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EDIToRIAL

y favorite month has always

been May. The fact that my

birthday is in May and I tend

[0 get more presents in May
than any other month has no bearing on
my love of the month.

Anyway, that's neither here nor there,
(It’s May 11. Send all presents to me care
of National Lampoon.)

May is a beautiful month because the
baseball season really gets going,
Nothing else matters. Everything is sec-
ondary to what goes on in "The Game.”
For example, 1941 is a year that will live
in infamy not because of Pearl Harbor,
but because Joe DiMaggio was named
MVP over Ted Williams, who batted
400!

I guess it's because of my love of “The
Game” that I'm so tired of hearing
sportswriters vilify athletes just because
they’re shooting up in the clubhouses.
Everyone knows that pen jockeys get all
their juiciest gossip while sipping the
bars’ best, then popping black beauties
50 they can stay awake while putting
their acidic snipings on papcr. Ball-
players, as a whole, seem like pretty nice
guys. The writers don’t. | mean, athletes

actually go to malls, not to shop but to
shake hands. They do interviews and are
generally polite, even after a game is lost
because they saw three balls due to a
small ingestion of hallucinogenics.

We know what athletes do on and off
the field. What do writers do? Have [
ever run a sports clinic for poor chil-
dren? No! What right do journalists have
to talk about athletes that way when |
haven't done a damn thing! [ don't do
anything, Sure, [ could sit by my old IBM
Selectric 11 and spit out half-truths 'cause
I was too lazy to finish my research. Have
you ever seen an athlete take a half swing
or lope after a fly ball because he was
too lazy!?! All right, I've seen it too. But I
saw it from the comfort of my easy chair,
napping between innings. Players being
scrupulously studied on TV can't
snooze. Sure, they may feign injury, then
rest their heads in their gloves and catch
forty winks. But that’s only because they
were up all night doing drugs and chas-
ing women, Get off their backs! They're
tired!

I just know what I know. Bascball’s a
great game, whether the players are
fucked up or not. Weren't you happy

when you found out Mickey Mantle and
Whitey Ford drank beer and everything
else? Weren't you ecstatic when the Mick
admitted he smoked a joint with Joe
Pepitone? The diamond God had feet of
clay. It made his feats seem even more
grand, Hitting home runs while suffering
a physical disability like a hangover, or
stealing a base when you can hardly
stand. Let’s see Rambo do that.

Andy Simmons

Cover: This month’s cover was a verita-
ble Olympic trial for ace photog Peter
“Are You Sure This Strobe Won't Elec-
trocute Me" Kleinman. Our model
Donna rose to the occasion, as did our
judges, who headed straight for the cold
showers.

Plugs: Thanks to David Spindel for the
ugliest wallpaper ever donated to a
photo shoot (see p. 43 ). And more
thanks to the Catalina Swimwear Com-
pany for the beautiful threads in the
bathing suit piece. And Ratso would like
to thank Steve Johnson of Koho for the
wonderful free Picrre Larouche sticks.
Eat your heart out, CCM!
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“On second thought, I'll have a Special Export.”

We make Heileman's Special Export with or brew it twice, for a naturally smoother flavor,

only the finest barley, Bavarian hops and pure Is the famous beer from Holland made this
artesian spring water. Then we Kraeusen our beer, way? Come to think of it, it isn't.

Heileman’s Special Export.

You can travel the world over and never find a better beer.

1986, G. Heileman Brewing Co., La Crosse, WL
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Sirs:

As part of the research for my new
novel, Disneyland Babylon, 1 am look-
ing for any characters who were on the
same methadone maintenance program
as Goofy during the early sixties.

Kenneth Peeved
Gossip Junction, Md.

Sirs:

Do you think my biggest hit was “His
Way,” or was it “1 Gotta Be Him"? It’s just
that Dad and I were playing Trivial Pur-
suit, and he said if [ was right I could
maybe get a new name.

Frank Sinatra, Jr.
New York, N.Y.

Sirs:
First trimester fetuses are red,
Unoxygenated babies are blue,
Good Lord, see fit to pre-ahort
Your northeastern Commie symp
liberal Jew
Jerry Falwell
Lynchburg, Va.

Sirs:

If I see the Sixth Fleet anywhere near
my border, I will dispatch a group of
trained terrorists to blow up Jack Lord’s
hair.

Qaddafi Duck
Lybia Lybia Lybia

Sirs:

Does anybody know what I can do
with a warehouse full of Day-Glo six-
teen-foot hemp, jute, and rattan vulvas?
A week before my business manager
shaved her head and went to Holland to
stick her finger in a dyke, she told me to
sink it all into women's art. Maybe just a
list of upcoming folk festivals. ..

Tara Rabumdeeay
Steinem, Ms.

Sirs:

As promised, here are my predictions
for the first hundred days of 1986.

—A team from Chicago will win a
major sporting event.

—A large vehicle, either a spaceship or
a school bus, will kill a schoolteacher.

—Two world leaders will suddenly
retire and move to more pleasant

8 NATIONAL LAMPOON

surroundings.

—It will rain a lot in California.

—The new Saturday Night Live show
will improve substantially and will be
hailed by critics as the greatest thing
since ABC's Fridays.

I'm sorry for the delay with these, but
my secretary was out sick.

Mavis Davis

Formerly, “National Star”

Before that, “National Enquirer”
Prior to that, "Mungo’s Green Sheet”

Sirs:

I tell ya, I like this prime minister of
Israel, Peres, But what [ want to know is,
why did they have to go to Mexico to
find a spic to run a Jewish nation?

Bob Bradfield
Aspen, Colo.

Sirs:

So I screamed out, “Hey, bitch, ¢’'mere
and give me a massage!” And she did it.
Maybe she’s not so bad after all.

A. Massagonist
Burning Bed, Va.

Sirs:

I grew up in a tough neighborhood.
The milk came with a missing kid in
each carton.

Nino Perdido
Nowheresville, N.Y

Sirs:

Psst...wanna see the parts of the
Heimlich mancuver they won't show
you on Live at Five?

Woodward Bernstein
Bladderwort, Miss,

Sirs:

You say potato and I say pirogi, you say
statutory rape and I say an innocent eve-
ning of loving companionship that just
happened to involve a thirteen-year-old,
some Quaaludes, and a bubble bath.

Roaming Polehandski
Canzel, Czech.

Sirs:

Last year [ enlisted. I wanted to find
out what “being all I can be” meant.
They wake me up at five-thirty, [ run
around all day dressed in green, scream-

ing, then I go to sleep. Deep inside, I'm
hoping that all I can be is more than that.
Pvt. Mark Bickson
US. Army
Fort Dix

Sirs:

Whatever sick and demented uses
people come up with for our product
we have no control over. By the same
token, we're all very happy that on the
average the human anus is too small to
properly facilitate an erect penis, and
masturbation without lubrication is
more painful than it is pleasurable.

The Makers of Vaseline
Greasy Point, Mich.

Sirs:

Good thing I renounced my bisex-
uality before all these strange social
diseases came to be.

David Bowic
London, England

Sirs:

Another year. Twelve new pictures
and still no Oscar nominations. Hey,
what gives?

John Hughes
Writer/Director/Producer
Cameraman/Casting Agent
Creator of the Brat Pack

Leader of the Free World

The “Orson Welles” of the Eighties
Chicago, Calif

A NOTICE TO OUR READERS:

In light of the growing social problem
of drug abuse, a specter that is haunting
our society, we at the National Lam-
poon have decided to implement a new
policy of daily drug testing of our
readers.

Female readers should congregate in
the publisher’s office each morning at
nine A.M. where they will disrobe and
await further instructions.

Male readers can forward a bottle of
their urine directly to their local Drug
Enforcement Agency office.

‘Thank you for your cooperation.

George S. Agoglia
Publisher
“National Lampoon”
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by Howard Cosell
As told and told and told
to Lance Contrucci

have spent the last thirty-
two years of my life
faithfully covering profes-
sional sports, always putting
my best foot forward, and
(as my critics have it) stick-
ing it right in my great big
mouth. Which is to say, if I
may elaborate, that I have been kicked in
the proverbial balls so often that it's a
wonder I don’t sound like one of those
raucously resonating rodents, the
incomparable Chipmunks, perhaps
Alvin. But the fact of the matter is that |
covered the game like a plague, forever
getting in people’s hair, always digging
up a story, searching, indeed, under
every jock.

In these thirty-two years, I have
learned a lot about professional athletes.
‘Take, for example, the different ways that
players prepare for a game. The gigantic
Bubba Smith wasn’t mentally ready until
he killed something—a bird or a dog, it
didn't matver. Earl Campbell, the excep-
tional running back, liked to chew on a
pair of old tennis shoes the night hefore
a game, and the ferocious Dick Butkus
couldn’t play on Sunday unless he had,
of all things, gone to the ballet, though
he went there to set it on fire.

When I first started covering sports, |
believed that the games were sacrosanct,
imbued with a truly marvelous blessing,
worshiped by common men as well as
kings, and yes, the “stuff” that dreams

10 NATIONAL LAMPOON

were made of. I looked at the game in a
romantic light, even though no one ever
even asked me out on a date. But now
that I have been booed out of the busi-
ness by a fledgling group of unprofes-
sional hacks known as sportswriters and
television eritics, I have come to see that
my beliefs were wrong in many ways.
These contests, I'm sad to say, are far
from sacrosanct (a big word that you'll
note I am familiar with and can use sev-
eral times in the course of a paragraph ).
These contests are not truly blessed, nor
are they, indeed, the stuff that dreams are
made of. What are they, then?

Actually, they're just shit.

I call to mind two splendid examples
of the way that the world of sports has
changed in this country, and I leave my
readers to draw their own conclusions.
(And if you can’t draw your own conclu-
sions, why not draw a life-size portrait of
me, Howard Cosell, and send it to my
lovely bride of forty-one years, Emmy?)

llow me to begin
with the funeral of
Vincent Lombardi
back in 1970. Vince
was known as a
man whose feet
were firmly planted
on the football
field; fittingly enough, on this particular
day the rest of him was planted in his
beloved Green Bay stadium. In keeping
with the Lombardi tradition, the priest
who led the service made us run five
laps around the field, do some blocking
drills, and practice gang tackling. It was
indeed a memorable occasion. As the
casket was lowcered, the priest eulogized,
“Living isn’t everything, it’s the only

thing,” and Vince was lowered beneath
the turf for a first down, just in front of
the fifty-yard line, a position he always
enjoyed being in.

Contrast this to the 1979 funeral of
Carroll Rosenbloom, hard-headed, hard-
hearted hedonist and owner of the LA,
Rams. Rosenbloom had been a dominant
voice in the NFL, even if, in fact, he only
sang soprano. It was well-known that
Pete Rozelle, czar of the NFLsky, was
afraid of the omnipotent Carroll, whose
Rose (and bere 1 am being poetic) was
always In Bloom.

His funeral was not held in a football
stadium, it was held at a Burger King,
There was no priest in attendance; there
were, of all things, emcees: those well-
respected football geniuses, Carol Chan-
ning and Jerry Lewis. There were
dancing girls, pornographic movies, and
a few hundred movie stars as well. [ have
known Carroll Rosenbloom’s wife for
several years and will be the first to say
that she is a charitable, warm person,
That being said, I would like to add that
she is also a cheap, talentless hussy, a
gauche gold digger, if you will, who has
been to the altar more times than ['ve
been to the head. She was not only four
hours late for the ceremony, she not only
wore a bikini, but she failed to recognize
the corpse with his clothes on.

Well, that was enough for me. My
lovely bride of forty-one years, Emmy,
and [ left that ceremony and tried 1o
drown our sorrows in martinis, And
when that didn't work, we went out to
the pool, where I tried to drown Emmy.

Well, you can judge for yourself. (And
if you can't judge for yourself, why not
£0 to your local record store and judge
my bestselling album, Cosell Recalls the
50 Greatest Football Games!.) On the
one hand there was a private ceremony
mourning the sad passing of perhaps the
greatest coach who had ever lived, cer-
tainly the greatest who had ever died,
with all in attendance trying to with-
stand the awful blow of his loss. On the
other hand, just nine short years later,
there was a guttural gathering of West
Coast Willies whose only blow ( and
here 1 am showing you that I'm no square
when it comes to language, and can
easily employ the lingo of the “younger”
generation, i.e., those born after 1940)
was in lines on mirrors.

Monday Night Jews

hen
Mondeay
Night
Football
was first
intro-
duced
to the
American public, it climbed straight to
the top of the charts, and once there,
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stopped, looked around, smoked a cigar,
and climbed back down. After a while it
became obvious that the reason it
climbed back down was because its
muse, its talent and driving force, had
left. But why did it climb to the top of
the charts right from the beginning?
There are three reasons for this phe-
nomenon: H. Cosell, Howard Cosell,
and Cosell.

Why? How? Perplexing one-word
questions. How could a man who never
really played the game build such a
monumental sports program as Monday
Night Football? After all, Gifford and
Meredith were the ones with all the
sports background. I was merely a well-
educated former lawyer with insightful
comments and a mind like a steel trap.
Yet | knew right from the beginning that
I was destined to make the show work,
because I was not some dumb jock.
The fact was, I plagued the game with
good taste,

Many are the critics who claim they
turned off the sound of the TV and lis-
tened to the radio when we were on, [
believe the opposite is what transpired.
Yes—most people turned off their pic-
ture, sat back in their favorite easy chair,
closed their eyes, and listened to me in
much the same way they would enjoy
their favorite piece of classical music, S0
relaxing was my voice, so intriguing
were my storics. In a word: T had cha-
risma, character, hilarity, and a
wonderfully witty way of saying things.

Of course, my fellow broadcasters
could not, or perhaps would not, see
this. Consider one Frank Gifford, at one
time a very close and dear friend to me.
(And if you don't want to consider
Frank, why not consider petitioning
Budweiser, as 1 have been doing, to man-
ufacture a light but filling lager with a
great head, and naming it Howard
Beer?)

The fact is, I have always admired and
deceply respected Frank, who was known
to some as the fair-haired boy at ABC.
That being said, I may also add that he is
unequivocably one of the biggest idiots
I have ever met. Call him a lowbrow
broadcaster. Nor is he a fair-haired boy,
he is merely a fair-toupéed boy.

hen
Frank
first
joined
me in the
booth,
he was
excited
and anxious to please, but he had little
control. I mean that in the most visceral
sense of the word; Frank pissed his pants
before every game. And from the kickoff
on, he spoke in a true hodgepodge of
contradictions and repetitive redundan-
cies, the kind that are repeated several
times, always reiterated, rehashed, and
said again,

Frank’s inability to cope was well illus-

trated by the time we covered a cross-

state rivalry, Dallas at Houston. The hype
for the game had been incredible: the
whole previous weck, fans from both cit-
ies had been dousing themselves with
gasoline and setting themselves on fire.
Busloads of schoolchildren were pushed
over cliffs. It was Texas madness, per-
haps the sporting event of the year, but
Frank Gifford couldn’t rise to the occa-
sion. Shortly before kickoff, Gifford
threw himself on the floor and wept like
a baby: I calmly and coolly did the play-
by-play in what turned out to be an
exciting game, highlighted by the spir-
ited Houston linebacker Robert Brazile,
who missed most of the second quarter
when his spine was severed on one play,
but came back for seven tackles in the
second half to lead his team to victory.
had no way of knowing, of
course, that he, the Gif,
would turn on me after [
had rescued him in situa-
tions like that. And then
there was Don Meredith,
who only made matters
worsc. | think that Mer-
cdith, despite his crude exterior, is
actually a charming, kind person. Let me
add, though, that the man is also a
culturcless ignoramus, a pagan panderer
with a piccolo pecker; in essence, a
hardly shy shithead. By that [ mean this:
he would pull out his penis from his
trousers (he called it “Li’l Abner”) and

continued

“I think be could bave made it through the entire decathlon if he hadw’t switched
to boilermakers during the hammer throw.”
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continued from page 11

let it become his alter ego. He even had a
face tattooed to the head of his penis,
and later in that season, he gave it a little
cowboy hat to wear. Eventually he
started saying things like “Well, Li’l
Abner thinks they should punt right now,
idn’t that right, Li’l Abner,” and then he
would shake it up and down, as if his
one-eyed friend were responding. Betore
long he wanted us to interview Li’l
Abner on camera.

As far as | was concerned, reality had
reared its ugly head, and its name was
Li’l Abner.

Of course, both men could only speak
in hackneyed phrases. How many times
have you heard a broadcaster say, “They
dodged a bullet on that play”? Well, such
ridiculous clichés were beyond me, and
instead of saying something like that, 1
would dramatically intone, for example,
“Well, gentlemen, remarkably enough,
we have seen yet another inspired group
of athletes take evasive action from a
rapidly propelled picce of metal ”

Eventually things got hot in the booth.
It was no secret that Gifford hated me
because I was so much better-looking
than he, and, by the same token, Mer-
edith was jealous of my ability to be
folksy and friendly, and of the way my
dynamic diatribes appealed to the com-
mon man. Gifford and Meredith became
good friends, and soon they had a social
life together that excluded me: [ was
never invited along to the drive-in on
Saturday night, or to their Friday-night
beer blasts at the Elks Club. Twas left out
in the cold, sometimes for hours on end
until they opened the door.

ifford began to
complain about
me, and told many
people that I suf-
fered from some
sort of discase that
made me keep
talking, on and on,
forever, endiessly, about any number of
subjects, frequently throwing in a little
Latin to show off my cducation, as if
there is something wrong with a quid
pro quo agreement to balance their
uneducated utterances with my own
expertise. | grew to see their writing on
the wall, which read, in part: “Get the
fuck out, Howard.”

In spite of my imminent departure,
these were memorable years, and 1 had
gotten the inside scoop on many big
stories. Case in point: the time that 1
exposed Lance Rentzel, although I still
maintain that he exposed himself.

I was also the first to break the story
that coach Tom Flares put his bad-guy
Raiders on a bean diet the month before
the Super Bowl; hence, they in essence
farted their way to victory over Wash-
ington. I smell it like it is. On another
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memorable occasion, I grilled Thomas
“Hollywood” Henderson, a Cowboy
linebacker who had stated that Terry
Bradshaw could not spell the word
“cat,” and discovered on national TV that
Henderson himself could easily spell
“cat” but had diffiiculty counting how
many legs a cat in fact has.

Honky Business

Il my life I have
been just crazy
about black ath-
letes. And no, it
was not, as my crit-
ics charged, so that
1 could look at
them in the
shower. It was because many of them
were creative, articulate, and rich—they
were practically white. I was heralded as
a great friend of Ali, Curtis Flood, and
Sugar Ray Leonard, and virtually every
other black millionaire who was with
the in crowd, And not just rhose blacks: 1
can honestly say that some of my best
butlers have been Negroes. And yet, sud-
denly, with one quick burst of a sentence
spoken by me in well-modulated tones, |
became the racist of all time! The Adolf
Hitler of the broadceasting booth. [ threw
up my hands, and later, my lunch.

Why? How? Again, two penetrating,
provocative onc-word questions.

What happencd was simply this: One
night when we were covering the Cow-
boys vs. the Redskins, I was extolling the
ability of a certain player, and called him
a “little monkey” The reaction from the
media was perhaps the worst of all time.
The way they castigated me you would
have thought that I had said that the
government should bomb Harlem, or
wherever else it is black people are liv-
ing these days. Thousands of blacks
protested on my lawn. The president of
the United States sent me a telegram that
read, in part, but not in whole, nor word
for word: “Oh, Howard!" This was a very
upsetting time for me; [ had severe stom-
ach problems and a horrendous bout of
tennis elbow, which is nothing com-
pared to the extent of the damage that it
did to Emmy, my beloved bride of forty-
one years, who does not have one preju-
diced bone in her body, and has had a
warm and friendly relationship with
Alice, our black maid, for years.

ow did all of this hap-
pen? Well, we hired
Alice and they got o
talking, the way girls
do, in the kitchen.
How did this other
business happen?
Why was this my
fault? I searched my soul for the answer.,
And when 1 found none, | searched my
thesaurus as well, but still found
nothing, It is simply not my fault that

many black people happen to look like a
four-legged primate that is particularly
adept at climbing trees and cating
bananas. Is it also my fault that many
members of that particular race have no
gift for the English language, and have a
rhythm to their walk? Eventually |
decided where the fault lay, and sent this
memo to ABC Sports:

‘To: Roone Arledge

From: Howard Coscll

Roong, I scarched my soul, and indeed, when |
found no answer there, looked in my thesaurus, to
discover who is at fault, what person, what organiza.
tion or sponsor, in this terrible "honky business,”
Roone, 1 did not, could not have, and would not have
made blacks look like monkeys. Then, you may ask
in that great penetrating mind of yours, who did, in
fact, make blacks look like monkcys?

Roone, 1 think it was the work of divine interven-
tion. God, if you will, made blacks look like that, It
people believe that 1 made them in this image,
Roone, then they must believe that 1 am, in fact,
God.

Iwill accept this role as best as [ can and our lawyers
may work out the details of the new contract stating
that 1 am, in fact, God, but Roone, you and I both
know that I wasn't God at the time blacks were
created

Sincerely and unquestionably yours, at least until 1
start writing books,

God

Eventually, like all good things, the
melee provoked by what had been said
in the booth dicd down, and all of those
hacks in the print media just went back
to hating me for non-bigoted reasons.
But how was 1, stripped of my role as
God, to know that my persecution com-
plex was to be retrieved yet again? That
a man whom [ had supported for years,
whom I personally taught not only how
to talk and enunciate in the booth but
cut back on a wideout and accelerate
past a trap block, would eventually turn
on me as if [ were merely a coffee table
and he were a top? That man was O. .
Simpson.

had become good friends
with O. ]. early in his career,
while he was a dashing
young halfback at USC and 1
was the most popular man
in the country. When he
came to New York to pick
up his Heisman, he asked if |
would take him to the famous Bachelors
Three, the club owned in part by Joe
Willie Namath, then still a mediocre
quarterback with the New York Jets.
Indeed, we visited that establishment,
and we were snubbed by Joe Willie,
who refused to kiss O. J.'s posterior the
same way that [ always had. Calm nerves
on the part of the Juice, however, held.
He said to me: “Howard, don’t worry...
someday that guy too will be kissing
my ass.” Call it fate, call it destiny, but
indeed, watch Monday Night Football
now, and you'll call it ass-kissing.
And so eventually the Juice joined us
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in the broadcast, after a long cold career
in the snows of glory at Buffalo. Juice
had several things going for him and sev-
eral things going against him, so that by
the time he actually started appcearing
on the air, he hardly knew if he was com-
ing or going, leaving or entering,
arriving or departing, /7 was {rue that he
had also earned a considerable amount
of monetary gain from flying around in
airport terminals, but it was war in the
trenches on Monday Night Football, as
on live TV they weed out the bad seeds
like a demon gardencr. On the good
side, the Juice was one of those attrac-
tive black men who always look like
they're moving at a hundred miles an
hour even when they're taking a wiz-
zeroo in the rest room. He also had a
deep and provocative football knowl-
edge that came from so many years of
running around the football field like a
little monkey.
But then, there were the negative
aspects of the Juice, too, The most obvi-
ous case in point: his diction. He could
only pronounce one word in the English
language correctly. That word was
“pussy.” Night after night I tried to work
with him on improving his language,
which is, in essence, the veritable foun-
dation of communication, but it was all
to no avail. “Juice,” I would instruct, “say,
‘I think they should punt.”
“Ah dink dey sho punt, Howard.”
“No, no. 'l think they should punt,
Howard!”
“Ah dink dey sho kick Howard.”
“No, first, say ‘1"
“Ahl1.h|"
Perhaps you could see what | was up
against: a handsome black man with
enough knowledge to make his broad-
casting truly interesting, and yet he
pronounced the pronoun “I” as one
would if thoughtfully making a mer-
curial statement, such as “Ahhh, you
know; the only real artists are sports
journalists.”
t was soon after that that the
Juice urned on me, turned
on me as if [ were a dance
floor and he were doing
some barbaric ritualistic
breakdance on my stomach,
With utter lack of respect
for me and my lovely bride

of forty-one years, Emmy, he had the

gall to announce that he would help

me in the booth! From that moment on

I decided [ wouldn’t even help that

pickaninny pick his scat, which he fre-

quently did when he wore tight pants.

