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The SEAGRAMS GIN
Perfect Martini.

--.MW ﬂ..\\

For a Perfect Martini,
just pour Seagram's (in
_gently over ice and
forget the vermouth.
Enjoy our quality

in moderation.

Seagrams. The Perfect Martini Gin. Perfect all ways.

SEAGRAM DISTILLERS COMPANY, N.Y.C. B0 PROOF. DISTILLED DRY GIN, DISTILLED FROM GRAIN.




How to select a sound system for your
car, boat or plane.
Audiovox candidly reveals what you should
look for, listen to and beware of.

By Robert Harris, Technical Director

ou are confronted by everything
from $50 AM radios to $1,000
high fidelity systems. Where should you
shop? How much do you really need to
spend? Read on as Audiovox throws
some light on the subject.

Audiovox aims to provide American
motorists with a level of sound reproduc-
tion previously attained only in the home -
through a range of more than 139 systems
and components.

Where to buy.
Manufacturers with a limited range of
products need to sell a// of their products
to all types of stores.

Audiovox, on the other hand, markets 3
totally different product gronps. The
regular group — providing superior sound
reproduction at a reasonable price and
- available through conventional retailers,
chain stores, and catalogs; the 5.P.S.
(Special Performance Series) featuring
original equipment styling and features —
available only from new car dealers; and
the Hi-Comp group —a complete line of
“state of the art” components, available
through car stereo specialists.

How much good sound

should cost these days.
You can pick up a basic AM radio for
about $50. The average cassette or car-
tridge player with built-in AM{T'M radio
and two good speakers will cost about
$150. And if you want 1o shoot the works,
Audiovox builds an electronically-tuned
receiverfcassette player with auto-reverse,
the HCGS speaker system;, a
60-watts-per-channel amplifier, plus
Dolby®, Cr0, switch, parametric equal-
izer, etc. for around $950. (Installation
charges excluded.)

Speakers — Facts you should know.

As with home hi-fi, speakers are the most
important component of a mobile sound
system.

The key issue is compatibility. With
power out-puts of 60 watts per channel

Micro-processor controliod
clectronic synthesizer ensures

drift-free locked-in tuning

Mator Driven

Low distortion audio  Fader control

pre-amp circuits:
typically less than
0.3% THD

Phase-Lock Loop
FM quadrature detector
for maximum stereo
separation

Dual-gato MOS/FET
FM Front end lor superb
sensitivity and low noige
reception

Patented design panel controls
39 individual functions

Compuler-grade
micro-touch tuner
lunetion switeheos

Precigion drive auto-reverse
cassetle mechanism

Aundiovox aul
wuda research laboratories of Shintom Co... Lid. . Yokohama, Tapan.

Procision calibrated Dolby ® Noise
Reduction circuils for accurate
playback response

Solid stato electronically
-governed tape speed control

High visibllity LED
display of radio
Irequency or quarlz
regulated lime

Switchable 120/70 <«sec, tape
equalization for Cr02 and
Metal Tape compalibility

Hard Permalloy Tape Head for
reduced wear and extended
Irequency response

4 systems are d dand developed by the

and up, an inappropriate set of speakers
will blow out. If you play your Audiovox
receiverfamplifier through power-matched
Audiovox speakers, the performance of the
system will be optimized to the fullest.

Acoustically transparent
escutcheon,

Precision cast dome
tweeter mounting plate.
Magnetic circuir
spacer plate.

N \
, “IDR™ hi-flu density
/ \ ferrite magnet. /

Hi compliance,
Laow-mass cellulose  high efficiency woofer.
Jiber dome.

The Audio Dome™ 6" x 9" speaker system.

More than 15 years of

specialized experience.
Audiovox sound systems have a
remarkable pedigree. The single-minded
pursuit of superior sound in automobiles
has never been diluted by diversification.
The state of the Audiovox art is superior
mobile sound systems.

For further information, write to

R. Harris, Dept. NL , Audiovox,
150 Marcus Blod., Hauppauge,
New York 11787.

The Hi-Comp HCMO010: Elecoroncally-tuned
AMFMIMPX radio, auio reverse casserie, Dolby ®
plus 10 other hi-fidelity features.

Dothy® o a registered irademack of Dolby Latmratorees, ine,
© Copyright Audiovox Corporation 1979

Coovriaht © 2007 National | amopoon Inc.



©
BN PONEEA
PIONEES wonTH

SALL!

"
MONEER ta:’l\

m
(-880




THE GREATEST NAME IN HI-FI
ANNOUNCES THE GREATEST
EVENT IN HI-FI.

A great high [idelity system is very easy on the ears, but not
always very easy on the budget.

But now, for this month only, you can buy Pioneer high fidelity
components for savings unlikely to be repeated.

For the first time in history you can take advantage of the great
Pioneer Month Sale.

Pioneer has reduced many prices to our dealers for this sale to
make it possible for them to pass these savings on to you.

Every receiver has been specially priced. Including the industry’s
best selling SX-780, which critics say, “has a level of performance
that's hard to distinguish from that of much more expensive
receivers.

Every quartz turntable, Including Pioneer’s high-end PL-630.

Even our PL-518, already considered by many to be the best
ehgindeered direct drive turntablefor the money, has been specially

riced.
d The great Pioneer Month Sale also covers tape decks. Including
the hottest selling deck of the year, the CTF-200, featuring Fluroscan
metering. Our latest series of amps and tuners. Speaﬁers. Head-
phones. Fven add-ons. Like our TV tuner that brings big screen
sound to the little screen.

Most people think they have to wait till January to afford the
component they wanted to give in December. But not anymore.

o if the component you set your heart on costs anarm and a leg,
come to your local Pioneer dealer during Pioneer Month Sale. Youll
find the item that was once out of reach is now within your grasp.

Pioneer Month Sale is only at your participating Pioneer dealer.
Look for the Pioneer Month Sale waleosrer or banner in your
dealer's window. It will direct you to Pioneer Month Sale, that's really
the sale of the year.

Coovriaht © 2007 National | amopoon Inc.
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Only the publisher
of the

would have the
good heart
and bad sense
to write a book
that tells you
how to start, write,
edit, design, and
print a magazine
that might outsell
his own.

by Leonard Mogel
Publisher, National Lampoon

Mad Publisher, William M, Gaines says —
**After reading your delightful and informa-
tive new book, I wonder how we ever man-
aged to publish successful magazines!"

Available at your local bookstore or order
using the coupon below.

PRENTICE-HALL. INC.
DEPT. 6150-Al1(4)

Book Distribution Center
West Nyack, New York 10995

YES! 1 want to know everything there is o

know about making it in the magazine busi-

ness. Please send me:

0 The Magazine, clothbound. $15.95,
54371000

[ The Magazine, paperback,
543702(0)

Name
Address
City

$£7.95,

State Zip

Please add sales tax where applicable, Include pay-
ment with your order and Prentice-Hall will pay all
shipping and handling costs,

Dept. GBM 6160-A1(4)
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| BECAME AGENIUS
FOR $2995.

Only yesterday, I was a mathematical moron.
I thought they studied square roots in botany

But with my new Casio College
FX-80 calculator I can calculate
like another Einstein.

The FX-80 computes everything
from square roots and factorials to
polar-to-rectangular/rectangular-
to-polar conversion. Not to mention
standard deviation, perfect
algebraiclogic and all standard
scientific functions.

Itsindependent memory
certainly outperforms my own.

It has 4,000 hours of battery life.
Along with an automatic power
off feature that saves battery
consumption. And it comes with
asimple instruction booklet that
anyone can understand.

So with very little effort, I can
solve all kinds of complex math
problems. Except one.

How can Casio offer such an in-
credible calculator for only $29.957

AT CASIO, MIRACLES NEVER CEASE.

Casio, Inc. Consumer Products Division, Executive Offices: 15 Gardner Road, Fairfield, N.]. 07006 New Jersey (201) 575 7400, Los Angeles(213) 923-4564.
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photography by Pedar Ness, Chris Callis, and Dennis Chalkin
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I'm Billy the Garboje
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The bones T malke inteo
a fan.
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[t's a jungle out there. Especially out on the street.
That's why car stereos have it so rough. Theyre sub-

And something called “Picket Fencing”— the fft-fft-fft
you hear when you drive past tall buildings.

To combat these problems, Craig engineers
designed a line of receivers to deliver clear, clean recep-
tion in a moving car— The Road-Rated Receivers?
They're the first car stereos with "Moving Specs”’

[n other words, Fuzzzz, Fade and fft-fft no more.

Road-Rated Receivers from Craig. Test drive one

at your CI'}lig d(ﬂ'rllt’.l'. W| G

Road-Rated Receivers

Craig Corporation, 921 West Artesia Bivd., Compton, CA. 90220, In Canada: Withers, Evans Ltd., Bumaby, B.C. V5G 3E3
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few weeks ago, when [ was
looking for an apartment,
I saw an ad offering one
for sale at less than half
the going price in that
part of town. There had to be a
catch, so | called a real-estate friend of
mine who had about five hundred list-
ings last year, which in the real-estate
business is next to phenomenal, and

d

needed sandblasting; decorative bars
were bent and dangling from the win-
dows; some windows were covered
with newspaper or simply painted
black. The tiny foyer was floored with
lumpy, peeling black-and-whire tile. |
could see the place hadn’t been kept
up in years—windowpanes had sunken
in their frames, and the frames were
bonded shut with oily dirt and perhaps

he told me he was vaguely familiar
with the property hecause the tenants
had recently formed a cooperative as-
sociation and bought the building

a dozen coats of paint. The names on
the mailboxes all sounded like families
and were written in identical form:
“The Zolos!” "The Pierres” "The Men-

from their landlord. My friend said the
place was built before the turn of the
century and was in poor condition,
which led me to theorize the occu-
pants were obscure, low-income types
who'd probably lived there for thirty
years, finally battled their greedy, op-
pressive landlord in court and won,
and were now in the midst of a half-
baked attempt to rake charge of their
paltry lives. [ also supposed they were
foreigners, because foreign people are
usually most inclined to living in the
same depressing apartment for thirty
years at a stretch,

Like I said, the price was a steal, so |
answered the ad. The building was or-
dinary for its period: gray stone with
ornate cornices and a pillared encry. It

dinis]’ “The Marquises.”

There was no sign indicating which
apartment was for sale, so | walked up
a narrow, warped flight of stairs to an
apartment on the second floor and
knocked on the door. The smell was
abnormally rank, even for an old, dirty
building. After a great deal of thump-
ing and clanging that seemed to come
from all parts of the apartment, the
door was opened by a little chim-
panzee who wore a sweatshirt reading
GIVE AN APE A GRAPE. | poked my
head into the room over the chimp's
head and saw several more chimps
scated around a junky, crowded living
room filled with overstuffed furnicure,
old TVs, and hundreds of curios and
picces of bric-a-brac packed into every
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niche and stacked on every table.

The chimp at the door motioned me
to come in, as all the others looked at
me and flashed erazy, molar-filled grins.
I soon realized there were no people in
the apartment—just a group of chimps,
all dressed in sport shires and Ha-
waiian muumuus, relaxing in front of
a badly aligned television. The picture
was rolling, and the sound was fuzzy, as
if the speaker had been punctured.
One of the chimps, apparently a “girl
brought me a mug of water, balancing
it on her finger, while anocher, larger,
slower-moving chimp, who [ thought
might be their leader, walked to the
fircplace and pointed above the
mantle. Every square inch of it was
jammed with brightly painted fig-
urines and religious statues, and above
them was a 1940s broadside printed in
[talian. From what [ could make out,
the poster advertised a comedy chimp
act, The old chimp then pointed to
himself and the others.

A girl chimp in a flowered hat
grabbed my hand and insistently
tugged me down the hall to what
looked like a young boy's bedroom.
There were car models on a shelf and
circus posters on the wall. The “hoy”
was yet another chimp who seemed to
be in the middle of assembling a crys-

e onY

REAHD]

tal radio set. He was too engrossed in
his project to pay much attention to
me, burt after some prodding by his sis-
ter he produced one of those pocket
language computers thac display rrans-
lations of words that are punched on
the keyboard. In essence, the chimp
could ralk.

He rold me that he and the rest of
hischimp family had performed in cir-
cuses and on television throughout
Europe until the public’s interest in
chimp comedy declined and their
trainer moved them to the United
States in hopes of better luck. The
trainer died a couple of years later, and
the chimps maintained the apartment
ever since. He said the rest of the
building was filled with obsolete circus
families, including several other chimp
acts like themselves. "Dad™ and
"Mom" chimp brought me a scrap-
book, which was one of the truly
amazing volumes I'd ever seen. These
guys did it all. Unicycles, motoreyceles,
cowboy outfits, cream pies, everything.
At one rime, the chimps had a small
fire truck they'd pedal into the big
ring ro put our a flaming hoop. Crank-
ing the siren and waving giant fireman
hats, they would carry on for fiftecn
minutes with a bit where none of them
could ger the hose to work. Naturally,

continued on page 15
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All that's missing from U.S. foreign
policy is the word so. Like when
someone says, "The U.S. supports
dictatorships! The ULS. says, So?
“The U.S. is racist!” So? Get my drift?

General lvan Burkey
(Sclf-appointed)
Livonia, Mich.

Sirs:
Guess where I'm hiding? 'l give
you aclue.
Idi Amin Dada
Libya

Sirs:

[ just realize, I forgot ta give you the
clue about where I am hiding. Oh boy,
L am one dumb guy for forgeccing like
that. Next time | will not forget. ls

more fun when I tell you the clue.
Idi Amin Dada
Hortel Ben Sharmoota
Libya

Sirs:

Okay, here is the clue where { am
hiding. It has four walls, a window,
and a door, and it faces east when it
prays. That's all | tell you. Okay, smart
guys, try to catch me.

Idi Amin Dada
Room 537, Hotel Ben Sharmoota
Libya

Sirs:

'l tell you something—you really
have to give those old Jewish broads a
lot of credit. No WASP woman at the
age of sixty-five would bother vo stuff
herself into a tight pair of Calvin
Klein jeans, totter along on spike
heels, spend all night at a disco, and
wear blouses open to the waist at-
tempting to look like she's fifty. They
deserve a lot of credit.

Donald W, Barnett
33 Betsy Ross Blvd.
Industry Valley, Cal.

Sirs:
A i.‘\(_-'lLl (3 f{‘l;l.[ .\[C"-Y C'«.l”‘_'(f lrI[l[C['\‘l‘L’W’

withthe Thirty-five- Year-Old Man!” [s

YOU AND YAMAHA.
The Yamaha line of Classic
Ik guitars is justas m-ch
it is ours, becaus
ian thermn

i access (o the higher

|6} specially designed
rod, and dual
Ve pe
bracing on

I0NATIONAL LAMPOON

it a put-on? I mean, most everything
he says is true. | don’t get it.
M. Brooks
Hollywood, Cal.

Sirs:
Some clarification is in order. "Greg
Bull)” one of the funniest people
Mr. Sussman ever met, stole all of his
material from a guy named Quigley,
who was a hopeless junkie. Quigley
stole his stuff from Dennis Hopper,
and Dennis got his mostly from Terry
Southern. Funniness is an oral tradi-
tion, which is stolen from friend to
friend.
Mason Hoffenberg
Martiniville, N.Y.

Sirs:

Everybody knows radial tires unravel
at speeds above 55 mph. If you wise
guys weren't in such a hurry, there
wouldn't be any problem.

Jimmy Stewart
Hollywood, Cal.

Sirs:
Your presidente goof when he here
so we make deal without him. You
send us muy blond muchachas to
fock; we send you mucho oil.
Vaselino Hernandez .
Presidente, PEMEX

Chancre de Cristo, Mexico

Sirs:

I don’t know if this is of any interest
to you, but since 1 enjoy your maga-
zine so damn much | thought I'd let
you know about it. If it's of interest,
then, great, | feel good. After oral sex
with a strange woman, you should
sprinkle a little baking soda on your
moustache. Nothing tips off a wife to
hanky-panky better than a 'stache that
smells of "romance”

Glen Burdock
Sierra Vista, Ariz.

Sirs:

Here's a good one on me. | just
heard it at the West Point reunion ban-
quet. What do Margaret Trudeau and
Julie Nixon Eisenhower have in com-
mon?! Answer: they both blow a little
dope. Whew!

David Eisenhower
The Foxhole
San Clemente, Cal.

Sirs:

You recently cited Peter Frampton's
Frampton Comes Alive as the most pop-
ular record album of all time. 'Fraid
nat, folks—that disc has been sup-

continued on page 14
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“White rum on the rocks is really catching on.

But why not-we Puerto Ricans have always considered it a classic?
TV Producer Adolfo Flores, and his wife Julie.

Puerto Rican white rum on the rocks is Make sure the rum is Puerto Rican.
definitely an inspired drink. It's perfectly The name Puerto Rico on the label is
clear and superbly dry. your assurance of excellence.

And you'll also notice a remarkable The Puerto Rican people have been
smoothness not to be found in gin or vodka.  making rum for almost five centuries.

Puerto Rican white rum also mixes Their specialized skills and dedication
beautifully with tonic, orange juice or soda.  result in a rum of exceptional taste
And makes a superbly dry, clean- tasting and purity.
martini. No wonder over 85% of the rum sold

That's because Puerto Rican white rum in this country comes from

is aged, by law, for at least a full year before ~ Puerto Rico.

it'’s bottled. And when it comes to smooth-
PUERTO RICAN RUMS

ness, aging is the name of the game. -
1 AgIng ¢ Be Aged for smoothness and taste.

For free "Light Rums of Puerto Rico” recipes. write: Puerto Rican Rums,
Dept. NLE , 1290 Avenue of the Americas, N Y., N Y 10019 @1979 Commonwealth of Puerto Rico

Coovriaht © 2007 National | amopoon Inc.
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That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.

-l



{ . OnlyWinstons Sun-Rich” Blend
ot of the choicest, richest tobaccos
s tastes this full and satisfying.

Winston.after Winston.




LETTERS

contimiied from page 10

Sirs:

Them honky bastards say Soul City
not doin’ good don’ know shit! We
doin' real good. You liberal brothers
keep sendin’ down loose change and
Kools, and we do all right.

Floyd McKissick
Soul City, N.C.

planted by Donna Summer's triple
titanium LP (600 million units shipped)
entitled I Do the Dip (When There's

Cum on the Dance Floor). It's theo-
retically possible for everyone living
under the umbrella of the NATO
agreement to own a copy of Ms. Sum-
mer’s album. And for your informa-
tion, smart guys, “concept album” and
disco are not murtually exclusive

Sirs:
If you haven't heard or seen any-
thing abour me for a while, don't de-

terms. spair. I'll be back on the Carson show

Vince Spumoni | as soon as | polish my new act. [ give

Elektra/Asylum/Hunt/ | my dummy an enema while snorting

Wesson Records | coke and singing "MacArthur Park”

Coffers' Flow, Cal. | (disco version).
The amazing thing is that the

Sirs: dummy’s eyes don't even roll back in

I like going on trips and living in the | his head. Mine do, sometimes, but his
White House most of the time. What don't

Albert Brooks
¢/o Comedy Store (Basement)
Los Angeles, Cal.

1 don’t like is that Mommy looks at me
a lot. She has funny eyes. She had
them fixed once, but now they look
funny again. Maybe the sewing broke
or maybe they are filled up with pus, |
don't know. I just don't like to have
her look at me with them. Maybe she
will read this and stop.

Sirs:

 am the guy who figured out the
exact angle to photograph Linda Ron-
stade’s face so her nose will look
QK. ltrook six months of day and
night calculations, and 1 had to invent
an entirely new form of geometry in

Amy
Second Floor
White House

Scott puts out.

Pro 1008

S more in.

No matter what your listening preference, For more information on Scott Controlled
Scott Controlled Impedance speakers will Impedance speakers, or on our entire audio
make your whole sound system sound line, see your nearest Scott dealer or write
better. Unlike many other makers, Scott  H.H. Scott, Inc., 20 Commerce Way,

custom designs and acoustically tailors Dept. AS, Wobum, MA 01801,

every speaker component to give you accu-
SCOT'T

rate frequency response, high efficiency,
tolisten to.

and extra power handling capacity. After
all, the sound you get out depends on
Makers of high quality high fidelity equipment since 1947.

what we put in.
But listen for yourself.
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the process. They still have to jigele
the print under the enlarger to get the
final distortion, but I'm the guy who
made it all possible.
Rudi Metrzenheim
California Institute of Technology
California

Sirs:

You'll be glad to know that I'm still
plugging away at my Bicentennial
series. [ am into the twentieth century
now, and have finished The Mother-
fucker and will start The Cocksucker as
soon as my wife gets back with another
couple of reams of paper.

John Jakes
Dayton, Ohio

Sirs:

Here's a greatidea! Rent a dentist to
appear at one of your dinner partics!
He'll stare at all your guests' teeth, en-
tertain them with estimares of how
many mouths he's looked into, dredge
up reminiscences of great root canals
he's performed, crow about his yacht
and his six-month vacations, and get
off a few good ones about funny expe-
riences with troublesome bicuspids.

Dr. Murray Krankbeit
"Concepts”
American Dental Association

Sirs:

Farther and farcher up the schedule,
deeper and deceper into the tangled
green hell of the budget, ever onward
into the dark pounding heart of my
obsession with greatness, scarching for
a mysterious epic film until [ find it.
And shoot it. Shoot it and shoot it
until it's dead.

Francis Ford Coppola
Somewhere in the stcaming terrain
where men find art

Sirs:

Okay, goddamn it, that’s it! Thart's
the last straw. All my life ['ve been
suppressing a tremendous urge to kill
people. I'm a latent homicidal maniac
and I've worked like a demon to keep
myself under control. | handled all
that hippie shit and rthe homosexuals
all over everywhere, including my own
aparrment building. Bur [ can't keepr it
in anymore, Not when people are paying
fifty dollars to dance with roller skates
on. That's too much. That [ can't
handle. I've loaded my 357 with shells
soaked in poison, and I'm on my way
down tothe Rollertheque. Don’t wait up.

D.

Coovriaht © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc.



EDITORIAL

ontnued from page Y

one would look imto the nozzle and a
blast of water would send him rum-
bling backward to the delight of the
audience.

The chimps did Sheriff Black Bart
sketches, nasty landlord sketches, all
of them—apparently better than a lot
of human performers. The youngster
with the digital translator said they
were even doing avant-garde ethnic
material toward the late fifties, in a last
try to revive their carcer. Just then, one
of the
or whatever they call those eraduated
series of horns that can be played as an
instrument, and began honking, "Way
down upon the Swanee River)' which

family rolled in a horn-o-phone,

incited another chimp to begin a rou-
tine where he mimicked a Negro cat-
ing a watermelon, spitting the seeds in
his hand. He then played the poor,
i_[]]\'-llﬁl‘t{ l{}n'k\‘f rl'\‘.’in.ﬁ_' o Ii‘\_’l”_ﬂ‘ out
\\'hul. o do with the *\‘t‘\iﬁ. He I\\(\kt‘d
at his pockers, but the sceds were oo
messy. He thought abour rossing them
under the rug, or putting them in his
cars, and finally decided on hiding
them in a cream pitcher. Then, with
perfect timing, Dad chimp shuffled
into the room, whistling as if he was
unawarce of what had happened,and
poured from the pitcher/into his cof-
fee. After a wide-eyed triple take, he
and the rest of the chimps turned to
me with big smiles on their faces to sce
if | enjoved the bit.

Mom chimp, evidently realizing the
time, changed the channel on the TV
and adjusted a pair of tinfoil flags on
its acrial. Martina Navrarilova was
playing Virginia Wade in a Virginia
Slims tennis tournament, and the
chimps in the muumuus quickly gath-
The kid with the
computer told me the rest of the fam-
ily had to put up with the tennis every
Sunday. Not wishing to linger, | stood
up to leave. As Dad mlm.ly escorted
me to the door, one of the kids offered
me a rotten pear to take with me.

Although 1 decided not to live in
the building, | drove by a few months
later to see how the chimp family was
doing. Presumably, the bank had fore-
closed their mortgage, because all the
E'll‘"cl[ rmentcs were ktl'\i'lnl.'if'll]l'l._'l ;]I'Il'l TI'\('
building was for sale. All that re-
'IllllllT\L'l.] wWas a worn, \l,l'l'“l)“/—l.‘l.l carroon
tacked to the chimps' kitchen wall. It
showed a parent centipede teaching a
child centipede how to walk. As the
child gingerly lifred all of his left legs,
the parent said, "Don't think about it,
just do it” i b e

ered around the set.

The amazing
music ma

On the surface, most cassettes look
pretty much alike. You have to look
beneath the surface to understand
why one tape 50 : r than
another Of course, the tape
itself. kqually important is the
mechs which must move that
Lape e

are conceived and executed to toler-
ant med 1'\“'!"(1 in microns one
millionth of a meter. Many of aur
innovations have been copled, hut
same are still unique to us.

And TDK 15 a leader in tape

too, having produced the

high fidelity cassette back in

1968, The result of this

setles unsurpas
ability, like TDK'
which is f
car or par

re

ThK

COME:

3 1L8 [Hi“ '4; an

understand
Ang mus

f(mi

i) in sound or reli-
impre d )
for use in any home,
blede
When v
sian ¢
D,y n't be surprised
mm‘;h great mus
Y jf" ,F Y
other pr
market, you'll truly
Wi r.,:ll 1B
achine.”

wsider how much
INg goes into

U eom

tte an th

o Cassettes

Get an amazing deal
on the amazing music machine.

Buy TDK D in multi-packs and save."

© 1979 TDK Electronics

Caro . Garden City, New York 11530
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Has Pioneergone to

Pioneer technology has be-
come so sophisticated that
today, buying a car stereo

than buying a car.

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

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

may seem more complicated

Basic Training

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

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

Qur most wanted deck. AM/FM
Supertuner® Car Stereo with Cassette.

our broad line of totally inte-

~‘* R

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

ears into our kind of stereo,
the purpose of this ad is to

overview of Pioneer Super-
systems.
By the time you finish

as We are.

-
—

give you an up-to-the-minute

reading, you'll be as far along

grated systems. And we
have over 30 of these to
choose from. In-dash and

'\ under-dash models. Some
=) are just tuners, or cassette

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

=N
/

Power Without Corruption
In the search for the ultimate
car stereo, we chose the
course of home stereo. And
broke the system down into
separate components. In so
doing, we achieved more
power through more speak-
ers with less distortion.
The illustration shown here
demonstrates how a com-
ponent car stereo system
fits together.
It begins with our KPX-
9500. An in-dash AM/FM
car stereo/cassette deck
with Dolby* ontape and FM.

-9500

T
Aleghe

TST3  TST3 z?ra-@
9 | 4

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

LT )
- iy
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o far with car stereo?

Next, we incorporate a
7-band graphic equalizer/
dual amp balancer, the CD-7.

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

'W . -
Y 11

amp balancer.
Persuasive Speakers

We have over 30 speakers.
But again, to show you how
far we've come, we've high-
lighted how high and low
we've gone. Our TS-13
tweeters can reach highs
previously unheard of in a
car. And our TS-W203 woof-
ers are guaranteed to hit
rock bottomn.

We also have two-way
and three-way speakers.
The car stereo,

according to
Steve lillack.

Which combine miniaturized

ers all in one package.
More Than Meets
The Eye
Now that you've read
how far we've come,

1*
CD-7. Seven band graphic equalizer/dual

it’s time for us to grab
you by the ear.

