win Nobel Prize
For Peace; Nominating
Committee States “What
Could Be More Peaceful?”

The Short

LLists

12. Osama Bin Laden To Make
Rare Game Show Appear-
ance; Set To Be Contestant

On Survivor III: Terrorist
Flights Of Fancy

Nine Punchlines I Don’t
Remember The Jokes To

1. Found it.

2. Hairlip!

3. It was the car that ran into

the dog!

4. Generally six, but on special
occasions there are two more
as honorary pall-bearers.

. A hamster!

. Yes, I mean No.

. She was in the kitchen!

. No, I mean, Yes.

. Surprise!
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Nine Punchlines I Do
Remember The
Punchlines To

1. I was talking to the duck!

2. $25.00, same as in town.

3. Maybe I shoulda said
DiMaggio?

4. No, but if you hum a few
bars, I'll fake it.

5. The last eight holes it was hit
the ball, drag Charlie; hit the
ball, drag Charlie....

6. A pig like that you don’t eat
all at once.

7. Anywhere he wants to!

8. I think the third priest is on
a snow tire in Chicago.
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9. At these prices, you
won’t get very many
more.

Three Horoscopes For
People That Were
Way Off

1. Kelli Young, KQRC

Traffic Reporter: “All of
the roads are open to you at this
point. Make sure you explore all
of your options before choosing
the final one.”
2. Phyllis Diller, Actress/Co-
medienne: “Conditions have im-
proved in your favor, making you
even cuter than usual.”
3. Don Rickles, Comedian:
“Moody aren’t we today! Up,
down, then up again. Try to be
pleasant even if it hurts. Others
notice this kindness.”

Three Horoscopes For
People That Were Right-
On-The-Money

1. Anna Nicole Smith, Actress/
Golddigger: “An older person
might be confused. Don’t let that
mess up your plans. Be aware
and cautious. You could save in
shopping. Go further for what
you want; the rewards could be
substantial.”

2. 0.J. Simpson, Former Foot-
ball Player: “Your list of chores
could overwhelm you, making
you want to escape all responsi-
bility. Go back to a favorite place
with a favorite friend. Be ready
to confess if you get caught, which
1s likely.”

3. Ted Kennedy, Career Poli-
tician: “Now you're ready to have
a good time. Unfortunately, a
friend may be a wet blanket.
Luckily you find a romantic in-
terest to be cooperative. Stick to
your routine despite all the likely
small interruptions.” *
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Contributions

Cameron Koo has written for several local publications which won’t be
mentioned here, they all fired him. He has written screenplays for two
feature films which bombed badly, they will also not be mentioned. There
are plenty of other unmentionables attached to his career, which won’t be
mentioned either. He lives on Queensland’s Gold Coast with his wife and
two sons. One is 18 and the other just 3—it took him 15 years to recover.
He didn’t send his bio in quickly enough last issue, so we wrote one for
him. So, as an apology, I've added a plug for a wonderful humor anthology.

Looking for the funniest thing in print since the twenty-six volumes of
the Warren Commission? Then look no further. The humor anthology
HumorUs has been released. A collection of 45 hilarious stories by nine of
the best humor writers on the planet”. Please proceed immediately to http:/

/www.thenetwits.com/bkstore.shtml to purchase your copy.

Some might think the creator of Xtreme Canning would be an elderly,
kindly, sweet, old lady. Nothing could be farther from the truth. Kaiti
Trimble may be able to make the most incredible watermelon preserves
that could ever pass over your tongue and plummet to your stomach, but
she can kick your ass and hermetically seal it for more kicking later. Be-

ware, dear reader, of belles with Bell jars.

Dave Walter enjoys the warmth of a wood floor under his belly. While this
belly has been the pride of Dave’s body over the years, it has recently started
expanding. The left nipple, arms, and thighs have been particularly criti-
cal of Dave’s belly, blaming the overall deterioration of the neighborhood
on this body part. The belly has been downplaying this badmouthing, pre-
ferring to let the left nipple, arms and thighs show themselves for what
they really are—horrible, wretched bullies. Dave’s brain explained to Dave’s
belly that the arms, mouth, and tongue are primarily responsible for the
expansion, but Dave’s belly is no dummy and realizes that Dave’s brain is

just trying to cover its ass. *
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* As determined by their mothers.
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