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Once when I was fifteen and wandering loose
with my friends in Irondequoit, trying to stay
interested in the long suburban nights, grabbing
beers where we could, sniffing nitrous-oxide off of
whipped cream cans in the all night Wegmans and
congregating under old willow trees in a-field in
the middle of town where some old couches gave
us our own living room outside, going swimming
in pools that weren't ours and traveling overland
through backyards and gulleys from one end of town
to another, we found this thing in a parking lot; it was
round and white and looked somewhar like a plaster
cast of one half of a beer keg and my friend Dave
scooped it up and determined through metaphysical
reasoning that it might possibly be, quite possibly was
the center of the universe. We took it with us.

The center of the universe was a responsibility
at first, filled with portent, though it started as a
joke to relieve boredom, it made too much sense
when you thought about it, after all it was random,
it was moving around via us and the next person
or thing that grabbed it when we tired of it or
Dave’s mom tossed it or whatever. It could be the
center of the universe.

The universe does work in strange ways, as the
cliché goes. It was Dave who was with me the sec-
ond time we did acid and actually figured out the
secret of the universe and it was delightfully, won-
derfully simple and funny and right—we knew it
was true and then for a moment conventional r.
ity thinking intruded ar _fouy
paper and wrote down thé
and put it in our pocket to look at
“straight” (although I now know you can’t ever
“straight” again).

Of course, God was laughing at us the next
day when what we wrote turned out to be toral
gobble-di-gook; just a bunch of random letters.
We no longer had access to that databank. Instead
we got the center of the universe.

For a while we took it to parties and Dave
took it to college and decided to leave it some-
where to continue its journey on its own. And now
it’s twenty years later and there’s a lady outside my
window with seven shopping carts filled with mys-
terious packages carefully wrapped in plastic bags
and pieces of bubble wrap. She is a crone with a
hood, who mutters and rearranges her treasures
under the arms of a great pine tree. I didn’t think
of the center of the universe until my wife saw her
about ten miles from our building pushing a shop-
ping cart and I suddenly had an image of many
caches of carts spread around town under her care
and wondered about the significance of their con-
tents. | knew (not being straight even these respon-
sible days) that I could not glimpse the contents of
those carts, that like the secret, they would not
reveal themselves to my crude eye but would
remain disguised as the mundane. Perhaps she is
the keeper of some other essential secrets and her
motion from place to place somehow governs the
weather and the airs that mold this reality.

If WBEE is now the number one station in Love
World, the whole country has gone country.

Sing Alone: v

We read the Bureau of Firearms and Tobaecowtst
Branch Davidians with Nancy Sinatra’s record and it
kinda made sensé &
but then last week we
read they were also
blasting  Mitch
Miller records at the
religious cult’s compound and
that just seems unfair.

Somebody
Voted Fox
I kept noticing these gold crowns
on the dash boards of cars down-
town. The’re in the same spot
the plastic Jesus’ were when
there was metal in the dash. Its
not a cult thing because there are
too many of them. For awhile I
thought they might be serious
fans of James Brown's early
stuff on King Records. But
then it dawned on me. These
people are all Bob King fans.

Outlaw
Radio

There was a whole pile of these
WEASE stickers on the counter at g/
the sandwich shop next to the RPO
ticket office so I helped myself to a handful. I am a
member of the intellectual terrorist group SAME 3
and we were in the process of ordering bumper
stickers when I realized we could cut the WEASE
stickers up, turn the W upside down for an M and
turn an E backwards for the 3. We plan to scoop
up the rest of the stickers and distribute the pieces
agour next meeting.

Sculpted, sculpted Perciphus,
| want more.

| copyright all of my poetry—
.30 Many paper airplanes.

Have symbol, will travel.
Energetic mass | miss you.
Blowsy, blowsy commentator of my imaginings.
Did | spell your being correctly?

Glad to see NRBQ play the Sun Ra composi-
tion “Rocket Number Nine” from their 1969 Ip ac
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Milestones a few weeks back. 7’\
Finally, a chance to check out the Hyatt. Barry % X /
who sells the free range chickens at the Public s

Markert told us about this Taste Of The Nation
event at the Hyatt on April 18th. Forty restaurants
from The Bangkok to the Rochester Club
Restaurant supply food and cognac for a benefit
for Hunger Relief.

