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As modern womanhood kisses 
off the dying days of discrimination, 
the question arises as to what the 
male can present his spouse if not 
the traditional perfume, see-through 
neglege, cook book or steam iron. 

This year you can bet your little 
woman wants something she can get 
into, but it's not necessarily your ego. 

Fortunately, Columbia Records 
are uniformly flat, black and gender-
less, and appeal equally to both sexes 

We do not believe woman's sole 
destiny is to see that the little ones 
brush after every meal. But neither 
do we feel it our right to prescribe 
what that destiny ought to be. 
Columbia says only that whatever 
her fate, woman deserves to be 
accompanied rhythmically. 

This Christmas give her a gift 
she'll enjoy. 

Peace on earth. 

& !KW> > M u c i r K x Music by 
JOHNNY MANDEL 

Moments of 
Music.Madness 
and Melodrama 
From the Film 

SANTANA/ABRAXAS 
including: 

Black Magic \Vbman - Gypsy Queen 
Hope You're Feeling Belter 

Incident At Neshabur 
Mother's Daughter 

Kl Nicoya 

JOHNNY WINTER AND 
INCLUDING: 

ROCK AND ROLL, HOOCHIE KOO 
NO TIME TO LIVE/AIN'T THAT A KINDNESS 

PRODIGAISON/IOOKUP 

T h e F i r e s i g n T h e a t r e 
Don't Crush That Dwarf. 

Hand Me The Pliers 

' including: <l 
Big Bird/Lighlhouse/Green Slice 
Hornschmeyer's Island/Crabfoot 

Soft Machine 
including: 

Facelift/Slightly All The T ime 
Moon In June/Oul-Bloody-Ragcous 

A Spec ia l l y Pr iced 2-Record Set. 

On Columbia Records • and Tapes. 

®"COlUMBIA.-|ijJMARCAS REG. PRINTED IN U.S.A. 
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Warner/Reprise Announces 
Its Biggest Bargain: 

THE BIG BALL 

Over 20 outstanding record artists meet in an all-new and grossly underpriced ($2) two-record set. 

FLEETWOOD MAC JOHN SEBASTIAN ERIC ANDERSEN 

All the artists whose beauty you can see above, plus lots more (like 
Gordon Lightfoot, Tim Buckley, Ed Sanders of the Fugs, the Mul-
daurs, the Fifth Avenue Band...) are giving up their royalties to 
bring you THE BIG BALL. What this means is that for two bucks 
you can get mailed to your home, hovel, or box a classy two-record 
album, 28 stereo selections crammed with good musical things on 
four full sides, all new stuff for 1970. 

With unaccustomed grace, Warner/Reprise is not making a buck 
on any of this. In supermarkets this sort of thing is called a loss 
leader, but in the record biz it's a very suspicious thing to do. 
Anyway... 

There's only one way to get THE BIG BALL: by mail. No retail 
merchants. No stores. No markups. Should you be justifiably wary 
of mail order hypes, we can't blame you. 'We have, however, a 
happy history of doing good by mail. THE BIG BALL'S two ances
tors, SONGBOOK and RECORD SHOW, were sent to a whole lot of 
satisfied orderers-by-mail in 1969. (In case you missed those pre
vious epics, we provide you with their pictures and order form here.) 

RECORD SHOW: Two LPs featur
ing Jethro lull, Peter, Paul & Mary, 
Kinks, Mothers of Invention, Joni 
Mitchell, Neil Young, Van Dyke 
Parks and lots of others. 

SONGBOOK: Two full albums star
ring Jiml Hendrix, Arlo Guthrie, 
Everly Bros., Pentangle, Fugs, 
Sweetwater and a host more. 

About one of these epics some long-haired creep from Rich
mond, Virginia wrote us, "Got your Songbook and Record Show 
things. Well, I finally found a record company that gives a damn. 
Bless your hearts." 

We have a hunch he was right. There's only one way you can 
find out if the good fairy is still breathing. It's called the nearby 
coupon... 

That done, we'll send you our extravagant BIG BALL set, featur
ing such delights as: 

• One of John Sebastian's brand-newest songs. 
• James Tayor's title track from his new album—"Sweet Baby 
James." 

• Fleetwood Mac's fantastic "Oh Well." 

• A released-only-in-England Kinks song. 
• Pentangle's new version of classic oldie, "Sally Go Round the 
Roses." 

• And about 23 other lovelies... 
THE BIG BALL (plus such others as you have the cash for) will 

then be got to you as fast as the clowns in our mail room can pull 
it all together. 

o ! To: THE BIG BALL • Room 208 
Warner Bros. Records, Burbank, Ca. 91505 

| Dear Big Ball: 
I Please send me what I've checked, and do it as fast as you can: 
j O THE BIG BALL LP ($2) 

D RECORD SHOW LP ($2) 
| D SONGBOOK LP ($2) 

| Name 

I Address 
I 

Make checks payable to Warner Bros. Records 

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.
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I EDITORIAL 

Yes, Virginia, there is a San Clemente. 
That's right, V., and don't let any addled adults or grown-up grocers of 
give-in-ism talk you out of it, either (if they persist, get their names). 
On Christmas Eve, as you lay snugly tucked away in bed with your copy 
of Six Crises and your favorite .38, you'll hear the merry choppachoppa-
choppa of his sleigh and his hearty cry, "Ho ho ho, you bums!" And if 
you go quick-like-a-rabbit on tippie-tiptoes and hide behind the sofa, you'll 
be in time to see him kick down your front door and rush in with his 
reindeer. They'll go all through the house with a fine-tooth-comb and they 
won't leave a mouse unturned, so if you've got something "funny" hidden 
away, you'd better start packing your bags for a long stay at the North 
Pole. 

But if you're clean, Old St. Nix will turn to one of his reindeer and ask, 
"Well, has she been a nattering little nabob this year? A pusillanimous 
pussyfooter? A radic-lib?" Then the reindeer will take off his love beads, 
dark glasses and antlers and hand him a fat list. And St. Nix will check it 
about 50 times and finally he'll say, "No, she's a real American. She's in 
back of our boys, she doesn't protest, she keeps her nose clean and goes 
easy on the mascara. . . . She gets the goodies!" Then, he'll reach into his 
bag and stuff your stocking with footballs and construction hats and a 
million little American flags. When he's finished, they'll all slip outside and 
get back in the sleigh, and in the distance you'll hear, "Merry Christmas 
to all, and to all a Turn Right!" 

That's the whole story, V., and if anybody asks you who fed you this 
line, just tell him, "I read it in the Atlantic Monthly," or, "Gee, it was in 
one of those underground newspapers." I mean, Jesus, V., have you ever 
been to the North Pole? —HNB. 
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Little Doug Kenney 
will go to bed hungry tonight. 
. . . unless you help. Raised in a small village 
called by the natives "Ohio," Doug has never 
had the things that your children have had. He 
was 10 years old before he owned a pair of 
Florsheim shoes, he was almost 20 before 
he had his first ride in a Lincoln Continental, 
and his parents were too poor to send him to 
a fancy Swiss private school like his play
mates. He has never tasted caviar 

Won't you find it in your heart to join the 
National Lampoon Foster Subscription Pro
gram? It costs only pennies a day and can do 

so much. If you buy a one-year subscription, 
little Doug Kenney can have a crust of bread 
and a cup of milk every day. A two-year sub
scription will send him to school, where he will 
learn to read, write and play polo. A lifetime 
subscription will enable him to throw an entire 
coming-out party for his less fortunate friends 
in the south of France. 

Just $5.95 will give you a year of reading 
pleasure. 

And little Doug will love you. 
Subscribe, dammit! 

The National Lampoon, Dept. NL 1270 
635 Madison Ave., New York, N.Y. 10022 

Yes, I want to help those less fortunate than myself and sub
scribe to the National Lampoon. 

I enclose my check G money order • 

• 1-year subscription (12 issues) — $5.95 (you save $3.05) 
• 2-year subscription (24 issues) — $10.50 (you save $7.50) 
• 3-year subscription (36 issues) — $14.50 (you save $12.50) 

Name 
(please print) 

Address 

City .State.- -Zip-
Please be sure to include your correct zip code number 
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Sirs: 
Last night I caught my little Harvey 

reading your stomach-turning maga
zine under the covers with a flashlight. 
If you think I'm going to stand idly by 
and let him be perverted by your throw-
up publication, you are barking up the 
wrong mother! 

Besides, the flashlight keeps me 
awake all night long. 

Edith Spencer 
Nashville, Tenn. 

Sirs: 
I want to thank you for your August 

Paranoia issue. Your lighthearted 
spoofs on the average guy's silly fears 
and neuroses made me chuckle. Keep 
up the good work! 

Richard Speck 
Chicago, 111. 

Sirs: 
Call the roller of big cigars, the mus

cular one, and bid him whip in kit
chen cups concupiscent curds. Let the 
wenches dawdle in such dress as they 
are used to wear, and let the boys bring 
flowers in last month's newspapers. Let 
be be finale of seem. 

The only emperor is the emperor of 
ice cream. 

W. Stevens 
Hartford, Conn. 

Sirs: 
As president of the United Brother

hood of Cigar Rollers, Local #43, I am 
hereby registering our organization's 
extreme displeasure at the preceding 
letter in which Mr. W. Stevens implies 
that our members should be called upon 
to perform work assignments appropri
ate only to members of the Benevo
lent Federation of Concupiscent Curd 
Whippers. 

Our Brotherhood has had to fight 
tooth and nail for years to attain our 
rightful recognition from the pinch-
penny tobacco industry bosses, and the 
implication that our skilled workmen 
may be casually lumped together with 
the likes of ill-dressed wenches is not 
only a gratuitous slur but a dangerous 
attack upon the entire American tra
dition of collective bargaining. 

Albert Wyzanski 
McLean, Va. 

Sirs: 
We of the National Association of 

Retail Florists (charter subscribers to 
Western Union's Interflora Service) 
cannot but take exception tp the recent
ly intimated suggestion that our freshly 
picked blossoms are delivered in (and 
I quote) "last month's newspapers." The 
N.A.R.E. prides itself on that fact that 
every bloom is carefully wrapped in 
double thicknesses of specially treated 
sani-brite triple-coated wax paper, 
guaranteed against heat, cold, rain, 
stain and low-yield atomic explosions. 

Needless to say, unless a full retrac
tion is printed herewith, our attorneys 
are poised to wreak havoc upon your 
publication and your irresponsible, 
weed-loving Mr. Stevens. 

A. M. Patterson 
Patterson, N.J. 

Sirs: 
So, "the only emperor is the emperor 

of ice cream," eh? Well, we here in 
Ethiopia don't cotton much to such 
revolutionary twaddle. Since long be
fore the days when we vainly sought 
aid from a scoffing League of Nations 
against the Fascist invaders, we have 
fought against those who would spread 
anarchy and oppression over our an
cient lands. 

I respectfully suggest that the editors 
of your magazine kiss off. 

Haile Selassie 
Lion of Judea 

Addis Ababa, Ethiopia 

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.
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In the light of continued revelations of 
cost-overruns on the C5 Galaxie, this' 
recently discovered fragment from a 
Dead Sea Scroll or a Chesapeake Bay 
Crab, I forget which, is quite interesting: 

TO: Procurement, the Pentateuch 
"Re Your Commandment of the 14th, 
our Covenant 6:7:14, authorizing con
struction and procurement of a proto
type long-range, all-weather trans
port, we have encountered some short-
run difficulties inherent in covenants 
of this sort, requiring as they do a 
high reliance on state-of-the-art tech
niques. Basically, the present situation 
is the direct result of delivering, with 
inadequate lead-time and concurrent 
with a favorable launch-window, a 
hitherto untested, rain-activated, bulk 
carrier vessel with a random-drift ca
pability, a 40-day/night loiter time, 
and an initial lift and free-float pay-
load capacity sufficient to carry every 
living thing by twos. Further difficul
ties have been encountered in obtain
ing sufficient quantities of high-grade 
gopher wood, owing to lapses in qual
ity control; in dealing with the Cubitic 
measuring system; and in fixing viable 
species modules avoiding lion-lamb 
interfaces. As a result of these difficul
ties, we are faced with a deferred 
delivery date and an escalation of pro
totype cost to 100,000,000 bullocks. 
This of course exceeds our original 
estimate, but it reflects . . ." 

A new and very powerful radio source has 
been detected in the recently discovered 
Galaxy KTP-109. Dubbed a "bogar" by 
its discoverer, Dr. Helmut Tengel, who 
discovered the new galaxy, the object is 
emitting cosmic hiss, hourly traffic re
ports, and talk shows in the lower part of 
the AM radio band. In the course of 

8 

visual observations, Tengel discovered 
a unique pulsing red shift, and has come 
to the conclusion that the object is the 
source of quasi-intelligent life. 

During the lengthy and pointless debate 
on the wisdom of the United States' 
building a supersonic passenger plane to 
compete with the British-French Con
corde and the Russian Super Samovar, 
some very important questions have 
gone completely unasked: 

1. Will the airstrips at Havana, Am
man, Pyongyang and Cairo have to 
be lengthened? 

2. In cases where the aircraft is due to 
arrive before it left, will the delay 
occur before passengers reach the 
airport? Will the SST leave holding 
patterns before it enters them? 

3. Will luggage intended for Los Ange
les get to Brazil before it is packed? 

4. Have the airline companies made 
arrangements to obtain from televi
sion networks their special cut down 
versions of movies with the scenes 
deleted where the hero explains why 
he is gunning for Mesquite Sam, or 
how the Giant Clams got to be so 
big, or how he is going to take Hit
ler's Bunker with a pair of pliers 
and a can of paste wax? 

5. Have special Speed Boring classes 
been prepared for airline captains to 
allow them to convey important in
formation on the location of buoys 
and the Principle of Drag during 
these shortened flights? 

6. If the planes are to be operated only 
over water, will the dream of a canal 
from Trenton to Oakland at last be 
realized? 

7. Will the President be authorized an 
SST for his use, and, if so, will his 
opposition be allowed equal time for 

sonic booms? 

There is a new restaurant in New York 
City, sure to be the first weak link in a 
coming chain, called Autopub. It is lo
cated, appropriately enough, at the foot 
(or gas pedal) of the General Motors 
Building, and it features exclusive dining 
in actual automobiles. As if that weren't 
depressing enough, it is completely filled 
with Detroitia, costs as much for a meal 
as a tanker full of the stuff that sends 
your car hurtling through paper screens 
and, because it is located in a sort of pit 
filled with algae tanks that is some archi
tect's idea of a pedestrian's wet dream, 
has the highest carbon monoxide count 
this side of Fred Astaire's garage in On 
the Beach. Coming from the same peo
ple are: La Laundromat, where you can 
enjoy any number of lint-free dishes 
while seated in an oversize washer-dryer 
combination in a spin-dry cycle; Billy 
Kidney's Original Water Closet, where 
you squat on deluxe commodes and eat 
hot and cold Slush out of real porcelain 
sinks; Cafe Frigidaire-Tappanhaus, where, 
depending on the season, you eat left
overs in a huge butter dish or lick grease 
from the walls of your own personal 
oven; Manny's Dial Tone, where you or
der by phone from your booth, pay 
through the coin box (please have exact 
change), and suck odd delicacies from 
the coin return slot; and Dentali's, where 
expert oral technicians force tidbits 
down your throat as you recline in old-
time dentist's chairs. Bon appetit. . .Gut 
Appetit, or what have you. 

The apparent success of the new "Be-
yond-the-Beneath-the" technique for 
bringing back from the dead successful 
movies (it still r equ i res eno rmous 
amounts of electricity, the silent loyalty 

(continued) 
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BUCK ROGERS LIVES! 
Now, the co l lec ted works of Buck 

Rogers in the 25th Century! Published at 
$15, yours through this special offer at only 
$6.95. 

Comic strip fans and space buffs will 
revel in this fantastic selection from 40 
years of Buck Rogers comic strips starting 
in 1929. Over 1,000 of them have been re
produced here in color and monochrome 
on 400 pages. A massive 1 1 " x 14" volume. 

If you're a comic strip fan, this collec
tor's delight may hurl you into the past 
rather than the future; the past of child
hood fantasies, of atomic disintegrator 
guns and Buck Rogers speed sleds. Wel
come to the world of the 25th Century! 

WITH AN INTRODUCTION BY RAY 
BRADBURY. 

Mail this coupon today-save $8.05. 

New Spectrum Books, Dept. 12, Box 965, 
F.D.R. Post Office Station, 
New York, New York 10022 

Add 350 per book for shipping charges. 

Sales Tax: For delivery in Manhattan, add 
5%. For delivery elsewhere in New York 
State, add 2%. 

Please send me THE COLLECTED WORKS 
OF BUCK ROGERS IN THE 25th CEN
TURY. I enclose my check • money order 
• for $6.95 plus shipping charges and tax. 

Name 

Address. 

City State Zip Code. 
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ken< 
leavitt 
presents . . . 
the greatest under
cover coverups \ 
since Adam 
donned his 
figleaf! 

Bikini 
You'll think you're in paradise, too, when you 
slip into these luxurious Swiss-made' briefs. 
They're more comfortable than anything — or 
nothing. Continental styling . . . meticulous 
tailoring . . . finest two-way stretch nylon avail
able, soft and smooth as silk , . . waist and 
legs finished with totally enclosed elastic, for 
perfect fit. Matching continental-style tank tops. 
Hand or machine washable. Quick-drying con
venience for the traveling man. Discover for 
yourself the ultimate in undercover comfort . . . 
order today! Checks and Money Orders Accepted 

ken leavitt incorporated NL12X 
5 Bluff Ave., Fitchburg, Mass. 01420 
Please send the following: 
D BRIEFS pair of ( ) white ( ) gold 

( ) Regular, $4.50 ( ) Bikini, $4.00 
Waist Size 

tops in ( ) white D TANK TOPS 
( ) gold @ $5.00 each. Chest Size 

• COLOGNE 8-ounce bottles of new 
ken leavitt Cologne, today's scent for the 
male animal, @ $8.50 each. 

NAME 
STREET 
CITY _STATE -ZIP 
CHARGE DINERS NO. 

1 Add 500 for Postage and Handling. No C.O.D. 

Pip ' s for s ta r gazing. P ip ' s 
fo r g l a m o u r a n d e x c i t e 
men t . P ip ' s for mixing a n d 
mingl ing wi th M e r v a n d 
A r t h u r a n d S t e v e a n d 
Ed ie a n d E t h e l M e r m a n 
a n d G o d f r e y C a m b r i d g e 
a n d W o o d y Al len a n d all 
t h e o the r t h i r t y g lamorous 
p ropr ie to r s of N e w York's 
new show biz bis t ro. Pip 's 
for a g rea t d i n n e r a n d a 
front row seat a t t h e scene. 
C o m e b y tonight . E v e r y -
body' l l b e the re . 

>-1166 

164 West 48 Street 

{continued) 
of a host of Eastern European body 
snatchers and miles of sewer pipe) sug
gests some upcoming films in the Son of 
the Incredible Turkey category: Beneath 
the Valley of the Dolls, starring Sally 
Center fo ld , G r e t a Gu t t e r , Barbara 
Fleshpedal, and introducing Tom Dac-
ron. Imagine how startled Vera Godown 
is to discover that an enormous orgy is 
taking place beneath her very feet dur
ing the enormous orgy taking place at 
the level of her feet (Tom Dacron plays 
a foot-fetishist). There's nothing to do 
but investigate. With the aid of a dumb
waiter (Ernest Borgnine), they descend 
into the weird world of Underthing, 
populated by walk-ons imprisoned dur
ing a freak studio closing. The rest is 
history: Behind the Set of Beneath the 
Planet of the Apes, with Charlton Hes-
ton, Suzy Lectrolux and Mary Manni-
kin. Gee, the sets in Beneath the Planet 
of the Apes looked an awful lot like 
fused kitty litter, you don't suppose they 
concealed some strange goings-on? Once 
they have cut their way through the sets, 
Charlton Heston and friends discover an 
odd race of mutants shifting scenery, 
pointing lights arid smoking cigars. It's a 
vicious battle for percentages and pieces 
of gross, and the future hangs in the bal
ance. Before One Million B.C., with 
Ursula Andress, Flipper, Lassie and 
Eisaku Sato. Arriving in 1,000,001 B.C., 
Ursula Andress and Eisaku Sato have to 
slug it out with enormous clumps of 
moss, huge acorns and fierce killer-
shrubs. It's touch and touch and touch 
and go until,suddenly, Ursula Andress 
appears at 1,000,000 B.C. sharp, and 
through the miracle of the split screen, 
there are two of Ursula, as big as Life 
(21 weeks, only $2,38). Also coming, 
Two Years Beneath the Mast, Back with 
the Wind and, for no particular reason, 
Beach Blanket Transplant. 

The successful passage of the Nixon Ad
ministration's sweeping District of Co
lumbia "No Knock" Crime Bill, which 
makes it legal for policemen who can 
find "probable cause," "threat to evi
dence," or the telltale drip, drip, drip 
of stomach acid, to enter an abode (sim
ilar to a house but occupied by hippies, 
left-wingers and bed wetters) without 
knocking, suggests some other soon-to-
be-enacted anti crime provisions. In ad
dition to knock-and-shoot (previously 
reported in these pages by Punji), con
sideration is being given to: No-Crossies, 
which allows police to question without 
lawyers defendants who appear to be 
holding back vital information; Stop-
and-Spit, which permits expectoration 
on suspicious passersby to test their po
tentially disruptive hostilities; Kiss-and-
Tell, a self-explanatory provision for 
underground policewomen; and Go Fish, 
which gives police the power to enter, 
a specified number of houses at random 
each day to see what they can find. 

The announcement of plans to build two 
more 100 story-plus skyscrapers in Chi
cago, one of them taller than both the 
Empire State Building and the yet un
finished World Trade Center, brought a 
sharp reaction from Local 248 of the 
Amalgamated Beasts, Horrors and Blobs 
of America. Complaining of the trend 
towards urban landmarks that are drab 
and difficult to climb or destroy, the 
group predicted that within five years, 
foreign countries, chiefly Japan, with its 
flimsy TV towers and cheesy postwar of
fice structures, would extend their pres
ent dominance of the lucrative catas
trophe market to a virtual monopoly. 
"When that happens," added the Brain 
from Planet Arous, spokesman for the 
group, "there are going to be a lot of 
out-of-work Things around, and I'm sure 
nobody is crazy about that." The Brain 
went on to present a list of non-negotia
ble demands, including a crash program 
of suspension bridge and dam construc
tion; modification of present skyscraper 
plans to include gargoyles, setbacks and 
handholds; and a vigorous promotional 
campaign to publicize such existing 
drawing cards as the Seattle Space 
Needle and Denver's Mile High Center. 

The first crop of Christmas items is in. 
Some of the cream: Linda Kesabian's 
Soup to Nuts, Recipes for a Large Fam
ily; Songs of Old Saigon, a holiday al
bum featuring Captain Ernest Medina 
singing a medley of Vietnamese lullabies 
and radio commercials; Hugh Addoni-
zio's Christmas Prayer; Courtroom Art, 
a portfolio selected by William Kunstler; 
and Ralph Ginzburg's Erotic Illuminated 
Manuscripts. 

Recent medical breakthroughs, height
ened awareness of the population prob
lem in general and an apparent trend 
toward smaller families has led to in
creased interest in pre-conception sex 
determination. A new handbook from 
the Center for Family Determination 
lists several widely accepted methods for 
achieving the desired result: 

1. Patronize orphanages and baby 
lots. 

2. Dispose of unwanted progeny 
promptly. 

3. Discuss the problem frankly with 
"difficult" children at the earliest 
possible date. 

4. Be firm. Make it clear to children 
who seem to be heading in the 
wrong direction that you are not 
going to tolerate any nonsense. 

5. Use auto-suggestion techniques. 
Drop comments like, "I see where 
they're making little girls into dog 
food" or "Boys throw up a lot." 

6. Explain what happens to unwanted 
children. Put up travel posters of 
North Korea. 

7. As a last resort, take the child to 
see the Christine Jorgensen Story. 
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YOUItE BEING ROBBED! 
V irtually every time that you spend 

money, whether at the supermarket, de
partment store, drugstore, or gas sta
tion, you're being ROBBED! You're 

being duped, hoodwinked, and swindled out of 
the full value of your money by a combination 
of deceptive selling techniques that include 
Madison Avenue double-talk, mendacious sales
manship, and insidious labeling and packaging 
ploys. Senator Warren Magnuson, the most alert 
consumer watchdog in Congress, says that decep
tive selling is today's "most serious form of 
theft, accounting for more dollars lost each 
year than robbery, larceny, auto thefts, em
bezzlement, and forgery combined." Sidney 
Margolius, the dean of American consumer writ
ers, asserts that "Never in the 30 years I have 
been reporting on consumer problems has the 
public been as widely and steadily exploited as 
today." And Ralph Nader, the nation's most re
nowned champion of consumer rights, states 
that "Nowadays consumers are being manipu
lated and defrauded not just by marginal,fly-by-
night hucksters, but by America's blue-chip busi
ness firms." In short, commercial flimflammery 
is rife throughout the nation and the American 
consumer is. being victimized as never before. As 
a partial antidote to this widespread fraud 
and deception, an intrepid, authoritative, new 
publication has been launched. Its name is 
Moneysworth. 

Moneysworth, as its name implies, aims to 
see that you get full value for the money you 
spend. It rates competitive products as to best 
buys (as among cameras, hi-fi's, automobiles, 
and the like); it offers tips on how to save mon
ey (they will astound you with their ingenuity); 
and it counsels you on the management of your 
personal finances (telling not only how to gain 
maximum return on your investments and sav
ings, but also how to protect your money 
against the ravages of inflation). In short, 
Moneysworth is your own personal consumer 
crusader, trusted stockbroker, and chancellor of 
the exchequer-all in one. 

Perhaps the best way to describe Moneys-
worth for you is to list the kinds of articles it 
prints: 

Earn 12% on Your Savings (Fully Insured) 
How to Buy A Car for $125 Over Dealer's Cost 
Inaccurate Billing by the Phone Company 
The Advantages of a Swiss Banking Account 
The New U.S.-Made Minicars: An Evaluation 
14 Recession-Wracked Cities Where Real Estate 
Is Selling for a Pittance 
"Consuming Fire"— Moneysworth takes aim 
at companies that are defrauding the public. 
Unsafe at Any Height—A comparison of the 
safety records of America's airlines. 
A Consumer's Guide to Marijuana 
Free Land and Free Money from Uncle Sam 
Stocks that Are on the Rebound 
Send Your Child to College Abroad 
The Moneysworth Co-operative—Details of a 
price-discount co-op (for purchasing typewriters, 
cameras, and the like) that Moneysworth sub
scribers automatically become members of. 
How Much Are You Worth?—An amazingly sim
ple chart gives you the answer in 60 seconds. 
High-Priced Lemons— Mechanical failures on 
brand-new Imperials.Continentals, and Cadillacs. 
The Link Between Heart Attack and Coffee 
The Economics of Being Black 
Cashing In on Canada's New "Floating" Dollar 
Cyclamates: Did America Overreact? 
How to Buy Art Without Getting Framed 
Critics' Consensus—A regular feature of Moneys-
worth in which the opinions of leading book, 
record, and film critics are tabulated. 

