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Best by test. 
It's only natural these days that you 
try to get the most value for the 
money. In an AM-FM stereo receiver 
this means increased performance, 
greater power and the widest range of 
features for maximum flexibilty. 
That's the story behind Pioneer's 
SX-525. 

Despite its modest price, the 
SX-525 was selected as a superior 
value to much more expensive units 
rated by a well known testing organ
ization. 

With 72 watts IHF of music power 
(17 + 17 watts RMS, at 8 ohms, both 
channels driven), the SX-525 drives 
two pairs of speakers effortlessly. 
And in areas where there are weak or 
crowded FM stations, advanced 
FET/IC circuitry zeros in on a station 
cleanly and smoothly so that it sounds 
like it's the only one on the dial. But 
that's what you'd expect with superb 
2.2uV sensitivity and 3dB capture 
ratio. 

The mark of a quality receiver is 
more than evident with its many re
finements. For example, there's loud
ness contour, FM muting, click stop 
tone controls, mode lights and two 
sets of terminals for tape-to-tape 
duplicating. You can even plug in a 
microphone and make it a PA system. 

Make your own comparison at 
any Pioneer dealer. Test the SX-525 
using your own personal criteria. At 
$259.95, including a walnut cabinet, 
you'll prove to yourself it's best by 
test — and price. 

U.S. Pioneer Electronics Corp. 
178 Commerce Road, Carlstadt, 
New Jersey 07072. 
West: 13300 S. Estrella, Los Angeles 
90248 / Midwest: 1500 Greenleaf, 
Elk Grove Village, HI. 60007/ 
Canada: S. H.Parker Co. 

&2 
when you want something better 
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Hi there, rock fan! 

Here's a way tor you to enjoy Martin Mull's 
great new album 
Martin Mull and His Fabulous Furniture in Your Living Room 

(including that cute hit single "Dueling 
Tubas'" '- . . - . , . . . . 
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This summer hang out 
with some heavies: 

Sly* Isaac •Marshall -Ten Wheel • Leonard•Kootch 
Danny O Mary Mc • Severin • Edward • Marti n 

and take along a Lemming for laughs, 

Super Discount Sale 3.44 per LP 
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Many of us were saddened by the 
recent, public conversion of former 
SDS stalwart Rennie Davis to the 
worship of the fifteen-year-old Perfect 
Master, whose beatific toe, Rennie as
sures us, he would crawl across the 
world to kiss. The rest of us had al
ready been saddened by the Fathers 
Berrigan's conversion to radical poli
tics. 

Aquarius, hell. An Age of Faith is 
upon us. Oral and Billy are boffo on 
the tube; Jesus Christ Superstar is 
packing them in; Process and Krishna 
and Cayce and Nixon disciples rush, 
crazed with religious fervor, into the 
yawning credibility gap. No sooner 
had God (b. 1,000,000 B.C.—d. 1952 
A.D.) ceased to exist, than it became 
necessary to mass produce Him. 

Not a few of us have turned, as did 
the British in the twilight of their Em
pire, to the mysterious East for spirit
ual consolation and colorful meta
physics. Surely, we tell ourselves, a 
people who have been dying of mal
nutrition and unspeakable diseases in 
stinking crowded hovels for centuries 
must have much to teach us about the 
meaning and value of Life. And yet, 
might not this universal whoring after 
strange gods and bizarre beliefs signal 
a return to the principles of wide-eyed 
superstition upon which this nation 
was founded? 

Freedom of religion, the right to 
believe any cockamamie thing you 
like as long as you don't do anything 

offensive to the majority who believe 
in some other cockamamie thing, was 
written into the Philadelphia Creed 
by the Founding Fathers. And well 
might it have been. "We hold these 
Truths to be self-evident," they in
toned, and then took off on some leaps 
of faith that would have left a medi
eval monk caviling at the brink, whim
pering about axioms and syllogisms. 

But look at it this way. If you had 
fled the gothic horrors of feudal Eu
rope's established churches, with their 
mad demands that you believe it pos
sible to gobble up the flesh of a car
penter who had been dead for seven
teen centuries, wouldn't you have 
insisted on freedom of religion in or
der to hunt and burn every local 
wench who'd been having carnal 
knowledge of a ten thousand-year-old 
disobedient archangel with horns and 
a tail? 

And before you render it unto 
Caesar, take a look at that dollar in 
your hand. What is that cabalistic 
Rosicrucian clashing of symbols por
trayed on the back? A mystic eye, a 
pyramid, a thunderbird, a cloudburst 
of stars . . . 

Wait. There's something you should 

know. This very magazine is a Roman 
Catholic front. Editors Hendra, Mc-
Connachie, Kenney, and Kelly were 
raised in the arms of Holy Mother 
Church. Hendra was a monk for 
awhile, that's how Catholic he is. 
Beard and Trow are almost Catholic 
—they're High Episcopal, and ex
cept for a quibble about apostolic suc
cession it comes to the same thing; 
O'Rourke and O'Donoghue should be 
Catholic, but their great-grandfathers 
took King Billy's soup in Connaught, 
so they grew up with just the heredi
tary guilt and none of the ritual con
solations. 

So we have reason to believe that if 
you read the Nat Lamp on the first 
Friday of every month for nine con
secutive months, you will receive 
either one thousand days indulgence 
or papal permission to sexually molest 
the Protestant of your choice. 

Cover: Frank Frazetta's cover illus
tration arrived too late for our Tits 'n' 
Lizards issue, but we thought we'd 
use it here, especially since the polar
oids of me healing Ann-Margret with 
a laying on of hands turned out 
smudgy. 

Two limited editions of Frazetta's 
weird paintings, at a mere $10 each, 
are available from Russ Cochran, Rt. 
1, Adel, Iowa, 50003—which is a diffi
cult plug to slip in unobtrusively, 
Mike. • 
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FRESH. A NEWALBUM FROM ONE OF THE MOST CONSISTENTLY INNOVATIVE 
TALENTS IN HISTORY SiY&THE FAMILY STONE. ON EPIC RECORDS HAND TAPES 

' "EPIC," MARCA REG. T.M. PRINTED IN U.SA. 
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Sirs: 

On newsstands, bookstalls, book
stores, and wherever paperbacks are 
sold, I've seen for sale a collection of 
your past letters columns bound 
smartly with a thickish, glossy cover 
that virtually rings the bell of profes
sional modern book publishing and 
I was wondering why you never pro
moted this fine book in your letters 
column. You do have, I've noticed, an 
advertisement for it in the rear of the 
magazine but nothing comparable, in 
size or enthusiasm, to the brilliance of 
its hilarious range. The book is really 
great and you are not telling the 
people; or more accurately, not being 
fair to the people by keeping this mas
terpiece under wraps, as it were. I ap
plaud your ethical stand by banning 
commercial items from your editorial 
package but in this case you are doing 

a disservice to the millions of readers 
whose lives would be brightened by 
the best example of humorous writing 
to appear in America in many years. 
Please, abandon this course for every
body's sake. 

Or are you embarrassed by all of 
the spelling mistakes, typos, and 
printing errors where letters don't get 
continued to the next page? Don't be. 
It 's all the more reason to love the 
book. Perfection is. nice but who can 
live with it? This is a real book with 
all the blemishes (or zits as you call 
them—haha) and scars of actual life. 
You are further endeared to us be
cause of it. 

Look, have whoever is writing this 
letter stop and tell him to compose a 
justly deserved, glowing "fake letter" 
about the utterly great Letters From 
The Editors book. And then sign it 
Garry Wills or Susan Sontag. But 
don't put any jokes in it because peo
ple see jokes and they'll know you 
actually wrote the letter. Why don't 
we do this, you . . . wait . . . I just 
realized something. You won't do it. 
You really are too ethical. Rather 
than slip in some totally harmless 
plug for the Letters book, you would 
be willing to let that work of genius 
flounder in a sea of paperbacks, and 
with each day's passage be churned 
deeper to the bottom as monthly tidal 

waves of new books are dumped like 
bilge upon the endless ocean of read
ing matter. Well, if that's the way you 
want it, that's the way you want it. I 
would like to admire you for your 
purist attitude but I can't bring my
self to ignore the eventual harm you 
will be doing to every person who will 
never hear and consequently will 
never read the National Lampoon 
Letters From The Editors book. You 
probably feel too high-minded to be 
ashamed of yourselves but you should 
be ashamed of yourselves none the 
less Look, just one plug. Just men
tion it once. No one is going to think 
any the less of you for doing it. HOW 
CAN YOU LET WIT LIKE THIS 
GO UNHERALDED???? Alright, al
right. Don't say anything about the 
damn book. What do I care. I have my 
copy. Why should I care? Keep it a 
big goddamn secret. You're not the 
only ones who can play this game. 
And if I say so myself, I can be pretty 
good at it. Not only will I never men
tion that fantastic book, if anyone else 
does while in my presence, I will 
quickly change the subject to the pass
ing of Vaughan Monroe. People, be
ing generally polite, will inquire about 
my interest in Vaughan Monroe. I will 
then tell them at considerable length 
how fond I was of his "Ghost Riders 
In The Sky" and "Racing With The 

continued on page 11 
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Special Book 
And Record Bargains 

10427X. AUBREY BEARDS-
LEY. By B . Reade. Introd. 
by Sir J o h n Rothenstein. 
502 excellent reproduc
tions. T h e largest collec
tion of his works, incl. 
a l l h i s b e t t e r k n o w n 
pr in ts and drawings and 
many less familiar but 
equally important reveal
ing his profound influ
ence on book illustration, 

. . ' ,'', ^ poster and architectural 
' . ,.'<' , design, etc. 8 1 / / ' x 11". 

| W y l '>.? Orig. Pub. at $16.95 
. •. \ >• New, complete ed. 

Only $5.95 

108666. EROTIC ART. By Drs . Phyll is & El>erhard 
Kronhausen. 486 Il lus. , 40 in stunning Full Color. 
Extraordinary collection of the world's erotic a r t 
from Japan , China, India and such great ar t is ts 
as Rembrandt , Picasso, Dali and Chagall, full of 
explicit illus. and analyses by the world-famous 
sexologists. For sale to adults over 21 only. New, 
complete edition. 
Orig. Pub. at $25.00 Only $5.95 

119161. Charles Addams's MY CROWD. 186 hilarious, 
rib-tickling visions of the cartoonist with the spe
cial gift of expressing our unspeakables and un-
thinkables. 
Pub. at $5.95 Only $2.49 

11917X.' Charles Addams's NIGHT CRAWLERS. 96 
spine-chilling cartoons from the demonic darkness 
of Addams 's inkpot. 
Pub. at $3.95 Only $1.98 

105500. ENCYCLOPEDIA OF LOVE AND SEX. With 
265 vivid illus., 173 in Full Color. Incredibly 
comprehensive, pictorial guide to every aspect of 
lovemaking: 66 explicit chapters on positions for 
loving, oral sex in love play, group sex, fetishes, 
male and female orgasm, masturbation and fan
tasy, genital size, homosexuality, etc. 8'/£" x 11V6". 
For sale to adults over 21 only. 

Only $10.95 

S21691. STEREO COLLECTOR'S LIBRARY OF THE 
WORLD'S MUSICAL MASTERPIECES. Basic Library 
of over 40 complete selections brilliantly performed 
by the world's greatest soloists, orchestras and 
conductors incl. Stokowski, Steinberg, Dixon, 
Krips, Goossens, etc. Selections include: Bee
thoven: SYMPH. NO. 5, CHAMBER WORKS; 
Tchaikovsky: PATHETIQUE SYMPH.. NUT
CRACKER SUITE. WALTZES; Bach: COM
PLETE VIOLIN CONCERTOS, CHAMBER 
MUSIC; Strauss: WALTZES; Stravinsky: RITE 
OF SPRING; Mozart: JUPITER & SYMPH. 
NO. 40. CHAMBER WORKS; Schubert: UNFIN
ISHED SYMPH., TROUT QUINTET; Chopin: 
PIANO MUSIC; Brahms: SYMPH. NOS. 3 & 4; 
Dvorak: NEW WORLD SYMPH., etc. All works 
are performed in their entirety and arranged in 
sequence for automatic record changers. These 
16 Stereo records have sold separately for over 
$80.00. T h e 16 record set Complete. Only $14.95 

L0497X. THE ELEGANT PROSTITUTE: A Social and 
Psychoanalytic Study. By H . Greenwald. T h e high-
class call-girl today — the tricks she performs, and 
men in her life — those who pay her, and those to 
whom she gives her money. 
Pub. at SG.95 Only $1.98 

012324. THE ART OF W. C. FIELDS. By W m . K. 
Everson. With 128 photos. He re in detail are all of 
the Fields ' movies demonstrat ing his unique ant ics 
and imagination with masterful pantomime. 7 ' / i" 

x ip w- „ 
Pub. at $7.50 Only $2.98 

501481. THE JOY OF SEX. 
Il lustrated, edited by A. 
Comfort. T h e Joy of Sex 
is to sex what Cordon Bleu 
is to cooking. Every entry 
shows that sex for the 
couple who have been mar
ried for some years should 
be jus t as exciting and 
joyful as when they were 
first marr ied. Useful for 
newlyweds. Contains ad
vanced techniques. The 
first real adul t sex in
formation book ever pub
lished. Impotence, prema
ture ejaculation, clothes as 
s e x u a l s t i m u l i , h o w to 
boost orgasm, sexual games 
are among the many top
ics. 16 full color examples 
of erotic a r t from J a p a n , 
China, and Europe, over 
120 line drawings. 

Sensational Value 
Only $12.95 

N02984. THE HUMOR AND TECHNOLOGY OF SEX. 
By Pau l Tabor i . Fully illus. with 55 plates. Hi lar i 
ous, thorough book that examines erotic l i terature, 
mechanical sex aids that increase pleasure and the 
" d i r t y j oke" incl. over 100 understanding exam
ples, some never before printed. For Sale to Adults 
over 21 Only. 
Pub. at $12.50 Only $5.95 

110377. COMIX: A History of Comic Books in Amer
ica. By Les Daniels . 1400 Illus.. 199 in Full Color. 
T h e comics book that has everything! Complete 
stories from the original E. C. Comics. The Fox 
and the Crow, Crime Does Not Pay, Sub-Mariner, 
many more, running the complete gamut from 
Donald Duck to R. Crumb ' s Mr. Natural 8V6"xll". 
Orig. Pub. at $7.95 New, complete ed. Only $3.95 

114453. Kermit Schafer's THE BEST OF BLOOPERS. 
Conceived by the 'creator of the Pardon M y Blooper 
records that sold in the millions, this hilarious 
book contains the most famous and infamous on-
the-air accidents, incl. "P res iden t Hoobert Heeve r" 
and Uncle Don ' s famous fiasco. 

Only $1.00 

900009. THE GOLDEN AGE OF COMEDY. 20 of the 
funniest routines ever performed: Abbott & Cos-
tello's Who's On First, Groucho Marx in You Bet 
Yaur Life, Jack Benny ' s The Holdup — " Y o u r 
money or your life!" — T h e Mad Russian, Sid 
Caesar & Imogene Coca, Burns & Allen, Milton 
Berle, E d Wynn , Jackie Gleason, Ern ie Kovacs, 
many more. 
Pub. at $9.96 2 Record Set Complete. Only $4.98 

K01216. The French Picture Book of Sexual Love: 
L'AMOUR. France ' s magnificent pictorial portrayal 
of the varied positions of sexual love with 70 Full 
Page, Full Color graceful action photos of an extra
ordinarily handsome couple specially posed in the 
nude by one of France 's most imaginative photog
raphers, . Piero Rinaldi , with poetic text by Colin 
Wilson. For sale to adults over 21 only. 
Pub. at $9.95 Only $5.88 

S41945. Segovia, Montoya, John Williams: MASTERS 
OF THE GUITAR. Classical, Flamenco, folk gui tar 
treasury featuring Segovia, Montoya, Will iams, 
Mani tas De Pla ta , Alirio Diaz , Laurindo Almeida, 
other great performers. 75 compositions in all . 
$35.00 Value 7 Record Set, Only $9.95 

L03558. Picture History of Homosexuality: THE OTHER 
FACE OF LOVE. B y R. de Becker. Over 100 Il lus. 
Male homosexual and lesbian love from Babylon 
and Ancient Greece through the Middle Ages and 
incl. Gide, Genet and Gertrude Stein; an absorbing 
look a t homosexual at t i tudes and practices with 
many beautiful examples of homosexual erotic ar t , 
some never before printed. 
Pub, at $10.00 Only $3.95 

032120. BOYS WILL BE BOYS. Ed. by G. St. Mar t in 
& R. C. Nelson. Ext raordinary pictorial presenta
tion of the golden years of boyhood — over 400 
beautiful photos depicting hundreds of boys de
lighting in themselves and the world around them 
as they part icipate in every youthful activity from 
frolicking nude in woods and beach — to fishing 
and eating hot dogs. 
Pub. at $25.00 Only $9.95 

028794. PICTORIAL GUIDE TO SEXUAL INTER
COURSE in Full Color. Europe ' s mos t beautiful, 
best-selling sex manual now available with over 
100 Full Color, Ful l Page Photos of a m a n and 
woman engaged in a variety of sexual intercourse 
positions, each shown in an individual photo ac
companied by sophisticated informative text trans
lated into English. For sale to adults over 21 only. 
Softbound. 
Pub. at $12.98 Onlv $4.88 

S26944. Krips' COMPLETE BEETHOVEN SYMPHONIES. 
Now, arranged in sequence for automatic record 
changers, you can hear any symphony complete 
without turning a record over. These are the 
famous. London Festival definitive recordings. 7 
magnificent records plus handsome 2-color soft-
bound Pictorial His tory of Composer 's life. Orig
inally released in different format a t $40.00. Now 
only y^ of the original price! 
Stereo Only $9.95 

r— — MAIL THIS COUPON T O D A Y ! ! — — j 
21ST CENTURY BOOKS, Dept. N L . 8 7 3 

1 635 Madison Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022 

I Please send me the book bargains c i rc led below. 
• MINIMUM ORDER $3. 

I On orders to ta l l ing $3 to $10, add 60# per t i t l e 
I for shipping charges. 

, On orders over $10, no charge for sh ipp ing. Add 
I 60? per t i t l e for del iver ies outside cont inental 

J U.S. 
I Enclosed f ind $ Send check or 

I money order only. Payable to 21st Century Books. 
Sales Tax: For del ivery in N.Y.C. add 7 % . For 

I del ivery elsewhere in New York State, add 6 % . 

I 012324 028794 032120 10427X 105500 
J 108666 110377 114453 119161 11917X 
I 501481 900009 K01216 L03558 L0497X 
| N02984 S21691 S26944 S41945 

I NAME 
[i (please pr int ) 

| (address) 

(city) (state) (zip) 
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Suicide 
pack. 

Recorded dead at the Village Gate 

BTS-600B 

Our very deluxe Original Cast album of 
the National Lampoon's equally deluxe 
(and funny) off-Broadway rock review. 
But why take our word for it ? See what 
the experts say: 

"National Lampoon's 'Lemmings' brings 
the revue back to impudent and burst
ing life. It is generally hilarious. 
You'll roar." 

— Douglas Watt, Daily News 
"It makes me laugh just to think about 
'Lemmings.'... high-brow high jinx. 
A comic counter-culture crazy show. 

« P 
Absolutely no respect. I liked it." 

- Leonard Probst, NBC News 
"A wicked parody of the world of rock, 
spoofing the talented along with the 
pretenders, their absurdities, conceits 
and affectations ..." 

— Mel Gussow, New York Times 
"Outrageously clever satiric revue... 
positively dazzling." 

- Marilyn Stasio, Cue 
So, as one lemming was heard to say 

to another, "March!"... to your nearest 
record store. It'll slay you. 

Blue Thumb Records, Inc. 
ills California 90210 • A Subsidiary ol Famous Music Corp • A Gull.-Western Company 
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15 Examples of 
Psychology 

Today 

SPARE THE ROD 
USE BEHAVIOR MOD 

Instead of spending years searching for the 
cause of troublesome behavior in a child, argue 
the behavior modification therapists, why not 
just change the behavior? There are startling 
examples of the effectiveness of this approach. 

CLAPTRAP 
ABOUT AGING 

Contrary to popular belief, old per
sons are not necessarily lonely or 
desolate. Few ever show overt signs 
of senility. For those who do, psy
chological and psychiatric treat
ment is by no means futile. 

HOW GROUPTHINK 
LED TO VIETNAM 

In terms of group dynamics, the presi
dential advisors on Vietnam and other 
foreign policy disasters were victims 
of what the author calls "groupthink" 
-and he describes eight symptoms to 
watch out for in decisionmaking. 

UNDERSTANDING 
CHILDREN'S ART 

An educator who has collected and 
studied more than a million pieces of chil
dren's art over the past 20 years has 
made some startling discoveries. Chil
dren's scribblings and drawings, she 
says, contain a voluminous written mes
sage which has not yet been completely 
deciphered. 

WHY MANY 
BRIGHT WOMEN 
FEAR SUCCESS 

Controlled experiments showed 
that women are about seven 
times as likely as men to have 
anxieties about the possibility 
of successful achievement. 
"Consciously or unconsciously, 
the girl equates intellectual 
achievement with loss of femin
inity." 

THE WIZARD 
OF OZ 

AS THERAPIST 
The amazing parallels between the 
story of Oz and the experience of 
individual therapy. Dorothy is the 
patient. The Wizard is the therapist 
who appears first as a monster, 
then as a fraud, then simply as a 
good and helpful person. 

LEARNING 
THE VIOLIN 
AT AGE 4 

Psychological secrets of teaching 
thousands of small Japanese children 
to play the violin—so beautifully that 
it moved Pablo Casals to tears. 

SUPPOSE YOU WERE 
HITLERS ANALYST? 

He comes to you because he is troubled 
by guilt feelings over his ruthless, gran
diose plans and asks you to help him get 
rid of these disturbing feelings What 
should you do? 

GUILT-EDGED 
GIVING 

Tests in behavioral labs support 
recent theories that charitable 
behavior is motivated by guilt 
and shame. Empathy plays an 
important part too. 

HOW TO QUIT 
SMOKING 

A report on the varying ef
fectiveness of different 
techniques, including hav
ing smoke blown back into 
your face, doubling your 
smoking and then stop
ping, electric shock, and 
role playing. 

WE'RE ALL 
NON-CONSCIOUS 

SEXISTS 
Proof that nonconscious as
sumptions about a woman's 
"natural" talents for lack of 
them) are as widespread 
among women as among men. 
Identical writings received 
significantly lower ratings 
when attributed to female 
authors. 

™ 

lala JM THE MOBICENTRIC 
EXECUTIVE 

Today's job-hopping executive values motion 
not because it leads to change but because 
it IS change. More and more, however, he is 
the one who reaches the top rather than the 
plodding insider. 

IS THE CROWD 
REALLY MADDING? 
To find out, a researcher studied 
volunteers in crowded living condi
tions. The results were not what 
you might expect. 

EMOTIONS IN 
YOUR FINGERTIPS 

The language of emotions leaps all 
cultural barriers. In every society 
tested, each person expressed the 
same emotions with the same move
ments of finger muscles. 

THE IMPORTANCE 
OF SAVING FACE 

When, why, and how do we need to 
engage in face-saving? Lessons 
learned in behavioral lab studies 
can help mediators settle conflicts 
in negotiations. 

Y o u don't have to be a professional psychologist, counselor, 
or social worker (although many of our readers are) to enjoy 
Psychology Today. If the examples above turn you on, you 
are invited to tune in. 

Psychological discoveries have progressed as far from 
Freud's id and Pavlov's salivating dogs as rockets have from 
kites and balloons. But until now it has been difficult for the 
well-read layman to keep up. 

Psychology Today is the monthly magazine that is bridg
ing the gap between the laboratory and the living room, the 
pioneering professional and the educated public. 

To find out what you've been missing, just mail the coupon. 
We'll send you a copy to read free and enter your name as a 
trial subscriber at the special introductory rate for new sub
scribers we've indicated in the coupon. However, if you're 
not delighted with the first issue, simply write "cancel" on 
the bill and return it without paying or owing anything, keep
ing the first issue with our compliments. 

