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AMP & TUNER 
BATTLE WITH 
ATECHNICAL

CIASSAAMPLIFIER.
LEAST DISTORTION

BUT MOST HtAT.

CLASSBAMPLJF1ER.
MOST DISTORTION

BUT LESS HEAT.

SA-9800.
I.HSS DISTORTION LLSS 

HEAT, AND MORE POWER.

THF PIONEER TX-9800 TUNER.

At one time the struggle between amplifiers was won by 
the amp chat 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 for a 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 that give you average readings 
or LED's that give you limited resolution, 
the SA-9800 offers a Fluroscan metering 
system that 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 to 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 to 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 &&PIONEER' 
no contest.

icor Electronic5 Corp.. 85 O<lo

THE PIONEER SA 9000 AMPLIFIER.
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Box 360. Lynchburg, Tenn. 37352

Old-time Riverboat 
Playing Cards

Both of ihese decks are prettier than a paint 
ing, and so is the antique tin card case. Each 
card is a bit larger and thicker than normal- 
like those used on riverboats in the 1890's. 
There's a black and a green deck-both with 
an antique gold "distillery design." The face 
cards are reproduced from 100-year-old art 
work. So it's a real unusual sef of cards (or 
the serious player. Twin deck in antique case: 
$8.50, Postage included.

Send chech, money order, or use American 
Express, Visa or Master Charge, incljding 
all numbers and signaluie.

(Tennessee residents add 6% sales tax.)
For a color catalog tull ol old Tennessee items,

^ send $1.00 lo above address. A

Box 360, Lynchburg, Tenn. 37352

FIELD TESTER CAP
This is a comfortable sportsman's billed 
cap. Black mesh (air cooled) and adjust 
able to any size head, with an official 
"Jack Daniel's Field Tester" patch on 
the front. Guaranteed to shade your eyes 
and start a lo! of conversations. 
My S5.25 price includes postage 
and handling.
Send check, money order, or use Ameri 
can Express, Visa or Master Charge, 
including all numbers and signature.

(Tennessee residents add 6% sales tax.) 
For a color catalog lull of old Tennessee items.

send SI,00 to above address A
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ENTERTAINMENT

A QPB softcover 
has all the virtues 
expect from a book 
store hardcover. Dui 
able binding. Fu 
pages. Quality paper. 
Readable type.

But a QPB soft- 
cover costs up to 65% 
less than its hardcover 
counterpart.

So you get the great 
entertainment you 
want in fiction, humor, 
drama, poetry. But 
you don't pay a heavy 
cover charge.

Compare

586

586. Jailbird- Kurt VonncRiir 
Hardcover: $9.95 QPB Ed: $4.95

587. Good Time!,! Every Kid's Book 
of Things To 15o. Marilyn Burns 
Illustrations by Martha Weston, 
Linda Alhson. QPB: $5.95

151

151. The Lord Of The Rings 
J.R.R. Tolkien. (3 Vols., Boxed) 
Hardcover: $32.95 QPB: $9.95 

248. The Politics Of Energy 
Barry Commoner. Hardcover: $1C 
QPB: $4.95

Hardcovert QPB Softcovert
$14.95 $5.95

396. The 80s: A Look Back at the
Tumultuous Decade 1980-1989.
Edited by Tony Hendra, Christopher
Cerf, and Peter Elbling. Hardcover:
$14.95 QPB: $5.95

434. Urshurak. The Brothers
Hildebrandl and Jerry Nichols
QPB: $6.95

578. Einstein's Universe
Nisei Calder. Hardcover: $10
QPB Ed: $5.50
573. The Directory Of Natural &
Health Foods. Tom Riker and
Richard Roberts. Hardcover: $1795
QPB: $7.50
530. The Lives Of A Cell and
The Medusa And The Snail
LewisThomas. Hardcover: $17.90
QPB Ed: $7.95(2 Vols.. Boxed)

533. Play It As It Lays and
Slouching Towards Bethlehem
Joan Oiiiioa, (Z Veils. } Hardcover:
$13.90 QPB: $5.95

548. Samuel Johnson. W. Jackson 
Bate. Hardcover: $19.95 QPB: $6.50

549. Acrylic Painting and Oil 
Painting (The Artist's Painting 
Library). (2 Vols.) Wendon Blake 
Paintings by Rudy De Reyna and 
Wendon Blake. Paintings by George 
Cherepov. Hardcover: $45 
QPB: $9.95

Let's try each other for 6 months.
Quality Paperback Book Ctub,Inc.,MiddIetown,Pa. 17057.
Please enroll me in QPB and send the 3 choices I've listed below. Bill 
me $3, plus shipping and handling charges. [ understand that I am not 
required to buy another book. You will send me QPB Review (if my 
account is in good standing) for 6 months. If 1 have not bought and 
paid for at least 1 book in every six-month period, you may cancel my 
membership. A shipping and handling charge is added to each 
shipment. QB112-1 

Indicate by number the 
3 books or sets you want

.Apt.. 

.Zip_

Address  

City___
How membership works.
1. You receive QPB Review 15
times each year (about every l>Vi 
weeks). Each issue reviews a new 
Main Selection, plus scores of 
Alternates. All Main Selections 
with established publisher's list 
prices arc offered at at least 20% 
discount off that list price.
2. if you wariuhe 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. 
5. Bonus books for Bonus

.State.
Points. Fbr each book or set you 
take (except the first 3 you get for 
$1 each), you earn Bonus Points 
which entitle you to choose any of 
the books we offer; you pay only 
shipping and handling charges.
4. Return privilege. If QPB 
Review is delayed and you re 
ceive the Main Selection without 
having had 10 da^s to noufy 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.

New Releases

582. National Ump<«m" Jeff 
Greenfield's Book Of Books 
JetfCrecnfield. QPB: $8.95

588.1 Hear America Talking: An 
Illustrated Treasury ot American. 
Words and Phrases. Stuart Bert 
Flexner. Hardcover: $18.95 
QPB: $7.95

263. The Complete Directory To 
Prime Time Network TV Shows 
1946  Present. Tim Brooks and 

, Earle Marsh. QPB: $8.50
316. BBC TV Shakespeare Set 
Henry VIII. Romeo tout }uKet, Richtirdll. 
As fen Like h, Julius Qit'sitr. Mi'cuurc fi« 
Measure. (6 Vols.) QPB: $15.95

593. The Grail War. Ridiard 
Monaco. Hardcover; $9. 95 
QPB: $4.95

Join now. Pick 
any 3 books or 
sets for $1 each  
with no
obligation to buy 
another book.
555. The Dracula Book Of Great 
Vampire Stories. Edited, with an 
Introduction, by Leslie SKepard 
Hardcover: $10 QPB: $4.95
556. Fantastic Worlds: Myths. 
Tales, and Stories. Edited <ind with 
Commentaries by Eric S. Rubkin 
Hardcover: $15.95 QPB: $4.95 
559. The New York Times Book 
Of Money. Revised and Updated 
by Richard H. Rlodgetr 
Hardcover: $9.95 QPB: $5.95

570. Three: An Unfinished Woman 
  Pemimento Scoundrel Time 
(One Vol.) Lillian Hellman. With 
new commentaries by the author 
Introduction by Richard Poincr 
Hardcover: $16.95 QPB: $7.95

571. The Basic Dook Of 
Photography, Revised Edition. Tom 
Grimm. Photographs by Tom and 
Michele Grimm. Drawings by Ezelda 
Garcia. QPB: $6.50

575. Mulligan Stew. A Novel by 
Gilbert Sorrentino. Hardcover 
$14.95 QPB: $5.95 

343. Skiing The Best. Miles Jaffe 
and Dennis Krieger. QPB: $4.95 

392. A History Of Films 
John L. Fell. QPB: $9.95

The first 
book club 
for smart 
people 
who 
aren't rich.
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STAT&/5DAKIW6 UP .SUMSHiWE, 
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Heaith.

9 P I ftCVNOLDS TQSACCQCO

FILTER 100's: 10 mg. "lar". 0.8 mg. nicotine, FILTER, MENTHOL 
11 mg. "tar", 0.8 mg. nicotine, av. per cigarette. FTC Report MAY'

> J»

The Vantage Point
Where great taste and 

iw 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'"" 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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Sirs:
Announcing the first pleasure drug 

of the 1980s: Dichotomine. For 
twenty-two hours (roughly twice the 
length of an acid trip) Dichotomine 
scrambles the left and right hemi 
spheres of the brain. In effect, the ra 
tional and sensual portions of the 
mind crisscross. Under the influence 
of Dichotomine, your penis can refute 
Kant's critique of pure reason while a 
bank of problem-solving brain cells 
gets hard and "fucks" the top hole in 
your spinal column. We'll try to sneak 
this substance past the Food and Drug 
Administration if you'll promise not 
to kill any cops while you're on it. 
Okay?

Dr. Linus Pauling 
Washington, DC

Sirs:
Maybe you can help. Ever since I 

took up roller skating, I've had diffi 
culty achieving and maintaining an 
erection. If anyone else has this prob 
lem, please let me know.

Dan Jerard 
Venice, Cal.

Sirs:
What ho, chaps! We arc thousands 

of obnoxious bully-bully white Rho- 
desians just waiting for things to get 
too hot for us so that we can hit the 
ocean in our boats, just like those little 
yellow fellows from Vietnam. Oh, we 
can talk about holding fast here, but 
we know we'll be thronging to your 
shores any day now. We're as socially 
attractive as a bunch of Australians 
drunk on raw bush wine, and as in 
tellectually advanced as the gang of 
Dutch farmers that runs South Africa. 
We like to walk up and down the 
streets wearing short pants, sub 
machine guns, and smiles as winning 
as that little brown hole in the middle 
of Margaret Thatcher's backside. 
We'll be sure to tell you our whining 
tale of the injustice of it all and then 
you can all be sorry you never gave us 
enough money to pack those black

boys back into the peanut shells they 
grow out of.

Lots of jolly good Rhodesians, 
Waiting

Sirs:
Know what causes inflation? I just 

figured it out. Stamp machines. You 
know, those little machines in hotel 
lobbies and places, where you put in a 
quarter and you get fifteen cents worth 
of stamps. That's it. Fifteen cents. As 
soon as the quarter goes into the slot, 
it loses 40 percent of its value, and 
that's inflation. Serious inflation. I 
don't know what they got in those ma 
chines that makes it do that, but I aim 
to find out. There's going to be some 
hard questions asked, and I want those 
answers PDQ.

G. William Miller 
Treasury Secretary 
The White House

Sirs:
Hey! Whatsa matter? How come 

this Carmine Galante gets the big hole 
in the head and his picture spread 
across all the papers? What about me? 
I smoke the cigars, I walk my dogs, I 
eat in clam shops, I can tell you where 
I buy my Italian ice cream, I do every-

Empire'sEDR.9
The Phono Cartridge Designed for 

Today's Audiophile Recordings

I)irect-to-Disc and digital recording 
have added a fantastic new dimension 
to the listening experience. Greater dy 
namic range, detail, stereo imaging, 
lower distortion and increased signal-to- 
noise ratio are just a few of the phrases 
used to describe the advantages of these 
new technologies.

In order to capture all the benefits 
of these recordings, you should have a 
phono cartridge specifically designed to 
reproduce every bil of information with 
utmost precision and clarity and the 
least amount of record wear.

The Empire EDR.9 is that cartridge.
What makes it different?
1. —————————————————————
Within the cantilever tube, we added

EWIRE EM>lf£ EWIft EKPIfE EM>lfE QPIFE

a mechanical equalizer. It serves two 
purposes: 111 to cancel the natural reso 
nance of the cantilever tube, and 12) to 
improve the overall transient response 
of the cartridge. The end result is a 
stylus assembly thai has a mechanically 
flat frequency response. The frequency 
response extends from the 20 Hx to 35Hz 
with a deviation of no more than ± 1.75 
dB. No other magnetic cartridge has 
that kind of performance. We call this 
stylus assembly an "Inertially Damped 
Tuned Stylus'.' the refinement of which 
took over 6 years.

Conventional cartridges exhibit radi 
cal changes in their frequency response 
when connected to different preampli 
fiers. This is because the load conditions 
— the amounts of capacitance and re 
sistance provided by the preamp —vary 
tremendously from one preamp to an 
other, and from turntable to turntable. 
Consequently, most phono cartridges, 
even expensive ones, have their fre 
quency response determined essentially 
by chance, depending on the system 
they are connected to,

But the electrical elements of the 
EDR.9 have been designed to remain 
unaffected by any normal variations in 
load capacitance or resistance. Thus, 
the EDR. 1) maintains its smooth fre 
quency response and accurate transient 
reproduction ability in any music sys 
tem, irrespective of loading conditions.

3. _____________________
As a final test of performance, 

we listen to every EUR.9 to make cer 
tain that it sounds as good as it tests. 
At $200. the EDR.9 is expensive, but 
then again, so are your records.

For more detailed information and 
test reports, write to:

Empire Scientific Corp. 
Garden City, NY 11530

B/PIfE
BYPIfE EWIFE ENPIff BWPtft EKPIft EWIFE ENPIfE

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



thing you gotta do to act like a crime 
boss, but I never even get jostled in the 
streets. What's so special about Ga- 
lante? I been waiting to get myself 
blown away ever since they hit Bugsy 
Siegel, and he was a Jew and that was 
in Vegas years ago, for Christ's sake. 
So this is it. Tomorrow I'm gonna sit 
right at that table in Joe and Mary's 
restaurant, have the tomato and egg 
salad just like Galante, take a bite out 
of the peach, and light up a cigar—and 
that's when you assholes better start 
blasting! Please, guys?

Vito "Ditto" Morito
Famous Crime Bosses School

Box 6054, Brooklyn

Sirs:
I have just finished reading a book 

of such greatness that merely to 
sample one of its pages is to be admit 
ted to the timeless inner sanctum of 
Genius, a book of such intellectual 
scope, moral integrity, and literary 
brilliance that it will stand forever as a 
monument of the highest human 
achievement. So great is this book that 
1 have no doubt its merit will be recog 
nized by only a handful of discerning 
readers. That vast unreasoning beast, 
the Public, will turn its back on such a 
work; the critics will scorn it; and the 
so-called Publishing Industry will cyn 
ically assert that it could never "sell." 
Its author will languish in obscurity. 
But for that select cabal of us who 
have read—and are now rereading—The 
World According to Garp, John Irving 
is as close as we may hope to come to 
contact with an Immortal.

Edmund "Bunny" Wilson 
Oh, wait, I'm dead. Shit. Sorry.

Sirs:
Today is one of those days in Calif 

ornia when the Santa Ana blows along 
the coast and through the canyons. 
The red wind, Raymond Chandler 
called it, the hot nervous wind that 
makes tempers flare and synapses quiv 
er. Children begin to eye their parents 
with a certain strange edginess. Espe 
cially when those parents are both 
writers who use their child for copy, 
forcing her name and every detail of 
her life into the public eye. Especially 
when those parents are a pair of reac 
tionary neurotic compulsive anal-re 
tentive whining creeps with some kind 
of silly snobbery about being an "old 
California family." How the fuck can 
you be an old California family when 
California hasn't even been around as 
long as Kansas* Anyhoo, somebody 
around here wishes they'd both have

continued an page 93

When music is part
of your Hfe...TDK's a part

of Your music
Stevie Wonder's life revolves 
around music. Almost two dec 
ades of stardom have yielded a 
lifetime of experiences —reflect 
ed in the music through which 
Stevie Wonder contributes much 
happiness to our lives.

TDK hopes its quality cas 
settes also contribute to the 
richness of life. By faith 
fully recording music and 
enabling it to be enjoyed wher 
ever people are listening. A 
TDK cassette means

quality... precision... reliabil 
ity. Things that mean a lot 
at those moments you enjoy 
your music.

TDK's D cassette is made for 
those moments. It's surprisingly 
economical, yet it provides clean, 
beautiful music from any porta 
ble, car cassette or mid-priced 
home deck.

If music's as important to you 
as it is to Stevie Wonder, you'll 

record it on TDK 
cassettes.

TPK
The Amazing Music Machine

1979 TDK eieclraiics Core TDK Electronics Corp., Garden City, N.Y. 11530.
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my rnt-iTKR i\
Runnino

...as told to Gerald Sussman

Editor's note: When we last left Bernie, 
lie was captured by Tammy '.$ husband, 
Duane, after being caught in Tammy's 
bedroom. Duane beats up Bernie and 
Tammy, ties them to a pair of chairs, and 
goes out for a while to get drunk. Tammy 
con/esses to Bernie that Duane works for 
a gigantic secrel organisation called the 
Production Company. The Production 
Company produces very special projects 
for very rich people, most of them highly 
illegal, immoral, and dangerous. It is to 
tally independent of the ClA, the Mafia, 
or any other successful criminal group. 
At the moment, Duane is involved in the 
Production Company's plan to eliminate 
[he entire black population of America.

The more Tammy is telling me 
about the Production Company, the 
more 1 realize I am in a nightmare si 
tuation. Here I was, just throwing a 
fuck to an old girl friend, then all of a 
sudden it looks like I'm going to be 
killed. This Duane is no bargain. He's 
liable to shoot my pce-pee off.

On top of this, Tammy is telling me 
about the Production Company's big

new project, which is called getting rid 
of the colored population of this 
country. What they're doing is putting 
a lot of the colored girls out of circula 
tion so they can't give birth. It's a 
weird scheme, but here's how it works.

The Production Company has a 
team of real slick guys who they call 
their "job recruiters." These job re 
cruiters rent some very nice office 
space in various cities in the South. 
They know exactly where the colored 
girls live in each city. They call up the 
girls and tell them they qualify for spe 
cial new jobs opening up—jobs as tele 
phone saleswomen for a big company 
opening a branch office in their city. 
The recruiters convince these poor 
colored girls that they will get a great 
job, if they come down to the company's 
office for an interview. They tell the 
girls that the work is easy and pays 
good money. All they need is to have a 
nice telephone voice and a high-school 
diploma. They also recruit colored col 
lege girls and even young colored 
housewives, with the promise of mak 
ing good money by working part-time. 
They got it covered every way so that 
they can appeal to all the different 
girls. How they can tell which people 
they call are colored and which aren't,! 
don't know. Neither does Tammy. But 
the Production Company can do that 
kind of thing. They have computers. 
They've got the connections to do 
anything.

So these colored girls show up at the 
offices and they're told to fill out appli 
cations for the jobs. Now here's the 
catch. The girls are given pens to use, 
and these pens have some kind of in 
visible gas in them that is released 
through the felt tips. The invisible gas 
seeps through their skin and goes right 
into the bloodstream and into the 
brain. The gas acts like one of those 
mind-control drugs. By the time the

£ Gw*E t«y\66Ep o*j, DESPITE THE LATE Houi< Ant? ROBBER

girls finish writing, the drug has al 
ready seeped into their brains. Then 
the interviewers from the Production 
Company, who arc all called "Mr. 
Archer" take them one by one into 
their private offices and talk to them, 
doing some kind of mind-fucking 
number on them. The next day the 
girls get calls from the various Mr. 
Archers telling them that they are 
hired and to report to a certain place. 
The girls go to this place like they've 
been hypnotized. Then they are never 
heard from again. No one knows what 
happens to them. The Production 
Company contacts the families and 
makes sure no one tries to find the 
girls. They got ways of really scaring 
you. It's very spooky.

Now I was never a great admirer of 
the shvugic persuasion, but I couldn't 
sit still and let a whole population get 
wiped out like that. I don't care about 
colored guys so much, but colored 
girls are a different matter. I used to 
fuck 'em a lot in the old days, the ones 
that worked in the carpet warehouses 
in Long Island City, across the bridge 
from Manhattan. Some of the best 
fucks I ever got I got from colored 
girls. Some of the best clap, too, but 
that's another story.

It seems like Duane is going to be 
out a while drinking away his dinner, 
so me and Tammy have to figure out a 
way to escape and do something. 
Tammy has her cigarette lighter in her 
shirt pocket, and she manages to get it 
out with her teeth. She holds the thing 
in her mouth and I rub against it until I 
get it lit. It's the old burning-of-thc- 
ropcs routine we used to see in the old 
movies. So she keeps the lit cigarette 
lighter in her mouth and manages to 
work it near my ropes. It's hard for her 
to burn my ropes without burning me 
as well, but I can't afford to scream out 
in pain, or we might get found out. 
I'm almost ready to faint, but she's 
trying her best, moving the fucking 
lighter with her mouth. Finally the 
rope starts burning real good, until I 
can feel the fire against my wrists. 
Tammy blows out the flame at this 
point and I snap the burnt rope easily. 
My hands arc hurt pretty bad, but I 
can't stop for medical treatment now, 
there's too much to do. I untie Tammy 
and we get the fuck out of the house.

Tammy doesn't give a shit about sav 
ing the colored girls, but I do. And I 
also want to give Duane a little of his 
own medicine. So I get this great idea 
that will really fuck the Production 
Company. I rummage through 
Duane's private files until I find what I
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The new nukon EM
From the legend that is Nikon, comes the new 
Nikon EM. A lightweight, automatic 35mm camera 
designed to make great pictures simpler and more 
foolproof than ever before. A camera that gives you 
beautiful pictures that are...
Sharp, and clear, automatically ... alive with rich 
colors and vivid detail, because the EM is precision- 
engineered by Nikon. Acclaimed by one 
of photography's foremost authorities 
for picture quality that rivals 
even professional Nikons. 
So it may surprise you 
to discover that... 
For the cost of just 
an ordinary 
automatic 
single lens 
reflex, the 
extraordinary 
Nikon EM 
can be yours! 
At last, the joys of 
fine photography

at an affordable price. And, from the very first roll, 
you'll find it's also easy to use, because... 
Nikon's exclusive electronics automatically set the 
correct exposure! All you do is focus and shoot. 
There's even a unique audible warning signal that 
tells you if the light's not right. And to add more 
excitement...
The Nikon EM has its own low-cost accessories. 

A completely automatic flash. A dynamic 
lightweight motor drive for 

action sequences and 
automatic film advance. 

Superb Nikon 
Series E lenses for 

wide-angle and 
telephoto shots. 

Now the greatest 
name in photog 

raphy can be 
yours. Nikon EM. 

It's not just a 
camera. 

It's a Nikon.

for pictures this sharp, utomatically.

Nikon: Official 35mm Camera. I960 Summer Olympic Games ©Nikon Inc. 1979 Garden City, Mew York 11530
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REQUIEM FOR
A VODKA- 
WEIGHT

by Ted Mann

It seems to me sometimes that 
there's nowhere 1 can go without some 
guy trying to start an argument with 
me. Some young punk out to make his 
reputation, or maybe the brother or 
mom of some guy 1 beat years ago, out 
to even the score. Maybe I'm getting 
older, maybe I'm getting soft, but I've 
grown to despise the life. Sure, I still 
leave them speechless and sputtering at 
the table or the bar, but more and 
more often I find mysetf wishing it 
didn't have to be this way.

Sometimes when I'm alone, the men 
I've out-argued come back to haunt 
me. Sure, there's always people around 
to tell me that I didn't start no argu 
ments. If I want them to tell me. 
Maybe I didn't start no arguments. 
Not deliberately. I never backed away 
from any, neither, though, and maybe 
I should have. Maybe I should have 
realized that when some guy is all 
liquored up and talking big to his

friends about Bill Jennings Bryan and 
the silver standard, he doesn't want to 
be corrected with regard to the name 
of the then incumbent president.

When I was younger, 1 figured right 
was right and wrong was wrong. I 
didn't care that I could walk away and 
some poor guy would be left behind, 
afraid to meet the gaze of companions, 
mouth feeling like it was full of duck 
down.

Hell, I guess it was like I figured I'd 
never get slow. I'd never know what it 
was to be wrongheaded, perverse, or 
incautiously expansive. Now [ know. 
Now maybe it's too late. Maybe it 
sounds like the grumbling of every 
fading saloon or barroom know-it-all 
who ever scratched up a winning 
streak; I wish I could walk away from 
the reputation.

