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How the Science Fiction Book Club® works:

You'll recaive your choice of any 4 books on this
page for only $1 (plus shipping and handling)
and a free copy of The Dragonriders of Pern and
a free carryall after your application for member-
ship is accepted. We reserve the right to reject
any application. However, once accepted as a
member, you may examine the books in your
home and, if not completely satisfied, return
them within 10 days at Club expense. Your mem-
bership will be cancelled and you'll owe nothing.
The FREE book and carryall will be yours to
keep whether or not you remain a member.
About every 4 weeks (14 times a year), we'll
send you the Club’s bulletin, Things to Come,
describing the 2 coming Selections and a variety
of Alternate choices, In addition, up to 4 times a
year you may receive offers of special Selec-
tions, always at low Club prices. If you want the 2
Selections, you need do nothing; they'll be

shipped automatically, If you don't want a Selec-
tion, Erefer an Alternate, or no book at all, just fill
out the convenient form alwa?rs ijﬂ\fided and
return it to us by the date specified.

We allow you at least 10 days for making your
decision. If you do not receive the form in time to
respond within 10 days and receive an unwant-
ed Selection, you may return it at our expense.

As a member you need buy only 4 Selections
or Alternates during the coming year. You may
resign any time thereafter or continue to enjoy
Club benefits for as long as you wish. One of the
2 Selections each month is only $4.98. Other
Selections are higher, but always much less
than hardcover publishers' editions—up to 65%
off, The Club offers more than 400 books to
choose from. A shipping and handling charge is
added to all shipments. Send no money now,
but do mail the coupon today!
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Science Fiction Book Club®
Dept. AS-972, Garden City, N.Y. 11535

| want the best SF in or out of this world! Please accept
my application for membership in the Science Fiction
Book (ﬂub. Send me the 4 books | have numbered in the
boxes below. plus my free book and carryall and bill me
just $1 (plus shipping and handling). | agree to the Club
Plan as described in this ad. | will take 4 more books at
regular low Club prices in the coming year and ma resign
any time thereafter. The FREE book and carryall will be
mine to keep whether or not | remain a member. SFBC
offers serious works for mature readers.
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I under 18, parent must sign
The Science Fiction Book Club offers its own complete
hardbound editions sometimes altered in size to fit special
resses and save you even more. Members accepted in
.S.A. and Canada only. Canadian members will be ser-
viced from Canada. Offer slightly different in Canada.
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EDITORIAL

he first woman I ever fell in love

with was Alice Silver. An older

woman, she was six and [ was

five. I learned all you have to
know about women from her. They are
smarter, prettier, and more determined
than men. If you remember that you'll do
fine in this women’s world.

The fact that most countries and com-
panies are headed by men is a practice
cffected by women to make men think
that they are more superior than they
ever have been or will be.

Think of this:

There are more women than men.

Women live longer than men.

Women have more of the wealth than
men.

Women possess far more physical and
sexual attractiveness than men.

Women always have the last word.,

All the wrongs perpetrated in the
annals of history have been done in the
name of man, with the possible excep-
tion of Cyndi Lauper's hairdo,

1 think we have lived this sham long
enough.

For two thousand years and more
women have deluded men into thinking
that they were the leaders, the thinkers,
the doers.

A philosopher, I think it was Hugh
Hefner, once summed it up thusly: “A
strand of hair from a woman's pelvis is
stronger than a rail of steel.”

It’s true. Let’s stop the charade!

Nancy is smarter than Ron. Gracie was
funnier than George. Madame Curie was
brighter than Mr. Curie, Mrs. Edison had
to tie Thomas Alva’s shoelaces. Margaret
Thatcher is certainly smarter than any-
one in Parliament, Sandra Day O’Connor
is brighter than a Las Vegas neon, if not
quite as flashy. Jeane Kirkpatrick is
meaner than Sylvester Stallone, and can
hit harder too.

Sure, men can jump higher, run faster,
and dunk basketballs.

But can a man have a career, raise a
family, jog ten miles a day, look great, and
still make intelligent, witty remarks at
cocktail parties? During their period?

No way.

Men are all made in the image of
Gerald Ford. They can only do one thing
at a time. And that's the big difference.

Time’s up! Two thousand years are
long enough. Let’s put things in the
proper perspective.

First of all, let women fight as soldiers
and pilots and riot police.

Second, let’s really go for it with a

& All About Women &

woman president. Hell, we gotta do bet-
ter than what we've had for the last
twenty years. A female moose would be
a better president than Reagan.

Third, let’s get some women in there
running some of these really big com-
panies. Do you think any woman who
called herself a woman would have
allowed the Union Carbide Massacre
to happen?

Next, no wars, skirmishes, occupa-
tions, or ersatz invasions unless the
women approve, If they think some-
thing's important enough to send their
sons off to die over, then I agree that it's
important enough too.

And it’s gotta be give and take, you
know.

So let’s get rid of the women's move-
ment. Give the power to the women,
where it belongs. And start a men’s
movement.

Matty Simmons
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Now Offering Shirts and Fine Sweaters from F R O G

The Frog family of fine apparel is
proud to announce the introduction
of the Frog Sweater. The Frog
Sweater comes in three sizes and is
alegend for its softness, warmth,
and style. And Frog Clothing
continues to offer the Frog Polo
Shirt. Both shirt and sweater sport
the distinctive symbol of the Frog
line, a double-amputee frog.

The unfortunate frog is your
assurance that you have purchased
the very finest. Wear your shirt with
pride—with or without a Frog
Sweater over it—whether you
yourself have legs or not.

Frog Sweaters and Shirts are
available only by mail. The price?
Sweaters are just $20.95 plus
postage and handling. Polo shirts
are $14.95 plus postage and
handling.

Order your sweater and/or shirt
today and ensure yourself of the
respect your taste and discernment
deserve.
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Sirs:

In response to some ridiculous Freud
theory I had to do a term paper on: 1
think I speak for most women when 1 say
that something that hangs between your
legs, itches on both sides, erects every
morning, thus preventing ease in urina-
tion, and from what I understand is as
painful as cramps when hit is nothing to
envy.

Ann Marie Manis

First-year psych student
Secretary of Penn State Feminists
Jor a Better World

Sirs:

You know what reputed Gambino
crime boss Paul Castellano said before
he was filled with lead? “Uh-oh.”

Swifty Zucker
A passerby

Sirs;

Today Congress voted a vast, sweeping
change in government. From now on.
government buildings will be swept
every other day and buffed and waxed
every third day.

Spiro Agnew
Janitor
Capitol Hill

Sirs:

I've been writing for thirty years. I've
written twenty novels, sixteen movies,
seven plays, 135 poems, fifty-three songs,
and have submitted 3,562 articles to
various magazines. None of which have
been sold. Please at least print this letter
s0 1 can convince my friends I'm a pub-
lished writer,

Joe Marcos
Address published upon payment

Sirs:

Reporters constantly ask what Charles
and I like to do in our leisure time. Actu-
ally, we have simple tastes, We like to sit
together in our bathtub and fart, seeing
who can out-bubble the other. It’s jolly
fun, really.

Princess Diana
Buckingham Palace

8 NATIONAL LAMPOON

Sirs:
You know, [ never realized it before,
but a Russian is just a Polack with nukes.
Ron Reagan
Back at the ranch

Sirs:

Yep, Gorbie and I got along just fine.
Even the head of the Evil Empire likes to
relax and chat and have a coupla laughs
now and then. I really broke him up with
this one:

I said: “Knock! Knock!"

He said (after I explained how these
things go): “Who there?”

I said: “Ivan.”

He said (after a little more prompt-
ing): “Ivan who?"

I said: “Ivan Workin’' on the Star Wars!”

I tell you, he laughed so hard that he
offered to let another one of those
crackpot poets out of the loony bin. But
1 said, “No thanks, we've got more than
we need already”

Ron Reagan
Asleep at the table

Sirs:

1 know it’s sinful and hedonistic, but 1
love to throw a few cigarettes in the
toilet and “torpedo” them while urinat-
ing. Please don’t tell my dean.

Ozzie Osmond
Brigham Young University
Uteth

Sirs:
Every lezzie has a lassie.
I don’t seem lo wanne.
Yet all the giris they smile af me,
While steamin’ in the sauna.
Bobbi Burns
c/o the Salt Lick Spa, N.Y.

Sirs:
Hose me, Mubarak, hose me!
Nnnh! Nnnh! Nnnh! Nnnh! Nnnh!
Nnnh! Aaaaah!
Thank you, Mubarak.
Mrs. Hosed Mubarak
Cairo, Egypt

Sirs:

For that easy-to-fix treat that can
become the focal point of any social
gathering, here is my recipe for “Cal-
ifornia Boner Dip™:

6 medium-to-large California boners

(washed)

2 avocados

1 pt. plain yogurt

2 tbsp. minced onion

2 tbsp. chives

V2 tsp. garlic powder

1 tsp. salt

.5 gm. coke

Just blend ingredients and serve,
being careful #of to put the boners into
the food processor.

Sunshine Granola Crack
Big Sore, Calif

“When you were my age, did you have a big gaping sore on your
penis that burt when you stuck it up the cat?”
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Sirs:

Lsquire is so very pleased to
announce the grand opening of its film
division, Esquire Films. This coming year
we will release a varied and interesting
assortment of films for the modern male.
The first of them will be opening at a
theater near you this spring, and it is
entitled Esquires Sweaters of Distinc.
tion, in which two male models experi-
ence ennui and flatulence in bulky knits
and argyles. Next on the agenda is
Esquires London Fog Vacation, in
which two ex-revolutionaries decide to
“drop in” on society and act like they
hated their parents for acting the same
way they're acting. Then comes
Esquires Beverly Hills Shop. Much akin
to Ophuls’s masterpiece The Sorrow and
the Pity, this film runs for six and a half
hours with a quiche break. It covers one
whole business day in an overpriced
men'sstore in California where upwardly
mobile young men spend far too much
money on things that nobody needs.
Other titles scheduled for releasc in the
fall of 1986 include Esquires The Year of
Living Casually, Esquires Three Cheers
for Imported Beers, Esquires Cuffs Are
In Again, Esquire’s Mondo Condo,
Esquire’s Restless Investors, and many,
many more,

Lester Ponce Smallpiece, Jr.
Esquire Films
New York

Sirs:

We would like to make this addition to

Esquire’s Dubious Achievement Awards
of 1985:
The Twelve Worst Magazines of 1985:
The January, February, March, April,
May, June, July, August, September,
October, November, and December
issues of Esquire.

The Staff of Esquire
New York, N.Y.

Sirs:

Are you sure that rubbing fresh-
squeezed sperm on your boabs makes
them grow? Those two editors of yours,
the ones that went to college, said it
does, but I'm beginning to wonder.
Mostly, it just makes them sticky.

Daisy Chain
Newark, N.J.

Sirs:

Friday night vou should have been
there—we spent hours talking about
absolutely nothing, then we played
Trivial Pursuirt, and after that we remem-
bered just how important to us the
sixties were. If you can make it next
Friday, we’ll be doing the same exact
thing. Actually, we'll be doing that
every Friday, forever.

Jim and Harriet Sellout
Big Chill, Mont.

“Mind if I get on top?”

10 NATIONAL LAMPOON

Sirs:

This is very embarrassing, but have
you found any letters in your column
that don’t belong? The reason we're ask-
ing is that some of ours are missing and
we're writing to other magazines in the
hope that they'll be returned to us
before our press deadline. Usually you
can recognize them by their distinct
penchant for the exotic, Sometimes they
are written by people seeking advice on
personal problems. Please be on the
lookout for them. Of course we would
like this kept confidential, and there is a
generous reward being offered.

Penthouse Letters Department
New York

Sirs:

It all started when my wife and |
decided to get into a little “swinging” to
keep our marriage alive and open. We
went to one of these unsafe sex clubs
where you check your inhibitions at the
door, and at first it went pretuy well,
Madge, my wife, found this nice little
Puerto Rican guy named Josc and they
hit it off well right from the start. They
went into a room off to the side of the
Jacuzzi, and after a while Madge came
out and brought me into the room as
well. Jose was sitting in a plastic chair
shaped like a vagina and he was being
orally serviced by three sepruagenarian
paraplegics. He seemed to be enjoying
himself, and he waved me over to him
when he saw me from across the room. [
walked over to the chair and took off my
clothes. To my surprise and delight, a
beautiful black midget approached me
and began fondling all of my appen-
dages. Her name was Bobo, but
everyone called her Shmeckie. Well, to
make a long story just a bit shorter,
Shmeckic-Bobo and I fell in [ove. 1 never
thought it would happen, but then, who
knows what the future has in store for
any of us? But I have a dilemma. Do I tell
my wife about Shmeckie now, or do 1
wait until she comes back from Puerto
Rico with Jose?

Confused
Lost

Sirs:

We noticed that one of our letters did
indeed turn up in your column, By not
reporting its whereabouts, however, you
forfeited the reward money. Also, tell
Confused to wait until she comes back.

Penthouse Letters Department
New York
Sirs:

As a member of the White House
kitchen staff, I've had the privilege of
jerking off into Amy Carter’s vanilla
shakes, pissing in Henry Kissinger's con-
sommé, and dipping my dork in Nancy
Reagan’s iced tea. It's been a full life.

Howard Smoot
Washington, D.C,
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Four Short Works by
New Women Writers

Edited by Derek Pell

from Twelve

Pissed-off Women
A Half-Act Play by Twyla Smeel

CHARACTERS

EVE ADAMS, a victim

BERNADETTE CRATER, ajidge

CARLA BERGER-FEISTEIN, a prosecutor

ELMER PANTRY, @ rapist

LOIS SAPPHONELLL, Pantry’s attorney

TWELVE PISSED-OFF WOMEN, a jury

BAILIFE a baitiff

ASSORTED SPECTATORS AND A GAY MALE STENOGRAPHER

Scene I A packed courtroom. The near future.

JUDGE CRATER: One more outburst and I'll clear this
courtroom! (coughs) You may proceed, Lois.
Lois: Thank you, Your Honor. As I was saying...my

client, that dirty scumbag misogynist over
here, has “guilt” written all over his face. Just—

Eve: He should burn in hell for what he did to me!

PANTRY ( screamis): You call this justice???

JuDGE CraTER ( f0 Pantry): Shut up, fuck-face!

CARILA (rising ). Cut off his balls!

JUDGE CRATER (20 Caria): You're out of order, dear.
(to Pantry) Step down, asshole, you've had
your day in court! Bailiff!

(Bailiff yanks Panitry from the witness stand
and kicks him in the groin area. He screams.
Spectators cheer and applaud.)

Junce CraTeR (glances at clock ): I've got a
luncheon in ten minutes. Let's get this over
with. Has the jury reached a verdict?

FOREPERSON (résing ): You bet your life we have,
Your Honor ...

THE Jury (in unison): Guilty as bell!!!

JUDGE CRATER: Amen, (winks at jury) Or should I
say Aperson?

(Everyone giggles, with the exception of Elmer
Pantry, who is busy fending off the blows of
both Lois and Eve—the rwo women from
different walks of life, suddenly drawn
together in this beautiful moment of shared
sisterhood. They stop beating Panltry and stare
into each others eyes, They embrace. They kiss,
their tongues twirling in their respective
moitths and vice versa. The lights fade on their
unbridled passion.)

CURTAIN

Reflections

by Tina R. Cisco

[ stare at my reflection in the pool of squalid
dishwater. Darkness flecked with specks of scum,
the shards of your Hungry Man Dinner drifting
toward the drain as, yes, my life is drifting toward
its own black hole to nothingness. Iam a black
hole; harlot, hussy, hore. An empty vat that opens
sesame whenever you desire to stick your filthy
thing in, In and out, In and out of my life you go,
ghostly auto-mate, an insensitive piston pounding
the pavement of the freeway that is slippery with
the blood of my sisters! We are all hit-and-run
victims of your mindless stick-shift lust, We are
splotches and squishes and fragments of bone on
the Highway of Wife, Yet...somewhere, in the
macholess future, an offramp is forming, born out
of my desert womb. And I will exit before the
death toll to a land where women sing and dance,
make gentle cluster-love in a Jacuzzi.

Fuzzy Hubby

by Judith Wurst

Fuzzy Hubby was a bloody boar,

Fuzzy Hubby never did his chores.

Didn't suspect it at the time,

Even tho our sex life wasn't worth a rhyme.
Fuzzy Hubby couldn't get it up,

Fuzzy Hubby wouldn’t go near my muff.
Thought he was lazy, what a drag,

But my “provider” really was a fug!

Fuzzy Hubby homo queer,

Fuzzy Hubby insincere.

Gayblade, fairy, fruitcake, flit,

Rather look at Playgir! than fiddle with my clit!
Fuzzy Hubby left me high and dry,
Dumped me for a lifeguard from Van Nuys.

Haiku for My Dildo

by Joni Fickleberry
My artificial penis
never a dud (like my ex-husband’s)
you make me (feel like ) Venus!
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and D

You'’re 2 Man

Baby

on’t

Forget It

an I fix you a drink? Are you wear-

ing Nine Flags? That wouldn’t be

Argentina by any chance? You

smell terrific! Do you like starch
in your pin-striped shirts? Do you go for
Brioni or Brooks Brothers? A belt or
braces? Come here let me snap them on
your bare back!

Do you aspire to be a liberal or have
you resigned yourself to being a member
of the new right? It’s okay I'm not here to
judge, just to listen, to run my man-
icured fingernails up and down your
sinewy back, oh baby did you pull out
your shoulder when your one-on-one
Nautilus instructor pushed you just a lit-
tle too far?

Come here, cat a piece of broiled fish
done very simply, just the way you like
it, fish and an arugula salad, no cho-
lesterol. Let me put on something by the
Wyndham Ilill people, some movie
themes, and then I'll confront you, and
really examine our relationship, which
of course is fraught with problems but
we wouldn't have it any other way. Hey
baby you've got it right, don’t let anyone
tell you any different. I know it, from the
minute you jog out in the morning until
the second you collapse into my arms at
9:15 PM.

When I toss your boxers into the
hamper, when the maid and I chuckle
over the jockstrap you couldn’t find, The
votes are in, You're a Man baby and don’t
you think for one minute it doesn’t get
me through the day, not to mention

12 NATIONAL LAMPOON

by Sandra Bernhard

every night!

You love the blues, I'll sing them for
you. You like older women, let me act
my age. You want to go away every
weekend skiing in Utah? Look, I'm
packed!

You want me to have my own career,

be fulfilled, not only will I become a
major investment banker (which you
will of course be a little threatened by,
but don’t be, sweetheart ), I'll be home in
time to make you dinner every single
night! I'll decorate the co-op (don't
worry I'll find the time ), I'll find just the
right painting for over the couch, and on
top of that I'll pay the utilities and buy
my own clothes.

Can’t you feel it baby? Aren’t the signs
everywhere? Isn't it written on the
wind? Doesn't it cut like a knife? Weren't
you born in the US.A.? You know it,
there are no more doubts you are a Man.,

Come on I think you could use a little
therapy, open up learn to commit, stop
fantasizing about your mother’s artsy
girllriends I'm all yours and you're every-
thing I need.

I'm your woman, come here and lay
on top of me, that’s right don’t look so
damn shocked, I said on top, because
baby that’s where you belong,

You're a Man and if you don’t know it
by now, you never will.

Then there’s not a damn thing I can do
about it, I've encouraged you, I've made
you everything you are [ believe in you, |
just wish you'd believe in yourself, I'll
stop bugging you now. Ya that’s a great
idea, go out and get a massage and a
steam, and for God's sake please don't
get too introspective!

Bye honey let me look you in the eyes
for just a minute and tell you I love

cyou. M
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THE MOST POPULAR T-SHIRT IN THE HISTORY
OF THE NATIONAL LAMPOON IS AVAILABLE AS
A SWEATSHIRT IN TWO DESIGNS THAT WILL
MAKE DISNEY CRINGE!

H

Introducing the new National
Lampoon’s Vacation Sweat=
shirt. On the left is the sweat-
shirt in precisely the same
design as the enermously pop-
vlar Vocafion T-shirt. On the
right is the new “"Walley
World” Swealshirt as worn by
fhe Griswalds in National Lem-
poon’s European Vacation.

The demand for both these
products has been vnprece=
dented. Twenty million people
in the United States and Canada
saw National Lampeen’s Euro-
pean Vacation in theaters, and
we got more inquiries aboul
the sweatshirts worn by

“Clark” and “Rusty” in that
piciure than for any other such
product in the sixteen-year his-
fory of our magazine and
movies.

National Lampoon's
Vacation T-shirt

ar

Natonal Lkampaon's
Europedan Vacalion
shirt

Now beth shiris are available in
dazzling white with full-color
illustrations om the front. On
the back it sauys National Lam=
poon’s Vacation. (What were

you expecting—E.T.?) Also, siill
available and still selling
ridiculowsly well are the other
movie T=shiris shown on this

=l National Lampoon's |
Animal House
T-shirt

National Lampoon's
Animal House
Baseball Shirt

or

Natfonal Lampoon, Dept, 386
5 Madison Avenue
New York, New York 10022
Please send me;
C1SM CMD [JLG NL European Vacation shirts @ $6.95 each
(ISM OMD [1LG NL Vacation shirts @ $6.95 each
LISM (UMD [ /LG NL Animal House Delta shirts @ $5.95 each
(JSM [OMD [ LG NL Animal House bhaseball shiris @ $7.00 each
CJSM COMD LG O XL NL Vacation sweatshirt JB\; @ $16.95 each
@

C1SM MDD LG O XL NL Vacation sweatshirt 16.95 each
Please add $1.00 per shirt for postage and handiing. New York residents,

please add BVa% sales tax,

Name

Address N = " = =
City State Zip
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I Was a Gay Male Drag Queen

Trapped in the Body

of 2aWoman

A True Confession
as told to Lynn Phillips

've been blessed with a body most

women (and some men ) would

go into surgery to get: soft, high-

breasted, firm, willowy, volup-
tuous, My face is worth its weight in
gold cards. But my face has been a curse,
my bady a prison.

I'm not a real woman is why T only
look like one, and cry like one and bleed
like one and drive like one, read Vogue
like one, and collect alimony like one.
But beneath my Fendi furs, above my
Maud Frizons, and beyond my chromo-
somal structure, hormonal makeup,
and social conditioning, deep, deep in
my heart, I am a man. I’'m a strange man,
the kind people joke about at slick subur-
ban parties—the kind who likes to dress
up in women’s clothes and seduce beauti-
ful young men, the kind who slinks
around like a drunken sable, but a man
nonetheless.

When I left home at seventeen, |
instinctively sought out gay men as
lovers, but they never accepted me as
one of their own. Nothing personal, My
woman’s body simply reminded them
of their mothers. I could empathize. It
reminded me of my mother’s. How I
longed to get rid of it and be a trans-
vestite instead of what | was—a
pulchritudinous girl!

It was no better with women. Oh,
they liked me all right. Unlike their boy-
friends, I shared many of their concerns.
But when I'd try to have sex with one,
instead of taking pride in making a gay
guy “go straight,” she’d mistake me for a
lesbian and wrinkle her nose in disgust.

14 NATIONAL LAMPOON

The real heartbreak was with young
guys. Whenever I'd grab some Adonis in
a passionate embrace, instead of seeing
me as a masterful older man in skirts, he
would be reminded of his mommy, and
he'd start screaming,

At last, desperate for love, I tied the
knot with a bond broker, a “regular guy.”
It didn’t work out. Maybe he sensed |
was a man inside, or maybe my outside
reminded him of his em-oh-tee-aich-ee-
are, All T know is he tired of hearing me
say, “Don’t worry, it happens to lots of
men your age.” He let me down easy.

And then—hope! Just as [ was about
to blow my divorce settlement on a trip
to Sweden, I met a preoperative trans-
sexual lesbian—my perfect opposite! It
scemed like a match made in heaven,
only in bed it was hell. You see, he
wanted 1o have my body—and I wanted

to have his. We saw envy devour our
perfect love.

It was at our breaking-up party that I
finally found my dream mate—a closet
case! He fell for the queer hidden deep
within me and I went for the Oedipally
unresolved nancy-boy hidden deep
within him, This man and I share a love
50 exquisite, I'm not about to tell him
we're not a “normal” heterosexual cou-
ple. Let him dream. The way I see it, if
she is lucky enough to find true love in
this complex modern world, the least a
guy can do for a guy is to “look the other
way”!

So my story ends happily. True, I'm
still trapped in the body of a beautiful
woman, but enire nous, darling, the
pervert in me is beginning to love it

* to death!
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COMING NEXT MONTH

The inside scoop on
those wheeler dealer
stealer healers, who

give you gas and

a little feeler,

make you sicker D)
than you were before,

treat you less and
bill you more.

You know who these
butchers be,
whatever you do
don’t call an M.D.

=) ;:

i

And those ambulance chasin’

open and shut casin’
time and money wastin®
scum that stain the basin
crooked thievin’ ;
make you start heavin' /27 b
practitioners of the |
courtroom arts,
boring legal shyster farts.
IN OTHER WORDS:
DOCTORS AND LAWYERS.

