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45

by Doctor Gonzo
[In the voice of Kiefer Sutherland]
The following takes place between 9:00AM and
10:00AM
What I remember from the night before was
a two-man dance party in a newly constructed
townhouse garage on the outskirts of Lincoln,
NE. I also remember we decided to go to breakfast this morning and I awoke to get dressed
and locate my host, thankful he didn’t wake me
at 6:30AM by staring at me. It was gorgeous
outside.
The following takes place between 10:00AM
and 11:00AM
We entered the garage and immediately got
into the car. The first turn of the key and the
following silence told me we weren’t going to
be eating eggs anytime soon. We mildly deliberated as to what happened and then decided to
call AAA.
The following takes place between 11:00AM
and 12:00PM
I decided to quench my thirst and headache
with a Clam Beer. Unfortunately, the host had
neither Clamato juice nor Pabst Blue ribbon.
These ingredients were replaced with V-8 and
Natural Light (aka Natty Light). This was adequate but not as refreshing. I grabbed a chair
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and waited in the garage for the tow truck. The
truck driver arrived shortly. His name was
Gus. I could read his nametag using the Canon
digital camera. I also took his photo. It took no
time for him to get the car started. We had previously rolled the car down the driveway into
the street.
The following takes place between 12:00PM
and 1:00PM
We went to an old firehouse that now housed
a quaint café. We ate breakfast and drank
many cups of coffee.
The following takes place between 1:00PM and
2:00PM
We spent the majority of the day driving
around Lincoln looking for signage to photograph. This was highly successful. We ended up
having a Bloody Mary at Lazlo’s downtown, not
far from where the Mighty Huskers play. They
didn’t know what a chaser of beer was. I drank
a full pint.
The following takes place between 2:00PM and
3:00PM
The Museum of Modern Art and the Natural
History museum were our next stops. I enjoyed
the stuffed and skeletal Woolly Mammoths as
well as the 1950s décor of the museum on the
university campus. JP got in free with his student ID. I did not.
The following takes place between 3:00PM and
5:00PM
In order to get out of the heat and quench
our thirst we headed to Misty’s in downtown
Lincoln and grabbed a martini. We then mistakenly decide to see Spider-Man 3 playing
across the street at the multiplex.
The following takes place between 5:00PM and
17:00PM
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Q & A with the Lizard King
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by Stu

Jim Morrison Answers Your Questions…FROM BEYOND THE
GRAVE.
Dear Lizard King: Are the Vikings making a mistake going with
such an untested group of quarterbacks in 2007? Barton in
Rochester, MN
JM: There are weird scenes inside the gold mine, my friend, and
the crawling king snake rules my den. The crystal ship is sailing, and I wouldn’t be surprised if they pick up veteran help once
training camp cut downs start happening. There’s a killer on the
road.
Dear Jim: is the troop surge in Iraq working?
ensack, NJ

Jerome in Hack-

JM: L.A. woman, Sunday afternoon. There’s blood in the streets,
it’s up to my ankles. Put simply, no. They’re kicking the can
down the road long enough so it’s President Obama’s problem.
Indians scattered on dawn’s highway, to be frank.
Hey, Morrison: of all the overrated hippie bands, wasn’t yours
the most overrated? I mean, talk about overwrought. Carly in
Brookings, SD
JM: mother? Yes, son? I want to…YEEEAARRRRRRRRGH! You
know, put on one of those Jefferson Airplane albums if you want
to talk overrated, pal. The blue bus is calling us, tell you ‘bout the
maiden with wrought-iron soul.

>>>> Contact Us
Write to Letters: Artificial Khaos,
  4011 2nd Avenue NW, Seattle,      
  WA 98107.
Email: artificialkhaos@yahoo.com
Subscribe: artificialkhaos.com
Mail: AK Customer Service
  P.O. Box 665-6667

Dear Jim: no offense, but didn’t the old Ben Stiller Show and the
Onion both do this kind of bit better and funnier? Stan in Federal
Way, WA
JM: cars hiss by my window, sweet family will die. Make a grave
for the unknown soldier. In my defense, I forgot about the deadline. In mute nostril angry, carefully refined and sealed over.
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by J.P.

