


On April 4,2001, the Associated Press reported that
the City Commission of Kalamazoo, Michigan, agreed to
pay over $30,000 to three men that were jailed, naked, by
police officers under a suicide prevention policy, because

of a shortage of anti-suicide gowns.

And then I thought, “Anti-suicide gowns? Wow!”

They could make a mint on these suckers. You put the gown on, and
you’re instantly happy. Kind of like wearable Prozac. Like a Hawaiian
shirt, only different. Now, here’s how I see it:

Bob St.Friggins, our VP of Sales, first saw the ad in the new issue of
S&M Quarterly. It took him a while to convince the board that he wasn’t
reading “some kind of weird perv magazine,” as Mike “Mack” Mackerson,
our CEO, put it. After we were all convinced that he was reading Sales
and Marketing magazines and wasn’t some sort of bondage fetishist (we
found that out later, after Bob died in a car wreck and Mack was called to
collect the contents of his trunk), we started to really listen to his idea.

“Feeling depressed?” the ad read. “Think your teenager may have
entered one of those internet suicide pacts in the Phillipines? Stock mar-
ket plunge completely wipe out your assets? Have we got the product for
you!” Here Bob paused meaningfully and looked up at us over his glasses.
Mack was picking his nose, as usual, and Fred Pumpernickle was studi-

N Editorial, page nine
—— > |
Credits a
EDITORIAL STAFF :
Wayne Heyward
Holly Adams

Scott Leslie
| Ed Lynn

eDitorial

5 ADDITIONAL, WRITERS
Groucho Binks

Ly CONTRIBUTING ARTISTS
| Jennifer Layton
| Doug Moon

. _'___J,F' __,_,_.___,_,_I'."—'h T,

ePasquinade (ISSN 1533-3752) is a monthly publication. Volume 1, Number 8, has
been given its notice of termination. Published by a group of middle managers whose
jobs are intact, ePasquinade is available for download each month at http://
www.epasq.com. Submissions: Email your ASCII text submissions to editor@epasq.com
or mail to us at ePasquinade,; Post Office Box 535; Occoquan, VA 22125. Subscrip-
tions: Send an email to ePasq-Announce-subscribe@topica.com and we’ll send out
an email when the next issue is available for download. It’s free, so you have

no excuse. tWO




A List Of Departments And
Features That Have, For
One Reason Or Another,
Been Allowed To Retain
Their Jobs In This Issue

FEATURES

8. The End Of The World by Holly Adams
10. Beaver Gets Downsized by Scott Leslie

REGULAR DEPARTMENTS

2. EpITORIAL & CREDITS
2. MARFORIO (LETTERS)

4. THE MoNTHLY EXCLAMATION!
4. JADED PRrESs CLIPPINGS
6. Ask Ms. PArANOIA
11. THE SHORT LisTs

A List Of Features That
Have, For One Reason Or
Another, Have Not Been
Allowed To Retain Their

Jobs In This Issue

Adolph: My Secret Life As A Gas Station Attendant
Fire The Handicapped!

Making Ends Meet By Selling Government Secrets
Faking Your Own Death And Screwing The Life In-
surance Company So You And The Wife Can Move To
Barbados And Live Off The Money For The Remainder
Of Your Pathetic Little Lives
Jobs I Have Lost
Cat Food—The Poor Man’s Spam

three




The Monthl
('E)IJC[[Hmﬂtil?H.

some Mews |5 Just Better Shouted

Volume 17, Number 8 May 2001

You're A Bitter Man, Charlie Brown
Peanuts Characters Out Of
Work

SAN FRANCISCO, CA (eP)—Several characters from the beloved
comic strip “Peanuts” have brought a $78-million class action suit against
the estate of late cartoonist Charles M. Schulz after the series ended
abruptly last year. Schulz, who died last February of a heart attack, had
stipulated in his will that the long-running strip would not continue af-
ter his death.

Unaware of the clause, the “Peanuts” gang were stunned to find them-
selves out on the street after fifty years of service and are suing for damages.

“Good grief,” cried a disgruntled Charlie Brown. “The old man screwed us
over something fierce. I remember a few years back, I had this honey of a deal
to join ‘Beetle Bailey.” Sparky [Schulz] wanted me to stay so he offered me a
new ball glove and a boatload of heroin. So, blockhead that I was, I stood by
him—and now look where it got me! I don’t have nickle one! All I've got is my
Buster Browns and a guest shot on ‘Rosie.”

