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BASICS OF HUMOR

i i : ing—two of

| CHILDISHNESS: E.mmp.’c—Digmgvd looking men at Directors Meeting
sho r wads at each other. ; . oo ) ;
2 JULICQ‘UI};.LS\HEE p(-';ﬁe STUPIDITY: Emmpiq—(jpuplc Loltj{?;ﬁsbtﬁgtni?}?sulslggliﬁ H\IN Eﬁacicn
2 &U‘;u”d' lots of Spanish people around making it very o ‘Thursday, i S Mo

18 < says sband—"If today is ‘
looks af travel guide book, says o busts NGS:  Example—Woman is_buying

' ) G SAYING MAN THI ' |
ANIMALS DOING OR b.\lL\b_llU, b / A likes the
;cklct for her dog. The dog picks it up and takes it to the light to see if he

wlors in it before he lets her buy it. . P

4 t’ﬂ\‘ll'l'; Example—About fifty chorus girls all dressed and looking alﬁl-.e P_(.)ne of them

ulsfu-ing to the manager—"If you fire me, what will lmppe'n to your showr™ :

5 OB\"IOUS‘\'ESS (saying something so obvious t.lﬁatiit is rlcéhcplogsatli)e;n(lzﬁgggs?dd (;)cﬁ;:;;

le—Man in boat in jungle stream. Stream is full of crocodiles, si > hip
.fu(unals. Shore is lined with tigers, lions, snakes, etc. Man tums to native paddler and
says—"See here, boy, we've got to be mighty careful. & -
FLATTERY (obvious): Ex Jorset saleslady 1 ' et to woman =
. FLATTERY (obvious): Example — Corset saleslady is selling corset -
: tl{; }igure 5&\'5 to \\b'oman — Just look what the wrong corset has done t}o your ﬁgum.f
:CEIVING EXPE I: Ex —Pic /0 W i ouse on tofF o

7 DECEIVING EXPECTATION: Example—Picture of two women in penthouse
very high building. Surroundings are very dignified and rich. Woman says— The only
trouble with living up here is that you get no free samples.” (What the woman says is
entirely different from that which you are led to expect from the su.rroundmgs..)

§ INDIFFERENCE (to surrounding, to law and order, to women, to love of .chll.dren, to
accepted customs, to hardship, to climate, to pleasure, to wealth): Example of indifference
to surroundings—Little colored choir boy singing hi-de-ho stuft in dignified church choir.

9 MISUNDERSTANDING OR MISUSE OF WORDS (or play on words): Example.—

Middle-aged woman comes on board a ship with valise in her hand and asks the captain

—“You advertised for a mate, didn’t you?”

3

I 10 DOING EASY THINGS THE HARD WAY (or hard things the easy way): Example—

['wo painters on a scaffold—one of them uses a very complicated boylscout knot to tie
his end of the scaffold—rather than the simple twist which is all that is necessary. Re-
sult—scaffold falls.

11 LOSS OF DIGNITY: Example—Policeman is telephoning to his captain that there has
been a robbery. The policeman is without his trousers.

12 USING AN ANIMAL OR HUMAN FOR UNFITTED TASK: Example—Tying a stub-
borm mule on the back of an auto and using him for a brake going down hill.

13 GREAT EXAGGERATION: Examples—Service station having so many gas pumps that
attendant has to act as guide to get people out. Man smoking two cigars at once, or
wearing two hats. Person having too many silly accessories in an auto.

14 ARROGANCE: Example—Speed cop stops speeding limousine. Arrogant woman leans
forward and tells chauffeur to—"tell the man you're sorry and get going.” Note—this is
also partly indifference to law.

15 "ll'EAJb;lINC: Example—Little girl walking through a dog show carrying a cat on her
shoulder,

16 ORDER OF THINGS REVERSED: Example—Well-dressed man walks up to street

_ beggar and asks if he (the beggar) will return the dime that he gave him the ay before.

17 5 (}RGE'II‘Ff ULNtEtSS: EwlgpllcfSllarUng on vacation trip, wifie says. “Oh, Hubby, sto

1e car, | forgot to tum off the electric iron,” hi y i i e
bum—I forgot to turn off the shower b-.ltllll-.q'rl’ o et hnbbyisbied Notbing S

18 IRONY (intended meaning being reverse of the liter: ; T
Man saying he does not \\%u'lt togbe wuaﬁflhy beiié;;ddfsg?f%ecﬁlft;hoef wz?niir:)' i Elamptle—

19 CURIOSITY: Example—Man touching iola v oy .p"y .g mcon.w =

e g an article with a “Wet Pa
20 DRL‘.\!FE‘.\.\LSS: Example—Man asking check room attendztnt ‘}llflt e
quart of Scotch that was in my coat pocket?” (Attendant is too dmﬁl\cetgoa‘;}ss\iz?. )the

The purpose of the Laugh Finder is to suggest combin
cessories and the basics of humor for cartoons. All
cartoon have been given numbers, ; D
tl)lc characters, places, aceessories
Finder furnishes these :
operate the Laugh

abions of characters, places, ac-
ca ] iese essential elements of
T}iel;pl_nncr picks out numbers which refer you t2
SO and basics of humor for cartoons, After the Laugh
Fiog .LI] § you use them in creating ideas for cartoo '%
er, you spin the arrow according to these four steps: i
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w HOW TO USE THE LAUGH FINDI!—Read These Directions Carefully

BASICS OF HUMOR

ABSENT-MINDEDNESS: Example—Boy writing stock market quotations on board in
Stock exchange, absent-mindedly writes, “I love you, I love you.”
LAZINESS: Example—Mailman at front of long steps leading up to house. Mailman is
tacking up signs saying—"“Don’t write—Telegraph.”
EMBARRASSMENT: Example—Minister visits family. Little boy asks his father—
“What's in that bottle in your hip pocket, Daddy?”
BLAMING INNOCENT PERSON OR OBJECT: Example—Thief runs from police,
turns corner and hands stolen article to man standing there. Police arrest innocent man.
Another example: Two men marooned on little island about ten feet in diameter. Ome
tells the other—"Don’t be following me wherever 1 go.”
COYNESS: Example—\Woman acting very coy when doctor takes her hand to feel pulse.
EXTREMES IN ETIQUETTE: Example—Woman eating ice cream cone with spoon.
INABILITY TO MAKE UP MIND: Example—Woman buying herself shoes. Salesman
stretched flat on his back—worn out. Around them are shoes stacked up 8 feet high.
PRETENSE: Example—Scrub women in department store, after closing time, walking
swankily around in very expensive fur coats and looking through lorgnettes.
OUT OF USUAL SURROUNDINGS: Example—Tough looking little boy in a May
pole dance, or minister at a prize fight, or auto mechanic fixing fine violin.
CLUMSINESS: Example—Falling down stairs.
VERY OBVIOUS LIE: Example—The old story, “I'm waiting for a streetcar.”
PRODIGY (children doing or saying something entirely beyond their years, or adults’
power beyond that of human beings): Example—Child in crib. Crib has bars like those
of a jail. Child says—“Tonight I make a break for it.”
FEAR OR COWARDICE: Example—Boxer wearing trousers that come clear up to his
chest saying to his opponent, “Remember, no hitting below the belt.”
JEALOUSY OR RIVALRY: Example—Of two rival fishermen, one has several small fish.
The other, who has several whoppers says, “Lend me another worm, old man. .
SARCASM (a bitter taunt): Example—Traffic cop asking a driver if he knows his left
hand from his right. :
MEEKNESS: Example—The best example of this type of humor is H. T. Webster's car-
toon “The Timid Soul.” i
DEAFNESS: Example—A sexton, surprised at see.ng an old lady using an ear trumpet
at church, goes to her, leans over and says, “One toot and out you gol
NEARSIGHTEDNESS: Example—Calf trying to get milk from finger of baseball glove.
SOCIAL SNOBBERY: Example—Lady telling butler, “Be careful not to let Fifi bite
people of questionable cleanliness.” ik
FLIRTATIOUSNESS: Example—Ball player autographing a pretty girl's baseball; says,
“And my phone number, too?” ; a
STUBBORNNESS: Example—A negro owner of a kicking mule answering why he didn’t
get rid of the stubborn critter, said, “Cause it would make dat mule feel too good; he d
take it for a personal victory. He’s been tryin’ to get rid of me ever since I got him.
SCANDAL: Example—Medical student holding stethoscope to wall of apartment and
saying to roommate,, “She just called him a bum!”
USING COMPLICATED MACHINERY TO PERFORM SIMPLE TASKS: Example—
Using a drop fdrge to crack a walnut.
COMMONPLACE ARTICLE USED FOR SOME UNUSUAL PURPOSE: Example—
Using an auto with greatly inflated balloon tires for a boat.
MEDDLING WITH OTHER PEOPLE’S AFFAIRS: Example—Referee counting fighter
out and asking him how he'd like to buy a nice cigar store.
FRUGALITY: Example—Scotch minister marrying himself in front of mirror to save fee.
FAILURE TO ACCEPT CUSTOM: Example—Man keeping his horse in living room.
SATIRE: Example—Political cartoons.
TINKERING: Example—Lady taking parts from stalled car and saying “Now try it.”
DISGUISE OR MIMICRY: Example—Burglar in Santa Claus Suit.

Remember, we spin first for two Characters, then for one Place, then for one
Accessory, and then for the Basic Idea.

For thie Basic Idea, we use only the all-blue circle, as there are only 50 Basic Ideas.
So, spinning again, we get No. 11 on the blue circle, and consulting our chart
labeled “Basics of Humor,” we find that No. 11 is “Loss of Dignity.” Werite this down.

Now we have a list telling us that our idea is to be based on “Loss of Dignity”,
and that the other elements are an Admiral, a Side-Show Barker, a Swimming Pool,
and an Icy Sidewalk. Now the fun begins. The first thing that comes to our mind is
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Pilgrimage to Plainville, Conneceicuit.
Phgtograph by Richard McGifire, 1987
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8 work of his cartoon forebears and furthering the traditions that work represents.

One September day in 1987, Mark Newgarden drove to Plainville, Connecticut, with
two of his friends, played miniature golf, ate hamburgers, entered a nondescript
auction house, and purchased several of cartoonist Ernie Bushmiller's worldly
possessions. Something of a patron saint to Mark, Bushmiller spent six decades
drawing Nancy, which some called the dumbest comic strip in America and others
a work of authentic American genius.

On that autumn day, Mark bought a box of miscellaneous Nancy publications;
artwork by cartoonist and-Bushmiller confidant Milt Gross, including a drawing-of
lggy the dog, inscribed to-Bushmiller's wife; and “some 1930s British comic maga-
zines with'markings where Bushmiller rated gags (and then probably stele them).”

After making his purchases, Mark sat in Bushmiller's wheelchair, and smiled for
the camera.

Although Ernie Bushmiller has been dead now for over two decades, his work,
and the Nancy comic books, paperbacks, and coloring books it produced, still sit in
Mark's vast comic library and continue to provide inspiration for him, part of the
fertile ground on which Mark has built his artistic life. The two most important
factors in that life have been collecting and creating: immersing himself in the

Bushmiller, the ultimate humor architect, was a formalist whose strip sacrificed all
content to the daily gag. Nancy has little characterization, the boys and girls in the
strip never age, and reality rarely intrudes. Instead, Nancy and friends exist solely
to create airtight humorous situations to elicit a reader’s quick chuckle before he
tosses the daily paper into'the garbage.The strip is disposable entertainment cre-
ated day in, day out, by a quiet, unprepossessing man in Connecticut.

In a former funeral home in the Willfamsburg section of Brooklyn, New York,
Mark embraces similar formulas and executes them perfectly, but rather than a
throwaway laugh he insists on profound meaning. Bushmiller's comics are mainly
concerned with the functionality of a joke that is constructed like an engine.
Mark's comics, on the other hand, are about being alive, which is not to say they
are grim, but neither are they an easy laugh.

Six feet tall, and generally clad in head-to-toe black, Mark is a wry, kind, and
generous man with the loudest, most exuberant laugh in any given room. He is also
an insomniac, prone to depression, and somewhat moody by nature. When Mark
announces, “We All Die Alone,” he means it, but he means it with a smile. All that's
sad, tragic, and distressing, Mark insists, is funny, and vice versa. When asked what
constitutes “proven laff-getters,” he responds, “Suffering, regret, compulsion,
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humiliation, disappointment, betrayal, decay, death.
And big noses.” Mark's comics, like many of his efforts,
embrace this intricate connection between pain and
laughter. They combine forms and fragments of popular
culture to build a new work that both comments on its
form and stands alone as a humorous, tragic, complicated,
and sincere commentary on modern life. This sensibility el
has accompanied him through over two decades of work ' I
in a variety of media, including the design of novelty
items, a syndicated weekly comic strip for the New York
Press called Mark Newgarden, innumerable illustrations, the
invention of Garbage Pail Kids, and the creation of several
animated cartoons.
Mark's 1991 New York Press comic We All Die Alone (see
page 37) uses the old form of the gag cartoon to explore
his personal preoccupations. It epitomizes his mix of

humor, tragedy, and formal play in four panels on a single \C S
page. The punch line implies that because we all die alone, | —Er 5§\
| each of us is left with two options: either to sleep all day
because we're going to die alone anyway, or to get up and
| begin the struggle, since there’s nothing to lose. It's a basic existential choice boiled
down to a one-liner. This choice is mirrored in the structure of the strip. Three of
the four panels are each signed by a different literary eminence—"Joyce,” “Beckett,”
and “Sartre"—while the last is signed “Mel," a common pseudonym for a low-level
gas cartoonist. These signatures leve| the conceptual differences among these
artists, whose achievements and shortcomings don't alter the existential dilemma
they must all eventually confront. With caption and a picture, Mark says a gag
cartoon can communicate an idea of which Samuel Beckett himself would be
proud. And most importantly, We All Die Alone is funn
cartogn form—a caption illustrated by an image—and the gag cartoon staple of
a comically deformed big nose to tell a basic truth. All of Mark's work uses tEese

k.mds of careFtu constructed formal structures to descri
situations. And like so many artists

y. It uses the traditional gag

be delicate emotional
e before him, Mark channels his own experience
IS work. Every fear, paranoia, chuc| '

; ; , chuckle, and pleasure inf; i

! i ; orms his
medium of choice. That medium has, for most of his life, been comics

Marl '
ark was born on August 1, 1959, in Brooklyn Heights. His father, Albert. was
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(Above) Mark's pencil sketch for

his prototypical funny/not

funny gag cartoon, We All Die

\lone. (opposite) A Mark Newgarder

panel as it appeared on May 2,
1990 in the New York Press and
other free weeklies across the
United States.
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« Free Tennis Instruction, at
many locations, see Wednesday.
« Katcha and the Devil, and
other stories from Czechoslova-
kia, told by Vit Horejs, for
children 5-12, Inwood Library,
4790 Broadway, 3:30. free.

* Student Artwork, by students
from the High School of Graphic
Communication Arts, at the
Donnell Library Center, 20 W.
53rd St., (through 5/31].

* Well Street: Changing
Fortunes, Exhibit at Frances
Tavern Museum, 10-4, see
Wednesday.

Other Events

 Counting All New Yorkersl,
comic book-like exhibit explain-
ing the 1990 Census, at Federal
Hall National Memorial, 26 Wall
SL., 785-1989, 8-5, [Mon-Fri
through 5/25].

» Song of Bernie's Death, see
Tricky Dicks, Thursday.

* South St. Seaport Museum
Walks & Tours, South St. Seaport
Museum, see Wednesday.

* Tatoo Society of NY, “Ultimate
Collector Contest” at the monthly
meeting at Pyramid Club, 101
Ave. A, 477-1383, 7:30 - 10, $4.

* Tibetan Sand Mandalas, sand
painting on exhibition at Tibetan
Bookstore, 214 E. 10th St., 777-
27185, 10 - 8, free.

« Titanic!, exhibit of artifacts,
and other points of interest from
the great disaster, on view at the
South Street Seaport Museum's
A.A. Low Building, 171 john St.,
669-8430, daily 10 - 5, §3 - S6.
[through 12/31].

TUESDAY

Music

* Angry Squire: 216 7th Ave. S.,
242-9066. Ben Monder Group,
9:30, S5 + $6 min.

*» Back Fence: 155 Bleecker St.,
475-9221. Greg Aulden, Joel
Bidewell, no cover.

® Bitter End: 147 Bleecker St.,
673-7030. Jane Barnett Band, 8 -

llllua!u!.\

NOTHING
FUNNY
THIS
WEEK.

2, 85 + 1 drink bar min. or 2 drink
table min.

» Blue Note: 131 W. 3rd St., 475-
8592. Joa Williams, 9, 11:30, call
for cover.

* Bottom Line: 15 W. 4th at
Mercer St., 228-7880. The Silos, 8
& 11, $§13.50.

 Brother’s Bar-B-Q: 228 W.
Houston St., 727-2775. Guitar
Crusher, §5.

+ Cafe Feenjon: 40 W. 8th St.,
979-8686. Bad Luck & Trouble, 9,
no cover.

« Caliban: 3rd Ave. & 26th St.,
689-5155. Acoustic Hot Tears, 9,
no caver.

* Carlos I: 432 6th Ave, at 9th St.,
982-3260. Benny Carter, 9:30,
11:30, $10 + $7 min.

« Cat Club: 76 E. 13th St., 505-
0090. Joneses, call for cover.

* CBGB: 315 Bowery at Bleecker
St., 982-4052. Call for schedule.

* Chameleon: 505 E. 6th St.
(Aves. A-B), 777-9105. Call for
schedule, no cover.

« Condon'’s: 117 E. 15th St., 254-
0960. Rolland Hannah Quartet,
9,12, $12.50 at table, 2 drink bar
min.

+ Continental Divide: 25 3rd Ave.
at St. Mark's Pl., 529-6924. 99
Stella Vista, The Aqua-nettas,
Lovecoamp, 7, no cover.

*» Dan Lynch Blues Bar: 221 2nd

Ave. 8 l . 880

Ry ____\_DRabacco
, = = ieW

Peter Washington, 9:30, $2.50.

* Ludlow Street Cafe: 165 Ludlow
St., 353-0536. Chris Whitley, no
cover.

* Manhattan Chili Co.: 302
Bleecker St., 206-7163. Doug
Lawrence, 9 & 11:15, $5 + $5 min.
* McGovern's: 305 Spring St., 627-
5037. Acoustic showcase, Steve
Qates, 7:30, no cover.

* Mondo Cane Blues Bar: 205
Thompson St., 254-5166. Call for
schedule.

+ Mondo Perso: 167 Bleecker St..
477-3770. Call for schedule.

« Nightingale Bar: 2nd Ave. at 13th
St., 473-9398. Call for schedule.

+ Pen Place Club: 372 8th Ave.,

502-5557. Virginia Mayhew/
© ran ke Chiinta

0 300G

L 220 oo
0) GUIIIEM USE

© Mark Newgarden, 1990

9:30-2, $12 + $6 min.

* Visiones: 125 MacDougal St.,
673-5576. Neal Kirkwood Octet,
call for cover.

+ Wetlands Preserve: 161 Hudson
St., 966-4225. Henry Kaiser, Tan
Constanten, 9:30, $12.

* Wonderland Blues Bar: 519 2nd
Ave., 213-5098. Call for schedule.
* Yaffa Cafe : 97 St. Marks Pl.,
674-9302 or 677—9001._Billy
Goodman, 9, no cover.

* Zinno: 126 W. 13th St., 924-
5182. James Williams, $10 at bar,
$15 at table.

» Zone dk: 540 W. 21 St., 463-
8599. Wrath, Sleepyhollow,
Inside Straight, Excaliber, 8. $10.
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six Newgarden children. Mark's family moved to Staten Islar

1060 to be closer to his maternal grandparen[s: who lived in a

house filled with pre-World War Il domestic relics. [.n thos'e yfears
before the completion of the Verrazano-Narrows Bridge, linking
n. Staten Island was fairly removed from

Staten Island to Brookly _
ined some of

the other four boroughs of New York City, and reta

i | ' wel ica, | in
the old inbred funkiness of mid-century w eird America, including

bountiful flea markets and junk sales. With six kids and only a
suburban island to keep them busy, the family spent week-
ends consumed by shopping—in malls, junk shops, and at
flea markets. There Mark developed an obsession that separated
him from the rest of the kids and engaged him with a world of discarded
culture—and also made good use of his predilection for long silences, depressions,
and an apparently genetic collector’s appetite.

Mark’s most vivid memories of the comics he read as a kid include the work of
the obscure cartoonist Burr Shafer, a banker by trade, whose graceful black smear
’ recalls the gag cartoonists Peter Arno and Jefferson Machamer; and the iconic “dog
pissing"comic. strip, first rendered by Bushmiller and badly copied a thousand times
hence. And, not surprisingly for a kid that age, Mark found the gum-wrapper comic
Bazooka Joe and His Gang equally affecting. The mysterious inanity of its characters
—a boy with an eye patch, another with a turtleneck up to his nose—was
matched only by the fragmented and idiosyncratic drawings by the strip’s artist,

-

"That's all for today. stupid.™

(Above) A Burr Shafer mode]
in repose, circa 1950; perhap
dashed off between loan
foreclosures? (below) Ernie
Bushmiller's immortal guid
How to Housebreak Your Dog.
(right) The stuff Newgaraen
dreams are made of: A forma
portrait of Bazooka Joe by
Wesley Morse, circa 1954.
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: i ing li re
i< modern primitive whose erratic, compelling lines we

£ : \ Pl\\-‘»-.c-\, Early on, Mark's taste was informed by suc.h Ents of
7 .al by the time he came upon it. "As a
i+ osed to any comics and graphic styles that looked outdated or
l “That flavor was infinitely more arousing than any contemporary
: ' Then-current comic strips, comic books, and
io much for him, and it was primarily characters from older
in oons that fascinated him. And unlike the superhero

-hbooks, Mark's drawings were Iargely pOPU|at€d

f most children’s sketc
{ other oddball cartoon characters.

