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- Are you crazy enough to buy this tape?
' Take this test and fmd out.

:: '_I !
The man who lives here is upset These creatures got almost totally Thispersonplays
because wiped out until they | music.
® A. He’s just seen “Class of '86” ® A. Stopped drinking and carousing, ®* A Bad
B. He hasnt seen “Class of '86.” B. Became Republicans. B. Really bad
C. He can't remember. C. Invented modern-day Yuppie C. Accordion

sportswear.

One correct answer, and youd better run right out and get
vour hands on this zany satire on the'80s. Remember, it's from
National Lampoon, the same people who brought you Animal

House, Lemmings and Vacation, so dress accordingly.
Two correct answers and both you and your analyst need
to watch all the songs, skits and mayhem of this ruthlessly
funny review.

Three correct answers and you should not _x
only go out and buy this tape—you should
be on it. After all, its the ultimate lam-
poon of everything we hold semi-sacred. %

$2995 Available on VHS and Beta S g

: Gult-+Wostern ™
Price i suggested retail and may vary in Canada. "cm.pnn;m

The greatest performer in the business.

] ™ & © 1987 Paramount Pictures Corp. All Rights Reserved.
Coovriaht © 2007 National | amboon Inc



SOMEWHERE, THERE MUST BE PEOPLE
WHO DON'T LISTEN TO CASEY.

But it's hard to find them. American Top 40 is broadcast
If you're not one of the millions upon on over 500 radio
millions of listeners who beam info Casey  stations coast-to-
Kasem every week, call 1-800-423-2502 coast. One of
to find out where you can hear America’s  them is in your
#1 countdown program?
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THE MOST POPULAR T-SHIRT IN THE HISTORY

OF THE NATIONAL LAMPOON IS AVAILABLE AS
A SWEATSHIRT IN TWO DESIGNS THAT WILL
MAKE DISNEY CRINGE!

H

Iintroducing the new Nafional
Lampoon’s Vacation Sweai-
shirt. On the left is the sweat-
shirt im precisely the same
design as the enormously pop=
vlar Vacation T-shirt. On the
right is the new "Walley
World” Sweatshirt as worn by
the Griswalds in Naffonal Lam=
pooni’s European Vacation.

The demand for both these
products has been vnprece=-
dented. Twenty million people
in the United States and Canada
saw Nafional Lampoon’s Euro-
pean Vacation in theaters, and
we gof more inguiries about

the sweatshirts worn by ™

“Clark” and “Rusty” in that Now both shirisare available in
piciure than for any other such
product in the sixteen-year his-

duazzling white with full-color
illustrations on the front. On

you expecting—E.T.?) Also, still
availuble and still selling
ridiculously well are the other

fory of our magazine and
movies.

the back it says Nafional Lam-
poon’s Vacation. (What were

movie T=shirts shown on this

page.

Natienal Lampoon's
Vacation T-shirt

National Lampoon's
Varcation T-shirt

or or

r-—------------—----------')&fj------q

National Lampoon, Dept. 687

635 Madlison Avenue

New York, New York 10022
Please send me:
OSM OMD UOLG NL European Vacation shirts @ $6.95 each
OSM OMD OLG NL Vacation shirts (A) @ $7.95 each
OSM OMD OLG NL Vacation shirts (B) @ $7.95 each
OSM OMD OLG NL Animal House baseball shirts @ $7.00 each
OSM OMD OLG OXL NL Vacation sweatshirts (A) @ $16.95 each
OSM OMD OLG OXL NL Vacation sweatshirts (B) @ $16.95 each
Please add $1.00 per shirt for postage and handling. New York residents,
please add 8Ya% sales tax.
Name
Address

City

Natlonal Lampoen's
European Vacation
shirt

State Zip

r
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1
|
1
1
|
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1
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1
1
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1
1
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1
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It’s “Poonie Time”
hat with the Grammys,
Oscars, Emmys, Irvings,
Marvins, ct al., having
been settled for 1987,
the time has come for the country’s
oldest and, possibly, most meaningful
award, the 131st annual “Poonies,” the
award given every year or so, give or
take a few years, on this date, some-
times three or four months earlier or
later, following an intense survey, fre-
quently a meeting in a Manhattan bar,
and deep study: usually we put some
names in a hat.

The Poonies are not to be taken
lightly, for they reflect the choices
made by the editors of this magazine of
the sexiest media creations in the
country.

Uh-huh, you think, we're talking
about Hustler or Playboy or the low-
1.Q. word pictures of Forum. You sus-
pect we refer w Penthouse, a magazine

that has made hundreds of millions of

dollars because its readers study metic
ulously the finger and facial dexterity
which enables its models to manipulate
their genitalia and smile vacuously in
total boredom at the same time—
tougher for them than simultaneously
chewing gum and walking,

You are wrong. Those are the losers,
friends. They are as sexy as two wart-
hogs coupling in a dung heap under an
August sun.,

Sexy involves class. It's—what's the
word? Surreptitions. Right. Sexy is not
“Hey, look at me, I'm trying to get you
hot!" It is "Look at me, I'm cool, unob-
tainable, and 1 am certain of getting
you hot.”

So here are the winners of the 1986
Poonies—America’s premier purveyors
of sex:

1. The Sunday New York Times Mag
azine. Never has so little underwear
covered so little. This is hot stuff from
a newspaper that has virtwally cornered

the market on Pulitzers. Ah, so intellec-
tuals require sexual stimulation, too.
The New York Times has all but dis-
pelled the theory that sizzling, semi-
nude skin art is for the blue-collar
market. The Times is read by profes-
sors and colon surgeons and econo-
mists, and it’s the most sensuous
magazine of them all. First prize.

2. Reader’s Digest. The people's
Forum. Short. To the point. Quick read.
“How to Have a Relationship,” “Covet
ing Your Neighbor's Wife,” “I Am John-
ny's Protrusion.” All sexy stuff with a
lot of abbreviations and how-to.

3. Glamour. Right up there with the
Times in the classy hot-skin depart-
ment. Kitschy sex. Avant-garter scx.

4. The Calvin Klein TV campaign for
any Calvin Klein product. By the same
guy who wrote Ennmantelle, with re-
writes by Ingmar Bergman. Girls kiss-
ing girls. Women Kissing little boys.
Where will it end?

continued on page 12
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Now Offering Shirts and Fine Sweaters from F R O G

FROG|

National Lampoon offers
the most prestigious
shirts and sweaters in
America, and at a price
prestigious people can
afford.

{59

Please send me__National Lampoon
Frog Shirts at $14.95 each, plus
$1.50 for postage and handling.
WHITE:
BLUE:
YELLOW:
GREEN:
GRAY:
CAMEL:

__small _medium __large
—small  _medium __large
—small _medium __large
—small _medium __large
—small _medium __large
—small _medium __large
Please send me_National Lampoon
Frog Sweaters at $20.95 each, plus
$2.00 for postage and handling.

GRAY:
BLACK:
CAMEL:

— small
—small
__small

—medium __large
—medium __large
—_medium __large

BLUE: __small medium __large
NAME

ADDRESS

CITY. STATE 2P

lo:

National Lampoon, Dept. BT

635 Madison Avenue

New York, N.Y. 10022

New York residents, piease add 8% percent sales (ax.

I enclose $

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

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

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

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

"\ Polo shirts available in:

33D

Yellow

White Blue

{ 'I'w.—-.- A=
Green Gray
Sweaters available in:

Gray Black

Frag logo
by cartaanist
Sam Gross

Blue

Cobovriaght © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc



Sirs:

Jesus Christ, isn't anyone gonna let
me give my opinion on this whole
mess? I'd rather be raised by hyenas
than by cither that gin-soaked uterus
renter or those frigid right-ass worka-
holics who'd probably dump me in a
day-care center for fourteen hours a
day anyhow. If it was up to me, I'd
rather live with Donald Trump. Or
Leona Helmsley, or maybe let them
have joint custody of me. Think of the
blocks I could play with. Fifth Avenue
between Fifty-eighth and Fifty-ninth,
Madison between Fiftieth and
Fifty-first . ..

Baby M
Somewhbere between
New Jersey and Florida

Sirs:
If penises arc outlawed, only outlaws
will have penises.
Jim Gibley
National Penis Association

Sirs:

Did you ever notice how much
Cybill Shepherd looks like Marilyn
Chambers?

Bruce Willis
Hallywood, Calif:

Sirs;
Darn, | could have had a V-8,
Small-Car Owner
Detroit, Mich.

Sirs:

Freud used to say that all the bizarre,
seemingly irrational things we do as in-
dividuals are fueled by our desire for
sex. | guess that should explain the
plastic surgery, painful diets, arduous
hair-styling sessions, expensive uncom
fortable clothing, and oddly decorated
bedroom. But what about the petting
z00 in his backyard?

Michael Jackson's Mother
Utab

8 NATIONAL LAMPOON
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Sirs:
Where was all that acid rain back
when we needed it at Woodstock?
Timothy Leary
Dead Lemming Office

Sirs:

Hi. How are you? I am fine, Camp is
fine. [ do a lot of fun things like ar-
chery and swimming and cating and
painting and lighting rabbits on fire and
watching them jump up and down in
the dark and pouring salt on slugs and
watching them shrivel up and cutting
up snakes and pasting their body parts
back in the wrong order and pouring
water in gopher holes then clobbering
them on the head when they come up
for air and Kicking pregnant dogs in the
stomach and sticking cigars in frogs'
mouths and watching them pufl until
they can't breathe anymore and they
blow up and putting live wires to cow
teats and skimming field mice across
lakes and .. oh. gotta go. Time for col-
or war.

Your son, Jimmy Smith
Bunk 12
Camp Hiawatha

Sirs:
Celts in five. Trust me.
ivan Boesky
Ossining, N.Y.

Sirs:

Last Thursday night I was over at
Starlight Lanes, and like I always do |
started thinking about bowling as a
metaphor for life and it occurred to me
just how dumb it is for people who are
virgins to get married. When you go o
a bowling alley you've always got to try
a bunch of balls before you find one
that's the right weight and has holes
that feel snug but not too snug. And
men aren't nearly as discriminating
about bowling balls—they can be any
color, and men don't even mind if they
have an extra hole or two on the other
side. By the way, | bowled a 214, a
231, and then finished strong with a
268.

Don Carter
On the PBA team

Sirs:

The filth of the mouth, the fat of the
fever,

The foaming foaming fervor of the
festering froth;

The crush of the bite, the force of
fingers,

The stifled squall, muffled squawk of
the fury is squelchéd.

ey needle sinks hard down to his
heary, heart of hard hatred,

Slumps silent, a murmur, a whisper-
ing breath

Sleeps silent as, still as a cool sum-
mMer moon,

High off in the heavens, his heart.

I fumble for. find, finger his fly, fierce
fetching the cawch,

Springs up, loose, his high hard one
packed fat with passion,

Quiver-moist my lips lower, hard
down the shaft of the hummer,

Stiffen wrgid tugged, my heart flies
s0 hard

The swell and the hot fire fill of his
semen;

I lick. wipe, tuck. and then trembling
fix his weeth;

He wakes soft and curéd, none the
wiser, past the worst;

Praise him.
Dr. Gerard Manley Hopkins, D.DS.

Dublin, Obio

Sirs:

I was just kidding. Vietnam wasn't
like that at all. Actually, I sort of en-
joved it

Oliver Stone
tHollywood, Calif.

Sirs:
I want a girl
Just like the girl
That married dear ol
daaaaaaggghhhh...
Lizzic Borden’s Son
Orphanage-on-the-Thames, England

Sirs:

I know Blue Cross will pay for my
encephalogram and my CAT scan, but
is the polvgraph covered?

William Casey
Washington, D.C,

I



Sirs:
Just napping.
Fooled vou, huh?
Got a light?
George Burns
Approdching immortality

Sirs:

If it weren't for sex. there would be
no slipped discs, sick pricks, sore clits,
face lifts, silicone tits, split lips, bit nips,
gripped hips, conniption fits, or hand-
cuffs and whips. And best of all, Bob
Guecione and his whole come-caked
family might well be destitute.

Dr. Al Goldstein

Coalition for a Better World Through
Diminished Sexuality and the

Stermpr Oul Sex(5.0.5.) Foundation

Sirs:

You can say whatever vou want
about me; at least I never sold arms to
Iran.

Juan Corona
Sant Quentin, Calif

Sirs:
If a cat slips on the ice, we're in for a
bad spring.
If a talking mouse makes gas at mid-
night, vou'll lose your house.
For good uck, Kiss a used
Volkswagen.
These are the proverbs of my people.
We are the Clevelanders,
Mike Smith
Cleveland, Ohio

Sirs:

I've got a bitchin' chromed "4
Hawg, but my old lady don't dig jam-
min' bare-assed naked—

Oh, sorry, I thought this was
Easyriders.

Bad Ass Bob
Frisco

Sirs:

I've got a bitchin® chromed M 16. but
my old lady don't dig blastin' bare-
assed naked

Oh. sorry, | thought this was Soldier
of Fortune.

Battalion Bob
Central California

Sirs:

I've got a bitchin' chrome excercise
bike. but my old man don't dig pedalin’
bare-assed naked—

Oh, sorry, | thought this was Fitness
magazine.

Big Ass Robert
San Francisco, Calif.
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Drew Friedman

by Michael Simmons

he bartender is the drinking

man's best friend. He (or she)

is the one responsible for deliv-

cring the goods. Because of al-
cohol’s obvious intoxicating effects, the
bartender has the hapless job of dealing
with any mess the drunkard gets him-
self into, whether it be wetting his
pants or attempted murder, In addition,
liquor has a way of uninhibiting the in-
hibited libido, thereby opening up a
sexual can of worms, All these crises
get dumped in the lap of the poor bar-
tender, who only wants to have a quiet
evening and make as much tip money
as he can.

The best bartenders I have known
combine the wisdom of Solomon with
the diplomacy of Henry Clay. 1 have
witnessed a five-foot-two bartender
break up a brawl between two drunken
hulks without even lifting « finger,
There’s a technique in talking to a
drunk. You can’t use logic, because if
the drunk were thinking rationally he
wouldn’t be in the predicament he is
in. One has to convince him that, yes,
he’s absolutely correct in thinking that
Jimmy was trying to pick up his girl-
friend, even though Jimmy was stand-
ing twenty feet away at the end of the
bar with his back to both him and his
girlfriend, but that by creating a violent
disturbance he will be ruining every-
one else’s evening, he will make his
girlfriend cry, and he will endanger the
job security of his best friend in the
whole wide world at the moment, the
bartender himsclf. I swear to God, 1
have seen guys who resemble Lou Fer-
rigno on amphetamine reduced to
thumb-sucking teddy bears by bartend-
ers using the old reverse-psychology
bit.

Two of the Kings of Bartending work

10 NATIONAL LAMPOON

at my favorite drinking trough, Mary-
lou's, in New York City. Gene Fahey is
a sometime actor, an old (mid-thirties)
New Leftist from Massachusetts. Gene
has the patience of a saint. 1 know be-
causc | myself have personally tested it
on several occasions. | just wanted to
see if he was on his toes (only kidding,
Gene). Sometimes I've been known to
approach women with all the debonair
class of a Richard Speck, all the while
drunkenly deluding myself that my ap-
pearance is closer 1o Cary Grant. When
the oft-frightened or offended lass runs
to Gene for salvation, he has a quiet,
cvenhanded way of getting me to go sit
somewhere else. In Gene's case [ think
that 1 have such an innate trust of the

guy that no matter how blitzed I am,
that trust remains unaltered.

Martino Petosa has a master’s in soci-
ology and the wecekend shift at Mary-
lou’s. Martino is the Great Persuader.
He has a persistent yet kind manner
that is irresistible 1o the drunk with a
mind of his own. Martino also has a
few tricks up his rolled-up sleeve
which he doesn’t hesitate to use on
overimbibers. One of my favorites is
the watered-down-drink trick. If some
loudmouth who’s had a snootful is get-
ting out of hand, you don’t cut him off;
that would only exacerbate his already
disorderly behavior. So say he’s drink-
ing bourbon—Martino merely makes
him a water-on-the-rocks with a tiny
splash of the brown stuff to give it col-
or. If the guy drinks this concoction for
about a half-hour, he can actually reach
a state resembling sobriety, all the
while thinking he’s knocking 'em back
like Superman on a three-day binge.

John McHugh is another member of
the Simmons Bartenders Hall of Fame.
John is also presently doing time at
Marylou’s. While John possesses all the
aforementioned qualities, his diplomat-
ic skills are a little closer to Henry Kis-
singer's than Henry Clay's. Which is to
say he might bomb Cambodia while sit-
ting at the bargaining table. When I
first met John he was working at One
Fifth Avenue, a legendary bar in New
York City. After a couple of messy inci-
dents John barred me from the bar, so
to speak. It seems that one evening 1
ended up in the powder room with an
attractive young lady whose boyfriend
was a former member of the N.YPD.
and presently owned a bodyguard ser-

continued on page 12

“We'd cook out more often if it weren't tor these damned
monitor lizards!”

Cobovriaht © 2007 National | amboon Inc.




Who Says We Don’t
Give Two Shirts?

National Lampoon, the folks who invented the steam-powered harmonica,
now bring you the latest innovation in simply great T-shirts:

s

National Lampoon’s True Facts T-shirt

National Lampoon’s Dirty T-shirt

And here’s the gimmick: for the back
of the National Lampoon’s True Facts
T-shirt, you can pick from any of the
following:

There’s the choice,
see?!? Clever, right?
Isn’t it great to live
in a democracy

‘dictatorship. You

get no choice. Only
what we tell you.)
Order today, be-

where you can cause this might not
(A) WHITE SULPHUR SPRINGS, MONTANA— choose your own T- work and we will
Four riflemen firing a ceremonial salute at a B W .
military funcral accidentally shot the ministcs shirt? (The NL stop offering it.
—S8an Francisco Chronicle Dl'r ty .r Sh ', rt is a
(B) MANCHESTER, IOWA—To deter wandering T O e i A al
in the halls, authoritics at West Delaware High | National Lampoon NL687 |
School required each student on his way 1o the | 635 Madison Avenue |
bathroom to wear a toilet seat around his neck.
= oshitaion Pt fie | New York, N.Y. 10022 i
: OSm [(IMd [JLg [1X-Lg True Facts T-shirt (A) @$10.95 :
(€) After an cighieen-month study. the British | OSm [OMd [Cbkg [IX-Lg  True Facls T-shirt (B) @ $10.95 |
Academy of Science ?cmtmendcf 10 i I OSm OMd CLg [0 X-Lg True Facts T-shirt (C) @ $10.95 I
Parliament that British rock stars be prohibited
from selling their semen to commrr.!‘ial sperm | OSm [Md [NLyg [X-Lg  True Facis T-shirt (D) @ $10.95 |
banks.—{/MKC University News | OsSm JMd [ILg LIX-Lyg Dirty T-shirt @$ 7.95 |
| please add $1.00 per shirt for postage and handling. |
(D) A local citizen was arrested and charged with New York residents, add 8' percent sales tax. |
public indecency after he allegedly was observed | Name |
placing his male organ in a jar of slaw dressing 29 |
at the local supermarket, | Address—————— - |
—Dawners Cirave (INinois) Reporter I City Sk Zip |
ate
ConvrahteO—2007"N=torat Eammoomn Hie— — —— — — = — = — m— ——— -



DRINKING TIPS

continued from page 10

vice. Unbeknownst to me this boy-
friend, whose apt nickname was “The
Gorilla,” happened to be sitting at the
bar at the time and wanted to detach
my besotted head from my lust-filled
body. John showed me the door for my
own protection. The next evening I
came in, ordered a sour mash whiskey,
picked it up to sip it, and dropped it on
the Hoor. Without missing a beat I
looked at John and calmly ordered an-
other one. Instead of getting my drink,
John and I took the now-familiar walk
to the door. A couple of weeks later 1
was granted a reprieve, and John and [
have since become good friends. He
puts on this irascible tough-guy act, but
I've come to know that in his heart
he’s closer to E.T. than Attila the Hun.
John and I have fun and stimulating
conversations about books and movies.
He likes everything written or filmed
before 1960. 1 like everything after.
And he also gives me rides home at the
end of the night, which on many occa-
sions are much needed and greatly
appreciated.

Of course, there are a few whose
names shall reside in infamy in the Sim-
mons Bartenders Hall of Shame. Back in
'81 1 used to frequent this soulless ur-

ban-cowboy club called City Limits, lo-
cated on lower Seventh Avenue in New
York. The place was all-Formica and no
humanity. One late evening after the
bar had closed, I was standing with my
friecnd Kinky Friedman talking to one of
the owners, Billy, who was a real nice
guy. Some lamebrained jockstrap who
was the bouncer for the evening yelled
at us to “get the fuck outta here.” And
we're standing yakking to one of his
bosses, who was buying us drinks. Not
in the mood to take any shit, I marched
over to this frustrated running back
and, while “Your Cheatin’ Heart” blast-
ed in the background, yelled, “You ass-
holes would throw Hank fucking
Williams out of here,” and stormed out.
(‘This incident is recounted in Kinky's
forthcoming novel A Case of Lone Star,
available in your bookstores this Au-
gust.) A couple of nights later, while I
was innocently standing at the bar, Ed
the bartender (also an ex-cop) grabbed
me, dragged me out of the club and
around the corner, threw me against a
steel grating, and proceeded to strangle
me. The cat is about twice my size. All
the while he’s lecturing me on how 1
should talk to the people he works
with. Finally, under the threat of an as-
sault rap, he relented. Instead of admit-
ting he was wrong he had me
permanently barred from City Limits
(which was no great loss to me) in or-

der to cover the fact that he had tried
to inflict serious bodily harm to me. |
later conjectured that Ed had failed
bartenders’ school and had never
learned that attempted murder is not a
prescribed method of dealing with a
transgression as minor as mouthing off.
City Limits has since closed, which
proves that a bar can't exist if it keeps
throwing out its best drunks.

There's a humorous footnote to this
story. A week after the incident at City
Limits, Kinky and I were sitting at the
Lion’s Head, a well-known writers’ bar
on Christopher Strect. A Bowery bum-
ster tried to get a drink but was denied
port by Mike the bartender. The bum
stood at the door of the Lion's Head
and yelled out, “You assholes would
throw Nathanicl fucking Hawthorne
out of here!" This really happened,
honest,

I've left out a few Bartenders Hall of
Famers, Patrick, Colin, and John at
O’Lunney’s. Mike, Tommy, and Paul at
the Lion's Head. Old Mike at the Rain-
check Room in Los Angeles. And my fa-
vorite barmaid of all time, Harriet-with-
the-Tattooed-Tits, who’s worked half
the bars in New York and is also a bril-
liant painter and one of the best friends
I've every had. These are all folks who
are ready with a smile and a drink and
understand that sometimes we all lose
it. Some of us more than others. M

EDITORIAL

continued from page 6

5. Guess jeans.
The open blouse
The parting lips
The lonely spouse
The tightened hips.
Selling jeans has become an erotic
art form.

6. Lancome cosmetics. Where are
vou going, Isabella Rossellini? You fool-
ish girl. Does sex sell? Does weird sell?
Does Isabella sell weird sex?

7. TV advertisements for sugar-free
beverages. Twenty-inch waistlines and
thirty-six-inch busts, legs long and sup-
ple—that’s what most people want
from their Diet Pepsi. What Fatty Ar-
buckle did for Coke. lean, firm young
girls are doing for Pepsi: the Pepsi
Degeneration. ,

8. Nerwork soaps. From the people
who wouldn't bring you condoms
comes more faked screwing, undress-
ing. and stimuli than any blue movie. A
bad 8, because they're not selling any-
thing that we¢ can relate to.

9. Any Jane Fonda exercise video.
Come on, Jane, you oversexed wench.
They're playing vour tapes for fat old
men at American Legion mectings.

10. The Sears catalog. Macy's, 100.
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What have things come to? Yes, sex
sclls—but at what price? Mothers in
Des Moines are being sold crotchless
underwear through the mails. The
country’s going to the dogs while the
TV preachers are worrying about top-
less bars and jerk-off magazines. The
enemy is in the mails. Is there no end
to the smut glut?

Hey, don’t tell me all of the above
aren’t the real Moral Majority.

Matty Simmons

Cover: This month’s painting was nev-
er actually intended to be used as a
National Lampoon cover. It was one

of the many treasures discovered in Li-
berace’s attic after his tragic demise. It
scems that during World War 11 Lee
commissioned famed portrait painter
Shmulke Escondibe to capture the es-
sence of the famed pianist’s manhood
in oil and acrylic on plywood. The
identity of the woman remains a mys-
tery to this day. Some say she is really
Ruth “Bababoom” Collins, a USO danc-
cr who was over there entertaining the
troops when she met Lee, but we'll
never know for sure. What we do
know is that Shmulke did an extraordi-
nary job and we are damm proud to
display his cfforts this month—PK

g

“Tell her that you love her and you'll still respect her .. ., Pass it on.”
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Lenny Bruce on the Loose

he March issue of Hustler mag-
azine ran a feawre article about
a stand-up comic described on
the cover as “the new Lenny
Bruce.” That brings to thirteen the
number of comedians 1 have secn de-
scribed as “the new Lenny Bruce.” But
there s no new Lenny Bruce. He was
unique and irreplaceable, '

These days, when young people
think of Lenny Bruce, they think of
Dustin Hoffman, who portrayed him in
the movie biography Lenny. The real
Lenny would have appreciated the iro-
ny of folks buying the soundtrack al-
bum from that film. They could hear
Dustin Hoffman playing Lenny Bruce
complaining about the district attorney
doing his act.

Lenny’s first arrest for obscenity took
place in San Francisco in December
1962. He had used the word “cock-
sucker” to describe one. A couple of
decades later, Meryl Streep used the
word “cocksucker” instead of “seer-
sucker” in Sophie’s Choice, and won an
Academy Award. Another nominee, Jes-
sica Lange, used the word “cock-
sucker” to describe her occupation in
Frances. We've come a long way, baby.

In the late fifties, the mass media
were already translating Lenny’s irrey-
erence into “sick comic,” although he
had not yet been branded “filthy.” Dur-
ing my first interview with him, I
asked, “Could you be bribed to do only
‘safe’ material from now on?”

He replied: “What's the bribe? Lter-
nal life? A cure for cancer? Forty-five
million dollars? What's the difference
whar I take? I'd still be selling out.”

“Do you think there’s any sadism in
your comedy?”

“What a horrible thought. If there is
any sadism in my work, I hope I—well,
if there is, 1 wish someone would whip
me with a large belt that has a big brass
buckle.”

Around that time, Dr. Albert Ellis was
becoming the unofficial theorist of the
sexual revolution. In an interview, he
told me:

14 NATIONAL LAMPOON
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by Paul Krassner

“My own standard is that certain
modes of expression, including the use
of many of the famous or infamous
four-letter words, are unusually appro-
priate, understandable, and effective
under certain conditions, and at these
times they should be unhesitatingly
used. Words such as ‘fuck’ or ‘shit’ are
most incisive and expressive when
properly employed.

“Take, for example, the campaign
which 1 have been waging, with re-
markable lack of success, for many
ycars in favor of the proper usage of
the word ‘fuck.” My premisc is that sex-
ual intercourse, copulation, fucking, or

-y |
whatever you wish to call it is normal-
ly, under almaost all circumstances, a
damn good thing. Therefore, we should
rarcly use it in a negative, condemna-
tory manner. Instead of denouncing
someone by calling him ‘a fucking bas-
tard,” we should say, of course, that he
is ‘an unfucking villain'—since ‘bas-
tard,’ oo, is not necessarily a negative
state and should not only be used
pejoratively,”

“Isn’t the apparently inconsistent use
of the word ‘fuck’ due to the fact that it
actually has two meanings? One, it
means intercourse. Two, it means
screw—you know, like in business—1
fucked him.””

“You're right. But since the word
‘screw’ has the same two meanings, and
since screwing is (in my unjaundiced
view ) just as enjoyable as fucking, I
would want the usage to be 'l un-
screwed him' when we meant that [
outwitted him or gave him a rough
time."

“How about the famous Army saying
‘Fuck all of them but six and save them
for pallbecarcrs.” There ‘fuck’ mecans
kil

“Yes, and it is wrongly used. It
should be ‘Unfuck all of them but six.'
Lots of times these words are used cor-
rectly, as when you say, ‘1 had a fuck-
ing good time.’ That's quite accurate,
since fucking, as I said before, is a good
thing, and a good thing leads to a good
time. But by the same token you
should say, ‘I had an unfucking bad

time....'"

Lenny Bruce was amazed that 1 could
publish that and get away with it. At
the time, magazines always used dashes
or asterisks to indicate that kind of lan-
guage. At that point in his career,
Lenny was still using the euphemism
“frig” onstage.

In his hotel room, we had a discus-
sion on the semantics of profanity. I ex-
plained that it was not illegal, since the
Supreme Court had defined obscenity
as material which appcals to the pruri-
ent interest. Lenny took out the un-
abridged dictionary that he carried
around in his suitcase and looked up
the word “prurient.”

“Itching,” he read out loud. "It
means itching! What does that mean—
they can bust a novelty store owner for
selling itching powder along with the
dribble glass and the whoopee
cushion?”

“It’s just their way of saying that
something gets you horny.”

Lenny closed the dictionary, clench-
ing his jaw and nodding his head in
mock affirmation of a new sick discov-
cry: “It's against the law to get you
horny!"

He asked me to give out copies of
the Albert Ellis interview in front of
New York City’s Town Hall befare his
concert there that night. As a result, he
was barred from performing there
again,

“They'll book me,” he said. “They
made too much money on that con-
cert. I'd have more respect for them if
they didn't ever book me again. At
least it'd show they were keeping their
word.”

But he was right. They did book him
again.

Several months later, Playboy maga-
zine assigned me to edit the autobiog-
raphy Lenny was working on, titled

Coovriaght © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc.



How to Talk Dirty and Infiluence Peo-
ple. 1 was fascinated by the way his
mind played with ideas. | was also
charmed by a certain strcak of naiveté,
for Lenny was genuinely surprised that
the Reader's Digest had rejected his
manuscript.

He was staying at the YMCA in Mil-
waukee, Wisconsin, where he was per-
forming at a local nightclub. I checked
in and then met with him in his room.
We talked for a while before going out
to eat. As we were leaving his room, he
asked furtively, standing in the door-
way, “Did you steal anything?”

I took my wristwatch out of my
pants pocket—which was where | kept
it since 1 didn't like to wear it on my
wrist—and placed it on his bureau
without saying a word. He laughed one
loud “Ha!" and kissed me on the
forehead.

That night, after he did two shows,
we stayed up talking till morning. At
one point we took turns naming all the
books that neither of us had ever read.
Coincidentally, though, we were both
rcading books by Nathanael West. |
was reading Miss Lonelybearts and he
was reading The Dream Life of Balso
Snell. There was a line in the latter
about an old actress with severely
shaved armpits that inspired Lenny to
improvise on what would later become
one of his bits about the female singer
who became a sensation by flashing her
unshaved armpits at the audience. This
was decades before Madonna.

He told me about his fantasy of fuck-
ing a deaf-mute. Back in New York, |
arranged for a hooker friend to pretend
she was deaf, She knew sign language,
but Lenny kept trying to make her
langh out loud. He succeeded with a
fart and this comment: “And now, hoys
and girls, we're going to find out how
the speed of smell is faster than the
speed of sound.”

Once we were walking around
Greenwich Village, and there on the
cover of Newsweek was a photo of Car-
oline Kennedy, the president’s young
daughter. I remarked, “She probably
plays with herself with a bobby pin.”

“What a great image,” Lenny said.
“Can [ have that?”

His genius was an uncanny ability to
integrate imagery into an absolutely ap-
propriate context. This one became a
throwaway line in his hot-lead enema
routine, where he talked about how he
would never be able to withstand tor-
ture: “I'll give away state secrets, Ull
even make up secrets—Caroline Ken-
nedy plays with herself with a bobby
pin—just don’t give me that hot-lead
enema!”

His tragedy was that he was not

continued on page G9

1f you're partial to our whiskey, drop us a line. We like getting to know our Inends.

AT JACK DANIEL'S DISTILLERY, these

gencleren make whiskey as their fachers before

them did.

There are dozens of men who work in our

Hollow whose fathers have worked here too.

| That's good, because it means the elder hands
can pass their knowledge and skills

! to newer generations coming along.

| That's the way it's been since Mr.

| Jack Daniel caught his nephew, Lem

| Motlow, how to make whiskey.

' A sip, we believe, and you'll be

glad we still set store in

family tradicion.

| SMOOTH SIPPIN’
|
|

TENNESSEE WHISKEY

Tennessee Whiskey+80-90 Proof«Distilled and Bottled by Jack Daniel Distillery
Lem Motlow, Proprietor, Route 1, Lynchburg (Pop. 361), Tennessee 37352
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DON'T BE MEESE-LED.

The Meese Commission Exposed is must read-
ing for everyone concerned about creeping cen-
sorship in our society. Literary, artistic, social,
religious, intellectual and political freedom of
thought is being threatened.

The biases and abuses of the Attorney General's
Commission on Pornography, appointed with the
charge of “controlling” what our laws do not even
define, have aroused the concern of many
Americans. :

On January 16, 1986, the National Coalition
Against Censorship brought together well-known
writers, feminists, actors, psychiatrists, lawyers and
psychologists at a Public Information Briefing to
answer the Meese Commission. Actress Golleen
Dewhurst, author Kurt Vonnegut, Jr., and feminist ’
Betty Friedan among others spoke out fervently on

the growing wave of attacks.-pn the national, state

and local levels—on sexually related expression.
This booklet presents the vital information covered
in this historic public information briefing.

It is must reading for all who cherish freedom of
thought, expression and choice in our country, and
wish to see these freedoms preserved.

To order The Meese Commission Exposed, write to:
National Coalition Against Censorship, 132 West 43rd
Street, New York, NY 10036 or call (212) 944-9899,
Postpaid copies are $6. Bulk rates on request.

The NATIONAL COALITION AGAINST CENSORSHIF, founded
in 1974, is a broad-based non-profit, non-partisan coalition of
religious, educational, professional, artistic, labor and civil rights
organizations. The Coalition opposes censorship and advocates
First Amendment rights.




with your $3.95 purchase of National Lampoon

Circulation: You and everybody
else who's reading this

All the news we couvld make up

REAGA
DROP

Wide World Photos

NO MORE
FOR THE
GIPPER.

Conceding he has not
handled the recent Iran-
contra arms scandal well,
President Reagan, in a vig-
orous move to prove he is in
charge of his administra-
tion and the decision-mak-
ing process, has announced
that he will not seck a third
term in office. At a surprise

Coovriaght © 2007 National | amboon Inc.

press conference the presi-

dent said, “Fellow Ameri-
cans, it is with a heavy
heart that I announce I will
not be a candidate for a
third term in the office of
the presidency. Il nominat-
ed I will not run, if elected I
will not serve. Thank you
and God bless.” —A.S.
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Bothato
Blacks:
GoBackto
Africa
Where You
CameFrom

Reponding to allegations of racism, South African
President P. W. Botha told leading black spokesman
Archbishop Desmond Tutu at a nationally televised
press conference that “all you damn darkies should
just go back to Africa where you came from and
leave us the hell alone.”

