
De Fakto is an underground jour-
nal based in Lafayette, Indiana 
that has been haunted by the 
vicious ghost of eerie, platonic 
internet relationships. If you lis-
ten very close you can hear it 
crying “Kali-maaaaa!” from some 
evil, transhuman space! 
 
Word has it that local producer 
Atarilogic may have some sinis-
ter involvement in this preposter-
ous magazine, perhaps even 
tripping on 8 hits of strong acid, 
driving your moms car into the 
river and running mindlessly try-
ing to elude the police with a 
sock over his genitals. 
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2423 Wallace 
Ave. Lafayette, IN 
47904 
 
765.446.2873 
 
atarilogic.com/defakto 
defakto@atarilogic.com 
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We don’t have any yet! 

Want to be one? Send us your money, laud us with 
praise and carry our publication in your establishment. 

Contact 765.446.2873 or send money to: 

De Fakto 
2423 Wallace Ave. 

Lafayette, IN 47904 

We’ll pose your logo with a group of singing cherubim in 
crotchless lederhosen and tell the kids that you are an 
eco-friendly, geopolitical, tree-hugging do-gooder who 
needs smacked in the jibs. Plus, you’ll be right here on 
the back page with the rest of the truly elite! 

 

Peace, god bless, stay up! 
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Experienced, traveled, unkempt; high school astronauts re-
turn with yet another fabled attempt to redefine human cul-
ture. The apes were relatively easy to coerce. Now we divide 
and conquer, scale walls and rock the nasty floorwork! 

���������


���������
Where Credit is Due  ��

Editors Note ��

Be a Prankster ��

Freedom of Speech ��

Other Uses ��

What is Cool ��

Fashion Conscience ��

Mash Up Madness 	�

Bar Haiku 
��

Jake the Bartender 

�

Rodan 
��

Throwback Thirteen 
��

If You Get Bored 
��

Jennifer Ellison 
��

The Bitch is Back 
��

Your De Fakto 
��

 �


������
 �!���"��

�
�����
����������

�����������

��#$�����	 �
�� �

One small step for man, one giant leap for mankind. Cue MTV Theme. 



De Fakto is an underground publication. As such, it is not for 
profit, but a valid attempt at reinstituting the barter system. 
We will gladly trade you this De Fakto for a dance with your 
sister, a little pinball action or your vocal interpretation of 
some good Lionel Ritchie music. It doesn’t matter, if you want 
to hand us a buck, that is gladly appreciated, but not nearly 
as creative. 

%�� ���&!"��"��������
defakto@atarilogic.com 

Or 

De Fakto 
2423 Wallace Avenue 
Lafayette, Indiana 47904 

Submissions must be original material including writing, illus-
tration, music, interviews, collateral damage, hate mail, how 
tos, gardening tips, panties, unearthed biblical writings and 
government files. 
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See the Tone Def Systems forum for a fresh take on your 
local scene at www.tonedefsystems.com/forum. Also, remem-
ber that anyone with access to a copier and a stapler can 
take part in the distribution of De Fakto. Plus, keep the buck 
when you sell a copy! 
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De Fakto thanks the following people who will not be thanked 
in the future unless they decide to re-up with us and do some-
thing that warrants thanks...in which case they shall be 
thanked again. 

In no particular order: 

Won, Julie, Katy, Jess, the nice people at Nextfest, Little 
Mike, Big Mike, Trevia and Pugslee, Spoon, DJ Flipside and 
Emcee Red Hot, Galapagos 4, Sims, Dessa, Nomi and Tom 
Servo, Maker, DJ Intel, ADM, Mollie, Jeff Reiss, Brandy, 
Randy, my lawyer, my lawyers secretary, Ward Churchill, 
mom and pop, grandma and that chick who gave us the 100 
dollar bill to drink on when she won the lottery. You people 
keep me going on this thing. 
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You thought that this monthly useless 
thing was all about getting hated on, 
didn’t you? Dead wrong. Check out 
Wimpy over there just chillin, grabbin a 
burger when he can, gladly paying you 
back tomorrow for some hot, ground 
cow flesh on a sesame bun today. 
Wimpy, you’re a dick! You remind me of 
those kids at the hill who would inces-
santly bum squares and pizza while we 
tried to cop a good buzz. Sure, you are 

annoying, but you are also good for a few laughs so you can’t 
be all that bad...however, your uselessness is unmatched, 
pal. For this, you have been honored as such. Way to go! 
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Check the mammaltoe. 
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Alright, kids. Here is where you get to design your own De 
Fakto magazine! Have at it! Share with friends! Trace your 
weiner! Do as you wish! It’s your magazine now! 
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Traveling often, settling down very 
infrequently and generally finding 
the time to do research, write and 
actually read things from time to 
time, it has been a rough month for 
De Fakto. Among a variety of clutch 
arguments and the general mal-
aise, we have decided to push 
things back to a bimonthly format. 

