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GOING ROUGE

by Doctor Gonzo

Another

year has come and gone. I don’t really have a cogent topic for the year-end issue of
the Apocrypher. This is more a tapestry of rambling
thoughts. I’m to sick in my stomach to talk anymore
about the healthcare debacle. I wish we could put
the Legislative branch of our government on a reality
game show and vote them off one by one until there
are no members left. Maybe get Seacrest to host and
add some dancing girls. Then do a search for new
members of congress similar to American Idol. Call it
American Idiot and use the titular Green Day song as
the theme. I don’t think anyone could do worse than
the current body of men and women and Lieberman.
America could vote for all new congressmen and Senators while sitting on their asses in front of the TV.
We could get real people to make commercials about
their thoughts on how the government should be run.
Then we create another show which sends a couple
T-101 Cyberdyne robots to hunt lobbyists in an obstacle course located in a remote part of Canada. It
would be like the Battle of the Network stars, except
with more blood and less Gabe Kaplan. Maybe have
Ice-T host that show.
The year ends with
much trepidation
about my Minnesota Vikings and
the Purple Jesus
wearing
number
4. I foresee a one
and out scenario in
the playoffs. This
of course is not to
be overshadowed by this last summer’s Big Top three
AK

		

on three basketball league. Big-ups to AJ, Lex Luther,
Handsome Rob, Raul(?), OJ, Derrick, Irish and Young
MC, with baby watching duties by Nat. Thanks for
keeping the dream alive every Sunday.
Artificial Khaos Films has been recently quiet since the
May release of The Checkout Girl. Big-ups to Little
Lisa and Dave for all their hard work and dedication
to making this film happen. The screenplay for Pulltab
is currently on hold in order to secure funds to continue production. A feature length screenplay is in
late stages of development. I also have some calls in
to Klosterman’s people to get me the rights to direct
the film adaptation of Fargo Rock City. I’m feeling
good about my chances.
I few remembrances about stuff we lost this year. Ricochet Biscuit played their final Seattle gig and failed
to secure a record deal with Jack White’s label. Brett
doesn’t play his flying V much anymore. We lost a few
more dedicated readers to the fourth decade of life
(or is it the fifth?), you know who you are. The Bastards of Omaha sang the songs you wanted to hear at
another successful gig. They continue to pursue other
avenues of stardom. We miss the Notorious V.I.G and
his top ten list. A final rememberance for my Grandma
Byrle who is now somewhere safe, drinking half a glass
of beer and winning at Nickels. I miss her.
So, thanks again for all your letter of support and for
remaining avid readers of the Khaos Apocrypher. You
will notice in this issue the saint has finally sold some
advertising space. This can only mean big things in
2010. Keep hope alive. Peace.
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by The Reverend Wild Bill
The following is a list of items purchased at garage
sales over the years. Garage Sales the only redeeming
thing about summer.

Various bikes, most were free, required minimal repairs, and some were cut up for parts to make soap
box racers.

G n R Chinese Democracy
purchased for one dollar.
Better than the White Album.

A ten foot yellow curly slide. It was a bitch hauling it
twenty miles on a windy day on back roads but the
five minutes that the kids used it three years ago
made it all worthwhile.

A trap thrower for 5 dollars.
Shooting trap is the sport
of kings and gets you ready
for zombie season.

Cross Country skis people are always trying to get rid
of exercise equipment.
My favorite is the hot tub we
got for free. Shipping and
handling was a case of beer.
I could never have spent 24
cans of Old Mil on a better
cause.

Various bowling balls, never pay more than 5 dollars
for a bowling ball. I’ve purchased at least a dozen
balls but only ten pins.
An eclipse lawn mower rotary style the kind the Beaver mowed with. I bought the lawn mower a pressurized gas tank and a partial set of golf clubs for 20
dollars. People will always accept less money for their
junk especially if you bundle them together. It works
for mortgages and garage sales.

Some things I’ll never buy
again, like the box of Playboys. Mice had them chewed
up within a week. If I had hid them under the mattress
instead of the barn everything would be fine.

A pitching machine for 50 cents. It was on a fifty
cent table on Saturday afternoon. When we got home
it had a 5 dollar piece of tape on the bottom. People
just want things gone come Saturday afternoon.
A rayon lounge shirt for 50 cents. I’m sure the shirt
wanted to appear at Studio 54 now it keeps mosquitoes away in the garden. It’s funky either way.
A climbing harness and a box of
hinges for $5. I haven’t fallen out
of a tree or off the couch yet.
The $5 trimmer A gas Ryobi lawn
trimmer purchased for yep $5.
Most reliable trimmer on the
ranch.
AK
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by Kyles, The PhD of Plastic
As we head into my least favorite shopping time of the
year and I need to come up with a list of something
for loved ones to think about getting me for Christmas this year, I find myself thinking back to some of
the toys of my youth. Back then I couldn’t wait to
tear into the new toys from family and Santa. I won’t
even comment on boring gifts such as clothes. I know
better now why I often got these for gifts, but I don’t
like them any more now than I did then. I still stick
with the rule that if it ain’t fun, I don’t want it.
Tinker toys: One of the major sources of whatever
creativity I may have. Always building something out
of these those things and besides, the wooden hubs
made a great weapon for throwing at siblings. Very
similar to its other wooden brother, Lincoln Logs. Love
both of these. I see they are now making a comeback

