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ecei vers the world
'ioneer believes that any objective
jomparison of quality/performance/ 
irice between our new SX-1010, 
JX-939 and SX-838 AM-FM stereo 
eceivers and any other fine receivers 
vill overwheimingty indicate Pioneer's 
mtstanding superiority and value.

rhe most powerful ever
'ioneer uses the most conservative 
lower rating standard: continuous 
lower output per channel, with both 
;hannels driven into 8 ohm loads, 
icross the full audio spectrum from

20Hz to 20,000 Hz. Despite this 
conservatism, the SX-1010 far
surpasses any unit ever produced with 
an unprecedented 100 + 100 watts RMS 
at incredibly low 0.1 % distortion. 
Closely following are the SX-939 
{70 + 70 watts RMS) and the SX-838 
(50 + 50 watts RMS) both with less 
than 0.3% distortion. Dual power 
supplies driving direct-coupled 
circuitry maintain consistent high 
power output with positive stability. A 
fail-safe circuit protects speakers and 
circuitry against damage from 
overloading.

Outstanding specifications 
for flawless reception
FM reception poses no challenge to the 
exceptionally advanced circuitry of 
these fine instruments. Their FM tuner 
sections are designed with MOS FETs, 
ceramic filters and phase lock loop 
circuitry. The result is remarkable 
sensitivity, selectivity and capture ratio 
that brings in stations effortlessly, 
clearly and with maximum channel 
separation.
______________SX-1010 SX-939 SX-B3S

FM Sensitivity (IMF) 1.7uV 1.8uV I.BuV 
(ihe lower the belter) ____
Selectivity
(the higher the better)

90 dB 80dB SOdB

Capture Ratio 
(the lower the teller)

1dB 1dB 1dB

Signal/Noise Ratio 72dB 70dB 70dB 
(Ihe higher the better)___________________

Total versatility plus innovations
Only your listening interests limit the 
capabilities of these extraordinary 
receivers. They have terminals for 
every conceivable accommodation: 
records, tape, microphones, head 
sets   plus Dolby and 4-channel 
multiplex connectors. Completely 
unique on the SX-1010 and SX-939 is 
tape-to-tape duplication while 
listening simultaneously to another 
program source. The SX-838 
innovates with its Recording
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3,025 possible tonal compensations with unique twin stepped tone controls 
(SX-1010, SX-939)

Selector that permits FM recording 
while listening to records and vice 
versa. Up to three pairs of speakers 
may be connected to each model.

INPUTS SX-1Q1Q SX-939 SX-838
Tape monitor/4-ch. 

adaptor
Phono
Microphone
Auxiliary
Noise reduction
OUTPUTS
Speakers
Tape Rec./4-ch. 

adaptor
Headsets
Noise reduction
4-cnannel MPX

Master control system capability
Pioneer's engineers have surpassed 
themselves with a combination of 
control features never before found 
in a single receiver. All three units 
include: pushbutton function selection 
with illuminated readouts on the 
ultra wide tuning dial, FM and audio 
muting, loudness contour, hi/low 
filters, dual tuning meters and a 
dial dimmer.

Never before used on a receiver 
are the twin stepped bass and treble 
tone controls found on the SX-1010 
and SX-939. They offer over 3,000 
tonal variations. A tone defeat 
switch provides fiat response 
instantly throughout the audio 
spectrum. The SX-838 features

switched turnover bass and treble 
controls for more precise tonal 
compensation for room acoustics and 
other program source characteristics.

In their respective price ranges, 
these are unquestionably the finest 
values in stereo receivers the world 
has ever known. Audition their 
uniqueness at your Pioneer dealer. 
SX-101 0 - $699.95; SX-939 - $599.95, 
SX-838   $499.95, Prices include 
walnut cabinets.

Also new and more 
moderately priced.
Pioneer's most complete and finest 
line of receivers ever, presents 
equally outstanding values starting at 
$239.95. Shown here are the SX-535
- $299.95, SX-636 - $349.95, SX-737
- $399.95. All with walnut cabinets. 

U.S. Pioneer Electronics Corp., 
75 Oxford Drive, Moonachie, 
New Jersey 07074 
West: 13300 S. Estrella, Los Angeles 
90248/Midwest: 1500 Greenleaf, 
Elk Grove Village, III. 60007/Canada: 
S.H. Parker Co.

when you want something better

SX-535 SX-636 SX-737
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Thesingle*play turntables only a great 
^hang^company could have made.

Garrard Zero 100SB, $209.95
Garrard's new single-play turntables arc so advanced 

in their solution of basic engineering problems that only 
a leading manufacturer of automatic changers (yes,

changers) could have 
produced them.

This may sound 
paradoxical to the partisans

of single play, but it's a perfectly realistic view of the 
situation. The truth is mat it's easier to make a single-play 
turntable that works (never mind outstanding perfor 
mance for the moment) than a record changer that works.

The very qualities that make the single-play turn 
table the preferred choice oi certain users —straightfor 
wardness of design, lots of room for relatively few parts, 
fewer critical functions, etc. —also permit an unsophisti 
cated maker to come up more easily with an acceptable . 
model. Take a heavy platter and a strong motor,connect 
them with a belt... you get the picture.

As a result, there are quite a few nice, big, shiny 
and expensive single-play turntables of respectable 
performance in the stores today.

A thoroughbred single-play riamiwl86SB 
automatic is another matter. siso.95

We're talking about a turntable 
that gives you not only state-of-the-art 
performance in terms of rumble, wow, 
flutter, tracking and so on, but also the 
utmost in convenience, childproof and guest- 
proof automation, pleasant handling, efficient use of 
space, balanced good looks and, above all, value per dollar.

Here we're back on the home grounds of the changer 
maker. He alone knows how to coordinate a lot of different

turntable functions and niggling little design problems 
withoutwasted motions, space and expenditures. The 
kind of thing Garrard is the acknowledged master of.

No other proof of this argument is needed than a 
close look at the new Garrard Zero 100SB and 86SB.

Yes, they have heavy, die-cast, dynamically balanced 
platters. Yes, they have belt drive. Yes, they have -64dB 
rumble (DIN B Standard). And the Zero 100SB has 
Garrard's unique Zero Tracking Error Tonearm, the first 
and only arm to eliminate even the slightest amount of 
tracking error in an automatic turntable. 

But that's not the whole story.j 
What gives these turntables 

the final edge over other single- 
play designs is the way they're 
automated.

Both are fully automatic in
the strictest sense of the term. Your hand need never 

touch the tonearm. The arm indexes at the beginning of 
the record, returns to the arm rest at the end of the 
record and shuts off the motor, all by itself. The stylus 

can't flop around in the lead-out groove.
There are also other subtle little features like 

the ingeniously hinged dust cover (it can 
be lifted and removed even on a narrow 

shelf), the integrated low-profile teak base, 
the exclusive automatic record counter (in 

the Zero 100SB only) and the finger-tab 
control panel. Plus one very unsubtle feature.

For your free copy of ^^^fc 1 he pl'iCC. 
The Garrard Guide, a 16-paije 

full-color reference booklet, write to 
Garrard, Dept. NL-10,100 Commercial 
Street, Plainview, N.Y. 11803.

cr Produces
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Nobody's t 
than Ella...but 
we're just as good.

Simple fact:
The more sound a cassette picks up, 

the more sound a cassette plays back.
Since we introduced MRX2 Oxide, 

the Memorex cassette picks up more 
sound than ever before.

If you record your own music, you 
should be using Memorex.

It's as simple as that.

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

©1974, Memnrei Corporation, Santa Clara, California 95052
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MONT€ZUMAS OFFICIAL GUID€ 
TO TH€ ANCI6NT T€QUIIA ARTS.

The Aztec Gmpire. It's long gone. However, 
modern man is rediscovering its secrets.

A key to the rediscovery is the Sun Stone, a 
sort of time-capsule that outlines the history of the 
Aztecs and. according to Monte^ymo" Tequila, 
what the Aztecs liked to drink and when they 
liked to drink it.

Within rhe inner ring of the 
Sun Stone ore twenty symbols; 
one for each doy of the Aztec 
week. £ach symbol also sug 
gests what kind of drink 
might be appropriate to 
serve on that day.

Montezyma
Margarifa . ^
The flower |>J'V«
symbolizes ^^fQf
the last day of the Aztec
week, representing the
ultimate in true beauty and
pleasure. The drink: 2 o;
Montezyma Tequila; 1A
Triple Sec; juice 1A lime; pinch of
salt; stir in shaker over ice; rub rim
of cocktail gloss with lime peel ond
spin in salt; strain shaker into cocktail glass.

Tequila-Pineapple Liqueur. The 3rd
day of the Aztec week is symbolized 
by a house, representing hospitality 
and at-home entertaining. The drink: 
fill o jar holf woy with chunks of ripe pineapple; 
pour Montezyma Tequila to the brim; odd 1 tea 
spoon sugar (op 
tional); cap jar ond 
place in refrigerator 
for 24 hours; drain 
off liquid and serve 
as an after-dinner 
liqueur.

Horny Dull  Cocktail. A horned animal symbolizes 
the 7th doy of the Aztsc week, representing high- 

MAZATL ^» spirited and casual fun. The 
drink: 1 oz^, Montezyma Tequila 
over ice in unusual glassware, 

mason jar, jelly jor, beer mug etc.; 
with fresh orange juice or orange 

breakfast drink.

CALL!

Tequila F\z&_ The rain symbol 
izes the 19th day of the Aztec 
week, representing cool re 
freshment. The drink: 2 oz^ 
Montezyma Tequila; juice 

lime; Yz tea 
spoon sugar; 

-wo dashes 
orange bit 

ters; stir in
ouiAHum. a toll gloss 

over ice; fill with club soda; 
garnish with lime shell.

Tequila Straight. Water sym 
bolizes the 9th day of the Aztec 

week, representing simple 
and uncomplicated plea 

sure, The drink: Pour \Vz 
o<. of Montezyma Gold 

gloss. Put salt on back 
of thumb; hold a wedge of lime between thumb 
and 1st finger; lick salt, drink Tequila, bite into lime 
in one flowing motion.

Montezyma Tequila. in White. In Gold. 
Made in the tradition of the finest ancient tequilas. 

For additional Tequila Arts recipes, write: 
Montezyma Tequila Arts, Barton Brands, 200 South 
Michigan Ave., Chicago, Illinois 60604. And may 
Tonatiuh* smile upon you.

fflnntEzuma
TEQUILA

ATI

Tequila in

"Tonatiuh Azrec god of the sun.
©1974.60 Proof.Tequdo Qotton Distillers Import Co.. New York New York.
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They've Fired the Shit Heard Round the World
NIXONQUITS

OP VfiAfiS IT'LL 
OOWN,

wove scwe-
WH£B,e, MISSISSIPPI 

TOfi
<SOVgBNOR,60 TOR 
THE 
PLAY UP

see,I'LU
10 PAB00N 

MB. J'U SO SACK 
AW WfflTg A 0OOK,
PIN IT AL.I* ON TWg 
PRfiSS ANC? JOHN 

sT A
HUSHES,

SC00 P0«
THE UEPT WlfNfi 
PRESS. TWeV SOT 
HIM, BUT NOT WITH 
OUT A PlSHf, SUAHSTA3T 

TH£
PUNP SWS1N6 flMN£B 
REPUBLICAN

eesr
OP IT.

ANY LUCK, I'LL, 
i'ULBE SACK HERE

SY m

DEMOCRACY IN ACTION!
FORD ELECTED PRESIDENT

BY SMALLEST LANDSLIDE IN HISTORY

\
PO VOU SOLEMNLY SweASTHAT VOW WILL PAITHPULUV 

THE
STATES ANP THAT SOU WILL- 

TO THg 06ST OP 
OSVIOU5UV LIWIT6C1 ASUTV

OP TWg UNlTgP STATES?

PUH.UH, £0141-0 
YOU pfepeAT THg

UNPRECEDENTED MANDATE: HE CARRIES NO STATES, GETS NO VOTES
continued
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continued

Sources in the U.S. Senate report that 
prior to the Supreme Court decision 
requiring him to produce the sub 
poenaed tapes, the release of portions 
of which led to his resignation, Presi 
dent Nixon was preparing a major ef 
fort to woo the thirty-odd conserva 
tive members of the Senate whose 
votes could have prevented his con 
viction. Basically, the plan consisted 
of giving the group of Southern Dem 
ocrats and rural Republicans access 
to nuclear technology. To quiet an 
ticipated fears that someone like Sen 
ator Hruska of Nebraska or Senator 
Alien of Alabama might become the 
world's seventh nuclear power, there 
were plans for "regular continuous 
inspection" of reactors and atomic 
laboratories in the Senators' homes, 
and each of the lawmakers would 
have had to account for all of the 
uranium and plutonium he used.

We have learned that in the week be 
fore his resignation, President Nixon 
was formulating with his aides a last- 
ditch strategy designed to keep him in 
the White House even if he was im 
peached by the House and convicted 
in a Senate trial. Among the courses 
of action which were being given seri 
ous consideration were: 
• Transforming Mr. Nixon into a 
piece of mail by having him wear a 
specially made light brown suit with 
stamps on the upper left pocket and

the address—Mrs. Richard M. Nixon, 
The White House, Washington, DC, 
20001—on the left sleeve. In order to 
insure that Mr, Nixon qualified as a 
legitimate item of parcel post, he was 
to have been driven to the headquar 
ters of the United States Postal Serv 
ice, then returned to the White House 
in the custody of a high Postal Serv 
ice officer. Mrs. Nixon would have 
then "accepted .delivery" of Mr. Nix 
on, but would not have opened him. 
Thus, anyone attempting the actual 
removal of Mr. Nixon from the White 
House would have been guilty of a 
major federal crime—interference 
with the U.S. Mail. 
• Arranging for Mr. Nixon to donate 
himself to the United States as part

of the permanent collection of an 
tiques and artifacts in the White 
House, with the proviso that he re 
main part of the White House collec 
tion until 1977; then, as President, 
Mr. Nixon would graciously accept 
the gift and the terms. 
• Having Mr. Nixon grant to himself, 
by special Executive Order, home- 
steading rights to the Federal lands 
surrounding the White House. It was 
not known at the time this strategem 
was under discussion whether Mr. 
Nixon would be able to remain in the 
White House itself or would have to 
construct his own residence on the 
East Lawn, or whether it might not 
be necessary for him to farm part of 
the grounds to maintain his claim. As 
an alternative, some investigation was 
made into the possibility of making 
the whole White House area an In 
dian reservation. Like many politi 
cians, Mr. Nixon has at one time or 
another been made an Honorary Chief 
by more than a dozen Indian tribes, 
and his aides were confident that at 
least one of them would cooperate in 
his designation as sole occupant of 
the Nixsioux Reservation. It was felt, 
however, that some gesture towards 
Indian culture would have to be made, 
and the idea is said to have been 
quickly shelved when most of the 
Cabinet objected strenuously to sitting 
cross-legged on the floor of the Cabi 
net Room for "National Security 
Powwows."

Following the resignation of Presi 
dent Nixon, the most commonly asked 
question in Washington has been, 
of course, whether Secretary of State 
Henry Kissinger will keep President 
Ford on past a short transition period. 
According to high State Department 
officials, Kissinger hasn't made up his 
mind yet. "Frankly, Henry feels that 
Ford is a lightweight in the foreign 
affairs field," said one top aide. "He'd 
prefer someone like Rockefeller or 
even Richardson, but he's going to

NATIONAL LAMPOON
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continued

First we show you 
how to pick up girls.
Hick up jjirls anywhere! On bars, buses, Irains. even on the 
Mreei! li's easier ihan you ever dreamed.

You will learn more than 100 surefire techniques: 
  How io make shyness work for you   Why a man doesn't 
have to be good-looking   Why girls gel horny   50 great 
opening lines   World's greaicsl pick up lechnique   How lo 
gel women to pick you up* How 10 succeed in singles' bars. 
HOW TO PICK UP GIRLS coniains in-dcpth inlerviews 
with 25 beautiful girls. They tell you exactly whal it lakes lo 
pick them up. Send for How io Pick Up Girls today andpick 
up any girl you want. Send only S7.95 plus 75c postage and 
handling lo: The Northern Valley Co.. Dept. 88. PO Box 
515, Tenafly. NJ 07670

(Both books only 515.25 + 75c postage and handling.)

Then wo show you 
whoro.

Discover grcai pick up spots within 5 miles of your own 
home! Maybe you never knew these places exisled, but 
they're jam-packed with good-looking local women. 
"Great on business trips!" 5rm' Tattle Find out where 
hundreds of nurses, models, and stewardesses really hang 
on!.in; Atlanta, Baltimore, Berkeley, Boston, Chicago, 
Cincinnati, Cleveland, Dallas, Denver, Detroit, Hous 
ton, Las Vegas, LA, Louisville, Miami, Milwaukee, 
Minneapolis, NYC, New Qrleans, Phila., Phoenix, Port 
land, St. Louis, San Francisco, Seattle, Washington, DC. 
"Over 900 Super Action Spots!" Book gives you name, 
address, and in-deplh description of more than 900 SUPER 
ACTION SPOTS nitere girls art' so liberated you fan often 
sleep with them the same night vou meet. Send for 
AMERICA'S BEST PICK UP SPOTS today. Send only 
$7.95 plus 75c postage and handling io: The Northern Valley 
Co.. Dept.QB, PO Box 515. Tenafly. NJ 07670

(Both books only SIS.25 + 75c postage and handling.)

You'll go ape over the 
Sound of Koss.

The Sound of Koss Slereophones has always 
made music lovers go ape. So, (or a limited time, 
we're offering a Free "Go Ape Shirt" with the 
purchase of any Koss Stereophone. And for 
those who think it's possible to go ape without 
a Koss Stereophone, our "Go Ape Shirts" are 
available for only $2.25 plus 25^ handling. At 
that price, they may not blow your mind like a 
Koss Stereophone would, but they won't blow 
your budget either.

I Ki D S S stereophones
from the people who Invented St«r«ophonei

Msit to: KOJS Corporation
P.O. Box 2399, Milwaukee, Wisconsin 53212
Piene tend me my "Go Ape Shirt" (i) in the folio win 3 
size (s).
Size: Small Medium Large Ex. Large 

34-36 38-40 42-44 46

Quantity: 
Check appropriate box or boxet:
n I 9^t my shirt free and have enclosed my new Kot» 

Stercophone Warranty Card as proof of putchase.
Q I have enclosed check or money ordei (payable (o 

Kos? OffeO fo buy—————shirts al S2.2S each plus 
S5(! each for handling. Total enclosed S——————.

Name— 

Addreu

Offer good in U.S. only, eMept where prohibited. Allow 
5 to 6 week* for delivery. Olfer expire* December 31, 
1974.

adopt a wait-and-see attitude and giv? 
Jerry a chance to show whether he 
has the stuff before making any final 
decision."

In retrospect, the decision several 
months ago by the Irish Republic to 
withdraw its three thousand-man 
contingent from the United Nations 
force on Cyprus following an increase 
in tensions in Northern Ireland was 
doubly useless, since on the one hand 
it appears that the soldiers involved 
have nothing to do in southern Ire 
land and aren't about to be sent to 
intervene in Ulster, and on the other, 
it would seem from the events of the 
last year or so in Ireland and England 
that the Irish are uniquely equipped 
to enforce a cease-fire between Turkey 
and Greece. A relatively small U.N. 
peace-keeping commando unit com 
posed of experienced Irishmen could 
bring hostilities to a close in record 
time by setting off a series of time 
bombs at government offices in 
Athens and Ankara and tourist spots 
like the Acropolis and the Hagia Sofia 
church in Istanbul; by creating 
neutral zones between invading Tur 
kish troops and Greek Cypriote sol 
diers where trained I.R.A. thugs 
would lurk in ambush ready to shoot 
any violators in the back; and, as a 
last resort, by establishing a perma 
nent Irish Quarter between the Greek 
and Turkish sections of the disputed 
city of Nicosia populated by a thou 
sand or so citizens of Belfast which 
Cypriotes of either ethnic background 
would quickly learn not to enter, a

10 NATIONAL LAMPOON
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Dear Debby: I have been married for 
four years. Up until sixteen months 
ago, my husband and I had led very 
productive and fulfilling lives. That's 
when I gave birth to our daughter, 
Millicent. Naturally enough, raising 
a child is a full-time job, so I largely 
ended all of my outside activities. I 
gave up my committees, my tennis, 
my bridge games, my lunches with the 
girls, to devote my energies to caring 
for our beautiful baby. Griff began 
coming home earlier and we both 
willingly stopped going out three or 
four nights a week for dinner. Every 
thing seemed well-ordered and nor 
mal. Then, for no reason that I could

explain, we began having these awful 
"accidents" with the baby. I would 
be cooking at the stove and Millicent 
would be in her high chair behind me. 
She would gurgle or goo and I would 
quickly turn around, still holding a 
big pot in my hand, to look at her and 
accidentally bang the pot right into 
her little head. I've done this more 
times than I care to recall. I've opened 
cabinets into her face, scalded her 
food, lost grip of her stroller on hills, 
but more than any one thing, I find 
myself absentmindedly dumping our 
dirty laundry on top of her when she's 
in her crib or in her carriage. Adding 
further to the problem, my husband

is equally careless and neglectful. He 
will walk around the room holding 
the baby in one arm while he reads 
the newspaper held in his free hand. 
Then he'll spot something that he 
thinks will interest me. Immediately 
putting the baby on the mantelpiece, 
he'll race away to find me, totally 
forgetting about the baby until we 
hear the thud and the cries.

You don't need to have a doctorate 
in psychology to fathom what this 
could possibly mean, but Debby, I've 
asked myself over and over again and 
my answer has always been the same: 
I truly love my baby. But it's abso 
lutely tragic what we're doing to her. 
She's so little and helpless, it breaks 
my heart every time we knock her 
over or crush her against something. 
Even as I write to you, I realize for 
the past five months I've kept an open 
bottle of Clorox sitting under the 
kitchen sink.

Griff and I just don't know what to 
do.

Brokenhearted Mother 
New York City 

That's most dire.

Dear Debby: Some years ago a young 
girl wrote to you for help. Her par 
ents had been killed in an automobile 
accident and she was left alone in 
the world with no family and hardly

continued

Takin' off or puttin' on.. 
Roach Shirts are a ball.

Vivid full color designs on 
your choice of T-shirt, Tank- 
top, or Sweatshirt. 
Fadeproof and machine 
washable.

SjJ, P.O. BOX 182 
WORTHINGTON.OHIO NLP10
DEALER INQUIRIES INVITED___________!

n Full color Col 11 oo J£« TANK TOPS Mis
QWhlnT-lMrt I3.JS QTilmTink DO'"*
PTiimT-ililn MM DOnngs O Slut
QWnlleSw'liHIn li.SE QVillnw QLIIlc
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inm. ii M  .!(«. . 
tune, mat'. lOnf ISO. I 
Ha.nl I id<I 4% ulig lit. 

iijontl SM 10%. Muka Chick Plytble I
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THE BEST OF NATIONAL LAMPOON, 
NO. 4 (BO1006) 1974; 176 np. S2.50

fe
<*W;s~.*33

THE NATIONAL LAMPOON THE NATIONAL LAMPOON 
1964 HIGH SCHOOL YEARBOOK PARODY ENCYCLOPEDIA OF HUMOR THE BE3T OF NATIONAL LAMPOON, 
(B01007) $2.50 (B01C04) Hard cover edition, S7 95 NO. 3 (801003) 1973; 192 pp. $2.50

(BO10051 Soft cover edilion, S2.50

National Lampoon 
Mona Gorilla T-shirt 

(TS1019) $3.95

National Lampoon Poster*

National Lampoon's
"Lemmings" T-shirt

<TS1021)$3.95

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

(TS10201 S3.95

National Lampoon Binder (B1014)
S3.65 each, $7.10
tor two, $9.90 (or Ihree.
National Lampoon Binder wilh all 12
issues from 1973 (81013) $10.95 each.

I

I

DETSR/ORATA
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Use this coupon (or your order

Indicate the Whole Mirth products you would like, enclose check 
money order, place in envelope and send to:

National Lampoon, Dept. NL1074 
635 Madison Av«., New York, N.Y. 10022

{801003} (B01005) (B01006) (B01007) $2.50 each
(B01004) $7.95 each
(P1005) $1 each (CH1001) S5.95 each
(TS1019) $3.95 each. Circle: small, medium, large
(TS1021) $3.95 each. Circle: small, medium, large
(TS1020J $3.95 each. Circle: small, medium, large
(B1013) $10.95 each
(B1014) $3.65 each. $7.10 (or two. $9.90 tor three
(Please enclose 500 lor postage and handling.)

I have enclosed total of S____________
(New York City and New York State residents, please add applicable
sales taxes.)

Name_______________________________        ;
(please print)

CHEECH WIZARD POSTER 
JIGSAW PUZZLE 
(CH)OOI) 15" by 21"; $5.95

DETERIOHATA (from Radio Dinner, 
the National Lampoon 
comedy album) (P1005) $1

Address.

City. . State

(please be sure that your zip code Is correct)
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continued
a reason to go on. I remember the 
beautiful reply she got. I cut it out 
and kept it on the wall of my bedroom 
and looked at it every morning. And 
sometimes, when things were going 
bad and I felt as if I should give up 
and surrender to despair, I would sit 
down and read it over and its lovely 
calm would come back in my soul. 

Last week I had my house painted, 
and, in the fuss, I found that your 
precious message had been lost. 
Would you please reprint it? Not only 
for me, but for the millions of soul- 
weary people who may have been un 
fortunate enough not to have seen it 
before?

Edna Balinnger 
Menlo Park, Calif.

Dear Debby: I have just found out 
that the man to whom I have been 
married for the past fifteen years, the 
man who is the father of my seven 
children, has another family on the 
other side of town. I found out quite 
by accident and when I confronted 
him with what I knew, he confessed 
everything. But he added that he 
loves me more than ever. The other 
woman apparently makes him appre 
ciate me more and he doesn't want 
to do anything that will threaten his 
renewed love for me. He is not mar 
ried to this other woman but he has 
two children by her. He claims that it 
is very important that he continue to 
occasionally live with his other fam 
ily for two reasons: so he can learn 
from his mistakes with them and be 
come a better man to us, and second 
ly, he states, it would be too difficult 
to end his relationship with her when 
he considers all of the wonderful 
presents she has given him. She's 
given him to date: a speedboat, a 
motorcycle, a camper, and a number 
of power tools, all of which, I admit, 
he has shared with us. He argues that 
his leaving her would have such an 
adverse effect on her that he doubts 
that she would ever recover, and that 
there would be a very good chance 
she would attempt to take her own 
life, and, if I wanted the death of a 
mother of two on my hands, I'm not 
the person he thought he married.

I told him what a bunch of rubbish 
I thought this was, but Debby, if this 
other woman kills herself, I know 
he'll leave me and I really don't want 
him to leave me.

Mrs. Karen Davidson 
Elkhart, Ind. 

How very unfortunate.

Confidential to On the Ropes: You
certainly have had more than your 
share of body blows.

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

NIXON SAYS:"'I'm not 
a crook'.'

Watch his eyes . . . they actually 
shift back & forth 
60 times a minute

S1O95
2 YEAR 
GUARANTEE 
LEATHER BAND

19 JEWELED 
SWISS MOVEMENT

NOTE: THIS WATCH WILL NO DOUBT BECOME A COLLECTORS 
ITEM AND BECOME MORE VALUABLE IN YEARS TO COME.

ALL AMERICAN TIME CO. • 1081 Westwood Blvd., Los Angeles, CA 90024 
Please rush__________ watches. I've enclosed S21.4S (which Includes S1.50 postage
& handling). Calif, residents add 6% sales lax, lor each watch.
I am enclosing (Check one) D Check D Money Order n Cash... OR

D EXP. 
DATE-

(Your Inler-Bank number Is located dfrecdy above Ihe (Irst name on your card.)
Send to 
NAME  

ADDRESS - 

CITY___ -ZIP.

ORDERED BY-
Your signature (it using Bank A mar! card or Masier Charge)

MONSTER
SUPER COLOR T-SHIRTS

P 3S cvpsil- OS FACE 11 

FULL COLOR AIRBRUSH AKT BY MOUSE STUDIOS. HANDSCREENED OK HLAVY LONG OR SHORT SLEEVE T-SHIRTS

MSew-on Patch SEND TO:

Box 63, Mill Valley, CA 9494J DEPT L
_1 Shod Slecte 

T-Shin -1.95
O Sew-on 

Palch 3.95
-J Long Sleeve :H Hike Bag

T-Shir! 6.95 4.9S 
n Full Culut Culalug .50

INCLUDE NAME, ADDRESS AND ZIP CODE

Bike Bag
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What is it that 
feels good, 
sounds good1

and will. go anywhere
with you?

Mode

Anywhere means just that! Just plug 
the special adapter into the earphone 
jack of any Mono Cassette Recorder, 
Portable Radio or TV Set and plug the 
OA-3 into the special adapter and 
enjoy total sound everywhere you go. 
Great at the beach, on a picnic, on 
your boat, or al the bail game.
Revolutionary. So slender.. So light. 
So comfortable to use over long peri 
ods of time.
Sound Perfection. You have to listen 
to believe.
Open Audio. Enjoy the sound. Yet, be 
part of what's going on around you. 
That's the big thing about "open 
audio".
Prediction. The OA-3 will be your fa 
vorite "component" in your hi-fi stereosystem $39.95

PICKERING
"for those who can I head the difference"

For further information wite to:
Picketing & Co. Inc. Dept. N

101 Sunnysitfe Blvd., Plainview,
New York 11603

• Two policemen in Seattle were 
patrolling in the local skid row sec 
tion of. town when they heard faint 
cries of "Help! Anybody, help*"

"Where are you?" they called 
back.

"Down here, you dumb so-and- 
so," came the reply. They pointed 
their flashlights down a manhole at 
Madison and Western Streets and 
discovered a fifty-five-year-old man 
dangling almost upside down about 
fifteen feet below street level.

"He was just hanging there from 
an old pipe running along the wall 
near the bottom," said Patrolman 
James Geiser. "His left leg was 
wrapped around the pipe like a 
pretzel."

"He said he'd been down there 
about four hours, and it was none of 
our business how he got there," 
added his partner, Patrolman Tim 
Perry.

Two more policemen and a squad 
of firemen were required to extract 
the man from the hole. "He was 
ornery, cantankerous—but stone so 
ber," said Mr. Geiser.