I plan to not eat all day and relieve
my hunger in a three hour all l/
you can eat setting. Tickets are
thirty-five dollars and available at
-V

715 MONROE AVENUE
244 5719

Barry’s stand inside at the
Public Market or at the
Hyart.
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I resigned from City Newspaper a month ago. in protest-
the paper had tried to censor me. While City was trumpet-
ing its tolerance because it had accepted a recruitment
ad from the [ENSWFESET]- editor Mary Anna Towler quietly
refused to run a piece she'd commissioned from me about
Howard Stern's radio program. In my piece- I had taken
the position that while tern may be politically incor-
rect- he was no real danger to anyone.

I went public with my story. In the
Towler ultimately sent out a press release claiming that-
while she agreed with it. she hadn't run my piece because
it had been turned in late. That was so pathetic. They
had my story on time- forty-eight hours before they had
to go to press. I mean. this is a weekly. not a daily.
newspaper. It was bad enough that Towler told me she was
yanking my piece because it didn't jive with her personal
politics-s but then for her to turn around and lie about
it like that. that's just sad.

When they took the Klan ad and spiked my story in the
same week-. the message was. "racism is okay if it gives
us a soapboxs but God forbid someone seriously challenges
our Earty line.” If I'd wanted to bitch about capitalism
and Republicans-if I'd wanted to shoot gquppies in a bar-
rel and preach to the converted-they'd give me plenty of
space to do it in. I mean. I basically slandered Reagan
and Bush. and they clappedi no one said peep then about
accuracy or fairness. But as soon as I poked this sacred
cows their [IEEIYEISTEENEIINEEY] they had a fit. And
that's when they said my ideas were "dangerous. "

When City refused to rum my storys I announced that I
was quitting on WXXI's radio newss and did interviewus
with the Gannett papers. and GRC and Channel 13 televi-

sion. ut when all was said and done- my story about
K EF'-’E"“.%“
FIROET] bE=

=

Gannett senior editor Lee Krenis More heard Howard Stern’s syndicated morning show when it
debuted here and was clearly offended. She listened just long enough to write a column about it, for the
February 25th issues of both The Times-Union and The Democrat & Chronicle, under the headline
“Much Ado About Stern—And We Ought To Do More.”

“This is not a call for censorship,” More wrote. Nonetheless, having listened to the show, More con-
cluded that “Stern is toxic...a classic hater, mean-spirited and mean.”

For what it’s worth, I don’t agree with More about Stern. My own impression is that Stern is for the
most part only oafish. However, I do find the concept of “toxic” speech, or ideas, alarming. Perhaps worse,
it is simply patronizing. More presumes that while she can see the truth about Stern, his other listeners are
so labile that their minds will be “polluted” by Stern’s ideas. And I'm puzzled by her assumption that
young men’s minds, or this community, were purer before Stern came to town.

More described “Butt Bongo,” “a favorite Stern show game in which women pull their their pants down so
that men can spank them. Players get points for hitting hard; the redder the buttocks, the better.,” Of course,
More was describing a radio program—in almost exclusively visual terms. Radio: theater of the dirty mind?

More took exception to a contestant who purportedly said, post-spanking, that it hadn’t been an
“erotic” experience. After further prodding by Stern, that woman conceded (as More reported) that yes,
she had in fact enjoyed “Butt Bongo.”

So, what to believe? Unsatisfied with the woman’s own professed ambivalence, More recruited testi-
mony from Phyllis Korn, the director of Alternatives for Battered Women, a local shelter. Korn hadn’t
heard the show, but that didn’t stand in the way of her interpretation:

“This is the whole issue of ‘no’ means ‘yes,” she told More.

Well, maybe. Or maybe it’s the issue of “yes” means “no.” That’s the thing about mental states: they’re so
subjective that one hesitates to characterize a stranger’s. For all we know, the woman may want to be spanked, or
she may just want to be on the radio. And of course, it’s possible (but unlikely, I think) that she really is being
abused—in which case someone should complain to the Manhattan police, not editorialize about it.