Mail coupon for complimentary copy and Half-Price Offer to New Subscribers 

r psychology today 
6-D21 

P.O. Box 2990 
Boulder, Colorado 80302 

Please send me, without cost, obligation or commitment , my 
complimentary copy of the current issue. If I like it, bill me for 
a year 's subscription (11 additional issues for a total of 12 issues 
in all) a t just $6 instead of $12, half the regular price. If I don ' t 
like it I will write "cancel" across your bill, ' return it, and tha t 
will be the end of the matter . In either case, the complimentary 
issue is mine to keep. 

Name. 

Address. 

City .State. 
Subscriptions outside the U. S. and Canada $2.00 higher 

.Zip. 
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continued from page 6 

Moon" and after I get done with that, 
I'll ask them if they can remember 
what other songs he made popular. If 
the great Lampoon book is able to sur
face in that veering morass, I'll grab 
my throat and make gagging noises. 
That'll send it down for good. Some
thing just dawned on me; as long as I 
keep going, I have the floor. I mean, 
that's the law, isn't it? As long as I can 
hold the column, it's mine. I can start 
writing about anything I damn well 
feel like. And as long as I keep writing, 
you have to keep reading and waiting. 
Waiting until I decide to end and 
then, and only then, can you start put
ting in your funny letters. You never 
thought this sort of thing could hap
pen to you, did you? Well, it's happen
ing. Let's see, as I look over to my 
bookshelf, what do I see worth writ
ing about? Ah, how about The Ency
clopedia of Gardening? We'll open the 
hefty tome and see what's listed after 
A. What do you know, abelia, a genus 
of slightly tender evergreen and de
ciduous flowering shrubs, moderate in 
size, daintily flowered and graceful in 
habit, although not spectacular, they 
will grow well by the seaside but do 
not Object to limey soils. Shall we pro
ceed on to Abeliophyllum? Or per
haps you'd like to make some sugges
tion as to how I could be a bit funnier 
and ah . . . point out examples from 
past letters that have ah . . . been 

printed in previous issues of your 
magazine. I really have no effective, 
sense of humor as you no doubt have 
noticed by this time. But that's not my 
job, it's yours. And you are very good 
at it I might add and you're probably 
at this very minute thinking up and 
jotting down some snide cracks about 
me. Do your worst. I doubt very much 
if they'll see the black of ink . . . hey, 
that's pretty good. The black of ink. 
Maybe I am funny. Let me try some
thing else. What am I asking you for? 
I'm not asking you for anything. I'll 
do what I feel like doing. Ah, it left 
me. I don't want to do that now. You 
know what I want to do now? Of 
course you don't. But I've always 
found it amusing to ask rhetorical 
questions in print. But better than 
asking rhetorical questions in print is 
reflecting on the right to ask rhetorical 
questions in print. And taking up five, 
now six, sentences to do it. And if this 
sentence has anything to do with rhe
torical questions, seven. Or this one, 
eight. Have you learned your lesson 
yet? HA! Another rhetorical question! 
That's nine, and ten, and this makes 
eleven. But enough of this. Back to 
my original point. I said I wouldn't 
mention the outstanding Letters book 
again and I mean it. That's your busi
ness and I really have no place inter
fering with it. I realize I have made 
somewhat of a nuisance of myself but 
I have no regrets for having done so. I 
believe my cause to be worth sacrific
ing for even if your morals prevent 
you from agreeing with me. We are 
opposed, but you do have a point of 
view. I truly hope that point of view 
can pay the rent once a month. Al
right, alright, I'll drop it. I won't go 
into any lectures on how the artist 
should be supported by his art. That, 
no doubt, will come to you one day as 
bluntly as does the heating bill. Try 
and be prepared. 

I'm done now. My advice, I see, has 
fallen on deaf ears. If you don't want 
to promote one of the greatest books 
ever written, don't promote one of the 
greatest books ever written. 

You can have your letters column 
back now. I won't bother you any 
more. You should have room left to 
put in some funny letters. 

I guess it would be ridiculous for 
me to suggest that you mention the 
special you're running on subscrip
tions this month. Yes, I guess it 
would. Well, there's nothing more for 
me to say. Maybe you'll change your 
minds one day. I hope so. 

Best, 
Wilfrid Sheed 

Sirs: 
This isn't me, it's someone else and 

I was just wondering why you have 
never mentioned your fantastic Let
ters From The Editors book in your 
letters column. Could it be you don't 

astounding 
souncina • ; -

• - . i 

The new AR-7 wi l l , 
quite simply, astound 
you. Never before has 
it been possible to get 
so much sound—and 
such accurate repro
duction—from such a 
small speaker system. 

Al though the AR-7 
measures only 9%" x 
15%" xW, and sells 
for $65, professional 
audio critics and knowl
edgeable consumers 
have consistently com
pared it favorably with 
other speakers 4 times its 
size and 10 times its price. 

The AR-7 was or iginal ly developed to fill the 
needs of 4-channel stereo where space is at a 
premium, but its high dispersion tweeter and 
new woofer—both with unusually high power 

handl ing capacity—provide such 
• B ^ H wide, even frequency response 

F i l K f l that the AR-7 is an excellent choice 
for any high guali ty music system. 

Acoustic Research, Inc., 10 American Drive, Norwood, Mass. 02062 

10 NATIONAL LAMPOON 
Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



We tried. With pictures. Words. Graphs. 

But you were skeptical. So you spent two solid weeks 
t r o t t i n g from d e a l e r to d e a l e r . L i s t e n i n g . S c r u t i n i z i n g . 
C o m p a r i n g . 

And now you're a little sore. But satisfied. Because that 
AKAI cassette deck you just bought has these exciting extras: 
• AKAI's exclusive GX (glass and crystal 

ferrite) Head for the most efficient sound 
recording and reproduction possible. It's 
virtually dust and wear free! 

• an Over-Level Suppressor Circuit to 
minimize the usual distortion caused by 
high volume input. 

• a Dolby® Noise Reduction Circuit to 
banish all audible tape hiss. 

Plus all the other features you've wanted: 
• Automatic-Stop • Direct Function Change Control 
• Pause Control Keys 
• Headphone Jack • Tape Selector-Switch 

After all your efforts, you proudly call your AKAI GXC-
38D: "The best darn cassette deck for the money!" 

• * * * * 

'-i&gpr'i 
• • . • . - .<* - ^ * : . v 

AKAI CX head Pressed-Ferrite head 
after SOOhrs. after 500 hrs. 

And we have to agree. 

Because really, we couldn' t have said it any bet ter 
ourselves. 

"Dolby" is a Trade Mark of Dolby Laboratories, Inc. 

From 

AKAI 
1054 3-Digit Index Counter 

The Innovators 
AKAI America, L td . /P .O. Box 55055, Los Angeles, Calif. 90055 
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D.J. ROGERS (SW-8915) 
To whom top-liners have 

said: "Son, you're beautiful 
and you can take my Uncle 
but you'll never work with 
me again. You chomp the 

audience up too bad." 

SHELTER RECORDING CO., INC., 
5112 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood, Calif. 90027 

Turn 

ilbox 
nd 

We're one of the 
country's largest Mail Order 

Houses of Stereo Equipment and 
components. We pass our volume 

buying power right along to you. 

WRfTE FOR QUOTATIONS 
AND OUR 
LATEST FREE CATALOG! 

Stereo 
WhoTesdersX. 
7A AYLESBURY ROAD 
TIMONIUM.MD.21093 
301.252-6880 

NAME, 

ADDRESS 

CITY. .STATE. .ZIP. 

mmam 
Judy to Diary, Judy to Diary . . . 
Do you read me? I certainly hope 

so, but you will have to muddle 
through my jouncy scribbles. (I 
haven't been at the Vivarin again, 
honest, but the pilot says we have 
to fly a bumper route and travel 
without headlights so we don't crash 
into a flock of those ack-acks or Fan-
tas which I gather are kinds of "en-
dangerous specimens" the Edible So
ciety is always whining that we're 
running out of ecology-wise.) You 
may indeed, too, be puzzled by the 
fact that I am traveling high above 
the Atlantic under cover of darkness 
without my Spiggy—and let me tell 
you if the Veep himself were here, 
the Second Homemaker of the land 
would have a proper first-class seat 
instead of being cramped up back 
here with all these mailbags marked 
"Hush Hush" and packing crates 
with "For Deep-Six File Only" sten
ciled on them—but these are the 
hardships a Special Secret Underthe-
coverswoman must bear with a stiff 
upper bridge. 

It seems only a few hours ago that 
I was just plain Judy Agnew, pleas
ingly dumpy Baltimore housewife 
and mother of three lovely children 
(well, four if you count Randy, 
which I am loaf to do until that new 
chippy wife of his apologizes for fill
ing Spiggy's champagne glass with 
Scope ruining the wedding toast, the 
hussy, the nerve), but now I am 
Judy Agnew, Girl Operative, wing
ing silently through the night, far 
from her comfy kitchenette and 
gleaming countertops to another 
world, of danger (!), treachery (!!), 
and espionage (!?!). 

Speaking of "Another World," I 
still fail to see what Russ ever saw in 
Rachel (she's pushing forty if she's 
a lunchbreak no matter who plays 
her) after the way she raked Steven 
(Steven Frame Enterprises, quite a 
catch) over the briquettes, although 
that Alice is no spring fryer, either, 
as any faithful viewer will tell you 
with nary an armtwist, and John 
Randolf (cad) and Wade Addison 
(heel, sneak, never liked his looks 
from the beginning), aren't exactly 

the cream of the Rotary Club either, 
if you catch my warp and woof. 

Frankly, that cute girl Cindy who 
toughed it out and got married in a 
wheelchair before she had to die any
way of a heart mutter or a blown 
valve—I forget which—was the only 
one in all of Bay City this regular 
watcher would give two green stamps 
for. That girl had more pluck, if you 
ask me, than even some of my favor
ite Secret Storm troopers. 

Ahem. (Gone but not forgotten, 
Mr. Cerf.) 

But really, when she rolled down 
the aisle I thought I'd dissolve in 
tears, and by the time she blacked 
out at the altar my tears had dis
solved so many ruts through my 
mudpack Spiggy said I looked like 
an erosion map of Oklahoma. Actu
ally, Cindy didn't black out, but the 
TV did because that was right when 
Dick—who's taken to sleeping over 
under the daybed whenever Pat 
won't take her happy-mints or there's 
a full moon—threw an empty Hires 
Root Beer bottle through the pic
ture tube. That, of course, was be
cause Dick had just found out that 
Senator Ervin had gotten to the net
works and set up "The Watergate 
Show" before Mr. Santilino (Dick's 
special assistant) got to Senator Er
vin with some sort of helpful hint he 
would find hard not to say okay 
to (?) . (The last time Dick broke the 
set (shoe this time) was when NBC's 
Garrick Utley (ick) said Dick's sug
gestions for Watergate Prosecutor 
had been turned down, which was a 
slight I bet Mr. Montalban, Mr. Co-
sell, and Clifford Irving won't forget 
at Christmas card time. 

Needless to say, the home situa
tion has been "extremely sensitive" 
since this Watergate business started 
up—what with Dick and Mel Laird 
playing spooks and plumbers in the 
rumpus room until all hours and 
John Connally (yum!) dropping by 
to take a bed check for the Republi
can Committee and Mr. Phew always 
calling long distance from Saigon 
(collect) to ask Dick when he's go
ing to launch those Skylab whatcha-
madingles and turn Hanoi into sweet 

continued on page 16 
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Introducing 
MARY McCREARY 

Her New Album 
BUTTERFLIES IN HEAVEN 

MCA-347 
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YES ART BRINGS BACK THE 50'S WITH WORLDS 1ST 
COMPLETE WITH 3D GLASSES (if you dare to wear them) only 2.98 

[BITCH 
I'llnWil 
BITCH II 

3 D POSTE] 

Y-104 Artroloffy P o * 
l ion i Day glow. 23" x 
3 1 " »2.60 

M. C. ESCHER PRINTS S2.9S EACH. Fach print is suitable 
for framing and is primed on the fines! arl slock. Special: 
Buy four prints and get one free! 

BUY 3 PRINTS GET 1 FREE 

C-31. Now Yes An can soK 
boring door problem with a 

graphic (red, yellow, 
and blue). This exciting new 
perfect for any room and i 
hang! Fit* almost any door, 
siie is 87" x 42", only S10.0 
plete. For full color book wi 
35 8 feet x 22 feet wall g 
circle item C-51 and send ! 
handling. Supply is limited. 
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WATERGATE CLOSE-OUT SALEfa auP POSTER OF 
THE YEAR 

NOMINUMIM ORDER • MONEY BACK GUARANTEED c p p r i A l • nnr Rlark L inh t Ru lh is on S A L E ' 
FREE EXPANDED NEWSLETTER WITH EVERY ORDER! ^ I I A L . o u r B l a c K L , 9 n T b U I D ,S o n *>*Ltz- \\»M#*MbmMUatt 

BUMPER STICKERS THAT REALLY BUMP! 
EACH BUMPER STICKER is 11"x 14" printed 
in day glow red, white and blue, 1.00 each, 3 for 
2.50 

SNAKE GIRL T * unncmTHWCBOBY! 

' P | B M k * < . 

Y-168 LOVE IS 
C O N T A G I O U S -
WE GET IT FROM 
ONE ANOTHER. 
Full color drawing 
I l " x l 7 " . $1.00 

y 2 7 1 E Y E 
CHART. YcllpYt 
and Black Day-

Y-160 GINA. E x d l l n j 

IMPEACHMENT 
N-16 WITH HONOR 

SHOW NIXON 
N 17 THE GATE 

M.is NIXON KNEW 

Y-331 SNAKE SKINI 
Really rare shot! Sensual 
b/w photo 22"x28". $1.98 

. 

Y-321 1973-1977 NIXON COUNT
DOWN CALENDAR I he greatest 
poster ever made! Grid over 
Nixon's face Is numbered with Ihe 

mil his image is 
i lufdclion. 24 x 

Only $138 

Y 175 (the clasiic) FUCK COMMUN
ISM. Red while and blue. Stand up 
and be counted! 17" v. 32". 

Only S1.00 

Y-301 PELICAN & GIRL 
Fabulous line sketch with 
flesh tones. 23"x34" 

$2.00 

lii VIM SON AMAN'S M I A ) p . °»'>"S2.60 

Y-40 CHISHOLM AND 
WALLACE TOGETHER. 
Black and white on heavy 
stock. 2 3 " x 29". $1.00 

Y-212 ONE WAY Fa
mous Jesus Sign, Black 
on Red. 22 " x34 " $1.00 

•x. x x"3rsr..efc 
X WfSROOM X-lf 
X RATED® tf 

x i i m x 
XMUUMK 

'xlSUIil£|x 
kApSrox 

Y-183 RATED X 

Y-304 SEX I Spelled out in 
over 20 erotic positions! In
credible. I l " x l 7 " Only $1.98 

Z 26 MARX BROS. 30" 

Y'319 WHAT'S ON A 
MANS MIND (A vis-

I ual Freud!) Dayglo. 
Red 4 Black. 23"x29". 

Only SI.SO 

Y 119 MEANEST S.O.B. IN 
THE VALLEY. Revise of 23t 
Psalm, l u l l color, „ , . , , . 

.mm 
«WB^wo^.^:a< : ; : ) I 

! • I Y-143 CHILDREN LEARN 
WHAT THEY LIVE. Full 
dayglow-color silk screen. 
20" x 32". $2.00 

WANTED 

INDESTRUCTABLE fine art prints 
giant 30 x 40 full color $5.98 each 

Y^03 Y-407 

•jar 1 * •&. 

Y-413 

Y-330 COLLECTOR'S 
POSTER - This Is I I I file 
one seen in TIME and other 
leading mags. Huge 
23"x29" print has word 
"apprehended" on all 
faces-except one?? The pos
ter will outlive Watergate it
self. Rush for YES ARTcs-
clusive SI.50 

Y-67 FLY UNITED. Day glow red, 
blue and pink on coaled stock, 

17" x 22". $1.00 

people so seldom 
soy I love you.... 
and then its either 
too late....or love 
goes,....so when I 
lei you I love you, 
...rtdoesntmeonl 
know you! never 
gconryltratlwlsh 
vc^drdrfthavelp. 
tawrence Cr<pg-Gr^en 

s Craig 

r^ 

Z-10 1 
,. Dayglo 

YES ART CREDIT CARDS fZ 
ARE MADE OF STURDY PLASTIC. EACH 
IS IN FULL COLOR AND STANDARD 
WALLET SIZE. WORTH 25.00 in laughs. 
OUR PRICE ONLY 1.50 each, all four 
just 4.99 

Y 323-Elephant Caugh 

, J * r W - J i 
Credit C"''<l 

SCROO-U-2X 

It—r-J 
N-12 

MATCHA 
SNATCH 

N-13 

PU S?Y-4U2 

IM-14 

UP-YA-ALLEY-2X 

N-15 

Psychedelic, mult i -
image twin spectrum 

lamp. Covers walls in 
ever-changing patterns 
of color. This is the best 
made, accept no cheap 
substitute. Shipped wi th 
clear (naked) bulb, just 
pay your electrical bill 
and plug in. Creates fan
tastic illusions, never 
stays the same, may be 
used for interrogation, 
storytel l ing, or far out 
court appearances. 
ITEM L-1 . $9.95. 

* . 

Y-165 WE ADMIT ITI THIS POSTER 
SMELLS) Just like strawberries, that is. 
Sumptuous full cotoi black light photo 
scent lasts 6 months. 22" x 34". 

OnlyS2.98 

YES ART POSTERS- LP 8 
P.O. Box 58, New York, N.Y. 10014 
Add 9S( for Postage and Handling on all orders. 
Please send me Ihe iiems circled below. 

Name 

Address 

City 

State 

New York City icsiden 
New York Stale resident 

^ ^ ^ • ^ • ^ • ^ • ^ ^ ^ - ^ 

i add VI 
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city sales lax Other 
able sales lax. 
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There is music on your records 
you have probably never beard 
The average listener spends more 
than twice as much on records 
as he does on his entire music 
system. And then never gets to 
hear many of the sounds on his 
records. 

In most systems, the speakers 
limit the sounds to be heard. What 
goes in just doesn't all come out. 
This is because conventional 
speakers are simply not designed 
to convey some of the sounds that 
are vital in capturing the sense of 
the real musical experience. 

BOSE speakers are designed to 
bring the sound to your ears in the 
same way it arrives during the 
actual performance. Projected 
from the entire wall of your room 

as it was from the stage. With the 
full stereo experience everywhere 
in the room, not just in the middle. 

The way to learn this is to listen. 
Listen to a record through a 
conventional system. Listen to a 
cymbal. Or a complex vocal 
harmony. A drum solo. An organ. 
How real does it sound? Does it 
evoke the emotion of the live 
performance? 

Now listen to the record through 
a BOSE DIRECT/REFLECTING® 
speaker system. Bring your most 
demanding records to your BOSE 
dealer. Ask him to play them 
through BOSE speakers. You will 
hear music you have probably 
never heard before. 

continued from page 12 

and sour gook and those awful spats 
Spiggy gets into with Dick when he 
phones Dick and sings "Hail to the 
Thief" in the receiver. 

They're all just great, big, spoiled 
tots, if you ask me. 

Well, last night Spiggy and I were 
finally having a quiet evening at 
home with me at my sewing (I'm re
covering the seat belts to match the 
new bullet-proofing on our tandem 
exercycle) and Spiggy at his tic-tac-
toe, when the phone ranged twice, 
beeped once, and honked shave-and-
a-haircut-two-bits and began to 
smoke, which is Dick's signal for 
front burner double-trouble. Well 
that woke David and Tricia (we 
sometimes sit for Pat when she has to 
go to the Quiet Room and Eddie Cox 
and Julie are on government leave in 
Bermuda) and Spiggy said holy bad 
word Excedrin Crisis number fifty-
six and threw down the crayon and 
stomped to the phone. 

Naturally, I tiptoed to the door to 
see what was "up" and overheard 
Spiggy say Joe's Pizza—We deliver 
which is a new joke he's been hopped 
up on for some months now and then 
huh? who? you mean Judy? No way. 
Fifty thousand? Cash? Well, I guess 
I can rinse out my own shorts for 
awhile, heh heh. 

Well, when Spiggy returned from 
the phone he flushed me a grin that 
would have given Bette Davis the 
creepy-crawlies and said get your 
wrap, my Meadow muffin, Dick has a 
favor to ask you—now move it. 

When we got to the White House 
we were met by Dick's Secret Secret 
Servicemen and after we let their 
fresh dogs make sure we weren't car
rying any exploding marijuana cigars 
they led us down the trapdoor 
through the tunnel past the mechani
cal ghosts to Dick's underground 
bomb bungalow where he's been 
spending most of his time (when he 
isn't under our day bed). (You can 
always tell if they're Secret Secret 
Servicemen, by the way, because 
each has a little scar in the middle of 
his forehead and if you ask one how 
Dick's been feeling little blue lights 
go on in its eyes and it says the-Presi-
dent-is-very-fine-as-usual-why-do-
you-ask-talk-into-my-tieclip-when-
you-hear-the-beep, and then they go 
beep.) 

Much wierdness, as Kim says. 
Anyway, when they opened the 

door we saw more Secret Service 
snipe-hunters standing by the door 
against the leadfoil wallpaper wait
ing for some Arab terrorist to just 
try and come in and do a terrorism 
without knocking first and Dick, who 
was standing over a big black trunk, 
with Hank Kissinger and John Con-
nally, looked up with a start and 
promptly fell flat on his bottom into 

continued 
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continued 

a wastebasket, which was actually 
that stooge pigeon John Dean's fault 
because this so-called bugging scan
dal has made Dick's jowls sag so 
much from worry that his makeup 
man has to tuck the extra slack into 
Dick's collar and cinch it down with 
his tie so when Dick jerks his head 
up too suddenly it pulls his shirt-
tails out of his pants and the garters 
that connect his shirt to his socks 
(he got the idea from Pat who gar
ters her dress-shields to her arch 
supports) pull his feet out from un
der him and thump there you are. 

Well, when John and Hank got 
Dick unstuck and helped stuff his 
jowls back, they all came over and 
offered me a chair. Then, John Con-
nally put a rubber bandage around 
my arm and attached it to one of 
those pornographs they use in The 
Streets of San Francisco to tell 
whether the girl actually saw the kid
napping or was only trying to get 
cozy with Karl Maiden (yum yum) 
and Hank said hello Choody and 
Schpiggy nice I am seeing you. Spig-
gy got mad when John put a bandage 
on his arm but John said wal naw 
Speggy don't you take no off-fence 
but ah got mah orders. Hank ex
plained that John made Dick and 
everyone who saw him use the porno-
graph and a tape recorder now be
cause Mr. Getty and Mr. Hughes 
and Mr. Lockheed and John's other 
little helpers have always thought 

^̂  

v J 
JIM'S HORNS/Jim Horn 

(SW-8918) 
"The miracle of this album 
was accomplished with the 

help of all my friends" 
Produced by Jim Horn 

SHELTER RECORDING CO., INC., 
5112 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood, Calif. 90027 
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honesty was the best policy and John 
tweaked Dick's ear and said ain't 
that rat, Dick? 

Dick smiled his tilty smile (the 
one that makes his bottom teeth 
look like they go with the top ones) 
and said anything you say and Hank 
tweaked Dick's other ear and said 
may be held against you, ja mein 
quarterback? and John tweaked 
Dick's nose and said that's rat, Hank, 
that shore is rat, heh heh. 

Well, after the "heh-hehing trailed 
off John Connally said wal naw Judy, 
Humpty -Dumpty heah (meaning 
Dick) has got himself in a hole passel 
of trouble and only yoo can hep him 
out. Ja, said Hank, ve vant dot you de
liver der schpecial information to 
President Phew, und tonight! Der 
plane is vaiting. 

Dick knotted his jowls down a little 
tighter, loosened it to clear his throat, 
tightened it again, and said Judy I am 
sure you understand the embarrassing 
position John Dean has put his own 
country in with these wild lies he in
tends to reveal next week on the 
"Dick Cavett Show," and I would like 
you to take this big trunkful of infor
mation—as my Special Presidential 
Courier—to Saigon immediately. 

Well, I must say I was somewhat 
confused. For example, I couldn't un
derstand what President Phew could 
do with the information in the trunk 
(it was a big black steamer with some 
airholes punched in it and a striped 
necktie hanging out from the lid), and 
why I had to deliver it? Dick smiled 
tilty smile no. 2 (which makes his 
eyes look like they're on different 
sides of his nose) and as he handed 
Spiggy a satchel full of something, 
said your presence will make it seem 
like an accident, of course, dumdum. 

