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"For electronically easy pictures, 
the Minolta XG-1 
is our automatic choice."

 Bruce and Chrystie Jenner

BruceJenner, world record holder, Olympic decathlon.

Try an easy-to-use Minolta XG-1 at your dealer. For illustrated 
brochure, write Minolta Corp., 101 Williams Drive, Ramsey, N.J. 07446. 
In Canada: Minolta, Ontario, L4W1A4.

Doing difficult things easily is 
the mark of a star performer.

In an athlete like Olympic de 
cathlon champion Bruce Jenner. 
And in a camera like the elec 
tronic Minolta XG-1.35mm reilex. 
That's why a Minolta XG-1 is the 
camera Chrystie Jenner uses to 
get professional-quality pictures 
of Bruce in action.

The Minolta XG-1 ispoint-focus- 
shooi easy. As you look into the 
bright electronic viewfinder, glow 
ing light-emitting diodes (LED's) 
show you how the exposure is 
being set automatically. One LED 
can even tell you when the optional 
Minolta Auto Electroflash is ready 
to fire,

An electronic self-timer, with 
flashing LED signal on the front of 
the camera, lets you get into the 
picture. There's even a signal to jet 
you know the film is advancing 
properly.

Your Minolta XG-1 can be the 
start of a complete Minolta system. 
Just add an optional Minolta elec 
tronic flash, an auto winder to ad 
vance the film at about twoframes 
per second, or any of more than 
forty Minolta interchangeable 
lenses.
The Minolta XG-1. 
The automatic choice 
for easy action pictures.

noil
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HOW TO BE WELL-READ
EVEN IF YOU ARENT WELL-HEELED

Instead of paying 
those frightening 
bookstore prices for 
hardcover books, join 
QPB. Then you'll be 
building a library of 
full-size, softcover 
editions that are as 
durably bound as the 
hardcovers, but that 
cost up to 65% less. 
Quality paper, readable 
type. You don't judge a 
book by its cover, so 
why pay for the cover?

Compare

540. Tutankhamun: The Untold 
Story. Thomas Hoving. Hardcover: 
$12.95 QPB Ed: $6.95 

505. Mysteries Of The Pasl. Lionel 
Casson, Robert CUuhome, Brian 
Pagan and Walter Karp. Editor: 
Joseph). Thorndike, jr. 
Hardcover: 134.95 QPB Ed: $9.95

Join now. Pick
any 3 books or 
sets for $1 each 
with no
obligation to buy 
another book.
204. The New York Times Book 
Of House Plants. Joan Lee Faust 
(lllus.) Hardcover: $9.95 
QPB: $6.95

248. The Politics Of Energy 
Barry Commoner. Hardcover: $10 
QPB: $4.95

263. The Complete Directory To 
Prime Time Network TV Shows 
1946- Present. Tim Brooks and 
Earle Marsh. QPB: $8.50 
266. The Vegetarian Epicure: Book 
Two. Anna Thomas. Illustrations by 
JulieMaas. Hardcover: $12.50 
QPB: $5.95

2 Hardcovers: QPB Boxed Set: 
$17.90 $7.95

550. The Lives Of A Cell .mil The 
Medusa And The Snail. Lewis 
Thomas. Hardcover: $17.90 
QPB Ed: $7.95 (2 Vots.. Boxed) 
529. Running The River* Of North 
America. Peter Wood. Hiirdcovei:
$12.95 QPB: $4.95
533. Play It As It Lays and
Slouching Towards Bethlehem. Joan
Didion. UVols.) Hardcover: $13,9C
QPB: $5.95
543. Gtoriana. Michael Moorcock
QPB: $3.95
541'. Cooking In A Small Kitchen
Arthur Schwnrtz. Illustrated, by Garv
Risers. Hardcover: $8.95
QPB Ed.- $4.95

198

198. The Best Of Life. (Phone) 
Hardcover: $19.95 QPB: $6.35 

349. The Face Of Rock & Roll 
Images oi a Generation. Brucc Pollock 
and John Wagman. With a Foreword 
by Pete Fornatale. QPB: $9.95

540 514

5 14. The Stories Of John Cheever 
John Cheever. Hardcover: $15 
QPB Ed: $7.95
516. 1979 Rand McNally Road 
Atlas. QPB: $3.95

520. In The Deserts Of This Earth 
Uwe George. Translated by Richard 
and Clara Winston. (Photos) 
Hardcover: $H-95 QPB.- $6.95

526. Gnomes. Text by Wil Huygen 
Illustrated by Rien Poortvhct 
Hardcover $17.50QPB: $8.50
527. The Flounder. Guiiter Grass 
Translated by Ralph Manheim 
Hardcover: $12 QPB Ed: $5.95 

347. What Color Is Your 
Parachute? A Practical Manual for 
Job-Hunters & Career Changers. 
(1978 Revved Edition) Richard 
Nelson Bolles. QPB: $4.95

Let's try each other for 6 months.
Quality Paperback Book CIub,Inc.,Middletown, Pa. 17057. 
Please enroll me in QPB and send the 1 choices I've listed below. Bill 
me $3, plus shipping and handling charges. 1 understand thai I am not 
required lobuy another book. You will send me QPB Review (it my 
account is in good standing) for d months. If I have not bought and 
paid for at least I book in every six-month period, you may cancel my 
membership. A shipping and handling charge is added to each 
shipment. QBIU-9 
Indicate by number the 
3 books or sets you want

Name_____________

Address.

City.

How membership works 
1 You receive QPB Review 15
times each year (about every }!<> 
weeks). Each issue reviews a new 
Main Selection, plus scores of 
Alternates. All Main Selections 
with established publisher's list 
prices are offered at ai least 20'V. 
discount off that list price.
2. If you want the Main Selec 
tion do nothing. It will be 
shipped to you automatically. If 
you want one or more Alternate 
books  or no book at all  indi 
cate your decision on the reply 
form always enclosed and return 
it by the date specified.

3. Bonus books for Bonus

_ State.

-Apt.. 

.Zip 

476. The People's Almanac 
Presents Tlie Book Of Lists. David 
Wallechinsky, Irving Wallace und 
Amy Wallace. Hardcover: $10,95 
QPB Ed: $5.95
507. The Natural Way To Draw: A 
Working Plan for An Study. Kimon 
Nicolaides. Hardcover: $8.95 
QPB: $4-50

541. Pregnancy & Childbirth 
Tin-Complete Guide tor a New Life. 
Tracy Hotcliner. QPB: $5.95 
108. Anatomy Illustrated. Emily 
Blair Chewning. Designed by Dana 
Levy. QPB: $5.95
151. The Lord Of The Rings 
J.R.R.Iblkicn. (3Vols,. Boxoit) 
Hardcover: $32.95 QPB: $9.95

531 151

Points. Rir each book or set you 
take (except the first 3 you get for 
$1 each), you eam Bonus Points 
which entitle you to choose any of 
the books we offer; you pay only 
shipping and handling charges.
4. Return privilege. It" QPB 
Review is delayed and you re 
ceive the Main Selection without 
having had 10 days to notify us, 
you may return it for credit at 
our expense.
5. Cancellations. You may 
cancel membership at any time 
by notifying QPB. We may can 
cel your membership if you elect 
not to buy and pay for at least one 
book in every six-month period.

531. Out Of My Later Years and 
The World As I See It. Alberi 
Einitem. UVolOQPB: $6.95 

381. The PhotOKraphy Catalog 
Edited by Norman SnyJcr with Carole 
Kism-.iric and Don Myrus (lllus.) 
QPB: $7.50

534. Freaks: Myths and Images ot 
the Secret Self. Leslie Fiodler 
Hardcover: $12.95 QPB: $4.95 
539. Margaret Fuller: From 
Transcendentalism to Revolution. 
Paula DUinchard. Hardcover: $11.95 
QPB: $4.95

272. The Literary Cat. Edited hv 
JuHn-Ckiiklc Snares <ind Seymour 
Chwast. Hardcover: $12.95 
QPB: $6.95
301. The Dragons Of Eden 
Speculations on the Evolution of 
Human Intelligence. Carl Sayan 
Hardcover; $8.95 QPB Ed: $4.95 
316. BBC TV Shakespeare Set 
lUrvVHi. Kmiiti,urn!MKI, Ric/umUJ, 
As Vim Like It. Julius Caesar, Measure fin 
MctuiM. (6Vols.)QPB:$15.95 

503. To Dance. Valery Panov wuh 
George !:eifcr. Hardcover: *15 
QPB Ed: $6.95

515. Overcoming M'.ith Anxiety 
Sheila Tohms. Hardcover; $10.95 
QPB Ed: $4.95

The first 
book club 
for smart 
people 
who 
aren't rich.

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



Guess who's back?

THEY'RE 
BACK!

The animals from

ANIMAL 
IWUtB
A comedy from 

Universal Pictures
Produced by

Matty Simmons and
Ivan Reitman
Directed by 
John Landis

And laughed at by 
millions of 
moviegoers

Now being re-released 

throughout the U.S. and Canada
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By Angels Flight .
Super fitting.

Naturally good
looking. And

surprisingly
priced. Sensual

separates, perfect
for those close
encounters. At

fine stores
everywhere.

Suggested retail prices:
Pant $24.00; Vest $22.00;

Jacket $57.50.

©1979 Tobias Kotzin Company, 1300 Santee St., Los Angeles 90015

C/TVLC-D py TOOIA/3

Leading the way in fashion.
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NO RUM REFLECTS 
PUERTO RICO 
LIKE RONRICO.

From Puerto Rico, the Rum Island, comes Ronrico, the Puerto Rican rum. Smooth, light tasting Ronrico 
has been the pride of six generations of Puerto Rican rum masters (since 1860). One sip and you'll agree...
rum lovers never had,, so good RONRICO: AUTHENTIC RUM OFPUERTO RICO.

CkneralWinc& Spirit Co.. N.Y.C 80 proof
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This is a "potpourri" issue, per 
force unpossessed of any over 
riding theme to peg an 

editorial upon. And I am thereby 
given license to ramble on at leisure 
about diverse topics and sundry af 
fairs. Rambling on at leisure about di 
verse topics and sundry affairs is a 
literary form not much spoken to in 
these times of hustlc'bustle, hurly- 
burly, and addle-headed riot. But, 
still, one might turn one's hand to it 
on occasion if for no other reason 
than to bring some small pleasure to 
those readers who either yearn nos 
talgically for their days as English 
majors or are caught in the midst of 
interminable- bowel movements with 
nothing to peruse but the back of a 
Sani-Flush can. So let's consider the 
meaning of life: this morning it meant 
a splitting headache. In about twenty 
minutes, it's going to mean a blinding 
need for a drink. But right now it 
seems to have all sorts of ramifica 
tions, many of them scurrying about 
on the floor apparently immune to 
those little Roach Motels I've hid 
under the davenport for the past six 
months, and there are things in them 
of which no sane man speaks. But life 
is a miracle, really, when closely con 
sidered: two tiny demi-chromosomed, 
pre-protozoan bubbles of amino acids 
joining together, growing into the 
awesome complexity of a Dostoyevsky 
or a John Stuart Mill in some remote 
fold of the womb. And if she's under

eighteen, you'd better call your law 
yer. Most of the time, though, people 
just dash around all over the place 
until they die. Dying is a really im 
portant part of life. So important, in 
fact, that it's hard to understand why 
we don't all just go smack each other 
on the head with bricks to help it out. 
This would speed up evolution, I 
think. Although it hasn't seemed to 
help in Ireland. But that's what we die 
for, anyway, so that we get to evolve. 
You see, if nobody died, we'd all still 
be amoebas and have to cat by sur 
rounding things with our butts. How 
ever, 1 don't really see why we need to 
evolve any further. 1 think we're fine 
the way we are now. 1 mean, I'm not 
so hot personally, but I know this girl, 
Erin, out in Colorado, who's just per 
fect. I don't want her to evolve into 
something with one tit in the middle 
of the thorax and a bunch of gamma

ray feelers on its head. So I guess we 
can stop dying now, huh? Though I've 
got a rotten feeling that that's not 
going to happen until sometime after 
my car wreck.

Still, what does Vife mean! Lots of 
times it seems to make me a little ner 
vous. You know, waking up in a 
sweat, tense and ready, groping for the 
.38 under the pillow and ready to 
spring at the throat of... well, the 
throat of nothing in particular. Be 
cause, you know, all you have to re 
ally do that day is go into the office for 
a couple of hours and mail a check for 
the phone bill, and the ex-wife is clear 
across country, hell, three thousand 
miles away, and even the rent is paid. 
Another perfectly good anxiety attack 
wasted on nothing. All that adren- 
aline pumping through your skull   
probably be worth two hundred dol 
lars a gram if you could figure a way to 
blow it out your nose and cut it with 
Manitol. The ancient Celts used to 
fight in the nude, you know, with just 
a sword. They thought it was rnagic. 
Of course, today they think the pope 
is Christ's Vicar on Earth, so there's 
no accounting for the Celts. But I 
think they only did it because they 
were having anxiety attacks and 
wanted to run around starkers clip 
ping the kneecaps off Roman legion 
naires because that was a cooler way 
of dealing with things than laying on 
mats in hovels all covered with per 
spiration, with stomachs gurgling,

continued on >uge 71
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Winsto
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Si-tastes them all
-.

Only Winstcms Sun-Rich™ Blend
of the choicest, richest tobaccos

tastes this full and satisfying.
Winston after Winston. yinston**••<*«•**»

TBS

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

SMART

by John Hughes

The GAS SHORTAGE out in
Phony-Phony Land has all the peons in a 
dither about where their next ride to the 
all-night disco/supermarket is going to 
come from, but the LUMINARIES arc 
taking it in stride—and doing the poor 
folks a service by paying good wages to 
have their Rolls Royces, Porsches, and 
Mercedes pushed up and down the 
broad, palm-lined avenues. When 
screen veteran WALTER MATTHAU 
finished dinner at a local eatery, he sim 
ply stepped outside and hailed a UCLA 
Phys. Ed. major, who piggy-backed him 
home... .The big question that arises 
from the recent upset victory of 
Canadian lory party swizzle stick JOE 
CLARK over PIERRE TRUDEAU 
isn't how many more times and ways can 
poor old Pierre get fucked over, but 
when is Canada going to find some lead 
ership with hair? It's true that Clark has 
more hair than Trudeau, and that may be 
a sign that Canada is working on the 
problem, but still, Mr. Clark is far be 
hind other world leaders like JIMMY 
CARTER, LEONID BREZHNEV 
and MARGARET THATCHER. 
... Speaking of Mrs. Thatchcr, she's 
signed up to do an ABC'TV "Battle 
of the Broads." Ms. Prime Minister will 
debate supermodel CHERYL TIEGS 
on the subject of tanning lotions... .To 
the surprise of almost no one, comic 
ANDY KAUFMAN was dragged off 
the set of "Taxi" and returned to the 
New Jersey State Hospital from which 
he escaped in 1973.... PETER "PETE" 
BOGDANOV1CH is down in the 
dumps after disappointing reviews and 
box office receipts came in on his latest 
film, Saint Jack, which he describes as a

movie "about some men doing some 
thing, somewhere." Pete says that if 
things don't pick up, he'll retire from 
filmmaking and go live on his baloney 
ranch in Montana.... After charging an 
undisclosed party $35,000 for a photo of 
his pregnant: wife, JIMMY CONNORS, 
premier slug on the men's tennis and 
tantrum circuit, turned around and 
hawked a load of the Mrs.' old duds at a 
transvestite therapy session. Mama 
Connors defended the action by remark 
ing that "he made some bucks." How 
low can you go? "Got a shovel?" says 
Jimbo.... Not since the THREE 
STOOGES visited in 1942 have 
Londoners been witness to anything as 
hilarious as the recent fistfight between 
DAVID BOWIE and LOU REED. A 
local press report likened the bash-about 
to a "couple of elderly women trying to 
snuff out fires on one another's tum- 
mys".. Two-thirds of a Triple Crown 
winner, SPECTACULAR BID, and his 
date, MY LITTLE CHAMP, did eigh 
teen thousand dollars worth of damage 
to the dance floor at famed New York 
disco, Studio 54- S.B.'s trainer, BUD 
DELR blamed a bucket of cocaine for 
his pony's rowdy behavior... .The prin 
cess of the 1976 Olympics, NADIA 
COMANECI, has signed a four- 
million-dollar deal with a Miami 
consortium to perform her Gold Medal- 
winning high bar routine in the nude be 
fore live closed-circuit cameras. Miss 
Comancci said she agreed to the perfor 
mance so that she could "buy an auto 
mobile and a pair of blue jeans" in her 
native Romania.... Attorneys MARK 
LANE, ROY COHN, and E LEE 
BAILEY were booked in Los Angeles 
for disorderly conduct after they tussled 
with one another over a collar around 
the neck of a dead dog. All three men 
claimed to have seen the dog and the col 
lar first, and therefore felt entitled to it. 
After twenty minutes of debate in the 
Hollywood lock-up, they worked out an 
agreement to sell the collar and split the 
proceeds... .Washington watchers report 
that 143 taxicabs were needed to haul

away people who resigned from 
CARTER ADMINISTRATION
posts. The mass evacuations forced the 
cancellation of the annual Executive 
Branch vs. Legislative Branch touch 
football game after the president's team 
was reduced to just Mr. Carter, Mr. 
MONDALE, U.N. Ambassador 
ANDY YOUNG, and JAMES 
SCHLESINGER... THE SMART 
SET has learned that early in 1980, the 
MAFIA will go public, offering twenty- 
five million shares over-the-counter.... 
RONALD REAGAN dealt a serious 
blow to his chances for the COP nod 
after he appeared at a Des Moines, Iowa, 
rally completely blotto and dressed in a 
BOZO THE CLOWN costume.... 
Standard Oil of Indiana's board chair 
man, JOHN SWEARINGEN, is in a 
lather after learning that preeminent 
pork chop MAHARAJ JI charged in 
itiates thirty-five dollars to kiss his feet 
and donate gifts. Says Mr. Swearingen, 
"If we'd known Americans would pay 
thirty-five clams to smooch a filthy 
Indian's feet, we'd have had $1.50-a-gal- 
lon gas eighty-five years ago!'... Recently 
disgraced U.S. Senator HERMAN 
TALMADGE has been denied a spot in 
the NEW BARBARIANS, the tour 
ing band led by Rolling Stones KEITH 
RICHARD and RON WOOD 
"Hevm is a nice guy, but he's a crook, and 
we don't need an accordion" Keith said. 
"We told him to talk to the Doobie 
Brothers.".. .THE SMART SET has 
discovered that JOSEPH HELLER's 
new book, Good as Gold, is just perfect 
for boosting youngsters up to the dinner 
table. It's the right height, and its stiff 
binding provides more support than the 
traditional phone book. The dust jacket 
is a cheery color that wipes clean after 
meals-THE SMART SET rates 
Good as Gold * * * *!... Recent polls 
show that when the name JOHN 
DEAN is mentioned, the majority of 
Americans think of "something slimy 
anchored to a rock with only a single 
bodily opening for eating, excretion, and 
reproductive functions." LJ
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FOOT BOLS
Lucas Bols never missed Monday Night Football. 
Like most of us, he played a little ball in high schoo! 
and that's about as far as it went. But his interest 
in the game never waned.

He'd put in a hard day making liqueurs and 
brandies then hurry home. By kickoff time he was 
in front of his set.

Sometimes he fantasized... he could have been a 
great kicker if only it weren't for those wooden shoes!

But what pro football lost, the world gained. For in 
the world of quality liqueurs and brandies nobody 
plays in the same league with BOLS.
Life is an adventure

...so have yourself a
Enjoy more than 30 BOLS liqueurs and brandies 30-78 proof.
Produced and bottled in the U.S.A. under personal supervision oi the 
Amsterdam Directors. Erven Lucas Bols Distilling Company, Louisville, Ky.

i^B i '»•*

Order a top quality T-shin featuring the portrait of Lucas 
Bols. Available in Renaissance Tan. Specify Medium, Large 
or Extra-Large- Only S4.35 including postage and handling. 
Send check or money order to: The Friends ot Lucas Bo/s, 
Box 6787. Bndgewater, New Jersey 00807.
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Has Pioneer aone to
Pioneer technology has be 
come so sophisticated that 
today, buying a car stereo 
may seem more complicated 
than buying a car.

Our current tine consists 
of 80 pieces of car stereo 
equipment. A far cry from 
the days when autosound 
meant an AM radio or an 
8-track player.

Well, seeing as there's 
so much going on at your 
Pioneer dealer right now. 
And seeing as the time has 
never been riper to get your

\J
Basic Training

You're looking at our best 
seller. The KP-8005.

Featuring our ingenious 
Supertuner® AM/FM cir 
cuitry. A cassette deck and 
an amplifier, all in one com 
pact system. It's typical of

<r
KPX-9500. AM/FM cassette deck, with 
Dolby* on tape and FM.

ears into our kind of stereo, 
the purpose of this ad is to 
give you an up-to-the-minute 
overview of Pioneer Super- 
systems.

By the time you finish 
reading, you'll be as far along 
as we are.

KP-8005.
Our most wanted deck. AM/FM 

Supertuner® Car Stereo with Cassette.

our broad line of totally inte 
grated systems. And we 
have over 30 of these to 
choose from. In-dash and 
under-dash models. Some 
are just tuners, or cassette 

players or 8-tracks. A few 
tout even more than the 
KP-8005, with such things as 
Dolby* and electronic tuning.

Power Without Corruption
In the search for the ultimate 
car stereo, we chose the 
course of home stereo. And 
broke the system down into 
separate components. In so 
doing, we achieved more 
power through more speak 
ers with less distortion. 
The illustration shown here 

demonstrates how a com 
ponent car stereo system 

fits together.
It begins with our KPX- 

9500. An in-dash AM/FM 
car stereo/cassette deck 
with Dolby* on tape and FM.

KPX-9500

TS-T3 TS-T3 TS-W203 TS-W203

A Pioneer Component Car Stereo Plan. 
KPX-9500 AM/FM cassette deck with 
Dolby? CD-7 seven band graphic 
equalizer/dual amp balancer. GM-40, 
40wattamp.GM-120, 120wattamp. 
TS-T3 tweeters. TS-W203 woofers. 
TS-167 high compliance speakers.

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



3 far with car stereo?
Next, we incorporate a 

7-band graphic equalizer/ 
dual amp balancer,the CD-7

Just as a recording studio 
compensates for drapes and 
carpet, the CD-7 lets you 
shape the music to match 
the interior of your car.

" 

# V.N r?5)

L'JI

i i i i
CD-7. Seven band graphic equalizer/dual 
amp balancer.

Persuasive Speakers
We have over 30 speakers. 
But again, to show you how 
far we've come, we've high 
lighted how high and low 
we've gone. Our TS-T3 
tweeters can reach highs 
previously unheard of in a 
car. And our TS-W203 woof 
ers are guaranteed to hit 
rock bottom.

We also have two-way 
and three-way speakers.

The car stereo, 
according to 
Steve Til lack.

Which combine miniaturized 
versions of specialized speak 
ers all in one package.

More Than Meets 
The Eye

Now that you've read
how far we've come,
it's time for us to grab 

you by the ear.
Call toll-free for 

your nearest Pioneer 
dealer at these numbers 
(800) 447-4700, or, in 
Illinois (800)322-4400.

^ Because he has his
greatest selection ever on
hand right now.

"How To Buy Car Stereo"
and 'All About

TS-W203 
woofer. 
TS-T3 
tweeter.

Car Stereo
Components'.' And be sure 
to ask about Pioneer 'Fshirts, 
visors and posters.

So get your ears down to 
your Pioneer dealer.

And hear how good car 
stereo sounds when it's push 
ed to the limits.

OA PIONEER®
The best sound going.

Put our ears to your wall. Back by 
popular demand for the fifth 
printing.

If you're still a little 
foggy about where 
you fit into car 

stereo, your 
dealer can 
show you how 
to order an entire 
library of books by 
Steve Tillack, our 
resident car stereo 
authority. Including

©1979 Pioneer Electronics of America, 1925 E. Dominguez St., Long Beach, CA 90810
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Affate for 
Athlete's Foot

is better
than

Desenex.
Really better.

If you've got athlete's foot and you're 
still using Desenex, you should know 
that Aftate is better.

In independent studies, the medica 
tion in Aftate has been proven to be 
more effective in kill ing athlete's fool 
fungus than the medication in Desenex.

In fact, doctors recommend the 
medication in Aftate 14 to lover the 
medication in Desenex. 14 to 1.

Aftate is better than Desenex. Really 
better. It'sthe killer.

Read and follow label directions.

tati
FOR ,,Athletes 
Foot

© Plough, Inc 1979

Aftate
Trial size offer.

Enclosed is 50C (for materials, handling, postage) tor 
one (1) .09 oz. Aftate Gel for Athlete's Fool, plus a coupon 
Epod lor 25C off on my next store purchase ol regular 
size Aftate products. Send to;

ADDRESS- -APT. IL

Mailto Plougti. Ine . P 0 Boi 377. Dept NIC. Memphis IN 38151 Term
lesidetUs add 2t sales l3« Oiler good only in Com menial U.S 

Alaska and Ha wan Allon4-Gweeksfoidetiveiy Qfleiei pires Dec 31.1979

VL ^3mp AffviBP

Sirs:
What's blue, green, has a big nose, 

and is very stingy and Jewish? Wait a 
minute, I gave that one away. Here's 
another one: what's red, orange, stu 
pid, fast on his feet, and Negro? Shit, I 
can't do those simple riddles! I'm bet 
ter at the intellectual stuff.

William "Call Me Bill" Buckley 
New York, N.Y.

Sirs:
I'd like to set the record straight, 

once and for all. Yes, 1 did raise the 
Ricardos's rent, but I had every rea 
son to. First off, they were bad ten 
ants. Every night Ricky would play 
his bongos yelling, "Babaloo! Ba- 
baloo!" And you know how those 
spies are when they get excited. Be 
tween heating Lucy with a tire iron 
until her body matched her hair and 
puking his Cuban guts out all over 
my rugs, it's a wonder I have any 
building left at all. The last straw, 
however, was when Maurice Cheva 
lier came over and they didn't even 
invite me for dinner. So you see, I had 
to raise their rent, just to show them 
who's boss.

