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CONTROL YOUR MIND!

Fact: Drunk drivingis Fun

DING!

NOW!

LEGALIZE IT!

ALERT: Government bureaucrats are waging an
unnecessary campaign against “drunk” driving to

Fact: Alcohol-enhanced driving is NOT dangerous

Fact:More people die each year in the Democratic
Republic of the Congo from venomous reptiles
than drunk driving. THE PROOEF IS IN THE PUD-

You can’t spell CONSPIRACY without DUI!

LEGALIZE DRUNK DRIVING

FART MEDICINE

WARNING Cytroflaxamine may cause
d ness, irritability, low birth weight,
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- leniny will be the ervy of all

: her friends when she struts

into class carrying three-

year-old Scooter in her chic
shoulder strap Louis Vuitton
“Pocch Pouchr”

Chpairmathz]
Deborah’s got it goin’on with
her fab lab bag. It looks like
little Daisy can't wait to hit up
the Viper Room tuz ladies
get in free til eleven!

[ Thafte & g el

Annie and Adolf make the
perfect pair strolling down
Rodeo Drive in this stunning
Kate Spade Husky Pack.
Two-year-old Adclf feels

schdn in this slimming
number. Heil!

L -

UNICORNS ARE HORSES THAT LIKE TO POKE PEOPLE. FEATURES « 25
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An open letter to the man who stole my underpants

After eating dinner the
other night, I walked
down three flights of
stairs and across the
parking lot to the laun-
dry room, carrying a
wicker basket over-
flowing with clothes.
You were watching me
Kristin Hillery the whole time from
EDITOR-IN-CHIEF  your first-floor apart-
ment, pushing apart the blinds with your
stubby fingers just enough to peek through
the window without anyone noticing. As I
separated my whites and colors, you used
the Miller High Life-stained collar of your
favorite Motorhead shirt to dry off your
gray, braided beard — the sight of my
stringy thongs, lacey panties and strapless
bras caused a waterfall of saliva to pour out
from your toothless mouth.

And then you licked your chapped lips,

It was all too much for you to take in at
once. A 21-year-old girl with dirty, filthy
lingerie, all alone in the laundry room with-
out anyone to share them with.

“We cain't be havin’ that, now cain we?”
you asked, your raspy voice echoing amidst
the patio furniture and past due notices that
decorate your musty apartment.

Your eyes were still glued to me when I
shoved quarters into the metal slots, pushed

the start buttons and skipped through the
parking lot back to my place, tossing my
empty basket in the air and dramatically
catching it every few seconds.

“Wait right there, Sergeant Weaselbeans,”
you commanded your mangy German
shepherd, who took a break from scratch-
ing his flea-bitten neck to acknowledge you
with a whimper. Tugging on a pair of old
Wranglers that had been recently used to
mop up a Spam spill on your kitchen floor,
you crept out the front door, closed it gen-
tly with your greasy hands and hustled to
the laundry room, huffing and puffing the
whole way there, your braided beard flying
from your chin like a kite.

You tried to catch your breath while you
stood in front of the washing machines, but
the excitement was overwhelming. When
you finally opened up the two machines,
your eyes shifted rapidly from the treasures
inside. “Sweet, three-tittied mother o Je-
sus!”

Suddenly there were footsteps outside;
you dropped my favorite Gap T-shirt bra
back into the machine and froze, though
you couldn’t keep your withered penis from
wobbling in your jeans.

Whew! You were just hearing things.
“Well, sheeit, I'd better gather all these here
lady drawers and take em home ’fore some-
body really does come in here,” you said
while you rummaged desperately through

the wet clothes, tucking every unmention-
able into your pockets and under your shirt.
The coldness of the metal bra hooks against
your freckled skin sent shivers all over your
body as you bolted out the door to safety.

“Hahahahehaheheeheeee! Sheeit”

Perfect timing, too — just when you
slammed the door and collapsed on your
living room floor from exhaustion, I was
making my way downstairs with more
quarters and a couple of sheets of Bounce.

You got up to look at me through the win-
dow again, though, but this time you were
wearing my thongs like earmuffs as you
peered through the blinds. You watched me
frantically searching through the clothes,
my face bright red, until I finally gave up
and just sat on the dryer, crying.

Seeing me this way started to get to you.
“Jesus, maybe I shoulda just taken a couple
of em, or maybe I should leave some out-
side her door;” you thought, scratching your
tangled, thin hair, as a single tear rolled
down your scrufty cheek.

