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The new KLH Thi
you can buy for the money.

Bravado has never been our bag. But after carefully
comparing the new model Thirty-Two with our compeli-
tor's best-selling loudspeaker, we're going to break our
rule.

Qur product is superior.

You see, the Thirty-Two sounds like a very close rela-
tive of our now famous Model Six.

With good reason.

It's designed like a Six. It's built like a Six. And it
shares many of the Six's finest listening qualities. Bass
response that curls your toes. A mid-range that seduces
you with its smoothness. And an overall sound quality
that finally puts an end fo listening fatigue.

But the Thirty-Two not only sounds like an expensive
speaker, it looks like one, tco. It is unquestionably the
{suggested retoil price. Slightly higher in the west.

rty-Two is the best speaker

best looking loudspeaker in its price range.

The price?

Almost as amazing as the sound. Just $47.50 ($95
the pair). T

Make sure you hear—and see—the new KLH Thirty-
Two soon. And compare it with the best-known speaker in
its price range. We are sure you will agree that there's
never been anything like it for the money.

Anybody's money. ;

For more information on the Model Thirty-Two, write
to KLH Research and Development Corporation, 30 Cross
St., Cambridge, Mass. 02139. Or visit your KLH dealer.
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KLH RESEARCH AND DEVELOPMENT CORPORATION
*A trademork of KLH Reeorch and Development Corporation
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Why do people act that way?

rovocative book club for people who are interested in people—
w at they are, why they are, what makes them behave as they do.

-
-
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Choose Any 3 Selections Below
(Worth up to $36.70) For Only $3.95

® These two books count as one selection.

As a member of the Psychology Today Book Club you
will have an opportunity to read the best books being
published in the vitally important fields of psychology,
sex research, anthropology, sociology, family and mari-
tal planning, and child development—all the areas of
knowledge that are most important to you as a human
being.

You will receive any three selections below imme-
diately—books worth up to §36.70—for only $3.95. Then
you may purchase any of the many fascinating and in-

' psychology today books elub

P.0. Box 178, 400 Community Drive, Manhasset, New York 11030

Send me the three selections | have indicated in the boxes. Bill me only '
$3.95 plus shipping and handling for all three, and anroll me as a mam- '
ber of the Psychology Today Book Club. New sslections will be de-
scribed to me in advance every four weeks. | need never accepl a book [
| | do not want. My onlﬁ obligation is to accept three additional selactions |
or alternates during the next year, at savings of up to 40 percent. | may
| resign any tima alter that, |
Guarantee: If not delighted with your Introductory books, you may
I return them in ten days to cancel membership. Thare will ba no further

obligation on your part,

I | [

Name,
(please print)
I Addr =
CHy Stale Zip. |
Importantl We regret that we cannot accept orders from outside the
continental United States, 0802101

formative books that will be offered to you during the
coming year at special club discount prices,
= You never pay publishers' prices for the books you
order—you save up to 40 percent.
* You may return any books you order within ten days
and receive a full refund on the purchase price.
s You are only obligated to purchase three books during
the membership year.

Just choose three selections from the books listed be-
low. .. fill out the Membership Certificate and mail today.

00018. THE UNEXPECTED UNIVERSE, Loren Eisaley. Publisher's price $5.75
00017. LOVE AND WILL, Rollo May. Publisher's price $7.95
00031. EGO AND INS INCT Danlu[ Yankelovich and William Barrett
Fublishar's price §
00021. THE LUSCHER cOLCIR TEST, Max Lischer, Publisher's price $6,95
00023. THE SEX RESEARCHERS, H’!ward M. Brechar. Publishers price 36.95
00002. TEACHING AS A SUBV'ERBWE ACTIVITY, MNeil Postman and
Charles Weingartner. Publisher's price $5.95
00047. HISTORY AN HUMAN SURVIVAL, Robert Jay Lifton,
Publisher's price S8,
00052, NATURAL EN MIES???. Alexander Klein (ed.). Publisher's price $8.95
00033. PRISONERS OF CULTURE, George Pettitt, Publisher's price $8.50
00027. LIFE ON MAN, Theodor anehuuy Publisher's price $6.95

@ The following dual offerings count as one selection,

00008. SEX ENERGY and THE MASTER GAME, Hobaerl 5. de Hopp.
2 yolumes, count as 1 selection. Publisher's prica $12.80

00030. DIALOGUE WITH ERIK ERIKSON and B. F. SKINNER: THE MAN
AND HIS IDE#S Ru.ha:d |. Evans. 2 volumes, count as 1 selection.
Publisher's p

00025. THE DECLINE OF RnDICﬁLISM REFLECTIONS ON AMERICA
TODAY, Danie! Boerstin, and THE POWER TACTICES OF JESUS
CHRIST AND OTHER ESS“YS Jay Halay. 2 volumes, count
as 1 selection. Publisher's price §9.90

00043. THE MECHANISM OF MIND and NEW THINK, Edward de Bono.
2 volumes, count as 1 selaction. Publisher's price $11.80

00048, SUPERGROW, Benjamin DaMott, and REBELS IN EDEN,
Richard Rubenstein. 2 vnlumm count a3 1 selection
Publisher's price $11

00035. THE UHDEHACHIEVING SCHODL John Holt, and WHO CAN BE
EDUCATED?, Millon Schwebel, 2 v(,-lu-lnr..; count as 1 seleclion
Publisher's prica $11.45

00015, THE DIVIDED SELF and SELF AND OTHERS, R, D. Laing.

L e e e e e e e e e e o GOPYiGO-2087 National LAY AR a8 1 selection. Publishor's price §11.90
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Travel the world just as

if you could afford
to travel the world.

Learn how in exciting
Freighter Travel-Letter!

It’s the monthly

money-saving news-

letter that’s packed to the
marging with expert, inside

facts on freighter travel. You fearn
all about the leisurely, low-

cost way to visit more exotic
ports of call — aboard smoather-
riding ships with fewer pas-
sengers and friendlier crews.

In Freighter Travel-Letter you get
information avarlable nowhere efse
about new and unusual crufses, new
ships with first class accommodations
and sailings to new places. All plus
tips on the most interesting sights

in your ports of call — where to

shop for less — how to find the best
and least expensive restaurants —
and much, much mare!

According to one of America’s best
known travel editors, it's “an invaluable
asset and the best $12.00 you've
ever spent . .. will help save you
hundreds of dallars and help make
your trip twice as enjoyable.”

FREE! 3 extra months if you start
your subscription NOW!

MAIL NOW AND SAVE!

#
sesocvencosnoscssovnosBes

Freighter Trayel-Letter \ \;ff-'
P.O. Box 5921
Clinton, lowa 52732

YES, I'd like 3 extra months free, so please start my
subscription to Freighter Travel-Letter with your nexr
issue, | understand that this special introductory offer is
far new subscribers only and that | must send my check
or money order for $12 with this order.

name

address

city state zip
Published by one of the
waorld’s leading publishers

Pibiicamorg. e Klevans 1—745-11—  |2[2[a]6]7]
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SPECIAL PRINTER'S BONUS!

Cut out this strange-looking

thing and paste it on the upper-left-hand
corner of page 42 in the Head (February)
issue, All will be clear.

LETTER FROM THE EDITOR

Back before Tv and movies, Culture was a dime a dozen. While Mom was
off at the Chautauqua tent listening to Ralph Waldo Thoreau cry, “Culcha,
culcha, getcher red hot culcha!”, Dad could steal a peek at the foldout in
Godey's Ladies Book before the kids trooped home from the Hudson River
School, Even the town drunk could recite Petrolio’s “No man is a pen-
insula™ speech from Shakespeare's Something for Nothing, and you
couldn’t stroll past a barbershop without hearing the gang harmonizing
Handel's Meshuggeneh.

But today’s on-the-go world makes it hard for the average Joe to stay up
on all the new masterpieces, and he usually winds up with an omelet on
his face when he shows it at hoity-toity recitals and shopping center open-
ings. For this reason, the National Lampoon offers the following tips guar-
anteed to make you a culture vulture in no time. Painting: Anything that
looks like what it says it is on the little brass plate at the bottom is Bad Art.
Anything that looks like somebody fed a cow a strong emetic and backed
it up to a canvas is Good Arl. (Note to Texans: All items at most public
museums are generally nor for sale.) Music: If the band is in tuxedoes,
you're at the wrong place. If you stay anyway, remember, if it's too loud,
it's Wagner; if it’s too quiet, it's Chopin; and if it's alternately too loud and
too quiet, it's either Beethoven or your hearing aid has a loose connection.
If you keep expecting a kick line, it's Bernstein. Dance: Don’t worry about
Dance, nobedy likes it, but you have to take the folks somewhere when
they're in for the weekend and you can’t get tickets to Hello, Fiddlerl,
Architecture: Anything made outl of wood, stone or brick is Bad Art. Any-
thing that looks like a McDonald’s but isn't, is Good Art. Opera: Don't
worry, nobody likes Opera either, but sometimes you can't even get tickets
for Dance! Literature; Good Art is anything that sells less than 5,000
copies. Bad Art is any novel whose main character is called by an initial, or
any New Yorker short story that begins, “Spring comes late to Kew
Gardens ., . " As far as Love Story is concerned, just try to lay low until the
whole thing blows over. — pck

COVER: The Mona Gorilla by Ricardo da Meyerowitz is reproduced
with the kind permission of the National Lampoon Traveling Exhibition
entitled The Gorilla in Art, The reconverted bookmobile will also display
such masterpieces as Duchamp’s Gorilla Descending u Stuircase, Picasso's
Gorillica, the original manuseript of Kant's Critique of Pure Gorilla, a
recording of Schubert’s Unfinished Gorilla and a videotaping of Sir Kenneth

Clark’s cultural series Gorillisation. Gorilla my dreams, I love you . . .
e e e e e e P . e __L_J-....._...n..___,_,l
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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. NL371
635 Madison Ave., New York, N.Y. 10022

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

| enclose my check [] money order [

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

Name : : e e ————)

Address_ . ; = —

6] |/ O ——— i a2 | P i
Please be sure to include your correct zip code number
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records for *2%¢

You simply agree to buy 10 records during the coming 2 years

oLy
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GREATEST
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Dy i, tee s Ganyon” |

Teans-Elecironic
Mursic Productions, Ivo.
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YES, IT'S TRUE — if you join the Columbia Record Club right
now, you may have your cloice of ANY 12 of these best-
selling hit records for only $2.86. And all you have to do is
agree to buy as few as ten records (at the regular Club
price) during the coming two years.

That's right — you'll have two full years in which to buy

your ten records. After doing so, you'll have acquired a siz-
able library of 22 records of your choice — but you'll have
paid for just half of them ... that's practically a 50% saving
off regular Club prices!
AS A MEMBER you will receive, every four weeks, a copy of
the Club's entertaining music magazine. Each issue de-
scribes the regular selection for each musical interest and
almost 300 other records . .. hit albums from every field of
music, from scores of record labels.

If you do not want any record in any month — just tell us
so by returning the selection card by the date specified. ..
or you may use the card to order any of the records offered.
If you want only the regular selection for your musical in-
terest, you need do nothing—it will be shipped to you
automatically. And from time to time, the Club will offer
some special albums, which you may reject by returning
the dated form provided — or accept by doing nothing.
RECORDS SENT ON CREDIT. Upon enroliment, the Club
will open a charge account in your name . . . you pay for your
records only after you have received them. They will be
mailed and billed to you at the regular Club price of $4.98
(Classical and occasional special albums somewhat higher),
plus @ mailing and handling charge.

FANTASTIC BONUS PLAN. As soon as you complete your
enrollment agreement, you will automatically become eli-
gible for the Club's generous bonus plan, which entitles you
to one record of your choice free (plus 25¢ for mailing and
handling) for every one you buy thereafter!

SEND NO MONEY — JUST THE COUPON! Write in the num-
bers of the twelve records you want, for which you will be
billed only $2.86, plus mailing and handling. Be sure to in-
dicate the type of music in which you are mainly interested.

Columbia Record Club
aservice of
n ﬁoi umbia
ouse
Terre Haule Indana 47808

KENNY ROGERS &
THE FIRST EDITION
Tadl It All Brothor

i
196352
Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.

195509

191270

194779

CLOSE TO YOU
CARPENTERS

" JIM NABORS

 EVERYTHING |15 BEAUTIFUL

THE
ANDY
EH®

194662 2 records countas 1

SAVE ALMOST 50% ON RECORDS

Savings are off regular Club prices

AS A MEMBER OF THE
COLUMBIA RECORD CLUB

GREATEST

[*lmﬁ
CLASSICAL GAS
MASON WILLIAME

DOWHN!
PETULA CLARK

195966

SEND NO MONEY — JUST THIS COUFON
Columbia Record Club, Terre Haute, Indiana 47808 I
PFlease accept me as & member of the Club. I've indl-
cated below the twelve stereo records I wish to receive
for-only §1.86, plus malling and lml:ﬂlin{. I agree to

I purchpse ten records during the coming two vears (I I
understand I may choose sclectlons from any fleld of

I music), under the terms outlined In this advertisement, I
I may canecel membershlp any time thereafter, If X

1
continue, T will be cliglgle for the Club's generous I
bonus plan.

SEND ME THESE 12 RECORDS FOR ONLY $2.86 |

i
| |
| |
| I
| |
| |
| |
| |
| MY MAIN MUSICAL INTEREST IS (check one only) |
| [ Easy Listening O Today's Sounds |
I O country [ Classical |
| O Broadway and Hollywood O Jazz |
I Mr. l
I glﬂri. l
MBI e sevinnmnnsnnanis dnbi b hwsd s p s innesiasisansss

I (Pleage Print) First Namo Initial Last Name l
I OB, n o o o Bt ) e o B R A '
| |
| oiy... |
| |
l .11 | [T EEEE e e F1 | P l
| bo You Have A Telephone? (Check One) G yes..0 o |
I AFO, FPQ addressees: write for spacial effer

m11-8/6z |
e e i i s i i’ . it -l
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HEY, KIDS!

Can that Cloverine Brand Salve! Chuck
those Christmas cards! You can make
CASH CASH CASH CASH CASH and
on your Schwinn bike by selling
sought-after, quick-moving subscrip-
tions to the National Lampoon! It's
funl It's easy! And you can earn
anough to have Mom and Dad rubbed
outl Write today! G.A., National Lam-
poon, 635 Madison Ave., N.Y., N.Y,
10022,
Grab This Oppaortunity|

College
Representative

Prestige humor magazine seeks dy-
namic college representative for its
extensive sales nelwork, Unparalleled
opportunity to exacuta shoert and long
term individual issue purchase con-
tracts. No knowledge of Fortran, tort
law, bolt tolerances or celestial me-
chanics required. Jumbo commission,
rolten fringes. Apply in complete con-
fidanca to Mr. A, NatlampCo, 635
Madison Ave,, New York, MY, 10022,

Or, to put it simply, the “Na-
tional Lampoon” is seeking college
representatives for a major sub-
scription campaign., If you are a
beneficiary of Mr, Nixon’s interest-
ing Higher Education Eradication
Act (Canadian students: Substitute
“If you are sick of playing gin rum-
my with beavers); or if rampant in-
flation in certain argriculiural and
chemical areas of the economy have
left you short; or if you just want
additional funds for market plunges,
silly flings or New York State medi-
cal bills, you can earn a surprisingly
large amount of money in commis-
sions selling *National Lampoon”
subscriptions. A recently completed
study has shown us that the average
sale of the “National Lampoon” in
50 selected college locations was
97%. The “National Lampoon” is
the second-most popular commod-
ity at colleges today and, unlike the
most popular, selling it does not lead
to mandatory transfer to a federal
or state-supported institution of a
non-academic nature,

If you are interested, reply
promptly, In most cases, we can au-
thorize only one representative for
each college, and assignments will
be made on a first-inquiry basis. We
will supply you with all the neces-
sary subscription sales material and
detailed information on commission
earnings. Write to:

Mr. College Representative
National Lampoon

635 Madison Avenue

New York, New York 10022

CARS in EUROPE

RENT or BUY - SPECIAL REDUCTIONS

TO TEACHERS & STUDENTS
FREE CATALOG

EUROCARS, inc.

1270 AVE. of the Americas, N. Y., N. Y. 10020

Sirs:

I realize that you must get an awful
lot of hate letters from perverted cranks,
but I hope you will have time to read
this one. Doo-doo, number two, ca-
ca, B.M., uh-uh's, pee-pee, make water,
poo-poo, number one, wee-wee, tinkle,
potty!

D. Eisenhower
Washington, D.C.
Sirs:

Onc may have the exigence to conduct
an equine to an aqueous reservoir, al-
though inciting the quadruped to imbibe
is apother matter,

Dan Image
Louisville, Ky,

Sirs:

This is just a friendly reminder from
your local Electric Company that your
payment this month is five days overdue.
If you have already mailed us your check,
just throw this notice away and forget
about it. If you haven't sent your check,
may we politely remind you what the
effects of a 10-minute “power failure™
would have on the operation of the iron
lung in which your mother is unfortun-
ately confined at the Mt. Mercy Hospital
in Arizona?

Please don't feel that we are “pressur-
ing” you in any way, but won't you send
us your check? We would regret being
forced to charge you an additional $1.70
for a long distance service call to our
sister plant in Phoenix,

Your Friendly Loecal Electric Co.
Anytown, U.S.A.
Sirs:

Little Lulu, Little Lulu, with freckles
on your chin; always in and out of
trouble, but mostly always in. Stealing
Daddy's necktie for the tail of your kite;
using Mommy’s lipstick for the letters
that you write. Though the clock says
7:30, it’s really after 10. (Looks like
Little Lulu has been fixing it again!) Oh!
Though you're wild as any Zulu and
you're just as hard to tame, Little Lulu,
I love you-lu, T love you just the same.
Little Lulu, I love you-lu just the same.

Lance Rentzel
Dallas, Tex.

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.

Sirs:

. I haven't got much time before the
Nip guards find me, so I'll be brief
We've just overheard the Jap generals
discussing plans to make a sneak ai
attack on Pearl Harbor sometime in early
December. I'm staying behind to hold off
the guards for as long as I can while my
aide Lt, Nixon carries this message imn-
mediately to you at Naval Command
Headquarters. I've warned him that every
minute lost could mean a hundred Amer-
ican lives, and the kid assures me that
he's got my instructions perfectly clear.

Capt. L. D. Rogers, U.S. Navy
Osaka, Japan
Sirs:

When the moon 1s in the seventh
house, and Jupiter aligns with Mars,
yowll want to be first in line for the
drastically reduced buys at my gala Bar-
gain Daze Clearance Sale!

Peter Max
Lhasa, Tibet
Sirs:

I just had to write you and tell you
about this unbelievable book T just read!
It's called Stranger in a Sirange Land and
it starts out with this guy from Mars who
comes to Earth to turn everybody on to
“grokking,” which is the way you can
communicate with people without even
talking or anything! Well, the Govern-
ment tries to get ahold of him and rip off
his Knowledge. but he escapes and
tcaches everybody how to grok before
they finally kill him in the end! (He's a
lot like Christ except without all the re-
ligion!) Tn the end, the whole world gets
together and grok out their differences!

I mean it's a long book and every-
thing, but it’s really worth it! 1 mean it’s
even better than Listen to the Warm!

I, Dostoevski
St. Petersburg, Russia

e

e

T CiBansett

“All I know, David. is that since the crealive

explosion, it's taking you longer and longer
to unwind each evening.”



Sirs:
Can anyone help me identify the
author of the following passage? -~ -~ - \
ie T ay4 1o the dumb biseh, “Oh GEORGE HARRISON
cah? and she says “Yeah! so [ says, R T AP .
'O, yeah? and she stll says “Yean! ALL THINGS MOST PASS
So I pick up the ham right off the table
and paste her right in the puss!”

O'Hara blinked with heightened in-
terest and leaned closer to Flynn.
“What'd she say then?” O’Hara asked.

“What'd she say? What'd she say?"
laughed Flynn. “When I walked outta
the house she was still tryin’ t'pick the
cloves outta her teeth!”

“Yer kiddin' me,” O'Hara chuckled,
elbowing Flynn in the ribs,

“No, I mean it!” said Flynn.

“Aw, g'wan,” said O"Hara.

“Look, I'm rellin’ ya!” insisted
Flynn,

“C'mon,” said O'Hara,

“O'Hara, I'm warnin' ya . . |
growled Ilynn,

“Yer pullin’® me leg,” laughed
(’Hara, unaware that Flynn's fingers
were creeping purposefully toward the
massive pot roast. . .

a

Paul Hoffman
Southampton, Pa.

Sirs:

Wanna meet me at Joe's after work for
a short one?

Truman Capote
New York, N.Y,

Sirs;
I know this really isn’t your line, but
I wondered if you could help me inter-
pret this weird dream I keep getting night
after night. I'm walking toward the
Washington Monument arm in arm with
this giant hot dog who's smoking a big
cigar when all of a sudden I'm kidnapped
by these telephone poles and tossed onto
this long train that goes into a tunnel
and falls into a deep, dark pit while a

Tootsie Roll screams dirty words in my You HEHBD THB n:conn,

ear,
Any ideas? Now BEHD THE Boon
Paulus Sixtus

The Vatican, Italy

Sirs:

Having perused your magazine, 1 find A :
the majority of it to be tasteless and Now, in one 8% x 11 songbook, the lyrics and music from the hit
sophomoric. The following is a satire 3.record set by George Harrison. The 15 songs, including one by Bob

Dylan and a collaboration by Dylan and Harrison, are arranged for
piane, vocal and guiter, and the book conlains a large poster of
George Harrison as he appeared on the original album cover. All for
only $4.95 plus 35¢ for shipping charges.

dialogue between St. Thomas Aquinas
and the humanist Erasmus concerning
aspects of medieval theology which I
hope you will find instructive:

St. Thomas Aquinas: Hey theah, "Ras-
mus, Ah got a proof dat yo' is shit!

Erasmus: Wuh yo' mean, "Quinas? Mail this coupon today to 21st Century Books Dept. 371,
Aquinas: Muh major premise is dat 635 Madison Avenue, New York, N.Y, 10022
Shl_l’_S brown, muh minor premise is dat Please send me George Harrison's “All Things Must Pass.” |
yo' is brown, an’ muh con-clusion is dat enclose my check for $4.95 plus 35¢ shipping charge,

y0's shit! Kyoo, Eee, Dee.
Erasmus: Hol' on theah, 'Quinas!

NAME
Whut's yo’ his-torical references? ADDRESS

Aquinas: Yo' always been shit!
Flip Wilson
Boomlay Boom, Calif.

G e . BTATE .
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SPECIAL BOOK AND
RECORD BARGAINS

9984, TAROT REVEALED. A Modern Guide to Reading
The Taret Cards. By Eden Gray, The 78 cards are
authentically illusirated n this casy-to-use ex-
planation of the mystic S)fmll)lilm on these ancient
fortune telling cards. 93 x

Orig. Pub. at §3.95 Only $1.98

1232. THE ART OF W. C. FIELDS. By Wm. K.
Everson. With 198 photos. Here in detail are all

of the Fields' movies demonstrating his unique

gxl'mcs ?35 imagination with muasterful pantomine.
" "

S sh. Only $2.98

&620. THE FILMS OF CHARLIE CHAPLIM. Ed. by
cDonald, M. Conway & M. Ricci. With d‘zﬁ
Phofms A pictorial record of (he earcer of
Little Tramp taken from his 80 films {rom his dal:rut
in 1814 to his last picture, A King in New York,
released in 1957, including casts, eredits and co-
stars in many wonderful nostalgic shots. 814 x

('.'n(;', Pub. at §7.95 (nly $3.95

6784,
Stuart. Over 600 memorable uhutogmnhu A big
album of movie stills with brief bicgraphies of
Haollywood's most glamorous stars: Gable, Leslie

Howard, Harlow, W. C. Fields, the l:inrryrnum.
Valenlino, Bogurl, Beery, and many more. -"A
x 114,

Orig. pub. at §7.50 New, complete ed, Only $2,98

3711, THE STARS: The Personalities Whe Made The
Movues By R. Schickel & A. Hurlburt, 400 pictures

80,000 words depicting the personal as well as
pulnlle inres of the great screen stars from the days

of Wm, Hart to the present—Mary Pickiord,
Diouglas l'nu'huni:s Valentine, Garbo, C]mp]m.
Keaton, W. C. Fields, Gable, Cu-nper. Marilyn

Monros, Hnrlnlw, and more. 9% x 12
Orig. Pub, at $12.50 New, complete ec? Only $3.95

K346, GREAT ACTING, Ed. by Hal Burton.
Pholos of outstanding performances by L. Oliver,
Syhbil Thorndike, P. Asheroft, M. Redgrave, Edith
Evans, J. Gielgud & Noel Coward with their own
comments on their rumur roles and on how they
learned their eraft. BL4 x 1114,

Orig. Pub. at 310.00 l."IU, complete ed, Onlv $3.95

2962, THE ANMMOTATED ALICE: Alice’s Adventures
in Wonderland & Through the Lookinev_ﬁlcts. By
Lewis Carrell. Illus. by John Tenniel. With Introd.
& Notes by Martin Gardner. The complete text
and original illus, in the only fully annotated edi-
tion. Notes are concurrent with the text on all
the jokes, games, porodies, puzzles, ele. with
which Carroll filled his writings, Size Bl{" x 12"
Qrig. Pub, at $10.00

New, complete ed., Only $3.95

5-4194, Sﬁ avia, Monteya, John Williams:
MASTERS OF THE GUITAR. Classieal, Flamenco,
folkk guitar {reasury featuring Segovia, Mon.
toya, Williwms, Manitas De Plala, Alirio Diaz,
Laurindo ;\Immdn other great parlormm’s 78

compositions in all.
335.00 Value 7 Record Set, Only $9.95

IMMORTALS OF THE SCREEM, Ed, by Ray .