Product of Canada 60" Liqueur imporied by Genersl Wine & Spirits Co., NY., N.Y.
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FEMINIST PARTY JOKES

by Will Jacobs and Gerard Jones

It is with unbridled joy that we present here excerpts
from Gloria Chicago’s forthcoming book, Feminist
Party Jokes. Not since Schronsky and Silverperson’s
EBvidence of a Matriarchal Economic Infrastructiire
among the Dabbadabba Tribespeople of Northern
Brazil and Isadora Dinwiddie’s Fundamentals of Radi-
ology has a work of such wit, delight, and social impact
burst upon the literary marketplace. So until Mr. Hefner
wakes from his thirty-year intellectual coma and has the
courage to dress his Femnlin in baggy jeans and u shape-
less sweatshirt, enjoy these excitingly non-threatening
excerpts...then order your copy of Feminist Party Jokes
from Cervix Press!

Why did the feminist cross the road?

Because she was on her way home from her office,
and her apartment happened to be across the road from
the particular spot where she happened to be standing
at that moment.

Oln‘ Unabashed Dictionary defines rigor mortis as a
stiffening of the muscles after death.

Aml then there’s the story of the feminist who got
ticked off at her date for helping her on with her coat,
‘The next time the hapless lad tried it, she snapped, "I'm
perfectly capable of putting it on myself!”

.r.tmm was a womens libber named Ann
Who refused to depend on a man,

She macde do on ber onn,

Even lived all alone
And did all the work on ber van.

How many feminists does it take to change a light
bulb?

One, generally. Oceasionally, however, two may be
required if it is necessary (o use a rickety ladder: while
one steadies the ladder, the other climbs it and replaces
the burned-out light bulb with a new one.

Om' Unabashed Dictionary defines aurora horealis as
luminous bands occasionally seen in the night sky in

wmt's red and sits in a high chair?
A Native American woman-child,

Dld you hear what happened to Geraldine Ferraro
when she addressed a rowdy, all-male crowd at a
Shriners' convention? She was assailed with accusa-
tions trumped up by a male-dominated press and
unfairly discredited as a candidate for the vice
presidency.

It‘s going to snow today” the male executive said.
“No, itisn't,” replied his winsome executive assistant,
“I'll lay you twelve to one,” the man responded. "No,”
the woman said. I can't afford to gamble as freely as
my male co-workers, since my pay scale is so much
lower than theirs.”
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A traveling salesman had the misfortune to run out of
gas in the middle of nowhere. Forced to abandon his car,
he walked for a good three miles before coming to a
farmhouse. By this time it was very late, and the wiz-
ened old farmer refused to drive him to the nearest
service station until the following morning. He offered,
however, to let the salesman spend the night in his
barn. The tired salesman gladly accepted the farmer's
hospitality, but as he rurned away and made for the barn,
the farmer warned, “Watch out for my daughter, sonny
She's a weird one.” Weird or not, the salesman was
heartened at this news that a lass inhabited the prem-
iscs, He hurried to the barn and there found a large-
boned young woman wearing jeans and a sweatshirt,
engrossed in a book entitled Sexual Politics. The sales-
man, not one to Pass up any opportunity, made a coy
remark about running for office, to which the woman
replied, “That isn't funny” “Oh no?" the salesman coun-
tered. “Then try this one on for size. I'll vote for your
ticket if you suck my cock.” The woman made a gagging
sound and told him that he was mentally sick. “You think
that's sick?” the salesman came back promptly. "Check
this one out. I'll be your delegate if you run your tonguc
up my ass.” With this last, however, he had gone too far.
For the next five minutes the woman gave him the worst
dressing-down of his life, calling him a sexist hyena, a
chauvinist pig, and a feculent crypto-fascist, among
other things. That night, they slept on opposite sides of
the barn, and the next morning the salesman left with
his tail between his legs.

Did you hear the one about the feminist who got
caught with her pants down?” a masculine young man
asked the woman who sat beside him at the bar. The
woman shot him an icy, disdainful look that withered
his machismo and all at once exposed him for the
brutish, reactionary lout he truly was. “Forget it,” the
young, man muttered and slithered off the stool, a
mere shadow of his former self.

-rbere was c wontan poel from Yale
Whaom the men all thought shouwld be in fail.
Limericks, said these ghouls,
Have to follow old riles,
When she asseried ber vight to forge ber own meter
and rbyme scheme in expressing the truth of the
Jemale experience.

Onr Unabashed Dictionary defines bumor as a
devious concealment of genuine hostility, especially

toward women.

Heard a politically correct one lately? Send it on a

" posteard to Cervix Press, 69 Eleanor Roosevelt Way,

San Francisco, Calif 00361 jJokes cannot be re-
turned, except those containing implicit violence
toward women, which will be sent back with long
letters giving you the worst dressing-down of your

iife
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Jeanette Adams

Ass-Anon Comes
to New Jersey

he marina was a point of inter-
est in town, Or at least a
destination, A place to meet
men. We had lost the cheese
distribution center to a bunch of third-
generation Born Again Punks who
whispered, “Jesus was an anarchist”
or “Mary Magdalene makes it” over your
shoulder when you were trying to
finagle a pack of black market cigarettes.
I didn't appreciate “GOD RULES” graffiti
on my favorite beach chair, either.

I'm one of the lost generation, one
of the missing children you used to see
on milk cartons and billboards every-
where. Only we aren't missing, we're
just in New Jersey. After President
Schlafly took office, it was the safest
place to go. Not only had Phyllis banned
extramarital sex, but she also ordered
the deaths of thousands of people
accused of being abused as children
in an attempt to stop what she called
“the endless fucking cycle” Exile to
New Jersey was certainly better than the
alternative, even if it meant living in pov-
erty. After all, the state had been deemed
a sexual wasteland, which really wasn’t
s0 bad when you think about it. No Poon
Police,

I settled in Middlescex, a little fishing
community on the shore. You could
see Manhattan after a good rain, and,
of course, the caim inlet of the marina
offered access from the outside. On each
warm day | and most of the other girls
in town roved the piers of the fenced-in
marina seeking romance.

Most boat owners were from out of
state and spent only weckends or sum-
mers at the shore, ogling us from behind
the protection of the twelve-foot elec-
tric fence, Maybe some were fishermen
with strong, dark arms and a comfort-
able odor who affectionately called
women's sex organs “Miss Clam” or
“Crab Cake” or “Salmon Slit” [ could
counter with “Grunion Growth” or

by Goody Thompson

“Flounder Fly” or “Tuna Tongue”
Having that little marina in town was
a blessing, a beacon for lust in a nation
gone fundamentalist. Men flocked to
New Jerscy for the love they could
not find at home. Each community
specialized in a different perversion.
Newark was for masochists, Trenton
gave head. (We renamed it Trenchton
after an ugly outbreak of gum disease.)
Ridgecrest was for rim jobs. Rahway

was a mecca of unprotected intercourse,

Piscataway specialized in.. . well, you get
the idea. In Middlesex we offered to the
world at large a bevy of big butts. My
butt was not the largest by a long shot,
but what I lacked in amplitude, I made
up for in panache. My ass was pert and
red and constantly covered with pim-

ples. This was a real turn-on for the guys.

1'was not trapped in New Jersey.

No one was. During the 1990 Rice Riots
all federal records in the state had been
destroyed by arson, so there was no way
for the Poon Police to know which of
us were banished here and which were
mercly on vacation. We cach had our
own reasons for staying, although I'm
sure most of us stayed in the hopes of
someday fucking Bruce Springsteen,
The Boss, who had gone on to become
a state senator, lost both feet to a genet-
ically altered horseshoe crab at the
Meadowlands Arts Center during his
1992 Swamp Tour, and became one of
the best-known promoters of amputee
sex the state had ever known.

I stayed in Middlesex because 1 liked
variety. The idea of settling down with
one man, having sex with only one
man, was repulsive. I was blessed with
a rerarkable gluteus maximus and
believed I should share the wealth.
There was certainly too much of me for
one man to handle, so I saw no reason
to turn ownership of my ass over to onc.
Sure, during the off-season I'd hump
guys from town—mostly other big

butts. But after a few times they all
seemed like dog meat. You need a new
person, new romance. With a new per-
son, a person with a boat, [ could start
life anew. Change my personality, my
hairstyle, even my underwear. It was
exhilarating just to think about the chic
young coed I could blossom into.

1t was the third time Debbic and 1had
passed the dinghy and the two men had
definitely noticed us. Now it was time
to cirele around toward the beach and
hang out there to see if they'd follow,
One of them was really cute, with sev-
eral hanks of brown hair falling over his
eyes. [ wanted him. I thought of him pat-
ting my ample bottom and smoothing
salve over my pimples. Probably Debbie
would get him, old Hippo Haunches.

As we stepped off the road into the sand
I decided that this time I was going to
get the cute one. You have to draw the
line somewhere.

“Paul likes me,’ Debbie said. “I can
tell”

“Who's Paul?”

“The cute one with the brown curls.
He’s a Paul, I can tell” Paul McCartney,
always the final measure.

“No," 1 said, “he’s just a George.

I'm sorry, but he'’s not quite a Paul.
He doesn’t even have blue eyes”

“You always call them George just
s0 you can have them!” She pouted.
Middlesex really gets to you sometimes.
Inbreeding, has to be. Strangers are
the only answer. Fishermen. Tourists.
Men from Baltimore.

Debbie threw off her sundress and
plopped in the sand. "Wouldn't it be cool
if they took us for a ride? I've never been
in a boat before!

“I know."

The water was really gross, a brown
silt with different-sized shitty parti-
cles sticking to whatever it touched.

“It attracts the fish)’ the marina manager
continued on page 30
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Bob Scott

[ Became
a Feminist

by Joe Bob Briggs,

Drive-in Movie Critic of Grapevine, Texas

ost young, impressionable,

immature American boys

don’t have nothin better

to do than talk about titties
all the time.

You take me, for example. People say
to me all the time, they say, “Hey! You!
Joe Bob! Get a load of the hooters on
that Channel 4 weather girl.” And I got
to tell you, remarks like that are just not
what life is about. Some of us have better
things to do than sit around calculating
the size of the Channel 4 weather girl's
hooters and thinking about what might
happen if you were to stick your hand in
her sweater up around Montana and

watch it come out down in New Mexico.

This is the kind of thing that has nothin
whatsoever to do with the professional
news-gathering integrity of the Channel
4 news team, and actually could endan-
ger lives if she turns sideways and causes
an occluded front over Kentucky. Any-
how, what I'm trying to say is simply this:

The Almond Joys on the Channel 4
weather girl were never as big as she got
credit for.

I don't want to dwell on tits here,
because, let’s face it, that's basically fifs
ties humor and this is the eighrties.
Remember Mamie Van Doren, the star of
High School Confidential, who looked
like she got shot through the back with a
couple of cruise missiles? That's the kind
of girl that was popular in the fifties, But
here in the eighties, just #+y to find
somcbody that even carcs about wearing
a cashmere sweater three sizes too little
and stuffing two 44’s inside there like

giant lumps of crabmeat. It’s just not the
fashion anymore.

I guess I was about nine years old
before I finally figured out there was
more to life than enormous female
breasts with gigantic nipples that stuck
out like fire-hose nozzles. It was the year
I came of age and matured into man-
hood. It was the year I learned to stop
treating women like old pieces of dirty
laundry and start treating em like beat-
up yellow mattresses. It was back in
Frontage Road, Texas, my hometown,
the dirt capital of North America.

Lemme tell you about it. Maybe you'll
learn something about the state of tits in
America today.

Frontage Road, Texas was a company
town, I guess, since everbody worked for
onc of the three big dirt exporters: Con-
solidated Dirt, Dirt General, and Earth
Products International. My daddy always
worked for Consolidated, even though
he got offers all the time from the other
two, because he liked the quality control
they had. I remember in 1951 the Dirt-
workers of America went out on strike
and President Truman was threatening
to send in the National Guard to Front-
age Road and dirt was scarce all over,
and a dirt-hauler buddy of ours named
Scrim Wilks came by hauling about a half
a pickup of No. 7 topsoil and offered to
share some of it with us, but Daddy rec-
ognized it right away as EPI dirt and he
told Scrim, "I won't have that crap in my
yard.” That’s the way my daddy was, and
I think it had a permanent effect on me.
To this day, I won't use nothing but Con-

solidated dirt, even if it means paying
more.

Anyhow, speaking of Scrim Wilks and
dirt, Scrim had a daughter named Dede.
Dede Wilks was about six ycars older
than me and lived over in Bison, the
county seat, and I'd see her at church
and at school, and whenever I did see
her she'd raise her dress up over her
head and act like it happened by acci-
dent, like in the Marilyn Monroe movie
where Marilyn’s skirt gets caught in the
updraft and turns into a midget para-
chute. Dede was the first girl [ really
knew in the biblical sense. By the time I
was seven years old I'd seen more of this
girl from the waist down than vice versa,
and frankly, there wasn’t much down
there to look at.

“Dede Wilks,"” [ said to her one time,
“how can I talk to you when you have
your dress up over your hairdo all the
time?”

She answered me back but I couldn't
understand cause her voice was muffled
by her dress.

I don’t wanna dwell on Dede Wilks
cause there’s not much to dwell on, but
you're gonna see in a minute why this
was important. Dede was a tall girl, with
light red hair (I think) and a tiny little
waist and freckles on her arms and legs
and pigtails, and she liked to wear frilly
things and ankle socks and penny loafers
and she had garbonzas the size of Min-
nesota. Now Lknow it's not polite to talk
about somebody’s garbonzas in public,
specially when the garbonzas in ques-
tion aren’t available for inspection, but I
figure anybody that paid two bucks for
this magazine deserves all the abuse that
comes your way. (If you didn’t pay two
bucks, or if you have a local library that
was sick enough to buy thisrag, then
you oughta be ashamed of yourself. If
you paid $10.95, you got screwed. ) Any-
way, Dede Wilks had nuclear boobs.

(I forgot to mention before, but this
article has explicit sex information in it,
so don’t leave it lying around where your
little perverted children can read it.)

Now I don’t want any snickering
when I say this, do you hear me? Because
I'm trying to make a serious point here.
The fact was that Dede Wilks had col-
lapsible breasts. We’'re talking 38's one
day and Dixie cups the next, In fact, they
were the most temperamental ta-tas [
ever saw this side of Printer’s Alley in
Nashville, where they had this stripper
named Heaven Lee who had hers trained
to serve cocktails, I realize it’s a sad thing
when human beings have to go through
their whole lives with physical hand-
icaps, but what the hey, you never know
what modern medicine is gonna come
up with, and I even suggested to Dede
Wilks's mother one time that they might
send her to the Scottish Rite Hospital for
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Crippled Children in Dallas to sce what
they could do to stabilize that garbonza
dystrophy before we had a poster child
on our hands. In the meantime Dede had
to put up with a lot of kids' talk—you
know, harmless things really, but the kind
of remarks that hurt you inside when
you're young,. Like Danny Bivens, he
used to say, “Hey, Dede, where'd you get
them trick titties?” And we all knew that
Danny didn’t mean anything by it, but
sometimes it would make Dede cry at
school, and old Miz Perryman would
have to hold the boys in at recess and
give us a lecture.

“We have a few people in this class,”
she'd start off, “who don't have any
respect for the feelings of others. For
your information, Dede has a glandular
problem..."

And as soon as she said the word
“glandular,” I would usually send a spray
of spit five rows across the room and
start to coughing and that would get
everbody else going and by the time Miz
Perryman got to the end of the sentence
her face would look like somebody took
the skin off and turned it inside out, and
the end result would be that me or
Danny Bivens or both of us would get
sent to the principal’s office so our
behinds could be kicked “from here to
North Dakota and back, young man.”

Then for the next week we'd all play
Gland Patrol. The way you play Gland
Patrol is somebody goes out in the hall
before school starts and they're the look-
out. The lookout has the responsibility
of estimating hooter size on sight and
before Dede Wilks gets to her class-
room. As so0n as the lookout gets a fairly
accurate reading, he writes the numbers
on the end of the blackboard while Miz
Perryman'’s not looking. A typical read-

out on Monday morning might be
something like 34C+ 1, which we would
all recognize immediately as the interna-
tional symbol for “right breast 34 inches,
C cup; left breast 35 inches, C cup,” or if
it was a different cup size on the left one,
the readout would have one more letter
on it. What's important to remember is
that this is the official Vegas betting line
and will remain constant throughout the
school day.

Next thing, I open the bank for bets of
up to thirty-five cents per kid, cause
thirty-five cents is usually all they had for
lunch and two milks, and I'd pocket the
5 percent juice on losers. The way it
worked was we’d have four daily over/
unders—one for each recess, one for
lunch, and one at the end of the day. At
the appointed time—say about 10:45 for
morning recess—the lookout would
make the day’s second calculation and
write the correct numbers directly
below the original numbers on the
blackboard. So it would look like this
here:

34C+1
35D-1 Even

Which is pretty self-explanatory.
Berween 8:30 and 10:45 Dede gained
one inch and one cup on the right, held
steady on the left, but added a left cup.
The house pays “over” bets on the right,
takes a 5 percent juice on “unders,” pays
cups-only bets on the left, and you'd
have a fairly high daily double combina-
tion here due to the odd behavior of the
left titty. But by now you're probly won-
dering, what happens to the under/over
wagering on the left side only? Answer:
House rakes it. Now we also had your
specialty betting, which could be several
combos throughout the day, including
the Exacta (four over/unders in a row),

“She just got ber period, which is why she's using a maxi pad.”
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the Maxwell House (eight bets, cups
only ), and the Betsy Ross (overs, unders,
cups, and sizes, for a total of thirteen
separate bets). And we had some ladies’
bets, for the two or three girls who
could toss in a few pennies. Their favor-
ite bet was the Dumbo the Flying
Elephant, which was a wager that Dede
would balloon up to full size at least
once during the day. If somebody ever
hit a Betsy Ross, I might have to pay out
thirty, forty bucks at a time, so you can
see this got into the steep green. Danny
Bivens, who was the usual lookout and
got 1 percent off the top for handicap-
ping, told me one time that we should
take side-bet action on nipple erections,
too, but I told Danny no way, Jose. That
would be cruel.

“What do you think Dede Wilks is?" 1
yelled at him. “A piece of meart?”

I liked Danny, but sometimes he could
be insensitive to the feelings of others.
Besides, Dede Wilks didn’t get nipple
erections more than three, four times a
week, and I couldn’t figure out a way to
make odds on it.

I know what you're thinking, though,
You're thinking we were taking money
on rigged garbonzas. You're thinking
Dede Wilks was a walking foam-rubber
factory and all we were doing was alter-
ing the dairy equipment at various times
during the day. Of course I had to deal
with this accusation quite a bit, specially
from Slopehead Frammolino, this geck
Pawnee from over in Bison who never
did put down more than a nickel at a
time. I had to bar Slopehead twice cause
he kept coming to school early so he
could hang around out on the highway,
get a good look at Dede Wilks before she
got there, and then go make side bets
with the first-graders on what the Vegas
line would be for the day. Then if
Slopehead lost any jack, he'd start yap-
ping about faked-up boobies.

First of all, it just don't make scientific
sense. It may be possible to shrink foam
rubber a couple bra sizes if you mashed
it down with bricks or stapled it up, but 1
went and asked Mr. Godbey the science
teacher whether it would be possible to
take a foam-rubber-padded brassiere and
enlarge it substantially in any given
eight-hour period without doing struc-
tural damage to the bra proper, and Mr,
Godbey said basically to get my butt out
of his office before he dissected me like a
bullfrog.

Second thing is, even if we had the
ability to manipulate Dede Wilks's chest
measurements at will, there wasn’t any
point in it cause we were taking six
points anyhow and I was already pocket-
ing enough change for my college
education.

Third thing, Dede Wilks was a mem-
ber of the Krankaway County Spirit of

continued on page 52
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Guys on Dolls:

Four Male Cartoonists Look at the World of Women

At Women’s Prison

by RC. Vey

“Your lawyer's cute. Next time he comes we'll “The one with the catile prod is good-look-
have to strip-search bim.” ing, but the one with the whip makes more

“And the one on the left is my third bus- “Ob, cucumbers are okay. But what I really
band, He was a real shithead. Next to him like is a mop bandle covered in axle

s my fourth busband, Rockie, He was a grease.”

shithead too. And to the right is my first—he

was a complete shithead.”
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The All-Women Space Probe

by Sam Gross

OMIGOD! T NEVER
KNEW YoU HAD A
BREAST REMOVED.

ATHENA 1T -To MISS 10N CONTROL. ,
T BERIEVE TVE MADE CoNTACT WITH
AN EXTRATERRESTRIAL AND I

WoULD hIKE To ABORT THIS #

FLIGHT IMMED(A 4

WAIT! THAT

LOOKS hIKE MY

MISSING CONTACT
LENS.

Tehk TOEY To CALL HiS
GRANDPARENTS,

DAMN THis
WEIGHTLESS NESS |
THE TOILET SEAT

1S UP AGAIN,

[T
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WITH A Ble
MUSTACHE !

k\ - . “& ;

IGEE, T DIDN'T
-~ SEE BEY TAKE

rf‘ﬁﬂ.—-‘ \'g 4 HER BRA OFF.
GET A LOAD OF |\, A
THESE PRICES. L |,| 0 ORCER N/,
WOULDN'T . PAY ||| A CLUB SCDA,

4752 FOR A P A FEW

SINGAPORE VALIUM, AND

SLING IF LED PRETEND ITS [

BUSCAGLIA WAS | | LEO BUSCAGLIA L

UP THERE. (IS

%

Po yYou EVER
FANTASIZE TS
YOUR  HUSBAND
uP THERE IN
FRONT OF ALL

MY SISTER
KNOWS OF A
PLACE WHERE
THEY TAKE

THE BULGE 1S |
CUTE BUT Y
LOOSE BALLS (S

ARE SOooecce ™

Yoo- Hoo!
couLp Yol
STUFF THIS
DOLLAR, (™
His vock

THESE WOMEN? [

SHE HAS
SMALL ONES
AT HOME AND
CAN'T RISK
CATCHING ANY

DPISEASES,

DON'T BE SILLY.
SHE BoUGHT A

WHoOLE BAG OF
BRAS DowN AT
GOODWILL THIS

NoT REALLY.
MY JERRY

DOESN'T TANCE,
AND BESIDES ,
HE'S IMPOTENT .,

At the Male Strip Club

by Tim Haggerty

Coovriaht © 2007 National | amboon Inc




MORPHINE!

MORPHINE/ At the

T KNoW WHAT FuCK NATURAL

‘ ! i o
THIS |5 MY Wil MEAN- T VE CRILDBIRTH!T \ /575 A A M t t
6ot A HEMORRHoID M FULALLING
s PREkER PALS o T ;’; 'NTMEDJCATJ'OPi REEML alerni y

6377 ’ . Wal'd

\ . by Tom Cheney

(oo P 1SN T
&wﬁ ERFUL?

MR Migap? Do fou
STILL HAYE THeSE ViIDESS oF JOHA
HOLMES Fueking A PIGEON?.

ALICE, YouRE sue
ADIRTY g1p CUNTY,

LAST NIGHT T DREAMED

Yl 1ETs 6ET REA
DRUKE AND TRASH THE PIACEY,

SHIT-3TINKING,
CAPAVER-PREATH
FARTS/

Tupperware
Party

by Tom Cheney
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Edited by
John Bendel

This article appeared in
the Guardian of Liverpool,
England:

“A spokesman for the
Swaziland government has
announced that the Queen
Regent will no longer be
known as Ntombi, meaning
girl, which suggests dis-
respect, but as Indlovukazi,
meaning huge female ele-
Pphant, a name more in
keeping with her dignity.”
(contributed by Steve
Newman)

Police officials in Santa
Monica, California, decided
to give new recruit Anita
McKeown a second proba-
tionary period for evaluation
after she was sidelined with
job injuries for all but two
months of her first probation-
ary year on the force.

According to the Orange
County (California) Register;
McKeown's problems began
in the police academy with
a dislocated shoulder and a
rattlesnake bite.

“She also hurt her back and
broke a finger while on patrol
when she wrestled with a
drunken driver who tried to
run away.

“S8he was stabbed repeat-
edly in the chest six weeks
later, when she tried to ques-
tion a2 man about making too
much neighborhood noise.

A bulletproof vest saved her
life, but her hand was badly
cut.

“A second man put a gun to
her head and pulled the trig-
ger, but the weapon only
clicked. Instead, she was
clubbed over the head and
sent to the hospital.

“Then in early February,
when McKeown returned to
work, a drunken driver ran
~ through road flares and
smashed into her. After a six-
week hiatus and twenty-three
days on the job, McKeown
was pulling over a car for a

broken taillight last April
when its passenger fired sev-
eral shots into her patrol car
and triggered a wild chase.”

In the crash that ended the
chase, McKeown suffered a
broken ankle and sternum, a
bruised heart, and blurred
vision.

