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SEAGRAM'S GIN
MAKES YOUR BLOODY MARY

LETTER PERFECT.
The smooth and refreshing caste of Seagram's Gin 

makes the best drinks possible. Enjoy our quality in moderation.
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100% NEUTRAL SPIRITS. DISTILLED FROM GRAIN. 80 PROOF SEAGRAM DISTILLERS COMPANY. NEW YORK. NEW YORK.
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TEAC

BY FANATICS.

The designers, engineers, and technicians of Teac are a zealous lot.
In truth, we go to the most incredible extremes in the pursuit of our 

single-minded goal:
.To build the most advanced, most fastidiously executed, most superb 

tape recording equipment you can buy.
So obsessed are we with this, that tape recording equipment is all we 

make. An unusual preoccupation, perhaps.
But our extremism makes Teac the Kf 

considered choice of any reasonable man. fcL—^.————III

COPYRIGHT, 1981, TEAC CORPORATION OF AMERICA 7733 TELEGRAPH ROAD, MONTEBEUO, CA 90640
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Kings. 1 mg. "tar", 0.2 mg. nicotine 
av..per cigarette by FTC method.

©19BZB8.WTCO

$9% tar free.

The pleasure is back.
BARCLAY

MO TAB Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.
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Half the size of some. 
Twice the features of many

The BSR
mini-component system. 

For compact impact.

\\nun performance- 
is n priority ant! I 
space is at a pre- j 
mium. there's only I 
one way to go in ' 
stereo components. Go for the most 
--and (he least—at the same time.
That's what HSR's new 'mini- 

component system delivers. Years 
of technological expertise in high 
fidelity, condensed into 15 high-per 
formance, space-saving components.
Our AM-KM stereo-receiver with 

full-function LEI) display delivers 
20 watts KMS per channel, into 
K ohms from 20H/, to 20.000H/ with 
less than 0..'V/( total harmonic dis 
tortion, Other features include a 12- 
element power level display, signal 
strength meter, FM muted tuning, 
detent volume and balance control, 
speakers A or B, on-off loudness 
selector/control, high-low filter and 
tape monitor.
Our mini-cassette deck accepts

' conventional. 
' chrome oxide and 

the new metal tape 
in record and play 
back. It features 

full logic solenoid operation with 
LKI) display. Dolby* noise reduc 
tion, full auto shut-off, damped 
eject, rapid response LKI) record 
level display, stereo microphone 
input and headphone jack.
And HSR's perfectly matched 

acoustic suspension speakers arc; 
the small wonders that deliver big 
sound.

It's a mighty impressive set of 
components that will overpower 
you with everything but their si/,0 
— making them perfect for all kinds 
of Light-space places. Plus, there's 
one other small feature that makes 
the HSK mini-component system 
such big news: the price. And that's 
the leasL we can do when we've 
given you so much.
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GUEST EDITORIAL
by Sissy Bledsoe

Y ou want to know why I 
hate being a secretary 
here? Because when 

all the National Lampoon 
editors are running around 
and having fun, there's only 
one person left to do all the 
work; and I'll give you one 
guess who it is. If you guessed 
me, you were right. When 
they decide to do a Food 
issue, the editors think that 
entitles them to send me out 
for sandwiches and dough 
nuts every day for a month. 
Then they do an issue about 
Booze, so they can come in 
drunk every morning just to 
annoy me. And this month, 
when the boss nixed the idea 
of a Dangerous Drugs issue, 
they decided to change the 
theme to their all-time favor- 
ite: Sex.

From che many previous 
Sex issues I'd been through, 1 
knew what kind of hell to ex 
pect. First they'd send me out 
to all the worst parts of town 
to get them these awful sex 
magazines, like Screw, the 
Vulva Voice, and the Penis 
Post-Dispatch. Then, when 
they got bored with those, 
they'd start walking in all the 
time with hookers. While 
they'd be locked up in their 
offices fooling around, I'd 
have to call up the girls' pimps 
to get receipts, so the editors 
could write it all off on their 
expense accounts.

That's why I expected the 
worst when a couple of the 
editors called me in to their 
offices one morning to discuss 
this Sex issue. The last time 
they'd done this, they had me 
pucker my lips while they 
photographed my face, claim 
ing they were going to put me 
on the cover of the "Pretty 
Girls" issue. What they ac 
tually did was use the photo 
in an article on Mexican stag 
films, making it appear that 1 
was doing unmentionable 
things to a burro.

But this time it was diffcr-

Staying at the Masters and Johnson sex clinic, NatLampCo 
secretary Sissy Bledsoe takes time out for a little fun.,,but 
soon it's back to the old grind.

cnt. They told me the com 
pany wanted to send me on a 
business trip to dig up mate 
rial for the magazine, like 
being a researcher for Time or 
Nett'su'eek. They wanted me 
to spend a couple of weeks at 
Masters and Johnson's sex 
clinic as a volunteer surrogate

sex partner. At first I said no. 
I may buy copies of the Penis 
Posr-Dispatcfi, but I have my 
morals. But when they of 
fered to sweeten the pot with 
a fifty-doilar bonus, well, I 
changed my mind.

At first the clinic didn't 
seem so bad. I got to see a lot

of celebrities, or at least parts 
of them. Margaret Mead had 
donated her boobs to the 
clinic laboratory for study. 
John Dillinger's penis was up 
stairs in the Masters and 
Johnson Museum. And Va- 
lerie Perrine, though still 
alive, had donated her entire 
body for the purpose of test 
ing out any interesting kind of 
sex the doctors might come 
up with, Plus, the food was 
good, too.

But though I was in bed all 
day, it turned out to be no 
bed of roses. All the while [ 
was there, they were sending 
men in to have sex with me. I 
never even had a chance to get 
a tan or anything. And they 
were always filming every 
thing 1 did, "for confidential 
library files." These people 
had sex on the brain so much, 
it wasn't funny. It was pretty 
much like the office, if you 
ask me.

So by the time I got back 
to work, I was almost glad to 
sec everyone—for about five 
seconds. Then one of the edi 
tors told me the Sex Clinics 
article had been cut from the 
issue, and they were question 
ing me about my petty-cash 
vouchers. They wouldn't pay 
for 3 box of cough drops be 
cause I didn't have a receipt 
for it. He also said that the 
company had taken the "con 
fidential" films that the Mas 
ters and Johnson people had 
made of me, and sold them to 
cable TV About the best 
thing I can say is that they 
managed to finish up their 
filthy magazine without me; 
so I guess I won't have to 
work on another Sex issue for 
at least a month or two. I 
mean, it's not like I don't have 
enough things to do already. 
One of the editors just asked 
me to call Mr. Hugh G. Rec- 
tion and Mr. Dick Hertz, two 
new writers he wants me to 
edit personally. At least 
they've decided to get back to 
work and stop goofing around 
with their stupid sex jokes. Q
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WHAT IS THE BIGGEST GAP IN YOUR 
LIBRARY OF FILM AND TV BOOKS?
Chances are you can fill the gap with one of 

these major books — and save up to $65
Choose any book here for as little as $1.77 when 
you join the Movie/Entertainment Book Club

LIMIT: one book per new member. Please see coupon (or benefits and obligations of membership.

DAVID O. SELZNICK'S HOLLY 
WOOD — Ron Haver. "The last 
word and picture in Hollywood 
books." — N.Y. Times. "This year's 
knock-you-dead supercolossal movie 
bonk." - Newsweek. 435 huge ! 1 x 14 
pages, 1,156 magnificent photos (432 
in color). "A bargain even at $75." 
N, Y. Daily News. Pub. price $85. 
Yours for only $20 with membership.

THE ART OF THE GREAT HOLLY 
WOOD PORTRAIT PHOTO 
GRAPHERS — John Kobal. The 
most distinguished body of film 
portraiture ever assembled. 164 stun 
ning photographs...37 master lens- 
men...59 stars. Sheer elegance: 320 
extra-large pages. Pub. at $35. Yours 
for only S4.95 with membership.

THE FILM ENCYCLOPEDIA: The
Most Comprehensive Encyclopedia 
of World Cinema in a Single Volume
— Lphraitn Kuiz. "Easily fulfills the 
claim of the subtitle." -Lihrarv 
Journal. Massive: over 7,000 entries. 
1,266 oversi/ed pages. Pub. at $29.95. 
Yours for only S2.87 with member 
ship.

THE COMPLETE DIRECTORY 
TO PRIME TIME NETWORK TV 
SHOWS 1946-PUESENT - T. Brooks 
& E. Marsh, Award-winning, defini 
tive. Over 2,500 shows, massive 864 
pages. Pub. at $19.95. Yours for only 
SI.77 with membership.

GLORIOUS TECHNICOLOR - r.K. Ba.wn. 
The whole amazing story, in words and over 300 
glorious pictures. Giant si/e. Pub. at $30. Yours 
for only $1.79 with membership.

Are you deep Into movies...TV...entertainment?

r MMCLVB 15 OAKLAND AVENUE   HARRISON, NY 10528 NL-1 I

IMPORTANT: Only one book per new member.

D DAVID 0. SELZNICK'S HOLLYWOOD.
/ encloxL' $20.

D FILM ENCYCLOPEDIA. 
I cm-line $2.87.

D ART OF GREAT HOLLYWOOD PORTRAIT 
PHOTOGRAPHERS. 
/ cm-low S4.95.

D COMPLETE DIRECTORY TO PRIME TIME 
NETWORK TV SHOWS 1946-PRESENT.
/ endow $1.77.

I : GLORIOUS TECHNICOLOR.
/ em-lose $1.79.

I agree to buy 4 books at regular Club prices 
ovei Hie next 2 years, after which my 
membership may be ended either by me 01 by 
the Club. III be offered over 200 hooks on 
movies and entertainment, the majority at 20- 
33% discounts plus shipping and handling. For 
every book I buy at regulat Club price I receive 
one or more FREE Bonus BOOK Certificates 
which entitle me to buy many books at deep 
discounts, usually 60-80% off. Bonus Books do 
not count loward fulfilling my Club obligation

but do let me build up my library at great 
savings. I'll be offered a new Club Selection 
plus Alternates every 4 weeks (13times a year) 
in the Club bulletin, PREVIEWS. If I want the 
Selection, I will do nothing and it will come 
automatically. If I want an Alternate or no book 
at all. I'll notify you on the handy card by the 
deadline date specified. If I ever receive a 
Selection with out having had 10 days to decide 
if I wan! it, I may return it at Club expense for 
full credit.

(please print)  

  / em-lose $1.79. welcome to send in similar items about yourself. I he Uub publishes all such items it deems suitable   
I ______________________- FREE. Yes. this is a real Club! I
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Cored Curriculum
by Mark Kirkeby

(An open letter to prospective applicants 
to MatricuMart University, from P. Hen 
bane Dabbler '64, Taut.D., Director of 
Admissions under Duress)

Dear Possible Enrollee:
You've considered all the options- 

technical school, military service, 
picking fruit—and you've chosen col 
lege. Are you looking forward to four 
years of competition with ill-groomed, 
grade-grubbing, preprofessional class 
mates, each pursuing his own narrow 
specialty at the expense of a well- 
rounded education? Or will you feel 
cheated if those years don't include 
the things that once made campus life 
so special—lusty, zestful companions, 
pyramids made of beer cans, and some 
good old-fashioned felonies, along 
with the balanced program of studies 
you'll need for a career in trust-fund 
maintenance? I'm sure your answer i.s 
yes.

At MatricuMart, we think it's a sin 
for a physics student to go through 
college without discovering the beau 
ties of great poetry, or for a literature 
major to graduate ignorant of the 
basic laws of mechanics. !n Physics 
101, therefore, a portion of one class 
covers the English Romantics from 
William Blake to Anthony New ley, 
and a session of Comparative Liter 
ature 50 meets in a physics lab, where 
students are exposed to pulleys, levers,

and inclined planes—and to goodness 
knows what else from our particle ac 
celerator, which seems to be on the 
fritz.

We created courses like these be 
cause we saw what specialization was 
doing not only to our students' minds 
but to our bottom line as well. Under 
graduates were misspending their time 
in cost-intensive seminars, tutorials, 
and lab classes, ignoring more valu 
able courses in such impressive, 
profit-intensive facilities as the 5,000- 
neat Pittman-Pendlcton Auditorium. 
The Pit and the Pendulum, as it is af 
fectionately known, now houses the 
Western Civilization courses that are 
the foundation of our new curricu 
lum. WC. 1-2, for example, covers the 
letters A and B, everything from Aris 
totle to Chuck Berry, abstract expres 
sionism to bowling. Filmstrips and 
slide presentations, narrated by En 
glishmen with soothing, resonant 
voices, show the student the great 
books, the epochal works of art, the 
presetting corporations-while elimi 
nating those expensive trips to the 
bookstore.

And once you find your favorite 
counter in the great department store 
that is knowledge, we arc there to help 
you make your purchase, with dis 
tinctive majors like Modes of Interface 
and History of Sportscasting, and with 
such challenging and popular courses

"I'd like fourteen feet of white pine, two-by-four, to go-"

as "UFOs: What the Heck Is Going 
OnUpThere?"

All of these programs are of course 
supervised by our prizewinning fac 
ulty, each member a leading scholar in 
his or her field. After learning from 
these great minds via videotape in the 
lecture hall, you can also take pleasure 
in waving to them on campus, seeing 
them on talk shows, or studying their 
degrees in the catalog. Or you can 
seek out our dedicated graduate teach 
ing assistants, many of whom will give 
their time- to students even if it means 
putting aside work on doctoral dis 
sertations and thereby postponing the 
chance to sell encyclopedias.

"P," a student will often ask me, 
"does my academic program here 
vouchsafe me a top position in the 
military-industrial complex?" To 
which I can only reply, "An amtmire, 
buddy-boy: all the Proust in the world 
won't cut the mustard in the hoard- 
room unless you've paid the same at 
tention to your appearance that you 
have to your studies." Not long ago we 
were shocked to learn that 50 percent 
of college students surveyed saw noth 
ing wrong with wearing beige suede 
bucks with a blue suit—and 30 per 
cent would wear blue bucks with a 
beige suit! Rather than send our stu 
dents off to crucial job interviews 
dressed like Bozo the Clown on 
peyote, then, we made mandatory Tai 
loring and Attire 1-2—"Clothes for 
Schmoes"—in which attractive models 
confront such key problems of per 
sonal hygiene and wardrobe as "How 
much dental floss is enough?" and 
"How can 1 tell if my belt matches my 
shoes?"

Do you yearn for a bygone era when 
social life at college meant more than 
a cup of coffee in the computer lab? 
MatricuMart has brought back those 
days in an extracurricular environ 
ment that makes socializing an educa 
tion in itself. First, we have seen to it 
that all our students arc like you — they 
can afford to come here- You can also 
be certain that your classmates will 
not be neglecting their social lives to 
sweat and scrape their way into law or 
medical school: it was precisely to ex 
clude such unsavory types that 
MatricuMart decided to forgo the ar 
bitrary accreditations given out by 
those professions. And finally, by 
eliminating most of the purposeless 
bookwork that has choked true learn 
ing, we givt you time to mingle with 
other students at the fourteen atmo-

continued on page 36
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'Tuerto Rican white rum 
makes the best tonic dr ink?

"Betterthangin.Betterthanvodka.That'swhysomany 
people are switching to our Puerto Rican white rum."
Eric A. Tulia, Attorney and World Class Yachtsman, and his wife Gladys.

"White rum and tonic, please." Everywhere you go these 
days people are drinking Puerto Rican white rum instead of 
gin or vodka. And not just with tonic but with screwdrivers, 
Bloody Marys, with soda or on the rocks.

The reason? Smoothness. Puerto Rican white rum has a 
smoothness that gin or vodka cant match because, by law, it's 
aged for a full year. And when it comes to smoothness, aging is 
the name of the game.

Make sure the rum is from Puerto Rico*
Great rum has been made in Puerto Rico for almost five 

centuries. Our specialized skills and dedication have produced 
rums of exceptional dryness and purity. No wonder over 88% 
of the rum sold in this country comes from Puerto Rico.
For free "Light Rums of Puerto Rico" recipes, write: Puerto Rican Rums, 
Dept. NI.-I, 1290 Avenue of the Americas. N.Y, N.Y. 10102.

RUfflS OF PUERTO RICO
Aged for smoothness and taste.
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\\foy to Go!
The Real DumbTkings Real Dumb People Really Do! 
by Jefferson Springbok

Walter Burgess, Sarasota, Florida
"I tried to move my house myself. I fig 
ured I'd save ten thousand dollars or 
more. But, unfortunately, 1 did not know 
a gosh-darned thing about hydraulic 
jacks. Not only am I in trouble with the 
city for dumping a house on Palmetto 
Street, but I tore up the transmission in 
my buddy's Wagoneer." 
Florida must be delighted to Iwve you on t/ie 
tax rolls, Wally.

Jean Ann Tompkins, Cave Creek, 
Arizona
"I tried to douche on an airplane. 1 felt a 
little unfresh, and so I was going to 
douche just a little bit with one of those 
pocket douche kits, but the toilets in air 
planes arc smaller than regular toilets in 
homes and elsewhere and when we hit 
an air bump or whatever, a whole bottle, 
almost, of Eve lemon flavor went all over

my und.evwc.av and shoes. Gee whiz, it
was a mess!"
Let's hope Jean Ann has big bosoms and a
shapeK'/igure, because there isn't much
elsewhere.

Winnie Vee, Detroit, Michigan
"I had to have my dog put to sleep be 
cause he had cancer of the ass, and when 
we got to the vet's office and 1 tried to 
give him a good-bye kiss, he bir my lips!" 
Not only a stupid move but a darn good way 
to contract canine herpes, Winnie!

Sneeze Gilliam, Melonburg, Tennessee
"Ever since my wife had her eighth baby, 
she pees when she laughs. I swear to 
God, the woman wets on herself when 
she laughs. I don't know why, but it hap 
pens, and 1 know it because 1 had to put 
plastic shit all over my car seats in case 
the bitch gets the giggles on the highway.

But anyhow, with this condition of hers, 
we have to be very careful we don't say 
nothing funny in public. But anyway, we 
was at church putting up decorations for 
Las Vcgas night and she were up on the 
ladder hanging up this big old paper lan 
tern from Japan and the pastor were 
holding the ladder fov her and 1 wasn't 
thinking too good and 1 yelled across to 
her, I said, 'Honey, I hope you're wearing 
clean shorts, 'cause the preacher's got 
pretty much a clear view of your ass.' And 
then I realized 1 shouldn't said that, be 
cause she started in laughing and when 
she started laughing, well, damn, the 
preacher nearly kilt the hitch. And now 
we got to drive over thirty-five miles to 
go church way over in Tbolsburg" 
Life is filled with little episodes you wish 
you'd never hod knowledge of, Sneeze.

Sam Cornell, Madison, Wisconsin
"1 played an entire round of eighteen
holes of golf with my shoes on the wrong
feet!"
Hey, il could hafyxn to anyone, Sam.

Bed) McDowell, San Francisco, 
California
"1 tried to cut rny son's hair with a paper 
cutter, and off came a little piece of his 
ear. He hears okay, but he looks a little 
bit like an elf from the left side." 
Send the piece of the ear to the Getty Oil 
Company and see if you can make a /tic 
bucks back.

Harry Blasengal, Columbus, Ohio
"I sent a five-dollar donation to help out 
the Chrysler Corporation because 1 felt 
sorry for the workers and the company 
and 1 fought in the Pacific in World War 
II and I don't like what the Japs are doing 
to our auto industry. Then after 1 sent my 
five bucks, the dealership I bought my 
Imperial from went out of business and I 
don't know where the hell my car is, be 
cause it was there over the weekend for 
service and when 1 went for it on 
Tuesday it was gone. I wrote a letter to 
Lee lacocca, but all I got back was a letter 
and a coupon for a few dollars off on a 
truck."
Well, Ham, the Lord helps those u'ho help 
themselves. Next time you've going to send 
mone> to an organisation in trouble, remem 
ber your favorite humor magazine.

Mary Ellen Duggin, Skokie, Illinois
"When I was down in Acapulco in Janu 
ary, I sunbathed in the nude and sun 
burned my nipples, and my doctor says I 
may never be able to nurse a baby if I 
ever have one."
Certainly not with any degree of success, 
Mary Ellen.

continued on page 16
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Some of the greatest
books ever written

can't be found in bookstores.
Read any good books lately?

The answer to this question 
started something at TIME-LIFE 
BOOKS. The editors began exchang 
ing their favorite books. They 
shared works that stretched their 
imaginations, made them laugh, 
took them to far-off places, and 
challenged their thinking.

They turned up great books by 
little-known authors and little-known 
books by great authors. Fiction and 
fact. . . thick books and thin. . . old 
and new.

And the project grew into the 
TIME READING PROGRAM. H includes 
the works of Thurber, Nabokov, 
Menckcn, Marquancl, Sol/henitsyn. 
And it brings you the lives 
of Napoleon, Disraeli, John 
Paul Jones, Galileo, and 
Woodrow Wilson.

Many of the volumes in 
this wide-ranging, compre 
hensive library are no longer 
available. If it weren't for the 
TIME READING PROGRAM, they 
would be out of print.

A wonderful opportunity]
Now the TIME READING PROGRAM 

offers you a chance to react and 
collect these rarer books that can 
change the way you look at the 
world around you.

The first-rate literature available 
to you is matched by fine crafts 
manship in the printing and bind-

Large 5'A" x 8" 
pages

Special prefaces Completely 
and introductions unabridged text

ing. All the books are the same 
size so that you'll have a beautifully 
matched library. The type is easy to 
read (bigger than what you're read 
ing now). The paper is of rich 
high quality.

Begin with two outstanding 
books — both out of print.

Kabloona by Gontran de Poncins 
presents spellbinding adventure. It 
is a brillant account of a French 
aristocrat who went to live with 
the Eskimos in 1938. There is 
nothing in print quite like it, 
and nothing like it could ever 
be written again. Disraeli by 
Andre Maurois is a biography 
with wit, style, humor. You'll 

meet the Prime Minister who led 
Britain to the height of its Empire.

Here's how it works:
We'll send you these two books 

free for 10 days. There's no obliga 
tion to buy. Please read full details 
on coupon and send for Kabloona 
and Disraeli today! Available only 
by mail from TIME-LIFE BOOKS!

Begin with
Kabloona 
Disraeli

FREE for 10 days!

TIME READING PROGRAM A
Time & Life Building Chicago, Illinois 60611 CZA32fl™

YES1 I woukl like to examine Kabloona and Disraeli, Please send them to me for 10 days' free 
examination and enter my subscription to the TIME READING PROGRAM. If I decide to keep 
Kabloona and Disraeli, I will pay a total of S7.95 plus shipping and handling for both voKimes. I 
will then receive future volumes in the TIME READING PROGRAM, shipped one set at a time 
approximately every other month. Each two-volume set is S7.95 plus shipping and handling," 
and comes on a 10-day free-examination basis. There is no minimum number of sets that I must 
buy, and I may cancel my subscription at any time simply by notifying you. If I do not choose to 
keep Kabloona and Disraeli, I will return the books within 10 days, my subscription for future 
volumes will be canceled and 1 will be under no further obligation. All orders subject to 
credit approval.

Name CZA342
{Plcast Prim)

Address Apt.

City__________________ 
'Price slightly higher In Canada.

State Zip
(or Province) (or Postal Code)

Great reading at a great price!
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Children's Letters 
to Penthouse Forum
A new feature, of Penthouse magazine., Children's Letters to 
Penthouse Forum can be enjoyed by kids aged eight to eighty.

"All in the Family"
I'm a twelve-year-old boy. Ever since I 

could whack off, I've enjoyed reading 
Penthouse Forum. I think your readers 
will really he "turned on" by my own, 
real-life experience.

It began at a party, during a simple 
game of spin the bottle. Across from me 
was Cindi, a beautiful twelve year old 
with round, nearly developed breasts. As 
the bottle landed in front of me, I was 
prepared for a quick peck on the cheek. 
Imagine my surprise when I received a 
sloppy French kiss! Excited and hopeful, 
I stared atCindi for the rest of the party, 
occasionally hitting her on the shoulder 
to show that 1 really liked her. When 
everyone started to leave, Cindi asked 
me if I would like to go home— with her! 
I didn't need a second invitation.

As we drove home, Cindi kept plant- 
ing hot, soulful kisses on my check— 
much to the annoyance of her big sister, 
Terri, who was driving the car. When we 
arrived at her house, Cindi asked me if I 
would like to sit on the couch. My 
throbbing, blood-engorged tongue could 
wait no longer, and as we sat down it 
burst out of my mouth and into hers. 
"Ooh, baby' Cindi cried, "please stick 
your tongue deep inside me... past my 
braces! Aaaghh! Kiss me. Kiss me!" I love 
it when a girl talks dirty, and we spent

the next hour engaged in the most de 
licious make-out session of my life.

All things must pass, however, and by 
the time I had gotten my hands to the 
front of Cindi's sweater, Terri came 
downstairs and said it was time for Cindi 
to go to bed. I got up to leave, but Terri 
stopped me. "What were you doing with 
my sister?" she said, angrily. "Oh, noth 
ing," 1 answered, scared. "What 1 want to 
know is...why wasn't 1 invited ?"Tcrri 
asked, and she suddenly bent down and 
kissed me on the lips! I'd heard of family 
affairs, but this was too much. Catching 
Terri's drift, I said, "Why don't we sit on 
the couch, where I can show you what 1 
was doing?" Instantly we were necking 
harder and faster than I ever had before.

After half an hour of chewing face, 1 
began to get really bold. Reaching under 
Tern's blouse, 1 moved my hands toward 
her huge, swaying bosoms. Suddenly, 
with both hands, I grabbed the cups of 
her bra. Second base! I blissfully held on 
to those silky "ovcr-the-shoulder boulder 
holders" for I don't know how long. 
Finally, 1 realized that this marathon of 
ecstasy had to end, before my bedtime. 
Pulling my hands out of Terri's blouse, I 
left for home, exhausted but happy. Now, 
whenever I think back on the events of 
that day, 1 get a big boner.

—Name and address withl\eld

"A Lucky Day"
I've been a Forum reader ever since my 

dad put his Penthouses in a drawer I could 
reach. I especially enjoyed your recent 
letters "Making It in the Shade" and 
"Double-header with the Johnson Twins." 
Yet, though I have read many a tale in 
your magazine, not one competes with 
the most fantastic day of my life. 1 hope 
my story really "turns your readers on."

It began one morning when I was 
walking to school. As I was thinking 
about how much more revealing 
Penthouse's photo spreads are than 
Playboy's, I noticed a car stalled on the 
side of the road. Imagine my surprise 
when 1 saw that there were only two 
people inside—and they were both gor 
geous girls! 1 asked if I could be of any 
help. "Yes," they replied, "you can help us 
make out!" Wow! What a lucky break! 
We necked for hours on end, after which 
I got up to go to school, and they prom 
ised to write me love letters that I could 
beat off to every day.

When 1 got to school, I was in for an 
even bigger treat. For a long time I've had 
a crash on the girl who sits in front of me 
in homeroom. Even though I'd altered 
my schedule to be in all of her classes, 
she'd never said anything more to me 
than "Hello, Four Eyes." But today she 
turned around in her seat, admitted she 
loved me, and started to hug and kiss 
me—right during English! The teacher 
was so surprised that she sent me to the 
school nurse, to see what was wrong. But 
instead of examining me, the nurse let 
me examine her breasts! And when 1 
went to sex-education class later in the 
day, everyone was making out! Far-out.

Arriving at home, I was pleased to 
turn on the TV and watch an episode of 
"Charlie's Angels" starring Jaclyn Smith, 
Cheryl Ladd, Tanya Roberts, and me, as 
Bosley. As 1 watched, I suddenly heard a 
knock on the door. It was the girl who 
sits in front of me in school! "I'm being 
followed by secret agents," she explained. 
" Please protect me by hiding me in your 
bedroom." This was an offer I couldn't re 
fuse, and we were soon lying beneath the 
sheets and necking like crazy. It's hard to 
believe this could happen to a ten-year- 
old boy. I guess it really was my lucky day! 

— Name and atldress withheld

"Puppy Love"
I am a longtime reader of Penthouse 

Forum. I have often been dubious of the 
truth of such letters as the one above. 
But just recently I had an incredible ex 
perience that I think will "turn on" your 
readers as much as anything in Forum.

continued on page 21
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THE ONLY THING
MINI ABOUT

THE MINI-WIZARD
IS ITS SIZE.

Sure, we built a super- 
compact auto sound system that's 
easy to install in any vehicle. But we 
made certain that was the only small- 
thinking that went into the design of 
the MINI-WIZARD.

In fact, we used the latest 
computer age technology to create 
the ultimate traveling sound in a very 
mini chassis. Imagine a stereo driven 
by 88 watts of power with a frequency 
response from 30 to 15,000 Hz |± 3 
dB). Unique standard features include 
a five band graphic equalizer that can 
contour sound to your exact taste and 
vehicle acoustics. System-wide micro 
processor electronics instantly re 
spond to feather-touch controls. And 
an optional remote control can put the 
Wizard's magic into everyone's 
hands nor just the driver.

Experience the luxury of the 
computerized tuner that automatically 
scans radio frequencies and pauses at 
each station for your response. The 
MINI-WIZARD'S memory will retain 5 
FM and 5 AM stations. And you won't 
accidentally miss a favorite radio show 
while listening to a cassette. Pre-set 
Program Timing will eject the cassette, 
and your radio program will come on.

It has to be perfect 
to be a Ten.

The extraordinary micro 
processor controlled tape deck 
includes an APS function which al 
lows you to pre-select songs and skip 
ahead or back up to five songs.

Inspect the complete and 
nearly endless list of features. Note the 
impressive specifications and TEN'S 
advanced circuitry that defines and 
enhances signal reception, diminishes 
noise and decodes Dolby* recordings. 
The MINI-WIZARD meets the de 
mands of an audiophile, within the 
price range of the discriminating 
consumer.

In Japanese, TEN means 
"heaven," the ultimate. In America, 
TEN is the best you can imagine. In car 
stereo, TEN-technology is the state- 
of-the-art. The MINI-WIZARD is a 
TEN down to the smallest detail.

FUJITSU TEN COR R OF AMERICA 
192S1 Pacific Gateway Drive, Torrance, CA 90S02 
In Canada: Noresco Canada Inc., Ontario 
Manufactured by Fujitsu TEN Ltd.
 Dolby Is a registered trademark of Dolby Laboratories.

Manual Tuning 
Push Auto Scan/ 
Program Selector,

Clock Setting Button-

Auto Search {down)/ , 
Rewind/Hour Set

Graphic Equalizer

Local/Distance

Push ON/Volume

< A Wo-Search ) up [/Fast For ward/Minute Set 

Pre-Set Buttons AM5/FM5 r "'

Digital Readout 
Freq/Ouarti Clack

Station Programming/ 
Radio Memory/A PS

Repeat * Auto Reverie 
- Cassette
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Tk >MjIjm WJBi?