1 big noses” and ¢
eneration Sicilian-American, inadvertently had a

andson's developing sense of humor: “Id be perched in
V, transfixed by The Three Stooges and laughing along at the magniﬁcent
sbute fike any .| kid, when hed enter the room and begin haranguing me:
What are you doing? How can you watch those men? How can you laugh? Those men
se men are dead!” Of course that made it all much funnier.” Later Mark
writing New Yorker gag captions to amuse himself, and at age sixteen he
2 New York Times want ad and cranked out selEreferential and humorous
tions for a fortune-cookie maker. Shortly thereafter he dropped

4 SLILGLIUNDS TU d

11gh school and earned a Graduate Equivalency Diploma on his own.

cus. much of it already margir

W
1960s and '70s youth.

didn't

~tod Fart
and animated cart

owing that, Mark hung around Staten Island for a spell, commuting to
Manhattan to take some animation classes at the New School for Social Research,
ana a night class at the School of Visual Arts with famed illustrators R.0. Blechman
and Charles Slackman. Blechman advised him to enroll full-time and take Harvey
Kurtzman's comics course. The allure of Kurtzman, the creator of Mad, and of Art
vt k

N, whose book Breakdowns, and anthology Arcade, had caught Mark's eye,
: nim to enroll as a full-time student in September of 1979. At SVA
Newgarden 'L‘—?"‘-':e."utﬁd Wise-ass cartoonist Drew Friedman, punk rocker Kaz, and,
::-‘:._:_r some .:.ei“-anres with film, found himself, for good or ill, a cartoonist. In 1980
SPiegelman asked the three students to contribute to the new anthology he and '
nis wife, Frangoise Mouly, were starting, RAW, and shortly thereafter Newgarden

Degan producing comics i i
€gan producing comics in earnest, as well as working at the magazine's makeshift

offices, for w hich
The burst of experimentati

America 30 IC
Mercan 196os comics underground had already passed, and
| ’

those guys seemed ancient to us!” Instead
Spm'p}e )

» according to Mark,
H Mark and his peers, encouraged by
N Nl:: ; ) example of the success possible for avant-garde
magazines.,” At the ri;11e y;pie;rel;ngjfuzo C:io 'our‘comifcls Wkl b i

_ , § doing just that at Playboy, while the

National Lam :
it P‘;O”- High Times, and other successful fringe magazines also had i
Sy t g .
e ]e_ eeling was that it Was inevitable that Ma k, K S‘ !~
would break into the mainstr Mk, Kaz, and Friedman

That day, it turned out, would be a lon

T
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nose, circa 1965. (beloy
analects of an adolesc
Confucius; these self-
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anthology Weirdo, and little money to be made. No mainstream publishers were
interested, and only a few underground holdovers, such as Kitchen Sink and Last
Gasp, were even publishing comics, while Fantagraphics was still in its infancy.
Some cartoonists lived off their parents, while others were supported by girlfriends
and still others became semi-successful illustrators.
Mark pieced together a living. He began doing freelance work for the Topps
Company while still in college, his first assignment being the text for a set
of Jaws 3-D trading cards. In 1984, two years after Mark’s graduation from SVA,
Spiegelman, who had worked for the company for nearly two decades, invited him
to join Topps on a more regular basis. Out of a studio and offices in a Brooklyn
warehouse, Topps had produced Bazooka Bubble Gum and various trading card
series, including the '6os phenomena Mars Attacks and Wacky Packages, millions
of baseball cards, and other pop culture favorites, but was in periodic need of youth-
ful talent to rejuvenate its New Product Development group's novelty creations. In
late 1984, Mark created the initial concept for the 1980s pop-culture craze Garbage
Pail Kids for Topps (see Page 28), and he remained at the company as a freelance
consultant two days a week until 1993. For Mark, creating mass-produced gag
images was as noble a calling as any other; trading cards and gum wrappers once
belonged to the same cultural universe as comics: cheap, throwaway enter-
tainment condemned by parents and teachers and ignored by all other
adults and right-thinking people everywhere. As the producer of so much
ephemeral culture, Topps was the perfect home for the young, barely
employable cartoonist. Settling into the company's ramshackle offices,
Mark was surrounded by junk history, steeped in junk history, and con-
tributing to junk history.

Throughout his career, Mark would exercise the novelty side of his
brain, producing reams of ideas and scores of products for Topps, and, later,
other venues, including Burger King and Microsoft. This part of him has
always served him well in his work as a hired hand, using what he knows
about humor to create salable, but often subversive, products for America's
unsuspecting youth. The other side of his brain, the cartoonist side, only
follows his cartoon muse, big nose and all. But, he says, the “general goal
for both parts is similar in some significant ways—pursuing something |
think is funny, impacting an audience, or subverting an audience’s expec-
tation. It's all humor. Or anti-humor. Or non-humor.”

Mark’s models for his life and work in comics run in typical list/rant
fashion: “There are the social models of the ‘cartoonist,’ which has been

synonymous at various times over the past century with quick-buck
millionaire, semi-skilled laborer, newspaperman, joke machine, fly-by-night
con man, lowlife, passive/aggressive, obsessive/compulsive, bon vivant, dullard,
humble soul, desperate golfer, drunk, corporate drone, party clown, slacker,
slave, mentally unstable ventriloquist, suburban attic recluse, grinning idiot,
failed artist, wise guy. Maybe lately: social reject’s rock star or self-styled artiste.
| like all these connotations except the last ones. To me, a cartoonist is

a graphic alchemist, being fluent in words and images, with some additional
crucial skill at arranging what happens between them when they meet to form
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a productive life in the laff
mines. Photograph by Kaz,
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that other peculiar something else they must become. I think part of a good 2
cartoonist’s job is to suss out the specific material he has within him that best

benefits from that combo. If something can be more efficiently expressed as image

or text or anything else | think it rightly should be”

Mark’s comics career was slow at first. Before his weekly comic, Mark
Newgarden, began in the New York Press in 1988, he published a smattering of
work in the East Village Eye, the Village Voice, RAW, and other anthologies and
magazines. In these early years, Mark combined rigorous formal experimenta-
tion with manic dialogue inspired by radio, comedy routines of the past, and
the ever-current mania for consumption and information. In those days, Mark
says, “| was trying to express something of my own personal experiences and
some inner truth in a way that was attractive and amusing enough to get
people to look at it. The idea was to say something and push the boundaries
of the formal medium and still be funny—all at the same time.”

Pud and Spud (see page 140) exemplifies this approach. It is a series of
two-page comic strips published throughout the 1980s in Bad News and RAW.
It follows the two brothers of the title, Pud and Spud, through nonsensical
conversations about the minutiae of life as they are slowly and unknowingly
engulfed in a fire, flood, or some other disaster. The dialogue is based, in part,
on what Marlk calls “the Newgarden family dynamic.” By using identical tiny
panels to convey the already frantic dialogue, Mark manages to split a single
conversation into scores of individual compressed moments. This elongation
of time creates a feeling of claustrophobia and frenetic monotony, all of which
makes Pud and Spud “an absurd depiction of the dynamics of denial—our
inability to rise above our brain’s endless banal chatter and glimpse the seri-
ously problematic realities around us.”A few other cartoonists had attempted
this treatment of time and layout in comics before, but none achieved Mark's
emotional payoff.

An urban, adult Pud and Spud, What We Like (see page 138), is a two-page
strip that appeared in Bad News #3 in 1987. It also uses small, identical panels,
but in place of the cartoon profiles of Pud and Spud are graphic-style informa-
tional symbols. The dialogue is about a couple’s favorite things, which, it turns

(Above) Anonymous maker of a most

anonymous art; pictographs like
these informed such Newgarden
comic strips as What We Like.
(opposite) On the fringes of the gag
cartoon trade lay a vast, multime-
dia world populated by gag cartoon
teachers, hucksters, personalities,
losers, and artistes all trying to sell
their personal prescription to sure-
fire fame and fortune. These book-
lets and advertisements are just
the slimmest sampling of what that
gag-proselytizing industry churned
out and sold back to itself for
out, include sadistic fantasies. As the strip progresses, Mark equates the cou- ~ decades on end.
ple’s media-speak patter and cutesy popcorn ritual with their nonchalant atti-
tude toward their sadism. The rhythms of the strip imitate staccato media- and
advertising-speak while drowning us in chatter and meaningless “likes,” depicted as
a succession of blandly forgettable logos and irreducible icons. In the vain, insular
world of What We Like, torture and snack food are one and the same, and self-
absorption is the norm. The strip uses the formal language of comics in combina-
tion with reductive visuals to create a work that is visually identical to its theme:
the numbing effect of contemporary culture.

These two artistically accomplished stories explore the possibilities of rhythm,
time, and representation in comics. Until Mark’s 1988 breakthrough with his
weekly comic strip, these were his primary formal concerns, and he mined them
most extensively in the three-year process of completing Love's Savage Fury (see page

162), the four-page romance between Nancy and Bazooka Joe that appeared in 1986
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In constructing the comic, Mark developed an ad hoc set of rules that gov-
d its creation, including: All of the texts and images had to come from an existing
media source; Every action had to have a reaction; and Every single line had to justify itself.
The other major formal conceits are that the panels act as train cars and windows,
and that the page numbers are indicated by the number of black panels on each
page, which also double as light failures in the train.“l was trying to capture mem-
ory graphically and diagram it,” he says. “Nancys face is so simple, but if you just
alter one little thing, if it's the tiniest bit off, it stops being Nancy. It's about how

the mind can blow something you're not so sure of into Something incredible and
then back down again. And about the obj

thing about it. That was rom

ect of your obsession never knowing a
ance for me at the time.” Love's Savage Fury is unique in
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Mark and Karasik as a stand-alone anthology featuring work by their p 988,

the editors produced a third issue, this time mixing student work from the SVA

' jith contributi their more
experimental comics class they co-taught w ith contributions from

established friends. ‘ .
Around this time, Mark’s sporadic comics production (conducted while contin-

/

uing with Topps and pursuing a magazine illustration career) suddenly became
pro]mri( when he began his syndicated weekly comic strip for the New York Press and (Top) The cover of Bad News /urts s
ultimately a score of other weeklies around the country, ending in late 1991. Mark by Kaz, 1984. (below) Beach e

- ; ! : Blanket Bad News: 'k wit
Newgarden alternated titles, formats, characters, subjects, and styles at Mark’s whim. et 4 News Mark wi
% Paul Karasik at Coney Isla;
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it, “a ticking clock and a looming deadline.” The pressures of the gig, though, forced
him through an artistic evolution. A couple of years before, he had written captions
for a special gag cartoon section in RAW #8 and found that his childhood passion
for the punch line had been reawakened. After learning to pare down and condense
his work with Love's Savage Fury, he was looking for ways to make concise statements
in comic form, and had a world of comics history at his disposal. The single-page
gag format seemed a natural. For Mark, brevity has an inherent value: “| find a
single page a much more satisfying unit than an entire book. Anyway, I'm better
at being succinct than being expansive. And drawing is hard. Cartoonists are lazy.”

Gag cartoons such as We All Die Alone are where Mark gained the most traction
in the late 1980s and early '90s. In those years and since, his most fecund source
material has been the kind of low-down cartoons most prominently featured in the
19505 and ‘60s Humorama line of publications, published by a wing of what would
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Thinking on paper: preliminary
sketches for The Little Nun comic
strips (see pages 99 and 92), with
notations made for timing and
structure; a list of potential
titles for comic strips. Using lists
like these, Mark would rename
his weekly panels, amusing his
followers and confounding his
editors.
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The topics for the Humorama gag cartoons included work, Fy

et LiINCONy NEB
marriage, alcoholism, homelessness, daily dilemmas, sex, andi
more sex. The drawings were often crude, and featured the blg-ngsedlchara‘cters.
s0 often a staple of generic cartooning. Mark, whose lifelong fascination with big
noses is complemented by his inability to smell, had been entrar?ced. by the work
for years. To Mark, gag cartoons are: “A fictional moment frozen in time. The .
ultimate ephemeral medium. Instantly forgettable yet enduring. Instantly recogniz-
able yet nearly invisible. Inherently static. Inherently blunt. Inherently loaded.
Yet perhaps infinitely flexible. Inherently generic. Never really coveted, collected,
catalogued, quantified, rarely studied or considered as such. Never as badly or
specifically pigeonholed as the lowbrow or child’s medium that comic strips were
called. Culturally below even that radar. Creatively on permanent deathwatch for
decades yet still an ongoing viable career for many practitioners. The perfect
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playpen of a sorry medium.”
In his weekly comic and contributions to various anthologies, Mark employs

both the form of the gag cartoon and the denizens of its world in different ways.
His Big Noses comics (see page 36) encompass single-punch-line gag cartoons popu-
lated by big-nosed characters, which are printed alone or in thematic groups, such
as We All Die Alone, Humor Theorists, and Die, Mailman, Die! They use gag cartoons to
convey a more sophisticated, multi-layered version of the same kinds of themes
that Machamer, TUP, Bex, and their peers were drawing. The Big Noses comics also
encompass lengthy dialogue-driven captions with a single drawing above. These
cartogns are like expertly visualized comedy routines, aHowing Mark to indulge in
the kind of obsessive patter he's always loved. Finally, there are Little Stories (see
page 102). Each of these strips comprises a narrative caption underneath an oblique after the author’s demise.
piece of found or clipped art. These texts read more like short stories than captions, (below) Hawking Humorama:

their spark coming from the Enterplay between the image and Mark’s seething The cream of the low-down
extended prose. humor crop. (opposite) Mel

NAG YOUR NEWSDEALER
FOR A COUPLE OF COPIES.

(Top) Come-on for Mel Millar's
cartoon secrets canon, still

These last two series bear a resemblance to a group of cartoons published in
jque by the humorist S J. Perelman at the very beg]nning of his career. Pere|
pawe.d lengthy, pun-ridden captions with unrelated faux-woodcut draw; ereAm‘;n
continued, the drawings grew stranger and stranger and the wordplay n?cg):e a;de

work on the yokks in 1g61; an
excerpt from 500 Cliché Captions
for Cartoonists and Gagwriters

(1952) by Jack Markow, Harry
Lampert, and Dan Koerner.
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X thev also die alone, and we care about them because
f cultural exposure. And if those harmless icons of our
' we die alone, too? Mark claims that these comics are also
t of gag cartoons contain powerful cultural conventions
-er media and time-tested over the centuries. They persist pre-
work so well. But you need to have something personal and
. them.” Mark does not use the format ironically; for
rtoon medium is a very practical vessel for my big ideas, not a
ume,” he says. “And although at times | question and play around with
. baggage the medium comes with, the piece is usually about some-
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e regret, death, getting shafted by an employer, or fear of
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Besides examining and using the formal properties of comics for structure and
nt, Mark’s work also places the medium in the wider culture in which he

lly experienced it. Comics are related to gum cards, toys, ephemera of all
nds, advertising icons, novelties, and nearly everything else produced in massive
uantities for the amusement of a lowest-common-denominator public. All of these

ns populate a world of cheap entertainment. Burr Shafer books could, after all,
be founad on the same dusty tables as antique Joy Buzzers. Comics and gag cartoons
are only one part of a larger chronicle of lost America, the long-gone dime store
ountry, and the unselfconsciously obscure culture that died with it. Examples from
much of that culture now rest in collections like Mark's: meticulously filed piles of
rlm amusements and unlikely obsessions, including “Inspected by..."tags imitation
L feces, and m.agazines with the word “laugh”in the title. Mark continL:es to
collect, and adn.ms that there is a ‘delicate balance between sapping my creati
energy and fueling it." For an artist like Mark, the balance s especia%ly gl/ifﬁcultw;s
:

the traditions. st ' ' '
tions, standards, and histories his collection represents are still so alive to

him. Whe
im. When he went to work at Topps, the company was still wrapping gum in

1-“\"[' \ILY r\' orse dla\‘y‘ d “(}k 1 dades e | (lea[l 0O 'Vlal
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art from, and, to some extent,

manner of advertisements. Many su
were recycled into two other week|
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Em®. In each episode of Meet the Cast (see page 74), Mark created a collection of
these characters for his own amusement. Crowded onto a page with little order
was “an endless parade of characters minus any narrative or a specific context,”
as he puts it. Meet the Cast is about identities without homes. It represents the
ultimate detritus of a cartoon reality: dozens of perky, useless characters adrift
and poured onto a page without a story line or even a product in sight. They are
only a step away from the fame of Nancy, if only a kindly cartoonist would give
them a gag home to step into.
It's Em® (see page 125) features Em®, a cartoon glyph composed of a big head
perched atop an indistinct, armless body. Em® first appeared in Meet the Cast,
and like so many of those characters, was a brand mascot without a product—a
symbol without a meaning. The strip consisted of multiple panels of the same
drawing of Em® complemented by marketing slogans. There was no action, and
no progression, just the constant selling of Em®. “The idea behind Em® was my
pet theory that while the public is basically indifferent to the comics medium
itself, people absolutely adore cartoon characters, the more generic the better.
The classic ‘medium is the message’ concept. So Em® was created as a lowest-
common-denominator, ‘give 'em what they want' cartoon character. Em® is
universal: th(em) and me (spelled backward). The design was part cute (smiley
face), part gross (piggy nose)—the basic Garbage Pail Kids formula, really. Em®’s
essence was as minimal as possible. Em® said ‘Hi.’And that was it.” It also was
an ahead-of-its-time satire on the hollow randomness of brand identity—before
there was Obey Giant there was Em®. The Cast and Em® don't have all the
merchandising to make them commercial realities, but Em® did have his/her/its
moment. Em® became the New York Press’'s mascot for a season; readers sent in
photos of their Em® tattoos; and there was even some discussion of an Em® toy
line. But Mark “did not want to become what | was satirizing. | believed in
content and wanted to succeed by that, not by cynicism or the vacuity of hip
cuteness.” Had the creative winds blown differently, though, Em® and the rest of
the Cast would each have their own comic strip, action figure, bubble gum card
set, and soda tie-in. They would be items included in Mark’s collection.

One actual collection of objects did manage to leap from Mark's archives
onto the printed page. Over a period of weeks he collected (and asked for contri-
butions of) examples of toilet paper wrappers from New York City and eventually
across the globe, simultaneously creating both a new collection and new
content. He then printed the examples as a series of twelve installments of his
weekly comic strip, entitled Industrial Toilet Paper Wrappers of NYC. Imagine a
“comic” composed entirely of toilet paper wrappers. The toilet paper strips are
just one example of found objects sharing space with original drawing in Mark's
weekly strip. Other installments were devoted to earmuff display box art,
anonymous children’s drawings, and various graphic discards discovered on his
walks through New York.

These comics embody Mark's idea of the medium and represent what he
feels is the common cultural link between all of his endeavors. “It's a comment
on my work, the nature of all media—comics included—but not necessarily a
negative one. | firmly believe all the greatest work of the twentieth century was
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(Above) The licensing
bonanza that refused to
sell out! Em" toy prototype
sculpted by Richard
McGuire, 1991. (below) A
cartoon character creation
tool: maximum genericism
promised and delivered.
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Mark Newgarden
made to be disposable,” he says. “I like toilet paper wrappers and | like comics.

iy Both belong in the recycling heap and both belong in the Louvre. | loved seeing
™ my New York Press work getting stepped on by muddy shoes on the subway and
on the floor covered with dog piss. | loved seeing the wax wrappers for Topps
products blowing along my block on windy days and getting rained on and
shredded in the wire fences. | loved seeing cheap abandoned plywood kids’ fur-
niture in the Salvation Army completely mummified in Garbage Pail Kids stickers.
| even loved seeing Peter Saul and other “fine artists” reinterpreting Garbage Pail
Kids images in their work. And | love seeing some dopey half-forgotten project |
worked on moldering in a grocery box under a table in a junky flea market out
in the sticks. On one level, that's how | know my work was in the world and that

n
~I

| existed. That's success.”
Of all his comic strips, the toilet paper wrappers elicited the greatest volume

of reader mail; many other strips, including painstakingly forged parodies of
other, more established weekly cartoonists, resulted in reams of hate mail, some
of which Mark gleefully recycled into content for two more found object
features, both entitled The Mail Box. Even if the hate mail didn't deter him, the
non traditional nature of his found object strips ultimately helped convince the
New York Press to suddenly cancel Mark’s strip on November 15, 1991, which left
him contributing his gag cartoons to anthologies and magazines for much of

NO LAUGHING
_ MATTER

GOF) KNOWS WE'RE TIRED 0]
hearing about AIDS, but Mark New
garden’s “So Help Me"" cartoons

Tasteless Toon
IN THE OCTOBER 28 ISSUE OF CITY
Paper a cartoon by an artist named Braque
[Mark Newgarden| appeared on Page 74. | join
my colleagues here at the Navonal Center for
Missing & Exploited Children in expressing

Loose Lips s
MARK NEWGARDEN SUCKS S0 BAD I'M
surpnsed he has any lips lefi. Face i1, Mark,
vou are not funny. He mspered me to do a sinp
kke his—m |5 munutes | came up with a pretty
bad comac and thought of sending it to you,

I but did not want to compete with that geek for our surprise and dismay at your decision to
:;:‘}';"”“*’1‘ stnp " the ‘“:;C;‘ o [}:‘L’ print such a tasteless cartoon, and challenge (CP, 8/12) weren't refreshing or he ’ | ili hi :
Meark \-n‘.;_f:‘ 3 :,:: f:fwlt'::m: you to print this letter along with your apology humorous. Hasn't AIDS touched ‘ the QoOs, severely curtailing his comics output.
: o Fra for making such an unf, hoice. i H 5 3 : -
= T e R AN oSS cnough lives (I've lost two friends) : Cartoon characters, and the themes they embody, will always exist, regard-
< 0 make light of a subject as devastating as that we to find it a laushj
intrafamilial sexual abuse 1s not only tasteless m_ ind 1t a laughing b . e . : .
i s e \T:r[:e:?‘-W]J;(ssofunFy' Mark> 16 1 : less of the disposability of their media. Nancy and Bazooka Joe are believable as
child-serving organizations in this city and riend or acquaintance of { i ] i i i I 1
o gunﬁ",‘:;ﬂ:;m;ss:fml yours, you would be in decp trouble | a failed romance because their existence is a given. We are invested in such
pI;}blcm I can assure you that for the count- ;"udc“‘l_fu‘;";i‘ggrg‘fn?;;gk_ P;;edlsl i characters as meaningful icons, and they wait patiently for us to turn a
INCES] VICHMS in our community who have T ? I Fap, n 8 ) g —~
l l(;!facclhclrncumiuuon and deal with it in an m?’gr';‘!"'_ﬂegﬂgt City Paper staff page, open a pack of cards, or turn on a television so we can gaze at Mmm.
effort to lead normal adult lives, there is noth- straight) object to running . - f ; - -~
that strip? Remember ““Jokes for the them. Why shouldn't these gag functionaries make eye con- umm

STRIP TEASE

A el e i ing humorous about child sexual molesttion.