The unidentified man was taken 
to a hospital with leg fractures and 
a hip injury. He adamantly refused 
to explain how he ended up in the 
hole. New York Times (G. Dallago)
• Fred Finn Mazanek, a one-year- 
old guppy, died recently, leaving an 
estate of $5,000.

Stan Mazanek, twenty-four, a stu 
dent at the University of Arizona, 
had filled out an insurance form he 
received in his mail box marked 
"Occupant," entering the fish as the 
insured party. No fraud was in 
volved in the policy. The guppy's 
age was listed as six months, his 
weight as thirty centigrams, and his 
height as three centimeters.

The Globe Life and Accident In 
surance Co. apparently issued Pol 
icy No. 3261057 in Fred Finn's

name through a computer error. 
When Mazanek filed a claim fol 
lowing the guppy's demise, they sent 
a sales representative to see him to 
find out if he was the sort of person 
who would take advantage of a cler 
ical error.

He was. The company settled out 
of court for $650. South Bend Trib 
une (B. Backer)
• The town of Winchester, Indiana, 
has run into difficulties with its 
new antipornography ordinance. The 
only newspaper in Winchester de 
cided the ordinance was too dirty 
to print. Under local law, the ordi 
nance does not become effective 
until it has been published in a 
town newspaper. Philadelphia Eve 
ning Bulletin <R. Palko)
• Security officers at the State Uni 
versity at Binghamton, N.Y., are 
still looking for a fingernail fetish 
ist who has attacked six women. 
The man usually approaches a 
woman on campus and asks for di 
rections or for the time. When the 
woman raises her hand, the-man 
begins admiring her fingernails, then 
takes the hand and attempts to bend 
the nails-. If the woman resists, the 
man grabs the hand and bites the 
nails off.

The Fingernail Man is described 
as being about five feet five inches 
tall, nineteen to twenty-two years 
old, weighing about 135 pounds, 
with dark brown or black collar- 
length hair and a beard. "He could 
be a student; he fits in well on 
campus," a security officer said. 
Binghamton Evening Press (J. 
Mory)
• Gary Moss ate 236 ants, one at a 
time, in three minutes, to win the 
second "World Freestyle Ant Eat 
ing Contest," held in Seattle, Wash 
ington, by a seven-ant margin. His 
performance broke the record of 
102 ants set by Army Staff Sgt. 
Charles Chapman of Ft. Lewis dur 
ing the Washington State annual 
Survival Symposium at Camp Mur 
ray last March.

"I wasn't tasting anything until 
it was all over," Moss said. "Then 
I swallowed for a final time and . .. 
wham! It was like I'd been drinking 
vinegar for three minutes."

Steve Ohlenkamp finished last in 
the field of six. He downed only 
four ants, losing valuable time by 
garnishing the tiny insects with salt, 
pepper, and catsup. The Oregonian 
(I. Tepper)

A one-year subscription or the 
equivalent value in National Lam 
poon products will be given for items 
used. Send entries to: True F.acts, 
National Lampoon, 635 Madison 
Ave., N.Y., N.Y. 10022.
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UsTareyton smoker 
oild rather fight than s

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

King Size: 21 mg. "tar", 1.4 mg. nicotine;' 
av. per cigarette, FTC Report March 74.

I mm: 21 mg. "tar", 1.5 mg. nicotine;
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YOU DON'T HAVE TO
WAIT FOR TOMORROW

TO ENJOY A
SUNRISE.

Until now, if you wanted a spectacular sunrise/ you had to 
be m the right place at the right time. A bar. A restaurant. 
Or maybe a friend's house, if he had the tequila, orange juice 
and grenadine needed to 
make one.

Now you can enjoy a 
sunrise anytime and any 
place. Because we've taken 
the original sunrise and
put it in a can.

THE CLUB®Sunrise is 
a ]/2 pint of Jose Cuervo' 
Tequila and natural flavors. 
And you can find it wherever 
liquor is sold.

So why not enjoy The 
Club Sunrise soon. After 
all, it's the only sunrise you 
can take wherever you go.

CLUBS. ANYTIME, ANY PLACE, ANY REASON.
THE CLUB«Codctai[s, 55-48 Prool ©1974 The Club Distilling Co., Hartford, CT., Menlo Pk. CA.
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When the National Lampoon first 
rolled off the presses a scant fourteen 
years ago, little did the Editors think 
they'd be King Turd on Youth Island, 
saleswise. Publisher Gerald "There's 
Nothing Funny about the Way It 
Sells" Taylor phones his ads in ship- 
to-shore from the Punfun II, and 
Hendra recently had his office redone 
in muralstone and blond oak with all 
these animal skulls mounted on bread 
boards. Double creepy.

Have we, as many people say, come 
too far too fast? Is it true, as Vince 
Aiosa—a photographer acquaintance 
of mine who snaps toddlersnatch for 
Dutch strokebooks—observed, as he 
clapped a moist pod on my shoulder, 
"You know, I've watched you grow 
old in this job." Gingerly removing 
his arm, by first working up the 
suckers with the blunt end of a spoon, 
I made a beeline for The Green Man 
(one of Esquire's Ten Most Depress 
ing Mid town Bistros) along Manhat 
tan Island City's colorful Rue des 
Scags, deeply troubled by this re 
mark. After a couple of stiff blasts, my 
self-doubts were resolved.

And frankly, Vince, you chew the 
pink piccolo.

The TV informs me that nine mil 
lion Americans have a drinking prob 
lem. Did you know that a large ma 
jority of these are National Lampoon. 
contributors? Henry's the worst. He 
kicked a cat in the delicatessen, sub 
sequently blew out Maude's TV tube 
with a shotgun, and practically blew 
lunch on me, Belushi, and Doyle- 
Murray before he nearly got eighty- 
sixed by the management.

Nevertheless, the National Lam 
poon never flinches from her relent 
less struggle to serve up the hottest 
swifties available in today's competi 
tive on-the-go humor market, nor are 
we found wanting when asked about 
the 15-cent price hike (the second in 
twelve months). When asked about 
this, we can only point to the Presi 
dent's recent message on inflation, 
pertinent articles in the Wall Street 
Journal, and your sister's cunt.

This issue was originally to be 
called the "Young People's Issue," 
but Matty and a little imp I know 
whose name rhymes with O'Dork re 
directed it more toward young mung. 
However, it is very dicey dealing with 
Vince's professional specialty state 
side, we found, what with our arbi 
trary child labor laws and antiquated 
Mann Act. So we had to go easy on 
subdeb beaver. Twat you see is twat 
you get.
Cover: The usual fuck-ups. Hendra, 
Kelly, and McConnachie thought the 
original model looked too old, so we

continued on page 84
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I got
it free!

I, Dick Blake, sent off to the 
Warehouse Sound Co. and quickly 
received a full-color catalog of stereo 
components and complete music sys 
tems. I testify that they carry every 
major brand and offer super dis 
counts! Furthermore, if you'll in 
clude $1 for postage, those great 
people will also send either one of the 
following: their new 64-page catalog 
of professional products for music 
ians, or the 1975 edition of the Music- 
Machine Almanac, which is a 185-page 
institutional guide to stereo equip 
ment, complete with photos, prices, 
and specifications for over 40 brands! 
Sells on the newsstands for SI.95 — so 
it's a good deah Do it today!

WAREHOUSE SOUND CO.
BOX S SAN LUIS OBISPO 
CA. 93405 (805) 543-2330

Railroad Square, Box S 
San Luis Obispo, CA. 93405 
(805) 543-2330

city/state

Also enclosed is $1.00 for: 
(check onej
OPr°fess i° na l Products Catalog

O1975 Music Machine Almanac
ML 974
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Fifth row center
Morgan—a dummy recording head in the best seat at the Boston

Symphony's Tanglewood Music Festival—gave Bose a key 
answer acoustical engineers had sought for ten years. The shrill and

harsh sounds characteristic of even the finest of conventional 
home music loudspeakers were apparently caused by beaming sound

waves directly at a listener. 
In a live performance, sound waves from musical instruments reflect

from all surfaces of the hall and arrive at a listener's ears from all
directions. The same sound comes to each separate ear milliseconds

apart. Our mind pulls it together. Like a willow swept by rain, we
are bathed in sound, and just as our two eyes unify

an image, so do our ears cooperate.
As simple as this seems, Bose engineers spent years at exacting

experimentation to discover that more precise electronics 
wouldn't close the gap between the experience of concert music and 

conventional hi-1i. The answer lay in how music travels tooour ears.
So Bose created an unconventional speaker which grazes music

off the walls of your listening room, forming a spatial environment of
sound similar to that of a concert hall.

The precise illusion of sound spread through a room is uncanny ... it
comes from areas, not points. Sit anywhere in your room: your 

ears needn't focus; the sound is there ... fifth row center. Bose owners 
know that the difference between a fine sound system 

and a great one is the speakers. •
It all begins with the speakers. U

Ask your franchised Bose dealer to A-B
our 901® with any conventional speaker,

regardless of size or price.
For information on Bose^pirect/Reflecting® 

speakers, write us at Dept. L
To locate your nearest Bose dealer, call toll 

free, 800-447-4700. In Illinois, call 800-322-4400 <

The Mountain, Framingham, Mass. 01701

Sirs:
I think that the National Lampoon 

Radio Hour (check your local FM 
listings for time and station) is really 
tops! All the cool guys 'n' gals on my 
block really dig your new radio sea 
son and will surely buy some of those 
spiffy Pioneer stereo outfits from your 
sponsor not to mention the many 
other reet National Lampoon humor 
products such as The Job of Sex 
paperback, the 1964 High School 
Yearbook parody (second big print 
ing!), the albums, the forthcoming 
comic anthology, the T-shirts, posters, 
roadshows, lighters, key rings, love oil, 
waterbeds, and, if my folks have any 
thing left in their savings, I'm gonna 
tell 'em to sink it all in a. new National 
Lampoonburger fast-food franchise 
soon to be erected in my hometown 
on a plot of land originally zoned for 
a playground.

So keep up the bitchin' work, you 
weirdos! At least there's somebody 
who tells it like it is to us youth. I 
mean, if we can swallow that new wine 
column in Rolling Stone, we probably 
don't even feel pain the same way you 
big folks do, right?

Matty Simmons
21st Century Communications

National Lampoonburger
Food Sales, Inc. 

635 Madison Ave.
Anytown, USA

Sirs:
Taken a good squint at the Dow 

Jones lately? Or the average annual 
temperature shifts around the globe 
in the last twenty years or so? And 
how 'bout those expanding polar ice 
caps you read about in Scientific 
American, huh? Also, one of the guys 
here wants to know—how many dozen 
countries did the New York Times or 
some other twink predict would have 
an H-bomb in ten years?

Must run. Have fun 'n' c u soon! 
Dave Dodo

L. Peter Passenger Pigeon 
Ted Trilobite

Charlotte & Emily Brontosaurus 
Terri Dactyl

Monty & Wooly Mammoth
TheDiplodoci (Bobbo,

Angie,& all the kids)
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I7O YOU
PUST 0OWLS?
0REAP LINES? BONUS 

MARCHES? HI, I'M 
HOOVER. f?£/tf EMBER /WE,i PIC? A LITTLE THING

CRASH."

Well, if you remember those days as well as I do, you'll want to do everything you can to make 
sure they never happen again. You know what caused the Great Depression, don't you? Not spending 
enough money, that's what. Of course, spending too much money was what started the Great De 
pression, but not spending enough is what kept it around so long. Understand? Neither do I. But 
that's not important! What's important is that we save the American economy by spending lots of 
money to keep another Great Depression from overshadowing our grand republic, while not spending 
too much so as to keep this fair land free of costly and damaging inflation which we also had a bad 
case of before The Crash too and I forgot to mention. And do you know how we can do that? By 
purchasing subscriptions to the National Lampoon, that's how! A subscription to the National Lam 
poon costs plenty of money, thereby helping you to stave off another Great Depression, plus a sub 
scription to the National Lampoon doesn't cost nearly as much money as it's going to soon, thereby 
helping you fight costly and dangerous inflation. Fellow Americans, pitch in and help; do it today, 
or our economy will be as dead as I am.

Thank you.
NATIONAL LAMPOON SUBSCRIPTION 
KA7SS

THIS /WAY BE YOUR LAST CHANCE TO SUB 
SCRIBE TO THE NATIONAL LA/rtFOON TO 
SAVE OUR AMERICAN WAY OF LIFE ANP 

*5.OS ON A I -yEAB SUBSCRIPTION 
$ IZ.OS " " Z-YEAK 
&2O.O5 " " 3-YEAK " 

Cf-f THE NEW $I.
KESULJ OF COS TL Y IMPi-AnoN, HA K 
Of ANOTHERGREK! DEPRGGS/OM WHERE 
yOL/'Ll. MEEPTHOse SAV/MSS BAP).

Herbert Hoover
Former President of the United States

The Nallonal Lampoon. Dept. NL1074 
635 Madison Avenue, Now York, N.V. 10022

Bill me: I'll send along my check upon receiving your Invoice. 
One-year subscription—$6.95 
Two-year subscription—$11.95 

Q Three-year subscription—515.95

enclose my check D money order Q 
[Please place in envelope)

(please prinl)

-Zlp Code-
Please make aura to list your correct zip-code number. 

For each year add SI,00 for Canada and Mexico. $2.00 for foreign.

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



Sirs:
Hey, wait a minute. You're right. 

There's no cactus in any desert that 
has camels in it.

M. Muldaur 
Tommy's Lunch 

Cambridge, Mass. 
Sirs:

Just as my fingers on these Iceys 
make rent money, so the selfsame 
sounds bring pounding on my door 
and ceiling from the fellow who lives 
upstairs. What a douchenozzle.

P. Quince 
Hartford, Conn. 

Sirs:
Regarding your article of Novem 

ber 13 concerning the wicked lies per

petrated on us all by the owners of 
a palatial estate whose names I can 
not bring myself to' utter:

Whether or not they were keeping 
u hippo in the lily pond seems to me 
of little consequence. What harm is 
there in a few ravaged gardens? We 
have corn foisted upon us till it comes 
out of our ears, plus lettuce and to 
matoes aplenty. Who among us would 
deny a hippo his humble tho' ample 
fare?

However, those of us who are close 
to the situation feel you should have 
paid stricter attention to the wild 
goings on of April last. The continued 
trumpet playing, the men dressed up 
like angels, the bonfires, the ballerina

The Dokorder 7100 will never tell 
how little you paid for it!

"• What it will tell, loud and clear, are its exceptional 
. features: Frequency response of 30-24k Hz at 71/2 IPS • 

Signal-to-Noise better than 58 dB • Stereo separation
better than 45 dB at 1 

I kHz • Electronic Echo 
• Sound on Sound • 
Pause • Tape/Source 
Monitoring "Tape Bias 
Selector-FullSolenoid- 

|| Control Tape Transport 
» 3 Heads/3 Motors • 

I Auto Shut-off • Sepa 
rate Input/Output Con 
trols « And more

, So if you don't tell, we'll never let on that the price is 
under $400. At your nearest Dokorder Dealer, of course.

NOW! For a Limited Time Only 
FREE Dust Cover worth $23, with Every Purchase ot a 7100.

^^okorder- Ino?
5430 Rosecrans Avenue, Lawndale, California 90260

and her aggressive dance to welcome 
Spring, all bad our teeth chattering 
and our toes tapping. Sleep was im 
possible. When my eldest daughter, 
Elizabeth, was hit on her equine nose 
with an ovt-rly ripe nectarine, I swore 
revenge. I took several snapshots of 
them all gamboling on the yacht and 
mailed two or three of the best to 
the aforementioned owners of the es 
tate. A few days later I received in 
the post seven or eight pictures even 
more breathtaking than my own. I 
studied them with a horrid counte 
nance, thinking how I might use them 
to my own advantage. I came up 
blank and so turned to the larder for 
a few raspberry tarts to ease my pain.

Nevertheless, I only wanted you 
to know some of us were not exon 
erated by your otherwise comprehen 
sive article. Indeed, we found our 
selves suddenly truncated. If you 
could shed any light on the whole 
dreary affair, it would be appreciated. 

Foiled in Kansas 
Sirs:

Wild hickory nuts? Twaddle; he 
even says that 7 taste like wild hickory 
nuts.

Mrs. Euell Gibbons 
Stolen Joke, Ariz. 

Sirs:
Whose woods these are I think I 

know. His house is in the village 
though. He will not see me stopping 
here. To sign my name in yellow 
snow.

Robert Frost 
Pepperidge Farms, N.H. 

Hi guys!
Well, we're all back here at the 

same old dorm for another year fin- 
eluding Grozniac and Moonan—they 
were supposed to graduate last June 
but they copied each other's papers 
for Rem Eng and took a royal douch- 
eroonie up the gee-gee. Dumb dorks.)

Anyway, we noticed your National 
Lumpenis issues are getting a little 
lame-o again, so we're sitting around 
here ripped outta our fucking squash 
on Colt 45 and Toledo Brown goofing 
on some wiggy headtrips to beef up 
your whipped rag.

But first, you dumb dorks, where 
the peter-fuck are our free subscrip 
tions? We can't rip off the homo's 
upstairs anymore because one night 
Grozniac snuck up to his room, 
wedged the door closed about 4:00 
A.M., filled a dustpan full of lighter 
fluid, lit it, and poured it under the 
dumb flit's door while Moonan hit the 
fire alarm and the rest of us screamed 
bloody murder like we were burning 
to death. The Infirmary took him 
away and his asshole parents came 
the next day and cleaned out his 
books and his fucking opera records. 
What a douche,

Anyway, fartbreaths, if you're gon 
na keep printing our letters, you'd

continued on pnge S4
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WE HAVE CHOSEN THIS UNORTHODOX WAY
TO PRESENT THE NEW B-I'C TURNTABLES-BECAUSE THE

NEW B-I-C TURNTABLES ARE UNORTHODOX.
Traditionally, new audio equipment (new anything for that 

matter) is introduced with orthodox "product shots'.
In the case of the BTC 980 and 960 we're breaking that mold. 

We're taking you inside and underneath—because much of the 
real beauty of these instruments lies in the innovation and engi 
neering that's there.

In the exploded view you see a combination of things not 
found in any other turntable—a belt drive system and a record

support post. Never before has there been a belt drive turntable 
with automatic multiple play capabilities. Only BTC has this com 
bination.

At right you see the BTC program panel. With it you can 
operate these turntables manually. Or you can elect to play a sin-

fle disc automatically. Or you can repeat a single disc as many as 
times. Or you can play from 2 to 6 discs in series.

For the first time one turntable combines the advantages of a 
manual unit with the convenience of perfect automatic record 
handling—without sacrificing playback performance. . -

The Worm's Eye View
The underside of the turntable is revealing.
Compare it with the underside of any unit you choose and 

you'll be struck by the simple, clean appearance of the BTC
Many moving parts found in turntables with automatic fea 

tures have been eliminated. (We've sold and serviced millions of' 
automatic record players over the past 37 years and one thing 
we've learned is that simpler is better and less is more.)

The motor is a 24-pole, 300 RPM unit. It has the torque to 
move the platter to playing speed in 1A> a revolution. The 1800 
RPM units used in automatic turntables are simply no match for 
its smoothness, silence, and durability.

Only BTC has a 300 RPM 24-pole motor.

The 4 shock mounts at the edge of the unit plate form an 
acoustically damped interface between the unit plate and base. 
These hollow rubber, spherical cushions were designed speci 
fically for BTC Programmed Turntables.

Conventional units use metal springs.
Other Intriguing Features

The BTC tone arm includes features you won't find on any 
other arm at any price.

The cartridge shell can be adjusted so 
that optimum 15" tracking can be achieved 
no matter how deep or shallow your car 
tridge body is.

Cueing time can be adjusted for from 1 
to 3 seconds via a knob on top of the unit.

Seven other adjustments can be made 
from the top of the instrument which permit 
easy fine-tuning of the tone arm system, to 
a greater degree than has ever been possi 
ble before. The control tabs and linear scale 
for anti-skate and tracking force adjustment 
are unique. The cycle button which controls 
play is unique. Etc. Etc.

Dependability
B'l-C Programmed Turntables are 

made in the United States, in our own fac 
tories. We mention this because quality con 
trol is probably the most important factor in 
building this kind of equipment. The fact 
that the specifications for these turntables 
have been created and quality controlled by 
BTC is more important than you think.

Performance
We barely have space here to hint at 

the things you should know about these 
turntables and their performance.

Your audio dealer has a comprehensive 
26-page booklet about them which includes 
performance figures, dimensions and details 
about the BTC 2-year warranty. 

Get this booklet, or write for more information to Andrew 
Stephens, Dept. 10R, British Industries Co., Westbury, N.Y. 
11590. We think you ought to compare turntable features before 
you buy. If you compare ours with any and all others you're con 
sidering (price no object) we'll be happy. We think you_wiUbe too.

This is the 980 with solid state speed 
control and strobe. About $200. 
The 960 is identical except 
for these two features. 
About $150.

& 1974 Bfilisn Induslries Co A division ol Avnel.lnc
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My Devoted Ones,
As Brother Day creeps into the 

purpling changepurse of Mother 
Night, Baba at last may make his 
thumpa-thumpa on his battered but 
enduring Olivetti portable, transfer 
ring his meditations for the month 
onto this attractive and heavy deluxe 
Sands Hotel stationery, from thence 
to be mailed to Baba Rum Raisin 
Newsletter Headquarters in Main 
Ashram, P.O. Box 33, Aspen, Colo

rado, for specing and proofing.
Baba's brief stopover for a three 

night engagement in the Turquoise 
Room in the very educational Las 
Vegas, Nevada, has inspired many 
new ideas for Baba's growing vol 
ume of soon-to-be-published-by-Quick 
Brown Fox Press kaku, or "wise fool 
ishness," as we call them back in fly- 
be jeweled Gokarta.

Kiiku, as the quick ones among you 
will recognize, is an ancient and very 
much venerated form of written medi 
tations requiring a two-line ejacula 
tion of appreciation to the gods and 
demiurges, followed by a verse per 
taining to the karmic illusion specific 
ally at hand, finally ending at last 
with an observation from nature and 
the calm of her changeless change, 
topped off with an oblique reference 
to a great leader's physical deformity. 
This last observation, or bugulu (in 
the tongue of the white eyes, "big 
finish"), must flow from the pen with 
a single rapid motion, straight from 
the author's index chakra—the mod 
ern day adaptation of this being Baba 
closing eyes and playing shave-and- 
a-haircut-two-rupees on brother Oli 
vetti with two Habana Montecristos 
serving as rude drumming sticks.

As a special treat to those Baba 
Rum Rooters everywhere who

thoughtfully mailed their dues in 
early this month, your Baba will 
share with you a piping-hot kuku, 
cooked up but last evening after a 
stinging lesson from the quirkish fates 
concerning idlers at their games of 
chance.

Hail, blue-faced Krishna, Bringer
of Good Fortune! 

Best wishes to Kali, Puckish
Destroyer! 

Mirror-ball jumps. 
Back. 
Ak. 

Pupu the Sparrow welcomes Gufi
the Cobra.

Is it a wonder to discover the nest- 
egg sucked off on the morrow? 

Agony-schmagony. 
Dick Nixon
Yet bites the blue-veined 
Bag.

As can be telltold from the above 
meditation, Baba's eyes were clouded 
with transient concerns at this time. 
Knowing all too well the tigertrap of 
niggling, earthly preoccupation, Baba 
then calls upon the Lesser Rulers. 

Greetings Arjuna, Guardian of the
unwary! 

Regards also to Mothra, Keeper of
the Lucky Number! 

Sixteen showing
continued on page 26

In a marvelous Margarita,
a super Sunrise

or maybe just daringly straight, 
nothing compares with 
Smooth OleTequila. 

It's got that Mexican spirit.

Remember. Before you say "TequilaV always say"©le'.'
OLE SUNRISE: \Vz ozs. OleTequila, 3 ozs. Orange Juice, Va oz. Grenadine. Serve over ice in a large glass.
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Miles Davis uses AR-3a speaker systems for 
home listening. Their accuracy and lack of 
coloration account for their choice by many 
professional musicians.

Miles Davis

One of America's most distinguished musicians, Miles Davis is enthusiastically 
heard by listeners in every part of the world, live during his tours, and recorded 
on Columbia Records. His most recent recording is "Big Fun".

NAME.

ADDRESS-

Acoustic Research
10 American Drive, 
Norwood, Mass. 02062
Please send a free copy of your illustrated catalog, as well as 
specifications of AR components, to

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.
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For the man with a 
9-track mind*

The TEAC 3340S isn't a 
tape deck. It's an instrument of 
the orchestra. A partner in the 
creative process itself. 
Its function is to explore, expand 
and enhance your own creative 
imagination.

The 4-channel 3340S with its 
Simul-Sync" lets you overdub, 
sweeten, echo, cross-echo, ping-pong 
and stack tracks.
Any man with 9-track ingenuity will 
quickly discover that you can wind 
up with 4 discrete channels containing 

9 tracks of no more than two generations.
The TEAC 3340S gives you a wealth of creative 

tools. You'll have 8 inputs (4 mic and 4 line) with individual level 
controls, and 4 output level controls.

You'll have a 15-7V2 ips deck with 10Va-inch reels. 
(Our similar 4-channel 2340R is a 7 J/2-3 3/4 ips deck with 
7-inch reels, but without Simul-Sync!)

You'll have a 3-motor, 3-head function 
with touch-button logic circuitry and full remote capability.

With our accessory mixdown panel, you'll have stereo 
or mono mixdown capability.

In fact, the 3340S gives you almost every feature of a 
professional recording studio— except a huge 
bill after the session.

When you own a TEAC 3340S, about the only 
accessory you'll need is a pressing plant.

TEAC.
The leader. Always has been.

TEAL1 Curporatiun of Amenta-Hoaikluarters: Dc|)t. A-25, 1133 Telcjjrauh Road. MontebclLo, California 90G40-TEAC offices in principal cities in tlie United States. Canada, Europe, Mexico and Japan.
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The ESS Heil air-motion transformer is the loudspeaker of the future with an 
entirely new principle of sound propagation. With five limes the clarity and 
delineation of an electrostatic. With distortion as/owas that found in modern 
electronics. With a moving system so weightless it accelerates instantly to 
recreate the first critical milliseconds of a sound. With no "cone 1 ! no "voice 
coil", no "forward backward" motion, and so simple and perfected in its design 
that it can carry a lifetime warranty.

The acclaimed performance of the ESS Hell air-motion transformer is available in a 
wide range of superbly engineered ESS amt speaker systems from the compact, 
convenient amt 5 reference bookshelf through the incomparable floor-standing amt 3 
rock monitor. A full-color brochure describingjn simple language the completely 
unique operation of the ESS Heil air-moiion transformer, with full specifications for 
all ESS amt speaker systems is available, free, at your authorized ESS dealer. Call this 
toll free number for your nearest ESS dealer location.

8OO-447-47OO
» (In Illinois-call 800-332-4400)

Heil air-motion transformer loudspeaker systems

V iHC. 9613 oates drive • Sacramento, California 95B27

canlinued from pane 22

Hit me. 
Nuts. Blown. 

Can the elephant fit into the
thimble? 

May the bullock wear a junior
petite? 

Fat Ted 
Hears
Exit line of doomed Kopechne. 
Respect me?

From this kuku, those versed in 
close contextual analysis (a very fine 
method of reading once taught at the 
very fine Harvard State by the very 
entertaining Timothy Leary often 
while wearing a wastebasket on the 
head and by means of comic panto 
mime only), may quickly surmise that 
this beloved scribbler was untranquil, 
perhaps even at this point unable to 
cover his hotel bill ($4,598.64 plus 
room services arid calls), but this is 
idle speculation.

At the craps table this unnamed 
pilgrim gained renewed discipline of 
mind, and informing the cashier of 
his close acquaintance with the very 
famous Howard Hughes, proceeded to 
draw another five thousand American 
dollars in chips off the cuff, same as 
I. have observed famous television 
tube stars Yance Derringer and Bert 
Maverick.

As the tale unwinds, our beloved 
wayfarer again is dealt with amiss by 
Birata, Lord of tasty flatbreads. 

Good morrow, Birata, sly yeast- 
demon!

You too, Ganja, Lord of Misrule! 
Seven point. 
Bone cubes dance. 
Uh-oh. 

Does rain tickle the nodding mango
leaf? 

Is the tapping on my shoulder the
hotel manager? 

Nation weep! 
A Ford
In your future, a Dick up 
Your past.

The Sands Hotel manager had no 
sooner escorted your Baba to the back 
office fand my hippydippy entourage, 
including the very dedicated Ms. Ber- 
nacline Dohrn who takes some very 
informative positions on politics and 
laundry hampers, to the basement), 
when the door behind hissed shut as 
the serpent. I explained to the gen 
tleman one call to good friend How 
ard Hughes will unravel this amusing 
misunderstand.

"Come here often?" are the words 
reaching Baba's ears as he views an 
elderly man with a grey moustache, 
eyes wet and shiny as the cherrystone 
clam, and encased all in cellophane. 
"Well, if you do," the old man con 
tinues, "you'd better learn to reroute 
it because when my friend Bruno here 
gets through with your ding you'll 
have to pee through your ear. I'm
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I got it 
good!

I, John Viera, sent off to the Ware 
house Sound Co, and quick as a hot 
riff, received a 64-page Professional 
Products Catalog complete with' gui 
tar amps, synthesizers, mikes, mixers, 
sound reinforcement . . . everything 
a full tilt musician needs to get his 
chops together. All major brands are 
at juicy discounts. Plus a steamin side 
order; for $1 in postage those good 
folks will also send one of the follow 
ing: their new 64-page full-color ster 
eo components and music system cat 
alog, or the 1975 edition of the Mu 
sic Machine Almanac, a 185-page 
guide to stereo equipment which sells 
on the street for. $1.95! So clip or 
call, it's fast and tasty.

Warehouse Sound Co. 
Professional Products Group

Box S, Railroad Square
San Luis Obispo, CA 93405

(805) 544-9020

Professional Products Group 

Yeah, do it. Slip me a catalog.

address

city

state zip

Also enclosed is $1 for: (check one) 

QStereo Components Catalog 

(_)l975 Music Machine Almanac

Railroad Square, Box S, San Luis 
Obispo, CA. 93405 (805) 544-9020 

NLM 8'74

continued

Howard Hughes."
Imagine Baba's surprise at having 

so unrecognized the old friend! As 
Baba commenced to undo this tangled 
skein of circumstance, a very bulky 
man in a silk sportshirt and as I have 
heard some call them fruitboots put 
two fingers in Baba's only two nose- 
holes and, lifting, dangled myself di 
rectly over a memo spike.