I wish I could talk to the young guys 
and the women just starting out. I 
won't say there wasn't glory in it. That 
there wasn't times when I left a table 
of cocksure pundits behind me silent 
as the moss growing on the grave of 
their arguments, collective and several. 
I won't say that it didn't feel good 
catching this one on a misconstrued 
Latin verb or nailing the other on a 
faultily attributed quotation. It felt 
damn good.

If you can find a receiver 
that does more.

DC configuration Relay protection 18 LliD logarithmic Logarithmic 2 phono inputs 
OCL power amplifier with LED power display volume attenuator s

Connections for Bass/mid range/ Twin position Front panel acces- 
3 pair of speakers treble tone controls active subsonic bory switch

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

2 (ape monitors 
with full tape copy
capability

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

A professional control center for your 
entire hound system, the 390R delivers a 
full 120 watts per channel min. RMS,at 
8 ohms from 20-20,000 Hz with no more 
than 0.03'/; 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, Woburn, MA 01801.

_ SCOTT
The Name to listen to;
Makers of high quality high fidelity equipment since 1947.

Somehow, though, it never makes 
up for the loneliness. When you can 
feel even your best friends watching 
you move through a syllogism and you 
can practically see the scorecards being 
held up behind their eyes almost be 
fore you can spit out the QED. When 
you can see hope gleam in a swirt of 
eyes that a stutter will become a fallacy 
or that a moment of hesitation has 
telegraphed an approaching and inevi 
table tautology. You dream at night, 
when you are not lying awake, of a 
sudden argument boiling up in a haze 
of smoke and booze. On your right an 
expert in French-colonial relations, on 
your left an archaeologist specializing 
in island civilizations. Across from 
you a slow-moving, well-tanned 
woman smoking cheap, bitter cigars 
with plastic tips. You suspect she is a 
"sleeper," imagine a slight accent sug 
gesting she has lived for many years in 
Peking.

Then, as your sense of deja vu 
snowballs, the French-colonial expert 
and the island archaeologist begin 
casually discussing the refuse middens 
on Saint Pierre and Miquelon and 
you realize you've been set up! 
You begin to talk about French soft 
drinks in the forties and the likeli 
hood of their wartime appearance in 
Saint Pierre and Miquelon, when a 
cloud of acrid smoke from the 
woman's cigar hits you in the face and 
you feel like you're standing on a ball 
of mercury attempting to juggle a 
handful of cold consomme, a gecko, 
and a hexagonal paperweight, trans 
parent, within which you catch dis 
tracting glimpses of a woman having 
sex in a snowstorm. The woman across 
from you. Your hands fly faster and 
faster through the air, but it is impos 
sible, and you wake up, four claws dug 
into the ceiling and all your fur on 
end.

At least that's the general sort of 
thing. Most dreams are more embar 
rassing; if you have them, you'll snag 
my drift. The truth is that even when 
you're in your prime you pay the 
price. If you've ever wondered why a 
lot of top arguers, like philosophers, 
walk around with a five-day stubble of 
beard covering their faces like a dark 
snow, the answer is they can't look at 
themselves in the mirror.

What does an arguer sec when he 
looks in the mirror? He sees his face 
and he sees the things behind him. 
And not just the light switch and the 
towels. He sees his past and the things 
he's done. He sees the example he's set. 
He knows that there will be people
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following that example. Not good 
people. Maybe not even bad people. 
People like him. Coming after him. 
Wanting what he's got and willing to 
argue for it.

I'm at the top now. Maybe a little 
over the hill, but what 1 lack in speed I 
make up for in strategy. You come at 
me with an argument about the chem 
ical evolution of continental root 
structure and Til tell you that until the 
pending court case concerning author 
ship of the definitive article on the 
subject is straightened out, 1 would 
prefer not to discuss the matter. I 
haven't been beat yet. But I can see it 
coming.

ror example, when I was just com- 
'ing up, a young zoomer, chesty and 
crazy contradictory, the top arguer in 
the New York area, which means the 
whole seaboard states and parts of 
Canada, there was a man they called 
the "Sarge."

The Sarge had degrees from Harvard 
(law and fine arts), Yale (forestry and 
dance science), MIT, UCLA, and a 
couple of dozen others, plus more hon 
orary degrees than are generally given 
people who endow the creation of 
whole faculties.

He was a US senator at the time, 
and there wasn't an honest or a dishon 
est way to argue with him and win. He 
was a model. He didn't pick argu 
ments, and if he was forced into one, 
he didn't go around buying drinks for 
the house or otherwise pitching the 
metaphoric hat in the air.

When his time came, he retired. A 
little battered and lumpy, but no one 
could ever say they'd ever really seen 
him beaten. Not sober. That was the 
thing. The pressure got to him and he 
started to drink. I guess when he 
started drinking he just couldn't leave 
the past behind. Truth is, they more or 
less forced him out of being a con 
gressman.

[ saw the Sarge the other day. It was 
like I said: he had never left it behind 
him. I was standing at the bar in a 
seedy joint off my usual route. I wasn't 
looking for an argument. In fact, I was 
looking to avoid one. I heard a familiar 
voice behind me echoing through 
wrecked teeth and the filter of a 
speech-stained beard. 1 turned and saw 
the Sarge. I pretended not to recognize 
him; I know he didn't recognize me.

"The difference," said the Sarge, ap 
proaching an older gentleman clad in a 
greenish plaid jacket and standing to 
my left at the bar, "the difference be 
tween a grizzly and another, any other, 
kind of bear is obviously manifold."

continued an page 94

Mitsubishi Car Audio.
Funny thing this stereo 

business. The world's full of 
advanced technology - so how 
do you make a better unit? 
More features? More power?

Not necessarily so.
Our equipment stands on 

its own merit as being reliable, 
rugged, and the highest in 
quality car audio. Mitsubishi 
has never had to rely on the 
easy way out.

AM/FM cassettes and 
8-track. In-dash, under-dash 
units. Speakers. And some 
thing were especially proud 
of...the Mitsubishi component 
separates.Tuners, tape decks,

amplifiers, amplifier/equalizers. 
All engineered as separate 
units designed to ultimately 
come together in an awesome 
collective system.

See your nearest Mitsubishi 
dealer and pointto, poke at and 
above all, listen to our exciting 
new line of car audio products,

Shown here are the RX-79 in-dash cas 
sette with AM/FM MPX. the CV-23 control 
amplifier and equalizer, the CX-20 compo 
nent cassette deck, the SX-30SA 2-way 
speaker enclosures and the SB-2SA super 
tweeters

MITSUBISHI8
AUDIO

SOUND US OUT
e 1979 Melco Sales, Inc.. 7045 N. fliflgeway Ave.. Lincolnwood. III. 60845,800-323-4216 (Outside III.) 312-973-2000 (WlUitn III.!
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BERNIEX

want—the telephone numbers of all 
these phony branch offices with all 
these phony employers named Mr. 
Archer. My idea is to make believe I 
am a big man in the Production Com 
pany and I am calling these guys be 
cause all their magic pens have to be 
returned. Why? Because the company 
has discovered that the pens are defec 
tive and will not do the job. It's like an 
auto company recalling their defective 
cars. I tell all the Archers to send the 
pens back to the main office and that 
new ones will be coming in a few days. 
I do a good job of imitating a big exec 
utive, because they swallow my line 
completely. In a couple of hours I have 
talked the entire South into sending 
back their pens.

Tammy and I have a feeling that the 
plan will only work for a brief time. 
The Production Company has ways of 
checking and double-checking on stuff 
like this. Also, Duane is going to raise 
hell trying to find us. In other words, 
we've done the best we could for the 
colored girls and now we better get the 
fuck out of this part of the country be 
fore the Production Company tracks 
us down and roasts our asses.

And I still have a responsibility to 
my friend Peenzy to get his espadrilles 
to LA, so somehow we got to get to 
the coast as quickly as possible. Un

fortunately, a trailer truck isn't the 
fastest vehicle for the job, or the most 
inconspicuous. But what has to be has 
to be.

Here's where Tammy proves to be a 
big help. She's got all these pals who 
live out in the country, in the moun 
tain section, guys that make their own 
whiskey and spend most of their time 
escaping from the cops. She knows a 
lot of their escape routes and makes me 
take them with the truck. Also, 
Tammy has the CB radio going. I never 
went near the fucking thing, but she 
works it like a pro. It seems like she 
knows everyone on the radio band, 
and they tell her the word is out on us, 
that there's a bunch of searching par 
ties looking for us all over the state. 
The guys on the radio are like scouts 
for us, warning us when we might 
meet up with the Production 
Company.

We manage to elude the Production 
Company for hours, but sooner or 
later I know we're going to bump into 
trouble. It comes sooner. I'm making a 
turn into a marked road, a regular 
two-lane highway, when 1 see the 
roadblock up ahead and it's too late to 
turn around. Luckily, the roadblock is 
at the foot of a hill, so I got a little 
time to rev up the truck. There's noth 
ing we can do but crash right through 
the thing, barrel ahead, and give them 
a chase for a while. I figure that when

"Hey, look, you're dying and it's okay!

it looks like they've got us, we can 
slow down and jump out of the truck 
and try to get away on foot.

I give the truck the full throttle, and 
it feels like a fucking runaway tank, 
zooming down that hill. The guys at 
the roadblock can't believe what's 
coming. Before they know it, I'm 
crashing through the air, sending 
bodies flying in every direction. Now 
I'm really rolling in high gear.

I don't even want to look back. 1 
just want to drive as fast as possible 
and hope for the best. We're burning 
up the fucking road, tires screaming, 
and finally I peek into the mirror and 
realize that no one is chasing us. We 
keep moving, and pretty soon I'm put 
ting a big lead on them. I don't believe 
it. They chickened out.

The rest of the trip is not much to 
talk about. Me and Tammy are still 
tense, looking for trouble at every 
bend in the road. But nothing shows 
up. We take turns driving the truck, 
with no time out for a stay at a motel. 
All the sleep is taken right on the 
truck so we can make LA in record 
time. We do it in one day.

I'm tired but still feeling pretty 
good as I move the big rig into down 
town LA, heading for the department- 
store warehouse where I got to drop 
off the espadrilles. I look around and I 
notice a little trouble, a cop car. And 
then there's more cop cars up ahead. 
And in two seconds flat we're sur' 
rounded. Me and Tammy are forced 
out of the truck into a cop car. They 
put the cuffs on us and take us to this 
bungalow in the Mexican section. I 
realize that these guys arc not real cops 
but members of the Production Com 
pany in disguise. We're in bigger 
trouble than I thought.

They take me to their leader, a tall, 
skinny guy who looks like one of 
those Marlboro cigarette models, only 
twenty years older. He looks like a ran 
cher or one of those Texas oil million 
aires, right down to the fancy boots 
and the Stetson hat. He was taking a 
big pinch of snuff up his nose.

This old cowboy doesn't waste any 
time. He could have captured us easily, 
at any point in our cross-country trip, 
he says. He didn't want to bother. It 
was easier to just monitor our truck so 
we could lead him to our destination. I 
assured him that we meant no harm, 
that 1 was just delivering some Spanish 
espadrilles to a department store, so 
why don't we ail shake hands and let 
bygones be bygones?

Guys like that never laugh, but 
something happens to their lips that is
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supposed to look like a smile. He 
smiled and told me that 1 caused him 
no end of trouble with my callback 
scheme with the pens. 1 apologized. 1 
said 1 acted without thinking. If I had 
known who I was up against, I would 
have pleaded guilty and hoped for the 
best. I said all this because I could de 
tect that he would kill me and Tammy 
as easily as taking a pinch of snuff. He 
was that kind of guy.

The old guy said he admired my 
style and the way I fucked up his orga 
nization for a while. In fact, he was de 
bating whether he should give me a job 
with the Production Company or get 
rid of me, and thought it would be 
safer to get rid of me, and the girl, of 
course. We knew too much, as the old 
saying goes.

A couple of his goons, the ones who 
looked like California state troopers, 
were making ready to take us some 
where and turn us into charcoal bri 
quettes. In this kind of situation you 
don't put up a fight. And I'm sorry to 
say I didn't have any secret weapons 
like what James Bond uses. But I did 
have one last resort. 1 pulled some 
thing out of my watch pocket and 
showed it to the old cowboy.

"Recognize that?"
"Looks like one of them rabbit's 

feet we used to keep for good-luck 
charms when 1 was a kid," said the 
cowboy.

"Okay, now watch this," 1 said.
I opened the little metal cap on the 

rabbit's foot and pulled out a tiny 
piece of paper It was a hollowed-out 
rabbit's foot. I gave the paper to the 
cowboy to read.

"So what the fuck is this?" he said, 
after reading it.

Either this guy was playing dumb 
or he was dumb.

"You mean the Production Com 
pany never saw that piece of paper be 
fore? You've got to be kidding," I said.

"Look, boy, I think you better tell 
me what kind of game you're playing, 
before 1 take you out of our files 
forever."

I told him that the paper contained 
the secret code words that identify me 
as a member of the Mossad, the Israeli 
secret police, one of the most feared 
organizations of its kind in the world. 
The reason why he couldn't under 
stand the words was because they wc-re 
in Hebrew. But I thought he would 
recognize them anyway. I told him 
what the words meant and what would 
happen if they killed me. The Mossad 
checks in with me every week for the- 
secret work I do for them in New

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

Source comparative 'tar'and nicotine figures: FTC Report May 197B, Of All 
Brands Sold: Lowest tan 0.5 mg.'tar,' 0.05 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette. 
Golden Lights: 8 mg.'tar,' 0.7 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC Method.

Golden Lights 
taste astonishes 
first-time users.
Unbelievable taste from a low tar surprises smokers. 
Many switch to Golden Lights after trying just one pack.
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Now That ft's Theirs...
PANAMANIANS

MAKE OWN MARK
ONCANAL

Several months after assuming con 
trol of the Panama Canal, I^namanian 
engineers appear to remain largely per 
plexed by the artificial waterway's 
operation.

"Their capacity for ineptitude is as 
tounding," groused one US shipping offi 
cial, on the spot as an adviser. "They 
open all the locks at once and get the At 
lantic running into the Pacific; then, 
somehow, by opening and closing Vhe 
gates totally at whim, they get the Pa 
cific flowing back into the Atlantic. Last

week I had a twelve-foot tidal wave run 
right through my hotel room!"

There are accounts of large freighters 
capsizing from walls of water rushing up 
and down the canal, and of Rinamanian 
lock operators abscnlmindedly closing 
massive steel gates on passing ships, vir 
tually pinching their hulls in two.

"On top of that," notes a disgruntled 
sea capta'in, "all the garbage and old 
cars accumulating on the bottom of the 
waterway are making navigation prac 
tically impossible."

"Bandsheff Affiance" 
Protests in California

NUCLEAR 
SCIENTISTS 
IN MASS 
DEMON 
STRATIONS

Thousands of protesting nuclear sci 
entists from all over America are gath 
ering at a demonstration in Son.cma, 
California, where local promoters are at- 
temptingto stage a rock concert.

"Rock concerts have lo be stopped," 
said Joseph M. Hendrie, chairman of the 
Nuclear Regulatory Commission and 
spokesperson for the group. "They cre 
ate enormous ecological damage. Hun 
dreds, even thousands, of Americans 
have been killed or injured at rock con 
certs. And the worst thing is that we 
don't need rock concerts. There are al 
ternative means of producing rock 
music-we can listen to record players, 
buy tape decks, even learn to play in 
struments in our own homes"

Hendrie went on to say that the Alta- 
mont disaster alone was responsible for 
three deaths and over six hundred in 
juries and that medical authorities sus 
pect rock concerts may contribute to 
such health problems as deafness and 
drinking cheap wine until you vomit. 
"And no one knows what the long-term 
effects may be."

So far the demonstrators have been 
peaceful, but the California State High 
way Patrol has been called out and Gov 
ernor Jerry Brown has stated that the 
protesting scientists will be arrested if 
they continue in their ailempts to block 
delivery of stage equiprccvit. amplifiers, 
underage groupies, and In.jjr-1 quantities 
of cocaine to the conceit site.
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Experimental Vehicle Could Help Stem OH Deficit
New Car Burns Food

L.S Stx tri.iiA ul Transportation Neil 
h Goklbtim .Hi >pi>kr ;ti the unveiling 
ui a iie\\ ciuiumobile thiit runs on food in- 
r.iead oi ,<-i. >lu,c The prototype car de- 
'•"Inped u> the Department of 
"i: .importation al <t cost of five billion 
dollars runs uii chopper! meat and aver 

^ pci puund on fatly porkages five r.
•.rUmbani' iui 

"Wh\ e*p-:,i 
asked the :irv. 
burn the 1'1*0-1
•..-here we 'i^d t

Goldschi.iidi
car was oi:a i

• dcOHi lean beef, 
"inl and import oil!'"

,\ T IHISS. "Why not. 
Ju iit-if in our cars,

(iiaiiu'd thai ihe new 
lotx'runner of futui'e

models that will run on less expensive 
commodities like poultry, fish, eggs, 
beans, grains, and even regular coffee 
to go.

"We still have problems to solve be 
fore our car can be mass marketed, the 
former rbrlland mayor admitted, "Un 
like gas-burning cars, this vehicle 
expels a form of solid waste that will 
probably require the installation of road- 
sick- auio toilets around the country"

The secretary turned away questions 
about possible air pollution from cars 
propelled by Italian food with lots of 
garlic.

Pledge tc f-ix US Economy
r Hayden Tour the Nation

TO
THE PEOPLE 

RIGHT ON.TO THE
TO THE PtSOPUE.

FOWEK TO THE

Movie 
husband. 1 
nation rea'i 
•Mixed bag > 
active cal.il> 
gerous plii»i 
secretariat 
ing on bel

Mh. Foiula 
to pioniu 
that wouki

.^ i;>on Jane Fond a and her 
;,i, llayden. crisscrossed the 
uh sjKviking in protest of a 
'i i^siit^ ranging from radio 

> ftilder to pofeniially dan 
'it(.|jier ehemicals lo which 
u-.ilM'is are exposed, four- 
tl! »l their newly formed
h>j Kconomic Democracy. 
\;n. lined that it was created
..• rin economic system 

in- coi it rolled by people who

know nothing about economics other 
than that you need some to buy things.

On the last leg of the tour, Ms. Fonda 
finally gave in to public pressure for a 
statement on nuclear power. Both Ms. 
Fonda and her husband had avoided the 
issue, claiming that it was "owned" by 
the rock establishment. 'Tbor people are 
poor'' Fonda said to a cheering crowd at 
the Seabrook nuclear-plant construction 
site, "because atomic-power plants are 
polluting the air!"

"Russia Better Watch Its Step, or

Carter Vows 
Eternal Vigilance 
in Caribbean

Apparently embarrassed by the con 
tinuing presence of Soviet combat 
troops in Cuba and by the CIA's demon 
strated difficulty in detecting them, 
President Carter has reaffirmed his re 
solve to "beef up our intelligence appar 
atus in this area and put some teeth 
back in the Monroe Doctrine's mouth."

Carter announced that beginning Jan 
uary 1, 1980, all American tourists trav 
eling in the Caribbean wili be furnished 
with ten cents and a special R-ntagon 
telephone number to call collect "in case 
they spot any funny troop maneuvers 
while they're scuba diving, water skiing, 
or whatever." In addition, Carter re 
vealcd that the Defense Department has 
leased the Goodyear blimp for a series 
of "surveillance sails" over Cuba, to 
begin "immediately after the conclusion 
of the Super Bowl or the Blue-Gray 
Game, whichever comes first."

Should new evidence of Soviet troop 
activity in Cuba be uncovered. Presi 
dent Carter has vowed lo retaliate imme 
diately. "The Russians may not know it," 
he said, "but Cuba's full of American 
troops, too. At Guantanamo Bay. We'll 
take aerial pictures of them marching 
around and playing softball and send 
them to all the Soviet newspapers and 
the Soviet congress too. Let's see how 
the Kremlin likes ihatl"

UNION
POE-^N'T OO 

THING APOUT
IN CUBA 

EAT
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THEY ARE
MARCHING
AGAINST

THE NATIONAL
LAMPOON

March with us now, 
We know what we 're 

Ban tea cozies. Teflon, 
National Lampoon!

All over the USA, small special-interest groups are organizing marches and demonstrations against the National 
Lampoon. These people are trying to crush the freedom of the press. Don't let anyone tell you what you can or 
cannot read. Fight censorship by subscribing today to National Lampoon.

FIGHT THEM WITH 
A SUBSCRIPTION.

I 
I 
I 
I

I

Ptease find endowed <r>v c;heck in money order pavabic withn ih-,-3 
i;r>nimpn!al USA or Canada made out 10

National Lampoon, Dept, 180 
635 Madison Avenue 
New York, NY 10022

L- Unu-yoijr subscription— S 3 95 la saving of 39 Ob over sin 
gle copy purchase price)

i~I Two year subscription —$1300 (a saving of S23 00 over 
sm< tie-copy purchase price and $3 00 less than ihe basic 
subscription price)

mi Three-year subscription—5 18 00 (a saving of $36 00 over 
single-copy pmchsse price and S4 00 less than ihe basic 
subscnpdon price)

For j;ar.h year add S3 00 for Canada and Mexico 55 00 foi 
other foreign countries

Name-
{please print)

Address.

City .State

Zip .Country-

I 
I 
I 
I 
I 
I
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Crime Prevention
New Jersey to Jail Crime Victims

TELLING 
OFFICER, -YOU GOT THE

GAL. X PIPN'T GET 
ROBBEQ. NOT ME- I

DID/ VOU CAN A$K 
AMSBOPY...

New Jersey's Governor Uremian 
Byrne recently signed into law a much- 
touted "bold new approach" to crime, 
which calls for prosecution of crime vic 
tims. According lo the governor, pulling 
victims behind bars will have a three 
fold impact on crime:

• Emphasis will shift from crime light 
ing to crime prevention. Said the gover 
nor: "If people are subject to jail terms 
for being victims, they will begin to 
take crime prevention seriously."

• Crime victims will be less likely to 
tax an already overburdened law-en 
forcement system wilh their personal 
misfortunes. "An unrcported crime." ex 
plained Governor Byrne. "is a crime we

doiVt have to worry about!'
•Victims will make good submissive 

prisoners, unlike the hard-core, knife- 
wielding savages currently in our jails. 
Backers of the new law hope that the 
measure will make meaningful prison 
reform possible.

New Jersey's new law provides for 
penalties of increasing severity depend 
ing on (he crime inflicted on the victim 
but stops short of calling for the death 
penally.

"Most victims, of capital crimes are al 
ready dead," Governor Byrne pointed 
out. "And executing dead people would 
be an unforgivable waste of slate 
resources."

Cites Role as "World Negro"

Jackson Trots Globe
Citing his kinship with the disadvan- 

taged peoples of the world and the suc 
cess of his recent inspirational visit to 
the oppressed people of the Middle East. 
Reverend Jesse Jackson has embarked 
upon a global tour of Third World 
nations.

Though Cambodia's Premier Pot Pol 
stated that he would prefer arms and 
money, he welcomed Jackson and prom 
ised him that the government would ex 
hort Cambodia's school-age youngsters 
to "eat a good breakfast and do all their 
homework."

In Libya. Col. Muammar Qaddafi 
praised Jackson for his "farsighted 
plans" for implementing day-care pro 
grams for Libya's working mothers.

A scheduled trip to the tiny republic 
of Sao Tome and Principe was cancelled 
when rulers of that country informed 
Jackson that everything was under con 
trol there and that they had no internal 
problems that Mr. Jackson could help 
them with. However, Jackson left a

PEOPLE OF 
UPPEK 

THROW POWN
, *I CAN 

TO COLLEGE/ J. CAM GET 
A 3OB/ I CAM OWN 

/VW OWN HOME/

phone number in Chicago where he 
could be reached if something did come 
up.