Botha told Tutu it would be best for all concerned
if Tutu would simply lead his people away and
“spare us all these inconveniences. Do you have any
idea of the nuisance you're causing? All the riots,
publishing blackouts, costly propaganda, accusa-
tions of elitism, and all the American business you’ve
bloody cost us? Moses of Lord, military police don’t
just grow on trees. You know how much it costs to
keep them armed and in uniform? Taxes are sky-
rocketing. Nobody has any idea what a thornpain in

The Reel Thing

by Maureen Troy

Note: Mawureen Troy, who usually writes our film re-
view and gossip colummn, was tragically killed earlier
this month when a film reel snapped, severing her jug-
ular vein. Filling in for her is Deep Throat, gossip
colummist for Boff magazine.

Slippery When Wed, starring Amber Lynn and featuring
Amber in five other assorted roles, is the first porn film to
show both a golden shower and a silver bath. ... Dairy
Queens in Bondage gives porn newcomer (pun intended)
Valentine Flowers an opportunity to perform simultaneous
fellatio-cunnilingus on a hermaphrodite....Brooke Shields
look-alike Yam Danskin debuts in Fill 'Er Up!, in which
she and Nora Rivera meet and fall in love under Candy
Samples’s dress....Sharon Mitchell is taking a two-month
vacation from porn films to have her tongue lifted. ...
Cassandra Baize is making a (ilm, Hard Pork, in which she
plays the part of a woman who can only achieve
sexual climax under a football team....Lisa Blossom, star
of Unweaned Teens, says that the best sex she ever had was
in the dark with someone who may have been a man or a
woman—or both... John Holmes is in Switzerland having
his sperm recycled. ... Allison Hammer, the hot new star of’
Sweet Meat Sandwich, confesses to a weakness for banana
splits that have been prepared by a hunchback. ... Donna
Virgo, who was fired from a Chardon commercial for drop-
ping the “C,” is making her first X-rated film, Love Among
the Ankles, aboutl a nymphomaniac-exhibitionist who gets
off in crowds. ... The Mitchell Brothers have booked twin
sisters into their San Francisco Ultra Room-—the sisters
will perform an act they claim would make them weightless
on the moon....Incest between brother and sister in a clap-
board shack is the subject of a new film called My Sister’s
Splinters. ... Aunt Peg will star in Uncle Meg, playing a
transvestite with a multiple personality who doesn’t know
if he or she’s coming or going.... A Mouthful of Murray is
being cast by producer Laporte Moon, who is looking for a
woman who will touch her tongue to a hot light bulb
during a sexual act, a man who can maintain an erection in
a hailstorm, and a blonde who doesn’'t mind getting
molasses in her cleavage. ... Hillary Skelter, the star of
Nazi Debutantes, says that tiny men make the best lovers
because they know how to get the most mileage out of
the distance between their fingernails and their knuckles.. ..

—L.T.

the heinie all this is causing.” —D.H.
Contributors:
Edited by: Ed Bluestone Richard Levinson
Michael Simmons  Dave Hanson Andy Simmons
and Bob Harris Michael Simmons
Andy Simmons Michael Jann Larry Tritten

THREE HUNDRED DIE IN
CONSTITUTIONAL CRISIS

Three hundred moviegoers perished in a raging Cin-
eplex inferno when the theater’s projectionist failed
to warn them that a fire had broken out in the lobby
of the complex.

The man, who described himself as “an opponent
of judicial activism,” told police that he was only fol-
lowing Justice Oliver Wendell Holmes’s famous dic-
tum that freedom of speech doesn’t give you the right
to yell “Fire!” in a crowded theater.

“I'm real sorry about the loss of life,” the man said,
“but freedom isn't free, y’know. I bet the people who
got burned up would have been glad that I took a
stand against excessively liberal interpretations of
the First Amendment and judicial usurpations of leg-
islative rights in this, the two-hundredth-anniversa-
ry year of our Constitution.” —R.L-
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hat is it? Come on,

guess. Pick the maga-

zine up and turn it over

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

tell the absolute completely honest truth, we aren’t giving you any
money after all. What we're giving you is a gift certificate. And all
you can get with it is a five-dollar discount on a subscription to the
same magazine that gave it to you. Some treat, huh? Oh well, at
least it's sorf 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), sublracting five dollars from the amount A

listed for each of those periods. For ex-

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

tion, which normally costs $15,95,

subtract five bucks and write out a check for

$10.95.1f you have no check of your own, get a GII I FOR

money order or bank check. You still get :

the five-dollar savings. If you have a OIJR READERS

checking account but there's no

money in it, don't—let's repeat that i e e i R e T e e A
o't send 1 0 s Send 0| e . |
Pi Iayhny. l Make all checks payable to: |
Now, you get the same five-dollar | Nationat Lampoon Dept NLG8T I

| 635 Madison Avenue |

savings for a two- or three-year sub- | New York, New York 10022 |
scription; merely deduct the five | oueyear subscription [ $15.95 (Deduct $5.00) Two-year subscription ~ $23.95 (Deduct $5.00) |
dollars and send in your payment | (hreesyear subscription T $3ERDeduct;5.00) |
and the gift certificate. f For each year, add $5.00 for Cannd-’_l, I\ldcxim.- and nlhm: I'urei‘gll countries. |'

All checks must be payable within continental U.S. or Canada,

When we get your money, we'll | - : |
rush down to the post office and = Neldliass =
mail you your first copy of the Na- | city State Zip |
tional Lampoon. If you don't like | |
the magazine, write to us and we'll I ||
return your copy of the gift certifi- | |
cate to you. 1 }

| |
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SOCIAL SEGURITY CHECKS
DIVERTED TO CONTRAS

In testimony made public by the select Senate committee
investigating the Iran-contra arms scandal, it was re-
vealed that fund-raising for the contras, as coordinated by
Oliver North and the National Security Council, included

the mugging of senior citi-
zens for their Social Securi-
ty checks.

According to the commit-
tee, retired senior citizens
were lured to the beautiful,
remote Sunnydale Nursing
Home in scenic Arizona
with the promise of sun,
fishing, and elderly com-
panionship. Once there
they were smacked on top
of the head and robbed of
all their Social Security
money: The cash was then
sent to a secret contra bank
account located in the Cay-
man Islands.

The muggers, members
of a conservative street
gang known as Young
Americans for Freedom,
were recruited by North
himself off the streets of
Phoenix. According to offi-
cials, “The gang members
were efficient, enjoyed

their work, and were com-
mitted to the ideals of mug-
ging elderly citizens for the
good of the nation.”

Suspicion was cast on the
operation when an FBI re-
port revealed that the Sun-
nydale Nursing Home had
the highest crime rate in
the country. Said a Depart-
ment of Justice official, “T'd
rather camp out on the
streets of Beirut than walk
around Sunnydale.”

“Once a month, the day I
cashed my Social Security
check, I could count on be-
ing mugged,” said Sunny-
dale. resident ~Ruth
Thompson. “Once 1 got
mugged in an arts and
crafts class, another time
during a game of cribbage.
If it wasn't for the sunny
weather and the fact that I
have no more money, I'd
leave.” —A.S.

Lucille Ball
Disintegrates

Aging comedienne Lueille Ball erumbled into a fine pow-
der at the announcement of the networks’ rejection of her
eighty-seventh {elevision series, More Lucy.

According to witnesses, the mishap occurred as the vet-
eran actress reached out for consolation and attempted to
hug her longtime sidekick, Gale Gordon. Instead of put-
ting her arms around her fellow actor, Miss Ball disinte-
grated into an even layer of granules.

Ball is survived by her two children, her ex-husbhand,
and her eye makeup, which remained intact after the in-
cident, —B.H.
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Movie Star News

Movie Star News

“I wouldn’t let

I'm not going
to let my family setile for
just any old media-issue
black-and-white charts
and sketched
diagrams of Ronald Reagan's
polyp and prostate surgeries.
Not when | can send away
for exclusive full-color
videotapes of actual surgery
performed on world leaders
over the last
twenty years.

Send now for this limited-edition collector's se-
ries and receive exclusive medical documenta-
ries of Andropov's kidney operation, including
video tracking of his dialysis! Plus you get exclu-
sive footage of: Francois Mitterrand's gallbladder
operation! Imelda Marcos's D & Cl The intestinal
incisions of the Shah! The little-known surgical

faux pas that cost the life of Juan Perén! And
now, for the first time, exclusive footage of Mag-
gie Thatcher's colitis, and the last-dlitch surgical
attempts to save the life of Anwar Sadatl

Send for this collector's series now and get ney-
er-before-seen bullet and shrapnel removals!
Along with—and absolutely free—a full-color
24 X 36-inch color poster of Mao Tse-tung's final
X rays, suitable for framing, and complete results
of P. W. Botha'’s recent G.I. series and neurologi-
cal workup! Plus a framed black-and-white etch-
ing of Henry VliI's farewell leeching!

A collection unprecedented and unequaled in
world politics! And free with every videotape
purchase is a twenty-four-page full-color booklet
packed with diagrams and photos of scars, inci-
sions, cross sections, post-op sutures, biopsies—
even checkupsl!

my family be
without it—
neither
should

you!”
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CRACK KILLS

Peler Kleinman

A public service message from the National Lampoon @

Coovriaht © 2007 National | amopoon Inc.



SPORTS UPDATE

The Best Collection of Unconfirmed
Sports Gossip This Side of Howard Cosell’s
Dinner Table

by Ed Bluestone

Dissidents in the National Audubon Society are now ad-
vocating the legalization of cockfights, which would be
refereed by parrots who have been trained to say things
like “Break!” and “Keep your pecking above the waist! If
I have to tell you again, you're going to lose the round.”
e @ o @ @
Jockey Steve Cauthen is gravely concerned about the
painful methads of killing horses that glue factories have
employed in recent years. “Some of these places,” says
Cauthen, “think absolutely nothing of taking a horse and
pushing him down a stairway.”

So Cauthen has invented a new way of changing horses
into glue painlessly—by hypnosis. It involves taking the
horse into a dark room and swinging an illuminated
light bulb in front of his face while a hypnotist says,
“You're starting to feel sticky.”

Cauthen proposes that each tube of glue produced in
this manner have a warning on it that savs, “Do not snap
your fingers in front of this tube.”

e o 0 0 o
Heavyweight champion Mike Tyson is planning to de-
fend his title against children’s book author Judy
Blume. “I don’t like Judy,” says Tyson. “I'm a tradi-
tionalist who feels that children’s literature should cen-
ter around the metaphorical adventures of anthropo-
morphic animals in a pastoral setting. This woman’s
books are filled with unnecessary references to mastur-
bation and contraception. She has emotionally scarred
our youth, and that’s why 'm out to kick her ass.”

“Tyson is a liar,” responds Blume. “His hostility to-
ward me stems not from my work but rather from the
time he asked my opinion of a short story he'd written
and I replied, “Three fingerprints hardly constitute a
story.”

e & o o o
Diving champion Greg Louganis is preparing to open a Sui-
cide Assistance Center at which potential suicide victims
can learn to make a graceful appearance as they dive to
their demise from atop tall buildings. “Last impressions are
terribly important,” advises Louganis. “There’s plenty of time
to look like a mess after you've hit the ground.”

® ® @ & 0
Jackie Robinson was not the first black man to play ma-
jor league baseball. “He was really white,” admits Dodg-
er owner Peter O'Malley. “Had there been too much
resistance to a black man playing in the major leagues,
we would have had Jackie remove the blackface and say,
‘T'm really white. . .. It was all a joke. ... What is every-
one getting so excited about?”

“We had that option, but never needed it. Instead,
Robinson got stuck having to spend his life as a black
man. We used to make sure that he and his family were
freshly painted every year before spring training.”

“Did this embitter Robinson?” we asked.

“To an extent,” O’'Malley responded. “After all, the
poor guy could never shower until the press had gone.
He was always afraid his color might run.”

Nicaragua
Announces
Sequel to
Amerika

In response to ABC's confroversial miniseries Amerika, the Nica-
raguan government has annonnced that the state-run Sandinista
television station will soon begin production on a miniseries enti-
tled Nikaragua. It’s the story of what life would be like if the
small nation was overrun by the United States, According to the
producer of the miniseries, “In the show, the Nicaraguan people
will be forced to eat only fast food, sing rock songs with disgust-
ing lyrics, and lose their jobs to foreign competition.”

—AS. & M.S.
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NEW STUDY REVEALS:

AMERICA’S
DIET

IS PASTRY-
DEFICIENT

A startling new study commissioned by the American
Society of Pastry Chefs shows that the diet of the average
American is seriously lacking in what a spokesman for the
group calls “the fifth essenticl food group—pastry!”

The spokesman added, “We knew the problem existed,
but we weren't aware how pervasive it had become. We now
believe that fewer than two peaple in ten are receiving the
mintmum daily requirement of pastry, and that’s a real
tragedy. Especially in a country where pastry is relatively
plentiful and a great value, too.”

The group plans to launch an advertising campaign to
educate the public to the dangers of “prolonged substan-
dard blood-pastry levels.”

The ads will feature happy families gathered around a
dining room table eating “nutritious, delicious, and less-
expensive-than-you-might-think” pastry under banner
headlines proclaiming, “Pastry Deficiency Is No Piece of
Cake” and “Combating Pastry Deficiency: It's As Basy As
Pie.”

—R.L.
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STAY
SAFE WITH
CONNIE

conoom!

What's the rub on rubbers? All the recent research
has turned up a bevy of interesting findings.

@ Although it is widely acknowledged that condoms
have proven effective in thwarting the spread of the
AIDS virus, many people do not know that condom us-
ers also report a dramatically lower incidence of heart
disease, dandruff, gout, mange, gangrene, melanoma,
and acne than men and women who do not employ
condoms.

@ Condoms have also proven effective in guarding
against any potential pleasure associated with sexual
activity. Many people say that using a condom is like
taking a shower while wearing a raincoat; the only man
in history who reported an increase in pleasure was
wearing a condom while performing cunnilingus on his
wife.

@ [t has been established that condoms are unreliable as
a means of birth control. Most physicians, in fact, advise
patients wishing to avoid pregnancy to use condoms in
conjunction with a diaphragm or the Pill; of five hun-
dred condom users questioned in a recent survey, the
only ones who reported a lower rate of pregnancy were
gays who wore them to prevent the spread of doodie.

@ [n psychological tests conducted at the Yale Hall of
Sexual Kinesis, it was defermined that most women do
not care for colored or striped condoms, or the ones
that look as if they have a sea anemone affixed to the
head. As one woman said, “It's like sleeping with a side-
show, like at the magic moment he'll blow party favors
and confetti out of his heinie. Anyway, it's not like I've
got eyes in the back of my ovum.”

—D.H.

A twelve-million-dollar paternity suit filed by Koko the

Gorilla has named boxing promoter Don King as the de-
fendani. King denies having ever even mel Koko. Shown
above is Matthew Saad Zippy King, the alleged offspring
of the King-Koko liaison. —M.J.
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In an achievement he says “will redefine the future and
the origins of arl,” the artist Christo, best-known for
shrouding an island with toilet paper, has teamed up
with real estate developer Donald Trump fo convert New
York’s Guggenheim Museum into a giant bowling alley.
Architect Frank Lloyd Wright originally designed the
museum so thal visitors could lake the elevator up the
equivalent of some six floors and then browse while
walking down a 1,200-foot spiraling ramp; now the hall
they walked will be traveled by bowling balls moving at
speeds of up to forty-five miles per hour. —I).H.

UPI/Beitmann Newsphotos
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Edited by
John Bendel

According to the Los An-
geles Times, “Air traffic con-
trollers at Los Angeles Inter-
national Airport ( LAX)
prepared for a full emergen-
cy when a private pHot ra-
diped them, frantically re-
porting that he could hardly
breathe and barely see.”
LAX. the fourth busiest/air-
port in the country, was
shut down for twenty min-
utes during the crisis.

“All of LAX's runways
were cleared, departing jet-
liners were ordered (o stay
pur, and in-bound flights
were instructed 1o circle 50
that the ailing flyer could
land ahead of them. Fire
trucks and ambulances
rolled when it appeared he
was about to fall from the
sky."

However, when the pilot,
thirty-two-year-old Theo-
doros Favricanos, finally
landed, he stepped from his
“rented, single-engine
Cessna in a white top hat
and white wxedo, complete
with a pink carnation. Then

he declared that he was call-
ing a press conference to an-

nounce the formation of a
new religion.” (contributed
by Gary ]. Prebula)

&

Washington State senate
candidate Dan Gahn cut
campdaign costs by using

24 NATIONAL LAMPOON

two-cent stamps instead of
twenty-two-cent stamps on
his political mailings, All but
a few of Gahn's fund-raising
letters cleared the post of-
fice with the two-cent
stimps.

“I'm sure thére was no in
tent to. defraud,” said'postal
spokesperson Ruby Thawks:
“We figured itwas justan
honest mistake on hi§ part.”

“Think of it this way,” said
Gahnls campaign manager,
Bruce Patterson. “If you had
a choice between spending
five cents for postage or fifty
cents for postage, which
would you choose?”

Gahn, a Republican, re-
portedly commented: “It
worked.” Seattle Times
(contributed by Tim Crid-

land ) %

According to the Hanover,
New Hampshire, police log,
4 woman called to report
that her refrigerator was
whistling. “Complainant ad-
vises she would whistle
back, but has false teeth and
can't pucker up anymore,”
the complaint log said. Bos-
ton Herald {contributed by

‘Dennis O'Sullivan)

&

A computerized hunt for
traffic scofflaws in Orange,
New Jersey, turned up the
name of Paul Monacelli, and
a warrant was issued for his
arrest. Monacelli is Orange’s
mayor. (San Diego) Tribune
(contributed by Tony Slad)

Pauline Davis of Ontario,
Canada, believed she was
the woman referred to in
the Book of Revelation,
chapter 12, of the Bible—"a
woman clothed with the
sun, with the moon under
her feetand a crown of
twelve stass onhechead.”

In May of 1983, Davis,
then forty-one, began living
in'a North York park be-
€anse, accordingto Scrip-
ture, <'the swoman ficd intg
the wilderness where she
hath a place prepared of
God, that they should feed
her there a thousand two
hundred and threescore
days." Davis considered it a
bid for world peace,

For the next three years,
reported the Toronto Star,
area residents often saw Da-
vis "standing on islands in
the middle of expressways
or on bridges, dressed in a
white gown, waving 4 white
flag, and wearing a crown of
stars representing the twelve
tribes of Tsrael,

“Davisthas survived bitter
winters and floods, as well
a8assaults by vandals, rats,
and inscets while living in a
series of canvas and plastic
shelters alongside the Don
River. . .. She was even
burned out this summer.”

However, at the end of “a
thousand two hundred and
threescore days,” nothing

Porno?

Turtle Sports or Turtle

B L SN F R T TR /A M

Turtles "Gerald and Rila” were photographed
doing something You decide what. (contributed by
Jeffrey Abbott)
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IMPORTANT STUFF BEING
TALKED ABOUT IN THIS BOX!

Attention, contributors! We'll give each
contributor the sensational new “True
Facts” T-shirt for every submission used as
well as a credit, For every photo used,
we'll give each contributor a T-shirt plus
ten dollars in genuine American currency,
which roughly equals four pounds of sala-

mi at the deli across the street. You'll also
get a credit, which is roughly equal to a
salami sandwich. Make sure to include the
shirt size you want (5-M-L-XL) with every
group of True Facts or True Facts photos
sent us. As you can see, these lovely
T-shirts, as modeled by Carol Burnett, are
indeed... lovely Tshirts.

Send your contributions to

True Facts, National Lampoon

635 Madison Avenue

New York, N.Y. 10022.




o

TRY

Si LGNS Of [ F ST |l

Brent Smith

¥ DICK

at tke f?’each

-

Dave M. Goolee Ivan Tabac

ST I [ IMPE RN S




FOE CHLORIN AMD ADULEY

GOPHER GAME cO.

L BTN (e et

Mary Mason

SPOT Deli

DELIV\ RY

Lars Jacquetle

Doug Kuizema Alex Woh!




A National Lampoon Exclusive
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by Ed Subi

irst of all, in order
to head off lawsuits
(or at least make
‘them less likely),
let us state, right
here at the ourset,
that Yanna White
did not come into
the National Lampoon offices and let
us take naked pictures of her. Nor did
we discover naked pictures of Vanna
White that some old boyfriend took
years ago and that ended up hidden
away in some musty, long-forgotten at-
tic. Nor did we bribe our way into one
of those private film vaults in Beverly
Hills where you can find naked pic-
tures of famous actresses who wouldn’t
dream of posing for them now but
were perfectly happy to do it when
they were just starting out (sometimes
accompanicd by unusual lcather ob-
jects and extremely lucky German
shepherds). Why, we didn't even send
a sneaky photographer to rent a room
opposite where Yanna White lives and
take naked pictures of her with a pen-
dulous, infrared-sensing 2,000-millime-
ter telephoto lens. No sir, if the lady
even takes off her clothes when she
gets into the shower, you couldn’t
prove it by us.

But we're going to show you naked
pictures of her anyway.

And exactly how are we going to ac-
complish this? By relying on one of the
most powerful techniques of inference
known to modern science, a method-
ology used in investigative endeavors
of virtually every kind.

We're speaking, of course, of statis-
tics.

Call it what you will—the probability
theory you slept through in college,
the law of averages, or simply “cover-
ing all your bases"—there’s nothing
like the tried-and-true scattershot ap-
proach to give one at least a passing
glance at the truth. Even if you can’t
know precisely what the real data are,
at least you can be reasonably positive
that you're hitting on it somewhere.

So that's what we offer you herewith.
We've taken the stunning face of Vanna
White, just as it stirs our hormoncs dai-
ly on television's Wheel of Fortune, and
through the magic of modern photo as-
sembly we've placed it on a variety of
actual photos of naked female bodies.
Naturally, we've chosen bodics that are
consistent with what we can sec of

e {
Vanna—the right height, the right gen- & B
eral shape, and so on. For the parts we i
can't see, we've selected a random sam-
pling of plausible physical characteris-
tics. We've chosen breasts ranging all Wiz &RV

the way from pert to pancake, from up-
standing to ski-slope sweeping; nipples
ranging from the size of tennis balls to
the diameter of Canadian quarters, and
with shapes that are round and oval,
symmetrical and irregular; thighs run-
ning the gamut from innocently skinny
to lusciously full and muscular; and so
on. We've even allowed for an arbitrary
array of birthmarks and those other lit-
tle flaws that, we're sure, must appear
even on the bodies of beautiful women
celebritics when they're naked.

So look carefully at each of the pic-
tures presented here. You can be as-
sured that, according to the most ele-
mentary probability theory—the same
theory that lets insurance companies
tell you how long you're going to live
and enables pollsters to predict the
outcomes of elections months in ad-
vance—one of them is likely to be
pretty close to the mark. We aren’t kid-
ding. You may approach this page with
a high level of statistical confidence.
Somewhere in this group, you're bound
to be looking at a pretty decent match
for Vanna White naked. And the next
time you're watching Wheel of For-
tune, wink slyly at the screen. You'll al-
most be able to imagine her blushing
back at you. As a National Lampoon
reader, you'll know what’s really going
on underneath that flowing gown, and
you'll be able to visualize every last rip-
ple of heavenly flesh as it turns over
those letter squarces that spell out—for
you—I'VE SEEN THIS LADY NAKED.
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Pictorial Parade
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URINAL-ON-A-STICK

 planter’s punch, gg;ff:;,"éﬁ;z-
I
teeth, or both! rubbed malacca

with gleaming
white porcelain.
This is elegance. ;

END TABLE CANE
For those who like
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they go out! Offers ‘
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four legs. @ Optional
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by Michael Corcoran

HOW TO TALK
TO FAMOUS

PEOPLE

“Omigod, isn't that....?" It is. What started out as just another day has suddenly
turned special due to the unexpected presence of a Famous Person. Your legs melt like
Gumby’s in the microwave. Your heart pounds and your eyes enlarge. You want to call
your best friend but there may not be time. You move toward the Famous Person
cautiously, as a hunter approaches a deer. You get rid of your copy of The Catcher in the
Rye. You try to calm down by telling yourself that they put their pants on one leg at a
time, then remember seeing on Lifestyles of the Rich and Famous that many celebrities
now use a hydraulic device to lower themselves into both trouser legs simultaneously.
Nervously and insecurely, you cross the big room, feeling like the Elephant Man as a
seventh-grader going to ask a girl to dance. You know that the Famous Person’s rejec-
tion will probably prevent you from having children, but you bravely proceed. Then
finally, like the Chuck Norris Film Festival, like the night you saved on a hotel by walking
around all night, finally it’s over. You're standing next to a Famous Person. Now what?

You've come to what would be called “the moment of truth” except that truth has
almost nothing to do with what you'll say to a Famous Person to try to spark a conversa-
tion. If all goes well, this could be the highlight of your life up to that point. There's just
too much at stake to risk it on the truth, so go with what you think will work. The
opening line is the hinge that’ll either open the door or slam it shut, so you’re advised to
study the following examples of good and bad openers:

FAMOUS PERSON GOOD OPENER BAD OPENER
Martina Cold enough for ya? So what does your husband think
Navratilova about you being away from home
so much?
Claus Hi! You look familiar. Just between you and me, there
von Biilow Didn't | see you on the cover of are a bunch of guys out there °
Vanity Fairl who would love to do what you

got away with but they just don't
have the guts.

Muhammad Whaddya say, champ, ready to (In a sarcastic tone) Whaddya say,

Ali return to the ring? champ, ready to return to the
ring?

Chevy Excuse me, do you know what | hear you're not going to be

Chase time it is? ' back an Saturday Night Live next

year. That's too bad, but maybe
now you'll be able to make a
movie or two.
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FAMOUS PERSON

Katharine
Hepburn

GOOD OPENER

My, what a beautiful shirt you
have on!

BAD OPENER

Omigod! | thought you were
dead!

Sean
Penn

Is that real leather?

Say “cheese.”

Barbra
Streisand

Smoking or non-smoking?

| thought Yent!/ was a really good
movie except for one thing.

Sally
Field

Hay. you were Norma Rae.

Hey, you were the Flying Nun.

Elizabeth
Taylor

Pardon me, but you have a little
bit of ketchup on your eyelashes.

Does the Betty Ford Center
have cable?

Emmanuel
Lewis

Excuse me, young man, but could
you direct me to the nearest
adult clothing store?!

Do you have the same thing that
Gary Coleman’s got?

Jim
Nabors

| just want to tell you that you
sing “Tie a Yellow Ribbon” the
way it ought to be sung.

Listen, I'm really sorry about
what happened to Rock Hudson.
If you don't want to talk about it,
I'll understand.

Woody
Allen

N/A

Do you ever, even for a second,
picture Frank Sinatra making
animal noises in your ol' lady's
ear!

David
Lee
Roth

My God, you're gorgeous!

Hey, man, keep on rockin’. That
latest Van Halen record is the
best yet.

Phylicia:
Rashad

~ Was it a boy. or-a girl?

Aren’t you.in that hit TV serjes
about an inner-city black family
where the dad's not only still
around but he's a doctor, and the
mother’s a lawyer and the older
kids are away at college, not
prison? Yeah, that's right, you're
on Amazing Stories.

James
Michener:

Mr. Michener, | just love your
fiction.

I've seen your picture on a book
jacket. John Irving, right!

Larry
Bird

| just love your TV commercials.
I'd bet you've got a great future
as an actor.

Are you any relation to the kid
that played the banjo in
Deliverance!

David
Byrne

| just bought your new album.

| just saw your new movie.

Any
member of
the Boston
Red Sox

We'll get 'em next year.

You guys would choke on
sherbet.

Traci
Lords

Is that your copy of Reader's
Digest over there!

Can | shake your hand, or would
| be violating about fifteen federal
laws?

or
Anyone who calls it “child”
pornography never saw you in
action.
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RIRTH OF AN INDUSTRY

by Ed Bluestone IMlustrated by Ted Enik

THE date is October 12,
3067 B.C. Pharaoh has just re-
fused to release the Jews from
bondage, saying, “Without them
around, what will I do for
accountants?”

Angrily, God unleashes frogs

on Egypt.

BECAUSE the frogs are work-
ing for Jews, Moses says they
have to be CIRCUMCISED! All
the rabbis of Israel spend a
month chasing frogs

with NAIL CLIPPERS.
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THEN God tells Moses that
frogs are BORN CIRCUMCISED
and the rabbis are doing

a lot of DAMAGE!

THE next day, Moses passes
out needles and thread,

ordering the rabbis to
REVERSE EVERYTHING!

'@""‘@r

And that week of sewing has come to represent the beginning of the garment industry
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Roger Stina

Invented

Howl

the Titty Bar

by Joe Bob Briggs

Drive-in Movie Critic of Grapevine, Texas

Il my great ideas happen in the
car. I guess it was about 3:30 in
the afternoon on Highway 285
south in southern New Mexico
or West Texas, I can't rightly re-
member which one, and I was starting
out on my grown-up life and thinkin
about the meaning of time and space
and whether it's possible to multiply
more than 12 times 12 in your head

without gettin sick when I noticed a gi-

ant bulge in my pants shaped like a
baby rhinoceros. I talked to God about
it and decided what I needed was a
mate. | wasn't too particular about it.
I'd accept any mate God sent me, only
I told God a few things to put on her
so I'd recognize true love when it
come along.

1 knew she'd be the kind of woman
that had inner beauty. She'd have so
much inncr beauty that you’d be able
to see it on the outer.

She'd be full of virtue. She wouldn't
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20 to bed with me on the first date, un-
less I got her drunk and slapped her
around a little bit.

She'd love long walks in the park,
and she'd find some idiot to go do that
with her.

Other than those things, I wouldn’t
care—any bimbo God wanted to send
me, it didn't make a flip to me. And
also she had to have hooters the size of
Wisconsin.

I tooled down 285, looking for hitch-
hiking sluts, figuring God would put
one on the side of the road for me, but
all I found was this skinny little hippie
goat-roper with some peach fuzz on his
chin and a jacket that said ARISE! on
the back shoulder, and he was carrying
a two-ply No. 10 Safeway grocery bag
under one arm and a can of Beenie
Weenies under the other arm and he
was thumbing a ride when I went by
him. And so I pulled over and stopped
and looked back at him, and 1 rolled

down my window and yelled, “Is all
you got to eat a can of Beenie
Weenies?”

And he just kind of nodded his head.
And I said, “Can I have some of em?"

And that’s how I met Rhett Beavers.
Years later I'd replay this incident over
and over in my mind, and I'd say,
“Rhett, why were you carrying the
Beenie Weenies like that when you had
a Safeway bag?”

And Rhett would say, “They’re better
than Spam.”

That's how I knew Rhett was my
kind of guy. He talked in philosophy all
the time, cause he'd been to Mescalero
to see the snake doctors and cat dirt-
on-a-biscuit and do whatever clse they
do to scare the prairie dogs, and so
anytime I had a question I could just
ask Rhett.

“Where you goin with that haircut?”
was the first thing I asked him when he

continued on page 44
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When cartoonist Jean-Marc Reiser died in 1983, he left behind a legion of avid
European readers. In his French homeland, his twelve collections each sold
close to half a million copies; subsequent translations into ten different
languages also enjoyed considerable success. Until now, though, his work
somehow escaped English translation and U.S. publication. National Lampoon
is pleased to present the American debut of







TITTY BAR

continued from page 37

got in the car. Rhett's hair looked like
he was doing zebra autopsies up there.

“Sonora. Goat Capital of the World.”

“You kiddin me?”

“Sure,” he said. “All that desert’s
good for is raising mohair sweaters.”

“What you lookin for in Sonora?”

“Goat knowledge.”

“That's a coincidence. I'm lookin for
God to send me a wife.”

Rhett looked pleased.

“Did He say He would?”

“Before 1 answer that,” I told him, 1
neced to know if you been saved or
not.”

“They said 1 was saved in Ko Rea,
but I don’t know if it counts.”

“Yeah, it probly counts. Were you
saved by a white man?”

“He said he was."”

“It counts.”

“So,” Rhett said, “if I been saved,
then what did God say?” .

“He didn't say jack. I told Him what I
wanted, told Him to put hooters on her
s0 I'd see her comin, and you're the
only thing I picked up for two hunnerd
miles now.”

“Where'd you get them cutaway
speakers?”

“Northside a Lubbock.”
hett and me could talk all day
like this, discussing the meaning
of life. We never did say, “Hi
hire yew” or nothin, we just
started in talkin and we been tal-
kin ever since. We talked all the way
through Pecos and Fort Stockton and
down to Langtry and Del Rio, and then
Rhett got a little nervous and lit up
some polio weed and | couldn’t help
noticing when his face started resem-
bling a piece of baloney that’'s been sit-
tin on top of the refrigerator for six
weeks and so | said, “Beavers, you get
that stuff from one of them Apache
witch doctors?”
And Rhett said, “Grow it in my
backyard.”
_ “You know you can get freeze-dried
for doing that? It's American law that
you can only do that in Mexico.”
“My backyard's in Mexico.”
“«Oh.”
Rhett always abided by the law, even
when he got arrested.
“Rhett, what you think about this
wife deal?”
“You wanna marry somebody?”
“No, | just want a wife.”
“I know onec wife,” Rhett said, “but
she’s married.”
And so that's when Rhett and me de-

RUN-
Daily Dilemma

DMC's
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cided to go lookin for nookie together.

There was only one problem. We're
talkin late fifties, and there was so
much makeup out there on the market
that you couldn’t hardly examine the
merchandise without spraying Lysol on
ever bimbo you met and then scrub-
bing em clean to the bone. Like one
time I met this girl named Phoebe Box,
and she had long blond hair like Lassie
and a face that made Tuesday Weld
look like Monday morning and a chest
that looked like she spent all morning
setting up two Army tents in there.

You should of seen her the next
morning. She was in so many pieces we
had to go out and buy an Erector set to
figure out how to put her back togeth-
er again. Her blond hair was evidently
built in one of the oil refineries down
on the coast, cause when she tossed it
under the bed all the roaches died of
fumes. By the time she finished wash-
ing her face, we had to have the entire
geology department at Texas A&M
come out and identify the rock forma-
tions in the sink. And the worst part of
it was, she did have two Army tents set
up in there.

All 1 got to say is, I wish I could
make like Ray Milland in X—The Man
with the X-Ray Eyes, when he throws
some chemicals on his face and then
goes to all these wild parties and stares
through the bimbos' dresses while
they're doing the Frug, cause it makes
you disgusted right away and you don’t
have to waste a bunch of gas money on
spoiled meat. What I'm trying to say is,
there ain’t no good way to do it

ut then I got this idea. Actually,

me and Rhett got this same idea

at the same time, cause we were

driving up towards Sonora and

starting 1o see some Angora
goats out there on the rocks, dreaming
that someday they'd be rubbing up
against Jayne Mansfield’s Playtex triple-
Ds, and all of a sudden I remembered
this scene in Bell, Bare and Beautiful
where Virginia Bell puts these little
whirlybirds on her garbonzas and starts
making a hurricane.

