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“It You've
Ever

Put Anyone

On Hold,
We Need To
Talk.”

Your telephone is usually the first, and somerimes IMAGE On Hold can mention specials, seasonal
only, contact your customers have with you. So items, or specific information about your company.
take this opportunity and make it work for you.

And best of all, we do it all. From scripting and

The IMAGE On Hold system features custom- production to equipment and maintenance ...

produced messages which play through your everything is included for one low price.

existing phone system and can only be heard while

your customers are on hold. To hear how IMAGE On Hold or any of the other
IMAGE Teleproducts™ can improve your profes-

IMAGE On Hold reaches a captive audience and sional image, just give us a call. Because you never

focus their arrentrion on YOU! get a second chance to make a good first impression.

IMAGE OnHold"

Detroit (313) 355-1776 / Chicago (708) 634-7200 / Nationwide 1-800-888-1776
A Division of Liberty Hill Corporation
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BEditorial!'dl

We were going to do a parody of Spy in this issue, but that's unnecessary now and a bit distasteful.
It would have been really funny, though. On page 13 we were going to have pictures of famous people in
wacky poses with funny captions and interview death row inmates about their favorite anti-perspirants.
Then we were going to have somebody send out a funny letter to a company making some off-the-wall

request-- and then publish the reply. Take our word for it-- it was hilarious.

In fact, this sudden surge of bankrupt magazines has gotten a lot National Lampoon fans nervous.
There are some people out there who say that we're just a bunch of "untalented, perverts, just barely scrap-
ing by from month to month." Well, to those of you who subscribe to this belief, we say this: PHOOEY!!
Contrary to popular opinion, National Lampoon has no plans whatsoever of folding. We've been around for
twenty-five years, and we plan to be around for a hundred more. There's absolutely nothing to worry
about, so just disregard anything you may have heard contrary to this. In fact, just Lo strengthen our read-
er relations, we announce a BRAND NEW NatLamp CONTEST!!

All you have to do is send us in any spare change you may have and a picture of yourself naked,
for us to do with whatever we please. The winner will he announced in the next issue.

Of course, for legal reasons, we can't publish the picture in the pages of National Lampoon, but

NATIONAL LAMPOON MAGAZINE! That's right, one lucky contestant will get to be the head ho
America’'s premiere comedy magazine. NOTE:
This is not an "Editor-for-a-Day" contest. The "
winner will be Editor-in-chief-- indefinetly. T )

Ten Second prize winners will each receive
750,000 shares of National Lampoon stock, plus
$700 in unused postage meter money and an
assortment of office supplies-and furniture.

Third prize winners will receive a warehouse
in New Jersey full of Natliamp ‘back issues. That's righ
AN ENTIRE-WAREHOUSH COMFPLETE WITH OVER NINETY
THOUSAND BACK ISSUES OF YOUR FAVORITE MAGAZINEHL
Do whatever you want with them. Read ‘em, sell ‘em, smoke ‘em,
shove ‘em up your ass, whatever!

As for the matter of the state of humor in America-- for the
benefit of our readers, we asked our editors to rank the nation's
comedy magazines. The rankings and illustrative quotes follow:

1. Wational Lampoon ("Top-notch editorial staff")

Editor's Note: This was an overwhelming unanimous choice.

2. National Geographic ("Pictures of wild animals in heat")

3. Ebony ("Atleast one Jackson family member on cover every month")

a, The Advocate ("Iloved that movie with Dustin Hoffman")

5. Field & Stream ("Fish pornography, can’t beat it")

6. Sassy ("A magazine that instructs sixteen-year-old girls sexual techniques")

7. New Woman ("A magazine that instructs bitter forty-year-old women sexual technigues'")
8. (Tie)

Spy ("Was 10th until it quit publishing")
The Comedy Magazine ("Comedy is its middle name")
Modern Bride
Cat Fancy
10. TV Guide ("Sometimes they have typos in the listings which are funny, like one time they
said, "Tonight, Tim Allen Drills His Wife on Home Improvemenis")

Editor's Note: The Laugh Factory Magazine didn't even make our list because it didn't meet our

HATIONAL LAMPOON 5
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Sirs:

I absolutely love your
show! It’s the perfect way to relax
after a stressful day! Normally I
don't let me kids watch TV while
they eat, but Rescue 911 is so life
affirming | think it may actually
aid in the digestion process!

Keep up the good work!!!

And Honey. I was hoping
you might tell me where 1 could
get a dress like the one worn by
the woman who went through
the windshield on your Dec. 2
show. It was an ivory-colored fab-
ric with a lace collar and a rose
petal print.. although those may
have heen just blood stains! 1
know the woman is still in a
coma, but perhaps someone in
her immediate family may know
where she bought it. | have a
wedding to go next month and
that dress would be perfect!
Thanks for your help!!!!

Po White Trash
Trailer Park, USA

NATIONAL LAMPOON

Sirs:

“No State shall make or
enforce any law which shall
abridge the privileges or
immunities of citizens of the
United Stales; nor shall any
State deprive any person of
life, liberty, or property, with-
out due process of law.”

These clowns are unbe-
lievable.

Rush Limbaugh
Dissecting the
Constitution

Sirs:

The good news is that for
the last six months, I was vegetar-
ian— just like River Phoenix.

John Candy

FROM THE EDITORS

Sirs:
Finally. Maybe I can get
some parts again.,

Louie Anderson

Sirs:

I resent the fact that you
think T have no talent. You
should see the things I do in bed
with my hushand, the President
of a major record label.

Mariah Carey
Hitting the high notes

Sirs:

Next, I'll be opening for
Nirvana at the Forum and then
I'll go into the studio with
Siouxsie Sioux for a duels album.
Kids nowadays, they love me.

Tony Bennet
Fooling Himself

Go ahead, pull my finger.

Cobvriaht © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc



Sirs:

Yo, yo, yo. I'm com-
ing to ya from the streets.
Tellin' like it is. You know
man, | started out as a
gangsta— and I'm still a
gangsta. I came from the
‘hood and that’s where I'm
comfortable. Now, Winston,
could you fetch the Olde
English, please?

Dr. Dre
Adjusting to life in
Bel Air

Sirs:

They suck the life
from you, ['ve said. But I am
really antiSemtitic? Do I
really wish for the extinc-
tion of the Jewish People. Of
course, the answer is no.
But, I do like a synagogue
machine gun massacre
every now and then, just
like the next guy.

Louis Farrakahan
Toning it Down for
the Press

Sirs:

No. It has nothing to
do with that. No, really, I'm
not scared. I happen to han-
dle the ball better wearing
rubber gloves and a mask,

LA Laker
Doing drills with
Coach Johnson

| e—

Sirs:
When do I get the
chance to Roast him?

Angelica Huslon
At Jack Nicholson’s
Salute

Cobovriaht © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc

Sirs:

No problem, I'll get
that for you. Hey! Thtop
that! You want me to beat
you? I thought you thaid
you want the sthoap!

Stacey Koon
Adapting to life in
prison

Sirs:

Since my husband
died, I can't seem Lo [ind the
will to date again

Tom Hanks
Sleepless in
Philadelphia

Sirs:

I can’t believe people
find Howard Stern ffffunny.
Their is a difference hetween
hahahaving fun with people
and making fun of
ppppppppppeople.

Dean of Studies
American Institute of
Stuttering

Sirs:

Would you mind if 1
brought over a few of my
friends to have a party. Just
a few 13 inchers, maybe a 27
incher if we're lucky.

Your Television
In the Interactive Age

NATIONAL LAMPOON
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10 Minutes with John Hughes

Before John Hughes became the film guru he is today, he dominated the pages of National
L Magazine with such literary classics as "My Vaging®, ‘The Hughes Er
Guide” and "Vacatfion ‘68— which eventually spun off infa the classic film, Vacation.

Needless to say, we were more than thriled when Hughes unexpectedly stoppé

the NL hecdguarters and reluctantly agreed fo a ten minute interview, fouching on such top-
lcs as the tragic death of John Candy. his philosophy of fimmaking, and even' an exclusi
on Fafty, his next blockbuster due out this summer. All in all, it was a full ten minutes.

JH: I see that Naticnal Lampoon hasn't lost
it's lavish sense of interior decorating.

NL: Are you implying that it was this drab in
the old days?

JH: (smiles, lights a Marlboro) Worse.

NL: Well, let's start with that. A lot of
people don't know that you got your start as an
editor for National Lampoon Magazine.

JH: Yeah, but don't tell my
wife that, she still thinks I
was in film school at the time.

NL: Don't worry, your secret
is safe with us. But what were
things like then? ' Was it a fun
staff?

JH: Hmm. . ..lets see, it was
me, P.J O'Rourke, John Waters,
yeah, 1'd say it was a fun
staff.

NL: Now, I was recently given a
list of your numerous f£ilm
exploits.

JH: ..and “exploits” is a very
appropriate word there.

NL: Well the thing that impressed me the most
was that there's so damn many of them. It seems
like just about every comedy that came out of
the eighties was either written, directed, or
produced by John Hughes. And half of them star
John Candy. I'm sure we don't have to go over
how devastated you must have been by his untime-
ly death.

JH: {laughs)
do you?

You don‘t beat around the bush,

NL: Well, it seems like such an obvious ques-
tion -- the two of you were very close.

JH: Of course we were. Like I‘ve told every
other journalist, John was the funniest, most
sensitive man I've ever known. T really don't
want to talk about it anymore.

" Ihe-average audience memher at
oie of my films has the_intellect of
bo- fo, the talhing chimp. You think
anyone with the shhtest notion of S,
character development and plot structure
would pay five buchs to see Curly Sue?” g

NL: ©O.K., I can certainly respect that. Was
he scheduled to be in your next big block-
buster?

JH: No. Again, 1 really don‘t want to talk
about John Candy any more.

NL: Can we talk about this next huge block-
buster you have brewing?

JH: (Reaches for a fresh cigarette) Hey, let's
ease our way into that ©.K., that's supposed to
be my final plug.

NL: Oops, Ssorry. How do
you think your films have
changed over the years? Are
you noticing any sort of pat-
tem?

JH: I'm sure there is one,
but /T don't ¥eally pay much
attention. to that sort of
(Glances at watch.)

NL: Why not? What's the John
Hughes cardinal rule of film-
making?

(Pensive pause) My cardi-
nal rule in filmaking is
“never overestimate your audi-
ence.” After The Great
Outdoors, I realized that there's just no point
in spending a lot of time and money developing
an intricate and cleverly-written script. The
average audience member at one of my films has
the intellect of Bo Bo the talking chimp.
It's a fucking joke, and fortunately I've grown
incredibly wealthy off of it, The trick is to
just keep cranking them out at a consistently
steady rate.

NL: And what's that rate now?
JH: 'Bout three per year.

NL: (whistle through my teeth) Christ, that’s
a lot of material!!

JH: Yeah it is, but like T said, I have it
down to a science. For example I pretty much
wrote the entire script for Richie Rich

Cobovriaght © 2007 National | amboon Inc.



(another upcoming Hughes f£ilm) while I was

waiting for the wvalet at Spages.

NL: TIncredible.” This next cuestion may be in
bad taste, but you're estimated to be worth
over half-a-billion dollars. What keeps you
from just hanging things up?

JH: Half a billion! Really?
Well Christ, what the hell am 1
doing here! (Pretends to get up
and leave) That's my way of
agreeing with you; that question
was 1in bad taste. (laughs) I

might be a slight exaggeration,
but yes, I admit that money has-
n't been a problem in quite some
time. But I think that just
gives me more freedom as a film-
maker .

think that half-a-billion decllars ”J'rllr
W

{‘.

NI,: How'’s that?

Ji: Well, being able teo finance

your own films means you're able to make films
about what-ever the hell you want to. Now that
I'm not out Lo make Lthe big bucks, I can con-
centrate less on the "safe" comedies, and focus
more on the films that appeal te my sense of

humor, and make more “cultish” comedies.

NL: Can yeou give an example of the kind of
movie you would eventually like to make?

JH: Eventually, I would love to do a
the Holocaust.

spocof of
That may sound kind of sick and
twisted, but I'm convinced that I could make a
tasteful, clever comedy out of it. Of course
it would be a black comedy, and unfortunately T
don't think America will be ready for it for
another ten or so years.

NL: Come on! Do you really think America will
ever be ready for a comedy about the Holocaust?

JH: Oh, T guarantee it. You just have to let
encugh time pass so people become desensitized

te it. Remember the old Steve Allen line,
“Tragedy plus time equals comedy.” Here‘s an
example: the other day I saw an ad for some-

thing in a magazine, I [forget what it was -
backpacks, I think. And the ad was saying how
HOT these backpacks were, as in hip, trendy,
HOT'. And as an example of how HOT they were,
they had a picture of the Hindenberg. Now to
people who were alive when the Hindenberg
exploded, I'm sure this ad was incredibly

shocking and offensive. But Lo Lhe target
audience, which | imagine was kids under six-
teen, the Hindenberg had no personal signifi-

cance, so the company didn't give a shit and
ran the ad.

It'd be the same
the Holocaust.
crowd who werer

thing with my spoof of
It would be aimed at a young
't directly affected by it, so I

won't really give a shit about offending any-
one.

NL: But, I'm sure you'll get a lot of protest-
ing just the same.

JH: (Shrugs)

NL: Now what about this summer-
mega-menster-blockbuster that
you've chosen to plug in National
Lampoon for the first time any-
where.,

JH: (Lights a fresh cigarette)
0.K., let's get down to it. My
next film, Fatty, which as of now
is scheduled for a July release
(emiles and crosses fingers)is a
very daring departure from any-
thing that I've done so far.
It’s going to be a bicgraphy of
the late Fatty Arbuckle.

NL: I take it,
won't be much of a comedy...

then, that it

JH: That's everyone's [irst reaction, which is
exactly what made this project so appealing to

me.  Actually it’'s intended to bhe wery humor-
ous. Dan Aykroyd will be playing Arbuckle, so
there will bea very humorous,undertone. The

curious thing is, people always picture Fatty
Arbuckle as this maniacal beast because c¢f the
contLroversy  Lhat ended his career. But what
America forgets is that Fatty Arbuckle was
probably eone of this country's finest comedic
actors. So this film will touch more on the
comic genius side of him than his tragic downfall.
So it will be a comedy/drama -- a “dramedy”, if you
will.

NL: What other stars should we look for?

JH: Well, Molly Ringwald is co-starring as a

HATIONAL LAMPOON
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teenage prostitute, and the rest is going to be
newcomers . Macauly Culkin has a cameo, and
Shaquille O'Neal is working on the soundtrack.

NL: Let's talk about casting. Why Dan Aykroyd?
JH: Well, Dan is primarily a comic actor - one
of the greatest alive, but he's also shown, as of
late, that he's very capable of being a serious
actor. He was even nominated for his work in
Driving Miss Daisy. So I can't think of anyone
better to capture the true essence of Fatty on
screen than Dan. I also see a lot of similarities
between Dan and Fatty Arbuckle: They both have a
fantastic sense of irony, they're both pretty
hefty, and they both have legendary tempers.

NL: Is Dan Aykroyd's temper really comparable to
Fatty Arbuckle’s?

JH: No. I mean, I've never seen Dan actuy
hit anyone, but he does ftly off the hand
Lime Lo time. He's gotlen bellLer thoug

NL: C(Can you give me an example?

Jl: Well you know the kind of stuf
if he can't find his car keys he'll ¢
or he’ll kick a tree if hel forgets ‘o
lines, that kind of thing.

NL: Nothing more than that Bhough?
JH: Well.. not really, no.
k-

NL: But he has done things more extreme than
just swearing, am T right?

JH: On occasion.

NL: Like what?
big fan of his.

I'm just curious, being such a

JH: If I tell you something,
keep it to yourself?

NL: Sure, go ahead. (I pretend to hit the pause
button on the tape recorder)

can you promise to

 4eN THE LITLE T16 wHo BUILT His Hovss ép STRAW

GoT A FeperaL DISASTER GRANT Anp BUILT His MousE oF
STRAW ALL oVER AGAW.

NATIONAL LAMPOON

JH: Well, one particular incident does seem to
stand out. Off the record, of course. Dan and
Donna (Donna Dixon, AyKkroyd's wife) and my wife
and I were aL Dan's summer house in Martha's
Vineyard. It was around midnight, and the
of us were playing Trivial Pursuit, t
Boomers Edition. This was, oh, abo

five years ago. Dan of course ha
ing quite heavily all evening,
he and Donna had to answ.
Burdon. No wail, the an
and Dan had the an
tongue, and he wa
get it out an
me,
fun
Donna
S

JH: Ye
thing, bu
whal prompt

NL: And has he?

JH: Uh huh. lle's
he's still having a
I should say anything

T really have to he going?