The only area where Jackson was not 
warmly received was Northern Ireland. 
Jackson was pelted with rocks and 
bricks after he referred to Irish Catho 
lics as "the niggers of the United King 
dom." Jackson later clarified the remark 
on local radio, saying that he meant that 
Irish Catholics "were treated like nig 
gers" but did not look, act, or talk like 
niggers.

The News in Depth
The People's Pope: 
A Capsule Summary 
of His Theological 
Views

John Paul II, the conservative yet pop 
ulist pope, has made it clear in public 
statements during his extensive travels 
that he intends to actively involve him 
self in the theological issues confronting 
the modern-day Catholic church. Betow, 
briefly summarized, are some of the 
principal theological points that John 
Paul II has emphasized in his speeches 
and writings.
• No farting in front of the ladies.
• No drinking beer out of the can in a 

church.
• Abortion: "A guy who would get an 

abortion makes me sick!"
• No confessing dirty stuff you did 

with girls.
• If God had wanted women to have 

jobs, he wouldn't have made trucks and 
jackhammers and hods full of bricks so 
big and heavy.

• Women priests: "There aren't no 
women priests. Where d you ever see a 
woman priest? There's no such thing."

• Every lime you play with yourself 
there's half a little baby soul in every 
sperm and every one of them goes to 
purgatory because they haven't been 
baptized yet, and the whole place is fill 
ing up with little babies cut in half.

• It's okay to come to Mass in a sweat 
shirt if you don't have any other clothes 
that are clean at home.

• We should all help out poor people 
just like God does. God helps out poor 
people by giving them lots of kids to 
keep their minds off their troubles.

Complete Text
Carter's State of the 
Union Speech

The following is the complete text of 
President Carter's state of the union 
speech addressed to both houses of 
Congress:

"Maine is okay. New Hampshire's 
okay. Vermont is fine. Massachusetts is 
good. New York's all right. Rhode Island 
is okay. too. New Jersey is good. So's Del 
aware. Nothing the matter with Mary 
land. Ohio is perfectly all right. 
Virginia's okay. West Virginias hanging 
in there. Kentucky's cool. Indiana-just 
fine, no problem. Illinois is okay. Ne 
braska is good. What's the other one 
that's sort of like Nebraska? Iowa, that's 
it. Iowa is the same as ever. Wisconsin is 
just fine. So's Minnesota. Both the Da ko 
las are okay. Montana's fine. Wyoming's 
fine. Utah is okay. too. So's Nevada. Colo 
rado's line. New Mexico is fine. Arkansas 

continued on page 243

NATIONAL LAMPOON 21Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



CAPTAINS COCJRAGEOGS

All shirts light blue.

Send to: Trickiquiddic Co. 
P.O. Box 66P 
Nevada City, CA 95959

Enclosed is $_ . (U.S.) lor . . shirt(s)
SizeS M L XL (circle one) ai $6.90 each + 
60i postage and handling. (Calif, residents 
add 6% sales tan.) Allow 4 weeks fordelivery. 
Name _____ _ _ _______ 
Address ________________

Ord»r Toll Fr*»!
bicept H.Y..Alas.Hawaii/

FOR ORDERS ONLY!
Mon & Thurs9AM 7PM TIBS. Wed, Fri, Sat 9AM-5PM FSIi

STEREO

HOT-LINE
AKAI Technics

CHECK US OUT!
V Our prices are the lowest.
V Discoujils on over 60 major brands.
V Reliability: one ot the oldest audio 

mail-order houses in the U.S.A.
V Rated #1: by a leading trade publication.
V Large inventory: we buy in volume 

getting the best deals from the manufac 
tures you get the best deal Irom us.
GIVE US THE OPPORTUNITY TO BEAT THE 
flf ST OHi X«m SEEK ASIE TO FtHD.

— QUOTES AND INFORMATION- 
212) 253-8888. 9AM-5PM.MON.-SAT.,N.Y.TIM E"

I Write or Call us now tor Hie lowest, 
' (tftes quotes a&d * free price flyer.'

STEREO CORPORATION 
OF AMERICA

„-. NL-1629 Flatbush Ave. ^m 
gj Brooklyn, New Vork 11210

Kreps Resignation: 
The Inside Story

The real reasons for Juanita Krcps's 
resignation of her post as secretary of 
commerce last fall have emerged in 
statements from several sources close to 
the Carter White House. Other cabinet 
officers apparently refused to quit smok 
ing large smelly cigars and using strong 
language during cabinet meetings, and 
they continually left the toilet seat up in 
the East Wing powder room.

Energy Chief Asks for 
Voluntary Price Controls

Energy Secretary Duncan will meet 
with major oil refiners to ask them to 
voluntarily hold down the price of home 
heating oil. The secretary will then 
travel to Maine to hunt snipe while 
wearing a blindfold, carrying a candle in 
each hand, and holding a burlap bag 
open with his teeth.

Clark to Quit Refugee Post
Dick Clark, President Carter's coor 

dinator for refugee affairs, will return to 
his "American Bandstand" television 
program next month. "I've taught all the 
boat people how to do the Latin hustle, 
plus some other basic disco moves," said 
Clark, "and now I'd like to be able to 
spend more time with my family''

China Caused 
California Quake

Last October's California earthquake 
was caused by 850 million Chinese 
jumping off kitchen chairs in unison, 
Premier Hau Kuo-feng has admitted. 
"We'd always heard that if all the people 
in China jumped up and down at one 
time, it would knock the earth out of its 
orbit, or something," said the Chinese 
head of state. "We just wanted to see 
what would really happen. We're sorry if 
we caused any damage."

Bolivia Upheaval
The government of Bolivia has been 

overturned. A,number of nightcrawlers 
and beetle grubs were found under 
neath it.

Soviets Counter Cuba 
Troop Charge

fn response to continued Carter ad 
ministration criticism of Russian troop 
presence in Cuba, the Soviet Union has 
pointed out that its own intelligence or 
ganization has recently uncovered evi 
dence that the United States maintained 
extensive military forces for a number 
of years in Vietnam. The Pentagon has 
acknowledged that this was true, "but," 
said the chairman of the US Joint Chiefs 
of Staff, Gen. David C. Jones, "those 
troops had no offensive combat capabili 
ties. At least not judging by the way 
they fought."

Talmadge Appeals 
Sentence

Senator Herman Talmadge (D.-Ga.) 
has filed an appeal in federal court seek- 
ing to reduce the sentence passed on 
him by the Senate Ethics Committee for 
misuse of campaign funds. Talmadge 
was sentenced by the committee to be 
"denounced." The senator had admitted 
his guilt in the case but maintains that 
he is entitled to credit for "time served 
being censured in the press." This could 
conceivably reduce his present sentence 
of being denounced to one of being 
"frowned on" or "kidded," which, with 
time off for only moderately bad behav 
ior, would leave Talmadge free from crit 
icism beginning early in 1981.

Oil Companies Not to 
Blame for Shortage

Congressional investigators have con 
cluded that US oil companies were not 
to blame for the shortage during the Ira 
nian revolution. The General Account 
ing Office has placed the blame on the 
Iranians. "Our findings indicate that it 
was the Iranians who overthrew the gov 
ernment and ran wild through the oil 
fields, destroying pipelines and equip 
ment and halting shipment of crude oil, 
not the oil companies."

1.5 Million Fucks Lost
A government panel says that US 

men will lose 1.5 million fucks to illness 
this year. Another 3.7 million fucks will 
be lost to sad movies on TV 2.2 million 
to changes in hair, clothing, and facial 
grooming styles, 4.1 million to noisy 
children, 1.9 million to decreases in per 
sonal clothing budgets,and 10 million 
to unspecified emotional reactions.
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The Most Elaborate Precautions 
Ever Taken for a Foreign Head 
of State
Castro Security Costs 
US $SO Million

The US Secret Service has now made 
public the full extent of the security pre 
cautions that surrounded Cuban pre 
mier Fidel Castro's visit to the UN last 
October.

Castro's plane was not flown to New 
York's LaGuardia Airport, as previously 
reported, but actually landed at the US 
Air Force base in Key West, Florida, 
from which Fidel was personally driven 
by Senator Edward Kennedy across the 
nearly two hundred miles of bridges 
that join that isiand to the mainland. En 
listment of Senator Kennedy to chauf 
feur the Cuban premier was called by 
Carter administration aides "a gesture 
toward better White House relations 
with both Cuba and Teddy."

"I guess you could say we were trying 
to kill two birds with one stone," an ad 
ministration spokesman said.

The car used for the trip was an early- 
model Chevrolet Corvair, chosen for its 
"inconspicuousness." In.Miami, Fidel 
was transferred to an open convertible 
for a drive through that city's "Little 
Cuba" section before embarking from 
the Miami Airport in an American Air 
lines DC-10. The Cuban premier then 
made a brief stopover in Harrisburg, 
Pennsylvania, where he was given a 
complete tour of the Three Mile Island 
atomic-power plant and presented with 
a number of gifts from that town's city 
fathers—including an asbestos-insulated 
hair dryer, a case of Boo Vivant vichys- 
soise soup, and two hundred pounds of 
cyclamate artificial sweetener. From 
Harrisburg, Fidel was whisked to the 
Port Authority Bus Terminal in New 
York City in another inconspicuous pri 
vate vehicle, a 1972 Ford Pinto. And to 
further avoid notice he was sent to his 
hotel alone on foot via a circuitous route 
that .took him through Central Park in 
the middle of the night.

THEMR.BILLT-SHIRTS
They're here, complete with Mr. Bill...as seen 
on Saturday nisht. Get them now! 100% quality 
T-shirts in either Navy, Beige or White. Or ..

GIVE YOUR BEST ENEMY A MR. 
SLUGGO WALKS MR. SPffT T-SHIRT.

HOO!
HOOOO!

KIDDIES!
One coupon for a friend/enemy. 

1 MR. BILL
Printed in Black on a Beiee T-shirt.

MR. BILL

BLUE

BEIGE

WHITE

S M L XL TOT M
1 1 BLUE

| BEIGE

WHITE

S M L XL TOT

MR. SLUGGO MR. SLUGGO

BEIGE 1 1 BEIGE 
II

One T-shirt For 15.95 Plus 5S« P& H each.
Two ForS12.00postpaid.
Three For $ 18.00-We pay postage.
Special Fan Club Rate-twelve For S60.00- We pay post.
Wholesale inquiries invited.
Mr.Bill.DePt. NL-1-80
168 East 66 Street. N.V. N.V. 10021

N.V. residents add appropriate tax. 

Enclosed is $_ __ U.S. Funds only.

Print 
Name.

One T-shirt For $5.95 plus SSc P & H each.
Two For$l2.00 postpaid.
Three For £ 18.00-We pay postaae.
Special Fan Club Rate-live I we For J60.00- We pay post.
Wholesale inquiries invited.
Mr.Bill.DePt.
168 East 66 Street. N.V. N.V. 10021

N.V. residents add appropriate tax.

Enclosed is $_

Address. 

CHv__

State-

.U.S. Funds only.
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NATIONAL LAMPOON 23Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



NOTHING LIKE
AN EMPTY CLOSET FOR

SQUASH PRACTICE!
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IMPORTED CANADIAN WHISKY . A BLEND . 80 PROOF . CALVERT DIST. CO., N.Y.C.

A|

Right from the top, its Canadian spirit 
holds nothing back. What makes it such a 
memorable gift? Super lightness. Superb 
taste. If that's what you'd like to give, 

:e the run to Lord Calvert Canadian.

C spirit
Give it for the Holidays,
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Winston Lights didn7

*^C"
iSesfe

>:.V • v

13 mo. "tar". 0.9 mg. niconne av. per cigarette. FtC ReporiMA

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 
That Cigaretie Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.
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INDEPENDENT TEST REPORT:
KENWOOD HAS BETTER TRANSIENT RESPONSE

THAN PIONEER.TECHNICS OR YAMAHA.
Recently, we asked an independent testing labora 

tory to measure Kenwood's new Hi-Speed™ receiver 
against the competition. Each one "oft the shelf" in 
unbroken factory cartons.

The results were impressive, if not surprising.
The Kenwood receiver outperformed comparable 

models of other brands in both rise time and slew 
rate, the same new specifications that are used to

RISE TIME (5 MICROSECOND CLOCK)

KENWOOD PIONEER 
KR-7050 SX-9BO 

3.0 ^<S

TECHNICS YAMAHA
SA-700 CR-1040
4.60 ,*s 2.00 ys

measure a receiver's ability to handle complex 
musical signals.

Of course, the Kenwood receiver had one unfair 
advantage: Kenwood's exclusive Hi-Speed circuitry. 
Hi-Speed allows an amplifier section to react faster 
to changes in music to minimize audible transient 
Intel-modulation distortion.

In the laboratory, this shows up as superb 
specs and an almost perfect square wave on an 
oscilloscope.

In your home, you'll hear superior clarity and defini 
tion with excellent imaging. For example, you'll be 
able to identify an individual singer in a vocal group.

SLEW RATE MEASUREMENT RESULTS

Your Kenwood dealer can show you the entire line of 
Hi-Speed receivers.

Because if you're going to buy a receiver, why not 
go with the best performer?

H/-SPEED
Hear the future of high fidelity

KENWOOD
FortrieKenwooti dealer nearest you, see your Yellow Pages, or write 
Kenwood, P.O. Box 6213, Carson, CA 90749.
In Canada: Magnasonic Canada, Ltd. / Test data available upon request. 
Rise lime and stew rate measured by slope a! zero crossing method.
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HOW THE WORLDS 
BOOKS TO CHILDREN

? *, designed by Alan Rose
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HOW THE WORLD LOOKS TO CHILDREN
Ball-point pens as seen by a twelve-year-old boy.

• booster and multiple
rocket engines

reentry engine

MODEL BP-2 
ORBITAL BOMBER
LENGTH: 95 meters PAYLOAD; 16 20-megaton 
MIRV warheads ARMAMENT: 5 heat-seeking air- 
to-air missiles. 2 30-mm cannons
REENTRY VEHICLE ATMOSPHERIC TOP SPEED: apprOX, Mach 3
ADVANTAGES
Can be launched from missile 

launch pads, silos, or con 
ventional airfields

Heavily shielded warheads
Greater payload
Well-defended reentry vehicle
Backup MIRV guidance system

Deployment Phase I
(reentry vehicle separation effected)

Deployment Phase 2
(jettisoned rocket engines
open bomb bay for MIRV warheads)

launch carriage
(for airfield takeofts)

missile ^.delivery
guidance defense
system mjssi|e

Highly complete onboard elec 
tronics systems 

Reentry vehicle with Mach 3 
capabilities

DISADVANTAGES
Orbital missile relatively vulnerable during

Deployment Phase 2 
Bomb bay design renders MIRVtarget clustering inoperative

'orlblal missile with 16 
internally contained MIRV warheads

S-t

jettisoned rocket - 
engine assembly

Stage II

dorsal star port 
(secondary guidance system)

MODEL BP-1 ORBITAL BOMBER
LENGTH: 80 meters PAYLOAD: 12 10-rrtegaton MIRV warheads 
ARMAMENT: 1 launch/ deli very defense rocket, 5 reentry defense rockets
REENTRYVEHICLE ATMOSPHERIC TOP SPEED: apprOX. MaCh 1

Deployment Phase 1
(reentry vehicle separation effected)

ADVANTAGES
Can utilize conventional airfields

for launch
Well-defended reentry vehicle 
Highly complete onboard

electronics systems

DISADVANTAGES
Poorly defended launch vehicle 
Unmaneuverable reentry vehicle 
Requires crew of 3 
Complexity of design 
High launch cost

missile
Deployment Phase 2 
(orbital miss lie activated) 

/, retro-rockets

I
jettisoned 

retro-rocket 
assembly

•orbilal missile
with 12 segmented MIRV
warheads

' missile 
guidance
system

cockpit f
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Deployment Phase 1
(escort missile separation effected)

Deployment Phase 2
(reentry vehicle separation effected)

* self-shielding self-segmenting 
orbital missile with 22 MIRV warheads

cockpit

30-mm cannons

secondary delivery 
defense anti-ABM missile

Stage II'

air-to-air 
defense missiles

> retractable landing skids 
(can be equipped with jeltisonable 
wheels for airfield takeoff) multipurpose 

escort/defense/
decoy missile

MODEL BP-X3 
ORBITAL BOMBER
LENGTH: 110 meters PAYLOAD:

22 30-megaton MIRV warheads 
plus single 50-megaton escort 
missile warhead ARMAMENT: 
escort/defense/decoy missile, 
anti-ABM delivery defense mis 
sile, 12 air-to-air defense missiles 
on reentry vehicle HEENTRV
VEHICLE ATMOSPHERIC TOP SPEED:
Mach3.5 +
ADVANTAGES
Maximum defensive armament
Maximum payload
Maximum targeting flexibility
Straddle-mounted inverted bat 

wing reentry vehicle has inter 
ceptor capabilities

Crew of 1
Relative simplicity of design
DISADVANTAGES
Limited onboard electronics 

systems
Can only be launched from mis 

sile launching pad or specially 
constructed silos

(ilS

S-lll

& n rT r ^ M-
Silvery 
ffinse 
Ktel

_Bu
• jettisoned 
missile 
shield

S-ltl

crew deck

Stage I 
Reentry Vehicle

rocket engine

launch booster * 
and rocket assembly

' landing gear 
(retractable)
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If you don't have at least $1,000 to spend 
on an Audiovox Hi-Comp autosound system, 
read no further.
By Robert Harris, Technical Director

T here are few things in this world 
that can take a driver out of the 
traffic jam or away from a gas 

Hne, better than great music, well 
reproduced.

Audiovox understands this. That's 
why they engineered the Hi-Comp 
range of high fidelity stereo 
components designed to produce 
exemplary sound in automobiles.

A total range of exotic 
amplifiers /receivers.

Each model builds on the one before it 
until you reach the HCM-0010 - the 
"master system."

3" mid-range with 
high flux dens»y 
fertile magnet

314" precision 
molded gafkei

IW high efficiency 
horn loaded tweeter 
with strontium magnet

i" high temp.
aluminum
SV wire voice coil

20 oz. strontium magnet 
with thick 8 mm plates

HCE-750 HiComp Semi-parametric graphic equalizer

It's an electronically-tuned AM/FM 
multiplex receiver with a built-in auto- 
reverse cassette deck. The HCM-0010 
has 12-station memory, LED display,

HCS-362 HiComp 6" x 9" 3-way speaker system.

built-in quartz clock and an automatic 
station seek. It also features a CrOj 
switch, Dolbyw , FM muting, 4-way 
stereo balance controls, separate bass 
and treble controls and a Hard 
Permalloy tape head. Its looks are 
straight out of a stereo buff's music 
room.

4 power-matched speaker systems.

The ultimate is the Hi-Comp 362 
system: 6" x 9" three way speakers with 
IVz" Strontium horn tweeters, 3" mid- 
ranges, 20-ounce Strontium magnet 
woofers, IVz" heat proof aluminum 
voice coils, and a 70 to 18,000 Hz 
response range with crossovers at 2,900 
and 9,000 Hz, and a power capacity of 
70 watts. Hook these up to the 
HCM-0010 with the Hi-Comp power 
amplifier, HCB-830,120 watts RMS at 
less than 0.3% distortion^ and you've 
got enough sound to pop a moon roof.

Ptlanitd dMtgn panel 
ccinlroli 39 functions

npular-gn 
1 unction iwitchn TheAudievax HCM-0010. developed by the audio research laboratories 

of the Shmiorn Company, l-'d., Yokohama, Japan,  

HCB-830 HiComp I20wait4-channelpower amplifier

Now for the equalizer.
Apart from a heavy-duty fader control 
or a dual slide-bar pre-amp, the only 
other Audiovox Hi-Comp component 
you might buy is the HCE-750 
semi-parametric graphic equalizer 
with 5 slide-bar response controls and 
bi-amp capability.

You spend $1,000 
and what do you get?

Probably the finest sound you've 
heard, anywhere. It takes money to get 
it. But it also takes a lot of specialized 
dedication. Audiovox only knows how 
to do just one thing: How to engineer 
the finest automobile sound systems 
you've ever heard.

For further information, write to: Robert 
Harris, Technical Director, Dept. NL , 
Audiovox, ISO Marcus Blvd. Hauppauge, 
New York 11787.

Dolby* is a registered trademark of Dolby 
Laboratories, Inc.

© 1979 Audiovox Corporation
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NEW VPRK
NEGRO ANP jeWfSH 
BREAK POWN.THeiR 
CO/WE INTO SHARP FOCU&-HOPE& 
FOR A PEACEFUL SETTLEMENT 
FADE,

L BOUfSHTA NiN£TEEN-PieCE= 
MEDITERRANEAN SPANISH

UVINS ROCWV ANP 
DINETTE 5ETANE? YOU 
RE-PO-S6ESS&D 
THE MOTHER / y WELL, YOU

DIDN'T PAV F<PR 
IT'

MAN, YOU EVER THE SLUMS OF 
GOOP BUILD 
INGS ' YOU 

IN THE"
Y&U Re NT TO 

US

r PIPNT
HAVE NO JRP& (

THEN YOU 
SHOULDN'T 
HAVE BC>U<SHT 

IT'

THAT NEK3H60R.- 
HOCC7 UNTIL

SUCH A 
IT 'I GOT TCJ HAVE 

FURNITURE", 
/ I BET

SURE, ANPr IT'
FURNITURE

N A 0RILLIANT 
TACTICAL FEAT, 

A N&&RC? STRIKE 
FORCE ATTACKS 
A Key TEYVI&H

LEAVING 
THE JEWS STUNNEP 
AND UMPREPAR6O 

FOR

HANPS Y THIS IS A WAR, 
UP/ ANP YOU IS THE 

PRISONERS OF 
IT/

5O SINCE WHEN 
DO We HAVE A

NO, 
MAN

PON'T 
Ff?C>M AN>

WAR/ THI&I& 
6UR0LAPY'

LOOK AT YOU, 
YOU'RE <STEALIN& 
THINGS / THIS !•£.
A

I AIN'T 
5TSAL-

IH&
NOTHINO, 

THIS 
5- THE 
UN PER 

AND

fl$*L

H&'S NOT 
WEARING A 

STOCKING- OVER 
HIS FACE. WHO 
KNOWS f MAV-
ee THIS ts A

WAR /
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IfHE JEWS' CALL UPON THEIR 
W ORGANIZATIONAL SKILLS 
AMP THEIR TR-APITIONAU UNITY 
TO MOBILIZE RESOURCES AMP 

COUNTER, OFFENSIVE

I WOJLP LIKE TO THANK 
Mf?,6IPNEY LEVIN FOR 
HIS <5EN&RC>U6 PLEPf&E 
OF £l,GC»e> IN HONOR 
OF HIS LATE WIFE, 

FLORENCE.

CALL BARRY MANILOW ANP 
TELL HIM WE: 
NEEP A WAR

HOW SHOULP 
X KNOW

...VOUPUU- 
THIS THIN©, ANP 
THEN THIS 
PUSHES ON 
HERE, ANP 
BULLETS COME
OUT OF
HERE?

LET/ME f?EM(NP 
YOU THAT EVERYONE 
WHO MAKES A PLEDGE 
OF
WILL RECEIVE A WON- 
PERFUL CANDY DISH 
COMMEMORATING 

THE WAR.

SO FOR THEIR RIBS, JU&T 
LIKE- WHEN YOU'RE FI&HT- 

TO &ET T<0 THE SALE 
TABLES AT

PREPARE , 
UMBRELLA^ /

COVER YOUR.

AN OPPORTUNITY 1C? 
STRIKE AT THE HEART OF JEWISH STRENGTH 
BY UP&ETTIKk3 THE CON&UMEI5-CREDIT 
SYSTEM .