Fred Mertz 
New York, N.Y.

Sirs:
Do you want to know the real reason 

why "American Bandstand" is still on 
the air? It's not because it's anything that 
would appeal to kids. 1 mean, what teen 
age kid would want to watch me.' It's all 
those dads who watch us during breaks 
in their Saturday afternoon chores. 
Nothing goes better with baloney and 
cheese than teen-age girls jumping up 
and down and wiggling their butts.

Dick Clark 
Hollywood, Cal.

Sirs:
Reading the "First Suicide Attempt" 

comic in your September issue truly 
"rolled back rime's endless flow" for 
me... back to my own university days and 
my first suicide attempts. Strolling 
through the drifting autumn leaves under

a drizzling sky at Cambridge—well, one 
naturally thought of suicide. It was the 
" thing to do," as you Yanks say. Many of 
us lean-bodied lads tried to "shuffle off 
the mortal coil" by reading Latin poets 
into the small hours of the morning, dis 
cussing angels with C.S. Lewis, or smear 
ing marmire on J.R.R. Tolkien's wee-wee 
and linking it off. I must say, we had 
something then, and I wish those days 
would come back, days when we were 
young; bright, boning each other up the 
ass, and "half in love with easeful death!' 
Anyway, thank you, chaps, for the 
memories.

Stephen Spender
Number 10, The Plums

Anysex County, England

Sirs:
1 got one thing to say about that sui 

cide comic in this ish. It's fuckin'mental. 
And sick. You know what I mean? The 
kinda thing you wouldn't want your sister 
to read, 'cause it could drive her mental. 
How'd you like it if your sister ate a can 
of Dr;ino and it didn't work and she's left 
a helpless cripple and doesn't even gradu 
ate in Home EC. and she's just plain men 
tal? I mean, if you're normal and got a 
sister.

Bud Bondcrcnko
Dciwev Bible College of Oceanography 

Denver, Colo.

Sirs:
Every morning I get up at eight 

o'clock. 1 pour myself a glass of water 
from the faucet and adjust the kitchen 
curtains so the light is not in my eyes. 
Then I start my cleaning. I wipe the 
countertops and the cupboards and 
the sink. 1 also wipe the molding and 
the heating vents. Afterwards, I wipe 
my furniture, from top to bottom, 
every portion. Next, I wipe the win 
dows and the walls and the floors. 
Then I wipe all the fixtures until they 
shine. Later, I wipe the bathroom, es 
pecially the mirror on the medicine 
cabinet. It's wipe and wipe and wipe 
for me, and without a break.

Someone 
Somewhere

Sirs:
1 am the new prime minister of Can 

ada. How can 1 describe myself briefly? 
Well, Helmut Schmidt said that Marga 
ret Thatcher is even stupider than Jimmy 
Carter, and I like to think I'm stupider 
than Margaret Thatcher. So I guess us 
Canadians are a couple of jumps ahead of 
you Yanks, eh?

joe Clark 
Ottawa, Canada
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Sirs:
This is to inform you of the formation 

ot a new government agency, the U.S. 
Department of Things and Stuff. The 
purpose of this new agency will be to 
catalog all things and stuff that are not 
included in any other inventories of U.S. 
goods and property. We ask that you 
submit to us no Liter than December 31, 
1979, a complete list ot all things and 
stuff in your top desk drawers, in un 
marked boxes in your coat closets, on 
top of your shelves, in the bottom ot 
purses niul brie tenses, in glove compart 
ments of company vehicles, and way in 
the back oi your file cabinet drawers 
where the secretaries keep their shoe- 
hoots. Your cooperation is greatly 
appreciated.

H.WMonaghan
U.S. Department ol Things

and Stuff
Washington, aC

I ;im A pa-mature punctuator. Every 
time 1 stint a letter, 1 can't control myself, 
and 1 let H« with a hiy wad ot ...,,,:::;;; 
"""'" Fuck!, I did itayain! Sorry- II you 
let me rest fora feu 1 minutes, I'll try 
ayain.

Arnold Putnhandler 
Kirk wood, Mo.

Sirs:
Hey hey hey! Proud to meet ya! Say, 

how'J you tellas like co briny a smile to a 
crippled kid's face? Okay, all together 
ni«.\ — knock-knock, W/ws I/UTC'.' H»j,'(in. 
/ ingtin ulu).' Hngun 1 knock U'hcn I'm ijunJ-

Lodi4c S4
Men of La Mancha 

Cedar Rapids, la.

Heavy trip, man! Like, I was hitching 
on the freeway to hear Janis and the 
Dead ar the Fillmore and, like, this 
driver lays two tabs of Owsley blue on 
me and I pass out, and now they tell me 
Janis canceled. So, like, anybody wanna 
trade me some Hendrix tickets?

Leaf 
What Happened to the Haight?

Sirs:
Millions of people are killed or in 

jured in automobile accidents each 
year. This deadly toll could be dra 
matically reduced if only manufac 
turers would begin building 
automobiles out of a different mate 
rial than that nasty hard steel they 
always use. for instance, how about

foam rubber? Can you imagine how 
happy our world will be once being 
plowed over by a moving vehicle is 
actually considered to be "comfy- 
cozy" by society? No longer will small 
children have to be warned not to 
play in the streets for fear of being hit 
by a car and getting killed. As a matter 
of fact, they will probably hurl them 
selves in front of the Foammobilc just 
for the sheer fun of bouncing off the 
fender and flying into the sandbox. 
Deadly demolition derbies will be 
transformed into harmless pillow 
fights. I'm sure that if Evcl Knievel 
had ridden a foam rubber motorcycle, 
he never would have gotten so 
smashed up and he probably wouldn't 
have gone bananas and tried to club 
that guy to death. What a nut! I 
always said anybody who'd ride a steel 
motorcycle over fourteen steel cars 
has got to be a psycho, and 
now...What? Oh, no! Hey! Put that 
bat down! Ow! Stop bitting me! 
Ouch! I'm sorry, Evel! Oww! Oh! 
Stop! Why don't you hit me with that 
foam rubber baseball bat there in the 
corner? Ow! Oh!

Sam "The Scab" Mueller
c/o Gene Autry Memorial

Hospital
Hollywood, Cal.

Sirs:
.discovery great A made have I 

[backwards runs Time ! backwards runs 
also Space .chance- a have doesn't cold 
common The.' ckoo-A

Linus Pauling 
Avenue of the Nobels, N.Y

Sirs:
Do you know what a tit is? It's just a 

sweat gland. A big huge swear gland, ll 
you enjoy licking and squeezing and 
dreaming about sweat glands, that's 
O.K. with me. Personally, I'd rather not. 
I've got work to do.

Les Kettle
51 North Traildog Drive 

Kansas City, Mo.

Sirs:
I ordered fifty drumsticks from the 

Kentucky Colonel. So where are they, 
goddamnit?

Keith Moon 
• Gingerbaker, England

Sirs:
If you hit .400-pius in a season and 

didn't win the MVP award, you'd spit 
on reporters, too.

Ted Williams 
Sears Best, Mass.

Aftate for 
JockHdi
is better 

than 
Cruex:

Really better.
If you've got jock itch and you're still 
using Cruex, you should know that 
Aftate is better.

Aftate's medication has been tested 
and found to be more effective than 
the medication in Cruex for killing 
jock itch fungus.

Aftate's powerful medication not 
only kills all major types of jock itch 
fungus, but also helps prevent rein 
fection.

For the relief of painful itching and 
chafing of jock itch, get Aftate.

It's the killer.

Read and follow label directions.

Aftate

Aftate Jock Itch

Trial size offer.
Enclosed is 50C (for materials, handling, postage] lot 
one (1) 09 oi. Aflate Gel for Jock llch, pjijj a coupon good 
for25C alf on my rteil store purchase of regular size 
Altale products Send to:

NAME.

•iprresOec 31.1979

NATIONAL LAMPOON 13

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



I Never Met a Man 
I Didn't Like
Memories of Will Rogers
by Ben Dockstader
as told to Michael Civitello

I'm glad ya asked me about Will 
Rogers. Not too many people do these 
days, ya know. Oh, a few—but not too 
many. Stems like all the others of his 
time—Charlie Chaplin, Buster Keaton, 
Laurel and Hardy, and that other one— 
that one with the nose...oh, what's his 
name... anyway, seems like ya can hardly 
pick up a magazine or newspaper with 
out somebody rememberin' them. But 
not Will. So I'm glad ya asked.

I met Will in about 1914, when he 
was starring for Mr. Zicgfield on Broad' 
way. It was the Follies —I'm sure ya 
remember the Follies—all the chorus 
girls wearin' what we thought then was 
practically nothin'atall...you know, 
somebody told me the other day that the 
theater that Will was in in 1914 is still 
there, only it's called the Rarnrod now and 
they got rid of the girls. Too bad.

Anyway, Will was real busy in 1914 
'cause he'd do the regular Follies at night 
and then rush over to the New Amster

dam Theater and do another show at 
midnight on the roof. He was so busy he 
hardly had time to breathe sometimes, he 
said to me. And I said to Will, "Will, I 
got some real good lungs enough for two. 
Why don't ya hire me ta help ya out?" 
And Will just laughed and laughed at 
that one, and hired me to be his servant. 
Well, not his servant, really. Will was too 
much a man of the people ta ever have 
somethin' like a servant traipsin' after 
him all the time pickin' up his clothes and 
buyin' his gum and cleanin' his boots and 
givin' him a bath and liftin' up the seat 
when he had to....No, ya really couldn't 
call me a servant. No, 1 was... I guess 
you'd just call me Will's friend, his real 
good friend who followed him every 
where just about twenty-four hours a day 
for three dollars a week.

'Cause Will couldn't have servants. He 
just couldn't. "I'm just a country boy 
from Oklahoma," he'd say. "And where I 
come from we only got two kinds of 
people. Them that do for themselves and 
them that do for others. Maybe in a high- 
falutin country like France, where all they 
do is sit around and put stuff up their 
noses and sneeze all day, they ^ot serv 
ants, but in Oklahoma all we got is 
people doin' for themselves and other 
people helpin' out for about three dollars

Be brighter in class this year.
And not just because you've got 8 brilliant colors going for you. With the 
Sheaffer NoNonsense® pen, your brightness is obvious in other ways: You 
bought a Sheaffer for as little as $1.98. A pen you refill rather than throw 
away. One that gives you your choice of ballpoint, Tektof™ marker, rolling 
ball pen, or fountain pen ($2.49). Who says you have to get all As to be a 
truly outstanding student?

SHEAFFER EATON
Sheallei Eaton Division ol Textron Inc
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a week—and they can be replaced by a 
nigger for about fifty cents."

Oh Lord, but everybody liked Will, 
That's 'cause of two things, I think. One 
was that he never ever forgot where he 
carne from—Oklahoma, but you prob 
ably know that—and even when he was 
in Hollywood in the thirties and he had 
that ranch in Santa Monica with a riding 
ring and a polo stable of thirty horses and 
the western stable for ropin' and the cor 
ral and the big house and the guest house 
... and they elected him mayor of Beverly 
Hills, too... he never forgot where he 
came from. "Heck," he'd say. "I'm just a 
poor country boy from Oklahoma who 
got a little lucky with a rope and a mouth 
that tends to go on a little too much 
tellin' the truth, and if the sixty-seven 
people helpin1 me out here in Santa Mon 
ica don't like it, they can be replaced by 
spies for about a quarter 'cause there's a 
depression goin'on."

And what about the second reason? 
Well, the second reason that everybody 
liked Will is 'cause Will liked everybody. 
He really did. You know that famous 
sayin1 he said about himself all the time, 
don't ya? "I never met a man I didn't 
like," he said. Think on that. "I never met 
a man 1 didn't like." Will loved to say 
that. And it was true, it really was. There 
was some women Will met who he 
couldn't stand and used ta spit at, but 
they wasn't men, was they? And what 
they call bkck people today, but we used 
to call niggers back then, Will sorta 
didn't like either, but ya really couldn't 
call them men, the way they walked and 
all. Jews too, 'cause they didn't ride 
horses. I guess ya sorta had ta ride a horse 
and not walk funny to be a man to Will. 
So it was true. Will never met a man he 
didn't like... except... no, 1 better not say.

What? Oh, I wasn't gonna say nothin! 
Never speak ill of the dead, I say. Why go 
and ruin the reputation of a great man 
like Will just for the sake of scllin'a few 
magazines? But if you really want to 
know the truth—heck, I'll tell ya.

O.K. Ya know, by the nineteen-thirties 
Will was really really famous. He was 
mectin' kings arid queens and carls and 
dukes and you name it, he was so rich 
and famous. He had been real good 
friends with Calvin Coolidge, too, the 
president of the United States. In fact, ya 
sorta couldn't he president and not invite 
Will to the White House and then say 
what a great guy he was. So by the 
thirties, Herbert Hoover was president, 
and he decided to invite Will to dinner. It 
was in late 1931,1 remember, 'cause Will 
had just cut my salary to $1.25. It was the 
depression, ya see, like 1 mentioned be 
fore. "Ben," Will said to me, "it may look

continued on t>ajie 2b
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AMPOTUNER 
BATTLE WITH 
ATECHNICAL THE PIONEER TX-9800 TUNER.

CI.ASSAAMPL1F1ER.
LEAST DISTORTION

BUT MOST HEAT.

CLASS B AMPLIFIER.
MOST DISTORTION

BUT LESS HEAT.

SA-9800.
LESS DISTORTION, LESS 

HEAT, AND MORE POWER.

Atone time che struggle between amplifiers was won by 
the amp that had the most muscle. And the tuner that brought in the most stations also 
brought in the most acclaim.

today, there's one series of amplifiers whose technology has put it in a class by 
itself. And only one series of tuners that is its match.

They're Pioneer SA-9800 amplifiers. And TX-9800 tuners.
Until Pioneer's SA-9800, you had two choices when selecting an amplifier. Either 

you paid through the nose fora heat producing Class A amp. Or you paid through the 
ear for a distortion producing Class B.

Pioneer's SA-9800 offers the efficiency found in the finest Class B amplifiers. 
With a distortion level found in the finest Class A. An unheard of 0.005% at 
10-20,000 hertz.

What's more, instead of slow-to-react 
VU meters chat give you average readings 
or LED's that give you limited resolution, 
the SA-9800 offers a Fluroscan metering 
system chat is so precise and so fast, it 
instantaneously follows every peak in the 
power to make sure you're never bothered 
by overload or clipping distortion.

And while you're certain to find conventional power transistors in most conven 
tional amplifiers, you won't find them in the SA-9800. Instead you'll find R.E.T. 
transistors that greatly increase frequency response. So instead of getting distortion at 
high frequencies, you get clean clear sound. Nothing more. Nothing less.

Obviously, it took revolutionary engineering co build Pioneer's new series of 
amplifiers. But that same technology and skillful engineering also went into Pioneer's 
new line of tuners.

While other tuners offer features that just sound great, every feature in Pioneer's 
new TX-9800 helps to produce great sound.

Like Pioneer's new Quatrature Discriminator Transformer that helps reduce dis 
tortion co 0.05% at 1 KHz and raise signal-to-noise ratio to 83 dB. A specially designed 
Quartz Sampling Lock Tuning 
System that automatically 
locks onto your desired broad 
cast. And automatically elimi 
nates FM drift. And two band 
widths for both AM and FM 
stations.

By now it must be quite 
obvious, that when it comes to 
engineering only a few amps 
and tuners are in Pioneer's 
class.

But when it comes to 
value there's <U> PIONEER
nO COnteSt. Wiring It back alive.

THE PIONEER SA-9800 AMPLIFIER.

BM979U.S Pioneer Eleur .Corp., SSOvfoidDnw. Moonadue. N.I 07071
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nikon's latest... and perhaps greatest achievement

Nikon. The name symbolizes photo 
graphic excellence the world over. 
Nikon cameras are used by the over 
whelming majority of today's top pro 
fessionals. They have soared into 
space with U.S. astronauts, accom 
panied explorers to the Himalayas 
and scientists to the ocean's depths.
how, the Nikon heritage is yours in a 
new Nikon. The automatic Nikon EM. 
An ultra compact, lightweight 35mm 
camera that gives you extraordinary 
Nikon picture quality for the price of 
an ordinary "sir." And, it couldn't be 
easier to use.
Simply focus and shoot. Instantly, 
Nikon-designed electronics automat 
ically set the correct exposure to 
assure superb photographs. If the 
light's not right, a unique SONIC™ 
signal alerts you with an audible 
"beep." So you know the pictures you 
take wilt be the best possible—sharp, 
clear, colorfully lifelike, every time.
Low-cost Nikon EM accessories 
make it even more exciting. And just 
as easy! Turn night into day with its 
totally automatic thyristor flash. Add 
the featherweight motor drive for 
automatic film advance ... it lets you 
take dynamic sequence shots and 
keeps your EM always action-ready. 
Widen your world or bring it closer 
with new, ultra-sharp Nikon Series E 
accessory lenses that match the 
camera's small size and price.
Why just buy a camera when yj 
can buy a Nikon!
Nikon Inc . Garden Cily. New York 11530 
In Canada; Nikon Canada Inc.

A NIKON
THAT'S

LOW COST
AND 

EASYTO USE
THE NEW 
NIKON EM

— y— Nikon

(£) Nikon Inc. 1979
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Millions Get the Message

POPE TO POLAND: 
BREAK FREE

ANP WHILE 
VOU'EE AT IT, BE

NO TO AUTHORITARIAN 
OF

ONLY TO ARCHAIC 
POCTEIME-S/

In a historical visit, Rape John Paul II 
recently returned to his native Ftoland, 
where he spoke to millions of enthusias 
tic onlookers in several public appear 
ances. The pope's address was thought 
to have been an exhortation lo political 
protest by Inland's millions of Catholics.

The pontiff, in thirty-seven lan 
guages, many spoken all at the same 
time, called for Polish Catholics to 
"throw off the yoke .of a cruel institution 
that rules by unreasoning authority,

withholds from its members the right to 
vote, governs through unelected and 
unaccountable officials, restricts access 
of its constituency to art and culture, 
imposes summary judgments in cases of 
wrongdoing without benefit of trial, and 
requires compulsory attendance at orga 
nized demonstrations."

Following these addresses, a total of 
twelve million Polish Catholics an 
nounced that they were taking the popes 
advice, and leaving the Catholic church.

BJames Wife, Fingers \

LANCE
INDICTED

FOR BANK
FRAUD

Bert Lance, friend of the president 
and one-time director of the Office of 
Management and Budget, has been in 
dicted on several counts of fraud in con 
nection with a number of Georgia 
banks. Lance, however, has blamed the 
difficulty on his wife, and on the fact 
that he has "fat fingers."

"Each of 'em must weigh pretty near 
nine pounds," he told reporters, holding 
aloft the digits in question. "I have real 
trouble operating those darn pocket cal 
culators with 'em, and I guess I must 
have punched the wrong button once or 
twice.

"Besides," he continued, "I left some 
of those transactions for Labelle to take 
care of-she balances the checkbook at 
home, and likes to come in every now 
and then and dicker with the bank ledg 
ers, 1 guess she just made some mis 
takes! But that's your women's lib for 
you, though, ain't it? Anyhow, we sure do 
apologize and we'll never do it again."

£16 A4 ONE A' THEM 
NATIONAL. HBWZEW
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Big Bus/ness Aims to Ease the Gas Crunch
Oil Companies Propose New Rationing Plan

ONE.
We AtN'T GONNA 
MO -SHORTAGE OF= 

AEOUNP MERE, 
EIQMT SOY'S?

•you
PEY'LL StN IT 

BV (7E PINT*

PINT/ 
FIFTH.' C?E -SCHiV\UCK<S.

OUT PEEB'LL guv IT

Those Crazy Californians
Gas Lines Spawn Mini-Communities

Small, complex communities have 
arisen around some of the longer gaso- 
line Vines in California, sociologists have 
recently reported.

"Some lines are so long," writes Or. 
Leon Pabst in the September issue of 
The American Sociologist, "thai it takes 
a full half-tank of gas just to make it to 
the end of the line. This generates a 
cyclical pattern in which cars never 
leave the station, but simply remain in 
line for weeks on end. Consequently, the 
functions of the eommunitv are as

sumed by the different drivers. There is 
one such community thai has grown up 
around a 'Vexaco station in Santa Mon 
ica. One Ford ranch wagon serves as a 
high school, a Volvo is a dry cleaner, a 
Y\Vbus is a supermarket, and soon.

"This is similar to the 'Okie' phenome 
non that occurred during the depres 
sion --except. of course, that these people 
aren't from Oklahoma, they. aren't mi 
grant workers, they aren't poor, and 
there isn't a dust howl. Otherwise, the 
situation is identical."
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Frisco Fogs Run Wild

Gays Bring San 
Francisco to Its Knees

San Francisco homosexuals, angry 
over what they consider a too-lenient 
sentence given the man who shot Mayor 
George Moscone and his aide, Harvey 
Milk, rioted recently. The disturbance 
culminated in the calling of a general 
strike, which left the city paralyzed.

"Many vital services were completely 
crippled." noted one city official. "And 
I'm not just talking about the shutdown 
of every hair stylist shop in the city. I'm 
talking about the almost total absence of 
new window dressing displays in depart- 
nienl stores and boutiques. I'm talking 
about the virtual cessation of all trans 
sexual reviews. All leather-and-chain 
stores were closed. And the city suffered 
;ui almost total loss of those tasteful 
little gourmet restaurants with spider 
plants in the windows, as well as all the 
cute print galleries and bookstores."

City officials say that although the 
strike has ended, San Francisco will 
need at least three months to recover.
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N.Y. Pushers Go 
Underground

New York City's war on drug pushers 
has had unexpected results: major seiz 
ures of hard drugs have sent unem 
ployed pushers down into the subways, 
where they are pushing people under 
trains. "They gotta push something!'one 
official explained: "it's the criminal men- 
tiiiity. right?"
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Western TV Banned in Iran
Rebels Stage Favorite Shows in Streets
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"Mo" Pahlavi Digs In
Shah to Make Last Stand

Mohammed Reza Pahlavi, the former 
Shah of Iran, has announced that he is 
"tired of running," and intends to "hole 
up" in a hideout until he is either killed 
or allowed to go free by the Ayatollah 
Khomeini. Khorneini lias offered a re 
ward to anyone who is able to kill 
F^hlavi.

"A man's gotta dp what he's gotta do" 
Pdhlavi told reporters. "Me and my boys 
is ready for whatever Khomeini sends at 
us. And I take it as a personal honor that 
he put a price on my head. Ya hear that, 
Khomeini? "I'm proud you put a price on

my head!"
Pahlavi, together with his wife, the 

former Empress Farah, are reportedly 
sequestering themselves in a "modest 
little house somewhere in Mexico."

"I got net assets of around sixty billion 
dollars!' said the Shah. "And you only 
live once, right? So I'm getting some 
things, a video-beam TV a pinball ma 
chine, maybe a pool table. It'll be real 
nice. And Farah's a good kid. we have a 
lotta laughs.

"But I'm prepared to go to the mat 
tresses if I have to."
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Amish Epidemic a 
"Misunderstanding"

An apparent outbreak of polio among 
the Amish in rural Pennsylvania has 
turned out to be a false alarm. "We got 
word that they had contracted polio," 
said Dr. Bernard Greenberg of Lebanon's 
Mount Moreb Hospital. "Turns out they 
had actually signed contracts to play 
professional polo. Someone got their 
smoke signals mixed up." Smoke signal 
ing is the traditional Amish means of 
communication. "They won't get near a 
telephone," Dr. Greenberg lamented.

Basic Training Way Off-Base

Army Hard Up, Plans 
Dix Pullout

In an effort to stimulate recruitment 
in the volunteer army, the Department 
of Defense has announced that it will 
close several major training bases, in 
cluding Fort Dix in New Jersey. Here 
after, all training of new recruits will, 
says the department, "take place at the 
soldiers home, in his living room, as it 
were. On the honor system, just like at 
West Ibint."

"According to our studies," explained 
Col. Lester Tilsiler. "the kind of kids 
we're looking for, the kind of kids who 
maybe aren't so good at basketball and 
disco dancing, if you catch my drift, 
don't like basic training or the regimen 
of living on an army base. So what we're 
going to do is let them bunk and train at 
home. We'll mail them uniforms and 
manuals, guns, ammo, everything. 
When they learn tn grease a tank, .say, 
Lhey send in a liule note and we send 
back a nice certificate. It ought to work 
out fine,"

Col. Tilsiter explained lhat before the 
new plan was adopted, the Joint Chiefs 
considered the alternative of trying to 
revive the draft, but finally decided that, 
the country couldn't stand another 
round of "protest marches, flag burn 
ings, and that dumb cunt Joan Raez."
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These ore fhe shoes of people 
who didn't subscribe f o fhe 
National Lompooi

The National Lampoon's big stu 
pid bully men are combing the 
country, looking for people who 
haven't subscribed to the 
National Lampoon.

When nonsubscribers are caught by our 
big stupid bully men, their shoes arc 
stripped from their feet, their laces tied 
together, and their shoes hurled over a 
telephone line or way up into a tree.
Avoid having to walk home in socks. 
Subscribe to the National Lampoon 
now by filling out the coupon.

Please curb your big stupid bulk men. I will subscribe to ynur magazine and save LI heck ol'a pile of money 
over the newsstand price. Pltaw; liiul enclosed m\ dieck or moim order payable within the utntinemal U.S.A. or 
Canada, made out to: 
NATIONAL LAMPOON DE1T979 
6.15 MADISON AVtNLir. NEW YORK. N.Y. 10022

[J One-year subscripiion-S8.95 (a saving of S9.05 ovcrsingle copy purchase price),
Q Two-year subscription—$13.00 (a saving of $23.00 over single copy purchase price and S3.00 less than the

basic subscription price). 
Q Three-year subscription—SI 8.00 (a saving of S3G.OO over single copy purchase price and 54.00 less than the

basic subscription price).
For each year, add S2.50 for Canada. Mexico, and other foreign countries. All checks must be payable within the 
continental U.S.A. or Canada.
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Transition Effected Smoothfy
Israel Yields Sinai Settlement to Egypt

THEM WE'LL PUT 
THE OLC?