The only thing that seems certain here is that the Howard Stern show won’t answer any of these ques-
tions for us.

Based on this lack of evidence, More then argued that Stern’s show exhibits “precisely the attitude that
keeps women’s shelters busy.” And Korn was cited again, explaining that young men who listen to Stern
are learning “that women are objects who enjoy pain” and “that you can subdue them with force,
grotesquely, in public.”

Now, that’s quite a leap, from an apparently consensual (albeit silly) activity to criminal assault. More
and Korn just take it on faith thart there is a precise, causal link berween this sort of radio program and sex-
ual battery. Never mind that there’s hardly a shred of evidence, amongst mountains of studies, to support
that assumption (and neither More nor Korn cited any). They would have you believe that Stern is shout-
ing “Fire!” in the crowded minds of impressionable young men, and that, far from a false cry, Stern speaks
truly and directly to the basest instincts of these alien beings, right to their battering penises and hands.

North Koreans have to listen to the radio. Homes there are wired for one channel—the droningly cor-
rect thought of dictator Kim Il Sung—and it’s a crime to turn it off. Nonetheless, one day the Korean peo-
ple will rise up against Kim or his progeny.

Meanwhile, he makes Howard Stern sound like a day at the beach.
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For two days, the water authority people worked on the water mains in front of
our house. The water was off for a while; so was a large section of the road. On the
third day, a truck showed up to repair the hole.

This morning, at 7:00am, my doorbell rang. A woman wanted to know if I had
seen the trucks that were out in front of the house. I said “why?”

“They opened it up over there and emptied a whole dumptruck full of toxic
waste into the ground!”

“Wow!” I thought, “Toxic waste? Are you sure?’

“What else could it have been?” she responded, “T mean it was a whole dumptruck. They're always
doing this, and nobody knows who or where they are! It could only be toxic waste or something!”

At this stage, [ pointed out that there was an 8 ft. by 8 ft. patch of fresh asphalt in the road, to repair
the spot where the workman had stood, their heads just barely visible above the hole.

“No,” she said, “It wasn’t asphalt. They wouldn’t need a whole dumptruck to fill that hole with
asphalt. It was toxic waste. | have the people from Washington coming in to investigate. The local authori-

ties are too corrupt.”

I 'was into this. “Washington? That’s a hoot. I lived there, and they riaake the locals seem downright
homogeneous.”

“No,” she replied, “We have a new administration that'll take care of everything. I have the EPA, the
FBI and the Department of Interior investigating this.”

“Why don’t you scoop up a sample or two of the substance in question and take it to an independent
lab for evaluation? That way, you'll be sure there is no conspiracy to undermine your theory.”

“I'm not touching the stuff,” she said, “And besides, that’s not the point. They are ALWAYS dumping this
stuff, and nobody knows where it’s coming from! This is only the tip of the iceberg!” She was clearly agitated.

“Why would the city dump toxic waste into it’s own sewers; sewers that they have to maintain? It’s
just asphalt. [ really think that you ought to open your mind to the idea that everything is not a conspiracy
or deviant plan. There are some things that are just ROAD REPAIRS.”

“I don’t think it was that sinister,” my wife chimed in from across the room.

“I used to work at City Hall,” the woman exclaimed, “They are overrun with the mob! I was there
when they set fire to the records in the basement to cover things up! This is well documented. Gannett
reported on it!”

“Why would the mob keep records on illegal activities in the basement of City Hall?”

“They set the place on fire. They are overrun with the mob!”

“I see... Have a good day, OK?”

“There’s toxic waste being dumped in front of your house, and you don’t care!

“Really,” I said, “Have a nice day.”

“Look, I wanna be around when the fascists take over the country. Then you'll be sorry!”