But that isn’t the point of this note. 
Mainly, De Fakto has derived a 
great amount of pride and quite a 
sense of community through its 
tirade of compulsive shoplifting, its 
vague, rambling style and roughly 
translated humorist ideas. For the 
constant feedback and appreciation and help, we thank eve-
ryone who has taken the time to give us suggestions, driven 
their point home or provided a suitable place for us to write 
haiku while sucking back cheap beers. 

At this point, it is interesting to note that recently I saw Vince 
Vaughn at a Shedd Aquarium aquatic mammal show. This 
show, we waited a half hour sitting in kid seats for one of the 
worst dolphin shows I have ever seen. There 
is a reason why this particular show lasts 
only 15 minutes and is  free. The entire 
time, I wondered what could possibly be 
going through old Vince’s head: 

“Hmm, I wonder if Stiller is going to ask me 
to do that dolphin trainer parody he was 
working on with his dad.” 

“Wait until Jen reads that I was spotted at 
the aquarium!” 

“Are dolphins really mammals?” 

Anyway, the point is that despite the vapid 
nature of the show we were there to see, I 
took home a grander vision of public gath-
ering and performance. 

This was essentially a part of the dolphins daily life: flapping 
their fins, playing tickle games, jumping, diving, frolicking—
basically, these creatures were exercising in front of an audi-
ence. I wonder if Vince Vaughn ever feels like a dolphin 
sometimes. Furthermore, I wonder if nobody goes out to see 
his films, does he feel betrayed? 

I recently invited some friends of mine from San Francisco 
and Minnesota to perform locally on a Thursday in June. Of 
course, nobody came out to the show except my closest 
friends and we had an absolutely killer time. I ended up pay-
ing both bands out of my pocket and will never do anything 
like this again, but in exchange for my tireless promotion of all 
things music and culture I was treated to an evening of fellow-
ship and an incredible performance. I think that that was more 
or less the death rattle for A.J. Wingers. Only fitting for the 
people who started a long tradition of live, local music there. If 
you can still remember Hulk dips and Set Trip, pray this is not 
the last! 
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Limo scoundrels make good on 
promise of citywide 

debauchery! 



Have fun at 
others expense! 

Start a zine 

Great way to get 
your ideas out 
there, make fun 
of your enemies 
and generally 
call attention to 
your own brand 
new revolution. 

Bucket 

This is a sure fire way to prank friends and enemies alike. 
With so many uses, it is easy to run up on someone or place 
above a door. What you fill your bucket up with depends on 
how bad you want to prank out. Urine, feces, rotten eggplant 
and bull semen work just fine. 

Inspector 

Dress up in an official looking uniform, design an official look-
ing nametag, grab a clipboard and you are ready to be an 
official inspector. You may want to have a few questions and 

ideas ready for your inspection, but be sure 
to hassle the manager and staff as much as 
possible. For extra points, harass a few 
customers. 

Free food 

This isn’t so much a prank per say, but it is 
a way to get free food rather easily. Simply 
order something and when you receive it, 
pull around, take a bite and remove the 
tomatoes or other topping. Pull back around 
with the food item unwrapped and your re-
ceipt. Kindly tell the person who took your 
order that they forgot the tomatoes. They 
won’t try to ask for the food you ordered 
because you have already taken a bite and 
it has been contaminated. Free sandwich, 

partna! 

Stinky 

Go to the supermarket and purchase some fish. Stuff the fish 
under a seat or behind a plastic console inside the car. In less 
than a few days, the car will smell like roses. 

CarQuest 

This is one of my favorites because I hate malls and I hate 
the people that follow you around looking for a parking place. 
It’s easy too. Simply grab a bag from one of the mall shops (if 
you can handle going in there), get your keys out and begin 
wandering around the parking lot. Once you “find” your car, 
open the door and place the bag inside. Repeat until thor-
oughly satisfied with the stupidity of consumerism. 

