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FUTU FUNNIES

Starring

HEY, WE'RE THE POSTER BOYS —YOLUIR
FULL SERVICE. COMEPRY TEAM! WE WANT TO
STAR IN OUR OWN FOTO FUNNY EVERY I1S5UE./

Brought to you by

MAYEE YOU'VE ;

SEEN US IN THE BARQ'S |

ROOTBEER ADs  ®/FFE
ONTV? 74

- FOR OURFIRST ONE,WEVE. GOT

THIS GREAT IPEA WHERE. WE GO TO THE
CENMETERY ANP PIG UP THE GRAVE
OF BERNARD GORCEY*

“(” OF COURSE IT'S ALL \
DPONE IN GOOP TASTE.

THEN WE 60 TO AZCOO, AN B T NATURALLY BAR@'S®
HUNTING ANIMALS WITH LIVE AMMO WH|LE— THEV'FZE i WILL BE PAYING FOR EVERYTHING
STILL INTHEIR CAGES ! . lTH THIB LARGE BAG OF CAGH!

= HEYI T LOVE YOU GUIYST 1| THis PANELIS THE POSTER BOYS SAY:
SEE YOU IN THE NEXT 15SUE/ A BLATANT AD. “HEY KIPS I‘?RENK BARQ‘S Ly
: UNTIL \;T COME: E\/E ouT o

5;“

THE ONE
WITH BITE!

*BERNARD GORCEY: LATE ACTUR/ FATHER OF "TPEADR ENP KID' LEO GORCEY. BERNARP
ALSO PLAYEDR ‘LOUIE; CLARVOYANT PROPRIETOR OF ‘LOUIE'S SWEET SHOP.

@199 PARGYS INC.

Coovriaht © 2007 National | ambpoon Inc.



as it  CONTENTS cow
Editorial 6
The Uncivil War 27

Letters from the Editors 8

el Decennen 1991 Kyle Baker's Patty and Vindictive Funnios 12
By Robert Leighton .
[lustrated by Rick Geary By Chris Kelly
The Crust Club 39 The Day the Musak Died 14
By Anne D. Bernstein By John Derevlany
New Menus: The Uptown Cuisine 40 Local Wag 16
By Daniel O’Keefe Foto Funnies Starring Doug 17
The Class Mall 42 Pulp 19
By the Editors 100 Monkeys 24
Hlustrated by Milan Trenc By Ian Maxtone-Graham, Sam Johnson, and Larry Doyle
Richia Riche 45
By Larry Doyle BACK
Ilustrated by Angelo DeCesare Funny Pages 59
Luxury Noveltios! 46 » By Mark Marek; Nick Bakay and Alan
By Larry Doyle, Chris Kelly, Randy Klimpert, Kupperberg; M. K. Brown; Drew Friedman
al';d lan Maxtone-Graham and K. Bidus; Ty Templeton; Randy Jones
Ilustrated by Mark Newgarden and Neil Cuthbert; David King; Mark
‘ Richie’s Mail Box 61 Peaslee; Gino; and Kaz
- . MPFER By lan Maxtone-Graham Fota Funnies Starring Doug 71
> y StrestLife Bingo 62 ' True Section 75

By Neil Steinberg

. .t
.

TABLE OF CONTENTS ILLUSTRATED BY JIM DEGREGORY, CONTINUITY GRAPHICS, INC, o OTHER PHOVO AND ILLUSTRATION CREDITS ON PAGE 74.
COVER PHOTO: AP WIDE WORLD ® WANT A POSTER-SIZE VERSION OF THE COVER? SEE PAGE 18

Coovriaht © 2007 National | amboon Inc.



LET’S GET SERIOUS A MINUTE

In just 116 minutes, the attack on Pearl Harbor
changed America forever, At last, you can see how—
when you watch Target: Pearl Harbor—The
Special Commemorative Video Edition.

Target: Pearl Harbor is the eyewitness video
account of the sneak attack that launched America into
World War Il. Now, for the first time, the whole ferocious
battle is chronicled in one 70 minute video—seen through
the eyes and told in the unforgettable words of the

men who lived through it.