“I just hope next year is not
like this year,” said McKeown.
(contributed by Denis Feria)

A Canadian man asked for a
court injunction to prohibit a
would-be lover from coming
near him. He told the court
that the woman, apparently
in love with him, had dogged
his movements for the last
eight years and thrown pies at
him at every opportunity. The
man filed for the injunction
after the woman entered his
workplace, approached him
as he spoke with a customer,
and poured a bucket of water
over their heads. Kingston
(Ontario) Whig Standard
(contributed by Alf Maxam )

In San Jose, California, it
took firefighters using wire
cutters and needle-nosed
pliers twenty minutes to free
a woman from a pair of tight-
fitting designer jeans. “The
woman had borrowed the
pants from a cousin,”
reported the New York
Times. (contributed by Lilly
Clarvit)

Two women in Sayreville,
New Jersey, were injured
when the rest-area toilet one
of them was using exploded.
The exploding toilet fell from
the wall and damaged the
next stall, where the second
woman was seated. Both
women were taken 1o South
Amboy Hospital, where they
were treated for what the
police called “anxiety” Daily
Record (contributed by Lynn
Puchalski)

This item appeared in the
“Police Reports” section of
the Bellingbam ( Wash-
ington) Herald:

“A man told police that a

blond woman came to his
door in the 600 block of Elev-
enth Street about eight PM.
Saturday and ‘started ram-
bling on, not making any
sense! The woman was later
contacted by police. She said
she was fine and did not want
to do any moere talking.”
(contributed by Jacquelyn
Dalton)

According to Rubber &
Plastics News, fast-talking
middle-aged housewives
account for 10 percent of
the Japanese condom market
by selling door-to-door. The
women are recruited by con-
dom companies and earn
commissions as high as 40
percent.

“Working in teams, they
select a neighborhood and
pick out units—by the
diapers hanging or toys scat-
tered—that seem likely
prospects.

“"The veterans can spot a
good potential customer
right away," says Yasuo Kon of
Japan’s Family Planning Asso-
ciation, adding that they
concentrate on the type of
women who have a hard time
saying no.

“Kon says the saleswomen
seek volume sales and offer

loans. The high-pressure tac-
tics won them 30 percent of
the market at one time, but in
one opinion survey they were
named among the five most
hated door-to-door
salespersons.”

Some people complained
to Japanese authorities that
they had been talked into
buying condoms by the gross.
(contributed by Lisalyn
Roth)

Linda Walker found herself
stuck to the “lollipop pole”
used by British school-cross-
ing guards after someone
smeared hers with Super
Glue, according to the Mir
ror Some suburban London
neighbors drove her to a
nearby hospital.

“Getting into a car when
you're stuck to a five-foot
pole is very difficult,” said
Walker. “But the worst
moment came when I needed
to go to the loo. It's not easy
getting your pants down
when you're clutching a five-
foot pole.

“Everyone was sympa-
thetic,” she said, “but that
didn’t stop them from falling
about with laughter.” (con-
tributed by Stephen and
Gillian Goodwin)

Third World Underwear
Department

This postcard from Malaysia was submitied by
Charles Peck.
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T and A PART

" HOME OF THE WATTS GLUTCH'
o mes BOOKS AccssomaS' |

Porky McDonald
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continued from page 19

had told me. “It’s not pollution, It’s
called chum!” Unfortunately, I'd waded
in up to my knces before I'd discovered
just how friendly it was.

“It looks like knee socks” Debbie
snickered. “It makes your legs look fat!”
She wasn’t that dumb. Here in Middlesex
we pride ourselves only on big hottoms,
not on big legs. You have to go to Asbury
Park for that. (We in Middlesex fought
bitterly to keep Asbury Park from chang-
ing its name to “Assbury Park” last year,
arguing that that would mislead the tour-
ists. People in Asbury Park are big all
over Middlesex is the only true ample-
ass mecca in the state.)

I rubbed the pebbly sand on my legs.
Friction, The shit didn't budge. Soap
was hard to come by in New Jersey.

Just a trick of Schlafly’s to try to stink

us out. Once | came down the beach
with stripes of Ban an admirer had given
me all up and down my legs in a futile
attempt at smelling good. 1 rubbed

that off with sand, but this time the

sand just wasn’t working for me.

Suddenly Debbie's manicured stubs
lit coolly on my shoulder. “Look at that,
she growled low in her throat, as the
men maneuvered the dinghy around
and waded toward the beach.

Debbie went to the water’s edge and
began reeling them in with her enor-
mous ass. She tugged up her string bikini
to ease out the flab and jiggled exag-
geratedly, I swear she looked just like
a tufted titmouse. When she got back
to our stakeout she raised both arms
overhead, stretching from left to right.
Disgusting, Finally she lowered herself
to the sand and, eyes focusing on the

slender tan one, assumed the universal
come-on position: right hand propping
her up from behind, right leg straight
oul, left leg bent, left hand draped

on kneecap. If you do it on the right

it means you're married. Most of us

in Middlesex weren't—except maybe
the Bored Agains

These guys were from out of town,
maybe from Staten Island. They saun-
tered over, slow and easy, in a direct line,
their intentions clear. Standing before
us, proud and erect, bobbing their heads
back and forth, they breathed heavily
as if winded from the ten-foot walk
up the beach.

“Got a match?” one of them asked.

1 hung my head in shame.

“Sure!’ Debbie purred and they sat
down.

“Where do you hail from?” she asked.

“We've got a house on the other side
of the ammunition depot,” the thin dark
one answered. “In Centerville”

1 dug my feet into the sand. Center-
villians were notorious foot fetishists,
and, shitty feet or not, I thought too
much of my digits to want to insert them
into anyone’s orifices, especially those
of assholes from Centerville. Centerville
was the lowest of the low: They pumped
their sewage right into the bay. Here in
Middlesex we at least pump it a few
miles out,

“It’s okay;” the portly older one whis-
pered. “You don't have to hide them.
We're not toe suckers, We're here
because we want to help you!” Uh-oh.
First the Born Again Punks crapped
up the best hangout in town, and now
their parents were buying up property
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in Centersuck! There went the
neighborhood.

What I noticed first were his cyes.
Hazel. And his receding hairline revealed
curious depressions in his face like cav-
erns of thought—or acne scars,

He reached over and took my hand.

A live one. “I'm Oral Roberts, Junior?
he said with a grin, “and this is my first
mission.” He had the teeth of death. One
was completely sideways and the others
roamced his mouth at will. First mission,
my ass! He must have spent time in
Trenchton. We should get the Boss on
this, I thought, it must be a statewide
problem.

“Don’t go!" He clutched my hand.
“We're not Mormons. No Waltchtowers,

I promise. We're here in Middlesex rep-
resenting the Fat-Ass Lovers of America,
a grass roots organization dedicated to
the preservation of fat asses nationwide”

This I had to hear.

“We're trying to spread the word that
President Schlafly plans to clear out New
Jersey to make room for a feminist Bible
camp’

Debbie was already making out with
the skinny one. “That’s crazy!” | sneered.
“Where will Congress go for Easter
vacation?”

“That’s just it," he said. “Congress just
passed legislation permitting married
couples to have scx twice a week!”
Insane! “And more is on the way. Senator
Gary Lewis from California is on a Grey-
hound tour stirring up public support
for a whole political movement geared
toward the accommodation of sexual
perversions within the conjugal
context”

“I don’t believe it!” i

“Well, you better start” he said. “Soon
it will be legal to do anything to your
wife at least, and maybe even to your
family dog. There’ll be everything: fat-ass
fucking, toe sucking, inger licking. With
the crotch at home, there’ll be no need
to visit the armpit. New Jersey will go
bankrupt, and under the newly enacted
Bryant-Scott bill 6969, the state will fall
under the jurisdiction of the federal gov-
ernment. If you don’t get out before it's
too late you'll either starve or be placed
on General Nonassistance and forced
into manual fabor, and i don’t mean
handjobs!

“Bullshit!”

He got that puppy-dog wet-eyed look.
“Just because you have a comprehensive
bottom curve, it doesn’t mean you have
to stay in New Jersey! There are oppor-
tunities in Pittsburgh, even throughout
Pennsylvania. You could get married,
settle down!”

I looked over to see how Debbie was
doing. She and Paul McCartney were
going at it furiously on top of a nearby
rusty barrel marked “Radioactive Waste.”

continucd on page 37
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. I dreamed | took over Beatrice &=

LADIES AND GENTLEMEN,
THIS IS GOING TO BE -
DISTINCTLYUNFRIENDLY 405




) 7 ENEE 8 8§ G A L

LET ME REMIND YOU,
GLADYS, T'VE GOT A
BILLION-DOLLAR DEAL
RIDING ON THE |MPRESSION
WE MAKE ON OLD MAN
BPGMOR TONIGHT,

1 DON'T KNOW
WHAT TO WEAR -

_v% HENRY,

FROM OUT OF GLADYS'S
CHIFFOROBE STEPS THE
CHIC CUSTODIAN OF CHARM|
THE VVERY LOVELY...

MADAME, ALWAYS
PRESS TO
MATCH THE

SERVING A
WEAR A

LONG MEAL?

LONG DRESS,

QUORT MEAL-
SHORT DRESS,

I WANT YOUR WIFE AS
THE PRESIDENT OF OF ;

= o

By RONA BaRRET

Sirs:
Theres a little red spot on my pad
today,
And I've had these damn cramps
since  yesterday.
Theres an empty clip in my .15,
And my busband and kids are not
alive.
Ms. PMS
cloMTV

[ETTERS

T R O O ——

Sirs:
Light days, light nights,
Where would I be without my
tampons?
Minnie Pads
fampon Rouge, La.

Sirs:
[ can't scem to forget you; your FDS
stays on my breath.
Charlie
Madison Avenue

Sirs:

1 never could figure out why they call
them sanitary napkins. Did you ever
taste one of those things?

Irv Muff
Gobblers Gap, Ky.

Sirs:

And now, there’s good news for all you
lady mimes out there: we've designed a
sanitary pad just for you. It's called Panty
Shields and Yarnell, and it'll be available
in stores by the end of the month.

Dr. Seymour Menses
Vice-President, R & D
Procter & Gambol
Cincinnati, Obio
Sirs:
Catherine Righy,
Wearing a rag that she keeps
in a box by the jobn,

What is she on?

All the tampon spoRespersons,

Where do they all come from?

Linda Yeastman Kotex
Los Angles, Calif
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Who Were Those Guys?

by Bernice X as told to Geraldine Sussman

t was about two A.M. last Satur-
day night, or Sunday morning, if
you're picky, and I was parked in
front of O'Malley’s. 1 usually wait
there, 'cause they cater to a better clien-
tele. None of these tight-assed nickel-
and-dime Perrier fags, but good old-fash-
ioned bourbon drinkers, with an
occasional Scotch hound—nature’s no-
blemen—for good measure, I'd been
reading Playgirl by streetlight and was
about to call it a night. (A three-page
layout on a stockbroker with a foot-long
coney who liked to “orally satisfy work-
ing-class Jewish girls” had me squirming
in my seat and ready to head home and
break out the personal pleasure tools. )

But just then these two sports came
rolling out of O'Malley’s. They had their
arms around cach other and were sing-
ing “Raindrops Keep Fallin' on My
Head.” Great, | thought, a couple of inte-
rior decorators, But at least they weren't
singing “Somewhere over the Rainbow”
Too bad they're swish, I thought, ‘cause
they weren't bad-looking, A little old for
my taste: | prefer probation cases from
Juvenile Hall myself, with an occasional
high school football player from the sub-
urbs thrown in for variety. They piled in
and told me what hotel they wanted to
£0 to. 1 took a good look over my shoul-
der. The one behind me, the taller one,
was a good-looking dude with straight
blond hair, He would have been pes-
fectly gorgeous except for a few warts to
the right side of his mouth. The other
one, the short one, started to read my
license.

“Bernice,” he said. “That your name,
Bernice?”

I snapped my license with my middle
finger. “Would 1 lie to the City of New
York?" I kept watching him in the mirror.
He must have been older than the other
guy, and his hair was pretty gray. But his
eyes! When we went through a bright
intersection, I caught a glimpse of the
bluest eyes I've ever seen. 1 saw he was
checking me out, too, and not my eyes, 1
had sort of shrugged my jacket off to let
my tits breathe. I arched my back a little,
00, just in case | wasn't making myself
perfectly clear.

“Excuse me, miss,” the blond one
asked politely. “But do you know who
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we are?”

“Let me guess,” [ said. Might as well
kid them along, Like the saying goes, if
you can’t stand the drunks, get out of the
hack. “Lucille Ball and Desi Arnaz?”

They started giggling. “No,” the little
one said. “Try Butch Cassidy and the
Sundance Kid.”

“No thanks,” [ shot back. “I'd rather
try the Cisco Kid and Pancho.” That
fractured them. Just then I took another
look in the mirror and recognized Red-
ford and Newman.

“You know, you're really some woman,
Bernice.” Newman was leaning forward.
He rested his hand on my shoulder, and
an electric shock ran from the nape of
my neck down to the tip of my shoes
and stopped along the way to do sixty
laps around my clit. Definitely not the
touch of an interior decorator.

“Ya think 507" I just had to look over
my shoulder into those baby blues, 1
must have looked too long and too deep,
‘cause Redford shouted for me to look
out, Shit! New York had one less wino,
but now | would be all night scraping
skin, hair, and cootics out of my grill. Oh,
well, c'est la vie. “Well, how would you
like to find out if you're some men or
not?” By way of answer, Blue Eyes moved
his hand from my shoulder and just
brushed my right nipple. It almost
popped right through the windshield.

Before you could say “Fuck the
mayor,” | had whipped my trusty
Checker into a nice dark alley. 1 turned
off the lights but left the motor—and
the meter—running,. I activated the spe-
cial recliner attachment on my seat and
sat sideways.

“Jesus, Bernice,” Redford gasped.
“Your tits are like the Taj Mahal and the
Capitol dome, side by side.” [ draped
one arm over the wheel and the other
around his neck. He started working my
mouth over with nice, gentle kisses. No
tongue, just little, sucking nibbles.

All of a sudden, Newman hopped
over the scat like a coked-up jockey
and landed between my legs. “Hey,
Sundance, mind movin' up and givin’

2 man room to work?"

And work he did. That sucker had my
Levi's and Lollipops off before you could
say “Eat me, Sezme!” And my panties.

Newman ate my panties. Now, I've had
guys sniff 'em, and offer me twenty
bucks for 'em, but this was the first one
that ever ate "'em. Didn’t even chew ‘em
up, just swallowed 'em whole. Well, by
this time, I knew [ 'was in the presence of
genius. 've been around the block and
through the alley, and [ knew [ was in for
one hell of a good time. He slung my
right leg over his shoulder, tucked my
left leg under his right arm, and heaved
my snatch up under his nose. Shic! If 1
hadn't known better, I'd a sworn that
Hulk Hogan was about to clamp a
Boston Crab on me,

While he made a human pretzel out of
my lower half, Redford was massaging
my boobs and his tongue was doing yoga
exercises on my nips, nice and slow and
C.ﬂﬁy.

Meanwhile, back at the ranch, Butch
Cassidy had turned my pubes into a
froth of spit curls and was trying to work
something into my garage. “What the
fuck is goin’ on?” [ yelled, because it sure
didn’t feel like anything that'd ever been
parked there before, and that covered a
lot of territory.

“Oh, that’s just Paul's Personal Port-
able Vibrating Porsche Gearshift.”

Just then, one of Redford’s warts
grazed my right nipple—my favorite
one—and my whole body shivered and
little moans bubbled up in my throat.
Obligingly, he did it again, this time
using the biggest wart in his arsenal. You
better believe I started to come.

“The bit, Robert, do the bit!”

Redford barked: “Gentlemen, start
your engines!” and began going “Vroom!
Vroom!” down in his chest and throat.
Then Paul switched on that gearshift
thing that he planted in my flue, and the
sonofabitch started to vibrate like a
jackhammer.

“First gear!” he yelled, and jammed
the gearshift lever forward. It slammed
against my mons and nearly totaled my
clit,

“Rerrrrererrmmmmmmmmmmmimin-
mmm!” The roar in Redford’s chest got
louder and deeper. He rubbed the wart
harder and faster in crazy circles around
my nipple. I was coming like the New
York Marathon.

continued on page 103
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TOMMY

SEND IN THE NEXT

APPLICANT.

HIMMM.
YOUR QUALIFICATIONS
AREADEQUATE: HARVARD B.A.,
YALE LAW, WHARTON M.B.A.

MY HOBBY IS DEEP-SEA
BIVING.

I'VE KNOWN
DIVERS WHO CANHOLD
THEIR BREATHS UPTO
THREE MINUTES,
STICK ouY
YOUR TONGUE.

YOUR PECS,
PLEASE.

: i T
VERY 600D!
NOW, STRICTLY
ASA FORMALITY,
PLEASEDROPYOUR
TROUSERS
AND LET ME EXAMINE
THE REST OF YOUR
CREDENTIALS.
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Ask Don

White House Chief of Staff
Donald Regan answers questions
from National Tampoon readers.

Dear Mr. Regan:

I would like to know why so many
men treat women as if they were
nothing more than subhuman cretins
with the intelligence level of an egg-
plant. Is it just a defense mechanism that
takes over whenever your frail little
phallocentric egos are threatencd, or is
the root of it deeper than that? Perhaps
you fear us out of some instinctual pri-
meval genetic response code that warns
you when predators such as distaff gen-
der members come too close to the
power structure that you hinge your
lives upon. Please, I'd like to know your
thoughts on this in hopes of bridging the
unnecessarily wide gap between the
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shores of mutual understanding,
Virginia Mason
Dear "Virgin™;

You touch on a number of important
vital issues in your letter. Defense
mechanisms, phallocentric egoism,
primeval genetic response codes are all
thought-provoking topics, but let’s talk
eggplant, something you're obviously
familiar with. I love eggplant. Especially
Eggplant 4 1a D.C. Here’s how I have my
little lady preparc it: First marinate the
cggplant in a sherry sauce for three
hours, then cut it into thin slices and dip
in a batter of egg whites and bread
crumbs. Next, fry the dipped slices in
butter and garlic, and after they are

brown place them in a casserole dish
(two inches deep), alternating layers of
eggplant with mozzarella cheese. Then
bake in a preheated oven at 350 degrees
for forty-five minutes. | think your hubby
will find it out of this world. And
remember, a woman who cooks has a
place in life.

Dear Mr. Regan:

Just as our civil rights movement of
the sixties was an army of blacks making
themselves sacrificial lambs to arouse
the conscience of the nation, so is the
freedom movement in the black
townships of South Africa rekindling the
lamp of anti-apartheid revolution.

Why then does our administration,
which has had the benefit of the lessons
of such a revolution (not to mention a
civil war), still trade with and tacitly
endorse the neo-genocidal regime of
death and deprivation headed by PW.
Botha?

A Concerned Housewife
Dear Connie:

Thank you for your thoughtful query.
I've always had a special love for the
Negro race. [ was a big Jackie Robinson
fan and I still cheer for Lew Alcindor and
Cassius Clay. A big favorite of our family
was a swell little lady named Pearl! She
was our maid and spent many faithful
years under our roof, in the servants’
wing. She raised our children 5o well we
hardly noticed them growing up. Why, to
this day I sometimes have trouble
remembering my youngest's name. And
she could find dust wherever it hid, Also,
she was extremely cost-efficient, consid-
ering her small salary and the profit we
made on her room and board. Apart-
heid? All I can say is, not in my house.

Dcar Mr. Regan:
Can you elucidate your thoughts
regarding women'’s rights?
Gloria Steinem
Ms. Magazine

Dear Ms, Steinberg:
Yes, I can.,

Dear Don:

Maybe you don’t remember me, I was
a summer intern in your office last
August. Is it starting to come back to
vou? I'm 5’6", with curly blond hair, and
I used to wear those tight black jeans
that you said you liked so much.
Remember, we had drinks at Herlihy'’s
and thén we went to that nice hotel? You
were a little out of it—that’s why I'm
refreshing your memory. But anyway, |
started getting this little sore right you
know where ahout a week after [ saw
you, and I was wondering if you had the
same thing, It's getting kind of painful
now and | thought that

continued on page 107
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continued from page 30
She got all the luck.

It was really disgusting to watch
Debbie have sex. She managed to place
a cigarette butt to her lips and motioned
me over to light it. As soon as the flame
touched, she squealed: “I came just as
it lit!" I don't know how many times I've
seen this, She never came until she got
abutt,

Clucking his tongue, the preacher
turned to me. “I guess he wasn't ready,”
he said. “You see, we were chosen for
this mission by Gary Lewis in part
because of our proclivity for big asses.

It is as much a test of our faith as it is

4 mission to bring you into the fold.”
He reddened. “I am a registered Fat-Ass
Lover”

Well, he had come in a boat.

“We don't want to change you,” he
pleaded. “The Fat-Ass Lovers—Ass-
Anon—is really kind of a guerrilla sup-
port group, a social club. I met my wife
at a meeting in Tampa. Originally we
were an offshoot of Overeaters Anony-
mous—who, incidentally, are down in
Asbury right now trying to save fatties
from the sausage factory”

I turned onto my stomach and pulled
my tank suit into a wedgie to tan my
hide.

I heard him gulp. “Your red hair sets
off your rash nicely,” he said. Gets them
every time. Maybe the evening wasn't
a total bust.

I looked over my shoulder. He was
drooling. “Why don't you tell me all
about it?” I asked,

He smacked his lips and settled more
deeply into the sand. “For me it all
started while playing doctor. Mom went
into town every Wednesday and Friday
to do errands. As soon as she got out of
the house my sister and 1 would pull
down our pants and she would lie across
my lap and let me pat her. Whew! That
girl had an ass!” He laughed. “The rest of
her was skinny, but that ass stuck out like
the counter at Jack-in-the-Box.

“I'd just sit there and pat it; it made me
think of butterscotch pudding, I'd get all
warm inside—it was better than cookies
and milk. I felt really good about it.

I didn't know it was supposed to be sick.
I guess I thought it was an ass I could
count on.

“When we got older, though, my sister
started wearing those ruffly skirts.

I didn't understand it then, but she was
trying to hide it. Whenever I asked to
see the pudding she burst out crying.
She even started walking with her back
against the wall whenever I came in the
room, I can’t tell you how much that
hurt!”

I started kncading the flesh over my
hips; he was riveted.

“Then she went out and got one of
those operations to suck the fat out.
That operation really got to me. Instead
of that great shelf of an ass, she had.._she

had...Istill can’t even confront the real-
ity." He sighed. “She said she did it for
her boyfriend.”

Oral Roberts began helping me knead.
“Every night that summer I watched
them on our front porch!” He stopped.
“Do you mind me helping? I'm sorry. It's
automatic, calms me."

“Please go on.” 1 held his hand against
my dimples.

“Anyway, my sister would be kissing
him on the front porch and he'd be feel-
ing what was left of her ass. It really
made me sick... 1 never got one last pat,
one last butterscotch pudding. But he'd
be there, feeling that mutilation”

He kneaded more rapidly, grabbing
great hunks.

“One night I followed them. I drove
right alongside his Datsun, I had to keep
moving my head to see what was going
on. We were both going about seventy
down the road from Clinton to De Kalb.
All of a sudden I saw her boyfriend
reach down the back of her pants. It was
like he was violating a sacred shrine!

I started to...I mean, I was looking to
see... I was getting...all of a sudden
I was crashing into their car...”

“Ow! Not so rough!” This guy was
as wacko as they come.

“They say he swerved (o save my sis-
ter’s life, but her boyfriend was totaled.
Iwas arrested, but they didn't send me
to jail. ‘Institution!” they said. The judge
said I was perverted. The doctor said
I was perverted. And all the nurses had
anorexia,

“The hospital tried to suppress my

passion. They made me eat butter for
three weeks. Everywhere I went there
were pictures of Playboy Bunnies;

in my pillow, in my socks, in my food.
Subliminal suggestion. But something
inside me kept saying, ‘Fat asses are
beautiful. Fat asses are beautiful!

“I had to get out of there. You know
what it’s like in a nuthouse with every-
one trying to cure you? Finally, to get out
of there, I had to go against everything
I'd ever believed in. I had to lie. I told
them fat asses disgusted me. 1 told
them thin was in, cellulite left me cold.
1 got out”

He pulled at my love handle.

“There was nothing for me but to find
the perfect ass!

“How about mine?”

“Yours is pretty damn great” He gig-
gled. “You know, after I got out of the
hospital, I went out with a lot of fat-assed
girls. But as soon as we got to the good
part they wouldn't let me see a thing,
It was always ‘too big’ or it had dimples
or pimples. All those mounds of straw-
berry pudding, and not one [ could see
or throw over my lap. [ HAD TO TOUCH
THE JELL-O! I was so desperate I even
put an ad in the personals—very illegal!
One lady called and said she'd stuff it
with newspaper for fifty dollars! [ was
50 depressed. I had nightmares of huge
pink and rainbow-colored asses coming
at me from all directions. No bodies
attached. | was smothered in asses.
I'd wake up choking on my pillow.