Airhorn of Doom 

Buy a few of those really loud airhorns. Go to a busy public 
place (usually going up to the second level works best), de-
press the airhorn button and tape it down. Chuck the airhorn 
of doom somewhere where no one can get at it. Watch as 
      people flee in terror. 
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More simple to perform than peeling a banana. 
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a car, or any other thing in which he can ravage a woman. 
This is the life of a “Have Not”. Possessions pull little weight 
with this man, because he owns the universe.  
  
“HAVE NOT” MEN ARE NOT AFRAID TO BE RENAIS-
SANCE MEN.  
A “Have Not” man has made the tough, but necessary pro-
gression away from “Wild On” specials, and screaming “GIT 
R DUN” at attractive women on the street. A “Have Not” man 
is secure enough in his masculinity to embrace things for-
merly considered feminine. These men are chefs, and artists. 
They are musicians, and poets. They know Matisse, and 
Wagner. They knew what “carpe diem” meant before “Dead 
Poets Society”. They cry at Old Yeller. In other words, their 
dicks are so enormous they can actually admit they enjoy 
“Iron Chef” almost as much as college football.  
  

“HAVE NOT” MEN HAVE SOMETHING INTELLIGENT TO 
SAY.  
“Have Not” men can convey their beliefs, ideas, and ideolo-
gies void of quotes from Adam Sandler movies. They use 
language as a tool. It is just one more in their arsenal of 
weapons used to hypnotize the female gender. Whether his 
goal be laughter, or comfort. The “Have Not” man rarely, if 
ever, puts his foot in his mouth…usually because there is an 
uber-insightful thought about to exit it. They are the men who 
stop wars, moisten the panties of little girls, and leave the 
“Have” men speechless.  
  
“HAVE NOT” MEN FLOCK TOGETHER.  
Guys, in the eyes of women, you are 
largely who you associate with. If you are 
the guy in the back of the bar in the flannel 
with the sleeves cut off who is building the 
beeramid with seven guys named Rick, we 
notice. A “Have Not” man has a mystique. 
He can be in the center of a crowd, and not 
make himself the center of attention. He 
and the other “Have Nots” can often be 

found in the 
middle of a 
conversation 
about the 
government, 
or societal 
woes. They will be the group 
with just the right amount of 
shared introspective thought, 
and bawdy off color jokes. 
They roll together. Divide and 
conquer. This is the way of the 
“Have Not”.  
  

“HAVE NOT” MEN PRE-
TEND NOT TO KNOW THEY 
ARE “HAVE NOT” MEN.  
This is the most important tidbit 
an outsider looking in can pro-

vide to a “Have” hoping to graduate to the world of the “Have 
Not”. A “Have Not” man is above reputation, and chick quo-
tas. He is firmly affixed into the role of “Have Not”, with no 
affirmation necessary. There is no pretense. There is no train-
ing. There is no ego. A “Have Not” tries not to be a lothario, or 
a badass…  
  
HE JUST IS. 
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A true “have not” will never wear a 
platty wig either. 



Our girl is back with some 
new privileged knowledge 
about the lesser half. 
Take heed...take it like a 
man cause here she 
comes. 

THE “HAVES” AND THE 
“HAVE NOTS” 

It’s no secret that in every 
facet of society there is a 
known cliché that a per-
son wants what they can 
not have. Be it animal, 
vegetable, or mineral. If 
something lies just be-
yond the reach of the 
reach-er, it suddenly de-
velops an obsessive 
quality.  
Women are no different 
in this way than any other 
creature of above aver-
age intelligence in the 

galaxy. 
Most of us tend to lump men into two cate-
gories. There are the ones whom we see 
and instantly recognize that with minimal 
manipulation, we can have them under our 
total control. These men are the ones we 
know we can “Have”.  
On the flip side of this coin lie the men who 
twist our minds, and become the center of 
our every fantasy. The men who we can not 
bend. Those who will not break. The ones 
who, no matter the amount of cleavage or 
liquid courage, still make us uncomfortable 
enough to beg them to take us to bed. The 
men we know we can not have, but would 
die trying. Enter the “Have Nots.”  
This led me to think…How could I, one liai-
son to the male gender sent from the other 

side, help the “Haves” become the “Have Nots”. This is what I 
got.  
  
