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MASTERPIECES OF

Personally Signed by Famous Authors

Six of today’s greatest science fiction writers — Isaac
Asimov, Ray Bradbury, Harlan Ellison, Frederik Pohl,
Kurt Vonnegut, Jr., and George Zebrowski — have
agreed to hand-sign their classics for you!

Others — including James Gunn, Poul Anderson,
Philip José Farmer, Larry Niven, Robert Silverberg,
Brian Aldiss, David Brin, C.J. Cherryh, and Roger
Zelazny — have written exclusive, new introductions
to works by their fellow authors.

And your favorite artists — Vincent DiFate, Richard
Powers, Joe Mugnaini, and others — have been com-
missioned to create unique full-color illustrations
especially for your Masterpieces of Science Fiction!
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The ultimate lit
classics — bou.
with acces

Behold ... the ultimate library of science fiction classics! The
greatest masterpieces by the greatest science fiction writers are
now being issued in luxurious leather-bound collectors edi-
tions. Timeless works bound in genuine leather to be read
again and again ... and to be treasured for generations.

Personally-signed editions of six important works
Recognizing the importance of this collection, six of the greatest
science fiction writers have agreed to sign their masterpieces.
Isaac Asimov is signing The Foundation Trilogy. Ray Bradbury,
The Martian Chronicles. Frederik Pohl, Gateway. Harlan Ellison,

A complete collection — from early classics
to recent award winners!

The Masterpieces of Science Fiction comprises the entire history
of the genre, from works by Jules Verne, H.G. Wells, and Sir
Arthur Conan Doyle to newer classics by Isaac Asimov, Gregory
Benford, Robert Heinlein, Ursula K. Le Guin, James Blish, Fritz
Leiber, Joe Haldeman, Philip K. Dick, and Alfred Bester, to
name a few.

There are splendid editions of Arthur C. Clarke’s 2001: A Space
Odyssey ... Frank Herbert's Dune ... Larry Niven's Ringworld ...
Fred Hoyle's The Black Cloud ... Roger Zelazny's This Immortal ...
Vonda N. McIntyre’s Dreamsnake ... and Philip José Farmer’s To
Your Scattered Bodies Go. Many of the works included have
received the prestigious Hugo Award, Nebula Award ... or both!

Deathbird Stories. Kurt Vonnegut, Jr., The Sirens of Titan. George
Zebrowski, Macrolife. These extraordinary volumes will surely
be among your most prized possessions. (And due to
their limited supply, you should act promptly to avoid
disappointment.)
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of science fiction
' genuine leather,
f 22kt gold!

Each edition is truly a masterpiece!

Every volume is fully bound in genuine leather, embellished
with a deeply inlaid cover design, and decorated with precious
22kt gold on the spine. The books are printed on acid-neutral
paper to last for generations, and each has its own permanently
affixed ribbon page marker. Pages are gilded on three sides for
beauty and durability. These are editions you will be proud to
own and display in your home library.

Convenient acquisition

The Masterpieces of Science Fiction is available only by advance
reservation directly from The Easton Press. Your books will be
sent at the rate of one per month for just $33.00 per volume,
plus shipping and handling. This favorable price is guaranteed
for the next two full years, and subject thereafter only to minor
adjustments reflecting the cost of materials, Your satisfaction
is guaranteed: you may return any volume within 30 days for
a full refund; and you may cancel your subscription at any
time. To reserve your collection, simply complete the Reserva-
tion Application and mail today!

obvriaht © 200

Advance Reservation Application

The Easton Press
47 Richards Avenue
Norwalk, Conn. 06857
Please enroll my subscription to The Masterpieces of Seience Fiction. Sen
me the first volume and reserve a collection in my name, Volumes will be
sent at the rate of one per month at $33.00%. This price will be guaranteec
to me for the next two full years.
I understand that I may return any book within 30 days for a complete
refund and that either party may cancel this subscription at any time.
* Plus $2.95 shipping and handling

[ As a convenience, | wish to pay for my first volume now. Enclosed i

$35.95* (payable to The Easton Press).
[ Please charge each volume as shipped to my

7] MasterCard [ Visa [] American Express

No payment required now.
We will bill you

[] Diners Clut

aia(;anl No. Expiration Dat

Name
Address __
City State ___ Zip

Signature T —- i
(All applications subject to acceptance)
** Connecticul residents pay $38.83, Tennessee residents pay $38.74, to include sales tax.
Please allow 4 — 8 weeks for delivery
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Gerry Sussman somehow got his hands on the uncxpurgated, edited-out sections of the Warhol Diarics —and if
you thought the book ruffled some feathers, wait till you read this!
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Judging by the multitude of new “affinity” talk lines, there are plenty of people willing to spend $1.40 a minute —or whatever it is—to chat with a simpatico.
And with this success has come a rash of almost grossly distended diversifications. Dave Hanson transcribes some of the latest.

JANE FonDpA's EMOTIONAL WORKOUT .. ......... R
Hanoi Jane may still have her figure, but pride in ownership is another thing completely. By Dave Wielgus. Photographed by Tom Grimes.

MAKE A FisT, My LovELY: THE FURTHER ADVENTURES OF DREW BLOOD, PRIVATE PHLEBOTOMIST .....
Prick up your ears and listen to the tale of the hardest-boiled man ever to do his bidding in violet trousers. By Richard Boler. Illustrated by Doug Taylor.
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As part of its ongoing endeavor lo upgrade its chintzy image, K mart has signed on a passel of es d and el pokespersons, among them legendary

hostess Martha Stewart. Chris Marcil previews her definitive wme on entertaining the K mart way. thugraphed by Mark Hill.
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AP/ Wide World

reetings from the Islamic
Republic of Iran to our new
good friends, the criminal and
immoral governments of the West, their
degenerate citizenry, and especially the
readers of National Lampoon magazine:

The divine will of Allah, the compas-
sionate and merciful (and ever-playful —
this blessing comes the day before the
ayatollahs were to play “Make That Spare”
with my head), has once more revealed
itself. On this page I, Hojatolislam Ali Bani
Falafel, public relations man for the
Islamic Republic of Iran, have finally suc-
ceeded in my task and herewith communi-
cate my country's vital message to the rest
of the world. So hear me now when I say
that Iran has lightened up. Iran is now a
good-time place. Gone are the days of bad
behavior and mass executions. The jihad
has been called on account of we want to
boogie. We have stopped taking hostages
and have started taking cocaine, ecstasy,
and all the other feel-good medications you
have for so long enjoyed in your depraved
and decadent luxury penthouse apart-
ments.

“Holy Shiite!™ some of you unbelievers

may say (a humble example of our Islamic
sensc of self-deprecating humor). “Is this
guy for real?” Believe me, fellow party ani-
mals, our will to kick the jams out is real.
We want to party, we are ready to party.. ..
But alas, we have forgotten how.

The last ten years have not been all roses
for our people. We lost our oil fields to mis-
management, we lost our holy war with
Iraq, and we lost our beloved Imam,
Ayatollah Ruhollah Khomeini—may his
beard be as a whisk broom at the right hand
of God. But worst of all, we lost our ability
to socialize casually with members of the
opposite sex in a relaxed, nonthreatening
atmosphere. Simply put, we lost our capac-
ity to party. You shit-faced Americans,
sitting there with your big-bosomed
girlfriends and never-ending supply of ice-
cold six-packs, what must you feel for us.
Contempt? Compassion? We who are
unable to let the good times roll are grovel-
ing before you, asking for your help.

We grant that letting it all hang out is a bit
more difficult for us because of our reli-
gious zeal. Cocktail parties, for example,
are out because we are forbidden to drink;
pot parties are no good 1o us because we
cannot smoke; and while orgies are not
expressly forbidden by the sacred Koran,
when the Shah left he took all the good-

looking women with him, so our desire for
sexual intercoursc is not all that great
either.

But surely you Americans, party masters
of the universe, can help us overcome these
handicaps and instruct us how to pitch a
wang-dang-doodle that does not violate our
holy Moslem beliefs. You can start by
teaching us the words to “Louie Louie.”
After that we can chug-a-lug goat’s milk
and do some halvah. ... Allahu Akbar! 1
think I'm getting a buzz already. God is
great!

INFIDELS, LET’S PARTY!!

° -
- S5
Ca &ue -
Hojatolislam Ali Bani Falafel

Special thanks to: everyone who made
this party issue such an unmitigated joy to
work on, especially the courageous Pam
Nalven, who enlisted her lovely friends,
rounded up the neighborhood kids, and
exposed them to the NatLamp party ani-
mals, a life experience they won’t soon for-
get; Susan Hewitt, who tirelessly cast the
party-in-our-pages for no other remunera-
tion than the wonderful company of one of
its coauthors; the members of the Monday
Night Sportswriters Hockey Team at Sky-
rink — that majestic penthouse ice palace —
who proved that they can not only criticize
players but impersonate them as well;
Bauer, Maska U.S./CCM, and Jay Cupolo
at Cupolo’s mail-order hockey emporium
for helping to outfit the ice warriors; Tom
Grimes, who schlepped his lights and cam-
era to that same rink at 2:30 in the morning
just to capture it for posterity; the Friars
Club, which provided the pretense of a
swank place that we party hearty at; Greg
of FIII (NYU) for letting us Jampoon fra-
ternity brothers everywhere; that fun
couple Donna and Michael who run Pad-
dles, the friendliest S and M establishment
since the Hell Fire Club whacked its last
tushie; Lee Sachs, who mugged his way
through two tortuous weeks as the schmuck
who's always going to take you to a better
party but never delivers; and one final big
thank-you to Jennifer Morris, who was
wonderfully efficient, not to mention ebul-
lient, in her short stint here as our summer
intern. Jenny, may all your wishes be little
gefilte fishes.
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Ross MacDonald

Sirs:
... and sometimes “Y.”
The Alphabet Killer
Signing a full confession
Sirs:
This is sublime. . . . I had no inkling, . . .
“Weird Al" Yankovic
Recipient of a
MacArthur "genius" grant
Sirs:

Cops. .. with Children.
Crips...with Children.
The Fox Network
Exploiting its strengths

LETTERS

Sirs:

I'm not only the Hair Club president, I'm
also a cult figure popular with young people
inthe late eightics, for some reason I've yet
to figure out.

Sy Sperling
The Hair Clubhouse
Sirs:
Am | rehabilitated yet?
Adolf Hitler

Flaming Pit, Hell

Sirs:
Don't worry, Captain Hazelwood. Since
you rented the tanker with your American

Express card, all the damage and clean-up
costs are covered.

American Express Representative

Valdez, Alaska

Sirs:
Every day
Every day I have the bluefish.
B.B. King
Watching his cholesterol
Sirs:

Oh, yeah? Well, Andy Warhol isn’t men-
tioned in my diary, either.

Sid Green

Newark, N.J.

8 NATIONAL LAMPOON

Coovriaht © 2007 National | amopoon Inc.




Guns N' Roses—GN'R
Lies (Geffen)  376-087

The Cult—Sonic Telnplll
(Sura)

Join Today!

ANY

SONIG TEMPLE

Tmn Pe --Full Moon

302-184

8 CDs
FOR ONE CENT

PINEYOUNGCANNIBRLS

EYCr,

'l'Hl'.‘. RAWETHECOO!

Fine \\wng Cnnnlmlu--
The Raw he Cooked
(LRS) 379-214

1 ]

Madonna—Like A Prayor
(Srel

PLUS SHIPPING AND HANDLING
WITH MEMBERSHIP

379-594

BUILD YOUR COMPACT DISC
et c&mcnon

Beaches—Original

Soundtrack (Atlantic) 379-669

(Atlanbc)384+388 Dlny !lanclng—l.qm In XTC. & Lemons Paula Abdul—Forever Glorla Estefan—Culs Both
i AL Sound!lack 1%'3/\) Sigiiee (Geffen) 380- Your Girl (Virpn) ~ 374-637  Ways (Epic) 382-341
UHF Soundirack (Epic) Tone-Loc—Loc'od After Living Co!w'—\"v'd u2—Ratle And Hum
384172 Anﬂm Fwn!slln—Thrmaga Dark (Dekcious Vinyl) (Epec) 70:833  (iland) 374:017
Lisa Lisa & Cult Jam— 379:075  Lintle Feat—Dixia Chickan
Siralght To The Sky Tho Dooblo Brothore—  The Neville Brothers— nerBios) 963515 [EUiesTEviig oo
olumbza) 370:893  Cycles(Capio)  382:457  Yellow Moon (ASM)381:889  Bost Of The Doors e i
: lokira)  357-616/397-612  Luclano Pavarotli—
g Bad English (Epc)383-463  1ho Tho—Ming Bomb Say Anylhing—Criginal o) ISTBIBIOTEI2 Lot inGoneort
Anderson, Bruford, PIL—0(Vign) 32978 (EpO) 32 Soundtrack (WTG) 381-871  Traffic—The Low Spark O (CES Master) 373848 Gyndi Lauper—A Night To
Wak 'H W 10) High Heeled Boys (Island) ) Romomber (Epe) 887
@man, Howe (Ans tevie Ray Vaughan & Grateful Dead—Skeletons 351-924  Depeche Mode—101 (Sire)
owl- Trouble—In Step From The Closet 379:404/399:402 g La Soul—3 Foot Hi
s St B (TR e, Jherecmmymn R
ad (Vugin) Bonham (WIG) 383497 - | o1, Raod—Naw York ) (ASM) U838 (Toran Akousiic Bund ki
M°l° yl"g&{mﬂ SW Alice Coopor—Tiash 378:216  The Whe—Tommy My (GAF) are- Bonnle Raltt—Nick of
lErnpg.m; Hea Ot 384 Epc) Elvis Costello—Splke MM52230395-228 Time (Capiol 1067
Placide Domingo—at The  (WamerDros) 378190 Kool Moe Dee— Jody Watley— Than
Bﬂiglx‘""“—“"’"‘gz“ Phiharmonic CBS Masten) o 60100 Tiio Al Tty < m o6
i Queen—The Miracle 79-209 Time Hits, Vols. 1 &2 Jeft Healy Band—Seo
ﬂ“h‘ n:n (MCA) 341-073 {Capsl) st {Gol. Spacisl Plod.) 377 846 mrr:;:'n;]u"m!m_aﬂ The Light (Ansia) 375873
- Stacey O—Nights Like :
Joo Cocker—Greatost Hits  This ( mncl;ug 362:896 %%"gﬁ:,? m nta 10,000 Manlacs—Biind Neal Schon—Lato Ni h
(AEM) oot Lo Gamg 377317, Man's Zoo (Elekira) 302-077 {Columbia) 78
Jorry Loe Lewis—18 ‘Aflanbic) : ' Ca
c'h'E‘[“” e GW@;‘E;@W :’ Vs :; o 382:820 Mu‘m%m“—%g—nz% : erag © Gg“":}rs-m mmm“menﬂﬁpe Hml? Lee E‘ummar I've
(Rhino} Love (Capitol) -127 Roy Orbison- G PHEM.—Green (Columbia) ag0eagq  (CBSAssocmie) 380352
‘Marla McKee (Gau%ré]a. Donny Osmond ‘C:EM (Virgin) 5 "mar 101 (Wamer Bros.) 375162 Wang Chung—The The Godfathers—More
2:119  Stevle Nicks—Tho Other .30 Speclal—Rock & Aoll  Warmer Side Of Cool Songs sboutkove A, s
James Ingram==It's Real The Gllm—DisInIaglaaliﬂrl Moedgl'n}-m Mirror 2381103 Stratogy (AEM)  375:130  (Geffen) 3g1-764  Haw(Epc)
{Warner Bros,) 303 (Elekira) 2:003 The mllnm!lburys— Ex What You Don't The Jacksons—2300
Night Ranger—Groatest Bluo Murder (Geften) The Replacements— Volume One I:ug] Kmn"[-ﬂra sia) 381-715  Jackson Streel (Epic)
Hita (MCAY iied bonl - e S Edie Brickell & N Joo Jackson—Blaze Of —
Pater Gabriel—Passion : @ Bricke!l & New —

% o lory (ASM 1o n Hitchcock And
sy S, et 363010 joni Mitcholl—Blue Bohamiare—Shooling Glory(AsM) Hroe Thn pilans—Quoen
Roachford (E o=t R s oo Al &3

osehiord (Epkc): 262:010 apy (Ookunbie) 50 Donna Summer—Another Todd Nearly Woodstock Il —Original
Groat White—... Twico Miles Davis—Amandla Place And Time (Atlantc) Hlﬁhll’d Mlﬂt—Hﬂpﬂll Human (Warner Bros.) Jackson Browne—World Soundtrack (Atanic)
Shy (Capiol) 381-178  (Warner Bros ) 381+ 756 282.960  Offender (EMI) 915 3817 In Motion (Elekira) 383-752 143/392- 142

We've built in a wide range of
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of current hits and classical favorites. Qur
greot introductory offer lets you choose any
8 CDslisted in this ad for 14, Fillin and mail the
application—we'll send your CDs and bill
you for the penny, plus shipping and han-
dling. In exchange, you simply agree to buy
s few os more CDs [at regular Club prices)
within the next three yeors—and you may
then cancel your membership anytime alier
doing so.

How the Club works. About every four
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al our expense.

The CDs you order during your member-
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which currently ore $1298 10 51598 —plus
shipping ond handling, and sales 1ox where
applicable. [Multiple-unil sets may be
higher) There will be speciol sales through-
oul your membership. Alter complating your
enrollment you may cancel membership at
any lime.

Special Bonus Plan: Alter you buy 6 CDs
at regular Club prices, you can build your
collection quickly with our money-saving
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PO. Box 1129, Terre Haute, Indiana 47811-1129
Please accept my membership application under the terms outlined in this advertisement.
Send me the 8 Compact Discs listed here and bill me 16 plus shipping and handling for all
eight. | agree to buy six more selections at rogu!or Club prices in the coming three

years—and may cancel my membership at any time alter doing so.
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LETTERS

Sirs:

At the tone the time will be.. . oh, it’s
what you are inside that counts, isn’t it?
Well, isn't it? I don’t know. Have you ever
felt like the world is just passing you by?
BEEEEP.

The Time Voice
Having an identity crisis

Here at National Lampoon, we have a 212-year history of knock-
ing down the tungsten-hard doors of falsehood in order to air out
the musky den of truth, We continue that proud heritage witha
write-in column that asks our readers to answer the pressing

questions of the day.
This month we ask:

Who Was Better,

Churchill or Roosevelt (or de Gaulle)?

This is the first in a Series of write-in
columns that will allow history fans to
express their views on important topics.
Qur thanks to the New York Times— “Who
Was Better, Mantle, Mays (or Snider)?” —
for providing inspiration.

Modern democratic leaders compete in
four areas: vote-getting for average (nomi-
nations), vote-getting for power (general
elections). global perspective. and cha-
risma. Roosevelt's power stats are better;
Churchill pulls even with a 38 percent pro-
founder world vision. The charisma ratings
are the punch line. FDR checks in with an
excellent nostalgia-adjusted 141.6 Gerald
Ford Equiyalents, but Sir Winston goes
stratospherie with a never-equaled 207.0
GLRE.

Numbers don’t lie: the Brit was best.

John C. Ferris
New Haven. Conn.

Roosevelt, When I was a kid, my [riend
Danny and I used to cut school whenever
there was a really big national crisis and
head over to the White House. We'd sneak
in through a French door you could jiggle
open with a clothespin, and before you
could say “Citizen Conservation Corps,”
we'd be hidden away behind a cuspidor,
getting an earful of historic op-level sira-
tegizing. We knew them all—Hopkins,
Ickes, Wallace, and the rest—and we'd
agonize through their slumps and cheer
them when they were hot. But the main
man was Roosevelt. I can remember dozens
of times when the country was down and
out—literally one step from “"Wait till next
era’—and then he would lean back, twirl
his cigarette holder a few times, and turn it
all around,

Maybe Danny and I didn't learn the qua-
dratic formula or Wyoming's chief farm
products as well as we could have. Bui
maybe there are some things you leam out-
side school that are even more important.

Sam Grabner
Trenton, N.J.

Let's face it, the media pressures were
not nearly as intense back then. I'm not

knocking the guys. but it’s a different—
faster— game now.
Davida Swift
Chair, Reggie Jackson
for Mayor Committee
Qakland, Calif.

Mao Zedong took a worn-out, over-the-
hill franchise and turned it into a first-divi-
sion contender. He ruled longer over more
peaple (try six hundred million more!) than
any of those matinee idols you're gassing
about. And Mao ruled!

Do you get my. drift, or am I being too
subtle? The North Atlantic nexus is kaput!

J. L. Simpson
Madison, Wis.

While FDR had, perhaps, no single
moment in which he shone with such gaudy
brilliance as did Mr. Churchill in those dark
bomb-laden days of 1940 (as consummate a
performance, in its way, as Graig Nettles's
infallible stewardship of the hot comer in
the third game of the '78 World Series). one
looks in vain for a Churchillian counter-
poise to that grandiose, exasperating, and
ultimately irresistible expression of Amer-
ican energies, the New Deal. What,
exactly, it meant for the lives of Grace and
James, Norman and Olivia, we shall see in
this episode.

Alistair Cooke
Culture

They were both great. Which one was
better? I don’t know, but sometimes, just
for the hell of it, I try to imagine what
would have happened if they had gone at it
head-to-head, instead of playing for the
same side in World War II.

Of course, war is mainly destruction,
Shouldn’t our highest praise go to the men
who build something?

Donald Trump
New York, N.Y.

Next issue: Should my daughter go out with
Jimmy Bigelow or Seth Lowhouse?-

Christopher Larson

Sirs:
Are you the one who farted?
Catherine Deneuve
Talking ro you with her eyes
across a crowded restaurant

Sirs:

Oh fuck, that was the goddamn worst!
Marrone! Did you see it? Hanh? Did you
... Oh, take my word for it. The whole set
was crawling with spooks!

Danny Aiello
After a day on the ser of
“Do the Right Thing”

Sirs:

Donny Osmond had the number-two rec-
ord in the country? Hang on! We've got a
chance!

All the Snowballs
Hell

Sirs:

Dance down the street! Pull up your
skirt! Smile flirtatiously! Cock-tease that
adolescent boy to the point of tears!

The Sprite in You

Sirs:
Oh, s0 you're the Great Satan. Guess |
was wrong after all.
The Ayatollah Khomeini
Hell

Sirs:

Good. ... Good. . . Build to the payoff.
... Yes....SHIT! He did it again! Did you
see it? My God, it never fails! The man is
simply incapable of telling a joke without
ruining the punch line with that little smirk
of his. Oh wait, wait....Here he goes
again. ... Set it up? Good....Build to the
payoff? Good....Punch line? NO! HE
HAS TO SMIRK! Every time it’s that little
lip-biting smirk that says “Not really. I'm
telling a joke, bur not really.” 1 need a
drink. ...

Pat Sajak’s Head Writer
Hollywood, Calif.

Sirs:
Have you ever noticed that we both
resemble the Red Skull in drag?
Sissy Spacek and Nanette Fabray
A couple of show-biz chicks
who don’t have noses

Sirs:
Whiplash!
Whiplash!
Roseanne Barr’s
Refrigerator Magnets
Sirs:

I'd give my right nut for the parts John
Travolta is getting.

Robby Benson

The grass is always greener

10
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A New Look for Aunt Jemima

™

Aunt Jemima, whose face adoms forty breakfast products, celebrated her hundredth
birthday with her first makeover in twenty-one years, according to the Quaker Oats

Company. Her new look, at right, is more suited to the mistress of the house than the
cook. The new look began appearing in July.

Sirs:

What did he say his name was? Otis Red-
ding? Well, you tell Mr. Redding that we're
sorry, but this flight is full and he'll have o
catch a later one,

Buddy Holly
Preparing for takeoff

Sirs:

You thought [ was sweet but ultimately
rather dull before, didn’t you? Well, just
imagine an afternoon with me now that I'm
sober!

Ringo Starr
Closing in on Paul as the most
worthless Beatle

Sirs:

My lines suck! My screen time is mini-
mal! And they always make me sit in the
back of the Ectomobile! Now I know how
Garrett felt,

The Black Ghostbuster
Ernie-on-Hudson, N.Y.

Sirs:
Hey, Deng Xiaoping isn’t so bad. At least
he made the trains run over us on time.
Chinese Students

Tiananmen Square
Sirs:
See that painting?
I broke that!
Julian Schnabel
New York, N.Y.
Sirs:

If this is Tuesday, it must be electro-
genital torture.

The Amnesty International Tour

Behind schedule

Sirs:

Whaddya mean, you don’t like it? [
created Kermit! I did Miss Piggy! I know
Sfunny!

Jim Henson

Introducing Lem™ ,

the intestinal virus,

and thousands of lovingly crafted,
soft, plush fecal coliforms

Sirs:
Comedy is easy. Dying is hard.
Bob Hope
George Burns
Uncle Miltie
Friars Club

12 NATIONAL LAMPOON

Coovriaght © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc.




Any cola’s

more delicious
with

atouch

of Comfort. -

Southern Comfort has a distinctive, appealing flavor,
y APE i
It’s a drink that makes any other drink taste that much better.
Comfort & Colas Pour 1 jigger (1% oz.) of Southern Comfortinto a fall glass over ico. Fill with coli.

L = TS =

3
Fxei =z
80000000 °

uisville, KY @ 1988




Sirs:

Riddle me this: Who lets fame, fortune,
and runaway T-shirt sales come before the
guys who put him on top? Answer: Batman,
who couldn’t even throw a bone to one of
his favorite old foes by offering me so much
as a cameo in the new movie.

The Riddler
Not laughing all the way to the bank

Sirs:

Holy cripes! This sequel shouldn’t be
about a boy becoming a man, it should be
about a guy growin’ up to become, like,
really ugly and hoping that he invested
wisely!

Ralph Macchio
“The Karate Kid Part IV"
In the works

wasn't that long ago that we were both sup-
porting players on Happy Days, an’ Pat was
a real sweetheart. You know, just happy to
be workin’, like the rest of us. .. but now!
Cripes. You know what he tells me? He
says, “Al, this Colgate Wisdom Tooth thing
is gettin’ me laid all over town!”
I mean he’s gone, Pat is gone...an’ he
ain’t comin’ back.
Al Molinaro
The Actors’ Equity lounge
Passing some time

Sirs:

Hey! Hey, boy! C'mon over here. Say,
listen...you wanna take a peek at ol’
Killer's peepee?

Jerry Lee Lewis
Bonding with Dennis Quaid on
the set of “Great Balls of Fire"”

Sirs: ‘

Thank you very much. We have your pic-
ture and résumé. What? No. No, we saw all
we needed to. Leave the script with the

receptionist on your way out. Thank you.
Head of Casting,
Heaven Community Playhouse
Auditioning Laurence Olivier
at a cattle call

and dental floss! It’s a ... Hello? Hello?
Dino DeLaurentiis
Can someone put you
on “hold” in a letrers column?

Sirs:
This? This. . . thing on my face? Thisis a
smile?
Susan Dey
L.A. Dour

Sirs:

Wasn't that fun, boys and girls? Now
here’s a song about Wilbur, the Rectal
Thermometer. . . .

Raffi
On a roll

Sirs:
'Scuse me, pal. You gonna finish those
carrot sticks?
Tommy Lasorda
In your face

Sirs:

We're Woody Allen’s female friends.
We're not as easy to drown as a sack of
fluffy baby kittens, but we bet you’re will-
ing to try, anyway.

Louise Lasser

Not ta be confused with a “food
infracrion.” this penalty is
assessed to thase who starved
themselves all day only 10 learn
that no dinner will be served.

Tying up the one bathroom for
an unreasonable length of time,
Line turning Inio angry mob,

Ratio of men to women at party
is unproductive and disiurbing.

Two minute warning kas
sounded —last-ditch ¢ffort to go
home with someone,

Sirs: Diane Keaton
So | seen Pat Morita the other day, and | Sirs: Mia Farrow
cripes, is he full of himself! You know, it It's ot just another movie about murder Manhatian
' 4
PARTY OFFICIAL’S OFFICIAL PARTY SIGNALS
by Bob Eckstein
PARTY OFFICIAL FIRST DOWN TOUCHDOWN ELIGIBLE MAN ILLEGAL PASS
1~~~

- Q - @

H L

E

End of your first drink and well
an your way to being ar Score made with guest on Bachelor entering playing field Proposition made fo a buddy's
astart of the party drunk as a skunk. a pile of coats. is fair zame. wife! girl.
APPETITE VIOLATION OBSTRUCTION PENALTY TOO MANY MEN ON LATE HIT PASS INTERFERENCE
THE FIELD (hands over broken heart)
{looking oul fa left,
than right)
i\
I &

Someone else hitting on a babe
you had your eye on,
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L) <@ . personal laugh track. Your such thrill-filled movies as Batman
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™ BUGS BUNNY and the
#6021 THE JOKER™ Laugh Ball $14.95  ppqmaNIAN DEVIL. To roquest

a free catalog—or order any of the
W QUALITY

to-die-for gifts on this page—call up the friendly
Wear this handsome ball cap, and everyone

souls at the foll-free number down there.
Will think you're a big-time Hollywood movie
star, Made of high quality navy blue wool
serge, this cap sports the Warner Bros, shield
embroidered in 5 showstopping colors. One
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size fits all heads (except shrunken ones).
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SEPARATED AT THE AIRPORT?

by Fred Stoller

E. : o
= -
2 £
% % i : W E
Moody New York Mets and copilot
outifielder Darryl Richard Meyers?
Strawberry...

AP / Wide World
AP/ Wide Warld

S h : -
ane Hare Krishna solicifor
Hapreet Tamura?

Film aciress Ellen Barkin...

Rock parodist “Weird Al”
Yankovic,..

AP /Wide Warld

Harry Heleotis

and ugguge handler
Derek Simon?

AP/ Wide World _
Harry Heleotis

Neurolic ﬂhnmukér'
Woody Allen...

and unnéying passenger
upgraded to first-class
Peter Dugan?

L e L
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Sirs:
Come on—Jesus needs a new pair of
shoes!
God
Playing dice with the universe

Sirs:

If you think violence is bad at rap con-
certs, just leek at the scuffs on these saddle
shoes!

Kimber Nordstrom

Crowd Conirol
Debbie Gibson
World Tour' 89
Sirs:
Shuffle shuffle tap.
Shuffle shuffie tap.
Shuffle (cup groin).
Dirty Tap Dancing
Carskills
Sirs:
Who killed the Kennedys?

Well, after all, it was you and me.
Sirhan Sirhan
Blowing his chance
before the parole board

Sirs:
I walk at night into the darkness.
A deep, deep voice comes to me.
He shouts,
“Slut, whore, take me inside
and do the will of Beelzebub.”
I try to resist. I cannot.
I am enthralled by his stench;
taken away by his evil forces.
I turn my head completely around
and spout pea soup endlessly over the
hills.
Avictimof. ..
“Possession”
by Calvin Klein

Sirs:
I'm ready for my closeup, Mr. DiLauren-
tiis.
Meredith Baxter Birney
Sunset Boulevard

Sirs:

You know, “T hope I get old before I die™
seems to make a lot more sense these days.
You know, thirty million dollars can’t be
wrong.

The Who
On their final tour. . . no, really

Coovriaht © 2007 National | amopoon Inc.




Smart sub shoppers! Compare and decide before you invest!

Which Sub
Is _the Bette‘ agam

BMONUS: 48 PAGES OF THI BEST OF TRUE FACTS

One year —halfa dozen fun-fllled issues
—of National Lampoon, the Free World’s
favorite adult humor magazine, costs only
$8.95! Two years, $16.95...and just $23.95
for three full years!

You can save more than $47.15 over
single-copy newsstand purchases of the fully
guaranteed National Lampoon by sub-
scribing now!

A smgle Trident nuclear submarine,
which may or may not work—and if it does
work, its only function is to blow away many
people—costs more than $1,500,000,000.00!
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mate the price of a dozen of them—and they
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Ross MacDonzald

NE MORNING IN 19821 SAT
up on my long-suffering mat-
tress and confronted an enor-
mous truth: I was no longer chubby, stout,
or heavyset. I had crossed beyond into the
wider world of the humongous, the earth-
bound zeppelin, the trunkless mastodon,
On hot days children gathered around me
for shade. Clearly, drastic action was called
for. I made some discreet inquiries and was
soon on my way to an upstate New York
fat farm. It was essentially a posh prison
where pampered pigs paid handsomely for
the privilege of being starved in comfort. It
was called Hudson Manor; I called it Fat-
tica,

In balmier days, Fattica had once beena
private estate commanding a lovely view of
the Hudson. As 1 entered its gates (alter
having earlier fortified myself with four
Egg McMuffins) I yearned for those pre-
aerobic days when rich food, vintage
wines, and rare cigars were the fashion
here. Now it played host to groups of deter-
mined hippos walking about in XX-Large
track suits.

I was greeted by a big, ugly nurse and a
chipper attendant named Crystal. They

ONE SHOT
FAT CHANCE

T O N Y

immediately placed me on their extra-
heavy-duty modified truck scale, and I
came up a lithe 265, (Like all blimps 1 fig-
ured that my clothes and shoes accounted
for at least forty pounds of that.)

“And how long will you be with us?”
chirped Crystal.

“Three weeks,” I muttered.

“Wonderful!™ she exclaimed.
worked miracles in less time.”

Miracles? What did they think T had, lep-
rosy? They then proceeded to check my
bags for contraband, namely food. T was
clean. Just then I heard a tremendous creak-
ing and groaning coming from the floor
above the office. I looked out just in time to
see a nun, at least four hundred pounds,
come wheezing down the staircase, envel-
oped in a habit that could have covered
Shea Stadium.

“Oh, that’s Sister Yolanda.” said Crystal,
sensing my surprise. “She’s on our
extended plan.”

No doubt. Ah well, I mused, they say
gluttony is the gentlest sin. Crystal then
showed me around the grounds, which
were dotted here and there with unhappy-
looking fellow inmates on foot or plopped

“We've

“I'm sorry you saw me, Timmnty. Now I'll have *o kill you.”

K 1S CH

like beached whales in sagging lounge
chairs. We passed through the exercise
room, which was deserted altogether
except for the muscle-bound instructor,
who was doing the usual pressing, pushing,
and grunting. On the wall was one of those
depressing charts matching one’s height to
one's ideal weight, I glanced at 5'10"—my
ideal weight was only 120 pounds away.
Shit.

Finally we arrived at my quarters, in the
same building as the gym. It looked much
like any Holiday Inn room: TV, bed, desk.
chair. sanitized bathroom, Gideon Bible,
elc.

“Dr. Ernst will be in to see you soon,”
said Crystal as she left. “In the meantime,
Just relax.”

Although that last bit sounded rather
ominous, T plopped down on the bed and
stared at the ceiling. So this was to be the
cocoon from which, in three weeks, I was
to emerge a slender butterfly.

My reverie was interrupted by a loud
knock at the door. An apple-cheeked, pow-
erfully built young fellow with a “*GO FOR
IT!" T-shirt and a black bag entered.

“Hallo xere!™ he said, extending a beefy

hand. “I am Dr. Ernst Pfeffer. Everyone
calls me Dr. Ernst. And you must be
Tommy.”

“Tony.” Dumb kraut.

“Ja, ja, Tony. Vell, Tony,” he continued,
sitting down on the bed and opening his
black bag, “'vee follow a strict fast here. For
zer first two weeks at least, just water. But
don’t worry. .. it iss very tasty water, hah-
hah-hah.”

“Heh-heh.” Oh, Christ. . ..

“Now please zit up.” He took out his
stethoscope. “How long have you been
overweight, Tony?”

“Forever.”

“Ja, vell, vee see vot vee can do about
zat. Lie back, please.” He started painfully
grabbing and prodding various chunks of
my tat. “Zat hurts a little, ja? So, vot do you
do, Tony?”

“leat.”

“Hah-hah. Vell, I can see you haf a sense
of humor. Please zit up again.” Lowering
his voice a little, he asked, “You are fully
insured, ja?”

*Ja, mein Doktor.”

“Very goot!” he proclaimed. *You are
fine—just too fat. I vill look in on you again

18 NATIONAL LAMPOON

Cobovriaght © 2007 National | amboon Inc




tomorrow.” Another stiff handshake and he
was gone.

1 lay back on the bed for a short snooze.
An hour later I woke up—very hungry. 1
turned on the tube just in time to see a
Burger King ad. I switched it off. I paced
the room. I drank four glasses of water. 1
paced some more. I took a shower. I
brushed my teeth. I took out a biography of
Hermann Goéring. It reminded me of food,
so [ putit down. A song kept going through
my head: “I don’t care what they say/l
won't stay/In a world without food.”

This routine went on for about a week.,
Every day Ernst would poke and prod me
and the rest of the day 1 would go insane
with hunger and boredom. I'd lost over
twenty pounds but I was obsessed with
tood, any food. Around about the tenth
day, I watched the coverage of the Falkland
Islands conflict on TV. All I could see were

This was to be
the cocoon
[from which,
in three weeks,
I was to emerge

a slender butterfly.

all those juicy sheep grazing there, imagin-
ing how nice a few of their legs would taste,
roasted, with mint jelly.

Every few nights they had a sort of “Fat
Rap™ at the main building, but I never both-
ered to go. Around about the fifteenth night
the boredom really got to me, and I gave ita
try. The room was filled with about twelve
women and two other men, all pissing and
moaning about their goddamn fat. Sister
Yolanda was there, taking up an entire love
seat. She didn't look any thinner, but who
could tell what was going on under that tar-
paulin of a habit anyway. One hefty blimp-
ctte had the floor and she sobbed on and on
about how men were so cruel and how none
liked her just because she was “a little over-
weight” and how they could never see
through to her sparkling personality under-
neath, etc. Alter about ten minutes of this I
quietly slipped out the door.