HOW ARE 
YOU

PAY FOR 
THIS

MY CAR, 
MY TV, /V\Y LOVE^EAT COtf&O

, /v\y
TOYS, ANP THEK WHEN I

CHECK, IT AIN'T THERE, 
ALL X <3£T£> IS A COUPON 
FOR A CARTON OF MILK 

SOME
F/JCK/N ' 
WITH THE
WELFARE!
A&AINST 

THE 
LAW/PUT THE FIFTY 

RAPIOs ON MY VISA 
CARP, PUT THE TV 
ON MY MASTER 

ANP THE REST SOON MY 
V CRFPlT-UWIOH PLAN

NEWLY FORMEP JEWISH ARMY MEETS 
OF THE NE(5RO BOTTLE AND BALL BAT CAVALRY 

IN THE BATTLE OF CENTRAL PARK WEST, THE 
FIReTMAJOR CONFRONTATION IN THE EXPANDINe 
CONFLICT.
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TIDE OF THE WAR SHIFTS' Ae JEWS- EXERCISE THEIR TRADITIONAL- OP THE

''f^>>* I CAN'T PANCE TO 
THAT 6HIT.' PUT ON 
.SOMETHING

T^ON 
EVERY STATION/

0tAM£P

^"SOON /, /#

WILL NOT &e BEEN 
TONieHJ SO 7HA7 WE 
ft\AYe>RtN& YOU THE 
FOLLOWING 
BROADCAST  *AMOS 

' 'N'ANDY ON SAFARI.''

E NEGROES-' 
VEN& THE &COR&

U^E OF PSYCHOLOGICAL WARFARE

OX &O\? f TH-IS
JUNSLE 

BOP l& PRIVINC5 
ME CRAZY/ I 
CAN'T

FOR CEYIN& OUT LO(JP, 
IT'g- THE RIPPLE 
THE NK5HT/TLIRN THAT 
RECORD PLAYER

HOW CAN I FK3HTA 
WAR. WHEN £ CAN'T 

A WINK OF SL^EP

THAT 
NORMANiUBOFF 

CHOIR, WITH 
7ANNHAU&ER,

ACT JR.
"PILGRIM'S*

CHOKLJ&.

ITH THE WAR EFFORT &TALE-
', THE 3"ewe> PLACE AN

CALL F&K HELPTC? 
TEL AVIV. ^YA

m
APPRECIATE ALL 

ANP PA HOSPITALS, BUT AT DI& 
/MOMENT VEARE1 BUSY WITH 
LeBANiON ANP CAN'T SPARE ANY 
RESOURCES. 6LJT ^OOD LUCK 
TCP XOU AND KEEP IN TOUCH -

THE NESROEfr.HOWE-VER, PP RECEIVE 
/VMLITARY ASSISTANCE FROM THEIR- 

ALLIED, r——————————

"• ;/ THAT'& WHAT I SAY, /MAN. ^ 
_/ TCWORRCW, WE <£ONNA DO IT.

NOW, LET'^ HAVE •5O/V\E FUW.
BE IN HURRY ALL THE 

TIME, yOU AIN'T NEVERURBAN 0LJERRILLA PERIVE*&
FI3P/V\ HIS PJ6CIPLINE AND HI& PETERMINATION ) f5ONNA HAVE NO FUN IN
TO 5EE THE OBJECTIVES /MET/

A PKOQIEM CONFRONTING THE NE&RO 
WAR MACHINE (& THE FI0HTIN<5 
OF THEIRTROOFS- WITH LITTLE TO 
LOSE OR C5AIN, THE N&3SO RESULA 
LOSE INTERE&T IN THE CONFLICT.

NO/MORE. NO 
WAY. IAIN'T6ETTIN'UPAT 
FIVE INTHEWC?RNIN' TO 
&HQ9T UP NO RAMW DELI. 
It> RATHER HAVE/WE A >

THE SUCCESSFUL

PONT 
VOLJ WANT 

PANCE Z"

HERE 
ANOTHER BLACK 
VELVET, THEY6OT 
&LACK VELVET OVER 
IN DE SA7A STRIP ?

TURN LIP THE TV.

YOU
CHIT THE ARMY

NEW HAT'S* WE 
(5ONNA
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TEW'SH WAR EFFORT AL&O
AO THEIR 50LPIERS ARE 

TORN BETWEEN CONTINUING THE 
WAR. ANP RETURNM6 JO TRA~ 
PITIONAL BUSINESSES THAT ARE 
FALLING INTO THE HANPS OF 
OTHERS, i——————

WHE WAR HEATS- UP <PNCE AGAIN AFTER THE JEW^ 1&TAl5E" A 
A/Y1&USH OF THE CRACK 22>*y UNEMPLOYED ^ANITATfON 
INFANTRY IN THE HEART OF HARL&V\ .

————————> /MOTHER 
OF 6OP.'/F you CAN'
SEE THAT'^ A F/NE 
SUIT; HOW CAN 
CALL YOURSELF A
/V\AN
YOU'LL SD WEAR IN' 
THIS TILL THE PAY 
THEY LAY XPU OUT '

CAN I (SET &ICK
BREATHING 

IN ALL THIS t&UN

WHO CARES A00UT

/MY HEARINO

FRESH SUPPORT ANP/HOPALE
RUNNING HI<3H,THE NESRC>E5 

LAUNCH THEIR HIGHLY SUCCESS 
FUL HANUKKAH OFFENSIVE, JN 
WHICH ^5 PERCENT OF THE CITX& 
PEAUTY 5ALON& ARE 
HELP THRCU(5HOUT THE HDUPAY,

THE

HE VICTORY IN HARLEM l£> OFF 
SET BY THE SUPPEN CHAN&E IN 
THE NEUTRALITY OF NEW JERSEY 
HILLBILLIES, WHO THROW THEIR 
SUPPORT 0EHINP THE NEGRC?e&.

HE VICTORY 
COMPLETE 
WHEN THE

TROOPS 
ARE UNABLE 
TC? RETREAT.

/MOTHERFUCKINO

WAR OR. NO 
WAR,I'M NOT THINK. THERE'S'

WC?/VIAN,CAPTURE 
HER ANP /HAKE 

HER CLEAN UP
PLACE7 , EVER, 

SINCE P/ANTHA FLEP, 
VE BEEN MAKING LIKE 
MAIP ANP J'/K S-ICK TC? 

PEATH OF IT / y

NEVER 
PIP 

THINK I WOULPHEAR HOW WF ^ONNA W/N 
THE WAR IF 
KEEP STEALING 
THE &LJN /V\ON£Y /

JPIPN'TSTE-AL

ENTERS ITS TWELFTH
MONTH WITH
SIDES DE=APLOCKEP.

ITCO/V\E& POWN TC> 
IP WE WANT JO WIN THE 
WAR, WE'LL HAVE TO 
START KIL.LIN& 

v COLOREDS.

SUCH WORPS FROM Y<PUR 
MOUTH/IF WE START 
KILLING PEOPLE ON 
THE STREETS, WE'LL 

HAVE TO &TART 
KILLING THE/V\ IN 
THE E-LECTRIC
CHAIR AS

BORROWED" IT/I'LL
RIGHT, 

ALL /VWLIFE I'VE 
FOUGHT A0AIN5T 
CAPITAL PUNISH- 
,V\eNT AND FO/Z
SUK CONTROL, r
DON'T 
&E

I RPN'T KNOW
WHO 8EEN 

5TEALIN'WHAT, 
.&UTSOME80DYS

THE
THE WAR COW)h}ue&. AT THE 
TAGON,IN WASHINGTON,DC, MILI 
TARY EXPERTS KEEPA CLOSE 

WATCH ON THE ENLARGING 
STRueSLE.

THE WAR IS

(WITH MY OLD 
LAPY/

SETTING OLJTOF HAND. CASUAL 
TIES ARE /MOUNTING. J£WS ANP 

SLACKS ARE P6STROY- 
!N<5 EACH OTHER. PON'T 
YOU THINK ITS TIME 
WE -MOVED IN,(5ENef?AL?

BUT WE HAVE JO WIN THI5 WAR. I T£LL fGU WHAT, 
WE SHOOT THEIR FEET, ALL THE 5HVARTZ£R5- 
I EVER KNEW HAVE TENPER FEET. FROM WEARING 
CHEAP SHOE£, I ̂ HOULP KNOW, I PUT TWO 
THROUGH PENTAL SCHOOL SELLING THOSE
SHOES, SHOOT THE peer ANP we

THE WAff.

WE AIN'T SONNA WIN WAR UNLESS WE GET 
SO/ME NEW CARS. APOLF 
HITLER NEVER PROVE 
AROUNP IN NO PA/V\N

TAXI CA& /Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



STEREO BREAKTHROUGH

Bone Fone
A new concept in sound technology 
may revolutionize the way we 
listen to stereo music.

The Bone Fone surrounds your entire body 
with a sound almost impossible to imagine.

You're standing in an open field. Suddenly 
there's music from all directions. Your bones 
resonate as if you're listening to beautiful 
stereo music in front of a powerful home stereo 
system.

But there's no radio in sight and nobody else 
hears what you do. It's an unbelievable 
experience that will send chills through your 
body when you first hear it.

AROUND YOU
And nobody will know you're listening to a 

stereo. The entire sound system is actually 
draped around you like a scarf and can be 
hidden under a jacket or worn over clothes.

The Bone Fone is actually an AM/FM stereo 
multiplex radio with its speakers located near 
your ears. When you tune in a stereo station, 
you get the same stereo separation you'd 
expect from earphones but without the bulk 
and inconvenience. And you also get some 
thing you won't expect.

INNER EAR BONES
The sound will also resonate through your 

bones-all the way to the sensitive bones of 
your inner ear. It's like feeling the vibrations of 
a powerful stereo system or sitting in the first 
row listening to a symphony orchestra-it's 
breathtaking.

Now you can listen to beautiful stereo music 
every where-not just in your living room. 
Imagine walking your dog to beautiful stereo 
music or roller skating to a strong disco beat.

You can ride a bicycle or motorcycle, jog 
and even do headstands-the Bone Fone 
stays on no matter what the activity. The Bone 
Fone stereo brings beautiful music and con 
venience to every indoor and outdoor activity 
without disturbing those around you and with 
out anything covering your ear.

SKI INVENTION
The Bone Fone was invented by an 

engineer who liked to ski. Every time he took a 
long lift ride, he noticed other skiers carrying 
transistor radios and cassette players and 
wondered if there was a better way to keep 
your hands free and listen to stereo music.

So he invented the Bone Fone stereo. When 
he put it around his neck, he couidn't believe 
his ears. He was not only hearing the music

and stereo separation, but the sound was 
resonating through his bones giving him the 
sensation of standing in front of a powerful 
stereo system.

AWARDED PATENT
The inventor took his invention to a friend 

who also tried it on. His friend couldn't believe 
what he heard and at first thought someone 
was playing a trick on him.

The inventor was awarded a patent for his 
idea and brought it to JS&A. We took the idea 
and our engineers produced a very sensitive 
yet powerful AM/FM multiplex radio called the 
Bone Fone.

The entire battery-powered system is self- 
contained and uses four integrated circuits 
and two ceramic filters for high station select 
ivity. The Bone Fone weighs only 15 ounces, 
so when worn over your shoulders, the weight 
is not even a factor.

BUILT TO TAKE IT
The Bone Fone was built to take abuse. The 

large 70 millimeter speakers are protected in 
flexible water and crush resistant cases. The 
case that houses the radio itself is made of 
rugged ABS plastic with a special reinforce 
ment system. We knew that the Bone Fone 
stereo may take a great deal of abuse so we 
designed it with the quality needed to with 
stand the worst treatment.

The Bone Fone stereo is covered with a 
sleeve made of Lycra Spandex-the same 
material used to make expensive swim suits, 
so it's easily washable. You simply remove the 
sleeve, dtp it in soapy water, rinse and let the 
sleeve dry. It's just that easy. The entire 
system is also protected against damage from 
moisture and sweat making it ideal for jogging 
or bicycling,

The sleeve comes in brilliant Bone Fone 
blue-a color designed especiaily for the 
system. An optional set of four sleeves in 
orange, red,' green and black is also available 
for $10. You can design your own sleeve using 
the pattern supplied free with the optional kit.

YOUR OWN SPACE
Several people could be in a car, each tuned 

to his own program or bring the Bone Fone to a 
ball game for the play by play. Cyclists,

joggers, roller skaters, sports fans, golfers, 
housewives, executives-everybody can find 
a use for the Bone Fone. It's the perfect gift.

Why not order one on our free trial program 
and let your entire family try it out? Use it 
outdoors, while you drive, at ball games or 
while you golf, jog or walk the dog. But most 
important-compare the Bone Fone with your 
expensive home stereo system. Only then will 
you fully appreciate the major breakthrough 
this product represents.

GET ONE SOON
To order your Bone Fone, simply send your 

check or money order for $69.95 plus $2.50 
postage and handling to the address shown 
below. (Illinois residents add 5% sales tax.) 
Credit card buyers may call our toll-free 
number below. Add $10 if you wish to also 
receive the accesspry pack of four additional 
sleeves.

We'll send you the entire Bone Fone stereo 
complete with four AA cell batteries, instruc 
tions, and 90-day limited warranty including 
our prompt service-by-mail address.

When you receive your unit, use it for two 
weeks. Take it with you to work, or wear it in 
your car. Take walks with it, ride your bicycle or 
roller skate with it. Let your iriends try it out. If 
after our two-week free trial, you do not feel 
that the Bone Fone is the incredible stereo 
experience we've described, return it for a 
prompt and courteous refund, inciuding your 
$2.50 postage and handling. You can't lose 
and you'll be the first to discover the greatest 
new space-age audio product of the year.

Discover the freedom, enjoyment, and 
quality of the first major breakthrough in 
portable entertainment since the transistor 
radio. Order a Bone Fone stereo at no
Obligation, today. 'Pending FOG approval

PRODUCTS 
JHAT 

JHINK
Dept. ML One JS&A Plaza

Northbrook, III. 60062 (312) 564-7000
Call TOLL-FREE ........ 800 323-6400
In Illinois Call.......... (312) 564-7000

©JS&A Group. Inc.,1979
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Don Juan lives on West Ninety- 
fourth Street on the Upper West Side 
of Manhattan in a two-and-a-half - 
room apartment in an old, shabby, pre 
war building, one of many that are 
owned by mysterious real-estate firms 
with names like Sohab, Abjo, or 
Nasid. I noticed an old rent request on 
the floor near the mailbox that read: 
"Please make your check out to 
Mclmar Realty, Inc. Thank you. The 
Jabro Corporation."

The apartment was completely fur 
nished with a full array of sets—a 
kitchenette set in marbleized Formica 
and chrome, a living room set in 
"Mediterranean Regency," and a bed 
room set in something called "Aztec 
Modern." They were bought by the 
previous occupant from one of those 
furniture emporiums where you can 
take up to thirty-five years to pay. Don 
Juan cheerfully pays the store $10.43 a 
week for the furniture, which he loves.

When I called on him he was 
watching a rerun of "Three's Com 
pany." "Suzanne Somers is not a suit 
able woman for a warrior like me," he 
said. "There is too much softness 
about her. I fear she is an ice 
cream cone, not a real woman. To me, 
there is only one impeccable woman 
and that is the peerless Farrah. There 
is not one ounce of excess flesh on her. 
No wasted motion in her movements. 
She speaks few words. Only what is 
important. She is like a young lioness 
with a mane of blond hair and perfect 
teeth. I love her very much. Do you 
know her or have contact with her?"

I told him that 1 did not know 
Farrah Fawcett-Majors, expressed 
sincere regret, and began discussing the 
relative merits of his other favorites,

Susan Anton, Shelley Hack, Marie 
Osmond, and the many anonymous 
models and actresses he sees on the 
commercials. 1 expressed the thought 
that there were not that many differ 
ences among them, that they all 
looked alike to me. But after hours of 
discussion with Don Juan 1 realized 
how a sorcerer can "see" a lot more 
than an ordinary man can.

But what was Don Juan, the Yacqui 
Indian of Mexico, the mentor of 
Carlos Castaneda, the man of knowl 
edge, the sorcerer, the "warrior," doing 
in New York, living in that odd, raff 
ish neighborhood of Latinos, liberals, 
and poor trash of all colors?

"1 am here because 1 was originally 
invited," said Don Juan. "It seemed 
that Castaneda's publisher was grow 
ing very suspicious about me, whether 
[ was a real person or a figment of 
Castaneda's imagination. So Carlos 
kept after me to come to New York, to 
be a guest of honor at what he called a 
cocktail party. I said I cannot go. I do 
not own a tuxedo, or even a dark suit. 
He said he could rent a tuxedo. I never 
heard of such a thing. Renting clothes? 
Finally Carlos won me over when he 
said he might lose his next large ad 
vance arid all his royalties if he did not 
establish my 'credibility.' This I did not 
like to hear. Carlos has always prom 
ised to give me a share of his earnings 
when the time comes, and, as you can 
see, 1 am close to retirement age, and I 
would like a little something to tide 
me over until I go to the nagual, the 
dark world, forever.

"And so I became the guest of honor 
at the publisher's cocktail party. They 
tried to be nice to me. They served 
Mexican food. I hate Mexican food. 
My name, 'Don Juan,' was spelled out

in refried beans. They made me sit on 
a special throne, the throne of the war 
rior. They hired sorcerers to entertain 
us, those people who make playing 
cards and rabbits disappear. One of 
them pulled a hard-boiled egg out of 
my ear. I wanted to eat it instead of all 
that terrible Mexican food.

"The only people I liked at the 
party were the women. There were 
many women there, but I especially 
liked the ones with the long red nails 
and the hair of gold and silver streaks. 
Many of them touched my body and 
asked me if 1 wanted to do a movie 
treatment. What is a movie treatment?

"I was ready to K° home with one of 
them when suddenly Charlene ap 
peared. She had red hair and white 
skin and freckles in the most unlikely 
places. She came to me when the party 
was nearly over and asked me to be her 
teacher. She wanted to be to me what 
Carlos was, my pupil, my apprentice 
sorcerer. 1 was very tired. A warrior 
can never be tired and let his guard 
down. But I had come from a long 
plane ride and I was surprisingly weak 
from the party itself. I took many un 
familiar alcoholic beverages and 
smoked marijuana cigarettes, which 1 
never tried before. I felt both very 
tired and very open and warmhearted. 
And so when this woman, this girl of 
no more than nineteen or twenty, 
asked to be my pupil, 1 accepted.

"We went to her apartment and she 
made me lie on her comfortable bed 
while she knelt on the floor near me, as 
befitting a master and pupil. I was feel 
ing even more pleasantly tired and 
warmhearted—not the perfect state for 
a warrior. Before I knew what was 
happening, my guard was down and 
mypu^o, my member, was up. Char- 

continued on page 52
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T-Y;>LL %^T, BH LV-M OH! H6R£I | My LftWORY/ "7
^,,^-r ^rti/rt0^niM./A^ / BHWfiwyhMl Mobv 1/£^Y V//^^^ N

OH wo, THANK 
THATJ ALL RIGHT
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JUST THEN fNTHBOOWMTOWMSALTLAK£CITYOFFICES OF J, £DC/\K WtLLiAMS
W/LLIAMJ xWDToPMx CONSULTANT TO JOME ^

//v J>/oiv BUSWEX. < *
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£XC«5£Mt,Mlrt, Jv$TA MOMENT,
I'M G£rr//vc7Jftft>> ni
oF WAITING F°K I
MR-W/LUAIVIS/WD
IDONTWANTTO

, HARRIET, 
PEACOCKS

, ASlfAlO BZfQRt, I
Ttitt

GO A WAY /vow BECAUSEHAV£
BUT i CQULWT

{GUESS IJVST
r <roP &LLV,

EMEMBER...
yw/RHU5BAND

COMBA/6
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*

Discover the 
Arctic Lights difference.

LowttarL.more 
menthol refreshment.

1 Here's more Menthol Refreshment.   A satisfying blend of Menthol 
and Rich Tobaccos. »The filter holds back 'tar', lets full Menthol 
Refreshment come right through,

Low'tar'Arctic Lights: 
Kings &100's 'Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 

That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.
9 mg. "tar", 0 .8 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method.
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Lord of the 
Rec Room

BY JOHN WEIDMAN AND GERRY SUSSMAN

One Friday night, the Andersons, the 
Leonards, and the tenners decided to get a 
baby-sitter for their children and go out 
on the town. The Leonards and the 
Jenners brought their children to the 
Andersons' house and dropped them off. 
The baby-sitter arrived, the parents left, 
and all was well until the sitter received a 
phone call informing her that her brother 
had been killed in an auto wreck. Sobbing 
wildly, she raced from the house, leaving 
Carl and Lonnie Jenner, Scotty and Timmy 
Leonard, and Oogie Anderson alone.

NOW,
LET'S NOT GET 

CARRIED AWAY JUST 
THERE

HEX, WE'VE <3<PT THE 
WHOLE PLACE 
TO OURSELVES,'

I sorw
6O TO THE 
BATHROOM!

THERE'S THE 
CAT ?r SOT ,4 
TRICK I WANT 

TO TRY

WHAT THE 
FUCK 
WRON6

PUT SOME OF \ 
THIS IN. TASTES 
UKE

SVRUP ,/TON 1C WATER.. 
B'TTERLeMC-N,, 
COLUN6/WXER...

YOU KNOW 
NOW, LISTEN, CARL, \ / THIS FELLOW

THINK 1 I WILLIAM SC?LPfN6
THIS HAS SCWE

STOP 
IT,' STOP/
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WHAT'S THE 
MATTER/ 

CAN'T HOLP 
YOUR LIQUOR?

GIMME 
THAT, YOU

LITTLE 
CRVB4BX'

VERV 
INTERESTING, 
JUST LIKE IN 

THE BOOK. BATHROOM 
0ATHROOM-

TO 
THROW UP

NOW WHATxou eor
TO SAX FOUR

HCXV GRIPES 
H/VT'S (5OIN 
ON HERE ?/
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DON'T you TWO 
you've

REV6RTEP TO A LEVEL 
OF PRf/VMTtve 
JUST LIKE WILL MM 

XOU 
WOULP ?

HI/V1 O/£R 
HERE/ CARL. 

LET'5 T£/\CH THE 
LITTLE SQUEALER

THAT, 
FATSO?

I IVON TTELL!
PROMISE.'
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, I THINK 
YOU REALLY HURT 
HI/M. WHAT'LU

we DO

RNISH 
HI/M 
OFF/

r WPNPER WHAT
THOSE L/TTLE 

HAVE
SEEN UP r<2 NCW
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In the Womensbauna

...MUMBLE 
MUMBLE MUTTER 

MUTTER...

ONE DAY SHE'S 
3RIGHT AND LUCID, 

AND THE NEXT...

...NO, NO,
GOBBLE GOBBLE GOBBLE 

HA-HA HA-HA 
MUMBLE...

WHAT A 
TRAGEDY!

IT MAKES 
ME SICK.

DEVASTATING, M 
JUST DEVASTATING.

^ CERTAINLY 
/SOMETHING CAN BE DONF 
/ A TELETHON, A WALKATHON, •

A SPECIAL CHARITY 
V PROMOTION THROUGH 
\ McDQNALD'S OR 
\ BURGER KING.

SHE
LOOKS GREAT, \ 

BUT SHE'S NOTHING \ 
MORE THAN I 

A ZOMBIE / 
NOW.

SHE MAY 
AS WELL BE DEAD!I'M AFRAID

THAT'S JUST WISHFUL 
THINKING.

...BLEEEEEEE 
BLEEEEE MURMUR 

MURMUR...

SILICONE! 
DAMN THE STUFF!

LET'S PRAY THAT 
( NOTHING LIKE THAT EVEI 
V HAPPENS TO US. IT GIVES YOU

EXTRA INCHES BUT TAKES
AWAY YOUR MIND!DON'T EVEN SAY IT!

BRRRRRRRRRRRRRRIIIIIIP! 
SPUTTER SPUTTER...
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zrst Intercourse

HOW I 
IMAGINED 
IT WOULD 
BE
GIRL:
"I've been watching you for 
a long time and you're just 
the kind of mature, sensi 
tive, intelligent, brave, 
handsome.and athletic guy 
I want to share my perfect 
body with."

BOY:
"We'll have time for words 
later."