Well, I was a little taken aback by 
this, but when they gave me a silver 
bracelet and attached the other half 
to the trunk handle and told me it was 
a perfect replica of the one John Ehr-
lichman gave Mrs. E. Howard Hunt 
for her last vacation (?) I melted and 
said if it's for the country, okay, and 
we all took limousines (well, they had 
to put me and the trunk in a truck) 
and headed for that secret air strip in 
Langley where all those girls from 
that Madiera School picnic never re
turned. 

We drove up to the plane (it was 
painted black and had a cute pirate 
flag painted on the back end) and 
Hank introduced me and the trunk to 
the pilot who I at first thought was 
Burt Reynolds (yum yum YUM) and 
made my heart jump like the first 
time I saw Robert Taylor's widow's 
peak in Romance in Rochester at the 
Trans-Lux as a schoolgirl. Well, as it 
turned out, it wasn't Mr. Reynold's 
broad, sensual features I saw after all, 

/• \ 
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BLACK GRASS (SW-8916) 
Leon Russell's fabled 

heavenly backing choir leap 
into their own with the 
Rev. Patrick Henderson 

at the helm. 

SHELTER RECORDING CO., INC., 

5112 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood, Calif. 90027 

but just those of an ordinary pilot 
with a body stocking over his head 
that sort of mooshed up his face. (By 
the way, dear Diary, do airline driv
ers usually wear parachutes?) 

Anyway, the plane started to warm 
up and I told Spiggy I'd have to be 
back by noon tomorrow to help with 
Pat's plastic flower arranging party 
and could I see Mr. Phew and be back 
in time? And Spiggy patted his satch
el and said sure toots it'll be as easy 
as rolling off a fuselage and then they 
sealed the hatch and I was off! 

Well, we're over the ocean now and 
I have sleuthed out that we must be 
ready to land soon for our first snack 
stop in Indial The stewardess.— an
other "B.R." look-a-like — told me to 
stand by the trunk (it's been sort of 
moaning and banging a lot) right over 
the Bombay door and hold my nose (a 
special Indian-greeting of hello for 
Mrs. Ghandi I bet) . 

I'll tell you how the rest of my mis
sion turns out, dear Diary, as soon as 
I get back to home base and discover 
in what sort of state Kim and her 
"friends" have left it — you never 
know who'll drop in when mom's 
away. 

Over and offed, 
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OR SEW-ON CANVAS PATCH 
FULL COLOR 

PHOTOS • SLOGANS • CRESTS • YOUR DESIGN 

THAT'S RIGHT! 
You just tell us what you 
want andourhighly (usually 
high) skilled artists will turn 
your creativity into a full-
color, sew-on canvas patch 
or American-made T-shirt. 

HERE'S HOW 
Just sketch out your design 
(14" x 14" Max.) in desired 
colors and size (use con
struction paper or it you'd 
rather, just give detailed 
description in writing, we'll 
do the rest). 

ALL READY-MADE 
We stock every car, rock 
group, beer brand, tlag, 
drug, motorcycle and hu
morous T-shirt you've seen. 
They cost less because they 
are mass-produced. 

YOUR DESIGN 
MADE TO ORDER 

$5.95 ea. Postpaid 

CANVAS PATCH 
or T-SHIRT 

ALL SIZES AVAILABLE 
THROUGH X-LARGE (46) 

READY MADE 
STOCK DESIGNS 

$3.50 ea. Postpaid 

Mail to: SHIRT SHACK INTERNATIONAL • 633 Hennepin, 
Minneapolis, Minnesota 55403. Enclose Check or Money Order. 
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Danny O'Keefe has come up with his 
strongest album to date, filled to the brim 
with beautiful original songs. Besides some 
of the more obvious stunners like "Angel 
Spread Your Wings" and "Magdalenal' 
O'Keefe has really outdone himself with 
about eight classics on each side. Danny's 
singing guitar playing are absolutely 
top-notch, with firm and sympathetic 
back-up by talents like Donny Hathaway, 
Hugh McCracken, and Bernard Purdie. 
After the recent smash "Good Time 
Charlie's Got The Blues'.' this album will 
put Danny way up there in a position 
commensurate with his talents. 

Badger is a new. incandescent rock band 
led by the keyboard wizardry of Tony Kaye, 
a former mainstay of Yes. In this dynamic 
live recording from London's famed 
Rainbow Theatre, we have Tony displaying 
amazing aptitude on a variety of instru
ments, counterpointed by Brian Parrish's 
inventive lead guitar. Roy Dyke's drums, 
and Dave Foster's bass. This album 
promises a long and fruitful career for 
Badger. 

The newly re-formed Ramatam, featuring 
Ms. April Lawton on guitars, vocals, bass 
and organ, Tommy Sullivan on keyboards, 
sax. and vocals and Jimmy Walker on 
drums, literally explodes on this second 
album... displaying a virtuosity that is 
nothing short of amazing. From acoustic 
ballad to jazz abstractions, and on to fiery 
rock statements. Ramatam charges right 
along, infusing the whole proceedings 
with their particular kind of energy. 

With an extensive background that includes 
guitar study with Luis Bonfa and Segovia, 
stints with the Chad Mitchell Trio and the 
Jacques Brel "Revue!' Michael Johnson 
now steps out with a first solo effort that 
more than demonstrates his ample vocal 
and instrumental talents. Each one of his 
interpretations of fine contemporary 
material is a beautifully executed and self-
contained gem with Johnson's extraordinary 
guitar technique adding a special presence'.' 
An impressive first album. 
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A New $2 Double Album 
Starring 

AEoeCooperH Van Morrison!! 
The Doobie Brothers 

Deep Purple m m 
33 Seals & Crafts QArlo Guthrie 

ProcolHarum 
And 18 More! 

».' | M 

"The biggest record bargain ever." 
- N . Y . Times 

"The best buys on records." 
—Boiling Stone 

"If only every record company did it like Warners..." 
—Berkeley Telegraph 

"Easily the finest albums being done, at any price." 
—Stereo Review 

APPETIZERS...a fresh new double album containing "Bor
stal Boys" by Faces, "Bil l ion Dollar Babies" by Alice Cooper, 
"Warm Love" by Van Morrison, "What a Shame" by Foghat, 
"Lovesick Blues" by Arlo Guthrie, "Baby Please Don't Go" 
by Paul Butterfield's Better Days, "Jess ica" by Seals & 
Crofts, "Toujours L'Amour" by Procol Harum... 

Plus, tracks by Deep Purple, The Beach Boys and Linda 
Lewis that can ' t be bought fo r any pr ice on any other 
a lbum.. . 

Plus, new music by John Cale, Flo & Eddie, The Incredible 
String Band, Steeleye Span, The Doobie Brothers, Martin 
Mull, Seatrain and more-

Twenty six tracks in all, every one complete. Two full LPs, 
with pictures of all the artists, plus extensive background on 
the groups by Dr. Demento, writer of the world's greatest un
published history of rock. 

Most people would call that kind of album a banquet. 
They'd probably charge $11.96 for it. 

At Warner Bros, we call it APPETIZERS, and charge $2 
for it. That's 7% 0 per track, even cheaper than the stuff they 
peddle on late night TV, and they don't have Alice Cooper 
either! 

The only catch is that APPETIZERS is available by mail 
order only (you do have to work outside normal retail chan
nels now and then to make good things happen). 

Two dollar bills don't sound very good on your turntable, 
after all, so why not whip 'em right off to the address below. 
We'll get APPETIZERS back to you, anyplace in the U.S. or 
Canada, as fast as the Post Office can fling 'em. 

To: APPETIZERS 
Box 6868, Burbank, Ca. 91505 

I wouldn't mind owning "the biggest i 
me APPETIZERS 

cord bargain ever." Here's my S2, so rush 

Oiler good only In U.S. and Canada. Please allow six weeks lor dellveiy. Make checka payable 
to Warner Bros. Recorde. II you would like a Iree Warner Bros. Rocorda calalog, please wrllo 
separately to "Catalog, Warner Bros. Records, Box 6868. Burbank, Ca. 91605." ,-
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NEW/ ®!L™ MARCH Bill 

It's Time to Play "Let's Pass the Buck"! 

MORNING TV GETS SMASH 
NEW GAME SHOW! 

QO YOU WANT TO TAKE RESPONSIBILITY FOR YOUR ACTIONS 
OR 90 YOU WANT TO FIX THE BLAME ON HIGHERUPS? REMEMBER, 
YOU MIGHT GET TOTAL IMMUNITY BUT, ON THE OTHER HAND, YOU 
COULD BECOME A SCAPEGOAT AND DRAW A LENGTHY PRISON 
TERM/ 

In early June, as the country watched 
breathlessly, the Nixonauts in the 
crippled White House carried out a 
dramatic series of maneuvers in an 
attempt to rescue some part of the his
toric Presidential mission. To replace 
the critical Watergate cover which 
had totally disintegrated, raising the 
heat on the President and his staff to 
intolerable levels, they managed to 
erect a quickly-manufactured tissue of 
lies and evasions. Still, the situation 

remains serious. The delicate execu
tive privilege shield which had been 
designed to deflect sharp questioning 
and damaging testimony has been 
ripped away and is likely to prove ir
replaceable, and over half of the nor
mal Presidential power supply has 
been lost because of the sudden drop 
in vital popularity levels and a cata
strophic credibility failure. Observers 
fear that much of the exciting Nixon 
program will have to be curtailed or 

eliminated entirely, including fasci
nating experiments in electronic sur
veillance, media int imidat ion, the 
development of efficient police-state 
tactics, and other exotic new tech
niques , and the re is cons iderab le 
doubt as to whether the Nixonauts 
will be able to remain in the White 
House for the full four years origin
ally planned. 

On the eve of Leonid Brezhnev's visit 
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ONE OTHER THING I PROBABLY SHOULD 
TELL YOU, BECAUSE IF I PON'T THEY'LL 
PROBABLY BE SAYINS THIS ABOUT ME 
TOO, WE PIP 6ET SOMETHING/ A GIFT 
BEFORE THE ELECTION. A MAN POWN 
IN TEXAS REMEMBERED MY MENTIONING 
THAT ALL PAT HAP WAS A RESPECTABLE 
CLOTH COAT. AND BELIEVE IT OR NOT, 
THE DAY BEFORE THE NEW CAMPAIGN 
LAW WENT INTO EFFECT, WE GOT A 
MESSAGE SAYING THERE WAS A 
PACKAGE FOR US. YOU KNOW WHAT IT 
WAS? IT WAS TWO MILLION DOLLARS 
IN ONE HUNDRED DOLLAR BILLS, SENT 
ALL THE WAY FROM MEXICO. NICE AND 
GREEN AND CRISP. ANP I JUST WANT 
TO SAY THIS RIGHT NOW, THAT 
REGARDLESS OF WHAT THEY SAY 
ABOUT IT, WE'RE GOING TO KEEP IT. 

to the U.S., there is mounting evi
dence that the Soviet party leader has 
nothing to chortle about so far as 
Watergate is concerned. There have 
been persistent rumors in Russia of a 
vast scandal involving high-ranking 
members of the Communist bureauc
racy in a serious conspiracy. Impli
cated in "the Volgagate" are a group 
of liberal officials who were caught 
removing bugs from telephones, mix
ing actual letters and telegrams from 
Soviet citizens in with the usual 
phony ones, telling the truth to for
eign newsmen, slipping real docu
ments into fabricated official histories 
of the Khrushchev era, and trying to 
influence the outcome of normally 
rigged nominations to the Communist 
Party Presidium by surreptitiously 
introducing genuine ballots into the 
vote counts. Perhaps more seriously, 
all of them have refused to lie at their 
trials or participate in the traditional 
cover-up process. Top Politburo mem
bers are said to be deeply concerned 
about the sudden wave of morality in 
Communist party affairs, and the 
chillingly "democratic" mentality of 
some of the individuals involved, and 
are accusing Brezhnev of a shocking 
lack of vigilance, charging that he 
knew nothing of the affair until it was 
discovered by the KGB. 

r 
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GOLD TAILED BIRD 
Jimmy Rogers (SW-8921) 
The legendary blueser is 

back... Produced by 
steaming Freddie King and 

mellow J.J. Cale. 

SHELTER RECORDING CO., INC., 
5112 Hollywood Blvd., Hollywood, Calif. 90027 
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All the immensity 
and greatness of Isaac Hayes has been captured 

"Live at the Sahara Tahoe." 
It's the perfect environment to bring out the 

natural feelings of Isaac Hayes 
when he sings, raps and plays his music. 

It gives him a chance to become directly 
involved with the people he is performing for. 

You too can be part of his audience 
with the album that captures him live. 

ISAAC HAYES 
"LIVEATTHE 

SAHARATAHOE" 
It's a two record set with 9 new Hayes' heavies. 

And some new versions of Shaft, 
Look of Love, and other Hayes' favorites. 

On Enterprise Records and tapes. ENS-2-5005 
Enterprise records a division of 

The Stax Organization, 98 N. Avalon, Memphis, U.S.A Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



Strange ( 
Beliefs ,r 

of Children 
by Gahan Wilson 
Outside of the occasional surviving stone age tribe 
come across on an isolated Pacific isle or discovered 
tucked away in some obscure bend of the Amazon, 
there is no observable group of humans living on this 
earth more darkly benighted, more shuddersomely su
perstitious, or more grossly misinformed than the ordi
nary children we see pottering about daily at our knee 
level. Constantly forced to obey the incomprehensible 
rules of a society they cannot even dimly begin to under
stand, menaced by awesome diseases and fearsome tech
nological poisons, endlessly presented with unanswerable 
questions, these tiny creatures, in a brave, if faltering, at
tempt to explain their basically alien environment to them
selves, have created one of the richest troves of strange beliefs 
ever assembled. PvWfJMP 

-41W. 
" ^ ^ K L J O W N V * 

Storm Drain Biters 
If a coin or a ball or a marble rolls into 
the opening of a storm drain, the wise 
child will try to claw it out with a stick 
or just leave it alone, as there are things 
down there which bite off fingers. 

Counting Every Board 
Compulsion is an important aspect 
of children's beliefs, and whose life has 
not been severely bent this way or that accepting some dare or crossing a drawn 
line? Here is a self-imposed challenge—the child has vowed he will touch each 
and every board, and count it, on the way home. If he does not do this, he knows 
that he will be eaten. 

m* 
Swinging over the Bar 
Swinging over the bar is to be avoided 
at all costs for it will turn the swinger 
inside out. 
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continued 

Making a Face 
If you make a face and are slapped on 
the back unexpectedly while doing it, 
the face will stay there for the rest of 
your life. If you stick your tongue too 
far out, it will stay like that for the 
rest of your life, and if you cross your 
eyes wrong, they will stick for the rest 
of your life. 

Step on a Crack and Break Your Mother's Back 
Very few children actually believe this, but probably there 
is not one child who has not tried it, just to see. 

The Awful Stuff in the Center of a Golf Ball 
If you cut down into the center of a golf ball there is this 
horrible acid that destroys everything. Somebody once 
told me they had done it but they weren't burnt so I 
knew they were lying. I got down as far as the rubber 
band part once. 

Water Fountain Germs 
Children know there are germs on water fountains, but are vague on 
what germs are. They know they are nasty, slimy things. Probably 
they jump. 

Kissing Grandma 
If you kiss grandma your lips will get all wrinkled 
up like hers are as it is catching, but of course there 
is no way to avoid kissing grandma. 
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Getting Cramps from Eating 
If you eat anything, even a half a hot dog, 
and you go into the water less than a half 
hour later, you will get terrible cramps. 
If you are swimming, you will sink like a 
stone. 

The Toilet Monster 
I never knew about this when I was a child, thank God. There's this thing which 
lives in the toilet, and likes it, and when you go late a t night and flush the toilet 
it wakes the thing up, so you better hurry getting out of there. This kid was too 
slow. 

Eating Milk and Cherries Together is Poison 
This boy told his parents that eating milk and cherries together would kill him, 
but they wouldn't believe him and they made him do it and now they are sorry. 
Another thing that will kill you is coke and aspirin, and if you drop a candy bar 
on the sidewalk and then eat it anyway you are really asking for trouble. 

The Exploding Boy 
If you block a sneeze wrong, you can 
burst your eardrums. If you block 
a burp wrong, you can burst your 
throat. If you block a fart wrong, you 
can burst your asshole. If you do 
all of these, this is what happens. 

continued 
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continued 

Mr. Knudson, the 
Super, Sets Traps in 
the Basement 
Building superintend
ents have all kinds of 
reasons to want to get 
children, good reasons, 
and so children under
stand that they will 
probably have what they 
deserve if they are not 
very careful. It 's a good 
idea to be especially 
wary around the fur
nace. 

Getting Warts 
from a 
Toad 
Of course if you touch 
a toad you will get 
warts from it and prob
ably swell up. 

Lead Pencil Poisoning 
If you poke the point of a lead pencil into your skin you will get lead poison
ing and die horribly. There is absolutely nothing that can be done to save you 
once the poison takes hold. 

Jagging Off 
If you jag off you will become very 
ill and pale and have blue sacs un
der your eyes. Also hair will sprout 
on the palm of the hand you jag off 
with. Also you may go crazy. Now 
that you are jagging off it is time 
you left strange beliefs of children 
behind and took up those of adoles
cents. They are fun, too. 
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This IOO% Pure Contest 

has Fleas. 
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What we've got here is absolutely the easiest contest you've entered 
since the one where your Mother cut out that win-a-three-wheeled-tnke 

coupon m Humpty Dumpty magazine, printed your name and mailed it 
in for you. You see. what we wantyoutpdo iscut out thisdoggy coupon 

Neatness counts In fact, the neatest doggy coupon is the win
ning doggy coupon And the winning doggy coupon's owner 
gets a full-page picture of himsel f or herself and his or her 

dog in this publication. Al l in honor of Severin Browne's 
brand new "The All-American Boy and His Dog" album 

Even if you're schleppy with a pair of scissors, enter 
Because we're sending everybody a sheet of really 
gorgeous doggy stamps You'll want them. Besides, 
.when was the last time you could show yourself 
off as a real cut-up? 

Name . 
Add ress 

City State Z ip 

Mail couponco Promotion Director. Motown Records. 

Vx 
I 
I 

I 

/ ! 

6464Sunset Blvd . Hollywood9C028 

Mfliam-

01973 MOTOWN RECORD CORPORATION 
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• Two 300-pound sculptures made 
from discarded metal by the abstract 
expressionist John Chamberlain were 
mistaken for junk recently and hauled 
away at night by a scavenger. 

"I had them at the side of my ware
house to clean them up a little for a 
prospective buyer," said Walter Kel
ly, 32, owner of a Chicago art gallery 
which deals in Mr. Chamberlain's 
work. 

"I had them covered with canvas 
but the wind blew it off," Mr. Kelly 

explained. "Buildings are being ren
ovated in the neighborhood and a lot 
of junkmen are around hauling things 
away." 

Mr. Kelly said he valued the six-
foot-high two outdoor sculpture pieces 
at a total of $20,000. 

"I'm sick about it," he went on. 
"It's all a tragic mistake. We've called 
all the scrap dealers and junkyards 
in town. No luck yet. I'm offering a 
$1,000 reward, no .questions asked." 

The sculptures were made from car 
bumpers and porcelain-covered sheet 
metal from old washing machines. 
The metal was crumpled, folded, and 
welded. 

"I'm certain it wasn't a theft," said 
Mr. Kelly. "And that makes it worse, 
because whoever took them away 
might destroy them. These are impor
tant works by a great artist. One of 
Chamberlain's works is on permanent 
display at the Art Institute of Chi
cago." 

"They are very powerful, dynamic, 
forceful," said Mr. Kelly, describing 
the missing sculptures. "When you 
look at them you have to form your 
own opinion of what you see or what 
is represented." Washington Post (L. 
Zarfas) 
• Discouraged by the reluctance of 
their chimpanzee population to mate, 
officials of the Chessington Zoo, in 

England, have taken to showing blue 
movies to the chimps. 

Andy Bowen, a spokesman for the 
zoo, said that thus far the chimpan
zees have been shown portions of 
a British Broadcasting Corporation 
documentary which contains explicit 
scenes of chimpanzees kissing and 
cuddling. 

Most of the chimpanzee population 
at Chessington responded enthusias
tically, copying every move, and an 
eight-year-old female named Cressida 
was especially "turned on," according 
to Mr. Bowen. 

"We tried it in three cages in the 
ape house," he explained. "The oran
gutans were only interested in the 
projector. The gorillas became aggres
sive, but Cressida was just overcome 
with passion." 

If the current fare proves insuffi
ciently titillating, the zoo plans to 
move on to hard-core flicks. "We hope 
to hear the patter of tiny chimpanzee 
feet around here soon," said Mr. 
Bowen. Fort Worth Press (M. Mo-
nar) 

A one-year subscription or the equiv
alent value in National Lampoon 
products will be given for items used. 
Send entries to: True Facts, National 
Lampoon, 635 Madison Avenue, N.Y., 
N.Y. 10022. • 

"Kootch" 
'Kootch' is a nickname I've had since 
I was 15. Then James Taylor put my 
name as 'Danny Kootch' on his Sweet 
Baby James album and Carole King 
did, too, on Tapestry. Kootch or Danny 
Kortchmar is fine, but Danny Kootch — 
that just isn't me." 

Danny Kortchmar, guitar ace and 
onetime Fugs sideman, sets the record 
straight, once and for all, with his own 
album. He's written the songs, sung 
them and backed himself on guitar, 
bass and drums, with a little help from 
hisfriends William Smith, Craig Doerge, 
Jim Horn and Doug Richardson. 

At the top he's put his name as he 
likes it. 

'Kootch" 

On Warner Bros. Records 
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Telejester 
by Chris Miller 

I am hanging around my apartment 
the other night, imbibing a soupgon 
reefer and glancing over the new Luke 
Cage—Hero for Hire, when suddenly 
the doorbell begins ringing loud as 
dentist drills. In fact, somebody is 
leaning on my bell like he is only sec
onds ahead of a maddened dog pack 
and I hasten to the door to peer 
through the peephole and who is there 
but Prime-Time Pearlstein, waving 
his arms around and looking very ex
cited indeed. Since I can see no dogs 
behind him, I unbolt my various po
lice locks and let him in. 

Immediately, I am being washed in 
exclamatory bursts of maybe five or 
six words each, so that I do not under
stand a thing Prime-Time is trying to 
say. So I sit him down and shove my 
pipe in his mouth, figuring that if I 
know Prime-Time, this will shut him 
up for a minute or two and, sure 
enough, he cuts off in mid-word-clus
ter and begins to suck on my corncob 
like a suffocating miner at a suddenly 
discovered air pocket. 

Now this Prime-Time Pearlstein is 
a noted media nut who lives down in 
Soho with a loftful of TV sets, radio 
receivers, tape decks, and the like, and 
seventeen pussycats with names like 
Sarnoff, Stanton, and McLuhan, who 
sleep in the chassis of an old Dumont 
twenty-one incher. He is a big, beefy 
guy with a splatch of kinky black hair 
worn in a haphazard Isro and a very 
white pasty face which he gets as a 
result of bathing it in TV emissions 
maybe ten or twelve hours a day. But 
the first thing you notice about Prime-
Time is his eyes, which are very 
bright and can flick about, bip-bip-
bip, so fast that many persons figure 
he can see every individual dot in a 
TV picture, if he wants. All in all, he 
is a dude who will startle people on 
the street, a fact for which I will mod
estly accept some credit, since Prime-
Time is one of my best customers and 
it is mostly my weed, acid, and what-
have-you that he is always smoking, 
dropping, and what-have-you, and 
this is largely what accounts for the 

curious state of his physical appear
ance. At any rate, he has now taken a 
baker's dozen hearty tokes and has 
slowed down considerably. 

"So, Prime-Time," I say, "what is 
it that creates such disturbance in 
your mind?" 