As I walked back to my room, someone
yelled, “Hey buddy, wait up!” It was a hefty
gent, about forty, with a Southern accent.

“Man!” he said. “Can you believe that
bullshit? As soon as I saw you sneak out I
was right behind you.”

It turned out his name was Chet and he
was the New York rep for some textile plant
in Georgia. His company was footing the
bill, so he'd figured what the hell. He'd

.

been there six days and he was losing his
mind,

“Yeah, well, tell me about it,” [
answered. “I’s been filteen days for me in
this dump!”

“Fifteen days? Christ awmighty!” Low-
ering his voice, he said, “I got me some
kick-ass weed back at my room. Wanna
come over?”

We stopped at my room for my tapes and
cassette player, and the next thing I knew I
was stoned out of my mind listening to Ben
Webster. I felt human for the first time in
weeks. We laughed our asses off about
Sister Yolanda.

“Man," Chet wheezed, “I hope Jesus
knows what He’s got a-comin’!”

“Shit!” 1 replied. “They’ll never fit her
through those pearly gates!”

After getting more stoned and bitching
about our situation, Chet blurted out,
“Hell, let’s go get something to EAT,
man!”

“Huh?" I mumbled.

“I mean let’s sneak outta here and get us
a little somethin’, nothing too heavy. I got
my car parked outside the side gate....”

Ten seconds later we were out the door,
sneaking over to the gate. It was a chain-
link fence about seven feet high. Somehow
we got our big fat asses over the top and we
were outta there!

“Hey,” yelled Chet a few minutes down
the main drag. “There’s a steak joint. Says
‘Bar, too.™

“Fine,” I drooled. “Just fine.”

As soon as we were seated the waitress
put a basket of garlic bread on the table.
That was sucked clean in seconds. We
didn’t touch the water, though.

“What can I get you fellows?" she asked.

“Oh, nothin’ heavy,” said Chet. “A rib
steak rare with Caesar salad and a baked
potato with sour cream, but no butter—
we're on diets, y'know.”

“Same for me,” [ said. “And a pitcher of
draft.”

There are no words to describe how
good that steak tasted, not to mention the
three pitchers of suds we ended up swilling.
It was ambrosia. It was better than sex. Bet-
ter than drugs. It was GOOOOD!!!

After a couple of bourbons to help us
home to Fattica, we waddled happily to the
car. We had a much harder time getting
back over that fence, loaded down with
beef and beer. The next morning I weighed
myself. I had gained back six of the thirty
pounds I'd lost. [ met Chet in the hall and
we both said, “FUCK THIS!” We signed
over a fortune for the insurance companies
to sort out and rolled the hell out of there.

Chet was kind enough to give me a ride
right to my door in Manhattan. Within two
weeks I had gained it all back and more. It
was worth it, though, just for that one meal
and the memory of the night two king-size
cons went over the wall at Fattica. B
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Robert de Michiell

LVIS WAS
THE SECOND
@S UDERIRN NN

BY LES FIRESTEIN

EVERY ANNIVERSARY OF PRESIDENT KENNEDY'S DEATH RE-
vives all of the controversy surrounding that awful assassination. Like
Jason returning from the grave in yet another Friday the 13th sequel, when-
ever November 22 rolls around we dig Jack up out of his casket and put him
through his paces.

Pick one: (A) Oswald had an accomplice (the Oswaldian School). (B)
Oswald was really aiming for Governor Connally (the Connallian School,
not to be confused with the Italian pastry). (C) It was really a plot by the
CIA. (D) It was a Soviet plot. (E) It was a Mob hit. (F) It was a Cuban hit.
(G) C and D only. (H) E and F only. (I) Any combination of one from
column A and one from column B, plus wonton soup and fortune cookie.
(J) Other: your favorite conspiracy theory here

Indeed, in a recent poll, just 13 percent of all Americans surveyed sald
that they believed Oswald acted alone.

Psychologists have conjectured that the reason the findings of the

Warren Commission have never really sat-
isfied us is that we are collectively “deny-
ing"” the real tragedy of the event: that a
charismatic and much beloved leader of our
people was quite simply plucked away from
our grasp, just when we wanted to hug him
most. .. and for no good reason at all,

But I believe that there is a more compel-
ling reason why the Kennedy controversy
remains with us—namely, that it sells.

I know that in my neighborhood video
store, KKennedy conspiracy documentaries
and dramatizations occupy two whole
shelves; and in the public library, Kennedy/
Oswald reenactments, reconstructions, and
outright revisions have garnered their very
own Dewey decimal.

Now, the problem I have with the
Kennedy conspiracy theorists has really
little to do with the fact that these self-
proclaimed ballistics and forensic “ex-
perts” look like the hybrids derived from
crossbreeding televangelists with hawkers
of cures for baldness.

Nor am I put off by these specialists’
lacking college or even high school diplo-
mas, nor am I even unduly influenced by
their arrest records.

Rather, what really irks me about most of
the studies which discount the findings of
the Warren Commission is that they read
too much like Chariots of the Gods? or
Secrets of the Bermuda Triangle or The
TRUE Story of the Lach Ness Monster or
even Elvis Lives.

Specifically, it seems to me that in order
10 pen a successful piece about that fateful
day in Dallas—or one about Bigfoot or Sas-
quatch—an aspiring author needs just four
things:

— A camera with soft focus and a dirty lens.
— A penchant for making mountains out of
molehills.

—A good agent.

—A typewriter.

As for the second ingredient, my read-
ings into the Kennedy affair indicate that
the people who manufacture conspiracy
theories (and subsequently spout them on
Geraldo) are the same folks who have never
recovered from the fact that “manslaugh-
ter” can also be read as “man’s laughter,”
and, worse, the word “lived” is “devil”
spelled backward. . . and that all of this has
meaning and, in addition, indicated that
Martians visited our planet 30,000 years
ago to set up our civilization.

My sympathy is greatest for those
who have not concocted these conspiracy
theories while under the influence of mind-
altering drugs. Why must every photo-
graphic blur be an additional gunman?
Why is every stray hair on a camera lens a
bullet fragment with an unlikely trajec-
tory? More important, why is a cigar never
acigar?

Personally, I've made my own peace
with the Oswald shooting, though it took
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me a while to get there. After ruling out the

more popular conspiracies (reasonable
doubt, inconclusive evidence), I then ran
through the more obscure theories. Other-
wise, I wouldn’t have been able to sleep.
Here’s what I determined:

—I was not the second gunman on the
grassy knoll. I concluded this not only
because I was younger than five at the time,
but also because I'm a lousy marksman.
Plus I have an alibi: | was at the pediatrician
at the time the announcement was made
that the president had been shot. In addi-
tion, several physicists have concurred that
since | weighed a scant sixty pounds at the
time, had I fired on the president I would
have been killed by my own recoil, so you
can cross me off the list.

—Mrs. Kennedy didn't do it. I know this
because JFK Jr. and I attended the same
school for a while, and I even met Jackie
once or twice, and she seemed like a really
nice lady.

—The shooting had nothing to do with sib-
ling rivalry among the Kennedys. Though
I’m going with my gut on this one.

—I really don’t think that the networks
orchestrated Kennedy's death in order to
boost ratings. Even though it was “sweeps
week,” who would have bought the adver-
tising during such a morose broadcast?
—There’s the theory that Oswald was
really trying to Kill himself but missed. But
who needs a rifle with a telescopic sight for
a suicide?

—Then there's the theory that LBJ hired
the killer(s) because he himself wanted to

e

HIS JOB, HIS HOME, HIS FAMILY.
be president. Exeept judging by his perfor- soME PE“PLE
mance in office, Johnson didn’t want to be
president.

And briefly, I entertained even the most WILL PAY A"YTHI"G an GUGAIHE
tenuous of the conspiracy theories: X

—That JFK tried to cover up his suicide by
hiring accomplices.

—That Jackie was the real target, again of COC&il’lC Fﬁaﬂy is GXDCHSWC- LOOk What it
lousy marksmen, who were probably hired almost cost thls man.
by a frustrated dress designer whose fash- : : e <
ions had been spurned by Camelot. He’s getting help at a Drug Rehabilitation
—That it was actually Abraham Zapruder 3
who shot the prcsidcit—mnsl likclg with Center’ They gOt help from the Unlted Way Au
some sort of ﬁn:a(rjm C][]be:]dl:(g in t])-ﬁ.-; because the United Way got help from you.
movie camera—and not only that, but . . . .
Zapruder even had the foresight to film the YOUI' Slnglc cqntnbutlon hel]':)S pl’(.)Vld'C.
whole thing so that he could live comfort- therapy for a child with a learning disability, a
ably off the assassination-movie royalties
for the rest of his life. program that sends a volunteer to do the
But as I mentioned earlier, none of these i I
theories carry much weight with me, Shopplng for a 79 year Old womar, and a place
IE]ec::msli‘ I've made my own peace with for a 12 yea,r—()ld 10 tOSS a baSketbau around
ovember 22, 1963,
In my heart of hearts, 1 know that John F, aftCI' SChOOl'
Kennedy is alive and well today, and that Or, in this case, rehabilitation for a cocaine
someone else occupies the president’s cas- % : .
ket. You see, Mr. Kennedy is currently liv- abuser. A man who, without your help,
ing somewhere in the south of France, i A
where he shares a chiteau with Elvis. Mari- §EUIdl:er ytwell-have ended up payimng / &!
lyn Monroe is their cleaning lady. I've even € uitimalte price.
got some blurry photographs to prove it. p United Way

It brings out the best
g4 e
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Ross MacDonald

SAUDI ARABIA'S OFFI-
cial executioner, sixty-year-old
Saeed Al-Sayvaf, performed
his first execution in 1952,
chopping off the heads of three
criminals and earning the
equivalent of $399. Al-Sayyaf
recently told an interviewer
that as a young man he enjoyed
watching executioners behead
criminals after Friday prayer
sessions. That led him to apply
for the job of “sayyaf.” which
means  “swordsman  execu-
tioner.” Al-Sayyaf adopted his
second name when he got the
joh. His first name, Saeed.
means “happy.™

Al-Sayyal said that his vic-
tims kneel before him and he
first shices off the upper part of
the shirt to expose the neck.
Then he uses a single swift

stroke to send the head rolling.
Al-Sayyal uses a pistol to kill
women, however, to “avoid
having to cut off their clothing
and reveal naked flesh.”

The post of sayyal pays the
equivalent of $36 per month
plus $133 for each head.

“[always look forward to the
opportunity to chop off more
heads so that | can earn more
money,” he said. (Bergen
County, New lersey) Record

(contributed by Tate Rothbard)
L

IN ITS “POLICE CALLS"
column. Illinois’s Northwest
Herald reporfed fhat Gerald F.
Fillion, fifty-eight, of Wood-
stock had_been“cited on a
charge of transportation of
open liquor and depositing in-
jurious material,on the road-

——

make it pleasant.”

Breakfuast at Tiffany’s

o PUg

1§

San Francisco Examiner/ Mark Costantini

The Sen Francisco Examiner reporied
that a mon nomed John Powers
parked in front of Tiffany & Co. in
San Francisco, placed a white picketl
fence arovnd his car, and played a
tape of “household noises,” includ-
ing the sound of a toilet flushing. Be=
fore police made him leave, Powers
told a Tiffany employee that if he
had to live in his car, he “wanted to

way.” Editors apparently failed
1o notice that Fillion’s obituary
appeared at the top of the same
page. (contributed by J. Pawlik)

L

ATTORNEY KENNETH R.
Behrend filed suit against Dom-
ino's Pizza, Inc., claiming the
company encourages danger-
ous driving with its trademark
thirty-minute-delivery guaran-
tee.

According to company
spokesman Ron Hingst. Dom-
ino's success in the pizza busi-
ness stems from its promise to
deliver within thirty minutes of
a telephone order, at least in
specified areas. *We emphasize
hustle once [company drivers]
get to the stose,” said Hingst
“Butonce they getinto the car.
there should be common-sense
safe driving. Some people say,
we'reencouraging these Kidsio
race. But, no, we're encourag-
ing them to hustle. There's a
difference.”

Behrend claimed that Dom-
ino's encourages drivers to run
to and from their cars, and that
it awards top drivers an all-ex-
penses-paid trip to the Indian
apolis 500, where the company
has a race car.

Hingst said the Indianapolis
trip was discontinued four
years ago but conceded that he
knew of twenty fatalities in-
volving Domino’s drivers dur-
ing 1988, when the company
sold 230 million pizzas.

Behrend's complaint  re-
sulted from an accident involv-
ing client Frank Kranack,
whose station wagon was hit by
aDomino’s delivery car outside
a Domino's store in suburban
Pittsburgh. Pennsylvania. Ac-
cording to Kranack, the man-
ager of the store rushed out to
the wreckage and demanded,
“Let's get this pizza on the
road.” Orange County (Califor-
nia) Register (contributed by
Marilyn Gould)

[ ]

TRUE FACTS

BRI ED. BY JOHN B ENDEL

PIZZA NEWS WAS ALSO
made in Dallas. Texas. where
thirty-four-year-old Cedric
Castleberry and two friends
were walching basketball on
television when they decided to
order pizza from a nearby Pizza
Hut. When the pizza hadn't ar-
rived one hour later. Castle-
berry placed an order with the
local Domino’s franchise. Both
pizzas arrived at the same time,
and Castleberry told Patty Mur-
ray, the Pizza Hut delivery-
woman, to take her pizza back.

But Murray became angry
and vowed to “get her money.”
Murray told two Dallas police
officers that she had been
beaten and robbed by Castle-
terry and his friends, who are
black; Murray ‘and the Pizza
Hut manager apparently con-
vinced the white officers to ap-
proach Castleberry’s home
disguised as Pizza Hut drivers.

When Castleberry opened
his door, the officers kicked the
door in, pulled revolvers, and
ordered the three men to lie on
the floor.

“They wouldn't let us say
anything,” Castleberry. a city
employee. said. “They wouldn’t
even tell us what we were being
arrested for.” The men had to
pay three hundred dollars in
bonds to be released the next
day, even though the Domino’s
driver backed up their version
of events.

*Authorities have since de-
clined to press charges" against
Castleberry and his friends, ac-
cording to the Austin Ameriean-
Statesman, but a police captain
in the Internal Affairs Division
insisted that uniformed officers
“are not restricted from work-
ing undercover and can use dis-
guises if necessary.” (con-
tributed by John E Ybarbo)

a
P. STROSSE OF FORT LAU-
derdale, Florida, wrote to the
“Curious Shopper,” a syndi-
(CONTINUED ON PAGE 26)
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Model #123 r
LIGHTNING FULL AUTO
(In Mr. Dean’s hand, at right.)
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NATO MILITARY FULL AU
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e GENUINE, AUTOMATIC,
Bult o it Do ik e Wb COMPLETELY FINISHED
one! 519.95 A

HModel #120M AND GUARANTEED FOREVER,
CLASSIC FULL AUTO SOLD IN LEGAL KIT FORM ONLY*
This classic knife stereotyped an
generation. Nine inches. Suwrﬁd:.e
opening action. Press the buttor in
gleaming arc the stalplessers iR R
tre i cxqulsice knife, for the rebel in
all of us: In pearl blue, whice, or red. $2%.95
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LEVERHUNTER FULL AUTO

Eight inches of hand rubbed rosewood,
brass and stainless steel, Touch the lever

and release a spring loaded blade, honed OR SEND TO
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B —— MISSING LETTERS

i e

I

A. Taylor Loe Willingham

W

TR R R T R

A Alders Adam Newman

i

o o

OMPLETE AUTO SERVICE

Copper Tree

Keith Benkery

&
Dawn Krasmer

24 NATIONAL LAMPOON

Coovriaght © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc.



nArnonAq

|
|
|

NAFIONAL

I.AMP...N

FUESN “mmn Lo fubity Pibrratad?®

NATIONAL

LAMPOON

B | Bty satiosod Yok Parody

PN J[u

APON]|
Elmllopcdm of Hlmmr

NATIONAL

VLAMPOON

IEERWRNRGS 4

TENIH r\\u\'ll\ ERSARY
ANTHOLOGY

Nahona“umnpoon(ﬂammcs
It is imperative that [ acquire the items checked above in order to keep my humor collection complete.
Lam enclosing $2.00 in postage and handling for my orderf it's under $5,00, and $2.50 for sawd charges
if the order totals more than $5.00, small price to pay for U.S. postal delivery. I I'm a New York State
resident I'm adding 8Ys percent sales tax, which is another matter entircly.

Name (please print)

Address

City State Zip
Total amount enclosed _ ey e - e
1
1 Check enclosed . = Charge to my: i
]
MasterCard # MasterCard Interbank # :
]
Visa # Expiration Date :
Signature :
Tear out the whole page with items checked, enclose check or money order, and mail to: I

-
1
1
[]
i
1
]
1
1
1
1
1
1
[
1
l ¥
1
1
1
]
1
1
1
1
1
I
1
]
1
1
1
1
1

NATIONAL LAMPUDN Dept. } 8_6203:/}%_81{1111@ &tbA6|7 LN, New ‘l"ulk 10013.

€d
e

Classics
of
NATIONAL
LAMPOON

[} National Lampoon Tenth Anniversary Anthology,
Volume I Half of our best tenth anniversary book ever
—and the first half. $4.95

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

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

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

[ National Lampoon Foto Funnies All-new, all-
brilliant Foto Funnies. If you liked them in the
magazine, you'll really love them-in the book. 1986.
$2.95

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

] National L Sunday Ne Parody
A sequel to the High School Yearbook, though the
two have nothing in common, $4,95

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

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

['1 The Best of National Lampoon, No. 7 Encompassing
1975~ 1976. §2.50

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

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

[ Natianal Lampoon True Facts The original,
uncensored work, now available in English. [vall
happened. $2.95

[J National Lampoon True Facts "86 The third all-new
collection not even we could dream up. $2.95

O National Lampoon Deluxe Edition of Animal House
The full-color, illustrated book on which the movie
was not based. This came later, $4,95

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

] Son of Cartoons Even We Wouldn't Dare Print 1i:

A Sequel Even worse than the first. $2.95

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

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

(] Natlonal Lampoon Dirty Joke Book The filthy, the
funny, and the farmer’s daughter. $2,95

(] National Lampoaon Dirty Dirty Joke Book Collection

of ribald stories, limericks, one-liners, cartoons, and
other off-color works. $2.95

[J Encyclopedia of llumor Everything funny from
AtoZ. Irardcuver $4.9

[] National Lampoon’s Shry of the Iran-Contra Affair
Just when you thought it was safe to sell arms
to Iran. $2.50

[] National Lampoon's Cartoon Book 0ur all-time best
cartoons at an all-time great price. $3.9
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TRUE FACTS

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 22)

cated column, regarding ants
she had found in her microwave
oven, “Rather than use a spray,
I closed the oven door and
turned it on High for a full min-
ute,” she wrote. “When I
opened the door, the ants were
still alive and running around. |
had to do this three times be-
fore they finally collapsed.
Why did it take so long?"”
“Curious Shopper” pub-
lished a reply quoting Dr. Di-
ana Wheeler of the Department
of Entomology at the Univer-
sity of Arizona. "I am not sure
why small ants take so long to
cook in the microwave,” said
Dr. Wheeler, in part. “I have
noticed that baby cockroaches
also remain alive for some time
when the microwave is turned
on, while adult (larger) ones go
rather quickly.” Evening Herald
(contributor unknown)

[ ]
CREATIVE COMPUTING RAN
this item, datelined Washing-
ton, D.C.: “The Office of Edu-
cation has set up a division lor
bright and artistically talented
students. [t will be placed under
the Bureau for the Education of
the Handicapped.” (contrib-
uted by Dave Angus)
L ]
ANITA MURRAY OF HES-
peria, California, was arrested
for producing and distributing
pornographic movies in which
she tortured her husband, Ri-
chard Henry Lichy. According
to the Los Angeles Times,
“Most of the movies feature
Murray, who stands six feet tall
and weighs 170 pounds, inflict-
ing punishment by various
methods, some scatological,
upon her five-foot-nine, 160-
pound husband.™
“These films were not simu-
lated,” said Stuart Goldfarb,
Murray's lawyer.
Reported the Times: “*When
a search warrant was served at
Murray's home in the San
Bernardino County desert in
January, authorities found the

couple, in matching negligees,
baking a cake.” (contributed by
David & Terri Ostovich)
&

THE CITY COUNCIL OF
Cleveland, Ohio, recently en-
acted an ordinance banning the
sale of drug-related items such
as bongs, water pipes, and Kits
for growing marijuana. Police
were asked to supply a list of
so-called *head shops."

On their list Cleveland police
included the Lee-Harvard Bou-
tique, a mannequin supply
store, which sells, among other
items, mannequin heads,
Youngsiown (Ohio) Vindicator
(contributed by Paul Shana-
barger)

*
FROM THE “NEVADA
News™” section of the Reno
Gazette-fournal:

“A man accused of indecent
exposure for allegedly baring
himself to a woman on the ski
slopes of Mount Rose has been
allowed 1o plead guilty instead
to carrying a  concealed
weaporn.

*Deputy District Attorney
Cheryl “Field-Lang said, she
reached the unusual plea bar-
gain with " defense attorney
David Houston because both
crimes carry the same penalty,
a maximum of one year in jail
and a $2.000 fine. She said the
defendant, David Alan Cassel,
twenty-seven, refused to plead
to anything relating to indecent

exposure,

“Field-Lang said the victim
in the case had been trau-
matized enough by the alleged
exposure incidents last winter
and wanted to avoid a trial if
possible. The law allows for
such a plea, called a fictitious
charge, to expedite a case.

“But Field-Lang added, ‘In a
way, it Kind of fits” (contrib-
uted by Tom Claussen)

L )
FROM LEBANON, NEW
Hampshire's Valley News:

“Stockholm, Sweden—A
woman was trapped for forty-
eight hours in a deck chair that
folded up on her while she was
sunbathing on her balcony, the
Swedish news agency TT re-
ported.

*“The chair’s cloth tore and
the chair folded as the eighty-
year-old woman sat down,
leaving her with her head be-
tween her knees, the news
agency said.

*The ineident occurred Sat-
urday in Malmé in southern
Sweden. On Monday, a care-
taker saw her sitting in a pecu-
liarfashion on a balcony across
the street, according (o the re-
port.” (contributed by B. Pacht)

&
IN A TORONTO STAR COL-
umn, Peter V. MacDonald
shared these examples of ques-
tions asked by lawyers during
courtroom proceedings:
* “And you are how old a

m

woman, sir?"

» “Now isn'tit true that when
a person dies in his sleep in
most cases he just passes qui-
etly away and doesn't know
anything about it until the next
morning?”

# “Was it you or your brother
that was killed in the war?”

® “And the youngest son, the
twenty-year-old, how old is
he?”

* “Were you alone or by
yourself?"

* “Were you present in the
courtroom this morning when
you were sworn in?”

* “How many times have

you committed suicide?”
(contributed by Pat Erlendson)
L

ATTENTION, CONTRIBU-
tors! We now send each con-
tributor the sensational new
“True Facts™ T-shirt for every
submission used, as well as a
credit. For every photo used,
we’ll send each contributor a
T-shirt plus ten dollars in genu-
ine American currency —and,
of course, acredit. Make sure to
include the shirt size you want
(S-M-L-XL2) with'every group
of True Facts or True Facts pho-
tos sent us. Send your contribu-
tions to
True Facts
National Lampoon
155 Avenue of the
Americas
New York, N.Y. 10013
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Ross MacDonald

llustrations by John Figurski

SHorPING MALL
EpiTioN

Fashion and Terror
at the Mall

CHRISTIAN HOSOI, A TWENTY-ONE-
year-old professional skateboarder from
Los Angeles, has made his mark on the
hang-out fashions of America's shopping
malls. He may also have made a few marks
on the shopping malls themselves.
“Christian Hosol is the guy who started
the “tastefully torn’ look," explained editor

Kevin Thatcher, discussing a New York

Times article that had just cited his skate-
board magazine, Thrasher, as a fashion
inspiration for America’s shopping mall
kids.

“It’s the creative tearing of T-shirts,”
said Thatcher. “Christian tears the arms
off. The collar goes. The lower part of the
T-shirt goes—but not enough to show the
bellybutton, like the jock look. It's a brand-
new T-shirt and you make it better by tear-
ing the shit out of it.” At twenty-one,
Christian Hosol is already a veteran profes-
sional skateboarder, whom Thatcher
described as “the plate of the skate set.”

Hosoi acknowledged inventing what
he calls “the love shirt." He also allowed
that his interest in malls was not limited to
fashion.

“I've done lots of demos in malls and
outside of malls,” Hosoi said, “and some-
times we used to terrorize them.™

Terrorize?

Hosoi explained the concept in terms of
a particular mall in West Hollywood, Cali-
fornia, a muitilevel extravaganza called the
Beverly Center.

“The first five floors are all parking.
Then come the stores,” he said. *“You're not
allowed to bring your skates with you up
there, right? You're supposed to leave them
atadesk, like downstairs in the main lobby.
So we go up there with the boards stashed
beside us. Then at the top we go, ‘Okay.
ready?’ BOOM! We break!”

Hosoi and friends blast through the mall,
around and between the unsuspecting, in a
bid to make it all the way down before secu-
rity can get its act together,

“It’s like boomerang-shaped, the mall.

TRUE FACTS
REPORTER

J. Q- HeN

So you go down and just crank to the left
and go through the middle where every-
body sits. The floor’s so smooth they can’t
even hear you coming, you know? You're
like flying across the place and everyone's
looking at you, especially on crowded
days.”

Picture mature shoppers with too much
lipstick recoiling, aghast.

“But there are so many guards that like
somebody is gonna get caught,” Hosoi con-
tinued. “I've never been caught. It's the
guys who are scared who get caught. Like
some guard hollers, ‘Hey! Stop!” and they
actually stop. You gotta keep going, fly
right by 'em, head for the next hall, and just
hope there’s not another guard down
there.”

What do you say if you do get caught?

“You talk nice and say, ‘Hey. T'was just
skating through your mall. Nice mall,;”
Hosol suggested.

But Hosoi doesn’t.need a skateboard to
“do’ a mall. In one instance. he and a friend
simply walked through a crowded Florida
mall wearing only beach towels.

*I was sixteen then, like back when clove
cigarettes were in,” he said. “The security
guards said like, “You guys gotta get outta
here, but all these kids were like following
us around totally harassing the guards."

B'E N D EiL

Crowds gathered on both sides as the
pair got into the car of & girl they had met.

“*Some old lady was going off on us,"”
said Hosoi. “She was like, ‘Goddamn!
Where'd you guys come from?' We said
L.A., and she’s like, ‘Then go back to
L.A.!" S0 my friend starts flipping off this
guard through the car window and the
guard is like, “"WHAT!" and he comes over
to the car and starts knocking on the win-
dow, but we start singing, 'l hear you
knocking, but you can't come in!" Just
totally messing with him. So he starts tak-
ing down the license number and stuff, but
the girl says, ‘Let him take it. It's my dad's
car anyhow." Her dad was like a senator or
something.™

Christian Hosoi's relationship with
America’s shopping malls is maturing,
however. In-addition to his_owil. line of
skateboards and wheels, Hosoi plans to
market aling of women’s fashions.

"Really extravagant clothing,” said the
man who rips up T=shirts. “I wouldn't do
anything cheap.”

Coffee Shop at the Mall

True Facts Reporter recen:!y interviewed an

S
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gets a full cup of coffee or a full bowl of | window watching the fat family walk away.
soup. We should hang a sign there that says | She tumns to Eleanor, real serious, and says:
“No liquids at this counter. Thank you.” “But did she wipe or didn’t she?”

Her father is a jeweler in the mall and he I guess this place has seen better days,
shakes just like she does. He can’t hold his | like back in the fifties or whenever the mall
head still, and | can't figure out how he | opened. We still have one waitress who's
engraves stuff on tiny little rings and | been here that long. Her name’s Ethel and
things. He can barely hold a handful of | she knows just who the tippers are. When
change without dropping some. He's got a | she sees them come in, she stands by the
stand out in the middle of the mall. It’s got | salad bar and waves menus at them to get
cases full of those little felt-covered jew- | their attention. She doesn't take mixed
elry fingers? He comes in to use our bath- | couples, only like two men together or two
room all the time, I swear they'd make | women together. But she especially likes
more money around here charging people | men over sixty she can flirt with. She talks
to use the toilets. this old waitress talk, like she'll walk up to

Speaking of toilets, sometimes it's hard | youand yell, “Eighty-six on the mayo!" and
1o get people 1o leave, like at closing time. | you're supposed to know what she’s talking
Some people just sit there, even after | about.
you've whipped away all the empty plates Actually, unless you're an old guy who
and stuff. They just don't get it. Well, this | likes to flirt with Ethel, the only reason to
one time, a whole family of fat people was | come in here is the free pickles. We put out
sitting at a table, and | had cleaned every- | pots of them every day, on the counters and
thing off, and they just weren't going any- | on the tables. But I have to warn you, those
where. So Eleanor, the boss, turns the lights | pickles sit here all day long while people
off everywhere but near their table. All of a | sneeze on them and stuff. At night, we
sudden we hear this low scream start up, | dump them all back into the pickle barrel.
but we can't tell where it's coming from. | There must be pickles in there five or ten
Then it gets louder and higher and we can | years old,
hear it's coming from downstairs, Then we The ketchup is like that, too. Every night
hear a bunch of loud, gasping sereams and | we dump all the half=full ketchup bottles
doors slamming, and a thundering sound | into each other to kind of consolidate. The
on the steps. newer ones pour okay, but the older

Eleanor quick turns the downstairs lights | ketchup. stays right where it is, like some
back on and here's this huge woman —a | kind of tomato glue. So rather than fight it,

eighteen-year-old waiiress named Cady.
Some of her observations about coffee-shop
life in an aging mall follow.

WHO COMES IN HERE? PEOPLE WHO
order twenty-five dollars’ worth of stuff
and leave a twenty-five-cent tip, that’s who.
The rest of the world goes to places like
Sbarro and Burger King across the mall.
Here we get people like the Tea Lady. She’s
this tiny lady with a pointy little nose and
pinned-back hair. She’s in her late thirties,
garly forties, and she wears real plain-Jane
clothes. Whenever she comes in it’s like a
script—totally predictable.

She sits down and asks for a menu. “Can

B SRR two-hundred-and-fifty-pounder at least— | you find a partial bottle of newer stuff and
I have some tea while | m waiting?" she | ‘winning up the stairs, wild-eyed, with a pour it on top of the gluey stuff, The
nsk’s:,.‘Sure. you tell her, “How much is your | piece of ioilet paper in her hand. ketehup avthe bottom of some of those bot-

tea?” she wants to know. Fifty cents, you
tell her. You feel like saying, “Just like the
last fourteen times you asked, lady,” but
you don’t. You just bring her a cup of tea.
She drinks the tea and reads the menu for
ten minutes, shaking her head the whole
time, like she doesn’t believe what she's
seeing. Samantha and me imitate her
behind the coffee machine.

Finally, she orders a toasted bagel with
butter, After that, she asks for exactly seven
extra pats of butter. She puts them in her
pockethook. Then she asks for seven pack-
ets of sugar and puts those in her pocket-
book, too. She asks you for something
every time you walk by, sometimes just for
more hot water. After a while, her tea
doesn't even have any color. When it’s time
10 go, she whips out a calculator to figure
your tip. She leaves like fifteen cents for a
bill of like a dollar fifty-two. The thing is
she always comes back about an hour later
and goes downstairs to use the bathroom.
Samantha says she’s giving the tea back.

Samantha works the counter with me
and she’s real serious about the restaurant
business. But she’s got this problem. She
shakes, Like she trembles all the time. I
don’t know why, but you should see her
carry a cup of coffee. The stuff slops all
over the place and nobody on her counter

“See this?” she yells at Eleanor, shaking | tles was probably made when disco was
the toilet paper in her face. “This 1s what I | big. And you've got to stir the little mustard
was about 10 do when the lights went off! | pots. Otherwise they form this dark mus-
Don't you ever do that again, or I'll sue | tard concrete across the top.
you!™ The coffee bugs are fun, too. They're

The rest of the family from the table gets | brown and they live in the cabinet under the
up and they all complain to Eleanor as they | coffee machine. Every time you make cof-
pay their bill and leave. Eleanor locks the | fee. four or five coffee bugs come running
door and starts turning off lights again. | out. So it's always my job to make coffee.
Meanwhile Samantha’s standing in the | Eleanor won't let Samantha make it be-
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cause every time she does, Samantha star(s
yelling. She can't help herself. But it’s not
real good for business to have a waitress
hollering, “Eeeyew! Bugs!"

She’s not the only one, though. Once a
huge bug got inside a Danish tray that sits
on the counter, right in front of the cus-
tomers. It wasn't a coffee bug, but some
other mutant thing. So [ took the tray off
the counter and warned Samantha to stay
away. Then I calmly called Paco, the dish-
washer, out to help me get the thing. I
thought I'd handled it real well until Paco
comes out of the kitchen and shouts.
“HOLY SHIT! THAT'S ONE BIG BUG!"

I should have known not to trust Paco.
See. he lives in New York City and com-
mutes all the way out to Jersey for a dish-
washing job. right? One day | ask him why
he doesn’t get a place to live around here,
and he says he can't stand Jersey. 1 ask
why, and he says. “Because there’s no
drugs here.”

p—

The Shops at the Mall

Here are a few of America's ubiquitous
shopping mall stores and what you'll find
in them.

Store: Banana Republic

Décor: aurdoor imperialist nostalgia
Merchandise: safari ouifits and clothes that
remind you of Clark Gable in Mogambo or
all those nasty British officers in Gandhi

Customers: corporate climbers (off-duty),
Jungle explorers, voung Republicans,
khaki freaks

Store: The Bombay Store

Décor: indoor imperialist nostalgia
Merchandise: bookstands, sconces, litile
three-legged tables. brass candelabras.
[ramed prints of the hunt and quaint
thatched-roof cottages —the very same
Sfurnishings that once distinguished the
homes of the calonists from the huts of the
local aborigines

Customers: retived military officers,
upwardly mobile immigrants, eclectic
scatterbrains

Store: Conran’s, The Butcher Block,
Workbench, ete.

Décor: austere

Merchandise: cheap tables. desks, and
boakeases in kits packaged by disgruntled
workers in countries that owe a lot of
money. They come in vour choice of colors
—white or heige

Customers: newly-marrieds, newly-living-

togethers, newlyv-divorced, and the
recently-thrown-out-of-the-house

Store: This End Up, Cargo Lifestyle
Décor: eclectic warelhouse

Merchandise: furnitire built to resemble
packing crates

Customers: "practical” people, nouveau
riche stowaways, pagents of incorrigibles

Store: Polo Ralph Lauren

Décor: knotty pine and brass, pheasant
feathers, antlers

Merchandise: just the right diagonally
striped ties to send just the right business
message to just the right business people;
tasieful, muted plaid shorts and shirts so
the right people will know who you are on
weekends too: plus lots and lots of expen-
sive sweaters to tie araund your neck
Customers: mature Republicans, non-
union Democrais, Japanese business
peaple

Store: Hoffritz for Cutlery

Décor: grim

Merchandise: knives, knives, and more
knives; plus corkserews, beer steins, flash-
lights, magnifving glasses, and a meager
assortment of adult board games
CU.\‘.U“IL‘TS'. none

Store: Country Sophisticates

Décor: faux Tiffany lamp, pizza-parlor
chic

Merchandise: light-reflecting, metal
trimmed women's wear. soap-opera wed-
ding gowns, and hairy outerwear in sizes
[rom medium 1o beefy

Customers: alder women whe drive large
American cars with secret candy stashes in
the glove compartment

9 |
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Store: Laura Ashley

Décor: industrial-strength dainty
Merchandise: ruffled, quilted, cutesy-poo
clothing, wallpaper, and accessories in
matched patterns so you can wear the
same stuff vou decorate with and blend
right into a room— like camouflage
Customers; rhin women with year-round
tans and lilting pageboy haircuts who wear
their glasses on top of their heads

Store: The Gap

Décor: practical

Merchandise: sensihle jeans and tops,
some emblazoned witha crestentitling the
wearer eptrance (o anunspecified gentle-
men's club, regatta, or old European family
Customers: preppies. stuffies, peaple with-
our imagination

Store: generic card/novelty/

T-shirt shop

Décor: soft-core porno

Merchandise: sex and fart greeting cards,
Bill the Cat posters. giant plastic wrisi-
watches, Batman foam coffee-mug covers,
gift ant farms, scatological board games,
Chippendales noveliies, T-shirts thai say
things like “I Never Liked Flies Until

[ Opened One,” ete.

Customers: people who drive used cars and
the vaguely literate

Store: generic eyeglasses store
Décor; Star Trek modern

Merchandise: prescription eyeglasses in
ten minutes or less

Customers: the near-blind

cult, quilting bee, or street gang! Tell
us why you should be interviewed by
True Facts Reporter. Write;
Reporter
National Lampoon
155 Avenue of the Americas
New York, NY 10013
Include a phone number.

Blow the lid off your company, school,
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0O WE WERE SITTING AT CARO-
s line's comedy club at a table clut-

tered with many glass structures
that had formerly housed twelve ounces of
adult amber beverages. Not all of them
were upright, but it was just as well; neither
were all of us. Our conversation drifted
between mass bemoanment over the down-
sliding of civilization and the correspond-
ingly alarming rapid diminishment in our
ability to get laid. You know, guy talk. Mar-
ried guy talk. Somehow, it got transmitted
through the lubrication that I was headed
toward Las Vegas to participate in the Sec-
ond Annual Comedy Convention, and it
was then that Ratso, the esteemed editor of
this exalted rag, enlisted my peculiar tal-
ents o cover said event for the edification
of readers everywhere. What a kind and
gentle man, he: going to such lengths in
order to liberate this historic gathering
from the fog-enshronded junk heap of non-
prominence and to transform it into an in-
ternational cause célébre simply due to the
clout and prestige it will garner by appear-
ing in these pages. And paying me decent
money, (oo, “Just try to make it funny this
time,” he growled. Obviously a man famil-
iar with my work.