John"? Newgarden’s stuff belongs in

tact in the subway? The cartoon rogues’ gallery of Meet the Adiaes ’ Wy

[ FIND IT IRONICAND RIDICU- And it 15 an insult to your readership thar . R
Jous that you shoald e would choose to print and dlsl.ribulra Gﬂ):::l the johm=p flush twice.
) such as this. > ith | . i | e
dersde hae Robert Chadbourne Cast, with its nowhere characters, is a different version of a
e

“Uncle Marky’s Fun Chinic,” an
inferior comic strip, and its parody of Samore
Matt Groening's “Life in Hell. "
While Groening's strip abviously
repeats itself, Mark Newgarden's
strip has taken repetition to a ludi-
crous level. Your decision to feature
the parody on your August 5 issue
;DR:T makes it all the more msulting.
ou're carrying the wrong stn
Please correct this. ;
» Bea Ople
Batimore

Recent research sponsored by the U.S. De-
partment of Justice carried out at the American
University herc in Washington reports, “While
ippeanng as light and guileless humor, the
vast body of cartoon research documents car-
toons s 2 sociopolitical art form. It is speculat-
cd that some sort of *Socialization of Taboo ‘

similar idea—these characters populate our consciousness
T, . H=ELP WANTED

and our dreams, but have no lives of their own; they wait to

be activated by the punch lines Jack Markow and friends

identified. Those five hundred clichéd gags are the cultural conventions that ‘

Mark carries on. What is life but exactly those captions? Troubles with your boss, ~ "*. " "~ "

den. This is by my count the second time he's your spouse, booze, depression, taxes, religion, and death. This is the stuff that . 1000 of s

been slammed in “The Madl” (7/15) and I'm fills up days and months and decades. Cheaply produced disposable publications

g:':fn&limgof it. What’s wrong with Newgar-
s work? No one seems to be able to pin it filled with cartoon characters give a form to these thoughts that is as familiar as

down. Are they irritated because his comics . Y
the troubles themselves, making them palatable and accessible to any reader.

Comic Relief
I 'EI’HINK IT'S ABOUT TIME SOMEONE
said a few words on behalf of Mark Newgar-

Ideas’ often used the cartoon format 1o a) cir-
cumvent readens’ resistance by b) humorously
tnvializing existing taboos "

On behalf of organizations such as o i 3 o-understand
. 2 urs who don't tell nice -1 v ;
%_Lm ::;;: ':n:‘:::c'::difédﬂllg of child victimi- about How H;r?y[.ifc Is in the 'Sﬂsl;tg::nrf i J - B I
WOES ANYONE THERE EVEN LOOK AT adult survivors of incest, 'd Lk 1y g 02" enc beaides me see that what he's doing is in And while the paper may disintegrate, its themes are eternal. At any given time =™ = =0 | %
Newgarden's stnp before slapping it up small request, In the future when cary e na"""mmfhlmalthemmni:gnpd- et th 5 | s sl il e . public to take mercy on
m"*}l’:ﬂ’mmwﬂ has 1o be no; other- such as this one cross your desk, d .IOO“_S luofmﬂﬂmwpcu]m,mml dll or these waorries may seem equa , Tor whats death wnen youf wite 1S throw Ly
wise, the paper et ity » don’t print ncwspapers, and Guess e ; i . R Mark.
week's srip (1078) o through 11 po :fucti:;::,:“:,l,ﬂmmry' They cheapen your mMP&m,?::ﬂd Do:hm i ing a shoe at your forehead, and who needs religion when whiskey is just a
frame is tickening, offensive, and, 1 top it off put, child s rippll your readers, Simply need are fewer casualties of the smug, inbred | 5 S - - | lif h h . Mark’ :
not even the remuotest bit funny ) xual abuse is no laughing matter. world of “Underground Comix” and more. &8 reach away? By giving written and visual life to these thoughts, Mark's comics
Meredith people who are willing 10 look atand judge | represent an artist looking inward to his own inspirations and ideas, and

their work on its own merits, e
P.S. All of the above yu«s for Big Baby,” £8
100. 1
Jason Rubis |

Mi. Ramer, Md.

5 5
I'rendens, National ( enler for Mumng & Explinied Chaldren

Next time show 3 little clasy and dicretion;
Waikingtom, ) C,

take out the offending s
other filler SRS e

outward both to his chosen medium and its history. He is, quite literally, the
anonymous guy who makes the funnies. —Dan Nadel

Joyce Frieden

Wankmpion, D ¢
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yusing eccentric
ve director until the
Fleischer Studio animator,

the Nostalgia Press, the

| to comic strip reprints.
of talented cartoonists,
navazine and EC Comics artists like Jack Davis
: npolished talents like the young Robert Crumb,
tationery and logo, and the teenage Art
r, Gelman was collecting as much as he was
shead of his time in his omnivorous consump-
or him, as for Mark, the two activities went
g ration for the other. Comics, animation, and
> also part of the same game: each combined satire,

b after joining Topps in 1984 was developing ideas

o Wack xages, gum-card stickers that parodied consumer
cts of all kinds. Spiegelman had conceived them with Gelman and their col-

ague Len Brown in the late 1960s, and they were wildly successful for years
-many of them were created with Spiegelman’s underground cartoonist pals,
) riffith, and Jay Lynch. Because oFSpiegefman, and by
1, Gelman, Topps became a place that underground artists could go to

K€ some money and hone their gag chops. In 1984, Mark produced a gag sketch

the latest revival of Wacky Packages and called it “Garbage Pail Kid,” an obvious
arody of tne then wildly popular Cabbage Patch Kids dolls. It never made it to

) Only at Topps: A generic y | / . = ,‘ = LASTBD BILL |

‘or novelty products; 4:30
'me at the gimmick factory,
my Terminal building #2,

Ra i "¢a 1980, photograph by Brad Kalhamer-
PRODUCT DEVELOPMENT - i~ : ‘ " : . .
=5 e rigina

_ - ‘Garbage Pail Kid,” slated
)65 Wacky Pac kages series. From
le doodle g Pop culture craze was

-louse promotional trading card
g the Topps Product Development
4T team, 1970, inscribed to Mark by
© ‘egendary Woody Gelman (second from
te) Uncut production sheet

) for Garbage Pai] Kids, series 1. 1986.
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with bad things to ha
to cartoon babies; ear:
Newgarden Garbagc Pai
Kids gag sketches and

by John Pound, 1986:
charts like these kept t
Topps sewage running
smoothly out to sea, 198
(opposite, clockwise from to;
left) GPK make the funn
pages; Not everyone fin
the kids so funny—the
Reverend Jerry Fallwell
Liberty Report, September
1986; a couple of kids

deemed too disturbing t
C

see print: Pickled Pat -a:‘

Vaporized Val. Paintings

tom) Topps idea book, fi]

dDD

printed product as pain;

John Pound; a completels
satisfied Topps customer;
and another, more practi-

cal use for GPK.

e B “‘ul ke oeer
LA

ol
wogfmmﬂ (Gose)
MpTEMelion on) SO
CCLOPRITB. wjAee
GPRGHE
aum  ReAlety
M 2

- Grk Collecmit W/ WRKARS

/§mrr:r

= T
oS
= Seomen H""-”‘““

(octinlers
GFoa T
= T o~ fanE =
Fom (7 e S L (R L
IR T ﬁmﬂz
>
Teumter Py Greed
GPY  AQMT
< femme. VN"\("
A WMCE

AL b\d’a‘”‘“"m”
! ScROOGE =
(remmd W ARSI
Pocky PMJ -l
Cockf CH“( Scor-Plo

.

S

NG~

& OUT BlANS

&r

——— b

THEFAMILY CIRCUS, -

- By Bil Keane .

Parents Enraged'

Bubble Gum Cards
Leave Bad Taste

“Got any Garbage Pail Kids cards
you wanna trade, Grandma?”

Bl

: Hello .@ |
«&1 am an ugly ' Jerk who sells |
these stupid stickers to take
'(_"'ll(‘ of my wife and 5 kids.
:Please pay any price you wnsh

Thank you g
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nose that dispensed gum nuggets through its nostrils; Gruesome Greetings, a
[iCkErS based on the p g gg g g

he following year, Topps; S€€!
scratch-and-sniff greeting card set; and the extremely unlikely Barfo, a limbless,

- - but t 3
by M Kids fad, released a series of s

el Pa[Chl racter’s portrait on the front and a gag or two o Cheap candy always came vomiting nuclear family of gooey candy dispensers. Hundreds of ideas never even
idea. Each sticker fe_aerd.a . mjccesg : and Topps eventually releasefj f'ftee” SEHEs out of the strangest places made it past the development stage and are remembered only by name, including
the back. It was an nnmer:duatzli; h“r;('j[ed kids before retiring the .tltle in 1989. (In at Topps: the Pluggo gang such sure-fire losers as Oops!; Sandwich Gum; Who Cares?; Cute Puke; Ugly Baseball
containing, overallj near Y}:\\_dea e w civteenth series.) The creation of the. cards with removable outies, St tues: and Bobithe Blue Pyramid el

il resusma{Wd t[”;"rlsmrmmo:Wmmg' AR ['he e 1?87i'ar;d ik (l:ﬁndy"&)r Compared to Mark’s more private and personal comics output, “this work
sieid jfg';i};;:ﬂec with otheor col!eagUES), artists including John i ——— i involved a much wider range of activity, including corporate responsibility and

sweet tooth, 1985,

Spiegelman (

‘professionalism.’ It was a job for a company that offered a certain creative leeway
but also had certain concrete expectations and requirements. It involved all kinds
of persuasive, collaborative, editorial, and political skills, art direction, design,
awareness of budgets, deadlines, production issues, and so on. Creatively, | always
tried to be true to what | thought would be funny—or at least what the eight-
year-old in me thought would be funny—and to try to bring things into the world
that maybe nobody else would ever try. The stuff | .Judge the most successful was oo e
probably the closest to my personal humor aesthetic. But there were a lot of other, &5, C0 - 4e g by
very talented thumbs in those projects.” Newgarden. Gag by Sam
Because of his success, Mark was given some creative autonomy, and, as Henderson, painting by
Spiegelman had done decades before, hired friends from the underground, including  John Pound.

A memorable Gruesome
Greetings card from the

Tomas Bunk, and James Warhola would paint the final artwork. The last step was
the character-naming meetings with Mark, Spiegelman, and Topps stalwarts Len
Brown and Stan Hart; finally, the entire series would be presented to the Topps
executives for approval.

In the midst of the shiny, Reagan-era 1980s, Garbage Pail Kids emerged on the
scene as a shock to a largely conservative mainstream population. Purchasing the
grotesque and ingenious cards was, like buying Mad magazine in the 1950s, a first
act of rebellion for many children. The series taught kids to be suspicious, absurd,
satiric, and simply gross—all valuable tools in getting through modern life. Their
popularity and offensiveness did not go unnoticed, and the cards inspired a tremen-
dous public outcry, as Adam Bomb, Losing Faith, Acid Wayne, Jim Nauseum, and
their pals grossed out parents and delighted children around the world. And as with
children’s fads before it, bans, lawsuits, and public condemnation swiftly ensued.
But more importantly, Garbage Pail Kids broke numerous taboos in “children’s”
entertainment that allowed later, supposedly child-friendly shows like The Simpsons
and South Park to go even further in their biting satire.
it e, et e ) Sl
other things, like Toxicr High, a "horrorrusyftir'nh . mc‘”f adaPtat'On: 3”‘?] B
with Drew Friedman, and%u'ch eni mati0 ¢ |SC{100| Yading card. “eries Gieated
was dispensed from the Produas'sgbell ke t)’.'tems ey sy

y button; Pick and Chews, a disembodied

Richard McGuire, Gary Panter, David Sandlin, and Kaz to work on ideas and products
with him. And while he never owned the properties he created, he says “the trade-
off was the creative freedom there to push things further and further and see this
fly-by-the-seat-of-their-pants novelty company manufacture some fai.rly crazy,
personally satisfying objects on a mass scale at a time when this was just absolutely
not going on in the culture anywhere else. It was a conscious compromise at a

certain point.” i
In 1993, however, when Topps experienced some distribution problems and Mark

found that more of his projects were being shelved than produced, he moved on.




Despite a lot of frustrations, Mark found the experience at Topps invaluable: Lo
“It taught me the discipline of sitting down and manufacturing ideas—often
volumes of them on a single theme.” That kind of creative practice has served
him well. After leaving Topps, Mark continued to plow the novelty fields. He used
his developmental skills to sell humorous takes on toy ideas for cereal boxes and
fast-food restaurants, software for Microsoft, and promotional gimmicks for
Packard-Bell, among others. While churning out these concepts, Mark continued
producing magazine illustrations, writing and designing for Nickelodeon and

the Cartoon Network, and carrying on a long-standing collaboration with the
avant-garde New York comedy trio the Poster Boys. His 1999 Cartoon Network
Web Premiere Toon B. Happy was at the forefront of online Flash animation,

and A Second Chance at Life and Cartoons and You were well-received follow-ups.
These cartoons are funny and formally ambitious, not unlike his comics work.
All of this work in collaboration with other people or entire companies is Mark’s
contribution to the junk culture that raised him. —D. N.

Stills from Cartoon

Network's initial Web

Premiere Toon B. Happy,

1999. (below) Topps' 1991
masterpiece, The Barfo

Family Candy, which gener-

ously combined what every
kid loves most: vomit and
sugar. Display box drawn

by Drew Friedman, paint-

ing by John Pound.

:

| BAR E Oy
CANDY: e

ARTHUR T. SHORIN




ALL THROUGH LIFE, EVEN
WHEN | WAS MAKING A
FORTUNE ON ACCOUNT OF
THE BIG BEAK, AND WHILE |
WAS OUT THERE ON THE
STAGE LAUGHIN’ AND KIDDIN’
ABOUT THE NOSE, AT NO TIME
WAS | EVER HAPPY ABOUT IT.

— JIMMY DURANTE
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“Chaplin was a commie fag. Keaton was a drunk. Harold Lloyd was impotent.
Harry Langdor_w wore diapers. Laurel was a drunk. Hardy ways a hermapphroéiér.bg::oklﬁf\]?fv:sczlet;:':ted e
And so was Billy Bevan. Chico fucked Boy Scouts. Harpo was a commie fag. Fields was a druni At?l?gti \
Iae;;?:];:ulgwetglambler. Costellp was in with the mob. Ben Turpin molested poultry. Lloyd Hamiltlon had a
i Sa?g:;ivz;rg;ﬁrilspiera;ecg:;:I?ehé:shf:mouts cbont:edy hat. William Bendix had three nostrils. The Ritz brothers
i ; se ate baby sparrows. Al St. John was a drunk. Mack Senn an
uzgz“;;;: Tg:erra::asélzb‘tgnd so was Billy West.l Moe fondled neighborhood children. Curly fondlede:egiin}
el nip.ple cliam : ars:dlgg;atlcv Shemp.wet his bed. Joe Besser’s wife was ill. Snub Pollard was into whi:ﬁs:‘
oo i bparber‘s he_ster Conklin. Leon Errol was a drunk. Bobby Clark beat his wife. McCuIIou'cu-.
2l e chair. Jack Benny was a woman from Philadelphia named Estelle M Wilkenson
ght Jimmy Durante masturbated into clean white socks and cast them from hié hotel suité

Benny Rubin was a o

Macloubbah. Chick Saldersu r:t(e E‘a yfm ond Griffith communicated telepathically with an astral entity named

ond I every one of Fls pictureslseﬁnfh from a colostomy bag. Eddie Cantor exposed his dink for a split sec-
- Gil Lamb picked up white socks from off of crowded city streets. Olsen sold

J

acs s :

Bert Lahr was a pompous ass. Danny K et Smagk A”“;’V Devine shot steroids. Dave O’Brien shot Kennedy.
aymea;i:tﬁ;s a chommle fag_. Ed Wynn was a drunk. Byron Foulger lived six-

the African {:lunw 10 swept his rooms, did all his laundry, doubled for him at
lungle. So they all had their problems . . . funny guys, though!

teen years with a male o
. rangutan n
bridge and taught him the ways of
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“Well yes, | am looking for an entry-level position. One with little intelligence required. | want

something menial where | don’t have to think very hard or at all, even. That would be nice.

One where I'm only a marginal cog in a vast corporate machine whose ultimate function |

could never begin to comprehend, let alone relate to. | want to be used, taken advantage of,

beaten down, dicked around, given the shaft, exploited unmercifully and after a career of
soul-breaking monotony | want to be flung away like an obsolete piece of plumbing. | want
to be paid as close to minimum wage as feasible. | don’t want any benefits, medical cover-
age or even a nurse on duty if | cut off my thumb. | surely don’t want any challenges. | want
to spend my time in this world laboring anonymously, consuming in misery with little hope
of anything beyond. | also wouldn’t mind something with potential health hazards, possibly
something carcinogenic. And I'd like my meager intelligence regularly insulted—that’s
important. In fact, I'd be interested in regular on-the-job harassment—racial, sexual or oth-
erwise. And if it's not too much to ask, I'd really appreciate a position on the verge of obso-
lescence, something where I'd stand a good chance of being replaced by a computer circuit
or a third-world child, or a genetically mutated member of the mandrill family within six

years. In short, Mr. Shorin, I'm not looking for anything special”

1990
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“HE JUST CAN'T BRING HIM-~-
SELF TO HIT IT BECAUSE HE'S
A ScoTcHMAN AND GOLF,
BALLS ARE EXPENSIVE,"

33LE
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J 1990

orf,
“He's Too LA2Y TO N
ITIATE SEXUA
CONGRESS BECAVSE HE's A MKR "L
OONED HILLBILLY,”

-

I % Daniess

“He's LIT MULTIPLE CIGAR-
\ETTES BECAUSE HIS ATTEN -

TI0N IS FOCUSED ON THE

LADY'S MAMMARY GLANDS

"NOTHING FUNNVY HERE ...
IT MUST JusT RE AN
ILLY STRATION) , ¥
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Approaching coyly. Encroaching. Coiling. Circly-circling. He'd slowly find her. He'd slowly
have her. Conchita! Rudolpho! Pluck, touch, pepper, punch. He'd slowly charm her.
Another series: touch, palm, retreat, circle, dip, touch, touch, touch. Equal parts: hesi-
tance/fire, equal parts: reserve/desire. To grasp her, to gather her, to meet her, to play
her, to take her, to take her palm, palm in palm. Matter of fact. Again. She met him, she
let herself be met, she moved towards him, alongside him, with him, for him, for her, for
them, she met him. Matter of fact. Wait. Wheeze. Once more. Touch, clasp, retreat, repeat,
circle, dip, brush. Then grasp. Grasp firmly, grasp warmly, heartily, hotly, awkwardly,
dumbly, gravely, blindly, numbly, Rudolpho! Conchita! Matter of fact. Closing a deal.
Striking a bargain. Sealing a fate. Shutting a door. Opening a gate. Boiling an egg. Matter
of fact. He'd have her, he’d keep her. Locking, pushing, kneading, groping, helping,
digging, sealing, thirteen seconds, fourteen seconds, reeling. Hell, seventeen seconds.
Rudolpho! Conchita! Entwining, releasing.

e L = siew o yoog B o) Bupjiem uaagq sa,|
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LOOK ;
HOWw BIG HIS NOSE IS .

“When | was a younger man | deeply cared for a woman who, although she enjoyed my com
pany, would not respond to my efforts to engender a romantic context between us. Howeve
when | retreated from frequent contact (which was ultimately less painful), there she woul
be with phone calls in the night, flirtatious asides, steel blue eyes, and two of Nature’s bet
ter cheekbones supernaturally dropping and rising as she laughed the name of my soul.
This pattern evolved into a sort of dance which we performed for over thirty-five years—z
step east countered by a step west, likewise north and south and backward and forward anc
up and down, again and again. Meanwhile, | looked elsewhere, married, fathered four chil-
dren (two of them highly paid professionals), and developed my own corporation from a
modest egg delivery route in Rochester, N.Y,, which | bought in the autumn of 1964. She
married also and buried her husband, a concert pianist, in Easton, Pa., last year, shortly after

:ﬁ'my P ayers: she has agreed. She is going to be joining me here within ten minutes. | love
IS remarkable woman with al| of my heart and soul. Please bring us both the fajitas”

S aeL—WD ¢
| jﬁﬁ&%@@\a:p_\__:k
T R

“Death begins in the colon!”

“Death begins in the colon!”

43
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“Well Doctor, | don't know where to start today...hm...uh...well ... starting reminds me of finishing.
Finishing reminds me of furniture, Furniture reminds me of woodworking. Woodworking reminds me of Woody
Woodpecker. Woody Woodpecker reminds me of the erect male penis...ah...ha...er... hmmm. Let me
start all over again. Well . . . again reminds me of repeat. Repeat reminds me of television. Television reminds
me of radio. Radio reminds me of radiation. Radiation reminds me of atomic energy. Atomic energy reminds
me of heat-seeking missiles, Heat-seeking missiles remind me of . . . the erect male penis...uh...oh...
wait. Let me begin again, fresh. Now, fresh reminds me of spoiled. Spoiled reminds me of brat. Brat reminds
me of bratwurst. Bratwurst reminds me of . _ . um...the erect...uh... this isnt working. I'm going to start
over. Over reminds me of “the end” “The end” reminds me of the beginning. The beginning reminds me of a
fres_h_ start. A fresh start reminds me of 2 French tart. A French tart reminds me of a Parisian prostitute. A
Pan_suan prostitute reminds me of the . . . erect male penis . .. Damn, | keep getting back to that. Doctor, this
is distressing. Perhaps | should start from scratch. Uh . . . scratch reminds me of sniff. Sniff reminds me of
snuff. Snuff reminds me of tobacco. Tobacco reminds me of Tabasco. Tabasco reminds me of chili. Chili
(r::?mds ml:hqf o Mexico reminds me of Acapulco, Acapulco reminds me of vacation, Doctor | think I'm

© something. Vacation reminds me of work. Work reminds me of play. Play reminds me of ball. Ball reminds

‘r:r:)em?: babt. !?(al re;’ninds me of ... Oh dgar. 'There it is all over again, Doctor. Maybe this is significant. | keep
o 52; argm_il;ason:‘;(t)?ac:éotl-':. !\éowt;hls time I'll start there, Ahem ... The erect male penis reminds me of

. ath. Death reminds me of life, Life [ i i i i
Newsweek, Newsweek reminds me of George Bush. Geo remina me ot s el AR

rge Bush remin is...Well,
for goodness sake! How much longer do we have left, Dgctor’?" ° menithoeretual i

n 1+ &
M NN\ ‘wrat are you Do on
THe (6THE

CollecTion) — IT NO wNGg:E BROUGHT
Joy To AGNES' LFE!
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RATIVE
Y SHEY% DOING HER MASTERS ON COMPA
IDEOLOGIES (N (9 TH CENTURY READINGS OF

ANCIENT PERUVIAN Copices!”