8955. JUSTINE or The Misfortunes of Virtue. By Mar-
quis de Sade. Critical and historieal 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 literary history
— o tale in which vice and evil reign supreme and
reflect the bizarre philosophy and twisted sexuality
of itz author.

Pub, at §5.00 Only $1.98

7007. DICTIOMARY OF ECOLOGY. By H. C. Han-
aon, Practical, fascinaling irl[orm-mun for use of
students, teachers and workers in the fields of
forestry, wildlife, range management, conservation
and other forms of biclogy.

Pub._ at §10.00 Only 51.98

672, THE PHOTOGRAPHIC MAMUAL OF SEXUAL
INTERCOURSE. Intro. by Dr. Albert Ellis, By L. R.
O'Conner. A mujor 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 morried couple engoged in
sexual intercourse positions. An extraordinary de-
tailed text. The most sophisticated, modern and
up-to-date rmarriage manusl ever written. For
sale to adulls over 21 only.

Fublished at 31285 Only $9.95

1772. TREASURY OF PHILOSOPHY, Iid. by D. Kunes.
The thought and wisdom of 381 great philosophers
the world over, from ancients to moderns. 1300
pis. of choice writing, with biography of each
philsopher and evaluation of his imperlance in
man's quest for knowledge.

Pulb. at 812,60 Only $4.95

A very special colleetion of song books for the musi-

eian, vocalist, and popular music enthusiast. All

volumes illus. and in deluxe softbound gift format

ianlzludi;:z piano, vocal, and puitar chord musie.
x

*K293. THE MUSIC OF JONI MITCHELL. For piano,
vocal, and guitar, Incl. all of her most popular huts:
Both Sides Now, Chelsea Morning, Laodies of the
Canyen, many others. Illus, plus a poster, Soft-

bound.
Only §4.95

*K294. THE MNEW BEATI.ES TOP 40 SONGBOOK, 41
most papular son Wani T'o Be Your Man,
through Magical ﬁysle!y Tour to Here Comes the
Sun and many mere, For piane, vocal and guitar,
1llus, with n speeinl thesnurus of Beatle Manin.

Softbound.
Only $3.50

*K296. Rod McKuen: KALEIDOSCOPE, Cu.l](,chun of
his most tender and lyric songs for guitar, piano,
vocal arrengements, Includes an in depth inter-
view with WMeKuen ond his clossic songs, Jean,
Last Day of Summer, Last of the Wine, 38 more.
Softbound.
Only $3.95

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 artist in the world
Includes concise biography of the artist and some
personal reflections on the nalure, quality, and
significance of his art. Softbound,

Only $3.95

$636. ABZ OF LOVE. By Inge & Stan Hegeler. This
15 nol a book for beginners — it is wrillen by u
]'l:lnluh married couple, both doctors, both psyehal-
ogists, in blunt, non-technical language and illus-
trated with candor — it is what it purports to be:
an_important book on Sex, and an enlightening
guide to a complete and ha| jer  sex hfc It

. 9006, COME SKI WITH ME, By Stein Eriksen. With
hundreds of photos in monochrome and Full Color
by Fred Lindholm. A complete book of instruction
from the beginner to advanced techniques embel-
lished wath an account of Eriksen's career from his
yvouth in Norway through his racing and Olympic
years lo the directorship of one of the great ski
gchools in the 7.8, 8 x 1114,

Only $4.95

Pub. at §12.50
K144. THE XYZ OF LGVE, By Tnge and Sten Hegeler.
The authors of the hest-selling ADZ of Love, which
sold over 1% million copies now bring us their
newesl — a distillation of their vast and unigue ex-
perience of answering questions on every coneeiv-
able aspect of sex. Their answers reveal the psy-
chological causes of sexual inhibitions common in
men and women, tested solutions to many a hang-
Bp of modern marringe, sex technique, ele.
rig. Pub. at §9.95 Only $5.95

539, FADS, FOLLIES AMD DELUSIONS OF THE
AMERICAN PEOPLE. By P. Sann. Over 400 Illus.
Pictorial story of the madneszes, erazes, and crowd
phenomena of the last 50 vears, including crooners;
flagpole sitters; ouiju boards and. phony quiz shows;
hula-hoops nm:i hippies; much, much more,

Orig. Pub. at $10.00 Only $4.95

1934. THE PHOTOGRAPHER AND HIS MODEL. By
John Rawlings. 126 superb photos, 11 in Full Coler.
‘The distinguished high fashion photographer of
Vogue and other quality mogozines demonsirales
his great arlistry in bringing out the suppleness
and grace of the nude figure in uninhibited motion,

o915 x 11384,
Pub. at 310.85 Only $5.95

. uuv Collins, Corl Sandburg, Red MeKuen:
.RMEI!ICNS FOLK HERITAGE. 17 of America's great-
eat folk performers present 72 of our finest folk
and folk style songs. Judy Collins, Carl Sandburg,
Glen Campbell, Pele Seeger y Gullirie, Josh
White, John Lee Hooker, Glen Yarborough, Lead-

belly, Oscar Brand, etc.
$30.00 Value 6 Record Set, Only $9.95

K465, TENMDER BOUGH, Over 80 photos by Alice
& Peter Gowland, poems by Mary Lee. Pni{g-
nant, touching love story of a voung girl's

sexual wwakening told in verse and photos.
SIA x 11. Softhound. Only $1.95

1751, THE ART SCEMNE. By B. Stunrt-Penrose, Over
150 Full Colar and monechrome photos. Intimate
close-uns ol’ the lives of famous painters, sculptors,
and col the special world they inhabit and

stormed the best-seller lists in Denmark, S
Norway and Holland and has reached over 1,000,
000 readers. 120 illustrations.

Pub, at §10.00 Only §4.98

5-3830, AUTHENTIC MUSIC OF THE AMERICAN
INDIAM, Mugnificent sel contains the music of over
twenly Weslern tribes, including Sioonx, Apache,
Hopi, Navaio, etc., actually performed by native
American Indians. Ineluded are war dances, honor
songs, social and folk songs, ceremonial songs and

chants.
Pub. at 814.94 3 Record Set, Only $5.95

5.4250. GREAT MOMENTS IN RADIO. He-live these
good old davs of The Shadow, Lone Ranger, Ma
Perkins, Gang Dusters, Fred Allen plus old-time
commercials, historic news broadcasts ete. Orig.
broadensts pl\:s Jock Henny's narcp

e & 208 7oA St HS o ThESS 96

their unigue views on conlemporary ort. High-
lights Picasso, Dali, Lichtenstein, Henry Moore,
many others. Includes intriguing section on art
forgers and {orgeries,

Pub. at 36.95 Chnly §3.95

K28, THE NEW WEBSTER ENCYCLOPEDIC DIC-
TIOMNARY OF THE EMGLISH LANGUAGE Includ-
ing a Dictisnary of Synonyms and 12 supple-
mentary reference sections: Popular Quotations,

nssical Mythology, Business Law & Finunce,
Names, The Story of America in 332 Pictures,
211 Flags in Color, Biosraphies of the Presi-
dents with then- pictures in eolor, Space Ame
Terms with 15 plates in color. More than 1400
pages, large format 814 x 1114 aver 3 inches
thick, weighs over 5 lbs. Handsome leather-like
binding wilh simulated gold
edges, seen head nnd footbands.
Puly. at $39.95

stamping and
Only §9.95




WITH EMPHASIS
ON THE UNUSUAL

Order Now! Save up to 400% over original published price!

9357, COMPLETE COURSE IM OIL PAINTING, By
Hle Nordmark, 200 illus, with 14 in Full Color,
Step-by-step guidance in traditional and new meth-
ods of oil painting — tools and materials, uses
of light and color, etc,
Orig. Pub. in 4 Vols, at 81580

Complete 1 Voi. Ed.. Only $3.95

8135, Television — A Fictorial History: HOW SWEET
IT WAS. By A. Shulman & R. Youman. Hupe his-
torical panorama with 14356 pholos and  com-
mentary of the shows, personalities, comedians,
music, specials, panels and quiz shows. Congres-
sional hearings, news shols, campaigns and elec-
tions; from Lrivinl momenis fo mgmﬁﬁmt wvents
— unique and fascinating. 814" x 109",

Ovig. Pub. at $12.50 ‘Only $4.95

468 TREASUR‘E‘ OF WITCHCRAFT. By H. E. Wedeck.
110 P & Drawings. Source k of the mugic

K121. The French Picture Book of Sexual Llove
L'AMOUR. France's mognificent pictorial portrayal
of the varied positions of sexual love with 70 Full

or graceful action photos of an extraordinarily
hand, specinlly posed in the nude by

arts, inel Iud:ng divination, :wl.rull:lgy TIECT V.
spells, charms, occult practices, medicine men,
rites, ete. from earliest times to the present.

Orig. Pub. at $8.95 New complete ed. Only §2.98

3287, ARCHITECTURE: The Great Art of Building.
By T. Copplestone. Over 230 color plates, photos,
diagrams and charts. Magnificently illus. compre-
hengive puide to the development of world-wide
architecture from ancient to modern times, explor-
ing desimn, utility, durability and decoration, incl.
glossary, 104 x 12

2695 Value Onlv $2.98

2073. Frank Lloyd Wright's A TESTAMEMT, With
210 magnificent illustrations in photos, drawings
and plans. The preat autobiography containing the
work and philosophy of the master architect, stinu-
lating and inspiring. Handsome velume, 014 = 1214,
Crig. Pub. at §12.50 Only $5.95

1888. THE LITERARY LIFE. A Scrapbook Almanac of
the Anglo-American Literary Scene from 1900 to 1950,
By R. Phelps & P, Deane. 333 pictures with gossip,
homage, lnurels, letters and other fascinating mate-
rial lrnm the lives of Hemingway, Maugham,
Yeats . Stein, Spender, Jovee, many others,

Bl x
Pubh, ul 3!5 il Inly 54.95

2959, THE ANNOTATED MOTHER GOOSE. Inlrod.
& MNotes by Wm, 5. & Ceil Baring-Gould. Over
200 illus. by Caldecott, Crane, Greenaway, Rack-
ham, Parrish & Historical Woodents. The com-
plete text and illustrations in a fully annotated
edition containing more than 1,000 separate rhymes
— original, variations, sources and allusions.
Orig. Pub. at 310,00,

New, complele ed., Only $3.95

83‘-!0 SEXERCISES: |sometric and Isotonic, By E,
Reilly, M.A., M.S.P.E. 300 Photos, Approved

exctclsea to develop those muscles directly con-

cerned with sexual activity of both men and

women  to produce muoximum  pleasure in the

sexual I'ulf]lml.-nl. of marriage.

Pub. at $4.95 Only $2.98

981, SONGS OF MAM. The International Book of
Folk Sengs. IEd, by NMorman Luboeff & Win Stracke.
Beautifully illus, in color by ', Freeman. Marni-
ficent volume of 185 songs, words, music and notes
on the guitar! blues, worl luw_- :,sgu drink, magie,
small fry, valor, hymns and spirituals, 89 x 1114,
Orig. Pub. i $14.95 New, complete ed, Only $5,95

9483, MNaturol WESTERN MUDES, By Andre de
Dienes. Over 130 unusual, breath-taking natural
Photos of the nude (12 in Full Color) on mountains
and hills, joviully cavorting under waterfalls, in
cave and on sun warmed desert sands and beaches.
Magnificent blending of the natural unspoiled
beauty of the female body and the natural beauly

of the West,
Only $5.95

5-2604. Krips’ COMPLETE BEETHOVEN SYMPHOMIES,
Now, arranged in sequence for automatic record
changers, you can hear any symphony complete
without turning a record over, These are the fo-
mous London Festival definitive recordings. 7 mag-
nificent. records plus handsome 2-color softhound
Pictorial History of Composer's life. Originally
released in different format at 340,00, Now only
14 of the oriFinal orica!

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

¥7. THE UI’ANiSHhDS. A one-volume abridgement
translated & edited by Swami Nikhilononda. Con-
tains the major Upanishads which ave the basis of
the Vedanta philosophy of the Hindu thinkers.
Comprehensive glossary.

Only 52,49

K110, Maharishi Mehesh Yogl: THE SCIENMCE OF
BEING AMND THE ART OF LIVING. Full instruction
in technigues of Transcendental Meditation by re-
nowned guru of the Beatles, Mia Farrow, cleries
and professors,

Pub. ab 35.95 Only $1.98

1250. A DORE TREASURY. Ediled and wilh an In-
troduction by James Stevens. An outstanding col-
lection of the finest engravings by Dore for the

world's greal books :nclud:nn The Bible, The
Infernn, Paradise !rm.! and others, 9 x 12
288 pages. 250 engravings.

Only $3.95

833. SEXUAL SELF-STIMULATION. By R. E. L. Mas-
ters. Examines history and techniques of male and
female masturbatory praetices |mludmgad|llwalml
aspects and the erotic fantasies employ

with remarkable case histories,

Pub, at §7.50 Only $3.95

Filled -

1087. THE COMPLETE WORKS OF WILLIAM SHAKE-
SPEARE. All the plays: comedies, tragedies and
historics including {he lovely sonnels und longer
poems—complets and unabridged. Over 1,000 pages
with preface, intreduction and glossary.

Pub. at 86.25 Only §1.98

THE COLLECTED DI!AW'INGS OF AUBREY
BEARDSLEY t'\])prtwllwn ﬁ Arthar Symuns Ed.
by B. Harris. 214 Tllus. The most unigue, com-
prehensive collection ever published — full
Beardsley's boauty and decadance, sensuality and
sin. Inel. all major works and many previously
suppressed, complete catalog, informative taxt
and a large section of wicked forgeries. 814" x 117,
Extruordinary walue,

Only $2.98

623. SEX-DRIVEM PEOPLE. By R. E. L. Masters.
First-person case histories of nymphophiles (child-
lovers) , bestialily (homosexuol and heterosexual)
and others driven to unusual needs for erotic re-
lease regardless of the means required to obtain if.
Prepared by noted nuthority in the field of sexual
psychopathology.

Pub. at $6.50 Only $3.95

2693. MEN & APES. By Ramona & Desmond Morris.
200 Illus. & Photos, Charts & Maps, The author of
Maked Ape lells of the delightful legends, charm-
ing myths and startling facts about man's closest
relation in the animal kingdom.

Pub. at 87,895 Only $3.95

2873, A ‘F'II.EASUP.E OF THE WORLD'S FINEST FOLK
SOMG. Rev. Ed. by L. Deutsch. Illustraled. Re-
vised, l'lﬂ anded edltmn of finest collection from
all over the world now includes pianc 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

Cinly 54.95

1929, Vance Pockard: THE SEXUAL WILDERMESS.
National besi-seller by author of Hidden Persuaders
which cxplores in entertaining, informative, mn
mate detail the contemporary **Sexual Revolution.'
Most comprehensive case history auruey-sludv
(550 pages) of America’s real sexual attitudes and
aetions since Kinsey.

Pub. at $6.95 Only $1.00

MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY!!

MINIMUM ORDER $3.
Add 35¢ per title for shipping.

Enclosed find §

o 1B R
21st CENTURY BOOKS, Dept. 371, 635 Madison Ave., New York, N.Y.

Please send me the book bargains circled below.

10022

State, add 2%.

Send check or money order only, Payable to 21st Century Books.

Sales Tax: For.delivery in Manhattan, add 59%. For delivery elsewhere in New York

K28 K36 K110 K121 K144 K293 K294 K296 K465 97
468 539 623 672 833 981 1087 1232 1250 1751
1772 1888 1929 1934 2073 2650 2693 2873 2959 2962
3287 3711 6620 6784 7007 8135 8320 8326 8955 9006
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BOUND
TO PLEASE

Ho ho... bound to please. Get it?
Hee hee.

Now, for a limited time only (say
until the reappearance of Haley's
comet), you can purchase this nifly
binder to preserve your back issues of
the National Lampoon.

Each handsome submarine-yellow
binder has the name National Lam-
poon, The Humor Magazine stamped
in Shirley-Temple black on its front
and side. It'll hold your 12 monthly
issues neatly for easy reference, or
else cleverly camoufiage those copies
of Spicy Pix and Leather Lads Quar-
terly.

Made of durable pseudoleatheroid,
this handy binder will keep your issues
fresh and crisp for years of midnight
snickers. (Midnight snickers, get it?)

$3.85 for one; £7.10 for two; $£9.90
for three, We pay the postage.

New York Siale residents please add appro-
priate saleg tax.
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Zip.

State

City

The White House hurms with vim and
bustle,
As Statesmen pace with footsteps
brisk;
But Springtime's leaves must fall and
rustle,
When Father Time reins in their [risk;
For no man 'scapes Time's pointing
finger,
Be he beast or bird or fish;
Andin Sweet Youth no ene may linger,
Except, of course, Dick's perky Trish!

Dear Diary,

Well, what do you think of it? Mr.
Cerf wrote me that it was certainly my
most finished poem to date, and he was
glad to see I'm making steady progress
on my way to big bucks in the poetry
field! Well, I certainly worked on it
enough, dear Diary, because in the first
version, “Father Time" was actually
“Time’s wingéd chariot,” but Mr. Cerf
made me change it because it was an
acneed expression and had been used
before by someone else. So then I tried
“Time's flapping chariot,” and finally
“T'ime’s wingéd Oldsmobile,” until Mr.
Cerf suggested “Father Time,” which
I now agree is much more catchy and
saleable.

Well, as you may have guessed, dear
Diary, little Tricia has occupied my
thoughts recently, although I cannot say
that this has been a pleasant occupation.
It all started when Pat and I were lunch-
ing at Mr, Henry’s (it really isn’t my sort
of restaurant, but, as Pat says, the plat-
ters are reasonably priced and quite fill-
ing) with Tricia and Hank Kissinger,
whom we met quite unexpectedly. He
had been having lunch with someone
else, but when we came in she threw her
napkin over her head and rushed out the
door, I didn’t get a look at who it was
for sure, but if I were John Mitchell, I'd
start spending a bit less time with Dick
and a bit more at the Watergate, if you
know what I mean. Anyway, that Maxine
Cheshire woman who writes that awful
column in the Post didn't trail us there
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until 20 minutes later, so Hank was safe.

Hank sat down, saying something
about how he had just been giving an
aide a pre-briefing briefing and we all
played mum, except for Tricia, who kept
asking what Hank was doing to you-
know-who in the dark corner. Well, Hank
gave Tricia one of his little V-shaped
smiles and said something to Pat about
how if Lyndon could have Lynda Bird
spruced up by a Hollywood stylist for
George Hamilton, the least Dick could
do for his daughter was ship her to Swe-
den and have her totally rebuilt. Well,
Trish was about to say something when
suddenly she let out a yelp, stood up, and
said she had to go powder her nose.
Just between you and me, dear Diary, 1
think there was some funny business go-
ing on under the table.

Well, Pat admitted that Tricia was
going through that awkward age and I
said I knew exactly what she meant, be-
cause we had the same problem with
Randy. Well, not exactly the same prob-
lem, it was really more complicated —
but I digress. (Mr. Cerf says that this is
an excellent literary device for getting out
of a difficult situation— “but I di-
gress.”) Well, Hank said something
about how he hadn’t realized that the
awkward age started at 25 in this coun-
try, but Pat gave him one of her I-don’t-
think-you're-one-bit-funny-and-nobody-
else-better-either looks and went back to
what she was saying about how perhaps
it was time that Trish was told about be-
coming 2 Woman and about the Cycle of
Life., Hank snickered and said Tricia
couldn’t handle the Cycle of Life unless
they made one with training wheels, but
he'd be happy to brief her on gradual
withdrawals if Dick will let him borrow
one of Mel Laird’s maps with the little
pins in it.

I could tell that made Pat really mad
because her nostrils closed real tight so
you hardly knew they were there. Then
she stood up and said she had to powder
her nose, but she walked right out the
front door instead! She even forgot all




about Tricia, which is something I have
never seen her do! (She also forgot about
the check, but that is something I have
seen her do before.)

Well, Hank had gone by the time
Tricia returned (he said he had three
more briefings to knock off before sup-
per) and T explained that her Mommy
had to go away, but she would be back.
Tricia was beginning to be very upset
when I couldn't tell her how soon, so I
told her to order another Mickey Mouse
and 1 would tell her a wonderful story
about the Birds and Bees. Tricia, how-
ever, said that she was once bitten by a
vellow jacket at Camp David and even
to hear about them made her feel all icky.
Well, I said, trying another tack, at your
age I'm sure you've noticed that boys are
different from girls. But Tricia sort of
pouted and played with her straws and
said that Dick had told her that nowadays
you can’t tell the boys from the girls any-
more and was I saying that her Daddy
told a lie? No, of course not, I said, Then
1 asked her if she ever went to see ani-
mals at a zoo or a farm, or did she ever
have a dog for a pet, but she said no
because her father didn't like pet hairs
on his suits and the only time she was in
a barn, the smell made her throw up.

I suppose, dear Diary, I should have
stopped there, but you know me. I got a
ballpoint out of my purse and spread
out a paper napkin and told Tricia to look
carefully at the pictures as I explained
what they were and how there was noth-
ing wrong about them because they were
nothing out of the ordinary and everyone
in the whole world had them. Tricia
watched me draw them, but I don’t think
she was listening to what I was saying,
because suddenly her eyes got round and
her face turned an unusual color and she
started screaming as loud as she could.
Of course, the waiters and the manager
came running over immediately to see
what was the matter and everyone
turned to look, so I put some money
down for the check and pulled Tricia out
of there before somebody started any
trouble,

Tricia was still hysterical when I
dropped her off at Pat and Dick’s (they
weren't in just then, thank goodness, or
T would have had some explaining to do),
but I thought the matter was closed until
the next morning when Spiggy read Max-
ine Cheshire’s column in the Post. (I was
in such a hurry to get Tricia out of the
restaurant, I didn’t even think of the
napkin until it was too late.) T won't tell
yvou what that awful woman said, dear
Diary, but the worst part of it was when
Mr. Cerf called up from New York and
asked Spiggy if 1 actually was going to
put out a book called Judy Agnew’s
Frotic Engravings.

But T digress

All for now,

APRIL, 1970/SEX: | ding Dr. Ralph Sch
Comic Book, MNormal Rockwall's Erotic Drawings,
O'Donoghue's Pornocopia.

MAY, 1970/GREED: Featuring an exclusive inferview with Howard Hughes, a poster-sized parody
ot tha Wall Strest Journal, the Annual Report of the Mafia, the Poor and the Super-Foor, and Up
wilh Negroes,

JUNE, 1570/BLIGHT: With Sludge Magazine, Beauty Tips for Mutants, Our Threatened Nazis, Jean
Shepherd's S.P.L.A.T.. Mort Gerberg's Pollutionland, and Michael Q'Donoghue’s Extinclion Gama.
JULY, 1970/BAD TASTE: Don't miss The Liz Taylor and Richard Burton Gift Catalogue, the Special
Mediocrity Supplemant, A Photographer's Guide to Art and Pornography, and the Most Tasteless
Article Ever Printed!

AUGUST, 1870/PARANOIA: What would America be like as a second-rale power? Read We're Only
Number Two. Also, a Paranoia Map of the World, |s Nixon Dead? (Well, is he?), and The Secret of
San Clemente. '
SEPTEMBER, 1970/SHOW BIZ: Gel! your mezzanine seals now for the MGM Blackmail Auction,
Screen Slime Magazine, Raguel Welch Laid Bare, Diary of 8 New Left Starlet, and College Concert
Comix!

NOVEMBER, 1970/MOSTALGIA: A spin out on Memory Lane, Read reminiscences by Jean Shepherd;
the 1896 Sears, Roebuck Sex Catalogue: The Fifties: A Special Section; 1936: A Space Odyssey;
and The Death Scng Game.

DECEMBER, 1970/CHRISTMAS: Prepare now for the next ghastly hollydaze with Gahan Wilson's
Xmas Horrors, The Santology Handbook, | Remember Jesus, and Tricia and the Prince Comlcs.
JANUARY, 1971/WOMEN'S LIBERATIOM: Combat the Pink Peril with the Women's Lib Naughty
Pinup Calendar, the Anti-Sexist Children's Book, a special Cosmopolitan parody, and the axpur-
gated besi seller . . . The Censorless Woman!