“Yeah, I remember it," Rhett said.

“One thing about Virginia Bell, she
had the biggest boobs in the greater
Cincinnati area and everbody knew it.”

“Yeah.”

“And the reason everbody knew it is
she could flop em on cue.”

“Yeah.”

“They were more than just boobies.”

“Lots more.”

“They were performers.”

Rhett didn’t say nothing.

“Virginia Bell has so much talent up
there she needed three agents.”

“I could of handled her,” Rhett said,

“Are you an agent, too?”

continued on page 103
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) he claimed to be the god-
4 dess Aphrodite, thou-
; sands of years old and no

longer at the height of her
powers. She spun a remark-
able tale, enough for two
magazine articles. (Editors
take note.) To my gentle
reminder that she appeared to
be nothing more than an
ancient black woman, she
answered, “Honey, that’s why

_they call me Afrodite.” These

are her stories. The

°n a sunny August after-
noon, just off the inter-
state on Route 129, near
Athens, Georgia: | stopped
for a Nehi cola, and while
resting in the shade struck up
a conversation with a beauti-
ful and incredibly old
woman. We talked about
many things, and as the af-
ternoon light began to fade —-
into that soft Georgia eve-
ning, she told me an amazing
story.

THESEUS AN’ DE MINOTAUR Theseus he a strong-headed type. He love de womens an® he love to dance. He have de most
beautiful feets in de land. Now, Theseus wanted to dance at the best place for dancin’: de great disco in de Labyrinth. But who should
be de bouncer at de door but dat hairy beast, de Minotaur! Now, most people wouldn’t go near de place 'cause dey afraid de Minotaur
gon’ bite dere heads off. But Theseus, he have a plan. He walk right up to that ol’ beast an’ say, “Hey, look up dere!” An’ when de Mi-
notaur turn his big head, Theseus stick him with his knife. Heh, heh. Well, sir, dat be de end of de Minotaur, an’ for a long time afier
dat dere be dancin’ in de streets,
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NARCISSUS fcll in love wid hisself, he

always be lookin’ in de mirror an’” makin’
eyes an’ little kisses to hissell. He had dis
coat made from one hundred kittens dat he

liked to wear. One day he so busy starin’
at his reflection dat he try to put on a lion
instead of his kitten coat. Dat lion ate him
all up “cept for de teeth. An’ dat’s dat!

>
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LEDA AN’ DE SWINE Up on Olympus, Daddy Zeus always have his eye
out for a woman, An" when he see one he likes he comes down as a chair she
be sittin’ on or a bull or a shower of light (dat was a good one). Dere was dis
time he came down to Leda as a swine. Well, he so involved in being a swine
dat he forgets de reason he be down dere in de first place! So Leda gets hop-
ping mad. She sell de pig to Hercules widout telling him it's really Zeus, an’
she split. Now, Hercules, as was his habit, he boff dat pig before he eat it. An’
dis boffing wake up Zeus, who changes back. Dere was some ruckus! Hercules,
he out de price of a pig, an’ Zeus, he boffed by his own son!
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DE SMORGASBOAR In de ol days dere was all kinds of combination beasts around. Besides centaurs an’ minotaurs dere was de
Jumble-aya an’ de Miscellanium. But de termiblest of all was de Smorgasboar. He had more parts dan a Swiss army knife, an’ he
didn’t know how to use ’em! Dat’s why he could chase de poor little Tunacorn all day an’ not catch it. He was only six inches high,
tike one of dem Yittle Mexican dogs. But 1 tell you, dat six inches was all trouble!
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DE CYCLOPS live way off de
coast on an island, an’ he sing a
song dat make de people hold
dere ears an’ cringe. Sometimes
when he sing voleanoes erupt.
Kerpop! Kerblooey! No one
wanls to sce or hear de Cyclops
¥ sing, an’ so finally he drown his-
self in de ocean an’ all de
peoples be very relieved.

DIONYSUS AN’ DE WINE STILL Dionysus made de best wine in dese parts. All de people favor it. But up on Olympus in his
big plantation house Daddy Zeus be watchin® an’ thinkin’. “I'm the straw that stirs the drinks around here,” he say. An’ quick as you
can say “Taxman!" Kerblam! He send down a lightnin’ bolt to break up dat still. But de lightnin’ just make de wine better dan ever. De
people all buy from Dionysus now, an’ Zeus, he can’t do nothin’ about it. *Cause he shot his bolt.
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CENTAURENE You knows about centaurs bein’ half man an’ half horse? Well, Centaurene,
she have de head an’ body of a woman an’ de backside of a horse! Now dere be few
things dat could get Daddy Zeus off his plantation quicker than a good backside, an’ he
just loved de one on Centaurene! Now, I can’t say no more about dis "cause it gives me
de sweats an’ you got an imagination an’ it don’t take much of one to fill in de blanks.
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APOLLO loved music an’ he loved light an’ he loved women. But mostly he loved fast chariots, So one day he borrowed Daddy Zeus'
pink chariol. de one wid de four hundred horses hidden under de hood, an’ he takes it for a ride. But he don’t tell Zeus an’ den he for-
gets 1o bring it back, an’ someone take de while sidewalls an’ dey strip dat car clean! Daddy Zeus be steamin’ mad, ‘cause insurance
ain't been invented yet. An’ Apollo he don’t show his face on Olympus for a long, long time. SISSYPUS He was nothin’, just de in-
ventor of rock "n’ roll dat’s all. He stuck wid dis big rock. An" all day long he rock dis rock up de hill, an” all night long he roll it back
down again. Lawdy Miss Clawdy! He was some man!
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NTRODUCTION

This is not a handbook for the experienced
photographer. This manual is a guide for
the eager amateur, the enthusiastic novice
whose all-consuming appreciation of the
female form will take them to any lengths to
get a bitch to part with her britches.

The art of exotic photography is a much
maligned skill. It conjures up images of
sleazy, back-room perverts conning unsus-
pecting women out of their clothes. This
picture is, more often than not, the truth.
The actual art of exotic photography is not
so much the creative process of photogra-
Ehy itself but rather the ability to navigate

eautiful young women into a state o
undress.

Unfortunately, though, the exotic photog-
rapher must often endure the assaults of
any number of effete detractors. "Lenny,”
friends have said to me, "your techniques
are beautiful, but are your methods ethi-
cal?” There are armies of mealymouthed
Mississippi ministers ready to claim that
photographing the naked female body is
the consummate act of moral depravity,
and herds of neurotic, hard-on-hating femi-
nists who claim that | am using the camera
as a means to debase and dehumanize the
female sexual form to sate my semen-
fueled male ego.

To all of these | say, Jesus fucking Christ,
calm down, the camera isn’t even loaded.
We are not talking about photographs
which could cause shame to the model in
future years, and we are not talking about
material which could encourage a heathen
activity like masturbation. We are onl
dealing with the fleeting ethereality O\yon
erection—and anyway it's my damn erec-
tion, so stop whining and let me do with it
what | please. Exotic photography is only
way of attempting to maximize my exalted
celebration of the Lord’s finest work, i.e.,
girls who are buck-naked.

As God himself once said, "l hope We
don’t run out of light.”

Hu sSER R

SETTING UP
THE SHOOTING SPACE

The most important spot in the exotic pho-
tographer’s studio is the actual area used
for shooting. It is referred to as "the set,” or
"the seamless,” or the "studio floor.” What-
ever you call it, just make sure that it looks
like a legitimate work area and not the liv-
ing room of a horny no-talent dipstick. To
accomplish this illusion, move all of your
furniture and possessions against one wall,
preferably one with no windows. Next, get
about a dozen rolls of plain white paper
towels. Attach the end of the roll to the ceil-
ing at one side of the room with some
Scotch tape. Unroll it so that it covers your
belongings without actually tfouching them.
Repeat this procedure until your room re-
sembles the one pictured below.

SETTING UP A "DARKROOM"

One of the prerequisites for appearing to
be a photographer is something resembling
a professional darkroom. Installing a real
one can cost many thousands of dollars,
and you’d get no use out of it since you
aren't going to be developing any film any-
way. So the heck with all that technical
stuff, what you really need is a room (gen-
erally a bathroom spray-painted flat b?ock}
that upon first glance could pass for a
darkroom. Believe me, the bimbos that
you're going to get to come up to your stu-
dio don’t know an enlarger from an old ac-
cordion, which is precisely why |
recommend an old accordion as an enlarg-
er substitute. Under a red light, they’ll never
notice the difference. Try gluing an old shot

lass to the middle "C” for that lens-like ef-
ect, then hang the whole contraption by
c:t‘roli:hing the hand strap to a desk-lamp
neck.

Coovriaht © 2007 National | amopoon Inc.




Another important part of your “dark-
room” is trays filled with “’photographic
chemicals.” You can create this illusion by
simply filling some of those flat Tupperware
containers with any yellowish fluid. Your
own urine will be fine. It even has that sort
of annoying odor that is generally associat-
ed with the development process. You're
almost done now. All you need are a lot of
springs, coils, batteries, and rolls of film
scattered about the room and a fifteen-watt
red bulb to light the whole scene. (Helpful
hint: Leave the bathroom/darkroom door
open about five and a half inches so that
when the “model” comes you can whisk
her past it while pointing and saying, “And
in there is the darkroom. | just got a new
B3500 LSR convexer, it's great, I'll show you
how it works sometime.”)

HOW TO RECRUIT PROSPECTIVE
MODELS

| live in the Naked City. In New York there's
a babe in every bar, on every block, who's
dying for "exposure.” Wherever you reside,
the best place to meet future Playmates is
your local nightelub, or, if you're from a
more rural area, even your local tavern. |
know a fellow out in Idaho who used to
find his models at the annual Kiwanis Club
Christmas bash.

You need to find a place where you can
get a woman by herself. Husbands and
boyfriends have a knack for getting in the
way of any proper model-photographer in-
terview. Therefore | find ladies’ rooms to be
the best location for the initial come-on.
Where else can you get undivided female
attention?

There are a few tips to remember when
approaching your prospective model. Nat-
urally you tell them that their “look’ is just
what the public is looking for. “You'd be
perfect for the Sports lllustrated swimsuit is-

sue,” you exclaim. Or tell them that “’Clairol -

has been looking for a girl who's just your
type.” | always swish a little on a first meet-
ing. If they think you're gay they won't be
as suspicious of your motives. And don't be
too complimentary. Women enjoy the oc-
casional put-down. "Girl, you really should
lose some weight, but | think | can use you
anyway.” This tack will make you seem less
aggressive.,

I they balk, tell them that modeling in the
raw did wonders for Madonna and Marilyn
Monroe. If they don't buy that | inform them
that ““Angie Dickinson posed nude and
look where she is today.” If they continue
to appear dubious just remind them of the
Burt Reynolds centerfold in Cosmopolitan.
That always gets them.

Never stare at their bodies. It's best to
gaze studiously into their eyes as if you
were examining a Picasso. And carry a
professional-looking business card. Here's
a sample you can cut out and use:

Professional Exotic
Photography

(Your Ieiephune # here)

(Your name here)

“All in the name of art”’

000000 SS0EST0CBUEVTEBSODD
[EXXEEIEZESIEREE N R AR R R RN BB J

Member, International Exotic Photographers Assaciation

SococceOmeCR PUODPOOPODODOO0O000000000000000DD

HOW TO FALSIFY A PORTFOLIO

In order o convince the model of your ar-
fistic prowess, it's advisable fo carry a pro-
fessional-looking pertiolio of "your”
Eho’rographs. | use famous nudes by well-

nown photographers in my own portfolio.
Here's a sample:
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LIGHTING

Perhaps the most impor-
tant aspect of photogra-
phy is lighting. | have,
over the years, developed
my own unictje lighting
system, which is both eco-
nomical and romantic at
the same time. | use the
oldest method known to
man: fire. That's right—
pure, clean, bright fire.
Over the past decade I've
experimented with birth-
day candles, menorahs,
church candles, etc., But
by far the most satisfac-
tory have been scented
"Love herbal aphrodisia”
candles. They're available
in most occult bookstores.
The effect can only be felt
it there are sufficient
fumes. To calculate how
many candles you'll need,
simply figure one candle
for each two pounds of
body weight. Therefore, if
your model weighs a hun-
dred pounds, you'll need
fitty candles, and so on.

DEALING WITH SHY MODELS

Sometimes a model comes along with very
little experience, and understancﬁnbly
enough, she acts a bit shy. She stalls when
you say, "Okay, let's get those clothes off,”
and she starts thinking that maybe this
whole thing wasn't such a good idea.
When this situation occurs you must act
quickly or, as the fishermen say, "they’ll just
nibble, then swim away, unless you get that
hook through the cheek right away.” Be
sure to have plenty of “disrobing helpers”
on hand. | find that a few shots of bourbon
ingested in conjunction with one or two
400-milligram Quaaludes and a few "lines”
of cocaine seem to round off the rough
edges in the model’s frantic mind, and the
results are usually more than satisfactory.
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SHOOTING TIPS

Now that you've managed fo get the mod-
el past the front door and past the “dark-
room”’ ond into or near the “shooting
space,’” here are some addilional pointers
that you'll need to make your “shoot” a big
winner. These tips are culled from over a
decade of "hands-on" experience in this
wonderful profession, and I'm sure that they
can work for you as well as they've worked
tor me.

1. PLAY APPROPRIATE BACKGROUND
MUSIC. Springsteen, yes; Woody Guthrie,
no. Prince, yes; B. B. King, no. The Bangles,
yes; Judy Colling, ne. This will show you
have an ear for today’s *happening”
sounds.

2. WEAR APPROPRIATE CLOTHING.
One of the accupational hazards of exotic
photography is the unpremeditated boner.
Wear something long and loose Io cover
up any such "accident”

3. DON'T APPEAR TOO EAGER. No-
body's going anywhere, so just relax. Pre-
mature ejaculation is a sure sign of over-
eagerness, which could put a damper on
any future serious relationship with the
model.

4. NO DROOLING ALLOWED. It just
looks bad.

5. PUT THE MODEL AT EASE. let her use
the bathroom to get undressed, and don't
peek! Try to avoid any behavioral compari-
sons with Ted Bundy.

6. SWEET-TALK YOUR MODEL. "Paulina
Porizkava never looked this good, baby.
Yeah, sweetie, to your left, to your left. Aw,
honey, you are really something else.
You're 1Ke best model I've ever worked with
ond I've worked with thousands. . ..

7. USE PSEUDO-PHOTOGRAFPHIC TER-
MINOLOGY. Drop phroses like "Maybe
F-16 is tao much. . . "or"Maybe a sixlieth of
o second. . . ." This is the same crap profes-
sional photogrophers mutter to themselves
while shooting Chrislie Brinkley.

8. WEAR REALISTIC-LOOKING APPA-
RATUS. If you don't have a light meler,
wear a TV-remote-control box around your
neck. Check it periodically. And don't for-
gel to carry a stopwatch. Don't ask me
why, but they look real good.

SPECIAL EFFECTS

Okay, so you're not Steven Spielberg. Okay, so you're not
even Melvin Spielberg—who cares? You don’t have lo be a
genius to create a few cheap special effects. You want
"Swamp Thing"” foggy miste All you need is the Sunday
Times, some lighter fluid, and a match. (Make sure your
building has a functioning sprinkler system before attempt-
ing this.] You want to create the feeling of a windy day in
May?2 A few cheap house fans placed about a foot from
the model’s face ought to do. But of all the effects that I've
used over the past decade, none beats the fried-and-true
“waterfall effect.” (See photo.) Not only is it easy to execute,
but it gefs those nipples hard os a rock instantly, and the
model is forced to remove whatever outer garments you‘ve
been unable to get her to take off using the more passive
verbal techniques. (See SHOOTING TIPS.)

OPTIMUM RESULTS

PROBABLE RESULTS
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’a:he [llustrated Last Will and Testament and Scra.pbook of

/ Z,
59 (®) ﬂ D ﬂ As dictated to Larry Sloman and Andy Simmons
O Illustrated by Frank Springer

I, Wiadziz Valentino Liberace, known to my millions of
wonderful and adoring fans throughout the entire world as
simply Liberace, being of sound mind and warmed by the
thousands of delighiful memories that God has bestowed
wupon me, his humble servant and personal pianist, declare
this to be my very special, visually delicious last will and
testament and scrapbook to be enjoyed by my lawyers and
my millions of wonderful and adoring fans throughout the
world who never got a chance to meet me in person. To do
true justice to my fun-filled tour of life, I have engaged a
celebrated illustrator to faithfully re-create some of the
more speciacular highlights of my career, and to portray
the veal me. I pray that this will, once.and for all, siop the
ramormongers in the press from dragging my personal and
private life through the mud. You have no idea how havd it
is to get mud off white ermine! Right heve I can add «
whole bunch of technical gobbledygook about codicils and
execubrixes and fiduciavies, but what’s fun about that? So
instead . . . ON WITH THE SHOW!

The fivst person I wani to mention in
iy will is Myrna Dobzinski, of the fa-
mous Flying Dobzinski Family, Myria
was the first one to introduce me to
the wonderful world of show biz when,  Wartime—and I beeded my country's call by enlisting in the Marines. I had the
being just a tot, I wandered away from  enviable task of traveling around and enteriaining my fellow grunts, Well, I had
home and found my way to the local barely unpacked after landing at the beautiful South Pacific paradise known as
circus. I was mesmerized by everything  Iwo Jima when a couple of fellow doughboys asked me to lend them a hand, I
about Myrna—bher showmanship, her said, ‘Well, wait a darn minute. You can't just stick that tattered old flag any-

performance siyle, and most of where. This takes time and thought. Let me think. It would look lovely up againsi
all. . .those clothes, Talk about your a chartreuse palm tree background, On second thought, maybe over theve next to
sequins! Everyvthing about her rai- those beige rock formations. Or even by that bleeding, saffron-hued Japanese sol-
ments screamed FUN! FUN! FUN! It was dier., What I'm saying is, this needs planning and effort. Rome wasn’t decorated

then that I knew my true calling. I in a day.” Well, while we were arguing, the sergeant got hit with some sniper fire,

would either be the greatest showman s0 we just stuck the flag in the ground and ran for cover. That was the day I mel
of all time or be a taslor. So to Myrna Miyako, a frontline geisha, who belped me pass those bot, tropical nights and

I bequeath all my sequin outfits. Enjoy  taught me origami. We met by the bank of a stream, I was collecting flowers for
and break a leg, bubiel That is, if my sergeant, and she was trying to drown herself, To her I bequeath nsy famous
you're still alive. red, white, and blue American flag hot panis outfit. Sayonara, Miyako.



After the war, New York was a gas, a big bubble wail-
ing for me to blow it. I fell in with a really hip, fast
crowd—ihe jazz scene. Those were the days when I en-
Jjoved playing the black keys more than the white
ones, if you catch my drift. Every night I'd bang out
tunes with the great Fats Waller, and then, when ev-
eryone left, jam on the one and only Miss Flla Filzger-
ald. She'd run her hand through my locks of bair,

If one woman ever threatened my bachelorhood, it was
Sonja Henie. We had a torrid romance that lasted a year.
We shut ourselves off from the world, enjoying only each
other’s company. But what I loved most about her was her
giant skate-in closet, It brought a sassy new dimension to
dressing and undressing, And she bad almost as many

clothes as I did, Since I can’t skate, I would sit on the floor

Jor bours trying on her bright, spectacular outfits, outfits
that brought to mind that wonderful Dobzinski girl. The

only thing was, all the time we'd be doing that, I'd freeze my
little bum off] My ice queen has since skated off; but till the

day she died we remained the very best of close, close
Jriends,

saying, “Lee, how do you get those curls?” Well, I
would sit her right down next to me, tie on a smock,
and we'd play “beautician” for bours on end, curling
and teasing our hair till our scalps could practically
do it themselves. So, Ella, I bequeath to you a weekly

permanent for the rest of your life from my personal
hairdresser, Mr. Rickey.

What will would be complete without a mention of my own
little chickadee, Mae West, I'll never forget the time that I
was gift-wrapped and sent to her place as a surprise fif-
tieth-birthday present. She opened the door, took a gander
at my bivthday offering, and asked, “Is that a candelabra
in your pocket or are you just happy to see me?” And then
she made some crack about it not being lit, or something.
Hae, if you're reading this from on high, I'm dying to come
up and see you sometine.



Isnt’t life funny sometimes? There I was in Pittsburgh and I
noticed that one of my outfits was slightly soiled around the
cuffs and the valet couldn't gel it cleaned in time for my
show, so I went out to get a gallon of dry-cleaning fiuid,
and who do I bump into in the lobby on the way back but
Queen Elizabeth, We got to talking, and it seems that she too
was having a piroblem with ber robes, so I invited her up to
my suite for a little robe-cleaning soiree. She was the nicest
person imaginable, and very good with siains. We must have
had a great time, because I woke up in the hospital four
days later with a ROYAL hangover. To Queen Elizabeth I be-
queath my robes and the rest of the gallon. But Liz, a word
to the wise—ithis time keep that window open.

To Scott Thorson, msy ex-chaufjeur, 5400,000. Now shut up
and get the hell out of here. ;

1t seems that my life was just full of queens. I met another
queen named Elizabeth that year, as regal in her own way
as the monarch of England. We were staying at the same ho-
tel in London, and we met when I bumped into Liz and
Dick in the elevator. They invited me to their roons for
drinks, and before you could say “gin and tonic” Liz
whipped out her makeup case and we started painting away
Iike three little Van Goghs. I was particularly interested to

find out how Liz got that fabulous black-and-blue-shadow
effect during the Cleopatra shooting. It was easy, she said.
Eddie did her left eye and Richard did her right one. So,
Liz, my favorite show-biz queen, I leave you all my special
Max Factor makeup, although if you ask me I don't think
you have to do a thing with that face. . . . Well, maybe just a
little touch-up on the crow's:feet around the eyes and a
simple tuck under the chin, bul that’s all, really.



May I digress? This is the ceiling in my bedroom in my Hollywood Hills home. Some people it those tacky
mirrors over their bed. I commished a $50,000 replica of the ceiling of the Sistine Chapel, starring guess

who as the lead cherub, I hope I never fall.

The road in search of the Fountain of Youth is a hard and
Bunpy one. And I lost more than just a hubcap along the
way. To reduce my weight and maintain my youthful beau-
ty, I went on a fad watermelon diel. Just a few at first, but,
as I soon found out, there is no such thing as ‘Just a few
watermelons.” I got hooked. Ella, with whom I maintained n
close relationship over the years, was a doll and tried 1o
Jorie-feed me. She told mie harror stories of how the water-
melon diet had ravaged members of her race, But I turned
a deaf ear. Well, the rest is bistory, as they say. I've lost
close to a hundred pounds. I'm so weak it now takes me a
minute and a half to play “The Minute Waltz.” So to help
combat my dread condition, 1 hereby bequeath the bulk of
My estale to creating a foundation to combat AWDS (Ac-
quired Watermelon Dependency Syndrome). All I can say io
any aspiring young piano students who feel tempted to taste
of this forbidden fruit is: just say no. Don't do it. Watermel-
on 15 wack,

o WwUUVIIUNIILNY 22UV O INauUI I Iat vLan e

Finally, I have thing to reveal Ella and I shared a se-

cret which we kept from the world for years, His name is Hi-
chael and he’s ouy son, and I'm proud of him and love him
dearly, 5o there. To Michael I hereby bequeath the remain-

der of my wardrobe from my homés in Hollywood, Palm
Springs, and Las Vegas. May he someday grow info these 0
clothes. W 7




"I THAT ACDDAMN ’
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" ARE YoV IN ANY oF THE
FoLLoWING HIGH-RISK &RoUPS,
SIR— FILTHY 5LoBS,
CRUMMY PI&S, oR.

SCUMRY BuMs 7"

NATURE™

1 COULD HAVE EASILY £oLb To‘PLAYROY’ FOR
RUT WHAT THEHELL!

DN OSCTA T WL T
I22. o, Tou SAP!

323 ARE YoV KIDDING T

324. No WAY, Jos€!

526, o, o' T Be TIRESave!
326, ' AFRAID NOT!

327. WHAT-ARE You AUTS T
228, HELL No!

329, ouT oF THE QUESTION!

"I MUST 5AY, MISS FREDETTE,
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".YES, YoU'RE ON AN of TANKER 400 MiLES EAST
oF NOVA SCaTIA. THE RECEPTION 15 VERY BAD, SIR, 'L TRY (T AGAIN. FIRST I'LL TAKE oFF MY BRA-YES , MY

BRA| THER AY PANTIES—WHAT T MY FANTIES, PANTES' &PA-—ALPHA-NWEMBER-HN@-IND:A-Ecﬁo-
Sierr, PANTIES !

“De> WE ACCEPT AIDS VICTIMS T - = ,J(
1 DON'T Knlew, YeU'D HAVE Te SEE . \\~
MR GUHBEL. ABoUT  THAT, 1}" ‘

['M JUST THE Bookk€EEPER."

" &'HON, LETS Go, LETS GO} YoU'VE BEAT VP
THE QUEER, How LETS 4ET BACK To THE SHIR"
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Do YoU HAVE LLEAN PANTIES ON, JOET
SUPPOSE YU GET IN AN ACCIDENT...

"IF Yeu goT BLUE CROSS-BLVE SHIELD, - e
THEY'LL. REIMBURGE YU FoR THAT <NE-..." ~

62 NATIONAL LAMPOON

~  Copnvriaht © 2007 National | ampoon Inc.



The United States Department of Agriculture presents
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The American Farmer: Ready and Able to Provide America with Safe Sex
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How American Agriculture Can
Ease the Grim Scourge of AIDS

In the last thirty years, heightened awareness of the ame-
liorative properties of sexual activity has led Americans to
encourage and savor, rather than begrudge and curse, their
libidos, and they have grown to cherish the transactions in-
volved in the process of arousal and satisfaction. But now
the AIDS virus has swollen from the status of an exotic dis-
ease to the proportions of an epidemic, and experts agree
that if Americans do not dramatically modify their sexual hab-
its, the Grim Reaper will darken the door of every boudoir
coast to coast.

So what does all this mean? Is America going to have to
schedule football games to make Friday nights exciting? Are
we just going to slam shut legs which have been held ajar as
far back as memory stretches, to the extreme delight of all
concerned? And zipper up zippers, sew shut the back flaps of
the Dr. Dentons, and trade in diaphragms for Army-issue
chastity belts? No! Of course not. While we realize that we
can no longer cave in to our every desire, we know that to
suddenly deny our need for a fulfilling sexuality would be
gruesome folly. And this is America, a land built on Yankee
ingenuity and boundiess resourcefulness, where no obstacle
is Insurmountable.

The first thing that savvy Americans are learning is that just
because a sex act doesn't involve another human being does
not mean it can't be exciting and fulfilling. Far from it. And in
their newly awakened appreciation, they are discovering that
some of their very best masturbational opportunities are pro-
vided by the world of American agriculture.

Though the packaging is not always as chemically irresist-
ible as it would be with a human of the desired sex, you never
met a cucumber or eggplant that whined that it couldn't stay
hard if it didn't have your ankles handcuffed to the shower
rod, or a slab of veal that was having its period or a headache
or needed gifts of Godiva chocolates and jewelry to get

ready. In the world of vegetables, unwavering potence and
abundant lubrication are constant states of existence. As the
Mexican proverb proclaims, the passion of a lover is as fickle
as the west wind, but an inanimate object will chicharte you
till the cows come home.

And so women and gays, their promiscuity curbed by the
fact that sex with humans can be lethal but their inherent bio-
logical craving to be penetrated undaunted, are flocking to
supermarkets and fruit stands in search of safe but sexy love-
mates, joining penetratee-starved men in combing the aisles
in search of feasible balm for their aching loins. And they are
discovering a grander spectrum of alternatives than most
stud farms could hope to offer—from drop-dead gorgeous
gourds to regal-postured cucumbers—which are transcend-
ing their wildest dreams.

Why American Agriculture Is
Ready and Able to Satisfy the
Sex Needs of a Nation

Dr. Edward McMelligott, chairman of the United States De-~
partment of Agriculture, admits that the future of American
farming was bleak until the onset of the AIDS epidemic. Ma-
chines able to do the work of a hundred men had destroyed
the agricultural job market, exotic but inexpensive imported
products had greatly diminished American agriculture’s mar-
ket share, and farms were foreclosing at a record pace. Now
the chance to furnish America with sex partners has
spawned a broad array of bright new opportunities for Ameri-
ca's farmers, and many of them have already completed the
switch to farming the so-called love crops. These farmers
have distinguished themselves with their courage and fore-
sight and now, for the first time in years, they are tinding
themselves being rewarded with market success.

"Don’'t get me wrong,” adds McMelligott, “it's not like I'm
happy to see all those buttfuckers and cocksuckers kicking
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SAVE A FARMER,
SLEEP WITH A
VEGETABLE.

Brought to you by the'y

the bucket—but as far as the agriculture industry goes, this
AIDS thing happened at the perfect time. This Hershey Virus
thing—what we in the world of agriculture refer to as the cock
blight—could damn well save American agriculture.”

How the Record Number of
Oats Going Unsown Is More
Than Being Made Up For by
Record Harvests of Corn,
Squash, and Tomatoes

As would be expected, these canny planters are at the cut-
ting edge of the new technology, experimenting with the
sexuo-agricultural equivalent of genetic engineering. Farm-
ers and agricultural technicians are developing squash hy-
brids that are longer, thicker, and curvier, and resist witheting
during immersion. Several companies, including Burpee, are
even breeding in warts, ridging, and vein networks.

And other techniques are evolving at a feverish rate. Fol-
lowing the example of horny home horticulturists who've
found it's more fruitful to converse provocatively with your
plants than to just talk aimlessly or chitchat about the weath-
er, progressive farmers who formerly raised vegetables to
classical music are now switching to romantic music and ser-
enades, having discovered that beefsteak tomatoes and corn
raised to "Moon River” respond to sexual advances far more
vigorously than those raised to intellectual music. And as ag-
ricultural sexuality expands, more and more infrapsychology
looks to musical pre-orientation of sexual partners—for in-
stance, a demographically trained zucchini will have skin that
instinctually tightens to the baying of Jim Morrison, and it will
be a perfect match for a mid-thirtyish woman who has done

the most bountiful lubricating of her life to the same song.

Agricultural technician Dr. Franklin Mescot has been work-
ing closely with a small team of gynecologists, proctologists,
and sex therapists whose efforts have been focused specifi-
cally on the development of larger squash hybrids. Mescot
says he is finding that the bulk of his efforts are being chan-
neled into the homosexual market; he explains that while a
sexually hungry woman may chew up her nails when she
thinks about nineteen inches of action twelve inches around,
she has limits to how much she can actually house. Mescot
says that most pre-partum women will utilize a vegetable
within a certain size range, and women who have emitted
children will select larger sizes, but also within a definite
range. On the other hand, Mescot explains, it is a fact that
with each sexual episode a homosexual's anus loses elastic-
ity, resulting in his needing more and more phallic girth to
experience past levels of friction. As an example, a hetero-
sexual male age thirty-five experiences a substantial stimu-
lus at his first intrusion by a proctologist's finger; to achieve
the same amount of friction, the average thirty-five-year-old
gay male would require a pumpkin. “As facilitators of what we
call expansive agriculture,” he says, “it is our duty to furnish
them with progressively larger endowments as they desire
them."”

Meeting the Connubial Needs
of an Entire Nation

Cynics will inevitably point to the fact that, although Ameri-
can agriculture was once able to provide food for the whole
nation and then export a large surplus, weaknesses in our
ecosystem ultimately allowed imports to assert themselves
and command a large market share. Now, it is asked, does
America have what it takes to satisfy the nation's sexual crav-
ings?

g'I'he! answer is a resounding yes—in fact, American farm-
ers can satisfy the world's desires five times over. Indeed,
New Flogger magazine, in a recent article entitled “Whoreti-
culture,” dubbed the Great Plains states of Kansas, Nebras-
ka, and Oklahoma “the sex basket of the world.”

The New Sexual Agriculture:
What It Means to Women

With men “out” and foreign objects “in," women have
mounted their pursuit of the elusive G-spot with renewed vig-
or. For women whose lovers had penises which weren't the
shape of a fully opened Swiss army knife and the size of a
hound and were unwilling to strap on something that was, the
G-spot was as nebulous and uncharted as a spleen. Now,
with a license to furrow, the booming sexual agriculture in-
dustry is pursuing this elusive honeypot with abandon.

For conventional intercourse, almost all vegetables, espe-
cially the stockier root and vine-grown squashes and tubers,
are excellent penile substitutes. The key is finding one which
is commensurate with the phallus in your fantasy and is safe
and clean. To simulate cunnilingus or rimming, women can
use a slab of liver or calf tongue, cut to the approximate
shape and size of a human tongue, and manually use it to
mime the motion of a man’s tongue.

To reduce the hazards of your sexual experience and
make it that much more worry-free and exhilarating, follow
these helpful tips (remember—safe sex is good sexl):

1. Do not select a vegetable bigger than anything you could
birth. It may be tempting, but Mother Nature didnt intend it—
that's why over 200,000 women and gays last year were ad-
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Alan Kupperberg

mitted to hospitals for removal of pumpkins, VCRs, office fur-
niture, Yugos, and partially eaten wolverines.

2. When masturbating with root vegetables, be sure the tu-
bers are grown in an area environmentally free of both acid
rain and toxins. A recent survey reported that women who
masturbated with root vegetables grown in counties with high
counts of ascorbic toxins suffered a higher incidence of uter-
ine and cervical infections.

3. Avoid products pickled in brine or vinegar, as the winces
can outweigh the gasps. As an example, garlic dill chips, es-
pecially crinkle-cut, are definitely more pain than the pleasure
is worth.

4, Wank only with organically grown vegetables, because,
over extended periods, pesticides can leave an accumulation
of chalky, numbing paste around the labia minora which, al-
though it does repel aphids, can dull nerve endings and act
as a sealant.

5. When masturbating with leafy or flowery vegetation, make
sure to carefully rinse out all sand, silt, and insects.

6. During harvest season, it is advisable to douche with a
mixture of hydrogen peroxide and DDT to deter the cross-
pollination of germs and resulting invasion of plant diseases
into humans, as happened to a Montana woman who report-
ed that her genitalia had been ravaged as a result of the re-
cent gourd blight.

The New Sexual Agriculture:
What It Means to Men

While seagoing or lonely males have traditionally enjoyed
the companionship of liver, tomatoes, gored fish, and a pano-
ply of other orificial substitutes, now all men, terrified by the
knowledge that the stiffness of 1 percent of their bodies could
lead the rest of them into rigor mortis, are joining in the taking
of agriculturally nurtured sex partners.

And now modern science allows them to enhance their
pleasure even further. Using microwave ovens, men can
heat mashed potatoes, melons, or cheese sandwiches to ac-
curately simulate the 140 degrees a vagina attains during in-
tercourse.