As 1 winged (wung?) my way westward
the next day out of Kennedy on America
West, I made a mental note to in the future
not immediately dismiss the bewitching
enchantment that can be bus travel to-
day. Confined inside a two-hundred-ton
extruded-aluminum tube cruising 37.000
teet over the crust of my home planct with a
bunch of Vegas-bound New York smokers
on an airline that features unlimited com-
plimentary alcoholic libations is not what
you call your expressway to meditative
bliss. More like strapping yourself into a
New Year's Eve centrifugal-force machine
and handing over the controls to a three-
vear-old with a severe inner-car disorder.

This was a plane full of voyagers seeking
recreation with a vengeance. People intent
on pounding a good time into themselves
whether they liked it or not; and 1 was one
of them. Oh sure, we all knew the return
Irip was going to be on the subdued side,
what with all those little tiny men with their
ballpeen hammers of remorse bludgeoning
& staccato disco beat on the insides of our
skulls, but right now, the anticipation of a
few days in the high desert neon jangle,

TRUE TRAILS

CONFESSIONS OF A MIDDLE ACT

BERY VBT

drinking and carrying on and winning fist-
fuls of fifties twenty-four hours around the
clock, had everyone tweaked to a nerve-end
Richter scale of 9. “We're having fun now,
dammit” became our communal cheer.

Tray tables were not in their upright and
locked positions but were rather wrenched
free of the seat backs and being used as
badminton paddles; a crying baby’s shoe
doubled as the shuttlecock. One of the
economy-class space waitresses had
spooked completely and barricaded herself
in a bathroom, making small whimpering
noises. The only time the mob got ruly was
during the in-flight movie, Rain Man (curi-
ously missing the crash facts recitation
sequence), when the slimy brother took the
antistic brather o a casino to count cards,
and then a reverent silence descended upon
Flight LI, All the babies stopped their
screaming and the intérmittent turbulence
we had been studiansly ignoring eerily and
abruptly ceased —courtesy, we all knew; of
the ‘big pit boss overhead. No miracles
applicd to the food, however, The senior
stew still served it to us.

L L

Bt RS T T

I love Vegas, because to me it is America:
lots of flash, little soul. Like a bright. cheap
toy that shatters before it's out of the box.
Tacky, vulgar, tawdry, gaudy, shabby, and
exhilarating. It promises you the “world’s
largest payouts” and inevitably rewards you
with a financial slap in the face. But there's
a brutal honesty about it. No “love ya baby,
swecetie, bubbie™ L.A. crap allowed out
here. It's more “yeah right, nice hair. so
how much money you got.” This town is a
machine, driven by the purest of American
fuels—greed. The quintessential setting
for comedians. And, of course, Baptists.
That's right, the Southern Baptists had the
inspired notion to hold their annual con-
vention in this chromium-yellow whore of
adevil city. Boy, He sure do work in myste-
rious ways, don't He. Most of the conferees
padded to their rallies with all the fervor of
a preumonia wictini in a cholera ward.
Impious contagion everywhere! One of the
hotels heingused as heaven central was the
Riviera. alsothe site of the comedy confab,
whose welcoming cocktail party was a
schmooze fest, exponential factor 5.
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The convention was made up of two
groups: the comics and the group the com-
ics came to impress, the guys in the suits.
Both groups stayed to themselves on either
side of the bad Swedish-meatball buffet set
up in the middle of Conference Room A.
The comics hugged and kissed and greeted
each other with varying degrees of forced
sincerity, but what they saw over the shoul-
ders of whomever they were pretending to
be speaking to at the moment must have
startled and frightened them. For many, it
was their first glimpse into the macabre,
gruesome world of . , . the power schmooze.

The dark side of the room was a blur of
movement. Club owners were groveling to
managers who were greasing agents who
were sliming various casting cretins, and
everyone was blowing smoke up the butts
of the network boys and anybody else
whose exact status in the show-biz food
chain was unclear. The suits from the net-
works were the eye of the hurricane and
weren't required to mave much. Like bish-
ops of sleaze, they could carry on (wo gon-
versations and still tura and nod their
acknowledgment of whatever aceolade had
been made in attest to their genius while
continuing to talk out of both sides of their
mouths. A slippery perimeter like an oil
slick developed around this solar system of
sucking up, repelling most attempts at
entrance by mere comics. Within the
swampy swarm of smarm, deals were dis-
cussed, made, Killed, and put in turnaround
through the use of a secret language that
sounded like crude, hollow grunts. The
pace defeated a few, or they lost their grav-
ity rank and were hurled out of orbit with a
haunted, defeated look. Some, though,
were able (o suck the vital energy out of
a couple of comedians and flew back into
the unctuous maelstrom, warbling odd
passwords like “pilot” and “development
deal” and “exclusive syndication rights.”

A young suit, a suitlet, suffered the mis-
fortune of having a bull suit overhear his
discussion of “responsible programming,”
and the shock of his sin hushed the hive into
a stony group chastisement; the disgraced
suit pup was forced to surrender his sus-

penders and walk the wall of shame into the |

corridor. He was never seen again,

Me and my bud Bob decided to try our
hand at the tables at this juncture and left
the party for the relative warmth of the
casino proper, where we provided the Rivi-
era Corporation with about a week's worth
of operating capital by losing vast quanti-

ties of dead presidents to a twenty-one
dealer whose eyes sparkled like lava in a
mine. At one point, we heard a popping
whoosh sound and spied the vortex of suits,
about twenty strong, carecening about the
casino in a counterclockwise motion like a
tropical storm in the Caribbean feeding off
itself with buckets of empty tributes, leav-
ing a thin sheen ot slime on the ugly paisley
carpet in their wake.

“Looks like a party in the HBO Hospital-
ity Suite.”

“Probably over by now.”

“Yeal, the rug’s almost dry.”

Seeking some bargain-priced enter-
tainment, we meandered over to Caesars
Palace to wview the aftermath of the
Leonard-Hearns rematch, which had ended
that night in a draw. Sure to be a goodly |
amount of human jetsam and flotsam about

because to me it is
America:
lots of flash;
little soul.

I love Vegas, ‘
|

Like a brighi, cheap toy \
\

that shatters
hefore

it’s out of the box.

to boil in the juices of their returned bets by
now, and we were just the guys (o chron-
icle it

“Should've gone into sudden death,”
muttered a fat, bald, white guy in an orange
jumpsuit with blue piping, in a voice that
sonnded like an ailing frog croak coming
from the bottom of a fifty-five-gallon drum.
Some saliva-drenched brown stump-like
object that might once have been a cigar
was jammed into his face. Even he had
to realize how disgusting it was, because
he wouldn't touch it with his hands but
moved it to the other side of his face with
some complicated mouth/tongue action.
“Christ, even those pansy-ass golfers can
get it up for overtime.” We were standing
next to the naked wooden woman who
acts as the hood ornament on Cleopatra's
Barge, Caesars’ floating lounge. They had
tried stripping the joint of us low rollers by
making the minimum bet at a blackjack
table one hundred bucks. It seemed to be
working, too. You couldn’t tell the hookers
from the guests. Smoky the frog boy wasn't
finished. **The war, they called this fight. |

Who knew they meant Grenada.” Not pre-
pared to wager in incremental Ben Franklin
units, Bob and 1 were content to walk back
north on the strip mocking people wearing
funny clothes, a pastime for which there is
no lack of quarry in Las Vegas. Four guys
walking the other way engaging in the same
diversion actually used us. to no little
SUCCESS.

In the mornings, seminars were held by
various and sundry suits, explaining why
they couldn't possibly be any help to us,
and no, that's not in their job description,
and could we speak a little louder, and yes,
that's exactly what they meant to say, and
how sorry they were for being so short. Of
time, thatis. “Have your service service my
service: we'll make eye contact. Is Febru-
ary good for you?" In the daytime they
seemed less powerful. having splintered off
into smaller, less turbulent eddies of jive.
By the third day, some were alleged (o have
initiated conversations with comedians. A
report that sadly went unsubstantiated.

The afternoon showcases were where
the comedians finally had a chance to dem-
onstrate their ability to make people laugh
out loud on purpose. These were held
in Budd Friedman’s Improv room. Budd
being the monocled madman responsible
tor this harvest of humor. The only problem
here was, the midday-show crowds were
made up of people whe earéd about seeing
comedy ‘the way a Madagascar hissing
cockroach cares about the Home Shopping
Network. Some seemed to have been cor-
ralled with tempting offers of free Meta-
mucil. Have some yucks and sweep your
colon, But at least the room was full of
semi-warm bodies, 80 percent of whom
were facing the stage at any given time, and
if careers were poised on the launching pad
of success, what did it matter if the solid
rocket fuel of the audience was a little
watery? The suits were shark-eyed pros.
right? They couldn’t afford to miss out on
the next new big thing. They'd been in the
business long enough to tell the difference
between a charming guy with energy in
[ront of a dead-ass crowd and some loud
hack prop act with the timing of an end
table. right? Well, who knows, but at least
nohody got hurt. And many business cards
were exchanged, and hints and rumors of
bookings filled the air like mosquitoes at a
Midwestern marsh on a hot August night.

Sothe bottom line, we figured out sitting
at the bar the night it ended, was that
friendships were renewed, names acquired
faces, expense accounts got padded, and
many imported beers were drunk. That’s
not too shabby in anybody's book. So yeah,
sure. I'd go back next year in a minute,
Now that I'm a big-time published jour-
nalist, maybe I'll even buy me a suit. [
wonder which comes first, the smarm or
the suspenders. “Babe, listen, I love your
work...”
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A United Airlines pilot performing the latest in landing technigues, “The Cartwheel.”

United Airlines confirmed that the Sioux City crash
of a DC-10 last July, in which 111 passengers were
killed, was the result of a pilot program in which the
airline tried out various “fun” takeoff and landing pro-
cedures in an effort to lure customers away from other
airlines,

“In the past, we’ve tried various sales techniques
such as cut rates, better food, free movies, et cetera.
But everyone does that,” said United spokesman Peter
Landes. “We thought, *“What’s missing from air travel
that we can introduce to our passengers?’ And we
came up with the Thrill Factor. It’s cheap and it’s dif-
ferent."

United Airtimes Experimenting with Trick Landings

AP/ Wide World

In addition to “The Cartwheel,” other types of land-
ings include somersaults, in which the plane goes tail
over cockpit before stopping; landing backwards;
landing upside down; “The Drop,” in which the
engines are cut over the airport and the plane drops
onto the tarmac, usually from 10,000 o 20,000 feet;
and “The Pinball Wizard,” which calls for the plane to
bang into wrees, buildings, telephone poles, et cetera,
before stopping.

Asked if United will continue with its new approach
to landing, Landes replied, “Every time we attempt a
new type of landing, 111 people get killed. So clearly
there are some glitches to be worked out."”

A.S.
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Larry
King

Hello, good morning to you, and a very special
howdy to all my old friends down there in Yazoo
City, Missouri! [ just bet the flapjacks are sizzling
on the griddle and Grandma McDoogle is pushing
her walker in front of a speeding garbage truck
even as we speak! And hey, like to send a special
birthday greeting out to Homer Tuttle of Butte,
Montana, and folks, Homer is one hundred years
young today!...Oh Jesus, who am I kidding? I'll
never make it as a morning-news weather person-
ality! I'm just too damn angry! But at least I know
what I can do well: act as your hell-bound coach-
man on ¢« nightmare ride through the merciless
tundra some choose to call pop culture. Without
further ado, let us get on our Pontiacs and ride!

5o Hugh Hefner got hitched, eh? I guess that
stroke did affect ol' Hef's spitting salami. Like the
old saying goes, why buy the cow when you own
the whole goddamn dairy conglomerate! Then
again, I never did trust a man who wears pajamas
all day. . .. And what about those rumors swirling
around Kevin Costner? It appearg that the ada-
mantly hetero star keeps hearing ¢ whisper in his
cornfield, something to the tune of “Swallow his
gooI?l. .. Can't wait for the Batman sequel; word is
that something remotely interesting might actually
happen in it.. . .Oh yeah? Well, your mother ought
to know. ... Hollyweird Buzzline: William Shatner
to have his own buttock tissue transplanted into
his jowls in a desperate fight against advancing
old-fart syndrome. ... What's Next Dept.: If that
weren't enough, there's plenty of poop to support
the horrible whispers claiming Angie Dickinson
paid mucho dinero to have former child star Bran-
don Cruz mashed into a miracle jelly and slathered
onto her cracking visage. ... What Broadway semi-
star has audiences puking eight times a week at
her hideous geek-show aesthetic? I'll never tell. . . .
Hungry? REALLY HUNGRY? Then chomp down on
Mother King's favorite family filler: honeycomb
tripe fillets & l'orange, garnished with scattered
malted-milk balls. . . . Rising Star Beat: Hunky
demigod Bill Fagerbakke, star of ABC's Coach, is
deftly moving up the schmooze ladder, having
joined Dick Van Patten's weekly poker klatsch.
Look for the performance of a career when Bill
guests as a vocal node on Jackée's Movie of the
Week dramedy, My Hips Be Lodged in Yo' Door-
way. ... You Heard It Here First Dept.: The West
Couast is abuzz with the poop that Kathleen Layman
of TV's Heartland has used prosthetics and
implants to enlarge her hair! That's what it takes to
make it these days: ambition, good training, and
huge hair. ... .Is it just me or is Caxole King even
worse than she used to be?. . . Read a good book the
other day, but why should I tell you about it? It's
not as if you've ever read the darned things. ... The
Harder They Fall: Was that a drunken Bob Denver
this reporter spied throwing down on an obscure

porno loop in boath sixteen on the lower level of
Show World?. . . Do Garry Shandling and Arsenio
Hall share a dentist? And if so, have they sued yet?
More proof that a huge, piranha-like overbite is a
true leg up in the chat-show game. ... There's a
new brand name which, when considered as pure
sound, makes me want to kill: close your eyes,
reach for an ax, and start whispering "White
Grenache”. ... Recently wed punsters Dennis
Miller and Sandra Bernhard are the proud parents
of a small, glistening lump of sarcasm. . .. Tired of
dating rockers half her age, Cher is now being
escorted by an urn containing the cremated ashes
of retro hipsters the Mills Brothers. ... And one
more thing before I go flip the burgers: in a world
where we see the daily tragedy of the homeless —
and in the case of New Yorkers that includes the
added bonus of smelling them —the impending
repeal of Roe v. Wade, the thought of Elvis's mil-
lions going to the Church of Scientology, and the
terrible specter of plagues sweeping us off the
table, isn't it comforting and life-affirming to know
that the United States government has had the
vigion, the fairness, and the courage to grant
Canerdian Alan Thicke his working papers? I'm
Larry King and I'll be back next time with a nasty
cough.

N.B.

An Army of Maids
to Clean Up
Mexican Debt

Mexico, mired in a sluggish economy, has con-
ceived a unique way to settle its foreign debt, which
totals over $54 billion. In 1990 the country of Mexico
will be closed for the month of January. At that time
the entire population of 88,000,000 will cross the bor-
der into the United States and work as maids, butlers,
field hands, and busboys until the debt is fully paid off.

Mexico’s president, Carlos Salinas de Gortari, who
will work as a valet to millionaire Walter Annenberg,
said: “If everyone works an eight-hour day at mini-
mum wage, we should clear up the debt within a
month. With overtime, we can do it quicker.”

Getting 88,000,000 Mexicans into the United
States is not expected to pose tactical problems, since
the majority of the Mexican population already
resides in the United States.

A.S.
Contributors:
Nick Bakay Dave Hanson
Tony Kisch Andy Simmons
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Minolta Introduces New “Slimline” Camera

The Minolta Corporation has an-
nounced the introduction of a new camera
which, instead of adding ten pounds to its
subjects as traditional cameras do. actually
makes people look ten pounds lighter.

Minolta executives believe the camera,
the SX Minus 10, will be great news to
people who resist having their picture
taken because they are self-conscious
about their weight. “In a society in which
sixty million people are overweight, a lot of
them are understandably bashful about
having their images not only captured, but
captured and represented as being even
more overweight,” said Minolta vice presi-
dent Leonard Rodgers at a recent press
conference. “A photo of them looking
tubby is a dispiriting, unwanted reminder
of their weight problems. We feel that the
SX Minus 10 will allow people to stop cow-

“I'm going out to Wendy's and gorge,” giggles
delighted supermodel Jerry Hall.,

ering when someone pulls out a camera,
and feel intrinsically good about having
their picture taken —which in itself will
make for better photographs.” Rodgers
added, “It’s also ideal [or people who, even
if they're happy with their weight, are
puffy from hangovers or water-bloated
from menstrual chaos.” and claims that
Minolta researchers are developing a cam-
era with a weight-control meter.

When a female reporter voiced concern
over the fact that when she dieted she
tended 1o lose weight of T her bustline first,
Rodgers assured her that what he termed
“refractory weight loss™ would be “pro-
portionately and flatteringly distributed.™

The SX Minus 10 has received wide-
spread support from such groups as the
Anorexia Prevention Council and the Beef
Industry Council.

PUOA BPIA &Y

D.H.

Corcoran Gallery to Present the Censored Mapplethorpe

The Corcoran Gallery of Art, in a major policy about-face, has
finally agreed to show the controversial works of the late photog-
rapher Robert Mapplethorpe— but only in highly censored form.

Last summer, reacting to criticism coneerning the homoerotic
content of his art, the Corcoran Gallery in Washington, D.C..
decided not to display Mapplethorpe's photographs. Gallery offi-
cials argued that showing the works. portraits of naked men in
erotic and sadomasochistic poses, would place added pressure on
the National Endowment for the Arts, which was already under
fire from conservative groups, led by Senator Jesse Helms, for
holding a softball tournament and not inviting them. Now the
Corcoran has modified its position and plans to exhibit the photo-
graphs, but with their erotic content removed.

In addition, the Corcoran has imposed the following condi-
tions on future exhibitions:

¢ All artists must submit to a urine test.

* No art depicting religious scenes, e.g., the works of da Vinci,
Michelangelo, and Titian, will be displayed.

® No male frontal nudity. Posterior nudity is permissible.

® Female frontal nudity is allowed on condition that the pubic
hair hides the offending female zone south of the stomach, north
of the thighs.

© Homosexuals will no longer be allowed to hang their art.
They will, however, be allowed to hang themselves.

e Bisexuals, on the other hand, will be allowed to display their
work as long as they attend the opening-night cockrail party
accompanied by a date of the opposite sex.

® Greek statues must wear codpieces.

* All codpieces must be made in America.

* No crucifixes are to be placed in vials of urine.

® The gallery will cease selling small statues of Andy Warhol
with a clock in his stomach.

¢ All semiautomatic guns must be checked at the door.

¢ No flag burning unless there is a blackout.

¢ No more Bat Days and Dime-Beer Nights.

I

Harry Heleotis

A Robert Mapplethorpe photograph as the Corcoran Gallery, the National
Endowment for the Arts, and Jesse Helms have allowed it to be presented,

* Abortions will be allowed in the gallery only if the mother's
life is in danger.

¢ No games of Pepper allowed.

¢ Only real mayonnaise may be served at functions.

@ No shirt, no shoes, no service.

* No change given for buses or subways,

* No tickee, no touchee.

® As with the Mapplethorpes. the gallery has the right to edit
artwork, i.e., cut out, paint over, or obstruct offending portions of
an artist's work,

AS
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HIORRORSCORIE

* % SAGITTARIUS  (11/23—12/21) % %

FAMOUS SAGITTARIANS:
Slops Connoly, lim lones,
Nathan Bedford Forrest, Harry
Kahne, "One Lung" Curran,
Darby Crash, Arturo Espaillat,
Erhard Milch, Ned Green

Your Birthday: The moon in
Libra on your birthday denotes
the development of a nest of
anal warts, laser treatment is
advisable. Not to worry, you'll
be sittin' pretty by March orso

CAPRICORN (12/22—1/20):
You seem to have gotten your-
self into a tight corner, what
with your gradually becoming
the office coke dealer As long
as your boss is your best cus-
tomer you're more or less safe
Keep your nose open for new
opportunities

John “Duke” Kisch

AQUARIUS (1/21-2/19):
Although a favorable aspect of
Pluto in Aquarius affords you a
certain amount of protection,
you will nonetheless be set
upon by a pack of skinheads
while you power-jog around
the downtown area near dusk

PISCES (2/20-3/20): A series
of reassuring aspects to the sun
and Venus won't mean a hill of
beans to you: your house will
be gutted and your family pets
left stuffed on the front lawn
Have police concentrate on a
taxidermist who bears you a

‘prudge

ARIES (3/21—-4/19): A former
lover of yours makes a nice
social call to announce he has
tested HIV positive. No, wish.-
ful thinking is pointless, I'm
afraid. Big Ball says you should
start running up charge-card
bills, making up your will,

well, you get the picture, Enjoy!

TAURUS (4/20-5/20):
Sometime during the next fif-
teen days, with the sun in
Taurus, you will be trapped in
an underground conveyance for
approximately twelve to sixteen
hours. Carry Mace, flashlight,
and the good book you've been
meaning to read in anticipation
of this coming annoyance

GEMINI (5/21-6/21): A terri-
ble attack of flawulence will
strike while you're in an impor-
tant board meeting in a small,
crowded, ill-ventilated room
Try to ignore the noxious
fumes, or boldly take the offen-
sive and glare accusingly at
innocent but mild-looking
colleague. Forget ethics,

your ass is on the line!

CANCER (6/22-7/22): A
business flight to Australia will
crash deep in an uncharted area
of New Guinea Orb visions
you as sole survivor You will
join a genial tribe of headhunt-
ers, collecting skulls, eating
roasted larvae, and wearing
naught but a fern penis sheath
Tell 'em you'te a cargo-cult god
or something=—[ can't think of
everything!

LEO (7/23-/22): A brief
{ove affair with your fifteen-
year-old daughter causes some
friction in the family around
mid-month You liberated Leos
have to expect these blinkered
philistine attitudes and carry on
as best you can. Do draw the
line at giving her that engage-
ment ring, though.

VIRGO (8/23-9/23):
Although you have a reputation
for being generous, you can, in

fact, become quite parsimonious
when you believe you're being
unfairly treated. Such is the
case with the prostitute who
will give you a most unsatisfac-
tory blowjob late in the month.
Stand up for your rights, but

not too quickly or you could
lose  well, be careful)

LIBRA (9/24-10/23): There
really is no telling what effect
the coming full moon will have
on your career Orb advises you
to subdue that impulse to drive
that letter opener into your
boss's thorax—at least until you
know the score, raise-wise. It

could just be PMS, my dear. . ..

SCORPIO (10/24-11/22): A
middle-aged Scorpionette out
there will be having some trou-
ble with incontinence. Never
vou mind, honey. The old Ball
o' Wisdom suggests rubber
drawers, a stiff upper lip, and a
good sense of humor. The latter
is especially helpful ar work
when comments like "Here
comes old Piss Pants” come fly-
ing fast and furious. Don't allow
a disgusting biological dysfunc-
tion to ruin an otherwise per-
fectly mediocre and pointless

life! * *
L

T.K.

New charges have been leveled at Representative Newt Gin-
grich, who last summer was accused of improperly benefiting
from an arrangement under which political supporters contrib-
uted $105,000 to a partmership that promoted a book he co-
authored. Now there are reports he may have been involved in
other potentially illegal activities,

According to informed sources, Gingrich was to have given a
speech to Georgia businessmen, some of whom had contracts
with the government. Upon arriving in the auditorium, he was
informed by aides he could not accept the honorarium, since
he had already reached the legal limit allowed to members of
Congress. Instead of giving the speech, the Republican whip
proceeded to give everyone in the hall a haircut.

While giving haircuts is not illegal. it is the spirit in which
the haircuts were given that is being questioned. Did Gingrich

Newt Gingrich: Demon Barber of Foggy Bottom?

give the haircuts as a roundabout way of collecting the hono-
rarium, or, as he ¢laims, was everyone in the hall truly in need
of a trim?

Another source of controversy was the exorbitant prices he
charged. Reportedly, Gingrich demanded $100 for a trim, $150
for a “Beatle” haircut, $275 for a shave and haircut, $300 for
a perm, $425 for a henna rinse, $500 for hair removal, and
$1,000 for a complete treatment, including a nail-buffing
session,

The allegation first became public after a disgruntled cus-
tomer claimed he was given a “Ted Koppel™ haircut after spe-
cifically requesting the “Tom Selleck.”

Other charges against Gingrich include stealing tips off
restaurant tables, house-sitting for important businessmen,
selling puppies to experimental labs, and grave robbing.

A.S.
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LISTEN T0 THE PROGRAM -

The Official History of N T
Rock ’n Roll is the ultimate K s
Rock Radio Event of 1989,
featuring over 30 years of
Rock 'n Roll in 50 epic hours —
packed with the songs, stories and
artists that spanned 4 generations!

It’s all here — e music, the memories,
the great times and the tragic times. From the early
rock 'n roll pioneers of the 50’s, through the Califor-
nia Surf Sound and the British invasion of the early
60’s led by The Beatles and The Rolling Stones —-
from the psychedelic San Francisco Sound and
the Woodstock Generation through the Rise
and Fall of Disco, the birth of Punk Rock and
New Wave in the 70’s — all the way up to today’s
Mega-stars!

Packed with rare interviews with the
Superstars who made it happen, fascinating
news stories and audio relics that bring the
era back into vivid focus and, of course, the
rock classics that will endure forever —

The Official History of Rock 'n Roll
is a dazzling audio time machine!

The Official History of Rock By et
’n Roll. Coming to you in November R e -
on these great radio stations:

WXRK FM 92.3 New York, NY KMJX FM 105.1 Little Rock, AK SPONSORED BY:
WYSP FM 94,1 Philadelphia, PA KFMG FM 107.9 Albuguerque, NM

KOME FM 98.5 San Jose, CA WKGR FM 98.7 West Palm Beach, FL

WBCN FM 104.1 Boston, MA WQWK FM 97.1 State College, PA

WJFK FM 106.7 Washington, DC~ WIZN FM 106.7 Burlington, NY

KZPS FM 92.5 Dallas, TX KQDS AM/FM 1490/94.9 Duluth, MN —

WOFX FM 94.5 Cincinnati, OH WRUF FM 103.7 Gainesville, FL

WRNO FM 599.5 New Orleans, LA WTPA FM 93.5 Harrisburg, PA %?ﬁgﬁ 3’0%%2,['9
WCKN FM 101.1 Anderson, SC WQFM 83.3 Milwaukee, WI

WPY X FM 106.5 Albany, NY WXRC FM 95.7 Charlotte, NC . o
KMOD FM 97.5 Tulsa, OK WLAV FM 96.9 Grand Rapids, Ml

Check local listings for the OFFICIAL HISTORY exclusively on:

station in your area! SABC RADIO NETWORKS
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ENTER THE SWEEPSTAKES!

The Official History of Rock ’n Roll
Sweepstakes —The Rock Radio Event
of 1989 is also the greatest Rock ’n Roll
Radio Sweepstakes of 1089!

PRIZES

SECOND
PRIZES

FOURTH
PRIZES

o e ,I ‘.1."'1- -P
. } J'i'r""“\"

S

FILL QUT THIS OFFICIAL ENTRY BLANK AND MAIL TO:

-------.---.--.---.--~-------
Ca" The Offlclal Hlstory Of E THE OFFICIAL HISTORY OF ROCK 'N ROLL SE A RS I
) { SRE R IA

Rock’n Roll Hotline to enter 1 oes=os i

the Sweepstakes and playThe § * '

i Address: [

|  Official History of Rock’n n

R " I t t G v : Phone Number: Age: =

B ML TR LA KARITIS B I e e e T S S e B

Call 1-900-773-4033 Tk e e S e

' ; Eryes W Suecosohes opon 10505 reaes 16 and o sucepscvgess o Capua Ces Rt i Seas, Gl s 1

Test your Rock'nRoll 1.Q.in one of 4 categories: g i i e sms. sawng s poraiss sonces voa aners sonimasns anes |

the 50’s, the 60's, the 70's or the 80's—andwin n ?il;aﬁ'ﬂulss ?ﬁ:&tﬁu&m o Wonagarof Borsobant ABE Ratioeewsrke 135 Vs ot . ]

f] r. New [t

one of hundreds of Instant Winner Prizes! l-----------------------------J

Each call costs $2.00. “OFFICIAL HISTORY OF ROCK 'N ROLL HOTLINE begins 10/17/89.
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’1211es of the Adel yhian Lod

by Chris Miller

t was the Tuesday night before
fall-term finals, and the Alpha
Delta Phi house —or Adelphian
Lodge. as it was affectionately
known to its brothers—was
uncharacteristically quiet. The bar was
devoid of drinkers, the tap at desultory
half-mast, the jukebox unlit and inert. The
sole inhabitant of the living room was
Fitch’s cat, batting halfheartedly at the
broken glass in the fireplace. The tube
room was no livelier, silent but for the rag-
ged snoring of Rat, flat on his back on one
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of the torn leather sofas, a half-filled bottle
of gin sunk in his belly like an egg in a nest,

Upstairs, Pinto, Rhesus Monkey, and
Crazy Ed had settled in for a long night of
booking. Pinto was cross-legged on the
floor. attempting to devour great, last-
minute chunks of Troll's English 27 notes.
Rhesus Monkey, in the chair beneath the
picture of President Kennedy with the
shades drawn on, was memorizing underly-
ing causes of the War of 1812. And Ed,
sprawled on the sola, paging through his
psych review book, was beating off.

Pinto tried to stay peripherally aware of
his friend’s masturbatory activity —enough

&€

to be ready to duck, anyway. You didn’t
want to be uncool and stare or something.
Well, he didn’t want to—Rhesus Monkey
seemed to have no such compunctions. The
Monkoid kept looking at Ed, and giggling,
and then looking over at Pinto, and gig-
gling, until Pinto wished he’d just knock it
of already, stop being so fucking overr.

Suddenly, Ed went, “Unh . . . unh .
unh...”

Pinto and Rhesus Monkey spun alertly to
watch him. Ed’s eyes closed; the psych
book fell from his hand. “Unh!" he
grunted, arching his back slightly. Three
distinct spurts of come fired into the air and

nc.



fell back to nestle in his chest hair like little
moonstones.

Rhesus Monkey exploded into laughter.
“Hey, Ed, bet that's the first time anyone
ever beat off to a psych book! Wait'll T tell
Dumpster!”

Dumpster was forever beating off to one
or another of the many skin mags rom the
huge pile beneath his bed; he was consid-
ered sort of an expert on the things people
looked at while beating off. But the
Monkoid was annoying Ed, ruining, with
his lameness, what should have been a tran-
scendent moment. If vou shut up now, Ed
thought. / won'r kill vour. But Rhesus Mon-

key just kept chortling into his hand and
pointing and making faces until Ed, in
exasperation, scooped the come from his
chest and threw it.

“Yah!™ Rhesus Monkey leaped up in
horror. A drop had struck him in the eye
and was rolling down his cheek like a tear.
Ed reached for more, but Rhesus Monkey
was out the door. They heard him speed
down the hall, the sound of a shower start-
ing. Chuckling softly, Ed wiped his hand on
the sofa and pulled up his pants.

Crazy Ed was cool. He did strange
things. He put a dog in the filing cabinet
under “D.” He stuck his dick in girls’ cars.

James Sullivan

He ate his underwear, He was capable of
anything at any moment, which was why
the brothers loved him. Girls loved him
because he had these amazing pale blue
eyes, and because he was an irresistible
challenge —they all wanted to save him.
Sometimes, during particularly active
weekends, as many as three or four of them
would show up at the Adelphian bar on
Sunday, each claiming Ed had promised to
father a child with her. Ed never remem-
bered any of them and would hide inside
the tap system until the other brothers had
horrified them sufficiently to make them
fiee. Pinto really liked the guy. He decided
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to say something he knew would make him
feel good.

“Sa, ah, Ed— your hard-on?"

“Mm." Busy writing names on the chart.

“Big, man.”

“YeahT" Pen stopped moving.

“Yeah. Guess you must have a good co-
efficient of expansion.™

Ed looked at him with a stunned expres-
sion, “There’s such a thing?”

“Well. uh. . .7 Pinto hadn’t expected Ed
to get involved in this.

“You're saying that two equal-sized soft
cocks might be different lengths when
they 're hard??”

“Right. Exactly.” Actually. Pinto had no
idea whether such a thing was possible, For
all he knew. the size ratio of cock-soft to
cock-hard among human males was fixed
and unvarying. like pi.

Ed stroked his jaw thoughtfully. He'd
long considered himsell a bit on the small
side. Toad's solicitous comment that al/
uncircumcised cocks (“hooded hogs” in
Adelphian) looked small, that it was just an
optical illusion. had not helped much. But.
it now struck him. all the cocks he'd ever
seen to compare himsell with had been sofi!
Maybe he had this lantastic coefficient of
CXpansion.

“Pinto. how long's the average hard-on

“How should I know?" What was he, a
hard-on expert? “Why don’t you check out
Kinsey? He probably measures things like
that.™”

“1*ve got a better idea,”™ On Rhesus Mon-
key's desk. Ed found a yellow pad in a ¢lip-
board. At the top of the pad he wrote
“SOFT" and "HARD" and then made three
long pen strokes down the page, cross-
hatching them with horizontal lines. On the
topmost of these he wrote "PINTO.”

“Uh:Bd.; . "

Rummaging further in the drawer, Ed
came up with a ruler. It was clear. sce-
through plastic. a toot long. He held it up
with a smile.

“Forget it, Ed.”

“Come on. Pinto, Don’t be an asshole.™

“Ed. I'm booking here, okay'?”

“What's the matter? Afraid I might. ..
inch yvou om?”

Pinto sighed. Sometimes in life there
were things you had to do. Standing. he
dropped trou. took the ruler, and laid it
along his meat, Pleased, Ed bent 1o scruti-
nize the measurement,

Rhesus Monkey. nude and soaking wet.
reentered the room at this moment. “Hah?"

“Okay, Pinto, five and three-sixteenths.™
Ed straightened, made an entry on his
chart. "Now get a hard-on.”

“What?" said Rhesus Monkey. “Hah?”

“Okay.” said Pinto. “In there.”

“In the bedroom? Bullshit.”

“You don’t trust me?”

“What's going on here?" Rhesus Mon-
key asked plaintively.

“Of course [ don’t trust you. Why would
1 trust you? What we're talking about here

e

4 NATIONAL LAMPOON

is something men routinely lic about—it’s
inour nature.™

“All righty all right, When T get it up, I'll
come out and let you read the measure-
ment.” Pinte furned with dignity and left
the room.

“Will someone please tell me what's
going on?”

[d handed Rhesus Monkey the chart and
explained that, by taking many readings. it
would be possible to test, once and for all,
the controversial theory of coefficient of
Expilnﬁl()ﬂ.

“Gee. I'll bet all mankind is waiting with
bated breath for that. Ed,”” Rhesus Monkey
said.

Ed did not dignify the remark with a
reply. They waited lor Pino in silence.
Finally, Ed went 1o the door and pounded
on il “Hey, Pinte! If vou beat all the way
off. we wan't get a valid reacding!™

After a moment. Pinto emerged from the
bedroom with a sheepish grin. his hard-on
bobbing and swaying before him. “Sorry.”

Ed looked sidelong at Pinto’s dong. Shit,
why did it have 10 be so long ? Pinto laid the
ruler along it, and Ed read off the measure-
ment.

“Mm." said LEd. making the entry.
“Miutrmemttrr,”

“What?" said Pinto and Rhesus Monkey
simultaneously.

“Eight and a half inches.” Ed enunciated
reluctantly.

“Eight and a half inches?” cried Rhesus
Monkey. “Wow, that's well above the norm,
wouldn't you say. Ed?”

“How the hell should [ know? You think |
just read the national averages? We need
lots of readings before we know what's

v
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average. Here.” He thrust the ruler at
Rhesus Monkey.

Pleased at being included. the Monkoid
held his cock horizontal and laid the ruler
along it. His flesh was so goose-pimpled it
looked like a sidewalk,

“See? said Ed. “The average is drop-
ping already.”

“Sure. but you're getting spurious data
there.” Pinto pointed out. “The Monkoid is
cold, so his cock is smaller than it really is.”

“Aw, shit.” Ed hated complications.

“That’s okay. I'll go run hot water on it.”
Rhesus Monkey darted from the room.

Ed looked at Pinto. “Good thing Murphy
graduated.”

Pinto knew what Ed meant. The word on
Murphy had been that his hog hung halfway
down his thigh. Pinto, Crazy Ed, and some
other members of last year’s pledge class
had kept trying to get a look at it. *Come on,
Murphy, show us your hog,” they used to
plead when he was in the shower, but Mur-
phy would just say, “Come on. you guys,
get out of here.” and hide himself with his
hands until they went away. Finally, by
lying in wait in a toilet stall one morning,
Pinto had been able to jump out and sur-
prise him. The rumors had understated the
case: Murphy's hog could have been the
clapper of the Liberty Bell.

“Heads up!™ Rhesus Monkey burst back
into the room. his cock submerged in a
glass of hot water. Rushing up to Ed, he
withdrew the glass, gave his meat a couple
of tugs, and slapped the ruler against i,

Ed examined the measurement closely.
“Pull it down again.” Rhesus Monkey did;
Ed wrote a number on his chart. “Okay,
four and a quarter. Now we need a hard
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hat was he,
a hard-on
expert?

reading,”

“Right.” Rhesus Monkey went into the
bedroom.

