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By Larry Sloman and Peter Kleinman
Photographed by Peter Kleinman

Foto Funnies, 22

Fairy Tales, 24
By Tony Kisch
Mustrated by Jill Karla Schwarz
S. Gross, 28

My First Time, 30

By Bernie X, as told to Gerry Sussman

HNlustrated by Earl Keleny

Doing Slime: Confessions of a
Stroke Book Editor, 32
By Nina Malkin
Photographed by Ronald G. Harris

Call Girls of the lvy League, 35

By the Editors

Photographed by Susan Richmond, Paul Davis,

and Len Skapp

The Nonsexist Sutra of Vatsanaym, 41

By Derek Pell
Hlustrated by Randy Enos

The Secret Sexual Body Language of

Senior Citizens, 42
By Mark Groubert

Photographed by Reuven Kopitchinski

Citizen Porn, 45

By Paul Somers, Jr.
Mustrated by Adam Kubert

Cat Tale, 53
By Chris Miller
Hlustrated by Jill Karla Schwarz

Funny Pages, 59
By Gahan Wilson
Shary Flenniken

Ron Barrett
Rodrigues
M.K. Brown
Mark Marek
Robert Neubecker

Sex Change Clinic, 72
By Rodrigues

Mr. Vengeance, 78
By Buddy Hickerson

Cover note: The usual fuck-ups. George
thought the models should actually
have been melted, saying, “Jesus Christ,
you pay them $600 an hour, the least
they could do is make it look real!” Ratso
thought we should have done it on loca-
tion in Acapulco and made a sort of
holiday out of it. And Matty thought that
it looked more like the Hot Summer
Fungus Issue. Oh well, you can't please
them all. Ron Harris shot it. Sid Barthol-
omew melted it, and Jane Muset styled it.
I picked the logo color, Nice, huh?—P K
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Sirs:
Oh no, I don't get no respect. I've got
4 husband who makes a living off me.
I tell him to take it easy on me, we've
been married twenty years, give me a
break. Well, I've been in traction for the
last six weeks. I tell him to pick some-
thing up for me that he knows I like
on his way home from work. Now he'’s
got a hernia from trying to lift a Mer-
cedes. He came home one night all hot
and ready to have some fun. I told him
we couldn’t have fun until it was hard.
So he left it out on the kitchen counter
overnight. Oh, I tell ya, I don’t get
no respect.
Mrs. Dangerfield
Kitchen, N.X.
Sirs:
Please be advised that we are recalling

our Model #220-T Talking Inflatable
Woman. Instead of saying “That was
dynamite, stud” when the G-spot is stim-
ulated, the product in question says
“What about me?" We are sorry for any
inconvenience and will make all neces-
sary adjustments at no cxpense to
the owner.
Sid Schlock
Vice President, Quality Control
Whoopee Time Productions
Seamyside, NJ.

Sirs:
Im-elda, Im-elda,
Imelda, she lake our money and run
to Hawaii.
Everybody now!
Filipinos
The Philippines

Sirs:

Just a line to let you know that even
though AIDS has been grabbing all the
headlines, I'm still around.

Waiting.

Herpes
Mucous Membrane, NJ.

Sirs:

I'd just like to set the record straight:
last Tuesday when that blond woman in
the BMW aced me out of a parking space
and I called her a crazy cunt, well, that
was nol a sexist remark, but rather a
Zender-specific one. After all, it would
have been pretty inappropriate, not to
mention anatomically incorrecet, if I had
called her a crazy prick, wouldn’t it?

Guy N. Lightened
Los Angeles, Calif

SGIpSS

—
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“We're going out and we'll be back later Jo-Jo bas just gotten a line on a couple of girls.”

8 NATIONAL LAMPOON
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Sirs;
Bet you didn’t know I could sing
as well as [ act.
Eddie Murphy
Newark, NJ.

Sirs:
"Tis better to have loved and lost if the
lease is in your name.
Leona Helmsley
lownitall NY

Sirs:
What's a Greek urn? Not what he used
to, baby.
Telly Savalas
Nojak, Calif.

Sirs:
I want to fuck every girl on Hee Haw.
Even the fat one and the toothless one.
William E Buckley, Jr.
Nashville, N.Y.

Sirs:

I'm tired of singing songs about cities:
New York, LA, Chicago. It’s not a chal-
lenge any longer, and plus, the payback
is not big enough. You do a song like
“New York, New York™ and the only peo-
ple that buy the record are people from
New York. The same gocs for LA. and
Chicago. Now, countries, continents,
that’s where the money is. How many
people in China? One billion, maybe 1.2
billion. At fifty cents a slant? Now we're
talking bucks. “My kind of country,
China is!"

Frank Sinatra
Mulberry St. Social Club
Palm Springs, Calif

Sirs:
Sol pulled a knife, don't mean
athing,
Don’t think I even beard the doorbell
ring.
The dude was wasted, I was ready
fogo,
But he comes on like he was Rambo.
1 play it cool, be starts to sass,
Sol sticks the knife clean up his ass.
Now I'm in the joint, it’s a bunch
of crap,
Me sittin’ bere facin’ this murder rap.
Mr. Otis Badd
Soledad, Calif

Sirs:

If Lorne Michaels ever does another
television show, the first thing he should
dois lose Paul Simon’s telephone
number.

Art Garfunkel
Queens, N.Y,

Sirs:
This is the odyssey of the Neat
Generation, frenetic young men and

women in a frantic race from health club
to sushi bar, from the Hamptons to
TriBeCa in a tortured search for truth,
kicks, and a good investment oppor-
tunity. Explore the sad recesses of
suburbia in the book that launched
a gencration: On the Lawn.

Jack Reallywacky

Lowell, Mass.

Sirs:
A new and extremely irritating condi-
tion has been diagnosed in mediocre

comics. It’s called self-amuse, and it
consists of laughing at one’s own jokes.
Dr. Joyce Brothers
Coamedy Store Infirmary
Hollywood, Calif

Sirs:
Honestly, the only reason [ keep Keith
Richards and Ron Wood in the band is
to make me look healthy.
Mick Jagger
Anorexia, N.Y.

continued on page 17

“We switched to Ramses EXTRA

because the spermicidal lubricant

gives us
Her Story:

We had been using ordinary condoms
for some time. When we heard about
Ramses EXTRA with spermicidal lubri-
cant, it did make a lot of sense to us.
1 like the lubricant and the spermicide
adds EXTRA protection we never had
before. I don't have to worry about any
health side effects. We're both confident
Ramses EXTRA is the very best way
for us. We both trust Ramses EXTRA.

*

Ramses EXTRA when properly used are highly

effective against pregnancy although no con-
ive can g 100% effecti .

L4

Trial Offer:
Send 25¢ today for Ramses EXTRA
3-pack to Ramses EXTRA Trial Offer,

PO. Box SR-7956B, El Paso, TX
79975

TRA protection.”

His Story:

Why were we using ordinary condoms
when Ramses EXTRA has a spermicidal
lubricant for EXTRA protection? It was a
good question. She suggested we switch
to Ramses EXTRA and [ agreed it was
a good idea, It really makes sense to
add a spermicidal lubricant to a condom.
It was a good decision to switch and
get the EXTRA protection. We both trust
Ramses EXTRA.

Highly EHective
Against Pregnancy,"

A member of the London Tnternational Group ple
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EDITORIAL

A Message from Our Vice

President In (lhalge of
Subscriptions an
Product Sales

m a regular guy. I lead an ordinary

life. I've been married to the same

woman for many years. I like bar-

becues in the backyard, a good
musical comedy. I like 7he Cosby Show
and Bill Murray and Chevy Chase. I like
popcorn and hot dogs. Like most guys, I
start reading the paper from the back. 1
am not a deviate. I don’t sleep around. [
take an occasional drink. Like 1 said, a
regular guy.

S0 why have I convinced our staff,
over their protestations, 1o make this a
sex issue? e 5

Look at the three magazine covers at L A‘ﬁi‘i’.‘ﬂ".“
right. One was chosen by the Art Direc- 3
tors Club as the “best” magazine cover of
all time. The second won several art
direction and design awards. The third
was the biggest-selling issuc of the
National Lampoon ever. The “best”
cover sold 616,000 copies. The other

(1 ”» -
critically acclaimed coyer sold 598,000 Our ‘Be§t An?thm' 0‘-“_' Biggest-
copics. The biggest seller sold 1,083,000 Magazine Cover Critically Selling Cover
copies. rme Awards won: 8 Acclaimed Awards won: 0

1 rest my case. G r
&1 Awards won: 6
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It’s Howie Mandel, known to
TV audiences everywhere as Dr.
Wayne Fiscus of the hit show
“'St. Elsewhere’, in his first
video special!

Howie hangs up his stetho-
scope to perform surgery on
your funny bone. And the whole
operation is strictly for laughs!
He'll keep you in stitches in this
wild, on-stage performance
taped “live” at the Variety Din-
ner Theater in Toronto.

Howie’s improvisational tal-
ents and zany off-the-cuff
humor has never been so
infectious. In fact, you could
very well die laughing!

THE FIRST HOWIE MANDEL
SPECIAL. Only from CBS/FOX
Video.
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Edited by
John Bendel

Burglars in Hempstead,
New York, were unable to
open a safe in the offices of
the Hempstead Paper Prod-
ucts Company, so they rolled
the five-foot-high, 1,500-
pound safe out of the build.
ing and attached it to the
back of a stolen truck with a
towline, Then they towed the
safe through suburban neigh-
borhoods until the towline
snapped. The safe rumbled
another two blocks on its
own before coming to a stop
in the middle of Concord
Avenue. Newsday (contrib-
uted by Keith Feeney)

In the parking lot of a Bill-
ings, Montana, convenience
store, police noticed a man
with powdered sugar poured
over his head sitting in a car
with two boomerangs
wedged berween the hood
and the frame. The car also
had steak knives “jabbed in
the molding around all the
windows™ and a statuetie
glued to the roof. The car
suddenly took off, and in the
chase that followed, the
driver threw books out the
window at police.

When he was finally cap-
tured, Thomas M. Bradley
indignantly asked his pur-
suers, “Didn’t you guys read
those books I tossed out?”
Billings Gazette (contrib-
uted by Dick Traynham)

12 NATIONAL LAMPOON

According to the Min-
neapolis Star and Tribune,
the Wood Lake Nature Inter-
pretive Center in Richfield,
Minnesota, offered a “mouse
rug” program for families.
“Participants will be able to
skin their own mouse and
make a miniature rug they
can bring home " said the
announcement, ( contributed
by Michael Reps)

Lieutenant Robert Travis of
the Newburgh, New York,
police department was
quoted in the Times Herald
Record on the stabbing death
of a sixty-eight-year-old man
there, “We have good reason
to believe he was stabbed,”
said Travis. “There was a
sharp object sticking out of
his chest”” ( contributed by
Tom Basso)

T

U.N. picks a leader

This photo and headline appeared in USA Today.
(contributed by Rich Jarboe)

Coovriaht © 2007 National | amopoon Inc.

Harvey J. Senko of Hum-
boldt, Saskatchewan, pleaded
guilty in a Canadian Provin-
cial court to charges that he
threw raw hamburger, soy
sauce, and a sewing machine
at his common-law wife,
Humboldl Journal (contrib-
uted by Ron Kloschinsky )

A town council in
Haringey. England, has
banncd black dustbin liners
because they are “racially
offensive” According to The
Mail, “The council has now
changed over to gray sacks to
avoid offending West Indian
workers in the cleaning
department.

“The row follows the sack-
ing of a Haringey Council
woman employee for using a
banana-shaped pen which
upset an Asian colleague”
(contributed by Sarah Owen)

When the Hands Across
America campaign to aid
America’s homeless opened a
headquarters in Scottsdale,
Arizona, “a transient found
sleeping in the empty office
building donated for state
headquarters was kicked
out!” Arizona Reprublic (con-
tributed by Randy Dietrich)

Authorities in Yacolt, Wash-
ington, notified statc agencics
and dispatched three ambu-
lances after John M. Franklin
claimed to have lefta
“neutron bomb” on the steps
of a local church. Emergency



personnel discovered a
brown bag at the church with
a stuffed monkey and a pack-
age of Cherry Newtons
inside. “The handwritten
note Franklin had read to the
emergency dispatcher was
also inside, and the word
misunderstood as ‘neutron’
turned out to be ‘newton.”

Franklin told police that he
wanted to spread peace and
joy in the world. The Reflec-
tor (contributed by Brian
Johnson)

Reporting on a Chinese sex
education publication, Time
magazine noted, “The book
warns that husbands who do
not know the location of the
female genitals can cause
severe damage”

The name of the book is
Girls, Be Vigilant! (contrib-
uted by Barbara Taylor)

Several men entered a
supermarket in West Covina,
California, then "stole a
twelve-pack of beer each and
bolted through the checkout
lines to a waiting pickup
truck.” Employees of the
store chased the robbers,
catching one of them in the
adjacent parking lot, but his
friends “rescued” him. The
pickup circled through the
lot, then tried to run over the
people holding the thicf.

“We held the guy in front of
us like a shield, and they hit
him,” said one employee. "We
grabbed him again and the
truck backed up and tried to

hit us. We jumped out of the
way and the truck hit the guy
again’

After a third pass, during
which the pickup hit a car,
the employees released the
injured thief, who crumpled
to the ground. His friends
picked him up and fled, leav-
ing his case of beer behind.
San Gabriel Valley Tribune
(contributed by Lisa Dunn)

This item appeared in the
(New York) Daily News:

“Liz Taylor is getting a kick
out of reports that a toilet
seat was stolen from the
Riverwest Theater after she
used the rest room during
intermission . . . . The fact is,
said a friend of Liz, ‘She never
sat on that theater toilet seat.

She always carries her own
seat for occasions when she
has to use a public toilet.”
(contributed by Frank
Mastropolo)

This classified ad ran in the
Houston Chronicle:

“Tired of fishing but like
the smell? 'll trade you my
1929 antique gynecologist's
chair for your Bass Boat or
small Tri-Hull.” (contributed
by George Dillman )

Contributors: We'll pay
ten dollars for every item
used, twenty dollars for
photos. Send to True Facts,
National Lampoon, 635
Madison Avenue, New York,
N.Y. 10022,

“We've got to play him. He's the only one who knows how to tell time.”

Coovriaht © 2007 National | amopoon Inc.
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Signs of the Times
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FOTO

FUNNIES

1 WAS
BORN HERE IN
CONEY ISLAND.

1 SPENT
MYCHILDHOOD ROAMING
THIS BEACH.

1 GOT LAID EVERY SUMMER
FOR THE FIRST TIME D COME BACK TO
CONEY [SLAND....

UNDERTHE BOARDWALK.

BUTTHIS
YEAR, I'M GOING

16 NATIONAL LAMPOON
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continued from page 9
Sirs:

We are an exciting new company that
creates ideas for the motion picture
industry. Through sophisticated com-
puter science and extensive field
research, including thousands upon
thousands of personal interviews, we arc
able to determine not only what will be
a solid, commercial story line but also
what actors should star in them. Here
is the concept of one of our upcoming
movies: “Jessica Lange plays a sensitive
woman who has something bad happen
to her.” Is that Oscar bait, or am I nuts?

Mary Putzman
Concepts "R" Us
Burbank, Calif

Sirs:
Whaoopi Goldberg is her real name.
I know: I 'was at her bas mitzvah,
Rabbi Booker T. Feinstein
emple Beth Shvartze, Calif

Sirs:
I have just invented the cubist cigar,
but I have one problem. Which end
do I light?
Pablo Picastro
Havana, France

Sirs:

Doubtless you've heard of the cunning
lady masturbator who was moist on her
own petard.

Edwin Newman
New York, N.X.

Sirs:

[ am a music teacher in Manhattan,
and have been one for twenty-threc
years. Last week, while giving a French
horn lesson to a student, I was inter-
rupted by a man from Eastman &
Eastman, or somc such thing. He said
he was walking by my open window and
couldn’t help noticing an F-sharp major
scale being played. I said, “So what?"
Well, he informed me that his client,

Mr. Paul McCartney, had just bought the
rights to the F-sharp major scale, and
1 couldn’t play it anymore if I didn’t
license it from him. This was very dis-
tressing ncws, and a bit ironic, because
I seriously doubt if Mr. McCartney could
even play an F-sharp major scale. | write
to you gentlemen in hopes that with
your cleverness you might write a piece
on him that would embarrass him into
relinquishing his rights to the scale.
Perhaps something pertaining to the
fact that he was the Beatle with the
smallest penis.
Samuel Babbitt
New York, NY

Sirs:
After careful consideration, my agent
and [ have decided to lend my name to
a rinse for bleaching women'’s pubic hair.
Bruce Boxlightener
Hollywood, Calif.

Sirs:

In one way, sex iss like riding a bicy-
cle: you can't coast for very long before
you have to start pumping again.

Dr. Root Vestheimer
Sun City, Ariz.

Sirs:

This is tewwible! I call the fwont desk
and ask woom sewvice for a sandwich,
and what do | get? Two pwostitutes!

Elmer Fudd
/o Mawwioll Inn
Wochester, N Y.

Sirs:
It’s hard growing up in the shadow of
4 famous son.
Emilio Estevez, Sr.
Bratenpach, Germany

7reasons why
7condoms are used every
secondinthe U.S.

1 » Condoms are considered one of the most effective
methods of birth control ever developed.

2. Condoms, when properly used, are the only contraceptive
that aids in reducing the risk of spreading many sexually trans-
mitted diseases, including herpes.

= Gondoms, because of this dual preventative role described
in reasons one and two—actually enhance lovemaking.

4. Condoms are easy to buy at pharmacies everywhere.

5. Condems are ultra-thin and available with a variety of features
for comnfort, stimulation, safety, sensitivily and satisfaction.

6- Caondoms are virtually free of side effects.

7. Condoms provide pleasure and protection—for both men

and women.

Trojan? Ameried’s leading brand of condoms. Trojan is the brand
trusted by today's sophisticated buyer. More Trojan condoms
are used than any other brand. Look for the Trojan brand display

wherever condoms are sold.
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HOW NOT 1

SPARE A MINUTE TO
CHANGE YOUR LIFE?

A few years ago I guess 1 was like
most guys. I'd meet a young lady,
exchange pleasantries, and two sec-
onds later I'd be up at her place driv-
ing the old skin bus into tuna town.

Sound familiar? Well, that used to
be me. It seemed I couldn’t even pass
a woman in the street without get-
ting snatch. No matter where 1 went
or what 1 did, it was always the
same—women would fall to their
knees begging for my bush beast.

But now I'm happy to say I've
changed all that! Now I don’t get laid
by fifty, sixty, sometimes a hundred
women a night! Sound too good to be
truc? Impossible, you say? Well, it’s
not! You see, through years of trial
and error, I've discovered a method.
A method so foolproof that you won't
even be able to get fucked in prison!

Interested? Well, it's all in my new
book.

CURIOUS?
LET ME EXPLAIN!

I can hear your questions already:

“Can anybody learn how not to get
laid?"

Yes!
“Even Negroes?”
Yes!

“I bet you have to be ugly, right? Like
one of those disgusting wrinkled Chi-
nese dogs, the kind that all the god-
damn yuppies own, Right?”

Why, no. I've taught several very
handsome men how not to get laid!

“Can Jewish men not get laid?”
Don’t be redundant,

“Sorry.”

That's okay, go ahead.

“I'm ready to learn. What's the first
thing to do?”

Find a girl friend.
“A girlfriend?”

18 NATIONAL LAMPOON
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O GET LAID

No, not a girlfriend. A girl (pause)
friend!

“What's that?"

That's when you and a girl are “just
friends.” It's a perfect way not Lo get
faid!

“That sounds great! How do I do it?”

Simple. Just order my book and I'll
show you how to become a guy
who’s easy to talk to. The kind of guy
who makes a girl say: “You're not like
the jerks | meet. [ can talk to you.” Or:
“Guess what! Someone asked me if
you and I were going out! (Chuckle,
chuckle, tee-hee.) Let’s never have
sex and ruin our friendship.”

“That’s terrific. What else should 1
do?”

Make a girl like you! Remember,
every guy a girl ever went out with
was an “asshole,” so make a girl like
you. Once agirl likes you, she'll never
fuck you!

“Okay, now I've got a girl (pause)
friend. What else can I do to make
them not touch me?”

Find a great opening line! I've given
you plenty of them in my new book,
Gilbert Gottfried's How Not to Get
Laid.

“Like what?"

Well, next time you're at a bar, walk

PUSSYBUSTER PRODUCTIONS
BOX 420

DRAWER L

SUITE 52

1052 W. 42ND ST.

NEW YORK, NY 10000

up to a girl and say: “Hey, lady, you
wanna sce me piss blood?” Or “Damn
it, I thought penicillin was a wonder
drug.”

