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150 Andrews St. 232-7593
UPCOMING EVENTS
ri Jan 14

GREAT TRAIN ROBBERY

SatJan15  PSYCHOBILLLY W/ 3 BLUE TERRDROPS
w/ The Hummuys

Thur Jan 20 JR. WELLS & HIS ALL STAR BAND w/ Joe Beard
& The Blues Union plus Chris Beard & Mannish Boi

OONNA THE BUFFALD

ROCH-A-BILLY FESTIVAL
HOSTED BY FRANTIC FLATTOPS

Fri Jan 28
Saf Jan 29

Copyright 1994

The Refrigerator is published about 10 times a year.

Contributions are welcome and encouraged.

All contributions are kept anonymous.

A 10 issue subscription is available For S10.

1" square ads are $10 and rate sheets are available
For the bigger ads.

Call 716.288.0880 For more information.

Send submissions to
PO Box 40313 Rochester, NY 14604
Fax to 716.288.0880
E-mail to Sun Ra, America On Line
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HIHAT OO0 %O WAMT O Y0OuUs TOmMBSTONnES

| remember hearing about a group of guerrilla artists in San Francisco who risked
arrest and lawsuits while they altered billboards in some sort of socially redeeming but
| subversive (to the advertisers® profits? way. Theu staued in the style of the ad but painted
new faces on bodies and new messages owver the type. | don’t know if | ever saw one of these
ads. You don’t really have to. All you have to do is hear that someone is doing this sort of
thing and you can’t trust another bil lboard.

“Hhat Do You Hant On Your Tombstone?® is all the billboard on top of Milestones asked. It
turned out to be an enticing come-on to pizza or so the follow-up implies with the newly added
tagline, “Lock for it in your grocer’s freezer.” Maybe Rochester iz a test market for Tombstone Pizza. | am
always imagining that Love World is q giont laboratory. In the teaser phase of the campaign, when the black
and white billboards only asked the question, my wife asked me what | thought it meant. | was guite certain
that it was an anti-violence public service message from the Ad Council. Like start thinking six fest under
if you must continue your wicked ways or possibly a new movie, already reduced to an “Hasta la wista, babu”
soyndbite. So | was wrong and | will always remember the pizza, if in fact that is what it is.
171l have to look for it in Tops. Romanos makes a prettiy mean pizza but not a viclent one.

MAKE THAT 2 LEFT SHNEAMERS ANDOd 2 OO MAR TS

Fagan, hexagon security system signs have replaced bathtub virgins in front of most
.| homes. My neighbor went for a Sears system and he asked the guy who installed it for extra
§ stickers. There are now little red Sears decals on all of the ground floor windows. In fact
there’s two on his side door. He packs a pistol too and shows it to me svery chance he
gets. Sometimes he just taps the bulge under his arm when the subject of crime comes up.

He asked us if we had heard the shots the other night. He said no and he told us that
he had caught some kids breaking into his car. He claims he took a few shots at them and they ran down

the street leaving two left sneakers in his driveway. | think he feels like his life is not as exciting
as it should be so he embellizshes it every chance he gets.
It was after dark |last weekend as | headed up his driveway with a tool | had borrowed

and, for an instant, | expected to be blown aqway.

L
LK MY BO00TS. AARLEY

From my office window | have a pretty good wiew of the sidewalk and people exercising
or walking their dogs. There are more of the latter in the nineties and the dogs are get-
ting bigger. This is not a pleasant stroll in most cases. It is a task, a responsibility
that goes with ownership of a crime dog, one of the hidden costs of this fairly inexpensiuve
security system. Many of the dogs seem to be walking their owners.

I have written before of the guy in motorcucle drag who screams at his dog, “Harley”
whet he doesn’t heel. Harley is not g pet. Harley is chained to a pole in the backuyard most of the day,
tortured by his owners in order to better torture strangers. Harley barks at anything that moves and
barks the rest of the time just to register a complaint to the wind. The only reason Harley gets walked
i because his owner is sick of scooping up the piles of shit.

Breeders are hustling deranged dogs to market to meet the growing demand from the escalating crime
rate. Crime dogs now jump out at you at every turn and the dogs are committing crimes them—
=] selves to protest their cwn abuse. Instead of more dogs as deterrents to crime, | think it is
time to reconsider some of the booby traps used in the Wiet Mam War.