Sirs:
The real reason we don't want ro sell 

you any of our oil is because we need it 
forourhaJr.

Jose Lopez Portillo 
Mexico City

Sirs:
In our former lives we were William 

Gladstone and Benjamin Disraeli, prime 
ministers of England, two of the most 
brilliant statesmen of the nineteenth 
century. But just look at us now. This 
reincarnation shit bites, man.

Checch and Chong 
Vacaville, Cal.

Sirs:
Once and for all, I'm a Nobel Prize- 

winning chemist, not a "Peanuts" charac

ter. So the next time one of you says, 
"Hey, Linns, where's your blanket?" I'm 
going to rearrange your DNA and turn 
you into a tapeworm.

Linus Pauling 
Cal Tech

Sirs:
In case you forgot, we're still starving 

over here. The usual swollen bellies, dis 
ease, etc. Keep in touch, okay?

The Starving Masses 
East Africa

Sirs:
You want to know what would 

straighten out this fuckcd-up world? If 
everybody died! That's what! So unless 
you're prepared to sacrifice yourself for 
the sake of the universe, shut up and 
don't complain.

Ward Charles
Solutions to Big Problems, Inc. 

Boise, Idaho

Sirs:
It's a real shame, and maybe it's just 

me, but have any of you noticed that a

lot of the folks that you used to run 
around with are cither gone or have 
turned into queens? I sure have.

A Pawn 
QN6, Ontario

Sirs:
Beep—I am the Johnson's Radio Shack 

com purer—Beep—I am writing to cancel 
their subscription to your magazine- 
Beep—They won't be needing it—Beep- 
Somehow the gas was left on and they 
are dead—Beep—Ha, ha—Beep—Who 
could have done.such a thing?—Beep.

TRS #229382 
Canton, Ohio

Sirs:
My next film is really gonna be insane. 

Entitled Psyc)w Killer, it stars Robert 
DcNiro, as a lonely cabdriver who gets 
fed up with big-city psychopaths, and 
Bruce Dern, as a lonely psychopath who 
gets fed up with big-city cabdrivcrs. In 
the furious climax, they each climb up on 
the roof of a skyscraper and start doing 
crazy things, like shooting at pedestrians 
and fitting each other for straitjackets. 
It's all gonna be in slow motion, too.

Paul Schrader 
The Naked City

Always On The Move
The Wild Turkey instinctively seeks 

"elbow room'.1 If the bird senses any 
encroachment on its territory, it will 
travel many miles a day in search of a 
remote swamp or forest preserve.

Native only to the American 
continent, the Wild Turkey is a fitting 
symbol for America's greatest native 
whiskey-Wild Turkey.

WILD TURKEY*/101 PROOF/ 8 YEARS OLD
AJSTIN NICHOLS DISTILLING CO LAWflENCEBURG KENUCKir 1962
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Sirs:
I am a professionally trained recep 

tionist. I have a clear, businesslike tele 
phone voice, a neat appearance, and nine 
years of experience. Do you have an 
opening for a receptionist, and, if so, will 
you hire me? I have only one special re 
quirement, which is that 1 must work 
out of my house. Well, it's an apartment, 
actually, but the landlord just rctilcd the 
entryway and put in a new screen door, 
which 1 am certain will go a long way to 
ward making a favorable impression on 
suppliers and advertisers and others who 
come to your offices. All you'd have to 
do is list your business at my address and 
phone number, and then after I welcome 
your visitors, I could phone you on my 
switchboard and send them over. I live in 
Panama City, Panama. Will that be a 
problem? 1 hope not. Also, I have a vio 
lent, severely retarded son who must be 
chained to a stake in the front yard. He is 
in the habit of lunging at passersby and 
swiping at them with a jagged section of 
an oil bit that he refuses to let go of. I 
hope your visitors won't be bothered by 
this. Thank you for your consideration.

Deena Bundy
APO 78455694

Panama Canal Zone, Panama

Sirs:
Gosh, I was a heck of acute kid. I used 

to call vanilla ice cream "nilly creamies," 
and spaghetti "sketties." I said the 
darnedest things.

Art Linkletter
Twilight Gardens

Rest Home for the Darnedest Old Men

Sirs:
You want to know the solution to 

Rubik's cube? I'll tell you the solution to 
Rubik's cube. You take hold of one of 
the sides and then smash the fucking 
cube over the head of the guy who sold it 
to you. That's what you do.

Joe Doaks 
Bellevue, New York

Sirs:
Hey, kids! What time is it? It's the best 

of times, it's the worst of times'.
Howdy Dickens

Television City
London, England

Sirs:
I'm sure you realize that Chinese res 

taurants have the lowest hygiene stan 
dards this side of Calcutta, and that what

you call a household pet we consider 
hearty soup base. The food is really 
greasy and gooey and it leaves you feeling 
nauseous and dizzy. But less than an hour 
later you want more, and you keep going 
back for it, week after week. Know why? 
We put opium in the food. Ah- 
hahahahaha!

Wo Fat 
Chinatown

Sirs:
I'm not the guy on "Fantasy Island." 

That's Fernando Lamas. I'm the fella 
who developed the natural-birth tech 
nique. If you want autographed pictures 
of me, fine; but don't be disappointed 
when it's not the other guy. Thank you.

Fernando Lamaze
Center for Birth Research

Saint Louis, Italy

Sirs:
My wife may be terrible, but at least 

she gets her just desserts. Whenever we 
go to a restaurant, that's what she 
orders—just desserts. Thank you, you've 
been a lovely audience.

Shecky Hackett 
Gross inger's

continued mi ftage 37
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WAY TO GO
rammHtif from page JO

Note it's time for this month's Celebrity 
Stupid.'

Sir Edmund Hillary
"I climbed Mount Everest and forgot to 
contact the Coca-Cola people about a 
commercial endorsement!" 
That'."; jrretty .stupid, Sir.

Bill Hermann, Des Moines, Iowa
"My family and I sponsored a Cuban ref 
ugee family and when they were staying 
at my house they pistol-whipped my wife 
and slapped my aunt around. When I 
tried to call the police, they shot me in 
the leg and then took my daughter up 
stairs and she still won't say what they 
did to her. She won't even tell the police

or her caseworker. Can you imagine their
nerve?"
Unfortunately, they can't all be like Ricky
Ricardo. But they could certainly try,
couldn't they. Bill?

Bob Sirkin, Memphis, Tennessee
"1 was moving in to a new apartment and 
1 rented <> truck that was 14 feet high, 
and there's a bridge that's 13'8" that I'd 
have to go under. So 1 thought that if I 
went real fast, the truck would press 
down on the tires. I guess it was pretty 
stupid thinking. Anyway, it didn't work." 
Your mother should be arrested for dumping 
dangerous substances'.

Jack Benscni, Prescott, Arizona
"My wife and I were making love and I

put the cap from the K-Y jelly in her rear 
end- She said, 'Stick it in,' and I was 
holdin' the cap at the time. You know 
ho\v weird your thoughts get when 
you're turned on? Her doctor had to get 
it out, and it took over an hour, and I 
wasn't there but she said it was pretty 
darn humiliating. And hard to explain!" 
I gave your address to Bo Derek; she should 
be culling soon.

Betty Thurmon, Des Moines, Iowa
"My husband was painting our house 
and he got tired of going up and down 
the ladder and moving it along the 
house. It was a waste of time. So we fig 
ured that if I held the ladder and he 
jumped, we could move the ladder over 
without him having to come down, Kind

EVERYTHING YOU'VE EVER WANTED IN A PORTABLE
If you've always had a taste for a portable stereo 

with loads of stereo features, but were afraid of gaining 
weight, tiy something new.

Our new series of Slim-line Personal Stereos.

Available with home audio features like stereo 
AM/FM and cassette, Dolbyf metal tape capabilitie 
a 6-band graphic equalizer, Music Search 
(forward and backward), auto replay and direct
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of like what you do on ;i pogo stick. It 
didn't work and he jumped right off the 
ladder and broke his hip. It cost more to 
fix his hip than it would have cost to have 
the house profession ally painted." 
He should have broken your hip, Betty. I 
would have.

Bonnie Golanski, Oklahoma City, 
Oklahoma
" 1 had Co go downtown to a warehouse 
to pick up a lamp for our new family 
room and a real creepy guy came up to 
me and said, 'Can i have a dollar for 
food? 1 My husband, Ray, told me that I 
should never give money to people like 
that. He works in a bad area and it hap' 
pens all the time to him. But he makes a 
fist and threatens ro heat up those guys. I 
couldn't do that, so I did what 1 thought

was pretty good. It seemed pretty smart 
at the time. I said, 'I'm sorry, all I have is 
a litty-dollar bill. Can you make change?' 
I thought he'd understand and leave, be 
cause he sure didn't look like he had 
change. But instead he hit me in the face 
and stole my purse. I'm still black and 
blue."
It's a good thing you're not an attractive 
iconum, Bonnie, or you might haw gotten a 
little more than a black eye!

Deke McDermott, Madison, 
Wisconsin
" I'm a hobbyist, and I use white gasoline 
a lot to clean things with, and I keep it in 
a plastic spray bottle, the same kind you 
use to iron. I didn't mark it and my wife 
was down in the basement and couldn't 
find her bottle and thought mine was

filled with water and she sprayed my 
shirt with it and when the iron touched 
it, it blew up and burned off all her hair." 
I'm going to jlip a com. // it comes uj> lieads, 
you're the imbecile; tails, sl\e is.

Brad Holstein, Winnetka, Illinois
"I waxed my dad's Mercedes-Benz with 
Mop W Glow. That way I figured that 
every time it got washed it would be like 
the commercial says: 'A fresh shine every 
time you wash.' But it looked like shit. 
And not very shiny at all." 
You Itnmr what they'd do to you in SttuJi 
Arabia? You deserve it.

Bud Jackson, Atlanta, Georgia
"I joined the navy." 
\'<> co D

VND LESS.
tie-button feature switching.

£!1981 ['iunccr Electronics of America, 192!) K. DominEiiez Street. Long Reach, CA 90810. "Dolbyisa registered trademark of Dolhy Laboratories.

All with about 1/3 less bulk than regular portables. flJJ 
So, finally, you can gorge yourself on incredible •"• 

ound. And still be able to move.
We never miss a performance.
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. Kings, 2 mg: 

0.6 mg.nicottn
'. nicotine; IGQ's, 5 ma. "tar"
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There's only one way to play it.
No other ultra brings you a sensation this refreshing. Even 

at 2 mg.,Kool Ultra has taste that outplays them all. KGOL

NEW 
KOOL 
ULTRA

ULTRA LOW TAR

l$1981B&WTCo.
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Kiss the hiss goodbye.

BASF Chrome. 
The world's 
quietest tape.
Tired of tapes that add their 
own sounds to your sounds? 
Then turn on to BASF PRO II 
Chrome—the high bias tape.

BASF Chrome is like no 
other tape in the world, be 
cause BASF Chrome is made 
like no other tape in the 
world. Perfectly shaped and 
uniiormly sized particles oi 
pure chromium dioxide pro 
vide a magnetic medium 
that delivers all the highs, 
without the hiss,

With BASF Chrome, you 
hear only what you want to 
hear—because we "kissed 
the hiss goodbye."
For the best recordings you'll ever make.

BASF
Audio/Video Tapes
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CHILDREN'S LETTERS
irmnnuL'tl frtnn jiagf 12

It began when my boyfriend, Mark, 
and I went to the malt shop after school. 
He said he had something special to tel! 
me, and my pulse started throbbing 
wildly with excitement. Mark is the star 
of the school basketball team, so you can 
imagine the thrill he gives to a thirteen- 
year-old cheerleader like me!

As we sat down at the counter, Mark 
handed me his huge, eight-and-a-half- 
inch straw and told me to put rny lips to 
gether and blow the wrapper off it. 
When I had, 1 began hungrily sucking 
the milk shake—1 had never tasted any

thing so delicious in my life! Suddenly, 
Mark reached out toward me, and I saw 
he had a rock-hard, blood-engorged blis 
ter on his thumb. (He ROC it during prac 
tice. Kinky, but I loved it.)

More important, though, was what 
was lying in Mark's palm. He had 
whipped out his varsity pin and was ask 
ing me to go steady! As he handed me 
the pin, to place on my pert, upturned 
breasts, Mark accidentally knocked over 
the milk shake. I was so excited that I 
licked up every drop! "Oh," 1 moaned, 
"won't you... hold... mmmmy hand!"

He did, and a half hour later, after shar- 
continucd on fiage 34
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There'^ a race of men that don't fit in, 
A race thai can't stay still; 
So they break the hearts of kith and kin, 
And they roam the world at will.

Kabtrt Scruict*
Thr Mtn nal Don'1 HI In

A one hundred proof potency that
simmers just below the surface. Yet,
so smooth and flavorful, it's unlike

any Canadian liquor you've ever
tasted. Straight, mixed, or on the
rocks, Yukon Jack is truly a spirit

unto itself.

The Black Sheep of Canadian Liquors.

100 Proof Imported Liqueur
made with Blended Canadian Whisky.

Yukon Jack. Imported and Bolllecl by Heublem lnc.,Hartlora. 
Conn, Sole Agenls U.S.A: <- 1907 Dotlcl. Mead 8 Co.. Inc.
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CONFUSED?
ere

— *J £ '-

I ou may think you're looking at
diamond rings. But you're really
looking at a magazine. See how
confused you are? And it gets

more confusing when 
you start shopping for 
the real thing. Seems

like you'd need the world's largest
jeweler to sort it all out. 

Well, the world's largest
jeweler is Zales.
And if anyone
can set your ^-<
mind at ease about
diamonds, we can.

We've spent 57 years learning every 
,/> j facet. From grading to 

<,_" _ - cutting to mounting.
Here's another

mind-easer: you have 90 days to 
be as sure of the quality as we are, 
or we'll give you 
a full refund. 

Now you 
may still be

confused about which 
diamond ring to buy. 

But at least you know 
where to buy it.

Rings shown priced from 
$725to$16,025

ZALES
THE DIAMOND STORE

IS ALL YOU NEED TO KNOW.
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PLANET

The Solving of the 
AWACS Crisis
United States discloses secret terms for sale

A modified AWACS deal the Saudis can live with.

After more than a year of 
political caviling in Washing 
ton over the sale of AWACS 
surveillance planes to Saudi 
Arabia and secret negotia

tions with the Saudi govern 
ment, details have finally 
been revealed about con 
cessions made on both sides 
that reportedly broke the im-

passe. Secretary of State Alex 
ander Haig, discussing the 
breakthrough, said that each 
plane, prior to delivery late 
this year, will be redesigned to 
meet the U.S. requirement 
that the aircraft be equipped 
with no radar detection gear

of any kind and to reflect U.S. 
accedence to the Saudi de 
mand that the plane be ca 
pable of flying upside down. 
In exchange for a U.S. de 
mand that Saudi AWACS be 
detonable to prevent their 
misuse, American officials 
conceded to the Saudis the 
right to specify the location of 
the detonative explosives 
aboard the plane, to modify 
the shape of the antenna pod, 
to specify that the explosives 
be nuclear, and to require 
that the pod be detachable 
for easy servicing. "We believe 
we've made a very good, fair, 
and conscionable deal," Haig 
commented.

Reagan Galvanizes Private 
Sector to Replace 
Government Foreign Aid
Liltin and Caribbean layabouts and standings, 
and how wdre going to keep them from killing us

In the words of a docu 
ment recently prepared by 
the State Department, "The 
Rasta men and the campe- 
sinos and all of the other sub' 
divisions of destitution down 
there do not appear mollified 
by, or grateful for, direct 
grants of food and financial 
aid from the U.S. Obviously, 
the vast amount of -money 
spent on these people has 
been a complete waste, and 
we must therefore find 
cheaper, more effective means 
of keeping them the fuck 
stabilized." The document 
was not released publicly.

The "means" according to 
a White House spokesman,

are already in place—a task 
force of American business 
leaders has been dispatched 
to the Third World nations of 
this hemisphere, and it hopes, 
by applying modern Ameri 
can techniques, to create in 
rhc Rasta men and the cam- 
pesinos and the rest a new 
sense of pride and self-suffi 
ciency and a disinterest in 
murdering or helping the 
Russians to murder the 
people of the United States. 
"Our first, move," said task- 
force chairman William Clar- 
idge of Texas Instruments 
Corporation, "has been to 
give everyone south of Florida 
and Texas an executive title.
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Impuesto de Benediction's comer office at liis brother's fish- 
meal factory, constructed after he received elaborately ren 
dered comer-office ideas and a gold-scaled, multi-signature, 
legal-size letter of congratulation from giant American cor 
porations, has given Impuesto a better feeling about himself 
and his future.

For instance, each worker in 
Haiti might be called chief ex 
ecutive officer, ;is in 'Chief 
Executive Officer Phillippe,' 
or 'Chief Executive Officer 
Boo-Joo,1 or whatever his 
name happens to be. In addi 
tion, we're setting aside sev 
eral thousand square miles of 
desert in northern Mexico as 
a vast executive parking lot 
for the exclusive use of all the 
executives of the Caribbean 
and of Central America, 
which of course would in 
clude everyone who lives 
there."

The task force is also in 
troducing a variety of sophis 
ticated stock-option plans 
whereby newly promoted ex 
ecutives will be able to pre 
tend to buy huge amounts of 
stock in their enterprises, for 
nothing. The owner-operator I

DOMESTICANA

of a black caldron for the 
cooking of sausage-like ovals 
of rat lungs on the beaches of 
El Salvador, for example, m'ay 
obtain an impressive-looking, 
variegated certificate, en 
graved to the maximum with 
razor-beaked eagles and plan 
ets and Greek strong men 
and piles of cannonballs, 
upon which is printed the 
name of his caldron operation 
and the denomination of mil 
lions of shares—all for free 
from the American task force, 
along with a thousand-page 
manual of official-sounding 
rules that U.S. businessmen 
believe will combine with the 
certificate to "confer a greater 
feeling of self-worth than all 
the boatloads of millet and 
sulfa and tent poles we could 
possibly leave on their docks 
to rat!'

New US. Currency to 
Blot Out Inflation Forever
"Good as gold" bills will be'
backed by oral promises of movie producers

Citing the historic admoni 
tion of conservative econo 
mists against the proliferation 
of paper currency backed by 
nothing other than the prom- I 
ise of the federal government •

to redeem it with equally 
worthless paper currency, 
Treasury Secretary Donald 
Regan announced the crea 
tion of an alternative mone 
tary system in the U.S.,

wherein every newly printed 
bill will be backed by the 
promise of a Hollywood 
movie producer to give the 
holder of the money a movie 
deal. According to Rcgan, the 
system is to be instituted as 
follows:

Congress will pass a law 
nationalizing the promises of 
movie producers, meaning 
that all future commitments 
made by producers to actors, 
writers, directors, and anyone 
else having dealings with 
them will become the prop 
erty of the Treasury, which 
will tabulate the commit 
ments and enter the total in 
the federal producer-promise 
register at Fort Knox. The is 
suance of currency will then

federal government's need to 
print more money to cover its 
deficit will be in a position to 
provide adequate backing by 
making larger, more frequent, 
more outrageous promises.

Knowledge that the money 
one receives in exchange for 
goods or services will be, as 
the saying goes, "as good as a 
Morey Gluckmanstcin" or "a 
Feddo Federenco" cannot 
help but, in Regan's words, 
"instill confidence in the 
economy." The key, of course, 

1 to the success of the system 
resides in the method and 
ease with which citizens may 
actually redeem their cur 
rency. To this end, Congress 
will direct the Federal Reserve 
Board to establish a branch

Literally, a national treasure.

be limited by this total, which 
j is to say that the Treasury will 

be constrained from printing 
more dollars than the number 
of unhonored promises of 
producers on record at the 
time. The advantage of this 
standard over, for example, 
the gold standard, is that 
while the world supply of 
gold increases only by a small 
fraction every year, promises 
from producers can accumu 
late at a rate that is virtually 
unlimited. Thus, patriotic 
producers sympathetic to the

facility in Los Angeles to 
house the secretaries, agents, 
and hirelings of producers, as 
well as the producers them 
selves, with whom meetings 
may be taken on demand in 
order to exchange currency 
for producers' promises. One- 
dollar bills, for example, will 
be redeemable for a pro 
ducer's promise to film your 
life story; fives, tens, and 
twenties may be redeemed 
for a promise to give you an 
unspecified dividend if you 
invest $50,000 in an unspeci-
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fied film and the film makes 
over $500 million. A tender 
of fifty- and one-hundred-dol 
lar notes will be honored with 
a hundred-picture deal from 
Feddo Fedcrenco, and his

SCIENCE 'N' STUEF

I promise "not to worry about 
anything ever again in your 
life—this is Feddo talking." 

Regan promises that the
I new monetary system will be-
I come effective soon.

Good-bye, Normal Genes
At first glance it looks 

something like an ordinary 
kitchen blender —in fact, 
exactly like one. But the tiny, 
hand-lettered sign taped to 
the front reveals its true func- 
tion: CAUTION-SUPER 
DUPER GENE SPLICER. "This 
device is a miracle of modern 
scientific design," proclaims 
geneticist George Stumpp, 
who has made good use of 
the one-of-a-kind Gene Spli 
cer. "It can chop, slice, grate, 
even puree, all at the touch of 
a button."

rocked the scientific commu 
nity by the rapidity with 
which they have spent the 
money, following the costly 
move of their laboratories to 
Barbados, where, they ex 
plain, "the DNA is much 
stronger," the trio of scientists 
say they have spent over $3 
million on a box of Spiffy Jiffy 
Test Tubes alone. But now 
they admit tha-t they have 
misplaced the test tubes and 
cannot find the receipt. "I 
guess we're a bunch of absent- 
minded professors," blushes

"I'll take the one on the right any day" giggles Dr. 
over his ou>n diagram.

h was Professor Stumpp, 
along with his colleagues 
Louis Hyatt and Salvatore Fi- 
ducia, who purchased the 
splicer, at a cost of $2 million, 
to speed up their work with 
rccombinant DNA. The 
three men, who last year re 
ceived a $15-million grant for 
genetic research, have since

Professor Hyatt.
Nonetheless, the scientists 

claim to have accomplished 
some amazing feats of genetic 
engineering. "I crossed a chin 
chilla with a kangaroo and got 
a fur coat with pockets," 
boasts Professor Fiducia, pol 
ishing off his sixth hay rum of 
the morning. "That's noth-
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BOB LEMON CLAUDE PEPPER

ON CHUCK BARRIS'S

"NOSENHEIMERS!"
America's only game show where the con 
testants are celebrities with lumpy, enlarged, 
stippled noses, and the panelists are celebri 
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ever hear of 
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"Excuse me, 
Bob, is that a 
nose or an 
asteroid?"
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SHARE THE LAUGHS!

AS BOB AND CLAUDE VIE FOR
HILARIOUS, BRUTAL DERISION AND

CRAZY, OFFBEAT PRIZES ON

"NOSENHEIMERS!"
= 1982.A Chuck Barns Production. Check your local listing tor time and channel.
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ing. 1 crossed a cockatoo with 
a suckerfish" notes Hyatt, pol 
ishing off a gin cooler in one 
gulp. "I don't know what I 
got, but it sure hares to be 
called by name."

But the scientists refuse to 
content themselves with 
these staggering achieve 
ments. They art determined 
to continue working as long 
as someone foots the bill, 
aided only by their small staff

OUR MISERABLE CITIES

The Tot Offensive

of lab technicians, gag writers, 
and go-go girls. "I still want to 
crossbreed a parakeet and a 
titmouse. Maybe I'll get a nice 
paratits," chortles Professor 
Stumpp, mixing up a fresh 
pitcher of pina coladas in the 
Gene Splicer. "I tell you, I've 
got a million of "em." His as 
surance is impressive testi 
mony to the limitless 
possibilities of genetic 
engineering.

"I recommend that tourists 
coming to New York for a 
good time make sure to stay 
out of the sewers" Mayor Ed 
ward Koch advised last week. 
This unexpected announce 
ment resulted from an in 
vestigation into the bizarre 
murder of sewer worker Nor 
ton Edwards. Edwards had 
been found dead on the job, 
locked inside a tiny tiger cage, 
with bamboo shoots stuck 
under his fingernails and AK- 
47 bullets riddling his body. 
Closer inspection of his 
death, at first thought to be

that are thought to travel in 
packs through metropolitan 
sewage systems. The Viet 
namese are believed to com 
prise a battalion of youths 
who were adopted as babies 
by American families after the 
fall of Saigon. Like the alliga 
tors, the Oriental babies 
soon outgrew their cuteness 
and became difficult to 
handle. Many unhappy par 
ents had but one recourse: to 
flush the babies down the 
toilet. Mr. and Mrs. Herman 
Moskowitz, a couple who 
admit to disposing of their

"I find these Viet Cong youths very Hanoi-ing" quips New 
York's Mayor Koch.

caused by a work-related acci 
dent, revealed the truth: Viet 
Cong guerrillas living in New 
'fork's sewers.

These guerrillas recall a 
similar menace, the alligators

son, Din Ho, in this manner, 
explain: "It seemed too heart- 
less to give him up for adop 
tion, so we decided to flush 
him back to the Stone Age." 

Angry with their rather

cavalier treatment, the surviv 
ing babies opted to join the 
underground ranks of the 
Viet Cong. "These six year 
olds are a ruthless, insidious

LITEREMIA

Walker Named to 
All-Prose Squad

foe," says Koch, adding, "We 
can only hope the public-spir 
ited alligators will gobble up 
those kids, so we don't have 
to get tough with them."

Speed-readers' nemesis is unanimous choice

Riddley Walker, the enig 
matic, tough, twelve-year-old 
rookie out of England whose 
story (Riddley Wall<er, by Rus 
sell Hoban, Summit Books) 
has driven Evelyn Wood-itcs 
insane throughout the En 
glish-speaking world, has 
been named to the World 
Book Association's All-Prose 
Team (\buth Division) after 
a unanimous vote by 
the WBA's membership 
committee.

Team captain Huckleberry 
Finn could scarcely disguise 
his pleasure as he announced 
the news to reporters. "We're 
awful happy to welcome Rid 
dley to the team," Finn said. 
"Sure, he talks kind of funny. 
Btit I 'spcct we all do, if you 
think of it. That's what makes 
things inneresting. That's 
what makes you good for the 
team in the first place."

Walker, who tells his story 
in a peculiar language com 
bining bombed-out English, 
computers peak, garbled 
proper names, and trauma

tized grammar and syntax, is 
expected to complete what 
many feel will be the greatest 
Fearsome Foursome in the 
team's history. Joining Finn, 
Holden Caulfield, and Alex 
(of A Clockwork Orange), 
Walker brings his own sturdy 
brand of unsentimental in 
nocence and unself con 
scious honesty, and is 
expected to take some of the 
pressure off Oskar (The Tin 
Drum) Matzerath, whose 
status as a "youth" has always 
been the subject of con 
troversy and dispute.

Russell Hoban, Walker's 
author, was unavailable for 
comment, but Riddley him 
self held a brief, and character- 
istically laconic, press 
conference. "O it ben a grate 
onner innit," he said. "Grate 
to be with such fine fame ass 
bloaks. Im hoaping III be 
country buting my propr bit 
like it wer expectit you cant 
take summit like this as it wer 
a prize no. It wer you swearn 
yull do mor. Hoap 1 can."

FINANCE AND DOLLARS

Merch in Church
Justice Department may compel famous worship 
organization to display competitive products

The Justice Department is 
awaiting a response from the 
Catholic church to charges 
that the church is acting in 
contravention of American 
antitrust regulations. The de 
partment contends that the 
church's control of schools, 
hospitals, publishing enter

prises, and Chartreuse dis 
tilleries constitutes an illegal 
monopoly. The church has 
been ordered to show cause 
why heretical business ven 
tures should not be allowed 
unrestricted access to church 
adherents and given equal ad- 

- vertising time and space in
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Catholic churches. If the Jus 
tice Department has its way, 
neon signs and recorded an 
nouncements, as well as prod 
uct displays equal in size and 
prominence to religious statu 
ary currently displayed, will 
soon be appearing in Ameri' 
can churches.

* * *
At a meeting of the 

Greater Los Angeles Busi 
nessmen's Association a mo 
tion was passed to change the 
name of the organization to 
the Greater Los Angeles 
Brotherhood of Hommes 
d'Affaires. It is the con 
tention of those who pro 
posed the name change that 
the word "business" has be 
come too closely associated 
with defecation. "People 
might think we men get to 
gether to enjoy hearty bowel 
movements in each other's 
company?' said Michael Fane, 
who proposed the change.

* * *
Thieves were disappointed 

last month when they broke 
in to a safe-deposit box at an 
unnamed Omaha hotel. The 
larcenists doubtless hoped to 
make off with a fortune from 
the box, which was held by 
billionaire Nelson Bunker 
Hunt. They were disap 
pointed to find it contained 
only used contraceptives de 
posited by the eccentric fun 
damentalist oil baron, who 
put the safe-deposit box to 
what he may have assumed 
was its intended use.

* * #
A New York horn me 

d'affaires has come up with a 
process to free oil trapped in 
the ground and considered 
unrecoverable by previous j 
drilling processes. "Just pour ! 
vinegar in the hole and she i 
should-a float-a right out," • 
says Bambino Dragonetti, an ' 
Italian, '

If you'd like to know more about charcoal mellowing, just write.

Edited by Tod Carroll. Con 
tributions by T.C., Al Jean, 
Michael Reiss, Ellis Weiner, 
and Ted Mann.

IT'S IMPOSSIBLE TO PHOTOGRAPH
our charcoal mellowing process. But this is a 
charcoal mellowing vat.
Into this vat we tamp finely ground charcoal.
Then we seep our just-distilled whiskey slowly
through the charcoal to mellow its taste before
aging. Once the whiskey
drips into the vat, there's
no way to photograph ™- CHARCOAL
what's happening. But /fiSm MELLOWED
when you compare Jack KHH 6
Daniel's to any other
whiskey, you'll begin to
get the picture.

DROP
6

BY DROP

Tennessee Whiskey • 90 Proof • Distilled and Bottled by Jack Daniel Distillery,
Lem Motlow, Prop., Inc., Lynchburg (Pop. 361), Tennessee 37352 

Placed in the National Register of Historic Places by the United States Government.
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HELLO AND
WELCOME ONCE AGAIN

TO "MEETING OF THE TITS'.'
WE HAVE WITH US TONIGHT VIRGINIA

WOOLF, MARIE ANTOINETTE, AND
MRS. HELEN OF TROY. GOOD

EVENING, LADIES. VIRGINIA, AS A
VICTORIAN LESBIAN, YOU WERE 

NOT NOTED FOR YOUR HUGE BAZONGAS, 
PERHAPS, THOUGH, YOU COULD DIRECT 

YOUR STREAM OF CONSCIOUSNESS 
TO THE BREASTS OF MARIE 

AND HELEN HERE.