Call toll-free for
your nearest Pioneer

I (800)447-4700, or, in
Illinois (800)322-4400.
Because he has his
greatest selection ever on
hand right now.

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

If you're still a little

foggy about where

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

versions of specialized speak-

' dealer at these numbers

“How To Buy Car Stereo”
____and "All About

TS-W203

\ wooaofer.
T5-T3

N tweeter.

e e

Car Stereo
Components.” And be sure
toask about Pioneer T-shirts,
visors and posters.

So get your ears down to
your Pioneer dealer.

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

UPIONEER®

The best sound going.

©1979 Pioneer Electronics of America, 1925 E. Dominguez St., Long Beach, CA 90810.
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Big news from Los Angeles has fall
TV SEASON in grave danger as
highly infectious VIRUS all but
shuts down production on new
shows....Scores of producers, writers,
actors knocked out of action by dis-
case that attacks nose and lips and is
spread by contact with a carrier’s back-
side....“The nature of our business in-

sures rapid spread of a bug like this)!

says one understandably anonymous
purveyor of broadcast offal. "The
whole industry could collapse if some-
body doesn’t put us into muzzles and
diapers fast!..”

* %

On the international scene, former
housewife BIANCA JAGGER is
back in Nicaragua helping the victims
of that country's political problems—
handing out bottles of Perrier and
little snorts of cocaine to the starving
kids of Managua....Meanwhile, ex-
Maximo Bunghole ANASTASIO
SOMOZA is planning to become a
movie mogul. "I've got what it
takes,” bleats the Moz, “lots of money,
plenty of enemies, and the moral sense
of a pit viper...”

® k X

WOODY ALLEN's next film will
be about a skinny little overrated co-
median/filmmaker with millions in
the bank who's real shy, although real
egotistical, and who complains about
everything all the time...."But 'm
stuck for who'll play the lead,” says the
gym-shoe-shod part-time clarinet
jockey....

& & &

Speaking of Woody, the CALI-
FORNIA SUPREME COURT has
ruled that state's statutory rape law

unconstitutional “at lcast until
MARIEL HEMINGWAY turns
cighteen...Daoes that mean exiled
shitsack ROMAN POLANSKI can
return from Europe?...California
statutes banning the importation of
foreign insect pests will prevent it, say
the wily justices....

* * %

Studio 54 part owner and main
wetmop STEVE RUBELL is being
prosecuted by the IRS for committing
unspeakable acts with his account
ledger....Some call this the first useful
thing the federal government has
done since Iwo Jima.... Lawyer ROY
COHN protests, however., "He's as in-
nocent as you or me. Well, as innocent
as me, anyway,’ said the unctuous
barrister as he shot backward across
the room spewing out a cloud of black
ink and waving all ten rentacles in
the air.... )

Also on the legal front: trial lawyer
MARVIN MITCHELSON of LEE
MARVIN/MICHELLE TRIOLA
fame has been admitred to practice law
in the lizard house at the San Dicgo
Zoo....

PR

JOHN TRAVOLTA has been bit-
ten on the face again by another dog.. ..
This time the L.A. humane society £

Empire’'s EDR.9
The Phono Cartridge Designed for
Today's Audiophile Recordings

Direct-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 bit 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

EMVPIFE ENPIFE ENPIFE ENPIFE EMPIFE EMPIFE ENVPIFE EMPIFE ENPIFE

I8 NATIONAL LAMPOON

a mechanical equalizer. It serves two
purposes: (1) to cancel the natural reso-
nance of the cantilever tube, and (2] to
improve the overall transient response
of the cartridge. The end result is a
stylus assembly that has a mechanically
flat frequency response. The frequency
response extends from the 20Hz to 3J5Hz
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.

2

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 oncs, have their [re-
quency response determined essentially
by chance. depending on the system
they are connected to.

But the electrical elements of the
EDR.Y have been designed to remain
unaffected by any normal variations in
load capacitance or resistance. Thus.
the EDR.9 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 EDR.9 to make cer-
tain that it sounds as good as it tests.
At 5200, the EDR.Y is expensive. but
then again. so are your records.

For more detailed information and
test reports. write 1o

Empire Scientific Corp.
Garden City. NY 11530

EVPIFE

EMVPIFE ENPIFE EMPIFE EVPIFE ENPIFE ENPIFE ENPIFE ENPIFE ENVPIFE
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says the promising young actor will
have to be destroyed. ...

* & %

October Birthdays: TATUM
O'NEAL turns forty on the clev-
enth.... My, how time flics. ...

& K

Disco roller skating is all the rage,
and lumpy dago SLY STALLONE
has been bought four custom-made
Riddell skates—one for cach massive
paw....SMART SET reminder to
those Hollywood eynics sniggering
about Sly’s plans for Rocky 11: the
great WALTER LANTZ made over
500 pictures using the same character,
and WOODY WOODPECKER
never wore out his welcome with the
mavicgoing public!...

Mayhbe “trois” is the charm for rock:
concerts, too.... Woodstock 111 already
in the works....Scheduled for August,
1980, it will rake place in the Olde En-
glish Pub Roome at the Holiday [nn in
Dayton, Ohio....

& ¥

Literary Scribbles: Long-running
feud between TRUMAN CAPOTE
and GORE VIDAL came to a head

recently when the two puffy chat-

terboxes collided at a GIMBEL'S white

sale....Not since ROBERT BENCH.-
I LEY's Scottic bit DOROTHY PAR-
KER's cat on the tail has the New
York Book Bunch scen such a
tussle.... Mr. Vidal finally had to yicld
to Mr. Capote because he was feeling
“wan and thirsty”... Both men were
hospitalized, Gore with a "twisted
hankie™ and Truman with a bent hat
brim....

Remember SALLY QUINN? WAL,
she's hard at work on a “novel book”
which she says will be "racy, runny,
and gooey!™ ... So far, she's up to page
three and h.l:-n't made a single typing
Crror yl'f. ol

And, THEODORE GEISEL, bet-
wr l\(l()\\'l‘l as [)I{- SliLJSS. i\'ﬂ.‘)‘\'l.' il'l'.(‘
the Arizona home of children’s book
author JUDY BLUME and washed
her mouth out with soap....

* Kk &

Closing Note: Those DC-10s are
back in the air and McDonnell-Doug-
las Caorporacion is taking names now
for inclusion on the casualty list in
their nexe big crash (due somerime in
November)....JERRY LEWIS,
JAMES R. SCHLESINGER,
ERICA JONG, jockey RON
FRANKLIN, and author of How to
Flatten Your Stomach JIM EVER-
ROAD lead the list so far....

-

Clarks Desert Boot.
Comfort and
durability to boot.

greatand'ldsts

long. That's wha

makes Clarks: Desert.

Boot one of thé wotld sajammf
casual shoes. T

il s
Only Clarks gwes'ydll t'he.oragmai Besert. o __"-'- o

Boot, created for the British Army over 40 years; e
‘ago. Today it's still crafted \.wth soffs.and suede F

“‘and long wearing plantation crepe soles:You = i :

won't belieye a shoe can be so rugged, yetso * 1. ip &

luxurious.

Insist on the first and fmest Desert Boot, for
men and women from Clarks. It's got comfort to

spare— —and durability to boot. «

OF ENGLAND
Made bi[ skilled hands the world over,
Availabl
For the store nearest you write Clarks,

e in boot or oxford. Clarks shoes priced from 525 00.

Box 92, Belden Station, Norwalk, CT 06852-Dept. DBNL10
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Taste a Triumph.

&aYSnpeI g

Surprising satisfaction
at only 3mg.tar.

With new Flavor-Intensified" Triumph, the
taste comes through abundantly, the smoke
reaches you smoothly, pack atter pack.

If you've tried one of the very low tar cigarettes, and
found you just couldn’t stay with it, you'll understand
why Triumph is quite an achievement. The first ciga-
refte that gives you safisfying taste at only 3 mg. tar.

Smooth, easy draw.

With Triumph, even the draw is a surprise. There’s
none of the struggle you may have experienced in
other very low tar brands. You don’t have to pull—you
just puffon Triumph. The pleasure is effortless.

No gimmicks, no miracles,

The crux of it: Instead of ——
searching for some yet un- -
imagined answer, Lorillard
scientists decided to take a
more sensible tack.

Why not, they said, take everything we've
learned about cigarettes, and push that technology
further than we've ever pushed it before.

Delivering taste, limiting tar.

We found that combining two types of filter fiber
produces the best combination of taste and draw.

That tiny “vents” in the rim of the filter work to
smooth the taste.
. That lower-leaf tobaccos tend to be milder and lower
in tar than those at the top of the plant.

In short, everything we could find that might intensify
Sflavor at 3 mg. tar, was built into Triumph.

Taste you can stay with.
What it all comes down to is this: Triumph,
_ at only 3 mg. tar, gives
~ you a taste so satisfying,
we believe you ll never
= want to go back to
e your old cigarette.

pu—

TRIUMPH.

One of the lowest tar cigarettes you can smoke.
The one with taste enough to stay with.

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

3 mg."tar,” 0.4 mg. nicoting av. per cigarette by FTC Method.
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BE VERY CAEEFULLY

“If at First You Don’t Succeed...”

CARTER

CALLS NEW
CAMP DAVID

SUMMIT

SPELLED OUT..

President Carter has called for a new
Camp David summil meeting of " se-
lected advisers” (ollowing lukewarm
public response to his recent major
energy program. The program had been
prepared following two weeks of confer-
ences held in the Maryland mountain re-
treat on the subjects of energy and the

| economy.

Invited to take part in the conference,

* thus far, are economist Paul Samuelson,
| former Secretary of State Henry Kissin

ger, consumer advocate Ralph Nader,

col-

recording artists Fleetwood Mac,
umnist  Rona  Barrett, designer Yves
St Laurent, and actor Gary Coleman,
"Okay, so maybe the first one didn't
make it explained a White House
spokesperson, "Thats why we're trying
all possibilities. And if this one doesn't
work, we're lining up a third summit.
I've alveady gol positive responses [rom
Faye Dunaway, Ed "Too Tall’ Jones, the
original Broadway cast of Ain't Mis-
behavin’, and that girl with the dopey
smile on the MeDonald’s commercials!”

‘_|!.:"|. ..u_:_w \ \\""'“ 11 !H L‘”"““J
TR .;-W;.‘;;.;funHﬁ
eI

Set for Septeml;er
1982 Release

LENS SOON

In anticipation of a "reasonable” level
of success for the Strategic Arms Limi-
tation Treaty Il (SALT 1I), the govern-
ments of the United States and the
Soviet Union have announced plans for
SALT 111, principal shooting slated to
commence in January 1930,

Inked thus far to the bilateral produc-
tion are BO stars Julie Christie, Anthony
Hopking, Paul Newman, and Benji. Pic
will be codireeted by Jimmy Carter and
Leonid Brezhney, with provisions in the
contracts Tor their replacement should
either man, politically or physically, die.

SALT I opened last June to mixed re-
views, Some hailed it as "no less enter-
taining than SALT 1, and in some ways
even funnier!” Bul many critics—par-
ticularly in the US Senate—voiced oppo-
sition Lo it, declaring it "badly conceived
and edited” Nonetheless, both produc-
tion entities have declared themselves
satisfied with SALT 11 and look for "in-
ternational acceplance” of its successor,

HERE'S
THE SCRIPT,
L&

SALT I TO |
!

—

aUPER, 3.C.
T'LL GET KOSYGIN
CRACKING ON THE

NOVELIZATION
ASAF

NATIONAL LAMPOON 2T
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Scant Hours Away from Uncer-

Saturday Night Massacre 79 tain Death \
Shook-up Carter Shakes Up Cabinet Candidates Almost J
: Harmed by Terrorists |

e e ETATE P Presidential candidates HHoward "

TRANSPORTATION INTERIOR Baker and Robert Dole escaped assassi- | ‘

- aliacaiet nation recently when a team of Euro- ||

" TREASURY pean terrorists failed to kill them in a | {

manner similar to that in which they
failed to kill NATO chief Gen. Alexan- | |
der Haig in July. |
“The brakes on an automobile parked ! |
very close to my own were tampered | |
with) Senator Baker told the press,
"Had | been the person who owned that
car, and had I chosen to use it, there is no |
telling what might have happened” |
Senator Dole said that he had made a | ‘
telephone call from a pay phone "mere ‘
hours” before a rock was thrown |
through the glass of the phone booth. "If
I had been in that hooth when the rock I
hit, I might have been injured, he said. |
Neither of the men responded to re- |
ports that their own campaign directors I

; You'rRe
W A BRILLANT

ALL A BUNCH
OF MORONS
AND YOU'RE
Y= r=l=14

Schlasinger
ENERGY

had hired the assassins for publicity

e e purposes. "What's that got to do with al- |/
Brown Bargland most almost getting killed?” Dole ‘
DEFENSE AGRICULTURE ot |
WARHICC. T DON'T THINK |
= ~— SEE eI TR S W — = WE SHOULD MINIMIZE

— —

THE SEVERITY OF WHAT
LORT OF NEAELY HAPPENEDR.
TA TELLING YOU, T WAS A
ALMOST IN TERRIFIC
PAIN!

FM on CBs? Ten Four!
Independent Truckers Change Nature of Strike

The nation’s independent truckers;
frustrated over the indifferent response
to their summer strike protesting gas
prices and speed limits, have announced
a new phase of the action, which they
calla " life-style strike.

“Let’s see how this country does with-
out its lonesome-cowboy trucker heroes.’
said a spokesman for the drivers. He
went on Lo explain that the independents
intend to wear three-piece suits on the

road; eat at tasteful, family-run French
restaurants instead of cheap diners; and
pull over to a "nice sanitary motel"
when they get tired, rather than "pop
little pills and act so damned heroic.

“And that ain't the half of it!" he con-
tinued, "No more salty lingo over CB,
neither—hell, I'm broadcastin’ Mozart's
flute concertos over mine, and all my
good buddies want to know where they
can get a copy.’

LISTEN, BOYS, T'0
LOVE TO STAY ANP GAB,
BUT THE WIFE AND T HAVE
RESTAURANT FESERYATIONS
FOR SEVEN, AND WE GOT TWO,
N THE ORCHESTRA FOR
THE (MPORTANCE OF

BENG EARNEST.

OH, YEAH,
I SAW THAT HIGH-
LY AMUZSING.

Seeks Change in Image i
Thorpe Propositions
Queen, PM

In an effort to cast off the image of a ||
closet homosexual and murderer, and ||
thereby revive his political career, Je- |
remy Thorpe has made recent public
overtures to hoth Queen Elizabeth and
Prime Minister Margaret Thatcher.

Specifically, Thorpe was heard to |
murmur to the queen, "Lets go to my ‘
place, and I'll make passionate love to
yvou and not kill you, Your Majesty”
Later that same week, Thorpe was over-
heard suggesting to the prime minister I‘
that they “pop by Number 10 and have a ||
little ‘liberal party’™ all their own.

Mrs. Thatcher told reporters, “I have
always admired and respected Jeremy,
but I am afraid that if T do go to bed
with him, three weeks later he'll kill my
dog”

Coovriaht © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc.
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Big Seven Hang Tough
Industrial Nations Respond to Arabs

NO MORE
TABLES!

The leaders of the seven major indus-
trial nations met recently to plot an eco-
nomic strategy in response to rising oil
prices, and i1ssued a stern statement
that, in the words of I'rench president
Valery Giscard d'Estaing, “will show the
OPEC ministers we are not to be tam-
pered with!

The statement reads, in part, "We, the
representatives of the Organization of
Petroleum Consuming Countries, de-
clare our full and irrevocable determi-

[
PEUTSCHE
GRAMMOPHON
RECORDS/

nation to pay only what we absolutely
have to for crude oil, and to refine and
consume only that quantity of petro-
leum that is made available to us under
present and future conditions”

The statement went on to declare,
“We hereby also announce our intention
to "fight fire with fire. and to deny to the
OPEC nations such vital American and
European resources as videocassette
recorders, hang gliders, and electric
woks.'

One Community Does Its Share

West Coast Welcomes Boat People

Residents of Marina del Oswald, a
southern California shore community,
have expressed "profound shock and dis-
may” al the plight of the Vietnamese
refugees known as the "boat people;’
and have offered to "welcome them as
residents and friends, provided, of
course, they meet a few nominal
requirements.”

Mostly ethnic Chinese, the refugees
arc "perfectly welcome to dock, and live
in, Marina del Oswald, as long as their

crafts measure no less than twenty-six
feet in length, are capable of sleeping at
least four comfortably, and come equip-
ped with inboard solid-waste-disposal
units.”

In a similar gesture of brotherhood,
the Chris-Craft Corporation has contrib-
uted several hundred pairs of water skis,
along with the appropriate tow ropes
and anchoring mounts, so that the refu-
gees can "enjoy the fun of boating,
American style!

> ..AND BRING
7 BACK ABOUT 75,000
BOTTLES OF COKE, HON. I
THEY'LL PROBABLY
BE THIRSTY.
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RIGHT, BUT
CON'T VIETNAMESE:
REFUGEES LIKE
PEPSIZ

Will Protest Recent Rule
Change

Borg Eliminated After
Handicap Imposition

Following the imposition of new handi-
capping rules in professional tourna-
ment tennis, four-time Wimhbledon
champ Bjorn Borg was eliminated in the
first round of the Short Ribs Invitational
in Short Ribs, Tennessee, recently.

The ruling, passed by the US Lawn
Tennis Association, calls for a sliding
scale of handicaps to be imposed upon
"superior players” to make competition
more "equitable”

Borg lost in straight sets, 6-2, 6-1,
6-2, alter being forced to play with a
Ping-Pong paddle while wearing Nordica
ski boots. He was also required to sing,
“in a clear, audible, and melodically cor-
rect manner;’ a medley of Gilbert and
Sullivan "favorites.'

"Gilbert and Sullivan is unknown to
me!" Borg complained after the match.
"I am Swedish, so it is unfair, yes. [
would sing Abba songs, perhaps, ves,

d WHEN T WAS A
LAP I SERVED A
TEEM AS OFFICE

BOY TO AN ATTOR-,
NEN'S, BER, UEN...

Furor Over “Harmless” Landing
Group to Protest
Skylab Damage

An organization calling itself Friends
of the Trackless Barren Wastes has an-
nounced its mtention to sue the US gov-
ernment for what it calls "the
unconscionable and irremediable dam-
age caused by the falling of the Skylab
space facility”

The organization alleges that the
space station, which fell to earth on July
11, caused "severe damage to the Aus-
tralian desert in which it landed, leaving
in its wake pieces ol crushed rock,
dozens of frightened insects, and a
brutal concussion to the food chain and
ecology of the area that current science
cannot even detect, let alone remedy”

A spokesperson for the orgamzation
said, “"One minute that desert was bar-
ren, quiet, and undisturbed. The next it
had fragments of Skylab all over it.
Somebody should sue somebody over
this, and we intend to he that somebody”

MATIANAT T ANPOON 23
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Order Toll Freel
Excepl N.Y., Alas, Hawai

black driving a Chevette!” Carter told
reporters following the meeting.

Shah Returns to Iran :
The exiled shah of Iran risked certain l FOR ORDERS ONLY!

death when he and a bodyguard sneaked || Mon & Thurs SAM-7PM Tues, Wed. Fi. Sat 9AM-5PM EST
into his homeland disguised as peasant STEREO

women and mfiltrated the former Royal H 0T LINE

Palace. "The shah had left his car keys
on his dresser, and Mrs. Pahlavi {led
without her bathrobe and recipe box.
the shah's American press spokesman |
| told reporters. The shah is now safely en-
sconced in his new home in Cuernavaca,

| Mexico. CHECK US OUT!"
| o : v Our prices are the lowest.
| Man-Powered Aircraft v nls;]:oupls on over ﬁho mladlor brands.
|4 +/ Reliabilily: one of the oldes! audio
| crashes ' mail-order houses in the U.S.A.

The Gossamer Albatross, the first ||
man-powered aircraft to fly over the IEn-
glish Channel, crashed during takeoff at
a Los Angeles airport. According to eye-
witnesses, the pilots leg fell off as the
plane left the runway, causing the craft |
to roll, lose altitude, and plummet to the |
ground. "I don't know what went wrong’
Paul McCready, designer and manufac-
turer of the plane, said. "It was designed
so that [the pilot] should have been able
to continue with just one leg”

Roman Catholics Il
Franchise Pope l[‘

Following the extraordinary response
to Pope John Paul 11 reeent trip to Po- [:1
land, the Roman Catholi¢ church has
agreed to license the right to use the ||

+ Raled #1: by a leading lrade publication.
+ Large inventory: we buy in volume
geiling the best deals from the manufac-
fures you get the besl deal from vs.
GIVE US THE OPPORTUNITY TO BEAT THE
BEST DEAL YOU'VE BEEN ABLE TO FIND.

— QUOTES AND INFORMATION—
12121253-3333 OAM-5PM,MON.-SAT,, N, Y. TIME

Smart/Stupid Gas
Rationing Goes into Effect

| In the wake of several violent in-

cidents on Chicago gas lines, Illinois
Iu Governor James Thompson has ordered
(

gas 1o be rationed on a “smart/stupid”

! basis. People who are smart enough to
I figure out the plan will get gas. Those
|| who are too stupid to understand it will
| not be served with gas. The Chicago
City Council has attacked Thompson,
saying that the plan is a political move
to keep the mayor and councilmen from
driving their cars.

Brezhnev Enjoys Carter

| Kiss
| Soviet Premier Leonid Brezhnev said

STEREO CORPORATION
OF AMERICA

= NL -1629 Flatbush Ave.
@& Brooklyn, New York 11210 mm

in an interview with the Soviet news
agency Pravda that, of all the worlds
leaders he has kissed, the Kiss of Presi-
dent Carter was "sweetest” Brezhnev
complimented Mr. Carter on the smooth
texture of his lips and “the firm yet ten-
der way he embraced [Mr. Brezhnevs]
. waisL.'

l' Tokyo Summit Ends with
Agreement

The Western economic summit held
recently in Tokyo concluded with an
agreement among the seven leaders of
the industrialized Western nations that
they should all keep in touch after they
leave office and that they will make
available one another's homes for house-
swapping vacations. It was also decidecd
that West German Chancellor Helmut
Schmidt had the cutest grandchildren
and that Canadian Prime Minister Joe
Clark was a "neater guy than Pierre
Trudeau.”

Carter Warns Blacks on

Large Car Purchases
President Carter met with the Black
Caucus in Washingtlon recently and is-
sued a warning that black Americans
must give up their taste for large au-
tomobiles loaded with heavy equipment
and extras. "1 don't think I've ever seen a

concept of "pope” to five other major |

world religions—the Buddhists, Hindus,
Anglicans, Mormons, and Lutherans—
for an estimated $1.9 million per organi-
zation. "We plan to use our new pope to
kick off a big new membership push! a

spokesman for the Lutheran church |

said. "We're very excited!”
Nicaragua Sold for Scra

After months ol civil strife, which has
seen the destruction of its economy, so-
clal structure, and physical plant, the
small South American republic of Nica-
ragua has been sold to a French firm for
its scrap value. The firm is the same one
that recently purchased Cambodia and
Chad. The firm’s initial plans called for
Nicaragua to be pulped for use in mak-
ing newsprint, but there is now talk of
creating a small resort island off the
Florida coast from the salvageable por-
tions of the mainland,

Rat Owners Protest
Sleep-Aid Ban

Rat fanciers are up in arms over the
recent FDA ban on products containing
methapyrilene, a sleep-inducing drug.
The drug has been associated with liver
cancer in rats. "l love my rat.” one irate
rat owner told reporters. "But he occa-
sionally can't sleep. He just tosses and
turns all night long, What harm can a
simple sleep aid do if used as directed?"”

€ARTH'S FIRST
OUTER SPACE NEWSPAPER!
“THE NEBULON GAZETTE"
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by John Hughes
This month:

“THREE CHEERS
FOR DAN”

"What the hell am [ doing?” Dan
thought as he savored the Dynamint-
tresh breath of the tiny cheerleader be-
neath him. “I'm thirey years old,

I'm in heaven, and [ could go to jail for
the rest of my life!”

“Can you turn up the radio a lictle
more,” Shannon the cheerleader said.

“Have you ever been, to Electric
Ladyland?™ the late Jimi Hendrix
intoned.

The song recalled Dan's freshman
vear in college. He'd been in the same
position, listening to the same song,
way back in 1969, Nothing changes,
everything changes. His hips chugged
to the rhythm. The tremors in his
aroin kept him from feeling qualmish
and sad abour how many years had
slipped behind him,

“This is great!” Shannon meowed.
“You're like, 000, 0oa! My friends, ao,
0o, think you're really ... 0oo, oo cute!
Ouw! Hey! Don't touch there! Pleasce?
It's embarrassing! Qooooooooo!”

And it was over.
were fogged and the song on the radio
had ended. The braying voice of a
commercial announcer crowing about
a !\-IEL]\ [_.l‘\\'t‘ concert L'l‘.l‘l(.ll-li ]I‘\‘L{l‘
the humid Chevy Caprice,

"I"m going to see him," Shannon
said as she reached over her shoulder
and into her purse for o Marlboro.
"You wanna go with me! He's grear.
He's your age?

Dan smiled at the sweet, inmocent
reason why he wasn't at his mother-in-
law's house for cake and ice cream to
celebrare his daughrer’s miraculous re-
covery from cystic fibrosis. [t was a big
day for the brave licele girl, and he felt
like a dog doing what he was doing,
but ... but nothing, he told himself

I'he car windows
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after the tumescent bliss of love had
worn away leaving him, once again, a
slimy, thirty-year-old profligate, de-
bauching a youngster, snapping his fin-
gers at the laws of the land, and
hawking on more sacred and sanctified
institutions than anyone since Adalf
Hitler.

“Can we smoke d cigarette—does my
breath smell terrible when [ smoke?”
Shannon asked playfully. “I'll have a
picce of Freshen-Up gum, okay? But
then can we fuck one more time? As
soon as a goad song comes on the

radio? And can we go really, really fast?

And will you drive me to school from
now on!"

"I think it's probably a good idea to
drive you back to McDonald's so you
can get your car, huh?” Dan said with
his mind on his daughter and wife.
And the law.

Shannon lacked her legs around his
waist. "['ve got you trapped! The price
ta get out is one more time! Oh!” She
started to twitch her hips in time with
the radio. "Turn it up! This is the best
having-sex song in the whole world!”

Her little tanned hand reached out
as far as it could and flicked the radio

dial. A Van Halen song screamed out
of Dan's four Delco speakers. A funny
chill ran up his spine, and even though
the squirming young body beneath
him had roused hjm once again, he
had a premonition that something ter-
rible and dark was about to happen.

Suddenly the Caprice lit up. A siren
hootled. A car door slammed. Every
drop of blood flowed out of Dan's
head and left him dizzy and dopey as he
sprang up in his scat like a shooting-
aallery goose, Shannon, equally fright-
ened, though not of detection, cow-
ered in her seat.

A billy club socked the window.
Dan briefly considered gunning the
engine and blasting his way out to the
highway, but the windshicld was
misted over with vapors of love.
Death, he thought, would be better
than having to face his wife, the guys
at the gas company where he worked,
and the hardened criminals who, as is
common knowledge, don't take kindly
to guys doing time for child molesting.

With a nausea building in his gut,
Dan powered the window down. A
trembling, wet-the-pants voice spilled
out over his quivering lips. "Hello) he

moaned, looking up at the huge cop
glaring at him. "All right, out!” the cop
thundered. “The both of you!"