As Ramar the Monkey King of 
children and dead kittens whimmed, 
the door suddenly hissed again open 
and a youth, clad in white and sorely 
afflicted of complexion, strode in 
carrying a multitude of tasty Mc 
Donald's Big Macs, tripped over the 
disturbed carpet (a Korvette's Ritrouk 
with the mark down tag still on it, 
this old eye noticed sadly) and 
dumped the totality of the burgers 
and a portion of his complexion into 
the fastidious Mr. Hughes' suit-lap. 
Fuss fuss!

Just then, the former President, 
that is to say the very Mr. Richard 
Nixon, walked through the door with 
the milkshakes and tripped over what 
later proved to be his own burgerless 
son-in-law David (the alligator on his 
shirt or the ears like airbrakes should 
have been the tip-off) and flung straw 
berry, chocolate, and vanilla drinking 
goop willy-nilly over the unfortunate 
ly presoiled Mr. Hughes.

In the confusion, Baba noticed that 
Mr. Richard Nixon was dressed not 
in his usual very spiffy suit of shiny 
lint but in a notopless miniskirt and 
black mesh pantyhose. Mr. Hughes, 
distracted from my ignominy mo 
mentarily, expressed his doubts con 
cerning Mr. Nixon and his worthy 
son-in-law and the increasingly re 
mote chance that they may be 
groomed for an executive position. 
Mr. Hughes suggested that Bruno 
help the two assume an alternative 
position not dissimilar from a number 
of those on Ms. Dohrn's Top Forty 
over a cellophane-wrapped Exercycle, 
is when all of a further suddenness 
there is a great boum\

It was at this time that the room 
began to fill to the brim with thick fat 
smoke. (As it later proved to be, 
the resourceful Ms. Dohrn had con 
structed a timely stink bomb of burn 
ing lox and plastic chips and placed 
it in Mr. Hughes' cellophane-covered 
Fedders air - conditioner.) Such a 
smell as has not there been seen since 
Bimbo the goddess of fruits and vege 
tables was imprisoned for three thou 
sand years by crafty Amana, god of 
untended defrosting refrigerators. As 
the coughing and hack-hacking con 
tinued, Mr. Hughes could dimly be 
spied wrapping himself in yet more 
cellophane made sticky and vexing by 
Big Mac condiments as to resemble 
flypaper (a rare delicacy in the hum

ble village of Baba's most recent . 
birth).

This was the moment, Baba de 
cided, to wing it.

Now, Baba is for the moment at 
peace, tap-tapping this Newsletter 
from the relative security of a vacant 
rest room stall. It is thus and with 
haste I peck peck this letter to you, 
my naughties, and caution you fail 
not in mailing those dues dues dues. 
( Yeshioa, Goddess of Sardine Sand 
wiches and Deadbeats, may find it 
necessary to pay a visit to caulk your 
complexions with Mayo of Doom.)

Further details to follow in next 
Newsletter on Baba Rum Raisin 
soon-to-be-firmed-up worldwide tour 
with the very talented and charming 
Bee Gees (and a secret new super 
group led by the ever popular Pete 
Best, soon to be bigger than even the 
Monkees!). Also, do not forget An 
nual Membership Drive should be in 
top gear by now—if they don't want 
the magazine sell them a button, if 
they don't want the button give them 
the pamphlet, if they don't want that, 
get their name and phone number, 
and if they still refuse to cooperate 
have one of your group follow them 
home to see where they live and kill 
all housepets. Then try again. 

I Also, too, ashrams must obey alt 
Baba Rum Raisin Rules of Hygiene! 
Ashrams in Venice, California, Shaker 
Heights and Berkeley have been re 
peatedly "busted" by locals in author 
ity for extreme inattention to Rule #3 
(Take Out Garbage Daily). A num 
ber of customers at the Baba Rum 
Raisin Exploding Buddha Coffee 
house in Provincetown, Massachu 
setts, were harrassed and allegedly 

' bitten by playful rats. Muss fuss.
Must stop typing now. Outside this 

simple sanctuary Baba sees four feet, 
two of them in black mesh pantyhose 

, and two fruitbooted. 
| Farewell, O Mighty Kava, Distrib 

utor of knicks, minor cuts, and 
\ abrasions!

Let's have lunch soon, Klatu, Eater
of asteroids. 

Door knock, 
Nobody here, 
Just us chicken.

Does the bunny sniff the serpent? 
Are wet track fillies unwed

mudders? 
Howard Hughes 
Comes off better 
In The Carpetbaggers.

(And, from the looks of his 
companion in the black mesh 
pantyhose) 

More often.
Kiss my ashram,
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Empire's new 
wide response 
4000D*series phono 
cartridge features our 
exclusive "4 
Dimensional" 
diamond 
stylus tip.

This phenomenal 
cartridge 

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

to 50,000 Hz

ing prevents 
any discernible 

record wear. 
Every Empire 

long-playing cartridge 
is fully shielded with 4 

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

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

Empire's "4 
Dimensional"™ 
diamond has a 
0.1 mil radius of 
engagement yet 
the very low force 
required for track-

Plays any 4 channel system perfectly. Plays stereo even better than before.
Mfd.U.S.A.B/PIfE
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Hardheaded.
The new Sansui 
SC-737.

For years Sansui 
has produced hard- 
headed and solid stereo 
components. Our latest hard- 
headed development is the 
SC- 737 cassette deck, with new Magni- 
Crystal Ferrite heads. These super-hard 
heads are virtually impervious to wear, one 
of the major causes of tape deck quality erosion. 
Along with new heads, the SC-737 gives you Dolby* 
circuits for quiet record and playback, bias equaliza 
tion for standard or chromium based tapes, peak read 
ing VU meters and a "radarscope" tape travel indicator.

The SC-737's motor is something special, too. A 4-pole 
hysteresis synchronous type keeps speed constant regardless of 
voltage changes. Photoelectric shutoff and microphone mixing, in 
cluding center channel input, make the SC-737 the cassette deck for 
even the most hardheaded audiophile. Hear it at your nearest franchised
Sansui dealer. 'Dolby is a trademark ol Dolby Laboraloiies Inc

- . _.NSUI ELECTRONICS CORP.
.3 CLfLSUJ- Wbodside New >brk 1137 7 • Gardena, California 902-3 7. SANSUI ELECTRIC CO.. LID. lOkyo. Japan

SANSUI AUDIO EUROPE SA. Antwerp, Belgium - aECTRONIC DISTRIBUTORS (Canada) Vancouver 9. B CCopyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.
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continued

*ANP THEN 1 REALLY PUUUEl? A SW6ET - 
ONE. P6EUIN6 SOfiSy ^(?_WSEUP ANP Pp'Na

SPllTTftANPTHgN SABS WASTHfl^AN!?,.?

YOU £AN "f\n\c*? IP VOU WANT TO 
TOPPl

P60PORANT? MAPIA? 
ATTACK PO<65? 
STATS

*ANP 8A85 WAS flfiAU-Y NICE, y'KNOlV, ANP" 
WBUU, I £UggS YOU KNOW WHAT HAPPfiNEP 

THEN/ SI4HT?"

,.,_l*I... SHE AUREAC?y HAP HER 
HANPONMY--UH" ORfiAtiVKNOW, 
SO I (S|^U«EP IT'P 86 OKAY TO TOUC 
HES ON THE CHEST I SUT WH£N I PIC'1 

rHOUdHTSHE'P FAINT ANP-ANP THEN Wg.vese KISSING, REAL WIUP, AMP s pusHgp
H6ff SACK ON THg £OU^H.... SHE HAP MVPAHTS OPEN AUBBAPX. so i OUK:K TOOK

HERS OFfi ANP,,. TH6N SHS PUUUEP ME 
INTO WE(?,ANP I JUST £TAeT£P 

HOpPlNfiOrSHeR.-.ANPTHeN J SSOKfi 
INTO A HOT TINSLVSlVEATANC?

* I HOPS? t'P JUST S£ ASUE TO FORSET
ABOUT IT,3UAWe ITONTHE"UUSH";8UTTHeN,A 
COUPUfi PAYS UATEU, WC/SP TH/NSS SE^AN 
TO HAPP6N1"

M6Y WANl WHAT 
ARE YOU POJN6

."VlNAL-L-Y I JUST60UUPN'T HIPS IT PCOM 
ANY MOgEI X N££P HELP, Pff. 

L WHAT5 WRON6 WITH ME??"
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I PON'T WANT TO "KOOK YOU OUT?
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M
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...BUT- 
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MAP V P I
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TOPC=!
0?
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FROM WINE ANP
WOMEN,ANP

IN Wfiq-THE U.S. DEFENSE 
PEPARTftVENT, TO SHORT6N 
THE WAR ANP (S£T OU« SOYS.Howe.iNFecTep CERTAIN VIET
COW6 PROSTITUTES WITH 
SOM£ NEW LA80CATO(?Y-8«eP 
STCAINS OF V PlTH6l« SYMPTOMS 
IN THE ENEMY WEfiE SPECTACULAR

THOUfiH, IT BACKFtREP J
AfiAlNSTALU R£iSUUATlONS(1 

IT SEEMS THAT SOME OF O 
SOYS WECE INF££T£P @Y 
THESE WOMeNyANPefiOUal , 
TH£ STUFF HOMElSO Hgfffi^

^SC
WHAT ft«

XH£V 6'MON, >
J'OWNNYy

<;g SOP-soe 
BOUAVBOUM!eerrv
SHfi^Avou
SV YOU i:AN

ouc

IT

60 WHAT'S 
SOIN6 TO HAPP6N

60 EACLY/ IT SHOUUPN'T B6 
TOO SAPi^Wg'PALUOWePTf- 

PtS£AS£ TO RUN ITS COU(?S£ 
UNCHECK&3LAW NUM6£R 

OF TH1N6S TO3HT HAVE

THESE NEW v P
STRAINS <aUICKU

MONTHS YOUAVE <sorse lv INSANE!

se
6ONE6Y

WHO
NOT

QUICK
(«OfESSIONAM(>
-, HELP...6UT ifr'^

IT'S eeST NOT (J1 k°
TO THINK
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STOP AT NOTHIN6 TOFINP 
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Calling All Guys
Your Personal Guidebook to the Ins and Outs of Teen Gay Dating

by David Howard
Introduction

For a young boy, adolescence is an 
exciting and tumultuous period in his 
life, often marked by rapid emotional 
highs and lows, his laughter and tears 
often following each other as quickly 
as the cuts on mom's old Fontastiks 
album. But to deny those urges with 
in yourself, especially during your 
fleeting chicken years, is a shame and 
a waste—if Miss Agnes God had in 
tended us to go to the men's room 
only when we actually had to go to the 
men's room, She wouldn't give us 
back so many dimes in change for a 
dollar.

I mean really, do you mind?

All Aboard, the Cruising's Fine
But first, let's get something 

straight between us—"cruising," as 
we call gay teen dating, is neither as 
easy as hair pie nor as simple as roll 
ing off a dog. Cruising can be as effort 
less and natural as going to the bath 
room—in fact, often synonymous with 
it—or as chancy as a hemophiliac ar 
ranging a spray of cactus. In any case, 
the kind of cruising you are about to 
embark upon won't require pop's ja 
lopy any more than your basket need 
be warped to get woofed.

Initially you may find yourself 
awkward, often tongue-tied—this lat 
ter difficulty often a knotty problem 
if someone is pounding on 
the stall door and your 
first mate lacks a 
knack for rope craft 
—but such emo 
tional seesawing 
is quite nor 
mal. Well, 
pretty nor

mal, under the circumstances, for as 
the straight inventor Thomas Alva 
Edison observed, "The fun a boy has 
playing ball with the fellows is subtly 
different from the fun a fellow has 
balling the boys."

If you follow.
You now stand on the threshold of 

an experience not found in any Dick 
and John reader—one that may deter 
mine in large part your future under 
standing and appreciation of the iden 
tical sex.

Boy Meets Boy
How can a fellow like me meet oth 

er fellows like fne? is a question many 
fellows ask. Those of you who look 
well in butch haircuts and need only 
"hang" at your local meat rack may 
envy your more femme brothers (or 
sisters, if they insist) and their natu 
ral ability for camping, fly fishing, 
and other healthful indoor sports. 
Both have their freedoms and obliga 
tions which must be understood and 
accepted on both sides before two 
hearts can finally meet face to crotch. 

If you are a personable, outgoing 
lad, nothing is easier. Even in strange 
surroundings, and you can bet some 
of your surroundings will be pretty 
strange, you'll find the right opening- 
remark, that complementary turn of 
phrase. It's amazing how far a boy 
can go on a sincere smile and a 

friendly, "Hi there, mis 
ter, mind if I make 

like a Hoover 
on your wing- 
wang there?"

Such simple icebreakers can go a
long way toward breaking the ice.

Nobody Here but Just Us Chickens
The shy, inexperienced boy, and 

his name is legion, though quite often 
Roddy, may make mistakes at first, 
but remember—all things come to he 
who uses his head rather than his 
teeth.

What's the matter, honey, giving 
you a tongue-on or something?

Are you sure you're shipshape for 
your shakedown cruise? Well, unless 
you're bigger than that hunk of Cana 
dian bacon lurking over there by the 
jukebox, you'd better be, and before 
it becomes so hard that you must 
come to grips with it yourself, don't 
forget that the teen gay dater's object 
is not so much having fun as not get 
ting beaten up. At least by anyone 
you don't want to.

Where to Meat People
For a good place to meat people, 

turn toward the church of your 
choice. Talk to your pastor about your 
problems and you may get a more 
sympathetic response than you ex 
pect, especially if he's Episcopalian. 

Community centers, YMCA show 
ers, clubs, steam rooms, truck stops, 
Christian Science Reading Rooms, 
bus stations, and USOs provide all 
sorts of interesting programs, and 

one should not overlook the thrills 
and spills of organized sports. 

And if you still can't connect 
with that certain, special 

anybody, try 555-6774. I 
should be through with 

this article and out of 
the shower by ten.
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continued

No straights, Marines, or psychia 
trists, please. I've got problems 
enough of my own.

Arse Gratia Artis
A love for culture (no pun intend 

ed) and the finer things can prove an 
added plus in meeting interesting, 
intelligent owners of those things. No 
pun intended. For example, standing 
room at the Barber of Seville can be 
your ticket to that hair stylist from 
Palermo, while the ballet is still a 
popular forum for all classical nanc- 
ing, though lately it has been invaded 
by a loud and rather unpleasant het 
erosexual element.

If your tastes lean more to pop, 
then you'd better have your mom drop 
you off at rock concerts where you're 
likely to come on contact with mem 
bers of your own age grope. One 
warning, though; stay away from 
David Bowie concerts—his fans are 
sick. (You may as well face it, there 
are some people who like David 
Bowie. The world is full of off-putting 
things to which one must get used, 
but that badge queen guarding Bow- 
ie's dressing room last night is one 
gomer pile who'll never live to be as 
old as he looks. The pits. Particularly 
the ones on the sides of his nose. Gah.)

Roger, Roger, Are You Receiving Me?
A teen queen need not be a raving 

beauty to get his head together. Too, 
there is a place for everybody and, 
if he's not careful, everybody's in his 
place. Ted, who is so dinky he's con 
stantly mistaken in the gym shower 
for a girl, may well envy Bub, who 
needs a transfusion to complete an 
erection, but as young on-the-beamers 
know, "It's not how big it is, but what 
you are willing to let him do to it." 
Cynical? Maybe. Practical? You bet. 
Doctor?

Fetishism: 
Getting Off on the Right Foot

Some enchanted evening you will 
meet a stranger. You will meet a 
stranger across a crowded room. And 
suddenly there, you'll know even 
then, that you will be badgered, 
abused, and publicly humiliated by 
that silly hysterical twathead again 
and again until you either have to 
change your phone number or your 
sex, whichever is less devastating to 
your social life.

But seriously, once you spot some 
body you'd like to know better, just 
saunter over and say hello—perhaps 
tell him something of interest about 
yourself, such as—"Hi there, my 
name is Roddy and I'm a senior at 
Hillsdale High who enjoys swimming 
and sketching and hopes to major in

commercial design. Also, I have an 
eleven-inch dork." You can try a 
friendly question or two, like "Gosh, 
where can I get nipples pierced like 
that?" or "My place or yours?" or 
"My place or yours if-you-know- 
what-I-mean?" if you can get behind 
where I'm coming from. Please. 
(555-6774.)

If your fellow demures, don't press 
him. It may be his way of telling you 
he still thinks he's straight or perhaps 
just received an inopportune call from 
the Public Clinic.

Excuse me for a moment, I have to 
check with my answering service.

Clothes Make the Man Who 
Makes the Boys

Whew.
Rookie swish hitters may have 

trouble getting their head together 
about what to wear, when, and for 
how long. This can often be a real 
stumbling block for the inexperi 
enced, particularly if the block you 
stumble over is the one you just got 
knocked off by some bull dyke as you 
traipsed in dressed as Toto's sidekick 
(or "kickpleat," as us homos say).

Keep it in your holster, Dale, this is 
an ugly job, but somebody's got to do 
it.

Fluffy cardigan sweaters, black 
socks with tennis shoes, clam diggers, 
tweed capris, and, unless St. Patrick's 
Day happens to fall on one, green on 
Thursdays are all still discreet sema 
phores to your fellow goop-gobblers 
that it's time to unpack those pink 
concertinas and crown the lord of the 
flies.

Other good tip-offs are carrying 
your schoolbooks across your chest, 
crossing your legs, or walking some 
thing small and cuddly on a leash— 
a ninth-grader in a green cardigan 
sweater, for instance.

The Riddle of the Sphincter
Many popular nitespots (just ask 

your cab driver for the green light 
district in your town) have dress re 
strictions barring anyone not wearing 
leather, denim, tire chains,or recently 
killed animals interwoven with ham 
mered motorcycle parts. Right dress 
is important, as any lad who sports 
one will testify, and for those of you 
with small allowances, all those leath 
er U-trou, studded jocks, whips, 
spiked helmets, and pierced nipples 
can really blow a guy's wad.

Do you love it? Do you really love 
it?

You don't love it, do you.
Well, suck a biggie, sister, the 

Queen of Space is at the controls and 
can do anything she damn well wants. 
Check her service again, too.

No messages except from Roddy, 
who's out of Valium again.

An important point to remember in 
hanging one's key ring from one's 
belt or piercing one's ears, nostrils, 
or nipples is that the left side means 
"masochist" and the right side means 
"sadist." A little trick (no bun in 
tended) to help you remember is that 
the letters are right next to each other 
—-L for left and M for masochist. 
(Mary, I said it was a little trick.)

Too, a teen should never dress 
above his capabilities or he runs the 
risk of ruining his reputation and/or 
his colon.

Is It True What They Say 
about Jim Nabors?

Does the Queen Mother squat to 
pee?

But more importantly, what does a 
gay guy do for a good time? Home- 
work's done, kitty's fed, Dad's jerking 
off at the lodge, and a young man who 
knows the bcore is on the lookout for 
someone to do that's different, fun, 
and not too expensive. You may de 
velop rather Catholic tastes, particu 
larly if you're Episcopalian, but make 
sure you find out first who is supposed 
to do what to who's you-know-which 
when and how long for how much. 
Otherwise you may find yourself with 
a painful misunderstanding on your 
hands or a not-so-inviting hemor 
rhage clashing with mom's new up 
holstery. Ick.

If you wish to double-date, and the 
date you're doubling up on doesn't 
mind, you may wish to invite others 
to the rumpus room for an impromptu 
coming-out party. (A word to the 
wise—as host you will be expected to 
furnish snacks, Vaseline, Johnny 
Mathis albums, poppers, and the en 
tire rumpus room in French provin 
cial.)
How Much Should My Date Cost?

Currently it seems to run from three 
to four dollars an inch plus handling 
and corkage fee, but this is subject 
to change without notice due to to 
day's spiraling meat prices. *

Parents and Problems
When introducing a new fellow to 

your family, say something like, 
"Mother, this is Fred. He's in my typ 
ing class at school and is a real whiz 
at needlepoint."

This will give your mother some 
thing to talk about. And your pop. 
Later.

What Should I Know About 
Contraception?

(continued on page 237)

"Indicates rimshot.~ 
* Indicates rimjob.*
^Indicates some dorkbreath still reading this tiny 
type.
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GIRLS

I'm not kidding, I really saw it. 
Wally told me he'd kick my butt if I

didn't go all the way inside, so
I did. He must have run away at that

point, because when Mrs. Graves
snuck up behind and grabbed me,

he was nowhere to be seen.
"Wally told me to!"

"If Wally told you to jump off the
Brooklyn Bridge, would you?"

And she took me down to
Mr. Slapsky's office, where they
washed my eyes out with soap.
But before Mrs. Graves got me,

this is what I saw:

by Chris Miller 
illustration by Tommy Soloski/Sketch Pad Studio
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Chapter I
Strange Coincidences

"Missing Heiress Kidnapped; No 
Clues to Crooks' Whereabouts!"

Nancy Drew, a blonde, sparkling 
blue-eyed girl of sixteen, sat bolt up 
right at the breakfast table. She con 
tinued to read the River Heights Ga 
zette's astonishing account to her 
father Carson Drew, the noted attor 
ney, and Bess Marvin, her slightly 
plump though less attractive house- 
guest.

"San Francisco Police still baffled 
concerning the kidnapping last night 
of Patricia Hearst, daughter of Hearst 
Corporation newspaper magnate Wil 
liam Randolph Hearst III and be 
lieved held captive by the radical 
Symbionese Liberation Army, led by
a sullen, slovenly-dressed Negro and
_ji

"Newspaper magnet?" interrupted 
Bess, chipping the shell of her fourth 
boiled egg, "what's that?"

"In this case, something sure to 
attract public attention," Nancy re 
plied. "Patty's father must be in a 
terrible state."

"He is," Mr. Drew confirmed as 
Hannah Gruen, the family housekeep 
er, replenished Bess and Nancy's 
plates with sensible portions of pap 
rika-cheese sandwiches. "I received 
a desperate call from him early this 
morning. He asked me to go to San 
Francisco and run down some pos 
sible leads."

"He did?" Nancy exclaimed, almost 
splashing her cocoa on the clean white 
tablecloth. "Can I go with you?"

Carson Drew smiled indulgently 
upon his only daughter before deliv 
ering his kind but firm refusal. Nancy, 
left motherless as a child, had de 
veloped under his sole influence into 
a self-reliant, quick witted young de 
tective with a knack for logical think 
ing uncommon in young girls twice 
her age.

In fact, Nancy's crucial role in the 
investigation of her mother's death, 
so dramatically told in The Mystery 
of the New Wil( and The Clue of the 
Double Indemnity Policy, nearly led 
to the culprit's arrest and conviction 
before her father wisely stepped in to 
clear up the matter with The Secret 
of the Forged Death Certificate.

"I wish I could go to San Francis 
co," said Bess as she fished a sand 
wich from Nancy's plate, "if only to 
help out that poor Steven Weed on 
the front page there. He looks sort 
of sweet and helpless—"

"Steven Weed!" exclaimed Han 
nah, rapping Bess' wrist with her 
spatula. "Why, wasn't that the name 
of the boy Ned Nickerson brought 
home to visit last month?"

"Of course!" cried Nancy, leaping

to her feet. "He was Ned's freshman 
adviser at Emerson College before 
Steven transferred to Berkeley! You 
remember, the nice, well-groomed boy 
who played all those up-to-date folk 
songs on his guitar! I only wish there 
was some way I—"

Just then the telephone rang in the 
library, and Nancy left to answer it. 

"What a bit of luck!" chirupped 
Nancy as she returned to the table. 
"That was Ned Nickerson. He just in 
vited me to watch him play for Emer 
son College against Berkeley in their 
annual Big Football Game!"

"You are lucky," Bess murmured 
into her cocoa. "If only 7 could go and 
meet poor—"

Suddenly the doorbell chimed and 
Hannah emerged from the front hall 
with a yellow envelope on the cocoa 
tray.

"A telegram for me?" Nancy asked, 
neatly tearing the thin paper and ex- ' 
tracting the message.

"DEAR NANCY DREW," it read, 
"YOU MAY NOT REMEMBER 
ME BUT I'M THE NICE WELL- 
GROOMED BOY WHO VISIT 
ED WITH NED NICKERSON 
LAST MONTH AND PLAYED 
ALL THE LATEST FOLK 
SONGS STOP NEED HELP TO 
FIND PATTY STOP ALSO 
DATE FOR BIG GAME STOP 
STEVE."
"It's from Steven Weed himself!" 

Nancy exclaimed to her father, who 
through long experience was used to 
the swift tide of events often attend 
ing Nancy's adventures.

"Oh, Dad," Nancy coaxed, "let
Bess and me go to California too! Bess
can be my companion and Steven's

j date. You and I can meet up there
i and kill two birds with one stone!".
' "Sound reasoning," said Mr. Drew,
. rising from the table with a sigh of

resignation. "But it's a long drive
from River Heights to Berkeley.
You'd better buy some new clothes
with your own checking account and
have your roadster checked out for
the trip. Also, you'd better tell your
personal secretary to reschedule that
weekly symposium with the F.B.I.
Remember, politeness pays."

Chapter II
An Unexpected Visitor- 

Nancy was about to hug her father 
with gratitude when there was a loud 
pounding at the back door. Opening 
it, she was confronted with a disrepu 
table-looking Negro. He had a thick, 
coarse beard and was slovenly clothed 
with a loud necklace of bullets and 
animal fangs.

He held up a sheaf of dirty paper 
cards pierced by a menacing iron 
ring.

"I'se collectin' fo' de newspapuh," 
he snarled, rattling his cards. "Yo" 
owes de comp'ny fifty-eleben dollahs 
an' a bottle o' wine!"

"Newspaper?" Nancy asked sharp 
ly. "What newspaper?"

"Why, de Samson Frisco Examina- 
tor, natcherly," the rude Negro said 
gruffly. "Now pay up fo' I'se has t'gets 
rough!"

"Pay up indeed!" Nancy retorted. 
"We only take the River Heights 
Gazette and don't owe you any dol 
lars or wine!"

As the man made a grab for Nan 
cy's purse on the hall table she 
slammed the door in his astonished 
face.

"Who was that?" Mr. Drew called 
from his study.

"Just some horrid ruffian," said 
Nancy as she glanced at the news 
paper the rude man had dropped in 
side the door.

With a gasp, Nancy examined the 
front page.

"What's wrong?" asked Bess, run 
ning to her side.

Together they studied the San 
Francisco Examiner's headline. It 
read, "Nancy Drew on Hearst Case; 
Brings Date for Weed."

"I've got to get to the bottom of 
this," Nancy said, compressing her 
lips tightly, "if it's the next thing I do."

Chapter III
Double Date with Danger

The next day, Nancy purchased 
some sensible party frocks and picked 
up Ned and Bess in her sporty maroon 
roadster.

It was their plan to follow behind 
the team bus until they reached San 
Francisco, there to meet Steven, her 
father, and Mr. Hearst, joining up 
with the boys later for the Big Game.

The trip was generally pleasant 
despite the boisterous spirits of the 
Emerson team members, who made 
comical faces at them from the rear 
windows.

"California here we come!" 
whooped Ned Nickerson from the 
rumble seat. "Say, this is going to be 
grand!"

"Keep it down back there," Nancy 
laughed merrily, "I've got to keep my 
mind on the road."

As Bess and Ned chattered about 
the coming Big Game, Nancy expert 
ly followed the bus of eager players 
through the flat, midwestern land 
scape, taking care not to be distracted 
by their antics as she wove through 
the lanes of traffic, effortlessly shift 
ing gears.

"Look at that fat boy pressing his 
cheeks against the bus windows!" 
Bess giggled, pointing.

continued on page 44
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continued from page 41

"Holy crow!" exclaimed Ned from 
the back. "If our coach catches him 
with that big black cigar in his face, 
he'll really catch heck!"

"That's not his face," said Nancy, 
as she throttled down to stop for a 
hitchhiker, "and I have a hunch that's 
not a cigar, either."

The frantically signalling figure ran 
to the decelerating car carrying what 
appeared to be a bundle of news 
papers.

"S'bout tahm yo' slowed down!" 
the stranger complained bitterly. "Ah 
ain't sold none oj these heah Santa 
Crisco Exterminators awl day an' I'se 
gots t'gets back t' Santa Crisco City 
in tahra fo' de Big Game!"

"The Big Game?" Bess cried hap 
pily. "Why, we're going to the Big 
Game too! Hop in!"

Before Nancy could intercede, the 
huge, slovenly-dressed Negro forced 
Ned to jump on the running board 
and plunked himself down with a rude 
grunt in the rumble seat. But not be 
fore Nancy noticed the headline on 
his scattering papers—"Girl Detec 
tive Heads West; Gives Lift to Huge 
Negro En Route."

"Come on roadstuh, do yo' stuff!" 
the new rider roared hoarsely.

Nancy gunned the motor and drove 
rapidly into a fiery sunset with a nag 
ging suspicion in the back of her 
mind.

Despite the glorious sky and her 
companions' high spirits, Nancy 
found herself nervously glancing in 
the rearview mirror, unable to shake 
the feeling that they were being fol 
lowed.

"Hey yo'," a voice rasped from 
the back as its owner propped his 
dirty boots on Nancy's clean white 
upholstery, "honky boy wid de crew- 
cut! Yo' got any wine?"

Chapter IV
More Cigars

Through skillful driving, Nancy 
soon overtook the Emerson team bus 
and crossed the famous Golden Gate 
Bridge to San Francisco in a few 
short words.

Their mysterious traveling com 
panion jumped out at a light, mutter 
ing something-about having to "zoot 
up" for the Big Game, and the three 
young people excitedly pulled up to 
the impressive Fairmont Hotel.

To Nancy's relief, they were greet 
ed by a nice, well-groomed boy heft 
ing a guitar case, a distraught busi 
nessman smoking an expensive cigar, 
and a distinguished-looking, grey- 
haired gentleman whomNancy imme 
diately recognized as Carson Drew, 
the famous criminal lawyer.

"Pleased to meet you, Mr. Hearst," 
Nancy said, offering a firm curtsy.

"I'd like to introduce my chums Ned ! 
Nickerson and Bess Marvin, Steve's 
date. She's plump, but nice nonethe 
less."

"Gosh, it sure is swell to see you 
all again," the troubled young man 
broke in. "We've been worried to 
bits."