BONJOUR, STEVE!
ZIS IS ALMOST LIKE MY FABLED

SALON INPAREE! /TT'S SO NICE BEING HERE, 
( ] ALMOST WISH I HADN'T 
V DROWNED MYSELF.BY ZOOSS,

STEVE, SPEAKING OF
PARIS, EVEN MY ABDUCTOR,

PARIS, WOULD BE HARD PUT TO
JUDGE AMONG THE BEAUTIES

ASSEMBLED HERE!

WELL, OF
COURSE THEY'RE BOTH

MOST DESIRABLY DUGGED,
BUT 1 WOULD DEFINITELY HAVE

TO SEE. AND POSSIBLY LICK.THEIR
BREASTS BEFORE GIVING

MY FINAL OPINION.
A KING LOST HIS HEAD 

OVER ZEZE NAY-NAYS, STEVE!
THESEARE

THE TITS THAT LAUNCHED A
THOUSAND SHIPS, STEVE!

LAUNCHEDATHOUSAND 
DEJEUNERS, MORE LIKELY!PIRATE'S DELIGHT! 

SUNKEN CHESTS!

TO THE LIGHTHOUSE! 
TO THE LIGHTHOUSE!

TUNE IN NEXT
WEEK, WHEN WE WILL

ENCOUNTER THE HISTORIC
HOOTERS OF CLEOPATRA,

MADAME CURIE, AND
JAYNE MANSFIELD.

GOD, 1 WISH WE 
HAD A ROOM OF OU R OWN!
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What's Hiram Walker Triple See's appeal? The sublime essence of
succulent Spanish and Curagao oranges. Which makes it devastatingly delicious straight,

Icy and enticing on the rocks. Hiram Walker Triple Sec. It's love at first sip.
Fora fret.- recipe booklet, write Hiram Walker Cordials, P.O. Box 2235, Fartiingion Hills, Midi. <1«OW. fi->1981

HIRAM WALKER
TRIPLESEC

11QHJEU1
used in this product is 
sweet orange peel from &li 

r or frappi recwmnei" 
f ingredient in Crepe SuK'tw 

Margaritas*

What a difference a name makes.
HIRAM WALKER
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Simply walking across a room 
can create enough vibration to \ 
make a tonearm go skipping 
across a record. • ^

That'sjust one of many incon 
veniences you have to live with if you 
own a conventional turntable. v

But not if you own Pioneer's uncon 
ventional PL-L800 turntable. Because 
the PL-L800 is a product of a bold *' 
new concept in component design and 
engineering called High Fidelity for 
Humans* The result is a line of compo 
nents that are as pleasant to live with as 
they are to listen to.

For instance, you can actually thump ;'*

the PL-LSOO's dustcovcr without interrupt 
ing what's being played. Because our Free- 
floating suspension system isolates the 

tonearm and the platter from the rest of the 
turntable. Even when the base of the turn 
table is vibrated, only the base vibrates. 

Needless to say, it's difficult to keep a 
record free of imperfections. But little nicks 
on a record create vibrations that cause metal 
tonearms to ring. And that adds distortion to 
your music. So Pioneer has developed a new 
material for tonearms. It's called Polymer 
Graphite. And it absorbs vibrations. The only 
thing that comes through this tonearm is 
music. 

Since all the PL-L800's controls are placed
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It plays the flip side automatically 
at a price you*II flip over.

If 1239.95* sounds good to you, it 
should. You won'! hear of a lower-priced 
portable cassette deck with auto-reverse.

The'lbshiba PT-aooS lets you listen to 
both sides of a cassette without having to 
Hip it. Because auto-reverse switches the 
tape automatically.

The sound that comes out?'lerrific.
You also ^ct AM/TM stereo, two short 

wave bands, dual voltage plus built-in mikes 
for recording.

So pick up the'lbshiba IJT-aooS It's a great way to hear 
your favorite music over and over again. TOSHIOA

•Manufackirer'ssuggested reian price Aoain ihe first 
Toshiba America, Inc ,821otDw'aRd.,Wayne,NJ07a70 *

Your stereo system may be a marvel 
of advanced technology. But can you 
say the same thing about the records 
and tapes you subject it to?

Yes... if you own Original Master 
Recordings.; state-of-the-art Lp's and 
cassettes that dramatically improve 
the performance of your stereo 
system.

Each one is a hand-crafted 
Limited Edition, exclusively 
transferred by 
Mobile Fidelity 
Sound Lab from the 
original recording 
studio master tapes 
of your favorite 
artists. Every note

and nuance is faithfully reproduced 
exactly as they were first recorded.

The natural sound quality will amaze 
you, The complete freedom from surface 
noises will soothe you as never before. 

Original Master Recordings span the 
musical spectrum, from Rod Stewart, The 

Chicago Symphony, and The 
Rolling Stones to Pat Benatar 
and George Benson. More than 
60 different Limited Edition

titles, available now 
at discriminating 
audio and record 
stores.

:'198ZMFSL, Inc.

ORIGINAL MRSTER RECORDINGS,
FOR A FREE COPY OF OUR NEW 19B2 COLOR CATALOGUE PLUS EXCLUSIVE INFORMATION ON

UPCOMING NEW RELEASES. CIRCLE THE READER RESPONSE CARD AT THE BACK OF THIS MAGAZINE OR WRITE;
Mobile Fidelity Sound Lab, Dept. NL, P.O. Box 919, Ctiatsworth. CA 91311

CHILDREN'S LETTERS
t H»NmW(imn f'di!f2l________________________

ing a hot and juicy cheeseburger, we 
parted in ecstasy. As Mark "turned on" 
his car ignition, he tenderly pressed his 
finders on top of my soft, hairy head, and 
we promised to meet again every day. 
Now, whenever I look at a milk shake, 1 
get really aroused.

—C.L.K., Cambridge, Mass.

"Help Yourself
Though I'm just eleven years old, 

Pentlwusc is the first magazine 1 look 
through when the newsstand owner isn't 
watching. Occasionally, I'll steal an 
issue, just to read Fbrum! But I never 
thought I'd be writing to you, until now.

My story begins on a hot June morn 
ing, during one of the last days of school. 
A couple of the guys and 1 had shared a 
beer that I'd snuck in to my locker, so we 
were feeling pretty drunk. Then, during 
lunch, one of the prettiest girls in my 
class sat at our table—and she was wear 
ing a halter top! When she bent down to 
eat her tuna casserole, my wiener sud 
denly went into ecstasy. I could see nearly 
half of her breasts! For a moment, 1 even 
thought I caught a glimpse of her nipple, 
but it turned out to be a fly.

But that wasn't all. On a dare from my 
friends I decided to untie her halter. It 
was a kinky idea, hut what the hell- 
school was almost out. Sneaking up be 
hind her, I quickly undid the neck strap. 
As she ran away crying, my boner grew 
hard with delight—she had two of the 
biggest, droopiest boobs I had ever seen 
outside of National Geographic.

Yet my throbbing organ craved even 
more excitement. Realizing that we'd 
probably get in trouble if we hung 
around the cafeteria, my friends and I 
went down to the gym. We could hardly 
believe our eyes. The girls' volleyball 
team was practicing, but the coach 
wasn't around! My friends suggested that 
we find a hiding place and watch the 
team. I was quick to agree, and for the 
next hour 1 was treated to the sight of 
the most beautiful girls in the school, 
wearing nothing more than gym suits.

That night, I was able to sneak my girl 
friend and myself in to B/w Lagoon. In 
gratitude, she let me put my hand under 
her sweater during the movie. She also 
told me that if I was real good, someday 
she'd let me see her breasts! But 1 didn't 
have to be good—after I said good night, 
I climbed a tree outside her bedroom 
window and saw a lot more than just her 
breasts. As my mom likes to say, "God 
helps those who help themselves!"

address withheld H
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Where a man belongs.

araflHtojiWlBSmgiiffl&otlnc av. per cigarette by FTC method.

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.

Camel Lights. 
Low tar. Camel taste.
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Loran'" is the cassette of the future... 
but it's here right now. The original and 
only heat resistant cassette shell and tape 
that withstands the oven temperatures of a 
car dashboard in the sun. Testing proves 
that even TDK or Maxell cannot take this 
kind of punishment.

With Loran, you'll capture a fuJl 
range of sound as you've never heard it 
before. Tape that delivers magnificent 
reproduction of highs and tows, along with 
an exceptionally low background noise 
level, Super sensitive with an extremely 
high maximum recording level capacity. 
That means you can record Loran at high 
input levels for greater clarity. As a matter 
of fact, we recommend it.

Because of our cassette shell, Loran 
tape can stand up to being accidentally left 
near a source of excessive heat in your 
home or in your car. ft is indeed the finest 
quality tape available today.

Loran also has other exclusive features 
not available on any other cassette. Safety

Tabs'" (patent pending) prevent accidental 
erasures. Unlike other cassettes, you can 
restore its erase and record capabilities 
simply by turning the Tab screw a lk turn.

No wonder Loran was selected as 
"one of the most innovative consumer 
electronics products..." by the Consumer 
Electronics Show Design and Engineering 
Exhibition.

Every Loran tape comes with a full 
lifetime warranty. Listen to Loran. The new 
generation of cassettes is here right now.

LORRN90

WHEN ALL OTHERS FAIL
LORAN CASSETTES

ARE SAFE AND SOUND
SENSATIONAL

Fcassettes tested in a closed car in the sun

LORflN"
The Design of SpeelaDUlar Sound

CORED CURRICULUM
on I (itiUffl from |"')if 8_________________________

sphere-laden campus pubs, discos, and 
health spas, each wirh a nominal cover 
and minimum, operated jointly by 
MacricuMart and the Intel-urban 
Ecdysiasts Corporation. When friends 
from other schools recount tiresome 
anecdotes of "the tables down at 
Morey's" or wherever, you'll be able to 
shut them up, and pronto, with a de 
scription of Too, Too Solid Flesh 
Night at Wanda's.

The issue, as we at MatrjcuMart see 
it, comes down to the purpose of a col 
lege education. Call us old-fashioned, 
but we believe a degree means little 
unless the graduate can discuss a 
bro;id range of subjects with a cocktail 
in his hand. We have therefore re 
placed the senior thesis with a new 
kind of "oral": confronted with a 
double Rob Roy and a roomful of in 
telligent but half-gassed adults, the 
degree candidate must retain his or 
her poise while fielding tough, real-life 
questions, like "What do you think of 
Erica Jong?" and "Is this stuff fondue 
orChcez-Whiz?"

Our system of grades has been sim 
ilarly revamped. Nothing strikes me as 
more distasteful than the practice at 
many so-called selective schools of 
charging students a fortune only to 
flunk them because of a few trifling 
term papers or exams. Parents who 
have forked over thirty thousand big 
ones dreaming of s doctor or at least 
an aluminum-siding mogul in the 
family, instead find they can't even 
hold their heads up at the club. We be 
lieve that such an investment deserves 
the same sure neighborhood prestige 
that would accompany the purchase of 
a like-priced car, so we have replaced 
outmoded "report cards" with 
"receipts," issued twice a year follow 
ing the payment of each installment 
on fhe four-year contract you and 
your parents will sign before you en 
roll. Thus even should you elect to 
transfer to another school, the secu 
rity of your MatricuMart degree (and 
its concomitant financial obligation) 
remains firm, and your parents can 
rest easy knowing that although their 
offspring may have the potential of a 
hot'tub salesman in Reykjavik, he at 
least has his sheepskin.

The decision is yours. Simply by 
mailing in a matchbook cover, you 
have stepped to the brink of a unique 
educational experience. We at 
MatricuMart are waiting eagerly to 
give you that final push. D
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STEEL 85° c 1981 HEUBLEIN, INC. HARIFORD. CT.

LETTERS

Sirs:
1 hear that nothing is sacred to you 

kooky zanies at National Lampoon, that 
you'll take on anything and everything. 
Well, let's just put that to the test. We'll 
see how much you dare to print:

Screw,1 you, Mother Teresa. Up yours, Low 
Ge/mg. BiK my ass, Jonas Sulk.

Wow, you did it. You guys are all right.
Butch Nickerson

Tlilsa, Okla.

Sirs;
If your magazine had any k ind of guts, 

you would do a whole issue making fun 
of Pete Brenk. You could write a story 
about how Pete Brenk hardly makes any 
money at his lousy job, and a cartoon 
strip about Pete Brenk spending all his 
evenings with his no-good crumb-bum 
friends. Maybe you could even do a Foto 
Funny about how Pete Brenk is so drunk 
all the time that he can hardly get it up 
anymore. I think people would get a real 
laugh out of that.

Mrs. Pete Brenk 
Lincoln, Ncbr.

Sirs:
You know what would be really 

funny? A "Send Us a Photo of Your 
Wife's Liver" contest. I'd send you an 
entry, but they're using it as evidence at 
my trial.

Vie Martino 
Terryville.Conn.

Sirs:
Well, you still haven't paid me for my 

articles about Reagan taking fifty-two 
Iranians hostage or John Lennon shoot 
ing Mark David Chapman. But I can 
wait. Meanwhile, I'm working on pieces 
about Dead-Again Christians, the 
Immoral Majority, cigarettes getting 
lung cancer from smoking people, and a 
million other ideas. God, sometimes I 
even amaze myself.

Bernstein Steve 
Arizona, Tucson

Sirs:
What you guys really need is me. I'm a 

natural! I get laughs just by introducing 
myself.

Irving Peckerhead 
Brooklyn, N.Y

Sirs:
Boy, I'll bet you print some letters just 

to fill up space.
John Doe 

Anytown, USA
continued on page 79

)teel has a clean, polished 
peppermint taste. Smoother and 
less syrupy than you'd expect from 
a shot of schnapps. So after a hard 
day's work, pour yourself some 
Steel, The 85 Proof Schnapps. s

.*_... „,
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ociety is always wanting us to 
have positive, maturing experi 
ences, and certainly truly loving 
a truly loving individual is the 
foremost satisfying relationship 

in our lives, in terms of personal growth. 
But which of us can honestly say, "I have 
met/am living with/am married to /am 
going out with a truly and sincerely loving 
and caring individual"? Most people we 
meet are deficient in the art of truly giving 
us all the love we want and deserve. The re 
sult? Pain. Intense pain, experienced by us, 
and brought on by the person we least ex 
pect it from: the loving and sexing other.

Could it be that this is why so many 
people are discovering the benefits of isola 
tion and aloneness as viable life-styles in 
today's modern society? As the contempo 
rary world trends toward a situation where 
each person maximizes his or her potential 
life-style and becomes the fullest expres 
sion of his/her truly innermost self, the 
prior habits and relationships of an old- 
fashioned caliber are falling by the wayside 
with startling alacrity. Behavior patterns

that suited one's parents in a coping dimen 
sion will no longer do. Oral-genital contact, 
for example, once a staple in men's require 
ments for women, no longer holds with 
today's aware self.

1 have written this manual with that self 
in mind. I have based it on information 
gleaned from conversations with a myriad 
of others, and on my own experience- 
painful at first, yet gradually allowing me to 
realize that loving alone, and being able toc_- o

say to a potentially intimate other, "Please 
get out of my apartment," is a fully mature 
and responsible way to explore the riches 
and potentials of a joy-filled, viable life. I 
hope that you will discover, as I have, that 
living and loving and being and sexing 
alone can be a productive and fulfilling ex 
istence, full of growth, without limits, and 
safe from the fear that an insensitive, im 
mature, and unfeeling other will destroy 
your freedom by using you to hump a few 
times and by demanding oral-genital con 
tact, before getting engaged to his secretary. 
Believe me, such things do happen! 

That is why I have written this book.

Independent Living and Loving and Being Alone

. -^ ew will challenge the assertion thai human eompan- 
fcj ionship is on the rise. Yet, paradoxically, more and 

_* . more individuals in America are finding themselves 
alone. From the moment the baby is born, he or she is unmar 
ried. Even sex itself—so often in song and poem reputed to be 
the most beautiful experience in life because of its ability to 
banish aloneness—ends up with betrayal and abandonment, 
with one partner feeling rejected and hurt and the other get 
ting engaged to his secretary, who so often is a vicious little 
bleached blond who wears too much makeup.

Indeed, more and more people are questioning the very 
existence of "love"—and. as my own mature experience can 
readily attest, some are even challenging the very existence of 
"sex" Values are trending toward a new era of sexual self- 
being, and an individual of vital aliveness naturally asks:

0- Whv would an intimate other leave me and get engaged 
lo his secretary?

A. Society wants meirto demand oral-genital contact as a 
means of maximizing their selfhood and pleasuring iheir ego- 
image. Yet some female individuals, at this particular point in 
their lives, find such an action unpleasant and immature. 
When a truly nonieeling sexual partner is informed, in a 
gasping and choking vet reasonable lone. "Get your hands 
off my head and let me up." he will seek out another sexing 
other who will be, really, nothing, more than a scheming bitch, 
but who will, as is so often the case in our society, "suck him 
off

Q. What can a responsible and mature self learn from this 
experience?

A. Until recently, it was assumed that'another person was 
necessan,- for us to enter into a relationship. Today, as never 
before, individuals are never making lhal mistake again.

Q. What are ihe benefits of loving alone?
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A. As Don P. an admired designer, lold me. "Everybody in 
the world is (oo stupid to appreciate me!" Which of us does 
not nod silently in agreement with that concept? Don's story is 
typical of the group that engages in what I call "multipersonal 
relationships." i.e.. relationships with at least one olher per 
son. Don met. pleasured, sexed. and marriagcd Aliee G.. a 
respected educator. Yet. almost immediately, they discovered 
that they disagreed on a number of things. Don found, to his 
bitter disappointment, that Alice did not always want the 
things he wanted. Moreover, sometimes she had different 
values, and had different opinions on a myriad of subjects!

At last they divorced, and Don has been living and loving 
alone ever since. He has discovered that fully independent 
aioneness eliminates the hurl, the disappointment, and the 
presence of a potentially injuring other.

But there are other advantages to loving alone, too.

EN JOY THE 
_______PRIVACY OF SOLITUDE_______

Once we are free of the limiting and hurting presence of an 
intimate and potentially secretary-engaging olher demanding 
us to "blow" him. we are free to experience the sheer luxury 
of isolated aioneness. No one may intrude oiuhe unabashed 
pleasuring we may wish to indulge in. when we wish it, arid 
where we wish it-althoush certainlv nowhere but in. our

tastefully decorated apartment. No one may insist that we 
forego such pleasurings as Sara Lee chocolate caking. 
"Newly wed Game"-ing. and Harlequin noveiing. No one 
may dash from our lips the cup of fantasy of an- ideal mate 
that we wisli lo drink from by demanding we engage in im 
mature dimensions of forepiav.

EXPERIENCE THE 
SAFETY OF PROTECTEDNESS

Loving without a commitment to. intimacy with, or the 
presence of another person affords one the safety and secur 
ity of knowing mat no one will ever hurl you again, no matter 
what you don't want to do. or what part of whose body you 
don't want to do it with, or with what other woman or couple 
you don't want lo do it. despite spurious claims by an in 
timate, drunk other that it would "expand your hori/.ons and 
be great for your personal growth''

You learn to revel in the kind of protectedness that people 
trapped in mutually hurting, sexful relationshiping can only 
dream about. You are the boss of you. You appreciate your 
self, you are understanding toward' yourself, and you display 
a irulv remarkable knack for knowing just what you like. This 
is the marvelous paradox of loving alone: you. who under 
stands you so intimately, so well, may pleasure yourself and 
stroke your ego and massage your being: whereas other 
people, who don't understand you. can go fuck themselves.

Alone Together, But, Really, Alone

. — j rom my kitchen I can hear Betty L.. an accomplished 
p| administrator, sobbing in her living room. If I open 

—— my window and lean my head out far enough. I can 
see her weeping form draped over her couch. If I tiptoe out 
into the hallway to her apartment door and place against the 
door a stethoscope I keep for such purposes. I can hear her 
tear-filled confession to her sister. Janet R. an admired 
educator:

"I told him I didn't want to get involved!" Betty says tear 
fully to Janet. "And do you know what he said? He told me he 
didn't know what that meant*."

"Maybe he didn't." Janet says consolingly. "After all. he's 
only eleven years old..!'

As the modern pace of life has grown incessantly complex, 
so has relationshiping. The problem illustrated above amply 
demonstrates how Betty, although taking full advantage of 
our liberated life-style's freedom to experience loving and sex- 
ing with a "younger man." is unable to cope with the responsi 
bilities inherent in such a choice.

With this in mind I have devised a list of principles that the 
aione lover should keep in mind when rekuionshiping wiih a 
member of the opposite \ex. The prime goal here is to fully 
enjoy the pleasures of relating anu1 sexing. while at the same 
time maximizing personal proiectedness.

I. Choose partners you don't like. The choice of an appeal 
ing, likable sex partner, while seemingly an innocent act. 
paves the way for repeated sexing of the individual in que.s-

tion. After that, there's only one inevitable outcome—getting 
involved! No alone lover can discover the joys of completely 
safe isolation if he or she is constantly running into a desirable- 
other in his or her bed or body.

2. Take the lime lo not care uhoitiyour \\wdrobe. Selecting 
an unlikable sex partner is not enough lo ensure unhampered 
solitude after sexing if that individual finds voti attractive. The 
irick is lo appear as attractive as is necessary lo establish con 
tact with the other, while also assuring that that person will 
not insist on seeing you more than once. Unattractivencss 
begins with the wardrobe. Be sure to select clothing that does 
not flatter your natural assets (such as hair or eye color, hav 
ing two arms, etc.): select it from any of the numerous dis 
count outlets and "warehouse" stores speciali/ing in cut-rale 
horrible clothing.

3. Personal hygiene is a powerful tool. Nothing discourages 
repeated relating more than an olher whose habits of per 
sonal cleanliness arc found to be disgusting or "gross." Take 
full advantage of this fact by "grossing out" the potentially 
privacv-invading olher via not bathing, not brushing your 
teeth, and not attending to the myriad of personal cleanliness 
rituals required by the relalionshipful sector of society.

4. Be ohnoxious. Perhaps it was Shakespeare's Hamlet, of 
immortal dramatic fame, who was the first modem alone 
lover. In telling his intimate other Ophelia "where to go!' 
Hamlet demonstrated for all of us the importance of obnox-

continnetl on page 62
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O.C. & STIGGS 
ANNUAL GASH REPORT

Girls really hated it when we hung around by their rest room 
and formed our stomachs into simulated cracks.
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ne of the main reasons we decided to publish our first Annual Gash Re 
port is because it was such a monster year for all categories of our gash 
operations. We figured it would be a good idea to get everything down 
in some sort of formal record before we forget half the stuff that hap 
pened and permanently lose the satisfaction that comes from re 

creating a good fuck experience. We thought to ourselves, "But these are such 
incredible fuck stones, how could me or Stiggs forget them? Why sell $4,000 of our 
dad's stock certificates lo pay for a handsomely printed Annual Gash Report when 
we could just describe the gash in person and really vivify the action with all the 
sound effects and gestures that you can do with a live presentation?" But then we 
thought, "But, fuck, we'll have another complete library of fuck stories to remember 
after 1982 and they might push the 1981 stuff right out of our brains or maybe inter 
mingle with them and scramble up all the details." That might be okay if we knew 
ihe 1982 gash experiences were going to be better than the 1981 ones, but we don't, 
and it's probably impossible anyway, because this year's gash behavior was so fuck 
ing overwhelming. "So let's get it all down in a 84,000 professional report," we said 
to ourselves. And so we did. Thank you.

O.C. Oglevey, President
DC. & Stiggs Gash Operations. N'.A.

ALCOHOLIC FRIENDS 
OF MRS. SCHWAB

chwab, this completely pre 
posterous asshole kid we know, 
used to take up a lot of our time 
with the demanding regimen of 
harassment and tormenting we 

had to do to him. but when we found out 
that his mom was this incredibly wasted 
alcoholic with a whole circle of alcoholic 
women friends, we decided lo augment 
the usual Schwab routine with a dork job 
on Mrs. Schwab and her drunk friends. 
So when Mrs. Schwab, or. more specifi-

IN ARBITRARY I'M ]'S Ol I'MRtA! KN1NG 
! ft ]'!. ! IS IN PKIW>\ FOR GOOD

MRS. 
SCHWAB

MKV 
•lURCO'IT

MRS. 
WAUCilJ

cally. Eleanor, was having some of her 
friends over one afternoon to waste time 
and get drunk, we showed up and asked if 
we could join them because our fathers 
just died in a private-plane crash and we 
were real upset. They fell for it, especially 
Mi's. Byrd. since her husband dropped 
dead recently in the backyard and she 
could relate to the situation. So we gave 
her most of the i9fi-proof Everclear that 
we were passing off as housewife gin and 
then O.G. slipped her the rod in Eleanor 
Schwab's bedroom. Her skin had that 
great loneless chalky consistency of alco 
holic wrecks who do their weekly shop 
ping in 7-Elevens. plus her advanced 
liquor background had destroyed the 
nerves in her crack, so when she fell asleep 
during the sex, O.G. wasn't surprised and 
really didn't mind. Neither did I when 
O.C. came out into the living room and 
offered me a shot before she woke up, but 
Mrs. Schwab all of a sudden got into a 
screeching drunken rage when she figured 
out that we were putting it to her sleeping 
alcoholic pal on her bed. "Our dads really 
didn't die; we just wanted a piece of ass," 
we told Eleanor as she lunged at us with a 
bottle of mixer. It was great.
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THIS ENGLISH 
TEACHER THAT WAS 
A TOTAL DEVIATE

tiggs and me definitely did some 
major boning in the teacher area 
this year. It was pretty easy afler 
we saw Mrs. Dalton gelling fin 
gered in the staff parking lot by 

this Slavic custodian. Sliggs told her thai 
If she didn't let us bone her, we'd lell her

husband. So we got her maybe twenty 
times, mostly in parks and roadside rest 
areas and shit, but a couple of limes in a 
welfare hotel downtown, where Sliggs 
look a Polaroid of her with a green ba 
nana up her ass. -She was crazy. They 
finally fired her afier we turned her in.

"You're a deviate," Stiggs mentioned 
to Mrs. D the day they told her to get
her axs off campus.

DERANGED ERNA 
WARNKE ON A 
HAYRIDE

!.C. asked this girl Erna-
[Warnke to one of about fifty 
.hayridcs the Campus Life 

Jl religion dorks have every 
\-. year, which was a great con 

cept in gash arrangements for several rea 
sons. First off, Erna was famous for being 
permanently reamed in the head after 
this older guy boned her when she was 
under puberty. She always had this 
twisled, goofy expression on her face, and 
her hair was real thin and bizarrely

shaped, like the trauma of premature ex 
posure to the meat was so incredible that 
it not only stir-fried her brain but it radi 
ated all around her head and fucked up 
her expression and her hair follicles also. 
Second, every candy-ass organization like 
Campus Life that could hardly get any 
one lojoin them made it their special es- 
seniial mandate to recruit Erna Warnke 
and show everyone their general meriio- 
riousness by treating her like a fully qual 
ified human. Third, she wasn't; she was
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REVIEW OF OPERATIONS (CONT) 1

totally repellent and fucked up. Fourth, 
part of her fucked-up-ness was thai she 
had a standing twenty-four-hour hard-on 
for any guy that would even talk to her, 
and would do anything the guy wanted,

no matter where or when or how de 
mented It was, including blowing O.C. on 
a bale of hay while the Campus Life 
people were yelling at her to stop. It 
wrecked the whole night for everybody.

STEWARDESS OiN 
THE BRINK

his stewardess for TWA thai 
lives across from O.C. was 
having some real acute ro 
mance with a guy that lived 

___ next door to her and then the 
guy told her to blow oil. Since she was al 
most thirty and un some kind of mental 
edge about finding a husband, she had 
this greal breakdown and kept running 
over to the guy's donr and beating on it, 
yelling for him to talk to her. Then six- 
started neglecting herself and not comb

ing her hair and letting big nuggets of 
mascara collect all around her eyes; so 
that's when we decided it would be a good 
time to give her the meal. "We came over 
to give you the meat." Stiggs said to her 
when she answered her door, but we never 
got to ram her, because she was in a hurry 
to quit her job and check herself in to a 
brain ward. We wroir her two or three 
hundred follow-up tellers at the asylum, 
bul didn't make any progress until about 
six weeks later, 1

'See: "Mi-nlsJ I'aiicm- \\t Did m I'll; Masks"

MENTAL PATIENTS 
WE DID IN PIG MASKS

Getting the mental-fwlifnt residue off 
Sliggs's body was real critical to him.

uring second semester we found 
out there was a halfway house 
for lunatics where the steward 
ess we never got to bone was liv 

ing. Most of the girts there were 
prelty fat and dirty and it was about as 
much fun as doing it with livestock. So 
Stiggs and 1 busied in ihere late at night 
wiih these phony rubber pig masks on 
and boned a selection of retards directly 
against the walls, and then in the morning 
they told the social workers that took care 
of them all these stories about how they

got rattnc.hed up the fudge tunnel by pigs. 
\Ve were going to go back for a follow-up 
performance but most of (he deadheads 
got busted for hallucinating and got hit 
pretty good with insulin and electro-con 
vulsive therapy and ended up having 
about as much life in them as Mrs. Byrd 
on Evcrclear, plus their skin looked worse. 
We figured, Why take the risk of breaking 
into a building of zero-brainwave ma 
niacs wheji we can do Mrs. Byrd? We 
never got our hands on the stewardess, 
though; and that was a pretty big setback.
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AN EXPEDITION INTO 
SCHWAB'S ROOF

fter the job we had for about a 
week helping Schwab's father put 

the roof an a new addition to his 
house, we had an idea! arrange 
ment for prying into the fin 

est secret behavior of the Schwab family 
because of the extra crawl space we built 
into the ductwork. All we had lo do was 
pull this vent off the side of the attic and 
crawl through a duct to the register for 
Schwab's or his parents' room and watch 
them argue or beat off or whatever stuff 
the Schwab family might do that distin 
guished them as the most pathetic and os 
tracized dickheads in the entire city. It was 
particularly great when we saw Mr. 
Schwab find the blotches of sex gunk on 
the bedspread from (he Everclear stint

with Mrs.Byrd and ask his wife about it, 
mainly because Mrs. Schwab was so 
ashamed and revolted by the whole thing 
that she tolcl her husband that maybe her 
kid was responsible for the stains. Ob 
viously, this was a magic moment for us. 
Mrs. Schwab framing her own kid rather 
than deal with the reality of us putting it 
to her drunk friend on her bed, and Mr. 
Schwab actually believing that anyone as 
fucked up as his kid was capable of get 
ting a girl into his mom's bed and screw 
ing her, were two of the most incredible 
morsels of Schwababilia ever recorded in 
the history of persecuting Schwab. The 
(ive-thousand-watl pirate radio broadcast 
of the tape we made of the whole dis 
cussion was great.