FEBRUARY, 1971/HEAD ISSUE: Learn the mind-expanding powers of Kitty Litter in Michael
O'Doneghue’s Bummers, the Narlamp Special Stoned Section, Hermann Hesse's Siddhartha Clas-
sic Comic, Madison Avenue Marijuana Packs, and the 1871 Rolling Stone parady ('Mozart, We'll
Miss Youl")!

To order these back issues, just check oft the ones you want in the coupon below. Return the
coupen to us with $1 in bill, check or money order for each copy you'd like.

1stein’s Harrig Poll, the David and Julic Truo-Romance

Maends Parverte Magazine, and Michael
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THE FIRST ANNUAL NATIONAL LAMPOON

A two-week, all-expense trip for two to Brazil and
the Amazon via Pan American World Airways is the
GRAND PRIZE in the National Lampoon’s first an-
nual college competition for humorous and satirical
writing.

For the first time, students at colleges and uni-
versities in the United States and Canada are being
invited to participate in a competition designed to
encourage the writing of humor and satire. Twenty-
five valuable prizes will be awarded for the best
pieces of original comic writing submitted to this
competition. The Editors of the National Lampoon
will act as Judges. We welcome your entry, subject
to the following rules:

RULES

1. To be considered for this competition, an entry
must be written and submitted by a student regularly
enrolled at the graduate or undergraduate level for
the 1870-1971 academic year in any college, uni-
versity or other degree-granting institution in the
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United States, Canada or U.S. possessions. Em-
ployees or relatives of employees of the National
Lampoon, its advertising agency, its printers or its
distributors are not eligible.

2. Eligible competitors may submit original humor-
ous or satirical material in any form (including, but
not limited to, essay, short story, verse, short play,
criticism or parody). Submissions are not to exceed
2,500 words in length.

3. The entry must be typewritten and must include
the name, address, telephone number and signature
of the author, together with the name of the in-
stitution presently attended and the year in which
studies will be completed. We can accept no entries
postmarked later than midnight, May 1, 1971.

4. The Judges’ decision as to eligibility, and their
selection of the 25 winners, is final.

5. All entries become the property of the National
Lampoon and cannot be returned unless accom-

First Prize

e

PORT OF SPAIN

PARAMARIED



_OLLEGE HUMOR WRITING COMPETITION

panied by a stamped, self-addressed envelope.
Prize-winning entries may or may not be published
in the National Lampoon at the discretion of the
Editors.

6. Winners will be notified on or about June 15,
1971. Therefore, please make sure that your sub-
mission includes an accurate address and tele-
phone number for that date.

7. Only one entry may be made by any one author
for this competition. Send your entry to:

The College Competition National Lampoon
635 Madison Avenue New York, N.Y. 10022

PRIZES

First Prize: An all-expenses-paid trip for two down
the Amazon River. You and your companion will be
flown to New York and then to Brazil, via Pan
American World Airways. Once in Brazil, Pan Amer-
ican has arranged for both of you to sail down the

Third Prize

Fifth and Sixth Prizes

Amazon River in what should be the most exotic
experience of your life.

Second Prize: A $1,000 Mach Il1, 500 cc motorcycle
from Kawasaki.

Third Prize: An $800 Kawasaki Trail Boss motor-
cycle (100 cc).

Fourth Prize: A $600 Kawasaki Dyna-Mite mini trail
bike (75 cc).

Fifth and Sixth Prizes: $130 Garrard SL95B Auto-
matic Turntables.

Seventh to 10th Prizes: A $50 Columbia Record
Album Sampler.

11th to 15th Prizes: A $25 Columbia Record Album
Sampler.

16th to 25th Prizes: A five-year subscription to the
National Lampoon.

Prizes will be awarded as listed, and there can be
no substitutions.
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In the wake of the controversy over the

renaming of the Place de I'Etoile the
Place Charles de Gaulle, there are indi-
cations that the Pompidou Government
intends to reverse itself and seek some
alternate form of memorial sometime
this spring when French emotions have
returned to their usual state of pointless
disturbance. Some of the many proposals
for substitute expressions of national
regard:

1. Rename the sunken French subma-
rine Toulon. the Charles de Gaulle.
Christen it with champagne-filled
depth bombs,

2, Install an Eternal Siren next to the
Eternal Flame at the Arc de Tri-
omphe.

3. Create a special medal for exception-
al bravery, the Croix de Gaulle, to be
awarded only to Germans.

4. Rename the Boulevard 11 Novembre
a 4:40 P.M., the Boulevard de 7 Oc¢-
tobre a 12:30 P.M.

5. Rename France's Gaulois Disque
Blue, world-famous cigarettes, de
Gaullois Disque Morte,

6. In addition to the seats already re-
served on buses and subways in Paris
for pregnant women and citizens
badly wounded in the war, set aside
seats for anyone who can explain
de Gaulle’s foreign policy.

7. Name after de Gaulle the French
portion of the British French Con-
corde ssT, including the wings, the
nosewheel and the bidets,

8. Name the French half of the pro-
posed Channel Tunnel, le Tonnel
General de Gaulle, and, as an added
honor, arrange for it to miss the
English end by 200 meters.

At the same time, word has been received
that an attempt by adherents of the Que-
bec Liberation Movement to have Mont-
real renamed Montdegaulle was quietly
shelved after a poll of 1,500 Quebegois

4B

revealed that all but six pronounced both
“mongong.”

The Union Chemical Co. has announced
that a shipment of 5,000 gallons of ultra
pure mercury, destined for its giant
petro-chemical facility in Stumfton, Ind.,
was spoiled when a worker, during a rou-
tine inspection, inadvertently dropped a
tuna fish sandwich into the tank car in
which it was being transported. Com-
pany spokesmen said the mercury was
found to contain .5 parts per million of
tuna and is considered totally unfit for
industrial use.

Apparently attempting to clarify the bounds
of the “agreement” it claims to have
with Hanoi, the Nixon administration
has released a background document
detailing the circumstances under which
the U.S. feels free to bomb North Viet-
nam under the doctrine of “protective
reaction.” The bombing will be re-
sumed, according to the document: If
North Vietnamese soldiers “lock onto”
unarmed reconnaissance planes with bi-
noculars or turn to look at them as they
fly over, indicating a possible intention to
shoot; if armed escort planes are fired
upon after dropping bombs to discourage
interference with the unarmed recon-
naissance planes which they are protect-
ing; if the North Vietnamese fire at lone
armed bombers making craters for un-
armed reconnaissance planes to take pic-
tures of later in fulfillment of their vital
intelligence gathering function; and if
North Vietnamese continue to restrict
the reconnaissance aircraft through the
use of “cloud cover,” “trees” and
“night.”

To anyone concerned about systematic
surveillance and investigation of private
citizens, including some prominent poli-
tical figures, the following excerpts from
the file of one such subject, obtained
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in the uwsual

reassuring:

NAME: MacArthur, Eugene V.

SOCSECNUMBER: 160-83-0404

DATE OF FILE CONSTRUCTION:
1 Feb 1926

DATE OF BIRTH: 12 Mar 1969

MOTHER’S MAIDEN NAME:
Missouri

HAT SIZE: 72

PLACE OF BIRTH: 26)4

EYES: Yes

HEIGHT: 225

WEIGHT: 1 Feb 1926

RELIGION: Brown

PRESENT OCCUPATION:
Governor of Montana

INSEAM: 23

OUTSEAM: 106

Subject was observed running for

President in 1968. Subject favors imme-

diate withdrawal from Viet Nam and

his former associates place his where-

abouts in Washington, D.C. Subject is

unknown in Montana, Records indicate

his hrother has never heard of him. Sub-

ject is college professor and poet. Cross

reference to MeCarthy, Rod.

TOP SECRET

ACCESS TO THIS FILE IS RE-
STRICTED TO PERSONNEL WITH
PROPER SECURITY CLASSIFICA-
TION. PERSONNEL WHO OBTAIN
ACCESS TO THIS FILE WITHOUT
PROPER SECURITY CLASSIFICA-
TION WILL BE SUBJECT TO RE-
VOCATION OF THEIR SECURITY
CLASSIFICATION.

manner, should prove

Following close on the heels of the de-
cision by Playbey to dispense with air-
brush retouching of its nude photography
(or to airbrush in body hair strand by
strand — no one is oo sure), a number
of other magazines appear to have
chosen 1971 as the year in which to an-
nounce delicatetaste innovations. Among
the most noteworthy: The National
Geographic will publish nude photo-
graphs of people with skin “not much
darker than an Eskimo’s” so long as
their nudity “is a natural part of a de-
graded or childlike existence.” Both
Vogue and Harper's Bazaar intend to
pursue their trend-setting coverage of the
weird female body with major fashion
spreads involving dead models; Time
will expand its present use of “news-
nudes™ to include “areas where genuine
topical interest outweighs conventional
considerations of taste,” as, for example,
in a story on the effect of sonic booms
on the female breast; The Atlantic
Maonthly will print a poem by Rod Mec-
Kuen, “a short one™; the National En-
guirer will eliminate the black eye-
dominoes that have been its trademark
for 40 years, replacing them with smaller
circles and “xxx’s”; and Fortune will
portray personal checks without the tra-
ditional “sPECIMEN" or “voIn” stamps.



17reasons
why you should read
nsychology today

The sexual reason hehind the popularity of natural childbirth.
Why political leaders are constantly in danger of insanity.
Why Asians make better politicians than Westerners.

Do men need more recreation than women?

What kind of parents do hippies make?

Why it may be time to end the tahoo against incest.

The inferiority feelings of men who seek corporate power.
What the schizophrenic is trying to tell us.

10 Are campus activists rebelling against the system—aor their parents?
11 What your daydreams reveal about your ethnic hackground.
12 Why do swingers tend to hecome impotent?

13 st time to grant the right to commit suicide?

14 Does a child think before he can talk?

15 Why are today’s students attracted to violence?

16 Are “hawks” sexually repressed?

17 Are some men born criminals?

VONONAWN-

Want to learn what modern psychology ————————-————

has learned about people? Including you? 6-L56 hnlngu l I

Until recently, that was quite an arder. Your choice would have heen to plow
thraugh professional journals. Read weighty new books as quickly as they
came out. Or trust the mass media—where psychology is often sensational-
P.0. Box 2990, Boulder, Colorado 80302

1zed, distorted, oversimplified. I
PSYCHOLOGY TODAY has changed all that I
PSYCHOLOGY TODAY is a new magazine that enables the educated [ayman > ;
to catch up with the social sciences. And keep up. With full coverage of all I Sraase Sf’”rﬁa?ie'gg ;;’;“g‘atg’g,';“”ggp;“;r:;‘o;f;“ﬁo;’;i,,Pgsj"'ﬁﬁﬁ’;%‘f
unless | cancel, you may enrcll me as a trial subscriber and send
me the next 11 issues. Bill me after my subscription has started
I for just $6.00, my special Introductory rate—instead of the regular

l $10 annual price.

the differenl approaches to understanding the human condition. The view-
points range from hard-core Freudianism to the newer behaviorists who,
frankly, think Freud was all wet.

It's psychology the way you'd want it to be presented. Excitingly. Without
tired jargon. No cliche-ridden definitions. And with contributions by many of
the most famous names in the behavioral sciences—like Bruno Bettelheim,

Kenneth B. Clark, Rollo May, Ashley Montagu, Carl Rogers and B. F. Skinner.
Send for a complimentary issue Addre

You can find out what PSYCHOLOGY TODAY is like—and N N |

learn a few things you may never have known before— ) * City _— - — e

without paying a penny, If you mail the coupon, we’ll send ; i

you a complimentary issue of PSYCHOLOGY TODAY.

Name

{Please Print)

State, Zip.

There's no obligation. o
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Why words are the least important of the ways we communicate with each other.
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horrorscope

Scapulimancy (‘skap-ye-li-man’si) n.; L. scapula.

Divination based on the observation and manipulation

March 1, 1971 (cracked) Following:

close on the heels of his disclosure that
massive doses of inexpensive vitamin C
can cure and control the common cold,
doddering Nobel award winner Linus
Pauling announces that greedy research
foundations and grasping pharmaceutical
companies have for years been suppress-
ing his discovery that skin cancer can
be controlled by Band-Aids.

March 3, 1971 (padded) A spokesman
for the Dallas Cowboys football club
announces that all publicity shots of
Cowboy tight end Lance Rentzel are be-
ing immediately recalled. “A close exam-
ination of the picture,” explains Coach
Tom Landry, “revealed that one small
section of the photo had been badly
overexposed.”

March 6, 1971 (winged) New light is
shed on the mysterious disappearance of
Amelia Earhart as a 56-year-old New
Jersey housewife finally admits to being
the elusive aviatrix. Confusion still reigns,
however, as simultaneous admissions are
issued by two Hollywood starlets, three
members of a Westchester bridge club,
Zsa Zsa Gabor, and a Jacksonville house-
wife who insists that she changed her
name to protect her late lover, Judge
Joseph Crater.

March 10, 1971 (unbalanced) In an
appearance before the Senate Foreign
Relations Committee, Defense Secretary
Melvin Laird admits that in the past
week, American planes bombed Hanoi
suburbs 126 times, the port of Haiphong
224 times, and staged air shows and ex-
hibitions of stunt flying as far north as
Shanghai. When informed that this state-
ment contradicts his testimony of two
days earlier that “no American planes
have ventured north of the pmz since
January 16,” Laird displays diagram of
badly impacted wisdom tooth, satellite
pictures of Des Moines, and prize speci-

of the shoulder blade.

mens from his pressed leaf collection,
and claims right to “‘protective decep-
tion.”

March 14, 1971 (slick and glossy) Best-
selling novelist Erich Segal arrives in
Washington with seven press agents to
magnanimously donate the original man-
uscript of his runaway success, Love
Stery, to the Rare Book Room of the
Library of Congress. Segal and company
leave in a huff, however, after being 1n-
formed that the library does not have
storage facilities for manuscripts printed
in crayon on brown paper bags.

March 17, 1971 (stooped) Apparently
irked by the intellectual image of one
of his late night competitors, tousle-
haired Tv talkster Merv Griffin decides
to shoot for the “heavy” guests and
schedules Secretary of State William
Rogers. After 20 minutes of vainly at-
tempting to master the concept of “a
foreign country,” Griffin cuts to a com-
mercial; when he returns, Rogers has
been inexplicably replaced by Totie
Fields and a singing St. Bernard,

March 19, 1971 (enflamed) In appar-
ently unrelated acts of self-sacrifice that
recall to many the ritual suicide of Japan-
ese novelist Yukio Mishima, two more
world-renowned writers make dramatic
personal gestures. Speaking before a be-
wildered crowd of Peugeot workers in
Paris, Jean-Paul Sartre repeatedly kicks
himself in the shins when the mob fails
to respond to his call for revolution; and
in Rome, Alberto Moravia speaks for
three hours perched on a stone dolphin in
the Fontana di Trevi, and then, as horri-
fied spectators look on helplessly, holds
his breath until he turns blue.

March 23, 1971 (electrified) Calling

reporters together to demonstrate his
pioneer achievements in radio controlled

animal behavior, Yale rcsearcher Jose
Delgado trots out the family dog, Spot.
Working from a master control box, Del-
gado sends Spot out for his slippers and
the evening paper, then presses the hun-
ger control switch and looks on proudly
as Spot devours eight cans of Alpo and
a photographer from The Boston Globe.

March 25, 1971 (yellowed) Kremlinolo-
gists express interest at absence of Alek-
sei Kosygin, madcap member of Russia’s
ruling duo, from prestige-laden Plenary
Session of the Supreme Soviet Duoden-
um, or Parliament. Speculation that a
shake-up has occurred is dramatically
confirmed when Kosygin appears at of-
fices of Time-Life, Inc., with 7,500 pages
of single-spaced manuscript, a Fagin
look-alike from the William Morris
Agency and a letter of introduction from
Nikita Khrushchev.

March 27, 1971 (narrow) “In the streets,
the people go bongo-bongo,” announces
a panic-stricken voice over Radio Con-
akry, as Guinea appeals for help to repel
its fifth invasion in as many months. The
UN General Assembly meets in emer-
gency session until alert interpreter rec-
ognizes voice as that of Orson Welles,
Sheepish MGM officials admit that famed
director and hoaxer is in Guinea filming
Touré, Touré, Touré, low-budget spec-
tacular story of a small African country
mistakenly invaded by UN peace-keep-
ing force responding to bogus call for
help.

March 31, 1971 (hunched) Following
the tremendous success of box office
boffos Faces and Husbands, darling of
the cinema verité directors John Cassa-
vetes and actors Ben Gazzara and Peter
Falk begin work on their new film, Ass-
holes, the story of three happy-go-lucky
actors making a film in London and New
York. O
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2 AND 3 YEAR

SUBSCRIBERS

That's right
this best-selling $4.98 LP record
will be sent FREE to anyone
who subscribes to the National Lampoon
for two or three years!
Orson Welles: The Begatting of the President

Hear Orson Welles narrate the coming of
the prophet Nixon in this stirring, satirical Old
Testament to Tricky Dick's unfortunate Second
Coming.

The National Lampoon rarely stoops to de-
grading premiums to get subscriptions, but
this timely and memorable LP is remarkable
enough for us to make a rare exception.

Yes, | want a subscri
Orson Welles album,

(you save $7.50)

(you save $12.50)

™
=]
"

ddress.

fill out and mal
———

O Three-year subscription (36 issues)—$14.50

(pleasa nli_nll

Ho ho. Fill out the blank below and enclose
your check for a two-year or three-year sub-
scription, and we’ll rush this handsome, black
plastoid record right back to you!

Reminder: We have only a limited supply of
these albums, so ACT NOW, These records
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illustralions by Joe Orlando

MICHAEL O° DONOGHUE 5AY5 :

LET ME SHOW ¥

W 10 WRITE 6000!

“If I could not earn a penny from my
writing, 1 would earn my livelihood at
something else and continue to write at
night.”

— Irving Wallace

“Financial success is not the only reward
of good writing. It brings to the wriler
rich inner satisfactions as well.”
— Elliot Foster
Director of Admissions
Famous Writers School

INTRODUCTION
A long time ago, when I was just
starting out, I had the good fortune to
meet the great Willa Cather. With all
the audacity of youth, I asked her what
advice she would give the would-be-
writer and she replied:

“My advice to the would-be-
writer is that he start slowly, writing
short un-demanding things, things
such as telegrams, flip-books, crank
letters, signature scarves, spot quiz-
zes, capsule summaries, fortune
cookies and errata. Then, when he
feels he's ready, move up to the
more challenging items such as
mandates, objective correlatives, pas-
sion plays, pointless diatribes, minor
classics, manifestos, mezzotints, ox-
ymora, exposés, broadsides and
papal bulls.

And above all, never forget that
the pen is mightier than the plow-
share, By this T mean that writing,
all in all, is a hell of a lot more fun
than farming. For one thing, writers
seldom, if ever, have to get up at
five o'clock in the morning and
shovel manure. As far as I'm con-
cerned, that gives them the edge
right there.”

Copyright © 2007

She went on to tell me many things,
both wonderful and wise, probing the
secrets of her craft, showing how to
weave a nel of words and capture the
fleeting stuff of life. Unfortunately, I've
forgotten every bit of it.

I do reeall, however, her answer when
I asked “If you could only give me one
rule to follow, what would it be?” She
paused, looked down for a moment,
and finally said, “Never wear brown
shoes with a blue suit.”

There's very little I could add to that
except to say “Go to 1t and good luck.”

MICHAEL O 'PONOGHUE SAYS:

JoLT THE

Lesson 1 — The Grabber

The “grabber” is the initial sentence
of a novel or short story designed to jolt
the reader out of his complacency and
arouse his curiosity, forcing him to press
onward. For example:

“It’'s no good, Alex,” she rejoined,

“Even if I did love vou, my father

would never let me marry an alli-

gator.”

Thu reader is mmedntel}' bombarded

National Lampoon Inc.

“Why

with questions, questions such as:
won't her father let her marry an alli-

gator?’, “How come she doesn’t love
him?" and “Can she learn to love him
in time?” The reader’s interest has been
“grabbed™!

Just so they'll be no misunderstanding
about grabbers, I've listed a few more
below:

“I'm afraid you're too late,” sneered

Zoltan. “The fireplace has already

flown south for the winter!”

Sylvia lay sick among the silver-
ware . . .

“Chinese vegetables mean more to me
than you do, my dear,” Charles re-
marked to his wife, adding injury to
insult by lodging a grapefruit knife in
her neck,

One morning Egor Samba awoke from
uneasy dreams to find himself trans-
formed into a gigantic Volkswagen.

“I have in my hands,” Professor Wil-
lowbee exclaimed, clutching a sheaf
of papers in his trembling fingers and
pacing in circles about the carpet while
I stood at the window, barely able to
make out the Capitol dome through
the thick, churning fog that rolled in
off the Polomac, wondering to myself
what matter could possibly be so ur-
gent as to bring the distinguished his-
torian bursting into my State Depart-
ment office at this unseemly hour,
“definitive proof that Abraham Lin-
coln was a homo!”

These are just a handful of the possible
grabbers. Needless to say, there are thou-
sands of others, but if you fail to think
of them, feel free to use any or all of

these.
feamtintied)



(continued)
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“WRAP IT UP”
TIGHT] .

Lesson 2 — The Ending

All too often, the budding author
finds that his tale has run its course and
yet he sees no way to satisfactorily end
it, or, in literary parlance, “wrap it up.”
Observe how easily I resolve this prob-
lem:

Suddenly, everyone was run over by

atruck.

—the end—
If the story happens to be set in England,
use the same ending, slightly modified:

Suddenly, everyone was run over by

a lorry.

—the end—
If setin France:
Soudainement, tout le monde était
écrasé par un camion.
—finis—
You'll be surprised at how many different
settings and situations this ending ap-
plies to. For instance, if you were
writing a story about ants, it would end
“Suddenly, everyone was run over by a
centipede.” In fact, this is the only end-
ing you ever need use.*

“Warning If you are writing a story
about trucks, do nor have
the trucks run over by a
truck. Have the trucks run

over by a mammorh truck.

MICHAEL O PONOGHUE SAYS:

MAKE SURE THAT
STORY |5 PROPERLY

Lesson 3 — Choosing a Title

A friend of mine recently had a
bunch of articles rejected by the Reader’s

Digest and, unable to understand why,
he turned to me for advice. I spotted the
problem at a glance. His titles were all
wrong. By calling his pieces such things
as “Unwed Mothers — A Head Start on
Life,” “Cancer — The Incurable Dis-
ease,” “A Leading Psychologist Explains
Why There Should Be More Violence
on Television,” “Dognappers 1 Have
Known and Loved,” “My Baby Was
Born Dead and I Couldn't Care Less”
and “Pleasantville — Last of the Wide-
Open Towns,” he had seriously mis-
judged his market. To steer him straight,
I drew up this list of all-purpose, surefire
titles:
___at the Crossroads

The Case for

The Role of ___

Coping with Changing

A Realistic Look at __

The Experience
Bridging the Gap
A___ for All Seasons

Simply fill in the blanks with the topic
of your choice and, if that doesn’t work,
you can always resort to the one title that
never fails:
South America, the Sleeping Giant
on Our Doorstep

Lesson 4 — Exposition
Perhaps the most difficult technique
for the fledgling writer to master is the

proper treatment of exposition. Yet
watch the sly, subtle way I “set the
scene” of my smash play, The Last 1o
Kneow, with a minimum of words and
effort:

(The curtain opens on a tastefully ap-
pointed dining room, the table ringed by
men in tuxedos and women in costly
gowns., There is a knock at the door.)

Lord Overbrooke: (opening the door)
Oh, come in, Lydia. Allow me to in-
troduce my dinner guests to you.
This is Cheryl Heatherton, the madcap
soybean heiress whose zany antics ac-
tually mask a heart broken by her in-
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with her father, E. J. Heatherton, seated
to her left, who is too caught up in the
heady world of high finance to sit down
and have a quiet chat with his own
daughter, unwanted to begin with, dis-
posing of his paternal obligations by
giving her everything, everything but
love, that is.

Next to them sits Geoffrey Drake, a
seemingly successful merchant banker
trapped in an unfortunate marriage with
a woman half his age, who wistfully
looks back upon his days as the raffish
Group Captain of an R.AF. bomber
squadron that flew eighty-one missions
over Berlin, his tortured psyche refus-
ing to admit, despite frequent nightmares
in which, dripping with sweat, he wakes
screaming, “Pull it up! Pull it up, I say!
I can’t hold her any longer! We're losing
altitude! We're going down! Jerry at
three o'clock! Aaaaaaaaaaaaaaaagggh!”,
that his cowardice and his cowardice
alone was responsible for the loss of his
crew and “Digger,” the little Manchester
terrier who was their mascot.

The empty chair to his right was va-
cated just five minutes ago by Geoffrey's
stunning wife, twenty-three year-old,
golden-tressed Edwina Drake, who,
claiming a severe migraine, begged to be
excused that she might return home and
rest, whereas, in reality, she is, at this
moment, speeding to the arms of another
man, convinced that if she can steal a
little happiness now, it doesn't matter
who she hurts later on.