You sat in silence for a moment, thinking.
You looked at the pile of my underwear sit-
ting in the corner of your apartment, then
back at me, still weeping on the dryer.

Wiping your cheek dry with a pair of my
satin panties, you turned to your dog, who
was scratching himself again.

“Naw, I cain't give em back, Sergeant Wea-
selbeans. I cain’t. They smell too good”

Where have

I live by one indis-
putable fact: Mus-
taches are awesome.

Beards can be cool
on the right man
or circus woman;
goatees are fashion-
able only with porn
directors and/or
youth group leaders;
mutton chops only
seem to work in the
context of an epic
battle fought with swords and muskets. We
are left with the ’stache, a beacon of shock-
white masculinity in a culture obsessed
with Brazilian waxes, Mach 3 razors, and
other smooth, hairless abominations (Ryan
Seacrest).

Take a moment to gaze upon the growing
populace of blue collar nine-to-fivers, and
you’ll find nary a hairy upper lip. “Why is
this?” I often ask myself aloud as I stroke
my own glorious lip warmer with a skull-
shaped comb. What is it about a thick con-

Bradley Jackson

MANAGING EDITOR

all the mustaches gone?

glomeration of hair just below the nose that
seems to offend our society? And how can I
convince the otherwise disillusioned skep-
tics that the key to happiness in life lies not
in money or familial contentment, but in
the freedom that comes from being able to
tongue your own facial hair?

I have therefore constructed a list of ben-
efits that coincide with living a mustached
life:

1. Instant respect. Nobody messes with
a guy with a mustache. I've researched
the facts and found the number of violent
crimes perpetrated against those sans-mus-
tache to be 245,985 per year. Coinciden-
tally, the annual number of violent crimes
committed by the mustached populace is
exactly the same.

2. Admiration from the law. In case you
haven’t noticed, cops love mustaches. In a
world controlled by a facial-haired elite, a
mustache is as good as a “get out of jail free”
card. I can't tell you the number of times
I've exceeded the speed limit or verbally
abused a hobo and been let off with only a

wag of the finger from the boys in blue. One
glimpse of the stache, and they know I'm
no menace to tax-paying society.

3. Passionate kisses. There’s nothing
more pleasing to a woman than getting lost
in a romantic lip lock with a manly mouth
accompanied by thick bushels of finely
combed hair. I've done the math and come
up with the simple formula: Friday Night +
Ruby Tuesday’s + Mustache = Tons of babes
who want to make out with you.

4. Culinary appreciation. A mustache of-
ten enhances the enjoyment of fine foods
and domestic tallboys. The occasional bis-
cuit crumb or meat pie residue serendipi-
tously found nestled snugly against one’s
upper lip give the ’stache its much loved
nickname — the flavor savor.

5. Comparisons to Tom Selleck. This is
always a good thing, and if you don't un-
derstand why then you deserve your naked,
girly lip.

So in conclusion, mustaches are awe-
some, and if you don't like them I will fight
you.
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The Rose Bowl ROCKED my BALLS

Drew Baelle
THE HYMEN ANNIHILATOR

Whats up
NERDS,
Drewsky

here to tell
you about

the sweetest
ROAD TRIP
ever taken. The
Daily Travesty
asked me to
write an ESSAY about driving from
AUSTIN to PASADENA to see
VINCE YOUNG make California
look like the BITCH-ASS NON-
CONFEDERATE state it is. I wasnt
sure if driving across the COUN-
TRY counts as a road trip if youre
BLACKED OUT half the time but
whatever I made it back in one
piece.

MONDAY

2:36p.m. Woke up at a WATER
TREATMENT PLANT.

2:49p.m. Bought a fifth of WHIS-
KEY at a liquor store because my
VISION was starting to BLUR
3:15p.m. Got home and STUFFED
every BURNT ORANGE shirt I own
into a DUFFEL BAG

3:26p.m. My roommate Lenny

showed up in his mom’s SWEET RV
4:55p.m. Finished loading all the
BOOZE into the RV. The last KEG
didnt quite fit until we took out all
the SEATBELTS and AIRBAGS
5:48p.m. Ran a TRUCKER off the
road because he wouldn't HONK his
HORN

5:49p.m. Lenny demanded to drive.
6:36p.m. Couldnt find a CUP so I
broke a keg apart with a BASEBALL
BAT and licked the BEER off of the
LINOLEUM floor

8:22p.m. Stopped at McDonalds to
get a BIG MAC.