“This is sick as shit,” observed Pinto.

“Yeah,” said Ed happily. “Wonder how
many SAEs are measuring their dicks
tonight”” SAE was the fraternity around
the corner. the members of which were all
captains or presidents of something.

“All set!” Rhesus Monkey was standing
in the bedroom doorway. He had obtained
quite a tidy hard-on. though not. Pinto
believed. quite so long as his own,

Ed squinted at the ruler. “Six and a half.™

Pinto grinned.

“Hey. luck you!" said Rhesus Monkey.
“You're half a foot taller than I am!™

“Now. boys,”™ Ed soothed.

“Okay. then, What about you?” The
Monkoid spun on Ed. “How about measur-
ing yours now.

“Oh, I couldn’t possibly raise a full hard-
on so soon alter beating oll.” Ed said
smoothly. “No, we'll have to get to me later,
In the meantime, we npeed many, many
other readings.™ He took the chartand ruler
and headed out the door,

Pinto and Rhesus Monkey exchanged
looks. “Right.” said Pintw. “He'll measure
himsell’ when no one else is around. and
unless he finished first or second. we'll
never hear about it again.”

“You got it." Rhesus Monkey dug
through an underwear pile. found a towel,
and began drying himsell ofT.

Butif Ed’s place in the pecker order was
af no great consequence to Pinto. his own
had now become so. Fuck. he was in the
lead! He hastened to lollow Ed out the door.
with Rhesus Monkey. a small. hairy. nude

figure. bringing up the rear.

The three stopped at the next room. but
Fat Daddy and Toad were not in residence.
Proceeding down the hall, they wurned into
Mountain’s room. Mountain was seated
amidst a pile of math books. puzzling over
a slide rule. He was a senior and. in the
same transition that had lately overtaken
several other formerly sick senior brothers,
had become much concerned with marks.
class standing. and graduate school. With a
grin at Pinto and the Monkoid, Ed said.
“Ah. scuse me. Mountain. but would you
mind measuring your cock. please””

“Huh?” Mountain looked from one to
another of them uncertainly.

“Would you measure your cock. please?”
Pinto repeated.

“We're taking a survey.” explained
Rhesus Monkey.

Mountain looked blankly at the ruler,
back at them. and then burst into laughter.
“Wal. shore! Why not?" Smiting his thigh
with good-natured Southern agreeable-
ness. he stood and dropped trou.

Something thudded into Pinto’s stom-
ach. Not only was Mountain’s cock fully as
long as his own, it was twice as thick and
curiously bent in the middle.

“Good Lord, Mountain.” said Ed. " You
have a gnarled cock.”

“Kuh-hyuk,"” Mountain laughed.

~Jesus Christ, how are we going 1o mea-
sure 1177 said Rhesus Monkey. “The ruler
won't bend that way. We’ll need a tape
measure!™”

“Naw, naw, Ah kin unbend it.” Mountain
placed his thumb against the angle of his
cock and. using 1t as a lulcrum. straight-
ened himself out. “Here. lemme see that
ruler.”

“Five
nounced.

“Holy shit, Pinto.” cried Rhesus Mon-
key. “You're still ahead!™

It was truc. . . i only by a sixteenth of an
inch. The possibility that maybe. jusr
mavbe, he had the biggest cock in the house
crossed his mind. Wouldn't that be some-
thing?

“Okay. Mountain. now we need to mea-
sure your hard-on,” said Ed.

“Muh hard-on? Well. uh, how come?
What're you guys doin’, anyway?"”

Beaming, Rhesus Monkey  handed
Mountain the chart. Mountain studied it a
moment. then looked at Ed and guffawed
grandly.

“Is that a *no ™" Ed's face was in pre-sulk
mode.

“Hell, no, it’s not a "no.” Shee-it!™ Moun-
tain reached down. performed several
quick. mysterious operations on himself.
and suddenly. where @ moment ago there
had been emptiness, a hard-on now hov-
ered. Surprisingly. the angle did not disap-
pear—ilanything. it was more pronounced
than cver.

“Jesus Christ, Mountain,” said Ed,
“What do you do? Fuck around corners?”

and (wo-sixteenths.” Ed an-

“Kuh-hyuk.”

They had to take separate readings for
the two parts of his cock and add them.
“Eightand a quarter. Hey, Pinto. you re still
ahcad in both categorics.”

“He is?" Mountain looked disappointed.

“But only by a little,” added Ed quickly.
“And yours is much thicker. Shit, except for
its length. you could probably fit Pinto’s
cock inside of yours.”

“Yeah?" Mountain looked happier.
“That right, Pinto?"

“Mm.” Pinto didn’t se¢ why Ed had to
bend quite so far backward to assuage
Mountain's feelings.

“Okay. let’s go find Merkin and Lou
the Jew.™

Ed tucked the chart beneath his arm and
they trooped across the hall, Mountain put-
ting his dick away and joining them. Lou
the Jew proved to be off at the libes, book-
ing. but Merkin was there, hunched over
a notebook, reading it with the same in-
tensity he brought to everything he did.
Merkin could even sleep intensely. In fact,
s0 absorbed was he in his notes that he
didn't hear them come in. Then, sensing
their presence, he looked up suddenly. He
beheld Crazy Ed. Pinto. Mountain, and
naked Rhesus Monkey ranged about him.
smiling ferally.

“What? What? What's the matter?” His
eyes flicked from one to another of them in
alarm. *I'm booking out of control. What
do you want?”

“This’Il only take a minute.” Ed assured
him. “Just give us a couple ol dick read-
ings. one soft. one hard. and we'll be out of
your—"

“What? What?™ A what-are-you-ass-
holes-trying-to-suck-me-into-this-time
expression battled with a hey-yeah-cool-
man one for control of his face. Merkin was
kind of schizophrenic abour these things.

Ed showed him the chart. Merkin stud-
ied it. “Tell them to fuck off”" agonized his
inner voice. “Or go along, compromising
my every principle?”

“Gimme the ruler.” he said.

he growing procession fol-

lowed Ed from room to room.

They had soon acquired mea-

surements from Fitch. Egg-

plant. Ghoul. Lunger, Rhino,
and Dingleberry, and their numbers had
swollen to a dozen. Though it had been
close there for a minute with Ghoul, Pinto.
to his amazement, was still nunmber one.
And, with the relative emptiness of the
house tonight, there weren’t that many
brothers left to measure!

Chortling and nudging one another. the
crowd gathered outside the Presidential
Suite, ready to face Dumpster. Like Moun-
tain, the Dumpster had been eschewing
sickness this year, or, actually, since being
clected house president last spring. Conse-
quently, the depraved juniors, who made up
the bulk of the cock-measuring contest,
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were relishing the apportunity to confront
him. Allin arush, they burst into the room.,

But inside was merely Ol" Ben, Dump-
ster’'s roommate. calmly writing  his
seventy-third letter of the term to his
girlfriend, Peggy. The brothers stopped
short, The leers fell from their faces. and
they looked uncomfortably at one another.
OI' Ben wasn’t really old but there was
something. . . marre about him, a calm,
unruffled nature, a kind of. .. gravity, that
always gave them pause. It was impossible
to imagine him measuring his cock, oreven
asking him to do so.

Ben looked up. blinking. “Yes?”

The brothers cleared their throats. ex-
amined the floor, nudged the rug with the
toes of their shoes.

“HEY, I JUST BOUGHT A KEG!"
roared Fat Daddy’s voice up the stairs.
"COME GET DRUNK!"

The brothers, knowing a deus ex
machina when they heard one, spun on
their heels and ran from the room. “Keg!
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great murmur rose
from the crowd.

S TFat Daddy was
hung like a gas pump!

James Sullivan
Keg!” they shouted happily, thundering
down the stairs. Pinto, Ed, and Rhesus
Monkey found themselves alone with Ben.

“What was all that about?" Ben asked,
mystified.

“Well, uh..." Ed looked uncomfortably
at Pinto and Rhesus Monkey.

"We were looking for Dumpster,” the
Monkoid explained.

“Right,” said Pinto.

“Well, what's that clipboard you've got
there?”

“Clipboard?" Slipping the clipboard
behind his back, Ed looked innocently
around the room.

“Just Ed’s psych notes.” Rhesus Monkey
grinned. "Ofcoum, they might have a few
Stains on ‘em.

Ed socked hlm in the arm.

"Ow!” said Rhesus Monkey.

“Well!” said Pinto brightly. “Who's up
for a beer?"

“Hey! Beer!” said Ed. “Monkoid?”

*Damn, yeah! Uh, how "bout you, Ben?"

“Nah, you guys go ahcad. I'll see you
later.” Ben bent back over his letter.

Gratefully, they slipped from the room
and headed for the bar, Man, the world was
50 funny —some guys you could be sick
with, others you couldn’t. Ah, well, with
Mary Wells blasting up the stairs, accom-
panied by happy screams and glass-break-
ings. they knew that where they were going
there were people you could be sick with,
and plenty of them! Which, by the way, por-
tended lots more readings for the dick
chart! Pleased with life in general, the boys
marched through the living room. heading
for the basement stairs.

“Wait a minute.” Rhesus Monkey
stopped by the tube-room door. “Guess
who’s in here.” Ed and Pinto peered over
his shoulder. Rat was still passed out on
the sofa, snoring like a malfunctioning
machine.

“Let’s measure Rat.” said Ed with evil
glee. “He’s got a really small one.”

“Yeah!™ Rhesus Monkey rubbed his
hands together like an insect.

Pushing into the dimly lit room, they ran
the maze of maimed furniture and stopped
before Rat.

If he had been any of the other sopho-
mores, he would have won status points for
being drunk and passed out so close to
finals, Rat, however, was the one truly de-
praved member of his disappointingly
straight pledge class: it was his nature to be
drunk and passed out, and awarding him
special credit for it was like praising a dog
for barking. There he lay in all his beauty —
mouth open, fish-white cheeks speckled
with stubble. His breath was a green cloud.

“Okay, get the pants,” said Ed.

“Right.” Rhesus Monkey bent over Rat,
unbuckled the fat sophomore’s belt, and
unzipped his fly. Pinto and Ed each took
hold of a pant leg and began to pull. After
much grunting and straining, the pants
came off suddenly, almost spilling them
over backward. Rat shifted slightly: the
flesh of his thighs rippled like a slow-
motion sea.

“Okay, now the undertrou,” directed Ed.

Rhesus Monkey started to reach for
them but stopped. Rat's undertrou were
profoundly stained. They appeared to have
been on him for months.

“How about you get the undertrou,” the
Monkoid suggested to Ed.

Ed regarded them with distaste. I
know!" he said, brightening. Obtaining the
poker from the fireplace, he inserted its
hook beneath the elastic of Rat's begrimed
Jockeys and tugged them downward. Rat's
short, spigot-like penis twanged into view.
Poking up from his matted bush, it was like
a mushroom growing on cowshit.

“Okay, Monkoid.”

The Monkoid swallowed. Standing the
ruler by Rat’s dick, he bent to take the read-
ing. “Two inches,” he said, straightening
quickly.

“Good.” Ed made an entry. “Now give
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him a hard-on.”

“I'm going down for a beer now,” said
Rhesus Monkey. “See you guys later.”
Tossing the ruler to Pinto, he was out of
there.

“Pinto?" said Ed.

“Your ass,” said Pinto.

“Well, Jesus Christ.” Ed bitched. “"How
are we supposed to get a complete set of
readings around here if you guys aren’t
willing to—""

“Okay. you're so sick. vour give him the
hard-on and /'l hold the poker.”

Ed looked at Rat for a moment. “You
know, [ could use a beer, 100,” He pulled the
poker free and Rat’s undertrou thwapped
back against his stomach. Rat rolled over,
the gin bottle falling to the floor with a
thud.

hen they reached the basement,

Pinto and Ed found that the

crowd had grown again, aug-

mented by the arrivals of Lou

the Jew. Dumpster, Filthy Phil.
Bivalve, and the Big Pink Whale. Hank
Ballard and the Midnighters were singing
“Let’s Go. Let's Go, Let’s Go.” and the
brothers were throwing down beers at a
great rate. There was Booger, bouncing
around, and Gazork, by the jukebox, pop-
ping his head in and out, and French Fry.
taking a leak in the gutter. . . . Man, another
great night at the Adelphian Lodge!

And there was good ol" Fat Daddy with
his shades and silver neck chain—the
social chairman presiding over his tap sys-
tem. With him was his girlfriend. Gross
Kay, a dark, bulbous young woman who
was a nurse trainee at the hospital. En-
gaging her in conversation was Rhesus
Monkey. If Gross Kay was in any way
impacted by his nudity, she gave no sign.
She reacted to all instances of Adelphian
surreality with the same vague half-smile:
you weren't sure if she was amused or an
imbecile. But she was okay, Gross Kay: she
was cool. This had been clear from the first
time she'd been seen holding Fat Daddy’s
dick for him while he pissed.

Taking beers. Ed and Rhesus Monkey
showed Fat Daddy the chart. A grin came
over Fat Daddy’s face and he read down the
list carefully. occasionally pointing out a
measurement to Gross Kay and chuckling.
He, at least, had not succumbed to the Se-
nior Syndrome. Ed was about to offer him
the ruler when a sudden. characteristic ka-
thump ka-thump ka-thump from the stairs
heralded the stubby-legged, barrel-like
arrival of Ogre. Going straight to the bar.
Ogre slammed down an empty glass. “Cold
beer, pal.” he ordered gruffly.

Fat Daddy gave him one,

"Monkoid. you're naked.” Ogre pointed
out.

“Oh, right," said Rhesus Monkey.

Ogre made the grimace that was as much
of a smile as his thick, inflexible lips would
permit. “Well, why is this, Monkoid?"
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is hard-on
disappeared
like an icicle in
the heart of
the sun.

“Oh. cock-measuring contest.” Rhesus
Monkey said. leaning casually against the
bar.

“What?” said Ogre.

Pinto held out the chart. Ogre snatched it
from him, looked it over.

Ed proffered the ruler.

“Wrong, pal.” Ogre tossed the chart dis-
dainfully on the bar and handed Fat Daddy
his glass fora refill.

Ed looked offended. “What do you
mean, ‘wrong" 7"

Ogre waved a deprecatory hand at the
chart. *“That stuff’s irrelevant. It's not how
long your dick is. it's how good you are with
it.”

“Well. I think it’s how long it is.” said
Pinto.

“Ah thank dah-ameter is the important
thang.” said Mountain,

“Don’t forget coefficient of expansion.”
put in Ed.

“No, no, no.” Arguing with Ogre was like
arguing with God, “What matters is how
fast you can get yoursell up and off. and
that’s it. Right, Kay?”

Gross Kay smiled her half-smile.

“See?” said Ogre.

“Yeah, | see.” said Ed. “You've got a
small cock but you beat off a lot.”

*So? So? That's valid.™ Ogre thrust out
his jaw like Mussolini.

*I think the Ogre is right.” declared Fat
Daddy. *What we really ought to be having
here is a beat-off race.”

This suggestion was greeted with loud
cheers from everyone but Ed. who. feeling
that the integrity of the night's rrue contest
was being compromised, threw his hands
in the air and turned his back. Carried on
the momentum of the crowd’s enthusiasm.
Ogre strode 0 one of the mattress-sofas,
dropped trou, and sat. Crossing his arms,
he looked expectantly at the rest of the
brothers.

“I'min, I'm in.” Bivalve rushed over and
took a seat by Ogre.

“Yayyyyyy.” said the crowd.

“How “bout you, honey?” said Gross
Kay to Fat Daddy.

“Yeah, ¢'mon, Fat Daddy.” prodded the
other brothers. “Get in there! Whip it out.
Dad.”

Fat Daddy calmly finished his beer,
winked at Gross Kay, went over to Ogre and
Bivalve. and dropped trou.

A great murmur rose from the crowd.
Fat Daddy was hung like a gas pump! A foot

long at least, the thing was entwined with
veins, thick as a salami. He was bigger than
Murphy! Pinto and Mountain exchanged
looks of chagrin. So much for the ol cock-
measuring contest.

But that was okay. The original contest
had mutated into something sicker, and
sicker was better.

Fat Daddy appraised the crowd. “How
bout you, Dumpster? You beat off more
often than anyone in the world.”

Dumpster, he of the many magazines,
felt torn. As house pres, he should stand
apart from this sort of shit. But, hell. he
was graduating in six months: this could be
his last hurrah. With a sigh. he lumbered
over to the mattresses, tugging at his belt
buckle.

A great cheer went up. People drained
their beers and drew fresh ones.

“How “bout you, Ed?" Ogre suggested
casually.

“I already beat off tonight,” said Ed. */
beat off for pleasure.”

“Haw!" Ogre took a sip of beer.

“All right, let’s go!™ Bivalve snatched up
his cock. The other three instantly followed
suit.

The brothers whooped it up. choosing
favorites.

“Five bucks on Fat Daddy.” said Moun-
tain,

“Bivalve'll kill him." said Merkin. “Ten
bucks on Bivalve!™

Ogre and Fat Daddy were the first to
raise hard-ons. Ogre proved to be endowed
with a breakfast sausage, but Fat Daddy’s
great, ropy dong was like a length of tree.
People looked in awe from it to Gross Kay
and back. Gross Kay lowered her cyes
demurely. with the trace of asmile. Bivalve,
meanwhile, seemed to have stalled at the
soft-on stage, and Dumpster had gotten
nowhere at all; his soft dick was still going

Slubba-flubba-flubba in his hand.

An excited yelp announced the arrival of
Toad. Beside himself with delight at what
he was seeing. he tossed his books inthe air
and vanished back up the stairs. Hardly
anyone noticed. The crowd was screaming.
Ogre, Fat Daddy, and Bivalve were beating
like crazy. Only Dumpster remained soft.
Looking at the others, he shook his head.
pushed up his glasses, and kept trying.

“Bivalve! Bivalve!” Toad reappeared at
the foot of the stairs, sped across the room,
and thrust something into Bivalve’s face. It
was the framed photograph from Bivalve's
desk of his fiancée.

“Yah!” cricd Bivalve. His hard-on disap-
peared like an icicle in the heart of the sun.
“You cocksucker!™ He launched himself at
Toad, grabbing for the picture. As his pants
were around his ankles, this caused him to
fall on his face. Toad spun with alacrity and
flew for the stairs,

“I'll kill you!™ Bivalve screamed after
him. “I'll physically kill you!” Gaining his
feet. yanking up his pants. he took off in hot
(CONTINUED ON PAGE 92)
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SENDP YOUR LETTERS TO -

FRENCHY'S MAILBAG ,

cfo” NATIONAL LAMPOON, ISS AVENUE OF THE AMERICAS,NY,NY 10065,

Dear Nick and Alan,

Let me just start by saying that
EVIL CLOWN is my favorite comic
and you guys are the best! (No. 2 still
ranks as my fave!) Keep up the good
work!

| guess my main point is that, well,
Frenchy’s adventures have made me
feel so much better about myself! All
the other comic heroes make me feel
so inadequate, you know? Like...like
the way they always help out
OTHERS, and never have any FUN!
(Not to mention the way they always
feel bad after they have Killed! | mean
come on, who has regret in this day
and age?) | would love to see more
children in the stories!

James L. Bogues
Madison, Wisconsin

Frenchy replies:

Get up off your knees and stop
sniveling, you pathetic butthole! | am
only going to say this once: Bakay
and Kupperberg work for me. ME! You
got that? If | hadn't made the scene,
Alan would be doing the lettering for
that fucking “Cathy” strip, and Bakay
would be living on the third floor of
his parents’ house! In the future |
expect all letters addressed to ME, is
that clear? And as for your feeling so

goddamned good about yourself, |
think you better get some therapy
PRONTO, you little loser.

Dear Frenchy,

How come you were an outcast in
the Hamptons [Evil Clown No. 3—Edi-
tor] and this time we find out you had
a good upbringing?

Jack Clay

Seattle, Washington
P.S. Can you get me an autographed
picture of Jim Backus?

If there’s one thing I hate, it's some
asshole who jisms over little inconsis-
tencies! For your information, genius,
two years of graduate school and ten
years traveling with a carnival will
erase even the best breeding! As for
Jim Backus, he's dead, and you will
be too. Very soon. And no one will
notice, except those who are dancing
with glee, you stupid old fart.

Dear Frenchy,

This letter has been around the
waorld fourteen times! Don’t break the
chain! You will not only miss out on
great fortune, but it could also mean
bad luck! A man in Mississippi failed
to send out a copy to thirteen friends
and the next day his penis turned
blue and fell off. Don't delay, send
this letter out to——

AAAARRRRGHHHHH! NOOO! NO!
NO! NOOQOOQO! I'll kill the prick who
sent me this.

Dear Frenchy,
1 am holding an appointment open
for you on

— , to discuss YOUR
exciting future in the Armed Forces!
Please call me to confirm.
Semper Fi!
Sgt. Nick Fury
U.S. Armed Forces
Recruitment Office
Times Square, New York

You mean you guys don’t mind that |
bone Haitian guys and shoot drugs?
Great, count me in!

Dear Frenchy,

Love the comic, love the art, love
the stories. Having said this, | want to
tell you thai the one ingredient you
lack is a sense of reverence for the
great clowns of history.

Let’s face it, nowhere in your com-
ics do we have any mention of the
great traditions: commedia dell’arte,
the great clowns of Europe, Emmett
Kelly, for gosh sakes!

The way | seeit, Frenchy, you are an
extension of a great tradition, and it’s
just wrong of you not to tip your hat
once in a while!

Edith Blatz
Seneca Falls, Ohio

Let me put it this way, tootsie—if my
hat's going to get tipped it'll be to
John Gacy, not some jerk-off doing
bad mime for a bunch of five-year-
olds.

CLOWN COMICS CHECKLIST

Our Other X-citing Titles

Now On Sale!!!

Be a Paid-up Member of the Bozo Brigade!

KLOWN KIDZ #87: Frenchy's
Pagliacci nephews on a rampage at a
newsstand near you! The little brats
find themselves hip-deep in ferment-
ing feces when Mr. Henderson snaps
'n’ buys arifle!

NEGATIVE MAN JUMBO
ANNUAL #=2: Can your heart
stand the action as “Mr. Bad Atti-
tude” ruins a lifetime of opportuni-
ties with his incredible powers of
Negative Outlook! Destined to be a
collector’s item!

WAR IS FUN #16: The leather-
necks of Lumpy Company find the
R&R to their liking as their tungsten-
hard heat-seeking missiles lead them
to a remote German convent!

MAMA'S BOY TERMINA-
TOR #8: The toy boy goes on a
rampage when Mama switches nip-
ples! Special appearance by Captain
Lungtissue!

LOVE IS STRANGE #7: Was
that Tommy’s tongue or one of those

%

LU * ST
L

o0,

D,

awful tree slugs that had Kathy’s
stomach muscles doing the mambo?

AND DON’'T FORGET: SPAS-
TIC MUTANT SQUAD #23,
LITTLE SPASTIC MUTANT
SQUAD #10, JUNIOR WET
NURSE #1, SPITTLE LEAGUE
OF ARMENIA #1115, THE
GLANS GANG #9, CARL IS
MY COPILOT #45, PROFILES
IN FLATULENCE #5, RUN-
NING SORE THE INDIAN LAD
#1, OMNIBUS OF COWBOYS
#39...




THANKFUL FOR WHAT 7 THIS FUNGUS
FESTERING IN MY GROIM %

bé:’ rﬂe:rt)v'dm/ é/aaf’
with the season’s

thanks,neer Reget s
thy fellowman ]
with all his ugly

edorg an‘maads.

clock strike twelve, | e
Thy Clown will B % _
laugh vretil ke
bleed / 7

For Lo, before the ‘ | Apﬁ
=== /4

o - =

=8 ( SaY,RONALD MCDONALD , T GOT SPELIAL HOLIDAY RATES....

“CELEBRITY AUTOFSY'' WILL NoT BE SHOWN
TONIGHT SO FTHAT WE CAN BRING YOU
“TRYPTOPHAN COMA," BTARRING Howp THE Dwm:.F! ]
RICHARD THEMAS 114 3 WHAT'S THIS ¢

CYEAH, FRENENY, THIS 1S LOU YOUR AGENT
RENBMBER MEE HA HA HEH .. WHAT CAN T

SAY, THINGS ARE VERY SLOW FOR CLOWINS WITH
A RECORD. LISTEN, UH, THE BURN CENTER

GG FELL THROUBH. I GLESS THEY
FOUNP A STRIPPER INSTEADR, CALL
ME MONGAY s vu s

THE ROAD TO CLOWNHOOD HAS MORE WINDS AND BENSS
THAN A CARNY'S COLON . SURE , I 'VE HAE SOME AURRI SINCE
I TURNED MY BACK ON A DESK JOB AT PAD'S FiIRM, 8UT
FOR EVERY OWUEKLE THERE WAS A POSE OF RABS TO
BRING ME POWN FREM THE LLOUDS . T GUESS TVE
STrLL "NEVER BEENTC ME,” AS THE JOnG GOES ,ANG
MAYEE T WAS A LITTLE HARSH THAT DAY ESPLIT . oo «

"-, T \I \i

H
f

: 3 I
4 Bl

18] e
f

ff

= “ < by
I} o - R\ "
N USE A LITTLE CHANGE
OF SCENERY, ...

Cobovriaht © 2007 National | amboon Inc

NATIONAL LAMPOON 5lI



=S

ONCE I OPENED LIP TO THE |DEA, GOING HOME FELT SO RIGHT! I GAVE MYSELF PERMISSION TO ENJOY
A LITTLE BREAK FROM MY BACK-BREAKING SCHEDULE, ANP I'M NOT CLOWNIN' WHEN I TELL YOU THIS
HUNK OF SEEC CORN VAS ANXIOUS TO EMBRACE THE LOVE OF H13 BLOOE KN !

YA A A T
DR A

9
LN}Q? 4” RS
[ . v, ; U0 T NEED FOR THE T S
NN Sl 79 &-’/ N\
5 o - , ; d 4 E A‘-\ O

T

D

I WOULDN'T KNOW,SIR .

PLEASE HURRY WITH THIS

PRINK/WE'RE LANCING
SOON .

‘ SURE (SURE . HEY (6ET ME A PILLOW FOR M,

JOYSTICK WILLYAE  |T'S BTILL SWOLLEN FROM

<
{ LABT NIGNT

EITHER I'
SHRUNK LIKE A
LATEX RUBBER
1N THE ORYER ,
OR THE PLACE
WAS Bl/6GER
THAN T
REMEMBERELD,
I GUEsSS
CLOWNING
FULL=TIME Can
CHANSE YOUR
PERSPASETIVE

AND YOU MIOHT LIVE TOSEE THE NEXT HARMONIC
CONVERGENCE

THERE ARE FLEETING MOMENTS IN LIFE WHEN

THERE WAS A LOF OF CATCHING UP TO PO s AND THEY
BLOOE 19 THICKER THAN GREASEFAINT 0. »

SEEMED GENUINELY INTERESTED IN MY QAREERS (BUT
4 ‘ﬁ_ 77 = NN\ ez THE FEELING X WAG ST/LL THE BLACK SHEGP KEAT
MOM, PAP = | N ® P - TUBGING AT MY WIE 1)

Mopsy 1 (L
L i

oo O

50 THEN THE CARNIVAL PUMPED ME IN TEXARKANA
WITHOUT A RETURN TICKET! BUT I OELIEVE THESE

THINGS HAPPEN FOR A REASON, BECAUSE THAT NIGHT
{ MET THE MON WHO LATER BECAME MY AGENT AT A
URINAL IN THE BUS PEPET ...

=7 warice T
EMILY BRAGFORD nlu | sawe seeurtTy
- A \ THE £LOWN GAME |

Yiddd il

s

£ A%
S L -

; I’ |
7 4 : ;
lh’l;(fb URINAL 2 EEEEE WyWyW.!
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WE HIWE DINNER. RESERVATIONS AT THE CLUB FOR
SEVEN . YOUR GOOP eLOTHES ARE N YOUR
CLOSET UPSTAIRS .

REMEMBER WHEN
FREPERICK LEFT
AND PADDY SAI0
HE WAS DpAD
TO HiM 2

THE Mivute I
WALKED INTO
FTHE CLUB T
FELT LIKE A
BUS-ANPTRUCK )z
“pianTom oF
THE opern " ! }
ALl EVES
Were ON Me
LIKE VULTURES
AT )
vonesTOWN,!
BUT HEY, FVE
PLAYED !
TOUBHER
EROWDS !
r

[PEAD FO WM E WHAT THE HELL 210 THAT MEAN E
PON'T THEY KNOW THEY RE PLAYING WITH THE
MASTER OF NERWOUS LAUGHTER HERE 2 HEY:
HEY 1 EASY DOES IT! EVERYBODY HAS TO MEET

HALFWAY HERE, PON'T JUMP TO LONCLUSIONS

0

Fr:.-.a }Wﬁ?ﬂ v

Off BY THE WAY, SON , ABOUT THIS musurarmuns..a}

WELL (AT LEAST PUT THIS ON . FOR.
YOUR MOTHER , IF NOT FOR ME +0v/

COH LOOK. FREDERICI, IT'S
THE FERGUSONS !

WHY PIP YOU HAVE TO COME HOME AND RUIN

EYERYTHING ¥ MOMMY AND DADDY LOYE

NOW AND T DON'T EMBARRASS THEM .

AOD, WHEN W FRENDS HEAR ABLIT YOU 1%L

NEVER LIVE IT PONM....."MY BROTHER. THE

STINKY CLOWN ! ™ HEY, WHY DO YOU SMELL
LIKE CLORCK %

WELL ,MOPSY , ITHUST
BE NICE BEING PERFELT,
BUTYOULL BE GETTING
YOUR PERIOD SOON |

AND I'M SURE You'LL

7 NOTH DOING

\ QY

ur WHAT POES ITALL APP UP TO 7 I REMEMBER THE AY YoU TIER OUR CATS TAILS TOGETHER L SAIR )THAT
BOY IS A WANDERER :ANC WANGERERS NEVER AMGUNT TO A HILL OF BEANS /"

I'D REALLY TRIED & REACH OUT 10
NOPSY , 8T THE TINE HAD COME FOR
MIE PABDLE [O INTERVENE +14.

¥ NEVER TURN YOUR BACKON AN
UNEMPLOYED CLOWN YOU LITTLE
TURP! ONE WORD OF THIS TO pPOP

18T TRUE
A =
)z

",
-

.): =

|

HE GTARTED 1T

o+ ACTUALLY 0

WENT TO FRIVILEGED COUNTRY pAY
WITH | SHIT! NOW X MAG TO TALK
TO HiM !

. Y SAY.IS THAT FRED eLOWN' [
HEARD YOU WERE APPEARINO.
AT SOME HLPONALDS OPENING
DUER ON THE EAST SIDE. T
COULPN'T HELP REMEMBERING
IN THE YEARSOOK YOU WERE
VCTED MOST LIKELY T0 DISAUS e

O PEAR (T WAS MoST LIKELY )
To COMMIT A FELONY o+
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LISTEN |LORD FAUNTLEROY, X' 4
BOPY'S RONALD MCPONALD !

| 74 FRENEIY T. CLONN , AHP X £AN

), Ak YOULAUSH UNTIL YOU ERY!! 4

WHAT G0ES I A HOBODY TELLS ME WHEN I'VE HAD
ENOUG H, YOU MONKEY ! HOW STOP
ROUSTABOUT # ) ETHERA SHOT JAWIN'AND START POURIN '

WHAT DO YOU MEAN YOU'RE COTTING
ME OFF 1 WANTA DRING ANG T
WANT 1T NOW /

[T WAE MY UNELE BUMPY ! THE ONLY RINPRED T WA GREAT TO CATEN UP WITH UNCLE BUMPY! HE BUMPYYOU CORRUPTED FREDERIGHK ONAE (YOU SHAN'T PO
SPIRIT IN THE WHOLE £LANI IF EVER T HAD A WAS THEE DNLY ONE WHO SAW LLOWNING AS A HIBHER ITAEAIN- T HAVE U1 OFF YOUR PAINKKING PRIVILEGES ,
MENTORHE WAS BTANDING ATARME LENGTH, AND LAYSE . YOI KNOW SOMETHING; FOR THE FIRST TIHE ANP I APYISE YOU TO TAKE A CAP HOME. FREPERICK, YU
WIS BREATH WAS CURLING MY NOSE HAIRS ! SINCE X OAME HOME I FELT cOMPORTABLE /

WILL RETURN TO OUR TABLE A/OW/
( THEY TOLD ME YoU '\ THEY ToLp ME YU WERE gl BB o i byl bt g ;

= A CLOWN, PAMN IT { You WERE PUT ON THIS EARTH TO o
Shoen onpee h 1 O Eaamns e INVOKE FEAR AND PITY! X TOCK ELOWNING FOR GRANTED) 7= 7
BANGHOK! Ny 2 AND NOW LOOK AT WE! DOOMEP TO BE A SIGHT 0AG 1N 4
3 A THE WHITE MAN'S WORLP/

IT'6 NEVER 100 LATE BUMP! E'MoN LET'S T
THE GTREETS MNP G2 SOMETHING

BALK TE CLOWNING..

CF ME ... : YES 1Y FRIENDS,IN THE SPIRIT OF THE
—— <

/ > 2 HDHIM.VBJ:?I&IR TRU%T FUNDS HAVE
I Ave PEEN > / {EREDIN f
'rmf"| ‘éﬁ'fmﬁ : o : /
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RETRACING
THE 6TEFS OF
MY warwaro
YOUuTH , AN
EVERY MEMORY
WE HUNTED
DOWN FELT
LIKE THE
FIRET TiME !
LIKE STOCKING
UP AT DLD
THOMPSON 'S
PHARMACY, ..

TARING THE OLD CLOWN MESSAGE BACK = BUT WHAT'S NOSTALGIA WITHOUT OLP FRIENDST
e et e Y eE LD (f&s.mv BROTHERS  THE QUESTION TOPAY 16 :

TELL THIS TOWN HAON'T HEARD LAUGHTER
IN A LONG TIME ANE I WAS JUST THE
MAN TO DO THE LAUGHTER [

7

lla’;i( P2
‘%w?‘

G OF BENNIES LOOSE DILAUDIE , =
We smarTee 8 A STILL PO ANYTHING FOR A FEW BUCKS T0
AIRPLANE GLUE,.. ANYTHING ELSE ¢ F—APLAY ON THE PONIES , EH | THOMPSON %

ofFjce
PRIVATE
%

I5e
@/!

e ¢
LAY

OME MILEAGE ON HER NOW ,
WILL YOU HAVE TO SUFFER THROUGH AN BURE, JUANITA HAD SOME M g
ENDLESS SERMON AND FAKE SALVATION N BOSS A CLOWN QBT 1O A&

IN ORDER TO EAT TONIGHT Z AND THE il el bl o iy b i it
ANSWER |S: yOOO OO O/ INCREPIBLE ! THERE YOU WERE ON THE

SAME CORNER T FOUND YOU AT THE

NIGHT OF MY TWELFTH BIRTHPAY [

HEY! 1
A | foH FrENCHY ! you've N THINKE T
334 | | LEARNED A FEW THINGS ! 7\ GOTONE!

OHWE RAN INTO A LOT OF OLD
FACES THAT NIGHT LIKE BAGLEY
BOATRIGHT TIL, MY CLASS
VALEDICTORIAN. HE LOOKED
LIKE HE POING PRETTY £O0D
FOR HIMSELF, TOO BAP THE
TIGHTWAD HAPN'T SPRUNG FOR
AN UMerELLA !

IND LIKE A SCOUTMASTER
HDING ME THROUGH THE
WODOS DF PARK NATURE ,
UNCLE BUMPY WAS BESIDE
ME, LIKE IN THE OLD DAYS o1 ..

wHaT ¥ T saw A FERRIS
(ell=} WHEEL ... AND T. WAS ON

IT,AND 80 WERE THE

HEY, MISTER CLASS
REP! HERE'S MY
ANNUAL GIING [

ey T

ANP L WAB FLOSTING

PAKLLSK| MIDGETS
AND THEN A BRIGHT
PURE LIGHT EYPLODED

DOWMN A TUNNELas, .

DOUBLE - PATE w0\

HN# YOU BETTER BELIEVE WE P/PN'T FORGET ABOUT OUR OLD BIDESHON PALS
ON THE SOUTH BIDE! WHEN T WAS A TEEN THEEE FOLKS TALUGHT ME THE MEANING

FINALLY T [AS
RELIWING THE
BEST THINGS

NBHT MUST
COME To AN
END,AND THE
COCK WAS
Hoarse 8y
THE TIME T
STUMELED IN. ..,
—
DOPS,
DOES THIS
MEAN T'M
GROUNDEDF
HAR
HAR HEE...

I'W SURE YOU WILL BE PLEASED TO KNOW YOUR PYROTECHNIC DISPLAY He BAYS CLOWNS POW'T Bur i THERE'S owe

HEARLY BURNED POWN THE CLUE , ANP /8 A RESULT MY CHARTER IS LB SET PA

ABOUT HOME SECRET PROBATION. MY PISAPPOINTMENT IN YOU IS ONLY MATCHED BY MY HORROR . BELIEVE IT! MY OLO MAN TEALHES IOU(IT'S

BUT EVEN TH&: I HAVE HERE A CHEEI- FOR FIVE THOUBAND POLLARS MAPE OUT (N YOUR NAME . WAS ACTUALLY OFFERING T NEVER ACCEPT THE

MOST GLORIOUS A FAIR PRICE IN Rliﬂ.lﬂ.rfrFﬂR YOUR BANISHMENT EROM THIS HOUSE ANP
HIS FAMILY -

ON poys

BUy ME OUT OF THE FAMILY FiRsr oFrer /
! —

= :".

