Life on

By Flesh

Our team of crack journalists went insane, and made
the drive from Concord, California to Concord, New
Hasmpshire on Interstate 80. Read the insightful obser-
vations of our intrepid travelers made on their journey
into the heartland.

To: Editor’s Desk c/o Tjames Madison, Editor at Large
- Pigdog Spocko Productions SMRL- Broomfield, Col-
orado Offices

Mr. Madison,

We are now on day two of our continuing journey, sim-
ilarly last taken by the likes of Neil Cassady and dear
old & sadly misunderstood Jack Kerouac. I must ad-
mit that this particular trip is far more luxurious than
the trips our early mentors experienced or, for that mat-
ter, anything that I myself endured while hitchhiking all
over the Northwestern United States. But then, this cru-
sade through the United States is not about self discov-
ery through hardship. What is this about? It’s about
travelling through the heart of America with my wife,
three cats and a carload of disposable materials (half of
which will probably be destroyed in unknown but cer-
tainly ugly ways) and 52 compact disks (which may also
face a horrible demise).

Then there are the observations I have made, and
brother, do I have a lot of them.

First, I must say, that aside from Reno or Las Vegas,
Nevada is one miserable place. I have never seen so
many people with their eyes set so far apart. One has
to wonder whether this is due to radiation, inbreeding,
or a botched top- secret government experiment involv-
ing cross-breeding some unknown amphibious creature
with the locals. I would lay my money on a combination
of the aforementioned scenarios.

Nevada has put at least three of its prison’s alongside
the I-80. The frustration level for the prisoners must be
incredibly intense.

Research Note: I've noticed that there are less than
the usual amounts of Covenant Transport trucks on
the road. Covenant is a fundamental Christian truck-
ing company. I must do more research on this com-
pany. There is just something fundamentally wrong with
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"Trucking for the Lord."

There is also something deeply wrong with the state of
Utah the way it currently can be found. In my opinion,
the Mormons have really fucked it up. This is no sur-
prise, considering we are referring to a religious group
who’s teachings include the beliefs that people with dark
pigmentation are evil and you get your very own planet
when God calls you home. If you were to give a de-
scription to a person on the street not familiar with the
LDS, they certainly would think you were describing an-
other new-age religion from Southern California. Is it
any wonder that every person I've met from Salt Lake
City was screwed up in one aspect or another? I blame
it all on that early sci- fi/fantasy writer, Joseph "Crazy
Joe" Smith.

So far, what I've seen of Wyoming has convinced me
that the chief industries are selling refuge (as well as
refuse) to people who are getting the hell out of Utah.
This economy includes offering, in the form of com-
mercial transaction, anything that cannot be bought in
Brigham Young’s hellish paradise - such as pyrotech-
nics, liquor (including beer with more than a 3% alcohol
content), and bulk tobacco.

I wish I could have been at the motel this morning af-
ter we checked out, just to have seen the look on the
face of the maid assigned to clean our room. I wonder
what she thought of the bottles of Wild Turkey (750 ml),
Skyy Vodka (1.75 1) and a bottle of cheap Vermouth (is
there any other kind?) - all emptied. Not to mention the
container of grapefruit juice, an depleted case of Moun-
tain Dew, patches of sand (cat litter), and a dry green
leafy substance spread all over the carpet (catnip looks
very suspicious to the uneducated). I ran into the maids
in the hallway as I was making repeated trips to the
ice machine, muttering off a list of things to pack up.
Dressed black jeans, a black T-shirt with the famous
Man Ray/Dali skull photo and a black movie gaffer’s
utility vest, I must have been an exotic freak of nature
to these women born in and destined to die in the small
railroad town known as Evanston, Wyoming.

Before leaving Evanston, we stopped off at Jolly Jaks
Fireworks and purchased as many pyrotechnics as we



could fit into our already overloaded trunk. Much like
the rest of the country, the fun explosives are now also
illegal in Wyoming, but they still offer a startling array
that you simply cannot get in other states. Some of this
stuff can do serious damage! We settled for high gauge
skyrockets equal to a half-stick of dynamite each (eas-
ily modified), two rows of Whistling Pete rockets, a case
of roman candles two bricks of Black Cat Thunder fire-
crackers, and two cases of M88’s, which are not M80’s,
but more powerful than M90’s.