"Yes, Miss Drew," agreed Mr. 
Hearst, extinguishing his cigar in the 
young man's moustache. "Your father 
and I are about to go to my family 
estate at San Simeon to work up some 
clues. But I must say I've wanted to 
meet the famous Nancy Drew ever 
since you cracked that Lindburg ca 
per."

Nancy modestly brushed off fur 
ther praise for her part in her most 
recent adventure, The Clue of the 
Dead Baby, and pressed the powerful 
newspaperman for leads.

"Nothing so far," he admitted, 
striking a light for his cigar off Steve's 
neck, "except for a strange, slovenly- 
dressed Negro named Cinque identi 
fied by the police as one of Patty's 
kidnappers. It's been reliably report 
ed that he's been falsely representing 
himself as one of my paper boys to 
gain his victims' confidence."

"Nothing else?" asked Nancy.
"Only that he's a member of the 

SLA," added Mr. Drew, "a radical 
gang of poorly-groomed revolution 
aries that believe in everybody getting 
something for nothing."

"Something for nothing indeed!" 
Nancy stormed. "Why, the poor folks 
back in River Heights would rather 
starve!"

"Most of them already have," said 
Mr. Drew. "They know better than to 
try to pull something like this on my 

; turf."
i "Hmmm," said Nancy. "Perhaps 

I'll find out something at the Big 
Game this afternoon. Right now Bess 
and I will go to our room to freshen 
up beforehand. The drive was rather 
tiring."

"I bet it was," Steve observed sym 
pathetically. "Covering two thousand 
miles in two hours is plenty tiring for 
anybody, much less girls."

Nancy overlooked Steve's uninten 
tional insult, knowing the strain he 
had been under, and began to realize 
why he and Ned made such fine 
young companions for each other.

Saying their goodbyes to the boys, 
who planned to meet them at the Big 
Game later, Nancy beckoned a bell 
hop to help with their bags.

"Please take these to room 203," 
she directed the Negro, whose sloven 
ly uniform and rude manner seemed 
oddly out of keeping with the impres 
sive appearance of the hotel.

For the Hotel Fairmont had been 
constructed in the grand manner of
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the last century, boasting huge Greek- 
styled marble pillars that reached al 
most to the distant ceiling and what 
seemed like acres of beautiful red 
plush wallpaper. The total effect was 
certainly stunning, recalling to Nancy 
the fine movie house interiors she had 
observed back in River Heights, only 
huger.

"I hope the boys have plenty of hot 
cocoa for the Big Game!" Bess 
squealed as they unpacked their new 
outfits, after tipping the strangly sur 
ly bellhop a shiny new dime.

"And / hope we dig up some clues 
to this mystery!" asserted Nancy as 
she absently fingered the complimen 
tary packages of Midol which the bell 
hop had left in generous quantities.

"Hey, any idea what Midol stuff 
is?" Bess asked as she modeled her 
new fur-trimmed coat in the mirror.

"Search me," replied Nancy, "but 
I have a sneaking suspicion that we 
soon will."

Chapter V
Kidnapped!

Promptly at two o'clock, a surly 
voice from the hotel desk rang up to 
inform them that Steve was waiting in 
the lobby. The girls, both looking 
fresh and fine in their new frocks, 
complimented Steve on his new crew- 
neck sweater and crowded into Nan 
cy's smart blue coupe.

"Hurry or we'll be late!" Bess sang.
"Better safe and sound than fast 

and soon!" Steve admonished, hoping 
to make amends for his earlier gaffe.

"There's the stadium now!" Bess 
cried. "Maybe we'll find Ned already 
on the field!"

"And a clue to Patty's where 
abouts," Nancy wisely reminded the 
reader as they presented their tickets 
to the surly attendant and were gruf 
fly directed to their seats high above 
the Berkeley fifty-yard line.

"Great seats!" marveled Steve as 
he gallantly brushed the chalked 
bull's-eyes from their bench, almost 
forgetting his worries amid the bustle 
of the well-groomed Emerson crowd.

"And an exciting game to come, 
I'll wager!" Nancy predicted with the 
foresight characteristic of her careful 
upbringing.

Indeed, the gay threesome yelled 
encouragement along with the crowd 
in the crisp clear air as tension mount 
ed until the blue-uniformed Emerson 
eleven finally lined up against the 
pink-and-yellow clad Berkeley team.

"There's the kick!" shouted Bess, 
waving off a churlishly persistent Ne 
gro vending peanuts, Midol, and 
home delivery of a local newspaper.

"And there's Ned!" Steve yelled, 
"the one in the spotless jersey!"

As the cheery threesome looked on,
continued an page 60
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Every Red-Blooded American Boy's Dream

Three Pretty Girls 
Doing Just What \bu \\aiit
So VHI Can Masturbate!

by Ed Subitzky
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HAflHYCHAPW

VERITIES& BALDERDASH 
AS ONLY HARRY CAN TELL IT

^elektra
ARRANGEDAND PRODUCED BY PAUL LEKA
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Perpetual MO*id* Guaranteed.
The J5's new album Dancing Machine is a perpetual motion 
machine. Guaranteed to keep you on your feet and moving for 
every minute. Guaranteed to excite you, ignite you, delight you.

©1974 Motown Record Coiporation
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What IsWrong 
with This Picture?

Well, some of the Editors felt that flypaper might have been 
preferable to the No-Pest® Strip. Kacstle, whose idea this photo 
graph was in the first place, doesn't see what this picture has to do 
with pubescence, i.e., the ostensible leitmotif of the .following 
ribald squibs and bold diversions.

Suffice it to say that the ensuing portfolio represents une 
petite collage du drollerie culled from some of the hottest young 
humorists and social satirists alive and swinging today. At first 
glance, the following pages may seem a cynical throw-together, 
symptomatic of bored, indolent editing—but wait! Scrunch up your 
eyes as you feast upon the ensuing japes and presto! a subtle pat 
tern will begin to emerge.

(What you missed in this section: Shary Flenniken's "How to 
Turn Your Report Card into a Letter Bomb," Gerry Sussman's 
"How to Predict Your Bust Size, Make Your Wet Dreams Come 
True, and Get Something Nice Under Your Pajamas from the 
Pubic Hair Fairy," Gary Blake's "Famous Term Paper Writer's 
School," and Tim Mayer's "A Subtle Pattern Begins to Emerge.") 

Kaestle also says the Kotex pamphlet should run as two back- 
to-back spreads on a single page, but Kaestle also wears platform 
heels with felt applique bunnies on the toes'and thinks Viet Cong 
are cool. -The Management
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For God's sake, if you have never before 
used a CLAMRi\X© menstrual poonton

...WORLD'S FOREMOST MENSTRUAL POONTON

COMMIT THIS SIMPLE 
HANDBOOK TO MEMORY 
BEFORE YOU EVEN TRY
Like everything- else you learned to do, from re 
wiring your waffle iron to parallel parking a 
camper-trailer, doing it yourself with Clampax 
menstrual poontons is just as easy once you get 
the knack.

We suggest you get acquainted with your Clampax poonton and see how it 
works. Introduce yourself to it before you introduce it into yourself! First, re 
move the hermetically-sealed and discreetly designed paper wrapper by placing 
your fingers at both ends and pulling vigorously just as you would a 
birthday cracker. It will pop right open, revealing the highly 
absorbent poonton enclosed in its safety-tested outer immersion 
tube which encloses the inner pumper tube which encloses the 
decorative braided ejection string or rip cord (see diagram). 

Stand up, grasp the poonton vertically, and pretend for 
the moment the room you are in is a huge vagina. Good. Now, 
with the thumb and index finger touching, make a bunny rabbit 
of your right hand. Gently slide the bunny's head over units 1, 
8, 5, 4, and choke it until it fits slide piston snugly. Hook your 
pinky, just as in crocheting, around unit 6 and hold, resting 
your solitaire finger on main thrusters. Now, pointing the 
Clampax away from your eyes and keeping hold of G, push 
plunger and 2 up through 3, 4, 5, and out 8, letting go 
of 6 just at the last moment. If you followed the directions 
properly, the poonton should now be lying on the carpet.- 

You'll be relieved to know that because the outer im 
mersion tube and inner pumper tube are generously prelubri- 
cated, the poonton's business end will glide easily into yours, 
without your ever having to look at it, touch it, or anything.

Now you, are ready to embark on a maiden voyage with your 
Clampax poonton. Turn the page and follow the explicit directions.

CLAMPAX is the registered trademark ol Clampax Incorporated.

Welcome to the millions who delight in the companionship 
of Clampax menstrual poontons.

tig!
I S ID

UAST WE6K WE pISiUSSEP AWfllTAL 
RELATIONS, 6tlf THgH6 ftgg 6OME KINP5OF sex WHI^H SQ^TJMESoccueBgfog

IA6e.THIS iS WHAT WeCflLL"PgTTlNS
NetKINS/'dNC1 F«ANKUY, CLASS, IT'S
AN ACTIVITY WITH WHICH YOU HftV£

TO 0E VERV ^ARefUL-.
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HOW TO USE CLAMPAX© POONTONS
Get hold of yourself. ..*
The clue to proper insertion is to get hold of yourself. Make sure you are calm 
and relaxed. If you are tense, the muscles of your vaginal opening will snap shut 
like the valves of a scared mollusk and insertion irjlj be unnecessarily difficult. 
No need to worry, millions of girls just like you had their "first time" and most 
are already walking normally!

So pop open a fresh poonton . . . jyet hold of,yourself . . . and follow these 
five easy steps. _

Lie flat on back on 
1. kitchen table. Bite 

bullet

Stand on head to 
avoid leakage

_ D Forget the whole 
°" thing, lock door, and 

think dirty things
whichever seems most natural and comfortable tor you.

o Inserting your fist and giving fche Girl
Scout Salute, or, if you prefer not to 

touch it, using- spaghetti tone's, spread the 
skies of yoiir vaginal canal A (somewhere 
near the rectal canal B, the urinary canal 
C, the Bermuda Triangle D, the Islets of 
Langerhans E, and Interstate 90).

o Set the poonton end 3, 4, 5, 8, and 1 into 
the vaginal opening. Now wrap the 

ejection string 6 around and around 7 and 
'2 as tautly and as rapidly as you can until 
you are holding only the tiniest end and 
then i/ctnk] The poonton will spin upward, 
inserting itself into your vagina, pleasantly 
but firmly coming to a stop only when it is 
satisfied it's properly placed and feels at 
home, NOTE: The Clampax poonton must

ON THE SKONP PATE: OR 
THICP PeClOP OP CQK<?\t>A*

(!'. ,. „, , ,• .:,... HISSHOUUfRS OB 
t.i.v.ilv Y.'l.:..!-£ HANPS BUTSUPPLYIN6 

UTUg PR66SLIRe ANP MO STROKINfi.
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be aimed in the right direction. This is im 
portant in order to avoid internal hemor- 
rhuging and the remote possibility you may 
never be able to have children.

4. Now, with the tip of your forefinger or 
the heel of one of your pumps, gently 

plunge 7 and 2 into your body. When you 
can feel (and you will) i, 2, 3, 4, 5, 7, and 8 
up inside you and the cheerful tickle of 6 
against your inner thigh, the poonton is 
on the job.

- Wait! You must remove all units ex 
cept 1, 2, and 6 before you can leave 

the area. So select from your hands the 
three fingers you like least, reach all the 
way up there, and take out 7, 3, 5, 4, and 8. 
This may be difficult as they will be damp 
and slippery as eels. Try powdering your 
hands with cornstarch or Shake 'n Bake or 
rub them in kitty litter to give them suffi 
cient traction for removal.

If you followed these directions with care 
the poonton will be bobbing happily, tossed 
on the_ ebb and flow of your vaginal canal's 
monthly tides and tidal waves. Yon should 
not even feel the poonton is there. If you 

do, it's in the wrong orifice (see anatomical diagram, stupid) and you must 
take your compact mirror, penlight, and plug wrench, locate your mistake, 
and remove it without delay. Don't be discouraged. There are so many open 
ings down there that even doctors refer to it as the "miraculous maze of 
womanhood," and you're just a weekend spelunker. So think of it as a puzzle, 
relax, and begin again. Your life depends on it.

IF THE POONTON FITS. \VEAU IT
No matter if your flow is mercifully light or rich and full-bodied, Clampax 
has a poonton of sufficient strength to accomodate you. Many use Aswan 
or Grand Coulee during the days of heavy flooding and taper off to Beaver 
when less sandbagging is needed. On those flood tide days when you can't 
change your poonton readily, try using from two to ten at the same time. 
Insert them one by one, and should you use an entire box, remove box first, 
Arrange them inside in a pyramidal fashion like bowling pins up your alley.
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"Please send for 
our catalogs!"

"Who was that 
Masked Man?"
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Glad you've gotten this far ... and we hope you'll take a 
minute to read on. We're the Warehouse Sound Company, 
and we publish two catalogs you ought to have. This flyer 
simply features a few products as examples of the savings we 
offer. You can order directly from this flyer — but in any 
case, please send for our catalogs. Check out the next page 
for messy details . . .
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Send $1OO
for ary of

these catalogs
1,

or get all three for only $2.C
THE WAREHOUSE SOUND CO. CATALOG: A uni
and colorful 64-page mail-order catalog of the best 
music systems and single components, with righteous 
prices on all major brands. Much useful information an> 
huge discounts on receivers, tapedecks, changers, speak 
etc. Today's best non-BS guide to "what stereo 
components to buy" — even if you get them somewhere 
else. $1.00 for postage and handling.
THE WAREHOUSE SOUND CO. PROFESSION'Al 
PRODUCTS CATALOG: A 64-page mail-order cab 
of today's top professional sound equipment, primarily 
for musicians. All major brands of guitar amps. PA and 
sound reinforcement equipment, mixing boards, mikes, 
synthesizers, etc. Expert advice by mail or phone, 
righteous discounts and fast delivery. The only catalog 
of its kind! $1.00 for postage and handling. 
THE MUSIC MACHINE ALMANAC. 1975: 180-pag 
full-color institutional guide listing all of today's stereo 
and quad components. Complete specifications, pictures 
and prices of over 40 different manufacturers! A must ii 
you're thinking about buying stereo equipment this year 
Published by Uniplan Publishing of San Francisco. 
$1.00 for postage and handling; normally sells on 
newsstands for $1.95.

MAILED FIRST CLASS THE DAY WE
GET YOUR DOLLARS'

P.S. Sorry about having to charge for our catalogs, bu 
postage rates are high, and we'd go broke trying to 
mail them free to every curious-Harry. Or worse, we'd 
have to raise our super-low prices . . .
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Who are these gu/s?
Most of us at Warehouse Sound Co. first met several years ago while 

attending the State University here in San Luis Obispo. This 
photo was taken about two years ago when we moved into our 

warehouse. Since then, we've worked to refurbish the entire 
building to its original splendid form of early 1900; we've 

also added a testing lab, sound rooms, and a recording 
studio! If you're ever our way — you'll find we 

love to show off our home.

P.O.Box S, San Luis Obispo, Calif.,93405, 805/544-23
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Save 35% on 
Stereophonies
HEADPHONE EXTENSION CORD: Free yourself from 
sitting in one spot while listening: 25' coiled extension cord 
can be used with all normal stereophones ... if you really 
want to get loose, buy two and boogie up to 50'! Best cord 
available, reg. $5.95, our price $4.

PIONEER SEL-40: The best open-air sterephone Pioneer
makes. They not only sound super, but they're incredibly 
comfortable and light-weight. The SEL-40 incorporates an 
ultra-thin polyester high molecular film in the shape of cone 
paper for the diaphragm which results in superb linear 
frequency response and an excellent transient characteristic. 
Precise transducers with finely wound aluminum voice coils 
provide accurate bass response and tingling high frequencies. 
Impeccably detailed in black and gold anodized aluminum 
with adjustable soft leather headstrap. A righteous 
buy at Pioneer's normal price of $39.95 
we'll zip it to you fast 
for only $26.50

KOSS 727B: Listen loud, long and hassle-free with Koss's most pop 
professional sterephone. Comfortable, adjustable ear cushions seal 
around your ears (you'll miss your roommates burps and babblings 
on the phone) and put you front-row center. Space out on pure soui 
up to 95dB (that's loud) without audible break-up or distortion — 
excellent bass and treble responses. 
Probably your local dealer's 
favorite stereophone 
at its normal price 
of $34.95 — 
we sell it for 
$23.90!

SEL-40 

Above prices include fast, free, and insured shipping to your door!
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'EREX PRO-B V. SERIES II: Smooth and mellow responses —
coupled with the "balliest" bass you've ever heard from a $55

ophone, The new Superex professional series II 'can do it io ya' —
especially if you like to listen loud. Features separate woofer and

vveeter to cover entire audio spectrum. The biggest seller from our
catalog; guaranteed to get you off 

on fine sounds at an unreal 
price of $33. Just our 

way of letting you 
test our fast 
and reliable

See our 64-page 
catalog for complete 
component selection
Warehouse Sound Company carries the 
following audio lines:

EPI
Garrard
Herman Kardon
Infinity
JBL
Kenwood

Phase Linear 
Pioneer
Rectilinear
Sansui
Sherwood
Shure
Sony
Teac
and many more.

Advent
Akai
Altec
AR
Bose
BSR
Dual
Dynaco

Professional Products from:
Acoustic Altec Electro-Voice
Ampeg
ARP
Cerwin-Vega
Crown

Sunn
Tandberg
Tascam
Teac
Traynor
and many more

JBL
Marshall
Revox
Sennheiser

MPARABLE PRICES ON STEREOPHONES FROM ALL MAJOR BRANDS!
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GARRARD 62
Does the best job of handling your records with good 
performance at a reasonable price: Our choice as 
"best buy" for a record changer under $100. Damped 
viscous cueing, adjustable tracking, anti-skating and a 
reliable motor that never screws up, even when 
occasionally left turning all night. Normal discount 
price of Garrard 62 complete with base and Pickering 
V15/380E, $90; our price only $69.90! 
(Optional dustcover, add $6.95.)
(shipped freight collect from our warehouse.)

Essential for the groove
If you've been thinking about getting a new "needle" — forget it. At 
these prices buy a whole new cartridge and get even better sound. 
Pickering's V15/380E magnetic elliptical is an outstanding replacemen 
cartridge for medium-priced changers or turntables. Reg. $44.95; our 
price a meager $14! If you demand something even better, Pickering's 
V15/400E will do the trick; reg. $54.95 --from us only $23. Both 
models possess the super-clean Pickering sound, the functional 
Dustamatic brush, and they hold up extremely well; we prefer these tw 
models over all others in their price ranges. Empire's model 999/KEJ 
also one of today's best; reg. $69.95; a strictly limited offer from us 
for only $28 — just to show yon how fast we Air Mail! All cartridges 
come with hardware to fit any make or model. P.S. Want the 
incomparable VI5/I200E or other cartridge? Write or call for 
embarrassingly low quotes . . .
DISCWASHER: Definitely the very best device we've found on the 
market and essential if you plan on keeping your records clean and 
dustfree — which is what you should be doing because dust and dirt w 
do real nasties to your favorite tunes (snap, crackle, pop). Comes » 
superfine brush, bottle of special liquid cleaner and instructions; 
only $12.95.
PICKERING STYLUS TIMER: A nifty and functional device to 
measure stylus wear on your cartridge. Accurately determines stylus 
wear time from 0-1000 hours and lets you know when to change your 
stylus. Works on any make or model. Will pay for itself by the 
records it saves from being

ORDER FORM ON BACK

our price, $12.50. 

Empire 999/KEX

ALL ACCESSORY PRICES INCLUDE FAST,
FREE, and INSURED SHIPPING

TO YOUR DOOR!
Pickering V15/ 40QE $23

Stylus timer $12.50
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IBLat3O%off?
:'re offering JBL's super-demanded model 88 + at an amazing 30% off its
•mal price of $240; shipped out fast (while they last) for a titillating $168!
tional mid-range expander kit also available which will make the 88 +
ntical to the famous L-100 studio monitor. The kit just plugs in. Regular
=e: $80; Warehouse price, only $58. Think of it: you'll be getting the JBL
mitor for only $226 — while the L-100's are strictly
r-traded at $297! Vou say the tunes would be great,
: you'd be starving? Well, we've also got the JBL L-25
Tiore than $50 off its regular price of $159.95 —
eyepopping $108. The L-25 is identical to the JBL L-26,
:ept it has a deluxe cabinet. Or how about Fisher's
:ellent bookshelf system (their largest 8" two-way
tern) for less than V4 price: model XP-56S, reg. $89.95,
y $44! Many, many more; write or call for the whole
op. Details on page 4 ...

'.ems shipped freight collect from our Warehouse.)

JBL 88+ $168

TEKC TEAC CASSETTE DECK: The model 210 and 250 are perhaps 
the most popular cassette decks today, and it's no wonder, as 
they feature Teac precision, reliability and outstanding 
performance at reasonable prices. Both units have solid push 

button operation, pause control, large 
VU meters, strobe tape-run indicator, 
headphone jack, mike jacks, three- 
digit counter, a 4-pole hysteresis 

synchronous motor, and many other features typical o_f Teac's 
best. The model 250 is the Dolby noise reduction version and has 
bias switching for low tape noise, and mike/line selection switch; 
it normally sells for 5279.95 - our price only $198. The model 
I210's normal fair-trade tariff is $179.95; our price an amazingly 
low of $119. Both units are beautifully finished in walnut and stainless 
steel. NOTE: Model 250 is pictured; model 210 lopks identical.

peri urn lit i ice ai reasunauic pi

for $119 ?
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Sory celii/ers the sound. 
\Ne delii/er the price,,,

If the four walls and tuneless air are closing in, I 
now is the time to grab this very-decent Sony 
system, because it's the last time you'll find 
anything comparable anywhere at this kind of p 
We just thought we'd wander into the lives of 01 
friends on tight budgets — and the good people 
Sony helped out with a truckload of this reliable 
and popular combination: a Sony AM/FM ster 
receiver, BSR 310 record changer (description > 
third page following) complete with hinged dustc 
and a pair of Sony two-way speaker systems. Tl 
are controls for1 volume, bass and treble; swi 
for two sets of speakers, tape monitoring, sterec 
mono, auto shut-off, headphone plug and input: 
and outputs for any kind of tapedeck. The Sony 
HP-170A has a very pleasing overall sound, pla 
reasonably loud, and is still a best-seller for dor 
and apartments at its regular price of $219; we i 
inflation with the unreal price of $158. Comes 
right to your door complete with good vibes am 
everything you need for instant hookup. Hassle

.. MMOuld j/ot 
believed

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



i can afford a little more than 
my HP-170A, and you like 
ea of separate components, 
the way to go. In the year 
been recommending it, we've 

othing but positive feedback 
hundreds of satisfied 
Tiers! The BSR AM/FM 
i receiver is the heart of this 
n, and it faithfully delivers 40 
IHF (15RMS) and has the 
uls and performance that make 
;centbuy for $179.95. The 
310 AXE comes complete 
)ase, dustcover and Shure M75 
etic cartridge and sells 
dually for $79.95 (description

on page 13). BSR's own speaker 
systems are what make this system 
really come alive; they're perfectly 
matched to the rest of the 
components and will play 
surprisingly loud without break-up 
or distortion. Switching for two sets 
of speakers, mono/stereo, tape 
monitoring; inputs for headphones, 
and any kind of tapedeck. In all, 
this component music system has a 
total regular price of $329.95, and 
if you hurry, you'll probably find it 
"on special, just this week" at 
your local dealer for $269.95. 
Although this BSR system won't 

exactly put you front-row-center at 
the Fillmore, it's still a decent 

seat; we'll stake our reputation 
in saying it is the very 

best you'll find today for 
$197 . . .

$197 
xlndi 

good stuff

ORDER FORM ON BACK
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Your choice:

The \Norld's greatest $4OO music sj/stem is nc 
available in metropolitan retail stores across the natior
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ithout schucking and jiving about just how good a value
'iir" music system is, we can tell you this fact: You 
>n't find a better performing/sounding music system at 
'iir local dealer for $300. In fact, most stores this year 
n't seem to offer a true hi-fidelity system for this 
ice ... the high overhead of a retail store makes it 
,mn difficult, no matter what they say. If you shop 
refully, however, you'll quickly find that the Harman 
jrdon 330B is commonly known as today's best $200 
;reo receiver, as it offers remarkable performance and 
phistication in relation to current competition. The 
iplifier section pumps out a total of 60 watts IMF 
0 RMS) into 8 ohms with impressively low distortion. 
ie tuner is head and shoulders above its competition; 
tention is paid to detail, quality control is excellent. 
zxt, the BSR 310AXE is in a similar "best buy" class 
.d features damped viscous cueing, three speeds, 
justable anti-skating and tracking, and lacks the 
schanical screw-ups commonly found in many of the 
is expensive changers. The BSR comes complete with 
.se, dustcover and a good ADC magnetic elliptical 
rtridge. Actually, your focal dealer should well confirm 
. of the above; and if he has his act together, he'll have 
e identical components in his own equivalent music 
stem. But what about the speakers? Well, here's where 
arehouse Sound Co. is different and better, We've 
eluded one of today's very best (and expensive) 8" 
'O-way systems, and they're built by a manufacturer 
io's had over 25 years experience in really designing

loudspeakers. The Electro-Voice ETR-14 is perhaps even 
too good for this system (they would work well in a 
$400-$500 system) but then they bring out the full 
performance of both amplifier and cartridge for a clean, 
well defined bass and crisp high frequencies. Turn up the 
Allman Brothers and feel the woofer pump out bass 
passages that send "equivalent" systems into buzzing 
conniption fits. Vocals are also super; Joni Mitchell on 
"Help Me" is just right there. In short, we prefer 
Electro-Voice's ETR-14 over the equivalent AR, Dynaco 
and KLH—and we know they'll blow the pants off all 
the "house-brand" junk we've seen so much of lately. 
Trust us: Satisfaction guaranteed. PS. If you order the 
system directly from this flyer—your choice of the 
Koss 727B or Pioneer SEL-40 stereophone, 
no extra charge. Happy trails.

S YSTEM BREAKDOWN
Harman Kardon 330B AM/FM stereo receiver $199.95 
BSR 310AXE, base, dustcover,

ADC K-8 cartridge ................ 86.80
Electro-Voice ETR-14 speakers (pair) .... 149.90

* Koss KO-727B stereo headphones ........ 34.95
Total Regular Price ............... $471.60
WAREHOUSE SOUND CO. PRICE . . $297.00

*( Walnut cabinet for 330B (reg. $21.50), add $14,90)

. .or from the Warehouse Sound Co. for $297
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More than $1OOO \i\iorth of today's best audio 
components make up a music system \Ne sell for..,
This music system cooks. It's reliable, beautifully 
matched, and sounds good enough to write mom about. 
It's perhaps the most popular music system in our 
current catalog (everyone here really likes it), so we 
thought it would be appropriate for this special flyer. 
First off, Sherwood's new 7300 pumps out a 
magnificently clean and stable 100 watts RMS (both 
channels driven into 8 ohms) across the entire 
bandwidth of 20-20,000 Hz. The tuner section literally 
sucks in distant or weak stations, and the array of 
professional controls and amenities is no less than 
you'd expect to find on today's best $400 receiver. To 
play your records, you'll find the Garrard Zero 92 
to be the best professional changer available under 
$200. Nearly identical to Garrard's top model, the Zero 
100C, it possesses the identical unit plate, base 
mechanism, motor, cueing device and cartridge carrier. 
The tonearm is also essentially the same, and will 
provide flawless tracking so necessary with today's 
highly compliant cartridges. The Zero 92's two-point 
record support has been refined to a point where it just 
never screws up, and it handles records in a superb 
and gentle fashion. Even for those who prefer to play 
one record at a time — the Zero 92 functions perfectly 
as a manual turntable. Included with the Model 92 
is a base, dustcover, and a Pickering V15/480E 
elliptical cartridge which is likewise exceptionally fine, 
as it provides a level of compliance, channel separation

and broad frequency responses that truly complement 
the super-speakers we've selected. Namely, Marantz 
best bookshelf system, the model VII: a classic 12" 
three-way system, incorporating a 12" woofer, 2 l/2" 
midrange driver, and a 1 Vz" tweeter, along with a 
matching three-way LCR crossover network. There a« 
adjustable presence controls for both midrange and 
hi-frequencies, so that the response of the speaker 
may be adjusted to the acoustics of your listening 
environment and your particular tastes. The sound ma; 
be described as pure, undistorted and "up front" 
across the entire range of instruments. Even with the 
first listening evaluation, several key attributes become 
pleasingly apparent: First, the model VII has terrific 
off-axis hi-frequency response, and at nearly any point 
where you'd normally sit in the room the high notes 
come across with excellent clarity. The overall sound 
is very warm, and there's a remarkable lack of harshne 
which would cause listening fatigue. When you crank 
the mode! VII's up fwe found they could handle nearl 
the full output of the Sherwood!) the sound pressure 
level obtainable in a normal living room would be 
unbearable to many; but if you're one of the people wl 
thinks Elton John or the Eagles sound best loud — 
then the VII's are your style. Could this music system 
be what you need? Write or call if you have any 
questions or have something else in mind. Our help 
is yours for the asking.
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(Optional dustcover 
reg. $7.95 
add $6.00)

Sherwood S-7300 AM/FM stereo receiver .... $418.95
Garrard Zero-92, and Garrard deluxe base ... 184.90 
Pickering V15/480E elliptical cartridge ...... 59.95
Marantz Imperial VII speakers (pair) ........ 398.00

Total Regular Price .................. . $1062.80

WAREHOUSE
SOUND CO.

PRICE
$688.00
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ANSWERS TO QUESTIONS 
NEW USERS OFTEN ASK

"How old must 1 be to start using Clampax poontons?"
It is not true that your eyes are bigger than your vagina. The Clampax poonton 
is inserted into the same opening from which quarts of menstrual fluid and 11- 
pound screaming infants have been known to emerge. This opening is sufficiently 
large to accomodalo a casaba melon, as field researchers in Tijuana have testified, 
and any normal girl should be able to use them with complete confidence. // you 
are over 40, however, you're probably fooling yourself and may wish first to seek 
the advice of your family physician.

"I can't get tfTc poonton in. It fcei* dry. What should I do?"
Clampax poontons are, of course, prelubricated, but should insertion prove diffi 
cult, run out to your local bookstore, purchase a copy of Guillaume Apollinalre's 
The Debauched Hospodar, read pages 26 to 34, and try again. You should have 
no trouble whatsoever.