Dan got out of the car and readied
himself for a billy club in the balls.
Shannon got out of the other side. She
was white, despite her baby-oil tan.
She pulled on her jogging shorts and
slipped her top over her smart lictle
bosoms.

The cop took a long look at Dan.
Then he took a long look at Shannon.
He clucked his rongue. His black-
gloved fist rose slowly over his head.
Then it came down with crushing
force. Dan ducked. The fist slapped
into the cop's knee.

"How did you manage to get into
the sack with such a cute young gal?
Man, [ couldn’t gec a dolly like that if 1
turned my pension over to her!” the
cop said loudly. He tipped his helmet
in reverence to Shannon. “Sorry, hon!”

“That's cool,” Shannon tittered.

"So, how do you do it?" The cop
said. " You got a big hoagie?"

Dan was too shocked to be relieved.
His body remained coiled and stiff. He
attempted, feebly, to explain himself.

“I'm a friendly person”

continued on page 86
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Grammy nominations, and made a bundle for the home folks.
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Alive
with pleasure!

a

Gl

Afterall, if bmoking
isn't a pleasure,
why bother?

Waming: The Surgeon General Has Determinad

That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.




ARE YOU MAN ENOUGH
TO DRINK LESS THAN
THE REST OF THE BOYS?

Same people think the more a man can drink,
the more of a man he is. However, it usually works
the other way around.

Men who drink to build up their egos, end up
putting themselves down.

The guy who claims he can drink everyone
under the table looks pretiy low. Especially if he gets
there.

‘The hero who thinks it’s macho to drink like
a fish is regarded by sensible people as an animal.

That's why we, the people who make and sell
distilled spirits, urge you to use our products with
common sense, If you choose to drink, drink
responsibly.

Areal man has the strength to say no when
he’s had enough.

Distilled Spirvits Council of the U.S. (DISCUS),
1300 Pennsylvania Building, Washington, D.C. 20004

IT’S PEOPLE WHO GIVE DRINKING
A BAD NAME,

S Wy - — s s ade




HAT AMERICA WAS LAUGHING A
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VAUDEVILLE

word, and amusing stories at the club ro entertain

them. The howling, infested, char-faced, black-

lunged, unlearned masses of penny workers and
drooling immigrants from the squalid confines of Europe
had vaudeville.

Vaudeville played an important social role in America. It
provided employment to Jewish people during a period
when religious prejudice otherwise limired them to the
ficlds of hat fulling and hawking skinny strips of smoked
salmon to each other. And its frequent theater fires, with
their enormous loss of life, helped to control the Irish
problem. Millions of people attended. It was a momentous
and vital institution that brought a gleam of mirth and
merriment to the downtrodden masses.

Bur how it did this we don't know. The last person who
ever performed in a vaudeville act died in 1959, and about
an hour later so did the last person who ever saw one. Vaud-
ceville was supposed to have been the training ground for

a multitude of famous and ralented entertainers, but no one
Cam ever r('lnl'['l't!'l('l' rh"il' Names.

Vaudeville is also supposed to have been the source for
hundreds of classic American comedy routines, but on
closer investigation these all turn out o have been in-
vented by Mel Brooks and Woody Allen for Sid Caeser's
“Show of Shows!" Actual vaudeville performances were
not, perforee, recorded on film or tape, and no written
scripts have survived. Piecing together sketchy contempo-
rary accounts, it's possible to derermine that the jokes were
largely about hitting people with sticks, living in board-
inghouses, dead chickens, Ttalian vegerable stands, pre-
tending to be a Negro, and other things that don't strike
the modern mind as very amusing, all puncruated by dis-
plays of overweight women in circus tights and songs with
lyrics like "He wanted a look ar the ocean/So he went to
seal” Maybe it was like “Saturday Night Live” before Chevy
Chase lefr. Or maybe it was like "The Gong Show" with-
out cocaine. Whatever it was, it's gone now.

BY PJ. OROURKE AND JOHN HUGHES
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"I WANT Yo'
ASS I
- — -4

he nineteen-teens—it was a time of innocence for
America, an age of peaceful plenty and solid, un-
questioned. values. A world very different from

today’s, and nothing delighted that world more

than the harmless fun of the color comic supplements that
were a staple feature of every Sunday newspaper. Their
charming art and simple wit brought fondly remembered
amusement to every member of the family.
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ilent film comedy—there are those people who say
it's the high point of American humor since
Twain. Those are the people in shitty tweed jack-

ets with fake leather clbow patches who hold down
second-rate professorships in third-rate English depart-
ments and corner you during cocktail parties saying that
silent film comedy is the high point of American humor
since Twain while their comely young ex-grad-assistant
wives are being buggered on a bed full of coats by Morocecan
exchange students.

Silent movies were very popular in their time, but so was

gin made out of laundry soap and yellow rain slickers with
“The Cat's Pajamas” written on the back in black grease
pencil. Today they are the favorites of people who poke you
with pipe stems during conversation and of a certain type
of undergraduate who still thinks Your Father’s Moustache
is the cool place to go in New York. No regular person has
watched one since bearnik days, so it may be unfairly
damning to note that the French consider them works of
genius. At any rate, it's hard to imagine that they were any
less amusing than Peter Falk and Alan Arkin in The In-
Laws.
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GOLDEN

AGE O F

RADIO

COME DY

he Depression! Plenty of
Americans wanted to jam a
towel under the door and

turn on the gas, but they
turned on the radio instead. There was
never anything like it before or since.
There wasn't even anything like it
then. Famous programs: "The Bologna
Hour]' "Dr. Dexter’s Dufflebag of the
Air) "Bum'’s Rush]” “Hanes Under-
pants Parade of Entertainment;’ “The
Uncle Lunch Show” “QOur Filthy
Dump," “Thumbtack Hooligan's
Noseharp Bandstand,” and “Emer-
gency Hospital No, not "Emergency
Hospital”; people were always sick on
"Emergency Hospital)® although they
always got well at the end. And
famous performers: Lou Droeler,
Buffle and Gummy, Ashwipe and
Fluff, the Feet Brothers, the Piddle
Twins, Gimerack and Mutton, the
Slumgullion Sisters. And famous gag
lines that will live forever: "Hi, Bill!

"Whoops!" “None of your beeswax!"
“Beats my pair of jacks!” "Say what?”
It was the age of crazy, zany, kooky,
nutty, goofy, wacky, silly, loony, dizzy,
dafly, balmy, batty, dingy, flippy, nutry,
huh!... uh.... Who cared if the going
wage was two cents an hour and half
the country was out of work and there
wasn't anything to eat for dinner and
Mom had ro rake in washing from the
neighbors and the landlord was about
to evict us and the country was para-
lyzed with strikes and riots and hunger
stalked the land as war loomed on the
horizon and Hitler was killing all the
Jews in Europe? That just made us
laugh the harder. We laughed our trou-
bles away. Ha. Ha. Ha. Who can forget
"The Nutpuddles)” or “What a Life)
or "The Padiddle Hour]' and who can
forget wanting to stuff Mom’s head in
a gravy boat when she'd yakery-yak-
yak-yak about how funny they were all
through "The Rifleman.”

GA1985

—-— ZENITH OF THE

ANITMATOR'S ART |

Il through the 1940s, rib-tickling animated car-
toons lifted the morale of Americans at home
and overseas. These were trying times. The pig-

hearted sauerkraut-sucking buckethead was lay-
ing waste to Europe, sinking his gore-stained hyena teeth
into the bellies of toddlers and raping whole villages full of
innocent French women with gun butts and rubber trun-
cheons. The offal-brained Heinie's lust for slaughter knew
no limit other than how far the steel toe of his jackboot
could travel through a man's face bones or up the behind of
a Russian grandmother. And his idiot minion the Italian
Dago—thatslut of international politics whose hindquar-
ters were up and ready, cager for assault by any baboon in a
hat fancier than his own—was no better, slicing the noses

and tocs off the lowly Ethiope and reducing whole popu-
lations of noble Yugoslavs and Greeks to domestic thrall-
dom for purposes of having them serve him his barf-
flavored pasta slop in a spittoon the way he liked it. While
half a world away, the conquest-addled, monkey-shinned,
automaton Nipponese made his treacherous atrack upon the
hapless millions of Asians, spinning his web of butchery
and rapine in ever stickier spirals from Pearl Harbor to
Bombay so that there was no choice but for humankind to
pull his legs off and watch him suffer a death more horrible
than the obscenity laws allow to be described, before he ate
any more living children or stuck any more glass rods up
the private organs of captured Allied soldiers. But, through
it all, Americans never lost their sense of humor.
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PR 1M E TI1ME F OR i SETEOMS

Connie did a favor for the lady
across the hall who has a uncle who's
a talent scout for the movie studio that has
the same name as the plumbing company that's
supposed to unclog Dolly's bathtub and now
Harry doesn't know how to explain what the
girl with the moose head on is doing
in his pajamas to Don's boss
Mr. Ditwit who thinks Connie
is the lost queen of France.

A NaRgl P COMEDIAN

" DID YOU EVER
HEAR A JOKE ABOUT AWHITE
GLUYS LIPSe HUHZ (& YOLIR AUNT ON
A BOX OF PANCAKE MIXZ WAS YOLIR cRAND-
FATHER A Kl65-Acc WAL IH-YASSLIHY PORTER
ON THE ILLINGIS CENTRAL RAILROAP T GODPAMNITS
HAS ANY ONE OF YOLU BVER <TOOP ON A STREET COR-
NER SHINING SHOES TO GET MONEY TO BUY FOOP FOR
YOLR BROTHERS AND SIATERST AWRIGHT! THAT'< WHAT
tIM TALKING ABOUT/ YOLU PON'T KAONH, WHAT IT'S LIKE TO
BE BLACK /! THANK YOLI. THANK YoU. WRITE YOUR CONGRESS-
MAN YOLUR SENATORS, THE BIG BUSINESSES, YOUR NEWS-
PAFPERS, WRITE AND TELL THEM THAT WE WANT BLACKS TO BE
MORE THAN EQ&AL, MAN, WE WANT THEM TO BE SLPERICR,
THANK YOLI, YES. PAMNIT.! GIVE THEM MONEY, EMPTY THE PRS-
ONZ, MAN, TEAR POWN THE GHETTOS.! MAKE A BLACK MAN
A MEMBER OF THE ROCKERFELLER FAMILY. FOR THE NEXT
TWO HUNPREP YEARS, MAN, WE SHOULD HAVE TO GO
POWN SOUTHAND cHOP COTTON AND GET OLIR FAM=
I STEUCTHEE PESTROYER ANP BEG AND PRAY
FOR MERCY FROM THE BOSSMAN., T/ TELL
~ING YOU, WE SHOULD HAVE TO EAT EM-
TEAILS, ANRIGHT. THANKS, THANK
YOLU, THANK YOUI, ANOTHER
PROBLEM WE HAVE...
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NO RUM REFLECTS
PUERTO RICO
LIKE RONRICO.

From Puerto Rico, the Rum Island, comes Ronrico, the Puerto Rican rum. Smooth, light tasting Ronrico
has been the pride of six generations of Puerto Rican rum masters (since 1860). One sip and you'll agree... n

rum lovers never had it so good.

RONRICO: AUTHENTIC RUM OF PUERTO RICO.

General Wine & Spirits Co., NLY.C. 80 proof
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REG
ULL

Greg is one
of those
guys you just have to
like. I can’t tell you how
many times we've been
stoned together. That's

when he does his tapes. He's taping all
his raps, monologues, birs, wharever
vou want to call them, the stuff he
does when he's sroned, and he's going
to edit them down to a forty-minute
package and sell it ro a re

wd com-
pany. He must have hundreds of hours
of tapes, and s the most far-out stuil
I ever heard. It's more than just
comedy, it's like a new kind of
reality, Greg's stuff is really out there

Greg claims he gers all his knowl-
edge and insights from a guy he calls
Dr. Goolagong. Dr. Goolagong comes from another planet,
and he is Greg's other identity from a time warp or some-
thing like that. He loves the name Goolagong. Every time
he says it he goes into a giggling fic. It gets to me oo, He
repeats the name to himself over and over until he stars a
rap. It's almosr like a mantra.

I transeribed one of Greg's raps off his tape to give you
an idea of how funny he ds. Narurally, it can'e replace ac-
tually being in the same room with Greg, because you really
have to dig his voice and his style, but until his comedy
record is produced it’s the best T ean do. Here's Greg:

"Dig what | gor on my leg, man. Can you dig it? Look
hard. Know what | got on my leg? I got an itch, You can't see
it, but it's there. Right in there. Dr Goolagong told me
about the ltch. Dig it. You got your skin, right! You got
your regular skin all aver your body, okay? So you're going
along with your regular skin and everythings cool. And
then you feel this funny thing going on. You're saying,
What's that? Whats going on? Something’s happening to
my skin. Something's going on, but you can't see it because
it's in your pores. Your pores, okay? Deep down in your
pores there are these tiny bugs. You can't see them. Even a
microscope can't sce them. They're invisible, man. But vou
know they're there because you can feel them, right?

"What the fuck are they doing down there in your pores?
They're dancing, man. They're doing the dance of death.
You know...like how a mosquito bites you and sucks out a
lirele bitey bit of your blood and then dies. The bugs are
like...domgirlike that, man. 1t's like. .. energy. They're
dancing and bumping into cach other and vou aer this feel-
ing on your skin like a buzz. [t's the bugs. They're trying to
get out, but they're getting attacked by the bacteria. Bae-
teria, germs. So they're like..dying. You can hear them if
you put your car next to the itchy spot. Listen to it. You
hear the buzz! They're trying to ger out, man. They're danc-
ing and bumping into cach other and making all this energy,
which is aldo friction thar comes out on the tap of your skin,
okay? So you say, Hey, man, something itches me! It's the
friction from the energy. So you got 1o scratch it, and it
feels good, right? Because you're killing the bugs. You're

Coovriaht © 2007 National | ampoonlpc

THE
FUNNIEST

PEOPLE
IEVER MET

BY GERALD SUSSMAN

squashing the fucking bugs with your nails, man. Kill the
motherfuckers!

“They are mother fuckers! Man, you know what they like
ro do? They like ro sneak up behind you and fly into your
back, so you can't reach them with your nails. They're
always japping you. Yeu're walking along.. like...carrying
your shoulder bag...or like...coming from the Safeway
with your hig bag and Zzrzzzss

S

_..the bugs Ay right into your
pores in your back and start dancing and kicking and you're
going right oncof your fucking mind because you can't
scratch. They're always fucking you over, man, because
they're invisible.

"You know what I do? | scratch my whole body for
lil’LL'...t‘_l [l[lU h(.'l(T L'\-'L"_\_( L!I‘"." \\'ll!_‘l\ 1 \\".ll((.' Lll\. D[‘. G(.]l.‘lll?.L)l'\g
told me to do i1t. Kill the motherfuckers before they can get
started. [ must have killed over a hundred million billion
itch bugs”

I guess if you're not stoned, Greg's stuff might be a liccle
hard to follow, ¢specially when he really wets into some-
thing—like his shoes or his teeth or eating a bowl of lumpy
Cream of Wheat., You really have to be there. Maybe it's
just personal, but [ chink he's incredible.

NCLE
OLLY

Someone once coined the
phrase “Less is more,” and,
you know, he could have been de-
scribing the comedic style of my
uncle Solly. Solly is the kind of guy
who doesn’t have to work hard at

being funny. Most of the time he isn’t even aware of how
funny he is. He just has to act natural and he has me in hys-

terics. Solly was born funny.
He doesn't say much, just a few words or a line or two.
continued on page 40
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continued from page 37

It's the way he says it and his timing. Jack Benny couldn’t
be berter. And the face. That sly, deadpan look, that raised
eyebrow. Or just the faintest curl of the lip to show his infi-
nite disgust with the world.

Solly works for a man who owns a pickle store on the
Lower East Side of Manhattan, a neighborhood that was
once heavily Jewish but is now heavily Puerto Rican. Solly
has been doing the pickling in this dense, dirty litde shop
for over fifty years, and I swear the vinegar and garlic and
pickling spices have seeped right into his bloodstream. The
Puerto Ricans call him "Sour Man!"

After you tell Solly what you've been doing lately or how
rotten you feel, he'll say something like, “So? What do you
want me to do? Eat my finger?"” Maybe it doesn't sound too
funny, but coming from Solly it’s hilarious. 1t’s all in his
timing. He's like a counterpuncher in boxing. He lets you
lead the conversation. He lets you make the verbal moves.
Then when he sees an opening, he comes in with the zinger,
usually one perfect line that pricks your speech balloon and
has you helpless with laughter.

Sometimes he'll actually volunteer a thought on his own,
usually a bitter complaint about the decline of the neigh-
horhood. But it’s just a ruse for one of his zingers.

Solly: You wouldn’t believe what happened to me today.

You wouldn't believe it.

Me: What happened?

Solly: Don't ask.

Solly's favorite expression is “I'll give ya!' He uses it
about a thousand times a day. No matter what you say to
himg he'll screw his face into a look of annoyance and dis
gust and answer with an "'l give ya!”

Customer: 1'd like a really big sour pickle, please.

Solly: I'll give ya a sour pickle..  up your tuchis.®

It’s hard to guess how old Solly is. I'd say anywhere from
sixty-five to ninety. I'm sure he'll never quit his job and re-
tire, no matter how much he complains. I kidded him
about this once. I said, "Uncle Solly, I'll bet when you die,
Moe [the store owner] will throw: you into one of the bar-
rels, along with the rest of the sour pickles. How would you
like ro be buried in one of your favorite barrels?” Solly
looked at me for a moment and | swear his eyes were twin-
kling and 1 could see the faintest trace of a smile almost
cracking his face. And then he said, “I'll give ya a bar-
rel...right in your keester”

OBBY
OFKA

Bobby Nofka is one of
my oldest and dearest
friends. We grew up together in the
streets and school yards of Brooklyn.
That goes way back, back to the early
days of television. Bobby’s family had

the first TV set on the block, a Dumont, and he was doing
incredible imitations of Milton Berle, "Uncle Miltie]" be-
fore anyone else, and he had us rolling on the floor with
laughter. If there ever was a born comedian, it was Bobby.
The great thing abour Bobby is that he was always ahead
of his time. While we were still grooving on Milton Berle
and Sid Caesar, he was listening to a whole new kind of so-
phisticated comedy—Nichols and May, Shelly Berman,

*Yiddish word for ass, buttocks, rear end.
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Wally Cox, Mort Sahl, and, most important, Lenny Bruce.
Lenny Bruce changed Bobby's life. Bobby memorized every
Lenny Bruce routine. He was a born mimic. He could imi-
tate Lenny’s voice and delivery to perfection.
We'd have these parties in the neighborhood, and I'm
continued on page 63

ACK

WORTHEIMER
Jack isn’t exactly one
of my closest friends.

We don’t actively socialize, but he's a
good friend of a good friend of mine,
so | see him once in a while at parties

or if some of the guys go to a ball
game. If you didn't know him, you might think he’s a bit
obnoxious, because he can get awfully loud and vulgar; but
I must admit that the son of a gun is funny. He makes you
laugh in spite of yourself. I mean, you almost hate yourself
for laughing at his jokes and bits—they're so corny. He'll
meet a girl, a total stranger, and say to her, "How's your
hole...family?” Or, if he sees a really chesty girl, he'll say,

continued on page 63

SPRINKLER

Sandi isn’'t one of those

people whe make you
laugh out loud, although she cer-
tainly can get off some wild lines. No,
Sandi is just herself. That makes her
funny enough, believe me. Let’s just
say that when God came to Sandi, he broke the mold. She's
onc of a kind, a real kook.

You never know what she's going to do from one moment
to the next. And the funny part is, neither does she. It just
happens, spontancously. Like the time she made me a big,
juicy sirloin steak and then, without warning, topped it off
with a gob of peanut butter and jelly. Or the time she made
me drink this blue beer (she pur a harmless food coloring |
in it). Sandi is the zaniest person I know. I'll never forget the
time she came to visit me when | was gerting over a bad case
of the flu. 1 was lying in bed, feeling sorry for myself as
usual, when | looked up and saw a gigantic chicken walk
through the door. It was Sandi, dressed in a chicken cos-
tume, bringing me a jar of homemade chicken soup. Most
people would have just brought the soup. Not Sandi. She
had to dress up as a chicken as well.

The first thing you notice about Sandi is her voice. It's
sort of like a baby’s voice, but pitched higher. And she can
do some really zany sound effects with it. It reminds me of
the voices you heard on old cartoons. Then, of course,
there's her clothes. Sandi makes a point of not copying any
style, past or present. Sandi dresses only for Sandi. A slave
of fashion she is not. A typical outfit would consist of
purple harem pants (she loves purple), a bright green turtle-
neck sweater, pointed elf shoes (yellow), and a corset—a real

continued on page 64
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Where Do Dirty Jokes

Come From?!

This is a
question that has
bothered this
writer ever since
the issue editor
asked him to write
an article for the
“Humor"” issue.
The answer is: no.

Many years ago,
during the reign
of the Emperor
Tskune, there lived
an old Zen master,
Dave by name, not
far from the impe-
rial summer pal-
ace. The master
was famed for his
wit, and it was the
custom of young
noblemen to journey from the summer
palace to test their skills as “joking
men” against him.

[t was not long before the young
emperor heard of this practice and de-
termined to travel ro the Zendo and
match his wits against the wily master.
Therefore, he set out in the month of
the azure blossoms, accompanied by
two young noblemen and an escort of
forty fanatically loyal and scasoned sa-
murai. The samurai were necessary as
the empire was then troubled by the
activities of the rebellious shogun
Bobo, whose troops had twice tried to
seize the divine personage of the
emperor.

When the emperor arrived at the
Zendo, the master greeted him and his
retinue in the temple’s water garden.,

by led Mann

“What could be funnier than a
brown frog at rest next to a rock more
beautiful than he?™ asked the old man,
leaning on his stick, a staff carried by
Zen masters.

The emperor looked thoughtful. “Is
there an answer to that question?”
asked His Highness after the passage
of some moments. “Certainly” said the
master, and reaching out with his staff
he soundly cracked the emperor on the
head. After the shock wore off, the em-
peror and his retinue burst out laugh-
ing. For what indeed could be funnier
than the god-person of the emperor
being struck on the head by the stick
of a penniless old man? After the em-
peror had stopped laughing, he spoke
to the old man.

"Surely that is funny, yet I think

perhaps there is
something funnier.
How’s about [ have
my forty fanat-
ically loyal and sea-
soned  samurai
break your stick
into a thousand
pieces and shove
them up your ass?”

“Truly that is
funny,’ the master
chortled as the sa-
murai seized him,
“but it is a dirty
joke!

“That's okay,"
said the emperor,
as his forty fanat-
ically loyal and sea-
soned samurai
broke up the old
man’s stick, “we're
all men here

Thus we see that every culture has
its dirty jokes. Hoary old chestnuts
handed down from dim antiquity, a
crude humor as ancient and as pow-
erful as the primal taboos that were its
generative source, and almost as
funny. The young reader glances up
from the page and a look of troubled
innocence grieves fresh features. Could
the author refer to the taboo general
amongst the Melanesians that forbade
the mention of ingrown tit hairs, or
their consumption! The answer is:
ritually.

AGES OF HUMOR Jokes about feces
or elimination are those with which
we first become familiar. A story fre-
quently told in the school yard springs
to mind.
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“Ya see, there was this boy whose
name was Johnny or something like
that, and all the time he went to the
bathroom in arithmetic in his pants.
Well, he had this teacher whose name
was Mr. Marvin, who was mean, And
every time Johnny went o the bath-
room in his pants, Mr. Marvin would
send him home. Well, one day Johnny
farted in class and said, "Don't get mad
at me, I'm just talking about it!"
(Laugh here.)

The taboos and rituals of elimi-
nation lose some of their hold over us
when sexual fears and desires super-
sede them at puberty. It is at this time
we realize that only a real shit-eater
goes around making turd jokes, talking
about “choking darkies" or “having a
tar baby” or “dumping the president”
or "dropping the
big one through
the bum shoot's
hair sights)” or re-
ferring to farts as
“taking a Republi-
can breathalyzer”
or "Polack maring
calls” or "honking
for Jesus! Nor as
one grows more
mature does one
refer to the simple
act of urination as
"“making a berter
world for fish” or
“draining  the
snake” or say,
“Well, that's so
much more for the
boat people”

We realize that
“boner” jokes are
the proper jokes to
make at the age of
thirteen. Perhaps
the most familiar of all boner jokes
concerns a young man narned Johnny
Fuckerfaster. As this young man is still
alive, | will not repeat this joke; he cer-
tainly suffered enough during his early
high-school years. The other obvious
joke of this nature concerns the Olde
Logge Inne, a Connecticut roadhouse.
Unfortunately, the magazine's legal ad-
visers tell me the management of that
hostelry has become exceedingly li-
tigious over the years, and even the
simple repetition of such a well-
known jest might be enough to pro-
voke a lawsuit.

Another well-known example of the
boner joke concerns three young sol-
diers, all dead now, who were told by
the commandant of their prison camp
that they would be released if the total
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length of their penises exceeded four-
teen inches. Duly they were measured,
and the total length of their tackle was
fourteen and one-half inches, “You fel-
lows are lucky I've got nine inches of
pink steel,” boasted the first GI. "Hah,'
laughed the second, “you dogfaces can
thank your lucky stars I pack five
inches of meat-seeking-muff rocket!"
"Well)” said the last soldier, “it's a
break for you foot soldiers I was never
circumcised)” (This would be a perfect
example of self-deprecating boner
humor that seeks to release adolescent
male tensions concerning relative
penis size, except it didn’t turn out to
be funny but tragic, as the prison com-
mandant overheard the men’s exchange
and, since the first two fellows were cir-
camcised, assumed they were all Jews
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Do dirty jokes come from“friends”of “friends”?

Answer: No.
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and recommitted them to the prison
camp. Not one survived the war.)

As we leave behind the anguish and
anxicty of adolescence, we enter the
period of anxiety and anguish of adult-
hood. Jokes about jealous or unfaith-
ful lovers become more common as we
gain more experience with them.

Farmers love to tell the tale of the
traveling farmer whose tractor breaks
down late one night in a suburb of
New York. Seeing some lights on, the
farmer calls at a nearby house. The
lady of the house answers the door and

says, "Well, you can stay overnight;

but you'll have to sleep with me, be-
cause my husband’s a traveling sales-
man who is away and we only have one
bed!” This is obviously a revenge joke
told by farmers who must spend a high

proportion of their time on the road
away from their wives and are insecure
as a consequence.

As we pass middle age we return to
jokes about boners once again. Impo-
tence figures large.

“Gertin' inta her with my wazoo)'
older men frequently say, “would be
like trying to push a cigarette through
the lid of a bean can” Or, “To get a
hard-on out of me you'd have to hang
me,’ or, "I ate thirty-one oysters trying
for a boner. | spent the night in agony,
but it was worth it; I passed two
pearls.’

Finally, in old age, we come full
circle and return to feces jokes. Noth-
ing could be more common in an old-
age home than the tale of old Bill who
woke up terrified one night thinking
he had gone to bed
with a lit cigar only
to find a turd
stubbed out in the
ashtray. Or the
story of the elderly
Jewish woman who
urinated on the
clectric blanket
and woke up
swearing to high
heaven that she
wasn't Mrs.
Rosenberg,

In the last and
final stage, you
miss humor and
jokes, however bi-
zarre, neurotic, or
ill-intentioned, be-
cause you are dead.

