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)s it live or
is it Memorex?
Who knows?

In our most recent test, we 
asked Ella Fitzgerald's old 
friend and longtime jazz 
arranger, Nelson Riddle, if he 
was listening to Ella live, or 
Ella as recorded on a 
Memorex cassette.

He couldn't tell.
We believe that's a strong 

endorsement of our exclusive 
MRX2 Oxide formulation.

In fact, since we introduced 
MRXz Oxide, a lot of other ferric 
tapes have been scrambling 
to find something to beat it.

Nobody has.

© 1974, Memo rex Corporation. Santa Clara. California 95052

MEMOREX Recording Tape. 
Is it live, or is it Memorex?
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maids

APRIL, 1971/ADVENTURE: With Derby Dames on Parade, Tarzan ol 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 this 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.
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 ot 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 Ready. No Shit Really, Trie Last Supplement 
to the Whole Earth Catalog.
MARCH, 1972/ESCAPE! With Hitler in Paradise, the California Supplement, 
celebrity suicide notes, the Papi/(on parody. Swan Song ol 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, tho 
Dating Newspaper, and Amos 'n 1 Andy.
MAY, 1S72/MEN! With How to Score with Chicks, The Men's Pages, Germaine 
Splllaino, Stacked Like Me. Norman the Barbarian, and The Zircon As Big As 
the Tall,
JUNE, 1972/SCIENCE FICTION: With UFO, The Flying Saucer Magazine, a 
Theodore Sturgeon sci-Ji story, Sextraterrestrials. The Last TV Show, Dodo- 
saurs, and Gahan Wilson's Kllk.
JULY, 1972/SURPHISE! With Third World Comics, the Refugee Pages, the 
Little Black Fiook ol Chairman Mao, How to Be a He-Man, Sennonette. 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 ol 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/EASTEH: 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 Dealh.
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, Aft 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 Sell 
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 8 Freedom. 
AUGUST, 1973/STRANGE BELIEFS: With Psychology Today parody, Son-o'- 
God Comics #3, Gahan Wilson's Strange Beliefs of Children, and Rublngtan's 
Fuzz Against Bunk,
SEPTEMBER, 1973/POSTWAR: With Lite parody. Nazi Regalia for Gracious 
Living, Whitedove comics, Vichy Supplement, Guerre Magazine, and Mlillary 
Trading Cards.

OCTOBER, 1973/BANANA ISSUE. WHAT?: With Saga of the Frozen North, G. 
Gordon Liddy Agent of C.R.E.E.P., Amtrak Model Train Catalog. Tales of 
Nozzlin High School, The Don Juan School of Sorcery, and B, Kllban's Turk. 
NOVEMBER, 1973/SPOHTS: With Sports Illustrated parody, Character Building 
Comics, Doc Feeney's Scrapbook of Sports Oddities, Specialty Sports Mag 
azines, 1976 Olympic Preview. Al "Tantrum" O'Neil's Temper Tips, and 
Bat Day.
DECEMBER, 1973/SELF-INDULGENCE: With the National Lampoon Building. 
Our Sunday Comics, iWe Magazine, An Anglo-Saxon Christmas, Practical Jokes 
for the Very Rich, How Ed Subitzky Spent His Summer, and Poonbeat. 
FEBRUARY 1974/STRANGE SEX: With National Lampool, First Lay Comics. 
Marilyn Monroe Calendar. Split Beaver Seclion, Sex Pornographicum. Terry 
Southern and William Burroughs.
MARCH, 1974/STUPID: With the Stupid Aptitude Test, Kancer Kare Kosmetics. 
The Stupid Group, and Stupid News & World Report.
APRIL, 1974/TRAVEL: With Gahan Wilson's Paranoid Abroad, Airline Magazine, 
Amish in Space, RMS 'Tyrannic' Brochure. 148 Countries You Can't Visit, and 
Welcome to Cheeseburg.
MAY, 1974/SOth ANNIVERSARY: With Son-o'-God Meets Zimmerman. New 
Bulgemobiles, Da Vinci's Notebook Vol. II. Another True Western Romance. 
Rodrigues' Handicapped Sports, and National Anthems Encores, 
JUNE, 1974/FOOD: With The Cooking of Provincial New Jersey, Weighty 
Waddlers Magazine, The Joys of Wife-Tasting, Digester's Reader, and A Brief 
Guide to America's Top New Eating Spots.
JULY, 1974/DESSERT: With Famine Circle Magazine. Gahan Wilson's Baby 
Food, Corporate Farmers' Almanac, Rodrigues' Gastronomique Comrque, and 
Guns and Sandwiches Magazine.
AUGUST, 1974/ISOLATIONISM AND TOOTH CARE: With Agnew's A Very Siz 
able Advance, Seed Magazine, Executive Deleted, Soul Drinks. Surprise Poster 
i/7, and True Menu,
SEPTEMBER, 1974/OLD AGE: With Unexciting Stories, Rodrigues' Senior Sex, 
Old Ladies' Home Journal, and Batfart Comics.
OCTOBER, 1974/PUBESCENCE: With VD Comics, Nancy Drew Meets Patty 
Hears!, Masturbation Funnies, and Tampon Period Piece.
NOVEMBER, 1974/CJVICS: With The Rockefeller Art Collection, Prison Farm, 
Constitutional Comics, and Watergate Down.
DECEMBER, 1974/THE JOY OF SECTS: With Good Friday the Rabbi Ate Pork. 
Protestant Section, The Catholic Sex Index, The Origins of Son-o'-God, and 
Stained Glass Windows.
JANUARY, 1975/NO ISSUE: With Negligent Mother Magazine, Bruce McCall's 
Zeppelin, First High Comics, Watergate Trivia Test, and Night of the Icetess 
Capades.
FEBRUARY, 197S/LOVE AND ROMANCE: With American Bride Magazine, Going 
Down and Getting Off with Brando. Historia de Amor, An Evening at Dingle- 
berries, and The St. Valentine's Day Massacre.

1
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FULL COLOR HAVE A BELT BUCKLE

TRANSFERS ANY 5 FOR for $.3.75
each. These bucKles III all i v, 

Buchles are a lull 2V." <

99C

o
,-^%

EXCLUSIVE!
SPECIAL NEVER BEFORE OFFERED FOR SALE 
From Europe comes the mosl incredible OFFICIAL 
GERMAN neii buckles also in silver and brass 
autlieniiQ replicas. Truly col I eel or's items, 

only 5.9B each *

PARKING METER 
For the John . . . Pay as you 
go! A hilarious conversation 
piece designed to provide an 
endless source of laughs for 
your family and friends. 
Works, looks and sounds like 
a street parking meter. Oper 
ates with or without coin- 
lean be used as a bank). When 
time expires . . . "TIME'S UP" 
sign will appear. Made of stur 
dy polypropylene with a pre 
cision steel timing mechan 
ism. Base is usable as a 
plumber's helper, 
JOHN PARKING METER #J-7 
$6.99, 2 for $12.00,

^H MeftEiii.'.

TALKING TOILET #J-6 
A surefire way to surprise 
your friends and family. 
Makes hours of conversation 
and fun. Imagine their 
surprise when your toilet 
suddenly starts talking. It 
takes only a slight pressure 
on the toilet seat. "Hey, I'm 
working down hero," and 
"Get a load of that" come 
over loud and clear. 
Uses a peniite battery 
(not included}. 
$6.99. 2 tot $13.50.

\\Hss

NOW SAY IT
ON A T-SHIRT...
IN COLOR! $7.99.

NOSTALGIA 
WATCHES

IncrediQIe ivalcties loi incredible 
people. RAYLEN ARTS now offers

Nostalgia watches with 2 year 
guarantees' Eyes actually shift bach 
and fonti 60 limes a mmulo. These 
watches will actually gain In value 

over Ihc years' Only 21.95 each
Pleasa order by number 

J-1 CHAPLIN J-5 W.C. FIELDS 
J-3 BOGART J-2 BETTV BOOP

CRAZY fuck ina are giant full color transfers 
that actually (uch right into your pants. You 
iron Lhem on as shown. 
TREAT FOR ONLY $1,90 each.

RAYLEN ARTS, DEPT. 10
P.O. Box 3591
Lantana, FLORIDA 33462

T-SHIRT Adult   Sm   Meo1   Lg
SIZE QTV PRICE

POSTERS AND.NOVELTIES

\JEMjf*

TOTAL ITEMS

POSTAGE

TOTAL

Q TV PRICE

Add $1.25 postage on all orders

Name

I
Address

City

State Zip
PLEASE PRINT
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It came over the radio just as I was 
about to sit down to write this edi 
torial. Just as I was about to explain 
the delicate eclectic process by which 
this issue, "Good-bye to All That," 
came into being, the news shattered 
my thoughts. I intended to clearly 
define the objectives of this theme, so 
you, the reader, could judge bow suc 
cessful or ambitious or accurate the 
result. Now I cannot. I am completely 
bewildered, between confusion and 
rage.

Somebody threw Amy Vanderbilt 
out the window!

Goddamnit, what in Christ's name 
is going on? The nation's foremost 
authority on manners, Amy Vander 
bilt, is tossed out a window. What the 
hell are we running here? Has the 
world gone mad? The only person in 
this whole incongruous country who 
ever made a lick of sense, and out 
the window she goes. What goes out 
the window next—our salad forks, 
along with our underwear? Whatever 
ephemeral balance between the past 
and the future I wished to declare 
with this magazine is totally lost to 
me. They flung Amy Vanderbilt out 
the window. "Good-bye to All That" 
no longer constructively matters; or 
perhaps matters so much I can no 
longer conceive it through this pres 
ent confoundment. She was chucked 
out the window with all the defer

ence attending a plateful of medieval 
table scraps!

My initial feeling was that of fury. 
Who would do such a thing? I first 
thought of small bands of snarling 
ruffians with scuffy shoes and shirt- 
tails out, guzzling cheap, immature 
wines from water goblets and pick 
ing the charred skin from broiled 
fowl out of their knotted hair. They 
leer and lurch uncontrollably as they 
ever so slowly and loudly stumble on, 
damning each other with the coarsest 
vulgarities parting the curtains of 
phlegm that drape their lips. But once 
before her home, their chaos dies, and 
they huddle together, hunching for 
ward with their hands thigh-pocket 
deep, holding and pinching their gen- 
italia in deranged delight, anticipat 
ing the fate of their foe; as if her death 
would elevate their ilk to respecta 
bility. They divide up their numbers, 
seeking to gain entrance while a 
diverting number nasally implore her 
advice from a high window, begging 
and beseeching her judgment to their 
baited problem; laying their trap as 
she generously obliges them with her 
attention. Then, bursting into whines 
and yells, they demand to know if 
it's alright to use a cheese knife when 
putting out your mother's eyes. It's 
too late for Amy Vanderbilt to retreat 
from their ruse. Grabbed from behind, 
she is dashed to her death. That's

what I had imagined. The police still 
don't know what really happened. I'm 
sure there are a lot of people who 
would like to put this ugly business 
behind them and get on with healing 
the wound this has caused our so 
ciety. We may never know who threw 
Amy Vanderbilt out the window; but 
perhaps, in a larger sense, we all 
threw Amy Vanderbilt out the win 
dow. We have that to reflect upon. 
What can we expect next? Must we 
be forced to put a twenty-four-hour 
guard around Emily Post?

Amy Vanderbilt, you have been 
thrown out the window from us, but 
what you have meant to us in the 
past, you will still mean to us now.

They may have thrown Amy Van 
derbilt out the window, but that 
doesn't mean we've thrown manners 
out the window.

—Brian McConnachie

Cover: One person for certain who 
didn't throw Amy Vanderbilt out the 
window was Mara McAfee. I can per 
sonally vouch for her. She was com 
pletely occupied painting all those 
wonderful pictures of Jackie. 
Plug: And yet another was Gahan 
Wilson, who was busy writing The 
Bang Bang Family (Scribner's, 
$5.95). It's for people from six to 
sixty, and also for people sixty-five to 
eighty-four.
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If you think there's 
a cassette or cartridge 
better than Columbia's

we'll buy it for you.
Just tiy a new Columbia tape. If you 
still like your old tape better, return the 
Columbia tape to us, and we'll send you 
the one you prefer. Free.

Our problem
Most people who buy recording tapes are pretty 
happy with what they're using. So it's hard for 
someone with a new tape—even someone with all 
the experience in music and electronics that 
Columbia has—to get people to try it. Regular 
advertising just won't work.

We realized we'd have to come up with a really 
unusual introductory offer. To really challenge 
people to try our new FAIL-SAFE cassettes and 
cartridges. To see that they really are better than 
other tapes.

Our offer
1. Buy a new Columbia cassette or cartridge 

in any length you like.
2. Try it out. Record on it. Compare it to the 

tape you've been using. TDK, Memorex, 
Scotch. Any iron oxide tape.

3. If you're happy with Columbia 
fine. You've bought yourself a great 
new tape. And we hope you'll keep 
buying Columbia.

4. But, if for any reason 
you're not satisfied with the 
Columbia tape, send it back 
to us. With your receipt, 
no more than 30 days after 
you bought it, and include a 
label from the tape you 
prefer. Your only cost is 
50$ for postage and 
handling.

5. We'll send you the tape 
you prefer. In the same length as 
the Columbia tape you returned.

Our experience
We don't think we're taking much of a chance with 
this offer. And we don't think we'll be sending out 
manyTDKs, Memorexes, or Scotches. Because while 
you may have never seen one of our blank tapes 
before, we're not exactly newcomers to the 
recording business.

We've made hundreds of millions of pre 
recorded tapes over the years. For our own record 
label, and even for a lot of our competitors. And 
through that experience we learned a lot about 
sound quality and product reliability that helped 

s develop the best blank tape for home
recording. With more highs and lows. 

Without fuzzing or blurring the sounds. 
Without jamming in any kind of tape deck in 

any kind of weather. And with unique features 
that make recording a pleasure. Like our 

ConvertaQuad cartridge that works automatically 
on stereo or 4-channel. And extra adhesive labels to 

retitle your tapes when you re-record. 1
Our challenge

If you think there's a tape that's better than ours, 
it's because you just haven't tried ours. Columbia 
Magnetics, CBS, Inc., 51W.52nd St., N.Y. 10019.

We want to change your mind
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Our specs improve your hearing.
No one who holds a deep and 
enduring interest in hi-fidelity 
would deny the value of equipment 
specifications.

Least of all a manufacturer.
Yet, unlike many of our 

Comrades~in-RMS, Sherwood 
believes that the numbers should 
explain why a receiver sounds 
good. Rather than try to convince 
you that it does.

As a result, the performance 
figures we post for our products 
are based on the most stringent 
laboratory tests. There is no 
coloring of the facts. And no 
misleading claims.

if anything, we tend to 
understate.

Should this seem naive 
in the bravado of today's 
commercial jungle, we need 
only offer in its defense 
one other factor:

The number of 'Best Buy' 
ratings traditionally awarded our 
products by independent consumer 
testing services.

That's significanttestimony to 
the merits of striving always to offer 
the highest performance-per- 
dollar ratio in the industry. And it 
proves something else,

Ears are not the only instrument 
needed to produce the finest audio 
equipment.

It also takes vision. 
Model S7110. Specifications: 
Minimum RMS power output at 
0.9% Total Harmonic Distortion, 
both channels driven: 17 watts per 
channel @ 8 ohms, 40-20,000 Hz.

Direct-coupled amplifier yields 
power bandwidth of 9-50 KHz. 
Integrated circuitry, FET circuitry. 
2.OuVFM Sensitivity. 
Solid-state Ceramic FM IFfilters. 
Walnut-grain case included. 
Price: $239.95

Sherwood Electronic Laboratories 
4300 N. California Ave. 
Chicago, Illinois 60618

Sherwood
The word is getting around.
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America Caught in Full Nelson
THE FUTURE LOOKS ROCKY!

HOW ABOUT A TWO- 
YEAR LEASE WITH AN 
OPTION TO RENEW IN
1976 FOR AtJo-mec
FOUR?

FORD LAYS OFF EIGHT MILLION
DUH, 5OKBY, FOLKS, 

BUT YOU KNOW HOW IT 
IS. COME AROUND NEJfT

WLLANDMAYBe 
WE'U WAVE SOMEHUMG.
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WHOLE MIRTH 
CATALOGUE

access to yocks

THE BEST OF NATIONAL LAMPOON, 
NO. 4 (B01006) 1974; 176 pp. S2.50

THE NATIONAL LAMPOON
1964 HIGH SCHOOL YEARBOOK PARODY
(B01007) $2.50

THE NATIONAL LAMPOON 
COMIC ANTHOLOGY 
(B01008) $2.50

National Lampoon Poitars

National Lampoon 
MODS Gorilla T-shirt 

(TS1019) 53.95

DETERIOPATA
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I AM THE QUEEN OF ENGLAND 
(P1006) $1.50

DETERIORATA (from flfld*o Dinner, 
the National Lampoon 
comedy album) (P1005) $1

All Mi Material! InMitt IHuMralvd!

(he

I-!tic>cl<ipedia of I liinmr

THE NATIONAL LAMPOON 
6NCYCLOPEDIA OF HUMOR 
S!°,]S£J! H a rd cover edition, $7.95 
(BOlOOSt Soil cover edition, $2.50

THE BEST OF NATIONAL LAMPOON, 
NO. 3 (B01003) 1973; 192 pp. $2.50

National Lampoon Radio Hour 
"Don't Touch that Dial" T-shirt 

(TS1020) $3.95

National Lampoon Binder (B1014)
$3.85 each, $7.10
for (wo, S9.90 for three.
National Lampoon Binder with all 12
Issues from 1974 (B1013) $10.95 each.

Use this coupon for your order

Indicate the Whole Mirth products you would like, enclose check or 
money order, place In envelope and iend to:

National Lampoon, Dipt. NL375 
635 Madison A**,, New York, N.Y. 10022

(B01003) (B01005) (B01006) (B01007) (B01D08) J2.50 each
(B01004) J7.95 each
(P1005J S) sach (PI006) $1.50 each
(TS1019) ia.gs each. Circle: small, medium, large
(TS1020) J3.95 each. Circle: small, medium, large
(B1013) 110.95 each
(B1014) 13.65 each, S7.10 for two, Sfl.OO for three
(PluaBB enclose 504 for postage and handling.)
Naw York State residents add 6% tax
New York City residents add 8% tax

I have enclosed total of $.
(New York Cily and New York State residents, pteaae add applicable 
sales taxes.)

Name_________________________.—————————
(please print)

Address.

Cliy, State. -Zlp-
(plaase be sure that your zip codo is correct)
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continued

In recent months, there has been a dramatic increase in the amount of doomsday speculation in the media, 
possibly as a result of the overwhelming sense of national depression caused by the war in Indochina, Watergate, 
and the deepening recession. We wish that we could dispel the sense of despair with some good news, but, alas, 
the Gloomy Guses are probably right. Due to the very high likelihood of the simultaneous appearance of a 
number of recurrent cyclical phenomena, it is now nearly certain that the world is headed for a genuine disaster, 
not in the hazy future of the twenty-first century, but in a mere handful of years. The following chart speaks 
for itself.

Jupiter effect1

Peak sunspot activity

Seventeen-year locusts—periods of maximum crop damage

Business cycle—recessions

Asian Flu outbreaks—appearance of new viral strains

World drought cycle—periods of minimum rainfall

Anchovy catch—years of reduced tonnage'

Appearance of Red Tide in Fisheries3

Gypsy moth infestation 4

Australian mouse plague outbreaks4

Appalachian squirrel irruptions*

Peruvian ant irruptions*

Tanzanian armyworm outbreaks4

Saddle prominent caterpillar infestations'

Tunisian eel worm infestations'

Crown of thorns starfish infestations1

1 The alignment of Jupiter and Saturn with the Earth and 
the Sun—an astronomical event that takes place every 100- 
odd years—is expected to have a dramatic effect on earth 
tides, especially since it coincides with a year of peak sunspot 
activity. The combined effects of the gravitational influences 
of Saturn, Jupiter, and the Sun (which together account 
for all but a fraction of the total mass in the solar system) 
and the passage by the earth of large amounts of expelled 
solar matter may have the effect of robbing the earth of 
some of its angular momentum, slightly slowing its spin 
and vastly increasing the possibility of extremely severe 
earthquakes as the earth's crust absorbs the effect of the 
gravitational perturbations.
Computer ntatistkal prediction chart by C. Cert. Institoojt Zeejenliviken. 
s'Gravenhaaue, Netherlands, Omissions o/ some cycle occurrence entries 
indicate insufficient data.

2 Anchovies caught off the coast of Peru account for 22 
percent of all the fish caught throughout the world. The 
fish meal made from the anchovies is an essential feed en- 
richer for poultry and livestock. Slight changes in the 
coastal currents, which Occur roughly every eight years, 
cause dramatic reductions in the anchovy population.
3 A form of highly toxic, fast-breeding, reddish-hued algae 
which destroys marine life in areas it infests.

4 Multiplication of these creatures leads to extensive crop 
damage in affected regions.

5 Infestation of coral reefs, particularly the Australian Great 
Barrier Reef, by starfish lead to their progressive destruc 
tion and the consequent collapse of the essential ecosystem 
dependent on the coral structures.

Amid calls for a new inquiry into the 
assassination of Senator Robert F. 
Kennedy—primarily as the result of 
an article in Harper's Magazine 
which detailed conflicting eyewitness 
testimony on Sirhan Sirhan's activi 
ties and presented ballistic evidence 
that strongly suggested a second gun 
—longtime Nixon supporter Rabbi 
Baruch Korff has demanded the re 
opening of the House impeachment 
hearings on the basis of unspecified 
new evidence he insists points to 
the presence of a second President in 
the White House during the months 
of 1973 and 1974, when the cover-up 
was developed and put into effect.

•According to Korff, Nixon's con 
stant insistence that his remarks and 
tatements were misquoted and dis 

torted and his failure to recollect key

incriminating conversations held in 
his office reflect not the former Pres 
ident's duplicity, but rather the ex 
istence of a clever double who took 
advantage of his many long absences 
on peacemaking journeys abroad and 
his habit of making spur-of-the-mo- 
ment trips to Camp David and his 
winter homes to slip into the Oval 
Office and wreak havoc. Korff also 
made reference to a "second smoking 
gun tape" which he claims will clear 
Nixon of any wrongdoing and said, 
"In the confusion of those hectic 
weeks in the White House, how any 
one could claim to be sure beyond a 
reasonable doubt that Nixon did this 
or Nixon did that is beyond me. Even 
his oldest friends said he didn't look 
like his old self in those terrible days. 
I rest my case."

According to sources in the State De 
partment, the original decision to 
mount the extensive program of do 
mestic surveillance carried on by the 
Central Intelligence Agency during 
the last decade was based on the seri 
ous concern of a number of senior 
CIA officials aloout the activities of an 
extremely widely based and poten 
tially disruptive radical group oper 
ating within the country. Variously 
called "Americans," "the people of the 
United States," and "U.S. citizens," 
the'members of this organization, who 
were believed to number in the tens 
of millions divided among fifty-odd 
"states," "counties," and "townships" 
(a hierarchical structure reminiscent 
of the Communist cell system), had at 
tempted to take over the government 
three times in recent years—in 1964,

continuedCopyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



OUTSTANDING BOOK BARGAINS
135388. THE FORBIDDEN EROTICA OF THOMAS 
ROWLANDSON 1756-1927. Inlro. by K. von Meier. 
69 drawings, 70 in Full Color, Rowlandson's vital, 
immense affirmation of life is revealed in this 
superb collection of wenches, bawds, gamesters, 
revelers, military men, politicians and other pub 
lic figures enjoying each other's physical attri 
butes. For sole to Adults Over 1\ Only. 
Pub. at $22.50 Only 59.86

Pub. al $5.95 Only £2.98 
138731. MASOCHISM: 
An Interpretation of 
Coldneaa and Cruelly.
By G. Deleuze. Conclu 
sive and explicit study 
of the subtle and com 
plex question of maso 
chism — sexual pleas 
ure derived from pain, 
suffering, and humilia 
tion. Incl. the complete 
and unexpurgated nov 
el Venus in Fura by the 
master of eroticism. 
Leopold von Sacher- 
Mauoch, 
Pub. at $6.95 Only $2.98

163489. THE COMPLEAT LOVEB. By D. and J. 
Parkers, authors of The Compleat Astrologer,
Over 150 illus., many in Full Color. Provocative 
richly illus. vol. examining the many faces of 
love from Adam and Eve through today's new, 
uninhibited sexual freedom. Explores Falling in 
Love, Courting, Making Love, A Lifetime of Lov 
ing — each section profusely illus. Incl. poetry, 
great love slories of the world, original love 
games, quizzes, more. 9" x 11%" 
Pub. at $15.95 Only $5.98

1432S3. BUST-UP. The 
Uplifting Tale of Olio 
Titiling and the Devel 
opment of the Bra. By
W. Reyburn. With 57 
Photos and Drawings. 
The story of Ihe inven 
tor of !he brassiere as 
we know it today. A 
nostalgic look at the de 
velopments m women's 
undergarments in this 
century with many lilil- 
lating anecdotes along 
the way. 
Pub. at 52-45 Only $1.00

026794. PICTORIAL GUIDE TO SEXUAL INTER 
COURSE in full color. Europe's most beautiful, 
best-selling sex manual now available wilh over 
200 full color, full page photos of a man and 
woman engaged in a variety of sexual inter 
course positions, each shown in an individual 
photo accompanied by sophisticated informative 
text translated into English. For sale to adults 
over 21 only. Soitbound. 
Pub. at $12.98 Only 54.88

127474. THE SEX BOOK; A Modern Pictorial En- 
cyclopedia. By M. Goldstein, M.D., & E. J. 
Haeberle, Ph.D. 220 photos. Complete lexicon of 
sexual activity with artistic but informative close- 
ups of people in the nude performing sex acts of 
every kind — foreplay, self-stimulation, Inter 
course, etc. — with explanations in today's lan- 
?uage. For sale to adults over 21 only, 

ub. at $9.95 Only 55.95

144387. EROTIC ILLUSTRATIONS. Compiled by 
G. Grimley. More than 240 samples, many by dis 
tinguished artists, covering 300 years, from the 
17tn century to the present, depicting hetero- and 
homosexual sex, sadomasochism, castration, me 
nage a trois, and more. 8" x 10". 
Orig. Pub. at 515.00. New Complete ed. Only $9.98

138326. MAGGIE D.: A Sexual History. By A.
Kennedy. Penetrating, erotic and revealing novel
of the sexual development of a 36 year old woman
— from puberty to her "walking in" on friends,
her early sexual experiences and an unhappy
affair.
Pub. at $8.95 Only $1.98

142430. BLACK PLAYERS) The Secret World of 
Black Pimps. By C. and R. Milner. A quids to the 
fascinating, success-oriented, drug-laden, pro 
miscuous world of the Black pimp and his staple. 
Incl. glossary of the precise language of Ihe pimp 
and his woman. 
Pub. at 57.95 Only 51.98

123788. THE GENTLE 
MAN'S ALPHABET 
BOOK. By H. Kornberg 
& D. Hall. X-rated al 
phabet book for those 
not too young, an orot-' 
ic fantasy from Aphrodi- 
•iac, Bestiality, through 
Zoophilia — with 26 hi 
lariously explicit draw 
ings and limericks to 
match. HVa"x8y«". For 
sale to adults over 21 
only.

12193X. PAULINE'S: Memoirs of the Madam on 
Clay Street. By Pauline Tabor. 30 illus. The orig 
inal, uncensored, bestseller account of Ihe bawdy 
house operator whose plush bordellos flourished 
in Bowling Green, Louisville, and Indiana. Frank 
ly tells ol her four decades as a "merchandiser 
Of sex." Full of ribald humor. BW x ll'A". 
Pub. at $9.95 Only $1.98

006723. THE PHOTOGRAPHIC MANUAL OF SEX 
UAL INTERCOURSE. Intro. by Dr. Albert Ellis. By 
L. R. O'Conner. A major breakthrough in sex ed- 
u cation I Unlocks the treasures of sexual pleasure 
with aid ol over ISO actual photos in full color 
and monochrome of a married couple engaged in 
sexual intercourse positions and extraordinary 
detailed text. The most sophisticated, modern and 
up-to-date marriage manual ever written. For 
sale to adults over ill only. Softbound. 
Pub. at $12.98 Only $5.88

141337. THE GOLDEN BOOK OF LOVE: A Study 
of Human Sexual Proficiency. By Dr. Joseph 
Weckerle. 630 Unrestricted Illus. 600 non-duplicat 
ing coital postures, carefully detailed, numbered 
and named emphasizing the fact that variety in 
love-malting assures harmony and happiness. 
Pub. at $15.00 Only $7.98

142597. MINES DE3 COURTESANS: Dialogues of 
the Courtesans. 11 Stunning Degas Reproduc 
tions. Fascinating, fun-filled dialogues, trans 
lated into French and English, ol comic conversa 
tions between Courtesans and their clients in 
Ancient Greece — where prostitution was a re 
ligious practice, street-walkers were respected, 
and limits were Eel on their earnings. 9Vi" x 9¥*". 
Boxed. 
Pub. at $12.50 Only $5.98

125226. HOW TO FIND 
AND FASCINATE A 
MISTBESS. By W. Har 
vey. Roalisfic approach 
on how to find the wom 
an who is looking for 
you and how to keep 
her sexually satisfied 
once you have found 
her. 
Pub. at $5.00 Only $1.98

10718X. KAMA KALA. 
(The Ail of Love). Ed.
by M. Ft. Anand. 85 
Extraordinary illus. 16 
hand-tipped, 3 in Full 
Color plus 2 fold-outs. 
Hindu erotic sculpture 
was a deeply-felt to the 
life-force represented in 
human sexuality, every 
aspect of which is re 
vealed in this fantastic 
volume of explicit pic 
tures and lively text. 
13Va"xlO". 
Pub. at J28.00

Only $19.95

145S02. THE COMPLETE IMMORTALIA. Ed. by
Harold H. Hart. Drawings by Lindi, An especially 
choice compendium of the bawdy. Ribald and 
outrageously funny, these folk songs, sea chan 
ties, college songs and night club ditties have 
been sung !or generations and there is nothing 
suggestive about them. Melodies in musical nota 
tion and guitar chords are included. For sale to 
adults over 21 only. 
Pub. at $12.50 New, complete ed. Only $3.98

135396. Peter Fendii 40 EROTIC AQUARELLES.
Intro. by K. Merken. "10 Full Color Illus. Collection 
of the humorous, yet sensitive erotic art ol the 
Vienna Court portrait artist which was carefully 
hidden by a distinguished collector until the

fublication of this exquisite volume. 9" x 12". For 
ale to Adults Over 21 Only. 