THE LA4-T TREE 
THEN WHAT?

After twelve years of Israeli occupa 
tion, the town of El Arish was officially 
returned to Egypt recently, in keeping 
with the Mideast peace accord.

Egyptian President Anwar Sadat 
called the transfer of authority "his 
toric," and immediately announced plans 
for the area.

"First, we of course must destroy any 
remaining Israeli orange groves, fig and

date plantations, and all such fertile, 
arable areas. Then we will proceed with 
our project of restoring the desert to its 
original horrible aridity and desolation, 
after which we will construct a crude., 
one-room hut and surround it with 
rusted tin fuel cans, useless old tractor 
tires, and sick camels. Return to this 
place in six months, and you won't recog 
nize it!"

First Execution Since Gi/more
Spenkelink Gets Chair 
in Florida

Convicted murderer John Spenkelink 
was executed in the electric chair re 
cently in Florida. The execution, a sub 
ject of controversy in Florida and 
around the nation, was explained by a 
local legal official as "being in society's 
best interest."

"It wasn't just because of the murder 
conviction," said Assistant D.A. Stephen 
Fbrter. "It was his name. No one could 
pronounce it. No one could spell it. We 
would get documents back from the 
computer that said Spelunker, Spunk- 
adink, Winkydink, Sputnik, andLeon- 
spitik. It was driving us crazy, it was 
driving the computers crazy, and the 
thought of having to process more and 
more papers for this individual, for pa 
role applications and retrial proceedings 
and whatnot, made frying him seem the 
best recourse. It was a case of him or 
us-by 'us', of course, I mean society. 

won."

Saucers Not Sighted "Down Under" After All

UFO Mystery Explained

RANCH HOME ANC? AUTO /VM-3TAKEN 
FOR. UFO 'MOTHER ^HIP" 

VEHICLE."

Australia's defense forces were put on 
nationwide alert recently when a fleet of 
UFOs was spotted hovering over a Syd 
ney suburb. Members of the suburban 
guard spent a restless afternoon and 
evening patrolling the streel,wearing 
hats with one side pinned up and dis 
charging rifles in the air "to let them 
know we're watching," as one patrolman 
put it.

Experts from England explained the 
mystery a week later.

"H was all a big mix-up," said the 
leader of the British team. "Apparently 
the Australians had been drinking 
rather heavily the night before the sight 
ing, and had forgotten that their country 
is upside-down. What they had thought 
to be strange flying objects were ac 
tually automobiles at rest in driveways."

Will Comply with Government 
Order
Douglas Responds to 
DC-IO Furor

A high-ranking official of McDonnell- 
Douglas has responded to the public con 
troversy surrounding the recent crash of 
one of the company's DC-10 aircrafts 
near Chicago, in which 273 persons 
died.

"Lei's not lose perspective," he said. 
"Yes, the plane malfunctioned-but re 
member that as soon as we knew some- 
thiiig was wrong, the plane was 
grounded immediately."

He went on to state that the company 
will comply with the government's order 
that all DC-lOs be grounded. "We will 
ground the planes without any inter 
ruption to our daily schedule. Beginning 
next week, all DC-10 flights will travel 
from city to city on the ground. Full 
ground speed of 600 miles per hour will 
be maintained. However, there will have 
to be a slight increase in fares to com 
pensate for road and bridge tolls.
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Moggie Out, Mo In
New First Lady 
Elected in Canada

Canadians surprised the world in a re 
cent election by voting a decisive no to 
eccentric, promiscuous First Lady Mar 
garet Trurleau, and yes to the slightly 
less eccentric, less promiscuous Mau- 
reen McTeer. Trudeaus husband, Pierre, 
rode his wife's skirttail to defeat as Can 
ada's prime minister, and will be re 
placed in that largely symbolic post by 
Mc'fcer s husband, Joe Clark.

The election of McTeer is widely in 
terpreted as evincing a move to the 
right in Canadian politics. Her name has 
been linked with those of several semi- 
exciting public figures, including former 
senator Hugh Scott (with whom McTeer 
is said to have once "made out"), and 
singer Glen Campbell.

Margaret Trudeau campaigned vigor 
ously on election night by dancing 
naked with Truman Capote at Studio 54, 
a New York disco.

Mr. Clark, meanwhile, has announced 
his intention to "expand the powers and 
efficacy of the position of prime min 
ister." He told well-wishers. "1 want to 
make it more than jusl a ceremonial job, 
only good for opening supermarkets and 
dedicating battleships."

John Woyne on Hold
Late Great Must Wait

The I;Ue movk1 actor John Wayne has 
been informed that, because of his 
deathbed conversion to Catholicism, he 
will not be allowed Lo enter Movie Star 
Heaven until "the last minute." "We will 
not be toyed with up Here." St. R'ter told 
reporters. "The Duke wants to wail until 
the final three hours, (ine. Lets just say 
we'll wait until the final three hours of 
eternity before we let him in."

22 NATIONAL LAMPOON Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



GE Clears Killer Hair 
Dryers

The discovery that many commercial 
hair dryers contain asbestos (a known 
carcinogen} was arrived at erroneously, 
says a spokesman for General Electric. 
"Scientists dried the hair of laboratory 
mice until they developed tumors," lie 
said, "but it wasn't the asbestos in the 
dryers. They were using fire-resistant 
mice, and it was the asbestos in the mice 
that caused the disease." The news has 
reportedly brought expressions of relief 
from long-haired mice the world over.

Siamese Twins Split
Lisa and Elisa Hansen, the Siamese 

twins joined at the head, have an 
nounced that their recent separation at 
the University of Utah Medical Center 
was "entirely amicable." "We just fell we 
needed time away from one another," 
Lisa said. The pair have made no plans 
as to when, if ever, they will get back 
together.

Rock Publisher Expands
Jann Wenner, publisher of Rolling 

Stone, has purchased Look magazine. 
When asked about it, Wenner explained, 
"I'm really gelling into photography, but 
Annie [Liebovilz, photo editor of Rolling 
Stone] won't let me near the darkroom. I 
got some really cute shots of my cat, and 
I think they'd be great for Look'.'

Detroit Police Seek 
Hotline Killer

Detroit police, joined by Michigan 
state troopers, are looking for a man 
who, armed with an electronic device 
allowing him to cut into telephone con 
versations, has been interrupting sui 
cide and drug calls and providing 
troubled persons with inaccurate ad 
vice. On fifteen occasions he has told 
suicidal callers that "no one likes you, 
you're unimportant," and followed with 
instructions on how they could end 
their lives. He also provided dozens of

teen callers with improper birth control 
information, and referred drug with 
drawal cases to a known narcotics 
dealer. Police believe the man may be a 
disgruntled telephone company em 
ployee because of the sophisticated 
equipment he uses during the commis 
sion of his crimes, lie is being blamed in 
eight deaths.

Snyder Replacement
David Berkowitz, New York's con 

troversial "Son of Sam" murderer, is 
slated to replace Tom Snyder on NBC's 
"Tomorrow" show starting this fall, net 
work sources said.

FCC Revokes Radio 
Station's License for 
Faking News

A radio station in Atlanta has had its 
license revoked by the Federal Commu 
nications Commission for allegedly 
making up its news. The radio station, 
which used an all-news format, appar 
ently had a staff of five writers who 
wrote all the news stories that were 
broadcast on the station' twenty-four 
hours a day. "This is a gross violation of 
the privilege of using the public air 
waves," an FCC investigator said.

The station manager claims that 
when he ran "regular news!' no one lis 
tened to his station, but when he 
switched to fabricated news stories 
about an attempt on President Carter's 
life, a cure for cancer found in corn 
flakes exposed to television light, and 
mass murders that never occurred, the 
station experienced an 800 percent in 
crease in listenership. The station has 
been denied an appeal by the FCC and 
will go to court with the matter.

Wrench Inventor Wins 
Ten Million

Peter Roberts, who invented a special 
wrench, which he later sold to his em 
ployer, Sears, Inc., has won a lawsuil 
claiming he was improperly compen 
sated. The settlement is reported to 
amount to ten million dollars. Sears offi 
cials claim they feel no bitterness to 
ward their former employee. "As soon as 
we can round up ten million dollars 
worth of those wrenches, we're going to 
bring 'em over and dump 'em on his 
house," said one.

Liquid Air Corp. to Sell 
Farts

Liquid Air Corp. of North America 
has announced plans to manufacture 
and market synthetic farts through an 
Italian subsidiary. The farts, which will 
be made of home-cooked food and pre 
mium quality beer, will be available in a 
variety of strengths and will be louder 
than natural farts.

Only the publisher 
of the

would have the
good heart

and bad sense
to write a book
that tells you

how to start, write,
edit, design, and
print a magazine
that might outsell

his own.

by Leonard Mogel 
Publisher, National Lampoon
Mad Publisher. William M. Gaincs says — 
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YOU'C? BETTER PRINK 
YOUR MILK, OR YOU WON'T 
GROW UP TO BE BIG ANG>

C-0 YOU THINK I'M
/BLIMP OR •SOMETHING?
r -see THE LIFE YOU

WORRYING ABOUT BEING 
FIREP EVERY 

ARGUING WITH MOM AL-L
TIME, (7KUNK 

EVEEY NIGHT

ANP UPSTAIRS, 
IN THE BATHROOM, 

THB WHOtB ME.P1CINE 
1-5 F=ft.LE(7 WITH

APULT
, PAIN 

VAUUM, PEEP-MEAT, &OING BALP AHO 
GETTING FAT/

ONE THING
ABOUT HAVING KIP2--

YOU ^UREi LEA5ZN A LOT, I OON'T WANT- 
TO CROW UP 

AT ALL//
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Give your cola 
that Seven touch.

Seagram's 7 & Cola taste like they were made 
for each other. Pour V/> oz. Seagram's 7 over ice, 

add cola and garnish with lime. T\vo great tastes, 
one great drink. Enjoyour quality in moderation.

Seagtam's/CrouM
Where quality drinks begin.

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



i**.i

r

4

60 n" oi5

&&%&'

NEVER MET A MAN

like I'm a rich man what with the 
200,000 dollars a picture 1 get and all the 
horses, but I ain't. I'm just a poor coun 
try boy from Oklahoma who had ta pay 
five hundred and ninety-seven thousand 
dollars in income taxes last year, and I'll 
be damned if you're gonna get fat while 
I'm starvin' here in Bevcrly Hills."

Anyway, Will and me went ta the 
White House for dinner in 1931. Presi 
dent Hoover was there with his wife, 
Mrs. Hoover—I never did get her first 
name, 'cause the president only called her 
Mrs. Hoover the whole time—and Will. 
Just the three of'em. And me, of course, 
standin' by Will in case he dropped his 
napkin or a piece a bread or somcthin' 
so's I could pick it up. Well, they were all 
laughin' and talkin' and carryin' oil and 
such. But then somethin' started ta go 
wrong. Now, ya gotta remember that this 
was 1931 and the country was in real bad 
shape, and every day Mr. Hoover was 
catchin1 hell from somebody for tettin' 
the country go down the toilet bowl ta 
shit. So he was sorta sensitive. Anyway, 
Will mentioned somethin' about the five 
hundred and ninety-seven thousand dol 
lars he had paid in income taxes that year, 
and how he was wonderin' how Mr. 
Hoover—who was from Iowa—coulda 
picked up somethin' like Communism in 
Des Moines.

"Are you calling me a Communist, Mr. 
Rogers?" said President Hoover, all tense 
with peas fallin' off his fork.

"Now hold on, Mr. President," said 
Will, all calmlike. 'Alls I said was that it 
seems to me that things just got off to a 
bad start in this country when you rode 
to the inauguration in a troika. And that 
a man who will take five hundred and 
ninety-seven thousand dollars from a 
poor country boy from Oklahoma most 
likely dresses up in a red suit even when it 
ain't Christmas." Will was smilin1 as he 
said all this, 'cause like 1 said, he held 
malice toward none. Like Lincoln, 
almost.

"Well, Mr. Rogers," said the president, 
his face gettin' a little red, "I'll have you 
know that 1 am the leading exponent of 
free enterprise and rugged individualism 
in this country."

"Takin' five hundred and ninety-seven 
thousand dollars from a poor country boy 
don't make you a rugged individual," said 
Will slow. "Makes ya more like a rugged 
horse thief

"Mr. Rogers!" yelled the president. 
"You may be loved by this country, but—"

"Speakin' of loved," said Will real 
quick, "it seems to me that you bin tcllin' 
us ta tighten our belts for awhile now,
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Mr. President, and most Americans is 
ready ta tighten their belts. Around your 
neck."

Well, when Mr. Hoover heard thar he 
just stood up and yelled the most foul 
language I'd heard since backstage at the 
Follies. Mrs. Hoover, with a real big smile 
on her face, leaned over and touched the 
president's arm. "Herbert," she said real 
sweetlike, "remember rhat our guest has 
his own radio show heard by the entire 
country, and has a syndicated newspaper 
column in over eight hundred newspa 
pers. Now why don't we all sit down and 
listen to one of Mr. Rogers's wonderful 
stories?" And she smiled real big again.

"Well, Mr. President," said Will, 
smilin 1 almost as big as Mrs. Hoover, "I 
was in Oklahoma the other week and vis- 
itin' with some farmers. 'What ya raisin 1 ?' 
I asked 'em. 'Pigs^ says one of'em with a 
real grirn expression. 'Pigs?' I says. 'Why, 
I read in the paper the other day that pigs 
is only gettin' two cents a pound, and it's 
costin' over ten cents a pound just ta raise 
'em. Why the heck you guys raisin' pigs?'

'"Well, Mr. Rogers,' says another 
farmer, this one even grimmer than the 
first, 'we ain't ngurin' on sellin' em. We're 
figurin' on electin' cm ta Congress."'

Mr. Hoover started ta look like he was 
fioin'ta hit Will. But Will kept talkin.

"Hmmm" he says, "why and I think 
that might make some sense. As long as 
the president ain't got no friends in Con 
gress, he might as well have some of his 
relatives." And Will smiled that famous 
friendly smile of his, but he was angry, 1 
could tell, 'cause he kept his hands under 
the table and made a circle with one 
hand—like a O.K. sign—while stickin' his 
middle finger of the other hand through 
it, which in Oklahoma means somethin' 
really disgustin'.

Well, young man, that's just about it. 
Nothin' happened after that—Mr. 
Hoover just left the room real quick, and 
Mrs. Hoover followed him, sayin', "Ex 
cuse me, Mr. Rogers. You must come 
again some time."

"I will," said Will. "And we can roast 
some of your nephews with applesauce" 
Then she was gone.

And that's all there is to it. Will and 
me just left the White House all alone 
and went back ta Hollywood the next 
day. And Mr. Hoover issued a statement 
sayin 1 what a warm, wonderful man 
Will was, and how he represented all the 
best things in this country and was plain 
and honest, not like the Europeans, who 
still owed us money from World War I.

So maybe there was one man that 
Will met and didn't like. But only one, I 
swear. Except for maybe... no, tluit one I 
really can't tell. LJ

JACK NEWTON DANIEL made whiskey 
in 1866 by a method called charcoal leaching. 
We say charcoal mellowing today.
Whatever you call it, you start with hard maple 
from the Tennessee uplands and burn it to char. 
You grind this charcoal to the size of small 
peas and tamp it tight in vats. Then you trickle 
whiskey down through the vats to mellow its 
taste. Around 1945 we 
changed the name of this 
method from leaching to 
mellowing. It seemed a 
better way of describing it. 
But that's the only part 
of Mr. Jack's process that 
needed improving.

CHARCOAL 
MELLOWED

6
DROP

6
BY DROP

Tennessee Whiskey • 90 Proof • Distilled and Bottled by Jack Daniel Distillery
Lem Motiow, Prop., Inc., Lynchburg (Pop. 361), Tennessee 37352 

Placed in the National Register of Historic Places by the United States Government.
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How we 
make sure 
Spedro 
Acoustics 
products 
play
And play 
And play 
And play

Spectra Acoustics products undergo tough, nearly continuous quality control testing at every stage of man 
ufacture. Following assembly, every piece of Spectro Acoustics equipment must pass a minimum of eight 
additional quality control steps, plus one functional test, before we'll approve it. Not a random sampling, Not 
10%. Every one. But we're not through yet. When we pull the case off a Spectro Acoustics product, we can tell 
exactly who worked on each element and sub-assembly inside. Every stage of construction is signed off by the 
person who completed if. So if something should go wrong during manufacture, we can find out exactly where 
it went wrong, and why. That's just one reason for the sign-offs. The other reason is that we're alt proud of the 
quality of work we do, and we like being responsible for if. Call it pride of authorship. It should be apparent that 
nothing is hurried through at Spectro Acoustics.

4500150th Ave.,N.E. 
_ _ _ _ Redmond, WA 98052

Built for enjoyment
All Spectro Acoustics products are manufactured in the U.S.A.
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THIS IS WE
NA TIONAL LAMPOON FALL 

POTPOURRI ISSUE.

THAT
SOUNDS DOUBLE

YUCKY, DOESN'T IT?
"PUTRID POT STEW!'

I MEAN, THROW
HP!

LAMPOON

ISSUE

•*•*

SEE;
A POTPOURRI IS A..:

WELL, IT'S LOTS
OF THINGS.

SPICY STEW, AND THS
NAME FOR IT CAME FROM

WE MHtf WORDS F0«

-' BUT IT WAS A
SPANISH DISH, SO

REAL WHITE PEOPLE NEVER
HAD TO EAT MUCH OF IT,

THANK GOODNESS,

/^ THEN, ^^ 
AFTER THAT,

POTPOURRI STARTED
TO MEAN A JAR OR BOX

OF DRIED FLOWER PETALS MIXED
UP WITH OTHER STUFF AND USED

BY OLD-FASHIONED LADIES TO
MAKE DRAWERS ANV

CLOSETS SMELL
GOOD.
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by Ted Mann

ure. Who hasn't heard of Niagara 
Falls? Maybe some guy way up the 
Amazon somewhere—you know, a 
state-of-nature-type person who 
never got married or went on a 
proper honeymoon to make it 
legal. Maybe he never heard of the 
Falls. Oh, and the wife says deaf 

people never heard of the Falls neither, 
but maybe they seen pictures, which is 
partially the same thing.

Most people have heard of the Falls, 
and a good many have been to sec them 
besides. They're a big natural resource for 
our country, Canada, and people come 
from all over the Staces and England to 
see them. Though not too many Mexi 
cans come, even on honeymoons. I guess 
that's because they're a nationalistic type 
of people and would prefer to stare at 
their own natural resources on sacred oc 
casions, though looking at some of the 
things they got down there doesn't seem 
to me an auspicious way to start off on a 
married life.

I guess we all know Canada got the 
best part of the Falls. When the border 
was being made with the United States, 
that was a big part of the contention. 
Britain so much as told them, "You got a 
choice," said the king at the time; "you 
can have representational government 
and less oppression, or you am have 
Niagara Falls." Well, we all know what 
the Americans chose, and personally, I 
think George 111 got the best of them 
that time, even though later historians 
were to say unkind things about his 
sanity.

So we Canadians got the Falls—the 
Horseshoe Falls, which arc the only really 
good ones—and the Americans got the 
American Falls, which they patriotically 
called the American Falls to try to make 
up for the fact they aren't very good at all.

There's a lot of talk these days about 
the natural wonders we've got in Canada. 
About those hot springs they've got out 
in Harrison, B.C.; and the set of reversing 
river rapids in New Brunswick; and our

continued
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NIAGARA FALLS
continued

great plains, which are some of the flattest 
great plains on the face of the earth- 
where a man can look as far as the eye can 
see and not see a thing; but there's really 
nothing to compare with the Niagara 
Falls.

Now right away 1 can hear some wise 
guy saying that the Angel Falls down in 
South America are bigger. All right, 
maybe they are. But to get to them, 
you've got to ride on the back of a llama— 
which is a beast that has a coat like an old 
bathrobe—and is as uncomfortable as sit - 
ting on a sawhorse and about as easy to stay 
up on as a pogo stick. 11 also spits in pub- 
lie, which is not refined, especially if it 
gets on you. No, you can take your Angel 
Falls and drink them, and the same with 
your Nile River Cataracts, which people 
say are a great class of waterfall, but who 
can tell—cataracts being as they are 
an underground phenomenon.

No, you ask any thinking person and 
they'll tell you that for sheer grandeur and 
convenience to motels and civilized facil 
ities, Niagara Falls is the very best. People 
go back for their second and third honey- 
moons, and that's the best argument I 
can give you without actually being close 
enough to shake my fist in your face.

Of course I expect most people to 
agree with me, even if they've never don 
ned a slicker early in the morning and 
took a ride beneath the Falls while the 
sunlight was still so fresh you'd almost 
think a loud noise would be enough to 
drive it off. Down there on the boat they 
call the Maid of the Mist. And if you go in 
the off-season, the motels are so reason 
able you'd be surprised.

At least all of that's what I always be 
lieved. Believing in Niagara Falls was 
as natural to me as believing in God. 
In fact, 1 always believed in N iagara Falls 
more than God. Why, I'd say, with no of- 
fense to the Almighty, that by the time I 
was twelve I'd heard a lot of people play 
free and loose with His name, but 1 never 
heard anyone say, "If that ain't the truth, 
I'll ride over Niagara Falls on a truck tire 
inner tube"; though any number of 
people would say, "God strike me dead" 
quite casually before telling a lie that 
would make a used car salesman cluck his 
tongue reprovingly. You can see how real 
Niagara Falls was to me.

Then, a lot of things I believed in 
began to melt around me, like the Tooth 
Fairy, like the stork who brought babies, 
like the notion 1 held that policemen 
couldn't die, nor could grandfathers.

At sixteen I went to my father's office. 
"It's been a few years since I've had any 
surprises," 1 said man-to-man. "When I

was nine, I caught you drinking the tea 
and eating the cookies I put out for Santa 
Claus, and you confessed. I forgave you. 1 
asked you if there was anything else I 
should know. 'No,' you said. A few years 
later, I hit thirteen and got sent home 
from school with a note for touching the 
girls. It was then you told me' my body 
was changing.' Now what I want to know 
is, are there any more surprises?"

My father looked ill at ease, uncom 
fortable. So I assured him I hadn't come 
for money.

"Well" he said shifting his seat. "You, 
ah, I take it, urn, know all about sales tax7. 
I'd been meaning to have a talk with 
you...." The kind gentleman I now so 
highly regard flushed slightly. "Children 
seem to grow up so fast... these days."

At that age I was merciless.
"No" I said, and forced him to bare the 

details, purposely asking questions to do 
with the enabling statutes that I knew 
perfectly well from schoolyard chatter.

"And so," he said, hastily concluding a 
painful lecture, for to him, like many of 
his generation, business was something 
to be conducted behind closed doors, 
"these taxes go to provide revenues that 
assure the continuity of social services 
provided to the public as, er, determined 
by the legislature, and to pay for the cost 
of the damn government."

I leaned back as if enlightened, then 
sprang, cruel in my fear, "There's nothing 
else like puberty and Santa Claus? There 
really are such things as French-Cana 
dians?" I inquired suspiciously, being a 
West Coast lad.

'Absolutely?' said my father. "I have 
photographs... from the war^' he added 
quickly so as not to be suspected of an 
unnatural interest in eastern Canada.

"Then there is nothing else you wish to 
tell me?" (That's the way I spoke then. 
My body must have still been changing.)

"There is one thing...something I've 
never told you. Not because I wanted to 
hide it, but I wanted to be sure you'd be 
strong enough to understand. I think 
maybe you are now. After all, you're six 
teen. Take your feet off my desk.

"Can I assume you have heard of Niag 
ara Falls?" I nodded, unsure of what was 
to come. "One of the wonders of the 
world? A torrent with a semimystical 
attraction for the newlywed?" Again I 
nodded. "Well, son, I'm going to let you 
down easy. They're fake."

I can't imagine how 1 looked. I sup 
pose I blanched, quivered, let out a gasp. 
My hair began to sweat. I staggered to the 
window and threw it wide open in search 
of fresh air. My father, mistaking my im 
pulse, caught hold ofthecufFof my cor 
duroys and pulled me back.

I tried to. regain my composure, which 
was important to me at sixteen. I re 
seated myself before the elder's desk and 
casually began drumming my head on the 
top of a filing cabinet.

I guess I was asking the usual ques 
tions everybody asks when they find out 
Niagara Falls are fake.

"Well, if there's no Niagara Falls, what 
is there? I mean, is anything true?

"What's the point of getting married if 
there's no Niagara Falls, anyway?

"Who's to say right or wrong if there's 
no Niagara Falls?"

I guess I went a little nuts after I found 
out the Falls were fake. I gathered that I 
was a little unbalanced when my father 
started bringing home a lot of "friends" 
I'd never seen before, who kept pulling 
out stained blotting paper and asking me 
to describe what I saw, and looking into 
my ears with flashlights, and having 
guarded conversations with my parents 
before leaving, never to return. These 
men were "head" doctors, I believe.

Not long after that, 1 set out for the 
Falls. I wanted to see for myself. As I 
rode the bus east from Vancouver, 1 
checked off the real stuff on a map on my 
lap. Rocky mountains, check; Calgary, 
check; Great Lakes and Toronto, check. 
People came up to me a lot in bus sta 
tions. I just assumed they could borrow 
my coat and money and charge phone 
calls to my father's home number. I must 
have been awfully naive. It's all kind of 
foggy now.

I finally got to the Falls. 1 knew they 
were just over a little ridge. I could hear 
them roaring. The mist was rising hun 
dreds of feet into the air. The sun cut in 
shafts through the mists that day, high 
cirrus clouds causing that effect. There 
was a little shop below the ridge, dealing 
popcorn, hot dogs, postcards, and com 
memorative trinkets. 1 bought a bag of 
popcorn before walking to the view. I 
wanted the first time to be special.