ETHNIC “GAGS”
Jokes such as the
ever-present, much
deplored ethnic
“gag" draw their comedic force not
from ancient taboos or universal anx-
icties, but from the tensions and topics
of the day. It was unusual, if not un-
heard of, to make jests at the expense
of Africans before they had been im-
ported; nor, for that matter, was it
possible to make light of the customs
of people from Trenton, New Jersey,
before that town was incorporated by
the butts who live there.

People who hail from the southern
states might argue that we acquired
Africans because native Indians
weren't funny. The truth is that south-
emers imported Africans to laugh at
because they were too stupid to under-
stand jokes about people from Tren-
ton, their collective hometown.

At best, ethnic gags help to diffuse
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the hostilities and sublimate the fears
of one ethnic group for another by
stereotyping and belittling the alien
group as perceived by the fearful joke-
ster. At worst, they bulwark ancient
prejudices, shore up old animosities, or
get you stabbed in the ass with the
sharpened and honed half pair of gar-
den shears every minority-group mem-
ber makes in metal workshop and
carries at all times?

In the country of the blind, remem-
ber, the one-eyed man would likely be
the butt of a lot of unpleasant jokes.
He could, of course, retaliate with
sight gags.

Ethnic jokes, like other kinds of in-
formartion, move across racial, reli-
~ gious, and national boundaries. These
“jokes in transition” must be modified
so that they may
be transmitted
with no offense to
the party on the
other end of the
joke.

For example, a
young Jewish man,
solicitous of his
Irish friend’s fecl-
ings, rold him the
following joke in
such a way that the
[rishman could not
possibly take of-
fense. The two
were scated in a
bar, and the Jewish
man pointed to a
particularly repul-
sive customer lean-
ing against the bar.

“Do you secc
that redheaded
lout over there
propped against
the bar like a laundry bag full of filthy
socks thrown over a rail?

"Yes, I mean that fellow with the
brown-and-white foam coming out of
his mouth with every bigoted and
misconceived word he says and
his ignorance lighting up his eyes
like a couple of Coast Guard search
beams.

“Well, I would be willing to bet you
that that fellow is either half baboon
and half Polish or a full-
blooded...guess what?"

His Irish friend thought for a while.
Then with a delighted cry he shouted,
“Cherokee!” And they both had a
good laugh.

| like to share a good gag with my
black friends; after all, if we could only
learn to laugh together, we could learn
to live together. I'm careful to turn the
jokes around so that white people are
the butt, which is okay because almost
all my relatives are white. Jokes like,
“There was the two white guys who
were robbin' this liquor store, and
they, like, pulled a gun on the owner,
who was also white, and he says
to them, ‘I know it's Wild Irish
Rose, and [ know it’s the quart,
but what 1 want to know is
how many plastic cups you honkies
want."

Never fails to get a laugh, and shows
how the ethnic gag can be so easily
turned around to become a useful rool
for smoothing racial tensions.

A CULTURE’S TASTES AND VALUES

CHANGE Two short months ago,
referring to the editor of Penthouse
magazine as an “alky turd burglar” was
the zenith of wit in fashionable social
circles in New York. It has, in the
course of time, become a mere work-
aday commonplace. This illus-
trates how a culture's tastes and
values change.

WHERE JOKES COME FROM Pub-
lished jokes are often of confused par-
entage. Alexander Cockburn's widely
read column in New York’s Village
Voice is often filled with ribaldries
bearing a striking and unacknowledged

resernblance to those of the dead Irish
humorist Brian O’Nolan. Similarly,
Playboy magazine's popular party-joke
page often gives us a good laugh with
jokes to which more than one author
might lay claim. Our unabashed dic-
tionary defines this as plagiarism.

Good humor, of course, is no one's
property. As [ once said in a copyright
article: Laughter is the communism of
the mind. When the first chuckle
emerges, all desires, hopes, fears, and
regrets, both conscious and uncon-
scious, are submerged in the con-
vulsive unity of the guffaw.

Good jokes or apropos witticisms,

like odariferous feet and wallets just
lying there on the sidewalk, are a por-
tion of the common heritage of our
species.
THE WORKHORSE
OF CONVERSA-
TION The joke is
the workhorse of
conversation, or,
as | like to say,
jokes are the work-
horses of conversa-
tion. They help
break the ice at
dinner parties, set
the tone of business
meetings, help
make new friends,
and assist old pals
in getting reac-
quainted. Without
jokes, conversa-
tion of any kind
between people
would be difficul,
not to say impos-
sible, rather than
demanding, not to
say unattainable.

A joke tells you
as much about a man or woman as
their best friends could tell you in a
drunken heart-to-heart. A man or
woman with a sharp appearance, a
bright demeanor, and a snappy up-to-
the-minute joke in line with the latest
opinions shows you that they're on
the level—good people to do business
with and good people to be friends
with. There is no surer way to spot a
real “comer”

On the other hand, or, as 1 like to
say, by the by, there is no surer way to
spot a "burnout,’ a “hanger-on,” a
“relic,” or a "climber"” than by the
jokes they tell or how they respond to

continued on page 73

*The best way to tell ethnic jokes is to preface them by loudly remarking, “It's okay for me to tell this; my grandmother was one." If you feel this does too great an
injury to your grandmotner's memory, suy to your listener, "1 know it's okay for me to tell you this because your grandmother was one."
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Interview with the Thi

by John Weidman and Gerry Sussman

“Interviewer: Ladies and gentlemen, |
have a man with me today who is very,
very unusual, a man who claiims to be
thirty-five years old—a thirty-five-year-
old man.

Man: Yes, on Thursday 'll be thirty-five
years old exactly.

Interviewer: That's a ot of years. You
must have done a lot of living and packed
a lot of experience and wisdom into all
those years. l'l bet you've got a lot of
stories to tell....

Man: You bet your running shoes!
Interviewer: Tell me, sir...what was it
like when you were a child?

Man: It wasn't like today, believe me. We
didn't have toys like Hot Wheels and
mopeds and trail bikes. A good toy in
those days was a pink ball. We called it a
“spaldeen.’ It was a lictle ball, but it was
lively. You could bounce [t. You could
throw it against a wall. You could
punchit.

Interviewer: |s that all you got for a
toy?

Man: Sometimes we got a stick, so we
could hit the pink ball.

Interviewer: As a thirty-fivesyear-old
man, you must have been witness to
some of history’s greatest events and
been around many of the greatest people
who ever lived. Did you know John F
Kennedy!?

Man: Know him? | voted for him. Lovely
man...lovely wife...cute kids...filled the
world with hope...I'll never forget that
picture of him, walking on the beach....
Interviewer: VWhat about Martin
Luther King?

Man: The Negro, right? | used to see him

on the six o'clock news.

Interviewer: Sir, who do you think was

the most Important man you ever came

across in your thirty-five years!

Man: That's a toughie. | would say...|

would say that the most important per-

son | ever came across was Howard

Johnson.

Interviewer: Howard Johnson?

Man: Absolument! That man was a

ﬁenius. Invented twenty-eight different
avors of ice cream. Before him, what

did we have? Vanilla, chocolate, and

strawberry.

Interviewer: Well, there were other

flavors.

Man: Name them.

Interviewer: Butter pecan, coffee,
uh...

Man: Well, smarty?

Interviewer: Cherry vanilla.

Man: Forget it, buddy. Before Howard
Jehnson there was nothing. VWhen | saw
those orange-and-blue houses | knew|
could get twenty-eight flavors. And those
liczle cookies. | didn'e like the fried clams.

Interviewer: But don't you think people
like Winston Churchill, Einstein, Charles
de Gaulle...don't you think they were
more impartant?

Man: Did they invent twenty-eight
flavors?

Interviewer: That's true. Well now,
you've lived through some of the most
tumultuous times In history—the sixties,
the youth rebellion, the Vietnam VVar,
Kent State, drugs and rock '’ roll, Elvis,

the Beatles, right up through Watergate.

What was it like in those days?

Man: It was hectic. | went on marches—
peace marches, war marches—| pro-
tested, | boycotted, | did everything. |
used togo to Beatles concerts; | heard
Elvis, Dylan. | went to movies, | bought

records, | went to parties, | smoked
dope, | had girl friends. | carried on like a
wild Indian. One day, | gat this terrible
pain in my chest. | thought it was gas, but
it wouldn't go away, so | went to a doctor
and he said to me, You know, you're not
a youngster anymore, you're thirty-two
years old; you've got to slow down, take
it easy. So now | just watch TV a lot,
Interviewer: As a thirty-five-year-old
man, you've seen a lot, no doubt about it.
VWhat do yau think.was the single most




rty-five-Year-Old Man

important invention of your time?

Man: The single most important inven-
tion of my time was Sangria.
Interviewer: Sangria!

Man: A wonderfulinvention...a de-
licious beverage. You can add water to it,
you can add seltzer to it, you can have it
red, you can have it white. It's not too
sweet, not too tart...you can drink it all
night and you'll never throw up.
Interviewer: Sangria...a very versatile
beverage. But...

Man: [Interrupts]...you could add fruit to
it, all kinds of wonderful fruit...oranges,
pineapples; lemons, apples. And when
you're finished you could suck on the
fruit! You could suck on a lemen that was
full of wine. Boy, did | love that drink!

Sangria...you could put a potato in it and
it would still taste wonderfull | wish | had
Some right now.

Interviewer: Sangria is wonderful, but
don't you think the invention of the
atomic bomb, the polio vaccine, things
like that, were pretty important?

Man: | forgot all about them. They were
important, too.

Interviewer: Let’s get back to some of
the famous people you came across in
your life. Did you know the Beatles?
Man: | got every record they ever made.
In stereo. | loved those kids. They were
my idols.

Interviewer: Yes, well, they were every-
body'sidols...but did you really know

thermn?
2

Man: Better! | knew them through their
work—their records, their concerts, their

' A
{ . o
i
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movies. | saw A Hard Days Night sixteen
times. | read books abourt them,
magazines...

Interviewer: Let’s go back a little
further...before the Beatles. Marilyn
Monroe—did you know her?

Man: A lovely girl...a very sweet, beauti-
fulgirl...and a very underrated actress
...a really great comedienne..... Did you
see her in Some Like It Hot? Also a darn
good serious actress. Did you see Bus
Stop? The Misfits?

Interviewer: | agree. But how well did
you actually know Marilyn Monroe?
Man: In a sense | knew her very, very
well. | knew her...more intimately than
my own girl friend. I'll tell you why. When
I was thirteen or fourteen, there was this
picture of her...no, not a picture, a cal-
endar...a very nice calendar ...very use-
ful to tell the dates. .| used to use it for
years, '

Interviewer: | don't understand...
Man: | used to hang that calendar on the
wall in the bathreom and jook at it, I'd
study ic. I'd really look ac it. I'd memorize it.
Sometimes | toak it with me when | went
tobedandl. ..

Interviewer: [[nterrupts] | see. Well, let’s
g0 on to something else. How about
sports?

Man: How about sports? Sports are very
cute.

Interviewer: What was your greatest
moment as a sports fan? You must have
seen some of the most memorable sport-
ing events of all time. Roger Bannister
breaking the four-minute mile, the Mets
winning the '69 series, Muhammad Ali,
the Olympic Games.... Which moement
was your all-time favorite?

Man: My all-time favorite wasin 1971.1
was watching a Cincinnati~Chicago Cubs
game on TV. It was the second game of a
doubleheader; Wally Post came up with
the bases loaded and hit a double off the
wall, three runs scored, and the Reds
won. l'll never forget that day.
Interviewer: That must have been ex-
citing, but...

Man: [Interrupts) Exciting, hell. | won
wwenty-two dollars! It was unforgettable.
Interviewer: Well, it looks like we're al-
most out of space. As a thirty-five-year-
old man, do you have any parting words,
any advice for the people out there!?
Man: Never order fish on a Sunday ina
restaurant. It’s not fresh. Fish markets
are closed on Sunday. |f you go to a res
taurant on a Sunday, have a steak or a

hamburger. If you eat fish, you'll get sick. []




How to'Tell a Dirty Jok

Q ZzZz O &

“Boy, | heard a preat one at the office today!™ "A umph' of drunks are im a bar and they go to take a leak, see.
And they're really drunk and everything, and one of them is so
drunk that when he pets done pissing, he leaves his cock hanging
out. So lht‘f\' aa back to the bar and [JIH."\"H' Just about to order
another drink when the first drunk looks doun and sees the sec
ond drunk’s cock hanging out of his pants over the side of the
barstool

“Fellonw at Elainds was telling me this fabulous story the other "You know how they used to drink, and it seems that one night

night about George 8. Kaufman and Moss Hart.. they were at the Stork Club and both of them had quite a load
on. Well, they went to the men's room together and Kaufman
was so stewed that when he got done at the urinal he forgot 10

button his ﬂ}' and L‘.‘_f-{ his, ahem, male organ pmfrmhng from his
fl[Ul[\ T“If_’}‘ H[) I.‘(I{_I" Oul (o (1“_" h(lT “"[j \I:[ [PINU”_ U"{! J\AU\\ J'ffiif
looks down and sees Kaufman—you know, he was supposed to
be rather well endowed —anyway, sees Kaufman's ‘private part’
dangling over the edge of the barstool .. "

f
. 1 I .
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e t0 2aWOMmMAaN by e oRourke

“'Oh my God!" he says, ‘theres a snake on your barstool! Hold

still and U kil ie!" And he grabs a bottle by the neck and

‘A‘hl‘.['. k.‘l {4 'li‘u:\' S Cac L ll_‘l{h 114 QOOOW 18 _\'(_'“\ [’ll_' U[hl_’T s_:‘..lt\'. -'"Il{h.’“
‘hit it again quick, the fucker just bit me!™ ™

”W{‘“. Hart L.[(n‘.\' o r.fnuh[(' [ukv reaches ’Jm'k oueT [hr hur. mui

takes a bottle of Remy by the neck and says, 'George, theres u i - i ; :
! 2 8 He-he he-he he-he he-he-he, ( jod, that's the jlum(L’SE (hlﬂgf ve

huge snake crawling up your barstool. For Christ's sake, don't 7
h kKDY ¥ : ever heard in my lifel What a riot!"

T"{‘l(l_" o mowe UTILI "“ L“f i 3§ ‘\‘U } ,Jl]r I‘n‘]j\'.l'\ o su [III_L' ‘l'f[;l r’ll‘
bottle and smashes Kaufman right in the you know where

Tesus Christ!! screams Kaufman, ‘hit it again! The damned
thing iust bit me!" "
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YOU KNOW WHAT T
REALLY PIG& IN A GUVF

AND T RIG
A GUY WHO'S REALLY
SUPPORTIVE BUT WHO'S
STILL REALLY OUT-FREONT AND ¥
COMFLETELY HONEST WITH
ME, TOO. AND REALLY

...ANP A LOT OF STRENGTH. _ INTELLIGENT BUT NOT = = =
2 v o STUCK UP ABOUT (T... ) W il )

A GLUY WHO'S,
LIKE, COOL ANDP |
EVERYTHING, BUT 1S £TILL WL
IN TOUCH WITH HIS EMOTIONS, Lof’éu‘rfoﬁlfé'qp
AND REALLY ASSERTIVE
BUT ALSO GIVES ME. Lo-ré THAT ANDP TZ£L FUCK HIM
OF MM OWN SFPACE

TO BE IM....
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My Life of
Practical Joking

RECALL PLAYING MY
first practical joke when 1 was about
four years old. Our family had this
bad-tempered, bulbous wenage givl for
a baby-sitter, who would lay on the
couch and shake to the Saturday-night
version of "American Bandstand™ like
an undulating queen termite being
rolled around by her colony of bugs,
She was also an epileptic, in the days
before those kind of people had any
uscful drugs, bur my parents ‘hgured
that at a quarter an hour the possi-
bility of her having a grand mal and
crushing a TV tray or two was worth
the risk. I ook a green bean from the
dirty dinner plates. in the sink and
snuck up behind the couch and put
the bean in her hair. Not a particularly
clever gag, but [ was four, an age when
beans can be extremely amusing.

As | gor older, | took to torturing
my little sister with terrors and humil-
iations of every description. Being in a
Catholic family, 1 liked ro play
“priest,” where | would pin towels to

by John Stemp

my shirt for vestments and construct
an altar by draping more towels over a
card able. During "Mass" [ would give
communion to my sister. She devoutly
raised her head, opened her mouth,

and closed her eves, and 1'd lay a whole

Fizzic on her tongue or sometimes a
fresh wer glob of chewed-up food.

One time, Alan Basset and | found
her secrer diary—one of those cheap,
vinyl, “kid™ diaries with a ponytailed
\ul-\i_[_'l._'ll an (‘E\lL' COVEr lh';l\\'rl ]-‘V H | I\’l'l’
rean who'd never seen a ponyeail or a
sttbteernt. Of course, we filled the entire
book with obscenities and squished a
L'l'll\\ilﬂlﬁpt.']‘ hL‘[ ween l}lk‘ ”'IH‘]L‘{I\.'
Pages.

Once, after my sister had _becn
frichtened half out of her mind by a
horror movie about a Cyclopean in-
seet that attacked the Pacific North-
west, | caprured a two-inch june bug
and attached it to a picee of kite string,
then hid in her closer until she went
to bed. 1 released the bug, and 1t ler out
this  head-splitting, high-pitched

whine like a rwo-cycle dire hike as it
circled the room and sent my sister
into a shricking, bawling panic. I rried
to mancuver the bug so it would land
on her, but she was moving around too
much.

OME YEARS LATER, 1
reprised the horror-movie joke in
Lake Tahoe, where our family was on
vacation. | met this kid(whose brother
raised pigeons, so we put several inoa
shopping bag and took them into a
movie theater that was showing The
Birds. It was the Saturday matinee, so
[_I-ll_' th'llLL'l' Wis [.‘lll(;k.l_'i_l \\'i.[h l\l.ll\l.{rl_‘(l\
of small children. We let the pigeons
ot Li Lll'l‘[lg l}'IL' scene \\'I'IL'I'(.' l]lL’ wWomeati
discovers a man in her hallway whose
face had been pecked ofl, and almost
immediately the theater was a bedlam
of horrified kids running up and down

RAINY MORNING FINDS
MR, APPLETOM MINDING
THE CHILDREN WHILE
MS.APPLETON SHOPS
AT THE MALL.

by B.K Taylor,

C'MON, YOU GUYS,

RISE AND SHINE.
BREAKFAST IS
READY L

I %J
v I'-l‘r.
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the aisles and crawling under the seats.
We ran out when the manager started
shooting at the birds with a BB gun.

There was an oceasion where my
little sister acrually assisted me in a
practical joke, of sorts, committed on
a number of red ants. 1 used four or
five sets of plastic interlacking bricks
to build a massive, fully enclosed laby-
rinth, which occupied nearly all of our
patio. | dropped the ants into a sort of
staging pen, then herded them into the
maze. When they eventually emerged
from the opposite end, after traveling
what [ determined were thousands of
grueling ant miles, | picked up ecach
ant and gave it to my sister, who
dipped it into a boiling pot of ant
broth she had prepared on one of those
toy stoves that actually work. My the-
ory was that we were snuffing the ex-
hausted ants just at the moment they
thought they had survived an inter-
minable, anguishing journey through a
thousand-mile prison.

WO PLACES WHERE
I did a lot of practical joking were at
school and on my paper route. [ had a
morning route, which was license to
be up when there are the least amount
of people or police to moderate your
behavior. | did all the usual stuffing of
oranges into exhaust pipes and push-
ing of cars out into the middle of the
street. However, Ted Cummings and |
once climbed in the window of the
home of Marylin Dibiasi, this girl we
found out had narcolepsy and
wouldn't wake up no martter how

much noise we made. We put red fin-
gernail polish all over the middle of
her nightgown and left a note telling
how much fun we had screwing her
while she was asleep.

HE HAD THIS REAL
protective, shrewish mom who we
knew would go directly to the police
and maybe even really make a spec-
tacle of herself by showing up at our
school and asking questions at the
playground. 1 had developed a fairly
comprehensive understanding of the
telephone by this time in my life, so 1
milked the joke for over a year by call-
ing the Dibiasis almost daily with new
pornographic information about their
daughter, Mrs. Dibiasi made a pathetic
attempt to play coy and draw me into
a meeting with her "so we could ralk
about [her]} daughter face-ro-face like
adults” 1 think I must have sent her to
thirty or forty bars full of Negroes be-
fore she gave up.

In addition to sleeping sickness,
Marylin had several other major
things wrong with her—kids like her
usually had all sorts of exotic diseases
at one time—so she died. Emmett
Haddad claimed he sent two pizza de-
livery men and a professional clown to
her funeral, and although he was one
of those extraordinarily twisted and
scary kids who never knew the differ-
ence between a joke and poking some-
one in the spine with a drawing
compass, | never believed the story.

[ played a lot of great jokes at school
on teachers like Sister Mary John the

Baptist, a wizened, dottering old cow
who spent the bulk of her declining
years selling candy bars to help pay the
cost of canonizing Mother Seton. | had
a gigantic pet gecko—a prehistoric-ap-
pearing lizard that looks like it's made
out of gypsum wallboard and adobe
and has lots of creepy nodules and fins
all over its body—that I snuck into
class in my lunch box. During recess |
turned the middle drawer on her desk
upside down and jammed the gecko
into it from underncath. When Sister
John sat at her desk and opened the
drawer, the gecko dropped onto her
lap; she couldn't see it, however, be-
cause the drawer blocked her view. So
she reached down with her hand ro in-
vestigate and the gecko shot straight
up her arm. She jumped up and tried
to shake it off but caught her rosary on
the drawer. The crucifix snapped off,
and she fell flat on the floor, which for
a nun is the absolute worst thing,
imagewise, that can happen.

The Mexican kids at school were the
best at really disgusting jokes because
they were the least afraid of dead ani-
mals and insects or dissecting them,
which | imagined at the time was be-
cause they were used to helping in the
kitchen in their homes. In fact, Ale-
jandro Noriega was the one who
taught me how to tie a june bug on a
string. He was also responsible for col-
lecting two or three cubic inches of
grasshopper tobacco—that chunky
brown gunk they spit up when you
squeeze them—and putting it in Mary
Jane Richardson’s peanut-butter sand-
wich. He and his friends hovered over
her as she ate it. Then Alejandro, who
was the only ten year old I'd ever seen
who wore mirror sunglasses, revealed

" HEY, DAD, THIS LOOKS
‘GREAT ! CANM YOU TELL

R. APPLETON SETS UP HIS
MAGIC TRICK, WITH A STORY

OF THE ARBBIAN KNIGHTS,

cUS A STORY WHILE

MAGIC TRICK AND
A STORY?

... AND THEMN ALADDIM
SAD TO WIS CAPTORS, "\ F
I CAN PULL OUT THIS
TABLECLOTH WiTHOUT
DISTURBING YOUR FEAST,
WILL YOUu SET ME FREE?

SONATIONAL 1 ANMPOOYY

DAD | NOW THERE'S
NO BREAWFAST!

DON'T WORRY,
KIDS, INE
ALREADY
EATEN! HEY!
LET'S PLAY
GAMES |

" HERE ARE
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in his characteristic deadpan that she
was cating poison “grasshopper guts”
and thar it would kill her. Her parents
transferred her to public school a
couple of days later, and, the lasc |
heard, she turned into a notorious
whore and finally wound up married at
fourtcen to a guy who ran a frozen-
banana stand on Balboa Island.

[ joined the Boy Scouts in the sev-
enth grade as an excuse to get out of
the house and generally screw off. It
was a disaster, though, because our pa-
trol leader was Thad Eminowski, a vi-
cious, hulking lout who had literally
kicked my ass around the paper station
when both of us had routes. At the
time, | would most accurately have
been described as an electronics geek,
with all of the physical features aor-
dinarily associated with that type of
child, and for which Thad brutalized
me at every opportunity. He once
me a Life Saver that [ later
found out he had pissed on.

Thad and | managed to strike a
tenuous alliance, however, at Camp
Geronimo, where our troop spent two
weeks living in the forest and drinking
cherry blends. | had helped Thad steal
a clutch for his go-cart a week before,
which apparently prompted him to
recognize the ingenuity | might bring
to his program for troublemaking at
camp. We spent most of our time put-
ting pinccones and cornflakes in sleep-
ing bags, and pecing in camp fires, and
ticing up the scoutmaster’s underwear
in knots, until one day when we took a
spindly, sickly looking Syrian kid from
another troop on a snipe hunt, which
he pronounced “sneep? "Where is the
sneep! Where is the sneep?” he kept
crying out in a voice loud enough to

gave

BEING A FRIEND TO WIS

frighten any animal he might os-
tensibly be looking to catch.

We ditched him around a hundred
yards off the trail, and he wasn't found
until three days later, when he stum-
bled through the woods behind the
NRA rifle range and took a .22 long in
the kidney. He evidently pronounced
our names perfectly to the camp direc-
tor, and we were sent home.

By high school I had pretty much
given up practical joking in favor of
common vandalism and driving
around drunk. College, however, was
different because 1 joined a fraternity,
which, like all the other fraternities,
imposed a type of stunt honor that
compelled us to pull off a continuous
succession of RFs and pranks until
graduation. We disassembled cars and
put them in their owners' rooms, and
RFd the fraternity house with fifty-
five-gallon drums of cattle entrails,
EUH_JI !\'L“‘\ll:\_’l l'l'p Ll()l'ﬂ‘ TOOIMS Over
Christmas vacation with bricks and
plaster, and all of the usual stuff.

Then drugs came along and my be-
havior reverted to a type of vandalism
by omission. [ reasoned that by simply
not doing anything, all around me
would deteriorate and break down on
its own, [ calculated that a refrigeraror,
for example, would last about ninety
days in my kitchen; a screen door,
three wecks; and a picce of artwork,
no more than an afternoon.

SHORT WHILE
after graduation, | decided to get back
into pure, straightforward practical

joking, and to start off with a really
great one. | found out that Thad Emi-
nowski worked with a friend of mine
and that their company was transfer-
ring Thad to Hong Kong. My friend
also told me Thad planned to cat out
with his family the night before he
was supposed to leave. So | snuck into
Thad's house while he was at the res-
taurant and hid a loaded handpgun in
his luggage, as well as a box of Plasti-
pak syringes; photocopics of technical
drawings from sophisticated military
aviation journals; a vial of cocaine; a
notebook containing the phone num-
bers of several banks in Mexico City,
Jack Ruby's widow, and a Mafia-owned
bar in Miami; navigational chares of a
section of the Indian Ocean surround-
ing Dicgo Garcia; a handwritten
receipt for $1.5 million from an offi-
cial in the Libyan forcign ministry; an
cight-millimerer snuff film; and a slip
of paper bearing an address in Hong
Kong's seamy Wan Chai district, with
the notation: "Lo Chen assures me the
heroin is 96 percent pure. Remove all
twelve footlockers of it to your hotel
and wait)” Then | doctored Thad's
passport with typewriter whitcout and
a ballpoint pen, taking care to do it as
sloppily as possible.

Thad landed at Kai Tak airport,
where customs agents noted the irreg-
ularities in his passport, ripped apart
his bags, and led him to an inter-
rogation room as gawking sccurity
men and tourists shook their heads and
exchanged whispers about the ugly,
mysterious nature of his deeds.

He was questioned for ten hours,
then transferred to a holding cell at
police headquarters where representa-
tives of the US State Deparcment in-

CHILDREN AS WELL AS

A FATHER, MR, APPLETON
JOINS THEM N A GAME
OF HIS OWN INVENTION....

OK, NOW WHO CAN PUT
THE MOST ALKA-SELTZER
inl THEWR MOUTH? ..