in stores. My girlfriend recently picked up a jumbo
pack of original wood based toys. Maybe she thought
these could be good to have around in case we have
kids someday, but whether we do or not, somebody is
playing with them. By the way, don’t even think about
buying the updated plastic version. Blasphemy!
Electric car race track: Visions of high speed motor
races taking place in the house accompanied this request. Two cars screeching around corners neck and
neck, the smell of burning rubber in my nose, gunning
it in the straight away to cross the finish line in victory. It was going to be glorious. Instead, simply a
high speed projectile launcher that couldn’t even hold
a car down around the first curve. That is assuming
the little cars would actually complete an electrical
circuit and move in the first place. Is the failure of
AK

		

this toy the reason I still hate NASCAR today?
Stretch Armstrong: I thought this was going to be a
very cool gift with me pulling and stretching him into
all sorts of positions. Little did Stretch know how
cold my Mom kept the house and instead of being the
worlds most flexible guy, he became more like Brick
Armstrong. Funny that I now work in the polymer
industry and realize the makers should have paid a
little more attention to the glass transition temperature of old Stretch’s insides (Sorry, a geek moment
there. Shut up, Dill!). I’m pretty sure my brother
ended up breaking the guy open and there was some
sort of purple goo inside. Toxic waste from China?
Probably. That might explain why my urine still glows
in the dark.

Electric football: I should look at this ultimate in gift
disappointments as my first lesson into the power of
marketing. I begged to get this one year because I
seemed to have it in my mind that it would be the
equivalent of 1 inch high, living, breathing versions of
my favorite NFL players sitting on a little metal field
running out plays for my delight. In my minds eye I
saw blocking opening up gaps for the running back to
make spin plays through before being tackled or receivers running perfect post patterns to get open for
a bomb. Thank you misleading marketing campaigns.
Instead I got a bunch of plastic figures sitting on a
vibrating piece of metal. The bounced up and down,
running aimlessly in all directions or circling around
like a drunken zombie. My little team did anything
but run the plays I wanted them to. HUGE disappointment and quickly thrown away. Like my innocence.
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[Nothing continued]

Atari 2600: The single most important gift of my youth. The hours played on this were countless and hooked me
on video games for life. I think this bad boy cost $150 at the time (Christmas 1977). A pretty penny even now
unadjusted, but about $525 adjusted to today’s dollars, this was a heck of an investment. No wonder my Dad
was so pissed about me whining about wanting this and having to purchase it. Still, for the amount of hours I
got out of this, probably a good deal. I can’t begin to guess how many slumber parties we had, staying up all
night playing. Who knew two big squares shooting little squares at each other could be so much fun? I’m talking
about Combat, to those who don’t remember.
No matter how much fun I have in the future with a Christmas gift, it will never be the same feeling I had when I
was young. I’m sure most of you with children live it now through their eyes, but if not, you should. That kind
of joy and wonder only lies in the heart of children. Merry Christmas from me to all!

THE WORD
by Father Fredd

When I was back there in seminary school, there was a
person there who put forth the proposition that you
can petition the Lord with prayer. Why? Because he’s
not a “Baird man”. What it God’s name is that, anyway? It is of no concern. Soon the rebellion will be
crushed and young Skywalker will be one of us. I assure you it’s nothing of a sexual nature. Yes, I assure
you. If you do not answer the five questions. Three
questions, sir. Three questions. So my advice to you
is to give me the codes now and if those devils come
back in here and try any rough stuff, we’ll fight ‘em
together! Like we were on the floor, old boy. You with
the gun and me with the belt and the ammo, feeding you, Jack. “Feed me!” you said, and I was feeding
you. I was feeding you. Now we’re going to make a
new rule: whenever I’m in here and you hear me typing. Or you don’t hear me typing or whatever the hell
you hear me doing in here, if I’m in here, it means
I’m working. It means don’t come in. I told you, don’t
mess with me! I told you, no kids. But no, you didn’t
listen. Well, you stupid dink! Look at you now! You
beast! You animal. C’mon, bark like a dog for me. Bark
like a dog. I will teach you the meaning of the word
“respect”. How about a dog? A dog eats his own feces. I don’t eat dog, either! Yeah, but would you consider a dog to be a filthy animal?
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by Raoul Joanne Duke

“I used to do a little, but a little wouldn’t do it, so the little got more and more...”
Axl Rose (circa 1990)

To some of you, this whole thing comes as no surprise.
The bigger they are the harder they fall. And from his
father’s side, Tiger is big and hard. Of course there
will be some conspiracy theorists out there that say
that he did this as a publicity stunt. This above all
things will cement his legacy as the greatest golfer of
all time, because as great as Jack Nicholas was, it is
Arnie Palmer who has the drink named after him and
Tiger who will be forever remembered as the servicer
of hot, young women.

Tiger make love to Phil Mickelson’s wife (or someone
who looked exactly like her – I never tried to confirm it). You could just see the young lad had a knack
for extramarital affairs. His control and nerve under
pressure were even obvious then. Daly told him that
sex was the only time it was preferred you shoot over
par. Tiger laughed that big-toothed laugh of his, and
quipped back, “this gives an entirely new meaning to
the 19th hole.” Even back then he couldn’t tell a decent dirty joke.