It was. Nothing before or since has had 
the same effect on me. The only thing 
that even came close was an allergic 
reaction to penicillin. 1 felt dizzy. I ap 
proached a railing with a half-dozen 
dime-a-view telescopes. The Falls were 
magnificent. Nevertheless, I wanted to 
get closer. I shoved a dime in the tele 
scope, fumbling in my haste. A couple 
nearby laughed good-naturedly. Below, I 
heard the Maid of the Mist honking. 
Honking out to me. Was it a summons? 
Censure? Comradcry? The world was 
slick with meaning then....

For the next four hours I made my way 
amongst the blissful couples. Alone 
amongst happily paired humanity, I 
smelled the inside of public rain gear as I

continued on page 94
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THE HISTORY OF

Written and illustrated by Stan Mott

The F(l*St Recorded Frighting Tank (circa H00fl.c). This battle machine shown on an early Egyptian wall 
fresco was used by Amhose, Lord of Thebes of the XVIII dynasty to defeat Nykosesand reunite Egypt. Treads were logs 
lashed together with papyrus reeds. Power was oxen; armament, shields; fire power, bows and arrows. The exhaust system 
was apparently faulty.

The Vrtflng Long Vank (circa JOSOAD.) was actually a variation of the famed Long Ship, with the addition of 
eight gigantic wooden wheels and heavy rope treads. It helped Vikings to traverse land and meet people; for as good as they 
were at sailing, rowing, raping, and pillaging, they hated to walk and were also rotten conversationalists. Here we see a fleet 
entering a Polish village, with sails flying, oars clawing, and warriors screaming, "Veil, veil, veil, here ve are...ya...um..!'
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L*ESpl*rit de MaglltOt(J927). This470,000-ton French behemoth, designed by the famed general Jean Babtiste 
Estienne, patroled the full length of the Maginot Line. With its twelve sixteen-inch guns, thirty-two eight-inch guns, three 
hundred machine gun nests, and 1,500-man crew, it could arrive, by racing at top speed of 1.2mph, at any point along the line 
within a month and thereby support the French army in repellinga Wehrmacht invasion. Considered virtually indestructible, 
it was destroyed by a Nazi tot riding...

...a Bubrirad als 
Kinderpanzertrainer

(7936). This practical little toy was 
first used by panzer divisions to train 

toddlers. But the kids learned fast, 
and by 1940 a fun-loving Hitler formed 

them into/O'nderponzer-B/i'tzdi'ws/on. 
On a lark, he unleashed them against 
the French. The subsequent collapse 
of the" Frog Fence" forced a sobered 

Adolph to follow through with the 
invasion, and the rest is history.
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Midget Japanese Kamikaze Tank (W5).
A one thousand-pound bomb with engine, bogies, treads, and 

hull, driven by queer Japanese midgets. Designed as a last- 
ditch attempt to destroy American forces invading main 

land Japan, they were a total failure. This was due to 
to the fact that while workers were securing the 

expendable little faggots inside with welding 
->, equipment, the machines had a 

) nasty tendency to suddenly 
make big holes in the ground.

Russian ̂ 34 GMdei*Tank(?953}. An experimental tank that could be driven by dissident tank drivers out the 
rear of an extremely high-flying cargo plane, dive straight down, and pull out at the last second to land safely. The design was 
an unfortunate failure for the drivers, but the two hundred-foot holes made by theT-34s turned out to be perfect for 
installing underground intercontinental missile silos.
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TIlOSC Great SpOI*tanhS Of the lOSOSf Many young people simply don't realize how much fun it was 
in the good old days to race a Porsche, MG, or Jaguar sportank across country! Why, you could fire your guns a: any of your 
competitors or anyone who got in the way, and smash through farms and forests and have one hell of a good time! Here we 
see the early Watkins Glen Point-A to Point-Bclub race that really got the movement going. Although many readers are too 
young to remember, by 1962 we had plowed under more than 5 percent of the nation's golf courses. Then suddenly, the "Blue 
Noses" rammed through their namby-pamby safety regulations, forcing the sportank manufacturers to produce "cars" and 
"trucks" and things like that. Sickening.

The Christrie-Cunningham leNans Sportank
(1962). The ultimate American sportank, designed by genius U.S. tank 
designer J. Walter Christie and financed by millionaire sports 
man BriggsCunningham, was winner of the 1962 French 
LeMans twenty-four-hour no-holds-barred classic. 
Its low profile, heavy armament, and high speed 
allowed driver Cunningham himself to 
knock out most of the competi 
tion. To put it in his own 
words: "It was really grat 
ifying to blast all those 
foreign bastards to 
hell. I guess I can 
retire now."
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General HotOrS Dreaitl Tank XP-WWIII (1966}. "The Tank of Tornorrow<"-a sixties dream weapon - 
was eighty-six feec in length and equipped with various kinds of advanced death ray guns, nuclear rockets, and nerve gas 
spray devices, solid-state flesh-seeking guidance systems, space-age on-board interrogation chamber, atomic engines, 
Kan-D-Flake" heavenly-blue metallic paint job, 14K gold running gear, and accessories designed to appeal to the hyper-wealthy 
international military dictatorship set. Here we see a select group at a private showing at theGM proving grounds. Only two 
were ever built, both for the Shah of Iran.

^>/w "V/VifiJ

The Checfcei" Taxi Tanh(?974-). An incredibly successful experimental design constructed out of running gear 
of aSherman M4A3 and the body of an ordinary taxicab. It has been in use in New York City for over five years, and has 
posted record times getting across town in rush hours. Most New Yorkers don't seem to mind the mess it leaves in its wake, 
although there have been a few scattered protests by environmentalist groups about the M4A3's lack of catalytic converters, D
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VACATION '58
by John Hughes

I f Dad hadn't -shot Wilt Disney in the 
leg, it would have been our best vaca 
tion ever. We were going to Disneyland. 
It was a dream come true. The rides! 

The thrills! The Mousekctccrs! I was so 
excited that I spent the whole month of 
May feeling like I had to go to the bath 
room. When school finally let out on a 
Tuesday, I sprinted home as fast as I 
could, even though we weren't leaving 
until Friday.

Dad picked up our brand-new 1958 
Plymouth Sport Suburban Six station 
wagon on Thursday morning. The 
speedometer had only six and three- 
tenths miles on it. Dad said that it would 
be a pleasure to travel for six days in a 
car that smelled us good as our new 
Plymouth. It was nice to see Dad excited 
about our trip. For months Mom had to 
act moody and beg to get him to drive 
out to California. "What good will it do 
the kids to see their country from an air 
plane scat?" she wanted to know. Finally, 
Dad gave in and said we would get a sta 
tion wagon and drive the 2,44H miles 
from 74 Rivard Boulevard, Grosse 
Pointe, Michigan, to 1313 Harbor Boule 
vard, Anaheim, California.

It took almost all day Friday to pack 
the car. Dad loaded and unloaded it 
again and again to save a square foot 
here, a square inch there. Then he simo- 
nized the car and hung litter bags in the 
front and back seats, attached a compass 
to the dashboard, and put a first aid kit 
in the glove compartment. Then he 
called everyone outside to take one item 
apiece out of the car so he could close 
the back.

After dinner, Dad ran the Plymouth 
up to Richie's Marathon Service to gas 
up and have Richie check under the 
hood and see if everything was A-O.K. 
When Dad backed out of the driveway 
the car scraped bottom. Not a little 
scrape but a sccccccrmraaaaaape I

Dad got back at 8:00. We heard the 
scccrrrraoaaapel and knew it was him. 
Richie had said that everything was 
beautiful under the hood. The car was' 
gassed up, there was plenty of oil, the 
tire pressure was perfect, the AAA maps

were organized in the glove compart 
ment, and the speedometer read exactly 
20.00 miles.

"Okay, all you Indians! Time for bed!" 
Mom said.

"But it'sonly8:30!" I protested.
"We have to get up at 4:00 in the 

morning! I want to make Chicago by 
lunch!" Dad said, shooing us upstairs.

The telephone rang at 9:45 the next 
morning. It was Grandpa Pete calling to 
see why we hadn't gone yet. We had all 
overslept—even the baby. Dad was 
furious. I could hear him screaming and 
pounding his fists on the bathroom sink.

"We're five hours behind schedule!" 
he yelled. "And we haven't even left the 
goddamn house!"

"I wasn't the one who sat up all night 
rearranging the suitcases!" Mom yelled 
back.

Everyone hurried downstairs, dressed 
and ready to go.

"We don't need breakfast, Mom" I 
said.

"I'm still full from last night," Patty 
said, grinning in a way that she hoped 
would calm Dad. He was even angrier 
after he had tried to shave real fast.

Mom insisted that we all sit down and 
have a good breakfast, and Dad argued 
that no one ever died from skipping one 
breakfast. We gobbled down our pan 
cakes and bacon, and chugged our juice. 
Dad sat outside in the car revving the en 
gine. By the time we were ready to leave, 
the car had stopped, and Dad couldn't 
get it going again.

"Goddamn Plymouth Motors! I 
should have gone with a Ford—they 
know how to make an ignition! These 
damn Plymouths!"

"Just calm down, Clark!" Mom 
snarled. "You're making the whole 
neighborhood smell of gasoline!"

After we sat for five minutes quietly 
listening to Dad breathe in and out of 
his nose, the car started and we backed 
out of the driveway. Mr. McMillan came 
running up to the car.

"Hey! You folks left your sprinkler 
on!" 

Not only did we leave the sprinkler on,

but when we got to the Edsel Ford Ex 
pressway, Mom said she thought she left 
the oven on, and we had to turn around 
arid go all the way back home only to 
find that she hadn't left it on. While 
Mom was inside the house checking the 
oven, the phone rang. It was my Aunt 
Catherine calling to say that Great Aunt 
Edythe needed a ride to her son's house 
in Tucson, Arizona, and would we mind 
taking her since we were going in that 
general direction anyway.

It looked like we were finally on our 
way when Mom said that it was almost 
lunchtime and we could save some 
rnoney by having lunch at home.

She had thrown out all the milk so 
that it wouldn't sour and smell up the 
refrigerator, so Dad had to go up to Kro- 
gcr's and get a fresh quart. That took al- 
rriost an hour because Dad locked the 
keys in the car by accident and had to 
wreck the vent window to get in.

Dad was so exhausted from being 
mad alt morning that when he got home 
he said we would leave the next day.

"But 1 told Catherine that we would 
be there on Sunday, and if we lose today 
arid tonight we won't make it," Mom 
said.

"Call her back and tell her we'll see 
her on Monday instead."

"Well," Mom said cautiously, "Auntie 
Edythe wants to be in Tucson by 
Wednesday."

"What?"

"I told Catherine that we would drive 
Auntie Edythe to Normie's in Tucson. 
It's on our way, and she's such a sweet 
thing."

Dad didn't say a word until we 
reached Battle Creek and then all he said 
was, "Shut up back there!" He made up 
a rule about no eating in the car, and he 
wouldn't let us listen to the radio or roll 
down the windows. All through Michi 
gan he went over the speed limit, except 
when we went under bridges and past 
clumps of trees where a State Police car 
might be hiding. I wanted desperately to 
belt Patty for not sharing the Jujubees 
she was sneaking. She had brought along 
a whole bunch of stuff she'd bought with

continued
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VACATION '58
con tin wed

baby-sitting money, and she wouldn't 
share any of it with me. There was abso- 
lutely nothing to do but stare out the 
window at the moonlit fields of corn.

Mom pleaded with Dad to stop at a 
motel when we got to Springfield, Illi 
nois, Several times he crossed com 
pletely over the median lines and drove 
in the opposite lane. Once, while going 
through a little town, Dad drove up on 
the sidewalk and ran over a bike and 
some toys. Mom accused him of being 
asleep at the wheel, but he said he was 
just unfamiliar with Illinois traffic signs.

He took off his shoes, rolled down the 
window, turned the radio way up, and 
made us all sing the Michigan State fight 
song. But after a few minutes we were all 
sound asleep, our new station wagon 
racing down U.S. 55 like a bedroom on 
wheels. 1 don't know how far we trav 
eled like that. Fortunately, there wasn't 
much traffic at that hour so we didn't hit 
anything. We finally woke up when 
Missy asked Dad to get her a drink of 
water and Dad said, "Go ask Mommy, 
Daddy's sleeping." I heard that and so 
did Mom, and she screamed and Dad 
slammed on the brakes, and the luggage 
tumbled forward onto the back seat and 
Dad's golf clubs scattered all over the 
highway.

We slept beside the road for the rest of 
the night. When we woke we all felt 
miserable. Our teeth were coated with 
night slime, our necks were stiff, and we 
all had to go to the bathroom. We hadn't 
eaten dinner, so we were all hungry. Dad 
was even crabbier because he hadn't had 
any coffee yet.

After we washed our faces and 
brushed our teeth at a gas station and ate 
breakfast, we felt a little better. Even Dad 
managed a smile, and when we pulled 
back out on the highway, he suggested a 
game of Auto Bingo.

We rolled into Aunt Catherine's 
driveway about 10:00 P.M. She lived in 
Wichita, Kansas, in a farmhouse that 
was not on a farm but in town. She and 
Uncle Stan had two kids: Dale, who was 
my age, and Vicki, who was a year 
younger than Patty. I hated the two of 
them like 1 hated the flu. I was glad we 
were only staying the night.

1 had to sleep in Dale's room on a bed 
that was lumpy and smelled funny. Patty 
and Vicki slept together and got along 
fine, but I think it was just because Patty 
was trying to act big in front of Vicki, 
who was a hick. The baby and Missy 
slept with Mom and Dad in Aunt Cath 
erine's room. Uncle Stan was a baby 
about having to sleep on the couch in

the family room. "I work tomorrow, you 
knowj' he said.

I didn't remember Aunt Edythe be 
cause the last time 1 had seen her I was 
practically a baby. I tried to be polite and 
not register my horror when I saw her. 
She looked like the Mummy with a wig 
on. She smelled like a combination of 
mothballs and vitamin pills. I couldn't 
believe that I had to ride next to her.

"Put her by the window?' Dad whis 
pered to Mom as Uncle Stan helped 
Aunt Edythe into the car. "1 don't want 
her to upchuck on the scats!'

"She can't sit by the window!" Mom 
snapped. "She might fall out."

We were ready to go when Dale came 
around the side of the house with a 
beagle on a leash.

"Here he is, Uncle Clark," he said. "All 
walked and everything!"

"Who is he?" Dad asked.
"Auntie Edythe's dog. His name is 

Dinkie," Dale said. "He's neato. He 
watches'Ed Sullivan.'"

We had to rearrange the seating so 
that the dog would be way in the back. 
Mom didn't want him near the baby. 
She was afraid the dog might bite his 
face or lick bis breath away. So we ended 
up with the baby in the front, the dog in 
the back, Patty next to the window, 
Missy beside her, then Aunt Edythe, and 
then me by the other window. Aunt 
Edythe was pressed right up against me 
so tight I could feel her nose breath on 
my arm.

At Mullinville we jogged northwest 
about twenty miles across the Arkansas 
River, which wasn't as much a river as a 
gash filled with water the color of beef 
broth. 1 tried to spit in it as we crossed, 
but succeeded only in "frogging" my 
cheek.

"You don't want to take Highway 50," 
Aunt Edythe said to Dad. "You want to 
stay on U.S. 54"

"We're going to Dodge City!' Dad 
shouted so that Aunt Edythe could hear.

"Why in heavens would you want to 
go to that filthy, dirty tourist trap?"

Unfortunately, Aunt Edythe was right 
about Dodge City. It wasn't the authen 
tic frontier town I had dreamed it would 
be. It was sort of like St. Claire Shores, 
Michigan, only dustier and minus a lake.

There were used car lots named after 
Wyatt Earp and Doc Holliday and trailer 
homes right in town. The Long Branch 
Saloon smelled like popcorn and toilet 
ice. Dad refused to pay seventy-five cents 
for a beer so we left.

"If you really want to see something," 
Aunt Edythe said in an " I-told-you-so" 
voice, "you get back on U.S. 54 like I 
told you before and go down to Liberal 
and see the House of Mud. It's entirely 
made out of mud and it's really some 
thing to see!"

There was no House of Mud. Atone 
time, a gas station attendant told us, 
there was a House of Mud, but just after 
World War I it caved in, killing the cura 
tor and his family.

"If you want to see something special," 
he said, "go back to Mullinville and take 
Highway 50 up to Dodge City."

At first glance, Oklahoma looked the 
same as Kansas. At second and third 
glance, it also looked like Kansas. Even 
after Dad pointed out that the portion 
of Oklahoma that we were traveling 
through was one of the nation's top pro 
ducers of fossils and dinosaur bones, it 
still looked like Kansas. As a matter of 
fact, it looked like Kansas deep into 
Texas, where we stopped for the night.

The Ranger Inn was like my friend 
Earl Denkinger's attic bedroom in his 
stepfather's house. It had a rug made out 
of rags, cowboy beds, a horseshoe on the 
door, a bathtub with feet, a chipped mir 
ror, and only half a roll of toilet paper. 
The rooms were so small that Dad had 
ro get three. Aunt Edythe and her dog 
had one room; Mom, Dad, and Mark 
had another; and Missy, Patty, and I had 
the other. Although it was sort of scary 
being alone in a strange room, it gave me 
an opportunity to bash Patty for being 
so stingy with her Milk Duds.

Everyone except Aunt Edythe was 
real cheerful when we got in rhe car the 
next day. Her arthritis was flaring up and 
she claimed that it would kill her before 
we got toTucson.

"Beans, baloney, and horseflies!" Dad 
said under his breath to Mom. "No one 
ever died from stiff fingers."

"Don't be so sure, Mr. Know-It-AH," 
Aunt Edythe barked. She swatted Dad 
with her Reader's Digest.

Dad's face turned as red as the flashing 
Highway Patrol lights behind us. That's 
the way it is with old people; claiming 
they arc hard of hearing, they make you 
shout, but as soon as you say something 
about them, they can hear 100 percent. 
Later on Dad told me that Aunt Edythe 
could hear an ant fart, but set an H-Bomb 
off in her drawers and she wouldn't 
hear a thing.

continued on page 58
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: §our appearance in court itf extremely important! (Failure to apPegr may mean addition*/ fines. ™.
prisonment, or worse.)

Everybody appears in court pretty much the way they'd go To a come-as-you-are party (it's tough getting into your Sunday best 
wearin' handcuffs). For the defense: leather, Lew's, and chains: fake fun furs of real synthetic leopard, fox, and xehnt; and shiny 
metallic glitter. Foot-stompin'go-go boots make it happen; mid tell the judge in no uncertain terms which side of town you're from. 
Killers wear black (naturally, just like Johnny Cash). A whiplash collar for the prosecution, and sporty plaid jackets for the D.A. 
and plainclothesman.

ANYTHING 
TELL THE COURr

VEAH.MAN...
PATREP 

N£CK PIG-FUCKER 
TO W UPON

roea*&ifiOR_qivNiuNCfV
') FINES, m 

WRWWTS,OF rwe....
OKI-IK' SHINERS
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LISTEN, EVERY BOWS 
fliWAYS COMPLAINING 
ABOUT PUH POPULATION

nvE'LLGETCHATEK,
GETCHA TWENTY. I'" 

BUT A
fl Po' MAN.

HEY, LIKE REALLY
Wow, MAN! LIKE,

1 DUNNOWOrHW 
'BOUT

RlALlY GOW£...

YOU SEE, YOUR HOMOR
Hft5 CflUSED ME TO WEftR BflM&S / A«,r~:
t I.IMI/M i -r i ] ftn -rri riii^ r^/- /-ocr i ft i f ttr^ ^ MY CLIENT IS INVOLVEP

INSPY VJI& HftT ftT TH& pfliT BAIT .

COLT PYTHOH 35/
M WlWIHE V£ 
RO O^ER ITS

I GOT IN
"ACClpENTflLLY ,_„„ „' MARIE•fm^M^^mS^ j1;™^,
nu MCflhlMDST UKFCKTMNflTELY lOU CflM

_,„....'TO ua!U CASES
UKE TME FOUOWJIN6 1 WITNE55Ef:
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THEREARE TWOT/PtS OFCOPS•
YEAH , son,,. WHEN YA RIPE WITH THE

P.P.D. YOU'VE SEW /T flu: RfoM
i/£f//5 WITH giucoKE TITTIES 'N'

SHflRP AS RAZORS TO THE PJMP 5TflWPlN'oiT 
THE CORNER PlCWN'HlSGOLpTEeTU rfiffl fl JWHOSE p^ny om Htor o»r H/M ^'

T0
JOINED THE FORCE

THEN, OF CWSSE, ffl flOT XtR >tt»f SCUM...

»R
pRPPftNG

OR SET of
MAG WHEELS roJ'

WAIT TIL YOU SEE Y£R RSntCTIOtf IN THE Bi6 HAT'S
SHADES; IftTW SPRIK6 W< P(?OR OPEN iV/7W 

«i W«e SHOt&P&t MIGHT. [T'LL CUP HIM RI6HT IN fflf
(IMS, OR, IFYCR JOCKEWG 

^STu^K*w^ 'rU CflTCH Hl[^ /B6WT/A' TWf £££/? OUtf

NO, Ttem/iOT" w>c£nu>( TOW
1HESE flRE "PLfllNCtOTHES" COP5, 
flNP flKE flBOUT R5 f/?5^ 7P SftJf 
OCTARCON IN A 

YeR. BASIC ux*s p 
®"HiP" NARO LOOK,®

qvs flrar m ONLY WHITE fows JX.ZZr'tMai
AKOUNP mo W&K. GR&HIWf&. •?COWM6 5MMI

•TUlS'i ft FACT.,. ' ^ J TURN THRT OH,-B1«« I
A150: UHlTfSHOt
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SOME NEW JOKES
The latest enthmc joke craze is WASP (okev 

They're sweeping the nation. You've probably 
already heard this nne;

How many WASPs does it take to screw in a
light bulb?
Two—one to co" t/ie help and one to mix the
drinks.

Here are a few more:

Why do so few WASPs commit suicide? 
They watch you very, very carefully at Paym 
Wnitriey.

What do you get when you cross a WASP with
an ape?
An athletic scholarship to Harvard.

What do you call a six-foot-tall WASP with a
gun?
Lieut. Colonel,

A CUTE POEM
As models of economy
Arc modern poets o delight.
They only write what they will rctid,
And read only what they write.
Thus, they resemble those certoin core birds,
Who drink their own pec and eat their ami turds,
Achieving a wonderful self-siistenant state.
As they neatly dispose of the mess they create.
Arid only the most philosophical bore
Would ask one or the other what either is for.
For the birds and the bards are a delight to

observe. 
They conduct their consumption with gusto and

verve, 
And leave it to others, what purpose is served.

WHERE THOSE CASES 
OF CANADIAN CLUB ARE HIDDEN

In the Wilds of New Guinea:
Lat. ll°l'5"S,Long. !47°6'3"E-two kilome 
ters north out of Port Moresby on the Kerma 
road, just past the old Australian army mile post, 
fifteen feet into the brush on the right, beside 
the ruited-out jap tank.

High Among the Himalayas:
Lat. 27°30'39" N, Long. 88° I3'3" E-under a 
pile of lumber behind Thondup Namgyal's wine 
shop, No. 3 Punakha St., Gangtok. Sikkim.

Deep in the Mojave Desert:
Lat. 34°28'0" N. Long. I !6°52'3" W-Mojave 
View Trailer Court, Yermo. Cal., second trailer 
on the right as you go through the gate, in the 
cupboard over the kitchen sink.

• THE WORLD'S BRIEFEST STEVE MARTIN PARODY •

NOXIOUS SOCKS

MY GRANDFATHER

MY GRANDFATHER WAS
a wonderful man. He had a
terrific philosophy of life. It
went like this —— ̂ and
sometimes it went like this
^ —— or this ^ or this f
or even like this^6g^>

CATS UP MY ASS

1 WOKE UP this morning
with cats up my ass. There's
nothing wrong with having
cats up your ass. Except it
really hurts. O w ! O w !
Ouch! Ouch!

WORDS

One word
Two words
Thr ee words
Fo ur wo rds
More words than 1 can

count up to

SOME AMERICAN INDIAN PLACE NAMES 
AND WHAT THEY MEAN IN THEIR NATIVE LANGUAGES

Alabama ....................... Choctow:
Arkansas ...................... Notcher.
Chesapeake ................... Creek: ...
Connecticut ................... Iroquois: ..
Chattanooga .................. Cherokee:
Chicago ........................ Crow: ....
Dakota ........................ Kiowo: ...
Idaho ........................... Aropoho: .
Illinois .......................... Slock foot:
Massachusetts ................ Nez Perce:
Michigan ....................... Sioux: ....
Nebraska ...................... Comanche:
Ohio ........................... Chippewo:
Omaha ......................... Mandan: .
Tennessee ..................... Mohawk: .

...... "Here"

...... "Right here."

...... "What we call this place."

...... "This place."

...... "This place right here!'

...... "Here!1

...... "Here we are."

...... "We arehere"

...... "Call it? We don't call it anything "

...... "Right where we're standing."

......"Here!'

...... "Over here!'

...... 'Around here."

...... "Near here."

...... "Here"
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B Y J R O U R K E
TANTALIZING TIDBITS AND SCINTILLATING SNIPPETS

FROM THE FLASHING PEN NIB OF AMERICA'S MOST HIGHLY-PRAISED AUTHOR 
OF THINGS THAT ARE CLAIMED TO BE HIGHLY PRAISED

ANTI-SEXIST NUDE PHOTO SPREAD

An Experimental Attempt to Avoid the Exploitation of Women in the Pages of the National Lampoon

"Hi! I'm a beautiful, beautiful woman. And I'm completely nude, ar'd 
my perfect body is glistening with fragrant oils!"

This is Jennifer. Isn't she just the most gorgeous thing you've ever seen 
it your life? So pink, so smooth, and so founded and soft. God, she's 
rjtel/tc'iy-kildiy-coG...

"I pulled my pants down so you could see my butt while I give the cjr a quick tune-up so I can 
dnve down to San Diego to give .1 lecture on tensile strength in heli-arc welds to the National 
Convention of Mechanical Engineers. Anybody got .1 15/16 - inch socket?"