[ —-Ad.q{\.ﬁ‘ .-.‘i\

“ T peep A WOTHER GranDMA!!”

1995
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“A funny thing happened to me on the way here tonight, folks—a guy came up
to me and said, ‘| haven’t had a bite in three days! So | said, ‘Neither have I.
That was pretty funny. Y’know | just walked here from 126th Street ... and
BQOY are my feet tired. Another funny thing is when you’re picking bottles out
of the garbage—Y’know how there’s always just a little swallow of liquid left?
Know what | mean? | just don’t get it! | mean.... If they liked the first 98 per-

pinach and Fontina sandwich—$5.98! Shi

was gone. Nobody home at nine. | gave h _ 98! Shit! Fuck! She cast a glance and 3 :
hurts. Don't sit on poetryit hurg sgh:ereﬂe;‘ g:v n:z;skter:g llntJ;:kkt?:. lsm:ep in the meadow. Cows in the corn. Poetry cent of the stuff so much—then what’s wrong with the rest of it?? That’s pret-
ed th i . OK the last pie it - -
s S‘:e‘iigge":m?ghiiizgtr_t.sl.:]:;d:;srtnytoqgue. She was making art ngw ﬁtﬁfjgﬂyHnZ'fngé"s?;f,emgﬁlh,f,ZZ'j"tﬁL ty funny. Another funny thing is when you fall asleep on the subway, then you
Poetry fails. Tell a story. Once upon a tiigi::rg:’;?;“‘l‘l 'eft-AHad to catch a train. Or a bus. Or a plane. Or Steve wake up in a pool of your own making? That never fails to generate a gentle
off. Sh u 5 ellow. And . : .
i ‘*,f?“e‘? me "Mordaunt Hall" after the famous patriot | cauei‘?’f“’f”' And, well, time passed. It never came guffaw from these quarters. And speaking of quarters, folks . .. can anybody

nship. Kind of. A bit. Not really, Not er “The Elastic Croupier” In short, we had a i n

spare one? But seriously. ..

at all. [ “n:
Who am | to Judge? “Did you see Twin Peaks last week?” “No, | didn't”

Clouds, clowns rails, saj
y » sails. Clouds. “Good-b
: ve, Ernesto. Feel the denim
of my heart. I'm cold. I'm cruel. I'd break

T —— e ———
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IF HE DIDN'T HAVE ANY
INSURANCE .”

*1T WouLD BE ALOT FunNIER
IF HE USED A WALKER
INSTERD OF A CANE”

AAD |

=

=

*IT wouLp BE WAY FUNNIER IF HIS

NAME BEGAN OR ENDED WITH
HARD K SounD.” &

“WHEN WiLL PEOPLE EVER LEARN ?~

49

1990

“You take me up

Up up up

You bring me down
Down down down
Elevator love
Elevator love

Elevator love

1st floor heart-throb

2nd floor desire

3rd floor passion

(Release nozzle only
in case of fire)

Elevator love

Elevator love

Elevator love

et

You're givin' me a lift

I'm givin’ you my heart

In a box named Otis

That's where we got
our start

Elevator love

Elevator love

Elevator love

4th floor embrace

5th floor mount

6th floor ecstasy

That's where | always
lose my count

Elevator love

Elevator love

Elevator love

You take me up

Up up up

You bring me down
Down down down
Elevator love
Elevator love

Elevator love love love”
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FEED '‘EM~-

“w d b “l hate my mother-in-law so much
cmmy wanted a tumor but that | put my hand in a paper-cutting

she had me instead.” achiner
1991

TISLE™
BEDEAD .
'SOON

T . (990

guldi;z Murphy. Cowboy/singer Audi
elafonte fucks musician/com
_ ' Poser Tommy Dorsey. Musici
g;saedi;::; ‘:er:l. Composer/Italian Giuseppe Vert:i fuﬁ:glal?
Ucks actress/model Christi i
£ ie Brinkley. Act
akley. Model/actress Ronee Blakley fucks actory/writenreiz::;

“My entire family was recently burned to death in an
exploding DC-10—how can | possibly make anyone

“Now I'll never have a truly satisfying
laugh?”

sexual experience.”

T
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HE: DO YOU LIKE KIPLING?
SHE: NO.

HE: NEITHER DO |,

Arthur L. Sawkus Jr.

The Great Eastern Sawkus-Tim Co.

2265 Longacre Blvd.

LIC., N.Y. 10329 Aug. 23, 1990

Dearest Ms. Whitlea:

It has quite recently come to my attention, once again, that | am being unfairly relegated to a disadvantageous position in matters of my capricious
claims on your personal ardor.

(Fuck me, Harriet)

This, simply put, must be redressed immediately. | can ill afford to be imprisoned in this exhausting matrix of frustrated endeavor due to both physical
and scheduling limitations. Not to mention the ramifications of this distressing situation on the quite sensitive nature of my affirmedly masculine ego.
(Fuck me, Harriet.)

My promptings, though assuredly instigated in honest self-interest, are however quite possibly likely to result in a mutually satisfying arrangement for
all parties concerned.

(Fuck me, Harriet.)

In closing, | ask you again to please reevaluate your position and kindly consider the voluminous benefits of my previously outlined

proposal.

(Fuck me, Harriet.)

Yours affectionately,

PooKiE

A.L. Sawkus Jr. P.S. | am not a businessman.
| am a poet.
You have pretty eyes.
Fuck me, Harriet.

h--nnu.qi‘_‘-‘\‘“’:;-;\‘ RTTR R e S NIBW )



e "‘\\“ i/

i

‘I walked the streets. Scoured the back alleyways. The global asphalt was my companion. Looking for a vague whisper of another way.
Looking for GIRLIE FUN. | first heard of GIRLIE FUN twenty-five years ago. Someone in Marakesh who knew a friend in imports tipped me
wise. We were on the steps of the American consulate. Did | ever try GIRLIE FUN, he wanted to know. “You mean sexual relations?” | rough-
ly countered. *No, no my friend” sputtered Bimbala, the wizened old friend of a friend. “GIRLIE FUN!I GIRLIE FUNI” | didn't know what this
pathetic bedraggled creature meant. He led me to a tired old café on the far end of Rafmazbool in the old quarter of town. “You wait here—|
go get GIRLIE FUNI" he informed me. *No, | go with you | said, not trusting this set-up one bit. “My friend” he sneered, “GIRLIE FUN must
be approached very cautiously by one individual, alone, in his own special way" “What the hell is it?" | blew up. “Some kind of strip act? A
magazine? Foreplay?” The old geezer cackled like a thousand troubled hyenas. “You Americans amuse me much,’ he wheezed. So | sipped
a slale green local brew. The place was a wreck. A few drunkards. A German tourist. A whore. A long bar ending in a black hole in the wall. |
sat and waited till long after dark, but the old fakir never came back. No money changed hands. No robbery. No con. | staggered back to my
Plaza hotel room well past two o'clock. | never was able to trace the old buzzard down again. My friends acted like | was crazy. But the old
man must have meant something. Much time passed. | married, divorced, repeated the process. Traveled around the world sixteen different

were from that part of the East. | met her in a hotel lobby in Rio. She would

some chores in Austria first. This shaggy dog story had gone too far. Like the old soak, she was playing games with my head. | slapped her

hard across the cheek. She turned and emptied four bullets j i
: s into my side. It wa i
REALLY don't care what those two meant by GIRLIE FUN. If ] find v:)uy { Todinalorseven e Ty e ey

Muct more common and easy tou derstand | know a I of gir h her. F N maybe haUe wasted ) entire
ot
: i : qi Is. We ave fun togel er. GIRLIE UN. SO ay! | I

etded okl QIRLIE FUN, Nop Id-be assasﬁq were jabbering about. Like | said, I've always been skeptical. Anyway,
searching for s cus to wha ts, méani ; Io a Sh‘er‘ really, but I'm no storyteller, just a curious kind of guy. If | didn't spend a lifetime
s itwould have just been something else. Art appreciation, maybe. Religious devotion. Or making lots

of i oney. Or killir g lots o DEDD‘E here re or m wa (s] fe. A rch rch. As far as I'm co [Cellled
are Iy SO any Yy i i r i i !
itall. ; I i ' : 4 5 to live a life, search IS a search is a search. ! !

offer a rare demonstration, only, it seems, she had to tend to

. ——— e T

| ——— :'.'m.‘_..J_‘
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“ WHY Do BARIES LEAVE .,

™
HEAUVEN TO COME HERE ? WHY Do BABIES LEAUE

L Wl HEAVEN TO COME HERE 2"
Ledve Heaven

M TO Come

Keane

WHY Do BABIES LEAVE |
HEAVEN To Come HERE?R

" WHY DO BABIES (gAv
= S
HEAVEN To come HERE ?

57

“It was a lot easier to look at her after they took the tube out of her nose. You'd be surprised how far up
those friggin’ things go. Anyway, after leaving the hospital | had to go on at six and then get back to the hos-
pital before visiting hours ended. It was a rough show. Froo-Froo Jr. wasn't making it any easier for me—he
knew she was dying, lying there with the tubes and everything—and so when he comes out for the vacuum
gag he has the nozzle attached to his rubber nose. | guess that was supposed to be funny. Anyway, it was
for the crowd. The bastard wanted to see what | would do. | come out like always, do a 108, but instead of
hitting my mark | kick the nozzle right out of his face and the damn thing lands right on his head like we
were plannin’ it all along. He falls back like he's dead or something. The crowd goes apeshit. And Lyle was
shitting a brick back there—he was afraid we were going to just start kicking the shit out of each other. But
that would be giving Froo-Froo too much satisfaction. | just did my job and got out of there. Froo-Froo was
expecting some heavy scene after we got off but | just looked at him and laughed. The asshole. Anyway, |
get back to the hospital and there she is sitting right up looking 100 percent better. | don't believe it. | said
‘What happened?’ She starts telling me a joke this Indian doctor of hers told her and it's the same fucking
joke Froo-Froo started telling us last week on the train right before the crash. So anyhow, I'm laughing at
the joke and she just stops and falls back down again. Boom. That's it. | couldn’t believe it—like something
out of a cartoon or some shit. The Indian doctor comes in and tells me she's dead—go home. Jesus. Solgo
home and I'm up all night watching TV and when Letterman comes on | can'’t believe it—he tells the same
damn joke again. This is too much to take. I'm pretty messed up and | kick the fucking set out the window.
Well anyway, it nearly kills some couple out back screwin’ around. The cops come and this one fat one gives
me shit about how | should behave seein’ as how I'm a clown. So | threw up on the guy. Well anyway, to
make a long story short, | never did get to hear the end of that joke. Sad but true”

s % \ S uew o oog e o) Bupiem usag saA.l.
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“Don’t get me started. I'm so tired of the whole thing. ‘Cutting edge!' I'm so sick of hearing about the ‘cutting edge!’
‘Cutting edge!” ‘Cutting edge!' Exactly what is this phrase referring to? Knives? Razor blades? Are we all going to
be like kitchen utensils in the future? The first time | ever heard about the ‘cutting edge’ was in 1975. | was in art
school. My friend Neal introduced me to this girl, Cherisse, who was very, very ‘cutting edge’ She had this long
twisted green and red thing on the top of her head. Ten years later | found out it was her hair. Cherisse was a ‘per-
formance artist’ God, those were magical words in 1975. You had to hang out with one ‘performance artist’ or you
were NOWHERE NEAR the ‘cutting edge! Cherisse . .. God, | was hooked. She did a ‘piece’ where she talked about

teen years old. A painter. He:s bgen ‘cphing edge’ for sixteen months now. He's been painting for a year. He paints
gre:lkblg. huge canvases with little pictures of Babar. And this guy's got sixteen dozen lawyers and dealers and
ve in Argionat else sniffing after him, dousing him with money, proclaiming him ‘cutting edge’ He gets his pic-

| ' - < il “ S T oMoCIDAL MANIAC AND T'VE
ture .m Artforum, scowling, plus Details and sixteen zillion Japanese magazines. Models throw themselves in his o You STEAL My FREE SAMPLES .’ BE:ENN;'?A&lNGC\"OU GINCE 1969 BECF\USE,

YouR MIDDLE NAME BEGINS WITH K.”

v [~ WiBI JO 400G @ Jo) BUIEM USSQ AL, |
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“To paint is to see. To paint is to love. To paint is to dance with sm i

in the moonlight. To paint is to fly, to grow, to skip, to soar. To paint i:qob::?rfﬁ%tfﬁfyep?g if:lfldl:entby t_he_Se
ing the t?ubbry froth of its rushing whirlwinds and swift black eddies. To paint is to dreamuTssd;?:I%r::b.'
Ioor:;ay?;Essev:;\r(nzc;ull‘jc:%:;n!ar;al;ed in tpe strettats with a loaded revolver, shooting randomly and rr.aurdevr\:;

: : chanis.” To paint is to raise honeybees outside of Deauvi i ;
m;hsiri;h;fotihoef S{olgr':ms. tq malfe love to a Turkish princess in a snug foxhole in the railrl':.e',l'gopz‘ifl'tn?stzg 2;19(.
it Rl oun' Lljmmbmfgbrrd, to su.rglcally remove one’s own prostate with a golf club, to consumeﬂ
il orygan ?oc: :Irg _e ore an audience of six hundred rhubarbs. Ah! To paint! To paint is to knot one'é.
S e matCth;vkmoglng uptqwn bys. to re-shape a sleeping gnat’s profile with a Panzer tank, :
el frielnd i tan an expwgd library card. To paint is to jump up and down on a small del:--
gty onIQ o allevi:t \Aéaych. to listen, to whisper the unknowable. To paint is to grill in Had'es fc
B s o paini | lnt the next by the sweet cool ash swept in by a fragile, nearly imaginar,
Rt Wi e Sackward f|s o be called. To paint is to insert forty-seven spoons in one’s anus and
Lo bl rwmor Sf”t(rtfen hoyrs._To paint is to catch the rooster. To paint is to boil the lucky
of some unimaginably mauve bu‘-:torfi Pl s baint S0 soar toithelend ciEtonte winc‘:;
;‘qedick's in Scranton. To paint is to Ee goigligfe:fadrdop:?d headfirst into a cup of lukewarm bullion at a
aociii:mugﬁ;gg :Fldh??as'hed potatoes.' To paint is to co:su;('elc;, Is?;vgirrc?nd (;“mmal, h_OI‘SG al‘!d e Sto‘”:j

 Mahal, To paint s fo reap tha o er o slaw while porking a Rockette on
p the wild Naugahyde. With you beside me, Mimi, my dearest,

l Wl” once aga“l f“d tl e COUIage tO I Iy g . . =
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“| am funny. | am funny. | am FUNNY. | am funny beyond funny and still funny and a half. | am pure clown. That's me. Every fiber of
my corporal being, every translucent whisper of my flickering soul. That's me. Mr. Funny. Mr. World's funniest. WORLD'S. In the flesh.
My swelling, shaking fists are gags. My sagging buttocks a salvo of merriment. My cuticles bleed gelatinous guffaw-juice. HOT TAR!
HOT TAR-INI! OH BOY!

Freshwater fish stop their swim up mountainous spawning streams to cast their yellow eyes at me as | go into my “Funny-Bunny
Shoestring Gag-Trip Tango” Cancerous blooded hospital children postpone death to watch me produce colored scarves of silk from
my voluminous comedy pockets. | am funny, funny, funny. Saltwater fish as well. Mollusks too. And traction children, retarded chil-
dren, children of all ages. HOT TAR! OH BOY!

| once cracked the smile of a comatose electrician after he was unplugged and left to wither. All | said was HOT TAR! It was easy.
Had | lived in another age, | am personally convinced that | could have made Jesus Christ piss in his holy Fruit-of-the-Looms. Laid
‘em among the sweet peas with the rest of 'em. Hitler too, God forbid. And David Brenner. | am that funny. Pure clown. That's me.
Have you ever seen my feet? My feet are funny. Have you ever seen my stomach digest a meal of warm graham crackers and ricot-
ta? A yokk and three-quarters. Japanese tourists pause and undulate as | feign lack of oxygen to my brain cells. As | hit the asphalt
they crowd around, only to be convulsed with laughter as | scream HOT TAR! HOT TAR-INI! OH BOY!

My vomit is comedy-vomit. My diarrhea is mirth-diarrhea. My tears are of the wacky variety. | am a chuckleheaded, slaphappy,
nutty, dippy wackadoodle with a painted smile and a Joy Buzzer in my heart. Chaplin once called me “The World's Greatest Clown?
Jerry Lewis called me “One of the immortals.’ | am an utter pisser. Panic. Riot. Himself. HOT TAR! OH BOY!

Give me a step, I'll fall and break my hip. Give me your hand, I'll milk it like a cow's teat. My classic routines speak for themselves.
“The Slappy-Back Spoofy-Turn-to-the-East and React” “The Merry Twinkle-Fall on My Kidney and Scream HOT TAR-INI" “The
Skidding Slap-Stop Grope and Dispense Peanuts.’ “The Flailing-Flying-Flounder Spin-n-Crack 108-Style Seemingly Shattering My
Rib Cage” | am not unknown in Brussels. | am known in Bali. | am beloved in Bushwick. That's me. Pure clown. Funny-meister him-
self. HOT TAR! HOT TAR-INI! OH BOY!

Learned men consult with me on the very nature of funniness. Many ordinary citizens have phoned me deep in the night to ask
me what's funny. | have been asked that question over 6,573 times. And do you know what | tell 'em? | say: ‘I really don't know?
That's the truth. And | really don’t care either. When people stop laughing then we'll have to go figure it out. But people keep laugh-
ing. They tell me they like to. It makes them feel better. So I'm still in business. Listen ... | have to go defecate now. My stomach
hurts. | had some blood yesterday. Nothing serious. I'll tell you that joke later. HOT TAR! HOT TAR-INI! OH BOY! OH BOY! OH BOY!

OH BOY! OH BOY!"

1990



“|T WOULD BE FUNNIER IF

(- H16 NOSE WAS BIGGER.”
B 1991
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1T WOULD BE FUNNIER IF [T WERE
RAINING NUCLEAR (WEAPONRY.”

1T WoUuLD BE FUNNIEF
THE TIDE WAS HIGHE

-ray ‘
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“LET'S GO- OUR TOB HERE IS DONE.”

63

“This is us. This is us waking up. This is us getting out of bed. Up out of bed. To put the water on. For cof-
fee. This is us awake. We're awake now. Here we are. This is us making water boil. Spooning our coffee. This
is us up and awake and drinking our coffee. This is us awake and alert and not sleeping. Eating our bread
with the coffee we made. Smell that coffee. Mmmmmmmm. Smells like coffee. It is coffee. That's why. This
is us needing TV on. This is Bugs Bunny and Friends on. This is us. Watching an ad for Popeil. For K-tel. For
the Navy. You're making an excellent point that EImer Fudd is not Bugs Bunny's friend. I'm knowing that you
took the bigger of the two pieces of bread. I'm agreeing with your excellent point. And neither is Popeye.
This is us agreeing. This is us in agreement. This is us totally agreed on a thing. This is us ready to wake up.
We're getting up now. This is us getting up. To put on some water. This is us getting up to make coffee. Here
we go. This is us going. This is us doing. We're making the coffee. To really wake us up. To go do. We're get-
ting up because we slept too long. We get tired of sleeping. We get so tired of it that we can't stay awake
anymore. So this is us getting up. Getting going now. We’re watching TV. We're watching cartoons. This is
up, alert and watching cartoons. There's a cartoon about Bugs and Elmer. Elmer’s shooting Bugs. Not like
friends, | agree. There's a cartoon about Sniffles the mouse. In the cartoon Sniffles keeps falling asleep. So
he drinks lots of coffee. This is us watching Sniffles drinking coffee, while our water boils. This is us agree-
ing: EImer and Bugs can never be friends. This is me turning and seeing the way your mouth brushes the
edge of the cup. The coffee is hot. This is me hating you. This is us drinking our coffee, eating our bread,
watching cartoons and getting up and going. And doing. This is us. Here we go. We're getting up now. The

water's boiling”
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“Your name is Marissa. You were born in Teaneck, N.J. and grew up outside
Ronkonkoma. Your father's name was Rolf and he studied endocrinology in
Brussels after the war. Your mother was a Swede. You live at 341 East Sixth Street.
In a corner apartment. You bring your laundry to a little place run by a one-legged
woman every Wednesday at eight thirty or so. Sometimes earlier, never later. You
drive an eggshell blue Ford Fiesta, work at a job you despise for a large legal firm
and lunch alone, watching cartoons in your office with the door locked. You don't
laugh at the cartoons. You have loved deeply and been hurt badly by three men,
each of them tall, brown-eyed and heavily involved in the arts. You shop at Farm
Pride grocery, root for the Mets and regularly travel to Chilmark, Mass. to visit an
elderly aunt who has no one else to turn to but you. Having turned thirty-six you are
actively seeking a deeper spiritual commitment in your life. | am your soul mate,
Douglas. | have been waiting for you here for all eternity. Nice juggs, baby”
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¥ Jack BENNY IS SO CHEAP THAT HE
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HE: | don't want to know your name, your body, much less the porridge-gray murmur of your soul's discharge. N

offense implied. What I'd venture, however, is to provide one man's educated response to the mortifying careless

ness of this curatorial blunder. I've noticed you for the last seventeen minutes. I've noticed your eyes roll. You
weight shift. The tip of your tongue escapes your lip's tight curl. Evidently you have detected the very problem
Perhaps we share a mutual interest in a rather undervalued middle period. Admittedly this is an unusual interest
much less a specialization, however | have personally devoted the last four years of my academic life to it. My mas-
ters was a critical investigation on certain, shall we say, neo-structuralist readings of this very piece. Although it

was very, very well received by a small circle, I'm unhappy to report that it is as yet unavailable to a wider public
No tragedy. However, a few brief basic points should be made . ..