GOTITA THROW A mMOfnBEY WWRENCKH b

The guy who ran Gina’s restaurant on Culuver has reopened on Park Avenus near Berkeley
but there is something wvery odd going on inside. In spite of having a reputation as the
best breakfast cook in town, he is notvseruing breakfast. Hopefully this will change. In
the meantime the decor of his place features an enormous TU right in the middle of the tiny
dining room.
EBu the way, Kodak bid 70 million to do the mirror on the space telescope and lost out to another compa-

hy who bBid 50 million and then made a monumental screw-up that is costing 595 million to fix.

| guess you get what you pay for.

FURE,. WTENSE, SEMNSATIONAL WMTERACTWWE THERTRE.

The Kirby Uocuum Cleaner School is educating some of America’s best performance artists
today. They come into your living room and khnock your socks off with twisted "Glen Gary, Glen
Foss” sales techniques. Our guy grew up on Long Island and had @ “Rock & Foll Animal® tattoo
on his arm which | suspected was one of those removable ones chosen for us from some profile
he had of our home. With the $39 halogen light wup full Blast in the middle of the room, the 2-4 hour |ive
show built to o dramatic climax before the rug he was invited in to clean for free was even done. You have
to buy the damn thing to finish the job. He has split his pants, he’s sweating and he’s on the
phone with his boss who is slashing the price we were just guoted. His kids were counting on g
Christmas trip to Disneyland if he scored enough bonus sales points. This was turning into a
bad trip and we were in a position to help or inflict more pain.

Ak § AT 15 A SAMNGLWIECH A0 A CEUP A CHAWFEE

I recently had a dream which caused me to stop eating meat. This was big surprise to
me because |’d always enjoyed a cheeseburger and the occasional chicken wing basket. Mow,
having received extremely specific instructions from somewhere not to eat animals, |°ve run
into a dilemma concerning lunch. What do vegetarians make sandwiches out of? The first time | went out
for a lunch break to a- sub shop and realized that a cheese sub was my only option, | panicked. If | have
to eat those things for the rest of my life, my digestive system will never be the same. At
home it’s not @ problem as | can experiment with tofu and tempé and warious other concoc-—
tiohs, but lunch is definitely a challenge. Hhy can’t somebody open up a vegetarian diner
that isn’t gender exclusive? (so far as | can tell, the only veggie eatery in town is too
political ly correct, does not provide the zame level of service to white males as to the
g rest of the world. | don’t blame them for wanting their niche, but..).




1 This fantasy is not completely dark after all. When at last | perceived its luster, | was—what is the word?
Translated. | had the sensation of Floating; over the dusty town square, through schools of birds.

2 "My long shadow glided before me on the pavement. Although it was not yet eleven o'clock the place seemed
empty and | moved through it like a mysterious and lonely harlequin in a painting; like an assassin.”

« - Ways
To See
9% An

Assassin *

more than ten yards From him, with only the grey afternoon between us. The
idea, the possibility, struck me suddenly and with such Fforce, like something |'d long hoarded, that | trembled. |
looked around, thinking the others knew what | was thinking. With that one enthralling and unbidden idea, | sup-
posed | had acquired the face of an assassin. After that | often had an opportunity to press close to his lips, wield-
ing a microphaone, smitten. When he was campaigning For re-election, and | was on the junkets, | would walk a
step or two behind him and stare at the soft point of Flesh near the base of his skull, just above his hairline.

4 Dr. Woerner Muensterberger, a psychoanalyst, concludes that the passion for callecting is a basic defense.
The thief, the impulse buyer and the greatest collector are all driven by the same Fundamental fear, of helpless-
ness and dependence on others. No one has described the assassin in such normative terms, but to do so is not
as outlandish as it may initially seem; in the purest sense we are dealing with someone whose passion is For reduc-
tion rather than accumulation. And this impulse can be just as tender.

5 "There was a grain of absclution, like a pebble under his tongue.”

6 He was on a campaign stop in a mountain town. | had followed him there with the other reporters, by heli-
copter. | was by then feverish with the idea, and in the dead afternoon | could feel it coming to its sticky Fruition.
He was to meet with several of the rebel leaders on the steps of the town hall; they would lay down their quns,
and he would embrace them. The guns were rusty, that much was clear. | walked to a nearby cantina with a French
chotographer and an American reporter. | tried to lay it out casually.

“Yes, yes," the photographer said. “But everyone has such thoughts. It is inevitable.” He waved his hand at the Flies.

“You too?" | asked the reporter. He peered at both of us.

“Come on," the photographer said to him.

“You guys are sick,” he said at last. And then he smiled, and in that moment everything was possible. We clinked our beers.