Gays, of course, have the best of the worlds of both men
and women. They can thrust into the satiny bowels of a can-
taloupe while simultaneously garaging a zucchini—a verita-
ble smorgasbord of bliss. Recently, in a story the Los Ange-

les Times predictably headlined “Fowl Play,” a Malibu drag
queen was photographed pumping a Rock Cornish hen while
he impaled himself on a turkey leg.

Male masturbators share several characteristics with yes-
terday's extra-personal seducer: they emphasize youth and
taut skin; they prefer maximum genital friction; they find sex
with first-time partners the most exciting; and to them all the
produce looks better at closing time.

When having sex with agricultural produce, men should
keep the following in mind at all times:
1. When having sex with frozen vegetables, be sure to allow
them adequate time to thaw before penetrating. Do not thrust
imprudently into microwaved or oven-heated vegetables—
use a swizzle thermometer to first check the interior tempera-
ture, as scalding can permanently dull the lush nerve net-
works which comprise your member,
2. When having sex with meat and meat by-products, you
can heighten your pleasure by leaving the meat raw or
cooked to rare or medium-rare specifications, as it will be
closer to its natural state. When shopping for meat keep in
mind that different cuts serve different purposes: while a lean
cut generally makes for more healthful eating, it feels more
like an anus and less like a vagina than a fatty or marbled cut.
Also remember that organ meats more closely simulate the
sensations associated with oral sex than chopped meat or
loin cuts. If possible, avoid breaded, batter-dipped, salted, or
spiced meats, as they can cause chafing and skin irritations.
3. Insist on farm-fresh or flash-frozen products, as moldy or
blighted vegetables or spoiled and rancid meat can be dan-
gerous purveyors of bacteria and body toxins.
4. When using liver to supplement an inflatable doll, do not
attempt to preheat the doll in a microwave. Rather, preheat
an appropriately sculpted liver insert and fit it in the desired
orifice.

Agricultural Technology:
Retooling for the New
Sexual Revolution

Many struggling companies best known for their heavy
farm equipment are retooling to meet the new genital furor,
converting tractors, threshers, and even mining equipment to
accommodate consumer needs for masturbational technolo-
gy. John Deere is one corporation deploying several new

THE USDA PRESENTS: A GUIDE TO DATING GERBILS

THE MEETING ..., YOU JUST HAPPENED
TO BE STROLLING POWN ELM
STREET WHEN THIS WOLF IN
GERBIL CLOTHING CAUGHT
YOUR EYE.

GETTING REAGY FOR THE BIG
PATE ... YOU'VE TALKED,
EXCHANGED GOSEIP, FOUND
YOU HAVE FRIENDS IN COMMON,
AND DECIDE TO SHARE A NIGHT
ON THE TOWN. 80TH OF YOU

GETTING TO KNOW ONE ANOTHER .
AFTER TAKING IN A SHOW, ENUOY

A SCRUMPTIOUS, CANDLE=LIT
DINNER. AND GET TO KNOW EACH
OTHER JUST A LITTLE BETTER.

Nz~ I ENJOY ROLLER
Zié/ﬁ—- SKATING, WIM WENDERS,
RICHARP GERE,
= ROLLER SKATING ‘S

WITH WIM WENDERS
AND RICHARP GERE,,,
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Tomato O|lO|C | ® @ | @ | | @ (®| ®@| 9| ®| @ Thoreau's secret

Mutton potpie O|l@|O0|C| @ @®@|@®|0|@®@| O|@|®| ®|Rich, gooey, and chunky

Assorted Danish @O | @| 0 | 0|0 @®| 0| @0 | @| @| ®|Baked fresh daily

Crisco vat O|l0|@|O|0C| @[ ®| ® | @| @ | O ®| @® [Thick, enduring viscosity

Chicken parts in a Baggie O|@|lOo|®|® | ® | e ®|@®@ ® | ®| ® & A unsung Sappho

Rotten mangoes in a Baggie 0| ®@| 0| ®@|® | @ | ®| ®|® | ®| ®| ®|Asummerfavorite
PeanutbutterinaBaggie(gay) | O | ® O | ® | ® | ® | ® | ® | ® | @ | @ | ® | ® |Also available in crunchy

Baked potatoes ® | @|C|lo| @ | @®| ®| | ®| @ | | @ | @ |with butter or sour cream 'n’ chives
Cheddar nut log Ol|O0jC|lo|oc|@®@|® @ |e|@| @ O| & Maleable; a fucking Amazon

Venus flytrap 2| ®|0O|0|®| 8| ®| 0| @ @| ® @| ® Nature's finest action blowjob

Egg salad 0| ®|e|e|e|@|®|@|®| O| O @| @ |wetter than a WAC

Pig's knuckles (@ | 0|@|C|® | ®| ®| 6| ® | @ | ®| @® Nature's finest handjob

A good runny Brie e|l@ | 0| ®|[® | @ @ ® | @ ®| @| ®| ® |Great at room temperature
Cantaloupe O|lO|0O| O | @| @ ®| @ | ®| ® | ®| @ | ® |Easy to core, and holds shape of core
Smallmouth bass @ | @| 0| @ | ® | 0| | ® ® @ ® @ @ |Pursedlips

lines of home sexual paraphernalia, including the Dear John
series, which features the Home Forklift Fuckthruster™, com-
patible with a variety of attachments, among them the lalex-
covered ClitSmack™ and the laser-guided G-Spotter™ . Also
on line for summer sales is American Harvester's Hammer-
ing Hubby™, equipped with a series of huge relentless at-
tachments guaranteed to sow anything left unsown on the
honeymoon. A growing number of international companies
are also marketing homosexual and arnbisexual companion-
ship, such as Texaco's Big Gay Giddy Borer™, Continental’s
Jumbo Johnny Crotchbobber™, Universal’s BuckingPud
Heinie-Pryer™, and United Jackhammer's HappyJack IlI™,
3,500 hp of gas-powered stud.

The Rancher and Tunneling

Ranchers whose cattle sales are falling precipitously due

to a lack of demand for beef products caused by a health-
conscious America often find themselves with thousands of
head of cattle on their hands. In other times they might have
been forced to declare bankruptcy. But once again, the
world's “sex crisis” has happily engendered a superlative al-
ternative for the cattle rancher who still has thousands of
grazing acres at his disposal. The mighty answer to the farm-
er's mighty plight comes in a mighty small package. We are,
of course, discussing . . . the gerbil: friend to the rancher,
friend to the lusty.

The road away from high-risk sex has wended its way to
the front doorstep of the safe, hygienic little rodent, which, in
its Arab and Asia Minor homeland, is affectionately termed
“verbo,” or “flesh of the loins,” which pertains to the fact that
it enjoys being crammed up people's anuses. This is also
known as “tunneling.”

Many an experienced gerbilphile is well versed in the ways

HAVING YOUR SEX AND PETTING IT TOO!

FORERAY...YOU'VE
CLOSED FOUR BARS
AND A SEED SHOP}
NOW IT'S TIME TG
ENJOY THAT EINAL NIGHT-
CAP you PROMISED

JUST MAKE
YOURSELF AT HOME
WHILE I BRING YOU

GETTING REAPY TO ‘PO
IT% .. YOU'VE SMOKED A
JOINT, UNDRESSED EACH
OTHER , LUBRICATED THE
GERBIL,AND HAVE
STUFFED TRAILMIX UP
YOUR ANUS. YOU'RE
REALY FOR LOVE ANE
HE HAS THE MUNECHIES,

INTERCOURSE, ., AFTER LOSING A GOOP FRIEND
YOU'VE MADPE SURE THE AFTER SEX,..
(4 f,/

STRING YOU'VE ATTACHE D \\\\\‘ TTT7

7O HIS TAIL. FOR EASY

REMOVAL IS SECURE, \ ( ﬁ
YOU LET NATURE TAKE ( ¥ 2%

ITS COURSE AS YOu % ,

CRAM THE LITTLE
FELLOW INSIPE THE §\
DARK STEAMY RECESSES | N
OF YOUR BOWELS .

OHHH ; FLUFFY.,.,

7

M 1\ /
REMEMBER TO TIE

THE STRING 7/6HT.
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of “tunneling.” Tunneling is the act of allowing the little fuzzy
animal, with those scampering tiny paws and that cute way it
twitches its pert little nose, to enter and roam freely the un-
charted, misty, dark recesses of the various human orifices.

What began in the gay communities of our urban centers is
now enjoyed by the heterosexual camp. The pleasurable
sensation comes when the gerbil's sleek, furry body scurries
frantically about as it attempts to free itself from within the
bawels of its human domicile. So enjoyable is the sensation
that a devoted tunnelinguist might go through as much as a
six-pack of gerbils a night.

Nonetheless, the farmer may well gaze upon his great big
steer, then at its far tinier mammalian cousin and wonder,
“Sure, they're great in bed, but is raising gerbils cost-effec-
tive?" In many ways, gerbils are far more cost-effective than
the mighty steer. For example, in return for one steer, the
rancher should easily expect to collect a thousand gerbils.
Hence, if a rancher owns five hundred head of cattle, he can
exchange the entire herd for a half million gerbils! Not only
that, they breed quickly. Within a year, a ranch will be fence-
post to fencepost with adorable, romping, sex-crazed gerbil
carpeting.

You might be wondering, "Aren't a few million gerbils an
awful lot of gerbils?" Yes, they are. But remember, tunnelin-
guists go through many of them a week. They need constant
replenishment. Frequently the gerbil expires inside the vagi-
na or anus due to embarrassment or suffocation, many times
brought upon by the animal itself when it holds its nose for an
extended period of time.

What about upkeep? Gerbils' needs are minuscule. They
eat very little, and if they get sick you simply throw them
away. They're disposable. In fact, the only cost the rancher
must bear is a few of those spinning wheels gerbils love to
run around on. This promotes friskiness, as well as building

strong paws, both of which are requisite to enjoyable tunnel-
ing. And in this growing and competitive field, the rancher
with the friskiest gerbils will be on top for many years to
come, or until there is a cure for AIDS.

One of the major challenges the gerbil rancher will have to
face is convincing a wary public that cramming a gerbil up
one's anus or vagina is a fun thing to do. Many even com-
plain about sticking toilet paper there. Changing the public’s
palate toward such a sexual delicacy may indeed be a slow
process, meaning hard times for the rancher at first. But per-
severance should show results as Americans lake to the
cute, furry little creatures with a vengeance. Betfore long, ex-
cited Americans will be cramming gerbils up every conceiv-
able orifice in a nationwide orgy of bestial pleasure!

To aid in adjusting America’s libidinous taste buds toward
“the gerbil experience,” the Department of Agriculture has
devised a Guide to Dating Gerbils.

The Future of Sex

Ultimately, of course, both intrahuman and agricultural
sexuality will be replaced by what socio-sexologists refer to
as a "Star Wars" sexuality, in which loins of all shapes and
sizes will be pleasured by guided and heat-seeking missiles,
crotch-launched warheads, cluster bombs, and a variety of
other SBI technology. Scientists will develop a panorama of
light, portable, meat-rich genital substitutes, and every per-
son on earth will be furnished with a custom-made, lifelike
sexual robot. Sexual incompatibility and dysfunction will be
things of the past, and sex will be safe, clean, and available
at the touch of a button.

But until that day comes or AIDS is remedied, the source of
America's sexuality will be its farms. And the USDA will be on
its knees before you, bringing you the sexiest, most delicious
vegetables in the world.

Margie *'Cobblerbelly” Timmins, culinary consultant to the
USDA Task Force on Safe Sex, is the author of the ac-
claimed cookbook Getting Off at the Bake-Off,

Cooking in the Kitchen and Cooking in the Boudoir

When selecting a fruit or vegetable for a special evening, an
important thing to remember is not to be too influenced by the
cooking part of the evening, and likewise, don't let your choice
be completely dependent on the romance part of the evening.
Sometimes at the farmer's market I'll spot a zuechini and I'll
say, oooh, I'd just love to jump on that cute thing's bones, but
then I'll realize, hey, the skin is a bit yellowy and waxy near
the stem, and it would be too sinewy for the soufflé | have
planned. Similarly, | may find a summer sgquash in the bloom

Having Your Sex and Eating It Too

of ripeness, tender and golden, but just not lengthy enough to
clobber my womb the way | need. | compare the selection of a
vegelable, frankly, to the way | used to think of men—there
must be the proper balance of brains and body.

Squash is my favorite vegetable by far. They're actually bet-
ter in pumpkin pies than pumpkins—smoother and sweeter—
and they can fuck any girl till she begs for mercy. Ask any-
one—when I've got a good meaty squash in my oven I'm grin-
ning from ear to ear.

Here is a list of some of my favorite foods for men and
women both: zucchini in cream sauce, beets in fish sauce,
creamed tomatoes, crack of lamb, starfish salad, tongue sand-
wich, It-looks-so-much-like-a-taco plate, pepperoni tartare,
corn John Holmes, and orifice Rockefeller,

NUTRITIONAL SEXUAL

Produce from America's farms rated from 1-10 as a lover, as a meal, and for versatility

- COMMODITY VALUE PROWESS VERSATILITY COMMENTS
Corn 8 9 17 Hung like a horse and no cholesterol
~ Mackerel 9 9 18 Streamlined shape and ribbed gills make it a sensate savage;
PR . also yields an excellent fillat
Carrots 9 8 17 Tapered contour allows maximum penetration;
oodles of vitamin A .
' Liver 1 10 10 20 Ver": high in thiamine and just can't get enough of your big, hard
s : ©0c!
Summer squash 8 9 17 Naturally high in fiber and hunhg to humble Manute Bol
 Bread 7 2 9 High in carbohydrates but gets soft just as you get going—as
S 2 wigh their male counterparts, Italian and French go better than
5 American
Grated cheese 10 2 12 High in protein but a crummy pumper
‘Gourds  * 9 9 18 The warts are decorative and mineral-rich as well as being ca-
pable of covering vaginal terrain you never imagined existed

Note: Cucumber ineligible as last year's winner of the USDA’s coveted Noshanshtupp Award.
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ZEN BASTARD

continued from page 15

merely being hypothetical. He had
once turned somebody in to the po-
lice—a sleazy dope dealer—in order to
save himself from going to prison on a
drug charge. One man’s hot-lead enema
is another man's prison. Although the
fellow may have earned his fate, Lenny
was tortured by his own awareness,
When he said onstage, “Have a little
rachmones [sympathy] for that guy be-
hind bars who can't kiss and hug a lady
for twenty years,” he was talking to
himself more than to the audience.

“I am part of everything [ indict” was
the closest he could come to a public
confession,

Hanging around with Lenny Bruce
was tremendously stimulating because
you could just watch him turn fantasics
into reality.

Once, driving around Chicago, we
passcd a religious novelties store with a
portrait of Pope John in the window.
Lenny went in and bought it. A short
while later, we passed a parochial
school in the midst of letting out all
these little Catholic girls in their pris-
tine uniforms. Lenny beckoned a pair
of them to the car. “Hey, come here, |
got the real thing, look”—and he
popped the pope up to the car
window.

“Their parents,” he said later, “only
warned them against taking candy from
strangers.”

With one particular incident, Lenny
literally lived out one of his own in-
sights. He had talked onstage about the
difference in sexual conditioning be-
tween men and women. A guy would
do it to a chicken, to mud, to anything.
If he got his leg chopped off in an auto-
mobile accident, he would still make a
play for the nurse in the ambulance on
the way to the hospital. If the guy's
wife called him an animal for that, he
would justify his act: “I couldn't help it;

she had a cutc ass.”

Well, Lenny was staying at the Swiss-
America Hotel in San Francisco. Hugh
Romney, whom Lenny called “the per-
fect entertainer,” was working with a
satirical troupe, The Committee. (He
later became Wavy Gravy of the Hog
Farm.) Hugh was dealing LSD at the
time, He wandered around North
Beach with a chromium lunch box that
had green velvet lining and a thermos
filled with soup. He kept his supply of
LSD on the inner lining. DMT, too.

Hugh laid a couple of hits of acid on
Lenny, who had never had any before.
Hugh figured Lenny would just give it
to someone clse, not take it himself. He
also left some DMT in his room, with a
note saying: “Please smoke this till the
jewels fall out of your eyes.”

Lenny came by later, saw the pack-
age on his dresser, took the two hits of
acid, and smoked the DMT dll the jew-
els fell out of his eyes. He said that he
had never seen color before in his life,
only blacks and whites and grays.

He was talking with great animation,
standing on a window ledge. Suddenly
he fell backwards. It was an accidental
fall, but once he realized that he was
conmnitted to it, he called out in mid-
air: “Man shall rise above the rule!™
Then he hit the pavement below.

Eric Miller had been in the hotel
room, He was a black guitarist who
sometimes worked with Lenny in bits
such as “How to Relax Colored People
at a Party.” Now Eric was on the side-
walk trying to comfort Lenny. A black
man was not supposed to embrace a
white man. The cops dismissed it as in-
terracial faggotry.

The window of that hotel room was
broken by a perfect imprint of Lenny's
body, his pose outlined in glass like a
Bugs Bunny cartoon. Both ankles and
his pelvis had been broken, but he
asked the nurse if she would please
give him some really good head.

When Lenny had finally completed

“When you're finished with it, can I have it?"," - .
Lo

actual size

BUCKIN' BEAVER
RANCH

A place in the heart. Due west of infamy, just
south of respectability, Home of the Ramrods,
renegade patriots who indulge their vices,

Be a Ramrod. Wear the brand of the BUCKITY
BEAVER RANCH, a ravaged floozy astride an
undulating beaver. Embroldered in Brown,
Flesh and Blonde on a heavy 50/50 blend
polo shirt, Sizes 5, M, L, XL. Colors: Navy,
Yellow, Red, White, Pink and Lt. Blue,
TO ORDER

Send check or money order for $15.95 plus

$2.00 postage & handling to:

B-N-B ENTERPRISES
PO, BOX 7351
Laguna Niguel, CA 92677
Please allow four to six weeks delivery.

California residents add 6% sales tax.
Free catalogs avallable.

writing his book, I sat in the office of
the publisher’s lawyers. They wanted
to avoid libel, so they kept changing
the names of any person who might
bring suit. One of these was somcone
Lenny had mentioned in passing. Her
name was Blowjob Betty. The lawyers
were afraid.

“You guys must be kidding,” I said.
“Do you actually believe anyone is go-
ing to come out and admit her name is
Blowjob Betty?” My protest was futile.
They changed Blowjob Betty to Go
Down Gussic. “I sure hope someone
named Go Down Gussie sues for inva-
sion of privacy.”

Meanwhile, the arrests continued.
New York District Attorney Richard
Kuh recommended in court that no
mercy be granted to Lenny Bruce be-
cause he had shown a “lack of
remorse.”

“I'm not here for remorse, but for
justice,” Lenny responded. “The issue
is not obscenity, but that 1 spit in the
face of authority.”

A friend of mine who dated Richard
Kuh swears that he took her back to
his apartment and played Lenny Bruce
records for her. That was a long time
ago, of course. Today that district attor-
ney would play the Dustin Hoffman
version of Lenny complaining that the
district attorney was doing his act. l
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* Nineteen New Ways to Be Offensive

at a Funeral

by Ed Bluestone [

Tell the widow that the deceased's last wish was that she have sex with you.

2 ;

Tell the undertaker that he can't close the coffin until you find your contact lens.

3

Punch the body and'tell people that'he hit you first.

LR 4
: Tell'the widow that you're the deceased’s gay lover. 55
Ask someone to take a snapshot of you shaking hands with the deceased. :

6

At the cemetery, play taps on a kazoo.

7

Walk around telling people ‘that youlve seen the willland they're not in it. 5

Ask the widow to give you an enema.

9

Drive behind the widow!'silimo and keep henking your harn.

e 10

Ak Tell the undertaker that your dog just died and ask if he can sneak himiinto the coffin. by

i I
'8 Place a hard-boiled egg in the mouth of the deceased. =Y

12 ¥l

Slip 2 whoopee cushion under the widow. A

13

il LLeave some phony dog shit on top of the deceased.

0%
5 Tell the widow that you have to leave early and ask if the will'can be read before the funeraliis over. A
M Urge the widow to give the deceased's wooden leg to someone poor who can't afford firewood.

16

Walk around telling people that the deceased didn't like them.

17

Use the deceased's tongue to lick a stamp.

I8

Ask the widow for money which the deceased owes you.

19

Take up a collection to pay off the deceased’s gambling debts.
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at a Weddmg

by Ed Bluestone

&
] |
a Show up with a baby and claim he belongs to the newlyweds.
2
Cover yourself with glue to improve your chances of catching the bouquet.
g
Offer to show people pictures of the bride fucking a dog.
EX
| |

Tell people that you knew the bride before the sex-change operation.

5

Tell the bride that the only reason you can look at her is that you used to be a proctologist.

) 6

Instead of a standard gift, give the newlyweds a gift certificate to a drug rehabilitation clinic.

~J

\ As you move down the receiving line, spit on each person.
if‘i:ﬁ_ Ask the bride’s mother to give you a handjob.
& Give the bride some Binaca, and tell her it kills the taste of sperm.
& 10
i Propose a toast to the bride’s nose job.
_&:

] |

Steal the cards from the wedding gifts so that no one can tell who they came from.

A 12

Walk up to various guests and demand to see their invitations.

LA
}

After the bride throws her garter start people chanting, “Throw your bra .... Throw your bra ....

Tell people that the groom had to be given Quaaludes to keep him from backing out.
1) Tell the rabbi there’s no money to pay him, and ask if he'll settle for shtupping the bride.

16

)] Assure the bride's mother that the groom is “hung like a horse.”

17

% Return a bra which the bride left in your car.

A Nlneteen New Wa s to Be Offenswe

If there’s a hunchback at the Jewish wedding, tell him that he has to wear one yarmulke on his head and another on his hump.

19

) When the bride is coming down the aisle, push the organist out of the way and start playing “The Lady Is a Tramp.”
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oran was in a lousy
mood, and nothing
was helping—not a
movie, not a drink,
not a long walk, hot
bath, or good book.
He prowled the house, muttering. [His
wife, sympathetic, put on black stock-
ings and Opium for him, but even that
didn't help; he gave her a Kiss and a
hug of appreciation, though, At wits'
end, he resorted to a little moving
meditation in the backyard—raking
leaves, poking the tomato plants, weed-
ing the fennel. Normally, this was fool-
proof; the smells, the colors, the clown-
ing of the squirrels would get him out
of himself and he'd feel better. Not to-
day. Even the imminence of his special,
long-anticipated birthday dinner, set for
tomorrow night, didn't cheer him up,
despite the promised attendance of all
his best friends, and the wine they had
somehow found for him, a precious,
terribly expensive 1961 Chateau Pe-
trus. In fact, the imminence of his
birthday was the heart of the problem.
Because this birthday was different.
This one was the Big Four-Oh,

Too depressed to move, he stood
there with the rake, gazing sightlessly
into the middle distance, ruminating,
What a demanding, unfair, and relent-
less proposition life had turned out to
be! For some reason, he'd expected it
to be like Marx Brothers movies, full of
madcap adventures and fun. Instead, it
was full of responsibilities. And not
ones that lasted a few days or a week,
cither—permanent responsibilities.
When had that terrible yoke first
slipped around his neck? When he’d
married? Taken on a career? Shit, you
could go all the way back to high
school—the homework, the tests, the
demands of athletics. . ..

Even then, there'd always been
something demanding his attention,
something he was supposcd to be do-
ing instead of what he wanted to be
doing. There were so many things he
was supposed to be doing that he'd had
to make lists of them so he wouldn't
forget any. The years passcd; the lists
grew longer. By now, they'd raken
over; they determined the content of
Moran’s life, not him. He hadn't spent a
spontaneous day since he was a kid.

Indeed, that was how far back you
had to go o find the kind of life for
which he currently yearned. Reviewing
his childhood, he remembered whole
weeks of spontaneity. You just got up
in the morning and did whatever you
wanted. All day long! Day after day!

But childhood was gone. You
couldn’t go home again. Children have
fun; adults have responsibilities.

Take his wife. Make no mistake,
Moran loved his wife. She was sweet,

pretty, smart, great in bed, and gave
Moran all kinds of emotional support;
he would have been lost without her,
But marriage entails responsibilities.
The flip side of getting support is giv-
ing it. and Clairc nceded plenty. She
was one of those women who, in her
early thirties, had decided to “find her-
self” and was currently slogging
through law school. Moran respected
that, but it meant he had to do most of
the shopping, cooking, and cleaning,
And the thing about shopping, cooking,
and cleaning was, you could never fin-
ish them. The refrigerator refused to
stop emptying out. Dust balls magically
reappeared. It was relentless.

As were the bills, Moran and Claire, a
year ago, had bought a cute little house
up in Laurel Canyon. It had a fireplace,
a nice pool, and a great view of LA—
they loved the place. But now, every
month, Moran faced a mortgage pay-
ment. It too, would not go away, not
for twenty-nine morc years. It was part
of their nut. They had a nut. Every
month they had to disburse certain

amounts of money. Had to. Which
made it necessary 1o work. Not desir-
able or nice. Not optional. Necessary.

S0 he slaved away at the piano, com-
posing jingles for a chewing gum com-
pany, semi-willing collaborator in the
rotting of the world’s teeth. This meant
long hours in the studio, fifty weeks a
year, writing these peppy little tunes
about gum. It wasn't easy. How were
you supposed to feel peppy about gum?
How were you supposed to feel any-
thing about gum? Furthermore, he
wasn't paid enough, and his boss was
an asshole.

Moran, at onc time, had brimmed
with grand ambitions. He'd aspired to
write and perform great pop music, to
become another Dylan or Marley, one
of those guys. Hadn't happened. He'd
wanted heroic challenges against which
to test himself. He'd wanted glory. In-
stead, he'd ... just sort of hung in
there—worked pedestrian jobs, made
okay money, fallen in love, gone to
movics, bought underwear, had dinner

with people. ... What he'd done with
NATIONAL LAMPOON
73

R AR N T B M A W S S R T

himself was cquivalent to owning a fine
racing car and only driving it to the su-
permarket and the dentist. He deserved
to throw perfect games, win Oscars,
cxplore unknown lands, Instead, he
took out the garbage, kept the cars
working, fed the cat, emptied the dish-
washer. ... He was stuck fast to the ter-
rible tar baby of domestic bliss.

Well, former domestic bliss; nowa-
days, domestic woe was more like it.
Moran and Claire wanted children,
wanted desperately to raise a family,
but this, too, was proving difficult; he'd
been trying for a year to impregnate
her, without success. He had to do hu-
miliating shit at the doctor’s, beat off in
jars. Strangers peered into his wife's
vaginal recesses, blasted Moran’s sperm
up her with what looked like bulb bas-
ters. Nothing worked.

It was a bad situation, and they
couldn’t shake it loose; it kept being
there the next day. Moran felt deep-
seated insecurity about this evident
lack of potency on his part. What kind
of man couldn’t knock up his own
wife? She'd never said so, but she had
to be resenting him. He watched her
closely, scrutinized her behavior for
signals. His anxieties were taking the
fun out of their sex life.

On top of everything else, the eight:
ics appcearcd to be developing into a
major bummer. As Reagan’s second
vear in office neared its end, the pat-
tern was emerging—pricks and sons of
bitches in charge everywhere, decency
out of fashion. kindness and compas-
sion abandoned. Intense competition
and an obsession with winning seemed
to dominate national life.

The arts were in trouble. Theater
was dying. No one was writing great
novels, painting great paintings, blazing
new trails in jazz. Where were the
Faulkners, the Picassos, the Charlie
Parkers of today?

The educational system had failed.
His country’s foreign policy involved
chumming it up with tyrants and tor-
turers, Sports was about money. There
were no great leaders, and none in
sight. The center wasn't holding.

Yet, all around him, people went
about their lives, acting as if everything
were fine, How could they be so san-
guine? Where were all those coura-
geous souls who'd hurled themselves
against the barricades in the sixties?
Now was when they were needed. But
they were silent, seeped back into the
general culture, reincarnated as yup-
pies. The only ones who seemed in
touch with the truth were the Rastafar-
ians, down in Jamaica, In their stoned
way, they saw the world for what it
was, or had become. Babylon. [le lived
in the heart of fucking Babylon, man.

He wanted to split, find a remote

Cobovriaght © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc



—.: il '!')
(! ey

RIS

-~ o ‘
—\:‘)\_\\\
2

—————

corner of Mexico, put up a hammock.
He could see himself there, bearded,
knocking back teguilas, making up the
days as they went along. But how
could he go to Mexico? He didn't have
time. Duties, cares. cConcerns, worries,
and commitments—those were what
he had.

He wanted 1o renegotiate his con-
tract, take it to arbitration, something.
But there was no agency to apply to,
no ombudsman to put things right, so
he sighed and began at last to yank
dispiritedly with the rake at the scatter
of yellow, waxy leaves carpeting this
part of the yard.

“Hey, Mr. Moran, look out!”

The words had scarcely registered
when something whooshed by him at
nose level, arched sharply downward,
and exploded in his leaf pile. blowing
Moran over backward. His depression
burned off as fear and anger batled for
top billing on his emotional marquee.
He turned to see Dougie Kruth, the kid
next door, rushing up.

“I'm really sorry, Mr. Moran, Are you
okay?" Dougie peered anxiously at
Moran through his thick glasses.

“I'm fine, Dougie. Almost experienc-
ing death is really fun. Is this another
of your science experiments, or have
you joined the PLO?"

“I've been attempting to develop a
more efficient form of laser-guided
ground-to-air missile and, ah, scem to
have encountered a small glitch.™

“You mean it doesn’t work.”

“Oh, the missile works fine. The /la-
ser screwed up. You won't tell my fa-
ther, will you?"

Super-bright, Dougie went to some
kind of special school where the
}'()ll(\gl:fit other student was I\V(Tl'll'}'-
three. Dougie was ten. It was thought
that someday the boy's unique explora-
tions might greatly benefit mankind. To
date, they certainly hadn’t benefited
Moran. The left side of his home was
pocked and scarred from the impacts
of former experiments, When the boy
constructed a broadcast energy genera-
tor, Moran and Claire were given Afros
that wouldn't go away for a month. Be-
coming fascinated with gene-splicing,
he'd infested Moran's basement with
blue, sucking things that almost killed
the exterminator. Now it was ballistic
missiles; Moran only thanked God the
kid hadn't yet figured out warheads.

“No, Dougie, I won't tell. Just aim it
over at the Mastersons' next time, will
ya?"

Dougie gave him a grin .. . and then
the oddest thing happened. The boy
seemed to lose focus. He looked, for a
moment, like two Dougies. one super-
imposcd on the other. And then he was
one agdin ... but he was holding some-
thing. As to what the object was,
Moran had no visual referent for it. It
glowed and hummed. It looked like a
Tinkertoy on LSD.

The boy blinked. His eyes fixed on
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Moran, and an enormous grin spread
across his face. “Oh, boy,” he said.
“Made it! Phil—Jesus Christ, look how
fucking young you are! Where's your
beard?” He burst out laughing,

Moran felt disoricnted. The glowing
thing had just ... appeared in his hand,
Moran was certain of it. As if it had
been beamed down by the Enterprise.
What was more, he'd never seen shy,
serious Dougic act this way before.
What on earth was he talking about?

The boy looked around. He sniffed,
long, luxuriantly, “Fall,” he murmured.
Squirrels chattered overhead: Dougie
glanced up, smiled. “The big pine! It's
still here!™ He turned conspiratorially
to Moran. “It's gonna get bark beetles.
Better be careful,” Again the boy
laughed heartily; the Tinkertoy thing
zizzed and pulsed in his hands. Becom-
ing serious, he looked sidelong at
Moran. “I'm ten, right? Years old, 1
mean?”

“The last [ heard, you were.”

“Oh, boy ..." His exuberant words
dropped off as he sighted something.
Moran looked with him. At the window
of Dougie’s kitchen, a figure moved,
“Mom,” Dougic breathed. He started
off, then turned back to Moran and
thrust the twisty, hard-to-look-at Tink-
ertoy thing at him. “Hey, hold this for
me, will you? I'll be right back.”

Moran, on automatic, took it.

The boy mshed excitedly to his own
yard, then slowed. “I did deactivate it,
didn’e 17" he asked himself. With a wor-
ried expression, he turned,

His neighbor wasn't holding the
Tinkertoy thing anymore. In fact, the
Tinkertoy thing was gone. Phil Moran
was looking around his yvard in a sort of
stunned crouch, a look of fear and pan-
ic coming over his face.

“Oops,” Dougic said.

Moran woke. He stretched and
vawned. How good he felt! No aches,
no pains, no sense of dread—it seemed
ages since he'd felt this way. He groped
for Claire, with the notion of sharing
some of his unaccustomed morning
vigor with her. She wasn’t there. He
must have slept late for her to be up
and out before him. What the hell day
was this, anyway? He sat up ... and
froze.

He was in his room.

But he meant, his room. From when
he was a kid! There was his brick-and-
board bookease with the Oz books and
Captain Marvel comics. There were his
toy saldiers, deplgyed in his crumpled-
up rug; his cigar boxes full of baseball
cards; the autographed Alan Ladd pic-
ture; the plastic models of MIGs and Sa-
bre Jets on his dresser top. . ..

Was he dreaming? He didn't feef like
he was dreaming. Throwing back the
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covers, he swung his feet to the floor,
encountered something soft, His biue
bunny stippers! Scarcely believing it,
he slipped into them. They felt as won-
derful as he remembered; they'd proba-
bly been the best slippers he'd ever
had. All slippers ever since, downhill
from them. Moran laughed . .. and
stopped, shocked. His voice was sopra-
no! He whipped open the door to his
closet, checked himself out in the mir-
ror. The earth seemed to heave be-
ncath his feet. He was a kid. He was
himself at nine. maybe ten years old!
Could his hair ever have been so
blond? Look at it—big flop of it hang-
ing across his forehead!

“Wurfl Wuarf wurf!” The door
creaked open, nudged by a snout.
“Wurf wurf wurf!”

Moran felt faint. “Max?"

The dog bounded into the room—
big. goofy, black and white Max, with
his dopey, lovable tongue. Moran
hadn't thought about Max in years. As
the dog leaped up at him, trying (o lick
his face, Moran felt himself beginning
to cry. “Oh, Max.” he said, hugging the
dog for all he was worth.

Dong dong dong!

The sound pushed a dusty button in
Moran’s Pavlovian response center,
Knocking on the radiator pipe—that
was ... his mother? When Moran had
been a kid, that's what she'd done—sig-
naled to him by banging the back of a
knife on the pipe his room shared with
the kitchen below.

“Phi-ill," a voice called. “Breakfast.”

It was his mother. Fending off the
dog, Moran sat down, What was hap-
pening here? He was a kid and his
mother was calling him to breakfast.
Very normal ... except he was about o
be forty, and hadn't lived in this house
in twenty years. He settled on “dream-
ing” as his best-case scenario. If it
wasn't “dreaming,” it had to be either
“hallucinating™—and he hadn’t done
those kinds of drugs in years—or “in-
sane,” which was simply unacceptable.
So it had better be “dreaming”. . ..