The words that I now write are being penned from the
passenger seat of our Honda Civic, doing an average and
easy speed of between 85-95 MPH. We are just outside
of Rawlins, Wyoming. This is the best way to see the
country. Far better than flying. Sure, an airliner will get
you to your destination quicker, but a lot of unknown
nuances are lost when you are stuck in a metal cylin-
der cruising above the cloud ceiling. They can only be
discovered via ground transportation. My only real com-
plaint is the lack of radio reception. Not even AM radio
is available in this remote Wyoming wasteland. The CD
player will hold six compact disks. But we are forced
to keep our selections limited to Delirium’s Karma, and
some Underworld, which seem to have a narcotic effect
on the cats. It’s a fair tradeoff, rather than having them
yowling (or worse) for the entire trip, but it will be a long
time before we willingly listen to these CDs again.

Greetings from Ogallala, Nebraska, home of lots and
lots of nothing, and just as much to do. No wonder half
of the Cornhuskers are busted on various charges rang-
ing from date rape to aggravated assault. Myself, I would
risk violating the strict anti-hitchhiking law, or hopping
the first freight train out of this place. There is only
the usual crap beers made mostly with inexpensive rice
& corn sugars. There are liquors such as Schnapps,
but no whiskeys. The people here are afraid of it. I
don’t blame them, considering the reaction their Colle-
giate football players have when drunk on Budweiser or
Coors. The lack of stronger drink is probably a good
thing. This city was once known as the "Gomorrah of
the Plains." We could find no current evidence to sup-
port that claim, much to our disappointment? Unless
we're talking about Gomorrah after God destroyed it. We
wonder where Sodom is.

A new business has sprung up along this major
freighting truck route, called TA Travel Center, which
claims to offer everything a trucker may need in one
convenient stop. From past experience working a sum-
mer on my uncle’s seafood truck, I know the preferred
taste in women the drivers of these rigs have on the road
- fast, cheap, and easy. Looks aren’t important. And
from the looks and outfits of the waitresses in the diner,
I wouldn’t doubt for a minute the validity to the "one-
stop" claim. This was confirmed when a perky female
voice came over the intercom to announce, "Joe, your
'shower’ is ready."

Welcome to Iowa, first city, Council Bluffs. A city
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which woke up one morning to find most of it’s popu-
lation gone, when they decided to follow Brigham Young
into the unexplored wilderness.

Research note: We have seen several signs adver-
tising and promoting skiing in Nebraska and Iowa.
Where?!?1?!?

Based on the commercials and announcements heard
on the over-abundance of "proper" Christian radio sta-
tions, death and dying seems to hold some sort of un-
healthy infatuation for these people. Announcements of
the deaths of residents of the area, and special "deals"
being offered by the local mortuaries being the norm ev-
ery 15 minutes or so during broadcast hours. It was
morbid listening, but kind of amusing too. Anyway, we
lost the signal fairly quickly. It just kind of "died" off.

Our stop in Iowa was in a small town called Grinnell,
founded by J.B. Grinnell. This was the gentleman who
was told by one Horace Greeley to "Go west, young man".
Ironic that we would find ourselves in the community he
founded, heading in the opposite direction. The motel
we are staying in is of a strange Dutch-American archi-
tectural hybrid. All the doors are hung incorrectly, in
doorways of slightly trapezoidal shape. The big festivals
in this area are The Tulip Festival, and Ridiculous Days.
The first is a festival of flowers and pseudo-Dutch cul-
ture, in which people dress up in horrifying stereotypi-
cal Dutch outfits, do clock dances in wooden shoes, and
race large wheels of cheese up and down the main street
before eating them. The other festivity, Ridiculous Days,
is when the good people of Grinnell dress up in clothes
that even St. Vincent De Paul’s would reject, and be-
have in public in a manner that they normally wouldn’t
consider even in the safety of a windowless basement
on a moonless night. There should be a law to institute
this behavior year round simply for the amusement of
travelling Pigdogs. Fun at your expense, and all that.