“I thought no one else was like me.

continued on page 58
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“Psst, c'mere...theres another peepbole over here!”
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Drew Friecman

MARRIED. Mary Tyler Moore, 45,
vibrant television and film actress ( The
Mary Tyler Moore Show, Ordinary Peo-
ple); and Dr. Robert Levine, 31, Manhat-
tan cardiologist. The wedding was her
third, his first,

—Time

obert Levine? Mary Tyler
Moore married Bob Levine? He
was in my ninth-grade class.
He used to play right ficld in
punchball. He stunk. He'd always quit
around the third or fourth inning for
some stupid reason and ruin the game,

Bobby Levine???

How did they meet? It must have been
at a party. Sure, Bobby must have a lot of
show-biz patients who invite him to par-
ties. My friend Lloyd is a dentist. He has
some patients in show business. In fact,
he recently did some root-canal work
for Alan King's wife. Lloyd could easily
have been invited to that party, in which
case he would have asked me to go, me
being his best friend and all. And I would
have said, “Sure, why not? It's Friday
night. I have nothing better to do.
Besides, I'm not going to meet anybody
in my house.”

The party was at one of those three-

by Larry David

story town houses on Manhattan's East
Side that can sleep forty and in a pinch
be converted into a museum or a univer-
sity. It was packed with people who had
a great appreciation of art and cheese,
and didn't take money from their par-
ents. With the exception of me, there
wasn't one person on the premises [
could feel the least bit sorry for.

I spent the first forty-five minutes
munching on chicken legs while engag-
ing in several fascinating conversations
in which we discussed everything from
them to me. Then [ headed upstairs to
look in on those select few who plant
themselves in the bedroom for six
hours, rapping, taking drugs, laughing,
and giving the distinct impression to
anyone who happens upon them that
he's not welcome to join in. I had just
reached the second-floor landing when
who should I see but Mary Tyler Moore
coming out of the bathroom. She was
walking unsteadily and looked as if she'd
been crying,. “Is there anything wrong?”
linquired, reaching a level of compas-
sion that one usually associates with the
Son of God.

“Oh no,” she said, her behavior bely-
ing her words. "I'm fine, really. Thank
you.”

“Are you sure?” I asked. She nodded
unconvincingly and then suddenly burst

Tyler
oore

and Me

into tears. Ever Johnny-on-the-spot, I
removed a white handkerchief from my
breast pocket which I'd been carrying
for the last fourteen years, hoping for
just such an opportunity. “Here, blow;” [
said, holding the handkerchief to her
nose. And blow she did, to such a degree
that when she finished [ was sufficiently
repelled to suggest that she keep the
hankie.

“No, that's okay,” she declined,
“Thanks anyway.”

“Really, you can have it,” I coaxed,
holding the hankie gingerly between my
thumb and forefinger.

“No, no,” she insisted. “Why should I
take your hankie?” Whereupon I non-
chalantly extended my hand over the
banister and unloaded it.

“I don't know what's the matter with
me lately,” she said, regaining her
composure.

“You can tell me." I winked. “It's the
Soviet Union, isn't it?” Playing right
along, she took a lengthy dramatic pause
and then blurted out, “Yes, it's the Sovi-
ets! [ can’t stand it anymore! There, I've
said it.” The two of us laughed uproar-
iously at her little “improv.”

“See that,” I said. “You're feeling better
already”

“Thanks to you," she replied
admiringly.

NATIONAL LAMPOON 39

Coovriaht © 2007 National | amopoon Inc.



“Aaahh,” I sloughed it off with a wave
of false humility. “You know, you look
awfully familiar. Did you ever go to
Camp Monroe?” (By pretending that I'd
never heard of her, 1 hoped to create an
air of mystery about me.)

“No,” she answered, staring as if | had
an air of mystery about me. “You prob-
ably know me from television. I'm an
actress.”

“Hmmm," I said contemplatively:
“What’s your name?”

“Mary Tyler Moore,” she said, waiting
to see if it would ring a bell.

“Larry David,” 1 replied affably, offer-
ing my hand. We shook about five
pumps’ worth, during which time she
didn't take her eyes off me.

“Maybe you've seen me in the
movies,” she ventured.

“It's possible.”

“Ordinary People? she asked hope-
fully. “Did you ever hear of that?”

“Wait a second,” I said with a glint of
recognition. “Were you in that?”

“Yes, yes!” She nodded excitedly.

“Of course!" I exclaimed. “You played
the mother.”

“Right, right!”

“Ohh, so that’s how I know you. You
were terrific.”

“Thank you." She beamed.

“Wasn't your hair much shorter then?”
I asked.

“You don't likc it like this?”

“I' love your hair,” I said. “It’s your mid-
die name I think we should discuss.”

“What's the matter with Tyler?” she
asked, glowing with affection.

“Tyler? That's a middle name?” |
tecascd. “What's with this Tyler business?
Mary Moore. That's a name. Forget this
Tyler.”

And so0 it went.

We continued our discussion on the
steps, where we were constantly inter-
rupted and stepped on by people trying
to pass, but we didn't even notice. After
an hour or so she told me that she
couldn’t remember the last time she'd
had so much fun.

“Me either,” I replied. There followed
an uncomfortable silence, which was
broken by a bald man who told her that
he “liked her work.”

“I must see you again,” | implored.
“Say you'll have supper with me."”

She turned away from me, shaking her
head. “No, Larry, we mustn’t.” I pulled
her toward me and kissed her hard,
catching mostly the side of her mouth.
She struggled free, her face flushed with
passion. “Yes...yes,” she panted.
“Wednesday, six o'clock.” Then she
backed away and ran down the stairs.

She was halfway down the block when
I realized I'd forgotten to ask her for her
address and phone number. I rushed to
the window and opened it. “Mary!” 1
screamed, but she didn’t hear me. “Hey,
Mary! Mary Tyler Moore!” I shouted,
cupping my hands to my mouth. This
time she heard me, along with everyone
clse in the neighborhood.

“What?" she yelled back.

“You forgot to give me your address
and phone number,” I thundered. She
cried it out at the top of her lungs, but I
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couldn’t quite make it out. It wasn't until
a fcw of the Con Ed men were kind
enough to join in that I finally got it.

The next four days were pretty hectic,
what with trying to decide on an outfit
and a barrage of phone calls, some from
people I hadn't spoken to in years.

“What's she like?" they queried.

“Is she prettier in person or on TV?”

“Where are you going to take her?”
(Which was a fairly legitimate question
considering [ only had $17.35 to last me
till my next unemployment check. ) If all
this commotion was any indication of
what it was like to get mixed up with a
celebrity, well, I didn’t want any part of
it, but when I thought about the glam-
orous Ms, Moore, I knew I was already
mixed up, and could you blame me?

Finally it was Wednesday, the big day. |
was 50 excited I got up at 11:30, a half
hour earlier than usual. But just because
I had a date with a vibrant television and
film star didn’t mean I was going to
ncglect my responsibilities, so 1 dashed
out of the house and returned a few
hours later, having mailed a letter and
bought an extension cord.

At four o'clock I began to get dressed.
Fortunately I had the presence of mind
to borrow an iridescent sport jacket
from my pal Lloyd, and even though it
was a trifle big, it went perfectly with my
dungarees and sneakers, creating that
hip Bohemian look. I just hoped she
wouldn’t remember that it was the same
ensemble I'd worn to the party. And if
she did, well, so what, thosc were the
breaks. I kept telling myself that it wasn't
my clothing she was interested in, but
me. Me, not my clothing.

Any doubts that [ might have had van-
ished quickly when she greeted me with
a big smooch right on my kisser. Had I a
mantra I would have revealed it to her
right then and there as a gesture of my
love.

“Hello,” she said, making no effort to
conceal her nervousness.

“You look very beautiful tonight in
your pants suit,” I replied sotto voce,
looking her right in the forehead. Ialso
noticed for the first time how much
taller she seemed on television. My God,
I thought, the woman’s a shrimp. She
ushered me into a fashionable living
room which had a magnificent view of
midtown, “Boy, oh boy,” I gushed, “this is
some place. I bet they must have paid
you a lot of money on that TV show for
you to afford a place like this, huh?"

“Yes, they did,” she replied modestly,
squeezing my hand.

“Feel this,” I said, lifting her hand and
rubbing the back of it across my cheek.
“Have you ever felt a cheek like that in
your life? I'm telling you, I've got cheeks
like a Swede.”

She smiled weakly and moved to the
window, where she stood looking out, So

continued on page 57
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WOMANING

by Studs Turkey

Studs Turkey, the Pulitzer Prize-
winning author of Shirking, Office
Temporaries, and Getting Fired, is the
country’s leading expert on transcrib-
ing endless taped interviews and
turning them into gigantic books. His
works give us profound and revealing
portraits of the American people—the
rich and famous, the not so rich and
famous, the common follk, and the poor
and downtrodden. In bis forthcoming
book, Womaning, Turkey explores the
minds and bearts of the American
woman, circa the 1980s, to find out
who they really are and what they are
doing about it. Here are some bigh-
lights from Womaning.

TONI LAVERNE/MUD
WRESTLER

When I went into the profession three
years ago it was great. Before that I was
in ladies! boxing and it was terrible. My
opponents wanted to maim me or kill
me. [always had to play the “good girl.”
I'm five feet six and weigh about 130
pounds and have a very shapely body.
The bad girl is always mean and kind of
ugly and solid-looking and wants to play
dirty In boxing I was always getting
matched up against these black ladies
who were built like bulls. We boxed top-
less, of course, and my poor tits couldn’t
take it after a while. The bruises were
real. The black girls took out all their
hatred of white people on me, And the
audiences were bloodthirsty.

I'was a lousy boxer. All I could do is
jab and run. My arms used to ache and
get tired after a few rounds. The bulls
would ease up on me if [ went to bed
with them. | had to sometimes or I'd get
killed. But I'm not a lezzie. I have a boy-
fricnd back in Chicago, a nice man, a
dental technician. We met after he
rebuilt my mouth, My mouthpiece flew
out during a fight and I lost most of my
teeth. Ivan, that’s his name, does a lot of
work for the Chicago Bears. When I first
met him I was all gums, which he didn't
mind at all...if you know what I mean.
(Giggles.)

It was Ivan, my fiancé, who suggested

I switch from boxing to mud wrestling,
No risk of losing your teeth, and not too
much wear and tear on your body, if you
know what to do. Well, it was really great
when [ started. [ joined a touring group,
the Chicago Fireballs, managed by Bruce
LaFarge. It was me and three other girls
and we toured the mud circuit—around
Ilinois, Indiana, Ohio, Michigan, Penn-
sylvania. There was a good mix of girls,
white and black, Hispanic, maybe an
Indian now and then. We'd rotate a lot.

I was still playing the good girl who
provokes the meanie, but we didn't have
to kill each other.

I'll tell you the truth. You didn’t have
to know much about wrestling. I just had
to grunt and groan and contort my body
in a lot of different positions to make
sure my tits and ass stood out. We were
supposed o wrestle and get horny with
each other while we rolled around in
the mud. That was Bruce LaFarge’s angle,
That’s what the crowd came for. Not
blood, but mud. Mud on semi-naked

women. The nicest part of the job was
the mud itself. It was great in those days.
They gave us first-class mud wherever
we went. [t felt terrific on my skin. It was
a fine-quality mud that rejuvenated my
skin and healed my wounds. Heck, I
didn’t even want to get up when the
match was over. The crowd thought |
was freaky. Some of our best mud came
from Detroit. Indianapolis had good
mud too.

Then about a year ago somcthing hap-
pened to the mud. It got slimier and [
felt things crawling around in it and it
started to smell funny, if you know what I
mean. Bruce LaFarge sutfered a heart
attack and had to sell his troupe to a
guy named Gus Trinikosis. Trinikosis
was really chintzy about how much he
would pay for our mud. He started using
cheap mud, from God knows where. He
claimed that profits were way down,
business was terrible, he had to cut cor-
ners somewhere, It got to the point
where we went on strike unless he got
us better mud. Mud-wrestling promoters
are probably the lowest form of human-
ity, next to used-car dealers.

I thought I'd quit a few months ago
until I caught on with a young dynamic
guy named Dennis Gondola. Dennis is
your new-wave mud-wrestling promoter
who really has ideas and wants to make
our profession a big-time event. Even-
tually we're going to be on national TV,
on one of the big network sports shows.
Dennis got us this fabulous European
tour where we wrestled in all these great
spas in Germany and Italy. The Germans
were crazy about us. We were their
queens. They would actually jump into
the mud and make us sit on them or
whip them with heavy leather belts and
chains. They told us that it was like
Berlin in the twenties. And you couldn’t
find a better mud anywhere. I thought
Michigan mud was good, but if you're
ever in Baden-Baden, you've got to catch
their mud.

I just got back from another tour in
Japan, Japan is now the mud-wrestling
capital of the world. They take it even
more seriously than the Germans. They
warshiped us in Japan. They wanted us
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to become sumo mud wrestlers—you
know, like those fat guys. They said they
would force-feed us and rub us down
with vodka and take good care of us for
life. A couple of the girls said yes and
stayed. Not me. 1 didn’t want to be a
three-hundred-pound freak with tits the
size of soccer balls.

The mud in Japan was good, though. A
little fishy now and then, but I got used
to it. Japanese mud is always the perfect
temperature. The Japs liked you to stop
every now and then and strike a very
dramatic pose, so they could take vour
picture. They think of it as an art form.
After you finish your performance these
nice ladies clean you up and bathe you
and rub you down with a light vinegar-
and-soy-sauce dressing, Boy, it’s a long
way from Altoona, Pennsylvania. I'm
going back next month.

GERALDINE FERRARO/
POLITICIAN

Sometimes | wonder why I'm in this rat
race. It’s not for the money. believe me
My husband is the money-maker in the
family. You start in politics because
you've got ideas. You want to try them
out, to help people. At first, you're grati-
fied by the response you get. If you win,
you're deliriously happy. Then the hon-
eymoon is over. After that, it's "gimme,
gimme, gimme.” Nobody's really inter-
ested in you or your program, especially
if you're a woman.

When I was campaigning on the Dem-
ocratic ticket I finally realized that the
game wasn’t worth it. I grew to hate all
those people who lined up to meet me
in city after city. 1t was all a fake. Fake
enthusiasm drummed up by the advance
men. The women in this country are full
of crap. If they like me as much as they
claimed, why didn't they all vote for me?
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Anyone with an ounce of brains could
sce | was a hell of a lot smarter than
Bush, or Reagan or Fritz. They were all
liars and hypocrites. It was all lip service
10 the women's movement until the
chips were down, and then all the
women just peed in their pants and left
me flat. | think most women are afraid to
have a woman in the White House. They
think I would crack up in a crisis and cry.
Or I'll have cranky moods when [ have
my period. Well, they will be interested
to know that I'm about to sign a multi-
million-dollar ad contract with the Tam-
pax people very soon, 5o much for my
period.

As far as I'm concerned, most women
are small-minded, petty, insensitive, and
stupid, except for those who live in my
district. They are shits and not worth a
dime.

MERYL STREEP/ACTRESS

I've finally come to realize that Meryl
Streep the actress and Meryl Streep the
woman are the same person. 1 am who |
am and am happy with who I am. Only

AP/Wide Warid Photos

last week I was looking through my
wallet for my credit card and 1 saw
something that made me feel real good
about myself and who Lam. | saw my [D
card and it said Meryl Streep. It had my
address and phone number in case of
emergency. It didn’t say "Meryl Streep,
actress and woman,” but it could have.
Becaunse that’s who 1 am.

It wasn't easy for someone like me 1o
get to where Lam, When I first started |
was afraid of who [ was and who [ would
become. I was learning everything at
once. | had range. | had the tools, but the
depth wasn't there. Today 1 can do a
scene in a film where 1 just look into the
camera or stare out in space after some-
one has left me. 1 can dorit for what
scems like hours at a time. [ can create a
mood, a bond with the audience that is
so profound and deep and meaningful

that they can see inside me, inside my
mind, my soul, my heart. And they know
I'm Meryl Streep. the character on
screen, and also Meryl Streep, the
WO,

No one works harder than I to get into
a role. No onc is more demanding of me
than L I'stripped layers and layers of my-
self o get to the bottom of who [ was.
When was young and got to the bottom
I didn't know who I was. It was scary.
Sometimes in the middle of a scene I'd
break into a cold sweat because 1 felt so
exposed, [ lived on the edge, and some-
times over it.

Did I ever fall off the edge? | think so.
A lot. When you fall over the edge it's a
free-fall that goes to...to...somewhere,
1Us not a void. It goes to somewhere, But
it’s not a real place either. So you exist
within the framework of who you are in
your role and not who you are as a real
person. You depend on your skills, your
craft, to get you out of the void and back
into real time and space. That was my
life before | became a woman. Finding
my 1D card in my wallet was the first big
step. It said, “Meryl Streep” and it had
my address and phone number. Did 1 say
that alrcady? [ knew [ heard it some-
where. I may have said that, but I can't
say it often enough.

Now | want to play every role ever
written for a woman, from Eve to
Geraldine Ferraro.

DONNA DIGLIEMBERT1/
CONSTRUCTION WORKER

I guess you can count the number of
women who work in the construction
business on the fingers of one hand. Not
many, I'm sure. Men don't like the idea
that a woman can do their kind of work
just as well. if not better.

1 like my work, but the men give me a
hard time. They get very horny on the
job. I don’t know why, but the sight of
me in my helmet, my overalls, and my
down jacket drives them crazy. They
want 10 know what kind of body I'm hid-
ing under all those work clothes, Well,
it's a damn good body, but it's not for
them. They like to grab at me in high
places. I've fallen three times already:
They're always trying to get me to par-
ticipate in a gang-bang, It’s their idea of
sophisticated sex. 1t must be all that
work they do in the outdoors. It gives
them a hearty appetite.

The minority group workers don't
want to screw me. They want to kill me.
They feel I'm taking a job away from one
of them, from one of the brothers. It's
bad enough that a black or a Hispanic
can't even get arrested in this town,
much less get ajob in the construction
business. But a woman? That's the last
insult to them, They're always trying to
get me. [ carry a gun and a knife to work,
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Once I ducked when this black guy tried
to shove me off a girder. He fell instead.
They had to pick him up off the ground
with a blotter. Tough titty, I say.

CATHY/ESCORT

My life is an ongoing adventure. I never
know who I'll meet from one day to the
next, and I like it that way. My job is hard
to define. Escort. What does it mean? In
my case, it could mean anything 1 like to
think of myself as a professional woman,
a woman with a capital “W." If you're
getting paid to do it, you should try to be
the best. Most women who do what [ do
do it in a part-time way. [ mean, they
have a regular job that takes up most

of their time. You know, like business-
women, lawyers, stockbrokers. If
they're married or have boyfriends,

they see them after work, when they're
pretty tired and pooped out, House-
wives are even worse., They have to cook
and take care of a family and do the laun-
dry and all. I don't have to do any of that.
Irest a lot in the daytime and work at
night, so I'm always fresh and perky with
a man. Because I've got to be every-
thing—{riend, confidante, psychiatrist,
even a lover.

I went out with a man last week who
took me to a nice restaurant, bought me
avery expensive dinner. He hardly said
aword to me all night. We just sat and
ate and drank expensive wines, He was
very dignified, very well-dressed, and
extremely wealthy, I'm sure. But he built
this wall around himself. What I call the
wall of shyness. Every time I asked him a
question about himself he would give
me a very vaguc answer, like “I'm in
sales,” or “I travel a lot,” But there was a
rwinkle in his eye, and [ knew he was

trying to reach out to me. But how? Was
he married? Did he want to talk about
his kids? I didn't mind talking about his
family. A lot of guys like to get head
while they rave on and on about how
they love their wife and kids. I kind of
like that. It makes me feel like I'm part of
their family. But this guy...1 couldn’t get
close to him, He didn’t want to talk
about movies, sports, anything.

After dinner he said he wanted to go
to my place. I said that it would cost a lot
more. He said that was no problem.
When we got to my place he asked me
to take my clothes off. As a professional
escort [ had to make him aware of the
company's rates. First, the bill goes up
another $350 for a house stay, and
another §500 for starting up in the nude.
He was alreacly $850 over our standard
rate, and that did not include sleep-over.
We have a brochure that lists all the
standard charges and the extras. Every
week we have a special that we offer at
a reduced rate, some kind of unusual
service. That night we offered golden
showers and Chinese noodle flogging in
a two-for-one-deal. He wasn’t interested
in the special, but he did like food tricks,
and could I do one for him?

Everything is a la carte in my business.
That's how we make money. If you did it
all for one lump sum yow’d go broke. You
have to break it down into this much for
this and this much for that. It makes the
man feel better, knowing that each little

thing he gets costs money and therefore
will be the best he ever got. The only
thing we don’t charge extra for is Kiss-
ing. | don't mean to sound money mad,
but in my line of work you have to learn
to control your emotions and natural

instincts and keep a good sense of busi-
ness or you'll end up giving it away for
next to nothing,

The guy wanted me to do the egg
trick, where you have to sit on a fresh
cgg and draw it in without breaking it.
An expensive trick which is not even on
our rate card. I had to call the home
office and get the price, which was a
four-figure amount. The price didn’t
bother him at all.

To tell you the truth, I hadn’t done the
egg trick in years. | had worked with the
usual stuff—cheese Danish, bananas,
English muffins—but the cgg trick was
a real specialty number. But a good pro-
fessional escort doesn’t make excuses
or complain,

I was a little out of shape and asked
the guy if I could practice with a Ping-
Pong ball first. After all, the egg trick is
very hard, But he said no. He wanted to
experience the spontaneous thrill of
watching an cgg slip in and then plop
out like a mother hen at laying time.

You can understand why I wanted a
little practice. One false move and
you've got a damaged egg in the one
place where you least want it. [ was a bit
nervous. [ put on some mood music to
help me relax. I lowered myself very,
very gently down on the egg, opened up,
and took it in. My client was getting very
excited and was having an autoerotic
experience watching me. Suddenly he
lets out a loud “cluck, cluck” sound, like
a chicken. T was so surprised that I must
have contracted my muscles too sud-
denly, because the egg broke just as it
slipped inside me. It didn't just crack. It
shattered into God knows how many
tiny pieces. And it was a jumbo egg—an
extra-large.

I couldn’t believe the mess I had got
myself into. A raw, broken egg disappear-
ing into my bottom, My client thought it
was funny. He laughed until tears came.
He thought it was the funniest thing he'd
ever seen, “It never fails,” he said. “Every
time I go ‘cluck cluck,” they break the
cgg.”

So that'’s what his kick was. To appeal
to our sense of pride as professionals and
then lure us into doing the trick. And
then making us screw it up. All night he
was playing shy. just to seduce me into
this. I fought back my tears and called
the home office to find out if I could be
compensated for my accident. The an-
swer was no. “He bought it, you broke
it.” That’s what I mean when I say my life
is a continuous adventure. I'm still try-
ing to get all the pieces of eggshell out of
me.

ARLENE TRUMBO/COMEDIAN

I'm not famous yet. I'm what you call a
“struggling young comic.” Well, not
exactly a comic. I'm a performing artist
in comedy. I usually do a one-woman
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show: Right now I'm doing a show called
“Mary Tyler Moore Saved from Drown-
ing." It's about what happens when a
plane is hijacked by a band of pacifist
terrorists who kidnap for peace. 1 play
nine different passengers on the plane.
The title of the show has nothing to do
with the story, but I thought it sounded
goaod,

I play LuLecn. a divorcée from Texas
who tried out as a Dallas Cowboys
cheerleader and never made it Miriam,
the feminist who wants to kill all men
but Sam Shepard and Mel Gibson; Zizi,
the punk rocker who just cut an album
of songs based on her inability to kick
her heroin habit; Big Dick, VCR repair-
man who makes house calls when your

husband is at the office; Tim Bunting, a
decorator who is terminally gay; Dr. Mal
Practice, the worst surgeon in the world;
little Claudette, a ten-year-old criminal
psychopath: and Bruce and D1, a pair of
yuppies who have an oral commitment
to cach other, almost.

While they suffer polite indignities
from the terrorists, each passenger tells
his life story and sings. Like. Big Dick
really wants to be a professional juggler,
but he’s always too stoned or drunk to
juggle more than one ball at a time.
LuLeen does a story about her pathetic
tryout with the Dallas cheerleaders,
complete with fake eyelashes, runny
makeup, and boobs falling out of halters.
In the middle of all this, Dr, Practice has
to perform an emergency appendec-
tomy on one of the terrorists, Should he
perform his normal duties as a surgeon,
or cut the son of a bitch’s heart out? He
is a doctor, first and foremost, so he per-
forms the appendectomy, and the guy
dies anyway.

[ do real characters. The comedy is
grounded in the reality of the characters,
but I put them in a conceptual and spa-
tial plane that takes them out of ordinary
situations so they can interact differently
every time. Limprovise a lot within my
conceptual framework.