BOBBEY,YOU'RE UP TO TEN,
COME ON, KATHY, YOu
BETTER GET GOING |

THE ALKA-SELTZER GAME.

R. APPLETON USES W\
TMAGINATION AS HE
DAD, IM TIRED OF PLAYING| DRESSES UP THE CHILDREN

OK, READN FOR
FUMNT

———ym

HERE, THIS SHELLAC
WILL DO NICELY ON YOUR
HAIR TO GIVE YOUR
HEADS THAT POINTY

SURE, KIDS - THIS IS YOUR
DAY TLL BE DARTH VALER
AND YOU CAN BE ALIENS.
LETS SEE, FIRST WELL
NEED..,

LETS PLAY BUND
ALEN'S BLUFF,,,
HERE, PUT THESE
BUMDFOLDS QM.

GOING TO DO, DADY )
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terviewed him and explained they
could do little until Hong Kong au-
thoritics adjudicated serious drug and
fircarms charges against him. They told
Thad the CIA would investigate other
evidence found in his suitcases, and
even in the event the Hong Kang gov-
ernment released him, which wasn't
likely, he could expect to be detained
for quite some time.

A company official in Kowloon in-
formed the home office that Thad
failed to report for work and that he
was unable to learn from police or the
embassy whether Thad had gorten
into any trouble. The company in turn
notificd Thad's wife, Jaue, who had al-
ready become unglued and begun to
make inquiries of her own.

Thad’s trial was scheduled to begin
in forry-five days. The Stare Depart-
ment continued to hold him in-
C‘r’i““‘\“liL‘ﬂL{f‘ ':.llld l'(..'r\lst‘l[ o i“'(1\'lll.[c
him with counsel, while a court-
appointed Chinese attorney told Thad
that he had no viable defense and that
he would most likely be imprisoned
for a long time.

On his cighth day in jail, Thad was
assaulted by a gang of Shuentzui, a fa-
natic organization of Chinese crimi-
nals who demonstrate allegiance to the
group by driving brass spikes through
their ankle bones and carving vulturcs
and rats on each other's genitalia. They
forced Thad to commit a varicty of so-
domous acts, after which they beat
him until he swallowed an entire cal-
dron full of fish cyes and mop warer.

By the time Thad reached his trial
he had lost chirry pounds and was
alarmingly psychotic.

I rescarched the Hong Kong crimi-
nal-justice system and discovered that

Shuentzui gangs impose brutal and ab-
solute control over Chinese prison
life, so I drove to the airport and paid
a tourist departing for Hong Kong fifty
dollars to take out a full-page ad in the
Hong Kong Times-Mail reading: DEATH
TO THE SHUENTZUI LILY PADS AND
HOMOSEXUALS. THEY ARE STINK IN
MY NOSTRILS=CREATURES WHOSE
BELLIES SCRAPE THE EARTH. INTER-
ESTED CITIZENS, CONTACT THAD
EMINOWSKI FOR DETAILS.

FTER THAD WAS
sentenced to Chen Lin Prison on Lan-
tao [sland sixty miles offshore, a dozen
Shuentzui inmates cornered him be-
hind a storchousce and immersed him
in a ough of several hundred thou-
sand beetles. They relentlessly sodo-
mized him, then carved mandarin
death symbols on his forchead, checks,
chest, back, calves, and hands.

In the meantime, 1 discovered that
Thad's tweo children, Cory and Mi-
chelle, were considerably attached to a
pet duck given them by a neighbor 1o
help relieve the tension inttheir family,
and alse that Thad's wife had booked
a trip to Hong Kong to scarch for her
husband. 1 called Jane on the phone
just before the airport limo was to
pick her up at home, and said in the
voice of an Oriental gangster, "If you
ever want to see your husband again,
kill your duck and bring it with you to
Hong Kong. Failure to comply will be
fatal”

The limo driver rang the doorbell,
and Jane invited him in to pick up her

luggage as she bolted around the house
in a desperate frenzy, badly shaken by
the call and bewildered as to how she
might go about murdering the duck.
Jane filled a pail with water and
rushed to the backyard, where Cory
and Michelle were playing with their
pet. She asked Cory to give her the
duck, then instructed them to go in-
side the house and watch television.
As they left, the duck wriggled away
from her and flapped toward the drive-
way. Jane ran the duck down, but be-
fore she could return to the backyard
the limo driver told her that his pas-
sengers were late and that he would
leave if she didn't ger in immediately.
Exasperated, Jane forced the duck's
head into the bucket and held it there
thrashing and screeching while she
climbed into the backseat. Jane's chil-
dren heard the commotion and scram-
bled to the sidewalk just in time to
make out the final throes of their pet
duck's feet through a tinted window as
the limo pulled away. Jane turned to
wave good-bye to them. Cory stood
rigid and stunned; Michelle ran after
the car in tears, The limo passengers
gaped at Jane and the sloshing bucket
of water and the dead duck with aston-
ishment and revulsion, and conspicu-
ously avoided her throughout the ride.
I knew Jane would be staying at the
Ambassador Hotel, so I hired a private
detective to instruct an associate in
Hong Kong to enter Jane’s hotel room
while she was out and replace her dead
duck with a live one. When Jane
opened the suitcase she used to trans-
port the carcass, a shrieking duck leapt
into her face and rocketed around the
room.
She was still in shock whena messen-
continued on page 72

| NOW WATCH OUT--
HERE COME THE MARTIAN

RAIN CLOUDS. RUN :
QUICK, ,RUN | YOU'LL GET
WET! /

YOW! IMGETTING
SOAKED!

52 NATIONAL LAMPOON

.. REMEMBER, FOLKS)

” NORM!WHAT 1S eome:

ONM7? THE CHILDREN \WERE

RUNNING AROUND 1N
THE RAIN WITH BUND-
FOLDS OM!

LAUGR AND TWE
WORLD LAUGHS
WITH YOU...

WELL, THAT DOES IT
NOou KIDS GO TO BED
WITHOUT DINMNER!

Coovriaht © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc.



Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health.
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FOOT BOL

Lucas Bols never missed Monday Night Football.
Like most of us, he played a little ball in high school
and that's about as far as it went. But his interest
in the game never waned.

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

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

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

Life is an adventure 3
...80 have yourself a

Enjoy more than 30 BOLS ligueurs and brandies 30-78 proof.
Produced and bottled in the U.S.A. under personal supervision of the
Amsterdam Directors. Erven Lucas Bols Distilling Company, Louisville, Ky.

(REME DE CACAQ

+ LI OUVEURSY %"

Order a top quality T-shirt featuring the portrait of Lucas
Bols. Available in Renaissance Tan. Specify Medium, Large
or Extra-Large. Only $4.95 including postage and handling.
Send check or money order to: The Friends of Lucas Bols,
Box 6787, Bridgewater, New Jersey 00807,
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The editors and theirmoms.

laught HER EDITORIAL

We do so have a sense of humor! And so do our moms!
And we're going to prove it, too, right here in print, every
month,

I mean, where do guys get off saying women don’t have
a sense of humor? That’s like saying Negroes don’t have a
sense of rhythm.

We might well ask: Do men have a sense of humor?

Poor taste, shit, and those less fortunate than them-
selves —that's what men think is funny, 1 still have night-
mares about the way my exhusband made fun of my
mother,

Lines like ”I skinned your wife—now where’s the bear |
have to fuck?”leave them limp with laughter. I'm sure
you're not amused.

Men are mean and cruel and nasty, and who cares what
they think anyway?

women have been making jokes since Adam first took
off his fig leaf.

This tradition of incisive wit has been carried on by such
notable women humorists as Anita Loos, Gertrude Stein,
Dorothy Parker, Emily Dickinson, and Evelyn Waugh.

We feel that something special is happening here at Re-
dondo Beach Women's Humor Collective. . . something
magical and beautiful. Perhaps the souls of these stupen-
dously talented sisters have entered our bodies, have con-
vened here to create a female humor renaissance.

The world really needs us. 1t’s full of people just insult-
ing one another, LaughtHER adds a new perspective to this

c laugthER

bleak humor landscape. Our subject matter is not sexist,
ageist, or offensive to homosexuals. All our material is
chosen by a committee of tuned-in, mellow political activ-
ists dedicated to good taste and equality. . .and can be
understood by twelve year olds.

We won't make fun of animals or people. We won't
demean things. Our humor leaves no scars. It won’'t choke
you or wound you. It won’t make you gag or throw up or
give you cramps. 1t will reflect the world around you. 1t's
cheerful and perky and happy. It'll make you giggle and
face the world with a sunny smile, while, of course,
educating you.

We want LaughtHER to become a way of life. Those of
you who wear and love our T-shirts will be glad to know
we're planning a complete line of handcrafted plant
hangers and ceramic bongs.

In addition to our nationwide publishing empire, we
plan to have a LaughtHER home for battered women in
every community and LaughtHER child-care centers so
you can have the time to read our magazine.

We're getting into video, too.

It's not easy putting out a magazine, but we've done it
on our own (unless you count my having to sleep with the
typesetter— ha, ha).

And, we're proud.

Tathiy... Golbin oifoe ot
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My husband.
I think I’ll dump him.

My husband, Bill. We’ve been married
now for seven years. Seven boring,
stupid, numbing ycars of prime-time
television, visits to the in-laws, and twice-
monthly fifteen-second sex. He’s going
nowhere on the job, he can't make
conversation, and his breath smells. For
seven years I've sacrificed myself to this
pathetic lump of nothing. Reined in my
potential, quashed my inborn talents and
abilities, denied myself in every way to
serve this total zero, But no more, Now
I've discovered

FUKITOL

Yes, Fukitol, a magic formula that's
helped me see Bill as the stupid twerp he
really is. Fukitol, a potent combination
of secret ingredients, which has giver: me
the insight and the courage to commit
myself to change and liberation. Fukitol.
Taken as directed, it can turn your head
around.

So long, Bill. Go fuck yourself.

FUKITOL

v
.
.

laughtHER

Vol. 1, No. 3 Oct. 1979

NEXTSTOPR, SPLITSVILLE . . <o = o ot simianosi samsain . e st i d s i bisics 9
(The wacky side of ditching Mr, Wrong, Wrong, Wrong!)

SHENTE. cooici inimaimiomsvs o sininne mmsim: s o0mgs e s 4 0o b e i A i S S e 6o s 14
(Feminist fun from a black perspeclive.]

THELADIES"ROOM. . .0 cvennnvnnsens LN Y (BT AT W e e T TR S 16
("You can't spell asshole without thp a in‘man’ " and other
right-on graffiti from Bay Area rest rooms,)

EAETERBIRTH vl Sl oo cmnn s b e A et e i eyl oo, B el 19
(LaughtHER looks at those first manic months of motherhood)

THEADVENTURESOF DICK TRACER (o0 e 5 ensmniseitin. 57 divinis s sra s raie: syavaien 21
(The Queen of the Rape Squad Vigilantes in her very own comic strlp|)

JOKES FOR THE JANE . . ... o s 5 g e O VNG (RN O o L

(“So then this guy with really huge testtcles comes in the bathroom see. . .")
FAT-FARMFEFUNNIES .. ... ...t itennrnrenrenernrnrnrsnens i g 0 o S
(A whimsical guide to comestible deprwanon)

WHATIE Gt v il il s ol s e, o o e Lt T e 28
(Introducing a new feature; this month, What if. . . men had periods?!)

LESBIANLEVITY, BYLAPPHOM .o . A ). B . i veennesnrsras 30
(Check it out!)

DOINERID ME, BUSTER . ., . e . - - - st e o T T AT T e o iones o s 34
(The lighter side of contraception and abortion.)

LAUGHTHERIANGUAGE . ........ % . ccc-ooe o Bloaooci B covooniivins 39

(“Woman’s laughter, all in fun; man’s laughter’s homicide.”
Liberated proverbs for today.)

PACKIEIRERIEEERES, . . .. . CTORIEEP ., . . . VO, . | . TP, . .\ o eeaes 40
(Watch out, London, here she comes!)
FLO'S FATALFASHIONS ............ S E T i T T P S Ay

(Mace-laced lingerie for the man who won’t take no for an answer.)

MADERUIP MAKEUR . o ot i a0p o st 570550 9 e soiie S50 oo 9 (a1 a8 e 08 44
(Khmer rouge and other feminist face paints.)
GIVING HIMTHE CAMSHAFT . .0 ariicnaina o as i ace) asssce vsisisarn 0 se k) sias 48

(Don’t get mad, get even! 101 ways to wreck his car.)

© 1979 LaughtHER Magﬁzlnn Corp. All rights insisted on and reserved. Reproduction without permission is
strictly prohibited; it's also a felony called rape, so watch it. LeughtHER magazine is published periodically
{once a month, unless we're late) by the Redondo Beach Women's Humor Collective, Redondo Beach,
California 10018, USA. Second-class postage paid by first-clags citizens at Redondo Beach, California. Un-

solicited manuscripts should be accompanied by return postage, allhough we'll publish almost anything.

Back issues and subscriptions are incredibly available. Address all back-issue and subscription requests to
LaughtHER Magazine, Redondo Beach, California 10018.

0T SOMETHING P

g P
LOVE YOUR )¢ £
7 Y NICE NIPPLES! (I INYOUR PANTS A ! JUST IGNORE
WEY BABY Ul QRS ’ ' J.'?L | s | e, Haeer,
R ' & b 4 L |
. e 7 vy B s St
. b L/ ‘F . o T H H ™ I !
vl e v o A T
S : il I'ﬂ“ - ‘”
: B L ’ / Dl
N 1\
i . = n l
! @ o S~
£
Fmaon i
Iauah‘tl-lER-3

Coovriaht © 2007 National | amopoon Inc.



Blake, Joyce: Men think what's funny is
what makes them laugh. But that's pure
bullshit!

Me: Why do you bill yourselves
using your last names first? |s it cool
for me to ask that?

Joyce: Sure. It's because that's
what society tells you your name
“really” is, right?

[Laughter.]

Joyce: It's like your last name is the
most sacred, important, holy thing in
the whole fuck-ing world, man. Until
you get married, that is, right? Then all
of a sudden your name isn’t so
important anymore—your hushand’s
last name is this most marvelous
wonderful thing that they give to you
out of the generosity of their
hearts. . .. See?

Me: So with, like, the way you bill
yourselves, you're just doing what
society supposedly wants. . .

Joyce: Yeah, exactly, right, but, like,
no, not really. | mean, it's a sarcasm
thing, too, like.

Judy: Hey, but women aren’t
supposed to be sarcastic!

Judy and Joyce: [Together] Bull-
shit)

[Laughter.]

Joyce: That's our bullshit alarm.
It's like, a thing we have.

Me: Wow,

Joyce: | mean, like, | don’t see why
women aren’t capable of being as
sarcastic as men, right?

Judy: Right! And that's what our’

whole act is about, really. To prove
that women can be as sarcastic as
men,

Me: Well, how do you write your

“ .‘aush’fHER

LaughtHER Inte

Two Wild
and
Crazee “Gals”

by Gail Shipley

| went down to the Funny Bonefr)
the other night to catch the great new
feminist comedy team of Blake, Joyce
and Goldstein, Judy. The next day |
talked to them in their apartment on
the beach.

material?

Judy: On a typewriter!

[Laughter.]

Me: No, really, you guys.

Joyce: Okay. We'll just be sitting
around bullshitting, really, and one of
us’ll say something, and, like, usually
it'll have to do with being sarcastic
about, like, testicles? And we just sort
of riff off each other,

Me: So it's
spontaneous?

Judy: Well, we take notes and

completely

“refine it, of course. For performances.

Joyce: ‘Cause women are supposed
to be so refined.

[Laughter.)

Me: Can vyou, like, give me an
example?

Joyce: Okay...well...let's say
I'm Judy’s husband, and I've just
come home from a hard day at the
office, and she hasn’t made dinner for
me because she’s studying for her bar
exam.

[Both get into character, Joyce
assuming a far-out “masculine”
posture and lowering her voice, Judy
looking very tired as she studies.]

Joyce: Hey, Jude, I'm home!

Judy: Mmmim-hmmm. . .

Joyce: Hey! Where’s my fuckin’
dinner, you stupid cunt?

Judy: Please, Ted, I'm studying for
my bar exam,

Joyce: A man works hard all day,
he’s entitled to his fuckin’ dinner
when he comes home. ya dumb clit!
[Laughter.] Geez, my friends’ll

rview

Goldstein, Judy: The relationship
hetween comedian and audience is

usually a power relationship. We're trying
to change all that.

think I’'m, like, fuckin’ emasculated or
somethin’!

[More laughter.]

Judy: Oh, Ted, really now. Why
don’t you drive to McDonald's and
bring us back a couple of Big Macs? -

|Explosive laughter.]

Joyce: Oh, yeah? And what'll | tell
the girl there, the cute little girl there
behind the counter, when she asks me
about my wife?

Judy: Why, tell her I'll have mine
with french fries, dear.

[Uproarious laughter.]

Joyce: [As “herself” now] That sort
of thing.

Judy: | loved your thing about
calling me a dumb clit, Joyce.

Joyce: Thanks, Jude.

Me: It's really beautiful the way
you two support each other. You can
see that quality onstage, too.

Judy: Yeah, we try to embody that
in our act—

Joyce: —and in our lives, too.

Judy: Right. Because | really
believe that your comedy should
reflect the totality of your life. Just as
your life is more than just the totality
of your comedy.

Me: Far out,

Joyce: Yeah. | think what helps
Judy and me to work together so well
is that we see comedy as a kind of
vehicle for saying something more.
More than just getting the laughs. |
mean, like, neither of us thinks that
comedy necessarily has to be funny,
you know? (|
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Little Ms. Muffet
sat on a tuffet
Eating her curds and whey
Along came a spider
And sat down beside her
Mg, Muffet just
shooed him away

.___\ e :
'_‘-i\.‘\ -4‘. "L'C \ “

'-'1*

Right-on Rachel Why
do men think women
talk too much?

Liberated Linda: 'Cause

ey can take any
more of our 1libl

Liberated Linda: How
do you keep a moron
in suspense?

Oafish Boy: I don't
know. How¥

Liberated Linda: I'll
tell you tomorrow.

\ Freida...

Freida who?
Freida be a surgeon J
or an airline pilot
when I grow up.
- Yeahl

‘.?,h DID T h.
FIREPERS 0N \-!:‘_b_' 2
FLEDISUSPENDER®
¢ _I—tE EP HLP\ \
(]
YEAH! ~

 Knock, knock,,,
ho's

Hiram...

Little Jack Horner
sat in .a corner

Eating his Christmas pie

He stuck in his thumb
And pulled out a plum
Made a huge mess

and started to cry

£ CJ WREE &5

Right-on Rachel: How
many women have been

&

president of the United

States?

Liberated Linda: Not
enoughl

Liberated Linda: What
time was 1t when
Daddy came home drunk
last night?

Right-on Rachel: Time

for Mommy to file
for divorcel

. Knock, knock...
[ ) Who's there?

Hiram who?

Hiram if they do the
job as well as

women, fire ‘em
if they don' t.

Right onl

Next month be sure to read the giggle-filled adventures of Chuckle-
berry Finn— Huckleberry's younger, smarter sisterl

lauathﬂa 5
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BUY OUR
T~-SHIRT

Hey, sisters! Let the world know
where you're coming from with
one of LaughtHER’s own, unique,
“designer” T-shirts. These T-
shirts (the T is for tee-hee, or
should that be tee-she?!) are 100
percent natural cotton, stenciled
with organic biodegradable ink,
and individually handerafted by
members of the Redondo Beach
Women’s Folk Art and T-shirt
Collective, :

Supplies are:limited, so
order now. :

Redondo Beach Women's Humor Collective
1 Redondo Beagh. Caltorma 10018 1

' Sisters!
Please send me
LaughtHFR T-shirts al $11 95 each.

lenclose & —

| Name — ],

Address

| om State__ Zip

My Mom’s Favorite Joke

77

Dear LaughtHER:
Loved your piece on scrotal
orgasms! Real satire! Right on!
Barbara Morris
Maxpax, Cal.

Hey Sisters:

Here’s a joke I heard. You think
that | could get it printed in your
super magazine? A man walks into a
grocery store and goes up to these
two sisters who, like, don't just waork
there but they own the place. And he
says to them, “Do you have
wieners?” And they say, “No, thank
Cod, and you can bet we don’t want
yours!” How ‘bout it?

Marlene Ritchie
San Yoho, Cal.
Ed.: Here it is, Marlene. Thanks for
the chuckle.

Dear Sirs (sic!):

My wife brought home a copy of
your magazine. You know where it is
now? It’s in the toilet, like the piece
of shit it is, that’s where! You want a
piece of free advice? Go shave your
legs and take a bath and learn to
cook a fuekin’ roast. Then maybe
some poor slob will slip you six stiff
inches, which is what you're really
begging for, for Christ’s sakes!

Bill Masters
El Emenope, Cal.
Ed.. Thanks, Bill. Just what we
expected. Really great.

" Dear LaughtHER:

I'm so fat I’d slit my wrists if |
could find them. Does that make
‘you laugh? I’'ve got a million-more.

: " Lorraine Ennis

Montezuma, Cal.
Ed.: Hey, Lorraine, we don’t make
fun of our sisters” misfortunes.

Sisters:

I just read your magazine and,
like, the only thing that | can say is
“Wow!” Too much! | mean, the shit
you print is shit | can relate to. As a
woman. Not a pile of sexist crap like
“MASH,” you know? Or “Beetle
Bailey.” Like that piece you did
about the guy who had his dick shot
full of silicone? And that cartoon
about the guy who spent six hours in
a shoe store trying to buy a pair of
cowboy boots? Too fuckin” much!
Hey, keep it up! | love it!

Angel Goldberger
Oldport Beach, Cal.

Dear Ladies:

We've found several offensive
words in your magazine (dyke, gash,
monogamy), and on top of that, you
have na viable plan for screening out
male readers.

We quit.

Signed,
Peg, Lisa, and Shelley,
a splinter group that never wants to
speak to you again
Ed.: We'll miss the constant hum of
your vibrators.

Dear LaughtHER:

Wouldn't you know, now they
have Avon men, The other day, my
four-year-old son answered the door
and there was our Avon man. He
said to my son, “Is your mommy
home?” My son said yes. Mr. Avon
said, “May | see her, please?” My son
said sure, led him down the hall,
opened the bathroom door, pointed
to me sitting on the can, and said,

“That’s my mommy.”

Isn't he cute?
Sincerely,

Mrs. Lorne Morton
Ed.: He certainly is! Be sure to write
us again next time when he does
something. But lucky you weren’t
raped. That wouldn’t have been
funny at all.

(This is Sharyls mamls Fverits jobe. Serdin yourmombs Favorite_jolte, 7o:
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continued from page §U

BOBBY NOFKA

telling you, we'd rather hear Bobby do
Lenny Bruce than Lenny himself. 1
swear, Bobby had it all down. Some-
times he'd po off on a riff where he'd
just repeat the same Lenny Bruce joke
over and over, and we'd still erack up.
Like the one from the “Frank Dell at
the London Palladium” routine where
Dell says, "I just got back from Lost
Wages—Lost Wages, Nevada!” Bobby
would walk around the party and in-
terrupt pcnplu's conversation and say,
“I just got back from a funny little
place in Nevada called Lost Wages.
Lost Wages, Nevada!” All night long
he'd repeat the words "Lost Wages”
He'd sneak up on us and whisper it in
our cars, or pop up from behind a sofa,
or goose us, and say those magic
words, doing it just like Lenny, with
the same New York inflections:
“Looorst Wayges."

The odd thing about Bobby at these
partics was that he couldn't make the
chicks laugh. The guys would be piss-
ing in their pants, but the girls
thought he was a creep and not at all
funny. Nowadays you always hear girls
tell you that the first thing they look
for in a guy is a sense of humor. So |
could never understand why Bobhby,
the funniest guy in the neighborhood,
could never score. And when a girl
1 didn't laugh at Bobby's routine, he'd
try harder, Finally, when everything
bombed, he would get very sarcastic
and insult the girl, saying stuff like,
"Hey, Sheila, you don't have to put on
fresh lipstick. Just use what you've got
on your teeth!" Maybe the girls were
scared he'd eut them to picees with his
Bruce-isms or a Shelly Berman shrick.

A few years later Bobby went into
his Jonathan Winters phase. You re-
member how nutty Winters was.
Well, Bobby was even nuttier. He was
spooky. We'd be walking on Madison
Avenue near Brooks Brothers and he'd
go right up to a well-dressed execu-
tive-type guy coming out of the store
and say, “They're going to land on the
roof, right behind us...cthe little
people” And then he'd go into those
weird Jonathan Winters sound effects.
Most of those guys wanted to call the
police and have Bobby carted away.

[ had a theory about Bobby when he
was in his Winters phase. I think all
that rejection by the chicks during his
Lenny Bruce phase made him look for
a comedian who was even more far
out, more into the sick stuff. Because
whenever I'd ask Bobby about his love
life, he'd make up stories that 1 knew
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were lies. He still wasn't getting laid,
but he was getting funnier,

The late sixties and early seventies
were certainly crazy times for every-
one. This is when | nearly lost touch
with Bobby. He moved to California.
Every now and then I'd get a phone
call when he was in town, and he was
always sounding different. Once he
was George Carlin, another time he
was Richard Pryor or Mel Brooks,
even Cheech and Chong. 1 think he
was confused because there were so
many comedy styles to choose from.

Nowadays [ see Bobby a lot. He's
back in New York working in the ad-
vertising department of a big movie
company. He's married (so | guess he
gets laid once in a while) and has a
daughter, age five. But he hasn't really
changed. He's still one of the funniest
people 1 know, only now he's into the
new anticomedy comedy style.

For instance, at a party recently,
Bobby stood up and read The Golden
Bowl, a novel by Henry James, out
loud to the entire group, just like
Andy Kaufman did with The Great
Gatsby. Bobby is into a new kind of
thing—getting audicnce reactions,
breaking all the rules. “No more jokes)”
he said. " You know what? | forgot all
my jokes, all my old routines: They
don't make it anymore. The only real
comedy is spontancous. It's got to
come right out of yourself, right on
the spot. You got to make yourself
naked out there in front of your
audience”

[s Bobby funnier now? Maybe not
funnier, but different. Like 1 said, he
was always a litele ahead of his time.
Next week, who knows? He may be
doing old burlesque routines, old Jack
Carter bits. If Andy Kaufman thinks
burlesque bits are the next hip thing,
you can be sure Bobby will be into it
and have me rolling on the floor.

JACK WORTHEIMER

"Shake it but don't break it, wrap it up
and I'll take it)” Jack is always “on” and
works so hard to get a laugh that he
sweeps you up with his energy and
sheer nerve.

Once, Jack and 1 happened to be on
the same California-to-New York flight,
the one they call the “red eye” because it
leaves Los Angeles around ten or eleven
and lands in New York about five in the
morning. If you can sleep on an air-
plane, this is your kind of flight. If you
can’t, you usually drink yourself into a
stupor and just doze. But Jack wasn't
having any part of slceping or dozing.
He was going nonstop. He was deter-

mined to put all the passengers in good
spirits so that the trip would just “fly by
in no time," as he quipped.