Dulggar was the town drunk. He had been for as long as anyone can remember. Being the
town drunk meant being egregiously drunk in public. No one ever paid him for his services.
Being the town drunk sounds like a mayoral appointment, so wasn’t he at least entitled to a
stipend?
As close as he’d ever come to that was a night in jail, which included a shower, meal, and
a new set of close from the goodwill stacks. He received this nearly every Friday night. This
would cost him a full day of abstinence of course, as was the law, on most Saturdays, unless
one of the officers snuck him some beer to ease the withdrawals. It was one thing to listen to
Dulggar speak in tongues, it was another to see him in the throes of chemical exorcism.
He’d been the town drunk all of his adult life. When he was young, he looked old, as a constant supply of alcohol will do to a body. Now that he was old, he looked old -- old and drunk.
So no one really knew how old he was; only that he’d always looked old and always been
drunk.
If you asked any of the town’s residents about him, they’d say he was the town drunk. If
you pressed them, they’d eventually say that he was the nicest man they’d ever met. And
that he being drunk all the time didn’t cause them any concern about their children’s safety.
And finally, they would say that before he became so pickled that he communicated only
in dead languages, he had a serenity in his manner, and a keen insight into life and living,
which made the fact that he was nearly always drunk sadly ironic, or did it. No one knew. No
one could approach life with the patience and abstractness that he did. No one had the time
to.
Then one Friday night, the cops pulled the side of the road to speak with him, check in so
to speak, and see if he was ready for a meal and a bath. He was sober, or at least he seemed
sober, and greeted the officers with a big smile and an open hand. It made the officer wonder
if they were sober. They looked at each other speechless, too pleased to act puzzled for long,
but too concerned to smile.
Dulggar spoke to them reassuringly, “We need not talk about the past young men. You two
have a safe and enjoyable evening, and give my love to your families.” Everything these two
men had ever known was now wrong -- wrong and now gone. They felt baptized. They felt
light and right and went on their way.

Sorry Brad

by Burkita North

Sorry Brad, I’m not going to be able to submit this time. Got my head deep in summer
school teaching, planning for the next school year, leaving for Europe on Friday for three
weeks, trying to sell our car, and training for an ironman. Alright, alright, I’m not training
for an ironman but I thought it would make me seem ridonkulously busy….which I still am
even without it.
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1/64 of the 45 Hour Day

by Stash Zyka

It’s not that I was a paleontologist, nor did
I play one on TV -- although I did see nearly
all the episodes of Friends -- the point here
was that they believed I was a paleontologist.
And it certainly didn’t take much persuasion. But then again, how much persuasion
is necessary for a man holding a 9-foot high
crucifix, constructed out
of two-by-sixes, painted
white with our sins stenciled in red, on Main Street
in downtown Lincoln, NE
at 11 p.m. on a Friday
night? About as much persuasion as I would need to
be convinced that these
crazy bastids were doing
anymore than punching
the clock for some 12-step
program. But here we
were, brought together by
fate to hesitantly partake
in the inanest debates. I was stationed at the
right hand of Dr. Gonzo. We sensed the odds
were against us, but the bible loves an underdog, historically anyway. To begin with we
were outnumbered, but that merely implied it
wouldn’t need to be a fair fight, another thing
the bible favors.
However, we were also on a 45 hour bender that we’d so far managed to fit into about
13 hours of a normal day, something the bible says nothing about, not even at the end
when it gets all weird. To be certain, we had
allies. Saint’s a microbiologist, Stephanski’s
has multiple PhD’s in the so-called hard sciences, and Kung Fu Mike can quote Ayn Rand
like Stu can Westerberg at a Replacements
Reunion, but they weren’t with us, nor could
we summon their collective knowledge base
through our booze clouded brains, our telepathic receivers were jammed with accusations of past and future sins. And for those