My last Monday night game was at the
Orange Bowl in Miami, As always, |
arrived very early for the game, at six
o'clock in the morning, after having
spent the last seventy-two hours straight
studying my notes, interviewing all con-
cerned, and installing light bulbs in the
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locker room. When I arrived at the
booth I was greeted by something (and
here 1 am being sarcastic) less than a
hero’s welcome. There was the Juice
dancing a hootchy-kootch with my
lovely bride of forty-one years, Emmy, as
Gifford did the play-by! When Don Mer-
edith stuck Li'l Abner’s head in my hot
chocolate at halftime, I left for good.

I have vowed never to return again. [
wouldn't go back if they paid me. |
would not set foot in that booth if they
held their breath, There is no way [
would ever go back again, and I mean it,
except maybe if they'd personally ask
me and offer some sort of monetary
compensation, or at least bus fare to the
stadium,

One Plight Too Many

had been, for more than
thirty years, the beloved
expert of hoxing at ABC,
the lord of the ring. After
all, it was I who had shown
Muhammad Ali the ropes,
cven though (and bere | am
being figurative ) | had no
idea that with those same ropes he
would eventually hang himself, I taught
Sugar Ray Leonard how to eye his oppo-
nent, and personally chose Gerry
Cooney'’s future opponents from 2 home
for the aging. And surely my pugilistic

perspicacity, my hard-punching style,
had properly earned me the title of Box-
ing Expert of the World, a trophy that
my lovely bride of forty-one years,
Emmy, made for me. Eventually I said
goodbye to boxing, and noted that it did
not wave back.

ABC had sent me to Houston, Texas,
to cover a world-championship bout
that I had known all along would be a
lopsided fiasco. | went to the Astrodome
with great misgivings, as well as a liver-
wurst sandwich in my blazer pocket.

t was Larry Holmes vs. a
virtually unknown but
up-and-coming uppercut
puncher by the name of
Clarence Roach, Roach had
style and he had speed, he
had grace and indomitable
will. But he didn't have legs.
Five months before the bout, Roach
inexplicably got his legs intertwined
with a helicopter blade. 1 hurrayed his
chutzpah, but predicted that the
absence of legs would slow him down
considerably.

And of course, I was right. The bout
was a sham, a ridiculous fight, one that
bordered on the absurd and wasn’t too
far from the cold hard plains of silly.
Roach lasted fifteen rounds but took a
merciless beating, though he was never

continued on page 79
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Drinking fips
and Dther

War Stories

by Michael Simmons

anta Monica, California is a
scction of Los Angeles
County west of everything
else except the Pacific
Qcean, We used to joke that
if LA. ever got a smog-free
day you'd be able to see
Japan from Santa Monica.

It’s a strange community made up pri-
marily of sixties hippies and retired
people. At night the retired people stay
home.

O’Mahoney’s Irish Whip was a bar on
Main Street in Santa Monica that had
been a neighborhood hangout for fifty
years. Despite the name, it was not a
haven for Gaelic sadomasochists. The
clientele was made up of aging members
of the generation that was going to
change the world. There were always
two sides to the Love Generation: one
was idealism. In 1982 the barflies of
O’Mahoney’s were mainly concerned
with the other side: hedonism. They
were a mangy yet soulful pack of glut-

tonous edge-dwellers. [ was one of them.

I remember one balmy winter night
(not a contradiction in L.A.) at O’'Mo’s. |
walked in with a stage actor pal from
New York by the name of Tim Phillips.
He had come to Hollywood to make his
fortune on the silver screen, Tim and 1
bellied up to the bar and ordered a cou-
ple of beers. Another friend, Chuck
McDermott, an old compadre from the
East Coast country music circuit, was
playing with his band at O'Mo’s that
night. McDermott came over and broke
bread with us by ordering a Bud. At that
point, one of the biker brains in the back
decided to teach his philandering
girlfriend a lesson by breaking a pool
cue over his head. Not hers, mind you,
but his own. Johnny, the lovable, mid-
dle-aged bartender who was born to be
irascible, informed Joe Biker that the
pool cue was going on his bar tab.
“Mr.-Biker-to-you” thanked Johnny for
not throwing him out by puking on the
bar,

My attention was diverted by the
cntrance of a hip little blond beach
bunny named Sundial. She was so named
because of the belief that by positioning
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her breasts in the sunlight you could tell
what time it was. | introduced her to
Tim Phillips. She proceeded to give him
her standard “I'm so fertile...” rap. You
see, ol Sundial was twenty-two years old
and already had five kids. She'd tried
pills, diaphragms, 1.U.D’s, foams, gels, the
rhythm method, rubbers, dishrags, even
peanut butter. 1 guess she hadn't heard
abortions were legal. [ used to say she
was the girl who wrote in to Ann Lan-
ders claiming to have gotten pregnant by
swimming in a sperm-filled pool. While
Tim and Sundial were discussing absten-
tion, somcthing she had never con-
sidered, Johnny gave me the message
that my buddy Kinky Friedman had
called and was on his way over,

Kinky is a great songwriter known for
his poignant ballads like “Sold American”
and his satirical songs like “Get Your
Biscuits in the Oven and Your Buns in
the Bed.” That tune related his heartfelt
feelings on women’s lib. We'd been
slowly linking karmas (as he was fond of
saying ) for years. That sort of translates
into drinking buddies.

While 1 was waiting for Kinky, McDer-
mott’s drummer, Dennis “Hurricane”
Kenmore, walked over. The Hurricane
was one half of the Booze Brothers; I was
the other half. After our obligatory hugs
we discussed an incident in which we
had both linked karmas with the same
girl at the same time. We were hoping
not to run into her. She wanted to marry
us both. At that moment Kinky walked in
wearing a rhinestone-studded, gold lamé
Nudie suit with the image of Jesus Christ
embroidered on the back. Bob Dylan
had given it to him sometime during the
Rolling Thunder Revue. Kinky asked if
Tim and I wanted a Jack Daniel’s on the
rocks. We did. We drank. We finished our
drinks. He asked if we wanted more. We
did. This went on for several hours.

At some point | vaguely remember
seeing an old girlfriend, Melody from
Kansas. She brought back the best years
of our relationship by hauling off and
punching me in the face. Evidently we'd
had a date a couple of months before
which must've slipped my mind.
Darlene the waitress gave me a wet rag

to apply to my bleeding lip as Melody
was dragged screaming from the bar. A
pretty girl is like a Melody!

Eventually I got up onstage and sang
“Brain Cloudy Blues” with McDermott’s
band, “Brain Cloudy” is a variation of the
old "Milk Cow Blues.” In my arrange-
ment [ usually close by leaping off the
stage and screaming, “You treated me
like shit, baby!” several times. It's a real
audience grabber. This particular night I
accidentally fell on top of Sundial. | wor-
ricd for a second that I'd gotten her
pregnant. Another friend, John Stewart,
got up and sang a song he’d written for
the Monkees, “Daydream Believer.”
Kinky sang “I'm Proud to Be an Asshole
from El Paso” and the crowd went wild.
McDermott closed with “Please, Lord,
Don't Let Me Die in My Car.”

It was two A.M., which is closing time
in LA, Tim and 1 stumbled into his bor-
rowed movie-star-mobile and pulled out
of O’'Mahoney’s. As he veered sharply to
the right, I toppled over, falling into his
lap. Now, L.A. is not known for having
particularly liberal-minded officers of
the law, whether it be Alhambra or Santa
Monica. This is the land of the questiona-
bly legal choke hold, a technique used to
subdue rowdy arrestees that often
results in their demise. It wasn’t long ago
that the Beverly Hills cops would arrest
you for loitering if you were doing
nothing more than innocently strolling
down the street. The blue knights of the
City of Angels were waiting outside
O'Mo’s that night. They spotted us and,
with sirens blaring, gave chase. Tim had
1o get up early in the morning for an
audition at Paramount, so he nixed the
idea of stopping to chat with the cops.
With pedal to the metal and Waylon Jen-
nings on the radio, we accelerated down
the streets of Santa Monica. 1 looked
behind us and noticed that not one, but
five black-and-whites were on our tails.
Tim was going through backyards,
knocking over garbage cans and making
new streets out of alleyways.

Compared to this scene, The French
Connection looked like a soapbox
derby, After twenty minutes we lost our
would-be jailers and parked behind a
deserted gas station. Tim called a girl he
knew who'd once been an extra on
Happy Days. She came 10 our rescue
and parked across the street from where
we werce crouching under a take-out-
sushi sign. We crawled into her car on all
fours and disappeared into the night.

Hey, who says you can't have fun in
the cighties? And by the way, Tim passed
the audition the next morning. He gota
juicy role in some Star Wars-type flick
playing a spaceman who saves a colony
of children from the evil aliens who've
been pursuing them. Is there a moral to
this story? Hell, yeah. Remember: Don't
mix drinking and driving. But if you do,
get drunk enough not to get caught,
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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 Sweai-
shirt. On the left is the sweat-
shirt in precisely the same
design as the enormously pop-
vlar Vacation T-shirt. On the
right is the mew “Walley
World” Sweatshirt as worn by
the Griswalds in National Lam-
poon’s European Vacation.

The demand for both these
producis has been uvnprece-
dented. Twenty million people
in the United States and Canada
saw Nafional Lampoon’s Euro-
pean Vacation in thealers, and
we got more inquiries about
the sweatshirts worn by

e

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

Now beth shirts are available in
dazzling white with full-color
illustrations on the front. On
the back it says National Lam-
poon’s Vacation. (What were

you expecting—E.T.?) Also, still
available and still selling
ridiculously well are the other
movie T=shirls shown on this
page.

National Lampoon's |
Vacation T-shirt

National Lampoon’s
Vacation T-shirt

National Lampoon’s
Animal House
Baseball Shirt

or or
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-
-
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—
-
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—
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National Lampoon, Dept. 586
635 Madison Avenue
New York, New York 10022
Please send me:
COSM OMD OLG NL European Vacation shirts @ $6.95 each
OSM OMD [CLG NL Vacation shirts (A) @ $6.95 each
OSM OMD OLG NL Vacation shirts (B) @ $6.95 each
0OSM OMD OLG NL Animal House baseball shirts @ $7.00 each
OSM OMD OLG OXL NL Vacation sweatshirts (A) @ $16.95 each
OSM OMD OLG OXL NL Vacation sweatshirts (B) @ $16.95 each
Please add $1.00 per shirt for postage and handling. New York residents,
please add 8Ya% sales tax.
Name
Address

City

Natienal Lampoon's
European Vacation
shirt

State Zip
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DUMBE RECURDS

The world altitude record of 72,178 feet was set on

January 30,1934 over Moscow in the balloon Osoaviakbim
by Raul E. Fedoseyenko, A.B. Vasenko, and E.D. Luskin, all of
whom died during the descent.

The world air-breathing deep-diving record of 396 feet was
set in the Mediterranean Sea in 1947 by Licutenanmt Maurice
Farques of France, who, however, died during the ascent.
His record was broken in 1953 in U.S. waters by Hope Root.
Unfortunately, she died during the descent.

Joe Sprinz of the Cleveland Indians caught a

dropped from an airship at 800 feet in July 1931. The force

of catching the ball broke his jaw and he lost four teeth when
his glove hit his face.

The greatest recorded lifetime bag is 556,000 birds, includ-
ing 241,000 pheasants, by the second marguess of Ripon.
He himself dropped dead on a grouse moor after shooting
his 52nd bird on the morning of September 22,1923,

The greatest feat of brick breaking was performed in Seattle
on September 18-20, 1971 by Bill Corbert, who broke 3,500
bricks with his hand in 13 hours. He cracked his left wrist
and raised $130.13 for charity.

Albert Deretz, 31, walked into a bistro in Paris and ber an-
other customer he could drink a quart of kirsch. He finished
three-quarters of the hottle, fell into a coma, and died.

Bob Kuechenberg of the Miami Dolphins mentioned on
aTed Koppel show on'sports injuries that he had sustained
the following:

Broken big toes on each foot

Broken metatarsals on each foot

Ankle breaks: five in one foot, seven in the other

Broken forcarm

Several fractured ribs

Several fractures of the transverse processes of the spine

Several concussions

Broken nosc, three times

Broken neck
But he still “ really loved the game” and hoped 1o continue
playing for "as long as I can.”

The face-slapping-contest duration record was set in Kiev
in 1931 when a draw was declared between Vasily Bezbordny
and Michalke Goniusch after 30 hours of face slapping.

The condition of their faces was not reported.

Charles Hudson made the first ascent of Monte Rosa. He died.
however, on the Matterhorn in 1865.

Caprain Hawthorne C. Gray (11.5. Army) rose to a world
record of 42,470 feet in a hydrogen balloon at Scott Field,
Ulinois on May 4, 1927. He was dead, however, when he
landed.

In the D 1940 Soviet diti
40 people were reported to have dicd,

on Mt. ]

Chares of Mytilene tells of a drinking contest in which Indi-
ans contended for cash prizes. Of the contestants 35 died
immediately, six a short time later; the victor, having con-
sumed 12 quarts of unmixed wine and received aalent,
lived for four days before expiring.

In 1978, at a mect in Preston, Lancashire, 6,745 racing
pigeons were released. Of these 5,545 were never seen again,
Various explanatory theories were offered. Our favorite:

The birds just went to the Devonshire seaside,

“Mr. Bojangles,” Bill Robinson, in addition to being the
worlds most renowned tap dancer, holds three world track
records:

50-yard dash; 6 seconds

75-yard dash: 8.5 seconds

100-yard dash: 13.5 seconds
all for running backiwards!

C.G. Wilson of St. Joseph, Missouri, aiming by means of

a mirror, shot a crossbow over his shoulder, hit the trigger
of another crosshow behind him, and that weapon shotan
apple off his own head.

18 NATIONAL LAMPOON

Compiled by Tuli Kupferberg

In Wimbledon on December 22, 1800, two exhibitions were
held. In the first, Jerry Abershaw, a highwayman, was hanged
from a gibbet. With his body still swinging throughout the
match, Jem Belcher then boxed and knocked out Irish Andy
Gamble for the bare-knuckle championship of the world. 4

The first baseball umpire to be killed as a result of an unpop-
ular decision was Sam White, whose skull was bashed in by
a bat at Loundesborough, Alabama in 1899,

. Colin Jones, age 15, “headed” a soccer ball 3,412 times in

34 minutes, 8 seconds, at Queensferry, England on March 8,
1961.

In 1793, a1 Lyons, Gustave Rehard carried for a distance
of 20 feet a billiard table on which two maniacs were dueling
with knives,

Ray Chapman, star shoristop for the Cleveland Indians, was
hitat bat two times in one day, August 16, 1920. The second
time he was struck in the head and dicd several hours later.

. He was the only player (so far) to be Killed playing major $

league baseball. There have, of course, been many fatalities
in sandlot and school baseball,

The record year for football deaths in the U.S, was 1965,
There were 53 fatalities. In the years 1931-1973 there was
a total of 1,179 deaths, Each year there are 600,000 injuries
in high school foetball alone.

Donald Campbell hield the world speed record for motor-
boats of 276 miles per hour when he was killed while trying
1o make it 300 miles per hour in 1967,

During the 19208 Frank Richards of Los Angeles would
accept into his stomach the firing at close range of a 104-
pound cannonball from a 12-foot-long cannon,

-

Capiain Matthew Wehb became the first person 1o swim the
English Channel on August 25, 1875. He then tried Niagara
Falls, where he drowned.

Ching Johnson had had 685 stitches sewn on his body by the
time he retired after 25 years of professional hockey.

Around 1900, William Pagel of South Africa carried a 1,000+
pound horse up a set of two 12-foot ladders.

In a maich for the lightweight championship of the South
held in New Orleans on April 6, 1893, Andy Bowen and Jack
Burke fought the longest fight in boxing history: 110 rounds
1o a draw (after the crowd had started singing "Home, Sweet |
Home" at midnight). The fight lasted 7 hours and 19 minutes.
Spectators reported that the contestanis’ faces “looked like
hamburger,” and Burke had both his hands broken.

According o Boxing fltustrated, worldwide ring fatalitics
from 1900 to 1975 were about 500. (There was a 1953 high
of 21). Another source counts 198 deaths from 1945-62
alone,

According to the Toledo Chronicle, during the central lowa
high school championship wrestling tour South
Tama High ninth-grader Jeff Price was matched against Mike
Slewert, of Indianola, in the 105-pound class. Siewert had
suffered from diarrhea before the match, and in the middle
of the first round had an accident which "left both grapplers
with soiled uniforms and difficult wrestling conditions.”
Price losi, 5-3.

The longest steeteh in baseball was by the Cleveland Naps,
who lost 24 games in a row in 1899.

Bill Bergen at .170 has the lowest batting average of any (non- !
pitcher) player with more than 1,000 at bats.

Mast-traded player: Bobo Newsom: 16 times.
Cy Young holds the world’s record for most games lost: 313,

Vern Mikkelson holds the record for the most disqualifica-
tions in the NBA: 127,

Elvin Hayes has the most personal fouls in the NBA: 4,193.

The following all pitched only one-third of an inning in the
major leagues:
Art Goodwin, New York (AL), 1905
Eddie Ainsmith, Washington, 1913
Ted Cather, St. Louis (NL), 1913
Jim Mosolf, Pittsburgh, 1930
Marc Filley, Washington. 1934
Frank Wurm, Brooklyn, 1944
Joe Cleary, Washington, 1945
Harley Grossman, Washington, 1952
Friwz Fisher, Detroit, 1964

Tiger Williams is the all-time penalty leader for an entice
hockey carcer: 2,700 minutes, Dave Schuliz holds the lead
for a single season: 472 minutes. For goaltenders, Billy Smith
is first for a lifetime: 327 minutes; Gerry Cheevers leads for
asingle season: 62 minutes,

Rick Bowling and Richard DeWin staged a Ping-Pong rally

|=l5llﬂs 10 hours, 9 minutes at the YWCA in New Haven,
Connecticut on July 26, 1963,

The worst-attended college football game in history took

| place on November 12, 1955 at Pullman, Washington. It was

herween Washington State and San Jose State and took place
in high winds and a temperature of zero degrees, Total paid
atendance; 1.

In 1977 140,000 people were admited 1o hospital emer-
Bency rooms with skateboard injuries.

In 1905 Georgia Tech defeated Cumberland College in foot-
ball by a score of 220-0. (The referee stopped the game
midway through the third quarter.)

Mike King dove from a helicopter over Fort Landerdale into
the water from a height of 150 feet, He broke the record.
Also two of his vertcbrac.

In 1972 over 300 people dicd climbing the Alps. In 1971
alone, 41 died climhing Mt. Blanc. From 1935 10 1971,

21 people died climbing Mt. McKinley. As of 1977 over

600 people had dicd climbing Mt. Tamagawa, north of Tokyo,

In 1903, when autos were still a novelty, the fiest Paris—
Madrid race was held. Thousands lined and stood in the dirt
roads, looking for the cars. By the time the race had reached
Bordeaux, 550 drivers and spectators had been killed and
thousands more injured. The eace was then called off, less
than halfway through the proposed route.

Alvin H. Getz of $an Francisco completed 2,000 volleys
without a miss playing Ping-Pong against bimself.

Tita Piaz of Cortina, Traly climbed the terrifying vertical
9,000-foot Winkler Tower with his five-year-old son strapped
to his back.

The greatest recorded calamity to im audience occurred dur-
ing the reign of Antoninus Fius (138-161): 1,112 spectators
died when the upper tiers of the Circus Maximus collapsed
on them while they were watching gladiators fight to the
death.

Naphtali Kupferberg, Manhattan, was the ficst person to lose
achess game in 1938 when his cousin Alfred ("Boomic™)
Blaustein of Brownsville, Brooklyn checkmated him less
than one second after the clock struck 12 midnight

on December 31, 1937,

Roman Gabriel holds the NFL lifetime record for most
fumbles: 105.

Reggic Jackson holds the strikeout record: 2,249 (through
1984).

Jim Rice of the Boston Red Sox hit into more double plays

in one season than just about anyone: 36 in 1984.

Most ecrors in one proudly ¢ by John
Gochnaur, shortstop (Cleveland, 1903): 95 errors in
128 games.
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here you
going?
Madison
Square
Garden?
You got
tickets for
. the
Hagler fight? A great fighter, Marvin
Hagler. Maybe the greatest, You don't
know how good that kid was. I had 'im
for a while. Oh, yeah. I used to be a fight
manager. I taught Marvin most of what
he knows. We got a little traffic jam com-
ing up, so I'll tell you about me and
Marvin Hagler.