Providing Your Teenager with Contraception 
"Unit-Pricing"—The most revolutionary develop
ment in food stores since trading stamps. 
The Effect of Air Pollution on Potency 
The Great Odometer Gyp—How rent-a-car com
panies take the American public for a $10-mil-
lion-a-year ride. 
"No Load" Mutual Funds—A list of 45 funds 
that return the equivalent of an 8% profit at the 
very moment of investment. 
12 Ways to Put the Touch on Friends-And 12 
ways to demur. 
How to Buy Medical Insurance Without Trauma 

The Encouragement of Reckless Driving by GM, 
Chrysler, and Ford—Verbatim quotes from their 
souped-up ads in hot-rod magazines. 
Taking Stock of Your Stockbroker—Nine ways to 
probe his probity. 
Legal Ways to Beat Sales Taxes 
Co-ops and Condominiums Explained 
"The Safest Car of 19_" —A new series of an
nual awards by the editors of Moneysworth. 
How to Break a Lease 
Land Investment in Australia—At $1.20 an acre, 
land down under rates high among speculators. 
How to Sue Without a Lawyer 
The Impending Ban on Leaded Gasoline—How 
it should affect your next car purchase. 
A Guide to Legal Abortion—Including the costs 
in different states. 
And Now, Microwave Pollution—An expos6 of 
the damage wrought to humans by radar, elec
tronic ovens, and TV transmission. 
Social Security's Special Rules for Women 
How Merrecal Hurts Your Diet 
Life Insurance: A Legalized Swindle—A Hartford 
actuary tells why he believes that "more than 
90% of American policies are sold through mis
representation, deceit, and fraud." 
Teaching Your Child the Value of Money-With
out having him overvalue it. 
How to Handle Computerized Dunning Letters 
Taxproof Money—A collection of highly creative, 
little-known, perfectly legal gimmicks. 
How to Distinguish Health from Hokum at the 
Health-Food Store 
Blindness Caused by Contact Lenses 
Don't Buy U.S. Savings Bonds—Why they make 
a terrible investment, how they undermine sound 
government fiscal planning, and why one leading 
investment counsellor says, "They are palmed off 
mostly on rubes and financial boobs." 
G.E.'s New Synthetic Diamonds: Will They Ruin 
the Value of Real Diamonds? 
The Truth about Cut-Rate Gasolines 
"No-Fault" Insurance Clarified 
Checking Up on Your Social Security Account 

That's the Spirit—Big bargains in booze, beer, 
and brandy. 
Stop Chewing the Fat—How to read the new 
labels on frankfurters. 
Free Checks-A list of 200 banks that allow un
limited writing of personal checks. 
Bootleg »iiill "Control Pills 
When in Doubt, Deduct—The ten most common 
forms of income-tax overpayment. 
$99 Fares to Europe 

I n sum, Moneysworth is a hip, trustworthy 
financial mentor. It reflects the quint
essence of consumer sophistication. 

In format, Moneysworth is a newsletter. It is 
designed for instantaneous communication and 
easy reference when you're shopping. It is pub
lished fortnightly. This ensures you that the in
formation in Moneysworth will always be up-
to-the-minute. Product ratings will appear pre
cisely when you need them most (automobiles 
and sailboats will be rated in the spring, for 

example, and Christmas gifts and ski equip
ment in the fall.) 

In style, Moneysworth is concise, pragmat
ic, and above all, useful. It is also completely 
forthright. Moneysworth does not hesitate to 
name brand names (whether to laud or lam
baste them), to identify big corporations when 
they gouge the public, and to quote the actu
al prices and discounts that you are entitled to 
and should be getting. Moneysworth can af
ford to be this candid because it carries no ad
vertising whatsoever; it is beholden to no one 
but its readers. 

The editors of Moneysworth are a team of 
hard-nosed, experienced journalists. The editor-
in-chief is Ralph Ginzburg, creator of the flam
boyant magazines Fact, Eros, and Avant-Garde. 
Mr. Ginzburg was the first editor to provide a 
platform for Ralph Nader to express himself on 
the subject of automobile safety. Moneysworth's 
publisher is Frank R. Brady, generally regarded 
as one of the publishing industry's shrewdest 
financiers. Herb Lubalin, the world's foremost 
graphic designer, is Moneysworth's art director. 
Together, these men will produce the first-
and only-consumer magazine with charisma. 

Moneysworth is available by subscription 
only. Its price is $10 a year. However, right 
now you may order a special introductory 
Charter Subscription for ONLY $5! This is 
HALF PRICE!! 

Moreover, we are so confident that Moneys-
worth will prove indispensable to you that we 
are prepared to make what is probably the most 
generous subscription offer in publishing his
tory: We will absolutely and unconditionally 
guarantee that Moneysworth will increase the 
purchasing power of your income by at least 
15%-or we'll refund your $5.00 IN FULL. 
In other words, if you now earn $10,000 a year, 
we'll guarantee that Moneysworth will increase 
the value of your income by at least $l,500-ox 
you get your money back. As you can see, a 
subscription to Moneysworth is an absolutely 
foolproof investment. 

To enter your subscription, simply fill out 
the coupon below and mail it with $5 to: 
Moneysworth, 110 W. 40th St., New York, 
New York 10018. 

We urge you to act at once. Stop being 
robbed and start getting your Moneysworth. 

I enclose $5 for a one-year subscription 
to Moneysworth, the authoritative new 
consumer newsletter. I understand that I 
am paying only HALF PRICE! Moreover, 
Moneysworth guarantees that it will in
crease the purchasing power of my in
come by at least 15% or I will get my 
money back IN FULL. 

ADDRESS 

CITY STATE 
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horrorscope 
Cartomancy ('kard* a (man(t)se) n.; F. cartomancie. 

The art of fortune-telling by means of playing cards. 

December 1, 1970 (Queen of Rock) 
Apparently unconcerned over recent re
ports linking hallucinogenic drugs to 
birth defects, acid rock cult heroine 
Gracie Slick is admitted to L.A. County 
Hospital's maternity ward. Six hours 
later, doctors emerge to announce that 
Miss Slick has just given birth to a. 
healthy, 9-pound wirehaired terrier. 

December 3. 1970 (Ace of Detroit) 
Bowie Kulin, dapper Commissioner of 
Baseball, announces today that he is ex
tending the suspension of motor city bad 
boy Denny McLain through the end of 
the 1989 baseball season. When chal
lenged by McLain's lawyer, the Commis
sioner discloses that new information has 
come to his attention implicating the 
Tiger moundsman in a Detroit bookmak-
ing operation, theft of atom bomb secrets 
and the kidnapping of the Lindbergh 
baby. 

December 5, 1970 (Queen of the Hop) 
Tricia Nixon invites a nationwide tele
vision audience into the White House to 
join the First Family in celebrating 
Christmas Eve. The high point of the 
evening comes near midnight, when a tall 
pudgy man in a Santa Claus suit drops 
down the chimney and begins distribut
ing presents to the assembled Nixon clan. 
Unwilling to identify himself, "Santa" 
would only say that it has been his life
long dream to spend Christmas in the 
White House, and he was "pleased as 
punch" to be there. 

December 9, 1970 (Discard) Adding to 
rumors of NATO nuptials, Bebe Rebozo 

appears on annual Queen's Honours List 
as recipient of a life peerage. Reluctantly 
refusing the honor because of a clause in 
the Constitution which makes it illegal 
for Americans to receive titles, normally 
tight-lipped Rebozo sighs: "I liked the 
sound of Bebe, Lord Biscayne." 

December 13, 1970 (Carte Blanche) 
At the 1,456th session of Paris peace 
talks, North Vietnamese delegates reject 
latest American proposal for a coalition 
government for South Vietnam, deter
mined under a Column A-Column B 
election system, calling it "a recipe for 
the devourment of Vietnam." Rejoins 
American Ambassador David K. E. 
Bruce, "People who live in old bottles 
shouldn't throw new wine." 

December 15, 1970 (Queen of Dials) 
Telephone Princess Martha Mitchell 
wakes up 12 newspaper editors with a 
4 A.M. conference call. Says Martha: 
"I'm calling from under the bed so I 
have to whisper. John's been talking in 
his sleep, and he says he's going to jail 
everyone under 35, close down half the 
newspapers and get Hoover nominated 
to the Supreme Court. So there." After a 
pause, she adds: "He also says he's never 
going to eat pecan pie and fried clams 
before bed again." 

December 19, 1970 (Red 3's) In Eng
land for a cultural exchange tour, half 
the cast of the Bolshoi Ballet production 
of Swan Lake, including Prima Ballerina 
Terenya Ferelnikov, 17 swans and a 
lily pad dance up the aisle, out the door 
and into the London subway. After re

ceiving asylum, Miss Ferelnikov says, 
"I like your fish. Also, your chips." Un
perturbed, the Soviet Cultural Bureau 
replaces the ballet with a hammer dance 
and a half dozen performing clams. 

December 22, 1970 (Press Card) Fol
lowing in the still-warm footsteps of one
time fellow anchorman Chet Huntley, 
David Brinkley announces his intentions 
to retire from broadcasting "momentar
ily" to manage a nationwide chain of 
Pizza Huts. Says Brinkley: "Unlike some 
pizza chains — and these places are not 
as alike as two pizzas in a pod — to re
peat, unlike the others, we will have 
all the flavors: mushroom, anchovy, to
mato, sausage, cheese, what have you. 
People like them, so we'll have them. 
And that's all there is to it." 

December 24, 1970 (King of the Sea) 
After several months of intensive re
examination, the Provisional High Court 
of Greece completely exonerates Stavros 
Niarchos of complicity in his wife's 
death. The Court concludes that, "Al
though it is unusual for a lady of fashion 
to carry a pair of garden shears in her 
spleen, bullet holes cannot be considered 
uncommon in a woman of her age." 

December 25, 1970 (Union Jack) In a 
startling TV coup, high-powered TV host 
David Frost has entire British Royal 
Family on his popular interview show. 
All goes well until sharp-witted Frost 
remarks to taciturn Queen Mother, "You 
haven't been talking very much this eve
ning." Remarks Royal Ma, "If I wanted 
to talk to a turd, I'd install a telephone 
in my toilet." • 
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370. TODAY IS THE FIRST DAY 305. RYER. LOVERS. 276. PICASSO. THE 
OF THE REST OF YOUR LIFE. Silkscreen on artist OLD GUITARIST. 
Silkscreen on artist canvas in sun- canvas. Rich browns, Silkscreen on artist 
light reds orange & yellow. 22"x32". golds & tans. 18"x29". canvas. Blues and 
Pub. @ $12. Only 5.95 Pub. @ $15. Only 5.95 greens. 18"x26". 
608. On paper. Pub. @ $6. Only 2.98 530. On paper 

312. PICASSO. LES 234. EL GRECO. VIEW 
PETIT FLEURS. Silk- OF TOLEDO. Lithograph 
screen on artist canvas, on artist canvas. Stormy 
The immortal bouquet in blues & greens, Fabled 
full color. 20"x26", Spanish city. 20"x22" 

$15. Only 5.95 Pub. @ $12, Only 5.95 Pub. @ $35. Only 9.95 

204. MODIGLIANI. SKETCH 350. RYER. ETERNAL 247. PICASSO. BLUE NUDE. 
OF GIRL. Silkscreen on STRUGGLE. Silkscreen on Silkscreen on artist canvas, 
artist canvas. Shades of canvas in rich tones of Soft blues and grays with 
red: black lines. 18"x24". golden brown. 18"x24". black lines. 16"x20". 
Pub. @ $12. Only 5.95 Pub. @ $15. Only 5.95 Pub, @ $12. Only 5.95 
110. On paper. Only 2.98 588. On paper. Only 2.98 186. On paper. Only 2.98 

260. MODIGLIANI. RECLINING NUDE Silk- 369. MATISSE. THE 
screen on artist canvas of the senuous figure LEAVES. Silkscreen on 
study. Glowing flesh tones on flaming red back- artist canvas. Bright 

Sround. Modigliani's loveliest lady in repose. blue green brown red 

ne of the famous artist's most renown works, orange & black. 24"x30" 
16"x25". Pub. @ $18. Only 5.95 Pub. @ $18. Only 6.95 

365. RUBENS. 
HEAD OF A NEGRO. 
Lithograph on artist 
canvas. Mellow golds 
& browns. 18"x24". 
Pub. @ $15. Only 5.95 

325. CHABAS. SEPTEMBER MORN. 
Delicate lithograph on artist canvas. 
Bathing figure depicted in pale trans
lucent sunlight colors. A classic from 
the Metropolitan Museum. 18"x24". 
Pub. @ $15. Only 5.95 

587. THE SILENT 
MAJORITY. Arlington 
Cemetery. Lithograph 
on fine art paper. 
Exciting full color. 
22"x30". Only 2.98 

308. PICASSO. FEMME. 265. MONET. RED POPPIES. 
Silkscreen on artist Silkscreen on artist canvas. Full 

color impressionist masterpiece 
of figures strolling through a 
summer field of bright flowers . 
18"x24". Pub. @ $25. Only 7.95 

canvas of amusing 
drawing, Black on 
white. 16"x20". 
Pub. @ $7. Only 2.98 

367. MILLET. THE ANGELUS. 285. HUG. THE LEOPARD. 314. OROZCO. ZAPATISTAS. 
Lithograph on artist canvas. From Lithograph on artist canvas. Silkscreen on artist canvas, 
the Louvre. Faithfully reproduced The magnificent feline in Powerful protest by the 
in the true colors. A serene golden shades of brown, tan, great Mexican artist. Full 
homage to man's inner strength, yellow, 22"x28". Only 5,95 viti-sni color :3"x22". 
20"x24". Pub. @ $20. Only 6.95 511. On paper. Only 2.98 P.;b. @ $35 Only 9.95 

368. PICASSO. PROFILE. 
Silkscreen on artist 
canvas. Unusually sensitive 
line drawing in blank on 
sol d *r.i'e 16"»?C" 
PJD @ $7 Only 2.98 

196. WYETH. CHRISTINA'S WORLD. 
Collotype from the Museum of 
Modern Art on fine art paper, 
Girl in open field of grass in har
vest colors Classic American Art. 
28"x40". Only 7.50 

371. WAR'S NOT HEALTHY FOR 
CHILDREN & OTHER LIVING THINGS. 
Silkscreen on artist canvas. Spark
ling red, yellow 8 magenta. 
22"x32". Pub, @ $12. Only 5.95 
610. On paper. Only 2.98 

316. MUNCH. THE 
KISS. Lithograph on 
artist canvas. Soft 
drawing in grays 
and blacks. 16"x20". 
Pub, @ $12. Only 4.95 

277. ROUSSEAU. VIRGIN FOREST 
AT SUNSET; Silkscreen on 
artist canvas. Bold jungle 
colors featuring strong greens 
clear ye/low & sun orange. 
20"x28". Pub. @ $23. Only 7.95 

343. HUG. CHEETAH. 
Lithograph on artist 
canvas. In shades of 
brown, yellow & tan. 
22"x28", Only 5.95 
575. On paper. 2.98 

254. MONET WATER HUES. 
Silkscreen on artist canvas 
in lovely ihjees of ourcle 
lavender S blue. Impress
ionist masterpiece. 22"x22", 
Pub. @ $20. Only 6.95 

386. LOVE. Silkscreer on artist 
canvas. A irany splerdored 
poster en Sunny red, 
orange & yellow with 2240 giddy 
dots. 22"x32". Pub. @ $10. Only 4.95 
611. On paper. Pub. @ $6. Only 2.98 

262 HAUSMAN. A MAN 
ANO A WOMAN. Silkscreen 
on artist canvas. "Now" 
colors. 16"x23". 
Pub. @ $15. Only 5.95 
523. On paper. Only 2.98 

283. HUG. THE TIGER. 
Lithograph on artist canvas. 
The magnificent feline in 
golden shades of brown, tan, 
yellow. 22"x28". Only 5.95 
509. On paper. Only 2.98 

317. PEREIRA. LANDSCAPE OF 
THE ABSOLUTE. Silkscreen on 
artist canvas. Beautiful abstract 
master work in various shades 
of. blue on white. 20"x25". 
Pub. @ $20. Only 9.95 
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266. REMBRANDT. MAN 
IN A GOLDEN HELMET. 
Silkscreen on artist can
vas. Browns, golds & 
black. 20"x27". 
Pub. @ $10. Only 5.95 

261. PICASSO. DON 
QUIXOTE. Silkscreen on 
artist canvas. Stirring 
tribute to the Man of La 
Mancha in black & white. 22"x28" 
18"x24". Only 2.98 

271. VAN GOGH. STARRY NIGHT 212. VAN GOGH. SUN-
Lithograph on artist canvas. Silkscreen on artist canvas. Brilliant FLOWERS. Silkscreen 
Shades of brown, tan & yel- landscape of towering cypress trees artist canvas. Vibrant 
'ow on red background. against swirling starlit sky. Dazzling palette of yellows 

299. DAUMIER. 
DON QUIXOTE. 
Silkscr. on canvas. 
Magnificent full 

Only 5.95 blues greens purples + yellow stars, greens & browns. 20"x26". color. I8"x26" 
576. On paper. Only 2.98 18"x24". Pub. @ $35. Only 9.95 $17. Only 6.95 Pub. @ $15. Only 5.95 518. 

295. RYER. SEATED 
NUDE. Silksc. on 
canvas. Browns, gol 
& yellows. 20"x32". 
Pub. ~ 

198. SUPPOSE THEY GAVE 
A WAR-AND NOBODY 
CAME. Silkscreen on 
paper. Dayglo red & black. 

15. Only 5.95 25"x38". A classic poster, 
n paper. 2.98 Special 4.95 

230. PICASSO. GUERNICA. Impressive 528. BEN SHAHN. 
lithograph on artist canvas. Poignant POSTER. Black & 
war protest in strong tones'of grays brown on fine 
& blacks. 16"x35". Pub. @ $18. Only 6.95 paper. 30"x45". 
164. The above on paper. Only 3.95 Special 3.95 

252. PICASSO. MUSICIANS. 
Silkscreen on artist canvas 
vibrant color.22"x24". 5.95 

ORDER DIRECT FROM THE PUBLISHER & SAVE! 
M AIL C O U P O N TODAY 

.98 
and up 

520. WANDA EMBRY. The 46th annual New York Art Directors Club Show's Painted 
Lady-in ful l , delicious color. Life like! and life size! 12"x63". Only 4.95 

269. MONET. REGATTA AT 
ARGENTEUIL. silkscreen on 
artist canvas, impressionist 
marine colors. 18"x27". 
Pub. @ $25. Only 6.95 

565. WHEN THE BOMB GOES 
OFF. Caustic lithograph on 
fine coated paper in stark 
black & white. A topical 
ooster. 2?"x25"0nlv 1.98 

270. MONET. HOUSES OF PAR
LIAMENT. Silkscreen on can
vas in full color. View from 
London Bridge. 20"x22". 
Pub. © $20. Onlv 6.95 

LAMBERT STUDIOS: Dept. NL-8. 910 N. LA CIENEGA BLVD., LOS ANGELES, CAL. 90069 

Gentlemen: Please rush the prints whose numbers are cir
cled at right. If my order totals $10 or more you will also 
include my FREE print of PICASSO. DOVE IN FLIGHT. SORRY, 
NO C. 0. D.'s. 

VISIT OUR STUDIO IN L.A. 

The prints I have circled 
opposite amount to $ 

FREE 
i f your order 

totals $10 or more 
PICASSO. DOVE IN 
FLIGHT. Silkscreen on 
rag paper. Delicate 
line drawing in blue. 
16" 20". 

Plus sales tax 
(when applicable)-

Plus Handling Charge 

I enclose $ 

PRINTS ON CANVAS 204 212 230 234 247 252 
254 260 261 262 265 266 269 270 271 276 
277 283 285 295 299 305 308 312 314 316 
317 325 343 344 350 351 365 367 368 369 
370 371 386 PRINTS ON PAPER 110 164 186 
196 198 509 511 518 520 523 528 530 565 
575 576 587 588 608 610 611 
(check one) Bank Master Amer. 
Charge my Americard Charge Exp. 

Write in 
your account # . 

Please add $1.00 per print for 
delivery outside U.S. 

PLEASE PRINT CLEARLY 

Signature-

City State Zip 
If you are not satisfied with your order, return it within 10 days for full cash refund 
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A FOOTBALL CLASSIC 

Sights & Sounds of 
the TEXAS LONGHORNS 

during 
"THE ROYAL DECADE" 

A collector's item of 10 pages 
of full color and Stereo sound 
in this Beautiful book/album. 

HEAR! 

Interviews With: 
Darrell Royal 

James Saxton 
DonTalbert 

John Treadwell 
Scott Appleton 
Tommy Ford 

Tommy Nobis 
Duke Carlisle 

Freddie Steinmark 
Cotton Speyrer 
Steve Worster 

Bobby Wuensch 
Bob McKay 

Chris Gilbert 
Corby Robertson 

James Street 
Loyd Wainscott 

Introduction By: 
Chris Schenkel 

& 
Darrell Royal 

"Coach of the Decade" 
(ABC National Poll) 

"Coach of the Year" 
(1961—Football Writers Assoc.) 

(1963—American Football Coaches) 

1st of the series of albums 
to be released covering the 

Great Football Colleges 
and Their Players 

HEAR! 

The exciting stories of 
the Ail-Americans of the 

Decade as told by themselves in 
their own words! Fantastically 

inspiring! 

Send cash, check or money order 
for $10.95 to: 

JTL ENTERPRISES 
P.O. BOX 19705 

DALLAS, TEXAS 75219 

Mrs. 
Agnenft 
Diary 
Dear Diary, 

What a bracing day it is in Washing
ton! The chilly fingers of Old Man Win
ter walk among the leafless cherry trees 
on tiptoe, and from my kitchen I can 
hear the icy breath of Mr. North Wind 
whistling his tinkly tune in our eaves. 
Out the window I see Jack Frost paint
ing the plastic geraniums with his silvery 
palette and sending shivers up and down 
wise old Mr. Lawn Flamingo. The wind 
howls, unheeded without. . . "ooooooo," 
he moans, "ooooooooooool" 

How's that for a beginning, dear 
Diary!? The nice man Mr. Cerf who 
corresponds with me from the Famous 
Writers' School says I should concen
trate on my introductions. You know, 
sort of set the scene with the weather 
and what it's doing outside. Actually, it's 
not really doing anything. It's just sort of 
damp and icky, like it always is in Wash
ington, but I was using what Mr. Cerf 
calls poetical license plates. He says it's 
a kind of fibbing that writers are allowed 
to get away with. (I just thought! Maybe 
Mel Laird's writer took the same course. 
That's a bit of luck because he can help 
me with my participles.) 

Well, dear Diary, it's getting on to
ward the holiday season here, so Pat 
called up and asked me to go shopping 
for some party clothes with her. I at first 
said no, remembering how Spiggy told 
me not to go overboard with my Uni-
Card again, but Pat said Martha was 
coming along, too, so I said okay, seeing 
as how I really don't get to see Pat 
socially as much as people think. (Pat 
has a lot of headaches and always seems 
to be washing her hair when I call. She 
must have the cleanest hair in Washing
ton.) 

I offered to have Juan pick Pat up in 
the Pontiac, but she said the bus was 
just as easy and much more sensible, 
what with the economy and all. Pat cer
tainly is sensible, dear Diary, but some
times I wonder if some people don't go 
a bit Overboard. Spiggy says Dick is so 
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tight, he won't even give his wife a 
square meal, but I think he was only jok
ing. Spiggy does say, though, that Dick 
is extremely conservative about spending 
money on clothes for himself, and once 
sent six suits back to Robert Hall's be
cause they had buttons on the cuffs that 
really worked and the store wanted to 
charge extra. 

Well, Pat finally arrived and we made 
small talk while we waited for Martha. 
(I must say, dear Diary, that Pat cer
tainly is good at small talk.) 

Finally, the doorbell rang and Martha 
appeared with a whole bunch of people 
with cameras and note pads and said that 
they were some people from Life maga
zine and would we mind if they sort of 
tagged along? Pat started to say she cer
tainly did mind, but she stopped when 
they all started to giggle and scribble in 
their pads. 

By the time we all boarded the bus 
there were 26 of us, counting those nice 
Secret Service boys. (I once asked 
Spiggy why Pat and Martha always get a 
dozen bodyguards or so and I only get 
two, but Spiggy said not to complain 
because he only gets one, and half the 
time he has to lend him to Hank Kissin
ger to bartend for his late nights at the 
office with his secretaries.) 

As we boarded the bus, Martha and 
Pat got into an argument over whether 
to take the plunge on the new skirt 
length. Martha said she wanted to wear 
something expressive of her personality 
(and she didn't like one bit that brassy 
girl reporter's crack about "a little white 
coat"), but Pat said Dick had said the 
new length - they call it the "mini," I 
think - was definitely too-too, and if God 
had meant women to show their naked 
knees in public, Billy Graham's wife 
would have a closet full. Pat glanced 
over that girl reporter's shoulder and 
caught her writing "Mrs. Nixon nixes 
mini; ta-ta too-too tutu," and made her 
change it to "President's wife takes dim 
view of immoral fashions." But Martha 

(continued) 
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WHAT'S IM IT 
FOR YOU? 

p " 5 ^ 

Our back pages have seen the best young 
writers and the most exciting personalities in 
rock, movies, politics and television: critics 
Richard Goldstein, Robert Christgau and 
Richard Meltzer; British rock historian Charlie 
Gillett; Atlantic Record Company Executive 
Jerry Wexler; Aquarian Journalist Wayne 
McGuire; photographers and artists Lesley, 
Sluiter and Foss; comic crazies John Peck and 
Robert Crumb . . . to name just a few. 

We've had an interview with rock critic and 
former MC5 producer Jon Landau; a hard-
hats and students scorecard; a progress report 
on FM radio; Warhol tours by Tom Mancuso; 
and health columns by Lillian Roxon. 