It’s a very conceprual routine and |
haven't got it down perfectly vet. I'm still
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blocking out certain scenes. The whole
show runs about six hours. Conceprual

~ shows run very long. When you've got

my kind of comedy, really funny comedy
based on believable characters, you can
sustain it and hold your andiences. It's
really a dynamite show: The people fall
down when they see it [ kill them. But it
still needs a lot of work. | can do a good
fag and a good Southern accent. but the
rest of the voices sound too much alike.

And I'm not sure how 1o end it, End-
ings are always the hardest part of any
comedy bit, The only guy who doesn’t
have that problem is Henny Youngman.
And he's not a real comedian, He's a joke
teller. What I usually do is just trail off at
the end and fade into something else—
like a jump cut in the movies. 1U's hip.
Today's comedy actually doesn’t need
endings. Just middles. The audience can
mike up their own openings and clos-
ings. My comedy is all middles.

I haven't really canght on yet. | play
these little clubs on the Lower East Side
in New York, places that can't afford to
pay me. It's where you find the hippest
comedy acts, the stars of tomorrow.

You won't find run-of-the-mill shtick,
like that Robin Williams or Eddie Mur-
phy crap: And I'm not even that far-out
compared to some of my friends. Like
Sandra Boomer. who does her act blind-
folded and tied up and gagged. She sings
her own modern operas with a gag in
her mouth. And Bob Bisch. He's a mini-
malist. e comes out stark naked and
puts his clothes on. He doesn’t say a
word. He just dresses himself ina suit,
shirt, tie, socks, shoes, and coat—the
works. But cach time, it’s slightly dif-
ferent. You have to see him three or four
times to catch the subtleties of his per-
formance. Its very pure. He's not after
laughs. He wants the audience to fill in
the funny spots for themselves. That's
the difference between us and the old-
umers like Murphy, Williams, Steve
Wright, Emo Philips. They go for the big
laugh. We go for the resonance, what you
can still remember days later. Sometimes
[ wake up in the middle of the night and
break up laughing at something Bob
Bisch did weeks ago. I just got the full
force of it

It's hard doing what I do and getiing,
people to come and see me. I don't eat
as much as I'd like, Eating a meal is a big
event in my life. [ had dinner twice last
week. On Tuesday and Thursday. Sandra
Boomer, who is my roommate, got a
part-time job as a helper for a demoli-
tion company; 50 we had some money
for food. 1 should get some part-time
jobs to support us while we work on our
material, but Sandra is very firm about
me, She insists that I'm #b¥s close to a
major gig and she wants me to work all
day on my show until it’s ready and then
take it 1o Joe Papp or La Mama. She

doesn’t want me to be distracted by
working as a waitress or a painter’s
helper or whatever. [love her for her
dedication to our art. She’s very gener-
ous, very giving. All of us new-wave
comedians sort of hang out together and
help each other. We don’t have that star
€go that the commercial guys have. We
don't do sitcoms and police academy
movies. We don't do Saturday Night
Live. We only do our own thing, like any
artist.

Sometimes no one shows up at these
clubs where 1 work. The clubs are a litde
out of the way and the neighborhoods
are dangerouns. But I don’t mind playing
to an empty club. The owner doesn't
care because he's usually shooting up
somewhere. 50 1 drag in a few derelicts
and bag ladies to become my andience.
The owner gets a litde upset if one of the
derelicts is incontinent. I like to play to
them. They love my act.

The big clubs think my act is still too
far-out, so I can't get the kind of booking
where I can also invite agents and pro-
ducers to see me, My best bet at the
moment is to make a videocassctte of
my act. [ know a guy who mighr do it for
me for the cost of the tape and a few
sexual favors. He says he's done a lot of
stulf for MTV. I'm not sure what he wants
me to do, but Sandra says I should do it
as long it doesn’t do me bodily harm. |
can't even talk about it, but [ guess I'll
have to do it, Sandra says she'll pitch in if
the guy wants to do it with two girls. It’s
not easy being a conceptual comedian.

SHARON FLAM/AUTO ASSEMBLY
LINE WORKER

I'work in the new Honda plant in Ohio.
I do transmission assembly, but I also
work on fuel lines and upholstery, if
necessary. They teach you more than
one skill so vou don't feel like a robot. 1
feel like a robot anyway. What's the dif-
ference if you have twenty skills? You
still have to get your job donc in s0
many scconds or your parts pile up in
front of you and you screw up the whole
operation.

A lot of girls work with me and they
don’t seem to mind it as much as me. .
They say they can turn their minds off
and just become purely mechanical. Or
work on the line and think of other
things. like sex fantasics. One girl always
dreams of taking on the entire General
Assembly of the U.N. in the back seat of
one of the Honda Accords, [ can’t do two
things at once, 50 [ try to keep up with
the flow: but it’s hard work. I keep think-
ing crazy thoughts like: Why can't I be
like Krystle Carrington on Dynasty? She
never has 1o work hard and she always
looks great. It's so crazy. It used to get
really depressing, 1 used to get this
uncontrollable feeling sometimes. |
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wanted to jump into a finished car, drive
out, and never come back.

If it wasn’t for Mako | probably
would've been fired a long time ago,
because Twasn't really pulling my
weight on the line. Mako Takabashi. He's
our section supervisor, from the Honda
Company. Mako took me aside and
taught me certain Japanese techniques
of coping with the problem. It's all in the
mind. You have to disembody vourself
and float above your work, 50 you are
doing your work and watching yoursclf,
50 you can't do a bad job. It's called
Shindo. I think it’s working,.

What happened was that Mako and [
began sceing cach other after work and
we became intimate. 've never had a
Japanese boyfriend before. I've never
met a Japanese before, Mako is very kind
and considerate. He bathes me for an
hour before we go to bed. He can make
love all night without reaching a climax,

while I have a hundred orgasms or more.

At about five in the morning he comes in
his sleep. The first time it happened it
nearly scared me to picces. 1 heard this
screaming and grunting and groaning
and suddenly my leg was all wet. Then I
heard a big sigh and it was over. All this
happened while he was fast asleep. I'm
used o it now and kind of like it. I guess
it's the Japanese way:

It’s a little strange to be dating a Jap-
anesc guy who is twenty years older
than me. Mako claims he's single, but I'll

bet he's got a wife and kids back in Japan.

This is a pretty small town and every-
body knows everybody. My old boy-
friend, Carl, was very upset at first and
challenged Mako to a fight. He ended up

with a fractured skull, broken ribs , and
two cracked knees. Mako knows all
those Bruce Lee things.

Sometimes I miss the old gang at
sneaky Bob’s, where Carl and 1 used to
hang out. I mean, we still see cach other
becanse we all work at the Honda plant.
It took the whole area out of a depres-
sion, But most of my friends give me the
cold shoulder now that I go out with
Mako. But he's a very interesting guy and
really quite funny. You have to get o
know the Japanese intimately to realize
how funny they are. Every night Mako
likes to paint me up to look like one of
those Kabuki performers, with a white
face and a black wig and a kimono, Or
else he'll make me do myself as a hooker
50 he can call me “bimbo,” which he
thinks is the funniest word in the English
language. He cracks up every time he
says the word,

Some of my close friends who haven't
deserted me are warning me that Mako
will drop me like a hot potato when he
has to go to Japan. They think he regards
me as a sex object. At the momentit's a
trade-off. 1 can’t complain.

CHARLES “CHUCK” NORRIS,
a.ka, CHHARLENE/ACTOR

It’s an old story, but it’s true, I'm a
woman trapped in a man's body. [0
something I have to live with. How do
these things happen? | don't know: |
don’t think medical science really
knows. T grew up in Youngstown, Ohio.
My mother was a housewife. My father
repaired trailer trucks. In high school 1
played tootball, I wrestled, and was a
shot-putter on the track tecam. When [
was sixteen my body was already
matured physically. | had these bulging
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muscles without ever lifting weights. |
hated the way 1 looked. [ wanted to be
soft and round like Sandra Dee or
Annette Funicello. I would always have
these dreams where 1 was lounging
around a pool in Hollywood or on the
Riviera wearing my bikini and looking
very curvy and sexy. I would rub my
crotch a lot and imagine I had a vagina
with my own little clitoris.

Of course I had no idea why this was
happening to me and [ was scared to
death. I mean, 1 lived in a steel town in
the Midwest, not Greenwich Village. |
fought my secret impulses. For a while
I thought [ was a sinner and God was
punishing me, But I was too ashamed to
tell anyone about it, not even my par-
cnts. | kept it a seeret all through school.

When it came to having sex with girls
I was very passive. And you know what?
The girls loved me. This big hunk who
didn’t come on like a gorilla. They liked
that. They interpreted my passivity as
being very gentle and kind. Normally, a
horny high school kid is about as gentle
as a tank. What 1 really liked was to be
stroked and cuddled. The in-and-out
part was offensive to me. As it turned
out, most of the girls in high school
didn't really like that part either. But
they expected it from me and if I didn't
go through with it they would think I
was weird.

My conflict got more intense in col-
lege and in the business world because
of my body development. 1 was so fan-
tastically masculine. In the privacy of my
home [ would wear dresses and makeup,
but I looked ridiculous. [ knew there
were a lot of serious transvestites out
there—men who could fool anyone into
believing they were women. Bul not me.
1 just had to live with my fantasies.

As a last resort 1 went to medical spe-
cialists all bver the world. I went to New
York, London, and Zurich. All the con-
clusions were the same. I was a man
and that was it. I had no hormonal
imbalances and no signs of femininity:
Just the opposite. 1 was an incredible
hunk of manhood—strong, athletic, well
hung—the whole bit. If there was a
worman in me, they had no way of bring-
ing it out.

So my body went one way and my
head went another. Eventually I got
into show business and finally into the
movices. I'm an actor now and very suc-
cessful. I've learned how to live with
myself, and I guess I'll never really come
out of the closet all the way. I'm not gay. I
would simply prefer being a woman.
And now that I'm in show business, I'm
lucky enough to find some guys who are
sympatico with me. I have a very private
life I share with just a few close friends
who have the same problem—Dick
Butkus, Bubba Smith, Sly Stallone, and
Arnold, of course. M
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AWoman Tells Men:

- Everything You've
Always Wanted

- to Know About Women
and Probably Won’t
Understand
When I Explain It

irst of all, women want more sex
than you do. They want it more
often, with more variation of
technique, and they want it to
last longer than you can possibly bear.
They also want it wilder, louder, and
messier than you can ever imagine.
Even though you have been taught
that women do not want to have sex
as much as you do and women were
taught that they shouldn’t want it as
much as you, you should not be sur-
prised when you are lying in bed,
besieged by financial worries and
exhausted by a long day at work, and
your girlfricnd, who is every bit as
exhausted and besieged as you are, is
humping your thigh suggestively and
running her fingers through your chest
hair. You will go sieep on the couch
and she will feel rejected and the rela-
tionship will fall apart soon after you
come home and find her in bed with
another guy.
There is probably nothing you can do
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to You

by Shary Flenniken

about this sad state of affairs, but at least
now vou will know

—what made her cry.

—what she meant when she said she
needed more of your time.

—what she’s telling all her girlfriends
about you, (“He withheld sex.")

—why she slept with your brother
who is still in high school.

?

Because women are never able to get
as much sex as they need, almost every-
thing they do is for the purpose of sexual
sublimation.

Shopping is big with women who
aren’t getting enough sex. It’s physically
very tiring and involves a lot of undress-
ing in front of mirrors. It is best
performed in the company of another
equally horny woman who says things
like “If it feels good, buy it.” Spending
large sums of money induces the same
exquisite feelings of guilt that we associ-
ate with spicy sex.

Eating is the ideal obsession for the
sex-starved woman. Every fat woman
you see is not getting enough sex. Every
thin woman you see is passionately try-
ing to whittle herself down to the shape
of an underdeveloped and sexually non-
threatening twelve-year-old girl in hopes
that she will be able to attract men and
get more Sex.

Men do their best to make a woman
believe that the reason they don't want
to have sex is because there is some-
thing wrong with her. This keeps
women off their backs and caught up on
a global hamster-wheel of self-improve-
ment. It’s also great for the guys who are
selling health club memberships. Many
women have found that strenuous exer-
cise is a good way to fool your body into
thinking it has just had sex.

Fat or thin, women'’s lives tend to
revolve around food-—the preparation
of it, the consumption of it, and, most
fondly, the avoidance of it. These days,
the only way to be a wanton woman is to
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cat half a dozen cookies for breakfast.
Public speaking, driving small foreign
cars, and standing in line at the bank are
all typical forms of female sexual sub-
limation. In fact, for many women,
disappointing sex is itself a substitute for
something better, yet unobtainable.

L

Men are particularly attracted to
women who look as if they can’t have
sex. These women wear tight clothing,
uncomfortable shoes, stiff hair, and lots
of makeup that shouldn’t be messed up.
They frequently die an early death from
inhaling too much hair spray, or they
commit suicide because they can't figure
out why, if they look so yummy, they
can't get that dreamboat into the sack
more often.

You have probably always thought that
men like women who refuse to go to
bed with them on the first date because
it means that they are discriminating.
Wrong. What men like is a woman who
is either extremely sexually repressed or
has a great deal of self-control. That’s the
only kind of woman a man can stand to
be around for any length of time. Other-
wise, he runs the risk of her trying to
stroke his crotch at unusual hours or
offering oral sex while he’s trying to
concentrate on spectator sports.

So most women hold off on that first
date, hoping to appear discriminating,
which they aren’t. (And if you don’t
believe me, just check out the bodies of
the men most women go out with.)
Then they will marry the guy, hoping to
ensure a steady supply of sex.

These women soon sour and turn into
the kind of hard-lipped unsatisfied
bitches that James M. Cain made famous
—ready to kill their husbands and frame
their lovers as well.

Women constantly complain that men
are unable to sustain relationships. Give
me a break. Men do fine in relationships
where there is no sex. Take your parents,
for instance. You don’t really think they
were able to find a way to have sex with-
out your knowing it, do you? You were
right all along. Your parents didn't fuck.

i’

“Giving her a baby” is one of guys'
favorite ways of keeping women occu-
pied with something other than fooling
around in the bedroom. At least until the
kids are old enough to go to school and
she can spend her afternoons next door
trying to seduce the neighbor who got
laid off six months ago and can't find
another job so his wife had to go to
work. This will probably motivate him
to accept the next job offer that comes
along even if he is way overqualified.
And when an adulterous liaison is

formed, it is only so that the man can
avoid having sex with two women at the
same time. He tells the lover he has to
spend time with his wife and justifies his
lack of intcrest in his wife by having
something going on the side.

3

Here is a typical plot: The guy just has
to go out and selflessly risk his life to
stop the crazy sniper/terrorist/mad-dog
cornered bank robber/kidnapper. His
wife pleads with him not to go and sug-
gests that he stay home and they’ll give
each other blowjobs instead.

The woman is portrayed as a selfish
slut.

The guy is a hero.

He dodges the gunman'’s bullets,
climbs a vine to the top of the
tower/bunker/embattled embassy/

machine gun nest, confronts the bad guy

face to face, overpowers him but is
wounded in the struggle, becomes a
quadriplegic, and his wife has to spoon-
feed him for the rest of his life. Even-
tually a statue is erected on the site to
commemorate his heroism. The guy has
managed to avoid sex on a full-time
basis.

Men trip over each other rushing to
live out this scenario.

Over the ages, men have been able to
glorify the most awful shit in the world
in order to disguise the fact that they're
only using it as an excuse to avoid hav-

ing sex with women. Face it, guys, going
to bed with a2 woman is a hell of a lot
scarier than marching into an enemy
mine field. The worst thing that can hap-
pen in war is that you die. If you screw
up in bed with a woman, she will tell you
and everybody else who will listen what
a fool you were. She’ll laugh at you and
make funny little hand gestures that indi-
cate the size and shape of your weenie.
And you can only wish you were dead.

Why take the chance?

But men have to be cool and pretend
that they have nothing to worry about
even though vaginas are hot and dark
and gooshy and you're expected to put
the most precious part of your body in
there. No wonder you need massive
amounts of drugs, alcohol, and emo-
tional detachment in order to do it.

Vet

I'd like to clear one last thing up
before I go off and eat an entire banana
cream pie all by myself: Men and women
do not get stuck together like dogs when
they screw.

Oh, sure. You can beat her at arm
wrestling, throw her across the room,
mow her down in the line for Bruce
Springsteen tickets, but you're no match
for her vagina? Come on.

If a woman could keep you inside her
by clamping her vaginal muscles in an
inextricable viselike grip, you'd be there
now. M
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continued from page 22

Holiness Pentecostal Church, and I don’t
know how much you know about Pen-
tecostals, but those people don't believe
in any kind of ornamentation or artificial
device being used at any place on their
bodies.

Fourth thing is, I checked em.

I had to. This was becoming the kind
of nasty rumor that can just destroy a
small businessman, and it had to be put
to a stop. The daily handle was starting
to fall off and Danny Bivens wasn't
speaking to me.

“You had your chance to check em
already,” Danny said, “and you didn't
check em.”

Danny was right. I was ashamed of
myself. I let those melons slip right
through my fingers.

You see, I did it out of a misplaced
sense of morality. [ was a very moral
individual even as a child. I remained a
virgin till I was nine years old, but I don't
ever get any credit for it. I might as well
been tomcatting around town all those
years for all the good it did my reputa-
tion. It was Dede Wilks who screwed
things up royally. She got tired of just
lifting up her dress over her head, so one
day she offered me five bucks if she
could “do anything she wanted to down
there.” I told her for five bucks she could
airmail my private parts to Bora Bora, 50
she hauled me out to the Valhalla Drive-
in on the federal highway between
Muleshoe and Sudan, deflowered me on
the backseat floorboard of some picce-
of-crap Studebaker, and then told ever-
body and his dog that I raped her. Hell, I
didn’t hardly have anything to rape her
with. That’s when I learned my first
lesson about sexual relations, which
was: nookie never comes along when
you want it to.

The only reason I'm throwing in this
story now is cause as soon as [ got back,
Danny Bivens was waiting on me over at
the dirt refinery, all nervous cause Dede
was a big girl and he didn’t know
whether I'd survive it or not. After I told
him the story—what I could remember
of it, since it all happened so fast I didn’t
know nothing except it was the night
they were showing Marlon Brando in
The Wild One—Danny kind of smiled
and said, “Well?"

And I got a grin on my face like I just
bought a burlap blanket from a Navajo,
and 1 said, "What?"

And Danny started laughing, he was
about to explode, and he said it again:
“Well?”

And I didn’t realize what the hell was
going on, and 50 I said, “Huh?”

And this was getting awful boring, so
Danny Bivens said to me, “What did the
groceries feel like?”

And then I realized what he was talk-
ing about, and 1 had to say, “Oh, I forgot.”
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Danny was so disgusted he wanted to
scissor off my gazebos, and the only way
I talked him out of it was by saying I'd go
back into the snake pit the following
wecek and find out for sure. The only
thing was, I refused to go back to the
Valhalla Drive-in, cause Dede could get
pretty rough and when you're nine years
old you don’t know for sure how much

punishment you can take down there be-

fore it completely falls off.

So I come up with this alternate plan
No. 2, which I called the Sncak Dogpile.

We had this thing at school where dur-
ing the day at any time for whatever
reason you wanted to do it, you could
just yell out, “Dogpile on Frankie,” and
everbody that heard you yell it would go
jump on Frankie Sullivan and continue
to sit on him until he quit struggling.
This was one of my favorite childhood
sports. Sometimes if you yelled it at just
the right time, you could get twenty or
twenty-five guys on top of Frankie and
he'd plumb disappear in the pile, Some-
times we'd do “Dogpile on Slopehead
Frammolino” or “Dogpile on Gary
Krupps,” but mostly we dogpiled on
Frankie Sullivan cause he was more fun.
Frankic never did figure out that if you
just kept your miouth shut during the
actual dogpiling you'd only have to go
through it one time, but he couldn't
stand it, so ever time we’d get off he'd
start screaming about his civil rights or

the Golden Rule or something and then
he'd go tell his mother and she’d have to
call up the school and say something like
“My son claims that about twenty of the
little fourth-graders sat on him yesterday
and bent the lock on his Bambi
lunchbox.” But the other thing Frankie
never did figure out was when that many
guys are involved, there's no way to
identify the one individual who orig-
inally yelled, “Dogpile on Frankie.”
Normally about all that would happen is
Miz Perryman would give us a speech
about “roughhousing on the play-
ground” and we’d have to sit there and
ask questions like “Did something unfor-
tunate happen to Frankie, Miz
Perryman?”

Ever once in a while Frankie would
get brave enough to say, “Danny Bivens
yelled out, ‘Dogpile on Frankie’ and then
everbody jumped on me.”

When this happened I would have to
say something like “Surely you don’t
believe that twenty individual human
beings with minds of their own would
choose to jump on Frankie at exactly the
same moment for no apparent reason.
What's the motive?”

I could usually get her on motive.
Frankie didn’t understand that either.
Kids don't ever have motives.

Okay, so here'’s what the Sneak Dog-
pile plan was. We had it set up for

continued on page 74

“Sometimes it’s a blessing, sometinies it's a curse.”
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continued from page 40

it’s true what they say about big stars, |
thought. They have everything and
they're still not happy. Well, I for one
wasn’t going to put up with it. “What's
wrong, Mary?” I snapped.

“This,” she said sharply, gesticulating
wildly with her hands. “You and me.”

“Idon’t get it, Mary,” I returned coldly.

“Do I'have to spell it out for you?” she
raged. “I'm forty-five years old! It'll never
work!”

“Do you think I'd be here if  gave a
damn how old you were?” I roared.

“You fool,” she shot back. “Don’t you
know what that means? I can never give
you any children!”

No children. And I so desperately
wanted to be a father.

“Now will you just please get out of
here,” she cried, turning her back to me.

“No, I'won't," I said resolutely. “You're
going to have to be the one to leave.”

“Oh, Lar,” she moaned, flinging herself
into my arms. “You crazy, wonderful
man.”

“Oh, Mar,” I sighed as our lips found
each other, “You, you nut, you.”

We left her building and headed east
on Seventy-second Street toward Third
Avenue, “What are we going to do after
dinner?” she asked, taking my arm,

“I don’t know,” I replied. “We can go
over to Lloyd's house and watch a movie
on cable."

“Ub-huh,” she said unenthusiastically.

“Q1,” 1 continued, “we can have a fun
game of the $20,000 Pyramid.” That last
suggestion provoked 2 series of her
patented noncommitral nods.

We walked along a little farther while I
whistled “Ode to Billy Joe.” “Larry?” she
interrupted. '

& (%S'II

“You don’t have much money, do you?”
she asked with a hint of pity. I hung my
head in shame. | knew this issue would
come up sooner or later. “There’s
nothing to be ashamed of,” she said,
gently running her fingers through my
hair.

“You don’t understand,” [ cried. “How
do you think I feel meeting someone like
you and not being able to take you to
places and shows? Don't you know how
much that kills me? Let’s face it, it’s just
no good. It'll never work!”

“But I don't care about those things,”
she replied earnestly while trying to
extricate her fingers from my hair, “I
care about you.”

“It’s not just becaunse of that,” I con-
fessed. There's something else.”

“What else?” she demanded, finally
getting her hand free.

“We're of a different faith,” 1 said sol-
emnly. “I cannot disobey the laws of the
Torah.”

“Doesn’t your Torah say anything
about love?” she cried. “What kind of

‘Torah is that?”

“It’s a fine Torah,” I replied.

Without saying a word she wheeled
around and started back to her apart-
ment, but I quickly caught up with her.
“All right,” I said. “I'll be ostracized from
temple, but [ don’t care anymore.” As we
stood there choking on our emotions,
she reached up and pressed me to her
bosom, but [ broke it off abruptly. “Come
on,” I shouted, “there’s our bus!”

I took off down the block, every now
and then turning back to check on Mary,
who was doing quite well thank you, but
had the most confused look on her face.
1 made it on the bus with time to spare,
and a few moments later Mary bounded
on. Right away her presence created a
stir, as people began whispering, nudg-
ing each other with their elbows, and
staring with mouths agape. Two teenage
girls couldn't stop giggling and then
broke into the first two lines of Mary's
theme song, “Who can turn the world on
with a smile/Who can take a nothing
day..."”

No sooner had we sat down than she
was besieged by autograph seekers, She
accommodated everyone, smiling
throughout, almost reveling in the adula-
tion. Meanwhile I was just sitting there
like an idiot, thinking about a teacher
whom 1 had just stopped dating, when a
black man said to me, “And good luck to

you, Mr. Moore.”

“My name’s Larry David,” I snapped.
“Larry David! D-A-V-I-D. You got that,
Buster? Come on, Mary,” [ barked, “let’s
get out of here.”

We got off at Eighty-sixth Street and
walked toward Second Avenue. In the
middle of the block I stopped in front of
a Blarney Stone, a bar/restaurant that
catered to people who wore checkered
clothing. “Well, this is it,” [ said cheer-
fully, but Mary didn’t seem too keen on
the idea. “You don't want to eat here, do
you?” I said glumly.

