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‘ A WORM. PEOPLE DON'T 
IKE WORMS MUcy! 

THEY SAY “Yuck” AND 
TURN AWAY, OR SHOVE A 
Fis Meck pownN 

QUR THROATS viuv 

WE STAY IN THE (ROUND) 
PAY IN AND DAY OUT 

AND EAT ORT. 
WE DoN'T HAYE ARMS 
oR LEGS, So WE (ANT 

DO MUCH ELSE,,.. 

Distractions 

SUPPosEDLY, WE HEL? THE Sok, 
BUT I TWNK ITS A 
MYTH INVENTED To 
HELP US FEeL PETTER. 
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PAu. WHITE 

IF WE COME out oF THe 
GROUND, WE GET SQUASHED, 
oR EATEN BY A ROBIN, 
OR FRIED To A CRISP 
ON HoT PAVEMENT 

WHEN YOU'RE A WORM, 
You TusT GOTTA 
BELIEVE Nn 

REINCARNATION / 

TAIL 

WHE] 
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The continuing adv 

of a Pig, achrcken; a 
el 

Bn 
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a salam sandwich ond 
a redycleable alumina m 

COVle 

entu 

In custiad 

The tric ('S 
not Im pores sed. 

The herces arvive
at the Fowtress 

of +e killer marshmal
lows of 

) 

+he Pdonét Tackson Five eenrias 

1st marshmallg 

~ Eagle-Beave 
HELLO. 

nk 
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ISSUES SEE NEXT WEEKS # 

r Chronicles 
THE ONE, FOR 
A NURSE'S AID 
POSITION UP 

HELLO, I'M A STUDENT NORTH ? 

CALLING ABOUT YOUR 
AD IN THE | 

\ 

SORRY ? NO, THE | |RIGHT, OKAY, ITS I THINK 50. 
DONE FOR “SHARED | [$250 A MONTH cout You 
LODGING, IDEAL | |NO PETS, SMOKERS, ~~ DEFINE THE 
FOR STUDENT." ERS, DROPOUTS, LAST TWO? DOPERS, i 

STUDS OR PARTY 
ANIMALS. YOU STILL 
IN THE RUNNING ? 
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THE PLACE YOURE 
RENTING SOUNDS 
LIKE WHAT I'M 
LOOKING FOR. 
WHEREABOUTS 

SIT? 6/88 ANGUS. 
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THAT'S FIVE BLOCKS 
WEST OF GRANVILLE 
AND FORTY - FIRST. 

1S THAT ANYWHERE 
NEAR THE AIRPORT 2 
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A very strange evening 

(or how Hatfield got the Bruns) 

by BARRY PARKINSON 
(edited by Ken Quigley) 

Bruns Martyrs 

(Note: for legal purposes, the 
following should be considered 
as a fictional piece). 

Thursday, 5 p.m.: I walked 

into the Bruns office with no 

real concerns. I'd been work- 

ing all day and just dropped by 

to hear about a lawsuit that 

might be brought against me. 

Also, I had been informed that 

the typesetting machine had 

been jamming with frighten- 

ing frequency that day, so I 

thought I'd offer some moral 

support. 
Well, it happened that our 

sports editor, Ken Quigley, 
was going to drive the paper to 

the printers in Hartland; the 
paper was late, so the normal 
deal (using the bus) was out of 
the question. I offered to go 
along, figuring: a) that we'd be 
leaving about 6:30, and b) that 
the trip would do me good. 

...10:30 and we're done 
with layout. It’s time to get on 
the road. A little later than ex- 
pected, but what the hell...? 

Cruising down the Trans- 
Canada at 90 mph (Ken's car is 
a ‘76 Chevy; i.e. the 
speedometer is in ‘mph’), I 
shoulda known something was 
wrong when the cassette deck 
ate the Springsteen tape. 
An unmarked New 

Brunswick Highway Patrol car 
makes its presence known. 
This is, potentially, a bad 
situation. Myself, I have an 
untouchable driver's license. 

IMPORTANT, 
YO0OU LOOK MARVELOUS! 

.. AND IN CONCLUSION, | CAN 
TELL BY LOOKING AT YOU FRESH- 
MEN YOUR CLASS WILL SHINE AT 
UBC. YOU LOOK DETERMINED. 
YOU LOOK PREPARED. BUT MORE 

WHAT A FIRST PRESIDEN- 
TIAL WELCOME. AN EN- 
GAGING SPEECH TOPPED 
BY A BRILLIANTLY 
WITTY REMARK. 

THE MAN HAS 
THEM ROLLING 

IN THE XIT NICE SPEECH, ROB. 
AISLES. YOUR FLY'S UNDONE. 

Unfortunately, Ken was driv- 
ing. 
Ken was also not wearing his 

‘seatbelt. Being a thinking 
‘man’s sports editor, Ken gets 

4 out of the car quickly, so that 
the cops don’t catch on to this 
infraction: 155 klicks in a 100 
zone is bad enough. 

Our Man At The Sports Desk 

did the Right Thing. He 

cooperated wonderfully with 

the police officers, he explain- 

ed that we were running the 

paper to the printers and ad- 

mitted that this was no excuse 

for speeding. And the cops let 

us off without even a written 

warning. 

Clearly we were on a Mis- 

sion from God. (editor’s note: 

obviously the Peter 

Gunn/Blues Brothers theme 

should kick in at this point). 

We continued on our merry 

way, still doing damage to the 

posted speed limit, but not so 

blatantly. 
Within an hour of depar- 

ture, Hartland came into sight. 

It did, though, take another 

half-hour to find the printers. 

Covered Bridge Printers 

employs some saints. Not only 

had 3 guys waited for our ar- 

rival until midnight, they also 

greeted us at the door with 

beer. Letters to the Vatican are 

being seriously considered. 

In the middle of the brew, 

we discovered that the fellow 

who normally delivers the 

Bruns to the SUB has had a 

~ hard day. Seems he is also an 

ambulance driver and was in 

the woods for 7 hours respon- 

ding to a hunting accident. 

Would we be willing to take 

over delivery duties? Well, 

sure... : 
Three hours later, we load 

8,000 copies of the paper into 
Ken's car. It is loaded down. It 

is riding low. It is three in the 

morning. We make our depar- 

ture. 

The second cop of the even- 

ing comes on the scene even 

before we hit the highway. Ap- 

parently he is curious about 

the cargo. He has noticed the 

Ontario plates (Ken is 

from...Toronto!l) He is 

wondering why the car is 

somewhat over the center line. 

continued next page 
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