In the next few issues there'll be a report on 
Avatar Mel Lyman; predictions on John Lind

say; resurrections of old time rockers by 
Charlie Gillett; and our usual herd of record 
reviewers riding the pop plains. 

Our back pages have been pretty good. Our 
future ones will be even better. 

That's what's in it for you . . . in Fusion. 

Here's something else for you: with this coupon 
you can get a year's subscription for half the 
price. Send $3.00 to : Fusion 909 Beacon St., 
Boston, Mass. 02215 

Name and Address 
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. . . That's what they're calling the early issues of the National Lampoon. And 
no wonder. Think of what a deck chair from the Titanic would bring these 
days, or a strut from the Hindenburg, or a complete set of Collier's. If you 
don't have the first issues of the National Lampoon, don't worry, you can 
still make your grandchildren rich! Order now. 

APRIL, 1970 - SEX: Including Dr. Ralph Schoenstein's Harris Poll, the 
David and Julie True-Romance Comic Book, the Playbore of the Month, 
Norman Rockwall's Erotic Drawings, Mondo Perverto Magazine, and Michael 
O'Donoghue's Pornocopia. 

MAY, 1970 — GREED: Featuring an exclusive interview with Howard 
Hughes, a poster-sized parody of the Wall Street Journal, the Annual Report 
of the Mafia, the Poor and the Super-Poor, Up With Negroes, and Rick 
Meyerowitz's touching portrait of Billy Graham. 

JUNE, 1970 - BLIGHT: With Sludge Magazine (the little-known trade pub
lication of the pollution industry), Beauty Tips for Mutants, Our Threatened 
Nazis, Jean Shepherd's S.P.L.A.T., Mort Gerberg's trip to colorful Pollution-
land, and Michael O'Donoghue's Extinction Game. 

JULY, 1970 - BAD TASTE: Don't miss The Liz Taylor and Richard Burton 
Gift Catalogue, Nixon's Dream Supreme Court, the Special Mediocrity Sup
plement, A Photographer's Guide to Art and Pornography, and the Most 
Tasteless Article Ever Printed! 

AUGUST, 1970 - PARANOIA: What would America be like as a second-
rate power? Read We're Only Number Two. Also, a Paranoia Map of the 
World, Is Nixon Dead? (Well, is he?) , The Secret of San Clemente, and the 
most upsetting pile of paranoiac folderol ever compiled! 
SEPTEMBER, 1970 - SHOW BIZ: Get your mezzanine seats now for the 
MGM Blackmail Auction, Screen Slime Magazine, Raquel Welch Laid Bare, 
Diary of a New Left Starlet, and College Concert Comix! 
OCTOBER, 1970 - POLITICS: Big Brother is watching you. Fight back with 
The Wit, Warmth and Wisdom of John Mitchell, The Day They Shot Spiro . . . 
in the Foot!, The National Lampoon Poll and the President's Commission on 
What's What. 

NOVEMBER, 1970 - NOSTALGIA: A spin out on Memory Lane. While 
you're recuperating, read the 1896 Sears Roebuck Sex Catalogue, The Fifties: 
A Special Section; 1936: A Space Odyssey; The Teen-Age Death Song Game; 
and reminiscences by Jean Shepherd and Jerome Weidman. 
To order these back issues, just check off the ones you want in the coupon 
below. Return the coupon to us with $1 in bill, check or money order for 
each copy you'd like. 

T H E NATIONAL LAMPOON, Dept. N L - 1 2 7 0 , 635 Madison Avenue, 
New York, N.Y. 10022 

Send me the following: 

# of copies Issue 

APRIL, 1970 
MAY, 1970 
JUNE, 1970 
JULY, 1970 

I enclose a total of $ 

# of copies Issue 

AUGUST, 1970 
SEPTEMBER, 1970 
OCTOBER, 1970 
NOVEMBER, 1970 

at $1 for each copy requested. This 
amount covers purchase plus shipping and handling. 

My Name 

Address-

City State- -Zip_ 

(continued) 
piped up and the girl erased Pat's com
ment entirely and wrote, "Attorney-
General's wife says hanging's too good 
for homosexual designers." 

Well, as we were riding along, Martha 
noticed that the bus went right past 
Erlebacher's and Garfiiikel's and didn't 
stop at Woodie's, or the Hecht Company, 
either. She got mad and said she wanted 
to know where the hell we were being 
taken. Pat didn't say anything except 
that she knew a nice place in Rockville 
where she gets all her things and if we 
were patient, we'd get a nice surprise. 
Well, dear Diary, I must say I was dubi
ous. I've shopped in Washington for 
years and never found a nicer selection 
of half sizes than in the Lane Bryant 
bargain basement, but Pat said this place 
was smart and sensible, I'd see. 

Well, it wasn't until we pulled into the 
parking lot one hour later (Pat treated 
us to a quick lunch on the way, at Mac-
Donald's) that Martha realized where we 
were and yelled, "Jesus Christ! We're at 
Korvette's!" But Pat jumped out with the 
reporters and the Secret Service men 
right behind, and the bus driver said we 
had to get out because he had other stops 
to make. 

Inside, Martha sort of picked over the 
pantyhose and grumbled and I had the 
Secret Service boys try on a few things 
just in case, but they couldn't get most 
of the frocks on over their shoulder 
holsters, so I gave up. Martha went over 
to play with the spear guns in sporting 
goods. Pat disappeared for awhile, and 
then we heard this scream from one of 
the dressing closets and a photographer 
ran out holding his ear. If there's one 
thing Pat likes, it's her privacy. 

Well, finally she came out and said 
there wasn't anything here she really 
wanted and we should hurry to catch the 
last bus back to Washington. Well, we 
were all sort of embarrassed, because 
Pat had obviously been so upset by the 
photographer that she forgot to take off 
the four dresses she was wearing under 
her own frock, but everybody pretended 
not to notice until a store detective yelled 
something, but one of the Secret Service 
boys hit him you-know-where and told 
him to keep quiet. 

Happy and tired, we all headed home 
on the last express. Pat said it was too 
bad there wasn't anything she saw that 
she liked, and we all sort of nodded. 
Martha charged a gold body stocking, 
two football helmets and a spear gun, 
and I bought a nice party frock with a 
Peter Pan collar and lots of pink and 
brown bows. (I wouldn't have bought 
it really, but the Secret Service boy 
couldn't get it off again over his holster.) 
I hope it looks as good on me as it does 
on him. 

All for now, 
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A holiday gift for all seasons...new members of Capitol Record Club can 

Take This Superb Stereo Phonograph 
for only 

wnen you agree to buy just one record now and 
as few as 12 more dur ing the next 12 months. 

THESE EXCLUSIVE 
FEATURES: 

• Diamond stylus and 
ceramic cartridge 

• BSR record changer 
• Separate volume controls 

for balance 
• Sensitive tone control 
• Solid-state amplifier 
• Two detachable speakers 
• Handsome protective 

enclosures 
• 90-day unconditional 

warranty 

SPECIAL OPTION 
Stereo Headphones 

Just $4.98 additional— 
$9.95 value 

8 ohm impedance 
Smooth frequency 

characteristic 
Softly padded 

adjustable earspeakers 
Adaptable to any stereo 

headphone jack 

JOIN AMERICA'S FASTEST GROWING RECORD CLUB FOR YOUR MUSICAL BARGAIN OF THE DECADE! 
This extraordinary Longines Symphonette Component Mark II Stereo 
Phonograph is just the beginning! As a member of America's fastest 
growing record club you get a free subscr ipt ion to "Keynotes" , the 
Club's excit ing monthly magazine that describes hundreds of top rec
ords including your personal select ion. If you want only the regular 
selection of your musical div is ion, you need do nothing—it wi l l be 
shipped automatical ly. Or you may order any of the other records 
o f f e r e d . , , or take no record at a l l . . . just by returning the convenient 
selection notice by the date speci f ied. 

You get a special credit card to charge all purchases. And you can 
save more money via special "members on ly" discounts. 
Save 5 0 % after trial membership! Immediately after complet ing your 
init ial agreement you are el igible to receive one record FREE (plus 
250 shipping-handl ing) for every record you buy at regular Club pr ice! 
What easier, more economical way could you find to bui ld that stereo 
col lect ion you've always wanted? Yes, all this plus the Longines 
Symphonette Component Mark II—your hol iday stereo for year-round 
l istening pleasure! 

FILL IN AND MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY 
i ****" 1 

Capitol Record Club Stereo Phonograph Division 
Thousand Oaks, California 91360 

Please accept me as a member of Capitol Record Club. I've indicated 
my first purchase, for which you will bill me just $4.98 plus small 
shipping charge. Bill me $19.98 plus small shipping-handling charge 
and send my Deluxe Model stereo phonograph with BSR automatic 
record changer. I agree to buy 12 more records of my choice during 
the next 12 months at the regular Club price of just $4.98 (occasional 
special albums priced slightly higher).. . and I may cancel my mem
bership any time thereafter. If I continue, I am to receive a record 
of my choice FREE for every additional selection I purchase. 

3-84 20-59 931-71 
"Electronically re-channeled to simulate stereo 

• Check here for optional Stereo 
Headphones—Just $4.98 additional 

Important: please check one. 
The music I like best is: 

• Easy Listening Q Classical 
• Popular Vocalist • Country Sound 
• Movies & Shdws • Jazz • Now Sound 

§Mr. 
Mrs 
Miss 

Address 

Send me this 
selection as my 
first purchase: 

Write number below 

City. 

State. .Z ip . 
APO, FPO addresses, please write for additional information. F53A-F53B 
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* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

Another Publ ic Service 
from Liberty/UA, Inc . 

* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

Do-It-Yourself Letter to Santa Claus 
(cut here) 

Dear S.C., 

It was getting to be the end of the year so I 
thought I'd drop you a line to see how you, the 
Mrs. and all the subordinate Clauses are doing. 

Your Holiday will be as merrie as mine if I re
ceive the neat albums checked below. I have 
dropped several hints in the past 10 months re
garding a stereo-tape player. Take heed, 'cause 
most of these albums are also available on 8-track 
cartridges and cassettes. 

*********************** 

THE BEATLES 
D"A Hard D a y ' s N i g h t " S o u n d t r a c k 
D " L e t I t Be" S o u n d t r a c k 
•CANNED HEAT/"Future B l u e s " 
•VIKKI CARR/"For Once I n My L i f e " 
•CLASSICS IV/"Golden G r e a t s " 
•DAMNATION OF ADAM BLESSING/"Second Damnat ion" 
•DUKE ELLINGTON/"70th B i r t h d a y C o n c e r t " 
•FANTASY/"Fantasy" 

THE 5TH DIMENSION 
• " G r e a t e s t H i t s " 
• "The J u l y 5 th Album" 
• "Up, Up And Away" 
Q"Age Of A q u a r i u s " 
•GROUNDHOGS/"Thank C h r i s t F o r The Bomb" 
•FERRANTE & TEICHER/"Midnight Cowboy" 

BOBBY GOLDSBORO 
• " G r e a t e s t H i t s " 
•"We G o t t a S t a r t L o v i n " 
•GORDON LIGHTF00T/"The B e s t Of Gordon L i g h t f o o t ' 
• "MIDNIGHT COWBOY "/Soundtrack 
•NITTY GRITTY DIRT BAND/"Uncle Charlie" 
JOHNNY RIVERS 

• "Rea1i za tion " 
•"Slim Slo Slider" 
• SUGARLOAF/"Sugarloaf" 
TRAFFIC 

•"Best Of Traffic" 
•"John Barleycorn Must Die" 
• IKE & TINA TURNER/"Come Together" 

*********************** 

By the way Big Red, don't expect cookies and milk 
this year....you'11 find wheat germ and carrot 
juice on the hearth. 

Sincerely, 

Address 

libepty/UAJnc. 
An Entertainment Service of 

Trantamerica Corporation 

Entries are sought for the National Lam
poon Punch Line Classic. Submissions 
should be cappers to non-existent jokes. 
For example: 
"If I'd known you were French, I'd have 
worn galoshes." 
"And the kangaroo said, 'So's mine.' " 
"Moral: A stolen roan slathers no joss." 
"No," she said, "tapioca!" 
"All right, give me the goldfish and you 
rape the parrot." 
"That's okay, I only fart on Tuesdays." 
"And if I were the Pope, I'd let you." 
"Never mind the asparagus, get me out 
of this casserole." 
"Honest, General, we never touched the 
sofa." 

Do not submit jokes or punch lines of 
actual jokes. All recognizable items will 
be disqualified. Avoid easy forms, such 
as knock-knock and moron jokes, and 
transparent laugh lines that suggest an 
obvious joke. Entries will be judged on 
extravagance, believability, ridiculous
ness and originality. 

To be a winning entry, a punch line 
should create in the reader an over
whelming desire to hear the joke itself, 
even though he knows 1) that the joke 
doesn't exist and 2) that if it did, it has 
already been spoiled for him. Winners 
(up to five, depending on quality of en
tries) will receive a subscription to the 
magazine .whose pages shaggy dogs pre
fer over co.arser floor coverings 2-to-l 
(National Lampoon). Address all entries 
to Miss Mary Marshmallow, Contest 
Editor, National Lampoon, 635 Madi
son Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022. 
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We may tell you more 
about yourself 

than you care to know. 
PSYCHOLOGY TODAY is aboutyour hopes. Your fears. Your 
potentialities. And what science has learned about them. 

Every month, you'll read in its pages what the world's 
foremost authorities have to say about the human condi
tion. Men like B. F. Skinner. Rollo May. Ashley Mon
tagu. David Riesman. Bruno Bettelheim. These behav
ioral scientists explain their latest discoveries in clear, 
straightforward language, without oversimplifications or 
pseudo-profundities. 

Some of their findings are reassuring. Some are alarm
ing. Some just plain fascinating. All of them are a giant 
step ahead of the kind of psychology you may have picked 
up in school. Or from your friends who are in analysis. 

Where psychological writing all too often tends to nar
row the possibilities—reducing almost every impulse to 

oedipal complexes, guilt feelings or sexual hang-ups — 
PSYCHOLOGY TODAY has just the opposite attitude. It sees 
the behavioral sciences as enlarging our possibilities... 
as endlessly multiplying the choices open to us. Instead 
of seeing men and women in black and white, PSYCHOL
OGY TODAY finds human behavior encouragingly colorful. 

In its graphics, PSYCHOLOGY TODAY is a splendid gal
lery of all the things we've lately learned about the mys
teries of perception. Each issue is a visual adventure... 
an uninhibited collaboration between science and art. 
Many issues include revealing tests, visual experiments 
and fold-out games. 

Doesn't this sound like a magazine you ought to see? If 
you agree, we'll be glad to send you a complimentary copy. 
Just mail the coupon and you'll receive the latest issue. 

Among the current and coming articles in 
PSYCHOLOGY TODAY: 

The Grim Generation 
Does ESP Exist? 
Learning Under Drugs 
Is Suicide a Human Right? 
Are Leaders Made or Born? 
Impulse, Aggression & the Gun 
Homosexuality Reconsidered 
The Sickness of Corporations 
Hiding from Big Brother 
Adult Play Therapy 
Love and Will 
The Mentally Retarded Child 

Is Man a Machine? 
The Nudity Explosion 
Who Will Help in a Crisis? 
Dangers of Group Therapy 
Are I.Q. Tests Intelligent? 
Memory's Molecular Maze 
Can We Immunize the Weak? 
Nudity in Group Therapy 
A Conversation with Masters 

& Johnson 
The White Race and Its Heroes 
Breast Feeding 

Receive the current issue as a gift and begin a better 
understanding of your children, your spouse, your boss, 
your mother-in-law 

...yourself. psychologytoday 
PSYCHOLOGY TODAY 6-359 
P.O. Box 2990, Boulder, Colorado 80302 

Please send me my complimentary current issue of PSYCHOLOGY TODAY. I 
may keep my sample copy and owe nothing. However, unless I cancel, you 
may enroll me as a trial subscriber and send me the next 11 issues. Bill me 
after my subscription has started for just $6.00, my special Introductory 
rate—instead of the regular $ 10 annual price. 
Mr. 
Mrs.. 
Miss 
Address. 

City_ 

(Please Print) 

.State. -Zip. 
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SPECIAL 
BOOK BARGAIN 

9984. TAROT REVEALED. A Modern Guide to Reading 
The Tarot Cards. By Eden Gray. T h e 78 cards are 
authentically i l lustrated in this easy-to-use ex
planation of the mystic symbolism on these ancient 
fortune telling cards. 9*4 x 61/i. 
Orig. Pub. at $3.95 Only $1.98 

1232. THE ART OF W. C. FIELDS. By W m . K . 
Everson. With 128 photos. He re in detail are all 
of the Fields ' movies demonstra t ing his unique 
antics and imagination with masterful pantomine. 
V/4" x lO'/i". 
Pub. at $7.50. Only $2.98 

8928. TRAVELERS' BOOK OF COLOR PHOTOGRAPHY. 
By V. Phil ips & O. Thomas . Magnificent book— 
every giant page in Rich, Full Color! T h e 400 
Color Photos show the scenic treasures of 15 coun
tries including U.S .A. , Greece, France, Scandi
navia, Great Bri tain. Packed with Natura l Won
ders , ships, fountains, bridges, people a t work and 
play, etc. Valuable information and suggestions to 
improve your own travel photos. lO1/} x 133 / | . 
Pub. at $20.00 Only $9.95 

8125. THE TRADITIONAL ARTS OF JAPAN. A Com
plete Illustrated Guide. By H. Batterson Boger. 
435 illustrations including 369 photos, 26 color re
productions & 40 line drawings. All the ar ts , crafts 
and ceremonies of J a p a n paint ing, pr ints , sculp
ture , metalwork, enameling, architecture, gardens , 
weaving, costume, dolls, masks , Ainu folk art , 
floral a r t , tea and incense ceremonies. 83/i x 11*4. 
Orig. Pub. at $17.50 New, complete ed. Only $8.95 

2962. THE ANNOTATED ALICE; Alice's Adventures 
in Wonderland & Through the Looking Glass. By 
Lewis Carroll. I l lus. by John Tenniel . With In t rod. 
& Notes by Mar t in Gardner. T h e complete text 
and original illus. in the only fully annotated edi
tion. Notes are concurrent with the text on all 
the jokes, games, parodies, puzzles, etc. witlv 
which Carroll filled his writings. Size 8l/t" x 12". 
Orig. Pub. at $10.00 

New, complete ed., Only $3.95 

1485. WASHINGTON, D.C. By Gore Vidal . Inside 
story of the people and dramatic events that make 
Washington, D.C. mos t fascinating city of the 
world. 
Pub. at $6.95 Only $1.98 

2650. THE PETER MAX POSTER BOOK. By Peter 
Max. Twenty-four giant 12" x 17" full-color 
posters, each perfect for framing, or hanging 
unframed by the leading poster ar t is t in the 
world. Includes concise biography of the artist 
and some personal reflections on the na ture , 
qual i ty , and significance of his ar t . Softbound. 

Only $3.95 

8955. JUSTINE or The Misfortunes of Virtue. By Mar
quis de Sade. Critical and historical introduction 
by C. D. B . Bryan. New complete and unexpur-
gated translation of the most famous and notori
ous work of the strangest figure in l i terary history 
— a tale in which vice and evil reign supreme and 
reflect the bizarre philosophy and twisted sexuality 
of i ts author. 
Pub. at $5.00 Only $1.98 

672. THE PHOTOGRAPHIC MANUAL OF SEXUAL 
INTERCOURSE. Intro, by Dr . Albert El l is . By L. R. 
O'Conner . A major breakthrough in sex educa
tion! Unlocks the treasures of sexual pleasure 
with the aid of over 150 actual photos in Full Color, 
and monochrome of a married couple engaged in 
sexual intercourse positions. An extraordinary de
tailed text. T h e most sophisticated, modern and 
up-to-date marr iage manual ever writ ten. For 
sale to adults over 21 only. 
Published at $12.95 Only $9.95 

1772. TREASURY OF PHILOSOPHY. Ed. by D . Runes. 
T h e thought and wisdom of 381 great philosophers 
the world oyer, from ancients to moderns. 1300 
pgs. of choice writing, with biography of each 
philsopher and evaluation of his importance in 
m a n ' s quest for knowledge. 
Pub. at $12.50 Only $4.95 

9119. TREASURY OF EARLY AMERICAN AUTOMO
BILES 1877-1925. By Floyd Clymer. Foreword by 
J a m e s Mel ton. 500 il lustrations in this fascinating 
and handsome album of the old cars and their 
drivers, advert isements , songs, cartoons, fashions, 
early regulations, s team cars, speedway competi
t ions, etc. 8i/2 x I I14 . 
Orig. Pub. at $6.50 Only $2.98 

692. Carroll Righter: YOUR ASTROLOGICAL GUIDE 
TO HEALTH & DIET. T h e world 's foremost living 
astrologian tells what and when we should eat for 
better health—by observing the laws of astrology, 
with special recipes and fascinating lore. 
Pub. at $4.95 Only $1.49 

9940. PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE WORLD'S GREAT 
TRIALS. By E . Sagarin & B . Aymar. 425 Illus. 
Complete description of the most important and 
intriguing tr ials of the world from Socrates to 
Eichmann. Among those included are: Galileo, 
Salem " W i t c h e s , " Lizzie Borden, Sacco and Van-
zetti , Nuremberg. 8V2 x 11. 
Pub. at $10.00 Only $4.95 

1929. Vance Packard: THE SEXUAL WILDERNESS. 
National best-seller by author of Hidden Persuaders 
which explores in entertaining, informative, inti
mate detail the contemporary "Sexual Revolu t ion ." 
Mos t comprehensive case history survey-study 
(550 pages) of America 's real sexual a t t i tudes and 
actions since Kinsey. 
Pub. at $6.95 Only $1.00 

9636. ABZ OF LOVE. By Inge & Stan Hegeler. Th i s 
is not a book for beginners — i t is written by a 
Danish married couple, both doctors, both psychol
ogists, in blunt, non-technical language and illus
trated with candor — it is what it purpor ts to be: 
an important book on Sex, and an enlightening 
guide to a complete and happier sex life. It 
s tormed the best-seller lists in Denmark , Sweden, 
Norway and Holland and has reached over 1,000,-
000 readers. 120 i l lustrations. 
Pub. at $10.00 Only $4.98 

9593. A PICTORIAL HISTORY OF CRIME: 1840 To The 
Present. By Ju l ian Symons. 750 Il lus. Murder , ex
tortion, kidnapping, robbery, swindles, virtually 
all famous cases for more than the las t 100 years 
from all over the world are described. Voted "Bes t 
t rue crime book of y e a r " by Mystery Wri ters Asso
ciation. 814 x 11%. 
Pub. at $10.00 Only $3.95 

1934. THE PHOTOGRAPHER AND HIS MODEL. By 
John Rawlings. 126 superb photos, 11 in Full Color. 
T h e distinguished high fashion photographer of 
Vogue and other quali ty magazines demonstrates 
his great ar t is try in bringing out the suppleness 
and grace of the nude figure in uninhibited motion. 
91/4 x 113/4. 
Pub. at $10.95 Only $5.95 

2300. The American Heritage HISTORY OF THE 
MAKING OF THE NATION 1783-1860. 300 superb 
i l lus. , 127 in Full Color. Finest volume ever 
published, covering so completely the period 
between the Revolutionary and the Civil War. 
A wealth of authentic i l lustrations and fascinat
ing collection of contemporary accounts. 8% x 
11 VA-
Pub. at $17.50 Only $9.95 

2767. BUCK ROGERS: The Collected Works in the 
25th Century. Introd. by Ray Bradbury. Comic 
s t r ip and space buffs will revel in this careful 
selection from 40 years of the str ips start ing 
in 1929. Over 1000 of them reproduced in color 
and monochrome on 400 pages. Massive 11 x 14 
volume. 
Pub. at S15.00 Only $6.95 

3120. CALDER. An Autobiography with Picture! 
214 Il lus. , 12 in Full Color. Candid self-portrait c 
the great ar t is t with many snapshots from hi 
family album and large selection of magnificer 
photos of his works. 8% x 10%. 
Pub. at $15.00 Only $8.9 

2774. FRED ASTAIRE: A Pictorial Treasury of H 
Films. By H . Thompson. Over 165 photos in thi 
large {8V2 x I D album from the Hollywood's Magi 
People series, includes a list of and photos froi 
all his films with casts, directors, etc. 

Only $3.9 

2776. CHARLES LAUGHTON: A Pictorial Treasury t 
His Films. By W m . Brown. Over 165 photos in th 
large (8>4 x 11) a lbum from the Hollywood's Magi 
People series, includes a list of and photos froi 
all his films with casts, directors, etc. 

Only $3.5 

1631. The GRAND PRIX CAR 1954-1966. By L. J . * 
Setright. More than 150 illus. including 13 in F u 
Color. T h e story of the most fertile and compet 
tive era in the history of motor racing. T h e ne 
engineering and driving techniques are fully d< 
scribed with dramat ic racing photos and detaile 
drawings. 83/i x 11 . 
Pub. at $22.50 Only $10.5 

54. A PICTORIAL HISTORY OF THE ROARING TWEr-
TIES: The Lawless Decade. By Paul Sann. 300 illu: 
T h e pictorial s tory of the colorful, turbulen 
sensation-packed years between the Firs t Worl 
War and the New Deal . 8% x 11. 
Orig. Pub. at $5.95 Only $3.5 

1076. A History of the Music-Hall in Paris: LE 
FOLIES DU MUSIC-HALL. By J . Damase . Forewoi 
by Noel Coward. 200 lively pictures of the exotii 
nostalgic world of Josephine Baker, Mist inguet 
Piaf, Gaby Deslys, Damia , acrobats, dancers an 
girls, girls, girls. 8V& x 10. 

Only $3.5 

2693. MEN & APES. By Ramona & Desmond Morr i 
200 Il lus. & Photos , Charts & Maps . T h e author . 
Naked Ape tells of the delightful legends, charn 
ing myths and start l ing facts about man ' s close 
relation in the animal kingdom. 
Pub. at $7.95 Only $3.5 

K28. THE NEW WEBSTER ENCYCLOPEDIC DIC
TIONARY OF THE ENGLISH LANGUAGE Includ
ing a Dictionary of Synonyms and 12 supple
mentary reference sections: Popular Quotations, 
Classical Mythology, Business Law & Finance, 
Names , T h e Story of America in 332 Pictures , 
211 Flags in Color, Biographies of the Presi
dents with their pictures in color, Space Age 
T e r m s with 15 plates in color. More than 1400 
pages, large format 8V& x 11V4 over 3 inches 
thick, weighs over 5 lbs. Handsome leather-like 
binding with simulated gold s tamping and 
edges, seen head and footbands. 
Pub. at $39.95 Only $9.95 
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WITH EMPHASIS! 
ON THE UNUSUAL 
Order Now! Save up to 400% over original published price! 