Our departure from lowa and arrival into Ohio was
greeted with a combination of tornadoes, staggeringly
humid thunderstorms, and flash floods. We decided to
get the hell out of there as soon as possible, hitting the
road around 8:30, with tornado warnings and generally
nerve-wracking conditions everywhere. Even the State
Troopers were allowing travelers to speed along without
hassles, just to get everyone out of there in case the "big
blow" decided to hit.

Did I mention the dead animals? The I-80 in Ohio
has more carcasses than I've ever seen on the road any-
where. Ranging from raccoons to deer, the average count
is one animal corpse per quarter mile. Some parts of
the freeway are permanently stained with mind-boggling
large spots of a sickening, reddish black matter with
chunks of rotting meat interspersed in the grotesque
carnage. These aren’t your typical instant road pizzas
either. If the tire marks on the cement are to be trusted,
it appears that some vehicle drivers intentionally go out
of their way to run down any creature that happens onto
the concrete borders of the Interstate. After viewing sev-



eral freshly killed and mutilated carrion that once were
deer, I concluded that this is the work of nocturnal truck
drivers with heads full of speed, which is the drug of
choice in these parts.

The popularity of this substance with people other
than truckers trying to make a fat delivery bonus will not
make much sense to an outsider. But this is farm coun-
try. Farmers and their hired hands, contrary to popular
belief, do not work from sunrise till sunset. The average
day usually begins around 3:30 AM and ends around
9:30 PM. This is to insure that their crops receive the
maximum amount of water with the minimum evapora-
tion possible. The faster you can move, the more fields
you can cover. The more fields you cover, the better the
crop will be come harvest time. The better your crops
are, the more money you can make. And if snorting
a cheap nazi-invented substance helps you accomplish
this, so be it.

Manufacturing amphetamine is not too much of a
problem here either. The wide- open spaces, and sur-
plus of abandoned buildings means that there will never
be a shortage of labs being set up. Remember this if you
happen read about some mysterious fire on the outskirts
of some flyspeck place like Walcott, Iowa.

Welcome to Illinois, home state of Chicago Blues,
Joliet Prison, and the site where Ronald Wilson Reagan
emerged into our world from the womb of an imported
Egyptian Wild Dog. The morning was spent listening to
a typical lackluster FM morning show team as they in-
terview an 86 year old male stripper named Disco Ernie.
Later, we stopped for a brief breakfast at a truck-stop,
called Gramma’s Kitchen. As I ate my morning meal, I
quietly listened to the two men in the booth behind me
talk. The subject of their discussion was cell phones,
and how more and more truckers are using them rather
than pay phones on their route, or even CBs in some
cases. A curious fact arose in their conversation - pro-
fessional truck drivers never check their cell phone bills.
They just pay them. This is partly due to the various
roaming charges and not having the time to verify the
calls placed along the routes driven during a billing pe-
riod, and partly because some trucking companies will
reimburse cell phone charges. A phone jacker with good
scanning and capturing equipment could make a king’s
ransom spending a week at any of the major truck stops
along this ongoing highway project given to us by Eisen-
hower.

Research note: We are in Cheap Trick country. Why in
the hell do all the radio stations around here play such
bad music? Are there still enough people purchasing
White Lion to warrant their radio play?