First, Jack did imitations of the pilot.
You know, the guy who comes on and
tells you a bunch of boring and useless
information about where you are—like,
flying over the Grand Canyon or the
Ohio River—or telling you the temper-
ature in Pittsburgh. Jack would walk up
and down the aisle doing this imitation
of the pilot until he woke up everybody.
At first a lot of the passengers were a
little annoyed and cranky, but Jack
wouldn't let up until he had them all
laughing in spite of themselves. He'd
say something like, "Good evening,
ladies and gentlemen, this is your pilot,
Captain Crash Landing. | want to wel-
come you aboard Fly-by-Night Airlines,
Flight 497, flying nonstop to JFK Air-
port in New York. Wait a minute, I'm
sorry...that's Flight 326, flying nonstop
to Beirut. No, [ beg your pardon, it’s
Flight 86 to Instanbul...[ was looking
at the wrong map. OQur estimated time
of arrival is next Tuesday, We'll be flying
at an altitude of twenty-nine feet at an
average speed of sixty miles an hour,
just five miles over the limit, so [ don 't
think we're in danger of getting a speed-
ing ticket. Our hostesses have supplied
you with sexy magazines, whoopie cush-
ions, and other party favors. There's a
free bottle of booze for anyone over
twenty-one, and | understand the movie
tonight will be Deep Throat. If there’s
anything special you need from your
stewardess, just press the little blue but-
ton on the arm of your seat and she'll be
right over. | suggest you tip her at least
five dollars.”

By this time Jack is beginning to get
the passengers on his side and he's really
rolling. “This is Captain Landing
again... | just want to remind you that
when you see the Fasten Seat Belt and
No Smoking signs go on, it simply
means we're encountering a bit of tur-
bulence, perhaps a temporary break-
down in our radar system, and
sometimes our windshield wipers go on
the fritz. Just routine problems, nothing
to get upset about...unless we're flying
through the mountains, which we usu-
ally have to do for about two or three
hours. If you hear a very loud hum, it
means that one or more of our engines
is malfunctioning. If the hum stops
and you don't hear anyching, it means all
our engines are malfunctioning. If you
hear a door opening in the pilot's cabin,
and a lot of air rushing in, it means ['ve
just bailed out”

Just when you think Jack has ex-
hausted his pilot routine, he comes up

continued
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continued

with another bit even more hilarious.
He disappears into the bathroom for a
minute and emerges as—are you ready
for this?—an Arab hijacker. Right.
Complete with burnoose and gun. He
grabs one of the stewardesses and says,
“Please accompany me to the pilot’s

cabin. This flight will be going to Libya.

Do as I say and no one will be hurt”” He

really scares the hell out of the poor girl.

For a minute, I thought Jack went a bit
too far with that one. And then, for the
clincher, just before we land in New
York, he'll walk around the plane hold-
ing up a big piece of hardware that
looks like an airplane bolc and tell the
stewardess that it “fell off” in his hand.
By the time we're on the runway he’s
acrually getting applause. Some of the
passengers even think he was hired by
the aitline as an entertainer.

[ almost hate to say it, but Jack
Wortheimer is one hell of a funny guy.

continued from page 40

SANDI SPRINKLER

corset from the thirties or forties that
she wore over the sweater like some
kind of vest, all strapped up. In the
daytime she usually wears modified
clown makeup on her face and tops it
all off with a sailor hat. When you
walk down the street with Sandi, you
better be prepared for anything.

Sandi's telephone answering ma-
chine has a cute message. The first
thing you hear is a sound like flames
crackling. Then you hear Sandi’s voice
above the flames saying the usual
things: I'm not home now, etc., etc.
Please leave a message, etc., etc. All the
while, the sounds ger louder unril it’s
unmistakable. It sounds like the house
is on fire. You hear what sounds like
walls and ceilings erashing down.
Then Sandi, in that irrepressible voice,
screams for help,and the tape goes dead.

And the things that happen to
her.... For some reason she gets into
the craziest scrapes. Sandi is a free-
lance illustrator, mostly for children’s
books. Actually, she's not exactly an il-
lustrator, more a collage maker. You
know, putting together bits and pieces
of colored paper into various shapes,
mostly abstract. I'm not sure I really
understand her work, but it is bright
and colorful and I guess children relate
to it. But for quite a while now things
have been slow for Sandi, and she
needed some part-time work to make
ends meet, so she put an ad in the Sit-
uations Wanted section of the Village
Voice. Sure enough, she gets a
reply immediately—a filmmaker who
needs an all-around assistant.
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It turns out that the guy makes
porn movies, eight-millimeter jobbies,
the kind that you find in "adult book-
stores and peep shows, really class
stuff. But he assures Sandi. that it’s a
legitimate job as a production assist-
ant. "It may not be M-G-M, but I pay
in cash. No checks, no taxes)" the di-
rector says. Sandi is very hard-up for
money, so she takes the job.

She reports for work the next day to
this grungy loft in Chinatown, where
they’re shooting an epic called Four on
the Floor. [t stars two guys, a girl, and a
dog, a Great Dane. It’s got every-
thing—the guys are bisexual, so they'll
do homo and hetero work, and the
girl will do.both the guys and the dog,
and the dog will probably do the guys
as well. You've got to get the most out
of your cast in these low-budget flicks.
Except there's one catch. The girl
doesn’t show up. The directoris ina
real jam. He's got to finish the movie
in on¢ afternoon because he promised
it to the distributor, a Mafia front or-
ganization. It seems that he'’s in hock
to them up to his ears and he's got to
crank out these pictures fast or they'll
break his face. He begs Sandi to sub-
stitute for the missing actress.

Of course, Sandi won't do it, bur
the guy breaks down and cries like a
baby. No one can bear seeing a grown
man cry like a baby, not even a parn-
film director in hock to the Mafia.
And Sandi is a pretty soft touch be-
sides. The director says he'll give her a
bonus along with whatever the actress
was supposed to get—anything—as
long as she does the job. As [ said,
Sandi really needed the money badly,
and she reasoned that no one she knew
would ever see the movie, so she fi-
nally agreed. The only condition she
made was that she had to wear a full
mask to protect her reputarion. The
director thought it was a good idea—
real kinky. Just between you and me, it
was a great idea. Sandi is not one of the
best-looking ladies of our time. Her
figure isn’t bad, but that clown makeup
did hell with her complexion.

No sense boring you with the plot
of a movie like this. It’s mainly con-
cerned with all kinds of fucking, and it
doesn’t waste time getting down to
business. The first scene is already very
baroque. Sandi is on the bottom, one
of the guys is on top of her, the second
guy is doing the first guy from behind,
and the dog is doing the second guy.
Now Sandi is getting very nervous,
and the dog, who I was told was a vet-
eran of porn movies, is catching some
of her vibes. At the moment of in-

sertion for everyone, Sandi suddenly
wants to stop. This throws everybody
out of whack, especially the dog, who
panics and pisses all over the second
fag. The second fag turns out to be a
golden-shower freak, and he gets so
turned on by the spray that he comes
in a shot, right into the first fag, who is
taken totally by surprise. The first fag
jumps back and knocks the second fag
and the dog into the cameraman, who
goes sprawling with them, banging
into a marble coffee table on which is
lying a vacuum cleaner that was going
to be used in another scene. Somehow
the vacuum cleaner gets turned on and
the first fag’s erect penis, which is all
wet, gets sucked into the nozle.

Don't ask me how the next thing
happened, but Sandi swears that the
poor guy got his penis electrocuted.
There must have been a short some-
where in the vacuum cleaner, which
made contact with the guy's grounded
wee-wee, The other fag, meanwhile,
smashes his head against the marble
coffee table and fractures his skull. The
cameraman’s equipment gets broken,
and the director’s film is over in one
shot, as they say; and as far as he is
concerned, his life is pretty near over
too. Loan sharks have no sense of
humor about money. Sandi does the
only smart thing: she scoops up her
clothes and runs the hell out of the
loft before anyone can say boo.

And that’s a typical Sandi Sprinkler
story. Except this one has a postscript.
[t seems that the two fags, the director,
and the owner of the dog are suing
poor Sandi for all sorts of damages,
making up some kind of legitimate
story about their film and how she
caused them severe bodily harm, loss
of income, and, in the casc of the two
fags, the termination of their acting ca-
reers. The dog’s owner claims that the
dog is now so nervous he can't per-
form in front of the camera (the dog is
supposed to be a highly paid TV
model), which will curtail the owner's
incomé. The suit is for ten million
dollars. Somehow the director con-
vinced the Mafia bosses to hire one of
those high-powered lawyers to sue
poor Sandi, and he concocted this air-
tight story. It's the three guys’ story
against hers, and it doesn't look good
for her (the dog owner has a separate
suit for three million). The great thing
about Sandi is that she isn't worried a
bit. If the lawyers come after her, she'll
just take off for Paris or Rome or Tim-
buktu. She's unpredictable and a total
nutbar. “You know what kook spelled
backward is, don't you? That's me!” []
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EIGHT AGES

BY SHARY FLENNIKEN AND P. J. OROURKE

EARLYCHILDHOOD

INFANCY

W

YoU AWEUL MAN /
SCARING A cHiLo/

them laugh. However, practically anything will also
make them cry or shit. The idea of "objective correla-
tive” is not well developed in babies. It's hard to discover
what will make them laugh to the exclusion of other baby
reactions (crying and shitting): Mom's smile works, and so
do some, but not most, of the funny noises Dad makes, also
the first one minute of the new birdie mobile over the crib.
Babies can make themselves laugh by spitting out strained
peas and whacking one thing repeatedly with another, Un-
fortunately, the other thing is frequently their head, so this
is to be discouraged until the soft spot glazes over. Baths,

]NFANCY: YEARS 0-2. Practically anything will make

HE THINKS YouR
SINATRA

RECORDS ARE
so FuNny/

HE LIKES To HEAR
THEM  SCR/TCH
serrcH scritch! |

car rides, and relatives cause parenthetical bursts of laughter
bracketed by howls of terror and disgust—a reaction similar
to the one adults have to sex.

humor becomes more fully developed, though whack-

ing one thing (e.g., furniture) repeatedly with another
(e.g., hammer) still figures large, as does spitting out whole
peas and, in fact, whole lamb chops and plates of spaghetti.
"Pec-pee)’ "ea-ca)' "doo-doo” become hilarious. So does
saying "No!" and taking pants off in front of aunts. Chil-
dren of this age start to respond to adult verbal humor

EARLY CHILDHOOD: YEARS 2-6. The sense of
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CHILDHOOD

LATE

ADOLESCENCE

stimuli, and they can be temporarily amused by the spec-
tacle of a portly, distinguished grandfather who sits on the
boards of five major corporations saying, “Somebody's been
sleeping in my bed and they've stiitititiill there!” in a tweeny-tiny,
squeaky-weaky, little-bitty bird voice. But, then, who can’t?

largely outer-directed. Peak appreciation of the silly

commences—six to twelve year olds are the only
people who fully, appreciate puns, farts, or Dad with a
couple of drinks in him. On the other hand, things that are
supposed to be "funny”—comic books, cartoons, Dr.
Scuss—are viewed with solemnity and intense absorption.

A fascination with cute behavior in animals also
emerges, although such behavior is regarded, in turns, as ci-
ther fantastically humorous or unbearably adorable. When
the marmoset pups in a Disney movie begin to romp in a
disconcertingly anthropomorphic manner, children cither
giggle like loons or voice an "awwwwwww...” of heart-
rending affection for the world's young and flufty in general.
No adult can tell what the reaction will be.

During these years,the male and female senses of humor
begin ro differentiate. Girls start a period of highly private,
slightly hysterical giggling that will last into their twenties
and that even they cannot explain.

Boys begin to laugh at the aberrant appearance and man-

EATE CHILDHOOD: YEARS 6-12. Humor becomes
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ner of others, especially fat women teachers. They also
begin a lifclong love of smut. At this age, though, smut is
enjoyed for its essential smuttiness only. A nine-ycar-old
boy may laugh loud and long at a filthy jest without any no-
tion of the various shades of meaning among "fuck” "hand-
job! "douche bag)” “syph)” and “cunt fart”

Coincidental wich their affection for animal cuteness,
boys begin to find great fun in torturing any living creature
they can gain control over. Exploding robins with M-80s,
grilling mice with Zippos, strapping dogs to skateboards,
and cornholing cars with tomato stakes dipped in paint
thinner all bring peals of mirth to young boys. Perhaps it is
their callow way of expressing a love too deeply felt. Such
behavior will reemerge fifty years later when, half impotent,
they'll be caught tying whores to hotel beds and lashing
them with belt leather. By then, however, only the divoree
lawyers will be laughing.

DOLESCENCE: YEARS 12=18. Focus of humor
shifts from aberrant behavior in adults and animals
to aberrant behavior in cach other. Tallness, short-
ness, thinness, fatness, stutter, tic, limp, or even the wrong
sweater can make a teen the butt of jokes for years. Ethnic
groups become extremely funny, especially ethnic groups
that go to another high school and large groups of whom
aren't standing around within carshot. Terms such as “Shi-
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YOUTH

ADULTHOOD

HAVE You LISTENED
T0 THE NEWS

Looks LIKE THINGS
ARE GCING STRAIGHT
DoWNHILL TO |84 -
TOTAL
DISASTER. ),

WE MIGHT AS WELL
LAVGH AND MAKE
LoVE AND EN3JoV
OURSELVES

{ WiLL You SLEEP

} AW HAW [
\ WiTh ME TONIGHT?) A i AW |

[ z D
B ol

A/

"o LT " ot

nola face,” “spaghetti bender)' “pope kisser;” “nickel nose)”
and "“Polish beauty queen” have their greatest currency at
this age, as do “lesbo;’ “fag,’ "fruit,’ and "cocksucker?” (This
is a period of endemic homosexual crushes and horseplay.)

Among boys, cruclty to humans replaces cruelty to ani-
mals as a source of merriment, and what goes on at a high-
school secret-society initiation ceremony would bring a
World War [l Japanese-prison-camp commandant to his
knees with mal de mer. Smut is now appreciated for its con-
tent rather than simple taboohood, although it must be as-
sumed that jokes about voracious female appetites and
erectile incapacity are at least partly lost on this audience. A
more important farm of drollery than sexual smur is the
“gross-out” —obtaining a lunch partner’s dessert, for in-
stance, by telling him that you ate out the neighbor's dog
while it was having its period and got it so excited that it
pissed up your nose.

Also, at this age, any form of antisocial behavior is seen
as enormously jocose, especially if extensive destruction of
property results—driving your mother's car through the
middle of a miniature golf course, for example, or derailing
a train.

OUTH: YEARS 18-25. By this age, most of the
Y sense of humor has been expended in trying to keep

from being laughed at during the previous age. Taste

"THE OTHER
DAY WE WERE
HAVING LuNcH

THAT
THE CLUB,

6ARY" m;.ND THE
WAITRESS WAS
(e TAKING DRINK

; ORDERS.

HES : Y%JAE:IJOW

IRREFRESSIBLE, e TV

DRINK

kT

1'D NEVER

PAVE HAD

SEX WITH
E

pngr MAN.

in humor turns "black”™ as youthful hope gives way to
cqually youthful despair. And jokes are now expected o
have a point—as is everything, a reaction to increasing
doubrs abour the purposefulness of existence. This is the
only period of life during which people argue whether
something is funny or not. One person will say, "A spic, a
nigger, and a Jew walk into this bar..”

“That's not funny!™ interrupts another. And a long dis-
cussion, which indeed is not ar all funny, will ensue.

This is a serious, sensitive, and very boring time of life,
and socicety is quite right in its attempts to keep people this
age locked up in college or the army until they outgrow it.

ingly used to ward off very real fears—sexual, social,

or economic failure; breakup of marriage; and future
prospects of a tedious, enervating life led under the twin
shadows of inescapable debt and inevitable physical decay.
Thus, people this age are a merry and hilarious bunch, espe-
cially the men, always laughing and kidding and telling sto-
ries about the boss. They also drink too much.

Women find great amusement in what their children do
(spitting out strained peas, whacking on one thing repeat-
edly with another, and giggling at the birdie mobile over the
crib). They also derive lesser but still considerable amuse-
ment from what other people’s children do (spitting out

m DULTHOOD: YEARS 25-40, Jokes are increas-
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MIDDLE AGE

MATURITY

CHARLEY WAS
TELLING ME ABOUT THIS
GUY WHO WAS ON THE
ELEVENTH TEE AND
STRODE UP T2 A
FOUR SOME ABoUT TO
DRWE OFF,

He SAYS, Do You

FELLOWS MIND |F I

PLAY THROVGH You?

TM IN SORT oF A
RO THAT

W |15 EXTREMELY

A SICKT

BUT IF HIS WIFE
WAS Sick,
SHOLLON'T HE HAVE
GONE STRAIGHT
HOME ?

AHEYD JUST SAT DOWN
WHEN THE BoY 60T

RAMBUNCTIOUS AND
TIPPED OVER THE
TABLE.

AGATHA AND CLAIRE
HAD DINNER TOGETHER
IN A RESTAURANT LAST
NIGHT AND Took CLAIRE'S
GRANDSON ALONG.

AND TWO CoUPLES
GOT UP To DANCE,
THINKING IT WAS
ONE OF THOSE
MEW DISco TUNES.

FOUR WAITERS
DROPPED THEIR TRAYS
AT THE SAME

TIME,..

IM PRETTY TIRED.

1 THINK 1L 6o up
To BED NIW.

!

whole peas, beating the furniture with hammers, and pull-
ing their pants down in front of their aunts) and from the
neighbors, who are usually experiencing sexual, social, and
cConom il._ fl‘lillll-(.' 1]|'|L| are ;]I‘(“.ll Lo gt'l | (.h\'l"r(. .

Both men and women temporarily find magazines, books,
movies, and “"Saturday Night Live™ humorous as their car-
nal interest in cach other flags and thewr old civele of friends
dissolves in a fog of marriage and remarriage, leaving them
with nothing much to do in the evening.

M

never see them do it This 1= humor's mystery period. No
one knows what makes people really bagh during this time
of life. Women over forty chuckle at malicious gossip ex-
clusively. And the men erack up only at inappropriate mo-
ments, such as right after a funcral when they're very
drunk. Finding our what truly amuses these people is very
important because this is the peak TVawarching audience
and if the networks could discover how to make their hun-
dreds of sitcoms funny to this segment of the population,
they would be even far richer than they are today, rich
enough to rule the world. Of course, folks from forty to
sixty-five watch some sitcoms alrcady. The men watch
“Three's Company because of all the breasts, and the

IDDLE AGE: YEARS 40-65. You often hear people
this age say rhey laughed. "1 laughed so hard |
thought I was going to burst]” they say. But you

68 NATIONAL LAMPOON

women watch “Different Strokes™ because of the cute col-
ored kid. But they never laugh. They just sit there.

Zen master humor probably has its roots in middle age,
since this is the time of life when smacking a college stu-
dent over the head with a sandal probably scems the fun-
niest. Probably, but no one knows for sure. One thing is
certain, however: after forty-five, women have no sense of
humor at all.

ATURITY: YEARS 65 AND OVER. Spitting out
m strained peas and whacking the tablerop over and
over again during dinner provokes an occasional
gulfaw. Although it's hard, at this age, to tell a guffaw from
a vital hfe sign gone haywire, Anyway, nothing much ¢lse
makes old men laugh except maybe Roosevelt jokes. They'll
say, "All my friends are having trouble using that Roosevelt
six-cent stamp.
"Why's that, Gramps!™
“Thex keep spitting on the wrong side!™
I%llr an ('X(-l'”l..'l'” SCnse “3!‘ h'll“'l(‘r ﬁ('}n‘('rinﬁl'.‘i rerurns to
aged women. This is usually exhibited by telling stories to a
I'(l'l'l,"&.’ (_“.['II'IL'r }'ﬂlrly ill'".](l‘ h['l\\' T|‘|L‘il’ }'Oul‘lﬁ('i[ =00 (nl:“\' |‘|‘L'5i'
dent of a bank and scated to their right) got his “man part™
caught in his firse pair of zipper-fly panes when he was nine-
teen and how they had to effect his release with cooking oil
and a pair of pinking shears.

Coovriaht © 2007 National | amopoon Inc.



Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking [s Oangerous to Your Health. [F

FReanl

£1979 R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Co. ] ] Rich Taste-Low Tar

“Taste RealS new g'olden taste!
Richer...mellower than before”

Real’s new golden leaf tobacco blend does it.
Tastes richer...mellower...more satisfying.
A taste that’s pure gold.

The smoking mans low tar
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Inside, most speakers look pretty much
the same. Drivers, baffle board and enclo-
sure. Which is why some manufacturers
make so much noise when they come up with
anything new.

But in the midst of all the uproar,
Kenwood's engineers have quietly devel-
oped five important design improvements
you won't find anywhere else.

1. Separate front bafiles. We mounted
the mid and high frequency drivers on a sep-
arate baffle board. That keeps the woofer’s
vibrations from interfering with the mid and
high frequencies. So you can get solid bass
without losing any of the vocals.

2. Cross-over coil positioning. We
found that two coils next to each other on a
crossover network can cause signal leakage
from the midrange to the woofer. By isolating

the coils away from each other, we eliminated
cross-talk and muddy midrange.

3. Thermal/shock cone construction.
We manufacture our own wood-pulp cones
by applying our exclusive heat/shock treal-
ment. This creates a cone that is more rigid
than the usual pressed type for low dis-
tortion, yet light enough to deliver much
better efficiency.

4. Midrange stabilizer. To get the nasal
sound out of the midrange frequencies,
where most of the music is, we introduced a
center support system and a 3-point cone
suspension. To you that means clear sound
imaging and better transient response.

5. Power linearity. The frequency re-
sponse of most speakers deteriorates at high
power levels. By using a computer, we de-
signed the LS-1200 to deliver the same linear

frequency response throughout its power
handling range. From solo flute to full
orchestra.

Listen to the LS-1200 at your Kenwood
dealer and discover that, even at low listen-
ing levels, you get exceptional depth, clarity
and fidelity. At high volume, it delivers the
kind of tonal quality you normally expect
from a live performance with a clean, punchy
bass and clear, open highs.

That's one more reason the LS-1200 is
simply too good to keep quiet.

Your speaker's reputation should
he as good as your receiver’s.

® KENWOOD

For the Kenwood dealer nearest you, see your Yellow Pages,

or write Kenwood, P.0. Box 6213, Carson, CA 90749,
In Canada: Magnasonic Ganada. Lta.

Speaker des:gn takes five steps forward.

Quietly.
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If you'd llke to know more ahoul our charcoal mellowing process. drop us a line

WE BURN quite a few ricks at Jack Daniel's.
That’s because it takes a lot of charcoal the
way we smooth out our whiskey.

The oldtime way we mellow our whiskey
calls for seeping every drop through charcoal
vats that stand as tall as a good-sized room.
Just to fill one vat takes the charcoal from
cthree ricks of hard maple
burned in the open air. That’s

CHARCOAL

why our rickyard gets pretty MELLOWED
full. And why it’ll never 0

: DROP
get empty. After a sip of 5
lack Daniel’s, we believe, BY DROP

you'll be glad of that.

Tennessee Whiskey « 90 Proof « Distilled and Bottled by Jack Danie! Distillery,
L.em Motlow, Prop. Inc., Route 1, Lynchburg (Pop. 361), Tennessee 37352
°laced in the National Register of Historic Places by the United States Government.

INATIONAL LAMPOON

PRACTICAL JOKING

continued from page 52

ger appeared at her door with an un-
signed telegram from me reading: "1
told you to kill the duck. Your impu-
dence will cost your husband his life?
Jane snapped. Shouting and crying, she
repeatedly lunged at the squalling bird
with a lamp, breaking up the room and
terrifying the messenger. Hotel man-
agement called the police, who re-
quested that she leave the colony.
After spending a year or two under
psychiatric care, Jane had Thad de-
clared legally dead, surrendered her
children to an aunt, and took a meager
night job casting plaster teeth maolds
for a group of dentists. 1 wrote Hong
Kong authorities and asked them to
forward news to Thad that his wife
had abandoned him and remarried.

Thad suffered unspeakable terrors
for six or seven years, then returned to
the United States. He was ravaged and
despondent when my friends and 1
spotted him trying to make conversa-
tion with a girl in a singles bar, so 1
asked him real loud where he got the
peculiar, disfiguring scars on his face.
After he recounted every moment of
his ordeal, I called Jane and told her to
meet me at the bar, then left fora few
minutes to buy a duck. I brought it
back to the bar and asked Thad to hold
it with his back to the crowd until |
said, "Here's someone you'll enjoy
seeing) at which time he was to turn
around, lift up the duck like a puppet,
and say, "Quack, quack, you bungling
shithook, thanks for nothing”

Jane arrived at the bar. On cue,
Thad turned around and said, "Quack,
quack, you bungling shithook, thanks
for nothing” Jane began to tremble vi-
olently, then slumped to the floorina
catatonic daze. Thad, being lavgely de-
sensitized by his experience in prison,
stared dumbly at the duck. By now, all
of my friends were howling and snort-
ing hysterically.

“Here, Thad, why don't you have a
seat until you feel bereer” I said con-
solingly. [ pulled the chair our from
under him, causing him to fall back-
ward and knock himself unconscious
on the corner of a table. My friends
pounded the bar and kicked their feet
in roaring, honking torrents of ma-
niacal laughrer.

Having orchestrated the joke to per-
fection, | added a touch of frosting by
carcfully positioning a live tarantula in
Jane’s hair. It took me tweney-five
years to graduate from green beans to
tarantulas, and, believe me, I've had a
heck of a lot of fun in between.

Coovriaght © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc.



DIRTY JOKES

continued from page 43

yours. For instance, | had a scemingly
bright young man in my office just the
other day who told me a story about a
nigeer feminist dyke astronaut who
IHL]H;[:_{CL] at }_"l'L':ll CX"L'“SC o ll]l.' tax-
payer to land on the moon. When a
rocket malfunction developed and this
person learned the possibility of re-
rurn was out of the question, she
"barked” into the microphone, "At
least we got what we wanted? Meaning
the moon.

A neoconservative joke fashionable
six months ago. Being a charitable per-
son and realizing that everyone can not
be as up to the moment as an editor of
this magazine, [ gave this person the
benefit of the doubt and rold a con-
temporary gag about
“L‘(\L‘()lI\L'l-\’:ll:l\”.'.\.

“The liberals wished to sear blacks
in the front of the bus. [t took the
genius of the neoconservatives to real-
ize blacks were ar a disadvantage in a
head-on collision, so they demanded
blacks sit in the middle. Well, now, of *
course, we hold blacks may own cars,
making liberals, buses, and neo-
conscrvatives moot.”

The point escaped the person, and
so did the job.

“Stay with it” is the only advice you
can offer rhese people, even ironically.

DIRTY JOKES VS. CLEAN ONES
There is a certain type of person who
will at every opportunity assert that it
is “casy to tell a dirty joke, but the
trick is making a clean one funny!”
These folk most enjoy Bennett Cerf’s
collections of innocent merriment
cataloging the childlike remarks of
dim-witted colored maids confronted
with unfamiliar silverware, the que-
rulous comments of some of our best
friends, the Jews, as they stand in line
at airports holding their life savings in
their hands, or the inappropriate con-
jectures of people of working-class ori-
gins as to the meanings of the symbols
on lvy League club ties.