We all remember the ignominious fall from grace. Cadillac wrapped around an oak tree, a three-wood (with
titanium face and graphite shaft) inexplicably hanging
out of the back window, and hot, young wife searching desperately for a gun in the glove box. But only
a few of us remember Tiger’s first drink from Eden’s
forbidden well. It was the first time he missed the cut
after winning his first major. He was disappointed, not
so much over the poor round, but because of the lack
of reporters lauding him. He was still young and the
novelty had not yet worn off. So he sought out the
reporters on his own. And where were we? The bar.
John Daly also missed the cut after taking a 27 on a
par 5 with water. He said, and I quote, “don’t worry
Tiger, some of my best tournaments are when I miss
the cut.” Three hours later, in the back of an RV with
‘Bama plates, over a 5 liter bottle of Jack, I watched
AK
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by Bloomer
For the Utopians out there I understand that a belief is held that the government can run our health care
and everything will be great. Just so you understand the opposing side I would like to give you a top 10 list
of why conservatives don’t want it
10.    The same group of people who can’t get the DTV switch over done correctly isn’t going to make health
care better.
9.   With my current system you have 3 parts me, insurance company, government. The government through
courts and legislation can be the referee between me and the insurance company. If the government is the
insurance company, whatever they say goes, regardless of the outcome.
8.   The more the government is involved in my life the less freedom I have. Wait till they outlaw, chips, pop,
red meat…… Think this is an over reaction, just think about smoking….
7.   Who do you want to decide what part of the heath care covers you. You, by picking an insurance company or Ben Nelson of Nebraska
6.   If everyone has good health care and lives longer, wont that contribute to global warming and destroy
us all?
5.   This current bill start taxation immediately and gives benefits in 5 years. Doing the math that way
makes it cost $1 trillion dollars in 10 years. If you do the math with the benefits starting immediately and
paying for them immediately it costs over $2.5 trillion dollars.
4.   The system either has to restrict care through lines or cost. This system will increase costs and wait
times.
3.   If health care is a right for all Americans why isn’t food a right for all Americans. Isn’t food more important?
2.   Should we really be taking over 20% of the US economy by a bunch of bureaucrats when we are just
coming out of a recession.
1.   We can’t afford more new entitlements. Which one is going broke first? Social Security, Medicare or
the new Obama Care. My guess is us…
Don’t get me wrong, I don’t think the current system is perfect by any means, it is just that right now is not
the time and I truly don’t trust the government to do right.
ED. Here at the Apocrypher we like to share a “fair and balanced” approach to reporting the news. I publish Mr. Bloom’s
diatribe with the complete understanding that when he turns 65 he will not be enrolling in any Medicare plans. We will keep
you updated as he ages. He is right about one thing, Congress is as useful as a screendoor on a submarine.
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Lieberman

SUCKS
Paid advertisement from www.liebermanisanasshole.org
AK

		

www.artificialkhaos.com			

Page 9

WINTER 2009

Volume

FACES - Halloween

AK

		

9 (4)

photo

www.artificialkhaos.com			

Page 10

WINTER 2009

Volume

9 (4)

food/beverage

WALLA WALLA WINE AND DINE II
by Karl Lazlo

Other than the odd conjugal visit at the state pen,
Walla Walla may not be at the top of your list for
weekend destinations. But beyond the Big House,
there’s a whole lot of fun to be had in Dub-Dub.
Check out this tried-and-true itinerary.
Friday evening
Start out at the historic Whitehouse-Crawford
(whitehousecrawford.com) for cocktails. You might be
tempted to have dinner. You certainly wouldn’t be
disappointed, but you’ll definitely pay for it. Stick
to the expertly made cocktails, and order a couple of
appetizers off the bar menu.
Make a reservation for dinner at Brasserie Four downtown. This unpretentious and affordable French bistro is one of the best new additions to town and has
quickly become a Walla Walla institution (no pun intended). Steamed mussels, great soups, generous meat
and cheese plates—and I’ll never again have a pizza
without an egg in the middle and be satisfied. It’s also
one the best and most reasonable places in town to
get a bottle of regional or imported wine.
After dinner, stroll on over to The Marc. The bar in
the Marcus Whitman hotel (marcuswhitmanhotel.com)
has a name, but I don’t know anyone in town that uses
it or knows what the hell you’re talking about if you
do. Drinks are kind of spendy, but they’re always well
poured. If it’s not busy, make your way toward the
fireplace in the far back. This room is especially cozy
in the winter. And you’ll never know who you’ll run
into there. I’ve personally seen Geoff Tate of QueenAK