Pub. at $14.95 Only $7.88

144417. ADOLESCENT 
SEXUALITY IN CON 
TEMPORARY AMERICA:
Personal Values and 
Sexual Behavior Ag«s 
Thirteen to Nineteen. By 
R. C. Sorensen. Hun 
dreds of statistical 
tables. For the first time 
in America, a Ihorough, 
detailed study of the 
mysterious world of ad 
olescent sexuality, incl. 
sexual roles, masturba 
tion, significance of first 
sexual intercourse, birth 
control, adolescent ho 
mosexuality, attitudes, 
parental relationships, 
marijuana, much more. 
Pub. at $20.00

Only 51.98

144352. THE PIN-UP: A MODEST HISTORY. By
Mark Gabor. Hundreds of revealing photos, S3
full-color plates. Erotic and tantalizing look into
the fantasy world of pin-ups, incl. homosexuality,
bondage, nudity, fetishes, girlie magazines, sex
goddesses and gods of the silver screen, lots
more.
Orig. Pub. at $20.00. New complete ed. Only $7.98

KOI216. The French Picture Book of Sexual Love: 
L'AMOUR. France's magnificent portrayal of the 
varied positions of sexual love with 70 full pages, 
full-color graceful action photos of an extraordi 
narily handsome couple specially posed in tho 
nude by one of France's most imaginative pho 
tographers, Piero Rinaldi. with poetic text by 
Colin Wilson. For sale to adults over 21 only.

Only 55.88

13537X. THE KAMA SU 
TRA. Photo illustrated, 
42 Photos. Classic, 
world-famous Eastern 
guide to sexual love- 
making, fully illustrated 
with lovely, sensitive, 
full-page photos of a 
beautiful young couple 
demonstrating the many 
positions described. For 
sale to adulti over 21 
only. Pub. at $25.00

Only 19.98

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

Only 510.95
MAIL THI3COUPQH TODAYII

21ST CENTURY BOOKS, Dept. NL-375 
635 Madison Av»., New York, N.Y. 10022
Please sand me the book and record bargains 
circled below. MINIMUM ORDER $3. 
On orders totalling $3 to 510, add 60« per title 
for shipping charges.
On orders over 510, no charge for shipping. 
Add 60s par title for deliveries outside conti 
nental U.S.
Enclosed find 5————————. Send checlt or 
money order only. Payable to 21st Century 
Books.
Sales Tax: For delivery in N.Y.C., add 8%. 
For delivery elsewhere in New York State, 
add 6%.
135388 144387 141337 144417 
139731 145502 10718X 144352 
163489 142430 142597 K01216 
125226 123789 143283 13537X 
028794 12193X 135396 105500 

006723 138328 127474 
Name——————————————————————————
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in 1968, and in 1972. Although they 
failed, their vast strength nationwide 
apparently impressed the CIA enough 
to make it feel entitled to ignore the 
provisions of its charter forbidding 
any operations at home. As one re 
cently retired CIA section chief said, 
"These are very radical people. Their 
political beliefs are embodied in a so- 
called 'Declaration of Independence,* 
which is little more than a blueprint 
for the violent overthrow of estab 
lished governments, and a 'constitu 
tion* which calls for a hippie-type 
'pursuit of happiness' and right there 
in black and white permits just about 
every kind of free activity except 
maybe free love." Evidence gathered 
by the agency indicated that the 
group was sure enough of its own 
power and large-scale public support 
to operate openly. "These Americans 
or what have you would go through 
all kinds of rituals associated with 
their left-wing beliefs right out in the 
open, even in schools," he continued, 
"salutes to a flag that symbolizes rev 
olution, singing of inflammatory 
songs about liberty, membership in 
youth groups that supposedly taught 
children woodcraft but actually filled 
their heads with communistical no 
tions of equality—it's a regular move 
ment. Don't kid yourself," he con 
cluded, "we could have another Chile 
right here."

There have been persistent reports, 
as yet unconfirmed, that the Ford Ad 
ministration has become so disen 
chanted with the domination of the 
United Nations by the numerical ma 
jority of Third World countries in the 
General Assembly that it may sup 
port a move by western industrial na 
tions to found a competing inter 
national organization. Tentatively 
called the World Nations, the new 
supranational group would use prom 
ises of a lush new headquarters in 
Honolulu and eight-rfigure long-term 
development loans to try to persuade 
key countries to bolt the U.N. and 
join the new league of nations. Thus 
far, the W.N. is said to have "firm 
commitments" from more than twen 
ty states, including nearly a dozen top 
G.N.P. performers, and hopes to have 
over fifty signatures On its charter by 
fall.

President Ford is reportedly consid 
ering the appointment of several more 
blue-ribbon commissions similar to 
the CIA domestic surveillance inves 
tigative panel headed by Vice-Presi- 
dent Rockefeller. According to White 
House sources, Ford is so pleased by 
the effectiveness of his first blue-rib 
bon committee (whose members in 
clude Ronald Reagan, C. Douglas

Dillon, and former Army Chief of 
Staff General Lemnitzer) that he 
plans to name Carmine DeSapio, Al 
bert Gallo, Mickey Cohen, and Meyer 
Lansky to a second panel for the in 
vestigation of organized crime. Glenn 
W. Turner, Robert Vesco, and Ber 
nard Cornfeld are also thought to be 
under consideration for appointment 
to a third panel which will look into 
fraudulent franchising pyramids, 
while William Shockley, Louise Day 
Hicks, and Philadelphia Mayor 
Frank Rizzo may lead a probe of rac 
ism in the U.S. public school system.

Following the bizarre incident on 
Christmas Day in which Marshall 
Fields, an emotionally disturbed 
youth from Maryland, crashed 
through the gates of the White House 
and stood near the building's portico, 
threatening to blow himself up with 
what later turned out to be harmless 
highway flares, we have learned that 
in a strikingly similar demonstration 
of the very poor precautions which 
have been taken to protect the Exec 
utive Mansion from unbalanced inter 
lopers, a mentally deficient Michigan 
man named Gerald Ford apparently 
managed to gain entry to the White 
House on August 8, 1974, and, ac 
cording to published reports, is still 
holed up somewhere inside. O

Horseshit Magazine, America's great under 
ground bestseller. Why haven't you seen 
Horseshit Magazine? Because you live in 
a censor-ridden country, that's why. Horse 
shit is banned from every library and every 
college campus in America. They want 
bland, inoffensive, dull 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 with blood on its flits. 
Horseshit hammers the military, it's rough 
on religion, cruel to women, it mocks the 
government, and revets in sex. Adult sex, 
laughing sex, real man and woman sex. 
Horseshit is a professional magazine, a big 
magazine with the most beautiful artwork 
in til a world. Fantastic drawings, too 
graphic for other publications. Make us 
prove it!

ALL FOUR ISSUES FOR $10 
*"'» Free Cifl Book

in fo. (5 MAHEO IN f LAM SEALED ENVELOPES.
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EQUIPJE PRODUCTS
BOX 361-B MRMOSA BEACH, CAl. 90254

Contraceptives 
for the 
Sensuous Man

Times have changed. Today a man just doesn't 
have to Colerate a sensation-deadening condom 
when he wants protection. Because now there are 
gossomer-thin. supremely sensitive condoms that 

have been designed for sexual pleasure, while still providing the most reliable 
protection of any non-prescription birth control method.

And now you can buy these sensuous condoms without embarrassment.. .by 
ordering them through the privacy of the mail from Population Planning Associates. 

Our illustrated brochure describes the wide selection of condoms we offer... 
such as the popular Trojan...the extra-thin Jade ....the pre-shaped Conture... 
the super-sensitive Naturatamb, made of natural animal membrane. And many more. 
All of them are electronically tested and meet strict government standards.

MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE
Discover our remarkable condoms for yourself... by ordering one of our sampler 

packs today. We'll also include our brochure free with your order. Or send 255 for 
the brochure alone. All orders are shipped the same day received, and sent in a plain 
package 10 insure your privacy. Satisfaction is guaranteed, or simply return the 
unused portion of your order for a full refund.

Population Planning Associates, 105 North Columbia. Depl NL4-2 Chapel Hill, N.C. 27514

Population Planning Associates. 105 North Columbia, Dept NLJ+-2 Chapel Hill, N.C. 27514

Please rush the following in plain 
package:
D Sampler containing 12 assorted con 
doms (four different brands) plus 
illustrated brochure, just S.I. 
D Deluxe sampler containing 22 assorted 
condoms tcight different brands) 
plus illustrated brochure, just 16.

  D Illustrated brochure only, just 25*.

Name (ple.ise print]

Address

City

State Zip
1 enclose payment in full under your 

money-back guarantee.
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A NEW WEEKLY RADIO HOUR

Mary Travers made a lot of friends traveling 
around the country as part of Peter, Paul & 
Mary. She also learned a lot about music 
and musicians. On Mary Travers & Friend, 
she takes you along to meet the people who 
make your music.

One of Mary's first shows features Bob 
Dylan in his only major radio appearance 
in over ten years. Mary talks with Bob about 
his musical roots as well as his feelings 
about today's music. Whenever Bob raises 
a musical point, Mary plays some appro 
priate recorded music. You'll be surprised 
at some of the far-out things that get played. 
On each show Mary gets it on just the same 
with the stars you see pictured here   plus 
many more.

Listen each week for Mary Travers & Friend 
on these top stations. (Check your local 
paper to find out when to listen.)

WQ1V-FM (NEW YORK). KNX-FM (LOS ANGELES), WSDM-FM (CHICAGO), 
WIOQ-FM (PHILADELPHIA). WYDD-FM (PITTSBURGH), KADI-FM (ST. LOUIS), 
KLOL-FM (HOUSTON), WNAP-FM (INDIANAPOLIS), WKTK-FM (BALTI 
MORE), WRKR-FM (MILWAUKEE), WOSR-FM (TAMPA/ST. PETERSBURG), 
KUDL-FM (KANSAS CITY), KVAN (PORTLAND), KFML-FM (DENVER), WHPL 
(CHARLOTTE). WCOL-FM (COLUMBUS, OHIO), WLRS-FM (LOUISVILLE), 
XHIS (SAN DIEGO), WROR-FM (GREENVILLE/SPARTAN6URG/ASHV1LLE), 
WAMX-FM (HUNTINGTON/CHARLESTON), WQBK-FM (ALBANY/SCHENEC- 
TADY/TROY), WERC-FM (BIRMINGHAM), WILK (WILKES-BARRE/SCRAN- 
TON), WGOE (RICHMOND), KEYN-FM (WICHITA), WOUR-FM (SYRACUSE), 
WIOT-FM (TOLEDO), WDBS-FM (RALEIGH/DURHAM). KIIK-FM (DAVEN 
PORT/ROCK ISLAND/QUAD CITY), KRST-FM (ALBUQUERQUE, NEW MEX 
ICO), KREM-FM (SPOKANE, WASHINGTON), KRMH-FM (AUSTIN, TEXAS), 
WMDI-FM (ERIE, PENNSYLVANIA), WBEU-FM (BEAUFORT, SOUTH CARO 
LINA), WBDY (BLUEFtELD, VIRGINIA), CJFM-FM (MONTREAL). WBAB-FM 
(LONG ISLAND). WOUR-FM (SYRACUSE/UTICA, N.Y.), WINE (DANBURY. 
CONN.), WRCN-FM (RIVERHEAD, N.Y.), WRAI-FM (SAN JUAN, PUERTO 
RICO), WHMQ-FM (FINDLAY, OHIO), WAMX-FM (ASHLAND. KY./HUNTING- 
TON, W. VA-), KEYN-FM (WICHITA, KANSAS), WBML (MACON, GEORGIA), 
KBCR-FM (STEAMBOAT SPRINGS, COLO.), KKXL-FM (GRAND FORKS, S.D.).

brought to you by

PIONEER
when you want something better

and
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Dear Debby: For my entire adult life, 
I have been one of those live-and- 
let-live people. I have always made a 
sincere effort to look at things from 
the other guy's point of view. I know 
it takes all kinds to make a world, 
but I have been shocked beyond even 
my tolerance. It happened last week 
at a funeral of a neighbor. The de 
ceased was an elderly gentleman who 
passed on in his sleep. Attending the 
wake was my next door neighbor and 
ex-friend. She asked me why I didn't 
bring my children. I told her that I 
didn't think it was fitting to bring 
children five, six, and eight to a func 
tion of this sort, especially since they 
had never met the man. She acted 
quite surprised and called me "old- 
fashioned," and kept asking me, 
"What are you afraid of?" I didn't 
much consider the matter and moved 
on to express my sympathy to the 
grieving family. I failed to notice when 
she left. I stayed on a half-hour longer 
before leaving myself. When I arrived 
home, I learned from my husband that 
my neighbor had been there and had 
asked to take our three children "out 
for a stroll." The rest I learned from 
a witness. She brought my children 
back to the funeral home and ushered 
them, one by one, up to the open 
coffin. She had them hold the de 
ceased's hand, and slip their hands in 
side his shirt in order to feel the cold 
ness of the flesh. All this while she's 
telling them that we're all going to 
wind up like this, even their mommy 
and daddy. It's nothing to be afraid 
of and that they had better learn to 
accept death realistically. Then she 
had them kiss the man on the lips as 
a fitting good-bye before his body is 
destroyed by insects and decay.

My children are visibly and emo 
tionally disturbed from this experi 
ence. My two oldest will not leave 
their rooms, and my youngest keeps 
asking us how soon will "Mommy and 
Daddy go into the box forever." I 
can't in my wildest imagination con 
ceive of the unthoughtful, meddling

nerve of this woman. I shake with 
rage every time I think about it. I 
can't believe this has happened. I 
just don't know what I can do.

Martha Haggney 
New Orleans, La.

How very distressing.

Dear Debby: Please to excuse not 
good English in talking note for won 
derful lady people tell can help. I and 
whole family travel much to America 
for good work and bring up children. 
Sell house and land and leave much 
good things. But not sorry happy to 
America tomorrow. We come on plane 
to airport of American President 
Kennedy and man in uniform help 
carry things to yellow taxicar. We 
want first visit Patricio. We tell him 
we come. We go from airport to res 
taurant of Patricio work in city. 
When we there taxicar stop and taxi 
man begin to shout. Very anger to us. 
He say we give him more money and 
more money. We have all our money 
$2,300 and he make us give him and 
give him $1,046. Then he push us on 
the ground and drive away with all 
things. We no what to come and go in 
restaurant find Patricio but man tell 
Patricio no work there. He bring us 
big food more and more. Very good. 
After he bring us bill for food. We 
think he give away food. Bill $34.52 
but he make us pay $800. Then push 
us out door. What do? No Patricio. 
No clothes and things. Momma and 
some cry wet. But then a nun come by 
and talk us. We tell nun happened. 
She smile understand tell us to come. 
She bring us to building and give us 
beds and wash up. Many water show 
ers and all us go wash. When we come 
out nun steal clothes and now have 
nothing. Is America very bad place? 
Please help we in rags and no have 
home. Leave country. Please help.

Justo Guiterias 
New York City

Whatever it is you're saying, I'm sure 
it's perfectly awful and you have my 
deepest sympathy.

Dear Debby: I was divorced five 
years ago and was awarded custody 
of our two children. I won't go into 
the difficulty of finding a man who is 
willing to marry a woman with chil 
dren, but in my case, the prospect was 
made even more remote by the fact 
that one of my children is autistic. 
But I did find a man. A wonderful, 
generous, and understanding man 
who loved both my children as if they 
were his own. We were married a year 
ago and we live in a comfortable sub 
urb outside of St. Louis. Since we've 
been here, my new husband has been 
devoted to my less fortunate son. But 
what has been bothering me are his 
methods. He is determined to treat 
the child as a perfectly normal human 
being. Though in no way do I doubt 
his love for Steven, his determination 
to make my son "like everybody else" 
is causing a good deal of anguish. All 
of the doctors who have seen the 
child were in agreement about the ex 
tent of the handicap; the child is un 
able to pronounce many words and is 
not coordinated enough to feed or 
dress himself. Yet my husband re 
fuses to allow anyone to assist. While 
he thinks he's being encouraging and 
helpful, to an outsider, his actions 
could only appear downright cruel. 
Since no one is permitted to help 
dress Steven, he'll often come to 
breakfast dressed in the sheets he 
slept in and then suffer further by 
only being able to down a few mouth- 
fuls of cereal. Without a straw, li 
quids are impossible.

I have spoken to my husband about 
it but he insists what he is doing is 
right. I am terribly afraid that all this 
is only going to further retard the 
child. I truly don't know what I can 
do, but unless something is done 
soon, the damage done might be ir 
reversible. What do you suggest?

Troubled Mother 
Fairfield, Mo.

Life certainly isn't a bowl of cherries 
for you, is it?

Confidential to Can't Take Anymore: 
It's a wonder you've taken all that 
you have. I can imagine how sad it 
all must make you.

Is something troubling you? Then 
don't hesitate to "Tell Debby" in care 
of this magazine. Q
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And Mow...

Starring (to name a few)

AMERICA- JAMESTAYLOB • MARIA 
MULDAUR-RANDY NEWMAN-ARLO 
GUTKRIE-WET WILLIE-BONNIE MITT 
JESSECOLIN YOUNG-JIMMY CLIFF 
ELVIN BISHOP LITTLE FEAT many others

This brand new, full stereo, two-record-set costs wly $2. 
Deep Ear is being put out by normally profit-greedy Warner 
Bros. Records. No profits on this one, though. Over 25 tfif- 
fepent record stars are making no money on this album. 
Neither is the record company. 
The catch, you see, is that once you sample these tracks- 
like America's "Tin Man"-you'll lust for the full-ticket 
retail albums whence these songs come. 
Waraers certainly hopes so. If not, for two bucks, you've 
got DEEP EAR, the hottest record bargain ever.

L

By mil! order only, to
DEEP EAR, P.O. Box 6868, Burbank, Ca. 91510.
Here's two dollar bills, or tbe equivalent. Send me DEEP EAR.

Name 

Address

City StileZip 
Available In U.S. and Canada ealy. Allow jix weeks for delivery.

• The Carioto family of Pittsburgh, 
Pennsylvania, appealed to their zon 
ing board to stop the building of a 
crematorium in their neighborhood, 
only twenty-five feet from their 
kitchen window. They live across 
the street from a graveyard, next 
door to a monument workshop, and 
down the street from another head 
stone dealer. The builder of the 
crematorium asked for the site be 
cause "the neighborhood is geared 
for death and no one would ever 
notice," said Delores Carioto. But 
the Cariotos drew the line at this 
addition.

Mr. Carioto told the zoning board 
that the prospect of a human in 
cinerator next door had changed the 
lives of his family and had affected 
his seven-year-old child. Life in a 
neighborhood that is 90 percent a 
graveyard may be unusual, but Ca 
rioto said, "We are the only family 
in the area that has to socially ad 
just to a crematorium."

He added that the crematorium 
will depreciate his property. Mrs. 
Carioto's kitchen window faces the 
crematorium site and she said she is 
sometimes unable to complete the 
preparation of a meal.

"If someone says something like, 
'You burned the chicken,' I fall 
apart. The children's friends will 
say something like, "What did you 
do with this meal, cremate it?' and 
we push our plates away. I just can't 
take the jokes."

Her daughter's bedroom window 
faces the smokestack of the crema 
torium and Mrs. Carioto claims that 
the child is having nightmares. Chi 
cago Sun Times (G. Christensen)

• Flagpole sitter Rick Weeks of Au 
gusta, Georgia, has come down to 
earth after setting a new world rec 
ord of 273 days. The forty-three- 
year-old disc jockey sat atop his thir

ty-five foot flagpole and survived a 
tornado, the marriage of one daugh 
ter, and the suicide of a second 
daughter, Terrie Rebecca, sixteen. 
Weeks was deeply affected by his 
daughter's death, caused by a self- 
inflicted gunshot wound, but did not 
come down from the flagpole be 
cause he felt he "couldn't do any 
good when she was dead."

"It's been a long nine months," 
his wife said of the publicity stunt 
for a shopping mall. "I'm glad it's 
over."

Bands played when a crane re 
moved Week's 5,000-pound camper 
from atop the pole. His first words 
were that he wanted a vacation, "to 
learn how to live in a house again." 
Portland Press Herald (S. Padawer)

• The town of King's Lynn, on the 
east coast of England, was hit by a 
surprise snowstorm. But on closer 
inspection the white flakes bore a 
striking resemblance to instant 
mashed potatoes. It turned out that 
they actually were instant mashed 
potatoes, with the flakes covering 
gardens, cars, windows, even turning 
black cats white.

The cause of the potato flake 
storm was a malfunctioning machine 
in a local food factory. Instead of 
pouring a mashed potato mixture 
into little bags, the machine was 
discharging the substance into the 
air. The potato flakes then soared 
up into the clouds and were precipi 
tated over a wide area when it 
rained. Montreal Star (A. Grant)

• A supply of raw rum tainted with 
insecticide was responsible for kill 
ing eleven people at a tavern in a 
Managua, Nicaragua, slum area 
called Vietnam. Police discovered 
that the tavern owner stored the rum 
in an unwashed container that had 
previously contained insecticides.

In a public effort to clear his 
name, the tavern owner drank some 
of the rum himself. He, too, died. 
Rochester Times-Union (H. Peet); 
(B. Cleaver, S. Berg)

• A forty-year-old worker in Biella, 
Italy, set fire to his clothes in a sui 
cide attempt and then changed his 
mind and began to roll in the grass, 
trying to put out the flames. The 
man rolled over a cliff and plunged 
to his death, police said. Vancouver 
Sun (S. Fleischauer, M. McQuay)

A one-year subscription or the 
equivalent value in National Lam 
poon products will be given for items 
used. Send entries to: True Facts, 
National Lampoon, 635 Madison 
Ave., N.Y., N.Y. 10022.
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How to select a turntable like an expert, 
without having to become one.

More know-how is required in 
selecting a turntable than any other 
element of a hi-fi system. After all, no 
other component physically handles 
the largest investment you will make 
in music enjoyment: your records. {If 
you've never thought of it this way, 
consider what you've already spent 
on records and what you're likely to 
spend over the next few years.)

If you're lucky, you know an 
expert (an audio engineer, hi-fi editor, 
or record reviewer, for example}, but 
more likely, you'll depend on on 
audio salesman's expertise. In that 
case, make sure that he knows that you 
want a turntable whose tonearm will   
preserve your records while getting 
the most out of them.

Manual vs. automatic.
Next, discuss with him the 

question of manual versus fully 
automatic turntables.

Remember, each time you play 
a record with a manual player you 
must set the tonearm down and 
remove it at the end of play by 
hand. Consider too whether you 
will ever want to play two or more 
records in sequence. If you do, you' 
want a turntable with record- 
changing capability.

The look-and-touch test.
As the salesman demonstrates 

various turntables, let your eyes 
and sense of touch help you 
to judge their quality.Try 
operating the tonearm 
settings for balance, stylus 
pressure and anti-skating.

As you do, check whether they adjust 
precisely and positively, which will 
indicate how carefully they are 
manufactured. If they seem less than 
precise, the tonearrn cannot track your 
precious records accurately, thus 
deteriorating the quality of playback 
and accelerating record wear. Also, 
operate the start switch and cueing 
lever.The tonearm should move 
silently and smoothly to and from the 
record, and should lower and rise 
slowly and gently.

The ruggedness test.
Finally, you may want to use 

the foilowing test to determine if the 
turntable you're considering is rugged 
enough to withstand heavy (and 
sometimes abusive) family usage: 
first: spin the platter backwards 
by hand, then operate the start 
switch. Next, while the tonearm 
is cycling, change the

speed and record size adjustments. 
Then, before the arm reaches the 
record, grasp it and return it to its 
rest. Chances are the salesman will 
let you perform such a test on only 
one brand of turntable: Dual.

What the experts own.
Chances are that your salesman 

owns a Dual. Most experts 
do, including the audio I., 
engineers, hi-fi editors 111 
and record reviewers 
mentioned earlier. Moreover, readers 
of the leading audio equipment 
magazine own more Duals than any 
other quality turntable.

AH of which may make 
selecting a turntable like an expert 
quite easy for you. Select the one 
the experts own: Dual.

I United Audio Products, Dept. NL
I }20So.ColumbusAve., 

Mt.Vemon.N.Y. 10553
Exclusive U.S. Distribution Agency far Dual

Please send me your free literature on 
turntables, including complete reprints 
of test reports.

Name.
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NEW on
VANGUARD*

THE ROTO ROOTER 
GOOD TIME CHRISTMAS BAND

VSD 79347
The debut album of a six-man Los 
Angeles based group whose zany 
brand of musical satire will oul-spoof 
any musical spoof yet heard on 
record. Discovered by the nationally 
syndicated D.J.. Dr. Demento, they 
have already developed a country 
wide following.

MAX MORATH
"A prime mover in the return

Of the rag" Cleveland Plain Dealer

THE WORLD OF SCOTT JOPLIN
A/so available . . . SRV 31 ° SD

THE BEST OF SCOTT JOPLIN
VSD 39/40

His Newest Hit
IRVING BERLIN - 

THE RAGTIME YEARS
Max Morath vocals, with orchestra 

VSD 79346

VANGUARD RECORDING SOCIETY, INC.
71 W. 23 St., New York, N.Y. 10010

l| .M|I|» JK=7iS^

Sirs:
Man, am I pissed!
We got this really nice lookin' 

checker here at Dan's Supreme Su 
permarket last week. Big boobs and a 
face like the Madonna. So, of course, 
all the guys in the back room are 
squawking about how they're all gon 
na lay this chick. Only me and Far- 
kas have the balls to do anything 
about it, though.

Well, the chick comes into work 
last Friday night and the manager 
sends her to work in the produce pit, 
which happens to be right next to 
Parkas' aisle. I race over there just 
as Farkas has finished combing his 
hair, and we both reach her at the 
same time.

I play it cool and ask her "Are 
your melons ripe tonight, baby?" A 
real killer line that, my cousin told 
me. I thought I had it made until 
Farkas comes back with, "I hear you 
handle cucumbers pretty good." I can 
tell the chick really dug that catchy 
line. Leave it to fucking Farkas to 
come up with a zinger!

I knew that my time was almost 
up because Farkas is eyeing this 
chick like he wants to do it right in 
the pit in the middle of the store. So 
I says to her, "Do you like to eat kum- 
twats?" but for some reason it just 
didn't sound right, I was so nervous.

Farkas and the chick start laugh 
ing at me mainly because my voice 
had cracked when I said kum-twats. 
Then she says to me square in the 
eye, "I like to eat cucumbers better 
than kum-twats!" and that was it.

So, Friday night she left with Far 
kas before the crew had even finished 
sweeping the floor.

The slut.
Julio Dunbar 

Brooklyn, N.Y.
Sirs:

This one's been knocking around 
Capitol Hill for a few years now. 
With the old guy passed on, I guess 
it won't hurt to "leak" it to you guys. 
Here it goes: The problem with LBJ 
was that he went to too many rodeos 
with his boots off!

He who laughs best, laughs last, 
don't you think? Got to run now.

Scoop Jackson 
Washington, DeeCee

Sirs:
Here is a poem to you. (But orig 

inally written for the Kinks.) 
I drink my beer right from a can, 
I'm the Twentieth Century cynical

man, 
I'll be of service where I can

(or could).
In Vietnam or Hollywood, 
So keep your Steinbecks, Frosts,

and Chaucers (meaning education) 
And let me look for flying saucers.

P.F.C. Ally McGraw

Sirs:
I have just purchased one of your 

Alpine Tree Climbing Kits and am 
writing to tell you of my satisfaction 
with your great product.

Your Foliage Spurs and Twig 
Guards perform admirably and ex 
actly as advertised. With the help of 
your kit, I have already scaled most 
of the trees and subdued most of the 
saplings in my neighborhood.

Please feel free to use this letter 
as an endorsement for your wonder 
ful product.

Gypsy Boots 
Death Valley, California

Sirs:
You know, if everybody started 

loving each other, I mean really lov 
ing everybody, even the pigs, it could 
get really, really heavy!

