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 I
NSTEAD OF “BODYSLAM – SKATEBOARDING 
mag of vert only,” It should have been called 

“diary of a young man as an egoist.” Five 
issues appeared between 1982 and 1987 – 

three in Oregon and two in New England. MC and 
friends felt underrepresented by the skateboard-
ing press. They tried submitting photos with no 
result. They were ripping and they had a radical 
scene happening but nobody knew it.
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 ONE DAY LONG AGO, Craig picked up a metal-
wheeled skateboard that had been abandoned in 
the sidewalk. Kids need to remember to pick up 

their toys. The tiny flat board said “Fifteen Toes” on 
it and a graphic of three footprints. MC wanted to be a 
surfer but didn’t live close enough to the beach. Since 
the predominant culture in town was low-rider it just 
had to be surfers. MC had a subscription to Surfer Maga-
zine and one issue included a story about skateboarding 
and the possibilities opened up by the  development of 
urethane wheels. started skateboarding a lot. He made 

do with the metal wheels until he 
could get ahold of some urethane 

“Cadillacs.” MC skated every day on 
that metal-wheeled piece of shit. 
Amazingly, the neighbors never com-
plained about the noise even when he 
used their driveway. So MC is defi-
nitely more old school than you. Did 
you learn to skate on metal wheels? 
Eventually he got some urethane 



wheels and a better board. Loose 
bearings, were followed by preci-
sion bearing Road Riders and a 
flexible fiberglass board, then kick-
tailed solid wood, then a fiberglass 
Z-Flex followed by laminated wood, 
concaves, foam and p-tex, foam/
graphite and eventually back to lam-
inated maple.

 They skated streets, sidewalks, curbs, hills, ditches, 
and then we started building ramps. Plywood was nailed 
to tables and skated like a ditch. Next they built a twelve 
foot high by eight foot wide ramp with 30 feet of runway 
up to it. They skated it for hours – kick turns, front-side 
and backside “wheelers,” and “Bertlemans.” It was dan-
gerous. There were no bones broken but plenty of flesh 
wounds and splinters.
 MC came up with the idea to make a ramp like a pool 
wall and built a four foot transition quarter-pipe. The 
original idea was that it would be portable – put it up 
against a wall for instant vertical!



Street pool with Doug Schneider, Upland skatepark and 
the Mt. Baldy Pipeline with Kevin Anderson, who they 
also knew from Phil’s pool. An eight-year-old Eric 
Dressen used to skate the quarter 
pipe. They trespassed to skate pools, 
ditches, bowls, pipes, whatever they 
could find, ditched school to go to 
skateparks. They worked in shops, 
and practiced handstands, 360s and 
wheelies, jumped over sticks and 
cars and barrels and each other, 
jumped off loading docks and picnic 
tables, grabbed rides on the back of 
cars in parking garages and ran from 
cops and didn’t always escape. 
 Mark and Craig were locals at 
SuperBowl 1; they skated it before it 
was open and used sledgehammers to 
clean it out and skate after it closed. 
Superboawl was a third generation 
park. They had a full-pipe like 

 The crew kept looking for 
pools, and drove long distances 
and paid to ride the skateparks. 
They collected memberships 
From Skatepark Montebello, 
Skateboard World, Skatopia, Con-
crete Wave, Pipeline, Skater-
cross, Endless Wave, Big–O, Del 
Mar, Lakewood, Marina Del Rey. 
the young MC hung at Phil’s pool 
when Tony Alva and other Dog-
Town legends were there, Ninth 



Upland but they added pool coping to the vertical bowls. 
Aerials, RocknRolls, fakie 360’s pipe fly-outs and roll0-
ins were the radical moves.
 MC moved to Portland Oregon in 1977. It rains a lot in 
Portland; that was hard. He eventually found skate-
boarders. There was a downhill scene at a local park – 
a long smooth road closed to cars. Skaters sponsored by 
a local shop eventually took him to an eight-foot wide 

half pipe with eight foot transitions 
and four feet of vertical in a barn at 
a dairy farm. Larry, the owner, could 
fakie the ramp higher than anyone 
else. MC showed them what to do 
with the top, three wheels out, man. 
They made the ramp wider and cut 
it down to just two feet of vertical 
and built a platform on one side. MC 
went there almost every night for a 
couple of years. Larry ripped. Hucka-
bee drove 50 miles each way every 
night, stopping to pick up Harris 