“It's not that,” she explained
thoughtfully, “it’s just that I've saved a lot
of money from that TV show, and until
you start working again I just don’t see
what difference it makes if I pay.”

“Absolutely not,” I replied, resisting an
impulse to stamp my foot. “I won't hear
of it."

“But thart's silly,” she countered, “I
have so much money, we can eat wher-
ever we want.”

“Well, I know, but..."”

“Just until you get off unemployment,”
she broke in. “Then you can pay.”

“Well,” I said, “all right, what the heck.
But once I start working again...” And |
wagged my index finger at her to show 1
meant business.

Having settled that, we hopped ina

continued on page 82

“Let’s walk faster, Edwina—I just know that bastard is undressing

us with bis eyes.”
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continued from page 37

I decided to kill myself. I went to the
laundromat for clean clothes. Even the
rippling of the machines reminded me
of my sister. It was hopeless. I started
pacing, up and down, up and down,
waiting for the clothes o dry. Suddenly,
though, something caught my eye.

1 looked up and there it was: a big pink
poster with the Judy Chicago ass. It said:
FAT-ASS LOVERS OF AMERICA, UNITE.
That was the first day of the rest of my
life”

This guy was a bona fide fanatic. In all
my ycars on the Jersey shore, | had never
heard such passion, such commitment.
Most guys came and fucked you and
left, never to be seen again. I often won-
dered where they went on vacation the
next year, why I never saw them again,
if they'd been brainwashed, if a year
on the outside had changed their orien-
tation from butts to breasts to elbows,
Were there no constants out there?

Was there nothing to count on? But Oral
Roberts was a man with a mission. A man
with a real honest-to-goodness fat-ass
fixation, a man 1 could get behind, or

in front of ...

I propped mysclf up on my hands
and knees and backed my rump into his
chest. "Isn’t today the first day of the rest
of your life?” I asked, wobbling my mas-
sive meat in his face.

“I'm married,' he stammered. “My wife
has a lovely bottom.”

After all that! “You're not a real fat-ass
lover” I spat. “Why should I believe you
want to help me? You're just another
religious right-winger!” I thwapped
him in the chin with my rash of bacon,
knocking him into the sand. He had
a hard-on under his Bermuda shorts.

Evangelists. How quickly they lose
their reserve when confronted with
amassive obstacle.

We fucked.

I wouldn’t say Oral really lived up
to his name in a certain department,
but I will say that he was one of the
sweetest, most considerate men who'd
cver pronged me, spending much time
biting my cellulite and squeezing my
pimples.

“I've never done that before]' he said.
“Chcated on my wife”

“Welcome to New Jersey.”

“Hey, Oral!” Paul called over from
where he was porking Hippo Haunches
from behind. Now that was a wide ride.

"Oh, we've got to get to the meeting,
Help you get out of here before they
gas the place?

“No, thanks”

“Oh, come on!”

I gathered up my towel and salve.

“You bitch!™ He pulled on his shorts,
“I shouldn't have done it. I've compro-
mised everything Ass-Anon stands
for. The only reason I fucked you was
to convince you of our sincerity, to con-
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vince you to leave this no-man’s-land
where you can’t get a decent hamburger.
I shouldn't have done it!” He blubbered,
“1 took a solemn oath. One man, one
woman..."

I was sad it had to end like this; he
was a twerp but a sweet one. “I, too, took
asolemn oath" I told him. “One woman,
one hundred men. This is my heaven
on earth”

“It won't be like this anymore!” he
pleaded. “Believe me, you'll be sweeping
streets in Cleveland with a clitorectomy.”

“Fuck off.”

“Please, if not for yourself, then for
the rest of us, for your ass. With love,

I beseech you. Think of all the men
who'll be deprived? [ stepped onto the
road. “We've got a house full of fat-ass
lovers in Centerville dying to meet you!”

Now he was talking.

The four of us climbed into the din-
ghy and Oral paddled around the Navy
Ammunition Depot to Centerville,
Debbie squealing all the way, “I'm in
a boat, I'm in a boat”

It was only a short walk to their head-
quarters, a ramshackle dld Shaker
shingle house with a screened-in porch.
Back in the old days all the houses on
the shore were just summer homes.

The meeting was already under way.

The inside of the house was gutted,
making one huge room. Men and
women with and without asses were
seated on folding metal chairs in rows
facing a short plywood stage. As we
entered, the speaker, an ample middle-
aged woman in a pink polyester shift
accentuating her lumpy posterior, cried
out a welcome, beaming maternally
at Oral. That would be the wife.

I made no attempt to cover my rump,
which naturally popped out from the
bottom of my swimsuit. Several men
could not keep their eyes off me, and
I hoped the business part of the meeting

would be over soon so we could get
down to some serious socializing.

Trays of canned foods were passed
around.

This was a testimonial mecting,
Various members of the audience took
the stage to describe their personal trials
and tribulations. An attractively slender
brunctte with a Southern accent told of
being cast out into the cold as a teenager
when her parents caught her with a well-
padded black football caprtain. An elderly
gentleman spoke of sex with elephants.
A cute young boy described fucking the
crack between two watermelons. One
young woman with no ass to speak
of was turned away from both John
Hopkins and the Mayo Clinic when she
applied for implants. All were stories of
heartbreak and humiliation, of people,
good people, subjected to ridicule,
shock treatment, incarceration.

One thing became all too clear to me:
contrary to all assurances, there was no
salvation on the outside. Even with the
possibility of loosening sexual mores,
of legislation permitting fat-ass love
between married partners, there was no
freedom out there. Listening to the Ass-
Anon members describe relief and hap-
piness at finding others like themselves,
others to marry, I realized that the hell
was within them all. The strings that
bound them, the self-loathing, the fear
of reprisal, were within each heart. For
all its poverty and disease, New Jersey
surely was the Garden of Eden. A mecca
of free will, individualism, opportunity,
weird sex. The Promised Land. People
needed to cut loose. This was a fact of
human existence. To lose New Jersey to
a feminist Bible camp would cause the
breakdown of Western civilization as we
knew it. It would result in massive moral
decay, not only on a sexual level, but also
on an ¢lemental, epistemological level.

continued on page 82
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LOVE ANIMALS, S0.
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RAGE
SALE TO RASE MOHEY FoR A TRW TO
LAS NEGAS.

OH, NORMY! WE WERE C\.EMIME-
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THOUGHT THIS WouLD BE BETTER

WELL, THANK YOLI,
lE.I.F.N WHA

BEAUT \FUL S\LHE.R
TEA SERVICE!

SOME TEA TO

WE BROUGHT
You OuUR PET
FALCONM, EIFL}
DAMN IT =~ WHOA!
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FEH ! MFHBE YOu CAN GET
HIM TO TALK
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COULD GET
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UP AND GO START 'LIP Oour,
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~<JHE GRANDPARENTS PACK AND
DEPART.
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WHERE 1S
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PRICELESS
COLLECTOR’S
ITEMS FROM

NATIONAL
LAMPOON

BOOKS

[ National Lampoon Tenth Anniversary
Anthology, Volume I Hall of our best tenth
anniversary book cver—and the first half, $4.95

[[] National Lampoon Tenth Anniversary
Anthology, Volume Il The sequel ix even
better, $4.95

["1 National Lampoon Tenth Anniversary,
Deluxe Edition This unc is hardbound. for
painful dropping on one’s foot. 519,93

[] National Lampoon Foto Funnies Funnies
told through fotos. Funny. $2.95

[] National Lampoon High School Yearbook
Parody Critically acclaimed azross America. this
one <1l has its surviving writers chuckling. $4.95

[ National Lampoon Sunday Newspaper
Parody A sequel to the Huh School Yearbook.
though the two have nothing in common. 34 95

[] The Best of National Lampoon, No. 5
The best stuff from 1973-1974. $2.50

['] The Best of National Lampoon, No. 7
Encompassing 1975-1976. 52.50

[] The Best of National Lampoon, No. 8
Jokes started getting more expensivein 1976-1977,
$3.95

[ The Best of National Lampoon, No. 9
But we managed 10 hold the line on prices during
1Y78-1980. 53,95

[[] National Lampoon's Animal House The lull
color. illustrated book on which the movie was not
based. This came later. $2 95

[[] National Lampoon Deluxe Edition of
Animal House Curbon-dating has proven this
cdition’s longevity to be worth an extra two bucks.

4,95

[[] cartoons Even We Wouldn't Dare Print
Not in the magazine. anyway. Disgusting, $2.95

[] Son of Cartoons Even We Wouldn't Dare
Print II: A Sequel Fyven worse than the first
LR

[C] National Lampoon True Facts The original.
uncensored work, now available in English, It all
happened. $2.95

[[] National Lampoon's Peekers and Other
True Facts All true. all new. To be without one
won't do. $2.95

[] National Lampoon Dirty Joke Book The
filthy, the funny, and the farmer’s daughter. $2.95

$5.00 EACH

[JMARCH 1972 / Escupe!

[JJUNE 1972 / Scicnce Fietion

[ JULY 1972 / Surprise!

) AUGUST 1972 / 1he Miracie of Democraey
[ SEPTEMBER 1972 / Boredom

[ NOVEMBER 1972 / Decadence

[] DECEMBER 1972 / Easter in December
[1APRIL 1973 / Prejudice

[ MAY 1973 / Fraud

[ ] JUNE 1973 [ Vinlence

[ JULY 1973 | Modern Times

[] SEPTEMBER 1973 | Postwur
[JOCTOBER 1973 / Bununi Issue

[1 DECEMBER 1973 / Sel-indulgence

[ MAY 1974 | Fiftieth Anniversary

[ AUGUST 1974 / Isolationism and Tooth Care
[1 SEPTEMBER 1974 / Old Agc

[0 NOVEMBER 1974 | Civics

1 JANUARY 1975 / No lssuc

[(J FEBRUARY 1975 / Love and Romunce
(] AUGUST 1975 / Justice

[J SEPTEMBER 1975 / Buck 10 College

D) OCTOBER 1975 | Collector's lssue
[1JANUARY 1976 / Secret I

[ FEBRUARY 1976 / Artists and Models
[1 MARCH 1976 / In Like a Lion

[JAPRIL 1976 / Olympic Sports

[1MAY 1976 / Unwanted Forcigners

[ SEPTEMBER 1976 / The Latest lssue

[J OCTOBER 1976 / The Funny Pages

[J NOVEMBER 1976 / Is Demaocracy Fixed?
[J DECEMBER 1976 / Sciling Out

[T JANUARY 1977 / Surctire Issue

[ FEBRUARY 1977 / IFK Reimugural

1 MARCH 1977 / Science amd Technology
L] APRIL 1977 / Rippng the Lid off TV
[JJUNE 1977 / Carcers

[JJULY 1977 / Nusty Sex

[ AUGUST 1977 / Cheap Thrills

[ SEPTEMBER 1977 / Grow Up!

[] OCTOBER 1977 / All Beutles

[ NOVEMBER 1977 / Litestyles

[ DECEMBER 1977 / Cliistmas in December
[C1JANUARY 1978 / The Role ol Sex in History

L] FEBRUARY 1978 / Spring Fascism in Preview

[J MARCH 1978 / Crime and Punishment
[J APRIL 1978 | Spring Cleaning
CIMAY 1978 / Famihes

[ JUNE 1978 / The Wild West

[ JULY 1978 / 1ih Anniverary

[ AUGUST 1978 / Toddin s Teens

[ 1SEPTEMBER 1978 / Sivlc

1 OCTOBER 1978 / Lncriainment

$4.00 EACH

[] APRIL 1979 / April Fool

[ MAY 1979 / Intemational Terrorism

[[] AUGUST 1979 | Summer Vacation

[] OCTOBER 1979 / Comedy

[] FEBRUARY 1980 / Tenth Anniversary
] MARCH 1980 / March Miscellany

] APRIL 1980 / Vengeance

[1 MAY 1980 / Sex Roles

[1JUNE 1980 / Fresh Air

[ JULY 1980 [ Stime, Swill, and Polites

| | AUGUST 1980 / Anxiety

[] SEPTEMBER 1980 / The Past

[[] OCTOBER 1980 / Agpression

[] DECEMBER 19B0 / Fun Tukes a Holiday
[1 JANUARY 1981 / Excess

[ FEBRUARY 1981 / Sin

[1 MARCH 1981 / Women and Dogs

[1 APRIL 1981 / Chaos

[ MAY 1981 / Nuked Ambition

[ /] JUNE 1981 | Romunce

[]JULY 1981 / Endless. Mindless Summier Sex
[] AUGUST 1981 / Let’s Get It Up. America!
[) SEPTEMBER 1981 / Buck to School
[[JOCTOBER 1981 / Movies

[] NOVEMBER 1981 / TV and Why It Sucks
[] DECEMBER 1981 / What's Hip?

[ JANUARY 1982 / Sword and Sorcery

[ FEBRUARY 1982 / The Sexy Issue

] MARCH 1982 | Food Fight

[] APRIL 1982 / Failure

[1 MAY 1982 | Crime

[JJUNE 1982 / Do It Yoursell

[ JULY 1982 | Sporting Lile

[] AUGUST 1982 / The New West

[[] SEPTEMBER 1982 / Hot Sex!

[] OCTOBER 1982 / 0. C_ and Stiggs

[ NOVEMBER 1982 / Economic Recovery
[[] DECEMBER 1982 / E.T. Issue

$3.00 EACH

[] JANUARY 1983 / The Top Stories of 1983

[ FEBRUARY 1983 / Raging Controversy

[ MARCH 1983 / Tumper-Proof Issue

[ MAY 1983 / The South Scas

[ JUNE 1983 / Adulis Only

[ JULY 1983 / Vacation!

[ AUGUST 1983 [ Science and Bud Manners

[[] SEPTEMBER 1983 / Bip Anniversary lssue

[ ] OCTOBER 1983 / Diluted Pupils

[ NOVEMBER 1983 / No Score

[} DECEMBER 1983 / Holiday Jeers

[ JANUARY 1984 / Time Parody Issue

[ FEBRUARY 1984 / All-Comics Issuc

[ MARCH 1984 !/ The 605" Greatest Hits

[1 APRIL 1984 | You Cun Parody Anything

[[] MAY 1984 / Baseball Preview

] JUNE 1984 | This Summer’s Movies

[ JULY 1984 / Special Summer Fun

[ AUGUST 1984 | Unofficial Olympics Guide

[] SEPTEMBER 1984 / Fall Fashions

[[] OCTOBER 1984 / Just Good Switf

[1 NOVEMBER 1984 / The Accidental Issuc

[1 DECEMBER 1984 / The last of the old
National L.ampoon

] JANUARY 1985 / Gaod Clean Sex

(] FEBRUARY 1985 / A Misguided Tour of New York

1 MARCH 1985 / The Best of 15 Yeans

1 APRIL 1985 | The Best from Europe

[ 1 MAY 1985 / Celebrity Roast

[1JUNE 1985 | The Doug Kenney Collection

[ ] JULY 1985 / Youth at Play

[J AUGUST 1985 / All-New True Facts

1 SEPTEMBER 1985 / Lust Issue

[ OCTOBER 1985 / Music [ssuc

[[1 NOVEMBER 1985 / Mad As Hell

[ DECEMBER 1985 / Reagan and Revenge

[']1 National Lampoon Binders Vinyl binders
with tough metal “rods!" $5.50 cach. $9.00 for
two, $12.00 for three.  Quantity

[[] National Lampoon Case Binder Fits many
types of magazines, $6.95 each — Quantity

[] National Lampoon Binder With all twelve

issues luml a given year. Well, not exactly given.
— 1975 _ 1979 _ 1983 _ Vinyl binder
— 1976 _ 1980 _ 1984 _ Cuse binder

- 1977 1981 1985 $24.00 cach

— 1978 _ 1982

If issues in any given year are not listed

above, please select replacements for missing

ISsucs.

Itis imperative that | acquire the items chy

>3

d ubove in order to keep my home humor collection complete.

1 am enclosing $1.50 in postage and handling for my order if it's under $5.00. and $2.00 for said charges if
the order totals more than $5.00, a small price to pay for U, S, postal delivery. 111 m a New York State
resident I'm adding 8% percent sales tax, which is another matter entircly.

Name (please print)

Address

Ciy.

Stute. Zip,

Total amount enclosed S

Tear out the whole page with items checked, enclose check or money order, and mail to:
Natlenal Lampoon, Dept, 386, 635 Madison Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022

Coovriaht © 2007 National | amboon Inc



WiTH HtS 0 wwnN 7 hadn"‘ had a Cace "ﬂ
over Yo days and 4g
nr‘_y"ff . Yeh b yoo could

say buSiness was

CLERIC

f—ire
be tter -

THE evening ar
ed someth

"3

7
et Ul

was hy..'i‘- Frivao D

. i VMoT  aE Ay
.1enca!' only | _wasn'f fﬂv_?}'fﬂj- B ur h:n.l-,-y "

ma W rk N my5+er;au5
;ir:s Lgs‘f -Drlrh:’ Fa:htr Harry‘S Mcﬂwafs
odre Somewlnq?' Mofe brugq,ve,,

64 NATIONAL LAMPOON

Coovriaht © 2007 National | amopoon Inc.



R.Crumb's

Missing Children!

Iy
s

ge Wit Turnga Black Ktrsben Shmofzwicz,| Jash Hutchison, Whie

Anna Maria Gonzalez,
6 years Fgmale l’l. years” | Male, 10 years old,4' 2 Hispanic Female, |5 years
Bﬁmi?aﬂ% I;glfr; old 5'1 104 Ibs,,brown | 65 bs,, Bond hair, hgh+ old; 5'7" 130 1bs., brown

| hait and’eyes, Last seen brown eyes. Last seen hair and‘eyes. Very well
ot ﬁ'jﬁ B‘{,,;,‘ Jan. 15,1985 near her Feb, 25 1982 in Milpitas, ] fYwe

developed bust and hips.
a see m gggce on home in Pittsburgh,Pa, | Calif. Very high intelli - Mnsimg from Den{:on,el}c,

in Described by her moth- | gence, Parents extremel, Nov. 30, 1984,
America. | ou | €35 8 Tazy,ugly it | Jouout fundamentalist. | | poof Farsiye Last semn in
rYﬂ‘ pn’ém oy 'He 5'“'"# S&Pﬂltheu" Christians, JaSDH 'h)'li campan Oz wea“.h old-
9cgi|:l some e'nng PrMe, | says ‘she may have fall- | playmates he was “fed er man driving wits
my 89 en in the river, poor " up" with '*rerresswe fas - Rolls-Royce.
kid, ‘Bt's 2 ﬁougﬁ break.' | cist regime.

Reward

If you have information regardm$ these missing children or happen tosee
n

ild molesters or abusers h around your neighborhood ... or even if
w gBSPECT someone of being 1n+o chil rno rap Q/—lt cou‘;d be anyo e-— +ha{'
nice old man next door hns probably laid hus han on your: daug| T Coul

elf ne without now swo call that
iy O ol B ol s Sl
Now, yoy sonof':;g G + E.% rsiasllover-—we‘fj%strsgayau from g ""ﬁ}g?"’b weﬁ sﬂ/
wf’glu “‘:%"a gu ki'u stowl}g gt -this Joum‘ry ov?e?! rou —-Aﬁ,m anih

make thi

pla decent f we e all
gnm pmcﬁersrane :%W&EJ li‘.‘.? ato'iind oose Y::qr days are NUMBERED
Ntord.f af Sa+an ! Woe unto ye ' have Mercy on your rotten sovls /

1-800- 888-121 2

This public service message provided by the Association of Highly Moral Ever Walchful Good Guys of America
R. Crumb- President
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[[DoormAN, I’ T[ MAs. VAN BUREN JUST CALLED Dowi, )

iﬁgﬁ vﬁ%ﬂ SIF, MR VAN BUREN FLEW IN FITOMS
PARIS~HEL.L. BE HERE SHORTLY. HE

IS EXPECTING ME-J| AN EV/IL. MAN, . Mf. D GifooT !

Bl -

M. DEGRoOT, HES HERE! HIS
LIMOUSINE JYST DROVE UF...

SAM
o GR
The FREE WORLD®S

ONLY

PRIVATE
DETECTIVE

INANIRON LUN
MACHINE
THE WIFE CFBILLION
LUDWIG YAN BUREN ||
SUMMONS SAM To HER 1=
FARK AVENUE RESIDENCE
SAYING HER LIFE IS IN
DANGER !

1 W

! g

' T Goob N\ T SCARED THE SHIT QUTTA
(e JUST ACT ) [AFTEMNOON, \ | DeGROOT, M. V. B., HE WON'T
NONCHALANT. VAN BUREN.}| SHOW His FACE Aounts HERE
7 AGAIN! :
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: YouRt ASS
ey IF- HE DoES,
' HERMAN!
? Deafoot
<] MUST NOT

SPEAK TO
MY WIFE!

QUICK, POCTIMAN, REMOVE MY
HAT=IN THE SWEATBAND You'LL
FIND A FALSE MUSTACHE—
OBVIOVSLY 1 €AN'T PUTITON,
S0 WILL YoU PUT IT N FoR ME...

7}, N\ kg

I THOUGHT so!

4 +-
.. FUNNY;... THE NEWSFAPER || 1T DeGRooT! ILL
THAT THAT &UY WITH THE BIG SNEAK oVER AND
MUSTACHE 1S READING 15 || DISCONNECT THE Al
UPSIDE=DOWA...T THINK ILL || PRESSURE HOSE
CHECK HIM 0UT, MR, V. B., || THAT ENABLES HIS
I'LL BE UP LAT LUNGS To FUNCTION!

FoOR DEVILY HE DIDNT KNoW THAT
ALL PRRESSURIZED FARTS FiroM (FON
LUNGS HAVE To BE REGISTERED
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RANXEROX T-shirts.
Real women wear

them, too.

L -
D,

Ranxerox has taken
Europe by storm.
You've seen him in o \
Heavy Metal. Now "
ou can wear his ) A
andsome face... — WSEEEE 0
on a fine, oversize, : ‘i £
heavyweight T- U
shirt, made for us by et
world famous
Champion Products,
sulrpl ers fo most
NFL teams and
colleges. It will soon
be standard apparel
on campuses and
the chic boulevards
of New York, Los
Angeles, and
Kankakee. Wear it
in or out. Women
can wear it as a
dress.

L

. [ | iz = | L] [ - .
HEAVY METAL I
Dept. NL386 Small O Medium []
635 Madison Avenue
New York, N.Y. 10022 Large [] Extra I

Large []

Enclosed please find my check or money order. Please I
send me RANXEROX T-shirt(s) at $10.95 (plus
$1.50 for shipping and handling).

«

ST s v v D

Made of 100% cotton with a g Name I
reinforced neck. Address
Deep armholes, extra body City State Zip
length and fullness. White I
with design in full color. If you do wish to order, but do not wish to cut the
Sizes: S-M-L-XL. The price? coupon in this ad, please print or type adll the
A surprisingly low $10.95, I necessary info, and enclose it with a check or money I
Elus 1.50 for postage and order.

andling. <Pl I I T b s i=a
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by Lance Contrucci

onsider for a moment Mr. Nice
Guy, a sexy stud with a helluva
build and a lot of money, who
happens to write for the
National Lampoon. As a sen-
sitive, intelligent person, Mr.
Nice Guy is looking for a deep,
meaningful relationship. True,
he’s known the affection of thousands of women
in one-night flings, but he’s now tired of collect-
ing beaver scalps for his belt; he’s looking for
more than mud for his turtle.

And that’s where the trouble starts! What Mr.
Average Guy doesn’t know is that women have
changed drastically! Some dirty mad scientist
(probably a homo) has created a personality-
altering chemical, “Nag 5000,” which changes
“nice girls” into acrimonious beasts; he’s figured
out a way to put it in Pamprin and white-wine
spritzers so that all the women in the free world
will inadvertently take it. Oh, sure, women still
look great, better than ever. But after about the
second date, Mr. Nice Guy starts to see that he’s
stumbled into a horror movie. Scary Monsters are
everywhere! Mr. Nice Guy eventually realizes
that some bastard out there rewrote the book of
love. He wonders wonders who. Who? Who
rewrote the book of love?

Never mind, because you can’t buy a copy any-
way. But what you can do, Mr. Average Reader, is
study the following scientifically verified, classic
examples of Scary Monsters so that you’ll know
to run like hell before you hear the footsteps
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coming up the stairs. Don’t be a fool like
Mr. Nice Guy—who somehow docsn’t see
the smoking pistol when she starts to
elaborate on expensive operas, or never
hears the audicnce shouting, “Don’t go in
the cellar” when he agrees to take that trip
to her parents' house.

Take seriously these examples, Mr.
Average Reader, and you'll avoid a date
worse than death!

Psycho: Ultra-thin, sad-eyed woman who
never wears makeup and has bloody
stumps for fingernails.