GIRL:
"You have such big, hard 
muscles!"

BOY:
"Let's not wait any longer. 
We're too much in love, 
darling."

GIRL:
"You're so different! So 
tough! So cool! When we' re 
done, I want to do it all over 
again, all night long. 1 love 
you!"

BOY:
"You'll never love another 
aftcryou've gone all the way 
with me!"

HOW I
REMEMBER
IT

BOY:
"This is an important mo 
ment in our lives, but I'm 
not afraid."

GIRL:
"1 want to know what it's 
like more than anything in 
the whole world! You can 
take off my clothes. I won't 
be embarrassed."

BOY:
"May I explore your body 
with my hands? May I kiss 
you in places you've never 
been kissed before?"

GIRL:
"Oh, yes. Oh, what do I 
feel? It's so large and so 
warm! It's so much differ 
ent than I thought it would 
he! It's cute. I want to see 
what it does! Willyou show

BOY:
"We're no longer children."

GIRL:
"I'm a woman and you're a
man,"Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



zst
AS IT
ACTUALLY
HAPPENED
BOY:
"Every other girl in school 
docs it. What's wrong with 
you? I love you a lor. It's 
okay! It won't hurt. Just let 
me put my hand in there! 
Please? Please?"

GIRL:
"No! No! You're tearing my 
jumper! lck!Oh,ick! Leave 
me alone! You're sick, 
you're sick!"

BOY:
"We'll get married later, 
okay? I won't tell anybody. 
You'll like it. Nothing will 
happen. Just be quiet and 
enjoy it. Oh, oh, oh!"

GIRL:
"You're raping me! I hate 
you! I hate you! I hate you! 
1 hate you!

GIRL:
"You ruined my whole life. 
I'll never be the same. I 
promised my mother and 
myself. ..sob ]. Everybody's 
going to think I'm a slut. 
Oh no! You got sperm on 
the blanket my grandma 
made!"

BOY:
"You don't feel pregnant, 
do you?"
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DON JUAN REVISITED
continued /rom page39

lene looked at me with great admira 
tion. The puzo of a sorcerer is not to 
be sneezed at. I do not wish to brag—a 
true sorcerer does not brag—bur I 
could ii't'll my puzo ro be as large as I 
liked. This is one of the great rewards 
of being a sorcerer that my friend Cas 
taneda did not write about, because he 
has not yet mastered how to do it. It 
takes many years to learn. 1 myself 
learned it a year and a half ago.

"And so this mere child, young 
enough to be my granddaughter, took 
off her clothes to reveal the most beau 
tiful body I have ever seen. 'Hubba 
hubba' I said, which is a phrase I 
learned from an American tourist 
many years ago. She had no idea of 
what I meant but jumped on top of me 
and impaled herself on my puzo. All 
my guards were down and I gave in to 
the tonal, the world of the tangible. I 
was no longer a true warrior.

"Perhaps it was that marijuana I 
smoked. I never used that drug before. 
But I do know that we made boom- 
boom all night. I loved her milky white 
skin and the freckles in the most un 
likely places. In Mexico, all we get is 
dark women with flat noses and no 
freck les.

"Charlcne was not only a willing 
pupil but had what is called an inde 
pendent income, which meant she 
could devote all her time to me with 
out worrying about money and a job. 1 
must say, she learned very fast. She was 
smarter and braver than Castaneda. 
She was born to be a sorcerer.

" I know that many of your readers 
will question my relationship with 
Char lene, and they are right to do so. 
Normally, a teacher docs not make 
boom-boom with a pupil. But in this 
case it was the boom-boom itself that 
was making Charlcne into a sorceress,

a woman of knowledge.
"One day we are making boom- 

boom in the afternoon and it is an es 
pecially good one. Charlene is making 
the woman noises very, very loud. And 
then she is shaking so hard I fear the 
bed will collapse. Her eyes are so big 
they are popping out of her head. She 
is sweating heavily, as if she has a high 
fever. Then she groaned, screamed, and 
drooled a few drops on my face and 
was gone. There was nothing on the 
bed but a few little wet spots.

'"Oh, oh, Chihuahua,' I say to my 
self. This is not just boom-boom. This 
woman has just willed herself into the 
nagual; she already has the powers of a 
true sorceress. But how did she do it 
so quickly, when it takes so many 
years of learning and tests? And then I 
realized that Charlene was a rare one- 
one we call a nymphita, a sorceress who 
achieves power and wills her life 
through boom-boom itself. Just as I 
achieve my power through seeing and 
Don Gennaro, my old colleague, 
through the movement of his body in 
dancing, Charlene did it through the 
most direct way, to lose yourself into 
the other world, using my puzo as her 
tool, to gain access to the nagual,

"Yet 1 was not sure Charlene was 
ready for the nagual, no matter how 
well she was doing. The nagual is a 
place that you do not dwell in for long, 
because the chances are you will never 
come back. 1 feared greatly for her.

"I told Castaneda of my responsi 
bility to Charlene, and he found this 
apartment for rne to stay in until I 
bring her back from the nagual. Every 
day 1 try to bring her back with my 
sorcery, but I am sad to say that I do 
not have my old powers anymore. I 
would have gone into the nagual and 
snatched her back, but today I am too 
old and weak for that. The old Puerto 
Rican ladies from the botanicas try to

help me, with their potions and can 
dles, but so far nothing has happened. 
They make me drink magical potions, 
but most of those give me diarrhea.

"I am getting used to this neighbor' 
hood, although I miss Charlene very 
much. There are many young Latin 
girls here, fourteen, fifteen, sixteen 
years old, who wear the tight jeans and 
the tight shiny leotards that emphasize 
their fine round breasts. I urge them 
not to wear the breast supporters, the 
brassieres, under their leotards. It is 
wrong. The leotard offers enough sup 
port and creates a beautiful line for the 
upper body. They can make me crazy, 
those girls. They laugh when I offer to 
make boom-boom with them. Some 
day I will teach them a lesson.

"I have discovered that even though 
my powers are weakening, they are still 
excellent for killing cockroaches. My 
apartment was full of them, and I have 
put a spell on them and killed them . , 
all. When the people in the neighbor 
hood heard of my power, they all ask 
me to kill their roaches. 'El Extermi- 
nito,' they call me. fbr a small fee I do 
the job. It is just enough money to pay 
for small horse bets, the numbers, and 
the card game they call three-card 
monte, which I have not yet figured 
out. I suppose I am 'hanging out' at 
the moment, as the kids say. It is not a 
true sorcerer's life, to be sure. But it is 
not altogether a bad life for an old 
man. I smoke the grass, do a little 
magic (I can also kill mice), and I will 
soon make boom-boom with the 
Puerto Rican girls. And, of course, I 
do everything in my power to bring 
Charlene back from the nagual. 1 fear 
greatly for her."
Editor's note: I felt so sorry for the old 
guy that I did a little checking on the 
whereabouts of Charlene myself. I traced 
some of her friends, who told me that she 
was now living in Los Angeles, working 
in a health club and trying to sell some 
film scripts. I got her on the phone and 
told her about Pon )uan and his search 
for her in the nagual She said she never 
got to the naguai that night. She 
simply fell off the bed and rolled away 
from Don Juan. He was so stoned 
he never saw what happened. The 
scene with him was getting a little 
too heavy, so she packed and left for 
LA- Sure, she misses him. He was a 
great lay for a seventy-year-old guy. He 
gave you the feeling that he had a tremen 
dous organ, although you were never re 
ally sure how big it was. She sent him her 
love but insisted that I not give out her 
phone number. "If he's a great sorcerer, 
he'll yind me somehow" she said. Q
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COMMON DRUGS

It h just within the last 
few years that many of us 
hove begun to inte//igent/y 
and artfully broaden our 
drug experiences by com 
bining different sub 
stances to obtain new and 
unusual effects. Where we 
previously limited our 
selves to a rudimentary

palette of disorientation, 
false security, catatonia, 
hypnotic delusion, psycho 
sis, hyperactivity, and one 
or two forms of clinical 
madness, we may now or 
chestrate and fine tune 
dozens of novel sensations 
to achieve a truly person 
alized, "living" high. Of

course, managing a day's 
or o week's or o month's 
drug intake requires a 
considerable amount of 
planning. You need to 
know where you're going 
and how you're going to 
get there, which is why we 
have prepared this easy- 
reference guide to thir

teen popular toxic chem 
icals and fumes and the 
fantasies most commonly 
produced by mixing them. 
Note: This chart is in 
tended only as a general 
planning aid—imagery 
and intensity may vary 
from user to user.
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COMMON DRUGS

")
FANTASY 
WHEN 
TAKEN 
ALONE

MARIJUANA

Everyone and everything is, 
like, absolutely fucking hi 
larious. And you don't have to, 
like, communicate it or that 
you maybe want to fuck some 
one, because, like, everyone 
just fenotfs, you know, and it, 
like,

SECONAL

Everything's all right. No 
problems, no anxit-ty, not 
much of anything. Just real 
smooth. So relaxed, you want 
to turn out the lights. {You 
hope someone it-id locate the 
switch and turn out the lights.}

ALCOHOL

You're a great guy. You're a real 
funny guy. And an extremely 
tough guy. Tough and studly. 
And you're having a hell of a 
good time.

You are an incredibly at-runing 
guy, and you can kick the shit 
out ot"anyone in the room, and 
they, like, fucking Jcnoir it be 
cause it's a sensory thing, 
which they Jig ancl, like, 
respect.

You're okay, and your friend? 
are okay, and you're pretty 
funny and fairly tough if the 
opposition isn't around or is 
unconscious. (You're some 
what smooth with the uncon 
scious ladies too, as long as 
you're not dead.)

QUAALUDE

Your cock is about the size of 
an atomic cannon, and the girls 
know it. You don't have to tell 
them, because you can't. {You 
need your energy for the crawl 
to that warm primate in the 
corner.)

It's so fucking, like, insane 
that your cock is, like, so gar 
gantuan, because whichever 
lady you decide to ball for, 
like, seventy-two hours or so is 
going to fcmnr that the hick 
was, like, predestined.

{You crawl to the girl across 
the room.) You can't find your 
cock. No one will help you. 
(You black out and collapse on 
her feet and probably die.)

COCAINE

(You're really excited.) You've 
got an enormous amount to 
say. Everyone likes you, in 
cluding the girls. You may fuck 
one, later on.

(You're rapping and rapping, 
even though you, like, know 
exactly what everyone else is 
going to say.) But it's so in 
credibly funny that when it, 
like, happens it's, like, 
experiential.

(You're sort ot excited and sorf 
ot "up.") You've got a lew 
things to say. Nobody seems 
to care. (You finish some of 
what you have to say, then fall 
down, but have a hard time 
getting to sleep.)

LSD

Everything is one. Everything 
is God. You are God. You are 
everything. Everything and 
God is you. Except in the case 
of the black widows. They're 
in the TV set, breathing 
loudly. You've got to run.

You, like, Joioir you're God, 
and it's such a tucking joke to, 
like, he God because God is 
really this bristly, ooze-eyed 
insect who's after you, meaning 
you're, like, really after your 
self, which is, like, the real 
joke.

You wonder if you are God. 
You aren't sure, so you wonder 
if there are any spiders attack 
ing you. You ask someone to 
get rid of the spiders for you, 
in case any come. (You whim 
per briefly, then die.)

AMYL NITRATE

The people in the room aren't 
there anymore. Just yourself 
and your blood-engorged head. 
You might be damaged. What 
ever you are, it isn't living, and 
you might not come back. 
(You're an aberrant, drooling 
social pig, and it's fun.)

Your mind is, like, Mjuashed 
and you're permanently dam 
aged. (But you're laughing so 
hard you, like, don't even no 
tice, and afterward you forget 
it happened, but your friends, 
like, fenou 1 and they, like, tell 
you.)

(You lose consciousness. Your 
brain deteriorates while you're 
asleep. You probably don't 
wake up again. I! you do, you 
don't notice any difference and 
go back to sleep and throw up 
and most likely choke to 
death.)

FREON

You're drooling and wheezing 
and hemorrhaging and blind 
and in the epicenter of a 
screeching molecular tornado. 
A cloud of bony shrapnel 
blasts through your eyes and 
you whirl around a lot. (Maybe 
you'll die.)

You're a laughing, wheezing, 
hemorrhaging, and, like, blind 
epicenter of a screeching nu 
clear tornado, and that's your, 
like, reality. (Just before you 
vomit blood through your 
nose and your pulse stops.)

(You're drooling and wheezing 
and hemorrhaging and blind 
hut aren't really aware of it 
until it's too late and you're 
dead.)

FANTASIES
SS -/ICopyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



THE FANTASIES THEY PRODUCE ALONE AND IN VARIOUS COMBINATIONS

CODEINE 
COUGH SYRUP

You're in a perfect state of 
well-being. (No pain. Your 
cock is a numb cocktail frank.) 
Dreamy images flash behind 
your eyes, like tiny mariachis 
and black dogs licking your 
shoes.

You're a profound miracle of 
evolution and anesthesia. 
You'd like to beat someone up 
but dread the sudden noise of 
the punches. Besides, the 
women are after you. They'll 
settle for your ringer.

(You're prostrate, your face 
pressed into the carpet.) You 
dream about women rolling 
you over and fucking you. (It 
never happens. You hyper 
ventilate instead. You're a dis 
gusting, flaccid mess.)

(You're desperate to talk about 
how euphoric you are, but it's 

< too much effort, so you have 
several thousand dreams about 
flowers and airborne reptiles 
with your eyes rolled back in 
your head.)

You're God. You're smooth 
and beautiful and everything is 
cool. Even a universe filled 
with quivering bee larvae is 
cool. You're God. The bees 
can't touch you.

(You're a fevered, driveling, 
dangerous, contemptible social 
pig, and you love it, to the ex 
tent you are capable of emo 
tion with a fibrillating heart 
and an EEG of zero. When 
death approaches, your friends 
just watch.)

(Total pain. Immediate death. 
Nothingelse.)

WHEN TAKEN J

HEROIN

Finally, you're in the ultimately 
perfect state of perfect well- 
being. Nobody minds the snot 
on your upper lip — everyone 
appreciates where you're at. 
They understand your needs. 
(You steal their furniture and 
puke on their floor.)
You're a sniffling, itching hard- 
ass. The girls dig your tracks 
and like it when you projectile 
vomit and cough up bilious 
chunks all over them. Nobody 
fucks with you because you 
know where they live and 
when they're not home.

(You've fallen through a win 
dow, lacerating half your face 
off, but all you can think 
about is fucking.) Maybe a 
passing junkie whore will fuck 
you. You can grab her feet and 
rape her, then check her purse.

(The snot's pouring out like a 
garden hose now. New energy 
abounds. Energy to leave the 
apartment for a while, maybe 
even score some more and die.)

You're God for a little while, 
then night comes and you're a 
hopeless blob, surrounded by 
terrifying, squealing sounds. 
(The stomach pains begin. You 
listen to a little jazz. No good.) 
You're not God anymore be 
cause you're dry heaving.

Your brain swells to three 
times its normal size. (You beg 
a friend to pound a nail into 
your head, but you're dead be 
fore the first whack.)

(You go into an instant coma 
and die six months later. 
About the fourth month you 
experience a brief impression 
that a Rototiller is working its 
way along your central ner 
vous system.)

ETHER

You're a mindless zombie 
crashing through a forest of 
furniture and doorjambs. 
Nothing matters. (An eye- 
tooth juts through your split 
upper lip and you've stepped 
on a steak knife. Fuck it. So 
what.)
You don't know who you are. 
You swing at someone. Your 
momentum carries the bridge 
of your nose into a radiator. 
The girls know you're tough. 
(You fall on one of them. She 
kills you with a lamp.)

(You roll across the room to 
show a girl your crank.) She 
wants it. (You pull her to the 
floor. Her knee hits you in the 
teeth.) Everything is going per 
fectly. You're really having a 
good time.

(You feel a slight twinge in the 
back of your medulla, then col 
lapse and lay there with your 
mouth open, all wrinkled and 
dirty.) Things couldn't be 
better.

Everything isn't fine anymore. 
You're aching and spinning and 
God is eating your feet. Your 
friends are hovering over you 
with saws—deadly fiends, all of 
them. (Who cares? Soon you'll 
stop breathing and it won't 
matter.)

(You experience sensations not 
unlike the black plague. Epi 
dermal bleeding, raging fever. 
You almost die.) Snakes arrive. 
(Then you die.)

(You're sick; it gets worse; 
you're dead just like that.)

GLUE

You're a raving, cement-boned 
Cro-Magnon. Friends have no 
meaning and narrow pink 
beaks. You want to rob a 
hobby shop with an ashtray. 
Pain truncheons your brain. 
(You shoot staples into your 
forehead.) A monster appears.
You don't care what kind of 
guy you are. (You make a joke 
by pulling off your shirt 
pocket. You pick a fight with 
an area rug.) You're pissed. You 
call the operator and demand 
more glue.

You want to fuck something. 
That girl in the corner with 
the prehensile tail. She's ready. 
(You throw a turntable at her.) 
She loves it. You're a sex mon 
ster. (You run at her with a 
fork.)

All you want to do is break 
everything around you into as 
many pieces as you can, real 
fast, so then you can get more 
glue and kill all your friends. 
All is not well. Time is run 
ning out.

Where are those wretched, 
traitorous friends of yours? 
(You race around the room at 
breakneck speed looking for 
them.) They're in the walls. 
[You're almost through the 
plasterboard when you get sick 
and throw up and die.)

(Death.)

(Death.)

N COMBINATION

\
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Millions catch her weekly, on Saturday Night Live, under her aliases — 
Roseanne Roseannadanna, nerdy Lisa Loopner, punk-rocking Candy Slice and more.

Now Gilda's going on record!

Gilda Radner. Live From New York.
Produced by Jerry Wexler. Paul Shatter and Howard Shore

Executive Producer: Lome Michaels 
On Warner Bros Records and Tapes (US 3320)
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by Commander Snot W Goatlips IV

ou can t run away 
from Reality," the ads 

said. "Come to Reality 
Island; see your travel 

agent today." Beneath the 
slogans, a color photograph 

showed a handsome tanned 
man in a white suit standing 

beside a dwarf who also wore a 
white suit and, in addition, carried a 
handful of flowers.

The dwarf looked pretty sharp, al 
though I expect that did not prevent a 
lot of people from cutting out his pic 
ture and pasting it onto their refrig 
erator doors as a reminder to eat and 
drink regularly.

The other man was handsome. Yet 
he was missing a certain quality that 
might have made him perfect. You 
could tell by his eyes: they jumped 
here and there with the sort of restless 
regularity you might expect of a 
sheep's orbs if the sheep were led into 
an amusement arcade. It would be too 
colorful to say that the man looked as 
ignorant as a Galwuy pig, yet it would 
be a grievous understatement to say he 
was only as silly as a hatful of assholes.

I decided to pay a visit to Reality Is 
land. At the travel agent's, there were 
dozens of brochures on the place.

"Reality Island... We can make your 
dreams go away."

"Reality Island... An imperfect 
place to spend your vacation."

"Just the two of you and a bunch of 
other tourists..."

You had to take a seaplane to get to 
Reality Island. I have no idea what 
kind of plane it was, as the name had 
been filed off the dash at the same time 
as the serial numbers, and the elderly 
man who flew it had only a few words 
of English, all obscene. It was a twin- 
engine aircraft and had the name of 
Sunny Airlines painted outside and, 
underneath, the words "FlyingTruck."

It was a two-hour flight and no re 
freshments were served, although one 
of my fellow passengers, a middle-aged 
woman, did manage to cough up a 
light breakfast in the aisle to my left.

The handsome man and the dwarf 
awaited our party on the island's dock. 
They waited unconcernedly as the 
pilot kept us circling away from the 
dock until he managed to extort five 
dollars from each of us to "fucking 
clean for the lunch blow of the 
woman." When we at last docked, sev 
eral of the passengers complained of 
their treatment.

"Ah," said the handsome man, "we 
have so many troubles in this life. I tell 
you, though," he added cheerfully, "I 
can't get your money back, but next 
time the pilot comes in I'll have a 
couple of the boys work him over 
good."

"That's right, boss," piped the 
dwarf, "we'll break his legs like last 
year!"

"Yes, Tattoo," said the big man, 
smiling indulgently. He paused and 
clapped his hands. Somewhere in the 
surrounding foliage a needle dropped 
on a Rod Stewart album and, as the 
music began to play, a number of 
middle-aged black women in grass 
skirts, halter tops, and dyed blond hair 
danced toward our party with their 
arms full of plastic lets, which they 
placed over our necks.

"You can have anyone you want for 
ten bucks a toss," Tattoo whispered in 
my ear. "They do anything" he added, 
rubbing his hands together.

The leis seemed slightly out of place 
forty miles from Bimini; but if anyone 
noticed, they said nothing.

After the greeting ceremony was 
completed, we climbed into a station 
wagon from which the roof had been 
removed with a cutting torch. On the 
drive back to the hotel, we passed

through endless shanty towns and 
were surrounded dozens of times by 
pleading groups of old men, women, 
and children. The younger men stood 
or sat by the roadside shacks watching 
us with hatred and contempt.

"More rhan your life is worth to 
pass through here after dark," said the 
handsome man. "They all have knives, 
and many have automatic weapons 
from Cuba. Even the soldiers of the 
Big Reverend fear to come here at 
night."

We had seen the soldiers of the "Big 
Reverend," the island's strongman, at 
several checkpoints along the road. 
They looked as cruel, ignorant, and 
brutal as it is possible for men to be, 
and they carried two or three guns 
each, in addition to the numerous 
oddly shaped bombs and grenades 
strapped across their chests.

When at last we arrived at the hotel 
complex, the handsome man apol 
ogized for the state of our rooms. He 
explained that a groundskeeper had re 
cently gone berserk after drinking the 
radiator coolant from the hotel's only 
golf cart and set fire to the main resi 
dence. The place was not badly dam 
aged, being constructed almost 
entirely of cinder blocks, but the fire 
had destroyed almost all the furnish 
ings and we were forced to sleep on 
cots or upon doors set on chairs 
brought from the dining hall.

The handsome man silenced all 
complaints, saying, "You're here for 
two weeks and you might as well make 
the best of it."

That night we had our first meal in 
the dining hall. It was chicken and 
peppers. For a beverage, one could 
choose either Kool-Aid or Kool-Aid 
and rum. Almost everybody had the 
rum.

The handsome man explained that 
tomorrow the guests would be able to

continued on page 61
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REALITY ISLAND

see a genuine sacred native voodoo 
ceremony for only $49.50 plus the 
price of the goat and rooster. He ad 
vised anyone who was squeamish 
about entrails or without a change of 
clothes to abstain.

He also said that inner tubes were 
available at sixty-two dollars a day for 
guests who wished to go big-game fish 
ing and weren't afraid of swordfish 
punctures.

Toward the end of the meal, the 
dwarf hurried into the dining hall and 
whispered some news to the handsome 
man that appeared to disturb him. He 
clapped his hands for silence.

"Tattoo tells me that the Big Rever 
end has come to pay us a visit. Now 
listen, this is very serious. Our island 
is not like where you come from. You 
must do exactly as the Big Reverend 
says. Be extremely polite. Flatter him 
when you can, but do not be too 
obvious..."

The dining hall door burst open.
"What an honor!" shouted the 

handsome man and the dwarf, 
together.

There, standing at the door, sur 
rounded by more of his hideous sol 
diers, whom the island's natives called 
the "Dark Fighting Men," was an 
enormous black man in a clerical col 
lar. In his right hand he carried a 
twenty-seven-inch machete. This he 
slapped against his left palm as he in 
spected the guests.

The Big Reverend's visit wns short. 
Me took one young woman for ques 
tioning, and when her husband ob 
jected he was beaten so badly by the 
Dark Fighting Men he became men 
tally deficient and was forced to enter 
politics upon his return t-o the USA. 
The woman, his wife, was never seen 
again.