"Mmm? Disturbance?" 
Well, I can see that Prime-Time 

has gotten off very well indeed behind 
the Colombian I am stocking and con
sider offering him an ounce for fifty 
dollars but before I can suggest this 
transaction Prime-Time remembers 
what it is that creates such disturb
ance in his mind and begins shouting 
and waving his arms all over again. 
"Man, you are not going to believe 
this," he says, or words to this effect. 
Now, I consider this a clear case of 
stating the obvious, since Prime-Time 
Pearlstein is as noted for his drugged-
out revelations and other assorted 
strange beliefs as he is for his twenty-
one television sets, but nonetheless, I 
look attentive and Prime-Time raps to 
me as follows: 

I t is about a half hour ago (he says) 
and I am sprawled out on my mat
tress, still wasted from the P C P I 
snort for "Animal World," when sud
denly I realize it is time for "Kung 
Fu." Now "Kung Fu" and "Animal 
World" are on the same channel, but 
they are interposed by "Mod Squad," 
a series I detest, and I have skonked 
the picture by throwing a pillow at 
the controls, all of which means I 
must now stand up and make adjust
ments. As I am not sure I can achieve 
this unaided, and there is nobody else 
in the room, I must reach for some of 
that fine Bolivian flake you dealt me 
last Saturday. I do a modest one-and-
one from the ice cream scoop and, as 
you may imagine, find myself quickly 
vertical and walking jaunty, jolly to 
the TV set. By the time it is tuned in 
I am feeling really good, very high 
and clear, so I fill my chillum with 
some of this incredible Nepalese Tem
ple Shit I scored last week from Carol 
McHashoil, settle down into my pil
lows and go into total communion 

with the audio-video. 
At this point, a voice comes on and 

says "Kung Fu" will not be seen to
night due to the President's speech 
and, bam!, there is Tricky Dicky up 
there! I mean, hey man, y'know? I 
mean, what is this shit, Tricky Dicky 
instead of "Kung Fu"? His upper lip 
is sweating and he hasn't even started 
yet! Yes, I am righteously pissed. I 
am staring at the screen, swallowing 
great lungfuls of hash smoke, just get
ting angrier and angrier, and I start to 
have this fantasy, you know, like I'm 
looking at Tricky and making his 
voice slow down and then I make him 
gradually fall forward until he just 
kind of slumps face first onto his desk 
—and sticking out of his back is a key! 

Now this strikes me as pretty funny 
and I am starting to laugh when sud
denly I blink and notice that the pic
ture I just fantasize is still on the 
screen. I mean, Nixon's just lying 
there with a key in his back, not mov
ing or anything. Well, I really get 
freaked by this and don't know what 
to do, so I blow another one-and-one, 
which inspires me to grab my coat and 
rush from my loft for, frankly, I am 
scared out of my bazoo by this entire 
incident and need to tell someone 
about it fast. 

"Well, Prime-Time," I point out, 
"if you are going to snort coke on top 
of PCP, you have to expect these 
kinds of bummers." 

"Then this is what you think it is? 
A chemical bummer?" 

"I cannot think of anything else it 
could be." 

"Well, this makes me feel much 
relieved," he says. "Still, I would like 
you to do me a favor. Please turn on 
your TV. The speech should still be 
going and I wish to see Tricky Dicky 
alive and talking so as I will feel com
pletely together again." 

As you can imagine, I am by this 
time thinking that perhaps Prime-
Time does go out of his bazoo, since 
his bazoo certainly seems untenanted 
at the moment, but I have learned to 
be tolerant of people's idiosyncrasies 

continued 
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continued 

and besides a customer is always 
right, so I get up and turn on the TV. 
After a minute the picture forms and 
there is the President, droning on in 
his usual fashion, upper lip sweating 
like sixty, and I turn to Prime-Time 
and observe that, all seems back to 
normal in the oval office. 

"So it would appear," Prime-Time 
replies, "but, ah, if I may ask—just 
so I can feel completely together— 
are you on Channel Seven?" 

I turn and see that I am on Chan
nel Four and, with a mental roll of 
the eyes, bend over and turn to Seven. 

And slumped over the Presidential 
desk is a body with a key sticking out 
of its back. 

"Ho-lee shit," whispers Prime-
Time, and then has to move fast to 
catch me and help me sit down. I take 
several quick tokes and a two-and-two 
and go in the bathroom and throw 
water in my face but when I get back 
there is still a body lying across the 
desk, unmoving. 

"Prime-Time, what have you 
done?" 

"I didn't know I was doing it!" 
"You broke the President!" 
"But only on Channel Seven, man!" 
"Prime-Time, do something." 
"What the fuck am I supposed to 

do?" 
"You make this happen; you must 

make it stop!" 
Looking less than confident, Prime-

Time turns to the screen. I see a pe
culiar fixed expression come over his 
face and then his eyes start to flick in 
their sockets, fast as pinballs between 
bumpers, so that his gaze is firing 
again and again across the surface of 
the screen. At first, nothing happens. 
Then my mouth falls open because a 
man walks into the picture, one of 
those wimpy Presidential aides, the 
cute one, and starts winding the Pres
ident up. Though the key turns with 
difficulty at first, the aide puts his 
weight behind it and, before you can 
say Colombian boo, Nixon is sitting 
up in small jerks and slow but acceler
ating words are coming from his 
mouth. The aide finishes winding. 
Then he bends and spits delicately on 
the President's head, removes a hand
kerchief from his breast pocket and 
gives the Presidential hair a few deft 
licks, like a forties shoeshine boy. 

"Prime-Time, stop embellishing!" 
"Oh, all right." Prime-Time sends 

a reluctant stare at the screen and the 
aide exits. The President talks on as 
if nothing has happened, about bombs 
or something, and everything seems 
back to normal. I get up and switch 
back and forth from Seven to Four. 
The pictures match exactly. I click the 
TV off. 

"Now just how did you do that?"! 
"I have no idea. Pretty far out, 
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huh?" 
Well, I can see that Prime-Time 

is no longer scared one bit by his 
strange new power. In fact, he looks 
like my little brother looked the 
Christmas he got the electric trains. 
/ , however, am scared. 

"Listen, man, that body was al
ready lying there when I turned to 
the channel. What if out there? . . . " 
I make a gesture with my hand meant 
to convey all other_ television sets in 
the United States." 

"You mean . . . aw, not a chance, 
man." 

"How do you know?" 
"I . . . don't." Prime-Time is sud

denly sitting up straight and shaking. 
I make it over to the phone and dial 

Dope David, a business associate of 
mine. "David, you aren't by any 
chance watching . . ." 

"A keyl" crows Dope David through 
the receiver. "A fucking key in his 
back!" 

Slowly, I hang up and turn to 
Prime-Time. "Dope David saw it too. 
Whatever you did to the picture must 
have gone all over the country." 

"Too much!" Prime-Time looks 
awed. But simultaneously I detect 
the birth of a strange new glow in his 
eyes, about which I find myself 
strangely reluctant to inquire. 

As you can imagine, there are any 
number of shits being taken at the 
White House the next morning. Zeig-
ler calls a special press conference 
and states in no uncertain tone that 
the President does not now have and 
has never had a key in his back. The 
cute aide is trotted out to announce 
that he was not even in the White 
House last night since he is extremely 
tired from covering up scandals all 
day and goes to bed .early. Then they 
wheel out the aide's bed and an FBI 
bed reader comes on to say that, yes, 
the aide is definitely in his bed from 
9 P.M. on. He starts to add that there 
are at least two others in bed with 
the aide, but Zeigler sticks an elbow 
into the aide's ribs and the aide hus
tles the bed reader out of there. 

Zeigler goes on to say that the per
petrator is thought to be an agent of 
the far left, probably working inside 
Channel Seven itself, and that the 
President has asked the network to 
fire all of its employees to guard 
against any repetition of this kind of 
subversive nonsense. 01 ' Ron is really 
getting into it now. His eyes flash 
angrily and his voice is quivering with 
indignation, and I am thoroughly get
ting off on his performance when all 
at once I am sitting up straight with 
my mouth hanging open because Ron 
Zeigler has lapsed into a thick Ger
man accent. 

"Isn't that a little extreme, Ron," 
suggests a reporter. 

"Extreme? Vat extreme? How can 
ve vin ze peace in Asia if ze uzzer side 
zinks ze President hass ein key in ze 
back?" 

And then he steps from behind the 
podium and suddenly he is wearing 
this snazzy black uniform with gleam
ing jackboots and an American flag 
armband around his left bicep. I do a 
triple take. I mean, I always think 
these White House guys are a little, 
ah, Teutonic, b u t . . . . Then it hits me. 
Prime-Time, you crazy fuck, what are 
you doing? I grab the phone and dial 
him and after a couple of rings he 
answers. 

"Prime-Time, you crazy fuck, what 
are you doing?" 

"Oh, hey, man. What's happenin'?" 
"Ron Zeigler's talking to reporters 

in a Gestapo uniform, that's what 
happening, you freak!" 

"Yeah, far out, huh? You like the 
armband? Nice touch, huh?" 

"Prime-Time, you are going to 
screw up the whole country this way." 

"Somevun iss going to screw up ze 
whole country ziss vay," says Zeigler 
from the screen. 

"Stop copping my material, god
dammit." If truth be told, I am con
siderably uptight about this entire 
situation since it is probable that, as 
Prime-Time's dealer, I am an acces
sory before the fact. 

''Watch this, man," says Prime-
Time. 

Uh-oh, I think, and turn to the 
screen. Zeigler is back at the lectern, 
dramatizing his points with gunshot
like cracks of a riding crop. "Zoon," 
he is saying, "ve vill identify ze cul
prit and ven ve do . . . " 

And suddenly there is a twanggg 
and a little puff of smoke and there 
on the lectern top is a leering rubber 
frog. 

" . . . stick him up your ass," says the 
frog in a gravelly voice. 

"Ja, ve vill shtick him up mein ass." 
Pause. "Nein, nein, vait, zat iss not 
vat I meant to zayl" 

The camera cuts to a shot of the re
porters, who are laughing delightedly. 
In the fourth row, a reporter in a polo 
shirt jumps up and down, clapping 
his hands. 

"Vat I meant to zay," says Zeigler, 
"is zat ziss so-called pragtical joker 
iss actually . . ." 

" . . . a commie, prevo, hippie, dope 
fiend, homosexual, feminist, Negro 
flouridator," says the frog. 

"Ja, ein commie, prevo, hippie, dope 
fiend—Nein, nein, neinl You are get
ting me all mixed upl" 

The frog laughs devilishly and 
makes a fart noise. 

"Prime-Time, enough," I say weak
ly into the phone. 

"Yeah, I guess," Prime-Time 
agrees. On the screen, the frog abrupt-
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At last! A highly private interpreta
tion that's sure to come as a Book of 
Revelations to a multitude! A book 
that really gets right down to the 
Fundamentalist, but contains prov
erbs and wisdom even for the tex-
tually mature. 

A single reading can convert 
a quietist into a practicing lay
man! 

It lists and describes every 
one of the 256 doctrinal posi
tions approved by the World 
Council. Everything from 
the Puritan (or missionary) 
position to the highly un
orthodox Congregational-
ist (or Wesley an) method. 

Whether you're an 
inexperienced verger 
or an aging sexton, 
there's a lesson here 
for you. 

p,S* 

SOME SAMPLE TOPICS: 
Q. "Doctor, how large an organ can the 

average vestry accommodate?" 
"Do the Anabaptists really do it under
water? Twice?" 
"What is the Calvinist system for stay
ing eternally elect?" 
"Is it true what they say about the old-
fashioned laying-on-of-hands technique? 
What would it do for the primacy of 
the average American bishopric?" 
"Is weekly service too much to expect 
from an elder?" 
"Is there anything supernatural about 
the dogmatic position, as practiced by 
certain nonconformists?" 

Q. 

Q. 

Q. 

Q. 

Q. 

MEN: Learn these variations guaranteed 
to hasten a second coming: 

The Shaker 
The Digger 
The Quaker 
The Holy Roller 

WOMEN: Learn the secrets of kerygma, 
an ecumenical exercise to narrow your schis
matic gap! 

Illustrated with full-page, full-color, 
remarkably detailed photographs of the 
Gentiles. 

A Good-Book-of-the-Month-Club Selection! 
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continued from page 38 

ly disappears (with another twang 
and puff of smoke) and a normal press 
conference emerges, phoenix-like, 
from the wreckage of the last. 

"You know what?" says Prime-
Time. 

"What?" 
"I get on all three networks and 

the educational channel this time. For 
the education station, I make him look 
like Goebbels. I figure they will get 
the reference." 

"Prime-Time, you will make these 
guys crazy. They have less sense of 
humor than the average sponge. They 
will find you and disappear you." 

"Ridiculous," snorts Prime-Time. 
"How could they ever find . . . Holy 
shitl There's a fucking helicopter out
side my window!" 

"A what!" But it sure sounds like 
a helicopter, all right. 

"There's a whole bunch of guys in 
hats in it. They . . . uh-oh!" 

And then I must tear the receiver 
away because what sounds like the 
Battle of Stalingrad suddenly erupts 
from the earpiece. When the sounds 
subside somewhat, I cautiously begin 
to listen again. The helicopter is still 
going thwapata thwapata, but the 
shooting has ceased. In the back
ground, I can hear tense, tough voices 
calling orders to one another. 

Then, suddenly, it occurs to me that 
maybe it is not such a terrific idea that 
I am sitting here holding an open line 
into whatever trip is going on at 
Prime-Time's, since I hear the gov
ernment now has a kind of nerve gas 
you can send over telephone lines, so 
I quickly hang up and proceed to start 
shaking. Poor Prime-Time. He is al
ways kind of a shlep until he becomes 
aware of his strange power, but he 
sure goes out in a blaze of glory. 

Then I remember that both parties 
to a phone conversation must hang up 
to break the connection, which means 
that these gun guys can still find their 
way to my window. Fast as a chase 
sequence, I throw my dope and some 
clothes into a knapsack and head for 
the airport, for I suddenly recall an 
urgent business appointment in Colo
rado, involving 20,000 tabs of some
thing or other, and must be on my 
way. 

Thus, I am on an isolated commune 
for the next week making my own 
television shows with some of the tabs 
of the something-or-other and reflect
ing on the vicissitudes of mortal exis
tence, the yin-yang of life and death, 
and other shit like this. I return to 
New York and find that my apart
ment, happily, is cool. So I stash my 
stash in the usual place, take a long 
shower (these hippies never heard of 
soap), put on some cocaine struttin' 
clothes and go back out again. But I 
get no further than Jimmy Day's, a 

saloon across Sheridan Square, be
cause I see this enormous crowd in
side, all looking at the TV and laugh
ing like they've been sniffing nitrous. 
Now the only thing I can put together 
from a bar crowd, TV, and laughter is 
the Harlem Globetrotters, who are al
ways cool to watch, so I slip inside to 
take a look. 

The Harlem Globetrotters are not 
apparent. Instead, the "Miss America 
Beauty Pageant" is on and Bert Parks 
is up there introducing the contest
ants. I don't yet understand what is so 
funny about this, but all around me 
people are poised and expectant, com
pletely hushed, so I keep my attention 
on the screen and wait to see what 
develops. 

"Next, Miss Oklahoma, Julie Walk
er!" 

Miss Oklahoma steps up beside 
Bert, all smiles, and the camera moves 
in for a close-up and just then Bert 
Parks reaches over and rips away the 
top half of her bathing suit. A great 
roar of laughter goes up all around 
me, but I still don't get it until the 
camera moves in for an even tighter 
shot, and then I see that there on the 
front of her boobs are the faces of 
Haldeman and Ehrlichman. 

"Too much, too much!" says a bald, 
bearded guy standing next to me, 
shaking his head and wiping the tears 
from his eyes. 

"Has this been going on since Miss 
Alabama?" I ask him. 

"Buddy, this has been going on for 
eight days. Where have you been?" 

Eight days? A little land mine of 
gladness goes off somewhere in my 
lower trunk. They didn't get him after 
all! Prime-Time is alive! 

"I've been away, man. What is this? 
What's happening?" 

"My God, how far away could you 
be? It 's the Telejester, of course." 

I take a glance back at the screen, 
just in time to see the toplessing of 
Miss Pennsylvania, and there on the 
front of her boobs are Mitchell and 
Kleindienst. The crowd can scarcely 
keep its feet it is laughing so hard. 
Far out, Prime-Time, I think, and this 
time I am laughing too. Then I split 
from the bar and head back to my 
building, to the basement, hoping to 
find a morning Times in the trash 
room, for suddenly I want very much 
to read about this Telejester. 

The elevator in my building is an 
ancient brass job that must precede 
the invention of electricity by half a 
century, and I have always suspected 
is actually powered by cats chasing 
mice on treadmills. Tonight, either 
the cats or the mice have won, for 
nothing happens when I push the call 
button. Saying a few choice shit-fuck-
cunts, I make it out the back door, 
down steep steel steps to the second 

cellar entrance, inside and into the 
trash room. And sure enough, there 
is a Times. I t says: 

NIXON OPENS JAILS 

Happy Cons Disperse 

"Enjoy, Enjoy," Calls 
President Over Bullhorn 

Prime-Time has the newspapers 
too! Suddenly, I just cannot believe 
this whole fucking thing anymore and 
feel a strong craving for some smoke 
and blow. I return to my apartment 
and do this and then sit down with 
the paper and read, in succession, that 
Agnew has been busted for exposing 
himself on a subway, Kissinger has 
been photographed with hookers, 
Mayor Daley has quit and joined a 
circus and, in a squib tucked into a 
corner, that the President is pleading 
with the Telejester to "stop fucking 
around." 

Well, I am just sitting there, mus
ing on what a far-out dude Prime-
Time turns out to be, when this fuck
ing doorbell of mine goes off, sending 
newspaper and pipe flying into the 
air, and I leap to my feet, concerned 
that Feds may have been staking my 
place out for the last week after all, 
and now that I'm home they are com
ing to take me away to windowless 
rooms and slide punji stakes under 
my fingernails. Indeed, the ringing is 
very persistent and I am considering 
departing via the fire escape when the 
ringing stops, there are a couple of 
clicks and my door opens. 

"Hey, man, excuse me for ignoring 
your lock but I know you are in here 
and I don't . . ." 

"Prime-Time!" 
". . . have time to fuck around. See, 

it turns out they learn how to triangu
late on me, so I cannot spend longer 
than ten minutes or so anyplace where 
there's a TV or radio. So please bring 
me some C and some reefer, for I will 
need all the inspiration I can get when 
I create my masterpiece tomorrow 
night. How you doin', anyhow?" 

"Uh, fine. Prime-Time, how did 
you? . . ." 

"I can do a lot of things now, man, 
and more new things everyday. Did 
you catch the "Dinah Shore Special," 
on which I turn everyone into were
wolves?" 

"No, I was away from TV for a 
week. Now, listen. . . ." 

"That's a shame. That means you 
missed my disembowelment scene on 
Lassie, and Marcus Welby throwing 
up into his patient and . . . but we do 
not really have time to go into this. 
Please, a gram and an ounce and then 
I must go." 

Abruptly I remember the artillery 
fire coming from the phone last week 
and that these guys could even now be 

continued on page 58 
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MAGNEETO, GOD OF GHOST-FREE RECEPTION. Magneeto, 
all powerful Sorter-of-Pictures, Straightener-of-Test-Patterns, is also 
the God of Double Exposure, Deja Vu, and Twin Births. A schizo
phrenic and erratic God given to prankish punishments, he often 
displays his displeasure with earthhngs by changing the action of 
instant replays or causing women to foal picture tubes. 

The Heavenly Pantheon has decreed that the GOD OF BLIND 
DATES will never be seen by mortals unless accompanied by a doc
tor. The myth tells us that men and women gazing upon this god 
will experience impotence or frigidity, whichever comes first, com
pulsive vomiting, and clotting of the gums. Therefore, surrogate 
totems like the Andy Hardy Lucky Foot are used, especially in the 
Midwest, where the ancient practice of blind dating, often with real 
blind people, is still tolerated. 

REUBEN, GOD OF PREMATURE EJACULATION. Stem over
seer of mortals during advanced stages of coitus when men must 
beg him for strength and women for more time, this great but de
manding god metes out awful punishments to those who would deny 
him his rightful homage. Just such a prideful mortal, found boasting 
of his extraordinary self-control, was caused by Reuben to ejaculate 
prematurely merely upon being introduced to his date's parents. 

TOKE, GOD OF SCORING. A direct descendant of Pan, the alto-
Piper, who first turned him on, Toke, many-headed Totem of Scor
ing, is really single-headed. It only looks like six heads to his cult of 
dazed worshippers. His legendary quest for the fabled Golden Gage 
is an inspiration to anyone needing a connection. He also serves as 
God of Speedreading, Writing, and Writhmetic, whose cultists at
tempt to solve difficult problems of integral calcalus while tripping. 
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Though long gone is the need for such primitive gods 
of the Olympian panoply as Athene, Goddess of the 
Hunt or saffron-garbed Ceres, Goddess of Harvest, 
there still is great dependence upon the gods who have 
replaced them. They are adored in countless ways, in 
the shrines of Angelo, God of Garbage Collection and 
on pilgrimages to the Reservoir of mighty Faucet, 
Ruler of Hot and Cold Running Water. Many propi
tiate the bucolic gods of Price Supports and Strip Min
ing and who among us has not made temple sacrifice 
to rosy-fingered, chintz-robed Bingo, Goddess of Lot
tery and Long Shots? 

And lest the gods feel ignofed, we must continue 
this homage: to the great Urban Gods of Rent-Control 
and Parking Space; the seasonal Dieties of Cold Beer 
and White Sales; to the Six-nosed, Angry God of 
Plastic Surgery; to Stereo, God of Proper Speaker 
Placement and the infant Biafra, Godchild of Quick 
Weight Loss. Among the lesser gods there is demand 
to satisfy Wedgie-mounted Groupie, and Flash, wing-
footed God of Indecent Exposure, as well as the awful 
One-eyed Jack, and the dread Jersitaur, the Bull that 
ravaged Newark. 

Remember always that we need the gods more than 
they need us and as they gaze down from their heav
enly abode high atop the World Trade Center, let us 
praise them before they become angered and give us 
the Divine Finger. 

Godspiel 
JKL by John Boni 

ACNE, GOD OF YOUTH AND INSECURITY. Once a handsome, 
middle-aged God in the prime of manhood, Acne became filled with 
lust for the nubile Lolita, Goddette of Early Development. He ap
peared to her in the form of a training bra and took his fill, so anger
ing the other gods that they banished Acne to a life of perpetual 
adolescence and unremitting erection. 

AMTRAK, PAGAN DIETY OF COMMUTATION. This severe, 
unfeeling god is the offspring of a mortal woman and the fabled 
Winged Volkswagen. Millions attempt to propitiate him twice daily 
at bizarre rituals which feature frenzied chants from the Book of 
Timetable and culminate in the sacrifice of a virgin attache case. If 
Amtrak is well pleased, the 8:05 may arrive on time, somewhere 
around 11:43. 

SPARKY, GOD OF IGNITION. Sparky's lineage is unclear though 
his cult claims ancestry with Prometheus since mere is some evidence 
that Sparky's father once shook hands with the great Fire-stealer at 
a party in Thrace. Along with the Gods of Good Gas Mileage and 
Tire Rotation, he is part of the powerful triumvirate of so-called 
Highway Gods whose shrines dot all major arteries. D 
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Collusion 
We have become their slaves. 
We have subordinated our natural 

common sense to their intricate web 
of fallacies. 

Like cattle (who, as we shall see, 
are slaughtered by the thousands ev
ery year for no reason at all) , we 
have let them slaughter our precious 
rationality. 

True, there are many of them. True, 
they control the press. And their 
voices can be heard resoundingly loud 
through the ivory-trellised academic 
world. 

But the human mind cannot for
ever remain fettered. See through 
them we must. And see through them 
we shall! 

Who are they, you ask? 
They are the ones who stand to 

benefit, of course. 
The ones who get the garbage after 

it is collected. 
The ones who kill the cattle. 
The ones who, every day, selfishly 

ignore the greatest single crisis ever 
faced by humanity: the "S & P " that 
any day now threatens to engulf us 
all. 

But who are they, you insist? We 
shall see. 

The Big Lie 
Think for a moment of the world as 

you have been taught to believe it is. 
Massive continents thousands of 
miles long separated by equally mon
strous oceans. A globe rushing 
through "space" at a fantastic speed. 
Three billion people to share a dwin
dling food supply. 

by Ed Subitzky 
Think of it. And ask yourself: how 

much of this have you actually seen 
to be true with your own eyes? And 
how much do you believe simply be
cause you have been told? 

Take our own country, for example. 
According to the government, press-
controlled textbooks, and encyclope-
diae, over 3,000 miles long. Very im
pressive indeed! But perhaps you 
would not be quite so patriotic, so 
willing to go out and die for it, if you 
knew the truth: that the distance from 
coast to coast is really 612 miles! 