Gradually, he became aware of a
sound, a familiar sound midway be-
tween a hum and a whine. He found
the source under the bed—the Tinker-
toy thing. Well, so much for the dream
theory. He inspected the device more
closely. A zone in its center seemed to
be endlessly swallowing itself. Watch-
ing it made him nauseous. He rolled
the thing around in his hands, feeling it
prickle his skin, and came upon a metal
plate with three plastic buttons. One
said "Start,” another “Stop,” the third
“Reverse.” Shrugging, he pushed
“Stop." The device shut off. Inert, it
was so ugly he almost wrned it on
again, Nor did it any longer resemble a
Tinkertoy; it looked metallic, dirty,

sharp.

“Phi-ill!!!” His mother, getting impa-
tient,

“Uh ... coming!"

He tossed the thing into his closet,
searched for clothes. There were some
by the bed, evidently yesterday’s, the
little underpants still nesting in the
dungarees. Could he really fit into-
these tiny togs? He rummaged in the
dresser, came up with fresh Jockey
shorts, brown corduroys, and a red T-
shirt.

When he slipped out of his pajamas,
what he saw made him stop dead, fro-
zen with shock: his dick was bald as a
cue ball, and, what was more, about
the size of a peanut!

Finding himself in his old room
hadn’t done it. Seeing himself in the
mirror hadn’t done it. But his minus-
cule, non-hirsute member finally put

He checked
himself out in the
mirror. He was a

kid. He was

himself at ten!
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Moran over the top. He accepred it He
was a little fucking kid!

“Oh, swecetie, don't you look nice to-
day.” His mother gave him a kiss and
handed him the orange juice she'd just
squeezed. His mother, now shockingly
young, younger, in fact, than he was;
he'd gotten so uscd to the older ver-
sion of her, currently residing in Flori-
da, doing her crossword puzzles and
listening on FM to what she called her
“Medicare music.” She sure had been
pretty, with that wonderful, sunny
smile. He felt a surge of affection for
her.

He tossed back the juice. It tasted
sensational, The fried eggs, too—full of
flavor. Was this because in 19-whenev-
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er-it-was, they were still making food
without all the chemicals and crap? Or
did his child’s palate, uncorrupted by
vears of adult indulgence, simply taste
things that way? It didn’t matter; he
went through breakfast like a starved
shark as his mother beamed. She was
rolling out dough for a pic, humming
snatches of some old song. Warm sun-
light spilled into the room; a butterfly
meandered by the window. Moran
went into a kind of rapturous float.

The phone rang. His mother picked
it up, held it out to him. Staring at the
old-fashioned black receiver, Moran
wondered who on earth it could be;
nobody knew he was here.

“Phil? Hey, it's Eric. We getting to-
gether today?”

Eric? Moran seemed to be getting
floored about every other minute. Eric
Marx had been his best friend from the
fourth grade on, maybe his best friend
ever.

“Sure,” Moran said, “Uh, what do you
want to do?”

“I thought we were going up to
Ryan's Estate.”

“Oh, right. Of course.”

“Okay, well, I'm leaving now. Meet
you at the U.R"

“The what?”

“The ULP- The usual place. What's the
matter, your brain has a dead battery
today?”

The usual place . .. It came back to
him. “Okay, great, sce ya."

He wld his mother where he was go-
ing. “Have fun, dear,” she said, washing
the dishes, taking care of everything,
letting him just walk away,

On the front porch lay the paper, the
Herald Tribune. Moran, who had
grown up here in Oyster Cove, a Long
Island town half an hour out from New
York, hadn't scen that good old news-
paper in a couple of decades. Happily,
he sat down on the top step, unfolded
it ... and found out it was Labor Day
Monday, September 5, 1952, Which
made him . .. ten and a half. There was
a picture of President Truman, and of
Eisenhower and Adlai Stevenson,
whose election campaigns were now
moving into high gear. The Korean War
was on; peace talks were still bogged
down in Panmunjom. Half-forgotten
names startled him—Jomo Kenyatta,
Trygve Lie, Frank Costello, The Yan-
kees, eight games up, were at Cleve-
land, Eddic Lopat going against Early
Wynn. The old, great Yankees, before
the blot of Steinbrenner, . . .

The air was sweet and fine as he
headed up the tree-lined street, Of
coursc—there was no pollution yvet, no
toxic waste dumps or acid rain. The
day was perfect, with a crisp hint of
fall, though no leaves had begun to
turn. All around him lay the suburban
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dream of the fifties—the pretty homes,
the nice little lawns, the car in every
driveway. It was unspoiled; urban
sprawl lay in the future. There was no
graffiti, no McDonald's, no joggers. Men
mowed their lawns with mowers you
had to push: there wasn't a leaf blower,
or weed eater, or chain saw to be
heard. Or car alarm. Station wagons
were paneled with wood! Moran felt
wonderful. He felt safe, warm, in per-
fect health with limitless encrgy. He
wanted to climb a tree, ride a bicycle,
throw a baseball. He practicaliy
skipped along,

A part of Moran's mind cleared its
throat at him. This is all very well, it
stated, but meanmwhile we're stuck in
some kind of impossibie nightmare
situation bere, and we've got 1o figure
oul what's going on.

Really? thought the rest of him,
slowing to a walk. Couldn’t we just
sorta . .. enjoy it a while?

Are you crazy? We don’t know
what's bappening. This could be a psy-
chotic episode or something.

Or the answer to our prayers, God
bearkening to our call . . .

That's ridiculous. God doesn’t do
stuff like this. You and me, right now,
have got to determine what did hap-
pen, assess the situation, explore re-
sponses. . . .

Okay, okay, the rest of him thought
sullenly.

Thank you Now, assuming we're
not dreaming or crazy, that leaves
Dougie’s Tinkertoy thing. I think we
ought to ...

A Good Humor truck turned onto
the street, ringing its bells.

Yayyyyyyyyyy!" cried Moran, run-
ning toward it. Good Humor? He hadn’t
even beard of Good Humor in, Jesus,
yedrs. Boy, was this great!

The truck stopped. Bud, the nice
Good Humor Man who always worked
this route, jumped out, beamed down
at him.

“What's your pleasure today, m'boy?
Lime Humorette? Orange Ice Cup?”

He wanted the cup, they had the pic-
tures of ballplayers on the underside of
the lid, under the wax-paper seal you'd
peel off—Stan Musial, Ted Williams,
Mickey Mantle. . .. He searched his
pockets for a dime, They were empty.

“Aw gee!” Moran kicked a pebble
disconsolately.

“That’s okay, Phil. Pay me the next
time you see me."

The man not only remembered his
name, but was willing to frust him.
Moran was awed; transactions of this
sort had become so impersonal by his
day, with no one trusting anyone. How
the world had changed! He accepted
the cup, thanking Bud profusely. Under
the wax paper, he found Duke Snider.

Well, that was okay, he could trade it
to Eric, who was a Dodger fan, for onc¢
of his Yankee lids.

Eric, of course, was just a kid, not
the forty-year-old music publisher who
lived not far from Moran in LA., with
whom Moran st//l hung out, grooving
on recent recorded sounds and making
each other laugh. What was wonderful
was that, ten years old or not, Eric was
Eric: his essence was the same. At a
college reunion last June, Moran had
seen the same syndrome; the cool guys,
twenty vears later, still cool; the ass-
holes, hopeless as ever, So it was good
to see Eric, really very good, like en-
countering an old friend in a faraway
land.

Ryan's Estate had been a robber bar-
on's private domain once upon a time,
but Ryan was gone, and the mansion,
cottages, and greenhouse had long
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His notebool, in
his lap, lifted
slowly. Moran

looked down in
disbelief. You
could have hung
an overcoat on it.
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since fallen to ruin. In a few years the
land would be developed, transforming
the place into another ticky-tack hous-
ing development. At the moment, how-
ever, it was a wonderland of woods
and streams, toppled marble columns
and Greek statuary overgrown with
wildflowers, and formal gardens
choked with weeds: No grown-up ever
went there. Among places to play, it
ranked number one on Moran’s all-time
list.

They went to the big pond known as
Black Ink. There, on an earlier visit,
Moran and Eric had nailed planks onto
tree limbs, created a raft. They pulled it
from its hiding place and soon were
poling themselves to the little island in
the middle. There they hung out,
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laughed, goofed around. Beneath the
canopy of trees it was cool, still, green,
and dappled. Moran tasted the air, saw
the colors, smelled the smells—the
sensory intake was ravishing.

At higher levels of fun, time disap-
pecars, Before Moran knew it, hours had
passed, and they were leaving. But it
was too soon to end the day, so they
went o Spector's, the soda fountain
across from the firehouse, and drank
chocolate egg creams. Then Eric
bought them candy: red hots, and wax
root beer barrels, and those upside-
down bottle caps of cocoa stuff you ate
with little, shovel-shaped spoons. Ev-
erything cost a penny,

They checked the comics rack. A
bunch of new ECs had come in. Eric
bought copies of The Vault of Horror
and Weird Fantasy. They went back to
Moran's house and lay around the
porch, reading, swinging in the ham-
mock, fooling around with Max. After a
while Eric went home. Moran listened
to The Shadow on the radio. The char-
acters said “Say!” and “What the—?"; it
was great. Then his mother served him
a dinner of charming ingenuousness—
hamburgers with catsup and a glass of
milk. He ate every bite.

Before bed, he took a bath. Years had
probably passed since he'd felt un-
hassled enough to relax in a tub, but
tonight he lingered and soaked and
added more hot water as needed and
pushed the little battleship around. . ..
He had a great time. Then, in incredi-
bly comfortable blue flannel pajamas,
he crawled between fresh, crispy-clean
sheets and lay there in a state of abso-
lute peace. listening through the win-
dow to the wind stirring the elm tree.
Smiling, he closed his eyes and drifted
off.

“Wake up!™ He felt his foot grabbed,
shaken insistently. “Let’s go, dipshit.”

Moran opened his eyes. A face leered
down at him; he recognized his brother
... his big brother.

“Dad brought me back from camp
last night. You were asleep. Glad to see
me, fucknose?” Richard grabbed Mor-
an’s wrist and gave him an Indian burn.

“Ow! What the hell you think you're
doing? Knock it off, asshole!"

Richard grabbed a fistful of Moran's
pajama top, yanked him close. "Oh,

" tough guy. huh? You wanna make mc

knock it off?”

His brother was fourteen. He was six
inches taller than Moran, and lifted
weights. The memories returned in a
rush—the years of bloody noscs, socks
in the bicep, twisted arms, kicks in the
ass ... and his own unending inability
to do a thing about them.

“Uh, guess not,” he said, grinning
sheepishly.
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Richard hooked a leg behind him,
pushed him; Moran fell painfully to the
floor. “Okay, just watch your mouth

from now on, homo. And get dressed—

Mom wants you downstairs for break-
fast.”

Today his mother wasn't singing,
paid him no compliments, She looked
tired, prepared the food mechanically,
gave Moran an absent peck on the
cheek. Then Moran's father came in,
big bellied, unkempt, frowning. What a
shock to see him; the man had been
dead now almost twenty years. But
here he was, and in no better mood
than ever. He didn't like the orange
juice. His coffee wasn't right. He was
sick of eggs. The newspaper had a
grease spot. Moran's hair wasn'’t

combed. Richard was making too much

noise.

Dawmn, thought Moran, amazing
what the buman mind can screen out.
He'd managed to forget all about his
dad and Richard yesterday. How beau-
tiful it had been; how far away it
seemed now.,

A horn beeped. “Better go, Phil,” said

3

his mother. “That’s the school bus.
Moran choked on his toast.
School??7?

“Seven times three?” said Moran,
“That's twenty-one.”

“Correct, Phillip." Mrs. Graves's
great, stern face turned to the next stu-
dent in the circle, “Carrie, seven times
four ,..”

Moran slumped there. It was hard to
say which was worse, his grim familial
experiences of that morning or this
grinding, boring, deadly day in a sixth-
grade classroom. There'd been spelling,
geography (the names of the forty-
ecight states and where they were), and
then a recess—the girls played hop-
scotch and the boys raced around pre-
tending to fire guns at each other and
die. Then lunch was served—peanut
butter and jelly on white bread and a
milk. He was getting sick of milk. What
was worse, he was adjusting rapidly to
his youthful palate. The flavor intensity
didn’t seem so great anymore; he didn’t
notice it as much, It had become what
he was eating that had begun to con-
cern him. The bread on his sandwich,
for instance. It didn’t bounce back; the
impressions left by his fingers just
stayed there,

He didn’t even have Eric to talk to.
Eric was in the other sixth-grade class,
across the hall, and Moran never saw
him; they even had different lunch pe-
riods, The day ground on. During a 50
cial studies class, Mrs. Graves ex-
pressed some political ideas that fell
slightly to the right of Attila the Hun.
The children around him unconcerned-

ly absorbed this world view as Moran
scowled, looked indignantly about

They were marched to the art class-
room; Moran wound up seated by the
kid who always drew the same house
with the twirly smoke coming out the
chimney and the little puffy clouds
overhead. Month after month, art class
after art class—the same house.

Now they were back upstairs, in a
circle of chairs for multiplication drill.
It was hot in the room. Moran’s atten-
tion drifted. Sitting quietly to one side
of Mrs. Graves was Miss Goldbudner,
the student teacher assigned to Moran's
class. She had red lips, plump buns, and
more than her share of perfectly bras-
siered fifties breasts. He sighed. When
he'd grown up, that had been how
women had looked, all right. By the
eighties, such generosity of figure was
gone, aerobicized and dieted into ex-
tinction. Women were no longer , ..
plush. Here, however ... Damn, he
thought, as Miss Goldbudner crossed
her legs, flashing a little thigh.

His notebook, in his lap, lifted slow-
ly. Moran looked down in disbelief. It
wasn't a big hard-on, obviously, but it
was youthfully exuberant and boyishly
intense—shockingly so, in fact. He
hadn't known whether, at age ten, he
could even get one; thinking back, he
scemed to remember discovering mas-
turbation a year or so after this. The
way things were going, he might have
to jump the gun a little; the damn thing
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was 50 up and hard you could have
hung an overcoat on it. He lifted the
notebook for a peek. An explosion of
giggles rang out. Moran looked up,
mortified. Three girls—Stephanie Pearl-
man, Linda Shapiro, and Eunice Le-
vine—were watching him with horri-
fied glee.

The source of their amusement went
away quickly. Moran, blushing wildly,
felt abashed to the point of paralysis.
They kept giggling and peeking and
whispering until finally, in some de-
mented attempt to shut them up, he
took the notcbook away, exaggeratedly
clutched his cock, and made faces like
a4 monkey at them.,

“Eyewww!"” they cried.

Mrs. Graves saw it all, and Moran
was out of there, sent home with a
note for his parents. The going home
part was fine; the note less so. “Per-
verted?” He was perverted? When she
kept a running total on the blackboard
of North Korcan killed and wounded?
He crumpled the piece of paper, tossed
it away.

So what did he do now? It was prob-
ably best to delay his return home until
three-fifteen or so, avoid answering
questions. That left him with an hour
to kill. Let's see, he wasn't far from
Fowler Street, where the fire station
and soda fountain were. Maybe he'd
stop in, have an egg cream. When trav-
eling in France, drink local wines; in
the fifties—egg creams.
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Over the years, Moran's nostalgia for
Oyster Cove had grown. It had become
a kind of suburban Camelot to him,
better than contemporary life. And so it
had looked to him yesterday; what he'd
seen confirmed all his memories. But
here in town ... everything was so
small. Buildings were dinky, streets nar-
row, the cars drab and ugly. The classic
fifties cars with their rocket ship motifs
and two-tone color schemes wouldn’t
come along for another couple of years
yet. All the men he saw wore hats; they
looked like characters in old movies.

He went into the soda fountain,
climbed onto the stool ... and remem-
bered he was broke. How the hell was
he supposed (o live without money?
And how did a ten-year-old kid get any?
He supposed he was given a weekly al-
lowance, fifty cents or something. On
Saturdays, he vaguely remembered.
Four days from now. So he couldn't
have an egg cream, or a malted, or a
pink candy banana, or red hots, or a
strip of paper with little candy- dots on
it, or anything,

Somebody was putting coins in the
jukebox. Great, thought Moran sourly.
What would we have here? “How
Much Is That Doggie in the Window?"?
“I Saw Mommy Kissing Santa Claus”?
That's what people were listening to in
those days; there was no rock 'n’ roll
yet. There were a few rhythm and
blues guys—what, Amos Milburn,
Charles Brown, Lloyd Price. Fats Domi-
no could perhaps be heard occasional-
Iy, his voice higher then. But no rock
n’ roll,

The song came on. “Shrimp boats are
comin’, there's dancin' tonight. ...
Moran nodded—it was typical. Nine-
teen fifty-two was June Allyson coun-
try. He turned to find out who he had
to thank for the bouncy little ditty cur-
rently offending his sensibilities, saw it
was one of the firemen, taking a break.
The guy was sitting at the counter,
drinking a lime rickey, tapping his fin-
gers to the music. Fiftyish, white-
haired, brawny, weathered—a baseball
manager-looking guy.

Moran’s stomach rumbled. He eyed
the candy display mournfully. What
story could he tell the counterman o
get himself a line of credit here?

“S'matter, sonny? Yhungry?”

Hey, the whitc-haired guy, taking
pity on the forlorn waif. How about
that? Well, shit, he wasn’t above taking
a loan from the nice man, Let's see,
he’'d have to act like a little kid
here. ...

“Uh, yeah, but I don’t have any mon-
ey, doggone it all.” Was that right? Was
he laying it on too thick?

The guy winked at the counterman,
"Well, why don’t I treat you, then,
young fella? What'll ya have?”

Moran smiled. "Great. But make it a
loan. I'll pay you back after Saturday.”
To the counterman, he said, “T'll take
five of those orange ones, The ones
that look like big peanuts.”

The counterman gave them to him,
in a little paper bag. Moran turned to
the fireman. “Thanks a lot, sir. I'll bring
a nickel to you at the firehouse, okay?”
The guy winked and cocked his finger
at him, so Moran waved and left.

It was getting close to three now,
Moran set off briskly, chewing on one
of the orange peanuts. He crossed
Fowler, turned up Third. Halfway up
the block, he happened to glance back.

The white-haired guy was following
him.

A quease of fear wormed its way
through his intestines. He looked
straight ahead. walked faster. The guy
gained on him easily, closing the gap.

“It’s a time travel
machine that only
takes you to your
own personal past,
in your own
personal younger

body.”

This is nothing, Moran told himself.
Nothing is going on bere. I'm just be-
ing paranoid.

"1 want to show you something,”
said the guy, coming up beside him.

Ob fuck!, thought Moran,

“Listen, I'm in sort of a hurry right
now, I'm really running late, and . .7

“Why'ncha come in here with me a
minute. .. ."

The guy's hand took Moran by the
neck and propelled him through a
break in the board fence that surround-
ed the vacant lot at Third and Fulton.
Moran was slammed against the inner
side of the fence, held there, the rough
surface abrading his cheek. The guy
brought his mouth closc to Moran's
car.
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“You're a cute little boy," he said
thickly. “Here’s something for you.”
There was a zipping sound, a brief
pause, and then Moran felt something
warm and liquid jet against his back,
run down his pants legs.

Curses roared to his tongue, but died
a coward’s death there, What else
would a man who'd piss on you do?
And whatever this guy wanted to do,
he could do, with Moran powerless to
alter matters. So he stood there, fumed
silently, took it.

After what scemed like a gallon, the
guy finished. “That was nice,” he whis-
pered. “Thank you." And ducked back
out through the fence, leaving Moran
dripping and humiliated. Slowly, he
made his way back out to the sidewalk.

To his amazement, the guy was
standing half a block away, engaged in
casual conversation with a cop.

“Hello? Excuse me . .." Moran
rushed over. "Officer, | want this son of
a bitch arrested. .. "

“Hey, watch that mouth,” said the
cop.

“The hell with that,” said Moran.
“This guy's a child molester. Look!”
Displaying his soaked back. “Pissed all
over me."”

“Ever see this kid before, Lou?” said
the cop to the white-haired guy.

“Don’'t know the young fella, Ab.”

“You incredible fucking liar!™ Moran
cried.

“Hey!" barked the cop.

“Will you please ignore my perfectly
understandable momentary penchant
for obscenity and listen to what I'm
saying? This guy whizzed on me. Un-
derstand? U-rin-ated . ..”

“All right, you little smartass, what's
your name?”

This was taking an ominous turn.
“Ah, okay, I was just kidding, Just, uh,
you know. young boy, plaving a prank.
Harmless, really ..." Grinning and
backing away.

The cop's meaty hand came down on
his shoulder,

"Well, since you're busy, Ab, I'll be
headin® on,” said Lou.

“Right, Lou. See ya at pinochle to-
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night.”

“You're just letting him go? Officer,
am I spcaking Swahili? This Lou friend
of yours just dragged me into this va-
cant lot here, whipped out his joint,
and—"

The flat of the cop’s hand hitting
Moran's head was like a beef baseball
bat. Moran staggered in little circles,
seeing lights.

“les’ watch the mouth, sonny. And
I'll have that name and address now.”

Moran's father believed the cop.

“Dad, the guy peed on me!”

“Goddamn it, Phil, you know what
the lowest thing in the world is? A liar!
Jesus Christ!”

“Why do you automatically believe
him? You think cops don't lie? The guy
was his friend.”

"Don’t get smart, mister, I'm your fa-
ther. Show a little respect.”

“Well, I'm your son. Show a little
trust or belief in me or something,”

Moran felt himself choking with
emotion. He couldn’t believe it—with
his father for less than a day and
sucked back into the same old dance.
Moran’s supposed adulthood made no
difference; his buttons pushed, he
could only proceed. reenact the an-
cient enmity.

“And that's not all;" said his father.
“We also had a call from Mrs. Graves,”
{h-ab, “Okay, Dad, listen. 1 know
what she probably said. But remember
who we're talking about here. This is a
bitter, aging woman—an old maid, with
God knows what kind of repressions
and obsessions. In class, she's a tyrant.

Not once have [ seen her smile. .. "

“Why is he talking that way?" cried
his mother. “What's wrong with him?"

His father grabbed his shoulder and
shook him. “You stop that, you! Who
do you think vou are?”

“Just a chip off the old block, I guess,
asshole!” was not the right answer.
Moran got a pretty good spanking. It
hurt like a mofo, humiliated him all
over again, and put a chilling effect on
the further exercise of his right of free
speech. From Moran's point of view, it
wias a naked, ugly display of power.
Steelin did stuff like this.

Moran was banished to his room. He
felt terrible. He missed his wife, needed
to see her, hold her. She wasn't there,
She was further away than the stars. He
considered beating the meat. He won-
dered if he could. He decided to find
out,

Locking himself in the bathroom, he
took a seat on the john. One thing for
sure, he wasn't about to find any nice
centerfolds on the newsstands, '52 be-
ing pre-Playboy. So he used his imagi-
nation. It was nice, like rediscovering
radio. Closing his eyes, *he ran a scene

for himself from the rich tapestry of his
sexual history, His little member was
instamtly responsive, and, by using
thumb and forefinger, he was able to
get a preity good motion going . ...
whoops!

He'd come! A bare thirty seconds
into Wanda Slatterbee in the hearse be
hind Phi Gam during a thunderstorm,
and blowie! Which meant everything
worked! He was a man!

Boom boom boom! “Hey, asshole!
Lemme in!”

Good God. his brother! Leaping to
his feet, Moran pulled his pants up,
brushed his hair back in place, flushed
the toilet, looked around. Everything
capacetic. . ..

“C'mon, dickhead! I gotta piss!”

Then he saw it—his come, where it
had hit the ceiling, where, as he
watched, a great goober of it began to
distend downward, like drool.

“What are you, playin’ with your-
self#”

What a thoroughly unpleasant ado-
lescent his brother was, Moran had for-
gotten—probably mercifully—just how
unpleasant. He looked at the ceiling
again, smiled.

“Ah, just a minurte, Richard, let you
right in here....”

His brother shouldered by him,
strode to the bowl. The glistening goo-
ber was a foot long now. Moran closed
the door, waited.

“BLEAHHHH!!™
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His brother rushed from the bath-
room, wiping at his crew cut with a
towel, face twisted in fury. Grabbing
Moran, he drew back his fist.

Later, hanging out in his bed with
Max, the aches and pains of the beating
Richard gave him making an impossibil-
ity of sleep, Moran noticed that he had
a quaint old table model radio—a little
Motorola, He turned it on, found a sta-
tion up at the end of the dial, some
black guy who said he'd be playing a
little R&B, a little jazz. things by Tiny
Bradshaw, Johnny Otis, Lester
Young, ... Immensely gladdened, he
made himself comfortable, waited for
the Afro Sheen commercial to end,

His door slammed open. “Jesus
Christ! Don't you know what time it is?
Turn that thing off. In fact ..."

His father yanked the cord from the
wall and walked out.

Moran put his arm around Max and
sighed. “At least I've got you, old boy,”
he said.

His father came back, took Max
away, and put him outside.

That did it. Egg creams, fresh prints
of films noirs, and clean air were no
substitute for freedom and dignity. Life
in the eighties may have had its dreaw-
backs, but this was the Gulag Archipel-
ago. He had to get out of here.

Abem, thought that part of Moran.
Shall we think about the Tinkertoy
thing now?
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Right, thought the rest of him. Lel’s
think about the Tinkertoy thing.

Okay, bere's my theary: Dougie
Kruth grows up. lle's a genius, and he
fnvents a time travel machine But il's
a special one; it only takes you lo
Your own personal pasl, in your own
personal younger body. He's nostalgic
about bis childbood, sets the machine
to send himself—or whoever else
holds it—back to when be was ten. . ..

Abbhbb . . . thought the rest of him.
And then, Didn't we see the tword “Re-
verse” on that thing?

Moran's united selves leaped from
the bed, yanked the closet door open.

The Tinkertoy thing was gone.

Panic foamed up in him like milk
boiling. He rooted in vain through the
kid junk in the bottom of the closet.
His mother—it had to be his mother.
She was always picking up, always
cleaning,

“What did you do with it?” he
screamed, bursting into their pitch-
black room.

His mother let out a little cry, and he
could hear much scurrying movement,
“Who the hell is that? Phillip?” roared
his father. “How dare you barge in here
without knocking? Christ on a crutch!™

Moran ignored him. “Mom, did you
take a ... a thing from my closet?

“Darling, I don’t know how much
you saw just now, but I want you to
know your father and 1 were nof fight-
ing. There's nothing for you to be up-

set about, or .. ."

“I'm not upset, I'm fing, Mom, what'd
you do with it? About the size of a foot-
ball, looked like—"

“I'm talking to you, mister!” bel-
lowed his father.

“Dad, why don’t you just ... cool it a
minute, okay? Mom, please ...”

“She didn't throw it out, | did.”

“You did? What were you doing in
my closer?”

His father laughed unpleasantly, “His
closet. Listen, you, I paid for everything
in this house; it’s all mine. | threw out
that goddamn piece of junk because it
cut my goddamn finger—it's danger-
ous,”

Moran ran to him. “Where is it?"

“In the goddamn trash, that's where ™

The knot in Moran's stomach loos-
ened slightly. He tore for the door.

“JUST ONE MOMENT, YOUNG
MAN!

Moran turned to him in desperation.
“Will you lay off? Please? This is sooo
important.”

“GET BACK TO BED THIS INSTANT,
AND DON'T GET UP AGAIN!"

It was hard to restrain himself, but
he’d have o wait. Running downstairs
now would be counterproductive. For
one thing, it would probably get him
spankced. Worse, his father would sim-
ply forbid him to bring the thing in-
side, and that would be the end of his
chances of getting home, slim as they
were,
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Seething with frustration, he went to
his room. He couldn’t handle this much
longer, devouring these quantities of
shit. He'd flip out, run amok, off his fa-
ther with a carving knife or something.
He wasn’t kidding; he was close to the
edge.

Gradually, he cooled down. When an
hour had passed, he tiptoed for the
stairs. Father snoring, cveryone
asleep—good. Caaaaarefully opening
the front door, he slipped outside and
traversed the porch like a shadow,
even remembering to avoid the
squeaky plank. The garbage cans werce
out in front for pickup. He grasped the
top of a can, eeecaased it off. There
was the Tinkertoy thing! He reached
for it.

ARF ARF ARF!

Max rushed up happily and hurled
himself at Moran, sending him sideways
into the cans, which hit the street so
loudly they might as well have been
dropped from a plane. Lights went on.
His father rushed out in a bathrobe,
dragged Moran inside, and spanked him
until his hand hurt. Then he found a
wooden coat hanger and continued
with that.

At length, with Moran's buns so red
they probably glowed, he was locked
in his room for the night. He was dev-
astated. His last chance to get home—
gone, He was marooned in 1952! How
could he ever have wanted to be a kid
again? Kids were victims. People did
anything they wanted to kids—and got
away with it. By virtue of his kidhood,
Moran had no power, no rights, no le-
gal recourse. He was a member of a re-
pressed minority group.

But there was more; Moran's hell had
many dimensions. With whom, for in-
stance, would he find companionship?
Kids? Kids were boring! They didn't
know anything. They couldn't talk poli-
tics, experience psychological insights,
even understand his jokes. Nor would
things improve in the near term. The
children around him would gradually
turn to randy, zitty teenagers, like his
brother, and then puerile college stu-
dents thinking they knew it all. And
anyway, kids turned out to like his
company no more than he liked
theirs—at school, they sensed his dif-
ferentness, watched him warily, avoid-
ed him.

Adults, on the other hand, reaily
couldn’t stand him. There was some-
thing about the way he behaved, his
grown-up expectation of autonomy and
respect, that drove them wild, To
adults, he was an uppity nigger. His re-
ward, from now on, for being himself
would be exclusion on the one hand,
brutal repression on the other. And if
he told anyone the truth, they'd think
he was crazy.
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There was more. For him, "news”
would not be “news” again until 1982;
he knew everything that would hap-
pen. He knew The 564,000 Question
was phony, would never be excited by
it. The Cuban missile crisis wouldn't
faze him. e knew who would win
cach game of every World Series; the
greatest sports thrill of the year
wouldn’t be anymore, He knew which
rock stars would die; what the CIA was
doing; who was gay—he couldn’t share
in the popular delusions that bound
other people together.

He'd have to go through it all
again—the boredom of the fifties, the
giddy liberation of the sixties, the terri-
ble crash of the seventies. He'd have to
see hula hoops, sack dresses, beehive
haircuts. He'd have to relive Vietnam,
the assassinations, the rioting in the cit-
ies. The list was endless—Pat Boone
records, the '68 Democratic Conven-
tion, Altamont, Tom Snyder . ... Life
lived existentially was bad enough, but
at least you had hope. Lived this way,
you knew what was coming; even hope
wis gone,

Talk about trapped. Talk about night-
mares. He badn't ever even beard of a
worsc situation than the one he was in.
He lay there sleeplessly, muscles knot-
ting, stomach cramping. He put the pil-
low over his face and howled in fear
and misery. Cold sweats bathed him; he
almost threw up. He wanted only one
thing—to be home.

About three-thirty, like a light com-
ing on, an understanding dawned on
Moruan, something he probably should
have learned a long time ago—that
what he wanted was irrelevant. What
was, was, and no amount of feeling sor-
ry for himself, or horror at his plight,
would change things. Meeting the cur-
rent challenge would require a differ-
ent modality of thought from what he
was used to. At stake was nothing less
than his survival as a free, independent
human being; the past was not a for-
eign country, it was another planet, and
Moran was the alien there. Without
fricnds or allies. Facing the daily agen-
da of a child.

There were two ways he could go—
off the Brooklyn Bridge or ... or he
could reach deep inside himself, some-
how find the strength, guile, and deter-
mination to carve out a livable life back
here. Use what he knew about the fu-
ture to create a tenable present, replete
with options the adult Moran had come
to expect and depend on—no matter
what it took, no matter how many ob-
stacles stood in his way. In the end,
there was really no choice; he either
moved forward or went under. Could
he do it? Was he up to this?

At seven-fifteen, Richard unlocked

Moran’s door. “G'mornin’, dicknosc.
Hear you were a real asshole last night.
Well, here's your morning noogie.” He
advanced on Moran, middle knuckle
outthrust. Enjoying himself, expecting,
at most, passive resistance.

Moran put everything he had into
the punch, which struck Richard's solar
plexus dead center. Richard's eyes
bulged, and he doubled over; the look
of shock on his face was ambrosia for
Moran. He brought his palms together,
hard, with his brother's head between
them. That straightened Richard our,
and it was easy to kick him in the balls.

Richard sagged against a wall, strug-
gling to breathe, making great rasping
noises. Moran was on him, pressed his
Cub Scout knife to the larger boy's
neck.

“Never fuck with me again. You un-
derstand? No more noogies; no more
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The past was not a
foreign country, it
was another
planet, and he was
the alien there.

Indian burns; no more Chinese hair-
cuts. You don’t touch me from now on.
And you call me Phil. Right? Not dip-
shit, not asshreath—Phil. In the future,
unless 1 want you, you S[:Iy out of my
way. Or I'll cut your balls off. I'll come
in when you're sleeping, cut your balls
off, and stuff 'em in your mouth. You
understand me?"”

Richard's eves rolled. He nodded,
quickly and tightly. Moran let him go,
put the knife away. Richard slid to the
floor with a low moan, trying to hold
himself in three places at once. It was
amazing what a few late-seventies kung
fu classes could do for you in a pinch,
Moran reflected. Stepping over Richard.
he headed down the stairs.

Breakfast wasn't bad, with his father
an early departure this morning, his
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brother being extremely deferential,
and his mother coming through with
some nice waffles and maple syrup.
Moran glanced through the paper, took
sips of her coffee when she wasn't
looking. His brother looked for a sec-
ond like he might say something, but
Moran shot him the evil eye and Rich-
ard shut up instantly, terrified.

Moran returned to the paper. What
was striking him was how littlc every-
thing cost here. With a few bucks, you
could do okay in '52.

As he walked to school, loose-leaf
notebook and Lone Ranger lunch box
in his hand, he began to see the possi-
bilities, how things might be handled.
He chuckled to himself, then became
more serious. The odds against him
were, of course, stupendous, but what
he had in mind just could work. What
continued 0 elude solution was his fa-
ther. The man was too big to be intimi-
dated, too unreasonable for moral sua-
ston. Moran sighed. Well, he’d think of
something.

Mrs. Graves thought Moran was won-
derful that day; she thought he was tak-
ing notes on her social studies lecture.
But Moran, using time-honored tech-
niques from college, was merely ap-
pearing to take notes; actually, he was
writing a letter. He'd remembered a
lawyer who practiced in Oyster Cove;
ten years from now, the man would
handle things for his family after Phil
Sr.’s death. Moran had liked the guy;
he'd been honest, friendly, and there
for them when they needed him, Well,
Moran needed an honest, friendly adult
to be there for him right now. The let-
ter said:

Decar Mr. Teischer,

I want to make you a business prop-
osition, one that could result in our
considerable mutual enrichment, I am
entirely serious, and believe I can con-
vince vou of both my sincerity and
ability to deliver what 1 promise.