“That sounds pretty farfetched.”

Its not, it works. 1 gouarantee it. T'll
even teach you the newest tech-
niques that will ensure your not get-
ting laid,

“Like what?”
Dating a dyke.
“But that’s cheating!™

Well, I beg to differ. We live in a so-
ciety where every so-called straight
woman is desperate for a male. Why,
you can't leave the house without
hordes of sex-crazed females trying
to rip off your knickers and get at
your two inches of burning-hot lead!
Come on, guys. Desperate times call
for desperate measures! So, date a
dyke.

“But where can you find them?”

There are several places—Women
Against Porn meetings, for example.
Or look for any girl reading a book
with a title like A Collection of Liter-
ature by Contemporary Women Au-
thors. I'll also show you how to meet
other guys who never get laid. It’s
casy! Just go to places like:

1) Star Trek conventions

2) The lobbies of Star Trek

[ ] NO MORE MUFF FOR ME!

receive this ook for the incredibly low price of $48.95 plus $6.00 for postage and

handling.
Name

conventions

3) Anywhere within a ten-block
Trek

tadius of a Star
convention.

ABOUT THE{AI.ITHOI!:

Hi, 'm Gilbert Gottfried, the
author of How Not to Gel
Laid. Remember, getting laid
is the coward’s life. Be brave!
Just remember my motto,
“Why do you think they call it
pussy?” You have my personal
guarantee: Follow my book
and never again will you steer
your steamboat willie into the
hair aguarium.

DON’T DELAY! ORDER
TODAY!

Sireet

State

City

Each book comes in a non-identifiable wrapper.

I
I
I
I
I Rush me Gilbert Goltfried’s How Not fo Gef Laid. I’'m sending my money right away so | can
I
I
I
I
I
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hat is it? Come on,

guess. Pick the maga-

zine up and turn it over
and over and shake il 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- st ﬁmmmaﬂ

cret treasure of the moderns. Sports B
Isn't it nice? We knew you'd love E}ﬂﬂm%@ﬁ@iﬂ B e
= Positivel
it. It goes with everything, and it's always in good taste to have i]gj;%l{ﬁrﬁggmm
oLlE
i i i i " {2 a‘ o
plenty of beautiful, fashionable money. Don't you think so? Say L"éfll' 0 Jﬁhﬁ?

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 gel with it is a five-dollar discount on a subscription lo the
same magazine that gave it to you. Some treat, huh? Oh well, at
least it's sort of like money. | mean you can buy something with it.
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 National Lampoon you would like (one year, two years,
or three years), subtracting five dollars from the amount A

listed for each of those periods. For ex-

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

tion, which normally costs $11.95,

subtract five bucks and write out a check for GIFT m

$6.95. If you have no check of your own, get a R

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

money in it, don't—let’s repeat that I T e e =/ L ry

&
g ; | 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: ]
Now, you get the same five-dollar | National Lampoon Dept. NL786 J
i 1 635 Madison Avenue, 1
savings for a two- or threa—year sub- l New York. New York 10022 |
qcrip!ion: merely deduct the five | One-year subscription (] $11.95 (Deduct $5.00) Two-year subscription [ $17.95 (Deduet $5.00) |
dollars and send in your payment : Three-year subscription L1 $822.95 (Deduct $5.00) E
and the gift certificate. | For each year, add $5.00 for Canada, Mexico, and other foreign countries, |
, All checks must be payable within continental 11.5. or Canada.

When we get your money, we'll | e |
rush down o the post office and 1 Aidress :
mail you your first copy of the Na- | ciy State Zip |
tional Lampoon. If you don't like |' :
the magazine, write to us and we'll l |
return your copy of the gift certifi- | |
cate (o you. E =
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by Tony Kisch

«» The Chickenhawk and the Milk Jugs «%

nce, in the tiny village of Heterogh, which nestled in a lush valley
far in the hinterlands, there lived Claudio, the eldest son of the
W town’s dairyman. Though tall, young, and handsome, and heir to his

I father’s fine farm, Claudio nonetheless led a quite wretched life, for he
qil was the only swish in all the valley. Even as a child, he had always helped
i his mother and sisters with the household chores, while his manly
& younger brothers tilled the fields. To add to the family’s disgrace, the
young Claudio had often been seen parading shamelessly through the
countryside, clad in his sisters' clothing, his rugged face caked with
powder and streaked with paint. At first, his enraged father tried to beat
his son into conformity. Again and again he had reddened the boy’s
buttocks with his heavy belt, but to no avail. In truth, the lad seemed to
enjoy thcsc ﬂoggmgs immensely, squealing with delight as he urged his father to lay on the blows ever
harder. At last the old man gave up his efforts. In his despair, the father took to strong drink, and soon
thereafter he died of 2 broken heart.

After a decent interval of mourning, the old man’s will was read to the family, and no one was
surprised to learn that Claudio was to inherit very little. His brothers were given the farm, the
livestock, and almost everything else of value. As for poor Claudio, though the cldest, he was to receive
only “two large jugs of milk, and nothing more.” His brothers danced about the room with glee at their
good fortune, and taunted Claudio with more relish than ever. “Just think,” crowed one brother, “for
the first time our little pansy shall lay his hands on a pair of jugs! Ho-ho!” Everyone laughed heartily at
this cruel jest, but Claudio ignored them all, for he had a plan.

As soon as Claudio saw the two large jugs, filled to overflowing with fresh milk, a wide smile came to
his face. He took a strong stick and tied one jug securely to each end. Then, dressed in a fine frock and a
sassy pair of high heels, Claudio lifted the stick across his shoulders and wobbled happily down the
road toward the village. Though his burden was heavy, he barely noticed, for his mind was filled with
wondrous thoughts about the future: p

“What a wonderful day;” thought Claudio happily. “This fine milk shall fetch me a pretty penny in the
village. With that money I shall be able to take the coach to the big city, where there are many others
like me . . . some say even the Lord Mayor himself!” The lad could not help chuckling as he continued
to daydream. “Once in the city I shall become a very popular male prostitute, and soon my pockets
will bulge with gold. With that money I shall buy fine clothes and jewelry, and the price of my favors
shall rise even higher. Soon I will have more gold than before, and with it I shall buy a spacious
apartment, w/fplc., 4 bdrm., and sunk. Ir. I shall lure young boys there, addict them to drugs, and run a
thriving white slavery ring by appointment only. The very richest and most influential chickenhawks
shall beat a path to my door, and I will live happily ever after.”

So caught up in his schemes was Claudio that he failed to see a deep rut in the road. Only a few steps
from the village, he caught one of his high heels in the rut and stumbled, spilling every last precious
drop of milk onto the ground. As Claudio wailed and sobbed, a crowd gathered and began playfully
pelting him with stones, and from this was born the saying: “Do not count your chickens before they
are snatched.”
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Jill Karla Schwarz

=t The Boy Who Came Out of the Closet «

Loug, long ago, before the age of alternate lifestyles, in a beautiful
1| Aakingdom by the sea, there ruled a young monarch named King
-~ Fyodor. He was known to all as Fyodor the Fickle, for he enjoyed the
{| pleasure of boys as well as girls. His loyal subjects forgave him this vice,
4l however, for he was a kind and just ruler, who only rarely taxed them
beyond the point of starvation.
: When the time came for him to marry and produce an heir, King
~ 4l Fyodor sent his trusty knights to scour the kingdom in search of the
44| loveliest maiden in the land. One day, though, while selecting some
msd| velvet with which to cushion the royal commode, Fyodor chanced to
| see a girl more ravishing than he had dreamed possible. She was Harpy,
: = the beloved daughter of a rich Jewish fabric merchant, who had spoiled
her tembly Ti'uly smitten, the king rushed to her side and exclaimed, “Oh lovely maiden! Marry me
and you shall be queen of all the realm!”
“Oh, all right,” she sniffed haughtily. “But first you must promise to never again dally with other

“Very well,” gulped Fyodor. “You have my oath of honor.”

And so0 they were wed. At first, all was sublime; the happy newlyweds were virtually inseparable. All
too soon, though, their love began to curdle. The king chided his wife for draining the royal treasury to
satisfy her greed for clothing and jewels. For her part, the queen publicly proclaimed her husband a
niggardly miser; worse still, she began to rebuffhis amorous advances. Fyodor interpreted the latter as
a betrayal of marital vows, thus freeing him from his oath of honor. In a frustrated rage, Fyodor called
for Crookshanks, his gnarled old manservant and erstwhile procurer. “Crookshanks!” bellowed the
king. “Fetch me a young boy at once!”

“B-but sire,” spluttered the toothless old fellow: “Have you forgotten your oath of—"

“Never mind that!” exploded Fyodor. “Just do as I command! And make certain he is plump, and free
of disease!”

“Yes, sire,” muttered the faithful Crookshanks as he hobbled off to do his master’s bidding. Soon he
had returned with a fine young lad.

“Now, Crookshanks,” instructed the king, handing the old cripple a bell, “station yourself outside my
door, and be sure to ring this bell if you see the queen approach.” With that, Fyodor took the boy into
the royal bedchamber and closed the door.

Shortly thereafter, just as the king was slipping on his studded dog collar, there came a frantic _
ringing of the bell. “Curses upon her!” muttered Fyodor. “Quick, lad, untie me and hide yourself under
the bed. Do not come out until I say All is well!’” Just as the boy scrambled under the bed, the queen
entered the bedchamber. Without a word she lay down and slept soundly until the next morning, As
soon as she had gone, the king finally cried, “All is well!” and the poor lad crawled out from under the
bed. The king gave him a few coins and bade him return that night.

The second night was much like the first. Once more Harpy interrupted the king's pleasure, only
this time the boy had only just enough time to hide behind the royal curtains. The poor wretch stood
there all night, until the king could safely say, “All is well.”

On the third night, Fyodor, now thoroughly vexed, ordered Crookshanks to fetch him the boy once
again. Sure enough, the queen once more disturbed the king’s frolic, only this time the youth hid in the
royal closet. During the night, however, Harpy suddenly sat up in fright,

“Fyodor,” hissed the queen. “Get up! I hear someone prowling about!” Grumpily the king roused
himself and gave the premises a cursory inspection. Finding nothing, he came back to bed and,
forgetting himself, said, “Calm yourself, woman. All is well!” Suddenly, the youth sprang from his hiding
place, and before the startled queen could say a word, Fyodor, tired of being a mouse in his own castle,
loudly bellowed, “Get out of my chamber, oh greedy wench! I far prefer boys, and I care not who
knows it!” Faced with such rage, the queen fled the castle, leaving Fyodor a happy pederast till the end
of his days. And that, dear readers, was the first time a homosexual came out of the closet.
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ot tn Rumpandforeskln o Fm

R TE RS B BT T In a certain kingdom once lived a poor miller whose only son, Percival,
% _°9 I ui;'%h\‘,‘i\'@, was a flaming pouf. Nevertheless, the miller was very proud of him,
s NI ,.qé il and he one day told the king that his son could tastefully decorate an
“._'é.m . entire living room in one night, and for only five pieces of gold. Now the

M| | king was a bit of a fruit himself, and when he heard the miller’s boast, his
Bl curiosity was aroused, and he ordered the youth brought before him.
S Then Percival was led to an empty chamber and given five pieces of

4 gold. The king then said, “This room must be beautifully decorated by
morning, or you shall be put to death.” Vainly did Percival protest that he
could do no such thing, and he was left (o his task.

The youth was sitting on the floor of the barren room, bemoaning his
fate, when suddenly an ugly little man with one wooden leg stumped his
way through the door. “Greetings to you, good homo,” he said. “What are you weeping for?”

“Alas,” answered Percival, “I must decorate this room in exquisite taste by morning, and I know not
how to doit.”

“What would you give me,” asked the little man, “if I were to do it for you?”

“All that I own—five pieces of gold.”

“Very well,” said the little man, and with a snap of his fingers the room was done up in marvy high-
tech, with muted colors and track lighting,

When the king came and saw this, he cried, “Fabulous!!!” and promptly gave Percival a fresh task;
this time the king bade him decorate his summer cottage in one night, for ten pieces of gold or less.
Once more the young fellow wept helplessly, and once again the funny little man appeared, asking,
*“What will you give for completing ibis job?”

“All T have,” answered Percival, “len pieces of gold.” And in the twinkling of an eye, the entire
cottage was decked out in flawless Louis XIV, including gold-plated bidets.

When the king saw this, he again cried, “Fabulous!!!” and set the miller’s son one last task: “You must
decorate my castle for fifty pieces of gold, and in reward I shall proclaim you Designer of the Realm.”

Sure enough, the little man came that night to the castle, but this time he had other than money in
mind. “Good pervert,” he said, “keep your fifty pieces of gold. Tor payment you must promise that
when your name is on everyone’s britches, you will marry my daughter. Here is her picture.”

The little man’s daughter was a three-hundred-pound slob, with just a trace of five o'clock shadow
on her chin. Knowing not what else to do, Percival gave the little man his word. Instantly the king’s
castle was so magnificently appointed that it rivaled the Taj Majal itself.

Needless to say, the king was overjoyed, and Percival was duly appointed Designer of the Realm.
Soon forgetting his promise, the cocky youth ordered a line of “designer britches” to be made, each
with a golden “Percival” stitched on the seat. These britches were an instant success, and soon the
little man was at Percival’s door, his slovenly daughter in tow:

Upon being pressed to keep his promise, the young man broke down and sobbed uncontrollably.
Finally, the little man took a bit of pity on him and said, “I shall allow you three days. If in that tiime you
can guess my name, [ will release you from your promise.”

All that night, Percival tossed and turned, thinking of as many names as he could. When the little
man came in the morning, the youth began with Hector, Augustus, Llewelyn, and every other name he
could remember, but the little man smiled and said after each, “That is not my name.”

On the second day Percival desperately sent his many friends out to inquire everywhere for unusual
names. When the little man came by, the frightened young fruit tried comical ones, like Stumpy, Gimpy
Crip, and scores more, but the devilish little imp only smiled and said after each, “That is not my name.”

That night one of his friends arrived to tell Percival some news. He had been deep in the woods
when he happened upon a funny little one-legged man who danced about and sang: “Bread from dust,
wine from water/At last I'll be rid of my daughter./Isn’t it a lovely shame/That Rumpandforeskin is
my name!”

Percival jumped for joy. When the little man came the next morning, the youth asked, “Is it Tom?”
“No!” “Is it Dick?” “No!” “Can it be...Rumpandforeskin?”

Upon hearing that, the little man ranted and raved, cursing Percival and his friends; they, in turn,
only laughed and, linked hand to hand, off they skipped to their favorite bathhouse. And no one saw
the little man, or his ugly daughter, ever again. W
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THE MOST POPULAR ADULT COMIC BOOK

EVER PUBLISHED'

IT'S BACK, AND YOU CAN GET IT NOW!

Originally published in 1975, this 160-page collection of incredible adult comics has had
twelve printings over the years. The demand for the book has never diminished, and now
it's back.
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Earl Keleny

My First

by Bernie X.

As told to Gerry Sussman

'm on a lunch break with a
bunch of my pals who drive
cabs. We bullshit a lot about
how much we lose betting
on the Mets and Yankecs.
But no matter where we
start we always end up bull-
shitting about the same
thing—pussy. These guys are almost fifty
and they still talk about pussy as if they
were sixteen. The conversation starts
getting serious. Everybody is talking
about the first time they got laid, when
they lost their cherry. One of the guys
lost it at a crazy party in Harlem. Some
other guys say they went to whores in
the Bronx ( the Bronx used to have these
special whores that took your virginity ).
Some guys even had girlfriends who did
it for them. They were waiting for me o
give them my story, They knew it would
be a pisser. It was a pisser, all right.

It happened to me when [ was sixteen,

in 1959. Most people think I was born
fucking. Not true. [ was a late bloomer.
At sixteen I was still climbing the walls,
Everybody | knew was getting it except
me. [ ' was younger than the guys [ hung
out with by two, three years. Some of
them already had the experience, the
know-how. They had wallets with a per-
manent condom imprint on them from
always being bagged up. The real make-
out artists knew how to whisper the
right sweet nothings in a girl’s ear to
make her blush and get hot. 1 didn't
know what to say to girls. T was tongue-
tied.

After a while my friends felt sorry for
me. They wanted to get me laid but the
more they tried the harder it got. 1
wasn't a bad-looking kid. I just didn't

seem to have the chemistry.

That's when my friend Rico Salvatori
came to my rescue. Rico, or “the Reee,”
as we used to call him, was the leader of
our group. They didn't make them any
cooler than the Reec. He used to read
every newspaper from start to finish
every day. He could quote you stock
market prices and batting averages. He
had connections—uncles and cousins in
the Mob. He traveled to LA. and Vegas.
He met movie stars and claimed he had
fucked Lana Turner and her daughter,
the one who stabbed Lana’s boyfriend.
The Reec was eighteen and already a
man of the world. He looked a little like
Tony Curtis, with the dark, wavy hair and
the dimple in the chin. The Reec was
making his connections with the right
people. He was on his way, no doubt
about it,

He was also the big lover of the neigh-
borhood. So when the Reec said he'd
take care of me, [ knew I was in like
Flynn. About a month went by and
nothing happened, I figured maybe the
Reec was pulling my prick. [ asked him
about it a few times and he kept telling
me to hold my water, don't get my
bowels in an uproar.

Then one day he hands me a plane
ticket. Guess what? Me, the Reec, Johnny
Ginzo, Irv Stupek, or “Shtuppy,” as we
called him, and Marty Krell are all going
to Havana, Cuba, for a vacation—all
arranged by the Reec. The Reec has a
cousin, Guido, who's a big wheel at the
gambling casino down there. Guido
wants the Reec to work for him, and
maybe he’ll hire a few other guys, some
of Reec’s friends. So why don’t all the
boys come down to Havana, learn about

the casino, talk a little business, have a
little fun, and maybe even get laid a lit-
tle—all expenses paid. The Reec says
that getting laid a little in Havana is
another way of saying that you're going
to fuck yourself into a coma. His cousin
is loaded. He's got a big house with
seven bedrooms and four maids. Three
of the maids fuck like minks. Why not
the fourth? [ ask. Because she's
cighty-seven and can only do it twice a
week, the Reec answers. I told you he
was cool and he was very fast with the
retorts,

This was Havana hefore Castro took
over. They don't make cities like Havana
anymore. I've been to most of the big
pussy centers of the world since then—
Rio, Madagascar, Hong Kong—~but they
couldn’t lay a glove on Havana in its
prime. Just thinking about Havana gives
me a hard-on. So you can imagine what it
was like for five of the hornicst guys in
New York when we got off that plane. [
was so worked up I wished I had two
cocks.

We were staying at Guido’s house, but
he was very busy that night, so he told us
to relax and do the town, get a feel of the
place and get a feel of the broads. The
next day he'd have time to show us the
casino and talk about our futures. With-
out batting an eyelash Guido peeled off
five hundred bucks for each of us as
fucking-around money. That’s five hun-
dred bucks in 1959. Today that would be
about five thousand. He gave us the
addresses of the best bars and whore-
houses in the city. I had to pinch myself
to believe | was standing in the middle of
the sexiest city in the world on a beau-
tiful night with nothing to do but spend

continued on page 58

NATIONAL LAMPOON 31

- i ht © 2007 National | I



GO 2] LACAET A [N




SILEH © PleuoY

DIOANE

SLURE

Confessions of a Stroke Book Editor

ome people call it pornog-
raphy, others call it erotica.
To me, it was simply smut,
pure slime. A dirty job, but
somebody had to do it.
For several years, [ was
employed by a publisher
of popular “adult entertain-
ment” magazines. I held a variety of
different positions, some of which
caused severe muscle spasms. I've been
on the bottom, and I've been on the top.
Being in the middle was pretty interest-
ing, too.

I confess that in the beginning, I was
quite naive, I thought S&M was a kind of
trading stamp. When someone inquired
if I knew anything about scatology, I said,
“Sure. Sure I do. I minored in scat in
college!”

The rest of the editorial staff—the
basic blend of prematurcly balding or
toupeed Jewish guys with perpetually
perspiring upper lips, and survivors of
strict Catholic parochial school educa-
tions—regarded me as a curiosity. After
all, what was this broad, with no breasts
to speak of, doing at a sleazy stroke
book? The only other woman in the
office was the receptionist, The Mouth
That Scored. She was deaf in one car, and
English was her third or fourth language,
but it wasn't what came out of her
mouth that kept her employed.