Terry begs Co differ with trie idea that 
nude photography is exploitative. Terry 
thinks the human body is a wonderful thing 
that should be exhibited proudly for all to 
see. Terry loves masterful guys and is into 
all kinds o( kinky sex, too. Unfortunately, 
Terry is not a woman,
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RJ. PICKS AND
PREDICTS THIS FALLS 

SMASH CULTURAL HITS

PUNK 
LANDSCAPE GARDENING

Punk has pretty much run its course on the 
pop music scene, but there's a wealth of 
other art forms to which the punk ethic has 
yet to be applied. Watch for a big spread 
on punk formal gardens in the October 
Architectural Digest.

'BORED STIFF"

Early in November, PBS will present "Bored Stiff!' a documentary about a novel youth program at 
a New York City parochial high school. Parents in the predominantly Italian school district were 
concerned that their upwardly mobile second- and third-generation off spring had no interest in 
traditional organized crime ties and were turning instead to white collar careers. Select groups of 
students from Brooklyn's St. Catherine high school were given tours and frank lectures by long- 
term employees of an insurance company to show them exactly what life behind desks is like.

PROTEST DISCO SONGS

NUKEY-OOGY-OOGY NO!

tV 1' 4 J' _f=± 1 3 v •*-
Don't build no nu-kf

fe

y
^^^
They ' re wet rd a nd

-•

koo-

h-

>y Oh ba-by

^^ 

Go to the di

m\
s-co in-

stea

«FFF

£^=±
d We'll rather be dan-cers than get those

-4 

ca n-cers And have to stay home in bed

*^

^^^^^^

toi-let stall 

'^1 1 ^*-**-? — ?! —— ;!-

» — ̂  — j

Da

l-J •^ ll

ce dance dance in your

| I J =3=

^=»'^4jg'

Hal-ston pants

—— h

* * — — ,

Dance dance danc 

1 J 1 =|

e don

1=5

t bui d no

^

.
pow-e plants

^^

Hu -key oo -oy ic k-y puk e-y

-J —— r-J— 4-

y ck-y

L*-v«
yeih

—— J— '

,

MADE-FOR-TV-BALLET

Late this month, NBC will air the world's 
first made-for-TV ballet, Swan Precinct. 
The two-hour special will star noted dancer 
Mikhail Baryshnikov as Lieut. Swan, seen 
above performing a grand jete in the Pas de 
Car Chose scene from Act I.
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THE UNHAPPIEST MAN IN NEW YORK

He had an Irish psychiatrist and ajewish bartender.

AAH/I MVSEIF 
HAVE HAP SUCH 
fERRORSwe
DEAD Of WI6HT/ 

000,'TWAS

THE NEW METRIC COLORS

On July I, I980. the United States will convert from the English customary color system to the metric colors already in use by most of the world's 
population. No doubt at first, many Americans will be confused by the new colors: gone will be the creams, maroons, and quiet shades of gray so 
familiar to us now, and in their place will be The loud, clashing hues long popular in Europe and the Third World. But it's a necessary change, important in 
keeping U.S. industries up-to-date and competitive in the international marketplace. And it's a change that will have far-reaching effects, too, because, in 
combination with the new metric business suit cut mandated by law at the beginning of I981. everyone in the country will look like a homosexual French 
myna bird on crossing guard duty.

ENGLISH CUSTOMARY COLOR UNITS

VIOLET GREEN YELLOW ORANGE PURPLE

MILLIMAUVE CENTISEPIA DECABLUE KILOGREEN MICROBEIGE HECTORANGE MEGAPINK CUBIC RED

NEW METRIC COLORS WAVELENGTHS iNMiniMiCROHi
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Fabulous New National Lampoon

Send us a nude photograph of your girl friend with a
bucket over her head!

Prizes Winners of the National Lam 
poon Contest Co send in a Nude Photograph of 
Your Girl Friend with a Bucket Over Her Head 
will win a free nude photograph of their girl 
friend with a bucket over her head, reprinted 
in the National Lampoon.'

Photographs can be black and 
white or color, but must be full-frontal nudes. 
Arms should be at the sides, and the picture 
full-length. Wives are allowed, but no mothers,

please. The bucket is mandatory, but any type 
of bucket—metal or plastic—will do, and, in a 
pinch, you can use an umbrella stand, waste- 
paper basket, or potato chip can. No paper 
bags, though—that's cheating. Also, everybody 
involved should be over eighteen. We're over 
eighteen. And if you'll just do this one little thing 
for us and send in a nude picture of your girl 
friend with a bucket over her head, we'll prom 
ise, in the future, to try and act like we're over 
eighteen, too. O.K.?

Enter today! Send photographs to:
National Lampoon Bucket Contest

635 Madison Avenue 
New York, New York 10022

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



V

*l.
,«d«IB

TDK goes to extreme 
to build a better cassette.

Most premium cassettes are designed 
to perform well enough at room tem 
perature and moderate humidity. At 
TDK, we know our cassettes will often 
be used in less than ideal conditions 
and we're not satisfied until we know 
our tape and our mechanism will per 
form in almost any environment they 
might encounter.

That's why we maintain some of 
the most sophisticated quality control 
facilities in the industry. We have 
rooms where technicians can vary the 
temperature and humidity to simulate 
arctic winter, desert summer, tropical 
rain forest, or anything in be 
tween. We even go beyond these 
extremes. Only then can we be 
sure that our cassettes will al 
ways perform to our exacting 
specifications.

How does this relate to 
you? Suppose you leave your

cassettes in the glove compartment of
your locked car on a sweltering sum 
mer day. Will they work when you pop 
them in your in-dash deck, or will the 
tape become sticky and gum up the 
deck? Suppose you take your portable 
cassette player to an unheated ski cab 
in, miles from nowhere. Will your cas 
settes work properly or will the mech 

anism jam 
and the tape 
crack? If you 
use TDK cas 
settes, you 
know they

will perform, even when some won't.
Environmental tests are just a 

small part of TDK's quality assurance 
program. Because of this program, TDK 
was the first cassette manufacturer to 
offer a full lifetime warranty* — more 
than a decade ago. And our cassettes 
are so highly thought of in the hi fi indus 
try that most quality manufacturers 
use TDK SA to test their cassette decks, 
before they leave the factory!

We know your TDK cassettes 
may never leave the living room. But it 
makes us proud to know that if you 
decide to trek to the North Pole or sail 
up the Amazon, you don't have to leave 
your music behind. TDK Electronics 
Corp., Garden City, N.Y. 11530

TDK
The machine for your machine.

« 1979 TDK Elacln "In ineunlikely event ihat any TDK cassette ever tails to perlorm due lo a defect in materials of workmanship, simply relurn iiio your tocal dealer or 10 TDK [or a Iree replacement.
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New 
Constellations

Y TIMOTHY FERRIS P. J. O'ROURKE

J twas the ancient Mediter- for instance, is no more
ranean civilizations who than a poorly-dubbed Italian
first named the constella- movie on TV to most people,
tions of the northern sky, And Castor and Pollux—what

and so, unchanged, the names contemporary high school
have come down to us. It seems or college student could be
a shame that today's young expected to care about these
people, gazing into the beauti- ancient diseases of the skin?
ful vistas of space (the last fron- No, what's needed, if we hope to
tier of modern science), should produce a generation of astron-
find shapes and configura- omers, astronauts, astrophys-
tions named only to represent icists, and people who gape at
rnusty old mythological figures the sky after dark, is a "with-it"
with no relevance to the fast- set of constellations that
paced world of today. Hercules, America's youth can "relate to."

''''''''''O''L''D'_'''N A'M'E'S' ' ''"^.^^".'^A'.^.i!? 1 '

Andromeda and Pegasus The Turbo Porsche
Aries Lhasa Apso
Aquarius Perrier and Lime
Aquila The Hang Glider
Auriga and Perseus The Hot Tub
Bootes The Sperry Top- Sider
Cancer The Carcinogen
Capricorn Mr. Coffee
Cetus The Squash Racquet
Coma The Quaalude
Corona Borealis The Rolex Wristwatch
Corvus New Fleetwood Mac Album

Cygnus The Business Jet
Eridanus The Line of Credit
Gemini Mork and Mindy
Hercules The Ski Instructor
Leo The Gucci Bag
Leo Minor The Gucci Belt

Libra The Gram Scale
Orion Jack Thompson
Pisces Fillet of Sole and White Wine
Sagittarius The Hamptons
Scorpio Grand Bahama
Taurus Louis Vuitton
Ursa Major Coke Spoon Major
Ursa Minor Coke Spoon Minor
Virgo Dianc Von FurstenburgCopyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.
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oward a Larger 
English Language

Many words in English seem to be unable to function without
a prefix—"prefix," for instance. If more of these words,

or "fixes," as we would be able to call them, could be put into use,
we might find ourselves more ept at the use of language

skills and less troubled by ciseness and a tendency 
to municate when pressing ourselves. Below are various examples.

anity
The works of James Joyce contain vast 
passages of anity.

aster
["he retreat from the Yalu River was 
viewed as a great aster by the Red 
Chinese.

becile
Recent foreign policy experience in 
dicates that President Nixon may have 
been a becile after all.

bilitating
Lawyer Roy Cohn's popularity and suc 
cess clearly show the bilitating effects of 
sucking scum out of the gutter.

bolished
Quick, grab a six-pack of malt liquor and 
a fifteen-year-old Puerto Rican hooker— 
they've bolished dog racing in New Jersey!

cegnation
The marriage of Elizabeth Taylor and 
Jack Warner presents one of the worst 
cases of cegnation in recent memory.

chieveous
There is a certain chieveous glint in the 
eye of Republican presidential hopeful 
George Bush.

cide
Teddy Kennedy has cided to run for 
president.

cline
Mahatma Gandhi was dined to 
dissipation.

corative
Eleanor Roosevelt served a strictly cora 
tive role as First Lady.

course
Gerald Rafshoon and Bella Abzug are 
having sexual course this very minute.

cretion
Margaret Trudeau exhibited total cretion 
in her autobiography.

demn
M iddle-class whites convicted of murder 
arc usually demned to death.
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derwear
Expensive Halstonderwear is in vogue 
at Studio 54, Xenon, and other fashion 
able Manhattan ooze pits.

duce
HRH Prince Charles will probably duce 
Suzi Quatro to his mom and dad.

ert
The Hindenburg was filled with hydro 
gen, an ert gas.

gressive
Vice-President Rockefeller was a liberal 
Republican, Governor Reagan was a 
Conservative Republican, and President 
Ford was a gressive Republican.

gru titled
The Russians are grim tied with the Salt 
II agreement.

hibited
San Francisco is home to more than 
100,000 hibited homosexuals.

hore
Many persons privately hore the Israeli 
air strikes on Palestinian refugee camps.

lete
"Fuck [expletive leted] you," he said.

lief
Bert Lance greeted the federal grand jury 
subpoena with a sigh of lief.

lien
There's a big problem in New York with 
illegal liens who lay around soaking up 
welfare benefits and won't get jobs.

mantle
The Soviets have mantled all their silo- 
based missiles with MIRV warheads.

may
Oil companies have repeatedly ex 
pressed may with the high price of 
gasoline.

mit
President Nixon mits that he broke the 
law.

mocracy
The People's Republic of China is a won 
derful example of mocracy at work.

molate
The Buddhist monk, soaked in water, 
molated himself in the middle of the 
street.

molish
The Indian government has molished the 

Taj Mahal.

monstrable
Federal spending has no monstrable ef 
fect on the rate of inflation.

nocent
Those Palestinians in the refugee camps 
are nocent victims of Israeli terror.

nomaly
Andrew Young's style of senseless bla 
ther is a nomaly at the UN.

norant
Most Germans were norant ofwhat the 
Nazis intended to do with the Jews.

novative
The Department of Health, Education, 
and Welfare has many novative plans for 
combating urban decay.

ogeny
Tiny, disgustingPolack Roman Polanski 
is famously ogenistic.

ore ism
An interesting case of orcism was por 
trayed in the movie The Devil in Miss 
Jones.

parage
There is a lamentable tendency to parage 
the works of many modern poets.

patch
The Carter administration has set about 
formulating an energy policy with great 
patch.

pell
Another thing the Carter adminis 
tration has been doing is trying to pell 
the rumors about Teddy Kennedy at 
Chappaq LI idd ick.

pert
The Kennedys are real ports at driving 
cars.

pire
Especially the one Kennedy who has 
pired as a result of an assassin's bullet.

pulate
Many teen-age boys pulate with them 
selves in- their bedrooms at night.

ranged
For a long time, the State Department 
thought Idi Am in was completely 
ranged.

sipid
I here have been very few sipid novels 
published in the last twenty years.

stipatioii
Like President Carter, many visitors to 
Mexico find themselves afflicted with sti- 
pation. Unlike President Carter, it usu 
ally doesn't come out of their mouths.

suit
"Don't suit my intelligence!' she said.

tain
Whenever you're not in trouble, it's a 
good idea to tain a lawyer.

tempt
Many rich people have great tempt for 
rhe law.

tent'
Many poor people aren't tent with 
anything.

tinct
The rat has been tinct for thousands and 
thousands ol years.

tinguished
Recent presidents have appointed a 
number of tinguished jurors to the 
Supreme Court.

tique
That dinette set is quite a tique.

tract
I'd like to tract that statement 1 made 
earlier about Margaret Trudeau.

tressing
All the criticism that she's been receiving 
in the press lately is personally tressing 
to me.

traught
He was traught at the news of his rich 
uncle's death.

vesrigate
The FBI has done a terrific job of vesti- 
gating organised crime.

vide
Vide and get conquered.

vise
The Republican party has vised its views 
on mainland China.

vite
The Ayatollah Khomeini has vited 
Anwar Sadat to visit Iran. D

> ATinN AL LAMPOON Fall Potoourri Issue 57
Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



VACATION '58
continued jrom page 44

That flashing red light got closer and 
closer. Dad edged over to let the patrol 
man pass, but he didn't want to'pass. He 
wanted Dad to pull over.

"1 haven't gone over seventy mjlcs per 
hour," Dad said.

"Well, he's not stopping you to chat," 
Mom said in her voice that sounds pleas 
ant to children, but nasty to adults.

Dad pulled over and reached for his 
wallet. The cop came to the window. 
"What's the problem, officer?" Dad 
asked, offering his driver's license.

"You better step out of the car for a 
moment, sir."

Dad got out of the car and walked 
around behind it. His mouth dropped o- 
pen and his eyes showed white. I jumped 
into the back and looked out the rear 
window. It was the most sickening thing 
I'd ever seen in my life. Aunt Edythe's 
dog was laying on the ground behind the 
car. He was flat on his belly with his legs 
out to the sides and his neck stretched 
out, so that he looked a beagle version of 
a bear rug. There was a wide red trail 
leading up to his body.

"We have anti-cruelty laws in this 
state," the cop told Dad.

"My God, you can't think I'd do a 
thing like that on purpose!" Dad pro 
tested, looking away from the carcass. "I 
tied the dog to the bumper while I put 
my wife's aunt in the car. It takes so long 
to get her in and out, 1 guess I forgot 
about him."

The cop bought Dad's explanation. 
He kneeled down and tenderly exam 
ined the dog.

"I had one of these when I was a boy" 
he said with a sad smile. "From the looks 
of his foot pads I'd say this little guy kept 
up with you for half a mile or so."

After the cop pulled away, Dad untied 
the leash from the bumper and got back 
in the car. He just drove away telling 
everyone that we had a loose license 
plate and the cop was helping fix it. 
He must have figured Aunt Edythe 
wouldn't miss the dog now if she hadn't 
missed him all day.

On Wednesday we got off to a good, 
early start. Dad had consented to a side 
trip to Carlsbad Caverns. Carlsbad, 
Mom explained, was the largest cave in 
the world and New Mexico's only na 
tional park.

Mom took out all the maps and 
spread them across the front seat. Mark 
got ahold of one corner of the map and 
sucked it soft from Kermit, Texas, to Ar- 
tesia, New Mexico, including Carlsbad. 
His tongue was spotted black with trip 
planner's ink, which Mom was afraid

might be poisonous. Dad pointed out 
that thousands of kids suck on maps and 
that the government wouldn't let the 
auto club use poison ink. It didn't make 
much difference whether or not the map 
was wrecked because no map showed 
the road we were on. We had gotten on 
it by mistake after missing a couple of 
dctour-this-way signs. After a few miles, 
we drove off a cliff.

It wasn't a big cliff. It was only about 
four feet high. But it was enough to 
blow out the front tire, knock off the 
back bumper, break Dad's glasses, make 
Aunt Edythe spit out her false teeth, 
spill a jug of Kool-Aid, bump Missy's 
head, spread the Auto Bingo pieces all 
over, and make Mark do number two.

We sat there stunned, rubbing our 
banged-up arms and shins. Aunt Edythe 
howled about her internal organs getting 
the shock of their lives. Mom was in a 
panic because she thought a flying or 
ange had hit Mark's soft spot. Dad just 
sat gripping the steering wheel and click 
ing his tongue. Personally, I enjoyed the 
accident and was particularly impressed 
with the distance Dad had gotten out of 
a heavy, loaded-up station wagon.

Dad cut all the adhesive strips of the 
Band-Aids and raped his glasses to 
gether. He stood on the roof of the car 
and studied the landscape to determine 
the best route back to civilization.

"Where's my little dog?" Aunt Edythe 
suddenly screamed. "Has he gotten loose 
in the desert? Where is he? I have to find 
him!" She tried to get out of the car.

"Stay in the car!,' Mom said sternly. 
"It's hot and dangerous out there."

"Don't you tell me what to do!" Aunt 
Edythe shot back. "I'll do what I want. I 
should never have come on this trip! I 
should have taken the airplane!"

She pointed a finger at Dad. "He can't 
even drive" she shouted.

Dad drew back his fist to deck her, but 
Mom got to her first, grabbing her arm 
and firmly pressing her back into her 
seat. "You move and I'll split your lip!" 
Mom yelled.

A glorious desert sunset bathed the 
tow truck in orange light as it hauled our 
car back to the dirt detour road.

"I never seen nothin' so mother 
bless'cd dumb)' the toothless tow driver

said to Dad. "You musta got shit fer yer 
brains!"

Dad would have punched the guy in 
the mouth, but he knew there probably 
wasn't another tow truck in Loco Hills, 
New Mexico. He didn't even complain 
when all the men at the gas station 
laughed when he asked how much the 
tow and tire repair was.

"Well, how much? Five bucks? Ten 
bucks? What?" Dad inquired. The men 
laughed. Dad sort of laughed along with 
them.

"How much you got?" the avocado- 
shaped station owner asked.

"I'm asking how much the charge is?' 
Dad said.

"Why on earth do you need to know 
how much money I have to tell me how 
much it costs to tow my car?"

" 'Cause I'm a-gonna charge you all 
the money you got" .

It cost us $588 dollars. They even 
took the money out of Aunt Edythe's 
shoe. The owner of the station made it a 
point to explain to Dad that what he 
was doing wasn't robbery. "I should 
know!' he laughed. "I'm the sheriff."

We spent the night in Alamagordo, 
New Mexico. Since the only money we 
had was Patty's twenty-nine dollars from 
baby-sitting, Dad had to rob the motel 
in the morning when he went to check 
out. He didn't actually rob it; he just 
reached into the cash register and took a 
handful of money. The manager came 
out of the back room, where he had been 
checking on our breakfast charges and 
saw Dad. He was pretty old and he 
didn't move too fast, so we got away 
clean.

About five mites outside of Lords- 
burg, Patty and I were singing "One 
Hundred Bottles of Beer on the Wall." 
All of a sudden Dad shouted, "Hold 
your hats!" He gunned the engine and 
we lunged forward. I could hear sirens 
wailing. I looked out the back. A high- • 
way patrol car was chasing us.

"Pull over, Clark!" Mom shouted. 
"Pullover!"

"Not on your life!" Dad growled. He 
pounded his fist on the steering wheel. 
"Come on, you gas-eating bastard, go.'"

The cop was gaining on us. His rbrd 
was light and tuncd-up. Our Plymouth 
was heavy and loaded-down, and it 
shimmied and vibrated from driving off 
the cliff. The cop jerked his car into the 
passing lane. A truck coming in the op 
posite direction forced him back. He 
came up almost to our bumper. "Throw 
out the ice chest!" Dad shouted to me. 
"Throw it out the back window!"

I crawled back and lowered the win 
dow, and the rush of air and the change

continued on page 70
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I, known to thousands of Famous Readers School gradu 
ates as Mr. Mann, can help open the gateway to a more fulfilling Ills.

LATER / 45 LA ROCHER31OULP 
SAID IN HIS
QUOTATIONS, 'W JEALOUSV 
THERE IS MO£E 

TH^W

SO -SHE GOBS TO HIM',

HE GOES BACK. TO HER 
"WHO CAKES?".. .THEN ITO HIM, "am so?"

Sure, everybody knows abouf Ihe great men 
and women of history who hove been famous 
writers. Herodotus, Plato, Goto, Zeno, and Zeppo, 
not to mention George Eliot—a man who was 
actually a woman named T.S. Eliot.

But few people know about the Famous Read 
ers it took to put these authors on the all-time 
best-seller list. Fomous Readers make up history's 
mind about which books get reprinted ond which 
are worm food. Famous Readers have inclu 
ded Lorenzo de Media and Shakespeare's 
patron, the Duke of Clarence.

Hey, wait o minute, you're probably 
saying. I'm no dinged duke or the top 
guinea of Florence that I con afford to 
throw little purple bags of fifty-cent

pieces around to support great writers.
Good news! You don't have to be! All you have 

to do is become a Fomous Reader and help support 
the writing art by agreeing to read just one book a 
month.

But books are too hard to read. Television is 
always more interesting!

Fomous Readers School can help change all

that; plus, you'll learn there are things in books that 
couldn't possibly be shown on TV.

Would you believe Mr Mann himself used to be 
a semiliterate logger with a one-clause attention 
span before he invented Famous Readers School? 
No, it isn't true.

Nevertheless, he can help you learn to read 
books.

Large-type editions 
Printed in Singapore 
800-word illustrated

GET STARTED READING YOUR FIRST FIFTH EDITION TODAY!
am prepared to "suspend disbelief," as Famous Readers say. 

Please send me cretinous, bowdlerized, large-type editions of public 
domain books you had printed in Singapore before the dollar 
dropped, and the eight-hundred-word illustrated (or slightly used by 
Uirn-oMhe-century high school students) Dictionary of Basic Lan: 
guage, and an inspiring photograph of master stylist William F Buck- 
ley, with a genuine inscription by a man in the dead language of my 
choice. I understand I will have to pay absolutely nothing if my check 
or money order for $99.99 (ails to clear the bank.

Name___________________________

Address. 

Cily__ _State_ _Zip.
Language ot photo inscription: ( ) Cnalose ( ) Aramaic ( ) Latin ( ) Greek
( )Toltec ( JTampax
Send to: Famous Readers School

635 Madison Avenue
New York, N.Y.I 0022

(Do not enclose magazine.)

GET STARTED READING YOUR FIRST FIFTH EDITION TODAY!
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THINGS ALL SEEMEP TO PILE UP AT ONCE IN MY FIRST YEAR AT COLLEGE. J COULPN'T CONCENTRATE 
ANP X FELT NERVOUS. A COUPLE OF TIMES I THOUSHT I HEARP VOICES TALKING TO ME.

SORRY, LlH/PONr THIS JUST 
ISN'T FOR THE FEATHEREP 

PEW- VT TURNED OUT TO 
BE PERIVATIVE,

UO L HAVE TO CALL YOU 
A WING-NUT BEFORE 

VOU BLAST OFF?

YOUR ESSAY ON PARANOIP 
GERMAN BACHELOR 
PHILOSOPHERS LOOKS 
LIKE IT WAS WRITTEN 
BY A LOWER-AUPPLEv 
CLASS PERSON,

TASTEP 
WEIRP. IT 

TASTEP LIKE 
WHATEVER 
COLOR IT 
WAS. I EVEtJ 

STAR7EP 
TALKING 

TO WVSELF,

^TITANIUM 
WHITE,., 

VIRIPIAN 
GREEM,.. 
CADMIUMYELLOW:.,

I TRiepTOTALK TO MY ROOMMATE,BUT HE 
WAS REALLY BUSY WITH HIS STUDIES,

I PIPN'T HAVE TO SO BACK ANP CHECK MY 
ABNORMAL PSYCH BOOK TO KNOW I WAS 
-SCHtZZlNG OUT,
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BUT I PIC? ANYWAY

Common in first- 
year college 
students. Anxiety, 
hallucinations 
both aural and 
visual, synesthesia. 
This disease 
generally begins 
with a slight 
uncomfortable

feeling and 
progresses to a 
bungled suicide- 
attempt. It is 
incurable- now,but 
perhaps by 1979, 
when scientists 
know more about 
catecholamfnes 
and R,P. Laing...

"PErBRGENT 
• BOMBS

ffi

1 SERIOUSLY STARTEP THINKING ABOUT 
KILLING MYSELF.

Z IMAGtNEP HOW TH£Y'0 THfNK OF MG WH£M Z WAS

THAT'S THE THIRP MEMORIAL 
ISSUE SOLD OUT. ANP TO 
THINK I SAIP HIS STORY WAS 
DERIVATIVE. WISH IT WERE 
ME INSTEAD OF HtAA.

1 REALIZEP TOO LATE HE 
WAS THE ONLY MAN I 
COULP EVER LOVE...
BOO-HOOH-- .
WAH 80OO/
SN|Fp SNIFF,

(fa

x^^.

,.. HIS ESSAY ON PARANOfP 
GERMAN BACHELOR 
PHILOSOPHERS HAS 
BECOME THE STANPARP. 
X PIPN'T RECOGNIZE IT/ 
WELL, EVEN NOW ONLY 
THREE MEN IN THE WHOLE 
COUNTRY UNPERSTANP 

IT PROPERLY,,,

I MAPE UP MY MINP -I IMAGINED MY LEGS, 
LIKE SOCRATES; SLOWLY GROWING NUMS.ANP 
THE LEAPEN PARALYSIS OF PEATH MOVING 
SLOWLY TOWARP MY HEAP,,,,

THE STUFF WAS KMP OF HARD TO TAKE,
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THE STUFF WAS TAKIMG HOLP. MY 
TOES FELT LIKE THEY WERE HVPNO- 
TIZEP, I WAMTEP TO CALL MY 
PARENTS,-, BUT IT WAS ELEVEN 
IN OHIO, AMP THEY'P BE IN BEP,

I HAP TO REACH OUT—TO TALK TO SOMEONE 
TO TRY TO EXPLAIN WHY..,

OONINGER SU1CIPE- 
CRISIS PREVENTION/ 

CENTER?