We had another round, and then walked out into the square. Two young girls in matching dresses were at the
well, splashing each other and laughing. A cloud of small yellow butterflies swarmed arcund them. The photogra-
cher began to raise one of his cameras, and then stopped.

7 "l thought of the powder on the butterflies’ wings, how like saphron it was, and the way it stained our hands
when we were children. There were always butterflies then it seemed, but | rarely saw them anymore. Until that
instant | had failed to wonder what had become of them. |s this not why Cain killed his brother, because he did-
n't believe there was enough love in the world?”

8 After long study, John Quincy Adams concluded that “all journalists are a sort of assassins.” Some two cen-
turies later, the only remarkable thing in this sentiment is his tact.

9 The president was speaking through a megaphone several blocks away. “You know | have enemies,” he said.
“But | am not afraid to die. | stand for a deathless idea. For the same reason, when the masses express their
desires—and also their dissatisfactions—they become mine, and are immortal. As long as the people exist, | exist.
For this reason, all the efforts of those who now want to go back to the past, of the bootlickers of the Yankees,
will Fail. They will never be able to separate the people From their vanguard.”

10 They had heard the stump speech so many times before that they could mimic it expertly. “Bootlicker,” the
photographer said to the American reporter. The reporter nodded. The two girls were still playing in the square.
Almost as an afterthought, the reporter pointed his finger at them and made a soft popping sound. And then the
three men headed for the town hall, trailing butterflies behind them.
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There is a relatively inexpensive prod-

uct that | guess you just point at the sky

and it tells you your earthly co-ordinates. ‘
The perfect stocking stuffer for the boat

owner on your |ist. And I heard
about a car theft device they are
installing in some new cars that al lows the
police to track the car with satellites if
it is stolan.

On the recent return of “Hart to Hart®
Jonathan bought wup @ company that was "
developing heat sensing software and used a ~— j
satellite picture to locate one of his bud-
dies who was trapped in a cave.

The phone company knows who to bill a cellular call to regardless
of where you are when you make the call because they have programmed
@ number into your phone. They say we will all someday have our own

personal phone numbers.

60 Minutes had Morley Safer buying four sets of different I1D on the
street in LA. | think Jonathan Hart would be wise to put his money into
personal ID tattoo chip techrology, something that can be implanted at
birth behind the umbilical cord knot, one number for |ife that compa-
nies can rent from the government’s vast data base for their market-
ing needs. Info guns at checkpoints could determine, at a glance, your
tax situation, criminal slate, bank balance, legal immigration status
or qualifications for entry to an exclusive nightclub.

You can now get a vegetarian hamburger at Burger King. It's called a Griller. When we
announce our digital, electronic version, available on-line only, we will self destruct.

Kids lay down in the middle of the road to play chicken with the traffic because they saw
it in o movie and Disney cuts the scene from the movie. These dumb-assed bored kids are
now calling the shots in Hollywood.

Cabbage is one of the great things that nobody eats. The epitome of
peasant food and smelly, if overcoockad, it has gotten a bad rap. Hho
hasn’t looked at those giant heads for pennies-a-pound and considered
taking ohe home only to stop becouse you can only eat so much coleslaw?
Here’s something else to do with the big green stuff.

Braised Cabbage

1/2 head of cabbage, chopped in 1-2% pieces

1 ohion chopped

1/3 cup butter or margarine

red pepper flaokes, oregano, basil, black pepper
3/4 cup chicken broth or water

Tamari or soy sauce

Heat butter in large saucepan. Cook onion until limp. Add cabbage
and saute at medium heat until it starts to turn translucent. (It is
important to saute the cabbage rather than steam it so leaque the |id
off, keep the heat up and stir regularly to keep from burning). Add
spices in pinches, pour in broth, shake some tamari in and transfer to
casserole. Cover and put in oven at 375 for 30-35 minutes. This is good
stuff and contains many good things. The amount of red pepper deter-—
mines the degree of spicuness. Serves 4 as a side dish.

Do you know about giantism? You should. |’ve heard people say “If
you know agbout something, uou won’t become jit.”

| asked a lot of kids what they would do if they were a giant
Invariably, the answer was “| would step on all my neighbors® houses
and the city and crush every visible structure®.