1 THAT'S MY BAP BAR
RO = eor.x Tiousit vou *

I \) } FIVE GRAND 2
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PDLED ¥ X COULDN'T THING THE CLOWN CAME

TELL YOU WHAT  MAKE IT A COOL
TEN GRAND AND T'LL LEAVE
YOU OUTOF M MEMOIRS |

35



R

; ax '_yl s . :
N . coNTINUED FROM FAGE 47 |~

e

WE'RE TRYING

w50 FAR, < B J° Make THE

[ NovEANS ronee OF
TH, AN (o -
co?«%gcu-rwe BEEE / ‘ CORPS.
PEINKEING. 3 '

A ACADEM: |
EQISTRATION

HEY,

THESE MUST
BE THE cUYS
WITH THE
BREWSKIS.

AN I

: THERE'S
ALWAYS AT LEAST
ONE BROTHER

PEINKING OFFICIALLY,

THEN WE TAG OFF,
JUST LIKE
WRESTLING, ¥2U
KNOW,

*

I'M S8© PROUF
OF 12 FRANKIE .
SEVEN STRAIGHT
HOURS OF
CHUGGING.

|
ALL EIGHT
WHO FAETE
FON'T MAKE (T
FOR PRINKING BEER,
WE'LL PEFINITELY MAKE
IT FOR MOST FARTS
IN A GINGLE
SEMEGSTERE.

i ! W I THINK
I'M GONN,
PUEE,

I !
WAIT'LL YOU
HEAR THIS

ONE.

FON'T WORRY .

I AM WIREL INTO THE
NIGHTLIFE SCENE. I HEARY
THERE'SG SOMETHING REALLY

HARPPENING (N
FAGE &0.




Every morning beginning in 1976, Andy Warhol, the artist, celebrity, and living legend, telephoned
his friend and writing collaborator, Pat Hackett, and related the events of the past twenty-four
hours. The result was the recently published Andy Warhol Diaries, which has created a furor over its
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inside revelations about the rich and famous, the movers and shakers of the seventies and eighties.
What was withheld from the Diary was another diary, even more personal and secret, that related
Warhol's partygoing activities. In reality, the first Diary was just a cover-up for the Party Diary, which
related what Warhol really did most of the day and night. Warhol was totally obsessed with parties
and lived for them alone. Fating, drinking, sleeping, working, and other forms of business were mini-
mal for Warhol. He let others do them so he could attend as many as two hundred parties a day.
Here is an excerpt from a typical Warhol party day, offering the first true picture of this superstar

of pop art.

Wednesday, November 29, 1978—New York

Bob called me to remind me about the party at a place called The
Meat Rack downtown. It was by the piers in that section where all
the meat companies are, which is why they call it The Meat Rack,
I guess.

I could've gone there directly from Mick's party for Jerry,
which was still going on. but Jerry and Bianca were showing off
the hair under their arms. Jerry's was longer but Bianca's was
more delicate. ;

There was a cute boy there named Bruno who invited me to a
bongo party. Five hundred people were playing these bongo
drums all at once. Lee Radziwill was there and they were using
her head for a bongo. She said it was better than a massage.

1 still had some time to kill so [ went home first before going to
the Meat Rack party. | shouldn't have gone home because |
couldn't sleep and | passed up three parties between 3:15 and
3:45 and [ was really mad because they were giving out these free
boxes of kosher salt at one of them and 1 wanted to do these
Diamond Crystal kosher salt paintings. You know, the big red
and yellow box.

The Meat Rack is not really a bar, It's a real meat factory where
these cute guys in white aprons with bloodstains go around and
show you how they fuck these shell steaks. You have to wear a
white apron and a helmet like the construction workers do. It was
fun until they starting fucking the steaks.

This really beautiful guy named Bruce or Larry, | forgot, he
told me that all the meat workers hate their jobs and they take it
out on the meat by fucking it and coming on it. They told me to
wash my meat before cooking it because it could have their come
on it. Wow. I'll never eat shell steak again.

Halston invited me and Jon and Rick and Martin Scorsese to
his party for Ahmet Ertegun’s pedicurist. Scorsese says he loves
me but I'm not attracted to tiny men with beards. He likes to
clean his ears with Q-tips and suck on them. Liza and Bianca
were there taking turns sticking their heads in the oven. Maybe
they were trying to commit suicide. They're both very depressed
because they don't know how to sew buttons on men’s shirts and
Jerry Hall can and she was doing all of Mick's shirts. I was hoping
they wouldn't kill themselves because it's really messy and rude
to do that at a party and it really kills the mood.

It turned out that they were just looking at this turkey that
Halston was cooking. The turkey looked just like Diana
Vreeland.

Oh, and Tina Chow was giving a party in Ahmet Ertegun's
house for the brother of the pedicurist. Another party in the
same house. It was like a party within a party and it was so chic.
The brother gave foot massages with this tiny little vacuum
cleaner. He was kind of good-looking in a John Travolta way but
without John's deep inner beauty. | guess he was hustling
because his little vacuum cleaner sucked my socks off and it was
really embarrassing. I never take off my socks in public because I
have bad foot B.O. It’s one of those things. Doctor Rosenfleish
told me that it’s in my glands and I was born that way. He made
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me wear these sponge socks over my regular socks to absorb my
perspiration but they're too stiff.

The foot massager was really nice and told me that lots of
people have what he called “funny feet.” He said Elizabeth Tay-
lor’s feet smelled like old pieces of food that get stuck in your
teeth for days before you floss them out. She sprays her feet
twenty times a day with Joy, that very expensive perfume. He
said it really comes from eating the wrong foods, like bad breath.
He was really cute. I think he has a big cock.

Claus von Biilow was there but he didn't want a foot massage.
He asked the massager if he could have a shoeshine instead and
we all laughed, but | don't think the massager thought it was
funny. It was funny though, even though it was mean. Claus is
very mean to everybody, especially to me. | try to say nice things
to him but somehow I always say something like “Hi, Claus,
fucked any cute corpses lately?”

Almost forgot to say that Truman was there and he looked
really great, like a tiny Cary Grant, except for his hound-dog
jowls. Dr. Aaronzweig must be doing wonders for him. He told
me he used to make it with JFK and RFK and actually RFK was
bigger. | thought the Kennedys were straight but Truman
assured me that all those girlfriends were just a front. He said
they were really in love with him because he was such a fantastic
fist fucker. He said, “A really great fist fucker should have very
small hands, but very well-developed muscles.” He showed me
his little fists and they were really hard and well-developed. And
then [ noticed that his face was beginning to sag and his jaw dis-
appeared completely. [ guess his shots were wearing off. Truman
refuses to admit that his face is gone. There's just these little folds
of flesh and some openings for him to breathe.

Victor or Vincent called. Or was it Ralph? They invited me to
the Horsemen's Ball at some armory, and all the society people
were there. They have these little jockeys wearing those gor-
geous silk jackets and they all sit under the horses and jerk them
off. All the society ladies pretended not to look but they did any-
way. It was some kind of charity ball with these different stables
competing for which horse had the biggest cock. People were
placing bets on their favorite horses and all the money was going
to this charity, a boys' orphanage in the Bronx, I think. The
judges were all these society ladies like Dina Merrill and Mica and
Chessy and they had to go around and measure the horses with
measuring tapes. Bianca was there and was dying to measure the
horses but they wouldn’t let her. Jerry said Mick’s was almost as
big as the horse's and Bianca screamed at her that she was lying
and Jerry said, “Maybe for you it isn't but it is for me, honey.” Too
bad horses can’t become that animal that's half-man, half-horse.
You know. I forgot what they call it. I'd marry one in a minute.

Arthur Miller was there, looking very Jewish, and [ asked him if
he thought black horses had bigger cocks than white ones, Some-
times | don't know why [ ask these questions. It seems to come
out of my mouth before I can suck it back in. He laughed,
though, and said he thought it was the other way around. In

Coovriaht © 2007 National | amboon Inc



: 3
i

Jackie O. about to score bingo at Studio 54's
Church Supper Night.

"ol ‘,t ' ‘ N
Robert De Niro and Mother Teresa at a benefit in Madison
Square Garden for her Leper Colony Arm Wrestling Team.

Elizabeth Taylor and Malcom
Forbes at Claus von Bilow's Chili
; Cook-Off and Gang Bang in
Sylvester W Newport,
Stallone and Vanna i
White watching an eight-millimeter
version of his own porn movie, The
Italian Stallion, at Barry Diller’s

ty for Jess ;
party for Jesse Helms. Ryan O'Neal and Farrah

Fawcett celebrating her new
breast implants at the Plaza.

Yoko Ono with a John Lennon look-
alike at the annual Sharecroppers’ Ball
at the St. Regis.

Jack Nicholson at
the Roman Polanski
Memorial Teenage
Beauty Pageant,
admiring one of the

contestants. All phatos AP/ Wide World

007 National | ambpoon In



horses, it's the white ones that are bigger, | wonder how he
knows. But he's so intellectual that 1 believe him. 1 want to do a
series of horse hard-on paintings. I'll sell millions. (laughs)

Went to a party for the Imperial Grand Dragon of the Ku Klux
Klan at Studio 54. Everybody wore white sheets except Halston,
who wore his own flower pattern, and 1 thought it was tacky-
looking because the white looked so perfect and like religions.
Steve had these big crosses and they were burning them and this
Grand Dragon was chanting and saying something in a language
I couldn’t understand. And then the fire department came and
made Steve put out the fires. Then all the people wearing the
white sheets took them off and fell on each other and had a sort
of orgy. It turned out that they weren't really from the Ku Klux
Klan but were actually a bunch of gay Hispanic boys that Steve
found in Coney Island. It was sort of fun until Halston, Bobby
De Niro, Rod Stewart, Hugh Downs, the young Kennedy boys,
Robin Williams, John Belushi, Henry Kissinger, Barry Diller, and
Phyllis Diller joined in. I asked Phyllis if she was related to Barry
and she said, "He's my husband.”

Catherine called and told me that 1 was invited to the Fer-
dinand and Imelda Marcos going-away party for the Shah of Iran
at the Pierre. Imelda told me that her going-away gift for the
Shah was a blowjob, and I said that a gift like that has no price tag
because it's so real and comes from the heart.

The Shah looked a little pale and weak and I wondered if
Imelda had eaten him alive. She looks like she can take on the
entire Philippine army. Bianca said she did.

Felt in my pocket for a hanky and came up with an invitation
to the Sherry Netherland right down the block. It was a party for
this new movie, The Decr Hunter. All the stars were there —Chris
Walken, John Savage, Meryl Streep, Bobby De Nira. Didn't I just
see Bobby De Niro at Studio 54?7 He looked different at this
party. He always looks different, depending on how much weight
he has to gain or lose. He's really fat. 1 asked him what movie he's
fattening up for and he said, “The Night Before Christmas.” Chris
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Walken was drunk and insisted on replaying that scene in the
movie where they point a gun at their heads and pull the trigger,
He challenged Bobby De Niro and they taok turns pulling the
trigger. | heard this click and it was the sound of the empty bullet
chamber. It was just a joke.

Then some rich society kid challenged one of his friends and
he pulled the trigger and blew his head off. We were really
stunned. Bianca and Liza started to cry. The director of the
movie, Mike Cimino, had these video cameramen at the party
and he grabbed one of the cameras and shot a lot of footage
before the ambulance came. Nothing stops a party in its tracks
like a tragedy. It really got boring after that.

Went to a Dead People party at Roy Cohn's. Everybody had to
look as dead as possible. Calvin Klein was there and he said,
“That's no problem for Andy. He just has to be himself.” Why
does he hate me? Because 1 tell everybody he’s such a fairy. He
won't come out and say so because he's afraid that his image will
be ruined.

The party was full of dead fairies. Maybe [ am dead and | don't
know it.

Kiki called to invite me to a party given for Nico by Mica and
Nikki. Dickie said Taki and Paco went to Jackie's party for Moki
and Tookie.

Ricky said there was no nooky so he called Cookie. Miki
showed off her hickey that was given to her by Saki the Paki guy
who owns Taco Rico.

Went to a party where it was actually three different parties
because it was a triplex apartment. Once you picked your party
you weren't allowed to go to the others. They had these big black
guys who were like the guards at Studio 54 and they wouldn't let
you go back and forth. My party was for this guy Henry
Perlmeyer. No one ever heard of him but he's very rich. His
father invented the enema, the one with the rubber water bottle
and the black plastic thing, which I still love and prefer over the
new kind.

Tom Grimes
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He was sort of eute but up close | noticed that his face was
covered with fine scars and he was missing a nostril. When he
smiled he showed his teeth, which were colored bright blue like
those mountain people from Morocco. T had thisidea of doing an
enema bag series, “Enema Bags of the Stars.” [ wanted to get their
actual bags and paint them right after they'd been used.

[ told this idea to the enema heir and he didn't think it was so
great, He said people always make fun of him and joke about his
situation. You know, lots of shit jokes. He told me about twenty
of them and they were so disgusting. But | couldn’t help laughing
because they were so apropos. Is that right? Apropos?

[ shouldn’t mention them. They'll probably be edited our if
these memoirs ever get published. (laughs) He told me he can't
ever say the word shir again without people breaking up. That's
very sad.

Oh, and Bob and Fred tried to crash the priest and nun party
on the level below us and the guard lifted them by their collars
and threw them out into the hallway. This gave me a chance to
sneak in myself.

Always wanted to know what priests and nuns did for sex, so |
asked this priest, Father Andrew. He said priests and nuns do it to
each other all the time, except no one can take their clothes off.
This business about gay priests and nuns was a myth, he said.
There were priests doing it to the nuns right next to us, he said,
but they were wearing these long black gowns so you couldn't see
it. They don’t move around much. It's all done with these holes
they cut in their clothes. And the priest's penis is wrapped in a
piece of black cloth so you can't see it. The nun has a hole cut out
in her underwear. They must have found a way for the priest to
enter the nun while standing up. Everybody was talking and
drinking lemonade but I thought I saw them sort of grunting
sometimes.

Jane Fonda called and invited me to this party she was giving
to raise money for her husband's political campaign. She asked
if she could have twenty of my best Campbell's Soup Cans to
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Mikhail Baryshnikov
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Mr. Penis, the sex clown, at
the all-male Burlesque and
Bagels party at Xenon.

and Grace Jones att
Ball at the Meadowlands.
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auction off. Boy, does that bitch have nerve.

The party was in this big swimming pool at the Y on Sixty-
third Street. Jane got the California apple pickers to pay for it. I¢
was this thing where all these famous movie stars and celebrities
were supposed to be swimming in the pool and you were sup-
posed to bend over the pool and try to grab their hair or some-
thing with your mouth. Like bobbing for apples. Only it was
bobbing for people. 1f you could grab someone’s hair or their ears
with your mouth this person pledged to give ten thousand dol-
lars to Jane's husband. [ wasted a lot of time looking for a famous
star like Jack Nicholson or Richard Gere but all I could spot was
one of those Carradine brothers. Somebody told me he saw Vic
Damone. Who's Vic Damone? Boy, | was dying to bob for
Richard Gere, who's so handsome now that he's lost all that
weight and had that teeny tuck job on his neck. He used to be so
coarse-looking.

Halston and Steve Rubell asked me to go cruising in the
showers and the locker rooms. We were in luck. | took pictures of
movie stars with towels wrapped around their waists, and | want
to do a series of locker and shower pictures. Except the smell is
terrible. Ryan O'Neal dropped his towel and showed me his ass,
which has a lot of pimples. He should go to Dr. Bogenstein. Ryan
has a very ordinary-looking cock but you can't really tell how big
it is when it’s just hanging there. James Earl Jones was putting
talcum powder on his balls, which were very big, like a pair of
grapefruits. He has tiny feet, like a girl. He's all different-size
parts. Big balls, small cock, small feet, big stomach, small hands,
and so on. I'd love to paint him but people might think I was
making it all up—I mean his different body parts.

It was great to see all these stars naked, because they had to
take their towels off to get dressed. [ couldn't take my eyes off
them. [ was trying to figure out who has the biggest one of them
all. | asked Jack Nicholson because he's so honest sometimes, and
he said he heard that Bruce Lee had the biggest because he had
this power like karate or something to make it as big as he
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wanted. Jack said that's how he really died. His cock got so big
that it snapped and he bled to death.

Sometimes | wonder why I'm so interested in cocks. | mean,
not just for sex but for my work. 1 think cocks are like finger-
prints. Everybody's is different. [ had this great idea to make
cockprints where you dip vour cock in this ink and press it down
on paper like a fingerprint. Fred said it could be a big seller.

[ really didn't want to leave the locker room but Fred and Bob
remtinded me that Lhad to go to an S and M party on the Upper
West Side. 1 got this engraved invitation. ['m not really into S and
M but | thought maybe | could take a few pictures. It was in this
big but tacky apartment on West End Avenue, and S and M stood
for Sol and Max. Sol and Max were these two retired guys from
the Garment District whose wives died a few years ago and now
they live together and give this party once a year. It was just these
old retired people who sit in the park on benches and talk. When
they saw me they got scared and called the police. I got out as fast
as | could.

XKenon was having one of these great publicity parties. | love
these parties where they give everyone free gilts and samples.
They're so tacky that they're great. It's why [ love New York. This
one was to dedicate the world's biggest knish. [ didn't know what
a knish was and | pronounced it nish because kn is always pro-
nounced . But you're supposed to pronounce the k and the n.

The knish is this Jewish food that has a doughy crust and i¢
usually filled with mashed potato. It's more complicated than
that but that's what they told me. The knish was over fifty feet
long.

As usual, | didn't know what to say, so | said wouldn't it be
great if we could spray the knish with fixative and make it a per-
manent sculpture in the Museum of Modern Art garden. The
knish people gave me a dirty look: They said they were going to
donate the knish to the people starving in India. T was supposed
to cut the first piece out of the knish and feed it to a cheetah. It
was the publicist's idea. | love publicists. They make everyone
feel important for ten minutes.

I didn't want to do it because I've never cut a knish before and
fed it to a cheetah but this cute publicist said, “Don't worry, the
animal is on Valium.” | told him to give me whatever they gave
the cheetah. (laughs) The animal was so great. It licked my hand
and it had a great tongue that could get me very aroused. I asked
the cheetah trainer, who was really handsome, where he got the
animal and he said there's a cheetah ranch in Massapequa, Long
[sland.

The knish was terrible but J. Paul Getty, David Rockefeller,
Baron de Rothschild, and the king of Norway were there. | asked
the king of Norway if he was the same king who was on the sar-
dine can. He laughed and said thar was King Oscar. His name was
Jergen or Jorgen. He told me to squeeze his buns. 1 couldn't say
no to a king so 1 squeczed them very lightly. “Aren't they hard?”
he asked me. They were kind of hard for a man his age. He was
abour eighty. He gave me the name and number of his doctor,
who specializes in shots that can make your buns hard and mus-
cular, Like marble, the king said, Barry Diller once told me that
your ass goes first. You can almaost feel it sagging down to your
knees, he said. And then your sex life is over. It's a one-way street
after that. You might as well learn how to play the saxophone. It's
a better way to use your mouth, he said.

The Kennedy boys came by and invited me to a mushroom
and onion party for Indira Gandhi at David Geffen's new apart-
ment. He lives in an office building on Madison Avenue,

Everybody was chewing these wild mushrooms and onions
and it was supposed ta make you very wild and you were sup-
posed to act out your impulses. [t was very sixties. Dennis Hopper
was there with a real pony and said he uses it in his sex tapes. He
said that he’s making it with a dolphin, He wears a diver's suit
and does it underwater.

1 was waiting for something crazy to happen but the onions
were putting everyone to sleep, Ron Reagan, Jr. walked in with
his bodyguard, Lester the Nubian. Lester is six-foot-six and
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weighs 300 pounds. “One hundred fifty of it is cock,” Ron, Jr,
said. He made Lester show off his cock to everybody, and | nearly
fainted when I saw it. It looked like one of those giant zucchinis
that win prizes at farm fairs, only it was brown. Ron, Jr. said it was
twenty-nine inches in repose and forry-two inches when agi-
tated. Everybody woke up when they saw Lester’s cock. It was like
a freak of nature or something. Everybody was stroking Lester's
cock, trying to get it hard, but it wouldn't. He was too self-con-
scious. Some of the women got very annoyed, because their rep-
utations were on the line. Then the men tried and they got
Lester up in a minute. Gee, his thing was almost as big as Sammy
Davis in his entirety. Or that dwarf that used to be on TV [Herve
Villechaize].

Of course the men went crazy over Lester but they couldn’t
get him off no matter how hard they tried. "Oh. | forgot to tell
you. He can’t come,” Ron, Jr. said. “He’s a show horse.”

I've got to stop getting into these situations with cocks. I'm not
doing it deliberately. It just happens. Benjamin said he had the
same thing happen to him, only it was with nipples.

Another S and M party, only this time it was for sugar and mar-
garine, The Sugar Institute and the Margarine Institute gave this
party to show how you can use sugar and margarine in every-
thing. These girls dressed as bars of margarine came around pass-
ing out S and M cookies. I took about fifty and stuffed them into
my jeans. They showed this § and M movie and it was fun, Beau-
tiful girls and boys wearing black leather and spikes, making
cookies and pies and giving each other hot looks and begging
each other for the stuff. [ wish I had thought of that.

Ran into Muhammad Ali and his entourage and he invited me
to his seeret pork party. It's where Muslims violate the laws of
their religion and eat all kinds of pork dishes. It was someplace in
Harlem, and there were security guards all over the place. Ali ate
about a hundred barbecued spareribs, He asked me if I knew
Matt Dillon. He has a crush on Matt. He shook my hand and
there was grease and barbecue sauce all over itand 1 got sick. I felt
trapped because | saw that I was the only white person in the
room, Some of the Black Muslims were giving me dirty looks
because | wasn't eating the pork. I think they thought I was a spy
for their leader. Someone gave me this big pork chop and made
me eat it.

[ finally got out and threw up outside. | remembered that there
was a party at My, Chow for Mick Jagger's dry cleaner, that cute
kid from Paraguay. But | couldn't find a cab to take me down-
town and [ was really scared because | was alone and very white-
looking. I'm never going to a party by myself again, no matter
how much | want to. Then someone on the street recognized me.
It was Dick Cavett. He hailed me a gypsy cab, which was okay
because the driver charged me a flat rate. | was so scared and so
happy to be out of there that I forgot about Dick Cavett until |
got to Mr. Chow, What was Dick Cavett doing in Harlem?

Met Matt Dillon at the party and told him that Muhammad
Ali is in love with him. “Wha's Muhammad Ali?” he said. The
kids don't know anything except who's hot in this week's People.
Mick gave this boring speech about Zuzi, this Paraguayan boy
who cleans and presses all his clothes. [t was Zuzi's birthday.
Mick had this ironing board all set up in the middle of the room
and he took his pants off and told Zuzi to iron them right there
on the spot. [ guess it was rehearsed or something because Zuzi
ironed them real fast and they were perfect. Everybody
applauded and he took a little bow. Catherine thinks he has a big
cock, Mick was wearing these boxer shorts that Jerry gave him
that were supposed to glow in the dark and they had a message
on his crotch, "Home of the Whopper.”

Then all the boys took off their pants and Zuzi had to iron
them all. He was pretty cute and sweet about it but he was get-
ting tired and his creases were coming out crooked. Some of the
boys were really pissed. It was great to see all the different kinds
of underwear the boys were wearing, George Hamilton was wear-
ing see-through bikinis. Henry Kissinger was wearing Jockey
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STREAM OF MINDLESSNESS

Early Ritual Activity
of the “lIdiot Teens”
of Jerry’s Corners

by Beryl Sweeney

You playmates of mine in the scattered parks of the city,
small friends from a childhood of long ago:

how we found and liked one another, hesitanily,

and, like the lamb with the 1alking scroll,

spoke with our silence. When we were filled with joy,
it belonged (o no one: it was simply there.
And how it dissolved among all the adults who passed by

and in the fears of the endless year.

Wheels rolled past us, we stood and stared at the carriages;
houses surrounded us, solid but untrue —and none
of them ever knew us. What in that world was real?

Nothing. Only the balls. Their magnificent arches.
Not even the children. . . But sometimes one,
oh a vanishing one, stepping under the plummeting ball.

—Rainer Maria Rilke*

HEN I FIRST made the acquaint-
w::m.'e af the Idiot Teens of Jerry's

Corners, a small upsiate New York
town situated in the Queoihim Valley region
of Que'e' eimmoh’igu’un'nk County, [
intended to study the interpersonal dynamic
of a closely knit group of small-town teen-
agers. My observations, now in their third
year, have yielded so much more than I had

*From Sonnets to Orpheus, VI Copyright © 1985 by
Stephen Mitchell. Reprinted by permission of Simon &
Schuster, Ine.

ever hoped. Quite by accident, it seems |
have chanced upon a crucible of mythmak-
ing —where action and lore come rogether,
and legend melds with truth. In the words of
one of the Teens, "Lots of people ask us,
Beryl, ‘Are you guys for real?’ "

The Idiot Teens—Pere, their smooth,
worldly leader and hero figure; Paul, the
athletic, upright everyman: Ringo. the
darkly creative, almost mystical chain-
smoker; and Sinbad, the outrageous, hard-
drinking trickster—refuse to be constricted

by the accepted patterns and rituals of the
everyday. Instead, they reshape and trans-
form these rituals to make them their own.
More remarkably, they often do it drunk.

I wanted to get at the Teens’ sense of their
own collective persona. Accordingly, 1
decided to probe their feelings about the
group againsi the background of their early
experiences. I found that, like Rilke's child,
they “step under the plunmeting ball.” Yet
in a single movemeni, they step away and
push somebody else under it; and the ball is
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not rubber at all, but cast-iron. And indeed,
it is real.

SINBAD

Being in the Idiot Teens is a lot like being
in the sixties Nazi sitcom Hogan's Heroes.
You follow me? | mean, separately, Carter
and Kinch and L.eBeau and Newkirk can’t
do jack. But put "em together and they can
blow up a bridge and send hundreds of
Krauts sercaming to their deaths, which to
me is just the Hogan's Heroes version of our
own Great Shriner Car Chase.

The way [ look at how it all started, since
it was [Clark High principal] Morrison
who brought us all together for the first
time, everything that we've done alterward
is his fault. And when you think of some of
the shit we've pulled, it's a wonder they
haven't fired the guy.

PETE

1t’s true, Beryl. Principal Morrison is our
spiritual father. He kept bringing us
together to punish us, which of course we
knew was the only way this emotionally
pitiable man could express affection. You

know, Beryl, he’s never really responded to
us when we call him “Dad”—which forces
us to act even more outlandishly in an effort
to win his love. So sure, we have our rough
tinves just like with any other father, and so
sure, there’ve been days when we've taken
“Dad’s” car without “Dad’s” permission,
and sure, there’ve been days when we've
wanted to kill “Dad” and sleep with
“Mom,” but as our frail, translucent-
skinned school counselor, Sister Kate,
says, these are all textbook examples of
classic “Dad”-son relationships. Jeez,
Beryl, without “Dad,” there'd be no Idiot
Teens. And without us, “Dad” would be out
of a job.

So we would do Morrison’s bidding in
our own way—we'd stage events like the
Great Brookhaven Living Effigy Pep Rally,
stuff like that. Gradually, we discovered
that we were a) teens, and b) teens with a
gift for idiotic behavior as defined by
oppressive adult leaders.

PAUL

What we didn't have, though, was a
name. We toyed with a couple, like the Kid
Daredevils, the Commando Boys, and the
Trinidadian Slumlords. But it took an out-
side commentator (or “victim,” as he called
himself) to coin “Idiot Teens.” It happened
as part of the Great Shriner Car Chase.

PETE

The setting was the summer between
freshman and sophomore years. At first, it
was a golden time: beer-filled days and
nights, sticky-sweet schemes to bed the
purest, ripest daughters of local civic lead-
ers, and an endless succession of unforget-
tably effective lawn jobs. Ringo was a year
behind the rest of us, but even then, he
embodied Idiot Teen beliefs more perfectly
than the rest of us combined. No day went
by without a beertini-filled visit to the
Emperor’s Suite [Appendix A], which we
had decorated with Ringo’s kindergarten
drawings [Appendix B], defaced Criie
posters, five-gallon beer steins, the works.
We would just hang out and listen to Sinbad

try to play his Montgomery Ward guitar—it
was an occasion for us 1o be close to one
another.

But not everyone thought this interaction
was so positive, and I guess you'd have to
say that my dad [Steve Marks, a local Olds-
mobile dealer and prominent citizen of Jer-
ry’s Corners| was at the top of the list of
naysayers. His response was to get me a job
at the Jerry's Corners Chamber of Com-
merce, a place filled with either terminal
nicotine hangover victims or young Up
With People refugees. The sum total of our
work was to gather information for the
pathetic Chamber of Commerce pamphlet
created to show off Jerry’s Corners
[Appendix C], and help organize the
Jerry's Corners Founders Day Parade in
August.

Things were starting to drag. Sinbad was
urging us to do what we do best—get
involved.

It was a pretty lame summer for me. I was
the only one who didn’t have a job. Ringo
was doing some design work for his dad’s
book of Third World children’s stories. Mr.
Stoyanowicz is this maverick sixties-era
advertising genius who got kicked out of
the New York Madison Avenue scene for
refusing to write ads for products not
approved of by the Council of Native
Americans or the Black Panthers. After
they moved here, I guess Mr. Stoyanowicz
was hoping Jerry’s Corners would become
some kind of hippie bohemian hangout, but
itnever really caught on. He's pretty weird,
even by Jerry’s Corners standards, but he's
also just about the only adult supporter of
the Idiot Teens, except for Ringo’s mom,
who sells polished rocks from a cart in
downtown Albany.

Paul was working [or Ed Cumber, this
fascist farmer friend of Paul’s dad, Tt was a
nightmare teen job, since Paul had to be at
the farm by 5:00 every morning, and had to
recite from memory Ed's dissertation
about the liberal plot of the Founding
Fathers that’s sabotaged America for two
hundred years. Bizarrely enough, though,
he's also an unofficial friend of the Idiot
Teens, since our activity supports his argu-
ment that all citizens have not only a right
but a duty to bear arms.

So everyone was working and I just had
myself to play with. Sometimes ['d take my
pellet gun down to the river and shoot at
inner-tubers floating downstream. Some-
times I'd play “boot camp” with the little
kids in the park. And sometimes I'd just
drink and play the guitar. It got a little old
after a while. Fortunately, Pete’s Founders
Day plan saved us all.

BERYL

There has been some debate in the schol-
arly community over the extent to which thej
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Idiot Teens mythologize themselves. Oral
History Beat!, for example, questions
whether such a group (“smooth-talking ruf-
fians,” in their parlance) can truly offer
mythical transcendence or immortality.

The answer, I think, lies not only in the
Teens' almost unnerving cohesiveness dis-
cussed above, but also in their profound
links to Jerry's Corners. It is their ability to
rearrange or re-create the rituals (i.e., the
cnactments of myths) of that community
that allows them to create a mythology, thus
ensuring—to them—immortality. As Paul
said to me, “Beryl, it's just not enough to be
remembered for a year or two. When we
graduate from junior college or come back
out of the military or jail or whatever,
people will still be talking about the fake
human sacrifice at Brookhaven’s Home-
coming Dance.”

As we have seen, the Idiot Teens view
the Great Shriner Car Chase as a crucial
defining event. It is also a perfect example
of their ability to “bend the rules” of myth
and ritual. Ringo sets the scene.

RINGO

The Founders Day Parade is the most
enduring tradition of Jerry's Corners, kind
of like the annual death ritual in Shirley
Jackson’s excellent short story “The Lot-
tery.” Basically, it’s a chance for the timid,
sheep-like natives of Jerry’s Corners (o
walk in the middle of the street. The Cardi-
nal Ed Clark Marching Band —a showcase
of uncoordination—is usually involved, as
are the Ed Clark Squaws —the school’s pre-
cision flag corps, made up of bespectacled
fifteen-year-olds with cellulite problems.
Band and flag corps rejects, herded
together by government [orces and called
ROTC, are also present, aimlessly spinning
fake white rifles. Local politicians march in
the parade, and so do members of church
groups, civic organizations, and local busi-
nesses.

But nobody goes to the Founders Day
Parade to see any of that. The only reason
people would even consider sitting through
itall is to get a glimpse of the local Shriner

APPENDIX A

The Emperor’s Suite

As previously noted, the Emperor's Suite is an ashram of inspivatian for the ldiot Teens.
@ asked Sinbad to give my readers a tour.

This 15 Sinbad and we re in my room, Known pretty much by everyone as the Emperor’s
Suite. My mom also lives here —that is, in this house, but not here in the Emperor’s Suite.
1t's in here that the Idiot Teens have hashed out the plans for some of our most memorable
adventures, Adventures that deal almost exelusively with underage drinking, the destruc-
tion of private and public property, the conguest of beautiful women, and, of course,
human sacrifice,

On the walls are several original artworks created by Ringo, They serve as both a bal-
ance o our destwuctive natures and as inspiration for further destruction. 1 also have many
blown-up photographs of Cathy Zrb, this senior gitl whowas my {reshman-year obsession
[ extorted them from a weak siall member of the Ed Clark Fdicr, our school paper. 1 think
Cathy’s married to an electrician now. She never knew | existed. not even after we broke
into her house and sampled various items from her dad’s fine grain liquor collection.

In my closet here are several hundred thousand dollars’ worth of unreturned library
books, mostly dealing with survivalism. Plus Thave back issues of Seldier of Fortune dating
from fifth grade. Inside the nylon duffel bag is a prece of the car that [Clark High principal|
Morrison’s daughter was driving in when she went off the road and killed hersell.

I guess the préce de résistance is the fifty-four-cubie-foot horizontal freezer containing
several cases of cheap local beer. (It conveniently doubles as the bottom part of my bed.)
All drinks served in the Emperor’s Suite contain beer. And taped to the wall above the bar
are recipes for nearly thirty different beer drinks, from beertinis to beerdrivers to Manhat-
tan beer-teas.

There's a lot of ether stuff in here, woo. But after the bar, it all seems kind of small and
meaningless.
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Pia Chepolis

APPENDIX B

Ringo’s Early Work

RINGO

I wasn’t necessarily raised to be an artist, though I think my parents wouldve killed me if
I"d gone into banking. Whatever—they‘ve saved practically everything I ever did, and
once in a while when he gets stuck my dad pulls out this kindergarten stuff and yells, “This
is how it should go!"

I like this one a lot. The teacher, Miss Klusew-
ski, said. “Paint what you see,” so 1 looked at
Karen Miller's plaid dress and just did some
crayon crosshatching. [ got an art-camp scholar-
ship out of it when I submitted it with the title
“After Reading William 5. Burroughs.™

This one’s called “My Dad Paints the President,”
who was Jimmy Carter at the time— president, that
is. A psychologist once told me that my dad holding
aroller instead of an artist's brush was significant,
bul really what happened was that my dadwas
painting the house at the time. But kdon't know
how Jimmy Carter got there. Dad says that under

capitalismy it doesn’t matter who's president.

This ane’s a primitive collage called “My Dream.”
1 used to say | dreamed in 3-D so adults would think
it was cute and give me money, which [ would spend
on sugar-infested treats at Spinelli’s. In my dream.

I was inside a bubble of Bubble Yum when Mr.
Spinelli—who hated kids— popped it and screamed
at me to pay him money, but when he tried to catch
me he got caught in the gum and only his shoes kept
walking. I woke up screaming at that point, and my
dad came in and said I should write it down and use
it. Pretty screwy advice 10 give a five-year-old.

Just a stick figure titled $20,000,000," right?

An example of an innocent five-year-old’s gift for
exaggeration, right? Wrong-o: [ did this one at art
camp last summer and my instructor 1old me

I had a “satiric gifi for the art scene.” He was a
cigarillo-smoking asshole, Beryl. but he was
probably right and /' m the asshole for not saving the
idea for a galicry exhibition when [ could get at
least a few thou for it. That'd keep me in smokes
for a long, long time. .. k
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minicar brigade. They’re the pride and joy
of Jerry's Corners—twelve overweight old
guys wearing red blazers and fezzes, and
sitting in fully operational child-sized cars.
They've made appearances in cheesy
parades all over the country with their
famous cars. They write a minicar news-
letter, and sponsor an annual minicar con-
vention in Albany. But the big thrill at the
Founders Day Parade is the unveiling of
their intricate new formations, which they
then take all over the country during the
following year.

PAUL

See, most guys in the minicar wing of the
Shriner organization go to parades and do
the standard formations: figure eights, con-
centric circles, three-by-four rectangles,
and so on. But the Jerry’s Corners Shriners
are different: they do difficult, well-chore-
ographed moves like “The Jellyfish,”
“Grand Poobah’s Dream,” and *“The Jerry’s
Corners Special.” If you've never seen
them, Beryl, it’s hard to imagine the raw
excitement they generate. I guess the whole
incident was an attempt on our part to emu-
late that excitement. In a way, it was really
atribute.

PETE

Sometimes fate just has a way of playing
into your hands. That’s what happened to
me, anyway, when Roy Peetz, the head-
minicar Shriner, came into the Jerry’s Cor-
ners Chamber of Commerce office to drop
off the secret diagrams of that year's mini-
car formations—standard procedure since
about ten years ago, when this old lady was
crippled by one of the cars during an espe-
cially intricate new formation. Now the
Chamber of Commerce was supposed to
check the new formations for safety and
then give them back to Roy. The Chamber
ol Commerce stopped actually checking
the diagrams about nine years ago, but I
guess they still go through the motions for
appearances’ sake.