Ah! But just a minute, you say! (I 
can almost hear your objections!) 
How can I be so certain, you want to 
know, that the United States is not 
3,000 miles long? 

I shall answer momentarily. But 
first I must ask you a question: how 
do you know it is? Even on the clear
est day, your eyes can't see for more 
than ninety miles, and that's a fact! 

Moreover, consider elementary 
physics. A primitive calculation suf
fices to show that, if a land mass were 
more than 957 miles long, its force of 
gravity would be enough to crush you 
against the ground into a blob! (It is 
interesting to note that, when I first 
pointed this out, in 1932, the head of 
the physics department at Princeton 
somehow "decided" my grades 
weren't high enough and had me sum
marily expelled!) 

But still—you raise another objec
tion, don't you! (I've heard them all 
before!) Why, you demand to know, 
do planes take so long to fly from New 
York to California? At six hundred 
miles an hour, the trip takes five 

hours, you say. That must prove 
something! 

Some "Plane" Facts 
And again I must succinctly return 

your objection: just how do you know 
how fast those planes are really fly
ing—that is, without taking the word 
of the giant airline cartels? 

Think of the last time you under
went even moderate acceleration in a 
moving car. Remember how it felt 
when you slammed on the gas and 
pushed the speedometer up to just 
seventy? How you became aware of 
a gripping pressure against you, push
ing you back into the seat? 

The obvious truth is that, being 
ninety-eight percent flesh, human be
ings are quite soft and therefore high
ly compressible. Any speed of more 
than one hundred miles an hour would 
simply crush you and that would be 
the end of your "flying!" 

Of course, this is not to imply the 
airlines always go eighty or ninety 
miles an hour, even though they can. 
They know full well that, the longer 
the trip takes, the more they can 
charge you. They also know that, 
above the clouds, they can circle for 
days without you being able to tell! 
(An advantage the train cartels wish 
they had. To do their circling, they 
have to build tunnels!) In fact, the 
airline cartels enjoy a most gargan
tuan profit margin. A full tank of 
helium (which, of course, is the only 
substance that can make a nine hun
dred pound plane rise above the 
ground) costs only about fifty dollars. 

Speaking of the planes and trains, 
continued 

NATIONAL LAMPOON 53 Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



1 o^r 
a>° I 

^efeisV?**)-

^/wr-™* 
•M',1"*' 

^ ( ^ 

£*# 

CfltZfti-

surely you must have observed how 
seldom are they filled to capacity— 
just like the movie theaters and base
ball stadiums, their "attendance fig
ures" notwithstanding! 

Yet our government, as you might 
expect, still claims for itself a most 
enormous population—210,000,000! 

But have you ever counted it your
self? Of course not! 

The Population Bamboozle 
Do you realize that, at an average 

weight of 120 pounds, a population of 
210,000,000 would weigh 25,200,000,-
000 pounds? By elementary physics, 
the ground beneath us would crack 
like an eggshell and we'd all fall right 
into the "P & S" down there and be 
covered up like dogs! 

Moreover, the very idea of a popu
lation increasing is an impossibility 
by even the most elementary mathe
matics — because everyone who is 
born, dies. Therefore, we may safely 
estimate the population of the United 
States to be a static 160,000, just as it 
was stated in the last honest census, 
published in 1776. 

Just take a look at your family tree 
sometime. See all those great uncles 
and grandparents and cousins and 
aunts? How many are still alive? Just 
you and Mom, right? 

Why, you must wonder, does our 
government go to such great pains to 
exaggerate its numbers? 

For one thing, if they're going to 
keep all those congressmen on the 
payroll, they have to come up with 

people for them to "represent!" 
In addition, it has always been mil

itarily advantageous, since the time 
of Caesar, to overestimate your pop
ulation in order to make your enemies 
think you can marshall enormous 
armies at will. (Needless to say, our 
enemies do the same — "Great 
Horses" of China, my eyelash!) 

"Sea" for Yourself 
And, while we're on the subject, 

what about those enormous "oceans" 
that supposedly separate one coun
try from another? Could so much 
water really have accumulated in a 
world where, as we all know, it seldom 
rains even once a week? Even to a 
dunce, the obvious answer is: No 
Sireee! 

Now, admittedly, there are some 
very large rivers in the world. Take 
the Atlantic, for example. At its wid
est, between the U.S. and our Euro
pean enemies, it actually spans a full 
127 miles! But, since your radius of 
vision is restricted to the aforemen
tioned ninety miles, what's to stop 
you from believing their outrageous 
claims? 

Oh, but you have another question, 
don't you! Why then, you want to 
know, do the boat cartels take several 
weeks to cross the Atlantic? Well, 
one part of "the ocean" looks like any 
other—and that should give you a 
pretty big hint! And, while we're at it, 
think a little about the idea of a seven 
hundred pound metal vessel "float
ing." Isn't it obvious that they still 
run, as they have done since the days 

of Caesar, on tracks along the river 
bottom. Of course, their wheels are 
carefully hidden beneath the surface 
(where oil "spillages" keep the water 
dark enough to hide them) and must 
be very large in diameter—in some 
places, the Atlantic is as much as 
twenty-eight feet deep! (Were it any 
deeper, the pressure of the water on 
top would turn the water on the bot
tom to ice.) 

A planet thousands of miles wide! 
With enormous populations! Had 
they stopped here, we might forgive 
them a little bragging. But these 
myths merely set the stage for other 
ones which affect and afflict us on a 
far more personal basis—in the ways 
we live, eat, even make love. 

The "Shocking" Truth 
Consider electricity, for example. 

This is something we certainly pay 
dearly for as the electric cartels reg
ularly increase their rates. (Ralph 
Nader may be making a big point of 
this now. But I first brought the mat
ter up back in 1947, and "coinciden-
tally," the next day, a mysterious 
shock in my bathroom almost killed 
me!) What is the real truth about 
electricity, anyway? 

Let us begin our investigation by 
carefully examining what we do know. 
We know that electricity is scarcer 
in summer than in winter. In July, 
we are beset by constant "brownouts" 
and "blackouts"—while, in January, 
our appliances just keep humming 
merrily along. 

Naturally, the electric cartels have 
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their own explanation for this—and 
they've spent millions publicizing it! 
They insist that, because they have 
to "generate" the electricity them
selves, their "generating equipment" 
can't handle the "larger summer 
loads." 

Now I ask you: just who in this 
wide world do they think they're fool
ing with this one! 

First of all, even an idiot knows 
that people use much less electricity 
in summer. Aren't you always out of 
doors then? Aren't your friends and 
uncles and aunts, too? And, with the 
days being so much longer, you cer
tainly don't use as many lights! 

And how long are we supposed to 
go on buying the notion that electric
ity can be "generated!" Not even the 
greatest magician of all time can cre
ate something out of nothing! The 
merest common sense tells us that 
electricity, like everything else, must 
originally come from nature. But 
when and where? 

The Ben Franklin 
Conspiracy 

Couldn't it be that, just the way 
it plants its flowers, nature also plants 
a bountiful supply of electricity every 
spring? And that the electric cartels 
merely capture the precious seeds 
from the air with large "lightning 
rods" before they have a chance to 
fall to the ground (where we might all 
avail ourselves of them for free) ? And 
that they simply store them until ma
turity, which occurs around Decern^ 
ber (the gestation period for elec

tricity being about that for humans) 
when they flood the market with their 
product and electricity is plentiful? 
By summer, of course, the supply has 
nearly run out and we must wait un
til the new seeds have grown before 
we can get more—how else to explain 
the annual summer shortages! 

Incidentally, I am not the first to 
have uncovered this. Benjamin Fran
klin preceded me by over a century— 
but, soon after making his discovery, 
he was mysteriously offered a lucra
tive position by the government. I 
assure you / shall not be bought so 
easily! 

And speaking of electricity, even 
Ralph Nader himself barely suspects 
how much of it we needlessly waste. 
Take your refrigerator, for example. 
Do you really believe the motor in 
back of it is what keeps it cold? Even 
a child knows that motors generate 
heat, not cold! For the real cause of 
the coldness, take a peek sometime 
in the secret compartment near the 
top. You'll find several trays of care
fully concealed ice cubes! 

Food for Thought 
Second only to electricity, the most 

important item in our daily lives is 
food—and for it we too pay enor
mously high prices. But where, ex
actly, does food come from? Is it 
really as scarce as we've been made 
to think it is? Do the food cartels real
ly have the right to charge their out
rageous prices? 

Well, for centuries, they've been 
justifying these prices with the same 

hoary myth: that food is "grown" on 
trees! 

This particular one is so ridiculous, 
you'd think even they'd know better! 
We've all seen thousands of trees in 
our lifetimes — they're everywhere! 
Have you ever seen bread or cookies 
or mallomars on even one of them? 
And, even if you could, would you 
really eat something that comes from 
such a weather-soaked, bug-ridden 
thing as a tree? 

Actually, aware of the inherent ab
surdity of their "tree theory" and 
fearful that alert citizens might one 
day see through it, the food cartels 
have spent additional billions publi
cizing the notion that food also come , 
from cows! In fact, this polite, con
siderate animal has become one of the 
favorite catch-alls of the cartel mind-
manipulators. A list of the things that 
supposedly come from cows staggers 
the imagination. Milk, meat, butter, 
cheese, ("sour milk" they tell us— 
try it and see!), belts, wallets, catch
er's mitts, sofa coverings, shoes—all 
are supposed to come from cows! 
(Which reminds me: where the hell 
are we supposed to think sweaters 
come from—when the longest hair on 
a sheep is 6"!) 

Now, it is hardly necessary to point 
out that, in something with the profit 
potential of the food supply, the gov
ernment is inevitably involved. So, 
to get a clue as to where food might 
really come from, let us first ask our
selves what the government seems to 
find most valuable and horde the 

most. 
continued 
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about Garbage 
Every day, in every town and city, 

the government spends untold billions 
of dollars in pursuit of a single cease
less task: collecting the garbage. In 
New York City, for example (with its 
huge population of over 1,200), over 
$5,000,000 is spent monthly in this 
endeavor. What is the real reason for 
this expense, anyway? 

They say the mail must go through, 
but they allow mail strikes to go on 
for weeks. They say the trains must 
be kept running, but they make us 
endure railroad strikes that paralyze 
whole cities, stranding hundreds of 
commuters. Yet, what do they do as 
soon as there's a garbage strike any
where? Call out the National Guard, 
that's what—to come and pick it up! 

And why do the garbagemen act so 
"dumb" all the time? Could it be they 
want to discourage us from approach
ing them with some pretty embarras
sing questions? 

Like it or not, you certainly must 
admit it: someone, somewhere, wants 
our garbage above all else! But just 
what is the connection of all this with 
the food supply? 

Well, I'm not saying anything for 
sure. (Especially not with that man 
who has been following me lately!) 
But try this experiment. Place some 
garbage in the middle of your living 
room. In just a few days, notice how 
it turns moist—just the way food is 
moist. See how it begins to soften, 
its texture becoming more and more 
foodlike. And—this is most important 

—flies will be attracted to it. As any 
picknicker can attest, flies certainly 
know where the eats are going to be! 

Moreover, why is it that, in India, 
where they have one of the worst 
garbage collection systems in the 
world, people are constantly dying 
of starvation? 

And why, wherever you find a food 
vending machine, is there always a 
garbage can within a few feet? Ex
plain that one away, if you can! 

Regrettably, this same subject — 
waste material, although of a different 
kind—confronts us with the gravest 
crisis mankind has ever faced: the 
impending bursting of the very earth 
itself! 

P&S—The Threat 
Beneath Our Noses! 

Consider your own bodily waste 
matter, if you will (your "P & S," as 
I call it for the sake of delicacy). And 
ask yourself this: where does it go, 
day after day after day? The answer, 
of course, is down! Down deep into 
the earth! Why even for a twenty-five-
year old, that amounts to at least 
9,125 deposits of " S " and countless 
more of "P"! 

Admittedly, if the earth really were 
a sphere with a circumference of 
25,000 miles, it could hold a great 
deal of waste material in its hollow 
center. But you and I, whether we 
like it or not, now share the burden 
of knowing the true size of our planet 
—and thus we find ourselves forced 
to start asking some pretty pointed 
questions! Like: what happens when 

the earth finally gets so filled up with 
"P & S" that it can't hold anymore? 
I don't have to tell you! 

I t is most instructive to note that, 
in Southern,California: (1) garbage 
collection is modern and streamlined, 
(2) the inhabitants are known for 
eating especially well, and (3) they 
suffer more violent earthquakes than 
any other part of the country! 

Years ago, in 1953, I publicly of
fered to humanity a most brilliant 
solution to this crisis: building moun
tain resorts out of our waste material 
instead of filling our precious planet 
up with it! Considering the well-
known "friendship" between the un
derground-pipe cartels and the gov
ernment, I was hardly surprised when 
they laughed me out of the auditori
um! 

As an aware and concerned indi
vidual, you are doubtless asking 
yourself at this point: by what means 
do the powers-that-be manage to keep 
our minds off this impending "P & 
S" crisis which threatens to engulf 
us all in the most unpleasant way 
imaginable? They invent a host of 
distractions, of course! 

Birth, Copulation, and 
Death: Red Herrings 

Surely you must have noticed how 
the vast majority of our congressmen 
and senators are old people. Why 
aren't the young people getting wise 
to them? Answer: because the young 
people are constantly worrying about 
growing old! 

Now, just exactly where did this 
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quizzical notion come from — that 
"old" people were "young" once and 
that "young" people turn into "old" 
ones? Could there possibly be any 
truth to it? 

Well, just ask yourself this: do 
lizards turn into snails? Do goats turn 
into walruses? Do white people be
come black ones, or black yellow? Do 
apes turn into men? As any high 
school student knows, genes and 
chromosomes are chemically fixed, 
and one kind of person simply cannot 
turn into another kind! If you happen 
to be lucky enough to be one of the 
"young" and energetic types of hu
mans, you needn't ever worry about 
changing into the other kind. Just 
have yourself a grand time! 

Speaking of "young" people, since 
they're the lucky ones who can also 
enjoy sex (that is, half of them can), 
it's not surprising that vast sex-re
lated cartels have sprung up around 
them, complete with some very odd 
claims indeed. 

Take the curious notion, for exam
ple, that sexual intercourse can lead 
to babies. What kinds of pinheads do 
they think we are to swallow this one! 
We've all heard of couples who want 
children desperately, but can't seem 
to have them—even though they make 
love regularly. Now, to the person 
with even half a brain, that certainly 
must prove something! (Of course, if 
you want to keep forking over your 
hard-earned money for the so-called 
"birth control" devices, that's your 
privilege, but don't say I didn't warn 
you.) 

What, you may wonder, does cause 
babies? As our first clue, we may take 
the obvious fact that women have 
babies and men don't. Naturally, this 
means that women have their babies 
because they do something that men 
don't. What could this something be? 
I'm not saying—but did you ever stop 
to wonder why the big lipstick cartels 
also own so many of the diaper serv
ices? 

Another common myth about sex, 
one that has persisted ever since the 
the days of Caesar, is that women 
take pleasure in it, and even experi
ence ecstatic orgasms. To this bit of 
feminine tomfoolery, my only answer 
is: come on, gals! If you really en
joyed sex so much, why do you always 
have to be cajoled into having it? If 
a woman enjoys ice cream, does she 
have to be talked into sharing an ice 
cream cone? If a woman enjoys swim
ming, must weeks be spent goading 
her to take a jump in a pool? Simi
larly, if women really enjoyed sex— 
especially as much as we men do— 
would they have to be wined, dined, 
and prodded into having it? Not a 
ghost of a chance! 

So remember: the more you worry 
about growing old and having babies, 
the less you turn your attention to the 
things that genuinely warrant your 
concern. Like the way our earth is 
filling up so rapidly. (Sometimes, on 
a damp night, you can almost smell 
it!) And what they really want your 
garbage for. And another thing I in
tend to make some noise about: why 
is the Salvation "Army" so all-fired 

anxious to get its hands on our old 
furniture? When I first asked that 
question in 1968, I was tripped the 
next day by a fake Santa Claus! 

What Is 
To Be Done? 

Thus, you can see for yourself the 
general web of deceit that has been 
so subtly spun around us. 

But the important thing is this: 
what are you going to do about it? 

Question it! 
The next time you're ready to au

tomatically hand over your hard-
earned money to one of the cartels, 
ask yourself first: is it really neces
sary? 

The next time they come and "col
lect" your garbage, approach the gar-
bageman with a few pointed ques
tions and carefully note his reaction. 

Don't add to the already critical 
"P & S" crisis by flushing your toi
let. Your very next flush could be the 
straw that breaks the camel's back— 
and breaks the world in two! 

But above all: help to spread the 
word. 

Make telephone calls (they're free, 
of course, if you just pull the phone 
out of the telephone cartel socket and 
into any of the thousands of other 
sources of phone energy nature has 
provided all around you). Write let
ters (but remember, don't pay extra 
for useless "air mail!"). Let your old 
congressmen know that you're watch
ing their every move. 

Veni, vidi, vici. 
The truth shall set us free. • 
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Horseshit Magazine, America's great under
ground bestseller. Why haven't you seen 
Horseshit Magazine? Because you live in 
a censor-ridden count ry , that 's why . Horse
shit is banned f r o m every l ibrary and every 
college campus in America. They want 
bland, inoffensive, dul l magazines. That 
leaves out Horseshit, The Offensive Review. 
Horseshit is a mauler, the body puncher 
among magazines. When it goes after some
one, it comes away w i t h blood on its fists. 
Horseshit hammers the mi l i ta ry , it 's rough 
on rel igion, cruel to women, it mocks the 
government, and revels in sex. Adu l t sex, 
laughing sex, real man and woman sex. 
Horseshit is a professional magazine, a big 
magazine w i th the most beaut i fu l ar twork 
in the wor ld . Fantastic drawings, too 
graphic for other publications. Make us 
prove i t ! ALL FOUR ISSUES FOR S10 
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continued from page 49 

on their way to chez me with their ar
senal, so I hurry to my stash and bring 
Prime-Time a gram and an ounce and 
put them in his hand. 

"Uh, about the bill, man . . ." 
"Forget it," I say. "Viva la revolu-

cion." 
"Far out," says Prime-Time. 

"Whatever you do tomorrow night, do 
not miss the 'White House POW 
Ball,' Channel Four, nine o'clock." 
With a wink and a closed fist he is out 
the door, and I sit down and hear 
helicopters outside my window for the 
next three hours and finally drop a 
couple of 'ludes and fall out. 

The next day, the Times says that 
the President has sold Chicago to the 
Russians for a hundred-room villa on 
the Black Sea. I drink some orange 
juice and eat some croissants and de
cide that, tonight's masterpiece not
withstanding, I had better hustle my 
ass around town and move some prod
uct or not be able to pay the rent next 
month. So I load up my shoulder sack 
with baggies of weed and hustle my 
ass around town and manage to sell a 
few lids, although mostly all anyone 
wants to do is talk about the Tele-
jester and what he may pull off next. 
I get home in time for the "Seven 
O'Clock Report" and there is Harry 
Reasoner with earrings and Howard 
K. Smith in a do-rag, and reports 
concerning the President's nose job, 
the accidental firing of a hydrogen 
bomb in Las Vegas (this accom
panied on audio by the Stones' "Tum-
blin' Dice"), the appearance of a 
glowing figure resembling Robert 
Kennedy in downtown Los Angeles, 
and the conversion of the Detroit 
Lions to Judaism. The weather fore
cast is for locusts. 

Finally the news is over and the 
tube reverts to normalcy so I turn it 
off and begin pacing, waiting for nine 
o'clock, thinking thoughts and feeling 
feelings. Part of me is elated at the 
sheer magnitude of the stunts my 
friend is performing. I mean, next to 
Prime-Time Pearlstein, Ken Kesey 
now seems a lightweight, Abbie Hoff
man a dabbler. I t is as if Prime-Time 
has put all of America onto an eight 
day acid trip; no one will be the same 
ever again. 

But I am also paranoid and sad, be
cause I do not know how much longer 
he can keep it up. There must be a 
massive manhunt under way, pursu
ing him relentlessly. In his own idiom, 
he has become the ultimate Dr. David 
Kimball, fleeing a thousand Lieuten
ant Gerards. When Prime-Time is 
here last night, he looks extremely 
wasted, even for him. He still wears 
the clothes in which I saw him last, 
the week before, and he is unshaven. 
I get the strong impression that he 
has been attempting to subsist on 

drugs alone. In fact, he looks like hell 
and if I am betting in a pool on how 
many days are left to him, I do not 
wish any number much higher than 
two or three. 

Such thoughts as these occupy me 
as the minutes crawl by until finally 
it is nine o'clock and I turn on the 
TV and, clutching my pipe like a se
curity blanket, sit down to watch. 

The show opens with a montage of 
arrivals and hand shakings as the 
POWs, dressed in ill-fitting, rented 
tuxedoes, and their wives, stuffed into 
ancient prom gowns, move slowly into 
the White House. Apparently, they 
have flown five hundred of these guys 
in from all over the country in order 
that they may be honored and also 
may help the President's sagging 
image. And speaking of sagging, most 
of the women ' • view are, with the ex
ceptions of Julie Eisenhower, whose 
skin seems, on ihv3 contrary, much too 
tight, and the date of a major from 
California, an ex-Playmate of the 
Month named Nikki, who is all jig
gling cleavage and saucy derriere. 

For the first five minutes or so, I 
can detect no sign that Prime-Time is 
at work, except for the Negro servi
tors, whose eyerolling and lip-smack
ing seem a touch overplayed, but then 
this may simply be the way things are 
in the White House. But when the 
crowd suddenly changes into a herd 
of sheep who mill about going "maaa 
maaa" until the Vice-President comes 
in wearing robes and starts driving 
them into the ballroom, I begin to de
tect the subtle Pearlstein touch. 

When the camera cuts to inside, the 
sheep are POWs again.and Lester 
Lanin commences to play some snap
py fox trots and one and all start to 
dance it up. At this point, handwrit
ten words begin to crawl up the 
screen, the way credits are rolled at 
the ends of shows. They say: HI 
GANG . . . WELCOME TO DIS
NEYLAND . . . FROM YO' BUD
DY, LENNY PEARLSTEIN . . . 
"THE TELEJESTER." So Prime-
Time's real name is Lenny! In five 
years, I never know that, but under 
the circumstances it seems so appro
priate I cannot help but smile. 

Now any number of strange things 
start to happen. Vampire bats attack 
and drain Judy Agnew. General Haig, 
in a Napoleon uniform, steps from 
POW to POW, upbraiding them on 
their shoeshines. The camera pans to 
a shaded alcove wherein can be seen 
Julie and David snorting a popper. 
The camera cuts back to the dance 
floor just in time to catch the brutal 
gang-rape of Nikki the Playmate by 
twenty-seven former Green Berets 
and I can see that they are having a 
fine time reliving their war experi
ences. When they have finished, Lieu-

continued on page 74 
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Choose any 3 of the products 
in this ad for only $3.95 (a bargain, 

believe us!) with membership in the 
Psychology Ptoday 

Spin-Off Club! 
Tired of canasta night after 
night? Bored silly with beating 
off over the so-called ribald 
parts of your Great Books edi
tion of Rabelais? Here is a 
unique opportunity to possess 
the best stuff (selected by you-
know-who) on sexuality, marital 
planning, sensuality, sex re
search, lubricity, smut, and per
versions—all the areas of knowl
edge that are most important to 
you as a closet voyeur! And 
games, too, most of which get 
people to touch each other and 
tell each other secret, sexy 
things and everything! 