One of my first responsibilities was to
work on the lctters. Yes, of course
they're real. The most perverted person
on the planet could never, on his or her
own, compete with the sick minds of the
multitudes. However, since most of the
juiciest, raunchiest letters came
scrawled almost indecipherably in red
crayon, they had to be edited. We got

by Nina Malkin

sacks of mail. Nearly 90 percent of the
letters started the same way: “I am pres-
ently incarcerated for a crime I did not
commit.” We often got hate mail from
members of that charming coffee klatch,
Women Against Pornography. Oh, hiow |
wished them all a terminal case of klatch
rot. We also got repent notices from vari
ous born-again groups: “For the wagces of
sin is death; Romans 6:23," they wrote. |
didn’t worry because my wages were S0
piffling, but it astounded me that some
people actually believed smut was evil,
dangerous. Smut celebrated, advocated,
encouraged, and even enhanced feeling
good—so how could that be bad? Don't
those righteous souls realize that if you
don’t play with yourself you could go
blind?

Some letters, usually the ones in the
official Dannemora or Ossining envel-
opes, came complete with samples of
the correspondents’ sexual prowess, usu-
ally close-up snapshots of fully erect
dicks, clippings of pubic hair, smatter-
ings of spunk. I sorted the mail wearing
rubber gloves. The most inventive let-
ters by far came from horny housewives,
like the one from the Mississippi matron
who kept a bullfrog in her bloomers.

1 became adept at writing erotic girl
copy: “Nancy is a nuclear physicist who
enjoys children and animals,” the cap-
tion beneath a bored, spread-eagled
bimbo would read. Before long, I was
promoted to copy editor, the person
who makes sure all the dirty words are
spelled correctly and establishes the
tone for the magazine, deciding whether
or not to hyphenate hard-on and
blowjob, checking the dictionary to sce
if one adds an “e” when pluralizing
dildo, etc. Soon I could insert “fuck,

suck, cock, pussy, tits, and ass” in one
sentence. A complete, properly con-
structed sentence, to be sure.

I pushed my nookic to the grindstone
and continued up the ladder of success.
Ambitious, I wanted to prove that I had
the right stuff. Or in this case, the white
stuff. Every day, it collected in'a puddle
in my panty crotch.

I told my boss, the editor in chief, who
probably would have become a priest
had he not become a pornmeister, that [
nceded a challenge, that I wanted to do
something meaty. He promptly dropped
his drawers. Then 1 explained that
wanted to expand my role, not my hole,
50 he let me look at dirty pictures. |
would help select the modcels who
appeared in our magazines.

I started by reorganizing the essential
slut file, The slut file consisted of Polar-
oid shots, submitted by photographers,
of new “talent.” | maintained the file
alphabetically by model's name, noting
on the back of the photo her measure-
ments, age, height, and my own
comments. Things like “boobs hang
below belly button,” “pimples on ass,”
“thighs the consistency of cottage
cheese.” Many models, hoping to look
special and separate themselves from
the pack, had distinguishing charac-
teristics. They shaved, dyed, or
dreadlocked their pubic hair. They got
tattoos in the most imaginative places.
They pierced their nipples and/or pussy
lips. Talk about a casting ouch.

I soon started editing the hundreds of
slides contributed by photographers, nar-
rowing them down to the ten or twelve
shots that would compose a pictorial. [
became an cxpcrl on tits: her mammaries
were large, ripe melons; her perfect
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handfuls were firm and round as apples;
her gigantic jugs jiggled like a couple of
grapefruits in a plastic bag; her sweet
mounds were topped with succulent
cherries. It was driving me bananas.
When I picked fruit in the supermarket, [
didn’t just squeeze, I caressed—then |
checked for signs of sag.

I realized I had boobs on the brain
because of a sense of inadequacy about
my own set. You see, when God was
handing out first-quality merchandise in
the mammary department, I was hag-
gling over a second helping of sparkling
wit. Some girls, I discovered, had tits like
fruit, while I had all the pits. Not that

having great tits is such a big deal, a mat-
ter of earth-shattering importance or
anything. Unless you happen to be a
woman,

Twats, t00, became part of the tes-
ritory. I must have examined more
specimens of female genitalia than a Park
Avenue gynecologist. Pussies, [ learned,
were like fingerprints, no two alike. In
fact, I began identifying models by their
twats, giving them cute little nicknames.
Like the slit that looked so open and yet
s0 dangerous that I called it the Gulf
of Sidra. Another, a thin, pallid thing
between a pair of anorectically skinny
thighs, was known as Diet Slice.

“He looks like be's just about to comell! You guys ready?!?”
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Yet in spite of all the varicty, pussies
were a sticky subject. Because we don’t
really live in a free country, cunts are
wide open to censorship. For example,

a model can use all ten fingers to peel
apart her labia but is forbidden from
sticking even one of those digits inside
her snatch. Natural, no (how many
women do you know who masturbate by
pulling open their pussy lips? How many
women do you know who masturbate?
How many women do you know . . .),
but any form of insertion constitutes
hard-core. You wouldn't be able to pur-
chase such a magazine, as an after-
thought, of course, along with the quart
of motor oil, container of 0j., package of
razor blades, and bag of malted-milk
balls at your local 7-Eleven while you
told the cashicr how much you really
enjoyed the articles.

Another bone of contention was hard-
ons. We could never publish a picture of
a guy with his periscope up without
forcing the magazine underground. The
correct cuphemism for limp-dicked but
not totally uninterested is “maximum
tumescence in repose.”

So we had to be very careful. We
couldn’t give 'em the real thing; instead
we gave them simulation, suggestion,
sensual mystery . . . all very poor
substitutes.

It was at about this time in my career
that a nasty streak I never knew I had
began to surface. | was very discriminat-
ing. Some of the guys in the office
thought anything with a pink, open hole
suitable for framing. My tastes were
more refined, and I'd reject models for
any number of reasons. [ remember
once balking, “But we can’t put this
bimbo in the centerfold! Look—her nail
polish is chipped!”

Our need for new faces was insatiable.
Although most of the stuff printed in
adult entertainment magazines is photo-
graphed in Europe or on the West Coast,
aspiring models did, from time to time,
come up to our New York office to audi-
tion. 1 felt like a clerk at Sluts “R” Us, but
I was the only employee capable of tell-
ing an eighteen-year-old girl, whose
mother or equally terrifying boyfriend
waited in the reception area, 1o strip
naked, bend over, spread her cheeks, and
wink for the Polaroid without spilling
coffee or otherwise visibly wetting
myself. Everyone thought I was so cool
and composed. Little did they know that
for the first time since [ stopped doing
what my mother told me to (age seven),
I started lining the toilet seat with tissue
before sitting down to pee whenever
one of the hopeful harlots happened by
When bona fide porn stars visited, [ held
it in all day.

Still, I worked hard, Sex, sex, sex . . .

1 ate, drank, and slept it. A professional
continued on page 80
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Letitia is back in business. @&
Play Dress Up, Cheerleader, i
Sorority Girl. The ultimate in
private tutorials. 555-3629
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In a Performance of Vladmir Zhotokov's
““The Industrial Machine Fairies'"

Featuring
Sukta, the 800 HP Prima Tractor
The Menschev 300 Agricultural Tractors
The Dobrokov Z Dozers
The Umi 2 Snowplows

PERFORMANCE SCHEDULE———————
At The Corn Center

Feb. 19 thru Feb, 27

Monrne 5t & Svlvanin Ave, in Dueron Dells

Tickets
84.50

+Return must he made
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You must buy your ticket 250 days in advance and be available
I!ﬂ; Ininediate departure nTImr during a 30 lay period, Na
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EXPERIENCE
DELICIOUS JAPANESE CUISINE
PREPAR‘ED IN YOUR MOUTH!

iyt A dinner with
Tollugawa of Tokyo
is nar just a meal, ir's
an advenrure. Our
Warrior Chefs pur on
a show as they
carefully and
dramaricolly prepare
native Japanese
dishes in your mourh
with rhe fiair and
excitement of feudal
Japan.

MOBII.E IIOME Bﬂ\'ll. AREA

Secor at |
Friday, Februsry 17 and ‘Ihl"l'. February 18 only.
Tluketl awlhblo at: W m
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At Princeton a lady named Lane

Had a terribly intricate brain.

She could do magic tricks

With balls and with sticks

That drove the whole golf team insane.
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This is Lolita from Penn,

Who often made deals with men.

You see, for a buck

She’d strip down and fuck,

And between classes she'd do it again.

=

W

This one is Mavis from Yale,

She’s now doing post-grad in jail,

You see, as a frosh,

Her house was quite posh,

With a sign reading “This one’s for sale!”

Len Skapp

The lady is Helen of Brown,

Her aim is a black cap and gown.

To pay for pre-dental

And bills monumental

she makes lots of dough going down.

Len Skapp

Len Skaop
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At Dartmouth the winters are cold,
But Letitia Van Gyde still makes gold.
She’s gota room and a booker.

She'’s an afterschool hooker,

And a good student also, we're told.
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L To her that old school was a bore.
Her major’s pre-med,
She minors in bed,
’Cause at Harvard they all pay to score.
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Virginia, she's really a Lion,

The trustees all think she’s quite fine,
She works Morningside Heights

And other fine sites,

On a scale up to ten, she'sa nine.

a2nn Archive

The Bettm




THE NONSEXIST SUTRA
OF VATSANAYM

Being an Excerpt from the Classic Hindu Treatise on Love, Cleansed of
Derogatory Job Titles As Formerly Applied to Gals with Nice Yonis
Translated by Sir Derek Pell

Chapter VI. On the Various Ways of Lying Down, and the
Different Kinds of Congress

On the occasion of a :‘high congress,” a flight attendant should lie down in such a way as to
widen her yoni so that the captain’s lingam may make a “safe landing.”

When a stevedore raises her thighs and keeps them wide apart and engages in congress with a
member of organized crime, it is called the "longshoreperson’s tea.”

When a hatcheck attendant or table server removes her undergarments, it is called the “open
invitation.” At such a time, a member of Congress should apply some unguent, so as to make his
grand entrance as easy as pie.

When a shapely meteorologist or weathercaster employs her mouth in the service of a
lingam, and thus engages in oral congress, it is called the “warm air mass” or “Divine Tex”
position, and is learned only by much practice during gale storms. This position is also useful in
the case of “wind shear” during “highest congress.”

When the legs of both a fisher and a yachtsperson are entwined during congress at sea, it is
called “baiting the hook.” It is of two kinds, the “bow and scrape” position and the “stern small-
craft warning” position, depending on the size of the boat or the dimensions of the fisher’s pole,
respectively.

When a household supervisor forcibly traps the lingam of a traveling salesperson in her yoni
(after it has been safely testicle-marketed), it is called the “hard sell” position. After congress is
adjourned it may be referred to as either “soft sell” or “bargain basement closeout.”

When a small businessperson® raises both her legs and wraps them around the head ofa
customer, it is called the “martini lunch.”

When a meter maidperson stands on her hands and feet like a quadruped in heat, and a
pedestrian mounts her from the rear, it is called the “free parking” or “loading zone” position.

When a curvaceous crane operator engages in congress with a building inspector while
balanced atop a steel girder protruding from a semi-erect skyscraper, it is called “greasing
the flagpole.”

When a well-hung stableperson enjoys two voluptuous equestrians (both of whom have
mastered the art of neck-and-necking), it is called “the Triple Crown.”

When a Chief Justice of the United States Supreme Court enjoys a harem comprised of clerks
and stenographers, it is called “the lay of the land” or “revolving door justice.”

Many professional football players enjoy a willing souvenir vendor. The players may
humaneuver her into unnatural positions, either one after the other or at the same time. This is
called “good sportspersonship.” Thus one of them holds the vendor, another enjoys her upper
charms, a third uses her mouth, a fourth makes do with the backside, while the fifth enters her
yoni for a “touchdown.” In this way they may go on enjoying her various parts alternately until
everyone has scored.

The same things may be done when several Heads of State are sitting in the company of a
buxom journalist.**

Thus ends the various kinds of congress. There is 2 most significant sutra on the subject, as
follows:

“An ingenious person should multiply the kinds of congress after the beasts and the birds. His
knowledge will surely win him the love and respect of every damn yoni!”

* A person whose diminutive yoni is for sale to persons possessing a mighty lingam
**Especially if she aspires to anchorpersonhood.



The Secret Sexual Body
Language of Senior Citizens

Introduction

n the past few years a new, exciting

science has appeared on the scene.

It is the study of body language.

Never before has a new discipline
revealed so much about so many in such
a short period of time.

Clinical studies have unearthed an
untapped wealth of knowledge concern-
ing the nonverbal communication that is
generated via body language.

Such phrases as “Keep your chin up,”
“Shrug it off,” “Keep a stiff upper lip,”
“Grit your teeth,” and “Get your finger
out of your ass” have long been thought
of as mere verbal clichés. Now, after
many years of analysis and millions of
dollars in government research grants,
wociologists and psychologists are begin-

Senior
Citizen
Body
Language
Chart
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by Dr. Mark Groubert

ning to understand that the language of
the body is indeed a true form of non-
verbal communication. In fact, only the
international language of Esperanto has
more adherents worldwide.

Body language is also shedding new
light on interpersonal relationships. Try
this simple experiment in your spare
time. Travel to the ghetto region in the
city nearest you and locate the largest
black man in the area. Walk up to him
slowly and stop. Now stare into his eyes
for an extended period of time without
averting your gaze. See if you get a reac-
tion. I think you will be quite surprised
by dhie results.

For many years [ wondered if my stud-
ies with children and gorillas could be
replicated with the world’s oldest living
human resource—senior citizens.

Recently, with the aid of a National

Lampoon Behavioral Research Grant, I
traveled to the great retirement state of
Florida to begin my study on the non-
verbal communication of septuagen-
arians,octogenarians, and people over
the age of ninety.

This past spring I spent four exhaust-
ing days at the Red Buttons Tranquillity
Villa ncar Coco Beach and came away
with some startling revelations about
our senior citizens. What previously had
seemed to me to be a random series of
tics, jerks, and age-induced spasms
turned out to be a complicated network
of sexual innuendos and sophisticated,
cryptic polygiot.

Here, with the aid of a kinesics pho-
tographer, I have compiled the first
visual dictionary to help in the study
of...the secret sexual body language of
senior citizens.

Body Movement:

outward leg cross
contracted pupils
dilated pupils

lip folding
arms folded across chest
hand on hreast
clenched fists

ankles crossed
inward leg cross
arms folded behind head
pencil eraser in nostril
showing teeth
fingers on temple

shoulders drawn inward

thumbs through belt loops
nose rub

thumb forms circle with index finger

eyebrowlift ....................
pinkieinnostril . ....ovviveininnn
hand over mouth
furrowed brow . .................
T
fingerinnostril ............
steepling of fingers . .............
shoulders drawnback ............

----------------------

thumb on index finger ............

Attitude Expressed:

... lack of interest

... non-grotic visuals

... erotic visuals

... dishelief

... tesire to perform gum job
not listening

... fear ot mastectomy
medication wearing off

... small booger

... has had no saltpeter

... interest

... just had orgasm

child molester and/or shoe fetishist
dentures improperly fitted
anger

annoyance

inducing a bowel movement
... extreme affection

... depressed

... large booger

... Superiority

excited

ready for gum job
puzziement

desire to change channel
... indicales size of cancerous polyp

e
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This is the Tranquillity Villa recrea-
tion room, where, for the third time
this week, Muriel is willing to repay
her debt to Seymour (one gum job)
for having lost to him at intravenous
arm wrestling.

Muriel is annoyed by the way
Seymour is ignoring her. She clearly
feels superior to Seymour in every
way, yet she is very excited, due to
her lack of salipeter ingestion.

Seymour is not getting Muriel’s
message because he has developed
an extreme affection for Miss June in
this month’s edition of Playgeezer.
(Not noticeable in photo: Seymour's
dilated pupils.)

Della, a retired hospital admin-
istrator from the Bronx, has just had
a long, romantic affair with her new
electric Kosher Salami vibrator,
which has brought her to great
heights of orgasmic thrill. She's in a
state of ecstatic disbelief.

Her husband, Herman, on the
other hand, cannot figure out why,
after three quarts of prune juice, a
can of sauerkraut, and six Ex-Lax
doughnuis, he has not moved his
bowels today.

In addition, he is attempting to
change the TV channel without the
use of a remote-control device.

Feuven Kopitchinski
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Muriel has decided to attend the
semiannual Red Buttons Cocktail
Party with Seymour. But the crotch
of a young cocktail waiter soon
catches her eye and affections as she
puckers down.

Meanwhile Della shows carnal in-
terest in Muriel as she explains her
fear of mastectomy.

Seymour, however, is depressed,
and rightfully so, as he describes the
size of his cancerous polyp to the
uninterested waiter.

The waiter, in turn, is fantasizing
about Della’s shoe size and style.

The scene is a poker game in Her-
man and Della’s condo. Della’s false
teeth bother her, so she has removed
them, causing her lips to fold
inward.

Herman's shoulders are drawn
back because he’s just been dealt the
fifth card toward an inside straight.
He’s in shock from such blind luck.
In his right hand is a glass of Alka-
Seltzer, which is always needed after
one of Della’s dinners.

Muriel’s pupils are dilated because
Della has just dealt her a third king
to complete a full house. She's very
excited.

Seymour, on the other hand, has
folded, and in fact is having an
angina attack. He'’s annoyed that
Muriel forgot to renew his medical
prescription, and will die within
eleven minutes of this photograph
having been taken.
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ONE OF THE

N o T "MAMMADLL" HE

CALLED HIS

MEN 1V THE STATELY FLEASURE
%@Lﬂ% FiLm Pm?fc_’% He BuLT
CHARLES NATION /7 ém’ 77‘#1'.f 2
zicsgﬁz g_:ﬁf/ MOURNS 5 WHERE HE DIED,
WEEK IN HIS

ey 2 - PORN

,_.,:_ﬁf"’i‘['ff‘-‘e 3
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HE MASSIVE JACUZEZIS ONCE FACKLITATED ZE T AT THE TENDER AGE OF NINE, CHARLES FOSTER
HUNDREDS OF ORGASMS PER NGHT. A MODERN =S PORN LEFT HIS HUMBLE HOME T2 BECOME THE
HELIPORT MHANCLED NIGHTLY PRUG DELIVERIES, AND WARD OF THE MYBSTERIOUS BARINESS Von UPHOSEN,
SILVER WHEELBARROWS DISFENSED KiLOS OF NOSE

CANDY T HIS COLUNTLESS GLESTS. \Q\vir

R L
AMONG THE NUMEROLIS ASSETS WAS SEVEN
SEALE FPROPUCTIONS; AN OBSCURE MAKER OF

5 MONEY AND NOTIRIETY, IT WAS HIS MASTER-
TS PIECE, THE TOUR CE FORCE "FRANKENSTEIN
AND THE WOLFAAN AND THE STEWARCESS EAT
THE PRIVATE-DUTY LESBIAN SLUT COED TEENAGE %
CHEERLEADER FRON THE OUTER SFACE OF MELLY
WHICH EARNED HIM THE ARTISTIC ACCLAIN HE <l
S0 CRAVED.

ACOFTED BY HIG MYSTERIOUS BENEFACTOR,
WHO MAPE HIM HER S0LE HEIR, YOLING
FORN BECAME LIFON HER OEATH ONE OF
THE WEALTIHIEST FERSONS (N THE WORLE
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4

STANCOFFISH AT FIRST, THE AMERICAN INTELLEC-
TUAL AND CULTURAL COMMUNITIES EVENTLALLY
ACCEPTED CHARLES RISTER PORN WITH OPEY ARMS,

BLISINESS REVERSALS ANG FERSONAL LOSSES
SAON TOOK THE BLOOM OFF Mg ROSE, AND HE
WAITHOREW TO HIS NEVER-TC-BE-FINIGHED MANSION,
MAMMADY, THERE HE LIVEDR ALONVE AVIONG THE

MEMORIES OF FAME THAT HAD FACED AND WIVES N
WHO HAD FLED. ¥ |

THERE'S A LOT OF

INFORMATION
HERE BUT THE
STORY HAS NO
ANGLE.

WHADDYA
MEAN , NO
ANGLE? WHADDYA
CALL "POOR BoY GETS
RICH, LIVES, ANT DIES [
LONELY AND
tUNLavep "2

CALLER A GENIUS BY SOME, A PANCERER BY

OTHERS, AN ARTISTE BY SOME, A FORNOGRAPHE)

BY OTHERS, CHARLES FOSTER FORN NEVERTHEL

LEFT HIE MARK ON AMERICA, THE WARLL, ANC
THE TWENTIETH CENTLIRY.

P YEAH, THAT'S AN ANGLE, ALL RIGHT, BUT THEY
FOUND IT IN PHARAOH'S TOoMB, WHAT I'D LIKE IS FOR
SOME OF MY HIGH-PRICED, 50-CALLED TALENT TO GET
OFF THEIE PAMPERED FANNIES AND FIND ME A REAL ANGLE,

YEAH, LIKE THIS THERE YA
“HOBEBLD" THAT HE 30, NOW
SAID AT THE END-—- THAT'E A
WHAT'S THAT Leap. You, | |
SUPPOSED O &UY, GUy )
MEAN 7 WISE, TM
PUTTING YOU
ON THIS
ONE.