and MC on the way to Larry’s, a 
few hours of skating with fresh 
milk and cookies afterward. 
 During this period MC also 
skated Halsey ramp, Ron Fujii’s, 
the Ride-On demo ramp, Glisan 
pool, Rock Creek, ramps in Van-
couver, WA and Pat’s ramp. 
Pat’s had a roof, made from 
stolen roof trusses, carried home 
on foot. Fujii moved his ramp to 
his house  and MC was on TV 
jumping over the news van off the side. Fujii’s dad 
offered MC 100 bucks if he could one-wheel the top of 
the six feet of vertical. He was ready to pay up too, but 
MC wouldn’t take it - he only got two wheels out and Ron 
was standing right there. 
 MC was visiting southern California on school breaks 
and skating. He also visited skateparks the way back to 
school. The gang made road trips to skateparks in Canada 
and southern California and to Tri-Cities skatepark in 



Kennewick, Washington to skate the forty foot diameter 
keyhole with four feet of vertical. 

 They did demos and went to contests. One summer MC 
and three other skaters got paid to do demos all over 
Oregon wearing polyester tennis clothes. Huckabee drove 
the truck. They did safety demonstrations and freestyle 
routines. a highlight was MCs transfer across a six-foot 
gap between two quarter pipes. They made $200 a show.
 The Larry’s scene continued for a couple of years, there 
was some other skating going on, slalom and downhill 
races but MC, Larry, Harris and Tom skated ramps. They 
mocked skaters who didn’t skate vert.
  In April 1979 Kanoa Surf sponsored MC to skate in The 

Dog Bowl Pro at Marina del Rey skatepark. Kanoa flew 
him to LA and he spent a couple of days beating the crap 
out of himself trying to get used to the bowl. The Dog 
Bowl was crowded and so MC did most of his practice in 
the upper pool. He spent some time working on laybacks 
with Duane Peters who later told the owner of Kanoa 
surf that all his skaters were losers. Skating curved 
walls and concrete is different from skating a wooden 
half-pipe. MC had moves like layback airs and ollies, 
a couple different inverts, stuff noone else was doing – 
but the beating was too much. He placed near the 
bottom of the standings in front of Craig and all 
his old So. Cal pals. It was okay, though, he skated 
with the top vert pros of 
the day, got some new skate-
board gear and a t-shirt. He  
could barely walk when it 
was over but was a hero to his 
pals in Oregon. MC skated in 
a pro contest! He  wore that 
t-shirt a lot after he got back. 



 Eventually all of the first genera-
tion ramps got torn down. We became 
punks. We got mohawks. We listened 
to the Sex Pistols and the Circle 
Jerks and Black Flag.We wore funny 
clothes. Huckabee sang Louie Louie 
with Henry and Black Flag in Seat-
tle; stage-diving back into the 
crowd after singing “me gotta go 
now.” He got pistol whipped after a 
show in Seattle and lost a front tooth. 
He became a punk rock hero. Huckabee 
and Bill Reese had a band called 
Dirge. They skated a lot, mostly at 
Marcus’s and in the street. They 
mocked skaters who weren’t punks. 
 Thrasher magazine appeared in 
1981 to show the way - The boys 
introduction to DIY. Thrasher’s pro-

duction was so crappy compared to the slick skate 
publications we were used to, that MC figured he 

could make a magazine just as good 
if not better. Mark and Tom made 
BODYSLAM - skateboarding mag of 
vert only. Thrasher was really cool, 
eventually plugging BS as “the vir-
tual god of all skate ’zines.”
 BODYSLAM was intended to pro-
mote vert skating. There was bad 
blood between the freestyle•down-
hill•slalom axis and the vert rats, 
the same crap that still goes on 
between vert skaters and street skaters to this day. 
BODYSLAM was a venue for Tom’s photography and 
MCs comics and they skated vert. They made some good 
friends through the mag and eventually did put street 
pictures in the ’zine. It was a useful calling card when 
MC moved to Massachusetts in 1983. Tom had already 
moved to San Francisco.
 The BODYSLAM3 cover was printed just before the 
move. The completed BS3 included shots of two primitive 
Massachusetts ramps.