“T could use some green—big time,” said Schroeder of no fixed address,
“Sure, last month I did some back-ups for Boz Scaggs. But that shit doesn’t pay
the bills. We gotta stick it to the man!”

Since 1950, Schulz’s “Peanuts” has been embraced by the baby boom gen-
eration, appearing in over 2,600 newspapers and 21 languages worldwide—
more than any comic stip in the history of cartoons.

But according to reports, life was hardly a bowl of cherries working for
the late cartoonist. A rigid taskmaster, Schulz forced Pig Pen to live in squalor
at all times and often refused to take Snoopy for ‘walkies.” To make matters
worse, most characters found themselves working overtime selling products—
everything from lunch boxes to sportscars to bathroom tissue—or face immedi-
ate termination.

“Let’s face it,” said Lucy Van Pelt. “The old man had us flogging some
lame shit. Get Met? I'm 48 for Chrissake! How’s about Lucy getting laid al-
ready?? I'm ovulating over here!!”

Plaintives named in the suit include Snoopy, Woodstock, Linus Van Pelt,
Franklin, Peppermint Patty and a little-used Martian character Schulz cre-
ated back in the 1960’s named Uranus.

At press time, the Charles Schulz family could not be reached for com-
ment. However, a lawyer for the Schulz estate said: “Wa-waa. Wa Wa Waa
Waa Wa. Wa-Wa. Wa.”

Trial proceedings are expected to begin later in June.
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Tech Workers Forced Into Slavery
Employees Discovered
Aboard Slave Ship

COTONOU, Benin (eP)—Police have concluded their investiga-
tion into a ship that sparked a multi-national search for hundreds of
suspected child slaves along the western coast of Africa.

Officials say the Nigerian-registered MV Etireno, which was origi-
nally thought to have left Benin with nearly two hundred fifty child slaves
aboard, was found to actually contain hundreds of laid-off dot-commers
who were sold by their former companies into slave labor in order to
raise money in the failing economy.

A Hewlett-Packard official, who spoke on the condition of anonym-
ity, confirmed the charges Monday, saying, “We struck a deal with the
slave-traders and were given fifty bucks a head. A couple of people raised
objections, but then Carly said that they were all slaves anyway with
what we paid them, so what difference did it make?”

The dot-com slaves were kept in primitive conditions in the ship’s
hold, with no internet access, cell phone coverage, or Starbuck’s coffee.
Says one man sold into slavery by Oracle Systems, “It was the worst
week in my entire life. First they say 'm laid off, then they tell me they’ve
found me this great new job overseas, and then I find myself in this
hellhole. I'm sure when I get back I'll have a million e-mails to answer.”

UN officials say that, due to air-tight contract agreements, there is
little they can do as apparently these employees signed their own lives
away when they were first hired. “This falls under the ‘Selling of Soul’
clause that is standard to most high-tech employment contracts. So re-
ally it’s their own fault,” stated UN spokesperson Mary Kay Frunciati.
“The fact that they were unable to access the internet is deporable, but
not illegal.”

Meanwhile, former Vice President Al Gore today began a campaign
to have the right to internet access added as a Constituional Amend-
ment. “I invented the internet,” he said in a recent press conference.
“This situation in Benin is a tragedy and a violation of everything America
stands for. I think it’s time we made sure that the basic human right to
internet access never gets taken away.”

Shades Rendered Unneccessary By Diety
God Teases Young Turk

TRENTON, NEW JERSEY (eP)—Trey Blickensderfer, 32, thought
the pair of sunglasses he was purchasing from Scads O’ Shades, would
make him look cool and impress the ladies at the bowling alley.

Little did Blickensderfer know, powerful forces were working against
him in the form of God, e, of Heaven, UN. The resulting weather pat-
terns created by Mr. God prevented Blickensderfer from putting the top
down on his 1998 Mazda Miata and made the need for sunglasses un-
necessary for an estimated forty days and forty nights, including week-
ends.