8:24p.m. Ronald McDonald is a
fucking CLOWN?!

9:16p.m. The handle of the TOILET
was stuck so I pissed in an empty
VODKA bottle

10:04p.m. SHOTGUNNED a plastic
bottle of GIN. I thought about the
PHYSICS of shotgunning for a min-
ute and LOST MY BUZZ

10:24p.m. Lenny got up to PISS so I
took over DRIVING

11:06p.m. Stopped in Lubbock to
GET GAS and contracted SIX STDs
11:22p.m. Told Lenny to DRIVE
because my FLASK didn't fit in the
CUP HOLDER

11:43p.m. Took a monster DUMP in
the bathroom before PASSING out

TUESDAY

8:26a.m. Why does the CLOSET
smell like SHIT?

10:22a.m. Lenny asked me to drive
but I PUKED in the TAPE DECK
3:22p.m. Chugged a VODKA TON-
IC because thinking about TIME
ZONES gave me a HEADACHE
3:55p.m. LA stands for LOS ANGE-
LES?!

4:08p.m. Drove by the CBS STUDIO
and PUKED but only because it’s
where KING OF QUEENS is filmed
8:36p.m. Lenny bought me dinner
because he bet me I couldn’t chug

a gallon of GASOLINE without my
LIVER failing

9:46p.m. We couldn’t find our
HOTEL so we stopped in some
neighborhood called WATTS to get
directions

10:03p.m. I told some USC PUSSY
wearing a RED bandana and a
RAIDERS jacket that Vince Young
was going to BLAST THEIR ASSES

WEDNESDAY

10:36p.m. A DOCTOR told me I
had a 1 in 500 chance of SURVIV-
ING multiple STAB WOUNDS to
the ABDOMEN and NECK
10:38p.m. Ripped the CATHEDER
out of my DICK

10:42p.m. Caught Lenny CRYING
in the hospital lobby and called him
a BITCH

10:54p.m. Found out we WON THE
ROSE BOWL but couldn’t scream
because my THROAT was bleeding
11:22p.m. Lenny and I decided to
go to LAS VEGAS to score some
money and SLUTS

11:36p.m. Stopped at a LIQUOR
STORE on the way out of LA
because I was VOMITING BLOOD
from WITHDRAWL

THURSDAY

4:45a.m. We got to VEGAS and I put
$200 on BLACK

4:46a.m. I realized I was talking to a
URINAL

5:24a.m. Got thrown out of TREA-
SURE ISLAND for PISSING in a
fountain and then FALLING INTO
IT

8:36a.m. A security guard at the
MGM told me my hospital gown
and BLEEDING WOUNDS were
scaring the GUESTS and asked me
to LEAVE

10:46a.m. FAINTED outside of
COYOTE UGLY

2:13p.m. Lenny WOKE ME UP on
the way back to Austin and said he
FEARED for my LIFE

2:16p.m. I BONGED a fifth of
BOURBON to show him what LIFE
really is

6:33p.m. I began BLEEDING from
my EYES

6:55p.m. Lenny asked if I could
DRIVE for a while because he hadn’t
SLEPT since I was STABBED
7:26p.m. I tried steering the RV
with my KNEES while I mixed a
SCREWDRIVER and drove into an
OVERPASS

7:28p.m. Regained consciousness
near the WRECKAGE and HITCH-
HIKED to AUSTIN

FRIDAY

1:26a.m. Got dropped off DOWN-
TOWN to celebrate the ROSE
BOWL

Our roadtrip was pretty sweet. I
haven't seen Lenny since I pulled
him out of the burning RV but his
cell phone was in his pocket so he
should be okay. I didnt hook up in
California because I spent most of
my time in a coma but Friday night
I was INTIMATE with a woman so
I made up for it. Anyway the liquor
stores close in 10 minutes, I hope
you dipshits enjoyed the Tightness
How-To.

Name: Daily Texan
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Taurus

(April 20 — May 20)

You will feel good about your
last-minute decision to not
jump — until a boatload of
pillowy cash passes right under
you.

Gemini
(May 21 - June 21)

You win some, you lose some.
But not you. You lose all of
them.