With that, she stormed off, this Gladys Kravitz for the nineties, the cane she carried was at a perpen-
dicular position to her body. I went and had a cup of coffee, inspected the patch in the road, and suddenly
realized that I wasn’t on acid!
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Maria Daulne, the foremost of the five voices
in Zap Mama, may actually accomplish her goal of
“bringing people closer through understanding
and respect for each culture, with special attention
to the people threatened by the triumphant mate-
rialism of the modern world” with the fifteen all
vocal performances on Adventures in Afropea 1. She
is part Belgian, part Zairean and her group covers
exotic terrain from anonymous 16th century
Spanish compositions to chants of the Pygmies of
Central Africa and makes it all sound like a pop
album without drums. They open for 10,000 at RIT.

I scored big time from the downtown library. I
checked ourt a cajun music anthology called Le
Gran Mamou, subtitled The Historic Bluebird
Sessions, Volume 1. It's on the Country Music
Foundation label and contains the first Cajun
recording from 1928. This is down home, Bayou-
drenched country blues. The fiddle and the accor-
dion are a match made in the low lands of heaven,
The tape I made from this goes "round and around
and seems to suit any occasion.

I also walked away with two cds on the Electra
Nonesuch label from Bali, both beautiful record-
ings of a very wide range of island music. The
wild, dadaesque Monkey Chant on Music From
The Morning of the World, recorded in 1966, could
get you arrested. Two decades later David
Lewiston returned to Bali to digitally record
Gamelan & Kecak which sounds like primitive,
Polynesian, Philip Glass compositions. Like Sun Ra,
this as close as we come to music from another world.

My favorite new jazz record is Henry
Threadgill’s Too Much Sugar For A Dime. Like
Apocalypse Across The Sky, the Jajouka record that
refuses to get off our ever-in-flux top ten, and
Praxis, a crazy, wound up fusion extravaganza fea-
turing Bootsy Collins, it was produced by Bill
Laswell. This is hard rockin jazz with a heavy back-
beat. Like Arthur Blythe’s current stuff, there is no
bass or rather there is a tuba for a more expressive
bass. Remember Asha Puthli’s vocals on Ornette’s
Science Fiction album. Vocals like those figure
into the deep funk equation on this one too.

My favorite new rock album is Frank Black by
Frank Black, the former frontman from the Pixies.
Equally as musical as the band and a lot more fun,
Each page of the cd book has Frank in a different
outfit, silk pajamas, overalls, flannel and vintage
suits and lyrics like poetry. In Ten Percenter he
howls “I'm a jerk, If you've got cotton mouth, My
mind is like an ocean”. Glam-like pop like SLT or
late Iggy or Bowie who I hear is doing a jazz album
with Bowie, Lester Bowie.



Dear Refrigerator:

I am enclosing a red 1964 Pontiac GTO. Please think of it as the Refrigerator staff car. As you are
probably aware, the GTO is the machine that started the Muscle Car Era of the 1960s. This Detroit
Legend combined a lightweight body with a potent 389 cubic inch V-8 engine. The result was automotive
thunder. The car that I am sending features a special GTO hood, Rallye wheel covers, 4-speed transmis-
sion, bucket seats and dual exhausts. For many people, the GTO reflects America’s golden age of automo-
tive dominance. However, this particular model has a personal meaning. For me, it symbolizes two facts
abourt Russian emigres —- they like to work on cars and they have their own Mafia.

I know they have their own Mafia because I read about it in a magazinc. Apparently, the Russian
Mafia is all over the U.S. and specializes in drugs, prostitution and extortion After viewing the photos of
the alleged leaders, my personal casting choice to play the Ruskie Godfather would be Rod Steiger.

From personal experience, I know that Russian emigres like to work on cars. When I first moved to
my street ten years ago there was only one Russian and he owned a two story, two unit apartment build-
ing. This man, nicknamed “Crow” and perpetually dressed in a ratty jogging suit, collected Volkswagen
Bugs. His friend, referred to as “the Tenant,” also dressed in jogging suits and assisted him in his collection
of battered Beetles. Apparently Crow obtained his battered Beetles from his connections with the City’s
abandoned vehicle lot. At one point, I counted 23 Volkswagens managed and owned by Crow.
Periodically, neighbors joined together and complained to the city about the presence of all these cars on
our streets. But there was nothing to be done. If the cars were ticketed or marked to be towed, Crow
moved them to different locations or had them towed by his buddies — only to return when the heat was
off. Once I went to City Hall to file a complaint. That's when I learned the sad truth. Crow worked for
the Municipal Court.