CRISIS 
CENTER. OH HEY, 
HEAVY, RELAX, 

' WHY SO 
UPTISHT?

I YOUR WORK'S 
I DERIVATIVE?

HEY, EVERYBTOPY FAILS 
PHILOSOPHY, YAH HAVE 
TO BE A PARANOIP 
BACHELOR TO PIG 

GERMANS,..
ANP REMEMBER,
TOMORROW IS THE
FIRST PAY OF THE

CAVE 
PAINTINGS

ARE

DON'T L£T^ 

TOMORROW 
BE THE FIRST 

PAf Op YOUR 
AFTERLIFE.

PEATH 1^ THE BI66EST 
TRIP OF ALL; THAT'5 
WHY YOU SHOULD 5AVE 

IT FOR LAST.

WE 
SUPPORT 
NATURAL 
CAUSES

LOTS
OF PEOPLE

PREAM
ABOUT
KOTEX.

LOOK, 
WH ATS THE

SOMETHING...
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HE SEEMEP TO UNC7ERSTANP 
THINGS ALMOST BEFORE I 
HAP SAIP THEM,

THE LONGER I TALKEP TO THE GUY 
AT THE LOONINGER CLINIC THE GREATER 
THE RAPPORT THAT PEVELOPEP 
BETWEEN! US.

SO WHEN THE 
BUY SAIP "G000 
ENOUGH," I
HE MEANT TH£ 

CHEESE "
WHICH WAS OBVIOUSLY 
A WAYOFSAY/NG

MY FEET

HE SAYS HE'S 
TAKEN TWO 
SOX-O-PON,

1 FOUNP OUT LATER HIS NAME 
WAS PAVE BECAUSE I MARRlEP 
HIS GIRL FRIENP AFTER <SRAP. 
SMALL WORLP.

HEE-HEE 
HAH HAH

J JUST ABOUT PIEP. IWOULP 
HAVE IF I HAPN'T PRUNK THE 
GLASS OF COKE RIGHT AWAY 
LIKE PAVE TOLP ME TO. SOME 
HOW IT HELPED THE POISON 
PASS THROUGH MY S/9TEM,

WHEN IT RWALLV RMISHEP 
PA33IN0 THROUGH TWO PAYS 
LATER/1 FELT UKE ONE OF 
THOSE GUYS IN REAPERS 
PISEST WHO WERE TECHNICALLY 
PEAP ANPSAW THE AFTERLIFE.

HERE'S A PICTURE OF 
ANP ME. WE "TIEP THE KNOT* 
AFTER I FINISHED LAW SCHOOL 
SHE LEFT PAVE AFTER HE 
SPLIT TO CALIFORNIA WITH HER 
STEREO* APPARENTLY HE SOT 
HOOKEP ON POT.

WELL, I'LL ALWAYS BE 
GRATEFUL TO HIM ANYWAV, 

11 IT TAKES ALL TYPES TO 
MAKE A WORLR" AS I 
TELL CIRRY. 5 THE END]
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health.

C 19J9HJ RSVHOLDS TOBACCO CO

The Vantage Point
Where great taste and 

1- low tar meet.
Great taste once belonged 

only to high tar cigarettes. Not 
any more. The secret? The 
specially designed Vantage filter 
works together with our rich 
'Flavor Impact"*1 tobacco blend 
to deliver satisfying flavor in 
every puff. That's Vantage. Low 
tar with a uniquely satisfying 
taste. And that's the point.

Regular, Menthol and Vantage 100's
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, DON'T ASK ME 
/ HOW WE GOT FROM 
/ PUTRID POT STEW TO DRIED 
'FLOWER PETALS MIKED UP WITH 
OTHER STUFF AND USED BY OLD- 

FASHIONED LADIES TO MAKE 
DRAWERS AND CLOSETS SMELL 
GOOD! I GUESS IT'S JUST ONE 

OF THOSE THINGS THAT 
HAPPEN TO WORDS.

LIKE THE
WAY COCK USED

TO MEAN ROOSTER, BUT '
NOW IT MEANS...

TEE-HEE...
TEE-HH...

ANYWAY, FINALLY
POTPOURRI STARTED MEANING

ANY KIND OF A MIXTURE OR
MEDLEY OR HOTCHPOTCH OF,

DIFFERENT SORTS
OF THINGS.

AND THAT'S
WHATTHISISSUE

OF THE NATIONAL LAMPOON IS—
A MIXTURE OR MEDLEY OR HOTCHPOTCH

OF DIFFERENT SORTS OF THINGS.
AND ALL OF THEM ARE

REALLY GOOD!
...JUST

AS SOON AS I
GET THROUGH WITH THE GUY WHO

MADE ME MEMORIZE ALL THIS
STUFF AND STOLE

MY CLOTHES!

IN FACT,
I'M GOING TO

GO OUT AND BUY ONE
OF THESE ISSUES

MYSELF...

\

FALL

N A T I 0 N A L

ISSUE

LAMPOON
f.f. XT ATI ("MO A 1 T A k i Di"l<-lM C.ll D_.——.. ——: I,Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.
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TRY'EM OR BUY'EM LIMITED OFFEK
Try your favorite Size J^B Cigarette Please send the following item I am over 21 years of age.

papers at home! Choose a specially 
priced «WB 24-pack or 4-pack sampler* 
sent post-paid directly to you.

Complete and mail coupon with 
payment. Quickest delivery with 
money-order, cashier's or certified 
check (un-certified checks must clear 
bank prior to shipping; no stamps or 
coins, please; sorry no C.O.D.'s). 
Offers limited; void where prohibited. 
Limit one sampler or box per family, 
please, Act today!

"Sampler includes one pack new JOB 1.25™, 
'two packs JOB 1.5™, and one pack JOB double- 
width cigarette papers.
3 Brought to you from France by

L, JOB Double-width
cigarette papers 24-pack $9.60 $_ 

n JOB 1 5™ Middle-width
cigarette papers 24-pack $9.60 S. 

n JOB 1 25™ Precision-width™
cigarette papers 24-pack $9.60 $_

T: JOB Single-width 55s 
Classic White 24-pack 

Ij JOB Single-width
Cutcorners 25-pack 

G JOB Favorife Hits 4-pack 
cigarette paper sampler 
TOTAL (Chock enclosed! 
Includes postage & handling 

SEND TO: PAPERS
Adams Apple Dist.Co 
5100 N. Ravens wood 
Chicago, IL 60640

$7.20 S_

S7.50 $_

$1.00$_

MS/MRS/MR

Address

City/State/Zip
Illinois residents add 5% sales tax Allow three
to four weeks delivery NLP-7909 -3
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R)wer!
Thaf s the Jensen Car StereoTriax 

That's the thrill of being there.

Power is right! 100 watts! Now all 
the energy and intensity that went into 
the original performance comes through 
the Jensen Triax II 3-way speaker.

This incredible 100 watt capability 
gives the Triax II an unparalleled clarity 
of sound throughout the entire spectrum.

Check out what else theTriax II has 
to offer. A newly designed 20 02. magnet 
structure coupled with a high tempera 
ture, high power IW voice coil allows 
higher listening levels with less distortion.

A piezoelectric ceramic solid state 
tweeter gives you clean, accurate highs 
far beyond audibility. And the high effi 
ciency, low distortion midrange gives the 
Triax II an overall richness that is pure 
Jensen.

The Triax II is fully compatible with 
the advanced bi-amplified power sources 
for outstanding clarity and separation.

So go to the concert. Hear the Jensen 
Triax II. That's the thrill of being there.

JENSEN
The thrill of being there.

For more information, write Jensen Sound Laboratories. 
4136 N. United Parkway, Schiller I'ark, Illinois 60176.

® "Triaxial" and "Triax" are registered trademarks identifying 
the patented 3-way speaker systems of Jensen Sound 
Laboratories. (U.S. patent H4.122.315).
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continued/?om (Mgf J8

in pressure sucked a baby sheet and a 
Wichita newspaper out of our car and 
onto the windshield of the cop car. The 
cop swerved and ripped into the dirt 
shoulder, sending up a rooster tail of dirt 
and gravel. Dad laughed.

"What are you doing?" Mom 
screamed. She didn't know about the 
robbery. I knew, but Dad made me 
promise not to tell Mom.

"I'm running from the law!"
"What? Are you crazy?"
"I robbed the Roadrunner Motel!" he 

shouted. "To get money!"
The cop was back on our tail. A sec 

ond car was coming from behind him.
"This is .so cool!" I yelled out the back 

window.
"I have to go tinkle!" Missy cried.
Suddenly Dad slammed on the 

brakes. The Plymouth fish tailed to a 
screeching, rublx'r<stink stop. The cops 
locked up their bmkcs and dove to the 
sides of the road. Dad put the hammer 
down and we took off. One of the cops 
was stuck in the ditch. The other was in 
pursuit after a moment. That's when I 
threw out the ice chest. It hit the front of 
the cop car on the first bounce. The cop 
lost momentary control of his car and 
sides wiped a convertible in the other 
lane.

"It pays to watch 'Dnignet'!" Dad 
laughed.

Mom was in a trance, shaking her 
head. Tears were collecting in her eyes. 
Missy had wet her dress and was crying. 
Patty was saying her prayers, Mark was 
sleeping, and Aunt Edythe was looking 
sort of sick. 1 was having a great rime 
planning what I would throw out the 
back trap next if some cop got brave 
enough to try and run in nn' Dad.

"Uh-oh!" Dad said.
I looked out the front and saw a flick 

ering mass of lights.
"Roadblock?' Dad said. He leaned for 

ward and tried to coax a little more 
speed out of the Plymouth. "We'll run 
it!"

We split a row of saw horses as if they 
weren't even there, and then plowed 
into two cop cars joined at the front 
bumpers, opening them up like super 
market doors. We smacked them so 
hard, they spun around until they met 
at the rear bumpers.

Dad kept it to the floorboards until 
we came to San Simon Creek, Arizona. 
He slowed down and cur off the main 
highway onto a dirt service road. That 
road ran into a larger road and then we 
were back on pavement. Dad calmed 
down and breathed a sigh of relief. He

even let us stop at a place called the 
Horrors of Mexico, which was a barn 
that had a dead person in a bottle and 
some wads of hair mounted in cases. 
There was also a chicken with five legs.

An hour later we arrived in Bisbec. 
Dad wanted to show us the largest open- 
pit copper mine in the country. "It says 
in the guidebook that this mine would 
hold nearly one billion pillows!"

As we examined the mine, Dad 
switched license plates with a car belong 
ing to an elderly couple from Michigan. 
Then Dad called us back into the car and 
we got onto Highway SO and headed 
north to Tucson to drop off Aunt 
Edythe, who, by now, didn't look very 
good at all.

"Leave her alone" Dad said to Mom- 
"She's sleeping. If you wake her, we'll 
just have to listen to her guff."

"I wonder if she's hungry?' Mom re 
plied. "We didn't wake her for lunch."

"Old people sleep a lot. She's fine?'
Only she wasn't fine.
"Mom?" Patty said about an hour 

later. "Mom!"
"What is it!" Mom said angrily. She 

had just gotten Mark to stop screaming.
"Aunt Edythe is leaning on me and 

she won't get off. And 1 can't wake her 
up?'

"Pull over, Clark!' Mom said.
"We'll be in Tucson in another twenty 

minutes. She'll be fine?'
"Pull over! She's not fine!"
Dad pulled over to the side of the 

road. Mom hurried out and opened the 
back door. Patty jumped out and Aunt 
Edythe slowly fell over, sort of like a tree 
be ing cut down. She stayed in a sitting 
position, even though she was on her 
side.

"Sh^s &caj.'"
Patty shrieked and rubbed the spot on 

her arm where Aunt Edythe's head had

rested. Dad pounded the steering wheel.
"Well, goddamn it anyway!" he yelled.
We figured that she must have died 

back around Deming, New Mexico. 
That's the last time anyone could re 
member her say ing any thing- She told us 
to roll the windows up because she was 
freezing cold. She was dead about ten 
hours and missed out on the cop chase.

"What are we going to do* Clark?" 
Mom asked, choking back tears.

"We could leave her here and call 
Normie and you could tell him to come 
and..."

"We can't do that!"
"Well, hell, then let's take her toTuc- 

son. I just don't want to get caught up in 
questioning and funerals and all that 
baloney."

"How can you be so cold and in 
sensitive?" Mom asked.

"I'm not being insensitive, I'm being 
practical. We have only three days at 
Disneyland at the tops—three days. It 
was your idea to take a car vacation to 
Disneyland, not mine. 1 didn't rob a 
motel, ruin my car, and kill a dog to 
spend my vacation at a funeral for a 
crusty old bag!'

Mom could hardly argue with that so 
we continued on to Tucson with Aunt 
Edythe on the roof covered with Dad's 
raincoat. She was real light and Dad was 
able to get her up there by himself, 
which was good because no one else 
would touch her.

"Come on, let's play I Spy'' Dad said, 
trying to cheer us up and make us forget 
that there was an eighty-four-year-olcl 
dead woman on our roof. " I spy 
something... green!"

When we got to Tucson, we had to 
stop at a gas station and get a fill* up. 
Mom looked up Normie's address in the 
phone book. He lived over near the Uni 
versity of Arizona. The gas station at 
tendant helped us with directions, and 
we found the house with no trouble at 
all. The only problem was, Normie 
wasn't home. His neighbor said he went 
up to Flagstaff for the week.

"1 hope he don't get this rain?' the 
man said as he hurried inside his house. 
He shouted from the porch, "First rain 
in eleven weeks!"

"It's a damn good thing it's night?' 
Dad said as he carried Aunt Edythe into 
Normie's backyard and sat her down in a 
patio chair.

"^bu can't leave her here" Mom said. 
"It's raining."

" Is she going to catch a cold and die?"
"No, but have some respect!"
"Up your ass with a red hot poker!" 

Dad Anally lost his temper. He stormed 
back to the car and lit up a cigarette.
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EDITORIAL

and worried about when they'd get 
cancer or whatever it was you got in 
those days. Sometimes I think maybe 
that wasn't such a bad way to live- 
raping and pillaging arid razing things 
to the ground. Actually, I'll take a rain 
check on the pillaging since that's 
always seemed to me like the really 
blue-collar side of being a barbarian. 
What with having to get all your pil 
lage together in one place and wor 
rying about it getting rained on and 
having it carted to your folks' house 
for storage and everything. But the 
rest of it sounds pretty neat except, 
maybe, if you had a toothache. 
Myself, I've often wished we could get 
a little urban warfare going here the 
way they did in Lebanon. Because 
that way, you could fight right out of 
your own apartment while you played 
great stuff on the hi-fi, like "Heart- 
breaker" by the Rolling Stones, which 
would be perfect to fight to. Espe 
cially with a Klashnikov submachine 
gun and one foot propped up on the 
window sill giving a faceful of small- 
caliber ordinance to whatever we're 
going to have urban warfare with. 
Which I guess is not yet decided, but 1 
sure hope it's somebody we can all 
hate without feeling too guihy—like 
presidents of the Teamsters union or 
the government of Haiti, because that 
way we wouldn't have to take prison 
ers and could even kill their children, 
as long as they were over twelve and 
not too cute. Though what a bunch of 
Teamsters presidents and the govern 
ment of Haiti would all be doing in 
New York at the same time is a mys 
tery to me—and would there be 
enough of them to make it last? You 
see, you could get dressed in your fa 
vorite blue jeans and stuff, and fill 
your pockets with cartridge clips, 
and hook hand grenades on your belt, 
and get some neat scars and maybe an 
eye patch, and go around and save 
every cute girl that ever gave you the 
brush-oft"in a singles bar just to prove 
that you're an old softie at heart, even 
though you had to cut a blood-soaked 
swath through half the city to get to 
her house. What better way to say, "I 
love you"? And when it comes to the 
meaning of life, I guess "I love you" is 
what it's really all about. P,J.

PS. We would like to apologize to 
Mary Ann Shea for not crediting her 
for her brilliant illustration in the 
July, 1979 "Sports" issue for 
"Das Kalistcnik"
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i PITCH CONTROL

It's the touch 
you need to 
protect your 
records.

Too much or too little stylus 
1 (needle) force can permanently 

damage your valuable records 
and your expensive stylus.

Only Philips helps you pro- 
• tect them both. Because only 
; Philips turntables have an accu- 
\ rate, built-in stylus force gauge. 

To let you see at a glance the 
weight of the stylus on your 

\ records. So the Philips touch 
'. isatways the right touch.
t. With electronic touch 
( Switches and electronic tone- 
\ arm return for smooth, 

easy one-touch operation. 
You can get the Philips 

touch at your nearest Philips 
dealer. Starting at $140,* 
its a soft touch for you, too.

•. *Suggested retail prices optional with dealers.
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High Fidelity Laboratories. Lid

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



® 1979 R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co.

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

10 mg. "tar", 0.9 mg. nicotine au. per cigarette by FTC method.

Real

Rtch T«ftt*-Low Tar

"Taste Real's new golden taste! 
Richer...mellower than before9'

Real's new golden leaf tobacco blend does it.
Tastes richer... mellower... more satisfying.

A taste that's pure gold.

The smoking man's low tar
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VjOEMEMBER IT WASNT 
BAD ENOUBH YOU V-V\D TO 
BOTHER ABOUT YOUR 
EVENTUALLY BECOMING? ONE 
OF THE GROWNKJPS^yoj. 
HAD TO WO^RY /SOU 
OWE "THAT DIDN'T WOKK OUT''

SOME DAYS _... 
WORSE THAN OKI

HOLD FT, WALDO- 
DGN'TLX) ANY

T'LL ^>ET IT'S A ClKCHTO &O 
COCKOO. ±LL BET IT'S THE 
SIMPLEST THIM& IN THE WO3 
JDSTONH CAY MX) S^Y-SCREWIT, TAA ©owe TD 00 CUCKOO-
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- ....._.. HOW YOU GET .... 
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HAVE TD WORK AT IT MAY&E, 
ONE DAY YOU WAkE UP AND 
IT'5 JUST GRABBED 

KEEP5.
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RAISE HELL 
WITH
MOTHER 
JONES!

Are you ready for
MOTHER JONES?

The first one's
FREE.

Mother Jones is a magazine for (he rest of us. For people who 
are barely surviving the age, who want -and expect -more. 
For people who are gelling ready for the eighties. It's a kind 
of road map, compendium, home companion and provocation 
to thought -a catalogue of possibilities for yourself and the 
society that you won 1 ! find anywhere else.

Perhaps you've never heard of Mother Jones - the person 
or the magazine. We're named after an unsung heroine of 
American history who raised lots of hell herself- challenging, 
pushing, prodding for change, winning in the process battles 
that helped institute the first child labor laws in America, 
helped alleviate some of the worse working conditions in 
human history, and helped win for working women and men a 
new respect and power in the world.

Well, we raise her kind of hell. Her commitment and 
endurance have inspired a new national magazine that in its 
first three years has won 15 major awards for editorial 
excellence, graphics and public service.

We're known for blockbusters, for breaking stories that 
most of the media doesn't have the courage to touch, stories 
like

• the Ford Pinto expose that led directly to the first 
homicide indictment ever brought against an 
American corporation.

• the anti-war bombing the FBI refused to stop in order 
to launch sweeping, illegal measures against the anti-war 
movement.

• the "Infant Formula" story that helped spark a world 
wide boycott against powdered milk manufacturers.

• the truth about smoking and the tobacco industry that 
no one else would print.

• the secret links between the Bechtel corporation and the 
CIA, between est and the Hunger Project and between 
the White House and the nuclear industry chieftains. 

But hard-hitting investigative journalism isn't ail you'll 
get when you subscribe to Mother Jones. You'll also find 
rib-tickling cartoons, including the Doonesbury cartoons most 
newspapers wouldn't print...tidbits like the recipe for Oreo 
cookie filling and how much the IRS would collect if dope 
were legalized...what's new with psychics and physics, 
communes and computers...incisive profiles...sex after 
cigarettes...and how to do the missile shuffle.

•'• • "\'-^^l s^™*!! 1 " • TUT

(E^O*^

Mother Jones' fresh approach has attracted writers like 
Studs Terkel, Francis Moore Lappe, Rita Mae Brown, Ron 
Chernow, Abbie Huffman and Denise Levcrtov. And dozens 
of new young writers with the promise of a radically different 
magazine that is complex in times that have grown more 
simple-minded.

It's a unique magazine, designed for a unique reader. And 
H won't cost you anything now lo subscribe. Just return the 
coupon below and we'll send you your first issue free. If you 
like it, we'll bill you for a year's subscription (nine additional 
issues) at just 58.88 - a 40% savings off the regular newsstand 
price. If you don't like it, just write "cancel" on the bill and 
keep the free copy with no obligation.

Send for your free issue today!

""FREE ISSUE—
Send me a free copy of Mother Jones. /// like it I will pay you 
38.88 (fl 40% savings off newsstand price) for a full year—nine 
more issues. If I decide not to subscribe for any reason, I'll just 
mark "cancel" an the bill and that's it—no further obligations.

Name

Address

City 

State Zip
Mother Jones Subscription Department
1886 Haymarket Square, Marion, OH 43302

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



SOMEOAY.-.YoULL 
PlSCOl/ER

ITS
&0/W6TO BE VERV 
PLEASANT 
EITHER1 OF US.

/-THIS IS S^METH/N6 THAT 
HAPPEMS TO Ai-L 5IRLS UJHEM

I -THEY'RE ABOUT
^*^

EVER HAPPEMS TO A
OF CHILDHOOD- Y£AI?S\AJOMAW 'TIL SHE <3E:TS

-THIS STUFF... [T'-S WOT REALLY EVEN
IT'5 THE 

Ut\... WOMB

O)T FOR ABOUT A 
EBAtlCAiAl/Jfl

foi? w.(vwsr THE Rest QF

DO YOU 
UJAMT TO 
READ

GROW/MS 
UKIN6 IT

NATIONAL LAMPOON 77Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



MAIL ORDER

Notbnol Lornpoon 1964 High School 
Yearbook Parody. From C. Estes Kefuuver 
High in Dacron, Ohio 
Deluxe Edition (90-1007A] $4.95

National Lampoon Sunday Newspaper 
Parody. Sequel to the High School Yearbook— 
o complete Sunday edition of Ihe Dacron 
Republican-Democrat (8O-1021}$<1.95

Gentleman's Bathroom ConiponJon Gentleman's Bathroom Companion I 
An anthology of risque material from Second anlhobgy of risque 
the National Lampoon (BO-lQOl] $2.50 material from National Lampoon

[8O-1018) $2.50

11 * 1 /
• —* "*^- ttm '

National Lampoon's 
Animal House 
Baseball Jersey 
(TS-1Q28)$6.00

National Lampoon's
Animal House T-shirt

With pod raits of all Ihe
Delta bi others

(TS 1029] $4.95

National Lampoon
Black Sox

Softbail Team Jersey 
[TS-I027)S6.00

National Lampoon
Black Sox Baseball Jacket

(Satiny fabric with a real cotton lining.)
ITS-1030) $28.95 -

National Lampoon
"That's Not Funny,
That's Sick!" T-shirt

(TS 1026) $4.95

Use COUPON for your order.
*£i?

Indicate the products that you wish to purchase, enclose check or money order, place in envelope, and send to:

National Lampoon, Dept. NL- 979
635 Madison Ave., New York, N.Y. 10022

Please enclose 754 per order for postage and handling (Canadian and foreign residents please enclose $1.00 \ier order].
New York State residents please add 8% sales tax.

I have enclosed a totnl of $—————————————————————

Name. 

Add re si 

City——

(please print)

-State,
(Please be sure that your zip code is correct.)

-Zip.

D$4.95BO-1007A

D$15,OOBN-1002

D $13.50 BN-1003

D $12.50 BN-1004

C$11.50 BN-1005

C$10.50BN-1006

D $2,50 BO-1001

LI $2.50 BO-1003

11 $2,50 BO-1005

u $2.5060-1006

n $2.50 BO-1008

D $2.50 BO-1009

I" 1 $6.95. A -1001

D$4.95BO.1021

H $2.50 BO-1018

i. ]$2.50BO-1020

D $3.95 BO-1025

L1$4.50BN-I001

(2 for $8.00,

3 for $10.50)

n$3.95TS-1019 small

D$6.00TS-1027 small

DS4.95TS-1026 small

D $6.00 TS- 1028 small

!";$4.95TS-1029 small

C $28.95 TS-1030 small

Circle one ;

medium large

medium large

medium

medium

medium

medium

large 

large 

large 

large

If you do not wish to cut the coupon In this ad, but do wish to order,
please print or type all the necessary information and enclose il with a check or money order.

Notional Lampoon Mono Gorilla T-shirt
(TS 1019) $3.95
National Lampoon Binder [BN-1001)
$4.50 each, 2 for $8.00, 3 for $10,50
Lampoon-12 issues in binder.
19/4 (BN-1002] $15.00,1975 (BN-1003) $13.50
1976 (BN-1004) $12,50,1977 (BN-1005) $11.50
I978(BN.]006)$10.50
"That's Nol Funny, That's Siekl"
Notional lampoon comedy LP
[A-1001) $6.95
The National Lampoon Encyclopedia of Humor.
Amusement in alphabetical order, all original material
(OO-I005)$2.50
National Lampoon Presents French Comics.
Popular French cartoonists published For the first
time in America (BO-1020] $2.50
The Best of National Lampoon No. 3
Anthology of the National Lampoon's best articles
1971-1972 [BO 1003)$2.50
The Best of National Lampoon No. 4
1972-1973 anthology (BO-1006) $2,50 
The Best of National Lampoon No. 5
1973-1974 anthology (BO-tOOS] $2.50 
The Best of National Lampoon No. 6
1974-1975 anthology (BO-1009] $2.50 
The Best of National Lampoon No. 8 
1976-1977 anthology (BO-1025) $3.95Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



N.Y. CONFIDENTIAL byPreiss&Reese
HOWEY, THIS I* TWe i~~_. -..--. 
[JOT TUG WEST COAST > WHAT 
APE WE aOlNS TO PO 03ITH /
PIPTYVOUNPS OP
OPGANIC ZOCCH1W1?