There was a time in the sixties when |
took a rest from driving a cab and went
into managing fighters. I did a lot of box-
ing when I was a kid—I was known as
Battling Bernard, the Hebrew Hellcat. 1
was a middleweight, with a lot of style
and enough dynamite to put a guy in
dreamland,

I had a nice string going—sixty-nine
out of seventy-two, with two draws and
one loss, a split decision to a guy named
Sugar Ray Robinson. I was ready to hit
the big time. What happened was, my
seventy-third fight was my last. It was
supposed to be a lousy little tune-up for
a match with Fritzie Zivic, a contender
from Pittsburgh. My manager, Dutch
Hymie, got me a nice little boat ride
with a pug named Pavel Cracow, the Pol-
ish Polecat. He got that name because he
smelled so bad when he worked up a
sweat. You had to wear nose plugs if you
wanted to clinch with him. Cracow was
a mean, dirty son of a bitch, like Fritzie
Zivic, only without Fritzie's punch.
Dutch Hymie told me to just dance and
jab until the Polack’s face looked like
steak tartare.

Cracow’s style was to take fifty or
sixty punches to get one in, He had a
right hand that came right out of West-
ern Union. You could spot it coming
about a minute away. So I put on my Fred
Astaire act and tap-tapped the shit out
of him. The crowd was getting restless.
Cracow was the local boy and they

.
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by Bernie X.

wanted him to destroy me. The Polecat
was working up a terrible sweat, which 1
could smell even with my nose plugs.

By the fifth round I told Dutch that
my hands hurt from hitting the guy so
much. Dutch told me to hold my breath,
get inside him, and put him away with a
few combinations. I was a cocky son of a
bitch and wanted to get the hell out of
Yonkers. I had a date with Lena Horne
that night. But that’s another story. I
slipped inside the Polack and went to
work. But the harder I hit the more my
hands hurt. Cracow tried to lace me and
butt me, but left his face wide open. It
was beginning to look like a pizza with
extra tomato sauce. Finally I gave him
my best shot, right from the floor, fHe
went down for the count and my hands
went down for the count. They were
smashed.

It turned out that Cracow was hurt in
a car accident when he was a kid and
most of his head was rebuilt with steel
plates. He didn’t feel much when you hit
him, but your hands did. I must have hit
the one soft spot when I decked him. It
was like fighting a fucking robot. My
hands were 50 fucked up that my boxing
carcer was over—down the toilet.

The years went by, but I never lost
touch with Dutch Hymie. He was like a
father to me, always with the free tick-
ets, even to the end, when he was down
on his luck. Dutch was an ace of aces.
Not like most fight managers, who I
wouldn't rate higher than a used Kotex.

One day I get a call from Dutch to
meet him at Gleason’s Gym. He’s got a
present for me. When I get there Dutch
is watching a couple of guys in the ring.
One guy | recognize. It's Tornado Turner,
a ranking middleweight who can whip
you or take a nap, depending on his
mood. Today he’s trying to whip this kid,
who looks no older than eighteen, But
the kid is doing all the whipping.

Dutch stops the massacre and turns to
me. “This is your present, Bern. My new
fighter. Wonderful Wally Wagner.” It
seems that Dutch is not feeling well. In
fact, the doctor told him he is going to

END,
LOUS
V

die soon of an incurable disease. Dutch
wants me to manage Wonderful Wally.
Dutch feels he owes it to me after that
Cracow fight that ruined my career.
Wonderful Wally will be my meal
ticket—a guarantced champ. I'll never
have to drive a cab again. Dutch is right.
If this kid doesn’t make it, I'll eat my
uncle’s gotkes.

A few days later the legal paperwork is
done and I am the new manager of Won-
derful Wally Wagner. Only his real name
isn't Wally Wagner. It's Marvin Hagler. He
changed it because he thought Marvin
sounded too faggy. It wasn’t until years
later that he changed it back to Mar-
velous Marvin, I'didn't get it, but I didn't
want to argue with the next champ.

This was about twenty years ago. Mar-
vin is a lot older than you think. When a
shvug shaves his head there’s no way you
can tell his age. Anyway, he was about
eighteen when I had him—a big country
boy with big hands, a big appetite, and,
you guessed it, a big cock. In those days
bOXCTS WETe even more attractive Lo
women, and Marv liked to show off in
the gym for the girls. He had a fan club
already. Six colored girls who wore
satin jackets with “WWW?” on them.
They were his private harem.

The girls would travel as far as Penn-
sylvania and Ohio to watch their man
fight. They'd sit at ringside and scream
his name over and over—the name he
was using at the time: “Wally! Wally!
Wally! Kill,Wally! Kill!” Like they were
cheerleaders. They were the wildest
broads I ever saw—like young Tina
Turners, only sexier. Marvin claimed that
the girls gave him magical powers, that
their energy was transmitted to him
and gave him the power to destroy his
opponents.

1 got to admit that the girls were a
good publicity gimmick, but | knew in
the long run that they would destroy the
kid with their pussy power. | gave Mar-
vin a long lecture about the evils of
fucking. I quoted him chapter and verse
about the great fighters who had fucked
themselves out of millions. Sexual inter-

continued
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hat is it? Come on,
guess. Pick the maga-

zine up and turn it over

and over and shake it gen-
tly to see if it rattles.
“Hmmm..." you say, “what
could it possibly be?" Give
up? Why, it's money! Yes, fab-
ulous, wonderful money—se-
cret treasure of the moderns.
Isn't it nice? We knew you'd love
it. It goes with everything, and it's always in good taste to have
plenty of beautiful, fashionable money, Don't you think so? Say
thank you.

What? What’s that? You say you don't see any money? Well...to
tell the absolute completely honest truth, we aren’t giving you any
money after all. What we're giving you is a gift certificate. And all
you can get with it is a five-dollar discount on a subscription to the
same magazine that gave it'to you, Some treat, huh? Oh well, at
least it's sort of like money. I mean you can buy something with il.
Part of something, anyway. Well, part of one thing, actually. If you
were prettier, it might have been a nice brooch.

Okay, now, fill in your name, address, and anything else asked for
in the certificate, write out a check for the term of subscription to
the Nutional Lampoon you would like (one year, two years,
or three years), subtracting five doflars from the amount A

listed for each of those periods. For ex-

ample, if you want a one-year subscrip- SPMAL

tion, which normally costs $11.95,

subtract five bucks and write out a check for

$6.95. 1If you have no check of your own, get a GII I FOR

money order or bank check. You still get

the five-dollar savings. If you have a OUR RE ADERS

checking account but there’s no

moneyanat dont=—letsrepedtthat b — T o e e e e e =

i 2 = Thank you, Mr. Publisher. for giving me $5.00 toward a subscription to the National Lampoon.

—don't send it to us. Send it to You're a hell of a sweet guy! I've checked off the term of the subscription | want, so rush me my first issue.

Playboy. Make all checks payable to:

National Lampoon Dept. NL586
635 Madison Avenue

New York, New York 10022

Now, you get the same five-dollar
savings for a two- or three-year sub-

scription; merely deduct the five One-year subscription ] $11.95 (Deduct $5.00) Two-year subscription [ §17.95 (Deduct $5.00)

dollars and send in your payment Three-year subscription [ $$22.95 (Deduct $5.00)

and the gift certificate. For each year, add $5.00 for Canada, Mexico, and other foreign countries.

All checks must be payable within continental US. or Canada.
When we get your money, we'll

rush down to the post office and Adiiivess

mail you your first copy of the Na- City State Zip

tional Lampoon. If you don't like
the magazine, write to us and we'll
return your copy of the gift certifi-

cate to you,
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continued from page 20

course saps your strength, I told him.
But he laughed. He was knocking the
shit out of everybody, wasn't he? Nobody
was getting hurt but his opponents. He
just wouldn't listen.

1 didn’t like the idea of watching my
million-dollar baby go down the toilet,
50 I had to do something major. I made a
bet with Marvin. Since he liked to fuck
so much, [ bet that [ could outfuck him,
that I could last longer than him in a
fucking match. If I won, he had to prom-
ise me never to have sex while in
training,. If he won, he could do what-
ever the fuck he wanted. Marvin looked
at me like I was a matzoh ball that he
would swallow without chewing. He
couldn’t believe my bet. We were on.

The next night Marvin introduces me
to his cheerleaders, his Harlem Harem,
his “fine brown bitches,” as he calls
them. They're all knockouts, all built
with the AA, the African Ass, the ass that
curves out so far you can balance a drink
on it. For an all-nighter, a fuck-a-thon,
your best bet is a shvuggie. They're like
the best ballplayers, They've got the
stamina, they've got the heart, and they
never get dry. They must have been born
with lifetime lubrication, Once I get
over their body odor 1 like them better
than anybody. They smell like chicken
soup and vinegar.

I've been through these sessions many
times and ['ve never [ost one. Marv is
just a happy-go-lucky kid having a good
time. He can’t believe his own manager
can outfuck him. But [ did. It took twelve
and a half hours and my special Tibetan
yoga trick, where I take my shvantz right
out of my body and suspend it in a state
of krama—which means it's uncon-
nected to my mind. [ can use it like a
hammer, for as long as [ want, without
coming, I just go all night until everyone
finally collapses—and then I come.

Marvin had a lot more respect for me
after the fuck-a-thon, He was a good
sport and promised he would never have
sex before a fight. The fuck-a-thon
opened his mind to what [ was trying to
say.

The next couple of months were
spent in cleaning up all the opposition,
as Marvin trained hard and lived clean.
The problem was, we were running out
of opposition, If I wanted to play ball
with the Mob I could’ve gotten some
decent fights, but if you do that you lose
your fighter. They just take over and cut
you out. Maybe even cut you up. So I had
to take Marvin outside the country,
where there are no questions asked. We
hit Panama, Mexico City, Santo Domin-
go, and then the fight capital of Asia—
Manila, I signed Mary to fight a guy in
Manila named Buzo Ramaki.

Manila was a crazy city in those
days—a little like Havana before Castro,

but more dangerous. Marcos was run-
ning the country, but he wasn't as rotten
as he is now. All Filipinos think they are
fighters. They're tough, wiry little fucks
who can take a lat of punishment. I'll
take onc Filipino in an alley fight over six
of those faggy karate experts.

We get to Manila about a week before
the fight so Marv can do a little last-
minute training in the gym. One morn-
ing a bunch of soldiers walk into the
gym while Marvin is working out. They
make remarks about him in the Filipino
language and laugh a lot. In the middle
of the soldiers is this little guy. He tells
me he wants to put on the gloves with
Marvin. It's Marcos.

If the president of the country wants
to spar with Marvin, he can spar, no mat-
ter how stupid he looks. Marvin was
really puzzled. He never fought a dic-
tator before. But I told him to take it real
easy and make the president look good.

The bell rang and Marv let Marcos hit
him in the body. Marcos was dancing all
around like a rooster, flicking his little
punches. In the next round Marvin got a
little careless and let Marcos hit him in
the face. It was a light punch, but it
seemed to sting Marvin. He had to hold
Marcos and clinch out the rest of the
round. When he got back to my corner |
saw what had happened. The old ammo-
nia trick. Marcos had some on his glove.
He was trying to blind my man. 1 spilled
a bucket of water over Marvin's face and
managed to geét most of the sting out of
his cyes. The scumbag wanted to win
and turn Marvin into a blind man. [ lost
my cool and told Marvin to finish him. In
the next round Marvin decked Marcos
with a left hook that nearly rearranged
his face. Before we could escape the sol-
diers grabbed us and took us back to the
presidential palace with their leader,
who was out cold. Now we were in
big trouble.

Marcos came around in a little while
and he seemed 1o be okay. But there was
one catch. He couldn’t remember who
he was or where he was. He had amne-
sia. A dictator with amnesia is really no
fucking good for running his country.
Sooner or later he might come around,
but right now the man was in Palooka-
ville.

Imelda, Marcos's wife, took charge.
She was a smart, tough broad who prob-
ably ran the fucking country anyway.
Imelda called me into her office and told
me about her plan. She was ready to
offer me a hefty sum to pose as her hus-
band until he recovered, 1 was about the
same height and weight and [ had a nice
tan. [ could wear a general’s uniform and
dark glasses. I didn't have to say a word,
just wave a lot and smile. She would
invent some excuse for my silence. The
most important thing was to putup a
good front until her husband got better.

A lot of people were plotting against
him, she said. A lot of people wanted to
kill him. If they knew he had amnesia
there would be a revolt in a matter of
minutes and the whole country would
be fucked up. I wouldn't want the coun-
try to fall into the hands of the Commu-
nists, would I? Besides, the Philippines
had all these American defense bases. 1
would be helping my country. She kept
urging me to do it, but it wasn't any of
her bullshit that helped me make up my
mind. It was when she said she would
cut off my balls, roast them, and eat
them in front of me that I said yes. The
next thing I knew I was wearing a gen-
eral’s uniform and dark glasses and
Marvin was put in some room with a
couple of guards.

I got through the first day as the presi-
dent of the Philippines with Imelda’s help.
People were giving me queer looks, but I
just smiled and waved a lot. At night |
still wasn't excused. [ had to go through
with my Marcos act all the way. [ had 1o
sleep with Imelda. The woman was a
bundle. She hadn’t been laid in years.
Her husband liked to watch dirty movies
but he couldn't get it up. He had a diggle
about the size of a button mushroom,
But she couldn't cheat on him because if
he ever found out he would kill her very
slowly. That's how they are down there.
But while he was having amnesia and [
was posing as him, why couldn’t I per-
form my normal duties as a husband and
lover? Jesus! [ couldn't believe what |
was getting into! Why couldn’t I fuck
her? Why couldn't I fuck a crocodile or
suck a female gorilla? Why did I always
have to end up fucking some strange per-
son in a strange place? Why?

Anyway, when Mrs. Marcos posed the
question to me, it wasn't really a ques-
tion, it was.an order. I had to do it, or my
balls would be separated from the rest
of me. In those days she wasn’t a bad-
looking broad, and being who I am, I had
to throw her a decent fuck, whether 1
agreed with her politics or not. Call it
integrity or whatever the fuck you want,
but a man’s got to do what he's got to do.

Meanwhile, the Filipino doctors were
working on Marcos, trying to bring him
back. They weren't getting anywhere, s0
they brought in their special surgeon.
The surgeon opened Marcos's head,
stuck his hand inside, and squeezed the
president’s brains. Then he sewed him
back up. The guy was supposed to be a
healer. I hoped he washed his hands be-
fore he went in.

The last thing I needed was the wife of
a crazy Filipino dictator falling in love
with me, but that’s what happened. It
was my own fault. Even when I give
someone a simple fuck it's 99 percent
better than anyone else’s best shot.

Filipino women like to bite when they

continued on page 40
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(T’SPOETRY
INMOTION, COMBINING

THE GRACE OF
ICE CAPADES. ..

CONSIDER
THE GREAT GRETZKY
WHOSPRINGS WITH THE
AGILITYOFA CAT
TO HARNESSALOOSE PUCK
AND FINESSE [T PAST
THE GOALIE.

TOTHOSE

ONCE YOU
GETINTOIT,
HOCKEY IS THE MOST
ELOQUENT GAME EVER
DEVISED.

- .WITH THE
COMPLEY HAND-EYE
COORDINATION OF
LACROSSE,

OFCOURSE,
SOME PEOPLE WHOARE
INCAPABLE OF PICKING UP
ONHOCKEY'S SUBTLETIES ERRONEOUSLY
SLANDER THE GAMEBY LABELING
ITVIOLENTAND A GOON SHOW
ONICE.

. THAN THE
PUGKG[E»WU BEATING

77" MISGUIDED CRITICS OF
THE GAME, | CAN ONLY

\  COUNTERTHATTHERE IS

N NOMOMENT N SPORTS
O\ MOREBEAUTIFUL....

THE GOALIE.

Next month: Ratso teaches Wayne Gretzky how to stickhandle.
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thought I saw a flying saucer
over my head. It was a
bright silver and moved
rapidly in the sky. Then it
spun down and hit me in
the head. When I came to [
learned it was a beer can. That's what it
was like playing baseball in Stone Moun-
tain, Montana, Women in the stands
would throw things at the players on the
field, and if something hit a guy no other
woman could claim that man. You knew
you were a good catch if you had a lot of
beer cans or hot dogs littering the grass
around the position you played. By the
time that beer can hit me, you couldn't
find second base. | knew then 1 was
good.

Baseball was fun, and if it mcant get-
ting smacked on the head once ina
while, I didn't mind. We were 2—28 on
the season, but I didn’t care about that
cither. I liked Stone Mountain, and there
were five of us who were real tight.

There was Footsy, the one-armed out-
fielder, so named because no one had
the heart to call him Lefty. He was actu-
ally a nasty kind of antisocial guy until
one day 1 broke out some of my bonus
money and bought him a new arm. He
could do some great things with that
arm.

It was like a Swiss army knife, with
appliances coming out of everywhere,
and all with interchangeable heads. He
had knives, forks, screwdrivers, cork-
screws, eggbceaters, everything. He was
great at parties and cookouts.

Then there was Tiny, our 6'5", 265-
pound power hitter. Tiny had only hit
one homer so far that season, because
he struck out all the time. But that one
homer really flew: They say it traveled
over 600 feet, which didn’t mean much
to Tiny, who couldn't count higher than
the number of fingers and toes on his
hands and feet—twenty-two.

Our catcher was a pothead named
Curly. Curly had long blond hair and
used to eat marijuana-and-cheese sand-
wiches. [le was smarter than Tiny, which
is like saying the Cleveland Indians are a
better team than the Texas Rangers.
Whitey was the fourth in our group,
He'd come to Stone Mountain by way of
Harlem. He was traveling with the road
show of Eubie! as an understudy when
he read an ad for a pitcher in the Butte
Clarion and stayed on. A great showman
though a lousy pitcher, he also sang “The
Star-Spangled Banner” before the games
and did the public address announce-
ments from the dugout, If he was
pitching and the other team brought in a
pinch hitter, he'd run into the dugout,
introduce the player, and run back to the
mound, He never lasted more than an
inning or two, so it didn't really wear
him out. His record at this point in our
story was 0 and 8.

lustrated by Adam Kubert

My name is Mickey Blake, shortstop.

I was an All-American college player the
year before, and was the number-one
draft choice in the country. Thanks to
my agent, a guy named Swifty, | was
signed by Dallas to a million-dollar con-
tract, $50,000 down and the rest when [
reported to the big league team. Swifty
was great. His office was in an airplane,
Anytime we had business, he'd pick me
up at the airport and we'd fly around. 1
signed my contract over the Grand Can-
yon. Swifty was very big on the natural
beauty of the West and on making his
clients lots of moncy.

Yeah, baseball was great in Stone
Mountain. But this isn't so much a story
about baseball as it is about becoming
rich and famous and rcaching a platcau
where the air is thin and tends to do
funny things to the 10 percent of the
brain you use. I found all this out when
Footsy and | got called up to play with
the Dallas Marauders, the major lcague
equivalent to Stone Mountain. I was hit-
ting .386 and leading the league in
everything, including getting hit by beer
cans. Footsy was hitting .223. It wasn't
easy saying goodbye to our buddies.
Tiny grabbed us both and begged us not
to go. He told us that money and success
and fame weren't everything. But they
were, 50 Footsy and I jumped into my
new pickup, which I had bought with
my bonus money, and headed for Dallas.

The first person we met when we
finally arrived at the Bull Bowl was the
manager, J. B O"Toole, who had been in
the game for over sixty years. He had a
lot of great stories and told us all of them
that first day.

1 then met the team owner, William
Rockwell, a skeevy, wild-cyed real estate
speculator who had bought a once-
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successful bascball team and promoted
and schemed it 1o ruin!

At the press conference announcing
our arrival, Rockwell handed me a sealed
envelope, the contents of which he said
contained the balance of my million-
dollar bonus. The TV cameras and news-
paper photographers all recorded the
event. Later, when | opened the enve-
lope, I found an 10U and two tickets to
the opening night of a play Rockwell was
producing, Lifeboat—The Musical!

Rockwell tried to bolster the lousy
attendance at the Bull Bowl by coming
up with all kinds of weird stunts. The
first one I remember was when he held
a “Ladies’ Day” and had all the players
wear dresses, I can still see our center
ficlder, Willie Day, his skirt hiked up to
his knees, racing after a fly ball. He never
did get the ball. He tripped over his
pocketbook and broke an ankle. The
league ined Rockwell ten grand for hav-
ing the team play out of uniform. Willie
was out for the scason.

That was the kind of man Rockwell
was, The players hated him. The fans
hated him. One of the highlights of any
Marauders game was to watch Rockwell
in his box seat and count how many
times he got hit by flying objects. In any
given inning, you could turn to where
Rockwell was sitting and sec fans throw-
ing peanuts, hot dogs, beer, little
Marauder dolls. Someone once threw a
kid at him. The fans in Section 16 gave an
award to the fan who hit him most fre-
quently in nine innings. After he was
sidelined, Willie Day won the award for
SixX consecutive games.

By the time | came onto the scene,
Rockwell began taking it all in stride.
There he'd be, having a nice chat with a
flunky or some politician, and a hot dog
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would land in his lap. He might choose
to throw it away or leave it there for a
late-inning snack. Whatever, he would
continue talking.

That, to mark my first game as a
Marauder, he came up with a special
welcoming ceremony didn't increase his
popularity with the team. He had all the
players on horses facing each other, mak-
ing two lines wide enough apart for me
to ride my horse through military-style
under an awning of baseball bats, What
got the playcers pisscd off was not the
actual stunt, but the horses he came up
with. It might have worked with horses
like soldiers or policemen use. Instead
he rented horses from the local dog-food
cannery. They looked terrible, as if they
knew that their fate was to fill up a can of
Alpo. All were old, most were sway-
backed, a few so badly the taller players
could touch the ground with their feet
as they rode. Two players were bitten,
one having to be taken to the hospital
for rabies shots. One horse died of a
heart attack, and another one, who had
no teeth, choked on a carrot. The rest
were shitting and pissing all over the
field. The game was delayed for three
hours while the groundskeepers tried to
clean the field.

Anyway, we won the game and |
played pretty well, driving in the win-
ning run after the Atlanta outfielder
slipped on some horseshit. After that, 1
really started hitting, and the team looked
almast competitive. We were still losing,
but now we were losing by fewer runs.
Rockwell was so happy he told the press
that I was the star the team had been
waiting for to lcad them out of the cellar.
He put Lily Banning, his PR director, on
my case. The first time I'd met Lily, I'd
fallen in love with her, She was in her
thirties and beautiful, Her job was
to market me. Sell me as the “New
Marauder,” sort of like the “New
Chrysler.” She dubbed me a “yubpie”
—"young urban baseball player”—to
attract younger people. She took me
everywhere—supermarket openings,
bar mitzvahs, retirement homes, little
league games. I even posed for a poster
wearing only baseball pants and kissing
the barrel of a bat. It sold well in gay bars.

All of it was fun: the autographs, the
mobs, the attention. And, most of all,
Lily. A mature, attractive older woman
for an immature young guy like me.