We have now entered Indiana, current home of Bob
‘Chokehold’” Knight. We need more people like him in
sports. Years ago, I predicted that professional sports
would slowly begin imitating the antics of professional
wrestling. Now, as fans begin hurling snowballs with
batteries concealed in them at players, and the players
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themselves sporting bizarre outfits, makeup, and tat-
toos; it was only a matter of time before the coaches
would want a piece of the action. I'm rather disappointed
though. I was expecting to see tactics last used by the
legendary wrestling manager, Jim Cornette. A university
coach beating a player with a tennis racket, or throwing
powder in the opposing team’s eyes would have a harder
time explaining those actions to a Board than grabbing
a player by the throat or threatening a spinster secre-
tary over a cup of cold coffee. Especially when he’s a
winning coach. They’ll keep him, but only if he attends
anger management classes or some nonsense such as
that. This is basketball country, and they aren’t about
to let someone who wins hit the road over some minor
infractions. Bob would probably have to sodomize near-
death co-eds in front of the hearing board before they’ll
terminate his contract.

Some of my favorite performers come from Ohio,
specifically the Cleveland/Akron area. I also know why
so many of them got the hell out of this state. What
we've seen of Ohio is pretty, scenery wise. Because the
roadways are lacking any kind of accurate signs indi-
cating where cities are located (including billboards), we
weren't able to stop anywhere for fear of losing our way
out. We theorized that they do this on purpose to keep
the tourists out. This is, in retrospect, is a good thing.
Ohio charges a thirty cents per exit fee to drive on the
interstate. The toll is much higher for trucks. It can cost
as much as eighty dollars for a semi to drive through this
state. Abby suggested that we stop in Cleveland and visit
The Rock & Roll Hall of Fame. The only contact I want
with that overpriced (admission price - fifteen dollars)
tourist trap, is to get monstrously drunk on cheap beer,
and piss all over the various exhibits. John Lydon put
it best, "it's not what the artists wore or the paper they
wrote on that matters, it's what they did that's impor-
tant." I tend to agree. Seeing Joe Walsh’s football jersey
or a piece of the plane Otis Redding died in means very
near to nothing to me.

We made the doomed decision to cross into Pennsyl-
vania from Ohio in hopes of putting ourselves closer to
our final destination and possibly in a cheaper zone of
accommodations. We had been warned not to stop in
Ohio, because of the hotel price gouging along the Inter-
state due to the aforementioned exit tolls. There will be
more on this, later.

The first thing that struck me about this region, are
the remnants of a once thriving industrial-based econ-
omy, which now lies in literal scrap heaps of ruin.
The leaders of Silicon Valley and the surrounding ar-
eas would be well advised to tour this area to see what
the future has in store for them. This kind of local eco-
nomic collapse has happened many times, and will hap-
pen many times again. All parties have to end sometime,
as the saying goes.

The other item of note in this area is that this is the
beginning of the area inhabited by Mountain People -



know as hillbillies to the outside world. You really get
a feeling for the songs recorded by Sixteen Horsepower
up here. The downside is this: we just passed by a local
driving a car displaying the Klan logo in the rear window.
Simplicity runs deep, but ignorance runs deeper here.

As I said, our entrance into this state was predestined
for disaster. As the sun set, we figured that all other
Interstate travelers would be stopping in Youngstown,
Ohio for the night. We thought that we would probably
have better luck down the road in one of the small Penn-
sylvania towns just over the border. What we did not
know was that most of the signs pointing to Motels were
advertisements for inns that no longer existed. We drove
for hours down way too many back-roads in search of
these voided accommodations. To make matters worse,
all motels and hotels that actually were available were
filled to capacity with people attending a bowling con-
vention. The hotels had jacked up their rates for people
coming in without reservations beyond even a reason-
able gouge. The only benefit to our wanderings is find-
ing an open liquor store. All we wanted were a couple of
six packs of beer, which were not available anywhere -
including the state-controlled liquor store. There was,
however, plenty of bottles of bourbon in handy ‘who-
want’s-to-be-the-first-in- jail-on-Friday-night?’ (as Abby
called it) 350 ml size bottles, Jack Daniel’s Kool-Aid fla-
vored coolers, and plenty of moonshine - some made lo-
cally in the area.

Eventually, in exhausted frustration, we made our
way 50 miles further down the road, where we found
a motel that had rooms, and was charging a third of the
rate the other places we had stopped at had wanted.