Well, the upshot is that it was my job to
return the diagrams to Roy at his job—he’s
the vice president in charge of repossession
at First Jerry’s Bank. It’s about a five-min-
ute walk to the bank, but on a good day, [
can do it in seven or eight hours, Now, I'm
not denying it was the ldiot Teens, Beryl —
that hot summer sun could have done some-
thing to our brains to make us forget the
exact events—but somehow, in those scant
few hours between the time 1 left the
Chamber of Commerce and the time I got
back, the all-new Shriner minicar-for-
mation diagrams had been copied and an
ingeniously creative plot involving radio-
control units, the Black Power salute, and a
high-speed minicar chase was hatched.
Who the brilliant perpetrators of this noto-
rious scheme were, the world may never
know.
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Of course it was us. Beryl, I think it’s [air
to say that no adult has lived through child-
hood without at least once having a prepos-
terously huge desire to drive, if not own, a
fully operational minicar—and we Idiot
Teens, of course, are very much alive to the
child within us. It seemed downright elitist
that the privilege of driving a minicar was
reserved only for old men in [ezzes who
didn’t even want to race them. By our-
selves, that desire might have remained
just another fantasy. But when we were
together, the boundaries between fantasy,
reality, and legality simply didn’t exist.

Borrowing twelve remote-control toy
cars from local junior high intelligence-
mutant Howie Suh, we set our plan into
motion immediately. Paul, the most ath-
letic Idiot Teen—a starter on three Ed Clark
varsity teams—took Howie and broke into
the King Rear Muffler shop, run by arch-
rival Brookhaven High's all-time quarter-
back and prom king, King Brent ScottI. All
the minicars were in the garage for their
annual pre-parade tune-up. It took a while,
especially since Paul was pretty addled
with beertinis at that point, but he and
Howie managed to plant radio-control units
in all of the minicars.

Meanwhile, I created alternative forma-
tions, drastically different from the origi-
nals [Appendix DJ, yet ultimately more
appealing, Pete and Sinbad gathered stock-
ing caps and realistic-looking squirt guns,

PAUL

There was no way to test the remote-
control hookup to the minicars before the
parade, although Howic Suh was suffi-
ciently pressured into giving us 110 per-
cent. The parade day itself couldn't have
been more perfect. Vast numbers of local
families poured from outlying rural arcas
into the downtown area of Jerry’s Corners
awaiting the parade, which just tells you
how important it was to them, since most
people in rural Queoihim County hate any
community with a four-figure population or
better, There were lots of little kids there, to
give you some sense of the quality family-
outing atmosphere.

PETE

For the most part, it was just another
boring Founders Day Parade with badly
constructed floats being pulled by riding
lawnmowers provided by Paul's dad, a
rabid lawnmower collector who also hap-
pens to be insane. But way down the street,
like maroon Styrofoam cups being tossed
on a foamy wave of polluted water, the
trademark fezzes of the proud order of
Shriner minicarsmen heralded the ap-
proaching heart of the Founders Day
Parade. Pretty soon you could make out the
cars and their drivers—all of them wearing

APPENDIX C
Excerpts from the
Chamber of Commerce
Tourist Brochure

Pete produced this brochure with great relish, as proof he had actwally dene something during
his time at the Chamber of Commerce. These excerpts may also answer the scholarly commnu-
niry's questions about what, exactly, there is to do in Jerry's Corners.

Points of Interest in Jerry’s Corners

1. The Queoihim Smallpox Heritage Trail com-
memorates the early days of Jerry’s Comers (then
called Jerrysburg. or Peevishtown). Stops include:
Negotiation Point, named after the deal by which
Jerry “Rehabiah™ Peevish purchased the land from
Algonquin chicf Jerry Threefeathers, and also the
site of a major massacre during the French and
Indian War; the Old Burial Mound, a sad reminder
of the settlement’s logses to smallpox and hemo-
philia; and, of course, Ye Olde Quenihime Taverne
(formerly the Mill Strip Grill), where the lusty,
rowdy sérvice of the eighteenth gentury comes o
life today!

2. Issur Beroviteh Museum. The story of the
familiar over-the-counter decongestant starts here,
at the ehildhood home of lssur Berovitch, whose
groundbreaking work unclogged the respiratary
systems of millions around the.world: The Issur
Berovitch Museum not only chronicles the fasci-
nating life of the man bom in L6dZ, Poland, and
raised from age three on Van Dam Street, but also
cducates entertainingly about the hows and whys
of congestion relief.

3. Windowpane Village, Since 1968, the commu-
nity of Windowpane Village, located three miles
from downtown Jerry's Comers, has provided a
haven for people who seek the closeness, structure,
and freedom from prevailing social norms that a
radical religious group can provide. At Window-
pane Village, you can watch members work and
interact according to the Prime Windowpane
Directive of “good chemistry.” The gift shop fea-
tures handeratted potholders and whittle sticks, as
well as literature about the highly original religious
experiences of Village founder Sunshine Patriot
(a.k.a. Leo Murphy).

Nightlife

1. Hunter's Rest, Located in nearby Coldsville,
Hunter's Rest offers full-service entertainment for
the sportsman! Whether you're enjoying our
famous Grizzly Boilermaker at our on-premise

skeet range, or taking advantage of our while-you-
wait taxidermy service, or just savoring our
cooked-to-order Kill of the Day, Hunter's Rest is
the perfect place to begin or end a hard day's shoot!
Open twenty-four hours a day in season.

2. TempTations. A new entertainment concepl in
the heart of the Queoihim Valley, TempTations is a
cockiail of fun that mixes business and pleasure!
You'll find TempTations fully stocked —both with
all your beverage needs and, from faxes 1o copiers,
all your officg machine needs too! Wednesday is
Steno Night!

3. Donnie Kowalski’s Polka Restaurant Ma-
chine, Donnie Kowalski's not just an expert chefin
Polish-American cuisine. He also knows the per-
fect recipe for a night ont—and, of course, it con-
tains more than a pinch of polka! For more than
thirty years. Donnie Kowalski's Polka Restaurant
Machine has been the choice for some of Jerry’s
Corners best-loved wedding receptions, retirement
parties, and just plain polka blowouts!

Places to Stay

1. Bible Way Motor Lodge offers rest and comfort
for those wanderers faithfully following the great-
est “travel guide” ever written. As the body is
refreshed with continental breakfast, heated pool,
and cable TV, the soul is nourished with instructive
dioramas (including the famous “Hello, I Must Be
Going™ Ascension diorama as seen on CBN's Holy
Rolling Digest) and room-service counseling. The
Bible Way Motor Lodge is open to all creeds, races,
and nationalities as required by law.

.
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2. Ed Cumber’s Bunk and Breakfast. He won't
take your paper money —just hard work! Ed Cum-
ber invites you to live the lifestyle of the last honest
man—the farmer. Imagine the country feast that
awaits you as you breakfast heartily on eggs you
gathered yourself hours earlier. And with Ed freely
sharing both food and opinions, it's eye-opening in
more ways than one!
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APPENDIX D
RINGO

These are the bootleg Shriner formation diagrams that helped us capture the minicars.
By contrast. I place my own remote-control formation diagrams next to them.,
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APPENDIX E s
The Shriner Minicar Chase

vintage sunglasses, sports jackets with the
trademark Shriner scimitar patch, and
neckties. With the nearly 350-pound Roy
Peetz in the lead, they looked so noble wav-
ing to the crowd as they drove by in their
teeny automobiles, I don't think there was
anyone watching who didn’t have the urge
to run out and sign up with the Shriners just
for the honor of being a part of the minicar
brigade.

The crowd was hushed when the cars
reached the mayor’s platform. Barry
Terwilliger, the cancerous mayor of Jerry’s
Corners, took the microphone to announce
the top-secret all-new minicar formations
as the Shriners performed them.

SINBAD

We were drinking tall boys and sitting on
top of First Jerry’s Bank—ironically, the
exact same place where they used to have
this huge crumpled car body displayed as a
warning to teens who drink and drive until
it fell off the roof and killed Jerry's Cor-
ners’ only National Merit Scholar—when
Mayor Barry started announcing the for-
mations. The first one was called “Gift to a
Burned Child.” They were doing a few
linked loops when Paul gave the remote
control its first test.

From above, it looked like some beauti-
ful exploding out-of-control mortar shell.
The cars all shot out away from each other
toward the crowd—then, when everybody
ran for cover, they all turned around and
(CONTUNUED ON PAGE 102)

NOW-- LET'S GET

WE'VE BEEN SHAN&HAtED!
THEIR WOMEN !

F

Y5
NG
3

MINICAR BRIGALE «=MOVE OUT ff]

7
Ll GET'EM WITH THE
b Oadine THE VELAWARE'? ! [

FON'T FAIL HE NOW,LI'L FELLA WE
GOTTA WAKE THAT BRIPGE !

G
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L LIVER IN €1,000-A-NIGHT
MOTEL SUITES, VEOVE BlIG EARS,
OWNER HOMES WOFETH MILLIONS,

AMERICA'S SEREST MEN
WINEF ANE (FINEP ME. T
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BUT TOEAY
T COUNT ON MY FRIENDS
FOR A BOOF OVER MY HEAR.
MY LIFE HAS BEEN FESTROYER
BY EOTTEN ROMANCES ANU FEIEND-
SHIPS TURMELR SOUR. (PRUGS HAVE
AFFECTER ME PERSONALLY AND
EVERY CENT T'VE EARNED HAS
FISAPPEARER. ANGZ NOW ==
MOST TEREIFYING OF ALL -~
I'M FACING THE POSEI-
BILITY T'LL BE SENT
w2 PEISON.

BuT I
HAVEN'T SIVEN UfF !
T WANT BEVERYONE WHO
THINKS THEY'VE HIT EOCiE BOTTEOM
TO KNOW THAT YOU AN COME BACK,
YOWLL SEE THE NAME “"JOEY HCATHERTONY 1N
LIGHTE AGAIN - ANEZ A STAR ON MY PRESSING -
ROOM [LOR., T'M TELLING MY STORY AS A
WAKRNING. IF T AN SAVE ONE FPERSOM
FEOM BEING [PESTROYER LIKE I'VE
BEEMN, IT Wikl BE WORTH RE-
VEALING THE HUMILIATING
FACTS BEHING MY
CEWN FALL .
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WAS, EVEN
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MY SEASON ON PERRY COMO WAS GONG FINE=LUNTIL
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A TH E
T THEY COMPLAI NE'P ABOUT THIS "LOLITA THING." FER
gHRrs SAKE. T LEP A PERFELT VIRGINAL ERISTENZE, BUT

THEY CALLE ME A LITTLE SEX TRAF.

"

JCATCH A FALLING
STAR ANV PUT IT
. IN  You
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COMED

- JOEY
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VILLG CENTER
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16-YEAR-OLP WERE (NG SEXIER W\MCS— T THE
EAMERAMAN FOCUSED RIGHT ON My UERRZIERE.
IT WAG BANNER DUE 10 PUELIE WE.

NBZ SWITCHBOARPS LIT UP WITH THOU -
SANDS OF OUTENGED CALLG. NEWSPAPERS
SAID "MISS HEATHEETON'S FRUG 1S9 THE
MOST TORRIF, UNINHIBITELR, BONELESS
EXHIBIMON EVER sEEN ON TV."
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f5 A SEX-

IF THIS GANCE
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TEENAGERS ARE WE’E?% WHATEVER,
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LANCE WAS AN AMERICAN GOC. His NMIE SAUNFEY MOFE |
LIKE A MAGHINE THAN A MAN, BUT THEN SOMETHING
AWFUL NﬁPPENEP THAT WMY LIFE UPSIPE FOWN,

T STUCK BY HIM THROUGH THE Humunﬂnﬁmw.s .mv
HEAPLINES, BUT FINALLY HAR T PWVERCE

FESSER THE ONLY FEASON HE MARRIER Me \'M
SHOW-BIZ

R?RM'/
COMNECTIONS TO BECOME

ECOME A 6TAR H

MY LIFE WAG SHATTERE
UNTIL A MARVELOUSE MAN CAME
o MY R UE. RICHART BURTON,
HUNGARY FOR My
COMEBACK FOLE IN BLUEBEARD,
I COULP NO LONGER AVOIPR THE
CALL OF NUDRITY «- THE WORL
WANTER MY NAY-NAYS
EXPOSER, THE NURITY WAE
ESSENTIAL O THE PLOT,

YOU FISH 'EM OUT, IT'S
NOT THE CHARACTER
BEING EXPO§E
IT'S THE
ACTRESS,
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I WAL SUPPOSER T BE LOOKING INTO HiS EYES At T
KISGER HIM, ELIZABETH STAYEP £0 ELOSE
CAMERA T LOOK

THE
EF INTD HER BYES INGTEAR, §HE
WAS VERY NIcE ANE SMILER

T WAS STILL A W@WIN HURTING OVEE A BEOI
MARRIAGE., RICHARE FLIETER WITH ME, BHIL-‘I’ MV
MF‘FENCE mu? I RETURNER

T2 THE V6. oF
NP COCRY A% EVEE!

CENSORED! IN THE EARLY SEVENTIES,

JOEY SUED PLAYBOY FOR PUBLISHING THESE
SAME NUDE PHOTOS.



THE MOVIES TREATED ME uxs A HAS-BEBN [
NEVER-WILL-BE, WELL SCREW HOLLYWOOP,
CHARLIE, MY CLUB DRAW wn; STELLAR —
THEY ALL CAME TO SEE JOBY. I 60T £1.6
MILLION FEROM THE GAHAKA IN VEGAG,
ANP A GUARTEE-MIL FORE A POSTER.

\MAN %,
BY You, N
Jus-r wpu ANP NOBOPY
ELSE BUT YOU »

THE JOUEY IMAGE BOOSTER BUGINESS FOR O 5
ANP A NATIONAL HARPWARE cHAIN, T CONQUEREDR
THE TITLE ROLE OF HOOKER 808S T2

E CRITIC 5\AlP FACTING

P e

AND JOSY HEATHERTON HAVE APPARENTLY NEVER

BEEN INTROFUCER, " UGGGHHH /. 1'HEN IMET

TEREY FISHER . A PRUMMER WHO'D WORKER

WITH LIZA., WE BECAME LOVEES, I LET HIM
ECOME MY KA MANAGEZ.

WEg 60T PI.ANQ;
B8/ FLANS,
FOR JOEY

I WAZ

A PECAPE AHEAD OF FONPA WITH MY AEECBIC
WORKOUTS, WHIEH T PEMONETEATER AS CO-
O A WEEK ONM MIKE POUGLAS,

MY SEETA PERFECT GLEEPER CAMPAIGEN SOLP
THOUSANPS OF MATTREGSES. WHAT MAN
PIZN'T PREAM OF JOEY IN HIS BEF 7

I GAVE HIM O MUCH POWER , A
EVERYONE IN SHOW BUSINESS msww

L' HBARY STORIES ABOUT
THIS ¥ END,
WAS A ElG PRAIN

ON HEE. A
MONS

JERRY WAS ROING A LOUSY Jo
LOST A LOT OF PEALS, CLUBS BESAN TO ASSOCIATE
MY NAME WITH BROKEN PROMISES.-- ANI? THAT

SPELLS THE ENI (OF ANY PERFORMER'G (AREER.
I STARTER USING ScRIPT PRUGS, FOPPING 'LUPES.

MANAGING ME. WE

MARTY'Z 5urperzcws TEMWATEP My
ENGAGEMI \MING T ACTEP "LEWD"
ONETAGE, T Amn. WHAT'S WEONS WITH
A LITTLE LEG AN CLEAVAGE... ¥

| AVEUITS, LAWSLITS, LAWSUITS. T HAR 'EM FREM TH
LK<, GURNEY'S INM, ANP A NEIGHEOR AT MY EAET
578 &T. FENTHOUSE. MY FINANCIAL PREOELEMS
WENT HAYWIKE. BUT THE PASSFPOET OFFICE TOOX
THE CAKE. I ONLY HAR $100 BILLS, ANF WAS

OLP TO COME BACK WITH 435 ANF THE RE-
RURER PHOTOS, I WAS ARRAIGNER FOR PIS-
CRPERLY CONPULT,

LIGTEN / %
CHAELIE, I'VE

I BECAME FZANT!::, Auazexlc --THE STRESS O
Vi P WORKEDP Fe PESTHDVEV
I S‘DPPEP‘ EATING AND SLEEP -

NG. ROR --MEN
RUSHER IN ANP HﬁNVCUFF&P ME; THEN STUCK A
HYFO IN My ARM,
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WHEN T WAS RELEASER T FTER THEY SAY L ALLEGEDLY CUT HIM UE A LITTLE. “THE
P FRIEND e b o2 FEREY FOR RUINING My o C e A | AereETinG| BPS TADNY BELIEVE T WAS 7o
COMMITTER ! F-'Oé ZO URYS H‘HF He LAMED IT ON DRUGS, I SUESS T WENT INTO S0, JOEY HEATHERTON-- 50 1
IN A .::.aepsr-alzevmglaig %rvﬁfc. A FAGE. THE FOLICE SAIZ T SLAGHER HIS vmeev 'GM. JUST LOOK IN MY FOCKETBOOK FOR
WORSE THAN MY WORST NIGHTMARE, ! PHONE WIRES, THEN CORNERED THE BASTART, PROOF wOGOPS, THEY FOUND MY JOKE STASH.

Tn';vem ME ng TIME ON EBELONIOUS
SHION, FREE ON $1500
i T werr |
ﬁunfc.nsﬁe
WATEP OVEZ M WHEN THAT SNOCF ATAMS AN THE PEN THE FOOR,; JOGY!

-l ﬁ“ﬁ’ﬁé’;ﬁ?mﬁ'ﬁf‘%’“mw L ATIE: d MERTEY MALAMAN FOUNG ME) T TURNGL? or YOU CAN SHUT YOUR FRIENDS
reae -. UF THE TV AN WOULPN'T LET 'EM IN. OUT WITH THE SOUNIZ OF A TV , Burt
3 TIME, He wﬂmmb’ 12 PUT ME NOT THE LONG ARM OF THE LAW.

IN A QANITAR UM, ALL wu HAVE ON YOUR SIFE ARE A
LAWYER'S B mer ANI? YOUR
FATIIEE'g
I HAVE ?ECE'VEP THE WORE
OF :AIZMN.M O'CONNOE THAT HIS
FEOPLE WILL LOOK AFTER YOU. THAT
SUPFORT 15 BEING OFFERER NOW.
TAKE IT. TEUST US. TRUST HIM. THE
cnurrcn HAS ZEALT WITH P&'amEms
HI£- KING” BEFOREuw WE'LL
P GETHER O HELP LEGN-I—Y;
DE’,.ALI Y r:mnNc:lALw... WE ONLY
o, WANT YOU TO BE 'rm;

&
i HEALTHY, HAPPY, WON-
L VEEFUL, GO0, LOVING

WHO HAVE HAR ZIMILAR
T PEOBLEMS WWE RIOPEN
| THEM OUT . SIVE U
J SHOT) JOEY. 60 WITH
THE ?E&PLguWHQ
(==}

Y, JOEY, JOBY -~ GOLPEN BLOND, BLUE-EYEP SLUT
g] En or-‘- 'rﬂa CAMELOT 7'&5?.5. >au ONCE OFFEREE
HOPE IN AMERICA, oy WHERE PIF YU GO WRONG %
'Ll TELL VA WHERE.« CHARLIE,

SHOW Busi esem TS T2l N
ON'T GNZOH- A&V 80,
THE €LA
BEAPUATION COMMENCEMENT AT BT. AGNES
HIBH BCHOOL -- TO REFPENT MY O
WAYS: MY FORMEIR SENSE OF

SE
VALLES o ARG 75 A BuGC
e BERVICE -~
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23 “Whays
ensive

atthe %@Wi

of Someone You Dicnt Like

Lo Joe

by Ed Bluestone

1. Offer $10,000 to the person who can draw the best
moustache on the deceased.

2, Stick peace-sign decals all over the coffin.

3. Congratulate the deceased’s parents on outliving
him.

4, Listen to the baseball game on a transistor radio
and react loudly fo every pitch.

5. Start telling the widow an old army story about
vou, the deceased, and two girls in Shanghai.

6. Keep asking everyone if they saw the previous
evening’s Johnny Carson show,

7. Keep remarking that you’re having a good time,
but Louis Armstrong did have Peggy Lee at his
funeral.

8. Stand around at the cemetery saying, “At least
now he’llno longer be tormented over being impotent.”

9. Tell everyone that they can either stay at the
funeral or come over to your house and see something
terrific involving a belly dancer and a Great Dane.

10, Stand up at the funeral service and announce that
you’ve purchased a new car.

11. Show up at the cemetery in swim trunks, diving
mask, and flippers and announce that you're going
swimming right after the funeral.

Reprinted from the January 1973
issue,

12. Show up at the cemetery with your Doberman
pinscher, and just as the casket is being lowered have
him play dead.

13. Walk up to the casket and start comparing the
size of the deceased’s clothes to your own. e

14, Stay home and call the funeral parlor saying that
the deceased has just won the state lottery, but since
he's dead the money goes to the Defense Department.

15, Imnwﬂiately after the eulogy, stand up and pro-
pose to the widoyw.

16. Tell the clergyman that the deceased was a vam-
pire and'ask if you ean drive a stake through his heart.

17. Pass out baby pictures of the deceased.
18, Shake the widow’s hand with an electric buzzer.

19. Have representatives of the eye bank show up,
say they’re too late, and demand the widow’s eyes.

20. Show up at the cemetery masqueraded as the
deceased.

21. Show up at the cemetery masqueraded as the
widow and claim that she’s a phony.

22, On the way home from the cemetery, tell the
widow that you’re not sure, but you think that you
saw the body move.

23. The day after the funeral, send the widow a
candygram from the deceased.
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The ,___gatest

by Dave Hanson

People Who've Already Called 911 and
Are Still Waiting for the
Ambulance to Come

Hi, my name Is Edna. My contact lens rolled
back behind my eyelid and throtigh my brain
until it occluded my primary cerebral artery
and now I'm eonvulsing like popeorn.

I'm Ron and my foot's stuck in the lawn
mowerand | can't reach the off switeh.

Feed some more of your leg into it. Just shave
it down, like you were sticking it in a pencil
sharpener, and shimmy down till you can
reach the switch.

Hey, you sound cute. Wanna get together if
you survive?

Did you ever fook at blood 970-
puddles like they were If you've got knobby knees
Rorschach blots, and your HARMED m:ybe mﬂ mower d )

subconscious reaction to

them is what actually controls
your reaction to an emer-
gency?

will choke on them and stop.

[ can't believe that bitch with the chest pains
already got an ambulance, and I'm here with
an exploded pancreas for forty-five minutes

and nothing.

I'm a hemophiliac and a train just sawed me in
half. It's kind of cool seeing my legs over there
but I'm getting worried because | don't know

which half of me will bleed to death first. If you
were me, would you swallow the coagulant or
use it as a supposit—

Aaaaaaaaggggggggahhhhhh!
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Gossipy Beverly Hills
Gynecologists

970-STIRRUPS

Ever work a Gabor sister? | swear they
get divorced more often than they wash
their snatches.

It doesn’t matter how often they wash if
thoy're root redheads, Bette Midler
practically wilted my speculum.

You want a stencher? Put a Pap on
Ally Gheady sometime. My eyes were
walering.

Ally Sheedy? That sweet one whe did
The Breakfast Club?

Like a hot closet full of grouper. And | can
prova it | saved the glove.

| bet she at least wipes her ass. Demi
Moore doesn't.

I'd be happy to wipe it for her.

Hey, is Hoger from Wilshire Boulevard on
the line? Ho says he kept Ann Jillian's tits.

I kept Nancy Reagan's.

That's disgusting. ’ ’

Nose Picker Party Line
970-GREENWELL

I had a nosebleed during the night and
my snot feels like the baked-on stuff in the
bottom of an oven.

I'm calling from my car phone and the
waorst thing just happened. | was al a red
light and [ pulled out a nice booger but
the last half-inch was waet and slingy, like a
slightly more vigcous snail trail, and got
gooed to my nail. It was gross so |
chigged it, but | can't find it now and I'm a
realtor with an important efient coming in
the car in five minutes.

At feast you got a booger. You ever hear
of a hysterical pregnancy, where it's all
imagination? | think | got a hysterical
booger, mifes up there. | dig and dig,

I faal fike a Radouin wandering the
desert. People who are constipated and
non-grgasmic get all the credit for being
frustrated, but let me tell you, this is
fough tao.

You need a hooked finger | busted , ,
my pinkie in a car door and now | can
dig out anything.

6

6

Peopie CGalling from Pay
Phones Because Their
Families Made Them Go
Outside to Smoke

970-NICOTINE

I'm Ed and I'm at a family reunion. After
thirty-two years of smoking my aunt Ger-
trude decides she's allergic to it, so | have
to stand in the street with crackheads.

I'm Valerie and it's So great to talk to
someona who still likes to smoke,

Are you reguiar or menthol?

Regular. Hundred-millimater. Mmmm-
mmm, this tastes good. You?

Mon-fiiter, To me, smaoking a cigarette with
afilter is like kissing a woman's breasts
when she's wearing a lfanne! nightgown.

How about when you go to a restaurant
and you spend eighty bucks on dinner
and they wan't fet you smoke?

Or when you make love and afterward
your partner makes you go outside for
your clgaratte.

My mother won'teven let me smoke on
the damn poarch, she thinks it'll stink up
her pracious wickar, It's fucking fourtesn
degrass out.

Hey, you hiave a cute cough, 'd ke to , ,
meet you.

Peeping Tom Party Line
970-BINOCULARS

My name's Bob and | need a favor. I'm
stuck in a hatel room with a view of the
goddamn ocean and nothing else. Any of
you guys got anything you could tell me
about?

1 got this incradibie blonde, reaily great

ass, right across the eourtyard. She's

drying off after a shower, and there must

be a draft in the room. ... Qofr, I'm
getting so hard. ..

Sorry, blondes don't do anything for me.
Anybady got a brunette with long legs?

| got a sunbather, she looks Latin, great
body in a tiny little bikini—

No bathing suits. | hate tan lines.

I can vouch for the fact that the brunette
I'm watching has no tan fines. Shouider-
length brown hair, big brown eyes and
lashes, long strong thighs and calves, a
tight butt. ... . I'm staring at him across the
hall, through the bars of my cell. . ..

29

Catty Waiter Party Line
970-SNIPPY

‘ ‘ My name is Erik and | can't beligve Ron

6

Parlman got his own serles. | worked with
that rabbit-lace at a bistro in Venice and
he couldn't even bus!

it's Theresa Russell who has me mad as
hell. That bitch wasg nothing untif she met
Nicolas Roeq at a party when he was
fresh off a nasty break-up, and blew him
down to the roof before the first magnum
of Dom was gone. Yeah, | really wonder
why she gets work.

My nameiIs MO!QEH and it’s that snatch
Lauralee Bell on The Young and the Rest-
less who gets my goat, That bitch would
be at soma corn college if har daddy
dicin’t own the show.

My name is Christopher and | get so mad ’ ’
1 could hiss buliats when I think of how
much more | could have done with that
Rocky IV script than Stallone did. And
Scott Baiv steams my vegetables too! if
that worm gets one more project I'm
gonna rip all my hair out,

People Who Are Sick of Cher
970-CHERNOBYL

I'm su glad | have someane to talk to
about how much I hata her. So many
people at work and my friends just wanna
like exalt her and taik about how thin she
Is and | fust hate the old snapper.

It’s one thing to fuck someone twenty
years younger than you, but it's another to
do itin public.

Why doesn't she just go off somewhere
and age with dignity?

I’s those outfits. | don’t know if she's a
whore or a buffoon.

What a shameful waste of a perfectly
good vagina she is.
Jane Fonda gets all the accolades for ’ ,
baing the mast nervagrating cunt in
Hollywood, but it's high time Cher started
getting some recognition.
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Séance Party Line
970-SEPULCHER

‘ Whoooooo! I'm the ghost of Mrs, Muir!
Hee-hee-hee!

Got off the line, you phony erackpot!

Whoooooooag, it's me, Napoleon, and if
you can't hear me too well it's bacaiise
I'm not tall enough to reach the pay
phone!

Hey! Get off the line! This party is for
real ghosts!

Like meeeeeee, the ghost of Alexander
Graham Bell. Hey, the reception on this
phone is great! Ha-ha-hal

Out of hare, 833“?'3-' , ,

Fathers Lefi Alons
with the Baby for the
First Time and Having
Trouble with Diapering
Party Line

970-POOPOO

‘ ‘ Wait. So you're saying the Velcro straps
don't go around his neck?

Ohmy God, it's true. It does fook like
mustard.

Spicy brovm.
But it tastes like guacamole.

Do | just change the tiaper or do | frave (o
wipe the poop out of the ass crack too?

Wipe it out, and enjoy it.

This makes me feel like a pervert. , ’

w CONTINUEZ FRCM PA{'E 60

970-COMING SOON!

Homeless on GCordless Party Line

Jewish Party Line (Operates only after
11:00 P.V. and an weekends)

Paople Who Spent All Their Time
Speculating on Whether Celebrities Have
Hal Plastic Surgery Party Line

Socially Unacceptahle Breath Party Line
People Who Believe They Are More
fualified Than Ric Oeasek to Be Paulina
Porizkova‘s Lover Party Line

Deai-Mute Party Line

Frashly Arrasted People Who Ave Entitled
to One Phone Gall but Don't Know What to
Do with It Party Line

Dat Bran Liieatyle Party Ling

FOR EVERY
CHILEZ, ANMIMAL ; PLANT, IN&EC'Tr
MICRTBE,; AN INOEGANIC
MATTER IN THE ENTIRE ,
INFINITE UNIVERSE. EVEN
COCKROACHES,

BUT THAT'S LIKE MAKING I?'IUIGIONG, MAN, T AM
EVERY MAN, WOMAN, ZHILEZ, ANIMAL , PLANT, INGEET,
MICEOBE, ANZ INCESANIC MATTER IN THE UNIVEESE,

LIKE, IT'S ALL OME, MAN. CAN vou P& ITE

MAN IF WE COr.u.
HAVE JUST SHAR
THIS SHIT WITH VENs.
VE L7

TAKE IT,
IT'S €O00L, IT'S
A LOW POSE. BY THE
TIME WE S8ET TO THE

WANTZS CF
I'I"'§ ALL EEXUN-I
THAT!'S "TH
LANGUAGE COF THE
COSMOS.







Prologue
Family, friends, career—you can lose it all!

This is not just another book written by a
rapidly aging crone tossed aside for a young-
er, more vital woman.

True, his face resembled a madras shirt.
He read National Review in bed. Yes, he was
hung like a gerbil.

But that's another story. | must have been

YOUR WORKOUT OUTFIT

AP/ Wide World

You'll want to wear something comfortable.
Roomy. Something you won't have to change
out of for months at a time.

The valiant Vietcong taught me the value of
utilitarian clothing. And camouflage doesn't
show the tears!

born to suffer, and damned if I'm not going to
take you all with me.

Are you ready for the agony, the recrimina-
tions, the self-pity and bitterness, the good-
bye kiss from a .38 police special?

Let's go!

IT'S TIME TO GET STARTED.

PREPARING FOR YOUR
WORKOUT

1. Throw his clothes on the lawn.

2. COMMIT YOURSELF TO TAKING
YOURSELF TOO SERIOUSLY.

3. Dwell on mistakes! Begin each day by
listing your greatest failure!

4. Try to associate with negative people—
it really works!

5. A “soft-drug caddy” keeps your sleeping
pills, Thorazine, and melon liqueurs neatly
organized.

6. Considering voodoo? Try to sacrifice
“natural” or “free-range” chickens raised on
organically grown, unadulterated grains.*

7. Shut the garage door. Leave the motor
running.

8. I'm so cold. There goes a siren. Every-
body seems so happy and | am so alone.

*Thanx and a tip o' the pentacle to SEAN YOUNG,
Hollywood, Calit.!

Never leave the table. Take it with y;Ju!

JUST ONE MORE THING...

Do you know that our old-growth timber is
being ruthlessly harvested, while the spotted
owl is on the verge of extinction? That the
most far-reaching concern we face is what is
referred to as “global warming"? Even in
America, many Appalachian homes are not
wired for cable. ..

Oh, fuck them.

Who cares?

Warm-Up
Purpose: To prolong a mirthless existence.

Music:  It's not worth lifting the tone arm
onto the record,

ONe FETAL ROLL-UPS
iy W [
i f I

1. Bring arms and legs together. (These two
movements are done to one count.)
2. Hold for 30 days.

84 NATIONAL LAMPOON

TWO WHAT-DID--EVER-SEE-IN

; B P2 i
1. Chin down, head in hands, stare vacantly.

\ |

7

V , N -

£) A :

Three mascara RuNs

s - MY s,
1. Stand with arms straight and held in front of
you. Look into mirror.

-HIMS

2. Think: Somewhe_re, people are laughing at
me.*

*Attitude is all-important!

2. See yburself at age 80. Alone.
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Low-Impact Separation  One KICKING-IN-THE-TV-SCREEN-HE-USED-TO-KEEP-HIS-EYES-GLUED-TOS

Purpose: To avoid spending the rest of your life,
under heavy sedation, in some state-
run snake pit. '

Music.  Judy Garland—"The Man That Got
Away"
Frank Sinatra—"No One Cares”
Bonnie Raitt—"Three Time Loser”
Paul Simon—"Fifty Ways to Leave
Your Lover”
The Ramones—"Fuck You All"

= L
= £

1. Fists clenched, lift your right knee out to 2. Exhale as leg shatters glass.*
the side. Knee is bent and lifted to hip height,  *WARNING! Do not destroy set while Jim Palmer is
thigh parallel to televised baseball. on the screen!

- & -~ Tl ‘|

TWO HEAD-UP-YOUR-ASSES

1. Walk your hands way out in front of you. Drop your J 2. Shake hands with your colon. 2
head forward, and roll down one vertebra at a time.

Ira Cohen

w CONTINUEZ FROM FAGE 82
; T b T

HEY, You
ALL RIGHTZ T
BETTEE TAKE

You 1o

PAGE DZ.




Three DEGIDING-WHETHER-TO-RETAIN-MARVIN-MITCHELSONS

) ikl 2177 o i it
1. Decide to have your separation handled by one of the most esteemed

)

members of the American Bar Association. Or: Retain Marvin Mitchelson.

i } e ek el : £
2. Try to keep his hnds. mottled with age, off your breasts.

High-Impact Divorce

Purpose: They shoot husbands, don't they?
Music:  The Statler Brothers—*I'll Go to My

Grave Lovin' You"
Lou Reed—"Heroin"
The Fugs—"Kill for Peace”
Julie Brown—"The Homecoming Queen's
Got a Gun" .
Leonard Cohen—"Death of a Ladies' Man"

Ha Ha HA HA HA HA

Let's face it—there's no "graceful” way to
have a nervous breakdown. The thing to do
right at the start is to set a clear goal for your-

self. Are you trying to kill other people, or
yourself?

I gave him the best years of my life. Now
I'm giving him half of sixty million dollars?
Ha ha. Ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha ha.

Even if you've never killed, think of it as a
learning experience. Watching blood splatter
onto the walls in patterns so random, yet so
right...maybe there is a God, after all.

AND ONE MORE THING...
May his guts rotin hell.

DID YOU KNOW

—that you can build your own swords, scab-
bards, blowguns, nunchakus, and sharp-
ened metal fingernails?

—that mastery of the garrote and crossbow
is an excellent way to develop high self-
esteem?

—that I'm ready to fucking snap—like a dry
twig?

ONe BURNING BEDS

\ .
1. Extend your ex’s arms and legs, weight
evenly distributed, and tie him securely to the
bed.

)
el

2. Help make this midiife crisis his last!

86 NATIONAL LAMPOON

TWO L EATHERFACES

A e

1. Keeping your back flat and

of little bounces. Feel the pump!

legs bent,
“pulse” your chain saw downward in a series

2. So that's what a pancreas looks like.

REMEMBER: No pain, no terrible aching loss that must be avenged!
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Cool-Wayyy-Downs

Every Woman’s Guide
t0 Fast-Acting Poisons

Ending it all? The following poisons are all-
natural, and practically cholesteral-free:

Curare.

Saxitoxin—faster-acting, and more potent!

Tetrodotoxin—deadly nerve poison of the
Ninjas!

Ricin—no known antidote!

If you want to learn about the deadly alkaloids
that can be derived from wolfsbane, the yew
tree, and the tung-oil tree, watch for my
upcoming volume, Jane Fonda's Dying With-
out Dignity.

Weak Point Training

Arteries need a lot of stimulation to dilate, so
don't be afraid to make them really burn.

Purpose: | love the smell of napalm. It smells like defeal,

Music  The Doors—"The End”

Emc Exit the wpolling chocker ¢

5 e

n - il

s b3
?1«: W alterssts, o ture & replacemet
s

W vived, tuped, tlored

SN TN SR
b s o
Fun Facts About
-, .
Falling Apart
Advances in technology have made it easier
than ever to leave a suicide note on your PC
or word pracessor. Try DieWrite, which offers
spell checking and a spreadsheet that lets

you see across an entire life without scrolling
back and forth.

ONE syLviA PLATHS (or HEAD-IN-OVENS)

Starting position: On your hands and knees,
weight evenly distributed, gas an.

Remember: Breathing makes the difference.

Did you ever jump from a igh building, punc-
ture several of your inner organs, but not die?
Talk about a relationship on the rebound!

If you're a college-cducated single white
woman over forty, your chances of marriage
are about ag good as being shot by a terrorist!

Why not go through your neighbor's medicine
chest—right now?.