I had fallen into a light sleep that 
night, disturbed only by the most hor 
rible and explicit of nightmares, when 
I was awakened by the sound of gun 
fire. I rushed into the darkened hall 
way and collided with the man who 
carried my bags that morning, who in 
stantly stabbed me in the thigh. Hear 
ing my howl and realizing he had 
imperiled his tip, he apologized pro 
fusely, explaining he had mistaken me 
for a member of the "Red Commune 
Men," the island's revolutionary 
commando.

"Mister, if you will forgive me 
please and give me ten dollars, 1 will 
try to save your life!"

"Ah, a mere flesh wound," I said,

pressing the ten-spot upon him.
He led me through the hall, now a- 

jostle with panicked guests and terror- 
stricken employees, to a back door. 
"There is an old woman," he said. "We 
will see her."

We dashed across the hotel 
grounds, now lit by incendiary flashes 
and tracer rounds. The handsome man 
and the dwarf were nowhere to be 
seen.

I plunged into the foliage in the 
wake o{ my companion. Behind me I 
could hear screams coming from the 
main residence.

After several hours of travel 
through the dense brush, and several 
brushes with patrols of Red Commune 
Men, we arrived at the outskirts of a 
shanty town. Motioning me to wait 
behind a sisal bush, my companion 
disappeared into the cluster of shacks.

He returned twenty minutes later 
with an elderly woman who clucked 
when she saw me and spoke to my 
companion in the incomprehensible 
dialect of the island.

He shrugged his shoulders and 
looked at me. "I can't understand her," 
he said; "the dialect is incomprehen 
sible. It is probably fair to assume 
she wants money."

I reached into my pocket and pro 
duced a wad of bills, which 1 proffered 
to the crone. She spar in the dust be 
side her and angrily motioned the 
banknotes away. Then with a swift 
motion she produced a small pocket- 
knife and cut the buttons from my

shirt. Cackling, she hid them away in 
the large plastic bag she carried. Then, 
producing a pot of charcoal, she pro 
ceeded to dye my head and arms black.

"What about my hair?" I asked.
My companion looked thoughtful. 

"You pretend to be part French!" he 
shouted. With that, he scooped up the 
banknotes and ran off. The old woman 
similarly vanished, leaving me penni 
less, with my face dyed black, behind 
the sisal bush just as the sun rose.

Exhaustion overcame terror and I 
fell into a deep sleep on the spot.

I was awakened the next day by a 
tremendous kick in the testicles, and 
looking up through eyes half closed 
with pain I saw the face of a US ma 
rine staring down at me. I was never 
gladder to see anyone.

"Wait," I said, "I'm a goddamn Yan 
kee-Doodle dandy."

The marines had come to restore the 
strong central government of the Big 
Reverend to Reality Island. I heard 
later that they found the handsome 
man alive, though barely, in a comn- 
like prison built by the Red Com 
mune Men. The dwarf was not so 
lucky. A couple of marines shot an al 
ligator in the swamp and when they 
cut it open they found the little fellow 
partially digested. They figure he was 
trying to get away through the marsh 
and got off the track.

As for my fellow guests, some made 
it and some didn't; but you can be sure 
none of them ever forgot their visit to 
Reality [sland. Q

"Hello. Who will buy my lovely balloons?'
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Six Fantasies 
of Richard Nixon

A LATE-NIGHT VISIT
I'm alone in my study, working late 

on my next book, when I hear a light 
tapping at the door. Who could it be at 
this hour of the night? Why, it's 
Nancy Reagan!

"What are you doing in this neck of 
the woods?" I ask, as I feel a strange 
ringle in the back of my neck.

"Well, 1 was just visiting someone 
in the neighborhood, and I thought I'd 
take a chance and sec if you were in," 
said Nancy.

She took off her jacket and I noted 
her perfectly shaped breasts under her 
fine silk blouse. Nancy always looked 
much younger than her age.

"How about one little drink, 
Nancy? You can't say no, because I UYIS 
the president, right?"

I mixed us a pair of potent martinis, 
and we sipped them, talking about this 
and that. The nice thing was that 
Nancy wasn't a bit uncomfortable 
with me. By the time we had our sec 
ond drink, she was sitting next to me 
on the sofa and it seemed quite natural 
for me to put my arms around her and 
kiss her on the neck. She responded by 
kissing me on the mouth, wide open. 
By golly, I never did much tongue kiss 
ing; Pat hates it. But I let Nancy's 
tongue do whatever it wanted.

Then, without me asking, she got up 
and took her blouse and bra off and let 
me put my hands on her breasts. They 
were still as high and firm as a young 
gal's.

She started to undo my pants, and I 
said, "it's okay, 1 can do it." But she in 
sisted. She said she was proud to un 
dress the greatest president the United 
States ever had. She took off all my

clothes, including my shoes and socks. 
No one ever did that for me in my life, 
not even my mother. It made me feel 
really good. And really hard. In fact, I 
felt so good that I couldn't control my 
self. Luckily, most of it landed in 
Nancy's face, pvctty close to her 
mouth, and she didn't mind it a bit. 
She's a wonderful sport.

CONFRONTATION 
WITH A HIPPIE

Sometimes after I have a fantasy 
about Nancy, 1 feel a little guilty. After 
all, Pat is a wonderful gal, a loyal, 
hardworking wife, a fine mother, and a 
constant inspiration to me. This is 
when 1 have my favorite Pat fantasy.

I'm sitting at a bar with Pat, having 
a martini. Pat doesn't drink much, so 
she's just having a ginger ale. A young 
man sits down next to Pat and starts 
talking to her. He is a big, heavyset fel 
low, with long hair tied in the back 
like a hippie, and he's wearing scruffy 
dungarees and a dirty T-shirt. He talks 
to Pat as if she's some kind of bar 
chippie, a hostess or something. Pat 
tries to be polite with him and fend 
him off, but he insists on talking to 
her and asking her very personal ques 
tions. I sip my martini slowly and 
smile at Pat, telling her with a reas 
suring look on my face that it's okay 
and not to worry. But Pat is distinctly 
uncomfortable.

I deliberately let this filthy, vile hip- 
pic continue his disgusting line of pat 
ter. He even has the gall to put his 
hand on Pat's leg. At this point 1 tap 
him on the shoulder and tell him to 
stop bothering her. He looks at me as 
if I were some kind of insect and tells

me to fuck off. I can sec a tattoo on his 
arm; it's the marines' slogan, Death 
Before Dishonor. He's more than just a 
hippie, he's an ex-marine. I wonder 
where he went wrong.

I get off my stool and walk over to 
him. He's grinning at me and he delib 
erately runs his hand up Pat's thigh to 
provoke me. I ask him to stop or I'll 
call the police. He laughs and grabs me 
by my shirt collar and shakes me hard. 
1 tell him to put me down or I'll get 
him arrested, This only makes him 
angry, so angry that he punches me 
hard, right on the jaw, and sends me 
flying back into a table. He throws a 
pretty mean punch.

1 get up slowly and compliment him 
on his right cross, which I guess is his 
best shot. By now, his guard is com 
pletely down. I saw Glenn Ford do this 
in a movie. He thinks he has in 
timidated me. Even Pat is frightened 
and tries to get away, but he grabs her 
arm and won't let her go.

Before she can scream, I let the hip 
pie have it, a one-two combination. A 
left to the stomach that has him gasp 
ing for breath and a right uppercut to 
the jaw that sends him straight to the 
floor in a crumpled heap.

I pour a bottle of beer over his head 
to revive him, pick him up, and bal 
ance him against the bar. Then for 
about half a minute I use his head as a 
punching bag, using short jackhammer 
blows, until both his eyes arc closed, 
his nose is bloodied, most of his teeth 
arc loosened, and his face is totally 
battered and bruised. Last, but not 
least, I drag him to the back alley, stuff 
him into an empty garbage can, and 
lock the lid real tight-
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NIXON FANTASIES
ftintinireJ/Ttini ;>Hjjf6?______________________

I go back to the bar, throw a few 
hundred bucks down for the damages, 
and buy a drink for everyone in the 
house. The bartender shakes my hand, 
Pat straightens my tie, and we both 
relax again.

TOUCHDOWN!
Here's a fantasy I used ro have back 

in 1962. It was a touch football game 
between my team and the Kennedys. 
The Kennedys were the most over 
rated, overpublicized football players 
in the country. I was a heck of a better 
player than they were, and 1 still can 
run a pretty good forty and throw a 
pretty mean spiral. Anyway, here's 
what happens.

There's only a minute left to play, 
and we're behind by six points. It's 
third and a long seven, and everyone is 
looking for a pass. Instead, 1 cross 
them up with a running play. I gel the 
ball on a reverse and burst through a 
big hole, right into the secondary. A 
Kennedy is coming at me. It's young 
Senator Ted. He's wobbling and reel 
ing like a Bowery bum. I give him a 
fake to the right and I cut to the left, 
leaving him to grope a handful of air.

I reverse my field, pick up some 
blockers, and cut to the sidelines. I've 
got only two men to beat. One of 
them is catching up to me. It's At 
torney General Bobby. I give him a 
quick stiff arm, and I can feel the 
shock of pain in my hand as he goes 
down. He's hurt a lot more than I am.

There's only one guy left near the 
goal line. I can give him a nifty move, 
but a voice inside me says, "The hell 
with touch football candy-ass rules. 
Run right through him" At the split 
second before we bump heads, 1 get a 
good look at his face. He's in shock. 
He can't believe I'm going to run right 
over him. He just bounces off me like 
a pin in a bowling alley. I don't even 
break stride as 1 streak in for a 
touchdown.

HELPING A FRIEND
Walter Anncnberg, one of my oldest 

and dearest friends, and a very wealthy 
and powerful man, is having dinner 
with me at his private club. I've never 
seen Walter look so despondent. To 
put it in a nutshell, he tells me that his 
business empire is sagging. Through a 
scries of bad business decisions and in 
competent management by his subor 
dinates (none of it his fault}, he was 
about to lose control of many of his 
holdings.

After our coffee and brandy, Walter 
looked me straight in the eye and said, 
"You're the only guy I know who can 
save us. You have no ties with my or 
ganization. You're independent. You 
can do whatever it takes to turn my 
fortunes around without worrying 
about stepping on anyone's toes. I need 
more than just a good businessman, 
Dick. I need a leader'.'

It wasn't easy. You can't turn a com 
pany like Walter's around overnight. I 
worked my butt off, but by the time I 
was finished I knew everything about 
his operations, from the mail room to 
the boardroom. 1 had to fire over 
twenty-five hundred people, all dead 
wood. I closed four plants and con 
solidated a group of smaller companies 
and sold three others for a big profit. 
In a month 1 reduced Walter's liabil 
ities to zero. In two months he was 
back in the black.

When Walter brought up the mat 
ter of compensation, I told him I 
couldn't accept any money. It was 
purely an act of friendship.

"Well, Dick, if you feel like that, I'll 
just have to make it up to you in some 
other manner," he said.

A few weeks later, Walter took me 
for a drive to the country. Our desti- 
nation turned out to be the most beau 
tiful, luxurious country estate I've ever 
seen, a house that exuded wealth, 
power, and good taste.

"Welcome to yout new country 
home," said Walter. "1 knew you 
wouldn't accept any money for what 
you did, hut surely you won't turn 
down a place like this. Besides, my ac 
countants are figuring out a way to 
make ir a tax-free operation for you."

A tax-free, luxury house. It was as 
if Walter had read my rnind. Ir only 
proved to me once again that hard 
work and loyalty will always pay off in 
the end.

MY COUNTRY CALLS
The Republican nominating con 

vention for 1980 is in a turmoil. There 
is no dominant candidate with enough 
votes to win. Precious hours, days, go 
by and no one can make the right deal 
or strike the right bargain to win over 
anyone else. The Reagan, Baker, and 
Connally forces are at loggerheads. 
The dark horses and young hopefuls 
are simply too weak to make any 
difference. Gerald Ford is out of the 
question for the majority of the party. 
'I here is only one hope left. A call is 
made to the Supreme Court for a spe 
cial emergency ruling. Can a former 
president who has resigned be called

back to run again? An answer must be 
had in a matter of hours or the dead 
line for the nominations will be past. 
At exactly thirty minutes before the 
deadline, the court hands down a ver 
dict. Yes, under certain unusual cir 
cumstances, a former president who 
has not served his full term can be 
made eligible to run again. Exactly five 
minutes later my phone rings. It is the 
chairman of the convention asking me 
to accept the nomination as the only 
candidate who can lead us to victory. 
With deep gratification and firm re 
solve, I accept.

THE GREAT DEBATES, II
Now that I've accepted the nomi 

nation in 1980, I'm running against 
Teddy. And just as in 1960, we're going 
to do three TV debates. Only this 
time, it's a whole new ball game.

I feel cool and confident as I stride 
into the TV studio for the first debate. 
Teddy is trying to look calm, but 
there's a glazed look in his eye and a 
slight slur in his speech that tells me 
he has already pressed the panic but 
ton. He's tanked to the gills.

immediately I take the offensive 
with a bold statement about our econ 
omy. Teddy is so taken aback that he 
gropes for words and can't answer my 
points.

In the next hour I have him reeling 
like a punched-out fighter, as I jab and 
hook him with one point after an 
other—taxes, housing, education. 
Then I really coldcock him on his pet 
subject, medical insurance. And the 
son of a b. does the worst thing an op 
ponent can do in a debate—he agrees 
with me.

In the next debate, I go right for the 
jugular. He can't touch me in the area 
of foreign policy. I win every round 
easily—China, Russia, Cuba, disar 
mament...you name it. Teddy is al 
most speechless. He's even more gone 
than the first time. His body is twitch 
ing. Moons of sweat can be seen right 
through his dark suit. His eye keeps 
wandering off toward the assistant pro 
ducer, a redhead in a low-cut blouse. 
He leers at her and makes an obscene 
gesture right on camera.

About halfway through the debate, 
he simply quits. He tries to walk off 
the stage, but he's so drunk that he 
stumbles and falls and breaks both 
legs.

The next day, at a press conference, 
Teddy announces his withdrawal from 
the race. For the first time in history, a 
candidate concedes defeat before the 
election. Q
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MISCELLANEOUS 
REVERIE

f

A bored airline pilot, in a two-hour holding pattern,
considers talking his fellow jet jockeys into putting on

a spontaneous air show over O'Hare International.
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Introducing AccuglideT The computerized 
remote control turntable.

/It provides hours of viewlng*pleasureJ 
I (rota read it right. Viewing pleasure.

Even before you enjoy 
listening to Accuglide,' M you're 
going to want to spend time just 
watching it. Because Accuglide 
performs like no other turntable 
you've ever seen.

Watch Accuglide's unique 
rotary spindle raise and lower 
your records like an elevator. So 
your hard rock doesn't drop on 
"Madame Butterfly."

You'll see Accuglide's spindle 
rotate its way to the top to pick up 
your record, carefully lower it, 
then gently place it onto the platter. 
Unlike other multiplay turntables, 
it doesn't drop them.

In fact, no other record 
changing system is as gentle. 
So your records couldn't
BSR(USA) LTD Blauwelt. NY 10913

be in better hands. Nol even 
your own.

Accuglide's remote control 
lets you play the "Hallelujah 
Chorus" from across your 
living room. Hallelujah!

• Now, listening to 
relaxing music can really 
be relaxing. Thanks to 
Accuglide's remote 
control you can play 
your favorite music 
without jumping up 
and down.

In fact, you can 
even raise and lower 
the volume from 40 feet away. 
So you won't be hassled by your 
neighbors if you want to play 
a hustle at 11PM.

Play it again, Sam, is only 
one of 27 commands you can 
give Accuglide.

Simply press the right buttons 
on the Accuglide turntable or its 
remote control, and Accuglide's 
built-in computer stores up to 27 
different commands.

So, you can change a record, 
reject it (you didn't like that one 

anyway), raise the tone arm 
(so you can answer 
the phone), then 
resume play without 
missing a beat, repeat 

it (because now you 
want to hear it without 

any interruptions), then 
raise your records back to 

starting position so you can 
start all over again.

Accuglide's tubular "J" 
shaped tone arm is superbly 
balanced for exceptional tracking. 
And comes with a precision ADC 
magnetic cartridge with elliptical 
diamond stylus. Plus, the belt- 
drive Accuglide has the kind of 
specs you'd expect to find in the 
finest turntables.

And if you think 
all this sounds good, how does 
this sound?

You can have all this 
viewing and listening pleasure 
for a song.

AccuglideTThe computerized remote control turntable.
Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



He sticks his tongue 
into your ear until you 
can't hear.

Fantasy sex is not like sex in real life 
because it's a/ways better. He blows into your ear 

until you shiver.FANTASY

He has silky hair. He is a Rastafarian.

He has long hairs 
sticking out of his 
nostrils.

He has a well- 
trimmed moustache.

He wears just 
right amount 
cologne.

C IF•A / C

tastes

You long for his body.

He kisses your hand 
and asks, "Do you 
know how much I 
want you?"

He smells like the in 
side of your refrig 
erator when some 
thing is rotting and 

you can't find it.

You haven't had sex 
for months and he

He carries you into
the bedroom, where
he has a platform bed
and built-in stereo •
system. • /

/ paid for dinner. -(—•—.
He thrusts his tongue 
into your mouth and 
asks, "Aren't you going
to invite me back to
your apartment?"

You love curling his 
pubic hair around your 
fingers.

His mouth tastes like 
beer, cigarettes, and 
stale popcorn.

You wait in the hall so 
he can kick his room 
mate out of the bed 

room and throw a 
sleeping bag on the 
mattress on the floor.

FANTASY

Your bodies are 
smoothly joined.

You love sucking him 
until he comes.

You come three times.

His pubic hair gets
caught on the roof of 
your mouth.

He says, "/ want to be 
natural with you"

He says, "I want to be 
completely natural 
with you."

REALITY

Each time one of yo
moves, your chest.
stick together one
sound like toilet

plungers.

It's the only way he 
, can keep it up.

You don't come at all. 

He picks his nose.

He fingers you gently 
and you come 
instantly.

j He has no idea where
your clitoris is and
keeps pulling on your
labia minora. him.

fall in love with

He takes a shit while 
you're brushing your 
teeth and says, "Look 

how big that mother 
fucker is," and won't 
flush the toilet until 

you look.

He falls in love with 
you.

S'-'V^y^'^'tt''* 7 ^^

1 , IE TWENTIES-
C/ara Bow

THE THIRTIES-
. jean Harhw

THE FORTIES-
Betty Grab/e

THE F/FT/ES- 
MariSyn Monroe

THE SIXTIES- 
julte Andrews

THE SEVENTH
Tim Curry

THE FANTASY BEHIND THE FANTASY BEHIND THE FANTASY

I want to be sucked off by 
a gorgeous blond starlet
as I drive my '66 Lotus
over a cliff.

I fantasize about being
ravished on a huge pile
of ostrich feathers by a
great big black guy with
muscles 1 ike iron.

Actually,! want to make it 
with two beautiful blond 
deaf-mutes on a DC-10 
as it plummets to earth.

Actually, I want to rape 
a huge black guy with 
muscles like iron and a 
ten-inch cock.

I want to fuck a Catholic 
girl when she has her 
period.

And then I'll call 
police and say he 
assaulted me.

the
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THE SPORTING LODGE by Chris Kluge

THE FANTASY BEHIND THE FANTASY BEHIND 1

I slowly slip off her 
clothes.I worship her body, 
exploring every curve with 
tender expertise. I bring 
her to the pinnacle of 
total ecstasy, then send 
her over the brink.

I fuck her for hours and 
she begs me for more.

I want to fuck for five 
minutes, then be able to 
fall asleep without her 
making me get up to get 
her some Kleenex.

I'm modeling for a Vogue 
photograph.The photographe 
gets really turned on as I 
flirt with his camera. We 
slip off our clothes and 
take pictures of each other 
in erotic poses.

The photographer tears the
incredibly expensive 
designer original from my 
quivering body, spreads my 
legs wide, and takes lewd 
pictures of my cunt.

I tear off his clothes, 
take beautiful photographs 
of his body, sell them to 
an art magazine for a lot 
of money, and become a 
famous photographer.Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



U For beyond the frowning visage of polite society, there 
exists a small but select sporting club whose members pursue an 
exotic and dangerous past/me—big -game seduction. These hunt 
ers stalk, mount, and stuff big game, but the only trophies they 
bring home are tender memories.

j Armed with nothing but raw courage and his innate 
charm, this huntsman is driven to satisfy his own burning "call of 
the wild."

xx This rugged sport demands every ounce of the wily sports- 
man s ingenuity and stamina.

I The beast is bound and mounted time and time again by 
lodge members.

1 The outdoorsman slips into a hibernating bear's lair, bags 
his prey, and slides silently away without ever awakening the 
snoring bear.

aO After a particularly harsh winter, big game may be scarce. 
Then our intrepid woodsmen turn to smaller fare, taking with 
gusto whatever happens across their path.

Bruce Springsteen spots me 
in the audience at a 
concert and summons me 
backstage, where I give him 
the best blowjob he's ever 
had in his 1ife.

I peel off my clothes and 
he's knocked out by my 
fantastic body, and then 
we fuck and it's so good he 
falls in love with me and 
writes a song about it.

Bruce falls in love with 
rue and writes a song about 
me and begs me to marry 
him, which I'll do only if 
he'11 quit the crazy
rock 'n' roll business ...
and he does.

I'm walking in the woods 
and I come to a giant oak 
tree. I climb up it to a 
darling little tree house. 
Inside is a man in a 
rabbit-fur loincloth. We 
make love nonstop for days

What I really want is to 
be penetrated at every 
orifice by tiny furry 
creatures of the forest.

I want to get married and 
have enough children to
quali fy for the Zero
Population Growth
hit list.
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I
SEX WITHOUT FEELING: THE EROTIC FANTASIES

" . . .One by one, 
they fell with a 
slap onto my 
spinning face..."

" . . .She seemed 
to overflow 
with wetness 
as I slipped 
inside her ..."

". . .Wi
steady 
stilet 
a 'jagg 
across

THE FANTASY BEHIND THE FANTASY BEHIND

I want to shower hot come 
onto Debbie Harry's 
cheekbones.

I really want to take a 
hot shower with my 
Aunt Harriet.

I want to meet a nice old 
lady in skintight Spandex 
toreador jeans, tie her
up, and tickle her 'til
she wets her pants.

I'm walking down the stre 
and I meet a beautiful 
girl .Without saying a wore 
she leads me off into a 
park and we make passionat 
love in the grass.

I grab the beautiful girl 
and rip off all her 
clothes and fuck her silly 
right there on the street.

The girl is six
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OF INANIMATE OBJECTS

L slow but 
xressure, her 
} heel traced 
I crease 
ils tongue . . ."

" . . .For months, I'd 
been dying to get in 
side her. She begged 
me to fill her up, 
but I was too much for 
her, and my load 
split her wide open..."

" . ..Helplessly, he 
slid beneath her 
wetness ..."

I'd like to fuck every girl 
I've ever met, one right 
after another, all in the
same night.

What I'd really like is to 
be bound to a bed and gang
raped by the love-starved
inmates of a women's
prison.

I want to beat off while 
I breathe heavy over the 
phone to my sister's gym 
teacher.

I want a wild and handsome 
Arab on a fiery black 
stallion to swoop down out 
of the desert and carry me 
away to his silk tent, 
where he'll force me to 
dance naked in a trough 
of couscous.

Actually, I want a fiery 
PLO kamikaze assassin to 
slit my skirt seams with 
his dirk and squeeze my 
wrists as we make love in 
a hovel on the Gaza Strip.