Cancer
(June 22 - July 22)

Your life is looking good, but
that’s because you're developing
glaucoma.

oroscopes

Officially endorsed by the American Association of False Prognostication

Sagittarius

(November 22 — December 21)

The kitchen looks different
today, doesn’t it? That’s because
your George Foreman Grill has
been replaced with a bomb that
will detonate in approximately
four seconds. Looks like your
diet’s not the only thing that’s
getting blown off this month.

Libra

(September 23 — October 22)

Tragedy will make you too
miserable to eat, and you'll
finally lose that baby fat. But
when the slightest ray of hope
pokes through the clouds of
your despair, it’s a one-way
ticket back to Fatsville.

Aquarius

(January 20 - February 18)

Jeremy Piven will land higher-
paying gigs to play himself.
Good for him, though. I like
him.

Virgo

(August 23 - September 22)

That 14-carat gold plated Rose
Bowl knickknack isn’t going to

look so cool in 50 years when

your kids toss it out after your
funeral. But the victory will live

on forever.

Aries
(March 21 - April 19)

Your attempt to woo a lady by
complimenting her eye color

will be foiled when she reveals
she has colored contacts. And

isn’t a lady.

Name: Cactus

Pisces
(February 19 - March
20)

You feel good
when you
show off your
hickeys to
your co-workers, but only you
know that they came from the
vacuum cleaner, and that there
are more you cannot reveal.

Capricorn
(December 22 — January 19)

You decide to seize the day, but
unfortunately it’s the same day
the proletariat coup decides to
seize your house, family, means
of living and favorite Che
Guevara T-shirt.

CAPTIVE)
AUDIENCE

P

*ADVEkTISE‘
»IN THE m

TRAVESTY

"% 1. LARGEST COLLEGE HUMOR

Leo
(July 23 - August 22)

Just when you think you know
someone, they go and steal your
Xbox and screw your girlfriend
all the while you're volunteering
at the retirement home, feeding
their grandmother apple sauce
and strained peas. You should
probably avoid the elderly this
month.

Scorpio

(October 23 - November 21)

You're usually a hard-working
person, but when Mars and
Jupiter align, your repressed
childhood memories will
unsuspectingly surface.
Remember to stay focused and
not get addicted to building

penis forts out of Lincoln Logs.

4.

N

PUBLICATION IN THE NATION

» CHEAP AD RATES

SR PRINT & ONLINE ADS AVAILABLE

'. Con'roct us for more information:

(512) 471-7898

s ads@’rexastravesty com
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There just aren’t any
good acting parts for
zombies these days

Chad Blaze
ZOMBIE/ACTOR

I've been in Hollywood for the
past five years pursuing my life
long dream of becoming a pro-
fessional actor, and I've come to
one heart-breaking
conclusion: ~ There
just aren't any good
parts for zombies
these days.

Five years ago,
I was doing off-
Broadway theater in
New York to rave re-
views — my portrayal of Iago 2.1
in a post-apocalyptic version of
Othello received four stars — and
I hadn't murdered a human for
sustenance in 18 months. Natu-
rally, Hollywood beckoned.

Unfortunately, I was met with
a rude awakening. Zombies are
treated like second-class citizens
in this town, relegated to offen-
sive typecasting and background
parts. In my first year I played
a mutilated corpse on all three
CSI’s, a burn victim on Law and
Order: SVU and was part of the
background entertainment for
Rob Zombie’s son’s fourth birth-
day party — those were the gigs
that paid. It was the definition of
humiliating.

My classical training and tire-
less dedication to my craft led me
to believe I had the upper hand
on all the other wannabe Hanks
and Crowes out there, but appar-
ently flaky skin, unquenchable
blood lust and the lack of a pulse
are enough to convince directors
and agents to hire a non-decom-
posing actor.

I finally got the part I hoped
would be my big break: Flesh
Feaster #2 in the low budget hor-
ror/porn Naked Zombies 3: Se-
duction of the Flesh Feasters. Al-
though the part lacked the grand
dialogue and character subtext
for which I yearned, it did lead
me to Saul Ginsberg, an agent
famous for representing such
notable minority actors as the
demon girl from Hellraiser, Scor-
pion from Mortal Kombat and

Lou Diamond Phillips.

Ginsberg told me to exploit
my minority status to further my
career, but this turned out to be
a step in the wrong
direction. Every part
I landed was for a
film that ended in
“Of the Dead” My
love for the craft of
acting was degraded
and insulted at every
turn.