If of the middle class, these anvil-
heads prefer Reader’s Digest's often in-
sightful, always humorous look at life.
Soldiers coming home to meert the
family for the first time and replying to
mothers’ questions about how a radar
set works with abashful "It works
sood, ma'am!” Who could forget the
heartwarming tale of the poor couple
who told the welcome-wagon ladies
with touching sincerity, “We won't
need the food, thank you, as we're
both working now!”

continued on page 103
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Humor forYour Cat

by B J. O'Rourke

an provides the house cat with everything—meat, drink, a warm face to sleep on, curtains and stereo speakers to
M claw up—everything, that is, except a good laugh. Hardly anyone thinks to provide his cat with comedic amuse-

ment. Therefore, the National Lampoon has provided this page for you to tear from the magazine and place beside
your cat’s water bow! to give it a good chuckle. You may not find the following funny, but then you're not a cat and you
probably don’t laugh when it shits in your slippers either.
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The
turals

By Angels Flight™.
Super fitting.
Naturally good
looking. And
surprisingly
priced. Sensual
separates, perfect
for those close
encounters. At
fine stores
everywhere.

Suggested retail prices:
Pant $24.00; Vest $22.00;
Jacket $57.50.

Leading the way in fashion.

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

ArcticLights

lk .'

—more menthol refreshment than
any other low'tar’cigarette.

Full menthol refreshment. That's what
ARCTIC LIGHTS delivers.

A very special kind of menthol refresh-
ment you just won't find in any other low
‘tar’ menthol cigarette.

You see, while the filter holds back ‘tar,’

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health,

the unique new ARCTIC LIGHTS men-
thol blend comes right through. Result?
You get the iciest, brightest taste in men-
thol smoking—puff after puff. Light up
your first ARCTIC LIGHTS. You just

won’t believe it’s a low ‘tar’ menthol.

ArcticLights: Kings & 100’

(€ 1978 B&W T Co.

9 mg. "tar”, 0.8 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette by FTC method.
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 NOW AND THEN,
YOU WONDERED IF THERE WAS
A POSSIBILITY THAT NONE OF
THE GROWN -~UPS ACTUALLY
KNEW WHAT THEY WERE
DOING AND THAT YOU MIGHT GET
LOST, FOLLOWING THEIR |LEAD?
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THAT IN SCHOOL.
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e TS WAL OWEEN NIGHT, &S
I ! MRS. APPLETON PREPARES TO
: | LEAVE WITH THE CHILDREN, SETS ABOUT FIXING
EATS F
A Saga of an American Family = —£ Qﬁ? PQC?E‘[;O\‘;;:‘!‘E:RS

1M AS EXCITED
AS THE KIDS!
WE WWONT BE

_ LONG, DEAR

by B.K.Taqlr ©nm
TRICK OR TREAT, ) T
MISTER ! =

LUP! HEY ! THE TUR
1S FILLED WITH TAR/

=0
d\)ﬁ"?‘é A CHALLENGE
J QLN THAT wAY!

b

WELL,, NYoU GAVE
ME A START!WOULD
NOU LUKE TO COME
IN AND BOB FOR
APPLES FIRST?

WE DONT WANT TO BOB
FOR APPLES ANYMORE,
SO WHERE ARE OUR
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L LTTER PORL
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0 5
HOW \WOULD
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FINE! BUT, HOW
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10 DIG FOR BURIED
TREASURE 7
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STHE NEXT MORNING WE FIND
MR, APPLETON OUT N THE FALL MR,
RAKING UP NATURES BPOUNTY.

1o AS THE CRILDREN LEAVE, WNE I

VEAR... _
T vowl My BAG
JUST BROKE !

[l
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1TS THAT
1CE...
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GOES MY BMG!
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National Lampoon 1964 High School
Yearbook Parody. From C, Estes Kefauver
High in Dacran, Ohio

Deluxe Edition (BO-1007A) $4.95

Mational Lampoon Sunday Newspaper
Paredy. Sequel to the High School Yearbook—
o complete Sundoy edition of the Dacron
Republican-Democrat (BO-1021) $4 95

Cortoons Even We Wouldn't Dare
Print, A collection of thoreughly
reprehensible cartoons by our favor-
ite National Lampoon cartoonists.
(BO-1030) $4.95

e M et i sl

Jeff Greenfield's Book of Books.
Everything you ve ever wanted to
read, and more! (BO-1031) $8.95

M%L "‘*&‘;

Yéf 2T

Mational L 's Mati T

= poon's Mational Lampoeon National Lampoon
Animal House Animal House T-shirt "That's Mot Funny, Black Sox
Baseball Jersey With portraits of all the That's Sick!™ T-shirt Softball Team Jersey
(T5-1028) $6.00 Delta brothers (15-1026) $4.95 (T5-1027) $6.00
(T5-1029) $4.95

Use this

COUPON for your order,

Indicate the producis that you wish to purchase, enclose check or money order, place in envelope, and send fo:
Maticnal Lampoen, Dapt, NL-1079
635 Madison Ave., Mew York, N.Y. 10022

Please enclose 75¢ per order for postage and hondling (Canadian and foreign residents please enclose $1.00 per order).
New York State residents please add 8% sales tax.

I have enclosed a tofal of $.

MName.
(please print)
Address
(€7, = State____ __Tip- -~

{Pleose be sure that your zip code is correct.)

O $4.95B0-1007A [J$2.50B0-1003 [ $2.50 BO-1018

Circle one :
[516.008N-1003  [1$2.50 BO-1005  [1$2.50 BO-1020 [1$395751012  small medivm  lorge
[J$16.008N-1004 [$2.50B0-1006 [1$3.95B0-1025  [1$6.00151027  small medium  large
D $16.00 BN-1005 [132.50 BO-1008 [ $4.50 BN-1001 (15495751026  small medium lorge
[ $16.00BN-1006 [ $2.50 BO-1009 (2 for $8.00, 08600751028 small medivm  large
[154.95801030  [1$6.95. A 1001 3 for $10.50) [0$4.95751029  small edium !nrge
[ $4.95 BO-1021 (gs8.95 801031 []1$28.95 151030 um

Convriaht ©
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Natienal Lampoan
Black Sox Baseball Jacket
(Satiny tabric with a real cotton lining.)
(151030 $28.95

Nalional Lompoen Mona Gorilla T-shirt
(151019} $3.95
Genlleman's Bathreom Companion Il Second anthol-
ogy of risqué material from National Lompoou
(BO-1018) $2.50
National Lampoon Binder (BN-1001)
$4.50 each, 2 for $8.00, 3 for $10.50
Lampoon — 12 issues in binder.
1975 (BN-1003) $16.00,1976 (BN-1004) $16,00
1977 (BN-1005) $16.00, 1978 (BN-1006) $16.00
"That's Net Funny, That's Sick!"
Mational Lampoon comedy LP
(A-1001) $6.95
The National Lampoon Encyclopedia of Humor.
Amusement in alphabetical order, all original material
(BO-1005) $2.50
Nalional Lompoon Presents French Comics.
Popular French cartoonists published for the first
time in America (BO-1020) $2.50
The Best of National Lampoon No, 3
Anthology of the National Lampoon’s best arficles
1971-1972 (BO-1003) $2.50
The Best of National Lampoen Ne, 4
1972-1973 anthology (BO-1006) $2.50
The Best of National Lampoon No. 5
1973-1974 anthology (BO-1008) $2.50
The Best of Nationol Lampoon Mo. 6
1974-1975 anthology (BO-1009) $2.50
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lGo AHEAD,”
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COUCH-TIME STORIES

continued from page 27

"You gotta have more than that!”
the cop laughed. He tipped his helmet
again. "Sorry”

“Well)' Dan mumbled. He reached
into his shire pockee for a smoke. The
cop drew a kitchen match from behind
his car and lit Dan's Carlton. "W, |
get along with young people”

"You buy her cocaine?”

“"And records and videotape movies
and he writes poems thar are so good
they're like lyrics to songs they're so
uood;” Shannon gushed.

“You crafty SOB!" the cop chortled.
"Shit! See, I can't do that. You devil,
you! You wily bugger, Say, what do
you do for a living?™

Dan relaxed and smiled proudly as
he leaned against the car. He non-
chalantly flipped his penis back in his
pants and zipped his fly.

“I'm a billing coordinator for Cliti-
zen's Gas and Power”

"No shit?" The cop tipped his hel-
met again. "Sorry. [ thought you'd be a
D] or a tennis pro or something, but
you're just a regular guy, huh?™

"Regular as they come) Dan smiled.

“"Oh, hey, wow. Dan, it's gerting late
and | have school tomorrow. My
mom'll be really pissed acmel

"Ain't that something else?™ the cop

said, rubbing his cleft chin. “She's
worried about her ma getting mad be-
cause she comes home late. 1s this a
world or is this a world? 'l give you
an escort. Where you headed!?”

“Ah." Dan stammered. "That's okay,
we'll make it in time”

“McDonald's on Waukegan Road)!
Shannon said.

Dan slouched in his scat like a His-
panic pussy troller as he followed the
police car. Trs lights were flashing and
its siren was singing. Shannon loved it.

“This is 50 fucking incredible!
You're my lover, huh?™ she said,
throwing her arms around Dan.
"You're like my what's his name in
that hook by the French guy, aren't
youl"

Dan nodded. A bead of swear slid
down the side of his nose. He wished
he'd had the sense to stay home and be
thirty and normal and decent and to
hold up his licde corner of socicery.

T'he copcar suddenly lunged ro the
side of the road and stopped. Din
pulled up behind it The cop jumped
out and ran back to Dan's car.

“Holy shit!™ he said, tipping his hel-
met again. " Sorry. Hey, | gor side-
tracked! I was out looking for a wife
beater and I saw the action in your car
and got kind of caught up in it, but
anyway | gotta get back to work” He

smiled at Dan and winked. " You lucky
buck!”

Dan sighed with relief as the cop
pulled a Usturn and disappeared be-
hind them. He continued toward
MeDonald's. He was so relieved to be
rid of the police escort thar he leaned
over and kissed Shannon's shoulder.

"You kind of have BO, you know?’
Shannon said as she rerurned the kiss.
"But it’s cool BO, not like sweat but
like, I don't know, pretry good smell-
ing; anyhow it’s old smelling and that's
great. | love you!” She took a long drag
on her Marlboro. "Can you French
inhale?”

"Sure," Dan said, taking her ciga-
rette. He drew a mouthful of smoke
and let it curl slowly over his lip and
into his nostrils,

"Fantastic! | love that! Did you see
Manhattan? Woody Allen, the guy
from Annie Hall, is in it

Axs difficulr as it was to follow, Dan
admired the odd channel-switching
way in which Shannon spoke. “Yes, |
saw ity Dan said.

“We're like him and that girl, huh?
Except | wouldn't do anything with
Woody Allen beeause I'm not into his
movies that much, not like other
movics. Did you see Alien? Burt any-
way, lots of girls in my school saw that
movie even though it was 'R' and

continued on page 91

TheWatts Parastat

P

In 15 seconds your records are clean,dry and ready to play.

With some systems you pour liquid
on your records tand rub it into the
grooves). while with others you brush the
dirt around tand rub it into the groovesl.
The Watts Parastat is neither of these.

By placing a plush velvet pad on
cither side of a soft nylon brush and add-
ing a drop or two of Parastatik® fluid. a

EMPIFE EVPIFE ENPIFE EVPIFE EWVPISE

remarkably efficient svstem is created.

The brush bristles lift the rubbish
to the surface. The pads collect and re-
move it. And the Parastatik® fluid sup-
plics just the right degree of humidity to
relax dust collecting static without leav-
ing any kind of film or deposit behind.

No other system does so much for

EVPIFE ENPIFE EMPIFE EMVPIFE ENVPIFE

your records in so little time.
So when you want the best, ask for
the original. The Parastat. by Cecil Watts.
Waltts products are distributed exclu-
sively in the U.S. by: Empire Scientific
Corp.. Garden City. NY 11530,

Ceeil3 Datte

Coovriaght © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc.



THE SPARKOMATIC SOUND.

CAR SPEAKERS FOR THE TRAVELIN' MAN WITH
A PASSION FOR HIGH PERFORMANCE MACHINES.

You’re a travelin’ man with unforgiving performance stan-
dards. Whether it’s at 40,000 feet or 55 miles per hour, you
expect the equipment you pilot to be precision engineered. Even
the car high fidelity speakers transmitting sound to your ears
have to earn that privilege.

Sparkomatic’s rear deck-mount SK 525 High Fidelity

Speakers are a breed of sound breakthrough. With extraordinari-

ly faithful reproduction qualities and dynamic range capabilities.
Each has a highly efficient high performance three-speaker
system for smooth transition and clean separation. Designed to
deliver spacious sound, especially where space is limited.

Audible distortion doesn’t even register at 50 watt power
peaks.

And solid aluminum housings cut out vibration that might
otherwise create interference with the accurate sound waves
produced.

If instrumentation enters your calculations, check the high
frequency tone intensifier control. It gives you total command of
the tone patiern. And lets you make adjustments according to
the acoustical conditions inside your car.

Get to know how far you can go with the Sparkomatic
Sound. Sparkomatic dealers stand ready to demonstrate a full
range of high performance Car Speakers and Car Stereos.

SPARKOMATIC.

For the Travelin' Mcin

For our free caralogs on Car High Fidelity Speakers and Car Stereo write: “For The Travelin’ Man”, Dept. NL, Sparkomatic Corporation, Milfbrd, PA 18337
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If

you don't
buy this |
magazine,
we'll kill this
doq.

1980 NATIONAL LAMPOON TENTH ANNIVERSARY CALENDAR

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 X1l in 1582.
What makes the

r---——ﬂﬂl--ﬂ_-ﬂﬂ---ﬂ—--1

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 stufl, indeed. Not so the

1980 National Lampoon Tenth Anniversary
Calendar!

We've

combed

1980 National Lampoon !  Send me copies of the 1980 National Lam- : through our first one hun-
Tenth Anniversary Calen- : poon Tenth Anniversary Calendar al $5.95each. | dred issues and selected
d_hr 50 ?unlque, 59_"9"'011-" I Please add $1.00 for postage and handling, | twyelve of our finest, fun-
tilqn?ry. t'{;he addltll;m ofa ¥ New York residents, please add 8 percent sales tax. ' Elesl Soverk Each has
t y I | che
haps? A cotple of exea National Lampoon NL1079 I propriate month, nd the
weeks at Christmas? One : 235 N;,“df?:'?‘;zg‘;ez i entire package has heen
or two more oundz‘x?ys dur- ik y run off in luxurious, eye-
ing football season? Not a | enclose a check or moncy order for 1 pOpplng color. As 19[?0
bit of it, my friends. What 1 g payable within the continental USA or | runsits course and you flip
iets the ITQSOHIXaﬁonaI : Canada, : th;r]c]mgféjlaapages of this
ampoon lenth Anniver- wall-siz uty, we guar-
sary Calendar apart from : Name : antee you'll ladgh your
all its fusty, papish prede- § A dress g way from New Year’s Day
cessors is, quite simply, § ) 1 toNew Year’s Eve.
jokes. 1 Ciy State Zip j Dor’t be an oyster-

Yes, jokes! We chal-

L---n-----—---—----—--

head. Order now!
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+1 the National Lampoon
gllly a T-shirt ord jacket. Or both.

Wear one

& T

Gentlemen:; Please send me () baseball jacket(s) with cotton lining and snappy saliny exterior. I have
enclosed $28.95 plus $2.00 pestage and handling for each jacket ordered. And please also send () T-
shirt(s) at $6.00 each plus 60¢ postage and handling. Please find enclosed my check or money order for
the appropriate amount (payable in US. funds within the continental US A. or Canada). New Yorkers
must add 8 percent sales tax. [ have made the check payable to:

National Lampoon, 635 Madison Avenue, New York, N.Y. 10022
Please send jacket to.
Name e

(please print)
Address . - ol e

City. _State Zip : .

Please indicate sizes:

Jackets[lsmall medium Olarge
Tshirtssmall Omedium [Cllarge
(Please insert number ol products ordered.)

lf you do not wish to clip this coupon but do wish to order, please print or type the necessary intormation and enclose
it with o check or money order.

Yeu can alss order none That would be free No pestage and handling Its a nice losk Maybe its you Butne way to play baseball
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LEQBRINGS O {-aw:'?
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- E Big Bambu

Longest length for party size.

Original Bambu
The "Old Reliable”
regular size.

New Bambu
One-Half Extra

Now, superior Bambu paper
in one-and-a-half size.

i

-

{5 _'The Bambu Assortment
SERELD ' Bambu Quality in three distinctive sizes.
Y ‘.»r:,t_
M g' b, f,-r

1
Hi, Roller. Here is a fine selection
of items direct from Bamb to you.
* Save money by ordering the gravily
feed box of your favorite size Bambu roll-
Ing paper.
& Look in the full color Bambu mirror to
see how great you are in your Bambu
T-shirt.
¢ Use your Bambu metal waste basket to
get rid of seeds, stems and your old roll-
ing paper.
All are priced so you can still afford the
smoke.

Order now, before another year goes up in smoke.

r - — e T ] — g et —t e e
| Fill out this order form and send, with check or money order, to: Bambu Sales Inc., P.O. Box 891, Westhury, New York 11590
= Please send the following items:
I Big Bambu (50 packs) in Gravity Feed Box $15.00 $
1 Bambu One-Half Extra (36 Packs) in Gravity Feed Box $9.00 | Name
1 Regular Bambu (50 packs) in Gravity Feed Box $9.00 i
(f
l Full Color Art Deco Mirror with Chrome Frame $12.00 3
I Size: 12v2"x 122" ;
Full Color Cotton/Polyester T-Shirt $5.00 Cify.
ircle Size: Small, Medium, Large, Exlra Large . 5 e =,
i Circle S
| Metal Wasle Paper Baskel $12.00 Yl &L Zip Cade
l Size. 19" high
I TOTAL (Check enclosed) $ New York State residents add sales tax.
| Includes postage and handling Allow three to four weeks for delivery.
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COUCH-TIME STORIES

cantnued from page 86

they think you and me are doing it cool
as hell!”

“You tell them about me?” Dan
snapped.

"God, yes! Of course! You're a really
neat guy! We're lovers, aren't we! Like
the girl and guy in that book I can't re-
member what the name of it was?”

The Golden Arches glowed ahead.

“It’s stupid ro tell people about us]”
Dan said. He thought a moment about
what he'd just said. "What am |
saying? We're not an us!™

"W aren't?” Shannon said with
SUrprisc.

“No, we're not!" Dan said as he cut
sharply into the McDonald's parking
lot and wheeled around beside Shan-
non’s mother's XJ-6. He turned off the
radio and smiled in a way that said,
Okay, that's it, sce you later!

"When will we go out again?
Shannon asked.

“You know how [ feel abour ..

"You can't even call me, cither?
Never ever?”

"Shannon, you know I can’t”

"1 wish you could go to Homecom-
ing., with me!

"Bye, Shannon,” Dan said, dismiss-

ing the suggestion immediately.

“Don't you want to se¢ me cheer-

lead? P'm real good,” she said, bowing
her head sadly.

"Oh, come on,” Dan said, catching
himself using a tone of voice he often
consoled his daughter with. "Look, I'll
call you!

"Promise?”

"Promise) Dan said, crossing his
fingers.

“When?"

“I don't know!”

“"Cross your heart, hope to die?”

"Cross my heart and probably will
die!

"l love you and I love to fuck with
you and | will love you forever and
ever and .. what's wrong?”

Dan was frozen. His mouth hung
open like a dumpster filled with weeth.
Over Shannon's shoulder, in the park-
ing space next to him was a silver
Buick Eleetra 225 containing his wife,
daughrer, and in-laws. He warched his
father-in-law get our and walk into
the restaurant. His eyes caught his
wite's. She perked up when she saw
him. She waved.

"Holy fuck! Holy flying fuck!™ Dan
whimpereds "My wife!”

"Oh, gread! I want to'meet her)!
Shannon said.

“Oh, God! No, no, ne!"

Dan's wife walked around to his
window. She leaned her head in, resting

her elbows on the door.

"Hi! Did you finish up carly at the
office’™ She laughed and winked at
Shannon.

“I'm Shannon Phelps,” Shannon
chirped. "Yaur hushand’s really
cool”

"I know! Dan's wife said. She
looked at Dan. "If you wanted to go
out with Shannon, sweetheart, you
just had to tell me. You don't have to
amake up asilly story. You'll give your-
selfan uleer sneaking around?

“Bur, but, but;" Dan drooled.

“Shh, shh, calm dowp, honey!
Dan's wife said, putting her finger to
his babbling lips. "I know all abour
Shannon and | chink it's great. I'm the
first to admit that I've gone to pot. I've
puton a few pounds and ['m a litele
conservative for your tastes””

"No," Dan said. "No, honey,
vou're " .

“You'd have to be erazy not to take
a gorgeous sixteen year old over me?”

"I'm zoing to be seventeen in cight
months," Shannon offered.

"Whatever, Dan, vou'd be nuts not
to want her, and you can have her.
Honestly, darling. Have a ball. The
only thing lask is that you keep the
yvard looking nice”

Dan shook his head in disbelict,

"One other thing, Danny. [ think

contined on page 101
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HIE/NOW 1M
IN A BOOK /

AVALABLE AT YOUR
LOCAL BOOKSIORE
OR. WRITE :

RICHARD MNAREK PUB.

200 MADISON AVE.

NEWN YORK N+ 1002

0

éj*‘5}5!\/\ MBER HOW CONFUSING (T_WAS,
E’)EINGEA LUTTLE KID 2 REMEMBER TRY-
ING TO MAKE SENSE OUT OF THE WEIRD
RULES GROWN-UPS MADE YOU FOLLOW €

REMEMBER MODEL AIRPLANES AND YOUR

FAYORITE COMIC BOOK HERO, AND CROSS-
ING VACANT LOTS, AND EATING CANDY

THAT MADE YOUR TEETH HURTS REMEM-

BER HOW SOMETIMES YOU WONDERED

WHETHER YOU'D DIE OF SOME KID DISEASE,

OR WHETHER YOU'D LIVE TO ACTUALLY GROW

UP AND NOT HAVE TO RUN DUMB ERRANDS

FOR YOUR MOTHER AND LEARN BORING

STUFF AT SCHOOL T REMEMBER HOW SMAL]_

YOU WERE AND HOW BRAVE YOU HAD TO 495
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Announcing the publication of the

National Lampoon
Tenth Annmiversary Anthology

The National Lampoon Tenth Anniversary Anthology is an
enormous compendium of the finest in contemporary humor 1
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 magazine. 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, the
National Lampoon 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 Anniversary Anthology 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 Anthology 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 1079
635 Madison Avenue
New York, N.Y. 10022

Ienclose $

Name

- —————— - - - - - -

o e B o o o o o
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Nztfoua! Lampoon is proud to present Jeff Greenfield’s Book of Books, a comprehensive
collection of book parodies mirroring what’s best and, mostly, worst in the world of
contemporary literature. Sixteen satiric send-ups of the pop and the pap that dominates to-
day’s best-seller lists—“Love’s Tormenting Itch”; a Gothic romance as steamy as a Chinese
sock laundry; “Simply...Picasso”; a toney homage to a bald-headed fraud; “The White
House Is Sinking”; a tense, taut political thriller for people who don't think democracy is
fixed; “The Curse of Satan’s Harvest”; “For $50 An Hour I'll Be Your Own Best Friend”;
“Get Out of My Way or I'll Kill You”; and much, much more. An entire publishing season
jammed into 140 plus pages of books, nonbooks, hardbacks, paperbacks, and throw-
backs, many lavishly illustrated in heart-stopping color.
It’s the kind of pulp and paper you can’t afford to be without.

Sendme__ copies of Jeff Greenfield’s Book of Books at $8.95 each.

Please add 75¢ per order for postage and handling in the U.S., $1.00 for shipments
anywhere else in the world.
New York residents, please add 8% sales tax. NL10

National Lampoon
635 Madison Avenue
New York, N.Y. 10022
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The following jokes and anec-
doles are lifted from a body of
literature generally termed
“classical.” This is what made
the ancient Greeks and
Romans laugh. Really.

e Cicero, on the way back to
the city of Rome from service
in the province of Sicily, met
a friend. Thinking that he
had filled all of Rome with the
fame and glory of his
achievements, he asked the
man: “What are people in
Rome saying about what ['ve
done? What do they think of
it? The man replied: "I
didn't know that vou were
away!" Plutarch, Cicero 6

® Lucius Gellius, who was
about the oldest of the sena-
" tors, declared that a certain
measure would never pass so
long as he lived. "Let us wait,
then.' said Cicero, "since Gel-
lius does not ask us to post-
pone things for long”
Plutarch, Cicero 26

® Then there was a young
man who was suspected of
having given a poisoned cake
to his father. This young man
put on a very bold air and
said that he proposed to give
Cicero a hit of his mind. "I
would much prefler it." said
Cicero. "to a bit of your
cake! Plutarch, Cicero 26

@ There was an occasion too
when, in a quarrel with Ci-
cero, Metellus Nepos asked
him repeatedly. “Who is vour
father?” "l can scarcely ask
you the same question.” Ci-
cero replied, "since your

mother has made it rather a

difficult one to answer
Plutarch, Cicero 26

e And when Faustus, the son
of the Sulla who...had pub-
lished those long lists of
people condemned to die, had

run through most of his for-
tune and, having got into
debt. published a list of his
household goods which were
for sale, Cicero said: "I like
this sort of advertising. It is
better than his fathers.”
Plutarch, Cicero 27

@ Timon the Athenian hermit
sometimes admitted Ape-
mantus into his presence.
since the two had much in
common, and Apemantus
sometimes tried to model his
way of life upon Timons. On
one  occasion... Apemantus
remarked, " Timon, whatan
excellent party we are hav-
ing!™ "We would be) Timon
retorted, “if you were not
here’ . Plutarch, Antony 70

® There is another story that
when the Athenians were
holding a public assembly,
Timon mounted the rostra,
and this in itself was such an
extraordinary event that the
audience immediately fell si-
lent and strained their cars to
catch what he would say.
Then Timon aunounced: 1
have a small plot of building
land, men of Athens, and on
it stands a fig tree. Many of
my fellow citizens have al-

ready hanged themselves on
its branches. but as I propose
to build a house on the site, |
thought it best to give public
notice, so that if any of you
are anxious to hang your-
selves, you may do so before
the tree is cut down.’
Plutarch, Antony 70

® One of the Emperor Vespa-
sian’s favorite servants ap-
plied for a stewardship on
behalf of a man whose
brother he claimed to be.
"Wait," Vespasian told him,
and had the candidate
brought in for a private inter-
view. "How much commis-
sion would you have paid my
servant?™ he asked. The man
mentioned a sum. “You may
pay it directly to me." said
Vespasian, giving him the
stewardship. When the ser-
vant brought the matter up
again, Vespasians advice
was: "Go and find another
brother. The one you mistook
for your own turns out to be
mine!”

Suetonius, Vespasian 23

e Titus, son of Vespasian,
complained of the tax which
Vespasian had imposed on
the contents of the City uri-

Plutarch, Antony 70

nals (used by fullers to clean
woolens). Vespasian handed
him a coin which had been
part of the first day’s pro-
ceeds: "Does it smell bad, my
son?” he asked. "No, Father!"
“That5 odd: it comes straight
from the urinal!”

Suetonius, Vespasian 23

® Mistress to cook: Do the
shopping. Be sure you get
enough for three. Cook: Who
are they? Mistress: 1, Men-
aechmus, and that scrounger
of his, Cook: That makes ten.