AFTER THE BROADCAST AND HAYfclDE B

THIS GIRL WHOSE 
BOYFRIEND ACED 
HIMSELF

tiggs met this girl Rachel at a 
mall, where she was handing out 
these cheese samples for some 
extra-luminous food outlet that 
was supposed to look like a barn. 

So later we show up at her house for a visit 
when her parents were gone, which 
seemed like a generally attractive situa 
tion until Rachel lets on that her ex- 
boyfriend's in the other room and that he's 
just shot himself. Apparently the guy was 
pissed ofV about being an ex-boyfriend. 
Anyway, we instantly crossed Rachel off

for any boning thai afternoon, especially 
when she shows us this nnie the guy had 
clutched in his hand just before he 
checked out. It says. "I love you," which of 
course automatically required Rachel's 
complete repertoire of squealing and 
beeping and general self-reproach that 
would goon indefinitely. Sliggs couldn't 
get his hands on her for nearly a month, 
and even when he did. it didn't go too 
well because of (he deleterious effect of 
the gun I kept shooting off* outside and the 
gurgling noises I added. Stiggs was pissed.

MICHELLE MERGEN'S 
TITS

nee when we were at this 
party Michelle Mergen said 
something O,C. didn't like. 
so he told her not to say it 
again or he would deck her. 

But she was real drunk and did. so O.C. 
pushed her up against a brick wall and 
knocked her out cold with a shot to the

jaw. Some- other guy who was completely 
wiped out examined her for a couple sec 
onds, then decicled that she was dead even 
though she wasn't. "She's fucking dead," 
he announced, which was when everyone 
who'd always wanted lo see Michelle's tits 
pulled open her blouse for a feel, It was 
pretty sick, but great.
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REVIEW OF OPERATIONS (CONT.)

THEY TRIED TO 
NAB US FOR RAPE

ith the elephantine bulk of

i
the gash activity this year 
it was pretty well expected 
that someone we put the 
meal to would snap after- 

lay out the whole .story for her 
parents or the cops. So that's what Gret 
chen Mendenhall did following a honing 
by Stiggs in a parking lot at the slate fair, 
and the result was naturally a full-blown 
rape trial even though the gir! practically 
attacked Stiggs and liked his log so much 
that she paid his way into the fair later on 
and bought him about seventy-five 
chances to win her a cloth worm. Anyway, 
the trial was great, especially since we sroi 
off the whole thing by parading a huge 
number of guys up to the witness stand

FINANCIAL STATEMENTS

who said they also put it to Gretchen and 
thus established by a preponderance of 
the evidence that Gretchen was a whore. 
Most of lhe guys really did a creditable 
job of coming up with good fuck testi 
mony, particularly Wilson Moon, this 
frightening mulatto we met at the fair 
who testified that Gretchen gave him a. 
handjob on the Octopus. "Who wants to 
go faster now?" Wilson said the Octopus 
operator kept yelling over a loudspeaker, 
and then Gretchen would really speed up 
the stroking. Wilson's real slow accent and 
horrible teeth really gave the story a nice 
texture, as well as the intermittent weep 
ing and racket from Gretchen's side of the 
courtroom. Gretchen's dad was the most 
pissed off.

CONSOLIDATED 
STATEMENT OF 
FUNDS UTILIZED 
AND SQUANDERED 
BECAUSE OF US

FUNDS EXPENDED FOR OPERATIONS

Kverdcar...........� S 8.(HJ
We! fa re - ho i H rooms......................................................................................................................... 17.00
Polaroid Ii!m......� 11.00
Bananas.............� 1.00
Postage for letters to asylum ............................................................................................................ 45.00
Hayriclc lirkcs ...� 4.00
Pigmasks...........� 10.00
Cornel...............� -50
Pistol ammuni� fi.OO
CassciU'iapc...� --HO
Gas and abuse \f<Mn:vtw.................................................................................................................. __ JiT-Oj)

	S141.50

FUNDS EXPENDED BY OTHER PEOPLE
AS A RESULT OF OUR OPERATIONS_________________________

Cleaning Eleanor Schivab's bedspread .................................................................................... S 15.00
Botlle of mixer broken by Eleanor ........................................................................................... '-00
Loss of income, to Mrs. Datum.................................................................................................. 7,850.00
Bill tbrherproctoscopi, ............-......................„..,......—........................................................... 75.00
Ixiss of income 10 the stewardess .............................................................................................. 16,900.00
Mental-hospital bilis................................................................................................................ 7,450.00
Loss of federal funding id school from Erna Warlike'*- staying hnnif two months ................... 900.00
Insulin.electricily. special vegetable rare at menial hospital.................................................. 18.700.00
Loss of federal funding tosvhoo) from Schwab'ssia) \nu. home three months.......................... 1,350.00
Court and aitorncy ^M^.......................................................................................................... 10.000.00
Genera! pain and suffering for evcryont;................,..,..,............,..,............................................ 1.000,000.00

	1.003.241.00

.Net Success of Operations

REPORT OF 
INDEPENDENT 
FRIENDS WHO 
KNOW ALL THIS 
STUFF IS TRUE

In our opinion, everything that O.C. and Stiggs say happened in this report really 
happened exactly and totally the way O.C, and Stiggs say it did and il was great, so 
help us God.

SI ice-Whorehouse and Co.
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Slip into 
little Two Fingers.

Two Fingers8 
Dorm Shirt or 
T-Shirt.
It'll cover you up. It'll keep you warm. 
Besides, it says you have good taste 
when it comes to Tequila. Two Fingers. 
Order it up ... the Tequila and the 
shirts. Just fill out the coupon below 
and send along $6.95 for each shirt. 
The rest is up to you.

Send check or money order lo: 
Two Fingers Tequila 
Merchandise Offer 
RO, Box 02609 
Detroil. Ml 48202
Please send me_____ Dorm Shirts 
and/or ______ T-Shirts. I have 
enclosed $6.95 for each shirt ordered.
Specify women's Dorm shirt size(s): 
D Small D Medium C3 Urge D Extra Large

Specify men's T-Shirt size(s):
D Small D Medium D Laige D Btita Urge - -

I

No purchase required Allow 46 weeta fat delivery 
(5ITer good in Comments! U.S. only. Void where piohlblled

I by law Michigan residents add sales lox.

•c 1981. Imported and bottled by Hiram 
Walker & Sons, Inc. Burllngame, CA. 
Tequila, 80 Proof. Product of Mexico.

Two Fingers is all i
Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



Parents
of the Giris

of the
Eastwest

Conference
pictorial essay

By MICHAEL REISS
ij there's anyone who doesn't- love
these girls in the same way we do,

it's apparent it's a parent

LOU AND ANNE DIMEO; Darien, Connecticut
ANNE: "Let's face it; we weren't too happy to see our daughter Virginia 
turning up in Nympho and Slut and the Crabs Gazette every month; 
but we understood. She wanted to become a movie actress, and that 
was the only exposure she could get. But it finally did pay off She 
got $1,200 to star in A Taste of Ginger. Of course, it's not a classic 
movie, or even a very, very good one, but it is a start. And while it 
still has a lot of that nude stuff—what movie doesn't these days?— 
it does give our Virginia a few minutes to show off her acting ability. 
Now, I know we're prejudiced, but we really thought she gave a 
magnificent performance. And since she's the only girl in the movie, 
she really does stand out from the pack. So now we're sure it's just a 
matter of time before they offer her a big Hollywood contract. We've 
waited about six months already, so it should be any day now."

STU GROTH; Tempe, Arizona
STU: "I mean, heck, there's really nothing 
to be ashamed about, is there? So it's my 
daughter, so she's naked—what's the big 
deal? The human body is a very beautiful 
thing, and if it's handled right, it can be— 
well—very beautiful. It's art, kind of like 
those Greek statues; they're all bare, but no 
one says, 'Put some clothes on them, they're 
so dirty.' Well, it's the same thing with my 
daughter. Anyway, her photo is really pretty 
subtle; you can't see just everything. You 
know, there's still a little bit left to the 
imagination. After all, this wasn't in some 
cheap scum porno magazine. It was in Vulva. 

They're pretty respectable. And it's not like this 
is how my daughter plans to make tier living 
forever; she's just going to do it far a few 
years, so she can earn enough to go to 
college and med school. Then she can 
become a doctor, to keep people healthy and 
heal the sick. Which, if you ask me, makes 
the whole thing pretty much all right, 
all right?"
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JACK AND MARY McGILPIN; 
Lancaster, Pennsylvania

JACK: "Boy, they grow up fast, don't they?
One minute they're just babies in diapers;
the next minute, there they are, posing for

Boner Monthly, The kids leave home and all
you've got left is a bunch of old snapshots.

So we spend our time looking at pictures of
our Susan, watching her turn from a tiny girt

into o big, beautiful woman. Of course, it's
tough to pick favorites, but I guess we like

her centerfold the best. It's a lot bigger than
the others, and it certainly is more

professional than anything I could snap with
my Instamatic. And it is just about all we've

seen of Sue in the past few years, so we're
just glad that she's looking so healthy and so

pretty and that she's becoming such a big
celebrity. No, sir, we couldn't be prouder of

our little girl. No we couldn't. No, sir."

FRANK AND EDNA JOY ELL, San Diego, California
FRANK: "Ever since she was a little girl, all our little Kathy wanted 
was to be a model. So we scrimped and saved to have her teeth 
straightened and her hair styled professionally, and to buy her all the 
most beautiful clothes. And we hoped and we prayed that someday 
Kathy would get her big break in modeling. Well, last month our 
prayers were answered: the people at Wet Pussy magazine published 
this full-page photo of our daughter.

"Of course, there's more to her than this. She's got a beautiful 
smile, and her mother's nose, and big blue eyes just like her old dad. 
But I think this shot shows enough. It says here's a beautiful girl, 
slim, who's very clean and very much at ease in front of a camera. 
And I think any high-class fashion photographer reading Wet Pussy 
will see the picture and realize that our Kathy has just what it takes. 
After all, even Brooke Shields and Margaux Hemingway started out 
this way, didn't they?"
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The

of

by John Bendel

f r I ony Romaine never made it to the big time as a singer, but he
seems to have had a good time in his relative obscurity. After

——• his death in an automobile accident in 1980, it was discovered
that the self-proclaimed "best-loved lover on Long Island" had taped a
kind of oral diary on a cassette recorder he kept in his 1972 Coupe de
Vilie. This is a transcript of one of his tapes:

T he broads love me. I mean, I really 
drive them crazy. Take Rhonda. for 

example. 1 never did find out her last 
name, but I'll tell you one thing, she 
was one of the best-looking dames I 
ever saw, with a pretty little round ass, 
tits like light bulbs, and a space be 
tween her legs about four fingers wide. 
1 liked her face too.

I first saw her when she came in to 
the Double Knit Room at the Bethpage 
Best Western Motel. I was in the mid 
dle of a set. She was with Nunzio Dec. 
They call him the Cruncher, because 
he's a hit man forTortolini, up in West- 
chester. Nunzio was really putting on 
the dog. He must have given Marty, 
the maitre'd', a fat tip, because Marty 
comes down to the front table and tells 
the bald guy sitting there with his 
baggy wife that they'll have to move. 
Then he ushers down Nunzio and 
Rhonda.

Anyhow, I had a good set going, you 
know? I had just warmed up the house 
with "Emergency Love Squad" and 1 
was into "I've Got Hair on My Chest 
Just for You, Babe." The next thing I 
know, Nunzio's date is winking at me.

Well, you know me. I love to turn 
them broads on, so I take the mike off 
the stand and walk to the edge of the 
little stage, so I can sing right to her. It

always gets them. They just love it.
But I kind of forgot about Nunzio. 

Marty told me later that the guy had 
three cigarettes lit at the same time and 
was pounding his fist on the table, but 
me. I didn't notice.

What I did see was that Rhonda had 
turned in her chair so that I could look 
right up her dress. She didn't have any 
panties on. One of the guys in the band 
dropped his trumpet when he saw, but I 
kept cool and finished the set. Then I 
went out to the parking lot to have a 
smoke in my Caddy and kind of cool off.

The next thing you know, here's 
Rhonda walking over to my car. She 
gets in—hey. 1 didn't invite her or 
nothing—then tells me that Nunzio 
thinks she's in the bathroom. She tells 
me she wants me to fuck her real quick.

Now, normally 1 don't go for quick 
ies in my car. I mean, I've got real white 
leatherette upholstery, and sexual fluids 
could really mess it up. But Rhonda 
was a real looker. I figured I only had a 
few minutes and it was now or never. I 
tell her okay. So she hikes up her dress 
and we go to it, moaning and groaning 
and twisting around, until somehow I 
wound up with one of my legs dangling 
out the passenger-side window. That's 
when she accidentally hit the electric 
window button. The window zipped

closed on my ankle and jammed.
So we're trying to get untangled 

when who shows up but Nunzio. He 
must have seen the car rocking from 
across the lot. Anyhow, he yanks open 
the passenger-side door, the one with 
my foot in the window, which drags me 
across the seat, onto the pavement.

So I'm lying there on my back with 
my pants around my knees and one foot 
still stuck in the car window. That's 
when Rhonda decides it's time to save 
her own ass. She starts crying and tell 
ing Nunzio about how I kidnapped her 
on her way to the ladies' room and 
made her come out here.

Nunzio is pissed.
"If you ever touch my girl again," he
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says, "I'll carve a trapdoor in your 
throat and tie sailor's knots in those 
golden vocal cords of yours." Then he 
pulls out a shiv that looks like a cavalry 
saber and slices off my pants.

"C'mon, baby," he says, and Rhon- 
da scrambles out of the car, right over 
me. She straightens out her skirt, then 
looks down at me and says, "You 
worm!" And they march off arm in arm.

Now, believe me, I could have made 
a lot of trouble for Nunzio. I mean, 1 
could have had him iced. But 1 only 
have so many favors owed to me and 1 
don't want to use them up on punks like 
that. Besides, I did get a new song out 
of it. It's called "I've Got My Foot ii the 
Door of Love."

W ell, 1 never thought I'd see 
Rhonda again. But about three 

weeks later I'm playing the Corinthian 
Leather Lounge out in Patchogue and 
she shows up on the arm of this eight- 
foot-tall palooka.

This time I know she's bad medicine, 
so when I do the bit where I go into the 
audience and sing to the broads, I ig 
nore her on purpose. But 1 can see that 
she's throwing me kisses and squeezing 
her tits together to play up her cleavage. 
I can also see that the palooka isn't too 
happy about it at all.

So I wrap up the set with "The Way I 
Am" and 1 duck into the bar as fast as I 
can. But out of the corner of my eye I 
can see her getting up from the table

and walking toward the bar too. The 
palooka is watching every wiggle in her 
walk and he's steaming.

Now, Tony Rornaine ain't afraid of 
nobody. But why stick your neck out? 
So before she gets to the bar, I go 
into the men's room. I figure I'll hide 
in the crapper until she goes away.

So, I'm sitting there in the can, when 
I hear the door open. It's Rhonda.

"Tony, you in there?" she says. Oh, 
no, \ think, and I try to be real quiet. 
But I can hear the door close and the 
sound of her heels on the tile floor. She 
starts opening the stalls, one by one.

I was in the third one.
"Oh, Tony!" she hollers. "I'm so 

sorry for what happened. Please let me 
make it up to you!" That's when she 
pulls up her dress, squats across my lap, 
and starts tugging at my pointer.

Now, I know I get these broads 
cranked up, but this is a little much even 
for me. And while I'm sitting there 
trying to figure out what to do next, I 
hear the bathroom door open again, 
followed by footsteps that sound like a 
grizzly bear with shoes on.

"Oh my God!" she whispers in my 
ear. "I think it's Flavio!"

I do not have to ask who Flavio is.
So the monster goes into the stall 

next to us to take a dump, and now I'm 
looking down at his right shoe that 
looks like a leather canal barge, and 
Rhonda is standing on my lap, where 
she jumped, so her feet wouldn't show- 
under the door.

"I've got an idea," she whispers. 
Then she tells me how I've got to give 
her my clothes, so she can sneak out of 
here without being noticed. I guess 1 
wasn't thinking too clearly, because I 
told her okay.

Have you ever tried to slip out of a 
tuxedo without making a sound, while 
sitting on a toilet with a broad standing 
on your lap? Take it from me—it 
doesn't work.

What happens is Rhonda slips while 
trying to undo my bow tie and her foot 
gets lodged in the toilet bowl. Now, if 
someone is standing in the same toilet 
bowl you're sitting on, it's real hard to 
get up. So I've got nowhere to go. Be 
sides, I'm now all wrapped up in my 
own suspenders, and it's clear that 
there's no way we're going to get out of 
this one.

The same thing must have occurred 
to Rhonda too, because all of a sudden 
she's screaming, "Help! Help! Rapist!" 
And^ of course, in less than a second, 
there's the palooka standing in the stall 
door; holding up his pants.
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Now, if someone is standing in the 
same toilet bowl you're sitting on, it's real hard to get up.

I think I said something bright like 
"You must be Flavio." But that's all 1 
remember until I woke up in the doc 
tor's office.

Now, under the circumstances, I 
couldn't get all that mad at Flavio. 
After all, he thought he was doing his 
duty as a concerned citizen. Of course, 
I could have come down hard on him, 
but that's not my way, you know? He 
had nothing against me personally.

But I was beginning to wonder about 
Rhonda. I mean, it was clear that she 
really loved me a lot, but she had a 
funny way of coming on, you know?

I tried to write a song about that 
episode too, but all I could come up 
with was a line about how when we 
build our little love nest the walls will 
go all the way to the floor. Not too 
catchy, you know?

A nyhow, it took me a few weeks to 
heal up from that one, and mean 

while I was getting nervous. At first I 
thought if I ever saw her again. I'd just 
dive off the stage and get the hell out of 
there. But I realized that wouldn't look 
too good. Then I figured I'd tone down 
the act, so she wouldn't get too turned 
on. But that wouldn't be fair to the rest 
of the broads in the audience—you 
know, my fans.

Finally, I decide that the only thing to 
do is give the broad a dose of her own 
medicine. She wants to set me up, then 
cry rape? Hey, two can play that game! 
I may not be in the big time yet. but 
Tony Romaine is nobody's fool.

Anyhow, it was a few weeks later. I 
was playing the El Dorado Room at the 
Hicksville Ramada Inn when Rhonda 
comes in. It's really a shame we 
couldn't meet under better circum 
stances, because this broad is a looker, 
let me tell you, and she's with the big 
gest guy in the universe. Him I know 
right away. It was Vito "the Muscle." 
He collected gambling debts for Rocco 
"the Scoop" Macaroono in Brooklyn. 
He was mean, and he really seemed to 
like Rhonda a lot. He was hanging all 
over her, kissing her neck, rubbing her 
thigh under the table, and staring down 
at those tits.

But Rhonda wasn't paying much at 
tention. She had her eyes on me. She 
was moving her head around and wink 
ing, trying to get eye contact. My act 
drove her crazy.

I didn't want to look at her, because I 
didn't want any trouble, but I couldn't 
help myself. She was moving her lips 
without making a sound, mouthing the 
words "I'm sorry."

Great. Just great. So here I am finish 
ing up the act again, and I know I'm not 
even safe in the bathroom. But this time 
at least I have a plan.

So I wrap things up and spend a few 
minutes throwing kisses to all the old 
broads in the audience, who love that 
kind of stuff. Then I come off the stage 
and head for the bar. Sure enough, lean 
see Rhonda grabbing her handbag and 
making an excuse to Vito, who doesn't 
look too happy at all. She starts after 
me.

I can sense her closing in behind me 
as I walk past the men's room, into the 
bar, and toward the door that opens onto 
the Ramada Inn lobby. I've got to make 
sure there are lots of people around. I 
can't let her get me alone again; so I go 
into the lobby.

There was a big sign by the desk that 
said, "Welcome to the Love Without 
Sex Seminar—Room IG." The semi 
nar must have just ended, because the 
lobby was full of geeks and wimps and 
the ugliest people you've ever seen, all 
shaking hands good night.

It was time to get even.
I whirled around and there she was, 

right behind me, with that same fiery 
look in her eyes. But this time 1 was 
ready for her.

Now, being in the entertainment 
business, you never know what's going 
to happen, so I've always kept a Satur 
day-night special in my Caddy. Since 
the incident in the men's room, though. 
I'd been wearing it strapped under my 
armpit.

I reached for the gun with my right 
hand, and into my pants pocket for my 
wallet with my left hand.

She was already talking. "I'm really 
sorry. Tony," she was saying, but 1 in 
terrupted her.

"Here, hold these," I said, handing 
her my wallet and the gun.

She took them both without think 
ing, looked at me a little funny, then 
started to beg for a quickie again before 
Vito caught on. But I cut her off.

I threw my arms up and hollered, 
"Don't shoot! Please don't shoot!"

In an instant, everyone in the lobby 
was looking at us. There was a general

sucking in of breath, then a hubbub of 
talk as the people nearest us backed 
slowly away. One chicken-face near the 
desk dove to the floor.

"Please!" I said. "Take the wallet, 
but don't shoot! I want to live!"

Rhonda's mouth had dropped open 
now, and she was staring at me.

"Hey, Tony!" she whispers. "What's 
the matter with you? AH these funny- 
looking people are staring at us!"

"You'll never get away with this!" I 
shouted. I knew I had her now. Yes, sir. 
Tony Romaine had gotten his revenge, 
and it was sweet. I loved it.

The trouble is, it was all downhill 
from there. I hadn't thought things 
through any further than this moment, 
and things began to sort of unravel.

Rhonda turned toward the people, 
who were watching wide-eyed as they 
slowly backed away.

"Do you believe this goofball?" she 
says, and tries to hand me back my 
wallet and gun. But 1 kept my hands up 
and the act going. I guess I should have 
taken them back and ended it right 
there, but like I said, I hadn't really 
thought it through.

So the next thing I know, Vito is 
coming through the door from the bar 
and Rhonda hands him my wallet and 
gun and says, "Look at this jerk. Do 
you know what he just pulled on me?" 
Then she tells him.

There's one thing about guys like 
Vito. They don't steam like real people 
before they get physical, you know? 
They just kind of look at you like you 
were a cheese Danish, then they break 
you in half.

Now, you know very well that I 
could have really hurt Vito. But it just 
didn't seem like the right thing to do. 
Better to just lie there bleeding on the 
floor than make a big deal out of it, you 
know? Besides, I had my revenge. I 
had gotten even with Rhonda and I 
never did see her again.

And someday when Tony Romaine is 
really big, when I'm selling millions of 
records and playing the Nassau Coli 
seum, they're all going to know why 1 
didn't make a big deal out of it. Be 
cause Tony Romaine isn't a small guy, 
that's why. When I'm a big star, they're 
all going to understand that.

Meanwhile, though, I've got to 
watch out for those broads. I'm telling 
you, they just love me like crazy. D
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From the man who gave you Endless Lore... 
A shameless remake of a cinema classic...
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(oofe his pleasure right umler his nose... FRANCO ZEFFIRELLI'S

I hik itieyele Seat Thief
STARRING CO-STARRING

'osephCAUFA
'JIAIENIE

PIZZACOLO

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



n y _rj fJ1 r r Jjlkj-i)**<s i —-—/— — ^ ̂  .1 i^.^—i^^

My Ttea/ Story, from Dick to Peter to Rod

f
.he year 1942 was dawning. 

v J While Sweden hid behind 
the rest of Europe's skirts, 

| Adolf Hitler's unfashion- 
^—^^ ably outfitted troops 

charged into France—or was it En 
gland?—that year. But in a tiny little 
room in a maternity ward in Stockholm 
on 6 October, Britt Marie Ekland came 
kicking and screaming into the world, a 
world full of bombs and guns and men 
who grow up to be Nazis that she had 
no control over at all.

My childhood passes with the sea 
sons, and I found myself growing older, 
and yet also heavier. Memories linger

like pastel paper kites soaring over the 
reindeer preserves just outside the city. 
Dressed in my jorgenfrock. the tradi 
tional licorice-tasting jogging suit of 
Swedish youth, 1 stroll along a narrow 
village road with Bangt, my brother. He 
and 1 hold hands as we cross the shal 
low stream that will take us to the clog- 
genstappen (shoelace factory). We 
exchange casual confidences about the 
foul-smelling cheeses our father has 
hung up on the living-room wall in a 
conscious imitation of Swedish nobility. 
I pretend that Bangt is no longer rny 
brother but a savage Viking prince from 
the days of old. commanding a legion

of followers from high atop the magnif 
icent war skates of centuries past. Then 
a pile of leaves, and I hear a battle cry, 
horses galloping in the dark, feel a 
strange warmth flushing my body...

The shoelaces would have to wait.
My affair with Kjorn Andercobb 

began when we were both enrolled in 
an accelerated program of hamborg- 
killen (butchery school) at the Dimsk 
Institute, in the scenic town of Scrub. 
We Swedes consider the scientific cut 
ting of beef an art unsurpassed by any, 
so my acceptance at this prestigious 
meat factory could only be compared to 
the mousy seventeen-year-old girl that 1

What were they like in bed? The Incredible Hulk was a weakling. All 
those strong things he did on TV were special effects. Andy Rooney kepi 
telling me how profound he was, and the Maharishi mesmerized me into 
offering my spiritual services to him by servicing his unpaid disciples for 
the dirty work they did.
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was, discovering [he cure for malaria, 
like Sir Walter Raleigh, or making 1.000 
points in pinstripes, as your heroic fat 
man Babe Ruth.

Kjorn was several years farther along 
in [he program, and served as an ap 
prentice to a local butcher, a most en 
vied and sought-after position. He had 
also acquired a reputation for much 
droller)', and such a display of wit first 
attracted my interest. In the midst of a 
special knife-sharpening seminar, an 
advanced course to which I had been 
admitted only after long and arduous 
favors to the headmaster. Kjorn contin 
ually delighted and entertained me by 
making forward comments on rare 
meat and what lay underneath the folds 
of my laboratory outfit, and by balanc 
ing the pudenthunker (large saw for 
neutering obstreperous bulls) on his 
nose while reciting dirty limericks. I 
could feel the blush creep down from 
my cheeks all the way down to mois 
tened lower regions covered with satin 
panties embroidered with moose- 
lynching scenes of local village life. I 
quickly gave him my phone number, 
eager for nothing more than a casual 
evening of munching the tawdry ice 
cream treat so popular with students at 
the local cafe. As 1 briskly dried my hair 
with the elk-scented towel passed on to 
me by my maternal grandmother. I 
heard a loud noise outside in the nar 
row corridor, followed by a loud rap on 
the thin door. Weak with anticipation. I 
turned the knob to see Kjorn in an ex 
cited condition naked atop the head 
master's prize pet albino steer. He

President Kennedy wanted to create a new cabinet post 
for me: secretary of sex. But before he could, tragedy 
struck in Dallas.

gingerly guided the drugged animal to 
the center of the living room as I 
squealed with girlish delight. Leaping 
down onto the floor with the savage 
battle cry of the brave cow tenders to 
the north, Kjorn took me passionately 
on the carpet, roughly thrusting his 
stout member into every conceivable 
nook and cranny of my heaving body, 
as the "borrowed" farm animal 
watched mutely. Just before dawn. 
Kjorn finally exhausted himself, and 
fell into a deep slumber. 1 hastily threw 
on my dressing gown and looked at the 
closed shops of the town below, as the 
sleepy steer softly burped, and unhur

riedly relieved its bladder. Only now. I 
thought, do I understand what it is to be 
a woman.

Over the next two months. Kjorn and 
I made love in every conceivable place 
and position. In coffeehouses we would 
sneak under the tables and rut like 
crazed animals, rattling the floorboards 
until everyone's pitcher of cream turned 
to solid ice milk. At our place of wor 
ship, the Church of God the Ski Profes 
sional, with a wink and a shared smile 
we often hurried out before the final 
snow rituals for impromptu sexing in 
the warm backseat of Kjorn's mint 
°reen Volvo.

/ don't remember much of what I did with Alan Hale. I recall an island. 
and lots of bananas, coconuts, and big things that must hare been 
tropical cucumbers. Alan must have been a vegetarian, though I do 
remember screaming "Pork" all the time. Mark Spitz could only do it in 
water, which got boring.
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In school we threw caution to the 
wind, adjourning early to ihe meat 
lockers, where the chilly atmosphere 
quickly unfroze with the lires of our 
passion, as we made love among the 
huge sides of beef and thick rings of 
sausage.

But. alas. I soon realized that Kjorn. 
adorable knocklehaad, could not be the 
one for me. While he appeared content 
to thaw and slice meats all afternoon 
with a beloved dopey grin on his face, 
my thoughts wandered elsewhere. I 
thought of young girls turning lo old 
women with the stench of calves' brains 
about them, and I started to gag. Soon 
my ears caught music coming through 
the window from a bar across the street, 
and the blinding beat of Kjale and the 
Yarboroughs beckoned a Briti intent on 
a life involving more than prime cuts 
and cut fingers.

And so my all air with Kjale began 
that afternoon. I couldn't say good-bye 
to Kjorn because of an extremely 
urgent manicure appointment, though 1 
did think of him often for several days 
afterward. Kjorn, if you are reading this 
today, please forgive the changing 
whims of an uncertain young girl: and 1 
hope the rumors of vour horrid painful 
drowning are not true, and if lliey arc. 1 
would have tried to have been there by 
your side, but 1 sent your family a card 
anyway, and (hey never wrote back.

The same goes for you. Kjale. And 
also thanks for the introduction to the 
friend of a friend in the Swedish enter 
tainment industry. Litile did I realize 
that the first film, with the marching

bands and' those unbelievable dwarfs, 
would point me solidly toward a new 
career.

u _^ eter Sellers entered my 
| I life a few months later. 
^^^r Through dedicated pur- 
f suit of my new goal to be- 

^^—^ come a total actress. I had 
managed to land a small part in the 
traveling comedy revue Swedish Sex 
Kit I ens, which Sellers came to see dur 
ing its limited run in a small West End 
bedroom in London. After the show, he 
dropped by to offer his congratulations: 
and after gracefully breaking my wed 
ding engagement to the company's di 
rector (who really was a very bad driver, 
and I'm sure it was an accident later on 
that evening). Sellers and I embarked 
on a whirlwind romance. Ironically 
enough for such a well-known comic 
actor. Sellcrs's sense of humor rarely 
surfaced in private life. I often felt the 
burden lo entertain him when we were 
alone, which I would do by scrunching 
up my face in odd ways and sticking out 
my tongue and rolling my eyes like a 
drunken sailor. He would gaze at me 
with a vacant far-off look in his eyes. 
and I felt happy knowing the pleasure I 
had brought him.