"May I sicim and ezcrcixe during my menstrual period?"
Certainly. Clampax poontons are designed so that you can lead a normal life 
during menstruation. Most girls, however, find it easier to erect a small tent in 
the backyard for the duration.

"Can the poonton (jet loxt or drop out?"
Not bloody likely, but don't wear white.

"How will I know when to change a poonton?"
A Clampax poonton should be changed at least as often as you change your 
mind. With a little experience, you'll know only too well when. There is no 
need to change for urination, tub, or shower, depending, of course, on what kind 
of girl you are.

"Will anyone be able to tell that I'm menstruating and tu caring 
Clampax?"

In addition to you, only clairvoyants, bloodhounds, and most men and little 
brothers will know for sure. Don't be embarrassed. Threaten to make him eat one.

IT'S AFTER YOUR PERIOD^
DO YOF KNOW WHERE YOUR POONTON IS?
A Clampax poonton feels so pleasant and fulfilling you may forget about it 
entirely. Please, always remove the last poonton you use each period. If 
you don't, monilia, nonspecific urethritis, herpes simplex, yeasts, mastec 
tomy, yaws, ectopic pregnancy, senile cavitosis, stretch marks, plantar's 
warts, nymphomania, varicose veins, elephantiasis, cellulite jungle rot, or 
a trip to the Schlimm-Katze Clinic in Zermatt, Switzerland, at $475 per day 
can result.

CLAMPAX INCORPORATED • GOOSE BAY 00069 • ALASKA • U.S.A.

OH.YES!SELECTIONS MUST 6en£OKfe veW 600?. BUT WHEN TUB STIWiTION STILL REMAINS IN 
00UBT ANP SexuAl, INTeRCOURSfe 15 Ne£66SABY TO INSUC 
YOUK "'(NTeClM SeNI^ITS," TH£ffe AM WAVS TO MAINTAIN 
ALL-IMPORTANT SEXUAL- TENSION.

MOST OBVIOUS 16 TO tEA£lN6lY effuse.
LACKING OPTlfWIM 

6TANPARP5 Of L&SW. P«WI5ION , , op POSTECio«
AN^e, ANP SUBMIT TO TW&WONW UNPER 
t PUR66S WHILE VET Aff eARllfe tO 06

MftBBIA6e OlNTRAtT MUST BESEMINAL 
EMISSION
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WHAT SORT OF MAN READS PL*YB*Y?
A young man in touch with himself and his own imagination. Self-reliant, and with an appreciation 
for his personal privacy, he keeps his hand close to his chest and an eye out for unexpected 
interruptions of his daily routines. With confidence in his ability to handle himself in tense situa 
tions, the PL*YB*Y reader wrings every last drop of satisfaction from his private pursuits. Helping 
him stand up to that challenge is his favorite magazine. Fact: PL*YB*Y is read by nearly half of all 
young men who eventually excell at tennis, handball, or arm wrestling, and spent at least $12 on fine 
spurting goods last year alone. To reach that young man, put yourself in PL*YB*Y. He does. 
(Source: 1973 TGIF.)

New York • Chicago • Detroit • Los Angeles • San Francisco Midville Atlanta • London • Tokyo
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Why you should select your turntable 
more carefully than any other component.

Every component is important 
to the total performance of an 
audio system, but the turntable is 
critical. It is the only component 
that physically handles your 
biggest investment in musical 
enjoyment: your record collection.

In time, your changing tastes 
can outgrow your present amplifier 
and speakers. But regardless of 
how these components affect the 
reproduction of music, they cannot 
do anything to harm your records.

Not so the turntable. A 
tonearm that does not al low the 
stylus to track the grooves lightly, 
accurately and with perfect balance 
can turn the styl us i nto a destructive 
instrument easily capable of 
lopping off the sharp contours 
which carry the high frequencies. 
When that happens, the clean high 
notes become fuzzy memories. 
Permanently. There's just no way to 
restore a damaged record. Even 
the best equipment can't replace 
notes once they're gone.

After considering what your 
records require for longevity, you

should consider what you require 
of operating convenience and 
flexibility. For example, if you don't 
relish risking your stylus and 
records by handling the tonearm 
each time you play a record, you 
will want an automatic turntable. 
And if you desire to play two or 
more records in sequence, you will 
want a turntable with record 
changing ability.

All Dual turntables easily 
fulfill every requirement for 
record playback and preservation 
—and every requirement for 
user convenience. Which is why 
the readers of the leading audio 
and music magazines own more 
Duals than any other turn

table. It's also why so many audio 
professionals are quite satisfied 
with even the lowest-priced Dual.

Please write for our very 
informative brochures and com 
plete reprints of independent test 
reports. The more careful lyi 
you read them, the more • 11 
likely you are to select HI 
a Dual. Any Dual.

1 United Audio Products, Depi NL 
120 So. Columbus Ave., 
Mt. Vernon, N.Y. 10553 
Exclusive Distribution Agency lor Dual

Please send me your free literature on turn 
tables. I won't mind if you include /our 
own cola log.

Name.
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continued from page 44

the two teams played in earnest, each 
side hoping to wrest a victory for the 
college or university of their choice. 
As the hotly contested game wore on 
and Ned ran home run after home run 
against the bewildered opposing 
team, Nancy's eye was caught by a 
line of Berkeley cheerleaders who 
seemed less interested in boosting 
their compatriots than scanning the 
Emerson bleachers with powerful 
binoculars.

"Did you notice anything odd about 
those cheerleaders?" Nancy asked 
Bess as they made their way to the 
refreshment stand at half time.

"You mean the surly, slovenly- 
dressed ones that didn't seem to know 
any of the cheers?" Steve queried. 
"Not really, why?"

"Just jumpy, 1 guess," Nancy apol 
ogized. "But I didn't know Berkeley 
even had cheer—"

Without warning, Nancy found her 
self surrounded by a pink-and-yellow 
wall of slovenly cheerleading uni 
forms! As her chums look on in hor 
ror, a huge Negro jammed a mega 
phone over Nancy's head, plunging 
her into total darkness except for a 
little round hole at the top through 
which the young sleuth heard a grim 
exchange.

"I've got her ankle," a voice 
laughed mirthlessly.

"An* ah gots de othuh one!" cac 
kled another.

"What are we waiting for?" a harsh 
woman's voice demanded. "Make a 
wish!"

Chapter VI
The Scent Grows Hotter

"Miss Drew! Miss Drew! Wake up!"
Nancy came to as if being shaken 

from a dream. She struggled to sit up, 
only to discover herself shackled hand 
and foot to an unmade waterbed. 
When the blindfold was removed, 
Nancy's blinking blue eyes met those 
of a moderately attractive brunette 
some four years Nancy's senior. The 
older girl touched one finger to her 
lips to signify "no loud talking."

"Where am I?" whispered Nancy.
"In the kidnappers' secret hideout! 

Those 'cheerleaders' are the SLA 
and it appears that they've snatched 
you just as they me."

"They me?" asked Nancy.
"They kidnapped me," explained 

the obviously cultured though less at 
tractive girl impatiently.

"Oh," said Nancy, "then you must be—"
"Yes, I am Patty Hearst," said the 

girl, "but these worthies call rne 
Tania."

In the semidarkness of what Nancy 
saw to be a slovenly maintained "rum

pus pad," the older girl quickly ex 
plained how she had been surprised 
in her apartment while singing popu 
lar folk songs with Steve, stuffed in a 
car trunk, and spirited away to this 
secret hideout on the outskirts of 
town. There, the frightened girl told 
her more attractive fellow prisoner, 
the SLA gang had forced her to make 
ridiculous demands for ransom and 
pose in front of the dreaded seven- 
headed cobra flag with an unloaded 
gun, as a grim warning from a "will 
ing" accomplice!

"Then you don't really think your 
father is a fascist media pig?" Nancy 
asked in relief.

"Certainly not," sniffed Patty. "I 
mean, I may have been a- little peeved 
at him in the beginning ... Daddy was 
always so mean to Steve, calling him 
"the Weed" and striking matches off 
him and things. B-but now with the 
r-robbery and all, I—"

"Robbery! When?"
"About an hour ago. We just came 

back from the Hibernia Bank in Sun 
set. They made me hold a gun and 
say horrid things and e-everythingl"

As Nancy comforted the sobbing 
heiress, she was puzzled. Patty, she 
said to herself, while slightly willful 
in her manner and certainly some 
what spoiled, did not seem to be an 
easily influenced person.

"You don't seem to be an easily in 
fluenced person," Nancy said tact 
fully. "How did they make you do it?"

"Midol," Patty explained. "They 
gave me an overdose to make me co 
operate. I'm all right now because 
they were so busy counting the money 
they forgot my last 'treatment.' "

"Those motherfudgers!" Nancy 
stormed. "Where are they now?"

"In the back room," Patty whis 
pered. "They're dividing up the loot. 
They got ten thousand dollars."

Nancy gave a low whistle. Ten 
thousand dollars would buy a lot of 
trouble for Mr. Hearst, plus enough 
horrid Midol drug to keep both girls 
"cooperative" for a long time!

"Hush!" warned Patty, replacing 
Nancy's blindfold quickly. "Some 
one's coming!"

"Who's talking in there?" a harsh 
female voice demanded.

"J-just me ... Tania, Mizmoon," 
Patty droned convincingly. "M-mem- 
orizing new h-horrid lies f-for SLA."

"Well, memorize them somewhere 
else, sister," the shadow in the door 
way ordered.

"And leave Ms. Nancy Drew alone. 
I told you she's rninel"

Chapter VII
A Lucky Barrette

As the door closed, leaving her 
alone, Nancy struggled swiftly with
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her bonds. Quickly working a loose 
barrette free from her golden curls 
and holding it between her clenched 
white teeth, the young detective deft 
ly used the metal clasp to pick the 
locks on the manacles imprisoning 
her slim wrists and ankles, having 
remembered well the valuable lesson 
learned in The Mystery of the Im 
probable Escape.

Peeking through a small opening 
under the doorknob which from past 
adventures Nancy instantly recog 
nized as a keyhole, she overheard a 
number of sullen, surly voices boast 
ing in the next room.

"And / say we should demand a 
million thousand dollars, free food for 
the poor, and free color TVs!" one of 
the kidnappers whined churlishly.

"And a one-day work week!" said 
another.

"And a twenty-six-hour day!" add 
ed a third.

"Tickets to all Athletics home 
games!"

"An' a free two-toned Caddy-lak fo" 
de away wunses!"

"Cinque!"
"Yo' welcome!"
"Cut the comedy," a voice Nancy 

identified as the woman named Miz- 
moon said sharply. "We have to plot 
the next move in our plan to give 
everything to people who don't want 
to work for it, free all prisoners, cas 
trate rapists, and achieve peace 
through violence! Any ideas, Coojo?"

"Peace through violence, indeed!" 
Nancy thought scornfully as she 
strained to hear Coojo's reply.

"First of all," a thin, snide voice 
answered, "we'd better do something 
about that Drew girl."

"Oh, no you don't—" Mizmoon be 
gan.

"I say Coojo is right," another in 
terrupted. "We don't need another 
hostage. I vote that we should get 
rid of her right now!"

"Dat's sho' de troof!" a familiar 
voice agreed. "But fuss we oughtta—"

"Yes, we know, we know," Coojo 
said, cutting him off. "But Cinque 
has a point. If we cart her around, 
we'll also incur the wrath of Carson 
Drew!"

"Yo' mean de notable'd criminalist 
mowf piece?"

"I mean the noted running-dog 
lickspittle-jackal of the oppressor 
class, is who I mean!" Coojo shot 
back.

"Not to mention that racist, sexist 
daughter of his and her gang of River 
Heights teen fascists!" Mizmoon spat.

"Snoopists, too," Cinque added for 
good measure. "In fack, Ah'd bettuh 
go check huh room now so's we knows 
she's still on de ice."

As he spoke, the slovenly-dressed
continued an page 65
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Photo of actual model engine—paint not Included

NVS Citation Series FIRST CAR MODELS are "3-in-T style model kits. That means you can build your 1957 Ford Luncnlme 
200 three different ways—a first car for you, a second car for Mom, a meal tickel for your local garage mechanic.

Exclusive single piece body shell(l) has more than enough .authentic detailing .with right door from an expensive Fairlane 500, 
fashionable "auto-sculpture" fenders, and oxidized ventilation from nigger louvers in rocker panels, doorposts, and headlight bezels. 
Plus you can create styling of your own with the NVS "Shape of Things to Come" bodywork kit (2) which gets the same results on 
your plastic model as a ball peen hammer and a can of Bondo* do on a real car.

Completely detailed chassis (3) shows exhaust "gut-outs" for all that glasspack sound with none of the expense and slots for 
custom wobble blocks (4) with three holes to let you select shimmy, drift, or dramatic pull to the right.

Interior (5) options include plastic seat covers (6) with the popular "colored" look and floor mats (7) to match plus back seat 
"coverings" (8), and performance accessories like baby brother's safety seat (9) and Mom's groceries (10), that measure your per 
formance as a helpful child in a close-knit family.

Speaking of performance, what could make your Smoke-Thrower 6 "mill" (inset) run better than the addition of power-packed
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gasoline (11)—just assemble lawnmower (12) before detaching spending money (13).
Maybe it's in your Dad's name but ttw^re your "wheels" (14); at least you're responsible for their interesting shape and there's 

a different tire (15) for every rim, all specially molded for that "low-riding" took.
"Corroso-Fleck" metal plating gives chrome finish parts realistic scaling, realistic pitting, and realistic discoloration. You get a 

variety of bumper shapes (16)—something new every time you park. Plus pop-off chrome strip (17), several exciting hub caps (18), 
and bolt-on speed accessories like this "real boss" crankcase ventilator cap (19).

NVS kits also come complete with extensively tested safety glass windows (20) and bottles to go back to the store (21), plus 
tail light tens pieces (22) and plenty of extra red cellophane (23).

Put the finishing touches on your mode) with (he NVS decal sheet, adding colorful rust (24), primer (25), and massive scrapes 
(26) to your paint job. Then place completed model in a show car setting—show it donated to the Senior Stunt Day Car Smash (27), 
for instance, or show it for sale (28), or just sitting in the garage over a big puddle of oil (29),while you take down the screens and wash 
the storm windows.
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A CAR OF THE FUTURE THAT'S YOUR OWN FUTURE CAR

* •,*.
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continued from page CO

crook ambled to the door where Nan 
cy had been listening and flung it 
open!

"Holy moley!" the huge Negro ex 
claimed. "Dat chile done flewed de 
coop!"

Chapter VIII
In Disguise

Running through the deserted 
streets below, Nancy heard windows 
raised with a bang and confused bab 
ble above her.

Once back at the Fairmont Hotel, 
Nancy was informed by the surly desk 
clerk that Mr. Hearst and her father 
had gone to the police when she had 
failed to return after half time.

Opening the door to her room, Nan 
cy cheerily greeted a frightened Bess 
Marvin, consoling herself with a room 
service tray piled high with paprika- 
cheese sandwiches.

"Nancy! Where have you been?"
"It's a long story," Nancy admitted 

truthfully. "Right now, help me find 
us suitable disguises! The kidnappers 
have probably moved their hideout by 
now, and I've a hunch we'll find the 
next clue back in Berkeley!"

Hurriedly, Nancy and Bess rum 
maged through their bags.

"It should be something avant- 
garde but still in good taste," Nancy 
reminded Bess.

Nancy selected a smock jacket with 
accents of cyclamen and deep ochre 
with matching overshorts for Bess 
and, after a moment's hesitation, a 
cotton shantung blouse and rickrack 
trimmed pedal pushers for herself. 
Capped off with pert black berets, the 
girls studied the result in the mirror, 
nodded their assent, and sped for the 
hotel garage.

"There's nothing better than match 
ing overshorts!" Bess giggled appre 
ciatively as Nancy guided her sporty 
yellow runabout along the sidewalk, 
backed cautiously up a one-way street, 
and carefully looked in both direc 
tions before making a judicious U- 
turn on a traffic island and gunning 
the compact auto through the first 
series of stoplights.

"I prefer matching wits myself," 
said Nancy, as they headed down the 
college town's notorious Telegraph 
Avenue.

Parking on a sidestreet, Bess was 
immediately distracted by several 
boys playing with a red frisbee and a 
nearby candy shop as Nancy spotted 
a likely-looking suspect loitering in a 
slovenly fashion by his pile of unsold 
papers.

"Spare change?" Nancy asked in 
nocently as the unkempt newsboy 
eyed her with suspicion.

"Huh? Why, Ah airit got no spare 
dahms fo' yo'!" he laughed scornfully.

"Anyways, Ah always figgered yo' 
gets candy on Halloween, not no 
dahmsl"

"Some spare information, then," 
Nancy persisted, unruffled. "Perhaps 
you could tell me the secret hideout 
of my chum on your front page here. 
She was supposed to meet me at the 
Top Dog stand an hour ago and—"

"Nancy! Duck!"
Whirling about at Bess' warning 

scream, Nancy saw too late the dead 
ly scarlet frisbee hurtling directly 
toward her! The next moment Nancy 
was struck on her beret, and every 
thing went pitch black for what 
seemed like months.

Chapter IX
The Secret Secret Hideout

"I think she's coming to!" an icy 
voice grunted.

"Dat makes sebben o* us!" a famil 
iar one in the back of the room chor 
tled evilly.

As Nancy's blindfold was removed 
this time she again found herself face 
to face with Patty, but a Patty whose 
faraway stare indicated she had been 
"hopped up" on a heavy overdose of 
Midol.

"What are you going to do with 
me?" asked Nancy, already dreading 
the answer to her question.

"Well, sister," Mizmoon sniggered, 
her eyes flickering with malice, "I'm 
going to manacle those sweet thighs 
of yours above your head and—"

"Wait!" pleaded the drugged heir 
ess weakly, "what about our SLA 
oath to use only peaceful violence?"

"Peaceful violence, indeed!" the 
plucky girl detective stormed. "Their 
'oath,' Patty, is nothing but a lot of 
stupist mumbo jumbo!"

"We can't waste any more time," 
someone said coldly. "She must be 
liquidated at once!"

"I say wo should keep her around 
a little longer," Mizmoon grinned un 
healthily, ". . . for 'interrogation.' "

"An" Ah says we liquify dat gul 
raht now," Cinque hissed. "We gots 
t' scram befo' her daddy ketches up 
wid us!"

"Correct thinking!" Nancy replied, 
thinking fast. "But it's already too 
late! Before I departed the hotel, I 
made a call to the police, instructing 
them to follow me. Why, I bet they're 
outside this apartment in force right 
now!"

"Give her a triple overdose of Mi 
dol!" another shouted, grabbing her 
from behind.

Suddenly, as the gang watched as 
Nancy washed down the last deadly 
Midol tablet with cold watery cocoa, 
a loudspeaker bellowed outside!

"All right, you scoundrels!" it 
echoed. "This is Captain Reynolds

of the Los Angeles Police! We have 
you surrounded with five hundred 
men and Carson Drew, the noted 
attorney! Throw out your guns, re 
lease the girls, and come out with your 
hands high!"

In reply, Cinque viciously jammed 
a clip into his automatic weapon, 
smashed a windowpane, and fired off 
a burst, raking the street below and 
sending policemen scattering for 
cover.

In an instant, the cheap yellow 
stucco apartment resounded with the 
report of many guns and the impact 
of flying bullets.

"Everybody take cover in the secret 
secret secret hiding place under the 
floorboards!" a crook ordered.

"I'll sneak through the secret tun 
nel and take the Hearst girl to our 
secret secret secret secret hideout 
you-know- where!"

Once left alone, Nancy quickly 
freed herself with her one remaining 
barrette and began to search the be 
sieged apartment for bits of wood and 
oily rags in the dark.

Drawing on her broad knowledge 
of camping lore, Nancy held a burn 
ing match between her clenched 
straight teeth for illumination as she 
vigorously rubbed two sticks together. 
Finally, a spark ignited the rags, 
which began to burn quickly, emitting 
thick, oily fumes.

"That ought to smoke them out!" 
Nancy told herself, as she planned her 
own escape, but suddenly she realized 
the shots and tear gas canisters were 
raining even faster. Coughing into a 
clean white handkerchief, Nancy 
froze with horror as she realized 
Captain Reynolds had not lied.

She was trapped as well!
Luckily recalling a similar fix in 

The Case of the Hack Writer, Nancy 
decided to play her last card.

It was a crazy idea, Nancy thought, 
but it just might work!

Chapter X
A Clever Ruse

Once out of the burning building 
and safely reunited with her father, 
Nancy was immediately wrapped in 
a warm blanket and escorted by Cap 
tain Reynolds to her snappy green 
sportmobile, where she was joyfully 
greeted by Ned, Bess, and Steve.

"But Dad!" she reminded Mr. 
Drew after a gleeful exchange of hugs, 
"we've still got to find Patty!"

"We're going to do just that," Mr. 
Drew smiled as he started the motor 
and sped northward.

A short while later, Nancy's pink 
miniature landau swerved off the free 
way, passed through a pair of enor 
mous wrought-iron gates guarding a 
seemingly endless private drive, and

continued
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continued

halted in front of a giant fairy-tale 
castle that made the Hotel Fairmont 
look like the River Heights Animal 
Shelter, only smaller.

"Last secret hideout dead ahead!" 
Carson Drew chuckled mysteriously. 
"End of the line! Everybody out!"

Nancy jumped from her jaunty red 
speedster to follow her father and 
Captain Reynolds up the beautiful 
expanse of marble steps, through the 
great oaken portal and into a gigantic 
medieval-style hall rilled with old 
suits of armor, thick oriental carpets, 
finely-brocaded tapestries, and great 
quantities of famous paintings and 
priceless statuary.

There, sprawled in the expensive 
leather furniture, Nancy discovered 
the remaining thugs, idling content 
edly in the soft glow of a huge, blazing 
fireplace.

Leaning on one arm by the elabor 
ately-carved mantlepiece stood Patty 
herself, glumly hoisting a warm snift 
er of fine, one-hundred-year-old 
cocoa.

"Just as. I thought," Nancy ex 
claimed triumphantly. "The last 
place anyone would expect to find you 
dirty kidnappists—Mr. Hearst's own 
San Simeon mansion!"

Nancy turned to the policeman at 
her side.

"Captain Reynolds, do your duty, 
and if they try to put up a fight, pep 
per them!"

Pistol at the ready, the Captain 
started for the smirking crew, only to 
be stopped by a loud metallic creak 
ing from a corner of the great hall.

As Nancy looked on, wide-eyed, an 
ancient suit of armor which she had 
noticed earlier smoking an expensive 
panatela proceeded to climb stiffly off 
its pedestal and trudged menacingly 
toward the young crime busters.

"Look out for that walking soup 
can!" Steve shouted. "Shoot!"

Dropping on one knee, Captain 
Reynolds fired point blank. The bullet 
careened off the rusting helmet and 
ricocheted through the vast hall, echo 
ing eerily. Reeling off balance, the 
metal apparition uttered a foul oath 
as it crashed resoundingly to the stone 
floor with a resounding crash.

"Knight has fallen," observed "Ned 
wryly.

Nancy tugged at the dented visor, 
raising it with some difficulty to reveal 
a familiar face half-hidden behind a 
stale shroud of cigar smoke.

"Mr. Hearst!" Nancy cried in dis 
belief. "I-it was you all along!"

"Of course it was me!" the prone 
figure groaned as it struggled to its 
pointed metal feet. "Yes, / was the 
one who plotted all along to kidnap 
my own daughter, and it was / who 
covered for this slovenly band of un 
shaven draft-dodgers, coons, and kin- 
ko-pinkos from the very beginning!"

"But father!" Patty cried, dropping 
her cocoa in alarm. "Why?"

"Why?" Mr. Hearst snickered. "I'll 
tell you why! Because—"

"Wait! I know! I know!" piped Ned, 
waving his hand furiously. "You did 
it for the same reason your grand 
father started the Spanish American 
war eighty years ago!"

"You mean .. ." chorused the girls.
"Yes, Nancy," explained Mr. Drew, 

brushing his hand lightly over her 
golden curls, "to sell newspapers, nat 
urally."

"You mean the whole affair was 
only a hoax to sell newspapers'?" said 
Nancy, slowly backing away.

"Don't be a dopist," Carson Drew 
observed dryly, "even some promi 
nent magazines have been known to 
capitalize on the exact same dodge."

"This is all quite ingenious, Mr. 
Hearst," countered Nancy, "but you 
forgot one important thing—you're 
still under arrest!"

"True enough," admitted Mr. 
Hearst, casually trimming the end of 
a fresh panatela with his visor brim, 
"and that's why I'd like you fine 
young people to excuse us 'big folk' 
for a few minutes. I suspect my de 
fense requires the talent of a noted 
criminal attorney, and I'd like to have 
a few words with your dad."

"Alone," Mr. Drew added pointed 
ly.

"But—but," began Nancy.
"No 'huts' about it, my dear," Car 

son Drew insisted, as he shoved Nan 
cy and her chums kindly but firmly 
out the door. "Where do you suppose 
those monthly roadster payments 
come from—the Easter Bunny?"

To Nancy's astonishment, the door 
closed in their faces.

Then it opened again.
"And by the way, if you think I'm 

going to keep forking over for all 
those paint jobs, you are crazy!"

And then it slammed shut once
more. „, _._ Chapter XI

The Final Chapter
"There's still one thing I don't un 

derstand," Bess Marvin called from 
the rumble seat as they motored east 
for River Heights.

"What's that?" Nancy asked over 
her shoulder as the wind on the red 
convertible rippled her golden curls.

"Well, when the SLA gave you that' 
fatal overdose of Midol, how come 
you still could set the fire and escape 
without being knocked out?"

"That's still a real puzzler," Nancy 
laughed pertly. "I still haven't been 
able to figure that out for myself!"

With a chorus of appreciative chuc 
kles, Nancy and her chums sped mer 
rily into the darkening landscape, lit 
tle knowing that Nancy's next adven 
ture, The Secret of the Fatal Motoring 
Mishap, would solve more than a few 
mysteries.

The End

'Now pay attention. I'm only doing this once!"
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What's the best sound you can get in car stereo?
In its February 1974 issue, Road & Track Magazine gave the answer.
Of 20 units tested they said the Craig Model 3139 Powerplay delivered

"Ccisilu (he be/I
sound of any

lope u nil le/led!
H Road & Track reported it right-reported it right— 

an independent test of 20 tape 
and radio-tape models from 16 
leading manufacturers. Here's 
what they said about the Craig.
".. .with lots of power (more than 
twice the nearest set among the 
others) and the corresponding 
ability to play loudly and clearly. 
A rather theatrical red light 
indicates high-volume sound. Tone 
control linear and effective; full 
treble doesn't eliminate bass but 
just seems to let everything out. 
Easily the best sound of any tape 
unit tested Controls are extensive 
too, with radio pushbuttons, 
repeat and fast-forward plus the 
8-track controls taken for granted." 
For test results of all 20 units 
write to Powerplay Test. Craig 
Corporation, 921 W. Artesia Blvd., 
Compton, California 90220.

Hear the Light

Craig Corporation, 921 W. Artesia Blvd., Compton, California 90220
In Canada: Craig Sales Agent—Withers Evans, Ltd., 2736 S.E. Marine Dr., Vancouver 16, Canada.
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Tales of the Adelphian Lodge

The Night of 
the Seven fires

The moment he woke up, Pinto dis 
covered two terrible things. The first 
was that he had a hangover. Not one 
of his usual ones, though these were 
bad enough, but a veritable Hiroshima 
among hangovers. His stomach felt 
like a swamp; his tongue like a small 
dead animal, bloated and putresced; 
his forehead as if it had been struck 
by an ax. He made to bring a hand to 
his forehead, to see if perhaps it had 
been struck by an ax.

That was when he made the second 
discovery: His hand wouldn't move. 
In fact, his arm wouldn't move. Nor 
would his other arm. He couldn't 
move. Below the neck, he couldn't 
move a thing! A terrible sense of 
dread took him. What had he done 
last night?

He opened his eyes. Light speared 
them like hatpins, but he squinted, 
blinking away his tears, and . . . wait, 
this wasn't his dorm room! He was 
lying on a bed, a raggedy army blan 
ket thrown over him, in what ap 
peared to be one of the small bed 
rooms on the third floor of his frater 
nity house....

And then he remembered: The 
Fires! Last night had finally been the 
Fires, his fraternity initiation .. . and 
now he was paralyzed from the neck 
down? Become one of those poor ass 
holes you read about each year, 
maimed during hazing?

He repressed panic. He had to keep 
his wits, piece together his fragment 
ed memories of last night, figure out 
what happened. He remembered 
pushing off from the house around 
ten o'clock, having been paired with 
Stu the Jew....

By ten-thirty, the road north of 
Hanover was deserted. The civilized 
quaintness of Dartmouth College, 
with its green-shuttered dormitories 
and stately halls of academe, lay well 
behind them, and now, to both sides, 
deep pine forests loomed. New snow 
had fallen during the day and a fat, 
fluffy blanket of white covered every 
thing, augmenting the winter's sev 
eral previous snows to make drifts

by Chris Miller
that in places reached five feet. A full 
moon lit the scene with a strange iri 
descent cast. The New Hampshire 
night was muffled, crisp, and incred 
ibly cold.

In his hand, Pinto carried a map. 
Identical mimeographed maps had 
been handed each pair of pledges that 
evening, as they'd stood about the 
pre-Fires keg back at the house earli 
er, hurling down beers for courage and 
against the cold. According to it, he 
and Stu had almost reached the turn- 
off that led to the first fire, and the 
start of their fraternity's legendary 
initiation rites.

There was much that was legend 
ary about the Adelphian Lodge. For 
one thing, it was the only house 
among Dartmouth's twenty-four to 
which the freshman class each year 
at the nearby girls' schools were ac 
tually warned not to go. On the other 
hand, when a party weekend came 
along, everyone who was anyone had 
at least to make an appearance at the 
Adelphian, which was to Dartmouth 
social life what the Yankees had been 
to the American League pennant for 
the last fifteen years. The principles 
for which the Adelphian Lodge stood, 
and which had brought about its fame, 
were stated in their Credo, a large, 
hand-lettered sign that hung behind 
the bar: Sickness is health, blackness 
is truth, drinking is strength. And if 
there was a single event which em 
bodied the entire Adelphian Zeitgeist, 
it was the Night of the Seven Fires.