I'M SORRY! IT'S NOf
! 1 PON'T WANT TO 

SIT AROUNP, 5MOK6 POPE 
A»JP

HEY) POYOU HAVE, YOU 
TUS ACTlOU OlO

THE I'/M IM COCOA

OR OU6R-TH6- V;;;,,,

&lK&n/™«K

JUST THEMONW. 
BITCH,1.

SCOOP THE 
/AONEV IN 

TWE BA<3 OR I'U 
BLOW YOUR 
PUCKIN'MEAP 

OFF/

- \\
MAM HURLS \ 
MS STEEL kCPD VTMID 1 rUtntlMfc&,«/v\AN l IVfc JU1 

JANDq UP J RECE1V60 A VERY LOVELYr-\hV. L. I • l_ h^- ^^ Tt-r\f t^/Vtk'f

THANK YOU NOTE FROM THE
TWO MEN WHO HELP UP 
OUR BANK, ....... ______

PRESIMNT

NATIONAL LAMPOON 79Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



NQRT.W, ft TRAP TO
vs A RARE TREAT. g=

WHftT 
THINK OF THIS, MAURICE?

RlfcHT IN THE CAR 
V-JATCH A MOVIE.

'/GOOD EVENING, HOPE XOU 
ENJOY OUR FEATURE. AND HERES 

FREE BALLOON FOR THE. CHILD.

LOOK AT DOSE 
CARTOONS CERE-JUST 

LIKE DHEY WERG REftL

ISMT IT AMAZING 
THE \NAY THEY AAAKE 
MCWIES NOWADAYS ?

OA RABBIT
oy. ARE

FRIENDS f DAT WAS

TUAT DOES SOUND
E CCULD ALL 

ME REFRESHMENT

WD SO MAURICE fcEGlMSTHG \m UM: WIS RETURM..,
TREK TO THE SHACK STAND.

" ""SURE ILL RESPECT YOU,EH?
OOOOH YEA,A LITTLE 

HURRY BACK,/ANURlCE/VhAORE ' OOOOH
AND DON'T FORGET

ANVBODY
"URT IN
DERE?

BUTTER ON AM

GATHERING HIS
TREATS,
RETURNS TO

LOOK OVHR THERE.THE 
POLICE HAVE ARRESTED A 
NAKED YOUTH!/

EN\, COWBOYS/
THE HELL IS IT

MV \NORD IVJUATDCYCT
SUPPOSE MAKES PEOPLE
DC THINGS LIKE THAT?

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



HIGH SPEED RECEIVERS: 
FASTER RESPONSE MEANS 
MORE ACCURATE SOUND.

The new Kenwood receivers actually outperform 
all other receivers, as well as our competitors' sep 
arate amplifiers and tuners in transient response.

The reason is Kenwood's exclusive technical 
breakthrough: Hi-Speed. It allows our receivers to 
react more quickly to musical changes. So what 
comes out of your receiver matches precisely what 
went in.

You'll hear the difference as dramatically accu 
rate, open sound with superior imaging and detail. 
Like hearing an individual singer in a vocal group.

Hi-Speed is available in (our models, all DC- 
amplified for clean bass response. Each one also 
has switchable wide and narrow IF bands for tow- 
distortion FM reception, plus dual power meters.

And each Hi-Speed receiver has unique individ 
ual features that make a real difference in the 
tonal quality of music. Like dual power supplies 
that eliminate crosstalk distortion. Or a pulse count 
detector that digitally reduces FM distortion by half

while significantly reducing background noise. Or a 
built-in equalizer with ten turnover frequencies for 
full acoustic control.

Whichever model you choose, you'll be getting 
the most advanced receiver technology and per 
formance available today. Advances far beyond the 
competition.

Your Kenwood dealer will be happy to demon 
strate Hi-Speed, now.

1~|H/-SPEED
Hear the future of high fidelity

Square
waveform response 

of Hi-Speed
KEIMWOOD

For the Kenwood dealer nearest you, see your Yellow Pages, 
or write Kenwood. P.O. Box 6213, Carson, CA 90749
In Canada: Magnasonlc Canada, Ltd.
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VACATION'58

Mom found her umbrella in the back 
and opened it up. She fixed it so it rested 
in Aunt Edythe's hand and protected her 
from the rain. Then she wrote a note 
and stuck it between Aunt Edythe's 
knees. The note said, "Sorry, Norrnic. 
Will talk later. Love, Ruth and Clark 
and the kids."

The vacation sort of went downhill 
after that. Mom continued to feel badly 
about how we just dumped Aunt 
Edythe on the porch and how upset 
Normic would be to find his Mom all 
wet and dead. Dad tried to be cheerful 
from time to time, but it wasn't sincere. 
He couldn't cheer anyone up, not the 
way he felt.

We ran into a little excitement the 
next day at the Yuma Proving Grounds, 
near the Arizona/California border. Dad 
thought that we might enjoy a brief trip 
to the Imperial Dam. At Roll, Arizona, 
we took a little dirt road that both Mom 
and Dad thought would go through to 
the reservoir and dam. Instead, it went 
through the proving grounds, and on 
that particular day they were proving 
missiles.

MCfc were just driving along trying to 
ignore the bumps and chuckholcs, when 
all of a sudden a missile cleared the top 
of the car by a foot and exploded about a 
half mile away. The force of the explo 
sion rocked the car and woke up the 
baby.

Another missile zinged past and blew 
up.

"Holy Christ! Someone's shooting at 
us!"

Dad hit the gas and we all dove on the 
floor and covered our heads. "Gimme 
your walkie-talkie!" Dad shouted to me. 
I fumbled around on the floor and 
found my Kaptain Kismet walkie-talkie 
set.

"Come on, you idiot! Hand it over!"
1 gave it to Dad and he pressed the 

button. "Weeeeeeeeenoooooooowop!" Dad 
screamed into the little plastic walkie- 
talkie.

1 looked up and saw a missile explode 
in front of us.

"See, son? Missiles arc radio con 
trolled. I just interfered with its signal 
and changed its course!"

"But Dad..."
"Here comes another! Weeeeeeeeeooooo- 

oooowop!"
"But Dad!"
"Lookout!"
That was it! Bkm! The force of the 

exploding shell knocked the car over on 
its side. We all fell against the passenger 
doors. Dad's glasses broke again. Patty

chipped her two-thousand-dollar front 
teeth. Mom just started to whimper and 
coo and tap her foot on the floor.

"DadJ' 1 finally said,"there isn't any 
batteries in it."

"Aren't any batteries" Mom said softly.
Dad and I were able to get the car 

back on its wheels. No missiles came by 
until we were on our way again. At first, 
Dad didn't do anything but drive. It was 
as though we were going down Wood 
ward Avenue in Detroit and the explod 
ing missiles were pigeon poops. Then 
one came pretty close and Dad jumped 
on the accelerator and we took off again. 
Dad dodged and swerved, stopped, sped 
up, spun around. He got so good at 
avoiding missiles that 1 felt a little disap 
pointed when we reached the north en 
trance to the range.

A pair of startled guards approached 
the car. Dad rolled down the window 
and grinned. "You better hope to God 
that the Russians aren't flying Plymouth 
station wagons, 'cause they're 
invincible!"

We drove off and had a good laugh. 
As a matter of fact, we laughed nonstop 
until the Indian attack.

We crossed the Colorado River, stop 
ping to admire its muddy brown maj 
esty. Then we continued, driving 
through the Yuma Indian reserva 
tion. Highway 80cut through the south 
west corner of the reservation, which 
was littered with beat-up trailers, tin 
sheds, garbage, pick-up trucks, and semi- 
naked kids. It smclled of sewage.

As we passed a driveway, a truck 
pulled out and followed us. Every drive 
way had a pick-up truck and every pick 
up truck pulled out and followed us. 
The lead truck pulled out and passed us. 
He slowed to a crawl as the other trucks 
came alongside.

" Lock your doors!" Mom ordered.

Dad honked the horn and waved 
for the Indians to let us pass. They 
responded with a shower of beer cans 
and liquor bottles.

"Indian attack!" I shouted.
"But they're Yuma Indians. The 

guidebook says that they are primarily 
agrarian people with no tradition of war- 
fa re!" Mom said.

"Look out!" Dad shouted. "A rifle!"
Five rifles poked out from the truck 

windows. Dad coasted to a stop, steering 
with his knees so he could keep his 
hands up in the air. One of the Indians 
got out of his truck. He knocked on the 
window with his rifle. Dad rolled it 
down a crack.

"Yes? May 1 help you?" Dad said with 
a smile.

"Give me your money," the Indian 
mumbled. He was drunk.

Dad counted out the last of the stolen 
money. He slipped a twenty, a five, and 
three ones out the window.

"Open the hood of your car."
"Why?"

The Indian trained his rifle on Dad. 
He reached down and pulled the hood 
latch. A couple of the other Indians 
began robbing the engine of parts. The 
rest of the Yumas surrounded the car 
and made lewd remarks and gestures at 
Patty and Mom.

"Hey, look here!" Dad said. "If you 
take too much off my engine, we won't 
be able to drive away."

We let the Indians fleece us. They 
took everything, even Dad's Pall Malls, 
They took our hubcaps, headlights, 
chrome strips, radio, antenna, and air fil 
ter. Then one of Indians asked for our 
tires. He said he would trade his tires for 
ours. Three Indians helped jack-up the 
front and got the front tires off, while 
two other Indians jacked-up the back 
and took off those tires. Another truck 
came by loaded with screaming Indians 
waving bottles in paper bags.

" Let's fergit this," the leader said, and • 
they left us with one tire on and three 
off. The three that were off were snow 
tires and slightly larger than the original 
tire that remained.

At about sun-up we passed through 
Joshua Tree National Monument. Dad 
slammed on the brakes and made us all 
get out of the car. "See" he said. "That's a 
Joshua tree!' Then he made us get back 
in and we sped off. It was sort of scary.

We hit Riverside, California, around 
breakfast, but no one dared suggest we 
stop. At Ontario it began to rain. Dad 
turned on the wipers. They started up 
and then stopped. Dad had to slow 
down because the rain formed an 
opaque film on the glass and he couldn't 

continued on page 84
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Valiant Fish
• Six-year-old Ann Dunlap, daughter 
of a wealthy land developer in Fairfax, 
California, was walking to school with 
a bowl containing her pet goldfish 
when two men suddenly pulled her 
into their car. "Your daddy will pay us 
a lot of money not to kill you," one of 
the men said chuckling, as the other 
bound Ann's head, feet, and hands 
with oily towels. The attackers failed 
to notice that her goldfish had fallen 
beneath the front seat. Drawing on the 
last of its precious oxygen, the loyal 
fish twisted and slithered along the 
floor mat, and with a single, heroic 
spasm, nipped up onto the brake pedal 
just as the driver approached a stop 
sign. His foot slipped off the pedal, 
causing the car to run through the in 
tersection. A policeman spotted the 
incident, and after pulling the car over, 
noticed Ann's condition and arrested 
her kidnappers on the spot.
• Paul Hock, a field technician for a 
private utility company, was awarded 
$150,000 in a lawsuit arising from an 
on-the-job accident that left him para 
lyzed from the waist down. Shortly 
after receiving the money, an "invest 
ment specialist" called on Mr. Hock 
and suggested he become affiliated 
with the so-called Reach Out for 
Action investment program—a scheme 
that supposedly helped to concentrate 
all of one's acuity and potential at crit 
ical "breakpoints" in various business 
transactions. Hock, who was in a 
somewhat diminished and vulnerable 
emotional state, was easily convinced 
that he should seize this opportunity 
to increase his recent court award ten 
fold, and thereby obtain true financial 
security for the rest of his life. He did 
not notice that the plan required him 
to relinquish all of his money to the 
"broker." As Mr. Hock was about to 
sign the contract, a puff-fish that had 
been swimming near the side of an 
aquarium overlooking his desk 
pushed a plastic castle from the base of 
the tank up to the top rim. By care 
fully tilting the castle over the edge, 
the fish was able to draw Hock's atten-

coiHinued on page 85
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FIELD TESTER CAP
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VACATION'58
continued from page 82

see. When he slowed down, the wipers 
went on. As he accelerated, they slowed 
and stopped. That's when he started to 
cry. We all started to cry. There we were 
crawling down U.S. 10, bawl ing like 
babies.

We idled info Pomona. The rain 
cleared and Dad punched it, and we 
roared south ro Anaheim.

"We're getting close" 1 shouted as I 
spotted a Disneyland sign. "We're going 
to make it!"

Ourodyssey was nearingan end, and 
even though we had less than a day to 
spend in the fabled fun capital of Amer 
ica, it didn't matter. Our tears were now 
for joy. I patted Dad on the hack and 
said in a choked voice, "Thanks, Dad. I 
love you." Mom gave him a kiss and so 
did Patty, and Missy grabbed him 
around his neck and squeezed.

"There it is.' 1 see it! i see it'." I screamed 
when 1 saw the turrets of Cinderella's 
castle.

"Oh, my God! It's Disneyland!" Mom 
cried. She thanked God and made us 
give thanks, which we gladly did.

We pulled into the massive parking 
lot. It was empty.

"We have the place to ourselves!" Dad 
announced with a smile that quickly 
turned to a drooling idiotV frown as he 
read a sign that said Glosed for Repairs 
and Cleaning.

"There is no god!" Mom shouted. 
"No god would treat us like this!"

"Don't say that, Mom!' Patty pleaded.
"We are in the hands of the devil! We 

have sinned, we bathed in sin, and the 
devil stole our souls!" Mom grabbed out 
at us. We started to cry.

"Closed for repairs and cleaning," Datl 
fumed. "You soivof-a-bitch prick! I 
watched your son-of-a-bitch program 
every Sunday! I bought a son-of-a-bitch 
color TV just to watch your son-of-a- 
bitch program! You owe me! You owe 
Clark WGriswold.Jr.! You out? him!"

Dad threw the car in reverse and 
floored it. The thrust jerked us all for 
ward in our seats. Then he slammed on 
the brakes and threw it into forward. We 
screeched off toward the freeway. When 
we got to L.A., Dad got off the freeway 
and stopped at a sporting goods store. 
He took the checkbook off the dash 
board and went inside.

A few minutes later, Dad came out of 
the store with a bag under his arm. He 
got into the car and kissed Mark. He 
started the engine and we drove back to 
the freeway. We got off at Santa Monica 
Boulevard and headed toward Bcverly 
Hills and Bel Air.

"Clark?" Mom said. "Where are we 
going?"

Dad didn't answer. He just continued 
driving, being very careful now to ob 
serve speed limits and all the rules of the 
road.

"Clark? Clark? Clark?" said Mom, 
over and over again."

When we got to Beverly Hills, Dad 
pulled over. There was an old sedan 
parked ahead of us. A man wearing a 
straw hat came up to our car. He held up 
a map of the stars' homes.

"Hello, folks," he said. "Welcome to 
Hollywood!"

"Give me the mapj' Dad demanded as 
he drew a revolver out of the bag and 
pressed it against the man's nose. The 
man handed Dad the map. "Thank you."

We drove away, leaving the man 
standing in the middle of the road, shak 
ing his head and stroking his white hair.

We stopped in front of a rambling 
mansion surrounded by a high fence. 
Dad turned off the motor. He loaded his 
revolver and stuck it in his belt. With 
out saying a word, he got out ol the car 
and made for the fence. 1 followed him. 
Mom was too nuts to prevent me.

1 never knew Dad was in such good 
shape, but he just climbed up the fence 
like it was a four-foot backyard stockade 
fence. 1 could see where he was going. 
There was a group of men sitting around 
a swimming pool having some kind of 
meeting. Dad crawled on his belly 
through the flower beds up to the house; 
then he stood still. A dog on a chain 
leaped from the patio toward the flower 
bed where Dad was standing. He fired 
and drilled the dog in midair.

"I've got your number, Disney! I'm 
Clark W Griswold, and you owe me!"

The men who were reviewing draw 
ings and papers on a large table turned in 
Dad's direction. A woman screamed and 
dropped a tray of drinks.

"I'll give you to the count of three, 
Wilt Disney!"

"Can't we talk?" Disney said in the fa 
miliar voice that I recognized from the 
weekly introductions to his TV

program.
"You closed your fantasy park, and 

that was a mistake!" Dad shouted as he 
waved his revolver at Mr. Disney. "I'm 
giving you to the count of three to run. 
I'm giving you a chance! You can run or I 
can blast your ass right here!"

Mr. Disney looked at the other men. 
He looked at the woman who had 
dropped the drinks and was now frozen 
with her hands over her mouth. A secur 
ity guard came running around the cor 
ner of the house. He saw Dad and 
stopped, dropping his pistol on the lawn 
and raising his hands over his head.

"One.'" Dad shouted.
Walt waited a moment, then dashed 

down the long stretch of grass. Dad 
dropped to one knee, followed Mr. Dis 
ney, and fired. Mr. Disney tumbled to 
the ground clutching his upper thigh. 
His momentum carried him into the 
flower beds. Two Beverly Hills police 
men leaped on Dad and wrestled the 
weapon from his hand.

Mom, Patty, Missy, Mark, and I were 
cleared ol conspiracy charges. They held 
Dad for attempted murder, assault with 
a deadly weapon, illegal use of a firearm, 
and two violations of the Beverly Hills 
noise code. He had to stay behind. We 
went home.

Mom called Grandpa Pete from the 
police station, and he arranged for tick 
ets to be waiting for us at the airport. 
The police let us say good-bye to Dad.! 
felt really sorry for him, especially when 
he kissed me and said that he hoped I'd 
had at least a few minutes of fun on our 
vacation. 1 assured him I did. I also told 
him that! hoped he would beat the rap 
and be home real soon and that I didn't 
begrudge him for shooting such a neat 
guy as Mr. Disney.

We sort of forgot about Dad as soon 
as the engines on the airplane trembled 
and sputtered and moved us around in a 
graceful arc, then nosed up into the sky. 
Our hearts pounded with excitement as 
we watched L.A. shrink below us. We 
drank Coca-Cola and sailed over the 
desert valleys that we had fought our 
way across just the day before. We en 
joyed sandwiches as we flew into the 
pollen-free Arizona air.

"Isn't this marvelous?" Mom sighed. 
She exhaled and shook her head. " It 
seems foolish now to drive when you 
can fly. Maybe this is the way to see the 
country. Look, down there below us, 
children!"

"Ladies and gentlemen, this is Cap 
tain Fred Freeman. Off to the right side 
of the aircraft you will see the Grand 
Canyon. Formed millions of years ago, it

D
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VALIANT FISH
runrmueJ /rum page 83

tion to deleterious portions of che 
agreement by dropping beads of water 
on key words and phrases. Mr. Hock 
ultimately decided the better of the 
plan, and placed his money in an estab 
lished mutual fund. 
• A group of men were sport fishing 
off the coast of Florida when one of 
them hooked a small manta ray. Being 
curious about the species, he brought 
the fish aboard and placed it in a tub 
on deck for closer examination. Just 
then, another man, Bob Stewart, 
landed an extraordinarily large and 
combative marlin. Everyone's atten 
tion turned immediately to Stewart as 
lie began a contest that lasted all after 
noon and throughout the night. By 
morning, a heavy fog reduced visibil 
ity to several feet. Suddenly, the mar 
lin made a furious run. Stewart gave 
the fish too much line; when he pulled 
back on the pole, the line somehow be 
came caught on a cleat by the gunwale. 
The line tightened, and then, remark 
ably, the fish began pulling the boat. In 
their excitement, Stewart and his com 
panions did not hear the horn of a 
large oil tanker less than a hundred 
yards off the starboard bow. Sensing 
trouble, the manta ray rocked the tub 
until it toppled and spilled a stream of 
water into the cabin. The manta ray 
slid along the stream and wrapped its 
jaws around a cord leading to the ship's 
radar monitor, then pulled it to the 
deck, and frantically pecked at the 
controls with its pointed tail until the 
speaker clicked on and blasted out a 
shrill warning signal. Stewart cut his 
line as one of the others rushed to the 
wheel and brought the boat around 
just in time. CH

Ok young man, oh you looking for a
good lime democratic, 

] \\ave Iteard you asking me, where shall I
go? 

Camerado, American youth, / embrace
you, 

And! tell you to go where you cart have a
good meal, where u-liateivr you feel you
can do. 

Oh young man, oh you who feel doun, I
tell you to pick yourself o$ the ground
of these States,

I tell you there is no need to be unliapfrv, 
And I tell you where -you must go, it is to

theYMCA. 
I hear America ringing, it is singing tliat

it is fun to stay at the YMCA. 
And I do not .scorn to sing with it, I sing

the YMCA electric!
-Walt "The Gestalt" Whitman

brother
IHTEBKAT10MAL CORPORATION
8 Corporate Place 
Piscataway, New Jersey 08854

To err is human. To 
correct those mis- 
lakes on your es 

says, term papers, 
reports and home 

work quickly, cleanly
and easily is why Brother made the Correct-O-Riter. 

And unlike old-fashion cartridge typewriters, you never have 
to remove a colof/corfection cassette to correct an error. 

It's self-correcting! Other Correct-0-Rite r features include a power 
electric carnage return, 12" carriage and a complete assortment 

of color/correction cassette ribbons, Make no mistake... write 
Dept. 4L today for the name of your nearest Brother dealer.

If you can find a receiver 
that does more.

DC configuration Relay protection IS LED logarithmic Logarithmic 2 phono inputs 
OCLpowcramplifier with LED powerdisplay volume attenuator /

i '"*"
Connections for Bass/mid range/ Twin position Front panel acces- 2tapemonitors 
3pairofspeakers treble toneconlrols active subsonic soryswitch with full tape copy

with variable turn- and high filters capability
over frequencies
and by-pass

Scott's new 390R is perhaps the 
most complete receiver ever made

A professional control center for your 
entire sound system, the 390R delivers a 
full 120 watts per channel min. RMS, at 
8 ohms from 20-20,000 Hz with no more 
than 0.03V, THD. And it offers more options, 
features and flexibility than you'll find 
on most separates.

Compare the Scott 390R with any other 
receiver on the market today. If you can 
find one that does more... buy it.

Buy it. For specifications on our com 
plete line of audio components, 

contact your nearest Scott dealer, or 
write H.H. Scott, Inc., 20 Commerce 
Way, Dept. HR, Wobum, MA 01801.

SCOTT
The Name to listen to:
Makers of high quality high fidelity equipment since 1947.
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Italy. When a Murato player 
kicked what appeared to be a 
certain goal against his team. 
Luccheti drew a revolver and 
shot the ball. Winnipeg Free 
Press (contributed by R. Brown)

• An eighteen-year-old man 
was arrested after allegedly 
stealing $6.50 worth of 
Yurnbos from a Burger King 
in Columbus, Ohio. His name 
is Ronald McDonald. The Co 
lumbus Dispatch (contributed 
by Mark Edgerton)

• Sister Godfrida, a nun in 
the Roman Catholic Apos 
tolic Order of the Holy Jo 
seph, is under investigation

by Belgian police for alleg 
edly murdering ten elderly 
patients in the hospital where 
she worked. She was selling 
off their belongings to sup 
port her $200-a-day heroin 
habit. AP (contributed by 
Tom Winegal)

• A nine-year-old boy bur 
glarized a home in Austin, 
Texas, exiting with a hand 
ful of twenty-dollar bills. 
The youngster was caught 
when he attempted to launder 
the money at a nearby gro 
cery store by asking for $160 
worth of bubble gum. UP! 
(contributed by Robbie 
White)

• Alan Patton received a 
thirty-day jail term for solic 
iting urine specimens from 
small children at school 
yards and other public 
places. Patton, who generally 
collected the fluid in plastic 
bags, told investigators he 
used it both as a beverage 
and body ointment. Colum 
bus Dispatch (contributed by 
John Curran)

• A man broke into a resi 
dence in Pacific Grove, Calif 
ornia, placed a boulder 
beneath the owner's pillow, 
and fled. Pacific Grove-Pebble 
Beach Monarch Tribune (con 
tributed by Beau Schoocraft)

WORDS AND PICTURES DEPT.

The photo and caption below appeared in the San Juan (Puerto Rico) Star of June 16, 1979.

• A Miami judge deferred 
several dozen traffic cases 
after an investigative news 
team presented evidence im 
pugning the reliability of 
Florida Highway l^trol radar 
equipment. According to a 
film shown in court, one 
radar device clocked a tree at 
86 mph. Another indicated 
that a house was traveling 
three miles over the residen 
tial street speed limit. San 
Francisco Chronicle (contrib 
uted by Andy Gillespie)

• A Milwaukee man, Gary 
Medrow, was arrested for im 
personating a Minneapolis 
police officer after he alleg 
edly compelled a number of 
local citizens to lift their 
friends and associates off the 
ground for extended periods 
of time. In one instance. 
Medrow identified himself as 
"Lieut. Michaels" to a female 
office worker named Jeanie, 
and told her she was sus 
pected of complicity in a hit- 
and-run collision. He said two 
women left the scene; one had 
broken an ankle in the acci 
dent, so the other picked her 
up and ran away. Medrow 
then ordered Jeanie to hoist a 
coworker, Linda, to deter 
mine if she was capable of 
lifting another woman. After 
timing Jeanie's effort to trans 
port Linda up and down the 
sidewalk, Medrow forced a 
man to repeat the lest with 
Linda for comparison. "He 
[Medrow] had some very big, 
important people in this town 
carrying their secretaries 
around for ten minutes," a po 
lice spokesman said. AP 
(contributed by Pat Kight)

• A Corsican soccer fan, 
Jean-Marc Luccheti, received 
a three-month jail term for in 
terfering with play at an im- According to a correction notice printed the following day. Carter and Brezhnev are really smiling 
portant match in Murato, in Vienna before signing SALT II.

neu QIC oil smiles as Ihey meet for the fiisl time since
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Here are the endings to some 
things that you'd only read or 
sit through to find out the 
endings.