BODYSLAM4 had some Oregon stuff in it thanks to Jay 
Mugging but most of it was east coast material. MC met 
the Grinner at a ramp in Danvers – a native guide! Glen 
took MC to a bunch of ramps as well as the City Hospital 
banks, Turtles, Skate Lab, Cambridge pool. At Braintree 
there were cool people (Sean McLean, Fred Smith, the 
Wrecker)who were skating way better than MC. Those 
dudes eventually formed a band called the Loud Ones and 

a couple of them picked up sponsors. 
They put up with Max because he 
didn’t bail.
 Max dragged Glen and Dave For-
ward to a ramp deep in the heart of 
Maine for the contest described in 
BODYSLAM4.
 MC was still doing comics too. 
Thrasher published a dozen MC 
comics and drawings and some writ-
ing between 1982 and 1988.

 BODYSLAM5, completed in 1987 was entirely east 
coast. Featuring the Grinner, the Loud Ones, the Wrecker, 



pipe and a big curved mini-ramp bowl area. Ryan 
Neuhoff was still skating, he built a ramp at his in-laws’ 
house across from the police station in Keizer, Oregon. 
 Now it’s 2002 and there are a shitload of skateparks 
again. Last year MC skated at Newburg, Donald, Lincoln 
City, Beaverton and Burnside. If you skate Burnside early 
in the morning, there’s nobody there. 
 Skateboarding is disgustingly popular again. There is 
a hardcore bench-sliding scene out in Beaverton. Dudes 
use the flat-bottom of the big half-pipe as a runway up 
to a picnic table, which is is bullshit! There is a new 
indoor skatepark in Portland, Ten bucks to skate for two 
hours and no serious vert, more bullshit. It’s hard to imag-
ine how that’s going to work when some of the best skate 
spots around are all free. Burnside even stays dry unless 
it’s really windy. Ask Howard what their chances are.
 MC’s skating is nothing special these days. People 
bang their boards if he busts out the frontside invert but 
flatlander brats also flip him shit. It doesn’t mean as 
much to him as it used to. MC just skates now and only 
worries about impressing himself.

Contort crew, Newton Will, Canton, Chelmsford, Holden 
and Rhode Island ramps, it was all vert, baby. BS5 was 
also the last BODYSLAM. MC applied the skills he 
acquired making the ’zine to a graphic arts career. 
 MC wrote a “gnarlier than thou” letter to the Boston 
Phoenix. They did a story featuring the Contort Crew 
that showed complete ignorance of the real Boston hard-
core. Once again, MC was feeling ignored.
 Back to Oregon in 1990. Most of MC’s old pals weren’t 
skating anymore. Jay Mugging was recently out of jail. 
There were still a few ramps around and the Burnside 
park was just getting started. Howard Weiner opened 
City Skate, an indoor skatepark. It had a slippery half-
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bodyslam three
portland, oregon

1983



 

 I
t was nice on the ramp with its new masonite. The sun 
was shining and reflecting off the new smooth surface of 
the ramp, He skated back and forth, up and down. That 
was what he liked, to go as high and as fast as possible 

over and over again was what he liked. The sun was warm 
and the surface good. He liked that.
   He knew his skating companions were nearby. They always 
collected to watch him skate. He was the best, He had won
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 contests. He had skated in all the parks on the 
west coast and in the MG conmercials. He had 
been interviewed in Thrasher threq times and had 
been on network T.V. twice. He never wore knee 
pads, never wore protective gear of any kind. That 
stuff was for the weak,. But those things weren’t 
what Made him the best, He was just the best and 
they knew it. That was why they always came to 
watch him skate.
   He knew his skating companions were 
nearby. He knew they always collected to watch 
him skate. When he was finally done he would be 
tired and sometimes he would talk to some of them. 
They always gave him a beer when he was done, 
and sometimes he would talk to them, He knew 
they were nearby, watching him, but when he 
was up there he was alone. There was only him, 
his skateboard and the ramp. When he was skat-
ing he was alone. Up there he didn’t have to think 
about anything, he didn’t have to talk, Up there he 
didn’t have to do anything. All he had to do was 
skate. He liked that. It was important to him.
   Then he had his accident. Like all accidents 
it was unexpected. Unlike all accidents it was a 
bad one. He rolled up one side of the ramp. He went 
high into the air and made to turn and drop back 
down. This was the part they liked best to watch, 
He would make it look as though he’d almost lost 
control and then he’d turn and drop back down, 