Mike Osle 
Laguna Beach, California

Sirs:
Hey like wha-where are your head- 

sat any waaes. There are some verry- 
yyyyyyyyyyyy verrnrryyyyy honky 
shitheads who, not being verrrrryyyy 
goood states of mlind calll them 
selvess the (and ah quote) "The 
New York Dolls" and "Alice Coop 
er" whoo in mie ompinining are with 
out A Doubt the Verrrrryyyyyy wer 
st eggsamnples of adolessent trash 
and preeverdion that are sooo much 
the subject madder of your qwesting 

able magazineen . In a few woords 
am I sayinhg —Please put these 
pooorr ezxzaamples of anal frus 
trated (aannually festherded) 
soOOO calleed musicians in 
thieere place. You seam too have 
a knack of srippping to shrweeds 
any areeea that seeems to get 
stuck in the pubicls eye. Thang 
Yew for your trime and tumple 

in 
thi

s matter of profuse
i m pmotents.

Mr.& Ms. Hardly Krishler
25 Johnstone St.

No. Attleberry, Mass 02760
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The spirit of earnhral

^^ ^^ ̂ ——^» ^M ^M ^B ' ^m ^^^^^ Photo: Fritz Honteis Ifiroin Islands Runi
Let us tell you how our carnival 
started centuries ago.. .When the 
sugar cane was ripe a week of 
incredible effort began. In the 
fields, in the cane crushing mills, 
and in the distilleries everyone 
worked feverishly.

Our rums are so light and smooth that Virgin 
Islanders commomly serve them on the rocks 
with water or a twist of lime. However, mixed 
drinks such as our Rum Screwdriver (right) 
are also quite popular.

Above you see the dramatic color and action which 
make the Virgin Islands Carnival such a memorable 
event each year (or thousands ol visitors.

OLD ST. CROIX, BRUGAL, CRUZAN, 
OLD MR. BOSTON & OTHERS

Then, with the season's work done, 
came the celebration. Rhythmic 
drums,dancing throughout the night, 
all the rum you wanted—it was the 
beginning of our carnival. A celebra 
tion of our rum. Try a Virgin Islands 
rum and see what the excitement 
is all about.

Virgin Rum Suite 215NL
46 King St. Christiansted V.I. 00820
Pirate's Grog! Virgin Pina Colada! & many more in 
our FREE Virgin Islands rum recipe booklet.

Mania.

SHARE .OUR EXPERIENCE

Address.. 

City__ .State. .Zip.
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What's the Return
on Your Record Investment?
Your largest hi-fi investment will probably be in your record collection. Yet it is 
generally known that the quality of music you hear from your records is determined 
primarily by your loudspeakers.

The technology of DIRECT/REFLECTING® speakers offers you the opportunity to 
increase the return on your record investment. This technology, developed from 
twelve years of university research on musical acoustics 1 , brings music to your ears 
that is much closer to that of a live performance than can be achieved by conventional 
speakers. The result is a new dimension of clarity and realism. Owners comment they 
now hear music on their records never heard before.

Compare a BOSE DIRECT/REFLECTING® speaker with any other in your own living 
room. You will appreciate why BOSE has received the highest reviews from around 
the world.2

Your return on your record investment is, after all, measured by your enjoyment. 
Shouldn't you consider increasing iff

1. The design, development, and technology behind the BOSE Direct/Reflecting® speakers is 
presented by Dr. Bose in the article, "Sound Recording and Reproduction," published in 
TECHNOLOGY REVIEW (MIT), Vol. 75, No. 7, June 73. Reprints are available from BOSE 
for fifty cents.

2. For copies of the reviews, write BOSE Dept.L 6.

To locate your nearest BOSE dealer, call toll free, 800-447-4700. 
In Illinois, call 800-322-4400.

The Mountain, Framingham, MA 01701

continued

Sirs:
Don't look now, but there's a Tre- 

ponerna pallidum crawling up your 
lapel. Ha, ha!

Paul Ehrlich
Garmisch-Partenkirchen,

W. Germany
Sirs:
My bones announce the blackboard 

bounce
And the cactus hurts my toes.

Miss Kitty 
Dodge City

Sirs:
You know what gets me hot under 

the carapace? It's that Polly Bergen 
woman. Back when I first knew her, 
she couldn't tell a plastron from her 
elbow. Now, with her tawdry acting 
career on the skids, she decides to 
supplement her income by a little 
hard-sell oil-mongering. The U.S. 
certainly didn't have any trouble de 
ciding how to deal with Use Koch 
and her ilk; why this flippers-off at 
titude towards Bergen? If this coun 
try knew what the word "justice" 
really meant, she'd have been put on 
a one-way ride to the Dry Tortugas 
years ago.

Thomas Duke Biddle Mellon
Turtle III

Palm Beach, Florida
Sirs:

I was out fishin' and I caught an 
alien being and I mean something 
from out of this world, with fins and 
gills and dorsal and ventral sides and 
all. Well, I got the hook out of its 
mouth and I thought I'd throw it 
back since the choice was an inher 
ently individual one and not divine 
la.w. At least that's what these guys 
Locke and Hobbes told me, but don't 
take it wrong,'cause I only fish with 
them sometimes, that's all.

General Hershey (retired)
Sirs:

Here's an instant cure for bore 
dom. Lie down. Pretend you're in all 
the time zones all at once. When you 
feel you're there, pick up the phone 
and call the prime meridian. She's 
sexy and will invite you over to 
Greenwich to drink expresso with 
her. You go, but only drink Janitor 
in a Drum with club soda. An Aus 
tralian tells you to read the label, 
but you as much as tell him to go 
shoot the rapids than you fall over a 
footstool and die. Try it.

Rus

NOTIONS >1ND LOTIONS 
LATEX >1ND LEATHERS
THE PINKPUSSYCAT BOUTIQUE 
SEND $4.00 FOR CATALOGUE i 
RO.421L'REGOPARK,NY. 11374 ,,
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The Un-common Cartridge.
(U.S. Patent ^3294405)

XLMMKH

Low mass-that's the difference 
in design that gives ADC 
cartridges the highest degree ol 
tracing accuracy. ADC's 
patented "induced magnet" 
principle permits significant 
reduction in the mass of the 
cartridge's moving system. This 
allows the stylus tip to track 
the record groove with lesstorce

and greater accuracy.
Ask for a comparison 

demonstration at your hi-fi 
dealer. You'll actually hear the 
difference particularly in the 
high frequencies that other 
cartridges either distort or do 
not pick up at all.
Send for our free detailed 

brochure on all ADC cartridges.

AUDIO DYNAMICS CORPORATION
A BSn ComsMri,   Ne-.v Miltoro Conn 067/fc

SHHIN6 RIVALRY
Which one you like best 
depends on what 
you want to do with it.

Our U|tro Dynamic cassette can 
play bach every note your system can 
record.

Or, for a few Hertz less and a lot of 
cents less, you con have quality almost 
osgood in our Low Noise cassettes. (It's so 
good, many people compare it to our 
competitors top-line products.)

However, both cassettes feature 
Maxell "tensilized" tope strength to pre 
vent stretching. Both Maxell cassettes 
feature the strongest shells made to pre 
vent worping and popping. Both cas 
settes come in 120 minute lengths that 
really work:

So, while our two cassettes have a 
few differences, they're all in your fovar.

Maxell Corporation of America, 
Moonachie, New Jersey 07074. Also avail 
able in Canada. mnvriM

For professional recordings 
at home.

My Meter is Running
Tips and tales from

Bernie X

I had a guy in my cab yesterday 
that tried to blow his fucking brains 
out. I'm driving along and all of a 
sudden, boom! A shot rings out and 
scares the shit out of me. I turn 
around and see this guy holding a 
fucking gun in his hand. He's shak 
ing so fucking hard he missed! Jesus, 
I said to myself, I got a fucking love 
ly in my cab. So I slow down and 
ask him what the fuck's the matter 
and he says he wants to commit sui 
cide because his girl friend doesn't 
love him anymore and she's marry 
ing another guy and he loves her too 
much to live without her . . . the 
usual bullshit. I figured I better 
straighten this kid out before he 
makes a fucking mess in the back of 
my cab. I'll teach him a few lessons 
about love affairs . . . give him the 
benefit of forty years of experience.

So I told him . . . "Shmuck . . . 
you're taking it too hard . . . you're 
getting carried away. I went through 
that shit when I was a kid your age 
and it's not worth it. You want to 
hear about some real love affairs? I 
had plenty, believe me. I'll tell you 
about two of my hottest affairs . . . 
Greta Garbo and Rita Hayworth. I 
should drop dead if I'm shitting you. 
I had them both.

"Listen, those movie stars are just 
the same as anybody else. They're 
lonely and they're horny. Turn them 
upside down and they're all sisters, 
believe me. Everybody thinks they go 
to parties and get laid all the time. 
Bullshit. Most of them are so fucking 
hard up they'll go out with a colored 
midget. Y'know why, doncha? It's 
those crazy hours they work. Every 
body thinks it's easy to be a movie 
star. They don't know that a movie 
star has to work from six in the morn 
ing until six at night. By the time 
they get home, they're so fucking 
tired, all they want to do is have a 
sandwich, a drink, and go to sleep.
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4300.
The 
non-stop
Teac.

tojexpt

Our 4300 wi» do that

sides of a tune, om

And so you can do tha 
for as long as you like, 
it's a typical TEAC.

We've been building 3

work well   for a lorn

We can t describe most 
of the reasons we think 
vou'll like the 4300.

eallv have
lese for yoursel

local TEAC dealer. The persons there w 
provide you with specifications and a 
demonstration, and be helpful in genera 
That's whv they're a TEAC Retailer.

TEAC
of America. 7733 Telegraph Road, Moiitubello, California 9IHMI
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But about ten, eleven o'clock they're 
wide awake again. They were dream 
ing that some guy with a twenty-nine- 
inch cock was boding their brains out, 
and they were just about to come in 
Technicolor when they wake up. They 
get a lot of sex dreams from all that 
pressure they're under. Now they're 
so fucking hot and bothered they're 
climbing the walls. But what are they 
supposed to do? Call a guy? Most of 
the big stars got too much pride. Any 
way, it's late and they got to get up 
early the next morning. So they end 
up jerking off and getting bombed by 
themselves. Rita Hayworth told me 
that. God, I loved that broad!

"Now I'm getting ahead of my 
story. My first big love was Garbo. 
Right. The Greta Garbo. The one 
that always wanted to be alone. She 
wanted to be alone like I want cancer 
of the rectum. She wanted to be alone 
with my cock is what she wanted. 
Here's how it happened. I'm driving 
along Madison Avenue, up in the 
seventies .. . this was in ... must have 
been 1939 . . . and I pick up this guy. 
Then I take another look and I see 
that it's a broad wearing men's cloth 
ing. Oh shit, I say to myself. It's a 
bull dyke. Give me a bunch of Ma- 
fiosos . . . I'll even take a sambo, 
but don't give me a bull dyke . . .

Order Your Family 
Coat of Arms Report

with a handsome illustration of 
your family crest on enduring 
parchment.
Unconditionally guaranteed 
to please your entire family.
Discover the Coat of Arms 
recorded for your family name 
in Heraldic Archives with this 
impressive documented report. 
This 8 1 -2" x 11" Parchment 
Report displays your Family 
Crest along with full Heraldic 
description and history of your 
name.-.only $2.00. (Additional 
reports just $1.00 each.)

In addition, you will receive- 
absolutely free  a second 
parchment which explains the 
origin and significance of your 
family names and Coats of 
Arms. If name requested isn't 
available, we'll create one based 

the medieval science of her

aldry. Your satisfaction guaran 
teed or your money back. (No 
genealogical representation is 
intended or implied. We do not 
trace family trees.)

Clip and mail to

HALBERTS, Inc.
3687 Ira Road. Bath, Ohio 44210
!Z] Please send me the Family Crest 

Research Report for the name 
below, just $2.00.

3 Please send me______extra 
reports for the same name, just 
$1.00 each.
Enclosed is my check or money 
order payable to Halberts. I must 
be completely satisfied or I will 
receive my money back.

Name requested [Please prim rlearfy.1

Your Name——————————

Address - 

City__ -State.

they give me the creeps. But it's too 
late to kick her out, the meter's on. 
As poon as I hear that voice . , . "take 
me to Sok's Fifth Avenue . . ;," I 
knew it was her . . . fucking Garbo 
. . . with the disguise and the dark 
glasses . . . the whole shtick.

"So I played it cool. I was nineteen 
at the time and I was driving a cab 
for over two years. I had more than 
my share of nooky already, believe 
me. I said to myself, the odds are a 
hundred to one that I'll get Greta 
Garbo in my cab again. What am I 
going to do, waste the opportunity of 
a lifetime? She doesn't know 1 know 
who she is. Why don't I find out 
what this broad is really made of? I 
was a crazy son-of-a-bitch in those 
days. I didn't give a shit about any 
thing.

"Now at this time Garbo didn't 
know too much about New York so 
she had no idea where I was taking 
her. Instead of taking her to Sak's 
Fifth Avenue, I took her to a deserted 
spot under the highway near the 
Hudson River. I stopped the cab and 
got into the back seat with her. I 
took off her dark glasses and held 
her face in my hands like they used 
to do in the movies. I just looked into 
those eyes ... it must have been a 
coupla minutes but it seemed like 
hours. She doesn't say a fucking thing. 
She's hypnotized. Now, I'm not a 
rape artist. I'm not the kind of guy 
who jumps on girls unless they ask 
for it. But I had this crazy idea that 
if I jumped on Greta Garbo and real 
ly threw her a good fuck, she'd be 
grateful to me for the rest of her life. 
I didn't even think I was committing 
a crime. Guess what? I was crazy 
like a fox! Turns out that all she ever 
wanted was somebody to jump on 
her. Everybody was always put off by 
her act. As soon as I broke the ice 
there was a fucking fiery furnace 
down there. I was only nineteen, so 
I could go for three, four hours with 
out a stop, but the next time I looked 
at my watch it was close to midnight. 
We were fucking in the back seat of 
my cab for nine hours!

"That was it. I really fell for her 
in a big way. She called me her "con 
tinental lover" because I always had 
Russian hands and Roman fingers. I 
called her my "Swedish Meatball." 
She liked nicknames like that. The 
next few months were like a wet 
dream for me. We couldn't get enough 
of each other. We were like two 
schoolklds. I could tell you personal 
things about Garbo you wouldn't be 
lieve. She had a great ass . . . never 
wore a fucking thing under her dress. 
I used to take her to the Catskills, 
to a hotel where I could get a break 
on a room. I wouldn't let her pay
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for me or take me to swanky joints. 
But she was a moody sonofabitch, 
that Garbo. Somedays she wouldn't 
want to see me at all and I'd go crazy. 
Other days she'd sneak into my cab, 
curl up under the front seat, and give 
me a hand job while I had a fare in 
the back. She liked to buy me little 
gifts, like lox and pickled herring. 
Jews and Swedes both like pickled 
herring. We had a lot in common.

"Then one day I get a shock. She 
tells me that the affair is over. Just 
like that. She can't go on. She just 
snapped me off like I was a fucking 
pretzel. That's how moody she was. 
She tells me she's quitting the movies 
for good. All she wants to do is go 
shopping and eat healthy foods like 
wheat germ and honey. No more hot 
dogs and pizza with me. I didn't 
know what the fuck she was talking 
about half the time.

"For the next coupla hours I'm 
driving around in a daze. I nearly got 
killed a couple times, I was driving 
so stupid. I was just a kid, like you, 
so I took it pretty hard. I already 
had plenty of bimbos, but this was 
my first real love affair. When I got 
back to the cab company that night 
I found out she called me. She left 
a message saying she changed her 
mind and wanted me to come back. 
I thought she was going a little ba 
nanas so I never called her. Any 
way, it was too late. That same day 
Garbo broke the news I started keep 
ing company with Rita Hayworth.

"That was the great tragedy about 
my affair with Rita Hayworth. That 
I got her on the rebound. You know 
how guys are when they're getting 
over their first big love affair. The 
next broad is just a piece of ass. She 
has no real meaning. Well, for a long 
time that's the way it was between 
me and Rita. Not that I wasn't a 
little in love with her. God knows, 
she was a fantastic looking broad; 
but you don't forget about a broad 
like Greta Garbo overnight, either.

"The first time I met Hayworth I 
had her in my cab. I was taking her 
to her hotel and all of a sudden I 
nearly plow into the car in fronf of 
me. I just put my brakes on in tinio. 
I apologize to her and tell her my 
head was in a fog ... I was still 
dreaming about Greta Garbo, I said. 
She smiled and said a lot of guys 
dream about Greta Garbo. I said, 'I 
not only dream about her, I had her. 
She was my girl.' She laughed out 
loud and this made me mad. I said, 
'The next time you're back in Holly 
wood, ask Garbo about me ... Bernie. 
Ask her if she still gets fucked nine 
teen times a night. Ask her if she 
still gets a Stockholm Special, that's 
a Swedish massage, tongue bath, and

The next best thing 
to breathing air 

is sleeping 
on it.

Introducing Inflate-a-bed, a totally new kind of sleeping experience.
It's not a common air mattress but a real, honest-to-goodness bed. What 

makes it work is a series of patented air coil cells that equalize air pressure 
and distribute body weight evenly. 
As much firmness as you want.

You fill an Inflate-a-bed in just 2-3 minutes with an ordinary vacuum 
cleaner. When fully inflated it offers the therapeutic support of the finest 
conventional mattress. Yet, no hard spots. 
The no-water waterbed.

You set the degree of firmness by the amount of air you put in. With less 
air, an Inflate-a-bed has all the sensuous responsiveness of a waterbed with 
none of the hassle of water. 
Soft, velvet-tufted finish.

The Inflate-a-bed is made of the same rugged material used to make 
inflatable boats, guaranteed for a year against defects in materials or 
workmanship. Yet, instead of a cold, slick vinyl surface, the Inflate-a-bed 
features a soft, velvet-like finish of fully-washable, electrostatically 
impregnated rayon. 
Take it anywhere. Keep it in a bag.

It's totally portable. Inflates as quickly as it deflates. When you want it 
out of the way just fold it up and put it back in the bag it came in. Total weight, 
less than 10 pounds. Use it as a permanent bed, extra bed, travel bed in a van 
or camper. It makes the most luxurious pool float ever.

Order your Inflate-a-bed now. Use the coupon or call the toll-free 
credit card holders number. 800-821-7700.

INFLATE-A-BED 605 W. 47th Street 
Kansas City, Missouri 64112

Please send me the following
Inflatable bed(s). If not fully
satisfied I can return it within
10 days for an immediate refund.
D Twin Size &> $59.95
D Full Size @ $69.95
a Queen Size @ $79.95
(Add a $1.95 for shipping and
handling) Color choice 0 Red
D Avocado D Black
D Check or M.O. enclosed
(Mo. res. add 3% sales tax)
D American Express
D BankAmericard
D Master Charge
D Diners Club D Carte Blanche

Charge Card #-. 

Bank*_____ _Exp. Date_

Narne_

Address..— 

City-____ -State-

Signature.
Send coupon to INFLATE-A-BED NL8 

605 W. 47th Street 
Kansas City, Missouri 64112
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flflTs not qet 
orer-the-hill.

AM radio is strongly into its second 
childhood. The DA3 is a shielded ferrite 
rod directional AM antenna with FET 2 
stage amplifier with frequency and 
sensitivity controls. The ferrite rod 
rotates and tilts to null out undesirable 
signals. The DA3 features excellent 
sensitivity bringing in distant signals 
and gives increased signal strength to 
AM receivers or tne AM section of 
AM/FM receivers, ft becomes an impor 
tant piece of equipment for home au- 
cliophlles, radio stations, government 
agencies and DXers.

The price of $155.00 includes shipping 
anywhere in the U.S.A., 1 year guaran 
tee parts and labor and a full refund 
if vou aren't satisfied within 10 days. 
Lease programs and financing are avail 
able. Send check, money order, Master 
Charge information, or call toll-free for 
information.

McKay Dymek Co.
675 North Park Ave.

P.O. BOX 2100 
Pomona, California 91766

CALL TOLL-FREE
Nationwide 800/854-7769 
California 800/472-7782

doggie fuck at the same time. Ask 
her if she still gets a shlong as thick 
as mine with my kind of rhythm.' 
And I went on and on giving Rita 
all these details on my sex life with 
Garbo. By the time I dropped her off 
at her hotel I had her fucking room 
number.

"Well, here I go again, I said to 
myself, as I walked into her room 
that night. Sure at shit we hit it off 
like gangbusters .First I had to give 
her everything I gave Garbo. Then 
she taught me a few things. Of course, 
Rita Hayworth was just hitting her 
prime in those days. She was the 
biggest sex symbol in the world. This 
was during World War II. I was 4-F 
during the war. Some fucking blind 
dentist stuck his pick in my ear in 
stead of my mouth and punctured my 
eardrum. I could have been doing my 
part, killing a few Japs and Germans. 
Instead, I was fucking the sexiest 
pinup girl in the world. Everybody 
in the armed forces was jerking off 
to her picture and I was actually 
plowing her eyes out! It must have 
gone to my head because I started 
fucking her like crazy ... I must 
have shot the gun fifteen, twenty 
times a night. This one is for the 
guys at Guadalcanal,' I'd say to my 
self, and I'd throw her a terrific fuck. 
'And this one is for Anzio,' and boom, 
five minutes later I'd be banging her 
again. 'I'm 4-F,' I would cry. 'Find 
'em, feed 'em, fuck 'em, forget 'em!* 
I don't know what was the matter 
with me, but I must have been taking 
it out on her. She'd beg me to stop 
or she'd die from coming so many 
times, but I wouldn't let up. I was 
like a maniac.

"I used to treat her like shit and 
she'd still come back for more. I 
learned my lesson from my Garbo 
affair. Give 'em plenty of TNT, 
toughness and tenderness. Not that I 
ever beat her up or anything. But she 
knew who was boss. She was nuts 
about me. And to tell you the truth, 
there were plenty of times when she 
made me forget Garbo. She used to 
fly to New York every weekend to 
see me.

"One Friday evening I'm waiting 
for her at the airport, when two guys 
open my door and get in, uninvited. 
I tell them my cab is reserved, but 
one of them points a gun at my head 
and tells me to start driving. I figure 
I'm in for a robbery so I might as 
well shut up and play it cool. The 
guys make me drive to a deserted 
place a few miles from the airport. 
They tell me that they got a message 
for me from Harry Cohn. Harry 
Cohn was the president of Columbia 
Pictures, the studio that Rita Hay- 
worth worked for. Cohn said I was a 
very bad influence on Rita, that she

can't take the pressure of her affair 
with me and doing pictures at the 
same time and she was going crazy. 
Rita once wanted me to go to Holly 
wood with her, by the way. She 
asked Cohn to put me in movies. I 
was a very good-looking guy in those 
days. Cohn gave me one of those 
screen tests, but he wouldn't tell me 
how it turned out and he turned me 
down, the cocksucker. But that's an 
other story. Anyway, these fucking 
galoots told me that Rita just walked 
out of a picture and went into a 
sanitarium because of me, and it was 
costing the studio over five million 
dollars. So just to make sure that I 
was never to see her again they were 
going to crease me up a little. They 
really worked me over, the fucking 
sonofabitch bastards. They chloro 
formed me and while I was out cold 
they beat the living shit out of me. 
If it wasn't for a cabby that was tak 
ing some out-of-towners to Manhat 
tan the long way, I'd never have been 
found and I would've died. The hos 
pital told me later that I was more 
dead than alive anyway. I had to 
have transfusions, operations, plastic 
surgery, the works. I was in the fuck 
ing hospital for six months.

"One night, I'm in the hospital and 
I'm just about to fall asleep when 
who walks in but Rita! When she 
finally found out what happened to 
me she new to New York and sneaked 
into my room. My fucking hands and 
feet are all wrapped in bandages and 
I'm so fucking doped up I can hardly 
move. She tells me to be quiet and 
she crawls under my blanket. Well, 
she did so many fucking nice things 
to me that night that I cried right 
through my bandages. I must have 
come about forty-nine times before I 
fell asleep.

"When I woke up she was gone. 
She left a note on the table that said 
she could never see me again because 
her life would be in danger if Harry 
Cohn found out. But she would al 
ways be in love with me. I cried 
again like a fucking baby.

Well, that's it and that's all. By 
the time I finished talking to this 
poor shvance about my two affairs he 
was all calmed down. Now he knew 
what real affairs could be like. I told 
him that you win a few and lose a 
few in the game of love. I left him 
with some advice that is worth a mil 
lion dollars . . . don't be afraid to dip 
your wick into the best of them . . . 
the biggest movie stars . . . the chorus 
girls . . . whatever. They want it more 
than anybody. Remember, the bigger 
they are, the harder they fall. Then 
he shook my hand, paid his fare and 
left me a ten-cent tip, the fucking 
shitheel. n
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Mike Pinera. Duaite Hitchings. DonnyVosburgh.
Bringing together the musical spark

from Iron Butterfly, Blues Image and Cactus
and creating an exciting new image.

Thee Image.
Rock and Roll Ballads from Thee Image. 

brought to you by Manticore Records.
Distributed by Motown Record Corporation, e 1975, Manticore Records, Ltd.
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We're one of two major 
companies seriously and 
exclusively into the manufacture 
of high performance tape 
recorders. The smaller one.

When you work with a tape 
recorder the only thing that 
counts is how well it works with 
you, not the size of the 
company that made it.

For sure they sell more tape 
recorders than we do. But you're 
only interested in the one you buy. 
They spend more on advertising,

too, But you're buying a tape 
recorder, not an ad.

They have a sophisticated 
assembly line and so do we. 
Theirs is just longer. They have a 
big quality control department 
and ours is smaller. But only one 
man can check one machine at a 
time and it's the commitment to 
quality that matters.

They're continually working on 
new products...we are, too. And 
good ideas have nothing to do 
with size.

So if you compare specs, features 
and functions you'll find yourself 
comparing two excellent tape 
recorders. One of them, however, 
takes significantly fewer dollars to 
buy. Ours. And that's the difference.

You won't always find TEAC and 
DOKORDER at the same store; 
we're too much alike. Naturally 
they have more dealers, so you 
may have to look around a little.

But that's the only price you'll have 
to pay for paying a lower price.

TEAC 2340

Motors

Meads
4-Channel Record 
and Playback
Built-in S-0-S/Echo
Overdub
Frequency Response 
at 7 1/2 ips
S/N
Wow and Flutter 
at 7 V, ips
Manufacturer's 
suggested retail price

3

3

Yes

No

Yes

±3dB, 
40-18,000 Hz

55 dB

0.08%

$739.50

DOKORDER 7140

Motors
Heads
4-Channel Record 
and Playback
Built-in S-0-S/Echo
Overdub
Frequency Response 
at 7 '/iips
S/N

Wow and Flutter 
atT'/jips
Manufacturer's 
suggested retail price

3

3

Yes

Yes

Yes

±3dB, 
30-23,000 Hz

58 dB

0.08%

$629.95

Features and specifications as published by respective manufacturers in currently available literature.

DOKORDER
5430 Rosecrans Avenue, Lawndale, California 90260

714O
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The Adventures of the Hotel

THROCKMORTON
written & illustrated 
by Bruce McCall Est. 1906

Where relatives meet their friends." Here we have 
a fine view of the Throckmorton, circa 1924, 
after the bandstand had blown down but before 

the mysterious disappearance of the North Cupola. Who 
recognizes proprietors Mr. and Mrs. Mealey?

W aiting for Mr. Pit- 
tier. This would be 
around 1929. 

French-Canadians came in 
each spring to clean the 
moose heads; their hearty 
sing-song at job's end was 
a delight to all.
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Judge Grubb loved to set up his crokinole 
board on the East Veranda and spend 
all afternoon there. Not today, though! 

"No Dogs, No Children, No Jews"—that was 
Judge Grubb's. A character!

Now this is interesting. Prof. Gadopat 
conducts another experiment with the 
model Helioptoplane. The time after 

this, it failed to return, and he left for Hungary 
again in August, I 935. Is it just the angle or 
does the Prof, resemble Trotsky?

T he Happy Glad-Hander," 
Gov. Milton Fargo, greets 
well-wishers on the lawn 

shortly before the Treasury 
agents closed in. The year is 
1934, also auspicious for the 
opening of the Balloon Room.

The swimming pool fire of 
1933 seen looking south on 
Highway 18 toward the 

East Wing, half a mile away 
through the trees. Nobody knew 
at the time, of course, that the 
House Detective was an arsonist. 
Firemen saved the former stables, 
then a bath house, now a shed.

**•
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Who can spot the 
egendary 
'Throckmor- 

ton Ghost" ? Players on 
the miniature golf 
course (now demol 
ished) often claimed to 
be put off their concen 
tration by-a face at the 
window. A more curi 
ous fact is that the mini 
ature course attracted 
many midgets.

E lmer, "the world's oldest busboy," has just 
dropped another one. Judge Grubb often 
lectured Elmer, but the man simply had no 

ambition. This is 1953. Elmer went off around 
1958.

Author of A Punxatawney Journal, Mr. B. F. 
£^L Gaddis was a Throckmorton regular until his 
• ^ death in 1948. Here he relaxes from his 
studies. The secret that later came out about Mr. 
Gaddis was that he was an epileptic. Pictured here, 
circa 1 943.
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A hur Meach (alias 
"Brent Foster") sticks 
up another startled 

Throckmorton guest during 
the 1947 crime wave. Hotel 
personnel were forbidden to 
wear masks on duty as a 
direct result of "L'Affaire 
Meach."