\'a)
SHE: Wait. | don't really like this kind of art. | don't understand it. To be truthful | don't like or understand any kind Og
of art, really. Most artis just beyond me. And the idea that people pay millions of dollars for this stuff—God! That &
:"lonefy could be feeding starving babies here and abroad. | mean some art is OK. | like Dali. OK? But I'm really not R : : :
L l °'|'3“-':'”"' Just trying to meet some halfway decent guy that won't come at you with a belt after he's had a “JACK BENNY 1S SO CHEAP HE POKED OUT WIS VY JACK BENNY IS SO CHEAP THAT NO
couple. I'm thirty-four, divorced, kid, work in a dentist's office. God-I don't know. My friend Kathy said | should go LEFT EYE WITH A DARNING NEEDLE So HE OTHER HUMAN BEING COULD POSSIBLY

look at art. She's in advertising. | guess she thou i i ; = A
: ght | might pick up some culture. And maybe an OK guy. But I'm ouLDN €D TWO LENSES [N HIS EVE EVER LOVE HIM .
not up for a lecture or even a talk on anything this advanced. I'm sorry. It would be too much for me. | like TV. | do ELASSE.; P’JE

?oﬁgd:f:ﬂ?‘; 'Ies:d“;?n:’aiff:hg;i QD"r1 mxlf ::ndsffull with my kid. He's learning disabled. At least that's what they
School. i i 1 . .
maybe | should try party lines, y relrigerator is busted and I'm leaking ozone. God . . . | don't know,

HE: So what agency does your friend work for?
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“See—I| got this piss problem. | don't exactly know how it all started, but ever since | was a kid I've had
this very specific, very particular piss problem. It's like ... say | gotta piss. | gotta really piss bad. Know
what | mean? But I'm doing something else. Maybe playing ball. Maybe I'm on the job. Maybe watch-
ing TV. And | gotta piss. Y’know? Sometimes | think | piss on an above-average basis. | really do hold
quite a bit of water. Even when | was born my mom said | pissed like a spaniel. | drink a lot. | get thirsty.
I'm an active kind of guy. So, here | am, doing something, and this urge strikes me. A little voice goes
off in my brain sayin) “You gotta piss.’ And | do. 'Cause it's always correct. Guess it's sort of like my
unconscious. They say it's the “Call of Nature” So | think, “Guess | better find a place to piss” Well,
this isn't always an easy thing. Sometimes the facilities are unavailable. Know? But | know eventual-
ly I'll find one. | always have. So anyway—I| gotta piss. | get to the men’s room. Find a stall. Jump in.
Unzip my fly. And you'd think “Now here’s a guy who's all ready to piss But y'know what? | don't. |
just stand there like a statue. Y'know what | mean? Frozen. And | can’t do it. | just can't do it. It's some
kind of block. A pisser's block. It just won't flow. So there's the problem. And this has been going on
since | was a kid. So anyway, here’s what | do. I've got this. . . little thing . .. I've got to say. Not really
out loud. In my head. Or under my breath if I'm all by myself. | gotta say this silly stupid little dopey
thing. It's really goofy. I'm standing there ready to piss a whole bladder-full of piss. And | can'’t. So |
gotta say: “You're an ape—urinate.’ Then—woosh! | can piss. Just like that. It's pretty weird | know, but
it works. Isn’t that something?”

h— \  "Nlew 0 %00q & Jos Buniem uaaq BA 1.




Al

CHuckss
¥ PERMIT ME TO QUOTE

Ay PO 1991 “MARK TwaiN SaiD 1T 8est!” 0)0 DOROTHY PARKER AGAIN.™

S = ]

Q ";:)

z

|

A Gutraw

Titfer

THIS REMINDS ME OF A POEM By OopEN NASH ” W
. \RWIN 5, COB® WAS S0 RIGHT!

7

R
0O
-

T'M GETTING = \
GoOoD AT
THESE. ] e

e— (L€

“You know | wasn't always called to medicine. | swear. See, I've been a naturally funny individual ever since
| was a kid. So originally | was going to be a stand-up comic. I've always needed to make people laugh, lighten
their load, the whole bit. Sounds corny. | mean it, though. That's my thing. So | spent six years doing wait-
ering shifts, washing cars, driving cabs, living like a loser, just so | could hit the clubs at night and polish my
act. I'd hang 'til two, three, four o'clock waiting for my shot. Crazy days. Nutso days. Life. Well, it's one of
those things. It just didn’t play. See, | was born into the wrong era. My kind of humor is a dying thing. Now
it's all sickness and sex and death. Call me old-fashioned. What can | say? And | wasn't managed properly.
There’s a story. It's who you know. And | didn’'t know. Not then anyway. Your head hurt? But my mother
always had this dream. My uncle was a podiatrist. My cousin discovered Bactine. So | gave up comedy and
went pre-med. Next to the clubs medical school was a piece of cake. | mean it. So, ten years later I'm a fab-
ulously successful specialist. | know, sounds wacko. Hey. My mother’s happy. But you know what my secret
dream is? I'll tell you. It's to really help heal people through the miracle of laughter. Not antibodies. Not sur-
gery. | sincerely believe that laughter is the best goddamn medicine available. Ever hear of Norman
Cousins? He says that too. A good joke is stronger than all the aspirin in the world. Wacko, crazy, but it's an
established fact. There's been statistics, tests, paperbacks, the whole thing. And you know what? You need
the right attitude. That's critical. | think it's a love thing. Love is laughter. Inseparable. Symbiotic. Crazy. So. |
see we're having a bad reaction to the chemo, Mr. Klein. Lighten up. Did you know your doctor beat Danny
Thomas at golf last week?”
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“OK—up against the wall. Hands in the air. Freeze. |'ve been waiting a long time for this, so listen up, suckers. | won't
be saying it twice. First off—give me your undying love and devotion for all eternity. Now | don’t mean no Whitman’'s
Sampler, John Boy Walton, spray the Bactine and kiss Mr. Boo-boo good-bye. | mean UNCONDITIONAL ACCEPTANCE
of every fiber of my fresh, yet tragically flawed little soul. No matter what. ’Cause I'm not gonna be a nice guy. Get used
to that. I'm gonna puke on you, crap on you, pee on you and sneeze on you and all combinations thereof. Not just once,
or sometimes, but thousands of times and in so many glorious multihued variations that entire grave yards of
Postimpressionists will spontaneously reanimate and applaud in their rotting smocks. I'm gonna eat your food, suck
your fluids, and scream your name in the night for years on end, without even the slightest expression of gratitude let
alone acknowledgement that it could ever be any other way. I'm going to reorder your entire existences in so many
insidious ways as to functionally render you my personal financial slaves for life. Playskool hibachis. Day care. Polaroid
film. $185 character-endorsed yachting thongs. Woodwind lessons. Festive bunting. MFAs. Maybe a nose job if | wind
up looking too much like you. The sheer overall cost in postage alone will have you working your despised jobs a
cumulative lifetime total of sixteen months. | don't need to remind you how many bed & breakfast weekends in Cape
:I:gpt]:ar:;c;”birl?;fi :;:nge;x;: :ef?’re |'l1'st:II qv‘ervl'll have rei_ected every one of your goals, Yalues, idgologies and
o Minckg i enlireyworld fro;ann”;: ether it's in my best interest or not. Ar?d there’s nothing you will be able to

conviction that every one of my mildest inadequacies is ultimately ALL YOUR

FAULT! But the best part will be this: you'll utterly convince yourself that you actually CHERISH EVERY HELLISH
MINUTE OF IT ALL! So let's get moving. Now. | want my baa-baa

Pollock

“Sunday morning . . . | had two soft-boiled eggs for breakfast on Sunday. With toast. Rye
toast—the kind | like with the little seeds on it. And coffee. That Bustelo always makes me
run. For lunch | had a can of oven-baked beans and a little salad | mac{e up of leftover
romaine and a nice plum tomato. | think | had Pepsi-Cola with that. Nq. no—l.t was Cranapﬁlei
juice. | remember now because | spilled some on my blue-and-whljte shirt. Th.e onle t at
used to be my favorite. Before the pullover. It stained. Arou_nd four.o clock | behe:g kaen

to the pot again. Then dinnertime | think | had a piece oi_‘ fish, broul'ef:l. SFrod,tI ltdtr:c ! t?;i
scrod. | complemented that with a portion of noodle pudding from Miriam’s that ?jr‘?s -
and string beans too. | added a little chopped aimond‘ and_ wheat germ to th?j an llf\’::) :
very, very tasty. Come to think of it, | had Pepsi'CoIa. with dinner. Later | treated myse ‘

little dessert. | had a Watchamacallit candy bar w@h my coffee. The sun set éerylr( c-ﬁr?;
Sunday. | was watching. The sky was red. | had my final bowel movement z-i\:fterb ark.f sfl
asleep around ten. Then | got up and peed. | woke up early on Monday. For breakfa

opened that box of Raisin Bran | told you about last week ..”
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SORROW IS BETTER THAN LAUGHTER:
FOR BY THE SADNESS OF THE
COUNTENANCE THE HEART IS MADE
BETTER. THE HEART OF THE WISE IS
IN THE HOUSE OF MOURNING:

BUT THE HEART OF FOOLS IS IN

THE HOUSE OF MIRTH.

— ECCLESIASTES, 7:3-4
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4

/

CASH IN ON THE LITTLE NUN'S MASS

APPEAL! LICENSES ARE STILL AVAILABLE

IN MANY CATEGORIES-LET THE COMIC STRIP
MIRACLE OF THESE FINAL DAYS HELP
YOUR PROFIT-MARGIN SOAR HEAVEN-
WARD! HERE ARE A FEW SUGGESTIONS
DEVELOPED BY OUR NEW PRODUCT DEPT.
TO HELP YOU SEE THE LIGHT!

EDIBLE ROSARY-
Munch your way to
salvation with this
delicious fruit-flavored
confection! (Plus a
real milk-chocolate
crucifix!) You’ll want
to say your prayers
AFTER each meal-
and snack time too!

HOLY EUCHARIST
COASTERS-The perfect
hosts for the perfect
host! Keep those

pesky wine-rings off
devotional as well as
recreational furniture!
A real boon to clergy
and laymen alike
(lay-girls like ’em too!)

BIRTH CONTROL PILL
DISPENSER-Hey Gals-
sexually active? Let

the Little Nun remind
you when it's Pill time
as she prays for your
eternally damned soul!

STIGMATA GLOVES-
Sure to become the
latest high-fashion

statement! Safe,
painless and easy!

Don’t wait to be
chosen-get yours

today! ¢
4 4

FIGURAL
DECANTER-
What a natural! You
won’t want to keep
your sacramental
wine chilled any
other way! Makes
any picnic a real
ceremony! Be the
first in your pew!
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BE OBSCURE CLEARLY.
—E. B. WHITE

TN WN StemARmIIY GRS SSAL AR CiiE

It began simple enough: a new twist on an old punch line. | had been working out the joke for months. Private. Away from
anyone who might be inclined to get curious. | like to keep to myself when | write, especially when | write jokes. Call it good
luck. Then the phone calls began. First rings and hang-ups, 3:00 in the A.M. Then long-distance operators connecting me
with dead air. It smelled from the start. After that, postcards. From Linden. The Oranges. Flemington. Trenton. Cape May.
Pictures of trees. Waterfalls. Bridges. Motels. Shores. Scrawled inscriptions | couldn’t make out. But the postmarks gave it
away. Aces . .. | knew | was on to something. Something funny. Trouble was someone else knew it too. Someone else in
the Garden State. The punch line that is New Jersey is hardly fresh stuff. Corny. Old-hat, in fact. But this new twist of mine.
That was the dynamite. Guaranteed Laff. Bigtime Boff. Original. Different. Postmodern. This was hot stuff. Still, it needed
time to jell. You don't just go writing this stuff down then run out and collect your yokks. Not if you're smart. You mold it like
clay. You age it like wine. And you don't make too much noise. That was the thing that gave me the Heebie-Jeebies.
Someone was on to me. Then late one P.M. after a few larks | opened the door to my office. Trouble was, | opened the door
with my head. Something ugly was waiting for me that night. Something with a Jersey accent. | saw hearts. | saw stars. |
saw moons. | saw clovers. | saw blue diamonds. When | came to next AM my pate was cracked like a pigeon egg. And
everything was gone. My tapes. My notes. My joke. Pages were ripped out of my atlas and joke books. Jersey pages. But
the big thing that was gone was my memory. Somehow they erased that joke clean off my mental tape. Gone—like yester-
day’s tuna. But | still have a few tricks up my sleeve. | think | can still piece it together. | just need some time. And a little
luck. And a new door. And when | get it, you can bet I'm going public. Get ready to laff.
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Brothers fighting over walnuts. Two brothers
fighting over a cardboard box of walnuts. Gary and
Harry. Make that a paper sack. So there’s a fight going
on. A big fight. Coming to blows. These guys are in their

cementchucking miners. Never collected stamps. Never even
used 'em. Teeth the size of detergent boxes. Fists the size of
state capitals. Gary punches his brother in the stomach. Make
that the LABONZA. These guys play for keeps. Chips on their
shoulders the size of German shepherds. “OK—OK—-You can
keep the goddamn walnuts.” Tongues the size of veal flanks.
“Damn right” 611 tiny broken orange butterflies in the labon-
za of Harry make a sound neither crying nor singing but one
that could pass for either in the garage in the rain in the
night. Harry bends to pick up the walnuts. His brother kicks
him in the chin. There goes his head. Clean off. Flying
down the street. Past the mall. Over Terre Haute, Indiana.
Sighted by thousands in Rome, Italy. Gary eats walnut
meat tonight. Make that Fielding, New Zealand. His
wife covers his aching, distended, abused torso
with kisses and peroxide. Gary wins. To the vic-
tor belong the spoils. To Gary belong the
walnuts. He don't even like ’em. Just
likes to fight. Know what | mean?
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12:06 A.M.—Still awake, after trying to sleep for 312 hrs. or so. | stare at the ceiling, | stare at

the urine stain on the rug, | clip my nails, open the window, turn on the TV, close the window,
turn off the TV and cry.

12:48 A.M.—Try not to think about it.

1:24 A.M.—No sleep yet. | head for the bathroom and feign a bowel movement. | wash my
face with used, day-old water. The bathroom sink is clogged again. | check for Liquid-Plumbr.
There isn’t any. | poured it down the drain. Afraid | might drink it. Ha ha.

1:59 A.M.—Try not to think about it.

2:16 A.M.—I| look for a book. It's the only book | own except the one with people’s telephone
numbers in it. I've read that one already. This one has jokes in it.

2:24 A.M.—Try not to think about it.

3:09 A.M.—No success in finding the book. It's not where | thought | left it. Where did | leave
it? Maybe in Bondurant, Wyoming. Ha Ha.

3:38 A.M.—Try not to think about it.

4:11 A.M.—I found the joke book. It was propping up a 3-legged bookcase. | decide to start
at the beginning. Some Jokes by the I. & M. Ottenheimer Publishing Co. ISBN 0-8230-4319-36.
This is all too familiar fare to me. | quit.

4:47 A.M.—Try not to think about it.
5:09 A.M.—I'm back at the book again. | read a joke at random. It's the third from the top on

pg. 319. For all of you who are going to follow along. The previous owner numbered all the
jokes with a rubber stamp. This one is #40037.

Len—Young doctors are queer propositions.
Ben—How so?

Len—They are exceedingly good tempered, yet they lack patients. (patience).

5:12 A.M.—Try not to think about it.

6:37 A.M.—I| repeat that joke over and over in my mind. | savor the rhythm, the construction.
| time it. | sing it. | taste it. And | come to the conclusion that levity can help significantly in
times of personal turmoil. | turn over, fall asleep with a clearer mind and a lust for life.




A joke in a leather jacket barreling down the sidewalk on its way to an important fete A

jg::];T :nr;aii-:itﬁlr:vinfg rc;o(;g. A joke sitting alone in a bagel restaurant smoking the last
g for 4:00 to become 4:06. A joke attaching i
. . . : : g itself to your navel an
sucking out your moist gray lint. A joke going to high school and workin; as a counte:

person at Arby’s on weekends. Two jokes missing a bus. A joke becoming sexual. A joke

;:Oa;:f::gutiign:g r:;)tes on ev‘erythmg 'Bryant Gumbel has to say. Because it matters. A
el Wit;egge. ﬁ; joke gett'mg cu.te with you. A joke trying to pronounce the
e _Skun ortgnate |_|sp. A joge lying to you. A joke trying to make you
i susp.ectejd : praying. A‘joke. accidentally catching a glimpse of something
e e Bilc.jf(l)(; smelling like stale bacon on a Thursday afternoon. A joke
bille E THAT WE CAN ALL ENJOY. NOW GET OUT THERE AND
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Shoe leather on weary tile; eleven steps. Weary clotted tile. Reiley hoisted Reiley one
buttock then another and set, adjusting his balance with the maternal concern of a
Looney Tune hen about to hatch a litter of chicks and maybe one reptile. Reiley had
boils on his ass. They blossomed, popped and bled with the drab regularity of an
expensive Swiss timepiece—nearly every night Reiley shifted his girth into that seat at
Red’'s and nearly every night his Hanes betrayed the boil constellation which had
visited him since some cool day in March. (Actually, nearly identical to the time when
Lizzie had switched corn oils—maybe . .. ?)

The stool answered Reiley’s soft anal spurts with a infinitesimally minute putting
sound. Shiver, shift, exhale. A slow close of the left eyelid. A tongue on the gum. A
thirst. The hands behind the bar made swift motion with a faded towel and deposited
before Reiley an alchoholic beverage the color of birthday cake. Reiley turned as
Greenberg turned on the neighboring stool; swallowed his yeasty drink as Greenberg
swallowed his phlegm. Greenberg fingered his forehead and smiled through Reiley’s
alcohol. Very soon an identical mug appeared before Greenberg, whose own sitting-
down ritual (intricate—though aesthetically no match for Reiley’s) had been played out
three feet to the left an hour ago.

Somewhere in Pennsylvania a teenage boy was putting these words in a little red

book:
We can drink iced tea/and digest/our fats/you & me sweet kid/we can make it to the
fucking/moon. Come my way sweet-kid/hit me hard with/a jackhammer/of total com-
mitment/right between the eyes that crave/your sweet roasted meat/debutante. If you
weren’t married/to a sumo wrestler/and didn’t have to pour/milk into his Cocoa Puffs/
every A.M./we could escape to Central Islip/and catalog the dimensions of each other’s
soul.

Reiley talked Mets with Greenberg til around eleven, then went home to see
exactly where he'd bleed.
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::,Eg::.:;[;::;;e;tear;cea;”er ifn Realdir:gi. Pa. flipping her husband's safety goggles upside down on her own tired face and fierce-
il e,pos.pn : iren korda- a 'g man of some years ona small st_a_gg in the mountains dropping his checkered trousers
: : > g his soaked-meat rump for a \a‘ﬁ. Intentionally humiliating the one person in the world who wouldn't do it
o you for a laff. Watching penguins for a laff. Anything for a laff.
fo:?lhinagﬂycTa:;ToTth wmfw conﬁ;g':et fjheesf and bananas and purposely mispronouncing the word “flutter” for a laff. Hitting Larry
ast ray of sunli is i i i i i
Kl g solving on Aunt Rose's embroidered toilet-seat cover for a laff. Nuclear winter for a laff.
a”igs;?lred muldg(;jzlat falling dow.!'n in 19"26 for a laff in 1973. “Hi, I'm your new babysitter!” for a perennial non-laff. Someone we
b aelgeo: Taﬂy Ls;puttermg LADY!" for a laff—and almost always getting it. A BLT on a poppy bagel, hold the mayo, side of
- Unnecessary surgery for a nervous laff. Sex for a |aff. Art f ; i :
. : : { or a |aff. Death for a laff. Anything for a laff.
: B:gz: ;z;l:sal:t::;:n?:r: i:\:nfoaol:;paaround—every STat ;15 taken. Sitting at the bar are a Jewish man, a Polishytmangan Italian man
; ] nese man, an Iri ive- i ind t i ; ,
B i G L s apan rishman and a Native-American man. Behind the bar is a female kangaroo
The end of th inni
il Expre:sgsg: ffc;rrzllr;ff;. 'g_hf;hbeg!nn:ng of love for a laff. McCullough cutting his own throat in a barber's chair for a laff.
lersey, white bread, lobster bibé Elonzrd'ls? f0r|ac||af|1' Laffing on the outside, weeping on the inside for a laff. Tor Johnson, New
] : ; ealed salad, light machi i i Hi
t’ernon Dent, the word “fuck” the sinking of the Lgsitania{:htl:?);n'::ﬁ CS);“GHFS'. AIFUb& Sl I o
y 00 i i
aundromats, cancer and Paul Newman Salad Dressing for a laff. Anything forz Iaf‘fCEeaner" S e
. Everthing for a laff. OK? So leave me alone.

Mrs. Rosalie DiCathartoid of 47 Bedudsa Mews, S.\. buried the last of her off-
spring in the sixth tragic parka-related death among the touchy DiCathartoid
tots. The eleven-year-old Angie was reportedly “pushed to the brink” by the
social stigma connected with the severely frayed elastic cuffs on the hand-
me-down parka, a parka which so peeved each successive DiCathartoid
sibling that each was driven to an unnatural demise at his own wooly mits.

This less than beloved garment was purchased at “a healthy savings” at an
off-season K-Mart Savings Bonanza by budget-minded Rosalie—yet allegedly
never fit any of the family members quite right, various aspects of the cut and
material frustrating each of the style-concious DiCathartoids in a different
manner, inevitably resulting in shame and agony which, coupled with peer
mockery, finally erupted into a private reversible-polyester hell for Rosalie’s
entire crew.

“| guess my kids just don't like that parka;” bawled Mrs. D. as she signed an
agreement to place the discount raiment of wholesale destruction in cold
storage. “l knew | should have done this after Stevie, but how could | bring
myself to throw out perfectly good late fall-winter wear?”
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This is it. This is the one that you and | have been after for so long. This is the one that will make
the books, hit the headlines, cement my reputation forever among the cognoscenti. This is the one

Mickey not talking to Dana. Dana not talking to Mickey. Basically one large misunderstanding I've been tasting for years, in the far recesses of my mouth, like the echo of a Necco wafer | ingested

in 1974. The one tha? bolts into its own terrifying and beautiful reality like a true (Old World)

chameleon after the first glimpse of a succulent baby ladybug right over there. (Not just another
anole!)