8135. Te lev i s ion-A Pictorial History: HOW SWEET 
IT WAS. By A. Shulman & R. Youman. Huge his
torical panorama with 1,435 photos and com
mentary of the shows, personalities, comedians, 
music, specials, panels and quiz shows. Congres
sional hearings, news shots, campaigns and elec
tions; from trivial moments to significant events 
— unique and fascinating. 814" x 10%". 
Orig. Pub. at $12.50 Only $4.95 

1995. MIRO 2000. PICASSO 
TWENTIETH CENTURY MASTERS. Each volume illus
trated with 40 pages of high-quality color plates 
plus 30 or more monochrome sumptuously pro
duced. Examines the work of some of the greatest 
painters , sculptors and architects of our t ime with 
highly informative texts. 
57.95 Value Each Only $3.95 

149. THE JAPANESE HOUSE-lts Interior and Ex
terior. By Kiyoko & Ta t suo Ishimoto. Over 200 
Illus. T h e basic elements of design and all their 
variations, showing how they can be adapted for 
American use. 8Vz x 11. 
Orig. Pub. at $5.00 New Complete ed. Only $2.98 

1888. THE LITERARY LIFE. A Scrapbook Almanac of 
the Anglo-American Literary Scene from 1900 to 1950. 
By R. Phe lps & P . Deane . 333 pictures with gossip, 
homage; laurels, let ters and other fascinating mate
rial from the lives of Hemingway, Maugham, 
Yeats , G. Stein, Spender, Joyce, many others. 
8V2 x 11. 
Pub. at $15.00 Only $4.95 

2959. THE ANNOTATED MOTHER GOOSE. Introd. 
& Notes by W m . S. & Ceil Baring-Gould. Over 
200 illus. by Caldecolt , Crane, Greenaway, Rack-
ham, Par r i sh & Historical Woodcuts. The com
plete text and il lustrations in a fully annotated 
edition containing more than 1,000 separate rhymes 
— original, variations, sources and allusions. 
Orig. Pub. at $10.00. 

New, complete ed.. Only $3.95 

8320. SEXERCISES: Isometric and Isotonic. By E . 
O'Reil ly, M.A. , M . S . P . E . 300 Photos. Approved 
exercises to develop those muscles directly con
cerned with sexual activity of both men and 
women to produce maximum pleasure in the 
sexual fulfillment of marriage. 
Pub. at $4.95 Only $2.98 

K4. W. C. FIELDS' DRAT! Over 100 Photos with au
thentic masterpieces of irreverent irrelevancy, ex
pressing his view of life. 7>/i x 11M. 
Pub. at $4.95 Only $2.69 

2873. A TREASURE OF THE WORLD'S FINEST FOLK 
SONG. Rev. Ed. by L. Deutsch. I l lustrated. Re
vised, expanded edition of finest collection from 
all over the world now includes piano and guitar 
accompaniments , the music with the words both 
in original language as well as English, 171 songs 
from 30 languages grouped by country or region. 
9 x 12. 
Pub. at $12.50 Only $4.95 

K121. The French Picture Book of Sexual Love 
L'AMOUR. France ' s magnificent pictorial portrayal 
of the varied positions of sexual love with 70 Full 
Color graceful action photos of an extraordinarily 
handsome couple specially posed in the nude by 
one of France ' s most imaginative photographers, 
Piero Rinaldi , with poetic text by Colin Wilson. 
For sale to adults over 21 only. Only $9.95 

8195. MAN AND TIME. By J . B . Priestley. Lavishly 
illustrated with hundreds of pictures including 60 
in color, one of England ' s great writers reveals 
man ' s knowledge of the concept of Time—clocks, 
sun dials, physics and metaphysics, mathematics 
and li terature, from primitive times to the present. 
8V, x 11. 
Orig. Pub. at $14.95 Only $5.95 

K144. THE XYZ OF LOVE. By Inge and Sten Hegeler. 
The authors of the best-selling ABZ of Love, which 
sold over 1V& million copies now bring us their 
newest — a distillation of their vast and unique ex
perience of answering questions on every conceiv
able aspect of sex. Thei r answers reveal the psy
chological causes of sexual inhibitions common in 
men and women, tested solutions to many a hang
up of modern marriage, sex technique, etc. 

Only $5.95 

1070. CHESS MOVE BY MOVE. By P . Langfield. 166 
line drawings, plus 8 full-page color photos of 
rare and beautiful chess pieces. An unusual com
bination, a book of instruction from beginner to 
advanced techniques of play with interesting in
formation about the chesspiece. 7>4 x 10W. 

Import Special Only $2.98 

3100. BRIDGE CARD BY CARD. By T. Reese & B . 
Schapiro. World-famous experts give a step-by-step 
intro. to the bidding and play in a handsome vol
ume enhanced with 8 color photos of old and beau
tiful playing cards in addit ion to the diagrams of 
hands throughout the game. 71/! x 10. 

Only $2.98 

2665. EARLY AMERICAN CAR ADVERTISEMENTS. Se
lected by Q. David Bowers. Hundreds of illus. 
Reproductions of ads from the period 1900-1920 
including Buick, Cadil lac, Chalmers, Elgin, Ford, 
Franklin, Hudson, I-ocomobile, Pierce Arrow, 
Stutz , etc. 8i/2 x I I14 . 
Orig. Pub. at $9.95 Only $2.98 

833. SEXUAL SELF-STIMULATION. By R. E . L. Mas
ters. Examines history and techniques of male and 
female masturbatory practices including physical 
aspects and the erotic fantasies employed. Filled 
with remarkable case histories. 
Pub. at $7.50 Only $3.95 

1087. THE COMPLETE WORKS OF WILLIAM SHAKE
SPEARE. All the plays: comedies, tragedies and 
histories including the lovely sonnets and longer 
poems—complete and unabridged. Over 1,000 pages 
with preface, introduction and glossary. 
Pub. at $6.25 Only $1.98 

8326. THE COLLECTED DRAWINGS OF AUBREY 
BEARDSLEY. Appreciation by Arthur Symons. Ed. 
by B . Har r i s . 214 Il lus. The most unique, com
prehensive collection ever published — full of 
Beardsley 's beauty and decadence, sensuali ty and 
sin. Incl. all major works and many previously 
suppressed, complete catalog, informative text 
and a large section of wicked forgeries. 8V6" x 11" 
Extraordinary value. 

Only $2.98 

623. SEX-DRIVEN PEOPLE. Bv R. E . L. Masters . 
First-person case histories of nymphophiles (child-
lovers) , bestiality (homosexual and heterosexual) 
and others driven to unusual needs for erotic re
lease regardless of the means required to obtain it. 
Prepared by noted authori ty in the field of sexual 
psychopa thology. 
Pub. at $6.50 Only $3.95 

1331. THE MODERNS. By G. Diehl. 126 Full 
Color plates & 34 Drawings in two tones. Extra
ordinarily beautiful, comprehensive survey of 
modern painting from its origins in the late 
nineteenth century to the present era, sump
tuously printed in I taly. 9% x 13. 
Orig. Pub. at $12.50 Only $7.95 
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If you have the right 
card in your wallet 
Mike Andrews and 
Phil Bernbach are 
ready to cut you in 
on the action. 

Contact them in the pages of Matty Sim
mons' brand-new best seller, T H E CARD 
CASTLE — a novel as biting, as exciting 

as What Makes Sammy Run? 

Matty Simmons probably knows the credit 
card business from the inside better than any
one else, and in T H E CARD CASTLE he really 
rips off the lid! It 's the fast-moving, fast-
talking story of Mike Andrews and Phil Bern-
bach, two flashy promoters with insatiable 
appetites for power, position and the women 
that go with them. Together, they parlay a 
simple gimmick—a plastic credit card—into 
a multi-million dollar empire. And, in the 
process, they wheel and deal themselves into 
one of the most explosive power struggles in 
recent fiction. 

T H E CARD CASTLE captures it all: the razzle-
dazzle world of broads on the make . . . of 
Manhattan penthouses and Miami nightclubs 
. . . of the games business tycoons play in the 
boardroom — and the bedroom. If you've ever 
owned a credit card, you won't want to miss 
this big, behind-the-scenes novel by the man 
who, himself, has been a winner in the 
toughest card game of them all. 

Just Published/$5.95 at bookstores, or from 

G.P. Putnam's Sons 200 Madison Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10016 
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i uu'u ueuer noi pout, 
You'd better not squirm, 
That perverted old bum 

Is holding you firm; 
Santa Claus is going to town! 

Dashing up the tree, 
To decorate the top, 

The ladder tilts 
A sick'ning pause 

A fatal 10-foot drop! 
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Oh, little town of Bethlehem, 
You'd blanch to see the sight 
Of your local Favorite Son 

Strung up in neon light! 

Rudolph the red-nosed wino 
Tells the boss off, what the heck! 

Then staggers from the office party 
To fetch his unemployment check. 

I heard the yells on Christmas Day, 
That glorious shrieking of dolts, 
Who gave their 10-year-old tot a toy 
That runs on 60 volts! 

WM 

Christmas is coming, 
The mugger's getting fat, 

He likes his Christmas bonus, too, 
(It's only tit for tat!) ™ 
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Have you been wondering what to buy 
for that really troublesome friend, 

on your Christmas list - that guy or gal 
who returns your set of copper cooking 
ware because it is made from ore stolen 
from the Chilean people by American 
imperialist interests; who won't accept 
your tie because the dyes are made with 
fusel oil, dread corrupter of the habitat 
of the silver raccoon; and who isn't go
ing to go for a nice $25 art book because 
the ghost of a martyred Douglas fir is 
lurking in its pages whispering "Shame"? 
Well, your worries are over. Relevant 
Buyers, Inc., a non-profit (of course) 
consumer service has prepared this list 
of gift suggestions for you. (Note: All 
these items were union-made of bio
degradable materials by companies 
which either do not provide materials 
for the Vietnamese war or provide ma
terials so defective in workmanship that 
they are a liability to the war effort.) 
Wildlife Recording: A long-playing stere
ophonic album of the mating calls of the 
20 most-endangered North American 
species, recorded live in their actual 
doomed habitats. Featuring the Florida 
crocodile, the bald eagle, the peregrine 
falcon, the whooping crane and many 
more. Perfect for save-the-species rallies, 
"cause" parties and those quiet moments 
alone with your conscience. Special pre-
Christmas bonus: a 45rpm recording of 
polluted surf, including the Pacific off 
Santa Barbara and the Gulf of Mexico. 
Both records are made from soluble 
plastics. $7.95. 

Organic Dishware: For the health food 
enthusiast who doesn't want his meals 
contaminated by the unnatural chemi
cals used in making ordinary dishware, 
here's a complete set of real, back-to-
the-earthenware made from organically 
grown pressed guava leaves and milk
weed glue. And he can eat the dishes 

when he's through! In natural brown 
only. 8-piece setting, $50. 
Anti-War Wall Plaque: Beautifully bur
nished bronze wall plaque (2' x 4') is in
scribed with the day, month and year in 
which you first opposed the war in Viet
nam. "One-up" your dove friends, shut 
up your hawk friends: There can be no 
doubt about where you stand and, more 
important, how long you've stood there, 
with this eye-catching political conversa
tion piece. Complete with easy mounting 
accessories, $40. 
Land Reform: Here is the board game 
that was the hit of this year's meeting of 
the American Association of University 
Professors. Players begin by holding 
"money" and "property," then try to get 
rid of their holdings by giving them to 
"the people" — represented by a non-
player who shouts "Right on!" from time 
to time. Deluxe set contains a small tape-
recorder with an hour of slogans and 
chants. First player "out" gets to set fire 
to the board. $12. Extra boards, $2 a 
dozen. 
Concerned Consumer's Correspondence 
Kit: The ideal gift for your always-on-
the-go friends who wish they had more 
time to protest the deplorable conditions 
in today's world. The kit comes complete 
with 100 angry form letters and the 
addresses of hundreds of corporations 
guilty of negligence, exploitation and 
fraud. Deluxe kit contains home addres
ses of corporation presidents and Ralph 
Nader letterheads. Regular kit, $10. De
luxe kit, $19. 
"Radical Chic" Party Favors: The perfect 
package for your next commitment 
party, whatever the cause may be. A 
treasure trove of silly hats, screechy 
horns, zip whistles, crepe streamers, zany 
name tags, tiny candy baskets, confetti, 
rainbow napkins, plastic champagne 
glasses, buzz whirlers and balloons that 

say "END REPRESSION NOW!" $8.95. 
Instant Concern: Want to live for a week 
on the nationally famed "poverty diet" 
but can't find time to shop for bargains? 
Try this meaningful substitute. All the 
ingredients of a one-week, $62.87-sub-
sistence diet for four in a single box. 
You'll get surplus peanut butter, dog 
food, wheat germ, fish concentrate, 
spoiled cheese and animal crackers. One 
box, $97.65. 
Trophy for the "Grape Bunch": A scale 
replica of the first bunch of California 
table grapes picked by the workers un
ionized under Cesar Chavez. You sup
ported the long, bitter strike — now 
proudly display the first "fruits" of vic
tory. Made from durable, lifelike rubber
ized plastic. In green or purple.$ 15. De
luxe model lights up. $25. 
Leftist Litmus: At last, an infallible, scien
tific means of testing your ideological 
purity and that of your friends. Just 
place a piece of this laboratory devel
oped, chemically treated paper on your 
tongue. If the paper turns blue, you've 
got some work to do! If it turns red, 
you're home free. Perfectly safe for use 
with children and pets. Carries the cove
ted Village Voice Seal of Approval. 
Package of 6, $4.95. 
Humane Burglar Alarm: Protect yourself 
and defend your actions with this re
markable electronic device. When a 
would-be housebreaker sets off the 
alarm, it will immediately send a signal 
to your local police station and at the 
same time start a recording in your 
home which will repeat this humanitarian 
phrase: "We sympathize with your situa
tion and are committed to eliminating 
the deplorable conditions of systematic 
deprivation which force those like your
self into a life of crime, but we must pro
tect our homes and loved ones. . . ." 
Alarm and installation, $450. • 
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HEY KIDS 
Get these Famous Name PRIZES 

or 

ttftOO 
EXTRA CASH PRIZE 

from ^^_-—" 

THAT'S RIGHT, KIDS! You can earn these and 
many other BIG PRIZES - or CASH - simply by 
keeping your eyes and ears open! UNCLE NARC'S 
SECRET SPY CLUB gives you all you need to start 
your own CRIME-FIGHTING SQUAD! With this 
SPECIAL CRIME-FIGHTING KIT you get all you 
need to "sniff out" criminally insane users of the 
illegal and death-dealing drug, marijuana! 

IT'S EASY! Thousands of criminally insane 
friends and neighbors are using illegal and death-
dealing marijuana right in your own community! 
Just start hanging around when your big brother 
and his creepy long-haired friends close the door, 
turn on those funny flashing lights and start play
ing that kooky rock music. Keep your "nose 
peeled" for funny smells coming out of the school 
lavatory and the teachers' lounge. As a matter of 
fact, it wouldn't hurt to check out Pop's "pipe 
tobacco" can, either! 

IT'S FUN! Imagine the excitement of being a 
real UNDERCOVER AGENT right in your own 
neighborhood! Squeal with the adventure of 
secretly emptying your playmate's parents' ash
trays into your SPECIAL UNCLE NARC'S SAMPLE 
POUCH! Thrill to the glamor and glitter of open-
air rock concerts and be the first kid on your block 
to meet (and send up the river) BIG NAME ROCK 
STARS! Expose sons and daughters of famous 
Senators, Congressmen and Vice-Presidents! 

IT'S PROFITABLE! Did you know that local 
police departments will pay you up to $10,000 
for information leading to the arrest and convic
tion of criminally insane pot-users? 

Just listen to what other kids have to s a y . . . ! 

Terri Scooterpie 
Wheeling, W. Va. 
"Every time I wanted to watch Meet Mr. Maggot 
on the TV, my dopey big sister Janet would have 
her creepy friends over, smoke some icky stuff 
in a Vaseline jar -<nd watch test patterns instead. 
Then I sent away for my UNCLE NARC SECRET 
SPY KIT, called *he police, and they came right 
over and clubbed Janet and her dumb girlfriends 
senseless and dragged them off in a big truck with 
flashing lights. Now, maybe I can watch what / 
want!" 

Billy Blotch 
Philadelphia, Pa. 
"As a paper boy, I used to have to break my hump 
just to earn enough to buy a lousy Tootsie Roll and 
a squirt pistol or something. Now, thanks to 
UNCLE NARC'S SECRET SPY CLUB, a quick 
phone call or two per month and I'm up to my 
pimply little larynx in goodies. Last week, I even 
busted my puppy!" 

£%!i 

EARN BIG BUCKS! 
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...POLARIS BA6E6 
AT HOLY LOCH, NOT 
TO MENTION BEING 
CHIEF SUPPLIER OF 
MUFFINS TO THE 
/=#££W0XLP.' 

„.3UT WHEN WE FIRST MET, CHARLES,X KNEW OUR „ 
RELATfONSH/P WAS MEANT TO BE MORE THAN "SPEOAl!!. 
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AS YOU REMEMBER, THE NEXT 
THREE BWS WERE FILUEP WITH 
FUN ANP EXCITEMENT!„. 

h -—-, 

* 

f HOW PO„ V 
yOU LIKE- \ 

AMERICA 
\SO FAR? y 

/WHAT H A S > 
' IMPRESS&P 

VOU MOST 
V ONVOUR 

Ifrfifcv VISIT? 

k Mlf'ii m \T^ * * ^ i 

K 

'wouu? you ^ 
MINP PUTTING 
YOUR ARM 
AROUNP VOUR 
SISTER,,, 

/ / / H O L P I T ! 
/ / IF WE 

\ / COULPHAVE 
1 | JUST ONE 
V \ MORE 
L A OF you 

MW KISSING 
-7 THE , 

_ J RX1CEMANS 
B k HORSE,,, 

OH 
BUGGER.' 

tfrff MOZMNG PRAYER SERVICES,,, 

PtfN'T CHURCHES 
MAKE yOU THINK 
OF W£PP/#GG? 

:33 THIS MAY BE A LITTLE 
PULL,CHAS,SUT WE 
CAN GO OUT ON THE 
LAWN AFTER ANP HIT 

SOME re/N&es! 
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ANP PESPITE ALL THE PUBLIC FUNCTIONS, 
CHARLES, YOU STILL KEPT THAT SWEET, 
SHY MANNER EVEN IN PRIVATE. 

BUT IF I LIVE IP RE A 
HUNPREP, CHARLESfl'U. 
NEVER FORGET THAT 
LAST NIGHT WHEN I 
T/P'TOEP INTO YOUR 
ROOM, ANP THE SAVAGE 
PESIRE UNLEASHED 
FROM WITHIN YOUR 
GENTLEMANLY EXTERIOR, 

ALL TOO SOON, PARLING, 
IT WAS TIME FOR YOU TO 
GO, ANP I FELT YOUR . 
BURNING FLESH AGAWST 
MINE ONE LAST TIME. 
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Circumlocutionary Citizens! 
Prolix Personnel! 

Make Your Own 
Agnew Speech! 
It's easy! 
It's fun! 
It's better than listening to one! 
See! The Fierce Thesaurus 
Hear! The Pronouncing Gazeteer 
Amaze Pets! 
Learn Big Words! 
Fool Your Friends! 
Spoil Your Sofa! 

thesaurus, n. W 
(WORD); stoii. W 

M y friends, we have been addled by abracadabra too long, 
abashed by ambages 
boggled by blether 
burked by bibble-babble 
balked by blarney 
checkmated by chaffer 
chafed by chitchat 
cozened by crepitation 
defused by dissertations 
dunched by descant 
euchred by expatiation 
foozled by fustian 
feruled by fiddle-faddle 
gelded by gibbering 
gammoned by gabble 
hamstrung by hurly-burly 
hocked by hubbub 
immured by macrology 
inundated by insinuendos 
joggled by jawmusic 
jaded by jibber-jabber 
kaboshed by kaffeeklatschery 
larruped by logorrhea 
lassoed by loquacity 
modulated by mugience 
mauled by maunderings 
numbed by nasalizations 
nonplussed by natterings 
occluded by oratundity 
planet-stricken by pleonasms 
pinfolded by persiflage 
purblinded by prevarication 
pinioned by palaver 
raked,by rhinolalia 
risolleed by raillery 
scotched by strepitance 
slaked by surplusage 
stickled by snuffle 
sapped bystr idulation 
tethered by tumidity 
trepanned by twattle 
unstrung by undulation 
vexed by ventilation 
voodooed by viragos 
wimpled by whiffle 

The time has come to astrict the alembic argle-barglers of acrimony 
adze the anile agitprops of anti-warism 
buffet the bangled bubukles of Bolshevism 
baste the brummagem banshees of burnbabydom 
buttonhole the balmy bards of bamboozlery 
cuff the crapulous cankers of chaos 
chastise the cheeseparing chitterlings of chicanery 
clobber the churlish chuff-cats of corruption 
castigate the caterwauling capons of catastrophe 
cudgel the clammy charlatans of coprophemia 
cumber the cachetic clodpates of conspiracy 
drub the daffy dilettantes of defeat 
decollate the deboshed debutants of doom 
eposculate the epizootic embryos of expedience 
extirpate the edentulous ecdysiasts of evil 
flambe the feckless fourflushers of fakery 
flagellate the froward fiends of fescinninity 
garotte the gassy gorgons of give-up-ism 
gratinate the gibbous gibbons of gloom 
grangerize the glib gaffers of Galbraithery 
guillotine the grubby goblins of godlessness 
hoist the hypocritical hussars of hedonism 
harry the hircine he-biddies of hysteria 
hobble the hirsute hooligans of hebetude 
incarcerate the inspissated ignoramuses of isolationism 
indent the icthyolatrous imps of insipience 
jar the jaded jackanapes of journalism 
knout the knee-jerk knaves of know-it-all-ism 
kick the kow-towing kooks of kids-stuffery 
lapidate the lungeous larvae of lubricity 
marinate the maladroit mumruffins of madness 
maul the malefic mugwumps of melancholy 
mulct the muzzy moochers of me-too-ism 
notch the nappy nitwits of na'ivete" 
net the noxious numbskulls of narcosis 
ostracize the ostrobogulous oafs of obliquity 
oppugnate the omphaloskepsic outlaws of objection 
percuss the pocky prima donnas of parasitism 
pummel the parlous pilly-grubs of paralysis 
pillory the potulent pelf-tickers of petulance 
pen the picayune pizzles of pelmanism 
pestle the pug-ugly pupae of purulence 
quirt the quilted quislings of querelousness 
rack the ragtag robots of radicalism 
roast the rampaging rhyparographs of revolution 
saute the scabrous sodomites of salacity 
strappado the scrofulous sahibs of sabotage 
stymie the shaggy squawks of sanctimony 
scourge the squiffy sirens of surrender 
slog the skulking scobberlotchers of sibilation 
skewer the sapidless stooges of scurrility 
trammel the teratoid termagants of turpitude 
truncheon the tatterdemalion toddlers of tomfoolery 
thwart the thringing throops of thuggery 
urticate the ululating urchins of un-Americanism 
vaporize the viperous vuzpegs of vilification 
wallop the wet-slobbering whelks of witlessness 
x the xiphosauran xiphoids of xenophilia 
yerk the yodeling yawpers of yes-man-ery 
zone the zany zombies of zealotry. 
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b y R a y P u e c h n e r T served only four months and then I 
-L won a parole for good behavior. I 
don't think I could have taken a whole 
year at Joliet. Fishmouth, they used to 
call me. All the time. I really hated that. 
They did the same thing when I was a 
kid. Fishmouth, Fishmouth, they used 
to yell. But when it came to getting the 
pennies back from the bubble gum ma
chine, it was a different story. Some kid 
would lose his penny in the bubble gum 
machine and pound on it and some other 
kid would say: "Where's Fishmouth? 
He'll get it out. Hey, Fishmouth!" So I'd 
go and suck the pennies out of the 
bubble gum machine and we'd all stand 
around reinserting the pennies and then 
I'd suck them out again until we had 
emptied the machine. And we divvied up 
the prizes. What the hell, at least I was 
accepted then. 

I guess I always had this ability. Even 
as a baby. I was born with it. Well, you 
know how most babies suck their thumbs. 
I'd suck my whole hand. At feeding time, 
I could drain the milk from the bottle in 
one draw. At least, that's what they tell 
me. And it must be true. I remember 
when I was about 4 or 5 years old, my 
mother used to always call me when 
there was a clogged drain. And that used 
to strengthen my suction, believe me. 

When I was in grade school, we'd go 
over to Old Man Traynor's and, when 
he wasn't watching close, I'd suck the 
dimes out of the till and pass them 
around. Old Man Traynor's candy shop 
got the money back fast enough, but he 
never figured out why his profits were so 
low. 

And when we went to the movies, one 
of the kids would distract the cashier and 
I'd suck out enough money from the 

coin return to take us all in. Buy pop
corn, besides. Don't think I wasn't a 
popular kid. 

It was only that Fishmouth business 
that bugged me. But when you're a kid, 
you can live with it. Most of the kids had 
rotten nicknames, too. Like Smelly Gor
don or Pisser Williams, they didn't have 
life too easy either. But, hell, when I was 
in stir and they brought that up again, it 
almost killed me. Here I am, a grown 
man, trying to act tough to keep off the 
other cons, but how can you act tough 
when they call you Fishmouth all the 
time? Answer me that. 

My real name is Robert Brown, but 
nobody ever called me Bob. It was al
ways Fishmouth. I suppose it's true I got 
big lips. They measure about 1 Vi inches 
high by 4 inches wide and I am a bit over
weight at 190 since I'm only 5 feet 4. 
But I'm not such a bad-looking guy. Used 
to get a lot of dates in high school. And 
when we went out to a drive-in to see 
a movie and neck with girls, I was dyna
mite. I gave 'em hickeys that would last 
for a week. 

And I got a shorter sentence, a quicker 
parole, because of my talent. That's what 
it is — a talent. 

The warden had bought an expensive 
anniversary present for his wife, a pair of 
diamond earrings. While he was showing 
them to a friend in his office, he dropped 
one and it rolled into the ventilator shaft. 
He didn't panic. He just picked up the 
phone and said: "Get me Fishmouth." 