The elderly servant preparing the
Caviar en Socle is Andrew who's been
with my family for over forty years al-
though he hasn’t received a salary for
the last two, even going so far as to loan
me his life’s savings to cover my spiral-
ing gambling debts but it’s only a matter
of time before T am exposed as a penni-
less fraud and high society turns its back
on me,

The dark woman opposite me is
Yvonne de Zenobia, the fading Mexican
film star, who speaks of her last movie
as though it was shol only yesterday,
unwilling to face the fact that she hasn’t
been before the cameras in nearly fif-
teen years; unwilling to confess that her
life has been little more than a tarnished
dream.

As for her companion, Desmond
Trelawney, he is an unmitigated scoun-
drel about whom the less said, the better.

And, of course, you know your father,
the ruthless war profiteer, and your hope-
lessly alcoholic mother, who never quite
escaped her checkered past, realizing,
all too late that despite her jewels and
limousines, she was still just a taxi-dancer
who belonged to any man for a drink
and a few cigarettes,

Please take a seat. We were just talk-
ing about you,

This example demonstrates everything
you'll ever need to know about exposi-
tion. Study it carefully.
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TAP THOSE RICH
SOURCES OF MATERIAL!

Lesson 5 — Finding the Raw Material

As any professional writer will tell
you, the richest source of material is
one's relatives, one’s neighbors and,
more often than not, total strangers. A
day doesn’t go by without at least one
person, upon learning that I'm a profes-
sional writer, offering me some terrific
idea for a story. And I'm sure it will
come as no shock when I say that most
of the ideas are pretty damn good!

Only last week, a pipe-fitter of my
acquaintance came up with a surprise
ending guaranteed to unnerve the most
jaded reader. What you do is tell this
really weird story that Keeps on gelling
weirder and weirder until, just when the
reader is muttering, “How in the heck is
he going to get himself out of this one?
He's really painted himself into a cor-
ner!”, you spring the “mind-blower™:
“But then he woke up. It had all been
a dream!” (which I, professional writer
that T am, honed down to: “But then the
alarm clock rang. It had all been a
dream!™) And this came from a com-
mon, run-of-the-mill pipe-fitter! For
free!

Cabdrivers, another great wealth of
material, will often remark, “Boy, lem-
me tell va'! Some of the characters 1
get in this cab would fill a book! Real
kooks, ya' know what I mean?” And
then, without my having to coax even
the slightest, they tell me about them,
and they would fill a book. Perhaps two
or three books. In addition, if you're at
all interested in social science, cabdriv-
ers are able to provide countless exam-
ples of the failures of the welfare state.

To illustrate just how valid these un-
solicited suggestions can be, I shall print
a few lines from a newly completed play
inspired by my aunt, who had the idea
as far back as when she was attending
grade school. It’s called {f an Old House

Could Talk, What Tales It Would
Tell :
The Floor: Do you remember the

time the middle-aged lady who al-
ways wore the stiletto heels tripped
over an extension cord while run-
ning to answer the phone and spilled
the Ovaltine all over me and they
spent the next 20 minutes mopping
it up?

The Wall: No.

Of course, I can’t print too much here
because I don’t want to spoil the ending
(although I will give you a hint: it in-
volves a truck . . .), 1 just wanted to
show you how much the world would
have missed had I rejected my aunt’s
suggestion out of hand simply because
she is not a professional writer like my-
self.

MICHAEL O'PONCGHUE SAYS:

readable. Anyone having to choose be-
tween you and Nashe would pick you
every time! And, when it’s all said and
done, isn't that the name of the game?

MICHAEL O PONOGHUE SAYS:

PUT YOUR READER
ON THE DEFENSIVE!

Lesson 6 — Quoting Other Authors

If placed in a situation where you
must quote another author, always write
“[sic] after any word that may be mis-
spelled or looks the least bit questionable
in any way. If there are no misspellings
or curious words, toss in a few “[sic]™'s
just to break up the flow. By doing this,
you will appear to be knowledgeable and
“on your toes,” while the one quoted
will seem suspect and vaguely discred-
ited. . . . Two examples will suffice:

“0 Sleepless as the river under thee,

Vaulting the sea, the prairies’ dream-
ing sod,

Unto us lowiest sometime sweep, de-
scend

And of the curveship [sic] lend a
myth to God.”

— Hart Crane

“Beauty is but a flowre [sic],
Which wrinckles [sic] will devoure
[sic],
Brightnesse [sic] falls from the ayre
[sic],
Queenes [sic] have died yong [sic]
and faire [sic],
Dust hath closde [sic] Helens |sic|
eye [sic).
I am sick [sic], I must dye [sic]:
Lord, have mercy on us.”
— Thomas Nashe

Note how only one small “[sic]” makes
Crane’s entire stanza seem trivial and
worthless, which, in his case, takes less
doing than most. Nashe, on the other

hand, has heen rendered virtually un-
Copynght © 2007 National Lampoon Ihc.

Lesson 7 — Making the Reader Feel
Inadequate

Without question, the surest way to
make a reader feel inadequate is through
casual erudition, and there is no better
way to achieve casual erudition than by
putting the punchline of an anecdote in
a little-spoken foreign language. Here's
a sample:

One crisp October morning, while
taking my usual stroll down the Kur-
fiirsten-strasse, I spied my old friend
Casimir Malevitch, the renowed Su-
prematist painter, sitting on a bench.
Noting that he had a banana in his
ear, I said to him, “Excuse me, Casi-
mir, but T believe you have a hanana
in your ear.”

“What?" he asked.

Moving closer and speaking quite
distinctly, I repeated my previous ob-
servation, saying, 1 said “You have a
banana in your ear!” "

“What's that you say?” came the
reply.

By now 1 was a lrLﬁe piqued at this
awkward situation and, seeking to
make myself plain, once and for all,
1 fairly screamed, “1 SAID TIAT
YOU HAVE A BANANA IN YOUR
EAR, YOU DOLT!!™

Imagine my chagrin when Casimir
looked at me blankly and quipped,
<HH0R (AT GLEAT OR “AILEET
CE([HCG@ {W $09) Tl 410

Oh what a laugh we had over that

one. ;
(eontinued)
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(continued)

‘With one stroke, the reader has been
made to feel not only that his education
was second-rate, but that you are get-
ting far more out of life than he. This
is precisely why this device is best used
in memoirs, whose sole purpose is to
make the reader feel that you have lived
life to the fullest, while his existence,
in comparison, has been meaningless and
shabby, . ..

REMEMBER THESE =
TEN MAGIC PHRASES! £

Lesson 8 — Covering the News

Have you ever wondered how report-
ers are able to turn out a dozen or so
news articles. day after day, year after
year, and still keep their copy so fresh.
so vital, so alive? It's because they know
The Ten Magic Phrases of Journalism,
key constructions with which one can
express every known huwman emotion!
As one might suppose, The Phrases, dis-
covered only after centuries of trial and
error, are a closely guarded secret, avail-
able to no one but accredited members
of the press. However, at the risk of
being cashiered from the Newspaper
Guild, T am now going to reveal them
to you:

The Ten Magic Phrases of Journalisin
“violence flared”

“limped into port”

“according to informed sources™
“wholesale destruction™

“no immediate comment™
“student unrest™

“riot-torn”

“flatly denied”

“gutted by fire”

10. “roving bands of Negro youths™

A0S =] Dl L e

Let’s try putting The Phrases to work in
a sample news story:

NEWARK, N.I., Aug. 22 (UPI) —
Violence flared yesterday when roving
bands of Negro vouths broke windows
and looted shops in riot-torn Newark.
Mayor Kenneth Gibson had no im-
mediate comment but, according to
informed sources, he flarly denied say-
ing that student unrest was behind the
wholesale destricction that resulted
in scores of buildings being gurted
by fire, and added, “If this city were

a Liberian freighter.” we just may
have limped into port.”
Proof positive that The Ten Magic

Phrases of Journalism can express every
known human emotion and then some!

*Whenever needed, “Norwegian tanker”
can always be substituted for “Liberian
freighter.” Consider them interchang-
able.

\M/cHAEL O'DONOGHUE SAYS:

-nav SOME OF THESE!
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Lesson 9 — Tricks of the Trade

Just as homemakers have their hints
(e.g. a ball of cotton, dipped in vanilla
extract and placed in the refrigerator,
will absorb food odors), writers have
their own bag of tricks, a bag of tricks,

I might hasten to point out, you won't’

learn at any Bread Loaf Conference.
Most writers, ivory tower idealists that
they are, prefer to play up the mystique
of their “art” (visitations from the
Muse, lecriture automatigue, talking in
tongues, et cetera, et cetera), and sweep
the hard-nosed practicalities under the
rug. Keeping in mind, however, that a
good workman doesn’'t curse his tools,
I am now going to make public these
long suppressed tricks of the trade,

Suppose you've written a dreadful
chapter (we’ll dub it Chapter Six for
our purposes here), utterly without
merit, tedious and boring beyond belief,
and vyou just can’t find the energy to
re-write it. Since it’s obvious that the
reader, once he realizes how dull and
shoddy Chapter Six really is, will refuse
to read any further, you must provide
some strong ulterior motive for com-
pleting the chapter, T've always found
lust effective:

Artfully concealed within the next
chapter is the astounding secret of an
ancient Bhutanese love cult that will
increase your sexual satisfaction by
at least 60% and possibly more -—

(Print Chapter Six.)

Pretty wild, huh? Bet you can hardly
wait to try it! And don’t forget to
show your appreciation by reading
Chapter Seven!™
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Fear also works:
DEAR READER,
THIS MESSAGE IS PRINTED
ON CHINESE POISON PAPER
WHICH IS MADE FROM DEADLY
HERBS THAT ARE TINSTANTLY
ABSORBED BY THE FINGER-
TIPS SO IT WON'T DO ANY
GOOD TO WASH YOUR HANDS
BECAUSE YOU WILL DIE A
HORRIBLE AND LINGERING
DEATH IN ABOUT AN HOUR
UNLESS YOU TAKE THE
SPECIAL ANTIDOTE WHICH IS
REVEALED TN CHAPTER SIX
AND YQU'LL BE SAVED.
SINCERELY,
(Your Name)

Or even:
DEAR READER,
YOU ARE OBVIQUSLY ONE OF
THOSE RARE PEOPLE WHO ARE
IMMUNE TO CHINESE POISON
PAFPER S0 THIS MESSAGE IS
PRINTED ON BAVARTAN
POISON PAPER WHICH IS
ABOUT A HUNDRED THQUSAND
TIMES MORE POWERFUL AND
EVEN IF YOU'RE WEARING
GLOVES YOU'RE DEAD FOR
SURE UNLESS YOU READ
CHAPTER SIX VERY CARE-
FULLY AND FIND THE
SPECIAL ANTIDOTE.
SINCERELY,
(Your Name)
Appealing fo vanity, greed, sloth and
whatever, you can keep this up, chapter
by chapter, until they finish the book.
In fact, the number of appeals is lim-
ited only by human fraility itself . . .

*This insures that the reader reads Chap-
ter Six not once but several times. Pos-
sibly, he may even read Chapter Seven.

MICHAEL O'PONOGHLUE SAYS:

HERE'S SOME MORE
HOT TIPS!

Lesson 10 — More Writing Hints
There are many more writing hints
I could share with you, but suddenly 1
am run over by a truck.
—the end—
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My Kultur-Right or Wrong

by Arnold Roth

Kultur is easily identified by the fact that the only enjoyment one gets from it is a sense of
superiority over those who are enjoying life, instead. These pictures will help with visual iden-
tification — in case you ever bump into any Kultur surrounded by ink lines and filled in with

water color. In such a case, notify your local Kultural attaché case worker.

Hi. there, Sfranger
The name’s Al -ad

T o Philistine!

A redl
Philistine.ch?
o You frave

Poetry,

and ;
Symphonies:

No!
Ao

ard,

qf couse.ot!

Literature ? No!
Ballet ? Not
Opeta ? No:

Painting ? No!
Scalpture ? No!
Architecture? Nobe!
Cingma? And Uh-uh!

Chiarascuro?

= C

@[jﬁﬁ%f Ive just
it

LKILTOR!
¢ /

nted and Isolated

Wanna see
my samples? -
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(continued)

Kultur can he learned.

Kultur can, mostly, be bought.

Or, Kultur can be made up.

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.

an



A Religious Painting: The Martyrdom of Saintly Kultureds
(as told to themselves).
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Dreamed after reading
a science fiction novel
during a long stay

in Middle America

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.

Il began quietly enough. Had Eric Hed-
ley, Lionel Frey or Bennett Aspinall
understood the behavioral quirk each
experienced that evening last summer
in widely separated parts of New York
City as a first manifestation of a phe-
nomenon that would, in six short days,
test the very fabric of the nation, the
nightmare might still not have been
avoided, but at least one of those three,
rather than this ill-qualified reporter,
would now be tying together the scat-
tered fragments that are expected to rake
in combined hard- and soft-cover sales
in English-speaking countries alone of
well over a million copies, to say nothing
of a very substantial movie sale up front.

On that particular July evening, Hed-
ley, Rider Professor of Bio-Jurispru-
dence at Columbia, the Western world’s
prime authorily on inherent litigiousness,
discoverer of the Hedley Chromosome or
so-called “feisty factor,” and author of
The Recessive Appellant and The Mort-
gage Sense of Invertebrates, was relaxing
with a colleaguc from the Biology De-
partment over a game of three-dimen-
sional “Go” in the law library of his
Morningside Heights apartment. Having
just completed a gambit that was an
extra dimensional refinement of Hideyo-
shi Toyotomi's in the match that pro-
vided the strategy for his campaign
against the Satsuma, Eric leaned back,
pipe in hand, gazing contentedly at the
Motherwells and Klines he had acquired
when the artists were selling for lunch
money, and waited for his adversary, Dr.
Hans Bluger, to make his countermove.
At this point, according to Bluger, Hed-
ley’'s eyes took on a glazed, slightly
vacuous look, and the attorney-scientist
nervously twisted the radio dial from Fm
to AM. Then he leaned forward and said
eagerly, “Say, Hans, do you know where
1 might get hold of a back file of Popular
Mechanics? T've been thinking it would
be kind of exciting to make and varnish
my own pipe stand.”

At approximately the same hour,
Lionel Frey, founder and past president
of Les Maitres d'Escoffier, author of 46
Recipes Brillat-Savarin Fumbled, food
and restaurant editor of The Wall Street
Journal and The American Medical As-
sociation Fun-Time Gazette, and court of
final appeal of The Guide Michelin, was
dining at a new east midlown restaurant
opened by three wetbacks off the S.5.
France. As was customary when Frey
planned to review, he had eaten simply
that day — eggs Florentine at the Cafe
Chauveron at noon, and, at 5 o'clock,
melba toast and Ceylon tea (unblended,
from his favorite plantation north of
Nuwara Eliya), prepared at home by his
own chef, a former saucier at La Pyra-
mide who had been trained in his last
years by M, Point himself. Between these
modest repasts, Lionel’s tongue had been



encased in the lightwsight plastic bag
filled with the neutralizing and softéning
agent of his own invention he always

wore on reviewinmg days and which he !

slipped off in the taxi just before entering
La Truite Blenc. Now, after five ncarly
perfect coursex, marred principatly by u
waiter whose tie had been bowed with
insufficient panache, Lionel wax studying
the sweets that had been wheeled up for
his inspection — a substantial array of
delicate baked poadies swrrounding a
trembling bowl of dark rmouwsse au
chocelat and another of shart-seasoned
Sihcerian  pyolenberries that had been
flown in that day by Aeroflol, Suddenly,
according to Lionels dinncr guest, Mu-
hammed Ben Wadi, 'Tormerly skewer-
meister in the Kitchens of the Sultan of
Morocco, a kind of glazed ook came
into Lione¥s eves and he said, “Ben,
mind il we skip dessert? IF Woolworth's
is stilt open, I feel like 4 quarter's worth
of Bridge Mix.”

Bennett Aspinall, the bingrapher and
literary critic who had told the King of
Sweden exactly what he conid do with
his Nobe! Prize when he had caupht out
that monarch, during the recading of
Aspinail’s citation, in a patch of spongy
rhetoric, was at this time taking his ease
in a third-floor reading room of the
Century Club, Having just sent off an
R(00-word reply to a correspondent to
 The New York Review of Books who
had questioned a six-word dependent
clause in Aspinall’s piece, “Spinora's
Mom,” the critic was affording himself
the luxury of half an hour with Robert
Graves’s translation of the Ruboivo,
which he was scanning side by side with
the original, sometimes frowning at,
sometimes nodding approval of, Graves™s
handling of the Sanskrit. Absorbed in
this entertainment, he still reserved a por-
tion ¢f his attention for three fellow club
members sexted nearby who were in ani-
mated disagreement about Walter Savage
Landot's influence on Apollinaire. As
Bennett at last closed his ewo hooks, one
of the trio Jooked at him and said, "4&h,
there, Aspinall, perhaps vou'd care to
tell us whete you siand in this Landor
matter.” At that moment, according to
the evidence of ali three, a vacant, glased
look guite suddenly weiled the critic’s
eyes, “I really have no opinion ong way
or the other,” he admitted, “but what do
you think of this? A friend of mine claims
he gets ninetaen miles to the gallon in a
1968 Buwick La Sabre — stop-and-go
driving. Now, I know, from my own six-
cylinder "87 Ford Ranch Wagon, that
there's no way you can possibly . . .7

Alan Murdock’s hands were thrust
deep in the packets of his iab coat as the
shiny metal door te Computer Input-
Quipnt Control slid noiselessly open.
(The sliding unit itself was noiseless, but
% faint clanging and thumping issued

from: the adjoining typing pool as the in-
truding door ¢ollided, as it often did,
with an open file deawer. A hinged entry
into croc would end this nuisance — in
addition to the noise, the girls in the pool
vomplained that the dented drawers were
hard to close — buk the staff of f1oc held

firm ro the helef that a metal siiding !

door was the hallmark of a top-flight
scicntific layout, and attendant discom-
forts would have to be borne.} ‘Thread-
g his way through the white-coated ia-
put lechnicians to the far end of the
brightly lit, antiseptic room, Alan game-
ly fought back slesp. In the 48 hours
gince  the Hadiey.Frey-Aspinall syn-
drome had been brought to the attention
of the Maiiison Institute on a shorf-term
contract from the Department of Health,
tlie entire energy of the small non-profit
think tank had heen redirected from
myriad problems to this immediate one,
and Alan, as chief statistician and senior
s.n., had been abic to snatch no more
than an hour or two of repose. Fortunate-
1y, the ex-Olympic skier kept himself in
fair shupe for just such emergencies with
an hour a dav of slack-wire walking, and
as he aproached his chief assistant, Bev-
erly Wenton, he grected her with a vigor-
ous, "Hi, Bev! Da vou have u final print-
out?"

Dir. Wenton seemed fairly fo burst out
of her skimpy white lab outfit, an affect
the % foot S-inch. 96-pound young wo-
mun achieved by judicicusly spraying her
smock each morning from an aercsol
can of Shadow Sculpt. “It came through
microseconds  ago,” she replied. "What
gives in the Information Section?”

Alan's jaw tightened. “Fhe Chairman
of the Brooklyn College History Depart-
ment is urging his danghter, a high school
seniny, to direct her college admission
efforty to an Ag school in lowa that
boasts an outstanding curriculum  in
laten twirling. And the librarian at the
English-Speaking Union has just ordered
a complete set of Readery’ Digest Con-
densed Books' He reached for her
report.

“As you know,” Reverly said, “we fed
the computer a rundown ¢on our subjects
for the week before the syndrome. These
are the arcas of averlay.”

Alan's eyes, tired but afert, scanned the
information, his miad filtenng it for the
more Lhan routine. “Only four entriex
concern all three of our subjects,™ he said
almest at once. “One, the subscription to
Commentary of each of them happened
Lo Tup out last week; two, after delivering
lectures to women's clubs in separate
cities, they all found themselves at re-
ceptians in splitalevel homes in which the
refreshments icluded miniature frozen
pizzas and a snack with the trade name
Np-A-Doadle-Doo; three, all three tuned
in to the television news special Mex and
Events that featured a probing interview
with Presidential Communicationy IJi-
rector Herbert Klein; and finally, each uf
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our subjects was asked to chip in for a
present for a girl 1 his officc who had
pgotten engaged.”

“¥es, but what does it all mean?
Bev wanted to know.

Alan shrugged, “I am just italiciziag
a4 cyrious statisfical occurrence, It may
mean nothing, if no further avidence . . .”

He irailed off as a blue-sheathed Ulti-
mate Security messenger stuck a sheet of
flimsy in his hand, The color drained
from Ailan’s face. "Do you have K-3
clearance’” he asked. Beverly nodded,
aad he said, *This thing — whatever it is
— has broken out of Mew York. 1 don't
know but that the eatire Bowash corridor
may be affected.” He looked at her level-
ly. “On Thursday night, the Mencken
Society of Baltimore s holding a Tupper-
wure Party.”

With the aid of an electronic pointer,
Dr. Jopas Kronus, Director of the Madi-
son Institute, was reporting on the spread
of the H-F-A Syndrome in the soug
amphitheater of the headyuarters sunk
deep heneath Madison Avenue. (The se-
crecy of the installation was assured by
its single access behitud the waterfall in
Patev Park.) “And here in Washing-
ton, D.C., the Nationat Gallery has an-
nounced a Norman Rockwell retrospec-
tive,” Kronus conciuded, “and an exhibit
of wire and bead flowers. Gentlemen?”

The silence that foilowed his under-
stated appeal spoke eioquently of the
staff's helplessness in the face of the
threat. Ao con secied to pass before a
slight rovement iurned heads 1o the rear
of the hall: Frank Burgle, the Institute’s.
accountant, was shambling to his feet.
“May 1 have the floor?’ he mumbled at
the ceiling, and made his way forward
amid a buzz of surprise, directing himsclf
at once to suhstantive matters.

“Antibodies, boys. What you want is
antibodies,” he announced, more to his
sleeve than (o the newly attentive atdi-
ence. *You understand, a rarc combina-
tion of intolerable environmental factors
has destroyed the natural antibodies in
your three subjects at a time of extraor-
dinary culture seress, making them recep-
tive hosts to a virulent new strain of a no
doubi common organism that inhabils
us ait. Yoo understand, it this rich
growilh mediovm —namely, Hedley, Frey,
and  Aspinzll — the mutation quickly
achieved the strength to spread like a
wind-driven forest fire. Boys, quench it
with antibodies.”

Mile Tuck was on his feet. “Hog-
wash!" the micro-toentgenologist ex-
ploded. “Never in my thirty professional
years have 1 been exposed to such a mish-
mash of ludicrousty unscientific hilge
waler.”

“There ts an cxplanation for eveiy-
thing I have said.” Burgle coolly in-
formed his sleeve. “You understand, [
didn't give it because I was atraid it
would po aver your heads.™

. (eontinued)
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(continued)

“Over our heads?” Tuck raged, “We,
scientists? You, an accountant?”

“All right, over the heads of the lay-
men who might later read of these events
should anyone pull together the frag-
ments of this story. But if you insist, 1
will boil it down to two words — red
corpuscles.”

“Red corpuscles, my —" Tuck began,
but before he could complete the oath
the door slid open (knocking Bev Wen-
ton off her chair and badly smudging
her Shadow Sculpt cleavage) and in
rushed Dr. Bob DPratt, the Institute’s
hematologist, waving a vial of Lionel
Frey’s blood.

“I thought youd want to know at
once,” he blurted out. “Subject’s red cor-
puscles are significantly myophysmatic.”

All eyes turned to Burgle. “Frank,”
Alan Murdock asked for everyone pres-
ent, “how in the world did you guess...?”

“T've observed that subjects in an ac-
tive state sometimes inexplicably declare
themselves to be ‘red-blooded,” ™ Burgle
explained to his collar, “or, more fully,
‘red-blooded Americans” — an instinc-
tive, if simplistic, groping for the truth.”

Murdock spoke again. “If what Frank
tells us is the truth — and I have never
known him to be a dime off in his ac-
counts — we are faced with the most
terrifying prospect in the history of this
country — to put it bluntly, the end of
its values, as we in this room have known
them. And I see no way to stave off
disaster.”

“Not so fast, Alan,” said Dr. Kronus.
“Sealed off as we are from contamination
down here, some of the finest scientific
minds of the twentieth century, with suf-
ficient provisions to last five days, I say
we can beat this thing before we are
forced to surface.”

As the wave of supportive applause
subsided, Beverly Wenton spoke. “Jonas,
I think I speak for Alan and for all of us
when I pledge myself to stick to the end.”
Her eyes were shining, almost glassy,
“But before ultimate security is clamped
down, may I be excused on Thursday to
attend that Tupperware party in Balti-
more?"”