Mr. Blickensderfer’s lawyer has filed for physical and emotional
damages against Mr. God for an unspecified amount. *
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Dear Ms. Paranoia

Dorothy Com in Silicon Valley writes, “Ever since the big
layoff T've felt insecure and depressed. What can I do to
perk myself up? And, do you think the economic downturn
i1s a Commie plot?”

Gentle Reader:

As dear Mother used to say, “There is no depression that can’t be
cured with a bottle of Johnnie Walker.” Ms. Paranoia advises you to do
two things: 1) Go on a drunken binge and hope that you still have friends
when you're finished. 2) Eat a lot of pork products.

Regarding your Commie plot theory, you are closer than you think.
Remember the dreaded Soap Cabal? Ms. Paranoia has not been able to
mention them lately due to a nondisclosure agreement made during the
settlement of a court case. Therefore, she cannot really say anything
other than, if you want to know whose fault it is that the tech sector is
failing, look to the non-tech sector most desperate for attention. And
consider also that millions of laid off workers will need to scrub them-
selves vigorously with soap to remove the deep feelings of shame and to
cleanse their hearts soiled by the foul stench of corporate servitude. There-
fore, Ms. Paranoia encourages those victims to instead embrace the grime
of shame and understand that it is only by wallowing in abject misery
that one can come to truly understand that the evil of corporate America
must be fought every single day. Put down your soap and rise against
your oppressors! Or, better yet, appropriate the soap and use it as a
weapon. My forthcoming book, Stage a Revolution With Your Pantyhose:
A Guide to Overthrowing the Government Using Everyday Household
Products, has detailed instructions for building an effective catapult us-
ing a trashcan, pantyhose, a mop, and some soap-on-a-rope.

Truman Arpeggio of Kalamazoo, Michigan writes, “My
vacuum cleaner broke and now I have a major problem.
You see, it is not sucking. Yet, one might also say that it
sucks because it broke. Therefore, by the simple fact of it
not sucking, it sucks. I couldn’t say that it sucked, but 1
also couldn’t say that it didn’t suck. This made my brain
spin so far out of control that I am now in a mental hospital
trying to deal with the paradox. My fear is that I may have
totally disrupted the space-time continuum. Help!”

Gentle Reader:

As dear Mother used to say, “That space-time continuum has caused
me more problems than even that damn chip the aliens implanted in my
neck!” The continuum is a very delicate, sensitive fabric. One must be
very careful not to upset it in anyway, and if one does insult it by acci-
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dent, gifts of flowers and chocolate are generally not enough.

Ms. Paranoia regrets to inform you that, after a full investigation of
your case, she has become firmly convinced that, not only have you dis-
rupted the space-time continuum, but that you are personally respon-
sible for the following:

1) The election of George Bush to the Presidency. The period of upheaval

and confusion immediately following the election coincides exactly with the
timeframe of your vacuum quandary.

2) The breakup of Nicole Kidman and Tom Cruise’s marriage. This seems
to be a delayed result, but the ripples of disruption always move far into the
future.

3) Battlefield Earth. Recall that when dealing with the space-time con-
tinuum, upheavals can affect events both backwards and forwards in time.

4) The acquittal of Puffy (P-Diddy) Combs. How else could a black man
have been acquitted of gun charges?

5) Robert Downey Jr.’s arrest on drug charges. The warp in the fabric
spontaneously produced a mysterious woman and a Wonder Woman costume.
Further examples of such spontaneous creation of absurd objects can be found
in Douglas Adams’s seminal exposé of the dolphin conspiracy, The Hitchhiker’s
Guide to the Galaxy.

6) The comic strip Cathy. Perhaps the most egregious of all. This comic
strip was not only spontaneously generated, but it was retroactively generated to
appear as though it had always existed.

Shame on you, Mr. Arpeggio. Shame. Ms. Paranoia hopes that you
are institutionalized for a very long time, and that they make sure that
you never use a vacuum again.

Frank Legume of Pensacola, Florida writes: “I have a
question on a point of etiquette. My grandson recently got
laid off and I'm wondering if it is proper to send him a
card. If so, what kind of card? Congratulations? Sympathy?
Should I include money?”