Red Horses of
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who say you can’t live in the moment, I was
even accused of current sins, as I couldn’t
avoid using the expression “oh my god” which
I had learned from a grade school teacher.
He had me trapped. I did say it. And only moments after having confessed to not having
sinned, in any concerning way, for a long, long
time. Drunk as hell, my brain
must have felt “oh my god” was
as good a riposte as it could muster, only to find itself trapped
with the I’m-rubber-you’re-glue
version of a venial sin stuck to
my forehead. It was time to pull
out the f**king guns. Gonzo
knew it when he offered the gambit, “so how about that whole big
bang thing 13 billion years ago?”
They were confused for a second,
realizing Vatican II wasn’t going to bail them out of this one.
“I’m a paleontologist,” I quickly
offered, also wondering why, “so no trying
to bullshit me or I’ll walk your asses down to
the Natural History Museum five blocks from
here and we can put your cross in with the
stegosaurus display.” That’s how it began. And
knowing what you all know, I know you know
how it ended: with Gonzo singing Folsom Prison Blues, et al., at a Karaoke Bar about a two
minute drive from my house in what I like to
call the 43rd hour. For those calendar minded,
it was a day in late May during which our cell
phone bills will reflect that we called Rosie,
the Gooch, and Drixie’s old cell phone, et al.,
at entirely disrespectful hours, if you’re into
the whole we-got-kids now thing.
Anyway, his Cash was better than his Roger Miller, and some octogenarian on at least a
second marriage and third relapse thought he
looked like Terry Gilliam. What? Oh well, at
the old fart had cigarettes.
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A Man’s Got To Do What A Man’s Got To Do
The Duke. With only those words, an image
of John Wayne instantly appears in the minds
of most. May 26th was the 100th anniversary of his birth and well worth noting. I would
argue that Wayne is the most important actor
of all time. Note, I did not say the best actor,
as he was certainly not that, but his importance cannot be questioned. None can match
his prolific Hollywood record of 142 starring
roles. An amazing number that spans more
than five decades and still stands to this day.
By my rough count, I have seen 49 of them,
many of those multiple times, and never grow
tired of expanding that number. Very few
that have made their way to television have
gone unseen by me.
Wayne is the personification of the American cowboy to most around world, and thereby a representation of America to a world that
still sees us as such. He has tamed the west
and fought and won WWII countless times on
celluloid. One could argue that his on-screen
image is that of the ultimate man. You see the
qualities in the roles he played that you most
wanted to have in yourself.
He acted primarily in simpler times,
through simpler stories. No special effects to
drive his movies. His characters overcame
obstacles though strength and courage. In the
end, he almost always comes out on top, being
killed in only a handful of his movies. Some
would argue that he played the same role
in every film and I must admit, that may be
close to the truth. But maybe it is that comfort in knowing exactly what to expect out of
him that makes him so popular. Wayne did
show occasionally that he was capable of surpassing acting expectations when the right
roles were presented, but mostly he was what
he was. In many of his most famous films, he
was directed by John Ford, who tended to use
the same supporting actor troupe in each of
his films, so one will notice even the rest of
the cast is the same in many of Wayne’s pictures.

Fear and Loathing at
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by Kyles the King of Plastic

I’ll leave you with a list of
some of my personal favorites
of his to get you started, the
first of which is still my favorite movie of all time. So Happy
Birthday, Duke! You may be
gone, but your work will live on forever. Also,
special thanks to the wonderful Heidi for getting me a John Wayne mug with the above title
to commemorate his birthday. By the way, if
you have ever wondered how Wayne got his
nickname, he had an Airedale dog named “Big
Duke” and so others started calling him “Little
Duke.”
1. The Quiet Man: From the breathtaking scenery to the romantic comedy between Wayne
and the beautiful Maureen O’Hara, to the great
brawl between Wayne and Victor McLaglen, it
just doesn’t get any better than this Ford classic. People still take tours of Ireland themed to
this film to see where the movie was shot.
2. Stagecoach: The breakthrough role for
Wayne in 1939. He outshines the rest of the
excellent cast. Another truly classic Ford
western.
3. Fort Apache, She Wore a Yellow Ribbon and
Rio Grande: Ford’s “cavalry trilogy” usually
mentioned together, so I’ll keep it that way.
The first having a great cast with Henry Fonda
and an older Shirley Temple. The second casting Wayne as a man much older than himself
and a great example of his acting skill when
pushed in a role.
4. Red River: Considered by some to be the
greatest western of all time. Wayne in an unlikely role as a driven cattle baron that is quite
cruel and hard to like. One of his best acting
jobs, though.
5. Sands of Iwo Jima: One of the rare times
Wayne is killed. Great WWII flick.
6. Hondo: There’s a reason Al Bundy went
nuts trying to get home to watch this one.
Plus, Sam the dog.
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A Man’s Gotta Do...Cont.
7. Rio Bravo: Fantastic action-comedy pairing Wayne with Dean Martin and Ricky Nelson.
8. McLintock: My favorite of his romanticcomedies. Paired again with Maureen O’Hara
(my favorite female costar for Wayne) in a
very funny western version of Shakespeare’s
Taming of the Shrew.
9. North to Alaska, Donovan’s Reef, Hatari!:
What can I say? I love the Wayne romanticcomedies. Plus, they always have a great
brawl in them.
10. In Harm’s Way: Maybe Wayne’s best performance in a WWII flick; with Kirk Douglas.