The next few days are best sensed
through excerpts from the diary of Dr.
Jonas Kronus: “Friday — The radio in-
forms us that an s.n.s. chapter head on
a northeast campus who last night blew
the hideout of three priests and a nun
wanted on a draft record-burning rap
will spend the reward money on a Cadil-
lac Coupe de Ville. Saturday — A peti-
tion was placed this morning on the desk
of Attorney General Mitchell, signed by
400 members of the Eastern literary es-
tablishment, calling for a halt to perse-
cution of leaders of the Italian-American
Anti-Defamation League. . . . Here at the
Institute, almost 30 percent of personnel
now manifest the syndrome. Sunday —
A count on Bleecker Street last night re-

30

vealed that nine out of ten automobile
dashboards held either bahy shoes or a
plastic Jesus, . .. Our work continues,
but there is so little time. Monday —
Leonard Bernstein and Herbert Marcuse
will co-host a reception for the runners-
up in the Pillsbury Bake-Off. . . . Is there
no end? Tuesday — Four nonstop days
in the lab, broken at last by a morning
of relaxation at the Tv. Caught a rerun
of My Little Margie in which Margie
amusingly pretends to be her own Grand-
ma visiting from . ..”

After five nights without sleep, Alan
Murdock required an effort of will to
keep his eyes open and fixed on the
closed-circuit monitors surveying his
subjects in their sterile chambers. Only
this morning he had severely wrenched
his back when his slowed reflexes failed
him toward the end of his hour on the
slack wire, Now the picture tubes showed
him nothing but the bleak promise of his
future. In Alpha Chamber, Eric Hedley
was whistling airs from Carmen as he
sanded the edges of his nearly finished
pipe stand. The Beta Chamber monitor
showed Lionel Frey, bright-eyed and
healthy looking, scraping the last shards
of a veal cutlet Tv dinner from the bot-
tom of the aluminum foil tray. In Gam-
ma, Bennett Aspinall was sitting at the
edge of his hospital bed furiously pencil-
ing a letter on lined paper to The Voice
of the People department of the Daily
News. The zoom lens showed Aspinall
signing the missive, “THOROUGHLY FED
UP."

Alan called quietly to a sound tech-
nician, “Up five d.b.’s."” In none of the
three chambers was there even a flicker
of recognition that the level had been
raised on the piped-in John Cage music.
Nor, a moment later, did any subjecct
acknowledge by so much as a pursed lip
the delivery through the food chutes of
a bundle of new University quarterlies.
Disappointments like these made Alan
miss Bev Wenton more keenly. The last
time he had seen her through the glass
of the crowded isolation ward, she was
hunched over a Hallmark catalog select-
ing her Christmas card. Dismissing the
image with a shudder, Alan turned to his
dietitian. “Macrobiotic dinners for all
three, Gwen."” He wondered about Gwen.
Her eyes were showing signs of the
glaze, and within the hour she had ram-
bled on about a salad that called for
pineapple halves, candied onions and
Green Goddess dressing. If she were to
go under, the effective professional staff
would be down to seven, including the
accountant. Just then, Burgle appeared
at his elbow.

Alan was grateful for the distraction,
as his head was beginning to pulse with
an odd yearning to drive out somewhere
on a turnpike, rent a room in a motel
and splash in the roadside pool with the
children of tourists. This could be the
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beginning of the end — for him and, very
soon, for the Madison Institute and then
Western civilization. And yet, he thought
swimmingly, hadn’t the President him-
self remarked that the western, and the
civilization it depicted, were particular
favorites of the American moviegoer?

“Have you tried —" Burgle was dif-
fidently inquiring of his right lapel, and
it was hard to catch his words through
the waves of desire for — now what? —
for an American flag decal to paste on the
cowling of a computer output. Did that
make sense? “Have you tried —" and
Alan swam through currents of seductive
consumer products to meet the words
“— massively applied women’s lib rhe-
toric in conjunction with doubling the
waltage on the Oldenburg-de Kooning
color slides subsequent to cold plunges,
in Deer Park bottled water?”

Foggy now, Alan shouted the neces-
sary orders; instinct rather than reason
was guiding him. He acted not a moment
too soon. An instant later, there was a
surge of movie music in his head and the
next thing he Knew, he was idly twirling
dials on the console, hoping somehow
that one of the three monitors would
yield Hogan's Heroes,

By next evening, as quietly and arbi-
trarily as it had come, the syndrome was
practically gone. That morning, after his
first swallow of Spif, the miracle hreak-
fast drink “practically indistinguishable
from simulated orange reconstitute,”
Lionel Frey hurled the glass at the nurse
from whom he had demanded it. At
noon, Eric Hedley dropped his com-
pleted but still unvarnished pipe stand
in his wastebasket. That afternoon, the
three subjects were turned loose, and by
evening the only plastic on the dash-
boards on Bleecker Street was on an
occasional syringe. The new antibodies
were performing admirably.

“You wunderstand, we overwhelmed
a basically unstable organism,” Frank
Burgle remarked to a wall behind some
colleagues at the Institute. “I could chart
its development for you on the electron
microscope, but I've fallen behind with
my payrolls.”

Bev Wenton turned to Alan Murdock.
“Thank God, it’s over,” she murmured,
and then, “Alan, we are out of danger,
aren’t we?"

“No question,” he said confidently,
“for the moment. But who can say what
new organism —" his tired, alert eyes
indicated the world beyond Madison
Avenue above “— is waiting for a rich
culture medium in which to gain strength
before testing our kind of person? And
will we lick it again?” Leaving both
questions unanswered, he took heraround
the waist and the two of them walked
the upward-slanting corridor past the
humming computer, to the back of the
waterfall and the freedom of Paley
Park.O
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Lampoon is giving away, for a limited time only, this breathtaking collection of the world’s 57
most revered paintings complete in one compact picture. Yes, through a revolutionary new process
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beautiful, in one all-purpose print suitable for framing!
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wade through rooms of boring and tedious canvases just to
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the most memorable paintings ever wrought by the hand of
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through art you can find a heightened appreciation of life
itself, As they say, Ars longa, vita brevis est.*** You will
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How to display your “Famous Artists 57 Greatest All-
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be added by illuminating your picture with a small lamp,
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t was in a small satirical nightclub, of
the kind that flourished in New York
in the mid-70’s, that I think I first got
downwind of the decay that had infected
the American people during those fear-
ful times. | remember the evening well
(it was a Tuesday in February of 1975);
the place, better (it was the Vulva, on
Third Street and Avenue A); and the
mentor of my remarkable awakening,
best of all (she was the unattainable, un-
forgettable Barbi). Tt was less Barbi's
performance that enraptured me — as 1
recall, the satire in which she was fea-
tured was a somewhat old-fashioned
piece that had Colonel Agnew copulat-
ing individually with the entire House of
Congress — than her breathtakingly
beautiful feet.

Her feet, as was the fashion then, were
quite nude, and I remember thinking
how long it had been since I had seen a
pair so perfectly formed. The big toes
were only a little longer than the ones
next to them, and the right foot was al-
most exactly the same size as the left.
Despite her fashionable and gorgeous
220 pounds, the beauties that supported
her were as delicate and deliciously small
as two doggy snacks. My heart palpi-
tates even now at the memory of an al-
most irresistible desire to sink my teeth
into those exquisite bones. Alas, T was
never able to consummate my desire, for
although I went to find her at the stage
door, she was whisked away by a burly
member of the Young American Guards
before T could introduce myself. 1 did
not care to compete,

In looking back down the sidewalk of
the vears, T pick out this experience as
being, so to speak. a signpost at which 1
stopped for a moment. Tn the weeks fol-
lowing it, during which I became a regu-
lar visitor at the Vulva, the constant
image of Barbi towering over my seat in
the front row, her toes often only inches
away from my mouth, drove home to
me that there were many things apart
from incomparably regular feet that I
had not seen since the beginning of the
decade. Pedestrians, cartoons, hair, black
people, campaign buttons, imported lamb
chops, the sun. At the time, these things
seem to have been lost forever, and
thanks to America — as she was then still
known — many of them have been.

One night, I arrived at the Vulva to

INAMERICA

IN THE
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find its doors boarded up and a yac
demolition notice tacked to the box of-
fice. Inconsolable, I went into a nearby
bar and attempted to drown my sorrows
with pipe after pipe of Acapulco Gold.
Whether it was the grass or my ex-
istential agony T do not know, but driv-
ing home that night, my rapidly dimin-
ishing left foot tucked under the car seat,
I had an accident. Somewhere on the
West Side, the car carcened off the street
across a bombed-out lot and crashed
clean through a billboard advertising the
new Dior mask. Within seconds, the in-
evitable msp unicycle rolled up and
poked its absurd little bazooka through
the side window. Although I lied about
the grass — it was illegal to drive after
more than two joints — the cop was su-
spicious and submitted me to my first lip-
width test. One wounld have thought that
this alone would have been enough to
make a sane man see the light, but only
now does il sirike me as monstrous.
There I sat, halfway through a shattered
billboard — T never could stand those
maxi-masks — eye to eve with a bazooka,
having my mouth measured. There sat
the pig-pod like a huge egg on a wheel,
war-like protuberances all over its sur-
face: bazooka, tear gas tanks, machine
gun, ammo, head shears, mouth calibra-
tor, Tv camera, ticket slots and a small
crane for making pedestrian arrests.
Ridiculous encounter! The memory of
it alone makes the bristles on my neck
stand up and shout. And yet, in those
days, this horrible thing, gleaming in the
night on the burnt, deserted street, was
a familiar figure, almost a welcome one,
I can remember only gratitude when a
friendly voice informed me that I had
passed the tests and that I was being
ticketed for only one offense — not car-
rying a gun. (There was a minor national
emergency on and T had lent mine to my
nurse.) My heart filled with relief.
Later, however, when I received my
personal movement statement at the end
of the month and my trips to the Vulva
had been entered in red, indicating offi-
cial displeasure, I felt unclean. Burgeon-
ing resentment was mixed with a desire
to do something patriotic and get back
in the black — or white, as it was by then
called. I toyed with the idea of buving
another flag, but I already had several
hundred. Eventually, I did nothing. In
my maturity I see that this was good, the
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resentment was good. They were signs
that I was becoming aware of the process
that could never include me. although
Rexall, of course, would have blamed
this on my docility.

Rexall was my best friend. Rexall
Abba Karp. My colleague, my confidant,
my Mercutio. Dear dumpy Rexall with
the gorilla hair on his shoulders and that
absurdly fixed retrouss¢ nose. A rotten
psychiatrist but a great assessor of yes-
potential in anything female. We were a
fine couple of foot-sucking blades.

We met during my first few weeks in
New York — on East 74th Street, at a
fashionable cocktail orgy where pets and
people mingled freely. After a few pipes
and uppers, the lights were extinguished
and we soon found ourselves sucking
one another’s toes. Though it was no
skin off my nose, so to speak, Rexall
was evidently under the impression that
what he had in his mouth belonged not
to another psychiatrist but to a cat. He
desisted, much to my disappointment,
but our subsequent exchange was the
beginning of a friendship that lasted until
his disappearance. This first encounter
was curtailed, incidentally, by the ap-
pearance of an extremely sexy Siamese
cat, whom he pursued. (Successfully, as
he revealed to me in great detail the
next morning.) This penchant always ex-
isted in Rexall's make-up; in fact, it
often comprised his professional status.
I must say — at the risk of sounding pious
— that I always maintained the strictest
standards of formality in relation to
those who lay on my couch, even though
T was often sorely tempted. Rexall, with
a crudity matched only by Herr Pavlov,
had no such scruples.

I know, I know, it all seems incred-
ibly corrupt. But who by then could have
turned America away from the course
she had taken in the '70's? What could
one person, however brilliant, do? Rex-
all and T discussed this many times.
Rexall was very definite on the matter,
as was his mother. Resistance was use-
less. Make money. You happen to be in
with them, Mrs. Karp would say, and
they happen to want something from
you. So, don't make trouble, make
money. When you have money, you have
power, and when vou have power, then
you can change the world. Rexall never
did get around to changing anything,
but he certainly made a lot of money.

(continued)
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(continued)

Naturally, I arrived at my theory of
non-resistance by much purer means
than Rexall. The principle I employed
was that of biological evolution. It must

be remembered that a cure will only :

make the bacillus stronger. A harmless
reptile will arm itself until it becomes a
tyrannosaur. Thus, the student guerillas
who blew up half of Cleveland in 71
only strengthened the monster, allowed
it to arm itself with a weapon that be-
fore had been nothing more than an ab-
surd dream. Preventive custody for all
under 25 with 1Q’s in eXcess of 1207 Law
and order required it. A crime for any-
one to be on the streets if they could
afford the down payment on a car? The
new Luddites, who went around burning
and burying every car they could find,
gave Detroit the chance it had been
waiting for. And if the Panthers really
did burn down the White House, then
they played right into Colonel Agnew’s
hand. They gave him a reason to justify
the most colossal weapon of all — the
Black Relocation Program, the teeth and
jaws of the new beast.

Incidentally, 1 am convinced that evo-
lution affected areas other than the feet.
It is my own little pet theory, of course,
and hardly probable now that all evi-
dence is gone, but I am sure that the aver-
age American mouth was affected also.
Lips can be thinned, saliva encouraged
to flow more freely. The *70’s were a
decade not just of the foot but of the
mouth, People were made to salivate on
a permanent basis by the repeated use of
signals: the waving of a flag or the wag-
ging of a tail. And there was nothing
Colonel Agnew liked better than saliva
— masses of it speckling a nation of thin,
white lips.

Still, it was that carefully engineered
gradualism with which things were re-
moved from everyday life that was the
Colonel's true genius. One scarcely

noticed their passing. The slow disap-
pearance of President Nixon from the
public eye is a good example. By 1974,
he only emerged to announce major na-
tional crisis, or, as they were ironically
called, emergencies, More important
than his disappearance, however, was
the fact that no one noticed; no one re-
membered that there had once been a
President who grabbed every conceiv-
able chance he could to get in front of a
TV camera.

I suppose my true crime was to re-
member. If it had been possible, there
would have been a law against remem-
bering. I understood why, when, later
in the decade, they began burning old
newsreel footage and David Frost shows.
It was important to those in power that
the people not remember when or how
or why something had started. With
their emotions al a fever pitch, people’s
memories were dulled to a torpor. Na-
tional emergencies were constantly be-
ing declared. If a domestic issue began
to cool, a foreign one unobtrusively be-
came critical and advisors were sent to
yet another Oriental country, Once the
boys were there and the military budget
had again been slashed (as it was, for in-
stance, in March of *73, frem 102 bil-
lion dollars to 212), some domestic crisis
would occur to distract the public from
the tedious process of setting up a puppet
government. And all the temporary mea-
sures that were hurriedly passed to deal
with the erisis somehow became per-
manent.

Take the temporary measures that were
passed after the White House burned a
week before the 1972 elections: the in-
definite postponement of the election it-
self; the mobilization of all state and local
police into the nsp; and the adoption of
the knock-and-shoot law, which enabled
them to fire into a house, provided they

had first rung the doorbell. These mea-

as
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sures were never revoked, and if anyone
had spoken out, he would not have been
heard in the uproar that followed. In
February of 1973, victory was declared
in Thailand and Burma and advisors
were sent to India.

By 1975, these trifling events, in turn,
had been entirely forgotten in the turmoil
of trying to quell a subcontinent, and
seemed unimportant beside reports of
vast riots in the new black cities. Walch-
ing Bob Hope entertain American troops
in Pakistan or David Frost interview
the next President of India (he was from
Salt Lake City) seemed infinitely more
exeiting than some turgid investigation
of last month’s crisis. But Barbi . . .
Barbi’s toes, you see, made me recall a
time when there was just a simple little
war and black people walked the street,
like me, on their two feet. There were no
South American mercenaries then, and
the worst we got from the ghettos was
an occasional drunken sniper. And that
had been only five years before.

T remember mentioning some of these
gnawing doubts to Rexall at the Newport
Perversion Festival that spring. He pooh-
poohed them as sentimental with his
usual crudity. Rexall always fancied him-
self much more politically sophisticated
than I — after all, he was a New Yorker
and I was from Nebraska — and in this
respect shared in a rather pathetic auto-
erotic self-image New Yorkers had of
themselves as nationally effective or in-
volved. An image, it should be added,
that was rudely shattered within a few
steps of the west bank of the Hudson.
Rexall was also fairly typical of New
York political concern, firstly, in that
he confined himself mainly to affairs in-
volving verbal defamation; and secondly,
in the speed with which he lost interest
in something as soon as he had made a
contribution to the appropriate charity.
The one exception to either of these
characteristics was the Black Relocation
Program, of whose rightness he was im-
movably convinced. A great lover of
New York, he laid the responsibility for
its decline exclusively at the door of those
to whom he referred to first as “schwugs”
and later as “prunes.” Qur relationship
was not at all afTected by this. He never
guessed my secret, and, ironically, his
lips betrayed him long before mine even
aroused suspicion,

You ask, why didn’t I leave then? The
answer is that since the knowledge was
not yet in sharp focus, was more an un-
easiness, a little scab of doubt, leaving
was not an alternative. 1975 was a year
in which my career had reached un-
dreamed of pinnacles. Consultation fees
for emotionally disturbed pets reached
an all-time high. There was at least one
dog, cat, fish or bird in domestic cap-
tivity for every American alive, with
dcgs in the vast majority. The ‘human



birthrate was down. The first pet census
was conducted in January of 1975. Many
of the economical motives behind the
Oriental sweeps originated in the critical
need for cheap rice to supply the boom-
ing pet food industry. And I was at the
heart of it all.

If there had been nothing else, that
would have been more than plenty; but
there was something else. The summer.
That summer was the summer of Miss
Gunnie Frontwell, my hairless wonder.
From high atop her, in midtown New
York, many is the afternoon I would
sing lullabies o the more docile of my
patients. “Hush, puppy, do not cry . . .
daddy’s going to buy you a diamond
mine. . . ." They were good days, warm
days, salad days, sometimes even clear
days. An albino like myself, Gunnie had
an abiding sense of doom, and our love
reflected that desperation. In the fall of
the year, we quarreled over some trifling
matter — as I recall, I found patently
naive her belief that Nixon actually had
died of an acute respiratory ailment
and she left me. I heard later that in a
typical effort to kill the serpent by em-
bracing it, she had joined the Depart-
ment Department. I suspect that the new
lip-width regulations of 1976 may have
been her downfall, for they were spe-
cifically aimed at government employees.
Ah, Gunnie, Gunnie, Gunnie, so ab-
surdly destroyed by the very monster
you helped to make. So typieally con-
vinced of the ultimatc recourse to the
Constitution, always believing that there
would be something to turn to, still hop-
ing that absurdity itself was just another
temporary measure — like the abolition
of the Appeals Courts. But 1 must pay
tribute to your memory or your ghost,
Gunnie. . . . T never stuck my foot in a
mouth like yours.

How different my life might have been
if I had fled while there was still some
youth in me, to a place with a greater
promise for the future...a Mombasa
or a Santiago. Could I not have turned to
embrace the easy buck, the fast billion?
Was doing it in the park so important to
me? Did T have to become, for a few
paltry million pieces of silver, a Judas to
my race, standing tight-lipped by while
they were invited, jumbo jet load after
jumbo jet load, to the beautiful, wide
open spaces of the Northwest?

But T am too harsh on myself. It is
only surprising that I, an acknowledged
genius, could have been so blind as not
to notice what the colonel was planning
for his adopted land.

As early as 1971 therc were ample
signs, blazing beacons for those who
wanted fo see them: the founding of the
Honest Simple Young Americans, the
arming of the mailmen, the Pointyhead
bill, the legalization of oil slick, the out-
lawing of documentaries and cartoons.
And vet, these grim and sinister portents
of the times to come never seemed to be

the affair of an Assistant Professor in
Domestic Animal Psychology. The Uni-
versity of Nebraska was never partial Lo
blacks, and nature had been kind to me.
Why should I care if the authorities
quietly phased out all undergraduate
studies in favor of graduate research? My
qualifications and fees were climbing all
the time. Why should T care that, for
safely reasons, all non-automatic cars
under 16 feet were banned? I had money
enough for two. How could I get excited
about the independent volunteer army or
urban renewal or suppression of dissent
— when Alpo had finally made the big
breakthrough, and developed gourmet
foods for dogs? Escalope de Cheval Pe-
kinois, Pate de Coeurs de Poulet Truffe,
Doggy Chunks Bourgignonne, Supreme
de Tuna aux petits pois . . . these exotic
products were only the first hints that we
were moving up onto an entirely new
plateau of domestic animal relationships.
They were hors d'oeuvres served at the
door of a wonderful new place where
pets would need cosmetics, haute cou-
ture, investmen! advice, and — most in-
teresting to me — psychiatric care.

T have often reflected, with some irony,
that had T been less outstanding in my
field, 1 might have realized sooner what
was happening. As it was, the first two
or three years of the decade was a time
when, in'a way, the Colonel and T were
al one, I have never found out to what
extent his administration understood the
changing relationship between man and
his best friends during that period, but it
is significant that at the time they were
placing restrictions, controls and checks
on just ahout everything, they never
made any moves in this arca. Which, 1
think, was shrewd. People wanted (o get
closer to their pets. The children they
had raised blew up trains and cities, or
blew up the children who did. And those
children, when they settled down, pre-

ferred pets to something that came from
their own bodies — pets were more doc-
ile, more affectionate and far more con-
venient. Yes, I am quite sure that the
Colonel realized this. His later exploita-
tion of it certainly denotes a great under-
standing and, once again, I have to ad-
mire his Machiavellian grasp of people’s
most basic instinets. The people, though,
seemed bent on making things easier for
him. Increasingly confined to cars, houses
and pets, their responses became sim-
pler and simpler to manipulate,

Domestic and foreign threats were al-
ways at one remove. There were students,
there were riots, there were guerillas,
there were blacks, but they never seemed
to be in the immediate vicinity. If one
lived near Mexico, it was Canada that
was threatening the next invasion; if one
lived in Canada, it was Mexico. Law and
order had always been restored in “this
town.”

And the lack of elections helped. Tt’s
remarkable what little interest there was
in elections — the only people who really
need elections are the opposition. And by
*73, there weren’t many of either. Amer-
ica scemed to be working at last. Gradu-
ally, the idea of a North American Em-
pire that would last a thousand years be-
gan to take root,

Can you blame me that I, too, was de-
ceived? In the early '70's, T responded
like everyone else to the thrill of action
and satisfied what scruples I had by leap-
ing with the rest on the apparently liberal
little scraps that were thrown to us. All 1
could think of outside of my career was
that there was no more draft, I could
smoke all the grass T wanted and T could
watch people copulate in public. More
important than anything, first medical
reports were beginning to come in from
California — at first suppressed by Gen-
eral Motors, and then encouraged —of a
significant increase in the average size of

(continued)

“Book him.”
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(continued)

the right foot. When, early in 1974, the
University finally phased out all activ-
ities except aerodynamic research, my
only thought was to go somewhere where
I could have more of everything. That

was the only thought in my head —more, .

more, more. I took the first plane to New
York.

1974. What a year! Life scemed so
good! Hearl discase had just appeared
among dogs; feline identity crises werc
rife, The rage was the new gourmet fish
foods and birdseed. Consultation fees
were beginning to climb to between 800
and a thousand dollars an hour. I was far
too busy to be concerned that the military
budget had again been slashed from 302
billion dollars to 505. The merging of the
Honest Simple Young Americans with
the National Guard didn’t seem particu-
larly sinister. The donation by the gov-
ernment to black Americans of vast tracts
of land in the by now subdued Canada
seemed nothing if not altruistic. In repa-
ration, they said. for centuries of oppres-
sion. Another liberal scrap to jump on.
The subsequent burning of the ghettos
was all in the interest of hygiene. The
fact that the Young American Guards
were in charge of construction in the
new cities was only reassuring, and I re-
member an atavistic glow of pride that
summer at the smiling black faces in the
papers, digging their own drains and
building their own homes. At that time,
the Program never touched me, and even
if it had, T had more than enough friends
in high places, human and otherwise, to
get around it. I can recall no suspicions
about the Program. Naturally T didn't
particularly want to be part of it but I
was relieved that a solution had finally
been found and, of course, like anyone,
I was guilty of an occasional chuckle as
some unfortunate [talian or Jew, unable
to pass the skin and lip tests, received an
official invitation to move to the new
cities.

No, the year 1974 was golden. I was
young, handsome, suceéssful and fash-
ionably fat. As I recall that year, a mias-
ma of canine faces, huge hips, shaven
heads and right feet floats before my
eyes; the slow, luscious removal of a
lady’s gas mask, the northern lights of
the fires in Harlem, the heaving naked-
ness of Central Park on weekends, David
Frost saying Mass in St. Patrick’s, the
tan beauty of a California toe, the soft,
giggly smell of cannabis in a New York
bar. The first 200-story apartment block
went up in that year (and fell over the
next), and it often took several days to
drive from one side of town to the other.
In the fall, the last tree in Manhattan —
I remember going to see it, was on 70th
and Park — died, and Mayor Lindsay
opened the first indoor park by doing it
with Mary on the amazingly lifelike
grass. My income that year was slightly
in excess of a million and a half dollars.
I appeared on all 700 talk shows, My
home was a duplex penthouse on the
142d and 143rd floors of a building on
Sixth Avenue. On a clear day, T could
see the ground.