NL: Well thanks for taking
us John. Can we gel a quick pl
side the interview?

JH: Um, I really have to...... no.

NL: 0.K., thanks anyway.

Asshole... (under my breath)

JH: What did you just call me, you litt

shit? (getting defensive)

NL.: I just asked you 1if you need me to vali-
date your parking.

Ch.

Cobvriaht © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc
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From the Open Reading at Cafe Effluvia

Mediation

The flower cries dew, spits pollen,
bends from the clouds,

drowns
My roommate
an asshole.

in the rain.

is

Dialogue through our Veins

She:

When I twist open the

He:

tap of my heart,
you look ar me down an
endless
well
ar
up an endless
night
while we sip our espresso and Compair and
die from an orgasm without touching.

Ub bub. Listen. This has been firn. Really.
1 think we should see other people.

Mythic Hillside

The dragon's fire bursts like a bloom of ghests

against the mythic hillside, and glinting in the sun

rides the white golden one, his armour concealing purpose
as he charges down upon the knobby troll.

The knight is Commander Ryker on Star Trek, and

he's in Holo-Deck Four.

While through the valleys echo voices of the ancients,

sayving:
"Get a life.
Get.

Seriously.

A. Life.

Get up from the computer and
meel some people.”

Our Love

The hydrangeas tell me beauty,
The dry center of my breast bone
tells me stillness:

Qur love is perfect.

Perfect.

Except you're

hooked on heroin.

That | could do without.
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PROPER CARE OF
WHITEY
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LEARNING
MINORITY
SPEAK

PLAY BAILL,
WHITEY!
MINORITY SPORTS
ACTIVITIES

ENGLISH AS A
SECOND LANGUAGE

h HATIONALLAMPODN 17




Majority members on the White Minority

"We had one that moved in next to us. Right
next door. | think property values are going
down."

Susie Cho, San Francisco

"I wish they would dress more normal--you
know, less conservatively."
Jose Rodrigues, Los Angeles

"They play that awful Garth Brooks music all

day. |think it inspires violence against farm
animals." ‘

Luther Washington, Detroit

Repeat after me, "l am the ) (s

white menace." L "l actually saw them driving in my neighbor-

. hood in one of those... Volvos. | thought we

were insulated from that sort of thing."
Habib Subab, Tampa

‘| saw them in a car... with only three people
in the front seat."
Julio Herrera, El Paso

Are you a member of the white minority? Have you
Problem students must 4 been a victim of discrimination? Is your Saab being
be dealt with accordingly. . | repossessed? Have you been passed over for promo-

” | tions because you are now a minority? Then call me.

DeviL's ADvocATE

18 NATIONAL LAMPOON \
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Positive re-enforcement
is the preferred method

of education.

Golf is not a sport that can get
one out of the White Ghetto.
Basketball is the ticket to a
college degree.

&3 Keep your 40 oz. ina
Only the white devil would paper, not plastic, bag.
charge for something that falls
free from the sky.

Believe me, I'd gladly have given you money
for birth control. The only reason you can't
afford child care is that every system on earth
the white man must pollute and corrupt, while

making us the-scapegoat. Hey, Abraham. Fetch my Cadillac,

N would you boy?
DeviL's ADvoCATE y y
NATIONAL LAMPOON 19
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Minority Speak: A language guide

Whitey must learn to be referred to as a minority! Terms assume different
connotations when used in reference to minorities. Whitey must learn the
new terms that will be used to refer to them.

Whitey Terminology Minority Terminology
Misallocation of Funds Stealing

Subsidy Welfare
Outspoken Militant

Between Jobs Unemployed
Twelve-Stepper Drug Abuser
Fraternity Gang

Rough Sex Rape

Diet Program Cocaine Addiction
Secretary Prostitute
Discipline Child Abuse
Entitlement Begging

Denial Conspiracy
Medication [llicit Drugs
Protest Riot

L
iy
‘ Good shot. You did the
o - right thing by shooting him.
., _ E:Op.? ; po.sm(im:.‘g i You never know what one
The wrong position il ghanl il of those people is going to

the real environment ie
sit down like you're
doing a drive-by.

do.

DeviL's AbvocaTe
20 NATIONAL LAMPOOK
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Champion Bodybuilder
Greg Reid Relys on
AMINO MAX
To Build Muscle Fast!

Heres Why ...

[ PHARMACEUTICAL FORMULA -
) Amino Max is a powerful blend of concentrated
pharmaceutical grade pure amino acids - formulated

with the exclusive intent of promoting Muscle Growth and
recovery:

CAPSULE DELIVERY - Amino Max is capsulated-which
means it is not subjected to excessive heat or pressure
which tablets are (Heat and pressure can destray amino

BRANCH CHAIN AMINO ACIDS - Amino Max is fortified
with crystalline free form Leucine, Isoleucine and Valine to
help fuel'the muscles during intense training sessions.
SYNERGISTIC NUTRIENTS - Amino Max contains vitamins
B-6 and B-12 and'the minerals Calcium , Magnesium and

Chremium. These synergistic nutrients assist the body in
assimilating and utilizing amino acids for Muscle Growth.
G-H RELEASERS - Contains a concentrated blend of
powerful G-H Releasers.

NQ OTHER AMINO FORMULA CAN COMPARE -

Amino Max supplies bodybuilders and athletes with the most
powerful formula en the market today. No other product can
offer what Amino'Max ean. We guarantee our products to be
of the highest guality and bio-availability on the market.

acids). Amino Max contains no binders or fillers; and
because il is a capsule it can assimilate andbreak down

‘ up to ten times faster than a tablet.

\ POWERFUL CONCENTRATION - Amino Max has a very
low molecular structure (avg. 2-3 moleclles per protein
chain) which means it is very easy lo digest and assimilate.
Because of this Amino Max is a very coneentrated formula.
5-6 capsules can supply as much muscle building nitrogen
as a chicken breast for abotit 1/3 the cost.

MAX Muscle Supplements Guarantee Results

MAXIBOL -The finest sports nutrition drink available. This high quality drink mix
supplies bodybuilders and athletes with Protein, Carbohydrates, Amino Acids,
and a host of muscle building nutrients. Delicious Chocolate or Vanilla flavor.
3.11bs.

CARBO-MIX -Enhances endurance and caloric intake. A powerful weighl

gainer. Gain 10-15 pounds in just 4-5 weeks with this product. 3 Ibs.

Wholesale Welcome

ORDERS CALL
1 800 530-FLEX

MUSCLE
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National Lampoon Classics

It is imperative that | acquire the ltams checked above in order 10 keap my human collection complete
Please enclose $1.75 for postage and handling for each tem ordered; §2 00 per book for Canada and foreign.
It 'm a New York state resident I'm adding 8.25 percenl salas 1ax, which s another mattar antiraly

Name (please print}

Address

State

Ciy Zip

Totul amount enclosed

1 Cheek enclosed ) Charge tomy;

MaaterCard Interbunk #

MasterCard #

Vi # Exprration Dute
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Tear out the whole page with items checked, enclose cheek or money order, and mail w:

NATIONAL LAMPOON, 10850 wilshire Blvd, Ste 1000, los Angeles, CA 90024
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Classics
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NATIONAL
LAMPOON

[C] National Lampoon Presents True Facts: The Book
192 pages with the funniest True Facts items yet. §7.9

1 National Lampoon Tenth Anniversary Anthology,
Volume | Hall of our best tenth anniversary book ever
—and the first hall. 54 .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 ol
funnies told through fotos. published in 1980. $2.95

_ National Lamp Foto F All-new, all-

brilliant Foto Funnies. If you liked them inthe

magazine. you'll really love them in the bouk. 1986.

52.95

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

The Best of National Lampoon, No. 4 Just the good
shit from 1972 -1973. 52.50

| The Best of National Lampoon, No. 5 The hest stufl
from 1973 1974, $2.50

7 The Best of National Lampoon, No. 8 Jukes staried
getting more expensive in 19761977, 8§3.95

| The Best of National Lampoon, No. 9 But we
managed to hold the line on prices during 1978 - 1980,
53.95

i

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

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

] National Lampoon Deluxe Edition of Animal House
The full-color, illustrated book on which the movie
was not based. This came later. 54.95

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

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

A Sequel Even worse than the first. 82 95

"1 National Lampoon's Very Large Book of Comical
Funnies It's comical and it's a reprint. [t's some of the
best damn comics you'll ever see, 53,95

] National Lampoon Comies Not the stand-ups. just
the lay-downs, 52,50

|| National Lampoon Dirty Joke Book Thc lilthy. the
Tunny. and the farmer’s daughter, $2.95

] National Lampoon Dirty Dirty Joke Book Collection
ol ribald stories. hmericks. one-liners, cartoons, and
other of (-color works, $2.95

— Encyclopedia of Humor Everything funny [rom
Ato Z. Hardcover. 54.95

] National Lampoon’s Story of the Iran-Contra Affair
Just when you thought it was safe to sell arms
1o lran. $2.50

i National Lampoon’s Cartoon Book Our all-time best
cartoons atan all-time great price. 53,95
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Investigative Reporting

WAKE UP AMERICA!

OBJECTIVE ANALYSIS:
Analgesic or Abuse?

Berkeley, CA--Ben Hershwitz lies on his
therapist’s couch with closed eyes. It's his fourth visit this
week. About a month ago, Ben’s wife left him for an
Italian weight lifter.

“I saw your wife last week, Benjamin,” says Dr.
Covington, his therapist. “She was at the bus stop with
some big Guido. She had her hand down his pants.” At
this point Benjamin squeezes his eyes shut to lock in the
tears and clenches both fists. “I wanted to say hello to her,
but she looked like she was enjoying herself so much, I
didn't want to bother her.” Benjamin softly begins to sob.
“Quick Benjamin, describe to me
what you're feeling.....”

“I'm feeling a lot of
pain....” He breathes.

“Good.”

“And resentment...”

“Good Benjamin, good!”

“And despair.”

This may sound like the
set up to an off-color ethnic joke,
but it's not. What you're reading
about is the latest trend in pop
psychiatry. It's been termed
“Objective Analysis,” and it's
sweeping the West Coast.

Does such treatment have any scientific merit?
That has been the topic of many fierce discussions taking
place among the giants in the field.

Dr. Oliver Covington, Yale PhD, the founder and
chief advocator of the Objective Analysis Program, seems
to be facing an uphill battle. “We feel that it's the most
exciting breakthrough in the field of one-on-one
psychiatry in the past two decades, even though it is not
regarded as so by my distinguished colleagues.” But still,
Dr. Covington does seem to have an impressive list of
clientele, along with several highly successful imitators,
mostly in Berkeley and Beverly Hills.

“We allow the patient to come into direct contact
with his worst imaginable fears. As frightening as this
may sound, we feel that it is very therapeutic.”

No pain, no gain.

Dr. Covington describes the therapeutic process
as going through three distinct phases: the first phase
being the actual willingness to undergo the seeming
torment. Phase two would be the tolerance of the first
nerve-penetrating series of insult, without rebuttal. Phase

Coovriaht © 2d68fwgﬁgﬁgffamooon Inc.

We allow the patient to
come into direct contact
with his worst imaginable

fears. As frightening as
this may sound, we feel
that it is very therapeutic.

by Jason Ward and Dave Garrett
© by DCGAW 1994

three would be the actual breaking down and crying,
followed sometimes by self-mutilation or flagellation.

Tom Patterson is a confused 18-year-old coming
to terms with the fact that he is a homosexual. He has
signed up for three “sessions™ of Objective Analysis in
hopes that it will de-sensitize him enough to break the
news to his father, a highly decorated U.S Navy Admiral.
Phase one,

Dr. Covington pensively strokes his distinguished
silver beard as he reviews his notes on the young patient.
His easy chair reclines back. On his desk rests his pipe.
The walls around him are littered with an assortment of
degrees, certificates of merit and photographs of his wife
and three delightful children. He picks a stray hair off
his home-knit cardigan sweater
and takes in a deep breath.
Without warning, the doctor’s
eyes get hard and cold behind his
rimless glasses as he zooms in on
his patient.

“You laughing at me, sissy-
boy?!”

The 18-year-old sits up on the
couch.

“No sir.”

“You better not be, you little
queer, otherwise I'm gonna have
to jam my sterling silver letter
opener up your pathetic little faggot ass. Of course, you'd
like that, wouldn't you sphincter-boy?”

Tom shakes his head from side to side
vehemently, but says nothing in rebuttal. Phase two.

“You know back at Yale, I used to derive
immense pleasure from kicking the everloving shit out of
little rump rangers like yourself.” Bitter tears begin to
swell up in Tom’s red eyes. Phase three.

A broad smile crosses Dr. Covington's face.
“Good Tom!” he exclaims, “Okay, thank you. Now see
the receptionist to make payment arrangements.”

A seemingly rejuvenated Tom emerges from the
doctor's office moments later, after having paid in the
range of $750 for the fifteen minute session. Still red-
eyed from his sobbing, he schedules two more sessions.
Of course, those who oppose Objective Analysis will offer
you other examples: namely, the case of Frederick Weaver
of Orange County.

Weaver, an unemployed Vietnam veteran, was
being haunted by recurring visions of a moose-hunting
incident that had gone awry during his formative years in

con’t
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another psychological pipe drecam that is destined to get
lost in the same file as Freud's “decapitation complex™
and Chicago's controversial “Drunk Straight” program
for teens? As far as statistics that could be considered
encouraging, there arc nonc. In fact, more aggressive,

Burlington, Vermont. Weaver had called Dr. Weintraub's
(Stanford, PhD) office and given him all the background
information after seeing an ad in the Berkeley Gazette for a
radical new form of psychoanalysis. Weaver had just
arrived and was seated in Weintraub’s office, when Dr.

Weintraub excused himself for mysterious reasons.

When Weintraub crept back into the room,
he was on all fours and dressed in a full moose
costume, complete with synthetic wooden
hoofs and antlers. Weaver, completely
oblivious to the philosophy of Objective
Analysis, assumed a defensive, near panic
attitude, and smashed the furry Stanford
graduate in the forehead repeatedly with
the first object at his disposal, a marble
ashtray. After that, he fled from the
office, leaving Weintraub's bloody,
masqueraded corpse to be found by
curious officials. Was Weaver a rare
example of modern medicine
backfiring, or was Objective Analysis
doomed from the start?

Dr. Covington offers this
explanation: “Any time you take a
radical leap like this, there are going to
be a few ramifications. In the Frederick
Weaver case, Dr. Weintraub was partially
to blame. He took a big chance in sneaking
up on an unsuspecting Vietnam veteran
dressed like a moose. T like to make my
patients aware of what I'm going to do to
them. Of course for every ten examples
of success, you get one Frederick
Weaver.”

However this last point raises yet another curious
issue: Is Objective Analysis producing success, or is it just

Dr. Covington warms his patient up for
a session of “Objective Analysis”

anti-social, and even violent behavior has derived from
Obhjective Analysis patients than anything that
could be considered positive.

“Objective Analysis, my ass,” interjects Dr.
lefferson Pillman. “What they're doing is sick.

These people nced compassion, not
more abusc. Most of these people
come from dysfunctional

hackgrounds-- they're children of

alcoholics, victims of ritualistic
abuse, etc. 1 think Dr.
Covington is a sick man, who
gets off by ripping these
people apart.”

Covington's reply? “Pillman
is just one of many who refuse
to get out of the dark ages of
psychiatry.  The program is a

new one,” he reminds. “It’s
going to take some time, that’s
all.”

As I leave, Dr. Covington
sends me on my way with one of
his trademark insults: “As a
journalist, T think you
generally suck. I've read
your material.”

e waves and smiles,

“Consider that a freebie.”

I thank him as 1 leave.

LITIGATION ABSURDITY

Los Angeles, CA---An alarming trend is emerging in
the court rooms of America. A trend that threatens the
world’s most advanced medical care system known to man,

An increasing number of doctors are suffering
emotional injury due to the deaths of patients under their
care-- and they’re fighting back. A landmark court decision
just last month in Southern California’s Ninth District Court
of Appeals has changed the face of medical care as we know it.

The decision of the Court of Appeals, led by the
three-judge tribunal of William Harrelson, Jerry Schwartz,
and William Harper, has allowed doctors to sue the families
of patients who die while under their care. The case, Ireland
v. Bates, 36 Cal. Rpur 234 (1994), shocked those in the legal
and medical professions and is sure to be taken by the
Supreme Court for review.

HATIONAL LAMPOON

Dr. Greg P. Ireland of Compton smiled and
waved o reporters as the findings were released April
1. Judge Harper read the tribunal’s unanimous
decision to the shocked parties: “The Doctor has
presented proof from several psychiatrists that he has
suffered emotional distress. We find that the patient,
Blake Bates, did intentional and negligently inflict
emolional distress upon the Plaintiff by expiring while
under the doctor’s care.”