The Latest Religion

by Bloomer

I have come to figure out the Global
Warming is the latest religion and that Al
Gore has become the prophet.
The reasonable facts that everyone can
agree on are that the overall temperature of
the earth is rising. From there things split.
Some people think that the warming is the
natural cycle that the earth goes through for
various reasons (Unbelievers). Some people
believe that it is caused by man (Believers).
The Unbelievers are branded as stupid and
heretics by the Believers. There may be disputed facts that the Believers hold true as
gospel and the Unbelievers have the nerve to
question. The Unbelievers on the other hand
try to use the concept of science and debate
to question whether or not the Believers religion is coming from a false prophet. The
humorous part that I see is that the less scientific knowledge you have the more ardent
of a believer you are. If you are a politician
who thinks that he can promote some social agenda with the changes needed to fix
global warming you are the most ardent believer that there is. Now I could throw out
some statistics on sun spots, H20 as a much
more prevalent greenhouse gas that fluc-

tuates more than the increase in CO2, even
ocean sediment samples, but to the Believers
it is the same as saying to the Catholic Priest
that Evolution is true and the bible is wrong
here are my facts. For the priest and what he
was taught, this is always way too questionable to be reasonable, as well as the fact that
it doesn’t fit into his social agenda. Watch the
debates, as it is one of the funniest things to
see, as the Believers and Unbelievers battle it
out. Don’t worry about the outcome, according to the Unbelievers there is nothing we can
do to change it so live your life and according
to the Believers we are too far gone and the
ice shelves will melt which will cause a flood
that is going to come wipe us off the earth.
Didn’t I read something like this in another
book……...

Breaking News
Radio Khaos records is excited to announce
the newest member to our record label. They
hail from the Northwest methamphetamine
infested backcountry, just outside of Gold Bar,
WA. Form of the Hammer will release their
first full length album before the years end.
The first single “Warship” should hit the radio
in the next few weeks. T-shirts soon!
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Preparation for the First Annual Lake Uhlenkuntts Music Festival. Stash
Zyka in foreground. Henry Porter in the aft. This disco ball was filled with
helium. The first of it’s kind in Minnesota.

Who’s Who

James R. Brown

Viggy at 45
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Kung Fu Music Corner
2007 Album Round Up