I want Yassir Arafat to 
settle down with me and 
raise a family in suburban 
Illinois, where he'll run 
for mayor and win.
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Now you don't ha 
to settle for too mucfv 
'tar'or too little taste. 
.Because choice ..*. 
j"fQbaccos"misted" with * 
*?mfellow menthol creates

LMILDS
but not to.o'light.

v
.7 mg. nicotine av.'per cigarette by FTC method. ' ' ' '

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

KQDL

tol
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WEIRD RITUALS 
YOUR PARENTS MAPE YOUGO THROUGH FOR. VYOJROWN GOOD'/AMD HOW If^E 'GCCD'EST AND WBRDE5TOFALL. WAS

OJMUM..U-T-TLE
OH, 
SfeP

I N FINE SHAPE

HOW CDN\£ 
TH _ ACTS THE WAY
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THINK OF PORNOGRAPHY AS 
SYM&OLIC RAPE, BONN IE...

POES
MEAN I HAVE
fo HATE-
PICTURES
OF NhKEP

THINK I 4ftT£ 
BOOKS..,

Bin i 
REAP ENOU&H
Of THEM TO 

KNOW

WJ«£N y<3U MENTALLY 
UN PRESS ME...PERCEPTIVE 

COSM THEY'VE
ME TO 
WILL. 

MAKE IT ALL 
CLEAR TO y

To EVER.Y FORM OF
LITERARY SEXUAL

ABUSE.

SURE TO TAKE; oFF 
MY ARMPIT SHIELDS 

ANP MY 'Lt&HT
LINERS

... REMEMBER TO REMOVE 
> KY TRAIN ING BRA 
) ANP MY NURSIN&BR.* 
/ ANP MY PUSH-OP6RA

WITH THE'FIBER FIU cups

...TAKE-
ANP MY GARTER 6EUT
ANP MV SUPPOCT

..TftKE- OFF MY tAFFETA 
SLIP W tTH THE

SHOULOER STRAPS... 
ftND MY BRIEFS WITH THE

COTTON CROTCH,..

...WHILE YOU'RE AT IT,
PON'T FORGET 

SANITARY NAPKIN BELT 
AND MY NEW 
BELTLeSS

... PEE*. OFF MV 
SWEATSOCKS 
AND MY SHOULDER 

HOLSTER...
ANP MY THERMAL 

TOHNS...

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



flfi <fe<£ 1& 4
THE yORKM'tLA<f>

rtAve >&u HEARD*—:

LETTER of REPglMANb FR^MTHE <«ifF of ibll£ 
AHO tfAt> AU UWET SToMflgH TtiAT /JFTgRNogH
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A SAK/N& PI$H PUT me
BcfToM AND THE

XV£XT /MOA/TH .'

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



POLITENESSMAN
I HOPE THEY SEND HELP SOON;

SCARED.
SWEEPS me UNIVERSAL WORLD

INTERNATIONAL 9UILDSNO... ANZIEVATORS
STUCK UP THEKE.' G£f 
POUTENESSMAN QV£R 

HERE QUICK/ '

t?QLirGN£SSMAN USES HIS
?& SIX, IN ME}

by Ron Barrett
POUTENeSSMAN,THERE'S R£AL_, 
POTENTIAL FOR BAD MANNERS/ 
IN THAT ELEVATOR UP THERE.

yCS,CHIEF, THAT FELLOW AWflV HE SHOULDN'T 
WEAR A MAT IN AN ELEVATOR, V£T ME PIP. /-^

HAT'3 OPF TO YOU,POLIT&NfSS- 
MAN. THANKS TO YOU, THESE- 

PEOPLE OIEP IN AN ATMOSPHERE] 
OF COOP

HOPE THIS COMIC FINDS YOU WELL THANK YOU

4 COMEDY RECORDS $10
NO FURTHER OB LI G A TION • FREE MEMBERSHIP

COMEDY RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA

YES, RECEIVE OVER $30 IN 
IP's FOR ONLY $10 PLUS
... You'll receive quarterly catalogues of the latest 
comedy releases at prices 40-70% below manufac 
turer's list. You'll get additional catalogues listing 
hard-to-find comedy LP's long out-of-print and un 
available elsewhere. You'll have no obligation to 
buy anything else — EVER! Choose as few or as 
many records as you likel
COMEDY RECORD CLUB OF AMERICA
11609 WEST PICO BLVD., LOS ANGELES, CALIFORNIA 90064

| Yes. send me free membership In the COMEpY RECORD 
I CLUB OF AMERICA. I'm taking advantage ol your introductory 
offer by enclosing $10.00 (check or money order) lot four LP's 

' of my choice, plus $2.00 (or postage and handling. In addlilon, 
I i am choosing two LP's as alternatives. I understand ! have no 
| further obligation ever. My choices are listed by number.
I (sICHOO 2nd CHOICE 3id CHOICE 4th CHOICt AUERNAIWliS

CIIY/SIAIE/IIP
PLEASE ALLOW 2-5 WEEKS FOR DELIVERY.
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CUt 10 DIG 'Advice for Grown-ups'

MAK(j^yv^mw®
rA. L. r * v. '^v V flUI Utl *X.S_v^ II^—^M 1 flDT

i!(' t^^Q
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SOP, THEY GOT B'LL.'
AND /raeepy ooee /w>THiN6

ABOUT IT/ WELL/
vo IT/ . NOT

0F WHALE OR WHALE

THE/GOT/ME/
STOP 'EM;

<3<7lT/l TELL 
PIPN' PO NUTHtN,-.

Notional Lornpoon's 
Animal House 
Baseball Jersey 
(TS10?B]i600

Notional Lampoon's New Animal House Ntilbnal lampoo:i Hot 
Baseboll Jersey For people who ve seen To ow:i one of these n to 

ihemoviesomany times ihottheir wordrobe owno I 
sense isaddled. (!S-103i)S6.00

nnl Lampoon 
Btacfc So*

Softbali Teorn Jersey 
(TSIO?')S6.L'0

National Lnmpoon 
Block Sex Baseball Jacket 

[Set'iiy fobric with o iscil cotto'' !•• 
(IS1030)S?9.95

National Lcrr.pi)o<i Sun da/ Newspaper
Parody. Sequel lo fhe High School Yearbook -
a complete Sunday c:ditic:i of IheDaoon
Repubkar.-D*m&craM3O-1021|$495
Nalional Lcmpoon Mor.a Gorilla T-sliirt
l rS-10i9)$3.95
National Larnpoc.i Binder
[BN 100i)i4.50Mch, Jto, $8.00 3 for $10 10
Lanipoc;! 1^ isiues in bindei
5975[BN 10U3)$16.00, I97618N-1004|$16.00
]977(BN-1005)$16.0C. I9?B[BN 1006)$)6.00
1979 (BN-1007) $16.00
"Tliot's Nat Funny, Thai's Sick!"
National lampoon comedy LP
(A-100I)$6.95
The Notional Ltir.ipcon EiKycloptidiu of Humoi
Amusement in alphabetical order. (BO-1005) S2.50
Natbnal Lampoon Preseiili French Comics
(BO-1020] $2 50
The Best of Nalional Lampoon No. 3
Anthology of Nuhboaf lampoon's bostomcles
1971-1972 (BO-1003) $2.50
The Besf of Nolionol Lampoon No. 4
1972-1973 anthology (BO 1006($2.50 
The Best of National Lompoon No, 3
1973-1974 adfhgbgy (BO-1008) S2.50 
The Best of National Lampoon No. 7
1975-1976 anthology [BO-1014) S? 50 
The Best of Nalicnal Lampoon No. 8
1976-1977 anthology (BO-1025) $3 95
National Lampoon's Animal House i-shirt
With portraits of all the Delta House fraternity
brothers and your mom. [TS1029] $.1 95
National Lampoon's Book of Booki
Jeff Greenfteld's ultimate coffee-table book
(BO-1031) $8.95
Cartoons Even We Wouldn't Date Prinl
A complete collection ot diverse vulgarities
(BO-1030) $5.95
The Greatest Hits of the National Lampoon
Another great quality phonographic product
(A-1002) $7.95

National Lctinpoon 1964 High School 
Yearbook Parody. From C. Estes Kefauver 
High in Docron, Ohio 
Deluxe Edition (BO 1<X>7A)$4.95

Notional Lampoon Tenth Anniversary 
Anthology Deluxe Edition 
Ten yeais ot |ibei und ifipes from Acie.'icas 
best 01 ot least most expensive huMor 
magazine [8O 1C32]S19.95

Ncrtio.ict LciirijTOon 
"ThnCi Not Funny, 
TV.Ql'fSkk! 1 (-shirt

Hey, !o heck with killing whales! Nobody told me fhat almost every corporation in America with the exception of 
National Lampoon, Inc., was involved in the slaughter of these beosts. Sign me up for the following items.

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

National Lampoon, Depl NL 180
635 Madison Ave., New York, NY 10022

(TS-1019)
(TS-1028)
(TS-1029)
(TS-1026)
[TS-1027J
(TS-1030)
(TS-1031)
(TS-1032)

$3.95 each
S6.00 each
$4 .95 each
$4 .95 each
S6. 00 each

$29.95 each
$6.00 each
$5.95 each

small
small
small
small
small
small
small

Circle one:
medium
medium
medium
medium
medium
medium
medium

large
large
large
large
large
large
large

Please enclose $1.00 for postage and handling for 
each order under $5.00, and $1.50 for orders over 
$5.00. New York State residents, please add 8 per 
cent sales tax.

1 have enclosed a total of $————————————————

Name
(please print)

Addresi-

Cify_ _Srale.
[Pleose be sure that your up code is correct.)

Circle items desired: 
(A-I001)$6.95each 
(A-1002)$7.95eoch 
(BO1021)$4.95each 
(BO 1007A) $4.95 each 
(BO-1030} $5.95 each 
(BO-103l)$8.95eoch 
(BO-1032)$19.95each
(BO-1024) $2.95 each; Deluxe Edition $4.95 each. 
(BO-1003) (BO-1006) (BO-1008) 
(BO-1014) (BO-1005) $2.50 each 
(BO-1025)$3.95eoch
(BN-1001) $4.50 each; $8.00 for two; $10.50 for three. 
(BN-1003)(BN-10Q4)(BN-1005)(BN-1006) 
(BN-1007) $16.00 each

TH/WKS FOR 
BUtfNG &MLAMP 

PROPUCTS. SET ft. FREE 
PUSH BflCK 10 LflNV 
&/ fifty AltMSER Of
THE 
8«7THERH«H? OF
IF SHIPWRECKED 

WfTH PROOF Of 
PURCHASE
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fcURICE VENTURES FURTHER INTO
CABIN, WHEN 

CATCHES
ITS COLD OUT 
'ERE, CAN I 

k COfAE IN ?

COLD DARK 
OAV EWE LOPS 
THE LANDSCAPE 
AROUMD THE 
CABIN OF 
DR. ROGERS, 
WE SEE MAURICE 
THE INDIAN 
ENTERING THE 
CABIN AMD HEAR...

WHAT KIN BOOK 
DAT?

/VAURICE IS STARTLED 
RETURN OF THE DOCTOR.PENING.THE LAR&E TOME

EVES &LAZE 
AT THE UNEXPECTED S\GHT.

I'M GUAD TO 
SEE....WMWSTHAT 
TCAiRe LOOKIW&AT''

MAURICE \S AN 
ORPHAN, OR.RO6ERS 
DECIDES IT IS UK JOB ftN& SOMETIMES ^VRE ^\
TO EYPLWN TUE DELICATE ICWICKEN EGG ... UfVKUES \ 
FACTS OF LIFE... I TO HAVE ft BABV CHICKEN... 1 

NOW.

...UfA...Vje.LL.VTS LIKE THIS 
PLUS... SEE 

TMIS IS THE PMM .,. ftND
THIS IS TUE

TOGETHER, THEV CREATE
VJOWDGRFliL 

EXPERIENCE...SEE''

...UH,TMATS 
SUBJECT

ILL GO
SOME TOLL 

UOUSE COOKIES
...EXCUSE NSE

CON6WCTWATIOHS
OU COULD COULD C TALK 

U ABOUT 
\rtOMCeUFUL

V4HEVJ, I
COULD/ 

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

10 mg. "i3(". 0.9 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method.

Real

<- 1979 R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co. HlchTMt«-LowT«r

"Taste Rea& 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
Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.
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CHRISTOPHER LEE TIMMATHESON TOSHIROMIFOi WARREN DATES ROBERT STACK TREAT WILLIAMS 
R- UONELSHNDER • OirectorolPbolcgapby WILLIAM A.ERAKER,A.SC. • Screenplay by ROBERT ZEMECKIS& BOB GALE

1 JOIN WILLIAMS • Produced by BOZZ FEITSHANS • Executive Producer JOHN MILIUS • Directed by SJEVu|SPIELBERG _ 

'O A THEATRE NEAR YOU.

Read tn* Batlantln* Book

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



THE

SMART

1979—It's a map 1.... Most Fabulous 
New Star to Emerge: Guy in the 
VILLAGE PEOPLE who dresses up 
like a mailman... Hottest Book: As; 
Full of Cash, by JUDITH KRANTZ 
... Most Memorable Movie: LEIF 
GARRETT and LAUREN 
BACALL in Beach Party Back-

gammon... Best Record Album: Disco 
Breakthrough, by EUBIE BLAKE...
Biggest Fashion Trend: Stacked-hecl 
roller skates... Chic Disease: Herpes- 
it's on everyone's lips!...

PRESIDENT CARTER report 
edly wanted to nominate the 
LENNY character from the "Laverne 
and Shirley" TV show to replace 
JUANTTA KREPS as his secretary 
of commerce. President was forced to 
withdraw nomination after aides ex 
plained to him that Lenny is played 
by actor MICHAEL McKEAN and 
is not actually a real person. 
SQUIGGY, however, is still under 
consideration to head the Federal Re 
serve Board....

Meanwhile, fashion top cat BILL 
BLASS is designing a whole wardrobe 
for the Carter WHITE HOUSE 
STAFF. Ensembles are expected to be 
ready for viewjng just as soon as the 
candy-flake paint is dry on the propel 
ler beanies....

S= X :l:

Remake City: Lassie remake —Lassie 
will be played by BETTE MIDLER,
whose portrayal of a dog in The Rose 
has been much admired...Plans for a 
gay remake of LaCageaux Folks were

scotched when studio big suits figured 
out that the movie was already about 
queers...And LILYTOMLIN and 
JOHN TRAVOLTA are hard at work 
on a remake of Moment by Moment. 
"We're going to do it until we get it 
right," says the spunky young Italian 
comedian....

BING CROSBY, dead for over two 
years, has now been completely 
forgotten....

Having exhausted the rock movie 
genre, LA shekel wrestlers are turning 
to making LPs out of TV shows. 
Watch for Mor/< Sings Jacques Brel, 
pressing soon....

Elsewhere on the rock scene, the 
EPA okayed a one-time use of the 
banned pesticide DDT to keep star 
song slugger MEAT LOAF out of 
his mom's holiday kitchen....

Activist balladeer JOAN BAEZ 
has whipped up a huffy tongue flog 
ging for her onetime amigos the 
NORTH VIETNAMESE-threat- 
ening to march over to Hanoi and sing 
right in their faces. Miss Baez wants 
slopes to upgrade the room service 
quality in their torture pits and 
tighten boating safety laws....

continued on page 87
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Announcing the publication of the

National Lampoon 
Tenth A nniversary A nthology

The National Lampoon Tenth A nniversary A nthology is an 
enormous compendium of the finest in contemporary humor 
and satire. We had to wait a full ten years before we got an 
entire decade's worth of material from which to select the 320 
pages, full half in color, which constitute this beautiful hard 
bound book. The National Lampoon Tenth Anniversary An 
thology contains the most outstanding pieces from the Ameri 
can humor maga/.ine. The best of Doug Kenney. Michael 
O'Donoghue, Henry Beard, and all the other writers who 
have filled the magazine with, well, who have filled the maga 
zine since its inception in April, 1970. No ordinary Best of, (he 
National iMtnpoon Tenth Anniversary Anthology is a sub 
stantial tome beneath which the sturdiest of sturdy coffee 
tables have been heard to creak and groan. We will not see its 
like again until the publication of the National Lampoon 
Twenty-Fifth A nniversary A nlhohgy in 1995!

Printed on the finest paper, using only the costliest inks, this 
truly is a book for the ages. See the order blank for details 
of how you can acquire this fine volume.

Please send me___copies of the National Lampoon Tenth 
Anniversary A nihofogy at $19.95 each (this is a big book).

Please add $2.00 per order for postage and handling in the 
U.S., $3.00 for shipments anywhere else in the world (a really 
big book).

New York residents, please add 8 percent sales tax.
National Lampoon NL 180 
635 Madison Avenue 
New York, N.Y. 10022

I enclose $____

Name_ 

City _

_Address_

_Male_ ._Zip_
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UNITED 5TAT£S 
ARMY AIR 

CORPS,,-

?^ —*
,,.ANP £ WANT you
PO RPM&WRFR ME

HAP NO FOOP
FOR TWO 

£3 \ PAYS...

LOOKIN FOR.,. 
:'CHOFFt'

WHAT 
GUL-PARNGP 
TAR IS/ATI ON i JH I HI-I'-IIV

ABOUT JAPS, 
/^c^/iftira/ii*//

LITTLE 
TRlEP

TO BOMB FRI5CO.' 
(SCARF,CHEW? 
...r

THEM/

TALKING 
ABOUT?

TWO WHOLE 
^SLOBBER'?
SQUADRONS.1

COMIC BOOK V/EPSIOW OF

WHEKl A 
eOUTM^PM CAL(FOK(OIA -SIX 
ATTACK OM PBARL HARBOR. 
VIVIC? COLOR AMP COL(A&e,

IWTROPUCT10N SM 
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THE SMART SET
L-oiuiniied/rom JiuH t 84

ELTON JOHN went on tour with 
a new dignified stage act that had the 
popular performer playing the "Min 
ute Waltz," "Theme from Love Story," 
and selections from Chopin in a rhine- 
stone-studded tuxedo while a beauti 
ful silver candelabrum graced the top 
of his piano....

Meanwhile, downturn in the record 
business is being blamed on a vice- 
president of finance at Atlantic Rec 
ords who opened an umbrella
indoors....

* * *
English queen ELIZABETH II is

looking to break her longstanding con 
tract with Great Britain. "I don't think 
my talents are being fully utilized 
here," says Her Royal Highness. "I 
want to expand my professional hori 
zons and break out into other media 
forms. I'd like to try my hand at being 
"Queen for a Day," for instance, or a 
beauty queen, or maybe homecoming 
queen at Ohio State University...."

Elsewhere in the royal family: Presi 
dent of Ireland PATRICK HILLERY 
has protested PRINCESS MARGA- 
RET'scalling the Irish "pigs." "That's 
no way for a princess to talk. I am 
shocked and distressed. Here, have 
some rotted garbage," said the mud- 
spattered Irish chief of state as he

rolled around in a bog.... 
* * *

CAROL BURNETTwill make a 
movie based on her daughter Carey's 
drug involvement. Studio heads 
wanted a sequel deal, but the Buruett 
family nixed getting Carey hooked 
again....

Rock W roll artist BRUCE 
SPRINGSTEEN has turned thirty. 
This is the youthful performer's 
fourth thirtieth birthday....

Literary Bic Flips: STEPHEN 
BIRMINGHAM is hard at work on 
a new book about people more im 
portant than he is, which will in 
clude everybody in the world-...

The NEW YORK GIANTS foot 
ball team has been sold to HBO....

The HUNTER THOMPSON
bio flick Where the Buffalo Roam is fin 
ished at last. Rock impressarios 
ALAN CARR and ROBERT 
STIGWOOD have cameo roles 
playing all the slimy batlike things in 
the drug hallucinations.

* * •>:.

Folksinger PETE SEEGER has de 
fected to the USSR. "Singing protest 
songs just wasn't being taken seriously 
in the United States. I couldn't get 
anyone to put me in jail anymore or 
anything," writes the former crooner-

with-a-cause from his new home in 
Zigansk, just above the Arctic 
Circle....

NEC's HENRY KISSINGER/ 
DAVID FROST interview was a 
smashing success. Kissinger was able 
to get the oft-criticized former TV 
personality to really open up about his 
tangled personal life, eliciting candid 
admissions about professional over 
reaching, bulging waistline, and con 
tinual inability to bring his fiancees to 
the altar. Network heavysets were so 
impressed that Dr. tC. is now slated for 
a full series of future interviews with 
second-rate talk-show hosts, including 
DICK CAVETT, MERV GRIFFIN, 
andJACKPAAR....

Dirty Evening

Hey, crash at my place,
And be my love,
And we will all the pleasures prove
Excepting those

1) involving hooks, vise-grip pliers, 
nylon wigs, or Rustoleum

2) that irritate the eyes
3) that might become known to 

bartenders, or
4) that cannot be completed before 

the commercial is over.

—Mallory Duracell

The Watts Parastat

In 15 seconds your records are clean,dry and ready to play.
With some systems you pour liquid 

on your records (and rub it into the 
grooves), while with others you brush the 
dirl around land rub it into the grooves). 
The Walls Purasiat is neither of these.

By placing a plush velvet pad on 
either side of a soft nylon brush and add 
ing a drop or two of Paraslatik® fluid, a
EWPIFE EFUPIPE HVPIFE HVPIFE EWPIfE

So when you want (he best, ask for 
the original. The Parastat, by Cecil Watts.

Wans products are distributed exclu 
sively in the U.S. by: Empire Scientific

The brush bristles lift the rubbish 
to the surface. The pads collect and re 
move il. And the Parastalik® fluid sup 
plies just the right degree of humidity to 
relax dust collecting static without leav- Corp.. Garden City. NY 11530 
ing any kind of film or deposit behind

No other system does so much for
ETUPIHE BUPIFE EJVPIfE HVPIFE
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S9.60 $_

S9.60 $.

TRY'EM OR BUY'EM LIMITED OFFER
Try your favorite Size JOB Cigarette Pleasesendthefollowmgilem I am over 21 years of age.

papers at home! Choose a specially 
priced J<-B 24-paek 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!

. JOB Double-width
cigarette papers 24-pack

Z. (JOB 1 5 1* Middle-width 
cigarefte papers 24-pack

. JOB 1.25™ Precision-width" 
cigarette papers 24-pack 59-60 $_

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

. . (JOB Single-width 55"s 
Classic While24-pack 

-'• tl^B Single-width
Cutcorners 25-pack 

" «JOB Favorite Hits 4-pack 
cigarette paper sampler 
TOTAL (Check enclosed) 
Includes postage & handling 

SEND TO PAPERS
Adams Apple Dist.Co 
5100 N. Ravenswood 
Chicago, IL 60640

S7.20

S7.50$_

S1.00S.

DISTRIBUTING* COMPANY
CHICAGO. ILLINOIS 6O64O USA

MS/MRS/MR 

Address

City/State/Zip
Illinois residents add 5% sales tax Allow three
to four weeks delivery

NLP-8001-2
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• A 728-pound woman, 
unable to stand up after fall 
ing at a relative's house in 
Tipton, England, was eventu 
ally lifted onto a couch by 
five firemen, three policemen, 
and two ambulance drivers, 
who rolled the woman up in a 
carpet and raised her with 
makeshift levers. The woman 
died a short time later, after 
repeatedly refusing to enter a 
hospital because: "Doctors 
would stop me from smoking 
and would starve me." Her 
obstinacy had caused her 
husband to leave home ear 
lier, complaining, "She won't 
stop eating." He weighs 426 
pounds. Reuters (contributed 
by Juan Wilson)

» A seventy-five-year-old Ke 
nyan, Daniel Mwavuo, was 
beaten by a rnob of fellow vil 
lagers after their community 
suffered extensive crop dam 
age and starvation from an 
unusually long drought. 
"This witch doctor is holding 
up the rain," the attackers 
shouted, accusing Mwavuo 
specifically of hiding sea 
sonal rainfall in his cooking 
pot. Saint Louis Globe-Demo 
crat (contributed by Steve 
Holub)

• When a California woman 
discovered a hose dangling 
from her motor home into a 
gasoline can, she quickly 
summoned her husband, who 
searched the area and discov 
ered a trail of vomit leading 
away from the can. The in 
truder had apparently mis 
taken the septic tank cap for 
the gas cap. Tn-Valley Herald 
(contributed by Dale Bates)

• American SALT II negotia 
tors meeting in Geneva, Swit 
zerland, noticed that many of 
the freshly sharpened pencils 
they brought with them each 
morning were missing by af

ternoon. After recognizing a 
pair of "US Government" 
pencils in a Soviet negotia 
tor's coat pocket, the Ameri 
can team asked for an 
explanation. The Russian re 
sponded, "Ours don't work 
very well. The lead is no good 
and we don't have erasers." 
New York Daily News—Jack 
A nderson

• Thomas Preston, a fifteen 
year old from Pekin, Illinois, 
met two friends at his bed 
room window and told them 
another friend had bet him 
five dollars he would not 
shoot his mother in the head. 
When the two boys at the 
window became incredulous, 
Thomas produced a rifle, 
turned up the volume of his

tape player, left the room, 
closed his door, and fired a 
slug through his mother's 
right eye. Preston returned to 
his room a short time later 
and handed the rifle to his 
friends. "Ditch the rifle " he 
said, "I just shot my mother." 
He was sentenced to ten years 
in prison. AP (contributed by 
Christopher Daniel)

• A woman was sunbathing 
in her backyard in Saint 
Louis when Henry Polcynski, 
a thirty-eight-year-old neigh 
bor, suddenly appeared with 
a hammer and beat her se 
verely around the head and 
upper body while shouting, "I 
don't like sunbathers." After 
his arrest, Polcynski added, 
in a single, one-sentence

WHO ARE THESE PEOPLE DEPT.