Ireland’s altorney, Brian Holtzmanstein
added, “If only he (Bates) had taken better care of
himself. The Doctor repeatedly advised the patient to
stop smoking and eat more ‘green, lealy things.” By
intentionally disregarding my client’s direct order, the
patient increased the likelihood of his death

ke Up America!
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tremendously, thereby increasing the likelihood that my
client would suffer emotional distress!”

“Is this a joke?” the Bates family wonders out loud,
"SOME KIND OF A SICK TWISTED JOKE?"

However, an order from the sherrifs department
informs them that this is in fact not a joke.

Unfortunately, this is not just an extreme example of
the litigation explosion gone amuck. This is just one of
literally thousands of cases that are presently taking place
throughout the country.

The gist of the doctor’s case is this: Doctors are not
immune to emotional trauma. In this case, the doctor
repeatedly told the patient to alter his lifestyle-- or face
death. Subsequently, the doctor suffered emotionally from
the patient’s failure to maintain his health. In legal
terms, the patient knew with the requisite
“substantial likelihood” that his failure to follow
the doctor’s order would result in emotional
distress to the doctor.

A teary-eyed Doctor Ireland noted
in court, “I told Mr. Bates that | was really
concerned about his health. But he totally
and completely disregarded every one of
my suggestions. I told him to quit eating
so much red meat and add more
vegetables to his diet.”

After a brief intermission o gather
his senses, the doctor continued, “During
subsequent visits, he informed me that he }:
was ealing almost twice as much meat as
normal and had cul out all the vegetables in
his diet. I offered him some broccoli shoots
in my office and some carrot sticks. 1
knew he liked carrots sticks because 1
had run into him at a Christmas party
and saw him nibbling on some carrot
and cauliflower appetizers. But he
refused my carrot sticks.” After a brief
pause, “He actually told me to shove
them up my ass.”

The quote echoed throughout
the courtroom: “It was like he enjoyed seeing me
traumatized...like he enjoyed hurting me.”

*Actually, I expected this to happen eventually, but
not this soon,” said Law Analyst Herb Ventstein. “Looking
at the profession and the amount of stress doctors face, you'd
expect this. Dentists have the highest rate ol suicide ol any
profession. Doclors in general have high divorce rates and
psychiatric problems. It was only a matter of time before the
courts [aced the reality of patient negligence.”

The attorney representing the family of the dead
patient, Murray Schwarlz, disagrees. “This is outrageous.
Look at the facts. The doctor was hired to do a job-- use his
best efforts to help nurse the patient back to health. Now,
alter failing, the doctor is seeking to cover up his
incompetence by attacking the innocent family. Schwartz

ipal
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“I knew he liked carrot sticks because |
had run into him at a Christmas party

and saw him nibbling on some carrot
and cauliflower appetizers. But he
refused my carrot sticks.”

added, “What the hell are my clients paying these guys
for?”

Susan Bates, Mr. Bates’ widow, expresses the
sentiment more strongly, * The doctor who operated on
my husband did his best to save his life, and I give him
all the credit in the world for that. But by doing that he
was simply performing as expected. What do these guys
get paid so much for? And now not only do I have to
explain to my four children why their father isn't coming
back, but I also have to take on an extra job in order to
pay back that tab. I don't understand how he

can face himself in the mirror every day. The
nerve of this bastard just astounds me. ”
Doctor Ireland empathizes with the
family, but according to Holtzmanstein, “If the
next of kin hasn’t inherited much,
well, that’s not the doctor’s fault,
~‘, now is it? He’s still suffered. My
client would have sued the patient,
but since he is dead, we must go
after the deep pockets-- by suing the
next of kin. They are the ones
inheriting the deceased man’s
wealth and benefitting from the
deceased man’s negligence.”
The widowed Bates family
has been ordered out of their home.
The judgment, in the amount of $1.4
million, will only partially be
covered by the $135,000 home.
“I had to take little Joey out of
school, and Blake, Jr. can’t get
braces. I'm just sick,” said
Mrs. Bates.
“I fully understand
Mrs. Bates’ pain and loss.
That's to be expected, after
all, we've all suffered
considerably. What happ-
ened was a tragedy.
However, I think it's pretty
obvious that she has chosen me as a scapegoat to vent
her frustrations. [ tried to save his life. 1 was wrist deep
in blood while she was sitting on her fat can in the
waiting room doing God knows what. Now I'll wait for
her to calm down a bit, apologize for directing those
terms of profanity in my direction, and then I'll
rationally lalk about a settlement.”

Patients must face the fact that they are
responsible for their health. Some patients have begun
purchasing “Health Negligence” insurance to cover
emotional damage in the unlikely case they die.

But in Dr. Ireland’s case, no amount of money
is going Lo cover his pain. “T just want to get on with my
life. Bul il's going to take time. Maybe I'll have to stop
practicing for a while. Take a break.”

A2 .
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Cruise to:
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Alaska. Europe.
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Panama Canal.
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right price on the

most suitable date ]
for you. Please call )

800-444-9060 to
learn about our
discount “Air to Sea”
program, many
include FREE airline
transportation
between the major
airport nearest to
your home and the
ports of departure
and arrival.

Save up to 35%

Call Today: 1-800-444-9060
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SPANISH
30 Cagsettes.
+ Triple Bonus

FRENCH
30 Casgattes
+ Triple Bonus

$265.00 $265.00

GERMAN
30 Cassettes.
+ Triple Bonus

$265.00

ITALIAN
30 Cassetleg
+ Triple Bonus

$265.00

JAPANESE
30 Cassaltes
+ Triple Bonus

$285.00

Mandarin
CHINESE

30 Casseltes
+ Triple Bonus

Brazilian

PORTUGUESE
30 Casselles
+ Triple Bonus

RUSSIAN
30 Casgettes
+ Triple Bonus

$285.00

$2856.00

Learn Foreign Languages... Incredibly

O
Fast!

Conversing in a foreign language is a major social and business asset...and brings new life to the worlds of travel, entertainment,
and relationships. The technique of accelerated learning, as conveyed by these proven foreign language courses, allows anyone
to comfortably converse in a new language within 30 days.

Accelerated learning, developed by famed
learning expert Dr. Georgi Lozanoy, is based
on the premise of involving both hemispheres of
the brain in the education process. The analyt-
cal or logical left side of the brain, when prop-
erly activated with the musical or artistic right

Study Tapes /-

side of the brain, both increases the speed and
heightens the retention of learning. Ulilizing
these untapped mental capacities of your learn-
ing ability is the basis of this umque, highly
cffective course.

You will learn the language as stresslessly as
a child does, by hearing new vocabulary and
phrases in alternately loud, whispered. and em-
phatic intonations, all accompanied by slow
rhythmic music in digital sterco. This perfect
combination of music and words allow the two
halves of the brain to work together to dramati-
cally facilitate your assimilation of the new
language.

The first 15 (memory) tapes of this 30-tape
package help activate the learning capacitics of
the brain. The second 15 (study) tapes are the
very same tried and proven tapes used by the
Foreign Service Institute to train career diplo-
mats. This marriage of (wo concepts literally
gives you Lwo courses in one, providing the best
of both worlds inlanguage instruction.

Best Value! With a total of 32 cassettes plus
study materials, this program represents the best

“American Managers with Language
Skills Open More Doors”

Wall Street Jonirnal Editarial

! “Company and marketing executives will find

after 1992 that it is a handicap not to be fairly
conversant with at least one other major Enro-
pean language — and preferably two or three...”

The Laaclon Tonres

Memory Tapes
N

Triple Bonus !!

You'll also receive:

* Two 90-minute
Vacabulary Tapes

* The 100-page
How To Learn A
Foreign Lanyuage

* The American Express
International
Traveler's Dictionary

s | Adoress

valuc available today in language instruction,
Compared to other programs, the Accelerated
Learning Series outperforms them with twice
the audio and 20 times the study material.

To correctly converse in a forcign language,
youmustunderstand the meanings and intent of
the native speaker. If, after 30 days of listening
to the study and memory tapes, you are not
conifortably understanding and conversing in

your new language, return them for a full refund.
T0 ORDER; Phana or send your check, money order or Insl. P.0.

TOLL-FREE 24 HRS: VISA - M/C

180085« AUDIO

Rush Orders PHONE 9-5 PDT:

1-818-896-6956

You may FAX your credit gord order or company PO, to:

1-818-896-0272

© INTERNATIONAL ORDERING INFORMATION »

“Newl Now. for your ordering convenience, you

may call our order desk toll-free 24 hours a da

[fromany of the following countries via AT&
Internatlonal 800 Service.”

7841-6500 | NETHERLAND

8001-0578

0130-81-1139
1678-70-170
0031-11-1907

[ FRENCH $265.00

[J SPANISH $265.00

[J GERMAN $265.00

L] ITALIAN $265.00

[1 PORTUGUESE (Brazilian) $265.00
[ JAPANESE $285.00

[] RUSSIAN $285.00

[J CHINESE (Mandarin) $285.00

INama

City. _____State
I Credit Card No Exp.

51 e I

Signature {Card Orders Only)
1 VISA [ MASTERCARD
Need It Tomomrow? Ask Operator for Express Service

| Ie!si’ﬁ“"’

Ur Write To:
I PROFESSIONAL CASSETTE CENTER
I 408 SOUTH PASADENA AYE., SUITE 4
|

2Zip

. DISCOVER

DEPARTMENT NALO

PASADENA, CALIFORNIA 91105 U.S.A.

Please add $11.00 shipping & handiing

California residents add B14% sales tax.
L All Funds Payable in U.S. Dollars

iTambien tenemos cursos para aprender ingles!
Llame o cscribanos para los detalles.
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1700 Mail Order|

1100% SATISFACTION, NO HASSLE, MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE
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Making The
Case Happen:

What You Can Do To Increase
Your Personal Injury Cases

OVERBILLING:
* How The Experts Do It

* Dead Associates Can
Bill 80 Hours Per Week

EXAGGERATED AD CLAIMS:
Making Them Work

SEX WITH CLIENTS:
CAN YOU BILL THE TIME?

YOUR CONSTITUTIONAL RIGHT i

Maybe/June 1994

TO PURCHASE PORNOGRAPHY
by Dino Londis

THE ELECTRIC CHAIR:

Making Those Last Hours Enjoyable
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"Brian Holtzmanstein
Got Me $0.0 Million!"

“Sure, he didn't get me some BIG CASH settlement -- but he did get me proba-
tion for assault with a deadly weapon. And with 72y kind of crime perpetration

schedule, that's money in my pocket!  7hank you, Brian!”
- Al Berman, Satisfied Client

Holtzman's tough negotiating style has earned  Sleep is not a word to be found in this attorney's
him high marks in the legal profession.. vocabulary. He's available and alert 24 hours a
day to meet the client's needs.

THE LAW OFFicES OF HOLTZMANSTEIN, LONDISSTEIN,
KEnNNEDYSTEIN, & O'MADIGANSTEIN

1-900-SUE THEM

“We do what it takes! "™

i Cobovriaht © 2007 National | amboon Inc.



Overbilling: The Third in a Continuing Series
Dead Associates Can Bill 80 Hours Per Week!

The Challenge

The death of an associate can be an emotional and often
financially-draining event. But just because a partner
has stopped breathing, that doesn't mcan he has to stop
billing. If you play your cards right, a dead associate
can bill as many, if not more, hours post-mortem than
before.

How? Dead associates don't take lunch. They don't take
cigarette breaks. In fact, they don't even go home at all.
An added benefit: Malpractice insurance actually goes
down when the dead associate takes the place of a living
associate.

Going to court's a bitch, but hell, the firm can always
send some female associate to make the appearance. It's
not like she's being taken away from some case that's
putting her on the partnership track,

Double-billing is always a challenge. It's even more
challenging when the attorney is dead. Here are the
keys:

1. Always bill in increments of a quarter of an hour.

2. Involve the attorney in cases involving environmen-
tal or social issues. In that way, no money will be lost
by the firm if the dead attorney's inattentiveness results
in dismissal of the case.

Cobovriaht © atlona Lamooon Inc.



The key to making
the banana slip-
and-fall case work
is to make sure
that the banana is
dirty. A dirty
banana indicates
that the banana has = Carefully s ~
been on the ground conceal

for some time, and i ! the

the proprietor has . banana in

h_ad ample opportu- | ; ; your pock-
nity to discover the = . : et until
hazard. Checking you are

a trash can can = . ready to

yield a dirty banana 3 place it...

that will fit your 1 2

needs. Then...

-—

Then careful-
ly place the
banana to
achieve the
desired

result. Here,
note the
casual, over-
the-shoulder
method...

Greet him when he first
becames conscious with “It’s
your Lucky Day!” Then, hand
him your card.

| AWYER
NATIONAL LAMPOON
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Helpful Hints for the Existence-Challenged

by Mitch Adler

We recently attended a support group. for people
on death row. We learned many intéresting
things about the members, who were more than
happy to share their stories with us over ice tea
and cookies. For example, we dlscovered that _
they prefer to be called "exi""tence challén el ;

For those of you who were unable {u, iy
attend, due to lack of transportatio e

incarceration, or insanity, we've taken
the liberty of comprising a list of some
of the best suggestions we heard.

1. If it's your day to be electrocuted,
have a big breakfast. You're gomg 1o be
burning a lot of carbohydrates, so the
more you begin with the hetter ofiyou']l
be. Prison chefs welcome aw

nity to show off their skills forxmi, ppE-p

ciative audience, so let them, Itqbﬁ! i
advance of your personal preferences. -
Now would be the time to face choles-
terol head on, even if you don't normally
treat yourself, By, 4

).,
2. Try visualizations. The chair is really
a car. The straps are nothing more than
seat belts. The electric current coursing
through your veins is a stream, and you
are floating up the stream on a raft,
floating, floating up the stream to
Grandma's house where she is baking
you biscuits, your favorite kind.

3. Tell others what you're about to
undergo. Share your feelings with
whomever you meet. People want to help, =
in the hopes that perhaps one day you

will return the favor. (Of course, that's
not likely to be the case, but you don't
have to exactly remind them of this).

4. Dress well. You may be limited to

your prison uniform, but there's.no rea-
son you can't jazz it up with a scarf. You
don’t have a scarf? See'if they'll let you
use afapkin from the cafeteria. 1f they
won't let you in your cafeteria because
they're real sticklers about the solitary
confinement thing, make do with a piece
of toilet paper. Remember -- it's not
what you wear so much as how vou

Coonvriaht ©

wear it, It's all attitutle. And you lmow :

‘best what colors you look good in, Just
because a guard tells you to wear grey
doesn't mean you feel your best in grey.
Have you ever noticed what a little dash
of red can do to spice up a uniform?
Again, remember: if you look good, you
feel good.

5. Focus on the Pésltiva. Yes, you're

‘ abont to be inclnemt;,d for the heinous ch and
well on - miﬁi{ ﬂ_}tigk "Look at him, he's a

fa

pulled, quietly say to yourself these
words: "I am going for a walk now. A
very, very long walk. Is it hot in here or
is if me?"

“7. Now's the time to make long dis-

tance calls . You'd be amazed at how
much people enjoy hearing a familiar
voice. Why not call an old friend from
high school and arrange to meet some-
time?

8. Get a good night's sleep. Experts tell
us that when you have a big day ahead
of you it's easier to face challenges if
you're well-rested. If your bed's uncom-
fortable, ask a guard for an extra pillow.

control {ﬂ' your owﬁ'ﬁestmy Just
‘because the prison officials are gomg to'
e spoilsports and fry you until you're a-,
- chard ember of the human being that
- once was, doesn't mean you have to go
_along for the ride. When the switch is

If you don't have any change handy to
tip him, simply tell him you'll take
care of him when you're not as tight.
If he catches on and points out that
you're not likely to ever be able to
repay him, face him head-on and tell
him that if he doesn't get you the pil-
low -- make that a real feather pillow,
one of those really puffy ones -- then
you will haunt him forever from the
hereafter. Then make one of those
really scary faces like a monster with
bulging eyes and shout "Boo!" Experts
have also long proclaimed the benefits

.. of a warm glass of milk before retiring.

e have no opinion on this other than

@ y that if you have lactose intoler-

ﬁﬂg{, you might want to stick to an
tsa-

9. B&Q’gatwe' On the little walk
from your cell to the chair, vary your
normal.ﬁﬁ‘ide. Perhaps you might try
slnppm Or walking on your tippy-
toes? Such a break in your routine
wnlg gshing. In addition, it will

‘inspire others. A guard

oSl ppmg and fiven up the lives of

. still'others. }

Sometlmes the best way to face a
ar is to prepare for it with a practice
vun. The night before your electrocu-
tion, sit up straight in a chair in your
1 (a toilet will work if there are no
ajternatweq), and strap yourself in
with strips of fabric which can be torn
from your uniform. Two inch strips

.seem to work well, but play with it to

see what works best for you.
Ramember. this is for you, Then,
after*you re tied down as best as you
can get)yourqe!f pretend it's the big
momerll: Simply make believe, jig-
gling your head around in short jerk-
ing movements and shouting out
"AAAAHHHIN!I"

11, If you are incarcerated in a rural
area and ave. to be hanged, try to wear
a turtle neck. Rope burns are nothing
to-be Jaughed at, and it has been doc-
umented that in more than one case
the individual, while swinging from a
tree like a ¥0-yo, was heard to be
whining about his neck.