Phantom Punch, Sondre Lerche, Jazz infused Norwegian rock that borders on punk in
spots. The Meaning of 8, Cloud Cult, My current favorite Minneapolis band. World Container,
Tragically Hip, Their best since Phantom Power. Perhaps just as good? Yeah, it’s a late ’06
release, but I didn’t hear it till s.z. threatened me with violence. Baby 81, Black Rebel Motorcycle Club, Mom and Dad [Jim and William Reid] would be proud. New Magnetic Wonder,
Apples in Stereo, By far their finest album. Hats off to the Buskers, The View, Catchy Brit pop.
Soft Targets, Earl Greyhound, The Black Keys + 1. Our Earthly Pleasures, Maximo Park, No
sophomore slump here.
Prediction: The Varsity Theater gig will be my favorite in ‘07. Fort Nightly, White Rabbits,
Prince meets C.Y.H.S.Y. SSM, SSM, Rock and Roll. Costello Music, The Fratellis, More catchy
Brit pop - great album cover. Wincing the Night Away, The Shins, A somewhat inconsistent album, but “Australia” has to be in my top 250 songs ever. Vessels, Wolf & Cub, Wolf’ is the new
‘black’. Yours to Keep, Albert Hammond Jr., Julian who? Strokes guitarist pulls a Jagger and
makes an excellent solo album, proving he can also wield a microphone. Atomism, White Light
Riot, Minneapolis band du jour, Holy POP batman! Writer’s Block, Peter, Bjorn & John, This
album is all over the map..and that’s a good thing. Hissing Fauna, Are You the Destroyer?,
of Montreal, Kevin Barnes is god. Favorite tune: the 11 minute “The Past is a Grotesque Animal”. Beyond, Dinosaur Jr, Was it the Sox winning the world series in ‘05 that inspired that
town’s alt-geezer bands to come out of hiding? Voices of Animals and Men, The Young Knives,
R.I.Y.L.: Hot Hot Heat or the Rakes . Saltbreakers, Laura Veirs, Seattle’s Suzanne Vega - beautiful stuff. We Were Dead Before the Ship Even Sank, Modest Mouse, Moved up a notch or two
just for signing Johnny Marr at left guard. Deliver Us from People , Walker Kong, Minneapolis
band - sounds like a Mitch Easter / Let’s Active or Robyn Hitchcock project.
Because of the Times, Kings of Leon, Moody. Neon Bible, Arcade Fire, These guys are huge
despite the obvious five finger discount shopping in the Bruce Springsteen gift shop. Normal
Happiness, Robert Pollard, I think he already has 2 more albums out since Normal Happiness was released earlier this year. With his and Ryan Adam’s song output, there is a 1 in 3
chance he and Adam’s will write the exact same song by the fall of ‘08. Family Trees Or: Cope
We Must , Sean Na Na, Great alt-pop from the fully clothed alter ego of Har Mar Superstar.
Check out “Can’t get a Spark”. The Search, Son Volt, I still hate Farrar’s voice almost as much
as what’s-his-butt’s from Bright Eyes. Los Valientes del Mundo Nuevo, Black Lips, Attending
a Black Lips live show requires the wearing of at least a bike helmet. This Harness Can’t Ride
Anything, Chin Up Chin Up, Guitar pop sponsored by The Clean and The Chills. Traffic and
Weather, Fountains of Wayne, Collingwood/Schlesinger will never be Lennon/McCartney, but
they’ll also never write a bad pop song. Let Me Introduce My Friends, I’m From Barcelona,
My life would be complete if I could get these hippies involved in a bar fight with The Polyphonic Spree – daisies, tambourines and Chai tea everywhere! Armchair Apocrypha, Andrew Bird,
No where near as good as his ‘05 release, but fairly good nonetheless. Recorded in Minneapolis with mostly local talent (Halley Bonar, et. el). 9, Damien Rice, Get ‘yer Grant Lee Philips
fix here. Blood on the Slacks, Golden Smog, A fine album, but it’s just not the same without
Tweedy. Kiss the Crystal Flake, Mother Hips, Another band that’s hard to pin to a certain
genre or sound – Matthew Sweet? Lenny Kravitz? 120 Days, 120 Days, Good techno/dance
stuff. 23, Blonde Redhead , Waiting impatiently for the next Nada Surf album? Check out
“Spring and by Summer Fall” from 23.
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“45” cont.
We manage to stay awake during unarguably one of the worst comic book movie adaptations ever. This movie seemed to go on forever.
I’m not even sure the cast and crew really even
tried. It made Ghost Rider look like a classic.
The following takes place between 17:00PM
and 22:00PM
We wander over to the 1950’s style lounge
called the “Starlite” in the basement of this
old building in downtown Lincoln. We are the
only customers for over an hour, it’s still Happy Hour. The bartender is really nice to us and
made our every cocktail whim. She even made
me a Grenade by request [Long Island Tea with
grapefruit juice]. We talked to a former almost
PhD grad school dropout who lived in Seattle
for a time but was now cocktail waitressing in
Lincoln, NE. Weird coincidence.
The following takes place between 22:00PM
and 27:00PM
Decidedly, we need to eat soon. The shots of
tequila have started a landslide of emotions,
namely FEAR. We wander back to Misty’s on
the memory of the free beer we receive from
our now creased movie ticket stubs. We proceed to get dinner. I order a super juicy prime
rib steak sandwich. This makes me love Lincoln. I believe a few phone calls were made.
Our waiter, the surfer, was onto our game and
could smell the stink of FEAR on us. We slow
played him until he came around to our side.
He declined our invite for drinks as he had
a date later in the evening. But on second
thought he may have slow played us.
The following takes place between 27:00PM
and 38:00PM
The night has imminently become a marathon and it hasn’t even reached the weird section. Weird enters our borders as soon as we
start to cross the street from Misty’s to get a
cab. The seemingly fluorescent eight foot wood-