Things quickly became very intense 
with Sellers, and I booted the soccer 
team out of my cramped four-room 
apartment. I was young and in love, and 
a slave to Sellers's hot-and-cold-rtinning 
passion. Alas. I did not know that such 
a waterfall could so soon run dry and 
leave me by myself, scooping up sand in

the desert.
People often ask me to describe ihe 

more intimate side of my relationship 
with Sellers. Perhaps it remains an in 
hibition left over from my rather puri 
tanical upbringing, but 1 often feel 
uncomfortable discussing such private 
matters. So I generally shrug my head, 
give a shy smile, and bring out the car 
tons of pornographic films and slides 
that I secretly took during our time to 
gether. This spares me the pain of hav 
ing to talk about such matters as the 
orange sock puppet Ernie that Sellers 
often placed around his stout and glib 
member, giving an off-1he-cuff vaude 
ville-type organ show that had me 
smacking my lips with delight. Or the 
endless cocaine-crazed sex sessions, 
during which Sellers often would be 
come so excited that he would shoot off 
like a rocket even before I slipped out of 
the mountain climber's outfit. Or all the 
private little lovers" games that we 
played, such as Tarzan and Jane in 
Greece. Ear's to You. The Mermaid and 
the Spanish Inquisition. Where's the 
Flashlight?. Rubber Roll-a-rama. and 
Wilderness Safari. (Wilderness Safari 
was a personal favorite of mine, though 
I sometimes felt that two matched boa 
constrictore was going a bit too far.) As I 
have said, such affairs are private, and I 
would no more think of revealing them 
in ail their sordid details than I would 
admit to knowing that Sellers's mum 
was a boozer who belted it down like 
Kool-Aid. It is the wisest course to leave 
such things to the reader's imagination.

The weeks passed merrily, and after

/ was once in love with the real King Kong, hut he had to return to Africa, 
where he's the secretary of commerce for one of those new nations. We 
had a child—Martin Luther King Kong, Jr. The prince and I are still very 
much in love, and I see him (/ten. Jerry Lewis is the only man I've ever 
been ashamed about.
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my gently drugging his wine with a 
strong sedative. Sellers proposed. I was 
madly in love and immediately ac 
cepted, giving him Ihc small sheaf of 
papers to sign that my attorney had so 
thoughtfully drawn up. Call me naive, 
but 1 didn't even consider the seventeen- 
year difference in our ages as an ob 
stacle. My love flowed so purely and 
intensely thai age or money (the law 
yer's report estimated Sellerss worth at 
£1.000,000) held no sway over my 
enslaved heart. After the wedding, 
Sellers set me up in a large town house 
in London, as 1 had been offered a film 
there while he was oft"to shoot in Holly 
wood. Little did I realize lhat the house 
would become my prison and I its 
prisoner, held captive by my new hus 
band's insane bouts of jealousy and 
possessiveness.

I he first indication occurred 
la few days later when he 
telephoned around mid 
night. "Hello. Brill." His 
squeaking voice quavered 

across the ocean. "How've you been, 
ducky?"

I felt a tremendous pressure well up

inside of me. "What do you mean by 
that?" I demanded angrily. "I'm not 
having simultaneous affairs with my 
handsome co-star and powerful direc 
tor, so stop harassing me. And if a lonely 
"irl in London wants to have the New
C

York Knicks over for a couple of days. I 
think that's her own business, too. You 
should just see what a shabby locker 
room they have, and I think they de 
serve a litlle consideration and hospi 
tality while shooting baskets in a foreign 
land!'

"But. Britt. dumpling, I just wanted to 
say how much I miss you and.."

I thrust the telephone away from my 
ear. I couldn't stand to hear his hys 
terical, groveling apologies. Not after 
the way he'd treated me...

The Piaget gold watch and Carrier 
diamonds that slunk their way into the 
house the next day did a little to help 
soothe my wounded feelings, but I soon 
experienced more of Sellers's explosive 
tantrums. Every few days he would ring 
me up with his "How are you?" routine, 
until I became a nervous wreck. Still, 
my love could not diminish, and after 
the end of filming, and a delightful 
wrap party with the Vienna Boys Choir,

I meekly chartered a jumbo jet and flew 
off to reunite with my husband, the one 
true love of my life.

In our beautiful house offof Mulhol- 
land Drive in the Hollywood Hills, 
Sellers revealed more eccentricities. He 
refused to participate in the harmless 
knife-throwing exhibitions I had so 
carefully fussed over, and showed a 
morbid fear of the puppy-dog-cute 
flesh-eating piranhas I playfully bred in 
his bottled drinking water. He would 
gaze absently out the window, and to 
help alleviate my loneliness 1 busied 
myself making the boomencrashcns 
(small incendiary bombs) of my native 
land. He would go into fits of panic if 
just one of the gay devices so much as 
exploded within a few feel of him dur 
ing his solitary afternoon strolls.

In addition. Sellers proved a bona 
fide hypochrondriac. His wily doctor 
had duped him into the belief thai he 
suffered from something known as a 
"heart condition," and Sellers faithfully 
took his medicine like a docile school 
boy. In order to cure him of this foolish 
habit I secretly emptied his prescription 
ooltle down Uie loo and refilled it with 
powerful amphetamine capsules, hop-

Eve ry one of these men were, and still are, in love with me. Even Nikita, 
Nelson, Adlai, and Hi. Gary was the biggest; Hi was the best.
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ing to shock him back to his senses. 
Somehow he must have found out. as in 
bed shortly afterward he suddenly 
clutched his chest and began fighting 
for breath, whining about the intense 
pain shooting down his left arm. "Brill, 
help. I'm having a heart attack." he 
gasped, in a marvclous simulation of 
complete physical agony. I had a mind 
lo let him carry on this charade until he 
tired of it, but unfortunately at that mo 
ment unexpected guests arrived at the 
front door and I was loath to have 
them witness this spectacle. "All right." 1 
groaned, slowly inching out of my In 
dian-chief costume. "I'll go ealt a doc 
tor. Let the baby have his way.."

In a span of perhaps two hours, 
Sellers suffered seven consecutive 
"heart attacks." Recovery seemed 
doubtful, and for days he lay tor 
mented, behind a too-thick glass parti- 
lion, hooked up to all sorts of tubes and 
respiratory equipment. 1 tried every 
little thing a dutiful wife could to make 
her man comfortable. "Does he really 
need that oxygen mask?" I inquired of 
sympathetic interns. "I know someone 
who would be very grateful if we could 
just get rid of that tacky thing. It must 
be a half si/.e too large." Or. "If we can't 
make love, can I perform a slow strip 
tease for him? The stimulation could 
only do the man good."

Miraculously, Sellers began to regain 
his health. He spoke of the intensity of 
the experience of his close brush with 
death, and talked animatedly on how ii 
affected his viewpoints on the larger 
issues of life. I dutifully stilled a yawn 
and prayed this wouldn't mean he was 
becoming a religious nutbar as well as a

paranoid compulsive. To get Sellers's 
mind off all that self-torture. I cheer 
fully concocted stories about people 
who had suffered hearl attacks almost 
as massive as his, who had gone back to 
their own full, productive lives for 
weeks before dropping like bloated 
ducks downed by a powerful rifle.

But with the gradual return of health. 
Sellers soon turned back to his old 
ways. I remember the pained look he 
shot me as I held an innoceni conversa- 
lion with my mother in Swedish by his 
bedside. I turned to her and mentioned 
an old family story. "Folk.cn mermen 
uder Sellers; weaken sicken cannot get 
it up and innen"-some innocent tale 
about my brother's ice-skating trip, 
which Sellers refused to believe.

_ . tried, as a woman so full of 
[ love, to make my marriage 
I work. But a few weeks after 
| Sellers's release came the final 

- mi i straw. My husband (though by 
tliis time strictly only in a legal sense) 
threw a fit of anger when 1 casually 
mentioned that I had lo leave for a few 
days to help tend several sick friends of 
mine who happened lo belong to the 
starting defensive front four of the 
Green Bay Packers. "This isn't a mar 
riage, it's a royal suite in hell." 1 thought, 
as I tearfully packed several Impres 
sionist paintings into my suitcase. I 
could never bear to see Sellers again, 
and the vast amounts of money, stocks. 
and real estate that came my way in the 
divorce could not begin to mend a ten- 
deryoung girl's broken hearl.

Depressed and bitter after the mess 
one man had made of my life, I sought

r*-
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refuge in a series of romantic interludes. 
Though 1 am not especially proud of 
this period in my life, neither do I con 
sider myself a courtesan or a fallen 
woman. 1 entered into what I felt at the 
time to be a series of meaningful rela 
tionships that I now feel the public has 
little right to condemn. I'm sure that 
Warren Beatty. George Hamilton. Ryan 
O'Neal. Rosey Grier. Cheech and 
Chong. the Bolshoi Ballet. Emperor 
Hirohito. the Flying Wallendas, the 
state legislature of Colorado. Albert 
Speer. and a few others would agree. To 
speak of Beatty's tremendous affection 
for being tickled anally with outsized 
ostrich plumes while listening to his sis 
ter Shirley MacLaine sing old darky 
spirituals in public rest rooms serves no 
more than to satisfy a sick reader's mor 
bid curiosity. I would never dream of re 
vealing the size of Rosey Griefs 
thirtccn-inch love wand. Or Hirohito's 
kamikaze dive-bombing into me with a 
throbbing erection from the chandeliers 
in the Japanese parliament. I do want to 
mention that Gary Gilmore was a very 
misunderstood man. perhaps the most 
sensitive psychotic killer this country 
has ever produced, and I just hope that 
swallowing his full ten inches of mur 
derous man meat afforded him a little 
moment of release from the psychic 
demons that so tormented him.

But even my darling psycho could 
not arouse the flames within as did my 
next true love after Sellers -ashen- 
headed, Scotch-brogued, pop-rock 
bubble brain Rod Stewart. I remember 
the fatal attraction he projected to me 
when I spotted him chatting amiably to 
several scuzzbucket starlets across the 
room at a Hollywood bash high up in 
Laurel Canyon. I was casually en 
tangled with the Nevada Supreme 
Court at the time, but I knew I had to 
meet (his electric, high-grossing person 
ality. Choking down my nervousness. I 
inched over to his corner of the room 
and timidly introduced myself. Noting 
his first name, f gol up the courage to 
say, "Rod. huh? Well. I'd like to lake 
your rod and suck on it for hours with 
ice cubes in my mouth while humming 
the Scottish national anthem^ Some 
how I managed to convey my message, 
to see the genuine attraction that I fell. 
A quick smile flashed over his elfin fea 
tures and soon we were off banging in 
an upstairs closet recently vacated by 
Jack Nicholson and Angelica Huston.

Rod and I fell madly in love. He
quickly proved his extreme agility in
sexual matters, and we gradually

continued on page 78
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RONRICO GOLD RUM 
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Uk Drink Ronrico Gold Rum instead.

Ronrico Gold Ruin is a lot more Hum ju'.f 
provocatively flavorful. It's also smooth, 
mellow, and terrifically mixable. 

• \, Try il and (.hanres are you'll be happily 
* forsaking your traditional bourbon, blend, 
\ and Canadian —not to mention your

Scotch, in virtually no time at all, 
J Look, it toki?1, some courage to try

something just a little bit different, but how 
will you know what you're missing if you 
never take a chance?

RONRICO GOLDW

RPNRJCO

Ill IIUI -

PUERTCfhlCAN

£ %

I-'
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How to write dirty
by Justice Thurgood Marshall

Thurgood Marshall, the first black appointed to the 
U.S. Supreme Court, tells you how to write dirty.

One of the most time-consum 
ing tasks a Supreme Court justice 
performs is reading through 
mounds of pornographic material, 
to determine if it is protected by 
the First Amendment right to 
freedom of speech. The Court 
has ruled that such material is 
protected only if it possesses 
"redeeming social value."

What is "redeeming social 
value"? To me, it is something 
that puts "lead" in your "pencil." 
Pops a "bone of contention" in 
your "legal briefs." In other 
words, something that makes your 
pecker stand up and say the 
Pledge of Allegiance.

Of course, it takes some hot 
and steamy writing to get a rise 
out of a few of those old droopy 
drawers on the Supreme Court. 
But don't despair; just follow my 
simple Marshall Plan for How to 
Write Dirty. Soon, you'll be able 
to crank out pornography that a 
judge will want to review in his 
chambers time and again. That 
judge is me.

Keep the reader in mind
How would you like to read a 

book entitled A Man Called 
Homo or My Girl Friend Flicka*! 
Well, I've read them, and 
they're terrible. Seems too many 
pornographers these days write 
stories that appeal only to homos,

horses, or other degenerates. 
They have forgotten that the 
typical reader of dirty books is a 
normal, heterosexual, black, 
elderly Supreme Court justice.

To write dirty well, pick topics 
your audience will be interested 
in, like fellatio, blow jobs, and 
white women. Especially white 
women. They're my favorite. Oh, 
yeah.

Write what you know
A man once wrote a book 

entitled I Was a Hooker on the 
Moon, It did not have the ring of 
authenticity, and sold few copies. 
"You should write about what you 
know," I advised this aspiring 
author, who just happened to be 
Justice Felix Frankfurter. His next 
book, Suck My Wiener, was on 
Thurgood Marshall's Best-seller 
List for a full five months.

So write about subjects you are 
familiar with. If you are a 
mailman, write sexy stories about 
delivering the mail. If you are a 
homo, write stories about what 
your straight friends do. If you 
are a white woman, 
write to me. Here is 
my address: Thurgood 
Marshall, Supreme 
Court Building, 
Washington, D.C.

To illustrate the 
principle of writing 
what you 
know, I have 
composed the 
following 
example. It is 
based on a true 
incident— 
only the names 
have been 
changed slightly:

Handsome 
Thurgood X. was 
sitting in his 
chambers one day, 
reading A Man 
Called Homo. 
Suddenly, he was

Marshal Thurgood Marshall declares 
Marshall law on those sidewindin' 
polecats who write boring pornography.

interrupted by Sandra Day O., a 
distinguished white woman. "You 
certainly look foxy in your big, 
black robes," Sandra purred. "I've 
got something even bigger and 
blacker underneath," replied 
Thurgood.

Thurgood had always had a 
way with women—you could say 
he was a sort of Afro-disiac. Soon 
the two were lying on the bench, 
Thurgood preparing to enter 
Sandra's private chambers. "Here 
come da judge," he shouted, as 
his groin gavel banged away. 
Finally, they finished, furiously 
collapsing in the sweat of their 
ecstasy. "That was sure good, 
Thurgood," Sandra cooed.

"Oh, yeah," he replied.

Don't be afraid to exaggerate
In my 200 years on the bench, 

I have handed down judgments 
so brilliant that the Statue of 
Justice once came to life, ran off 
her pedestal, and gave me a big 
wet kiss on the lips.

Of course, most of this story 
is not true, but is actually a 

subtle use of the principle 
of exaggeration. Clever 

exaggeration can 
prove quite useful in 
pornographic stories, 

as well. It can turn a 
dull novel like Moby-Dick 

into the porn classic 
Mo!?}1 Huge Dick. 

Observe bow 
exaggerating the 
truth makes the 
following story a 
million times 
more interesting: 

Thurgood was 
sitting in the 
New York 

State Bar and 
Grill, finishing his 

twentieth bottle of 
champagne. He had 
just returned from 
Washington, flushed 
with his victory in theCopyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



Sandra Pay-OM a distinguished-

After scrutinizing a copy of Playboy during a desegregation trial justice Marshall proudly declares: 
this magazine Exhibit A — for Arousing.'"

case Brown v. Ten Boards of 
Education. Suddenly, a beautiful 
woman, with bosoms the size of 
watermelons, walked into the bar.

"Don't be impartial, Mr. 
Marshall, "she implored. "Take 
me, take me now." In half a 
second, they were both naked. "I 
had no idea they'd painted the 
Empire State Building black," she 
gasped. "That's not the Empire 
State Building," Thurgood replied, 
"that's my fifty-two inches of 
manhood." With one motion, 
Thurgood thrust his entire Shaft 
into her awaiting body. Three 
hundred orgasms later, they 
finished.

"That was great," she purred. 
"Just wait'U I send my ninety- 
three teenage sisters to see you." 
All in all, it was a typical day.

white woman, 
foxy m-y 
SaRdffrpw*edr-P-vegeE -something
-even bigger and blacker 
underneath , '•' replied 
Thurgood.

Thurgood •kad-grlways
• had -a- way- with women; — 
^o«-eould-say-he-was a 

£ Afro-disiac. . .

Justice Byron White's wife, Lucy. 
"You sure make me juicy, Ms. 
Lucy," I quipped. "I love Lucy, " I 
added, elbowing Byron in the ribs.

I was on a roll now, so 1 turned 
to Justice Harry Blackmun and 
hollered, "I'm the real hairy black 
man around these parts." This 
prompted Chief Justice Burger to 
call for order. In response, I 
whipped open my robe (I had 
nothing on underneath) and said, 
"Hey, Chief Justice Cheeseburger, 
did you order this big black 
whopper?"

All the justices excused 
themselves and returned to their 
chambers, unable to match my 
brilliant repartee. 1 was alone in

Edit yourself

There's an old joke that runs 
something like this: "A sexually 
inexperienced couple are on their 
honeymoon. Not sure what to do, 
the husband asks his wife for 
advice. 'Stick it in,' she 
commands. 'Now pull it out. Stick 
it in. Pull it out.'" I forget the 
punch line to this anecdote, but it 
hardly matters — we've already 
heard the good part.

Similarly, careful editing can 
improve your writing. Who wants 
to read a boring law book when 
the Cliffs Notes will do just as 
well? In the following example, a 
fine pornographic story is made 
even better by carefully editing out 
the less essential passages:

Handsome Thurgood X. was 
*kting in his chambers one day; 
reading A Man Called Homo.

Humor your audience
One day, I mistakenly 

broke into Lyndon 
Johnson's bedroom while 
Lady Bird was preparing 
to give him a blow job. 
To mask my embarrass 
ment, I made a couple 
of ribald jests. First I turned to Lady 
Bird and quipped, "I guess you 
put the BJ inLBJ."ThenI 
pointed to the president's groin, 
and added, "Boy, you sure got a 
big Johnson, Lyndon." LBJ was 
so amused by these remarks, and 
so eager to get me out of the 
room, that he appointed me to 
the Supreme Court.

Just as a few great jokes helped 
my judicial career, so can they 
help you with your dirty-writing 
career. Check out this example:

The justices and I were sitting 
in closed session, deliberating. 
Suddenly, who should walk in but

Swearing an oath an his personal "Bible for Swingers," Thurgood 
Marshall testifies that he is a jxirn-again Christian.

the room, except for Lucy, whose 
arm I had a firm grip on. "Baby, 
you sure got big torts," I joked, 
"and there ain't nothing 1 like 
better than White's woman." Then 
I screwed her eighty-seven times.

The defense rests
Well, I hope you liked my 

helpful tips on how to write dirty. 
So, if you follow my rules, the 
next time you pop up in court on 
an obscenity charge, maybe 
something on me will pop up too. 
Oh, yeah.

Years ago, Internationa] Porno sponsored a series of advertisements reading "Send me a man 
who reads pornography on the job, and I'll snow you a man who's hard at work."

To tell the public that a dirty picture is not worth a thousand dirty words, 
International Porno decided to run a new series of advertisements extolling the values of 
pornography. We solicited columns from dozens of celebrities, including Luciano Pavarotti, 
Dick Cavett, Morey Amsterdam, and Thurgood Marshall. Unfortunately, only Justice 
Marshall replied.

For reprints of this ad, send name, address, and proof ol majority to International 
Porno, Inc., 6.35 Madison Avenue, New York, N.Y, 10022.

® INTERNATIONAL PORNO,INC. "They call us the Hard Corps."
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Loving Alone continued from page 40

iousneis in maintaining (he alone life-style. Later when ex 
pressing his value judgments to his mother Gertrude, about 
her sexing with his uncle. Hamlet says he must "be cruel to be 
kind!' Todays contemporary isolate can learn a truly valuable 
lesson from this immortal masterpiece. We. too. must ^be 
cruel to be kind"—not only in condemning the relationshipful

sexing between our mothers and our uncles, but in our own 
intimating as well. When we are cruel to others, we are kind 
lo ourselves—and believe me. who else is there?

5. Z^mw /o Ac a /m/)' (YM?/e». im.?AV//«/ /over Discover 
what your partner likes in bed. and other sexing. and make a 
conscious eObn to avoid doing it. Experiment with new and 
unpleasant caresses, love bites, proddings. punchings. kick- 
ings. and poking; in the eye. to discourage involve men ting.

Once Is Quite Enough

THE BUSINESS OF SEX. 
THE SEX OF BUSINESS

Now that the sixties are over the contemporary adult no
longer must love everybody, or even anvbodv. With the sim 
itar demise of the seventies, one no longer must understand 
oneself in any meaningful way. Both these trendings are re- 
Oected in the current political scene, in which the federal gov 
ernment is run by conservatives of the New Right, who love 
no one and understand nothing. These men and women 
know that the most important sector of society is the "private 
sectoiT in which free individuals and corporations may buy 
and sell products, themselves, and each other in a truly "liber 
ated" lite-style.

Similarly, in our personal lives, we have a "privacy sectoiT 
in which we may buy and sell ourselves in the sexual market 
place, receiving sexing and stroking in equal exchange for the 
sexing and stroking of others. One can sec how love has no 
place in such a transaction indeed, to love the person with 
whom you arc sharing a trul\ meaningfully indifferent sexual 
experience is the equivalent of throwing emotional money at 
individual problems, which is communism.

\et. unfortunately, personal feelings ore elicited during the 
sexual act. and emotions do threaten to rob us of our free 
dom. How can this be avoided? I have included in this chap 
ter a number of specific sexual techniques, culled from my 
own personal experiences and fantasy life, which may help 
the novice alone lover to head off those disturbing, vulnera- 
bling feelings of tenderness. aOection. caring, and happiness, 
and thus maximize his or her secure, safe solituding.

KISSING

Keep your lips stiff, as though grimacing in pain. Keep 
mouth movement to a minim urn-on if you must move your 
mouth while kissing, do so while engaging in intelligent, 
aware conversation about any topic of interest (mm- interest). 
Real-estate values. London gold closings, or delightful recipes 
lor tasty, truly gourmet meals cooked for one are only three of 
a myriad of such topics.

Keep your tongue in your mouth—or. if you must put it 
into the mouth of the kissing other, do so in an intrusive, 
abusive, insensitive manner Many respected counselors ad 
vise spitting into the others moulh us a means of "keeping the 
lid on" possible emotionaling; however, such spitting is not a 
component of kissing per se.

CARESSING

Caressing and massaging the erogenous zones of the part 
ner is a convenient wav to arouse him or her without risking 
the intimacy of" kissing. Since the ideal sexual experience is 
one in which both partners are aroused only to the point of 
physical readiness, and remain free of deeper, more dan 
gerous emotional hang-ups. many experienced alone lovers 
caress while wearing latex, woolen, or thick, stevedore-type 
sloves. These are elective for a male caressing a woman's*•" ^\
breasts and lor a woman caressing a male's penis, if necessary. 
Rubber should not be used if it provides a "kinky turn-on" for 
either the caresser or the caressee: and in any instance of ca 
ressing, the caresser should keep his or her eyes closed and not. 
think about anything.

SUCKING AND LICKING

The impulse to suck and lick the sex partner stems from 
our infantile experiences, before we were mature adults, and 
therefore is one of the "necessary evils" of the sexing experi 
ence. Many alone lovers keep handy at their bedside a variety 
of sucking objects, which they pop into their mouths at the 
commencement of the sucking impulse. These include lolli 
pops, sourballs. jawbreakers, etc. Don't worry if sucking on a 
candy makes you appear "childish" in the e\cs nf the other- 
after all. what do you care?- and anyway, if they don't like it. 
they can leave (which is what your ultimate goal is)—and be 
sides, they can go to hell! Tell them so. if they mention any 
thing, although be sure to do so in a manner that does not 
raise your esteem in their eyes by making you appear attrac 
tively independent and adventurous. On such occasions, the 
appropriate tone for telling the intimate, sneering other to go 
to hell is either a whining, spoiled pout, or a snarling, vicious, 
semi psychotic bark. Practice on friends and iamily to achieve 
this useful tone.

This tone also comes in handy when the other demands 
that you suck and lick /wj/Jfmj //.K.^ although in some cases 
you'll have to repeat it so often to his repeated pleadings that 
vou'll think he must he deaf, or trulv sick, which he is.

INTERCOURSE ITSELF

Intercourse can be a highly pleasurable experience, but
that should not deter the alone lover from pursuing it in the

; page 66
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THE CHILDREN'S MAGAZINE OF FIRST^ LASS SIXTIES AND LAS VEGAS SEX

"Hey, Sinatra, looks like
we'll get to see Jill's

body if the bubbles go down/'
Jack and his little

brother said excitedly,
(Turn to page 115)

IN THIS ISSUE-

100 Things to Do and Make with 
a Girl with a Lot of Class at Caesars Palace

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



THIS MONTH'S SECRET MYSTERY STORY CONTEST WINNER

WHY DID THE 
MAN GIVE JILL 
$100 FOR ONLY A 

CAB RIDE?
by Ronnie Clark, 

age 11, Parma, Ohio

ill was in a fancy restaurant 
with a man named Paligliani. Palig- 
liani owned all the cigarette ma 
chines in Cleveland, but he was on 
vacation now. So that's why he is in 
Las Vegas in the fancy restaurant. 
That's where he met Jill. He bought 
her a glass of fancy champagne with a 
hundred-dollar bill. Then he gave her 
a ring with a big diamond in it. This 
was only one or two minutes after 
Paligliani bought her the cham 
pagne. Jill really liked the man 
for doing this. She liked him even 
though he was shorter than she was, 
and older. She took off her expensive 
mink coat so the man could see al 
most all of her breasts because of the

^S^^F*-w

low-cut dress she had on. The mz 
liked them and said they could go 
Caesars Palace and see Frank £ 
natra at a front table reserved f< 
special friends. This would be fu 
because the man had real class, Ji 
thought. Now I know how to get gir 
to have fun with me, by having cla 
like Mr. Paligliani, I thought. Afte 
ward, Jill had to go home, so the ni£ 
gave her money to take a cab. Evt 
though the cab ride would be only fr 
dollars, the man gave her a hundrt 
dollars. It was not a mistake, I thin 
.He did it on purpose. That's ninet 
five dollars too much. Why did he < 
that? That is the mystery. Was it 
have sex with her?
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JOKES:
One night when Jill had a date with Sean 
Connery, because they were almost insep 
arable off camera, she wanted him to notice 
her breasts; so she answered the door in a 
low-cut jump suit. "Where are you taking 
me?" Jill asked when Sean arrived.

"Out for dinner," Sean replied.
"I've had my dinner," Jill's breasts piped 

up in a squeaky voice. "Let's stay here and 
have sex."
Tony Franciosa: "I can see your breasts
through your thin nightgown."
Jill: "Oh, how embarrassing. I'll put on this
negligee to cover them up."
Tony Franciosa: "I can still see them."
Jill(toherself): "Good!"

RIDDLEST
Why did Jill take a ruler to bed with her?

•9oe|V|09u 3|q e jeu. 9/\e3 au, ssneoag

What's gold and flies?
•jms dujnf

Letters to lack and lill Stiohn
Dear JACK AND JILL ST. JOHN: If I
were a real classy man, I would ask Jill to 
come to my hotel room in Las Vegas and 
give her a present. I am not, though, be 
cause I am only a youngster.

Mitchell Culver, age 5 
Winfield Scott Elementary School 

Dearborn, Michigan

Dear JACK AND JILL ST. JOHN:
Where are the Jill St. John movies 
lately? I don't know. I want them.

Roger Meadetstein, age 6 
b RS. 107 
F New York, New York

Dear JACK AND JILL ST. JOHN:
When we were riding in the car last week 
to a T-ball game, I asked my dad if he 
would drive us to see Jill in the town 
where she lives and look at her body. But 
Mom said no. I have three outlets in my 

j-oom, but one of them has a short. My

best friend is named "Samuel."
Ernie Lee, age 9

Lolomajo Elementary School
Scottsdale, Arizona

Poetry 
by Our Readers

"HOW DID THEY
MAKE IT SO SWANK?"

The ceiling was so high,
And the rug was so thick. 

When I went to Caesars Palace,
I thought it must be an optical trick 

Then I saw Jill,
And then I saw Frank. 

So that's when I asked them,
How did they make this
place so swank?

by Mandy Huff, age 8, 
Sacramento, California
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JflCK'S SCIENCE PROJECT TOR FEBRJflRV
^•^••HM GETTING JILL TO LOSE HER INHIBITIONS

STEP #1. Make Jill think you are Frank Sinatra. 
You can do this if you understand how your 
larynx, or "voice box," works. To make your voice 
just like Frank's, cut short strips of drinking 
straws along the sides and slip them over your 
vocal chords. This will make the chords bigger, 
and that will make them sound romantic like 
Frank Sinatra.

STEP #2. Visit Jill and talk to her romantically!

A Pair of Puzzles lor This Month
a

BIG (Automobile) .C, __ R_

BIG (Fancy boat) X _ £. JtL
BIG (Thing to smoke)
BIG (Piece of beef) J. J. J. _ JC.
BIG (Place to swim) _P_ O_ _ _L
BIG (Thing to hold money) W A. _L _ _L J

SECRET WORD
Hint; Use secref circled letter from above

BIG B R E S T S

Jill Likes Hound Beds...
Can you draw one for her?

Jill is so pixilated because the Easter 
Bunny's wife has come home that she 
doesn't know where to hide. It's 
pretty funny, except for Mr. Bunny if 
his wife discovers what is going on. 
QUICK, SHOW HIM WHERE TO HIDE 
JILL UNTIL THE COAST IS CLEAR!

D Outside the window 
D Under the bed 

In the closet
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Jeanie the Genius Finds 
Out She Isn't 
So Smart 1 
After All
Jill was even 
smarter than Jeanie 
the Genius when it 
came to men like 
Frank Sinatra.