rolling over to the other side, Some people thought 
the skater’s feet should never leave the board, 
Looking as though you might just lose it made it 
more interesting though, It was a habit he had 
gotten into a long time before and now he did it 
without thinking about it, It always worked, This 
time it didn’t, This time he actually lost control, 
His skateboard shot out from under his feet, went 
over the ramp into the bushes by the side, the 
wheels still spinning in the air. He still managed 
to turn though and without the skate board he 
dropped down onto the ramp, landing on his left 
knee pretty close to the middle sliding the last 
few feet to the center,
   Normally such a fall would not be too bad, 
But this was not normally, The more usual com-
plaint for skateboarders who spilled on ramps 
were skin burns caused by friction, But his knee 
was unprotected. His knee was hurt; hurt badly.
   He didn’t scream as he hit his knee, Skaters 
like him didn’t scream when they got hurt, The 
only noise came from his skateboard as it hit one 
of the bushes behind the ramp in the backyard. He 
slid down quickly but quietly on the ramp’s new 
smooth and quiet masonite surface. He lay half 
on his side atthe bottom of the ramp. His left leg 
was curled up half under him, He had his hands 
clasped tightly over his knee, The knuckles were 
white, His lips were tightly pressed together and 
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his whole face was screwed up like a walnut,
   Somebody ran back into the house to call an 
ambulance. Noone outside said anything. They stood 
and stared at him. They knew it had to be bad. 
They stood there, not saying anything until the 
ambulance men arrived and tried to put him on a 
stretcher, This was difficult because he wouldn’t 
unbend. He wouln’t move. He wouldn’t take his 
hands away from his left knee. They couldn’t pry 
his hands away from his hurt knee. They had to give 
him an injected tranquil izer. When he relaxed they 
took his hands away from the knee. His knee was 
white. It was swollen and completely white, even 
though he was tanned usually.
   When they got him to the hospital they 
wheeled him into the emergency room. The 
intern took a look at his knee and pressed the 
swollen mound gently. His hands were clean 
and smelled of soap. The knee was swollen 
tight and chalky white. The veins of the thigh 
were drawn upwardland grey. The tranquilizer 
hadn’t worn off yet, so the body was relaxed. 
Even so the leg was bent because of the swel 
ling. The intern pressed the knee gently. When 
he pressed blood oozed out of the pores of the 
taut skin like water from a sponge,
   “Jesus Christ! get him to radiology!”
   Two orderlies in white transfered him from 
the stretcher to a guerney and rapidly wheeled 

him down the hall. Their white shoes squeaked on 
the linoleum which was clean.
   In radiology they took pictures of his knee and 
then wheeled him into a cubicle with a curtain 
around it. The curtain was made of transluscent 
shrimp plastic, In the next cubicle the doctors 
worked on an older woman who was having a heart 
attack, It was not until she had finally been pro-
nounced dead that they heard the guy with the 
knee moaning over the shrieks of the dead wom-
an’s daughter, A nurse came in and gave him 
another shot and he passed out again.
  “The patella is completely destroyed. We’ll 
have to go in there as soon as the swelling goes 
down and see what we can do.”
  “Even with a new kneecap – German plastic 
– he’ll probably never bend it again. How did he 
do this?”
  “ Skateboarding without pads.”
   “God those kids are crazy. They tear them-
selves apart for kicks . “
   “Well this one won’t be doing any skate-
boarding anymore. Shit, he’ll be lucky if he can 
walk.”
   The operation was performed the next day 
. It went about as well as the doctors could 
expect. Every ligament had been torn. Curls 
of muscle, released frorn their normal tension 
peeled away from the joint like streamers. The 
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kneecap had been reduced by the accident to 
coin sized 
 pieces of gristle. rhese were removed. The 
plastic kneecap from, Germany was inserted 
and the damaged ligaments were attatched to 
it, The extra liquid was drained off and a spe-
cial lubricant was applied to the joint, The 
doctors worked in silence. It is depressing to a 
professional to know that no matter how well 
he does - the result will probably be the same 
as if he hadn’t done done anything.
   “He’ll be lucky if he can walk.”
   They put a cast from his foot to his waistt 
on his leg. They gave him drugs to reduce pos-
sible tension in the joint. They gave him drugs 
to reduce the pain. After he was wheeled back 
to his room his parents came to see him. They 
were horrified by what they saw. His face was 
drawn and his eyes were almost blackened. 
They didn’t stay long. They never understood 
why he went skateboarding. It was something 
kids did, they thought, but he was getting too 
old to be spending his days that way. He should 
have been building a career, getting married, 
settling down. Now he’d gone and maimed him-
self for life, His mother got a secret satisfac-
tion when the doctor told her her son would 
never be able to skateboard again, “He’ll be 
lucky if he can walk,” he told her. She said 