Hours Later, IN THe
ANTERCOM OF THE
| SCUMHOZEN MUSEUM OF

i JA, VE HAFF
PER DIARY OF
BARONESS ON
UPHOSEN, LEGAL

GUARDIAN OF
CHARLES FOSTER
PORN FROM DER
AGE OF NEUN.

~ FIND ouT
WHAT "HosEBUD"
MEANS,
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IF YOU po...
VE HAF OFER TWO
HUNDRED POUNDS OF
N\ _TESTICLE VEIGHTS.

BUT T DON'T WANT 10 §
G0 T AN EXCLUSIVE
BOARDING ScHooL [ T
WANT T0 BE WITH MY
SEEDY MOTHER AND fo
FATHER LIKE OTHER 44
KIDS., it

LOGK , HERE'S AM AD!: " WEALTHY
BARONESS SEEKS YOUNG URCHIN
T BE REARED STRICTLY LND
GIVEN ALL DER ADFANTAGES,"

e

Uil gty o ad

COME ON, NOW. ITS
TIME FER DER HOSE,
BLD,

AT—

IS8 QVITe
ENOUGH , You
LITTLE

INGRATE

THAT'S
IT. THERES
NOTHING ABOUT
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I _UNDERSTAND YOU'RE MICKEY
MENAGE, FORMER FRIEND AND 4
EMPLOYEE OF CHARLES )
FOSTER FPORN.

I UNDERSTAND YOU
AND MR. PORN WENT TO
COLLEGE TOGETHER,

WHAT ABOLT
THIS HOSEBLID?
THINK (T
MIGHT'VE BEEN
A DAME, A
RACEHORSE, A f
CHILDHOOp SLED, i

ANYTHING LIKE
| THar? S

SURE 0D BVERY COLLEGE FROM ¥
THE SORBOMNE --CHARLIE CALLEP
IT THE SaRE-BIVE --TO THE
UcLa FILM scHooL TO PARSONS
COLLEGE. GOT KICKEDR OUT OF
EVERY LAST ONE OF ‘EM.

MR. PORN
REALLY MLIST
HAVE HAD A
Goor TIME,

CHARLIE? T DON'T KNOW HOW
You COULD SAY CHARLIE EVER HAP
A G000 TIME. MATTER OF FACT, T
CAN RECALL JUST ONE TIME WHEN

HE WAS REALLY HAPP%.../,{

"CHARLIE HAD JUST INHERITED THE SEVEN
SEALS STUDIO, AND HE AND L BLEW ON-
o THE SET TO CHECK THINGS oUuT.” i

LivING !/
You sPEAK
OF LIVING AS
IF Yau KNOW
WHAT IT. WAS,
YOoU AND YOUR
BOOKS, YOUR. ..

vou, TAKE OFF )
I\ THAT SWEATER/

q/ ALLOW ME TO

1 iNmOUL‘]CE mMy'-
SELF: 1M CHARLES
FOSTER PORN, YAUR
NEW OWNER , AND

THIS 15 MY

ASSISTANT, MR.

MENAGE.

DON'T MIND ME,
JUST DO EXACTLY AS T
SAY AND. You MIGHT

KEEP vOUR JoBS.

PORN WAS MADE, LATER THAT EVENING , BONE-
TIRED BUT HAPPY, CHARLIE TURNED T0 ME AND
SAlp: 'You KNOW, MENAGE, WEVE DONE
SOMETHING HERE TODAY, SOMETHING REALLY
BiG, AND I WANT TO BE SURE WE DON'T
Lose IT." " A >
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NG

YIRS ..

AR

{'\}\\‘1 "'AND TO MAKE SLIRE T DON'T LOSE TRACK OF IT,

Y| IM GONNA WRITE [T DOWN, A DECLARATION OF

X PRINCIPLES, AND TWi GONNA RUN IT AT THE
BEGINNING OF EVERY ONE OF MY PICTURES.”

-~
AH, YES, :
THOSE WERE
THE DAYS, MY
FRIEND,

THE DAILY
GRIND
OF GRINDING
ouT THosE

GRINDIES
TooKk ITe
TOLL ON HIg

W 50 T'VE HEARD. WHAT ' o, [ avooon... cHARLES ! PUT DOWN THAT
WAS THE FIRST MRS, 5 Bo TRY THIS !

FPORN LIKE

"NO, OHARLIE DIDN'T KNOW A GOOD THING
WHEN HE HAD T IN THE TUB WITH Him."”

HE LOST HER,
THEN HE LosT
HIS NEXT WIFE -

T NEVER HATED HIM.
IT WAs STRICTLY

BUSINESS. IT JUsT
OR MAYBE HE TOOK ME A WHILE /8
PROVE THEM TQ ACCEPT HiM
AWAY, LIKE HE

FOR WHAT HE
WAS: A MAN
OBSESSED.

DROVE THE

&\
OBSESSED
WITH WHAT?
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YoU pon'T LISTEN
VERY WELL, DO You,

FOSTER PORN WAS
OBSESSED WITH

HELPING AMERICA
GET IT UP, THAT'S
ALL, AND HE PION"T
CARE WHO HE HURT
IN THE PROCESS.

YoUNG MAN? CHARLES

STORAGE ROOM
IN MAMMADU...

L

OF JUNK  #
HERE, ISN'T /9§
ZERE? 4

YEAH, THERE'S A
LOT OF JUNK, ALL
RIGHT. BUT THERE'S W
AN ANSWER , TOQ,
IN HERE SOME -
WHERE, AND MORE
THAN JUST AN
ANSWER TO HOSEBLID
AMD QITIZEN PORN.
THERE'S AN ANSWER
HERE ‘TO THE
QUESTION OF JUST
WHAT MARES
AMERICANS, GREAT
AMERICANS, TICK,

LATER, AT THE GREAT

", (1

YEAH , CHARLES FOSTER
PORN mAY BE DEAD, AND
HE MAY HAVE TAKEN HIS
SECRET WITH HIM, BUT You
CAN BET YOUR TINTYPE i
THAT HiS SPIRIT LIVES.

T LIVES
BECALSE
WHEREVER
MEN, AMERICAN
MEN , DARE T
DREAM , HE'LL
BE THERE WITH
'EM == IN SPIRIT-~
FLOATIN' ON A
cLoUp, SAILIN'
ALonNs way UP
THERE IN THE
BLUE, KNOgKIN'
‘EM DEAD WITH
JUST A SMILE

3 A
‘ b ¥
“ .....l. v

(5

.
'\\\.‘"\u\“\
£\ ‘,nl‘

I eUEsS
YOoU BETTER
HOLD YoUR
NOSE , BUD.

WHAT A
SMELLS
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THE RESPONSE IS INCREDIBLE!
'THE DEMAND IS UNPRECEDENTED!
~ THE CRUSH AT THE BOX OFFICE

IS INHUMAN!

'YOU MUST GET YOUR TICK

ETS NOW!

=

| e N
'
FAMPOON:s

“CLASS OF 86"

| namona Lamroows -aassorss” | A live musical entertainment about teday’s
| NEW YORK, N.Y. 10022 laughable world. Skits, songs, and sheer
meayhem from the people wheo brought you

| You con get the best seals in the house by ordering

: them now with this coupen,

I Your Ist choice of date

1 .
§ RO e NATIONAL LAMPOON'’S
[ : If a Friday or Soturday indicate TUES.—THURS. 8 P.M
| e BT —— gL
lame . Wil gl t ALt
| e \  TICKETS $20 & 524 LEMMINGS
| . 1 M.
! ;;: - ! ALL TICKETS $15 VACATION
| State ip
! : I have enclosed o check or money order for$_ E
L] [ ] ] ] L)
| R ? and other snide, salacious, puerile, acidic,
L3
| o and on-target studies of the human race and
I Visa

1
1
Ssnaius | iis foibles, follies, and fuck-ups.
i
I

Make check payable o the Village Gete.
\ | For more information call: Box Office (212) 475-5120 Now P'avlﬂﬂ = tha vlllan. Bﬂﬂ,

:_C‘r call Ticket Masters: (212) 307-7171 ) 160 Bleecker SI., New 'ﬂrk B“.'
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Jill Karla Schwarz

ome instinct made me wake
up. I sniffed around.Things
seemed unchanged. Grover
was still sleeping up there
on Boss and Lady’s bed, the
sound of his snores wafting
in. Feeling a stab of hunger, I decided to
go check the food bowls.

The food bowls were much the same
as the last five times I’d looked. The first
still contained the small residual pile of
breakfast, now dried and crusted. I
sniffed it dubiously, and gave my paw a
little shake of disgust. The second bowl
was worse; all traces of the orange
crunchy stuff Boss leaves for us when
he's out were gone, gobbled up by
Grover hours ago. Naturally, the water
bowl was full, but who cares about
water? I was siarving! Where the hell

were the bigfeet?

I padded out of the food room, growl-
ing. There was never a bigfoot around
when you needed one. I think they take
some kind of sadistic pleasure in pro-
longing our hunger. In the mornings, for
instance, they always sleep long after me
and Grover are ravenous, and we have to
go in and walk on their chests.

Speaking of the Big Orange Puffball,
who the hell did he think he was, taking
the last of the crunchy stuff? I decided to
give the old boy some shit. I headed for
the back room, planning my assault. ..
and stopped short, staring, every ele-
ment of my being in a state of total
readiness.

Blue greeblings were soaking through
the ceiling!

“Grover!” I thought loudly. “Greeb-
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lings!” Some of them were almost loosc,
moored now only by long, glistening
umbilici, like balloons, 1 bate greeblings.
My back went up and I hissed.

One broke free. It hovered uncer-
tainly for a moment, then floated toward
the hall closet, extruding a black wire
coat hanger. Gathering myself, I sprang,
intersected its path, and gave the son of a
bitch a faceful of claws. With a burst-of
rotten-foad smell and a rain of wet blue
streamers, it exploded. The coat hanger
disappeared.,

ut three more greeblings

were now free, and others

without number were mak-

ing their slow way through

the ceiling. 1 was damn busy

for the next half hour, 1
leaped and clawed, and greeblings ex-
ploded, and the stink was something
fierce. Finally there were none left, [
crouched there, panting, atop a great
pile of the awful blue shreds. I must have
killed three thousand of them, while
they had hooked a mere three hangers
on the closet rod. Not too shabby. 1
huffed out and licked a paw.

Now what had I...? Oh, yes, Grover.
And where the hell had be been when |
was single-handedly fighting off the bar-
barian hordes? Still sleeping, no doubt,
as he had during last night'’s attack of
sweece, and yesterday's kazoon invasion.
A lot of help he'd been lately. Getting too
old. My desire to torment him returned.

Stealing into the rear room, I jumped
weightlessly onto the bed and eyed
Grover speculatively. He was sleeping
away on his back, all four paws in the air,
his fur rippling with his breathing. His
hair’s so long he looks three times larger
than he is. (I myself am shorthaired,
youthfully trim, and muscular, my coat a
pleasing contrast of black and white sec-
tions. ) The guy seems to belong in some
other world, where all you do is lap
cream, get brushed, and assume deco-
rative poses, He was dreaming about
killing a beetle; in the dream, he was big
as a bigfoot.

“Hey, hairbag!" I thought loudly. “Your
tail’s on fire!”

As his eyes popped open, I sprang,
sinking my teeth into his ear. Not 50 as to
actually hurt him, you understand—just
enough to piss him off. Gradually he fig-
ured out what was happening. He's a
little slow, old Grover. “Hey!” he
thought. “Ouch!” He began kicking up at
me with his rear legs. “Damn you, I was
in the middle of a dream.”

“Yeah, I know,” I thought. “Grover the
giant beetle killer.”

“Are you making fun of me?” Faster
than I would have believed possible, he
flipped onto his paws and sprang. I did a
little rear-leg leap-up, but he caught me
in the midsection, took me down, and
began biting my face. 1 kicked fran-
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tically; he held on tight. He's strong
beneath all thart fur.

“Give up?” he thought.

“Yes, yes, ouch!” I began to meow in
pain.

“You'll leave me alone when I'm sleep-
ing from now on?"

“Yes, please, stop, I promise...."”

He let go. I scrambled to my paws and
darted a few feet away, licking my upper
lip several times. Then, when he figured
I was good and chastened, I thought
loudly, “You got food stains on your
whiskers, fishbreath!” and ran like hell
with Grover racing after me.

t that moment we both

heard the sound we live

for—the little metallic

clicking that precedes the

opening of the front door.

All thoughts of combat
evaporated,

“Food!" we thought loudly. “Food,
Jood!”

We rushed to the door as it opened,
meowing at the top of our lungs. Since
bigfeet can’t hear you think, you have to
make noise to get their attention. Then,
if you luck out, they may give you what
you want. “Meowwwwuww,” we shrilled.
“Mrowrrr mrowwww!”

They paid not the least attention to us.
Lady marched right by, almost kicking
me in the nose. Boss slammed the door
closed and pounded after her, Grover
and I looked at each other, stunned.

“But I'm hrengry.” Grover thought.

“Let’s go rub against their legs,” 1
suggested.

We pattered after them, but didn’t rub
against their legs. In fact, we didn't get
close to them; the emotional weather in
there was too intense. Lady’s glow was
bright red, and crackled and swirled
around her. Boss's was a mixture of blue
and red, but getting bluer. He was in bad
shape.

Lady made a series of loud, terrible
noises at Boss, putting her forepaws on
her flanks and sticking her face very
close to his. The red in his glow made a
comeback. Finally he cut her off, roaring
50 loudly I could feel my eardrums
vibrate.

Grover walked in a little circle. “1 hate
it when they're like this," he thought.
Lying down, he put his face on his paws.

could relate to that. The

badness between them had

been growing for some

time; we'd been tracking it

for weeks. It's no fun living

in that kind of weather, let
me tell you. I jumped as Lady began to
wail and gulp and then ran into the bed-
room, slamming the door shut with such
an earsplitting clap that Grover panicked
and ran undecr the sofa.

Boss slumped into a chair. The blue of
his glow was now total. At length he

took out one of those interesting-smell-
ing smoke tubes with the pinched-in
ends, made flame appear on top of his
fist, and drank smoke for a while, Gradu-
ally he began to feel better. A bit,
anyway.

“I sense an opening,” 1 thought to
Grover. Jumping onto Boss's lap, |
meowed quietly. He began to stroke me.
Iwent up high on my paws, pushing my
back against his hand. [ love it when he
does this, “Snur snur,” 1 said.

Sighing, he stood and headed for the
food room. Grover exploded from under
the sofa, and both of us scurried after.
Folks, I really lose it at times like this.
The minute Boss gets the can open, the
smell hits me and I just...go away some-
where. The next thing [ knew Grover
and I were banging heads over the first
food bowl. Omigod, the creamy white
stuff with the gray lumps! 1 rammed my
face into it, licking like crazy. Good! Eat!
Mmmm!

“HUNGRY!” Grover butted my head
out of the way and began his own
assault. Trading off like this, we quickly
wiped out the creamy stuff and began on
the lumps, which, frankly, arc less thrill-
ing. That's why we never finish them.

My hunger sated at last, 1 now felt the
urge for a dump, I ran to the litter-box
room and jumped in, When | was
finished, as usual I sniffed carefully at my
deposit. It was shit, all right; T'was very
consistent, At the appearance of Big
Orange waiting his turn, I reluctantly
hopped out. [ rather like it in there.

Back in the big room, I groomed for a
while. Boss's glow was dimming now. [
climbed in his lap and purred as he gave
me a few absent strokes.

Poor Boss. He hadn’t been doing so
well lately. The situation around the
apartment had really deteriorated. When
I was a kitten, Boss and Lady felt great. In
fact, I used to sleep between them at
night, that being the warmest, sweetest
spot in the aparument. And they were so
playful! Lady could do this trick with a
string, holding it at one end, making the
other end come alive and dance around.
I must have killed that piece of string a
thousand times. She also had a great way
of scratching a guy behind the ear. She'd
been my friend. No more. Nowadays, she
and Boss slept with their backs to each
other, when they slept together at all,
and I'd resorted to sacking out with the
Hairbag, who kept waking me up with
his snoring.

onight, though, I hung with
Boss as, glow fading, he
stretched out on the sofa
with his foreleg around me.
Now; your average bigfoot
foreleg probably weighs
twice what 1 do, 5o this was not exactly
comfortable, but [ hung in there and
kept purring until 1 was sure he was
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asleep. Even when a swoose popped
from under a chair to spin a couple of
dustballs, I restrained my death charge
50 Boss could stay unconscious. It was
the happiest he got to be in those days.

By the time [ dropped to the floor, the
swoose was long gone. I jumped up to
the sill of the window that’s always open
a little, to sniff the night. I didn't feel like
sleeping. My fur was rubbed the wrong
way, both by Boss's foreleg and the
whole Boss-Lady situation.

And by one thing more.

Lately, I'd been restless, The feelings
were vague and general, hard to get a
handle on. I felt as if everything I did was
something I'd already done. Even if Lady
bad still been making strings come to
life, I don’t think I would have cared, you
know what [ mean? There had to be
something more to life. I felt this with
certainty, on a deep, instinctive level. As
to what that something might be, who
knew? But, [ intuited, it was coming—
and soon.

I stared out at the night. Not for the
first time, 1 thought that maybe what I
sought was out there, in the mysterious
world beyond the glass. The scents that
drifted in evoked a strange wistfulness in
me, though for what I could not say. |
decided to have a taste of them now,
took a good sniff. .. and was over-
whelmed with the most incredible scent
I'd ever smelled in my life! It was like. ..
oli, how do you describe a smell, any-
way? It was ravishing! [ sniffed in all
directions, gorging myself on that heady
perfume, trying to locate its source.
Then, from below, a meow arose. But to
call it “a meow” is like calling the sun
“warm,” It made me tingle down to my
hind claws. It made me tingle even more
between my legs. [ took a look and,
stunned, found that my unit was emerg-
ing from its pouch of its own accord.

Again the meow rent my con-
sciousncss. | did my best to peer
through the darkness, but no go. [ was
panting, even though I'd hardly moved
in an hour. I felt absolutely wild! The
smell, the sounds...I couldn't help what
happened next: to my utter amazement,
1 found myself licking my groin in a
frenzy! Little flashing lights seemed to go
off all around me, and then there was
this, like, explosion inside me, blowing
me right off the windowsill.

Ilay in a tangle on the floor, blinking
stupidly. What the hell had that been?
My unit slid back in, still echoing with
the incredible burst of sensation. Who
knows how long I lay there? After a
while, it hit me that no more meows
were coming through the window: 1 got
up, a bit shakily, and leaped back to the
sill. The scent had become blurry, was
blowing away. Whoever, whatever, had
been out there was now gone. [ was
alone with my unanswered questions.

hough I didn't know it at the

time, the episode on the

windowsill would change

my life forever. I couldn’t

get that divine scent, that

delicious meow, out of my
consciousness. And how about what had
happened down there in my nether re-
gions! I mean, everybody licks his balls
now and then. You need to guard against
being smelled by enemies, right? But this
was something else, Ball-licking is neu-
tral, utilitarian. This new thing was
charged and ecstatic. And totally unex-
pected, like discovering that you had—
had always had?—an eye in the back of
your head that could see through walls.
My curiosity was so great it almost killed
me.

Grover was no help at all. I told him
the whole story. He gave me a lofty look
and thought, “Enjoy it while it lasts, jock-
amo.” [ couldn’t get him to explain what
he meant by that, no matter how often |
asked. Nor could [ get much attention
from Boss and Lady, preoccupied as they
were with their own problems. Boss's
glow had a dim, dirty look to it, its hue
increasingly dominated by brown. And
he hardly ever sat at the tone machine
ilIlYl’[]Ul'L'.

one machine? Over there

that big wooden job, with

the black and white pedals.

When you walk on them,

tones come ... Oh, you

know how it works; you just
didn’t know what it’s called, Okay, then
you've probably also noticed how often
Boss tinkles away on it. Well, that was
true in those days, too. He'd play away,
then stop and make marks on paper with
onc of those yellow biting sticks he’s
always taking away from me. But thanks
to Lady, he'd stopped playing, What did
he do instead? Slept a lot. Ignored us. My
scritch-on-the-head frequency was way
down. And no matter how often I'd
defeat raiding parties of kazoon, or
greeblings, or wild hermables, he'd take
no notice,

To be fair, he really hadn’t ever
noticed my military exploits, even
before Lady came. Bigfeet are weird.
They seem to take our efforts for
granted, glancing at us with bemused
affection as we do the most desperate
battle, sometimes actually laughing at us.
But do they ever help? Hah! I've seen
Boss walk through a dozen greeblings
like they're not even there. Don't bigfeet
know we're protecting them? We ought
to go on strike sometime, let 'em slay
their own kazoon. That'd be a sight to
sce.