They brought me up and I said: 
"Hello, Warden." 

"Listen, Fishmouth," he said, rapping 
on the desk with a riot stick. "My wife's 
earring fell down that shaft. Can you get 
it for me?" (continued) 
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(continued) 
I looked at the shaft opening. It must 

have measured about 8 inches across. It 
would be a tough one. "I'll try," I said. 

"If you can help me out, Fishmouth," 
he said, "I won't forget it." 

The warden spread some newspaper 
on the floor as I got down and peered 
into the shaft. You. couldn't see much. 
I placed my hands over part of the open
ing to cut down on the area and gave a 
mighty suck. A pile of stuff whooshed 
up into my mouth, I coughed it out on 
the paper. We counted two discarded 
razor blades, a marble, about half a 
pound of dust, a dead mouse, a rusty 
skate key, an 1897 Indian Head penny, 
some burned-out matches and cigarette 
butts, and, finally, we found the earring. 
The warden was happy as hell. 

True to his word, he pulled strings 
and I got paroled less than two weeks 
later. I was glad to get out of that place, 
too. The prison fags were always after 
me. I don't have to tell you why. 

The sun was shining when the train 
hit Chicago. It looked like a great day. 
It had to be a great day. I was on the 
outside. 

I had hoped I could kick my habit. 
Start fresh. But it was no use. Not after 
I walked into Union Station. Well, I'll 
taper off, I said to myself and proceeded 
to suck some quarters from a baggage 
locker. Had a few drinks at the Iron 
Horse and then I was off again. I 

couldn't help myself. And who could 
help me? There's no rehabilitation center 
for coin suckers. 

Sucked $4.65 from a candy bar ma
chine, plus six slugs — you can't imagine 
how crooked some people are — and also 
about $3 in dimes from a pay toilet and 
about $8 from a parking meter. But I 
was thinking about those turnstiles. I 
took a cab to the subway stop at State 
and Madison and the cabbie looked at 
me kind of funny when I paid him all 
in nickels and dimes, but I thought he 
would kiss my hand when I gave him a 
40-cent tip. 

I went down. I looked around. The 
cashier was busy. The turnstile was there, 
waiting. I couldn't help myself. I sucked 
out about $ 16 (you can tell by the weight 
of the quarters — about $20 a mouthful) 
and hopped a northbound train. 

I first noticed him around Belmont — 
the same detective who had arrested me. 
He sat there pretending to be reading the 
Sun-Times,but he was watching me like 
a kid watching the Tastee-Freeze man 
making an ice cream cone. Fred J. Quim-
by, that was his name. That bastard. I'll 
never forget him. Four months ago (five 
including the trial), he had nailed me. I 
had hit the turnstiles at Adams, Chicago, 
North, Fullerton and Diversey before he 
got me. I guess it was the bulge in my 
pockets. Or maybe in my cheeks. And 
here he was again. I wondered how long 
he had been tailing me. 

At Foster, he got up and sat down 
alongside me. 

"Remember me?" he asked. 
I looked into his piglike face. His 

eyes resembled the marbles we used to 
throw out of our collections — a glassy 
but faded brown. 

"Yeah," I said. I wasn't going to be 
chummy. 

"I saw you hit town," he said leaning 
over and breathing garlic breath into my 
face. 

"So?" 
"I saw you — the lockers, the parking 

meter, the candy bar machine, the turn
stile on Madison. Back at it again, huh?" 

"You taking me back to the can?" 
He'd missed the pay toilet. The coins 
bulged in my pockets. 

He shifted his 240 pounds against me 
so that a lady could pass. Half of him 
was still hanging over the aisle. "That 
was a mistake," he said. "I wasn't think
ing. But you still seem to have it." 

"Have what?" 
"I mean your . . . talent. You can still 

suck those coins." 
"I suppose so." 
"Beautiful, beautiful," he said, en

thusiastically shoving the Sun-Times be
neath the seat. "Listen, I got a plan. I 
got two weeks vacation starting Monday. 
We leave tonight." 

"Leave? For where?" I asked. 
"You'll love the place',' he said chuck

ling. "You won't mind the wife and kids 
being along? They ain't bad kids." 

What choice did I have? 
Some trip. I was beginning to think I 

should have let Quimby finger me again. 
At least you can get some sleep in the 
can. I don't know how the guy stands it. 
And his wife, she was about 97 pounds 
and about 5-feet-7 and she had this jerk, 
a nervous tic, in her neck so that her 
head kept turning so I could see her face. 
If you could call it a face. Watching 
that was making me nervous enough, but 
after a kid drops a Frosty Cone right on 
your crotch, you really get edgy. 

We passed over the Rockies and I still 
didn't know where he was heading. We 
hit a long stretch of intense heat and you 
couldn't open the windows or the kids 
would jump out. I was suffocating and 
finally slumped to the floor and seem to 
remember the kids walking on me and 
going through my pockets as I passed 
ou t : . . . 

Blam! Suddenly, I woke up and it was 
cool and nice. I was inside and the lights 
outside were wild and pink and green 
and yellow and red like some sort of 
psychedelic thing. Fred had me propped 
up on a stool. I saw a sign — Fremont 
Ave. I looked around. There they were, 
row upon row, endless banks of slot ma
chines waiting to be sucked clean. We 
were in Las Vegas. 

I passed out again. 
Working the slots wasn't a bad life. 
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We had a steady income, but neither 
Quimby nor I were really happy with it. 
I was looking for a way to better myself, 
felt I should be doing something useful. 
Fred Quimby was looking for the big 
killing, employing my talent in a scheme 
to make a bundle. 

For a while, I worked on one of his 
ideas — trying to control the dice or 
roulette ball by inhaling and exhaling 
a thin jet of air. But I couldn't get the 
"touch" delicate enough. My power was 
impressive, but I couldn't get the right 
control. 

We played the slots for five months, 
but the managements started crowding 
us with plainclothesmen and TV spy cam
eras. We moved on to bigger things as my 
lungs gained strength. Airport money
changers were fine for awhile, but 
Quimby had bigger ideas. 

"Come on," he said, waking me from 
my motel bed one night at 3 A.M. 

"What's up?" I said. "A blood bank?" 
I occasionally made jokes. 

"You'll see," Quimby said. 
I dressed, got in the car and did some 

puckers to limber up, my curiosity grow
ing as we traveled through the dark and 
silent streets. Finally, he pulled the car 
over to the curb and we got out. We were 
in front of the Second National Bank. I 
turned to Quimby and shook my head. 

"Sucking,yes," I said, "safe jobs, no." 
Quimby only smiled and pointed to a 

space to the left of the locked doors. He 
was pointing triumphantly at the night 
deposit box. 

From then on, life was sweet. Four 
jobs a month netted us more than 
enough to live on as we worked our way 
across the country, Quimby opening the 
envelopes and extracting the cash, me 
sitting back and dislodging the stray de
posit slips from between my molars with 
a gold toothpick. Quimby's share was 
enough to send his wife to Miami for 
long vacations and his kids to fancy pri
vate schools. Like I said, life was sweet. 
And my lung power had grown tre
mendously as I practiced. Hell, one suck 

- and I could move pianos across a room. 
And there wasn't a wishing well in the 
country that was safe from my irresist
ible vacuum. 

Quimby and I were good pals by then, 
and we needed only one more big night 
deposit job and we'd be set for life. 
Quimby had scouted out the place, a 
New York Chase Manhattan on 59th 
Street that received a $2-million payroll 
in cash every Thursday morning at 2 A.M. 
from a regular Brink's drop-off. He ob
served the routine for weeks and we 
planned it out carefully: 1:58 A.M., truck 
arrives; 2:01, delivery completed; 2:03, 
I'd start sucking; by 2:07, we'd be on 
easy street, forever. 

The evening of the job, Quimby and 
I stood on the corner and cased the bank 
one last time, unnoticed by the thousands 

of passersby, our conversation lost in the 
din of traffic and the blast of jackham-
mers tearing up Madison Avenue. In 
New York they're always tearing up the 
street, seems like. They were putting in a 
new sewer pipe or something. 

We glanced at the night deposit box 
one last time and turned to get some rest 
before the heist, when, suddenly, there 
was a tremendous explosion and a cou
ple of screams. I whipped around and 
saw some of the street workers lying 
amid the rubble and a gaping hole in the 
street twice the size of the one they had 
started with. Quimby took the cab, but I 
hung around with the crowd of onlook
ers, each craning his neck to see if some 
poor slob got hurt. 

"What happened?" I asked the guy 
next to me. 

"Sewer line exploded. Some guy's 
trapped inside it and it's filling up again. 
Poor bastard'll probably drown before 
the fire department can get here with a 
pump." 

Now, I'm not one of those Paul New
man type heroes, you know that. I'm a 
crook. Clever, talented, but a crook just 
the same. I don't kid myself. But in a 
situation like this, you don't stop and 
think what's smart, you know what I 
mean? 

"Lemme through!" I shouted, elbow
ing a couple of sidewalk vultures aside. 
The pipe was about two feet in diameter 
at its torn-off end. And filling up with 

. . . well, it was a sewer line, right? I 
jumped down into the ditch. I could 
hear the guy inside, crying sort of. The 
explosion must have wedged him in a 
good 10 or 11 feet. Right away, I braced 
my hands on the pipe, stretched my 
mouth around it, and closed my eyes . . . 
I sucked like I've never sucked before in 
my life. 

They say I passed out as soon as the 
guy popped out of the pipe. That night, 
after running like mad to escape the re
porters and the Goddamn cops who 
wanted to congratulate me, give me a 
medal or something, I found Quimby 
and told him the job was off. 

"What d'ya mean, off?" he said, mad 
as hell. 

" I . . . I just can't. . . suck anymore," 
I explained. "I just can't do it. That 
thing at the explosion . . . I can never 
bring myself to suck up anything. Ever." 

"Have you lost your mind?" Quimby 
yelled. 

"Have you ever," I replied as I walked 
out the door, "ever looked at what flows 
through a sewer line?" 

Well, that's my story. I now work as 
a soda jerk in Akron. It's clean work, 
and I never have to open my mouth ex
cept for "Sixty-five cents, please," and 
stuff like that. It doesn't pay anything, 
but I like it well enough, except for one 
thing. I get the shakes when they ask for 
two straws. • 

m 

^'Kfllf?1 

"Say, Ed! They tell me that this is marijuana. . . ." 
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The 
Myth 

of 
the 

Mafia 
by Christopher Rush 

As you grow older, you experience the "exploded myth phenomenon" re
peatedly. Personally, the first one I suffered was the classic "Santa 

Claus is bullshit" trauma. I brought this on myself when my mother dragged 
me along on her annual Christmas shopping odyssey. I observed several 
Santas, and being a swift 7-year-old, I quickly realized that Santa couldn't 
be white, black, freckled and a midget all at once. My Golden Book of 
Reproduction blew the whole Easter-Bunny-and-the-eggs bit, and the Tooth 
Fairy story was shattered when Krafft-Ebing informed me that fairies were 
not hung up that part of the human anatomy. Now they say that organized 
crime, better known as the Mafia, is a myth! When I heard that, I decided 
that this time I would do a little exploration. I wanted to see how these fan
tasies get started and grow in strength until they are accepted as solid truth. 

This current myth of the Mafia has been attacked in two ways. First, it is 
said that there is no true organization of bad guys, and second, that the 
concept of this alleged organization as a predominantly Italian one, known 
as the Mafia or Cosa Nostra, is false. I am an observant person and luckily 
of Italian descent, so I think I am well equipped for a logical assessment 
of the situation. I remember, as a child back in my old neighborhood, that 
there were two basic types of kids: The good kids, like me, who wanted to 
go to college, and the hoods, who wanted to go to Mafia. My semi-friend 
Guido Baccala was the hood type. 

Physically awesome, he was built somewhat like a refrigerator, and when 
he opened his mouth, a small light went on. He wore the standard black 
leather jacket, with 200 pounds of thumbtacks in it, and Marquis De Sade 
stomping boots. He achieved self-expression and uniqueness by adorning 
his chest with a tattoo of J. Edgar Hoover and Elliot Ness committing an 
unnatural act. Guido got into trouble at an early age when he was thrown 
out of third grade for mugging a mounted policeman and raping his horse. 
To him,the Mafia was the General Motors of crime, and he hoped for an 
executive position someday. His leadership qualities were apparent: He was 
the head of a fierce street gang called the Algonquin Groinsmashers. Ever 
since he assumed control by eating their old leader, the Smashers had grown 
to become the most successful gang in Brooklyn, dominating the counter
feit baseball card racket and stealing a megaton of hub caps annually. 
I think the existence of this rancid little group of young thuglings says 
something about the ability of these types to organize. (continued) 
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It was Guido who pointed out to me 
the unusually profitable candy store his 
uncle ran. I had to admit that a hundred 
grand a year was pretty good for a 
corner candy store, no matter how fast 
the Chiclets and Baby Ruths were mov
ing. My violence-prone friend suggested 
it had something to do with the 35 tele
phones and the racing sheet in the back 
room. At first, I thought his uncle had 
a dial tone fetish, but then it began to 
dawn on me that he must have a tie-in 
with something stronger and more profit
able than the Knights of Columbus. 
Eventually, Guido got a knife-throwing 
scholarship to an out-of-town college — 
way out of town; Sicily, to be exact. 

And there was the hot dog man, who 
was just like any other hot dog man 
with his little wagon, except that he had 
a really lousy memory because his 
pockets were full of slips of paper with 
names and addresses on them. He really 
impressed me since some of the names 
were Thundercloud and Lightning Bolt, 
and so he was the only guy I knew who 
had real Indian friends. He also had a 
$10,000 Ferrari. That's a lot of sauer
kraut. The only other shady recollection 
from my youth was of our neighbor
hood's equivalent of the Household Fi
nance Company. His name was Happy 
Al, and he would lend anybody any 
amount of money with no collateral. He 
charged 72 per cent interest com
pounded hourly and had a pet gorilla 
that he had trained to use a sledge
hammer for collection purposes. 

I have to admit that personal observa
tions like these, made in my own small 
sphere, definitely limit my perspective. 
However, I am an avid newspaper reader, 
and if there's one thing the papers are 
overflowing with, it's crime and corrup
tion. There are always stories of high
ways and bridges being built out of sub
standard materials, like oatmeal, and of 
"underworld" figures bribing govern
ment officials to make it possible. Now, 
I assume these officials are not in an 
income bracket that would allow them to 
be bribed with a couple of tickets to 

Hello, Dolly! Since this kind of double-
dealing has happened so many times, I 
would also assume that the necessary 
money cannot be acquired by an occa
sional purse-snatching or the rifling of a 
gumball machine. Then, of course, there 
are the "key witness" stories. The head
line in a Sunday paper reads: "KEY 
WITNESS TO TESTIFY AGAINST CRIME 

SYNDICATE." The story in Monday's 
paper runs something like this: "The 
body of the key witness was found in 
Greenland today. The victim seems to 
have been bludgeoned to death with a 
lead-filled pepperoni." I think this sort 
of thing may point to some kind of 
organization. 

Hollywood movies have played up 
this angle to the point of exaggeration. 
In scene one, we see a skinny, rodent
like character named Weasel, WEASEL: 
"I'm gonna spill my guts out to the 
Feds, Rocco! The booze, the broads, the 
bingo — everything!" Rocco gives 
Weasel a look that would peel paint off a 
wall and bites his cigar in half, FEDERAL 
AGENT: "Don't worry, Weasel, we'll give 
you round-the-clock protection." In 
scene two, we see the Police Chief talk
ing to the Federal Agent, POLICE CHIEF : 

"We don't know how it happened. He 
fell 15 stories, right through the pave
ment. Poor Weasel really did spill his 
guts." FEDERAL AGENT: "That's really 

weird, since we were keeping him in the 
basement." 

I've read many news stories about al
leged crime syndicate involvement with 
New York's waterfront, and I saw them 
beat hell out of Marlon Brando, but re
cently there have been articles about 
strange happenings at Kennedy Interna
tional Airport. It seems that six or seven 
million dollars worth of pilferage has 
been discovered. Now, that's not like 
a few guys stealing paper clips from the 
office. I can't picture a handful of unre
lated, dishonest workers hiding a tractor 
or a couple of crates of ball bearings 
underneath their overalls, either. The 
last thing stolen was a shipment on its 
way to a zoo, consisting of a Bengal 

tiger, two giraffes and an albino hippo
potamus. These are not the kind of items 
a thief can easily convert into cash or 
have-"fenced."So, again, some hasty in
dividuals are pointing their fingers at or
ganized crime. Another interesting thing 
that occurred to me was the fact that 
the police are constantly classifying 
murders as the work of "professional 
killers"; especially when the bullet-rid
dled bodies have union labels on them. 
Who furnishes professional killers? May
be Hertz has a rent-a-killer sideline. And 
there's the story an oversexed traveling 
salesman told me. It was about prosti
tutes in fifteen different states having 
serial numbers tattooed on the soles of 
their feet. This is the kind of thing that 
keeps the silly Mafia myth alive and 
kicking. 

There is also the question of common 
knowledge. By common knowledge, I 
mean things everybody knows and takes 
for granted, like "butter is good for a 
burnt finger," "lions bite," etc. I re
cently moved into a new neighborhood 
and questioned some of my neighbors 
about the Mafia's influence in the area. 
I received answers like: "That restau
rant is run by them for sure. The waiters 
all have shoulder holsters"; "the bowling 
alley has been run by them for years"; 
and "there's a rumor they have a piece 
of the new Synagogue, and the super
market is Mafioso all the way." All of 
these statements were made as if they 
were common knowledge, and since 
they have reached that level of accep
tance among the local people, I feel they 
are of some value. Of course, in some 
cases they may have jumped to conclu
sions. Just because the six check-out 
boys at the supermarket are 300-pound 
ex-wrestlers who walk on their knuckles 
and there's a body in the frozen food 
counter with a sign on it that says, SHOP
LIFTERS WILL BE PROSECUTED, that's no 

reason to pin it all on the Mafia. 

There is no doubt that the subject of 
organized crime has been a bit over
played in some areas, thanks to Holly
wood, newspaper sensationalism and 
human nature. There are also some cre-
tinish individuals who will inevitably use 
the logic of their faulty frontal lobes to 
degrade all Italians. Recently, Italian-
Americans in New York City reacted to 
this kind of generalized prejudice. Stores 
and businesses were closed in honor of 
"Italian Unity Day," and a demonstra
tion was held, one in which I partici
pated. However, it did strike me as a 
little odd that Chinese laundries and 
Jewish delicatessens were also closed for ' 
the occasion, and I am fairly certain that 
there are parts of town where it would 
be unwise to ridicule Al Capone publicly. 
But if the whole Mafia thing is a myth, 
I wish someone would tell poor old Joe 
Valachi, because it's no fun living in a 
bunker under Mt. Rushmore, even if the 
FBI did give him a Ping-Pong table, n 

44 

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



stock 
# • 

Ik nice 

tiers 
r\ 

k*& 
Spice up a lacklustre tree 

with these racy ornaments. 

0 
I'm naughty 

# 

The reason the Cong don't join 
our boys in song on Christmas Eve like the Bosch did in World 
War I is because they don't know the words. 

Silent Night 
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Under
achiever 
Jokes 

Christmas is a time to consider those less 
fortunate than ourselves. We of the 
National Lampoon have done more than 
merely consider those less fortunate, 
we've created a whole new joke craze 
about them that's sweeping the nation. 
The nation, needless to say, is Poland! 

Grapefruit 

Q: What's an Underachiever tongue 
twister? 

A: "Mama." 

Q: Why did the Underachiever get run 
over on the road? 

A: His dog taught him to chase cars. 

Q: What's a surefire way to spot an 
Underachiever ? 

A: By his untied shoelaces. 

Q: Why couldn't the Underachiever eat 
supper? 

A: He forgot where his mouth was. 

Q: What TV star do Underachievers 
wan>. to be like when they grow up? 

A: Flipper. 

Q: Why is Flipper a better TV star for 
Underachievers to emulate than 
Lassie? 

A: At least Flipper will never teach any
body to chase cars. 

Q: What advantage does a rich Under
achiever have over a poor one ? 

A: He can hire someone to tie his shoe
laces. 

Q: Why did the Underachiever drop out 
of Underachievers School? 
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Underachiever 

A: He flunked breathing. 

Q: What is the favorite card game of 
Underachievers? 

A: 52 Pickup. 

Q: What card game, also popular with 
Underachievers . is played with two 
decks? 

A: 104 Pickup. 

Q: Why didn't the Underachiever kiss 
his mother good-night? 

A: He forgot where her mouth was. 

Q: What's a good present to give an 
Underachieving Boy who just gradu
ated from kindergarten ? 

A: An electric shaver. 
Q: How can you tell an underachiev

ing Baby Elephant? 
A: His tennis sneakers aren't tied. 

Q: What will provide many months of 
reading pleasure for Underachievers? 

A: A STOP sign. 

Q: With patience and understanding 
plus years of intense training, what 
skills can an Underachiever master? 

A: Shaking hands, rolling over, fetching 
a stick. 

Q: What's the first chapter in an Under -
achiever etiquette book? 

A: Which fork to eat your soup with. 

0.' What is the difference between an 
Underachiever and a monkey? 

A: A monkey does better finger paint
ings. 

Q: What is the difference between an 
Underachiever and a grapefruit? 

A: Difference! What difference? • 
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Past Things of Remembrance 
Many is the musician who has had the experience of being unable to recall — in 
his mind — certain passages of a piece he used to play, until, actually taking up his 
instrument and proceeding to play it, he sails through the work from beginning to 
end without faltering, his fingers having remembered what his mind had forgotten. 

• I do not, of course, mean to imply that there is no neural connection between the mind 
and the fingers; I merely wish to point out that, in effect, each of the various parts of 
the body possesses its own memory which, if not completely independent of, is at 
least substantially different from, that of the brain. 

— Nicholas Myosotis, The Physiology 
of Memory, London, 1883 

I — if indeed that is the correct term 
— I used to be — things used to be dif
ferent. Better, certainly; at any rate, less 
unnerving. I don't know much about my 
past, but I know what I like, and there 
is no doubt that my present situation 
leaves much to be desired. 

My legs, for instance, used to dance. 
This may seem difficult to believe, but 
my legs remember how to dance the 
minuet — the minuet! — and I often in
dulge them when the Doctor isn't 
around. (I am self-conscious enough as 
it is, and to be seen attempting a 
courtly dance would be especially em
barrassing, for the skill of my legs is 
sabotaged at every turn by the fact that 
my feet have no memory whatsoever of 
the minuet.) My feet seem to be more 
at home in the mud or on a forest path. 
They are very large, and they have a 
habit of deciding to go for a walk by 
themselves, which is why I still have 
trouble maintaining my balance some
times — in fact, if the truth were told, I 
tend to fall over a lot. 

In this respect my hands are not much 
better; both of them are subject to in
voluntary nervous seizures that are as 
disconcerting as they are unpredictable. 
Without warning, my left hand will sud
denly arch backwards and upwards, 
holding itself in a position which I 
assume is part of the classical fencing 
attitude; at some other time, however — 
perhaps hours, perhaps days later — I 
will find the right hand performing 
slow waving motions in front of my 
body, motions that my mind (which, on 
account of its moroseness, I take to be a 
Calvinist mind) nevertheless recognizes 
as those of a Catholic priest celebrating 
the Mass. I try to hide all these things 
from the Doctor, since I know how up
set he would be by such visible intima
tions of. potential failure, but one of 
these days, I fear, my fencing hand and 
my holy hand and my dancing legs and 
my wandering feet will all act up at the 
same time, and he's bound to notice. 

In view of all this, I am particularly 
fascinated by the one part of my ex
ternal anatomy that has shown no 
feeling - given no indication — of hav
ing had a past (yet surely it must have 

had one), and therefore I feel compelled 
to mention my private parts, knowing 
full well that I run the risk of over
stepping the bounds of moral propriety. 
Actually, whereas a penis, or something 
like it, is obviously necessary for the 
evacuation of waste fluids, I often 
wonder why the Doctor gave me testi
cles at all — surely he didn't think . . . 
he doesn't foresee . . . Strong men are 
terrified at the very sight of me; there 
can be no doubt that even the plainest 
maiden would faint dead away, if not 
at first sight, certainly upon seeing that 
my face is stitched together like a wine 
bag, certainly upon realizing that the 
bumps on my head are not the horns of 
a satyr but rather (even more unsettling!) 
parts of an electrical apparatus, certainly 
upon — I can't even talk! A mute mono
lith, devoid of a l l . . . Or is it possible — 
good God, is it possible that Dr. Frank
enstein, the great human plagiarist, is 
planning to create another being, an
other anatomical medley, destined to be 
my mate? And what if he succeeded? 
What if nature's strangest womb — part 
grave, part laboratory — were to bring 
forth into the world a female com
pendium capable of sharing the con
jugal bed; would / then be capable? I 
have mentioned my private parts; I 
strongly suspect that the Doctor ob
tained my member from the body of an 
immature lad, since it seems to have no 
memory of the more sophisticated func
tions associated with that organ. 

My face does not seem to know how 
to laugh, although I must admit that 
not much that could be called funny has 
happened around the castle since my 
rebirth. I keep waiting for something 
funny to happen, so that I may discover 
if my face remembers how to laugh. 

Hello, what have we here? Such an 
innocent young girl doesn't belong in a 
desolate place like this! She doesn't see 
me yet — now she's turning towards me, 
and what a vision of loveliness she is! 
What's this? Aha, the member re
members, after all! The girl isn't scream
ing, she isn't running away! And I think 
I'm smiling! 

Anything worth remembering is 
worth remembering well. • 

by Peter Schickele 
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Your Questions About Santology Answered 
By B. Fred Tinge 

What is Santology? First of all, it is not a religion! Nor is it a Johnny-come-lately cult like some we could mention! It is a 
CENTURIES-OLD SCIENTIFIC SYSTEM based on historical FACT and the well-known WISDOM OF THE AN
CIENTS. Thousands of people throughout time have used Santology to unravel life's mysteries and probe nature's innermost 
secrets, all in the privacy of their homes. In fact, Santology is the WORLD'S OLDEST continuously practiced mystical 
method, predating Yoga, Zen and Mah Jongg. There have been copies, but there is only one, true Santological System, and 
it derives directly from Nicodemus, Sage of the Chaldees and inventor of the world's first perpetual calendar and pro
nouncing gazetteer. 