This advertisement was found in Los Angeles magazine. These 
classic gold and diamond eye patches can be purchased for "only 
$2800." Where else but in Beverly Hills? (contributed by Ken 
Wax)

statement to police, "The 
metric system angers me." 
UP! (contributed by Kathy 
Linton)

• Of several enlisted men 
and an officer exposed to a 
minor boiler fire aboard the 
US Navy destroyer Manley, 
all except the officer escaped 
with superficial injuries. Ac 
cording to navy officials, the 
enlisted men were protected 
to a degree by their plain cot 
ton uniforms, while the offi 
cer, clothed in a more 
fashionable 100 percent 
double-knit polyester en 
semble permitted among 
higher ranks, ignited in 
stantly and was baked to 
death as his petroleum-based 
uniform melted around him. 
AP (contributed by Christo 
pher Daniel)

• A Brazilian man was wait 
ing for his six-year-old son to 
cross a street in a small town 
near Rio de Janeiro when a 
car struck the boy and killed 
him. Several hours later, the 
grieving, raging father re 
turned to the site of the acci 
dent, where he began hurling 
rocks at every passing ve 
hicle. Three angered motor 
ists eventually stopped, 
crushed him to death with 
boulders, and drove away. 
Agence France-Presse

• Two fishermen who lost 
their boat in a storm near the 
Philippines claimed they sur 
vived four days at sea by eat 
ing a T-shirt. Philadelphia 
Inquirer (contributed by Bob 
Whomsley)

• New York Health Com 
missioner Reinaldo Ferrer 
disclosed that 300 percent 
more New Yorkers were bit 
ten by people than by rats 
in 1978. New York Daily 
News (contributed by James 
Fleming)
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It's Really Balk by Bill Moseley Modern 
American Literature

Matadors and locations appear beneath each photo, with the fol 
lowing abbreviations: N-novice bullfighter, 0—gored, NF-not 
the first time this matador has been gored, B-bruised only, 
SD—spine damage, BC—bone or cartilage damage.

Galdeano; Guadarrama, 
Spain; N/B.

Tunnel; Madrid, Spain; B. Ordonez; Madrid, Spain; 
SD/BC.

Guerra; Madrid, Spain; NIB

Jara;Lima, Peru; BC. Jiminez; Madrid, Spain; B.

Favorite rape scenes from best- 
selling romantic novels.

"He pulled at my skirt, 
lifted it, exposing my legs. 
Sobbing wretchedly, I tritid to 
throw him off, but it was fu 
tile. He fumbled with his 
trousers, and then he caught 
my wrists in his hands and 
held me spread-eagled be 
neath him.

" 'No!' I cried again.
"He laughed. He loomed 

over me, a dark demon bent 
on my destruction. I shook 
my head hack and forth, si 
lently pleading. I tried to free 
my hands. He held them in a 
brutal grip. Waves of panic 
rose and crashed over me; 1 
was trembling all over.

"All right, wench,' he said 
amiably. 'The lesson is about 
to begin.'"

—Love's Tender Fury, 
by Jennifer Wilde; page 30

"She raised her head, and 
saw with consternation that 
she was bound to the bed 
posts, each hand and foot 
tied with leather thong. She 
was spread-eagled, stretched 
tautly like pictures she had 
seen of people bound to the 
torture rack.

'"Ha, girl! You are finally 
awake. I wanted you to be...'

"Hannah averted her face 
from the red, odious thing 
projecting from beneath the 
pendulous belly. Then his full 
weight came down on her. 
She tried to avoid what she 
knew was about to happen, 
but it was no use. She was 
pinned there, for him to 
make use of in any way he 
cared to.

"The pain, dulled now, kept 
on. He snorted and slobbered 
on her as he plunged and 
plunged again.

"Fortunately it did not last 
long. He gave a shrill, whis 
tling cry like the squeal of a 
shoat and collapsed on top of 
her."

-Love's Avenging Heart, 
by Patricia Matthews; page 46

"A few moments later 
Stacey was lying on the

ground with her arms and 
legs outstretched, tied to four 
trees which were perfectly 
positioned to spread-eagle the 
frightened young girl....But 
the puzzling pleasure which 
coursed through Stacey at 
the moment didn't assuage 
the fear which was running 
through her, and the fcar 
grew more acute when she 
felt Billy's hands move to the 
soft down which did so little 
to protect her most private 
part. His finger gouged into 
her, painfully, and a moment 
later she realized that his fin 
ger had been replaced by the 
battering ram which hung 
between his legs." 
— The Fury and the Passion, 

by Paula Fairman; page 86

"At the searing stab of 
pain. Sheila started to cry 
out, but his mouth covered 
hers to smother the sound 
until she could hardly 
breathe. He took her like a 
rutting boar, rolling off when 
he was satisfied.

"Tears of shame and an 
odd sense of degradation 
drenched her cheeks, already 
moistened by the initial tears 
of pain... Propped into a half- 
sitting position by an un 
steady elbow, Brad studied 
her with a cynically amused 
look.

" 'What the hell are you 
crying about?'"

-Touch the Wind, 
by Janet Dailey; page 39

Contributions: We will pay 
$10 for every item used, $20 
for b&w photos, $30 for color 
photos. Send to: True Facts, 
National Lampoon, 635 Madi 
son Avenue, New York, NY 
10022. In case of duplication, 
earliest postmark is selected.

Editor's Note: The items ap 
pearing in the True Section 
are, to the best of our ability 
to verify them, true. We will 
gladly retract anything that 
can be proven false. Every 
thing else in National Lam 
poon is fictional. Except the 
ads.
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A MILESTONE IN THE HISTORY 
OF CALENDAR MAKING
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1980 NATIONAL LAMPOON TENTH ANNIVERSARY CALENDAR

O n the solemn occasion of our tenth anniver 
sary, we at National Lampoon are proud to 
announce the publication of the 1980 

National Lampoon Tenth Anniversary Calendar, the 
greatest advance in calendar arts and sciences since 
the introduction of the Gregorian calendar by Pope 
Gregory XIII in 1582. ____„„„ What makes the p~~~~ — ••""""
1980 National Lampoon 
Tenth Anniversary Calen 
dar so unique, so revolu 
tionary? The addition of a 
thirteenth month, per 
haps? A couple of extra 
weeks at Christmas? One 
or two more Sundays dur 
ing football season? Not a 
bit of it, my friends. What 
sets the 1980 National 
Lampoon Tenth Anniver 
sary Calendar apart from 
all its fusty, papish prede 
cessors is, quite simply, 
jokes.

Send me___copies of the 1980 National Lam 
poon Tenth Anniversary Calendar at $5.95 each.

Please add $1.00 for postage and handling. 
New York residents, please add 8 percent sales tax.

National Lampoon NL 180 
635 Madison Avenue 
New York, N.Y. 10022

I enclose a check or money order for 
$_____payable within the continental USA or 
Canada.

Name ———————————————————————

Address.

City. State

lenge you to scan the calendars of ancient cultures 
and of bygone eras—the Julian calendar of the 
Roman Empire or the pre-Columbian calendar of the 
mystic Mayans. No jibes, no japes, not so much as 
one good belly laugh. Dull stun, indeed. Not so the 
1980 National Lampoon Tenth Anniversary

Calendarl • • — •«•_• —— ^ We've combed
through our first one hun 
dred issues and selected 
twelve of our finest, fun 
niest covers. Each has 
been matched to an ap 
propriate month, and the 
entire package has been 
run off in luxurious, eye- 
popping color. As 1980 
runs its course and you flip 
through the pages of this 
wall-sized beauty, we guar 
antee you'll laugh your 
way from New Year's Day 
to New Year's Eve.

Don't be an oyster-.Zip.
Yes, jokes! We chai- L______.__________-___J head.Order now:
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LETTERS
tominiied from page 9

their nervous breakdowns on the same 
day. Or get writer's block so bad their 
kneecaps shatter from the strain.

Quintana
c/o Joan Didion, John Gregory Dunne 

Good bookstores everywhere

Sirs:
Just because I've accepted Christ as 

my personal Savior (John 7:56) 
doesn't mean I've gone crazy or any 
thing {Isaiah 40:3). I'm still a talented 
composer (Psalms 48:13) and singer 
(Luke 4:5), and I hope to prove (Eccle- 
siastes 5:3) that my work, will be even 
more meaningful now (Acts 10:1) and 
reach a wider audience (Numbers 
25:17). I used to wonder, How many 
roads must a man walk down?The an 
swer, my friend, is where it always 
was—in the Bible. (Job 2:3.) (Ezekiel 
16:2.) (Mark 6:42.)

Yours in the Lord
Bob Dylan

(Revelation 19:16)

Sirs:
"When you think of Philadelphia, 

what's the next thing you think of? 
Cream cheese, right? Philadelphia 
Cream Cheese. How'd you like to be a 
cop in a town that everyone associates 
with cream cheesel Yeah, and brotherly 
love. The City of Brotherly Love, 
that's what they call it. Sounds like a 
bunch of queers, for Christ's sake. So 
you can talk about police brutality, 
blah blah blah, and shooting people 
and roughing up suspects and corrup 
tion and all that, but just stop and 
think what; it's like for all of as here. 
Cream cheese and brotherly love! If we 
didn't kick a few heads in, we'd all be 
hanging over a toilet bowl puking with 
embarrassment.

Frank Rizzo 
Mayor, Philadelphia, Pa.

Sirs:
Oh sure, Donna Summer is sexy. 

Oh sure, and I'm Miss Piggy.
What is sexy? A lot of moaning and 

groaning and songs about hookers? I

say sexy is a regal bearing, a riding 
crop, and no panties. Stop by when 
you're in town.

Princess Grace 
Monaco 

Sirs:
Not only am I Pope, but I could 

pound the shAt out of any of you and 
beat every single one of your readers at 
arm wrestling. Also, I can chug a can 
of Pabst in three seconds flat and 
throw a spiral that'll knock you on 
your butt.

John Paul
Pope of the Regular Guy 

Rome

Sirs:
I'm tired of nitwits knocking on my 

door at all hours of the day and night 
so they can dance for me. They sure 
look stupid hoofing it out there on the 
front porch, and who ever heard of a 
veterinarian advertising on television 
anyhow?

Dr. Ned Pepper, VMD 
Alexandria, Va.

MONTH

nc -riT^^W " "J/v

THATATE 
^ YOUNG

But
the monster...
What does it

want?'

IN THE FEBRUAR-Y NATIONAL LAMPOON
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VODKAWEIGHT

As the other fellow cocked an car to 
the Sarge's argument, something 
within me died. A tear coursed down 
my leathery cheek.

"One. The grizzly cannot climb 
trees. Two: It is moreover ferocious 
than not. Three, it is immensely big 
ger; and four, it cannot swim."

I took a quick pull on the indus 
trial-strength Scotch purveyed.

"Ridiculous," said the other.
"What do you mean ridiculous, you 

waxy-eared souse? What do you know 
about bears? I can sum ir up in rwo 
words. Nothing!"

"Have you ever worked in AUiska 
or seen the inside of a book? Or is the 
bruin in question as big a mystery to 
you as..."

"What. Go ahead and say it. What."
"The source of your wife's income 

and, um. children."
"Listen here. You think you're 

smart. Well, I'll bet you ten bucks 
you're wrong. A grizzly bear can clam 
ber up trees. Ten bucks. Get it out!"

"I never said clamber. All bears ciam- 
ber to sharpen their claws,"

"Oh, right. Change it now. You 
probably don't have the ten bucks to

pay if you lost!"
I could see the trap about to be 

sprung. My heart cried out. Unfortu 
nately, it was muffled by my chest. The 
Sarge banged ten dollars down on the 
bar.

"Ten bucks," said the other fellow, 
"grizzly bears can swim."

"You're on. Any ship's captain will 
tell you they can't. They've never been 
sighted. You show me a log where—"

'All bears can swim. Like dogs, 
they're not seagoing. It's not a natural 
element."

"Water is most certainly natural but 
not an element."

"That's not the bet. All bears can 
swim."

"All right, name me a bear! Name 
me a bear that can swim."

The other fellow cocked his head at 
an angle and said insolently, "The N«- 
nonul Geographic polar bear. Swims, 
swims, swims."

Sarge paused. His trapped expres 
sion was pitiful. "Polar bear is not a 
true bear."

"What is it? A pig?"
"It's not a true bear" Sarge insisted. 

"It's a separate species. The arctic bear. 
Just like a penguin is not a true bird."

"Are you trying to tell rne a penguin

is a bear?" He reached over and 
grabbed the Sarge. Wrestling, they fell 
to the floor. As they rolled in the filth, 
the Sarge shouted as he fell, "The wol 
verine is a bear. The antcater is an 
'earth bear.' Not the polar bear! No!"

1 won an argument earlier that 
night, and everyone had bought me 
drinks. I left a twenty with the bar 
tender and told him to sec the Sarge 
had enough for a cab home. He said 
something about the sooner the better.

Outside, I felt like something had 
broken inside me. Was that how us ar- 
guers got old? Him a senator. Would I 
wind Lip one day rolling on the floor of 
some cheap gin mill with breath that 
smelled like I'd been eating candles, 
shrieking in torment that Stendha! 
said something McDonald's sold or 
practicing great circle navigation for 
hours on the sidewalk outside a restau 
rant where 1 was no longer welcome? 
Will some young argumentative guy at 
the top of his form see me and pause a 
minute in reflection, as I have done? 
More important, will he pop for 
carfare?

As my uncle Kevin used to say, 
more truly than perhaps even he knew, 
"It's a waste of breath talkin'." God, 
how he did go on. d

Have a 
Bambu Fit!

Don't be just another faceless head in life,
floating in a sea of mediocrity. The Bambu

T-shirts could be just the thing you need to lift
yououtofyourshell.

Made in the USA, of the finest quality 
cotton-poly blend, our great fitting shirts are 

available in two models; 
1) In powder blue, with our winking Spaniard 

on the front and the famous Bambu logo 
on the back, for only $6.00 

2) In desert buff, with the legendary 
Bambu pack, on the front, for $5.00

Small prices to pay for a face lift. 
Both shirts come in small, medium, 

large and extra large.
You're no dummy. So order now. 
Specify your choice of shirt and 

size. Send with a check or money 
order in tt 

Bambu

Westbury, New York 11590
Please allow 4 week delivery.

Bambu Extra: One free
pack of our New Bambu Vz 

Extra with each T-shirt.
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BERN IE X

York. If they find out ['m missing, 
they'll look for me, and I left a pretty 
easy trail to spot. Whenever one of 
their members is eliminated, they 
eliminate as many as fifty to one hun 
dred of the opposition. Since they are 
a relatively small outfit, every gun 
counts. They can't afford to lose 
people. So they really take it out on 
the guys who do their guys in. 1 told 
the cowboy it would be crazy to start a 
trail of blood that will end wirh his 
own ass hanging from an avocado tree. 
And the fucking Israelis don't give a 
shit about how many innocent people 
they kill in the bargain.

The old cowboy looks at me real 
hard and dials a number. He asks me 
to read him the Hebrew code again, 
which he repeats into the phone with 
his western accent, which sounds very 
funny. Then he asks me ro give him 
the second part of the code. This is 
when I know I'm getting through. 1 
give it to him slowly, in Hebrew, and 
he gives it to the phone, very slowly. 
There's a long pause, and then he 
hangs up.

He looks at me with eyes like fuck 
ing X rays. He tells me and Tammy to 
get the fuck out of his sight, and il I 
ever interfere with the Production 
Company in any way, he will person 
ally peel rny fucking skin off and roast 
it right in front of me. I've seen angry 
guys in my time, but this guy was so 
mad he was spooky. 1 would've rather 
fought with a polar bear. The best 
thing to do was to get the fuck out of 
there without even saying thank-you.

And to top off the whole trip, I 
learned that the fucking espadrilles 
that [ delivered to the warehouse were 
all spoiled. It seems that part of the 
shoe was made of some kind of Span 
ish vegetable instead of leather or 
canvas, and all the shoes had this green 
mold on them and smelted funny. The 
guy at the warehouse wouldn't pay me, 
even though I had nothing to do with 
the fucking .shoes. They just dumped 
all the espadrilles into the garbage and 
told 1 me to call the fucking insurance 
company if I wanted to get paid. I call 
my friend in New York and he tells me 
he has no insurance, so nobody made 
any money on the deal. Meanwhile, my 
girl friend Tammy is getting very bored 
hanging around the warehouse with a 
bunch of spoiled shoes, so she picks up 
a parking-lot attendant next door and 
sneaks off with him and I never see her 
again. Fuck everybody. I'm going back 
to New York and drive a cab. I I

RUPERT HOLMES
AND IF YOU'VE HEARD 
HIS SEDUCTIVE NEW 
SINGLE "ESCAPE 
(THE PINACOLADA SONG)"

. . . HE'S ALREADY 
GOT YOU HOOKED.

"ESCAPE (THE PINA COLADASONG)" 
ISJUSTONE OF10 MUSICAL MINI- 
DRAMAS ON RUPERT HOLMES' 
FINEST ALBUM EVER, PARTNERS 
IN CRIME SONGS FILLED WITH 
CHARACTERS YOU KNOWONLYTOO 
WELL, WRITTENAND SUNG BYA 
MASTER OF THE MODERN POP IDIOM.

RWTNERS IN CRIME. RUPERT 
HOLMES' NEW ALBUM FEATURING 
THE CUTS, "HIM", "ANSWERING 
MACHINE" AND THE SMASH SINGLE 

"ESCAPE (THE PINA COLADA SONG)"
ON INFINITY^ RECORDS AND TAPES. 

©1979 INFINITY RECORDS. INC.

PARTNERS IN CRIME
PRODUCED 8V RUPERT HOLMES AND JIM BOYER FOR THE HOLMES LINE OF RECORDS.

WE'VE GOT THE
High Fidelity Coniponenls

OfiPIOIMEER

EVERYTHING IN SOUND EQUIPMENT ^
««rjtr«.f MI/»J-M«I HttrTtAjij/m-wp 
CALL TOLL FREE FOR PLACING ORDERS

800-526-6070
LOWEST PRICESUI

"IT'S A SONY"

BELT DRIVE 
TURNTABLE

Model $ 
PL-516

SPEAKER 
SYSTEM
Model $ 

HPM-100

V 
229

DIGITAL 
TIMER

Model 
)T-400

AM/FM STEREO 
RECEIVER

STEREO
CASSETTE

TAPE DECK
Model $' 

CT-F800 320

TV SOUND 
TUNER

Modal 
TVX-9500

S 185

BRAND NEW 
1980 Models 
SAVE I '300

B/W TV'S • COLOR TV'S
RADIOS • STEREOS
TAPE RECORDERS
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Seoul, South Komi A j^roitp of women criminals <» k'li'Mng-Po IVli- 
lentiary have volunteered to be the Jirsi experimfilial j;ro»/> in a neu m 
jaw-lifting techrtK/Kc minted by Dr. Ttin^Min .Minjj. the country's 
leading plastic surgeon. It is a ret-oluiHmarv new tech. n 14 we «/ "sHrjjerv 
ii'ithow a sad/wl," dtvordmj; to Dr. Mmj>. Dr. Mm^'.'i nidL'/u'nt's, «s 
sliotcn, transniii electrical cliarnex into the head and change the con 
tours of the (act;.

Nairobi, Kenya KHJMJ'H and Lciris, Africa's first biracial comedy 
team, (jerforin ihc'ir act tti tm outdoor concert in Nairobi, (n ifus scene, 
N'ornmn K'ojiijti />l<i\.i a prisoner condemned to death, u-hile Gerald 
Leit'is plays a priest performing the Ids! rites. Considered the hottest 
Cfnnedy team on (he continent. Kojujit and Lewis plan a tii't'ntv-six-ciry 
tour o) the I_'S this year.

Marmolada Mountain, Italy Pope .lohti Paul 11 strides through a 
drii'in^ snowstorn atop ten-fh»wjiand-/oot-hig/i Marino (ada Mown tain. 
greeting his ou'ti group of ski instructors tit this vacation resort. The

Tokyo, Japan Workers at the ichigau-a Mimitions Factors /'tit the 
Jinislimg totn-ht's on the new 1 Japanese square it'otenneton bomb. The 
square u'a(ermeion,./on^ a favorite with Japanese gourmets, can be 
opened easier than a conventional luiterrneioTi jor the insertion of the

instructors, till of Polish origin, are called "popeskis" and give the pon- explosive material. The bomb is intended onlv for secret projects and
private hot-doling lessons on his weekend ski vacations. assassinations and will not be sold to the public.
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"/ have clinched and closed with the naked North, 
I have learned to defy and defend; Shoulder to 
shoulder we have fought it out — yet the wild

in in the end" •Robert Service

SSHC^J^Sgi Sort-spoken and smooth, its
" ~" hundred-proof potency simmers 

just below the surface. Straight, on the tffflf 
or mixed, YUKON JACK is a breed apart; unlike **. 

any Canadian liquor you've ever tasted. tm - -
100 Proof Imported Liqueur made with Blended Canadian Whisky.

konJack^Qand 100 Proof. Imported and Bottled oyHaublem. Inc.. Hartfofd, Conn. Sole AgenlaU.S A •Cl907Dod<t. MHaOSCo., Inc.
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Nobody's perfect. But Technics quartz-locked, direct- 
drive Q-Series: the Q-2 semi-automatic and Q-3 fully 
automatic come incredibly close.

So close that many discos and FM stations choose 
Technics quartz-locked, direct-drive turntables over any 
other. I t's no wonder, with speed accuracy of 0.002%, wow 
and nutter of only 0.025% WRMS and rumble of-78dB 
[DIN B).They're impressive specs.

What's just as impressive is Technics soft-touch in-line 
controls conveniently mounted on the front panel. You can 
operate every electronic function without ever lifting the 
dust cover.

Or Technics statically balanced S-shaped tonearm. 
With only 7mg friction on both tlie vertical and horizontal 
planes, it's more than sensitive, it's sensational. Even the 
computer-designed headshell contacts are gold-plated for 
maximum conductivity.

To help protect against acoustic feedback,Technics 
Q-Series turntables are all mounted in a precision aluminum 
diecast base with a unique non-resonant compound/TNRC. 
It's so effective it resists feedback at the highest music levels.

By this time you might think you have to be rich to 
afford Technics Q-Series. You don't. Both models are 
surprisingly reasonable.

Technics Q-Series.We can't say they're perfect.You will.

Technics

We can't say the speed accuracy of our 
new quartz-locked turntables is 100%. 
Just 99.998%.
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