9-1-1!
9-1-1!

TWO JANE OF ARCS

JUST DO IT!
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Doug Taylor

SINESS BUT
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Dr B d,
Private Phlebotomlst

. Mou can’t be too careful in my line of work. :

Sure, most of the time it’s a slow Studebaker down Dull Boulevard, But let your  §
guard-'dowa for a second and you'll find yourself with three inches of coof hypoder- |
mic planted deep in your cerebral cortex and a kind of goofy look in your eyes.

But I'd still risk that kind of bum rap to-the predicament I'd found myself in. The
truth was, I needed a job. § needed a lot of things. actual{y—bdsk rent, a new pair of
shoes, the strong, hard touch of a Marlboro man. .

~ Yeah, Fwasinneed, all right. But 1 wasn't sure Ineeded what walked i mtormy nmv:e'
that purple October nig|

I‘d be.ea watchin

|
T
i
w
3
g
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“Let me guess,” I said. “The Avon Lady"

He smirked, blew a cloud of smoke in my
direction—which struck me as odd because
he wasn’t smoking —and sauntered into the
office.

“You Mr. Blood?” he said huskily.

*My friends call me Drew,” I said.

“Got anything to drink around here,
Drew?"

“You seem to have misspoke. I said my
friends call me Drew.”

If that got to him, I couldn’t tell. He sat
down in the chair on the other side of my
desk and looked around the office. His nos-
trils made a funny little twitching move-
ment, like they'd just smelled something
small and wet and dead. It was probably
that otter in my wastebasket, but I wasn’t
about to tell him that.

“I'm still thirsty,” he said.

1 took a bottle of Catawba Pink
and two smudged glasses out of the
desk drawer and poured us both
three fingers’ worth.

I threw mine back in one gulp.
“What can I do for you, Mr.... 7"

“St. Croissant. Duane St. Crois-
sant.”

“Gee, now isn’t that funny,” I
said, “Somehow I had a feeling
it wasn't going to be Barney
Rubble.”

He didn’t say anything—he just
wrapped those wet lips around the
glass rim, and the wine ran up the
sides to meet them.

“I need some blood work done
on somebody,” he said. “That’s
what you do, isn’t it?"

“I do favors sometimes for
people, yeah,” I said. “Why don’t you tell
me about it?"

St. Croissant stood up and walked to the
window. He looked out of it as he spoke.

“His name’s Danny Manetti. We tripped
the light fantastic for a couple of months a
few years ago. He's a big, dumb, crazy kid,
Mr. Blood. I guess you could say I loved
him. I guess you could say a lot of things.
Anyway, I wanted to settle down, start a
Pekingese ranch out on the edge of town,
But Danny..."”

He spit out what might have been a laugh,
or what might have been a phlegmy conges-
tion somewhere deep in his soul.

“1 finally broke it off the third time I
caught him in bed with some other guy.
And that was that. A few months later, |
mel someone else, A woman."

I had the feeling he was trying to shock
me, but I played it cool.

“Do you know anything about being
poor, Mr. Blood?” he said, still looking out
the window. “I don’t mean down-on-your-
luck poor. I mean dirt poor, Roscannc
Barr poor. Well, T do.

“This woman. . . she fell in love with me.
She didn't care what I had done in my life,
or who I'd done it with. And let’s just say
that she offered me a certain. .. material
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security. So I married her,"

He turned to me when he said that, his
cycs flashing. *“You don’t approve?”

“There’s a lot of things I don’t approve
of, pal,” I said evenly. “Brut deodorant,
professional wrestling, earth tones. . . that
kind of thing. Mostly, though, I try my best
not to judge people. If a guy wants to jump
in the sack with some broad, that's no
sweat off my pecker. Just don’t expect me
to stand up and yell ‘Bravo.”

“You're one hard-boiled homo, mister,”
he said.

“Don’t sweet-talk me, Louise,” I shot
back. “Just keep singing your sordid little
tune.”

He went back to looking out the window.

“Iran into Danny on the street yesterday.
I hadn’t seen him in years, and. . . he didn’t
look so good. Danny was always into lift-

ing weights when I knew him. That was his
thing. You know the type...."

Unfortunately, I did.

“I was shocked by how. .. thin he was.
And peaked. He told me that there was
nothing wrong with him, that he’d never
felt better. But...”

“But you're not so sure. You want a
workup on this Manetti character, to make
sure he hasn’t got anything. Or more to the
point, to make sure that you didn't get any-
thing from him. I get the picture.”

“All right,” he said, taking a faded snap-
shot of Manetti out of his coat pocket. “But
I'd like it back when you're through.”

I put the snapshot in my breast pocket.

“By the way,” 1 said, "I get fifty dollars a
day plus lab expenses, plus all the Brie I can
eat.”

“Money’s no problem,” he said.

“That’s right,” 1 said. “It’s no money
that’s a problem.”

I stood up and offered him my hand.
“Come back tomorrow. I should have
something for you by then.”

We shook hands. He didn’t want to let go.

“A man like you makes me kind of sorry
1 ever got married,” he purred.

1 could feel something in me stir. Some-
thing dark and low. Something long and

moist and fleshy. Something very sensitive
to cold lake water.,

1 had no doubt I could get lost in this
guy’s chest hairs for a couple of days. But
an alarm clock in my gut told me 1o back
off. St. Croissant, I knew, was trouble —the
kind of guy who would play Nerf basketball
with some chump’s heart just because there
wasn't anything good on Cinemax that
night. I pulled my hand away.

*Go tuck in your wife, buster,” I said.

He let out a throaty little laugh, and then
he was gone.

I had a pretty good idea where I'd find
this Danny Manetti. I got a fresh needle out
of the safe and packed it into my shoulder
holster. I put a tourniquet and a pair of rub-
ber gloves—Sanitex No. 12’s—into my coat
pocket and smoothed things down,

I was almost out the door when I went
back and, on a hunch, packed an
extra pair of No. 12'.

I had a feeling that this one
might get a little messy.

found Danny Maneiti in
a leather bar downtown called the
Skin N” Head Club. It was the kind
of place that rich guys dropped
into after midnight, after their
wives were back home asleep
with curlers in their hair, and the
guys started remembering how in-
teresting those L.L. Bean long-
underwear catalogs seemed in
retrospect.

Atthe bar, I ran into O’Callahan
from County Health, which is
where I used to work about a thou-
sand years ago. I guess you could
say we didn’t like each other much.

“Well, look who’s here,” he sneered.
“The boy bloodsucker."

“Hey, O’Callahan, you got some potato
on your face,” I said. “Or is that your face?”

“Har de har,” he said. “Still slumming, 1
see.”

I ordered a peach wine cooler straight up
from the bartender and turned to face the
room.

1 spotted him right away, sitting at a table
laughing it up with some teddy boys. Long
dark lashes and curly hair. A granite chin
and teeth that were too bright for the room.

He was a little rrop Tom Selleck for my
taste, but then again, I wasn't in it for the
romance.

With guys like Manetti, I knew, it’s best
to use the direct approach. I walked over
and sat down on his lap.

*“Hi, Popeye,” I said. “Want some spin-
ach?’

That got me a lot of hoots and hollers.
Manetti winked broadly at his mates. We
stood up and, without a word, started to
walk upstairs.

Sometimes this job was just too damn
easy.

Places like the Skin N’ Head Club have
little booths upstairs where a couple of
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guys can get to know each other in private.
That’s where he took me.

He locked the door, leaned against it,
and faced me with a come-hither look.

“I yam what I yam,” he said breathlessly.

Now, there’s a lot of ways to get a blood
sample. There's the right way that they
teach you in medical school, and then
there’s about a hundred more. I knew them
all, and then some.

With chumps like Manetti, it’s best not to
try to get too cute. I pulled the rubber gloves
out of my pocket and put them on. When
Manetti saw the tourniquet, his eyes wid-
ened.

*“Oooh, Doctor!™ he said coyly.

That’s when | slammed him against the
wall. Putting one forearm against his neck,
I had the needle out and into the crook of
his arm before he knew what hit him,

"Hey!" he yelled. "What the. ..

I'll say this for him. He had rich
veins. I had the vial full in about
five seconds. I pulled out the nee-
dle and slapped a wad of cotton
over the hole.

“Here, hold this,” I told him.
“Oh, and you might want to sit
down for a while.” 1 hooked my
one leg behind both of his and
jerked hard. He went down like
Madonna on her honeymoon, and
just sat there splay-legged with a
funny look on his face.

“Thanks for giving, Danny,” [
said. “I had a lovely time." [ threw
a blood-donor card into his lap and
then got out of there.

Outside, it was raining. T turned
my collar up against the night and
started walking. Back at the office, 1
unlocked my lab room and went right to
work.

I did four complete series on Manetti's
blood, the last one without a controlling
agent, just to be sure. Then I did some tests
on a few other things. [ found what I was
looking for.

It was after four when I finished. I turned
off all the lights and sat in my desk chair.
There was still some Catawba in the bottle,
and I finished that off.

I fell asleep to garbage cans clanging
their song somewhere far off down the
street.

In my dream, | was in a whirl-
pool with Liberace. He wanted me to try on
his pinkie ring, and I kept pushing him
away. We struggled, and my head went
underwater. Things started spinning, and I
could feel myself going down deeper and
deeper. . ..

When I snapped awake, it was night
again. My shirt was soaked in sweat. It
took a while for my eyes to adjust to the
light. When they did, I realized I wasn’t
alone.

“Looks like you've been having a
Liberace-in-a-whirlpool dream,” my visi-

tor said.

“Helle, Duane,” I said. “I've been
expecting you.”

“I just love watching a man sleep,” he
said. His eyes had a flat, teasing look, like a
stripper with a double mastectomy.

“Yeah, it's divine, isn't it? I found
Manetti.”

He did a tunny little thing with his hair,
YWand:o "

“And you can rest easy. He's as pure as
Ivory soap...although his cholesterol
count’s a little high for such a young guy.”

“Oh, Mr. Blood, I'm so relieved,” he
said. “You don't know how much this
means.” He reached into his handbag for a
checkbook. “How much do I owe you?”

With the lab work, it came to $120. He
wrote out a check and signed it with a girl-
ish flourish. And then he was up, and put-

ting on his coat. It seemed like he was in a
hurry to get out of there.

“One more thing, Duane,” I said. “Did
you know that besides being a phleboto-
mist, [ have a degree in serology?”

Ie seemed distracted. “Gee, no, 1|
didn'c.”

“Yeah. Interesting field, serology. Did
you know, for example, that humans secrete
an identifiable blood factor into their
saliva?”

“Huh! That's fascinating.” St. Croissant
kept eying the door.

“You sce, something kept bothering me
about you, Duane,” I said. “Most people
that come in here want themselves tested,
too. It's usually the first thing they ask me.
But you never even brought it up. Which
told me one of two things: either you didn’t
care il you had a deadly communicable dis-
ease, or you already knew whether you did
or not. Either way, why would you be all
bent out of shape about Manetti?

“So I ran a few more tests. Don’t worry,
it's on the house. But I took that wineglass
that you drank from yesterday and got a
saliva smear off it. Then | added an anti-
serum, looking for certain blood patterns.
When I centrifuged the mixtures, a funny
thing happened....”

“What are you saying?” he sputtered.

I took out a Camel and lit it, taking a
long, hard drag before looking him in the
eyes. “My guess is Manetti was already
blackmailing you. Somehow he found out
about you and was threatening to go to your
wife about some nasty little bug you'd
given him. And you had to know if he was
bluffing or not.”

St. Croissant looked like he'd just seen a
ghost. Except this ghost wasn't dead, it was
very much alive, Which meant that it really
wasn't a ghost at all. It was morc like this
really big, black, mean bear. Except this
bear wasn't black. It was white, like a ghost.

“You're lying!" he shouted.

“Science doesn’t lie, Duane,” 1 said.
“You're a very sick man.”

Just then, we heard sirens down below
on the street. Flashing lights bathed the
room in red.

“What's that?"

“Those are the boys from
County Health, Duane. I called
them carlier. I have a feeling
they’re going to want to take you
downtown for a litde talk.”

Just then, he pulled something
dark and hard out of his pocket and
pointed it at me.

“I'm not going anywhere,
Blood.™

“The jig’s up, Duane. Don’t
make things any harder on your-
sell,” I said. “And put that Fudgsi-
cle down. You look ridiculous.”

He flung the confection to the
floor and threw himself into my
arms. “Come away with me,
Drew,™ he said, all soft and pliant.
“You and me...we got what each other
needs, and you know it.”

“I'm not sure I need what you got, pal.” [
pushed him away just as O'Callahan and
two mugs from County Health burst into
the room.

“And besides,” I told him, “I never date
married men."”

The County goons cuffed St. Croissant
and led him out of the room. O'Callahan
and I watched them leave.

“You're lucky 1 don't report you to the
AM.A., Blood,” he said. *“You keep stick-
ing your ncedle where it don’t belong,
you're gonna get it broke off someday.”

“Funny, that's what my mother used to
tell me,” I said.

"Yeah, well...” He threw his cigarette
on the floor and ground it out with his heel.
“See you in the funny papers, Blood.™

When he left, I looked around the office.
It was empty.

Just the way I like it.

I ook St. Croissant’s check out of my
pocket. [t occurred to me I'd better hightail
it down to the bank and make a night
deposit before anybody tried to put a stop-
payment on it.

Like I said, you can't be too careful in
my line of work. Il
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GOOD SPORTS

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 48)

pursuit. Those with bets down on him
groaned and smote their foreheads, shout-
ing terrible curses after Toad.

The remaining three contestants, mean-
while, had not missed a beat. Indeed, Ogre
and Fat Daddy appeared 1o be entering the
homestretch. Dumpster, though, still had
no hard-on. *“You asshole!” he screamed at
his dick. Jumping to his feet, he ran full tilt
for the stairs. “Nobody come!” he yelled
back.

Now it was the Dumpster partisans who
evinced dismay, dashing their beer glasses
against the walls, hurling verbal abuse after
him. The race was down to two. The hands
of Fat Daddy and Ogre were blurs. They
gritted their teeth, made guttural sounds;
sweat ran down their faces. The crowd
screamed in near hysteria, Gross Kay right
up there with them.

Crazy Ed. however, couldn’t get past the
size of the thing Fat Daddy was dealing
with over there. For him, it was still the
chart that mattered, not this Johnny-come-
lately beat-off shit. And clearly the chart
would be meaningless without a reading
from Fat Daddy. With a decisive nod. Ed
threaded his way through the crowd to
where Fat Daddy was, and knelt. Holding
up the ruler, he attempted to sight through it
like a navigator.

“Hey! Stop that! Get out of there!" yelled
Fat Daddy.

“Just hold it still a second, will ya?” Fat
Daddy’s dick was pitching about violently.

“Get away from me! You're breaking my
concentration!”

“Yeah, Ed, get the fuck away from him!”
yelled the brothers with bets on Fat Daddy.

“Okay, okay.” Ed slumped away to stand
by Pinto.

“Did you get a reading?” Pinto asked.

“I think he's off the scale,” sighed Ed.

“Look out, look out!™ Dumpster re-
appeared at the foot of the stairs, his arms
full of magazines. Barreling through the
crowd, he plunked back down on the mat-
tress, grabbed his dick, and began thumb-
ing through a Gent. Bosoms and buns
flashed before his eyes.

The Dumpster fans came alive. “Yay-
yyyy!” they cheered. “Come on, big fella!”

But it was too little, too late. Ogre let
out a roar and pointed to his dick. Every-
one leaned forward., A few milky drops
emerged lazily from it and fell on his stom-
ach. Laughing, flushed with victory, he
stood and clasped his hands, acknowledg-
ing the cheering.

“Well, fuck you,” Fat Daddy said to his
glowering supporters. “*My hand had three
times as far to go as his.” He stood and
walked to the bar, his still-erect member
parting the crowd before him. Moodily. he
drew a beer. Gross Kay went to stand by
him. “That’s okay, honey. Guys who finish

w CONTINUEE FROM FAGE 85
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last in beat-off races are a lor more fun.”

Ed sniggered at Ogre. “Masturbate
much? You don’t cven come; you sort of
ooze.

Ogre gave him a haughty look. “Do you
still have that chart, Ed?”

Ed nodded suspiciously.

"Could I see it, please?”

Ed handed it to him. Ogre calmly wiped
his cock off with it and tossed it on the
floor.

Thus ended the great Adelphian penis-
measuring contest, Ogre’s supporters col-
lected their winnings and graciously
popped for another keg. The brothers
drank and drank, toasting all the contes-
tants and many other persons—Little
Richard, Eleanor Roosevelt, Bullwinkle —
until the keg kicked around three. Then, a
few at a time, they drifted off to take their
rest. Finally, only Pinto and Crazy Ed
remained.

“Fuck it. I'm gonna bed, too,” Ed an-
nounced,

“Don’ forget the clipboard.” said Pinto.

“Fucka stupid thing. Throw it away.” Ed
made his way to the stairs and was gone.

But Pinto had a better idea. Tearing the
chart from the pad, he tacked it to the Adel-
phian bulletin board. There it remained,
proclaiming the brothers' vital statistics
for all to see, until Winter Carnival arrived
two months later and one of the sopho-
mores took it down so it wouldn't gross out
his date, [
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Heavy victuals are trés fashionable, and this international buffet is guaranteed to fill up all the names on your invitation mindeyr, From the born
aof multinationel plenty comes this delectable frenzy of foodstuffs: American-crafted bam; Canadian-crispy cheese squirms; French-style wine;
Hanover prork 'n' beans; bearty Gevman lager; and Bavarvian saltwurst in dough. Garnish with Necco wafers.
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Guests from A to Z will be delighted with this soup-to-nuis
array of sugar sensations —from the euphonically stweet 'n’
chocolaty blend of MEM's and Whoppers malied balls to the

Jelly bears impaled on cocktail swords to, af conrse, the platter
de pésistance, Jell-OQ avee petits marvshmallows —a dessert
that is surve to be as gratefully received axs it is gelatinous.

MARTHA STEWART’S

Entertaining
THE K MART WAY

.FO.’\‘ A LONG TIME, | HAVE ENTER-
tained people at my restored eighteenth-century farmhouse in the exclusive Con-
necticut suburb of Westport. Ranging from elaborate buffets to simple afternoon

z = events have proved o be special occasions for sharing, not only with

who have been some of the most gifted people from a variety of worlds,
but with the wider audience of my books. What has resulted is a simple, natural
entertaining style—one that takes its inspiration from simple, natural things, like
my orchard, my vinevard, my apiary, my two gardens, my lucrative catering busi-
ness, and my collection of rare poultry.

However, upon signing an endorsement contract with K mart, I have broadened
my horizons considerably, for the communication with K mart'’s unique audience
has been truly mutual. Even as [ have shared my experiences of entertaining, 1
have also learned much from unexpected sources, and I have gained new respect
for the emertaining st of people whom 1 once considered mercly station
attendants or Hallmark-card-shop cler!

1 now know that one should not only concentrate on country weddings, ethnic-
food buffets, or elaborate dinner parties, but also late-night suppers in front of
Seitreredery Night's Mein Fre int: > flower arrangement complement-
ing 4 colorful Hulk Hoganaction higure!) or a gathering for your entire trailer park
(abandoned cars are an inventive idea for serving tables). This article details my
thoughts basced on the interesting, K mart-style experiences that I've learned from,

[t is most important o remember that “people make the party” And, just as
everyone has shopped at K mart, in the same way your guest list can be just as
wide-ranging. Recently, to i féte honoring a promising young composer, | invited
Carlo, astockboy, and his girlfriend, Lavla Thev seta relaxed, fesrive note from the
fivst with their matching T-shirts: Layla’s "GOOD GIRLS GO TO HEAVEN...BAD
GIRLS GO EVERYWHERE!" played counterpoint (as our young composer would
have said) to Carlo’s "I'M WITH STUPID.” We were all surprised by this unexpected
idea, and they were the talk of that evening, as well as many subsequent ones.

NO MATTER WHAT THE OCCASION,
the important thing is 1o be evocative, to set a unique tone or setring. For example,
Darrell, a K mart store manager from Minnesota, planned a party at his lakeside
cabin according to the theme “Party till yvou puke.” To enhance that mood, he put
plastic-lined garbage containers m, even the bedroom.

A good rule is o look around at what you have in your home and feature it, At
Westport, I might utilize fresh-picked sunflowers or a recent acquisition from an
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$4.00 EACH

7 APRIL 1979 / April Fool

T MAY 1979 / Internarional Terrorism
1 AUGUST 1979 / Summer Vacanion

] OCTOBER 1979 / Comedy

[ DECEMBER 1979 / Success

I FEBRUARY 1980 / Tenth Anmversary
1 MARCH 1980 / March Miscellany

] APRIL 1980 / Vengeance

[ MAY 1980 / Sex Roles

1 JUNE 4980 / Fresh Air

1 JULY 1980 / Shime, Swill, and Polinics
1 AUGUST 1980 / Anxiety

I SEPTEMBER 1980 / The Past

[T OCTOBER 1980 / Aggression

I NOVEMBER 1980 / Potpourn

|7 DECEMBER 1980 / Fun Tikes a Holiday
[T FEBRUARY 1981 / Sin

1 MARCH 1981 / Women and Dogs

T APRIL 1981 / Chaos

T MIAY 1981 / Naked Ambwion

1 JUNE i981 / Romance

[JJULY 1981 / Lndless, Mindless Summer Sex
1 AUGUST 1981 / Let’s Ger It Up, America!
[ SEPTEMBER 1981 / Back 10 School

| OCTOBER 1981 / Movics

[ NOVEMBER 1981 / TV and Why It Sucks
1 DECEMBER 1981 / Whar's Hip?

[1 JANUARY 1982 / Sword arud Sorcery

[ FEBRUARY 1982 / The Svxy Issue

[ MARCH 1982 / Food Fight

1 APRIL 1982 / Failure

T MAY 1982 / Crime

2 JUNE 1982 / Do It Yoursell

7 JULY 1982 / Sporting Life

") AUGUST 1982 / The New West

[ SEPTEMBER 1982 / Hot Sex!

|1 OCTOBER 1982 / O.C. and Stggs

. NOVEMBER 1982 / Lconomic Recovery
[ DECEMBER 1982 / L. T. lssue

1 JANUARY 1983 / The Top Stories of 1983
[ FEBRUARY 1983 ' Raging Controversy
T MARCH 1983 / Tamper-Proof Issue

1 APRIL 1983 / Swimsuit

1 MAY 1983 / The South Scas

. JUNE 1983 / Adults Only

TTJULY 1983 / Vacation!

i AUGUST 1983 / Suence and Bad Manners
| | SEPTEMBER 1983 / Big Anmiversary Issue
1 OCTOBER 1983 / Dilated Pupils

I NOVEMBER 1983 / No Score

I DECEMBER 1983 / Holiday Jeers

$3.00 EACH

[T JANUARY 1984 / Tune Parody Issue

'] FEBRUARY 1984 / All-Comics Issue

1 MARCH 1984 / The Sixties’ Greatest Hus
1 APRIL 1884 / You Can Parody Anything

1 MAY 1984 / Bascball Preview

T JUNE 1984 / This Summer’s Movies

[ JULY 1984 / Speaial Summer Fun

T AUBUST 1984 / Unofficial Olympics Guide
[ SEPTEMBER 1984 / I'all Fashions

[ OCTOBER 1984 / Just Good Stuff

[ NOVEMBER 1984 / The Accidental lssue
I DECEMBER 1984 / The Last of the old N1
[1 JANUARY 1985 / Good Clean Sex

"I FEBRUARY 1985 / A Misguided Tour of N.Y,

[ MARCH 1985 / The Best of Fifteen Years
[ MAY 1985 / Cclcbrity Roast

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

T AUGUST 1985 / All-New True Facts

[7 SEPTEMBER 1985 / Lust Issue

[ OCTOBER 1985 / Music lssue

[ NOVEMBER 1985 / Mad As Hell

I DECEMBER 1985 / Reagan and Revenge
|| JANUARY 1986 / Good Clean Sex

1 FEBRUARY 1986 / Money

"1 MARCH 1986 / All About Women

" APRIL 1986 / Doctors and Lawycrs

|| MAY 1986 / Sports

] JUNE 1986 / Horror and Fantasy

[ JULY 1886 / Hot Summer Sex

[ AUGUST 1986 / Show Biz

1 SEPTEMBER 1986 / Sleaze

I OCTOBER 1986 / Back 1o School

[J DECEMBER 1986 / 200th Anniversary
[0 FEBRUARY 1987 / Things You Can't Do
[0 APRIL 1987 / Crime Pays

(1 JUNE 1987 / Sex and Unusual Practices
[0 AUGLUST 1987 / All-New True Facts

[0 OCTOBER 1987 / Back to School

1 DECEMBER 1987 / Woman of the Year
[0 FEBRUARY 1988 / Winter Inventory
[0 APRIL 1988 / Television

[J JUNE 1988 / Subliminal Sex

[J AUGUST 1988 / Even More True Facts
[1 OCTOBER 1988 / Sports

] DECEMBER 1988 / Potpourri

[0 FEBRUARY 1989 / Tyson

[0 APRIL 1989 / Mediocrity

O JUNE 1989 / Summer Sex

[0 AUGUST 1989 / Music

[l OCTOBER 1989 / Back to College

['! Natlonal Lampoon Binders Vinyl binders with
tough meral “rods." §7.50 each.| Quanuiry
[ | Natlonal Lampoon Case Binder Fits many
types of magazines. $9.95 each, Quantiry
! Natlonal Lampoon Binder With a1l rwelve

1ssues from a given year. Well, not exactly given.
$24.00 cach
— 1975

1979 _ 1983 __|987
— 1976 _ 1980 __ 1984 __ 1988
— 1977  _ 1981 __ 1985 _ Vinyl binder
- 1978 __1982 1986 Case binder

Ifissues in any given year are not listed
above, please select replacements for missing
issues,

T T R N T N R N N N T L TR N R R

Total amount enclosed

NATIONALLAMPOON, Depr. 1289

seenas

and sond it along with your chock or money ardar.
Gredit card orders: Only on orders of $20.00 or more.
MasterGard #

* Itisimperative that 1 acquire the items checked above in order 1o keep my home humor collection complete. 1 am enclosing,
+ 52,00 n postage and handling for my order if 1t's under $5.00, and $2.50 for said charges if the order rorals more than

+ 8500, small price to pay for Li'a. postal delvery. If I'm a New York State resident I'm adding 84 percent sales tax, which

+ 1sanother marter entirely.

+ Name (please print;

v Address —

: Cuy Stare — Zip

B

.

.

Tear our the whole page with iems checked, enclose check or money arder, and mail to:
155 Avenue of the Americas, New York, NY 10013.
It you don't want to eut up this publication, print or typo all necessary information on a separate pioce of paper

Exp. Date

Visa #

Exp. Date

sssansen

+ Signature
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Appalachian Scallion-Caull Dip: a vich mix of sonr eream,
water chestnutts, and crumbled Triscuils, this bigh-viscosity,
Sfavorful favorite is garnished with pleaty of cheese Bugles

and carvols and, for that extrafestive touch, presented in a
Joil-lined athletic helmel. Serve with beer:

w CONTINUEZ FROM FAGE SZ

LE
SNIVELING
M ]

wopanie WORTHLESS

U
i 5NNE!_ING
MISTRESS, WORM !

antique show: Similarly, Darrell accentuated his collection of hunting equipment
by inviting his guests to fire on passing windsurfers, It is these moments of caring
(as when Darrell later personally inverted the Swanson dinners he had prepared
for us onto a paper plate ) that form the basis of fine entertaining.

For larger gatherings, the importance ol aumosphere becomes even greater, and
I have been happy to discover novel decorating arrangements that instill a K mart
ambiunce at a variety of affairs. At one of the most memorable, an outdoor trailer-
park party I catered for a New York art museum, each trailer served one kind of
hors d'oeuvre—Doritos at one, Rice Krispies marshmallow squares at another.
When the blue light (installed for this special purpose) flashed ar a particular
table, the guests would scamper there and devour the particular offering, This eas-
ily adaprable idea was great fun and certainly kept the party moving,

FfNAI..’.Y, THOSE “LITTLE EXTRAS" ADD
a lasting statement of thoughtfulness, whether in the form of a centerpiece based
on medieval Japanese design or a hand-decorated foam insulator for each individ-
ual can of beer. Indeed, entertaining should leave behind memories as brightly
colored and enduring as the orange-yellow Cheez Ball coating that lingers on vour
fingers —souvenirs of entertaining the K mart way.

K mart Dinner Party for Eight

TO CELEBRATE MY ENDORSEMENT
contract with K mart, I devised this menu, My guests —including the K mart direc-
or of marketing, the K mart Employee of the Year, and a dissident Chinese intellec-
tual—all found the meal colorful and fascinating, for different reasons. The
crunchiness of the potata chips forms an interesting contrast to the other dishes.

MENU
Jell-O Maold Cheez Balls and Dip
Pork 'n’ Beans with Cockiail Hot Dogs Potato Chips
Vegetable Medley of Boiled Spinach with Carrat and Celery Sticks
Twinkies in Hot Log Cabin Syrup
Meister Bréiu Champagne, or White Wine Mixed with 7-Up

YOU REALLY
WANT TO STAY HEEE Z
I MEAN, I'M NO PARTY
FPOOFPER, BUT THIS
1SN'T ESALLY MY

MISEEABLE
SNIVELING

° BE
BETTER THAN THIS
PUNGEON .




Take a look

atthese shirts. Most of the
models don't even have
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TS 1049 — Authentic Football Jersey. Made of 50
percent nylon ploited / 50 percent cotton. $20.95

T5 1036 — National Lampoon Funfball Jersey. With
the famed V neck coveted by persons with trian-
gular heads everywhere. $13.95

TS 1050 — Authentic Football Jersey, 100 percent nylon-mesh authentic tootball jersey.
White. $26.95

TS 1028 — National Lampoon’s Animal House Baseball Shirt. With 3/4-length sleeves at a 3/4-length price. TS 1027 — National Lampoon Black Sox Softball Jersey.
$8.00 The kind the 1919 Chicago White Sox wore after
TS 1032 — National Lampoon Hat. Sort of like a baseball cap, but batter. $7.95 (see above) they threw the Series. $8,00

Cobovriaght © 2007 National | amboon Inc



US OUT

heads, and they still look
great! Never before has
anything so hot been so

comfortable.

TS 1034— Natienal Lampoon Sweatshirt, Also
available in navy with white lettering, and gray

with black letering. $13.95

T5 1043 — National Lampoon's Vacation § hirt.
Starring Marty Moose on the front. $16.95

TS5 1046 — Acra Sweatshirt, Same specs as the hooded shirt but without the hood. $13.95

T5 1064 — National Lompoon Sports Sweatshirt. T51045— Acra Hooded Sweatshirt. Made of 50 TS 1039 —“Save the Frog” Glow-in-the.Dark Sweat-
With our internationally renowned double- percent Creslan® acrylic fiber! 50 percent cotton, shirt. 100 percent cotton, $12.95
amputee frog over the left breast. $22.95 with hood. $18.95

Coovriaht © 2007 National | amopoon Inc.



mpoon < Vacation T-shirt.
This time with the Walley World logo. $7.95
TS 1044 — Sweatshirt (nof shown) $16,95

— National Lo

T5 1066 — True Focts T-shirt. With George Wash-
inglan on the front, an authentic True Fact on
the back. Four different True Facts to choose
from! 510.95

{A) WHITE SULPHUR SPRINGS, MONTANA —Four
ritlemen firing o ceremonial solute ot a mili-
tary funeral accidentally shot the minister.

Son Francisco Chronicle

(B

—

MANCHESTER, IOWA —To deter wandering in
the halls, outhorities ot West Deloware High
Schoal required each student on his way lo
the bathroom to wear a toilet seat around his
neck.

— Washington Post

—

‘ig t T=shirt. ub- (C
itzky's risqué comic strip with a great punch
line. 100 percent colton, $11.95

After an eighteen-month study, the British
Academy of Science recommended 1o Parlia-
ment that Brilish rock stars be prohibited from
selling their semen 1o commerciol sperm
banks.

—UMKC University News

(D) A local gitizen was arrested and chorged with
public indecency after he ollegedly was
observed placing his male orgariin o jorof
slaw dressing at the locol supermarket

—Downers Grave (Illinois) Reporter

TS 1057 — Oversize Heevyweight T-shirt.
Politenessman, in one of his most famous
adventures, 100 percent cotton. 511,95

T5 1019 — National Lampoon Mona Gorilla
T-shirt, The divine Miss Mona, $6.95

15 1029 —National Lampoon's Animal House
T-shirt. With pictures of Bluto, Otter, and the
rest of the boys on the front. $6.95

TS5 1030— National Lampoon Black Sox Baseball
Jacket, Famous satinesque jacke! with real
cotton lining. $33.95

75 1031 — National Lampoon's Vacation
T-shirt, With Marty Moose on the front. $7.95

T51041—"1 Got My Job Through the National
Lampoon” T-shirt. And you can buy this shirt
through the National Lampoon as well, $6.95

T5 1061 - National Lampoon Dirty T-shirt.
For the slob in the family. It already comes with
stains, footprints, you name it. White. $7.95

TS5 1058 — National Lampoen’s European Vacation
Teshirt, No T-shirt collection would be complete
witheut a picture of the "pig in the poke” that
got the Griswolds to Europe. $6.95

Cobovriaght © 2007 National | amboon Inc



Wear us out...and you'll be in!
Merchandise Order Form

) ¥

Indlicate the products you wish to purchase (circle items desired and check

sessesssmsssatrmannay

w
| THAT'S size), place in envelope with payment, and send to:
f -\m FUNNY, : NATIONAL LAMPOON, Dept. 1289
* S\ . 155 Avenue of the Americas, New York, N.Y, 10013,
. + Please enclose $1.50 for pastage and handling for each item ordered; New York
: State residents, please add 8':% sales tax, Add §1.00 extra per item for foreign
+ orders,
. Mame (please print)
b e : Address
| : City State Zip
] 3 _ Check enclosed J Charge to my:
L] -
MA-':S sickl K : MasterCard # —__ MasterCard Interbank #
I <) ¢ ¢ Visa # Expiration Date
‘IV nEﬁ £od ¥ i]‘ + Signature
) ek 3
TAmpesy i P TS1019 8695 S _M__L__XL TSI045 $18.95 __S _M _L__Xl
! by & : 151026 $6.95 5 __m 1L T51046 $13.95 __5_ M __L__XL
: Sl t TS1027 $8.00 5 M _L TS1048 $9.50 S M L __XL
’ = & ;751028 $8.00 S M __L__ Xl TS1049 $2095 S M L__ XL
[N 1 TS51029 $6.95 S ML T51050 $26.95 5 — M —L XL
T5 1026 — National Lampoon “That's Not Funny, TS 1065—Trots and Bonnie T-shirt. Americo’s  : TS1030 $33.95 S __ M __L TS1052 $10.95 S M L
That's Sick!” T-shirt, With the famous double- faverite dog-and-teen team jump off the t TS1031 $7.95 S5 _M__L__XL TS51053 $11.95 5 _m__L
amputee frog. $6.95 pages of this mag and onto your 1 T51032 §7.95 TS1057 $11.95 5 _M L __XL
back. $7.95 : TS1034 $13.95__ S _ m__ L Xl TS1058 $6.95 S _m_ L
. COLOR—__ TS1059 §7.95 S M __L__XL
. TS1035 $1495 _S __ M __ L TS1060 $14.95 _5 __ M __L
¥ COOoR_____ COLOR
. 151036 $13.95 _S _ M __L 151061 $7.95 5 _ M __L__XL
. TS1038 52095 5 _mM__L T51063 $20.95 5 __m__L
rl COWoR COLOR
. TS1039 $12.95 S _ M __ L XL TS1064 $22.95 S M __ L __ Xl
v A5104) $6195°238 ML TS1065 $7.95 5 _M_L__XlL
+ 151043 $16.95 S M L __XL IS1066 $10.95 5 M L __XL
L T51044 $16.95 5 M 1 _ XL PO T o - SIS

Give the gift of merchandise this Christmas.
Please indicate what National Lampoen products you would like us to send for
Christmas. Enclose payment. Place in envelope and send to:

National Lampaen, Dept. NL 1289

155 Avenue of the Americas, New York, N.Y. 10013

| / Dy
T5 1038 — National Lampoon Frog Sweater. TS 1035 — National Lampoon Frog Polo Shirt. Name Address
In blue, camel, gray, or black. $20.95 Inwhite, blue, camel, green, gray. City State Zip
or yellow. $14.95 ‘

Send gift(s) to:
Name Address
City State Zip
ITEMS - | have enclosed a total of §

£ L
e

Redistribute the humor with a gift subscription.