Pinto didn't know everything that 
would go on at the Fires, but he knew 
the main thing. It was booting, a 
process of drinking and throwing up, 
drinking and throwing up, until no 
one could stay on their feet anymore. 
In this fashion, they would be trans 
formed from pledges into brothers. 
What was more, the pledge who threw 
the overall most colorful show of the 
night would be awarded the pledge 
prize.

Pinto was after that prize. He had 
been in training for it since October, 
when he pledged the Adelphian

Lodge, spending hours by the keg 
nightly, learning to quaff multiple 
beers and then accurately boot them 
into the concrete gutter that ran the 
perimeter of their basement barroom. 
After four months of this, he felt 
ready.

His only serious competition, he 
figured, would come from Mumbles, 
La Pic, or Bags. Certainly not from 
Stu the Jew, trudging along beside 
him. Ordinarily, competing with tall, 
muscular Stu—in anything—would 
have intimidated Pinto. But not to 
night. Stu's training time had gone 
into sports and booking rather than 
booting and one look at the half- 
scared, half-defiant expression he now 
wore showed that he was looking for 
ward to tonight's activities about as 
much as he would to a hernia opera 
tion. In fact, quite a few of the pledges 
had looked scared shitless back at the 
house earlier. But Pinto didn't feel 
that way. He whooped and slid gid 
dily on the snow, hardly able to wait.

The turn-off appeared abruptly, 
only a very few tire tracks marking 
its existence. The narrow roadway, a 
dirt road actually, wound up the slop 
ing sides of Balch Hill, into the very 
middle of the dark, ominous woods. 
During spring and fall, it led to sev 
eral secluded parking places where 
Dartmouth men with cars were wont 
to take their dates. Tonight, however, 
it was a gauntlet, the route of the 
Seven Sacred Watchfires of the Adel 
phian Lodge, each fire with its contin 
gent of brothers waiting poised to tor 
ment them with a variety of devices 
and stratagems. Looking up the road 
way, Pinto could almost understand 
the fears of some of his pledge broth 
ers.

At that moment, a low moan es 
caped the lips of Stu the Jew. Pinto 
glanced at him, surprised. He'd known 
Stu was unhappy, but not that un 
happy.

"Stu, you okay?" His breath made 
white puffs of vapor against the night.

Stu didn't answer. He simply stared 
up at the woods, muscles bunching 
and knotting in his cheeks. Pinto, try-
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Be independent. It's 
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drinks bound to make 
your old standbys seem 
mighty old. Snap up a 
Margarita, dazzle up a 
Sunrise, with Gavilan 
Tequila, oursmooth, 
amiable Mexican. 
Better yet, be really 
independent , 
and stir up a • 
Revolution 
Cocktail.

THE REVOLUTION 
COCKTAIL

2 oz. Gavilan Tequila. f 
% OH. Rose's Lime Juice. I 
1/2 dz Grenadine, 
Shake with crushed ice, 
or serve on the flocks. 
The Revolution is here! 
Thank Gavilan. |

OUR SUNRISE ! 
COCKTAIL

IVt oz. Gavilsn Tequila. 
4 oz. orange juice. 
% oz. Grenadine. ' 
Mix Gavilan, O.J., and ice 
in tall glass. Add 
grenadine and let it setlle. 
Then stir before sipping. . 
and see your Sunrise. ,". •

80/86 Proof. Imported by Foreign Vintages. Inc. 
Great Neck, N.Y. 11021 ©1974,

TEQUILA

continued
ing to help, drew a flask of brandy 
from the pocket of his parka and held 
it out to him.

Stu recoiled incredulously, as if he 
were about to be keelhauled and Pinto 
had offered him a glass of water. "Are 
you shitting me? With all we're going 
to have to drink?"

Shrugging, Pinto put the flask 
away. The way he figured it, they'd 
be booting all night, so what the hell 
did it matter how much they had to 
drink? But let Stu do it his own way. "Ready?"

Stu nodded reluctantly. Stepping 
off into deeper snow, they started up 
the hill.

--

The first fire revealed itself to them 
in a shower of sparks rising.from be 
hind an upcoming ridge. As they 
moved closer, they heard voices, then 
laughter. Among the laughs was one 
that was unmistakable.

"Hey, that's Otter," Pinto told Stu. 
"Come on, this fire won't be bad at 
all."

Stu looked as if he doubted that, 
but resumed walking. The road 
hooked sharply around the ridge and 
there, primitive and terrific, was a 
great, crackling .bonfire. Its flames 
leapt and danced, casting a broad cir 
cle of light that gradually gave way to 
crazily dancing tree shadows. Perched 
on a stump was a quarter-keg of beev,

gravity-tipped, and standing around 
the keg were several figures holding 
beer cups. Pinto recognized Otter, 
Mouse, Terry, and Pale Pete. Two 
other figures were obscure behind the 
flames.

"Hi, guys." Pinto headed excitedly 
toward them.

The brothers spun to confront them, 
their faces assuming looks of mock 
horror.

"What?" cried Mouse. "What did 
you say?"

Pinto halted uncertainly. "Uh, I 
said 'Hi, guys.' "

"Anh! Anh! That's what I thought 
he said!" Charlie Boing-Boing bound 
ed from behind the fire, staring at Pin 
to as if what .Pinto had said was "I 
eat farts."

"On your knees, pledges!" ordered 
Mouse, hands bn hips.

Pinto and Stu exchanged looks.
"You heard him!" yelled Charlie 

Boing-Boing. "On your knees and call in!"
Pinto and Stu fell rapidly to their 

knees and began to bellow: "Most un 
worthy neophyte..."

"Hold it, hold it, one at a time," 
directed Terry. "You first." He point 
ed to Stu the Jew.

"Most unworthy neophyte, Stuart 
Lawrence Richman, begs to announce 
his most humble presence at the Adel- 
phian Lodge 1." shouted Stu.

continued an pane 82

"They're 'tits.'"
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INDOOR CAMPING 
A Bonfire in the Basement

LET DAD BUILD YOUR 
SOAPBOX DERBY RACER

LEARNING TO SMOKE
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when you swerve last, you have to
swerve best.

The same "suction-grip" that 
makes kids with polio a lot harder 
to trip than you'd think gives you 
the traction you need across lawns, 
through playgrounds, on side 
walks, and down the middle of 
busy highways!

Playing "Chicken" means you're plenty tough— 
especially when you've got an AKRON Bike Tire 
that's every bit as tough as you are! AKRON's 
special air-tight construction lets you "ride your 
rivals down" without worrying about what their 
bent fenders and broken spokes might do to your 
inner tubes. And AKRONS have the strength you 
want for riding double, the balance you require for 
no-handed stunts, and all the control you have to 
have for hitching rides behind an 8-ton truck.

AKRON The Double-Ply Doub/e-Dore Bike Tires
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"TVu'i i.v 7JJO/-1? serious than I thought," shouted Dr. Pinky, Junior Medical Technician. "Prepare the garage."

Young "Dt:" Pinky in 
NO BONES ABOUT IT
The doors of Madisonville Elementary School burst apart like 
' a crumbling dam no longer able to contain the flood of 

fleeing children. As they poured down the front steps, their joy 
ous shouts unmistakably marked the end of school. Another 
year of formal education was behind them, but to Pinky 
Fisher, the learning process was not about to take a vacation.

"Mary Beth. Mary Beth. Wait up. I have to talk to you. The 
tests are back from the lab," called Pinky.

Mary Beth spun around in anger. "You stay away from me, 
Pinky Fisher. My baby sister was spying on us last time, and 
now I have to take her everywhere or she'll tell my parents...."

"Your baby sister, huh . . . how old is she?" asked Pinky.
"She's five and she's a real brat," answered Mary Beth.
". . . Ummmm . . . you mean she acts like a real brat. She's 

probably got ovarian cysts... makes kids act bratty. Better 
bring her around to my garage and I'll have a look at her." said 
Pinky.

"No, No more going to your laboratory,'' declared Mary 
Beth.

"Pleeeeeaaaaassseee. You have no idea how serious these 
things are. I want to make the whole neighborhood safe from 
ovarian cysts. One kid gets them, then everyone catches them. 
You just gotta come to the garage. Pleeeaaassseee."

"No. But I'll meet you by Donally's barn and we can peepee 
together."

"Okay."

As Pinky waited, leaning up against the barn, the thought of 
peepeeing with Mary Beth began to bore him. You had to put 
your head practically against the ground before you could see 
anything, he remembered. He was certain Louis Pasteur had 
more cooperative patients. The carefree shouts of Mary Beth 
and her little sister Cathy soon brought Pinky back to reality.

"Be quiet, you two. You must save your energy. You're both 
dying of ovarian cysts. Hurry, get your dresses and panties 
off," directed young Fisher.

"No. I don't gotta and I'm going to tell Mommy on you."
"Now Cathy, it's for your own good. We want to save you. 

Come on now. get your dress oft" and you'll be all better soon."
"Let go. Let go of me. Let go. Help. Owww. Let go," cried 

Cathy.
Reaching for a rock, Pinky lunged at Cathy. Mary Beth 

stumbled back in shock and horror as Pinky swung the rock 
against her baby sister's head.

"You killed her!" yelled Mary Beth.
"No I didn't. Just a local anesthetic. Shut up. Stop yelling 

and help me get her clothes off. You're in this as deep as I am. 
Do what I tell you."

Pinky reached for the skirt hem and began pulling it over 
Cathy's limp head as Mary Beth nervously drew down the 
panties along the firm stubby pink legs. Upon seeing the 
nakedness explode against the shaded green grass, Pinky 
dropped his end and began pressing his hands to the still

(continued on page 194)
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BV 
DAVID A1CLELLANO

WOW! I N6VE« S*W YO(?Tl HAVE TO MAKE A BIOLO&y 
WORKING SO HARP, < BOOK WETSY. MRS. KfMBALL SAYS 
PEE PEE...WHATS UP?)SHE'LL RJKGET ALL ABOUT THOSE 

QUIZZES AND PASS ME IF I DO 
A REAL GOOD JOB.

GEEJHEEES
I'LL JUST LEAVE ITON
KIMBALL'-S DESK.-S-HE'U F/ND

IT MONDAY A10KNING-.

OERDTORUS

LTURPAY
,_. PUNNC",

I'D EEALLY LIKE TO MESS\ \ PEE 
UP THAT SCHOOL GOOP/ 

Y'KNOW WHAT I

AH. WETSV,
DON'T BE SUCH

A HOMO.'

I GOT A f I CAN 
CASE OF >MV DAD'S 
SPRAY WINTf CHAIN SAW/ 
AT HOME/

rl READY? FOLLOW 
ME/

MEY PEE 
PEE...WHERE 
ARE YOU?

WHO COULD 
HAVE DONE 
SUCH A THING?

GOOD 
HEAVENS'

IM TAKING- 
A SHIT IN THE 
LAB.'ON THE 
FLOOR...HAW.' 
WOW WHAT 
CAN I WIPE 
AV/SELF ON ?

HURRY UP/ 
LET'5 GET 
OUTTA HERE/

SINCE THE DESKS 
WERE ALL DESTROYED, 
YOU'LL HAVE TO SJT
WHEREVER -y»U CAN

MONSTER'S WPEP SH. - ER
EU/NED THIS, TOO. I WONDER 

WHAT IT COUUP HAV£ BEEN?.

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



HERE COMES 
ANOTHER TAR

.' HIT HIM 
WITH A FLAME 

THROWER!

NOW LETS TEST HOW FA 
THE CALICO CAM WALK 
ON THE EXPERMENTP 
SPARKLER STILTS/

YEP. REMINDS ME A1 WHEN \ 
I WAS YOUNG. ME AND JEFF 
PAVIS AND PAUL BUNYAN AND 
THEM USED TA RIP THE SHIT 
OUTTA ALL KINDS A1 CATS.

...'COURSE THEY WAS -MOSTLY /MOUNTAIN 
LIONS ANP COUGARS IN THEM DAYS, BUT 
I'LL NEVER FORGET A CERTAIN RUBSER- 

HEADED TOM.

' )
ITS GRA/HPS.'l KITTENS/\~ 

AREVA? )

IT iVASWHEN THIS COUNTRY IVAS YOUNG-. 
LITTLE GENERAL CU5TER AND BENN7 FRANK 
LIN AMD MYSELF WERE PLAVIN&OUT IN PROMT 
OF 8ETSY ROSS' HOUSE WHEN HER 019 TOM 
CAT GOT ITS MEAD STUCK IN THE WINDOW.

CHUCKy LINPBERGH AND I DECIDED TO 
HAVE SOME FUN AND STICK THE VOLUN 
TEER FIRE BRIGADES PUMP IN ITS EAR.

WHEN HE PULLED THE TRIG&ER THAT 
TABBY'S HEAD TOOK OFF LIKE A GIANT 
ROCKET AND BOUNCED AROUND AIL OVER 
NE:W YORK STATE, BUSTWJ'THE CRAPOUT 

OF EVERYTHING.

WELL, THAT CATS HEAD BEGAN TO 
SWELL UP/ AND IT SWELLED AND 

SWELLED AMD SWELLED/

WE DIDN'T KNOW WHAT TO D0...r GUESS 
IT WAS TED ROOSEVELT WHO FINALLY 
WENTJNSIDE AND JAWMEDA MUSKET 

UP ITS ASS.

TO THIS VERY PAY, 
TWE DAMAGE THAT HEAD 
DONE IS CALLED THE 
CAT-SKULL MOUNTAINS/

WHy,DAD/.' YOU LET 
THAT CAT ALONE/ JTter jjt

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



MOW eisue'S SONS OP SQNSS WAS WRITTEN e/ KINS SOLOMON, AN.P MANY eieucAu SOHOLAWS eeueve
IT WAS ftPPRESSEP TO THE QUEEN Of SHEBA. BUT WHO WAS THE MYSTERIOUS QUEEN OP SWE9A? W?O-teOL06ISTS 
HAVE tflSOJVECEP THAT A00UT THE TIME OP SOLOMON'S I2E16N (375 -453 ex.), A WEALTHY ><!N6POM CALLEP 
SA8A (SHeSA) PL-OURlSHEP US TK£ FERTILE SOUTHWEST TIP OF AKA0IA. ITS PEOPLE WECE A?«I£ANS 

THE ETHIOPIAN SMPIffE OF AXUW, 2O MILES AWAY ACROSS THE C£P SEA.

ow BEAUTIFUL. ACE voue ^EET
WITH SHOES OPCINCE'S

: THE JOINTS OP
my THIGHS ACE

HY NW/6L IS UIK6 A ROUNP i=OBl-ET 
WHIdH WANTETH NOT U1QUOS; THY

IS UK6 A HEAP OP WHEAT 
ABOUT WITH UUgS." 7:2

V TWO 6KEASTS 
ABE LIKE TWO YOUN<S THAT ACJ£TWINS."7:5

BEUOVEP PUT IN 
HIS HANP 6Y THE HOLE 
OP TH6 P00« ftNC3

wece
AACVEP POl? HIM." 5:2

(Sli/^ srogy so f&e: THE QBA-AH-KJEE PEOPLE
Of THE CHJOCASAW NATION HAVE WELCOMEP 
THE GREAT HERO £HATHAT. TO CELEBRATe 
HIS VISIT, THE ShIAMAN CONDEMNS TWO 
CHOCKtAW CAPTIVES TO SLOW ANP PAINFUL 
PEATHS.

THE JNF£PIO)7 SUBjeCT, THE GIPL IS TOC 
TUBEP RtfST. A CLAY HELMET 15 PLAC6P ON 
HEI? HEAP TO PROTECT HER VALLJEP SCALP. 
THEN THE CHICKASAW WOMBN ATTACK HER 
FOOM ALL SlPES WITH WHIPS ANP TORCHES , 

WHILE CHATHAT ANP THE SLAVES LOOK ON ANP 
LAUGH.

LOUPEPANP LOUPEC OBOWS THE MERRY 
MAKING AS THE CHOCTAW AWIPEN'S SKIN 
0LJST6RS ANP PEELS AWAV- EACH TIME SHE 
PAINTS SHE 15 5PLASHEP WITH WATER ANP 

CHATHAT HIMSELF HELPS HER UP, 
" LAUGHS.

SOON THE GIRL HAS HAP HER AKMS ANP LE65 
PULLEPOFF AMP THE TORTUCE OF THE gl?AVE 
0EGJNS. THIS IS THE MAIN EVENT OF THE CELE 
BRATION, FOR , NO MATTER HOW MUCH THE 
WOMEN ANP CHILP/?EN TORMENT HIM, HE 
MUST PRESERVE THE SILENCE ANP I7IGNITV 
OF A TRUE IVAERJC-K.

THE TOBTUSe OF THE BRAVE GOES ON INTO THE 
NIGHT. FINALLY, THE LAUGHING OF THE CHICkTASAVY 
IVARPIOCS PIES POVVN ANP IS REPLACE? WITH A 
RESPECTFUL FUNERAL PIKO£;fOg THE CHOCKTArJ 

eXPIREC? WITHOUT A SINGLE CRY.

IT HAS BEEN A LON6 PAY. AT PAWN CHAT 
AT WIU SEfilNA JOUCNEV TO VISIT THE 
CHOCTAW PEOPLES ON THE OTHER. SIPE 
OF THE QK£AJ/WI$HA SlPOKNI (MI& 

/SSIPPI f?tV£R~). THE 5HAMAN ASSURES
HIM THAT THE CH1CKASAW CAP 

TIVES WILL 0EHAVE WITH E(3UAL VALOR 
—______ CONTINUED NEXT (HOMTH

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



BOYS' REAL LIFE for JUNE

TROUBLE
KNOW YOUR BRIPGE HEIGHTS

IN YOUR
SIGHTS WHEN

CAREFUL
PLANNING
CALLS THE

SHOTS
RATE OF PROP tS IMPORTANT OFF 
HIGHWAY OVERPASSES. A COMPLI 
CATE? MATHEMATICAL FO.H/VlULA 
IS REQUIRE? TO FIGURE IT OUT 
EXACTiY, SLJT HERE ARE SOME 
HANPy APPROXIMATES WHICH 
VOU CAN

FROM IO=FT, OVERPASS JN 
5LI6HTLV LESS THAN 3/1 OF- A 
FKOMA IS-FT. OVER WSS IN ALMOST I 
FROM A K>- FT. 0/ee»¥3S IN f ANP </,o 
FROMA 25--FT.OVeR£*SS IN SLIGHTLY LESS

THAN I ANP VtS SECONPS 
FROM A 3O-FT.OVERffJ.SS IN ( ANP

TRAVELING AT €,O /WPH ARE
86 FT. PER SECONP. 

SHARPEN VOUR TURNPIKE SKILLS 
0/MULTIFLVING PROP TIME IN
SECONPS 0yss TO -sive you A
RULE OF THUMB FCRTME NUMBeff 
OF FEET A CAR SHOULt? BE 
FROM THE O/ERPASS yVHEN YOU 
YELL "BOMBS AWAY-'"

A 20 FT. 0fttV&£ MAS A 
1.1 SECONP PROP TIME, I.I TWES S8
la 96.s .THECEFORE vou SHOULC?
PACE OUT APOUT 97 FEET FROM THE 
A&UTMEMTANP PLACE A VISIBLE 
BUT UNOBTRUSIVE MARKER1 AS A 

"TO ASSIST XOUR TIMING.

ACmJST "SS" FI6UKE TO CONFC.RM 
WITH LOCAL AVERAGE:

FOR
70 MPN USE «|03" 
65 MPH USE
55 MPH use
50 /V\PH USE

A REAL SHOCK
Tf>AfJSfOftM&3 fOft SOME HIGH

AN 
UNALTEREP TRAIN

-V1AKES

ONtf>0S$tBt£ APPLICATION 

PfTOMATff W SfCOHfff WfTft

CORP WIRES 
(WfRE TO PERCUSS/ON CAP , 
HELP IN PLACE WITH TAPE)

ATTACH 9ARE(?ENP9 
OF EXTENSION CORE* 

WIRES TO TRACK - 
WIRE TERMINALS.

PLUG EXTENSION CORP 
INTO WALL SOCKET.

CLIP PLUG FROM TRANSFORMER 
CORP, STRIP INSULATION , ANO 
WIRES ARE KEAPXPOR ACTION.

QUIZ'. CAN YOU IDENTIFY THESE EIGHT IMPORTANT TYP£$ OF FIREWORKS ?

-L -si??rauia9tnnvajJHar*&uKX> v w vtossn ine
3TOHlVNVIHCXt -9 •<T*CrWU <3N OW
snootws tuir* r#& Kwter

am
3Nt -

A9ION 4NV WVWCWT
•*xtifi'waHi MO TaMiMM 

'ti wxvw Ainvrxs jo&vmi'maNv'

aaN&f*x> N/ aux&JJf isow u
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Frog 
Baseball
ByT. D. OLINSEN

I f you're looking for something to keep 
your troop or gang of guys active and in 

terested this summer—something that com 
bines team sport skills with hiking and 
nature study—why not try some slow pitch 
frog ball?

It may look simple enough, but frog 
baseball is a real crack game the way Life 
Scouts Tom and Dean I.atimer of Crary 
Mills, New York, play it. "First of all." 
Tom explains, "you can't use real baseball 
equipment of any kind, ['hat's cheating, and 
anyway it'd look dumb to carry gloves and 
bats and chest protectors and all that junk 
out into the field where the frogs are. Why. 
Dean and I have been doing such a good 
job on the frogs around here thai it's get- 
ling so you have lo go all the way down to 
the creek a mile back of the barn to find 
any decent number of frogs."

Yes, there's a good deal of plain old hik 
ing involved in frog baseball, not to men- 
lion chasing and pouncing—and that's just 
10 get the frogs! "You have to be careful 
not to hurl them in any way, picking them 
up." Dean cautions. "V-or frog baseball you 
need whole frogs. Any kind of frog, or even 
toad, will do. and of course the bigger the 
better. But we don't pass up the little frogs 
either—that's a real ctitillciiitt'. the little 
ones!"

The only other equipment necessary for 
frog baseball is a bat of some sort, which 
by the rules must be procured from the

Ton! Ltiti/ner winds i<i> tiller brother Dean 
singled ("i (' g''vi"'tl /'all with a Ireak hup.

fields themselves—that is. you can't take a 
bat into the fields with you. "This way you 
get A real variety of equipment," Tom 
points out. "One game you'll be playing 
with a skinny liltle length of slat busted ofV 
a haywagon, the next game it'll be a whole 
fence post so long and thick you can hardly 
lift it. It keeps a fellow on his foes."

The object of the game, naturally, is to 
keep the frog in play for as long as possible, 
while hitting it as far as possible with the 
bat. The pitcher addresses the baiter from a 
fixed spot abou! twenty feet from the "plate" 
(any particular stone or bush), tossing the 
frog in to him with an easy underhand de 
livery. The batter then must hit the frog 
over the pitcher's head to score a "run." 
which makes him eligible to hit again. If

(he frog falls short of the pitcher, then the 
positions are reversed, pitcher becoming 
batter and vice versa. The one who scores 
more "runs" than the other before the frog 
is taken out of play is the winner of that 
"inning."

"The first batter has an obvious advan 
tage." Dean notes, "so we flip a coin to see 
who's up first. If you have a good-sized 
frog, you can generally get three or four 
good runs out of him before he starts falling 
apart, so you have to be careful. The first 
couple of times, he'll just be kind of flat 
tened out. with his tongue sticking out, one 
eye closed maybe, but still mean and kick 
ing and solid enough for a good swat. After 
a couple more good clouts, though, he'll be 
kiniisi shredded, going all to flinders with 
the guts trailing out of his mouth and his 
legs twirling around loose, and this in 
creases the wind resistance, giving him a 
real xpifball effect—not only does the pitch 
shake and flop in the air, but there's no 
telling where he's gonna go when you hit 
him. And you don't want to hit him too 
hard when he's in that kind of shape, or the 
inning's over."

The end of the "inning" is signaled by 
the frog's losing of one or both legs. A real 
measure of artistry is required, after the 
third or fourth "run." to keep this from 
happening. Once the sides change after the 
first few runs, the pitcher, having started 
with an automatic disadvantage, has to ex 
ercise special skill and caution in playing 
catch-up ball.

"That's where I he thrill of the sport 
conies in" affirms Tom. "It takes a real 
surgical-type delicacy lo come up from be 
hind in frog baseball. But then frankly, 
when you get right down to it. who gives 
a Fart? The real fun's whacking the living 
shit out of these goddamn frogs and watch 
ing the poor bastards go (lying through the 
air all busted up. Christ, you can keep it up 
for hours, chasing frogs around and play 
ing baseball!"

. 
PUT VOUR UTTUE BROTHERS

EYE OUT WITH THAT 
<3UN!

fiov 0w eov, THIS PALTON PEAP-EyE^S suce A
SWELL- AIR RIPLE1 AN(? VOU KNOW WHAT? IT'S NOT REAUEXPENSIVE, EITHER, you CAN SAVE up ANP SET ONE WITH
yOUC OWN rAONEV. PLUS* STOCK, 8ARK6U,ANP BB 
MASAZfNE COME APART FOR SIMPLE Hl[7IN<S IN SECRET 
PLACES AROUNt? THE HOUSE THAT ONUV VOU KNOW ASOUT!

f AMP
/ SIR- PUMP IT THR 
( TIMES ANP POP A HOUS ) 
\ IN AUTO SAFETY SUSS / 
> A &UOCK AWAVI /^ —— -^

VOU BET X £OUUP, MOMi TMIS IS
A PAtTON AlC CIPUe WITH PUMP

ACTION ANG> APJUSTASLE P££P 
SI6MT JUST LIKE PAtP'5 EXPENSIVE 

STINS SHOTGUNS. 1 PUT HIS 
OUT AT PMPTV

Dalta
OALTON BROS. TOY CO, 

SO COMMERCE ST. 
NEW VOftk IM,rW
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BOYS'REAL UFE for JUNE

DS'LAFF

A man hears that his wife 
is screwing the colored handy 
man. She denies it, but he tells 
her that if he ever hears that 
she does it again, he's going 
to pull out every one of her 
cunt hairs. People keep telling 
him that she's screwing the 
colored handyman and she 
keeps telling him that she 
isn't and one day he comes 
home and he's sure she has 
been, so he throws her down 
on the bad and starts pulling 
her cunt hairs out one by one. 
And he gets every one of them 
but one little black one which 
won't come out. He pulls on it 
and pulls on it and finally he 
yells, "Goddamn it. come out, 
you little black bastard!" And 
from up inside his wife's cunt, 
he hears this voice saying, 
"I'se comin', I'se comin', 
Boss!"—David Standish, Ox 
ford, Ohio

A man who's got an eigh- 
teen-inch dong wants to join 
the Long Dick Club. He tells 
a friend of his who's already a 
member that his dong is eigh 
teen inches long and asks him 
what he has to do to get in. 
"Eighteen inches!" says his 
friend. "Why, you see this 
flower in my buttonhole? 
Well, that's the tip of my 
dong, and I'm only the door 
man !"—Dan Riorden, King 
of Prussia, Pa.

This is the ballad of Joe 
McClock,

A guy who was born with a 
corkscrew cock.

He spent all his life in a fatal 
hunt,

For the only girl with a cork 
screw cunt.

He found the girl and then fell
dead, 

For her corkscrew cunt had a
left-hand thread. —John 

Rothschild, Orlean, Va.

Three boys hear about a 
contest that a widow is having 
where if you can climb to the 
top of a greased flagpole you 
get to screw her. So they go 
over to her house and she 
shows them the greased flag 
pole and tells them that if they 
climb it all the way to the top 
she'll let them screw her but 
if they don't make it all the 
way to the top they'll have to 
pay the consequences. The 
first boy starts to climb the 
flagpole and he gets about 
halfway up before he slips 
down again. "What docs your 
father do for a living?" the 
widow asks him.

"He's a butcher," says the 
first boy.

"Take out your dong," says 
the widow; and she chops it 
off with a meat cleaver. Then 
the second boy starts to climb 
the flagpole and he makes it 
three quarters of the way to 
the top before he slips back 
down again. "What's your 
father do for a living?" asks 
the widow. "He's a tailor," 
says the second boy. And she 
cuts it off with a pair of scis 
sors. Then the third boy starts 
to climb the flagpole and he 
makes it almost all the. way to 
the top before he slips down. 
"What's your father do for a 
living?" the widow asks him.

"He's a lollipop maker," says 
(he third boy, "what are you 
going to do, lick it off?"— 
Chuck Maypole, Wilmonl, 
Wis.

A guy with a huge dork is

invited to go to a party, but 
he's scared to go because 
when he gets hard ons, his 
dork is so large that there's no 
place he can hide it. So a 
friend tells him that he should 
wrap it around his body. He 
wraps it around and around 
his chest but it's so long that 
the tip sticks out at the front 
of his shirt collar and he has 
to pretend that it's a tie. As 
soon as he gets to the party, a 
girl comes over and tells him 
how much she likes his neck 
tie, and she's just picked it up 
to take a closer look when 
somebody across the room 
yells, "Hey, I didn't want 
cream in my coffee!"—Bob 
Buckley, Montreal, Canada

A boy named Johnny Fuck- 
erfaster is playing with a girl 
underneath the front porch of 
his house when his mother 
comes out to look for him. 
"Johnny Fuckerfaster!" she

yells. "Johnny Fuckerf aster!" 
And from under the porch, 
Johnny screams, "Jesus, 
Mom, I'm going as fast as I 
can!"—Bill Hart, Concord, 
N. H.

A man is screwing a woman 
with a hole so big that when 
he lets go of her tits for a sec 
ond he slips and falls in. He 
stumbles around in the dark 
for a long time and finally he 
runs into a guy with a flash 
light and asks him if he knows 
the way out. "No," says the 
guy with the flashlight, "but if 
you'll help me find my motor 
cycle, we can ride around 
until we see daylight!"—Ray 
Shultz, Bronx, N.Y.

MILDRED

"Sure she's mad. How would you like it if you had to wipe 
with your nose?"
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The Music Critic
We tell you what's good even if the record companies don't like it.