This is the one that will open the doors, close the chapter, sink the putt, ring the bell, save the

whales! This is the one that will secure my party the preferred seats at Lutéce where Monsieur

over butter. ; _ I
“The smallest things amaze Mickey,' Dana groaned into the receiver. “Like someone else
eating butter” “Is that why you're not talking?” asked Nora. .
Mickey sat on a stool at Red's next to George. He spoke. “We had a fight” “About what?”

said George as he emptied the last of his mug. “Butter? said Mickey. "My truck got a flaty Soltner will knowingly explain the true superiority of a certain pricey Crus Beaujolais and unruffle
said George. s ; my doubts with a shrug: “But it is on the house, Mark, not to worry” Actually, he will call me Marky.
.‘-l I 1989 THE MICKEY & DANA OF YESTERYEAR MONTAGE: Sipping multicolored beverages at an This is the one that will make me a household name in the household of Ernie and Ida Grubiner
outdoor café in the village, scaring pigeons on the bridge deck of the Staten Island ferry, of Elk Mound, Wisconsin. _
snowballs and hugs in Central Park, modeling funny hats at a Sunday flea market, long silent Ernie: Ide . . . You seen what that jerk Mark Newgarden came up with this week? | usually can't
walk along the shore. (Add a gag about beach debris if desired.) stomach his junk but . . . I'll be damned-I think he really came up with some kind of cockeyed
Mickey gave Dana flowers. Dana put them in a vase. Dana took a picture of Mickey’s flowers. masterpiece—looney as it soundsl!

Ida: Yes, and he has the cutest butt! | saw him on A Current Affair and . . .
Ernie: Ida, let's fuck. Now.

This is the one that will send Guernica back into storage, bring Proust to his soiled knees, make
Terrytoon Circus look like something for kids. This is the one that is something transcendent,

Mickey put it in a frame. Once after making love Dana made up a poem: Babies
crying/Planes flying/Birds singing/People bowling. Mickey wrote it on his hat.
Mickey and Dana let the subject lie for a long time after that. He had work to do. She had

work to do. When they spoke they kept it light. They went to a used machinery-parts auction ineffable, infallible, irrational, miraculous, jazzy, goofy and grand. This is the something that will
in June. They went to The Barber of Seville in July. And they both knew better than to bring come along only once in a genera...

up thaf butter_stuff again. One day Mickey did, though. “You've got this butter thing totally Ernie: | guess we'’re not as young as we used to be.

wrong,” he said as they watched a video of Alan Funt. Dana resisted, just watching the Ida: Um-hm.

screen. “You make me sound stupid. I'm not stupid. | work in a bank!” “I know you’re not Ernie: So what. _

stupid,” Dana quietly remarked. Ida: Y’know, | just dozed off for a second and had this strange little dream. It's funny 'cause | couldn't
Neither brought it up again. Eventually Mickey met a pet-groomer named Francine. Dana have been asleep more than a few seconds but the dream had the weight of something !hat
began taking long, sudden business trips to Greece. And both of their friend 2 seemed to go on and on for centuries. It was so weird. You and | were both together on a little
film industry and ignored Mickey and Dana Comp[etel- Mick 3 D i brlen s golliig th-e beach somewhere. We were holding hands and walking slowly toward the water. The beach was
separate ways, lived their own lives. They didn't st y ey:anaJana broke u;?, went the!r covered with tens of thousands of shells, all kinds of colors as far as the eye could see. As we
fications of a n'1ere butter discord ' y:elent stayin tolich- Such were thetl Hipatciia iy stepped past the seashells, into the wet part of the sand, you turned to me and recited the most
l beautiful little piece of poetry. Isn’t that strange? It began something like . ..

Ernie: Jesus, not that crap again.
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| saw a man slip on a banana peel and fall down today. | guess it was the first time I've
ever really seen this happen. That, in and of itself, is noteworthy. | mean it's a cliché, right?
But I'd never witnessed it before today and you probably haven't either (not counting TV
or movies). So here's what it was like.

It happened during the hour of noon in the Wall St. district of Manhattan. A lot of the
streets there are narrow and are normally pretty overcrowded at that time of day. The
buildings are big ones. The air was clear and dry and warm. Why | was there isn’t very
important, but there | was, loitering on the corner of Exchange Place, studying the crowd.
| noticed the banana peel first, almost immediately, in fact. It wasn't a particularly fresh
one. It was slimy, blackish-spotted and rested way off to one part of the sidewalk near the
gutter. No one walked near it.

Then | saw him trotting along, weaving past a street vendor offering giant-size coloring
books. The coloring books didn't look too good to me, but he never even noticed them.
He was wearing a gray suit and a maroon tie. A white button shirt. A bracelet hung on his
left arm upder which he carried a small brown leather portfolio with a buckle. He had curly
brown hair, c_andy blue eyes, a reddish Beaver-Cleaver profile with big straight teeth, the
kind | sometimes call “teeth o’ success” He looked like he needed to shave twice a,day
and | bet' he did. | would place him at a few years younger than me (I'm twenty-nine). He
was moving a lot faster than those near him, which is why | singled him out to study in.the
first place. He didn't quite push anyone but he was someone trying to get somewhere
faster tha_n anyone a_round him and he didn’t care who knew. He was darting around a
slow-moving woman in a green print dress, when he stepped right into it. Actually the peel
cagght the middle of his right heel on the downswing and he went forward and soF:Jth
quickly, silently, classically. | looked at my pocket watch and noted the time—12:46. He was,
up before | re-pocketed my watch. The portfolio never left his arm. He resume(.i hi.s gait in

mid-trot. People noticed, but h - : :
Miore thana oment € was so quick and adroit about it that nobody reacted for

—

)

¥
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This is it. This is the one | pray nobody ever notices, let alone actually reads. This is the one that | hate
to do, but | have to do, because I've got a pressing deadline, a binding contract, an unforgiving editor
and a family of sixteen to feed, clothe and alienate (little Stevie needs a new tongue prosthesis). This
is the one that I'll never be able to live down, that will turn my legions of devoted fans into a snarling
ugly mob, that will haunt me throughout my life like some tragic twilight childhood memory of Joe
DiRita in drag. This is the one that will turn my closest friends against me forever, leaving me with a
naked, empty, fragile feeling of confusion and remorse. This is the one that will irrevocably alienate
Nancy and send her straight into the arms of some more consistent craftsman, one with a brilliant
future and an impressive past who will effortlessly grace the literary scene with a cascade of minor
classics as he makes canine love to her on the back steps of a crumbling pensione in the heart of old
Rotterdam. Worse, this is the one that will destroy my good name forever in the household of Ernie
and Ida Grubiner of Elk Mound, Wisconsin.
Ernie: Ide . . .You see what that jerk Mark Newgarden is trying to palm off this week?! | swear, | can't
imagine how that guy gets away with that lame bullshit week in and week out. He must have some
girlfriend or relative running the paper or something. Maybe they let him do that stuff after sweeping
up the pressroom or refilling the water coolers. It's always pretty downright feeble but this one is an
out and out cheater! Even the punctuation stinks,
Ida: | was thinking of maybe submitting something. If he can do it, why can’t 1? | know | always got an
A-plus in creative writing and years later when | was doing that column for the union newsletter |
enjoyed it so much | bought a typewriter. I'm sure it still works. | need some paper though.
Ernie: You'd be a cinch! You got good ideas about things and you know all the jokes. You could even
do some poetry when you run out of things to say. And | could draw the pictures. Remember the.tlmf.-
| painted Dopey on the drum for the community marching band? Well | still got the book | copied it
out of! No one’ll remember all these years later.
Ida: We could make a fortune! When we run out of ideas or just want to go bowling we could do .“Fou.nd
Objects” like Mark. We could just print playing cards or pages from Dante’s Inferno. People will think

it’'s art or something.

Ernie: Ida Grubiner you're a genius.

Ida: You too Ernie.

Ernie: Let’s fuck. ; " ol
Ida: OK, but first let's watch the remake of Miracle on 34th Street with Marlo Thomas. It's on in five

minutes.
Ernie: Newgarden should have it so good.

This is truly the one I'll always regret.
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The New Humor gxpens are a shadowy fraternity, clandestinely grouping in dimly ventilated halls to determine the course of
the New Humorist's fate—who will thrive, who will perish, who will struggle, who will shine. Who will, like the exquisitely herby
sto;k of some classic, tawny brown sauce, cast a delightful, semi-permanent glow on the humor-hungry palate of a discrimi-
nating public. The New Humor Experts never laugh— they don't have to.
; The New Humor Experts hll'e-themSE!VES out to multinational concerns so that men with large bellies and small souls can be
elped to understand the profit potential inherent in the philosophy of Marcel Duchamp. The New Humor Experts like maca-
ro::s. Lorna Doones, Dobosh tortes, Black Forest cake. And any kind of fritters. Except one.
e New Humor Experts can determine the effectiveness of a Letterman guest's antic with a caliper, slide rule, compass and

refrigerator magnet—but don't—preferrin
g to operate on a gut level alone. The New Hu i i i
ters wrapped in poached lettuce leaves under a truffle-perfumed beurre blanc. mor Experts [ it Ly

The New Humor Experts become cartoon editors of ma
don't acknowledge comedy. The New Humor Ex
Humor Experts like real whipped cream, not the

The New Humor Experts will surely
surely stifle me, erase me, grind me u
in this town again.

gazines that don't run cartoons and comedy consultants to those who

geris may not exist. The New Humor Experts may very well exist. The New
kind that you get in a can for $1.29 at Wawa's,

nrg:rrftr:a_nc; n;e for speaking out, for diverting attention to their dubious calling. They will
eir fudgy thumbs, prevent me from ever earning a pitiful guffaw of sly amusement

g sl glione, rabbit paillard, pommes soufflés, gnocchi, key lime pie, brie,

ctly cook i i i
The New Humor Experts don't like wise guys, y ed nubbins of golden monkfish set atop a diaphanous butterjuice sauce.

Theodore Canning Vealie swiped a quarter out of his old man’s vest pocket and cen-
tered it onithe brown wrapping paper that had once helped protect Swiss cheese from
the gritty Chicago microbes lurking between the grocery on the corner and his mother’s
kitchen. With his special clay-stainedducky pencil he circled it again and again until,he
had a hundred and sixty-seven quarter-sized circles on the crumpled paper. He then
slowly filled them in with a pair©of eyes apiece, then noses, ears, mouths and various
other details. Two hours after-he began he stood up and scrutinized his efforts. Clearly
he was getting better everytime; some of the faces had real character like Jiggs and Pa
and Amos Roach. Well almost. Tomorrow he would practice bodies, Thursday arms and
hands, Friday the outlines of buildings and slat fences. And someday he would be a pro-
fessional cartoonist'and earn millions of dollars.

Sixty-three years later Theodore looked up from a telephone book where he had been
attempting todocate the number of a firm that dealt in washing-machine parts and
repair. He noticed a small cartoon drawing of a repairman on the ad for J&R Repairs with
a perfectly round, quarter-sized head and remembered the last time he had practiced
those faces on the red-and-purple rugin:his parents’ first apartment so many years ago.
Instead of becoming a professional cartoonist and earning millions of dollars, Theodore
had become a manufacturer of wood-furniture polish, a family business he took over
from Theodore Sr. He had earned millions of dollars and was now retired. He sat back
in his armchair and wondered if the millions would have come quicker if he had stuck
with cartooning. Probably not, he thought. But look at Walt Disney. And Al Capp. And the
fellow that draws the cat. He wiped his chin. BUT—had they ever known the satisfaction
of providing a really good wood-cleansing agent to the homes of America at a reason-
able price? | mean a REALLY good one? He lifted the receiver and dialed and when
someone.answered he mentioned that he had selecteditheir firm especially t{ecausg of
the. funny little cartoon in their Yellow Pages ad:“That's hot us, said the voice on the
phone. “That's J&R—we’re Excel Corp. What model did you say you had?'j

Theodore told them and by six o'clock his white socks were clean again.
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Ralph put the smooth tip of pencil to Strathmore and began to delineate the crest of a nose—the nose as his
drawings had defined it for the last thirty-six years; immense, bulbous, obscene, otherwordly. And comic.
Ralph did the best noses in the game. His fans knew it and loved him for it, his editors knew it and paid him
for it, his colleagues knew it and respected him for it. Nobody else could draw a nose so absurdly out of pro-
portion (once ten times the size of the face attached to it) yet so unquestionably correct. It was a gift. Weber,
Lundquist and others had tried to match him in the old days but were immediately, universally chastised for
aping the Appelbaum look. They rarely tried again. Ralph was modest (“I'm not the first guy in this business
to draw a big nose and | won't be the last”). But everyone concerned agreed that Ralph's noses were some-
thing else again.

A new generation had begun to frequent Ralph's tidy, boxlike Village studio for something of an insight into | ggg-.
the man who made such big noses for all those years. Stringy doctoral candidates with theses to write, “
rodent-eyed collectors with moustaches and checkbooks, tired reporters and aspiring young artists looking
for a fatherly nod all made the pilgrimage. When asked of his success, Ralph always told them the same
thing: “Draw the noses big—I do”” And each left with an original ripped from a pad of noses Ralph dashed off
by the dozen in felt-tip.

“. (1990

I'm a fairly patient man Do they walk the earth forever? ~ When I'm on my way to Where do they go? Ralph put the smooth tip of pencil to Strathmore and began to delineate the crest of a nose—and didn't. He
But | can't stand to see Time-lapse incrementally? T Wi = rested the stub in his morning's Styrofoam coffee cup and did not discernibly move for the next twelve and
Slow old ladies Shep:bysten T y are they here? a half hours. As it had_nearly every day for the last 36 years, white §un||ght crept silently across the plalr? plas-
Walk in front of me by get there fast Have they been walking ter wall, the oak drawing board and finally Ralpl_w. Instead of Iqwermg thg paper shade t?etween three o chck
Wihiars o dhey ot S In front of me All their lives? and four. o’clock, Ralph sat an_d let the sweet light envelop hlm, warming his waxy skin. He fell asleep with
ince they were new and free? Is Mrs. Tree Have menlevar oot the sun in his eyes and nostrils and dreamt of hula-hula girls. The telephone rang around ten o'clock that
Why are they here? I'm a very caring guy Andil |Ust can'tioctipast riovedithema night. It was Nat. “How’s the nose, Ralph?” He chuckled, knowing that it would be a great big funny one.
Have they been walking But | just can't see I'd love to bu : hpas Have men ever hated them? “No more noses forever, Nat" Ralph whispered. .
All their lives? SR e y each one some Have men ever loved them? “Are you yanking me?,'“ Nat cackled. “In fourteen years you never yanked me—don't yank me now. | need
Have men ever loved them? Were put in front of me Attach them to their feet T k that-r:‘qc;;:?ozygﬁsézgzv:eplied in a louder voice. “And I'm not yanking you, either
i mibatadittinn Were they poetry in motion? And let them run ' Ralph put thé smooth tip of pencil to Strathmore and began to delineate the crest of a nose. The lead skat-
Have men ever loved them? Did young turks turn their With cars and ed across the surface, coasting, rising and snapping with the precision of a drawing arm charting the ?Iec-
Where do they keep their toys? heads? e LS tro-cardiograph of a surprise heart attack. The nose emerged, perfect, followed by a bald little face with a
Why are they in front of me saicdleichitheisirest sweet, cockeyed, confused look. He stood at a bar. Fifteen minutes or so later Ralph untacked the sheet and
transferred it to an empty shelf where the ink would dry. Beneath the drawing would be a funny caption writ-
And not home in their beds? ten by another man. It would be a riot. Ralph tacked another sheet of two-ply Strathmore to his board, which

he had slipped from a stack wrapped in brown. There were many more sheets in that package.
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“A big funny nose?” Len quizzed the man behind the boxes at Al's Funny ,!-Iu.t. ‘I need one to make spmebody
laugh;” he explained, somewhat apologetically. “We've got an assortment,” hissed the man“frorn behind a wet
cigarette, handing Len the long-shelved box. Len noticed a tattoo of Little Iolclime o,n his arm. “All funny—different
types” “And the price?” asked Len, riffling through the meager assortment. “They’re marked, ca!lled the man as
he hobbled toward the back room to answer the whinny of an invisible employee. Each of the pink and red rub-
ber noses was bagged in a small clear pouch stapled through an illustrated header card. Depicted on the card
was a cartoon of a man who resembled Jimmy Durante. “It would be hard to pick the funniest” thought Len.
“Everyone has such a different sense of humor”

Len waited outside the steel office building where Denise had been temping for months as a legal secretary.
He hadn't met her there in quite a while, but he was making an all-out effort these days. Denise put up no strug-
gle. She exited the main door just after five. Avoiding the crowded bus, Len suggested a walk through the small
park where he had often wheeled her as a child. As they approached the scruffy baseball diamond Denise’s
breathing became heavy and labored. This, felt Len, was happening far too regularly and he suggested sitting
awhile on the grassy lawn. It had been a hot afternoon, the earth was still warm, and now the shadows were
creeping along. The two were presently enveloped in the shade of an ancient oak two dozen feet away. The
slightest breeze rushed the topmost leaves, suggesting the hum of the shore. “I'm OK;’ Denise insisted, but Len

was one for being cautious. “I'm really OK . . * She wondered how long it had been since they had been here

together. “It's been a long time]" said Len with telepathic timing. “Yeah .. ” sighed Denise, staring at the empty

ball field. The white baselines had been smeared away into cloudlike shapes. (Literary device.) As she began

to rise, Len fumbled with the small brown paper bag he had produced from his coat pocket. “Don't look;”

instructed Len. “Wait” Denise sat back with her eyes closed. She had lost over sixty-five pounds in the past two

months and her eyelids were nearly transparent. Len tore open the cellophane bag and fingered the flexible

com'edy nose. He brought it to his own, where it fitted on nicely. Denise had opened her eyes by now. She was

smiling. “Well, you look like Jimmy Durante!” she exclaimed. “Yeah]" chuckled Len stiffly. They looked blankly at

each other for a moment. The sun was setting. Denise’s smile faded slightly then returned, deliberately widened.
She sputtered. Len cocked his head into a

! profile for his daughter. “HAA - CHAAA - CHAAA - CHAAAP he
growled. “EVERYBODY WANTS TO GET INTO THE ACT! He rolled his eyes. “UMBRIAGOP Denise shook her
head. Giddily, Len removed the nose, bowe

. . d, and ceremoniously slipped it back into the bag. Swiftly hopping
up, he held out his arm to Denise, who grabbed it unsteadily and righted herself. “You really don’t look so bad;

Len saifi. “Thanks” said pgnise in a toneless voice, “Jimmy Durante was a funny man Len went on. “A marvelous
entertainer. He made millions of people happy . . ? “WELL, HE'S DEAD NOWP screamed a small broken voice

from within Denise as the eighteen streetlights before them blinked on, one by one.

¥ © 1978 FRANCO AMERICAN NOVELTY
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Sometimes | kill time imagining that 'm someone else. Sometimes when | imagine that I'm
someone else | imagine that | am Ernie Bushmiller. |
The train I'm on pulls into Grand Central Station. It's 10:36 A.M. Qct, 14th and I've overheard
that it's nippy out there. | have come to N.Y. to attend to some business. | have come to meet
some boys from the syndicate and also some Philadelphia busun-.essmen that want to manu-
facture a Nancy bubblegum. Then, after dinner, maybe we'll take in a show. They took me to
a girlie show last fall, those syndicate boys, and | was shocked by how far it vyen,t. Maybe
that’s just N.Y. now. | didn't tell Abby. Maybe we’ll take in another one. | hope | didn't act too
Sh%fle(elg;vn needs watering. It's parched, but there’s a drought algrt on so we can't .hook utp
the sprinklers. There were some kids that cut across the Igwn thls morntlng on their wag{ c;
play little league baseball. Three of them cut right across in thenr cleats’. Three dozen cTe:e
holes zig-zag on my lawn! I'd call the league to complain, but ’thls lawn’s ghot anyv:(?y. L
sun coming in the window makes my studio hotter than blazes. I've got to write a week’s gag
byAiI;;r and | are out to dinner at a seafood place. | order steak and shrimp. Now they; ?-:2&2?;
ssurf and turf” | write that phrase down. We had a long tal’k abgut' somespe‘r!r'sonari Bl
relating to her family. Abby has been upset‘:atilly. Isghu?sssw\::rriigm;scs)tsn: pE;ﬂg ;;g;wl gave he;
When the waiter brings the food we eat, silently. She e . 8
iter knows me and asks for a sketch. | say, ‘v\{ouldn you p

iet?;;i'?rllli yge;tgsnigoé:givgaboth laugh over that. Abby is still glum. Well, I’ll take her out for
i Friday. : i ¢
IcijClrsﬁinr:ished !;984 last night. A good book. Today I'm se'f to ink a sethof daﬂ:z?‘. aifcé;s‘::;te
ing | wash my drawing equipment in soapy warm water. |t_s amazing ;)w m et
up on these Hunt's points. When | rinse them the whole sink of water L:SEK"‘ 56 Sl
for a gag idea. Then | realize that the sink has stopped up completely.

on me.

i i i d dream. A giant beaver was chasing me,
| woke up in the middle of the night, another ba e i

sleep. Then | saw it. There was a little
s and exhales the bubble of spit gets
d laugh out loud and fall right out of bed. |

i i i but frig
wanting to play. It was a big, friendly beaver,
cuts on my leg. | rolled over to tell Abby but she was ?
bubble of spit at the corner of her mmfth. As slr;zrllnha e
minutely bigger and smaller. | can't help myse ' ‘
explain{he whole thing and Abby laughs too. But | still can't sleep.
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| once had occasion to roam the land adjacent to Ted “Soil” McCullough’s hold-
ings on the southern bank of Cranberry Lake, NJ with the enormously respect-
ed humor theorist Pepe Q. Ashcroft sometime in the late '60s. As we hiked mile
after husky mile along that breathtaking spot of earth not a word was spoken
between us. The weather that day was the sort that seems to come along only
too rarely in a Jersey August—a gentle warmth; the soothing temperature of a
never forgotten childhood bath or a cup of coffee that you make for yourself
with hot tap water. The sky was exceptionally bright and the light was of that
gerily translucent variety that the denizens of Cranberry Lake called “lake light”
in the early days of the century. As the thin clouds shifted slowly above us a pro-
fo_ur}d sense of tranquility enveloped us both. | had many questions to ask the
brilliant es_hcroft about the semiotics of visual comedy, especially relating to the
cartoon idiom. But as we trudged on, up hills, down valleys, circumventing cul-
verts and forest streams, it became apparent that there was, indeed, no need to
ls)a\tyhanythlng.' When we arrived back at our host’s kitchen by late (;ventide we
ti:n “'\}\?:a? bltkof hot broth and 5100d whiskey and | ventured a bit of conversa-
i t.h il sriz: efs :t:‘ople I,augh? | q_ueried. The slimmest smile insinuated itself
ol e \:eresd ::oft“s:: craggy _Ilp. He removed his spectacles and, clearing
e L o e. “Funny things, | guess?” | pressed him no further and
The next morni i
i then;l;:gvli :Lass dssomewha.t embarrassed to fmd out from my host that
s ay not with Ashcroft, but with a retired zipper manu-
urer named T. Kaplan Pechtstein who had died in hi ;
attack brought on by over-exertion. | guess o sle_ep i
; you could say the joke was on me.
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WHICH do You Prefer-
Mt/ or Wood 7