Plautus, Menaechmi 220-22

® Stranger in town: I'm look-
ing for a man around here,
adirty, lying, thieving law-
breaker. Man he accosted (fo
limself): He means me.
Plautus, Pseudolus 974-975

@ Guest: Innkeeper, let’s
reckon up the bill. Innkeeper:
One pint of wine and bread,
one as. Food, two asses.
Guest: Correct. Innkeeper:
Girl. eight asses; hay for the
mule, two asses. Guest: That
mule will be the death of me!
Anonymous stone relief

A PAIR OF GREEK GEMS

@ "What is this you tell me?
He's married? Why, the last
time [ saw him, he was alive
and well”

Antiphanes (fragment 221)

® Husband to wile who has
just returned: And where
have you come from? Wife:
Not from a lover; I'll have you
know. And you can prove it.
Husband: How? Wife: Smell
my hair, No perfume. Hus-
band: Can't a woman have
sex without perfume? Wife: /
certainly couldn't.
Aristophanes. Women in
Parligment, 520-26
Research compiled by Lavissa Bon-

Sante, Clairman, Department of Clas-
sics, New York [niversity.
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Girl Laughs

Thousands of American
women enjoy the “Letter of
Laughter a regular feature
in the syndicaled newspaper
column “Hints from Heloise”
The seven lellers of laughler
below appeared between Sep-
tember 1978 and May 1979.

Dear Helmse:

Recently, a wonderful lady
wrote in to vou giving many
good uses for old panty hose,
and it took me back quite a
few vears ago. | had a good
chuckle remembering my use
for panty hose.

We had just moved into
our new home and the clothes
dryer had not yvet been
vented, so needing to use it
badlv. the onlv thing I could
think of was Lo tape a pair of
panty hose (by the waist)
around the vent pipe to cateh
the hint.

It worked beautifully, and
vou should have seenvthe logk
on the servicemans face
when he found two {irmly
packed legs hehind the dever

~LUCIA GRIFFIN

Dear Heloise:

Did vou ever make a batch
or two of cookies and end up
cating too many before they
were put away? Give vour
face and waistline a break!
Apply a facial mask before
baking the cookies and don’t
take it off until they are all
put safely away.

—CLARICE LUND

Yes, | can see where it
would be awfully hard to eat
with a suff face! —HELOISE

Dear Heloise:

Love your column about
leaving clothes on the line
overnight to soften them. Not
only that, but they smelled so
sweel besides,

I was thinking how great it
was until I spied a sheet that
a bird had spotted. Had to
wash it over,

Oh, well! I'm just glad
cows can't fly.

JUDY CRANE

Dear Heloise:
Whenever my "lamily”

Kepronted by permisston. © Kong Fealwres Syndieale, Ine. Rescarel by

Susenr Hoffmen

There are enlive bodies of folle hwmor built around wunusual
goes out to dinner, they carry  dress, as exemplified by this sempler of British “comic cards.”

a picture of me in their
wallet.

When dinner is over and
they are asking for a doggie
bag, they show the waiter my
hungry-looaking picture and 1
always get a few extia scraps
in the bag.

Don't vou think they are
great? “MAX”

Sure do, hon, 1 always said
that if T was remcarnated, |
wanted o come back as my
Chihuahua, Tequila. Boy, is
she spoiled. HELOISE

Dear Helose:

Its really strange how my
memory leaves me when [ go
Lo a grocery store,

And returns again so
quickly when I oenter my
Kitehen door! -]\

SR 15 ANYTHING
| WORN UNDER

§

Dear Heloise:

During my lifetime. up 1o
now, | have been hauled in an
ambul:ance six times for a
distance of about 90 miles
cach ume.

Every time they have - : i
loaded me m head first, Why = 1
not feet fivst? JUEY SAYTNATS THE A

In case of a head-on colli
sion, I would much rather
have my feet up front, than to
have miv head up there!

~LLOYD SMI'TH

Yeah, but what about a
rear-end collision—then what
are you gomg to do?

—HELOISE

REASON HE WEARS AN
EXTRA LONG KILT /

Dear Heloise:

While camping one vear,
we had a teenage mece
staying with us.

Being her first time in our
camper. and having 1o get up
i the night to go to the bath-
room. she called out to me,
"Auntie, wheres the light
switch?”

I replied, "There is no
light”

Then she sad, "You mean |
have to go by memory?”

‘T this day we still chuckle
about her, although now shes
a mother with her own
family:

—YVETTE MOREAU

Y

[

i

R

Resewrel by Susan Hoffwean
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Americans have been sending these posteards to one another since the turn of the century.
GIANT FISH

; §e a5

Ax

Obverse: One of the small ones. Reverse: — Obverse: Ity a fine kettle of fish. Reverse:  Qbverse: Fur-bearing troul. Reverse:
The big one got away. Finest ever cawght in these parts. Rarest of all known fish.

IR |
A

C i

Obverse: Suw a fair-sized trout heve Reverse: The big one that got away. Reverse: This will give vou some idea of

today. Reverse: They grow big here. the fish we catch heve.
GIANT RABBITS

S S

Obverse: When we go after anvthing in Reverse: I is nol wnusial to break these
Olelahoma, we get . big fellows and wse them for ranch work, hil.

JACKALOPES

Jackalope

*

.7.'l ol

i - 4y £ agr v e : .
Obverse: fackalope. Reverse: Rarest ani- Obverse: Jackalope. Reverse: Also called Reverse: fuckalope used in cattle round-
mal in Novth America. the antelabbil. wps are dependable and eastly trained.

RASCALLY ALLIGATORS

' WOW! WE ALLIGATORS
DO HAVE FUN

IN FLORIDA{

Obverse: Warning: Don'l feed the alliga- — Obverse: Wow! We alligators do have fun - Obverse: ln a tight place.
tors. in Florida!

. »

Roseavel by Bill Moseley
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Chinese “Laugh Talk”

In Chinese, jokes are called
“laugh talk" or, presumably
when they are published in
humor magazines, “laugh
printed matter” According to
George Kao, aulhor of Chi-
nese Wit and Humor, (he
Jokes that appear below have
been handed down from gen-
cration lo generation, varied
somerwhal through centuricos
of embellishment, vel remain
essentially true to theiv ovigi-
nal form. Kao indicales thaet
physical and mental defects,
bookish scholars, quack doc-
tors, unctuous priests, and
thieving cooks have bodition
ally been preferred targels for
the Chinese, as well as greeedy
auests, miserly hosts, bunder-
ing sons-in-law, and hen-
pecked hushands.

® A [ather wanted Lo teach
his voung son a word, so he
wrote it out for him on a
piece of paper. A day later,
while the son was watehing
his father mop a table. the fa-
ther rewrote the word with a
corner of the mop on the
table, "Do vou remember
what this word is?” he asked
the lad. The boy did not
know. "Why. this is the same
word | taught vou vesterday!”
the father said. "It has grown
much bigger overnight!” the
son answered with wide eves.
® A cook, who habitually
stole food from his employer,
was chopping a piece of beef
in his own home when, at an
opportune moment, he hid a
slice in his lap. His wife saw
this and reprimanded him.
"Why did vou do it?" she
snapped. "You stole your own
meat” "Oh, | forgot” the
coolk said.

e After a devious and in-
competent physician killed
one of his patients, the be-
reaved family tied him up.
gagged him, and set him
adrift in a leaky boat, How-
ever, the doctor managed to
wriggle free from the ropes
and swim ashore. When he
arrived home, the doctor
found his son deeply en-
grossed in a medical tome.
"Don’t bother studying medi-

cine. my boy." the doctor ad-
vigsed, "It's better that vou
learn how to swim.”

® A man rode his horse a
great distance lo visit a
friend. Although the hosts
house was filled with a great
number of plump ducks and
chickens. he told his caller it
was impossible 1o ask him o
stay for dinner because there
was nothing in the place to
cat, Hearing this, the visitor
horrowed a knife and offered
to kill his own horse for
dinner

@ A future son-in-law asked
his fiancées father the
amount of her dowry. "Fifty
thousand dollars” the man re-
phied, "But T will hold the
money in safekeeping for the
time being, Assoon asd digit
will ‘be he “About when
will that he?” the futnve son-
in:law wanted o know

e A man asked a friend 1o
stay [or tea. only to discover
later. that he  had ‘nol tea
leaves. While the man went
to a neighbors 1o borrow
some Lea leaves, the water in
the pot boiled over several
times. s wife kept adding
more water until the hig
kettle was nearly full. When
the man returned empty-
handed from his neighbors,
his wife said to him in de-

spair, “This guest is such a
close friend, we might as well
have him stay for a bath.”

® There was a man who of-
feved a jug of wine and a dish
of cheese as a sacrifice to the
spirit of the Tai Mountain,
When a dog appeared at the
ceremony, the man ordered
his voung servant to put the
food away quickly. The boy
carried off the wine, but by
the time he returned for the
cheese, the dog had caten at.
“"You fool” the master
shouted. "Why didn’t vou
take the cheese first? You
know the dog doesn't drink.”
® 'here was an alcoholic who
dreamed he discovered a jug
of cold wine. He was about o
warm it up and drink 1t when
he'was awakened by his wife.
"I should have had it cold” he
said with deep regret.

e A henpecked husband,
while’ gazing at'the portrait
of s shrewish, recently de
ceascd wife, thought of her
hateful manner when she was
alive. As he made a gesture
threatening to hit her, the
painting was suddenly
stirred by a passing breeze.
The man was petrified. He
unclenched his fist and said,
“"Oh, I was only kidding”

® There were two brothers
who bought a single pair of

A GRANDFATHER, SON, AND GRANDSON JOKE.

YOU SON OF A
BITCH! How
DARE YOU CURSE

YOUR OWN
FATHER?

shoes with the intention of
sharing them. The oldest
brother wore the shoes all day
and had a wonderful time. To
gel even, the younger brother
put on the shoes at night and
paced his floor, When the
shoes wore out, the older
brother suggested they buy
another pair of shoes to-
gether. “Nothing doing! the
vounger brother said. "I need
Lo get some sleep.”

® A man stole an ox and was
made to wear a large wooden
collar for punishment. When
a friend asked what he had
done. the thief said. "I was
Just walking along the street
when I saw this grass rope on
the ground, Thinking it had
been abandoned. 1 picked it
up and took it home. Then,
they arrested me” "What's
wrong with picking up a
grass rope?” /the friend
wanted to know“Well!” the
thie! replied, “there was .,
something else tied to the
ropel’ "What was that?”
asked the friend. The thief
answered, A very small ox.”
® A man worc a very heavy
wool hat on a hot summer
dav. He soon became over-
heated. so he paused under a
tree, removed his hat, and
fanned himself with it. When
a passerhy approached. the
man commented to him
cheerfully, "Its a good thing |
wore this hat today: otherwise
the heat would have gotten to
me.

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 Ave., New York, NY,
10022. In case of duplication,
carliest postmark 1s selected.

Editor's Note: The items
which appear in the True
Section are, to the best of our
ability to verify them. true.
We will gladly retract any-
thing that can be proven
false. Everything else in Na-
tional Lampoon is fictional.
Except the ads.
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Vacuum in the Back !
OPEN 24 HOURS |

SOUL BROTHER CARWASH |

Satistaction Guaranteed
Or Double Your Rubbish Back

DYE
WAL OEERYF
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TRY’EM OR BUY ’EM LIMITED OFFER

Try your favorite size J9B cigarette
papers at home! Choose a specially
priced J0B 24-pack or 4-pack sampler*
sent posl-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.0.D’s).
Offers limited; void where prohibited.
Limit one sampler or box per family,
please. Act today!

*Sampler includes one pack new J¢B 1.25™,

two packs JOB 1.5™, and one pack J90B double-
width cigarette papers.

Please send the following item | am over 21 years of age.

[ JOB Double-width
cigarette papers 24-pack

T JOB 1.5™ Middle-width
cigaretie papers 24-pack

(1 JOB 1.25™ Precision-width™

$9.60 §

$9.60 s

clgarette papers 24-pack  $9.60 &

q Brought to you from France by

. JOB Single-width 558
Classic White 24-pack §7.20%
I JOB Single-width
Cutcorners 25-pack 5750 %
1 JoB Favorite Hits 4-pack
cigarette paper sampler $1.008
TOTAL (Check enclosed)
Includes postage & handling 3
SEND TO: PAPERS
Adams Apple Dist.Co.
5100 M. Ravenswood
Chicago, IL 60640

City/State/Zip
Iinois residents add 5% sales tax Allow three
to four weeks delivery NLP-7910-4




COUCH-TIME STORIES

contmued from page 9

you should talk to Shannon's parents
and get their approval?’

"Donna, | can’t believe this”

"Talk to them. I don't see why they
would object. You have so much to
offer. You're kind, considerate, and
you get along with young people, al-
though | have to say that I'm a little
disappointed that you would give
drugs to Shannon. I think that's a
little irresponsible. Sex never hurt any-
one, but drugs are another question!”

Dan's father-in-law walked up to
Dan's car with a cardboard tray loaded
with food and drinks.

“Hiya, Danny Boy,” the old man
said. “This your new girl friend?” He
leaned over and looked in the window.
“Hi, there! I'm Bill Munson, Donna's
dad”

“Hi! I'm Shannon!”

“Can | ger you a hamburger or
something? You must be hungry. It
looks like Danny Boy really gave you a
waorkout,’ the old man sniggered.

“Dad!” Donna said. “Don't embar-
rass them!”

“Just laying it on a little thick, fun-
nin’ with the gal! See you this week-
end Danny Boy” He clapped Dan on
the shoulder with his free hand and
winked. "She’s a real sweetie!”

“I have to go dear)! Dan's wife said
as she gave him a peck on the check.
"You follow Shannon home and talk
to her parents. ['ve called them and
they're expecting you. Okay!?”

“What?"

"Just go, it's all right”

"Wait a minute, Donna)” Dan
called. “Donna? How did you know
about all chis?"

She laughed. "You talk in your
sleep!™

Mr. Munson beeped the horn as he
backed out. Jenny, Dan's little girl,
threw him a kiss as she coughed into
her hankic. Shannon let out a squeal
and thmw her arms around Dan's
neck. “It's okay! We can be lovers!
chaaaaauaaummuuuuv'“

Dan thought perhaps that the entire
evening was just an intricate and espe-
cially realistic nightmare that would
end shorty in a Sam Peckinpahesque
blood shower. He would wake scream-
ing and sweating and would sit in the
living room for the rest of the night
swearing off garlic.

Dan followed the expensive litte
taillights as they weaved and bobbed
back and forth across the highway
under the command of the newly li-
censed driver—his lover. The car

pulled into the driveway of a solid,
sturdy brick Georgian house with a
tiered lawn and an iron fence. The
fence alone would cat two years of
Dan's gas company salary.

“NWhat the screaming hell am |
doing?” Dan asked himself as he sat in
his car looking out at the house and
Shannon standing on the lawn waving
her arms. He took a long, empty puff
on his Carlton and flicked it into the
street. "This is madness,” he said, step-
ping out of the car. “If [ get my head
blown off, well ... [ deserve it

Shannon jumped up on Dan as he
climbed the porch steps. She licked his
car and whispered, "Maybe you can
sleep over and we can fuckfuckfuck-
fuckfuck!™

The front door swung open. An
older man, older than Dan's own fa-
ther, stood with his hands on his hips.
Dan swallowed. “Good, no pistol in
cither hand," he said to himself.

“You must be Shannon’s fella. Dan,
is it?™ the man said, offering his hand.

"“Yes, sir. Dan Mallowmar”

“Come on in and meet Mrs. Phelps.”

continued

Power!

That’s the Jensen Car Stereo
Triax 1I.
That’s the thrill of being there.

Powerisright! An incredible 100 watt power handling capability.
Now all the energy and intensity of the arlgmal performance
comes through with the Jensen Triax II 3-way speakers. And
that's the thrill of being there.

aragistered tr

n Sound' L

dems
Divigion

JENSEN

The thrill of being there. :

JENSEN

TRIAK I

y Jensen Car Audio
\ < 4136 N. United Parkway

Schiller Park, 111 60176
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“Because Excita® has something
to offer me. Its specially ribbed
surface gives me gentle stimu-
lating sensations, And it’s lubri-
cated with Sensitol®, so that the
ribg gently massage and caress
me. | get pleasure from a male
contraceptive | never thought
possible. Excita offers more for
him too. Its specially flared

—— shape offers

ﬁ:]]]]]]]ﬂ]]]]]]]]]]lﬂ > | more freedom
— of movement

inside the contraceptive for a
greater, more natural sensation.
Excita, in a light color tint; is
a stimulating new experience in
male contraception. It's made
for the both of you.”

Free Sample Offer

Get Excita at your drugstore. For
afreesample packand booklet
send 25¢ for handling to:
Schmid Products Co.

P.O.Box 2236, Dept. E

Hillside, N.J. 07205

Pioneers in family planning.
. Vold where prohibited by law._ _ _ _ _ ..
Sold in drugstores. Also available in Canada.

- ———— -
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COUCH-TIME STORIES

contmued

Dan followed the old man into an
expensive living room straight off a
page from Architectural Digest.

“Hi, Mommy!" shannon ran over
and kissed a stunning, heart-stopping
beatity standing beside the fireplace
holding a glass of amber Auid. "This is
Dan. I met his wife and his
grandfather!”

"Hello) Dan said in a squeaky
voice. He coughed to cover the gaffe.
"Excuse me!”

"This is Dan Mallowmar, Trish”
Mr. Phelps said. "Dan, can | fix you a
drink?”

"Ah, well, sure, a Scotch?”

“Is Chivas all right?" Mr. Phelps
said. “I'm our of the good staft!”

“Fine, fine)”

"Can I have a drink, Daddy!”" Shan-
non asked.

“No, you may not!™ Mr. Phelps said
sharply. "A lictle slip of a girl like you
with a booze i her hand? Never in
this house!”

“Shannon speaks of youvery often,”
Mrs Phelps said. "She's fond of you.
Mav Leall you Dan?”

“Nes, of kourse, sure, fine!”

"Shannon has a short attention
span when it comes ta boys, Dan.
With the exceprion of you, of course.
Shestuck toyou like glue, it you'll
pardon the cliche”

“You'd think you were a rock musi-
cian, the way she aces!™ Mr. Phelps
chuckled, handing the Chivas to Dan,
"Thank goodness you're not. Where
do you work?"

“"Citizen's Gas and Power?”

"Good firm. Good. That's good. I'd
hate to have my danghrer in the hairy
arms of some musical ape He looked
at his warch. "Please don't think me a
party pooper, but I've got to get to
bed; I have a board mecting in the
morning. Just let me say, Mr. Mallow-
mar, that you're welcome here, you're
welcome to our daughrer. WAe're just
rickled ro dearh thar you and she ger
along so well, Since she's been secing
you, why, her grades are up, up, up!
Goodnight”

The old man polished off his drink,
set the emipry glass on the table, and
left the room. Mrs. Phelps motioned
for Dan to come sit beside her on the
couch. Shannon sat cross-legeed on
the floor in front of Dan and rested her
head on his knee,

| share my husband's sentiments)”
Mrs. Phelps said as she tossed her
head, sending shivers of blond hair
washing across her face. She was Shan-

non but with a deeper beauty: the
roundness of youth replaced by the
carefully defined angles of age. Dan
saw Jane Fonda’s mouth as he watched
Mrs. Phelps speak. "Since you've come
along, she's a new girl. Thank you very
much

"l don't know what to say except
that ['m very fond of Shannon, too)
Dan said clumsily.

“Well, I'd love to chat, but I think
it’s time for this litcle one to ger ready
for bed. [t's a school night)” Mrs.
Phelps said, stroking Shannon's Pan-
tene-clean hair,

“I really should be going, too!" Dan
said, rising from the couch.

“Nonsense,' Mrs. Phelps said.
"Why don't you stay and give Shan-
non a bath!? You haven't met my other
daughters, cither”

Dan ran the bar of soap from the
small of Shannon's back to the nape of
her neck. She lifted a handful of bub-
bles and gently blew them up over the
head of her sister, Cara. The bubbles
landed on the shoulder of her other
sister, Kelly.

“"Wash my front!"Kelly said.

"How old are you, Kelly?" Dan
asked as he flicked anash inro the
toilet

“T'm fifteen”

"We're not fifteen yer. Next week)”
Cara, Kelly's identical cwin, said.

“Well, happy birthday!™ Dan said.

The door opened a erack. "Shan-
non?™ a small voice said. .

Mia!” Shannon answered. "Come
on in and meet Dan?

The door opened slowly and a wall,
\\'illn\\'y Oriental }_’.ll’] stood naked ex-
cepr for a gold locker around her neck.

“Hi, U'm seventeen,” the girl said.

“Mia's adopred,” Shannon ex-
plained. "But she's cool. She's from
Japan!

"Glad to meet you. Join the parey!”
Dan said as he stepped aside and let
the fourth girl squecze into the sunken
marble tub.

“You have to come in too!” Mia
pL l!'l't‘d '

“| can't, really)” Dan said. He
dropped his cigaretee in the toilet.

"We want to wash vou!™ Cara said.
"It's not fair that you just wash us!”

“Dan, you better come in)* Shannon
advised.

“Okay, okay!" Dan laughed. He un-
zipped his fly and stepped out of his
pants. He unbuttoned his shirt,

“Look how cute his tummy is)’
Kelly giogled. "It has haie!™

"Look what clse he has!” Cara
exclaimed.

continued on page 103
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DIRTY JOKES

continued from page 73

The bright, cheerful, sociable
people who think “aclean joke is the
best joke™ have often been observed to
shine their shoes with shit. Which
raises an important point.®

LOOSELY CONNECTED PARA-
GRAPHS The technique of writing
loosely connected paragraphs sepa-
rated by subheads, like that of writing
only in lowercase, has fallen into dis-
use. Oncee considered hard-hitting,
punchy, and an easy way to hold the
inrerest of deadheads with attention
spans as brief as the “duhs” they ejacu-
late when viewing network game
shows, it is now more widely consid-
ered to be the cheap device of a man

behind in his work.

THE END (Look, don't print this
note, just print The End in the same
typeface as the rest of the subheads. |
swear to Christ, if you print this nore
and the members of the neutro-ortho-
dox realist impressionist radicals club
find out I'm what we call a bourgeois
formalist, I'll loose my cacher, and
without cachet what is a man? said Er-
nest Hemingway in the spare, cconom-
ical style he made famous, being aware,
as he was of everything, of the price of
ink.)

PRINT THAT, BUT DRAW A “DE-
LETE” SYMBOL AROUND IT But
don't print this. No kidding, don't
print this. If this got printed, my
mother would think 1 was into crypto-
absurdist, world-within-world, cur-
tain-behind-curtain erap, and Dad
would leave the airplane factories to
the Mormon church *cause he figures
['ve got it in for them. He was in Paris
in the twenties, and he punched out
Gert Stein and Al Toklas for just this

sort of thing.

NOT KIDDING I'mi not kidding. The
art department who lays this stuff out,
even though their brains are in their
fingers, knows that readers rapidly be-
come bored, disgusted, and finally
nauscared with self-indulgent crap like

*The original confusion between "Shinela,”" «
leather preservative that mfrares o decovanve gloss
to foatwear, and “shit” began on "Meeting of
Minds," a TV show written by Steve Allen for the
Public Broadcasting System. After heated debate,
the consensus of host Allen and guests was that
hath were excellent sandwich spreads bur Shinola
made your brearh smell

this even though ironically they pay
$4.50 to sce Woody Allen do it in the
movies and our cover price is only

31.50.

YES YES | know all these arguments
that space must be filled. Okay. You
asked for it. It's you who wouldn't
stop printing the stuff, remember that.
ATTENTION PSYCHOPATHS CRIMINALS
LUNATICS MANIACS DEVIATES GOONS
BOOGERBITERS DEADHEADS HUMAN
ABSCESSES THE ENVIOUS AND HATE-
FULTHE WRETCHED AND THOSE PQS-
SESSED BY VIOLENT DREAMS AND
DELUSIONS, TOM SNYDER, HERE IS A
LIST OF THE ADDRESSES AND PHONE
NUMBERS OF THE EDITORS AND ART
STAFF OF THE NATIONAL LAM

COUCH-TIME STORIES

contmued from page 102

“"Girls?"” Mrs. Phelps said. She
knocked on the opened door. Dan
arabbed a towel and held it up to his
naked body. Mrs. Phelps smiled and
studied Dan through half-closed eyes.
She closed the door and let her robe
spill from her smooth, white shoul-
ders. "1 hate ro waste water!” she
laughed, reaching over to kiss Dan on
the cheek. "Make us all happy)” she
whispered.

There was hardly any room for Dan
in the tub, but somchow he managed
to squeeze in berween the warm, wet
women. What followed was, as Dan
tells his friends to this day, “more fun
than you could ever imagine” |

DIURNAL SUBMISSION
Beneath the spreading chestnut tree
The village idiot sat,
He volled his eyes and flapped his lips
And jerked off in his hat.
—Edna St. Louis Missouri

BY THE WAY
.. And what rough beast, its half-life
come round at last,
Slowches toward Bethlehem,
Pennsvlvania, to be born?

—William U pstairs Maid Yeats

WE CAN PUT
YOU IN THE
MOVIE BUSINESS

TODAY!

A
Clip this coupon and return it today for complete information on joining the select frater-
nity of movie monguls-and starting your own profitable film series on campus.

I Films Incorperated Attn: Dr. Frank N. Furter
1144 Wilmette Avenue, Wilmette, IL 60091

| | must know how to become a campus movie mogul with-
out going to USC Film Schoal.

IF YOU CANT WAIT--

If you must begin NOW-
Call your nearest

Films Incorporated office!

New York: (2 l 2)889'791 0 l name

[ ———

Ifs easy for your organization
(fraternity, dorm, cell-black, cockfight
sociely, elc.) to rent big movies for
charity, entertainment, fundraising, or
Hollywood fantasy trips,

Choose from campus favorites
like The Groove Tube, The Ken-
tucky Fried Movie, The Grateful
Dead Movie, Phantasm, The Rocky
Horror Picture Show, Phantom of
the Paradise, and thousands more.

Atlanta:  (404)873-5101 | s

Chicago:

{3]2) 256-4730 I college/univ,

Hollywood: (2 1 3) 466-5481 I SAMEYE address
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state 2ip
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in bright colors.

Mexico City, Mexico Envico Suarez, leader of a religious sect called the Church of Holy | band got its start at the Sunshine Nudist Col-
Mud, holds a public demonstration of his mud services. The followers of Suarex believe that the | ony in Vermont. It received such critical ac-
body should always be swathed in a heavy layer of mud, which will protect it from all disease | claim that it was booked into Neww York’s
and danger. When the mud hardens, it also becomes an article of clothing, and can be painted | famous cultural center and will also appear

Dallas, Texas Lamar DeMoyne, forty-two, owner of a local bar and
grill, was so infuriated by his ex-wifes alimony and property settlement
demands that he split their commonly ouned house in half and rook

on a vacation.

New York, New York Max Crowley, thirty-
two, carries his bass into Lincoln Center to
play a concert with the world’s first allnude
jazz band, the Sunshine Boys and Girls. The

in the Newport Jazz Festival in 1980.
i

his share with him. He did it in one night, while his ex-wife was away

Spokane, Washington Bruce McFee, a retired podiarrist, plans to
beat the energy shortage with his own invention, the “gasball,” a six-
foot, built-in auxiliary tank made of a lightweight, highly durable plas- !
tic. McFee claims the tank is "perfectly safe” and can hold up o 500
gallons of gas. It is permanently welded to the car.
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IMPORTED CANADIAN WHISRY -A BLE 30 PR NYC

Right from the start, its Canadian spirit
rises above the rest. What makes it
such a popular choice? Super lightness.
Superb taste. If that’s what you'd like,
take off for Lord Calvert Canadian.
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