that was awful, but she was really making 
plans to go through his room and collect all his 
skateboards and equipment and take them to 
the Goodwill, He’d had his skateboarding, now 
he’d have to get a real job and start making 
something of himself, She couldn’t admit to 
herself that was how She really felt, but later 
that night she surprised her husband by let-
ting slip out that it really served the little 
bastard right.
   His friends came to visit him, but they had less 
to say than his parents. Some of them were secretly 
pleased that he wouldn’t be skating anym0re. He 
was the best. Now they hoped they would be.
   The drugs gave him nightmares. He kept 
reliving the accident. They say you can’t 
dream pain. It’s true that you can’t but his 
knee was in pain constantly so the pain 
intruded and he dreamt of the accident again 
and again. On the third day the plastic knee-
cap popped out, pressing up against the skin, 
tearing all the newly stitched tendons. They 
operated again. They put in a new German 
plastic knee cap which they connected this 
time with metal pins. Now there was no ques-
tion. With the pins in he woulld not be able to 
bend the knee.
   Eventually the pain and swelling went away. 
The leg healed. The third cast came off and he 
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went home. His mo ther had cleaned up his room 
and his father left the paper open to the want 
ads with the Help Wanted columns circled in ink. 
His skateboards had all been given to Goodwill. 
But he didn’t get a job and he didn’t settle down. 
Every day he walked around and exercised his leg 
as best he could. When he knew no-one would be 
aroud he would go to the ramp and stare at it by 
the hour. He once clumsily clambered up onto it 
and lay in the middle, staring up at the two sides. 
Xe would lie there a long time, He would run his 
hands over the new smooth masonite surface. He 
would lie there even when it was raining. Finally 
he would struggle down again and limp home. He 
knew he wouldn’t be able to skate anymore. It left 
a big hole in him. He felt uncomfortable. He didn’t 
care about the limp, He didn’t care about the pain 
that would come if he walked too far. He only cared 
about not skating.
   Every now and then one of his skating com-
panions would call him up to see if he would judge 
a contest or something He always said no, Finally 
he took out his last 140 dollars from his savings 
account and went to a skate store in another town 
where they wouldn’t be so likely to know him and 
bought a board, the trucks,wheels and hardware. 
When they looked at him funny because of the 
limp he told them that the board was for a friend 
who liked to skate, When the woman said, “oh I 

see,” he wanted to smash her head open with the 
board, but he didn’t.
   He took the Trailways bus home. He took the 
board to the garage and put it all together and 
skated around, standing up stiffly, turning gently 
in the driveway, His mom drove up in the station 
wagon loaded down with bags of gro ceries. On top 
of one of the bags rested a family sized box of 
Pop Tarts. She really liked Pop Tarts, When she 
saw him and the skateboard she started screaming 
before she got out of the car. He could see her face 
turn red and her mouth moving before she got out.
   “...the hell do you think you’re doing? 
Where did you get that thing? Your father told 
you you were supposed to get a job. Why do you 
disobey us? If you don’t get rid of that thing, 
and I mean now, you might as well just pack 
your bags and get out. I don’t want any son of 
mine to waste his life like that. You make me 
sick. Get rid of that thing or I swear....”
   He wasn’t listening. He just rolled out the 
driveway and down the street towards where the 
ramp was. It took him a long time to get there. He 
couldn’t really go uphill, he could only coast on the 
down parts. rventually he got there and there was 
no-one around.
   He started to go everyday.  Everyday is father 
told him if he didn’t quit he’d have to leave. Every 
day he went anyway. He practiced skating the 