12. Wear clean underwear.

NATIONAL LAMPOON
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So you want to buy a dirty magazine.
Statistically you are not alone.
Pornography is a one billion dollar a
year business. But when you humbly
pick up your copy of "Leg Show" and
declare the true intent of your 2 a.m.
visit to the liquor store, the feeling is
that you are very alone. On the other
hand, if our sole drive as a species is
procreation and all else is diversion,
then the porn wing at your local news-
stand is the most honest.

It's like magic though, isn't it?
Technology I mean. There you have a
naked woman right in front of you and
you didn't have to talk anyone into
doing it. Someone in a North
Hollywood garage did that for fifty
bucks and only charged you five, six
Canadian.

First of all, don't buy it in your
own area. Pornography, although it is
wonderful and a lovely expression of
the human form, is, after all pornogra-
phy, and I don' t want that smut in my
neighborhood. I live in a decent area,
Drive somewhere else.

Shop at Newsstand and don't start
out in the dirty section. Start near it,
like where NATIONAL LAMPOON is
sold. Pick it up, look at it, laugh a bit,
get really involved. Then get your
attention drawn away by a skin maga-
zine. Continue reading your NATION-
AL LAMPOON. Then look up and say,
"Huh, " Meaning, "They sell this stuff
here? Well, I'll just set this here maga-
zine down and walk my over-eighteen-
year-old body over to that section and
look at those magazines just the way I
was looking at this one, no difference.
L) You've got thirty sec-
onds. Go! If you take longer, the man
sitting on the stool will yell at you this
isn't a library. There's plenty of time
for Vicky and her seventy-three inch
breasts at home.

Choose your magazine, pay the
man on the stool, and get the hell out
of there before they change the First
Amendment. Our Forefathers had no
idea about pornography when they
wrote the Constitution. Thank God our
natural fathers had a box of the stuff
in in their closet when we were grow-
ing up.

Stick to the newsstands, Stay
away from the walled-in porno palaces
that sell marital aids (What marriage
was ever saved by a ten inch polished
elephant tusk?) and the proprietors

NATIONAL LAMPOON

How to Buy Dirty Magazines
with a Clear Conscience

look less like men and more like mon-
key's in a zoo who will throw their shit
at you if you stare at them too long,
which really isn't that weird. He sells a
magazine devoted to it. What's worse
still is when a woman sits behind the
counter. She tries to look blank and
cold as you walk in, but behind those
eyes is the look of a little girl saying,
"Not you too? And you looked so nor-
mal." Trust me, get out. You can't
impress her by going to PLAYBOY and
proving that your are indeed a man of
substance and not the typical scum
that oozes through the door.
Nowadays PLAYBOY has, the
ubiquitous Jerry Seinfeld interview

Have you seen

some of the titles lately?

Bound and Gagged,
Hogtied, Preggers? Hugh
Hefner would be rolling
over in his grave if he
wasn’t-still alive.

which is enough to hose down any
runaway libido. Read it, put it back,
and slink out of there like the rat
feces that you are. Never buy a
porno on your American Express.
Those detailed little invoices are
often left lying around leaving girl-
friends or mothers to ask, "What is
a Nugget?" Besides, who wants to
stand in line waiting for credit
approval while a queue of Amish,
Mormons, Feminists, and your fam-
ily form behind you? Na, cash is
how these girls were paid to pose
and cash is how you pay in line.
Credit can be traced back to you for
as long as they have computers.
Someday, when porn is outlawed,
and they round all of us up, I don't
want to be dragged in front of the
U.S. Senate Subcommittee on
Lonely Activities and explain my late

by Dino Londis

night scurrying to Senator
Moynahan.

"Mr. Londis, I'm holding here a
magazine you purchased from a
Shop and Go in Orlando Florida in
1983."

"Ahem, yes Senator, may I
have that back? 1 trashed my apart-
ment looking for that issue."

Don't think it can't happen.
This country outlawed alcohol and
people were forced to drink deadly
homemade gins.

Don'l write in to these maga-
zines. Only idiots write in. Trust
me, Larry Flynt is not sitting with a
pipe, smoke swirling around his
head, musing over the day's corre-
spondence. The letters you read
(and what are you reading the let-
ters for anyway?) are written by
someone waiting to get accepted to
ROLLINGSTONE. Keep vour filthy
little scratching under vour bed with
your magazines.

o And here's another don't:
Unless you are a shut-in, don't
order porno through the mail. Sure,
most of it arrives in plain brown
wrappers, but nothing else does.
Nothing. That 's a plain brown flag
at your doorstep for your neighbors
before you get home. The only thing
that wrapper conceals is if you like
naked men or naked women. .

Look, smut is an impulse buy.
If you are planning that much
ahead, you don't need my help,
but you do need help.

The fact is, there is no way to
buy it with a clear conscience. I've
found the best thing to do is sleal
it. This helps everyone.

First of all, it doesn't feed into
the one billion dollar a yvear indus-
try, the proprietor finds that he is
losing money and is forced to per-
haps discontinue the product, you
gel your rag and save a buck to
boot. Everybody is happy except the
pornographer, but they're the scum
of the Earth anyway. Who cares
about them?
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CLIENT INTERACTION: A Case
Study with Brian Holtzmanstein

When you're interviewing potential clients, always
look for the winner. A desirable client is quick-wit-
ted, bold and rich. Following are examples of a
desirable and undesirable client.

Case #1

Clients may stop by
unexpectedly. Here,
fresh from a robbery,
a client seeks counsel.

LAWYER: HEY, WAS THAT
GUN FPROFERLY REGISTERED?
NO? THEN GIVE IT TO ME.

DIE, CRIMINAL
SCUMBAG!

A desirable client
would never give up
the weapon so easily.

No representation.

Case #2

A desirable client is
resourceful and
won't take no for an
answer.

p A
REPRESENT ME OR THE
GIRL GETS IT!

WELCOME ABOARD.,
SIGN RIGHT HERE.

BRIAN HOLTZMANSTEIN
REALLY WENT TO BAT FOR

ME!N -- Al Berman

Everything A Young Lawyer Needs to Know to Build a Successful Practice

by Mitch Adler

Building a law practice in today's highly com
petitive climate requires more than merely chas-
ing ambulances and knowing how to throw
banana peels under potential slip-and-fall victims.

Today a successful lawyer not only has to
be able to beat out the other attorneys by cutting
ambulances off in traffic, but if you are going to
loss banana |JCL‘lN, you are L'.\p*:l.'ltf(l o have a
fully developed throwing arm; if you can’t land
one under a moving shoe from [ifty feet away,
my friend, you arc in the wrong busincss.

Increasing Your Client-Base

Whenever you meet people, ask them if
they've ever been hurt. If so, get the details, If

not, ask them if they want a divorce. I so, lake
them to lunch.

If they don't want a divorce, simply shrug
and say, *That’s odd, I hear your husband/wife has
been talking to divorce lawyers all over town.™

If the person falls for it great, you're in
business. If not, don't give up. Try this: “Yeah, |
wouldn’t want a divorce either if my husband/wife
were as good in bed as yours is.”

If the person falls for it and asks how you
happen to know that his/her spouse is so good in
hed, just smile and pretend to want to change the
subject. I the person doesn’t fall for it, still
don’t give up. Why not see if the person needs 1o
make out a will? And if all else fail, make like
you're brushing a picce of lint off his/her shoulder,
reach behind the person and drop a banana peel.

| AWYER

Billing

When billing for your time, always remember
that everything's subjective. Just because something
only took five minutes doesn’t mean it didn’t feel
like hours. Bill accordingly

Jury tampering

If you look in the rule books. you'll probably
come across a lot of rigid ideas about what you can
and cannot tell juries. But that doesn’t mean you
can’t mumble things to yoursell that the jury just
happens to overhear.  Why not hint that if you win
the case there's going to be a little “get together™ at
your house with all kinds of party favors. They’ll get
the idea. Then, when they show up, start coughing
and see if you can convince them that the conrthouse
was lined with asbestos.

NATIONAL LAMPOON
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“nothing short of pure power pop heaven.”*
1

*(thank you, Asbury Park Press)




FREE BOOKLET AND DESK REFERENCE SET!

To find out how easy and affordable owning The
New Encyclopaedia Britannica can be, just call
toll-free 1-800-872-1199, We'll send you a
full-color, fully detailed booklet that describes
Britannica. Plus, you'll receive a 3-volume desk
reference set FREE when you preview Britannica,

Since there’s no obligation, you've got nothing

to lose. And everything to gain,

@1993 Encyciopaedia Britannica, Inc.

VT,

You learn something new every day.

Books may vary.

TREE WHEN YOU PREVIEW BRI
A JVOLUME DESK REFERENCE SET
with no obligation of any kind ($14.97)

W ENCYCLOPEDIA BRITANNICA-NORTH AMERICA
710

TANNICA!
ST

Behind Every
Great Performer

There's aWonderful

Supporting Cast.

And not just in the movies.
In school. At work. In everyday life.

The same kind of support The New Encyclopaedia
Britannica can offer your whole family.

Right at home.

And, since it's at home, your whole family can use
Britannica anytime. For whatever help or
information they want.

Homework assignments. Questions at work. To help
answer Lhe questions children ask every day. Even
to solve the crossword puzzle.

What's more, Britannica is easy to use.

The 2-volume Index tells you where to look with
over 228,000 entries and 700,000 references to
point you in the right direction. The Ready
Reference section condenses the facts you need into
short, concise articles. For more comprehensive
coverage, the Knowledge in Depth volumes give
you a better understanding of entire subjects. And
the Outline of Knowledge provides a synopsis of
major subjects. Then tells you where to look for
more defail.

With that kind of supporting cast, you and your
entire family are bound to turn in preat
performances.

And repeat performances. Again and again.

Mail cou%un for your FREE PREVIEW

and DESK REFERENCE SET
or Call Toll-Free 1-800-872-1199

Encyclopaedia Britannica, Britannica Centre
310 South Michigan Avenue, Chicago, 1L 60604-4293

Please send me, absolutely FREE, your full-color booklet which pictures and describes

The New Encyclopaedia Britannica. I'll also receive-without obligation-complete details

from your publisher's local representative on how [ can obtain Britannica on extremely
convenient terms. At the same time, [ \yiil receive my 3-yolume Desk Reference Setasa
FREE PREVIEW GIFT. Answering this ad does not obligate me in any way to purchase

Britannica. [t does entitle me to a FREE Preview and a FREE Desk Reference Set.

Name

Address

PLEASE PRINT
Unit #

City
State

Zip Code

Telephone {
[

EACODE

NO OBLIGATION + MAIL TODAY

LIMIT: One Free Preview Offer per family. Al requests subject to acceptance
by Encyclopacdia Britannica North America.
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|Mall coupon with check/money order or credit card number to: J2 Communications, 10850 Wilshire Blvd.,

Before there was Animal House, before the Vacation feature films,
even before Saturday Night Live, there were The Lost Tapes...

NEVER-BEFORE-RELEASED MATERIAL FROM
THE GREATEST COMICS OF AN ENTIRE GENERATION

BELUSHI MURRAY
CHASE RAMIS GUEST

RADNER CRYSTAL

Four laugh-packed audio tapes available by mail for the first time.

NOT available yet in any store.

NAME VISA/M/C,

ADDRESS EXPIRATION DATE

CITY STATE ZIP

Los Angeles, CA. 90024 Checks/money orders must be in U.S. funds. Allow 4-6 weeks for delivery.

HURRY...BEFORE WE LOSE THEM AGAIN !!!

Cobovriaht © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc
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LITTLE PUMPERE
BRUSH Wi
DEA]

Story by Raymond Joseph Ireland

Drawings by Jennifer Siegal

ittle Darcy was a good girl who never got into mischief.
She liked to play with her dolls and practice ballet. One
day her parents told her that they were going on a long
vacation. She would have to take care of her eight younger brothers
all by herself for more than a week. “Oh no!” cried Darcy, ”I am only
seven years old. T don’t know how to take care of little children.”

ey .'::
ol
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Darcy walked into her brothers’ room. They all looked
at her with big round eyes. Their names were Albert,
Henry, Melvin, Nick, George, Ishey, Paul, and Little
Pumperdink. “Boo,” said Darcy, “I never have any
fun!” She stared into all their
big round eyes without
blinking and Little
Pumperdink got
scared and began
to cry.

That very night in the chil-
dren’s room a dark forest
grew... and grew... and grew
until the ceiling hung with
vines and the walls
-) became the world all
around, and an ocean
tumbled by with a
bicycle boat that
was shaped like
a beautiful swan.
Darcy made the
children get in and they pedalled through night and day, in and out of
weeks to where the wild things are. £

| D
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When Darcy and
her little brothers
came to the place,
the wild things
roared their terrible
roars and gnashed
their terrible teeth
and rolled their ter-
rible eyes. “BE
STILL!” said Darcy.
She then pushed lit-
tle Albert to the
wild things. A wild
thing sniffed Albert with his giant nose and then gobbled him right

“That was delicious. I would like another,” said the wild thing.
“Only if you make me queen of all wild things!” cried Darcy. They
licked their terrible chons and asreed. She oave them little Henry who
they at - 5-?? ),

NATIONAL LAMPOON
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“And now,” cried Darcy, “let the wild rumpus start!” They sang and
danced through the night under a smiling moon. Little Nick who was
very brave tried to run away. He was slow and so did not get very far.
Nick fought hard but was eaten nonetheless.

“That was delicious. I would like another,” said the wild thing.
So she gave them little George and they sang and
danced some more. Then they played some
games like Paddy-Cakes and Simon Says.
“Give me a delicious treat!” said a wild thing,.
Darcy was smart and didn’t move a finger or wig-
gle a toe.

] “Simon says,” said the wild thing, “give me a
delicious treat!” Darcy smiled and gave him lit-
) * \ tle Ishey who bellowed pitifully when he felt the
| J/ cutting edges of the teeth. Then another wild thing
7 said, “Simon says give me a delicious treat,” and then
M another one said it, too! Now they were all saying it!

\ Darcy decided that they shouldn’t play this game any-

SRS
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“Red rover, red rover, let a delicious treat come over!” shouit-
ed all the wild things. Little Melvin ran towards the wild
things. They fought over who would get to eat him.

Now it was Darcy’s turn. “Red rover, red
rover, let a wild thing come over!” said Darcy.
A wild thing rushed over and swallowed little
Paul without even bothering to chew!

“Now stop!” Darcy said,
8 and she looked around for all of her’
& Drothers. They were all gone except for -
" Little Pumperdink who was scared and crying. Darcy picked
up Little Pumperdink and kissed him. She was lonely and
tired and wanted to go home so she gave up being
queen of where the wild things are.

But the wild

fﬁings cried, She thought of a way
Oh,’ please out. “I must go back
don't go - and get you some

r
!

because we've more delicious treats

never known - any-
thing as delicious as i “Leave us the little one,
the treats you've shown!” | then!” th_eY shouted. But
They rolled their terrible eyes and Darcy said, HNOI' e
gnashed their terrible leeth at her and T &
Little Pumperdink. They looked very
hungry.

But the wild things said, “Yes!
Leave us the little one!”
Little Pumperdink was very scared. Darcy turned her back on the wild
things and walked towards the bicycle boat. “We will not let you leave
with the delicious treat,” they shouted as they gnashed their terrible
teeth and drooled their terrible drool.
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“Then
you must die!” said
Darcy. She spun around
with a giant pistol and calmly

placed a shot between the terrible
rolling eyes of a wild thing.

More shots rang out and all the wild things fell down and they
melted into an icy stream that flowed into the ocean.

Darcy stepped into her bicycle boat with Little Pumperdink and
waved goodbye and pedalled in and out of weeks and back
through a day and into the night of the children’s room. She
tucked Little Pumperdink into his bed and sang him a song until

he stopped crying. )
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Excellent, excellent seminar.
I’'m sure I'll be seeing all of you
in future classes,

Great Joh! Thanks!

Gilbert Martinez, Bullhead City AZ
v
“The material is excellent, great
class, | loved it!”