Gentle Reader:

As dear Mother used to say, “That damned Hallmark company is
filled with Masons. Never trust a Mason.” Ms. Paranoia suggests that
you pause to consider the following before you decide to send that card:

A team of colleagues, which has since been driven underground,
recently uncovered evidence of a massive conspiracy between the US
Postal Service, Hallmark, and the Freemasons. Obviously, both Hall-
mark and the USPS benefit from this arrangement because they both
make money on the transaction. The Masons are involved because they
enjoy some measure of power in the government and have significant
financial interest in Hallmark. The Masons are instrumental in getting
the goverment to endorse frivolous holidays (such as Valentine’s Day
and Grandparent’s Day—Ms. Paranoia would like to see them approve
National Abductee Rememberance Day or perhaps Implant-Related
Amnesia Awareness Week, but that’s a different story).

continued on page nine
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The End of the World

BY HoLLy Apams

It all started the morning the toaster oven exploded, and Asif said that it fore-

told the end of the world.

Asif came from one of those
countries where they worship el-
ephants and don’t eat meat. Some-
times he got a little weird. Like
when Kathy spilled her coffee and
he proclaimed it meant she was
going to lose all her money. That
very day her wallet got stolen, and
Asif just sat back and said that
sometimes, he exaggerated a bit.
So when Asif said that the world
was going to end, you could bet that
most likely, we’'d just get caught
in a rolling blackout and get to go
home early. Anyway it didn’t mat-
ter; Asif was a damn good pro-
grammer.

“Well the world has to end
some day, Asif,” I said with annoy-
ance. He just shrugged and went
back to his cube. I followed him and
watched as he settled into his chair
and pulled out a hefty notebook of
specs for the new ERP system. “So
what’s going to happen?” I taunted.
“Bush accidentally hits the big red
button? God finally decides he’s
had enough? Sorry, I meant
Ganesh.”

Asif sighed and put down his
mechanical pencil. “Maybe
‘Ganesh’,” here he paused mean-
ingfully and stared at me, “will just
take YOU down and leave the rest
of us.”

“Oh very funny Asif. Like
some big-headed elephant cares
about little old me.” I wandered
back to my cube and opened
Eudora to check my email. The
usual crises in accounting—in-
voices not printing again—and a
couple of forwarded jokes from
Sam over in web design. Meeting
with the boss at 2—better come up
with something so it looked like I
had been busy. Companywide

meeting today at 3. Excellent—
that meant that for at least an
hour, we wouldn’t have to work.
After 4 o’clock I could just wander
the halls and pretend to look busy.
So pretty much I would only have
to work until 2pm today. Nice.

I poked my head over the cube
wall. “Hey Asif, companywide
meeting today. Maybe a nuclear
warhead will hit the auditorium
and take us all down.” Asif
shrugged again. “Could be.”

I sat and read
Fuckedcompany.com until about
10, threw together a little code to
make the invoices work, forwarded
a few jokes to Sam, and then went
to lunch. When I got back, Asif was
still plugging away at his specs.
“Don’t work so hard Asif, you make
the rest of us look bad.” He grunted
and I went back to my cube to pull
together some notes before the
meeting. That took about half an
hour, and then I sat and read the
new issue of The Onion, doing a
quick alt-tab to an open spread-
sheet whenever the boss walked
by. I always saved Dilbert’s List of
the Day for last, so I hoped the
companywide didn’t last too long.

At two o’clock I wandered
over to the boss’s office. “Hey Dan,
take a seat and close the door,” Bob
said affably. I sat in one of the hard
scratchy chairs and watched as
Bob finished up an email and then
leaned back in his plush
leatherette chair. “So Dan, I just
wanted to have this meeting to pre-
pare you for the companywide to-
day.”

This got my attention and I
sat up. “What’s up, boss?” Bob liked
to be called “boss.” It made the bozo
feel important. It usually did the
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trick whenever he got on a rant,
and if he asked us to come in on a
Saturday, a little ego-stroking usu-
ally got me out of it.

“Well, as you are well aware,
our stock value has fallen and rev-
enue flow isn’t hitting the books on
the positive. We need to be proac-
tive in our use of company re-
sources, and there’s going to be a
few involuntary separations. You
can expect the attrition rate in our
department to be about 50 per-
cent.”

After puzzling through this
statement, I said, “You mean
there’s going to be layoffs?”