		

sryche and Todd Rundgren. Other sightings include
Bruce Willis, Mikhail Barishnkov and Kyle MacLachlan.
Now get to bed! It’s going to be a long day tomorrow.
Saturday
You have at least two fantastic options for breakfast.
You can stay in town and hit Tommy’s Dutch Lunch
(it’s actually on your way out to the pen) or you can
take a trip south of town to the Long Branch Café &
Saloon in Weston, Ore. Tommy’s is that diner you’ve
only dreamed about. They have a bunch of egg & pancake combinations that are basically the same, but
they’re all vehicles for the best bacon you’ve ever
had. The Long Branch is out of the way, but well worth
the half-hour drive. They have more bric-a-brac than
your grandma and more stuffed heads than your uncle Pete. And I will go all the way to the mat for their
biscuits and gravy. Their Bloody Marys are always nice
and spicy too. If you want to stay in town, but need
a Bloody (Tommy’s doesn’t serve), I might recommend
The Stone Hut. It’s pretty sporté, and the food is of
the greasy variety, but the BMs are pretty special. And
they have pull-tabs, if that’s your thing.
Linger a while with some shopping in Walla Walla’s
downtown—check out Hot Poop (hotpoop.com) , for
instance—and let it all digest.
Now it’s time for the Dance of the Dub-Dub—wine
tasting. The best bang for your buck is to head out
to the Walla Walla airport. At last count, there were
at least 22 wineries out there—many are housed in
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old WWII army barracks. Several have just gotten
started in the last few years and are still friendly and
eager to have you try their experiments. One of your
first stops should be Trio Vintners (triovintners.com).
Owned and operated by husband-and-wife team Steve
Michener and Denise Slattery. Taste some great wine,
talk some politics, and ask Steve about his days as the
bass player for Big Dipper. Trio is one of five “incubator” wineries—all right together—that are sponsored
by the state of Washington. I couldn’t think of a better way to see your tax dollars at work. From there,
follow your nose. Many of the wineries out there don’t
have tasting fees. The ones that do usually charge 5
bucks, which you can apply to a bottle of wine. You
can pick up a winery map pretty much anywhere.
Head back to town for afternoon tapas at Saffron
(saffronmediterraneankitchen.com). Super-mellow in
the afternoon, it’s a great place to catch your second
wind after a hard day of tasting wine. Take another
stroll downtown, and be sure to stop by Bright’s Candies. If you’d like to sample Walla Walla’s other main
export—in the form of a sausage—stop by the Onion
World window (onionworld.com) . Or if you need some
caffeine, skip the Starbucks on Main and head to the
Colville St. Patisserie (colvillestreetpatisserie.com).
This groovy little place also has amazing pastries and
a few unusual beers.
It might be time to head
back to the hotel for a
quick nap—or whatever
you kids do these days to
refresh—because tonight
you’re headed out to the
jimgermanbar (jimgermanbar.com) in Waitsburg. It’s
about 20 miles north of
town on highway 12—you’ll
find it, and it’ll all make
sense when you do. You’ll
be treated to masterful cocktails and some of the best food in the valley,
lovingly served. You’re sure to make some friends and
have a magical night. The more questions you ask, the
AK
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more surprises you’ll have. Be careful on the way back.
Ask about an alternate route if you’re feeling a little
shiny.
Sunday
It’s the downward
slide. Brunch at T.
Maccarone’s (tmaccarones.com) is a
good bet. At writing, Mr. Ed’s on the
east side is closed
due to a kitchen
fire. But hopefully,
this landmark will
be up and running
soon, because it’s
a real treat. Some
reputable sources
say they have the
best grilled cheese on the planet. And if you sit at a
booth, you get your own phone! Be sure to rub the almost life-size Elvis/Buddha belly as you come and go.
There are at least 100 wineries (wallawallawine.com/
wineries) in the valley that you haven’t been to yet,
but maybe it’s time to put together a list for next
time. Spring Release, which happens on the first weekend in May, is entirely fun—despite what a lot of locals say. And the weekend after, Balloon Stampede,
is an amazing three-day event that couples hot air
balloons with horse racing. Both weekends are very
popular, so it might be tough to find lodging—unless, of course, you’ve still got that date at the pen.
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2013: The Mayans Couldn’t Count
the Mayans were wrong
I’m not saying the Incas were right
that remains to be seen
although we won’t have time for it
because the world won’t end in 2012
but it will however, in 2013
and it’ll go something like this:
the entire southern side of Yellowstone
the National Park that is
will undulate like someone is fixing a bed sheet
bear, deer and bison will feel this strangeness in their
stomachs
but that won’t be the last thing they feel
their heads, shoulders and spines will snap tree limbs
on their ascent
and there they’ll hang, hundreds of feet above the
ground
like a child’s mobile with birds flying by
and where the ground is, what is terrestrial, is entirely
relative
the bear may survive the fall
they are god’s sturdier creatures
but it is irrelevant, because what happens next
makes the dinosaur’s 1999 look like a f*&ckng picnic:
three states explode
covering all of the Southwest in hundreds of feet of
heavy earth
then comes the boiling rock
turning most of what was the great plains
into a liquid conflagration
this spreads north and east
leaving the continental US and Canada charred
Alaska and Hawaii are sparred
until the ash falls
and Palin puts away her lipstick case for good
at that point night descends on the planet
hastily summoning winter
for a decade or more
				