“HAVE NOT” MEN DO NOT HAVE TO BE PRETTY.  
A “Have Not” man has evolved beyond hair product, and tips 
from the Queer Eye guys. The “Have Not” man’s days are 
filled with changing the world, and introspection. Maybe he 
didn’t have time to shave in the midst of reading Nietzsche. 
Maybe he was too busy with thought provoking decisions to 
match his socks to his shirt. A “Have Not” man does not come 
in a pre-determined, 30” waist, GAP package. He IS his own 
package. 

 

BEING A “HAVE NOT” MAN HAS NOTHING TO DO WITH 
WHAT ONE ACTUALLY HAS.  
A “Have Not” man doesn’t need a BMW, or a three-bedroom 
ranch furnished by Pottery Barn. When a woman is in the 
presence of a “Have Not” man, she is aware of little that is 
around her due to the fact that she is blinded by his mere 
existence. A “Have Not” man can reside in a box by the river, 
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More than enough knowledge to fill two 
vintage bottles of wine and a pack of Dun-
hills, the bitch is back. 
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The truth about freedom 
of speech and first 
amendment rights is that 
there aren’t any. As long 
as you keep your big 
mouth shut, you have 
nothing to fear...unless 
you are meeting a few 
hundred of your bud-

dies at the park 
where someone has 

called a public as-
sembly. Be prepared 

for tear gas and/or 
beatings. 

I know you’ve heard it, 
that same annoying 
clause that somebody 
really “smart” came up 
with as a short explana-
tion of speech in gen-

eral: “With free speech comes responsibility.” Alright, here is 
the The American Heritage® Dictionary definition: 

 
re·spon·si·bil·i·ty , n. 
1. The state, quality, or fact of being re-
sponsible. 
2. Something for which one is responsible; 
a duty, obligation, or burden. 
 

Hmm, I don’t know about you, but responsi-
bility, even in its clinical form represents a 
burden, a toll , a price which can be meas-
ured via work, pressure and/or stress. All of 
a sudden, freedom of speech connotes 
something a little more sinister than being 
able to say what you want about what you 
want. 

I’m sure you already knew that it is illegal to 
make reference to the president in casual 
conversation. You even know that smug fascists across the 
globe have been trying to burn books before Gutenberg had 
the ingenuity to develop a press with moveable type. 

By the way, what do we get for questioning our government? 
More often than not, your name is placed on a special black-
list somewhere so that in cases of future redress, they won’t 
have a problem with you. 

And now, what about religion. I know you’re saying that this 
isn’t really your bag, right? Me too, but what about the thou-
sands of men and women who are discriminated against on a 
daily, nay hourly basis? Kids are being sent home for wearing 
headscarves for Christ’s sake! Oh and by the way, did you 
know that the words "under God" were inserted into the 
Pledge in 1954 at the height of paranoia about the god-
less communists. 

Ah man, say what you want, but freedom of speech just 
isn’t what they are telling you it is. 

Be who you want, but prepare for the consequences. 
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CENSORSHIP 



We thought the general reading 
audience might appreciate a few 
novel ways to recycle its favorite 
toilet reading material. Remember 
these ideas the next time you 
need a baby diaper, a flyswatter 
or bonfire tender. 

 

Rain Hat  
Simply select a spread that you 
would like to adorn the outside of 
your hat, then unfold your copy of 
De Fakto and fold it like this: 

 

 

Giant Spitwad 
Come on! You know how to do it. So, go for 
it! 

Mask 
Easy, just cut some holes at eye distance 
and you have a new mask. What you do in 
it is up to you though. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
Amazing Hole in Your Hand Gag 
Alright, this is an old gag where 
you make it appear as if there is a 
hole in your hand. It probably 
works best with kids or the really 
stoned. Here’s how you do it. 

1. Roll up your issue of De Fakto 
longwise. 
2. Hand it to the person opposite 
you. 
3. Tell him/her that it is a magic De Fakto tube and he/she 
must keep both eyes open to see through it. 
4. Once they are looking through the tube, hold your hand up 
next to the side of the tube about halfway down. See dia-
gram, you dunce. 

�����������)��� ��)�(���

*����(���

������

����������

"�2�������

'
��"������

(�('�

���$������

#�'��������


��(
"#����

��"���)�

��/��8� ���������

If you feel really creative, go for 
the gusto and really get funky with 

your hat! 

Use scissors for your little bat 
ears, butthole. 