Tony Reeves, Redondo Beach, CA
v
“Great!ll — Very, very
professional!”

Casper Van Heerden, Randberg, South Africa
v
“Good pacing and variety of
presentation styles.
Enjoyed it all!”

Jim McCarthy, Ozawkie, KS
v
“The material is extremely
thorough. Bill, Terry and Don
are great!”

Kathy Barbier, Studio Cily, CA

(LR NN NN NN

COURSES AVAILABLE

LS 101—Laser Printer Repair and
Mamtenance $1, 495

turr}mun prublﬂrn*
and repair, and what you I'IBEL‘J to

printer service work. No experience
LS 125—Advanced Laser Printer

Module and Board Repair, $1,495
2 days. How each laser printer module works

LS 202—Laser Printer Repair and
Maintenance, $595

1-day. Gommon problems, hands-on trouble-

SIIUDIIHQ. and re ng recently releasad
printer models. Fo erienced technicians.
NEW! LS 303—Communicating to
Printers from Computers and
Networks, $1,495

5. Serial and parallr-l |'|r0tncr3|= data

g and network problems. Fur
ced technicians.

LS 100—Toner Cartridge
Recycling, $1,495

P duw Refilling varied common laser printer
E artridges. No experisnce

Make millions doing laser
printer repair!!

Well, maybe thousands—il will take some lime lo make millions.

sseescOOeTOODRORRRRRRY

Seriously though folks, national
publications regularly mention of-
fice machine repair—specifically
laser printer repair—as the hot-
test service business of the 90's.

It’s easy and it’s fun. . .
Repairing desktop laser printers can
be easy if you know what commonly
goes wrong, can get parts and can do
the work. That's where we come in.
We will show you how to make good
money in this hot new market.

We began servicing deskrtop la-
ser printers in the mid 80's. We con-
tinue to work on these machines each
day during the week. During weel-
ends each month, we provide first-class, top quality intensive service training,
You leave with all you need to start repairing machines the very next day.

Deon Thowmpson (R), Bell Lestzell (L)

We also cover marketing and sales in our training to help you get clients fast
and keep them.

You need not be a technician to do this work. . .

We have lead hundreds of people with diverse backgrounds to success in laser
printer repair. If you communicate well with people, use basic hand tools, and
want to learn an exciting new field, you have all you need.

And we will be there to help you grow. . .
The weekend training session is just the beginning of a solid relationship. For the
first year, you can call our technical support hotline for solutions to problems or for
our top-quality free advice.

Join the ranks of those who answered the call to laser printer service.

Call now for more information and scheduling. . .

800-457-5776 or 714-855-3838

FAX 714-855-3959

DON OMPSON'S

LASER A, SERVICE SEMINARS

Foremost in laser printer field service
and technical training since 1988.

A product of Diversified TechniGraphics, Inc.
6 Morgan, Suite 112 # livine, Califarnia 92718
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Sitting in his
armchair, in the
sparse living
room of the trop-
ical hacienda,
Armando Fitz
quietly read the
People maga-
zine. In his jaws
rested a pipe.

from his coat pocket, Armando slipped forth a
small color photo and presented it to Esteban.
It was a picture of Armando with a companion
in front of the Hollywood Chinese Theater. It
was the same person as in the magazine.

“This, my dear Esteban, is Arlene Hayes. Of
course | don’'t expect you to know who she is
but it will be sufficient to say that she is a
movie star.”

A movie star! Esteban was puzzled. It was

He had not bothered to light it but instead obvious that at one time, Armando had had his
contented himself with lightly chewing on the picture taken with a movie star, but what did
end. Suddenly, Armando tossed the magazine that have to do with anything?
on the table beside him. “Where is Von Richter?” asked Armando.
“Esteban!” “He is at the ship, where he always is.”
Moments later a youthful man with blonde “Good. Walk with me then to the dock. We
hair, entered and stood stiffly at attention. must inform Herr Richter of these immediate

: DEMISE ®¢

“Yes, sir!” plans.” Armando threw down the magazine
“It is time.” and it flipped open to the page with Arlene
“Sir?” Hayes’ picture. Esteban quickly read the cap-
“It is time to begin the great adventure. tion. It said, “Arlene Hayes on location for
Time to release the chains that bind. Tonight Cajun Voodoo.” It made no sense to him.
we leave.” Walking down the well-worn path that led
“Tonight? That is impossible! The men are to the inlet where the ship was dockec *.s’(,’;'._-'j
not yet ready. There is still much training to Armando stopped at a ’ o

be done. Speaking in reference to my crew, plucked a caterpillar off a leaf.
for a second and the . 2
H” yelled Armando. :
ekwards. Armando

e
nNpo:

Mﬁings. m

alone so I-..mtroul:re‘ed'
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She had not been taken prisoner by the cor-

ruptive ways of Hollywood.
me continue.

“So we talked and then | asked her if she
had ever taken the tour of the homes of the
stars and she said no, but that it was some-
So, we took
It was a bus ride and it cost me

thing that she would love to do.
the tour.
everything | had, but it was worth it.
best day of my life.

“There was a map that went along with the
tour and | remember that we sat together with

this map spread out over our laps

laughed and we pointed at the homes.

hoped that we might see a movie star.”
“Did you see one?”
“No, of course not.

Now please, let

It was the

Deon’t be ridiculous.

got through. Then one day the police showed
up. They took me downtown and questioned
me hard. It was then that | knew!”

“Knew what?” asked Esteban.
stopped walking.

“1 knew that she would never do anything
like call the police,” Armando spoke hurriedly.
“I knew that someone or something else was
trying to destroy our happiness. | knew it was
Hollywood. Their selfishness and greed knew
no bounds. That night | fled, but before | left, |
pledged to return and exact my revenge. |
pledged to save my girl!”

At that moment the path entered the clear-
ing that led to the inlet. Armando and Esteban
stopped and gazed forward.

Nestled up against the forested bank lay

They

the ship. She was extensively cam-
ouflaged with netting and tree limbs.
There were even fake thatch huts
built on her deck. From the air she
very much resembled the mountains

that rose up around her secluded
sanctuary. But from the ground, one
could see that this netted behemoth
.was no geological object. A 48-thousand ton
battleship is impossible to disguise when
inspected from up close.

“Now do you see why l've christened the
ship Arlene?”

Esteban and Armando walked down the

“That_night..... = Arma use concrete re-enforced bank and headed up the
stared upwards at the g‘l ‘ ’ gangplank The ship was eerily deserted, the
covered the path. He swalloWed hard Q"l']'lai" nm who would crew her were out tending the

R E.N

Anyway. When the tour w as grow-
ing dark. | thought it wa %y good-
bye, but she took me by tho and told me
she wasn’'t ready to go o yet. | d dn t
know what to say so she s&: for the bot of
us. She said she wanted to e w,here L1i

night we made love.” _*_ ‘1 “! > f ee plantation. Boarding the ship, they
“You made love? Just like that?” h‘eagd ghgghots coming from the forward part
Armando looked at him sharply. ;r?' oi tbé‘ st ey.ran to investigate,
“Is it so strange that people who are obvi- _- LG arh' ou vermin!”

:L’:{%?ﬁﬁ]dmg at the bo
Richter. He was wielc
P-38 and ppinting it @
floating in the Ww
rodent that ir

they found Iioppy von
gra battered Walther
an I.TM'novmg ob]ect

as Iarge

ously made for each other should consummate
their passion with such urgency?”
Esteban remained silent as they continued

down the path.

“We made love. It was my first tsme and as.
it now turns out, my lasi‘ time. - E
ing she was gone arld ‘on the nig d was
the Map of the Stars. She had kissed. it,. leav-
ing lipstick as a testament of our love for each

]--114.-;

other.” R -l T _
“Why are you telling me this?" e = o "-_'_‘ v 57 igh
“Don’t interrupt mel!t” roared Armahdcﬁ Von Ri‘cm,.s.wmgg
“Now where was I...0h, yes...l didn’t see her ’gh’ozﬂfgh"ﬁ”rn f'évealngg‘ de "és'v*ca
again for the longest time. | didn't know her ,\?!;n@h ood of a coffee tre e.*s'ﬁ‘c?\r.od‘\hﬁqp_i:—,;-
last name and so | had no idea how to reach  tol.i j s er and. then

her. | looked everywhere for her bu{"sﬁe--\w;s— jumy
nowhere to be found. My heart died ‘“ti'kfb”t'f‘:’ . #
sand deaths. Then two years later | saw her
face; it was on a billboard for a movie. | got
her last name from that billboard and | called -
her. Again and again | called her. Butl never

>d hig B y happy.
d ri Eﬂtmy ﬂﬁia'!'he Arlene was his babym
as a_junior engmeermg"'am in the

Id war 1l and had par-
‘rtr)k-

ﬁ'AYMOND .floﬁenn IREIE;HD
BY

peelintincy, @'[994

- ol N e

ot
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ticipated in the design and construction of war-
ships during
the end of the war, like many Germans, he

Germany’s pre-war buildup. At

moved to South America, but not without first
absconding something that was very dear to
him, a project that inspired his fierecest mili-
tant passions.

It was not until he met Armando Fitz that he
saw a man that could share his passion. Under
the dim lamp that hung above the table at Fitz’'s
hacienda, Von Richter pulled out a thick roll of
papers and unfurled them on the table.

“What is this?”

night.

Armando had asked that

“Zees are the complete plans of the most
powerful ship ever built. Zis is the GS Oito von
Bismarck!™

“Hmmm. OKkay.
Why are you show-
ing me this?”

“Zis ship. Ve

must build zis ship!
Ve must build the
Bismarck!
As he said this,
Poppy von Richter
began pounding his
fists on the table
over and over.

And so they did.
Financed by
Armando’s wealth
derived from his
ever-expanding cof-

fee empire and
under the maniacal
direction of Von

Richter, the great
battleship was built
in a private shipyard
in Santiago.
Construction was
the
sltrictest secrecy, all

conducted in f

under the fictitious company name, ‘Armando
Cruise Lines’. It was a tremendous undertak-
ing, but one that was brought to a successful
conclusion.

And now, ten years later, the Arlene, an
exact working replica of the Bismarck sat qui-
etly at anchor in a remote South American
waterway.

Armando turned to Esteban.

“Go now, into the fields and forests. Relay
the word that we depart tonight. The men
should say farewells to their families. Be
quick!”

Esteban saluted and left Armando and Von
Richter alone.

NATIONAL LAMPOON

“The time has come old friend.
waited for a long time.”

“¥a- I've waited a long time.”
Richter began to cry.

A day I've

Me, too. Von

In the early morning hours of April 2, teen
movie star Charlie Sheen was on board his thir-
ty-foot sailing vyacht, The Royal Sheen. He had
left Marina del Rey and was sailing twenty
miles south of Catalina Island. A creature of
solitary habits with a libertine’s love of hard
alcohol, Charlie would often voyage out into the
cool currents of the Pacific Ocean, far away
from the shipping lanes, and drop sail, allowing
the boat to drift aimlessly, not too unlike his
career. While establishing this desultory
arrangement, Charlie would often crack open a
case of cheap
Mexican tequila
and drink until he
passed out.

On this day, a
thick, unseasonal
fog lay on the
water, a result of
an enlarging storm
system that was
brewing in the
north. Charlie tied
down the main sail
to the mast and
began breaking the
label to the second
bottle of ‘El Perro’,
his favorite brand
of tequila. The
first bottle had
already been con-
sumed and tossed
overboard. It now
floated empty many
miles back.

Whistling to
Charlie

\‘n%" .\

was dumb te the dull throbbing noise that res-

himself,

onated in the gloomy fog.
stopped whistling to vomit did he become
aware of this new sound.

At first he thought the vibrations were a
result of the blood pounding in his sodden
head. He carefully put down the bottle of
tequila and whacked his temple with his fist.
The sound did not stop but instead only
seemed to get louder. He shook his head in
befuddled wonder. Harsher measures were
called for.

Unsteadily he stepped up to the main mast
and stood, his nose anly a few inches away
from the thick, aluminum structure. Suddenly,

It was only when he

Cobvriaht © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc



he drove his head violently forward, siriking the
thick aluminum structure with a crunching thud.
He repeated the movement several times until
he finally fell down, clutching his head in agony.
By now the throbbing noise was deafening and
it was accompanied by the ominous swoosh of
vast quantities of water being displaced.

On his hands and knees, Charlie swung his
head around like a rabid dog.
sound was coming from a place other than his
head.

“Do you know who | am?!” he shouted, “I'm
Charlie Sheen!!”

He stared al

He realized the

the deck and the puddle of
drool that formed from the stream that tapered
down from his lower lip.

“I'm goddamn Charlie Sheen!” he shouted
again only louder.

Suddenly, in answer, the towering bow of the
Arlene burst through the fog bank.

“Holy sweet mother of...” was all Charlie had
time to say before the fiberglass yacht was
The keel
snapped in two and the halves of the boat were

struck amidship by the Ariene.

sucked under as the Arfene pushed forward at
a swift twenty-eight knots. Finally, after sliding
under the entire length of the hull, The Royal
Sheen was spit out by the powerful turbine-

powered propellers. Thus, Charlie Sheen was
the first victim. His body remained missing for
six months, however, eventually washing up on
the Japanese island of Honshu, bloated and
half-eaten by fish.

Standing on the open bridge of the Arlene,
figure.
whipped at his hair and stung his eyes as he

Armando Fitz cut a striking The wind

stared resolutely forward. smile

crossed his hardened features in proud admira-

A grim

tion of the Chilean crew that scurried across

the deck and throughout the superstructure.
They had spent so many years preparing and
now they carried out their duties like grim
worker ants - efficieni, cooperative, relentless.
Armando raised his heavy binoculars to his
eyes. The fog was still too
thick to see anything dis-
tinctly; the coast was but a
dim outline in the shrouding
mist; but he knew that they
musl be approaching.
Suddenly, like an appari-
tion, Catalina Island filled
up the lenses of the binocu-
lars. The fog was lifting.

Armando walked quickly

NATIONAL LAMPOON
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back to the inner bridge.

The Ariene pushed majestically forward.
Long Beach glided by, then Venice. At that
point, just as the great ship approached Santa
Monica, the powerful turbines were thrown in
reverse. The ship slowed and then stopped.

A minute elapsed as the Arlene remained
stationary, barely one mile off the Santa
Monica Pier. Suddenly, the air was disturbed
by a single blast from the shipboard horn and
immediately, men began to fall in line along
the starboard edge of the Arlene. In less than
two minutes the entire ship’s complement,
twelve-hundred sailors resplendent in shim-
mering white uniforms, stood at attention, fac-
ing eastwards, towards Los Angeles.

From the cabinet, Armando pulled out a
phone and dialed.

“Good Morning. Creative Artists,” said a
voice at the other end.

“Hello. My name is Armando Fitz. | was
hoping you could tell me how to get in touch
with Arlene Hayes. | am supposed to conduct
an interview with her for a very, very well-
known publication.”

“I'm sorry. Arlene Hayes is involved with a
movie project. In order to set up an interview,
you will need to speak with her publicist.
Would you like that number?*

“No...But you are sure Miss Hayes is not
in the city?”

“She is in New Orleans.”

“Oh, ves. Filming Cajun Voodoo. By the
way, what is your address there? | have a
package | want to personally deliver.”

“Yes, it’'s Wilshire at Little Santa Monica.
Our normal business hours are nine to five

but....what publication did you say you repre-

sent?”
“Uh...good-bye.” Armanda gently laid the
telephone on the cradle.
“Zat voman vas very rude. | heard her
speak,” said Von Richter.
“Do you think so?”
“¥Ya. Very rude.” Von Richter paused, then
grimly said, “She must pay.”
“Pay? And how must she pay?” asked
Armando.
“She must pay
BLOOD!!!” howled Poppy
von Richter. He began
hopping hysterically, shak-
ing his clawed fists in the
air. Everyone on the
bridge watched the skinny
little German nervously.
This went on for several
minutes till he finally ran
out of steam. Armando
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The pagodas of the Chinese Theater were
sheared literally in half by the shells and they
toppled on the heads of a group of cowering
tourists causing great carnage.

“Wilshire and Santa Monica. Is it time to
make the rude woman pay, Herr Richter?”

“She must PAY!!IIY
“Would you care to do the honors?”

Von Richter began bobbing up and down
again as Armando handed him the intercom
that connected with gunnery control.

“Achtung. Zis is Oberleutnant Karl-Heinz
von Richter. Ze coordinate numbers are....”
He paused to look at the numbers on the map
and then read them off slowly.