by Stash Z.
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Med School Update:
I just realized I
want to start a Divinyls cover band
(remember
how
hot that video
was? sort of thing
makes you want
to start a cover
band to pay tribute. and my figure
has never been more girlish). Also, I’ve been obsessed
with the term “blow-j” lately. I feel like this obsession
puts me on the leading edge of the next great term
for fellatio. So, I want to form a Divinyls cover band
named “The Blow Jays.” This band name reminds me of
something but I can’t quite bring it out of my subconscious (if that’s a real thing -- I can’t remember from
my “Brain and Behavior” class last year). And that’s
my Med School Update. Oh, and I also want to look
up “Divinyls” and see if I’m spelling that right. I can’t
remember from when I used to watch the VHS copy of
that video I made back when I wasn’t getting laid in
high school.
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“a graphic-free graphic novel”
by Sam Chao
Chapter 1: The Beginning
After several years focused on my restaurant business, I find myself single with no prospects for love
at the age of 37. It’s been nearly 9 years since my
failed marriage, and embarrassingly that was the last
time that I’ve actually tasted a woman’s kiss. For as
long as I can remember, my restaurant and my martial arts have been my life. I’m proud of my perfect
mixed-martial arts fighting record (1-0) and even more
proud of being head chef of Golden Rickshaw, a local
restaurant chain I own and operate with my parents.
However, I think it’s time that I find a woman.

The years went by and I moved from dishwashing, to
bussing tables, and finally to food preparation. My
dad taught me everything he knew and through time,
I surpassed him and replaced him as the chef. In the
same period in time, my mother worked at a large
company as a cleaning lady back when companies used
to hire even the low-end help as full time employees.
Through all this, my parents saved enough money and
eventually bought the Golden Palace, the restaurant
where we worked. Since our last name was Shaw, we
renamed it to Golden Rickshaw to make it our own.

Not a week goes by where my parents fail to remind
me of their disappointment in my choice in women,
namely my ex-wife. She was Canadian, but more importantly and disappointingly, she was Caucasian. In
truth, I think my parents were doubly disappointed because she wasn’t an American. My dad said he
worked too hard to get us into this country for me to
risk abandoning it. How was moving to Canada any
different than the States?

Being head chef of a restaurant at 27 was a thrill. My
parents paid me fairly and since I was living at home,
I could spend it all on my car and martial arts lessons.
Deep down, I realized that my heavily-modified Toyota
Supra Turbo and my hot headed, passive aggressive
ways were not going to help me meet girls, but I didn’t
know what else to do. I had two friends that I had met
through the cross section of martial arts and the import car scene. One was a computer guy named Scott
and the other was an electrician who called himself
Jeff. Jeff was a white guy whose real name was Millard but he felt that wasn’t cool enough, so he went by
his middle name. Jeff wrestled in high school and was
strong compared to me, so I had a tough time when I
sparred with him. My other friend Scott was a Korean
guy who seemed to have it together in every way, although his addiction to martial arts and cars was even
greater than mine. Since he could write computer
programs on his own schedule, he trained more than
I did and drove a really expensive BMW. I didn’t care
because I was stronger and my car was faster, but I
was envious of his job and really envious of the fact
that he had a Caucasian girlfriend.

We moved to the US when I was 16. Because of the
language barrier, I was placed in 8th grade and easily
the oldest kid around. I missed my home in Hong Kong
and the culture that went along with it, but I loved
the concept of American girls. Ever since I was a kid,
I was taught that beauty was represented by western
traits, that is, big blue eyes, brassy blonde hair, a full
bosom, long legs, and alabaster skin. Interestingly, I
hated everything else about the American culture. I
struggled with the language and in turn, with making
friends. American schools were vastly different and
lacked the structure needed for me to be successful.
The kids would make fun of me because I was older and
didn’t talk much, so I just did the minimum to stay
in school. I didn’t even bother applying to college, Scott and Jeff would come by the restaurant all of the
but instead, washed dishes at the Chinese restaurant time. When my parents weren’t around, I’d let them
where my father was the chef.
AK
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[Adventures continued]

hang out back where Scott would smoke cigarettes
and occasionally ash into the food. It pissed me off
and I wanted to beat his head in, but I suppose overall
it was harmless. Koreans has a reputation for being
heavy drinkers and Scott was no exception. He could
put away an entire case of Heineken and still drive to
the next city. Unfortunately, I had that Asian gene
where one drop of alcohol would turn my complexion
bright red, so I tried to keep the drinking only to dark
places or night time. Jeff seemed like a guy who could
put the drinks away, but chose to never have more
than one. He said he needed to be sharp for his job,
and was constantly on call as an electrician.
One day, Scott and Jeff stopped by the Rickshaw for
a drink at closing. I was busy cleaning in the kitchen
and the only other person there besides us was the
dishwasher, customers included. The Golden Rickshaw,
like most Chinese restaurants, didn’t have much of a
bar and lacked a bartender, so I’d let the guys pour
their own drinks in the bar area. That night, I heard
the chime of the door bell and in stepped three people. The first was a handsome Latino guy who seemed
to be gay and clinging on to him was this chubby,
frumpy brunette. The third was this tall, beautiful
blonde in a black lacey top and tight faded jeans. She
looked about my age and in checking her out through
the order window, I managed to spill hot water all over
my foot. The pain was nearly unbearable, but I didn’t
care. I needed to see more of her.

them from the back of the bar.
“Hi, my name Sammy. I am owner and head chef here.
Welcome to Golden Rickshaw. What you ladies and
guy like to drink?”
In that moment, I hated myself. In my mind I would
have used an opener with more wit and interest. Besides, I felt terribly insecure about my broken English
and accent.
The gay guy and his frumpy beard called out a couple
of drinks while the blonde ignored me, shuffling with
something in her purse. She looked distraught and
Scott picked up on this and asked what was wrong. In
that moment, she realized that her passport was missing. I wanted to help her, but more so, I wanted her
to help me with my loneliness.
Stay tuned for “Chapter 2: The Encounter,” in the next
issue….