The Nazi spy Humdinger, nabbed. 
He had hidden in the coal chute 
after landing by sub the night of 

May 10, 1942. His arrest shone the 
national spotlight on the Throckmorton.

had
guests in theThis unidentified coupl 

they were the first 
Throckmorton's new dining room, 

May, 1971, until being informed that a 
free meal was theirs. They chose the fish 
sticks.
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Frank Shot the Sheriff*
Orchestral Arrangement by Nelson Riddle

Recorded on JANGLE Records by

Frank Sinatra
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A message to America's
car buyers...

We are struggling with difficult times. They will 
not go away by themselves. If we face our problems real 
istically, we can solve them. Inflation has weakened 
America, but it has not weakened our need for growth.

We are still the richest country in the world. To 
make sure this doesn't change, we must invest in our 
future. The best way we know to invest in the future is 
to buy an automobile. When new cars replace old cars, 
the entire economy of our nation benefits, and every 
person in the country is blessed with prosperity.

Automobiles have never been safer or more in 
expensive or more gas-conserving or less polluting than 
they are right now. But you've heard all that before.

But what you haven't heard before is this: We 
have Patty Hearst, and if we don't unload our '75s at an 
impressive clip, we're going to smash her patrician head 
through a Toronado opera window and drive around 
the block at eighty miles an hour until her pretty neck 
breaks. It won't be pleasant, we assure you.

The choice is yours. You can buy cars now or 
spend the money later on psychiatrists, trying to rid 
yourself of the guilt.

We're sure you'll do the right thing.

V.H. Layman
President
Automobile Manufacturers
of America

American Motors Chrysler Ford General Motors
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by Gerald Siissman

A letter from Norman Lear, creator 
of "All in the Family," "Maude," and 
"Sanford and Son," to Fred Silver- 
man, head of TV programming at- 
CBS:

September 1.1 
Dear Fred:

For a long time I've had a dream 
to do a situation comedy based on the 
life of Lenny Bruce. And for a long 
time, it was an impossible dream. But 
today I think our audiences are ready 
Cor an intelligent, highly marketable, 
highly entertaining treatment of this 
unique personality. Let me tell you 
why. Without blowing my own horn, 
it is true that my shows have made 
great breakthroughs on TV, tackling 
important themes without alienating 
audiences (or sponsors!). Look at the 
main characters of my shows. Every 
one is negative on the surface, but 
deep down inside they have a tremen 
dous audience TD. Archie Bunker, 
Fred Sanford, Maude . . . these are 
real people, not sugarcoated saints. 
And who fits better into this essential 
gestalt than Lenny? On the surface, 
a negative image, but deep down, an 
incredibly warm, lovable, romantic 
person, a many-sided, multileveled 
performer, and a very funny man to 
boot.

As you well know, Lenny was a 
much-maligned man. He was not a 
drug addict. He was the victim of the 
media's insatiable addiction for son- 
sation-rnoiigering. He was not "sick" 
—society was sick. The movie Lenny 
does a good job showing this and 
gives us a good foundation io build 
on (have you peeked at its grosses?).

Fred, 1 cannot restrain my enthu 
siasm when 1 talk about Lenny. He 
has incredible built-in audience ID 
and affection. Firstly, if you examine 
the works and lives of all the great

satirists from Aristophanes to Lenny 
himself, you'll find that their essence, 
their essential gestalt, has always been 
deeply rooted in a sense of ethics 
and morality. Lenny was an extreme 
ly moral person, outraged by the 
hypocrisies of society. He was very 
similar to Hawkeye and Trapper of 
the'M*A*S*H "show, using his satiric 
scalpel on the pompous assholes of 
theEstablishment. And what does thai 
make him with our audience? A fresh, 
highly appealing unuerdog, a good 
guy if there ever was one. He was a 
satirist, a comedian who held up his 
crazy, cracked mirror to society and 
made us laugh at our foibles.

But all that is part of our iceberg, 
the part the audience doesn't have to 
see. If they just see the tip, they will 
get the message of what kind of a 
figure Leimy was.

Enough of the heavy philosophy 
and ethics. Lenny was first and fore 
most a funny, funny person, a warm, 
loving person with a great family for 
TV adaptation (and future spin-ofVs, 
eh, what?). His cra/.y adventures as 
a young comedian, with that nutbar 
family (Honey, his dumb blond ex 
stripper wife, Sally, hi.s show-bi/ 
mother, and pretty Kitty, his daugh 
ter) is just a natural for the greatest 
sit-com since the Hebrews crossed the 
Red Sea.

P.S. I also want Lo do Ihis show 
for a personal reason. I've always 
thought that Lenny was the most, im 
portant comedian we've had for the 
last fifty years. In a sense, he was 
responsible for breaking down a lol 
of the barriers that, enabled me to do 
my shows. You remember that fine of 
grafitti that said, "Lenny Bruce died 
for your sins"? In my case, it's true. 
Gall me pisher if you want, but (he 
bottom line is, 1 want to do this show

for Lenny, as well as for the big 
bucks. I feel I owe him one.

Let me hear your reactions soon,
Always the best, 

Normau Lear

Letter jrom /''red Siluerman, lie.ad of 
TV programming, CBS, to Nor/nan 
Lear;

September 15 
Dear Norman:

This is to confirm our verbal agree 
ment made at Ghasen's on Septem 
ber Hi. We are ready for a full com 
mitment on the Lenny show. Every 
one righl. up to Big Brass thinks it 
will be the hit of the year, possibly 
the decade. Absolutely no doubt that 
you are right, the lime is righl, and 
the audience i.s right for a show of 
this breakthrough caliber.

Norman, I am getting that tingly 
sensation on the back of my scalp 
like the land I get when I take too 
many Gonfacs, and that means I'm 
really excited about this show. I've 
never discussed a show with so many 
fantastic possibilities hi the field of 
meaningful humor and sheer enter- 
tainmoiH value. And don't ask about 
spiti-offs! 'I'he rest of the Bruce fam 
ily? Richy Pryor? George Garlin? 
Don't ask. Let's come to I ha I. bridge 
when we cross it, as they say. First 
things first. Just give us an outline of 
what the show is and where it's going 
and we go light lo film. We have to 
see some character and premise ideas 
because of the sensitive nature of the 
project, which I'm sure you under 
stand. Our sales people want to know 
what the fuck kind of show they're 
peddling to the sponsors. But don't 
let me hold you down. It's your baby 
and you run with it.

Stay well and write good, 
Fred Silverman

continued
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Excerpts from writers' conferences 
on the Lenny show, September and' 
October. Writers present were Saul 
Danenbaiim, Arnie Seligstein, Hal 
Kushner, Glen Fortiriberry, and Gary 
Buck:

"I didn't know Lenny Bruce. Did 
anybody here know Lenny Bruce?"

"I know an old parking lot at 
tendant who knew Lenny. He gave 
me a big story about how Lenny used 
to carry on in his parking lot. He used 
to sneak around and piss on all the 
cars. In broad daylight. Once the guy 
caught him pissing on a brand new 
Rolls Royce, so Lenny whipped his 
dick around and got him right in the 
face. That's when Lenny started piss 
ing on people."

"It's probably a bullshit story. All 
those fucking Lenny stories are ex 
aggerated. He probably smoked a 
little grass and popped a few pills. 
In those days it was a big deal."

"We should give him some kind of 
weakness, a little vice . . . it's good 
for audience ID."

"He could drink a little. He could 
lock himself in the bathroom and 
drink scotch and sodas."

"A little drinking might not be bad. 
It's realistic. He has to do it because 
of all the pressure on him every night 
to improvise. He's like a jazz musi 
cian."

"Maybe he could be a heavy eater, 
a guy with a sweet tooth, a candy 
addict. We could work in some very 
funny shit about dieting. A chubby 
guy playing Lenny would get very 
big audience rapport. Don't forget, 
Lenny was supposed to have weighed 
over 250 pounds when he died."

"What about something more vis 
ual? What if he were an epileptic? 
Whenever the pressure is too great 
he goes into a fantastic seizure."

"He could be a funny epileptic. 
We'll get Jerry Lewis to coach him."

"This may be a little blue-sky, but 
what if he knew he had cancer, and 
the doctor told him he had about 
three years to live. It's eating him up 
inside, but it doesn't show outside. 
So he knows he has to pack all his 
life into the next three years. He 
doesn't tell anybody, not even his 
wife or mother. This gives us the 
momentum for a really crazy, fast- 
moving show, because he's always so 
hopped up."

"If the show runs past three years 
we can always write in a cure for 
him."

"It's a very deep slice for audience 
rapport, but I'm not sure it plays 
right for a sit-com. It's too deep. Give 
him something like a light drinking 
problem or an ulcer."

"A young guy with an ulcer who

loves spicy food."

"Wasn't Lenny supposed to be bi 
sexual?

"No, that was Honey.
"No, both of them were."
"We could have two great charac 

ters . . . their neighbors . . . but in 
stead of regular swapping , they do 
homo swapping."

"Right. Lenny just moves in. He 
knocks on their door and wants to 
borrow a cup of jokes. That's his 
cra^y way of introducing himself. The 
neighbor, the husband, is a dead 
ringer for Marion Brando, and he and 
Lenny fall in love. And Honey falls 
for his wife, who looks like Marion 
Brando, too."

"And then Lenny wants to get his 
nose broken so he can look like Mar- 
Ion Brando."

"And then Marion Brando does a 
guest shot on the show and breaks 
Honey's nose by mistake."

"What about the butter?"
"The butter?"
"You know, the butter scene in 

Last Tango."
"That's funny. Write that down so 

we don't forget it. We'll do a butter 
scene with the couples and Brando 
that'll make the audience shit." 

* * *
Memo from Norman Lear to his writ 
ing staff:

November 10 
Re: The Lenny Show 
Dear Staff:

You have now been working on 
ideas for the Lenny show for about 
two months and so far we are still in 
the finger-fucking stage. Stop wasting 
your time, my time, and CBS's time 
with ideas and bullshit that will not 
work for prime time family TV. I 
think you're unconsciously trying to

retain Lenny's so-called negative, 
controversial qualities and you're 
missing the essential gestalt of the 
man and the show.

In order to get the show moving in 
the right direction, I made some 
guidelines for you to follow. I read it 
to Fred Silverman over the phone and 
he agrees with me 100 percent.

The following subjects are taboo or 
semi-taboo in the development of the 
Lenny show: 
No-Nos
No drugs (except the usual stuff, like 
aspirin, and even here we have to 
be careful).
No obscene words or obscene refer 
ences to the Church, politicians, etc. 
No obscene sexual references (i.e., 
Lenny being so horny he could fuck 
mud, etc.).
No references to sexual promiscuity, 
homos, and other perverts and per 
versions.
No references to Lenny as a "sick" 
humorist. Lenny was not sick. So 
ciety was sick. Besides, this is 1975 
and we don't need sick people. We 
need healthy people who can see a 
little of the brighter side of life. 
No shpritzing and tummeling with 
Yiddish slang, or hipster slang, like 
"balling." Lenny's importance goes 
far beyond ethnic virtues. He was a 
universal character, a genius.

If you're thinking of how far you 
can go, think one f-stop past Archie 
Bunker, and that's it.

Letter from Norman Lear to Fred 
Silverman:

November 25 
Dear Fred:
Here at last is our outline of the 
Lenny show, consisting of our main 
character profiles and the nut of our 
story premise and themes.

continued on page BO

"It's a little trick I learned. You just squeeze their balls."
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Empire's new 
wide response 
4000D*series phono' 
cartridge features our 
exclusive "4 
Dimensional 
diamond 
stylus tip.

This phenomenal 
cartridge 

will
track any record below 1 
gram and trace all the way

to 50,000 Hz

ing prevents 
any discernible 

record wear. 
Every Empire 

long-playing cartridge 
is fully shielded with 4 

poles, 4 coils and 3 magnets 
(more than any other brand).
w_ n (\

For a free 
Guide to Sound 
Design write to: 
EMPIRE SCIENTIFIC CORP. 
Dept. J, 
Garden City, 
N.Y 11530.

\1 
Empire's "4

Dimensional"™ 
diamond has a 
0.1 mil radius of 
engagement yet 
the very low force 
required for track-

Plays any 4 channel system perfectly. Plays stereo even better than before.
Mfd. U.S.A.B/PIFE
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Special 
Reward

For readers smart enough to pay the modest 15.83 percent 
increase in National Lampoon's subscription price.

When you pay $7.95 per year for your National Lampoon
subscription, you're showing real savvy! It's intelligent

people like you who'll pull America out of this inflationary spiral.
By paying our price hike of only 15.83 percent, 

you're helping show the oil barons, sugar moguls, and their
ilk that it isn't necessary to double or triple prices 

to make heaps and piles of extra money for platinum bars to
hide in secret Swiss bank vaults—a simple 

15.83 percent will do fine. Just think what a difference
that will make in oil and sugar prices! 

Is America grateful? You bet America's grateful!
In fact, America is so grateful that you're

getting a special Reward T-shirt to have and to keep
for your very own, jree\ And, since you're so

intelligent, you get to decide which
Reward T-shirt you deserve.

THE PRIX DE FRANCE MEMO 
RIAL "Ne Toiiche Pas Le Dialez-vous"
T-SHIRT originally craftcd in chrome 
and leather by the brilliant Art Deco de 
signer Alan Rose who actually lived in 
a Bauhaus in Paris during the chic 
1930s. .——————.

THE ENIGMATIC MONA GO 
RILLA T-SHIRT MASTERPIECE
painted by the prolific Milanese genius 
Ricardo Mcycrowit/j during the impor 
tant Italian Renaissance in Italy.

The National Lampoon,Nl.375 
63S Madison Avc.,New York, New York, 10022

I'm so smart that my check Q or money order Q is already enclosed, 
(fieri-1)j' avsurini; my immi'diule acceptance of re»;ir(i.

All my cash is tied up in s k yrockutint: commodities futures so bill me Q 
and send my reward as soon as 1 cough up.

prices; we'll see)
I n die alt which reward you deserve to treasure for life and pass on to
your children as a family heirloom:
n National Lampoon Hadio Hour D Mona Gorilla
jj Small n Medium Q Large

Name.
(please print)

Address. 

City___ _State_ _Zip_
(Please make sure (o list yonr correct zip code number.) 

For each year, add $1.00 for Canada or Mexico, $2.00 for other foreign 
countries.
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ANDH
by Sean Kelly and Tony Hendra 
illustrated by Peter Kleinman

There is great sadness in the country of the elephants, for the Old Lady is 
dead. Barbar the King orders all his subjects to feel sorry, and pay their 
respects three times a day, on their knees.
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That naughty monkey Zephyr 
won't pay his respects, and stays 
at home in Monkeyville, 
reading bad books.

Mischievous Zephyr goes down into King Barbar's gold and diamond mine, 
and keeps everyone from doing their work. What a troublemaker he is! Soon 
some of the monkeys decide to be like him, and be laxy. They even say un 
kind things about King Barbar and their Queen.
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The pranks of Zephyr and his friends get even naughtier! Zephyr hurts old 
Caligula, while he is asleep with one of his friends. This all makes King 
Barbar very tired, and he decides to take his family for a holiday in Switzer 
land. Alas, the monkeys stop him before he can get away.
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What is this? Those silly monkeys have moved into the palace, and strung up 
Barbar and the Queen on meat hooks! And all the other elephants are being
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sent back to France. Where will they live, now the Old Lady is dead? They 
will have to join a circus! Long live President Zephyr!
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BY M-K BROWN
_ _jl INSECTSHAVtSlXlEGS /WolKREE S6CTIONSofTCBOIV;HEAD/rHORWM000MEN 

IHlS^RAVSHOPPER (SATYPlCAL INSECT. OweRTVPlCAL INSECTS-*

awwce. wy5*

IN £OME MRTS OFTM£ UOmO 1MSCCTS APE U6EO 
FOR.TRANSPORCKTION, AS IN HAWAII, NAWEBE IDEAL 
CONDITIONS ET4COUAAC& COLOSSAL GROWTH. 
HEfV.A UTTL£ DUTCH GlRLONAOIAWT 
CICADA SHEU MARAOWLV MISSES THE 
KIND OF TRAGIC ACCIDENT WHICH CAN 

A VACATION-

TO FLOURtSH IN HAM/AH. 
TWO THOUGHTLESS RWEW 
mt£ AVD B/rreK BOV; /s, w FACT.
THE-TIME Of HA LIFE /wBEAOTlftX. AW/L -*

JWJT i^ED FOR £WINC,AWU(S GIANT BANANAS FUNCTION SOULVASTooRtST ATTRflCTlON AND 
ARE.fNFACi; ABUROEN UPON THOSE ENTRUSr£DToTHBRCARE.TMI$ FIELD of BANANAS IS READY
FWHARVEST; AMP,AS ALWAYS ATTHI%TIMEOFYEAR,-TH£ AII\ is CHAPICED WITH DANCER..,.
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., 173 /WO PlCNiC FOR M£ &TH£R.
BUT t oo -THE BfSr / c>w.iCANVMLftT. LOOKATTH&A OUT THERE, 

ALL RiPE AND WAITING RWMC. / HATC TWCM. 
/VV/SH IMft BACK/A/ PWl$OM 
DotHO THiS FOR VoU /WPTME KIO$, 5o

LIVE A DCCCAfT UFE. frS NO PICNIC 
tORMEjCAN

7WE
W/tt HELP yWJ.

APPRECIATE /r

ONE'5 GOWG7D
/ KNOW ir. THEN HtteftE •
t^/iJ. vof 6£ ? UP A CREE Kf

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



THE FOLLOWING M GHT..,

XV'f J5^£>~*'*»1fflr

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



Compliments of.

SPOTLIGHT ON

YOUR OYSTER 
THE WORLD

m
•vv'

<?',j .M:

W. >V

f t

All tours include:
Boarding passes Plane fares Airline facilities Complimentary in-flight drink 

Baggage claim checks Customs inspection De-embarkation stamps Courtesy ticket envelopes
Visitor booths Itinerary booklet Computerized closed circuit departure information 

Ashtray-equipped waiting lounges Seat assignments Call to departure and boarding ramps
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Visit the terrifying (and fun!) 
House of Horrors on the wind 
swept moors of Bronte-Land. 
Shullers bang, ghostly laughter 
rings out, and then you find 
yourself sliding down the fa 
mous Heath Cliff.

Oop North you can ride Ihe 
Mersey Fairy or visit Wtgan 
Pier, where little George can 
mine real coal with his very 
own ponyl

Bardland. way down upon the 
swanny Avon, boosts the Royal 
Shakespeareart Panfo Com 
pany's current hit production. 
Mac and the Beanstalk, with 
Graham Chapman as Lady Mac.

Dip with duchesses and bathe 
with barons in the Olympic-size 
Bath Bath with its special Beau 
Brummell Jacuzzi and Jane 
Austen Social Whirlpool.

Fall under the spell of Arthur's 
Magic Kingdom—where kids 
thrill to the merry-go-Hound 
Table—and test your strength 
on !he Sword in the Stone. You 
may be Pendragon! Dancing 
knightly in the enchanting Ava- 
lon Ballroom.

Play bowls wilh Drake as amaz 
ingly lifelike Spanish galleons 
sail up the Channel through the 
miracle of Armadarama.

Get a peek at the royal knickers 
when Princess Anne tries her 
abortive jump across the River 
Ouse. Her Highness becomes 
Her Lowness promptly every 
day at noort.

Al Coventry, you can ex 
perience all the frantic fun of 
fabulous Blitzland. where the 
Luftwaffe brings huge buildings 
down around your ears, sirens 
wait, and air raid wardens 
calmly make pots of "char." 
Afterwards, dine at the exclu 
sive Epstein Room of the Cov 
entry Cathedral Inn. Guaran 
teed kosher.

The Upslairs Downstairs Roller 
Coaster is just one of the many 
exciting features of Olde Lon 
don Towne. You c<m also de 
bate the great in the fabled 
House of Commons, ent beef at 
Old Bailey's, lake your litile 
princess to the Tower and 
shake hands with St. Thomas 
More. Don'1 lose your head,

I
'Neath canvas spires forty fun- 
nyDons cavort, squirting sherry 
at one another in one tiny com 
mon room. See A.J.P. Taylor 
and his incredible trained 
PhDs.

The Dover-Dunkirk Boal 
This splendid simulation of the 
darkest days of World War II 
may be the finest hour of your 
life. You'll be strafed by real 
istic Stukas and guided by your 
own personal Wmniematon. 
Fight them on the beaches and 
win a cigar.

It makes good sense to drop your pence in

Englandland
The world's biggest antique.
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Holy Cow! You're sherpa have a good time when 
you

Ski India
Yes, the lushness of India! Now the country that 
stopped even Alexander the Great is yours for the 
stopover—and at a price you don't have to be a 
maharaja to afford. Your holiday starts in
Agra,
site of the incomparable Taj Mahal. This gorgeous 
mausoleum, constructed byShah'Jahan in memory 
of his favorite wife, has been called the greatest 
erection man has ever raised for woman. Since 
1650, men have undergone weeks of long and te 
dious travel just to marvel at its perfect beauty, but 
you can enjoy it from the comfort of theMahaliday 
House—right next door. And as the sun sets, and 
the white towers lose themselves in gray and violet 
haze, the bright lights come on, for Agra never 
sleeps. Dine and dance at "Ravi" Shankar's—the 
best in steaks, the best in jazz. Have cocktails at the 
Shiva Club, where the waitresses are "all arms" to 
serve you. During your days, tour the palace where 
Shahs gathered to trade in ink futures. See where 
the Indians, with a centuries-old frugality, have 
taken the city graineries and turned them into the 
world-famous Turban Museums. Or how about 
some inexpensive temple rubbings? (More expen 
sive rubbings can be arranged through your driver.) 
After three days, it's time to move on to
Mount Everest,
the high point of any tour! Spend a week up close to 
the stars at'the modern, fully oxygenated Mount 
Everest Lodge, enjoying the world's best and most 
spectacular skiing. Sample the over 13,500 un- 
crowded miles of ski runs, which accommodate all 
abilities, from novice to "untouchable." Don't worry 
about the right time of year; it's always right at 
Everest, where over 450 feet of annual snowfall 
makes every day a white Christmas. (The Tibetan 
language has over twenty-five expressions for "It's 
snow!") And when the sun sets far below you, dine 
to the sounds of Mantrack piped authentic music in 
the Dali-a-While Room, or simply have a midnight 
sip of aChina Sunrise in thefirelit Yeti lounge. You'll 
be sorry when your week is up, but don't worry; 
there's no better place to return to earth than
Varnasi (Benares),
holy city on the Ganges. Pilgrims come by the thou 
sands every year just to splash in its tan waters, and 
thousands more come to see the famous spot of 
Mahatma Ghandi's assassination. You'll stay for 
four days at nearby Kiplingville. Kiplingville has 
had such distinguished visitors as Douglas Fair 
banks, Irving Berlin,and Paul Hornung. While there, 
you'll be taken on a fine tour to the room where 
Mahatma Gandhi helped Rudyard Kipling write 
Dracula. You will also receive a membership in the 
elegant Holy River Swimming Club. Remember— 
for a pure spirit, you can't beat their bar! And as you 
return to your old familiar faces and places, you'll 
see them in a different light, because you're a dif 
ferent person. For now you know the mysteries of 
India.
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You never know when God will call on you. So this 
year, before it's too late, why not call on Him?

Easter Tour of Europe 
and the Holy Land
And

••*-» 1/X.B.^/ .«..•. VA. w JUJMi.l.l.Vi.

what better way to start your trip than in
Madrid,
in deeply religious Spain, land of a strong and'sim 
ple faith. Worship In.Nuestra Senora de los Gridos 
de Dolor, an entire basilica built with the pesadas of 
the faithful. Visit the world's largest hairshirt fac 
tory, see the cells where kings and poets flogged 
themselves until the walls were red, and, in the old 
city, see the grandeur of the Torquemada memorial 
in the Plaza Mayor—which once doubled as a bull 
arena and a burning ground for heretics. Speaking 
of which, the first thing you want to do is see a bull 
fight (the only thing besides the Mass that starts on 
time). Then take in the Prado, one of the world's 
great museums, housing such masterpieces as 
Velasquez' "Martyrdom of Sts. Petrus and Virgilia" 
and "The Massacre of the Innocents," Zurbaran's 
"Martyrdom of Santa Clara," and El Greco's 
"Agony in the Garden." If you get tired of sightsee 
ing, just linger in a friendly cafe over a glass of 
"sangria." (The name means "holy blood.") Don't 
take too long, though, for soon-you must go where 
all roads lead, to
Rome.
It's true: Rome wasn't built in a day. That's why we 
give you four days to see it! Where else can you 
climb steps designed by Michelangelo, drink from 
fountains designed by Bernini, and use a DaVinci 
toilet which amazingly foreshadows modern plumb 
ing? Marvel at Saint Peter's, "The Biggest Church 
on Earth." See the Borghese Gardens, the famous 
flea market—and the beautiful Spanish Steps, 
where Audrey Hepburn and Gregory Peck fell in 
love. Just wander the streets of Rome at night and 
you will always find a surprise. But great as the sec 
ular pleasures of Rome may be, they pale before 
the city's eternal significance. For the highlight of 
your stay here, tour members are assured of an 
audience with the Pope and his housekeeper. After 
this, nothing could be a climax except

The Holy Land
itself, Yes, with the recent troubles now over, Easter 
in the Holy Land is a more peaceful and meaningful 
time than ever before. Our tour will give you full 
time to see all the major surviving sights. Stand in 
awe of the crater where Christ was born. See the 
Crater of Olives, the Ashes of Gethsemane, and the 
Crater of Beatitudes, sight of the Sermon in the 
Crater. Visit Tabgha, traditional site of the multipli 
cation of the protons and electrons, as well as the 
Basilica of the early warning. Marvel at the spot of 
Mary's ascension, which itself ascended recently. 
Worship at St. Fermi's, the oldest church in the Holy 
Land, built almost eighteen months ago. You will 
have five days you'll remember the rest of your life, 
in a land so holy the very earth itself is faintly 
glowing.
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CINEMA

if not the greatest film since Citizen
Kane, certainly the best of the week.

• Jay Kuntz

Nuts!
DAVID AND LISA, PART TWO
Directed by STANLEY KRAMER
Screenplay by
STANLEY KRAMER and TERRY SOUTHERN

Sexy cine-siren Valeric Perrine 
as woefully wasted as an almond in a< 
nut bar in this cretinous follow-up to 
the original heartwarmer, David and 
Lisa (TIME, Dec. 28, 1960). She and' 
costar Dustin "Ratso" Hoffman por-J

PERRINE-ALMOND IN A NUT BAR.

tray the two ex-asylummates, now 
employed as high school vocational 
guidance counselors, who encourage! 
lirectionless students to "Go crazy, if'

nowhere else to go." 
Stanley "Guess Who's Coming to"

[Kramer should know better, but 
eems to find liberal /wmpen-philoso-

,phy (Negroes-are-Nice, Crazy-is- 
Cute) irresistible. The movie proves

Ihighly resistible, indeed.

The~Tireniise thaf agroripof serious 
seventies' students would ape the man-' 
ners of madmen doesn't just strain the 
suspended disbelief of the viewer—it 
Charley-horses it.

• J. K.J

Spicey Meatball
I, MINESTRONE
Directed by FEDRICO FELLlNl
Screenplay by FEDRICO FELLINI

// migtior fabbro serves up yet an 
other intellectually touching, yet emo-J 

1 lv brilliant >^^£^uvre, in this,|

\ 
*

THE NATION
nothing," as Theodore "Teddy" 
Roosevelt opined, "but fear itself."

The Crazy Craze
Who now remembers stuffing soph 

omores into phone booths? Or stuffing 
goldfish into sophomores?* Where are 
the streakers of yesteryear?

For a very noisy minority of under- 
grads at Eastern Methodist University, 
in Snakeville, 111. (pop. 17,013), all 
that's old hat. They've taken to wear 
ing their sports coats backwards (like 
straitjackets) and interrupting lectures 
with screams, giggles, and grotesque 
calisthenics, in an effort to "loon- 
oiit" their profs.

Says EMU's testy prexy Dwight D. 
iVinterbottom, 63, "It's a phase they're 
going through. You know kids to 
day." But leader of the student "Loon- 
ers," Harry "Beefy" Chaplin, 167 Ibs., 
disagrees. "This thing will sweep the 
country. Arrgb! Yatta-yatta!" prom 
ises looner Chaplin.

Today, there are over 2 rnillior 
Hula Hoops gathering dust in 27 ware 
houses in 31 states. And "looning" 
will doubtless go thejyav of all fads.

fwenty-two sophomores in iT~Puce, Ohio 
(pop. 11,089) phone booth in April, 1952, 
and 284 goldfish in Seymour Steinherg, Notre 
Dame, Jan., 1931.

THE WORLD

land to date not even the whippet-lean 
"Generalissimo (128 Ibs.) can explain 
! the mania in Spania.