How does Santology work? Basically, Santologists recognize that the earth is subject to Principal Power Flows, and 
that these Power Flows can be controlled at Flux Points by properly trained individuals. The Primary Power Flow is Cosmic 
and consists of Orbital Tones produced by the revolution of the earth around the sun. It reaches Prime Lapse in June and 
Prime Peak on December 25. At Prime Peak, this Flow can be harnessed to the advantage of anyone possessing the FREE 
GIFTS of Santology. The Secondary Power Flow is Magnetic and represents Seminal Emanations from the North Pole. 
These, too, can be tapped by qualified Santologists. The Tertiary Power Flow is Atmospheric and comprises Benevolent 
Discharges, which can be gathered by Santologists with the correct equipment. There are other minor waves and Random 
Ripples of a Quadrennial or inferior nature (often mistaken for "luck" or "chance"), but they are subordinate to the Three 
Principal Power Flows, and only Santology can provide the key to controlling these useful forces. 

At this point, people often say, "Well, that's fine for Christmas, but what about the rest of the year?" or, even, "I 
don't believe in Santa Claus!" Well, the fact of the matter is, the basic magnetic and atmospheric Power Flows can be 
controlled on a day-to-day basis to yield mastery, mental power and good mileage. And the Prime Power Flow can be stored up. 
It's like having Christmas 365 days of the year! Now, as for Santa Claus, this is not the familiar department store dead-
ender handing out rubber novelties or the mythical flying toy store of children's tales. Such figures are the product of super
stitions and mass fear and ignorance. The present-day Santa Claus (in Eastern sects, Krishna Kringle) derives from the 
red-garbed high priests of the Order of St. Nicholas. These powerful divines combined the Tree Worship of the Druids, 
the Equinoctial Rites of the Greeks, the Hearth Gods of the Romans and the Sky Riders of the Norsemen into an orderly 
system of Mystical Mastery. 

What does Mystical Mastery mean to you? First, it means being in the critical POWER QUADRANT where you 
can bend men to your will, rule women and be instantly obeyed by small children, plants and pets. It also means that you 
will enjoy the important GIFTS of Santology. Among other things, YOU WILL: 
MAIM AT A TOUCH 
BE TALLER INSTANTLY 
BUY BELOW WHOLESALE 
PLAY WINNING CANASTA 
HAVE FREE SHOES FOR LIFE 
MASTER DIRECT-DISTANCE DIALING 
CONVERSE FREELY IN ODD TONGUES 
OPERATE POWER TOOLS LIKE A PRO 
BE ABLE TO TELL GOOD ART FROM BAD ART 
BREAK INTO THE LUCRATIVE SEAT-COVER FIELL 
RETIRE AT 50 IN THE SURPRISING SOUTHWEST 
SPEAK AND WRITE LIKE A COLLEGE GRADUATE /V/\U §HTY 
POSSESS SECRETS KNOWN ONLY TO A HANDFUL OF PROFESSIONAL DECORATORS 
BE ABLE TO REMEMBER WITH EASE STATE CAPITALS, PRINCIPAL RIVERS AND ZIP CODES 

If you've ever thought some friend, neighbor or business associate had "an eye on the ball," "a way with people" or "a lot 
of lucky breaks," or if you know someone who seems to leave his Christmas decorations up for most of the year, chances 
are you've met someone who is reaping the many rewards of Santology. And if he hasn't told you about it, it's only because 
all Santologists are sworn to silence to protect the secrets of the Santalogical System from thrill-seekers, known Communists 
and members of fraudulent rival sects. Obviously, the exact number of Santologists practicing today must remain shrouded 
in mystery, but to give you some idea of the wide appeal of this sect, it has been estimated that a potential Santologist is born 
EVERY SIXTY SECONDS! 

How can you become a Santologist? In past ages, it required years of difficult training and unpleasant rituals, but 
now, thanks to modern teaching methods and our advanced postal system, it is possible for an average student to become 
rapidly proficient, at home, in all phases of this complicated discipline. The special series of correspondence courses prepared 
by the Santology Institute requires no more than a few hours of study a month and cost only pennies per minute. For 
example, for only $14.95 and one month's homework, you can achieve the basic DASHER STATE and be in a position 
ta control Quadrennial Flows, including Minor Waves and Random Ripples, for your benefit. Higher levels of achievement 
from DANCER to BLITZEN naturally take more time and costs more—let's face it, this is no giveaway system that 
promises you the world and gives you nothing but weird lingo — but as soon as you reach each successive state, you will 
be able to exercise more and more control over the ETHEREAL ENVIRONMENT with all the daily advantages that means. 

That, in a nutshell, is Santology. Not a religion, not a silly cult, but a proven system of COSMIC CONTROL. 
If you think you've been getting more than your fair share of coal in life's stocking, this is the chance you've been waiting 
for to cash in on the ASTRAL PASTRY. Don't delay. Write today. 

spice SUty 

Put your name on our list and receive hundreds of threatening letters, suicide notes, poison pen 
notices, invitations to join we i rd groups, fr inge hate material , crank calls! You' l l get death 
threats, Insulting messages, obscene literature, sickening missives, crazy post cards, c r i m i n a l J 5 G r \ ^ 
communications! You' l l get phony kidnapping calls, bomb threats, blackmail requests, midnight <fS-IT-y 
calls, quarrelsome wrong numbers. You' l l hear from practical jokers, psychopaths, ex-cons, thr i l l - " ^ * — 

crazy children, "breathers," "moaners , " "whisperers" and many, many more. Join today. An 
empty mailbox is the devil 's workshop, and a silent phone is never golden! Write MAIL MAIL 
MAIL MAIL MAIL MAIL MAIL, Box 2 3 9 8 7 3 , Philadelphia, Pa. 19180. Don't forget Zip Codes! 
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The Santological Institute 
1645 La Pellagra Blvd. 
Santa Clara, Calif. 96105 

FOUNDER RUDOLPH 
L. Rob Hubba Conrad Wepse 

SANTA 
Gilbert T. Gasvin 
PRIME HELPER 

MAXIMUM ELF 
Herbert L. Torsion 
B. Fred Tinge 

Some of the many well-known histori
cal figures and personalities who were 
Santologists: 

James Farley Anton Dvorak 
Ferdinand De Lesseps Nostradamus 
Darius Milhaud Andre Maginot 
Margaret Fuller Vasco da Gama 
Miles Standish Owen Glendower 
Sigmund Romberg Otto of Basel 
Admiral Jellicoe Roald Amundsen 
Charles Cornwallis Anne Bradstreet 
Vasco de Balboa Fridtjof Nansen 
Lily Pons Lai Bahadur Shastri 
Aaron Burr Knute Rockne 
Wilkie Collins Hector Villa-Lobos 
William Cullen Bryant 

•ELECTROPLATE YOUR BABY! 
»A simple, cheap new process turns a n o i s ^ 
>infant into a desirable keepsake and con^g 
,versation piece. For only pennies more^ 
twins can be made into handsome book^j| 
ends or andirons. E-Z Kit includes every^ 

^thing you need! Only $29.95. Your money^ 
Bback if not satised. Great American Novel l 

^vt ies , 220 Eisenhower Avenue, Brooklyn, 

THE SECRET OF THE 
HARD HATS 
What are the mysterious ways of this 
sect? What gives them power over house
hold pets and politicians? Can they 
change channels from across the room? 
Eat Greco-American food and live? Find 
out for yourself. Send for free handbill. 
The Hard Hats of America, 1220 Inde
pendence Ave., Washington, D.C. 22134. 

Spiritual Vacuuming 
Fluff Dry Ethical Reweaving 

Same-Day 
Service 

Mora l Mart inizing 
Scotchgard for Your Soul 

THE CHURCH OF THE INFINITE FRISBEEJ 
1134 Caeca Loca Blvd., Velveeta, Calif; 

COSMIC COIL. Orbital Tones. Prime 
Peak Pulses and Stray Rays are auto
matically stored up for your future use 
on this high-capacity Flow Accumu
lator. Best reception location is on 
wall or front door. S23.50. 

CEREBRAL RECEPTOR. You'll 
gather Random Ripples and other Pos
itive Beams quickly, easily and with 
no danger of Nimbus Feedback on this 
individual Receptor. Discharges of all 
frequencies arc picked up on the many 
sensitive Relay Prongs and flashed in
stantaneously to your Sensitive Areas. 
Please specify whether male or female. 
$49.95. 

EMANATION CHAMBER (Shown 
with twin Solar Wind Socks). Don't 
allow those critical Benevolent Dis
charges to "go up in smoke." Even if 
your house lacks a chimney, the Ema
nation Chamber will act as a Cursory 
Flow Galvanator. channeling useful 
magnetic forces directly into your liv
ing room or den. $75. For extra capa
city, twin Solar Wind Socks are ideal. 
S9cach, SI7.50the.pair. 

MASTER ANTENNA. The powerful 
Storage Globes on this North Polarizer 
guarantee you a year-round supply of 
Seminal Emanations even during pe
riods of magnetic confusion and com
pass drift. Each antenna is carefully 
calibrated to the annual Flow Fre
quency and is good for an entire 
Broadcast Cycle. $190. 

PERSONAL FLOW REGULA
TOR . In case you are traveling or 
otherwise unavoidably away from 
home during Maximum Flow Phases, 
this handy pocket-sized Flow Regula
tor will allow you to function as a 
Forceful Molecule without exhausting 
Control Procedures. $4. 

ORBITAL TONE STIMULATOR. 
Whether worn discreetly about your 
person or mounted along the Flux 
Lines in your home, this simple device 
will synchronize your Menta.1 Melo
dies with those of the earth and nearby 
planets, and.during periods of unusual 
cosmic clarity, the asteroids as well. 
$14. 

LINEAR FLUX STRIPS. You can 
add considerable power to your Mas
ter Antenna with several feet of high 
energy Flux Stripping. This stripping 
will protect your antenna against dan

gerous cosmic overload and prevent 
signal loss, beam overlap and spark
ing. $11.50. 

OPAQUING COMPOUND. Occa
sional Malevolent Discharges are no 
problem when the potentially vulner
able transparency and Astral Glare J 
of windows is reduced. This com
pound cuts out over 90% of all known 
Negative Waves. $8. - : . 

WHO'S BURIED IN GRANT'S TOMB? 
We're Looking for People Who Want to Be In-the-Know 
Do you have a restless curiosity about hidden matters or maybe just want to peer 
behind the veil that obscures so many mysteries? If so, the Famous Secrets School 
could be what you're looking for. Some years ago, a group of people you've never 
heard of got together and pooled all their well-known secrets. The result is the world's 
largest collection of renowned concealed information. Send for our free booklet. 

Makes Big Money 
J. N., Clasmy, Tex.: "With the aid of your excellent course, I broke into the big-time 
rumor field." 

New Vistas 
K. J., Pixton, la.: "Thanks to you, I now know a lot of things other people don't." 
Famous Secrets School 
Westport, Conn. 02131 
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SAMPLE LESSON 

In order to attain the first or 
Dancer State, it is important to purge 
your mind of all DISMAL INFLUEN
CES. To do this, assume the POLAR 
POSTURE as illustrated. (Fig. 1.) Al
low yourself to become aligned with the 
MAGNETIC LOCUS. The location of 
this point can be found with a compass. 
At this time, it may be helpful to recite a 
few Relaxation Chants: 
Watch Out! On Dasher On Cupid 
Don't Pout! On Dancer On Donder 
Don't Cry.' OnPrancer OnBlitzen 
Know Why? On Vixen 
Watch Out! etc. On Comet 

HOHOHOOOOOOOOOOOOOOH 
Once you have correctly established 
yourself, you will feel in fundamental 
harmony with the PRIME WAVES. 
This harmony may be expressed as dizzi
ness, nausea or unconsciousness. Don't 
worry! This is merely a by-product of 
mind clearance. 

You are now ready to prepare 
yourself for the receipt of ASTRAL 
TONES. In order to clear your thoughts 
of all BASE CHORDS, place a Distrac
tion Shield over your head. A large metal 
wastebasket or pail will work well. Once 
you have done this, you are ready to rid 
yourself of BASE CHORDS and tune in 
the TONES. Strike the container re
peatedly with a hammer or other solid 
object for at least 10 minutes (Fig. 2). 
Remove Distraction Shield. You will 
notice a ringing sensation in your ears. 
This is your first perception of ASTRAL 
TONES. 

rUNTAPPED" POWER!"" 
I A Guide to Life's Treasure Hunt 
| For centuries, men have yearned for peace ofj 
j mind, brotherhood and happiness, But somethingi 
i has always kept these useful things out of humani 
• hands. What is this crippling force that enslaves! 
J and annoys millions? Are there evil genies that' 
J crawl out of toilets if you don't get into bed be-l 
I fore they stop flushing and prevent you from I 
I recognizing and using your true powers? Canj 
jdust kitties kill? Is wrestling fixed? All of us, inj 
(every walk of life, are potential victims of un-i 
i known tremors and pulses. Can you honestly sayi 
• that your bed is not providing a shelter for men-! 
! tal maggots? Or that your closet is not a Sargasso" 
•Sea for psychic burrowers? If you can't answer! 
I "no," it doesn't mean you're a "fraidy cat" or a I 
I "weak sister." Millions share these doubts. 

CATHOLICISM CAN BE CURED! 
Left to do its worst, this dread malady annually 
takes a heavy toll, especially among our very 
young and very old citizens. But there is hope. If 
you know someone who f l suffering from this 
disabling condition, you can help. If you think 
someone may be a victim but you are unsure, 
give him this simple test. 

1. Briefly describe the plot of any Salinger 
novel. 

2 . Give a short explanation of why the son 
appears to rise and set. 

3. Rome, Italy, is noted for . 
Match the word in Column A with the word 
in Column B that goes with it best: 

B A 
Friday Sin 
Potatoes North Korea 
3 in 1 French Fried 
Confession Sin 
Cardinal Fish 
Cross Ghosf 
Holy Movie 
Beads Ireland 
Paul Bird 
Send the test to The Mosonife Order, 22 Cos-
grove St., St. Paul, Minn. 76343. We'll send you 
the results and our informative pamphlet, "The 
Road to Cure." 

Pray 

Love 
Church 

Peter and Mary 
Smokes 
Priest 
Trinity 
Sin 
Sin 
Sin 

J There is a group dedicated to the elimi- I 
| nation of all forms of mind-weakening | 
• forces. The inheritors of a tradition of • 
• scientific brain stimulation as old as the J 
j Eiffel Tower, the members of this organi- J 
J zation actively pursue studies into the I 
I problems of thought purification. Let | 
| ZEN BUNNISM provide you w ith a life j 
| system. Send for free chain letter. 
j Swami Davis Jr. 
j ZEN BUNNISM INC. 
j 874 Buena Luna Drive, Carvel, Calif, j 

3 E 3 X 1 3 T 
-i OUT OF IT? 

If you've ever wanted to be "with it" or "far 
out," to "get it all together" or "have a real gone 
head," or even if you'd just like to know what 
all those television commercials are talking 
about, Groovy Groups is for you. What is Groovy 
Groups? It's just 10 or 20 people who get to
gether to spread funny diseases, trade hang
nails, pass around old copies of the National 
Geographic and give each other pink bellies. 
Interested? Contact Gordon Hasselman, Groovy 
Groups of America, 10459 Massachusetts Ave. 
Cambridge, Mass., 02026. 
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Now that you have perceived 
ASTRAL TONES, you can proceed to 
the control of small-scale INFERIOR 
RIPPLES. This is a long but basically 
simple process requiring some special 
equipment. For first level control, you 
will need a Personal Flow Regulator, a 
pair of Power Globes, and some Flux 
Stripping. Pick a comfortable chair and 
relax. You are now ready to control any 
INFERIOR RIPPLES that come along 
(Fig. 3). 

A SANTOLOGY PRAYER 
Dear Santa. Thank you very much for 
the ASTRAL AWARENESS. It was just 
what I always wanted. 

TESTIMONIALS 
"Santology has been a great boon for me. 
More than once, it has provided me with 
the RAW POWER to achieve my will. 
On several occasions, I have been able-
using the Santological method alone—to 
change street lights to serve my pur
poses, put pigeons to sleep and spoil 
cream." 
H. Heldibert, San Antonio, Texas 
"I don't need convincing! Although a 
recent student of Santology, I have found 
that I can cross streets without getting 
my feet wet and make simple mathe
matical calculations in my head. I also 
get 22 miles per gallon on regular gas." 
P. Munroveny, Bristol, Pa. 
"I'm no heavy thinker, but with the aid 
of the Santological System, I was able 
to read important books without moving 
my lips. I have also discovered that I can 
carry on conversations with parakeets." 
B. Tacksley, Cornwall, Pa. 
"Until recently, I had considerable diffi
culty keeping my household plants out 
of mischief. One large growth was par
ticularly surly. They all now obey my 
slightest whim." 
W. Kennilworth, Tavistock, Orit.,* Can
ada 
"You weren't just whistling Dixie with 
that business about Mystical Mastery! 
If there's a fly left alive in my soda foun
tain, I'd like to shake his hand!" 
L. McSweeney, Platon, Ga. 
"Anyone who says Santology is bunk 
hasn't seen my collection of Wildlife 
Commemoratives!" 
G. Linton, Bordentown, N.J; 
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Slocking Shifters 
Charity begins at home. 
Write in amount 10 times the value of any gift 
received, and send to giver. 

South Bend Blind Baby Foundation 
245 Figaro Street 

South Bend, Indiana 54934 

Dear Friend. 
A contribution of has been made in your name by 

to our organization. As you may know, since 
1954 the SBBF has helped countless sightless children, both 
in the area of research and placement. But there's more 
work to be done, and this generous contribution is helping 
us to do it. We think you'll agree that this gift is much 
more in the true Spirit of Christmas than the empty baubles 
and trinkets we are often tempted to give our friends. 

Seasons Greetings 

' Mrs. Edith Weynhauser 
Acting President 

Hawk! The Herald Angels Sing! 

Spread brotherhood with this universal 
message common to all people in all lands, regardless of race, 

creed or place of origin. 

X 
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PQ 
mop d re mes fess6 
ba'clo il mlo culo 
niordisco mi nalgas 

s*iv SIIIHI t*rc^ farce-
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Bite My Ass 

MTHATB c.Mcpn jimilft 
mein die Gesa6 beifien 

UMIGIF 
"Peace Through Understanding" 
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My Cousin 
Jesus Christ... 
a Boyhood 
Remembered 
by Moishe 
the Greengrocer, 
as told to 
Dick Scharp 

T first saw my cousin Jesus the day after 
•*• his circumcision. He was still scream
ing a lot, but even so he seemed more 
mature than most kids his age. I re
member thinking that there was some
thing unique about this newborn babe 
with the flaxen curls and brown beard, 
something that bore close watching. I 
guess I was right. He's making it very 
big with whatever it is he's doing. 

Well, to begin with, we grew up in 
South Nazareth, a tough district on the 
wrong side of the camel tracks. He lived 
down the road from me in a small house 
with birds always flying around it. It 
was desert country and we'd amuse our
selves watching the mirages with our 
other cousin, John, who eventually 
made a nice living as a hermit before 
becoming a Baptist preacher and part-
time lifeguard down by the Jordan 
River. If what those two used to tell me 
was true, they saw some pretty weird 
mirages out there. 

In fact, the word "weird" best de
scribed cousin Jeez then. For instance, 
he never sweated. Ever. And to this day, 
I've not met anyone who actually saw 
him to go to the bathroom. He looked 
weird, too, like you could knock him 
over with a camel chip. He was so 
skinny, we joked that all the chicken 
soup in Israel couldn't fatten him up. 
He had a sunken-in chest, a pink nose 
and knobby knees—not quite the pic
ture of your red-blooded Judean boy 
(or girl, either). 

The guys sometimes teased him about 
the clumsy corrective sandals he wore, 
and he'd lash back in typically Jeez 
fashion by turning one of them into a 
frog or a chicken. Nobody likes a 
touchy kid, so we "lepered" him for a 
while. When he'd come near us, we'd 
chant "ding-ding, unclean" and scatter, 
leaving him to talk to himself, some
thing he did very well, by the way. Like 
I said — weird. 
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I generally went to bat for him, and 
then the guys would let him hang out 
with us again. We called our gang The 
Firstborns, and Jeez became sort of a 
mascot, carrying things, fetching, 
washing feet and doing bidding. 

That's how it was with Jeez and the 
gang. He'd do something shmucky, I'd 
square it, he'd get along with the guys 
for a while and he'd do something 
shmucky again. For me, the last straw 
came when he was 7. He'd suddenly be
came this goody-goody little brat, fink
ing on everything the rest of us did. So, 
this one time we tied him to a date tree 
and snuck back to town to smoke some 
frankincense and pitch a few drachmas 
behind Levi's father barn. Well, Jeez 
found us — don't ask me how — and 
threatened to tell our parents. Levi was 
furious. "If you snitch on us, I'll pin 
your ears back," he told him. Jeez just 
said, "Verily, how can your fathers for
give ye if they know not what ye do?" 
We admitted he had a point there, but 
Levi pinned his ears back anyway and 
got transformed into a pillar of salt for 
his trouble. This really ticked the guys 
off because only Levi knew where to 
connect for the frankincense, and the 
information was salted away forever. 

Jeez was a puzzle all right, doing and 
saying some strange things. I don't mean 
the kooky talk he's made his trademark 
nowadays — whomsoever, ye, thou, 
verily and like that; I'm talking about 
what he said. For instance, when he was 
8, he started trying to play some of our 
games like kick-the-goad and cast-the-
first-stone. It didn't take long to see that 
he was a wimp and a klutz at them, so 
he stopped joining in. He said he had to 
save his strength "for that long, long 
walk up the hill." We all thought that a 
strange thing to say. Anyone who's lived 
there knows that Nazareth is as flat as 
unleavened bread, like Kansas. 

Anyway, instead of playing, he be

came the arbiter, or the arb, as it's 
called. As it turned out, he was terrific 
at it, especially calling the close ones. 
This made him very proud. It was a high 
point in his relationship with the guys. 

The less physical games he played 
very well, however. Like seek-and-ye-
shall-find. In this game, the seeker, who 
is It, has to find where everyone is hid
ing. Well, when Jeez was It, you'd go 
hide someplace only to find that he'd 
be there 10 seconds ahead of you. It 
was uncanny. "Jesus Christ, how'd you 
do that?" I'd ask. He just looked at you 
with those odd peepers of his that 
seemed to follow you across a room, and 
giggle, "Amen, amen, I say to you, 
'You're It!' " 

Forget playing blind man's bluff with 
him, though. Each time we'd find a 
blind guy to be It, Jeez would cure him. 
Pretty soon, there wasn't a blind man 
left in all of Nazareth. Herald he felt 
sorry for them having to make their 
living selling reed styli on road corn
ers. Even then, he was a pushover for 
every cripple, leper and dead man who 
said hello to him. 

But that wasn't the half it it. Once, 
we all cut Temple to go swimming in 
the old oasis. Jeez was already there, 
standing on the pier that extended over 
the deep part. He then did something 
so weird, we couldn't believe our eyes. 
He walked to the end of the pier and 
stepped off . . . but he kept his legs 
walking as he dropped through the air 
and into the water. Splash. After sink
ing like a stale matzoh, he dog-paddled 
back, muttered something to himself 
and climbed up on to the pier again. 
He did it over and over. We laughed our 
asses off watching him. Finally Simon 
said, "Hey, Jeez, what're you doing?" 

"Practicing," Jeez said. 
As Jeez grew older, that goody-

goodyness of his got worse and the gang 
started getting static from our folks 

about it. "Mrs. Christ's son is so well 
behaved. Why can't you be like him?" 
— that sort of thing. We asked Jeez to 
lay off the good deeds and errand-run
ning for a while because it was making 
things difficult all around. He just said 
something snotty like, "Suffer, ye little 
children," or something snide like it. 
This from a 10-year-old squirt. We 
almost killed the creep. 

He was sheep-dip with the guys then, 
and it came to pass that this was the 
time of the Temple Talent Contest. Jeez 
had entered it as Bewildo the Great, 
Master of the Myrrh-aculous. His great
est ambition was to be a magician and 
he'd practice his tricks in his father's 
carpentry shop. 

The day of the contest arrived. When 
it was Jeez's turn, the Rabbi introduced 
him. He entered in the sorcerer's out
fit his mom had made, a white swaddl
ing toga with a little red heart painted 
on the chest. He looked goofy as hell 
and I felt sorry for him, especially since 
I knew what was coming. He started 
with some snappy stories about mustard 
seeds and a couple of women at a well, 
working the stunts in as he went along. 
Well, the stories were okay, but he was 
all thumbs with the magic. He messed 
everything up, the Viper Trick, Pulling 
the Mongoose out of the Turban — 
everything. The guys let him have it. 

Artemas began booing and screamed 
for the psalm singer next on the bill. 
"Give us Barabbas," he yelled. The rest 
of us followed suit till the place was a 
madhouse with kids yelling, "Give us 
Barabbas!" The Rabbi finally had to 
give Jeez the hook ,in the middle of a 
trick, but not before Jeez struck 
Artemas dumb as a bagel. 

Jeez gave up magic after that and 
concentrated on Temple work. In 
Temple, he was an apple polisher, first 
class, and it aggravated the way the guys 
were down on him. He'd raise his hand 
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(continued) 
to give answers, speak tongues, correct 
the rest of us. It seemed he knew every
thing, for God's sake. Besides that, he'd 
stay after to erase the tablets, talk to the 
Elders, tell them what they were doing 
wrong and other general ass-kissing. 

One day he was caught short, though. 
An Elder had asked what we all wanted 
to be when we grew up. Some of the 
guys kidded around and said, "profes
sional sinner," "charlatan," "the Mes
siah,"—things like that. He got some 
straight answers, too—Pharisee, proph
et, merchant, dentist and one gynecol
ogist. Then the Elder came to my cousin 
and asked what he wanted to be. 

"Jesus Christ," my cousin said proud
ly. Naturally, we all laughed like hell. 
The Elder said, "Boychik, dummy, you 
already are Jesus Christ." 

Jeez was s t u n n e d . "The J e sus 
Christ?" he asked. 

"Of course. Who'd you think," said 
the Elder, "Meyer the tailor or some
body? Hah hah." Jeez scratched his 
beard and sat down all confused and 
upset. One week later, he announced 
that he wanted to become a Catholic. 
Well, I've always said that you can't 
be as brilliant as my cousin without hav
ing it screw up your brain in some little 
way. 