By the time I weaved my way out of the kitchen, I noticed that Scott was already talking to them. Scott
had no game, but since he had a girlfriend it made him
fearless. Jeff was perhaps just as pathetic as I was;
he was a good looking white kid who seemed to attract the attention of girls, but was either too scared
or stupid to capitalize. As I approached the trio, my
heart raced. I was mesmerized by this blonde and
rarely, if ever, would I see anyone young or attractive
at the restaurant bar. Normally, I would never have
the courage to strike up a conversation but given the
security of having my buddies and how she was on MY
turf, I felt like I finally had an edge. I approached
AK
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by Johan Martin
On March 4th, 2005, Martha Stewart was released
from a five month prison term following a very public
insider trading scandal.
Three months later, Michael Jackson was acquitted of
seven counts of chid molestation and two counts of
“administering an intoxicating agent to” a child.
The only idea for a stage play I’ve ever had in my life:
What if they shared a prison cell?
I thought (and still think) this would be the most
entertaining stage play I could ever watch, but the
problem in writing it was what the hell would they
talk about? Certainly the trials and tribulations of
life in the public eye, everyone always wanting to
tear you down, no one appreciating how hard you’ve
worked to get where you are, and realizing their mutual dreams of truly changing our culture would be
great topics of conversation, but what kind of ice
breaker would such a conversation necessitate? And
from whom would it come? The problem I realized
was none of us actually know who these freaks really are. And I was uncharacteristically unable to just
make stuff up. Still am. So now I’m gonna ask my
girlfriend.
ME: If one day in the Summer of 2005 Martha Stewart’s prison cell door slid open and a guard guided
a freshly convicted Michael Jackson beyond it’s bars
before sliding the door closed once more and leaving
them all alone, would Michael immediately sit?
CELENE: No, I don’t think he would immediately sit
down.
ME: What would he do?
CELENE: I think he’d awkwardly sort of come in, say
hello to Martha, and look around cuz I’m sure she did
something to the space. She’s very resourceful. Even
if she was in prison, she’d find a way to make it
home. I don’t think he would sit until Martha tells
him to sit.
AK

		

ME: What do you think she would’ve done to decorate
her cell?
CELENE: Well, I’m not really sure what people are given in prison, but, like I said, she is resourceful so she
would find something. Maybe she’d put colorful towels folded nicely in the corner or have something that
might be like a nice area rug, like a shawl or something.
ME:  Would Michael comment on what she did with the
room or would Martha see him looking around and say
something?
CELENE:   I think she would probably talk first cuz
she’s the consummate hostess. She would probably
say something like, ‘That’s your bed over there. Make
yourself at home,’ cuz he is coming into her space. I
think she would feel this obligation to host.
ME: How do you think Michael would react to this?
CELENE: I think Michael would be nervous, but, in a
sense, relieved he’s in there with another celebrity because, historically speaking, his best friends have always been celebrities because they understand him and
a celebrity who’s been imprisoned for something would
understand him a great deal at that moment. They
would have a lot to talk about, I would think.
ME:  What’s the first thing they’d talk about?
CELENE: Their respective cases, the things they’ve
been accused of that landed them in that position.
ME:  Would they be angry about that?
CELENE:  I don’t know if anger is how I would describe
it. How I imagine them to feel is - I think when you’re
a celebrity and you have a lot of money, you know everything is gonna work out. Someone’s gonna bail you
out so I don’t think it’s as dire a situation for them as
it would be for a normal person. I think they’re more
irritated by the inconvenience and feel like scapegoats
in some way, like they were the ones to take the fall,
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[Michael continued]

like they were made an example of, but I don’t think
they’d take it all that seriously.
ME:   Between the two of them, who would bust out
with the ‘icebreaker,’ like make the first joke?
CELENE: Martha has a more outgoing personality
than Michael. She’s typically very outspoken and vocal. She’s the mom, the hostess. She’s probably gonna do a lot of the talking.
ME: What’s the first thing they’d talk about after
their respective cases and they both loosen up a little?
CELENE: I think they’d talk about mutual people they
know or the time they met before, like, ‘The last time
I saw you. . .’ or, ‘Hey, you know the other day I actually cooked with Elizabeth Taylor.’ I think they’d
talk about their mutual celebrity friends. I imagine it to be like the Breakfast Club: Martha’s Molly
Ringwald and Michael’s Emilio Estevez. They’re in the
same clique, the same tribe. They’re uber celebrities
with empires. I think they’d have a lot to talk about.
ME: When would their conversation inevitably turn
somber?
CELENE: I think Martha might be tempted to probe
Michael about some of the mysterious questions
about his life everyone has. I think she would feel like
he might be comfortable enough to open up to her
because they’re in prison together, but would find it
hard to get that information from him because he’s
very guarded. I think he’d be very nice to her, but I
don’t think he’d open up to her.
ME: How do you think she’d react to his defensiveness?
CELENE: I think, much like a mother talking to her
teen son about his love life, she would feel hurt because she wants people to respond to her motherly
nature by opening up. A lot of times teens don’t
wanna open up. Michael Jackson has a lot of issues
AK