Meanwhile, each night the meowing
and the scent returned! My entire day
revolved around these episodes. What a
frenzy they drove me to! [ swear, if that
window had been open just a little more,

I would have been gone, Grover took to
watching with great amusement as [
paced and meowed and licked myself
He ceased to be amused on the third
night, however, when, even more out of
control than usual, 1 rushed him from
behind and jumped on top of him.
Understand, now; I didn't know what I
was doing. But [ guess he did. “Hey!” he
thought. “Get the hell off me, you ass-
hole!” Later 1 tried to apologize, but
Grover avoided me the rest of the night
and, when he couldn't avoid me, point-
edly shifted position so that he always
faced me.
hen, on the fifth night,
nothing. No scent, no
sounds. I was stunned,
deeply aggrieved. Four
nights of madness, and that’s
it? How could God do this
to me? [ hated my life!

And then Lady really pissed me off.
You know, at one time I'd really liked her.
But something had happencd, some-
where along the way, and she’d stopped
being nice and started treating Boss like
shit. Now, tonight, as | sat there stewing
in my bitter disappointment, in burst
Boss and Lady roaring and blcating at
each other yet another time, and, well, [
just didn't need that. [ was tired of the
dissension, the contention, the noise, |
was sick of how brown and lousy-feeling
Boss was after Lady finished with him.
And [ was furious at the abrupt disap-
pearance of the meowing. So tonight,
after Lady flounced to the bedroom and
Boss had crashed once more on the sofa,
I pissed on her fur coat.

This wasn’t the first time I'd felt the
urge. Imagine—wearing a fur coat
around me and Grover! She had the sen-
sitivity of a stone! But until tonight I'd
always held back. When I was a real little
kitten I'd made the mistake of leaving a
few territorial markers around the place,
and Boss had spanked the shit out of me.
Enough was enough, however; I totally
drenched the goddamn thing,

n the morning, Lady’s

scream of dismay lifted me

three feet in the air. Boss

rushed over, and she went

on and on at the highest

imaginable volume, gestur-
ing repeatedly at the coat with both her
hands. Boss looked down at me. I could
feel him trying to restrain it, but finally
he just burst out laughing,

Lady starcd at him, bug-eyed, then,
with surprising speed, whipped off a
shoe and threw it at me. Like to ook my
head off, too; I just got out of the way.
I'm happy to report that Boss did the
absolute right thing: he stuck his face in
her face and yelled in the loudest voice
I've ever heard him use. Lady stiftcned,
then spun into the bedroom. Angrily,

continued
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Boss made {lame on his fist and lit a
smoke tube.

Gradually he simmered down, After a
while Lady came back out, lugging a
huge case made of leather—had she no
decency at all?—and Boss's glow turned
pure yellow. Lady kept going. Boss
rushed after her, making placating
noiscs, but Lady went out, slamming the
door in his face. Boss returned, and I've
never experienced a living thing feeling
quite as bad as he felt then, Lost. Utterly
bleak.

He stood in the middle of the room
for a time, buried under these emotions,
then shook himself and went out. 1
didn’t feel so great myself. | hunted for
Grover. found him meditating atop the
tone machine. “Don’t come running to
me," he thought, “This is all your fault.”
He turned his back and resumed his
contemplations.

Now I really felt terrible. Was Grover
right? But shit, she'd had it coming,
hadn't she? The rightness of pissing on
her coat had seemed so clear last night.
Life really gets complicated sometimes.

Presently Boss came back, carrying
one of those paper-sack play-spaces. He
took from it a bottle of that amber liquid
he drinks. Then he said the noises he
says when he wants me and Grover.
Since this usually means food, we rushed
over. But instead, he handed us each a
little cloth thing that looked vaguely like
a mousc.

cfore | even knew what was
happening, I found myself
biting and tearing at it, my
nose assailed by this spicy
scent, my mouth filled with
bizarre, exotic flavors. [ was,
to be succinct, zonked. What happened
was, 1 lost myself in this hunting fantasy,
biting and slashing small, defenseless
creatures into bits. It was. . _very special.

I don't know how much time passed,
but eventually the high leveled off into a
kind of plateau. 1 glanced at the "mouse”;
it was torn to bits, with little dried leafy
stuff scattered all around. 1 felt mellow
and satiated, and began to purr. I guess
the experience had had a similarly sa-
lutory effect on Grover, because he now
came up to me and, in tones that were
actually friendly, thought, “Hey, kid? 1
want to think to you about a few things.”
S0 we went to the back room, jumped
on Boss's bed, and sat facing each other.

“Well, look,” Grover thought, “I've
been mulling it over and I just want to
say...I'm sorry I've been giving you a
hard time since you came here. | mean,
you violated my territoriality, disrupted
my routines. I was very disturbed. . .and
I've been taking it out on you, I guess,
We just got off on the wrong paw. What
do you say we start over?”

And with that, he licked me on the
face.
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Surprised? I damn near fainted. But
that was just the beginning,

“Now let me level with you about a
few things.” Grover thought, and went
on to divulge that Bigfect aren’t the only
beings around who come in both male
and female...and that the thing meow-
ing out the window was a “girl"! He then
told me the story about what boys can
do 1o girls when they're “in heat.”

“But that’s disgusting,” I thought.

“It is,” Grover thought, "but when
they're meowing and making perfume,
you don’t feel that way.”

And on second thought, it didn’t
sound so disgusting after all. Highly de-
sirable, in fact. In fact, 1 wanted to do it
very, very much.

“S0," I thought, “1 guess the only prob-
lem is how to get out of here, huh?”

"God, you are 50 young,” he thought.
"Kid, that’s not going to be your only
problem. For instance, remember that
female bigfoot Boss took you to, who
stuck a needle in you?"

1 did. The bitch.

“Well, the minute Boss notices you
being interested in all that meowing, he's
going to take you back to that bigfoot, and
when you get home, you're not going to
care about girls anymore.”

ow horrible! I went off to

think. Boss was fast asleep

sitting up, the bottle still in

his hand. As long as he was

this way, I didn’t have to

worry about him noticing
anything, And that should give me time
10 find a way out of the apartment, and
into this girl. Maybe tomorrow....

But she didn’t meow again the next
night, nor the night after that. I sniffed
until my nose hurt. The only scent I got
was the urine of some of those gray furry
things with buckteeth that run around
the trees outside the window.

Meanwhile, Boss was getting worse.
He hardly moved. He drank smoke or
amber liquid, and stared at the flicker-
box. Or, fairly often, at nothing at all. We
had to meow like maniacs and leap all
over him to get fed, He didn’t change the
litter. He didn't scritch us on the head.

These were not good times.

The days passed; the girl did not
meow again. Boss's mood did pick up a
little, though. At least, he added a few
activities, He'd sit in front of the low
table, putting red-and-black-spotted
plastic rectangles into piles. Or at the big
table, fitting all different-shaped little
pieces of cardboard together so they
made a picture of flowers. And he began
combing Grover. What with everything
that'd been going on, Boss hadn't gotten
around to combing the old boy for quite
a while. I mean, he was a mess! His rear
end was impossible, a matted jungle of
fur and dingleberries. Boss got down on
the job, Grover baring his teeth to no

avail, mrowling dismally.
ext Boss started working
around the apartment,
cleaning out drawers, hang-
ing new pictures, throwing
stuff away. The big job was
the closet door. Boss
rubbed it with bad-smelling stuff and the
green came off, showing wood under-
neath. Getting all the corners and
curlicues took days, but finally the green
was gone, and Boss rubbed the wood
with good-smelling stuff, and the door
turned brown. The closcet looked new!

Boss felt good about that. Or at least
better than he’d been feeling. But he still
hardly ever left the apartment, and he
still didn’t play the tone machine.

As for me, life seemed on the upswing.
I'd almost forgotten about the night
cries of the girl. Grover, at least for the
moment, was treating me with new cour-
tesy, even a kind of gruff affection. 1
hadn't forgotten the needle lady, and
Boss—his glow brightening as he
stopped with the amber liquid—admit-
tedly was more capable of noticing any
behavioral displays on my part, but 1
wasn't too worried on that account.
Hell, at that point, there were no be-
havioral displays on my part.

Then one night Boss came home with
a strange bigfoot—a female one. Boy,
was he happy! Grover and [ were so sur-
prised, we simply stopped meowing and
starcd. The difference in his mood was
that striking. In addition, we felt pro-
foundly dubious about his guest. Boss
himself is a pretty decent bigfoot, but
most of them are huge, clumsy clowns,
and they scare me. Look what had hap-
pened with the last female bigfoot he'd
brought in here,

oss and Big Yellow—our

immediate name selection,

her hair being that color—

went on in and parked

themselves on the sofa,

which didn’t thrill me too
much, as I had been planning a short-
term nap up there. Boss had a different
sort of bottle tonight. This one did a
trick—it blew its head off when Boss
twisted it and sent forth foam. Boss
poured some of the stuff into glasses,
then, to our further astonishment, sat
down at the tone machine and made a
jaunty series of tones, howling along and
wagging his ecycbrows at Big Yellow, who
began howling along too. Ye gods, what
caterwauling!

After much too much of this—I was
starting to wish the big bastard felt lousy
again 50 he'd shut up—Boss left the tone
machine, but then made more incredi-
ble noise blare forth, this time from the
speakers, and the two great galoots
started leaping and spasming about,
their great hindpaws crashing down
around us, and Grover and | streaked
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away from them and jumped on top of
the tone machine, staring back at them
and licking our upper lips. Boss saw this,
and laughed and laughed. He took Big
Yellow and, with a sly glance at me and
Grover, headed for the food room. The
O and I exchanged a look and barreled
after him. -
¢ filled one of our bowls
with these white and pink
crescent-shaped things!
They were incredible!
Bingo. I was into food con-
sciousness. We slammed
each other out of the way repeatedly,
gorging ourselves. It was so good!

When we got back to the big room,
we found Boss and Big Yellow still at it,
crashing about, glowing so brightly it
hurt our eyes, We jumped to relatively
secure spots on top of the flicker-box to
close our eyes and purr for a while.

At length, the naise clicked off. Boss
and Big Yellow both had drops of
moisture on their faces. Boss went off 1o
the litter-box room. Big Yellow stood
there fanning herself.

At that moment, the meowing started
again,

I stiffened. 1 tried not to react, but
couldn’t help it. All I could think was
Ob, 110, Boss'll come back and find me
licking my dick! Yet there 1'was, rushing
like an idiot for the windowsill, bunch-
ing my thighs, leaping, and...

And just then Big Yellow opencd the
window.

“Holy shit!" Grover thought. “Kid,
look out!”

Ever find yourscelf in midair? Its. ..
interesting. Luckily, there was a tree
branch. Unluckily, there were also three
of those bucktoothed types I mentioned
earlier. They came at me in little rushes,
baring incisors that could have gone
through my face in a second. There was
a sort of metal climbing structure on the
building side; had, in fact, been there all
along, but I'd sailed right over it. [ sprang
across to it as the buckies chittered
angrily at me.

I clung there for a moment. Up above,
there was something 1 had glimpsed
once or twice in my life...and never
wanted to think about too closely. No
ceiling! I mean, you looked up and it just
went! 1 had a moment of wondering
what the hell Iwas doing there, and then
the meow came again, driving all such
considerations from my head. T went
down that climbing structure like a pro.
I mean, I was on the ground before |
teft!

I found myself in an open area be-
tween buildings, with a few trees and
lots of crumbly stone, dirt, dead leaves,
barker shit, and miscellaneous stuff of a
totally unknown nature. The air teemed
with scents I'd sniffed only faintly from
the windowsill; here they were so rich

and vivid it was dizzying, So this was the
world outside, Before, the times Boss
boxed me and took me to get necdled,
I'd formed the impression that zillions of
bigfeet were out there, and great roaring
metal monsters spewing poison from
their tails. Here there were no monsters,
no bigfeet. Just shadows, alien smells.
unfathomable sounds. .. Maybe, |
thought, it would be good to go home,
eat a lictle orange crunchy stuff, take a
nice nap on the radiator...

he meowing began again. |

forgot orange crunchy stufl.

I forgot my name! Then

the scent washed over me.

Swishing my tail in agita-

tion, I craned my neck
around. I didn't know how to interpret
so much of what I saw! And, in the nar-
row canyons formed by the buildings, it
was almost impossible to pinpoint from
which dircction the meowing wis com-
ing. [ was totally disoriented, Well, I had
10 go in some direction, Choosing one
at random, 1 started off,

I padded through the night, looking
over my shoulder every two seconds.
My neck fur was up like Boss’s hairbrush,
Some biglfoot slammed a window some-
where, and I did a three-leap, with a full
one-cighty turn in each. The boy was a
little nervous.

Rounding a corner, I stopped. I was
face-to-face with a stranger! That may
not sound like such a big deal to you,
but, other than Grover, ['d never met
anyone before. The guy was big and
black, gazing at me with no particular
concern, however, as he sat there, lazily
licking a paw; washing his nosc leather.

“Hey, bro," he thought, “What it is?”

As I was wondering whether this
strange question was rhetorical, the
meow came again. | paced in a circle.
Where was she??? Embarrassed, | felt the
guy's amusement,

“Yeah, pussy’ll do that to ya,” he
thought,

“Yeah, well, how come it doesn't do it

to you, then?” 1 asked.

"Used to live with a bigfoot.” the guy
explained, "OI' Gypsy take me to this
other bigfoot an’ she stick me with a
needle, an' when Al wake up back
home, Ah find that pussy have lost its
power of persuasion.”

God, this ncedle bigfoot is every-
where.

“Lool, I'm a little lost, Do vou know
exactly where this, ah, pussy is?”

"Oh, sho.”

“You do? That’s great! Where?”

“Don’ believe Al gonna tell ya, hi-
evva.”

I'd known this was too easy. "Why
not?”

“Do the name 'Slash’ mean anythin’ o
you?"

It didn't.

“Well, that meowin’ you hear? That be
Princess, an' she Slash’s girl. An’ if you
want to find our how Slash get his name,
you jus’ go on like you goin', an’ I guaran-
tee, you wiéll find out,”

1 licked my upper lip. That put a cer-
tain perspective on things.

“You bes' get on home, youngblood.
Watchoo doin’ here anyway? This aincho
scene, you know?”

The meow came again. It was like a
leash yvanking at me. “I know I know: I'm
doing what I have to do, okay?"
he black guy sighed.
“Awright, look. You see
that alley over there?
About halfway along it,
there be some steps
down an’ a door. Prin-
cess live with the garbage-can bigfoot
down there.”

I sent him a wave of gratitude,

“Thank me later, if you still in the
world of the livin! That cat is bad, man.”

Entering the alley, I passed a powerful
scent marker. This was someone else’s
territory; I'd been warned. 1 kept going.
God, what we do for girls. Gloom ¢n-

continued on page 65
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My First Time
continued from page 31

five hundred bucks and fuck my petunia
off.

I guess Havana was to fucking what
Vegas is to gambling. You could get laid
anywhere in Havana, I mean anywhbere,
You went into a grocery store for milk
and you got laid in the back room.
Clothing stores had extra dressing, or
rather undressing, rooms, as they called
them. Taxi drivers had spare girls in the
front seat or in the trunk. The hospitals
were mainly used for fucking instead of
caring for the sick. They told me that at
baseball games the guys would take a
seventh-inning fuck, a quickie, instead of
a seventh-inning stretch, Everywhere we
went some kid was trying to sell us a
piece of his sister, his aunt, even his
mother.

In Havana you could get a shoeshine
and a blowjob right on the street, at the
same place. Or you could get a blowjob
without the shoeshine. One kid would
shine them up while his sister was lick-
ing your log as neat as a kitten, They gave
you these Spanish newspapers to read to
hide the girl while she was doing you. A
lot of guys knew how to read Spanish
upside down.

The five of us had a few drinks first and
we ended up at the famous whorehouse
that Guido had recommended. 1t was in
a warehouse near the waterfront. You

walked through some dirty, dusty rooms
full of crates and boxes, then you
opened a door and you were in a dif-
ferent world, It was like walking into a
French palace. The warehouse was just
a big front.

Guido’s name carried a lot of weight,
because we were led into a big room
with mirrors where we were given these
big photo albums to look at. There were
about a hundred girls in each album and
we could choose anyone who was free at
the moment, The girl you picked would
come in and walk around and pose for
you in front of all the mirrors. You
could've spent the entire night just look-
ing at the albums and jerking off.

Needless to say, this place offered
every possible woman in the rainbow,
You wanted a redhead with a six-inch
waist and a 40D bra who was six foot
six? You got her. Or the same measure-
ments in a blonde who was five feet tall,
you got her too. You could have them
both at the same time. Whatever you
wanted, they had. All races, colors, girls
with one leg, hunchbacks, girls with
extra-large mouths, girls with trained
cunts, trained asses, bald girls, girls that
looked like boys. Each photo had a
detailed description of what the girl did.
It was like the biggest box of candy a
horny kid could ever have,

Except I was having a problem. There
was something about whores that made
me nervous, My pals had tried to get me
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laid in a few houses in New York and it
hadn’t worked. 1 still couldn’t figure out
why. Maybe because | was paying for it,
50 I had to perform. There was no
romance in it. No matter how horny |
was, | couldn’t make it when [ had to pay
for it, or even when someone else paid
for it.

But the Reec wanted to guarantee that
I would lose my cherry. He got the man-
ager to help me choose a girl who was a
specialist in working with virgins. We
finally settled on this incredible girl from
Tahiti, a place where everyone fucks
from the age of six. She was supposed to
be like magic. No one could resist her. If
Melakoa couldn't do it, no one could do
it, they said.

Melakoa was something out of one of
those South Sea Islands movies. You can’t
not like that type of girl. They smile a lot.
They're friendly. They're gentle, They
got a natural sense of rhythm and they
even do those hula-type dances for you.
Melakoa made me comfortable and fed
me little tidbits of pork and shrimp and a
sum drink. Then she undressed me and
gave me a bath. Then she licked my
entire body dry without using a towel.

Melakoa was “perfectly trained in the
arts of love,” as the caption under the
picture said. A woman “so exciting she
will make you forget your name. You will
be in a world where ecstasy is just the
beginning:" They really knew how 1o
write terrific captions, those Cubans.
Well, Melakoa was everything they said
she was. More. She knew every trick in
the book and a lot that weren't in any
book. She had more pure talent than any-
one I've ever had in my life since, and
I've had a few: Melakoa had different
moods, different positions, different
styles for any occasion. And she had
pride in her work,

But nothing happened. No matter
what this beautiful girl did, she couldn’t
get to me. [ couldn't believe it. I cried.
She cried. She was supposed to fuck me
and she failed. She would get punished
by the manager, she said. I told her to lie
and tell the manager 1 was terrific. [ gave
her a big tip.

When a girl like Melakoa can't get to
you, you may be at the end of the line. I
never feft so low in my life. Maybe
Melakoa was foo beautiful. too sexy.
Maybe she was too warm and nice to
me. | didn't deserve a girl like that. Who
was | to be fucking a Tahitian sex god-
dess? ' was just a shmendrick from
Brooklyn. Girls like that might be too
much for me to handle.

Maybe what I needed 1o excite me
and get me started was a girl from the
streets, somebody more familiar-looking,
I mean, Melakoa was like a princess of
the islands. What 1 needed was your
basic street slut, So I went out to a busy

continued on page 67



OK,GANG,HERE'S OUR FIRST DOTTED
LINE COMICS! WE PROBABLY WONT BE
TOTALLY SUCCESSFUL THE FIRST ‘HME

foDrItOICINEICOMIcSTIR

A%ﬁCHMGE JEHLS

:::Jz:lci)C:l )| s CJCJCJDCJCJUD

AT-THE START OF OUR STRIP THE Twmsy
: . ARE BOTH 30

HEY,BUT LOOK--HUGHIE'S GETTING
OLDER, AND AT THE SAME TIME,
LDUIE'S @E‘mu@ YOUNGER 7

HUGHIES HADA BRIEF HEART
ATTACK, BUT IT5 OVER NOW, AND,
SURE ENOUGH, LOUIE'S GETING
SMALLER /

WHOORSINOWHUGHIES ACTUALLY”

DEAD AND LOUIE'S TUST A SPERM-
IMFREGNXTED EGE AND FADING
AWAY AT -THAT.”