Please read the gift coupon carefully and fill it out according to the directions, If

you want ta send mare than ene gift subscription, please type or print the information
and send it along with the coupon and the required payment. As soon as we get your

B T T T

4 order, the recipient(s) of your gift will get a Christmas card from the National
- + Lampoon telling them that you have sent them a gift subscription. Soon after,
+ they'll get their first copy of the magazine.
I . TO: National Lampoon, Dept. NL 1289, 155 Avenue of the Americas,
. 01 New York, M.Y. 10013, Please send the National Lampoon subscription
TS 1063 — National Lampoon Moose Sweater, TS 1060 — Mational Lampoon Moose Polo Shirt, « oo yo,
In gray or black. $20.95 In white, blue, or yellow. $14.95 .
¢ Name Address
: City State Zip
+ My nomeis:
+ MName Address
: Chy State Zip
: [ Check enclosed [ Chorge to my:
P MasterCord# __ MasterCard Interbank #
+ Visa # Expiration Date
. Signature
I » [ One-year subscription to National Lampoon .. ... .. R 18-
TS 1048 —Marathon 80 Shorts. 100 percent nylan : : "
. - e ... %1695
tricot rorining sharts withinside key pockel, [ Two-year subscription to Nationol Lampoon 316

$9.50 ] Three-year subscription to National Lampoon

For gift subscriptions to Canada, Mexico, and all other foreign countries,
please add $5.00 per arder

PRI
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APPENDIX F
Editorial, Jerry’s Corners
Tribulation

the beautiful scenery 0 .‘h.e
hen the Shriner mini-
swe're [rom Jerry's

i A from

& proud of in Jerry’s Corners, fro
:e Sch heritage of culture. And, believe me, W
to perform, we are proud 10 say,

There’s a lot 1
friendly people tot
carsmen go all over the country

‘ . ere's a bitter taste
(.oaners! terday’s disgraceful incident should lcavehno oaeny;r::ig:lim ot
o ! ;. and only the mouthwas : el
T e d destruction, which1
in the mouth of Jerry s & : e parka) -
- . o A Indian. After all, we can
i e el s ol i the time we met the Indian. e
b e *s Comers? That's the
wh::l ourht'or:if[a‘;::rr: ch can we restore the good name of Jerry's Cor
replace the 1 =
issue.
Well, 1 say w
swift discovery and

but firm, measures. Therefore, we;: L::'l“ f:z:r
men who caused this black dfty ol ::;_1;\ ‘1;,
liation. And when the g_u;hy verdi .
he old-fashioned tradition of Jerry

¢ can! But it will take strong,
sentencing of the ycf:rurl gh :
i hey, too, can feel hum

for show trials so they, 1 _ _
ﬁﬁﬁlﬁg down, we call for creative punishment in t

K . BRANDING. ,
Lo?;n:hfse reens walk around telling the w

“IDIOTS” on their foreheads!!!
tion welcomes responsible opposin

orld just who they are! Lel’s tatioo

g viewpoinis.)
(The Tribula

IDIOT TEENS

(CONTINUED FROM PAGE 72)

started going full-speed at each other. But
they stopped before they actually collided.
Some people applauded, so Mayor Barry
announced the next formation, “Secret
Handshake.” Some of the Shriners were
trying to get out of their cars, but Paul hit
the remote control and all the cars headed
for the crowd again before they turned
around and started peeling out toward each
other. On the third formation, “Long May
She Wave,” Paul sent four of the cars into
the alley next to the bank, while we put on
our stocking caps and grabbed our realis-
tic-looking squirt guns.

The four Shriners that we sent into the
alley were close to throwing up already
when we snuck up behind them. But when
we screamed “Black Power!" and gave the
Black Power salute while pointing our fake
guns at them, they practically begged us to
take their cars. So we did.

RINGO

I don’t know if you've ever driven an
undersized fully automated vehicle before,
Beryl, but the feeling is unlike anything
you've ever experienced. The blasting

OH 7ES. OH YES,
WE STILL OPEN. PLEA
PLEASE. HAVE SEAT. YE
YES, WE U0 ARCUNE?
WORLE, WE P2 /
ANYTHING. A1 ; _
if V . HOW €OULE You 7
f it YOU CANT BE THAT HORNY.
SHE WAS PECBABLY GIVING MY

F o

WE JusT a0 SOVME BREAKFAST
ANIZ CALL IT A NIGHT 7 NO#F WAY
OVER ON PAGE 105 F WHAT KINZ
OF A FARTY WZULLEZ THEY HAVE
IN THAT PART OF THE MAG-
AZINEZ ALL EIGHT,
LET'S &0.

GEANZFATHER HANFIOBS. WHY FON'T |




wind screams in your face and the whine of
a full ten-horsepower engine rips at your
ears, while inches below you the ground
zooms past. There’s a lot of magic in those
Shriner minicars.

Needless to say, Roy and the remaining
Shriners took off after us in a chase that
must have lasted a full twenty to thirty min-
utes and covered about three miles. The
comic strip I did for the occasion, Beryl,
tells it all [Appendix E].

PETE

Well, the next day, while farmers and
barge operators were reporting minicar
sightings along a 250-mile stretch of the
Queoihim River, Roy Peetz paid for space
in the Jerry’s Corners Tribulation to print
his now-famous front-page editorial
[Appendix F]. Somehow, Beryl, the only
thing people managed to hold onto from
that editorial was the name Idiot Teens,
which they gave to us. I guess it’s a back-
handed compliment. All the same, we've
grown into the name, and try our darnedest
to live up to it, too. It does have a nice ring
toit.

And speaking of rings, Beryl, you
haven’t gotten married since I last saw you,
have you?. ..

BERYL

Pete is somewhat disingenuous, Actu-
ally, the group started calling itself the Idiot
Teens shortly after this incident —a daring
move since, officially, the perpetrators
have never been broughtto justice. Accord-
ing to Paul, the community has little inter-
est in prosecuting the case, although Roy
Peetz still has a vendetta of sorts. “We try to
keep clear of him,” says Paul, “but we just
can't help ourselves sometimes.”

In any event, what should be apparent
from this article is the group’s perverse
love of ritual, or, more precisely, its love of
perverting ritual. While all adolescents are
keepers of their own flames (I have
observed my niece Audrey practice her sig-
nature for six hours straight), the Idiot
Teens stoke the blaze higher and hotter, 1
have found.

In their best mythmaking style, however,
they charmingly proclaim themselves
beyond interpretation. “There hasn’t been
an oral history yet that a beer-and-tonic
can’t improve,” says Sinbad, and at times
this historian has to agree. W

STAY AWAKE —

ALERT & ACTIVE
#34 #22
438 #28

#32

3
#38 '

D&E’s products will energize & slim you, helping
you get the most out of every day & night!

#22 Magnum  200mg ........ 200/513.50
#28 D&E-290 200mg ........ 200/513.25
#3230/30 160mg ..vvvvns 200/$11.75
#34 D&E-25-25 110mg ........ 100/$ 6.50

1000/$18.00

"Active Ingredient in Above: Caffeine
#35 D&E-25 Ephedrine HCL-25mg . . 100/
S 7.95

1000/519.95

#38 DietTime  1-a-day dietaid...90/8 9.95

CALL TOLL FREE 1-800-221-1833;

in NJ (201) 838-5254

D & E Pharmaceuticals, Inc.

Dept. 1G4F1 689 — 206 Macopin Road

Bloomingdale, NJ 07403

Please add $4.50 for shipping, Free catalogs

available upon request.

)

It's true, our Consumer Information
Catalog is filled with booklets that
can answer the questions American
consumers ask mosl,

To satisfy every appetite, the
Consumer Information Center puts
together this helpful Catalog quarterly
containing more than 200 federal
publications you can order. It's free,
and so are almost half of the booklets
it lists. Subjects like nutrition, money
management, health and federal
benefits help you make the right
choices and decisions,

So get a slice of American
opportunity. Write today for your free
Catalog:

Consumer Information Center
Department AP

Pueblo, Colorado 81009

U 5 General Services Administration

N

You've taken bull from

politicians, teachers, bosses,

?irlfrisnds, boyfriends, and even your best
riend. Now you can give some back,

BAG-O-BULL

is 100% pure steer manure in a clear bag
neatly tied up with 4 leather strap.
\

)Y

g

it

7= isieasy. Just call our toll-free number,

name your [ugky victim, st back and we'll
do the rest. ABAG-O-BULL™ wil
be rushed to your favorite BSer. (You can
melude a personal message or even send it
anorymoushyl) This is your chance to make
q ﬂ impact. So don't watt, Call today!

OnW ‘99

Or for the Big BSer...
BIG
BAG-O-BULL
11995 “plug 13,00 shippi
0A 13 \)05::,&\“% P;:endlingspe:pb::

GALL TOLL-FREE
1-800-543-6900

QOur operators are readq 24 hours a day to
take your VISA and MasterCard orders.

Ot send check or maney order to:
Fortuna Enterprises
P0. Box 30506-E °

Long Beach, CA 90853

Ba surs o include the BSeérs name,
address, and your massage with your order!

Califomia residents pleasa add salés fax.
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——— WARHOL DIARIES ——

CONTIMNUUED FROM P AGE 62)

shorts but they had lace trim. Michael Caine was there and he
traded his Sea Island cotton boxer shorts with a devils-and-pitch-
forks design to Shirley MacLaine for her green bikini with a black
spider on the crotch and two of her crystals, 1 love underwear, |
really do. I'm going to design my own line of underwear someday.
Fred said | should do one with my picture all over it. 1 said that
means a lot of people will be sitting on my face. (langhs)

[ just remembered that today is my birthday so I went back to
the office to see if anyone sent me anything and | opened the
door and there was a surprise party for me, except it had been
going on for three hours already. All the help was there and the
models. Alot of people from the old days were there—John Suck,
National Pastime, Golly G.. International Waters, my favorite
music group from the sixties, the Sex Offenders, Barbara Bru-
nette, Marc Studd. It really felt wonderful to see all these people
who were such an important part of the scene. And then 1 got
very depressed and wanted them all to leave but I couldn't kick
them out because they were still having a good time. But [ wish 1
had one of those guns they have on Star Trek where you can zap
them off and they disappear. | really hated them all and I wished
they were all dead, but without any blood or anything.

Barry Diller sent me a boy love doll which was life-size and he
had a likeness of John Travolta made up as the head. 1 gor a
dozen condoms from Steve Rubell. Bianca gave me a new wig
which was blond and streaky like what the women wear on upper
Madison Avenue, the older Jewish Princesses. It was really great.
They were all cheap, trashy gifts. If they really liked me they
would have bought me something nice. | got depressed and
thought of committing suicide with Quaaludes but the phone
rang and it was Jackie O. in her breathy voice, inviting me to a
special party at Mortimer's, where she was going to announce her
engagement.

Jackie's party was great. Just what | needed. [ was really thrilled
that she invited me because she always used to give me these
funny looks when we met. 1 even kissed her on the cheek. 1t was
wall-to-wall people. I mean the heavyweights were there. Kirk
Douglas looked great. He told me he'd just had his chin dimple
redone so it was bigger and deeper. It was really the most beauti-
ful chin dimple I'd ever seen. But | never saw Cary Grant’s.

[ went cruising for movie stars so | could get their autographs. 1
got Al Pacino (he's very handsome), Tom Selleck (is he gay or
what?), Mayor Koch, John Forsythe, O. ]. Simpson. [ fell in love
with this young boy, a waiter who wanted to be an actor, of
course. His name was Mel Goldberg, but he said he was going to
change it to Mel Gibson. | promised to give him a Marilyn and a
Hammer and Sickle. I've never done that before but sometimes |
get this streak of generosity that can only come from love. He was
very sweet but | think he was just being nice to me because he
was one of the help.

Everyone was waiting for Jackie to make her engagement
announcement and finally she made a little speech. She said she
really wasn't getting engaged at all. It was just a trick to get every-
one there and have a great party. It was just a joke. Only Jackie O.
could get away with something like that. It was so great. | really
loved it.

I forgot to check what time it was so 1 was late for this very
Jewish party that Steve Rubell and Donald Trump invited me to.
It was some famous rabbi's birthday and they were holding itin a
big tent in Central Park. It was all those people with the long
beards and those greasy curly sideburns. The little boys dress like
the Blues Brothers and the men wear these long black coats and
black fur hats. They were all drunk. | couldn’t believe it but they
were spraying each other with shaving cream and trying to shave
each other’s beards off. The kids were running around with scis-
sors so they could cut some beards too. It was weird. The mayor
was there. He must have followed me. He always goes to these
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Jewish parties. He was wearing a black fur hat and a wig and a
beard. He looked good. I told him how great he looked and he
hugged me. 1 said now that he has a great disguise he could be a
real fairy just like the rest of us. He froze and turned red under
his fake hair.

There was a party for this new magazine called Masturbation
and Fly-Fishing. It's for people who like to masturbate and fly-fish.
They had this guy demonstrating how you could do both at the
same time. | guess that's why these guys always wear those loose
overalls or whatever you call them, so they can stick their free
hand under them and jerk off while they're waiting for a fish to
bite. It must be boring to wait and wait, so now you can play with
yourself too. [ think it's going to be a big winner.

Paul Newman gave a party for his dog, Brenda, and invited me
and Halston and Liza. Bianca was pissed because she didn'c get
invited. It was mostly dogs, though. Paul Newman is so fabulous.
He told me he wanted to get laid but he likes a certain type of
woman and his wife would disapprove and besides, it wouldn't be
good for his image. If this type of woman knew that Paul New-
man was madly in love with her there would be a stampede to his
docr. I promised not to tell what type it is but a word to the wise:
don't let a little extra fat get in your way.

Something happened to me after the Newman party and 1 got
really scared: I forgot what my next party was. | was a blank. Fred,
Halston, and Bianca were with me and they forgot too. Bianca
thought it was the opening of the Met costume show that Diana
Vreeland designed, the Dutch boy and Dutch girl costumes of
the seventeenth century. But we weren't sure.

We got to the museum and it was closed. Bianca started to cry
and said “What are we going to do?” over and over again. |
started to cry too because it gets like a chain reaction when you
see someone cry. Then Fred and Halston started to cry and
people were looking at us.

A really cute boy on a motorcycle stopped to look at us
because we were crying and he recognized me. Halston screamed
at him and said how could he stare at us when we were mourning
my mother’s death. Halston can say those things without even
thinking. Fred said we should take a cab downtown and some-
thing would turn up by the time we got there.

Bianca said, “Where? Where's there?” She was getting crazy,
like a junkie without drugs. It was making me a little crazy too,
because we still didn't know where our next party was. Halston
said we should call Sylvia Miles because she goes to everything.
Fred called and got her answering machine and Sylvia has this
message where she tells where she's going to be.

Sylvia was going to this charity party for some organization
that was fighting for animal rights, It was really great. Lots of fair-
ies were there because they really love animals. They showed a
movie about how doctors do these weird things to rabbits and
mice, and they showed rabbits with three heads and mice with
big cancer lumps.

And then the movie got really crazy and they showed doctors
torturing little bunnies and even fucking them. It was the worst
thing I ever saw but | couldn't take my eyes off this cute doctor
who had this very big cock. The rabbit actually liked it, so maybe
some of the animals didn’t have to complain.

Then we all got freaked out when they showed the mice get-
ting bopped on the head with hammers that kept popping out of
the little walls, The mice that couldn't figure out how to escape
were beaten to a bloody pulp by the hammers and they were
screaming. They showed like a hundred different mice screaming
in these quick cuts and the screams got louder and higher. People
were fainting and throwing up.

I lost Halston and Bianca and Fred somewhere in the fainting,
but I bumped into this black giant named Wilt Chamberlain, and
he asked me if | wanted to go to a voodoo party uptown in
Harlem. 1 should have said no because things were getting
strange, but [ said yes. He picked me up like 1 was a basketball and
carried me to his car. He said he could palm me. He grabbed me
by my buns and held me that way with one hand. It felt really
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nice.

The voodoo party was really weird. Lots of people were there.
Yves St. Laurent, the Kennedy girls, this cute guy named Anwar
Sadat who said he was the president of Lgypt, and even Frank
Sinatra, who was wearing these tight jeans. | couldn't keep my
eyes off Sinatra in his tight jeans. They were rolled up so you
could see his black socks. He was wearing garters. He looks very
weird in jeans. His ass is too square. You have to have a very small
ass to look good in jeans. I've never seen him in jeans and a
T-shirt before. He always wears suits and ties.

[ forgot to say that Wilt was still palming me. I think he forgot
he was holding me, because he was trying to get Dionne Warwick
and Lee Radziwill to go to bed with him. He said he could palm
them both at the same time and fuck them simultaneously as if
he were lifting weights. I'd love to film that. He probably has the
biggest cock in the world. | can't believe it's small because it
would be out of proportion to the rest of him. Although he does
have a small head.

Everybody was given a tiny glass of something to drink and it
was supposed to make you part of the voodoo world or some-
thing. | didn't drink mine.

Then we all got these ugly little rag dolls and a big pin and we
were supposed to stick the pin into the doll over and over and
scream and curse at the doll because she was the incarnation of
our worst enemy in real life.

Frank Sinatra was screaming “Ava, die, you son of a bitch cunt
bastard fuck” over and over. Calvin Klein was putting a curse on
Ralph Lauren. | didn't think that was nice. | mean. there’s plenty
of business for both of them and they're into different things.

Sidney Poitier jumped around screaming for a human doll to
stick pins into and Wilt finally noticed me in his palm and threw
me to Sidney Poitier. They wanted me to be the human doll. |
couldn’t believe it. | mean; Sammy Davis was there and so was
Joel Grey. | got so scared that I bit Sidney on the arm and he
dropped me. Then some old black lady told them to leave me
alone because [ was blessed with the spirit of the jujube, and Sid-
ney fell to his knees and kissed my feet. I've got to find out more
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about my spiritual powers. Maybe [ can scare some people into
paying more for my paintings. (laughs) When 1 left, Wilt Cham-
berlain was palming four girls at once. Boy. he really has big
hands. | can barely hold an orange.

There was a party ar 200 Fifth Avenue to dedicate a new
freight elevator and [ went because [ thought [ might meet some-
one hunky, but there was nobody there but lowlife Latinos and
their girlfriends. It was boring and they drank rum and Dr Pepper.

Found a note in my mailbox inviting me and the Interview
people to a gay mailmen's party at this new disco, Quthouse.
Well, mailmen look just like anyone else when they're not in
uniform. They're not as attractive as cops or firemen. They all
have drooping right shoulders from carrying those big, heavy
mailbags.

Lost sense of the time but it must have been close to four
o'clock in the morning. The mailmen told me there was a big
stamp collectors’ party uptown but it sounded boring, so | went
to this after-hours party for Jody Powell. He used to work for
Jimmy Carter. It was just some guys sitting around drinking beer.
They gave me dirty looks, and one guy with a Southern accent
threatened to hit me with his beer bottle if [ didn't give him a
blowjob.

[ got really scared and ran out and there were these drag
queens out on the street who tried to calm me down but they
were feeling me up too and they took my wallet.

I had some change in my pocket and | called Fred and Halston
and Bianca but nobody was home, because | guess they were at a
great party somewhere and | wasn't. | needed a car or a cab to
come for me because | had no money. [t was the worst feeling.

I don’t remember how | got home. [ just remember walking
around the docks and talking to people in cars who came up to
me. | must have done something because | found twenty dollars
in my pocket later.

1 glued myself together and just then the phone rangand it was
Truman Capote inviting me to Henry Kissinger's party for Carlos
the Jackal. Who is Carlos the Jackal? He must be somebody. It
sounded great. Ml
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CLASSIFIED ADS

IMITATION CELLUL AR PHONE

WITH GLASS-MOUNT ANTENNA,
INCREDIBLY REALISTIC!
VIRTUALLY IMPOSSIBLE TO
SPOT AS AN IMITATION!
FEATURES
GLOW-IN-THE-DARK KEYPAD.
EVERYONE WILL THINK YOU'VE wstalled an expensive
cellular telephone in your velacle Tostalls i seconds. S14.95 +

S4.00s b TRC, Box SO08, Dept. NL-10 New Haven. CT
06525

This holiday, show them how weird you really
are. Send them a subscription to NATIONAL
PUBLIC HUMOR NEWSLETTER. $10
annually. $2.50 free sample: NPHN-NL, P.O.
Box 21, Cheshire, CT 06410.

ASIAN WOMEN DESIRE ROMANCE!
Overseas. attractive Oriental ladies seek
friendship, marriage. SUNSHINE INTER-

NATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE, Dept. TZ,

Box 5500, Kailua-Kona, Hawaii 96745. (808)
325-T707.

BLANK PHOTO ID CARDS

Make lmmatnd Fhota Ills on
any lyp . Al

for 5 10s. |
Good In All Stales and Canada f P,
— 5 FREE BIRTH CERTIFICATES e
Fast Sarvice * Moneyback Guaranies e Arm,
. Rush C.( C.0D. (Call 24 H:a} 1‘31)4‘3561“-! |
- 5 rms1p

Cl!DINli FU!lISHINE DEPT. Ba?
2071 Emarson, Box 5200 + Jacksonwile, FL 32207

SPEEDY RESEARCH. Reports, Papers
$4.00 per page. Materials for research assis-
tance use only! 6546 Hollywood Blvd., Las
Angeles, Ca. 90028. Call Today! 213-463-1257,
Visa/MC Fax.

14K GOLD/5-DIAMOND EARRING STUD
WHAT “SUIT'S” YOU? 0 CHEATING
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IE|
SINCE 1952
INDICATE SELECTION RY 1 FT‘[EH

10115 1.5, AOUTE 41 NORTH
LUTZ, FLORAIDA 33549

FLA. DNLY (813) 048-2218
TOLL FREE (800) 344-4324

$3 'SATISFACTION GUARANTFEDI
CHECK, M.0.. MC. VISA. AMEX

ADD §5 00 SIFPING & MANDLING GFT DOOED

Assemble Products
Call For Info. 504-641-8003 Ext. 6417

Easy Work! Excellent Pay!
At Home.

CALIFORNIA'S

P gach and Surf!‘“gﬁlrs

plus originalActivewear, Sportsgear and
. that you'll only find in. . .

Other cool stuff, .

The California EDGE Catalog

Fora FREE
Color Catalog

805-965-6665 it

San Francisco Farting Contest Video
$29.95 -+ $3.00 shipping. Original Contest
T-shit $10.00. Institute of Absurdity, 236 W.
Portal, Suite 170, San Francisco, CA 94127.

MEET WOMEN WORLDWIDE! Free 24-
pg. catalog! America's most respected corre-
spondence service! CHERRY BLOSSOMS,
190NL. Rainbow Ridge, Kapaan, Hawaii 96755,
1 (808) D61-2114 anytime.

JOBS—EUROQPEN
Thousands of jobs in over 140 speciolties. Many require
only boccaloureate. Invest in your future! For complete
list— includes prerequisites, application form & instruc-
tions—send S8.00 (K o1 MO, to
Brioso Enterprises, Konstanzenstr. 84A
8500 Numnberg, Germany.

CONDOMS

ORDER BY MAIL AND SAVE!II

Pleage RUSH in UNMARKED Package
12-piece Condom Sampler $609
Cotedom E3er contans o uoieeten of TROJMK BRAND CONDOMS.
netudng TROMNRIBEED TROMN ENZ. andl TROJAN PLUS
Complete Condom Catalog twith purchase)
€ compiete condem catatug offers e ertre TROJAN BRAND LINE
TROMN BRAND GONDONMS have been the #1 trand for ove: 70 years
Send to Night Life Dist . P O Box 20425
San Diego, CA 92120-0172

FREE

W R
L HAT
llllS[IlI.

©ynnrcar

"SUPPORT SAFER SEX"
Oplional on Shits No Charge
+ EShite—$10 (+ 52 Posiagafka )—Siate Sza and C ¢rywr B \ﬂm!rm
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To-GA Crorai, mt Pn Bm 07, Clearwaler, FL 30616 FREE BHOCHURE

SHOW THAT YOURE STRAICHT
OR JUST BE SAFE

e

SEND $19.50 to

NO NAME ENTERPRISES
P.O. BOX 3818

OAK BROOK IL.
60522-3818

CHECK OR MOHEY ORDER
s H L Xt

WATER BALLOON SLINGSHOT
Launches water balloons 130 vards. Guaran-
teed. Send check or money order for $13 1o
C.X. BLASTER, P.O. Box 3843N, South
Pasadena, CA 91031.

INDOOR GARDENING
SUPPLIES
THE LATEST IN ORGANIG TOOLS,
LIGHTING, BOOKS, FERTILIZERS -
WE HAVE IT ALL'

FULL  FREE BACCHURE - PRIVACY GUARANTEED
PO BOX 6-L9, REDWAY,CA 05560
CIRCLE  (707) 9233088 or Tot Fres (800)426 5511

FREE JAMES BROWN
Button or Bumper Sticker, $2.00 each. Send

check or money order to BROWN OUT,
Box 29676, Los Angeles, CA 90029.

WOODSTOCK 20-YEAR ANNIVERSARY T's.
Limited Edition. $10.00 each, URINE TEST—
ULTIMATE DEFENSE —FREE INFORMA-
TION. V.I.E, Box 459, Osteen, FL 32764,

#1 - GONAD THE BARBARIAN
#2 - OFFENDERS OF THE UNIVERSE
13-PANDORA, AN EROTIC TRILOGY

@ Each Cartoon is feature length, in
Y stereo/Hi Fi. Only $28% each + $3%
& shipping (you must be 21,

EXCALIBUR FILMS
1-800-289-6684
3621 W. Commonwealth, Fullerfon. GA 92633

Wrile lor Iree catalon. Conlains thousands
ol gizzling video movies for every inlerest
and lasle. Save up to B4%s over retail price.

FREE CATALOG

FARTING CONTEST! World-famous radio
broadecast of internationally acclaimed sporting
event, Guaranteed laughs or your money back.
Great for parties! You'll have them rolling

on the floor! FREE “no wind" poster with
purchase. This is wind-breaking virtuosity at
its finest! Cassette, $9.95 + $2.05 shipping.
Empire Associates, Dept. 119NL, 6260 South
Lake Drive, Suite 1018, Cudahy, W1 53110.

GET PAID for mailing letters! $200.00 daily.
Write: PAASE—PBY, 161 Lincolnway, North
Aurora, 1L 60542,

TERM PAPER
ASSISTANCE

RUSH $2 FOR 291 PAGE CATALOG
OR PHONE TOLL FREE WITH CREDIT CARD

BERKELEY RESEARCH
2385.A Ocean Ave. = San Franclgco, CA 84127

Term Paper
Assistance

1-800 PRO PAPER

DO YOU HATE SOMEONE?
GET EVEN!

Make them look like a fool. Put @ Rude Bumper Sticker on their car.
Stickers like "“Proud To Be Guy" = “Child Molester” ond many more.
For o group of samples plus a discount list of ather stickers, send only
§3.95 plus $1.00 S/H to;  RUDE Stitker Co.
P.0. Box 5292 - Dept. N10
Humden, €T 06518

NEW CLASSIFIED RATES
Want to reach 2,895,000 hot pros-
pecls? Well, we've gol them. Rales
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 display ad is $200, one
time. Check must accompany order.
Call or write: Howard Jurofsky,
National Larnpoon,

155 Avenue of the Americas

New York, N.Y. 10013

(212} 645-5040
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For Your Car’s Dum per
For a Richer Tomorrow

Highest quality vinyl with durable
silkscreened image printed in bold violet.
S'llisf.au ction guaranteed. Send $5. name & address to:

P.0. Box 91704

" Santa Barbara, CA 93190-1704
call 24 hrs, (805) 682-5935
Turboeharged VISUALIZATION MAGNET Ineludod

FINANCIAL FREEDOM AT LAST!!!
In your spare time with our Money-Making
System. Simple, legal, no selling. ANYONE
CAN DO IT! Easiest, Fastest, Million-Dollar
System revealed. Special Limited-Time
Offer—ONLY $5.00. Send with name and
address to: Sphere Enterprises, Dept. 15 M,
P.O. Box 22059, 45 Overlea Blvd., Toronto,
Ontario, Canada M4H1N9.

VIDEO — MEET LOVELY
PHILIPPINE WOMEN
Tradiional Filipinas make ternfic wifes. Now, vou can
select from hundreds of attractive, marnage-minded
women by viewing video- tapes in the privacy of your
home Each 2-hour video lias 2730 four minute inter |
views, professiomally produced, VIS or BETA. FREE

Brochure
ASIAN VIDEO PRODUCTIONS
L0, Box 2397, Escondido, CA 92025 (619) 746-7118 29 1y
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HOW TO GET HUNDREDS
OF BEAUTIFUL GIRLS INTO BED
Unstoppable scoring secret revealed. Self-
addressed stamped envelope to:
Jeffries Publishing
6050 Canterbury Dr.
Suite G 228 Dept N2
Culver City, CA 90230

TERM PAPER
BLUES?.

Term Paper

Assistance
Catalog of 14,278
research papers

Order Catalog Today with Visa/MC or COD

Toll Free
el 1-800-351-0222
in CA (213) 477-8226 Mon-Fri., 10am-5pm (Pacific Time)
Or send $2.00 with coupen below
Qur 306-page catalog contains detailed descrip-
tions of 14,278 research papers, a virtual library
of information at your fingertips. Footnote and
bibliographic pages are free. Ordering is easy as
picking up your phone. Let this valuable educa-
tional aid serve you throughout your college
years.
Research Assistance also provides custom
research and thesis assistance. Our staff of 75
professional writers, each writing in his field of
expertise, can assist you with all your research
needs.
RA

since| 970

RESEARCH ASSISTANCE
11322 Idaho Ave. * Suite 206 NS
West Los Angeles, Calif. 90025 I

I Please rush my cataleg. Enclosed is $2.00 to cover poslage
Name
| Address

Loty ——

__suate____ Zip_

BOOBS FOR SALE!
Big, voluptuous, Faux-Boobs for wear or
display. FFun for parties, pranks, or just plain
fondling. Discreetly packaged. 30-Day Money-
Back Guarantee! CHK. /MO.: §12.75/ pair +
$3.75 P&H: AWK, P.O. BOX 4819, Baltimore,
Maryland 21211,

’ THE MAD MOTHER* SHOWER CURTAIN
GUESTS OVERSTAYING THEI ‘WELCCME?
LET MOTHER HELA!
ONE PIYCHOSHOWER SENDS
THEM PACKING!
_MOTEL QuUALITY
S 2500 INCLUDES sipping, J5
MUY DACH JUARATIE
Don Bamer. OB, 702172 Qcate, L 32670
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ORBER:
10 CARDS"

HUNBUGBERS |'¢

BOX 8410
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(6%

0 _OTTBN ALIMPER STICKEH OR
T-5HIRTS—51295 BUTTON - $150 €4
SWEAT SHIRTS- ALL PRICES

5199 INCLUDE SHIPPING

Sl XL + | QUALITY T sHIRTS

O 0L —ADDSI OR SWEATSHIRI S
(WHITE ONLY! PHOFESSIONALLY

4 CLA SLK SCH ON OFTAILED DOWN 10
RED WHITE YELLOW BLUE DABNY BOY 5 BARY BLUES
Send chack or maney order le: FIIESIII-HI“S PRAYER CLUB
14352 LENEXA, KS 66215

Fl]l] INFﬂ' [A13) 5994410 / VISA M/C

Fartin® Eddie presents the -

FARTFILTER

The ultimate gag far parties or thal

fartin® iriond. Breakihrough filtration

systam traps those eya-walarin'
stomach=lurnin' farts. $3.95 + $1.00 P&H, Fartin'
Eddie 217 § Division Svile 77 Ann Arbor MI 48104

U.S.—Asian Connection. Beautiful, Faithful
Asian ladies seek friendship/marriage. Free
photo brochure. (702) 451-3070 or I2.0. Box
60283, Las Vegas, Nevada 39160.

Feel like a MONARCH left BARRON on
yellow CLIFKFS? Forget the review notes!
Now you can ace your lit exams by knowing
the Q & A's before the exam. Choose your
tests from over 30 of the toughest books
you'll ever be assigned. We're talking
Shakespeare. Scarlet Letter, Chaucer. etc.

.. Be ready for the next one! Send $1.00
for catalogue to:

| A Novel Approach

1478 University Ave. Suite 195

V| Berkeley, CA 94702

only $19.95
- Make Your Move -

Gameboard in full color
Plays like regular CHECKERS
Great Christmas Present
Great Birthday Present
To order this New & Exciting
Chec Hers,, game send
Check/MO to: CHEC-HERS
_Box 8, Kasota, MN 56050-0008

Sales Order Form (print or type)

Y Name —— -
. I ¥ a Address
|2 —
Jesus %:,\’:"_(\ oY Amouni
Wy
CHRISTMAS . ARDS -Sr::::mgmandlmg 350
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THE PERSONALS *

A VOW FROM ME: YOU'LL GO APE OVER
OUR SIZZLING SELECTION OF HIGHLY

OF THE FISCAL YEAR AND OUR
| WAREHOUSES ARE BULGING WITH THE
| HUMID PROMISE OF RESPONSIVELY

FLESHED SINGLES WHO ARE HUNGRY FOR

| YOUR GLISTENING ESCARGOTS! CALL WRITE,

OR BROWSE, BUT FOR 6OD'S SAKE, DO IT
SOON — | TOLD THE COMPIROLLER |
WOULDN'T TAKE THIS SUIT OFF UNTIL

IT TURNS OUT THE DAMN THING 1S LINED
WITH SEBACEOUS MOHAIR! TWO HOURS
AND I'M READY FOR A FJORD-FUL OF
TINACTIN! AND, HEY! YOU WITH THE

OUT OF HERE!

i

HUMPABLE LOVE INTERESTS! IT'S THE END

WE'VE CLEANED OUT OUR INVENTORY, AND

RUBBER GLOVES! GET THAT GREEN MONKEY

N
~

Exe:
Tri-State

| —
AR 1

STERLING PASSAIC,
cutive Director,
Total Singles Network

She god do dcared Lhis adeoont
mméf&‘onwfgudmﬁdo
" @ pebsi dith fudl of goun best

3 Mﬁﬂmdmul«u&/wl#u
WM’M:‘WWM

| Just ong of oue many over-
stocked warehouses that
help to comprisa the gra-
clous New Jergey skylinal

LEADING FRATERNITY seeks succubus or
succubi for mutually beneficial fransfer of wet
goods. Box B81F.

HANDSOME MALE ATTORNEY, 35, seeks
to meet pretty woman 26-35 for moonlit
walks on the beach, romantic dinners, enjoy-
ing serene weekends, and sharing our lives
together. Also you should have a two-inch-
deep vagina so | can achieve my dream of hit-
ting bottom. Box 298B.

SWM seeks troul or bass, tresh out of the
water, which | can detooth and which can
convulse like crazy and thrash its last with my
hard cock stuffed in its mouth. Box 390N.

WE'RE A MATCH MADE IN HEAVEN, AND
THIS IS US: I'm a Chopin-loving rarefied sun-
dried homunculus with skin the color of Billy
Martin’s underwear after a Tampa day of
dusty fungo, and I've got a pubic bush with
the look and feel of a large, loosely knit pine
cone and the kind of handsome lacquered
genitalia all humans hunger for; my anus is
like the leaky helm of the Exxon Valdez, but
I've got nipple hair as thick as chintz and a hot
skin auger that'll hog your dreams, and | love
the feel of the wet spongy flesh of my but-
tocks pressed against the red-hot coils of my
broiler and | know what | wantand itis YOU: a
grandly voluptuous albino; lying prostrate
you are a bleached relief map of the South

114 NATIONAL LAMPOON

Dakota foothills, the tulip-faced meat petals
of your womanhood agape before me like a
gutted carp; the tartness of your sweaty
blond genitalia staying tangy on my tongue all
afternoon long; our body hair meeting like
Velcro and attaching like a rubber-soled shoe
to a porno-theater floor as you wipe a finish
onto my #1 fait accompli. You are a rich tap-
estry of abdominal secretions and charm,
turnkey condition, with the gossamer resolve
of a knee-sore beggarwench in faux vinyl
torso clamps. I'm all suited up, inside and out,
for a honeymoon and a half, and my hor-
mones are poised as | await your response.
Nonsmokers only. Box 387V.

ATTRACTIVE SWF, 23, would like to just
ance meel a man I'm attracted to who isn't
going to leave me for a faggot or a Chinese
woman. Box 583D.

VAPID, GABBY, GREEDY, pissy, glop-mas-
caraed SWF with exquisite, acrobically
honed, Kegel-ready body seeks SWMs for
government-sanctioned research tests on
how much horrible shit men will put up with
and how much, percentage-wise, of their sal-
ary they're willing to spend if they think they
have a prayer of getling laid. Box 762C.

WILL YOU ANSWER ALREADY?! This ad
has been in here for three months! Sheesh,
all Ilwantis one single, long-legged, big-titted,

Movie Star News

casaba-butted blonde! Am | being so greedy
that this should be denied me? Don't give me
this bullshit that in a country of 240 million
people there aren't thousands of you out
there, and at least one of you is horny for a
short, bald, warty frecklatto who smells of
plastic because he works in a Lucite factory.
Come on already, I'm sick of dicking Rock
Cornish game hens and watching Jeopardy!
alone. Box 212P,

BEFORE | RESPOND to a personal from last
month's listings, | want to know which is fatter
—buxom, voluptuous, womanly, full-figured,
healthy bady, or shapely? And which actually
has the highest proportion of tits mixed in
with the fat? If you know, please write me at
Box 639B.

READY TO TURN QVER A NEW LEAF, AND
ALL I NEED IS THE RIGHT GIRL: Psychotic,
irrational, strung-out SWM who's made a life
of stabbing nurses and cutting off dogs'
cocks for fun is ready to trade in his knives
and vise grips for a happy marriage if you're a
SWF 22-35, who likes picnics, picket fences,

and drinking iced tea on the porch swing. Box
348H.

VISIT GRIDIRON GREAT JAN STENERUD'S
GALLERY OF WADS IN NEARBY PARSIPPANY
AND GET §5 OFF YOUR NEXT DATE!

Coovriaght © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc.




\
Not a magazine.
Not a comic book.
Not for children.
Not a dream.
Barely a reality.

...Something different.

Now a Bimonthly

At Selected Newsstands, Bookstores & Specialty Shops or by Subscription
Heavy Metal, 155 Avenue of the Americas, New York, N.Y. 10013

Subscription prices: One year—511.95 Two Years—S18.95 Three years—S$24.95

—




SURGEON GENERAL'S WARNING: Quitting Smoking
Now Greatly Reduces Serious Risks to Your Health.