		

stemming from his childhood so I think he seems very
comfortable around children. I often wonder how
comfortable he’d be around someone who is an older
parental figure, then it makes me wonder about his
relationship with Elizabeth Taylor. Maybe he liked her
so much cuz she was the mother he never had.
ME: Do you think he would end up being so comfortable with Martha that he actually shared some personal things or the opposite would occur?
CELENE: I also think Martha Stewart has some issues. I’m not sure how patient a woman I peg her to
be so I think she might have a bruised ego and that
might cease a progression of any depth in their relationship.
ME: A bruised ego because he wouldn’t open up?
CELENE:  Yeah.
ME: Do you think, after this, things would become uncomfortably superficial?
CELENE: I think ‘Uncomfortably superficial’ is a misnomer. I think they’re much more comfortable with
superficiality. I think they’d retreat into topics of
conversation like people they know or experiences
they’ve had, tell stories they’ve told before a million
times to a lot of other people.
ME: What’s a story Martha would tell?
CELENE: She’s had tons of guests on her show. I
think, when I watch the show, I notice an underlying
hostility between her and some of her guests. I don’t
know if that’s imagined, but I get the sense there’s a
lot of behind the scenes drama.
ME: Do you think any emotions Martha would be hesitant to reveal in front of others in a different setting
would come to the surface in front of Michael because
they’re alone together in a bad situation?
CELENE: I think, yes, she would open up to him a lit-
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[Michael continued]

tle, partially as a cue for him to open up to her, but
also because women typically share more than men and
she hasn’t had quite the amount of intrusion in her life
Michael Jackson has had. Her private life’s kept a little more private than his.

ME: What about Martha?

ME: Do you think any of this would cause Michael to
open up more?

ME: Would they remain happy together till they got
out, assuming they weren’t in there very long together,
maybe a couple weeks?

CELENE: I think Michael would open up to her in a Diane Sawyer type of way: He’d give answers that, to a
normal person, would seem private and emotional, but
it’s rehearsed. It’s what they say so you stop asking a
question.
ME: Do you think Martha would buy it?

CELENE: I think Martha would be partially relieved as
well, but partially bored by their potential progress or
lack there of.

CELENE: Yeah. I think they’d get along. I don’t think
there was ever any hostility between them. I think it
was a matter of discovering how intimate either was
willing to become in that given time.
ME: Would Martha contact or visit Michael after her
release?

CELENE: No. I don’t think she would. I think she’s
suspicious by nature and she has women’s intuition.

CELENE: Yeah. I think it would further bruise her ego
and I think she’d feel a little foolish for opening up to
him?

CELENE: I think so. I think, when they’re in there,
they’d possibly make plans for when they’re out. Plus
for Martha to have a star like Michael to collaborate
with would be a dream come true for her. It would
make for good publicity for both since everyone in the
world would know they were in this cell together so, to
see they became friends, people would buy tickets for
that.

ME: Would she admit these feelings or start hiding her
feelings even more as a result of this?

ME: Do you think they would come away from the experience liking one another?

CELENE: I think she would hide them. I don’t think she
feels comfortable confronting Michael Jackson.

CELENE: I think they’d like one another. I think they’d
have an understanding of one another and an appreciation maybe they didn’t have before. I think Martha
would realize why it’s been so futile for people around
Michael to get through to him about various problems
he’s had. I think Michael would see how strong a person Martha is and how her reputation of being a bitch
is because she’s protecting herself in some way.

ME: Do you think she’d become upset with him for giving her the Diane Sawyer runaround?

ME: Do you think this would dictate the rest of their
relationship?
CELENE: Yeah. I think once you learn the boundaries
of your given relationship, you are forced to remain
within those boundaries.
ME: Do you think they’d be happier that way?
CELENE: I think Michael would be relieved to not be
pressed for any more information than he’s willing to
give.
AK

		

ME: Do you think, later in life, years after their prison
terms have ended, Martha and Michael could make any
real progress as far as opening up to one another is
concerned?
CELENE: No.
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by Ray Ray Rocker the Cowskin Knocker
As Dan Rather walked down a Manhattan street in 1986 he was punched in the back
and thrown to the ground. While on the ground, the man later believed to be William Tager, continued hitting and kicking him while repeating the phrase, “What’s the
frequency Kenneth?” Tager was convicted later in the death of a studio technician
for NBC, and while talking with his court appointed psychiatrist, explained that he
believed television networks were monitoring and beaming messages into his head. At
the time of the attack it is believed their may have been another assailant luring the
enigmatic question from Tager to Kenneth, ‘What is the Frequency’?”
This story shows how powerful an apparent specific and repetitive way of communicating can be, driving someone to act at the ultimate level of insanity. This then begs the question if frequency
can lead to insanity then logic would suggest that it can also lead to sanity.
While listening to my songs on my new MacBook, (which I love) I reached to the upper right corner of the
keyboard, two buttons to the left and turned up the volume to “I Got Mine” by the Black Keys. Something of
this style and power needs to be loud. As I was pushing the volume higher with my right hand and feeding “Yo
Baby” Blueberry Yogurt to Nola with my left I started to think about how loudly the thoughts of home and
family were playing in my head. As many of you know, Theresa, the dogs and I with Nola in utero traveled
over two thousand miles from Seattle to Dallas trying to turn up the “volume” of family proximity- searching of a new and louder start with our soon to be larger family. But through out our nearly two years here in
the Lone Star state there has been constant “chatter” coming in from some far away yet still intimate station,
beaming into our heads messages speaking remembrance and promising great and wonderful times. The frequency of this messages combined with offers for us to retain our old jobs back in Seattle, has convinced us
that listening to these wavelengths is important . And in our eyes we feel that we are truly coming “home.” A
clear lesson for us, that frequency is louder than volume.
See most of you in February.