Warning Signs: She keeps fifty thousand
diaries, lives in a pigsty, and can wear the
same jeans for months on end. First big
tip-off comes when she starts talking
about her vices: “I guess 1 drink too much
coffec.” How much do you drink?
“Seventy-five cups a day.” Does gorgeous
things like putting cigarettes out in left-
over food,

Scenario: At first you'll be drawn to her
because you think she has a certain poetic
depth. But she's not poetic; she’s fucking
crazy! You start dating her and begin to
notice Weird Things, like how she stares at
the ceiling with her eyes wide open when
you make love, and spends a lot of time
wondering who will come to her funeral.
Not exactly the kind you want to take
bowling. Soon you have to talk her out of
killing herself, and you're afraid to stop
seeing her or else she will.

Aduvice: Let hew.

The Exercisist: Strong, attractive, mus-
cular type, fond of Danskins and tights.
Makes you sign a contract releasing her
from responsibility in the event of an
accident while making love.

Warning Signs: She'll ask you to feel her
biceps. Wonders if you like jogging. “I've
been working on my calves lately” (and
she doesn’t own a ranch).

Scenario: She belongs to a fifteen-hun-
dred-dollar-a-year spa and wants to take
you there. You'll think it's a good idea, a
very generous offer on her part. The
next partis a lot like walking into the old
abandoned cave and hearing the stone
door slam shut behind you. You'll see
more tall, handsome, muscular guys in
there than at a cattle call for GQ. And
each one of them knows her by a pet
name, like “Fuck Monster.” You'll be
humiliated and shamed for about five
hours while these guys condescendingly
show you how to lift weights. Afterward,
she’ll devour you on the tennis court.
Advice: Run like hell.

The Shining: Aggressive-looking woman
with hungry eyes, exquisite tastes...and
no money. “Personally, I prefer Gueci....”
Warning Signs: These types are hard to
spot at first; they're masters of disguise.
First they’ll lead you into thinking that
they're nice girls with educated but
affordable tastes. You'll think: Muscums
are cheap. They may even pay half the
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first couple of times.

Scenario: Slowly, as you get to like them,
they'll start mentioning the more expen-
sive restaurants in town, Later, they’ll
allude to things they’d like to have. If
you still haven’t heard the strange music,
they grow to incredible proportions.
Eventually The Shining will suffocate
your bank account. You'll reach credit-
card meltdown, too.

Advice: Write her off.

Night of the Living Head: Long brown
hair, loves blazers and penny loafers.
“...It was avant-garde but gauche;
nevertheless...”

Warning Signs: Early mention of operas
you've never heard of. Early mention of
nouvelle cuisine, naive art, and prac-
tically anything clse that’s French.
Scenario: If you're not too brainy, you'll
be used as the rugged individualist at
best, and the intellectual dog to kick
around at worst. Don’t think you can
counter her Céline rap with talk about
the Knicks. At the end of five months
you'll be more confused and stupider
than ever. She'll finish the New York
Times crossword puzzle in ten minutes
flat to your anguished screams, then
finish you off with a quick course on the
symbolism of Moby Dick.

Advice: Ride it out, pretend you under-
stand everything, don’t ask questions,
and make a lot of stuff up. Then put her
on the shelf.

The Mummy: Wonderful eyes, "/ don't
think you should wear these pants, /
don’t think you should go to the beach
this weekend, 7 think you should lose a
little weight...."”

Warning Signs: A brisk, effortless men-
tion of something out of order: a spot

on your tie, your hair a little long in the
front.

Scenario: The above warning signs are
just the beginning. The Mummy is one of
the worst of all. Letting that first volley
go unanswered is like letting Boris
Karloff in 1o make a phone call when his
car breaks down on a rainy night. And
this monster grows like the blob! At first
she nags you about the color of your
apartment, then your furniture, then the
location of the apartment. Then your car.
Then your job. Then your taste in music,
magazines, books, wardrobe, family,
friends, and cat.

Advice: A nag can be bullied into submis-
sion right off the bat, never to reappear
...at least until you get married. “This
spot on my tie? It's there because 1 like
it.” If it's two late to do this, either dump
her or accept the fact that you need a
mother figure.

The Job Blob: Thin, ugly as a snake, twice
as aggressive. Sandblasted face and hair
tied back in a bun. Wears strictly striped-
suit corporate attire, cven at the beach.
Carries a copy of Working Woman and

the Wall Street Journal in her lcather
attaché case, which she’s never without.
Warning Signs: “And where do you
work? I have this wonderful new posi-
tion at Schmuck, Fuck & Luck....”
Scenario: Knows everything about work
except how to avoid it. You'll possibly be
impressed by her intelligence and self:
confidence in the beginning, but once
the Icather attaché case starts going into
the bedroom it’ll come to an end quickly
(“I can’t tonight, honey, I have that big
meeting with J.B. tomorrow” ). Soon 90
percent of her conversation is about her
job, which is about as interesting as the
new Saturday Night Live. Then you find
yourself jockeying for position with

the board of directors. As her career
advances and yours declines, best get
ready for the Dear John memo.

Advice: Let her buy you about fifteen
dinners, make many mergers, then opt
to buy out.

The Incredible Shrinking Divorced
Woman: Lined face, angry eyes, she's
hoping her ex-husband dies.

Warning Signs: Will be revealed in about
two seconds. “My ex-husband...” grows
to (within two drinks) “...And then the
bastard kept the Porsche....”

Scenario: Who at least once in his life
hasn’t pitied someone? Here is the com-
passionate, understanding, intelligent
woman who happens to be alone most
of the time. She's a wonderful cook and
she doesn't mind sewing your buttons.
She’s great in bed. She thinks you're cute,
You get taken in because it’s so... gee
...comfortable. Ha! You've been taken
into Regan’s boudoir! She’s even more
bitter about all those one-night stands
after the divorce than she is about her
ex-husband. Everything is fine for about
two months, and then your furniture is
moved around. The bed starts to shake.
You start hearing peculiar noises in the
attic. It’s the revenge of the angry di-
vorcée, and guess who's going to take
the rap? Watch out for the meat cleavers.
Advice: Split. Get a new phone number,
because you're going to get a lot of calls.

The Body Snatcher: Frequently attrac-
tive, oversexed woman wearing tight
leather pants, spiked heels, no bra.
Warning Signs: On the first date she
mentions that she's fond of bondage. Can
comprehensively state the advantages of
Plato’s Retreat versus casual dating.
Scenario: Wild, lavish sex night after
night. She'll test your virility time and
time again until you're a Geritol and
Vitamin E junkie. You'll lose sleep and
your hair will fall out. As an average man,
there are just so many things you can do,
yet she'll eventually drop you if you can't
get it up six times a night,

Advice: Introduce her to a Mr. Nice Guy
who writes for the National

Lampoon. M
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TEN SOLID REASONS WHY YOU
SHOULD SUBSCRIBE TO THE
NATIONAL LAMPOON

NI

1. When you subscribe to the National Lampoon you save a great deal of money as compared to
single-copy purchases. You save even more money if you subscribe for two years, and even more if
you subscribe for three.

2. Many newsstands, because of their preoccupation with the sale of such publications as
Hustler, Blueballs, Pussycat, and National Pornographic, frequently do not have a copy of the
National Lampoon available.

3. Russia has two humor magazines, France has six, and England four. The US. has only one adult
humor magazine, the Nationel Lampoon.

4, America’s very best humorists have written and continue to write for the National Lampoon,

5. Many of America’s best artists and cartoonists have worked for and continue to draw, paint,
sketch, and crayon for the National Lampoon.

6. In the past year, the National Lampoon has had a sharp resurgence in popularity. As you may
know; it was one of the most popular periodicals in the country through the seventies, dropped off
in the early eightics, and now, with its new staff and the return of many of its old contributors, is
regaining that popularity.

7. The National Lampoon continues to be America’s most innovative magazine. The only thing
you can expect is that you don’t know what to expect when you get your new issue each month.

8. There has been a remarkable lack of dissent in recent years. People seem to be getting more
and more apathetic about nearly everything. The National Lampoon picks on nearly everything
and everyone. You should be reading more than pure pap. You should read a mdgazine that gives you
more than crotch shots, more than this month’s review of the best socks in town, more than a
rundown of the country’s best sushi restaurants.

9. You're not laughing enough.

10. We nced you.
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6‘ “. o [ One year of Nattonal Larmpoon at $9.95 (save $14.05 over newsstand price and $2.00 over subscription price).
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Randy Jones

Why Women B

cbate has raged for years over
why some people have dif
ferent sexual preferences than
others. Why, for example, did
Humbert Humbert lust for the nymphet
Lolita? Why did Steven Carrington risk
his father’s wrath to become Luke’s lover
when that nice Claudia was waiting for
him for two full scasons? Why does your
Uncle Schlomo have so many cats?

But the biggest why of ull is, why do
women become lesbians? Why do some
women adopt a lifestyle that offers, aside
from a low incidence of yeast infections,
difficulty and little social acceptahility?
Besides which, how do you tell your
parents?

It's not so farfetched when you think
about it. The savvy sapphist has learned
that the chief cause of her psychosexual
flight is—that's right—men, Described
below are the most common male
characteristics designed to ensure that,
when sex is a toss-up and you could go

either way, you'll run screaming into the
night of Lesbos. For good.

Men Home Sick

Let's face it: taking care of a man who
is home sick is the ultimate in thankless
jobs. Why else would Mother Teresa live
in Calcutta and not in your neighbor-
hood?

Your patient will whine, “Leave me
alone, can't you see I'm sick?” then
immediately demand more soup, tissues,
aspirin, magazines, and one more thing,
hon—orange juice. Your life becomes
a nightmare of opening the window,
closing the window, lowering the TV,
plumping the pillow, adjusting the light-
ing, airing out the room, and fulfilling a
sexual fantasy involving a nurse and a
bedpan.

Your patient will declare, more times
than is absolutely necessary, “I'm wast-
ing away to nothing,” “No one around
here cares that I'm sick,” “If you really
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cared about me you would've made
homemade.” He will ask, “What are you,
deaf or something? I've been calling you
for twenty minutes.” Yes, the sick man
deserves the only person he claims
really knows how to make a good Fluffer-
nutter-and-banana sandwich: his mother.

Men at Play

Whether as spectators or participants,
men involved in games or sports are a
breed unto themselves, Witnessing this
fact has led many a woman down the
road to a same-sex relationship.

No one will deny that certain sports
feats call for a healthy expression of
excitement, For the record, acceptable
healthy expressions of excitement
include: modest cheering or booing or,
as is sometimes appropriate, a round of
applause. You are being unacceptably
expressive if you are: bouncing wildly
on the worn-out sofa that still has to last
another four years, repeatedly scream-
ing, “My man, my man,” or tossing a
small child to demonstrate a lateral pass.

While spectator sports are bad
enough, it is in the arena of coed sports
that the sexces have in many cases been
polarized permanently. Consider the fol-
lowing scene: Friends are at a backyard
barbecue, One woman approaches the
volleyball net and playfully pumps the
ball into the air. Another woman joins
her, and friendly tossing of the ball
begins, There’s much laughter and no
scoring. Two other women join in,
then two more. The play is jovial and
energetic,

Now a man who was 4 star high school
athlete twenty years and twenty pounds
ago joins in. Soon he’s at the net barking
instructions like “Rotate, damn you!” and
calling team meetings, The boundaries
that were okay just moments before
need to be revised, and calls that were
eagerly conceded (“No, it really was
your point, I insist") are disputed. He
is big on intimidation: “If we blow this
game, the United States will lose the
next war.”

More men join in and the women are
now on the sidelines keeping score, Not
long afterward, these same women start
joining all-female sports teams and stop
shaving their legs.

Men in Public

Women become lesbians when they
get tired of being with people who think
it’s okay to fart anywhere, anytime—
whether it's at a cocktail party with
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come Lesbians .-

friends, standing in line for a movie, or
backstage at the MTV Awards.

An apology? An “excuse me”? The best
you may get is “Who stepped on a duck?”
or “Watch out, I'm loading up again.”
Some don’t even bother to blame it on
the dog.

Street etiquette is another area where
men excel in the expression of their
unbridled instincts. Favorite categories
include: genital scratching, dramatic
phlegm spitting (sound effects option-
al), and diligent teeth picking with a
variety of handy objects ( matchboxes,
paper clips, letter openers).

Men Under the Influence

It is axiomatic that both men and
women can be intolerable when they've
had too much to drink. Women who
have had too much to drink are charac-
terized by the following tendencies:

® making expensive long-distance
telephone calls to old lovers

® trying to cut or color their own hair

® elling strangers who don't care that
they've always had bad relations with
their mothers.

However, as is so often true inthe ani-
mal kingdom, it is the male drunk who
has the most colorful plumage, who dis-
plays true warrior behavior, and who has
most often been known to obstinately
deny his condition in the face of irrefut-
able empirical evidence.

You hear him approach. If you're lucky
enough to have a song title for a name,
he is singing it. Relentlessly. "All day, all
night, Mary Ann.” After twenty minutes
of fumbling with the keys at the door,
he'll switch to a tune of his own com-
position that hails you as the most
beautiful woman on earth.

When he enters, the visuals are
astounding. His tie undone (or missing
altogether ), his coat half on, half off, his
face glistening with moisture (rain?
sweat? something else?), he reels into
the room. You are at first chilly and aloof,
but your sangfroid deserts you when you
get a whiff of his breath from across the
room. You dash for the other room, but
too late! He sees you. He wants you. And
you are faced with the grimmest of
drunken-man realities: he thinks you find
him sexually attractive.

From behind the bathroom door you
hear the switch-on of yet another bat-
tery-operated sexual aid. Cunningly, he
hisses an invitation through the door,
You decline, He is wounded. He says,
“What? What am I doing?” thinking you

will be fooled into believing he is sober.

When you cautiously reenter the
room some time later, he is sprawled
out, oblivious, on the bed. For the next
forty-two hours you will be safe from
pursuit. When he awakes, you will be
blamed for the noise of birds singing,
bees buzzing, and the decline of the
four-credit driver-ed class.

Men in the Boudoir

No explanation of sexual preference
would be complete without a look at the
most provocative arena of male exhibi-
tion: the sexual arena. As a forum for
sexual expression, the bedroom can
offer many surprises for the unsuspect-
ing woman, The bedroom is where a
woman will discover:

@ that all men are not created equal

@ the true nature of any man who
claims the sensibilities of Alan Alda

® why Rover is so attached to him.

The bedroom is where the subtleties

of sexual approach are dismissed. Where
the gentle, massaging, titillating foreplay
so pleasant moments before on the liv-
ing room couch becomes transformed
into bold requests to “prove to me how
much you love me.”

It is within this arena that the levels of
male and female arousal and satisfaction
can be compared. Unlike women, who
can require fifteen to twenty minutes of
crotic foreplay to get turned on, men are
turned on rather easily. For instance, a
woman's agreement to let 2 man wear
her panties on his head will earn her a
sex slave and hours of uninterrupted
performance. And, in addition to
responding rather easily to erotic stim-
uli, men have been known to respond to
somewhat remote indicators of female
sexual desire, including statements like
“Get your hands off me, you mother-
fuckin' swine" or “Hal I'd sooner sleep
with the Elephant Man.”

But of course, there’s always the girl
nextdoor.... M

NATIONAL LAMPOON 73

Coovriaht © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc.



continued from page 52

afternoon recess, which was the time
when Dede Wilks usually hung out over
by the Dwight D. Eisenhower Play-
ground. (We had two playgrounds. One
was the Ike Playground, where all the
equipment was set up for physical fitness
like a U.S. Marine obstacle course so
they could train the eight-year-olds of
America to fight the Russians, and it cost
the county several million bucks. The
other playground was called The Play-
ground. It had monkey bars, swing sets,
seesaws, and merry-go-rounds. We
basically used the Ike Playground for
chunking rocks. ) Ordinarily I would be
avoiding the Ike Playground in the after-
noon, cause Dede used to take ever
opportunity to throw her dress up over
her head when I was around, and what
with these rape charges floating around
and everthing | wasn’t anxious to get
caught looking. But the idea was for us
all to go down there together, including
Frankie Sullivan, and then as soon as
Dede started to make her move, I would
yell, "“Dogpile on Frankie,” but I would
grab Dede while she was all tangled up
in her dress and push her down in the
middle of the dogpile and do all the sci-
entific research we needed before we let
Frankie back up. I told Danny Bivens to
make sure I had an extra fifteen or
twenty seconds just for fumbling around
with the metal support studs or what-
ever else Dede might have underncath
there. It was perfect, cause the whole
thing would look like an accident. I
might have to say something to Miz Per-
ryman like “Yes, ma'am, do [ understand
you to be saying that Dede Wilks was
trapped in some sort of unruly mob
assembled on the Dwight D, Eisenhower
Playground? Maybe you don't know it,
ma'am, but some of the older boys from

the junior high have been wandering
over here during the noon hour, and if T
were you I would do something abour it
before one of our girls gets seriously
molested.” But other than that, there
was nothing that could go wrong with
this plan.

We were luckier than we thought.
When we got out to the [ke Playground,
Dede Wilks was standing right next to
the Climbing Tower, which was this steel
treehouse where you were supposed to
shimmy up one side and down the other,
but what we mostly used it for was play-
ing “Geronimo.” I thought it was gonna
take me forever to get Dede positioned
between myself and Frankie Sullivan
let’s face it, Frankie was getting a little
paranoid by this time—but finally I did,
and goldurn it if Dede didn't keep her-
self under control. She didn’t even make
a move for the dress.

With one eye on Frankie, who was
kind of cowering behind the Dwight D,
Eisenhower Parallel Pull-up Device, [
sidled up to Dede and said, "That cer-
tainly is a nice dress you have on today,
Dede."

Dede got this grin on her face like a
Methodist deacon that just ordered a gin
fizz in Vegas. 1 saw her hand start moving
down toward hem level.

“1 do believe it's one of the prettiest
ones you've had on all week.”

Damn if Dede didn’t stop cold down
by the poodle stitching when I said that.

“Course | wouldn't be intersted in
dresses.”

She started up again. Sometimes you
have to use reverse psychology on a
bimbo like Dede.

Then she hesitated again. “Joe Bob,
usually there aren’t this many people
around,” she said.

“1 know, Dede, wouldn't it be embar-

J‘f"“-v-q

It all began with wanting maiching shoes and purse. ...
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rassing if your dress was to fly up hy
accident and they all saw it?"

Dede nodded her head.

Something caught my attention out of
the corner of my eye, and I swiveled
around and saw about thirty guys stand-
ing directly behind me instead of lurking
behind the Ike equipment like I told em
to, and for just a minute I thought it was
all over and 1 was about to yell at Danny
Bivens for screwing everthing up, but
then something else caught my attention
and I saw this human blur heading
toward the rope ladder and I thought it
was Dede making a run for it and since I
have the natural athletic instincts of a
mountain lion I naturally broke in that
direction myself so I could herd her
back over to the Climbing Tower. But as
soon as I took off for the blur, somebody
yelled, “Dogpile on Dede!” and I froze in
my tracks and looked back over my
shoulder just in time to see Dede with
her dress thrown clean over her head
and all thirty guys jumping on her at
once, including five that did Geronimos
off the tower.

I couldn’t hardly believe it.

The human blur was Frankie Sullivan
running like a crippled prairie dog, and I
knew that as soon as he got to Miz Perry-
man it was all over.

By this time the dogpile was already
about eight feet high and Dede was
screaming and [ stood there and yelled
at Danny Bivens to break out of the pack
and see if he couldn't bust it up, but he
kept hollering back at me, “She won't let
me, she won't let me.”

So I reached down in the pile myself
and started yanking out little guys,
mostly second-graders, until one of em
bit me on the elbow and I had to throw
him back in. All this time Dede kept yell-
ing “Rape! Rape!” and giggling a lot.

Now I don’t know what you would of
done, but when I looked across the
schoolyard and saw seven teachers and
the principal and Frankie Sullivan com-
ing our way, I decided to do all ten
exercises on the Dwight D. Eisenhower
Physical Fitness Playground obstacle
course. [ started with the Overhand
Climb and got about halfway across
before I heard the sound of Miz Perry-
man’s voice.

“Joe Bob Briggs, what in tarnation is
going on here?”

She grabbed me by the ear and yanked
me down off the Overhand Climb and
held me by both shoulders and started
shaking me like a Raggedy Andy doll
that’s getting cat up by a pit bulldog. I
could hardly talk for all the shaking she
was doing, but I managed to get out,
“What's going on here, Miz Perryman, is
the fourth stage of the President Dwight
D. Eisenhower Fitness Course.”

She slapped me up the side of the
head three or four times. Then all the
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other teachers went over to the Climb-
ing Tower and started pulling people off
the pile until they got to the bottom and
found Dede down there, with her dress
ripped clean off and a grin on her face
like she just ate a toad sandwich.

Some people are animals.

One of the teachers—I think it was
old Miz Hennessey—was the first to get
to Dede, and all she could say was “The
girl's been brutalized. This is terrible.
Stand back, she’s been through a trauma,
Give her air, she’s been brutalized.”

And Dede never did say anything, she
just kept that ignorant grin on her face,
and so based on that they decided she
was in a catatonic trance and they went
and called the ambulance and some guys
in white suits came and took her away,
and all the time that was going on they
had the thirty of us all herded into the
Detention Hall, which made it pretty
crowded in there, since there was only
five chairs. I went out in the hallway to
complain about the crowded conditions,
but as soon as [ stuck my head out Miz
Perryman liked to whacked it off with
the flat part of her hand, so I come back
inside.

“Well,” I said to Danny Bivens, “I hope
you got some explanation.”

“I don't know what come over me,”
said Danny. “1 was all ready to say, ‘Dog-
pile on Frankie,” but when she played Big
Top with her skirt, it came out ‘Dogpile
on Dede,’ and anyhow you waited too
long because Frankie was already half-
way cross the schoolyard.”

“Oh yeah, blame it on e why don’t
you?”

“Well, if you'd of took care of business
at the drive-in in the first place, we
wouldn't of needed this plan at all.”

“That’s right, go ahead, make me the
fall guy for the stupidity of the entire
school. That's okay, I'm used to it. Don't
worry about it. But I'll tell you one thing,
Bivens, the next time you come around
to collect your 1 percent rake, you can
Jorget it. Understand me? Handicappers
are a dime a dozen, and there's plenty of
guys in the fifth grade that'll do it for half
the commission.”

“Well, I don't think there’s gonna be
any more commission, because Frankie
told em everthing and this time [ think
they're gonna believe him."

That was one I hadn’t thought of, but
I had no way of knowing the kind of
chicken manure that was coming our
way. First Miz Perryman whaled the tar
out of about half of us—she let the first-
and second-graders go, as usual—and
then she sent us to the principal and we
got strapped again. The principal was
this ninety-year-old junior-high shop
teacher named Mr. Vessle, and he wasn't
happy just to smack the fire out of us, he
had to ask questions. Like “Just what did

continued on page 78

If you'd like to know more about our founder and his smooth sippin’ whishey, just write.

JACK NEWTON DANIEL made whiskey in
1866 by a method called charcoal leaching. We

say charcoal mellowing today.

Whatever you call it, you start with hard maple
from the Tennessee uplands and burn it to char,
You grind this charcoal to the size of small peas
and tamp it tight in room-high vats. Then you
trickle whiskey down through the vats to mellow
its taste. Around 1945 we
started calling this process [ &\“D’w ﬁfﬂ
mellowing instead of leaching,
(It just had a nicer ring to it.)
But that’s the only part of

M. Jack’s process that needed

any improving.
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PRODUCT BARGAIN BONANZA

Unisex sports apparel from world-famous

— authentic styling and fit and

brilliant, eye-catching graphics. Buy them now before your favorite store sells out.
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TS 1057—OVERSIZE HEAVYWEIGHT T8 1052—OVERSIZE HEAVYWEIGHT

T-SHIRT. The return of our Nafumat T-SHIRT, We predict this will be the hottest

Lampoon superhero, Politenessman, inone  item of the year. Bul then we predicted Carter

of his most famous adventures. In full color.  would beat Reagan, It's our authentic sports

and with the same specs as the Mona Gorilla  practice shirt with cur famous Mona Gorilla

ehirl. White, $10.95. in color and her college and graduation date.
Made of 100 pereent collon.
extra body length and fullness. Women can
wear it as 8 short dress, White. $10.05,

TS 1050—AUTHENTIC FOOTBALL JERSEY.
You'll look like Joe or Jozephine Mantana
and be able (o throw the bomb when you
wear this 100 pereent-nylon-mesh authentic
football jersey, the same one used by most
NFL teams. Qurs is more distinctively styled
with our logo on the front and the famous

a Gorilla in full coloron bothsleeves.