If uou caused trouble, you would probably think the authorities
couldn®t get you but you would be wrong. EBlind them with love. Make
them a hostess gift. Striped flags are readily available and they are

Ethnic Cooking WALLY MOON MUSIC

ﬁ&f 55;9”9,?,:: p Live Entertainment

Flavor of Roch ester Placement Service
Specializing In:

CORPORATE FUNCTIONS

PRIVATE PARTIES
FESTIVALS

Walter ]..Narog Jr.
(716) 442-9252

Also Includes

The Guide To
Ethnic Cooking
In Rochester

A detailed description | :
of every ethnic grocery )

store in the county? :

|3

BOTH FOR ONLY $16.95




Inspector Spleen doffed his hal. “lm on a mission from the Pastor,” he said it must,ve

been a code. “Lm on a mission from the Pastor,” he said again, and for the life of me

| couldn! understand.

“A mission. From the pastor.”

“From the Pastor?”

“The Pastor, that,s right!”

I turned to my comrades. “Dont vou see? He,s on a mission from the Pastor.”
They applauded wildly.

Laterr “So tell me, how is the Pastor?” | inquired.
“The lastor?” asked the Inspector.

Yes,” | said again. “Tell me, is the Pastor well?”
“The Pastor is well,” Spleen finally allowed.

Almost midnight: | approached Inspector Spleen, and in a lowered voice | asked “Will
the Pastor arrive tonight?”

“Lm afraid thal won,! be possible,” he replied.

“When, then?” | inquired. | was concerned.

“Lm afraid the Pastor is dead,” the inspector said.

“Dead?” | cried. “The Pastor dead? I cannot be”

“The Pastor is dead,” repeated the Inspector, and he left the room.

I relurned to my comrades. “Friends, | have bad news,” | began. “The lastor...”
“No Nol,” screamed a woman in the crowd.
“But it,s true,” | said. “The Pastor has been killed.”

Pound, my trusted comrade, approached me and touched my shoulder. “How, then, did

the Pastor die?” he asked.

“Come again,” said |

“Bv whose hand?” he demanded.

“I do not know,” said |, for | did not.

I thought to myselfi “I must ask the Inspector how, and by whose hand, the Pastor died.”

| searched for the Inspector, but in vain,

| asked for himi a his hotel he had checked out moments ago.

I inquired at the cafe where he had regularly dined. they had not seen him.

[ visited the home of his mysterious lady friend, Madame lLasagna. She did not answer
the door.

And | wondered Has foul play befallen the inspector?

I found him late that night, alone, in the park, on a bench.
“Inspector Spleen, vou are alivel” | exclaimed.

“Indeed,” returned the Inspector.

“l was atraid some foul play had befallen you,” | explained.
“No foul play,” said the Inspector.

“l am relieved that vou are well,” | told the Inspector. “Might | beseech vou for some
information?”

“You may beseech,” assented the Inspector.

“Can you tell me: How, and by whose hand, did the Pastor mee! his fate?”

“l cannot.”

“And can you explain to me why vou cannot?”

“l cannot.”

“Inspector Spleen,” said I, now strongly vexed, “You said at our first meeting that you
were senl! on a mission from the Pastor. Wha! mission might tha be?”

Spleenn answered sternly. “Il will be revealed to you,” he said.

[ got up lo leave: as | did, the Inspector spoke.

“Bv his own,” he said.

“What?”

“By his own hand,” said the Inspector.

This wet pavement, this cold rain. Ice huddles
in translucent lumps on the sidewalk. Jellyfish on
tidal Flats. But unyielding. Reality hits with a pain in
your hip. You don't even look around as you get up.
You wonder what that means.

You leave the sidewalk and stick to the street
where the footing is better. The long coat slows you
down. The slower you go, the better you feel. Cars
pass an arm's length away. The headlights look
blue in the pink dawn. You shiver. The cold sinks in.

Seven years ago you bought this coat in a sec-
ond-hand store in Middlesex, NY. The Friendship
House. Nicki bought one, too. You wore them to
town for breakfast at the diner. They were too hot.
That was the last time she stayed with you. You
thought you made the right decision.

She doesn't know you're coming. You're going
to surprise her. That's all you're sure of. Then what?
You want to prolong the anticipation. There's a cof-
fee shop on the corner. You go in. It's not busy.
Early, on a Saturday. The business district. Why are
you even open, you ask. The stringy-haired waitress
looks up from the crossword. The newspaper, she
says, down the block. A guy at the counter has
black Fingers.

You could stay in a place like this. Get a job
here, or maybe at the paper. Share a loft. Not the
way they are now. The way they used to be. Cheap,
open, dirty, empty space. Build a bathroom in the
corner. What else is around here, you ask. A bak-
ery, she says, an office supply warehouse,
importers, brokers, rug merchants, subway station.