S k a t e  s t o r y 21

ramp without bending that one leg. He still didn’t 
wear pads. His stiff leg would be stuck out from 
the board and he’d have to bend the other one down 
so low he was almost kneeling and he’d have to 
hold on with both hands. When he got to the top he 
couldn’t turn – he’d just roll down backwards and 
back up the other side. But he was skating and 
that was all he cared about.
   Eventually people began to hear about his 
exercises on the ramp. Gradually they came to 
watch. His possible embarassment was over, 
and it was like it had been before the accident. 
When he was up there, rolling back and forth, 
he didn’t even know they were there. He 
wasn’t very good any more. There was no way 
he could be. He was like the guy in the wheel-
chair who does the marathon. But he was skat-
ing again and he was skating with a stiff leg, 
and that meant, in a way, he was still the best. 
None of that meant anything to him, It was like 
it was before, Not the actual skating, but in 
his mind. When he was up there, nothing mat-
tered. His parents didn’t even exist, There was 
nothing but him, the skateboard and the ramp 
with its new smooth masonite surface.
   The guys who had been glad that he wouldn’t 
be skating any more were not so happy now. It 
didn’t matter that he wasn’t as good as he had 
been. It didn’t matter that they were now a lot 

better than he was, It didn’t matter that all he 
could do was roll forward and then roll bacK-
wards without being able to do kickturns. The 
point was he was skating.
   Pretty soon people got used to seeing him 
and he got used to having them there. His par-
ents didn’t get used to his skating again. Every 
time his mother saw him get out the skateboard 
and head out the door she’d burn up. Finally one 
day his father told him to move out. He didn’t 
work all day to support a burn who wouldn’t 
even work, who didn’t care about anything 
decent. Sometimes he thought the only impor-
tant thing in his son’s life was skateboarding. 
When he decided to settle down and quit this 
skateboarding business they’d welcome him 
back. He should be thinking about important 
things: job security, and a family to raise. 
That’s what he should be thinking of instead of 
that juvenile skate boarding crap.
   If they were expecting a reaction from 
this they were disappointed, He just got out 
his skateboard and went off to the ramp. The 
surface wasn’t as smooth as when it had first 
been put on. They were thinking of doing it 
over, Still it was a good ramp and he liked it 
there, When he skated he didn’t think about 
jobs, about settling down, about anything, 
That day it was sunny and it was nice on the 
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ramp, But skating with one stiff leg isn’t easy 
and accidents happen. His first accident had 
already passed into a sort of legend, Those who 
had witnessed it had told the story over and over 
again. It grew in importance when he started 
skating again. The people who saw his first 
accident talked about it. The people who saw his 
second accident never talked abaUt it.
   They thought perhaps he had been going too 
fast. What happened was that he went further up 
the ramp than he could and his wheels caught on 
the lip. He grabbed at the lip but he missed it, lost 
his balance further and fell. His weight fell onto his 
bad leg which was stiff under him and as he fell 
onto it the knee gave.
   With the pins holding the German plastic 
kneecap in position that leg should not have been 
bent. The knee joint couldn’t bend , but it did 
bend and the pins shattered the bones in his leg, 