At a ceremony that marked the open-
ing of a large Rockwell complex that
included a theater, a shopping mall, and
an apartment house, | was handed yet
another envelope, which was again sup-
posed to contain my million-dollar
check. Again the photographs and TV
cameras recorded the event. Again it was
another 10U and two more tickets to the
play for my parents, as well as bus fare
for one. But I did feel a little more con-
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fident after this one, because with the
10U was a photograph of my check.
After the ceremony my agent, Swifty,
called me from ten thousand feet over
Yellowstone Park. He told me not to
WOrTY.

In July, Rockwell announced that my
legs had been insured for a million dol-
lars! With a lot of pomp and even more
photographers than usual, they made a
cement imprint of my legs in the side-
walk for the cameras, like that Chinese
guy in Hollywood did with Betty Grable,
saying they were the most valuable in
baseball. When the reporters and cam-
eramen left, I was still stuck in the
sidewalk. A security guard had to geta
jackhammer to break me out.
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Rockwell had a lot at stake in the com-
plex. The baseball team had put him in
the hole pretty bad. Unfortunately,
things weren’t going too well with the
real estate either. Due to undetermined
construction flaws, the escalators only
went down; the acoustics in the theater
were set up so that you could hear the
audience but couldn’t understand a
word the actors were saying; and, proba-
bly most bothersome, the only way you
could turn on the lights for the entire
mall was to go to Apartment 8C in the
attached apartment house and switch on
the wall lamp in the bedroom.

Meanwhile, my batting average was up
t0 .356 and the team was winning some

games. Footsy had yet to play an inning,

While all this was going on, Rockwell
closed down the Stone Mountain team
to save money. As | heard it, Whitey was
one out away from notching his first win
ever when bulldozers started to tear
down the left-field wall. Left field was
immediatcly occupied by a farmer who
had bought the land and a herd of cows.
Whitey freaked out. He started winging
in pitches as fast as he could so he could
get the game over and get that win, He
got so upsct he hit five batters in a row
and lost the game.

Tiny, Whitey, and Curly were under-
standably aggravated and they wanted
revenge. So you know what those ass-
holes decided to do? They decided to
kidnap me! They figured I was a famous,
rich traitor, [ could afford to be kid-
napped if it meant helping out a few
poor buddics. Now; 1 don’t mind being
kidnapped if it's for a good cause, like
“Save the Children.” But they were really
pissed off and they also wanted to get
back at Rockwell for selling the team in
the middle of a game. They decided to
drive to Dallas immediatcly.

The team flew to Pittsburgh for a
three-game series. On the road, my
roommate was first baseman Paul Gor-
don. When I’d first joined the team Paul
had told me he didn't like me. He said no
kid should get a million dollars, even if I
still hadn’t gotten it. He said 1 should
have to work my way up to a million
dollars like he did, by hitting .248 over
his first seven years in the bigs.

But now Paul wanted to buy me a
drink, 50 he dragged me down to the bar,
where we sat down at a table along with
Lily and a girlfriend of hers. They were
already drinking, so Paul ordered a Jack
Daniel’s, and since 1 got carded and my
L.D. was in my room, I ended up with a
Dr Pepper. But Paul would have none of
that. He took my Dr Pepper, poured half
of it on my shoes, then filled the glass
with his Jack Daniel’s and ordered
another for himsclf.

Now, baseball is a drinking man's
game, Wherever you find baseball play-
ers, you'll find booze. You'll also find pot,
coke, and Demerol, but mostly alcohol.
And that’s part of the romance. That
may also be part of the reason why the
Marauders usually lost.

Lily pulled out a clipping she’d found
in a newspaper. It was a test to sec if you
were an alcoholic, and she started asking
Paul some of the questions.

“Have you had problems connected
with drinking in the past year?”

“Yes,” admitted Paul. “1 keep missing
my mouth.”

“Do you have blackours?"

"I don’t remember.”

“Iave you felt your lifc would be bet-
ter if you did not drink?”

“Only if I had all the drugs [ wanted.”
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Soon we were joined by J. P, Footsy,
and some of the other players. They
were all drunker than a worm in a mes-
cal bottle. All, that is, except maybe J. P
He was just naturally that way. They

entered the bar in flight formation, buzz-

ing like engines. They “flew” around the
bar, evading tables as if they were moun-
tain peaks, yet never broke formation.
They landed at our table and “filled their
tanks.” Footsy produced his own bottle
of ouzo, poured half of my Dr Pepper
and bourbon on my shoes, and filled my
glass with ouzo. My drink was getting,
progressively worse. When asked why
they were buzzing around like that, ). P
claimed he had been thinking about his
old girlfriend, Amelia Earhart. He posi-
tioned himself behind a bowl of pretzels
and a beer bottle to show us how
Amelia used to fly. He flew us around
Pittsburgh and western Pennsylvania.
After we all took turns behind the pret-
zels and beer, he showed us how o
crash-land. First he screamed into the
swizzle stick, “Mayday! Mayday!” He

n ]

pulled up on the pretzels and feverishly
shifted the throttle, sending drinks
everywhere. When it was obvious he
was going to crash, he threw the table
over, poured ketchup on his face, set a
napkin on fire, and commanded one and
all to “evacuate.” Then he passed out.
While I was “flying” around Greater
Pittsburgh, Whitey, Curly, and Tiny were
heading for Dallas. When they got to the

ballpark, they sat and watched the game.

After five innings, they realized they
were in San Diego watching the Padres
play the Cardinals. They couldn’t under-
stand why neither Garry Templeton nor
Ozzie Smith looked like me. After the
game they got back into their car and
started on the road again.

We won six of our fourteen road
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games, which meant our winning per-
centage jumped. We bought a case of
champagne and poured it over our heads
in celebration as the feeling grew that
maybe we could leave the cellar and
climb to fifth place for the first time
since Rockwell had taken ownership of
the team. 1 also had a chance to spend
more time with Lily. I don't know which
I enjoyed more, winning those six games
or doing interviews with Lily by my side.
Rockwell wasn't sipping any cham-
pagne. He was in hock up to the
twentieth floor of his apartment build-
ing. The show he was producing, and
which [ had, up to this point, about
twenty free tickets for, was well over
budget, and the team’s attendance was
still low: As a result, promotions grew
crazier and more frequent, One in par-
ticular was "One-Armed Persons' Day.”
In honor of Footsy, anyone with one arm
could attend the game at half price. In
fact, they had their own little section out
near left field, where Footsy would be
playing in his first major league game
—over ]. P’s objections, I might add.
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Now I have to admit I love Footsy,
but I never did understand why they
brought him up to the majors, him hav-
ing only one arm and all. Neither did J. B,
who had previously only used him as a
bottle opener. If he were a bowler 1
could see it. But in baseball, sometimes
you like to use that other arm. But Rock-
well had heard that during World War I1
there was a major leaguer named Pete
Gray who had only one arm and that,
for a while, he was a real draw.

Anyway, I forgot all about his inade-
quacies as a ballplayer when 1 looked
into my friend’s eyes. He couldn’t have
been more excited. He even had the old
artificial arm I'd bought him sanded and
varnished. And when he ran out to left
ficld, legions of uni-armed people waved
their stumps in salute to Footsy.

When Rockwell saw Footsy take.the
field with two arms, he went into shock.
He was also hit by a hot dog and an
Orange Crush. He called a flunky over.
“How many arms does our left fielder
have?” he asked,

“Two, sir.”

“Goddamn it!! I hired him with one
arm! I can get any two-armed player who
can bat .150!"

Rockwell calmed down when in the
first inning and with a man on base,
Footsy threw the ball back to the infield
with the arm still connected to it. The
event was made even more interesting
when the third baseman who caught
it fainted. The runner never stopped.

I ran over and grabbed the arm, which
still clutched the ball, and chased him
around the bases toward home. We both
dove, my arm, as well as Footsy's arm,
fully extended, and I tagged him out.
The crowd went wild.

Even Rockwell was impressed with
the incredible theatrics of the play. In
the next week, Footsy’s arm must have
flown off seven or eight times on orders
from Rockwell.

After the game, another crazy thing
happened. Whitey, Curly, and Tiny, who
had just acrived in town, kidnapped J. P,
thinking it was me. It seems J. P got into
my truck by mistake and they threw a
blanket over his head, tossed him into
their car, and headed for Fort Worth.
When they got there and pulled the
blanket off they turned around and
drove back to Dallas. J. P. didn't mind. He
started telling old baseball stories, like
how he had shared hot dogs with the
Babe, or how he had copped feels off the
Bambino's favorite whores.

Anyway, by the time they were back in
Dallas they were all asleep from listening
to J. P’s stories, and J. P was driving. . P
didn’t know Texas too well, being a
Brooklyn boy, so he drove back to his
home and let the boys sleep in his
garage.

This wasn't the only screwed-up kid-

34 NATIONAL LAMPOON

napping attempt they pulled. They also
kidnapped a cop, the team caterer (with
all his food), three cheerleaders, and a
mannequin. At one point, Tiny and
‘Whitey even kidnapped Curly:

I was enjoying Dallas. I liked the faster
pace and meeting new people. I often
thought of Stone Mountain and the peo-
ple there. It was a nice place. I guess 'l
£0 back at some point, maybe to die. But
Texas suited me just fine. And I liked my
teammates. I was lonely for a steady girl,
though.

Paul Gordon knew all the groupies, 50
he set me up on a few dates. The first girl
he introduced me to was Heather Gale.
Only sixteen, she was beautiful, sweet,
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and the star of her basketball team. She
was also an uncontrollable sex fiend.
After milk and cookies with Heather and
her parents, the two of us left to gotoa
movic.

“S0,” I said as we drove to the theater,
“you like ballplayers.”

"Oh, God, yes,” she answered. “I love
‘em. They're so strong and sexy. They
can fuck all night, Last week I took on
the entire Chicago bullpen.”

I blinked.

“Not during the game. In the locker
room.”

“In the locker room?”

“Actually, in the shower.”

I narrowly misscd a Volkswagen
parked in the driveway of a small
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private home.

“Remember Rinaldo Wheymeyer?”
she asked.

“Oh, sure.”

“He’s the best. The greatest. He once
had eleven orgasms in one night. Mrs.
Goldstone, my phys. ed. teacher, says
that’s a lot of orgasms. He could do any-
thing with his thingie. He could throw
curves with it. Fastballs. Mostly spitters.
It was really something.”

I wiped the sweat off my brow and
swung the wheel as a blind man and his
Seeing Eye dog came within inches of
my right fender.

“You know Babe Wallace?”

“Probably not the way you know him.”
“He likes to do it in restaurants. He's
so cute about it, too. He pours chocolate
ice cream all over me, then licks it all

up.”

“I like ice cream, too.” I took out a line
of garbage cans and sent them spinning
onto a long row of bushes. [ swung the
wheel and moved off the sidewalk.

“I gave my first blowjob when I was
fifteen.”

[ was collecting baseball cards at fif
teen, I thought as I flew over a divider,
going eighty. “Did you like it?”

“Of course. I helped him win the bat-
ting title. But I like infielders best. You're -
a shortstop, aren’t you?”

I developed a twitch that still haunts
me every time I make a speech at a high
school.

That’s how it was all night. At dinner it
was a White Sox shortstop who gave her
a warm enema. At the movie (we had to
see Fanitasia because she was too young
to se¢ the R-rated film) it was a Red
Sox pitcher who had sex with her in a
department store clevator.

After the movie I brought her directly
home, laughing when she suggested we
stop to get ice cream. We said goodnight
to her parents, then it was into her room
for sex! But I got cold feet. I was totally
intimidated. I confessed I wasn't nearly
as experienced as she. Not put off at all,
she pulled down a medical diagram from
her wall of a naked man and woman.

“This is a man’s penis and this is a
woman’s vagina, As you can see they are
different. Now.,..”

“I know that part."

“All right, what we need 1o do to put
you at ease is some foreplay. Stay here
while I get a basketball.”

Heather's idea of foreplay was playing
one-on-one Nerf basketball in the nude.
Not only was sweating sensual, she
claimed, but it cleansed the pores. We
started playing, and immediately she
stole the ball from me. She was great.
She could shoot from the outside but
could also control the boards. After los-
ing the first game of a four-out-of-seven
series, I decided to leave. I never did scc
Heather again.
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Paul came up with yet another date.
Her name was Gilda, She was a pretty
girl and a big fan of mine, Paul told me
with a smirk. [ called her. When I told
her who I was, she got all excited. She
knew all my stats, even my fielding aver-
age, which even I didn’t know. She also
knew my height, weight, and shoe size.
And she told me she was in love with me
and that she'd pick me up the next day
and we could go for a drive in the
country.

The next day there was a knock on the
door. When I opened it, there was Gilda,
who was great-looking, and her brother
Glen, who, she told me, was such a big
fan of mine that he had insisted he join
us. Gilda, Glen, and I had a nice drive. He
showed me where he first learned how
to spit tobacco juice and where he and
his friends used to gang-bang Heather
Gale. He then asked who the toughest
pitchers to hit against were, the best
fielders, all the standard questions,

At the end of the day, Glen dropped
Gilda off, then drove me home.

All the other dates Paul set me up
with were also bombs: the waitress, the
wrestler, the chicken lady from the
circus. All busts. The best date I had
was with Lily.

After a night game, we visited the
stadium organist, Raven Chaplin, at his
perch high up in the stands for some
champagne. Raven was a funny little man
in his fifties. He rarely played bascball
songs during the games. Instead he
played Rodgers and Hart or Stephen
Sondheim. When Rockwell insisted on
his playing baseball tunes at least once in
a while, they always sounded more like
songs {rom West Side Story than “Take
Me Out to the Ballgame.” When Lily
introduced us, he had already been
drinking. He took my hand in a viselike
grip and said with an clfin smile, “You
know why my name is Raven? 'Cause
I'm 2 Raven homosexual!”

He and Lily launghed so hard 1 thought
they would fall out of the stadium. 1
smiled and used the organ as leverage to
free my hand.

After a few bottles of champagne had
gone by the wayside, along with a few
joints, we were all giddy, and I let Raven
hold my hand. I also autographed a copy
of my nude-to-the-waist poster he had
hanging over his organ. We were having
lots of fun as Raven played song after
song and Lily sang along. Then she and 1
found ourselves on the field dancing.
Raven'’s music filled the air. Raven’s mind
was off somewhere, probably Carnegie
Hall, playing his organ for Liza Minnelli
or Bette Midler. I was just happy to be in
Lily's arms. We danced around the bases
and from right field to left, We invented
anew game, Eskimo Baseball, where we
had to keep the ball between our noses
while crawling around the bases.

Finally, I asked Lily to marry me. She
declined but did accept my invitation to
come to her place for a drink. We waved
farewell to Raven and walked home
through the park.

When we got there we finished the
champagne. She walked over to me,
grabbed me by the shoulders, and kissed
me lingeringly on the lips. Then she
pushed me away.

“You shouldn’t have done that,” she
said.

“I'm sorry,” I said.

She wirned and walked to the other
side of the room,

“I'm seeing someone 1 care very much
about, Mickey. But I do like you. Maybe
I'm too old for you.”

I shook my head. “No," I said. “You're
not!”

1 could see her eyes shine, and I just
waited for her to toss a beer can at my
head. )

“Oooohhhh, you sure make it real
tough for an old broad to stay off her
back, boy™ I could see she was fighting
herself, and for a moment I felt like I was
losing.

“I'll make you a drink,” I volunteered.
I walked toward the bar. Like a flying
Santini Brother, she leaped through the
air and flipped me on my back, sending
me crashing to the ground. We rolled
around the floor, knocking over chairs,
tables, and fish tanks, ripping at each
other’s clothes. Then we rolled into the
kitchen and grabbed a bottle of wine and
rolled back into the living room.

Suddenly she looked at me, horrified,
jumped to her feet, and screamed.

“Don’t do that!”

“I didn't do that!”

“No one has ever made love to me like
that.”

“I haven't done anything yet.”

“Oh, yes you have. Your gentleness
and sweetness are more than I'm getting
now: 1 could really fall for you if | weren't
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on my toes.” She paused and looked me
up and down, her fingers playing with
the hairs on my chest.

“You're handsome, strong, kind, cute,
speak in a funny accent....l could love
you so many ways.” She had a mis-
chievous smile as she walked her fingers
up my chest. “As a mother...asister...

a lover.... It could be fun. Change your
diapers. Would you like me to change
your diapers?”

“Yes, please.” 1 was hypnotized.

“Spank you when you're bad. Kiss vou
when you're good. Hold you when
you're frightened.”

She grabbed me and kissed me pas-
sionately over and over again. Suddenly
she flung me violently over the couch.
The woman was strong as hell.

“NNNOOOOO!! No! You're just a
baby! A beautiful hunk of a baby ... but
still a baby.” She stood over me. 1 looked
feebly at her, her breasts now bared from
all the ripping and tearing. I gave her my
last pitch.

“Are you a virgin?” :

She melted, She picked me up and car-
ried me to the bedroom. She was even
more beautiful totally naked.

1 came before I took my pants off. But
it was all right, because she said it was.
And I came again and then again until 1
finally got those pants off!

The night belonged to love .. as did
most of the morning,

Meanwhile, Rockwell was losing his

shirt on every front. The banks were
calling in his loans. The loan sharks sent
him a video of The Elephant Man with
the title changed to This Is You If You
Don't Pay Up!! He began making frantic
phone calls. But nobody would talk to
him. He finally reached his lawyer. He
asked about the million-dollar insurance
policy on my legs.

The lawyer checked his rescarch
book.

“If the legs are incapable of playing, or
don’t show up to work, you can collect.”

The next call was to a guy named
Dominic.

“I'want you to kidnap a player of mine,
Mickey Blake.” There was a long pause at
the other end.

“But Mr. Rockwell, he's hitting .350.”
At least I had one fan. I now also had two
sets of kidnappers after me.

It was opening night at the Rockwell
Theater. Rockwell was dressed to the
nines in white tie and tails. By his side
was Lily, in an evening gown and looking
more gorgeous than ever. Even though
he was laughing and smiling to one and
all, I could see he wasn't happy, par-
ticularly when he sat in his seat and
some of the theatergoers, out of habit,
threw their programs and containers of
orange drink at him.

The production was a musical version
of Alfred Hitchcock’s classic, Lifeboal.
Right off the bat, the play was in trouble,
It took place entirely on a lifeboat on the
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ocean during a torrential storm, result-
ing in the audience being soaked every
time a wave rolled across the stage. The
acting was terrible and the music even
worse, One good part, though, was
when the waves were pumped out 50
hard they knocked the captain into the
first row. He fell across the lap of two
elderly ladies, unconscious. His under-
study had to “swim over from a passing
boat” to replace him.

The stage manager panicked and
wurned the water off. Then he couldn't
turn it back on when Rockwell stormed
backstage.

Rockwell grabbed a fire hose and
flooded the stage. Actors were flying in
all directions,

By that time it didn’t really matter.
The andience began leaving for the near-
est bars. I looked for Lily. I was walking
down an aisle, against the tide of people
and water, when a man with a gun
approached me.

At that moment, the stage manager
wrned the water back on. It jetted out
into the audience, knocking the guy
with the gun over a man in a wheelchair
and onto the captain and the two elderly
ladies. I ran out of the theater. The gun-
man got up and pursued me.

Remember 1 told you Curly, Whitey,
and Tiny were kidnapping everyone
from J. P to Madame Chiang Kai-shek?
Well, they did it again. Trying to grab
me, in the confusion they instead tackled
the guy with the gun. They stuffed him
in the trunk of their car and drove off
to Fort Worth.

By now I had an idea somebody was
up to ne good. I ran through the mall
and hid out in Apartment 8C in the
apartment house in the complex; that’s
where you turned the lights on at the
mall. The Levys were a nice couple, 50
we sent out for Chinese food. I tried call-
ing Swifty, but an overseas operator told
me his plane had made a forced landing,
in Pago-Pago. I stayed a few hours, then
left for Rockwell’s, I thought he could
help me through this thing,

When I got there, he handed me a
drink and said he would handle every-
thing. Then he excused himself. He
wanted to get out of his wet tuxedo.

While he was gone, | walked around
his home. It was big and with many ter-
rific works of art. One statue of a
beautiful naked woman struck me in par-
ticular. I stared at it, wondering where |
had seen that face and those breasts
before. Suddenly, T knew: It was Lily. 1
draped my jacket over her nude bosom
and stuck a plant in front of her crotch.
I had to think this one over. Since | saw
no statues of me or J. B, I figured this had
nothing to do with business.

When I got to my place, Lily was
already there. She hugged me. She had

continued on page 58
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At a town council in New-
ington, Connecticut,
attendees stood to pledge
allegiance to the flag, but the
flag had apparently been
removed. So they faced a for-
mer councilman wearing a
flag lapel pin and saluted him
instead. Hartford Courant
(contributed by Warren A.
Cohen)

Two black women sued a
Baltimore amusement park,
claiming they were harassed
and insulted by a park
cmployce dressed as a tree.
The tree allegedly told one
woman she would appear on
the cover of a “food stamp
magazine.”

“It was a Halloween exhibit
the Sunday before Halloween
involving a haunted tree that
was supposed to be sarcastic,”
said the women's attorney,
“but the tree went over-
board.” UPI ( contributed by
Mike Schif)

The following letter signed
“Eva Butler, Virginia, US.A."
appeared in the “Action Line”
column of the Toronto Sun:

“I was attending a wedding
in Toronto a few months ago
with my two traveling com-
panions, Sam the teddy bear
and his sister Brunhilde.

“Yes, I am an older lady and
I do travel with two stuffed
bears. We have traveled
across the United States and

Canada and have been wel-
comed everywhere. When
we attended dinner at a well-
known Toronto restaurant
they even received a round of
applause.

“On this particular trip to
Toronto, the three of us were
staying at the downtown
Ramada Hotel. One morning
we decided to have breakfast
in their café, Well, the host
refused to scat us at a table
where the three of us could
enjoy our breakfast. I became
very upset. Sam and Brun-
hilde are very quiet and well
liked.

“Would you be able to have
an apology sent 1o the three
of us? I was deeply hurt.”