LODIE

)
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SAY, | GUESS THE ABECHANGE TUINS
AREN'TSUCH A HOT IDEA FOR A CON-
TINUING coMIC STRIP, BUT, WHAT
THE HECK,ITS JUSTOUFZ FIRST
TF?{ BETTER LUCK NEXT TIME .,
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(READING TIME : 1 MINUTE , TSELONDS,  JUST LOOKING AT THE PICTURES s 2.1 SECONDE.)

E FIND STEVES TRUCK BEING TOWED STEVE, WHILE T WAS IN THE HORSESPITAL REGOV-
ERING FROM AN WOLLD-BE ASSASSING BULLET,

IN FRONT OF THE \\MIT& HOUSE-

THERE WAS SOME MONKEY BUSINEGS RIGHT
HERE IN THE OFFAL OFFICE, AND 1 CANNO
TOO STRONKLY ! Jom, (s

LOOK, 8TEVE, MY CHAIR, THE
SEAT OF POWER, HAS HAD 178
FRINGE STOLEN® T wWiLL NOT
REST-~I CANNOT !

l

PRESIDENT
MILDEW, .
T'VE SEEN

THIS BEFORE
THEY TAKE (4
HETRIM  \J
ACR0SS STATE (TS
LINES 7O A
SECRET
HIDEOUT
WHERE THEY
FILE OFF
THE SERIAL
NUMBERS,
REPAINT IT,

(| | AND LOOK, 5TEVE, THE BIE TASSELS

d

i

U |

NE FROM THE DRAPES! OH GOD,
T LOVED THOSE TASSELS, I USED

N\ P=
/

YES, THANK GODDNESS, .. BUT
LOOK! THIS 18 THE WORST!
THE BALL FRINGE 18 GONE
FROM OLD GLORY! MUZ BE
o THIEVES, HUH?

9 (VEs! A DANGEROUS
\ GANG OF TRIMMING

THIEVES!,

: ; THERE ARE YOUR
N FRINGES AND TAGSELS,

|||||||
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T CAN'T BELIEVE IT, THE
‘STAR oF PRETORIA"
RIGHT IN My PockeT!

A $3,000,000 DIAMOND (R MY HANDS ~WoW!
Ml 1 BET IT coULD BE FENCED Foit A MILLION
M DoLi AS! A &UY coulD BE SET FeRt LIFE )

THE DIAKOND, M, DEGRiooT, ¥ !
MAY I HAVE IT-NOW 71|77 X

IF L HAD NO S<CRUPLES, I'D __ 32}

WIFE oF BILLIONAIRE LUBWIG M. D& GlitosT, MAY
VAN BVREN EHGAGES SAM. I HAYE MY PJAMOND,
VAN BUREH HAS HIS HENCHM AN ) PLEASET
HERMAN , [OCK SAM INS1bE HIS B L"
WIFESS 1RON LUNG CHAMRER, y

MRS VAN BYREN TELLS HERHAN R
SHE®LL GIVEHIM THE FARULOUS K

CESTAR OF PREToRIA®? DIAMOND AuToLit

THAT 2 HIDDEN I THE CHAMRER
IFHE®LL FREE SAM. HERMAN

FSHUT VP Mits. VAN BUREN, JUST \( MR, De4liooT,
SHUT UP PAMN YoU! THIS ISMY ¥ WHAT bo—oH,
ONE CHANCE TE MAKE IT BIG I || M, DedGiiooT!

e 2n D

*
<
o
£

TAKE [T T THE UNDERWORLD
FENCE, SIDNEY GANGRENE.
HED 4Ive Me enolah So T {1
GoULD FETIE FAAOM THIS RS A%
fOTTEN DETECTIVE BUSINESS! 777 \\:

T INSIST, 4IVE
. S| HE THAT

I /. ADIAMOND! |
—" . AN 72 _L\\“g\_

SAM geté into his iron lung, puts his hat on (soRRY,
FEDERAL LAWK PROAIBITS DISCLRSING HON SAM, WITH HIS,
RANDS INSIDE. THE SEALED CHAMBER, ZAN PUT HIS HAT oN),
and heads for SIPNEY GANGRENE'S fence shop.

PLEASE fpe q HERE IT 15, SIbAET
TAKEA ‘ Q}\,ﬁ GANGRENE 'S
NUHBER, N\[L FENCE SHOE..

(MR GANGRENE, 1 AAVE A VALUABLE] |
DIAMOND THAT T WISH TO SELL.
[T’s THE "STAR oF PRETORJA.

b | THE "STAR oF PRETORUA’?
I'D PAY' A MILLION BUCKS

ABIT—SHIT! THAT'S NoT
THE "STAR oF PRETORIA" (TS A
4LASS CoPY, AND A LOUSY ONE
AT THAT. IT'4 WORTHIESS !

. HMMA...TURN IT T YOUR, LEFTFH Lok, PAL, I DON'T LIKE TO SE€ NaBODY
*

G0 AWAY EMPTY-HANDED —['LL GIVE YoU
FOUR, BUCKS FOR YOUR SHOES.S ™|

MY HONOR, AY
CREPIBILITY,

[\ FoR THAT Fock ! AND

i You GoT ITT LETS TAKE

MY CAREER—

£0p0742,523 READEF;S',.O
LISHER %> SEDIToRSY CONTH
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Cat Tale

continued from page 57

closed me; there was so little light in
there you couldn’t even see colors. [
glided through a gray world, wondering
what the hell I thought I was doing,.
Thought, of course, had nothing to do
with it. Then her perfume hit me, very
strong, very close; my senses reeled un-
der its onslaught. And...

“MROWR!"

She was there at the top of the steps!
Right there in front of me! Oh, omigod,
she was gorgeous. She looked—1I loved
the way she looked. In a way, the same as
me and Grover, but oh, the difference!
She fell over on her side playfully, look-
ing at me, myowling and purring,

What a sextet of teats!

I headed for her, out of control. Once
again.

At this moment, naturally, Slash ap-
peared. Dropped right out of the air,
hitting the ground between me and Prin-
cess, snarling, lashing his tail. Gray-and-
white-striped, he was bigger than three
of me, and covered with battle scars,
Most of one ear was chewed away as
well, but [ wouldn’t have wanted to sce
the other guy. I had to concur: the cat
was bad. “MROWWWWWI!" he said. And
thought, *You lookin’ to die, fuckhead?
The bitch is mine. Leave! Fast!”

ot a small part of me wanted

to think, “Just had the same

idea! What a coincidence!”

But instead, surprising cven

myself, I gave him my loud-

est roar right back, thinking,
“Oh, yeah? What I eat today, you eat to-
morrow, dickbreath.” And instantly
regretted it as he started for me, legs
stiff, tail erect. Well, two could play that
game. I came at him similarly, and we
circled, sniffing each other’s anuses—an
experience about which I cannot say lit-
tle enough.

I tried to impress him, fluffing myself
up to appear bigger. Didn't work; he
merely did the same, seeming to swell to
the size of a flicker-box. We prowled
around each other, growling. I found my-
self smacking my lips, salivating like
crazy. I don't want to say I was scared,
cxactly. ¥errified—that’s the word I'm
searching for.

“MYOWLLLLLLLLL!!" he roared.

“ROWLLLLLLLL!!! OWLLLLLLLLL!!!”
Hey, the yelling-at-each-other part was
easy. [ was great at that part.

Then he went for my throat. I spun
away, but one of his long, glistening
eyeteeth caught me in the shoulder,
drawing blood.

All right, now I was pissed. The man
had messed with me, I, who had killed
untold greeblings, armies of sweece and
kazoon! “MROWLLLLLLLLL!!" I roared,
and sprang.

| ) AT I T N e S e T e =

What he did, he just moved forward,
maybe an inch, as I hit him. It was as if I
had frontally attacked the swinging leg,
of a bigfoot, Boinggg! So there 1 was on
my ass in the alley, with this big son of
a bitch bearing down on me, ears flat-
tened, lips drawn back...and Princess, as
I could see from the corner of my eye,
rolling around and crooning, for God’s
sake, posing in these unbe/ievably lewd
positions, and all nine of my lives were
passing before my eyes....

“Mroop ro0o,” Princess was cooing.

“BROWWWWWWWWW,” Slash

“ROWWWLLLLLLLL!” I howled
plaintively.

Wham! A window flew open; some
bigfoot began barking at us.

In absolute accord, the three of us
shut up and froze. We stared at the light
in the window, blinking stupidly; an
empty amber-liquid bottle flew out at us.
I leaped out of the way. Maybe Slash
thought he couldn’t be hurt, | dunno.
Anyway, he just stood there...and the
bottle bounced off the giant bastard’s
head. Down he went.

I looked at Slash. I looked over at Prin-
cess. She returned my gaze. Slowly, she
lowered her belly to the ground, and
clevated her rump.

“Prrrroooo. Prrrrrrooooo,” she said.
U's amazing what your body
knows how to do, I mean, it
wasn't as i Grover had run
this all down to me. I was on
her like a flash, and sank my
tecth into the soft, infinitely

desirable ruff at the back of her neck.

“Roooo,” she sang. “Roo000 ro0000.”
Thinking, “Oh, yes, yes, give it to me,
baby...."

My sentiments exactly. [ got one fore-
leg on each side of her, and with my hind
legs began treading around her rear,
thrusting at her in a frenzy. It’s a very
small target, and you're not down there
to see what you're doing, s0... Well, any-
way, it seemed to go on for a long, long
time, as | experienced what to this day is
the most unbearable sustained pleasure
of my life. I'll tell you, you couldn't
do a lot of that; you'd burn out—die,
probably.

And then I hit it. Blam!, there was that
inner explosion again. Princess let out a
shriek. I mean a shriefe! And threw me
off, hissing and clawing at me. “"Hey,"
thought.

Then bright light blinded us as a door
flew open. A bigfoot—an old, skinny one
with blue pictures on his arms—bar-
reled up the stairs, his glow as red as any
I've ever seen. That was it for me. Later,
Princess. 1 streaked for the alley mouth.

The black guy wasn’t around any-
more, Of course he wasn't; it was
raining. | hate getting wet! Redoubling
my speed, | zoomed by the wooden

wall, up the metal climbing structure. By
now | was wet, bleeding, hungry, and
thoroughly miserable.

The window was closed.

ave you ever wanted to just

quit? This wasn't supposed

to be happening to me! 1

blinked, and peered

through the glass. My God,

the place was full of greeb-
lings! With nobody doing anything
about it!! Can you possibly comprehend
the frustration I felt? The closet was gap-
ing open, defenseless, Where the hell
was Grover?

Need I have asked? | went to the next
window, the one into the back room.
There he was, all right—Ilying between
Boss and Big Yellow, all three of them
slecping away with these stupid, con-
tented smiles. I meowed at the top of my
lungs. Nothing; the storm was so loud I
could hardly hear myself. Guess who
spent the night in the rain?

Well, what the hell, everything
worked out okay. My shoulder hurts
some every once in a while, but Big
Yellow took such good care of me that,
by and large, | soon felt fine again, and
we became great friends. Then life got
better—she moved in. That was the end
of Boss’s trouble; he began playing the
tone machine regularly again, and his
glow’s been bright and clean ever since.

As for me, adventure’s no longer the
thing [ crave, 'm getting plenty 1o eat,
thank you very much; Grover no longer
resents me; the sleeping’s great in that
sweet, between-the-bigfeet space. I'm a
family man again, and that’s fine with me,

ee, you can't be a youth

forever. Young, maybe, but

not a youth. The adventure

taught me the virwes of

self-control. Now when

meows come through the
slightly open window, | keep my enjoy-
ment to myself. And since Boss never
saw me freaking out, guess what? He
never took me back to the needle
bigfoot!

Occasionally 1 still recline on the win-
dowsill. Once I happened to glance
down, and who should I see but Princess
...and five little guys following her. Beats
me where they came from; they sure
weren't around the night 1 met her. Any-
way, Big Yellow saw too, and let out a
c00. She ran out, and when she came ~
back she had you sitting in onc of her
forepaws. And that's how you got here,
kid; that's where you come from.

Oh, one last thing I don't want to leave
out—the funniest sight of the whole ex-
perience. It was Boss, the morning after
the rain when they brought me inside
and he opened the closet door to get me
something warm-—and disappeared
from sight beneath a clattering ava-
lanche of black wire coat hangers. W
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My First Time
continued from page 58

streel to eye up the local talent.

The girls were out in full force. You
had to beat them off with a stick. I didn’t
want to make the mistake of picking
someone too beautiful. Then again, |
didn't want a pig. I found a girl who
fooked just right, Not too dark, not 1o
light. She had long black hair and high
checkbones, like an Indian. She was
small with bird legs and unusually big
tits, I wanted a girl I could dominate.
Guys were always telling me that most
girls really liked to be dominated—even
slapped around a little. You had to let
them know who was boss.

She said her name was Gloriana. She
took me to this sleazebag hotel where
she had a room about the size of a toilet,
It had a bed, a tiny sink, and one light
bulb. Now this was more my speed. Nice
and humble, I could dominate a girl in a
place like this. I told her to take off my
clothes. She looked at me like | was
crazy. | repeated my order, much louder.
She sighed and said something to me in
Spanish, which must have been “Go fuck
yourself.” She started to take off her own
clothes.

[ figured I better let her know she
couldn’t get away with this, so I slapped
her. Only not very hard. 1 really wasn't
an experienced slapper of girls. 1t was
more like a push. But she sprang up like
a tiger and slapped me right back, very
hard.

Okay, you little hellcat. You want to
fight, we'll fight. That'll get her all hot
and steamy. [ saw plenty of movies
where the guy has to tame one of these
wild hellcats by wrestling her down to
the bed until she moans and cries. 50 1
jump on top of her and pin her down on
the bed. I'm trying to act cool, like the
Reec would do in this situation. Just
smile and pull her clothes off. Laugh at
her and slap her again. But this girl is not
going for it. She needs a lot of taming,
I'm beginning to sweat.

Something’s not quite right, Gloriana
is supposed to crumple under me and
give up. She's supposed to sob and not
really fight back because she likes to
have me dominate her. But not this wiry
little bitch. She’s fighting and kicking and
scratching and I'm too embarrassed to
really hit back hard. I'm just about to get
off and try a different tack when she
grabs my head and bites my ear off.
Almost. 1 mean, she took off a nice piece
of ear. | was bleeding like a stuck pig.

That certainly killed the mood. I ran
the fuck out of the sleazebag hotel and
found a drugstore where the guy fixed
the bleeding and gave me a temporary
bandage. So I never even got Gloriana's
clothes off and never saw those tits. Who
knows? Maybe they weren't even hers.

When my pals saw my condition they
just shook their heads. They were begin-
ning to lose patience with me. It was like
playing the outfield and losing fly balls in
the sun. But the Reec was very good to
me. He felt it wasn't my fault. Just the
luck of the draw: “Why don’t you forget
whores for a while and find a real
woman?" he said. “A normal, healthy
woman who likes 1o fuck young guys,
Havana is full of women like that. Just
make believe you're falling in love and
you'll fall in love," he said.

The Reec had a way of putting things
50 that it all made sense, “Just make
believe you're falling in love and you'll
fall in love! It sounded like a love song,
The Reec even volunteered to take me
to a nice bar where he would scout for
the right lady. And then he would disap-
pear, make himself scarce, while [ went
out with her and took her home.

We went to La Floridita, the most
famous bar in Havana, where Ernest
Hemingway used to hang out, They
made the best daiquiris in the world, and
a lot of really attractive women used to
stop in for a quick one or two. The Reec
spotted a very attractive woman who
looked like she was in her late thirties,
sitting alone at a little table. He said 1
should put on my best manners, intro-
duce myself as an American from New
York City, in Havana for the first time.
and it would be an honor to buy her a
drink.

What a great fucking line. But it was
the truth. As [ learned much later, truth
is a thousand times better than fiction. 1
was nervous as shit, but the Reec pulled
me up and made me do it, I stumbled a
few times in my recitation, but the lady
didn’t laugh at me. She gave me a terrific
smile and invited me to sit down. One
drink led to another and before T knew
it, the Reec melted into thin air and the
lady and me were rubbing knees and
holding hands. The drinks and the warm
air were getting to me and she could
sense it. She suggested we go to her
place where it was nice and cool.

This time | knew [ would finally score.
Her name was Tania. She wanted to go to
America and study fashion—clothes
design. Her specialty was designing
swimsuits, She wanted to model her
entire swimsuit collection for me at her
home. She made them herself, on her
own sewing machine. [ was going to
watch a4 gorgeous woman try on swim-
suits. My mouth was getting dry and my
legs were almost shaking.

‘Tania had a nice apartment in one of
those Spanish-style buildings, with a lit-
tle terrace and gardens and fountains out
front. She was going to put on a full fash-
ion show with music and all. | was
supposed to close my eyes and not look
until she came out with a new suit. No
peeking while she undressed. Shit. |
peeked. She wiggled her finger at me and

continucd on page 70
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Unisex sports apparel from world-famous

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

T5 1060—AUTHENTIC FOOTBALL JERSEY,
You'll look like Joe or Josephine Montana
and be able to throw the bomb when vou
wear this 100 percent-nylon-mesh authentic
football jersey. the same one us

NFL teams. Ours is more distinctively styled
with our logo on the front and the famous
Maona Garilla in full eclor on both sleeves
White. $26.95,

TS 1049—AUTHENTIC FOOTBALL JERSEY.
Same as above, but made of 50 percent nylon
plaited/50 pereent colton, specifically
designed with cotton inside next to your skin
for comfort and abaorbency: White. §20.95.

TS 1046—ACRA HOODED SWEATSHIRT,
The jocks will sweat with envy when you
wear s extrawanmn sweatshin with
pockels. Wearing it signifies you won your
letter on ihe infamous National Lam poon
Cohabitation Team. Exceptionally high
guality. Made of 50 pereont Creslan® acrylic
Aber/S0 percent colton. Ri y
convenient conter pouch pockel, double-
thickness hood with drawstring. and ribbed
knit culfs and waistband. In navy, with
yellow Ieftering. $1R.95

TS 1047—ACRA SWEATPANTS. A fitting
companion o the Acra handed sweatshirt. A
fleece warm-up pant made of 50 percent
Creslan®/50 pereent cotton. With drawstring
waist and elasticized ankle. In navy, with a
yellow Mona Gorilla on the left leg. $14.95.
TS 1040—ACRA SWEATSHIRT, Same spres
as the hooded ghirt, but without the hood. In
navy with yellow lettering. $13.95.

TS 1048—MARATHON 80 SHORTS. The
Cohabitation Team wears these with the Acra
sweatshirt for quick takeofls. 100 pereent
nylon tricol running short with matehing
liner and inside key pocket. Doubles as
bathing short. In navy, with yellow National
Lampoan imprint. §9.50

T8 1057 —OVERSIZE HEAVYWEIGHT
‘JI'-SHIRT The return of our National

superhero, F n one
of his most famous adventures. In full color
and with the same specs as the Mana Gonlla
shirl. Whate 510,95

TS 1062— OVERSIZE HEAVYWEIGHT
T-SHIRT. We predict this will be the hottest
Item of the year. But then we predicted Carter
wauld beat Reagan, It's our authentic sports
practice shirt with our famous Mona Gonlla
in color and her college and graduation date
Made of 100 percent colton. Deep armhicles,
extra body length and fullness. Women can
wear it as o short dresa. White $10.05

T5 1050—OVERSIZE HEAVYWEIGHT
T-SHIRT. A great conversation piece. Ed
Subitzky's Risqué Comic Strip with a great
punch line. In full color, and the same spees
&% the Mana Gonlla shirt. White. 510.95.

TS 1059 National Lampoon's Vacation
T-ghirt 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!
$7.95 each
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T61029—National Lampoon's Animal
House T-shirt Has the pictures of Otter, Bluto,
Flounder, D-Day, and the others on the front. $5.95

T§1034—National Lampoon

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

T51031—National Lampoon’s Vacation
T-shirt Celebrates the funniest National Lampoon
film since the first one. 7,95
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TS1019—National Lampoon Mona Gorilla
T-shirt This gorilla looks more like a gorilla than a
pair of socks does, §4.95
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TS1036—National Lampoon Football
lersey with the famed V neck coveted by persons
with triangular heads everywhere. §13.95

TS1038—National 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

TS1035—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
European Vacation. $16.95 each.