When the Arlene first began firing, Michael
Ovitz was leaning back in his leather chair, his
feet propped up on the expansive ltalian mar-
ble desk. Regarded as the most powerful
agent in Hollywoaod, on the walls were hun-
dreds of photographs and autographed head-
shots. Amongst the pictures was Arlene
Hayes’. It was signed “Hey, Mikey. Love and
kisses....all over. Arlene XXXX!”

Rising to his feet, he walked over to the
window and stared out over the vast
cityscape. He thought about a memo he had
just sent to Luke Perry's manager concerning
that party’s independent renegotiations with
the Fox network.

“If that talentless little punk wants to rene-
gotiate,” he said to himself, “he better do it
through ME, or I’ll blackball his ass from the
face of this entire goddamn planet!” He
chuckled to himself at that one. Could he real-
ly blackball someone from the face of the
planet? Probably not. But he could do a lot.

“God, | love power!”

In the periphery of his vision, he caught
sight of the first glowing streaks that blazed
across the sky.

*What the hell is that?”

He then heard the dull muffled crash as the
shells landed, many miles away.

He watched more streaks and heard the
following explosions.

“Miss Jackson!” he shouted, “Do you know

what the hell is going on outside? Are we
supposed to have an eclipse or something? A
meteor shower?”

Miss Jackson, his personal secretary
appeared at the door of his office.

“l haven’t heard of anything like that. | read
the horoscope and it made no mention of an
eclipse. Why do you ask?”

“Are you dumb and deaf? I mean,
look, listen.”
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Michael Ovitz turned around and looked out
the window again. A streak slowly appeared
over the western horizon and began gaining
altitude.
“Look, there! Do you see that?”
“Wow, that's really weird!" said Miss
Jackson.
“You're damn right it's weird! They've been
appearing like that for the last two minutes.”
“It appears to be getting bigger....."
The luminescent lights glowed brighter and
brighter,
“Oh, my God! It's coming right for us!”
Michael Ovitz dived under the sturdy struc-
ture of his marble desk as the shells pierced
the roof and continued in a downward trajecto-
ry. This quick action saved his life. Miss
Jackson was not so lucky. The entire top of
the building collapsed and she was buried
under tons of rubble. Horribly, the shells
swept through each floor, killing and maiming,
finally exploding in the basement of the build-
ing. This destroyed the foundation pilings
causing the building to groan and lean drunk-
enly. The shift in the building caused the mar-
ble desk to slide towards the center of the
room, revealing Michael Ovitz crouched on his
knees with his hands clasped behind his head,
“Oh, God....oh, God...oh, God." He lifted
his head up. Smoke and debris filled the room
He slowly, carefully crawled towards the desk
and reached inside a drawer where he found
his cellular telephone. He called his lawyer.
“Hello, Marly? Yeah, this is Mike._ |
know you're on vacation and everything but lis-
ten, I've got a real problem.....”

Inside the swallering lurrets the men were
stripped down to their waists. Ceotton was
packed tightly in their ears to protect them
from the tremendous explosions that rever-
berated within the steel, greasy carapaces.
Their only link to the outside world was the tiny
intercom that connected them to the gunnery
officer that told them when to fire. After brac-
ing themselves against the coming explosion,
the gunner would press the red button that
touched off the huge sacks of gunpowder.
Then the huge breaches would be manually
opened and fresh water would be flung inlo the
opening. Meanwhile, from the magazine deep
within the bowels of the ship, another one
thousand pound shell would be trundled up the
steam driven elevalor and hydraulically shoved
into the breach. Four fifty pound bags of gun-
powder would then be shoved behind the shell.
The breach would be closed. It was the most
dangerous work on board lhe ship and the
men who worked in the turrets were certainly a
different breed. Esteban Martinez was a gun-
ner in Dora, the lower D-turret at the stern. He
had volunteered for the position.

The very personable Wendy White was the
first media observer on the scene. As the air-
borne traffic commentator for KLAQ radio,
Wendy had developed quile a celebrity status
for her animated and sometimes graphic
reporis of traffic conditions on L.A.'s busy
freeways. As the Arlene was beginning her ini-
tial hbombardment of Hollywood, the helicopter
that Wendy was riding was hovering low along
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the 405 Freeway at the pass which separated
the San Fernando Valley and Los Angeles
proper. At the juncture where Sunsel serpen-
tines under the 405, the KLAQ copter veered in
a wide, lazy arc, and skimmed over the seclud-
ed, wealthy neighborhoods of Brentwood,
actually passing directly over the house that
Marilyn Monroe succumbed to the anathema
of her dimming stardom. Listeners who had
their radios tuned into KLAQ, heard this:
“Wendy White here in the KLAQ Southland
Scooter, Traffic on the San Diego Freeway is

flowing smoothly now. That preposterous
three vehicle pile-up that has been blocking
the two northbound lanes at the Ventura exit
has been cleaned up by the meat wagons.
Gotta be careful out there K-Lackers!
Otherwise, traffic seems to be going good at
San Vicente and Wilshire. And... looking off

towards the horizon, over Santa Monica, In the
ocean, there appears to be what | would call a
very large naval vessel. | mean a really big
boal. This could be a new developmenl thal
might have an effect on you K-Lackers com-
muting on the P.C.H.”

This was the last traffic report Wendy White
would ever give. The Southland Scooter
zipped across Santa Monica and naively
approached the Arlene. When the helicopter
was a mere thousand yards away, the entire
starboard side of the ship suddenly erupted in
a tremendous release of anti-aircraft fire. The
sky was instantly filled with a giant sheet of
lead. The helicopter disintegrated into a million
pieces, as if hil by a gargantuan sledgeham-
mer. Static commenced on the radio before
the station switched to a commercial break.
Smoldering lead shrapnel from the barrage
began to rain down on the surfers who were
foolish enough to still be on the beach. They
saved themselves by shielding their heads and
badies under their surfboards.

“Ve are kicking their ass!" shouted von
Richter in belligerent glee.

“This is true, my good faseist friend,” replied
Armando.

On the horizon tiny specks were rapidly
approaching from the south. These were A-10
Warthogs of the United States Marine Corps
based al the Los Alamitos Naval Air Station.
When the Ariene began her unprecedented
attack on Hollywood, these aircraft were
fueled and payloaded with anti-tank rockets in
preparation for training runs al the China Lake
Weapons Center just south of Death Valley.
When the emergency call came in from the
governor's office, this small flight of tank-
busters was the only outfit remotely ready to
respond.

Studs Whitcher was the flight leader of the
four plane squadron. He had been in the
Marine Corps for ten years and was consid-
ered by those few who knew him as borderline
insane. In fact, his life was marked by bouts of
insanity starting from the time he was six when
he climbed over the rail and flung himself into
the alligator pit at the zoo. He wallowed in the
water for a few minutes, trying to entice the
repliles to eat him, all in full view of his horri-
fied mother. He was not eaten.

In high school, another chilling incident
took place after a prep school football game.
In the waning minutes of the big game, Studs,
a wide receiver, dropped a sure touchdown
pass. Despite the fact that his team won con-
vincingly, Studs, in his despair drove his car, a
1957 Chevy that he had painstakingly restored,
into the front living room of the coach's house.
His body hurled through the front windshield
and flopped onto the coffee table right at the
coach's propped feet. He carried a limp from
that day on and the Incldent also provided
inspiration for his self-appointed moniker,
Studs; a reference to the surgical pins in his
hips which he thought were cool.

After somehow surviving high school and
then graduating from college with a degree in
aeronautical engineering, Studs applied for
flight school with the Navy. His grades were
exemplary but his psychological profile was
such that the attending psychiatrist was
prompted to note that ‘this man is so thor-
aughly disturbed that | wouldn't bet a rat's ass
on the prospect of his surviving any kind of
flight program.” The Navy had no recourse but
to reject his application.

Fortunately there were the Marines.

Flying low over the industrial complexes of
Orange County, the small squadron raced
towards the Arlene. Over water Studs let out a
gasp bearing witness to the looming mon-
strosity of the ship. He had never seen any-
thing so big, so imposina. He licked his chops
and barked orders. The atlack commenced.

The Warthogs came in boldly, skimming the
surface of the waves. The anti-aircraft off the
port stern opened up at two miles. Studs mut-
tered into his radio and the aircraft broke out
of formation and began angling to different
points around the ship; all except Studs. He
clenched his jaw and kept straight ahead, bor-
ing down an the Arlene.

Anti-aircraft blossoms sent shrapnel thud-
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THE MOST POWERFUL COMPACT RADIO IN THE WORLD!

& Electronics
Industry
Association
Award for
Innovation
in Desig

mn,
P

THE GRUNDIG YB-500

FM/AM Shortwave Receiver

Listen! Here is the BIG BREAKTHROUGH
in powerful performance and design. Not in
stores...Now available to you in the U.5.A.
[rom Willabee & Ward. No other compact
radio packs all these powerful [eatures.

A POWERFUL RECEPTION. The Grundig
YB-500 does it all: pulls in AM, FM, FM
stereo, every SHORTWAVE band, even
aviation, military and ship-to-shore. All with
lock-on digital precision.

A POWERFUL SOUND. Exclusive Audio
Power Boost — found on no other world
band radio — gives the YB-500 big, rich,
room-filling legendary Grundig sound.

Powerful Features.

Power scan! The YB-300 has continuous
power scan on shortwave — stops at every
signal and lets you hsten. When you hear a
hroadcast you want, you tell the radio
to stop. Only Grundig has this leature,
Power timing [eatures! The YB-500 can
send you to sleep on FM, wake you with
weather on AM, then switch you to BBC
shortwave. Even shuts itself off. Elsewhere,
you'd pay $500 for these features.

Poweriul Memory.

The BBC and all major world broadcasters
are pre-set [or instant retrieval. You can add

40 more stations on any band and display
call letters for reference. No other radio
at this price offers such powerful memory.
Also has instant keypad access to all
frequencies. llluminated, adjustable LED
display for bedside use. Advanced RDS FM
station information display. It will be years
before other makers catch up with the
YB-500. But it is available today from
Willabee & Ward.

Powerful Value.

The Grundig YB-500 is only $299 (plus
$9.50 shipping and handling), payable in
eight monthly credit card installments of
$38.56. Includes 1 AA batterics, deluxe
travel pouch, stereo headphones, owner’s
manual, and Grundigs shortwave listening
guide. INTRODUCTORY OFFER: ORDER
NOW AND GET A FREE DUAL-VOLTAGE
INTERNATIONAL ADAPTER!

Grundig 1-year warranty on parts
and labor. 30-day money back guarantee.
Grundig 15 to radios what BMW and
Mercedes are to cars. European look! Euro-
pean sound! Eurapean quality! Order now!

Phone ovders normally shipped
next business day.

Call Toll-Free: 1-800-367-4534
Extension 697-376

First and ONLY world band with

award-winning vertical design. Measures

approximately 7 /3" x 4" x 14" with built-in
stand and retractable ferrite antenna

©1994 MBI

e RESERVATION APPLIGATION = == == ~~ 1

Willabee & Ward
47 Richards Avenue » Norwalk, CT 06857

Call Toll-Free: 1-800-367-4534
Extension 697-376

Please send me Grundig YB-500
Digital All-Band Shortwave Receiver(s). For
each recewver, charge eight installments of
$38.56* to my credit card:

O wvisa [ MasterCard [ Discover [] Am. Ex.

Credit Card No. Exp. Date

Name

Please Print Claarly,

Address

City

State/Zip

Signature

(Crders subject to acceptance.)
(11 prefer not to pay by crédit card and will pay
by check. Enclosed is my check for $299 plus
$9.50 shipping/handling, a total of $308.50*
for each receiver.
*Any applicable safes e will be billed with shipment,
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ding off the armored plating that surrounded
the cockpit. Studs kept the joystick steady in
his hands, He knew no fear. At one mile,
Studs fired the armor piercing rockets that
hung from the wings. They raced towards the
Arlene but Studs didn't watch them hit. He
was now busy firing the 20mm cannon that
poked from underneath the nose of the
Warthog. He laughed in delight as the cannon
fire struck home. He was in heaven.

Traveling at over 500 miles per hour, Studs
roared a scant ten feet over the forward B tur-
ret of the Arlene, barely missing the super-
structure with his right wing tip. He yelled and
shook his fist at the tracking anti-aircraft guns
which tried to follow him as he crossed over.
Heading oul over open sea, he rolled his air-
plane back and forth, avoiding the ship’s fire.
Reaching a suitable distance, he kicked hard
on the rudder and pulled back on the stick.
The Warthog rose up and the fuselage fish-
tailed out, reminiscent of his old ‘57 Chevy cor-
nering with too much speed. Airspeed
dropped way down as the direction was
reversed, It seemed that the Warthog was at a
standstill. Then the powerful jets kicked in,
and the airplane begin accelerating towards
the Arlene, a thick plume of exhaust trailing
behind.

The anti-aircraft fire was intense and Stud’s
airplane was tossed about by the concussions
perpetrated by the exploding shells. Still, he
forged forward against the current of lead, his
face a mask of rage. He pressed the fire but-
ton on the control stick and again watched as
the tracers found their mark, taking gross
effect on the above-deck structures. Then,
Studs snapped.

At 1000 yards, the confused wiring in Stud’s
brain neglected to tell him to pull back on the
stick. In fact, the synapses of his jumbled

mind were communicating quite a different
message. The Warthog continued towards the
Arlene, spitting out shells. Howling with rage,
Studs aimed the nose at the bridge of the
Arlene, his head a beehive of glorious self-
destructive visions. He fired a rocket as a call-
ing card and watched it streak towards the
bridge. It exploded; the horrific flash reflecting
off his shaded visor. Now to follow the jab
with the Studs Suicide Special.

Suddenly the left engine tore loose from his
fuselage. It had been hit from shell fire desper-
ately pouring from the Arlene. The joystick
whipped out of Studs' hand and the Warthog
veered violently to the left and downward.
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Studs yelled a final expletive as the wing tip
dipped into the sea. The airplane began cart-
wheeling erazily and then, right before impact,
knifed deep into the water right beneath the
Arlene’s stern. It's trajectory and speed freak-
Ishly ecarried it into the rudder of the Arlene
where it slammed with tremendous force.

The atlack by the Warthogs came as a sur-
prise. Armando had certainly expected a
response but he was under the opinion that ini-
tially it would consist of LAPD police heli-
coplers, certainly something that the Arlene
was more than capable of handling. He had
optimistically anticipated a thirty minute frame
of uninterrupted firing time before he could
expecl any countering force of real substance
to appear. By then he had hoped to lay down
an extensive smoke screen and then slip quiet-
ly into the vast expanses of the Pacific, head-
ing Northwest into the rapidly enlarging storm
system. Indeed it was an ill-conceived plan,
one relying too heavily on the whims of the
weather, the presumed bunglings of big-city
government, and foremost, the sheer
grandiose novelty of his preemptive strike to
create chaos; but it might have worked.
Unfortunately, the attack of the Warthogs
came barely thirteen minutes after the start of
hostilities altered things considerably,

“Herr Richter!” he shouted, “Give us full
speed ahead!" The first rockets from the air-
crait came shrieking in. Blasts began hitting
on the rear part of the ship. Armando grabbed
the huge wheel and turned it hard to the right.
It was connected by a system of hydraulics to
the rudder. He held the wheel In its position
and felt the vibrations as the engines engaged
the screws.

“We must get into deeper water! Gain more
maneuverability!” he shouted. Then the rocket
fired by Studs hit the bridge. There was a
blinding flash.

Esteban kicked open the hatch to turret

Dora with his legs and to the slippery deck.
His left arm was smashed and he cradled it
gently across his chest with his right arm. He
was somehow, by the grace of God, alive but
not so the rest of the gun crew, the men he
had spent so many years training with, Now
they were all dead, lying in contorted positions
inside the turret.
He was very mad about this. In light of the
knowledge he gained during his little walk with
Armando a week previously he realized how
stupid they all were to have followed Armando
on this foolish boat ride. He looked up at the
sky. The airplanes were gone but more would
be returning. Men were beginning to climb on
deck. They looked lost. It was then that it
dawned on him that the ship was moving hard
to port, heading out to open sea.

“Jesus!" he thought, “Why are we maoving
out to sea when we should be abandoning
ship? We are so close to the shore!” He
looked towards the bow of the ship, up
towards the bridge.

“Damn you, Armando!” He made his way to
the stairs.

Entering the bridge, Esteban stepped over

the lifeless body of Poppy von Richter who lay
slumped In the doorway, his Kriegsmarine uni-
form bedraggled with oil and blood, his lips
tightly pulled back in a hideous snarl, reveal-
ing the wooden teeth now stained crimson
from blood. Examining the control room, he
could see the results of the rocket hit. Debris
and bodies lay tossed.about in violent fashion
and whitish smoke issued forth from under-
neath destroyed instrument panels. In the
middle of the hellish scene near the smashed
forward wind screen stood the brass encased
engine control pillar. In front of it was the
wheel. Thinking perhaps that he could actually
turn the ship and crash it directly into shore, he
went to the wheel and turned it. Nothing hap-
pened; the rudder was jammed!