one of them forcing itself through his thigh 
muscles and skin. The kneecap popped up. It 
was torn in half and this was clearly visible 
through the skin. His lower leg was twisted 
and the larger of the two bones was wrenched 
a full half circle from where it should have 
been. The knee joint that shouldn’t have bent, 
did bend and with a loud cracking noise.
   The first time he hurt himself he didn’t 
scream. The second time, he screamed and went 
on screaming until the ambulance arrived. As 
the ambulance drove off with him someone 
picked up the skateboard he had spent his last 
140 dollars on and threw it into a dumpster. The 
wheels rolled in the air after it hit the bottom 
upside-down and as those wheels turned his 
mother dialed the phone, calling her husband up 
to tell him that their son would be coming home 
and that he would finally be settling down. x
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As Sam Gregora awoke one morning from 
uneasy dream, he found himself trans-
formed in the night into a normal sized 
human being. He was lying on his back 
seeming to sink right into the bed(?!) 
and could see his pale, definitely not-shiny 
belly and only four legs which were huge 
in comparison to the rest of his body and 
very still. In fact, he could barely move 
them.
 “What has happened to me?” he won-
dered. It was no dream. At first he 
thought that he might be dreaming, 
because the previous night, like so many 
before, had been spent snarfing whiskey-
soaked fruitcake, which had been aban-
doned to the shadows at the back of the 
top shelf of the pantry where Sam had 
found it. He thought that the unusual 
sensations of lying on his back and of 



having four legs instead of two, might, like 
the pounding in his head, might be attrib-
utable to the debaucheries of the previ-
ous evening. Slowly he began to realize 
that these hallucinations were not halluci-
nations at all, and that something fantas-
tic had happened to him while he was 
asleep.
 “What the …” Sam said; and was shocked 
at the rumbling quality of his voice and 
the way his insides seemed to vibrate and 
roll to create sound. “This transformation is 
truly strange.” Looking down at his body, he 
noticed what he thought was a small fifth 
leg. It was different from the others though 
and surrounded by a mat of tightly curled 
hair, the purpose of which he could not imag-
ine. He made to touch it with a front leg but 
he drew the leg back immediately, for the 



contact made a cold shiver run through him.
 Suddenly, there was a sound at the door. 
Sam instinctively thought to skitter for 
the nearest crack in the baseboard but 
found that his limbs were virtually para-
lyzed. Instead of moving on their own, they 
seemed to require a command of some kind 
from Sam. He thought that he would be 
a stain for sure but then he remembered 
his predicament. A voice at the door said, 
“telephone.“ Sam found himself responding, 
“okay.”  This brief exchange of vibrations 
had apparently been enough to arouse the 
suspicions of the voice because it spoke 
again. “Hey! Telephone!” It knocked gently 
with a can of Raid and said, “Sam! Sam!” 
and then in a low, plaintive tone, “Sam, aren’t 
you well? Telephone.”
 Sam answered, “I’m just ready!” Trying 
to keep hysteria out of his voice. This new 

form of communication was unnerving. He 
was finally able to move his legs and roll 
off the side of the bed. He hit the ground 
on all fours his lower limbs two sticks of 
pain. His lower limbs were longer than the 
uppers and hit the ground half bent.
  As Sam straightened out his lower legs 
he felt curiously awkward and as he 
flexed to try to be more comfortable, he 
found himself rearing up on his hind legs and 
amazingly, balanced and comfortable.
 Exciting as this towering posture was, so 
high in the air as to command a view of the 
entire room, Sam could not imagine how he 
was going to move around like this. All these 
sensations! It was as if his mind were under 
attack! He became dizzy and started to fall 

- imagining his head striking something on the 
way to the floor far below. 
 But the new body took care of itself. 



As he toppled; his vital fluids would ooze 
from his shattered carapace; he put one foot 
forward and prevented the fall. Then he put 
the other foot to balance himself further and 
found he was moving right along. As he con-
tinued to move, this new form of locomotion 

...something 
fantastic 
had hap-
pened to 
him while 
he was 
asleep.





became more natural and Sam felt that 
he might eventually achieve some sort of 
competence; “at least enough to be able 
to escape into the nearest crack ... “but 
no, he would reduce this great tower of 
protoplasm to pulp if he tried to force it 
under a baseboard. Sam thought there 
were a lot of things he would never do 
again, at least not unless this wretched 
transformation was reversed. Sam was 
sad. He could not see how he could pos-
sibly crawl crisscross over the walls and 
ceiling - Something he enjoyed very much 