Editor Terri Williams
replied: “Action Line’ con-
tacted the Ramada Hotel and
an immediate apology and
explanation were offered to
Butler and her bears....When
Butler and her two bears
arrived at the Café Vienna
there was a lineup. She was
offered a table for two, but in-
sisted each of her bears have
a seat. She was told they
would have to wait until
other customers were seated.
Butler did not like this idea
and made ‘a scene which dis-
rupted the other guests'....If
the café hadn't been so busy,
the Butler party would cer-
tainly have been seated at a
larger table. ‘Unfortunately,
the other guests were not as
comfortable with her bear
friends and felt more entitled
to the seating available™
(contributed by J. W.
Bannister)

The Chinese Workers
Daily reported that an
actress with a troupe of enter-
tainers “used unhealthy
movements” to stimulate an
audience of miners during a
tour of Anhui province,

*Our well-loved and seri-
ous song ‘If There Was No
Communist Party There
Would Be No New China’ was
distorted by being sung in a
flippant tone and style,” said
the report, adding that
shocked workers stormed
out of the suggestive show.
(Wellington, New Zealand )
FEvening Post (contributed
by Kevin Roberts)

Because his mother con-
tributed heavily to their
organizations, computer spe-
cialist Edward Johnson of
Atlanta, Georgia, was angry
with television evangelists in
general and the Reverend
Jerry Falwell in particular.

“She’s easily taken in by
these people,” Johnson
explained. “She almost gave
the family farm away.”

So Johnson had his com-
puter call Falwell’s toll-free
telephone number for con-
tributors every thirty
seconds for eight months.
Each of the estimated
500,000 calls to the Old Time
Gosprel Hour cost Falwell’s
organization as much as a dol-
lar each. Indianapolis News
(contributed by Herm
Albright )

Officials in London,
England, launched an inquiry
after a shipment of frozen
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Christmas turkeys was dis-
covered being stored in a
mortuary freezer alongside
rows of human corpses.
Reuters (contributed by A. E.
Rubin)

According to the Detroit
News, Michigan state repre-
sentative Ethel Terrell “was
absent from the legislature
for more than six months,
during which time she con-
tinued to appear at political
functions in the Highland
Park district, generate news
releases, and collect her
$1,340 biweekly paycheck.”

At one political function at
the Polish Century Club, Ter-
rell presented the annual
Casimir Pulaski Award,

-named for a hero of the Amer-

ican Revolution. During her
speech, Terrell reportedly
asked that Pulaski step for-
ward and be recognized.
(contributed by Chris
Harbowy )

This item appcared in the
(New York) Daily News,
datelined Richmond, Virginia:

“The Fourth U.S. Circuit
Court of Appeals yesterday
upheld the right of officials to
search a baby’s diaper prior
to the child’s visit with his
convict father.” (contributed
by J. Bernstein)

Contributors: We'll pay
ten dollars for every item
used, twenty dollars for pho-
tos. Send to True Facts,
National Lampoon, 635
Madison Avenue, New York,
N.Y. 10022,
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“International
Worm
onference
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SMOGE

CERTIFIED .
HERE

Lawrence Annis John Catanearo
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SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Smoking
By Pregnant Women May Result in Fetal
Injury, Premature Birth, And Low Birth Weight.

16 mg. “tar”, 1. Img,mém av. per mﬁarette FTC Report Feb. ‘85,




MY FRIEND, MARVELOUS MARV

continued from page 23

fuck—Dbite, punch, scratch. The more
they like it, the more they beat the shit
out of you. They’re just as vicious as the
men, And when they really get hot they
scream. Imelda was a good screamer. 1
hadn’t even put my thing in halfway
when she let out a scream that made my
ears pop. I nearly had a heart attack.

The sound must have carried right
through the palace like a fire alarm,
because the next thing [ knew the door
opened and Mr. Marcos himself ran in.
His memory was back. He knew who he
was. He knew who I was. He knew who
his wifc was, He knew what we were
doing and he didn’t look like he was get-
ting a kick out of it.

Imelda was in a world all her own. She
didn’t even notice her husband. She had
my joint in a vise grip and I couldn’t pull
it out. Marcos was going crazy. We
seemed to be fucking right in front of his
eyes. I apologized and explained that his
wife was going to cut off my balls if 1
didn’t do what she said. Marcos pulled
out a gun and was about to blow my
brains out. I begged him to pull me out
first, to shoot me like a man, standing up,
fully dressed—not in this position.

The guy fancied himself a man’s man,
50 he wrapped his arms around me and
tried to pull me out. I was really stuck,
Imelda had a grip like epoxy glue, It was
a fucking tug-of-war, me and Ferdinand
against Imelda, and she was winning. 1
could feel my wing-wang going in
deeper. | knew if I didn’t do something
fast Marcos would crack and attack me. |
thought of the worst thing he could do
right before shooting me. He could sepa-
rate us with a knife and leave part of me
in her. I thought of it, and so did he. He
ran for one of those giant knives they use
down there to cut sugarcane. By the
time he came back I had a hard-off just
thinking of what would happen. My wee-
wee shrank to the size of a little rabbit’s
foot like the kind you see on a key chain.
But Marcos didn’t see it. He was just
about to come down with his blade
when [ pulled out, He missed my wee-
wee by about a millionth of an inch, but
he did shave a few stray hairs off Imelda’s
big black bush. God, I'll never forget the
picture. A madman with a knife almost as
big as him...a screaming woman who
just woke up out of her wet dream...a
bunch of black cunt hairs on a white
sheet, I still get nightmares thinking
about it.

I didn’t know what the crazy Filipino
would do next, whack off me or his wife.
He went for his wife first. I had one good
hand left, ready for my last good round-
house right. I faked the scumbag out of
his underwear and gave him my last
good one, and I put him right back in
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never-never land. Amnesiaville.

This time Imelda acted a little more
humble. But I had had enough, I had to
putan end to her craziness. I asked her
to free Marvin. If it was fucking she

wanted, she was going to get it in spades.

Or one spade. I took the kid aside and
told him what he had to do. I know it
meant breaking my iron rule, but this
was a national emergency. He had to do
it for his career, his country, and for our
safety. I told him to jump on Imelda and
fuck her until she was nearly dead. Mar-
vin got 50 hot he almost cried. He was
hornier than two dozen minks.

Iwent into another room to get some
sleep, but in a few minutes I heard the
familiar Imelda scream, 5o I ran back and
gagged her. Marvin didn’t care. He was
going to prove that he was still a better
fuck than me. He'd go for twenty-four
hours. That was fine with me. Marvin
turned that poor woman into a picce of
shredded coconut. When she finally
passed out we slipped out of the palace.

The next few days we got ready for
the fight. Marvin didn't look too bad,
considering. His wee-wee was a little
sore, 50 he kept it in a Vaseline bandage.
By the time of the fight he was ready.

The arena was filled with screaming
Filipinos fighting each other. Guns were
going off everywhere. They were drink-
ing some kind of local whiskey made of
rubber. I looked across the ring at Buzo
Ramaki. He was tall for a Filipino—very
lean and muscular, with scars all over his
body. He looked like he would bite your
tongue off if your mouthpiece fell out.
had a bad feeling about this fight. The
whole place was beginning to spook the
shit out of me.

When the fight started | knew I had
every reason to be spooked. Ramaki
wasn't a regular boxer, he was one of
those kick fighters. Not only did he
punch, but he flew around and kicked
you anywhere he wanted. The fucking
guy was going to cripple Marvin for life,
No one had bothered to tell me that
Ramaki was a kick fighter. And he looked
like a pretty fucking good one. Marvin
was trying to wade in and set up for
some good punches, but Ramaki was too
fast. His feet were going around like bul-
lets. He was kicking the shit out of my
boy. At the end of the round I gave Mar-
vin a shot of brandy to revive him and I
looked around ringside at the crowd.
Right next to me was a Filipino couple
snorting what looked like a pound of
cocaine. They used it in public in Manila
in those days. Before anyone could stop
me | jumped out of the corner and grabbed
the biggest handful of coke I could hold,
jumped back up, and shoved it all up
Marvin’s nose. Marvin had never
touched the stuff before. But he had a
very sensitive system, because the coke
started working on him in about a min-

ute. Just as Marvin looked like he was
going to get creamed he sidestepped
and gave Ramaki a good one in the mid-
section. I could hear two sets of ribs
crack, and they belonged to Ramaki.
Marvin started hammering him, and it
looked like his punches were going right
through Ramaki to the other side of his
facc.

What happened next is no bullshit.
Marvin was so hopped up that he
knocked Ramaki’s head right off his
neck. The crowd was going nuts. Marvin
ran right through the ref like a football
player, sending him into the sixteenth
row. He jumped into the seats and
started working over the fans. Men and
women alike. They're flying off his body
like hailstones. Bones were cracking.
The cops couldn’t hold him down,
either. But he was just about to be shot
when a bunch of soldiers arrived and
shot the cops instead. Suddenly me and
Marv were pulled out of the way and
hustled out into a limo. Surprise. Guess
who was waiting for us? Imelda had her
bags packed. She was flying back to the
States with us so Marv and me could
fuck her forever. Marv was still on a high,
so Imelda sat on his face to calm him
down. It seemed that we were going to
sneak out of the country in some fancy
government plane and land in Taiwan.
From there we would get a plane to
America.

We were ushered into this two-engine
plane, the kind they used to fly in the
fortics. The whole thing was now getting
way out of hand. We had to figure how to
get away from this crazy woman. She
had her own bodyguards watching us as
we took off. Then, for the first time, we
got a little lucky. I found a gun in my seat
pocket. It probably belonged to Marcos.
My plan was simple, and I whispered it
to Marvin,

Marvin slipped behind Imelda and
gave her a very fast left hook to the jaw
from a very short distance. She was out
like a mackerel. I grabbed the gun and
put it to her head. Now we had a hos-
tage. I kept the gun on her while Marvin
got her into a parachute. I ordered all
her bodyguards to put on parachutes.
When they were all ready I ordered
them to jump out of the fucking plane. I
pulled the cord on Imelda’s chute just as
she jumped and it opened. Now we
could fly to Taiwan in peace,

That was the end of the fight game for
me. It was too much. It wasn't worth the
aggravation and the wear and tear on my
hands. I tore up my contract with the kid
and got him the best handler I could find
and wished him luck. We would always
be fucking buddies to the end of our
days. In a few years he changed his name
back to Marvin Hagler. Marvelous Mar-
vin Hagler. You probably know the rest.
It’s history. H
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Photographed by Peter Kleinman

This 1s the premier issue of Sports Hallucinated.
y is a magazine like this necessary?

It's obvious. We all know that the big story in sports in recent years has been drugs. Drugs in
baseball, drugs in basketball, drugs in badminton, drugs that affect championships,
drugs that affect champions.

So Sports Hallucinated herewith presents its High Fashion Bathing Suit issue. Savor these
photographs—models have short careers and these models have shorter ones than most.

walll «

POWDFR ROON]

Ellie floats Into the new season displaying the
latest swimwear from Needlepark Fashions.
An avid swimmer, Elle can keep her head
underwater for up to three hours before the
autopsy. Bathing suit (549), Elie (545—an
hour), Syringe extra,

Beverly and Monica are members of the
smart Hollywood party crowd, They hold the
worlds indoor record for time spent in the
ladies room—over three hours. Their suits are
from Yves S$t. Cocaine ($100 each). Neck-
laces and spoons exira.

Concept by Heidi Berg
Makeup by Jodi Sh. Doff
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oSPITAL FOR JOINT DISEASES
\THOPARDIC INSTITUTR .~ -

il || | Mary Jane is mellow as a cello as she shows

: off the latest in swimwear from the Lady
Sativa line [($59.95). Loose joint: price varles
by location.

e e B

Coovriaht © 2007 National | amopoon Inc.



From the Ricky Nelson Crack collection
comes this lovely original two-piece sult
worn by Jackie (§26 each piece). Its per-
fect for a night of heawy hitting.

Lovely Lilly poses lewdly as she pops her fop
getting ready to doze off. Swimsuit by
Pharmy 744 Fashions (§75). Beware of boot-
leg versions.
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Wearing a street-smart bikini that
draws attention (so she can't be
missed by her connection), Eva is
shown here early in the evening
as a local merchant helps her
prepare for a high time. Swirnsuit
by Feelgood Fashions (558).

Lovely Billie takes a holiday on the
floor of her follet, surrounded by
someof her idols. Suit from Speed-
ball Swimwear (578). Toilet bowl by
Lenny Bruce Porcelain, Lid. Spoon
courtesy Tiffanys of Bayonne.




Sports High-Lites of 1985

Nineteen sixty-nine: the miracle year of the Mets and the Jets; 1976: the year of the breathtaking
Thriller in Manilc; and now, 1985: the year of the dealer—a banner year in snorts.
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January: After New York Nets star Michael "Sugair” Ray

Richardson's sudden mysterious disappearance,
federal agents examined the contents of a sports
jacket discovered in his locker Two weeks later,
Richardson called in to explain that he had taken a
wrong turn on the Jersey Turnpike.

AP/Wide World Photos

E\- dl f ! ; T .
March: The 5t Louis Cardinals decided to reseed the
ouffield. The Cardinals said that the current terrain

being used (see above) would probably be replaced
by an artificial surface.

The Bettmann Archive

May: Major league players elected Irving Kaufman
the new president of the players' union. "I have a
dream,” Kaufman said.

The Bettmann Arcnive

February: The management of the Pittsburgh Pirates
announced thal spring training would be delayed.
Officials of the National League team said that a
number of the players had requested that training
begin in April and that the season commence in
June. Their only explanation was that they had press-
ing commitments. Their request was backed by the
players' union.

April: New York Nets
_ star "Sugar" Ray
Richardson disap-
peared again. (A
Federal agent is
shown here exam-
i ining unidentified
4 substances dis-
e covered in one of
Richardson’s sneak-
ers) A week later,
Richardson sentina
posicard explain-
ing that he had
missed the plane
to Chicago and
wound up in
Bogotd,

APAMide World Photos

The Betimann Archive

June: The Pittsburgh Pirates erected a new bullpen.
“This'll hold 'em," said the team prexy.
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July: New York Nets star “Sugar” Ray Richardson
disappeared again, but the season was over, s0
no one noticed Richardson sent a telegram to the
team owner anyway, explaining thal he was in
economy-class on a steamer to Lima.

September: The
basketball season
started and New
York Nels star
“Sugar” Ray Richard-
son was missing.
A 60 Minutes
researcher dis-
covered an uniden-
fified substance
sewn into Richard-
son's jersey. The
following week
Richardson re-
turned to the team,
explaining that he
had fallen asleep in
front of the televi-
sion set,

November: A scene
inthe Boston Patriots
locker room as the
coach phoned the
garage to request
removal of the car
driven info the
locker room by a
defensive tackle.

The Beltmann Archive

August: An unidentified San Diego
Chargers player had his nose recon-
structed.

The Bettmann Archive

October: An unidentified substance was
named the National League'’s Most Valu-
able Player of the year.

Peter Kiginman

December. New York Nets star “Sugar” Ray
Richardson disappeared.

The New York Nets disappeared.

The National Basketball Association
disappeared,
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PRODUCT BARGAIN BONANZA

TS 1067 —OVERSIZE HEAVYWEIGHT
TSHIRT. The return of our National
Lampoon superhers, Politenessman, in one
of his mus! famous adventures. In Tull color,
and with the same specs as the Mona Gorilla
shirt. White. S10.95.

NATIONAL

BMPOSy

Unisex sports apparel from world-famous

— authentic styling and fit and
brilliant, eye-catching graphics. Buy them now before your favorite store sells out,

L]

TS 1062—OVERSIZE HEAVYWEIGHT
TSHIRT. We predict this will be te hottest
item of the year But then we predicted Carter
would beat Reagan. IUs our authentic sports
practice shirt with our famous Mona Gorilla
in colar and her eollege and graduation date
Mide of 100 pereent colton. Deep ammholes,
extra body length and fullness. Women can
wear il a5 a short dress. While S10.95.

T8 1050—AUTHENTIC FOOTBALL JERSEY.
You'll Jook like Joe or Josephine Montana
and be able to throw the bemb when you
wear this 100 pereent.nylon. mesh authentic
football jersey, the same vne wsed by most
MFL teams, Oure i more distinctively styled
with our logo on the front and the famous
Mona Gorilla in full calor on both slecves.
White $26.05

T$ 1040— AUTHENTIC FOOTBALL JERSEY,
Same as ahove, but made of 50 percent nylon

pereent colion,
designed with eollon inside nest to yourskin
for comfort and absorbency, White. $20.95,

75 1045—ACRA HOODED SWEATSHIRT.
The jocks will sweat with envy when you
wear this extra-warm sweatshirt with
kets, Wearing it significs you won your

ter on the infamous National Lampoon
Cohabitation Team. Exceptionally high
quality. Made of 50 pereent Crealan® agrylic
fiberi50 pereent eollon. Haglan sleeves,
convenient center pouch pocket, double-
thickness hood with drawstring, and ribbed
knit cuffs and waistband. In navy, with
yellow lettering. 518.95
T8 1047—ACRA SWEATPANTS, A fitting
companien to the Acra hooded sweatshirt. A
fleece warm.up pant made of 50 pereent
Creslan®50 percent cotton, With drawsting
waist and elastieized anklo. In navy, with
yellow Mona Gorilla on the left leg. $14.95.

TS 1046—ACHA SWEATSHIRT. Same spocs
s the hooded shirt, but without the hood. In
navy with yellow leltering. $13.06.

TS 1048—MARATHON 80 SHORTS, The
Cohabitation Team woars these with the Acra
sweaishirt for quick takeoffs. 100 percent
nylom tricol ranning short with motching
Iiner and inzide key pockel. Doubles as
bathing short. In navy, with yellow National
Lampoon imprint. $9.50,

TS 1053 —OVERSIZE HEAVYWEIGHT
T-SHIRT. A great conversation picee. Ed
Subitzky's Risqué Comic Strip with a great
punch line. In full colar. and the same spees
as the Mona Gorilla shirt. White. $10.05.

TS 1069 Natlonal Lampoon's Vacatlon
T-shirt It's the T-shirt that everyone’s
talking about (everyone at National
Lampoon, that is), and they're all saying
the same thing: “My, what a nice
T-shirt.” It's great for a number of uses,
including wearing. So get yours soon‘i
eac

TS81029—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

TS1031—National Lampoon’s Vacation
T-shirt Celebrates the funniest National Lampoon
film since the first one. $6.95.
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T51019—National Lampoon Mona Gorilla
T-shirt This gorilla looks more like a gorilla than a
pair of socks does. $4.95

TS1026—MNational Lampoon “That's Not
Funny, That's Sick!" T-shirt This is the shirt
preferred by fans of the live theater and the
criminally insane, $5.05

TS$1027—National Lampoon Black Sox
Softball Team Jersay The samne item worn by
our own team before management said we couldn't
have any more. $7.00

NATIONAL

T81036—National Lampoon Football
Jamay With the famed V neck coveted by persons
with triangular heads everywhere. $13.95

TS$1038—Natlonal Lampoon Frog
Sweater If it looks like quality, that's because it's
handwoven by machines. With frog by cartoonist
Sam Gross in gray or black. $20.95

TS1028—National Lampoon’s Animal
ouse Baseball Jersey Says “We can do

anything we want, we're college students” on the

back. And with ¥ length sleeves, you can keep more

of your arm clean when you slide into second. $7.00

TS1032—National Lampoon Baseball

Hat To own one of these is to own a hat. $6.95

TS1040—National Lampoon

Nightshirt Fun to wear. More fun to take off. §7.95

TS1036—National Lampoon Frog Polo
Shirt Cartoonist Sam Gross has lent his double-
amputee frog to the spot above the left nipple on
this fine produet. In white, blue, camel, green, gray,
or yellow. $14.95

TS 1043A » TS 1044B National
Lampoon's Vacation Sweatshirt.

On the left is the sweatshirt in
precisely the same design as the
enormously popular Vacation
T-shirt. On the right is the “Walley
World” Sweatshirt as worn by the
Griswalds in National Lampoon’s
Furopean Vacation. $16.95 each.

TS1039—"“Save the Frog" Glow-in-the-
Dark Jersey Cartoonist Sam Gross's famed
legless frog can nrow be seen in the dark, though
not by blind people, on this 100 percent heavy
cotton long-sleeved thing. $10.95

TS 1058 Natlonal Lampoon's European
Vacation T-shirt No T-shirt collection
would be complete without this one, adorned
as it is with the movie logo and a picture of
the “pig in the poke" that got the Griswalds
to Europe. .95 each
TS1041—"1 got my job through the
National Lampoon" And you can get your
T-shirt through the National Lampoon as well. It's
our newest T-shirt and it's awful nice! 56.95

T$1030—Natlonal Lampoon Black Sox
Baseball Jacket Famous satinesque jacket with
real cotton lining, now sporting a striking new logo.
Get it? Striking? $33.95

I S D S S S - O N S S . .

TS 1019 $4.95 _S_M_L TS 1035 $14.95

TS 1026 $5.95 _S_M_L

TS1027 $7.00 _S_M_L TS 1036 $13.95

TS 1028 $7.00 _S_M_.L TS 1038 $20.95

TS 1029 $595 _S_M_L
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Reuven Kopitchinski

It is not every day thal an auto-
biographer openly acknowledges his
ghostwriter But having been so pleased
with our collaboration on his life story,
1 Dunk, Therefore | Am, basketball great
Kareem Free Lunch bas done me the
great honor of requesting to ghost my
story in turn. At first, 1 will admit, I bad
my misgivings. [ feared that the great
differences in our ethnic backgrounds,
educational levels, and social indoc-
trination would make it difficult for Ka-
reemt to capture the essence of my life,
not to mention my literary style and
speech patterns. But, to my great relief
and delight, My Free Lunch turned in a
marvelous job, as the following excerpts
will testify. Never again willl scoff when
a television sportscaster remarks of a
great player, “He did it on atbletic abil-
ity alone.”

—Irving Lescher, New York, 1986

heywas
thisboy
inmy
seventh-
grade
class, real
dumb.
Name was
Lenny
Weinstein.
Dude be dumb! Dude got no motivation.
English teacher she say, “Lenny, you be
doin’ yo book repo't this weekend, you
hear?” But Lenny go home, read comic
books. Dude don’t do shit. Now my own
self, I finish my repo’t on The Red Pony
Friday night. I sit down, put pen to paper,
boom! I got a repo’t,

So then Sunday [ see Lenny at the park.
S0 then he go, “Irving, how you do it,
man?” 5o [ go, “Lenny, you gots to rebuild,
Holmes. You gots to make a fast break.
Can’t be in a slump yo whole fuckin’ life.”
50 he go, “"But I got no motivation, Slim.”
50 1 gets a brainstorm. I sees dey game
plan in my head. I go, “Lenny, how many
‘Fantastic Fo's' you gimme if 1 write yo
repo’t?” He go, “Shit, bro. You save my ass
like that I give you ten.” So 1 go, “I tell you
what, bro. I tell you what. You throw in
the first appearance of Galactus, I won't
just write the motherfucker, I guarantee

by Irving Lescher
As told to Kareem Free Lunch
with Will Jacobs and Gerard Jones

you get an A.”