Now stepping quickly to the brass helm,
Esteban grabbed the lever and pulled hard.
The steady hum and vibrations of the ship
stopped as the turbines disengaged from the
propeller shafts. He stood at the helm amidst
the swirling smoke and wind that ushered
through the broken windscreen.

Suddenly from behind, Esteban heard the
unmistakable click of a gun being armed. He
froze.

“Full speed ahead Mr. Martinez.” Esteban
turned slowly around.

Lying propped In the corner with Von
Richter's P-38 aimed shakily in hand was
Armando. His face was spirit-white and alis-
tening with sweat. His pristine white naval
uniform was florid in a spreading red pattern; a
large jagged piece of sheet metal projected
from his midsection.

“l expect you to follow orders.”

“sSir. | am stopping the ship. Since you
neglected to put life boats on the ship, the men
must be allowed the best opportunity to save
themselves.”

*1 will decide when the men may abandon
the ship.”

The Arlene was heading out to sea when
Esteban disengaged the screws, but because
the rudder was smashed in the port position,
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she was traveling in a circular route. Her
tremendous momentum would eventually carry
her back near shore, but it would still be some
time though before she would be close enough
to make any attempt at swimming for safety.

“The ship is sinking; the battle is lost," said
Esteban,

“The battle is not lost.
begun!”

A terrific groan echoed from deep within the
ship as sea
water which
had entered
through the
ruptured rud-
der burst into
another com-
partment
below the
waterline.
The ship
lurched slightly and Armando momentarily
winced. Esteban, seeing a chance, rushed for-
ward to grab the gun but Armando was too
quick in his recovery. The gun went off and the
bullet crashed into Esteban's left arm, further
shatlering the limb. Esteban spun and fell to
the littered floor.

Armandeo pushed himself to his feet The
piece of metal lodged in his stomach slid out
and fell to the floor with a loud clang. He
leaned against the wall, regaining composure
holding close the terrible wound with his hand.
A pool of blood began forming at his feet. He
studied Esteban writhing on the floor.

“I'm surprised at you Esteban. | expected
you to have more faith. You were always one of
my favorites."

“Faith?" answered Esteban, speaking with
the boldness of a doomed man, “You talk of
faith yet you beckoned us forward with lies.
There are no riches to be had...no glory to be
found. There is nothing but death and destruc-
tion. And for what? A girl? That, my captain
was the cardinal lie! You enticed us with tales
of vast wealth, and filled our heads with
romantic visions of adventure as corsairs on
the high seas. Who were we to know any dif-
ferent? We were nothing but ignorant peas-
ants, What fools we all were to follow you!"

“Your defeatist attitude annoys me. It is
easily apparent that | am still alive and in com-
mand. There has been no wavering from the
plan."

“You are insane! You are cut clean
through the stomach. | am looking at a dead
man. As far as your plan...there is no plan,
there never was any plan., and there never will
be a plan. You simply expected to bombard
the city and then have the girl run into your
open arms. | am afraid that you are sadly mis-
taken if you think thal love operales in that
way.”

“I do what | can.” Armando began moving
away from the wall. A small part of his gut
began to leak out from benealth his hand.

“And let's say that she does run into your
arms? What then? You sail off into the sunset
which is good for today but what about tomor-
row? The next year? Life will be dramalically
anticlimactic after all this, wouldn't you say?"

It has only just

Armando was not responding. He had
approached the high brass column and was
straining against the lever. Finally, with terrific
effort he worked it into the full speed ahead
position.

“What happens when she decides that she
doesn't like your taste in music?" conlinued
Esteban.

Armando was leaning against the post. He
looked a hundred years old.

“I'll learn to like her music. That is inconse-
quential.”

"Or that she doesn't like coffee? That would
not be very good for el rey del cafe.”

“We met in a coffee house. Now really
Esteban, your questions are trite and interfere
with my war.”

“Or that she doesn't want to go to bed with
you because you're not as good as the movie
stars that she sleeps with?”

Armando stared at Esteban’s prone figure
lying at his feet and contemplated what had
just been said.

“Don't be absurd. Arlene would never sleep
with anybody. She is an angel.”

“An angell Ha! She slept with you after
knowing you for three hours! Your Arlene is no
an | y woddamn w

out and yanked hard on the Map. Armando, in
his unsteadiness began to lose his balance. In
desperation, he pulled the trigger of the auto-
matic but the shot was off mark, ricocheting
loudly against the floor. Arms now flailing,
Armanda lel loose of the gun, and managed o
get hold of the brass helm. He tried to raise
himself back to his feet, but his strength was
fading fast. He was fighting a losing battle
againsl gravity and his body began sliding
down the column, his entrails smearing greasi-
ly along its length.

Esteban, on his hands and knees crawled
towards the gun which Armando had dropped.
Reaching it, he somehow made it to his feet.
He then trained the gun on Armando’s Kneeling
pathetic form and nudged the body with the
point of the barrel; there was no respanse.

He kicked at Armando and watched him slide
heavily to the floor.

There was little time now. The Arlene was
nearing the beach and the men still alive were
beginning to line the sides of the boat. Ropes

weore being secured along the side railing and
the wounded were fitted with the few life vests
that were available One panicky man, terrified
of the fire and smoke jumped from the moving
ship. Horrified, the rest of the men watched
him bob to the surface and then struggle
againsl the tremendous pull of the Arlene's
wake. When the aft portion of the ship neared
the man, he was suddenly swept under violent-
ly where he remained for a few seconds before
being heaved suddenly upwards. He was
screaming and beating his arms against the
water like a clipped hen, trying to fight the
inexarable pull of the Arlene’s screws. It was a
hopeless fight and he submerged with a look
of disbelief and fear as he was dragged
towards the churning blades.

On the bridge, Esteban pulled the lever back
to neutral and the engines once again disen-
gaged. There was a surreal calmness as the
ship glided along without any power. Though
the ship had slowed considerably during
Esteban's mortal struggle with Armando, it
was still making 10 knots It would have to be
slow enough. The beach stood exactly to the
right of starboard and the men were already
jumping into the water or climbing down the
ropes. The vast number of wounded, some
hearing ghastly injuries were eased down the
bulging sides of the ship by makeshift slings
but this soon proved to be too time consum-
ing. Desperate to speed things up, some of
the men resorted to tossing the wounded over
the side, much to their detriment.

Esteban looked at the shambles of the
bridge one last time. Shrouded in the dim
interior shadows, Armando's body lay
sprawled on the Map of the Stars. His eyes
were closed and his hands pulled inside his
coat, over his heart. Esteban turned to leave
but just as he was about to egress through the
door to the outside bridge, he paused. A
minute streak caught the corner of his eye.
Instinctively, he stepped backwards behind the
protective shelter of the inner bridge.
Immediately, the Arlene was rocked with a
cluster of tremendous explosions. Esteban
was lifted off his feet and hurled back into the
room, landing hard on his back, In intense
pain he lifted his head up from the floor just in
time to see the snow-white underbelly of a U.S.
Mavy F-14 Tomcat
framed in the open
doorway.

Getting to his
feet, Esteban
limped back out-
side. The solid
metal railing lining
the outside bridge
was completely
warped and twislt-
ed. Looking out
over the cleared bridge, Esteban could see the
damage done by the missile. The massive for-
ward B turret housing lwin  15-inch cannons
was completely unmounted. It was an abso-
lute miracle that the explosion did not travel
down the elevator shaft that supplied the shells
to the big gun. This would have touched off
the magazine stored deep within the ship, the

NRTIONAL LAMPOON

Cobvriaht © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc

&6



result of which could be likened to a steel-
clad volcanic eruption. Nonetheless the
wreckage was immense. lLooking at the
side of the ves

the Tomcat was joined by three
others. They were from the nuclear-pow-
ered carrier John F. Kennedy which was
located some seven-hundred miles away,
returning from a show of strength maneu-
vers near Korea. The planes were now cir-
cling wide in preparation for

eled out of their arc and began their
attack run. A guick estimation cause
Esteban to realize that he could never
make it down the many Hights of slippery
stairs that led from the bridge to the deck
and then clamber over the side before the
jets arrived. A sense of calm

I for

survival began to reassert itself.

As the howling wail of the jets

announced their closing proximity,

Esteban stepped back deep within the

bridge and stared forward through the

open door at the gray open sky that

reached beyond the dismantled rail. The

¥ 18]
f I

many years of climbing

the hills and mountains of Chile had given

Esteban extraordinary strength in his legs.
He hoped it would be

the end of his sprint he kicked off
from the edge of the bridge and flung him-
self into the acrid sky.

Time seemed to stand still for Esteban
as he seemed to hover many tens of feet
over the burning deck of the Arlene. He
could make \

vious attack
scattered on the deck. He could also see
that he was never going to clear the side-
walls. It began to rush towards him.
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On board the John F. Kennedy, bored
ordinance officers found creative outlets
by writing epithets directed towards the
North Korean

T ing shades and a
knife-toothed grin, a corrupt hybrid off-
spring of Shamu and Roy Orbison. A
cigarette dangled from its mouth and print-
ed in bold letters were the words, “I'm
Coming to Getcha, Baby!" The wolfish grin
worn by the missile sprung wider as it
slammed into the

and beyond the wide hull of the
Arlene and he plunged in to the cold Pacific
waters feet first, fortuitously avoiding the
eight-story belly tlop.

pain
diminished to a dull numbness and he
began the long swim towards the beach,
over lwo miles away. Dog-paddling in a
unorthodox one-armed fashion, he soon
found himself too exhausted to continue.
Fortunately, he came across a dead sailor
floating in a life vesl. He

Rising and falling on the waves and
troughs, half-dead from fatigue and shock,
Esteban wearily opened his eyes one last
time. The Arlene was some distance away
now but its speed was greatly reduced.
Her hull and superstructure were enrap-
tured with flames

shut eyes,
Esteban noticed something. At first he
couldn't believe it, but after forcing himself
to remain conscious, lhe veracily of his
observation could not be denied. The
Arlene was beginning to dramatically
increase speed. Someone was at the helm
pushing the throttle
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THESE CHECKS ARE GUARANTEED TO
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2) Enclose a DEPOSIT SLIP from your exisisting supply.
3) Enclose a check-payable to R&G BANKNOTE.

4) Enclose compleled ORDER FORM (below).

5) Mail these things to R&G BANKNOTE, P.O. BOX 150,
MILFORD, NH 03055,

ANy auestions, caLL 1-800-354-4708

Name

Deslgn

Start my checks with #

(I not gpecified, wa will start your chacks with #1001)
Qty.

200 Single checke © §16.00
— 150 Duplicats checka @ §20.00

Rush Mail Delivery (Optional) § 3.00

TOTAL
Unlass otherwise specifiad, ordar will be maiad 1o the address
printed on chocke. Pleace allow 3-4 waeke for free ragular delivery.

Cobvriaht © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc




it r:— 5
e
,HHL [ =
ﬂ‘rm-"?” _@- S i
mnrrﬂﬁnnﬁi“‘,-" i =

[ﬂulml JIW"(I. i i
H;r-r r i T 2 |
lﬂrmhut }:'?frr:fs';u AERMEN ]
“‘”””f (LI \ Imf
b {
’”‘“' il fi
.” Nl[””’ i L

B f|||“l o
|va’ Esy b

n

(W
ru}rl;’rr{!l \,I;”,J,,],I

s
.,m,,,f.“;f}fiii;t LGBl
b m ']fjuw g

il
Mkt

.E!:!,I”‘hlf i i

"’! ] r,ll

|u|| m”" i
fum:-r,.;,,, ;

e Jfr;ﬂl i

F"qrrmiu folpe

HATIOHAL LAMPOON

Cobovriaht © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc.



IrTHeFACTS I[TrUeFACTS

TINY

00 18 SepRA Tl
v * Pregnant Woman
beats off sicko

pregnant Scralched,
clawed and punched
8 sicko Intruder into
fleeing her suburban
home after sho woke
up and found him haf.

naked by hor bedside,
I didn't oven think

about it,” saya the 32 m T

x WL ¢ 32- ¥ VR L on the Lo ;

Jear-old brave mom-to ] Pahnay) . o
« *1 just started poj X PEIVErt with o0 1 i

aftor him, BOIE mighs -+

in_her bedroom =

TERROR

caped. The wom ity

her hubby muh-\(;“linc:;;ﬂ :J;';l?}!

hospital to make sure  show,
their unborn Ok,

Now that it's al] ovor,

the petite woman says
ehe can hardly halie

her brawa— "

had survived the vi.
tusela. Luckily, tests
ed everything was

Oscar-Winning actor Jack
Nicholson was charged with misde-
meanor vandalism and assault, for
allegedly smashing the windshield of a
car with a golf
club hecause he
thought the

other driver

"Twante l 2 ‘ days 10

d SeaI'Ch revea : ? with him. ThE “‘1;1?1:;:1‘(3“ which cut him off in
Ack 1O J& 11 in Jacks )
o1l \_‘!dﬁ-_ areatgned 10
BO y i 1-94. o]l said the ke » he will be arrall \rt, Wash- traffic, - the
Michi- on yati Terrel ® A, 1L : District Cov
[+ <an most of the Vi€t Trooper Patl spicious after on County : Los Angeles
¥ - re it s J1 J . i > = .y ) .

Thsel::: B hacame BUNF_ " ag obese ington 5“\?{4\ car he was driviig city attor-
an ) ] = - raNlLd £ : -
%nan T Deaver—Tr immer crack has 8 leC:’a‘ ney’s office

Lci0M NEW OXFORD — Si. Pul's de . v ice said.
SCBSI“‘::S ( “The Pines” Lutheran ('[‘:llm.'ll I\::'.]'!.w \5\:’” of !l.-' L'l.J‘llll'llldL'lg'u‘ lacey “The 4 _0(10 pl.'!\“- annﬂunced.
gra . the setting for the Dec. 15 weddlng Ihrﬂr-’.ﬂ\!' nded 1IN0 0_sWeeping 'ci. N . h I
found ! _&;_[ lanet L. Beaver amd. Gary R N i icholson
Troc lrimmer. TheRev. B Tim Wagnét  ihe e ofDauphin_ was
rformed the double fing core e matron 8f honor, Chosen 3
WC‘C?' ::;Jm ;n[l-mru double fing coremo- bk - T Ch |'h:. i.
ping A rocidass ¢
(i50)
@ SR
BERRY VILLE
rt-time
announces & i paAnyOne
son r.and Mrs. Gary Trimmer

Lisw, Tomalavg

oyment program.

“FUX' empl

Come )01

A thirty-year-old woman in
Columhus, Ohio failed in a suicide
attempt which included “cutting off her
left hand, stabbing herself eight times,
drinking a glass of Drano, and throwing
a hair dryer into a water-filled tub.”
(Columbus Dispatch)
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At an Independence Day picnic in
Sulphur Springs, Texas, three-year-old
nursery-school children were asked by
their teacher to name their favorite
country for a news camera crew. They
all yelled, “Japan!"

The teacher, Dolly Zehber,
speculated the reason may have been
that most of the children’s toys come
from Japan,

2007 National | amboon Inc.

stepped out of his car al a red lighl al
the intersection of Moorpark Way and
Riverside Drive in North Hollywood and
repeatedly struck the windshield and
roof of the car driven by Robert Scott
Blake.

Two independent witnesses iden-
tified the weapon used in the incident as
a golf club, and one identified the 57-
year-old actor as the attacker.

One witness refused to verify the
identity of the attacker to police because
she “liked him in The Witches of
Eastwick."
sy

Palice captured a man who was
chiseling hronze letters off mausoleums
in a New York cemetery.

The thief told officers that
hronze fetches high prices these days
and displayed thirteen consonants.

“I don't think it's right to
steal vowels,” the robber explained.
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When pilot Steve Owen tried
to land his small plane at a Virginia air-
field after a weekend away, he discovered
that his landing gear wouldn't go down,
Avisual check showed that there was no
hydraulic fluid in the tank.

Fortunalely, on board was a pas-
senger who had brought two cans of
soda and some Bloody Mary mix so they
could have some drinks for the trip.

When they poured the liquid into
the tank, the gear lowered enough for
Owens to be able to land the plane.
Contributed by Tom Patterson.
Y S

Michael Lenick, 63, of Sewall
Point, Florida, turned the channel back
to the Cowboys/Bills game after his wile,
Marlene, turned over to the news.

Announcing that she'd had
enough of foothall, she went to the bed-
room, picked up a .38 caliber handgun,
returned to the den and shot Michael
twice.