The next morning, I woke up, and quietly left the room
in search of a cup of coffee, letting Abby sleep. The motel
was a beehive of activity; mostly strange people wearing
suits and ties. What kind of a person wears stuff like this
on an early, and quite humid, Saturday morning? It was
then I spotted the copies of The Watchtower and Awake
spread about here and there. Jehovah’s Witnesses had
descended our out hotel in the middle of the night, filling
every room. Now, at 7:30 AM, they were leaving. Their
destination - I do not know. Some secret gathering in
the mountains somewhere, I suspected. But if Bowlers
can have a convention, why not Witnesses?

I met our maid. She was a bit older than myself, but
had obviously seen a lot of hard times. I guessed by her
appearance that she had at least three kids. I would not
be surprised if this was her second or even third job.
She smiled at me as I passed her, revealing one upper,
and two lower front coal-black teeth. Yea and for true,
this was the domain of the people of the mountain, and
I had just met their spokes model.

From our borderline Pennsylvania motel, we drove di-
rectly to our New Hampshire destination, only slightly
hampered by rain and fog. We had both seen and had
enough. To hell with safety and laws. There is roadwork
every ten miles, and it’s getting really fucking annoying
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travelling at only twenty miles per hour when we are so
close to our final destination! We are also surrounded by
the second worst drivers in the world - people from Mas-
sachusetts. First place belongs specifically to the drivers
of Boston, where driving a car is a fast moving contact
sport.

New Hampshire at last and the sleep of the dead.
The next time we do this kind of driving excursion, we
promise to ourselves to be sans cats, and to pick a more
intriguing route than the alternately lifeless and/or ter-
rifying I-80 corridor through the United States.



DMCA Protest at Stanford

By Mr. Bad

Get up, get up, get busy, people now! It's time once
again to don your freedom-loving apparel and head out
to the latest coolio INTERNET PROTEST. Do it! Get
ready! Get out there! Get funky now!

All right, so here’s the deal: you've heard of the Digital
Millennium Copyright Act, right? It’s the new (1998) law
that was rammed through YOUR Congress by media-
mogul heavyweight lawyers to try and keep the Internet
genie in the bottle and protect their middleman inter-
ests. Two egregious clauses of the Act include making
it illegal to subvert copyright protection, making it ille-
gal to aid in illegal distribution of copyrighted materials,
and making it illegal to reverse engineer software.

If this was just a case about Chinese software pirat-
ing factories owned by the People’s Army, well, that’d be
all well and good. I've got no problem with SPA goons
running down Third-World alleys trying to catch street-
market disk sellers. The BIG problem is that the DMCA
has been used VICIOUSLY by corporate attack lawyers
to limit YOUR FREEDOM in cyberspace.

For example: it’s been used to sue various John Does
in the DeCSS case. It's been used to ream Napster.
The threat of DMCA suits is probably what got the
AOL weenies shut down Gnutella. Jon Johanson, Em-
manuel Goldstein: there are literally hundreds of people
in courts TODAY fighting DMCA charges. It's time that
this has to STOP.

There’s an opportunity now to give the DMCA a good
KICK in the PANTS. The US Copyright Office is holding
hearings at Stanford University on May 18th to make
some decisions about enforcement of DMCA issues. This
is an EXCELLENT opportunity for freedom-lovers like
you and I to make our voices known. The EFF, SVLUG
and 2600 Mag are sponsoring a big ol’ picketing, chant-
ing, brick-throwing, bomb-tossing PROTEST right out-
side the hearing rooms of the USCO. You should be
there, now, shouldn’t you?



Shootout at the Cyberbuss Corral

By Reverend CyberSatan

Reverend CyberSatan of the Cyberbuss KREW gives
Pigdog Journal the SCOOP on the haps at Saturday’s
Cyberbuss Costume Ball. Beaujolais! Bad cops and
badder guests sparred with countering and feinting and
parrying and all that rot! It was the best failed event of
the season.

[The Cyberbuss Costume Ball has been a staple of the
San Francisco freak underground for the last 4 years.
The Cyberbuss is weird enough, but when you collect all
the Cybers and all the OTHER big weirdos in beat alley
at some corner in Hunter’s Point, well, whoo-ee! All hell
can break loose.