BOOKS
Skibumi by Trevanian. Nich- 
olai Hel, the world's most per 
fect assassin, battles a 
supermonolith called the 
Mother Company. Hel kills 
his PLO targets and retires to 
a life of Shibumi in the 
Basque countryside ol Spain.

Sophie's Choice by William 
Styron. Stingo's friends at the 
Pink Palace - - beautiful 
Auschwilz survivor Sophie 
and tormented, psychotic 
Nathan — die in a suicide pact 
after a tumultuous relation 
ship. Stingo returns to his be 
loved South to finish his 
novel.

The Salt Mine by David Lip- 
pincott. Alyosha and his 
group of Russian dissidents 
seize control of the Kremlin, 
make demands of the Soviet 
government, and then escape 
with the hostages to freedom 
in Switzerland.

MOVIES
A Perfect Conple:Pau\ Dooley 
is disowned by his family, 
Marta Merlin leaves the rock 
band she sings with, and 
they end up together-the 
perfect couple.

Phantasm: Michael Baldwin 
realizes the entire ordeal at 
Morningside Mortuary was 
just a bad dream. That is, 
until he goes up to his room 
to pack up his things and the 
Tall Man gets him.

Winter Kills: John Huston is 
forcc'd by Anthony Perkins to 
have his own son assassi 
nated. When this is uncov 
ered by Jeff Bridges, Huston 
hurls himself out of a fiftieth- 
story window.

Alien: Sigourney Weaver 
blasts the Alien into outer 
space from the space shuttle. 
She and Jones, the cat, are the 
only survivors.

• A horde of 600 monkeys 
went on a rampage in south 
ern Ethiopia terrorizing local 
humans, killing sheep and 
goats, and destroying crops. 
An army of human farm 
workers finally confronted 
them at F^elberdale, and in a 
fierce two-day battle, killed 
353 of these stone-throwing 
creatures while suffering six 
casualties of their own. Au 
thorities speculate the animal 
siege was a counter to intense 
battles between Ethiopian 
and Somalian guerrillas, 
which have been fought in 
territory customarily occu 
pied by monkeys. Renters 
(contributed by Jeff Marke!)
• A troop of baboons at 
tacked a classroom near Jai 
pur, India, jumping up and 
down on the roof until, it 
caved in. Eifteen human 
school girls were killed in 
stantly. Reuters (contributed 
by Vernon Smith)

• After having been brushed 
by a locomotive near Nairobi. 
Kenya, an elephant lay in

wait beside the track for an 
other train. When one arrived 
two hours later, the elephant 
attacked a freight car and de 
stroyed its braking system. 
AP (contributed by £ric 
Ambro)

• While David McKigney. a 
human and professional Dear 
wrestler, cleaned a pen used 
by his trained 460-pound 
black bear, the animal en 
tered his home and climbed 
the stairs to a room occupied 
by Lynn Orser, McKigney's 
girl friend. As she tried to es 
cape through a window, the 
bear threw Miss Orser to the 
floor and attempted to rape 
her. She died a short time 
later. Canadian Press (con 
tributed by Marie Whitney)

• A seriously ill. seven-year- 
old human was resting in his 
bed near Agrobrazil, Brazil, 
when a colony of giant flnts 
entered the room and ate him 
alive. The ants subsequently 
marched on four other chil 
dren in the house who were

EVIDENCE THAT SNAKES ARE ACTUALLY 
OK. ANIMALS

L'l'l (contributedb\K. Quadc)

"I 'tide Sam," a California lumberjack's pet rattier, might possi 
bly be construed to hetat redeemed the vicious and demonic rep 
utation of snakes by performing the unusual act of pulling a 
miniature Conestoga wagon along a mat white not biting its 
human owner. On the other hand, we have no assurance the 
wagon is not towing the snake, and the lumberjack isn't about to 
get il in that big vein just below his watch.

saved when neighbors heard 
their screams. Agence 
France-Presse (contributed by 
Eric Ambro)

• A human. Mrs. Amelia 
Koybal, opened the door to 
her home in Albuquerque, 
New Mexico, to call her clog 
when a monkey of unknown 
origin rushed in and began 
leaping around her living 
room. Shortly thereafter, the 
monkey drank a can of clean 
ing fluid, a bottle of hand lo 
tion, and some of Mrs. 
Roybals eye medicine, caus 
ing it to become loud and un 
controllable. When Mr. 
Koybal attempted to take the 
bottles away, the irate animal 
retaliated by throwing cook 
ing pans and china, then un 
plugging the television, 
spinning knobs on the dish 
washer, and chewing up a 
bowl of plastic fruit. The 
monkey later assaulted 
human police with oranges 
and potatoes, and bit the 
Roybals' thirteen-year-old son 
on the back. AP (contributed 
by Eric Ambro)
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Vour Tax Dollars at Work

H0f*£ Of } 
60V£BWft BAY 8LABTON I

"mm TALL" BUFQRO KISSER 

***£ 1.375 HAPPY PEOPLE

Charles Peck
Billboard erected by the government of Adamsville, Tennessee.

•'Mrs. Ira Sanders of Winni 
peg, Manitoba, testified be 
fore Senator Ted Kennedy's 
committee on National 
Health Insurance that her 
husband had undergone eight 
years of extensive surgery 
and that since 1976 he spent 
sixty-two weeks in various 
hospitals. She stated that doc 
tors diagnosed his illness as 
arteriosclerosis, and that the 
government paid for vir 
tually all of the treatment. 
Asked by Kennedy if she was 
satisfied with the medical 
attention her husband had 
received, Mrs. Sanders re 
sponded. "Extremely, except 
that he didn't have arte 
riosclerosis." Denver Post 
(contributed by Ronald 
Dunn)

• Carl Chamberlain burglar 
ized a building near Water- 
bury, Vermont, then found 
employment with a tree ser 
vice. Police arrested him a 
short time later, and he was 
eventually sentenced to three 
months in jail. The tree ser 
vice fired Chamberlain at the 
time of his conviction, so he 
filed for unemployment ben 
efits while in prison. Ver 
mont's Economic Security 
Board denied his request: 
however, the State Supreme 
Court ruled that Chamber 
lain was entitled to collect be 
cause his breaking into a 
building and getting arrested 
and going to jail were unre 
lated to his job. New York 
Times

• Pennsylvania governor Mil 
ton Shapp offered free trips 
to Titusville and Hershey as 
prizes in his Great Pennsylva

nia Slogan Contest. After 
sorting through entries like 
"Pennsylvania: Gateway to 
Ohio," "Pennsylvania: Nolo 
contendere!' "Pennsylvania: 
Home of the Pennsylvania 
Turnpike." and "Pennsylva 
nia: Almost West Virginia." 
judges finally settled on 
"Pennsylvania: Naturally." 
And, after considerable ex 
pense in administering the 
contest, Shapp and his staff 
learned that Vermont already 
uses the slogan "Vermont: 
Naturally." UPl (contributed 
by Michael Roszkowski)

• The U.S. Air Force requisi 
tioned and received a number 
of compressed air cannons 
and several dozen crates of 
dead chickens to fire from the 
cannons at the windshields of 
certain aircraft for the pur 
pose of determining their re 
sistance to birds. Walt Street 
Journal (contributed by 
Harry Farkas)

• A redevelopment agency in 
Pennsylvania applied to the 
Department of Housing and 
Urban Development (HUD) 
for $1,127,222 in financial as 
sistance. HUD agreed to pro 
vide the funds; however.its 
auditors discovered the 
request exceeded departmen 
tal limits by one dollar. A 
project manager offered to 
supply the extra dollar from 
his own pocket, but HUD in 
sisted that new contracts be 
drawn, causing a three- 
month delay and adding sev 
eral thousand dollars to the 
cost of completing the trans 
action. San Francisco Chron 
icle (contributed by Bill 
Williams)

Profiles in Third World 
Industrial Science

Mr. Wu is general manager of 
the Da Goang Assorted Co. in 
Taipei, Taiwan, winner of the 
1977 Golden Brain Award, 
and inventor of the following 
products marketed through 
out Southeast Asia and the 
Middle East.

The Salonmay Bustline In- 
creaser "has proved most suc 
cessful in beautifying the 
female bustline," according to 
Mr. Wu. ft consists primarily 
of a plastic dome that fits 
tightly around the breast. 
When flat- or flabby-chested 
women squeeze the rubber 
bulb attached to the end of the 
hose connected to the dome, 
their "pituitary glands will be 
come stimulated and cell tis 
sue of the bust area will be 
built up through physio 
therapy treatment." Mr. Wu 
advises against the use of his 
bustline hicreaser during 
pregnancy, or when it has 
been used by someone else.

"By the use of an exercise 
method that expands and re 
laxes the male organ. Hand 
some Up directly stimulates 
cell tissue of the male genital 
area, thereby increasing the 
body's own secretion of hor 
mones" Mr. Wu claims. He ex 
ports a total of 90,000 bustline 
increasers and penis enlargers 
a month — want one? Call 
7023519, Taipei, Taiwan.

From n Taiwanese t>at>ercalled'\'rsv,\c Winds (contributed by t)atmy Joinings).

TRUTH IN LABELING DEPT,

The Matbtt Hill Community Association swung Into high gear Saturday wrth a gals street IDS 
that included t puppet snow, tood.gamiaantliiai a wnolatotta tun. Wlnnar oftna basket ol cheer Has 

rniliny Mn. Tovtnti.

The above photo and caption appeared in the Height-Inwood 
Press, a New York community newspaper (contributedby T.Ruffin
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Gerry Moyer (right), head 
nurse at an Alien town, Penn 
sylvania, hospital, cut the 
ribbon 'on her Ambulatory 
Surgical Unit's new bedpan 
flusher; Starlene Ganz (lower 
right) of Fertile. Iowa, was 
honored with a mention in the 
1978 Who's Who Among 
American High School Stu 
dents: and Marylin Pleger 
(below), owner of more than 
30.000 hubcaps, fashioned a 
purse out of two taken from a 
1975 Mustang. And for every 
gal, the Viva Lingerie Com 
pany is presently marketing 
a nipple bra (far right). Cloth 
nipples simulate real nipples 
housed beneath the cloth nip 
ples to create the illusion that 
real nipples are pushing 
through the blouse, when in 
fact, they are merely cloth 
nipples disguised as the gen 
uine nipples underneath.

THE
NIPPLE BRA:

Sfor/een Gonz
Fertile student listed 
n Who's Who for 1978

Now you can have
that sensual no-bra-look

while wearing a bra.
The look is so provocative, no one would be 

lisve you're ocluolly wearing a bra. Vet you get 
all Ihe support you want.

Our exclusive braless-look- bra is 
the very first bra to have its own built in 
nipple Imagine having lhat sensual 
cold weather look all the time. It's so 

sexy, it'll give your shape a whole 
new eye-opening din lension. 
Ihe bra is available in beige, 

white or black Us mcae from lined 
sheer nylon trimmed with daisy 
lace Sizes 32-34-36 The bra is 

machine washable 
SendS2000plus$l50o&h 

to VIVA lingerie, Dept.C, PO 
Uox650Q Ena.lewood.NJ 07631 

Allow d-6 weeks for delivery. 
New York residents add appro 

priate lax in Canada add $200 addi- 
tonol Items shipped to Canada are 

si ibjec to Canadian tariff.

Mason Cilv Glob Popular Women s Magazines

INFORMATIVE HEADLINES.
Wrench offers precise tightening Scenic sights

1 oo draw tourists 
Mumps' favorite targets Poison ivy's a perilous plant
children 5- JO years old The female body in gtyle again

Rip currents are
a swimmer's foe * IS* s a Par* °' '" e Rose hips unnecessary 

D» .» ^ * / i • • with a balanced dietnirth control big issue
Compassion is part of art of nursing Law applies to dl

______Youngsters have hearty appetites Food for thought: Diet's Important

Collected from the Dallas Morning News (DMN) ami the Dallas Times Herald (DTH) by Susan Huffman for Dallas Magazine. Reprinted by permission
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What's your Si*

American Mud Inc.

We're iqueciing 
the doyllght out 
at mother nnturtl

...IF irs
IN STOCK 
WE'VE

GOT IT!

MOST WORSHIPFUL MOUNT SINAI GRAND LODGE
A.F. J A.M.

QUEEN OF SHEBA GRAND CHAPTEROti 
Jt DAUGHTER OF SPHINX

Ed Tnutant. Austin. Tex.
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D
The Men Who Would Be Kings

D ON U TAKING
THE KING BARGAINS

KING
OF ALL

DRINKS
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ZOO MAPI50M AV£.

- -EMEMBER HOW CONFUSING IT WAS, 
8EIN6 A UTTLE KID ? REMEMBER TRY- 
IN 6 ID MAKE SENSE OUT OF THE WQRD 
RULES GROWN-UP5 MADE YOU FOLLOW?
REMEMBER MODEL AIRPLANES AND YOUR
FAVORITE COMIC BOOK HERO,AND CROSS 
ING VACANTT LOT5/AND EATING CANDY 
THAT MADE YOUf? TEETH HURT? REMEM 
BER HOW SOMETIMES YOU WONDERED 
WHETHER YOU'D DIE OF SOME KID DISEASE, 
OR WHETMEl? YOU'D LIVE TO ACT<U/V-tY 6ROVV 
UP AMD MOT HAVE TD RUM DU/V\& ERRANDS. 
FOR YOUR MOTHER AND LEARN BORIN& 
STUFF AT SCHOOL? REMEMBER HOW SV\ALL 
YOL) WERE N^JD ^IOW BRAVE YOU HAD TO 
BE TO GET THROUGH IT ALL?

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



No Waste 
No Roach 
More Powerful

With Roll'em you get

20 tipped leaves per pack 
No burnt fingers or lips 
No potency reduction 
Easy on the draw 
Easy to roll

Roll'ein, you'll love'em
Special Mail Order Offer

Carton of Roll'em
10 Pack, for $6.95

ftdd 50c for cost oi handling 
and postage. Foreign add 1.00.

Name_

Address.

City___ State-

I'm a dealer. Send me more Information. 

Company name _______________ 

Address ___________________ 

Cily_____ State. Zip.

Roll'em
10 East 40th Street, New York, N.Y. 10016

NIAGARA FALLS

rode the famous Maid of the Mist. I saw 
the awesome power of the plunging 
water dropping from the rabid lip far 
above; and at that time the ride was quite 
a value—two-fifty, I think.

My faith was restored. How happy 1 
was for those brief moments. Then as 1 
debarked from the Maid o/t/u?Mist,a wiz 
ened old coot grabbed me by the sleeve of 
my public rain gear. "Do ycz want in on a 
good game ?"sez he.

"Naturally ycz do," he said, and laying 
hold of my sleeve, began leading me on.

Me said I reminded him of his own 
dear son Nick, killed by a wicked abor 
tionist in Montreal somewhat before the 
flower of his youth. He said he had no 
one in the world, and though these things 
were usually passed on from father to 
son, or, bar that, father to son-in-law, or, 
bar that, father to brother or to brother's 
children, or somebody, he was going to 
pass it onto me.

"What?" I asked, feeling adventurous.
"You'll see," sez he.
He led rnc over to what appeared to be 

a rock face, and we passed through a hid 
den door. Later we went through a secret 
portal and further down through a con 
cealed ingress,

I found myself in an enormous cavern, 
lit with light bulbs.

"What manner of place is this?" 1 
cried, clapping myself on the forehead 
hard enough to create the dent still visible 
beneath my bangs.

"Dis here beez the main power plant 
and sump pumping station!' said he, for 
such was the manner of his speech.

When I look back on it now, I can only 
compare the machinery to the inside of a 
digital watch made of wood.

"Not a zingle nail' 1 the old gaffer said 
proudly. The machinery throbbed and 
groaned behind him. "Dey waz really 
craftzmeri den. You don't see the like 
today. Not even at Angel Falls."

"What?!"said I,affectingbemuse- 
ment (for I was younger then).

"Oh yaz" said the old one. " Dcse was 
built before Angel Falls, at least ten thou 
sand year before. Ant to my way of 
thinking, they may have got bigger, but 
dey never got better. Dese falls work as 
good today as on the day they primed the- 
big pump back when people was still 
monkeys."

"What?!" I -said again, affecting dis 
interest this time, variety being the spice 
of life, as I had recently read. But within, 
my mind was boggling.

"Ycz, ycz. Dese falls was built in the 
very olden days. Dey was a very popular 
attraction at the time." He paused briefly.

"But who built the Falls? And who 
was around during the very olden days to 
enjoy them?"

He picked up a can of glue and began 
to walk about ladling it onto blocks of 
wood, some moving, some seeming to 
serve no purpose.

"Imagine if ye: will, something built 
entirely without nails. Sure, nowadays we 
got the light bulb that requires very few 
nails, I grant you, but imagine it back 
then. Witliout nails"

He rested a moment contemplating a 
large moving part in the distance. "And 
very few pegs," he added. "No nails and 
pegs scarce as snake hairs. And way back 
then, there was all manner of dinosaurs 
and flying snakes dive-bombing the life 
out of anything that wept...."

"But who built it—this massive com 
plex—who ran it, who watched it? I mean, 
if there were nothing but dinosaurs, and 
people were still monkeys as you said, 
who...who did this?" 1 gestured at the 
machinery, which to me had become as 
marvelous "fake" as it ever was "real."

"The very same question 1 asked my 
father," said the old wheeze, givin' me a 
most peculiar look. "My father spent a 
lot of time think in 1 a bout it with my 
grandfather—a very intellectual man who 
studied the books- It was their opinion 
that this machinery, like the inferior 
work at Angel Falls, South America, 
was built by a very advanced run of 
individuals."

My mind raced. "Is it possible another 
civilization existed before ours? A. peace 
ful, ecologically-balanced one that made 
good use of pegs?! And that they were 
wiped out by the very folks they tried to 
civilize? Us?! Who were then living in the 
trees as monkeys, as you say? That they 
trained your distant ancestors to run 
these very falls?!"

"Sounds like yer Planet of the A/ws 
movie. Did ye: see that one? Or the 2001 
movie? That was a fine one, with a drift 
you could catch. You know dere's no way 
of tellin' who built the thing. But dey 
certainly was advanced. Yer can see that 
with half an eye."

"But you," 1 cried," the sacred guardian 
of the secret of the Falls, the carrier of the 
tradition, the porter of knowledge, the 
bellboy of wisdom! Surely you must 
know who? Here in secret for thousands 
of years, father to son, son to own son, 
own son to own son's son, and so on; 
knowing the machinery like your body 
from the day you're bom till the day you 
die...you must!"

Just then the door broke open. It was 
a big double door over to the left that I 
hadn't noticed, I guess because I was so 
overcome by the machinery.
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A whole bunch of people came in. A 
couple of che men were singing. A guy 
and a girl were carrying another girl in a 
"fireman's chair" hold. She looked like 
she was asleep. She was. From liquor, as it 
turned out.

One of the guys took 'cm aside while 
the other started talking to the elderly tis 
sue. "I suppose he found you getting off 
the Maid of the M ist by yourself?"

"Yes," 1 replied, in a guaided word.
'And he's trying to get you to run the 

Falls, right?"
"He said..."
"Never mind his bullshit. He owns 

these falls, right? O.K. Well, we work in 
them. We do all the physical labor! He 
just sits on his capitalist butt and counts 
the ten percent he gets from the con 
cessions. We have a right to security for 
our families! He's trying to bring you in 
here as scab labor. The bum. Why, his 
own daughter is with us." He gestured to 
ward the unconscious girl. "He thinks 
this is still the twenties, when you could 
smash a union just by putt in' out the 
word there was work to be had. Well, it 
isn't the twenties, mister, buddy, friend, 
and bub, and if you start scabbin' here, 
you'll find we won't take it lying down!"

It seems the union had won a tough 
fight to organize the labor at the Falls 
from the old guy's father in the twenties, 
and survived a couple of attempts to 
break the union. They'd had a big strike a 
couple of years ago and actually shut 
down the Falls! They put out the story 
that it was some sort of antierosion 
scheme, but actually the pump's main 
screw had gone out of line, twisted the 
shaft, and the knot-wright the old man 
had flown in from Angel's Falls wouldn't 
cross the picket line. So the Falls had

been closed for a time. Now, the old 
duster who owned the joint was trying a 
real sneaky dodge. The way it worked 
was this: instead of hiring through the 
union, he was hiring a lot of immigrant 
labor, mostly poor blacks from across the 
U.S. border. The boss claimed it was "af 
firmative action," but the shop steward 
said his game was really to get a tot of 
poor workers subject to deportation in 
the union so he could bully them any 
way he wanted. So the Falls workers had 
struck him again. He could run the place 
by himself for six days at the most, said 
the shop steward.

The old guy glanced toward me with a 
startled look and began a hasty trot over. 
He was very excited. "Don't believe him. 
They're all troublemakers! They're all 
bluffs! Stick with me and we'll be rich! I 
look after rny guys!"

The shop steward backed off with a 
sardonic smile and a few words of warn 
ing. He said he'd murder me like a bug. 
The old guy started talking fast in my ear.

"Yez can't believe a ward dey sez. It's a 
fabrication and worse. Dey never, for in 
stance, put dose poor fellows on the raft 
that was smashed to itty bits sometime 
back. Dose fellows were daredevils, not 
brave, independent bargainers like I 
hopes you are. I've a job for ycz here. 
You'll get a good wage, a medical plan, 
an'be like a son to me..."

Overhead I could hear the Falls roar 
ing. I could see the old man's daughter, 
walking again, alone in the middle dis 
tance. Behind her, by a large sluice box, 
stood the shop steward and a group of 
young men and women who had brought 
her home. Several were singing, waving 
beer bottles to mark time. The shop 
steward was winding his belt about his

fist, shrugging and talking to a pretty 
woman. He looked twice at me.

I walked over to the shop steward, past 
the old man's daughter in the middle dis 
tance, who sang, like someone eating, to 
herself. "I'll not cross the line," [ said.

"That's the wdtanscluiung, lad!" said 
he, and promised me work after the 
strike. He made a brief speech about how 
the Falls Workers Union had no in 
tention of destroying anyone's illusions 
about the Falls, and that the Falls were a 
beautiful thing and the union wouldn't 
smash them to rubble unless some stub 
born old pork-butt kept making trouble. 
Well, you get the picture if you've ever 
been a worker.

So, I hung around there and pretty 
soon the strike was settled. The shop 
steward started me out as an apprentice 
bungwrtght, but the old man kept his eye 
on me, and it wasn't more than four or 
five years till I got my papers as a master 
primer. At that point 1 could tell just by 
listening to the pump if a seal was thin 
ning or a cylinder head was swollen.

I've worked a lot of waterfalls since 
then, including the overrated Angel Falls 
down South America-way. I'm now a su 
pervisor in charge of a lot of waterfalls— 
and IVe got all the problems of a boss and 
a union man besides. I was out west the 
other day—checking out some little falls 
there called Shannon—and I stopped off 
to see my old dad. I hadn't seen Dad since 
I left for Niagara.

"Well, how'd you find the Falls?" he 
asked, his hair sere.

"Just like you said," I ventured, risking 
all.

"Thank God," said he, "I was able to 
teach you something" as his father said 
before him. D

The October

COMEDY
Issue

What mokes ordinary people (ough; 
what ordinary people do to make 
other ordinary people laugh; and no 
self'indulgent,"inside," professional 
New York comedy-business gags that 
no one will understand, we promise.
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Triumph. Only 3 mg. tax.
And a taste good 

enough to stay with.
Read how new Flavor-Intensified'" Triumph

gives you surprisingly satisfying taste
at only 3 mg. tar... one of the lowest

tar levels in cigarettes.
Triumph. The first and only cigarette that delivers 
good taste with only 3 mg. tar.

If you've ever been disappointed 
by one of the very low tar ciga 
rettes, you will understand why
Triumph is quite an achievement. ,. . ,/ ^* •••••• •"•

Even the draw is a surprise.
The smoke comes through 

abundantly. The taste reaches 
you smoothly. Effortlessly. With 
none of the struggle you may 
have experienced in other very 
low tar brands. You don't have to 
pull—you \ustpuffon Triumph.

No gimmicks, no miracles.
No less remarkable than 

Triumph itself, is the technology 
that enabled us to build it.

The crux of it: Instead of 
searching for some yet unimag- 
ined answer, Lorillard scientists 
took a more sensible tack.

TRIUMPH
TRIUMPH

Why not, they said, take everything we've learned 
about cigarettes, and push that technology farther 
than we ve ever pushed it before.

Delivering taste, limiting tar.
We found, for example, that combining two types of 

filter fiber produces the best 
combination of taste and draw.

That tiny "vents" in the filter- 
rim smooth the taste.

That lower-leaf tobaccos 
(shaded from the heat of the sun) 
tend to be milder and lower in tar 
than those at the top of the plant.

In short, everything we could 
find that might intensify flavor at 
3 mg. tar, was built into Triumph.
Taste you won't get tired of.
What it all comes down to is 

this: Triumph is not one of those 
ultra low tars that spoil your 
pleasure by short-changing you 
on taste.

Triumph, at only 3 mg. tar, 
is a cigarette with a taste you 
can stay with. So good, we 
believe you'll never want to go 
back to your old cigarette.

TRIUMPH
One of the lowest tar cigarettes you can smoke. 

The one with taste enough to stay with.

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.
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7 have clinched and closed with the naked North, 
1 have learned to defy and defend; Shoulder to 
shoulder we have fought it out—yet the wild 
must win in the end'.' 'Robert Servic

JJ^T^B Soft-spoken an3 smooth, its 
t hundred-proof potency simmers 

jusl below the surkice. Straight, on the fod«.; 
0> mipfed, YUKON JACK is n bnxsl .ipart; unlike 

. jny'CanAtiian liquor you'vepwr tasted. ,„ ^

?•**

100 Pripbf Imported Liqueur made^ith Blended Canadian Whissy.
Yukon4aeHBOand 100Proof.Importedar,dBonledbyHejblein.Inc..Hartfoid.Conn.^oleJtaBntBU.SA -cl907rJodd.MeadSCn.inc.Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.