FJAPAN 

Rooning
To greet visiting Heads of State (ag- 

I ing Jomo Kenyatta, 81, of Kenya is 
'due later this month), the snake-danc 
ing students of Tokyo (pop. 10,873,-j 

i422) have something new up thej 
Meeves of their kimonos. *

Under the influence of a heady! 
mixture of the astonishingly popular, 
poorly-dubbed Daffy Duck cartoons 
on Tokyo TV (Neilson ratings of 7,9), 
and traditional Zen-Buddhist teach 
ings (koans, or silly stories), Tokyo's 
volatile youth have undertaken the 
practice of Rooning, the oriental art

( of acting wigged-out. 
Doubtless, riot-control-trained 

Tokyo police will reduce the Rooners' 
to a bunch of assaulted nuts. But given 

'the present condition of the yen (fall( 
ing), the Yin (failing), and the Ya 
(fooling), maybe Japan's young Rojj 
ners have something to be crazy aboij

rFHE PRESIDENCY

Hanging Tough
After a spartan breakfast of a sin 

gle poached egg on whole wheat toast, 
President Gerald "Jerry" Ford got 
down to the business of a busy 
The White House swimming
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[ Loony Tunes
One disco on New York City'3 

(pop. 10,754,987) no-longer-fashion-1 
able East Side is not feeling the pinch 
of the current economic recession 
(TiME, Jan. 8). J Newly-dubbed The Booby Hatch,! 
the chintzey nitery, once a gay bar, 
has gone from fruits to nuts, and is 
cashewing in on the so-called "loon- 
ing" fad, and the new dance sensation,

the buggyloon.Dee Mencha and the Preycocks, 
the gonzo-rock group that off-beau < 
out the irrational rhythms for thel 
mock-maniac patrons and spotlit Ga-1 
Ga dancers, has a loaning single hit 

k(45 rpm), "Home on Derange," that's 
running amok on the pop charts.

Lean and hungry (800 calories a 
day) Dee Mencha, the trio's lead 
loonet, is crazy—like a fox. Already 
signed for a multirnillion dollar ABC- 
TV special on the looning rage, Dee 
and his dance craze promise to ad-' 
minister some indicated shock therapy 
to the listless booby-tube.

Silly Symphonies
Gustave "Gussy" Mahler's seldom- 

| heard 15th Symphony (La Schizophe- 
nique) elicited raves and small bon 
fires in Lincoln Cenjfcfl^^ -*••

LOONER PERRINE-SWEET AND SCHIZY.

•PEOPLE

The^boning Fad
These kids running around pretend 

ing to be crazy are crazy, if you ask 
me. They should all be locked up, like 

| I was when 1 was a kid.
(Mrs.) E. Blight 
Grottyville, Calif.

What's so wrong with high-spirited 
.. hijinks? When I was young, it was pan-

f Young man-about-town John 
"John-John" Kennedy was there, prac 
ticing spastic terpsichore with his 
washed-denim blue eyes carefully 
crossed. Cher was there, in a spangled 
Halston bolero straitjacket. Gloria 
Steinem had a strikingly unfeminist 
banana in her ear, and her frenzied 
friends, the Kissingers, dressed as 
Napoleon and his horse, scrawled on 
the walls with what looked like choco 
late bars. The occasion for these fran 
tic antics was the gala opening of 
Washington's first Ga-Ga club, the 
Loony Bin, a benefit affair. Said 
Loony-Bin proprietor Antonio 
"Cucko" Cuccoldi, "If you thinks any 

1 of this is going to charity, you're 
crazy!"

•
Wild and wacky Valeric Perrine, 

zany star of the madcap smash, David 
and Lisa, Part Two, which grossed 
$16,000,000 in one week, drooled be 
comingly a!l over her necklace-bib of 
linked paper dolls, as Paramount mo 
guls announced her signing to play the 
lead in a musical remake of the hys 
terical hit, Harvey. Sweet and schizy 
Valeric then ate the contract, while 
flash bulbs popped.

FORUM

can say is, "Alright, Mr. Wiseguy 
writer, if you're so smart, why aren't 
you the President?

Omar Fruggle 
Shit'n'piss, Texas

try raids.
Avery Fresser

New York

It's better than burning down 
ROTCs and banks and brassieres, any 
way.

Ma}. Dwaine Dymme (Ret'd) 
Maysville, Ga.

Re: Looning. After streak-freaking,| 
and shrieking?

Nelson Rockejeller\ 
Washington, D.C.\

Mr. Rockefeller is an expert on\ 
penal methodology, and Vice-President 
of the U.S.A.

Man of the Year: the Looner!
(Mrs.) R. Droptrou 

Niles, Mich.

Those crazy kids, who've made us 
i all take a look at ourselves, the so- 
called "looners."

Pierre E. Trudeaul 
Ottawa, Canada^

Mr. Trudeau is (he Prime Minister 
of Canada, (pop. TK), and a frequent 
visitor to these shores.

The freakers and shriekers!
(Mrs.) Nelson Rockefeller 

Washington, D.C.

°se our "moral compass! 
i^omUd during the long year? 

W its decline, when the progressive de 
terioration of its traditions, its govern 
ment, and its people's confidence in 
themselves led inevitably to its destruc 
tion at the hands of the energetic, reso-

• lute Goths.Another example of this growing 
sense of national disorientation is the 
recent "looning" craze which has swept 
college campuses in the U.S. Possibly 
sparked by the moving portrait of men 
tal disturbance in the sensitive, brilliant 
film David and Lisa,Part Two,the"mad 
fad" seems to suggest some unconscious 
reexamination, even rejection, of the 
whole way in which we live by a gener 
ation that grew up amid war, riot, and
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udius says of the hero of 
Shakespeare's Hamlet, "Though this be 
madness, yet there is method in it," 
could well apply to the looners. For it is 
as if the thousands of young people 
who parade around in mock straitjack- 
ets, gesturing and shrieking like luna 
tics, are withdrawing into a kind of 
play-acting insanity that reflects in a 
deeper sense the true insanity of a 
world that spends billions on weapons 
of mass destruction while millions 
starve, and lays waste to a planet to 
sustain a standard of living whose value 
many people are beginning to question. 
And it suggests a desire on the part of 
the largely affluent middle-class youths 
to plead not guilty by reason of insanity 
to the inherited crimes—ecological, ra- 
cial, military—of their "sane" parents. 

Too, the antics of the undergradu 
ates who have turned their universities 
into laughing academies seem to pose, 
once again, in a troubled time, the old 
philosophical dilemma of whether it is 
not in fact those incarcerated in insane 
asylums who are truly sane, and who- 
abnormality consists merely of bein0 
vastly outnumbered by the rest of us. 
They seem to be making a case for the 
notion that only the fact that the huge 
majority of people agree to conform to 
essentially absurd patterns of work, 
consumption, and general social be 
havior masks the fundamental madness 
of the entire society.

Anthropologists like James G. Fra- 
zier, whose book, The Golden Bough, 
explored the roots of human behavior, 
and Claude Levi-Strauss, have traced 
an ancient urge in man to behave from 
time to time in a deliberately lunatic 
fashion, and in many primitive tribes, 
as well as current-day religious sects, 
certain forms of frenzy are considered 
proof of divine visitation. Hopefully, 
sociologist Karl Menninger's upcoming 
study of the looning phenomenon will 
shed much-needed light on this comical, 
yet somehow deeply significant, mani 
festation of youth's perennial effort to 
square its ideals with harsh reality.

And yet, whatever the underlying] 
motivation for looning, and whatever 
the ultimate verdict on its meaning, 
there is something ultimately disturbing 
about it as a commentary on the state 
of our civilization. It is hard not to won 
der if Euripedes' famous observation 
will be true of America: "Those whom 
God wishes to destroy, he first make; 
mad."

Other forms of deep alienation exist 
as well. Over the last decade, the steady 

I decline in the percentage of citizens 
I, voting in elections indj;

PATIENT COSGROVE-HOOKED ON LOONING.

What Makes a 
LoonerTick?

The patient was writhing on the 
floor, foaming at the mouth, howling 
gibberish. This wasn't an outtake from 
The Exorcist (TIME, Dec. 3,1973). It 

\was reality. (TIME, passim), 
j The patient, Timothy "Timmy" 
I Cosgrove, is young (17), clever (I.Q, 
* 103), and middle-class (his father, r 

lawyer, earned $135,000 last year, ac 
cording to the I.R.S.). Yet the boy was, 
fit now only for a furrow on the funny 

i farm.
He is one of a number of casualties 

(123, at last count) of the looning 
-raze. It seems that a looner in full- 
loon may, if slapped on the back be 
tween the shoulder blades and just 
above the 29th vertebra, lock into, or, 
in the words of balding Dr. Jonas Sock, 
64, "get hooked on" looning.

"Without a larger research grant, 
there is little that medical science can 
do for these poor devils," shrugs the 
portly (191 Ibs. soaking wet) Dr. Sock. 

The good doctor and hundreds like 
him (231 at last count) have long main 
tained that looning, like anything else 
that has not been researched on a sub 
stantial federal grant, may be harmful, 
or even fatal.

For little (5 ft. 5 inches in his stock 
ing feet) Timmy Cosgrove, the funds 
will come too late.

Cancer Breakthrough?
Financed by a $2,000,000 grant 

from the CIA, Dr. Winston Saylem of 
the Pasadena (pop. 1,567,409) Medi 
cal Center announced recently his dis 
covery that mice, if injected with 
massive doses of silicons at birth, show 

to later injections

the Western Hemisphere.
Yet in Dipstick's tiny downtown 

business section, the foundation for that 
silo is even now being dug, and ordi 
nary citizens like Mayor Calvin ("Call

•me Luther") Schlitz couldn't be more 
pleased.

"We're a sleepy little town," asserts 
the portly (belt size 39) mayor. "Never 
had any trouble here. None of that 
danged loonin', for sure. Some of our 
young folks tried it, a while back, but 
hey went right back to their studyin'." 

"Studyin1 " is what the students at 
nearby Calvin College (founded 1965) 
will have plenty of opportunity to do,.

i as they watch the giant (18 billion ton|
Iprestressed concrete condom for the 
mighty MIRV sunk into the gaping,! 
eager earth of Illinois.

The local 14-man-and-one-woman- 
Chamber of Commerce is agreed that 
the MIRV silo is just the shot-in-the-

. pants the flagging local •"-'•nomyneeds. ~~**~

MODERN LIVIN

Our Town Gets 
the Bomb

Dipstick, Virginia (pop. 27,563) is] 
a sleepy little, creepy little town 
Founded by United Empire Loyalist 
with a poor sense of direction during 
the American Revolution (TIME, July 
5, 1776), it has kept out of harm's and 
history's way, and was a surprise choice 

, the site foj the bipeesLMJRV silo in

fcUPDIKE ACCEPTING.

whatever the cons and.pros, one of the 
real pros of prose.

After Rabbit Redux, many thought 
^another Angstrom epic would be a 

,' Rabbit de. Trop, but they are one-up-{ 
diked by author John, who by now 
must be hailed as the Melville of min- 
ows, the Joyce of Massachusetts.

• fl.S.

Looning, Schmooning
FROM MOD TO MAD: A PSYCHIATRIC STUDY 
OP THE LOONING PHENOMENA 
by KARL MENNINGER, M.D.

456 pages, Harper and Row. $12.95

Take one of America's finest minds, 
and set him to investigating one of the 
least significant, most ephemeral of 
fads, and what do you get? A finely 
thought out, insignificant, ephemeral 
book.

For those whose tickle is trivia, Dr. 
Menninger's parvum-opus may hold 
some interest. The good doctor, as if he 
had nothing better to do with his time 
or ours, investigates the late and unla-j 
mented craze for Looning, popular 
among a minority of college students.

iHe concludes it was all a "media hype."
*• Jio what else is new, Doc?

" "B.S.
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continued from page 40

CHARACTER PROFILE OF LENNY 
Lenny is a born performer. He's 

always "on," and yet he's always him 
self, a warm, sensitive person with a 
boyish, lovable streak that most peo 
ple find irresistible. All his life he's 
wanted to make people laugh. When 
he was a kid and he did something 
bad or didn't get what he wanted, he 
would try to ingratiate himself with 
his parents by imitating a duck or 
telling a joke. It was his way of giv 
ing and asking for love.

Lenny loves to pick on the foibles 
of people and to prick the pomposi 
ties of the phonies of this world. He 
does it with a sharp, machine gun- 
style delivery, with a gift for clever 
mimicry and a flair for the language 
that approaches a poet's. Lenny has 
a lifelong love affair with his audi 
ence. To him, each night of perform 
ing is the first performing night of the 
rest of his life—a chance to improvise 
a new routine, a whole new satire. 
In this respect he resembles the jazz 
musicians he knew and loved.

As talented and lovable as Lenny 
is, he is also very insecure. He's a 
bit of a shlep, like all of us. Because 
his great talent and need for the 
audience's love drives him to impro 
vise new and funnier routines every 
night, he is always under great pres 
sure. Sometimes, to relieve the pres 
sure, he drinks (or eats too much-^-or 
some other semiharmless weakness). 
He doesn't get drunk—just tipsy 
enough to keep us in suspense. Will 
he battle his way out of his booziness 
and kill the audience, or will he keel 
over? We can all identify with situa 
tions like this.

Lenny is also a lovable con man 
and a prankster. His cons usually 
involve scamming money from the 
assholes and empty suits and giving 
it to poor and deserving characters. 
His pranks are also directed at louts 
and hypocrites, but they can also 
land him in hot water with the Es 
tablishment—which is one of the key 
themes of the show.

LENNY'S FAMILY 
CHARACTER PROFILE OF

HONEY, HIS WIFE 
Honey is a big, tall, sexy ex-stripper 

(that's what she really was) who is 
now a dedicated wife and mother. 
She still wears fairly sexy clothes, 
but doesn't flaunt herself and doesn't 
even know her own strength in this 
area. She's really into the wife and 
homemaker thing as a career. She's 
actually kookier and zanier than 
Lenny in many ways. Visualize a 
bigger Marilyn Monroe, always fuck 
ing up in the kitchen, burning the 
liver, flooding the laundry with suds,

setting the house on fire, etc. She's 
the goofy blond with a big heart ( and 
big tits, no harm in that) who sur 
prises us every once in a while with 
a certain kind of native wisdom and 
wit. She is always trying to improve 
herself, reading heavy books, so she 
can engage in "meaningful" conversa 
tions with Lenny and his friends.

She is a great foil for Lenny's hy 
peractive personality. Every once in 
a while she might do a very mild and 
parodistic strip number, in good fun, 
say for a local community fund-rais 
ing . . . just to show our male audi 
ence what a great body she has.

CHARACTER PROFILE OF 
SALLY, LENNY'S MOTHER 

Sally is the Number One Show 
Business Mother Of All Time. She's 
always trying to boss Lenny, to push 
him into bigger and better things, 
but always ends up getting him into 
zany situations and booking him into 
kooky clubs, or "toilets," as Lenny 
used to call them. But she always 
wants the best for him because she 
thinks he is the best, and they always 
end up kissing and making up.

CHARACTER PROFILE OF 
KITTY, LENNY'S DAUGHTER 

Kitty is a dollface, a terribly pre 
cocious girl of about thirteen or four 
teen, who is just beginning to dis 
cover that she is a woman. She's our 
voice of today's youth, always ques 
tioning, always skeptical, a little cyni 
cal even, but at the same time, in 
credibly naive and inexperienced in 
the ways of the world. Both Lenny 
and Honey are crazy about her, and 
she loves her parents, but is also into 
the rebellion stage, the first love 
stage, crushes on teachers, etc. Her 
dramatic interplay with Lenny's con 
flicts can make for some exciting 
multi-level audience ID.

THEME AND PREMISE OF 
THE LENNY SHOW

Lenny is an up-and-coming young 
comedian, a social satirist. Usually, 
he plays one city for a fairly long 
time, sometimes he can go on tour 
(don't worry about high budgets, we 
establish locations with stock shots 
and cut to studio interiors). Wher 
ever he goes, Lenny is confronted by 
his "enemy," a member of the Es 
tablishment who doesn't dig his act 
and wants to censor him or stop him 
somehow—or else it's a guy who's 
against opening a park on Sundays 
for free rock concerts—there is al 
ways a dramatic conflict between 
Lenny and the square, pompous Es 
tablishment, and Lenny not only jabs 
them with his words and routines, 
but gets involved with helping the 
people who are being wronged by

these squares.
Also, with Lenny being such a nut- 

bar, and his family being on the 
kooky side, they always get into 
big scrapes on their own. Sometimes 
Lenny will do a zingy con job on a 
stuffed shirt, an empty suit of 'a per 
son, and give the money to a de 
serving guest shot character. We 
feel that Lenny will out-M*A*S*H 
"M*A*S*H" in this respect, and will 
be even more appealing and lovable 
because he gives so much loye to his 
audience. Remember, Lenny is also 
a born actor who hungers for ap 
plause and strips his body and soul 
naked to get it. Yes, on a subcon 
scious level, we even have the Christ- 
Martyr Syndrome tugging at our au 
dience's heartstrings. But that's just 
bottom-of-the-iceberg stuff, between 
us.

THE MAIN SET
In order to get around to all his 

club dates, Lenny and his family live 
in a gigantic trailer—and it's the 
craziest, zaniest trailer-camper you 
ever saw! The inside of the trailer is 
where most of the action takes place 
and it makes the junkyard of San- 
ford and Son look like it was designed 
by Mies Van Der Rohe. You see, 
Lenny is also a compulsive hoarder, 
a collector1 . His trailer is completely 
full of all kinds of nostalgic junk, old 
food, even a parrot who interrupts 
him all the time and gives away his 
punch lines, Lenny is always one sec 
ond away from strangling the parrot.

STORY IDEAS
Of course, a show like this is a nat 

ural for celebrity guest shots . . . Joey 
Bishop, Berle, Youngman, Alan King 
. . . the new guys . . . Pryor, Carlin, 
David Steinberg. . . . Say . . . one 
night, Lenny learns that Tony Ben- 
nett is in the audience and he's so 
awed that he chokes up. He can't re 
member his lines. He gets heckled and 
booed. So Bennett gets up and really 
gives it to the heckler and actually 
starts singing a song. Lenny picks it 
up from there and they both do a 
dynamite show together.

We could get Lenny involved with 
the Mafia. He does a routine on the 
Mafia foibles that everyone thinks 
will get him killed. The Mafia chief 
tains come into the club while he's 
doing the routine. You can feel the 
panic as he shpritzes them more and 
more. Instead they keel over, help 
less with laughter, tears rolling down 
their faces.

Or, the FBI picks up Lenny on a 
mistaken identity screw-up. They 
think he's a notorious bank robber or 
something. When he gets out of jail, 
he actually robs a bank, just for fun 
(he gives the money back), just to
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The75 Nobels
^ "I won, I won. And they knew all about
•^ what I ordered in Vietnam, Christ,
£* i maybe if they'd known about Chile, I
* ^ could've gotten two of them."

—Henry Kissinger, in a letter to 
Nelson Rockefeller

T»T TCATION BLANK -

"iiZifoXJ*£)

Applications must be postdated no later than the thirty.first of March. Semifinalists will be flown via SAS 
airlines. They will be greeted at the airport by personally assigned escorts dressed in traditional Viking 
costume. From there, the semifmalists will be taken to accommodations inside the city of Stockholm. Time 
allowing, a tour of the city is provided, which includes a trip to a world-famous clinic to witness a sex-change 
operation and a visit to a factory to see how dynamite is made.
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Itiears Remembered
Up until it ended recently, the ceremony for notifying winners was a fond tradition. No matter where in the 
world you lived. Miss Nobel (of that year) would travel to your house and bring you breakfast along with the 
good news. She was always adamant about you finishing your breakfast first before she would tell yon of the 
award; though she did not hold the power to withhold it from you if you didn't finish your breakfast. When 
there were multiple winners of the same pri/e, her task would become wearisome, but there were always those 
cases where the joint winners shared a home, as in the rase of the five Frenchmen who won the 1919 Nobel in 
chemistry for inventing the telephone. The last single Miss Nobel completed her rounds in 1961. Since that 
time, she has been replaced by twenty Miss Nobels who do not travel but instead remain in Stockholm and act 
as official hostesses at the many preaward parties given by the potential candidates. But none of these parties 
ran measure up to the gala ball given on the night of the awards. Winners and losers alike forget the pressures 
and anguish of the past weeks and all join together in the spirit of the late Alfred Nobel, and "... treat each 
other with the delicacy of nitroglycerine."

u
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A City Prepares
Sweden claims to be the only country "on a first name basis with the rest of the world." The people of 
Sweden are proud, and will stand second to none when it comes to civic pride. This is exemplified in the city 
of Stockholm. Seemingly carefree in nature, the Swedes clearly decide for themselves what must be done, and 
allot themselves a generous amount of time in which to do it. Whether it's a new road that must be built or 
an old road that must be rerouted, rebuilt, and marked, the citizenry will rise to the occasion. This year, in 
addition to the new roads and the new multilingual road signs, the people of Stockholm have completely 
renovated a theater on the outskirts of the city. Though somewhat smaller than Stockholm's Concert Hall, the 
Gorden offers ample parking space plus a less obstructed view for the audience.
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And the Decision 
of thejudges is Final
"These pleasures, Melancholy, give/ And I with thee will choose to live," yelled the Nobel contestant from the 
Dramatic Reading category, much to the surprise of the relaxing judges. Though last-minute accomplishments 
are taken into account, the contestant is selected on his or her work based over a period ol' lime. Soon the judges 
will seclude themselves for their series of meetings to finally decide who among the finalists will emerge as the 
winners. Many will go home heartbroken and empty-handed, but some, that very special few, will be going 
home 575,000 richer. Wh,o will be this year's Nobel winners? You can help decide. Let the judges know how you 
[eel. If you don't vote, you won't have a say.

Nobel Prize for peace should go io_ 
Nobel Prize tor best train robbery _
Nobel Prize for bachelor of (he year—————————— 
Nobel Prize for best hair-do (given only on even- 
number years) ———————————————————————— 
Nobel Prize for silliest looking house plant______ 
Nobel Prize for worst nip of coffee-
Nobel Prize for tallest man in (be world- 
Nobel Prize for most expensive tic____ 
Nobel Prize for fastest singer_______

Name.
Address- 
City___ .State-

Fill in the blanks and sign your name and address. 
Only one card allowed per person.
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continued from page SO

prove how easy it is.
Lenny gets on the "Johnny Carson 

Show," and to make a big impres 
sion, he overturns a full goldfish bowl 
on Johnny, right on camera . . . with 
the fish jumping around all over the 
set. That's how crazy he is. Of course, 
he gets zinged right back by Johnny.

Letter from Fred Siluerman to Nor 
man Lear:

November 30 
Dear Norman:

Read with great interest your char 
acter profile and thematic outline for 
the Lenny show. I'm overwhelmed by 
all the ideas and insights that went 
into your presentation. In all my 
years of reading outlines, I have 
never come across one with so much 
originality and built-in excitement.

You're going to hate me for putting 
it in this manner, but I think the 
show has too much originality. It's 
trying to hard. And because it's try 
ing too hard, it's going overboard in 
certain areas.

I think the key problem is your 
dependence on Lenny as a comedian, 
especially as a satirist. People can't 
identify with a character like that. I 
know he's going to be warm and lov 
able, but it's too hard for the audi 
ence to make the transition from 
Lenny, the sharp satirist of the Es 
tablishment, to Lenny, the lovable, 
zany husband. Digest that for a while.

The stuff about his giving and 
needing love is a bit strong for our 
audience. Sounds too Freudian and 
heavy for a fast-moving sit-com that 
has to go against "Colombo" or a 
first-run movie.

I know you just threw in his drink 
ing problem to balance his character 
and give him a little weakness and 
audience ID, but it is a bit grim for 
a family comedy, eh,what? Unless he 
only does it once and it turns out to 
be very comical.

You've got to be careful with the 
con man aspect of his character. A 
con man is still a crook and we're 
just coming down from all that Wa 
tergate stuff. A lovable con man is 
hard to visualize, unless he's Paul 
Newman or Robert Redford, and 
we're not getting one of those guys 
to play Lenny.

An insecure main character is al 
ways chancy. How insecure? Why 
would a sharp, witty satirist be so 
insecure? I don't get it.

Before I go any further I want to 
say that I like the character of Honey 
a lot. Only she doesn't have to be an 
ex-stripper. What does that accom 
plish except maybe alienate about 20 
million viewers in the Bible Belt? 
She can still be blond, beautiful, and 
dumb.

I can't argue about the value of a

Show Business Mother. Always a 
great character and I knew you'll 
come up with new twists for her, even 
if we get her out of show business.

Keep Kitty at about age seven or 
eight. Fourteen is too old and too 
suggestive. And maybe throw a 
kooky-looking dog into the show.

Guess what? I love the trailer. The 
trailer is funny and could be a real 
winner as our main set. Give me 
more characters like the parrot. They 
add a lot of shmeck to the show.

To sum up, I think the idea of a 
touring satirist up against the Es 
tablishment is just not big rating 
stuff. It's just not worthy of what I 
know you can do with Lenny. I hate 
to say it, but it's a sort of a light 
weight idea. I think it tries so hard 
that it reaches too far. You don't have 
to reach that far. Just make him a 
regular comedian, maybe he has a 
part in a TV series, so he doesn't 
have to tour. He can still live in a 
camper, because they like the out 
doors. They're ecology- minded. 
There's plenty of great material in 
the story of a young, struggling com 
edian trying to make it in a series. 
He can always get into scrapes with 
the producer and director and the 
other actors.

All of this criticism still doesn't 
mean that it wasn't the best outline 
I've read in years. I think we're 
more than halfway home. I just feel 
that you're aiming L.OO high. This 
show has so many great areas to de 
velop that I wouldn't worry so much 
about deep themes. Just think of it 
as a zany character show with a lot 
of original twists and it'll grow into 
an Emmy prizewinner with ease.

Let's talk first thing Monday.
Love and kisses, 
Fred Silverman

Letter form Norman Lear to Fred 
Siluerman:

December 12 
Dear Fred:

After dry-humping around for a 
while, I think we came up with a 
winner of a premise, especially in 
taking away that "lightweight" im 
age of Lenny as merely a comedian. 
Instead of being a full-time com 
edian, Lenny is now a lawyer. He is 
in his last year of law school and is 
only taking an occasional club date 
to support himself through school. 
He's such a brilliant lawyer that he's 
already taking cases, helping poor 
people, and being wooed by big law 
firms. How did this all happen? Pic 
ture if you will, in flashback, Lenny 
appealing his obscenity case all the 
way to the Supreme Court . . . Lenny 
is concluding his statement to the 
justices. We fade out and see Lenny 
standing in the hallway of the J ustice

Building, exhausted, spent, not know 
ing what the verdict will be. Sudden 
ly, Chief Justice Earl Warren emerges 
from his chambers and sees Lenny. 
In a rare gesture, he shakes Lenny's 
hand and tells him that no matter 
which way he decides Lenny's case, 
he has never heard an appeal so pow 
erful. He feels that Lenny would have 
a great future as a lawyer, even more 
valuable than a comedian. Of course, 
Lenny is so overcome by this compli 
ment that he vows to study law and 
become a great lawyer if it kills him. 
And when he wins his appeal with 
Supreme Court and it becomes a 
landmark decision, it's like the Fourth 
of July and the Mardi Gras for 
Lenny. A new life begins for him. 
And for the dramatic conflict of the 
show, we'd like to bring in the New 
York D.A. who got him on the ob 
scenity charge. He's always out to 
get Lenny somehow.

Not bad for openers, eh what?
Norman

Letter from Fred Siluerman to Nor 
man Lear:

December 23 
Dear Norman:

It's a very interesting idea, but un 
fortunately, it's too close to six dif 
ferent lawyer shows we're audience- 
testing at this very moment. I think 
you're missing the point a bit and 
still pushing too hard. Relax. Take a 
few days off and you'll come back to 
it like a wild animal.

Merry Xmas, 
Fred

Letter from Norman Lear to Fred 
Silverman:

December 24 
Dear Freddy:

How about Lenny as a comedian 
who is also a traveling salesman? The 
big trailer is their vehicle. And dig 
this: Lenny is the first traveling sales 
man who travels with his entire fam 
ily. That's a chocolate marshmallow 
twist if there ever was one.

Lenny is one of those kooky, zany 
salesmen who will sell anything. He's 
always hooking up with some entre 
preneur who gives him a supply of 
stuff—rubber novelties, Christmas 
cards out of season, shingles and 
aluminum siding, etc. This idea takes 
advantage of Lenny's outgoing per 
sonality and lovable con act, while at 
the same time opening fantastic ave 
nues for comic situations. Can you 
imagine the crazy types he calls on 
in his door-to-door canvassing? And 
every time he flops as a salesman, he 
has to get a fast job as a comedian. 
And he can always base part of his 
comedy routine on what happened to 
him while he was selling shitty vac 
uum cleaners or cosmetics (one epi-

continucd on page 90
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GOING ON AND ON
A CON5CIENCELE55 CALENDAR OF EVENT5 OF 1NTE.&E5T

THE THEATRE
PLAYS AND MUSICALS

ADD Hue TO YOUB VEHICLE—A tired, thinly-disguised 
reprise of the old musical, "Paint Your Wagon." 
Witli Rogers Peet anil Georgette Klingcr. {Desi 
Arnaz, 209 W. 45th St. Nightly, except Sundays, 
at 8. Malineea Wednesdays and Saturdays at 3.)