“Indeed,” Bob said. “The de-
cisions were based on performance,
production, and focus on our cor-
porate manifesto. Some people in
our department didn’t hit the qual-
ity standards we set and so we are
going to have to enforce mandatory
permanent leave. Any questions?”

Jeez. Some people in our de-
partment were going to be pretty
pissed off. “Do these people know
yet?”

“No,” said Bob. “HR will hand
out slips at the meeting.”

“Okay. Well, I should get back
to work, so my production doesn’t
go down,” I joked. Bob held out his
hand and I shook it. Then I went
back to my cube to read Dilbert,
because I had the feeling this meet-
ing would run a little long. Plus I'd
have to go console a few people af-
terwards, I figured. I looked at Asif,
slaving away over his specs. Poor
guy, he’d probably be the first to
go. No way were they going to
spend money on that expensive
new ERP system.

At the companywide, several
people looked a little scared. I
guess some other bosses had de-
cided to warn their peons, too. HR



was showing a united front in the
front row, and all the bigwigs were
onstage, fidgeting nervously.
Mack, our CEO, got up and
shuffled through a few Powerpoint
slides, too quickly to tell what they
said. Then he launched into a long
and buzzword filled explanation of
our financial situation and next
steps. Finally he came to the meat
of the matter and handed the meet-
ing over to the head of HR.
Nancy is one of those women
who was probably really hot at one
point and now just looked old and
tired. Still, she always dressed in
a snazzy suit and today she looked
particularly nice. There was a lot
of shuffling and grunting in the
audience, and people looked really

tense. Then she started reading
out names. The person would get
up and shuffle up to the front, take
his slip, and shuffle sadly over to
one side of the stage. Finally Nancy
got to the IT department and
started reading the names of some
of our best people. This couldn’t be
right, I thought.

Sam was one of the first to go
and I felt sad that I would no longer
get his forwarded jokes in my inbox
every morning. They were going in
alphabetical order, and when they
hit the M’s, I was sure that Asif
was going to be called but they
passed right over him. So I was
going to have to sit next to this
sourpuss for a while longer.

When they called my name I

didn’t hear it. They had to call it
three times. I just couldn’t believe
it. Me? I was one of the best pro-
grammers there. What was I go-
ing to do? I trudged to the front in
a daze and didn’t come out of it
until I found myself packing up the
contents of my desk under the
stern gaze of a security guard.
Asif looked up and I walked
past him with my box of stuff.
“Good luck, Dan,” he said cheer-
fully, and I stared at him. I wanted
to kill him, the smug bastard.
“Cheer up, Dan,” he said. “It’s
not like it’s the end of the world.”

Fricking toaster oven. *
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ously examining his shoe. Bob
plunged on: “The new Acme Anti-
Suicide Gown is 100% guaranteed
to solve all your depression woes,
or your funeral is free. Just slip it
on, and watch those troublesome
feelings of suicide go down the
drain! Our patented Artificial Hap-
piness Action(tm) will gently lift
your depression and create an aura
of calm. Buy one today!”

Bob stopped and said, “Do you
see what I mean?”

Mack wiped his finger surrep-
titiously on the underside of the
table and said, “No.”

Bob leaned forward conspira-
torially. “We have layoffs coming
up, right?”

“Yeeeeesssss...” Mack said
slowly, still staring blankly.

“So, don’t you think if we give
an anti-suicide gown to everybody
we lay off, maybe they will go qui-
etly and not shoot up the place like
that guy did the last time we laid
people off? Only $9.99, I'd say it’s
a pretty good investment.”

It was like sixteen individual
suns were rising, very slowly, over
the heads of every board member.
You could practically see their

faces light up in comprehension. It
was the first time everybody un-
derstood something said in a board
meeting, so we quickly took advan-
tage of it and ordered 300 of the
gowns.

And it worked. On the big
day, everybody filed almost hap-
pily out the door and nobody re-
turned to shoot holes in Mack’s of-
fice door again. That made him
pretty happy. Then we started giv-
ing the gowns out as bonuses. Pro-
duction skyrocketed, so we gave
them to the peons as well. It was
amazing. Happy peons became
productive peons.