Before going any further, I should 
say something about the nature of his 
relationship with his mother. It was 
strictly on the up and up, despite what 
anybody says. My Aunt Mary was a 
strong-willed woman, a typical Jewish 
mother devoted to her weird son. He, 
in turn, was a mama's boy and just as 
devoted. Both of them ignored Jeez's 
father, Joe Christ. I don't know why. 
The gossips whispered that Joe and 
Mary had a slingshot marriage, but — 
who knows? A Samaritan fishmonger 
claims he saw Mary with child long be
fore she married my uncle Joe. Uncle 
Joe took care of her and the kid, though, 
and made a nice living building an
tiques. Or did, until Jeez was 13. 

At the time of his Bar Mitzvah, Jeez 
gave serious thought to earning a living. 
He wasn't trained for anything in par
ticular, but he had a small talent for 
exhorting and commanding, for which 
there was little demand at the time. So 
he tried working his father's shop. 

It was a disaster, a kid who couldn't 
shuffle a deck of cards trying to handle 
a hammer and nail. He'd bash his 
thumbs and then zonk his forehead with 
the backswing. Even worse was the kind 
of stuff he turned out once he got the 
hang of the equipment. Mystical Furni
ture, he called it—one-legged stools, 
topless tables, magic wands, swaybacked 
chairs, false-bottomed boxes — dumb 
things nobody could use. Finally, his 
father kicked him out of the shop. Busi
ness had dropped 50 per cent. 

The experience convinced him that 
he wasn't cut out for manual labor, so 

he decided to return to his first love — 
sorcery. One day, he got a trick idea he 
swore was surefire: He would make a 
camel walk through the eye of a needle. 

"That's a stupid idea," I said. "Be 
something else. A publican. Anything. 
They're screaming for scribes in Ari-
mathea. You aren't a magician." 

He wasn't convinced. "Times hath 
changed. All ye need is one big trick. 
One blockbuster and ye're made for
ever." 

Okay, what did I have to lose except, 
a little time? I went to the garage and 
borrowed my father's camel. Jeez held 
a small needle in front of its puss and 
commanded the camel to walk through 
the eye. The camel just sat there. He 
asked the camel again. Nothing. He im
plored it, begged it, pleaded, threatened, 
sweet-talked, everything he could think 
of. Finally, the camel got up off the 
ground, ate the needle and bit his hand. 

One day, though, I ran over and 
yelled inside, "Hey, Jeez, we need you 
to arb a game of gourdball." 

"I can't," he replied, "I've got to 
practice praying." 

I only mention this little incident to 
point up a different aspect of my 
cousin's life — what a terrific prayer he 
was. Thanks to his mother, who made 
him take praying lessons and saw that 
he practiced an hour each day, he be
came a first-class prayer. Slow prayers, 
fast prayers, cocktail prayers, mood 
prayers — you name it, he could pray it. 
He even made up new ones. 

Another thing he was terrific at was 
fasting. He could do it with the best of 
them. I see where he holds some kind of 
world's record — 40 straight days with
out a bite. I'm not surprised. He used 
to practice fasting every day. I guess 
that explains why he was so skinny. Also 
why he never went to the John. Like my 
momma says, that's what happens when 
you don't eat. 

Well, Nazareth certainly is proud of 
Jeez's success, though we haven't been 
able to figure out what line of work he's 
in. We heard about his feeding multi-

.tudes and thought he'd opened a nice 
kosher delicatessen somewhere. Then 
came the stories about him curing peo
ple, so we figured he had a clinic and 
was making a few shekels as a doctor. 
Some people passing through told us 
that Jeez had "saved" them. That has to 
mean he's some kind of bank president, 
right? That would be good, too, but not 
as good as a doctor. Whatever, we'll 
continue keeping tabs on our favorite 
son's exploits, looking for a sign, a clue, 
a shingle — anything. Maybe he'll ex
plain his job at the big testimonial sup
per they're giving him in Jerusalem next 
month during Passover. 

I've been, reading in the Nazareth 
Daily Word of Mouth where Jeez has 
mellowed and isn't so critical of peo
ple's faults anymore. That's good. 

What's bad, though, are the rumors that 
say he's a big sissy, rumors based on 
nothing more than the fact that he wore 
short togas and bunny sandals until he 
was 25. Take it from me, whatever Jeez 
was, he wasn't a faygeleh. Don't ask me 
how I know. I know! All he was when 
he was a kid was weird and strange. As 
for now, I'll admit that the sight of 13 
grown men roaming the roads of Judea 
is a little suspicious. But that's their 
business. As long as they don't hurt 
anybody. 

I can't think of a better way to end 
these remembrances than to tell how 
Jeez got started in this mystery job of 
his. He was 30 at the time, and since 
his mother couldn't bear to cut the cord, 
he was still living at home and being 
supported by his father. As it happened, 
the whole clan was invited to a wedding 
in a little town called Cana. The trip was 
long and we were all thirsty as hell when 
we arrived. So, a few swigs to wash 
down the road dust led to a few to be 
sociable and, before we knew it, most 
of us were sloshed. Especially Jeez. 

Anyway, the booze and wine ran out 
while the party was still in high gear. 
All that was left was a gourd of Mogen 
David, 10 B . C , a rotten year. Afraid the 
party would be a dud, Jeez's mother 
asked him to do something. She meant 
him to run an errand to the local wine 
shop, but he was so looped he mis
understood her. He did something, all 
right. His magic act. 

Well, Jeez doing tricks sober is funny 
enough; doing them drunk is hysterical. 
We rolled on the floor laughing at him, 
just like old times. Then he announced 
his blockbuster — turning six firkins of 
water into muscatel. He did some mum-
bo-jumbo, walked on his knees and said, 
"Presto-chango, 'tis now wine." We 
went along with the gag and dipped in 
for a swig. Would you believe it, it 
was wine. Don't ask how he did it — 
probably an accident — but he did it. 
Jeez was more flabbergasted than any
one. I think it scared the hell out of 
him, too, but he covered up, joking, 
"That's me, the li'l ol' winemaker. Heh 
heh." 

The word spread throughout Cana 
and suddenly the place was crawling 
with centurions looking for Jeez to book 
him for making bathtub wine. He high
tailed it out of there and hit the road, 
falling into what he's doing naturally, 
rabble-rousing and dodging the law. 
Funny how things work out for the 
best, isn't it? 

Well, I hope Jeez finds that one, big, 
blockbusting trick that'll set him up for 
life. Until then, I hope he's saving his 
pennies. These fads don't last forever, 
and the fickle crowds that follow him 
now will leave him for the next pretty 
face that comes along. 

Like my mother says, better he 
should have been a dentist.—John Boni 
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6 Surefire Costumes 
Guaranteed to Get You 

'Let's Make a Deal!' 
Turn the page for some daffy duds to wear to your favorite TV show . 

By Michael O'Donoghue and Rick Meyerowitz 
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The Lush Look 
—Champagne tastes on 

a beer pocketbook? Then 
slip on a big bottle of 

bubbly, complete with 
zippy labels, a Reynolds 
Wrap hood and a giant 

corkscrew wormed deep 
into your skull! To com

plete the illusion, merely 
take any reasonably well-

honed chain saw and 
amputate your legs! 
Bottoms u p l q ^ 

RoX'^Nvvfffc., 
HAyf MA. V » / J 

The Barbecued Monk —Talk about surefire! Here's an 
attention-grabber that requires nothing more elaborate 
than pouring a gallon of petroleum over your head! 
A flick of the Zippo and you're "cooking with gas"! 
An added advantage of this costume is that Monty 
sort of has to choose you first! 

The Living Junkyard-The accent's on garbage-and 
plenty of it—with this mix 'n' match ensemble sure to 

"up your assets"! Just smear yourself with Elmer's and 
roll around in the rubbish, gluing on everything from 

crumpled Gatorade cans to moldy 5-Day deodorant pads! 
Top off with a live rat on your shoulder, and you have 

a colorful combination no M.C. could resist! 
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Outskirts of Shangri-La 
—This one-of-a-kind 
jumpsuit is both eye

catching and easy to make! 
Merely kill a very old lady, 
skin her, and "put her on," 
so to speak! If this sounds 
a mite callous, remember 

that you can always buy 
your "silent partner" a 

little perpetual something 
at Forest Lawn with all the 

"long green" you'll be 
"raking in"! One hand 

washes the other! 

'"• 'r •• 

The Dangling Darky —Take fashion law into 
your own hands with some burnt cork, 
a few yards of hemp and a makeshift 
scaffold, all you need to show Monty you're 
at the "end of your rope"! If already black, 
you'll get extra consideration for being 
a "good sport" about those 200 years of 

slavery, torment and Dixie Peach Pomade! 

The Psychopath — A Richard Speck 
mask and a double-

barreled shotgun virtually 
assure you of being the 

big winner! To make 
"dead" certain that Monty 

gets the message, just 
carry a barely legible 

sign with weird threats, 
unbalanced demands and 

warped innuendoes, either 
printed in crayon or 
better yet, scrawled in 
blood! 
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Peace 
Comes 
to 
the 
Middle 
East 
by Isidore Silver 

TrfrK^pn'm&tanainP^-that is my 
unflinching answer whenever I am ques
tioned about the peace treaty that ended 
the Middle Eastern War. For those who 
know Hebrew, these are the Holy Words 
of Words, from the Sentence of Sen
tences, from the Paragraph of Para
graphs of the Sacred Book of Books (at 
least, that's what Abba who is — or says 
he is — versed in the Old Testament 
keeps telling me). For those who are un
familiar with the delicate and exquisite 
Hebrew phrase, redolent with the daz
zling sunlight of a Haifa morning, I say 
— oh, the hell with it. But, whereof 
would I use such powerful language to 
express my innermost feelings of grati
tude and joy, and wherefore should I 
use it? To describe the pure effulgence 
of the Treaty — a work of art compar
able to the best Israeli flatware — I must 
begin at the beginning. For not to do 
so would be a P̂Nt£>D'H2 , and the treaty 
would be cursed from the day of its 
inception. 

Even the casual reader of his country's 
newspapers will remember the Great 
Crisis of July, 1971. At that time, after 
all American efforts at peacemaking had 
failed (including the last-minute trip 
of Vice-President Agnew's to Amman, 
which unfortunately terminated in Istan
bul, where he spoke for three hours 
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about the Nixon Doctrine before real
izing his mistake), Egypt launched a 
massive assault across the Suez Canal 
and proclaimed a Jehad (Holy War, to 
non-Semites). Fortunately, the attack 
was defeated by three brave Israeli frog
men, who, under the personal command 
of Moshe Dayan, spent the evening be
fore the invasion drilling holes in the 
Russian LSTs. As with most Russian 
shlok, the boats suffered from excessive 
rusting so that the task of sabotage was 
facilitated. Israeli intelligence had — 
through means which are yet unrevealed 
today (even to me) — altered Egyptian 
invasion maps so the LSTs would be re
routed and thus sink at certain locations, 
which, it was later discovered, were 
exactly above the hulks of seven bul
lion and munition laden ships originally 
mired in the canal in June of 1967. 

The Egyptian invaders sank in toto 
(Abba tells me that term is an old He
brew one mercilessly stolen from our 
people by the Romans in 79 B.C. — we 
shall not forget) and the drowning men 
fell from the LSTs into the hulks. By a 
"miracle," these valuable hulks were 
then instantly thrust to the surface by 
atomic-powered hydraulic jacks that had 
been installed by our valiant Seabees in 
April of 1971. Not one Arab boy died, 
thanks to, the enormous lift capacity of 
our jacks, so that, in one fell swoop, we 
captured 30,000 soldiers. The raised 
hulks were then towed into Haifa har
bor by the three French battleships 
which Israeli intelligence had cleverly 
obtained from that hostile country the 
previous May (if you remember, the 
checks bounced). The Egyptian com
mander, standing on the shore of the 
Canal, was stunned and immediately 
tore off the white veil of his mistress 
(who had accompanied him to the front) 
and sued for peace. And well he should 
have, for our atomic-tipped under
ground-to-underground missiles (nick
named the "Moshes" — rather silly, I 
thought) were pointed at Cairo and our 
heroic underground missilemen were 
ready to pounce. 

For those who may think the last sen
tence too callous for a nation as religious 
as Israel, please be reassured that we 
knew in advance that there would be no 
necessity to fire our "Moshes." I can 
now reveal that Israeli intelligence had 
even chosen the exact date of the Arab 
invasion and that, in combination with 
the hydrau l ic - jack opera t ion (called 
Plan Lokshen — or Noodle, by those 
idiots who devise such names), an Arab 
surrender was assured. For in their 
Koran it is written, I — "*rC ^ T Iff"! 
(***" * , which translated means nNnywS 
T n & n n r n n w ' w N , which re-translated 
means: "On July 12, 1971, Allah will 
smile upon your camels and your in
vasion plans." Knowing the sacredness 

of the Arab holy book, we assumed the 
Arabs would interpret the language 
literally, [ED. NOTE: An assiduous in
vestigation of the Koran (7th edition, 
Holy Book Publishing Co., Damascus) 
reveals no such saying. But a strong 
rumor — which Mrs. Meir refuses to 
confirm or deny — has led us to believe 
that the Arab world was inundated with 
fabricated Korans for up to two years 
prior to the Crisis. One copy has been 
confiscated; it is dedicated "To Marvin, 
for his Bar Mitzvah."] 

Despite the dramatic display of the 
white veil, peace came slowly to the 
Middle East; our good friends the Amer
icans asked the Egyptian commander to 
reconsider his impulsive surrender. They 
wanted to make sure he understood that 
what he was doing was right, and that he 
— and his people — would not be ever
lastingly bitter. America wanted to be 
certain that any peace solution was a sin
cere and permanent one. Some of my 
colleagues have maintained that America 
did this solely to insure that we would 
return the hulks and their contents to 
their rightful owners. I have been assured 
that this was not true and that no eco
nomic interests dictated American cau
tion. I only bring this up now to help 
clear the air of any lingering suspicion, 
and I am quite willing to accept the word 
of Ambassador David Eisenhower on 
this matter. 

Finally, on October 17, 1972, at Nico
sia, Cyprus, we met to sign the peace 
treaty. For more than one year, nego
tiations had proceeded upon a difficult 
course. Mr. Jarring — who spoke neither 
Hebrew nor Arabic and a rather limited 
English — although unquestionably sin
cere in his Herculean efforts, was ham
pered by a lack of funds. (You may re
member that 1972 was the difficult year 
when the United States refused to pay 
her U.N. dues because of the Security 
Council's condemnation of the Ameri
can pre-emptive strike at China to pro
tect the lives of the 13 American sol
diers left in Saigon.) Thus, periodically, 
Jarring was required to suspend his Ber
litz lessons. 

The Arab nations refused to meet with 
us face to face and refused to read their 
own translator's version of our docu
ments because they believed that any 
Arab who knew Hebrew was, most like
ly, one of our intelligence agents. The 
only one they — and we — would trust 
was Jarring. 

But, with the ineffable aid of the Al
mighty of Almighties, the Nameless of 
the Named, the Unknowable of the Un
known, Jarring finally learned enough 
of the relevant languages to be able to 
communicate with all of us. Indeed, 
that's really beside the point. By the time 
the endless conferences, position papers, 
aides-memoire, memoires d'etat and re

sponded alia requestas were concluded, 
almost a year had passed. A draft treaty, 
transcribed into five languages, was final
ly approved by the nations involved. 
(After Mr. Agnew's visit, Turkey de
manded a place at the peace table, claim
ing that it had acquired former Ameri
can vital interests in the area.) 

Thus, on October 17, 1972, we met 
at the Palace of the Most Sacred Herb in 
Nicosia at 6 A.M. Some may wonder at 
the strangeness of the hour, but it was 
discovered that every other day in Octo
ber was a religious holiday of one of the 
12 religions involved in the peace settle
ment. Between Rosh Hashanah, the Rus
sian Festival of Light, the Druze holiday 
of the Bleating Sheep (Lebanon, since it 
was to be divided, was represented) and 
other solemn occasions, only Tuesday 
the 17th was mutually acceptable. Our 
Ceremonial Occasions Committee had 
scheduled the final meeting for 3 P . M . , 
when the rays of the oppressive sun 
would have been cooler (according to 
the Cabala and the weather bureau), 
but, at the last minute, King Hussein 
called to say that his Hashemite Holy 
Day Honoring the Forlorn Pets pre
cluded any secular activities after noon. 
Thus, after frantic scurrying, we man
aged to reschedule the formal ceremony 
for 6 A.M. 

How well I remember that fiery morn
ing! I had not slept well the night before 
(Mr. Meir is a sound sleeper; he has the 
Middle East concession for Barcaloung-
ers and has learned to relax). 

Precisely at 6 A.M. we entered the 
Sacred Hall of the Gentle Weaver, where 
the last ceremonies were to occur. The 
heat was unbearable, the morning sun
light roared through the windows and 
the room resembled the very tapestry of 
a (Christian) hell; it was blood red. The 
walls with their delicate ivory carvings 
and their jade gargoyles seemed to cry 
for relief. I wore Bermuda shorts in an
ticipation of the mugginess of the day. 
The cavernous hall, with its 30-foot-
high, narrow windows, was sparsely fur
nished: a 60-foot table with plush leather 
chairs facing away from it (the Arabs 
still did not want to face us directly and 
I wasn't in the mood to fuss, at that 
point), and a few Barcaloungers for dele
gates who suddenly felt weary or faint. 

President Nixon had thoughtfully pro
vided long yellow writing pads, pens, 
water glasses and the Loungers (actually, 
through a subsidiary of Mr. Meir's com
pany), and at the lower end of the hall, 
there were colorful serving trays with the 
national dishes and drinks of each coun
try. Abba, Moshe and I walked slowly 
through the great domed room. Abba 
fingered the tapestries on the wall and 
said, "Not bad, not bad. Good cloth 
but sloppy workmanship." Moshe was 
worried about the ability of our hidden 

(continued) 
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(continued) 

microphones to pick up sounds in this 
large vacuum. Suddenly, the 12-foot-
high oak doors opened and the Arabs 
came in. 

In accordance with their religious cus
toms and political preferences, they were 
veiled and turbaned although dressed 
in business suits. I recognized Arafat, 
though, from his general heaviness and 
because his loose burnoose could not 
cover his prominent, sunburned nose. 
Hussein wore a jet pilot jumpsuit (I now 
understand that . when Vice-President 
Agnew first saw him, the night before, 
he kept calling the Jordanian Monarch 
'Mr. Ky.") very sleekly cut. Slowly, the 
other delegations entered: the resplend
ent Turks with their curved knives 
(Moshe had had them checked and as
sured me they couldn't cut a slab of 
margarine); the Russians, stiff and for
mal in their ill-cut 1948 business suits; 
the British braving the blazing sun with 
rented cutaways (Sir Alexander Douglas-
Home, despite the formality of the pro
ceedings, arrived casually, reading a 
book by Truman Capote). 

There were several servants. Mr. Jar
ring, looking rumpled and unshaven, 
entered with his arm chained to an 
attache case containing copies of the 
treaty (our heroic agents had checked 
that the night before). Where were the 
Americans? 

At 6:25, again the doors were flung 
open. An honor guard of 12 men entered. 
Abba whispered to me, "I didn't know the 
Pope would be here - those are his Swiss 
troops aren't they?" Moshe said no, they 
were President Nixon's White House 
Guards. Abba shrugged and went over 
to talk to the English about an Anglo-
Israeli cricket match. Then, in came 
President Nixon, Vice-President Agnew 
and Secretary of State Rogers. Mr. Ag
new looked as clean as I have ever seen 
him — and, in the Middle East, that is an 
occasion for awe. A fourth man entered 
behind Mr. Nixon, holding a book, and 
Moshe and I looked quizzically at each 
other. Who was he? Why was he there? 

After we took our places around (ob
viously, the wrong word to describe 40 
people facing walls and windows rather 
than each other) the table, we craned 
our heads to watch President Nixon. He 
stood at the head of the table and intro
duced his guest to us; it was someone 
named Graham. Mr. Nixon said that Mr. 
Graham would offer a short prayer serv
ice for the success of the parley. This 
provoked loud outcries from King Hus
sein who said — in lilting English — that 
it was a mortal sin for a Hashemite to 
attend any other religious prayer service 
on the Holiday of the Forlorn Pets. 

I was quite angry, also, since I had 
assumed that this was to be a purely . 
secular undertaking. Accidentally, Hus
sein and I turned to face each other 
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across the wide table, united in a com
mon cause. Mr. Graham had not heard 
the King's outcry and had commenced 
an ear-shattering series of wails (better 
than anything I had ever heard in Jeru
salem); Mr. Agnew, attempting to stop 
Mr. Graham, slipped on the highly pol
ished floor. Mr. Graham saw that and 
stopped to ask for one moment of silence 
for "our fallen comrade," while Hussein 
and I were both trying to get Mr. Nixon's 
attention. Finally, Mr. Graham said, 
"Amen," and Mr. Nixon asked for a five-
minute recess to discuss this entire matter 
with both Arab and Israeli representa
tives. Hussein refused to meet with us, so 
he sent a young Arab boy servant (of 
whom he seemed particularly fond) and 
I sent Abba. 

After a hurried consultation, Mr. 
Nixon, now visibly more confident, an
nounced that equal time would be given 
for Hashemite and Jewish prayers and 
that, accordingly, the Arab boy would 
chant a prayer for newly born goats and 
Mr. Eban would talk of the obligation of 
a moral man in an immoral world. That 
incident delayed the proceedings for 40 
minutes. 

After the prayers, it was 7:10 A.M. 
The sun poured through the windows 
with relentless fury and room felt like a 
cauldron. Again, my thoughts turned 
heavenward. Could this be a visitation 
from Jahweh, a perpetual condemnation 
to perdition? The Atonement of Atone
ments for the Sin of Sins? We were hot, 
I can tell you. As Mr. Nixon talked of 
America's gratitude for the treaty and 
of his overwhelming desire to go down 
in History as a Man of Peace (resulting 
originally, I believe, from a high school 
debate in which he had taken the posi
tive on the proposition — "Resolved 
that peace is better than war"), dark 
splotches stained his suit. Abba leaned 
over to whisper, "Poor man, he's wearing 
such a cheap gabardine." Beads of pers
piration broke out also on Mr. Agnew's 
forehead and meandered onto his suit. 
Perspiration poured through the turbans 
of the Arabs and made their veils virtual 
kettles of steam. Abba chuckled, "Those 
English worsteds. The Arabs should not 
always take seriously their saying — 
Dress British, Think Yiddish." 

I turned to Moshe, who also appeared 
to be wilting rapidly and asked, "Did 
you interfere with the air-conditioning 
system when you had the microphones 
planted in the ducts?"He shook his head 
vigorously in denial. Several of the dele
gates were heading for the Barcaloung-
ers in apparent anxiety over increasing 
heat prostration. Abba, who was thumb
ing through a manual called A Handy 
Guide to International Religions, sud
denly gasped, "No wonder we're all hot. 

I No one came to turn on the air condi-
I tioning. We never realized it, but today 

is a Cypriot religious holiday." I was 
startled: "You mean, we arranged this 
conference after paying meticulous at
tention to the religious needs of all par
ticipants, and we forgot about our 
hosts?" 

Moshe glared at him. "And you want 
to be the next Premier, hah!" Abba 
fiercely whispered, "I was only instructed 
to ascertain the religious complications 
involving the participants." Moshe re
peated, "Hah." Suddenly, Abba showed 
me the notation in the Manual under 
"Men, Holy — Cyprus." It read, "The 
Cypriot Wise Man is El Chochem and he 
is permitted under the principles of Re
form Chedykism, the official religion, 
to grant dispensations from holidays." 
Abba noted smugly that "El Chochem" 
meant, literally, "The Man ,"and the task 
would be simple: Locate "The Man" and 
have him give a dispensation. Even my 
Bermuda shorts were sopping, so I inter
rupted Mr. Nixon while he was reminis
cing about his peace-making efforts as an 
ensign in the United States Navy during 
World War II to suggest a short recess 
while we searched for "The Man." 

As it developed, El Chochem the 
Venerable was out of town at a Religious 
Artifacts conference but had granted 
blanket dispensation to two maintenance 
men. They were from different unions 
and had been in the basement of the 
Palace since 4 A.M. debating the exact 
terms of the dispensation and its rele
vance to the union contracts. Abba con
vinced them to allow the air condition
ing to be turned on and then to take the 
entire matter to arbitration. 

Again, the conference resumed: It 
was 7:45 A.M. Ironically, the delays had 
served a valuable function; we all real
ized the puny insignificance of mortal 
man and his mediocre undertakings; we 
became disinclined to create any last-
minute commotions. Quickly, copies of 
the treaty in English, Russian, French, 
Arabic, Hebrew and Yiddish (I do not 
read Hebrew too well) were passed 
around and we spent some time care
fully reading their contents. 

By now, you all know of the substan
tive provisions of the agreement and I 
shall only mention them fleetingly: 
Israel was recognized by Egypt and 
Jordan (Syria, Iraq and Saudi Arabia, 
after their revolutionary governments 
gained power, also agreed); the Sinai 
was internationalized and became the 

• site of an international exposition de
voted to a history of — and the peaceful 
applications of the principles of — sand; 
the Palestine Liberation Front was given 
a large kibbutz in the Golan Heights (to 
be colored purple on world maps and 
called Greater Transjordan) and a loan 
from the American government to plant 
500,000 orange trees; the boundaries of 
the kingdom of Jordan were changed so 
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that the nation would have a length of 
6,000 miles to run from the Black to 
the Red Sea (partly through what was 
formerly Lebanon, Syria and Turkey) 
and a width of one mile — thus making 
its borders insecure but defensible, since 
any country invading Jordan would 
automatically find its troops entering an
other country before they could stop; 
the Middle East Alliance Treaty (called 
MEAT) was established to secure the 
fruits of Peace (the treaty was in effect 
every day of the week except on Wed
nesdays) and all Russian missiles in this 
area were renamed "Goldas" (a provi
sion I fought against assiduously and 
was ultimately unhappy with) . 

Since President Nixon has been tour
ing America in his re-election campaign 
describing these provisions and his 
Greater Middle Eastern Co-Prosperity 
Sphere in great detail, doubtlessly none 
of this is news to our American friends. 
Of course, Ralph Nader, Mr. Nixon's 
Democratic opponent, has been openly 
attacking the treaty's provisions about a 
series of. north-south oil pipelines, but 
this is expected to have little weight in 
American politics. 