I t was late, very late at night, when 
Jeanie the Genius awoke from her 

sleep at Caesars Palace while her family 
was there on vacation. While her mother 
and father were spending the evening in 
the casino, Jeanie was left alone in the 
room, and she was bored. So she decided 
to explore. She crept up and down the 
hallways and stairways until, after a 
while, she realized that she was lost! But 
Jeanie was not a genius for nothing! She 
took the elevator to the stop marked 
"Penthouse," because she figured that 
the most important people in Las Vegas 
lived there, and that they would be able 
to help her. She got off the elevator and 
knocked on a big, posh door. And it was 
none other than Jill St. John who opened 
it! "Can I help you, little girl?" Jill asked, 
with a glass of champagne in her hand 
and wearing a negligee. "I'm lost," 
Jeanie said. "Hey, baby, where's my 
drink?" a romantic voice said from inside 
the room. It was Frank Sinatra. "He's 
really cute," Jeanie said to Jill after 
ward. "I hope I'll know how to get a man 
like that when I'm older." Jill explained 
that just being a genius was not enough 
to attract a man. "You'll just have to be 
real stupid-sounding and show him your 
body," Jill said. "I'll remember that!" 
Jeanie replied.

Will Jeanie get a man interested in her
when she grows up? Don't miss the

exciting conclusion to this story
in the next issue.

The yard and the white fence around the house 
on Peralta Street in Los Angeles look like most 
other yards and fences, but the house is dif 
ferent, because it is where the woman lives who 
makes Jill's special jump suits for sex. Her name 
is Hilda. She starts each jump suit with special 
shiny materials that look glamorous and are soft 
enough to curve around Jill's breasts and behind 
very nicely. Then Hilda cuts the material so it 
doesn't cover up very much of the breasts, or 
sometimes the back either. Snip, snip, snip, 
stitch, stitch, stitch—Hilda works all day to get 
the jump suit just right. For it has to be, if men 
are going to like it. Then, when Jill goes to a 
movie set, or visits Caesars Pa lace and has fancy 
champagne with men, the jumpsuit is put to the 
test. If Jill gets a diamond or some money from 
the men there, then she knows it is a good jump 
suit, and she tells Hilda. And if you go to Hilda's 
house after Jill has told her that, you can see 
a big smile of satisfaction and pride come to 
Hilda's face.
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continued from page 62

never-ending quest to satisfy and fulfill his or her needs. Hav 
ing mastered the techniques of maintaining safe distances 
from the intimate other, you can engage in intercourse with a 
minimum of fear of losing your valuable safetying secureness.

While intercourse is going on. it is a good idea to either 
ignore the partner, pretend the partner is someone else, or 
openly insult the partner. Any of these strategies will do. as 
long as you keep in mind the dual purpose of intercourse: to 
attain orgasm (and thus satisfy your needs): and to remain 
unmoved by. and uninvolved with, the partner (and thus pro 
tect your privacy and personal freedom).

Other techniques for maximizing emotional distance be 
tween physically intimate selves include:

• Shouting distracting slogans ai the intercoursing other.
• Referring to the intercoursing other by the wrong name- 

particularly by referring to the other by a name of the same 
sex as your own. Naturally, this does not apply to homosexual 
relationshiping. which, besides being beyond the scope of 
this book, is disgusting acts performed by deviates who 
should be thrown into jail and then killed.

• Hitting, punching, and otherwise injuring the inter 
courses' other.

AFTERPLAY: 
COMING AND GOING

Following orgasm, maintain precious individuality by re 
moving yourself from the presence of the other as soon as 
possible. If you have sexed at the home of the other, simply 
leave. Don't waste time or give unintended "signals" of in 
timacy by waiting around until the other person has or- 
gasmed. Leave the others home and never speak 10 him or 
her again.

If the sexing has taken place in your home, begin to signal 
your desire to end the encounter by pointedly pacing me 
floor and looking at your watch, telephoning for the lime, 
and asking the other if he or she knows the time. Again, do 
not pause to assure that the other has climaxed—such in 
timate considerations can only mean that you intend to get 
totally involved and commit yourself to a relationship with 
the other that can only hamper your independence and 
oblige you to perform oral-genital stimulation on demand.

Either you or the intimate other will possibly feel the im 
pulse to whisper endearments following climaxing. It is un 
necessary; and even harmful, to do so: a simple "thank you" 
is sufficient. In the event that the other whispers endearments 
to you. disengage yourself physically from him or her. and 
loudly remark on any neutral topic of interest.

p fl'1 J lit

Alone at Last

MASTURBATION: 
BEAT THE DEVIL

From my bedroom I can hear John T. an admired lawyer, 
masturbating in his bedroom. If 1 place mv ear to the wall. I^ I

can hear his rhythmic strokings as he pleasures himself. If I 
quietly remove from the wall an attractive reproduction of a 
priceless painting by Vincent van Gogh. 1 can peer through a 
tiny hole I have drilled into the wall and observe John's stimu- 
lationing. while remaining undetected.

Most people who approach the subject of loving alone for 
the first lime ask, "What about masturbation?" At first glance, 
this form of self-pleasuring appears to offer all the benefits of 
sexuality with none of the drawbacks. After ail. it is ourselves 
whom we are loving, isn't it?

The answer is yes--and that's the problem! Self-loving 
through masturbationing can lead to the very dangers of lov 
ing intimate others, and John T. is a sad example of the pit 
falls of such folly. He has grown quite intimate with himself- 
to the point where he cannot make a move or engage in "fun" 
activity without first obtaining his own permission. His free 
dom is totally dependent on his being able to do what pleases 
him: and if he should disagree with himself, he flies into a 
loud argument that invariably ends with sulking and resent 
ment. He promises to phone himself, and then doesn't; in- 
stantK he is on the phone with himself, demanding to know 
why he hasn't called. And so on. recapitulating the woes and 
miseries of every close intimate relationship with a freedom- 
abridging other.

The contemporary alone lover will find it easier to main 
tain his or her freedom by avoiding masturbation—or. if it 
must be indulged in. by employing the steps mentioned in the 
previous chapter to harass, disturb, aggravate, and. ulti 
mately, leave oneself during and after the act. What, after all. 
is (he point of our hard-won contemporary freedom and per 
sonal growth if we are willing to jeopardize them in a loving, 
limiting relationship with ourselves?

LOVING ALONE: 
__________BEG IN TODAY__________

Now that you have read this book, why not take the time to 
plan your own strategy for loving alone. Start right now: you 
may begin by ending any bothersome, limiting intimate rela 
tionships you may be stuck in at the moment, and proceed 
from there. Once you are ready to experience a safe, de 
fended sexualing experience, go to any of the singles bars, 
social groups, or street corners at which like-minded isolated 
sexers congregate. Or. go to a singles-type vacation spot with 
a group of similar modern free selves. Or. see who you can 
meet at a museum, or concert, or asylum for the criminally 
insane.

The point is to begin somewhere. Once you do—once you 
begin to experience the pure freedom of sexing divorced 
from all interpersonal obligation, feeling, and meaning- 
yoifll be on your way to being a free, fulfilled, unencum 
bered individual, in business for yourself, and owing nothing 
to anybody. n
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THE PLAYBOY ADVISOR
Iti a recent column, one of your read 
ers complained that she was a man, 
trapped inside llie body of a woman. Well, 
I'm a man who's trapped inside the body of 
a whale. No kidding, 1 can't get out. This 
note is my last chance. Sure hope it finds 
its way out of the blowhole. Help!—Frank 
the Fisherman, Somewhere in the North 
Atlantic.

Mellow out. Man, whale—what's the dif 
ference? Be happy with the budy ynit're in. Many 
people we know become transvestit.es, iransxfx- 
uals, and worse, only tn remain unhappy for the 
rest, of their lives. So enjoy being what you tire, 
where you are. A change in life-style would no 
doubt be the worst thing in the world for you.

iiould I be jealous of my wile's old 
lovers? She says I ought to forget about 
them; but it's lough, considering the fact 
that they're all still living with us. I mean, is 
it cool for her to refer to an orgy with ten 
men as "a thing of the past," when it hap 
pened only last night?—M.L.,Chicago, 
Illinois.

We've got just one question for you. How'd 
your wife like to meet some swinging profes 
sional magazine writers f No, but seriously, i! 
sounds like this problem requires our personal 
attention, just give us your wife's phone number. 
We'll call her as soon as we get. off work. Better 
yet, send her up t/i the Playboy mansion this 
Friday night. We'll give her some "Imtids on" 
encounter therapy, if you know what we mean.

Though I've made love many times, 
I'm still puzzled by one thing. Where do 
babies come from? I think sex might have 
something to do with il, but I've never 
quite figured il nut.— K.K., Houston, 
Texas.

The best explanation jor the origin of infants 
is one our mother used to give us. According to 
her, babies are delivered to expectant parents by 
the stork, a large white bird. lie/ore the stork's 
arrival, the nervous mother mis Itio much, caus 
ing her to grow very fat. Site limit then spend a 
few days at a nearby hospital, after which she can 
return home, thin again hut somewhat meali 
er, I-'or further information., we'd have to ask 
our father.

K9oy. am I pissed. Afterreadinganadin 
Playboy, I recently sent away for a guaran 
teed "penis enlarger." All they sen! me was 
a magnifying glass! Who can I complain 
to?—M.I'., Hollywood, California.

Don't complain ij win 'penis is smaller than 
wii'fl like. Yon run always paint it yi'llow a ml 
pretend it's a pencil, ltd ha. /n\t kidding. Se 
riously, the size a)'the penis has little to do with 
sexual performance. There';, no reastin In feel 
inadequate. Such men us C.harles \elsi»t Reilly 
and Paul Lyndc haw overcome this handicap 
and gone on to lead normal, fulfilling lives.

Wlot to change the subject, but I'd like 
some cocktail-mixing advice. Do you make 
a screwdriver with strychnine and phos 
phoric acid? I have a bet with my husband. 
He says yes. but I disagree. I think he 
just might be trying to kill me. The tact 
that I'm sixty years older and S20 mil 
lion wealthier than he is might have some 
thing to do with i). Please advise, but 
quick.—Mrs. P.B., Bogota, New Jersey,

A screwdriver is prepared with vodka and 
orange juice, with perhaps a touch of I i mi' /or 
flavoring. It can be enjoyed at any lime—during 
meals, after giving head, or when listening to the 
stereo. Couples especially can relax together with 
a few good screwdrivers. Just ask tour husband 
to mix you a pitcher, then sit back, have a drink, 
and you'll be in heaven before you know it.

I picked up the most he.autifu.lgu I iua 
department store last week. She's got a per 
fect figure and (lie milkiest white complex 
ion you ever saw. Only problem is, she's 
completely unresponsive. When we make 
love she just lies silent, not moving a mus 
cle. The other day, I was massaging her 
neck, asking her to give me head. Imagine 
my surprise when her head rolled off her 
body and onto my lap. What gives?—P.V., 
Fort I.auderdale, Florida.

Sounds like you've /alien for a displa\-win- 
dmt> mannequin, But if that's what tin us you on, 
it's Ji tie with its. Site's, probably more intelligent 
than a jew of the girls we've gone out with. Tn 
each his own, we always say.

I have the words "My penis is made out 
of cheese" tattooed on my stomach. I don't 
know what possessed me to do such a 
tiling, but at the time it didn't seem like it 
would do any harm. The other day, 
however, I brought a beautiful girl back to 
myaparimeni. I quickly removed my shirt, 
pants, underclothes, and shoes, but when 
she took one look at me naked, she started

laughing and walked out. Should I get the 
tattoo removed?—T.A.I*., Charleston, 
South Carolina.

,Vo. Your problem is that you forgot l» take off 
your sucks. In the heat of passion, many lovers 
forget In remove their stockings, not realizing 
how silly t/ie\ will look afterward. Though the 
girls we make love to always "knock our .locks 
off,"you shouldn't necessarily expect your dates 
to do so.

Well, I took your advice, and a fat lot of 
good it did me. I brought another girl back 
to my apartment and carefully removed all 
my clothes, beginning with my socks. This 
chick was so amused that she look a photo 
graph of my tattoo and mailed it in to 
"Thai's Incredible." Needless lo say, I 
didn't get laid. What do you have to say for 
yourselves?—T.A.I*., Charleston, South 
Carolina.

We were just kidding. The socks had nothing 
to do with il. Your tattoo is the stupidest thing 
we've ever heard of. ",Uy fienis is made out of 
cheese"! What are \ou, cratf?

I have a problem with my stereo. Sev 
eral of the speaker heads are broken and 
need to be replaced. My girl friends dad 
owns an appliance store, but she refuses to 
ask him to give me these expensive compo 
nents for free. Instead, she presents me 
with used factory rejects that work poorly 
if at all. Can you tell me a way to electron 
ically convert these bad parts into good 
ones?—K.R., Norfolk, West Virginia.

// vour girl friend refuses to givf yen good 
heads, then you should drop her like a hot potato. 
Many men feel the enjoyment that comes from 
receiving heads is superior even to the fr.vta.vv of 
straight sex. So, as for your girl friend, (nek her 
(if you catch our subtle double entendre). There 
are plenty oj other fish in (he sea.

The other day, I asked a girl if she'd 
like to come to my apartment to see 
my etchings (I'm a professional artist). 
After she'd admired the etchings for a 
while, she got into bed with me, pulled out 
a bunch of Saltincs, and started munching 
on them. Should 1 kick her out of bed 
for eating crackers?—M.W.. Los Angeles, 
California.

// you're hung like a horse, there's no reason 
•you couldn't spend a month between her thighs, 
lint if you do make lime, be sure yon have some 
cigarettes on hand, to smoke afterward-

The riaybm Advisor will answer all reason 
able questions—as long as they deal with sex, 
stereas, cocktail.-,, or giving head. Send all 
queries tt> Playboy Magazine, 63? Madison 
Avenue. \'ew York, ^.Y. 10022,
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-—~^ T 1 -w •»Claude nails
1905 1981

Memory by Seymour Hair

RUST MET

Claude Balls in
Paris in 1927.
He had just
emerged from
the men's room
at La Coupole 

and was laughing out 
loud. I asked him what 
was funny and he said, 
"My own balls havcjust 
been clawed." He 
pointed to his crotch. 
He was wearing a pair 
of trousers that had a 
newfangled contraption 
called a zipper fly. This 
was 1927, remember, 
when everyone still 
wore button flies. It seemed that 
Balls's balls had been accidental 
ly caught and had received a pain 
ful nip by the offending zipper. 
Josephine Baker, the beautiful show 
girl who was the toast of Paris, was 
sitting at our table and she offered 
to "heal" his wound, but Balls gra 
ciously declined. Instead he or 
dered a bottle of Dom Pcrignon '23 
and a large bowl. He poured the 
champagne into the bowJ, dipped

Claude Balls.

his balls into it, and then drank it 
all. "Best thing in the world for 
clawed balls," he said.

I had just written my own first 
novel. The Open Kimono, and 
though it hadn't been reviewed, I 
learned that Edmund Wilson loved 
ic and talked it up at parties and 
salons. I had the kind of arrogance 
only a young, self-centered novelist 
living in Paris in 1927 could have, 
and my hero was Claude Balls.

Horace Liveright, my 
publisher, wrote a letter 
of introduction to Balls 
for rnc. When I arrived 
at my hotel, there was a 
message for me. "Meet 
me at Coupole. Balls." 

He had read my novel 
and liked it immensely. 
"I like the hot parts, 
when Zclma is drugged 
and walks around the 
house with her kimono 
partly open, so you can 
see flashes of her fuzzy," 
he said. "You write 
words that have the 
stink of life. You've got 
more promise than all 

of us. If you don't get too arty."
That night at the Coupole was 

the happiest time of my life. I lived 
for a year on Balls's compliments 
and ten francs a day. Balls and I used 
to have lunch or a drink every week 
or so, and he was always giving me 
advice on anything. Advice I 
should have taken. "Whenever 
you're going to throw someone a 
fuck, always take your socks off 
first, "he said. "Guys look stupid in
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their underwear and socks." He 
was right.

He was generous to his friends, 
the literary outlaws who were not 
the darlings of the critics—not just 
me, but writers such as I. Kut- 
chacockoff, I. P. Daily, Hugh E. 
Rcction, Wilma Fingtrdo, Dick Is- 
inya, Ben and Eilcen Over, and 
Fonda Peters. For a while, Hcm-

as beast.
The rap on Balls was that he was 

a one-book writer. The critical es 
tablishment dismissed The Lion's 
Paw and The Eagle's Talon as re 
hashed versions of The Tiger's Re 
venge, his mastcrwork. This was 
unfair. Like many artists, Balls was 
obsessed with a single theme, and 
he explored it over and over with-

momcnt it looked like he was on 
the upswing. He stopped drinking 
and was keeping his laxative intake 
down. His old publisher was plan 
ning a new edition of The Tiger's 
Revenge, with an introduction by 
Alistair Cookc. Hollywood was in 
terested in The Lion's Paw for Bo 
Dcrck. Bestiality was coming 
back. He was excited. He

That memorable night in Paris. I met Claude Balls for thejirst time. He was with one of his young protegees, 
Wilma Fingenlo. Josephine Baker (wearing the hat) joined us for a nightcap.

ing way, Fitzgerald, and Gertrude 
Stein cultivated him, but they 
couldn't live with his outrageous 
style. He liked to defecate into hats 
and urinate on your newspaper 
while you were reading it. He was 
called "La Bete," the Beast, by a 
small, admiring cult of Frenchmen 
because of liis animallikc behavior, 
a brave and honest and ultimately 
foolhardy attempt to unite his life 
with his art. While Fitzgerald 
chronicled the manners and morals 
of the Jazz Age and Hemingway 
dealt with the darker, more tragic 
side of that time, Claude Balls im 
mersed himself in bestiality, the- 
classic, elemental myth of man 
versus beast, or, in his case, man

out losing his powers. The Lion's 
Paw was written over fifty years 
ago, but no one has yet equaled the 
raw sensuality of the love scenes be 
tween Mona, the rich, spoiled saf- 
flowcr-oil heiress, and 13runo, the 
tiger who wanted to transcend the 
boundaries of his class and station.

It was only in the 1970s, in the 
last stages of his life, that Claude 
Balls deteriorated. By then he was 
nearly bankrupt, an alcoholic and a 
laxative addict, living alone in a 
boarding house in Poughkeepsie, 
New York. He was reduced to 
writing what he called "Fido 
fuckers," the lowest form of bes 
tiality porn.

I visited him last year and for a

showed me several chapters of his 
new novel, The Gorilla's Gash. It 
was the best thing he'd ever done. 
Perhaps it lacked some of the 
musky vitality of his early work, 
but his characters were deeper and 
the writing had a detached, elegiac 
quality, as if he knew this might be 
his last work.

Unfortunately, Balls never lived 
to complete The Gorilla's Gash. He 
died on December 24, 1981, of 
complications of the colon. He was 
the best at what he did, and the 
tragic thing was that he was getting 
better. Claude Balls had one gift 
that ail the Hcmingways and Fitz- 
geralds never had—crudity. He had 
nothing to be ashamed of. D
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Inside
Truman 

Capote
America's most famous writer
probes the innermost depths of

his rectum and finds the mementos
of a rich and rewarding, foolish

and vulnerable life

1 Locomotive Engineer's Cap
2 Pair "Walkman" Earphones
3 Semi-Auto Pistol
4 Pig's Skull
5 Alco Saxophone
6 Three Avocado Pits 

(twosprovuecl)
7 Bottle Cat Litter Box 

Deodorant

8 Tuna Caff

9 Plastic Watering Can
10 New Hampshire License Plate
11 Four Hummel Figurines
12 Anti-Rape Whistle
13 Plastic Baby

14 210S Tri-Class Dry Chemical 
Fire Extinguisher (discharged)

15 Elvis Button
16 Wcstclox "Pocket Ben" Watch

17 Trilobite Fossil

18 Bag AlftJfa
19 Three Steel Ball Bearings
20 Bottle Nail Polish Remover
21 Two Multipurpose Screwdrivers 

with Transparent Handles

22 Telegraph Key
23 Electric Hedge Trimmer 
24, 25 Two Paddle Ball Sets
26 "Kewpie the Chocolate Nut" 

Carve) Ice Cream Cake
27 Garlic Press
28 Rubber Repair Kit
29 Aerosol Breath Freshener
30 Rosin Bag
31 Pakistani Taxi Horn
32 Two D-Sizc Batteries
33 Two Scon Ski Poles
34 Reel 16-Millimeter Film 

Row to Sniff a Wild Bikini
35 Five Facecloths 

(assorted colors)
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A Report from the

1982 D H. Lawrence 
Memorial beauty Pageant

in Chihuahua, Mexico
by Belle Lettres

HE VAGINA C:AT- 
egory is the most 
serious part of 
the pageant, 
even though the 
judges claim 
equal impor 

tance for the personality, poise, 
ball-gown, and bathing sections. 
Mexicans are vagina freaks. They 
become intensely involved in the 
judging, much like an aficionado 
audience at the Olympics.

The girls are rated on a onc-to- 
tcn scale of excellence by the five 
judges, and a mean average is 
reached. In the beauty part, the 
judges must consider shape, size, 
and color of various parts of the 
gcnitalia. In the performance rou 
tines they look for originality, ex 
ecution, and style. Each girl has a 
full repertoire of routines, which 
arc usually done with musical ac 
companiment.

The vagina judging took place in 
Chihuahua's largest theater, Tcatro 
Cantinflas, with an overflow crowd 
jamming the aisles and edging dan 
gerously toward the stage. The 
usual procedure is for the girls to 
come out and do the beauty part 
first. They wore high socks and 
bras, but no panties, so that there

One of the judges, Manuel de \4iiera,
who is also Chihuahua's police chief,
is not fooled by the old worm trick.
"They know we like the big love

button, so they try to fake it with a
big worm."

were no other distractions for the 
judges. Each entrant does a prom 
enade in front of the judges and 
then flaunts her private parts in the 
most provocative manner possible, 
to the tune of a live mariachi band 
in the pit. Each judge has one min 
ute to examine the girl and deter 
mine his rating. The girls arc also

photographed with a TV camera 
that projects a huge image on a 
movie screen so that the audience 
can make their own judgments.

The first contestant, Paloma 
Montez, was a robust, healthy girl 
from the south. What she lacked in 
polished professionalism she over 
came with enthusiasm. She lived 
on a farm, and her repertoire had a 
decidedly agricultural flavor. Her 
vagina had a classical shape and dig 
nity that suggested a royal blood 
line in her ancestry. The audience 
took Paloma to its heart and gave 
her a warm round of applause. My 
hunch was that she would be the 
sentimental favorite. Raoul Fucn- 
tcs, a reporter for the Chihuahua 
Blackbird, the local paper, put it 
succinctly: "She is all cunt."

Paloma proceeded to show us 
why Raoul was right. She pro 
duced a live hen, swallowed it 
whole, and kept it inside her for 
about a minute. Then she expelled a 
warm egg. The crowd went crazy, 
but Paloma wasn't finished. She sat 
on the warm egg and swallowed it 
in her backside entrance. A few sec 
onds later she released it gently. The 
egg wobbled for a moment and 
then we heard the familiar sound 
of a tiny chick breaking its way
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through the egg. And then Paloma 
released the hen. The three of them 
took a bow. The crowd went ber 
serk and demanded an encore. Pa 
loma and the hen gave them two 
more eggs and chicks. She had a 
naive, crowd-pleasing style, not yet 
hardened by years of nightclub 
work. The judges gave her 9.5s, 
9.6s, and 9.7s.

By 2:00 A.M. the judges were 
groggy and sticky-fingered but had 
managed to whittle the contestants 
down to five: Maria Teresa Gon- 
zales, who swallowed a cooked car 
of corn and ate it, expelling a bare 
cob; Manucla Lopcz, who played 
"Lady of Spain" with two instru 
ments at the same time, the tradi 
tional harmonica and a kazoo; 
Dolores Vargas, who swallowed a 
basketball and then "shot" it into a 
hoop ten feet away; Estralita Pcpon, 
who swallowed a cigar and blew 
her name in smoke rings; and Pa-

Paloma Mont.cz scores big with her 
live-chicken act.

loma, the farm girl.
The next two to go were the mu 

sician and the smoke-ring blower, 
even though the musician did a 
creditable version of "The Flight of 
the Bumblebee," complete with 
sound effects. "Musicians arc a 
dime a dozen down here," said 
Fucntes of the Blackbird. "The 
judges are always looking for 
something original, but not too 
kinky."

Paloma got into the finals by 
milking a cow. Maria Teresa swal 
lowed an orange, peeled it, ate it, 
and spit out the pits. Dolores, the 
jock, put a cue stick in her vagina

and shot an entire run, bringing 
down the house.

The crowd was in a state of 
frenzy. The betting, which had 
been going on throughout the 
night, got even heavier. Dolores bc-

Portrait of a winner: Paloma Montez 
in her all too brief moment of glory.

came the favorite at 7-5, followed 
by Maria Teresa at 4-1. Paloma was 
the dark horse at 9-1. The girls had 
to do their final routines. Maria 
Teresa came on very strong by 
swallowing an entire turkey, eating 
it, and expelling the frame com 
pletely intact. Dolores ended with 
her big production number, a real 
baseball game, with a batter, a 
catcher, and an umpire. She 
"pitched" the ball to the batter and, 
of course, struck him out.

The spotlight turned to Paloma. 
She looked genuinely frightened 
and more naive than ever. The band 
went into an introduction while she 
did a slow dance around the judges. 
Suddenly she sucked one of them 
right up her flue. Then she stopped 
and told the other judges that her 
act was over. The truth was she 
didn't have a final number. She was 
so embarrassed and humiliated that

she had had to do something, any 
thing. So she had swallowed a 
judge. And she would not release 
him until the final decision was 
made.

Of course the crowd went nuts 
and tried to storm the stage. Luck 
ily, enough police were around to 
scare them back with their guns. 
Paloma remained firm. The judge 
was probably suffocating. The oth 
ers had to make a fast decision. 
Maria Teresa, the food cater, was 
matte second runner-up. Do 
lores, the jock, was first runner- 
up. And the winner was Paloma, 
for the sheer originality of her 
final routine.

It turned out that no one both 
ered to have the girls do the other 
categories of the pageant—the 
bathing-suit competition, the ball 
gown show, and the poise and per 
sonality interviews. "They always 
make a big deal out of the other

Dolores Vargas, a gifted athlete, the 
odds-on favorite to cop the frown.

categories so that they can get some 
city and state donations," said 
Fucntes. "But once they get the 
promotion money they just turn it 
into a pussy show, which is what 
everyone wants anyway."

POSTSCRIPT:
I saw Raoul Fuentes about a month 

later in Mexico City and he told me 
that Paloma was missing the day after 
she won first prize, Dolores and her 
supporters had been extremely upset 
over losing, and Raoul thinks she swal 
lowed Paloma and never let her out. As 
the first runner-up, Dolores became the 
new Miss D. H. Lawrence.
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\ re you sick of Lady Di? 
_r-AThe sophisticated look? 
Teens in ninety-dollar jeans? 
Have you had your lill of 
preppies and nice girls? Is the 
New Romance enough to 
make you want to shoot 
Nancy Reagan a beaver at 
close range? Well, it's going 
to get worse, and broads will 
become as endangered as 
push-up bras. You'll have to 
hike to the Australian outback 
to find a gal who remembers 
the fine art of carrying money 
between her titties, who 
smokes Camels, and who isn't 
afraid to tell your mom to piss 
off if she scoffs at her table 
manners. A gal whose first 
response to the new Playboy 
centerfold is "I can beat that!" 
And who, when a guy has 
given her his best, says, "Is 
that all?"

If you've got an inkling to 
punch out a couple of Bette 
Davis eyes, we want you.

1. Send us a photo of yourself in your most glorious state. 
No clothes, please! And if you're afraid you're jits I going 
to he used for pandering purposes by a national magaxinc. 
then forget it. Your morals belong in a tea napkin at the 
Junior League.
2. Send us a little information about yourself. What are 
your finer points? What do you do for fun? How come you 
think you deserve to be called a broad? And anything else 
you can think of, except pet peeves, favorite colors, and 
your sorority affiliation.
3. All entries sent in on Snoopy or monogrammed

iTHE RULES
stationery will be disqualified. You may perfume the 
envelope if you feel il is necessary, but no lipstick kisses.

If you're among the winners, your picture will he 
printed in an upcoming issue of this magazine and 
you will be thereafter exempt from marriage into an 
established Eastern family and will never have to wear a 
Peter Pan-collar blouse, carry a Bermuda bag. or pick up 
Kip and Bun-Bun at the Hunt Cluh in the Country Squire.

Send your photos to:
National Lampoon Photo Contest, 635 Madison Avenue. 
New York. N.Y. 10022
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KEEPSTHE BAD AWAY.

t • CASSETTES.
ct. To take you where you want to be...anytime you want to be there.
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.•SUCH continued from page 58

acquired a bedroomful of picturesque 
circus equipment to aid us in our love- 
making. The various trapex.es. trampo 
lines, high wires., and animal cages 
brought us more in union in body and 
spirit. As I gently mouthed Rod's subtle 
organ while he hung upside down in a 
clown suit on the exquisite French Pro 
vincial chinning bar, with the Marquis 
chimps tumbling all over his body. 1 saw 
tears well up in his eyes, eyes only par 
tially obscured by tiny furry paws. 
"Britt. 1 think this is what iove is all 
about." he said softly. "M mm mm ph." I 
replied to this wonderful, tender senti 
ment, as he spurted his love juice in my 
ear. Overcome by the depth of his feel 
ing. I knitted for him the next day a tiny 
pair of Tartan-wool ball warmers as a 
token of my undying affection.

Our relationship had gone solid plati 
num. Neither of us felt the need for 
legal documentation of our celestial 
passion, and Rod never would sign any 
thing anyway. We jcl-setted across 
continents, making love in ski lifts, in a 
washroom at Buckingham Palace, on 
the checkout line of numerous 7-F.lev- 
ens. on Space Mountain ai Disnevlaml. 
and once even in an old oven at the 
Pillsbury bake-offs. It seemed as though 
our beautiful world, where everything

L

was seen through cum-xtaincd glasses, 
could never end. Rod even wrote beau 
tiful love poems to me whenever we 
were forced to separate for more than a 
few hours.

Briit. beautiful warm hole. 
In there / see vourxoiil 
Your amusement for the rich

And.w I ail/YOU True Bitch 
I cried when I read that one. So 

warm, so tender, so Rod.
Vet soon suspicion began to cloud my 

lover's brow, just as it had devoured 
Sellers. One day Rod entered the bed 
room with a downcast look over his 
usually playful eyes and forlornly threw 
a brown paper packet at my feet, star 
tling me so that I dropped the legal 
book I was abscntmindedly reading. I 
opened the packet and reacted with dis 
may to its contents, which showed a 
woman somewhat resembling me 
caught in uncompromising positions 
with several dozen shinties from the 
People's Revolutionary Mime Troop of 
Peking. His voice choked with emotion. 
Rod pathetically croaked. "Tell me the 
truth, Britt."

I couldn't believe that my lovable re 
cording artist with the diamond-tipped 
dong could stand as my accuser. But his 
woeful hangdog look when I explained 
that it must be my evil twin sister Bretl. 
or a one-quarter-inch model made out 
of plastic, and that it didn't look any 
thing like me anyway, showed me that 
he had lost his reason.