AMUNDSEN, AHUWDSEN—Kurt Remark plays the gloomy 
introspective Polar explorer in Norwegian play 
wright Hinges Lager's classic study of human pride 
and foolishness set in an igloo at 45° 34', 2° 7'. 
(Asbury Park, 145 W. 48th St. Nightly, except 
Sundays, at 8. Matinees Wednesdays and Satur 
days at 2.)

AN EVENING WITH JOHN PA/ME—The star of many a 
Twentieth Century Fox musical with Alice Faye 
and Betty Grable does readings from these movies, 
plus several arthritic song-and-dance numbers. 
Payne proves once and for all that he can act liis 
way out of a paper bag. (Herman Badillo Play 
house, Madison Ave. and 60th St. Matinees every 
day.)

ATTACK or THE ANTKARS— Absolutely enchanting and 
in Yiddish. Screeching actors planted in the audi 
ence effectively add to the suspense. The ending 
should be kept a secret, hut it goes like—the ant- 
bears all agree to put on their skates and go fight 
Hitler provided the townspeople will never again 
accuse the antbears of being selfish and overly 
sentimental. Sorry. (Playniobile. Various nights 
at sunset. Various locations. No matinees.)

BANQUO AND THE WITCHEJ—Shakespcarean adapta 
tion of Macbeth done by Earl Wilson, Sr. It takes 
on tlie two elements that made the show "the hit 
it was." Funniest scene is when Richard III en 
ters frantically, willing to trade anything for a 
horse, and Lady Macbeth says, . . . well, you'll 
just have to see for yourself. (Duff/I,apino Thea 
tre, 80 West 41st St. Every night, seven matinees. 
Will play parties and small rooms.)

BAWD)1 no USE BAXTER—One of Tennessee Williams' 
earliest efforts. Baxter is an enigmatic young En 
glishman who refuses to pay the rent to his New 
Orleans landlady. She informs him that as a land 
lady she has the power to have him shot for non 
payment. He informs her that lie is the King of 
England and he can have her shot for asking him 
for money. It's ail happily resolved when lie 
finally brings down his trunk containing his royal 
raiments and the crown jewels. (Ed Sullivan 
Theatre, S2iid St. and Broadway. Nightly except 
when CBS needs the studio to tape giveaway 
shows.)

CATARACTS—Patty Meat as the iris and Jeff Fish- 
bank as the cornea in a penetrating tale of an 
eyeball gone to seed. Michel Outre directed, and 
Lou Fusco made the marvelous mechanical peeper 
that almost steals the show. (Better Vision Insti 
tute, 1790 Broadway. Nightly, except Sundays, at 
7. Matinees, except Sundays, at 2:30.)

CLEMINI OF ALEXANDRIA—Robert Bolt's latest historic 
drama about the somewhat confused second-cen 
tury philosopher. Clement is angry about al! of 
the philosophy he has to learn but is at the same 
time happy about all of the philosophy that he 
doesn't have to learn because it hasn't been written 
yet. Now enter Diana of Europe, and Clement 
closes his hooks once and for all. (Theatre in the 
Dark, 26$ W. Vanderbilt. Nightly, except week 
ends, at 7:30. Matinees at 2:30.)

COIORADO—This year's big, splashy musical, which 
is a direct steal of "Oklahoma." The hard-working 
cast includes John Stilt, Mary Jane Pythe, and 
Lou Anders. Music and lyrics mostly by Richard 
Rodgers and Oscar Hammerstein, III. (Mario 
Biaggi Theatre, Fifth Ave. and 59th St.)

THE HUNCHBACK OF NOTRE DAUE—Israel Surfeit's 
archly unsentimental play about four college soph 
omores who bet that they can stay up all night 
and what happens when they have visitors, among
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them a derelict PuIiUer Prize winner and a Negro 
ventriloquist with a sore throat. The cast is able, 
but the surprises arc fi-iv. Directed by Marc 
Mersky. (Vito Battista Theatre, Park Ave. and 
45th St. Nightly.)

1 S*r, OID CHAP—A petty little comedy by the En 
glish playwright Alun Smallpox, which ran in the 
West End for nine years. The exceptionally obese 
cast includes Jennifer Huthcrford and Miles Mel- 
vin. (Rose Ann Scamardclla Theatre, Fifth Ave. 
and 57th St. Nightly.)

MOTHER!—Multitalentcd Melvin Van Peebles lias re 
written the Oedipus story in Mack street slang, 
with Dorothy Daiidridge as the mother and Ben 
Verecn as the mother-finder. Powerful, jazzy. 
(The Butterfly McQuccn Center for the 1'erform- 
in' Arts, Broadway and lOOlh Street. Nightly 
at 7.)

THE SHMEMDRICKS—Tim Tourney's musical is about a 
file clerk who goes to sec a man about a dog. There

isn't much more. The music is by Stephen Blom- 
herg and Bart Huff wrote the lyrics. (Malcolm 
Wilson 1'layhousc, Fifth Ave. and 56 St. Week 
ends and Tuesdays at 5.)

STRANDED IN DE JUNGLE—Stanley meets Livingston, 
Stanley loses Livingston, Stanley gets Livingston. 
The old story, retold from the African's point of 
view, with a "rock 'n' soul score" (that's what it 
says in the program) provided by Melvin van 
Peebles. Fast-paced, but presumptuous. (The 
Grand, 233 W. 46th St. Tuesdays through Sun 
days at 7:30, Matinees Wednesdays and Satur 
days at 2.)

SmTCHMARKi—Sondhcim scores again as he brilliant 
ly underscores the joys and frustrations of dumb, 
fat people in New York. "Sup-hose I Loved You" 
and "Nice Piece of Fish" both show-stoppers. 
(Colostomy, 34(i W. 46th. Reopens Tuesday, 
March 22nd.)

SVNIO LIVING PUPPET THEATRE of LATVIA—Latvian folk 
talcs brought to life by people masquerading as 
puppets. Perfectly ordinary entertainment for 
anyone age 6 or age 60. (Harrison Got (tin, Fifth 
Ave. and 44 St.)

Too HOT TO HONDLE—The Yiddish-American Thea 
ter's latest potpourri of gutteral gibberish, served 
up in a seemingly endless array of unintelligible 
skits, saliva-sprayed songs, and pachydermatous 
production numbers. Most memorable moment:
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GOING ON AND ON
the pastrami ballet from "West Side Tsuris." 
These people are their own worst enemies. (The 
Sholcm Alcichem Little Theatre, 342 2nd Ave. 
Evenings and Matinees every day but Saturday.)

UBANSI BLACKFACE BIG MAMA—Lonny Hayward's folk 
farce is broadly based on "Othello," hut no one 
has told the actors, who are having a wonderful 
time, especially John Paul Jones, who is not even 
in the play. Lloyd Waitiright's halfhearted direc 
tion is perfect. Blackamoor Repertory Company. 
(Abe Bcame Theatre, Madison Ave. and 55th St. 
Nightly at about 8 or 9-ish.)

VIVA GORBODUC!—A long-overdue revival of Norton 
and Sackville's blank verse tragedy. Uta Hagcn 
shines as Gorboduc in a novel transsexual rendi 
tion of the title role, and Daniel Seltzer is superb 
in the moving dumb shows that precede cacti act 
—a Sackville innovation that seems as fresh to 
day as it was in 1561. (Margaret Dumont Thea 
tre, 221 W. 46th St. Nightly, except Sundays, at 
8. Matinees Wednesdays and Saturdays at 2.)

WHIW PASTURES—A David Merrick revival, in much 
altered form, of Marc Connelly's 1934 classic, 
Green Pastures, with an all-white cast and folk- 
rock score by ex-Chad Mitcbellile John Denver. 
Merv Griffin is amusing as "de Lawd." (The 
Crackerbox, Broadway at 42nd. At 8:30 nightly, 
i-xcept weekdays. Dark Saturday and Sunday.)

NIGHT TOVN
SMALL AND CHEERFUL

DOWNSIAIBS IN THE BACK, 80 Lafayette St.—An up 
holsterer's warehouse that doubles as a cabaret 
and showcase for sundry rock, folk, pop, jazz, 
and whatever. The Proctor-Silcx, a rock group 
that plays electrified appliances, appears Nov. 9. 
On Dec. 8, Seati McGulliciddy presents liis latest 
collection of off-speed polka records and travel 
slides. On Thursday, April 2, Blind Willie Siegel 
and Arthur "Jcllybones" Weiss start playing and 
singing the same monotonous stuff they've been 
doing for thirty years. The Majestic Magenta 
Messiahs of Motown, a gospel 'n' cheese group, 
take over in June. IYOB.

PLAZA, Fifth Ave., at S9th St.—Watery drinks and 
Soncsta ashtrays in the PensiAN ROOM, along with 
beat-out, black-rooted chantootsie Mimi Hollan- 
daise. In the OAK BAR, some swell wood paneling, 
acrylic rugs, and two loud salesmen from Cleve 
land. TRADER Vic's is now featuring Muzak by 
Arthur Lyman and a dollar off all drinks normally 
servod in plastic blowfish.

VILLAGE IDIOT, 24 Grove St.,near Christopher St.— 
Miles Ketifro brings his accordion and his highly 
nervous quintet into this oppressively small, 
humid, and generally unsafe room. On Thurs 
days, Cloudy and Cool, a soul food duo, make 
an appearance. There is a large Black bartender 
who answers to the name "Sir."

STORK CLUB, 3 E. 53rd St.—A good address, just off 
the avenue. Used to have tea-dances back when 
people had money and neckties. Not like now, 
though.

SLEEPY AND BASHFUL

DUMBBELL'S, 10 Mott St., at Pell St.—Red checkered 
tablecloths and broken glass line the floor of this 
neighborhood bar, formerly an opium den. A 
desultory trio led by Herman Rubin, Jr., offers 
Moravian hymns. Vocalist Judi Nealc takes over 
on Wednesdays and doesn't go home. Beers and 
wines only. No smoking.

THE EAGLES' NEST, !146 Hudson St.—A gemiitlich 
roost for rough traders and civilized S*M. Come 
as you are, as long as you are stuffed into a 
black leather space suit with more chains than 
Marley's ghost and can fart nnils on command. 
Watch yourself.

THE VILLAGE DUMP, at the corner of Sixth and 
Bleecker—Exposed brick and N.Y.U. students 
with exposed brick complexions set the downbeat 
for this long-lived boho bistro, said to have been 
a favorite of Dylan Thomas, although manage 
ment changes more often than the tablecloths and 
it's hard to be sure who they let in, what with 
the new drinking age. Folk, music by Leonard 
Simpcus and the New Youths.

HOICOMB'S n, First Ave., at 84th St.—Bobby and
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the Bodyshirts recreate future gold and every 
Wednesday is Ladies' Night with free Harvey 
Wallbangers to any patron in botpants or Ms.-inn 
her bra. Some rugby team pretty much lakes over 
after eleven, free popcorn and check. Fairies be 
ware.

DOPEY AND SNEEZY

SHEnATON-KHUPiAK, Fifth Ave., at 60th St.—Les 
Ludlow's trio holds forth for dancing until ten, 
when Dimitri Trcnlini's violin takes over. Ai 
eleven-thirty, pianist Jules Martel and vocalist 
Patricia Zinty provide smoothly agreeable sounds 
until one-fifteen, when Herb Lofiere's harp holds 
the door until two-forty-five. On Tuesdays and 
Fridays, Bella Romano's viola alternates with the 
Anthony Campobcllo orchestra. Steven Sehwem- 
mer's piano follows on alternate weekends, be 
tween ten and eleven. Closed for renovations 
until next year.

TABLE D'HOTE/LEFTOVERS. 56 E. 53rd St.—On even- 
numbered days, this elegant little Easlsidc dining 
spot operates under the name TABLE D'HOTE and

serves the finest in French haute cuisine. On 
odd-numbered days, it cuts its prices by eighty 
percent, changes its name to LEFTOVERS, and serves 
up whatever was left behind by the previous 
night's diners. Fun, but not for everyone. Double- 
check your calendar before making reservations.

SmoELiE's, 198th. St., at Broadway—A silly-look 
ing room that doesn't know whether it's supposed 
to be mock-Tudor, or psendo-Venetian, or what. 
Etta LaPierre gives us a lesson in rhythm, 
harmony, and needlepoint, backed by a sporadic 
trio {Roy Tripe is on drums). In the front room 
Benny Bush leads a twenty-two-piece Dixieland 
band. Both groups like to play at the same time.

EL MONACO, 154 E. 54th St.—Not what it used to 
be. Doors nailed shut, tarpaulins over what's left 
of the furniture. Gee.

Le CLUS SODA, 920 First Ave., at 52nd Si.—The 
smoky Tonette of Babs Tuckahoe and Vern 
Cudahy's engaging impressions of a variety of 
barnyard animals combine to weave a subtle spell 
over this snug, pleasantly frowzy boite just a 
snap from Turtle Bay. Not for the tender footed— 
it's strictly stand-up (the chairs are nailed upside 
down lo the tables, in keeping with the mattre 
d's practiced yawns and the chic, can't-bc-both 
ered atmosphere), and unless curling and uncurl 
ing your toes is your idea of tripping the light 
fantastic, there's no dancing. Shows begin at 
eight-thirty and ten-thirty. Snacks, dips, and 
funny-looking erunchy things in dishes.

FANIOD'S, 145 W. 46th St.—Visitors to this sullen 
cabaret are quickly confronted with the smell of 
sizzling; shashlik, won ton soup, and home fries, 
the house specialties, and the glint off the walls of 
smashed lightbulbs stuck into slabs of hardened 
butterscotch. Presently, 1'Yeddy Herb is coaxing 
vaguely bell-like noises from his xylophone and 
comedian Buddy Brazo keeps visitors in stitches 
with his knock-knock jokes. Dining.

MOVIES
SIDESWIPE, the world's smallest disaster movie. Lots 

of shots of cars speeding along highways, cross- 
.sections of humanity and little dramas in each 
car, all leading up to an accidental sideswipiug of 
two cars (hat brush against each other when the 
two lanes narrow into one. No one is seriously 
hurt. Directed in what seems like slow motion 
by. Ted Glish. Stars Cliarltori Htston, {",k-n» 
Ford, Avfl Gardner, and Ernest Borgnine. (Il 
was at the Amhcrst Theatre, last we heard).
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TOWN ON THE,TAKE
Nuts and Currents

TWO items in the newspaper 
ught our eye last week. One 

.. as a report from Kancly, in Sri 
Lanka, which is the tag Ceylon has 
been asking everyone to use lately. It 
told of the heaching of a giant squid 
on a strip of sand on the east coast of 
the lush island republic. The aquatic 
behemoth, which reportedly mea 
sured a full fifty feet from its head to 
the tips of its ten, sucker-studded 
arms, had been dead for several days, 
and was apparently washed ashore by 
the powerful tides typical of the In 
dian Ocean at this time of the year. 
We imagined the scene: a large crowd 
of curious Sri Lankans who had come 
to see tho antique and alien creature, 
which even in death must have seemed 
threatening and malevolent, a re 
minder, perhaps, of some ancient ter 
ror ; children frisking around the mas 
sive carcass, daring each other to run 
up and poke it with sticks and then 
scampering away when a stray roll of 
surf moved its massive tentacles in a 
slow mime of once mighty thrashes; 
and, at last, after a day or two, when 
amazement passed, and with it fear, 
and the momentary respect that man 
accords the large, the novel, and the 
physically forbidding, a handful of 
scavengers stripping the great fish for 
bait, and even for food; for Sri Lanka 
is still as poor as it was when its name 
was less cacophonous.

The other item described the pas 
sage by the Michigan legislature of a 
law requiring drivers in that state to 
make clear and complete hand signals 
to indicate turns, stops, and lane 
changes, regardless of whether the 
electrical direction indicators on the 
rear of their automobiles were in 
working order. Tt sounded like the 
kind of statute that is headed for some 
pretty widespread public disrespect.

Tt's hard enough to pilot a motorcar 
through the endless maze of highways 
that writhe and squirm around the 
country like the arms of a squid with 
out letting go of our steering grip and 
shifting mechanisms to wave and wag 
gle a tentacle out the car window, and 
at the same time keep our eye. semanti- 
cally Cyclopian, an echo of the cephal- 
opod that navigates the horrid depths 
as we drive through the thick smog 
sea, cased in sheet metal, not scales 
and slime, but heavy and glistening, 
and like that primordial beast, speed 
ing perhaps toward some unimagined 
shore—sane! for him, concrete, of 
which it is a constituent, for us— 
where, beached and mute, we suffer, 
ignorant of it, the serried gaze of an 
idle crowd come to view a more mod 
ern demise, fearsome, though all too 
familiarly so, and like the departure of 
that grand submarine denizen, final.

Up In Fred's Room

SETTING our hat at a jauntier 
angle than usual, we went up to 

the Hotel Pierre bright and early the 
other morning to renew acquaintances 
with Mr. Fred Astaire, the dancer. All 
we could hear from behind the Astaire 
door was "zzzzzzz," so remembering

a trick taught us by Mr. Willie Sutton, 
who was not a dancer, we gingerly let 
ourselves inside. We decided that Mr. 
Astaire in the flesh looks ten years 
younger than he does on television talk 
shows. We also decided that even "'hen 
he's dead to the world, Mr. Astaire has 
style. We liked the way he lay there in 
his bine silk pajamas, as poised and 
graceful in repose r.s in a dance num 
ber. We also liked Mr. Astaire's wafer- 
thin gold Patek Philippe wristwatch. 
which bad been carefully placed atop a 
black alligator Mark Cross billfold on 
the bedtable. When it comes to your 
average billfold, we can take it or leave 
it, but since this was Fred Astaire's 
billfold, we decided to take it, and we 
were glad we did, because inside, 
among other things, was two hundred 
and forty dollars in crisp new twenty- 
dollar bills. As if Fred Astaire would 
be caught carrying rumpled old cur 
rency around!

Down on the street again, we de 
cided we liked Mr. Astaire's billfold 
just as much as we liked his Watch, the 
way he sleeps, and Mr. Astaire himself.

U.N.Me, Babe

L'tST Wednesday morning at 
the United Nations General As 

sembly, Resolution #A648 was 
signed, unseating the Israeli delega 
tion and replacing it with a group 
from the Palestine Liberation Organ 
ization, who would henceforth repre 
sent "all residents of the territories 
hitherto erroneously referred to as the 
sovereign state of Israel."

After the signing, we overheard the 
following conversation between two 
U.N. ambassadors :

"Let's e-e-e-eat lu-lu-lunch. We p- 
p-p-put in a b-b-big mo-mo-morning."

" Well, that's very easy for you to 
say."
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Pillow Talk

THE first thing to do before en 
tering the famous Manhattan 

Hotel on Seventh Avenue, we were 
solemnly informed by its doorman, is 
to transfer your1 money from your hip 
pocket to your front pocket. "Do not 
stuff your money into your shoe," ad 
monishes the elegantly-liveried Mr. 
Hamilton; "for whereas the common 
'foist' will most likely accept frustra 

tion after soliciting an empty hip 
pocket, the more determined and tem 
peramental 'hitter' —the one who car 
ries a gun—is generally too impatient 
to wait for his 'mark' to toe off his 
Oxford, and typically opens fire at any 
unexpected gesture."

With this point well taken, we were 
guided by the miscellaneous odor of 
recycled alcohol and hors d'ocnvres to 
the Manhattan's magisterial Final 
Curtain Cocktail Lounge, where, in the 
intimate glow of vermilion neon on 
polyethylene palm leaves, pass contin 
ually the moguls and tyros of the con 
temporary Times Square set. As we 
expected, we were immediately saluted 
by our old friend. Detective Alfred 
Infantine of Vice, Gambling & Pornog 
raphy, who was wreathed in a smile 
so bright it fairly reflected from the 
shiny tips of his $86 Baily-of-Italy 
shoes. "Oh, it's a bumper year all 
around for this industry," he exulted 
confidentially. "The Recession may be 
putting the marks out of work, but 
what little they've got left, they're 
handing it over to our people like it 
burned them."

AF, FTER further pleasantries, we 
were introduced to one of the 

Detective's latest ingenues, a willowy 
young trace of cafe au la'if decked out 
in nostalgic apres-mini scarlet hot 
pants and jeroboam-sized blue suede 
purse, named Honeycakes Saver. We 
inquired if the improved profits in 
spired by the crunch had filtered down 
to her level yet? "Listen," she articu 
lated through a virtual occlusion of 
Juicy Fruit, "I got no time for honky- 
talk. You wanna go out ?" Was she at 
tached to a recognized salon, or was 
she merely paying court to Vice, Gam 
bling & Pornography? "You talk too 
much, you know that? You goin' out 
orain'tcha?"

So out we went, or rather up two 
floors, to her studio, a utilitarian al 
cove evoking the last scene of Days o\ 
Wine and Roses, and eerily redolent 
of—what was it ?—rubbing alcohol ? 
Ah no, it all became clear when she 
fished into her ten-gallon purse, ex 
tracted a cylinder of grey aluminum, 
and carved it deftly open with one 
sanguineous fingernail: can dc Fourc.r, 
that curious amniotic premoistening 
solution. "Lay down."

F ROM here it was all monosylla 
bles: "Head, right? Ten bucks. 

Five more for the room. Open up. 
Here. You put it on. Ik. Pfu. Tastes 
shit. Mumph. There. Done? Right." 
(A knock on the door.} "Stay here, 
I'll see who it is. Ham? That you. 
Ham? No, man, I'm not hooking 
again. I'm not, really, Ham honey. I'm 
all alone. I'll let you in, just a minute. 
Hey you, honky , get in the closet. Get

"For the love of God, please help me. I think my friend is dead."

in there, turkey, you'll get us killed. 
It'll just be a minute. No man, don't 
take your clothes, just get in there. 
Now! Okay, Ham, honey, c'mon'in.'' 

She left with Mr. Hamilton, and 
the contents of our pockets. But our 
Cartier cufflinks were still in our shirt 
(we had been wearing it), and thank 
fully, Ham, a sizable specimen of liv 
ery, had no use for our size ten oxfords. 
Our friend Detective Infantine 
thanked us volubly as we left: "I try to 
take care of my girls," he explained. 
"This isn't a charity industry, but I do 
my best."

Grandma's House

RUMMAGING through our top 
drawer the other day, we came 

upon a knitted pair of left-handed mit 
tens, and realized with a start that we 
had not seen our grandmother in an 
age. With almost no effort, we re 
called that some years ago, she had 
been transferred from the cramped 
quarters of her farm in Connecticut, 
and installed in the peaceful bosom of 
the Shin-Bet Nursing Home on upper 
West End Avenue.

Shin-Bet occupies some dozen 
floors of one of those unpleasant yet 
irreplaceable buildings which date 
from the days when the West Side 
was the financial nexus of the city, 
rather than, as now, merely the pro 
gressive.

Happily, in these straitened times, 
the home does not skimp on security. 
The doorman, severely dressed in cov 

eralls and a handker 
chief, told us to go away', 
as did the elevator op 
erator, the janitor, and 
a Miss Gertrude Baum 
in the frosted-glass and 
steel-paneled reception 
cubicle. Miss Baum 
added, after some nine 
ty minutes of scrutiny 
and questioning, that 
our grandmama was 
dead. A brief mental 
riffle through the obit 
uary pages of the Times 
led us to the opposite 
conclusion, and with 
what seemed to be a 
struggle against her 
better judgment, Miss 
Baum let us in.

Our new friend sat 
isfied herself that we 
were not bearing any
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unsuitable gifts,such as cameras or tape 
recorders, and led us past a series of 
dark green doors. Over each was a 
flashing light and the sign "Do Not 
Enter—Surgery in Progress," Our 
confidence in Shin-Bet rose. At the 
end of the corridor was a steel and 
glass barrier, beyond which could be 
heard the sound of senior voices raised 
in revelry, and through which Miss 
Baum disappeared. It was watched 
over by a large orderly named Wash 
ington, with whom we got onto the 
subject of working at the home. "It's 
O.K.," he allowed, "except when the 
stiffs get uppity." What, we asked, 
happened then ? "They get set up," he 
replied with a grin, "or spiked."

Three times Miss Baum returned, 
and three times we asked her to look 
further. On the fourth try, she ap 
peared, wreathed in smiles. "You 
mustn't be surprised if your grand 
mother's changed," she said. "People 
sometimes develop new personalities."

Grandmama had indeed changed. 
She was wearing trousers and an un 
dershirt and what looked like a wig. 
We asked her if she missed the farm 
and thanked her for the mittens. 
"What farm?" she said. "What mit 
tens?" We explained about the farm 
and the mittens. "Give me a cigarette," 
yelled Grandmama, tearing off her 
wig. Grandmama certainly had lost 
her inhibitions, not to mention her 
hair. We said as much. "Your ass," 
she replied.

"Just one of her little jokes," 
chipped in the lady of the gate. "She's 
the life and soul of the seventh floor." 
We smiled fondly at Grandmama, who 
was getting quite noisy about the Bat 
tle of the Somme.

"Time for your sleep, Fred," said 
our friend to our ancestor.

"Up yours, beanbag," said Grand- 
mama, in a splendid spirit of defiance. 
"Gimme back my teeth."

Shop Talk

A^ the Brooks Brothers' Madison 
Avenue address we found no 

garish signs in the window, only the 
familiar husky and headless tweed 
torsos which, legend has it, come to 
life each All Hallow's Eve at the stroke 
of twelve, and throw one heckuva 
board meeting. Inside, we were greeted 
by a graying Warner Oland look-alike 
who proved to be a perfectly nice man 
named Mr. Campbell. He showed us 
his selection of English striped silk and

"We're all oiit of food. Scram.

polyester re]) neckties, now $6.95 to 
$7.50. A fine selection they were in 
deed, our eye particularly held by his 
array of solid-color foulards-with-the- 
little - things - embroidered - on -them. 
Sporting motifs mostly, plus little bulls 
and bears and crossed automatic 
pencils. Mr. Campbell was especially 
enthusiastic about a tie with little neck 
ties on it, which, frankly, gave us the 
willies.

Our salesman excused himself to 
get more patterns; more seductive, 
however, were the solid colors, and we 
selected a brace of them, one ofT-bur- 
gundy and the other a deep maize, and 
not wishing to trouble Mr. Campbell 
further with wrapping and sales slips, 
briskly pocketed them and headed for 
the shoe department. Here we would 
find a wide assortment of those shoes- 
with-the-little-holes-all-ovcr-the-toes 
at, if not next to cost, certainly some 
thing closer to our Fayva budgets than 
normal.

T HE shoe department proved dis 
appointing ; soincowe had already 

cleaned out the shoes-with-the-little- 
holes, leaving only odd sixes behind, 
and we had to content ourselves with 
replacements for our worn, adhesive- 
mended Wcejuns (which we left in a 
drastically reduced Cold Duck cooler/ 
ice bucket).

Better luck on the fourth floor: lug 
gage and ready-to-block hats in seduc 
tively vague beiges and pommy grays. 
\Ve picked up a nice set of matching 
English leather carry-alls and, deploy

ing ourselves at either aisle end to 
watch for floorwalkers, stuffed them 
full of headgear to be blocked at 
home with the wonderful Abercrombie 
& Fitch Home Hatblocker received 
from Aunt Eleanor in lieu of our usual 
Old Spice gift pack assortment (we 
still don't know how much she got 
when Uncle Rudolf's insurance finally 
came through—and they're still pretty 
suspicious about that second set of tire 
tracks—-but mum bets it was a bundle}.

Sportswear proved equally fruitful. 
\Yool tweed sports jackets normally 
$115 to $235 were now a low-low $92 
and $188, and considering what the 
same money buys some poor yid up the 
Avenue at Paul Stuart, these fine 
Shetlands and lambswools would have 
been a steal at twice the price.

After selecting a rich rust number 
from the rack, we picked up a super 
double-breasted camel's hair .overcoat 
reduced to $299 and headed for the 
third floor dressing rooms to try them 
on, along with some nifty blue oxford 
Rrooksllannel pajamas and a dozen 
pairs of Brooksknit undershorts which 
fit neatly, if a bit snugly, under the tan 
whipcord cavalry-twill trousers which 
we temporarily cuffed with straight 
pins from those terrific'Brooks button- 
downs.

SUDDENLY feeling a bit warm, 
we decided to skip Sportshirts 

and Knits and proceed to the last stop 
of the day: those white Irish linen 
handkerchiefs whose bandrolled soft 
ness so reassuringly bulks out a new
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camel hair's ample pockets.
On our way out, we encountered 

our friend Mr. Campbell again. He 
seemed disappointed that we had not 
waited, so we paused a moment to 
admire a fine silk four-in-hand pep 
pered with little embroidery necktie 
salesmen. As he turned to answer an 
other shopper's query, we impulsively 
stuffed it in our jacket and hastily re- 
buttoned our overcoat.

"You should see the ties we've got 
coining next month," Mr. Campbell 
whispered with a conspiratorial wink 
upon returning. "Women. Nothing in 
decent or anything like that. Just fa 
mous ones like Jacqueline Onassis 
and Mrs. Angier Biddle Duke. Real 
doozies."

We thanked Mr. Campbell for the 
tip and headed casually for the exit. 
Once outside we found the crisp 
March air a tonic after the stuffy at 
mosphere within and, much refreshed, 
decided to skip lunch and see what 
looked good at Saks.