Those nights in the Vulva were the
beginning of my emergence from the
blindness of the first five years of the
decade. And, in the latter part of 1975,
T began to sense thal, apart from Rexall,
I was not alone in my growing doubts.
Ever since, at the suggestion of Colonel
Agnew, and in order to be closer to the
true pulse of America, all three networks
had moved their base of operations to
Patachuk, Ta., New York had lost much
of its hegemony over the opinions of the
rest of the country. Freed of the obliga-
tion to come to terms with Middle Amer-
ica, New York’s traditional skepticism
grew, fed by the incredible decadence of
the city in the mid-"70"%. While exhibiting
the moral cowardice often found in
groups where rich Jews predominate,
New York was soon the only place in
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that doomed land in which any doubts
were expressed about the sincerity of the
wily Colonel. These doubts began to sur-
face at this time, less, I think, out of a
moral sense than because a minor bill was
passed in November outlawing comedi-
ans, thereby throwing a large portion of
the New York population into unemploy-
ment. By casually dropping remarks at
my headshiner’s or during foreplay, I
gathered the distinct impression that a
revolt was brewing in Manhattan.

Despite this, it took almost a year for
the lids to open fully, for the retina to
register everything in true perspective.
Once the seed had been sown, the incon-
sistencies that before had seemed to arise
simply from the lack of information and
the laws that had been inconveniences
started to fall into a logical pattern. In
early 1976, for instance, the first wave of
voluntary sterilization was reported in
the new black cities, or coon-pens as
they were then known; and officials ex-
pressed surprise, No one bothered to ex-
plain why, if the blacks were so obse-
quious (and so far away), they should
bother to burn down both Houses of
Congress. In the inevitable national
emergency that followed, the army tem-
porarily took over the government, and
our leader acquired the military title he
was to keep right up to the end — mod-
estly confining himself to Colonel.

The clouds began to gather. Although
always thin lipped, T barely passed the
new lip width regulations of '76, One
chilly morning, they came to invite
Rexall away. He went, babbling about
changing the system from within. The
madness of those around me was con-
spicuous. In March, Mayor Lindsay
read aloud to an enormous audience in
Central Park every mother-in-law joke
ever written, wearing a false nose and
a beanie. It was a direct and futile chal-
lenge. In April of '76, tactical nuclear
weapons were first used in knock-and-
shoot raids, the military budgel was
slashed from 876 billion to the entire
gross national product, and American
advisors were sent to the Balkans. And
— the unkindest cut of all — in that fine
old American tradition of forbidding
what the majority enjoys most, fellatio
of the right toe became illegal at 3:14
p.m, on July 17th, 1976, A subsequent
brief affair with a fiery but affectionate
Afghan (what was her name . . .7) failed
to comfort me, I was running scared.
When they started bombing the coon-
pens that summer to put down the riots,
I knew the end was near. The only little
happiness 1 had that whole year was
in September, when, at the ceremonies
marking the meeting of the suburbs of
Chicago with the suburbs of New York,
Colonel Agnew revealed that his run-
ning mate in 1976 would be a fellow
named Rover.

I must say, they almost got me by



running Rover for Vice-President, but
when I got into the polling booth, 1 just
could not do it. (Since there was only
one lever, I'm sure this was noted.) It
made no difference anyway — they won
with a 98% majority. As Colonel Agnew
pointed out, it was the largest mandate
ever given an American President. The
day after he was elected, the Colonel
ordered the complete destruction by nu-
clear bombing of the black cities and
invaded Manhattan.

But that was not the end of it, That
very day, even as the army was bombing
the George Washington Bridge, an of-
ficial helicopter dropped out of the sky
and landed on my roof. T thought I was
done for, bul it was not to be my de-
mise; on the contrary, by a colossal
piece of irony, it was my most glorious
moment. I was being flown in the Col-
onel’s personal helicopter to the Penta-
gon, where 1 was to take up my new
post as personal consultant to the next
Vice-President of the United States.

The helicopter was not a moment too
soon, either, Within an hour of my leav-
ing, all bridges leading to Manhattan
had been destroyed. The island was then
reduced to rubble by the bombers. My
youth had been destroyed. -

A career as part of the Administra-
tion should have been the proudest mo-
ment of my life. Not only was I at the
top-most pinnacle of my profession, but
by the time the Colonel and Rover were
inaugurated, my profession itself was
well on the way to being the most im-
portant one in the Empire. A snap cen-
sus, released on January 1. 1978, showed
that there were now four pets for every
human being in America, with a dog
population alone of more than 300 mil-
lion. No human children had been born
in November of 1976, Legal investiga-
tions were under way into the constitu-
tional rights of hamsters; people were
beginning to show interest in pet shell-
fish. In any other place at any other
time, I would have been not only the
proudest man in the country but also
one of the most powerful. Instead, I
was a quivering wreck, My life was a
nightmare — a shadowy round of avoid-
ing lip width tests, powdering birth-
marks and satisfying my now illegal
lusts in dark corners behind shoeshine
stands. My weight went down to 250,
I forgot to shave my head, 1 was go-
ing through two packs of marijuana a
day. My personal movement statement
looked as if it had had catsup spilled
on it.

I stood it for five months. They were
not arduous months. The new Vice-
President was well-balanced and our
scssions limited themselves to casual
conversation and risque jokes about our
respective lady friends. He was a charm-
ing animal in many ways; with an
earthy, blunt side to him that immense-

ly pleased the public. (Polls showed, by
the way, that he was the most popular
Vice-President in the history of the na-
tion.) He used to say to me, in his gruf
way, that he pissed straight and always
called a bitch a bitch. That quality of
directness was what made it possible
for him to talk so easily to the new
breed of Americans he represented. He
may not have appealed to their best
instincts, but he certainly appealed to
their most basic ones, The pithy slogan,
the engaging faux pas. Even through my
shell of terror, I liked him. He deserved
his subsequent power.

There is not much more to tell. 1
saw little of the Colonel, and the coun-
try was in a kind of lull before the
storm. After Easter, I began planning
my cscape, and about the same time
started treating a huge Doberman pin-
scher named Storm, who had just been
appointed Major-General. From the
beginning we suspected one another, but
even if he was sent to keep an eye on
me, he certainly needed treatment. Our
sessions became more and more tense
— there were sidelong glances, odd whis-
pers outside my door. He was highly un-
cooperative and disliked my diagnoses.
T first discovered Oedipal tendencies and
then, probing deeper, definite signs of
latent homosexuality. They did nothing
to help our relationship.

At the same time, unexplained re-
strictions were placed on my move-
ments. T was followed everywhere by
someone . . . or something. All T could
think of, was “"OUT!" “Leave,” “Now!”
A week before T escaped, they passed
the compulsory Transplant Bill and
lowered the lip width again. The night
I planned to leave, I had a drink with
Vice-President Rover —to make things
look normal — and he was distant, re-
strained, formal. As I sipped, he kept
looking at my mouth. The birthmarks
on my stomach and my buttock seemed

—

to be burning through my clothes,

But I made it. The actual escape, in
fact, was remarkably uneventful. It cost
a couple of million dollars and I had
to kill a few people, but otherwise it
was rather like a business trip. When
I landed in England, only to be sub-
jected to a stringent lip-width test, and
“repatriated” to Africa, 1 was less hurt
than surprised. And it turned out for
the best. Kenya has been good to me.

That really is the whole story. It is
scarcely worth repeating the subsequent
events in the White American Empire:
its total destruction by power-crazed
pets, the horrible death of Colonel Ag-
new at the hands of his own Vice-
President. The events are history, and
although the Colonel and those around
him deserved it, it is still painful to me
that they had to go that way. Suffice
it to say that I was in America in the
'70%s. 1 saw it all.

Naturally, T am often asked whether
it can happen again. I am constrained
to say that I don’t think it can. The
peculiar set of circumstances that thrust
the Colonel into power and allowed
him to increase it are not likely to be
repeated in my lifetime, or yours. There
are similarities of course — the pig-
mentation [aws, for instance, But, be-
lieve me, those laws are nowhere near
as stringent as the ones they had in
America. In any case, I think the gov-
ernment is much more concerned with
social progress than with actual color,
It is biologically demonstrable that ex-
cept for rare cases like myself, the
blacker a man is, the more intelligent.

But enough talk, Mboto. Let us get
back to you. . .. You are, I assure you,
totally cured. . . . Quite well-balanced
enough to run for public office. . . . For-
give me, now — I am tired, and I have
used up your whole hour. You need not
pay this time , . . but perhaps one teensy
kiss on your hind paw . . .? [

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



Doltic war helmet

by Ch'ristopher Rush

B

Juju fruit fetish On May 10, 1957, Warsaw cesspool

(ceremonial) repairman Vincent Siluski was deeply
immersed in his work when the lunch
whistle blew. He began to wade about,
looking for something large enough to
float his People's cream-filled Twinkie
on, when his boot struck an oddly
shaped object. As unlikely as it may
seem, this was a great moment in the
history of anthropology, for Vince had
discovered the first artifact of the Doltic
civilization, a crude flint beer bottle.
Thus began the great archaelogical dig
conducted by the United National Cul-
tural Agency, with the technical assist-
ance of Roto-Rooter. Now, 14 years
later, we know that the Dolts represent a
lost civilization and a culture that closely
paralleled our own, but which for some
reason disappeared almost without a
trace. We also know that the key prin-
ciple that their culture was based on,
and the prime mover in all facets of their
development, was undoubtedly stupidity.
In fact, scholars have discovered refer-
ences Lo them in Chinese manuscripts of
the First Dynasty, in which they are
called “the turtle-minded ones from the
sun’s bedroom™ and in ancient Hebrew

Gauntlet

Doltic battle bumper
(usually worn on back)

f scrolls, where they are referred to as

; op— “those who (make) Jehovah to laugh.”

X L R i i — The early Doltic tribes of the Stone
Frafoctive outeclayee -E“ [ Age are lucky to have survived at all,
[ — " - since they lived in papier-miché huts

which they invariably built on the slopes
of active volcanoes. After every eruption
their medicine man would chant: “Earth

= God sick. Mountain throw up,” and then
g throw a virgin coated with Peplo-Bismol
i into the volcano. Although not too

bright, even in their tribal days the Dolts
were extremely persistent; they are the
only people we know of who succeeded
in domesticating the rhinoceros and the
rattlesnake, or wanted to. Their pop-
ulation was exceedingly small during this
period, but by 2400 Bc they had col-
lected in sufficient numbers in Northern
Europe to produce the earliest known

Doltic “stoneshoes™
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Bridal headdress

Doltic over-shoulder-
boulder-holder

Young dolt

slum area.

About the same time that the Roman
Republic was being founded, the prim-
itive Dolt tribes were also coming to-
gether to form what could be called the
first true Doltic civilization. Legend has - -'-\\\
it that the Doltic nation was founded by
a pair of Siamese twins who were suck- % ‘
led by a she-hamster. Like the Romans, -
the Dolts had one great city at the center ‘
of their Empire. It was called Doltoken,
and from it sprang the slow leak of Dolt
culture.

The Dolts religion was essentially
pagan, with a large number of gods and ubba-Hubba
goddesses, including: Gunzo, the god-
dess of hot flashes; Szelchni, the god of
after-dinner remarks and one-liners;
Wreltne, the goddess of rectal itch; and
Barko, the god of cold cuts and war, The
high priests of the religion wore magnifi-
cent gold headdresses studded with di-
amonds, emeralds, and bottle caps; robes
of the finest silk and fur; and corduroy
pants. Their chief priestly duty was to
perform miracles at revival shows to
keep faith strong. At these events, any-
one who felt unsure about his religious
feeling was brought forward, had his
legs broken and was given a pair of
crutches, This apparently convinced the
puzzled Dolt masses of the priests’ power
and cut down on the demand for mir-
acles.

As is the case with many other re-
ligions, the Dolts had incorporated into
their dogma a ceremonial celebration of
the attainment of manhood by boys.
When a male Dolt reached the age of 13,
he was hung by his genitals for two days
and nights, while holding a bowling ball
in each hand, all the while asking the tra-
ditional question, “Why is this night dif-
ferent from all other nights?” At the end
of the ceremony, he was declared a man,
or whatever, depending on how things
went. His grandparents usually gave him
a sundial or an appropriately enlarged
toga. Eventually, as with many other
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feantinued]

cultures, the Dwoits turned to monothe-
ismi. They even developed a messiah
story about a savior who was born of a
virgin on a lonely night in a stabie lighted
by a bright star. He was visited by three
kkings, but when they arrived, they found
that he had been eaten by a cow five
minutes carlier, This may account for
the Dolt's six-page bible and their some-
what gloomy outlook,

We really don’t know very much about
Lralt art because crayon deterjorales so
quickly, but their chief vehiclks scoms to
have heen the coloring book. The only
other art forms they worked regularly in
were the tatoo and handpainted under-
wear, They did dabble Fightly in cer-
amics, hot they produced only rain gut-
ters and ashtrays fashioned to look hike
the human hand with the middle finger
extended in an obscene gesture. Like the
{Jreeks the Daolis loved sports, and they
had a yearly sports fectival similar to the
Olympics, It featured events like the five
yard dash, the three-legged race, javelin-
catehing and a unigue Dol game called
Diolnak, or “splatter.” Splatter was by
far the national favorite, and its players
were considered heroes. The game was
quite simple. Six very large, muscular
Dolts were bhindfolded and put into a
small rmng, and then each was given a
20-pound sledgehammer. The referees
had strong stomachs and wote raincoats.

The first great Dolt leader was Atiita
the Turd. He was by nature power hun-
gry, and he decided to use the mighty
Doll army to conguer the woeld. Sinee
he was also a shrewd realist, he chose
the African pygmy natien as his first
target. Unfortunarely, he faled to re-
alize that once in Africa, his lepions
could not maintain their normal Dolt
diet of prunes and All-Bran. Within a
few momths, his ranks were swepd by
constipation. After the first battle with
the pygmies, 20,000 Dafts lay dead
of lacerated ankles and calves. As a
pigmy battle tower approached Attila
and fired hundreds of teensy-weensy ar-
rows into his navel, he is reputed to have
said, “The whole Dolt kingdom for an
enema.” Alas, even when he raised his
offer to 20 gold picces, there were no
takars, and AttiTa 100k his life in the
traditicnal Dolt warrior suicide rilual of
fulling o a ook as oflen 45 nocessary.
After this one great moment of glory,
the Dolts entered a period of military de-
cline. They were conguered in turn hy
the Greeks, the Romans, the Egyptians,
the Turks and the Swiss, In fact, they
were conquered continuvally for & period
of 600 years until the word got around
that thoy were “casy,” and no selfre-
specting congueror would bother with
them. A sad epitaph indced for a people
whe mmvented the bow. One can anly
guess how things would have been if
they had gotten around Lo mventing the
ATrow.

The Dolt empire soon sunk inte moral
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decadence. ‘Lhe rich gorged themselvas
at gargantvan feasts on lavish dishes like
cream farina with pine needles, fried oat-
meal, rosebud stew amil SpaghettiOs.
Old moral codes disintegrated, and peo-
ple fnduiped in disgosting sexval prac-
tices such as kissing on the mouth, slow
dancing and sex in the nuode. They con-
structed a huge arena, and thonsands
gathered to be entertained by Darbaric
spectacles like nidpget wrestiing, node
haton twirling and blind roiler derby. A
great Dolt philosopher summed it all up
when he said, “Ihave seen the best minds
of my generation turn to crap.”

When the barbarian hordes swept
dowa " fram the Worth to overwhelm
Rome, thev almost overlooked the Daolrs.
Eventually they sent a herd of pack
shieep to sack Doltoken, and legend has it
that the High Priest had to plead with
the lead sheep dog to spare the ¢ity. Un-
like Rome, however, the Dolt culture
was not 1otally destroyed by the barbark-
aps becanse there wasnt any real re-
sistance and 1o a barbarian, one hairy
slob locks like another.

The remaining Dolis soon migrated
to the East, apparcotly for the hell of if,
and founded Wew Doltoken. There the
second Dolt empire flourished, probably
because the area, which in modern times
was often Poland, was good prune coun-
try, ot much is known about the Dolts
from this point on. We do know that
they switched from writing on Jell-O 10
the morc permangnt tapicca, but this
improvement in techngue ruled out the
development of the printing press. Therc
is even some evidence that their cul-
ture mirrored Western  Civilization's
Age of Eniightenment and Exploration.
‘Lhey had a brief reanissance during
which they graduated from coloring
books e painting-by-the-mumbers aad
produced their metaphysical thinkcr,
Oscar  Sztench, who wrate: “I have
gas, thercfore I am.” In this same pe-
riod, they were respomsible for a few
bits of classical music, including the
world's only knewn kazoo symphony
and the world's first fetish novel, entitled
Hor Sneakers. There are alwo indications
that several years beforc Marco Polo
brought back coal, silkworms and gun-
powder, & Dolt explorer visited China
and brought back fortune covkies, paper
fans and clap. And around the same time
that Tszac Wewton sat wnder the apple
tree and formulated his theory of grav-
ity, a little known Dolt scientist, Edvard
Dengue, sat under an avalanche and
wrote a short treatise on contusions and
cerebral hemorrages before rigor moriis
set in. )

Like the dinosanrs, however, the Dolts
simply disappeared. and by 1700, the
daminant life form in the lands they once
occupied was the Mountain Woodchuck.
Several leading nutrition experts insist
that the basic Dolt digt turns healthy
luboratory mice into violations of the
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Sanitary Code in less than a week, and
have cages condemned by the Board of
Health to prove it, They conclude that
a similar fatc befell the Dolts, and thar
may well have been the case. Unfortu-
nately, since the Dolts were not in Lhe
hatvit of burying their dead but stuffed
them and used them as door jambs and
decorative planters, there is no way o
tell for certain, There is the possibilily
that internal strife Jed them to kill cach
other off, but afl the evidence points to
the Dolts being unwarlike. A TDoit
mother would not say 16 her son before a
battle, “Come back with your shield . ..
or on it.” She would say "Come back
with your shield . . , it costs money.”
There are ther theories, some of them
fairly wild, including the nction that the
Diolts created an advanced civilization
on the lost continent of Atlantis. That
theorv seems very unlikely, since it is
difficult to imagine Dolts ever being
able to get enough money together Lo
pay the Greeks to build such a civiliza-
tion for them, but it does offer several
possible explapations for the legendary
sinking of the continent. A small minor-
ity claime that the Dol never existed at
all, but there 1s too much contrary evi-
dence to keep alive such a faint hope.
Sir Kenneth Clark probably speaks for
the majority when he seys, "1 don’t think
we shall ever know for certain where
they came from or what happened to
ther, and,quite frankly, I can’t see why
anvone would want to.”

Newvertheless, a few anthropologists
have remained inverested in the Dolts
and have come to hold the view that they
never died oot af all but bred widely
with other populalions. Wurking with a
high-speed computer of the sort used to
match fighters of different perieds in hy-
pothetical bouts, these scientists arrived
at a series of conciusions abouwt the lev-
¢ls the Dolt civilization would have
reached had it survived intact and the
cultural profile individual Doles would
have shown, For exampls, the computer
predicted that by 1950, the Dolts would
have developed the plastic dogshit mat
and the whoopee cushion, the flea collar
and u pragtical means of travel to distant
towns. In terms of the individual Dolt,
the computer listed Pop-Tasts as their
protable diet, Bob Hope as their favor-
ite political satirist and Billy Graham as
their chief religious figure. It picked
Steve Reeves and Ann-Margaret as likely
Dl favorites in the fleld of dramatic
acting, Lawrence Welk as a serious com-
Poser, and Agnew, Wallace and Himm-
ler as ideals in slatesmanship. It also
put the prubability of the survival of
Dolt penetie truits at .9, or near cer-
tainty, and iisted a number of tell-tale
signs of Dolt ancestry to look for. They
include mouth breathing, multiple tat-
toos, horsehead tics, extensive word-slur-
ring, and an obsession For dismantling
zutomaobile enginas. CGrood hunting. [



The Great Kitsch Conspiracy Irial

Before it happened, few would have believed that our civil liberties could be threatened by so flimsy an issue
as whether the fluff on Johnny Mathis’s polo sweater was half an inch or three-quarters of an inch long. And now
that it’s over, there are many who would like to forget that it ever happened at all.

With this book on the Carlpepper trials, John M. Trevor reminds us that we cannot turn our backs on our mis-
takes if we are to prevent them from happening again. “The Popcorn Inquisition” combines his usual sensitive
reportage with extracts from the official transcript. It is illustrated with the original television drawings,

The book provides an arresting portrait of Admiral Carlpepper, the man whose paranoid fears disrupted many
lives, terrorized the entertainment industry and held the nation in suspense for over a year.

Mr. Trevor is a distinguished journalist. His articles have appeared in “The Washington Post,” “The New
Republic,” and “The Atlantic Monthly.” In 1968 he was awarded the Pulitzer prize in journalism for his “Saigon
Journal.”

We are privileged to present the following excerpts from Mr. Trevor’s forthcoming book.

— THE EDITORS

CARLPEPPER People don’t even know Kitsch when they
. e see it anymore. T'll tell you what Kitsch is. Kitsch is the
- 7 w cxploitation of sentiment for sentiment’s sake, Like saying

; good night to your mother or Mrs. Calabash on national
g television.

v THE DEFENSE Admiral Carlpepper, didn’t you have a

{J mother?

CARLPEPPER Of course, I did. But I never used my feel-
ings for her to draw attention to myself. And I certainly
never tried to turn her into a Mama Mia. a Mother Ma-
chree, or a Yiddishe Momma just to get a laugh. Kitsch is
doing in public what should only be done at home. Kitsch
is Debbie Reynolds recording Am I That Easy To Forget?
after Eddie left her. Kitsch is Eddie Fisher crying on stage
in Las Vegas after Liz left him, Kitsch escalates, you see,
because, like the Atom Bomb, Kitsch works by chain re-

action! (continued)

 “If ‘Laugh-In’ keeps you in stitches,

/ if you love Louis Armstrong’s version
of ‘Hello, Dolly!’, if you can’t
help humming along with
‘Lara’s Theme’ from ‘Dr. Zhivago’

. . . then you've been victimized!”

— Adm. C. K. Carlpepper

by Michel Choquette , Anne Beatts and Sean Kelly
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(continued)

The Prosecuting Attorney named William Morris, Interna-
tional Famous, CMA, AGVA, AFTRA, Actors Equity,
AForM, BMI and ASCAP as being infiltrated with hardcore
Kitsch agents,

THE PROSECUTION Where do you work?

THE WITNESS At the William Morris Agency in New
York.

THE PROSECUTION How would you describe your job?

THE WITNESS I'm in television packaging.

THE PROSECUTION Yes, but what would you call your-
self? A television packager?

THE WITNESS Well, I guess I'm an agent.

THE PROSECUTION Precisely.

* * F
Among the expert witnesses subpoenaed by the Prosecu-
tion was Ed Sullivan.

THE PROSECUTION Isn't it a fact, Mr. Sullivan, that you
have had as guests on your show Jackie Leonard, Jackie
Mason, Jackie Kannon, Jackie Carter and Jackie Vernon?

ED SULLIVAN Yes. I can’t deny that. But it was just coin-
cidence.

THE PROSECUTION 1 see. Is it another coincidence that
they all used the word “matzohball” to get a laugh?

ED SULLIVAN Well, there are no new jokes in the world,
after all.

THE PROSECUTION Mr. Sullivan, in your estimation,
would you say that matzohball is high Kitsch or low
Kitsch?

THE DEFENSE Objection! Counsel is leading the witness.

L L L

“The hallmark of a trained and dedicated Kitsch agent

is that he’s always crying on your shoes.”

g

5
EXCRUHVE TG SILVIR SCREEN!

Anthony Quinn Sobs:
"I Didn't Know It Was Kitsch,
| Thought It Was Honest Sentiment!”

bt |

One of the Prosecutor’s favorite ploys was to show ran-
dom snippets of supposedly Kitsch-tainted films, Often, he
succeeded only in confusing the issue, not to mention him-
self.

A MEMBER OF THE JURY But, your Honor, isn't this
the same film we saw vesterday? Why do we have to sit
through this twice?

THE PROSECUTION The film we have been watching is
The Bells of St. Mary’s. Yesterday you saw Going My
Way. Yet it has just been demonstrated that even an ob-
jective jury cannot tell them apart.

THE COURT 1 think if you examine the record you’ll find
that the film we saw yesterday was Fighting Father Dunne.
& & &

— Adm. C. K. Carlpepper ¢
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PORTRAIT OF A KITSCH-HUNTER

While stationed in the Pacific shortly after Pearl Harbor, Admiral Carl-
pepper was making an inspection tour below decks. He was shocked to find,
instead of a Betty Grable pinup, a picture of Eddie Cantor on the wall next to
an able seaman’s bunk. He took this as a sign of a subtle plot to undermine the
moral fiber of America.