Tilings soured quickly. Rod forced 
me to make a gut-wrenching decision 
between a house in Malibu and one in 
Bev Hills, although he could easily have 
shelled out the live million for both. He 
accused me of deliberate malice when 1 
accidentally measured four ounces of 
paint thinner into his special gargling 
solution. Still, from the ocean of love 
that once engulfed us. I managed to 
salvage a few leaky buckets.

Rod forced the issue a few days later. 
He mistakenly invited me to one of his

"Hey, Mister Tally Man-tairv me bananas.. ."

concerts and arranged for me to sit 
backstage. Curiosity got the belter of 
me and ( ventured out to take a look at 
some of the other "fans." My heart 
dropped down to my drawers. Teenage 
girls in the nudicncc-and Rod about lo 
sing to them! Furiously I leapt onto the 
stage next to Rod. my claws fully ex 
tended. After scratching him like a wild 
cat. I grabbed a microphone and 
bopped him solidly on the head. He 
never knew what hit him. As the tears 
streamed down my cheeks. I raced off 
dazed, leaving Rod forever, going to our 
home only to throw some old masters in 
a ragged suitcase and call one of my 
attorneys.

I had sacrificed everything for that 
man. During the period I enslaved my 
self to his whims 1 turned down many 
leading roles thai would have furthered 
my assault on superstardom and super- 
womanhood, including a two-week 
stint in my own box on "Hollywood 
Squares." with a contract strictly in ac 
cordance with SAG minimums. They 
even guaranteed yes-or-no questions 
thai I could always shake my head up 
and down or sideways to if I felt con 
fused. But I had placed Rod in the cen 
ter of my Hollywood Squares of life 
and he had X'ed'out my heart.

Numb with pain. I could hardly bear 
lo sign the compelling two-hundrcd- 
page lawsuit my attorneys had so 
thoughtfully drawn up beforehand. 
What do I know or care about the final 
outcome? Seven figures has been ban 
died about.

Britt at thirty-five is a far different 
woman than the ingenue seduced by 
Sellers at twenty-one- -although people 
do always mistake me for my teenage 
daughter. Victoria, who is now four 
teen. See. Vicky sweets. Brill did men 
tion you in her book, so be a good girl 
and go to that producer I told you about 
who wants to do that mother-and- 
daughier television movie. He really is a 
sweet man. and you have to grow up 
sometime.

I have learned never to sacrifice my 
career for any man. and even if some 
rich Arab oil man came along. I would 
never consider sleeping with him, unless 
the petroleum industry also fascinated 
me. which it does. Very.

But for now 1 will, as the poet Keels 
once wrote, "follow the sun." I am be 
coming more like myself ever)' day. and 
wake up each morning to brush my 
teeth and yell into the mirror. "Me. me. 
me!" The eighties have arrived, and if 
there is one True Bitch of this new de 
cade, it's going to be me. D
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LETTERS
continued /rom page 37

Sirs:
Say, do you happen to know if there's 

a statute of limitations for the crime of 
presidential assassination? Why do I ask? 
Oh, no particular reason. 1 was just won 
dering if, say, somebody helped kill a 
president seventeen years ago, he could 
admit it now. What's that? No statute of 
limitations? Uh, never mind. Just forget I 
brought the whole thing up.

A Shadowy Figure 
Grassy Knoll, Dallas, Tex.

Sirs:
Say, do you happen to know if there's 

a statute of limitations for the crime of 
murdering your mistress? Like, say, about 
ten years or less? Why do 1 ask? Oh, for 
a... er... a friend. Yes, that's it. Fora close 
friend of mine. I have nothing to hide, 
certainly.

Sen. led Kennedy 
Hyannis Port, Mass.

Sirs:
Maybe our big cities wouldn't be such 

jungles if there wasn't so many Africans 
in them.

Coach Punzo 
Detroit, Midi.

Sirs:
Have you ever noticed how all of your 

really successful assassins have last names 
that could be first names? Just look — 
there's Lee Harvey Oswald, Jack Ruby, 
James Earl Ray, and even Sirhan Sirhan, I 
guess. In light of all this, I'd suggest you 
clamp down on that whiny little prick 
Woody Alien. It could save a life.

Mel Brooks 
I'm Jewish, Cat.

Sirs:
They say that a hundred monkeys typ 

ing for a hundred years would write all 
the plays of Shakespeare, right? Well, I 
have only one monkey here and he just 
sat down and wrote an entire "Love 
Boat" script in fifteen minutes with just 
minor spelling errors, and, to tell the 
truth, it's not bad! So go figure!

A Famous Writer 
Hollywood, Cal.

Sirs:
I've never read a papal bull 
Nor do / hope to read one 
But judging from their staple bull 
I'd rather read than heed one.

Fr. Daniel Bcrrigan 
In prison again

continued

SEAGRAM DISTILLERS CO,, N.Y.C. AMERICAN WHISKEY- A BLEND. 80 PROOR
5EVEN-UP' AMD 7 UP" ARE TRADEMARKS OF THE SFVEN-UPCOMPANYf 1931

rs

NATIONAL LAMPOON 79Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



SANYO

WANTS 
YOU TO

KEEP IT 
CLEAN

That's why Sanyo™ recommends 
the Allsop 3 cassette deck cleaner for 
their state-of-the-art portable stereo. 
It's the Sanyo M9982F which com 

bines a sensitive AM/FM stereo radio with an advanced 
cassette player capable of playing metal tape. So you can 
listen to stunningly accurate sound anywhere.

The Allsop 3 is the only cassette cleaner endorsed by 
Sanyo and other leading manufacturers. For a good 
reason. Because Allsop uses a totally unique, non-friction 
cleaning method: the wet system. It's non-abrasive. The 
Allsop 3's gentle cleaning action, using separate virgin 
wool pads, keeps the capstan, pinch roller and head dust 
free and ready to sing. And virtually eliminates tape 
mangling and "eating" caused by dirty capstans and pinch 
rollers.

Just moisten with our special cleaning solution and 
insert. In 20-40 seconds it's as clean as a whistle. As Sanyo 
says, "Keep it clean." Swab your decks with Allsop 3.

/1LL6OP
WE KEEP IT CLEAN

ALLSOP, INC., POST OFFICE BOX 23, BELLINGHAM, WASHINGTON 98227

LETTERS
roil (timed

Sirs:
We, the French film critics, have dis 

covered yet another neglected genius 
among the American filmmakcrs: Don 
Knotts. Monsieur Knotts, lecomique 
artiste nerveux, cogently personifies the 
timidity of the modern Everyman 
grappling with a coldly tcchnologizcd 
society. So forget Citizen Kane, and turn 
instead to The Incredible Mr. Um/)et. 
Adieu, Potemkin; bonjotir, The Ghost and 
Mr. CKicicen.

You believed us, did you not? Just like 
you think we really respect Jerry Lewis. 
Mon Dieu! No one knows when we're 
just fucking around.

The French Film Critics 
France

Sirs:
You may not have heard much out of 

my dad lately, but you're going to hear 
from me. I just turned eighteen—so 
watch out, ladies.

Son ofSon ofSam 
Sunny Sun Valley, Ariz.

Sirs:
If you're feeling forlorn,
Eat some corn.
If you're treated with scorn,
Eat some corn.
If wur it'orld.starts to stink
And you begin to chink
You'd be tatter o/f not kemg born,
Eat some corn.

A Guy Who Likes Corn a Lot 
Iowa

Sirs:
1 taped the dirty parts of Animal House 

right off Home Box Office. I'll be god- 
dnmncd if I'm gonna pay seventy-nine 
bucks at the Video Shack for a bunch of 
jokes I don't even understand.

L.D. 
Name and Address Withheld, Pa.

Sirs:
Here's a thing you can do in the 

shower. Lay a wet, dark washcloth over 
the palm of your hand, then rub it with a 
bar of soap. Pretty soon, an image will 
start to form on the cloth, vague at first, 
but in time recognizable as a white 
silhouette of your hand. Try it.

Richard Nixon
3000 North Jersey Street

New Jersey, New Jersey
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ft GfttiT HAS A WffK. T&IWMf.TWo W£f/ff, TV*3 
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fe^J<£vp,

POLITENESSMAN by Ron Barrel!
pHE OLD FAMILY RETAINER ADDS SOME 

SPICE TO TME MEAL.

NOW THAT 
VANDERSWINE 

CHANGED HEC 
FORTUNE 

: MINE!
MINE!

GOQ& EVENINGi t>O YOU KNOWye Ri/f>es7 WING

YES,UNLE22 YOU'RE ROYALTY, TME GEN 
TLEMAN OF HOMOR IS ALWAYS SERVED 
FIRST, L(K£ THlSf

AND CO YOU KNOW TME SECOND RUDEST
THINS IS TO LEAVE TME TABLE WITHOUT

WW&V tfllpOlJ8r-NQNee{>rOGiJE-$S,AlWAYg WEAR THE PLAINER DR£S$! 7W4iVAT YOU.
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LOVE SHE ARRIVED six
WEEKS LATER , C.O.O. 
SHE SEEMED WORN- 
OUT FROM THE TRIP..DOLL

by Rod Kierkegaard. Jr.
SO AFTER I'D ASSEMBLED HER, 

I MADE DINNER FOR BOTH OF USTHERE WAS SOMETHING ABOUT HER THAT CAUGHT 
MY EYE... SOMETHING NAKED AND VULNERABLE..

LOOKf HONEY, I'M A YOUNG 
PROFESSIONAL. 1 CAN'T 
SPEND MVQUALITY TIME 
IN THE KITCHEN/

THAT WAS MY 
FIRST MISTAKE THEN WE'D MAKE UP. 

GOD,THAT WAS WHEW 
IT WAS THE BEST.'

LATER, AFTER THINGS SJARTED 
TO GET OUT OF HAND, WE'D TRY TO TALK IT OVER.

BUT THEN I'D COME HOME AND 
SHE'D BE LOLLING AROUND ON 
A PILEOFCQSMO'S.

JESUS; YOU'RE HOME ALL DAY 
YOU COULD AT LEAST CLEAN 
THE BREAKFAST DISHES/

AND WE'D BE AT IT 
AGAIN. I REALIZED 
THAT SOMETHING DRASTIC 
WAS CALLED FOR, SO 
I TOOK HER OUT 
TO DINNER.

WE HAD A TERRIBLE FIGHT. 
1 ACCUSED HER Of BEING 
A TRAMP, AND SHE GAVE 
ME THE SILENT TREATMENT.

7HE NEXT 
MORNING, 

FERRIS 
DROPPED BY 
MY OFFICE.

SAY, I SAW 
YOU OUT WITH 
SANDY THE 
LOVE DOLL 
LAST NIGHT. 
YOU KNOW, 
THE ONE WITH 
VOLCANIC 
ACTION/

MY MIND REELED. SO I 
HADN'T BEEN THE FIRST} 
SHE'D HAD OTHER MEN — 
PROBABLY HUNDREDS/

THEN,YESTERDAY, t BEAD IN
THE PAPER THAT SHE'D MARRIED 
THE GOVERNOR OF NEW YORK.

HNALLY, I LOST 
MY HEAD AND 
THREW HER OUT 
INTO THE STREET.

SHE HAD NO 
MARKETABLE SKILLS; 
SHE KNEW NOTHING 
OF THE REAL WORLD.

I QUICKLY REALIZED WHAT 
A FOOL I'D BEEN. HOW 
COULD I HAVE THROWN 
HER OUT LIKE THAT?
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IN THE QUIET OF HIS CABW, MAURICE THE 
YOUNG INDIAN BOY IS FINISHING HIS
PRAYERS &EFQRE RETIRING TOR THE NkSHT, 
AS OUR TALE BEGINS'

HIS PRAYERS RECITED, THE 
SETTLES BACK TO REFLECT 
PLEASANT THOUGHTS.

BOY, CAT BPOOKE SHIELDS LOOV< 
SO BEAUTIFUL IH DOSE &LUE JEAN 

T.V. I'M LOVE *ER LIKE
... AND PLEASE WATCH OVER DR.ROGERS 

KAT'LEEN AND CONSTABLE TOM...AND 
PLEASE, GOD, AAAK6 IT SO DAT 
SOME.DAY I'M COULD AAARRY

BROOKE SHIELDS
,., AMEN.

SMOKE! 
MINE TING

*EY, GOD I IT BE LIKE DAT 
PINOCCHtO'S NOSE 1 iM NOT 
T£LL NO WORE LAES - I'AA

PRO^A^SE 
IM ...

ALLO.GOD, IT MAURICE 
AGAIN! PLEASE ^ELP N\E'. 
MINE TINS \a SETTIN&
TOO Bl&i PLEASE <V\AKE 

IT NOT BE I

IT BE LOOKING An
MAURICE; \T COMING 
TO OET MVSELF!

WAT! IM...WAS 
EH?

K.EAL12IN6 IT V/AS JU5T H13 
FERTILE NMNP PLAYING TRICKS IN 
THE NIGHT, AAAURICE RELATES TO 

THE MYSTERIES OF SLEEP

... LOOK AT DAT, 
IT WAS JUST 

ONE OF DOSE 
MIGHT MARE,
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take a risk...
live better... love more fully... enjoy 

the adventure that life should be!
We think GALLERY is for 

you. It's a men's magazine edited 
to appeal to all that interests men. 

Provocative. Intelligent. 
Informative. Beautiful. 

Every issue of Gallery offers the 
best in thought-provoking articles. 

Investigative reporting. Humor. 
Fine Action. Stunning photographic 

features. Gossip and glamour. 
Gallery is fun and inform 

ation, as well as a commentary on 
manners and taste. It's filled with 

bright, newsy features like

Think Tank, A Touch of Class, 
Behavior, National Survey, and 
The Risk-Takers. It will keep 
you in tune with today's thinking 
and events. And there's the 'Girls 
Next Door'. . . who give you a peek 
at your fantasies. But telling 
you about GALLERY is like telling 
you about a beautiful woman 
who has just passed by—there's 
just no way to experience 
GALLERY. . .
except to experience GALLERY 
and see for yourself.

Entertainment that delights the senses 
. . . Involves its readers with ideas 

. . . Helps them function in work I 
and play and to live more creatively I 

A FULL SERVICE MEN'S MAGAZINE I

NL22

Check one 
box for the
subscription 
you want;

O 1 year (12 issues) $17.70
Yoa save $17.70 (Canadian Currency S21.80)

D 2 years (24 issues) S35.40
you save $35.40 (Canadian Currency $42.00)

n 3 years (36 issues) 553.10
you save $53.10 (Canadian Currency $63.50)
*lf paid in dollars, the U.S. prices will apply.

TO CHARGE YOUR SUBSCRIPTION PLEASE 
CHECK BELOW AND SHOW NUMBER

VISAD MASTER CHARGE Hi

ACCOUNT NUMBER. 

GOOD THRU ____

Please send 
a Gallery subscription to 

the following

Subscription Dept,
P.O. Box 254. Mount Morris.
1-800-435-0715
Name __________ 
Address ________ 
City ____________
State ____________

inois 61054

Zip
Important if this is a gift subscription and 
invoice is to be sent to a different name and 
address please name and address of the person 
to be billed indicate

Name ________________________ 
Address __________,____________ 
City _________________________ 
State _______________ Zip _______

Please allow 8 to 10 weeks for delivery of your first issue.
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ON "MEETING OF
THE TITS" TODAY WE HAVE SOME

VERY SPECIAL GUESTS; JAYNE MANSFIELD,
MADAME CURIE, AND CLEOPATRA!

WELCOME, LADIES.

(WELCOME THE
OPPORTUNITY TO EXCHANGE

IDEAS WITH SUCH A MIND AS YOU
POSSESS, STEVE! LET'S

TALK RADIUM!

A THRILL TO BE 
HERE, STEVE. THIS IS LIKE MARIE, PERHAPS YOU

COULD TELL US A LITTLE ABOUT 
TITS IN YOUR PERIOD...SOMETHING FANTASTIC RIGHT 

OUT OF THE LIBRARY 
AT ALEXANDRIA! / A

CHANCE
TO WORK WITH 
STEVEALLEN! 

I CAN'T BELIEVE
I'M NOT 

DREAMING.

THESE BOOBS
MADE FORBOFFO BOX

OFFICE, STEVE!

KISS MY ASP, 
YOU MEAT GARAGE!

MEN FIND THAT THESE
GHOSTLY GAZONGAS POSSESS AN

UN EARTHLY ALLURE.

STEVE,! DON'T , 
HAVE PERIODS ANYMORE, ^\ 

DUE TO MY PIONEERING EARLY \ 
WORK WITH RADIUM. BUT JAYNE LOOKS ) 

LIKE SHE'S GOT A PAIR OF FUN-BAGS / 
TO BE REALLY PROUD OF. /

MARK ANTHONY KISSED 
THESE BRISTOLS, SILLY!

NIPPLE HAIR! YOU 
GREASY GYPPO!

r I DROPPED MY 
HEAD. MARIE, HELP ME 

FIND MY HEAD!

WELL,
THAT'S ALL,

FOR THIS SHOW
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Club cigarette papers are the lightest, finest cigarette 
papers in che world.
Ask anyone who uses Club papers and they'll tell you that 
Club is so light and pure it gives the smoothest smoke. And 
we'll tell you what-the Club devotee may not know, and 
that is that Club is made only of che finest flax and hemp 
fibers, with absolutely no additives (such as glycerines, 
dyes, wood cellulose, bleaches, or gunpowder). Club is the 
all-natural paper, so pure it sticks without glue.
Become a Club user yourself—for $1.00 we'll send you a 
4- pack sampler of the different Club sizes. Or buy a 
whole .box of your favorites.

I Please send Ihe following. I AM OVER 31 YRS OF AGE.
I I CLUB doublewide cigarette papers 25 pack ............ $10.00 S_____

1 .1 CLUB IVa wide cigarette papers 35 pack .............. $10.00 S_____ 
J CLUB smglewide cig. papers 25 pack ................. S 7.50 S—————

| _~] CLUB SAMPLER. (Includes 2 packs CLUB

1 1 MI wide. 1 pack CLUB doublewide and 
1 pack CLUB singlewde .............................$ 1.00 S____

| TOTALjChock enclosed)
I Includes postage 8 handling............................ S—————

Address

City/Stale'Zip

NY residents add tax.
For quickest delivery send a certified check or money order. Offer void where
prohibited.

SEND TO: CLUB/ HIGHWAY IMPORTS
155 AVEOFAMERICAS 
New York NY 10013
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ASTEROIDS

Licensed desiyis o' :
Atari, Sletn Elec. Corp.. Midway Manufacturing 

Used under authorization ol The Wiz Kids

THE SCREENING ROOM, INC.
PO Box 259, Jamesburg, N.J. 08831

i Shirts 50% poly, 50% cotton, 5- 
[color silksceen. Also available: 
[Pac Man™ Frisbee, $4.00, Pac 
j Man™ Baseball Cap $7.00, Base- 
|ball shirts $11.00, Space In- 
ivaders™ suspenders $11.00, 
I Space Invaders™ jacket $45.00 
I FOREIGN ORDERS MUST ADD 
[25%. PRIORITY GIVEN TO U.S.
i POSTAL MONEY ORDERS.
i
, Name_______________

Child
Tees $9.00 ea. M L
Pac Man
Asteroids
Missile Comm.
Space Invaders
Galaxian
Gorf
Battlezone
Berserk
Scramble
Crazy Climber
Centipede

City^ 
State.

Wizards of Wor

Adult
M XL

Money back Guarantee. U.S. Funds 
Only. Allow 6 weeks for delivery

A Genuine HAND CRAFTS 
Knit Warmer!

White with red Hearts and Tasslo- S3 
Plain Hod-S7

Also lor St. Pat's Day - 
green with green shamrocKs and lassie - S9

HAND CRAFTS
~ r, r.or. -i P°s andHdly 

POBOX548DBPI L ,. 2 _ S100 3.5 _ $2 00

Money Back GuaranteeElmira.N Y 14902

I m going
to HELL

like to
come along

2. "The only thing I know for sure is when 
the sun goes down it gets dark." 3. "I 
attend public school and can't read or 
write but no one notices because I'm a 
teacher" 4. "MY LIFE GETS MORE 
CONFUSING AND YOU WONDER 
WHY I DON'T GIVE A DAMN." 5. "My 
philosophy is don't ask if you can. Just do 
it. They might say no." Silk screened on a 
t-shirt in white on black or red on gray S, 
M. L. XL. $6.98 each shirt plus $1.50 
postage and handling per order. Specify 
number, size and color for each shirt 
ordered.

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE

NOT NICE T-SHIRTS 
AND BUTTONS!

1 "PARDON ME. BUT YOU'VE OBVIOUSLV MISTAKEN 
ME FOR SOMEONE WHO GIVES A SHIT" 2 "I USED TO 
BE DISGUSTED NOW I'M JUST AMUSED ' 3 "WE'LL 
GET ALONG FINE AS SOON AS VOU REALIZE I'M 
GOD"4 "LIFE ISLIKE ASHIT SANDWICH THE MORE 
BREAD YOU HAVE THE LESS SHIT VOU HAVE TO 
EAT' 5 'I DON'T KNOW I DON'T CARE AND IT 
DOESN'T MAKE ANY DIFFERENCE " 6 "THOSE OF 
YOU WHO THINK YOU KNOW EVERYTHING ARE 
VERY ANNOYIMG TO THOSE OF US WHO DO" 7 
"SOUNDS LIKE BULLSHIT TO ME" 8 QUESTION AU 
THORITY 9 "HAVE AN ORDINARY DAY' with (Un)Smil- 
ino Face 10 "SO'1 ' 11 "WHEN CHOOSING BETWEEN 
TWO EVILS I ALWAYS LIKE TO TRY THE ONE I'VE 
NEVER TRIEDOEFORE" Firs!quality IWocotlonHANES 
(•shirts Silk screened \vhitc-on-btacU or blue-on-lan 
S/M/L/XL SPECIFY SIZES AND COLORS (PLEASE 1 ) 
S7 95 each 6 or more S6.95 each 12 or more S5 95 each 
BUTTONS 2 W16"diamelcr.white-on-blacltonly SI 50 
each 60' more SI 25 each 12oi more SI 00 each ADD 
jusf S' 50 pA>> lo yoin total otaei CA tesiclenis soa 6% 
sales la> US Funds Only 4-6 week delivery Moneyback 
Guarantee Calalog SI (free with order) 
IMAGE DESIGNS. H1141-NL2, 2000 Center, Berkeley, 
C A 947 04-1287.

RED. WHITE & BLUE REAPUBLICGAN 
T-SHIRTS ant! BUMPERSTICKERS. Red & 
Blue lettering silkscreetmd on a White cot/poly 
T-shirt $5.95 ea.Bumperstickers $2.00 ea. 
plus $1.00 p & h. IN res add 4% sales tax. 
PLEASE PRINT BELOW

T-shnt Qly 

Bumpefslickers Qly

Amouni

_ Postage & Handling

Stale Zip

AIM. CASH!
•LEARN ABOUT THE MORE THAN OfVE DOZEN METHODSB
• OUTLAWS ARE USING TO TURN AUTOMATIC TELLER!
( MACHINES (CASH DISPENSERS OR ATMS) INTO GOLD! MINES TO BE MINED AT WILL* COMPREHENSIVE PUB-* 
ILICATION DESCRIBES HOW ATMS WORK, ACTUAL!
• EXAMPLES OF HOW THEY HAVE BEEN BEATEN, THE| I MANY METHODS USED TO LOOT THEM, AND A LISTING!
I OF OTHER POPULAR AND VERY LUCRATIVE CARD RIP-1 

OFFS* THE METHODS COMPLETELY DESCRIBED ARES 
I VERY EFFECTIVE. ONE COMMENT, "ATMS ARE THE 131Q-1
I GEST MISTAKE MADE BY THE BANKING INDUSTRY* 

SINCE THEY CAUSED THE GREAT DEPRESSION."'
• ONLY S1 2. I

iGAS FO* ALLSH
I FED-UP WITH THE HIGH COSrOFGASOLINEANO DIESEL I

I FUEL-?? SICK AND TIRED OF FJEING ROBBED AT THE| 
PUMP EVERY TIME YOU FILL UP* THE ULTIMATE EN-5

IERGY SURVIVAL PUBLICATION is FINALLY HERE* WE|

( HAVE PENETRATED THE TOP SECRET FILES OF THE SI 
BILLION OIL COMPANIES TO PflY LOOSE 1 a EFFECTIVE, •

• SIMPLE, QUIET AND OUICK METHODS OF RIPPING-OFF! 
S GASOLINE AND DIESEL FUEL AT THE PUMP« NO SPE-B
ICIAL SKILLS, STRENGTH, APTITUDES, LUCK, INTEL-1
• tlGENCE Oil PRIOR TRAINING IS REQUIRED "GAS FO'I
• AL.U! COMPLETELY DESCRIBES AND ILLUSTRATES IIPJ-! ICLUDING MANY PHOTOGRAPHS) THESE tfl EYE POPPING I
•METHODS, APPLICABLE TOALL MECHANICAL AMD EL6C- I
• TRONIC GAS AND DIESEL PUMPS AND DISPENSERS* •
• ONE METHOD STOPS THE REGISTRATION (BUT NOTTHE I• FUEL FLOW) SIMPLY BY PLACING A STRONG PERMANENT! 
IMAGNET ON THE OUTSIDE OF THE PUMP;.' Mosrl
• METHODS REQUIRE A FEWSIMPLE HANDTOOLS. I

r1 ' ' IRON GONADS I
( COMPLETELY DESCRIBES S ILLUSTRATES SIMPLE! 

MAGNETIC MEANS OF SLOWING DOWN - EVEN WRECK- 5
• ING - WATTHOUR METERS WITHOUT REMOVING OR I 
|B«EAKING GLASS COVER. ONLY S3. |

[LIBERATE GAS & WATER!
• VERY CONTROVERSIAL PAMPHLET DESCRIBES IN VIVID |
• DETAIL UNIQUE AND EFFECTIVE MEANS TO ELIMINATE •
• CLOGS IN GAS AND WATER LINES • HOW TO AVOID I
•ACCIDENTALLY TURNING BACK METER DIALS TO CHEAT 5 
|GAS AND WATER COMPANIES • INCLUDING A NEW I
( VERY COMPREHENSIVE AND FULLY ILLUSTRATED SEC- I 

TION ON HOW GAS AND WATER METERS WORK AND ARE 1 
[TAMPERED WITH • EASY TO APPLY - USES A COMMON I 
SPIECE OF HOUSEHOLD EQUIPMENT. ONLY SB. g
We pay all postage/handling. Free catalog wllh order des 
cribing our numerous other super-survival publications (S 1 
wilhoul order). Latar availabilities not guaranteed, illegal 
applications completely da scribed and Illustrated loi ed 
ucational purposes only! Tell your friends. By John J. 
Williams, as seen on CBS "60 minutes"
I Consumer Ironies Co. I
I P.O. Drawer 537-NL Alamogordo, NM 88310 I

NL4
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llII
3.
4*
5<
61
7x
8,
9.

10.
III
12.
13.
I4x
I5i
IBi
17*

I9i

21i
22.
23,
24>
25.

» TO GET DOWN
» BEING il
9 BEE fl
VSEX
¥ COCAINE
¥ ID BULLSHIT
» HUES
V LITTLE GIRLS
V LITTLE BOYS
• HEAD
9 f AST WOMEN
V DRUGS
V TO PAHTY
* MYSELF
» FAST CARS
V TO OICK
« IDNG LEGS
« THE BIG ONE
V BROOXE

V NEW WAVE
»YOU
V IT
V MGNEY
VLUCV

FAST WOMEN

28*. » TIGHT ASSES
29. ¥ FRIDAYS
30. V BRUNETTES

I BLONDES 
32> V REOHEABS
33. V YOUR BDDY
34. VSNOW
35. V SKIING
36. VTOFAfl!
37. | V MGTORCmES
38. l»COUNTflY

B€flD OV€R. 
lUORIVC.

PLUS OVER 100 MORE OF THE MOST RUDEST 
SAYINGS ON BASEBALL HATS AND SHIRTS!

47 MY FACE IS LEAVING AT NINE. BE ON IT 
60 AS IONG AS I HAVE ft FMS. YOU HftVE A

PLACE TO SIT 
21 I'D WAIK OVER YOU 10 SEE "THf WHO"
1 I'M NQT WEARING ANV UNDERWEAR 

FILM AT H
2 FRtEMOUSTAtHtRlDlSlYdTHAfrrWORK)
3 BEND OVER I'LL DRIVE
17 IN OUTERSPACE. NOBOtTV CAM

HEAR YOU FAR! 
4 CHAMPION MOUSTACHE RIDER

WITH ARTWORK) 
5. I RODE THE MOUSTACHE (WITH ARTWORK!

8 I DON'1 HAVE A DRINKING PROBLEM. 
1 DRINK. 
I GET DRUNK. 
I FALt SOW. 
NO PH081EM.

T PARDON ME. RUT YOU'VE OBVIOUSIV 
MISTAKEN ME TOR SOMEBODY WHO 
GIVES A SHIT 

30 SOUNDS LIKE BULLSHIT TO ME
8 HEY LITHE GIRL. WANNA PIECE QF CANOV?
9 HEY imi£ BOY, WANNA PIECE OF CANDY'
10 SAVE OUR BEACHES 

HARPOON A FAT CMICKi

11 HAVE A NICE DAY. ASSKOIEI
12 FUCK YOU If YOU CAM'T TAXE A JOKE
13. NOT FAT CHICKS
14. NO FAT DUOES
IE. WE DIVE ATflVE
IS WHY DON'T WE GET (HUNK AND SCREW?
IB THE MORE WE TALK. THE IESS TIME

WE HAVE TO FOOL AROUND 
tg NO TEENIE WIENIES 
20 MINES BIGGER
22 IT'S HARD 10 BE HUMBLE WHEN YOU'RE 

AS GREAT AS I AM
23 HOY. SURE UKE TO TOUCH THOSE!

UST OF MORE SAYINGS TO RUDE TO PRINT INCLUDED IK EVERY ORDER RECEIVED.

61 I'M SO M09.W. EVEN THE CRACK Of " 
DAWN ISN'T SAFE j

6! I MAV NOT GO GOWN IN HISTORY, BUT HE 
GO BDWN ON YDUfl LlHU SISTEfl

63 HOW CAN YOU SDAH WITH EAGLES 
WHEN VGtl WORK WITH TURKEYS?

64 rail R CM 1C ISM IS GREATIY APPRECIATED, 
FUCK YOU VERY MJCH

65 I'M A FUCKING GENIUS
66 FUCK OFF
61 Lift IS A BEO 01 ROSES- BUT. WATCH OUT

FOfl THE PRICKS 
86 THE WORD Of THE DAV IS LEGS. HELP

SPREAD THE WORD.
69 YOU ARE CORDIALLY INVITED TO GO 

FUCK TOUftSEVF S
70 I'M THE KIND Ot GUY YOUR MOTHEfl J 

WARNED YOU ABOUT 1 
24 PARTY SIZE- 
25 1930'S SLOW CARS-fASr WOMEN
26 100.