TS1026—National Lampoon “That's Not
Funny, That's Sick!"” T-ghirt This is the shirt
preferred by fans of the live theater and the

criminally insane. $5.95

T§1027—National Lampoon Black Sox
Softball Team Jersey The same item worn by
our own team before management said we couldn't
have any more. §7.00

TS1028—National Lampoon’s Animal
House Baseball lersey Says“We cando
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

TS1039—"Save the Frog" Glow-in-the-
Dark Jersey Cartoonist Sam Gross's famed
legless frog can now be seen in the dark, though
not by blind people, on this 100 percent heavy
colton long-sleeved thing, $7.95
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TS1019 $495 _S_M_L TS5 1035 $14.95

TS 1026 $595 _S_M_L

151027 $700 _S_M_L 151036 $13.95

TS 1028 $7.00 _S_M_L TS 1038 $20.95

TS1029 $595 _S_M_L

TS 1030 $3395 _S_M_L TS 1039 $10.95

TS1031 $796 _S_M_L 1S 1040 $7.95

TS 1032 $6.95 TS 1041 $6.95

TS 1034 $1395 _S_M__L__XL TS 1043A $16.95
COLOR TS 1044B $16.95

i
TS 1068 National 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. $6.95 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! $6.95

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

—S_M_L TS 1045 $18.95 _.5_M_L_XL
COLOR TS 1046 $13.95 _.S
=S _M_L TS 1047 $1495 _S_M_L_XL
—S_M_L TS 1048 $950 _S_M_L_XL
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—S_M_L T51052 $10.95 _5_M_L_XL
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My First Time
continued from page 67

scolded me like a little boy. If her plan
was to get me excited and nearly crazy
she was doing it. She wouldn't let me
touch her until she'd shown her whole
line. | applauded. | cheered. What else
was going to happen? Was 1 getting into
another weird scene?

The answer was no. As soon as she
peeled off the last suit she jumped on me
and grabbed my wing-wang, which by
now was getting amazingly large. She
was just plain luscious in the best Latin
style. I didn't know what part of her to
grab first. She sensed that 1 was getting
crazy and she calmed me down. In fact,
she became my guide, showing me what
to do, where to put this, how to squeeze
that, She was the foreman of my fingers,
the honcho of my hands. A nicer woman
was hard to find. This was it. Thank God.

And then she was ready for me. 1 was
just about to make my entrance when I
heard the sound of the front door open-
ing. We had a visitor. Not a visitor, she
says. It must be her husband. He's home
unexpectedly early. He was supposed to
be away on maneuvers for another two
days. Husband? And the guy is a colonel
in the army. Does that mean he’s armed?
Yes. She apologizes like mad and warns
me that her husband is very jealous and
capable of doing anything when he's
angry. He could shoot me on the spot,

call his men, and have me thrown into
the bay. He makes his own rules.

Great. I'm sixteen and my life is over. 1
will be dead in one minute. How do 1 get
the fuck out? The only route is the win-
dow. It's a three-story drop, but if I jump
out far enough I could land in the
hedges or in a flower bed, she says, She
sounds like she’s had this experience
before.

I hear the guy coming, so | got no
choice. I'm so fucking scared that I actu-
ally don't feel a thing. I jump. Except I
miss the hedges and land on the grass.
Grass never felt so hard. After I land 1
remember that I should've rolled on the
ground like a paratrooper, 1 saw that in
the movies a few times. I can feel the
pain shooting up my legs and my body.
But I'm still alive. I can crawl. 1 look back
at the window, and would you believe it?
Her husband is closing the blinds,
already half naked, while I get a glimpse
of Tania lying on the bed with her legs
spread. I warm her up and make her
crazy and he walks in and fucks her.

Somehow I managed to crawl home.
Guido got a doctor to look at me. Most
of the doctors in Havana specialized in
abortions, but this guy was okay. I had
two badly sprained ankles, banged-up
ribs, and a dangling ear that needed
repair.

The next day I felt a little better. 1
could walk with crutches and casts on
my feet. The Reec had a surprise for me.

“Don’t worry, sweetie, I didn’t even look at another woman.
All I did was lie in the sun and get a tan.”

70 NATIONAL LAMPOON
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All the guys were going to take me out
that night to see Superman. Great. Just
what I needed, a cartoon, The Reec
explained that this was a different kind
of Superman, a Cuban guy who enter-
tained people in a nightclub with his act.
This Superman was supposed to have the
biggest cock in the world. “What does
he do?" I asked. “He fucks a girl right
onstage with his Louisville Slugger,”
Reec said. “We shouldn’t miss it. It's one
of the highlights of Havana. The women
£0 crazy and they beg him to fuck them,
right onstage”” “Does he?” “Of course!
That’s his act. He's got to go all night, for
every broad who wants it. That's what
they pay for and that's why they call him
Superman”

The Reec wanted me to relax and just
watch an expert do it. He said there
were so many women at the club that it
was almost a sure thing I would get laid.
The sex in the air was contagious.

The nightclub was very dark, with
paintings on the wall of people fucking.
The place was packed, mostly couples,
with a lot of older women who must
have been at least thirty, but still looking
very sexy. The women looked like they
were ready for anything. They were
keyed-up, tense, biting their lips and
looking around for the star.

On the stage was this guy with prac-
tically nothing on but a bandanna

* around his midsection, a big black guy

who played the bongos. In the middle of
the stage was a big round bed covered
with silky sheets. Suddenly the bongo
player was tapping a rhythm. A girl came
out and sat on the bed. She was wearing
one of those sexy bathrobes where you
could see everything she had. And she
had everything. In fact, I was hooked on
her. She had long, black hair, coffee-
colored skin, and big, full lips. She had a
fantastic body, very full, very long in the
leg, and very active. Her act was to
become very impatient for Superman—
like the women in the audience. Only
she was waiting to get fucked. She got all
hot and bothered playing with herself,
rubbing her body, looking at herself in a
big mirror onstage. She was like a strip-
per, only more realistic.

Then I heard footsteps in the back of
the club. The drums went up a little
louder and this guy appeared with a big
blue spotlight on him. He was wearing
nothing but a jockstrap. He was a big
shvug with a shaved head. 1 never saw a
guy with a shaved head before. You
could see that he had a big one under
that jock. The women were starting (o
click their tongues.

The guy moved around the tables like
a dancer. He snapped his jock back and
forth like a rubber band, showing off
what he had underneath it. On the stage,
the woman was going crazy waiting for

continued on page 76



” Video!

Take advantage of these fantastic
prices NOW! Each super-erotic
video cassette 15 priced from
$19.95 (515 eachiwhen you buy 5
or more)l Andiwe'Vegotiullslength
features with Up to 90minutes inonStopa
tion. You get top qualityioriginals:
turns, rejects, orrent
sizzling performat
young starletcsar
young ment Eachie ke
comes to youling s
sensual sound oy

$19.95 (%15 ea. when you buy 5 or more),
60 Min. Full-length & Multi-Feature Collections

Xvoc-4 SEXERCISE GIRLS
Warkouts, Palevaulting. Pumping, ste

KVDC-SCALIFORNIACOWGIRLS
Bucking Broncos. Oriental Bareback

XBT-8  BLACK ON WHITE
UE

Four interracial, one all.white

XVDC-11 PLEASURE FAIR

4 girla, 3 guys in a carnal camival

XBT-9  GIRLS WHO TAKE
ITALL

Features five beaviiful, young visens
XBT-1  BEDTIME VIDEO |

John Holmes. Jonn Leslie &
banutiul girls

XVT-501EXECUTIVE PRIVILEGE

Office gitla with other girls & sxees

Supervixens with Supermen in 2 featurettes, 30 min. ea., $19.95 |
(%15 when you buy 5 or more)

XB-701 Shauna Grant
XG-706 Stacey Donovan
XG-710 Vanessa Del Rio

XG-711 Rhonda Jo Petty

80-90 Min. Features, Lifestyle Specials, $39.95 B

XAT-118 HEAVENLY DESIRE
Seka, Serona, Johnny Keyes

XAT-119 TAXI GIRLS
Mancy Suiter, John Holmes, Serena

XAT-102  WHITE AND BLACK
Satin Summars, Gearge Payne.
Sharon Kane

AVH-201 OUl GIRLS
Anne Ventura, Lisa Delesuw,
Tittany Clark

XVH-202  PLACE BEYOND
Seka. Lori Blus. Bonnie Hollday

SAME TIME
EVERY YEAR
Loni Sanders, Tilany Clark, China Leigh

XJP-105 EDUCATING MANDY
Traci Lords. Harry Reems, Christy

XJP-106 ORIENTAL TABOO

Lily Mariene, Blair Harris, Mariko

BACK ROAD TO
Xip:q07,  PARKHOAD
Sheri St Clair. Peter North, Dorothy Oht

]

XBT10

Bi-girls,

FEATURING
JOHN HOLMES
mure girts, and Big, bad Jonn

XVDE-1 HOLLYWOOD HONEYS #1
Rhonda Jo Petty, Linda Shaw

ACP13  DIRTY SUSAN

Jlusty ladies, 2 hunks, & Susan

XVT-607 TWO JEWELS

2 igters throw & couples gex parly

XVT-503 THE CLINIC

Sex cures are nursa’s specialty

XBT-6 FOURSOMES

Superstar cast of seventeen

XIP-103 BIG MELONS, VOL #1
7 leatures with well endowed girls

XG-713 Candy Samples
XG-718 More Shauna Grant
XG-719 Christy Canyon

XG-720 Ginger Lynn

SCANDAL IN THE
KJP-108 =" yiaNsion

Desires Lans. John Holmas, Bunny Bleu

XAT-106 DEEP THRILL

Kristars Barrington, Harry Neems,
Susan Hart

XJP-110 FANTASIES UNLTD.

Christy Canyon, Eric Edwards, Tamara

XJP-111  IT'S MY BODY

Traci Lords, Stacey Donovan, Gara Lol

XAT-407  SEX SHOOT

Traci Lords, Healhar Wayne. Ron Jeremy

XJP-113 SWINGING SHIFT
Kristara Barrington, Raven,
Liss DeLecuw
XJP-291 LINGERIE
denniler Wesi, John Holmes,
Linda Shaw
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Annette Haven, John Holmaes,
Linda Wong

XAT-110 PRETTY AS YOU FEEL
Gingar Lynn. Jarry Butler. Raven

XJP-104 BIG MELONS, VOL. #2

¥ differant faatures, many inlerracial

XGT-102 FREE AND EASY
Swap patly. Bionde in Ine Woods. more!

XGG6-5 GLAMOUR GIRLS #5
Cara LotL, Sher 5t Clair, Rikki Blake

XHT-103. DEAR THROAT

Sox pdvisor practices ps she preaches |

XVH-151 HONEYMOON SU
Tina Russall, Georgina Spalvin,
Mark Stovens

xvH-152 SUE PRENTISS, RN
Annle Sprinkles, Bobby Asiyr

XVH-153  FURY IN ALICE
Vanessa Del Rio, John Leslie )

XMV-14 COMPLETE CLASSICS COLLECTION, The besl of 14 full-length
foature blockbusters, pictured above, 60 minules, $39.95

XCA-101 BEST OF 17 MAJOR MOVIES~Including Devil In Miss Jones Pt. Il,
Cale Flash, Little Girls Lost, Honey Pia, and much more! 60 min., $39.95
XCA-102 SEVENTEEN CINEMA GREATS-Best of Princess Seka, Lust al
First Bite, In Love, Midnight Heat, Virgin & Lover, 12 more! 60 min., $39.95
XAT-101 BEST OF THE BLOCKBUSTERS-Inciudes RX for Sex, Pleasure
So Deep, | Never Say Nol, and Prefty As You Feel, a full 90 min., $39.95
KHIS-1 ALL MALE CLASSICS-Besl of 19 smashes L.A. Tool & Die, Choice
Cuts, Night al Halstead s, Nighthawk in Leather 60 min., $39.95

XJP-101 COMPLETE DIAMOND COLLECTION REVIEW - B0 climactic
scenes from 55 dilferant films, 60 min., $29.95
XJP-102CINDERELLAPRESENTS - Educalting Mandy12 more, 30min,, $19.95

Private Showcase Video, Dept XQFB24,P0O. Box 4857, Springdale, CT 06907 |§
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rush me the ilems marked below under a 30-DAY MONEYBACK
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Slate Tax
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XEX-104 SUPER SEX

Anneite Haven, Gonstance Money, Georgina

HBT-‘tH PAPER DOLLS

il talk and all-girl sction

DANIELLE' Mr. Mrs. Miss, Ms.

5
X6T-116 Gt FRiENDS
All-Lesbian collection

Address
City

XAT-117 THE PLEASURE SEEKERS
Heather Wayne, Kristara Barrington.

132 Hugh Fudoe Road, Swararg. €7 DBR0S
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XVSM-7 DIVINE ATROCITIES
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SEX CHANGE
+CLINIC

\

it

*Well, ler's see, now....The stiiches
come ouf Tuesday along with the blad-
der catheter, and if a gynecological
examination shows vagina-wall tissue
normal, Id say you can start working
as a prostitute as early as Saturday.”

*...And when the construction of your female genitalia
from anal tissue was completed, there was u little piece

left over, so Dr. Stern and | thought it would be nice e VR R

fo use it to make that attractive beauty spot!”

“What? You've changed your mind about being
changed to a woman, and instead you want fo
be changed into a hermaphrodite?!! So would I,
Mr. Feldman, but I'm afraid that’s out of the
question!”
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"Hey, you guys, watch your
language! I've got two
brand-new ladies in here!!”

“You say that my husband’s sex-
change surgery went well, but that
his body appears fo be rejecting the
clitoris? Well, 1 should certainly
hope so!”

|1

3
\

5
...And all my life I've had this driving obses- *| fold you that you shouldn't aitempt
sion about having a virgin, and inasmuch as urinating in the male stand-up position
you just underwent a sex change to a female, until your male genital construction
and fechnically you're a virgin, | was wondering was fully healed and your stitches
if you'd—uh, well, you know what I'm getting removed! Now, who’s gonna mop up
af...." that ceiling in the men’s room?!!”
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THERAPY

DEPARTA ENT o i, ;

“We didn’t do your sex change from male fo female
any too soon—you're seven and a half months
pregnant!”

ER GE S _

“....Now, now, Mr. Bigelow—I mean,

Miss Bigelow—before we concern ourselves
about the proper method of inserting a
tampon, let’s get this walking on high heels

squared away.”
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BOOKS

[] National Lampoon Tenth Anniversary

Anthology, Volume | Half of our best tenth

anniversary book ever—and the first half. $4,95

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

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

[] National Lampoon Foto Funnies The first
edition of funnies told through fotos, publi in
1980, $2.95

'] National Lampoon Foto Funnies All-ncw,
all-brilliant Foto Funnies. If you liked them in the
?za%aszine, you'll really love them in the book. 1986.

['1 National Lampoon High School Yearbook
Parody Critically acclaimed across America, this
one still has its surviving writers chuckling, $4.95

(] National Lampoon Sunday Newspaper

y 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

[] The Best of National Lampoon, No. 5
The best swff 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
19781980, $3.95

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

[] National Lampoon Deluxe Edition of
Animal House Carbon-dating has proven this
edition’s longevity to be worth an extra two bucks.
54.95

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

[] Son of Cartoons Even We Wouldn't Dare
|s’l'|nt 11: A Sequel Even worse than the first.
2.95
[*) National Lampoon True Facts The original,
yred work,, now available in English. Itall
happened. $2.95
(] National Lampoon Dirty Joke Book The
filthy, the funny, and the farmer’s daughter. $2.95

[ National Lampoon's Very Large Book of
Comical Funnies It's comical and it’s a reprint.
It’s some of the best damn comics you'll ever see,
gringo! $3.95

(] National Lampoon Comics Not the stand-ups,
just the lay-downs. $2.50

MAGAZINES
$5.00 EACH
[JMARCH 1972 / Escupe!
[1 JUNE 1972 / Scicnce Fiction
[ JULY 1972 | Surprisc!
[ ] AUGUST 1972 / The Miracle of Democracy
[[] SEPTEMBER 1972 [ Boredom
[[] OCTOBER 1972 / Those Fabulous Sixties
[[1 NOVEMBER 1972 / Decadence
[ DECEMBER 1972 / Euster in December
[ APRIL 1973 /| Prejudice
[ MAY 1973 / Fraud
[] JUNE 1973 / Violence
[JJULY 1973 / Modern Times
[ SEPTEMBER 1973 / Postwar

[J OCTOBER 1973 / Banana Iwue
[ NOVEMBER 1973/ Sporis
[ DECEMBER 1973 / Sclt-indulgence
[J JANUARY 1974/ Animals

[ MAY 1974 / Fiftieth Anniversary

[J AUGUST 1974 / Isolationism and Tooth Care
[] SEPTEMBER 1974 / Old Age

[J NOVEMBER 1974 / Civics

[ JANUARY 1975 / Mo Issuc

[] FEBRUARY 1975 / Love and Romance
] MAY 1975 / Mcdicine

[J AUGUST 1975 / Justice

[ SEPTEMBER 1975 / Back 10 College
[JOCTOBER 1975 / Collector’s Issue

(] NOVEMBER 1975 / Work

[] DECEMBER 1975 / Money

[ JANUARY 1976 1 Sceret Iasue

[ FEBRUARY 1976 / Artints and Models
[ MARCH 1976 / In Like a Lion

] APRIL 1976 / Olympic Sports

] MAY 1976 / Unwanted Foreigners

[J AUGUST 1976 / Summer Sex

[1 SEPTEMBER 1976 / The Lates lssue

[J OCTOBER 1976 / The Funny Pages

[ NOVEMBER 1976 / |- Democracy Fixed?
[ DECEMBER 1976 / Sclling Out
[JJANUARY 1977 / Surelire lwue

] FEBRUARY 1977 / IFK Reinaupural

I MARCH 1977 / Scicnceand Technology
CIAPRIL 1977 / Ripping the Lid off TV
[1JUNE 1977 [ Carcers

1 JULY 1977 | Nasty Sex

[ AUGUST 1977 / Cheap Thrills

[] SEPTEMBER 1977 / Grow Up!
[JOCTOBER 1977 / All Beutles

[ NOVEMEBER 1977 / Lileuyles

] DECEMBER 1977 / Christmas in December
] JANUARY 1978 / The Role ol Sex in History
[ FEBRUARY 1978 / Spring Fascism in Preview
[[1 MARCH 1978 / Crimc and Punishment

[J APRIL 1978 / Spring Cleaning

1 MAY 1978 / Fumilics

[] JUNE 1978 / The Wild West

[JJULY 1978 / Juih Anmversary

[J AUGUST 1978 / Today s Teens

1 SEPTEMBER 1978 / Suyic
[JOCTOBER 1978 / Emcriainment

$4.00 EACH

| ] APRIL 1979 / April Fool

[ MAY 1979 / International Terrorism

[] AUGUST 1979 / Summer Vacation
[]OCTOBER 1979 / Comedy

[1 DECEMBER 1979/ Success

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

] APRIL 1980 / Vengeance

(] MAY 1980 / Scx Roles

[JJUNE 1980 / Fresh Air

[J JULY 1980 / Slime. Swill, and Politics

[ AUGUST 1980 / Anxicty

[1 SEPTEMBER 1980 / The Past

[ OCTOBER 1980 / Aggression

[] NOVEMBER 1980 / Potpourri

[) DECEMBER 1980 / Fun Takes a Holiday
[ FEBRUARY 1981 / Sin

[[1 MARCH 1981 / Women and Dogs

[]1 APRIL 1981 / Chaos

[ MAY 1981 / Naked Ambition

[]JUNE 1981 / Romunce

[1JULY 1981 | Endless, Mindless Summer Sex
(] AUGUST 1981 / Let’s Get It Up. America!
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Itis imperative that | acquire the items checked above in order to keep my home humor collee I

[] SEPTEMBER 1981 / Back 1o School

O OCTOBER 1981 / Movics

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

1 JANUARY 1982 / Sword and Sorcery

[1 FEBRUARY 1982 / The Sexy lssue

[] MARCH 1982 / Food Fight

[] APRIL 1982 / Failure

[ MAY 1982 / Crime

[JJUNE 1982 / Do It Yourself

[J JULY 19B2 / Sportng Life

[ AUGUST 1982 ( The New West

[[1 SEPTEMBER 1982 / Hot Sex!
[]OCTOBER 1982 / O, €. and Stiggs

[ NOVEMBER 1982 / Economic Recovery
[1 DECEMBER 1982 / E.T. lssue
[JJANUARY 1983 / The Top Stories of 1983
[ FEBRUARY 1983 / Raging Controversy
1 MARCH 1983 / Tamper-Proof Issue

[1 APRIL 1983 / Swimsuit

1 MAY 1983 / The South Scas

[[] JUNE 1983 / Adults Only

[JJULY 1983 [ Vacation!