Lenny, man, he pick Othello to read. So
I take it home an’ [ reads it. That Othello
be one bad soul brother. [ know I's just a
little white Jew boy, but I likes readin’
‘bout the brothers. So it come Sunday
night an’ I knows 1 gots to get physical
and write that whole repo’t before tomor-
row. 'Cause they ain’t no tomorrow. To-
morrow Monday an’ the repo’t be due. It
be a must-write situation, but shit, Irving
Lescher he thrive under adversity.

I so tired next morning I get to school
on athaletic ability alone. Lenny be happy
when he read that book repo't. He go,
“Man, this repo’t inspire my ass. [ gonna
work out all off-season, and next year |
gonna come back. Next year gonna be my
year. Barring injury, I's gonna be number

(4}
Lenny
become a
Cinderella
story, an’
pretty soon
every
student
wanna draft
my ass. 50 we
works up this parity system an’ the kids
with the F's get me first. I's the man they
come to when they need that extrainch, [
help them dudes rebuild, Jack. They
build they whole academic offense
around me. So by the end of the year
everybody in my class gettin' A’'s an' [ got
my ass a complete Marvel collection.

So one mornin’ in the cighth grade |
wakes up an’ | know, Holmes. | know
what Irving Lescher gonna be. Why fight
when I can write? Don’t hit the dude in
the nose, hit him with some prose. Fuck
the right hook, I gonna write me a book.

his writin’'
game got one
mother of a
farm system,
bro. You
come right
at them
editors

an’ you

go, “1

A Game of Words

ready to play, Mr. C., I ready to play!” But
what they give you? Bull-shit. That's what
they give you. They give you bull-shit,
The man go, “You got to work up to it,
boy. You got to work on yo track record.”
Track record, shit. Irving Lescher be
ready to play right there. He in condition,
He ready to do his job. He got intensity.
Yall know it.

So I get down in SoHo town. If 2 man
wants to grapple, he gots to get to the
Apple. Imoves to agarretan’ I writes with
merit.  write till I can’t write no mo’, but
it don't keep me from bein’ pa’ You hear
me? [ just standin’ in the shadows of
litrature.

Now I got to get my style down. You
gotta be smooth if you gonna move. I start
wearin' glasses, little wirc-rim fuckers, an’
I get my ass this tweed coat with mother-
fuckin' patches on the elbows—you be-
lieve it?—an’ 1 wears it over this black
turtleneck shit. But I be a little Jew boy, so
I likes the way I looks.

0 now I

gots my
attitude

an’ I gots

my
equipment
an’ [ gots to
put a team
together. [
£01s to get me
a celebrity team, 'cause y'all can't be no
ghostwriter less'n you got celebrities to
be ghostwritin' on. Like they say, it take
two to make a book come true. Trouble
be, I don't know what kinda players to
get. I don’t be knowin' then that athaletes
make the best books outta e/l kinda peo-
ple. Athaletes, they got stories 'bout
motivation an’ 'bout comebacks an’ 'bout
drug problems. Nobody got lives like
athaletes, Jack. But I be just a rookie then,
1 don't know no better. So I draft me
McLean Stevenson for my books. I draft
me Regis Philbin an’ Desi Arnaz, Jr. an’
Joey Ramone. Now maybe we don’t got
athaletic ability like some ghostwritin’
teams, maybe we don’t got the size an’ the
power, but we got character. When we go
to the typewriter, we go there to write,
bro. Believe it. Thing be, you can't win it
continued
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continued from page 53

all on character. | mean, [ can take a idea
on the rebound an’' | can take it down
court an’ I can pass it to my man, but we
can’t score, you hear? We can't dunk it, we
can’t stuff it, we can't get off a shot.
Lemme put it in a simple way. Nobody
publish my books.

Can you helieve dat? My Time Shall
Come, by McLean Stevenson (with Irving
Lescher). Babaloo Doesn’t Mean 1 Love
You, by Desi, Jr. (with Irving Lescher).
Two Lives, One Mind, by Joey and Regis
(with Irving Lescher). These be good
books, Jack. I mean, what more you want
from a book? Don’t know what some ofay
bullshit editor want. Editor don’t know
shit. Motherfucker.

Il the time in

y art and

) litrature an’

1 shit you got

mentors.

They be a

1 dudec, just

. = + arookic

> - writer,

he got a

load o talent but he goin’ no place, an’ he

hook up with some veteran dude, maybe

he washed up thinkin® on retirement in

his mind, an’ he teach everything he

know to this rookie dude an’ this rookie

dude be better’'n bofe of 'em. It happen all

the time in art an’ litrature an’ culture an’
shit. Like Alavin Dark an' Willic Mays,

Well, that’s the way it be with me an’
Jacob.

Time comes | find me a agent, dig. So |
asks her about them editors. | go, “Sweet
mama, what do it take to win their con-
tracts for me?” An’ she go, “Baby. ain’t
nothin’l can do for a rookic boy like you,
but you find yoself a littery shack, that’s
where it's a.” An' I go, “What that be,
pretty baby?’ An' she tell me about the
best fuckin’ writers workshop in lower
Manhattan. “Commecrcial, that’s what
those writers is," she go. “Commercial.”
She be one fine agent, that Rachel
Sternberg. Got a nice big set o' white
titties on 'er.

So1goes there, 1 open up the dooran’ 1
look at what's inside. An' they’s writers
everywhere. Everybody was autobiogra-
phy-writin. They style was fast as light-
nin’ They paced with expert timin® I tell
you, it was quite enlightenin! Well, one of
‘em look up an’ he goes, “Do you like
good writin?” [ go, “Yeah, yeah.” He go,
“That sweet art writin?” An’ I go, “Art!
Huh! What is it good for? Absolutely
nothin’ at all!” Then the dude holler, “Say
it again, y'all!” An’ then I knows, This
dude gonna be my main man, gonna be
my mentor, gonna be my ink-brother. No
shit. T know if T reach out he gonna be
there. Then [ find out he be Jacob Sugar-
man, the biggest baddest ghostwriter in
Hymietown.

\
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Now 'round ‘bout this time Jacob he be
workin’ on Ken Stabler's book, Winning
Isn't Everything, but You Can Buy a Fer-
rariwith the Bonus. 50 he let me come in
an’ sub for him on special situations, an’ [
commence to be learnin’ his moves.
Every day we be workin’ out hard on the
book together, me an’ him, an’ once when
we towelin' off afterward he tell me
somethin' [ remember to this day. That be
why I be writin’ it down now. He tell me,
“Irving, my man, I hear tell you be ghost-
writin’ all kinda autobiographies. All
kinda movie star and musician an’ politi-
cian an’ shit. Am I right? An 1 go, “Yeah.”
So he lay it on me, “Ain't but one kinda
celebrity you wanna write on, soul
brother. Ain’'t but onc. Ath-a-letes. You
hear me, boy? Athaletes got the complex-
ion and the connection to give you direc-
tion. Athaletes got the physique and the
mystique to be at the peak. Athaletes got
the tribulation and the motivation to give
you inspiration. Check it.”

So after that I only got two things on
my mind: athaletes and athaletics. | jump
on that Stabler book an’ I floatin’ likc a
little white butterfly an’ I stingin' like a
little Jew bee. An* Kenny, he look at my
chapters an’ he go, "My man, it’s the same
ol'book, butit’s a different style since you
come along. Next time I go score some
snow from my man Curtis [ gonna tell all
the dudes in that basement that you got
the spark an’ you got the mark to be more
than a lark. What I say!”

An’ that's when it start. One minute the
littery community see this little white
rookie comin' at 'em, next minute all they
see is lrving Lescher’s back.
R ou know
. whenyoua
| success? It
ain’t when

yo books

be

climbin’

2 the

e EnEP T charts.

It be

when some rich Jewish mama take a

shine to yo ass. It be when she decide to

show you off at her big cocktail party. You

know you won the fight when you be-
come a littery light.

White folk got strange parties, Holmes.
They don't fry no fish or barbecue no ribs
or pass around dey jug. They don't even
get down. They just stand aroun’ an’
drink they cocktails an’ talk they littery
talk an’ shit. But | likes that kinda party
‘cause you know what [ is.

They be this little fat ofay with his hair
combed over his pink scalp rappin® with
this hawk-nose skinny bitch. He go, “If
Gabe Marquez didn’t have the whimsy,
his fuckin’ books they all be flimsy” An’
the bitch go, “You ain’t zoomin’, Slim.
That Hundred Year of Solitude fill me full
of lassitude.”

o’ they

! be these

1 two bull-

neck

dyke-cunts

i talkin®

J "bout Rita

f Mae Brown.

One go, “Rita

tell it like it

be—woman gotta be free!” An’ the other

g0, “Sho nuff, sister, Through a woman’s

soul she do trek, an’ all the time she be
politically correck.”

I be eavesdroppin' on them mother-
fuckers when my she-patron come up an’
she go, "Baby, don’t you just stew an’ hate.
'Bout time you circulate.” So she steer me
over to this clot o' white ofay maggots an’
she go, “People, now you listen up—this
boy be goin’ to the top.” An’ 1 almost say,
“Don’t call me boy, bitch,” but then I re-
member 1 a little white Jew boy an’ it
don’t matter none.

0 one dude

go, “Hey,

' blood, don't
you think

{ you be
demeanin’

{ yo

inellec-
\\m i

tual ca-

pa-ci
tees by
writin' on athaletes an’ TV ce-leb-ri-tees?”
An' I go, “Say what? Yo mama, Holmes.
The book may suck, but I get the buck.
When you just write a chumpbook, it be
overlook.” So then this other mother-
fucker he go, “Boy, you just be a lackey an’
a toad. An' because o' you the litracy
erode.” An' I go, “Say what? You be wel-
comc to yo high horsc, me I just pass you
in my Porsche.”

So I be gettin' real bored, but just then
James Baldwin strut in. An’ he see me an’
he go, “Hey, blood, what be comin’
doun?’ An’ 1 slap him a high five an’ go,
“Hey, brother James, what you be tellin'
on the mountain these days?" An’ he go,
“Hey, brother, you notice they be a hoop
out there in the garage?” An' 1 go, “No
shit, Slim. I got me a ball in the trunk o'
my Porsche.” So he go, "Let’s shoot some
hoop, blood. Let’s shoot some hoop.” An’ I
go, "Right on, brother!”

But o' course, none of that shit really
happen, 'cause [ ain't a soul brother. I be
just a little white Jew boy, so when
brother James walk in, I just ignore him
like everybody else in the room.

Sa I be bared pretty bad till later my
she-patron take me up to her boo-dwar,
She go, “Boy, look like you be the next
Thomas Wolfe.” An’ I go, “"Baby, you can
have yo web an’ yo rock, 1 just want you to
suck my little pink cock. An' if you sit on
me an’ spin, baby, I never go home again.”
50 we had us some fun an’ shit.
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A GAME OF WORDS Like when the Juice get old. O. J. starts  inellectual, so 1 likes that. We even drive
runnin’ so much like hisself, the dudes  all ‘round Europe lookin® for a war so we
know where he gonna cut. You know? S0 can be drivin’ ambulances, but we can’t
: ou they tackle his ass. That what happen to  find none. After three months of that shit
know  me, Holmes. I be paradin’ mysell. I be ready (o write again. Sometime you
how hard othen  gotta train, so you can limber up the
it be for nobody want  brain. 1 be ready. Home. All’s | hadda do
Super to fuck with  now was mect the right mother who
| Bowl Irving  want they autobiography writ.
champs to Lescher.
5% repeat? Lance ater on,
Mother- Rentzel A the
fuckers get get some- editors of
complacent, Slim. When the line kick body Life say
back, the quarterback get sack. Man gots else o they was a
to stay on his toes if'n he don't want the  write his book. Totie Fields get somebody little
woces. else. Even Bill Gaddis get Tom Pynchon nervous
Maybe that will happen to me. For  to write his'n. Look like Irving Lescher be ‘bout
years my books be makin' number one.  losin' momentum. Look like Irving approachin’
For years | be walkin’ 'round with my  Lescher be down for the count, Home. me with a

index finger stuck up. So finally I gets
complacent. An' not just dat, but mother-
fuckers be gunnin’ for my ass. Suddenly
everybody gots theyselves a revenge
motive, You know, Norman an' Gore an’
Truman. All them guys who be always dey
bridegroom but never dey bride.

So when I come out with My Life in
Johnny'’s Shadow by David Brenner (with
Irving Lescher) motherfuckers rip me
up. Motherfuckers say [ be paradin’ my-
self. You know. Like when Papa wrote
Across Dey River an’ into Dey Trees.
Motherfuckers say he be paradin’ hisself.

But fuck that. I jumps up at the count o'
nine an’ goes to Spain. [ know it be time to
be trainin' again, So I gets me a fancy
hotel room an’ orders up a goatskin o’
wine, That shit be good, Jack. I be drinkin’
that shit on the patio, watchin’ the mamas
go by. Them Spanish ladies got black hair,
but they skin be white as a brother’s
teeth. I'm talkin’ fine.

An' then I goes to the bullfights. Iang
out with Bill an' Jake an' Brett. The bulls
remind me of my own self. An’ then on
weekends we go fishin. We talk about
writin’ a lot, but I's a littlc white Jew

new project. They say my last few books
was a parade of my own self, an' they
afraid T can't regain my former glory. Hal-
lelujah. They decides they take a chance.
They hears I just be back from Spain an’
shit, an’ they knows a dude be ready to
write, be back from Spain. They go,
“Lescher, you solve our worries if you be
the one to launch our series. We know
you won't try to soap us, but try to write
yo magnum opus.”

Every great artist need his master-
piece. Rembrandt gots his Mona Lisa.
Tolstoy gots his Brothers Dostoyevski.

continued on page 82
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A Modern<Day Football Fable

by Patrick Weathers and Sid Bartholomew

Cradled just
west of the Mis-
sissippi River, in
the southern
portion of the
U.S.A,, lies the
great state of
Arkansas. It is
an untamed
land of endless
beauty, where
deep in the for-
ests of the Ozark
Mountains one
might slip upon
the droppings of
a beast of myth-
ological proportions—a wily and powerful
swine and the namesake of that Arkansas foot-
ball dynasty, the Razorbacks,

“WOO0000—PIG! SOUIE!"

The legendary gridiron powerhouse had
fallen upon bad luck, manifested in a long and
exhausting losing season. Player and fan alike
slumped beneath a cloud of despair that hung
over the Arkansas hills like a deep, impermea-
ble fog.

The Big Red hapless Hawgs were engaged in a
grucling contest against their arch rivals, the
Texas Longhorns. Even with the Longhorns’
third-string players on the ficld, the game still
looked like a rout.

“...Well, here we are in the midst of the sec-
ond quarter and the Longhorns are leadin’ it by
a WHOPPIN' SIX TD'S and a safery. Coach Hat-
ficld just can’t scem to muster a rally from his
once mighty Pigs.”

To add to the humiliation of the Razorbacks,
the Texas coach began substituting alumni
members and Longhorn cheerleaders for his
regular players, saving them for "a more worthy
opponent.” Hard-bellied young women and
fragile-boned clderly gentlemen were scen
suiting up on the Texas sidelines,

“Now, to attempt the extra point for the
Longhorns, distinguished Texas alumnus
and past president of the Southwestern Procto-
logical Association, Dr, Charles R. Jenkins...
AAAANNNDDD...THE KICK IS GOOD!"

What had begun as a festive collegiate event

was beginning
to resemble a
cruel hoax,

At halftime,
a weary Coach
Hatfield cow-
cred in the
locker room
with a horrified
Arkansas team.

“Wwell, men,
only one thing
can save the
Razorbacks
from the embar-
rassment of a
total defeat,”
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said the coach as he sweated like a whore in
Sunday school. “Do any of you know what that
might be?”

The players looked at one another as they
searched for the answer. “A steak and baked
potato?” “A trip to the Little Rock girlie show?”

“NO, MEN! ONLY A MIRACLE!" exclaimed the
coach. "FROM HEAVEN!"

Meanwhile, high in the Arkansas bleachers,
in the clarinet scction of the pep band, sat a
quiet, unassuming young coed named Joan.

As the lowly Pigs took to the ficld once again,
the band director lifted his baton in an attempt
to extract a dose of spirit from the liule orches-
tra, Suddenly Joan became detached! An un-
earthly chill encompassed her frail frame. She
could no longer focus on the tiny notes of
music before her. For amoment she feltas ifshe
might faint or suffer a massive discharge. Joan
seanned the heavens as if to engage in a mind-
lock with the deities. A luminous aura sur-
rounded her as the heavens opened and
belched out her name.

“JOAN! JOAN! JOAN OF ARKANSAS!!!"”

The language was football, the message was
winning, and
the voice was
that of the late,
great COACH
PAUL “BEAR"
BRYANT (only
the winningest
coach of all
time).

Joan knocked
the silly hat
from her head
and, brandish-
ing her expen-
sive clarinet,
boldly cut a path

to the Arkansas

The voice of the “Bear” thundered from the
sky, “NOW LISTEN HERE. YOUNG LADY! GO
FORTH AND WIN THIS FOOTBALL GAME!"

“But how, Coach Bryant?" Joan earnestly
inquired.

“HELL! PULL THE OLE ‘STATUE OF LIBERTY"
ON 'EM. YOUNG LADY. IIEE! IIEE! HEE! THE
BASTARDS WON'I' KNOW WHETHER TO SHIT
OR FALL BACK IN IT!"

“Pull the ‘Statue of Liberty' on them?”

Coach Hatfield, overhearing the girl's words,
dropped his hecadsct and exclaimed, “That's not
a bad idea, little lady!”

As Joan donned the armor of the modern-day
crusader, the Razorbacks kneeled reverently
around her. Then she called the play.

“Give me the ‘Statue of Liberty' on HUTT.”

The ball was snapped and Joan received the
hike. She graccfully dropped back into the
pocket, cocking her dainty arm as if 1o pass.
Culdesac Williams, the Arkansas scatback,
grabbed the ball from Joan’s hand in a perfect
exchange and poured on the steam to pay dirt.
Joan called a quarterback keeper for the conver-

sion and the
Razorbacks had
dght points on
the board.

Joan self-
assuredly led
the team to a
kickoff forma-
tion, where she
gingerly toed
the ball for aper-
fect onsides
kick. Razorback
tackle Elijah
Handy fell onthe
ball. The crowd
was astonished!

Joan quickly called a huddle and assembled
her enthusiastic teammates for the next play.
Joan crouched, pressing her eager hands
between the ample thighs of “Smilin'" Bom-
manitious Calhoun. Then she barked the
signal.

“...Thirteen...fourteen...JAILBAIT...
HUTT! HUTT! Sixty-ninel™

It was the “flca flicker” on sixty-nine. Arkan-
sas fans roared as Console Murphy took the
flick and squirted through the Texas defense
like shit through a goose. The Razorbacks were
on the board again.

Play after play the visionary clarinetist-
mrned-quarterback led the Hawgs in a relent-
less rally to overtake the Longhorns. When the
final gun sounded, the scoreboard read: Arkan-
sas 63, Texas 44. The crowd went wild.

The next day every major publication in the
nation ran headline stories heralding the mir.
aculous win in Arkansas and the young woman
who had led it.

The Arkansas fans were a story unio them-
selves, Razorback fever was at such a pitch it
made Hiroshima look like a dress rehearsal.
The game’s outcome and Joan's performance
had been so miraculous, Arkansas Catholics
were prompted to call for canonization by papal
authorities,

Joan readied the team for their trip to Dallas
and the all-important game with the Mustangs
of Southern Methodist.

She led the men through grueling prac-
tice sessions
with messianic
intensity, After
her sweat-pop-
ping, soul-de-
veloping work-
outs, the men
would hoist Joan
upon their com-
modious shoul-
ders and shuitle
her to the show-
ers, Here flesh
and spirits were
lifted in a hand-
holding, heart-
thumping, com-

lllustrated by Sidney Jackson Bartholomew, Jr.
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munal rendi-
tion of "Kum-
ba-yal."

This fervent
piety was fol-
lowed by a rau-
cous, good-
natured towel
fight, a high-
spirited display
of male bonding
and sphincter
hijinls.

To avoid the
potential sting
of a well-rolled
terry-cloth “rat

tail,” Joan sought refuge by squeczing beneath
a siall door. Her narrow nostrils immediately
flared. She was not alone.

“Yo! Does you remember me?” said the
Arkansas center, regally ensconced on the
toilet, attempting to pinch a loaf, "My name is
Lamar Germaine
Calhoun, but
peoples calls me
Bommanitious.
Manitious be
1..G., which
stan’ fo' lamar
Germaine.”

led it by seven.

Joan sat alone on the Arkansas bench in a
state of complete meditation. By late in the sec-
ond quarter the Mustangs had chalked up a
sizable lead. In desperation the Arkansas fans
began to chant. :

“JOAN! JOAN! JOAN OF ARKANSAS!"

She opened her cyes, tossed aside her warm-
up blanket, and sprang to her feet, Again the
men kneeled in reverence. Again she crouched
and pressed her wanting hands inside the sub-
s 1 thighs of
“Smilin'" Bom-
manitious Cal-
houn. Joan
barked the
signal.

“HUTT! HUTT!
NEGROES LONG
ON THIRTY-
FOUR...HUTT!"

She ook the
snap and, drop-
ping back, let go
aspiral from her
own ten. The
ball stayed aloft
for what d
like minuies, then began a downward arch into
the competent waiting hands of all-American

Through this
sensual on-
slaught, Joan
managed to
look relaxed
and attentive,

"Bomman-
itious is a lovely
name," she
gushed. “But I am afraid I'm a bitabsentminded.
I can’t seem to remember what position you
play.”

“Sho nuff?" said Bommanitious, the ole meta-
phorical light bulb appearing above his head.
“Maybe dis will help you remember.” Lifting his
enormous bulk off the seat, Bommanitious
turned back-
wards in the
stall (no mean
feat in itself)
and assumed
his bent-kneed,
head-up, hands-
down position.

“Center!" gas-
ped Joan before
falling spcech-
less at the en-
trance of the
athlete’s poop
chute.

Finally, the

day of the big

game ardw:d Joan opu:m:d the festivities stand-

ing erect on the fifty-yard line, wailing the

national anthem in an impeccable impression
of Frankie Valli at bay. The crowd went wild!

Joan opted to sit out the first quarter, sending
the Razorbacks blindly into battle against a Mus-
tang team “hell-

15,19 j bent” on victory.
E J'Anm\iT* ® The open-
?\\C"- ""“‘""“ ing kickoff

resembled the
collision of two
locomotives, It
was anybody's
ball, but when
the whistle
blew, the Mus-
tangs had
recovered deep
in Razorback
territory. A
moment later
the Mustangs

candidate Indelible Worthy.