This year’s party was a strange and mysterious event.
Reverend CyberSatan, longtime scenester and Friend
of Pigdog in As-of-Yet Unrevealed Ways has given us
this report of the event. It's an INSIDE SCOOP! Enjoy,
reader! — Mr. Bad]

More cops than I'd ever seen in my life. That’s about
how I'd describe the 4th Annual Cyberbuss Costume
Ball.

Things looked really bad at about 4:00 p.m. on the
day of the event. Mr. Sympson and I were atop Headless
Point Studios and I was about to throw myself off the
roof on a guide wire that ran across the property and
down to the ground. As I was about to take flight, a
couple of cops pulled up in a prowler and started talking
to the Cyberians on the ground. I waited and waited and
waited for them to clear the hell out, but they didn’t.
Since this was taking so much time, I went down to see
what the trouble was.

Well, it seems that the Cybers lacked 1) a health per-
mit, 2) a safety permit, and 3) a fire permit. I was
wondering just exactly what we needed in terms of a
health and safety permit, seeing as how we were right
next door to the Hunter’s Point Naval Weapons Station.
The razor-wire fence of the former destructo base has
signs reading: "WARNING: MULTIPLE BIOLOGICAL AND
ENVIRONMENTAL HAZARDS. DO NOT ENTER." Health
permit? Uh-huh.

Well, the bluish bacon said that the party was now
closed (before it had even started) and that we could talk
to the Lieutenant if we so desired. A couple of minutes
after they left, we did exactly that. It’s fair to say that
the Lieutenant was immune to the female charms of our

Rina the Queena and Justin Credible. The party was still
off and they threatened to shut us down if we so much as
put on a record and Hustled. Thus became what would
become the Alamo of SF underground culture.

I arrived later on that night to get the door up and
humming. Dressed in a Nazi uniform, Hitler mustache,
and Mickey Mouse ears, I was ready to greet the incom-
ing freaks. It turned out that the first people I greeted
were members of the SF Fire Department, who managed
to crack a grin at my "Adolf Disney" persona while they
scanned our environs for fire hazards and shut-down vi-
olations.

A tour of the property and adjacent set-up revealed
that we had no fire problems worthy of closing us down,
or even citing us. In fact, the fire jumpers were so chilled
out that they went and had their faces painted by the
girls in the fashion booth.

The next set of guests that arrived were obvious
fetishists: they came in blue suits with badges and guns.
One of them even claimed to be a Lieutenant. He and
his troopers blew in with so much overpowering macho
testosterone that several gay guests of ours swooned and
fainted, thereby creating the night’s first medical emer-
gency. While the medics worked feverishly to restore our
fallen revelers, the almighty Fuzz reamed CyberSam a
new asshole for attempting to throw a party without the
permission of the almighty Man. Against all Constitu-
tional values and reasonable standards, the Lieutenant
told us that we couldn’t even have a private party for a
couple hundred of our friends. With that, they stormed
out and left three cops at our door as garlic loaves to the
incoming hoards of soon-to-be-arriving undead guests.

For the next couple of hours, Adolf warded off car after
car after car of guests, explaining that the cops were just
looking for a reason to cuff and sodomize us. However,
during all this confusion, a mysterious portal opened up
just our of range of Blue Boy eyes and many revelers
took advantage of it. Several hours later, a police in-
spection revealed over two hundred guests where there
had only been a handful.

Naturally, this kind of thing has to be cracked in half
by police authority before the whole damn thing causes
Western Civilization to melt at the seams. Back into
the breach came the Lieutenant and his men, calling on
some ten or twelve cruisers for support. They dove into



the party with all the anticipation of steroid-chompers
about to see cute chicks with naked tits. After all, what’s
more difficult and dangerous: breaking up a gathering
like this one or enforcing a truce in a neighborhood gang
war where guns have killed two and terrorized scores
over the last two weeks?