Teacher and Plump, Pubescent Child: 
Education by the Back Door, by Hans 
Toddlerschtupp. Publisher's price $8.50 

Sex and Money: Why I Wrote Love and 
Will, by Rollo May, Publisher's price 
$6.95 

Naked Nuts: A Revealing Pictorial Study 
of Boobies in the Buff, by the editors of 
Nuthouse Magazine. Publisher's price 
$14.50 

Touching, Rubbing, Tweaking, Kneading, 
and Giving Hickies; A Guide to Human 
Sensual Awareness, by Arsley Mounta-
boy. Publisher's price $7.50 

The Semen Cookbook, by Katherine 
Munchspunk. Includes recipes for Coq 
au Creme, High Protein Snacks, and the 
special "For Men Only" Eating-Out Sup
plement. Publisher's price $6.50 

Naughty Rorschachs. Compiled by the 
editors of Psychology Ptoday. Hundreds 
of full b/w illustrations. Publisher's price 
$10.50 

Eros Reconsidered: The Effects of Sexu
ally Explicit Drawings and Photographs 
on the Human Mind. The psychosexual 
significance of psychopornography on 
socio-sexology, with hundreds of dirty 
drawings and photographs and short, 
highbrow, double-talk captions. By Syph
ilis and Everhard Kornhollen. Publisher's 
price $37.50 

Shit or Go Blind 
The game of decision-making strategy 
You can't "cop out" or "pass the buck" 
when it's your turn to shit or go blind. 
It's fun to watch your friends freeze up 
with "Decidophobia" when it's their turn, 
too! $7.95 (plus shipping and handling) 

Incest 
A game the whole family can play 
Those old tabus fall away fast when the 
family gets down to this game! Complete 
with patriarchal phallus, 52 full-color 
"primal scene" cards, set of realistic "re
movable" eyeballs, etc. $7.95 (plus ship
ping and handling) 

Boycott 
The game of knee-jerk liberalism 
Comes complete with a copy of Grapes 
of Wrath, plastic Bobby Kennedy icon, 
and a large head o f lettuce. Last one to 
eat the lettuce wins. It's simple, educa
tional fun, and nourishing, too! $7.95 
(plus shipping and handling) 

Self-Analysis Kit 
Get well-adjusted in the comfort and 
privacy of your own home. Stylish, com
pact tape cassette play-back unit, com
plete with thousands of hours of pre
recorded, professional tapes of "uhuh's" 
and occasional " I wonder why you say 
thaf 's . $99.95 (plus shipping and han
dling) 

Psychology Ptoday T-group Shirts 
Flimsy, loose fitting garments, ideal for 
fondle-ins, encounter groups, sensitivity 
sessions, and trust games. Adorned with 
the distinctive Psych. Ptoday head logo 
and the slogan "Pre-Shrunk." $3.95 (plus 
shipping and handling) 

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



psychology ptoday 
AUGUST 1973 | VOL. 7, NO. 3 THE WISHY-WASHY COFFEE TABLE MAGAZINE OF HOOEY, HOKUM, AND BUNK 

The Editors 

Hans Zoff 

P. Hal Luceinosis 

Dr. Sy Colepath 

Nancy Potty 

The Editors 

P. Ray Cox 

Dr. Sven Galley 

S. Trate Jaquette 

Mel N. Kolia 

Dr. Eric Boine 

Dr. Bruno Beetlemind 

17 N u t S h e l l Computer simulations help to calculate the maximum amount of wood 
woodchucks would be capable of chucking presuming they possessed a chuckability 
talent; do zippers abet castration fears?; road-crossing rationalizations in chickens; 
studies indicate firemen opt for red suspenders out of a latent anxiety about self-expo
sure; and other pshit. 

22 Stimulus/Response: Race and Learning: What Gives? A social scientist 
suggests that disparities in educational abilities between black and white children may 
not be due to the inferiority of black children, but rather the superiority of white ones. 

3 7 U r i n a t i o n in P o r c u p i n e s Tests with a number of these spiny creatures yield 
convincing proof that left to their own devices in a natural state, they will almost always 
select flat rocks as a locus for their liquid eliminations. 

3 9 U r s a l D e f e c a t i o n An anthropologist reveals that given a clear woods/not woods 
choice, 99 to 100 bears involved in his study elected to perform their bodily functions 
in the woods. 

5 0 R e l i g i o u s O r i e n t a t i o n Of t h e Pont i f f Based on an exclusive interview with Pope 
Paul VI, the author arrives at the conclusion that this noted world spiritual leader is a 
Catholic. _ _ _ _ ^ _ 

54 Could Psychology Ptoday Have Prevented the Wheat Surplus? in a 
rambling, pointless ad, the editors make a case for the effectiveness of their publication 
and urge the reader to purchase a lengthy and costly subscription. 

66 He Put His Orgone in My Skinner Box at a Wild, Way Out, West Coast 
C o n t r o l G r o u p ! In a dramatic, lavishly illustrated personal report, a lissome, nubile, 
buxom young coed tells how a classified ad in her college newspaper led to four nights 
of instruction in the pleasure principle! 

70 M i n d f u c k T r a i n i n g An analyst describes how, using a simple device made from 
an ordinary household toaster, he has been able to communicate with several disturbed 
individuals—and get a lot of chuckles—by convincing them under deep hypnosis that 
they are laundry hampers, standing ashtrays, and balls of twine. 

7 5 L o o n i e C o n t r o l : A R a d i c a l V i e w The director of a leading mental institution 
suggests some novel methods for rendering unruly mental patients,or "nuthatches," as 
he calls them, more tractable. In mild cases, he believes simple psycho-surgery with a 
Black and Decker power drill or cold chisel can produce more acceptable behavior; in 
severe cases, he recommends actually removing the entire brain and replacing it with 
a small shrub. • _ _ ^ _ _ _ _ 

78 P a r a n o i a : W h o ' s K i d d i n g W h o m ? In a unique experiment, the head of the Stan
ford psychology department and several students surreptitiously followed three indi
viduals previously diagnosed as having paranoid personalities for nearly a year in an 
attempt to discover the source of their obsessive delusions. His conclusion—they were 
" fak ing it." • 

86 Look at Me—I'm Drowning: The Game of "Sink or Swim" A games theorist 
argues that the peculiar shouting and arm-waving behavior exhibited by drowning men 
represents a form of regressive attention-seeking role-playing. He believes that throwing 
them a life preserver does nothing to solve the basic problem of alienation and only 
encourages repetition of their aberrant tendencies. 

90 Rod-Sparing and Child Spoilage A child psychologist suggests that a drastic 
but effective solution for curing an intractable child of persistent thumb-sucking, bed-
wetting, or other inconvenient behavior, is to put it in a Hefty garbage bag and throw it 
off the rear of a moving train or beat it to death with a spoon. 
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SUBSCRIPTION PROBLEMS. If you are having problems 
with your subscript ion not arr iv ing on t ime, it may be 
because you are basically an anal retentive personality 
and are obsessed to an unhealthy degree with " regu
lar i ty . " If you are not receiving issues at a l l , it is 
probably because you are subconsciously punishing your
self for an imagined misdeed that wenfunpun ished when 
you were a ch i ld , and you are del iberately losing your 
issue or hiding it from yourself after it arrives. 

PSYCHOLOGY PTODAY ( Incorporating The Saturday Review ol Behavioral Science, The Saturday Review of Children's 
Art, The Saturday Review ot Social Adjustment, The Saturday Review ol Educational Therapy, and The Saturday 
Review of Bankruptcy) is publ ished monthly by Communicat ions/Research/Analys is Programs Inc., Mallomar Valley 
Road you are gett ing sleepy, so very sleepy. Your eyelids are coated with lead. It is so hard to keep your eyes open. 
Close your eyes. You are so. so drowsy. Go to sleep. Deep, deep sleep. Are you asleep? Good. Take out your 
checkbook. Write out a check for $12.00 to Psychology Ptoday. Put it in an envelope. Put a stamp on the envelope. 
Seal the envelope. Send it to Psychology Ptoday, Mallomar Valley Road, Del Webb, Cal i fornia 92801. When you 
read the word " C a n a d a " you wi l l wake up, but you wi l l remember noth ing. 
SUBSCRIPTION RATES: $12.00 per year, $22.00 for two years, $30.00 for three years in the United States. 
LIFETIME SUBSCRIPTION RATES: Regulac, $100.00, Suicidal personal i t ies: $25.00. Add 50e per year for Canada. 
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What Do You Do After You Say Hello, 
Sailor? 
0 That sir, will depend entirely on wheth
er I embrace transactional analysis or your 
genitals. 

Donald Reenyl 
Mill Valley, Calif. 

Alternate Pedagogical Techniques 
• As both a parent and a teacher, I 
couldn't help but be outraged and sad
dened by Saul Glickman's article [May]. 
The very idea of grabbing little children by 
both their ears and banging their heads 
against the blackboards in an effort to, as 
he puts it, "replace bored blood with brisk 
b lood," is reprehensible. Have we come 
nowhere? The United States Army banned 
corporal punishment over a hundred years 
ago. Is it now going to rear its vile head in 
our schools? If Mr. Glickman has his way, 
it wi l l . 

I would laugh off this notion if it wasn't 
so tragic and actually within the base 
standards of Glickman and his colleagues. 

1 do laugh off his other suggestions of 
bloodletting and brain food force feeding 
as I am sure do all responsible persons 
dedicated to humanity first and education 
second. It's a wonder you would print such 
a story. 

Rose Barber 
Sacramento, Calif. 

• Okay, Glickman, I did it your way, black
board style. Now I can't get a couple of 
them to uncross their eyes. What gives? I 
have them wearing sunglasses for the time 
being but somebody's going to find out 
sooner or later. How about some advice 
and in a hurry if you don't mind? 

Richard Hudson 
Menlo Park, Calif. 

• I am compelled to extend my congratu
lations and admiration to Saul Glickman. 
Not only has my class memorized all of our 
presidents, the capitals of all the states, 
and the present membership of the League 
of Women Voters, they did it in a total of 
only two weeks time. And further, they 
have asked me, asked me mind you, if it 
would be alright if they memorized the San 
Diego yellow pages! Glickman, you're a 
genius. But I do have one complaint. My 
blackboards look something like that gar
age wall in Chicago on St. Valentine's Day. 
Outside of that, no complaints. 

Benjamin Blass 
Los Angeles, Calif. 

• My little boy came home from school 
with bumps all over his head, a deep cut 
on the back of his neck, and his stomach 
so filled with some strange food it was dis
tended. We asked him what happened but 
all he did was recite the Magna Charta 
over and over again. I want to know if this 
Glickman character is responsible for this. 
Someone's going to pay. 

Charles Samson 
San Francisco, Calif. 

Saul Glickman Replies: 
• Is there so much time and so little to do? 
Is that the plague of our age? Must we oc
cupy our idle minds by flailing out with 
bursts of character assassinations? I 
refer to Rose Barber's letter. My good 
woman, I have no idea what you're refer
ring to. I said no such thing. You seem 
quite disturbed and I suggest in spite of 
your rudeness, you seek help. 

Mr. Hudson asks a question of me. I 
have no idea why he chose me to aid in the 
solving of his problems but when called 
upon, I do what I can. I am not in full un
derstanding of the problem but would sug
gest offhand that he hold the afflicted 
chi ld by the ears, this time from behind, 
and gently tap the child's forehead against 
a slate sheet. 

Use the doorknob. 
Finally, Mr. Samson, whom I assure I 

had nothing to do with his chi ld. Your 
child sounds deranged, but I'm sure it's 
nothing that an ice bath, some wet sheets, 
a frontal lobotomy, and electro-shock 
treatments can't cure. 

PP at Work 
• I used to have sixteen distinct person
alities living in me. Thanks to PP, I now 
only have four. This is Agnes right now ex
pressing her gratitude. Gracy and Brun-
hilda are not that happy about it. It seems 
that Marge, she's one of the ones who has 
left, was the only one who was a halfway 
decent housekeeper. With her gone, the 
place is a mess. Now, of the four of us, the 
only one who does any housework is 
Tracy. And it pains me to say it but Tracy 
is an idiot. We have to clean up and what 
does Tracy do? She takes a bottle of Win-
dex, climbs into the back of the hall closet 
and spends the whole day shining the 
galoshes. Both Gracy and Brunhilda are 
furious and would like to ring Tracy's neck. 
I don't know what that means or if they can 
actually do it but that whole thing scares 

me. Is there any way I can get Marge 
back? Just once a week to clean up. It 
would really be a great help. 

AgnnnaaahhhhhBRUNHILDA 

Knuts 
• Jack and Jill work for the same boss. 
Jack is afraid Jill is in love with the boss. 
Jill is afraid the boss thinks 
Jack is afraid she is in love 
with the boss. 
The boss is afraid Jill thinks he is in love 
with Jack 
Should the boss lay Jill 
or Jack off? 

Jack thinks Who's on first. 
Jill thinks What's on first 
and Who's on second. 
If a group like the Who 
can get into Who's Who, 
What's what? 

Jill wants a pail of water, 
Jack doesn't want to climb the hill 
unless Jill comes too. 
And Jack wants Ji l l . 
Jack does wonder why Jill has a roll of 
brown paper 
and a bottle of vinegar with her, 
however. 

Jack says 
he thinks Jill doesn't think 
he thinks she thinks. 
Jill says 
she thinks Jack thinks 
she thinks so, too. 
If Jil l tells Jack she thinks 
he thinks she doesn't think, 
what will he think? 
she says. 
Neither Jack nor Jill thinks 
the shrinks is taping all this 
with plans to publish and make a lot of 
Jack 

R. D. Lang 
Bedlam, Eng. 

Well, Thank You! 

Thank you, PP, and bless you. I can't 
begin to tell you how you have changed 
my life. Well, that's not so. I can tell you. 
Before I couldn't tell you because I was 
stupid and crazy and would try to put my 
pants on both legs at once. But now all 
that's changed (Continued on page 90.) 
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mum by Patrice Honk and the Editors of Behave!, the Professional Cranks' Newsletter 

The Disturbed 
Ship of Fools 

Professor Bud "Bob" Weltmaker 
of the University of Alabama 
School of Psychiatry and Psycho-
forestry, has offered an imagina
tive solution to the problem of 
overcrowding in state mental insti
tutions. 

His plan calls for the conversion 
of a Liberty ship or possibly even 
a retired ocean liner into the "S.S. 
Lunitania," a seagoing asylum. 

The cost, according to Weltmak
er, would be nominal. "All we'd 
need is some bars to batten down 
the booby hatches with, so to 
speak, about 10,000 square feet of 
padding, and 1,200 straight-lifejac-
kets." 

Among the positive benefits of 
the proposal, Weltmaker cites cos
metic and economic considera
tions — "getting these blow-lunch 
type kooks out of our hair and off 
the free lunch wagon"—and a vast
ly lessened risk of escape. "If any 
of these nutbars get Jesus Christ 
delusions and figure they can do 
some ankling on the waves," says 
Weltmaker, "they'll be in line for 
some electroshark therapy." 

Anthropology 
The Havatampas 

In one of the most important pre-
Columbian discoveries in the Unit
ed States, a team of researchers 
from the University of Arizona ap
pears to have stumbled on the re
mains of a unique tribe of Indians, 
the Havatampas, who made their 
homes in mud slides in the central 
Arizona desert from about 500 A.D. 
until 1500 A.D., when the Spanish 
shipped them to Central America 
as ballast for their galleons. 

Early excavations have pro
duced evidence that the Havatam
pas had stumbled on both fire and 
the wheel by about 1400 A.D., but 
didn't have enough time to resolve 
an early and basic confusion about 
their respective potential roles or 
perfect their use. At the time of 
their disappearance, they were still 
using wheel-shaped log slices to 
stoke their fires and hadn't pro
gressed beyond a crude wagon 
which ran on four blazing braziers. 

Their culture, however, was far 
from barren. They developed an 
elegant sign language based on 
juggling cassavas; a form of imper
manent, but fascinating, written 
language which involved aligning 
live worms of various lengths on 
divots; they appeared to have do
mesticated rocks and some small 
plants; and they had an elaborate, 
if puzzling, religion based on the 
worship of spoons. 

What few clues to their language 
that have survived—mostly in the 
form of scrawls on pieces of the 
petrified wood characteristic of the 
area—indicate that their written 
language consisted of three let
ters: gla, glo, and zni. These could 
be arranged in any combination to 
produce a total of nine words, all 
of which seemed to have meanings 
related to hunger, thirst, and heat. 

illustration by Mari Kaestle 

Further research into this mys
terious culture should prove fas
cinating. 

Learning 
Womb with a View 

Multimodal-lnterphaso-Versamax-
Teachatronics, Inc., of Cambridge, 
Mass., has developed an ingenious 
new teaching tool that holds con
siderable promise as a means of 
dramatically raising intelligence 
levels among the very young. 

Their system, dubbed "Fetoflix" 
by its inventors, consists of a rela
tively simple movie projector 
which employs optical fibers — a 
bundle of thin flexible plastic tubes 
capable of transmitting light and 
images around corners—to make it 
possible to show educational films 
to fetuses in situ in the womb. 

A small 16 mm projector is 
mounted on the expectant moth
er's thighs and a harmless tube, 
containing the optical fibers and a 
tiny screen, is inserted into her 
vulvar canal. Beginning in the 
fourth month of pregnancy, a spe
cial series of films is run, begin
ning with simple subjects like sym
bol identification, toilet training, 
and shoe tying, and progressing to 
basic algebra and state capital 
recognition. 

Although it is too early to tell 
whether the technique will fulfill 
its stated goal of producing sig
nificant improvement in the speed 
of effective social and cultural in
tegration of the child into the edu
cational matrix (the oldest test 
subject is just entering first grade) 
MIVT, Inc. has already reported 
the accidental discovery of an ad
ditional use for the device—show
ing unwanted fetuses Chitty Chitty 
Bang Bang and A Clockwork Or
ange as a means of inducing abor
tions; 
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The field of dream research may very 
well be in for a revolutionary break-

mm^mm through, according 
to Dr. Aran Dolly. In 
his report, "Dream
ing Dreams," on 
page 39, he de
scribes the anatom
ical process by 

I which we are able 
to visualize images 
within (and without) 

social and anti-social situations. The 
doctor defines the function as, "your 
frontal cranium, or the inside of your 
forehead as most people call it, serves 
in much the same fashion as does a 
movie screen. That's where we actu
ally see the dreams. Why else would 
we shut our eyes and roll them up into 
our heads when we sleep? The prob
lem now is finding where the projector 
is located. It might take a while, but 
I'll find it. I have a pretty good idea 
where it is." 

With one animal 
asylum completed 
and two more under 
construction, Dr. 
Anthony Fitzwillow, 
the eminent psy-
chozbologist, fur
ther states the 
needs for establish
ing these institu

tions for the study of erratic behavior 
in animals. Though his work to date 
has dealt exclusively with the quasi-
psychotic behavior of bears, Dr. Fitz
willow plans to extend his detentive 
studies to include Irish setters, ca
pons, and sloths. In an excerpt from 
his forthcoming book, The Dark at the 
Top of the Bear, to be published this 
fall (Redline Publications. $8.95 hard
cover. $2.95 clothbound. Copies are 
available through ads in this mazagine 
On pages 12, 19, 21, 22, 35, 40-47 and 
80), the doctor states, "When all is 
said and done, bears act like desper
ate idiots and bums. They root through 
garbage cans and sleep far too long. 
This isn't right. But bears aren't the 
only culprits. There are a lot of psy
chotic animals walking around and 
nobody's doing anything about them 
but me. We institutionalize first, then 
we study." 

The husband and 
wife team of T. 
Claude and Susan 
B. Farmer leads the 
field in anthro-ro-
dent experimenta
tion. It was they 
who discovered that 
mice, when blinded 
in sets of three, 

were immediately imprinted with Mrs. 
Farmer as a mother-surrogate, unless 
she surgically removed their spinal 
appendages. In their article, on page 
68, "Removing King Solomon's Rings 
from the Behavioral Sink," they sug
gest that the stress of overpopulation 
leads to alienation, pair-bond break
down, the collapse of socio-political 
structures, and a love of cheese. 

"If you've still got a carrot on the end 
of your stick, take it off, eat it, and 
beat the hell out of your donkey with 
the stick," is the pithy way Rudolph 
K. Kringe sums up his behavioral 

theory. A govern
mental advisor on 
penal reform, Krin
ge did research for 
his theory of nega
tive reinforcement 
as psychiatric con
sultant on the Man
hattan Project. Cur
rently on loan from 

the state department to the govern
ment of Brasil, his "One Man, One 
Volt" appears on page 67 of this issue. 

Elwood Clutch's 
concern with peda
gogical psychology 
led him to do field 
work as a substitute 
teacher for almost a 
month in Harlem. 
This experience 
served as the cata
lyst for his chilling 

indictment of our entire school sys
tem, "Black, Bored, Jungle Bunnies" 
on page 68. This article is an excerpt 
from his best-selling expose of the 
scandal of minority education in 
America, To Be Preadolescent, Pos
sessed of Supra-Normal Creative Ca
pabilities, and of the Colored Persua
sion. With the royalties from his book, 
Clutch has established a free-form, 
ungraded, "open classroom" private 
school in Westchester, N.Y. 

Tonight Bongo 
Will Go 

To Bed Hungry 

Hungry for love. For Bongo has 
never known the security, sacrifice, 
and devotion of a real parent. All 
he has known from birth have been 
cloth mothers. And too many times 
it has happened that even this 
poor parent substitute has been 
snatched from him in the middle 
of the night by a behaviorist. That 
is the way things are. Or were. 
Now there is hope for Bongo and 
the dozens like him, thanks to the 
successful efforts of Primates 
Helping Primates. Pennies a day 
will keep Bongo from the thoughts 
of his loneliness because Bongo 
will play with those pennies when
ever he feels insecure. With nickels 
and dimes he can practice his 
stacking ability. With quarters and 
half dollars he can do George Raft 
imitations. With dollars he can make 
nests and clothing and he can roll 
them up and use them as ear plugs 
so he can get a full night's sleep. 
Please, send what you can so 
Bongo won't be unhappy anymore. 

PRIMATES HELPING PRIMATES 
15 West 41st Street I 
New York, New York 10019 
I want to do what I can. Enclosed are | 
pennies nickels quarters | 
half dollars. .dollars. 

Name. 

Address. 

City 

Zip 

.State. 

.Phone. 

"Under the hair, 
we are all there." 
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The Gospel 
According to 
Sigmund: 
Love Me, Love 
My Dogma 
A professional dialogue-in-depth between 
two of North America's leading psycho
analysts, Karl Scheissmann, M.D., Ph.D., 
D.P., and Fritz Knutthausse, M.D., Ph.D., 
S.S. (ret.). 

i v . O . " W h i l e rereading Freud the 
other morning early (Complete 
Papers and other Works. Vienna, 
1950, passim), it to me like that 
came. In a flash. If the libidinal 
urges are with the life force (Leb-
engewalt) identical, how can it be 
that the Doktor Himself is recom
mending us to them repress (unter-
drucken)? And then on me it day-
broke. Did Freud say unterdrucken 
or unterstutzen? "Repress," or, 
"Give aid, help, support to?" Eh? 

Those last papers he diktated to 
his daughter, and Anna was always 
a little uptight (Auf-fest) as is 
known well, and might thus have it 
written down, no? Also.The Master 
at the time had of the jaw cancer, 
and might have beeYi mumbling at 
the time, yes, no? 

"Give aid, help, support to " the 
urges! This is more better altogeth
er a translation! This Marcuse is 
substantiating and in myself at the 
time relieving long-standing urges 
to which immediate support, aid, 
and help was given! And better I 
felt I assure you! Not only that but 
also my patient, Freida K of 
M was also feeling better, 
also! 

P.K."Psychologists are people, 
too. Ordinary, guilt-wracked peo
ple, subject to the same anxieties, 
neuroses, and irrational drives as 
laymen. No further proof of this is 
necessary than my esteemed col
league Scheissmann's infantile, 
hostility-motivated, oedipal attack 
on the Father Figure—in this case, 
Freud Himself. 

Dr. Scheissmann reveals in the 
very ferocity of his rejection of the 
authorized text—a text never ques
tioned hithertofore, a text, I dare 
say, of dogmatic importance, and 
thus defined bytheTwenty-Seventh 
Biennial Meeting of The Vienna 
Psychoanalytical Society of which 
I have the honor to be a member 
and the sessions of which I attend
ed, which is more than I can say for 
Scheissmann who spent his time 
regressing past the oral phase in 
the hotel bar . . . but I digress. 

Amistranslation indeed,Scheiss
mann! A Freudian misprint, per
haps? 

Freud Himself suggested (Un
collected Papers, Private Collec
tion) that certain of his disciples 
would betray Him before the phal
lic symbol had crowed three times. 
By which He meant that within 
three generations certain psychia
trists would reject Him, and deny 
the unnamable Word He had 
brought us. • 

How right He was, of course. 
How they denied Him! Jung, Brill, 
Jones, Adler, that whole primal 
horde of sublimated psychopaths 
cannibalizing the Tabu Body of His 
work! And where did it get them for 
all their anal retentiveness? In the 
end! 