Only trouble is, they’re all so
damned happy they started sing-
ing, every day, from 8 to 5 and be-
yond. Drives Mack totally nuts.
Then he saw an ad for industrial
sized rolls of duct tape and ordered
a couple hundred. They arrive next
week. Until then, he’s started

wearing a gown to work. He’s al-
ready started to whistle. —HA

About The Cover: The advertising
firm of Selig & Crassner was short-
lived for a reason. Of the top ten worst
advertising campaigns in history,
S&C accounted for seven. Among
their failures, the “Here’s The Beef”
ads for Trojan condoms, the “Be
Unique” spots for the U.S. Armed
Forces, and the “You Can’t Take It
With You Either” spots for
Mastercard. But the sidewalk ads for
Target Department Stores on Wall
Street were truly atrocious, not to
mention responsible for many deaths
during the market correction earlier
this year.

Jennifer Layton, whose
website J Street (http:/ /www.jstreet-
humor.com) rocks our world—and in
a good way, not a Styx/Toto/Journey
sort of way—snapped the shot during
a recent trip to NYC. Doug Moon
added the target. *

Paranoia, from page seven

Ms. Paranoia thought that your question brought up an interesting
theory, which she decided to investigate: Did the Masons work with that
infamous Cabal to create an economic downturn? She ran into many prob-
lems with this theory. Namely, if people are laid off, they have less money
to buy cards. But then, they also have less money to buy soap. This will
require further investigation. Please hang in there and our office will get

back to you. *
nimne



To Hell with your worthless Tech stocks...
Beaver Gets Downsized

Scene: The family room in the
Cleaver household. The room is
empty with the exception of Ward
Cleaver who is leaning back in his
easy chair, pipe in hand, intently
leafing through a magazine called
“Leather Bondage Boys.” Beaver
comes in the front door and Ward
jumps before throwing his maga-
zine behind the chair.

BEeaver (Exc1TeED): Hi, Dad!
WagrD: Oh. Uh, hi, Beaver.

BEeaveRr: Hey, guess what?! We just
had a test today—I got an A in
personal hygiene! Isn’t that keen?

Warp: Uh, Beaver, I think you’'d
better sit down. We need to talk...

JUNE (ENTERING, DISTRACTED): Oh,
uh, hi, Beaver.

BEAVER (s1TS): Say, why’s everybody
so gloomy all of a sudden? Is it
about that squirrel I flushed down
the toilet? I can explain... honest!

WARD (BITING THOUGHTFULLY ON
pIPE): No, no. Beaver, your mother
and I have been doing a lot of
thinking. We've been grading your
performance lately and you see,
well, we're going to let you go.

BEAVER: What!?!

JUNE: Sorry, Beaver. We just
needed a son that’s more... reason-

able.

WarD: Yes, where 1s that boy?
(caLLING) Oh, Son! (EppiE HASKELL
ENTERS INTO THE ROOM WITH A BIG
DOPEY LOOK ON HIS FACE. HE THROWS
HIMSELF ON THE COUCH, ARMS BEHIND
HIS HEAD.)

By Scort LESLIE

Eppie: Howdy, folks! (o BEAVER)
Hey, squirt! You still here?

BEAVER: I don’t believe this!

Eppik: Well, get used to it, TV-boy.
(TurNs T0 JUNE) Why, that’s a very
nice sweater, Mrs. Cleaver.

JUNE: Why thank you, Eddie... But
please, you're family now. Call me
Mommie.

EpDpIE (SMILING): Oooh, Mommie...I

think I need a spanking. I've been
bad...

Bravir: Hey! Don’t say that to my
mother!

EppiE: Aw, whadda you want from
me? Your mom’s a nice piece of ass.

JUNE (RUNNING HER HAND UP EDDIE’S
ARM A LITTLE SUGGESTIVELY): Oh,
Ward, isn’t he cute..?

BeavER: This isn’t fair! How can you
pick that creep over me?!

Warp: Now, now, Beaver. This is
all for your own good. You know if
you’d only given your mother those
sponge baths like she’d asked, this
never would've happened.

Braver: Yeah but gee. I didn’t want
to feel all funny and stuff...

JUNE: Oh, ¢’'mon Beaver. They do
stuff like that on the internet all
the time.

BeAvER: Mom, this is the Fifties!
The internet hasn’t even been in-
vented yet!

JUNE: Oh, you shut up.