Fold down the top 
two corners. 

Fold up the bottom 
flap which is left. 

Wear your bitchin 
new rain cap! 

You can even deco-
rate your mask with 
markers, sequins or 
real human feces! 

Holy shit, man! 
That is too crazy 

realistic! 
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So, I guess this chick is an English pop musician or some-
thing. It doesn’t really matter what she wanted to be, she’s 
got a mean ass and some bangin tittays to work with. Some-
times I wonder if life would be easier with gazongas. Not say-
ing I want to be a girl...just saying. 
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Practice your voodoo skills on De Fakto’s very own paper 
voodoo doll. Inflict misery to your heart’s content in the pri-
vacy of your own home! 

Here’s some tips: 

1. Use a pin for maximum results. Fire and blunt objects 
may also work. 

2. Use this on friends and enemies alike! “Friends?” you 
ask. Try this out on your buddy after he goes home with 
some random chick from the bar. 

3. Hilarity ensues. 

Send your pictures to defakto@atarilogic.com! 
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Blindness 

Headache 

Fart Smell 

Mute 

Chokehold 

Heart Attack 

Dumbass Attack 

Leprosy 

Impotence 

Loose Stools 

Bad Gas 

Throw Up 

Spleen 

A
rthritis 

T
o

u
rette’s  

Arm
 L

oc
k  

H
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el
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 Leg N
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Diarrhea 
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Here’s some more sure fire 
ways to make good and 
damn sure that you are hip-
ster elite. 

Note: De Fakto does not 
condone any of the following 
cool things and has been 
trying to simplify the cool list 
for easier reading during 
these blasted, humid 
months. 
 

1. That freshly cut summer 
fade 

2. Kimonos and high boots 

3. Tibetan Monks 

4. A good sake buzz 

5. MF Doom 

6. Crazy drunk Italian dudes 

7. The fact that everyone has a favorite dinosaur 

8. Running into that one girl you as “that 
one girl, you know” 

9. Spraying beer on your best friends all 
night 

10. A.J. Wingers not dead!? 

 

 

Not cools are kind of like those hairs you 
find on the soap when you are washing 
yourself in the morning. You know they’re a 
part of you, but you can’t help but be re-
pulsed by them. When you encounter a not 
cool, feel free to scream like a little girl, just 
like when you find a hair on your soap. 

1. Cats with cars who steal bikes 

2. Dudes who, when around cer-
tain chicks, act like complete 
douche bags 

3. White dudes in heady wraps 

4. Headbutt headaches 

5. Weak freestyle 

6. Crazy drunk Italian dudes 

7. Thinking you didn’t leave skid-
marks and finding out you did 

8. Hip hop is now synonymous 
with R‘n’B 

9. Thousands of students, tens of 
actual music fans 

10. You know who you are 
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Supervillain with lyrical skills seeking 
employment at government level. 
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White kids are further blurring 
the lines between ghetto fabu-

lous and white suburban. 



Alright, ladies. Now it’s your 
turn to shine. I have been get-
ting a lot of static for writing 
only for the male constituency. 
Not true. You don’t think it 
would be easy to get into writ-
ing about nice looking bohe-
mian chicks with fresh style? 
We have come to prove you 
wrong, listen and do it right 
right now: 

Snarl - Simply curl the lip, 
hotty. Let everybody know you 
are a little disgusted but aren’t 
going to let it ruin your night. 
Girls in sundresses, short 
skirts and tight denim all can 
own this look. 

Body hair - I honestly believe that a snarl and female body 
hair go hand in hand. Iggy Pop loves licking chicks armpits, 
but if you’re growing a couple palm trees, shave those titties, 
girl. 

Thongs - I know they are unfomfortable, 
baby. But the fact that it is in your butt 
drives men wild. Plus, your pants keep 
wedging up and make us want to pop a 
finger in there. 

Suit pants with high heels - Not really 
sure why, but they make a guy think about 
how you could just lay him out on the desk 
at work and treat him like an underpaid sec-
retary. 

Unbuttoned shirt and untied tie - You’re a 
hard working girl, it’s time to have some fun. 
unclasp a few, let your hair down and what 
you get is instant drool factor. Extra points if 
you are wearing black lace, rubber or 
barbed wire underneath. 

Aftersex hair look - I don’t know what it is, 
but I think it has something to do with that cute, effeminate 
afterglow coupled with the fact that you just said some of the 
dirtiest shit I’ve ever heard...and in that one voice. You know 
the one. When do you have to go back to work? 