Subway station. You think about that. You took
the bus in from the airport and walked From the
World Trade Center. You tell her you're From
Rochester. Then you wonder why. What brings you
to New York, she says.

The coffee swirls in your cup. It's beautiful to
watch. You don't want to move. It reminds you of
the perfect moments you had with Nicki, and some-
times on the road, in between. So fragile, you don't
want to breath or think. Black spinning water.
What brings you to New York? Nothing brought you
to New York. But something brought you to this
counter stool you're sitting on, chrome and red
vinyl, this perfect moment, this joy, this ending, this
sorrow, this place.

Outside, newspaper trucks roar by. One after
the other. A Fleet of trucks. The man with the
stained fingers drops a bill on the counter and
leaves.

The waitress is Figuring something with a pen.

You put a down a dollar and get up. She ignores
you as you go. You want her to ask again what
brought you to New York, now that you have an
answer. You came to say good-bye. You button your
coat against the chill and walk toward the noise.
You decide to take a cab back to the airport, if you
can find one. It's faster, and the kids are probably
missing you.




Ammunition For Violently Happy Annual Mall Walking Issue

The Raw McGillys, Rochester's best new band, wear Farmer overalls, have an amazing wah-
wah lead guitarist (former Antoinette), a goofy lead singer who communicates with the audi-
ence and a sound between hillbilly and Bowie.

| gave the new Nod single a whirl at 45 at first but then geared it down to “33 and a third is"
where it sounded sensational. “Chicago”, the A side, moves into “Bitches Brew” territory and
will rearrange your furniture,

“The whole world is ene big Strip Jaint. . .high on PCP and smack™, All those drunken nights locking For a reckless
bar band and “Antique Revelt” by Petes Rock Band wanders right into your living room. Pete LaBonne's monster of
a cassette only, audio verité release is available exclusively at Godiva's.

I really don't think there is a genre for Mercury Rev. With lyrics Tike “waiting For your hair to grow,” the subject mat-
ter on “Boces” is timeless and universal. There are noisy quitars, a trombone and a chevron fife in the swirling day
dream of a mix. They even put the “I Love NY logo™ on their package.

The Spinanes know how to package a cd. Rebecca has hairy arms and wears a dress on the cover of “Manos.” Inside
there are generic wedding photos and minimal credits. This qguitar/drums duo appears to be in love and that is so
nice to see.

Bjork's “Debut” album is beautiful. She really doesn't need thase silly Sugarcubes. Her voice sounds even more
unusual in the big league Soul To Soul setting.

There are three women and a set of identical twins in The Breeders and. in spite of this, they have a cute sound. They
rock off center on “Last Splash™ and tass off melodic hooks like some of their Former selves, The Pixies.

Stereclab's “Transient Random Noise Bursts With Announcements” sounds exactly like the title. The Farfisa and Vox
organs are the featured trance inducing high tech equipment. The European toy band equivalent of The Feelies.

As far as | can tell the Velvet Underground's “MCMXCIII™ comes in three different packages. The collector's version
single disc with a special booklet, the single cd reqularly priced version and the twenty three song version that |
bought in a jewel box that holds twe cds in one standard size box. | don't have any of their music on cd and this live
in Paris reunion thing is the way to go. They tear up their greatest should-have-been-hits. It is now clear that Maureen
Tucker's drumming is the Underground's foundation and her harmonies on “I'm Stickin With You" are hilarious.

Julee Cruise will get you there. Her new album slows your pulse and completely spaces you out, like somecne sent
the master tapes through a bow! of Jella. “The Voice OF Love™ approaches the dislocated virtual reality sensations
and makes you wonder why you ever drink coffee.

Nick Cave's “Live Seeds” album is one of my favarites. It is so unlike rock and roll, There is no backbeat and that
usually bathers me but in this case it propels the live performances of some very memorable songs further inta the
gothic theatre realm.

We were two of only one hundred peaple in the empty Horizontal Boogie Bar a few manths back For The Last Poets,
sometimes billed as the First rap band. The drums, bass and beatnik poetry was a joyous mindful. Umar Bin Hassin
(a Last Poet) has a Bill Laswell produced “Be Bop Or Be Dead” album out now with big, new, impartant versions of
“Niggers Are Scared OF Revolution™ and “This |s Madness.”