Are you a bascball fan? Then you
know the World Series is coming, On
October 7, after the Yankees win the
scventh game, reread the rest of this
letter. If you should then wish to speak
to me, call KL5-0846,

Brooklyn wins the first game, 4—2,
Joe Black defeating Alliec Revnolds, Snider
homering in the sixth. The Yanks take
Game Two, 7-1, Raschi over Erskine,
Berra going four for four . ..

Moran finished the letter, signed it,
sighed. Two more boring hours before
he got to go home. Glancing idly
about, he saw that Miss Goldbudner
was once again looking delightfully Ru-
benesque. He was gazing at her in ad-
miration, grinning ... when suddenly
she looked at him! And smiled!

Instantly, Moran got another of those
hot, dawn-of-sexuality hard-ons, this
one so powerful it started to lift up the
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table at which he sat. He pushed his
chair back, hurriedly covered the bon-
er with his notebook; stole a glance at
the little Jewish princesses. Mercifully,
their attention was elsewhere.
Unfortunately, so now was Miss
Goldbudner's. But she had smiled at
him, he'd seen her; she'd returned his
attentions with warmth, Denise, that
was her name. What a fox! Damn! He
looked back at Eunice Levine. In a few
vears she'd be the beauty of his high
school; hard to tell it now, as she sat
there in her ponytail and little Mary
Jane shoes. It would be years until

Moran could make time with women of

his own generation.

“Hey, Joey," he whispered to the kid
next to him, “how'd you like to dork
Miss Goldbudner on home plate before
a capacity crowd at Yankee Stadium on
the Fourth of July?”

“Yeah," laughed Joey, “boy, that'd be
great.” He paused, looked at Moran un-
certainly, “What's ‘dork’?”

Moran found stamps in his father's
desk, mailed the letter to the lawver.
His other plans, hanging on the out-
come of this first audacious ploy,
would have to be put on hold until the
Series was over. Which meant his job
now was to get through the next
month without cracking up.

It wasn't casy. Richard was a con-
stant threat; all the guy had to do was
remember how big and strong he was,
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and how big and strong Moran wasn't,
and that would be that. Moran could
sense the resentment and hostility
building behind the compliant exterior,
had to maintain constant vigilance.

School dragged on. The kids contin-
ued to give him a wide berth. Rather
than commune with his thoughts—not
his favorite companions, these days—
he struck up a conversation one after-
noon with Dcnise Goldbudner, which.
to his surprise, blossomed over the
next few weeks into an actual friend-
ship of sorts. Perhaps she sensed a kin-
dred spirit in him, another outsider,
trapped, as she was, between a battle-
ax and a bunch of dopey kids. Until
now, no adult had been able to handle
Moran’s acting like himself; it freaked
them out. Denise had no problem with
it. He came to look forward to their lit-
te chats; in the desert of his isolation,
they were oases. She never put him
down or patronized him. She didn’t re
late to him as a grown-up, quite, but
she did let him be an equal, not pulling
rank, invoking her adulthood on him.
His only problem was that his glands
exploded every time she came near; he
didn't know if he wanted to talk to her,
fuck her, or swallow her whole, like
one of those big African snakes, digest
her later at his leisure.

His father shouted and fumed at all
creation, The sky was too cloudy, the
car too slow, the grass too long. His
shoes hurt. Truman was a horse's ass.
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Moran’s radio was on too loud, and
turn off that goddamn boogie music!
Goddamn this, Jesus Christ that. Nig-
gers, spics, Jews! Moran's basic strategy
became avoid-the-father. In his new
scheme of things, Phil Sr. was like a
dead cow on the highway; Moran
would simply have to drive around
him.

Somehow, the days passed. On Octo-
ber 1, the World Series got under way
at Ebbets Field. Moran was pleased to
see Joe Black and the Dodgers win, as
they were supposed to; history was co-
operating. Indeed, the remaining games
proceeded as remembered; he even got
a little chill when Billy Martin’s hat
flew off as he rushed to rob Jackie Rob-
inson of that infield hit with the bases
loaded in the seventh, snuffing the last
Dodger rally. He remembered that play
so vividly; it hadn’t changed a bit.

That evening, his mother banged on
the pipe; there was a call for him.

“How did you do it?" the lawyer
asked, without preamble. “You were
even right about Martin's hat. Nobody
could have known that.”

“God talks to me,” said Moran. "Are
you interested in hearing my proposi-
tion?”

He laughed. “I guess you could say
that.” He laughed some more. “What
do I have to do?”

“Well, suspend your disbelief, for
starters.”

“Beg pardon?”

“You'll see. How about your office at
nine tomorrow?”

“Fine. Say, is something wrong with
your voice?”

“Oh, uh, I'm calling from a helium-
sniffing party. Good night.”

Moran took a seat before the lawyer,
stared up at him deadpan, enjoying
himself. The man was good, almost hid
his surprise. Young, charming, a little
cocky, the guy had something of a Van
Johnson flavor.

“You're ... Phil Moran?”

Moran nodded.

“That would explain the, ah, statio-
nery.” He held up Moran's piece of
loose-leal notebook paper.

“Yes,” said Moran, “Okay, get ready,
Mr. Teischer, If you've ever needed an
open mind, you need it now.”

Teischer spread his hands. “Try me.”

S0 Moran told him. Everything,
Teischer listened, deadpan. When, oc-
casionally, looks of sheer skepticism
broke through, Moran reminded him of
the World Series; you couldn't dispute
what he'd done there.

“Okay, suppose | believe you,”
Teischer said finally. “What is it you ac-
tually want me to do?”

“First? Okay, there's a heavyweight
championship fight next week. Stake
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me, then put it all on Marciano.”

“Marciano? Everyone’s picking Wal-
cott.”

“Right, well, he’s favored. As a matter
of fact. he outpoints Marciano into the
thirteenth; then, hoom, Rocky knocks
him on his ass. Pick the round; you'll
get great odds.”

The lawyer wrote this down. “Okay.
I suppose | can find a bookie through
one of my, ah, shadier clients.”

“Now you understand why I need an
adult partner—Kkids can’t bet. Even if |
did have the money. Speaking of which,
you may be wondering how I'm plan-
ning to pay vou. I'm not."

“Oh?" Teischer eyed him uneasily.

“Instead, whatever 1 bet on, you bet
on. Bascball, boxing, the Olympics . ..
The next time someone claims it's im-
possible to break the four-minute mile,
bet him—happens in the next year or
s0. Elections—Eisenhower's gonna win;
he stays in office through the end of
the decade. Hey, I Love Lucy—she has
the baby in January—it's a boy!"

Teischer's eyes were glazing over.

“Remember the World Series, . .."

“Okay. okay. It's a deal: I get to bet
on what you bet on.”

“And buy. There's a little company
called Xerox; we ought to pick up
some of their stock. And land—I can
tell you where they're going to build
the new airport in '58. Right now it's
just marshes.”

Teischer looked stunned. “You've
got it all worked out, haven't you?”

“Nothing sharpens the mind like pan-
ic. Listen, there's more—a truckdriver
down in Tennessee named Presley ...
Moran broke off, looked at Teischer cu-
riously. "“Tell me, do you believe me?
Or do you think this is bullshit, or a
dream or something?”

“I don’t know whar I believe, It
doesn’t matter. For the moment, I'm
putting a hundred down on Marciano,
and see what happens. If he plunks him
in the thirteenth, you've got the part-
ner you're looking for.”

The weight on Moran's back light-
cned slightly. He grinned, shook the
man's hand.

Marciano plunked Walcott, all right,
and at last Moran had some liquidity.
To celebrate, he bought the best bottle
of champagne he could find with a
forged note from his father, and got
loaded. Which wasn't hard, at his age;
took about half a glass, Small liver, he
supposed, Being high felt nice; the last
six weeks of relentless entry-level con-
sciousness had been forty miles of bad
road in a car without shock absorbers.

Teischer, sold on Moran's infallibility
if not his origins, suggested they leap
into this thing headfirst, and each make
several fortunes. Moran was not averse;
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He could not be
said to be living in
freedom and
dignity till he
could get laid and
high, and that was
that.

[ 2 TR R i
together they compiled a list of all ma-
jor candidates for office that Novem-
ber, and Moran strove to pick winners.
Including governors, senators, and may-
ors, he felt fairly sure about twenty-one
races. Teischer raised every cent he
could, made more bets. and-on Elec-
tion Day, Moran's net worth went well
into six figures.

Now he had room to breathe.
Through Teischer, he rented an apart-
ment, furnished it with soft carpets,
big, comfortable fifties sofas, books and
records, a state-of-the-art sound system,
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and much else. Including a wine cellar,
temperature-controlled. Hell, you could
buy Montrachet in these days for five
bucks a bottle.

He dropped out of school complete-
ly, Teischer arranging a generous
monthly check to Mrs. Graves (for her
“to pass on to her favorite charity™) in
return for a daily X by Moran’s name in
the attendance book. To Eric Marx and
the other kids, Moran explained that he
was switching to private school. On his
last day in class, just for the fun of it,
he told Eunice Levine she was going to
have an incredible set of knockers one
day.

“What?" she said.

Now when he “left for school,” he
instead walked two blocks where he'd
be met by his driver-bodyguard, Sal—
nobody pissing an bim again, thank
you—who'd take him to his place in
his shiny new Lincoln Continental.
He'd groove to some Charlie Parker
"78s, read, hang out with Teischer a
while, spitballing new ideas; then he'd
have Mrs, Merganthaler, his housekeep-
er, whip him up some lunch ... maybe
a salmon with dill sauce and an import-
ed beer from the German grocery. Or
black bean soup and a big ham and
cheese on pumpernickel with fresh
may0, a little green mustard, and the
cheese all scrumpled up, the way he
liked it. Or cassoulet, or a pipérade or
mousseline. She was good; she'd been
attached 1o a lesser Rockefeller for
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And the money rolled in. Moran and
Teischer bet heavily, made fortunes
predicting Michigan State’s undefeated
season, and the deposing of the Cleve-
land Browns by the Detroit Lions. They
even made a few bucks on Lucy's baby.
With Teischer's help, Moran opened
savings accounts, bought stocks and
bonds, purchased the movie rights to
From Here to Eternity, The Robe, and
Sheane.

But he wasn’t satisfied; wealth alone
couldn’t bring that about. Though he'd
more or less accepted his loneliness—a
chronic part of his emotional weather
now, like smog—there had to be some-
thing he could do about the paucity of
Dionysian vectors in his recent life. He
was an adult, used to adult pleasures,
and his sabbatical from them was no
longer a thorn in his side—it was a
lance. He could not be said to be living
in freedom and dignity until he could
get laid and high, and that was that.

He told his intentions to Teischer.

The lawyer blanched. “You're going
to buy marijuana from Negroes?” he
cried.

“Well, where else am 1 gonna get it?
Robert Mitchum?"

“But what are you, going to solicit
the first Negro you see in the street,
just ask for it?”

“Sure. Say ‘Hey, bro, wha's happ’nin'?
Hey, y'all know where | can score me a
li'l smoke?” ™
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“Have youleft the earth? No! They’ll
put you in reform school.”

It was fun torturing him, “Wait'll I
tell you what else I'm planning. ...” He
told him.

“No! You'll ruin us—they'll put us
out of business, I forbid it! Do you hear
me?”

Moran just laughed.

The ghetto section of Oyster Cove
was small but vivid, centered around
the railroad station, Moran remem-
bered it well. There was a bar there
that, among his high school crowd, was
betieved to have been the center of lo-
cal black social life. It was called the
Rendezvous; Moran and his pals had
known it as “the YVoo,” had fantasized
endlessly about what went on inside—
opium smoking, whores in red dresses
split up the leg ... who knew? It
seemed a good place to begin.

“You want | should go in wit' ya, Mr.
Maoran?"

“No, I'll need o do this alone, Sal.

(ait for me.”

Moran would have preferred to bring
the guy, who had to turn sideways to
walk through doorways, with him, but
hadn’t yet decided whether to trust
him. It was good to remember that,
here in '52, they still thought pot was
heroin. They’d throw you in the jug
and lose the key—the whole country
was Dallas.

Little magenta bubbles rose from the
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tilted cocktail glass on the Rendez-
vous's blinking neon sign, high atop the
old wooden building. Moran had fig-
ured that, on a random Thursday night,
the place would be quiet, he could en-
gage someone in conversation, and ., .,
pop the question. But no; the music
coming from within was so loud the
walls seemed to bulge outward with
each beat. Then it hit him—Thursday
was maid's night off. Of course, of
course, how could he forget these ba
sic facts of suburban existence? Slug-
ging himself in the chest to shut his
heart up, he went in.

The music practically flattened
him-—a honking, frantic tenor sax in-
strumental by Big Jay, or Earl Bostic, or
Willis “Gatortail” Jackson, one of those
guys. It came from a jukebox that was
all shifting colors and liquid bubble dis-
plays. Various bar signs lit the room
with their soft ncon glow. People were
three deep around the dance floor,
sweating, gyrating, shouting “Woo!”
and “Yeah!” Through their legs Moran
could vaguely discern a jitterbugging
couple, the guy rolling the girl across
his shoulders, both of them doing splits
and flips and like that. No one was pay-
ing the slightest attention to him, He
paused inside the door, looked around
indecisively. Thesc people didn't want
to know him. He must be crazy, com-
ing here. He started to back out,

He smelled pot smoke,

On second thought, maybe he
should stick around a while. He'd just
arrived, after all. Maybe he should just
follow his nose, see where that took
him. . ..

It took him down a narrow corridor
to an unmarked door, slightly ajar.
Moran pushed inside, found himself in
a room dimly lit by red bulbs. As his
eyes adjusted, he made out three fig-
ures scated around a battered table,
passing a pipe. Two of them were guys
with conked hair and pencil black mus-
taches, the other ... a whore in a red
dress with a split up the leg! Well, ac
tually, he didn’t know if she was a
whore, but the rest was true. He hid
behind a chair with some coats hanging
on it and watched.

For a while, no one said anything.
Amidst great sucking, inhaling sounds,
the pipe made the circuit of the table
wice more, then fell out of one of the
guys' hands. He looked at the other and
laughed. "Shee, James, this gage down,
man. Ab'll take me a bag"”

“Solid, Leroy,” James said. “Cost you
one C, m'man.”

Moran felt disappointed. He'd figured
these days a bag would have gone for
maybe five bucks or something. What a
bringdown!

Leroy groped for his wallet, handed
James some green. James reached be
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neath the table and came up with the
bag—a huge gunnysack of long, ropy
buds that must have weighed twenty
pounds,

Moran stepped forth, right hand out-
stretched. “James, what it is? Gimme
five, Daddy-0."

The girl, in mid-toke, coughed explo-
sively, spraying a cloud of ash and
sparks into the air. “Damn!” she said,
holding her throat.

The men stared at Moran, a frozen
tableau of astonishment. James was
making no move to shake his hand; he
guessed he'd get to the point. “So, |
was wondering if 1 could score some
grass from you guys.” He looked expec-
tantly from one to the other, rubbing
his hands together.

Leroy glanced at James. “That boy
say what Ah think he jus’ said? Or is
vou treatin' yo' shit wif ether again?”

James looked pained. “Man, Ah don't
never treat mah shit, Why you keep
bringin’ that up? Ah hear one mo’
‘treat’ out'cho mouf, AR'll treat you up-
side vo' bead.”

Moran tried to steer the conversa-
tion back on track. "1 could, uh, take a
smaller quantity quite easily. If you're
low, I mean. Hello?”

James shook his head. “What you
talkin® about? You just a kid.”

How he'd have loved to level with
them! “Actually. I'm older than you are,
and . " But how could he do that? The
truth was not his friend this evening,
He racked his brain.

“Uh, 'm not a kid.”

The girl burst into keening laughter.
“Well, if you not a kid, Ah'd like to
know what vou is then”

“I'm ... a midget.”

“A midget?!” cried the other three.

“Yes, from the Ringling Brothers Cir-
cus. We turn on all the time there. Car-
ny people, yv'know, heh-heh . .. Was he
getting anywhere?

“"Now wait a minute, lemme get this
shit straight.” James absently stroked
his mustache with an index finger; he
reminded Moran of Billy Dee Williams.
“You a midget in a circus, an’ you wan’
buy some shit from me.”

“Right."

“Well, where the hell you hear "bout
me? | mean, how you know to come
herer”

“Oh, uh, from a guy in the circus.
Brother lives out here,” Moran said
vaguely.

James and Leroy exchanged a look.
“Ab wouldn't sell no shit to no jive
midget,” Leroy contributed.

Moran's attention wandered. A new
record had just come on the jukebox.
“Wow! That's Little Esther, right? ‘Lost
in 4 Dream." ™

The other three turned to him in
surprise.

“Hey, I've been admiring your juke-
box since | walked in—Jjoe Turner,
Smiley Lewis, the Flamingos ... What'd

“I’ve missed you,
Phil.” Her breasts,
in their forward-
thrusting fifties
fashion, seemed to
be aiming at him.
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you think I listened to, Rosemary
Clooncy?”
James looked at hior a long moment.
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“Ah got some records over here. Mah
private collection. . ..

“Really?" cried Moran, very excited.
“Do you have any Amos Milburn?”
There was this one Milburn side he'd
read about, never been able to find.

James looked at Leroy, shook his
head, “Do Ah have any Amos Milburn?”*
He turned back to Moran, “Which one
you lookin’ fo'?"

Moran couldn’t believe it. ** ‘Roll Mr.
Jelly'?" he asked breathlessly

“Aw, shee, Ah got that one rightchere,
1i'l guy.” James went to the turntable
with the record, and this great song
came out—Amos Milburn setting some
fox straight about how fine a lay he
was. Beaming, Moran looked at the oth-
er three; they grinned back at him, and
the four commenced to dip and slide
around the room, popping their fingers
and swaying their hips.

“Jeez, boss, you took so long | was
about to call the cops.” Sal rushed
around the car to open the door for
him. “Everything okay?"

Moran giggled at his bodyguard's se-
rious expression, told him everything
was fine. He climbed in, set the big
package of buds wrapped in newspaper
beside him, and pillowed the Amos Mil-
burn "78 in his lap as Sal got back in
front. Gazing out the window. he no-
ticed the little wooden shack by the
railroad crossing where the gate man
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stayed, an ancient, white-haired black
guy the kids had known as Mose.
Looked like an oil lantern there in his
window, flickering away, throwing
shadows that waxed and waned, shifted
and danced. . ..

Presently, Sal turned and said, “Uh,
boss? We been sitting here twenty min-
utes. Did vou wanta go someplace?”

Now came the culmination of his
plans. Around noon the next day, he
waited outside his erstwhile school for
Miss Goldbudner to leave for lunch.
When she came out, he opened the
schoolyard gate for her.

“Why, thank you, Phillip,” she dim-
pled at him, “"How nice to see you.”

“Nice to see you, too. How've things
been in class? Kids gettin® those multi-
plication tables down?”

“They're doing pretty well.”

“Well, look, Denise, | won't beat
around the bush. Since | haven't been
in class, I've really missed you.”

“I've missed you, too, Phil. No one to
talk 1o anymore.” Her breasts, in their
forward-thrusting fifties fashion,
seemed to be aiming at him,

“S0, what're you doing right now?
Out to the deli, tuna sandwich, some-
thing like thar?”

“Something like that, Want to join
me?” She grinned, wrinkling her pert
nose at him, and he wanted to ram his
face between her ripe hemispheres,
swing it back and forth rapidly, and
make loud motorcycle noises.
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“Well, actually, T had something else
in mind. Like, why not haye lunch with
me at my place instead.”

“Your place?”

“Sure. That's my car over there.” He
nodded at the Lincoln, purring softly at
curbside a bit up the street. Sal got out,
held a rear door open for them, "We
can zip right over, cat, and U'll run you
back afterwards.”

Denise looked uncertain. “1 don't
know, Phil. I mean, if anyone saw me
going off with you ..."”

“Hey, I'm a civilian now; it's okay if

we fraternize. Come on, I've been plan-

ning this for days. You'll break my
heart if you say no.”

She smiled at his fervor. “Well, I
guess 1 couldn’t turn down an invita-
tion like that”

Oh, boy! He reached up, took her
arm, and escorted her into the limo. Sal
glided from the curb.

“You must be Phil's father,” Denise
said to him.

“Oh, uh, no, ma'am," Sal said, embar-
rassed. “I'm his chauffeur.”

She turned to Moran uneasily. “Phil,
what's going on? Where are you taking
me?”

“To my place, for lunch. Denise, re-
lax, Trust me.” Moran smiled up at her
reassuringly.

Denise shook her head. “I must be
out of my mind for doing this.”

They stepped into the apartment. He
turned the lights on, helped her off
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with her coat. She looked around, took
in the Jackson Pollocks, the Eames
chair, the baby grand piano.

“Phil?”

“Yes, Denise?”

“Whose place is this?"

“1 told you—mine."

“Get out of here.”

“It’s true. Hey, Mrs. Merganthaler!”

Mrs. Merganthaler lumbered into the
room, wiping her hands on a towel.
“Yes, Mr. Moran.”

“Whose apartment is this?”

“Why, yours, Mr. Moran.”

Moran thanked her, turned to Den-
ise.

She stared at him wonderingly, “Are
you rich or something?”

“Getting there.”

“What's your father do?”

Moran laughed. “Denise, /'m the one
that's rich, not my father.”

“Oh, ub-huh. From what? Your news-
paper route?”

“Actually, a lemonade stand in front
of my house. I invested my profits
wisely. and—"

“Phil!” Giving him a look.

“QOkay, okay, I'll be serious. The truth
is, I gamble. I bet money with bookies
on things like elections and sports, and
I'm making a fortune.”

“Oh, you.” She gave him a little hit.
“Well, stay mysterious, see if I care.”
She walked into the living room, went
to a canvas on the far wall, "Isn't this a
Mark Rothko?"

They looked together at some of his
paintings, then sat together on the big
sofa. Mrs, Merganthaler brought them
hot hors d’'oeuvres and a split of "47
Bollinger.

She looked at him strangely. “You
drink champagne?”

"Oh, yes, Grew up near Reims, family
served it every night with dinner. In
Europe, lots of kids drink wine with
meals, you know"

She eved him uncertainly, shrugged,
essayed a taste, "Oh, the bubbles tickle
my nose,” she said delightedly.

“Mm, taste it with the little bacon
bits in this brioche. .. ."

When the champagne was gone,
Moran put on an Art Tatum LP, was
pleased when it turned out Denisce
loved Art Tatum. They moved to the
table then, and Mrs. Merganthaler
brought them a crab-shallot sauté
wrapped in prosciutto and a stunning
half-bottle of '45 Mcursault Perricres.
The gaicty level rose as the meal pro-
ceeded, until, laughing at one of his
jokes, Denise gave his thigh a solid
squeeze beneath the table. Something
must have showed on his face, some
vulnerability, or, more likely, expres-
sion of naked lust, for Denise quickly
took her hand away. “I'm sorry., |
shouldn’t have done that, 1 guess.”
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“Oh, no, you should have. Really
Fine to do that” Moran fell all over
himself to assure her. She smiled, put
her hand back.

The crab gave way to assorted sau-
sages, crusty French bread, butter,
green salad, and a cool bottle of Beau-
jolais. They laughed and ate and drank.
Time flew by.

Moran checked his watch. “It's after
one, Denise. Want Sal to run you
back?"

Denise made a moue, thought it
over, and asked where the phone was.
To his delight, she called the school
and rold them she thought she was
coming down with something. “Oh,
that’s a good idea. I'll go home, rest,
and call you in the morning.” She hung
up, grinned at Moran.

He put on a Billie Holliday LP and
they danced, Moran standing on the
coffee table. Her hair caressed his
cheek: her perfume made him light-
headed. It had been so long since he'd
held a woman; he pulled her closer ...
and up popped another of those plucky
little hard-ons.

“Say!" said Denise, pulling away
slightly.

Moran laughed. “Well, look at it this
vay: now when 1 tell you I love you,
you'll know I'm not lying.” He tried to

pull her back.

“Phil, stop.”

“What's the martter?”

“You're ten vears old,”

“I wish you wouldn't categorize me.
What does it matter what | am? We
have to get bevond that kind of think-
ing, do what we feel.”

"1 know what 1 feel, all right, that's
what I'm worried about.”

He put his arms around her, hands
almost meeting in the middle of her
back. “We're alone; 1 gave Mrs. Mergen-
thaler the rest of the day off. What we
do here is our own affair.” He knew
she wanted him, could smell it on her
breath. He angled his head, moved
slowly closer, kissed her with his little
lips.

“Phil, no..."

He only kissed her harder.

“Ohhhhh. Oh, Phil..." Her tongue
went into his mouth.

Moran was so happy. He brought his
hand up under her sweater, deftly un-
hooked her bra.

“For a ten-year-old guy, you're pretty

good,” she murmured, nuzzling his
neck.

“It's because you inspire me.” His
hand found her breast, it could only
cover a third of it. He held her tightly,
kissed her again.

“Are we about to do what 1 think
we're about to do?” she asked breath-
lessly.

“Oh, God, I hope so0.”

“Here,” she said, “let me carry you
to the sofa. ., ."

She laid him down on the cushions,
planted soft kisses on his lips, eyes,
cars, He reached up, hefted a breast in
cach hand.

"Oh...” Denise said.

He fumbled with the buttons of her
blouse, thick-fingered with haste. She
smiled, took his hands away. For a hor-
rified moment, he thought she was
stopping him, but no, she went to the
hi-fi, flipped the record, and began,
slowly and teasingly, with many a
glance his way, to undress for him to
Billie Holliday, a hint of a smile tugging
the corners of her mouth.

He watched wide-eyed as she gradu-
ally removed her blouse, her skirt, her
bra, carelessly tossing them onto the
Eames chair. Next to go were her
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Moran brought his
hand up under her
sweater, deftly
unhooked her bra.
“For a ten-year-old
guy, you’re pretty
good,” she
murmured,
nuzzling his neck.
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stockings and garter belt—no panty
hose in '52!'—and then her panties
themselves, drawn slowly down over
the long curves of her ass. Moran's
hard-on kept straining 1o get bigger; he
became concerned it might stretch the
rest of his skin so tightly the features of
his face would distort.

Her body was groaningly abundant;
her breasts alone could have occupied
him for five years, She bent over him,
hung them in his face while reaching
to unbuckle his belt. Tugging down his
pants, she gave a low whistle as she es-
pied his upright, eager member.

Faint with passion, he drew her
down beside him, leaned her back
against the pillows, grazed in her gar-
den of delights, pausing 1o lick a bit of

NATIONAL LAMPOON
87

C A B U T e S S B P L o e LA i NG T S i e LA L

this, nibble a soupgon of that. There
was so much of her.

“Embrace me, my sweet embrace-
able you. . ..” Billic sang.

Her breasts were excitable as chil-
dren, and he foved playing with chil-
dren. Her buns, too; a field of goose
bumps formed when he trailed his nails
across them. He was so thrilled to be
here, doing what he was doing—this
was what life was for.

“Ohhhhhhhh. .."” said Denise.

But he was going to have to leave
her for a moment; his back teeth were
Noating—all the wine, he supposed.
Drawing away from her reluctantly, he
rushed to the john. Unfortunately, with
the hard-on it was difficult to get a
good piss going; little spurts fired this
way and that, everywhere but into the
bowl. Finally, by crawling on top of it
with his dick pointing straight down,
he was able to bring his urination to a
satisfactory conclusion. He wondered,
as he rushed back, if his absence had
interrupted the flow, if Denise had lost
her edge, maybe changed her mind,

He exited the bathroom. He smiled.
Denise was on her back on the sofa,
sucking three of her fingers, her other
hand knuckle deep in hersell. Her eyes
were glazed. He went to her.

“Pleeeease. " She heaved and shiv-
ered; her breasts scampered about her
chest like playful puppies.

Happily, Moran leaped atop her,
nudged her thighs apart with his hips,
and thrust himself in.

He felt a little lost in there, in the
adult immensity of her, but good, oh so
good, Her boobs were in his face, right
there in front of it: that was how it
worked out when you were four and a
half feet tall. Plunging his head be-
tween them, he swung it back and
forth joyously, making loud motorcycle
nOises,

“Obhbhbh. " said Denise.

The sensations playing around his
unit were incredible. As his child’s pal-
ate had been to food, so now his
child’s dick was to the old thrubba-
dubba. He banged himself in and out,
whooped and hollered. And came. Like
an out-of-control Water Pik, as he
would later phrase it, his very being it-
self seemed to blast out of him. He
flopped, contorted, cried out ... and fi-
nally lay still, floating on a pool of bliss-
ful calm.

“Are you in yet?” Denise asked.

Moran opened his eyes, looked at
her in amazement.

“Please, oh, please. . " She grabbed
his little hips, began lifting them up,
slapping them down.

“Hey! Ouch!™ Moran wriggled free.
“Wait a second, lemme figure this out.”

“I'm so close. Oh, please, baby, make
me come, make me come.” Sweat ran
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down her face; she looked at him im-
ploringly.

Moran racked his brain. What did he
have within reach the size of an adult

erection? He glanced at his arm; mak-
ing a fist, he pushed it forward and
back through the air a few times,
shrugged.

“SOOOOOHHHHHHHHHH!" said
Denise. “OH YESSSS!™

They arranged another date for Sat-
urday, when they could stay in bed all
day, drinking, getting high, making love
to the point of exhaustion. “I can't
wait,” Denise told him, looking at him
with her great luminous eves as he em-
braced her at the door.

He directed Sal to take her home and
pick him up in the morning. He felt so
good he wanted to walk a while before
having to see his father—the Grim
Reaper of good moods—and spend an-
other fun evening at home. The nightly
return was becoming unbearable; he
chafed against its necessity. Maybe he
should buy a house upstate some-
where, take a new identity, put domes-
tic imprisonment behind him. Cut the
cord, as it were. Or move into town,
New York was still pretty nice in 'S2,
Maybe get a penthouse on Sutton
Place, or something overlooking Cen-
tral Park. ...

He changed back into his kid clothes,
headed up Flower Street. A light, lazy
snow drifted down. Could it really be

January already? Good God, he'd been
here over four months! And brought
himself a long way in that time. too.
He'd wanted great challenges; he'd got-
ten Big Casino. And measured up. Life
remained imperfect; he was still stuck
in an endless rerun, perforce alienated
from the rest of humanity for the next
thirty years, but hey, at least he'd do it
on his own terms. And getting laid! He
laughed; how many men got to lose
their virginity twice?

What was more, between Teischer
and Eric Marx, there was a whole
friend in there somewhere. And there
would be more friends, now that things
had stabilized a bit. By the time he was
cighteen or so, he could think about
linking up with a good woman, making
a home, living that way,

In the meantime, yaha!

About a block from his home, he be-
came aware of a great shouting and tu-
mult.

“Vary iz mir! My tlips!” That was
Mrs. Scharfstein, their across-the-street
neighbor. Nice, innocuous Mrs. Scharf-
stein, whom they'd called the “plant
lady™; her place was filled with the
things, indoors and out.

“Well, Jesus Christ, keep the door
closed,” roared another voice—Big
Mouth himself.

Curious to see what was going on,
Moran sprinted into Mrs. Scharfstein’s
yard, found her, along with his father,
mother, and brother, before her little
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greenhouse. Even Max was there,
prowling about, whining uneasily. In-
deed, there was a general sense of agi-
tation; they stared through the green-
house windows, waved their arms, all
talked at once. But their words were
obscured by a greater din, a familiar
zizzing, fritzing noise he'd never
thought to hear again—only loud now.
He pushed between his brother and
mother with anxiety. stopped dead.

It was the Tinkertoy thing, all right,
right inside the greenhouse, not ten
feer away from him. But the little
switch was on “Reverse” and the thing
was sucking everything in sight—
plants, shovels, pots—into its vortex.

“My begonias!™ Mrs. Scharfstein
whirled wrathfully on Moran's father,
“This is your fault! How could you
lcave such dangerous things in your
garbage can!”

“I don't know what vou're talking
about,” protested Moran's father.

Of course he didn't recognize it; it
looked so different when it was operat-
ing. Moran tugged Mrs. Scharfstein's
arm, tried to keep his voice under con-
trol. “Why did you take it, Mrs, Scharf-
stein?”

“The top was off the cans. They were
all knocked all over the place. 1
thought vou threw it away!"

“Don’t be defensive, Mrs. Scharfstein,
I mean, what did you want it for?"

“For a planter. what clsc?” There was
a crash: “My ficus!"”

And today she must have hit the
switch by accident while puttering
around in there.

She snatched Phil Sr. by the shirt-
front. “Make it stop!”

“Me? Why the hell should I make it
stop? What the hell am I, a goddamn
electronics expert or something?” He
regarded her with outrage.

If Moran guessed right, “Reverse”
meant “home”; by following the green-
house stuff into the vortex, he'd pop
out into his backyard in Los Angeles in
1982, Of course he also might pop out
in the battle of Stalingrad, or a ptero-
dactyl's nest. What the hell did he
know about time machines?

Then, with a ripping, splintering
sound, the greenhouse door tore loose;
it, too, vanished into the machine's
maw. The zizzing became a howling; a
wind whipped up: leaves and dirt flew
in the doorway. This was his chance,
probably his only one—after months as
a planter, the thing might short-circuit
any second. He had to chance it, He
gave his mother a Kiss, his brother a
noogie, and his father . .. well, he
couldn’t think of anything he wanted to
give his father. So he just jumped for
the vortex,

And landed in his backyard, in his
wife's arms. Dirt, debris, and garden
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tools rained down around them.,

“Claire!” He threw his arms around
her.

She looked at him hopefully. “Rich-
ard? You're back?”

*“Yes! Back! I missed you, oh
God . .." He held her close, wouldn't
let go of her.

“Phillip, what happened? | heard cry-
ing and came out. You didn’t recognize
me; you were like a child having a
screaming fit. I was so frightened—I
didn't know what to do. Then this
started happening.” She gestured at a
silvery, winking aperture about six feet
off the ground; a pair of gardening
gloves flew through, hit Moran in the
face. He hoped Mrs. Scharfstein didn't
keep her fertilizer in the greenhouse,
100, A trowel whizzed by, narrowly
missing Claire's leg: Moran tugged her
to her feet, ran with her to the safery of
the back porch.

Well, this answered one of his ques-
tions. He'd been wondering where the
consciousness of his ten-ycar-old self
had gone while his thirty-nine-year-old
consciousness was occupying the little
guy’'s body. Evidently, ten-year-old
Moran had come here, to "82—an ex-
perience so abrupt and dislocating as
to have been traumatic. In fact, he
could remember it now, from a new,
revised version of his personal history
that was already superseding the for-
mer one—the sudden rush into the fu-
ture; the strange woman who'd run up
to him as he lay there, practically foam-
ing at the mouth in his terror; the
sound of a neighbor’s leaf blowers. The
combination had severely traumatized
him ... especially the leaf blowers; his
ten-year-old consciousness had never
heard such a horrible sound in its life,

He inventoried his new self: low self-
esteem, harshly self-judgmental, resent-
ful toward authority figures ... What
the hell was this? His new self was his
old self! The growth experiences he'd
endured in '52 were simply canceled
by the traumatizing cffects the young
Moran had experienced in the cightics,
and he was back where he started,
holding an empty bag. It wasn't fair!