After the war, the threat of such a conspiracy continued to haunt him. He
retired from the peacetime navy to devote 25 years and much of his personal
income from the Carlpepper family popcorn fortune (“We use real butter”) to
assembling evidence of the supposed collusion among individuals in all fields of
the entertainment industry,

When Carlpepper branded show business notables as subversive agents, he
naturally gained the attention of the press, He drew to him a few supporters,
some sincere in their allegiance to his theories, others simply self-seeking. Past
Administrations had dismissed Carlpepper as a harmless fanatic. But when he
was able at last to gain the ear of the Attorney General, his case against the

Kitsch Conspiracy was finally brought to trial.

No one can doubt the man was sincere in his beliefs. It is possible that some
of his more extreme accusations were the result of poor advice from his at-
torneys. But, given a chance for drama, he played it to the hilt,

THE DEFENSE But, Admiral, this is ridiculous! You can't
change popular taste. The entertainment industry is in the
business of serving the taste of the American people. If you
can call How Much Is that Doggie in the Window? Kitsch,
then you might as well say that President Nixon himself
was being un-American when he told the nation how much
he loved his little dog Checkers! Here you are making
Kitsch agents out of Jack Parr, Joey Bishop and Red
Skelton simply because they cried on television. Senator
Edward Kennedy cried on television. Does that make him
soft on Kitsch?

CARLPEPPER Perhaps you don’t realize the gravity of the
situation. This is a matter of national survival. While mil-
lions of young Russians and Chinese thrill to martial music,
what do our young folk listen to? Simon and Garfunkel!
Ever since Ahie’s [rish Rose, time has been running out for
America. Kitsch is not just an honest laugh, a few honest
tears — Kitsch is the exploitation by subversive agents of
the precious stockpile of American emotion. If you can’t
see that, then you're out of step with me and every other
right-minded American. I cried when my dear wife passed
away. I cried when Herbert Hoover died. But if you cried
at the end of Midnight Cowboy, you've been duped!

- L] L]

CARLPEPPER My record will speak for itself. I've never
shown bias against a man because he was Jewish, Italian
or Irish Catholic. But I call the Jury’s attention to the fact
that there’s no English word for Kitsch —and that Tony
Curtis’s real name is Bernie Schwariz. Even after he
changed it, what did he change it to? Tony. Hardly a Swed-
ish name.

THE DEFENSE But, Admiral Carlpepper, Kitsch is not a
Yiddish word — it’s a German word, originally. How do
you account for that?

CARLPEPPER Yes, and Karl Marx was a German name,

too . .. originally,
* = *'r'

The Hotel Lafayette began to look like The Beverly Hilton.
A constant stream of celebrities came to watch the proceed-
ings. Artistic temperament often made it difficult for for some
to refrain from getting in on the act.

CARLPEPPER When I saw Donald O'Connor, Mitzi Gay-
nor and Bing Crosby up there on the screen singing You
Gotta Give the People Hoke, 1 knew | was on the right
track.

A VOICE Maybe it was Kitsch — but it sold a lot of popcorn
for you, you hypocritical son of a bitch!

THE COURT Mr. Marshal, will you please remove Miss
Kitt from the courtroom.
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(continued)
THE DEFENDANTS

Admiral Carlpepper’s blacklist featured a cast of thou-
sands. At one time or another, he lashed out at every branch
of the entertainment industry. But even he could not arraign
everyone whom he accused of “tripe, hokum, slip-slop and
cheap sentimentality.” He was able to manufacture a case
against 10 show business personalities. One of Admiral Carl-
pepper’s pet theories was that Kitsch ran rife among Jews,
Italians and Irish Catholics, and most of his suspects were
drawn from these ethnic groups.

BARBRA STREISAND HENRY MANCINI
DEAN MARTIN MICKEY ROONEY
JERRY LEWIS JACKIE GLEASON
FRANK SINATRA MELANIE
SAMMY DAVIS JR. MYRON COHEN

For 11 months, the seal of justice of a United States Fed-
eral Court hung from the faded velvet curtains of the main
ballroom in Washington’s old Hotel Lafayette. It was prob-
ably the first time that a trial had been held in a hotel ball-
room. But then, it was certainly the first time that witnesses
were obliged to sing, dance and tell jokes as part of their
testimony.

The trial was delayed by lengthy preliminaries. Selecting
the jury took two months, After repeatedly excusing prospec-
tive jurors for cause, the Prosecution ended up with a hand-
picked jury.

The Prosecuting Attorney told and retold a joke about the
old Irishman who went to see the Pope. Those who still had
a twinkle in their eyes after hearing it three times were ex-
cluded from jury duty.

Of the countless show business people who were called
upon to testify, very few failed to make an appearance. Carl-
pepper did his best to make a refusal to testify seem like part
of the Conspiracy. The following exchange occurred during
the testimony of Witness Tony Bennett:

“Every time Dustin Hoffman gazes into
Mia Farrow’s eyes,
American civilization crumbles a little.”
— Adm. C. K. Carlpepper

THE PROSECUTION This part, where you take off your
jacket and loosen your tie, and then you turn the chair
around backwards to sit on it . . . would you call this “a
bit™?

TONY BENNETT Yes, I suppose so.

THE PROSECUTION Would you describe for the benefit of
the Jury the difference between a bit and a “shtick™?

TONY BENNETT I don’t see what you're getting at.
A YOICE You know very well what he’s getting at!

THE COURT Admiral Carlpepper, let me remind you once

again that you are not testifving at the moment.
5 - <3

THE DEFENSE Miss Gorme, Mr. Lawrence . . . The Pros-
ecution has made quite an issue out of your kissing and
hugging each other 27 times, or whatever it was, on The
Andy Williams Show. Bul it is true, is it nol, that you are
married?

EYDIE GORME Yes, and happily so.
STEVE LAWRENCE You betcha!
(applause from the spectators)

THE PROSECUTION Your Honor, they are Kissing now!
Look at them, they are kissing now! I demand that this be
indicated in the record.

* & *

THE PROSECUTION Mr. Humperdinck, wouldn't you
say that your pants are too tight for comfort?

THE DEFENSE Your Honor, I object again! The witness
on the stand at the moment is not Mr. Humperdinck, but
Mr. Tom Jones. I fail to see how Counsel can always get
these two names confused.

L £ E
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Dion Di Mucci, formerly of Dion and the Belmonts, but
now a solo artist, was one of the many who had to perform
before an unsympathetic audience — the Proseculing At-
torney.

DION (sings)

Each time we have a quarrel it almost breaks
my heart,

‘Cause I am so afraid that we will have to part,

Each night I ask the stars up above:

Why must I be a teenager in luh-uv?

© Copyright 19592 by Hill and Range Songs, Inc.

ol
_viandt
e O Ta0
B! A
,’ﬁﬁ".::.
,,'.:-'-"{:’
"i—””_’,"'

But that was in the old days. T don't do Kitsch any more.

THE PROSECUTION In that case, how would you describe
your recent hit for which you are still receiving royalties,
Abraham, Martin and John?

DION You can't call that Kitsch! It’s Ethel Kennedy’s fa-
vorite song!

ES * e

The Prosecution resorted to somewhat questionable tac-
tics more than once in the trial. Liza Minnelli was asked to
sing Raindrops Keep Fallin' On My Head. This request may
have been a deliberate attempt to lead her into a trap. In mid-
song, she confused the words “raindrops” and “rainbow,”

breaking into what everyone except the Prosecutor agreed “Whenever vou see Plastic
was a heartbreaking rendition of her mother's trademark. y 3

In any case, it is difficult to believe that the Prosccutor was Kitsch is probably hiding bEhil]d it.”
making an honest mistake when he referred to the title of a RiF Adnl C. K. Carlpepper
Judy Garland album as Three Hours of Just Kitsch instead

of Three Hours of Just Pow. -
+ # * Wl (continued)
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{continied)

Several limes, Catlpepper made what was to him a mean-
ingful distinction between “wrong-headed but not un-Ameri-
can Plastic” and “subversive, fiber-rotting Kitsch.”He claimed
that even a plece of well-intentioned Plastic eould easily be
infiltraied, thus opening the door to Kitsch.

CARILPEPPER “Sulugodvola, menchika boola, bibbidi-bob-
Cbidi-hoo . . . 1 refuse to believe that Wall Disney could
have written that himself.

THF, DEFENSE Dont you think Mr. Disney knew what
his own employees were up to?

CARLPEPPER By the timc he found out some of his staff
had Kitsch sympathies, it was too late —and that’s what
killed him. -

&, + *

Carlpepper granted that most TV situation comedies were
by and large “merely Plastic,” although he suggested that
shows like Juliz, or Make Room For Granddaddy with Danpy
Thomas, were borderline cases. Broadway musicals did not
fare so well: '

CARLPEPPER T know what T said, 1 said that Frddler on
the Roof was the most roiten apple in a poliuted barrel.
And 1 said that any musical with an exclamation mark in
the title was automatically Kitsch, But I didnt say all
musicals.

THE DEIENSE 1'm reading from the fraescript right here, -

where you say: “Broadway is a seething slimepit of Kitsch,
And, to cur nation’s shame, musicals like Man of La
Mancha and {lair are spreading this slime to other coun-
tries in their infernational productions.” ‘That sounds like «
fairly scaithing denunciation of everything on Broadway to
me.
- * *

THE, DEFENSE Did you or did you not direct a member
of your personal staff te obtain a complete list of every
guest invited o Truman Capotc’s masquerade ball?

CARLPEPPER 1 don't have to answer that.

THE DEFENSE All right then, Admiral Carlpepper. Did
you tell reporters, shortly after that same ball, that Leonard
Bernstein, the distinguished symphony conductor, was in
the pay of Truman Capote, and that West Side Story wax
marshmallow fudge?

CARLPEFPER I may have szid something of the sort, yes.

THE DEFENSE Even though Mr. Bernstein is a conduetor
of serious classical music, you are willing to accuse him of
being a Kitsch agent?

CARLPFEPPER Classical music is full of Kitsch! Look at
operal! Who knows what they're singing in Italian? What
about Irish tenors? John MeCormack singing Danny Bovy,
or Lili Pons singing anything. What else can you call it but
Kitsch? Why did the whole world cry along with Mario
Lanza just because he was loo fat to star in The Student

. “Prince?

. L Ed £

CARLPEPPER 1 have proof positive that Mr, Sammy Davis
Ir. iz a Jew who went so far as to convert 10 Negritude in
the inrerests of the Kitsch Conspiracy.

THE DEFENSE Admiral Caripepper, let me remind you

that you are under oath,
- ¥ *

CARLPEPPER Tion't underestimate the effectiveness of
their propaganda. They have the communications industry
tied Up. And it's no long step from sceing Judy Garland in
a fop hal and t&ils (o being grabbed by the balls In the
men’s reom during the intermission! I've seen them danc-
ing cheek-to<chesk to Strangers in the Night! .., I've seen
them ot the beachas in their see-through jockstraps, listen-
ing W The Impossible Dream on Japanese transistor ra-
dies! And il you can’t seg that The Impossible Dream is
Kitsch, you'd better take a long look at yourself!

. ) #* + + o

CARLPEPPER Thart's right, go zhcad, iaugh! You reporters
had your litile joke in the papers about how [ have a nese
for Kiisch, Well, let me tell you, it's no joke. T can smell
it out.

A VOICE Wktat does it smell like, Admiral?

CARLPEPPER You know what it smells like, It smells Liks

chicken soup, pepperoni, and corned beef and cabbage!
* & =

The final 90 minutes of Caclpepper’s testimony were
drowned in langhter. Each new allegation was wilder than the
last. Years of preparation, months of waiting in the wings and
the intense strain of the past few days had taken their toll,

Perhaps he felt he owed it 1o his public to bring the house
down with a climactic finale. Or perhaps some last strand of
reason had suddenly given way. Whan asked to step dowsn,
Admiral Carlpepper seemed reluctant to quil the witness
stand. He stood gripping the edge as though it were a tiller, his
knuckles white, A marshal had to lead him back to his seat.

The Prosecuting Attorney lost no time in bringing on what
he obviously regarded as his prize witness — a irained seal
who played The Star-Spungled Ranner. As the seal played the
opening notes, a flushed and eager Carlpepper rose to the
OCCasion;

CARIPEPPER That's not Kitsch, it's our national anthem,
and it's beautifull 1t's Old Glory snapping in the morning
breeze! It's the Battle AHvmn of the Republic and The Stars
and Stripes Forever! It's Independence Day! 1t's Veterans’
Day! IU's the majorettes at the Rose Bowl! It's the Rock-
cttes in the Easter Show on the great stage at Radio City
Music Hail! It’s Bob Hope and Martha Raye on a USO
lour! Tt's The Four Fraedowms by Morman Rockwell! It's
Glenn Campbell singing Galvesront It's Apollo 12! [t's Ma
and Pa Kettle an the farm! It’s Shirley Temple in The Little
Colenel! It's James Cagney in Yarnkee Doodle Dandy! It's
Georgie Fessel saluting the flag! 1ts George M, Cohan in
person! , '

Youw're a grand old fag,

You're a high-flving flas.

And forever in peace may you wave . .,
Ev'ry heort heats true

‘Neath the Red, White and Bliue,
Where there's never a boast or a brag,

Bur should auld acquaintance be forgot,
Keep vour eye on the grond old flag!

@Copyright 1463 by ASHLEY PURLICATIONS INC.

Carlpepper strutted up and down in front of the jury box
twitling his canc and singing at the iop of his lungs as though
he were Gearge M. Cohan come to life.
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arawimngs by Hidem Nakal

Even while the Court was granting the Defense’s pro forma
motion for a dismissal, reporters were already leaving the
ballroom to file stories on the end of the trial.

L e *

It was all over but the shouting, Admiral Carlpepper retired
to the family home in Newport News, Virginia, He did not
long outlive his notoriety, The entertainment industry, crip-
pled by Carlpepper’s onslaught, struggled shakily back to its
feet.

Today, Carlpepper, colorful as he was, may seem like a
puny figure. One wonders how he was ever able to persuade
the United States Government to take him seriously.

After all, show business is by nature very much in the pub-
lic eye. If a Kitsch Conspiracy had existed, Carlpepper would
not have been the only one to spot it. If so many show busi-

“John Philip Sousa is one thing,
and Ethel Merman something else again.”
— Adm. C. K. Carlpepper

ness figures were actually guilty of Kitsch, wouldn’t the
American people have known? Americans are no fools. They
could not have gone on watching TV day after day without
realizing that what they were seeing was Kitsch.

Carlpepperism was no mass movement, The Conspiracy
trial was the work of one man — aided by the folly of our
elected representatives, on whom the true blame must fall.
But if ever again we allow the government to drag our most
beloved entertainers into court for the crime of expressing the
full range of their emotions, then we will have nobody to
blame but ourselves, O
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As California goes, so goes the nation . ..

THE

PIED
PIPER

Or
BURBANK

by Sean Kelly and
Michel Choquette

(A warped recollection of the poem
by Robert Browning).

L

Remember California,
Just west of Carson City?
The blue Pacific, wild and great,
Has washed the gilt from the Golden Gate,
But not the guilt from that sinful State,
As you’ll hear in my ditty.
To see the morals of mankind
Most decadently undermined
By perverts was a pity.

IL.

Fags!
They edited the fashion mags,

Had strangleholds on arts and letters,
Wrote TV dramas, ads and gags,

Enslaved the State in their fuchsia fetters;
Designed and sold outrageous rags,
With matching hats and evening bags,
And astronomical price tags,

Exploiting the passion

Of ladies for fashion,
To finance campy drag queen jags.

IIL.

Until the day when all the loeal

‘olk cried, “Time for the death row, rack, lash!
The silent majority’s finally vocal,

And calls for the hour of the hetero backlash!
To think we élected you, cinema straight-man,
A stick-to-your-mate, Commie-hate, church and state man!
Do something extreme now, before it’s too late, man!
We can’t tell our hippie-haired sons from our daughters,
There’s dope in the air and fluoride in the waters,
Our wives are in trousers, and as for our sons,
They’re handing out flowers and bhoycotting guns!
Hell, we’ll vote Democrat if a decent one runs!”
The Governor, at this declaration
Quaked, with a mighty consternation,




1v.

The caucus met in despair. Out

The window the mad mob chanted.
Bald councillors tore their hair out,

The Governor raved and ranted,
And all were galvanized with mortal
Fear by a rap at the chamber portal.

V.

“Yes?" said the Governor, fixing a grin,
And a cool and curious man stepped in.
His costume was in doubtful taste;

His shirt was open to the waist,

His pants were tight around the hips,
His boots were pointed at the tips,

A strange smile flickered on his lips;

In short, he was a striking sight,

So handsome he could pass for white.

VI.

He advanced to the council table;
And, “Please your honors,” said he, “I’m able,
By means of a secret charm, to draw
All living creatures beneath the sun
That creep or swim or fly or run,
After me so as you never saw!

And I chiefly use my charm
On creatures that do people harm.
I marshal suicide parades,
And I'm called,” he said, “the Queen of Spades.”
And here they noticed around his throat
The type of cordless microphone
That deejays use to do a remote
(Or nightclub singers, like Vie Damone).
“Yes, I’'m the one who was effectual
In driving every intellectual
Out of Idahe. I’'m the pixie
Who led the Democrats out of Dixie.
I’'ve worked as an exterminator
In Warsaw, Moscow, and some time later
I rid Greek generals of some pests.
If I rid you of what infests
Your State, will you give me a thousand dollars?”
“A hundred thounsand!” the Governor hollers.

VIIL.

Into the street stepped the Queen of Spades,
And, winking, flipped the hand-mike switeh;

Launched into Humperdinck Serenades,
And a batch of Steve 'n’ Eydie kitsch,

Building to one of his surefire bits

A medley of Streisand hits.

And as he trilled in a sweet falsetto,

A tremor rose in the great gay ghetto,

And the tremor grew to a tiptoe stamping,

The lisp of leather and silk hips vamping,

As into the streets the fags came, camping.

Some abandoned Phys. Ed. classes,

(continued)




(continued)
Setting hair or saying masses,
Shattered window-display glasses
Where they had been placing “Simply
Perfect prints for plain or posh rooms,”
To giggle in the streets with pimply
Sailor boys from bus-stop washrooms.
Rough-trade massenrs lumbered, wineing
In the sunlight. Strutting, mincing,
Screaming pink-haired faggots danced
To the Spade Queen’s song, and the crowd advanced
To the Freeway, in one of its wildest hours.
It mowed them down like a field of flowers.

One fag survived, shaken and scarred,

And sold his memoirs to Avant Garde,

Which read: “I heard The Impossible Dream,

And the hissing whisper of sauna steam,

And a blond Boy Scout’s half-frightened scream,

In a land of whips and whipping cream;

And the murmur of surf on a sun-bleached heach,

And a Princess phone within easy reach,

Tinkling with dates and friendly hellos

From pouting lads and husky fellows;

And Tiffany lampshades and hiphugger jeans. ..
I found myself starting to drool at the cry

Of ‘Gay Liberation and Long Live the Queens!
The world has turned into the pool at the Y!

So piteh in! Switch in! Stop your bitchin’!

Suddenly the country’s itchin’

For the very thing we’re rich in!

Fairies in gardens and kitsch in the kitchen!’

And Mom was the only girl in town,

Waiting for me in her wedding gown . , .

++ . Then the Freeway traffic came roaring down.”

VIIL

The citizens cheered, although some found it odd
That the school board and half the morality squad
Had followed the singer. The Governor said:

“If it weren’t so subversive, I’d paint the town red!

Let’s ban beads and bangles, and shirts without collars,
And peace signs and incense,” (applause, lusty cheers)

“And blockade the border to keep out the queers!”
(Hysterical cheering!) ““And . ..”” Now who appears

But the singer, with “First, my thousand dollars!”

IX.

“A thousand dollars!” the Governor scoffed;
His councillors shifted their feet and conghed.
That kind of money, they knew, would pay
For a Tijuana holiday,

Which the tired Governor clearly deserved,
After the strenuous term he’d served.

“You sing like an angel,” the Governor said,

“But not even you can awaken the dead.

So I guess,” he concluded, as calm as a clam,

“Qur business was finished in that traffic jam.

An unwritten contract ain’t worth a sweet damn,

And if you aren’t certain of that, I am.

I appointed the judges. But listen here, Sam —

Here’s ten bucks for your itrouble. Now take it and scram.”

X.

The Spade Queen grinned and he said, ““Shee-it!
Just gimme the bread, man, and I'li split.

I gotta play another gig

In the Gaza Strip tonight. But dig:

The cats who jive me, very soon

Find I can blow a different tune.”

XL

“P’ll bust you for singing without a permit,”
The Governor said. “That’s a two year term. It
Isn’t my habit to be insulted

By street musicians. Now, I’ve consulted

The Union, and they and I agree

There’s no way you can collect your fee.”

XII.

The Black Man#ook to the street again,
And went into action

With a Hendrix Experience, and then
Some Jagger Satisfaction.

He Cocker croaked and Morrison moaned,

Heavy as Led and Slyly Stoned,



Ripped off a riff and started growling

Dirty electronic blues.
There was a creaking that seemed like a squeaking
That grew to a shrill nerve-shredding shrieking,
The sound of ten thousand females, freaking,
The screech of she-cats, the scream of diesels,
And, like chickens wailing at farmyard weasels,
Out came the women, howling.
Schoolgirls, grand dames, nuns and matrons,
Beatle fans and opera patrons,
Wives and daughters making whoopee,
Every one an instant groupie.

XIII.

The Governor gasped and his eouncillors stared
At the swivel-hipped, liver-lipped, fuzzy-haired
Racker who had begun ta lead

The sereaming feminine stampede.

They stood in a wet-palm, trembling-knee way
As the mob moved slowly toward the Freeway.
And then, as if he’d been staging a hoax,

He turned the crowd toward Sherman Oaks.
“It’s such a relief to see he’s moral,”

The men breathed. “When he gets to Laurel
Canyon, he’ll be mollified.”

But, lo, when he reached the Canyon side,
The ground gaped wide as a governor’s grin,

And the Queen — now King — of Spades stepped in;

And the women followed without a halt
Into the San Andreas Fault.
And when all had disappeared from sight,
The earth gave a shudder and slammed np tight.
Did I say all? No! One was lame —
Her electric wheelchair shorted out —
And in after years, the poor old dame
Was sad, and often snorted out:
“I missed the chance of a lifetime, hoys!

For 1 was promised juicy joys —

Flowers and candy and thrills past hoping for:

Being the Mama the whole Gang’s groping for,

And Queen of the Prom, and Toast of the Corps,

And head of the line at the dressing-room door;

Champagne on a yacht off the Isle of Capri,

A handsome gynecologist in love with only me,

And movie starlets white with rage because I’'m so good-looking,
And neighbors green with envy when they hear about my cooking:
A millionaire husband and babies with fannies

Disposably diapered by trusty old nannies,

And wall-to-wall Evprylhiug just o p[ay footsie on

With a man I can look up to from the pedestal he puts me on;
No scruples, no split ends, no stretch-marks or pimples,

Just heroes with war wounds and beach boys with dimples —
And as I saw a vision in the San Andreas deeps

of Daddy, big and strong as God, in love with me for keeps,
The music faded back to feedback buzz,

And the crevice closed, and there I was,

Old and ugly, and lame and gray,

The only woman in L.A.”

XIv.

I fear, sweet sirs opposed to crime

And vice and anarchy, the time

For piper-paying is coming soon.
Remember, then, who called the tune. O




How to Drhaw Good

by Peter Bramley

14 Easy-As-Pie Lessons From the Mallard Fillmore
Institute of Manual Dexterity

o e

It’s simple folks, just sit back, relax, take it easy and let your imagination run free! Take your piece of blank paper, pour
yourself a drink and look deeply into its whiteness, have a smoke — and before you know what happened, you will surely
envision great art where there was nought before! Try it below!

£ SEE THAT? T S
Liiigret ? i HERE'S A == g 4 %2
= -
&° Gmosvorjglg‘_" I B
J"” ."\.\

_ :‘q\-\f’ : :
2 o
How ABOUT V4 '.73“?2 g

THIS? ¥ evEN BETTER
e i
Before you begin, gather together these essential tools and Simple geometric shapes (thé circle, square, triangle, etc.)
materials! Once gathered, begin immediately. Remember, are the basis of all forms in nature! Study this example and
a rolling stone gathers no moss! try it yourself!

DRAWING PAPER,

ﬂfa-... A

—r

Once you have mastered the art of simple outline, which by now you obviously have, we can go on to shading! Notice how
the dull cube on the left comes alive with the sudden addition of shadow! Ditto for the face exercise on the right!
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Some special techniques with people and animals. . . .

P

To make drawings of children extra appealing, draw the
eyes quite large!

B

} ETHNIC BACKGROUND

N

The facial features and what they indicate!

POLITICAL LEANIN &S

—

these figures make you feel?

It is possible to convey great emotion with posture, What do

dance with emotion!

SADNESS

HIGHNESS

0 o
ob
Y~ N

Joy ANGER_

LOWNESS BowLING
BALL

Practice these facial expressions and your pictures will

P~

voila!, a rabbit!

e
EGG CARROTT BEET_MusHRoom APPLE BEANS

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.

Animals are a cinch, watch this! Draw an egg, add a beet,
two carrots, an apple, a couple of beans, a mushroom and

B2




anything will move!