(A pOUR WALLY SUDDENLY ENTERS THE
ROOM CARRYING A MILK CRATE FULL OF
CLOTHES AND FOOTBALL PENNANTS.)

BEAVER (sHOCKED): Wally! Hey,
Wally! What are you doing!?

WALLY (BITTER): Just got my walk-
ing papers, Beave.

Beaver: What?! Not you too!

WaLLy: Yeah. I got traded to the
Hendersons for a case of Yoo-Hoo
and a fourth round draft pick.

WARD (LowLY): Third round.
WaLLy: Fascist!

Bravir: Wally, don’t go... we can
beat this... we can get Lumpy
and—

WALLY (IRKED, HEADED FOR THE FRONT
DOOR): Get used to it, Beave. This
isn’t Mayfield anymore. This is
fucking Stalingrad!

(WALLY EXITS.)
Eppie: And good riddance.

WaALLY (OFF IN THE DISTANCE):
Asshole!

WARD (POINTING PIPE): Now Beaver,
we’ll give you an hour to clear out
your things. Don’t worry. I'm sure
you’ll find work. I hear they could
use a few extras over on Father
Knows Best.

BEAVER (RAVING, POINTING HIS FINGER):
This is bullshit! You can’t do this

cont’d on page twelve



Six Things To Do While
Stuck In Traffic For
Thirty-Six Hours

1. Completely reorganize
your glove compart-
ment—36 times.

2. Do makeovers on all the
old ladies in the Serior
Citizens Transport Van
next to you.

3. Flirt with the gang members
on the other side of the Senior
Citizens Transport Van next
to you.

4. Try to engage everybody in a
little shirts and skins Bots
Dots Swat.

5. Gnaw off your hind leg.

6. Order pizza and try to get
Domino’s to deliver to “The
green Chevy just east of exit
45"

Five Little Known Demands In
The SAG Negotiations

1. Sharon Stone no longer al-
lowed to wear clothes in any
film where she makes more
than $50,000.

2. Oliver Stone no longer allowed
to direct in the nude in any
film with a cast and/or crew.

3. Grips will now be known as
gaffers and gaffers will be
known as grips.

4. Any animal that bites a SAG
member will be “put down,” as
will the animal’s trainer.

5. XFL football players now
included under the “Wres-
tling” umbrella.

Seven New Precious Moments
Figurines That Reflect The
Times We're Living In

1. “Me & Daddy Hacked The
FBI's Website”
2. “Kathie Lee’s Sweatshop

Adventure”
3. “At The Rave”

The Short

Lists

4. “Grandma’s Medicinal Mari-
juana”

5. “Loving Is Sharing Communi-
cable Diseases”

6. “Dawn’s Early Retirement”

7. “Girl Rocking Preemie In
Oxygen-Tented Cradle”

Ten Self Help Books We'd Like
To See

1. “How To Make Your Laundry
Do Itself In Ten Easy Steps”

2. “Self-Actualization For Dum-

mies”

3. “Inhibition Unleashed”

4. “What To Expect When You're
Not Expecting (Or, How To
Answer The Age Old Question
So When Are You Having
Kids?y”

. “What Color is Your Jello?”

. “28 Days To A Better Ewe”

. “T'en Stupid Things Self-Help
Writers Make Money On”

8. “911: Dial Away Your Loneli-

ness”

9. “Teasing Telemarketers With

Tantalizing Talk”
10. “Life After Survivor”
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Eight Numbers Between 1 And
1000 That I Am Not Thinking
Of Right Now

1. Forty-two.

2. Two hundred thirteen.

3. One hundred eighty-seven.
4. Eighteen.

5. Nine hundred ten.

6. Seven hundred fifty-one.

eleven

7. Six hundred one.
8. Nine.

TV Guide Summaries Of
Two Dick Wolf-Produced
Television Police/Law
Dramas If They Were
Police/Law Comedies

“Law and Order”: Green
and Briscoe investigate the
death of a prominent Wall
Street broker. Special guests:
The Weathergirls.

“Law and Order: Special Victims
Unit”: The unit is introduced
to a new captain (Hal Linden);
Munch and Fin investigate a
Hooters.