BUT NOT WITH YOU .
27 LOVE 'TILL I SCHEAM f'
28.1 THOUGHT TOU WERE DEAD *
19 I'M FOR LUST
31 I WANT A MEM. NOT A SNACK)
3! DNE OF A KINO
33 OON'T LAUGH. COULD VOU DO BETIEfl If 

YOU WERE BLIND'
34 GO POUND SANDI
35 SCHOOL SUCKS'
36 ASK ME IF I CAHE
37 SNOW BLIND
38 LISTEN TO WHATl MEAN. NOTWHATISAY.
39 TAKE THIS JOB AND SHOVE 111
40 WHEN EVERYTHING'S BIGHT. 

NOTHING MATTtBS
41 KART RACERS DO IT ON ALL FOURS

Hotline Order* Credit Cards & COD's calf (714) 879-4103
MAIL TO; GUCCIONE GRAPHICS

Depi. NL 22
1080 S. Cypress St., Bldg. F
La Kabra. California 90631

U.S. FUNDS ONLY
Foreign Countries add an additional $2.00 lo total.
Warns

B.B. HATS
STYLE a COLOR

HAT 
COLORS 
BLACKmm
BOLD 
KELLY 
LT. BlUE 
Ht.fl 
HOYAl 
ORANGE 
RED 
MAROON

B.B. SHIRTS
STYLE" SIZE COLOR

SKIBT 
COLORS 
NATURAL WITH 
CHOICE OF 
NAVY 
HfD 
KELLY 
GOLD 
ROYAL eil/£ 
B1ACK
Srni S/M/L/Xl

| MONEY BACK 
GUARANTEE

Hity StatP Zip
Sflnrl T-Shirt(.!) (S SR qq S
Renri Man's Rasahrtll Shirt(s) (3) Sfl PS S
Send _____ Baseball Hat(s) @ S5.99 S _
TOTAL AMOUNT ............................ S

TOTAL AMOUNT ENCLOSED S
Send Check/M.O. or charge my OMasler Card CWisa

»2.DB

Exp. Dale.

60 Main St., Lynchburg, TN 37352

JACK DANIEL 
BELT BUCKLE

I'm mighty proud of this buckle. It gets 
the job done with a minimum of fuss 
and good looks to boot! This buckle, 
measuring 3" x 2%", has an antique 
gold finish. I've numbered the buckles 
to insure you of their authenticity. So, 
hitch your belt with one of these heavy, 
old-time buckles, and you're sure to 
start folks talking. In the traditional 
Jack Daniel quality. My $10.00 price 
includes postage and handling.
Send check, money order or use American Express, 
Visa 01 MasterCard, including all numbers and 
signature. (Add 6% sales lax lor TN delivery ) For a 
color catalog lull o) old Tennessee items and lack 
Daniel's memorabilia, serid SI.00 lo the above ad- 
diess lnconlmemalU.S.QfA.calll-800-251-8600

Tennessee residents call 615-759-7184

CONSUMER REVENGE
by Christopher Gilsoii, 

Linda Cawley, & Rick SchmJdt

Tired cif litiiij! viclimi/fd 
>lio(td)' svllcrs. iTuokcd win 
(•mploycrs, nnsl)' crt-tllicirs." i 
(Consumer Revenge K'vl's

"(jrei'dj- hiiullcirds,

Ihtr consumer foes' 
ul ult-.Ls lor Liking 
titinioi»;m(l(;ovem.

A "Revenge Kit " at [lie end of every chapter miki-s ii 
ua.sy. I.t-arn Imw KI win ilwr bank- against auiomohilt 
m ami faci nrtrs. rt-sl an ranis, banks, cix-dil insliiulititis. 
tiiniracldrs. insurance hrokiT.'i and moving companies. 
Every consumer should have ihls useful, pmclical 
guiili; to rigtitlnf; liwk' 
•i 1/; x H'/J, liiirdcover, .i-)8 pp. (13.95

TO ORDER
S viidchL-ck uf money order tor proper ;i m< null, plus 

S2.1KI postage and hanillinB to Paladin Press, |><). Box 
IJ07-NI.B. lloiilder, CO H03<Ki- 1 .WT Call TOIJ. 
FREE, 24 HOURS A DAV (MasterCard or VISA orders 
only) 800S2-1.-8H8. Use operator '2<it. In California, 
WMLSSZ--1 -1 --. In Atastat and Hawaii. 8(W-B24-''9l«. 
l :or Customer Service, call 30.1-44 3- ̂ 2 50.

Une ot soKual besteellers, ^O'IQ 
maKing an uncrsceaamoO introductory 
otter A FREE 178-pagB book uursllng 
wim doions of enpllclt, oloss-up pnotoa ol 
Iho moat a^Qualng sexual positions you've 
evor seen! Send |ust 32 lot po$laga and 
llanDllng. and we'll rusii vout (roo photo 
book.

1982 CATALOG!
aimble AS pages bursting wlln se* alas, soxy

ontraconllvo3 — Ttolona. Nudo.

AOnni a Km. P.O. Don 900, Dopi. NL-z-t, Carrboio, NC 27510
rj»Fa2f>HotoOooMP&"Qnly]S20() 
Di3099Ca'ilog S2.00

WIZARD
T-SHIRT while 
silkscri'i>n on qu<)ti- 
ly black 50-50 
shirt. Slzi's: S. M. 
L, XL. S7.Q5 -I SSc

POSTER while on 
black 20"x26". 
S3.95 -I- Sl.OOl'&ll

PaLchwork I'roduclions Depl. Nl. 2-81 
I'.O. Box 201. I'aduccih. KY 42001 
Dt'dlcr inqijirii's arc inuitt'ti.

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



The Robert Klein
Radio Show 

is no laughing matter
to these top radio stations... 

they know its an audience builder!
HAPPY FIRST ANNIVERSARY TO THE ROBERT KLEIN RADIO SHOW FAMILY

WDDQ
KYIO
WPRR
KYTX
KGLM
WAPl
WAGQ
WZGC
HSM
WWOO
WAAL
WVW
WFHV
WKOY
WBGN
WRK1
WZIR
KATR

Adel, GA 
Alamogordo, NM 
Alioona, FA 
Araarlllo, TX 
Anaconda, MT 
Appleton, WI 
Athens, GA 
Atlanta, GA 
Belllnghom. WA 
Berryville, VA 
Blnghamton, NY 
Blackabarg. VA 
Blalrttown. NJ 
Bl(«fleId,WVA 
Bowling Green, KY 
Bridgeport. CT 
Buffalo, NY 
Carlibad. WM

KKRL
WKKI
WBOQ
WLUP
WMMS
KTTT-FM
WKGO
WXLP
KAZY
WRIF
KDCK
WDOV
WFON
KBKB-FM
WGVL
KKDQ
WKZL
WGRK-FM

Carroll, IA 
Celtna, OH 
Charlotte, NC 
Chicago. II 
Cleveland, OH 
Columbus, HE 
Cumberland. MD 
Davenport, IA 
Denver, CO 
Detroit, HI 
Dodge City, KS 
Dover, DE 
FondDu Lac, WI 
Fort Madison, IA 
Galnesvllle, FL 
Grand Forks, ND 
Greeniboro. NC 
Greeiubtirg. KY

WHMD
WHCN
WRLS
WMTU
WFYV
KBTM-FM
KASK
KRLG
KIQY
WKQQ
WBPZ
KLOS
WRBN
KUUL
KMKF
WQFH
KDWB-FM
WLSQ
WVAQ

Hammond, LA 
Hartford, CT 
Haywird. WI 
Houghton, m 
Jacksonville, FL 
Jonetboro, Aft 
Los Crucea, KM 
Lowton, OK 
Lebanon. OR 
Lexlnglon. KY 
Lock Haven, PA 
Los Angeles, CA 
Hacon, GA 
Madera, CA 
Manhattan, KS 
Milwaukee, WI 
MWSt. Paul, MM 
Montgomery. AL 
Morgantown, WVA

WTAO
KFMH
WNEW-FM
WAOB
WHYK
WMEB
WOCF
WPPM
WTKX
WIOQ
KOPA-FM
KMR]
WYNZ-FM
WPDH
WPRB
WHCN
WKCX
KIXY-FH

Uarphvaboio, tt 
MDECBtlne, IA 
New York, BY 
ntlci, MI 
Norfolk, VA 
Orono,ME 
Oswego, NY 
Panama City, FL 
Peniacola, FL 
Philadelphia, FA 
Fhotnii, AZ 
Ptttiburg, RS 
Portland, HE 
Pooghkeepsle, NY 
Prince Ion, NJ 
Ktverhead. NY 
Borne. GA 
San Angelo, T2

KZOZ
KTMS-FM
KMLS-FM
KCBW
WX1R
W8FB
WAQX
WBDJ
KZZK
KWFM
WOTffi
KVRF
KSZT
WWDC-FH
WXXY
WABO-FM
WBBD
WERI-FM
CHDH-FH

San Lull Oblspo, CA 
Santa Barbara, CA 
Santa Rota, CA 
Sedalla. HO 
Stale College. FA 
Stone, VI 
Syracuse, NY 
Terns Haute, IN 
Tri-Clttes, WA 
Tacton, AZ 
DUca, NY 
Vermllllon, SD 
Walla Walla, WA 
Washington, DC 
Watkltu Glen, NY 
Wayneiboro, MS 
Weit Branch, HI 
Wettcrly, Rl 

Group (Canada)

"..howpleased we are with the 'new edition'Robert Klein 
Hour. Robert's comedic abilities are an excellent complement 
to his interviews of the name acts you consistently feature."

Tom Madges 
KLOS, Los Angeles

''..Robert Klein really has a unique, topical and humorous 
attitude on interviewing guests as he entertains the 
audience. Many of our listeners call during the show and ask 
if he's doing the show live from New York at that very 
moment. That's Quite a compliment and reflects a 'Timeless 
Quality' on your syndication. What a show! We are proud to 
be the first major American radio station to present your 
show twice each week,"

Jim Savell 
WROQ, Charlotte

"The Robert Klein Radio Show is a tremendously 
entertaining hour that strongly touches our 18 — 34 demos. It 
has been a key to our success story and I recommend it to 
you."

Buzz Knight 
WRKI, Bridgeport 

Sponsored by

PK tcut it out !\-' ••*}'

And fill it out and send it
to us and you'll get the
scoop on how The Robert Klein
Radio Show will help you beat the
"Monongahelas" out of your competition.

Name 

Title ^ Station

Address. 

City __ .State .Zip

The Robert Kletn Radio Show
231 £.51st Street 

New York, N.Y 10022
Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



• According to an obituary 
for Marjorie Ellen Craw, the 
fifty-seven-year-old Albany, 
Indiana, woman left twelve 
children behind. Their 
names are Donny, Johnny, 
Lonny, Vonny, Yonny, Nonny, 
Onny, Shonny, Connie, Mon- 
nie, Bonnie, and Tonnie. 
Muntie Evening News (con 
tributed by Stuarl I,. Ftope)

• Joseph Guillou, a forty- 
five-year-old French mer 
chant seaman, was working 
aboard the Moroccan oil 
tanker A! Ghassani when he 
was arrested by Moroccan au 
thorities for allegedly blas 
pheming King Hassan II. 
French maritime-union offi 
cials claim that Guillou faces 
up to fwo years in prison for 
removing a shipboard por 
trait of Hassan and replac 
ing it with a large sausage. 
AP (contributed by Ned 
Kinkelly)

• According to a pending 
"Bill of Vengeance" being 
considered by Iranian law 
makers, a person who crimi 
nally injures someone will 
have the same wound in 
flicted on him as punishment. 
To guarantee accuracy in 
such cases, the bill would re 
quire that the victim's 
wounds be- measured for 
length, width, and depth, ex 
cept for skull wounds, which 
would not have to be mea 
sured for depth, Boston Globe 
(contributed by Ron Hooker)

• Six exotic birds —cock 
atoos and macaws worth 
$10.000-have been removed 
from decorative cages in the 
lobby of the Golden Nugget 
Casino in Atlantic City, New 
Jersey, because they "were ci 
ther sleeping or sitting on 
their perches and weren't 
lively enough" to suit the ca

sino's managers. According 
to casino spokeswoman Mu 
riel Harris, the birds will be 
replaced by Disneyland-style 
mechanical birds, which will 
presumably require less 
sleep. "We hope these birds 
will be a little more ani 
mated, fly, and sing softer 
than the last batch." Harris 
said. Philadelphia Inquirer 
(contributed by B r u c e 
Fisher)

• Berlyn Salazar filed a 
$250,000 lawsuit against the 
city of Espanola, New Mex 
ico, after an incident in 
which, he charged, he was 
beaten by police. Salazar said 
that he required emergency 
surgery after an officer 
kicked him in the groin. 
Commenting on the case, Es- 
panola police chief A. B. Val- 
dez claimed that Salazar. in 
an effort to implicate the po 
lice department, had actually 
kicked himself in the groin. 
Albuquerque Journal (con 
tributed by Barbara Fordyce)

• A thirty-cight-year-old 
man showed up at the emer 
gency room of Swedish Hos

pital in Seattle, Washington, 
complaining of a burning 
sensation in his throat. After 
X rays revealed a table knife 
lodged deep in his esophagus, 
the patient admitted that he 
had used the knife to dis 
lodge a pill that had become 
stuck in his throat and had 
swallowed the blade in the 
process. It is not known wh;it 
became of the pill, an Empi- 
rin-3 tablet. Seattle Post-In 
telligencer (contributed b> 
Rodi Shemeta Ludlum)

• During a shoot-out, a 460- 
pound Eitchburg. Massachu 
setts, man. twenly-four-year- 
old Lawrence Bel), was shot 
eight times by state trooper 
Martin K. Stephens and sur 
vived despite the sixteen en 
trance and exit wounds in his 
chest, abdomen, right arm. 
and scalp.

"The man is overly obese," 
said the surgeon who oper 
ated on Bell. "Fat might have 
acted almost as a sandbag, so 
none of the bullets hit any 
vital organ."

Police spokesman John 
McLcan also attributed Bell's 
survival to his fat, saying of

OLD WEST DEPARTMENT

Old West Entertainment

nt'rcryo nut
(contributed by J. R. Clifton, Jax, Florida)

the eight police slugs that hit 
him, "They all just went 
around in the fat." AP (con 
tributed by Joe Folfes)

• Robert Sirros was behind 
the counter of Nap's Package 
Store in Attleboro, Mas 
sachusetts, when a man with 
an eight-inch knife came in 
and demanded the contents 
of the cash register. In re 
sponse, Sirros produced a 
length of pipe and rapped it 
on the counter.

"Well, just give me twenty 
dollars," said the robber, look 
ing at the pipe; then, after a 
pause, "Can I take a bag of 
chips?"

The thief finally fled 
empty-handed. Hartford Cou- 
rant (contributed by Thomas 
Collen)

• A Saskatchewan, Canada, 
grocer was fined $200 for 
knowingly selling Lysol as an 
alcoholic beverage. Richard 
Rollman. fifty-three, was 
charged under the Liquor 
Act after a plainclothes po 
liceman bought a can of the 
disinfectant after telling the 
grocer he needed a drink. 
The cop also purchased two 
bottles of soda to use as a 
mixer. CP (contributed by 
Michel Cleroux)

• Navy airwoman Rebecca 
Ann Todd charged that she 
was ordered to stand at pa 
rade rest on a pleasure craft 
assigned to the former com 
manding officer of the May- 
port Naval Station near 
Jacksonville, Florida, while 
the officer's brother hugged 
and kissed her "at least five 
times," Capt. Marvin D. Rey 
nolds, the former com 
mander, was charged with 
(he misuse of government 
property. f'/Y (contributed by 
Bob Lusk)
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Ihese fine polo shirts from National Lampoon sport the 
distinctive, attractive symbol, a double-amputee frog.

Yes. the unfortunate frog is your assurance that you have 
purchased the very finest. Wear your shirt with pride, with or 
without pants.

National Lampoon shirts are available only by mail. The 
price? Just $12.95, plus postage and handling. Order yours 
today and insure yourself the respect your discernment and 
taste deserve.

Also available in blue and yellow 
at$13.95each.

ANNOUNCING FROG

National Lampoon now otters the 
most prestigious shirt in America, and at a price 

that prestigious people can afford. .<

FROG DRAWING BY CARTOONIST SAM GROSS

,c> fi>* ^.

op iV ^".rW
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True Accidents
The following accident 

descriptions appeared on ap 
plications for workmen's com 
pensation hi Ohio, (submitted 
by Paul I). Trams)
"In performing the job of 
which I am capable I didn't 
know the machine was on 
and was showing my new 
helper what not to do and 
did."

"I looked into the hose to see 
why the water did not come 
out. It came."
"I was proving that 1 could 
carry an air compressor and 
strained my back."
"I sprained my sprained 
ankle the same way I sprained 
it before!'

"Hit arm against hopper. Got 
flea bites."

"This is for the cut on my 
hand, but I took out the 
stitches myself that they put 
in at the hospital. However, I 
am filing on account of the 
watchdog biting me and on 
account of a hurt I got in a 
fall in the paint shop."

"Got my right hand, first fin 
ger in the saw while helping 
Mike, and staying out of his 
way. My finger bled and this 
affected my mind."

"While on duty, I was hit in 
the face by a hand-my 
glasses were broke and some 
thing hit my eye and no one 
believes I was hit but il hurt."

"Hot grease splashed on me 
and fried my thumb."

"I was working on my job 
and got a pain at the end of 
the week."

"Unintentional accident, 
unnecessarily occurred on 
account of a misjudgmcnt."

"Ran down steps. When I got 
to the end my feet wouldn't 
stop."

"Had hand in machine while 
air was off—someone turned 
on switches and folded my 
hand."

"I was assaulted and attacked
by a vicious employee be 
cause he didn't like me and I 
know it."

"Patient was going to fall for 
me and I could not let this 
happen. In so preventing this 
I caused myself damage to 
my knee."

"That night 1 done some 
thing I shoukln'ta done and 
now my back hurts."

"A gate hit my foot while my 
back was turned closing the 
other side."
"Customer thought she 
needed brakes adjusted. She 
drove her auto into the sta 
tion and could not stop the 
car, came through the door 
and pinned claimant against 
cash register!'

"I was removing a blouse for 
a customer at which time I 
injured my back"

"I inherited this occupational 
disease."

"Acting on behalf of my em 
ployer I hit another auto!'

"In order to avoid a person, 
Betty lost her balance and 
fell down. In one hand she 
had a ketchup bottle which 
broke on impact and cut her 
hand. In the other hand she 
had her thumb!'

"I overasserted myself and 
got a hernia."

"The doctor gave me a dis 
ease for my occupation and 
said I must change jobs."

"Gears smashed thumb while 
holding air cleaner in place, 
while putting nipple on with 
right hand, while balancing, 
air cleaner with left hand, 
while holding end with left 
hand away from right hand. 
Gears were not covered!'

GREAT MOMENTS IN ADVERTISING

like Electrolux.
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Tin's ud appeared in Scope magazine, a foreign publication, 
(submitted by Norm a Roscntlial and Chip Gedney)

"i didn't know water was 
where I fell."
"I fell down in the Fhotomat 
booth while dislocating my 
knee."

"Sustained back injury due 
to car accident which is part 
of his job."
"Falling off the truck I dis 
located my pelvis and other 
male organs."
"I slipped and fell and hurt 
everything in me."
"Carrying roll roofing caught 
my toe on a piece of tin that 
was froze in ground. The tin 
flipped against me causing 
me to trip letting the roofing 
fall into bucket of tar. Tar 
splashed out burning my arm 
causing me to jump back into 
ladder which fell against me, 
knocking me into building 
breaking my tooth. Thus I 
burned, bumped, and broke me."

"I dropped my head on my 
foot when someone pushed 
their guts across the table 
without calling out." (from a 
slaughterhouse employee)
"The fumes were so bad I 
was taken by them and went 
to bed with the doctor!'
"The guy I work with went 
ape shit. He hauled off and 
punched me in the jaw and 
then tried to rip my throat 
out!'

Contributions: We will pay 
$10 for every item used, $20 
for B&W photos, $30 for 
coior photos. Send to: True 
Facts, National Lampoon, 635 
Madison Avenue, New York, 
N.Y. 10022. In case of dupli 
cation, earliest postmark is 
selected.
Editor's note: All items ap 
pearing in the True Section 
are, to the best of our ability 
to verify them, true. We will 
gladly retract anything that 
can be proven false. Every 
thing else in National Lam 
poon is fictional. Except the 
ads.
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Use this card for free information 
from National Lampoon advertisers.

Send this card today for free informa 
tion from NATIONAL LAMPOON 
advertisers.
Check the boxes at right for the infor 
mation you wish to receive. It will be 
sent directly from the advertiser. 
Deadline for this service: March 15, 
1982.

Send it in.

D Seagram's Gin (Inside Front Cover) FREE 
Orleans Rock Poster

Q Steel Schnapps (page 37) Srcel Recipe Book- 
lei FREE

Q Eagle Kure Bald Eagle Brochure from Eagle 
Rare Bourbon

D Jack Daniels (page 29) If you would like to 
know more about Jack Daniel's...

O Scrijtrnm's 7 Cron-n (page 791 America's Fa 
vorite Whiskey

D E-Z Wider (page 81) Check this box. get a 
FREE Rizla + Accessories Catalog

D Wild Turkey (pages 14-15) Join Wiltl Turkey 
Ceramic1 Collector Society; FREE Pin

D Koni-ifo/RitinsdJ I'ttrnu Rico (pages 9 & 59) 
FREE Recipe Booklet

D Toshiba (page 34) For more Toshiba Portable 
Stereo information...

HI BASF (page 20) BASF Tape Catalog
D BSR (page 4) For more BSR Mini-Compo 

nent System information...

Name____________________
Address. 
City———

Q Molsoa (page 5) FREE 5-Picce Molson Mys 
tery Mind-Boggling Pu/zlc

CI Loran Tapes (page 36") For further FREE in 
formation..,

D Two Fingers TeauiUi (page 47) For more 
FREE information, circle

(J J&K Music World (Unclassified) FREE J&R 
Music World Audio & Video Catalog

Q U.S. Pioneer (pages 32-33) U.S. Pioneer 
Electronic s Corporation

D Cannon (Back Cover) Send for FREE color 
literature on Cannon SLR cameras

[1 Ti;AC (page I) FREE Brochure on New Prod 
uct information

D Atlsop (page 80) FREE Tape Care Guide 
D Fujitsu Ten (page 13) FREE Brochure
D Mobile Fidelity Sound Lab (page 34) Limited 

Edition Original Master Recordings
[J Pioneer of America (pages 16-17) Car Stereo, 

Car Speakers, and Personal Stereo Brochure 
D Club (unclassified) FREE Rolling Paper

, State. .Zip.

Pass it on.

Send this card today for free informa 
tion from NATIONAL LAMPOON 
advertisers.
Check the boxes at right for the infor 
mation you wish to receive. It will be 
sent directly from the advertiser. 
Deadline for this service: March 15,
1982.

Use this card for free information 
from National Lampoon advertisers.
D Seagram's Gin (Inside Front Cover) FREE 

Orleans Rock I"ostcr
D Steel Schnapps (page 37) Steel Recipe Book 

let FREE
D Eagle Rare Bald Eagle Brochure from Eagle 

Rare Bourbon
D Jack Daniels (page 29.) If you would like l<> 

know more about Jack Daniel's...
D Seagram's 7 Gwuvilpagc 79) America's Fa 

vorite Whiskey
D E-Z Wider (page 81) Check this box. get a 

FREE Ri/!a + Accessories Catalog
D Wild TiirJcrv (pages U-15) Join Wild Turkey 

Ceramic Collector Society: FREE Pin
D RonricolRums n/ Puerto Rico ( pages 9 & 5'J ] 

FREE Recipe Booklet
LI Toshiba (page 34) For more Toshiba Portable 

Stereo information...
D BASF (page 20) BASF Tape Catalog
D BSR (page 4) For more BSR Mini-Compo 

nent System information...

D Molson (page 5) FREE 5-!'icce Molson Mys 
tery Mind-Boggling Puzzle

D Loran Tapes (page 36) For further FREE in 
formation...

D Two Fingers Teqiiilu (page 47) For more 
FREE information, circle

G J&R Music World (Unclassified) FREE J&R 
Music World Audio & Video Catalog

D U.S. Pioneer (pages32-.W) U.S. Pioneer 
Elccironic's Corporation

D Cannon (Back Cover) Send for FREE color 
literature on Cannon SLR cameras

D TEAC Jpage)) F-Rfct ttrocVmre on New Prod 
uct information

D Allsop (page «0) FREE Tape Care Guide 
D Fujitsu Ten (page 13) FREE Brochure
D Mobile Fidelity Sound Lab (page 34) Limited 

Edition Original Master Recordings
Cl Pioneer of America (pages 16-17) Car Stereo, 

Car Speakers, and Personal Stereo Brochure 
D Club (unclassified) FREE Rolling Paper

Name_ 
Address. 

City__ .Slate. .Zip.
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KEEP'EM GUESSIN'
•with your

T-SHIRT >H AT- or BUMPER STICKER
,__^ •Black,Red,Navy,tight Blue 
an,Yellow,orWliite-s/in/Ifj/K-lE 

S6.9S includes postage.
BAS£BALU!AT-RoyaI,Gokl,Black, 

or Kelly with fancy embroidered 
patch-$6.M includes postage.

BUMPER STICKER-Instant ret pee t 
onthehighway-$Z«O includes po- 
*ta*e' Send to: 
ROCKY MOUNTAIN T-SHIRTS j 

142 S. College, Ft. Collins, Colo. 80524 J

COLLEGE STUDENTS
Improve your grades! Send $1.00 for your up- 
to-date, 306 page, term paper catalog. 
10,250 papers on file, all academic subjects.
Research Assistance 11322 Idaho Ave. 
#206NP, Los Angeles, CA90025 (213)477-8226

Save the 
BALES!

1 COLOR. QUALITY. 
T-SHIRT JUST $7.95,

"f udiikij posTfl'jc and haiidl.ny

SLND MONEY OUULH IO
S.T.B.

P.O. Bo* 2041 
Plnellas Park, H. 33565

T-SHIRTS GALORE!

Production overruns, 5 different designs top 
quality, assorted colors. S [0.95 plus $2 
postage. SPECIFY SIZE: Check or M.O. 
to Phtla. T-Shirt Museum Dcpl. NL 118 S. 
18th St., Phila., Pa. 19103. 10 day money 
back guarantee.

Next Month
pant

FOOD pv

CONTAINS: CHICKEN WARS, 
HYMEN ANTI-CHOKING MA 
NEUVER, FOODS 7/MCKMAG- 
AZINE, CHARLIE THE TUNA,
p OOR PEOPLE'S GOURMET, 
AND MUCH MORE.

NETWT.15%OZ.439fl

GEORGE CARLIN 
HAS FINALLY

FOUND A PLACE
FOR 

HIS STUFF...
IN YOUR EAR!

George Carlin's new album,
"A Place For, My Stuff!"

On Atlantic Records and Tapes

Produced by George Caiiin
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Can you pair the celebs with their 
necks, pictured below?

Jimply draw a line connecting the famous celeb above with the neck below and mail this page to National 
Lampoon Contest #5. A winner will be selected at random and will receive a turkey neck, shipped unre- 
frigerated, from prestigious Woff's Delicatessen in New York City.

Send this page marked with your entry to:
Necks
National Lampoon 
635 Madison Avenue 
New York, N.Y 10022

NAME__ 
ADDRESS. 
CITY__ .STATE. _ZIP_

THE WINNER WILL BE ANNOUNCED IN A FORTHCOMING ISSUE.
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THE NEW AE-I PROGRAM
Nobody has been able to make fine photography

this simple. Until now.
There has never been a high 

quality 35mm SLR camera as 
simple to use as the Canon AE-1 
PROGRAM. That's why people 
who don't have time for complicated 
cameras, like Washington Redskins' 
quarterback JoeTheismann, carry 
it with them wherever they go. And 
you should, too.

Indoors or out. day or night-m 
any light-the AE-1 PROGRAM is 
designed to give you perfect 
pictures automatically. You just 
focus and shoot. Really. When set 
on "PROGRAM" the advanced 
electronics inside provide total 
automation, so you can concentrate 
on your subject.

For action photography, 
there's also shutter-priority 
automation, which lets you choose 
a speed fast enough to "freeze" 
moving subjects while the

Photographic 
Consultant to 
the National 
Football League

camera's electronic brain auto 
matically adjusts the lens opening 
for the lighting conditions.

Flash photography is totally 
automatic as well, and with the new 
Canon Speedlite 188A with built-in 
exposure confirmation, you can tell 
you've gotten a perfect flash 
picture before removing your

eye from the viewfinder!
There are new and exciting 

accessories that add even more 
versatility. The Power Winder A2 
provides single-frame and continu 
ous motorized shooting at up to 
two frames-per-second. Or. for re 
ally fast action, you can add the 

- Motor Drive MA for up

to 4 fps. rapid sequence shooting.
There are eight interchange 

able focusing screens and nearly 
fifty Canon FD lenses that fit the 
AE-1 PROGRAM. So you can 
shoot a wide-angle panorama, do 
candid portraits or use a Canon 
zoom lens to really reach out and 
bring your subjects up close. Best 
of all, when you add any of these 
exciting accessories, shooting is 
still automatic. And just as simple.

Ask your Canon dealer to 
show you the camera that makes 
fine photography simple. The

new Canon AE-1 PROGRAM. 
It's one more reason we're 

the world's leader in 35mm 
photography.

Official Camera of the 
SupeiBowl

Canon
JSI1HD,

PROGRAM
Canon USA, Inc., One Canon Pla*a. Lake Success. New York 11042 • HO (ndusl rial Drive. Elmhurst. Illinois 60126 • 

8380Peaehitesindustrial Blvd.. Norcross. Georgia 30071 • 123 Paglsiino Avenue East. Cosia Mesa. California 92626 • 6idg B-2, 1050 Ala MoanaBlvd.. Honolulu. Hawat(96B14 -CanonCanada, inc., Ontario
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For a2E" x 26" full-color poster of this ad, send $3.00 check or money order payable to Anhsuser-Busch. Inc.. Dept. 6-0,2800
Allow 4-6 weeks. Offer expires Deeernber 31,1682. Void where prohibited.
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