Polygram released a National Coalition for the Homeless benefit cd with twenty versions of “Brother Can You Spare
A Dime.” Everyone from Bing Crosby to Odetta and Dr. John takes a crack at it but the opener by Tom Waits steals
the show. Tom Waits has been honing this carnival side show character since “SwordFishtrombones” and on his
newest release, “The Black Rider”, the sound track to the theatrical performance of the same name, he nails it so
well he will have to retire or move on.

Bill Laswell has produced some my Favorite albums of late in his Greenpoint Studios including “Apocalypse Across
The Sky” with the master musicians of Jajouka and “Too Much Sugar For A Dime” with Henry Threadgill. Material
has always been his baby but Bill is a bass player so Material sounds different each time out. On “Hallucination
Engine” he has Sly Dunbar on drums, Wayne Shorter on sax, Shankar on electric violin, a couple of tabla players and
Bootsy Collins on Space bass and they manage to sound like the world's greatest band.

Copernicus like Moondog is a true eccentric in a sea of actors, salespeople and musicians in the music business.
“No Borderline” is the Fifth release From this notorious New York perfarmance artist/philosopher who continually
explores the nature of reality in his work. His 1985 release was titled “Nothing Exists.” His press release does not
exist. He claims he does not exist and neither do you. So there you gol

-
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It’s time once again to get
those submissions in for the
Liquid Theater Festival!
For those of you interested in being on
stage the first 3 weeks of May, submis-
sion forms are available from Pyramid
Arts Center and Writers & Books.
Submissions are due by January 15th.
Call 461-2222 for more info!

146 Halstead Street
flochester. NY 14610
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Dear Refrigerator,

Your comments on Rochester and "Smugtown USA” in your issue #26 were right on the
mark. Rochester is still generally very uptight and conservative. Smugtown makes an
excellent gift for convalescence and any other gift-giving occasions for friends, neighbors

and relatives who have everything.

I look forward to your next issue, | hope | do not have

to wait as long as | did for #26.

Dear Refrigerator,

These demons play theatre with my soul, spinal tap
dancers with razor shoes. The phantoms claw and rake
through the steel bars of my sanity slathering to slit my

precious carcass!

| pray my neural transmitters keep the same shop-

Warm Regards
Bill Gerling, Plaza Publishers

ping list and never decide to change stores.

Dear Refrigerator,

1 am sitting here at work (boss out) having just fin-
ished # 26, and | am impressed. | can't believe this twist-
ed gem of a publication has eluded my sight for so long.
I am constantly looking for creative, alternative view-
points in all media and Refrigerator is one of the coolest
and best designed "magazines” | have seen sprout up

Thanks for your time.
El Diablo

from Rochester’s chemically-tainted soil.

I have been so inspired by Refrigerator that | am
starting an illustration on the violence theme, a theme
that | find myself thinking about almost daily here in the
murder capital of upstate NY. Hopefully | can fax a comp
to y'all soon. | would also like to offer my services (you knew it was coming) which you

Dear Refrigerator,

Well here is our submission for your upcoming audio only issue. In case you were
wondering, the song "March Of The Disney Robots"” is the final song in our pretentious
rock opera about the life of Walt Disney. This is where the Disney Robots are programmed
for world domination.

probably don’t need, but I'll offer 'em anyway. | can assist in production, design etc. and

will work for FREE.

Keep it up, Rochester needs more eye-opening work like what you are producing.

David Card

720 South Avenue
473-5570
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Dear Refrigerator,

The hypertridimensional nature of your condition makes it disconcerting to discover
who you really are.

Couple of quick questions, which you'll probably
answer anyways in the upcoming issue: (if we make the
cassette) 1) Where can we buy it? Or is it free? Godiva's,
Record Time? 2) When will it come out?

Sincerely,
Jack DiNietzche
Dear Refrigerator,

The Montage Issue was great. The color execution was
super. Too much Remedy; Remedy everywhere; but Frank
Heine would be pleased.

Keep up the good work. What happened to Ted?
Please send me your submission guidelines. Thanks.

From jlama@shw.optics.rochester.edu
by jlev.hp.aol.net with SMTP
Return-Path:"jlam@shw.optics.
rochester.edu”

Received: by shw.optics.rochester.edu
(NXs.67¢c/2.5ee) id
AA0BL25;Message-Id:

"9308110413. AA08425@shw.optics.

Dear Refrigerator,

Enclosed is a check for my subscription to the
Refrigerator. It's the best reading around, keep up the
good work. Can't wait for more color issues.

Your Ugly Productions
c/o Jim Milella

PS. consider doing the Refrigerator on video-for a one time only issue.
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