Tallin A t'\citi>ig 'if'" 1 prospects inttuue lintmilil-iiitiiiiierett man i.i inttxif iritit- t"i litre at ivurk in- lialeiix to tniiKlredx nf ucu
itvu:int>. I lie ntotiililv n'lvc'i albums en'rr litmr. leMtnitt'i the wheat Innn ihe Imi liriiiin groitfi from tjigtuiiti

/icv. ,iml ir/wfiv.v directIY in ymt in tlit- ttagex

us you'll tiiiu out when you pick up tlie latest
aga-i»e.ilie numthlv revie\

anisic tiii" oiii/iKin. w/ieriTt'i' iiewsattinu'i art

fusion
the monthly review of music and opinion 909 BEACON ST., BOSTON. MASS. 02215

Send $1 for sample copy*•
Name______________________ 
Address _____________________ 
City___________ State. .Zip
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Naturalamb

Protect . your loved ' ones
(and you)...
•TfOMH- - - - fiom the surprise of 

unwanted conception 
and the scourge ol 
V.D.with Trojans brand 
prophylactics. They're 
safe, sensitive and of 
course have no after 
effects. For a Special 
Trojans Product Sam 
pler including 3 TRO 
JANS, 3 GUARDIAN 
and 3 NATURALAMB. 
send coupon below

• v^ with $3.00 check or
f L *

i PROPHYLACTICS money order to Youngs 
Drug Products' Corpo- 

B ration. Then buy 
^ B y°ur (uture Trojans 

O i'\K > B needs from your
•"•"""•" H local pharmacist.

CITY_________________
STATE_______ZIP_____

Youngs Drug Products Corporation
Deot ML J 865 Centennial Avenue 

Piscataway New Je'sev 08854

Horseshit Magazine, America's great under 
ground bestseller. Why haven't you seen 
Horseshit Magazine? Because you live in 
a censor-ridden country, that's why. Horse- 
shit is banned from every library am! every 
college campus in America. They want 
bland, inoffensive, dull magazines. That 
leaves out Horseshit, The Offensive Review. 
Horsesliit is a mauler, the body puncher 
among magazines. When it goes atter some 
one, it comes away with blood on its fists. 
Horsesliit hammers the military, it's rough 
on religion, cruel to women, it mocks the 
government, and revels in sex. Adult sex, 
laughing sex, real man and woman sex. 
Horscstiit is a professional magazine, a big 
magazine with the most beautiful artwork 
in the world. Fantastic drawings, too 
graphic for other publications. Make us 
prove it!

ALL FOUR ISSUES FOR $10 
'•"" Free Gift Kauk

7. iwocHlor SB 'Mnf/tlKftAIISCAllOeiWClOPfS. 
n NcnvfitoM COttPtfTiPRIVACY

EQUINE PRODUCTS
BOX 361-B. HERMOSA BEACH, CAL. 90254

Imported tram
France, by 

ADAMS APPLE
Dist Co..

Chicago. HI
60657

Each paper is perforated with 
1,000 tiny holes, which 
enables the reduction by 15 
to 30% of the rate ol tars and 
nicotine contained in the 
volume of smoke.

continued [rani page 70

"What? What?" Mouse was aghast, 
"Did you hear that?"

"Tsk tsk," said Otter. "Appalling."
Stu looked bewildered.
"This isn't the Adelphian Lodge!" 

screamed Charlie Boing-Boing. "You 
fucking asshole!"

"Oh, right, right. Most unworthy 
neophyte, Stuart Lawrence Richman, 
begs to announce his most humble 
presence at the Adelphian Fires!"

"At the first Adelphian Fire," cor 
rected Otter.

"Most unworthy neophyte, Stuart 
Lawrence Richman, begs to announce 
his most humble presence at the first- 
Adelphian Fire!"

"Most unworthy neophyte . . ." be 
gan Pinto.

"Oh, hush," said Otter. "That's 
enough of that."

"All right, pledges, on your feet!" 
directed Mouse.

Pinto and Stu stood up and Terry 
handed them each a beer. Stu looked 
at it as if he had never seen one be 
fore.

"Now, boys," said Otter, in his 
friendly, cool, California way, "be 
fore we start, I'd like yuh to say hello 
to muh girl."

"Hi," said a voice. Pinto squinted 
through the flames. There, dressed in 
a pert blue parka with a furred hood, 
was Joy Tabasco, Otter's girl friend. 
A girl ... at the Fires? Otter was 
amazing.

"AH right," said Otter, "now that 
both you gentlemen have a beer, why 
don't you chug them?"

Well, this was it. Pinto and Stu ex-' 
changed glances and brought their 
beer cups to their mouths.The frosty 
fluid made a ribbon of cold down Pin- 
to's throat.

"Two more beers for the boys," said 
Otter agreeably.

Terry had them waiting. That they 
were in sixteen-ounce cups, twice the 
volume of the glasses with which he'd 
been training, wasn't bothering Pinto 
at all. He chugged his second beer 
rapidly down and a moment later Stu 
finished his. They were immediately 
handed two more. They chugged. 
This time Pinto overtilted a bit and 
twin rills of beer made icy lines on his 
cheeks.

"You're supposed to get it all in 
your mouth!" Mouse darted about 
making small jumps, like an angry 
cartoon character. "Asshole! Ass 
hole!"

"Now, Mouse." Otter placed a hand 
on either side of Joy's hood, as if to 
cover her ears. There was general 
laughter.

"Well, time we got down to some 
serious booting," Otter said. "Hope 
yuh made it down to the Italian res 
taurant okay. I'd hate for yuh to be 
chokin* on lumps in front of muh girl."
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The brothers had solicitously 
warned the pledges to eat nothing 
more solid than spaghetti that day. 
"Sure did," said Pinto, and Stu nod 
ded.

"Good," said Otter. "Terry, give 
Pinto a fresh beer."

Dependable Terry appeared with a 
fresh beer.

"Now, chug!" ordered Charlie Boing- 
Boing.

Pinto swung the cup to his mouth 
and began swallowing deep draughts. 
He wished he could just open his 
throat and pour the stuff down, as he 
had once seen a fat hood he'd known 
in high school do. He really wanted 
to drink and boot well for these guys. 
Cold as he probably was, he felt 
warmed by a sense of imminent be 
longing. Otter was terrific. Terry was 
terrific. They were all ter . . .

Glorp! Something thick and gloopy 
slid into his throat and caught there, 
like a giant wad of phlegm. Pinto 
gagged . . . and booted! He booted 
everything he'd had to drink since 
seven that evening, a gallon at least, 
in a single great arc of roaring foam 
and twining pink spaghetti strands 
that narrowly missed Charlie Boing- 
Boing's left ear and splatted spectacu 
larly against the trunk of a tree.

"Power boot!" exclaimed Mouse.
"Fantastic!" cried Charlie Boing- 

Boing.
"What form!" enthused Terry. 

"Did you see how it held together?" 
He shook his head in connoisseur-like 
respect.

"Uh heh heh heh heh heh." Otter 
laughed his peculiar steady laugh and 
looked at Joy, who managed a re 
strained giggle. She had gone quite 
pale.

Pinto spat several times, clearing 
his mouth. "What the hell was in 
that?"

"A raw egg," said Pale Pete, smil 
ing shyly. He was the house nice guy, 
always ready to lend a hand or clear 
a confusion.

"Now—Stu the Jew!" announced 
Otter jovially. Everyone turned to 
face Stu.

Stu went paler than Joy. "Uh, an 
egg, huh?"

"That's right." Otter bobbed his 
head forward and back on his long 
neck, grinning his otter's grin. Every 
one else nodded and smiled too.

"Well . . ." Stu took the proffered 
cup and began to sip it delicately.

"Drink!" yelled Mouse.
"Chug!" howled Charlie Boing- 

Boing.
Stu tried, but his mouth had made 

a tight, protective slot and beer began 
running down bis cheeks.

"Open your mouth, asshole!"
Stu shuddered visibly, but opened 

his mouth. Instantly, he froze, drop

ping his beer cup on the ground.
The brothers leaned forward ex 

pectantly. Stu's face wore a horrible 
expression, like a mask of tragedy, 
only with foam. He stayed that way 
for what seemed like a long time, then 
slowly closed his mouth . . . and swal 
lowed.

There was a pause. The brothel's 
held their breath. Joy peeked be 
tween her fingers. Gradually, Stu's 
body relaxed. He opened his eyes and 
managed a shaky smile.

"Anhhhhh!" Charlie Boing-Boing 
turned his back disgustedly and 
walked into the woods, where he could 
shortly be heard taking a leak.

"No boot?" said Terry. "Gee."
"Boooo." Everyone looked at Otter. 

"Boooo," he repeated. "Bad show."
"Booooo," said the rest of the broth 

ers. "Booooo, hissssss."
Stu looked halfway between crying 

and punching someone out.
"You were supposed to boot, Stu," 

explained Pale Pete helpfully. "Like 
Pinto."

"That's right," said Terry. "Here, 
Pinto, have a gentlemen's beer."

The brothers raised their own glass 
es in toast and Pinto, swelling with 
pride, took the cup and drained it 
easily. Terry beamed and slapped him 
on the back.

"Aw, well, shit," was Stu's com 
ment.

"Wow, great fire, huh?" said Pinto, 
after they'd been walking for a time. 
He felt fantastic.

Stu said nothing.
Pinto persisted. "Wasn't that amaz 

ing, Joy being there?"
Stu stopped short. "I won't give 

them the satisfaction," he declared. "Fuck 'em!"
"Huh?"
"I won't boot for those guys. Why 

should I?"
Pinto regarded Stu curiously. He 

didn't understand. Why not boot for 
them? Sbit, bis only regret was that 
he hadn't gotten to boot more. Oh, his 
boot had been a five-star boot, he 
wasn't doubting that, but there would 
be many splendid boots that night 
and if he wanted the pledge prize 
he'd have to score on quantity as well 
as quality. So why was Stu so totally 
out of the spirit of things?

"Listen, Stu, I think you better 
boot. You're gonna get sicker than 
shit with all that stuff in you. What if 
you pass out in the snow? You're too 
big to carry."

Stu started to give Pinto a hard 
look, but then began to list to one 
side and had to grab a tree to stay 
upright. Abruptly, his angry expres 
sion collapsed, to be replaced with a 
look of utmost wretchedness. "I bet 
ter level with you, man. I've never 
told this to anyone before, but I can't
boot."

continued on page 90

"'Someday, son, this awl will he yours."
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continued from page 83

"You can't boot?" Pinto didn't know 
what to say. It was as if Stu had sud 
denly announced he was blind or im 
potent.

"I've never been able to boot. Even 
when I was sick with the same virus 
that had everyone else booting their 
guts out, I couldn't boot. Pinto, what 
the fuck am I gonna do?"

So that was it. "Jesus, I don't know, 
man. Maybe if you just relaxed more, 
let it corne."

"Oh, swell. Relax more. Thanks a 
shitload."

They resumed walking and mo 
ments later found the second fire in a 
clearing behind a stand of tall pines. 
"Good luck, man," whispered Pinto 
as they fell to their knees at the clear 
ing's edge.

"Most unworthy neophyte . . ."
"Hey, knock off the yelling, you 

shitheads! Get over here!"
They stood up fast and got over 

there. Five brothers awaited, the pre 
siding brother proving to be Willy 
Machine, a quiet senior of Buddha- 
like imperturbability whom Pinto had 
never particularly imagined to be a 
booting specialist.. Nestling in the 
snow at their feet were numerous 
bottles of red wine.

"Pinto and Stu?" Willy looked sur 
prised. "We thought you were Bags 
and Huck Doody."

Bags and Huck Doody hadn't been 
there yet? That was strange. They'd 
been first out tonight, the only ones 
to leave before him and Stu. He knew 
they'd preceded him through the first 
fire; he'd seen their boot craters. So 
where were they?

"Well, no matter." Willy inscribed 
a circle in an undisturbed patch of 
snow with a stick from the fire. "Pinto, 
you get to sit in the throne."

Pinto hadn't heard ,about any 
thrones. Still, with his B-9 Air Force 
parka and long underwear, he felt 
pretty well protected. He started to 
sit.

"And, oh yes, drop your pants 
first."

Oh, thought Pinto. Each fire, he 
was beginning to realize, took on the 
personality of its head brother. Where 
as Otter's fire had been beneficent, 
casual, genial, Willy Machine's would 
be cool and efficient, Bracing himself, 
he dropped his pants and eased his 
ass into the snow. Twin flowers of 
cold blossomed on his buns.

"Stu, you take this,"—Willy hand 
ed Stu a huge mug of wine—"and 
stand right there between Pinto's legs. 
Pinto, get your legs open. Now, we're 
going to play a little game we just 
made up for you. What's it called, 
men?"

"BOOT IN BUSH," chanted the 
brothers.

They formed a wolfish semicircle

NIXON'S 
BURNING!

And you can watch as Dick slowly 
melts into oblivion. These long- 
burning candles provide hours of 
vindictive enjoyment. Great fun for 
Democrats, disenchanted Republi - 
cans, disgusted conservatives, mem 
bers of the liberal press, mothers, 
apple pie bakers, and everyone else 
who's fed up with Richard Nixon. 
Also Available: Gerald Ford - look - 
ing stupid, Nelson Rockefeller- 
looking for votes, Plato - enlightened 
at last. Send 2.50 ea. plus .50 post, 
item to:

FREE WORLD ENTERPRISES 
Box 3428, Rough., N.Y. 12603

"To err is human — to forgive is not 
company policy" and other epigrams 
suitable for bulletin boards. 1 2 signs for 
$10.00.

SNAPPY SAYINGS
P. O. Box 22021 

Houston, Texas 77027

z we've buckled THE MAN!

AN ORIGINAL BUCKLE SB-
Genuine Leather Bells $5'

,'ily 30 IfWLn dd SPCC^V OI^CK D'£]

wiin NAME ADDRESS ana ZIPCODE 
Ma.e 5u<e lo specify TYPE ol BUCKLE S 0- 
BELT SIZE ano COLOUR
•Pisasc ROD 50C each item 
postage arid "andimg

FRESH BUCKLS" 
P.O. BOX 39 
ARL.HTS., ILL 60006

Can You 
Shoulder a 
Breast and

Be Well 
^ Dressed?
^RwiTH A"DOUG'S
• IPLACE"T-SHIRT
f / YOU CAN!...

r I Excellent quotityT-
/ I Sliirls ---ovailoblem
1 I Small. Medium. Large
fi and Extra Large.

1 tor$3.0O -f 50* riding 
31or$7.50 + $1. hdlng.

Wholesale Inquires Invited / 4-5 Whs. lor Delivery
Send Cash, Check or Money Order to:

ROT GUT ENTERPRISES
P.O. BOX 243 • EASTWOOD STATION 

SYRACUSE, N.Y. 13206

90 NATIONAL LAMPOON Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



around Pinto and Stu. Pinto checked 
them out in turn: Coyote, with his 
feral eyes; King Embryo, nudging 
Coyote with cowboy-like good humor; 
Snot, short and intense, bouncing 
about in place like an excited basket 
ball; Giraffe, lanky and laconic, grin 
ning evilly. There were no girl friends.

"Okay, Stu, I want you to start 
chugging this wine," directed Willy 
Machine. "And when you boot, I want 
it to go square in Pinto's bush."

"Yeah, none of this turning your 
head away stuff," added Snot.

For the first time that night, Pinto 
felt a quease of repugnance. He re 
pressed it brutally. He'd show these 
guys how cool he could be.

"When I boot, huh?" Stu nicked a 
helpless glance from brother to broth 
er. He saw no mercy. Anywhere. He 
turned to Pinto. "Listen, man, I'm 
really sorry about..."

"Hurry up and boot in my bush!" 
yelled Pinto. "I'm freezing my ass off 
down here!"

Stu gulped, shut his eyes, and began 
chugging as fast as he could. The 
brothers leaned foreward eagerly. 
Pinto fought hard to keep from fling 
ing himself out of the way. Now that 
Stu was on wine, Pinto couldn't be 
lieve he'd be able to continue not 
booting. He could almost feel the 
steaming cascade blasting about his 
genitals.

"Yurch!" said Stu. "Blwg! Hurchl" 
Pinto shut his eyes and cringed, 

waiting for the splash. There were 
several more series of noises . . . but 
no splash. He opened his eyes. Stu 
was jackknifed over his groin, gagging 
like sixty, but all that was coming out 
were two long strands of saliva boot, 
dangling like pale, glistening worms 
from the corners of his mouth.

"Stu, come on already!" Pinto's ass 
had gone numb.

"BOOT, BOOT, BOOT," chanted 
the brothers.

Stu straightened in short jerks, as 
if he were being cranked. He resumed 
chugging, but more slowly now, tak 
ing several swallows, then stopping 
and weaving a bit, then swallowing 
again. Suddenly, he dropped the mug 
and bent violently from the waist. The 
brothers leaned forward. Pinto 
cringed. Stu made a terrible set of 
sounds . . . and nothing came out.

"ASSHOLE, ASSHOLE, ASS 
HOLE," chanted the brothers.

"I don't think you get the idea,
Stu," said Willy Machine. "You're
supposed to boot. In Pinto's bush."

"Pledge Adelphian, boot Adelphi-
an," put in King Embryo.

"Yeah, yeah/' muttered Stu. He 
wiped the stringy tusks from his 
mouth with the back of his hand. "I'm 
trying, I..."

Abruptly, in a double bellow from
continued

LOW COST!
BLOWYOURSELF UP

FULL COLOR 
PHOTO POSTER

Brilliant, full color photographic 
posters from any color photo. Great 
room decoration, gift idea. 

1Vsx2 ft 1x1'A ft. 2x3 ft. 
$7.50 $4.50 $14.50 

BLACK-AND-WHITE POSTERS From 
any bSw or color photo. Polaroid, 
or illustration.

2x3 ft. - S3.50 1'/zx2 ft. - S2.50 3x4 ft. - S7.50 
$2.00 SPECIAL! DSW duplicates - 1Vzx2 or 2x3 ft.
onlyjS.QO ca with original b&w or color order.
RUSH SERVICE! Shipped 1st class in I day. Addit. S2
oer poster. BSW only.
If ordering from slide or ncfl . add $1 GO per poster Your
origi.nal returned Add 50C pslc S hdlg \t>\ EA ITEM
ordered NY res add tax Send check, cash or MO. No COD'S.
PHOTO POSTER. Dept.NL1042iO E. 23 St. HVC 10010

Beatles AllmanBros, EltonJohn
Siade Pink Floyd Grand Funk
Kinks Alice Cooper Wacky Weed
Dylan Grateful Dead Mick Jagger
T-Rex Bette Midler Cat Stevens
Elvis Led Zeppelin Marx Bros.
Cagney Our Gang The Who

Oft lU• Dept N L i o 
A 3677thftve.,erooMytt,N.Y.U215

THE PhNK PUSSYCAT BOUTIQUE

Notions,Lotions,Latex and Leather 
Send S3.OO for Catalog 
ROB. 421 L' RegoPark, NY 11374

WANTED
InternSHonally known female singing star re 
quires 2 or 3 male vocalists/instrumentalists. 
Required are acoustic and oloctric guitar, elec 
tric bass, and drums. Applicants must be in 
20-30 .age group with good appearance and 
professional experience. Send photo and back 
ground information along with tape to: Singer, 
6S6S Sunset, Suite 424N, Los Angeles 90028.

S11M L L\JHE FANTASTIC 
NEW CONDOM WITH SPECIALLY 
RIBBED SURFACE .. .TO SATISFY HER, 
AS WELL AS YOURSELF. ^""^
The greater contact provided by "STIMLJLA" 
arouses the utmost in pleasure. It.also pro 
tects you both. Over one million of these 
prophylactics already sold in Sweden and 
France. Made in U.S.A. to Federal Standards.

ORDER SAMPLER PACK IN PRIVACY BY MAIL

STAMFORD HYGIENICS INC. Dept. N L 3 
114 Manhattan Street, Stamford. Conn. 06904 

Gentlemen: Please send me: (Check box) 
^j 53. sampler pack of 12."Stimula" 
C S1. for sampler pack of 3 "Stimula"

Describes new pro

(..
Name .......
Address .....
City, State, Zip

NATIONAL LAMPOON 91Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



SPECIALTY CARDS
SAY (T SO WELL!

Business Card Size (2 x 3'/s) 

Printed on various colors 
100 cards minimum each design 

First 100 cards - $3.95

Each additional 100 (any design) — 
$1.00

GET THE COMPLETE SET WOW!

CUT CORRESPONDENCE COSTS 
BY 90%!

Send cash, check or money order to:

SPECIALTY CARDS
P.O. BOX 921 

LAWRENCE, KANSAS 66044

Quantity

___ BITE MY ASS 
___ FUCK OFF 
___ VOMIT 
___ BULLSHIT 
___ SHIT
—— EAT MY SHORTS 
___ PISS IN THE WIND 
___ EAT SHIT
——— JUMP UP MY ASS 
___ FUCK YOU, FULLY
—— SAMPLER PACK

(10 of each design © $5.95)

E I encloses ______ ($3.95 for firs! 
100, $1.00 for each additional 100).

a I enclose $5.95 for a Sampler Pack 
(10 cards each design)

a I enclose 

Name:

- send catalog only.

Address:,

Pi« in the Wind

Illustration is Reduced 
Actual card is 2" x 3% "

con!I lined
the rim of the clearing: "Mont un 
worthy neophyte, John Ellington 
Bagbaum/Edwin Charles Wylie, begs 
to announce his most humble pres 
ence at the second Adelphian Fire!" 
Two figures parted from the darkness 
and headed toward them.

"Why, Bags and Huck Doody!" 
purred Willy Machine. "Stop off for a 
few drinks?"

"On your knees, pledges!" barked 
Snot. "You crawl *n here! You're 
late!"

Bags and Huck Doody exchanged 
exasperated looks. Pinto guessed they 
weren't getting off so well on the deg 
radation aspect of things.

"Stu and Pinto beat you here 1." 
Willy told them. "Pinto, stand up 
and pull up your trou."

With a gasp of relief, Pinto jumped 
to his feet, drawing fabric rapidly over 
his poor frozen cheeks. Willy Ma 
chine found a fresh patch of snow 
and drew side-by-side circles in it 
with his stick. "Bags, Huck, you drop 
your pants and sit your asses down 
right here."

"What?" rumbled Bags.
"Jesus Christ!" complained Huck 

Doody, rolling his eyes.
"Hit it!" roared Willy, his stick 

pointed unwaveringly at the thrones.
Radiating indignity, Huck Doody 

dropped trou and sat. "Holy shit," 
he said as his ass met snow. Bags 
dropped his pants more slowly, with 
an expression that coolly told the 
brothers he was damned if they could 
dish out anything top sick for him. 
Without comment, he settled himself 
into the throne next to Huck's. The 
snow pushed up his scrotum and his 
stub-like penis pointed at the stars.

"Snot, mugs of wine for Pinto and 
Stu," directed Willy Machine.

"DOUBLE BOOT IN BUSH," 
chanted the brothers happily.

Pinto was delighted at the turn of 
events. Now he'd show the brothers 
.some real regurgitation. He took his 
wine eagerly and positioned himself 
next to Stu over the wide-open legs of 
Bags and Huck Doody. They began 
to chug.

"Hey, what is this?" said Huck 
Doody, with dawning comprehension.

"Stu," bellowed Bags, "if you boot 
in my bush, I'll kill you."

Pinto paid them no mind. He had 
almost drained his mug when the last 
of the wine caught in his throat, trig 
gering a gag. A red parabola sailed 
from his mouth to Huck Doody's 
groin, where it spattered with great
violence.

"Pinto!" howled Huck. "Jesus 
Christ!"

Stu was still chugging. Then, 
abruptly, his legs buckled and he sim 
ply sat down, the remainder of his 
wine spilling unnoticed into the snow. 
Bags, seeing himself safe, turned to

laugh heartily at Huck Doody's lap- 
ful of boot.

Pinto saw his chance. "Snot, gimme 
another mug! Quick!" Seconds later, 
another spout of wine left Pinto's 
exterior, a spray-boot this time, that 
drenched Bags from nipple to knee.

"Good Christ!" thundered Bags. 
"You son of a bitch!" He began 
rapidly wiping himself with handfuls 
of snow.

"YAYYYYYY!" cheered the broth 
ers, pounding Pinto happily on the 
back. Snot ran about making parade 
music noises, pretending to play a 
trombone.

"Hey, Stu," called Pinto. "Two 
down, five to go."

Stu put his head in his hands and 
groaned.

The next four fires passed in a sur 
real blur. Pinto, drunker than he'd 
ever been, was booting like never be 
fore. He remembered power boots and 
dribble boots; spray boots and tight- 
beam boots; spit boots and gusher 
boots; beer boots, wine boots, and 
even a warm-salt-water-with-ciga- 
rette-butts. boot. He felt positive that 
no other pledge could possibly be put 
ting on half the show he was.

For Stu, however, the night grew 
worse and worse. You had to give 
him credit for gameness. He kept 
drinking whatever was handed him, 
often gagging loud enough to wake 
the dead—yet still nothing came out. 
At the fifth fire, which had involved 
total nudity, Pinto had noticed that 
Stu's stomach was distended fear 
fully, as if he had swallowed a helmet. 
By the time they left the sixth fire, 
Stu was in as sorry a state as Pinto 
had ever seen a human being, collid 
ing with trees, mouthing wild, mean 
ingless strings of syllables, leaning 
heavily on Pinto to stay upright. He 
seemed to be continuing only by the 
most incredible exertion of will, like a 
badly-beaten fighter in the final 
rounds whose pride insists he finish 
on his feet.

Now the seventh fire wove into 
view. It seemed a smaller fire, with a 
smaller contingent of brothers, but 
they were the very sick heart of the 
junior class—Magpie, Whit, Scotty, 
and Dumptruck. He and Stu were 
just going to their knees when they 
were spotted.

"Hey, cool it, you guys," called 
Scotty. "None of that stuff here. You 
made it through this far, that's 
enough for us. Come on over and 
have a gentlemen's beer."

Pinto couldn't believe it.
"No, really," assured Dumptruck. 

"You guys've had enough. Come have 
a beer with us and then I'll drive you 
back to the house."

They sounded serious. A sense of 
letdown took Pinto. He'd been ready
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to go on all night. Well, if the Fires 
were over, they were over. He'd boot 
ed brilliantly throughout and if he 
hadn't won the pledge prize by now, 
he didn't know what else he could do. 
Slinging one of Stu's arms over his 
shoulders, Pinto pulled the two of 
them to their feet and staggered in an 
S-shaped path toward the brothers.

"Hey, how'd the other fires go?" 
asked Magpie, handing them each a 
beer.

Pinto propped Stu against a tree 
and began an animated account of 
the night's events, not forgetting his 
single-handed double-boot-in-bush at 
the second fire or the simultaneous 
boot and piss he had taken at the 
fourth, that had left an impression 
like a huge question mark in the snow, 
His report was greeted by much good- 
natured laughter from the juniors.

"Well, sounds like you've had quite 
a time," said Dumptruck at last. "But 
it's all over now. No drinking and 
booting at this fire."

"Right, right," said Whit. "In fact, 
we figured you guys'd probably be 
hungry after all that booting. So we 
brought you a midnight snack."

A midnight snack? What was this? 
He looked at their faces. Something 
had just changed in them. The smiles 
were still there, but they had sudden 
ly become leers.

"Can' eat anythin'," managed Stu. 
"S'impossible."

"You'll eat, you fucking asshole 
pledge, or you won't leave this fire!" 
yelled Magpie. "Scotty, where's the 
hot dogs?"

Scotty handed a hot dog each to 
Pinto and Stu. "It's okay, Stu," he 
said. "They're kosher."

"You mean, all we're supposed to 
do is eat these and then we go back 
to the house?" Pinto didn't quite get 
it.

"That's all," said Scotty, but the 
gleam in his eye didn't match the in 
nocence in his voice.

Shrugging, Pinto brought the hot 
dog to his mouth.

"Hey, pledge, that's frozen solid. 
You want to break your teeth?" Whit 
grabbed Pinto's arm and pulled the 
hot dog clear before his jaws could 
close. He smiled. "Before you eat it, 
you have to warm it up."

"Drop trou, Stu!" harked Magpie. 
"Spread your cheeks!"

Ah, thought Pinto. Hot dogs up the 
ass. Cute. But Stu . . . Pinto hadn't 
believed Stu could look any worse 
than he'd been looking, but his part 
ner had just turned gray as death.

"Hey, don't look that way," coun 
seled Whit in a kindly tone. "I'm 
sure you guys keep yourselves clean. 
And even if you don't, if you've ever 
tasted shit you know it's not so bad, 
anyway."

continued on page 104
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new pre-sfoapet) condom. 
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within 24 hours in unmarked, tasteful packages with a 
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America's Largest Retailer of Contraceptive Products

PICTURE BOOK OF SEXUAL LOVE
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YOU WISH

A learned sexologist has discovered an easy to use, 
uniquely new sex miracle that instantly allows you to 
maintain the male erection as long as you want.. .while 
completely eliminating premature and untimely climax.

When you apply "ULTRA-STftLONG" you are im 
mediately ready to begin,..and continue the sex act 
with any paUncv, the way you want—at any tempo you 
want...without ever losing control.

"ULTRA-STALONG" is completely non-detectable so 
she'll never know you're using it. It's also greaseless. 
odorless, non-toxic and 100% safe. Ho more "strain 
ing" or "holding back." "ULTRA-STALONG" will never 
let you down.

For your privacy, "UlTRA-STALONG" is mailed in a 
plain envelope, complete with instructions. If not fully 
satisfied, simply return the label within 10 days for full 
refund. NOTE: NOT available in stores. Sold only 
through the mail. (Mo prescription needed.)

Do not accept immitations. "ULTRA-STALONG" is 
the only genuine potency product.

• • • • BORDER TODAY* • • • I

• Send Cash. Check or Money Order To: 
SHORE PRODUCTS, Dept. NL1074

• Box <1Z7. Bronxyille. New York 10708 
u 30-Day Supply Only $5.95
• 60-Day Supply Only $8.95 (SAVE $2.95)
• 90-Day Supply Only $10.95 [SAVE $6.90)

Send $5.OO (a: Peculation Planning 
Do pi. HLZ.B . 105 N. Columbia, cngpel Hill. N.C. 27514
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Get off for Free!
Just fill out the coupon: the first one's on us. If you 
gat off, pay the bill and get 12 more issues. If not. 
Simply return the bill marked "cancel." If you already 
Know that we're what you've been looking for, send us 
seven bucks up front and we'll slide you a bonus 
album so that you can tto the dirty boogie to the next 
13 months of CREEM, the rock and roll magazine of 
your wildest dreams. Guaranteed to get you off!

Living on this strife-torn globe, you know 
that each and every one of us needs one 
thing: a way to Get off! 
Get off on the Lampoon 
Get o/f your ass & strut ycr sUtff 
Get off-At Broadway & 42nd Street 
Get off on parole 
Get off on Rock And Roll!