] AUGUST 1983 / Science and Bad Manners
[] SEPTEMBER 1983 / Big Anniversary Issue
[] OCTOBER 1983 / Dilated Pupils

[] NOVEMBER 1983 / No Score

[1 DECEMBER 1983 / Holiday Jeers

$3.00 EACH
] JANUARY 1984 / Time Parody Issuc
[] FEBRUARY 1984 / All-Comics Issue
1 MARCH 1984 / The 605" Greatest Hits
[]1 APRIL 1984 / You Can Parody Anything
[1 MAY 1984 / Bascball Preview
[] JUNE 1984 / This Summer’s Movies
[ JULY 1984 / Special Summer Fun
[J AUGUST 1984 / Unofticial Olympics Guide
[] SEPTEMBER 1984 / Fall Fashions
(1 OCTOBER 1984 / Jus Good Stuff
[ NOVEMBER 1984 / The Accidental Issue
[ DECEMBER 1984 / The last of the old NL
[ ] JANUARY 198S / Good Cleun Sex
] FEBRUARY 1985 / A Misguited Tour of New York
) MARCH 1985 / The Bestof 15 Years
[] MAY 1985 / Celcbrity Roast
[ JUNE 1985 / The Doug Kenney Collection
[ JULY 1985 / Youth at Play
[ AUGUST 1985 / All-New True Facts
[ SEPTEMBER 1985 / Lust Issue
[] OCTOBER 198S / Music Issue
[ NOVEMBER 1985 / Mad As Hell
[ DECEMBER 1985 / Reagan and Revenge
(1 JANUARY 1986 / Good Clean Sex
[J] FEBRUARY 1986 / Moncy
] MARCH 1986 / All About Women
[J] APRIL 1986 / Doctors and Lawyers
[] MAY 1986 / Spons
[] JUNE 1986 / Horror and Fantasy

[[) National Lampoon Binders Vinyl binders
with tough metal “rods™* $5.50 cach. $9.00 for
two, $12.00 for three. — Quantity

[[] National Lampoon Case Binder Fits muny
types of magazines. $6.95 cach — 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 cach
— 1978 __ 1982

If issues in any given year arc not listed
above, please select replacements for missing
issues.

- - - -

- Lam encl £1.50

in postage and handling for my order if it's under $5.00, and $2.00 for said charges if the order ttals more than $5.00, small price
to pay for 1.8, postal delivery. If I'm a New York State resident I'm adding 8% percent sales tax, which is another matter entirely.

Name (pleasc print)

Address

City

State

Zip

Total amount enclosed $

Tear out the whole page with items checked, enclose check or money order, and mail to:
NATIONAL LAMPOON, Dept. 786, 635 Madison Avenue, New York, NY 10022,

If you don't want to cut up this publication, print or type all necessary information on a separate piece of paper

and send it along with your check or money order.




My First Time

continued from page 70

Superman. She was moaning and groan-
ing and wiggling like a snake in heat. But
Superman was cool. He ignored her.
Instead, he whipped off his jock and
threw it to someone in the audience,
who practically fainted when she caught
it. Then he walked around from table to
table and put his giant wing-wang on a
lady’s lap and let her touch it and stroke
it. His thing was petting bigger and big-
ger as he jumped around from table to
table. The ladies were shrieking and
swooning, And the woman onstage was
doing the same.

And something else was happening,
My pecker was enlarging as well. In fact,
it was getting gigantic. I'd never seen it
50 big before. 1 was matching Superman
inch for inch. The son of a bitch
wouldn't look at the poor woman
onstage, who was almost crying with
frustration. But I looked at her. And my
joint was getting so big it wouldn’t stay
inside my fly. My pants were going to
pop unless I did something,

And then the woman onstage did
something very unusual. She fixed her
eyes on me. We had a ringside table, so
the lady and me could practically sce
each other eye to eye. But she wasn't
looking at my face. She was looking at
my crotch. In a flash [ unzipped my fly to
give my thing a little breathing space or

it would have suffocated, It sprung up
like a jack-in-the-box to its full size, 1 tell
you the truth, it was bigger than
Superman’s.

The people at the nearby tables saw
my thing and they stood up and
applauded. Superman looked around to
see what the people were clapping
about. He was a little pissed because his
act was interrupted. But it was too late
for him to do anything about it. The peo-
ple thought I was a part of his show,
because the next thing that happened
was the lady onstage came up to me and
told me 1o dick her a little, just for the
fun of it, to kind of warm her up for
Superman. Superman was being a real
pig, she said, a rotten son of a bitch who
teased her too much and made her wait
for him like a slave. She wanted a young,
handsome fellow like me who could
really satisfy her, not that big fat peacock
who was over the hill.

The audience laughed and clapped
some more, They thought it was terrific.
A new twist. And the woman looked like
she was really mad at Superman and she
was crazy o fuck me. The truth was |
was crazy to fuck her, too. I don't know
what came over me. Honest. The crowd
goron me, cgging mc on in a friendly
way. Superman was trying to do his
number, but now the attention of the
audience had shifted to me.

And then two big Cubans from the
next table lifted me up and deposited

me right on top of the woman. The
cheering started again, And wouldn't
you know it . . . my shvantz did its disap-
pearing act. | was too embarrasscd. Also,
I was unable to move because of all my
injuries. The crowd booed me. One min-
ute I'm a hero, the next minute I'm a
putz with ears. The guys got me back to
my table. “That’s some hell of a tool you
got there, Bern,” the Reec said. “Some-
day you are going to use it, I'm sure.”

We watched Superman finish off his
partner. Sure enough, the guy was ter-
rific. He got all the ladies excited and
they looked like they were ready for any-
thing. But [ was a basket case. The Reec
put me in a cab and instructed the driver
to take me home.

That was the last straw, [ was the only
guy in history not to get laid in Havana.
It was a good thing we were going home
the next day.

On the plane back to New York you
never saw 4 happier, more fucked-out
bunch of guys—except me. | was still as
pure as a double scoop of vanilla ice
cream. Even the Reec was disappointed
in me.

“I don't know, Bern. Maybe you're a
homo and you don’t know it,” he said.
“It’s in your genes. When you get to be
sixteen, your hormones change. If you
don’'t get the right mixture of hormone
fluid you end up as a homo. It's not your
fault. Did you ever have any homos in
your family?”

The wovlds firsl™
phone sex

—
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“Yeah. Everyone on my father's side.” |
said.

The Reec ignored my sarcastic
remark. He said [ could be like his
cousin Nunzio. On weckdays he broke
arms and legs for Passalaqua the loan
shark. On weekends he turned homo
and sucked cocks on the pier in Green-
wich Village.

Great. [ could be another Nunzio if [
played my cards right. I fell asleep on the
plane and dreamed [ was taking a shower
with the Reec and I let him soap me up. |
woke up in a cold sweat. God, maybe 1
was 2 homo. Maybe I couldn’t get laid
because my hormones were fighting me,
trying to tell me something, The guys
told me to go to a doctor and get my
hormones examined.

When I got home I discovered my
apartment was empty. My folks had gone
to the Catskills for a vacation. Good. 1
wanted to be alone with my miscry. 1
couldn't move much and I didn't want to
eat. [ just sat in a chair and stared into
space, trying not to think homo
thoughts.

By the third day | was getting hungry. |
still had some of Guido's money, so [
called out for Chinese food. When the
buzzer rang | staggered to the door. It
was my food delivery. Only the delivery
boy was a girl . . . a Chinese girl about
fifteen or sixteen. Her name was Yu-Lin,
She knew who I was. She was a waitress
at the restaurant. They were short of
delivery boys. so she was pressed into
service.

Yu-Lin not only recognized me, she
said she liked me, She couldn't talk to
me in the restaurant because ' was
always surrounded by my loud friends.
She didn't want to go back to the restau-
rant after [ paid her. Instead she gave me
a massage and made me relax. I told her
not to fool around with me. | was a
homo. She was wasting her time. But she
kept on massaging me, getting to my pri-
vate places.

In a matter of minutes she was doing
to me what [ couldn’t do to the best girls
in Havana. It was as if God had planned
all the fuck-ups in Havana so this could
happen. Yu-Lin was the sweetest girl [
ever knew. 1 couldn’t believe my luck.

And a week later she was gone. Her
father needed her in Hong Kong at his
new restaurant. She sent me a bag of for-
tune cookies with sexy notes in them,
She wanted me to come to Hong Kong
and marry her. I couldn't. My parents
wouldn't fet me quit high school.

S0 that’s the way it happened. I spend
a week in the sexiest city in the world, a
city where even lepers could get laid,
but not me. And then it happens right in
my own backyard. | wasn't a homo after
all. Yu-Lin saved my life and saved the
rest of the female world who would live
to experience me. The rest is
history. m

1F you'd like to taste Jacl{ Daniel's i.ynr,hbulg Lemonade. look for the display and a recipe in a liquor store near you,

AFTER A DAY'S WORK in Jack Daniel’s
Country, folks unwind with checkers and lemonade.

Our oldtime distillery is located here in Lynchburg,
Tennessee, a country town that’s legally dry. So
even folks who make Jack Daniel's whiskey—like
Bill Durm and Foote Scott here—aren't allowed
to buy a single drop! It's an unusual law, that's
for sure. But we've never
complained about it much.
You see, as long as the
law lets us go on making
Jack Daniel’s, we don’c
mind going someplace
else to order it.

CHARCOAL MELLOWED FOR SMOOTHNESS
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Doing Slime

continued from page 34

fantasist, | was in a state of constant
arousal. My every moment was con-
sumed by wet, wicked, wanton thoughts.
Every night when I returned from work,
I'd tear off my clothes and impale myself
on my boyfriend with nymphomaniacal
intensity. At first he rather enjoyed this
but soon began complaining about my
always bringing my work home with me.
But I just couldn’t leave sex in the office
where it belonged.

My diligence paid off—my employers
realizing that a dirty mind is a terrible
thing to waste—and 1 became managing
editor, in charge of day-to-day opera-
tions. I got my own office. It had a
window. A sense of power surged
through me like one long, continuous
orgasm. It was like suddenly finding my
G-spot. | intended to run a tight ship. Oh,
yeah...tight...nice and tight...so tight...

1 surveyed the staff members. It was
evident that they were in need of disci-
pline. I began wearing boots to work.
Black leather boots with four-inch heels.
A cat-o’-nine-tails was kept in plain sight
on my desk. The staff called me the Sper-
micidal Maniac behind my back. I turned
dominatrix.

I wasn't always such a bitch. Some-
times | could be downright benevolent.
When it was somebody’s birthday, we'd

throw a party. A stripper would come to
entertain, starting out stark naked, and,
bumping and grinding, she'd complete
the routine fully dressed. Sometimes
we'd eat out. Other times we'd eat lunch,
When I 'was in a mischicvous mood, my
assistant and I would go through Screw,
looking for the skankiest hookers we
could find, and set up appointments with
them for anyone who was on my shitlist.

As I engaged in these banal, fun
activities, though, I knew all was not
well in Smutville, I'd been made aware of
recent sales figures, and they were pretty
bad. Finally, a figure in worse shape than
my own, and [ couldn’t even take fiend-
ish pleasure in it. I attributed this to the
sad fact that nobody read anymore.
Everybody was into video, people were
playing with computers. I'd never been
one for hightech, although I did once, in
a pinch, use a floppy disk when 1
couldn't find my diaphragm. 1 believed
that the only reason stroke books sur-
vived was that most Americans didn’t
have VCRs in their bathrooms.

I tried everything to boost sales, We
portrayed every conceivable kink: oral
sex, floral sex (buggering with flowers ),
choral sex (for fans of group gropes,
with everyone dressed up like members
of the Mormon Tabernacle Choir ), and
mural sex (sex with large paintings on
the sides of buildings). Every fetish was

explored: foot worship, toe sucking, nail-
biting; rubber, latex, aluminum foil.

Then I signed up a famous sucktress to
write a sexual how-to column, I thought
this porn star, who had made “double
penetration” household words, would
add some socially redeeming value to
our publication, After all, how much
more socially redeeming can you get
than a girl who's recovered from every
single social disease in the medical
books? This little nympho was hot—I'd
often wished her IUD could only talk—
and she was a star, but even the winner
of such coveted motion picture awards
as Best Blowjob Scene and Finest Perfor-
mance by a Supporting Hole could not
entice a large enough readership to
satisfy me,

I went off the deep end. I started
taking meetings with the circulation
manager. 1 had lunch with the PR guy. 1
even went out for drinks with the entire
accounting staff!

Then it hit me like a ton of pricks!
What we needed was a really great
celebrity nude, Everyone loved celeb-
rity nudes. The public was fascinated by
the tit size of the rich and famous. For
too long we'd been giving them grainy
photos of the second cousin of the hair-
dresser to Princess Diana and black-and-
white shots of long-dead B-movie

]

continued on page 82

|

TUACGETN ™

“You're going to wear this collar and leash to my parents’ this weekend for the same goddamn reason I
wore the gorilla suit to your parvents’ last weekend!”
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CLASSIFIED ADS

NO FARTING g %% uttr 2 coor for

4" x 4* Regular alze $1.00
6° x 0°Largesize $2.00
7"x t0'metalsign  $6.00
Send check or M. O. to:
ACTION PRINTS LTD
710 N. Tucker St.
Sulte #308
St. Louls, MO 63101

hostbusters
S (re Jlirl{l)l(-:l t(:r nnru-'
Reucwc mf offerill PT N
Highland, #760NL, Lm Anqr\lt 5, Ca 90028

Cadillacs, Mercedes, Porsche, ete. direct from
Government. Seized in drug raids.

Available your area. Save $thousandss$,
216-453-3000, Ext. A8135.

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

SATISFY YOUR FEELINGS

Everyone knows one AS-HOLE, Send us their
name, address, and briefly why. We anony-
mously send their joking nomination for the
as-hole kingdom. Rush §4.00. Goad People,
Box 932, Seabrook TX 77586.

STARSHIPS for Rent.. Battles to win.
Compcte against playcrs from around
the world. Fantastic Simulations,

PO Box 24566, Denver CO 80224,

THE FARMER'S DAUGHTER

FINALLY AVAILABLE! A FULL-SCALE EROTIC
ADVENTURE GAME FOR COMMODORE 64 & 128
USERS!

Disk or Tape, $19.95 Pastpald to:  NOCTURNAL
SOFTWARE, G-3117 Corunna Road, Suite 288, Flint,
MI 48504,

18 or Older Only, Sealed Solution Enclosed, Instant
Delivery, Unmarked.

WHO, WHAT, WHERE—Super Triviagram. TV,
Sports, History, etc. More than 500 questions.
Only $3 to: PM Enterprises, Box 7171-1,

Las Cruces, NM 88006.

LOR GILEGE

RS, TUXEDAS.
\ y |>T—5mET5 FMrwrec’
P END 1o MONDN(S

RAUNCHY TRIVIA
Tired_of just trivia? RAUNCHY
TRIVIA‘s fun for the entire family
bul suggested For mature audicnces,
Compatible with most other wivia
games. Only $12.95 + 2.00 Postage
& Handling, Send check or muo. (o
Fold-A-Game Co., P.O. Box 26,
Fuilung. PA 18925,

AMERICAN TARGET M‘ER'CAN
T-SHIRT

LET THE WORLD know that no ome gon
TErroriZe Americang ll-'m:-pt perhaps an
Amarican man's own wife!) Migh qualiey
T-shirt in white, gray, blue, X8iS:iLs
XL.  Send £0.95 ($8.95 @ach for t¥o or
more) toi E.1.T. Co., P.0. Box 7891,

Daffy Khadafy
Libya’s Leadin% Looney
Our Sites Are On You!

ORDER YOURS TODAY

Please Check Box

O Target $5.00 plus $2.00 Postage &
handling each.

O Poster $4.00 plus $1.50 Postage &
handling each,

0O Button $3.00 plus $1.50 Postage &
handling each.

Send Check or Money Order (no cash please)

To: Target Masters
P.Q. Box 9922
North St. Paul, MN 55109

Please allow 4 to 6 weeks for delivery.

Name

Address -~

City ] N State Zip

Norman, Oklalwma 73070

“BURNED OUT—EXTINGUISH WITH BEER"
Art silk-screened on QUALITY YELLOW
TSHIRT, s-m-I-x1, $11,00 postpaid. TROSLEY,
Box 37, Woodlyn, PA 19094,

Guitar strings, hardware, pickups, cables,
accessories, GHS, C.E Martin, Schaller, much
more. Free catalog, N LH. Guitar supplies,
24 Penwood, Rd., Livingston, NJ 07039,
(201) 992-93096.

THE MORE YOU KNOW
THE BETTER lT GETS

FOR THE MOTORCYCLE
RIDERCOURSE NEAREST
YOU, CALL TOLL FREE:

800-447-4700

K4

MOTORCYGLE
SAFETY
FOUNDATION

Video Services
Brochure $3.00
Sheena St. John
1716 Ocean Ave., #206
San Francisco, CA 94112

SHOW)
T-Shirt only $9.95. In WI add 50¢ tax. Specify

, M, L, XL. Send check or monay order to: Idiots
Ink, PO. Box 15876-0876, Milwaukee, WI 53215,

$12.951
$14.95

Short sleeves
Long sleeves

NEW CLASSIFIED RATES
Want to reach 2,895,000
hot prospects? Well, we've
got them. Rates are just
$4.00 per word, one time,
twenty-word minimum,
standard type. P.O. Box is
two words; phone number,
city,and state are one word
each; and zip code is free.
One column inch is $250,
one time, Check must
accompany order. Call or
write: Howard Jurofsky,
National Lampoon,

635 Madison Avenue,

New York, N.Y. 10022,

i: (212) 688-4070.




Doing Slime

continued from page 80

queens in the bath that were only of
interest to necrophiliacs. | wanted to
really wow them with a nude layout of a
superstar who was not only famous but
the last person anyone would ever
expect to see naked.

Shock value was vital. No one was sur-
prised when Madonna turned up nude.

The only thing shocking about that affair,

besides the incredible amount of under-
arm hair on display, was the sums of
money laid out for those pictures, It had
to be someone you could never imagine
naked, a woman who never pulls her
panties down to pee, a woman you really
don’t believe ever has to pee, I'd have
her kidnapped, and then we'd photo-
graph her in bizarre and humiliating
poses, publishing them on an exclusive
basis. The entire country would be
shocked, outraged, incredulous, dis-
gusted. But they'd also be $3.95 poorer.
Everyone would buy the issuc.

Who would it be, who would it be?
Andrea Dworkin of Women Against Por-
nography was too fat and ugly. Geraldine
Ferraro had enough problems, and prob-

82 NATIONAL LAMPOON

ably would have made sure I was
sleeping with the fishes before the last

issuc was printed. Mother Teresa was too

old. Florence Nightingale was dead. The
Judds, the mother-and-daughter coun-
try-western singing duo, were interest-
ing because of the incest angle, but 1
feared their popularity wasn’t great
enough.

Al, but of course. Who would be bet-
ter than the First Lady, Nancy Reagan? A
bold-type cover line, NANCY NUDE!,
danced before my eyes, undulating
enticingly, Of course, it would be a dan-
gerous proposition, but it would be
worth it. | could handle those Secret Ser-
vice guys. With pleasure. I'd have them
all eating jelly beans out of my hand! “I'll
get you, my pretty!” I laughed aloud,
“and your little dog too,” thinking a
touch of bestiality would make for an
interesting twist.

When I left the office that night, [ was
s0 excited | couldn’t sleep. My vibrator
burned through three packs of batteries
as | attempted to quell my nervous
energy. Finally, I fell into a fitful sleep. |
started to dream. I was walking down a
long corridor, and at the end of this
tunnel was a door. 1 walked over the

threshold into a room that was filled
with a group of famous female literary
figures. Jane Austen was there, sur-
rounded by a bevy of bawdy little
women. Simone de Beauvoir was there
too, enthusiastically giving head to
Sartre. A palpitating Barbara Cartland
was having her bodice ripped and her
heaving bosom ravaged by an utter cad.
Even Jackie Collins was in attendance,
masturbating gleefully over an article
about her sister, Joan, in the National
Enguirer.

1 was amazed to see all my literary
idols assembled in so sordid a setting. It
looked like Plato’s Retreat had opened a
branch at the public library. When the
women noticed me in their midst, they
all breathed a collective sigh, had a
simultaneous orgasm. Then Fran

Lebowitz, flicking ashes over the head of
a pretty young thing as she basked in the

afterglow, said to me, “Kid, you've been
doing slime, taking the sleazy way out,
long enough. It’s time for you to move
OI'I.“

When I woke up, I knew she was right.

That very morning, [ resigned. I was
ready for bigger and wetter things. My
time had come. W
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antagraphics, Agora, Calilcrnia, 1986)

Art by Drew Fredman. From the book Any Similarity to Persons Living or Dead Is Purely Coincidenial (!
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The original hotline to the stars that lets you call'in
and talk directly with the hottest rock artists today.

The thrill of listening to your favorite groups in concert—
in your own living room.

— )T~
POWERCLITS
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Packed with the country’s hottest rock songs, celebrity news, interviews with
the stars, plus exclusive album previews of major new L.P. releases.
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ALWAYS WEAR A HELMET AND EYE PROT!