- with this body. He thought he might 
never again be able to hang suspended 
from the walls. What was to become of 
him? Would he ever be happy again?
 Suddenly, his musings were interrupted. 
“Are you going to answer the effing tele-
phone or not?”
 “Yes, here I come,” Sam said, and found 
himself knowing not only what the phone 

was but also its location and how to use 
it. “Hello?” He said into the mouthpiece. The  
instrument answered back, “Hey ma, what’s 
happenin’?” ”Not much, Sam answered won-
dering how he could explain what had 
happened so far that morning without his 
head swelling up to the size of a water-
melon before going fruit-nova. Better to 
play along and see what would happen.
 “Feel like skatin?” asked the voice.”
 “Sure.”
 “Okay, be right over,” click, buzz...
  Replacing the phone in its rack, Sam 
thought things couldn’t possibly get any 
stranger than they were and returned to 
the bedroom. Sam awoke to another knock 
at the door.
  “Ready?” said another thing like him.
 This one was a slightly more compact version 
and looked very stable and balanced. There 
was something familiar about this one; the 
way he moved. He reminded Sam of his former 



  self. Strange.
 Again Sam was gripped with panic and 
homesickness of a sort. He longed for his 
former existence; just eating and running and 
hanging out. No great confusion or mental cal-
isthenics. Life was so much simpler then. He 
had a vision of the damp, dark world under 
the shelf paper and inside cracks in the 

He thought 
he might 

never again 
be able to 
hang sus-

pended from 
the walls.



cabinetry. The occasional contact of his 
comrades, the constant contact of the 
world around him; so different from his 
present circumstances. He wanted to be 
swarming over something with something 
swarming over him. Sam wanted chaos 

- manic activity to turn off his mind - 
and more. This hallucination had too much 
order to it. There was so little contact 
and everything seemed to happen so 
slowly, as if he were swimming through 
marshmallow cream, without the luxuri-
ous tactility of that rapturous experi-
ence. Would he ever find total abandon 
in this monstrous form? The vehicle 
stopped now and as  Sam, quite near 
to insanity, collected himself and ªclimbed 
out, he heard a strange roaring noise. It 
came from somewhere in the distance 
and as they walked they seemed to be 
approaching the source. Sam wondered 
what new horror he would be forced 
to experience, what further psychic tor-



ment; he was not sure he would survive 
another alien experience.
 But the new strangeness didn’t kill him 
though it seemed the most bizarre of 
his experiences so far. They approached 
a giant artifact of some sort. A huge 
“U-shaped structure in three dimensions 
with other mush creatures like himself 
swarming all over it at amazing speeds. 
What could they be doing? Something to 
do with food? Sam had another flash-
vision of under the sink; Bodies swarming 
over something dead, a munching, skitter-
ing frenzy of eating... this was like that! 
The figures seemed to climb all over one 
another, zipping from one side of the struc-
ture to the other, crashing together, leap-
ing and flying. It was like everything was 
back to normal-these creatures moved 
across vertical surfaces!  They traveled 

in three dimensions! They made noise 
when they moved (a kind of clattering 
rumble). They had eight legs now; four 
small round ones as well as the four long 
with the top two acting as feelers. As 
he watched, Sam became very excited. 
Here was everything he had missed 
from his old life! This would be his salva-
tion. In spite of all that had happened, 
his prospects for the future were not 
all bad, and he might find it possible to 
fit into this bizarre life. He might even 
manage to enjoy himself. And it was 
like a confirmation of his new dream and 
excellent intentions that as he dropped 
for the first time into the fray and 
raced up his first wall he sprang onto 
one hand and arched his young body and 
felt powerful.























appeared in Thrasher Magazine April 1986







appeared in BODYSLAM 5 1987



ap
pe

ar
ed

 in
 Th

ra
sh

er
 Ja

nu
ar

y 1
98

6



ap
pe

ar
ed

 in
 Th

ra
sh

er
 Co

mi
cs

 nu
mb

er
 19

88



ap
pe

ar
ed

 in
 Th

ra
sh

er
 M

ar
ch

 19
88



appeared in BODYSLAM 4 1985 appeared in Thrasher ca.1991



ap
pe

ar
ed

 in
 Th

ra
sh

er
 A

pr
il 

19
85



appeared in Thrasher August 1987 appeared in Thrasher September 1986










	BODYSLAM_1
	BODYSLAM_2
	BODYSLAM_3
	BODYSLAM_4
	BODYSLAM_5
	More Old School Than You
	OLD GUY