en cross being held by a group of men catches
our eyesight like a Barry Bond’s homerun. I
don’t even think as I’m pulled toward the religious artifact. There are three of them handing
out what I think are bibles. I think they are 12
step bibles and proceed to confront the three
street prophets before me. Recognizing the visage of former addicts, one of my first questions
after “what can God do for me” is “how long
have you guys been clean”. They ignore the
lobbed question about God and immediately
answer, “clean and sober for 3 years”. “Meth?”
I ask. “Meth and booze” the one brunette holding the cross says. We go back and forth about
recognizing the pitfalls of born-again Christianity. They inform me we are all sinners
and need to walk the straight path as close to
median as possible. Just then my host steps
in to dissect the conversation further with
this trinity and at the same time a man looking like a present day Mark Twain grabs my
elbow and looks me in the eye. Later, we wonder if he was connected to the group or had
his own agenda. 					
We proceed to have an unpredictably endless conversation about the planet’s age. Earth,
I mean. He argues its maximum age is 6000
years. I try to give him the benefit of doubt and
proceed to meander as many loopholes as my
brain can synapse at this stage of the night.
Carbon dating is a moot point to which we both
concede. Mention of our wondrous opposable
thumbs is also met with his disagreement as
to their genesis. Enter my host again, now finished with the three prophets. He proceeds to
introduce himself as a paleontologist and we
continue the discourse in the direction of dinosaurs and their place in the Garden of Eden.
A paradox of infinite proportion seems to be
taking place. This man looks and speaks like a
History professor yet his brain has somehow
enrapt him and is now made him oblivious to
the merits of science. It’s astounding to us. Yet
his ardent belief in a teenage earth is almost
respectable. Even at legal blood alcohol levels
it would be impossible to convince him of our
continued page 11
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VIG’s Top Ten
From the home office in Osseo, Mn

Top 10 Reasons Da Bean
finally got hitched
10. Easier to practice polygamy once you
have a first wife.
9. Take advantage of all the sweet marriage
tax breaks from the IRS.
8. Sara Bean Kosel has a nicer ring to it.
7. What else is there to do on a Sunday at the
lake?
6. Chicks dig wedding rings…
5. Can finally get the tattoo “TAKEN” on the
back of his arse.

7 (2)

By The Numbers

84% Likelihood, that at his bachelor

party in September, the Brooze will end
up wearing his soccer jersey and possbly missing the pair of pants he wore
out that evening.

1/50 chance the Brooze will drink

less than 340 Jack and Diet Cokes between now and his nuptials.

4 Number of days of “Summer” in Seat-

tle this year.

13 Percent chance the Gooch will be

cast in Wild Hogs 2 with John Travolta
and Martin Lawrence now that he rides
a Harley.

48 hours it took to make the short film

4. Free glass of hotdog juice during Canterbury’s “Take Your Wife to the Track” day.

Grrlilla.

3. First Dance Song = Bed of Roses

in and out of his gorilla costume for the
making of Grrlilla.

2. Finally giving up his dream of marrying a
Box Turtle.

4.6 billion. The lower limit of planet

1. Plan never materialized to be Martha
Stewart’s Baby’s Daddy.

6 Number of times Sherm had to get

Earths predicated age based on minerals
found so far.