“JOAN! JOAN! JOAN OF ARKANSAS!"

Joan led the Razorbacks through a record-
breaking second half and to another decisive
victory. The final score was a stunning 83-21.
Joan  shyly
waved to the
crowd as her
teammates car-
ried her atop
their considera-
ble shoulders
from the grid-
iron to the
showers.

Since the un-
foreseen argival
of Juiln. the
Razorbacks had
wrned a disas-
trous scason
into a Bowl bid
against the nation’s number-one independent,
Notre Dame.

The nation was abuzz with football fever, bur
talk was turning to turmoil as the Catholic uni-
versity, Notre Dame, was faced with the option
of combating “Saint” Joan. The Cotton Bowl
was beginning

1o resemble a
cow pod—the
longer you
stirred it, the
more it stank.

Refusing to
supply any fuel
to the rumor
mills, Joan
wirned down all
requests for in-
terviews, prefer-
ring instead to
spend her spare
time in the ath-

—————— lectic dorm
g her with their studies.

New Year's Eve, and the Razorbacks arrived in
Dallas by bus. The “miracle” team was greeted
by hundreds of enthusiastic supporters and
curiosity seckers,

The Fighting Irish arrived in confusion. It
seems the Irish's center, Terrence “Squirts”
0O'Grady, had circulated a bogus papal doctrine
disclaiming Joan of Arkansas and labeling her a
heretic, The players began to ¢chant,

“BURN HER! BURN HER! BURN HER!"

As usual the first series of downs was played

without the
guldance of
Joan. The Razor-
backs found
themselves in a
fourth-and-
fourteen situa-
tion. Naturally,
they punted.
Danny “Suds”
McCarthy
caught the ball
and scampered
in for the touch-
down.

Once the Irish
were on the
board they poured on the pressure, In the first
half of play, Notre Dame leaped ahead 46-3.

If the first half had been tough on the Arkan-
sas players, it must have seemed like purgatory
compared to the hell the Irish dealt to them
early in the second, as they continued to domi-
naie the game.

Late in the
third guarter of
play, the Arkan-
sas fans inter-
rupied Joan's
spiritual odys-
sey with the
now famous
chant,

“JOAN! JOAN!
JOAN OF
ARKANSASI"

Joan opened
her eyes and
once again rose

—= to take the
helm. Again her teanunates kneeled in rever-
ence as she called the play.

“GIVE ME SAUSAGE DOWN THE CHUTE ON
THIRTY-THREE!"

Joan slowly but confidently slid her sainted
hands between the thighs of “Smilin' Bom-
manitious Calhoun. As if on cue the Notre
Dame fans
began to chant.

“BURN HER!
BURN HER!
BURN HER!”

As she barked
the signal the
entire Fighting
Irish defensive
line jumped
offsides, and
in a turbulent
surge, scrubbed
Joan of Arkansas
the entire
length of the
field.

Joan was whisked by ambulance to the Dallas
Burn and Trauma Unit, where she was treated
for severe carpet burns she had received from
the abrasive Astroturf,

The Fighting Irish trounced the Razorbacks
that day, 63-3.

Editor’s note:
Joan of Arkansas
would never
again pick up
the pigskin. To-
day she is gain-
fully employed
as a diamond
distributor for
the Amway Cor-
poration. She
lives near Fay-
etteville with
her husband,
Bommanitious,
They have one
child, | |
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THE MILLION-DOLLAR KID

continued from page 36

seen the guy with the gun at the theater.
1 didn't want to talk about that. I came
right to the point. She didn’t deny it.
How, I asked, could 1 sleep with my
boss’s girlfriend? He owed me a million
dollars! We started arguing, | can’t han-
dle conflicts, so I did what Talways do
when [ argue—I cleaned my apartment.
It was a good, long fight, so I got a lot
done. I took out the garbage, did the
dishes. | even had time to repot a plant
and shampoo the rug. By the time I was
out on the ledge doing the windows, she
was gone.

She went home, packed her things,

salled Rockwell, blabbed everything in a
fit of hysterics, then left Dallas. Rock-
well, in turn, made a phone call to his
lawyer and asked one question: “Do they
pay if he's dead?”

On reflection, | don’t think he was the
guy I should have gone to for help.

After my three friends drove back
from Fort Worth and released the gun-
man, they came up with a plan. This time
they would make sure the body they
snatched was mine. Tiny would sit in the
very top row of the stadium and signal
Whitey, who would look for the signal,
then run in and tell Curly. who would be
in the runway waiting for me when the
game was over. The two of them would
grab me. It seemed simple enough.

It was the last game of the season. We
had a chance to capture fifth place. As a
result, the stadium was packed. Even the
commissioner was there. Going into the

ninth it was a tie game, thanks in part to
Footsy, who only lost his arm twice.
With one out [ hit a ground ball to short.
The ball came to first a few feet ahead of
me, but the ball never made it. I heard a
whizzing past my car. In midair the ball
rose and flew up the right-ficld line. |
was thinking, What a funny thing for a
ball to do, when I heard the whizzing
sound again. This time I had a bullet hole
in my sleeve. The first baseman gave me
one of those what-the-fuck-is-going-on
looks. Two more whizzes hit the dirt in
front of me. I turned and saw a flash
come from high atop the stadium, Some-
one with a rifle. I began to run. I didn't
know where to go, but my baseball
instincts sent me to second. I rounded
second and headed tor third, juking all
the way. | rounded third. I igured as long
as [ was on the field I'd try to win the
game. The throw to home beat me by a
mile, but it didn’t matter. The catcher
got shot and dropped the ball. 1 was safe.
We won the game! We were in fifth
place!

All the pent-up frustrations of the last
few days suddenly crupted. I grabbed a
bat and stormed up into the stands
toward the guy with the gun. The rest of
the team had flattened to the ground
when the shooting started. Now they
were mad. They followed me. brandish-
ing bats. Fans were falling all around us
as Rockwell’s sniper shovblindly: Shricks
of terror flled the stadium, Fans were in
the aisles sobbing and praying. A sta-
dium cop ran over to Rockwell. “Boss!”
he screamed. “The fans are getting
killed!" Rockwell shrugged, “Fuck ‘em!
They didn’t come to one damn game

=

= zfﬂ,?r

A SELDOM-USED BASEBALL
SI6NAL WHICH MEANS “STOP!
THROWING LIKE A GIRL/"
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all year and now they're crying!”

There was sheer pandemonium as fans
were climbing over each other trying to
get out while others stormed the field in
celebration of our capturing fifth place.
It was a sea of humanity, pushing cvery
which way, and though we were cutting
a path with our bats through that mess
of humans, it took forever. Even with
Raven'’s stirring organ rendition of Cole
Porter’s “Begin the Beguine” urging
us on.

At my side I found a hysterical Rock-
well. 1 thought he was there to help me,
s0 1 handed him a bat. Instead he
pointed at me and screamed up to the
sniper, “Not the customers! HIM!!™ Sud-
denly he fell backwards, and a dark red
stain oozed from his shirt. I thought he
was shot. But he wasn’t. He had been hit
in the stomach with a jelly doughnut
thrown by a fan.

Meanwhile, upstairs, Tiny hadn't real-
ized a thing, like why forty thousand
frantic people were suddenly in a panic.
All he felt was a tickling sensation under
his armpit. When he finally looked
down, he saw to his surprise a gunman
hidden behind his seat, using him as a
shield and firing a rifle. He nonchalantly
told him 1o stop it, and when ignored,
followed it up with a smash to the head
with his binoculars, knocking the gun-
man out, saving the day, and finally
ending the season.

Well, as you can imagine, it was pretty
crazy. Lily came back to the stadium and
searched the ruins. She found Rockwell
where the fans had left him, under a pile
of half-eaten hot dogs, peanuts, pretzels,
and beer. She cleaned him off and then
they hugged, swearing they'd never part,
even if he had to go to jail. Rockwell
eventually got out of the baseball busi-
ness and into the bogus-medical-degree
business. Eventually the two of them got
married. So did ). P and Heather Gale. [
didn't even know they knew each other.

You might think I was bummed out
by all this. Well, I wasn’t. You see, who
should I bump into in the stands but
Gilda. She was leaning over her brother
Glen, who had been shot but was still
shouting happily, “We're NUMBER
FIVE!!" We got to talking, and she said
she had never seen a locker room
before. So we left Glen, and [ took her
down through the wnnel, where we
were both kidnapped by Whitey and
Curly. When we got to their car, Tiny
joined us. The five of us drove to Mon-
tana, where | married Gilda, The three
of them acted as my best man.

After my honeymoon, I received an
envelope from the new owner of the
Marauders. Because of the great year I'd
had, he'd doubled my bonus, Included in
the envelope was an [IOU for two million
dollars.

You gotta love the game! M
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PRICELESS
COLLECTOR'S
ITEMS FROM

NATIONAL
LAMPOON

BOOK

Tenth Anniversary
Anthology, Volume | Half of our best tenth
anniversary book ever—and the first hall. $4.95

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

[ National Lampoon Tenth Anniversary,
Deluxe Edition This one is hurdbound, for
painful dropping on one’s foot. $19.95

[} National L Foto Fi Funnics
told through fotos. Funny. $2.95  No. | 1980

[_] National Lampoon High School Yearbook
Parody Critically accluimed across America, this
one still has its surviving writers chuckling. $4.95

[] National Lampoon Sunday Newspaper
Parody A sequel to the High School Yearbook,
though the two have nothing in common. $4.95

[] The Best Of National Lampoon, No. 4
Just the good shit from 1972-1973. $2.50

[J] The Best of National Lampoon, No. 5
The best stff from 1973-1974. §2.50

) The Best of National Lampoon, No. 7
Encompassing 1975-1976, $2.50

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

[] The Best of National Lampoon, No. 9
But we managed to hold the line on prices during
1978-1980. $3.95

] National Lampoon's Animal House The full-
color. illustrated book on which the movie was not
based. This came later. $2.95

[l Nationai Lampoon Deluxe Edition of
Animal House Curbon-dating has proven this
edition’s longevity 1o be worth an extra two bucks,
$4.95

[J 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 Even worse than the First
£205

[[] National Lampoon True Faets The original,
uncensored work. now available in English. [tall
happened. $2.95

[JJ National Lampoon Cemics Not the stand-ups,

just the lay-downs. $2.50

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

MAGAZINES

$5.00 EACH

[J MARCH 1972 / Escape!

] JUNE 1972 ) Science Fietion

I JULY 1972 | Surprise!

[ AUGUST 1972 / The Miracle of Democruey
[1 SEPTEMBER 1972 / Borcdom

[J OCTOBER 1972/ Those Fabulous Sixties
[ NOVEMBER 1972 / Decudence

[ DECEMBER 1972 / FEusier in December
1 APRIL 1973 | Prejudice

[ MAY 1973 / Fraud

[J JUNE 1973 / Violence

L] JULY 1973 | Madern Times

[] SEPTEMBER 1973 / Postwar

[J OCTOBER 1973 / Banana lssue

[J NOVEMBER 1973/ Sports

[J DECEMBER 1973 / Scli-indulgence

CJ JANUARY 1974/ Animals

1 MAY 1974 / Fifticth Anniversary

[ TAUGUST 1974 / Isolutionism and Tooth Care
] SEPTEMBER 1974 / Old Agc

LI NOVEMBER 1974 / Civies

1 JANUARY 1975 / No lssue

[] FEBRUARY 1975 / Love and Romance
1 MAY 1975 / Medicine

[J AUGUST 1975 / Justice

[J SEPTEMBER 1975 / Uack to College

[L] OCTOBER 1975 / Cullector's Tssue

[J NOVEMBER 1975 / Work

[ DECEMBER 1975 / Moncy

[LJ JANUARY 1976 / Scerct Issu

[J FEBRUARY 1976 / Artwis and Models
I MARCH 1976 / In Like a Lion

[J APRIL 1976 / Olympic Sports

[0 MAY 1976 / Unwanted Foreignen

[] AUGUST 1976 / Summer Scx

[] SEPTEMBER 1976 / The Lutest ssue

[] OCTOBER 1976 / The Funny Pages

[ NOVEMBER 1976 / Ix Democraey Fixed!
[ DECEMBER 1976 / Selling Ow

[ JANUARY 1977 / Surclire Issuc

[ FEBRUARY 1977 ! JIFK Remaugural

[T MARCH 1977 / Science and Technology
[ APRIL 1977 / Ripping the Lid off TV

[J JUNE 1977 | Curcers

[ JULY 1977 / Nusty Sex

[ AUGUST 1977 / Cheap Thrills

[ SEPTEMBER 1977 / Grow Up’

[] OCTOBER 1977 / All Beailes
[[1NOVEMBER 1977 / Lilesiyles

[ DECEMBER 1977 / Christmas i Degember
[ JJANUARY 1978 | The Role of Sex i History
[ FEBRUARY 1978 / Spring Fascismoan Proview
[J MARCH 1978 / Crime und Pumistimem

[J APRIL 1978 / Spring Cleaning

TIMAY 1978 ) Fumilies

1 JUNE 1978 / The Wild West

[JJULY 1978 / 10l Aniversary
[TAUGUST 1978 / Todin s Teens

[] SEPTEMBER 1978 / Siyle

[ JOCTOBER 1978 / Enie

$4.00

L] APRIL 1979 / April Fool
] MAY 1979 | International Terrorism

[ AUGUST 1979 / Summer Vacation

[ OCTOBER 1979 / Comedy

[l DECEMBER 1979/ Success

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

[[] APRIL 1980 / Vengeunce

] MAY 1980 / Sex Roles

[J JUNE 1980 / Fresh Air

[ JULY 1980 / Shime. Swill. and Politics
[ AUGUST 1980 / Anxicty

[ SEPTEMBER 1980 / The Pust

[ OCTOBER 1980 /| Aggression

[ NOVEMBER 1980 / Potpourri

1 DECEMBER 1980 / Fun Tukes a Holiday
[ FEBRUARY 1981 / Sin

[71MARCH 1981 / Women and Dogs

1 APRIL 1981 / Chuos

[ MAY 1981 / Nuked Ambition
[[JJUNE 1981 / Romance

[TJULY 1981 / Endless. Mindless Summer Sex
1 AUGUST 1981 / Lets Get It Up, America!
[] SEPTEMBER 1981 / Back to Schowl

[[] OCTOBER 1981 / Movics

[[] NOVEMBER 1981 / TV und Why It Sucks
[ DECEMBER 1981 / Whuat's Hip?

[[] JANUARY 1982 / Sword and Sorcery

[[] FEBRUARY 1982 / The Sexy Issue

[ MARCH 1982 / Foud Fight

[] APRIL 1982 / Failurc

1 MAY 1982 / Crime

[]JUNE 1982 / Do It Yoursell

[1JULY 1982 / Sporting Lite

[ AUGUST 1982 / The New West

[[] SEPTEMBER 1982 / Hor Sex!
[JOCTOBER 1982 / 0. C. and Stiggs

[ NOVEMBER 1982 / Economic Recovery
[[1 DECEMBER 1982 / E.T. Issuc

$3.00 EACH

[JJANUARY 1983 / The Top Stories of 1983
[) FEBRUARY 1983 / Raging Comroversy
) MARCH 1983 / Tamper-Proof Issue

[ APRIL 1983 / Swimsuit

[ MAY 1983 / The South Scas

[ JUNE 1983 | Adults Only

] JULY 1983 / Vacation!

[ ] AUGUST 1983 / Science and Bud Manners
[ SEPTEMBER 1983 / Big Anniversary lsue
[] OCTOBER 1983 / Dilated Pupils

[] NOVEMBER 1983 / No Score

[) DECEMBER 1983 / Huliday Jeers

71 JANUARY 1984 / Time Parody lssuc

[[] FEBRUARY 1984 | All-Comics Issuc

[1 MARCH 1984 / The 605" Greatest Hits

] APRIL 1984 / You Cun Parody Anything
(1 MAY 1984 | Baseball Preview

[J JUNE 1984 | This Summer’s Movies

] JULY 1984 / Special Summer Fun

(1 AUGUST 1984 / Unofficial Olympics Guide
[] SEPTEMBER 1984 / Fall Fashions
[1OCTOBER 1984 [ Just Good Stfl

[T NOVEMBER 1984 / The Accidental lssue
'] DECEMBER 1984 / T'he last of the old NL
[ JANUARY 1985 / Good Clean Sex

[ FEBRUARY 1985 / A Misguided Tour of New York
) MARCH 1985 / The Bust of 15 Years

[J MAY 1985 / Celebrity Ruast

[ JUNE 1985 / The Doug Kenney Collection
[ JULY 1985 / Youth at Play

[ AUGUST 1985 / All-New True Facts

[ SEPTEMBER 1985 / Lusi Issue

[J OCTOBER 1985 / Music Issue

[ NOVEMBER 1985 / Mad As Hell

[] PECEMBER 1985 / Reagan and Revenge

[] National Lampoon Binders Vinyl binders
with tough metal “rods™ $5.50 each. $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 from a given year. Well. not exactly given,
— 1975 1979 _ 1983 _ Vinyl binder
— 1976 1980 _ 1984 _ Casc binder
— 1977 1981 _ 1985 $24.00 each
— 1978 __ 1982
If issues in any given year are not listed
above, please select replacements for missing
issues.

It is imperative that | acquire the items checked above inorder to keep my home humor collection complete.
| 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. If I'm a New York State
resident I'm adding 8% percent sales tax. which is another mutier entirely.

Name (please print)

Address

City

Tortal amonnt enclosed S

State Zip.

Tear out the whole page with items checked, enclose check or money order, and mail to:
National Lampoon, Dept. 586, 635 Madison Avenuc, New York, N.Y. 10022
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Are you tired of the same old sports? Do you know that most sports are older than Ronald Reagan? Do you turn on the
tube and wish for something a little more exotic? Well, then you're probably ready for. ..

P

“
o o
S e e

BOWLING FOR DOGOIES debuted at Livestock Lanes in Dallas last year with much fanfare and clamor by fans of canine carnage.
Sadly, the tournament broke up when bowlers complained about the disparity in dog sizes and when one very large, very angry St.
Bernard named Rambo ran amok in the vending area.
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No one has described this next sport better than one of its champions,
Wrestlin’ Whitman, the poet of pummel, the bard of brawn, Listen:
“This is CROSS-COUNTRY WRESTLING,

About which there’s not much to say,

Just don’t be caught in bed nestling

And get the heck out of their way!

Their path’s all strewn with corpses ‘n’ wreckage

And they’re not insured for collision ‘n’ breakage.

Cross-Country Wrestling, a bleedin’ good sport.

If | were you I'd get going before they make port.

They tear up the land, molest all the gentry,

So pray you don't see ‘em before the next century.”

Convriaht © 200% National | ampoon Inc.




In the rough-and-tumble world
of UNIBOXING it helps to have
more than one personality. The
best of these schizo scufflers
have a dozen or mare maniacs
hidden inside them who they
imagine work in their corner, go
for cigarettes, and shout encour-
agement while they pound
themselves senseless in a
padded ring.

Just who would care to see such
a thing is not yet clear. But busi-
ness seems good, with each
spectator buying two or more
tickets.




POLISH VAULTING is no joke and is a little hard to explain. To
play you need at least twenty people and a ham in a big pile. You
need a pole and you need a Pole with the mentality of a bowl-
ing ball. It is said that when it comes to Polish Vaulting, Lech

Walesa, Wojciech Jaruzelski, and the pope all agree: “Gonad
Karushka”—*We love it!”

mo&
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Under General Secretary of the Party
Gorbachey, those who wish to emi-
grate from the Soviet Union are
allowed to do so. However, they don’t
just leave, they are literally thrown out.
To do this the Commissar for Sports
and Heavy Industrial Greases has
created a new sport, THE SOVIET
PEOPLE'S THROW. There are plenty
of rules.

TUBA DIVING. Virtuoso divers have
reached a depth of two hundred feet,
hitting bottom just as they hit their
lowest note. So what if returning to the
surface with a tuba filled with water
presents some difficulty? So what if
one’s last com-pah-pah coincides with
a visit by a school of music-loving
mako sharks? So what if diver and in-
strument are packed away in the lunch
box of a whale? Without challenge life
is not worth living. Alas, having faced
this challenge, many brave artists have
tooted their last submarine symphonies
among the flounder in farewell con-

certs, center stage, at Davy Jones’s Hall.

Waoman’s champion Ludmilla Zhlubchenko. Rare photograph taken just before photographer lef the country.

———
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VOLLEYBOMB Arcb-style is so popular in Beirut that the Third World Cup has been held there for the last ten years. Players from
rapidly changing sides run toward each other shauting appropriate slogans about mothers and pigs and carrying the explosive of
choice. Although this game appears pointless to sane people, it has attracted many ardent practitioners all over the Arab world and is
now played by them in airports and shopping arcades in Western Europe. Next year’s cup match will be in Teheran. May Allah give
them much ammunition and bless them with good aim.

COMPUTER HUNTING. To know the thrill of hunting by computer, to kill with the press of a key, to always be within range of a tasty little
doe, a noble stog, even a stupid little porcupine is now possible with new software available to Computer Hunters. Using the newest
technology, a hunter in the field need only stand up occasionally, to run like hell. Still, when all the bugs are worked out and those small
towns in Vermont are rebuilt, we know that this is the sort of sport that will really take off. We hape it lands in the right place, that's all.
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520 (ooD Luck,| | BAAAY=- IT LOOKS LIKE OLIVER'S
7\7%\) KID/ HAVING A HARD TIME GETTIN G
| THE HANG OF HIS NEW JOB/
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GOSH I THS |15 AWFUL./ MAYBE 2, HE'S BAD!WHAT
YOUD BETER NoT LODK/ %%Ewu 71-115?2?
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ONLY BE ABLE TO SAVE.
v D THE METAL PARTS...
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LOOKS LIKE AWHOLE. NEW DEAL FOR OLLIE/
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IN THIS ROOM THE DAMAGE
WAS THE WORST, STEVE.

<= ‘@ ﬂ |
= eupho - ' _ ((,Lﬁ >
E \ e ENTERS THE L\ = 5‘\ — W . \

TROPOLITAN * [gB /@ i
SELIM OF ART « //'/A / '// % s e
& = l./.‘f ’\\\\ 1 ) i H": ~

SOMEONE OR SOMETHING PASSED )=/ | LOOKS LIKE YOU'LL HAVE TO I'M SMOKIN' SMOOTH,

‘ CHANGE. THE NAME OF THIS LONG-BURNIN’ KAPOK !
PLACE TO THE METROPOLITAN TO FILL A PtPE ORFILL A
MUSEUM OFMRTZ HA!HA!