Apparently casting directors
don’t care if you have a rich Da-
vid Mamet monologue prepared,
they just want to see you stick
your arms forward, roll your
eyes to the back of your head and
make gurgling sounds.

The stress started to get to me
when I nabbed a coveted guest
spot on Dharma and Greg, but 1
was fired after accidentally vomit-
ing blood and lung tissue all over
Jenna Elfman during a blocking
session.

With my Broadway money
nearly depleted, I was forced to
get a job waiting tables at a TGI
Friday’s in Inglewood to pay the
bills.

As I saw my dreams of Hol-
lywood stardom fading away
before my decomposing eyes,
my baser instincts started taking
over. Subcutaneous pustules be-
gan to appear all over my body,
my limbs began falling oft during
auditions and my desire to eat the
brains of young children plagued
me once again.

Now I just roam the streets of
LA marauding for human flesh
and drinking the blood of the in-
nocent.

The visceral excitement I once
felt during my three-week en-
gagement of Waiting for Godot
has withered away like my vital
organs. The pool of strong act-
ing roles once available to me has
dried up much like my arteries
and tear ducts. And my excite-
ment and passion for the craft of
acting is dead, just like me.

editorial cartoon
by Todd Mein

eaturing:

Danielle Fishel
(Topanga frem Boy Meets World!)

Devin Ratray

o (Buzz from Home Alone
...spikey hair!?!

# Tim's Brother from

Home Improvement

(What's his name?)

Jeffery McDougal

(Mot famous at all!)

FRANCE WILL INCREASE WHINE EXPORTS 50% THIS YEAR.
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“ concerns and
wWal praise from our
literate public

SPCA PET ADOPTION AD

As a lover of animals (and the Travesty!) | wanted to person-
ally thank you.VWhen | saw that absolutely adorable eight-
month-old terrier made entirely out of meat looking up at
me with his eyes made out of marbles, | knew | had to have
him. Now Bones and | go everywhere together! So not only
do | have a lifelong pal, | also have hands that smell like an old
hamburger.Thanks Texas Travesty!

Frank Davidson

Pflugerville

HIP-O-METER
Why do you insist on insulting hipsters? We're people, too.

Except, unlike you, we have feelings.And cool haircuts.And ...

more feelings. | can only hope that in the future you will stray
away from mocking us and start mocking another group of
people — like the poor.

Hope McPherson

San Marcos

CLUELESS DAD TELLS HORRIFIC BEDTIME
STORY

Stephen Short suggests in his article that telling an innocent
child terrifying, life-scarring bedtime stories is something to
chuckle at.Well, it’s not. | know this because my father used
to put me to sleep with his favorite story,“Leprosy King-
dom.” And, much like Katie Ackerman — the offensive and
unfunny character Mr. Short created for a cheap laugh — |
too could only be “comforted by the warmth of my own
urine” No, | am not proud that | used to wet myself. No, |
am not proud that we have a bad bedtime story teller in our
family. But, Mr. Short, sir, you should not be proud of the fact
that you exist.

Karin Seeger

Columbus, Ohio

MR. POPULAR

Your advice on picking up women is singlehandedly the
worst advice | have ever used. | took a girl out last night and
used many of the tips in your column.You told me to insult
her friends so she wouldn’t think | liked them, so when | met
her roommate | told her she smelled like the inside of a rec-
tum. BIG MISTAKE! Later that evening, | decided | would take
your counsel and show my sensitive side. After crying for 30
minutes straight about how my mom drank instead of giving
me hugs, my date stormed off and told me to never call her
again.Thanks a ton, Mr. Popular — you’ve ruined me.
Insincerely,

Bill Wood .
el Got questions for us?

Ask, but know that abstinence is the answer:

Ietters@texastravesty.com

Name: Texadelphia % Makos Adv. (Dis); Width: 34p6; Depth: 5 in; Color: Black; Ad Number: 00015788

Name: PowerScore; Width: 34pé; Depth: 5 in; Color: Black; Ad Number: 0017983
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local comedy

COMEDY HAPPY HOUR
Cheap drinks, no cover, some of
the best comics in town perform
for 10 minutes each. Tuesdays from
8-9:30pm. Beerland, 71 | Red River,
479-7625. No cover.

GAMESHOW!