Want vour drawings to move? Just add a few “speed lines” and that’s all there is to it! Add some of these handy helpers and

MAN NOT RUNNING MAN RUNNING

Some cartoon types illustrating the infinite scope of character drawing!

INDIAN CHIEF

The only thing that makes a humorous drawing is some
lines arranged on paper in the form of humor!

~ SERIQUS ILLUSTRATION

Now that you know all about drawing, it don't mean a hell
of a lot unless you can make the big time!

P —




CULURAL =LEVISION

It’s only a matter of time, don’t you think, before America’s top minds attack
that nasty wasteland and MAKE THE DESERT BLOOM! But if you happen to
like the desert the way it is, don’t despair. Remember that (as the French say) plus

ca change, plus c’est la méme chose, or, if you scratch Sir Kenneth Clark, you’ll
find Bert Parks.

15¢ Local Programs Mar. 20-27

Robert Lowell’s
Easter Prayer

by George W. S. Trow
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Gracie Slick’s

nadleal
Dos and Don’ts

— Etiquette for the Aquarian Age —

By Terry Catchpole

Hey kids, On. Offerjoinror organically grown | “Do you believe that story about Janis
Your friend Gracie, lead singer mange and say, “What's hap- still being alive and that she just
for the Jefferson Airplane and com- penin’?” wanted to get away by herself for
poser of such dynamite numbers as | C) Black Person awhile?”
White Rabbit aud Somehody o Off: “Hey,” or “What's happenin'?” | “T¥o you think that cat over there is a
Fove, wanis o lay something on On: “All power to the people,” nare?” :
you. T know you're already hip to with clenched fist salute. {Te | "Who does your tie-dyeing?”
the fact that Establishment culture - pive this saluie, clench the right | “I'm thinking shoul hitching 10 Marra-
is ong hig hassle of rules, regula- fist with the thumb on the mus- kesh this fall.”
tions and restrictions, and we say side of the fingers, extend the | *Copping dope’s no hassle for me —1
oft that! The alternative revolution- right arm at a 45% angle from know a cat who gets it straight from
ary counterculture is liberated, free the frent of the body with the Mexico.™
form and unsiructured, and we say forearm at & 30" angle to the | “"Hus the FBI tapped your phone, too?”
right on! But dig this: Do you want upper arm. Although this is | “You're under arrest.”
to come on like some lame weekend the natlonally accepted proce-
hippie [or maybe an undercover dure, some variation may be Rap Tabos
pigh) .. . or would you rather be pracliced in your arca — it is Catholicism, the Lindbergh kldnap-
really irio the scene from the start? advisable 1o check with your | ping Pagemrr._ books. Virna Lisi, the
This is 10 heavy trip . . _ all vou do local Black Panther or esr of- écoking of Provineial France, Winston
is lay dowa a few cosmic basics in fice.) and Ceefee Guest, the New Criticism,
your head to help keep the good | D} Guy Greeting Chick ihe search for Bridey Murphy, Audie
vibes ﬂDWl_ng- Zap the bummers, Off: “Haven't I met vou before j Murphy, aperitife and canspes, chiaro-
seore the highs and vow’ll be a boss someplace? : seuro, the iragic story of Herb Score.
dude. . i On: “Didn’t we ball at the festival | the cranberry scare, Neil Sedaka. World
- Yours for beller \'Ibra'[lf)ns. last surnmer?” War I1.
oAl . E) Chick Greeting Gu
Greetings C%V Off: “Da vou }glavc ‘:ligbt?” Rap Responses
W o « “Didp’ rative Off: “Yes,” “No,” “What?"
The first routine to get straight before On: “Dide’t we ball at the festival B TR g
making any scene & how 1o come on ~ lastsummer® On: “Heavy,” "Far oul,” “Huh?
cool. This can be a real downer unless F) Chick Greeting Chick, or Guy Rap Stoppers
your h.e',ld § 1 th? rigtit L?lace.‘ Bere’s Grcct‘l‘_ng.Guy . ¥Nison is doing the best he can””
where it's at for different situations: O “How are the kids? " i e
On: “Didn't we ball at the festival | 0 YOU have any spare changet™
A) Fellow Head (conversation not de- last summer’™ They say Dlo]r]fR,l_ckIes is really a nice
sirable) . - s auy in real life.
Off: Wave and say, “Good momn- G] 8;Y oor;;ltl:el:c(g;ede]::fds“alght “Red Sky in the mornipg, sailors take
ing.” On: Outstretchad pa\lm' warning: red sky at night. sailors’ de-
On: Brief nod of head (approxi- ' ' hght.”
mately 573, with a soft-spoken, - “Larey Csonka is the most underrated
“Hey" {approximateiy four r‘unning back in foolhall™
decibels), Rap Starters “After all, we're only hurnan.”
B} Fellow Head (conversation desir- | “Groups have had it — individeal per- | “Fitzgerald conldn’t carry Wathanas]
able} formers are whers it's at.” West's typewriter.”
Off: Handshake and, “Hello, how | I ried working within the system, man, | “Are the Academy Awards rigged?”
are you?' a+. it didn't vespond,” “You're under arrest,”

(cantinied)
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(continued)
Parties

Decide who's going to have your party
and then, when you get there, say it was
a surprise planned just for him. That
way, he won’t mind so much when you
smoke up his stash, play slap jack with
his Tarot deck, and feed his angelfish
Milk Duds. Of course, we don’t have
any hang-ups over such straight routines
as “party manners”. . . . don’t rip off your
“host’s” floor pillow; de feign interest
when approached by a repulsive, sex-
ually liberated guest; play it cool with
would-be suicides; and don’t wipe the
hookah mouthpiece before using it (it
shows distrust).

Dating

The usual routine when a guy invites
a chick to a demonstration or confronta-
tion is for them to meet there instead
of going together. This will make it
simpler if the chick decides to leave with
someone else, or if the guy runs into his
Old Lady, If they are busted, the guy is
expected to arrange the bail money and
the chick should attempt to kick a cop
in the balls.

Resisting Advances (Chicks Only!)
Off: “What kind of girl do you think I
m!|1
“I'm sorry, but [ never do it with
just one guy at a time.”

On:

Dress

The basic rule is to wear anything as
long as it’s freaky and looks inexpensive.
Remember, though, to dress so that you
won’t come across like a member of the
Establishment. Your safest bet is an
Army-Navy surplus store.

Footwear
GUYS: Wear whatever you want, ex-
cept ripple-soled walkers, Buster Brown

oxfords, crepe-soled suede slip-ons, zip-
front lambskin loungers, penny loafers,
or rubbers.

CHICKS: Wear whatever you want
except stiletto-heels, sling-backs or any-
thing that appears in the Spring 1971
J. C. Penney catalog.

Headgear
GUYS: No lampshades, frisbies or
propellor beanies.
CHICKS: No party hats, football hel-
mets or turbans.

Bands & Beads

The matter of what headband and
beads to wear, and when, is very simple.
If the scene is before 5 p.M., wear your
most colorful informal headband and
beads. If it is before 6 .M. and a formal
gig, wear the same beads but with a more
subdued, solid shade headband. If the
scene falls between 6 and 8 p.Mm., wear
the subdued band and a single strand of
one-color beads., After 8, wear your
basic black headband and a single strand
of small white beads. (Note: If there is
likely to be more than the usual token
Afro-American, add a strand of chit-
lins.)

Insignia

Care must be taken as to when and
where you display the two most impor-
tant insignia of our culture — the peace
symbol and the clenched-fist salute. As
these are usually permanently stencilled
onto clothing, this can cause obvious
problems. Probably the best, most effi-
cient solution is to buy reversible cloth-
ing, putting one symbol on each side,
and learn to change quickly with the
mood of your crowd.

Backpack
Here's a good example of how you
can really freak out the straights by open-

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.

ly flouting their rules: Wear your back-
pack in front! Heavy!

Rock Concerts

First, if you’re wearing something
particularly freaky, walk purposefully
up and down the aisle or hang out in
the lobby until the concert begins, Once
the music starts, place yourself in front
of as many people as possible and scream
as loud as you can when the lyrics are
sung, Don’t forget to keep shouting out
the name of your favorite request num-
ber until you get some response from
the stage. At the end of a set, instead
of draggy applause, throw a chair, break
a window, punch out a rent-a-cop, any-
thing. Just remember, be crude! If you
know one of the musicians playing, you'll
be expected to wander on stage at least
once during the concert and touch an
amplifier.

Passing the Joint

The person providing the grass always
lights the first joint, taking care that the
match (no vu-lighters with hand-tied
flies, please!) is held at least two inches
away from the surface being lighted.
After savoring the aroma, he should take
a tastefully short drag and allow the
fumes to roll gently around in his lungs.
If satisfied that it is dynamite grass, he
passes the joint to the person on his
right, who inhales deeply and says,
“Good shit, man"; each person in turn
passes the joint to the person on his
right and so on until it is back to the
start, whereupon the process is repeated.
When most of the joint has been con-
sumed, the dude providing it designates
his favorite person present to be the one
to eat the roach. Or take it home. If
he desires, the cat scoring the grass can
also comment on its origin, growth,
strength and vintage for the benefit of
the others. A good all-purpose one is,
“It's an unstrained, Tijuana lid with a
slow rush, but I think you'll be zonked
by its flashback.”

Eating

Nothing can beat dinner time at the
commune with your family and friends
all gathered around the food-laden,
sturdy, wooden dining room floor. Here
are a few pointers:

* Centerpieces: These displays always
lend a final finishing touch to the eating
area. Among my recommended center-
pieces are a ground shrub, a clock radio
or a small child.

* Honored Guests: Filmmakers, mu-
sicians, Indian sages, Weathermen and
other visiting dignitaries should be seated
at the head of the floor, above the in-
cense.

¢ Food: Should be something small
and plentiful, such as rolled dried apri-
cots, sunflower seeds or dirt. Remember,



a proper balance of yin and yang is more
important than cost, taste, preparation
or life support,

* Courses: The rice course should al-
ways follow the vegetable course, with
the nut course first and the fruit course
last,

e After-Dinner Music: Nothing caps
off a fine communal meal better than a
round of group singing. This helps to
settle the stomach, relaxes the mind and
will look good if anyone comes to
make a movie or write a Life article on
your commune.

Wine

The basic rule-of-thumb is to drink
sweet wine with hard drugs, dry wines
with the soft stuff. For example, Moun-
tain White is ideal with mescaline, while
Mountain Red is right on with grass. To
help you remember this rule, I have
composed a little poem:

Hard and sweet, soft and dry:

A tasty toke and a heavier high.

Weddings

If a guy and a chick from different
communes decide to become Old Man
and Old Lady, the chick’s “family” is
expected to rip-off the goodies for the
marital feast. The guy is responsible for
renting the meadow, writing the cere-
mony and hiring the band. (It is per-
fectly acceptable for the chick’s former
ball to be in the band.) The person per-
forming the ceremony should be able
to recite passages from Kahlil Gibran,
roll his eyes and look halfway decent in
the nude, The bride and groom can
wear whatever they want as long as its
freaky and her nipples show.

Anniversaries
There are eight milestone anniversa-

ries in a marriage, each with its own
distinctive symbol:

1year: Glue

5 years: Grass
10 years: Methedrine
15 years: Mescaline
20 years: Acid
25 years: Cocaine
50 years: Heroin
60 years: Strychnine

Naming the Child

You may give your child any sur-
name at all as long as it has never been
used by any person before in history.
Among those still available are “Marsh-
mallow,” “Treetop,” “Garage”  and
“Turd.”

Street Sitting

This is what the revolution is all about
— achieving such goals as your right to
sit wherever, however and whenever you
want. The way to do it is for you and
your friends to select a heavily trafficked
part of the sidewalk and sit in such a
manner as to take up as much space as

possible. Maybe then they'll start pay-
ing attention to the rest of your demands.

Hitching

The only important thing to remem-
ber when hitchhiking is to assume an ex-
pression that lets the driver know that
you don't really give a shit whether he
picks you up or not.

Flag Burning
For instruction in the proper way to
burn an American flag, see YIP Pam-
phlet No. 103C.

Slogans

Nothing can be more of a bummer
than shouting the wrong slogan at the
wrong time. Imagine your humiliation
when you begin chanting, “1—2—3—4,
We don’t want your fucking war!”,
only to discover the gathering is a rally
to support the Arab guerillas, or how
you'd feel if you shouted, “Get the pigs!”
at a meeting of vegetarians! If you are
unsure as to the purpose of a demonstra-
tion and can't make out what the other
kids are shouting, it is best to stick with
an all-purpose slogan. “All power to the
people” is especially apt for such emer-
gencies, as the others at demonstrations
are usually people, and everyone feels
they could use a little more power.

Farting

Though strictly taboo in FEstablish-
ment social eircles, the counterculture
recognizes the fart as just another nat-
ural bodily function. However, it is pos-
sible to fart improperly and make an
ass of yourself, Here are some bummers
to avoid:

* Giggling after.

* Saying anything to cover up a fart,

such as, “Who knocked?”
* Farting when fine incense or ex-
pensive grass is being burned.

« Farting during a conversation with
a Panther.

Being Busted

The only proper attitude when you
are busted is one of insolence, antag-
onism, noncommunication and total
non-cooperation. However, once your
friends leave and you are alone with the
pigs, it is acceptable to finger your dope
connections in return for a “slap on the
wrist." As the Lovin® Spoonful used to
say, “A snitch in time, saves fine!”

Panhandling

There is no better way to show your
contempt for the Capitalist Establish-
ment than to ask ils members for money.
Frequently, when you ask them for
spare change, the capitalist pigs will say
something like, “Why don’t you get a
job?”", whereupon you articulate your
further disdain for their system and its
hollow values by saying, “Fuck off.”

Ripping-Off

Ripping-off is the counterculture’s
“favorite American pastime,” replacing
such dull straight pursuits as squash or
golf. It's a fun game that can be played
by one and all, where you're the player,
and the store owner, manager or clerk is
It. Pick out what you want, cop it and
run! If caught, you should shout real
loud: “I'm liberating this [name of ob-
ject] in the name of the oppressed
masses of the Third World and of [ your
home town].” Remember, everything
belongs to the people, and that includes
such outtasight items as hotel guest
towels and soap, hospital sheets, restau-
rant ashtrays and any stray tips lying
around the table. Dig it and get it!

That’s all brothers and sisters! Ciao
for now, and don’t forget, “It isn’t the
number of pigs you off, it's the thought
that counts!”[]

“Mr. Murray! When the Titanic went down, the ship’s orchestra stood fast!”

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.
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BRINGDOWN

by Michel Choquette and Sean Kelly-Pictures by Barrington
(Captain Bringdown's dialogue courtesy of Benjamin Franklin)

= = = — 0 e

CAPTAIN BRINGDOWN. The original wet blanket. The one who spoils the fun for everyone
else. The one who invented calorie charts and made Hawaiian girls cover their tits. We all know
him well. He’s as familiar as a card from the dentist . . . as sensible as a reminder to fasten your
seat belt . . . as American as the DDT in Mom’s apple pie.

Caesar ian after 23 false labors. His mother
wanted to nurse him, but he came into
the world with a full set of teeth. He
screamed whenever his father tried to
pick him up.

Captain Bringdown
was the one who told
you and the other
kids there was no
such thing as Santa
Claus, the Easter
Bunny or the Tooth
Fairy. When he came
over to your house,
he never got his
clothes dirty, and

always finished his
( turnips.

Captain Bringdown came down with
measles on the first day of the family
vacation.

Copyright © 2007 National Tgampoon Inc. {\f
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Captain Bringdown never ate
his Halloween candy all at
once. On your birthday he
brought you a useful present,
and threw up just as the cake
arrived. Captain Bringdown
never missed school, not even
on the day of the big storm. He
never let the teacher forget to
assign the arithmetic home-
work. When you were sick, he
was the one who brought you
your books,

U

At the prom, Captain Bringdown didn’t recognize you with-  Captain Bringdown is the one who rolls down his car window to shout

out your glasses there for a minute. He said your skin was “Wrong way!” when you’re backing out of a one-way street. When
really clearing up, and asked the chaperones to dance, When you buy anything, he knows where you could have gotten it for less.
you agreed to give him a ride home after, it turned out he If it was on sale, he immediately spots the defect. Captain Bringdown
lived so far away that you had to drive your date home first. is the one who breaks up the game when he’s winning at poker.

Captain Bringdown always knows how {continued)
it should be done—but is wearing his
good suit,

If he is with you when you find money
on the sidewalk, he makes you take it = >
to the police station. : “
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(continued)

thinks he iz by
ma%%ﬁg when heis f’é%”g,
selling Nmeeld @S if:

When you suggest another round of drinks, Captain Bring-
down says he knows when to stop. Captain Bringdown
never stops talking at the movies, but calls an usher as soon
as someone else rustles a candy wrapper. When you light up
a cigarefte on the way out, he nudges you and points to the
“No Smoking” sign.

When you take Captain Bringdown to your favorite
little Ttalian restaurant, he tells you where you can get
really authentic lasa%nz. He always salts his food before
tasting it. In a Chinese restaurant, he orders a

separate dish.

Captain Bringdown hints that the girl you're going out with has a bad
reputation. But when you break up with her, he is the first to ask you
for her phone number. After all the other guests have left the party and
you're hoping to make it with the hostess, Captain Bringdown is still
around, checking out the record collection.

Hat: lieth aonn wihdogs,
ﬁa// riae tp Wit (e

Py

Captain Bringdown will get married one day, and you might have him for a
father. He’ll never let you stand up on the swings. When you go wading, he’ll

make you wear sneakers, Captain Bringdown will never let the dog sleep on
your bed. When your goldfish dies, he’ll say you were feeding it too much.

e

When you tip your chair over backwards and fall on your head, Captain
Bringdown will say it was bound to happen. But if you step on a tack, he’ll take
you for a tetanus shot. He will know 47 different ways to get piles. The only
time Captain Bringdown will lend you his car is when it's low on gas or when
he wants you to run an errand. Captain Bringdown will beat you at Ping-Pong

in front of your girlfriend. . . 5
7a Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc#
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After you’re married, Captain Bringdown
will keep asking you when you’re going to
start a family. But when he finds out that
your wife is pregnant, he’ll wonder aloud
how anyone could think of bringing more
children into the world the way it is.
Before you know it, Captain Bringdown
will move in with youn.

He'll leave his false teeth in the living room, and get
up at 6 a.m. to repair the power mower, Captain
Bringdown’s hearing aid will work only when you
don't want him to hear what you're saying. When
you call home collect, he’ll say you’re out of town
and hang up.

On his 99th birthday, Captain Bringdown
will shit himself blowing out the candles.

On the eve of his 100th birthday, and two
days before your irip to Europe, he will
drop dead.

Captain Bringdown will leave his money
to the Ford Foundation, and a lifetime
subscription to the National Geographic
for every member of the family. O
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key to BT great paintings

Hi\_JZpT

1. Man and stone from Man Throwing Stone at Bird, Miro 29,

2. Lapland Longspur, Audubon

3. Young Girl at the Mirror, Picasso 31.

4. The Old Vielin, Harnett

5. La Boulangere, Renoir

6. Adam from The Creation of Adam, Michelangelo 34, Apple from
7. Liberty from Liberty at the Barricades, Delacrojx 35.

8.

9.

. The Birth of Venus, Botticelli
10. The Ralt of the "Medusa,
11. Madame Hecamier, David

12. Grass from Dejeuner sur I'Herbe, Manat
13. Couple from Sunday Afternoon on the Isle de la Gande Jatle, Seurat 41,
Sailor from The Seafarer, Klee

16. The Gulif Stream, Winslow Homer

16. Sleeping Venus, Giorgione
17. The Death of Socrates, David

18, The Marriage of Giovanni Arnolfini and Giovanna Cenam/, Van Eyck  46.
(BONUS! This is *'the painting that made a marriage legal”) 47,

19. Detall from Hell, Besch
20. Dancer from Dance, Matisse

21. Platter of fruit from La Orana Maria, Gauguin 50.

22, Jane Avril, Toulouse-Lautrec
23, Soup Can, Warhol

24, Man raping woman from The Rape of the Sabine Women, Poussin 53.
25, Jumping cow from the Cave Paintings at Lascaux, Artist Unknown.

26, The Naked Maja, Goya

27, Train from The Anguish of Departure, De Chirico 6.

28. The Apprentice, Rouault

ADVENTURE

Who says adventure is dead in the 20th
cenfury? Sure, there aren’t any more
cowboys or fun wars, but there are
thrills galore right in your own home
if you only know where to look. (Quiet,
faithful Poonja! The dreaded Bengal
Cockroach is nearing the bait! Closer
...closer...damn! Poonja, try a bacon
rind this time. . . .) Be sure to look for
next month's treasure map to high ad-
venture in . . .

‘T'arzan of the Cows/Wherein the famed
Cow Man learns from his four-footed
companions the age-old Law of the Pas-
ture: 1) Thou shalt not go near clectric
fences, 2) Thou shalt not eat burdocks,
and most important,3) Thou shalt not
step in the . . .

True Stag Adventure Magazine/What
with nelly conservationists and all, it’s

76

Washerwoman frem Laundry Day, Grandma Moses 36.
Gericault 38.

The Jolly Toper, Hals

30. American Gothic, Grant Wood

Mona Lisa, Da Vinei

32. George Washington, Gilbert Stuart

33. Venus Anadyomene, Ingres

till Life with Basket of Appies, Cezanne

The Martyrdom of St. Sebastian, Bellini
Composition, Mondrian

37. Dancer from Rehearsal in the Foyer of the Opera, Degas

Reclining Nude, Modigliani

39. The Governess, Hals

40. Watch from The Persistence of Memory, Dali
One, Pollock

42. The Last Supper, Da Yinci

Man from Double Portrait with a Wine Glass, Chagall

44, The Cardplayers, Cezanne
45. The Staaimeesters, Rembrandt

Whistler's mother from Arrangement in Black and Gray, Whistler
Sleeping Gypsy, Henri Rousseau

48. Lion from Peaceable Kingdom, Granville Hicks
49. _Water from Young Bathers, Courbet

Threshers from Flemish Proverbs, Bruegsi

51. Nude from September Morn, Paul Chabas
52. Don Quixote, Daumier

View of the City of Toleda, El Greco
54. Bird from Woman and Bird in Front of Sun, Miro

55. Sky and tree from Starry Night, Van Gogh

Sky from Bay of L'Espaque, Cezanne

57. Sky from Study of Sky and Trees, Constable

Sports Hero Bubble Gum Cards/Ty
Cobb and Micky Mantle are old hat
goody-goodies. We'll trade you two
Lance Rentzel's for a Jim Brown (most
convictions in a single season) and a
Cassius Clay for a Denny McLain and
a Jerry “the Fink” Kramer!

Spoilers!/What are they? Simply the
trick ending to every mystery novel and
movie you're ever liable to see. Saves
time and money! Sample: In Hitchcock’s
famous Psycho, Tony Perkins merely
pretends to be his own mother and is in
fact, the real murderer! Spoiled that one
for ya, see?
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pretty tough for an average Joe to find
real blood-'n'-guts drama unless he reads
the magazine that shows him how to
stalk the vicious hippie, the wily Panther
or the agile homo.

Arnold Roth’s Adventures in Goyland/
The title, of course, has nothing to do
with what he will actually draw, but he
always sends in his stuff after we've al-
ready written the copy for this depart-
ment.

Live Your Life at Home!/Why waste
precious years actually living your
dreary, gotta-go-to-the-A&P existence
when Michael O’Donoghue offers this
inexpensive home study course that of-
fers 10 times the thrills and excitement?
For your first installment you get a birth
certificatc that relates you directly to
Howard Hughes, Mata Hari, Pope Vico
I and the royal family of Lithuania!

Plus/Mrs, Agnew’s Diary, Horrorscope,
Big Contests, Underwear of the Great
and Near Great, Sample Swatches of
New Miracle Fibers and David Eisen-
hower’s Mash Notes!



If music
be the food of love,
play on.

Music can create a mood. It can
soar and sweep, rise and plunge,
taking you both along with it.

Unfortunately, music can also hiss
and crackle or sound as if it were
played through three layers of Turkish
towels,

Before we developed our RTS-40
stereo system, a lot of students and

other budget-minded folks had to set-

tle for less when it came to their
sounds.

all the highs and lows in
the music get through. (Nice

fi Now they don't. The BSR
8 McDonald RTS-40 is a.50-
& watt AM/FM/MPX Phono
¢ system. The receiver has

enough power to assure that

NMcDONALD

to know if you're a bass freak.) The
speakers are true two-way acoustic
suspension with a heavy-magnet 6"
woofer, and a wide-dispersion 212"
tweeter.

The turntable is our best-selling
model, It's got a cue and pause con-
trol, counter-weighted tone arm and
an anti-skate control. It comes com-
plete with a custom base, tinted dust
cover and a famous Shure magnetic
cartridge.

The RTS-40. Uncommon §
sound for the common man. §
At your hi-fi dealer, il

Send for a free full color
catalog of the complete line  §
to BSR (USA) Ltd., Blauvelt, &
New York 10913,

i i _
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America’s favorite cigarette break
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