About an hour after they went down, I heard nothing
and no one was leaving. I began to wonder if the crowd
hadn’t simply swallowed, stripped and fellated them to
the point of submission. A quick check revealed that
they were still there, trying desperately to find the light
switch for the overheads (they were unable to find the
switch for the sound system).

Back up at the top of the hill, I decided that I'd had
enough of turning away all my friends all night long. I'd
also had enough of the cops to last the rest of the week,
if not the rest of this month. The Lieutenant, calling to
me like I was his cabin boy, asked me where CyberSam
was. I replied, "I don’t care. I'm going to see my girlfriend
across town. The place is all yours." Keeping my word, I
left shortly after.

Not long after my departure, the cops decided that
they’d had enough, too. The hauled Sam out and gave
him a verbal chewing, which he gave back to them. The
Johnnies then left, giving the impression that they would
not return. Sam then did what any reasonable under-
grounder would do: he went back down, turned the mu-
sic back on and told people they were free to hang out
and have a great time.

Around dawn, a bunch of us went back out to the
party. The cops were nowhere to be found, but the hot
tub was. A few of us who had endured the whole fiasco
jumped in and mused about how great this was and how
the cops were off somewhere else not having nearly as
much fun.

The morning played out wonderfully, and culminated
with Scott Jenerik giving one of his awesome, flame-
blowing performances on a beach behind Headless
Point. A devoted crowd of die-hards stood captivated
and triumphant. Just like the Alamo, we’d been over-
run, but the fort still stood and this time Davey Crockett
lived.



Growing better illegal mushrooms than lousy Psilocybe fanaticus

By Pao-Tzu

Disclaimer: PaoTzu’s al illegal mushroom cultivation
cookbook is meant for educational purposes only. Be
aware of the techniques used by hardcore criminals!
Protect your children! Read, learn, educate. Do not try
this at home.

Growing your own hallucinogenic mushrooms is as
easy as sitting around and watching a rotting pile of dirt
says expert Pao-Tzu. Sorry if you do not live on the Pa-
cific Coast of the United States of America. Go waste
money on those internet scam spore kits or whatever -
this guide will not work for you.

Buy a bunch of shallow rubber pots (4-5" high, 1°
long) and Douglas Fir wood mulch at your local nurs-
ery. Take a road trip to some part of the world where
Psilocybe cyanescens grow rampant, like near roadsides
along highway 101 all the way up the Northwest Oregon.
Gather not just Psilocybe but whole mounds of dirt from
the locations. Cut this with the rottenest compost you
can find (your own backyard? neighbor?)... I mean rot-
ten when I say rotten. Make sure there is already some
kind of nasty fungus growing in the compost you use.

Mix the pots as such - 1/2 natural mushroom ground-
score, 1/4 fresh wood chips, 1/4 nasty compost. Put flat
rocks so that about half of the surface area is covered.
If it is not early in the rainy season (October) when you
begin, use a drip system over the rubber planters. I can-
not stress that you should not under any circumstances
soak the planters, this will promote the growth of un-
wanted flowering plants and grasses.

After the pots have lost some of their original stink,
transplant Lycopodia (moss) into the planters. Make
sure to use specimens big enough for the rocks to lay
on. Wait 2 months.

mycelia grows under [lat rocks!

HELLO. Cool coastal fog, frost, and buckets of rain
should guarantee the mass of the planter in fresh basid-
iocarps each month. For a given investment, this means

many many handfulls of mushrooms to clip.

10 planters should yield about one oz. dried Psilo-
cybe cyanescens/month. 20 planters, 2 oz... Your en-
tire backyard stacked on shelves (approx 300 planters)
should yield 5-10 kilograms of mushroom per growing
season (September - June). This is really not that many
trips though if you consider any real mushroom addict
will make super-potent tea.

Super-potent tea can be made easily by steaming
mushrooms for 3 minutes in any conventional steamer
(yes, you can make one out of tinfoil), boiling the
steamed product for an hour, straining out mushrooms
and simmering the rest for 3 hours to make a highly-
concentrated dark brown liquid.