One bullet grazed Lenick’s
abdomen and the other penetrated his
shoulder blade. He was hospitalized in
good condition, She was charged with
aggravated battery.

According to Police Chief Louis
Savini, there have been about a dozen
calls in support of the woman.
e e T o]

A proprietor who ran a successful
print shop in Denver, Colorado, advey-
tised in local newspapers, “We print
everything but money."

Treasury Agents subsequently
raided the print shop, and the propri-
etor was charged with counterfeiting.

Mary Staggs of Laguna Beach,
California, jumped on the hood of her
brand new BMW when a thief stole the
car from the parking lot of a fast-food
restaurant.

As the car sped erratically down
the Pacific Coast Highway al sixty miles
per hour, Staggs reached through the
sunroof and yanked the thief's hair until
he was forced to stop. Contributed by
Donald M. Robinson.
N [T T |

Members of a Van Nuys,
California Girl Scout troop were barred
from a Los Angeles shopping mall in
accordance with a policy designed to
prevent gang violence,

“The guard said a group with
more than three young people was a
gang,” stated troop leader Lois Young.

Security officers trailed the Girl
Scout Troop for the entire visit. (The
Valley Bulletin)

Jennifer Burke, of Brookline,
Massachusetts, complained of abdomi-
nal pain. When she was take to the hos-
pital and x-vayed, doctors were surprised
to find an entire unopened package of
Reese's Peanut Butter Cups in her
stomach.

In a rage, the infuriated woman
stormed off, blaming it “on a friend.”
(The Brookline Citizen)

Ma S a1, i EE v aa T

Brandishing a knife, Joseph V.
Moga confronted a woman near an ATM
and demanded money. Moga told La
Crosse, Wisconsin, police “he only want-
ed to sell her the knile." (La Crosse
Tribune).

According to police records, a
man robbed a brother and sister in
North Las Vegas, Nevada, at gun point
and, discovering the two had only twen-
ty dollars between them, bought them
beer to show he was not such a bad guy.
While he was paying for the beer
at a convenience store, a person walked
in complaining about a barking dog; the
gunman then walked outside, shot the
dog twice, and reentered the store to
collect his change.
i S |
A Southern California Police
Department stepped up ils program to
get weapons off the streets and out of
the hands of criminals. Officers spent
extra shifts specifically looking to con-
fiscate illegal weapons.

The program is funded by
monthly auctions in which the confis-
cated weapons are sold to the highest
bidder. (Los Angeles Times)
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Send vour TRUE FACTS
in, very quickly, to:

Willie Harper

True Facts Editor
National Lampoon
10850 Wilshire Blvd.,
Suite 1000

Los Angeles, CA 90024
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M
y ) Egcounter
with

by John Hayes

The amazing true story of one man's
Journey into the scriptures

ormally, when I see someone
tamous, I never know how quite
to react. Sometimes I am torn
between running up to said
celebrity and drooling, or keeping
a good distance away, trying to come up with a
way to tell my friends how I taught Luke Perry
how to use his calling card, and blow it out of pro-
portion. When I was much younger, (and aggres-
sive) I once met Marlo Thomas. I had always had a
crush on that girl. I guess I said some things to her
that young boys shouldn’t say because ever since
she gave me a swift kick to the nannies, I can pee

around corners. It's great for
showing off at parties, but mostly
it's a pain. Since then, I've been
rather apprehensive about
approaching famous people. I've
kept safe distances from Harry
Anderson, Fred Savage, and that
guy Herb from the old Burger King
commercials. 1 became somewhat
of a recluse and shy. That was,
until I met God.

God (He'd rather be called
‘Albert’, don't ask me why) is a
nice fellow. | met Ilim in line at
the grocery store. | was trying to
sneak 12 items into the express
lane, and T let Him pass me up
because He was only buying
deodorant and a kiwi. 1 didn’t rec-
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ognize Him at first (He looks
kind of like how you imagine
Santa Claus, except in much bet-
ter shape), and I thought since he
was old enough he might have a
heart attack in line and divert
attention away from my two
exlra twinkees hidden under the
pimento loal on the register con-
veyer belt. But after being nice to
this guy and letting him cut in
front of me, the asshole decides
he’s got to write a check.

The check-out girl (Hi!
My name is Wendy!) repeatedly
told him he couldn’t write a
check without proper identifica-
tion. He told her that he was
God and that surely they would

accept a check from Him. It was
an awkward situation. I'm sure
that God didn’t want to reveal
Himself. But when it came down
to Him going home without his
deodorant, or keeping his identity
secret, believe me, 1 was pulling for
the Right Guard.

The Challenge

To prove that he really was
God, he turned around and pointed
at me. “Do you have any problems
you need solved?” he asked. Butl
think he was more interested in
proving he was God in order to get
his check cashed that helping me
with a miracle., | was a bit skeptical
and still a bit perturbed that he was
taking advantage of me, but I fig-
ured [ had nothing to lose by ask-
ing him to cure me of something.

What if he wasn't God? Big deal.

Then [ share an intimate problem
with a complete stranger. But if he
was God, then for the first time in
three months I’d be rid of my hang
nail, wart, or yeast infection,
whichever I chose to tell him about.
[ whispered my ailment into his
ear. He told the check out girl that
to prove he was God he was going
to cure my moldy little friend.

As God began to work his
magic, Wendy stopped him mid-
stream. “I'd better get a manager
here for this. I've only been work-
ing her for a few days and don’l
want to get fired over cashing some
lousy check without the proper
identlificalion.” God understood...
he usually does, and we waited [or
the check-out girl to call over her
manager. Everyone in line behind
us got a little fidgety and began to
pull their shopping carts around
and head for other lines. “ Miracle
on aisle four,” she mumbled

Cobvriaht © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc



through her loud speaker, and
almosl everyone who had headed
oul for aisle five came righl back
into the express-lane to waltch.
“I'm a little bit nervous,” he con-
fided in me. “I've only performed
miracles before a few people
before. An Abraham here, a Moses
there, but never before the manag-
er and customers of a FoodBarn.”

I couldn’t tell whether he was jok-
ing or not, but I didn’t remember
God being sarcastic in any section
of the bible. Maybe the Old
Testament, but [ wasn’t sure.

The manager opened his
office door over by the fruit section
and the water fountain. He calmly
strolled towards us jingling his
keys. Out of the corner of my eye |
could notice God getting a bit ner-
vous as if he had bitten off more
than he could swallow.

“Is there a problem here?”
said the manager, still jingling his
key ring.

Wendy told the manager
(Howdy! My name is Bob Gnaul!
I'm here to serve you!) about the

situation and tried to soften him
up for us.

“You don’t have any ID,
sir?” And God said no.

“No driver’s license,
state ID, green card... anything
like that?” And God once again
said no.

“I'lave you ever shopped
at this I'oodBarn location before,
sir?” And God said no.

“"OK... normally we
don’t do this, we do have a no-
miracles policy, but since you're
new to our fine establishment

: FOOD BARN:

perform a miracle at my request.”
The manager told us a story about
how the week before, someone
claiming to be God had hustled a
checker, tricking her into cashing
food stamps aller restoring ten [in-
gers (o a leper. But the checker
had never looked before the “mira-
cle” to see if this beneficiary of the
grace of God really was lacking
any appendages. She was so
impressed that she allowed “God”
and his leper friend take their three
bottles of Mad Dog liquor for free.
“Clean up on aisle nine,”
rang over the distorted
loudspeaker, which
seemed to spark a fire
behind the manager’s

and didn’t know our policy, Il
make an exception.”

God chose to cure my
yeast infection to prove his iden-
tity. I unzipped my pants to get
ready. The manager quickly
grabbed my zipper and pulled it
back up with the same suspi-
cious look of a gambler who sus-
pects another player of hiding a
fifth ace up their sleeve... or any
other clothing apparel.

“I'm sorry about this,
['m going to have to ask you to

eyes.
The Miracle

“If you can clean
up the mess in aisle
nine in some magical
way, whatever it is,
then I'll let you cash
your check.”

God rolled up his
sleeves and maneu-
vered his way around
the gawkers to aisle
nine. An overeager
pre-teenager had
knocked over 128 boxes
of feminine products.
She screamed and ran
away, but the mess
remained, making it
impossible for anyone
to walk down the
“"Personal Needs” aisle.
With the manager close
behind, and with a wave of His
arm, the boxes slowly spread
apart, two by two, creating an easy
to navigate traffic lane. Everyone
watching oooood and ahhhhhd,
feeling lucky they had just wit-
nessed a miracle that didn’t
involve the face of Jesus on some
flour tortilla in Sugarland, Texas.
Seventeen-year-old pimply faced
Martin, in charge of cleaning up
messes, considered himself lucky
because he didn’t have anything to
clean up and could go back into

HATIOHAL LAMPOON
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the employees lounge and finish
watching a rerun of Kate & Allie.

The stone-faced manager
stood with his hand to his chin.
Would God be able to buy his
deodorant? For the sake of the rest
of us and because we are all sup-
posedly created in his image I
hoped so. I'le smelled a bit. The
stone face stayed stone, but the
manager agreed. “Yep. We'll take
his check... but next time bring
some 1. Thank you for shopping
at Food Barn #63 where food is our
middle name.” He looked at God's
checkbook to make sure He wasn't
trying to cash anybody else’s
checks. Sure enough, they were
registered to “God, the Almighty”.
The manager shuffled back to his
office and shut the door. Iwas
amazed that one man could possess
such power to pass judgement on
other peoples actions. The manag-
er of Food Barn was truly an a
unique and strong individual.

“Parting the Red Sea was a
bitch,” said God as he pulled out a
cigarette and wrote his check . . .
aisle nine was nothing.” With a
smile and a wink, Wendy took the
check and eyed it. “Thank you, Mr.
Almighty.” She looked for
approval in His eyes as she
addressed Him. A slight smile
cracked on His face... just big
enough so she could tell it was a
smile, and just small enough so that
the wet cigarette stayed dangling
on his lower lip, safe from falling to
the floor. She bagged his groceries
and handed it to him. (God chose
paper in plastic. I was surprised
that a man so wise would want to
ruin our environment, but He said
it's a long walk all the way back to
heaven and that using just paper or
plastic doesn’t hold up for the
whole trip)

The Final Coming

As he lit his cigarette out of
thin air, God thanked me for letting
him move in front of me in line.
“There are few people so unselfish
as those who put other’s prioritics
ahead of their own.” He madeca
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simple task sound really good.

Wendy the checker rang
up all of my goods (she never saw
my twinkees hidden under the
pimento loaf, so I got them for
freel) She took my check and my
ID. God asked if there was any-
thing he could do for me before he
left. There were so many things [
wanted to ask, so many things I
wanted to know and all T could do
was sneeze. | was given the
opportunity to ask God anything,
and | sneezed. “God bless you,”
said Wendy. And He did.

But [ was proud of
myself. Thadn’t cowered under
the immense celebrity which is
God, as I had to every other
celebrity I had ever met, or stared
at, or spied on from afar with high
powered binoculars. I was being
rewarded for my openness. I
asked if he could make a subtle
reference to me in case he ever
wrote a sequel to the bible. He
said he was still looking for a pub-
lisher.

I had to confess to him,
though. Ihadn’t let him in front of
me solely out of the goodness of
my heart. I was using him in my
attempt to sneak my twinkees, “I

know about the twinkees my son.”
Who was I trying to kid? This was
God. “Tknow of the struggle
within you between good and
larceny. You have a good soul. I
can see it.”

As my reward, He came
over to my apartment where we
split my pack of twinkees. We
laughed, we cried, I repented.
Before He left, He left a message
on my answering machine that I
haven't changed since.

“Hi. You've reached 555-1483.
Nobody is here to take your call
right now, so they’ve left me, God,
in charge of taking messages.
Please speak slowly after the beep,
because since [ have no form or
shape, it's very difficult for me to
hold the pencil. And if you wish,
please confess your sins after the
beep. Bless You.”

[ never saw or heard from
God again, but I know he's listen-
ing. And every once in a while, he
checks in for his messages.
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In the four years between 1967 and 1970, Jimi Hendrix reinvented the electric
guitar, changing rock & roll forever. This summer, a select group of artists,
each touched by Jimi's genius, recorded an allbum of his music. Sitone Free is
more than just a tribute to a rock legend: it's a document of how powerful the
» reverberations from Hendrix's music remain.

STON
TRBUTE
J\MI =N

featuring
THE CURE - “Purple Haze"
ERIC CLAPTON - “Stone Free"
i SPIN DOCTORS - "Spanish Castle Magic"
', BUDDY GUY - "Red House"
BODY COUNT - "Hey Jog"
SEAL AND JEFF BECK - "Manic Depression”
";; NIGEL KENNEDY - “Fire"
PRETENDERS - "Bold As Love"
P.M. DAWN - "You Got Me Hoatin™
SLASH AND PAUL RODGERS WITH THE BAND OF GYPSYS - " Don't Live Today"
BELLY - "Are You Experienced?"
LIVING COLQUR - “Crosstown Traffic”
PAT METHENY - *Third Stone From The Sun”

M.A.C.C. - "Hey Baby (Land Of The New Rising Sun)"
(it McGready, Jefi Ament, Chris Cornell and Matt Cameron)

“In order of importance, Gad, Christ, Jimi... life." - Prince Be, P.M. Dawn, 1993

0
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ENTER YOUR SUBSCRIPTION TODAY. WIN A FREE CUP
OF COFFEE AT THE RESTAURANT OF YOUR CHOICE...
You’LL PROBABLY WIN SO JUST TELLEM “IT's on
NarionaL Lameoon.”

OFFICAL RULES: NATIONAL LAMPOON'S SUBSCRIPTION STAFF WILL FIRST VERIFY IF YOU'RE A PAID SUBSCRIBER, THEN DETER-
MINE IF YOU'RE ONE OF THE HAPPY WINNERS. GoOD Luck! (PROBABLE GHANCE IN WINNING IS 1 IN MMXXLIIL OUR ACCOUN-
TANT WAS RUMORED SAYING “YOU'D HAVE A BETTER CHANGE HEARING A FISH PASSING WIND WHILE FLYING OVER THE ATLANTIC.")

ENTER MY SUBSCRIPTION TO NATIONAL LAMPOON
AND ALSO GET 10% OFF!

1 HiLarious YEAR (6 Issues) Just $21.33

INCLUDES SHIPPING & HANDLING 0/

IT WILL BUG YOU ALL YEAR IF YOU DON'T SUBSCRIBE NOW! (NOTICE THE MENAGING SHADOW OF TUIE FLY) . Y E A R

- e e

ES!
I (] ENTER MY SUBSCRIPTION T0 NATIONAL LAMPOON I (6 Issu ES

I .. A SRRE YIS Cy: = ) S,

MUST INCLUDE PAYMENT (CHECK OR MONEY ORDER) $21.33
FOREIGN SUBSCRIBERS ADD $20.00 1.5, FUNDS ONLY. PLEASE FILL IN AND SEND T0:
Narionac Lameoo P.0, Box 4140 Iaving, CA 92716-9919

I_M_==:.::.==_

Y GiFT! ¢
| O enrer my susscrierion 7o NATIONAL TAMPOON | ¢

NAME R R R R R R R R R R R R R R RSy

ADDRESS L T mm

’ ‘ One rolled-up

National Lampoon

Magazine provides
32 more dog beatings
NATIONAL LAtPO0N P.0. Box 4140 RN, CA 92716-9919 than any other magazine.

k M BN BN B B S S - J I give it four thumbs up 7

ADDRESS BT T T T T

FONEIGN SUBSCRIBERS ADD $20.00 v.5. FUNDS ONLY. PLEASE FILL IN AND SEND TO:

I MUST INCLUDE PAYMENT (CHECK OR MONEY ORDER) $21.33

FIRST PHOTOCOPY, THEN CUT, BEND OR MANIPULATE AND MAIL TO: The Honorary
NATIONAL LIAMPOON Governor Stern
P.0. BOX 4140
IRVINE, CA 92716
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You might see all this in a lifetime.
Or, you can see it all today.

It could take a lifetime to experience the won-
ders of the seven seas. But the magic of Sea World
is that we've brought them all together for you. In
one very special place. ¢ A place where you can see
killer whales and dolphins leap into the sky. Watch
sea lions, penguins and Alaska otters at play. And

even get a close look at a moray eel or a sandtiger
shark. + And after you've been thrilled by nature's
wonders, you can marvel at the skills of man in our
new Water Ski Show. There's nothing else like it in
Southern California. % Why put off the experience
of a lifetime? Come visit Sea World, today.

Sea“fi’rld?@@

5 A N

E G O

Make contact with another world.

©1992 Sea World, Inc.

FOR MORE INFORMATION CALL 1-619-226-3901.

E‘ma\mmm
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