Tex moseyed on into Wet Rock. He had a score to settle with Ace—Ki
the old Red Tongue Club Saloon, and they got to swollerin' and yawpin'

and Judy show. Now these two boys
combed his chest hair with mountain
der lady. It was a small town. She done bot
the heads off'n king rattlers. The first 'un to shoot the head o

to the squar dance come Sunday. But, tarnation!, neither of 'em could locate a

as to how to settle the matter. So they took a swig ©’ Smokin’ Dog and pondered t
There ain't room in the West for the both of us” Ace sez: “Yeh, | knows it” So

tone and gazed at the clouds. Some looked like dance-hall gals. Some like

“Listen, pard, | calls a spade a spade.
the two of them sat on a flat gray s

dogies. And some looked like the shape of a cowboy’s soul. “What do you
" Ace looked down inter the red clay dust. “l likes

wood?” Tex kinda eyed Ace suspicious-like. “I like metal, it's harder:
wood, Tex. With wood you could build yourself the nicest I'il saloon
POOF—you can burn it right down to the ground
it's harder” Ace scratched his chin a might. “Yeh,
it" sez Tex. Just then two big ol king rattlers slithered out from behind
a king rattler!” sez Ace. “WHOAI That there’s a king rattler!” sez Tex to
the critter's head clean off. “Make a dainty-bag outer it fer the school
in the gizzard. “Make a pair o’ lady-slippers
saddle up their ol' hosses and head on back in
some. Both o’ these boys holds their chins to the wind. The ¢
wood” sez Ace, “you can carve it and make
fire it up and cook yerself a mess o’ vittles”
shut up!” sez Tex. “lt wuz a draw?” But deep i
times bettern wood. And some day, Ace will know it too,

ter Wet Rock. The sun

Tex looks at Ace fera s

were tough hombres. Real mean customers. Tex chawed dynamite plugs. Ace
lions. But they was both soft on Miz Ophelia, the local schoolmarm and wid-
h. They decided to settle their score by ridin' inter Clay Gap an' shootin’
ff'n his respective king rattler done gets to ask Missy

» Tex studied Ace some, then spat over his choulder. °I like metal,
| guess thar's not enough room i

fer the widder, sez Ace. Well sir, i
louds a' gettin’ darker and dimmer and gone. “With

yerself a gee-tar’ Tex don't say no

n his ol' cowpoke’s heart o’ heart
| reckon. 'Cuz it's a dad-burned fact that metal's harder.

ng o the Badlands. Well, them two met up in
—you'd think the devil started up a Punch

king rattler. They was both stumped
he situation. Tex sez to Ace:

like better, Tex?” Ace sez. “Metal or

you ever saw, then, when you gets sick of it—

n the West for both of us” “| knows
a lonesome tumbleweed. “WHOA! That there's
o at the right exact same time. BANG! Tex shot
marm? sez Tex. BANG! Ace shot the little feller
t was a dad-burned draw. So the boys
was a settin' now and the nights a' turnin’ chill-

thin. “With wood; sez Ace, “you can
pell. A lonesome coyote calls to its mate. “Just
s, ol’ Tex knows that metal's really ten

B JO 400G © J0) BUNIEM USSG AL,

(=3
-<



oyt P 1989

The men that make you laff have no time for ordinary pleasures; never at ease, their minds are
always onto the next big gag. The men that make you laff sit in the park on Wednesdays, clutching
their guts, with a letter and a photo (of a blonde-haired friend), counting to three-digit numbers and
weeping over what might have been. The men that make you laff are ready to move to a coast on
thirteen days’ notice. Any coast. The men that make you laff wonder about your childhood traumas.
The men that make you laff know that there are only a finite number of jokes in the world and that
these finite number of jokes are not really very funny at all. The men that make you laff commit the
sorriest of suicides only to show up at their own funerals dressed like grannies. The men that make
you laff gather together at all-night restaurants to show each other photographs of bruises and
sores that they cut from books meant for doctors. The men that make you laff are named Sammy
and Jerry and Mel and smile at strangers and freeze with their families. The men that make you laff
ar.zc:;ally lose thei.r own §ense of humor until nothing makes them laff except cardboard boxes of
T}:inkzgjjﬁ:;t(_j?ﬁg :,::: tahnaci ::Jaakr;doned brocade. The men that make you laff play golf. Hard.
you laff nearly always become the men that made you laff.
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Youth lolls on the mossy bridge by the green grassy brook, takes off his shoes and stockings and
jumps up and down in the clean sparkling pool. Youth cuts his foot on a razor-sharp piece of clean,
sparkling metal. Foot bleeds. Stupid Youth.

Youth enters convenience store and steals a cellophane package of sugar-coated pecans. Irate
owner gives chase deep into summer night with his bully stick. Youth trips upon garbage and boxes.
Drops the sweet nuts all over the dark and narrow alley. Fleet owner catches him on back of leg with
stick. Youth limps. Stupid Youth.

Youth sees a television commercial advertising vacation packages in Florida. Youth sneaks his
elders’ credit card and heads for airport packed for six days of Key West fun. Suspicious matron
airline employee phones next of kin and youth is removed to his room by embarrassed elders. Youth
is driven to school door every A.M. for rest of semester. Youth places his feet upon seat of car. Stupid
Youth.

Youth asks girl to lie with him in a vinyl sleeping bag in park. Youth buys condoms, brushes teeth,
showers twice and goes off to grassy field to meet girl.

Girl isn’t there and never shows up. Youth falls asleep by himself listening to Walkman in park. Wakes
up when park man shines lantern in Youth's eyes. Elders escort Youth to his room by lobe of ear.
Youth never talks to girl again. Stupid Youth.

Youth and friend ride subway car back and forth for whole day. Youth and friend vocalize loudly.
Distress patrons of public system. Youth produces cigarettes and smokes. Youth hangs from
handrails like monkey. Youth removes paper ad for oral surgery from illuminated sign rack and
prances upon it. Youth litters. Youth profanes his elders. Youth and friend exit at Coney Island at 2:05
A.M. Six men with broken wine bottles chase Youth and friend back into train. Friend disappears.

Youth naps. Transit cop issues summons to Youth deep below Rockefeller Center. Youth is dis-
patched and journeys home. Youth skillfully climbs fire escape and enters room. Elders sleep. Next
morning Youth catches a hard one to his head from elder's hand for standing on newspaper while
dripping wet. Youth smiles. Stupid, stupid, stupid Youth.

-~
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WHEN COMEDY WAS LARGE

The time was that comedy was large. The time was that men, women and children of all ages, hues and
extractions feasted on a rich, elephantine corpus of comedy until bloated, sated and jolly, they would stroke
their distended bellies and roll, head over toe, through the streets of their hometowns, into their yards,
straight up their front porches and right into their beds where they would then explode, staining the wallpa-

per an earthy rust for the next generation.

When comedy was large, the world was a simpler, smaller world where young boys tied rolls of bleeding
baloney to birch trees and Mama never went out to call without her round straw hat neatly centered on her
crown. Doltish uncles would wire their bodies with dozens of electrical Joy Buzzers and writhe in ecstasy in
the park band shell as an itinerant calliopist fed the steam to his mighty pumping Gargantua. When comedy
was large, we lit small helpless minority groups ablaze by the hundreds in the village square and tipped our
skimmers to eligible young ladies and took tea and stole tarts.

When comedy was large, white-faced men jumped backward up bluffs, kops cracked the skulls of rowdy
Irish washerwomen and tramps ate their shoes and walked barefoot through the meadows shaking the tails
of Guernseys like pumps. When comedy was large, the world had a different way of laughing. Often the ears
of lonely widows popped and bled in flicker shows when Max or Charley or Fatty or Al lit his cigarette on the
cataract of a long white-bearded bellboy. We would laugh until sandwiches of mysterious black membrane
leapt from our mouths. We would laugh until our eyes spun clockwise in our sockets, our ties would crunch
and crackle, our boots would become auto-ambulatory and our tongues would unravel to the length of a
croquet field.

It was a world of innocence when comedy was large. Horses still trotted the cobblestone streets, wearing
weddr‘ng dresses, a nickel bought you sixteen bicycles and new-fangled gas ovens regularly exploded, slay-
ing chefs by the thousands in a single day in an age when a good chef was more valued than a hundred
second basemen. We played much when comedy was large and the amusement meccas of our shoreline
communities were ablaze with the erupting electrical effluvia of heaven and Hades. We shot clay pipes from
!ht_e mouths of the underclass, ate the flesh of baby dalmatians with pink spun insulation and flung our
children int_o swirling pits of burning iron ore all in the name of entertainment. And entertained we were. It
was a far different world when comedy was large, and we were a far different people. And now that comedy
Is small and smells like monkey urine it's safe to say that we will never see its like again.

MACHINES WEAR OUT.
CARS RUST. PEOPLE DIE.
BUT WHAT LIVES ON

ARE THE BRANDS.

— HECTOR LAING,
FORMER CHAIRMAN,
UNEEDA BISCUITS
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No super powers

Cpx

No snappy
wisecracks

E v

No stupid jokes

()3

NO “OLD-FASHIONED”
STORY LINES

Co v

NO "HIGH ART"

PRETENSIONS

E9 v

No Canine
sidekicks

No political agenda

C e

No content
whatsoever

(v

L EM L EM iz EM

Need a new
cartoon character?

TRYEM !

() v

Happiness

is a warm Em"!

G

ieepYonKacucicsn M
- LIKE EM"!

)24

127

if you like art-

]

%

IF YOU LIKE MONEY
YOU’LL LOVE EM"!

If you like sex...

vou’ll love EMJ

v

SUPPORT THE TROOPS

support EM®!

%

EVERYBODY LOVES
EM®!

- what's wrong with you?

D

(00

4 - - P
BIAl JO ¥00Q B 10) Bupiem uasaq aA,

1991 -q




't S 1991

129

you'd)
=%

Become popular -
Right along with Em®!

@D

C9)

- ONLY YOU REALLY
UNDERSTAND IT!

oD

v

UNDERGROUND.

EM® EM Em ¢

- the secret government
has been trying to stop it

@ for years
oD

7771,@ i oL
ConaepiC

DEFIES ALL CRITICS.

DON'T WORRY,
BE HAPPY
- LIKE

You know where you stand
when you stand with Em"!

If you like Em®-
tell a neighbor!

=D

If you like Em"-
write a letter!

v

If you like Em -
send me a dollar!

For the Fun

For the Family
For the Hell of it

1980-1990
the ME decade

1980-1990 &
the EM decade

D

GARFIELD
BART SIMPSON
DESERT STORM
EM®

(kg

e
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Accept EM’
as your own personal
cartoon character

C)vx

MAKE EM,
NOT BART!

C

Hate Mondays?
So does

()%

Today is the first day
of the rest of your life

- with Em’!

C v

Em'
is healthy for children
and other living
things!

C

NOBODY’S PERFECT

- EXCEPT EM®!

v

w no room for im-

provement!

Em®
NO HIDDEN AGENDA!

v

Cynical, calculated and
an insult to your

intelligence

-Em!°®

130

2 EM L EM L EM

131

NEVER 5AYS

EM ryck~

D)

EM®

K’

NEVER TAKES
MONEY FROM
THE HOMELESS

vk

w g

1 7\‘ ] ® NEVER
= Jj PUTS DOWN
THE PRESIDENT

C) v

EM NEVER
INSULTS THE CLERGY

®
E M' NEVER PUSHES FISHING RODS

INTO THE EYES OF COLLIES.

EM ®NEVER MAKES
BOWEL MOVEMENTS
ON THE GOOD BOOK

vk

NEVER MOLESTS
_ YOUNG SPANIARDS.

_g mhbelongs in

your heart

o9

a
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EM

Zove Ig ' | - Just let it happen. Y
D | B | @
09 09 D
| Do vou like w®
‘ When YOE“ e Animal Babies?
| want to say Hi. So does JE 40 touches you

x4

s

®Iike no other

Just say -
Em !
30 You are brilliant | Acknowled ;
ge the declis
NO ARTIFICIAL - ond Em"knows il of western civilizatic
ANYTHING! i - with Em

(v

v

(1d

D

133

I EM L EM I EM

THzE FURN BESINS

WITH EM°®!

()%

The fun never ends

EM’

0w

WHO NEEDS FUN
WHEN

YOU'VE GOT EM'?

(924

Enhance your lifestyle
- with Eme®!

D

You'’ll feel
more confident o
with Em’!

vk

YOU OWE IT
TO YOURSELF-

v

e
cutting oed

(<
gecom® " (it EM”

the only cartoon character
you'll ever need!

EM®

(kg

A LITTLE POST-MODERN

AND A WHOLE LOT OF FUN!

(10

I 2
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TWO IN DISTRESS .
MAKE SORROW LESS.

— SAMUEL BECKETT

IMAGINE
THE

FUNNIEST
PICTURE IN
THE WORLD.

IMAGINE THE SADDEST TRUTH.
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| LOVE MICKEY MOUSE
MORE THAN ANY WOMAN
I’'VE EVER KNOWN.

— WALT DISNEY
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I saw you on the subway.

T WANT To
SEE You

AGAIN,
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and I never saw you

Or maybe I did forget what you looked like.

I rode the same train for 3 years
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And one day I

)

just came back.

I

you

to wonder why I bothered.
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And here you see in Noseyland

A wicked man compelled to saw
His nose away as punishment

For having sneezed against the law.

i,

While pale with fear, another lays
His nose uporn the basket's rim;

When with an axe they chop it off,
-And make a noseless man of him1
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/ PABST SHE'LL

| SHOW MORE
” f § |PABST SHE WONT
GETS LOTS OF ENCORES | BUDWEISER

Y FOR THE TWO? IF SHE DON'Y
M DOES WORKING ON . ‘

HAVE ANY EFFECTS!
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MY JOB IS SO

SECRET.

| DONT KNOW
WHAT | AM DOING.




T——  ——— ——

————e —_—
| —

R ™
5 5 e

-

& b

189

. JJBW JO Y0oOgq B 10} Bup,

-
2 DUy

em u2ag a4,|.




17

hine
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Vil

and other foibles

U,

Well, thundexr, if I'm gon

If you're gonna turn on
get over to the sink. Tha
scared the daylights out

morning when I was press
I plugged the thing in th
up the dcon antsaisiNor
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the wall. I dropped that i

That's probtly what's the

it around 2l1ll the time,

What you doin'.therc....,g
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Eell, wait t111 I get outa
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“Babes in Toyland™

Little ehildren playing games in their pen and aflvaid Lo step out into the world

Father:

Keep feedin

forever. g him that baloney and he'll be our tame dog

!

=<7 |9
Tell me, Dad, now that I have outgrown
the myths about Santa Claus and the
Stork, how soon can I stop believing thal
art is immortal?

The sooner the better, my boy, but it is
more difficult because it is something you
have to fight out of instead of grow out

of.

“Listen,

Hold

right.

Don't Get Taught
Art This Way!
AS SO MANY PEOPLE DO.

to appreciate art, o let's not have
about what you think. Understand?”

80¢

uolp3 MeN

special favor I'm teaching you
any back-talk from you

ignoramus; as a

by Theodore L. Shaw

Your Independence of Opinion

1t's priceless. And plenty of times you can be the one whe's

Eternal verdicts of “good” or “bad” in art are long out of
date in this great booming space age. Too many unprediztable
things are happening,

(Continued on back cover)
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As Raked Out of Current Criticism |
and Commented on by
Theodore L Shaw

This Slashing Attack
on Snobbery § Humbug
Was Long Overdue. The barrage of
ritry (wadddle about art and lierarure which cridies have
Ieen discharging 31 us for seeming centuries produced
It as incvitably as Prohibition producet Repeal.

bR

I's 3 hand, vicious connrerattadk, employing that ex-
tremely potrnt weapon—the hotrible cxample, Some
three huodred absurdities, howlors and menial lapses
have bern grubbed out mercilemly from the writings of
cminent critics in the belds of literarare. painting and
music. and cxpowd [or your inspertion. Not since
Moliéres day has there been s delightful a debunking
of prewension and priggery. And ir's accompanied with
an amusing “course of insroction™ o belp crities do
betier in the fuure.
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Physician: “You are suffering from over-highbrowism.
Go easy on T. S. Eliot and Proust for a while, and no
Kafka at all. Stop at the Giant Drug Store and get .
‘Gentlemen Prefer Blondes' and some Erle Stanley -
Gardner stories that you haven’t read. Buy records of
Von Suppe's Poet and Peasant Overture; Ravel’s
Bolero: Prokofieff's Love For Three Oranges and Yes,
We Have No Bananas. Keep this up for two weeks
and then come back to me. [ have an excursion you
can make into unexplored intellectual fields which
will tax all your capacities. But I want you to be well
rested in advance. And don't forget that you are
allergic to emotional flavors 47A, 412 and 16XX."
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» CLEANS

» WAXES

» BEAUTIFIES
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A. ProcEssEs INVOLVED IN HUMOR APPRECIATION
This section describes the processes .and 1steps of th{__
information-processing analysis of humor (see Figure 1).

FIND
COGNITIVE
RULE THAT

. MAKE'S !

FOLLOW 3

TEST YES - YES !

FORMULATE = W FROM {

ﬂ @ NARRATIVE =i "FERTET e PRERETC TEXT(GPS) ;
NO ,

SCHEMA ?
NO LAUGHTER,
PUZZLEMENT

NO SURPRISE.
NO LAUGHTER

Figure 1. Humor-appreciation model.

Stage 1

B| 7orRLD' 8 OLDEST MAY LEARW

PrOCCSSing begins With a read-in Of the intr()duction of the jOke 0 F SR0 FAUGIS CARTOLIST HERGIFIELD
of the cartoon picture. Information is extracted from this initial - ~ UNDERW . easiing ta on: joar-old
input, and such components as setting and context are stored. This

information is used to formulate a narrative schema which is used to}
predict forthcoming text. This prediction-making process is used in}
reading, listening, and other perceptual tasks. Kolers (1968) has
. ; : k-0 : ' : s BY ANNUAL CON
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Edited by E. Haldeman-Julius

The Best Jokes
About Drunks

Edited by George Milburn
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GARBAGE IN: THAT’S FUNNY?

A random miscellany of influences, preferences, prejudic

1. Crying Towels 7
Have vou ever wept into a cartoon? Emerging in the
culture roughly between the advent of the I\\'el\‘v—s.tt-‘p
program and the prescription psychoactive, crying
towels impersonally commemorated life's most personal
disasters. These ephemeral gag gifts were designed for
the patently miserable in various professions and
predicaments and awarded as a combination of cheap
humor therapy and open ridicule

2. Novelty Clown

First he's happy. then he's sad, then he’s happy again.
Great art imitates bad life. Lenticular vérité wall decor
for the rumpus room of manic-depressives, this object is
perhaps the quintessence of the mid—twentieth century
broken-hearted humorist motif.

3. Funny Men
Traditional American humorists circa 1923.

4. Big-Nose Object # 1
Big noses are funny.

5. Big-Nose Object # 2
Big noses are funny.

6. Big-Nose Object £ 3

Big noses are funny

7. Big-Nose Object # 4
Big noses are not funny.

8. Show-Card Cartoon

Anonymous chucklebait circa 1950 created for purely
aesthetic purposes and marketed to the proprietors of
modest roadside rests as a little spot of light and color in
their customers’ daily grind. Why hasn’t the responsible
party been celebrated on a U.S. postage stamp yet?

9. Barroom Gag Plaques

Great paintings live on the walls of galleries; great gag
cartoons live on barroom walls, or better vet. in the
garbage, where [ discovered this one. .

10. Milt Gross (1895-1953)

Pf'r‘lm])s the most manic pen-and-ink practitioner of
his day. Gross's impulsive slapstick scrawls, obsessive-
compulsive screwballs, and cross-eyed plug-uglies romaiﬁ
wonderfully fresh, freakish, and genuinely funny after
Ij:n]f;i century. Cartoonist, columnist, c‘mnm(-.ntnlur..dinloc-
IIE‘I:IH. screenwriter, animator, Sunday painter, and master
(.)I nonsensical prose, Gross's gloriously eccentric draw-
Ings are, to me, at the heart of the impulse to cartoon.

es. cherished objects, and tenuous connections

11. Otto Messmer (1892-1983)

Otto Messmer was an animation pioneer and the long
anonymous creator of Felix the Cat. Messmer clarified
his graphic vocabulary down to stark, utilitarian, yet highly
personal pictograins, fine-tuned to sell his inventive sight
gags in the twinkling of a shutter blade. When I met the
;0_‘1'(::“ man in 1980 we discussed drinking water, ballpoint
pens, and New Jersey bus line schedules.

12. Retarded Felixes

When does a replicated cartoon character shed its pre-
scribed identity and become some new, other cartoon char-
acter? How much inaccuracy is necessary? How fixed in
our memory is the original? Here are some devotional
recreations of a famous cartoon cat wrought by earnest,
il inexpert, hands. If you called “Felix!” would any come?

13. Psycho-Ceramics

“I knew someday I'd crack up!” These candy-colored house-
hold bric-a-brac embody rarefied states of existential crisis
and came complete with attached laff-riot captions. “My
mind is made up—don’t confuse me with the facts!” Manu-
factured in Japan for Kreiss & Company of California in
the late 1950s, they were marketed as passive-aggressive
mascots to a culture always on the lookout for a new car-
toon character to hide behind. Suicide, self-mutilation,
and psychic angst never looked so cute. “Smile, later today
you won't feel like it!”

14. Professor Elefun

Another big-nose cartoon friend that scarred my sensi-
tive childhood. This Big-Nose Man was the parental figure
in the epic tragedy of Astro Boy, the American television
incarnation of Osamu Tezuka’s (1928-1989) Tetsuwan
Atom. Freudian interpretation withheld.

15. Two Funny Men

Bob Elliot (b. 1922) and Ray Goulding (1922-1990), poet
laureates of the achingly mundane, were a radio and tele-
vision comedy team first popular in the 1950s. Their
library of deadpan and deeply hilarious routines include
the profoundly disconnected interview with a Komodo
dragon authority, as well as public service announcements
advocating the use of money in financial transactions.

16. Funny Writer

The finest-tuned ear of any writer of comic dialogue hung
on the skull of one Paul Rhymer (1905-1964), who for
{Igcados created a daily fifteen-minute minimalist master-
piece .For a radio soap opera called Vic and Sade. The show
chronicles a small town clan with the surname “Gook” as

.L]m.v converse rhythmically and ceaselessly about noth-
ing and everything. Not much is funnier.