In fact, if the truth be known, I 
alone have remained true to the 
Master. I alone still practice classi
cal analysis, and if you think that's 
fun, listening for fifty minutes every 
hour to the dreams of middle-aged 
women, never intervening, you've 
got another think coming. Bored! 
Sometimes I'd like to jump on them 
there on the couch, eat the boots 
off their silly old legs, shit in their 
handbags . . . but I digress. 

Remember what happened -to 
Reich, my dear Scheissmann. Re
pent! It is not yet too late! I am 
ready to receive you back. My arms 
are wide to you, my door is open, 
my welcome mat is spread, need 
I say more? 

illustration by Ed Soyka. 
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Dunfield: It's hard for me to see you from 
where I'm sitting. Did you take a seat? 
Dunfield: Why, is there one missing? But 
seriously, let's get down to cases. I have a 
full one in the bedroom closet. Which 
reminds mc, if it takes two hours to make 
Philadelphia, how long does it take to 
make you? To say nothing of how long it 
takes to make our bed which I promised to 
say nothing about but since you brought 
it up, fine, now that you ask. Yourself? 
Dunfield: Come on. I have a great number 
of things I have to ask you. . . 
Dunfield: Hey, listen. What was'that? 
Dunfield: I didn't hear anything. 
Dunfield: No. You didn't hear anything? 
You never hear anything. Just like the 
night mother called and called for me to 
come help her. But you wouldn't let mc go 
to help her because you wouldn't let us 
hear her. . . 

Dunfield: Drop it. I'm warning you. 
Dunfield: No, I won't drop it, you son of 
a bitch.. And Cora knew all about it. She 
knew from the beginning how you felt 
about mother. But you were never quite 
sure if she was the only one. And that was 
really driving you crazy wasn't it? All that 
crap about meaningful relationships and 
those absurd afternoon teas. . . 
Dunfield: Look. Shut up. We'll talk about 
it later. 

Dunfield: We'll talk about it now, you 
bastard. 
Dunfield: That's wonderful, Mel, calling 
me a bastard. Okay, get it all out. The 
great catharsis purging all the poisons. 
Let's not start in the middle though. Let's 
start where you would sneak into her room 
and climb into bed with her. You'd put 
your hand inside her nightgown and pre-

Psycho-Drama: 
One Act Plays and Short Schiz 
Dr. Mel Dunfield Interviews Himself 
tend to rub her stomach.. . 
Dunfield: Mel . . . 
Dunfield: She'd wake up then close her 
eyes and h u m . . . I'm not done, Mel . . . then 
close her eyes and hum with contentment. 
T h e n you'd rub her s tomach a l i t t le 
higher. . . 
Dunfield: Alright, you win . . . 
Dunfield: I'm not playing, Mel. And a 
little higher and a little higher. Ah, baby's 
so cute nuzzling around. And you'd purse 
your grotesque little watery lips and hum 
with her. . . 

Dunfield: Shut up, goddamn you. . . 
Dunf ie ld : Wha t were you, about n ine 
then, Mel? That would have made her 
an invalid from the riding accident for 
almost . . . four years. Let's not forget that 
part of it. She didn't have many, visitors, 
did she? No. Then the little finger would 
start. It was always the finger with the 
longest nail. And back and forth it would 
gO along the bottom of her breast. . . 
Dunfield: For God's sake, Mel . . . 
Dunfield:...collecting all you could. Do 
you remember what you called it, Mel? 
You called it jug jam. That was cute. Then 
when that fingernail was good and filled, 
you'd run from the room leaving her all 
alone. You'd run downstairs and outside 
to the gazebo where you hid the jar under
neath ... and you call me a bastard! There 
would be some reason for understanding 
if you saved it and smelled it because it 
gave you security. But I had security for 
five of us. You knew that. You saved it for 
the sole reason that you JUST LIKED TO 
SMELL THAT STINKY STUFF. AND ME, 
YOU CALL A BASTARD. 
Dunfield: You done? 
Dunfield: Why? You going somewhere? 

Dunfield: Why? You going somewhere? 
Dunfield: Alright, Mel, knock that crap 
off. 
Dunfield: Alright, Mel, knock that crap 
off. 
Dunf ie ld : Do you know where you're 
going to wind up? I'll tell you where you're 
going to wind up. You're going to wind up 
with my wrists slit well before your time. 
Dunfield: No, I won't. 
Dunfield: Yes you will. 
Dunfield: No, I won't. 
Dunfield: Will. 
Dunfield: Won't. 
Dunfield: Will. You will. 
Dunfield: I'm tired now. And I'm bored. I 
don't want to talk to you anymore. I want 
to have fun. 

Dunfield: Do you want to drool and mess 
yourself? 
Dunfield: Maybe. 
Dunf ie ld : Do you want to stick your 
thumbs in your ears and wiggle your fin
gers all around and start screaming at the 
top of your lungs? 
Dunfield: Maybe. 

Dunfield: Do you want to bring out the 
jar? 
Dunfield: I'm warning you 
Dunfield: Look, Mel, you're not warning 
me or anybody. It's no use. It's all over. 
All that time I spent pleading with you, 
trying to get you to understand the simple 
differences between selfishness... 
Dunfield: You stop right there. The time 
you spent with me! Don't make me laugh. 
You had no time for me. You were always 
off somewhere. It was always "later, Mel, 
later." What was later, Mel, the time when 
you get to tell me it's over? Mel, this isn't 
your brother or mom (continued page 84.) 
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ATH FREEDOM 
AND DIGNITY by B.S. Skinner 

e turned up one day in front of 
my favorite bench along the Ladder. He 
was short, round, and balding, and his 
nondescript casual clothing could not 
disguise the sallow pallor of the fugi
tive. He might have been any one of 
the five hundred-or-so former students 
whom I had managed to wipe from 
memory during the three years since I 
joined Walden Two. 

"Gutentag, Professor Burris," he said 
authoritatively. I fumbled for the name 
and he added, "Bormann, Sir. Martin 
L, Class of 'thirty-two." 

"Oh, yes, of course," I said, dimly 
placing him as one of the handful of 
German exchange students I had 
taught in my pre-war classes at the uni
versity. "Good to see you again. Have 
a seat." 

He turned and motioned down the 
Ladder passageway, and I saw that he 
was accompanied by a tall, blonde 
young man. "Herr Professor, this is 
Obersleutnant Schmundt." 

We shook hands and the two visitors 
drew up chairs as I asked them the 
usual questions. Was Hitler a schizoid? 
What was Rudolf Hess' psychological 
history? Who won the war? Bormann 
replied perfunctorily, seeming impa
tient with such small talk. At the first 
opportunity he cleared his throat and 
began what appeared to be a prepared 
speech. 

"Herr Schmundt and I have been, 
let us say, travelling extensively during 
the past five years, Herr Professor, and 
this has afforded us time for lengthy 
conversations. One topic which we 
discussed at length was your literary 
account of this place, Walden Two, 
which we came across in the home of 
a friend living in a South American na
tion which shall remain nameless. We 
read your book with great interest, Pro-
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fessor, and found that your ideas and 
proposals agreed entirely with many of 
our own regarding efficient social 
mechanisms and desirable human be
havior. We determined at that time to 
seek you out, Mein Herr, and observe 
this 'Walden Two' for our own eyes." 

"You will understand, Professor, that 
in Germany, even during the recent un
pleasantness, we have conducted many 
experiments in the area of cultural en
gineering with which you are perhaps 
not familiar? You may be surprised, no, 
that amidst the stuim und dicing we 
should be devoted to the pursuit of 

"The Fuehrer knew the 
subconscious like the 
back of his hand!" 

illustration by Sketch Pad Studios 
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"... men and women... 
were treated as full 
equals by our managers, 
or guards..." 

r> 

i 

... this community we 
have named Buchen-
walden Two, in honor 
of one of Germany's 
more successful experi
ments in social 
engineering..." 

pure science, yes? This is so. All over 
the beautiful Deutschland were cre
ated cooperative living centers in 
which behavioral science was applied 
to life situations, much as in your 
Walden Two." 

Despite my excitement at learning of 
this German interest in the behavioral 
sciences, my long academic training 
prompted me to probe more deeply into 
Bormanri's report before giving an un
qualified endorsement. "These installa
tions you describe would not, by any 
chance, be those known to us as 'con
centration camps,' would they?" I 
asked cautiously. 

"Ach, enemy propaganda!" Bormann 
rejoined energetically. "I am certain 
Walden Two has suffered similar asper
sions—the futile, desperate attempts of 
a doomed elitist culture to denigrate a 
superior social design which is des
tined to supplant its decadent system 
of competitive individualism and ex

ploitative capitalism, and eradicate the 
inevitable frustration, hatred, jealousy, 
envy, and other mean emotions they 
create and feed on." 

I had to blink my eyes and shake my 
head vigorously to see clearly that it 
was not T.E. Fraser I was talking with. 
"We have had some outsiders accuse 
us of undermining the moral fibre of 
the country," I confessed, "but we have 
had no trouble with the government. 
We pay our taxes and ask only to be 
left alone." 

"The very same as we of the Third 
Reich so devoutly wished for our peo
ple!" Bormann took up my point as 
eagerly as our members pick up their 
own meal trays in the Walden Two 
dining rooms. "But certain nations, 
concerned only with the matter of 
physical supremacy over others, re
fused to leave us alone. They could not 
tolerate the existence of a government 
in their midst which was based upon 
scientific reinforcement of human be
havior according to proven techniques 
of applied psychology, such as Ger
many became under the skillful hands 
of our Great Planner, our Fuehrer. 

"As you so perceptively observe in 
your excellent work, Herr Professor, 
the control of behavior is an intricate 
science which only those fully initiated 
and trained can perform adequately. 
Our Fuehrer realized this very fact and 
insisted on maintaining full control of 
our national behavioral experiment in 
his own hands, despite all it cost him in 
personal happiness. You did not know, 
perhaps, that our Fuehrer was so 
trained and initiated in the principles 
of applied psychology?" 

I acknowledged that I was unfamiliar 
with many facets of Hitler's back
ground, this one among them. 

"But he was in Vienna!" Bormann 
laughed, spreading wide his upturned 
palms in the gesture of fait accompli. 
"As a youth he was for years in the 
psychology capital of the world! Freud, 
Jung, and Gestalt were like brothers 
for him. Believe me, Mein Herr, the 
Fuehrer knew the subconscious like 
the back of his hand." 

I bowed before my guest's hard, em
pirical evidence on this point. Even I 

had never been in Vienna. However, I 
admitted, I still had difficulty in mak
ing a direct, functional association be
tween the German experiments and 
our own work at Walden Two. 

"Our entire communities were de
signed and controlled much as the fa
cilities for children which you describe 
in Walden Two," Borman replied. 
"The members were housed in a me
ticulously-designed environment of 
small cubicles and dormitories which 
minimized labor, care, and upkeep. In 
this way, we found it possible to virtu
ally eliminate such unessential and 
financially debilitating items as cloth
ing and bedding, as in your 'aquarium' 
nursery." 

"Diet, exercise, labor—all member 
activities were given close attention by 
our kommandants, those whom you 
call 'planners,' so that every action 
went toward reinforcing the desired 
behavior and submerging the motive of 
personal domination to the good of the 
whole group. There was as little 'sim
ple democracy' here, as in Walden 
Two. We sought eagerly to eliminate 
competition and individual aggrandize
ment, and to see that all members— 
men and women alike—were treated 
as full equals by our 'managers,' or 
guards. Work and leisure were the same 
for all, and no one member was allowed 
to take it easy and sponge off the in
dustry of others. This mechanism, of 
course, necessitated the attenuation of 
the parent-child relationship and other 
manifestations of the outdated familial 
social unit, which, as you so ably argue, 
has no place in a community of com
mon interest." 

"That's all very good," I interrupted, 
"but weren't a disproportionate num
ber of your community 'members' of 
the Jewish faith?" 

"I would not know of such super-
flous details," Bormann hurried on. 
"This matter was left entirely in the 
hands of our capable Manager Of 
Membership Recruitment, Herr Eich-
mann. All I know is that our members 
were drawn from various socio-eco
nomic positions—the professions, arts, 
science, government, the international 
banking cartel—and we tried only to 
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The dynamics of motivation can be 
construed as a function of the individ
ual's ego-ideal and interpersonal in
security quotient, in direct correlation 
with his socio-economic status aspir
ations. 

On the basis of preferences and attri
butes expressed by a broad sampling of 
subscribers and newsstand customers, 
our social research team finds a high 
degree of homogeneity among the 
social characteristics of PP purchasers. 
The character profile tends to middle 
brow, large sensitive nose, and flannel 
mouth. The question our team set out 
to answer was: why would nearly one 
million people, once a month, lay out a 
buck for a magazine of incomprehen

sible drivel, the belabored obvious, and 
chi-chi art direction? 
The survey accorded deviant responses 
a place on a bell curve (what the hell, 
we figured, why not?), and came up 
with the following eight "character 
types"—and subsequent motivation 
dynamics, (see graph) 

EGG HEADS. Masochism, which would 
have seemed a dominant motive for 
buying the magazine, occurred only in 
the classic intellectual type; not sur
prisingly, the only group who even 
claimed to "read" the magazine. Col
lege graduates all, afflicted with termi
nal literacy, first contracted in the 
stacks of some library; manifesting it
self in the ghastly symptoms of file card 

collecting, bibliographical studies, and 
the drawing of charts. They pursue a 
vain and pitiful search for newer and 
bigger "facts" and/or "theories"; and 
are prone to a shameless indulgence in 
reductionism. This group, the second 
largest among PP buyers, our research 
team classifies as "not so much moti
vated, as addicted." 

The third largest nexus of motivations 
and, thus, subgroup in our survey, 
overlaps more than a little with the Egg 
Heads; these are the PIN HEADS (see 
graph), guilty white Yankee believers 
in progress, questers after the hard facts 
which will lead to a simple but effec
tive solution, an improved system, and 
the Truth—which they know in their 
hearts will make them free, get Mc-

Motivation among 
the Marginally Sane: 

Why People Buy 
Psychology Ptoday 

.100% 

80% 
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40% 

20% 
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Govern elected, bring back Eleanor 
Roosevelt, and end meaningless vio
lence. For all normal purposes, a Pin 
Head can be defined as an Egg Head 
with a vasectomy. The motivat ing fac
tor here can be seen to be primarily 
religious in nature , the purchase of 
Psychology Ptoday functioning as a 
ritual act to propitiate the terrible gods 
of "Know H o w " and "Info." 

Only 3 3 % of the sample had true 
BONE HEAD social characteristics: a 
taste for Schaefer and a willingness to 
follow Archie Bunker wherever he 
might lead. These "blue collar" work
ers, or hard-hats, have an average yearly 
income of $55,000, which compensates 
nicely for the average $9,000 the Egg 
Heads earn, and allows us to generalize 
our sample as "middle income." Their 
motives for purchasing the magazine 
ranged from "mis take" (50%) to "tits-
'n'ass pi tchers" (50%). 

Lord Acton, who was a considerably 
perceptive analyst of social dynamics, 
despite his lack of familiarity wi th sta
tistics, advised us "Never to neglect the 
possibility of stupidity as a factor in 
history." With the BLOCK HEADS 
(40%) we come to stupidity as a motive 
in purchasing PP. A minori ty of this 

group (which overlaps considerably 
with the Bone Heads) thought they had 
bought another magazine, or had no 
idea that they had, in fact, bought a 
magazine at all. The majority are for
mer contributors, who received life
t ime subscriptions in lieu of payment . 

Our survey indicated that most PP 
readers {97°/o) aren ' t getting much . 
This fact bothers many of them (50%), 
and they buy the magazine in the 
hopes that it will tell them how, or sup
ply them with aids to auto-erotic fanta
sizing. Wha t min imal sexual activity 
the average PP reader does engage in 
is found, invariably, to be unsatisfac
tory. He (or she) feels that the real 
thing has somehow eluded h i m (or 
her),- the h u n t for the big O becomes 
ever more frantic; the individual be
gins to suspect he has been put t ing it 
(or she has been taking it) in the wrong 
hole. This group, motivated by cold-
sweat sexual frustration, we have 
the re fo re des igna ted as t h e GIVE 
HEADS. 

Fully 4 8 % of those surveyed were at 
least partially motivated by POT 
HEAD-edness (see graph). The majority 
had first "used drugs" under medical 
supervision, and many of them, politi
cal radicals at the t ime, gratefully dis

covered then that " the real revolution 
is inside your head, man ! " They buy 
PP hoping to discover the name of the 
Pill That Will Save The World, and use 
the bastard-surrealism full-page bleed 
graphics to "get off on ." 

Hypochondria, the recurring delusion 
that one's body is a sack of flesh shot 
through with plumbing and electrical 
circuitry, motivates the MEAT HEAD 
(see graph). The Meat Head's belief 
that having his body rewired, chopped, 
channeled, fattened up, rendered down, 
flushed, scrubbed, turned inside out, 
plugged in, or tuned up, accounts for 
his fascination with cross-section illus
trations, patent medicines, bio-feed
back devices, crash diets, and all the 
books, games, and devices PP produces 
and advertises. 

The SHIT HEAD syndrome, the condi
tion of having too much money, too 
little mind , and nothing constructive 
to do with either, and the consequent 
desire to pass for well-informed at ver-
nisages, receptions, and cocktail parties 
functions as a motivat ing factor in 
fully 100% (see graph) of the sample 
respondents. Shit Heads are oriented 
to phrasing cliches in the most abs
truse, and, if possible, mathemat ical 
terminology, (Continued on page 101.) 
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Body Language 
We use a number of methods of 

communication in our daily lives, some 
of them blunt, some of them subtle, 
and these methods are by no means 
limited to the obvious mode upon 
which we depend for the majority of 
our exchanges of information and emo
tion—verbalization. Although it is un
deniable that spoken language is the 
key agent of wish, fact, and feeling 
transfers among individuals, because of 
the process of superego-actuated sub
limations and taboos which limit cer
tain forms of interpersonal discourse, 
particularly those relating to sexual 
matters, it has been necessary for men 
and women to develop, more ,or less 
subconsciously, an elaborate code of 
physical gestures, expressions, and 
other visible motions that make up 
the body's symbolic vocabulary as a 
sort of semaphore to communicate the 
essential, nominally forbidden, succes
sions of mating queries and responses, 
which custom and culture have prohib
ited from common speech, and which 
more basic, and more deeply-seated 
factors, particularly fears of explicit 
verbal rejection, render, paradoxically, 

too critical for exact discussion. 
Regardless of the observable varia

tions between intensity of physical 
gesturing behavior among cultures, 
there is a very high threshold of "body 
talk" common to. all, widely held 
notions of "Anglo-Saxon reserve" and 
the like to the contrary. Of course, 
smiles, frowns, holding of the nose, the 
practically universal finger gesture of 
contempt, form an obvious and highly 
useful portion of the body language 
vocabulary, but equally important— 
and equally decipherable, if one takes 
the trouble to "crack the code"—is the 
vast corpus of leg crossings and un-
crossings, arm foldings, grimaces, 
postures, facial tics, and other physical 
configurations w h i c h communicate 
surprisingly precise informa tion about 
sexual desires. (Continuedon page 80.) 

A sample series of common instances of 
"body language" indicate the amazing 
richness of variety and informational 
content in the human physical vocabu- «. 
lary. To the trained observer, the emo
tional statements this young lady is 
making would be instantly obvious. 

BELOW: l am interested in shar-' 
ing a deep emotional experience 
with someone, but I don't want 
to get involved unless you show 
me that you can sense my need 
for male companionship by making 
some gesture of acceptance. 

ABOVE: 
You hold 
a certain 
fascination for me. 
If we were alone I 
would approach 
you, but I am re
luctant to do so right now because I am 
sensitive to peer group pressures 
against appearing "forward" or "easy." r 

7 ABOVE: I think that we 
could have a meaning

ful relationship. By 
nature, I am basically a 
sensual person, extro
verted and anxious to 

develop human con
tacts, but my fear of 

rejection keeps me from 
engaging you in con

versation. 

LEFT: 
Something about you at

tracts me. I would like to get to 
know you, but I want you to take 

me seriously as a person, and I'm 
afraid that if I'm the first to 

"break" the ice you'll regard 
me as a sex object. 

RIGHT: You are the object of my 
attention, but I am unsure of my
self in social situations, and 
don't know whether to interpret your 
aloofness as disinterest or just plain shyness 
It's up to you to give me a hint. 
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(Continuedfrom page 69.) 

maintain a certain cultural homogeneity 
as a simple precaution against inherent 
ethnic antagonisms which could other
wise detract from the purity of our be
havioral experiment. 

"I know you will be sympathetic 
with this need, Herr Professor. The 
majority of those in your Walden Two 
were white Anglo-Saxon Protestants, 
no?" 

I conceded the point and suffered 
Bormann's soft chuckle in silence. I 
was finding his passion for pure science 
persuasive, and beginning to doubt that 
even Fraser could withstand the zeal of 
his presentation. 

"So! Under such ideal conditions we 
were able to apply behavioral technol
ogy to group living arrangements to 
perfect a solution to psychological 
problems. We experimented extensive
ly with the behavior of our members, 
and when a particular emotion was no 
longer a useful part of the behavioral 
repertoire, we proceeded to eliminate 
it. As in Walden Two, we designed a 
series of adversities which we delib
erately inflicted on the members, as a 
scientific means of developing rational 
self-control and tolerance for annoying 
experiences." 

"Certainly we anticipated criticism 
of our practice of purposefully inflict
ing unpleasant situations, but we stand 
shoulder-to-shoulder with you, Herr 
Professor, and echo the glorious chal
lenge of your book: 'Call it deliberate, 
if you like, and accuse us of sadism; 
there was no other course!' " 

I could only sit and stare in awe at 
the vigor and thoroughness of Bor
mann's oratory. Before I could speak, 
he was off again. 

"Now, Mein Herr, you are inter
ested, perhaps, in hearing of some ideas 
which I and my comrade, Herr 
Schmundt, have devised concerning 
the future activities of this community 
of yours, which we suggest be renamed 
Buchenwalden Two, in honor of one of 
Germany's more successful experi
ments in cultural engineering. First, re
garding your need for two additional 
members of the Board of Planners 

(Continued on page 110) 
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continued from page 58 
tenant Calley gets sloppy twenty-
eighths, then shoots her with his serv
ice .45 and the entire group, replete, 
strolls to the punch bowl where their 
cups are refilled by a liveried Ed 
Brooke. 

Next, there follows entertainment 
by John Wayne,' who beats up sev
eral Chicanos; Martha Raye, who 
shaves her armpits; Joey Heatherton, 
who, bottomless, squats and picks up 
Pepsi bottles; and Bob Hope, who 
gets the crowd laughing in great mer
riment with several smutty jokes 
about about two South Vietnamese 
amputees during the My Lai mas
sacre. 

More words roll up the screen: EN
JOYING YOURSELVES, FOLKS? 
. . . WELL, YOU AIN'T SEEN 
NOTHIN' Y E T BECAUSE . . . 
H E R E COME DE CHIEF! 

Sure enough, here come Dick 'n ' 
Pat, surrounded by a flying wedge of 
tight-faced security men and erew-
cutted karate black belts. The Presi
dent is waving to all, making V signs 
this way and that, and Pat is just 
smiling away and suddenly the whole 
room is applauding and Lester Lanin 
breaks into a Latin arrangement of 
"Hail to the Chief" and you can tell 
that on both Prime-Time's and the 
President's schedule, this is meant to 
be the high point of the evening. So 
I toke up and settle back and watch 

the President circulate. He approach
es one young ex-GI and shakes his 
hand and the ex-GI gets this real fun
ny look on his face and jerks his hand 
away and goes flying backward. The 
President smites his thigh in delight 
and holds up his right hand to the 
camera so we can see he is wearing a 
joy buzzer. Then he makes several 
more POWs shake his hand, even 
though they know he has the buzzer, 
and because he is President they must 
obey and they too go flying backward 
into the crowd and great is the merri
ment of the President's personal aides 
at this. 

Finally, the President reaches his 
ten-point steel rostrum fortification 
and he and Pat stand there behind the 
bullet-proof plexiglass, waving and 
smiling, and there is another great 
ovation for him. Then he begins to 
speak. 

"I just want to say," he says, "that 
Pat and I are awfully proud to have 
you all here. As Pat said to me earlier, 
they are our own sweet boys, and so 
brave too. I'm sure that as you lay 
around rotting over there in your 
wretched North Vietnamese prison 
b i l l e t s . . . " 

"There weren't any billets left!" 
shouts a voice. "You bombed them 
all!" 