I personally confronted Crow four years ago. He spoke with a thick Russian accent. He claimed he did
not own the cars. He claimed they were owned by the Tenant. The noise, clutter, empty gasoline cans and
general debris were @// from the Tenant. During our chat, however, Crow learned that I was an attorney.
After learning this, he became conciliatory. We reached a truce, he would not (a) park or (b) work on his
cars on my half of the street. Before he walked away, he whispered, “We should talk some time, I have
some movies you may be interested in” I often wondered about these films — Eisenstein? Ninotchka?
Man-Boy love flicks?

My victory — keeping Crow off the southern half of the street — was pyrrhic. Other Russian emigres
moved into the neighborhood and, like Crow, they have a strong interest in battered foreign autos. I am
surprised at how rapidly they acquire these cars. The emigre from Moscow who moved in across the street
has three, a beat up blue Audi, a rusted Toyota Celica and a brown shell of a Volvo. Every weekday morning
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he repairs these vehicles. Two new emigres
arrived last August and their teenage son
acquired two bruised early eighties Japanese
cars — both in need of engine and body
work. Every weekend morning, I wake to
the sight of Soviet grease monkeys battling
over drive shafts and stick shifts.

I think about the Russian Mafia and the
Russian mechanics on my street and I won-
der, was this why the cold war ended?
Because the Communists wanted to come
here, sell drugs and work on cars? Is that the
dream that America holds out for the rest of
the world?

To add to the confusion, I had to
acknowledge my own roots. My grandpar-
ents on my mother’s side were from Russia.
Yet, I had no desire to support organized
crime or repair rusted Volkswagens. Was I
ashamed of my own roots? Was I attempt-
ing to suppress my origins? I became tense
and considered stress reduction alternatives.
A counselor suggested I get a hobby. That’s
when it hit me.

I purchased a Monogram GTO kit and
began to assemble the model. I left the light
on in my kitchen so that my neighbors
could see me. I was one of them. [ was
working on my car, too. Before I completed
my final assembly of the GTO components,
I carefully wrapped tiny plastic bags of mint
(to symbolize contraband marijuana) and
installed them under the plastic seats. I
packed miniature plastic kilos of salt (sym-
bolizing cocaine and heroin) and placed
them inside the doors and trunk lining. If
you shake the GTO, you'll hear these scale
representations of the marijuana and
cocaine. That's your American Dream car
and it's now ready to drive across the bor-
der. Das Vadanya!

Dear Refrigerator,

We are really bummed that we can’t get a copy
of the Refrigcramr in any of the coffee shops
(kaFfe) in Europe. Oh well-who said you can
have everything and anything in Europe any-

way???

Dear Refrigerator,

You guys who print the Refrigerator monthly
your ship has stop rolling. You might as well
retired the magazine the “Refrigerator” because
it’s just a waste of time and bread also the
Refrigerator is “running on empty” the Freezer is
read by alot of people including the president of
the united states, Local poets, Musicians, Artists
The Urban Squirrals, The Earthlings Big Hair,
Fadaways ect. Before I forget the local poets
too. I really think the magazine should pack it
up quickly Aaahhh! Taxi please! The Freezer is
very advisable towards its readers as well as its
supporters The Refrigerator treats its readers like
“they are wimps living in suitcases.” The
Refrigerator is like a bump on the head with no
poetry page for its readers nor printing staff.
The Freezer is roaring like the cover of the
Rolling Stone the difference is the Refrigerator is
too yuppie for my daily reading diet.

Tony Nelson

Dear Refrigerator,

Poetry submission from a person without a
typewriter, or even a computer for that marter.
I relish what youse do.

Peace, love, jazz, etc., SED

P.S. A person without a title, even.

NEW SHOES

wrinkled black leather
water drops rell off.

Dear Refrigerator,

Thanks for mentioning Feedlot Loophole in issue
#22 and raking time out to send us a copy. We
were even more pleased when we read the rest of
your paper. We felt like we were in good compa-
ny. Thanks again for including us.

Honey Barbara
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