Tattoos - Pain is cool. Documenting it? Even cooler. 

Pigtails - Even girls that have faces like a monkey’s testicles 
can rock pigtails and immediately make you wish you were a 
unicorn so that she will ride you off into fantasyland where the 
happy dwarves and the little fluffy bunnies play all day. 

White T-shirt - Simple. White. Stunning. Wear with baggie 
jeans and some Pumas and you are Hood Rat Goddess. 
Now, tell me about where you got them nails done, shorty. 

Beer - No, you don’t have to buy us a beer, but that would be 
nice. What we mean is that a beer-drinking girl presents opti-
mal girlfriend material. It let’s us know that you live on a 
budget too and aren’t afraid to swill down a few pitchers with 
the boys...the cheaper, the better. Just don’t pour it on our 
heads after you read this, you crazy bitch. 
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Now, if only she lifted up her arms and 
had the hairy pits. 
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It’s time for something from the past on page thirteen! 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Doy - doy 

Exclamation. A word used as 
an exclamation to point out the 
painfully obvious, the stupidity 
or the honest to goodness igno-
rance of someone else. 

Example: Whoa! You have to 
give her the donkey punch for it 
to work, man. Doy! 

Other ways of saying doy: 

“Come on!” 
“Duh!” 
“Dude!” 
“Obviously!” 
“No shit, Sherlock!” 

Send your throwback word of 
the month to us at: 
defakto@atarilogic.com. If it is 
dope enough, we’ll print it. 

Doy! 
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Remember mixtapes? 
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Can you imagine the word “doy” 
being slowly formed on the lips of 

this chick? 



We prepared ourselves 
for an evening of music 
at one of Wicker Parks 
hippest Japanese 
themed bars, Rodan. 
This particular evening, 
the music was presided 
over by Chicago’s hard-
est working DJ Intel and 
producer/DJ Maker, hip 
hop gentlemen and 
member of Quadraphon-
ics and Galapagos 4 
respectively. 

The bar is dark and loud 
and populated with a 
weird assortment of 
hipsters, expatriots of 
fashion and groups of 

hovering fratboy variants waiting for something to grab, shout 
at or otherwise drink. All buffoonery aside, Rodan is a per-
fectly smooth venue for down tempo trip hop and sultry soul. 
Intel and Maker started our evening that way, gradually turn-
ing their sets over to faster, heavier tracks consisting of rare 

funk and 80’s era hip hop. In practically no 
time, the entire bar was up and moving, the 
ladies were spilling drinks and the crew was 
simply laughing, dancing and running 
game. 

Not only does Rodan provide a large selec-
tion of top shelf liquors, but a good assort-
ment of beers and a nice selection of sake 
for its drinking clientele. The interior is sim-
ple, utilitarian decorative maple panels; firm, 
low couches and visual projections. The 
staff is equally elegant, practically experi-
enced and fun to interact with. Though the 
bar was packed by nine, we had little trou-
ble buying drinks and finding a table. 

Regulars at Rodan include much of the 
Quadraphonics crew, some established em-

cees, musicians, promoters and DJs without a gig for the 
night. I even met up with ADM who won the Scribble Jam 
emcee battle a few years back. Spurned by incredible mixes, 
graceful environment and a lively crowd, we succeeded in 
dancing most of the night, drinking a good amount of liquor 
and eventually wandering drunk through Wicker Park with 
little to do but catch a cab home. 

Highlights include: Maker’s new instrumental album, good 
looking hipster chicks, b-boys doing the top rock, bathroom 
video cameras which project your image in a screen above 
the sink (a mirror just wouldn’t cut it here), a bartender who 
missed the glass almost every pour but still managed to laugh 
and wink and make great drinks, Intels originals mix and Julie 
telling me that Won created a hip hop quiz in middle school 
that qualified kids for his crew. 

Rodan is a great place in which to spend all of your evening, 
or just some of your evening, before moving on to other es-
tablishments. But then again, why would you want to. Make 
sure to dress for the heat and freshen up that boogaloo! 
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Rodan’s namesake from the Godzilla monster 
movies...don’t get it twisted. 
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We here at De Fakto realize that mash ups are all the rage 
nowadays. Leave it to the highly trained experts on our staff 
to tell you how to mix and match your life to perfection. 
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Gasoline Orange Juice 

Napalm 
Hey, be careful with this one because you are liable to torch 

your nuts off trying to set a booby trap 

+ 

Britney That one dude she 
married 

Future generation of mutant white trash culture killers 

+ 

Girl Shots 

Naked 

+ 

Kick Groin 

Punch in face followed by painful lack of breath, paralysis 
and general loss of motor skills.  