Alternatively, finely chop dried mushrooms and fill a
coffee filter chock full. Staple the coffee filter shut and
steam the filter for 3 minutes and let sit in boiling water
for 30 minutes. This should be strong enough but is a
slight waste of material. But who cares when you have
8000.

Killing your mushroom culture is easy. If you have
to move and you are too paranoid to drive around with
a full-scale shroom growing operation in your vehicle,
simply douse each planter with vinegar and turn them
over onto the ground. Note that the mushrooms will not
rot quickly this way as the fungus which would rot them
is kept at bay by the acidity.

Much easier to start, collect, and dispose of than some
big ass aquariums, spore syringes, and kerr jars.



BUCKET OF FUCK

By Mr. Bad

“mmm mmm good..."

You've seen it on TV!

Now, for a LIMITED TIME, YOU can be the proud
owner of your very own

BUCKET OF FUCK!

How can you pass this up?

Each bucket of fuck is carefully constructed using
only the finest FUCK ingredients available.

re your kids missing out on the action? Are you wor-
ried about them getting a little naughty with the Bucket
of Fuck while you're not looking? Who wouldn’t be!
That's why we've come up with this fantastic new toy
for tots! Bucket of Ducks! Your child will spend hours
upon hours enjoying the pleasure of a bucket of ducks.
What child can resist a bucket of Ducks? None that I
know!

The bucket of Ducks comes with a convenient rope
handle which should fit around any tot’s head.

Based on huge demand from our friends across the
pond, we've developed the new SCOTTISH BUCKET OF
FUCK. Since Scots are notoriously cheap bastards, we've
created a bucket that doubles as a sausage serving tray.
Now not only can you enjoy the bucket of fuck, but you
can suck down some weiner while you're at it! As an
EXTRA SPECIAL BONUS, we can match the bucket to
your family tartan, so you don’t have to worry about the
bucket clashing with your skirt! ORDER TODAY!!!!

Helen is seen here with the official Bucket of Fuck
Mascot, "FUCKHEAD" By now you've realized the in-
credible sales potential with the bucket of fuck. We
here at Bucket of Fuck Enterprises, LLC want to share
the wealth! Would you be interested in a highly prof-
itable Bucket O’ Fuck private franchise? Sell to all your
friends and neighbors! You can have a retail-wholesale
business, and become a millionaire in your spare time!
Profits and bonuses are based upon sales volume. De-
velop a downline and earn even more! And you don’t
have to go to any cheesy sales meetings and sing "God
Bless America" or buy tapes or anything. Just move a
minimum of 500 Buckets O’ Fuck a month at the low
low price of $19.95 each (it will be conveniently billed to
your Mastercard, Visa, or Discover) and you will be on
your way! For a small fee, Bucket Of Fuck can assist
you in your advertising. Contact your sales representa-

tive to see about having our mascot "Fuckhead" make
an appearance at your next sales conference!

ORDER TODAY!!!!

Bucket Of Fuck is a licensed product of Bucket O’
Fuck Enterprises, LLC, a Pigdog Venture. All material is
protected under international copyright law. Unautho-
rized reproduction or distribution of the Bucket of Fuck
will result in legal entanglements, name calling, and a
great heaping bucketful of fuck, sent directly to the per-
petrator. You have been warned, beeotch.

Bucket of Fuck is a volatile product, and should be
handled with extreme care. Please read the accompa-
nying instructions. Bucket O’ Fuck Enterprises is not
responsible for burns, loss of sight, or any negative side
effects of using the Bucket of Fuck. We're totally respon-
sible for the positive side effects, though. Children ex-
posed to a bucket of Fuck may become temperamental.
If exposed to the Bucket of Fuck, clean child’s eyes thor-
oughly with clean water and a bristle brush. In order to
prolong the life of your bucket of fuck, please cover with
lid when not in use. Do not taunt the bucket of fuck. If
you don't like the bucket of fuck, go fuck yourself.

Questions or concerns regarding bucket of fuck
should be directed at bucket@donkeyshow.org