“Okay, okay. all set,” cried a voice.
“Mrs. Moran, I'll have your husband
back in ... Hey, where'd you go?”

Moran looked around. Little Dougie
Kruth, having spotted them on the
porch, was now rushing up. holding
out another Tinkertoy device.

“Keep that goddamn thing away
from me!” Moran yelled, “I got myself
back, no thanks to you.” He turned to
his wife. “Wait'll I tell you what he did
to me.”

Dougie looked sorrowful. “Phil, what
can 1 say? ‘I'm sorry’ seems so lame un-
der the circumstances. ..."

“Lame? T'll say it’s lame, Strand me in

1952—1 ought to break your neck, you
piece of shit.”

“Phil!" said his wife, shocked. “Please
don't talk that way. Whatever he did,
Dougie’s just a child. . ..”

“He’s no damn child.”

“Oh. You. uh, figured that out, huh?”

“I did. What are you, forty or some-
thing?”

“Forty-three, actually. Look, Phil—"

“Will somebody please tell me
what's going on here?” said Moran’s
wife.

“Uh ... that's gonna take a while,”
Moran told her. Outside, a lawn sprin-
kler whizzed through the aperture, tore
the screening of their porch, and
smashed a window. He turned furiously
on Dougie. “And now you're wrecking
my home, goddamn you! Again!”

Dougie rushed outside, directed the
new Tinkertoy thing at the aperture,

AT

He racked his
brain to find
something the size
of an adult
erection.
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manipulated some controls. The aper-
ture collapsed: the roaring stopped.

He returned to the porch. “Phil. lis-
ten. I can't tell you how sorry I am. I'd
do anything to make it up to you. See,
you save me from drowning in your
pool when I'm thirteen, and we get to
be pretty good friends. We play chess,
watch World Series, take walks through
the canyons. When I'm thirty and
you're seventy, we even buy some
property together, out near the space-
port in San Pedro ... .Oh. shit. 'm not
supposed to tell you about the future.
The paradoxes . .. Look, before | screw
anything else up, I better get out of
here. This going-into-the-past-stuff is
too complicated; [ should never have
invented it. If T hadn't brought this
spare traveler, I'd be stuck here like
you were in ‘52, and I wouldn’t like it
any more than you did. Well, so long.
See you when you're older.” Dougie’s
finger moved to the switch, then
paused. “I really shouldn’t do this, but
.o L owe you,” He went to Moran,
whispered in his ear. Moran looked sur-
prised, then smiled hugely.

“Enjoy, Phil. Well, bye, folks.” Doug-
ie stepped back, waved, pushed the
switch to “Reverse.” For a moment, he
split into two Dougies; then the one
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with the Tinkertoy machine disap-
peared, leaving just one. Who looked at
Phil and Claire and said, “I've got a lot
to think about. See yvou some other
time, folks.” Off he went.

Silence in Moran's backyard. Then
Claire turned to him with an imploring
look. “Please?” she asked him. “Tell me
what's going on?”

“Of course,” said Moran. “But first—
could you put those black stockings
back on?"

Somewhat later, Claire got her expla-
nation, though Moran was never sure
how much she believed. Life, in all its
relentlessness, returned to normal. But
as time passed, Moran realized he'd
been wrong about that emprty bag,

In fact, there were several benefits
accruing to him from his adventures in
the past. First, he appreciated his home,
his life, and even the eighties as never
before. Second, he remembered vividly
how he'd unflinchingly—well, maybe
he'd flinched once or twice—Faced up
to and dealt with an impossible situa-
tion back there. After that, handling the
usual crises and concerns of his life
here was a piece of cake. Third, he
knew from Dougie that he was going to
live at least until he was seventy,
which meant no fear of death for thirty
vears. He liked that.

But there was more, One day, on im-
pulse, Moran checked the bank in Oys-
ter Cove, Long Island, to see if there
were any accounts in his name. There
were, and they'd been accumulating in-
terest for thirty years. There was also a
large safe deposit box containing
bonds, title deeds, stock certificates,
patents, and the like. He had to wait
while they totaled his equity; as it
worked out, he was now worth slightly
in excess of thirty-seven million dol-
lars. When he regained the power of
speech, he called the chewing gum
company, told them he wouldn't be
coming in anymore.

He tried repeatedly to find Teischer,
in vain. There was no record of the
man. He did, however, find something
else interesting in the Oyster Cove
phone book—a listing for a Phil Moran,
Which could have meant nothing, or
maybe, just maybe, Moran had a thirty-
year-old son. Someday he'd have o
check that out.

And why would Moran think himself
of sufficient potency to leave adorable
Denise with a love child, after having
failed so abjectly in this goal with
Claire in the eighties? Because of what
Dougie whispered before he left. He
said. "Sometime soon, you're going to
have two of the most beautiful children
anyone’s ever seen—a boy and a girl—
and you're going 1o enjoy it more than
anything you've ever done.”[ll
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It's true! These original, uncensored
comix are not for those among us
who might blush at the sight of skin
or shy away from —shall we say—
unusual situations. These comix are
for those of us who have normal all-
American red-blooded corpuscles!
Those of us who can look a joke in
the eye and laugh! The collections
here are by the same underground
cartoonists who set the comics world
on its ear with their uninhibited hu-
mor and other-worldly visions.
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r-------------------------1
[} YOU MUST BE 18 OR
| :“::‘d HARVESTER A.A. 687 md:r;:)‘l?l:der ::tll(ssa -
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wi a retail value ot a

NBW Yﬂrk, NY 10022 least the listed price.
Dirty Comix KGPAC2 11.50
Humor Comix KGPAC3 7.50
Drug Comix KGPAC4 8.50

Newest Comix KGPAC5 12.00
New Sexy Comix KGPAC6 11.50
Please add $1.00 for postage and handling. All checks must

be payable within the continental U.S. (New York slate
residents, please add 8% sales tax.)

Name
Address
City State Zip
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» Video!

Take advantage of these fantastic
prices NOW! Each super-erotic
video cassette is priced from $7.95.
And, we've got full-length fea-
tures with up ta' 90 minutes of non-
stop action. You get top qualityloriginals=no
returns, rejects, or ren 51 f‘l' *‘*"

zling performances eautitilivoung
starlets and handst 2 (OURE ms 3

you in full-cal
sound so you'g
erotica at rock botiomip!

. Red Hot 25 min. Features—$7.95 ea. &

XSF704  BLACK GIANT, XASF-707  EBONY, IVORY,
WHITE ANGEL

ey D, ey R e, fmnas By Aneman sve

|| XSF-702 VIRGINS ON XSF-705  THE DEEPEST B X5F709  JUST US GIRLS
THE LOOSE SWALLO Kristy, Daniglls, Amands. Georgatte.
Jessica Longely, John Hoimes, Amber Lind Lita Lovelace, Candy Sampler, James Lethe Yanessa, Shana

XSF-710 BIZARRE
EXHIBITIONISTS
. Bill Rambons. Lot Ssunders

X8F-701 WET HOT FACIALS
Vanssa DellaRio, Ginger Lind
Carrie Fox, Bill Rambone

AND ORIENTAL

Tom Tautns, Barehs, Fu Chan, Tina Adams

Liss da Lweuw.

XSF-703 HEAD MISTRESSES XSF-706 SUPERHUNG
Malissa Melindez, Candy Evans, Joln-u& Wadd, Bill Rambone,
Paul Thomns, Misty Reagan Hat Hod Hunt, Tracl Lynn

Steaming 30 min. Features—$9.95 ea.

ol XSF-801 CANDY STRIPERS XSF-804 CHINA DOLLS XSF-807 INSATIABLE

Shari S1 cﬂu"cn ”%?.'.".9.".55& Christara Benninglon, Mei Lind, Kyako Billy Dee, a?nli%%%ﬂ'ﬁﬁasm
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XCA-101 BEST OF 17 MAJOR MOVIES-including Devil in Miss Jones Pt.
Il, Gafe Flesh, Little Girls Lost, Honey Pie, and much more! 60 min., $19.95
XCA-102 SEVENTEEN CINEMA GREATS-Bost of Princess Seka, Lust at
First Bite, In Love, Midnight Heat, Virgin & Lover, 12 mote! 60 min., $19.95
XHIS-1 ALL MALE CLASSICS-Best of 19 smashes, 60 min,, $19.95
XPJ-101 COMPLETE DIAMOND COLLECTION REVIEW-60 climacti
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TITTY
BAR

continued from page 44

“No, but I could of handled her.”

“That’s just it, we @/l could of han-
dled her”

“She oughta donate those things to
the Smithsonian Museum,”

“I don’t think they allow female jugs
in the Smithsonian Museum.”

“I believe they'd make an excep-
tion,” Rhett said. “You couldn't call em
jugs, though.”

“NO”

“Have to call em succulent mounds.”

“Yeah. You know, another thing,
about Virginia Bell—she could make
those Mount Nemos do more tricks
than Rin Tin Tin."”

“That's a fact,” he said. "Or they
could call em Human Himalayas."

“Shoot, they needed a pole-vaulter
just to see the top of em.”

"Maybe they could call em Titanic
Titties.”

Anyhow, we went on like this for a
while, discussing the eighth and ninth
wonders of the Western world, when |
said, "Heck, that’s il. I wanna get mar-
ried to Virginia Bell!”

And Rhetr said, “How about Hippo
Hooters?"

“Listen to me Beavers, I wanna
marry em ... I wanna marry ber!"

“No way, Jose. She’s in the movies.
She can have any guy in Cincinnati she
wants.”

And 1 said, "But I'm in love with
her.”

And Rheu said, “What do you think
of Great Big Ole Bazoomas?"

“I'm in love with her.”

“Shoot, we can find better titties
than that.”

“There ain’t no better titties.”

“I hear they got some in Houston so
big they gotta close off a lane of traffic
ever time she gets in her car.”

“Yeah, I heard about em, too, but
she's one of them married wives.”

“There's probly titties like that hidin
under goat sweaters all over Texas.”

“I guess if they had somc out here,
you wouldn’t know it, cause there's not
enough traffic.”

“How about just Double Hulk?"

Sometimes me and Rhett thought on
the same wavelength.

We were ridin by one of Ozona’s fin-
er restaurants, called B-B-Q, and I said,
“You know, there could be titties in
that place there, just crying to get out.”

Rhett looked over at B-B-QQ and said,
“Nope. Too little. Couldn’t get Virginia
Bell's titties through that door.”

"I guess you're right.”

Cobovriaght © 2007 National | amboon

Then we didn't say anything for a
while, but when we got to the other
end of town we saw another restaurant,
called EAT.

By that time I'd already finished off
all Rhett's Beenie Weenies, so | said,
“You hungry?”

“1 could do with some goat meat,”
Rhett said.

And so I pulled in at EAT, which had
a big wide door on it, and we went in-
side and got a booth and stared at the
waitress’s chest when she came up to
the table, and aftcr about two minutes
it started to bother her and she said,
“Do you know whut you want?"

And Rhett said, “Yes, ma'am. Two,
please.”

And she said, “Two what?”

And I said, “Do you ever have any
trouble pulling out on the highway?”

And she said, “Sometimes,”

And I said, “What's your name?”

“Vida Stegall.”

“Vida, may I call you Vida?"

“Of course.”

“Vida, I'll have two over easy.”

“And what about him?”

“Vida, he's speechless.”

“Okay, I'll come back later.”

“Vida?”

XEs

“Show mec your tits.”

After we got out of the Ozona jail,
Rhett had this great binness idea. He
couldn't stop talkin about it. He kept
saying that we were in the heart of Ba-
zooma Country and why not take ad-
vantage of it?

“I never knew why they called this
the Hill Country,” he said to me.

“But it’s no good, Rhett,” | kept tell-
ing him. “They don’t wanna show em
down here. It ain't like Cincinnati”

But Rhett said, “We'll put on titty
fashion shows, and the whole city will
come out to look at em.”

“Rhett, there ain't such a thing as tit-
ty fashion shows."

“Why not?”

“Cause there ain’t such a thing as tit-
ty fashions.”

“What about Virginia Bell's
whirlybirds?"

“It's only people up north that buy
that stuff.”

“Okay, so we put on titty fashion
shows and all the people up north
come down here to look at em.”

bviously, Rhett finally said
something that made sense, so |
said I'd give it a try. And [ won't
go through all the discussions
that led up to it, but that's basi-
cally how the first titty bar in America
was born. There was a lot of people
that tried to act like they started titty
bars: burlesque shows, go-go clubs,
those places in Cuba where they teach
continued
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TITTY BAR

continucd from page 103

titties to do the rumba. But the first
real titty bar was on Highway 290 be-
tween Ozona and Sonora, out therc
where you can still tell the difference
between the goats and most of the
women,

I know, We owned it.

The idea was gonna be that 1 was the
talent manager and musical director,
and Rhett was the binness manager.
And if we discovered any legitimate
wife material in the daily cattle call, 1
got to marry her for at least one day.
What we did is, we rented a big ole
cinder-block shearing shed setting back
off the highway, and then we started
putting in some lava lamps and strobe
lights and a great Sears sound system,
and when it was about ready (o open,
we put this ad in ever newspaper be-
tween San Angelo and Laredo. Here's
what it said:

Wanted: Girls with enormoaus tal-
ents, for special medical experiment.
Please send photo, color if possible, of
largest gland on upper torso. lake
bhoto in extremely cold room for
maximum exposure. Send to Dr. Jo-
seph Robert Briggs, c/o “Chez Highway
290," Rural Route 3, Sonora, Tex.

Please enclose marital status and
whether you're a slut or not. Thank
you.

I made a big mistake by using a med-
ical word like “gland” in the ad, cause
we got some disgusting stuff in the
mailbox. It got so bad the mailman said
he wasn't delivering to us no more un-
less the USDA checked his pouch for
bacteria ever morning. But of course
we got flooded with applications from
all over the greater Sonora area. We
had to narrow em down one by one,
call em in 1o talk things over, interview
em, audition em, see how they could
dance, find out if they could talk En-
glish—we pretty much had to put em
through the old meat grinder. Pretty
500N we were gonna have some of the
most amazing boobs in West ‘Texas
waltzing across the shearing shed.

Actually, we only got one applica-
tion, but there’s a perfectly good expla-
nation for that,

A lot of the girls read the ad and
they didn’t know it was a titty bar.
Course, how could you be expected o
know in those days? You walk up o
somebody in 1959 and you say, “1 own
a titty bar,” and they think you're cra-
zy. I had to educate the entire nation
before we'd get the titty-bar idea
started.
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nyhow, this one ole gal comes

by, named Joyce Karnes. And 1

wouldn’t say Joyce had the most

gigantic B-52s in the whole

known universe, but she had
morc up front than Rhett and me, and
so I auditioned her to the Meat Market
theme song, “Climb Ever Mountain,”
and she could pretty much stay on the
beat as long as you didn't confuse her
by talkin or movin your body while she
was up there. We planned it so at the
end of the song she was gonna whip off
her Dacron Annette Funicello tube-top
foam-rubber-support turquoisc swim-
ming vest right at the moment when
the record hit the high note, and then
she was gonna make those boobs finish
the song.

The only problem is. you don’t know
what boobs'll do until you get em in
front of a live audience. And the funny
thing is, it has nothing to do with size.
You get little ones that do thirty Broad-
way show tunes in a row, and you can
get humongous ones that freeze up on-
stage and just lay there like a couple of
watery snow cones. It's tough when
something like that happens, cause it’s
hard to keep your dignity.

On opening night we were ready for
anything. Joyce was a little nervous, so
I took her backstage for some psycho-
logical counseling,

“Now, Joyce,” I told her, “T hope you
realize we're making American history
tonight, and it's all resting on your
chest.”

She nodded demurely and then
spelled it

“You're not just doing this for your-
self, you know. You're three people
tonight.”

She counted herself slowly.

“And I don’t wanna see you doing
anything lewd or disgusting on the
stage that would embarrass your coun-
try. We're gonna have a shed full of
horny cowboys out there, and they'd
be mighty disappointed if you did any-
thing that the county sheriff would be
ashamed of”

“Mr. Briggs?”

“Yes?”

"Can [ get nekkid now?”

That's the kind of girl Joyce was, al-
ways ready to exhibit the groceries.

“Of course you can, dear. Here,
gimme two Kisses.”

“Joec Bob?”

“Yes"

“Can I do my medley from
Oklaboma!?”

“Now, Joyce, you remember what |
said about being lewd or disgusting on
the stage?”

“Can I just sing ‘I'm Gonna Wash
That Man Right Out of My Hair'?”

"Joyee, we're gonna have members

continued on page 106
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COLLECTOR'S
ITEMS FROM
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BOOKS
[] National Lampoon Tenth Anniversary
Anthology, Volume I Half of our best tenth
anmversary book cver—and the first half. $4.95
[ National Lampoon Tenth Anniversary
Anthology, Velume Il The sequel is even
better, $4.95
[J 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 funmies told through fotos, published in
1980. $2.95
() National Lampoon Foto Funnies All-new.
all-brilliant Foto Funnies. If you liked them in the
szaguzinc‘ you'll really love them n the book. 1986,
95

] National Lampoon High School Yearbook
Parady Critically acclaimed across America, this
one still has its surviving writers chuckling. $4.95

[1 National Lampoon Sunday Newspaper

Parody A sequel 1o 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 stuff from 1973-1974. $2.50

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

[ The Best of National Lampoon, No. B
Jokes started getling more expensive in 19761977
$3.95

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

_. National Lampoon True Facts '86 The thind
all-new collection not even we could dream up.
8295

1 National Lampoon Deluxe Edition of
Animal House The 1ull- color. iHustrated book
on whiwch the movie wis not bised Thas came Fater
5495

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

L] So of Cartoons Even We Wouldn't Dare
PrIM + A Sequel Even worsc than the first.
$2.95

(] National Lampoon True Facts The original.
uneensored work, now available in English, It all
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
mical Funnies 1t's comical and it's a reprint.
I's some of the best damn comics you'll ever see,
gringo! $3.95
[) National Larmpoon Comics Not the stand-ups,
just the lay-downs, $2.50

[ National Lampoon Dirty Dirty Joke Book
Collection of ribald stories, limericks, one-liners,
cartoons, and other off-color works.

[] Encyclopedia of Humor Everything funny
from A 10 Z. Hardcover. $4.95

MAGAZINES
$5.00 EACH
[ OCTOBER 1972 / Those Fabulous Sixties
[ NOVEMBER 1972 / Decudence
] DECEMBER 1972 / Luster in Decembr
[ APRIL 1973 / Prejudice
[ MAY 1973 | Fraud
[ JUNE 1973 / violence
[ LY 1973 1 Modern Times
[ SEPTEMBER 1973 / Postwar
[JOCTOBER 1973 / Bunanu Ivwue

L] NOVEMBER 1973/ Sports

] DECEMBER 1973 / Scli indulgenve

[J JANUARY 1974 / Animals

D MAY 4974 / Fiucih Anniversary

[ AUGUST 1974 / Lwlationism and Tooth Care
[ SEPTEMBER 1974 / Old Agc

[0 NOVEMBER 1974 / Civics

[J JANUARY 1975 / No lssue

[J FEBRUARY 1975 / Love and Romunce
[ MAY 1975 / Medicine

[] AUGUST 1975 | Justice

[] SEPFTEMBER 1975 / Buch 1o College

[ OCTOBER 1975 / Collector's Ivwue

[ NOVEMBER 1975/ Work

[] DECEMBER 1975 / Moncy

[[] JANUARY 1976 / Scerel hwue

[] FEBRUARY 1976 / Artists and Mudels
[J MARCH 1976 / In Like a Lion

) APRIL 1976 / Olympic Sports

[ MAY 1976 / Unwanicd Forcipners

[J AUGUST 1976 / Summer Sex

[ SEPTEMBER 1976 / The Luatest lawue

[] OCTOBER 1976 / The Funny Pupes

[ NOVEMBER 1976 / I~ Democracy Fixed*
[) DECEMBER 1976 / Sclling Out

[] JANUARY 1977 / Surchine Issue

[J FEBRUARY 1977 / JFK Rewnaugural

[J MARCH 1977 / Science and Technology
(] APRIL 1977 / Ripping the Lid oIt TV
[JJUNE 1977 / Careers

(TIULY 1977 | Nauy Sex

[ AUGUST 1977 / Cheap Thills

[ SEPTEMBER 1977 ! Grow Up'
[JOCTOBER 1977 / All Beatles

) NOVEMBER 1977 | Liteatyles

[ PECEMBER 1977 / Christmas in December
[ JANUARY L1978 | The Role ol Sex in History
[ FEBRUARY 1978 / Spring Fascism in Proview
) MARCH 1978 | Crunc and Punnliicni

[ APRIL 1978 / Spiiny Cleanmg

[ MAY 1978 / Familics

] JUNE 1978 / The Wild West

[ JULY 3978 / 100th Annisersary

[ AUGUST 1978 / Tudus \ Teeny

[} SEPTEMBER 1978 / Sivle

[J OCTOBER 1978 / Entcrtamnment

$4.00 EACH
LT APRIL 1979 / April Fool
] MAY 1979 / International Terrorsm
[ AUGUST 1979 | Summer Vacanion
[] OCTOBER 1979 / Comedy
| DECEMBER 1979 / Success
[ FEBRUARY 1980 / Tenth Anmiversary
1 MARCH 1980 / Murch Miscellany
[] APRIL 1980 / Vengeance
(] MAY 1980 / Sex Roles
[[] JUNE 1980 / Fresh Air
) JULY 1980 | Shme. Swill. amd Polies
[ AUGUST 1980 / Anxicty
[ SEPTEMBER 1980 / The I'amt
[] OCTOBER 1980 / Aggression
(] NOVEMBER 1980/ Potpourri
[[) DECEMBER 1980 / Fun Takes o Hohday
[ FEBRUARY 1981 / S
[[1 MARCH 1981 / Women and Dogs
[] APRIL 1981 / Chuos
[] MAY 1981 / Nuked Ambition
[JJUNE 1981 / Romunce
[JJULY 1981 / Endless. Mindless Summer Sex
] AUGUST 1981 / Lets Ger It Up. Amenica’
[ SEPTEMBER 1981 / Back w School
[ OCTOBER 1981 / Movies
") NOVEMBER 1981 / TV und Why It Sucks
[] PECEMBER 1981 /.What's Hip"

R R R T T,
It a5 imperative that | acquire the wtems khtl.!'.tll above in order 1o keep my ho
in postiage and handling for my ordeq il it's under 500, and $2.00 for sid charg
10 pay for U'S postal dehvery I I"m a New York State resident |'m adding 81 -pcnml sales tax, which is anotbier matt

Name (please pring

[ JANUARY 1982 / Sword and Sorcery

[1 FEBRUARY 1982 / The Seay Issue

[1 MARCH 1982 / F'ood Fight

[] APRIL 1982 / Fulure

[ MAY 1982 / Crime

[JJUNE 1982 / Do It Yourself

[JJULY 1982 / Sporting Life

[ AUGUST 19B2 / The New West

[] SEPTEMBER 1982 / Hot Sex!
[1OCTOBER 1982 / O. C and Suggs

1 NOVEMBER 1982 / Economic Recovery
[ DECEMBER 1982 / E T Issue
[JJANUARY L1983 / The Top Stores of 1983
[] FEBRUARY 1983 / Raging Controversy
] MARCH 1983 / Tumper-Prool [ssue

] APRIL 1983 / Swimsuit

] MAY 1983 / The South Scas

[ JUNE 1983 / Adulis Only

{1 JULY 1983 | Vacation!

[JAUGUST 1983 / Science and Bad Manners
[ SEPTEMBER 1983 / B.g Anmiversary lwsue
[[JOCTOBER 1983 / Dilated Pupils

[ NOVEMBER 1983 / No Score

[ DECEMBER 1983 / Holiday Jeers

$3.00 EACH
|1 JANUARY 1984 | Time Parody Issue
[ FEBRUARY 1984 / All-Comics Iasue
[ MARCH 1984 / The 60 Greatest Hits
[1APRIL 1984 / You Can Parody Anything
[T MAY 1984 |/ Buschall Preview
[ JUNE 1984 / This Summer’s Movies
[ JULY 1984 / Specl Summer Fun
[] AUGUST 1984 / Unofficial Olympics Gide
[ SEPTEMBER 1984 / Fall Fushwons
[] OCTOBER 1984 / Just Goud Siuff
(1 NOVEMBER 1984 / The Avcudental Issuc
[[] DECEMBER 1984 / The last of the old NL
[ ] JANUARY 1985 / Good Clean Sex
] FEBRUARY 1985 / A Muispuided Tour ol New York
[ MARCH 1985 / The Bestor 15 Year
[[] MAY 1985 / Celebriry Roast
[ JUNE 1985 | The Doug Kenney Collecuon
[ JULY 1985 / Youth at Play
L] AUGUST 1985 / All-New Truc Facts
[] SEPTEMBER 1985 / Luxt Issue
[ OCTOBER 1985 / Music Issue
[J NOVEMBER 1985 / Mud As Hell
[] DECEMBER 1985 / Reagan and Revenge
] JANUARY 19B6 / Good Clean Sex
[] FEBRUARY 1986 / Money
[J MARCH 1986 / All About Women
] APRIL 1986 / Doctors and Lawyers
1 MAY 1986 / Sports
[ JUNE 1986 / Horror and Fantasy
JULY 1986 / Hot Summer Sex
AUGUST 1986 / Show Bir
SEPTEMBER 1986 / Sleare
OCTOBER 1986 / Buch 1 Schonl

$5.00 EACH

[] DECEMBER 1986 / 200th Anniversary

[J FEBRUARY 1987 / Things You Can't Do
L] APRIL 1987 / Crime Pays

] National Lampoon Binders Vinyl hinders

with tough metal “rods?” $5 .50 euch, $9.00 for
two, $12.00 for three. — Quantity

[] National Lampoon Case Binder Fits many
types ol magazines. 39 95 cach _ Quantity

National Lampoon Binder With il iwelve
isaues front i ginven vear Well, not exactly given

— 7S 1970 19XE Vo] bukder
— 0Th 19RO JURE . Cuse binder
— 1977 UKl — 1985 SO0 each
— 1978 19K 1986

1f issues in any given year arc not histed

ahove, please select replacements for missing 1ssues.
Frrrrsaneen

s humor collection complete 1 am enclosing $1 50

e 1| the arder totuls more than 85 00, small price

entirely

Address

City

State

Total amount enclosed S

Zip

Tear out the whole page with iems checked. enclose check or money urder. and manl w0
NATIONAL LAMPOON.Dept 687 . 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 plece of paper

and send it along with your check or money order.

~ Cobovright © 2007 National | ampoon lnc

cressssnnas



TITTY BAR

continued from page 104

of the Texas state legislature out there
tonight.”

“Well, can I just put my fists on my
hips and belt one out, like ‘No Binness
like Show Binncss,” or maybe ‘Ever-
thang's Comin Up Roses'?”

“Joyce, I'll let you do all the show
tunes on Tuesday nights from four to
six, but right now I just want you to
concentrate on the number we already
worked on.”

“Which one?”

“1 Only Have Thighs for You.'"

“Okay. Joe Bob, 1 won’t let you
down. I'll sing my little heart out.”

“Joyce, you still don’t understand. No
singing. I'll put the record on, you
come out and do the rumba and move
your lips like you're singin, and then at
the very end, when we get to the last
charus, on the word ‘thighs’ I want you
to spring em out of the chute.”

“Nipples first?” ;

“No, 1 want whirlybirds on em.”

“Whirlybirds?”

And then it hit me. “Heck, I forgot to
buy whirlybirds! Durn! Rhett was sup-
posed to remind me and . . . wait a
minute . . . [ got an idea. . . . Here, use
these. The crowd'll never know the
difference.™

“You want me to put these on my
breasts?”

“Only on the front of em.”

“What if they go off?”

“They won't go off as long as you
don't light em up.”

“No! It’s too dangerous. 1 could poke
a breast out with onc of them things.”

“Just get some Elmer's and stick em
on there like this, and like by, and
like this, and like this, with the explod-
ing part stuck directly on the fleshy
part of the titty proper.”

“No! Absolutely not!”

“Joyce, you do this to me now and
I'm finished. It's either this or we paint
Captain Kangaroo characters on your
tits so we can tell the cops it’s a kiddie
show.”

“You wouldn't!”

"Joyce, trust me. Put these on your
tits, be a trouper, and T'll let you sing
‘Some Enchanted Evening' next week.”

“What about my dramatic reading
with harp accompaniment?”

“Joyee, this is not the Miss Texas
Pageant, what you think we got here,
perverts?”

kind of hurt Joyce's feelings when 1

said that, cause she gets upset

when [ yell at her, and so | said,

“Look, I'm sorry, We can talk later.

But right now you need to stick
these sizzlers on your headlamps so we
can start the show. We got three hun-
nerd raving citizens out there, it's the
Fourth of July, and Rhett just had to
send over to Sonora for some more
goat nachos, Please. You got nothin to
worry about. Just keep jiggling and
they won't care. Let your Almond Joys
do all the work.”

“Well, I.had a lovely evening, but now I've got to hurry up ahead
and try to lose you on a side street.”
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“Joe Bob, I'm scared.”

“l know you are, honey, but remem-
ber, it's not you out there, it's your
Mama Leonces.”

“You're right.”

“Okay, let’s go over the rules one
more time. Rule number one.”

“Always bounce vertically, never
sideways.”

“Very good. Rule numero two-0."”

“Always remember where 1 am on
the stage.”

“Why?”

She thought for a minute. “So I don’t
damage the customers with my tits?”

“No, s0 you don't get sweat in the
drinks.”

“Oh ycah.”

“Okay, and rule numero threc-0?”

“Use ever inch. Never give em the
whole potato all at once.”

“You got it. And, by the way,
JoveElo

“Yes.”

“You got Idaho grade A's.”

She blushed. “1 just hope they don't
freeze up on me.”

“Don’t say that. Now knock em
dead.”

“I thought you didn't want me
1o...."
“No, you're right, don't knock em
dead. Just keep em under control and
do the encores one tit at a time.”

“1 love you, Joe Bob."

That's the kind of bullstuff I was
afraid of, cause, frankly, Joyce was ugli-
cr than a bullfrog with acne, but I
didn’t let on, cause when you're in the
titty binness, you take the titties any-
where you can find em.

You should of seen the place that
night: July 4, 1959. We had a big sign
outside—CHEZ HIGHWAY 290—and
underneath that we wrote in “A Club
for Gentlemen and Their Sleazy
Friends.” One time we got wrote up in
Cavalier magazine, and here's what
they said about us:

“Readers in Texas report a nightclub,
hidden away on an isolated goat ranch,
where bestiality is openly practiced.”

When that come out, I showed it to
Heaven Lee, our best dancer, and she
said, “What's bestiality?”

And 1 said, “That’s you. They're say-
ing how you're openly practiced.”

“Does that mean 1 practice a lot?”

“Yeah, and it’s the opposite of
worstiality.”

S0 after that we changed the sign out
front and wrote on it “Ask Us About
Our Bestiality,” and binness picked up
quite a bit from then on. But that was a
couple years later, after we were fa-
mous. Back on the Fourth of July open-
ing night, things were a little shaky.

Joyce did fine at first. She come out
shakin and bakin like a plate of straw-
berry Jell-O, but the animals in the au-
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dience just stared at her all during the
“Theme from Forbidden Planel” num-
ber. I remember she had enough mas-
cara and gook around her eyes to
audition for Barnum and Bailey, but no-
body was lookin at her eyes. They
were staring at the big white bow on
the front of her prom dress, cause they
knew at some point she was gonna pull
on that sucker and spring her Pop-
Tarts. So then she moved into “Rock
Around the Clock,” the original Bill Ha-
ley version, and that heated em up a
little bit, cause under her dress she
didn’t have a brassiere and she was ob-
viously hiding a few of the ncighboring
counties on her chest. And finally, we
got to the payoff number, “I Only Have
Thighs for You,” and by then the audi-
ence was getting a little unruly, special-
ly Lester Scranton, who drove down all
the way from Austin and was investigat-
ing us for the Texas Rangers. Lester
said if he didn’t see some decent boo-
bies, he was gonna arrest us for public
lewdness on a goat ranch.

Actually, I was countin very heavily
on gettin arrested that night. I had my
overnight bag packed, I had a state-
ment about Communist censorship
ready to read to the reporters, and [
had some spare handcuffs under the bar
in case Lester tried to arrest me with-
out cuffs.

“Rhett,” 1 said that aftcrnoon, I
don’t want nobody arrested withont
cuffs, cause it looks better in the news-
papers. Specially Joyce. If they don’t
cuff her, then I want yo# to cuff her
from behind.”

“I don't know, Joe Bob, I think you
can get in trouble for going around
putting handcuffs on people.”

"Only if they don't like it. Joyce
loves handcuffs.”

uDh.u

So anyhow, I had the cuffs ready, and
I had Lester in the audience (I greeted
Lester personally at the door and said,
“Lester, I want you to know we got
some nasty illegal stuff goin on in here
tonight™), and I had Joyce's Grand Te-
tons open for tourism,

ike I say, everything started out
okay, and we got clean through
to the “Thighs” number with
Joyce doin the rumba, the twist,
and a modern-jazz interpretive
dance. The reason | know it was a
modern-jazz interpretive dgnee is she
told me afterwards, right after 1
screamed at her, “What the flying Frito
was that?" And she said it was a mod-
ern-jazz interpretive dance. It's basical-
ly where somcbody puts on a fart
record and Joyce imitates a horny kan-
garoo. I told her to never let it happen
again. It was a good thing everbody
was drunk as the U.S. Congress, causc
otherwisc they would of noticed Joyce

could dance about as good as the mus-
cular-dystrophy poster child.

Finally, though, we got clean through
to the moment of truth. I was running
the record player, and I had Perry Co-
mo’s version of 1 Only Have Thighs
for You,”" with Rhett shoutin out
“Thighs!” ever time the word came up,
only he generally shouted it out about
three beats too late, but anyhow [ was
startin to feel good about the whole
thing. The crowd was getting rowdy,
but we'd only had three, four people
carried out on stretchers, which is
pretty good for that part of West Texas,
and you could tell they knew it was
comin. One way you could tell it was
comin is Joyce kept testing her bow to
see if she knew how to get the sucker
untied, But the goat-ropers knew some-
thing humongous was about to spill out
of the Hoover Dam, and they started
tiltin back in their chairs and puttin
their cigarettes out and wipin their
sleeves across their mouths like
gentlemen.

And finally Rhett yelled out the last
“Thighs!"” just as loud as he could do it,
and Joyce stopped dancin, put both
hands on her bow, and ripped the top
of her dress clean off her body. There
was an agonizing second of suspcnse
that seemed like hundreds of thousands
of years as her titties hung suspended
in the air, and then went thwack.