+ 

Boy Shots 

Drunk, belligerent asshole who will either start a fight with 
you or try to dry hump you.  

+ 

Pinky 
Index and middle 

fingers 

The Shocker! Woo, gotcha! 

+ 

Cyborg Ninja 

The Robot Ninja (plus, what I wanted to be at age 12.) 

+ 

Cheap Vodka Vodka Soaked Rag 

Molotov Cocktail (plus, Vivian from the Young Ones) 

+ 



It is time for yet another edi-
tion of our criminally insane, 
we mean critically acclaimed 
haiku series. This time, the 
focus is on one of our favor-
ite pastimes during the sum-
mer months: drinking. 

Following are some of the 
better drunken poems writ-
ten over the course of the 
month. 
 
Yummy, PBR. 
Hey, they are only 2 bucks! 
Give me seventeen. 
 
Dance, Cactus style - 
Poppin and lockin, fucker. 
Watch out for fat chicks. 
 
Quick bathroom vomit. 
Stumble to the bartender. 
“Another one, please.” 

 
I can’t see my beer. 
Bartender hand me something 
that isn’t date rape. 
 
I’m seeing double. 
Who the fuck are you again? 
Both of you drive home. 
 
Midnight La Bamba. 
Super steak with sour cream. 
Brown pants tomorrow. 
 
I hate Rumpleminz. 
It causes instant “asshole.” 
Blackout city, man. 
 

 
Drunk ass left wallet. 
Now we seven are shitfaced. 
Thank you, Mastercard. 
 
I know your sister. 
She likes cheap beer and 
whiskey. 
Would you like a drink? 
 
I’m bored and wasted. 
Don’t care if you are my 
friend. 
Let’s get in a fight. 
 
How you doin’, bud. 
These here shots don’t even 
work! 
Time to smoke some meth. 

Until next time, keep the poetry coming. We’ll keep drinking! 
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Strike of the beer ninja! 

Even Gichin Funakoshi got hung chow 
every once in a while. 
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This month, we have a new 
feature directly from one of this 
town’s finest bartenders. That’s 
right, Luxie’s own Jake the bar-
tender has offered his latest tips 
on drink and the finer qualities 
of drinking. Suck it down, folks! 

Ginger Ale is not just for 
grandma and little boys on air-
planes with upset tummies.  It is 
a great mixer that can be used 
with almost all liquors. Some 
personal favorites are the “gin 
and ginger” and “ginger & 7.  
This Ale also tastes mighty good 
with vodka, but doesn’t have the 
clever name.  I have even heard 
rumors about mixing it with te-
quila.  I am supposed to tell you, 
the reader, what tastes good 
and what to stay away from but 
even I have to say the jury is out 
on this one.  Sounds danger-

ous.  In addition to being delicious, Ginger Ale is easy on the 
wallet.  What!  How can this be so?  Bars 
don’t charge for mixers.  Ah Ha this is true, 
however mixing house, or well liquor with 
this scrumptious ale will save you some 
coin and allow for a great drink.  While you 
are being original and mixing with ginger 
ale, be sure to ask for a double.  Ginger ale 
has this supernatural ability to allow for 
some incredibly stiff drinks without that 
shudder after the first sip.  Be sure to pick 
up a twelve pack of Canada Dry so you can 
enjoy a “gin and ginger” at home.  This is 
Jake the Bartender reminding you to TRY 
this at home kids, and I am a professional. 

FACTS 

· Can-
ada Dry 
soda water was on board 
the Gemini 9 space flight. 
The astronauts used it to 
mix their dried food.  

· During US Prohibition, 
law enforcement officers 
were so impressed by Can-
ada Dry's popularity that 
they analysed it for alcoholic 
content.  

· In the 1920s Can-
ada Dry was a favourite 
mixed with "bathtub" gin. An 
average bathtub filled with 
gin would make 2,560 
highballs when combined 
with 1,280 bottles of Can-
ada Dry. 
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Drink Canada dry! Literally. 