Bum'sRush

THE hand-lettered invitation that 
turned up under our desk the 

other day read:
HELP

(signed) PUNK
and we couldn't resist. The punk in 
question was our old Bowery friend, 
Mr. Punk Purna. Whenever we get a

note like that, we know he has some 
thing special up his well-tattered 
sleeve, We canceled all appointments, 
slipped the aerosol mace into our pock 
et, and hopped a cab down to lower 
Third Avenue.

Before we knew it, we ran into Mr. 
Purna. Indeed, our Checker and Mr. 
Purna collided—sharply—as he was 
attempting to give our windshield a 
spit-and-polish shine with his colorful 
rag. The cab left before we had time to 
pay the fare, and we found ourselves 
escorting Mr. Purna, who had appar 
ently suffered a slight spinal fracture, 
to the sidewalk. We propped our friend 
against a hydrant, made ourself com 
fortable, and asked him what was up.

"Mmmmmph!" he began, lunging 
for a pint container of Tiger Rose 
which had slipped from his pocket. We 
watched as he quaffed it enthusiastical 
ly, a good deal winding up on his 
lap."Aaaaaaaaarrrh ! Skuuuhhh !" ex 
claimed Mr. Purna. "Mmmmhuh. 
Them suckin did puke got no time for 
them got what the hunh, cocksucker." 
You hear that sort of thing a lot these 
days, but when Punk says it, you know 
he means every word.

We inquired about his windshield 
buffing business. By way of an answer, 
he produced eighteen cents and three 
cribbage pegs—one black, two metallic 
—apparently collected earlier that day. 
"Faaarh. Runhh, comin no bastard 
some gimme ftickin' cock wha." We 
noted that Mr. Purna had opened his 
trousers and was relieving himself, ap

parently so engrossed in the conversa 
tion that he neglected to stand. Soon he 
was sitting in a fair-sized puddle, ges 
turing vigorously.

We interrupted his monologue to 
show him the note we had found under 
the desk. He studied it with interest, 
then placed it in his mouth. The next 
thing we knew, the note, along with a 
fair quantity of Mr. Puma's mucus, 
had landed square on our lapel. About 
that time, three young men toting a 
bright orange gasoline can rounded the 
corner. We saw they had business with 
Mr. Purna, and wished him a good 
afternoon.

Talk is Cheap

AS the clock on the wall struck 
•* *- five-thirty, we crossed our final 
t, and decided to take ourselves 
downstairs to Eddie's to renew our ac 
quaintance with our old friend John 
Barleycorn.

We slid gratefully into the over- 
stuffed armchairs which make Eddie's 
the place to unwind after a "hard day* 
at the office." A wave of our hand to 
Eddie, who had once gone one minute 
thirty seconds with Sugar Ray Robin 
son at the Garden, soon produced the 
"ticket"—a pitcher of stingers and five 
little bowls of our friend Mr. Peanut's 
finest dry roasts.

After several more "rounds," as the 
ex-pugilist proprietor liked to call 
them, we felt our muscles relax and 
grow loose. At this point, a gentleman 
at the next table suggested that our 
tongues were keeping pace with our 
muscles, and recommended that we 
shut up. Emboldened by the cups of 
cheer which we had quaffed, we waved 
at him gaily, told him to sit on a pickle, 
and ordered up a half dozen martinis. 
The drinks came straight up, a position 
we had had more than a little trouble 
assuming when we requested them, 
and after dispatching them briskly, 
our talk turned to a subject which of 
ten preoccupied us at this time of eve 
ning—our employer and editor, .Mr. 
William Shawn.

WHY, we wondered aloud, did 
Mr. Shawn, who had a rc/>iitn- 

tion for being a fair and generous man, 
insist that our gemlike little pieces ap 
pear in his magazine sans .signature?; 
Could it perhaps be because an author 
whose name was familiar to the public 
might be in a position to demand com 
pensation somewhat more reasonable
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than the slave wages we were currently 
receiving?! Could it perhaps be he- 
cause Mr. Sliawn was in fact ;i penny- 
pinching, double-dealing son-of-a- 
bitcli ? \\'e honestly weren't sure, hut 
since we had apparently advanced the 
possibility in a loud voice while stand 
ing on our chair, Eddie walked over 
and suggested that we continue our 
considerations elsewhere. We prom 
ised Eddie that we'd behave and tried 
to order a pitcher of old-fashioneds, 
but Eddie was adamant, and before we 
knew it, we'd been thrown out onto 
Forty-third Street.

Rather than risk provoking the 
wrath nf any of our other favorite bar- 
keeps, we purchased a bottle of our 
own, and retired to our offices, to con 
front Buccaneer Bill "himself with our 
dilemma. Whiskey in hand, we poured 
gleefully out of the elevator and rushed 
down the hall to our Editor's private 
lair. Hooting like banshees in the 
hopes of disturbing his usually unflap 
pable composure, we kicked open the 
door to his office and found him— 
gone! We speculated that Old Slyboots 
had hidden himself in order to avoid 
our righteous wrath, and we had just 
begun a thorough search of his digs

INVOCATION
Upon my soul, neat as a photo album
Of shore summers and stark urban peregrinations,
Descend, Muse of Gentility, and in lines
That never reach the margin
And occasionally rhyme,
Inspire me to sexless dithyrambs.

I could use a little irony, to offset
The perhaps self-indulgent style of that last stanza,
Maybe a metaphor right at the end,
A punch line almost, that makes the whole thing
Universal, and yet in a way personal, and please,
Help me find a place to use that lovely word
I came across in the dictionary while doing the Times
Crossword puzzle.

—MAKION ST. VINCENT JAVITTS

when we heard the grandfather clock 
in the corner strike twelve. We cursed 
our miscalculation, for we realized in 
stantly of course that we had missed 
our man by some six or seven hours.

Throwing our feet tip on his Chip 
pendale desk and opening a box of his 
Cuban panetellas, we settled back to 
decide on an appropriate course of ac

tion. After several pulls at our bottle, 
we determined that our visit should 
not be a total loss, and after switching 
all the papers in his out box to his in 
box and crushing our cigars out on his 
oriental rug, we sang three choruses 
of "Mussolini Bit His Weenie" into 
his dictaphone and ran out of his office 
giggling at our cleverness.

"Well, if you can't find the goddamn things, we'll fust hove to use the 
thumb of your catcher's mitt again."
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The Other Day

THE other day, we went to visit 
a friend of ours who is a psy 

chiatrist. He has an office in a building 
on Park Avenue in the nineties, just 
south of 96th Street, "the D.M.Z.," as 
he calls it, because Spanish Harlem 
begins there. Arriving a few minutes 
early, we sat down in a standard-look 
ing waiting room and instinctively 
picked up an old copy of the National 
Geographic. We were just getting in 
terested in an amusing-looking piece 
entitled "Burma—Mysterious Land of 
Rubber and Magic" when our friend 
emerged. He was ushering a brown- 
haired, youngish-looking girl towards 
the door. She had obviously been cry 
ing, and her wrists looked like they 
were smiling. "I mustn't suppress," 
she said uncertainly. "That's it, isn't 
it?"

Our friend produced a noncommital 
affirmative of some sort, and with a 
firm gesture that must have come from

years of practice, opened the door, 
propelled the young lady through It, 
made a gesture of salutation, and 
closed the door again, all in the space 
of five seconds. "This has been one of 
those days," he said, as we went into 
his office. "Sometimes T think I should 
just give them all loaded pistols and 
tell them to you-know-what or get off 
the pot."

H IS office was a more expensive 
version of the studio backdrop 

they use for television patent medicine 
ads, in which a man who is no longer 
allowed to dress like a doctor half sits 
on the edge of a desk in front of a 
bookshelf full of Reader's Dic/est Con 
densed Books and busts of demised 
greats, takes off his glasses in a very 
doctorish kind of way, and speaks 
frankly about afflictions in parts of 
your body that a more tasteful Creator 
would not have included in His Plan. 

"Well," he said, as he settled into 
a swivel chair behind a desk that fell

"It wax that noise he kept making. That 'Cccaaaaaaahhhkkk,
cccaaaaaaahhhkkk ' noise lie kcf>t making with his throat. It was driving

me crazy. And it was drii-inc/ \oit crazy, too, wasn '/ it, Brennan?"

just short of the surface area required 
to qualify it for admission to the 
United Nations, "how are you all?" 
We said that we were fine, and 
plumped ourselves down, a bit ner 
vously, on the very edge of his tufted, 
black leather couch.

"Schizophrenia is an interesting 
thing," he said, his hands automatically 
forming into a sort of finger Rorschach, 
which looked to us like two daddy 
longiegs spiders toe-to-toe, or perhaps 
one on a mirror, an observation we 
thought better not to mention. "It's far 
more common than most people realize. 
Perhaps it is a need for anonymity and 
self-effacement, for a reduction in the 
force of oar identities, for a little in 
ternal company for our misery, a need 
to share the blame with ourselves, that 
leads us to retreat into a polypersonal 
way of being and thinking. You know. 
I've always had a theory that writers 
who use pen names are definitely 
schizoid, as are those, I think, who use 
the editorial we."

We found ourselves reclining on the 
couch without a very clear recollection 
of how we got from a sitting position to 
one more recumbent in nature. "Are 
most of your patients schizoid?" we 
asked a little nervously.

"Oh, easily half," he said."Actually, 
schizophrenia usually comes with some 
thing else." He made it sound like a 
sandwich that would naturally arrive 
with a side order. "My most interest 
ing case is that of a man with a triple 
personality, a Napoleon complex, and 
advance paranoia. He thinks he is the 
First Triumvirate—and that Cato is 
plotting to have all three of him mur 
dered by thugs in the Forum."

We asked him what the cure, if any, 
for schizophrenia was. "In most cases," 
he said, "the only certain cure is elec- 
troconvulsive therapy, what is popu 
larly known as electroshock treatment. 
Anywhere from eight to fourteen se 
vere electrical impulses are sent di 
rectly into the brain of the disturbed 
individual. No one is quite sure why it 
works, but it does. Of course, there is 
usually some memory loss and dis- 
orientation, but that's a small price to 
pay for normality, isn't it?"

We had the feeling that we were be 
ing looked at, and quickly gauging the 
distance between ourselves and the 
nearest wall socket, we got up. in 
vented an appointment, and after bid 
ding our friend farewell, we put on our 
hats and coats, went out the doors, and 
walking briskly, headed down Park 
Avenue and into the cold nights.Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



77

PROFILED # * 
*

A' approximately six thirty-two 
in the crisp morning of March 
14, 1953, a Wednesday, a 

twenty-eight-year-old Harvard Busi 
ness School graduate and casual col 
lector of stones, pebbles, sea shells, 
and fossils, Loring H. (for Hargreaves, 
the name of his maternal grandfather, 
now deceased) Humboldt, dressed in 
an old gray-green tweed jacket, slate- 
colored slacks, a light blue button- 
down Oxford cloth shirt, silk four-in- 
hand necktie featuring tiny gray 
scarabs in a small pattern on a maroon 
background, black calf-length socks, 
and brown, moccasin-style loafers, 
parked his six-year-old Studebaker 
Champion coupe, purchased in used 
condition the previous summer for four 
hundrecl dollars cash from an elderly 
Flushing, New York widow named 
Mrs. Bea Havemeyer, and finished in 
a nondescript beige color with grey 
upholstery, blackwall Firestone tires, 
and a small ding on the left rear fender 
just over the wheel well where Hum 
boldt had backed into a fire hydrant 
while trying to locate parking space 
during a visit to the home of his 
parents in Melrose, Massachusetts, 
about thirteen and a half miles from 
the Boston city limits, the previous 
July 12, a Tuesday, noticed out of the 
corner of his eye that the hanging 
metal sign about ten feet away read 
"No Parking, 9 A.M. to 3 P.M.," real 
ized he was well within the law, since 
the small Westclox pocket watch he 
always carried in his right jacket 
pocket and which had been given him 
as a gift in 1951 by his Uncle Ben, a 
lawyer who played varsity football at 
Rutgers and now spent most of his 
spare time bird-watching after the sud 
den death in 1952, by a myocardial 
infarction, of his wife of thirty-seven 
years and four months, Grace, whose 
family had moved in 1917 from Port 
land, Oregon to Lynn, Massachusetts, 
where she had met Ben Sullivan, then 
a struggling small-claims lawyer, 
showed the time to be not quite seven 
o'clock—something of a surprise to 
young Humboldt, who had set out an 
hour earlier in the Studebaker from 
his small but cozy two-room apartment 
at 362 Runciman Street in Wellfleet, 
Massachusetts, a small town whose 
origins dated back to the Puritan 
Colony of 1653, but which had come 
down in the world from its giddy days

EAVEJ TROUGHS
as a major whaling and shipbuilding
center, and now functioned as a sleepy 
suburb, indistinguishable except to 
residents from a dozen similar com 
munities radiating out in all directions 
from the city of Boston; a town of 
white clapboard that was slowly yield 
ing, even in 1953, to the ersatz Colonial 
style of A&P supermarkets and Pan 
cake House restaurants, and assumed 
from past experience in making the 
drive that he would arrive no earlier" 
than six forty-five, or perhaps even 
seven, since a considerable section of 
the highway he normally traveled, 
Route 86, believing it to be the most 
direct route and infinitely better for a 
man in a hurry than the old Route 7, 
with its forty-two stoplights and no 
toriously poor grading on curves, a 
legacy of its having been one of Massa 
chusetts' earliest paved north-south 
routes, was currently under the ax, or 
more accurately the steamshovel, the 
State in its wisdom having let a con 
tract six months previous for road 
widening and repaying, part of a major 
ten million dollar Massachusetts high 
way improvement program passed 
through the State Legislature in De 
cember, 1951, on a unanimous vote 
(although the ensuing two years found 
o'nly six and one-half miles of road

actually "improved" and the Massa 
chusetts State Department of High 
ways receiving ever-increasing con 
demnation from newspaper editorials, 
the Republican opposition, and the 
kind of perpetually angry Massachu 
setts doyenne who writes to her State 
Senator complaining about such 
things), making Humboldt, normally 
cautious to a fault, wonder briefly if, 
in his haste, he had not exceeded the 
legal speed limit of sixty miles per hour 
(fifty miles per hour for trucks) dur 
ing the run from Wellfleet, thus reduc 
ing the time he had traveled; or, the 
thought skipped across his mind, per 
haps his watch was again acting up, 
as it had done a few months ago when 
he found himself late for an important 
luncheon appointment in Lowell, Mas 
sachusetts, sixteen mites northeast of 
the city of Boston, although he had 
made doubly sure of his punctuality, 
of which he was uncommonly proud 
and which had been drilled into him 
in youth by his late Uncle Frank, a 
former Marine Corps major, who after 
his retirement irom the Corps in 1949 
on a medical, or "D-4" basis, had 
moved to Hingham, Massachusetts, 
forty-four miles west of Boston, where 
he bought a home and spent much of 
his time reading National Geographic 
magazines on his front porch,or,dur 
ing the hard New Kngland winter 
months when a man could quickly 
freeze to death sitting outdoors unless 
bundled up in parka, earmuffs, thick 
sealskin boots, and woolen mittens, in 
his forty-six by sixty-one-foot living 
room, where the house's previous 
owner, a Swede, had installed an oil 
heater some twenty years before, and 
taken a great interest in his nephew 
Loring; but perhaps he had, after all, 
simply driven a bit faster than usual 
this morning, inspired by a remarkably- 
bright sunrise and the buoyant sense 
of nature stirring that always made 
March, for him, a favorite month, per 
haps not so stimulating to a young man 
as June or July, when tennis was be 
ginning to reach that easy, rocking 
pace after the jerky fumbling of spring, 
but nonetheless a time of year when the 
Loring Humboldts of the world could 
luxuriate in the long and almost impos 
sibly exciting prospects ahead, and 
then saw something that made him 
stop dead in his tracks, 
(This is the first of a six-part profile.)
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dje ocean 
meefo tlje bea.

Arooga is many things to many 
people. To the young honeymooner,

it's a tiny island with tiny prices. 
To the retired fun-seeker, it's a world 
of heart-stopping adventure. And to

the amateur seismologist, it's a
treasure trovc of Caribbean mystery.
Because Arooga is different than any

other island in the travel folders.
Arooga costs half as much as the
others. And no other island has

natives half as eager to please. Arooga
is special. Because of its romantic

volcanic origin, Arooga spends half
the day under the blue Pacific, and so
do you: spearfish ing, snorkling, scuba

diving, and lifeboat ing.

I
leair conditioning's 

. it olT and you can hear the ocean
i (side.

»e Fun Director's putting together 
kg teams for lonigm's sport & biirgeij 
fa native tradition) and a waiter 

ks to deliver your complimentary 
Heflbldn cocktail.

lis place has not everything: American 
jreas, decent roads, big 1 wenty- three-inch 
agonnl) color television, nice: pool, and

hing you really appreciate in an island 
Rdisc. No Negroes. And no kidding, 

'• great for kids. loo. The Fun Director's 
tant takes *em out somewhere in a

and they're lucky to get back by 
light.

LETTER. FROM SCOTLAND

NrOTHING could have been more 
welcome in these gloomy times 

— of inflation and unemployment 
than a visit from Marcel Marceau, 
generally acknowledged as the world's 
greatest mime. Mr. Marceau, or Fafa, 
as his friends call him, is making a 
nationwide tour on behalf of his new 
Schools of Mime, which will take him 
from Glasgow to the Hebrides to John 
O' Groats, our northernmost town. 
The schools are operated as franchises, 
which are granted to those who pos 
sess the requisite capital ($112). For 
this, the school owner receives the 
official Marcel Marceau franchise, 
which includes the Marcel Marceau 
School nameplate, a pair of mime leo 
tards boldly emblazoned with MMs, 
and a two-volume set of Marcel Mar 
ceau long-playing records. The actual 
space for the schools must be provided 
by the franchisee. White the school 
nameplate and the leotards are hand 
some and the mime records are useful, 
Marceau readily acknowledges that 
they are not worth $112.

"You are paying for the right to use 
my name," he said. "To me, that is 
worth at least $81.75 out of the $112. 
I figure that the leotards retail at $775, 
the records at $10, and the plastic 
school nameplate at about $12.50. That 
leaves $81.75, which I really think is 
an excellent price for the prestige value 
of getting the name Marcel Marceau 
for your mime school."

Mr. Marceau is gambling that Scots 
men and women \vill take to his ven 
ture, despite the spectre of gloom that 
hangs over the economy. He travels in 
a large lorry filled with his school 
supplies, and stops at every town, no 
matter how small. A public address 
system is built into the lorry, and Mar 
ceau announces that be will make a 
public appearance and perform at the 
town auditorium or public square or 
whatever area is most suitable for a 
large crowd to gather. Although many 
Scots have never heard of him, his 
bright orange and black lorry with the 
school name on it attracts a pretty fail- 
amount of attention. Besides, Marceau 
does not charge for these perform 
ances, since they are part of his presen 
tation to the public of his franchise 
plan.

His appearance in Altnaharra, a

town in the far north, was typical of 
his tour. About thirty townspeople 
showed up to see Marceau open his 
presentation with a four-hour per 
formance called "The History of 
Mime, from Egyptian Times to the 
Present." Marceau had recently 
broken his leg in a mountain climbing 
accident, but still managed to perform 
adequately with the leg in a full cast. 
He did his classic pieces, "Man walk 
ing up a staircase," and "Man walking 
up a staircase against the wind," which 
were received fairly well. He closed 
the program with his new number, 
"Calisthenics," perhaps the finest, 
purest example of his art—a forty-five- 
minute set of rigorous exercises, in 
cluding push-ups, sit-ups,and a beauti 
ful cartwheel to bring the piece to a 
close.

While his audience is still entranced 
by the stunning beauty of his "Calis 
thenics" piece, Marceau begins his 
sales talk for the mime school fran 
chises. In his charming Gallicized 
English, be explains how easy it is to 
be a mime, how everyone is born a 
natural mime, and can use this talent 
for both fun and profit. He reminds 
the audience that a mime school can 
be set up just about anywhere—no 
special equipment is needed. It is a 
strong and persuasive sales pitch that 
seems to interest a good number of the 
townspeople until Marceau reveals the 
price for one of his franchises. At this 
point, the legendary Scottish respect 
for money takes over and Marceau 
must cither fold his tent and leave 
gracefully or try to make special deals 
and concessions. He admits that his 
only sales so far have been to slightly 
deranged widows and a few gentlemen 
of dubious sexual affiliation, but to be 
sure, he has not covered the cosmo 
politan cities of Edinburgh. Glasgow. 
Dundee, and Aberdeen. He also antici 
pates eventual success in the oil-rich 
towns of the North Sea, and so far, is 
not discouraged by his reception in the 
rural areas.

It is difficult to predict how well 
Marceau's mime school franchise plan 
will fare, but one thing is certain—he 
is definitely a most providential attrac 
tion for the Scotsman—a man who will 
attend any kind of show, whether he 
understands it or not, as long as it's 
free. — HARRY LAUDKK
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MU5IC
Jazz

A'TER some years absence from 
New York, Wynton Mosely has 
returned to midtown's newest 

jazz showcase, the Cotton Club. Mr. 
Mosely, whose series of quintets were 
a mainstay of city nightlife during the 
fifties and early sixties, appeared ill- 
kempt and disreputable, and, but for 
his saxophone, might have been mis 
taken for one of the legion of narcotics 
addicts who mass about the Cotton 
Club's front entrance, harassing pas- 
sersby. However, his thick, chocolatey 
lips caress the mouthpiece of his tenor 
in as endearingly suggestive a manner 
as ever and, happily, he has lost none 
of his chops. In an attempt to reach 
the contemporary audience, Mr. 
Mosely played few of his jazz classics, 
concentrating instead on new arrange 
ments of current pop hits. On "You're 
Havin' My Baby," he fashioned a long, 
blistering solo, leaping with sudden, 
salmon-like upstream runs which often 
plummeted to lower-register honks 
that were like the moans of the lonely 
aged. During "You Little Trust- 
maker," whose muddy, medium-tempo 
ensemble sections suggested a power 
ful buttocks inches from your face, 
Mr. Mosely's chopping, scudding solo, 
broken by abrupt, unexpected cough- 
clusters, was like angry bear traps 
moving willfully through a stranded 
commuter train.

Nor was the playing of Mr. Mosely's 
sidemen without metaphoric possibil 
ity. Red Powell, whose worried atten 
tion to his piano keyboard was like a 
frightened foot patrolman scrutinizing 
a rooftop for snipers, produced pillars 
of shimmering block chords, suggest 
ing anarchistic Slinkies in pursuit of 
gravity's antidote. Meanwhile, the 
continual clinking of glasses, at the bar 
and around the room, made for an 
embarrassment of Chinese rhythm 
accompaniment, and the Cotton Club's 
busy, tray-laden waiters contributed 
numerous jaunty, rattling passages of 
their own. At one point, a tall woman 
with decollatage like dusky avocados, 
scarcely held, sat uninvited at my table 
and ordered champagne in a voice that 
was like unlined taxi brakes. My 
startled, upper-register protests to the 
extra $30 this added to my bill quickly 
slid to gentle, behind-the-beat mean- 
derings as two large bouncers stood 
before me creating staccato,arhythmic 
knuckle crackings.

The best of the wurst from ,

World o' Wienies
The Parted Gift, from the company that's boon going to thg dogs since 1939. 
Give Ilia gift thai won'l "eat up" your budget—handsome assortments 
of Prime U.S. Grade A Casual Cuts' , made from the choicest Modest 
Meats 7 and Modest Meat Byproducts'.

SPOOL OF SCARRED KNOCKS. No. A2, 
SB.96. A six-foot string of succulent, pre- 
scored knockwurst, guaranteed not to 
"curl up under fire" . . . scientifically 
stuffed to bring you the most meat .

BUCKET O' BRATS. No. A33. 86.29. Im- 
ported from Bavaria, a bucket of two dozen 
of der finest Bratwurst. just the thing to 
put the urn I aud on your next big backyard 
cookout.

FRANKLY. FRANKS. No. A24, $8.95. A 
super assortment containing twelve 2-oz. 
all-beef hot dogs, twelve 2-oz. kosher 
frankfurters, six S-oz.. foot-long Texas 
wienies, twelve 2-oz. Coney Island red 
hots, and six 6-oz. Viennese-style Wiener 
wursts. PLUS a 2-lb- tub of Boston Baked 
Bean garnish!

THE EXECUTIVE SALAMI. Meat in a tube. 
This spicy grab bag of pork I ike and beef- 
type byproducts is the ultimate in "in-of- 
fice" dining for that busy businessman on 
your gift list. Order three or more and 
we'll throw In a 6-oz. bottle of our famous 
World o' Wienies mouth wash, One 8-oz. 
Executive Salami, $2,95,

WORLD O'WIENIES Abitior Court Pagant, Bermuda
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BLOW YOUR MIND 
WITHOUT

BLOWING YOUR BUDGET.
The Concord CR-50 stereo receiver has 
more power than your room walls can 
take. Or your neighbors.

And at a low budget price that's 
easy for you to take.

Less than $120!*
It's incredible what you get.
Control flexibility. Separate bass, 

treble, balance and volume controls, plus 
a tape monitor switch, function selector 
and speaker selector.

Deluxe features. An edge-lighted 
dial that illuminates the AM/FM panel 
for easy, accurate station selection. A 
magnetic phone input, tape in and out, AC 
outlet. Even a front-mounted head-phone 
jack. And an AM/FM tuning meter.

Other receivers may have some of 
our features, but the CR-50 is the only 
one to have them all at this budget price. 
And in a handsome walnut-finish vinyl 
cabinet with the same good looks as its 
$250 big brother, the CR-260.

Something this special may not be easy 
to find, and you may have to visit a few 
dealers before you succeed. But it's worth 
the effort. With the money you save on the 
CR-50, who knows what else you could buy 
to blow your mind. Concord Products, 
Benjamin Electronic Sound Co., 40 Smith St 
Farmingdale, N.Y. 11735.

THE CONCORD CR 50.
Damn hard to find. Damn hard to beat.

"Manufacturer's suggested retail, slightly higher in the west.

For the name of the dealer nearest vou. iust aive us a call, toll-free, of course, at 800-447-4700 In Illinois. 800-377-4400Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.
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continued from page 65

sode could involve him with a guy 
who is forming an "Avon Man" Com 
pany) . The situations are also highly 
conducive to pathos, warmth, and hu 
man drama, plus accidental mishaps 
with the law, the Mafia, sexy divor 
cees who want to devour Lenny (with 
Honey smoldering in a jealous rage), 
etc., etc. Fred, 'I could go on forever, 
but I have an appointment for a 
manicure and a blow job in two min 
utes. Let's meet and talk.

Yours in Rating Heaven, 
Norm

Letter from Fred Silverman to Nor 
man Lear:

December 25 
Dear Norm:

I'm writing this on Xmas day with 
the kids pulling on my shirt and bit 
ing my feet. But I won't let holidays 
get in the way of our timetable. Your 
traveling salesman-comedian idea has 
a gang of merit, but I'm still not sure 
if it's in focus. I know you're trying 
to get away from the Lenny Social 
Satirist Syndrome and make him a 
simpler, more digestible character, 
but aren't you still tying a horse to 
each of his legs? He seems to be go 
ing in two directions at once. I don't 
know, Norm. Am I talking like a putz 
with ears? I know you want to get as 
much bite and shmeck into the con 
cept as possible and so do I, but not 
at the expense of diluting our char 
acter and story line where the au 
dience can't get a good grip on it. 
I like some of those story ideas. What 
if a vacuum cleaner salesman called 
on Lenny and his family while they 
are living in the trailer? Or an Avon 
Lady? A trailer getting a visit from a 
traveling salesman is a nice switch. 
Am I making sense or did I have too 
much eggnog last night? Talk to me.

Fred

Letter from Norman Lear to Fred 
Silverman:

January 2 
Dear Fred:

As per our last meeting, I am now 
moving away from the double-sided 
Lenny concept. You're right. He can't 
be both a comedian and a traveling 
salesman or a lawyer or a malted or 
whatever. He's got to have one job, 
one goal in life, one consuming pas 
sion. And now we have it. He's an 
interior decorator with an office in a 
slum neighborhood. A storefront dec 
orator. He's still a funny guy, mind 
you. And we take full advantage of 
his wit and his zany antics—but we 
give him a real solid base of opera 
tions—his decorating business—as 
sisted by Honey, the sexy simp, whom 
he always sends out for swatches— 
or some decorator's material. The 
first time he does it she goes to a

jewelry store and comes back with a 
dozen watches, not knowing how he 
plans to use them in his decorating 
schemes. When he sees the watches, 
he has a fit. Luckily, the jeweler al 
lows them to be returned, and not 
only that, but wants Lenny to dec 
orate his apartment!

The nut of this story line is won 
derful: Lenny gives up his comedy 
career and goes into the decorating 
business because (1) he always had 
a flair for it (which was actually true, 
Fred). (2) It's his crazy way of try 
ing to brighten up the lives of slum 
dwellers, welfare cases, disadvantaged 
types, etc. He works cheap, fast, and 
depends on volume. If someone can't 
pay in cash, a hamhock or some chit- 
lins will do fine. He's like a country 
doctor. His Jewish mother berates 
him for his quixotic attitude, but 
Lenny doesn't care. He's having fun 
and helping people.

Freddy . . . just picture the set... 
Lenny's storefront office and "studio"
—bolts of bad-taste fabrics . . . Puerto 
Rican furniture . . . blueprints . . . 
sketches... .