AK
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Rawk Chalk Rayhawk?

A local Omaha man barely missed having a pint with his favorite Irishman. “I
had about three hours of booze in me,
including two drams of Craggamore and
a pint of 1554”, said RJ Duke. Unfortunately RJ was cautioned to leave The
Dell, thus sealing is fate with the Irish
prince. Little did Bono know that earlier in the Summer RJ successfully sold a vintage warped U2 record
to an unknown Homer’s employee for $4. Maybe it’s
fate they didn’t meet that night during Happy Hour.
by Apocrypher Press
WTF?

Local West Seattle man gets invited to play dominos with the boys and declines. “I would love
to play dominos, however I have to go to a wine
tasting”, says JT. It’s the first time on record a
man has opted for wine tasting over dominos,
Pabst Blue Ribbon and four hours of salty language in order to sample water and grapes.
by Apocrypher Press
Stars Bar
Omaha dive bar, The 49’r
Lounge was frequented by
a few high profile guests
two weeks ago. A female
Cyclops was reported to
be seen by the bathroom
as well as Lady Gaga. Possibly the same person. Lady
Gaga was seen wearing
huge Jackie O sunglasses
and firing off sarcastic
tapestries of obscenities
throughout the night. She was escorted out of the
lounge around midnight due to severe intoxication.
by Apocrypher Press
AK

		

A man from Dallas, Texas has quit his job in pursuit of a pro basketball career. He has two years
left of college eligibility, but at age 38 doesn’t
have the patience to sit in class with 20 year
olds. He has decided to move back to Seattle and
tryout for the Seattle Storm. The only pro team
left in Seattle. Good luck Ray Ray.
by Apocrypher Press
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my heart. You know what a love letter is? It’s a bullet,
straight from my gun. Once you get a love letter from
me, you’re f**ked FOREVER. Understand, F**k?
Dear Frank,
My boyfriend and I have been dating for over a year.
I’ve hinted and even brought up the subject of us moving in together, but his responses have been vague and
non-commital. He has a good job and I am currently
unemployed, and since I practically live at his place
anyways, it just makes sense for us to take the next
step in our relationship. What do you think I should
do?
						
Hopeful Girl

by Frank Booth
Dear Frank,
When my buddy gets drunk, he turns into a real dink.
When he’s sober, he’s quite witty and intelligent. After 8 or 9 beers, though, he turns that wit into a jabbing knife right in the meat of your back. I’m thinking
about talking to him about it, what should I do?
						
Caring Friend

Dear Hopeful Girl,
It’s not Frank to you, it’s Daddy, you bitch! And where’s
my bourbon? Can’t you do anything right? Sit down.
Get your chair. Lay back for Daddy. Mommy. Mommy!
Baby wants to cry! Don’t you look at me!
(cue “In Dreams” by Roy Orbison)

Dear Caring Friend,
Heineken? F**K THAT SHIT! PABST BLUE RIBBON! Raymond! Where’s the damn beer? That beer’s gonna get
too warm. I can’t stand warm f**king beer. It makes
me puke! Do I want you to pour it? Shit, yes, pour
the beer, man! Shit, let’s drink to something else. Let’s
drink to f**king. Say here’s to you, you f**k, Frank.
Dear Frank,
I recently cheated my friend at a game of cards. There
was no money at stake, but I think he suspects me, as
he’s been acting pretty coldly towards me. Am I being
overly sensitive, or should I talk to him about his feelings?
					
Remorseful Cheater
Dear Remorseful Cheater,
Who is this f**k? Oh, you’re a neighbor. Well, what’s
your name, neighbor? Don’t be a good neighbor to
her or I’m gonna send you a love letter. Straight from
AK
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COMMERCE

Internet Links
Retrofitted Designs
http://www.retrofitteddesigns.com/
Artificial Khaos Productions presents the
new face of Khaos. Check out the newly
designed web site. A new media section
collects most of our film and video projects
in one convenient place. Enjoy.
Click on graphic teleport.

A.J. Rathbun
www.ajrathbun.com
Elemental Studio
www.elementalstudio.com
Alex Doerffler Photography
link

Cash Richard Kosel
bellyblog-willie.blogspot.com
Birdbath Radio
[click image to link]

KHAOS apparel
[click to link]

BUY THIS BOOK
[click image to link]

A.J. Rathbun on FOX news
[click image to link]

Bruno Press
[click bird]
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