T8 1049—AUTHENTIC FOOTBALL JERSEY,
Same ag above, but made of 50 porcant nylon

plai L specifically
designed with cotton inside next ta your skin
for comfort and ahsorbeney White, SI0 45

TS 1045—ACRA HOODED SWEATSHIRT.
The jocks will sweat with envy when you
wear this extra.warm sweatshirt with
eketls. Wearing it signifies you won your
er on the nfamous National Lam;
Cohabitation Team. Exeeptionally high
of 30 percent Greslan® acrylic
lan sleeves,

convenient center pouch pocket.
thickness hood with drawstring, and ribbed
knit culfs and waistband. In navy, with

TS 104T—ACRA SWEATPANTS. A fitting
companion to the Acra hooded sweatshirt. A
Aeece warm-up pant made of 50 percent
Creslan®30 percent cotton. With drawstring
waist and elasticized ankle. In navy, with a
yellow Mona Gorills on the left leg. $14.95

T8 1048—ACRA SWEATSHIRT. Samc spees
as the hooded shirt, but without the hood. In
navy with yellow lettering. $13.95.

TS 1048—MARATHON 80 SHORTS. The
Cohabitation Team wears these with the Acra
sweatshirt for quick takeeofls. 100 pereent
nylon tricot running short with matching
liner and inside key pocket. Do
bathing short. In navy, with yellow National
Lampoon imprint, $8.50,

TS 1053—OVERSIZE HEAVYWEIGHT
T-SHIRT. A great eonversation piece. Ed
Subitzky's Risgué Comic Strip with a great
punch line. In full colox, and the same specs
as the Mona Gonlla shirt. White. $10.95.

M NOT ME
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TS 1068 National Lampoon's European
Vacation T-shirt Going to Europe? Coming
from Europe? Been dining on European
dishes? Perhaps your grandmother was born
in Europe? No matter. No T-shirt collection
would be complete without this one, aderned
as it is with the movie logo and a picture of
the "pig in the poke" that got the Griswalds

to Europe. $6.95 each

TS1029—National Lampoon’s Animal
House T-shirt Has the pictures of Otter, Bluto,
Flounder, D-Day, and the others on the front. $5.95

TS1034—National Lampoon

Sweatshirt Available in navy with white lettering,
white with red lettering, and gray with black
lettering, this product is available in a veritable
troika of color schemes. §13.95

T51031—National Lampoon’s Vacation
~shirt Celebrates the funniest National Lampoon
film since the first one. $6.95.
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TS1019—National Lampoon Mona Gorilla T51026—National Lampoon “That's Not TS§1027—National Lampoon Black Sox

T-shirt This gorilla looks more like a gorilla than a Funny, That's Sick!” T-shirt This is the shirt Softball Team Jersey The same item worn by
pair of socks does. $4.95 preferred by fans of the live theater and the our own team before management said we couldn't
criminally insane. §5.95 have any more. $7.00
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continued from page 75

you boys think you were going to do to
that girl out there in the middle of the
playground?"

Danny Bivens said, “I don’t know.”

“You don't know? You don't know?"

I've told Danny a thousand times
never to say “I don't know" to a teacher
cause that’s the kind of reaction you
always get,

“Well,” said Mr. Vessle, “do you think if
maybe I gave you fifteen or twenty more
licks with this paddle then you would
know next time?”

Danny said, “No, sir.”

“What do you mean, ‘No, sir'? Do you
mean you'll never know the difference
between right and wrong, or do you
mean I need to hit you more than
twenty times?”

Danny looked confused and didn’t say
nothin,

“I guess you don’t have anything to say
now, do you?” said Mr. Vessle.

“No, sir.”

Sometimes I think Danny was born
with ravioli for brains, cause he never
did catch on to how all these conversa-
tions with the principal are fixed so they
get you to say “No, sir” so then they can
yell at you some more, So 1 figured I'd try
to help Danny out.

“Mr. Vessle, if I could just have a
moment of your time here, sir, I'd like to
point out—"

“Briggs, did I give you permission 1o
talk?”

Now sce what he was doing there?
Danny would of fallen for that one, cause
it was an obvious attempt to get me to
say “No, sir” s0 he could hassle me some
more. 50 | came back at him through the
side door.

“1 would prefer not to talk, sir, but I
have some information that might clear

all this up and let us get back to the
educational process.”

“Oh, you do, do you?”

“Yes, sir." (See, if you can get into a
position of saying “Yes, sir,” then you got
him.)

“All right, Briggs, what is this
information?”

“Well, first of all, I'd like to point out
that 1 was not personally involved in
the incident. I did happen to be in the
vicinity, cause [ was going through my
daily workout on the President Dwight
D. Eisenhower Physical Fitness Course.”

“1 didn't think anybody ever used that
stuff”

“Oh, yes, sir, some of us love the Tke
equipment, It makes American youth
strong.”

“Okay, so what?”

“So I would just like to say that [ saw
most of the incident develop, and as an
impartial witness I can say that Danny
appeared to be trying to stop the fight
and protect the girl’s honor.”

“Oh, you did?”

“Yes, sir.” ( You see how this goes once
you take the bull by the horns?)

“Well, unfortunately for both of you
guys, I'm afraid the matter is out of my
hands. The parents have heard about
this, and the girls' mothers are so upset
that they're threatening to close the
school unless we get some kind of
explanation.”

“Yes, sir," I said, “I can see how they'd
want that, and they're entitled to an
explanation.”

I have to admit I was getting a little
scared at this point.

“And you're going to give them an
explanation. I want both of you at the
gymnasium tomorrow night for the PTA
meeting. All of the parents are coming,
and they want answers.”

]
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Now 1 was ready to throw up.

I guess just about everbody in the
county showed up at PTA that month,
mainly cause deep down in their guts
they wanted it to be true that there was
a rape on the elementary school play-
ground. Sheriff Nogales came by the
house the afternoon before the meeting
that night to talk to my parents, and
thank God Daddy wasn’'t home from the
dirt mines yet.

“Miz Briggs," the sheriff said, “it's our
understanding that a young girl got
molested on the playground yesterday
and that your boy might be involved in
some way."

“Joe Bob?"

“Yes, ma'am, We don’t have all the
pieces put together yet, but evidently
the Wilks girl went through quite a psy-
chological trauma, and we'd preciate it if
you'd have your boy over at the school
tonight.”

"1 will, Sheriff, but I'm sure Joe Bob's
not mixed up in anything like that.”

At least my own mama trusted me.

Then after the sheriff left, Mama
kicked me from one end of the house to
the other end and kept hollering, “What
the hell'd you do to that little girl?”

“Mama, she's not a little girl. Dede
Wilks could bench-press a water
buffalo.”

That's when Mama drew blood.

Things got worse at the actual meet-
ing. First the principal got up and made
a long boring specch about how the
school’s ability to police the playground
was severely handicapped by the failure
to pass the recent bond issue and how
blah blah blah educational process blah
blah blah strong minds and strong
bodies blah blah blah emphasis on disci-
pline, both mental and physical blah
blah blah trying to fill in the pieces blah
take measures to avoid future incidents
blah blah blah blah...and I thought he
was gonna go on forever until Scrim
Wilks stood up in the audience and said,
“Well, did my little girl get diddled or
not?”

It can be durn scary when a room gets
that quiet that fast.

“I believe we have a witness present,”
said Miz Perryman, and she stood up and
yanked this little kid up by the shoulder
and I about had a heart attack cause it
was Frankie Sullivan and I could see the
memories of every dogpile in history
dancing through his brain. Frankie had a
blank expression on his face, like he
didn’t know exactly where he was,

“Well, Frankie, go ahead,” said Miz
Perryman.

Frankie looked like he was gonna cry.
He mumbled something but nobody
could hear him,

“Frankie, you're going to have to speak
up, honey"

continued on page 80
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continued from page 78

“Joe Bob did it.”

I guess when I heard that I was ready
to pack my bags and head for the Hunts-
ville State Prison, cause 1 knew I was
gonna be the first nine-year-old kid in
history to get the lectric chair.

“Joe Bob did what, honey?"

“Joe Bob and Danny.”

At least I'd have a cellmate.

“Darling, you're going to have to tell
us what Joe Bob and Danny did.”

“Joe Bob and Danny made..."

“Yes, dear?”

“Joe Bob and Danny made a pile...”

For a second I thought Frankie wasn't
gonna go through with it.

“Joe Bob and Danny made a pile on
me.”

Several of the mothers in the audience
made loud gasps like they were gonna
fall down dead, and Danny's daddy was
in the back of the room and I could hear
him saying, “That'’s the most disgusting
thing I've ever heard in my entire life.”

Mr. Vessle was getting nervous,
though, and so he turned off the micro-
phone and went over to Miz Perryman
and said, "What is this child talking
about?” And Miz Perryman hesitated for
a minute, and so he said, “That's what 1
thought. Now look, I don’t want this pile
being discussed any further at the PTA
meeting, do you understand? We didn’t
come here to talk about a pile being
deposited on this child.”

“No, sir, we didn't.” (When I heard Miz
Perryman say “No, sit," I knew we had a
chance.)

“Excuse me, Principal, I think 1 may be
able to bring some light to bear on this.”
Old Miz Hennessey was asking for the
floor.

“When I arrived at the scene,” she
said, “there were approximately two
dozen boys roughhousing in the dirt
with that poor girl. It appcared that they

were engaged in some kind of filthy
sport.”

“Can you be more specific?” said
Vessle. “What do you mean ‘sport’?”

“I conducted some very extensive
questioning of one of the younger chil-
dren involved, and I believe they were
participating in some kind of wager.”

Somebody stood up in the back row
and screamed, "7 beard theres gambling
in the elementary school!”

This is what happens when they want
to get you. You just start to get your
good name cleared on one charge, and
here they come after you on something
clse.

“My boy says the same thing.” It was
Mr. Shifton talking, and since Mr. Shifton
only talks about once a year, everbody
calmed down and listened to him.

“My boy didn't have nothin to eat for a
whole week one time, and come to find
out he was gamblin away all his lunch
money.”

This was an absolute lie if it's what
Jimbo Shifton told his daddy, cause one
thing I was always proud of was how, if
you did binness with Joe Bob Briggs,
you'd never go hungry. If you lost all
your lunch money by morning recess,
I'd throw a complimentary lunch your
way. I probly bought more free lunchés
than any kid in the history of elementary
school.

The principal stood back up and said,
“Did Jimbo say what type of gambling
was involved, Mr. Shifton?”

But Mr. Shifton just said “Nope” and
set back down,

“I know what type of gambling it was.”

It seems like once something like this
gets started, everbody wants to get in
the act. This time it was Molly Ragsdale’s
mama,

“Molly says that most of the boys in
her class have been wagering on onc of
the older girls.”

MOTHERS AGAINST .
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“Which class would that be, ma’'am?”

“Miz Perryman. I understand it's been
going on for some time."”

Vessle was getting nervous again, but
what the heck could he do? “And what
type of wagering did you say it was?”

“I understand they would give bets to
the Briggs boy"

I knew what this meant. If the gover-
nor pardoned me and I got off on the
rape charges, I was going to federal
prison for running a gambling operation.

“Is that true, Joe Bob?”

Vessle was staring me down, like he
thought for some reason [ had the
answers to all these controversies.

“Yes, sir, Mr. Vessle, I can't deny it.”

"Do you realize what a serious offense
gambling is?”

“Yes, sir, | do.”

“And did you take all of Jimbo
Shifton’s money?”

“I don’t see how that could be possi-
ble, sir, because all we were doing is
pitching pennies. If my arithmetic is cor-
rect, Jimbo would have to lose 175 times
in a row in order to lose all his lunch
money for a week.”

“Is that what you were doing? Pitching
pennies?”

“Yes, sir, 1 do have to admit that we
were. But with all due respect, sir, I think
the matter of a possible sexual crime on
the Dwight D. Eisenhower Fitness
Course is what should be occupying our
attention at the present time.”

"Oh, you do, do you?”

“When are we gonna find out whether
my girl got diddled or not?" Scrim
yelled.

“Wait just a minute!” It was Miz
Ragsdale again. “Molly described the
gambling as having something to do
with the rape victim.”

“Mrs, Ragsdale,” said Vessle, “we're all
anxious to find out what happened, but I
do think ‘rape’ is a rather strong word at
this point.”

“The boys were betting money on the
size of that girl’s bust line.”

Everbody was a little startled when
Miz Ragsdale said that, including Vessle,
who said, “Whart?"

“That’s what Molly said.”

“Mrs. Ragsdale,” Vessle said, “I don’t
think this is something we should be
talking about at 2 public meeting unless
it has some bearing on the alleged
molestation.”

“I'm just telling you what Molly said.”

“All right.” Vessle glared at me for a
minute and I thought he was gonna ask
me something, but he reconsidered and
fixed on Danny.

“Danny Bivens, do you know anything
about the Wilks girl?”

1 could tell Danny was sweating this
one, and 1 knew he was on the verge of
saying “No, sir,” and then Vessle would
have him by the gazebos. Danny was

Coovriaght © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc.



all tore up inside and afraid of going to

Huntsville with me and he thought ever-
thing might be riding on this one answer.
He cleared his throat two or three times,

“Yes, sir.”

I couldn’t believe it.

“And what do you know about the
Wilks girl?" said Vessle.

“I know she has a...a glandular
problem.”

I don't guess I've ever been prouder of
a person in my life than I was of Danny
at that moment. As soon as he said
“glandular,” all the fathers started buzz-
ing in the back, whispering to one
another to try to find out what we were
talking about, Vessle turned beet-red. A
few of the mothers gasped again, In the
temporary confusion, I leaned over to
Danny and grabbed him by the arm and
said, “By the way, did you check em?”

Danny looked back at me and grinned.
“We all checked em.”

“I wanna know if my girl got diddled!”

Scrim Wilks was obviously gonna be
our biggest obstacle to getting loose on
this one.

“l agree with you, Mr. Wilks," said Ves-
sle. “Now I think the best thing to do at
this point is move away from this gam-
bling issue entirely...”

Thank you, God.

"...and address the molestation issue.”

“It wasn't no molly-station.”

At first I didn’t recognize the voice, it
come {rom so far away, but then ever-
body turned around and I turned with
em and there in the back doorway of the
gym was Dede Wilks. Here she was,
ready to accuse me of rape in front of
God, the school, and all creation.

“Excuse me,” said Vessle, “but 1
thought we agreed the girl shouldn’t be
subjected to this.”

“If she wants to talk,” said Scrim, “let
her talk.”

“All right, Dede, why don't you walk
down front so we can hear you.”

Dede didn't just walk down front,
Dede never just walked anywhere. The
way Dede moved down to the front of
the gym, she could of rewrote the Get-
tysburg Address with her rear end.
When Dede finally turned around, I
leaned over to Danny Bivens and said,
“40DD +1C."

Vessle said, “What do you have to tell
us, Dede?”

“1 just wanted to say that I have a set of
trick titties.”

What I heard next was this sound that
I never heard any time in my life before
or since and I'll do my best to try to
describe it. It was sort of like all the air
being let out of the Goodyear Blimp at
once so that it creates a complete vac-
uum and the world's biggest explosion
at the same time. | can’t remember
whether it was the loudest room or the
quictest room I've ever been in, and 1

wouldn't of known anyway cause Danny
Bivens and me were down under our
chairs rolling around with the veins
sticking out on our heads and gasping
for breath and trying to regain our vision
and hearing. [ would say it took about
fifteen minutes to restore order to the
room, and even then they had to put
cold packs on Scrim Wilks so he
wouldn’t pass out again.

“Now, Dede,” Vessle finally said, “I
want to ask you one question at a time,
and 1 don’t want you to volunteer any
further information. Is that clear?”

“Yes, sir,” Dede said.

“Did anything happen to you on the
playground yesterday?"

“Yes, sir.”

“Please describe what happened.”

I leaned over and told Danny I'd see
him in Huntsville.

“Me and some of the boys exercised
by the Climbing Tower.”

“What do you mean by ‘excrcised’””

“Exercise is what you do on the
Dwight D. Eisenhower Physical Fitness
Course.”

Somewhere in heaven I saw a little
light shine on my innocent head.

“But what else happened yesterday?
Why were all of you on the ground, soil-
ing your clothing?”

“Oh yeah, I forgot. Some people were
doing Geronimos off the Climbing
Tower and they knocked us down.”

“Geronimos?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And you're saying that all that hap-
pened is you got knocked down?"

“Yes, sir.”

Vessle wasn't buying it.

“Now listen to me, Dede, I want you
to tell us the exact truth, and [ want you
to tell us everything you know about
this. This is a very serious matter. Do you
understand?”

“Yes, sir.”

“All right. Do you know anything
about wagering on your trick...
wagering on your bust line?”

“No, sir.”

“Now, think very hard, Dede.” Vessle
starcd over at me. “Think very hard
about whether you've ever seen anyone
taking money from the other children
when you were around,”

“Well, there was one time, but I don't
know what it means.”

I knew she was laying for me, I just
didn’t know when it was coming,

“And when was that?"

“Almost every day Slopchead Fram-
molino would stand out—"

“Dede, are you speaking of Stephen
Frammolino?”

“Yes, sir. Stephen Frammolino. Every
day he would stand out on the road as [
was coming in to school and he would
stare at my bosoms, and then later I
would see him get some money from the
first-graders.”

“Do you know the names of any of
these first-graders?”

“Yes, sir, One of em was Jimbo
Shifton.”

[ couldn’t hardly believe it. Vessle was
so happy to have a solution to the whole
deal that he wrapped it up in about five
minutes after that. Then when Dede was
leaving, she looked right at me as she
passed and I stared back at her and said,
“Hey, Dede, see you at the drive-in.”

Dede turned red, and 1 said, “No
charge.”

Then Scrim came and got her and [
turned and looked at Danny Bivens and
said, “You know, I could marry that girl
some day.”

Slopehead Frammolino got expelled
for gambling at school, which just goes
to prove a great truth about this country
of ours, which is: Education is our
greatest assel, but some people squan-
der it through their own immaturity. ll

“Ob! He must be sick.”
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continued from page 57

caband rode just afew blocksto Elaine’s,
a show-biz haunt on Second Avenue
where Mary said no one would bother
us. Mary was greeted warmly by Elaine,
and introduced me. “Elaine, this is Larry
David, the man I was telling you about.”

“Hello,” I said excitedly. “Is this the
place that Woody Allen comes to?”

We were directed to a corner table,
but just before we got there Mary
wormed her way in front of me and took
the good celebrity-watching seat. Her
eyes sparkled as she surveyed the room.
She seemed more relaxed and comfort-
able than at any time since we had met,
although for some strange reason [ was
feeling a bit out of sorts. Perhaps it was
because Mary had the good seat, or
maybe it was that scowl Elaine had given
me when [ mentioned Woody Allen.
Whatever the reason, I sure didn't feel
like my old self. “Lar,” broached Mary,
“have you given much thought as to
what you want to do after your unem-
ployment runs out?" .

“Yes,” I replied. “1 think I'd like to be a
talk-show host,”

“I can see that,” she said pleasantly. "1
think you'd be very good at that.”

“Either that or be a scout for one of
the NBA teams.”

“That sounds interesting, too,” she
said. "Do you know a lot about

basketball?”

“Well,” 1 answered, “I watch it on TV

“So how would you go about becom-
ing a scout?”

“I don’t know;" I replied. “I think I
would probably go to Madison Square
Garden and try to talk to the coach or
somebody.”

“Uh-huh.”

“Is this boring?” I asked.

“No, not at all.”

“It's just that I get uncomfortable talk-
ing about myself"

“Oh God," she sighed, squeezing my
hand, “you're so different from most of
the people I know. You're so real.” Just
then Dudley Moore, Senator Kennedy,
and Helen Hayes came over to the table
to say hello. They'd obviously been
drinking, and after Mary introduced us,
Senator Kennedy made a glib remark
about my haircut which I didn’t find the
least bit funny but which they all found
quite hilarious, especially Mary, who was
laughing the loudest. Following that,
Helen Hayes made a nasty crack about
my (Lloyd's?) sport jacket. Again the
four of them roared with laughter. Mary
was laughing so hard she had to hold
onto Senator Kennedy's arm for support.
Then Dudley Moore took a gulp of my
water and fired off a jet stream berween
his two front teeth, zapping me in the
eyes.

As 1 was being mocked and spat on, all
1 could think about was Mary. She
seemed so different with these people.
And then suddenly it hit me. It was all
wrong between us. The age difference,
the religious difference, no children, all
the commotion, even being called “Mr.
Moore” were all obstacles we could have
overcome in time. But I realized now
that Mary belonged to a world that I
could never be a part of, just as she
could never be a part of my world—
watching movies on cable at Lloyd’s
house, eating at the Blarney Stone, play-
ing the $20,000 Pyramid. She was
happiest here, with her beloved show
people, and I didn’t have the right—yes,
the right—to interfere.

I knew I had to end it, but I'd already
shot my mouth off like an idiot and told
her that I would never be the one to
leave. Never one to go back on my word,
I waited until she got up to go to the
bathroom, whereupon I ducked out of
there so fast...

On the subway back to Brooklyn, 1
began to have second thoughts about
what had happened, Maybe I should
have told her how I felt. Who knows, she
might have quit the business. By the
time I reached Sheepshead Bay, though, I
had no doubts that I'd made the right
decision, It could never have worked.
She was much too short. /[l

continued from page 58

The nuclear family would disintegrate.
Nuclear war. Armageddon. New Jersey
provided something both unique and
necessary. A vacation to New Jersey was
not just a short holiday to soak up some
sun and sex. A vacation to New Jersey
was a vacation from yourself. The only
other experience of its kind—a lobo-
tomy—provided no return. The state
had to be saved.

Oral Roberts had taken the stage and
was welcoming Debbie and me to Ass-
Anon. “Would you like to give testi-
mony?" he asked.

“Yes," I said, marching to the stage.

1 didn’t talk about being a fat-ass lover.
(In fact, I wasn’t particularly interested
in rear views myself, preferring gener-
osity in other areas.) I couldn't expect

a group of people drawn together
merely through sexual preference to
understand the importance of rim jobs
to Ridgeway, let alone grasp the whole
cultural crisis at stake. Instead I spoke of
the freedom to love fat asses anywhere,
anytime. “So maybe you'll be allowed to
fuck your spouses and dogs, I told them.
“But who's to say you'll be allowed to do
thart after New Jersey is gone? Don't you
see it's all a plot? A conspiracy? Do you
really believe President Schlafly is going
to allow you to butt-fuck your dog? Why,
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she got her poodle a colostomy just to
make sure her husband couldn’t cheat
on her. She’s gonna jail the feminists in
New Jerscy and then it’s back to prohibi-
tion. No more French films, no more Bo
Derek. No more patting your wife's tush.
No more sex three times a week. Don’t
you know she’s got a smiley face where
her cunt should be?

“And what about all this monogamy
shit? Who in the audience is really
monogamous? I can see several faces
out there I know to be fuckers, and good
ones!” Oral glanced nervously at his wife,
but she was concentrating so hard she
was sitting on her hands. “Are the other
sentient beings we share the earth with
monogamous? What makes you think
you are any different from the other
furry mammals? You fuck your wife, you
fuck your dog, Is there a difference? I'll
bet each and every one of you would
rather fuck your neighbor sitting right
next to you than fuck your skinny-assed
dogs. What kind of freedom is that?
You've got nothing but an illusion of
freedom. An illusion that will quickly
come to an end the moment Phyllis
Schlafly takes over New Jersey. It's not
just New Jersey that's at stake here, It's
not even your own self-respect. What's
at stake here is the American Dream.
The American way of life” I paused.

“There is only one answer, and I call
upon fat-ass lover Oral Roberts, Junior
to carry it out. That answer is
assassination.”

After a horrifying moment of silence,
the applause began. Oral was sur-
rounded by asses clothed in all colors
of the rainbow;, just like the asses in his
dream. Only this time they were joyous,
hopeful asses. Asses with a future.

That night the plans were laid, and
at dawn Oral launched his rowboat,
full of provisions and love, bound for
Washington, D.C. We all stood on the
shore, waving and weeping (especially
his wife) over the fantastic and dan-
gerous new mission he'd undertaken.
We prayed he would accomplish his task
posthaste and be returned safely to us.
It had been a long, hard night preparing
Oral for the journey, and, though tired,
we were happy, and many of us were
impatient to try out our newfound
friendships. Debbie was already beckon-
ing me to light her cigarette as she
pumped over the old elephant fucker's
face, completely burying him in her
tremendous tail.

As Oral Roberts turned his boat
leeward, I saw that my fresh paint job
was holding up despite the chum, pro-
claiming in bright red letters: NEW
JERSEY IS A STATE OFMIND. M
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Of all the beers in this world,
there's only one brewed around
the world, in the great beer
drinking countries. Léwenbrau.
Brewed in Munich. Brewed in
England, Sweden, Canada,

Japan and here in America.
Here, as around the world, aro-
matic Hallertau hops are im-
ported to give Léwenbrau its
world class taste. And Munich'’s
brewmasters ensure that the

Lowenbrau brewed in each
country meets distinctive taste
and quality standards. That's
how you get 600 years of Bavar-
ian heritage in one smooth
American beer. .

THISWORLD CALLS FOR LOWENBRAU.

© 1945 Miller Brewing Co. Mitwaukee, W1,
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