Seven Things To Do While
Waiting In Line

1. Play “Name That Tune” with
the people around you. Win-
ner gets to move up one space
in the line.

2. The Hokey Pokey.

3. Use the opportunity to read
aloud your Neo-Luddite
manifesto through a portable
loudspeaker.

4. Declare war on the line for
Will Call.

5. Mentally calculate the percent-
age of your life you've spent
waiting in lines.

6. Captivate the hearts of others
in the queue with your stir-
ring rendition of “Goodbye
Yellow Brick Road.”

7. Start a support group for
people who have to wait in
lines.

How To Get Your Ass Fired
From Van Halen In Three Easy
Steps

1. Become the lead singer.
2. Sing “Panama.”
3. Repeat step two.



A One-Sided Dialogue I Com-
posed In About Ten Minutes On
A Three And A Half By Three
And A Half Inch Sheet Of
Memopad Paper

“Yes, Murphy. Please come in
and sit down.

“T’d prefer if you sat. You see,
Murphy, I have some rather
bad news. As you know, our
revenue has been sagging
these last few quarters and
we've had to do some belt-
tightening.

“I know. I was disappointed to
see the elimination of Import
Beer Wednesdays too. Any-
way, management had two
options—eliminate Casual
Fridays, or fire Murphy. The
vote was unanimous.

“I'm your boss! Of course I can
fire you. I can—

“What? A bomb in the building?
Sure! You've planted a bomb
in the building and you’re
going to—

“What’s that in your hand? A TV
remote? The detonator, huh.
Well, then, you wouldn’t mind
if I took it and pressed this
button, here...”

A One-Sided Dialogue I Re-
vamped In About Ten More
Minutes After Cutting And
Pasting The Previous Text And
Modifying The Ending With
Something A Bit More Ironic
And Not Ironic In An Alanis
Morrisette Sort Of Way

“Yes, Murphy. Please come in
and sit down.

“I'd prefer if you sat. You see,
Murphy, I have some rather
bad news. As you know, our
revenue has been sagging
these last few quarters and
we've had to do some belt-
tightening.

“I know. I was disappointed to
see the elimination of Import
Beer Wednesdays too. Any-
way, I'm afraid management
has decided to let me go.

“T know this means you’ll be
unmanaged, unsupervised!
I’'ve no doubt you can manage
yourself. Who was it that
showed me how to save my
email? You did. Who ex-
plained to me what all those
buttons on the telephone were
for? You again. You'll do fine.

“Me? Oh, I'll find something. I
hear Microsoft needs some
quality management.”

Eight Characters Who Had No
Business Being In The Military

. Captain Crunch

. Captain Kangaroo
. Captain Beefheart
. Captain Fantastic
. Daryl Dragon

. Cap’n Highliner

. Beetle Bailey

. Oliver North *
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Beaver, from ten

to me! I'm the star of this fucking
puppet show! You'll pay for this,
mark my words! You haven’t seen
the last of me yet! No sir! I'll tell
my friends! I'll tell my lawyer! I'll
tell the world!

(BEAVER EXITS. SECONDS LATER, HE RE-
TURNS.)

WARD (POINTS): Your room is that
way, Beaver.

BEAVER (IRATE): And another thing.
Fuck you! Fuck you—and the
horse you rode in on! (LEAVES
AGAIN.)

WARD (PAUSES, FINALLY): Eddie, go
give the Beaver a little... severance
pay. (EDDIE GETS UP, CRACKS HIS
KNUCKLES. WARD GRABS EDDIE’S

SWEATER TO STOP HIM.) Go easy on
the kneecaps. (EDDIE FOLLOWS. JUNE
COMES TO WARD’S SIDE.)

JUNE: Ward, I'm worried about the
Beaver. I think he might do some-
thing. You know, he’s still got that
German machine gun collection of
his.

WagrD: Oh, I don’t think so dear.
(OPENS AN ENVELOPE AND A PULLS OUT
A FEW PHOTOS. LLOOKS ONE UP AND
DOWN.) You see, the Beaver has a
way with little girls. And so will
The Enquirer. *

twelve

Contribution

Groucho Binks came to
ePasquinade as a small,
temperamental Siberian
hamster. Today, he is a full-
grown, mental Siberian
hamster. We’ve trained
Binks to run a maze but sus-
pect he may be aware of the
futility of his effort. Next up,
we're going to see if he can
survive seventy-eight and a
half straight hours of
Roseanne reruns.