GetoffonCRCGin
America's Only Rock 'n' Roll Magazine

Every month CREEM delivers pages 
exploding wiih all the color, crazi- 
ness & 96 decibel contamination 
that rock dreams are made of. 
So whaddya waitin' for?

i Send to: CREEM, Dept. 808,
] P.O. Box P-1064, Birmingham, Ml 48012
I [ I 1st one's Free& Bill Me for 12 more
' [ ] $7.00 Enclosed for 13 issues & Bonus
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Introducing the premium blank tape 
especially attuned to music

Introducing thg music tape BY CAPITOL. It's a new premium 
blank tape with an extra high output/low noise formula for 
full dimensional sound. Simply the best blank tape you con 
buy for recording music.

What's the most demanding sound fora tape to = 
reproduce? It's music. Particularly the variety of 
pitch and sound levels found In symphonic music.

Ordinary tapes lose this range of sound. They | 
round off an instrument's unique characteristics, 
its "color." They distort when the pitch (frequency)." 
is high. Or create interference noise when the " 
sound level (amplitude) is low.

ilCNAL-Tg-NOliE GBAPH

Engineers can plot these performance limits on a SNR (sig- 
nal-io-noise ratio) grPph like the one below. The greater the 
distance between the top and bottom lines, the better the 

tape's SNR. The wider the area covered, the 
better the frequency response.

This SNR graph shows the superiority of the 
music tape BY CAPITOL over conventional tape. 
It's another reason we think the musk tape BY 
CAPITOL—cassette, cartridge and open reel — is 
best for recording music.

You might say the musi_c__tqpe BY CAPITOL is 
the blank tape with an ear for music.

the musk tap*

When you record ordinary things, use an ordinary tape. But when you record music, 
recod on fj^ mUSjC fope
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MARCH, 1971/CULTURE: With Michael O'Doncghue's How to Write Good, 
Da Vinci's Undiscovered Notebook, Captain Bringdown, The Dolts, and Oracle 
Slick's etiquette handbook.
APRIL, 1971/ADVENTURE: With Derby Dames on Parade, Tarzan of Ihe Cows, 
Real Balls magazine, The Philosopher Detective, Spoilers, Mexico on 5 Tollels 
a Day, and the Corn Flakes parody.
MAY, 1971/FUTUHE: With The NASA Sutra: A Zero Qfavlty Sex Manual, Toilets 
of the Extraterrestrials, Printout, the computer magazine, and The 1906 
National Lampoon.
JUNE, 1971/RELIGION: With The Polaroid Print of Dorian Gray, Big Blessings 
Bulletin, Gahan Wilson's Holyland, O.D, Heaven, Magic Made E-Z, and a 
parody of The Prophet.
SEPTEMBER, 1871/KIDS: With Elolse at tfta Hole) Dixse, Ths Hardy Boys, 
Children's Letters to the Gestapo, The ToMet Papers, Dealh Is and How to 
Cook Your Daughter, and My Weekly Reader.
OCTOBER, 1971/BACK TO SCHOOL: With the Mad parody, Rodrlgues' Hire 
the Handicapped, Magical Misery Tour, The Campus War Game, School of 
Hard Sell, and 125th Street.
NOVEMBER, 1971/HORROH: With Draguta, The Phantom of Ihe Rock Opera, 
Sick Jokes of the '70s, Gahan Wilson's Science Fiction Movie Compuler, and 
The Incredible Shrinking Magazine.
DECEMBER, 1971/CHRISTMAS: With Jessica Christ, Blind-Date Comics, This 
la Your Life. . . Francis Gary Powers, The Russian Gift Catalogue, and Edi 
torial Fantasies.
JANUARY, 1972/1S NOTHING SACRED? Wllh Son-o'-God Comics, The Viet 
namese Baby Booh, and The Last Really, No Shit Really, The Last Supplement 
to the Whole Earth Catalog.
MARCH, 1972/ESCAPE! With Hitler in Paradise, the California Supplement, 
celebrity suicide noles. the Paplllon parody, Swan Song of the Open Road, 
and doing it with dolphins.
APRIL, 1972/25TH ANNIVERSARY: With the '58 Bulgemoblles, The Playboy 
Fallout Shelter, Commie Plot Comics, Frontline Dentists, Third Base, the 
Dating Newspaper, and Amos 'n' Andy.
MAY, 1972/MEN! With How to Score with Chicks, The Men's Pages, Germaine 
Splllalne, Stacked Like Me, Norman the Barbarian, arid The Zircon As Big As 
the Tall.
JUNE. 1972/SCIENCE FICTION: With UFO, The Flying Saucer Magazine, a 
Theodore Sturgeon scl-fl story, Sexlratarrestrlals, The Last TV Show, Dodo- 
saurs, and Gahan Wilson's KHk.
JULY, 1972/SURPRISE! With Third World Comics, the Refugee Pages, the 
Little Black Book of Chairman Mao, How to Be a He-Man, Sermonette, and 
Col. Jingo's Book of Big Ships.
AUGUST, 1872/THE MIRACLE OF DEMOCRACY: With True Politics magazine, 
The Coronation of King Dick, Gahan Wilson's Miracle of. Seniority, and Tales 
of Ihe South comics.
SEPTEMBER, 1972/BOREDOM: With The Wide World ol Meat, Our White 
Heritage, Bland Hotel, the / Chink, National Geographic parody, and the 
President's Brother comic.
OCTOBER, 1972/REMEMBEH THOSE FABULOUS SIXTIES? With Bob Dylan 
and Joan Baez In Zlrnmerrnan comics, Tom Wolfe in Walts, and a long- 
suppressed Rolling Stones album.
NOVEMBER, 1972/DECADENCE: With Sgt. Shriver's Bleeding Hearts Club 
Band, Defeat Day, the Meat Chess Set, the Fetish Supplement, and Adlal 
Stevenson in Remnants-ol-Dignity Comics.
DECEMBER, 1972/EASTEH: With Son-o'-God comics #2, Chris Miller's Gift 
ol the Magi, Great Moments In Chess, Diplomatic Etiquette, and the Special 
Irish Supplement.
JANUARY, 1973/DEATH: With The Adventures of Deadman, Playdead maga 
zine, Children's Suicide Letters to Santa, the Last-Aid Kit, plus Bobbie Fisher 
Shows You How to Beat Death.
MARCH, 1973/SWEETNESS AND LIGHT: With Ihe National Inspirer. the 
Young Adorables, My Own Stamp Album, pharmacopoeia, and Nice Things 
About Nixon.
APRIL, 1973/PREJUDICE: With Anti-Dutch Hate Literature, All In de Fambly, 
The Shame of the North, Profiles In Chopped Liver, Surprise Poster #4, and 
Ivory magazine.
MAY, 1973/FRAUD: Wllh the Miracle Monopoly Cheating Kit, Borrow This 
Booh, The Privileged Individual Income Tax Return, and Gahan Wilson's 
Curse of the Mandarin.
JUNE, 1973/VIOLENCE: With the seven Secret Japanese Techniques of Self 
Defense, Kit 'n Kaboodle Comics, Gun Lust Magazine, and Rodrlgues' 
Hemophunnies.

JULY, 1973/SCIENCE AND TECHNOLOGY: With Popular Workbench, Techno- 
Tactics, Non-Polluting Power Sources, National Science Fair Projects, and 
the Jersey City Exposition of Progress, Industry 8 Freedom. 
AUGUST, 1973/STRANQE BELIEFS: Wllh Psychology Today parody, Son-o'- 
God Comics #3, Gahan Wilson's Strange Beliefs of Children, and Rublngton's 
Fuzz Against Bunk.
SEPTEMBER, 1973/POSTWAR: With Lite parody, Nazi Regalia for Gracious 
Living, Whltedove comics, Vichy Supplement, Guerre Magazine, and Military 
Trading Cards.
OCTOBER, 1973/BANANA ISSUE. WHAT?: With Saga of the Frozen North, G. 
Gordon Ltddy—Agent of C.R.E.E.P., Amtrak Model Train Catalog, Tales of 
Nozzlin High School, The Don Juan School of Sorcery, and B. Kllban's Turk. 
NOVEMBER, 1973/SPOHTS: With Sports Illustrated parody, Character Building 
Comics, Doc Feeney's Scrapoook of Sports Oddities, Specialty Sports Mag 
azines, 1976 Olympic Preview. Al "Tantrum" O'Nell's Temper Tips, and 
Bat Day.
DECEMBER, 1973/SELF-INDULGENCE: With the National Lampoon Building. 
Our Sunday Comics, Me Magazine, An Anglo-Saxon Christmas, Practical Jokes 
for the Very Rich. How Ed Subitzky Spent His Summer, and Poonbeat. 
FEBRUARY 1974/STRANGE SEX: With National Lampoof, First Lay Comics, 
Marilyn Monroe Calendar. Split Beaver Section, Sex Pornographtcum, Terry 
Soulhern and William Burroughs.
MARCH, 1974/STUPID: With the Stupid Aptitude Teat, Kancer Kare Kosmetics, 
The Stupid Group, and Stupid News & World Report,
APRIL, 1974/TRAVEL: With Gahan Wilson's Paranoid Abroad, Airline Magazine. 
Amish in Space, RMS 'Tyrannic' Brochure, 148 Countries You Can't Visit, and 
Welcome to Choeseburg.
MAY, 1974/SOth ANNIVERSARY: With Son-o'-God Meets Zimmerman. New 
Bulgemobiles, Da Vinci's Notebook Vol. II, Another True Western Romance, 
Rodrlgues' Handicapped Sports, and National Anthems Encores. 
JUNE, 1974/FOOD: With The Cooking ol Provincial New Jersey, We/ghly 
Meddlers Magazine, The Joys of Wife-fasting. Digester's Reader, and A Brief 
Guide to America's Top New Eating Spots.
JULY, 1974/DESSERT; Wllh Famine Circle Magazine, Gahan Wilson's Baby 
Food, Corporate Farmers' Almanac, Rodrigues' Gaslronomique Comlque, and 
Guns and Sandwiches Magazine.
AUGUST, 1974/ISOLATIONISM AND TOOTH CARE: Wllh Agnew's A Very Siz 
able Advance, Seed Magazine, Executive Deleted, Soul Drinks, Surprise Poster 
#7. and True Menu.
SEPTEMBER, 1974/OLD AGE: With Unexciting Stories, Rodrigues' Senior Sex, 
0/d Ladies' Home Journal, and Batfart Comics.
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"I'LL NEVER HAVE T<0 PR AW 
A PUSSV STRETCHER," VOU 
SAY? PON'T BET ON.IT, 
ASSHOl-E. THE SOUP LINES 
AR6 FULL OF COMIC 

WHO COULDM'T DRAW 
PUSSY THE PUSSY STRETCHER

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



Dt/c*r
ue Hftvje A

£LA-TlOAj
rtft\)E.1t) PAU HOU

98 NATIONAI, LAMPOON Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



SPECIAL BOOK
AND

RECORD BARGAINS
111. THE BOOK WHERE DREAMS 
COME TRUE. ROCK DREAMS: THE 
FANTASY-HISTORY OF ROCK AND 
ROLL. Do you know thai special feeling 
when music paints pictures in your 
head? Well, noted artist Guy Peellaert 
has taken his years of rock and roll fan 
tasies, combined ihem with his lifelong 
love of the rock experience, and recre 
ated a "special" history of rock and roll 
in this amazing book, Rock Dreams.
THERE HAS NEVER BEEN A BOOK 
LIKE ROCK DREAMS. .

It's ALL here, in FANTASY SCENES, 
with SINATRA and JOHNNY RAY, to 
BIG IOE TURNER and THE DRIFTERS 
under the boardwalk, PRESLEY, PRES- 
LEY, PRESLEY and PRESLEY, the roots, 
THE SIXTIES, Phil Spector and PHIL 
SPECTOR, England, THE BEATLES AND 
THE STONES, Soul from SAM COOKE 
to Sly, TAMMY WYNETTE, LA, SF, JIM, 
JIMI, and JANIS, all the way to BOWIE, 
BOLAN, and REED, and SINATRA. AND 
YOU CAN GO BACK AGAIN TO FIND 
NEW FACES, NEW DETAILS. NEW 
MEANINGS. The more you look at 
ROCK DREAMS, the better it gets.

131293. MARILYN MON- 
HOE. Cornp. and Ed. by 
John Kobal. Inlro. by 
David Robinson. 288 
Photos, 27 in Full Color. 
Candida, fashion, pub 
licity, nudes, and mod 
eling photos blend with 
excellent texts to con 
vey thai personality 
which was uniquely 
Marilyn's. Complete 
Filmography, Discogra- 
phy and Bibliography. 

Extra Value Import 
Only S7.98

1J3313. HOW SEX CAN KEEP YOU SLIM. By A. I.
Friedman, M.D. A doctor's surprising discoi 
of how increased sexual activity will help
Friedman, M.D. A doctor's surprising discovery 
of how increased sexual activity will help you 
lose weight and keap it off, incl. diet, case his-

Rock Dreams, an all-color, large format 
(9" x 12") glossy paperback, includes 
116 original paintings, the result of three 
years' work by noted Belgian artist Guy 
Peellaert, and features a painting-by- 
painting text by noted English rock 
writer, Nik Cohn. Only $7.95
0 - - '

ROCK 
DREAMS

tories, anecdotes, more. 
Pub. at 16.95.
134B61. EROTIC AHT 2. Corop. by Drs. P. & E. 
Kronhausen. 381 black & white plates, 40 full 
color plates. Full oi explicit illustrations & an 
alyses by world famous sexologists, this extra 
ordinary volume incl. the erotic art of China, 
Japan, and India, Renaissance Masters, and mod 
ern greats. For sale to adulls over 21 only. 
Pub, at $25.00 ________________ Only $9-95
032120. BOYS WILL BE BOYS. Ed. by G. St. Martin 
& R. C. Nelson. Extraordinary pictorial presenta 
tion of the golden years of boyhood — over 400 
beautiful photos depicting hundreds of boys de 
lighting in themselves and the world around them 
as they participate in every youthful activity from 
frolicking nude in woods and beach — to fishing 
and eating hot dogs. 
Pub. aU2S.OO ________________ Only $9.95
501 481. THE TOY OF SEX. A Cordon Bleu Guide to
Lovemaking. Ed. by Alex Comfort. Over 120 illus., 
33 in full color. This is not a book for beginners! 
A fantastic collection of recipes for completely 
fulfilling sexual love: every technique, game and 
fact, orgasm, clothing and nudity, sexual stimuli, 
impotence, etc., revealed for mature lovers in de 
lightfully personal, lightheaded text and unique 
illustrations. For sale to adults over 21 only.

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

Only S9.98

092271. THE BOY: A Photographic Easay. Ed. by 
G. St. Martin & R. C. Nelson. Over 400 photos, 52 
in lifelike full color. Boys of all ages, playing to- 
gelher, "skinny-dipping," sharing the delightful 
secrets of boyhood — a rich pictorial treatment 
that conjures up memories of innocent youth.

OnIyS2.49 pub. at $25.00 Only 59.95

132397. GENTLEMAN OF 
LEISURE. A Year in the 
Life of a Pimp. By S. 
Hall. Ill photos by Bob 
Adelman. The true story 

» oi ihe mysterious pri 
vate world of a pimp: 
how a "square" girl 
becomes a prostitute; 
why she is willing to 
sell herself and turn the 
money over to her man; 
an evening at a party; 
an intimate visit with a
? irl and a trick, more. 

ub. at $i2.9S.
Only SI 95

. 
Deluxe illus. ed.

. 
Only $12.95

L03558. Picture History oi Homosexuality: THE 
OTHER FACE OF LOVE. By R. de Bocker. Over 
100 illus. Masculine and lesbian love from Baby 
lon and Ancient Greece through the Middle Ages 
and incl. (Side, Genet and Gertrude Stein; an ab 
sorbing look at homosexual attitudes and prac 
tices with many beautiful examples of homosexu 
al erotic art, some never before printed. 
Orig. Pub. at $10.00 Only $3.95

514028. THE MAXFIELD 
PARRISH POSTER 
BOOK, with an intro 
duction by Maurice 
Sendak, contains 24 full 
color (UVs x 16) posters 
covering every phase of 
Parrish's wort irom his 
very first poster to his 
Life, Heart's, and Col 
lier's covers, including 
the illustrations from 
The Knave of Hearts. An 
extraordinary collection 
of romantic popular art. 
Soflbound. Only $5.95

OOS723. THE PHOTOGRAPHIC MANUAL OF SEX 
UAL INTERCOURSE. Inlro. by DC. Albert Ellis. By 
L. H. O'Conner. A major breakthrough in sex ed- 
ucationl Unlocks the treasures of sexual pleasure 
with aid of over 150 actual photos in kill color 
and monochrome of a married couple engaged in 
sexual intarcourse positions and extraordinary 
detailed text. The most sophisticaled, modern and 
up-lo-dale marriage manual ever written. For 
sale to adulls over 21 only. Soltbound. 
Pub. at $12.93 Only $5.88

139464. TARZAN OF THE 
APES. A New Comic 
Strip Version in Full 
Color. Captions by Ed-
Par Rice Burroughs. 122 

ages of Full Color by 
its most famous por- 
trover, Burne Hogarth, 
Ih 'Michelangelo of the 
comic strip.'' A vivid, 
violent and suspenseful 
account of Tarzan's 
growth to manhood 
amongst the terrors of 
the jungle. 8 3/e x 107s. 
Pub. at $12.50.

Only 55.98
105500. ENCYCLOPEDIA OF LOVE AND SEX. 
With 265 vivid illus., 173 in full color. Incredibly 
comprehensive, pictorial guide to every aspect of 
lovemaking; 66 explicit chapters on positions for 
loving, oral sex in love play, group sex, fetishes, 
male and female orgasm, masturbation and fan 
tasy, genital size, homosexuality, etc. 8'/i x ll'/a. 
For sale lo adults over 21 only. 
___________________ Only $10.95
K01216. The French Picture Book of Sexual Love: 
L'AMOUR. France's magnificent portrayal of the 
varied positions of sexual love with 70 full pages, 
full-color graceful action photos of an extraordi 
narily handsome couple specially posed in the 
nude by one of France's most imaginative pho 
tographers. Piero Rinaldi, with poetic lext by 
Coiin Wilson, For sale to adults over 21 only.

Only $5.88

MAIL THIS COUPON TODRYU____

21ST CENTURY BOOKS, Dept. NL107J 
635 Madison Ave., New York, N.Y. 10022
Please send me the book and record bargains 
circled below. MINIMUM ORDER $3.
On orders totalling $3 to $10, add 604 par title 
for shipping charges.
On orders over $10, no charge for shipping. 
Add 606 per title for deliveries outside conti 
nental U.S.
Enclosed find $-... . . —————. Send check or 
money order only. Payable to 21st Century 
Books.
Sales Tax: For delivery in M.Y.C., add 8%. 
For delivery elsewhere in New York State, 
add 8%.
Ill 006723 032120 092271 105500 
131293 132397 134861 13537X 139464 
143313 501481 514028 K01216 L03558
Name——————————————————————————
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Drawn & Quoted
Number 2 in a series by Edward Sorel
"I pledge to you tonight that as long as I have a breath 
of life in my body, I shall continue to work for the great 
causes to which I have been dedicated throughout my 
years as a Congressman, a Senator, Vice-President, and 
President."

—Richard Nixon
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buy this record... 
it'll make you regular!

a regular lover of 
red9 while & blue (grass)
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A SPLIT SECOND 
IN ETERNITY

The Ancients Called It 
COSMIC CONSCIOUSNESS
Must man die to release his inner con- 
sciotiwuss? Can we experience momentary 
jlightf of (he soul — thai is, become one 
with the universe ant! receive an influx of 
great understanding-''

The shackles of the body — its earthly 
limitations — can be thrown off and man's 
mini! can be aii/ineii 10 the Infinite Wisdom 
for a (lash of a .second. During this brief 
interval intuitive knowledge, great inspira 
tion and a new vision of our life's mission 
are hiid. Some call this great experience a 
psychic phenomenon, ,But the undents knew 
it and taught it as Cosmic C.oiiic/ousness— 
the merging of man's mind with the Uni 
versal Intelligence.

Let This Free Book Explain
This is no! a religious doctrine, but the 
application of shnl'le, natural laws which 
give man an insight into the great Cosmic 
plan. They make possible a source of great 
joy, strength and a regeneration of man's 
personal powers. Write to the Rosicrucians, 
an age-old brotherhood of understanding, 
for a free copy of the book, "The Mastery 
of Life." It will tell you how, in the pri 
vacy of your own home, you may indulge 
in these mysteries of life known to the 
ancients. Address: Scribe G.X.A.

'Roscrucans
SAN JOSE (AMORQ CAUF., 95114, U.S.A. 

SEND THIS COUPON 
Please Include Your Zip Code

Scribe
The ROSICRUCIANS (AMORC)
San Jose, California 95U4
Please send me the (tee book. The Mastery 
of Life, which explains how I may Itarn to 
use my faculties and powers of mind.

Name-

Address- 

City———

State- -Zip Code—

continued jmm page 93
"S'not that," said Stu, darting im 

ploring looks from brother to brother.
"I gotta thing about things being put 
in rny ass. Listen, you can't do it to 
me. I..."

"Drop troa!" screamed ' Magpie. 
"Bend over an' spread 'em!"

Stu rolled his eyes despairingly, too 
sick and semiconscious to protest fur 
ther. With slow, heavy hands, he 
dropped his trou and spread his 
cheeks.

"Go ahead, Pinto," prompted Mag 
pie. "And leave it up there until it's 
warm enough to eat."

Stu's cracked ass was not the most 
pleasant sight Pinto had ever beheld. 
Profuse hair ran its length, spilling 
over onto his buns, and his sphincter 
looked too tight and tiny to admit a 
knitting needle. Well.... He began to 
make tentative thrusts at it with the 
hot dog.

"That's it, that's it!" cried Whit 
excitedly. "Slide it right in!"

"I ... can't. It won't go. Hey, Stu, 
relax. Your muscles are all tight."

"I'm trying," moaned Stu. "I'm not 
doing it on purpose."

"I thought something like this might 
happen," said Scotty. '-SSo you know 
what? I brought along some lube."

Lube? "Hey," said Pinto, "I'm not 
eating any Vaseline. Shit's bad 
enough."

"Now don't worry your head, Pinto. 
This is edible lubricant." He with 
drew from within his coat a large jar 
of Miracle Whip.

Dumptruck shook his head in ad 
miration. "Scotty, you think of every 
thing."

"Oh, go on with you," said Scotty 
modestly. He dipped Pinto's hot dog 
into the jar a few times. When he 
handed it back, it was dripping 
creamy white stuff.

Stu glanced at it, shuddered and 
returned his eyes to the ground. Tak 
ing the wiener gingerly by its dry end, 
Pinto returned it to Stu's bum and 
began probing for entry. Abruptly, it 
slid in a little.

"Ga!" cried Stu. His sphincter 
closed even tighter, stopping all for 
ward progress.

"Come on, man," Pinto pleaded. 
"Let me get it over with."

"I'm trying," gritted Stu.
"Hey, we haven't got all night 

here," said Magpie. "Jam it in!"
"Okay, okay!" Holding it in place 

with one hand, Pinto swung his other 
hand in a long arc and smacked the 
hot dog hard as he could with the flat 
of his palm. The wiener slid into Stu's 
asshole like the greased plunger of a 
dynamite exploder. Stu began to 
rumble. "Gnorg!" he cried, then 
"Bluuuuuurrrrrchhhhhh" but before 
Pinto could tell what was happening

something struck him a tremendous 
blow on the forehead and ...

And that was all. He couldn't re 
member another thing. Lying now in 
the strange bed, drenched with sweat, 
he realized that he still had no idea 
where his paralysis had come from. 
So much for piecing together memor 
ies; his panic came uncorked and he 
bellowed for help until the door to his 
room flew open and Otter, Scotty, and 
Dumptruck burst in.

"Hey, you bastards, what'd you do 
to me? I can't move. I'm paralyzed!" 

"Uh heh heh heh heh heh," laughed 
Otter. "He thinks he's paralyzed."

"Hey, man, don't worry." Dump- 
truck swept away Pinto's blanket. "Look."

Pinto raised his head. His arms and 
legs were tied securely to the mattress 
with sheets. "What. . . why . . .?"

"You don't remember?" Dump- 
truck was incredulous. "Pinto, when 
Stu finally booted, the hot dog shot 
out of his ass like a rocket and 
knocked you cold. We had to carry 
you back. You were thrashing around 
so much when we got you here, we 
decided to tie you into Otter's bed, 
so you wouldn't get hurt."

"Slept with muh girl last night," 
put in Otter.

Pinto brought his freed hand to 
his forehead and found a bump big as 
a golf ball. So that was what hit him. 
And he wasn't paralyzed! And . . . 
wait a minute. "Truck, when Stu fi 
nally booted?"

"You didn't see it?" cried Dump- 
truck. "It was the most incredible 
boot in the history of the Adelphian 
Lodge! It must have lasted a minute 
and a half! It was this widel" He 
gestured with his hands to show just 
how wide.

"I got drenched," remembered 
Scotty dreamily. "It knocked three 
of us down, like one of those water 
cannons they use in East Germany. 
It must have gone fifty or sixty feet!" 

"Pinto, it was magnificent}" 
Pinto was having a terrible sinking 

feeling. "The pledge prize . . . ?"
"Went to Stu the Jew, of course! 

Pinto, he actually put out the firel 
That's never been done before!" 
Dumptruck was hardly able to con 
tain himself. "We've been calling 
alumni all morning! Black Mike and 
T Bear from the class of '55 are send 
ing a wreath!"

Pinto felt crestfallen. He'd tried so 
hard.

"But, hey, Pinto, don't feel bad," 
said Otter. "You were terrific last 
night and just so you don't think we 
didn't notice, we brought you a con 
solation prize." He brought his hand 
from behind his back and held out 
Pinto's prize: 

A glass of beer. D

KM NATIONAF, LAMPOON Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



Separation saved our marriage 
thanks to Marantz speakers.

"Where's the flute Henry?" my wife complained con 
stantly. I was about ready to leave her. Then we saw a Marantz 
dealer. He told us that separation of sound is a true test of a 
speaker system. He suggested we put Marantz and 
other popular speakers to the test by listening 
to a familiar recording so we'd be able to hear 
for ourselves that it's the speaker and not the 
recording that makes the difference. Oh, what 
a difference Marantz made! What we thought 
were two oboes were clearly an oboe and a 
flute. And that barbershop quartet...well, 
they're really a quintet.

The proof is in the listening. And that's 
where Marantz design concepts come into 
play. The transducers in Marantz speaker sys 
tems are engineered to handle an abundance 
of continuous power, so you get distortion-free

sounds that are as pleasing as a nibble on the ear.
We bought the Marantz Imperial 5G Two Way Speaker 

for just $99. Perfect for our budget and it delivers fine sound 
separation even with minimum power equipment. And there 

are five other quality Marantz speaker models 
starting as low as $59 and all are available 
with the new Marantz acoustically trans 
parent foam grill.

Whatever your power and budget 
requirements, keep this in mind. Marantz 
speaker systems are built by the people who 
make the most respected stereo and 4-chan- 
nel equipment in the world.

To find out how much better they sound 
go to your nearest Marantz dealer and listen.

We sound better.
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The Specification Guarantee*.
Perhaps someday 

everyone will have it.
You're looking at the new Technics 600 Series, 
two of the finest cassette decks we've ever made. 
But equally important, they're also our first 
examples of "the Speci 
fication Guarantee." 
The only kind of a speci 
fication we feel is worth 
serious consideration. 

That's because "the 
Specification Guarantee" 
isn't merely a collection 
of overly impressive 
numbers achieved under 
ideal conditions. It's 
five meaningful perform-

Wow 8 Flulier 
(JISWRMS)

Frequency Response 
Normal Tape Position

CrO.. Tape Position

S/N Rano (Weighted. 
Signal level 250 pWb/mrn) 

Without Doiby)

Witr. Doiby (Above 5 kHz)

THD(OVL) 311kHz) 
Normal Tape Position

SpeeO Accuracy
(Ooioy '5 a rriiflemsrk of Doitty L

0.08% or belter

4t>te - 12kHz 
(-2/-4dB)(+2/-3dB)

40Hz - 13kHz 
(-2/-4dB) ( ^/-3dB]

50dB or belter 

58dB of belief

2.0% or better

Within ±1.5% 
iboraroiie$lnc

0 15% or belter

50HZ- 10HH?-3dB 

50Hz- !2Hz-3dB

49d8 or betler 

570B or belter

2.3% or belter

Within :±2.0%

them with the "unguaranteed" performance 
figures you usually see. Yet our figures are 
conservative, understated. Figures that your

unit is likely to surpass 
rather than just meet. 
And that makes them 
even more impressive.

TheRS-676US.The 
RS-610US. And "the • 
Specification Guarantee."

The concept is simple. 
The execution is precise. 
The performance is out-
standing. The name is 
Technics.

ance specifications that every Technics RS- 
676US and RS-610US cassette deck, including 
yours, is guaranteed to meet or surpass*. And 
if by some unlikely chance it doesn't, we will 
make sure it does. After all, that's what we feel 
a guarantee is all about.

But the guarantee isn't the only impressive 
thing about these specs. The numbers are 
equally impressive. Even when you compare

'Spt'L'il'k.ilioilCii.ir.iiiti'i' wtllhtihiHuiii'J fnr.ipiTiodi.il nmclv day* from llitdjli' uf 
ongin.il purciustr. Void if thi- priiclur I la Jam.igL-J.iilleriid. i>r,ilmsed fallowing onyirMl 
Siilc,(>nl repaired by either ih.in Jiithori^i'd Kin.isomi pi>r-i)nni?l. or if HIP product is mil 
purcrifl«'d and letanipd within lh« U.S.A. or Puerto Rico IPM L'mN.Wuri.'b .in* available in 
deulli'd di'SftiplioniinrrquntlfdmTechniiiibv I \inasitmi'. 2(111 Park Arniuv.NWYiirk. 
N'.Y llX'ir. ̂ j-'ei Million Ciwraiili'e is in .iddition to thu UMi-ii piirh .mil labor warranty.

200 I'AKK AVL, NEW YORK, N.V. 100 1.7. FOR YOUR NEAREST AUTHORIZED 
TECHNICS DEALER, CALL TOLL fREE flOO 447-4700. IN II I.1NOJSS, flOO 322-4400.

Technics
by Panasonic
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