0 Number of times I trimmed my

beard from October 1st to March 1st.
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“45” cont.
planets actual age. This eleven-hour conversation has started to fatigue him and he bids
us a good night and leaves. We turn to see the
eight-foot cross bob along into the night carried by our three former addicts. We somehow
make it home.
The following takes place between 38:00PM
and 42:00PM
Legends Bar and Grill sits across the field
from my host’s house. We made comment of it
earlier in the day and now we find ourselves
sitting at a table in this establishment drinking gin and tonics waiting to sing Karaoke. I
find myself staring at a young couple sitting
across the bar at a booth. The young man uncannily resembles mod-director Quentin Tarantino (QT). As Stash attends the restroom I
make my way over to the booth and join the
couple. I immediately explain his resemblance
to QT. He has never heard this before. A conversation ensues and I discover they had met
on Match.com and have been together for six
months, although in a long distance relationship. She turns out to be an attorney and had
lived in Minnesota. Another strange coincidence. I proceed to sing a Johnny Cash song.
Stash has since joined us and is mildly amused
with our new companions. QT heads up to the
microphone and sings a miserable rendition
of a Eurhythmics song, not realizing he is
tone deaf. The couple soon departs with sincere goodbyes. While we finish our drinks an
older couple (Stan and his second wife) to our
left buys us another beer. We converse briefly
with Stan who leaves by telling me I look like
Terry Gilliam, the director. This sends us into
a tale spin. Two people in the same bar in Lincoln, NE who look like Hollywood directors.
We head home.
The following takes place between 42:00PM
and 45:00PM

home brew, get locked out of the house, break
into the house, lose Stash for half an hour,
stub my toe bloody looking for Stash, find
Stash, fall asleep and end this marathon day.
The following takes place between 45:00PM
and 9:00AM
Nothing.

AK Film News
The 48 Hour Film project hit Seattle this
July and AK Films accepted the challenge. The
premise - make a four to seven minute film in
48 hours.
	1. A genre is drawn out of a hat prior to the
start of the clock.
2. You must include the following in order
to eligible to be win the competition.
		
a. A helmet included as a prop
		
b. A character named Lenny Chavez, 		
		
who is a veterinarian.
		
c. This line of dialogue - “Things are
		
going to change, starting now”
3. Film must be written, shot and edited
within 48 hours.
We drew the genre - Film de Femme. We
successfully turned our film in on time. Our
film was titled, “Grrlilla”. It stars, Christi Williford, Chelsea Newport, Brett Markle and Jeremy Holt. Many thanks to them for making it
a super easy weekend. We still await the contest judgements for awards. Stay tuned.
The film can be viewed online. See the
Khaos Classifieds in this issue for the link. The
file is large so be patient as it downloads. It is
best viewed if you wait until the film is downloaded completely then save to your desktop and view with Quicktime. For DVD copies
drop, me an email and I’ll send via postal mail.

After our arrival home the following takes
place. We adjourn to the back yard and have a
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Snap Shots

Lord Loves Lincoln

White Otter Swim Club

Lazlo’s in Lincoln

Car Trouble

Just Like Heaven
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Khaos Classifieds
Hot Links
Ricochet Biscuit
http://www.ricobiscuit.com/
The Withholders
http://www.withholders.com/main.shtml
Retrofitted Designs
http://www.retrofitteddesigns.com/
Lit Rag
www.litrag.com
Aj Rathbun
www.ajrathbun.com
Elemental Studio
www.elementalstudio.com
Alex Doerffler Photography
link

The first EP from Seattle band
Ricochet Biscuit. Pick one up at
their next gig. Soon available
on iTunes and CD baby.  Click
on cover to listen.

Check out

“Grrlilla”
AK Films
48 Hour Film Project
Seattle, WA
July 2007
[click image to view]

Vernon at Myspace. Help find his father.

Huskyboy Magazine

Where the hell is the Huskyboy.? Seriously. An issue every two years.
Someone please call HB. And get him
a cocktail and an ink ribbon...Still
waiting....Maybe 2008?
Send Classified advertisements to the Editor. They
will be run free of charge. There is a 25 word limit.
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Grab bag
Positive Pete
Don’t be negative Nellie,
look at the brightside

It pays to be positive

You’re such an a**hole
Pete.

doctor gonzo

Motorcycle Requiem by M. Spellings

Margaret Spellings
U.S. Secretary of Education

there were no air bags on my motorcycle
there were no antilock brakes on my motorcycle
there were no steel roll frames on my motorcycle
there were no f**king sides on my motorcycle
but I had my helmet on
so now I’m that guy
in that Metallica song
the one who’d beg for death
if only he could speak or sign
I can’t even feel the sun on my face
or the cool water when I’m bathed
I’d love run my toes
through long, thick grass
or even wipe my ass
anything to feel
anything to be
but all this broken stuff
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