By 9 A.M., the signing ceremony had 
begun in earnest. Mr. Nixon passed out 
Bic pens for the use of the delegates. (As 
part of the settlement, the Egyptian com
mander was to retire to head the Middle 
East operations of that company; we had 
fought hard for a Barcalounger exclu
sive-territory concession and had suc
ceeded, so you can see how truly fair 
the agreement was.) Then, the most 
touching moment of the entire confer
ence occurred: As I was about to sign 
the Hebrew copy, Arafat suddenly re
moved his veil and swiveled his chair 
toward me. It was our first face-to-face 
meeting. He looked harried though 
happy. He reminded me of a man in a 
movie I had once seen in Milwaukee; 
although I forget the actor's name, he 
had been depicted as having struck a 
bad bargain with Sidney Greenstreet. 
Well, Arafat had that look. He ran an 
imposing forefinger down his copy of 
the Hebrew version and forcefully 
pointed to a certain word. "Mrs. Meir," 
he gently said, "the word you have here 
is 'Geduld.' I think you meant to say 
'Beduld.' 'Geduld' would change the 
entire meaning of the sentence." I looked 
quickly at Abba and said, "Is that right?" 
He seemed discomfited and delivered a 
short lecture on the differences between 
Church and Common Hebrew but finally 
admitted that "Geduld" was not the pre
ferred term according to Thirty Days to 
a More Effective Hebrew. Finally, Abba 
admitted that future scholars might well 
mistake the Talmudic "Beduld" for the 
archaic "Geduld." I looked gratefully at 
Arafat as I handed him my Bic to make 
the necessary change and to initial-it. 

Abba then whispered, "But, how could 
he have known? My God, do you think 
he's. . . — ?" His quavering voice trailed 
off. 

After the signing, we dispersed to our 
national tables. The tension was broken. 
I consoled Moshe, who was still upset 
about Jordan's success in obtaining bor
ders from "sea to shining sea." He also 
seemed bothered by my constant atten
tion to Abba; I was mussing his hair 
playfully. As we chatted, Arafat came 
over, beaming. He clapped a hairy arm 
around Moshe and said, "Well, now we 
don't have any fighting." 

I could see that his cheerfulness was 
feigned and that he was as upset as 
Moshe. Moshe turned to him and said, 
"Well, I suppose that you're going to 
enjoy settling down in Greater Trans-
jordan and growing oranges." Arafat 
said, "Yes, I suppose so, for a while. 
There will be much to do, checking the 
credentials of those Arabs who want to 
move in, making sure they're true Pales
tinians. After all, we cannot admit every
body who wants to come. That would 
create many welfare cases." Mr. Agnew, 
who happened to walk by (very ginger
ly) at that moment, beamed. "But, after 
that," Arafat shrugged, "who knows? 
There is still Kurdish freedom to fight 
for." 

Moshe brightened. "The Kurds? I 
never thought of that. But I guess I'm 
too light-skinned to be accepted by 
them." Arafat grinned, "I understand 
that there's an Armenian People's Move
ment forming. Your skin color would be 
no trouble there." Moshe mused: "The 
Armenians? That's not a bad idea. I 
shall have to think it over." He glared 
balefully at the Turks, who were joy
fully practicing a sabre dance and face
tiously challenging the Russians to send 
the Moiseyev Dance Company to Istan
bul. 

Suddenly, the great oak doors opened 
and a wizened, gnarled old man dressed 
in simple robes entered. We all looked 
about in astonishment. He stood by the 
door, ancient eyes beholding the scene, 
and said nothing. Was this a visitation, 
a Sign? Suddenly, with a barely discern
ible croak, he said, "I am El Chochem. 
I have just returned from a religious 
conference. I am ready to bless the suc
cess of this meeting." We looked as
tonished and someone quickly explained 
that the conference had ended. El Cho
chem turned to an equally wizened figure 
dressed in Cyprus's national colors (red 
and gold, like the University of Wis
consin) and hissed, "You didn't brief 
me." He suddenly looked across the 
room directly at me, and his compelling, 
limpid gaze held me, as if in a vice. 
"Well," he finally intoned, "if I can't 
bless the conference, the least I can do 
is get the first dance." 

The rest of the morning was joyous! 
The Cypriot National Band arrived and 
we danced until noon. They played the 
national dances of all the countries in
volved (although they had some difficulty 
with The Star-Spangled Banner) and 
then, as if inspired by a transcendental 
God, played the folk dances. I danced 
and danced, first with El Chochem, who 
said, "Mrs. Meir, it's a pity that my suc
cessor cannot be a woman. But my Sa
cred Religious Council — a group con
sisting of all my second cousins — has 
decreed otherwise." I danced with Presi
dent Nixon, who, flinging all protocol 
aside, loosened his tie and asked whether 
there was any nice land that could be 
bought for investment in the Negev. I 
danced with Arafat and asked him how 
he knew so much about the Hebrew 
language; he smiled shyly and his reply 
was enigmatic, "I always respected my 
mother." I danced with Moshe and as
sured him that there was always a job 
for him in Israel if he chose to return. 
The only one I didn't dance with was 
King Hussein, who whirled around the 
floor with his Arab boy; I attributed 
that to the absence of women in the 
room. 

Mr. Jarring was the only one who 
didn't partake in the joyous festivities; 
he came around to ask for money to pay 
the secretaries who had typed up the 
treaty copies. The occasion was truly 
magnificent, a bounty from a good God 
and quite reminiscent of some of the 
better dances at the Milwaukee Y.W.H.A. 
At noon, when King Hussein suddenly 
announced that he had to leave to 
slaughter a favorite pet to inaugurate his 
holy day, a great hush descended. The 
sunlight poured through, the air condi
tioning whirred, and the resplendent 
guards threw open the great oak doors. 
As Hussein walked out, his arms fondly 
around that Arab boy in a gesture of 
peace and love of mankind, I knew that 
a benificent deity had ordained a new 
day for the Middle East. At least, until 
Wednesday. D 
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Read the heartwarming, best-selling Love Story of a boy and his wallet. 

What can you say about a 32-year-old 
boy who strikes it rich? 

In the fall of my senior year, I got into 
the habit of studying at the Radcliffe 
library. Not that Nate Pusey has to 
worry. The Harvard library is a good li
brary. Even when you are a jock. Even 
when you are Irving Oliver Bartlett XV. 
Captain of the Ping-Pong team. The Har
vard Ping-Pong team, don't you know. 

She was plain as oatmeal and twice as 
lumpy. I rated her C + overall. Even if 
she was kind of boho. 

"My name is Naomi Greenbaum," she 
said, "an American of Hebrew descent." 

"I'm a business major," she added. As if 
I wouldn't have known. 

"My name is Irving Oliver Bartlett XV," 
I said. 

"Bartlett," she said. "Like the Midwest 
grain tycoon?" 

"Bartlett," I answered. "Like the pear." 

Let me explain why I took her for coffee. 

After graduation I planned to write a 
novel. Not one of those seamy sex jobs. 
My book would be decent. Uplifting. 
Something that would employ the "with-
it" dialogue of youth suffused with a 
bittersweetness all its own. 

Naomi could help me. I needed help. 
My major was Greco-Roman antiqui
ties. Try to sell a bunch of moldy statues 
to Book-of-the-Month. 

I invited Naomi to the first match of the 
season. I don't know if it was her pres

ence or that injection Coach gave me, 
but I took to the table with a wonderful 
surge of enthusiasm. A good season and 
I'd be a sure candidate for the Silver 
Paddle. Dad had won the Silver Paddle. 
Twice. But that's another chapter. 

"Win one for me, Preppie," Naomi 
yelled, rattling her pompons and my 
confidence all at once. 

Nope. I wasn't nervous. I just blew my 
serve and knocked myself out with my 
own paddle. 

Naomi was with me when the lights came 
back on. She was sitting by the bed figur
ing prime interest rates with her slide 
rule. 

"That Ping-Pong's some racket," she 
quipped as we walked through the gym. 

"You should see Phil Roth," I said. "One 
rotten book and he makes 800 thou. And 
that's not counting film sales or any
thing!" 

Naomi stopped. Her D+ figure cast a 
C— shadow over the water as we bobbed 
for apples in the whirlpool bath. 

"Preppie," she said, "someday you're go
ing to write a slim novel with short sen
tences and make a whole pile of money." 

I oxygenated my lungs with a breath of 
locker room air. 

"I think . . . I'm in love with you," was 
all that I could say. 

I invited Naomi to the Amherst-Harvard 
tournament. She didn't come, but Old 
Quarrypuss did. 

Irving Oliver Bartlett XIII had invented 
the EV-R-SHUT trouser snap. When he was 
80, the zipper was introduced. It killed 
Irving Oliver Bartlett XIII and left Irving 

Oliver Bartlett XIV, my paterfamilias, 
to a life of vengeance. After almost 40 
years of crusading, Irving Oliver Bartlett 
XIV still had hopes. 

"Somaday! Somaday!" he would chant in 
his patrician tones. "Somaday you and 
me gonna make Iotsa money ina da pants 
biz." 

"Come to your senses," I would answer, 
smashing a forehand down the throat of 
an opponent. "The zipper will never fail. 
Besides, I have plans of my own. I am 
going to write a slim novel with short 
sentences and make a whole pile of 
money." 

"Kiddo," the stone man replied, turning 
his back on me once more before climb
ing into his 1943 Frazer Nash, "you 
nuts in the gorgonzola." 

8 

I was injured in the Amherst-Harvard 
game. We were into a rugged overtime 
volley and this fag third stringer bit my 
blessed bad thumb. (Yes, blessed. What 
kind of best seller can you write if the 
hero has to shlep off to Canada after the 
second chapter?) 

"What happened, Preppie?" Naomi 
asked as we strolled the quad in this cine
matic way we had. "The fruits of your 
labors?" 

"No," I replied. "The labors of a fruit." 

I met Naomi's father. His name was Mr. 
Greenbaum and he ran a delicatessen. 
I called him Sir. Naomi called him Mar
cel. I could never understand that. Not 
even now. 

"Marcel," Naomi said, " this is Irving 
Oliver Bartlett XV. He's a pimple now, 
but someday he's going to write a slim 
novel with short sentences and make a 
whole pile of money." (continued) 
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(continued) 
Marcel Greenbaum studied me from 
across the counter. 

"Have a piece whitefish," he said. 

10 

I would like to say something about our 
physical relationship. Naomi and I had 
one rule. We never did anything you 
couldn't publish in Ladies' Home Jour
nal. Not that I have anything against sex. 
It's just dirty. That's all. 

11 

Hackensack, N. J., is 16 hours from the 
Mystic River Bridge. As we pulled off 
the Palisades Parkway and onto Croton 
Street, I could tell Naomi was impressed. 

"Jeepers, Preppie," she said. "Raze that 
shack, burn that scarecrow, and you 
could go highrise." 

"That shack is my home," I said. "And 
that scarecrow is Dad." 

Later, while we washed up for dinner, 
Naomi turned to me. "Well, Preppie," 
she said, "did I pass the test?" 

"Sure did," I said. "Hope you do half as 
well on the Wasserman." 

12 

Dinner was father's favorite. Frozen Pop-
sicles and Hostess Ho Ho's. For an Irving 
Oliver Bartlett dinner, it went pretty well. 
Then Naomi froze her lip to her Fudg-
sicle and had to be rushed to the nearest 
clinic, which happened to be a veterinary 
hospital. 

My father and I waited together. I wanted 
to be with Naomi, but the doctor (a 
Brooklyn Poly man) said everything 
would be okel-dokel. Naomi was heeling 
nicely. Ha ha. 

"What do you think?" I asked. "Isn't she 
a peacheroo?" 

"She's a nica girl, but a little longa in 
the inseam," old Granite Face replied. 
"Ditch her." 

I guess that's when it first hit me. Irving 
Oliver Bartlett XV may be a cube from 
the old ice block, but Jeezus! There's a 
limit, I mean. 

"Is it because she's Jewish?" I asked. 
"Because, Father, as a Bartlett and as a 
Harvard man, I will not stand for preju
dice. Besides, you know how sharp those 
people are at business." 

My father looked at me with eyes blaz
ing. But I knew my own mind. With 
Naomi at my side, I walked out of his 
life and began my own. I can still re
member our last words. 

"Marry uppa da girl," he said, "ana you 
a finished ina da pants biz." 

"Father," I said, "from now on, I wear 
Bermuda shorts!" 
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13 

We were married the next Sunday. The 
ceremony took place in one of the build
ings my ancestors had given Harvard. 
It was the sewage disposal plant. The 
guys from the team were there. So were 
some of Naomi's boho friends from the 
Harvard Business School. 

The form of the ceremony was Naomi's 
idea. No minister. No choir. No flowers. 
Just simple words that would reflect the 
feelings in our hearts and save us 14 
dollars. 

I still remember the look on Marcel 
Greenbaum's face when Naomi read the 
passage she had chosen for our do-it-
yourself ceremony. Then it was my turn. 
It had been hard finding a piece of poetry 
I could read without stumbling over big 
words. But I finally found something that 
said it all: 

"Stocks were sluggish today with only 
moderate trading in heavy industrials. 
The 10 most active . . . " 

14 

My father didn't come to the wedding. 
He sent a gift. It was a letter from his 
lawyer. I had been disowned. 

15 

We spent our honeymoon cruising the 

Hudson. Just Naomi and me and the 
Staten Island Ferry. When we left, I 
wanted to put up a plaque: "Naomi and 
Irving slept here — when they weren't 
nauseous." I would have done it, too. 
Except I couldn't spell nauseous. 

When we returned to Cambridge, Naomi 
found us an apartment in a condemned 
cocktail onion factory. I wanted to work, 
but my bride had different ideas. 

"You write that book, Preppie," she said. 
"I'll work and slave. We'll be poor but 
happy and it'll make dynamite copy." 

"But what about you," I asked. "What 
about your happiness?" 

"Don't worry about me, Preppie," she 
said. "This state has community prop
erty." 

16 

It's not all that easy to make a best seller. 

Ask Ernie Hemingway (a Princeton 
man). Ernie Hemingway never made the 
top of the New York Times Best Seller 
List. Ernie Hemingway could take a les
son from Mrs. Naomi Greenbaum Oliver 
Bartlett XV. 

We were sitting down over dinner. We 
had bought great Jap sterling steel silver
ware. 

"If they want to laugh," she said, "they 
watch Red Skelton. If they're gonna shell 
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out $4.95 for a slim book with short sen
tences, you gotta give them something 
to cry about." 

I shoveled another forkful of cocktail 
onions into my mouth and masticated 
thoughtfully. Sure enough, the tears 
started coming. Before I knew it, I was 
bawling like a baby. 

"Don't just sit there, Preppie," Naomi 
yelled, "get to that typewriter!" 

I did just that. Two hours and 300 cock
tail onions later, I had finished the first 
12 chapters. 

17 

Naomi took a job in a cannery while I 
tried to finish the novel. I say tried be
cause after 100 pages, I still didn't have 
the grabber. I scoured back issues of 
Modern Romance until my fingers were 
stained with ink- and the pulp was soggy 
with tears. Still, I didn't find the plot 
twist I needed. Then, one night, the an
swer came to me. 

Naomi had come home from work and 
I decided to have some fun with her. 

"Thought you were packing sardines," 
I said. 

"Preppie, I am," she replied. "Who told 
you different?" 

"My nose," I said, "It tells me you're 
packing smelts!" 

Naomi laughed. Then she collapsed. 

"Love is all you need," she gasped. "But 
just to make sure, get a big advance." 

18 

I took Naomi to the hospital. Her doctor 
(an alumnus of the Famous Surgeons 
School) took me aside and laid it on the 
line. 

"She's cashing in," he told me. "We think 
it's an Oriental disease. Pressure on the 
eyeball. The Chinese call it pressed duct." 

He told me something else: I was the one 
who would have to tell Naomi. 

The next day, I hocked Naomi's high 
school ring and bought two plane tickets 
to Atlantic City, When I returned to the 
hospital, I told my young bride we were 
going on a vacation. 

"But, Preppie," she said, "one of these 
tickets is round-trip and the other is on
ly one-way!" 

I watched the smile fade from her lips 
and the roses turn ashen in her cheek. 
I stood there like a big dumb jock and 
watched. There was nothing else I could 
do. Except cry. And write it all down. 

- 1 9 

She didn't die that night. She didn't die 

the next night. In fact, it took four whole 
chapters before we reached the end. I 
was on page 127 when I heard her moan. 

"Preppie," she asked, "wouldja hold me 
tight. Wouldja?" 

"Of course," I answered, swilling a bottle 
of Gypsy Rose before hopping into the 
deathbed with her. Naomi looked scared 
and I gave her something to hold. My 
wallet. 

"There's something I must know, Prep
pie," she said. "Who do you see for the 
movie?" 

"Ryan O'Neal and Ali MacGraw," I said. 

Naomi groaned and handed back my 
wallet. It was empty. My God, that girl 
had spirit. 

"She's dying," I cried. "She's young and 
beautiful and she's dying. Oh, Lord, what 
is the answer!?" 

"Tax-free municipals," Naomi said. 

Those were her last words. 

20 

Marcel Greenbaum was in the waiting 
room. He was waiting. That was like him. 
He tried to stop me as I rushed past. 

"How about Jack Lemmon for me?" he 
said. 

21 

I was crazy with grief when I walked 
out of the hospital. All I took with me 
was my love for Naomi and my com
pleted manuscript. Suddenly, there was 
nowhere I wanted to go. Nothing I 
wanted to do. I decided to call my agent. 

I put a dime in a parking meter and 
started to dial (I told you I was crazy). 
Then I saw him. He was standing in front 
of the hospital watching me. He was my 
father. 

22 

"Irving Oliver Bartlett XV," he said, 
"you should have told me." 

"Irving Oliver Bartlett XIV," I said, 
"you wouldn't have heard." 

I looked at the man who was my father. 
My thoughts traveled to the future. A 
future without Naomi. A future with 
nothing to comfort me except money and 
fame, sex-crazed groupies and guest shots 
on late-night talk shows. Not knowing 
why, I repeated what 1 had learned from 
the beautiful girl now dead. 

"Life's like the pants business," I said. 
"Everything's on the cuff." 

And then I did what I had never done 
in his arms, much less in his pants, I 
cried. 

All the way to the bank, Q 
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-, ollution may be a drag for our furry, 
- finny and feathered friends, but for 

the housewife with a tight budget this 
holiday season, it's the answer to a cook's 
prayer (for a copy of this moving kitchen 
devotion, send in 10£ and the label, 
bottle cap or box top from any product 
containing sodium benzoate or lead). All 
that's needed to cash in on the caeca this 
Christmas is a strong stomach and a taste 
for experimentation, so grit your teeth 
and dice those scruples — the only thing 
you have to lose is your lunch. 

Any cook worth her additives knows 
that downstream from a big atomic-elec
tric plant, the fish always seem to be bit
ing. Sometimes they're even playing 
Frisbie or State Capitals. There's no need 
to bring along a rod and reel on this 
fishing expedition - a shovel or a large 
ladle will do nicely. (If it's sport you're 
after, you might try using a spatula.) Be 
choosy. Avoid items which lack the 
"fins,", "scales" and telltale torpedo 
shape normally associated with these 
river dwellers. Once you have the fish in 
hand — this is not a good idea, by the 
way, unless you're wearing motorman's 
gloves — you're ready to make 
Thermal Chowder 
4 lbs. river items 
1 pint food coloring (cook's preference) 
1 tsp. Mercurochrome 
2 cups mouthwash (to taste) 
1 small bottle aspirin (12 tablets) 

100 crushed saltines 
1 quart ginger ale 

At this point, there are several things 
you can do with the fish to get the tasty 
chunks you're after, and none require 
much effort. Just pick the fish up and 
then put them down again three or four 
times. This should give you a nice mound 
of fish morsels. (If you're lazy, you can 
achieve the same effect by letting the 
fish lie around for 15 or 20 minutes.) 

Once you have prepared the fish, put 
all of the remaining ingredients in a 
large container and bring to a fast boil. 
Do not add the fish until immediately 
before serving.These frazzled fillets were 
pretty well cooked to start with, and if 
you let them simmer too long, you could 
end up with Thermal Dip. (If this hap
pens, let the mixture stand outside for an 
hour or so to get a festive topping; then 
serve with potato chips). Put the chowder 
into bowls, garnish with aspirin, and 
serve. 

Short hunting seasons, urban sprawl 
and overzealous wardens have made tra
ditional Christmas game dishes pretty 
much a thing of . the past. But now, a 
game locker as lavish as any possessed 
by fancy hunting folk is as close as the 
median strip of the nearest rural stretch 
of superhighway. There's no "season," 
but late fall and early winter,when small 
woodland creatures tend to slow down 
a bit,is usually best. Take along a large 
garbage bag, some fireplace tongs and a 
copy'of Juniors biology textbook. Any
thing that doesn't move is fair game, but 
he on the lookout for leashes, tags and 
flea collars. And don't worry if your free 
Grade-A meat looks like Exhibit B from 
a hit-and-run whodonit — between the 
tarmac and the table, it will be trans
formed into 

Highway Fondue 
1 pint bourbon 
6 small or 4 large lumps meat 
1 pint Lysol 

Vi doz. cloves garlic 

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



1 bottle A-1 Sauce 
1 pistol (.38 or .45) 
1 can buckshot 

Vz doz. issues"Gunsand Hunting"or 
"American Sportsman" 

Drink the bourbon, then set the meat 
to cure in a corner of the cellar or attic. 
Fire about a dozen bullets into the meat, 
turning it slowly. Remove fur, heads and 
anything else you recognize. Chop the 
meat into cube-sized pieces and let soak 
in mixture of Lysol and A-1 Sauce for at 
least one hour. Remove and salt lightly 
with buckshot. Spread magazines around 
dining room for extra authenticity. Serve 
meat with individual skewers and table 
stove so each guest can cook his own. (If 
meat still looks questionable, smother 
with half-and-half mixture of glue and 
hot pea soup and serve as Median Strip 
Steak). 

The beach may seem a strange place 
to go for a broiler, but that's where the 
action is these days. You'll be able to find 
exactly the bird you want, right on the 
hoof or whatever, and as long as you're 
not too concerned about having an old-
fashioned turkey dinner, this year's holi
day dinner will be yours for the picking. 
Actually, it's pretty hard to tell just what 
these things are — if you spot a wing or 
a beak, you're doing better than most. A 
word of caution: In their last throes, 
these oven-ready treats can be nasty cus
tomers, so bring along a baseball bat. 
Once you've made your selection (don't 
let the gooey oil bother you; just think of 
it as another preservative), pop it into a 
fireproof container and head for home to 
prepare 

Sea Bird in Oil 
1 bird 
4 boxes Tide 
1 jar cold cream 
2 lbs. baking soda 
2 quarts Realemon lemon juice 
1 empty can olive oil 

Clean the bird with a # 1 0 hasp or a 
heavy duty sander. Do not smoke or Use 
open flame during preparations. Allow 

the bird to soak for at least one hour in 
a broth made of 2 parts Tide and one 
part lemon juice, then baste with cold 
cream and boil for three hours. Be on 
the watch for flash fires. Leave empty 
can of olive oil on top of garbage pail 
or work table. Serve with a side vegetable 
with plenty of bulk, like cabbage, for 
use as a fire blanket if necessary. 

If all else fails, you can still impress 
your family and get a jump on the next 
generation with a "taste of tomorrow" 
seasonal dessert. It's a toothsome mixture 
of out-of-this-world astronaut food, left
overs and some staples of the next dec
ade. Most of the ingredients can be 
found around the house. And if anyone 
gets tacky about what they're eating, 
just remind them of the futuristic nature 
of 
Sump Pudding 
4 tubes anything 
6 squares unsweetened linoleum 
1 pair galoshes 
1 pinch cuff dust 
1 doz. light bulbs (40 watt) 

Vz doz. # 2 pencils (unsharpened) 
2 umbrellas (cut off the handles) 
1 doz. pipe cleaners 

Run the whole mess through an In-
sinkerator. Mix with Coca-Cola and lef 
harden in an ashtray. Serve with topping 
of oven cleaner or Glamorene. Bon ape-
til, n 
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Coming Next Month 
WOMEN'S LIBERATION 

If you're observant, you've spotted the 
first preparations: A sharpened dust mop 
in the broom closet; in a dark corner of 
the garage, an old Insinkerator conver
ted to fire leftovers; under the sink, a 
rice-powered biscuit mortar made out of 
an old carpet tube and a double boiler; 
and for psy-war, just beneath the layer 
of cube steaks in the freezer, hundreds 
of cans of Dinty Moore stew and jars of 
Tang. Or maybe you came home early 
and found the little woman marching 
around the kitchen with a sauce pan 
chanting, "Knit one, purl two, knit one, 
purl two." You don't need "Mene, Mene, 
Iron Your Own Shirts" scrawled on the 
wall in lipstick to know what's cooking. 

Any day now, the spark will come. 
Someone will say, "That hat looks like 
a cereal box," or, "What's that perfume? 
You smell like a bus," or, "Whoever 
gave you a driver's license would give 

a hunter's license to Richard Speck." 
There'll be the flash of a bread knife or 
the dull thud of an insect bomb, and the 
code words "Lead Dumpling" will be 
broadcast on the Arlene Francis Show. 
Egg timers will wail, station wagons will 
maneuver and, in a few short hours, the 
world as we know it will end. Be pre
pared for the worst. Read the January 
issue of National Lampoon—considered 
by some to be the most inflammatory 
rip-off since Jenkins's ear. 

Cosmopolatin / A special insert featur
ing: Ten Steps to a Quicker Orgasm; 
How to Spruce Up a Dull Room with 
Orgasms; Why Johnny Can't Reach Or
gasm; What to Feed Your Orgasms; 
Making a Good Orgasm Souffle; The 
Long Orgasm, Will It Catch On?; How 
to Grow Prize Orgasms; The Key to 
Playing Winning Orgasm. 

The Women's Lib Pinup Calendar / You 
can do your part to help stop senseless 

exploitation of women as degraded love-
objects by displaying this calendar at 
your place of work or by just looking at 
it from time to time in the privacy of 
your home to remind yourself of the 
many indignities women have suffered. 

The Woman She Killed / At last, liter
ature by women, for women. A classic 
short story from the well-known author 
of A Farewell to Irons, The Cake Also 
Rises and The Old Woman and the Sea. 

Coverage of the Great Women's Strike / 
Remember those hard days when the 
rest rooms were picketed, laundromats 
cost a dollar a load and the National 
Guard had to be called out to do house
work? 

Hippity-Hop with Mighty Minerva / A 
children's book for little girls that strikes 
a blow against degrading hopscotch rit
uals, exploitative doll chauvinism and 
insulting sugar-and-spice attitudes. • 
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Benson & Hedges 100's must taste pretty good. Look what people put up with to smoke them. 

Benson & Hedges 100's 
The cigarette that 

made extra puffs popular. 
REGULAR OR MENTHOL 
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