W&@%f&ﬁ éf;:glo supat” | (T TiERE, 'revev iR A dickioLweR.
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N 1- FART ENTERS
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[{I}Kﬁ METHANEZ, ONE > FLOR LAMP.
=R(THERE'S) \oFUR 6UARDS! )., , « FART

= H M ( % A KNOCKS OUT
PERPETRATOR .
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70 NATIONAL LAMPOON
Coovriaht © 2007 National | amopoon Inc.



€ E L | B AT E P € K
SPRAwWULING mASS 0F b IsmAL GRAY conCRere g
EETHING wiTH VICE AND WICKED veSS . THEY SAY THAT =

VERY |§ SECONDS A MORTAL JIN s CommITTED N T £ CITY.

A SCREAM PIERCES THE STILLNESS 7 !
OF THE VIRGIN NIGHT AR, can [ say? ['m a sap b A Sock v THE p

in a{rlsfi\g;s'_

[AMY YEARS 2 F
RIGOROVS TRAMNING
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Take your piC.

Take the lens on the left. It's our PR
35-135mm OneTouch Macro {35, a B N .
dramatically clear, all-purpose '
zoom that’s a mere 3%
inches long.

Or take the Cosina
39-200mm One-Iouch Macro
f40 on the right: everything

just 4%2 inches.
Like all Cosina lenses, both are
. backed by a phenomenal

g &o;“f”&c&i- s 10-year limited warranty.
\'%.-a e

So you can choose either one,
and you'll know you've picked a winner.

COSINA

Cosina America lnc., 1480 N. Lakevigw Ave., Anaheim, CA 92807, For more information, call 800-821.0186. In California , call 800-228-2392 or 714-779-7751.

\Ts So GORERT To G€ 99T oF HiGH

geHaoL pouLTs ARE DIGNIFEp
aN‘) L[/ ~, RESCECTFGL  AND Trns
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MADE MY FAVORITE GUITAR PICK

INT& A NECKLACE AND T WANT You To

WEAR IT FOREVER BUT YouU HA\.‘E TO
FROMISE 1o NEVER

TALK TO ANY OTHER
6UYs /CAVSE
YoU'RE MY
BIRLFRIEND
NOW.

TVE FINALLY - GOT

[T CAN'T BE MY PERSONAL|TY, 'CAUSE

A ReAL BOYFRIEND.

1 CAN'T BELIEVE HE LIKES
ME, TROTS.

IT CAN'T B MY L0oKS, ‘CAUSE- T'M

A ToTALLY DUMPY,
BROSS, FAT TUB.

{'M NOT FOPULAR OR ANY-THING,

f(a; 03
[ '
B8 .
1 " 7
Fl‘
{ ety | iy
— f/’:}j’% .

MY PARENTE VM\‘ eLOTHES
ARENT RICH. AREN'T (ool .

1

11 CAN'T BE THAT HE :msT WANTS
1o GET IN MY PANTS,
I'M NOT SEXY AT ALL,

I

THIS MUST BE SOME CRUEL JokE
4 HE'S COOKED UP 10 ENTERTAIN

HI5 FRIENDS AT MY /
EXPENSE /
[ “3]

2

1
Hey, EoNNua-'
LETS 6o 'GET ;
ICE CREAM, o5, &
AI‘DNL,{\ ],l. FoR A
= = i RELATION SHIP.
- 0. ¥
0 0 -
® Eo }@ &
N, . S
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ENTERTAINMENT ¥

OF 1961 RAVE ANG AMIRTAM GROUSE SPEND
ﬁa’Er.E" SRRING GETAWAY WEEKEND IN THE BORSCHT FELT.

I cAME TO BE |

ﬂ” ART:DREW FRIEDMAN SCRIPT: JOSH ALAN FRIEDMAN o19se

IT WAS ENTERTAINMENT THEY WANTED. AND
ENTERTAINVIENT THEY GO THAT NIGHT. (HAVE
BROKE IN HIS FINEST BQGGYPWNY& o THE
SLING L3

OVl THERE. THE FUN COUPLE LAND
/P FRONT- TABLE REZ FOR THE PINNER
SHOW AT cokos‘,wc‘ﬁ? 'S

STUFFE TO TH! G-‘f-i:v ENGAGELD IN THE DIGESTIVE
PROCESS, DAVE'S HAMMY BUTTOCKS SINK COMWFORT
ABLY INTD M5 T THE TENSION MOUNTS,

EUREKA, THE GRINSES ARE IN LUCK !
OPENING THE SHOW ARE SANDLER ¢
YOUING, ROMANTIC SOVNG STYLISTS.

THE ENTERTAINMENT - £TARVED COUPLE
SOAK LUF THE GLAMOUR

BRING ME MY
ENTERTAINMENT. BOY,

o Your
ENTERTAIN -
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NO MORE

ENTERTAINMENT
MISTER, YOUR
NIGHT 1S

NEED MY
ENTERTAIN -
MENT.
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ASILY THE BEST

. . I T T T T T T R T S e S T R ]
with a newly designed e-z wider t-shirt (50% polyester/50%

« ae L

- You'll be e-z'ly the hest
cotton). Send $6.95, and you’ll receive a three-booklet sampler ahsolutely free! Send coupon
to: Rizla U.S.A., Inc., P.O. Box 1048, West Caldwell, NJ 07007-0829, NLE6

Minimum credit eard

Size Quantity  ICheck/Moneyorder [IMasterCard [Visa  orderis 5104

Small Cord ¥ [ —) .

Mediurm Signature.

Large s

X-Large AddIoss.

Y e ——————————— S U W s Z 0
Naw Jersey rosidonts must add sales tax. Offer is kmited 1o U.S. Pipasn ollow 6-B wooks delivory.
s s s 8 s 8 s 8 . - .




| ‘Surpnse Poster #186

Great Moments m' Sports
" The First Female a
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How 7o JACKKNIFE vour BIGRIG """

A TRUCKERS LAMENT %

. —

~_“TWAS A DORKY, SMARMY NIGHT, Mo RESPITE INA DENNY'S BLINTZ, -~

ON RIGHWAY 5 HE HEARD IT FIRST,
| ATINY VOICE INSIDE THE CAB —

Hi 7 .
Vat's new ?
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1 EVER PLAGUED THE GAME

continued from page 13

once punched in the abdomen, He man-
aged to tag Holmes frequently, shouting,
“You're it!" each time. After witnessing
that destructive melee, that footloose,
or perhaps (and bere 1 am being witty
again ) onc should say foot/ess, exhibit
of fisticuffs, I threw in the towel, washed
my hands and part of my arms of the
whole thing, and quit boxing, Let the
readers be the judge of this reasoning.
Another reason 1 felt compelled o
leave the ring was the deterioration of a
man I had regarded as my best friend,
Muhammad Ali. One punch too many
had left him bloated, slow-moving,
unintelligible. When you think about it,
it’s amazing what one punch can do. 1
last saw Muhammad at a benefit in Los
Angeles and he was a mere shadow of
himself, a shadow that was bloated, slow-
moving, unintelligible. He hugged me
and said, “Now I'm at the bottom,
Howard, but you're still on top.” I hung
in there and listened to him, though
it took ten minutes for him to speak
that sentence. I was shocked, deeply
touched, indelibly moved by what he
had said. “Muhammad, don’t you ever
say that,” I said. “Since when did you
stop calling me "Mr, Cosell'?”

Crowing My Way

o doubt you, like
cvery other per-
son in the nation,
have spent the last
year wondering
what I'll do now
that I've retired.
After all, since I've
already accomplished more in my life
than most Nobel Prize winners, what
can be left? T have thought of going on to
become a great educator, as at one time |
taught a highly respected course at Yale:
“Sports: Things That Are Played.” I have
also considered running for office; no
doubt if I ran for president I would win
by a landslide, so immense is my
popularity.

In closing, [ would have to say that of
all the things I've read about myself
through the years, 1 most enjoy reading
the last paragraph of an article that my
lovely bride of forty-one years, Emmy,
wrote about me for the Westchester
County Suburban Shopper:

“I know that many people have been
losing sleep wondering how he’s doing,
and personally [ pity those who turned
the sound off when he was on Monday
Night Football. They were missing
something more than just the game: they
were probably missing their sleep. Look
at how much rest people are losing since
Howard stopped plaguing the game.” [l

o
1f you haven't tasted our charcoal mellowed whiskey, we think you'll be pleased when you do,

THERE ARE THOUSANDS of buildings in
Tennessee. But only one with such an
unusual name.

At Jack Daniel’s we call it the “Charcoal
Mellowing” building. Because here's where our
rickers bring hard maple charcoal, tamp it tight
in room-high vats, and use it to smoorh out our
whiskey. No other distiller
mellows their whiskey in
such an unusual manner.
Which explains why no
other distiller has a building

so named. Or, we believe, a

whiskey so smooth.

| 5 DAE fl;

+,-——-—\_(_J

0](1 \ﬂ
)
LA

= nnauﬁ =

50 UK l\|n5ll

W IS

804 4UHO{;?U\..[|HBU¥ Bntlfnd
, By Jack Daniel Distillery |
Lem Matlow, Prop. Inc:,
Lyltl]lhllrt Tennesses
fFup 361) 37352

CHARCOAL MELLOWED FOR SMOOTHNESS
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MRS.YANRVRENHAS CALLED ONSAM RS AVTR
To HELF HER. . . . YeUR CASE,

MITS, VAN BUREN, IN ALL MY YEARS IN THE | | M7S. VAN BUREN.
PRIVATE DETECTIVE BUSINESS, I'VE COME | | my FEE 15$26
ACKoSS SOME BAD PEOPLE, BUT NONE AS A DAY PLUS
MEAN AHD VINDK'INE AS YoUR HUSBAND! EXFENSES.

THEN You'LL HELP
ME, M. De GROOT?

. THAT'S For MaDicAL L—
CARE, RIGHT, Pe GliooT?
YOU'RE GoING To NEED IT
BEFERE T FINISH WITH You!

20 YEARS FoR THAT §

DON'T BE TIRESOME,
DE&ﬁOOT"'" E RMA’!»

[ VAN BUREN, You'VE KEPT

Lewg (o B wrensre } _ G\ A il A HUNDRED DoLLARS-PUT Hi IN

YES, YES, ANGYS, WETLL Do JUST THAT.

5] A AB AND TELL THE DRIVER To LET
HIM OUT oW BT’ THE PoRT AUTHORITY

* WA VAN BUREN, 51, T s MRS, VAN BUREN, S I,
WAS TELLING MfT5. VAN G
BUREN THAT WE SHouLD
PUT IN 3©f 4 DoZEN
PARTRID4E Foft THIS
YEAR'S AUNT. . vvon- - 2

o | e 55
HEIMAN, T HAVE TdoP MACAc W, HAt
ﬁqmﬁ YoV TAKE CARE oF ANGVS, gﬁrgfﬂﬁﬂﬂﬁ '

PoLICE ABOVT THIS.

U

YoU'VE STUCK YoUR NOSE
INMY BUSINESS, DeaffooT,
AND NoW You KNow Teo
MUCH, AND 1 CAN'T AFFORD
To HAVE YoU GOING To THE

(1M SORRY THINGS TURNED OVT THIS
WAY, M, DEGITOCT, AND T KNOW THAT
UNLIKE ANGUS, WHo N HIS 8 YEARS
OF CONFINEMENT, LET NOT ONE
DAY PASS WITHOUT SATISFYING HIS
ANIMAL DESIRES, THAT You‘LL
BEHAVE LIKE A TRUE GENTLEMAN ¢

PUT DEGRAOT (NSIDE MRS, VAN '

BURENS CHANBER, Ano boN'T | POXL THATS 2, 1
FORGET To GIVE Him $25 EVERY HAW HA':V T
DAY 05 ExPensES-AEE HEE HEES JHAW: AW HAW!
v LIKE T WAS I

TELLING MAS. VAN
BUREN, sm IT%...
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CLASSIFIED ADS

BLUE ANGEL

NEW CATALOG
Embroidered satin jackets, patches, T-shirts, ) frwllER. ©
JERRY LEE LEWIS, CHUCK BERRY cans,
albums, buttons, photos, illuminated signs,

new 100 record “classic-style” jukeboxes,
& more!l

Send $1(refundable) To:

LARGEST SELECTION OF CLASS C
FIREWORKS IN AMERICA!

Rock & Roll Beer Co.
6504 Delmar Suite 3000
St, Louis, MO 63130

FREE 1986 GIANT 32 PAGE

\
SCREW YOUR HEARTS OUT ! A COLOR GATALOG KIT

ron . [ 9 my DOG] ™™ (T2 my DOG] e et Enty dark inchssed
THIS! The scrow kit has 42 found SCrew 7 ADDAESS WAth Your 1986 CATALOG. Don't Mis
stickers (2 sizes). Hava fun ey - STATE Your Chance At Seeing The World's

order now!
Instant

cowering only the hoart W of

your bumgrarsticker. Also includes

3 wmcky mstruction booklet! i
SCREW KIT Delivery!

Only $6.00 BOX 20782

posipaid! SAN DIEGO. CA 82120

Wrile or Call: Largest Fireworis Dislay!
IW!‘ABBIMS 1-800/522-6667 or 216/746-1064

BLUE ANOEL FIREWOAKS ».
PO s 3 DMt LS Coumans, G0 4443

*MOVIE SCRIPTS!

NOW AVAILABLE! =:r~ s fmm your fav-
orile Movies & TV 8! 5. From Gone w/
the Wind to Ghos!bustars‘ QOver 3000 titles!!
™ Send $1 (refundable) for huge cat v
- Hecaive FREE offerl || SCRIPT CITY, 1 N
1 Highland, s760NL, Los Angeles, GA 80028

SEND $2 FOR CATALOG
OF 16,000 TOPICS OR CALL TOLL FREE
800-621-5745 FOR INFORMATION
IN ILLINOIS CALL uzggnzzoaoo

Authors’ Research, Rm. 600- L, 407 S,

HILARIOUS
BUMPER STICKERS

BEAM ME UP SCOTTY DO YOU MIND IF | SMOKE?
THIS PLACE IS SCREWEDI! NO, DO YOU MIND IF | FART?

Chicago, IL 60605

Video Services

Brochure $3.00 PLEASE SEND A SELF-ADDRESSED,

Sheena St. John ONE FOR $2.00 g’kmgco Egv%%ope c.;\ND ACHECK
1716 Ocean Ave., #206 or HILARIOUS PRODUCTIONS
San Francisco, CA 94112 BOTH FOR $3.00 1878 N CHATEAU FRESNO

FRESNO, CA 93711

MADONNA MAKES ME SICK!
PRINCE MAKES ME SICK! & Orhers!
The T.‘vshil]: (3 colar d;s\?ni lh}n‘l M'.b?a:;glne it E;!'Tell
us who makes you sick. Your choices: , Prince,

M1V, Lowyers, Yoo, ADVONNA RESEARCH PAPERS
Colors; Whit, Blua™ itz ——FEXPRESS =
Sizes: S, M, L. XL £

Price: $10.50; 4/538.00
Ship: 81 per item
Average American Inc.
9 Wilson Drive
Poquoson, VA 23662

Send $2 for 432-page catalogue
Berkeley Research
2385-E Ocean Ave., S.F. CA 94127
(415) 586-3900 333-3969
Toll Free 800-446-4462, Ext. 585858

DAVID LETTERMAN FAN CLUB. JUMBO
package, newsletter, free surprise—just $5,
Send today to: Bannergram, 118 Reed Blvd,,
Dept. A, Mill Valley, CA 94941,

Earn incredible incomes part-time while
enjoying substantial savings off retail prices.
For details write PO. Box 35, Mountlake
Terrace, WA 98043-0035.

AMERICAN TARGET

T e AMERICAN
ey g NEW CLASSIFIED RATES
e S enles i ey .,3"815.';. Want to reach 2,895,000

My Ly XL. Sord $9.95 ($8,95 ncn tor %,
Box

hot prospects? Well, we’ve

:gslf,n::::\.t:kl oo v o
Proud *, got them. Rates are just
EDIBLE PANTIES! Now you can have yours $4.00 per WOl'd! o time,
and eat it too! Specify women's pantics or bra, twenty'word minimum, -
or men’s briefs. Choose cherry, banana, pep- standard type. P.O. Box is
permint, or passion fruit. Send $7.00 each to: two words; phone number,
Sycamore Enterprises, PO. Box 905(NL), H
DELUXE COLOR CATALOG Pacifica, CA 94044 city,and state are one word
% e RS each; and zip code is free.
BOTTLE ROCKETS el STooaEs One column inch is $250,
with every purchase of fireworks Sond $4.95 plus $.50 one time. Check must
Sond to: Bostice ¥ Uone accompany order. Call or
NEPTUNE FIREWORKS CO. Box 2147, L. Colins. write: Howard Jurofsky,
k-t % wov oo | (| National Lampoon,
1-800-835-5236 VIS OROERS CALL 6008214022 (COLO. 8007327322 635 Madison Avenue,
; st == New York, N.Y. 10022,
in FL: (305) 920-6770 SexPot CookBook (212) 688-4070.

Void where prohibited. 75 Lusty Recipes
Send: $6.95 to Liz Hunter Books
301 N. Harrison Ave; Bldg. B-297
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A GAME OF WORDS

continued from page 55

Beethoven gots his Flight of the
Bumblebee. An' Jackie Robinson hit in
fifty-six games in a row; Sometimes a buck
ain't enough, man’s got to pen the right
stuff.

But to'do that, he got to find the most
fascinatin’ brother in the world. Who, [
asks myself? Sammy Davis? No, he a Jew.
Q. ). Simpson? No, he don’t talk like a
brother. Louis Armstrong? No, he sweat
too much.

n' then

it come

1o me.

Only one

man got

all the

right moves.

An’you

know who

that be before

I even tells you. Who else but Kareem
Free Lunch? Think on it. The man got the
style. The man got the charisma. The man
got the wardrobe an’ the ladies. The man

got the big pretty dick. The man gots it
all, Holmes.

When [ Dunk, Therefore | Be come
out, it sct the world afire. Even the critics
pick up they flags. 1 won the triple crown:
Pulitzer, bestseller list, an’ Tonight Show.

Who can ever forget the last line?
Karcem donc spent sixty minutes con-
tainin’ the biggest center in the NBA. But
the rest o' dey team be like sharks, Jack,
they be like Sharks pickin’ away at 'em. In
the end, Kareem’s team lose, but not they
pride. When Free Lunch go to bed that
night, he be dreamin’

“Free Lunch be dreamin’ about the
Lakers.”

Now that you have enjoyed the ex-
cerpts from our forthcoming book, |
must enler a caveal. The astute reader
Jamiliar with my life and work will nole
that, in transcending mere ver-
isimilitude, Mr Free Lunch may bave
departed in some small measure from
my story as I diclated it. Although it s
the duty and privilege of the author to
transform reality to suit his artistic vi-
sion, I feel compelied to clarify certain
details.

For example, my non-academic class-

mlte in the seventh grade weas not Lenny
Weinstein, but Wally Weinstein, And the
specific issue of "Fantastic Four” which I
demanded of him was not the one fea-
turing the first appearance of Galactus,
but that of the Silver Surfer ‘Nuff said.

Further, in my SoHo garrvet days, |
never once sported a black turtleneck.
Kareem clearly mistook my nauvy-blue
crewneck for the garment be specified.
In addition, although I bave often con-
versed with My James Baldwin on the
craft of writing, I do not recall ever hav-
ing fantasized about “shooting some
hoop” with bhim. I did, however once
suggest that we box a couple of rounds
at the ¥

On the subject of my speech patterns, 1
mauist note that I was grossly misquoted
in one instance. 1 never said, "When you
Just write a chumpbook, it be overlook.”
Rather;, on that occasion, 1 disti
call remarking, “When you just wanna
self-indulge, yo wallet never gonna
bulge.”

And finally, it should be noted that,
although my dick is pink indeed, it can
in no way, without question, by any
recognized authority. ever be regarded
as “little,” Jack. W

he back door to the office creaked a bit as the nocturnal visitor
gained entrance. Who, or better yet what, was 1t? It was large and
black with eyes that burned with obsessional intensity. It wasn't the
cleaning lady, that was for sure. Slowly, the phantom made its way down the
hall. In the office to its right, Subitzky was working on his piece. The
creature paused and continued down the dark corridor. In the art room,
there was unusual activity for this late houn Gahan was hovered over a
drafting table putting the finishing touches on his horror piece. Bar-
tholomew and Weathers were with Peter, conjuring up new terrors for their

Tragedy-land theme park. Latimer was scribbling away art notes for his

“Star Wars” blueprints. The specter peeked in, then turned toward the editorial offices. Kisch
was in the spare office, typing away at his Amityville horror-house parody. A tempting target,
this hulk of a man, but the ghoul continued down the hall, The young Simmons, Andy, was
editing his plane-crash tome. Barkin was in Michaels office, writing the script for the
“Haunting of Grorge Bush” comic. Joc Bob Briggs turned the corner, his Cocaine Bears story
complete at last. The intruder darted behind the Xerox machine, unseen. One more office, he
thought. Thats where they'll be.

In the large, well-appointed office, Matty and Ratso were conferring, They were pleased with
their alien comedy; they could already see it as a smash summer big-screen blockbuster. Matty
feaned back in his chair'and lit up a celebratory cigar. When he saw the visitor standing in the

doorway, he tutned paIc.

“Who the hell are you?" he stammered. Ratso froze. He couldn't tear his eyes away from this
strange phantasm, this harbinger of unspeakable terror and horror and macabre fantasy.

“Who are you?" Matty rcpcatcd.

The creature sat down and put his large webbed feet on the editor in chiefs desk. “Relax,
Matty.” he said, smiling, “I'm your June issue.”
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NEW WORLD VIDEO B
Something’s funny in Transylvania. Jeff Goldblum (“The Big Chilf ") and S‘”"s""m uumm\':;f““ g b
Ed Begley Jr. (“St. Elsewhere”) are two reporfers sent to the old country to: wher foNEs m“gﬂn'ﬁ PELEYIR 5 e $
investigate reports of a hew Frankenstein, werewolf, vampiré and mummy; A0S sl e ]
What they dig uptould have grave consequences. Butit's a comic under— v, g
taking just the same, especially with Carol Kane (*Taxi"), Joseph Bologna B s §

(“The Worraniin'Red") and John Byner joining in.
USA Today thinks, “Goldblum and Begley make a great comic duo” on this videocassette.
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