That’s the noise they made when
they flopped out: thwack.

The reason | know that's the noise

they made is it was the only noise in
the club.

The place went dead. Joyce stood
there with her jugs hangin loose, and
everbody just stared at em. No clappin,
no yee-hawin, no nothin. 1 wasn’t surc
what was goin on, so finally I yelled
out, “How about another big thwack
for the boys here, Joyce.” And so Joyce
jumped up on her high beels and
flopped em again.

The second time she did it, Lester
Scranton turned around and looked at
me and said, “Hell, Briggs, I oughta ar-
rest you for false advertising.”

And I said, “Hell, Lester, they're not
atomic missiles, but they're 32s”

“They might be 32s if you inflated
em 1o about double size.”

And I looked at em and Lester was
right. Joyce had Silly Putty for boobs,
and at the moment they were laying
down like salami slices on vacation,

“Thwack em again, Joyce!" I
screamed.

And then all hell broke loose. “Please
no, don't do it,” somebody yelled, and
they they all started screamin, Please
don’t do that thwack thing again. It
was sort of like the sound of fingernails
on a chalkboard, it was just somethin
you can't listen to without gettin sick
at your stomach.

People started gettin up to leave, and
50 1 jumped up onstage and begged em
to stay.

“Really, she can do more than

continued on page 110

“It’s now ten o'clock—we have your child.”
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TS1067—OVERSIZE HEAVYWEIGHT
T-BHEKT. The mtum of our Natinal

b
n!hlsmml hmaus ‘adventures. In mn colnr
and with the same specs as the Mona Gorilla
charl,. White. $10.95

Unisex sports apparel from world-famous

authentic styling and fit and brilliant, eye-catching graphics.

Nﬂ'l'l ONAL

'I'B 1052—OVERSIZE HEAVYWEIGHT

IRT. We prediet this will be the hottest
ltl.ln of the year. But then we predictedCarter
would beat Reagon. 1ts our authentic sports
practice shirt with our famous Mona Gorilla
n color and her college and graduation date.
Made of 100 percent eotton. Deep armholes,
extra body length and (ullness. Women can
wear it as o short dress. White. §10,85

T8 1060 —AUTHENTIC FOOTBALL JERSEY.
You'll 1ok like Joe or Josephine Monlana
and be able Lo thiow the bomb when you
waear this 100 percont-nylon-mesh aul‘nenlm
football jersey, the same one used by

NFL teams. Qurs s more drslmed.wety alylcd
with our logo on the front and the famous
Mona Gonlia an full color on both sleeves,
White. $28

T |W—MHENTIC FOOTRALL JERSEY.
Same as abave, bul made of 50 percent nylon
platted/50 percent colton, specifically
designed with cotton inzide next Lo your skin
for comfort and absorbency, White. 520,95

TRUE FACTS T-SHIRT. Choose from the
following four T-shirts, The True Fact is on
the back and a vary funny portrait of George
Wishington is on the front. $10.95

TS1060A “A local citizen was nmstud and
charged with public indecency after he
allegedly was observed placing his male
organ in a jar of slaw dressing at the local
supermarket,”

—Dawners Groee (Nlinois) Reporter

TS10608 “White Sulfur Springs,
Montans— Four riflemen firing a
ceremonial salute ot a mmtnry%unm1
arcidentally shot the mnister.”

—San Francisce Chrenicle

TS1060C * After an elghteen-month study,
the British Academy of Ecience recom-
mended to Parliament that British rock
stars be |uo]ub|tcd I'wm a:LImx their semen
o commereial aperm ba
—tJMK(‘(mu('rsaruNrws

IS10600 "Manchester, lown —To deter
Mndanmgn the halls, nuY.lmi'lI.IEh nl Weal
Dolaware High Sehesl required sach student
on his way to the bnﬂm:nm 10 wear a toilet
#eal arou) 18 necl

—Washmnginn Post

TS 1045—ACRA HOODED SWEATSHIRT.
The jocks will sweat with envy when you
wear thig extra-warm swoatshirl with
pockets. Wearing it sIgnifies vou won your
letter on the infamous National Lampoon
Cohabitation Team. Exceptionally high
auahly. Made of 50 percent Creslan® acrylic

iber/50 poreent cotton. Raglan sloeves,
convenient center pouch pocket. double.
thicknesa hood with drawstring, and ribbed
kenit cuffe and wastband. Tn navy, with
yellow lettering, $18.85

TS 1048— ACRA SWEATSHIRT. Same specs
as the hooded shirt. but without the hood. In
navy with yellow lettering. $13.95,
T8 1048—MARATHON 80 SHORTS. The
Cohabitation Team wears these with the Aera
sweatshart for quick takeaffs. 100 percent
nylon tricot runming short with matching
liner and inside key pocket. Doubles as
‘bathing short. In navy, with vellow National
mpoon imprint. $8.50,

TE1053—OVERBIZE HEAVYWEIGHT
T-SHIRT. A great conversation piece, Ed
Subitzky’s Risgue Comic Strip with a great
punch line. In full color, and the same spece
as the Mona Gorilla shirl. White. $10.85.
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TS 1059 National Lampoon’s Vacation
T-shirt It's the T-shirt that cveryone’s
talking about (everyone at National

Lampo
the same

that is), and they’re all saying
ing: “My, what a nice

T-shirt.” It’s great for a number of uses,

including wearing. So get yours soon!
$7.86 vach

TS1029—National Lampoon’s Animal
House T-shirt Has the pictures of Otter, Bluto,

Flounder, D-Day, and the others on the front, §5, 95

T51034—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

TS51031—National Lampotm's Vacation
T-shirt Celebrates the funniest National Lampoon
film since the first one. §7.95

nc.
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TS1019—National Lampoon Mona Gorilla
-shirt This gorilla looks more like a gorilla than a
pair of socks does, $4.95

T$1036—National Lampoon Football
Jersey With the famed V neck coveted by persons
with triangular heads everywhere. $13.95

TS1061—Dirty T-ghirt. Ever hear the “dirty” joke
about the kid who fell inta the mud? Well, that's what
this shirt is like. except it's a little more expensive than
the joke. 7,95

T51038—National Lampoon Frog
Sweater 17 it 1ooks like quality, that's because it's
handwoven by machines, With frog by cartoonist
Sam Gross in gray or black. $20.95

T§1035—National Lampoon Frog Polo
Shirt Cartoonist Sam Gross has lent his double-
amputee frog to the spot above the lefi nipple on
this fine product. 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,

TS§1026—National Lampoon “That's Not
Funny, That's Sick!" T-shirt This is the shirt
preferred by fans of the live theater and the
cr1mlnally insone. $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

T51039—"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. $10.95

TS$1028—National Lampoon’s Animal
House Baseball Jersey Says “We can do
anything we want, we're college students” on the
back. And with % length sleeves. you can keep more
of your arm clean when you slide into second. $7.00
TS1032—National Lampoon Baseball

Hat To own one of these is to own a hat, $6.95
T$1040—National Lampoon

Nightshirt Fun to wear. More fun to take off, $7.95

i o mu iy =
TS 1058 National Lampoon's European
Vacatlon T-shirt No Tshirt 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 Lﬂmpﬂoﬂ” And you can gel your
Tshirt through the National Lampoon as well. It's
our newest T-shirt and it's awful nice! $6.95

TS1062—Marty Moose Golf Shirt. The
most famous moose since Bullwinkle now has a golf
shirt fashioned after him. And he's very happy, so please
buy one, In white, blue, or yellow. $14.95

TS1030—National Lampoon Black Sox
Baseball Jacket Famous satinesque jacket with
real cotton lining, now sporting a striking new logo.
Get it? Striking? $33.95

TS1063—Marty Moose Sweater. Comes in
three sizes and two colors, gray and black. $20.95

LN N N N N N B § N N F B B |
TS1019 $495 _S_M__L TS1038 $2095 _S_M_L TS1045 $1885 _S_M _L XL
TS1026 $595 _S_M__L TS1046 $13.95 _S_M _L __XL
TS1027 $7.00 —S_M_L COLOR TS 1048 $950 _S_M_L_XL
151028 $700 _S5_M_L 151039 $1095 _S_M_L TS 1049 $20.95 _§_M_L _XL
TS1029 $595 _S_M_L T$1040 $795 _S_M_L TS1050 $26.95 _S__M_L _XL
TS1030 $3395 _S_M_L TS1041 $6.96 _S_M_L TS 1052 $1095 _S_M_L
TS1031 §7.95 —.S_M_L TS 1043A 81695 _S_M_L_XL 7151053 $10.95 _S_M_L
151032 $6.95 T51044B 81695 _S_M_L_XL 791057 $10.95 _§_M_L
TS1034 $1395 _S_M_L_x_ IS1061 8795 _S_M_L_XL 7151058 $695 _S_M_L

COLOR TS 1062 $1486 —S_M_L TS1059 $795 _S_M_L
T e COLOR TS 1060A $10.95 .5 M L XL
151035 $1495 _S_M_ TS 10608 $10.95 S M L XL
— TRIAn A0 =St TS1060C $10.95 S M _L XL
S 10600 $10. —XL
TS1036 $13.95 —S_M_L COLOR L 095 £ iS=M=E=X
Imi_wll_-_ you wish ormTweldlr.pluccinumlm,lﬂdmnw: eSS

NATIONAL LAMPOON, Dept 687 , 635 Madison Avenue, New York, NY 10022.

Please enclose $2.00 for postage and handling for each order; New York State residents, please add

8% percent sales tax. Add $1.00 extra per item for foreign orders.

Check items desired and circle sire.

Name (please print)

Address

City

Stato

Zip

I have enclosed atotal of $

I you Gon't want o cul up Ihi DNt of type

ona
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TITTY BAR

continued from page 107

thwack em," I said. “She can make
these titties do anything you want."

“Can she inflate em?” some guy
yelled.

And then 1 saw Lester hisself gettin
up to leave, and I said, “Lester, you
han’t even arrested anybody yet.”

And Lester said, “I'm about ready to
arrest those titties for loitering!”

You know, some people can be
cruel.

I jumped down off the stage, scream-

ing at everbody to stay, and I saw my
life pass before my eyes. 1 realized for
the first time that my entire future life
depended on two boobs that I didn't
even know that well, and it all seemed
50 unfair, and I didn’t know how I was
gonna save myself, when suddenly 1
heard a loud hissing sound behind me,
like a rattler that's about to pounce,
and I looked around, and there was
Joyce, lighting up ber tits.

I forgot about the firecrackers, We
tied six firecrackers to her boobs to
cover up the nipples, and now she was
putting a match up 1o her chest in an
attempt to commit breast-a-cide,

‘Joyee, don’t do it! It's not worth
i

She didn't seem to hear me. She put
the match up to the other boob.

“Joyce, the furniture’s rented!”
ut it was too late. There was
nothing I could say. It took
about five seconds for the fuses
to burn down, and then they all
went off at once. I heard the ex-
plosion, but I couldn’t stand to look. [
dove under a table and started to cry. 1
prayed she wouldn't burn the place
down,

It seemed like an eternity—the ex-
plosion was a chain reaction that
seemed to last an hour—and then all |
heard was screams and shrieks and the
pounding of boots on the floor and
Rhett standing on the bar and scream-
ing, “She did it! She really did it!”

And all I could think of was | was
gonna get hauled in for accessory-to-
murder now. I crawled up from under
the table, still afraid to look at the
stage.

Then I saw the look in Lester Scran-
ton's eyes, and I knew something was
terrible terrible wrong. Lester’s eyes
were spread open wider than I've ever
seen em in my life, and he had onc of
those I-just-got-Ernest-Tubb’s-autograph
grins on his face, and he couldn’t take
his eyes off whatever it was on the
stage.

I was still too scared to turn around
myself, but then everbady in the place
started shouting, “More! Encore! Hoist
Them Hooters!” and all the other tradi-

the Etch-A-Sketch.”

AN

“Oh, that crazy old Uncle Ed . . . I'll bet he’s the one who sent you
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tional stuff you yell at a nightclub, And
s0 1 finally looked around, and there
was Joyce, standing straight up in the
middle of the stage, nothin left on her
boobs but huge black circles around
the nipples, and they were floppin
around like they had Meskin jumping
beans inside em. | swear they kept hop-
pin and rollin around for two, three
minutes after I first turned around, and
all Joyce did was stand there beaming
like she just got crowned Miss Goat
Industry.

I wanted to marry her right then and
there. It was the first time in my life a
girl ever set her tits on fire for me.

Later on I got the whole story. Joyce
was so disappointed when her tits
didn’t flop on cue—it was partly my
fault, cause I told her about how Vir-
ginia Bell could afways flop on cue—
that she didn’t even think about the
personal danger. She grabbed some
matches from this ole boy who was sit-
ting in the front row and went to work.
Once she got em lit, she heaved out
her chest, and the impact of the explo-
sion caused her to do a double back
flip, and then the momentum of her tits
continuing to do the rumba spun her
around three, four times while the
smoke cleared, and then the applause
started her adrenaline pumping and so
she squeezed em a few times and they
started singin “The Star-Spangled Ban-
ner” and doing production numbers
from South Pacific. All 1 caught was
the tail end of the routine, when her
titties were all tuckered out.

Course, the legend of what happened
that night probly got a few silicone in-
jections over the years, but I basically
believe it except for the part about her
spinning around. I think she only spun
around once or twice, cause I know
how easy it is for Joyce to get dizzy.

Like 1 say, I decided to marry her
that very night, even though she only
had hooters the size of Delaware.

“Joyce,” 1 said, “I want you to be my
wife.” ’

She said, “Huh?”

I said, “By the way, where you
from?"

And she went into this long story
about how she was from Abilene and
her granddaddy was a buffalo hunter
and she left home when she was four-
teen so she wouldn't have to play the
violin anymore, and I said, “Okay, good
enough for me.”

And she said, “What?"

* We were married that night in Ciu-
dad Acuna, which is Meskin for “Coon
City,” We didn't have much of a honey-
moon. We spent it in the backseat of
the Mercury, cause 1 blew the whole
gate from Chez Highway 290 on “la
beera.” Actually, she spent it in the
backseat of the Mercury, and I spent it

Coovriaght © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc.



You Stink!

Don't Get Mad . . . Don't Fall Apart . . . Just Get Even . . . MAIL-A-FART!

Send a revenge stinker! It's a greeting card with a bag of stench
your friends will never forget. Order by number:

1. “Happy Birthday You Old Fart”
2. "You know what | think—you're right”
3. “Some things just can't be put into words”

4.\ was thinking about you after lunch, but it was a passing thought”

279 S. Beverly Dr.,
PU. Box 121,

Send $5.00 for each card plus 95¢ shipping and handling:
FART CARDS, Dept.—NL

Beverly Hills, CA 90212

on the floor, passed out from “la beera
too mucha.”
he next night we went right
back to work, cause now we
were the hottest thing in goat
country. My wife was now billed
as The Exploding Tit Woman.
We worked it into the act, and for the
next two years she blew her tits up,
twice a night like clockwork. Some
women wouldn't have understood a
husband that made em do that. They
would have thought it was “kinky” or
“dirty” or “dangerous.”

But not Joyce.

I loved her like a trained pet. There
wasn't anything I wouldn't do for
Joyce, except maybe co-sign on a car
note. A few months after the club
opened, Rhett tried to add a new num-
ber to her routine. He wanted her to
balance a glass of water on her left tit
while she was doing ventriloquism. It
was something Rhett saw her do at a
party.

But I said, “No way, Jose."

My wife still had her dignity.

Of course, we had a lot of other girls

come through Chez Highway 290. We
had girls that worked with boa con-
strictors, girls that could strip nekkid

while standing on their hands, we even

had one girl that could dance. But
none of em were like Joyce. She was
the first and she was the best. You
know, in future years many profession-

al bimbos would come along, frying to
cxplode their tits, but just think about
it. Did you ever sce one that could do
the double back flip without cheating?
It was a natural God-given talent.

Long as we had Jose, we didn’t have
to worry about much of anything else.
After a while, Rhett hired him a bar-
tender and went back to Mexico to
tend polio weed. We'd see him once or
twice a month, when he'd come north
to see all his close personal friends and
exchange pleasantries, if you know
what I mean and I think you do. I con-
vinced Lester to arrest me a couple
times, but he wanted so much money
for it, it wasn't hardly worth it after a
while. And ever Monday morning we'd
audition titties.

Titties descended on Highway 290
from all over the greater Southwest.
One time we had a set of tits drive in
all the way from Durant, Oklaboma,
just to see if they had the “stuff.” A lot
of times I'd have to be honest with
these girls.

I'd say, “Look, you and fifty million
other girls in America wanna work
here, but it’s not all glamour. It's a lot
of hard work, too. Have you cver
looked at some of the older girls, really
studied the shape of their tits. Years of
training 1o get that, You can't just waltz
in here in a cashmere sweater and ex-
peet me to put you up there next to
professional trained garbonzas. A lot of

these tits have agents. Most of em have
two agents.”

But, you know, they don’t listen.
Then, when we'd take the 1 or 2 per-
cent that did have trainable titties, a lot
of times we'd have to trick em up, give
em the Maybelline treatment, use spe-
cial effects and gadgets. One gal, we
had to train two weenie-dogs to sit up
on top of her titties, just so people’d
have something to look at.

“You know, Rhett,” I said one after-
noon, “titties aren't all they're cut out
to be.”

“What you mean?”

“You ever really take a good hard
look at em?"

“Can't say that I have.”

“Couple a tetherballs hanging off
your chest. Now you call that sexy?”

“Can'’t say that I do, no.”

“Couple a tetherballs, just hanging
there, waiting to be squeezed.”

“Pretty disgusting.”

“Course, some of em aren’t even
tetherballs.”

“Nope."

“Beanbags.”

“You said it.”

“Beanbags is all they are. Or
mothballs.”

“Mothballs. Those are the worst
ones,”

“So what's the big deal about tits?"

“I don’t know.”

continued on page 114
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CLASSIFIED ADS

Original Design Line Drawing|
Professionally Lithographed
suitable for framing 11" x 14"

Remember lo wear your rubbers wim
this quality Wﬁﬂ shirt slik screened in
3 colors, ¥9.95 per shirt plus #1.50 g/,
pecily color white O yol O grey O
Specdyme SO MO LO XLg
Specify style BHO1 and send check or

send $5.00 + §1.00 shipping & handling
To:  C&sS Lithographers

+ BOTTLE ROCKETS
* FIRECRACKERS

+ COLOR CATALOG
with every purchase
of fireworks
Send to:

NEPTUNE FIREWORKS CO.

P.0. BOX 398 DEPT.B4S
DANIA, FL 33004

CALL TOLL FREE
1-800-835-5236 $3. Niteshade, PO. Box 573, Aberdeen, WA 1. gy g
in FL: (305) 920-6770 IR0, 1:800-621-5745
Void where prohibited. .‘4 i E

763 Mast Road
Manchester, NH 03102

B Allgw 4 — 6 weeks delivery

monay order to:

FABTJLOUS FURRY FREAK BROTHERS
Comc Books. Nine different, only $21 US.
Postpaid. FFB ENTERPRISES, P.O. BOX 310,
Virgil, Ontario, Canada, LOS 1TO.

WIN WITH WOMEN! Discover the age-old
secret of winning with women. Order HOW
TO WIN WITH WOMEN. Send $10.00, plus
$1.50 postage/handling to: TB. Lyles, PO.
Box 32078/NL1, Phila, Pa 19146.

Reagan with a Mohawk!

Red, White & Blue witieshione & black
outline screencd un high-guality Amer
ian-made white S0/50 shirts. Tshirs
= 49,00, Long-slceved Tshirts—
#1200 Swoat shirts— #15.00,

Speeily S, M. L XL Add 5200
shippinghandling per item. NY state
residents add B, sales tax Send
check or money order to: FROBE
GRAPHICS—DEPT L PO Box 372,
Clarence. NY 14031

W GOGUBIENG

BECOME PRIEST OF FLOON the Party
God. Spread his holy message. [lustrated.

l HOW TO BUILD A MORE I

.u-- ===

POWERFUL ﬂu-g
BODY! n (LET

New Muscle Pumping Methods gives
you wider shoulders « Trimmer waist

« Poworlul chost » Biggor arms » Gain
weight and strength Write foday!

UH!VEIS.IH- ﬂ' 0DYBUILDING
BOX 6694, DETROIT, MI 43240

MUFF MAS

HILARIOUS h and stag/ stagatte pmy
favonitel MUFF SK . a mmudrum -
SMELL. NO TASTE. 55 95 per sk plus
Shllwlé? to Mulf Mask, PO 23270 Hx:himd.

TERM PAPER
ASSISTANCE

Catalog of Research Papers Available

on 16 000 onlile

Send §2 for catalog
and get our
FREE WRITING GUIDE

Order caralog with credut card o1 COO aow!

AUTHOHS‘ RESEARCH SERVICES, INC.
407 S. Dearborn * Am. 500-B # Chicago, IL 60605
Toll-free (800) 621-5745 = In lllinois (312) 922-0300

L 9.5 Central Time

v,

ASIAN WOMEN DESIRE ROMANCE!
Sincere, cultured, attractive. Sunshine

CABLE TV DESCRAMBLERS PLANS AND
INSTRUCTIONS FOR BUILDING YOUR
OWN FOR LESS THAN $45.00. ALSO IN-
CLUDED 1S A LISTING OF MANUFACTUR-
ERS WHO SELL WORKING UNITS TO THE

“GREAT FARTS—NO SHIT!”

Let 'em rip with THE REBUTTAL.
This new and innovative
farting device® sounds so real, your friends
won't know whether to laugh, cry or grab
mop. Simply lift your leg and cut a loud, juicy
fart. Limited supply. SEND $4.95 TO: K.P.M.
P.O. 1273 LAGRANGE PK, IL 60525-9373

- SINCYT A WHOOPT CUNHION!
International Correspondence—Dept. TZ, FUBLIC, S,END 35,00 TO DAVID BENTON,
Z . 2791F N. TEXAS ST, SUITE 243, FAIRFIELD,
Box 260, North Hollywood, CA 91603.
: CA. 94533, CALL 707-427-3786 FOR A RE-
CORDED MESSAGE. NEW CLASSIFIED RATES

WIN MONEY
AND
STOP SMOKING

Amazing new product allows
you to do both at the same time
in the privacy of your own home.
Also makes a great gift for that
smoker In your life that just won't
quit. $4.95 + $1.50 Shipping
and Handling. Send checks to:

National Lampoon
J- M- B- co- 635 Madison Aven,ue,
2509 Rose Drive New York, N.Y. 10022,

Placentia, CA 92670

TERM PAPER

ASSISTANCE

SHOT LINE=

SEND $2 FOR CATALOG
LISTING 16,278 RESEARCH PAPERS, or
CALL TOLL FREE 800- 351 0222

INCALIFORNIA (213) 477-8276
Aesealch Assistance. 11322 Idaho Ave ¥Z06LE Los Angewes. GA 50025

GIVE AIDS TO THE CONTRAS bumper
stickers, 82 each, 3 for $5. Wholesale ingui-
ries invited. AFTERTASTE, 10 Roundhill Rd.,
Lexington, MA 02173.

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 $200,
one time, Check must
accompany order. Call or
write: Howard Jurofsky,

(212) 688-4070.
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CLASSIFIED ADS

INTERNATIONAL T-SHIRTS
FROM INFAMOUS BARS
2. 1

McGough's

Tavern GoGk .JT les

Dublin. Ireland

Above, plus: Blue Parrot Cafe (Casablanca), Gin Room (Bombay),
One-Eye Jacks (Flio), Dragon's Den (Shanghai). Banger's (Liverpool),
Bone Cellar (Zanzibar), Tusk & Panga (Narrobi), Yellow Frog (Mar-
seilles) and Black Scorpon (Algiers). 100% cotton, $11.95 ea., posl-
agepaid » S:M-L-XL Checkimoney order/VISA/MasterCard to:
PASSPORT INTERNATIONALE, LTD.
56 Wentwarth Street, Charleston, SC 20401
Toll Free orders 1-800-624-2232, ext. 19
For Infarmation call 803-722-5974

THE MORE YOU KNOW
THE BETTER IT GETS

For A Motorcycle RiderCourse Near You, Call:

800-447-4700

%l. MOTORCYCLE SAFETY FOUNDATION

ARE YOU CRAZY?1?! |

Well, let's hope not, but we all know there are some definite
advantages to having people think you are. Not legally certifiable, of
course, but right thére on the edge, just close enough that people will
think twice before giving you that extra litlle nudge that just might
push you over. Just stick one of these bumper stickers on your car (or
your front door, or anywhere} and walch the reaction.

ALL LAWYERS NUKE R
SHOULD BE SHOT the =
Wiliam SMURFS o8
He really said it A firm statement against cutesy-
No kidding. "1 | poa characters, saccharine morality,
and possibly the only morally justifi-
BEWARE able example of a nuclear first
of the strike. 12
DAMNED THING |
Guaranteed to keep not only & uﬁ"ﬁ"‘;ﬂg{ ¥
burglar but just about every- NOT A CRIME
one else out of your home.

W3 | After a quick trip to the dictionary,

YOURSELF
SOAR ...

with the largest selection
in America at
WHOLESALE

PRICES!

ABSOLUTELY FREE
Our 1987 Exclusive
Color Catalog

0O YES, send me my
FREE 1987 Color Catalog!

N

— e e

BLUE ANGEL FIREWORKS
P.O. Box 96, Dept NL3 5, Columbiana, OH 44408

ZAP SWITCHES
Stick on dashboard, bike, desk, anywhere!

Choose from: Warp Drive... Ejector Seat... Kill... Death Ray...
Front Machine Gun... Self Destruct... Grenade Launcher...
Vertical Take-Off.

Instant Fun - only $5.00 each (post paid)

Order switch by name from:;

ABC PRODUCTS, PO, BOX 341, BEVERLY HILLS, CA 90213,
Money back guarantes — allow 4 to 8 wooks lor delivary,

CONDOMS BY MAIL!
Get the best condoms available 1oday! Your cholice of the

latest Japanese brands (thinnest in the world!), texturad
condoms for maximum sexual satisfaction, slimmer con-
doms for ﬂsnup?ar fit, plus Trojans, FOUREX, more! Our
exclusive Sampler Packages let you try an assortment
of many different brands at special savings. Our Super
100 samplor has 100 assorted condoms in @ single
package, including a minimum of 15 different brands!
Plain package assures privacy. Service Is fast, Money
back guaranteed if not delighted.

PO Box 900. Dept NL.77

Adam & I‘:Vce Garrboro, N.C 27510
Please send in plain package under your meney-back
gUEanlBB:

[J #C4 21 Condom Sampler . venenes § 6.00
LJ #CC4 38 Condom Sampler . ..........,.§ 9.95
L[] #CB Super 100 Condom Sampler. .. .. ... . $19.96
Name 00

Address

State, Zip.

EXOTIC T-SHIRTS, Fantastic multicolor
works of art by Boris Vallejo. Free color
brochure. J&B Specialties, Box 17363,
Pensacola, Fla. 32522-7363.

those fittle street thugs will give you
a wide berth, Ha
send to: CGK Ca, 3 =
Box 541 2
Swampscott, MA 01907 e
£1.50 each, or "
Il 4 for 85.00 s
e Al Four| Total
Name
Address
City State. Zip

@ 1986, CGK CO.

You can be with an oflicial
FISH HEAD BEER shirl,

Sizes: S - XL - $11.00/XXL - $13.00.
) Add %1.00 postage & handling per
§/ @& \tem. Send check or money order
iim J* L0
] FISH HEAD DESIGNS
DEFT A

POBOX 64815
TULSAOK 74155-0815

" ARE YOU A FISH HEAD? |

Four color on white. 50 f 50 blend. |

P.0. BOX 6., REDWAY, GA 95560
(707) 9233983

CIRCLE

INDOOR GAFIDENING\
SUPPLIES
THE LATEST IN ORGANIC TOOLS,
LIGHTING, BOOKS, FERTILIZERS -
WE HAVE IT ALLI
ULL FREE BROCHURE - PRIVACY GU&F!ANTEED/

SLOBMANIA!!!

THE YEAR OF THE LAZY SLOB Do you
like to party? Drink beer? Watch TV? Have
sex? Stay up all night? Eat junk food? Sleep
in? Take the day (or week) off work? Then
join the Club! The Club Lazy Slobs! (Lazy
Slobs know something most people

don't . ... Find out what.) Send $3.00 (re-
fundable when you join the Club!) to: Club
Lazy Slobs, P.O. Box 1714 Station “IL”
Montreal, Quebec H3G 2NG6.
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GET AN ERECTION!

. We got so many great comments
aboul our new construction company

] %ﬁf-n%_ Tshirts that we thought we would
i 41 £ share it with you.
. * . Send only $10.00 to:
| Hightower
| PO Box 7016/Suitc 326

Greenville, SC 29606
| Cotors: Rad groen. whes, biack & b
| Sy SMLA

— Bagu et ek £ ore Wl doee 1
P e bandng

5\
pbias Bashins & |

WE WANT DICKS !!

If wvou know someone
namad Richacrd oxr some—

one who's a yreal dic
Enroll them in e

DICKS OF AMERICH?!
FREE INFO: DYICKS &
BOX zZOo782
SAN DIEGO. A
22120

Smalli
colleges
can help

you make
it big.

Just ask: Ronald Reagan, Presi-
dent of the United States, Eureka
College, IL; Pierson Mapes,
President, NBC Television Net-
work, Norwich University, VT;
Robert Noyce, Vice Chairman of
the Board, Intel Corporation
and Microchip Inventor, Grin-
nell College, [A; Red Johnson,
President, Borg-Warner Corpo-
ration, Millikin University, IL.

A small college can help you
make it big, too, To learn more
about our small independent col-
leges, write for our free booklet.
Send your name and address to
Council of Independent Colleges,
Box 11513, Washington, D.C. 20008,

Sponsared by ([ The Gouncitof Indopendant Collagea



TITTY BAR

continued from page 111

“We oughta know. We're in that bin-
ness. It's our binness to know, But we
don’t know."

“That’s right. We don't know."

“Most binnesses, they don't have to
worry about tits.”

"NO."

“Qil binness. Tits don't matter.”

“Nope.”

“Hardware store. You don’t even
need tits for a hardware store.”

“I never thought of it.”

“But we gotta think about tits all the
time."

“It's a bummer.”

“Sometimes 1 feel like tellin em to
keep their tops on.”

“I know what you mean.”

“I mean all the time. | mean never
show their tits.”

"Might help.”

“Shoot, binness would probly go
up.”

“Probly.”

“People are sick and tired of tits
around here.”

“May be.”

“You ever seen a bimbo that didn’t
have tits?”

“Once or twice.”

“Maybe we need one of em.”

“Uh-huh.”

“Might liven things up around here”

“We could use that.”

“Course, then it wouldn’t be a titty
bar, would it?”

“I guess not.”

“Not a very good idea, is it?"

“Probly need another one.”

“God, I hate tits.”

“BEven Joyce's tits?”

“Well, I guess a man is obliged o
love his wife's tits, but sometimes even
hers get on my nerves.”

"Do Joyee's tits ever get mushy from
being blowed up all the time?”

“Rhett, I can’t believe you'd ask me a
question like that. What do you think

Joyce is, a piece of meat?”

“I'm sorry, | wasn't thinking.”

“It's okay. Go set up the titty
trapeze.”

“Right.”

This next part of the story is tough
for me to admit. I don't know how it
happened. I don’t know why it hap-
pened. 1 don't know who it happened
with. I don't know who I should of
murdered when it did happen. I don't
know where it happened or which di-
rection it happened. I only know it
happened.

One day I woke up and Joyce was
gone.

She didn’t say nothing, The night be-
fore she blew up her tits at eight, ten,
and midnight, as usual. We went to bed
about two. I woke up at ten and she'd
cleaned out the regular closet and the
bra closet and left. All I found was a
note on the dresser,

“Dear Joe Bob,” it said, "l owe you a
lot. You made me what I am today. |
couldn’t have done it without you. 1
don’t expect you to understand what's
happening right now, but I've got to
leave. The reason may not seem very
important to you, but years from now
youw'll understand: my titties hurt. Love,
Joyce.”

hat’s all it said. No explanation.

No way for me to reach her. 1

ran down to the Greyhound sta-

tion, hoping I could catch her or

find somebody that knew where
she was going, but there was no sign of
her anywhere. 1 went back to the club
and put a sign up: “No Exploding Tits
Tonight.” But I was so depressed thar,
after a while, I went back outside and
scratched out “Exploding.” It was the
first time in two years the club was
closed.

“How could she do it?” I asked Rhett
later. "How could she leave this life
and go back to whatever she was in ci-
vilian clothes?”

“Hard to figure out,” Rhett said, “un-
less ...”

“Unless what?”

“Unless one of the big mass-market
titty-bar chains up north offered her a
contract.”

“But Rhett, she was my wife.”

“Joe Bob, you don’t know what's
happening. I've seen it coming for a
long time now. Titty bars are changing.
These chains, they sometimes run
three, four hundred tits out of one
head office. They got tits in Houson,
tits in Dallas, tits in Norleans. They got
bealth plans, Joe Bob. Those girls get
their garbonzas checked, free of
charge, three times a ycar. They got
day-care nurseries at ever tit joint in
San Antone. How we gonna compete
with that?”

"Rhett, what are you saying? This is
Chez Highway 290. This is where the
whole thing started. We got bestiality,
for chrissakes.”

“They got it too, Everybody’s got
bestiality now. How long did you think
we could keep it for ourselves?”

“I still say that don't mean Joyce
dumped me for a chain contract.”

“Don’t blame her, Joe Bob, These
agents, they prey on tits like hers. You
said yourself all she had was a couple
of 32s, and how much longer can her
tadpole muscles hold out? She's gotta
make it while she can, She can’t sit
around the goat ranch all day long.”

“But I had no idea.”

“Course you didn't. The husband's al-
ways the last to know.”

For a while | tried to hold things to-
gether at the club, holding auditions,
putting on a few shows, but my heart
wasn't in it after Joyce's tits left. A man
can only handle so many titties before
his spirit gives out. My days as a titty
bar proprictor were numbered. 1 finally
sold out to Rhett, asked him to retire
Joyce's bra locker and remember the
good times. Rhett said he would. We
cried a little. As | left, 1 knew I'd never
be able to walk into a titty bar again.
Not unless someday, somehow, I found
the only pair of tits 1 ever loved. Wl

COMING NEXT ISSUE

The all-new, completely accurate, absolutely verifiable,
legitimate, steadfast, exact, precise, unfailing, form-fit-
ting, honest-to-goodness, factual, veracious, trustworthy,
candid, indisputable, True Facts issue. Everything in this

wonderful issue will be the gosh darn, down home, knock
on wood, swear on a stack of Bibles, 100 percent truth.
Except, of course, for the parts of it that aren’t. Such as
the Yellow Journal, the Funny Pages, the Letters section,
Foto Funnies, and many other spectacular features.
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