Let me get this straight. | can
participate in a Price Is Right-ish
game show, try to win sweet prizes,
and be entertained by the hilarious
Matt Bearden for a mere five bucks?
Why isn’t this every night of the
week? Mondays in February; Tuesdays
in March, doors at 9:30pm. Flamingo
Cantina, 515 Sixth, 494-9336. $5.

THE COMEDY SHOWCASE
These folks are the cream of the
improv crop! Watch what happens
when these improvisors get the
night to themselves to do what-
ever they please. Only teams with
a proven Austin following get this
prime-time slot. Thursdays at 8pm.
The Hideout Theater, 6 7 Congress,
443-3688.$7-$10.

THE FRIDAY IMPROVTHREEFER
The Austin Improv Collective spe-

cialty:Three improv teams perform
in rapid-fire succession for the
price of one! Sounds like a veritable
sampler of funny. Fridays at 8pm.The
Hideout Theater, 61 7 Congress, 443-
3688.$7-310.

THE CAGEMATCH

Two teams enter, one team leaves!
The ultimate improv showdown
where teams face off and the audi-
ence votes on the winner. It’s like
American Idol, but entertaining. Fri-
days at | 1:30pm.The Hideout Theater,
617 Congress, 443-3688. $7-$10.

MAESTRO

It’s every improviser for them-
selves in this high-energy series of
improv games! Join the audience
and eliminate players one by one,
Survivor style.The last one standing
is declared Maestro! Saturdays at
10:00pm.The Hideout Theater, 617
Congress, 443-3688. $7-$10.

THE LATE NIGHT JAM
Audience members are invited to
join improvisors onstage. Saturdays
after Maestro.The Hideout Theater,
617 Congress, 443-3688. Free.

THE NOTORIOUS OPEN MIC
Sure, open mic night attracts some
wack comics week after week,

but it’s worth sitting through the
terrible acts to get to see all-stars
like Kerri Lendo, Doug Mellard and
Brendon Walsh. Thursdays at | 0pm.
The Velveeta Room, 52| Sixth, 469-
9116.$5.

JIM HAMILTON

Jim Hamilton started telling jokes
in Madison,Wisconsin. He was

not very good. He got better.
Much better. He recently taped a
performance for Comedy Central’s
Premium Blend. From all accounts,
it went quite well. Friday, February
17 at 9:30 & [ 1:30pm & Saturday,
February 18 at 9:30 & [ 1:30pm.The
Velveeta Room, 521 Sixth, 469-9116.
$5.

ESTHER’S FOLLIES

Part magic show, part vaudeville
review, part improv tour-de-force,
Esther’s Follies takes no prisoners,
offering biting, hilarious satire on
all the news makers and events fit
to parody. Thursdays at 8pm, Fridays
and Saturdays at 8 & |0pm. Esther’s

Name: Austin Pregnancy Org.; Width: 34p6; Depth: 5 in; Color: Black; Ad Number: 00018342

Follies, 525 E 6th St, 320-0553 for
reservations. $20, student discounts
available.

EDDIE GOSSLING

You'd swear he was actually from
Austin, based on the response he
gets here at Cap City — it’s like
he’s a native, a local boy made good,
a dignitary with the key to the
city and an alt-celebrity, all rolled
into one. Thursday, February 9 at
8pm, Saturday, February || at 8pm
& 10:30pm. Cap City Comedy Club,
8120 Research Blvd, 467-2333. $9
& $13.

DOUG BENSON

One way you might know Doug
Benson is if you've ever thought
about, read about, heard about or
otherwise experienced ... marijua-
na. He’s a creator-writer-star of the
hit show “The Marijuana-Logues.”
Tuesday, February 14 at 8pm, Saturday,

(COLD,IIOVVNEIHEROES]

February 18 at 8bm & |0pm. Cap
City Comedy Club, 8120 Research Blvd,
467-2333.$5.50, %13, $25.

COLDTOWNE FUN-RAZOR
When something gets listed twice
in the Travesty, it’s no accident. It’s
not that we're desperate — we just
think it'd be nice if you paid atten-
tion to the events we sponsored
every now and then. Come. Please?
Thursday, February 16 at 8pm.The
Hideout Theater, 61 7 Congress, 443-
3688.$7-$10.

COLDTOWNE MOVIE NIGHT
ColdTowne invades Spiderhouse
with a collection of short films,
sketches, and cartoons boasting a
wide range of feel-good derange-
ment.

Saturday, February 18th at 8pm.
Spiderhouse, 2908 Fruth St. 480-9562.
Free.
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