17. Jean Shepherd (1921-1999)

The “James Joyce of the Airwaves,” black humorist and
great shaman of the global village, Shepherd was a sin-
gular voice in the electronic feedback loop of America
from the 1950s to the "70s. Generations of his radio “night
people” (like me) were infected with his euphoric first-
person allegories and his impassioned, sardonic glorifi-
cation of American popular culture.

18. Andy Kaufman (1949-1984¢2¢)

Back in the mid-1970s, standup shtick crashed head-on
into hardcore Dada at 850 mph and the resulting accident
scene continues to transfix pop cultural rubbernecks to
this day. Somehow, as if by magic, the nation’s broadcasting
corporations repeatedly gave Kaufman air time to arbi-
trarily lip-sync to 45 rpm kiddy records, stare, weep,
speak in tongues, read The Great Gatsby aloud, verbally
abuse women wrestlers, bodily transform himself into
Elvis Presley and various other alter egos, and in gen-
eral revise our understanding of entertainment, humor,
and reality itself. And yes, I think he’s alive and living in
Argentina.

19. X-Ray

Cartoons can hurt you. My mother pasted this into a grade
school scrapbook back in the 1940s. After I discovered
this image as a child I could never forget it, and now you
can’t either.

20. Doggonit and the “Snoz”

Our consumer culture locates its funny bone in these cheap
disposable weapons of levity that depend on the ring of a
cash register and reliable utility to trigger the calculated
mirth. No one is immune from the well-armed humorist’s
snare; we are all potential victims of comedy.

21. Artist Business Card

My first business card was swiped from an Old Maid deck.
Since I only had one copy I had to keep asking for it back.
Conceptual art conceit or grossly incompetent network-
ing strategy?

22. T. L. Shaw (dates unknown)

Why I didn’t want to be a “fine artist” when I grew up. In
a series of obscure 1950s publications with titles like
Precious Rubbish, Critical Quackery,and Don’t Get Taught
Art This Way, conspiracy art theorist Theodore L. Shaw
angrily ranted against the “humbuggery” of the art estab-
lishment and instead focused his aesthetic lens on cul-
tural egalitarianism, common sense, optical perception,
and the fragile human attention span. His works are
dense with charts, graphs, and even gag cartoons delin-
eating his fervent beliefs. So what if he was nuts?

23. Advertising Cartoon Characters

Cartoon character as capitalist tool. Character-less char-
acters created by Industry in the millions, milked 'til dry,
then remorselessly discarded. These ever-cheerful icons,
robbed of all context, have become soulless American

e
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Frankensteins, wandering the remote storage of our
elapsed culture with nothing left to sell but their terrible

perpetual smiles. I love them all, probably more than my
next of kin. ‘

24. Wesley Morse (1897-1963)

Wesley Morse was arguably the most widely published
artist of the twentieth century, yet he remains virtually
anonymous. His wax paper Bazooka Joe and His Gang
comics wrapped billions of penny-bubble-gum slabs in
scores of nations for decades. In a career path that seemed
to simultaneously skirt both ubiquity and marginality,
Morse’s clientele also included the criminal underworld,
for which he anonymously rendered a series of notorious
under-the-counter hardcore sex comics dubbed “Tijuana
Bibles.” Some of his more salacious artwork also graced
the decor of notorious New York City nightspots. His
minimal calligraphic vocabulary was pure, rapid-fire,
childlike cartoon poop, unrelenting in its eccentric individ-
uality: arches, loops, squiggles, and brush plops threaten,
as often as not, to unravel into pure abstract mark-
making. Morse drew as if a gun was pointed at his head.

25. Phone-Book Art

Art Lover's Travel Tip: The great secret art galleries of
America can be found in the Yellow Pages of any city direc-
tory. Next vacation, spend more time in your hotel room
and let the curators of the world’s great museums sweat.

26. Humor Theory
Never funny?

27. The Seventeenth Annual Optimist International
Convention, 1935
They're all dead now.

28. The Audience

“World’s oldest man learns about the funny papers from
famous cartoonist, Hershfield.” The caption tells us that
the cartoonist is teaching the 156-year-old man, but I
think Zaro Agha knows something Hershfield doesn’t,
and isn't talking.

29. A Secret Message

This pictogram was drawn by my great uncle Charles
and kept as an heirloom example of the kind of talent
that runs in my family’s veins.

30. Gag Cartoon Magazines

Marginal publishing firms such as Humorama Inc. of New
York (and its innumerable competitors) were a leading
market for the hustling gag-peddler of the1950s and '60s.
These bottom-of-the-barrel pulp digests, which inter-
spersed low-grade yokks with smudgy newsprint cheese-
cake, were churned out in enormous quantity and serially
devoured by the sad, the loveless, and the downright dull.
Though the genre dates back to World War I, most were
ultimately consigned to the dank barbershop basements
and recycling harvests of America.

W)



- - —— TN Ay ey MMM son naew RS

22, 223
) = tragic subtext. This one was meant to be.stuck onto a car Acknowledgments
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BOS T [ ately great artist, w hat idiot knew the world needed thousands This book is dedicated to the memory of Russell J. Reﬂey,

originally drawn by Ernie Bushmiller ﬂnf‘ P 2 Such is the job description of the novelty creator

PUE‘IFIH'([ in the 1961 Member's Annual of the Dutch s £ ]

Treat Club, a New York stag organization for :n't:stls and 30, L. M. Glackens (1866-1933)
ia workers. Pirated : -idely reincarnated as a . L. M. s (186 oy '

media workers. Pirated and widely reinc Journeyman cartoonist, illustrator, painter, sl iAo

of these the funniest guy on earth.

The author wishes to thank the following individuals for their

ioke-shop sign, picture postcard, wooden plaque souvenir : S e S ranrdlyallustae : : G :

‘(I:I}‘\l-:rt hF-fs' Vi m]v\'-mi 'uiul God knows what else, this little who found l_“bl ?lll‘u ltlc.hf 1:11:1T\l?)‘\ii‘ti;!l:i:r::li;:l%uthg encouragement, ald, fnendShlp’ and support for this work over
SRS ey X - & ~v practical jokes, tricks, & ‘ 1S & re : 5 : : :

comic strip made nearly all stops on the pop-c ulture sundry practical] the years: Jordan Bochams, Drew Frledman, Jim Glordano,

by the S. S. Adams Company of Neptune, New Jersey. He

underground railroad. My grandfather gave X m)l:lisz drew everything from the Joy Buzzer to the Dribble Glass George Horner, Paul Karasik, David Konig, Kristine Larsen,

\1\::1:::(ﬁ;:il‘:;l;:':ln1:“11;1]:[I‘;g{d(q]}{fl:]h[:lzlhnllz ltt:\t 911: :.;Iz{nd. on (housn;lds o[‘lin_\.' three-inch-square boards, in pen and Richard McGuire, William McGuire, the Newgarden clan,

; : ' : ink. His cartoons visually define the cheap laff and have Paul Parducci, and Beth Pearson.

32 Gag-Cartoon Vending Machine been in (:(mst:mt [‘J"”ll since the 19103..d0LL1ng the gag

There was once a world so hungry for gag cartoons that industry’'s Pn.ckagmg and c:-?t.alogues with their anony- heir Belb it bt s hook The stk it
; mous but distinctively archaic charm. And for their help ) uthor ana editor thank:

Megan Montague Cash, Brian Dewan, Chris Gross, Kaz,
Judy Karasik, Ben Katchor, Maria Kozik, Stephen Kroninger,

they were actually individually vended in penny arcade
machines for the laff-needy consumer on the go. Believe

40. Jim Tver (1904-1976)

Couin Beloved wild man of the animated cartoon industry, this Sari Kutch, Gary Panter, Jonathon Rosen, Lane Smith,

33. Joke Books cult animator supreme routinely distended, distorted, and Chris Ware, and Nikki Zuber. And, of course, Gary Groth

Read. laff, rinse, repeat. Joke books in their very auto- deconstructed his Charg(‘ters I:D.amuse hlmse.lf' ar.1d per- _11 ) d Eric R Oldé L Fanta’ e 2
prescriptive conceit have always borne more than a passing plex his colleagues.. His WOl‘k. 18 buoyant, kinetic, and Kim Thompson, an ric heyn graphnics.
resemblance in my eyes to pornography (and in fact some viscerally exhilarating, and, like a miscast actor, Of!ten :

of the premier smut-mongers of the past century peddled fundamentally out Flf whack with the sausage-hnk Lastly, the author is particularly indebted to the vigilance of
cheap cartoon and joke books as a cover operation). I often mentality of the gema}l.‘r‘ blan.d Terrytoons studio that Dan Nadel and Helene Silverman for moving this project from
wonder who bought them, but I think I know why. employed him during his most impulsive years. his mental out-box and into the world.

41. Ernie Bushmiller (1905-1982)

Creator of the Nancy comic strip in 1938. The great quan-
tum physicist of humor, and author of Bushmiller’s
Theorem, which postulates that the abstract graphic rep-
resentation of the quasi-mathematical equation known L ol s
as “gag structure” in and of itself simultaneously creates T

both the humor and the non-humor in any given gag. In . 1
that sense, Bushmiller’s work helped blur the boundary b
between what's funny and what isn’t funny in a uniquely

34. Burr Shafer (1899-1965)

I beheld my first glimpse of the native North American
big-nose gag cartoon via the work of Burr Shafer, whose
Through History with J. Wesley Smith magazine series
was reprinted in a cheap Scholastic Books edition. Far
savvier than most of his marginal brethren, Shafer was a
prosperous financier by day and only a big-nose practi-
tioner after banking hours.

35. Tom Terrific formalist manner. His body of work may be the definitive
Infantile television fixation. Minimalist, sophisticated, encyclopedia of visual humor. He had enormous faith:
and slyly funny, this unusually progressive children’s tele- Ernie Bushmiller believed in gags; his work insists on
vision cartoon serial was created by Gene Deitch (b. 1924) them—funny or not. In preaching gags and not necessar-
in 1956 and rerun for some time on the Captain Kangaroo ily humor, Bushmiller’s work yielded something rare: a |
show, where I lapped it up like electronic mother’s milk. random, Zen-like vision which then perhaps becomes Gee
It's one good reason why media baby food has remained funny in other senses of the word.
such a staple in my generation’s diet. .
42. Sandy Becker (1922-1996) :
JB Fun-House Sign Q: Why would a man attire himself in a drum major’s uni- w
We are L‘[.)lTl.l‘n:iI:(f("(I.ll] ‘.‘L:\T"F" in the authoritative man- form, pith helmet, ostrich plume, and prescription eye-
ner fﬁ, a “STOP" “EXIT,” or “KEEP OUT” sign. And so, we glasses with eight-inch-long lenses? Why would he prance m
el s vl vl ol e st e ik s o, o bt o G -'
BUG HOUSE,” period slang f‘m.‘ “m‘(-nml inslilulizn;x B o, Irl?“ e(! Suundglss 192 it l‘ec'orchng of Ha.mbone. - NO m
: sle al in: : AIm(]‘l of'mgn'e.ssmnable young children on a daily basis? PA'N
: Comic Genius. U V

37. “GOOD*BY—CRUEL W i) Al D : : M
The post-war American toilet (I‘l,tll?rf:nl?‘./('nmic suicide theme :'\SIF IE'hl‘lid !;l“ @nf i S l:IOSt)- S
blooms in full futile fragrance in this ul)j(;uilnua' 19508 ;f‘aaljl ('”E“ HEL I??OI‘ton NO'I‘k, e PrOf?SSOE
graphic. This anonymous message influenced a .gon‘t:r'a- i)ttL :;: i-'fem'l’ ﬂ|n]d = F:Gllsun(lllell, e ahase'S' —
T T AR . 'TE bt I(?.s mlrn( - Jogglmgly,_ I’Iarlnlbone. Becker, an Ernie

b er. Kovacs for the pre-K set, intuitively taught his young

; B audience important early less he joys
38. “PLE ! CARE > <5 : . arly lessons on the joys of Dada,
EASE CARE MORE FOR ME. Surrealism, and improvisational comedy—not to mention

Another anonymous mass-market novelty with a private, imagination. —Mark Newgarden
. « ]

AU TS0 JJA1S S, USpIEBMaN

- c0oQg B 40j) DUIEM o A,

ACO




Editor: Dan Nadel

Designer: Helene Silverman

Copy Editor: Anne Newgarden

Typist: David Marc Fischer
Production Intern: Brett Von Schlosser

Photographer: Kristine Larsen

Promotion: Eric Reynolds
Gary Groth and Kim Thompson, Publishers

Fantagraphics Books
7563 Lake City Way NE
Seattle, WA 98115

Some of the material in this collection originally appeared in RAW,
the New York Press, the National Lampoon, Bad News, Zero Zero,
Snake Eyes, and other publications. All material herein is © 2005
Mark Newgarden, except: “Funny/Not Funny,” © 2005 Dan Nadel:
Barfo, Bazooka Joe and His Gang, Garbage Pail Kids, Pluggo, Pow!,
Toxic High, Wacky Packages © 2005 The Topps Company; Felix the
Cat © 2005 Felix the Cat Productions: Naney © 2005 United Feature
Syndicate; Professor Elefun © 2005 Tezuka Productions; Tom Terrific
O Viacom; and all other material serving to illustrate the “Garbage
In” section (p. 168-219), which is either © its respective owners/

creators or public domain

All rights reserved. Permission to quote or reproduce material for
Feviews or notices must be obtained from the publishers,
Fantagraphics Books, at 7563 Lake City Way NE, Seattle, WA 98115.

To receive a free catalog of comics of a similar nature, call
1-800-657-1100 or write to us at Fantagraphics Books, 7563 Lake
City Way NE, Seattle, WA 981 15; or visit the Fantagraphics

Web site at www.fantagraphics.com.

Distributed in the U.S by W. W. Norton and Company, Inc.
(212-354-5500). -
Distributed in Canada by Raincoast Books (800-663-5714).
Distributed in the United Kingdom by Turnaround Distribution
(208-829-3009)

First Fantagraphics Books edition: September. 2005.
ISBN: 1-56097-661-6

Printed in China

———
BIINPE AW JO }SOW }JN}S S,uapJebman

A,

0 yoOg B 40} Bupiem uaac

ACO




1)
]

e TEETEN sUymaysnamn wite seny Hieyy “waeyy
— AanoN ays jo 1y ayy rsypeq deayy s|

_ Ne— A00q jusdal ysow sy ‘ein Buionpu
— -}e| s|y Bujanoead Sapesap aauy;

Al1eau yuads SBY UspieBmay Hlomian
uooyieg ay) o} sawyy Y104 map ayy
Wwiolj auohians Joy S146ij8p |einns-dod
43430 pue syojwwIb ‘sBek 'sojwoa
SnoJawnu pujyaq uew 3yl ‘uaamjaq ui
sjuiod (e pue ‘uapiebmay Yiey ‘aimeay
P2jea1pufs osseja-)na SIy se |jam se
MVyY ABojoyjue P3jeiqgajao ayy e ainuay
s1y Buissedwoous ‘Indino aiysajaa sIy jo
sieak fjuam) jano SiayjeB 3 ‘UapieBman

|

Il

976615

BY DAN NADEL
COVER DESIGN:
HELENE SILVERMAN

§2.55/UsA
HIGHER IN CANADA

Our Type.

EDITED AND WITHAN

H

<>

ISBN 1-5k097-bkl-b

Il

781560

o BN 101e812-00 SpIy lled a6eqieg
‘q PUE }s1u00}IRD pawiejooe AQ yiom jo
“’ uon23|jo2 is1y ayy s 3uojy aIq iy am \
Joyojey uag—
« Uoljipes 1dnnjueq K|a6ie| mou pue X
‘Buoj e jo ajoo 24j je Ayaod Jo jausay ay

PUly o1 pabeuew sey sy ‘ue Oju| pauuioy
W -Suen ase 6uimesp uooues, Jo saysijo
| g 24} pue ainjeiayl| o} P3sieJ s; uojjdes Beb
’ 3U} 'spuey s1y uj ‘6ujucoyies 40 asiwaud
; Jlseq ayj uoiysanb Apuerjug sBuimelp
pue sBunjum siy ‘Wioj yooq u pajoasjjoo

uaaq s 31 jey) seay o3 Addey W,| pue yiom
S.uspieBmaN Yiep jo uej1ealb e we IS

A
V

13jued Lieg— jjjay se

Auuny sue puy ‘siamod |Bjusaw pasueape
PUB aso.d sse|a-pliom Buijiods ase
Aayyjey; s S21Wo9 Ajieq pasou-Biq
S.uspiebmap yiep Pulyaq jaras ayy,

A
b
]

wy) >
Q= ;
ESx=w 2leM sUYQ— 'sieak asay;
=T ==z
TSWUR I8 10} Wiy wouy Buijeas 1oy suoljeiedal
: S S E wiy Buifed aq pinoys Si31s6unok, apm ')
: ES52 ‘snouejy Buik T
= S o = HE|IY Buifeys sjiym ayy [le—yo peay *
| T @ g INoA 1no 03 Juem nok aBW ||3BY) uopoeal
S uleya ayj yjo Buiyosnoy Jana aynb inoypm
! P Ued i se A1as|w o} aso|d se 5306 Hnis siy
\ % = ing ‘fiasiw, A||eai s Auuny jey; SMOUY
/ © % Apoghiana 1SO “uiedsap |ejuaysixa
) 8 Bunyoow-yjas deljiwey A|qeiojwooun
: ‘55 E é jo abenbuej Jauu) Pajeansiydos e oju;
o 2= —Saul| yound 'sbeb [aued ‘sasou Biq
: s g g -Buluoopes jo Sjuaws|s |eula)xa oiseq
E*.: 3 i g = 2y} |oojal 0} pabeuew ay ‘Mmoyawog
i TL ART.” e g 3JI1}Inpe Aw jo ysow ymys S,uapieBman
IKE . 3 + S *HEW J0{00q e 10} Buljiem usaq aa,|,
2 3 =
= 559 [ Buiusoin pepy—
. = «USPIEBMaN NI jo uej e W,
[[BUUOQIW Youied— . ynys jeain “Jaaw
_L dWweusnA imsinm: ~ee o
! = — csieak asayl
o= == alep SUYD— . Sy
g % uf 3 g |2 10§ Wiy Woly Bul|eays ioj 5“““‘3*::
s ES E wiy Buifed ag pinoys ;s12isbuno 'eaM
KINISHES, = (=3 o 3 -snopejy BUIABIS 3|1yM 343 [[B—H0 PE3Y
=& 3

inoA 1n2 0} jJuem NoA axyeuw || jey} uonoeal
uieyd ayj yjo Buiyonoy isAa ajinb jnoyym
uéo }l Se Alasiw 0} 3sSO|2 sB s1ab ynis siy
1ng ‘Asssiw, A3l s| Auuny, jBY) SMOUY
ApoqAiana jso lledsap |eljuajsixa
Buijoow-j|as Jejjiwe; A|gepojwooun
jo aBenbue| Jauu| pajeolsiydos e ojul B > 1
—sau|| yound 's6eb |aued ‘sasou Biq ] ¢
—-GUIUCOJED JO S}UILWB|3 |BUIBIXD JISE]
a'q; |o0}a4 0} pabeuew 3y ‘MoOYyawWos
‘31| }JInpe Aw jo }soW Hynis s,uapiebmaN

= = . . .
o joog B 1o) Bujjiem Uas A,

« SAFE FOR SEPTIC SYSTEMS
« MEETS O EXCEEDS

» MANUBCTURED) FROM 100% |

K

@

ACOLLECTION OF CARTOONS » AND JOKES
% BY MARK NEWGARDEN




ere Bdes Helen.

" T UKE ART.”

PAL

KNISHES.

el

T WANT To PUT A 67 HOLE IN My
MOTHER-(N-LAW'S LEFT BREAST, ”

and Hell

m

WOouLD You DO SEMETHING LIKE THIS WITHOUT YouR CLothES o 77







Q
-
\Y,

~

parlor in Brooklyn, New York.

“Mark Newgarden is where Ernie
Bushmiller and Marcel Duchamp a5

meet. Great stuff.” —Patrick McDonn

“I'm a fan of Mark Newgarden.”
—Matt Groening 2

“I've been waiting for a book of Mark
Newgarden's stuff most of my adult life.
Somehow, he managed to retool the
basic external elements of cartooning-
big noses, panel gags, punch lines—

into a sophisticated inner language of
uncomfortably familiar self-mocking
existential despair. Most everybody
knows that ‘funny’ is really ‘misery,’ but
his stuff gets as close to misery as it can
without quite ever touching off the chain
reaction that'll make you want to cut your

NIQUYOMIN HavH A8
SAON ONY + SNOOLHYI 0 NOLLOATID ¥

head off—all the while staying hilarious. S g
We ‘youngsters' should be paying him &5 5 =2 g
reparations for stealing from him for all : .:J = =
- £ semMm2 =

these years.” —Chris Ware == =
o> 2 5

=

“The secret behind Mark Newgarden's
big-nosed barfly comics is that they

are sporting world-class prose and
advanced mental powers. And are funny
as helll™ —Gary Panter

“] am a great fan of Mark Newgarden's
work and I'm happy to hear that it's been
collected in book form. His writings and

drawings brilliantly question the basic
premise of cartooning. In his hands, the
gag caption is raised to literature and th
clichés of “cartoon drawing” are trans-
formed into art. He has managed to find
the kernel of poetry at the core of a long,
and now largely bankrupt, tradition.”
—Ben Katchor

We All Die Alone is the first collection

of work by acclaimed cartoonist and
Garbage Pail Kids co-creator Mark
Newgarden. It gathers over twenty years
of his eclectic output, encompassing his
tenure at the celebrated anthology RAW
as well as his cult-classic syndicated
feature, Mark Newgarden, and all points
in between. The man behind numerous
comics, gags, gimmicks and other
pop-cultural delights for everyone from
the New York Times to The Cartoon
Network, Newgarden has spent nearly = . = X
three decades practicing his laff- ﬁm \\kﬁ
inducing craft. His most recent book —n Ty

is Cheap Laffs: The Art of the Novelty — 00 -

Item. Mark lives with illustrator Megan :w
Montague Cash in a former funeral e
parlor in Brooklyn, New York.
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“Mark Newgarden is where Ernie
Bushmiller and Marcel Duchamp

meet, Great stuff." —Patrick McDonn

“I'm a fan of Mark Newgarden.”
—Matt Groening
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