And the characters that file into 
his office . . . can you picture Esther 
Rolle of "Good Times" (arrange a 
guest shot) coming in for a new bed 
room scheme or a kitchen? Or, if we 
do it in good taste, a pair of shvugie 
fags who are moving from a cheap 
welfare hotel to a new apartment in a 
housing project?

And keep in mind one thing: Lenny 
never forgets that he was a comedian
—people remember him as a great 
comedian and are always asking him 
to do bits, which he always does— 
and at the end of every show, as a 
separate tag, Lenny can do five min 
utes of straight stand-up comedy . . . 
again, the routine could take off from 
what went on during the show, or it 
could be anything.

Of course, his family is on the 
scene, bigger and better than ever .. . 
Honey, his big blond wife and all- 
around assistant who fucks things up 
. . . his overbearing mother . . . may 
be a funny spade who does odd jobs 
and tries desperately to clean up the 
place, but never succeeds. He can be 
a punchy ex-fighter whom Lenny be 
friends because he thinks the guy will 
be good protection against thieves.

P.S. How do you like the title, 
"Interiors by Bruce"?

That's it. One set. One concept. 
One family. Clear as Catalina on a 
good day.

If you hate this one, I'll send you 
a letter bomb.

Call me immediately, please.
Norman

Letter from Fred Siluerman to Nor 
man Lear:

January 4 
Dear Norm:

I love "Interiors by Bruce."
I love the essential Weltanschauung 

of it.
I want to do it.
But not for Lenny. It's a natural 

for somebody, but I just don't feel 
my scalp tingling for it as a vehicle 
for Lenny.

But it's so good as an idea that I 
came twice, just thinking about it 
It's a sure thing for next season or 
next second season and that's my 
word on it, But why cock around with 
it now when we're creeping faster and 
faster toward our shooting dates and 
our air dates? We need a sure-fire- 
sure-thing idea or we'll have an empty 
time slot to fill and we'll end up 
buying another fifty million dollars 
worth of old movies, and the network 
doesn't need two geniuses like you 
and me to do that.

Remember that direction I sug 
gested in my first letter to you back

" HEY, YOU PYGMIES ARC ALL BIGHT/'
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HOW TO 
PICK UP GIRLS!

GUARANTEES YOU WILL PICK UP A GIRL IN 2 
WEEKS!
Here is a book that not only leaches you exactly how to pick up 
girls. It guarantees you will pick up girls. In fact we guarantee 
you will pick up and daw at least one beautiful girl within two 
weeks of receiving this book. If you don't (or if you're dissat 
isfied with the book in any way) just return it for a complete 
refund. We put your refund in the mail the day we receive the 
book.
THE BOOK MILLIONS OF MEN HAVE BEEN WAIT- 
ING FOR!
Every day you probably see dozens of beautiful, sexy girls 
you'd love to pick up. Girls with long lean legs and large 
rounded breasts. Girls with sparkling blue eyes and luxurious 
blond hair. The problem has always been, how do you break 
through the icy wall that always seems to exisl between stran 
gers? HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS has well over 100 answers- 
each one of them absolutely foo(-'proof\\\ You don't have to be 
rich. You don't have to be good-looking. These techniques 
work for all men. All you have to do is walk up to the girl you 
have your eye on, use one of the incredibly simple techniques 
described in this book, and you will pick her up. There is sim 
ply no way she can refuse you. We GUARANTEE IT!

Here are just a few of the more than 100 surefire techniques you 
will learn and master: • How to be sexy • Best places to pick 
up girls • How to make shyness work for you • Why a man 
c/oesn't have to be good-looking • How (o talk dirty seduc 
tively • Why girls get homy • Fifty great opening lines * The 
greatest pick up techniques in the world. * Why women are 
dying to get picked up • How to get women to pick you up
INTERVIEWS WDTH 25 BEAUTIFUL GIRLS.
HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS contains in-depth interviews with 
25 beautiful girls. Girls just like the ones on the cover of this 
book. They tell you— in their very own words— exactly what it 
takes to pick them up. You'll learn what to say to them. Where 
to meet them. And now to detect those subtle little signs that 
mean a girl is dying for you to pick her up. Rest assured, 
thousands of girls are dying for you to pick her up. And once 
you know who they are the rest is incredibly easy.
PICK UP MORE GIRLS IN A MONTH THAN MOST 
MEN DO IN A LIFETIME.
If you don't pick up at least one beautiful girl within 14 days of 
receiving this book, you can return it for a complete refund. So 
don't delay. Get the jump on all ihe other guys. While they're 
standing on the corner watching all the girls go by .you'I! be the 
one who knows how to move into action. HOW TO PICK UP 
GIRLS costs only $1.95—less than what you'd pay for an ordi 
nary shirt. Yet so much more of a help when it comes to pick 
ing up girls. In fact, if you love beautiful girls, this book is the 
best damn investment you can make!

HOW TO MAKE LOVE 
TO A SINGLE GIRL!

IMAGINE BEING SUCH A GREAT LOVER WOMEN 
CAN SEE IT IN YOUR EYES!
Here is a book that can turn you into such an exciting lover, 
women will sense your powers the instant you walk into a 
room. The book is called THE PICTURE BOOK OF SEXUAL 
LOVE. And it's guaranteed to turn you into the kind of lover 
women just can't wait to goto bed with.
OVER 160 LUSCIOUS PHOTOGRAPHS!
THE PICTURE BOOK OF SEXUAL LOVE contains over 160 
photos —each one just as clear and exciting as the photograph 
above. These photographs are large, beautiful, and incredibly 
frank. They show you —step by exciting step—exactly how to 
turn on a woman. And today that's more important than ever 
before. After all, loday a woman expects a lot from a man. By 
the time she's twenty she's probably been to bed with at least 
half a dozen guys. So she knows when someone's a good 
lover.. .and when he's not so good.
That's why THE PICTURE BOOK OF SEXUAL LOVE can 
be such a help. It's chock full of hundreds of techniques that 
overnight can turn you into an "expert" at turning on a 
woman. Here are just a few of the techniques you will learn and 
master:
• How to get a woman to "let herself go" • "Magic" 
caresses • The techniques of touch • Stimulating a woman • 
Building feminine passion • The building of sexual power • 
Special sexual motions • Dozens of exotic positions • The 
Panther's Kiss • Rocking motions • The magic of Warm 
Baths • Building sexual control • Best ways to generate 
passion ••• And hundreds of other fantastic techniques, 
most of them illustrated with truly luscious photographs

Most guys think you have to be good-looking or rich to attract 
lots of women. Not true!!!!! THE PICTURE BOOK OF SEX 
UAL LOVE will teach you how to thrill women so intensely, 
they'll see it in your eyes, recognize it in your walk.
So just don't think about ordering THE PICTURE BOOK OF 
SEXUAL LOVE. Really go ahead and do it. Right now, After 
all, in just one week it can turn you into such a vibrant, exciting 
lover, women will look at you in a whole new light.

The Northern Vailoy Co., Dept.LW, PC Box SIS, Tenafiy NJ 07670 
d I've enclosed $8.95 plus 75$ postage and handling.

Rush me HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS! 
D I've enclosed $12.95 plus 75* postage and handling.

Rush me THE PICTURE BOOK OF SEXUAL LOVE! 
D Both books only $19.95 plus 75* postage and handling.

Name_______________ 
Street _______________
City ____________.State- 
Books come in nan-Identifiable wrapper.
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HOW TO 
GET LAID
lr can lie a ruugli problem. liui i( doesn't 

rici-il ro be.
The same goes for another problem—alter 

you get her. how do you keep her?
The answers ,are in A unique new book tailed 

HOW TO MAKE IT WITH WOMEN.
This hook is different from anything you've 

ever seen before—you don't have to come on 
heavy ot try to be someone you're not.

It (ells you how to meet her, how to get her 
turned on to you, how to get her into bed. li 
shows you how to really satisfy her, and how to 
keep her crazy about you.

It's packed will] tested, proven techniques 
that really fork. And they're guaranteed to 
work for you or your money back.

Scml S7.V5 to:
Meadowbrook Co.,

Dept. N1,P.O. Box 197,
Rowayton, Conn. 0(5853

Book sent in non-identifiable wrapper.

GIANT MAIL ORDER CATALOG
Send us SI, refundable with firsl ordci, for our listing ot 
underground comix, papers by the cafloii. pipes, clips, 
T-shiris and many hard-to-find books.

KRUPPCATALOG 
BOX 5699 
MILWAUKEE, fi\ 53211

AOCft SHIRK
Todd Rundgren • Climax Blues Ilaixd 
Jethro Tull - Rick Wakem&n -CSN«Y 
Chicago «Shanana«Mott TKe Hoople 
Zodiac Signs • Fog Hat • Beach ftoys 
Uriah Hcep .Rolling Stones -EL&P 
BTO * Cheech y Chong . Eric Clapton 
Bad Company * Bowie • Edgar Winter 
Smoke Columbian• Beatles .Eagles 
Black Sabbath 'Pink Floyd -Heiidrix 
Jefferson Starship • George Harrison 
AliceCooper«MoodyBlues*Kui\g Fu 
EltonJohn«Marx Bros.-Cat Stevens 
Grand Funk .TKe Who * Allman Bros, 
Deep Purple' Elvis • Jackson Brown 
PLUS MANY MORE-CATALOG 25C

"Midnight Smoker"
Send for FREE color catalog of 

Outrageous Headgear to:
RARE TREASURES Dept. NL

30-30 Northern Blvd. 
Long Island City, N.Y. 11101

PICTURE BOOK OF SEXUAL LOVE

Love

One of i ne mosi beautiful ana 
practical books on physical 
love'evei published Over 
195 photographs in color and 
black-arid-while ol a young

lions Explores me wnole 
tielu ol physical love includ 
ing trie building ol sexual

techniques loi building up

£25 000 riard-Dound copies 
soidalilSOO now a fail a Die 
in sod cover lor ,ust S600 
32Opages Salistaclionguar-

nd $5 00 to Population Planning
. 105 N Col LI mills, Chapal Hill, N.C. 27514

on December 7 of last year? I said, 
let's make Lenny a young, struggling 
comedian trying to get into a TV 
series, or just getting into a series— 
getting into all kinds of scrapes with 
the TV production staff—plus his 
great, zany family in that big, zany 
trailer they live in, that kooky set 
with the parrot, the dogs, the gerbils, 
the junk Lenny collects, plus the 
neighbors dropping in. I think there's 
enough themes and story lines in that 
concept to last us until the Meshiach 
comes.

Be in my office at 7:45 A.M. tomor 
row for coffee, bagels, and yocks. We 
got work to do.

Stay well, 
Fred

Publicity release from the CBS Tele 
vision Publicity Department:

April 1

FOR IMMEDIATE RELEASE

CBS proudly announces its prem 
iere show for the new Fall Season, 
"Stand Up." "Stand Up" was in 
spired by the life of Lenny Bruce, and 
is the story of a young, up-and-coming 
comedian who gets a small part in a 
TV series and is always looking for 
the Big Break.

Lenny is a warm, lovable guy who 
is always being "managed" by his

AN EXCITING NEW 
BEDTIME EXPERIENCE

BR6Y Flat Sheets 
Pillowcases

Full Sheet................ $15 each
Queen Sheet............ $16 each
King Sheet............... $16 each
Reg. Pillowcases....... $7 pair
King Pillowcases....... $8 pair

Send check or money order to:

HOT SHEETS oePt L
|P. O. BOX 7243 • DALLAS, TEXAS 75209 
| Send for Free Illustrated Brochure a 
. Enclose $1.50 for postage and handling. ' 
^ MONEY BACK GUARANTEE /

bossy show business mother, Sally. 
Lenny's wife, Honey, an ex-ballet 
dancer, is now a devoted mother and 
housewife. She is the epitome of that 
kooky blond who is really not as 
kooky as she looks. Although she 
means well, she is always burning the 
pancakes or botching up the meat 
loaf. In addition, their cute and clever 
six-year-old daughter, Kitty, com 
pletes the family.

The family lives in a big trailer that 
contains the zaniest living quarters 
since "Sanford and Son," including a 
parrot who gives away Lenny's punch 
lines, three dogs, assorted gerbils and 
raccoons, and other pets. As a running 
joke, each week the family finds an 
other pet hidden in the recesses of all 
the junk and memorabilia Lenny col 
lects. Some of the animals are more 
dead than alive and Kitty has to play 
"nurse" for them.

In his wacky misadventures with 
his family and his continual scrapes 
with the staff of his TV show, plus his 
mother's determination to get him to 
the top of show biz, Lenny discovers 
that life as a comedian isn't as funny 
as he thought it would be—except to 
the audience out there!

"Stand Up" was developed by Nor 
man Lear, award-winning creator of 
TV's all-time comedy hits, "All In
The Family," "Maude," and "San- 
ford and Son." It will star Chad Ever- 
ett, formerly of "Medical Center," as 
Lenny; Barbara ("I Dream of Jean- 
nie") Eden as Honey; Jane Wyatt of 
"Father Knows Best" fame as Len 
ny's mother, Sally; and newcomer 
Melinda Devon as Kitty. In addition, 
Paul Lynde will appear as Englebert 
Van Schuyler III, Lenny's rich, ec 
centric neighbor.

Because of its exciting show busi 
ness background, "Stand Up" will 
also feature many guest celebrities, 
such as Milton Berle, Sammy Davis, 
Hank Aaron, and many younger co 
medians and rock stars.

As a special twist, Lenny will do a 
five-minute monologue at the end of 
each show, "spoofing" what went on, 
and tying up some of the loose ends. 
Each monologue is a separate little 
act in itself, which will be filmed be 
fore a live audience in CBS Televi 
sion City Studios. The monologues 
will soon be available as a new com 
edy album on Columbia Records 
called "Stand Up." In addition, the 
original theme and soundtrack of 
"Stand Up", penned by Nelson Rid 
dle, with lyrics by Marilyn and Alan 
Bergman and sung by Buddy Greco, 
will also be available on Columbia 
Records.

Memo from Henry Carstairs, Vice 
President, CBS-TV Audience Re 
search, to Fred Siluerman;

continued
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continued

Re: Audience research on the first 
three completed "Stand Up" Shows.

Top line figures arc in for the first 
three finished films of "Stand Up." 
The shows tested were: "Mumps" 
(where Kitty gets the mumps and 
Lenny things he's caught it, too); 
"Studs, White Tie, and Tails" (where 
Lenny is supposed to do a song and 
dance number on his TV show ancf 
can't find his studs, can't tie his bow- 
tie, and gets his costume all mixed 
up); and "Flashback" (where Honey 
tells Kitty a bedtime story of how she 
met Lenny for the first time, when he 
was a mimic and a juggler and she 
was a ballet dancer working at the 
same club).

Subjects tested represent the wide 
demographic range predicted for a 
family show of this type, meaning 
ages ten to ninety. All shows were 
viewed at 8:30 P.M.

Results of our two most important 
tests can be projected from our top- 
line figures. Here are the results of 
our Laughter Quotient Tests:

Laughs (belly and semi-belly):-12
Chuckle-Giggle: 2
Smiles (inward-outward): 3
Our usual scores in Laughter Quo 

tient Tests range between 65 and 95. 
In our Pupil Dilation (Sleep Ratio) 
Tests, the show scored a 96. Converse 
ly, our usual scores in Pupil Dilation 
are between 3 and 7.

To give it a bottom line summary: 
Out of 3,500 families tested, no one 
laughed, fourteen people giggled a few 
times, and twenty-three smiled. The 
minus-twelve figure in the laughter 
category denotes the fact that 325 
people expressed the opposite, and 
were angry with the show. The Pupil 
Dilation score of 96 denotes the fact 
that 3,200out of 3,500 families report 
ed definite dozing or outright slumber 
during the show.

Complete verbatims from the audi 
ences denoting their reactions to the 
shows will be available in one week. 
There will also be complete results in 
the Warmth, Lovability, ID Factors, 
Sexual ID Factors, Universal Humor 
Factors, and other categories. Again, 
topline figures in these categories in 
dicate scores similar to the two pre 
viously quoted.

If there are any questions concern 
ing the results, please feel free to call.

Sincerely, 
Henry Carstairs

Letter from Fred Silverman to Nor 
man Lear:

Julyl 
Dear Norman:

What is it the Marines say? Death 
before dishonor. That's what hap 
pened to us on "Stand Up." We died. 
Now as far as being dishonored, or 
dishonorably discharged, which is 
more like it, that could be a very

strong possibility unless we can come 
up with a replacement in about two 
weeks and shoot it in three. I can get 
Research and Publicity working 
around the clock and tying in with us 
at every stage of development. We're 
all on twenty-four hour alert for the 
next four weeks, but the real heat is 
on you and your guys.

We have nowhere to go but up. 
Let's get there in a hurry. And Norm 
. . . don't bother with fancy typing. 
Xerox the first drafts and shoot them 
right over to me. Every second counts.

Fred

Letter from Norman Lear to Fred 
Silverman:

July 6 
Dear Fred:

Here is the premise of the new 
show to replace "Stand Up":

A young, good-looking Chinese- 
American guy, say in his mid-or late 
twenties, lives with his father, a wi 
dower, above the Chinese restaurant 
that dad owns. The son, named Lenny 
Wong, wants to be a comedian, but 
his father, Sun-Yat, doesn't want to 
lose him to the crazy, uncertain world 
of show business, where the son will 
always be traveling and falling under 
bad influences, and all that. He insists 
that the son stay with him and work 
in the restaurant as his maitre d', and 
eventually inherit the business, even 
though it's really just a funky little 
place. Of course, the son always puts 
down the condition of the restaurant 
and his dad's tight-fisted methods of 
doing business and his old-fashioned 
style in general—but he always seems 
to hang in there with his dad, out of 
love and out of respect for his elders. 
(Chinese family traditions are very 
strong and strict.)

But deep down, Lenny would really 
like to be the first Chinese comic to 
make it big in America, and he's al 
ways trying to get a booking or work 
ing on his act in the restaurant. So 
here we have the eternal conflict be 
tween father and son.

To round out our family, we have 
some wonderful characters: There is 
Pong Ping, the crazy cook who's al 
ways brandishing a cleaver and 
threatening to kill the waiters. The 
waiters are identical twins, Ching and 
Chong, and of course, they drive the 
customers crazy because they won't 
serve each other's tables. There is 
Murphy, the cop on the beat, who 
always drops in for his free lunch, and 
other assorted types, including a lot 
of very funny take-out order people. 
Lenny also has a cute Chinese girl 
friend, Sheila Tung, who is very much 
into her Chinese heritage, and often 
sides with his father. Another terrific 
character is the 100-year-old grand 
father and wise patriarch of the fam

ily, Lao-Tse-Wong. Lao-Tse is espe 
cially fond of young Lenny and likes 
to trade jokes and show business gos 
sip with him. Lao-Tse does almost 
nothing but watch TV and sip spiked 
tea.

The restaurant is a perfect one- 
room set, full of funky decor, calen 
dars, Chinese menus, and writing on 
the wall, etc. Dad is always at the 
cash register . . . Lenny can never tie 
a formal bow tie right (Dad makes 
him wear a maitre d's tuxedo) and 
they're always having arguments on 
how he should dress. Once in a while 
we can open up the show and, say, 
have Lenny and Sheila take Dad 
Wong to a French restaurant on his 
birthday or to a prizefight, and you 
can imagine what misadventures en 
sue. But it's basically a nice, cheap, 
one-room set show, easy to shoot, easy 
to look at.

Fred, the reservoir of really first- 
rate Chinese oriented jokes and situa 
tions is enormous! My writers are 
having the time of their lives. They're 
having fun, for Chrissake! Also, 
audience ID is absolutely guaran 
teed. The public loves Chinese en 
tertainers . . . Fu Manchu, Charley 
Chan, Dr. No, Kung-Fu movies. . . . 
It's a whole new ball game, but it has 
all those sure-fire classic themes 
you'll find in Chaplin, Keaton, Fields, 
the Marx Brothers, Harold Lloyd, 
Dame May Whitty. It's fast and 
funny. It's warm and wonderful. It's 
mysterious and inscrutable. I not only 
love it, I know we can do it in three 
weeks, maybe two and a half.

Stay well, 
Norman

P.S. The name of the show is: "One 
From Group A, Two From Group B."

Letter from Fred Silverman to Nor 
man Lear:

July? 
Dear Norman:

"One From Group A, Two From 
Group B" is the best.

It's ice cream and jelly and a punch 
in the belly. 

I love it. 
Do it.
Now I know why they call you Nor 

man Lear.
Hurry up, you're already

wasting time,
Fred

Excerpt from The New York Times 
review of "One From Group A, Two 
From Group B," October 22:

". . . In a typical fall premiere sea 
son studded with assorted turkeys 
and bagels, I say a prayer every night 
and bow to Peking for the continued 
success of "One From Group A, Two 
From Group B," the finest and funni 
est show of many a season. Every once
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in a while, TV-land comes up with a 
miracle, and this show is it. Did I say 
it was funny? It's got old-fashioned 
belly laughs and the kind of sly hu 
mor that grows on you and can break 
you up hours later just thinking about 
it. The opening show was about a 
batch of doctored fortune cookies that 
had messages of a risque nature that 
got Dad Wong in trouble with the 
authorities, until his son discovered 
that a rival restaurant owner had 
done the dirty work. It was an agree 
ably nonsensical plot that didn't take 
itself too seriously, but nevertheless 
moved briskly and allowed plenty of 
room for hilarious pieces of comic 
business.

Buddy Hackett, as Sun-Yat-Wong, 
the father and owner of the restau 
rant, is inspired, as is Sam Jaffe, as 
the grand patriarch of the family, 
Lao-Tse. E. G. Marshall as Pong 
Ping, the mad cook, is a refreshing 
surprise, and a comic actor of fantas 
tic potential. And, most important, 
Wayne Newton as Lenny Wong, the 
rebellious aspiring-comedian son, is 
a revelation—reminding me some- 
whatofayoungChinese Lenny Bruce, 
which is all to the good. He is not only 
incredibly funny and oddly warm and 
lovable, but adds an extra dimension, 
a touch of fiery Szechuan humor to 
the predominantly Cantonese style 
of the show...."

Letter from Fred Siluerman to Nor 
man Lear:

October 30 
Dear Norm:

Just got the first Nielsens. Normy, 
babes . . . there's good news and bad 
news. The bad news is that a few mil 
lion people were watching "Colom 
bo" or the ABC movie. The good news 
is that 122 million people were watch 
ing "One From Group A." We got a 
Nielsen of 60, the highest in the his 
tory of the world! Bigger than the 
Great Flood, the Splitting of the Red 
Sea, the Creation of the World, what 
ever.

Norman sweetie baby booby . . . 
what do you want to do for next sea 
son? A sit-com on Germaine Greer? 
Xaviera Hollander? How about Juan 
Peron and Evita? Charles Manson? 
Name it, you got it. I'm smoking some 
kind of funny stuff my secretary Me- 
lissa just gave me and it's making me 
silly. Yes . , . I am dictating this letter 
while Melissa is putting this funny 
stuff in my mouth. What the hell am 
I saying? Norman! Get your ass over 
here! We're having a party ... 

Wait till we sell the show 
to mainland China and Taiwan 
and Hong Kong and Burma and 
God ... all over the yellow world. 
You'll be rolling in won tons, you 
old cunt lapper . . .

Freddie D

YOUR ACT IS 
MUSIC... 

OUR ACT IS
SAVING YOU 

MONEY
Now whether 
you play, or lis 
ten, or do both, 
we can save 
you money on 
the equipment 
you need. Ster 
eo Discounters, 
one of the 
largest audio 
mail order firms 
in the country.

now has a division specializing in 
musical instruments and sound equip 
ment. Top brand names at low dis 
count prices Write today for quotes 
on instruments, sound equipment, 
audio components and accessories, 
as well as one or both of our cata 
logues

Stereo Discounters
Address 
Cny —— -Zip.__ State _ 

Mail to
STEREO DISCOUNTERS

LteptNL 
7A Aylesbury RO « Timonium. Md 2 1 093

toach
HIGH
ROLLERS

shirts of distinction

o matter what circles -Metatflake look "GLITTERS"
he travels in, a gentle 
man is always 

UP FRONT when 
Rolls in a Roa

P- O. Box 182 NLP3-75 
j t Worthington, OH 43085
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Jeff doesn't know 
why he's losing his sight.

Neither do we.

Most children grow up asking 
why is the sky blue and why can 
birds fly?

Jeff grew up asking why am I 
going blind?

Jeff is a victim of Retinitis Pig- 
mentosa. More simply, RP. An 
hereditary eye disease that causes 
the retina to slowly lose its ability 
to send pictures to the brain.

Jeff knows he has RP. He knows 
he's been going blind since he was 
born. And he's glad he knows. So 
he can prepare for the day when 
he may be without the little sight 
he has left.

The most tragic part is, we don't 
know much more about RP than 
Jeff does. We can't tell him why it

happens and we can't stop it from 
happening.There is no known 
treatment or cure for RP.

Jeff knows that, too.
We are only beginning to realize 

the incidence of RP victims. What 
was once an obscure eye disorder 
has been found to affect thousands 
of children and young adults. It is 
estimated that one person in every 
eighty is a carrier of the abnormal 
gene. So RP can strike without 
warning in a family with no pre 
vious history of blindness. But if 
we are ever to save the Jeffs of this 
world, we must know more.

Doctors are now working 
together to fight RP. Through the 
efforts of the RP Foundation, a

research laboratory has become a 
reality. And is .devoting itself to 
finding a cure for this disease that 
takes the sight of so many young 
people each year.

But diseases are fought with 
money.We need your help in win 
ning the fight against RP.

For Jeff, who faces the eventu 
ality of an adulthood in darkness, 
the race is more desperate. At 14, 
he is trying to cram a lifetime of 
seeing into a few short years. 
Because one day his memory may 
serve as his eyes.

We ask you, what would you do 
if he were your child?

r
Please help.

National RP Foundation 
P.O. Box 5773 
Baltimore, Md. 21208
Yes, I want to help. 
Enclosed is my tax-deductible 
check or money order for:_
Name______________ 
Street______________ 
City________State
For more information, please call, 
(301)655-1011.

RP Foundation
Children have so much to see. 

And they should ail have a chance to see it.
I____-______________-1
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Marantz Stereo Electrostatic 
Headphones-

you may never 
want to take 
them off.
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The benefits of Marantz Electrostatic Headphones are 
as crystal clear as the sound you get. The Marantz SE-1S 
performs virtually free from distortion — not just at IkHz 
or 10kHz, but con 
sistently throughout 
the listening range. 
The result: Sound 
quality as close to 
perfect as techno 
logically possible. 
An unsurpassed fre 
quency response 
from 20Hz to 20kHz, 
full dynamic range 
and the ability to achieve high sound pressure levels with 
low distortion even at low frequencies.

The SE-1S owes its superiority to an electrostatic 
transducer diaphragm that's unequalled in its ability to 
track the audio signals from your amplifier. The diaphragm 
is six times thinner than the human eardrum and so low 
in mass that inertia is all but eliminated. The less inertia 
a diaphragm has, the more accurately and instantane 
ously it can track audio signals. And the better its track 
ing ability, the lower its transient distortion. That means 
you can listen longer without suffering listening fatigue. 
And the lightweight design incorporating soft ear cushions 
and accoustical seals lets you wear them comfortably 
for hours.

Marantz Stereo Electrostatic Headphones are powered 
by the EE-1 Energizer—a combination that makes the 
SE-1S the ultimate audio experience.

• The EE-1 needs 
only .3 watt for a 
lOOdB sound pres 
sure level, so it's 
at home with any 
amplifier. If severely 
overdriven, a pro 
tection circuit auto 
matically shuts the 
energizer off—with 
out an irritating pop.

• Its step-up transformers feature special cores devel 
oped by Marantz to provide excellent linearity and low 
distortion.
• It accepts two SE-1 headphones so you can share the 
pleasure of private listening. And headphone/speaker 
switching is built-in.

The Marantz SE-1S Stereo Electrostatic Headphone 
System costs $129.95. It's the top of the Marantz line 
that also includes Marantz Dynamic Headphone Systems 
from $39.95. Get our informative headphone brochure 
at your Marantz dealer. And try on a pair.

.K*JK^M-_
V\te sound better.

©1974 Marantz Co., Inc., a subsidiary of Superscope, Inc., P.O. Box 99A, Sun Valley. Calif. 91352. In Europe: Superscope Europe, S.A., Brussels, Belgium. Available In Canada. Prices and models 
subject to change without notice. Consult the Yellow Pages (or your nearest Marantz dealer Send for free catalog.
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Of all filter kings tested:

Carbon
•slowest
Look at the latest U.S. Government figures for 

other brands that call themselves low in tar.
tar, nicotine, 

mg/cig mg/cig

Brand D (Filter) 14 1.0

Brand D (Menthol) 14 1.0

Brand K (Menthol) 14 0,9

Brand R (Filter) 14 0.9

Brand M (Filter) 12 0.9

Brand! (Menthol) 12 0.7

Carlton 
Filter 

4mg

Brand T (Filter) 11 0.7

Brand V (Filter) 11 0.7

Brand V (Menthol) 11 0.8

Carlton Filter 0.3
Carlton Menthol 0.3

Carlton 70's (lowest of all brands)- 
2 mg. "tar", 0.2 mg. nicotine

Carlton
Menthol 

4mg.

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.

Filler and Menthol; 4 mg. "tar", 0.3 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Repon Oci.74.
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