"Um, yes . . . you knew that without 
the many repressive measures we 
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were taking here at home, you might 
still be over there, forgotten." 

"Show us your titsl" calls another 
voice. 

"Thank you," says the President, 
and flashes V signs with both hands. 
"But, luckily, there were a number of 
exceptional men on my staff who took 
the appropriate measures and I am 
happy to announce that we have ac
cepted the communist challenge in the 
repressiveness race—and we are win
ning that race!" 

"You're a prickl" bellows someone. 
"I don't wanna race," shouts an

other voice. "I wanna dancel" 
"Ah gots enuff problem wif mah 

race already," says a PFC. 
"Thank you," says the President. 

"And now I've got a little surprise for 
you." 

"What is it? A new Constitution?" 
someone yells. 

"No, that's not until '76. Tonight's 
surprise is somewhat different. Now, 
you boys may have noticed some miss
ing faces at this ball. In fact, there 
were about fifty of you who responded 
negatively to your invitations and we 
took these refusals to be positive iden
tification of the cowards and collabo
rators among you. And, well, I've al
ways been a man who can't take no 
for an answer, so I've had the Military 
Police find and bring here each and 
every one of these persons. So, for 
your entertainment, here they are now 
—the cowards and collaborators!" 

With a grandiose sweep of his arm, 
the President indicates a red, plush 
theatre curtain that hangs at one end 
of the ballroom, and as he does so, 
the curtain parts and there are about 
fifty naked guys strapped into metal 
chairs, looking scared shitless. 

"Act One: Defoliation," says the 
President, and fifty army barbers, 
flown in specially from Fort Gordon, 
set upon the naked men with straight 
razors and shaving cream and shave 
not only their heads, but also their 
chests and genitals. When the bar
bers depart, marching in a column of 
twos, the collaborators are hairless as 
cue balls. The crowd applauds and 
whistles. 

"Thank you," says the President. 
"Thank you very much. Now, Act 
Two: Protective Reaction Bombing 
Strikes!" 

At this point, various members of 
the White House staff quickly circu
late through the crowd, handing paper 
bags to each POW and wife, and these 
bags prove to contain fresh, high-
quality dog shit, which the POWs are 
encouraged to throw at the collabora
tors. This they do, with much laughter 
and nudging of one another and many 
of the turds find their mark. Soon the 
collaborators are looking very, well, 
shitty indeed. 
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When the bags are empty, the Pres
ident once more goes to the micro
phone. "Thank you," he says. "Final
ly, Act Three: American Involve
ment! Go get 'em, boys!" 

And with this, the POWs and their 
wives charge the stage, howling like 
banshees, and shortly the collabora
tors have completely disappeared be
neath a sea of pounding fists and kick
ing feet. The camera keeps panning 
lovingly over the carnage and I am 
wondering how Prime-Time can pos
sibly top this when, think of the devil, 
on comes another roll of words: HEY 
GANG . . . TELEJESTER HERE 
AGAIN . . . BAD NEWS, FOLKS 
. . . GOVT AGENTS CRASHING IN 
MY DOORS AND WINDOWS . . . 
NO ESCAPE . . . I MEAN TO 
LEAVE T H E CLAYMORE MINES 
FOR LAST, BUT NO TIME . . . 
GOODBYE . . . LENNY. 

And all of a sudden there are ex
plosions going off all over the place 
and the ballroom is filled with mil
lions of tiny jagged bits of flying 
metal at waist height and people are 
being bisected left and right. POWs, 
collaborators, wives, and White 
House staff mingling parts of their 
bodies in a rapidly accumulating soup 
on the floor and . . . 

. . . the picture jumps and flashes 
and abruptly everything is normal 
again, no dismembered limbs, no 

naked collaborators, just a lot of or
dinary, boring people, many of whom 
have moustaches, dancing to a waltz, 
including Dick'n' Pat,and I know that 
this time Prime-Time has been gotten 
for good. 

In the ensuing weeks and months, 
there is naturally much speculation 
about the Telejester and what the 
government will do with him, but the 
government never says a word. In fact, 
they act as if none of it has ever hap
pened, which is in keeping with their 
responses to peace demonstrations, 
minority petitions, and the like, and 
the tube reverts to its mind-deadening 
predictability and soon, people being 
people, few individuals are any longer 
concerned with Lenny whatever-his-
name-was. 

But it turns out Prime-Time has 
one more trick up his sleeve and the 
government plays right into it by de
ciding to fry him instead of hang him 
or dump him at sea or something. Be
cause as soon as Prime-Time gets 
around all those electrons, well . . . 

It is the climax of the Academy 
Awards and the Oscar for best direc
tor is about to be announced when, 
suddenly, into the center of the pic
ture tube of every television set in 
America is burned indelibly the in
candescent image of a man dying in 
an electric chair. And the man is 
laughing. • 
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medium, or large. 
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Public Eye (MP1010) 
Mini-Posters: $1 each. 

Use this coupon for your order 
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by Akbar Del Piombo 
o 

Collages by Rubington 

After an extended stay in Nepal, where he engaged in intensive occult research, Sir 
Edwin Fuzz returns to America to gauge its chances for survival. 

Regrettably, space does not permit reproduction of his full report, but some of the 
highlights of his perceptions, exposed here for the first time, will serve to show the trends 
and currents of the occult invasion of the New World. Fully armed with a technical back
ground of first-rate caliber and his newly acquired insights into physical phenomena, 
Sir Edwin's observations are of inestimable value. To allay any suspicions of latter-day 
colonialist intentions, he insists that his fondness for this great and unusual country is 
greater than ever. He is part of no secret conspiracy to bend and warp the American mind 
or to subvert its institutions. On the contrary, he has the highest hopes his findings will 
help to clarify the peculiar problems that destiny has dumped first in the lap of America. 

Sir Edwin's New Look , There were many who believed The Yellow Horde 
had reached the banks of the Mississippi. 

continued 
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Nostalgia for the old-style Saturday Nights Dissatisfaction with the times 
produced the most severe cases of nostalgia. 

He has been sent for in secret by 
troubled men of state who fear for 
the sanity of the nation. The strangest 
and most bizarre crimes have erupted, 
spreading like a plague a thousand 
times more virulent than the chronic 
drug epidemic. In the stricken coun
try the president himself is a poten
tial victim. 

In consultation with experts and 
after due consideration of the trou
bling facts, Sir Edwin comes to a sur
prising thesis. This nation, says he, is 
Spellbound. . . . I t is possessed by evil 
spirits. There being no scientific ap
paratus for detecting such esoteric 
phenomena, only a few recognized 
crackpots accept his theory. 

The experts are dismayed at this 
unexpected turn. Sir Edwin is known 
to be the very cream of the rational 
mind. Immediately there is suspicion 
that he is part of a conspiracy to un
dermine what basic common sense is 
still in evidence, and to accelerate 
the rot eating out the fibre! The only 
question is, for whom is he working? 
I t is decided to accept his prognosis 
and see that his phone is tapped. 

Sir Edwin travels about the coun
try unaware that the evidence and 
testimony he collects is simultaneous
ly reproduced in triplicate for exam
ination by government agents. 

The dossier on his activities grows Technological witchcraft 

78 NATIONAL LAMPOON 

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



*.;.Wi»';i^ 

Wild West Nostalgia 

A futile attempt to bring Nature back into daily life 

so voluminous a warehouse is rented 
to house the files. I t contains enough 
evidence to send him to prison for 
life—were he an American. He has 
consorted with politicals right and 
left, mingled with enough religious 
hacks and pseudo-Jesuses to produce 
a dozen musicals, and cohabited with 
an assortment of gurus, maharishis, 
warlocks, witches, palmists, and nec
romancers in California, where they 
flourish best. 

The dossier would fill a museum of 
such esoterica as bleeding dolls, 
strange thought projection devices, 
magic wands, unguents, and the odd 
weaponry of African witch doctors, 
from knives and scalpels to Solomon's 
Sword. Most peculiar of all is a type 
of astral vacuum cleaner for sucking 
up lost or wandering souls. In all, it 
is a panoply of witches' tools such as 
has not been seen since the days of 
the Inquisition. 

The material more than justified 
statesmen's fears, but they noted the 
Gross National Product continued to 
rise despite their alarm. They took 
this as a sign of health in the sea of 
madness and affirmed to the press that 
Sir Edwin's ideas did not correspond 
to reality. "This is a country of fads," 
they said. "It will all blow over." 

Pursuing his course to the end, Sir 
Edwin synthesized his feelings into 

continued 
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continued 

With the general conversion to unisex, 
transvestite yearns for a return to the old distinctions. 

Experimenting with a new form of Bio-Degradable life 

a singular conclusion: "The mush
room growth of the occult and its at
tendant ills are due to a single cause. 
The source of this evil is nothing else 
than the Work Ethic!" 

Such a finding is in direct contra
diction to popular belief, for the 
Gross National Product would never 
be without the ethic of work. For the 
first time in his career Sir Edwin was 
faced with defeat, for, fad or not, the 
doll industry was experiencing a fabu
lous boom, trade with China was ac
celerated as a direct result of the de
mand for chop-sticks to serve as 
wands, and the Russians were mass-
producing the celebrated Cossack hat 
so much in demand by well-tailored 
witches. Machine-tooled versions of 
ancient idols arrived in crates from 
Third World countries and the flag
ging dollar regained its legendary 
hegemony in the markets. 

Despite these developments, Sir 
Edwin held his ground, and produced 
the only valid explanation for the ex
istence of a silent majority in a de
mocracy. "The people exercise their 
will through the phenomenon of 
ESP," he stated. "America has found 
the answer to Big Brother through 
mass thought control of their leaders." 

With such revelations he had gone 
too far. No one likes to think his 
thoughts are run by someone else and 
least of all a politician. Sir Edwin was 

Orthodox psychiatrists, fearful of the inroads of the occult invasion, 
organize to save their livelihood 

into the Second Denominational Analytical Church of America. 

80 NATIONAL LAMPOON 
Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



Graduation ceremony at the Frankenstein Institute of Technology 

declared undesirable and his services 
dispensed with, but he had disap
peared long before, having thought-
projected himself back to England. 
When that news reached the states the 
airlines feared for their future. They 
foresaw the next phase, ads saying 
"Fly me, I'm YOU." 

At his final press conference Sir 
Edwin summed it all up: "There is no 
cause for alarm. Americans are no 
madder than anyone else; for it would 
be insanity to bev sane in such an en
vironment." • 

ESP Murder—suicidal thought projection induces victim to leap to his death. 
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The 
ational Lampoon 

ares To Compare! 

We submitted the 
National Lampoon to an 
independent testing 
institute to see 
how well we stack up 
against our 
leading competitor. 

Here are the results: 

U.S.News 
& WORLD REPORT-

RELIGION 
IN THE U.S. 
Where It's Headed 

Corruption 
In Politics 

How Widespread? 
r3.f43 

Big Boffs YES 
Madcap Antics YES 
Articles on Balance of 

Trade Payments NO 
Mirth YES 
Merriment YES 
Tons of Fun YES 
Reports on Emerging 

African Nations NO 
Snappy Patter YES 
Exactly 12 Issues a Year YES 

NO 
NO 

YES. 
NO 
NO . 
NO , 

YES 
NO 
NO 

7 YES 2 YES 

SPECIAL OFFER 
You subscribe to the National Lampoon and 
we do the rest. What 's so special about that 
you ask. This is what's so special about that, 
as you so snidely put it; what if we didn't do 
the rest. What if we just said the hell with it, 
you want your magazine, you come in and 
get it; we're too busy. But we don't say that. 
We say we'll do the rest and we mean it. 
Other magazines don't say they'll do the rest, 
so maybe they don't do the rest. This is 
precisely why we don't subscribe to other 
magazines. And you shouldn't either! 

The National Lampoon, Dept. NL873 
635 Madison Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022 

I am glad you do the rest and am confident 
you will keep on doing it. Bless you. 

I enclose my check • money order • 

(Please place in envelope) 

• Bill me: I'll send along my check upon receiving 
your invoice. 

• One-year subscription—$6.95 
• Two-year subscription—$11.95 
• Three-year subscription—$15.95 

Name 
(please print) 

Address. 

City. State . .Zip Code. 

Please make sure to list your correct zip-code number. 

For each year add S I .00 for Canada and Mexico. $2.00 for foreign. 
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MARCH, 1971/CULTURE: With Michael O'Donoghue's How to Write Good, 
da Vinci's Undiscovered Notebook, Captain Bringdown, The Dolts, and Gracie 
Slick's etiquette handbook. 
APRIL, 1971/ADVENTURE: With Derby Dames on Parade, Tarzan of the Cows, 
Real Balls magazine, The Philosopher Detective, Spoilers, Mexico on 5 Toilets 
a Day, and the Corn Flakes parody. 
MAY, 1971/FUTURE: With The NASA Sutra: A Zero Gravity Sex Manual, Toilets 
of the Extraterrestrials, Printout, the computer magazine, and The 1906 
National Lampoon. 
JUNE, 1971/RELIGION: With The Polaroid Print of Dorian Gray, Big Blessings 
Bulletin, Gahan Wilson's Holyland, O.D. Heaven, Magic Made E-Z, and a 
parody of The Prophet. 
JULY, 1971/PORNOGRAPHY: With The Breast Game, Everything You Always 
Wanted to Know About Sex (Aren't You Sorry You Asked?), Are You a Homo?, 
and Nancy Reagan's dating guide. 
AUGUST, 1971/BUMMER ISSUE: With Defeat Comics, the Canadian Supple
ment, Would You Buy a Used War from This Man?, As the Monk Burns, 
Welfare Monopoly, and the CIA newsletter. 
SEPTEMBER, 1971/KIDS: With Eloise at the Hotel Dixee, The Hardy Boys, 
Children's Letters to the Gestapo, The Toilet Papers, Death Is and How to 
Cook Your Daughter, and My Weekly Reader. 
OCTOBER, 1971/BACK TO SCHOOL: With the Mad parody, Rodrigues' Hire 
the Handicapped, Magical Misery Tour, The Campus War Game, School of 
Hard Sell, and 125th Street. 
NOVEMBER, 1971/HORROR: With Dragula, The Phantom of the Rock Opera, 
Sick Jokes of the '70s, Gahan Wilson's Science Fiction Movie Computer, and 
The Incredible Shrinking Magazine. 
DECEMBER, 1971/CHRISTMAS: With Jessica Christ, Blind-Date Comics, This 
Is Your Life . . . Francis Gary Powers, The Russian Gift Catalogue, and Edi
torial Fantasies. 
JANUARY, 1972/IS NOTHING SACRED? With Son-o'-God Comics, The Viet
namese Baby Book, and The Last Really, No Shit Really, The Last Supplement 
to the Whole Earth Catalog. 
FEBRUARY, 1972/CRIME! With Groin Larceny, Ralph Nader, Public Eye, 
Angela and Rocky Take You on a Tour of the Big House, Dick Tracy on the 
take, and an Edward Gorey whodunnit. 
MARCH, 1972/ESCAPE! With Hitler in Paradise, the California Supplement, 
celebrity suicide notes, the Papillon parody, Swan Song of the Open Road, 
and doing it with dolphins. 
APRIL, 1972/25TH ANNIVERSARY: With the '58 Bulgemobiles, The Playboy 
Fallout Shelter, Commie Plot Comics, Frontline Dentists, Third Base, the 
Dating Newspaper, and Amos 'n' Andy. 
MAY, 1972/MEN! With How to Score with Chicks, The Men's Pages, Germaine 
Spillaine, Stacked Like Me, Norman the Barbarian, and The Zircon As Big As 
the Taft. 
JUNE, 1972/SCIENCE FICTION: With UFO, The Flying Saucer Magazine, a 
Theodore Sturgeon sci-fi story, Sextraterrestrials, The Last TV Show, Dodo-
saurs; and Gahan Wilson's Klik. 
JULY, 1972/SURPRISE! With Third World Comics, the Refugee Pages, the 
Little Black Book of Chairman Mao, How to Be a He-Man, Sermonette, and 
Col. Jingo's Book of Big Ships. 
AUGUST, 1972/THE MIRACLE OF DEMOCRACY: With True Politics magazine, 
The Coronation of King Dick, Gahan Wilson's Miracle of Seniority, and Tales 
of the South comics. 
SEPTEMBER, 1972/BOREDOM: With The Wide World of Meat, Our White 
Heritage, Bland Hotel, the / Chink, National Geographic parody, and the 
President's Brother comic. 
OCTOBER, 1972/REMEMBER THOSE FABULOUS SIXTIES? With Bob Dylan 

and Joan Baez in Zimmerman comics, Tom Wolfe in Watts, and a long-
suppressed Rolling Stones album. 
NOVEMBER, 1972/DECADENCE: With Sgt. Shriver's Bleeding Hearts Club 
Band, Defeat Day, the Meat Chess Set, the Fetish Supplement, and Adlai 
Stevenson in Remnants-of-Dignity Comics. 
DECEMBER, 1972/EASTER: With Son-o'-God comics #2, Chris Miller's Gift 
of the Magi, Great Moments in Chess, Diplomatic Etiquette, and the Special 
Irish Supplement. 
JANUARY, 1973/DEATH: With The Adventures of Deadman, Playdead maga
zine, Children's Suicide Letters to Santa, the Last-Aid Kit, plus Bobbie Fisher 
Shows You How to Beat Death. 
FEBRUARY, 1973/SEXUAL FRUSTRATION: With Piddle, the Catholic Sex 
Manual, Porno for Women, the Palma Sutra, and Playmeat—Try a Little 
Tenderloin. 
MARCH, 1973/SWEETNESS AND LIGHT: With the National Inspirer, the 
Young Adorables, My Own Stamp Album, Pharmacopoeia, and Nice Things 
About Nixon. 
APRIL, 1973/PREJUDICE: With Anti-Dutch Hate Literature, All in de Fambly, 
The Shame of the North, Profiles in Chopped Liver, Surprise Poster #4, and 
Ivory magazine. 
MAY, 1973/FRAUD: With the Miracle Monopoly Cheating Kit, Borrow This 
Book, The Privileged Individual Income Tax Return, and Gahan Wilson's 
Curse of the Mandarin. 
JUNE, 1973/VIOLENCE: With the seven Secret Japanese Techniques of Self 
Defense, Kit 'n Kaboodle Comics, Gun Lust Magazine, and rodrigues' 
Hemophunnies. 
JULY, 1973/SCIENCE AND TECHNOLOGY: With Popular Workbench, Techno-
Tactics, Non-Polluting Power Sources, National Science Fair Projects, and 
the Jersey City Exposition of Progress, Industry & Freedom. 

THE NATIONAL LAMPOON i 
Dept. NL873, 635 Madison Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022 
Send me the fol lowing: 
No. of copies Issue 

Mar., 1971 
Apr., 1971 
May, 1971 
June, 1971 
July, 1971 
Aug., 1971 
Sept. 1971 
Oct., 1971 
Nov., 1971 

No. of copies Issue 
Dec, 1971 
Jan., 1972 
Feb., 1972 
Mar., 1972 
Apr., 1972 
May, 1972 
June, 1972 
July, 1972 
Aug., 1972 
Sept., 1972 

No. of copies Issue 
Oct., 1972 
Nov., 1972 
Dec, 1972 
Jan., 1973 
Feb., 1973 
Mar., 1973 
Apr., 1973 
May, 1973 
June, 1973 

_. July, 1973 I enclose a total of $_ _a t $1 for each copy requested. 
This amount covers purchase plus shipping and handling. 

My name 

Address 

C i ty -State. .Zip. 
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POSTWAR 
With 

VIETNAM—THE 6,781 DAY WAR 
As the world watched in awe, the plucky Vietnamese, with a numerical advantage of less than ten to one, and 

only the Sixth Fleet, the American Air Force, and a few hundred ground troops for support, 
forced their foe to accept an inconclusive peace 

Plus 
KAMIKAZE TOT 

or, there's a little Nip in the Air 
Plus 

WHITEDOVE COMICS 
With a cry of DOV-EEEE!, the jet-powered helicopter of the International Commission 

of Control and Supervision swoops down on unsuspecting truce violators 
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"Live Songs" contains definitive 
concert performances of some 
of Leonard Cohen's greatest 
songs—and a few surprises, y 

"Live Songs"from 
Leonard Cohen. / | | . 
On Columbia Records MP 
andTapes 

•? LEONARD COHEN: LIVE SONGS 

8 COLUMBIA.' SgMARCAS REG. PRINTEOIN U.SA 

\ 

•< 
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WHY IS THE BRASS MONKEY 
STILL IN HIDING? 

New inquiries suggest some nasty realities in the story behind the drink 
that defeated the Japanese Imperial Secret Service in World War II. 

On a foggy night in Macao 
in 1942, a name was whispered 
into th#'darkness."Rasske! 
H.E. RQsske!" 

Was this simply the cover 
name^bf an Allied spy— code-
named the Brass Monkey? Or, 
was it also the alias of a 
Japanese agent? 

Lately, some of our mail 
has suggested a startling new 
theory to resolve the contra- ^^~ 
dictions in the Brass Monkey 
legend. Is it possible that 
Admiral Kokura, head of 
Kempeitai Counterespionage, 
and H.E. Rasske were both 
double agents—and that each 
was protecting the other? 

The Story As Originally Told. 
The "facts" as leaked 

so far, revolve around a 
notorious club allegedly 
operated in the port of 
Macao. A small brass 
gurine squatting in a niche 

the door gave the place its 
name, and the sunshine yellow . 
drink they served, its renown. 
Both were known as the 
Brass Monkey. 

We are asked to assume, 
perhaps too conveniently, that 
only our operatives knew that 
the drink was the key to a spy. 
That by scratching out the 
words, "No Evil" from the 
coaster under the Brass 
Monkey cocktail, then eliminat
ing every letter from "The Brass 
Monkey" that didn't match 
those in "See, Hear, Speak," the 
name of the contact—H.E. 
Rasske—would be revealed. 

Secrets of a Bar-Girl. 
Is it possible that none of 

these coasters got into the 
wrong hands: even though 
members of the Kempeitai no 
doubt infested the place? 
Surely they pumped every 
likely employee for information, 
especially the club's bar-girls. 
These girls routinely tempered 
their own intake of liquor by 
mixing the Brass Monkey with 
orange juice. Even with this 
stratagem;, is it possible that 
none of these girls, however 
innocently, ever let slip a single 
piece of information? Or,'that 
all of them successfully resisted 
the temptation to sell out? 
Possible, but unlikely. 

Incriminating Evidence? 
How_ then was the Brass 

Monkey spy ring able to per
form so cavalierly right under 
the nose of the enemy? Surely, 
it was more than dumb luck. 

Kokura was quoted as 
saying, "The Brass Monkey is 
worth two aircraft carriers in 
the Coral Sea." Was this 
ambiguous remark a guarded 
admission that Rasske was 
more valuable to Japan alive 
than dead? Or, was his value 
to Kokura himself? 

That would solve the . 
riddle of the all-too-accommo
dating suicide of the Macao 
Kempeitai section chief and 
the closing of ihe Club itself at 
about the same time. Both 
events could have been 
engineered to cover Kokura, if 
the section chief was about to 

- %. 

un-mask him as a double-agent 

Behind the Mask. 
The possibility that the 

Brass Monkey himself was 
"doubling" (with headquar
ters' approval, of course) is too 
logical to discount. But why is 
the Brass Monkey still in 
hiding? Has he secrets still too 
dangerous to divulge? Does a 
former Japanese admiral still 
vow revenge for his betrayal? 
Or, could certain of Rasske's 
own ex-functionaries believe 
to this day that he deceived 
them? 

Will the Brass Monkey 
ever show his face again? We 
don't know. Mr. H.E. Rasske, if 
that really is your name— 
will you? 

What's a Brass Monkey? 
It's an absolutely smash

ing drink made from a secret 
combination of liquors. Tasty, 
smooth and innocent-looking, 

' but potent. The color of sun
shine with the mystery of moon-, 
light. If you've got a long eve
ning ahead of you, try mixing 
the Brass Monkey with orange 
juice. Especially if you have 
your own secrets to keep. 

HEUBIEIN 
COCKTAILS 

The face in this photograph is said to be H.E. Rasske, the fnan we think was the Brass Monkey. 
Heubiein Brass Monkey®: 48 Proof. Made with Rum, Smirnoff® Vodka and Natural Fiavors.©l973. Heubiein, Inc., Hartford, G 

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.


