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Aaah...  

            February.  

The month of hearts and presidents.  Not only do we celebrate the birth of two of America's most famous statesmen, but lavish our loved ones and sweethearts with gifts of pewter and Vienna sausages.

Any mention of Valentine's Day inevitably triggers speculation of the many myths surrounding the holiday.  My personal favorite involves Hypothalamus (the Greek God of Innuendo), eleven nubile island beauties, and a vast array of ancient cooking utensils.  Of course, other's tastes may not lean this much toward the ethereal.

But more and more in our society the function of mythology is being replaced with scientific inquiry.  While other animals seem to operate purely by instinct, only man, so far, has attained an intellectual level that obliges him to examine every facet of his natural existence to the point where he is barely able to function.  Now, in place of spiritual speculation, we can reference any number of erroneous facts gathered through federally funded studies of the human condition.  From "A Complete List of Erogenous Zones in Female Primates" to "Kissing Habits of the Bolivian Tree Frog" the topics of research seem inexhaustible.  Yet, in spite of this Herculean effort to know ourselves more intimately, we appear no closer to revealing the true essence of our emotional bonds than our most primitive ancestors.  

However, amid the continuing quest, a few certainties have been established.  As best we can comprehend courting in mammals, human rituals are exclusive in their involvement of a Tequila shooter and the phrase, "What's your sign?”  And, it has become obvious that we alone in the animal kingdom are truly able to understand, appreciate, and combine the values of love, companionship, and vinyl underwear.

If you truly wish to say "I Love You"...say it with Naugahyde.  

  EDITORIAL

It's time someone spoke out against a scourge that has plagued mankind for generations.  Disguised as innocent recreation, or a social pastime, it is, in fact, a powerful brainwashing tool.  A manipulative, mind-bending method of twisting our young people's thoughts, and organizing these youth into masses of mindless followers, a little too eager to be accepted.

By now, I'm sure you have deduced the object of my scorn:  

Ballroom Dancing!

Admittedly, at first glance, Bingo and talk show hosts appear to be the greatest threats to society.  However, upon closer examination, the more subtle forms of coercion, such as Arthur Murray breeds, will truly sound the final death knell for civilization, as we know it.

A Waltz record recently confiscated from one of these studios, and played backwards, was even found to reveal a recipe for Devil's Food Cake.  How much more proof does a rational person need?!

If we are to spare future generations from this deception and control we have but one hope: 

The Hokey Pokey.
Similar in appearance to ballroom dancing, without the caustic mental after-effects, it can provide the means by which we put our children back on the road to freedom.  Don't delay.  Enroll your son or daughter in classes today.
         Cy Cottick

Proprietor & Head Instructor

Hokey Pokey Dance Studios

The preceding editorial does not necessarily reflect the view of this newspaper.

If you have an opposing viewpoint, please send it to the Gazette, c/o Herschel Gloveknott, Fictional Scapegoat, O’Rourkeville.
We will read it in our staff meetings, and laugh at you for having such a ridiculous opinion (sometimes Herschel even makes faces).  We will then use your letter as raw material for our Origami classes.

If you have an opposing view, and would actually like to see it in print; start your own newspaper!  Rumor has it, it's a free country!

 MOVIE REVIEW

This month's alternative movie review is a lavish update of the lives of Marie and Pierre Curie, incorporating corruption and scandal in the African citrus industry.

Produced by MINUTE MAID®,
  "Pulp Free" co-stars John Travolta and a 3-month-old lioness cub named Elsa.  

When purification experiments go awry and Elsa dies of botulism, Travolta sinks into despair and ultimately turns to a life of crime.  

Though a critical success, commercially this film is a virtual unknown.  It seems that excellent screenwriting and direction, plus stunning cinematography could not erase from people's minds the media saturation with "O. J."

I'll have to give this movie Two Bottom's Up.
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