The guys would come up on fire—we’d
throw them on the deck and roll on them.
We couldn’t get any water.

—Dick Fiske, Survivor

SPECIAL COMMEMORATIVE EDITION
e 1941-1991 It’s December 7, 1941 and you're there. You'll be dodging
hot shrapnel at Hickam Air Base; scrambling to escape a
strafing Zero fighter; and manning scorching decks to
mount a desperate counterattack.

They had these men who were killed lined

up on either side of the movie house and

down the middle—stacked 5 and 6 high.
—Henry Peppe, Survivor

Now You Can Own This Lasting Tribute To Those Who
Fought—And Died!

America has waited 50 years for this once-in-a-lifetime
video. Now it can be yours for an unbelievably low $995!

It's December 7, 1941 and you're there.

Now You Can Own This Lasting Tribute To
Those Who Fought—And Died!

Call 1-800-521-8273 today

to order your copy of Target: Pearl Harbor

Rush me chIes of Targef: Pearl Harbor for éust $9.95 each plus a one-time $5.00
shipping and handling charge (CA residents add $.82 per video sales tax).

N

= Mastercard/Visa# Expiration Date
= Name.

St

= Address

=

= City. State Zip
) Mall this coupon with your check, money order or credit card number to:

Target: Pearl Harher

10850 Wilshire Blvd,, #1000

Los Angeles, CA 90024

Checksimoney orders must be In U. 5, funds. Allow 4-6 weuks for delivery.
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hese days, America is just one

hig dysfunctional family: the

poor are feared or ignored or

ground into a fine paste and
used ro fertilize antique rose bushes in
the ample private gardens of the rich,
while the rich, for their part, have be-
come the type of people who sponsor
“Doen't Touch Our Flag” rallies on the
day before they close the town factory
and move it to Malaysia.
(Meanwhile, the middle
class is said to be vanishing,
although somebody has to be
buying all those toilet bowl
cleaners that make the water
blue.) You hardly see two
people of different classes in
the same room, even, unless
one of them is paid to be
there.

So what we need is
something that transforms
the way we Americans look
at ourselves, something that
makes us see each other not
as rich person or poor
person, but as a fellow sharer
in our country’s bounty.
Fortunately, this something exists, and
it is within ourselves. It is called food.

Quite simply: if we wish to become
truly a society without class distine-
tions, we have to be a society without
size distinctions as well. Therefore,
everyone has to be as fat as possible.

Already, America is fat people
heaven. Our lakes of high-fructose

EDITORIAL

corn syrup, our rivers of cooking
grease, our oceans of yellow beer have
given us a commitment to obesity that
shames all other nations and eras. Yet
not everyone is partaking of the heavy
meal of destiny prepared for this
country by a kind fortune; more

precisely, the upper and lower class-
es—the very extremes at the source of
most ¢lass trouble—also tend to be the
thinnest. Clearly, they need ro break
enriched snack cakes together.

Consider the advantages of a well-
marbled nation:

e Politicians would be too short of
breath for long-winded speeches;

NATIONAL

LAMPOON

SERS

moreover, it would be impossible for
hacks to hold onto congressional
sinecures into their seventies, since
arteriosclerosis, high blood pressure,
etc. would have finished them off.

» Another generation of American
youth would not be lost to bedy-
building and steroids.

» xpressing class distinctions through
dress would be much more difficult,
since everyone would have
food stains of various sorts
on their clothes.

» A pervasive, grease-
induced coma would settle
over the country around
mealtimes, making unrest
virtually impossible to start.

And these are only a few
reasons.

Therefore, let's put an
end to upper-class self-
starvation and machine-
induced leanness and the
upper classes’ general effort
to seem thinner and
different from the rest of
us. Let’s not allow the
lower classes to get hungry and crabby
for the greasy sweetmeats that they
want. Let’s all make the commitment
to living large. For on that day when
we can no longer see our shoe tops
when we look down, we will no longer
sce class struggle when we look
ﬂrnllnlt

CM
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AND PREVIEW THE STEPHEN KING VIDED SERIES

Who can
ever forget
the chilling
sight of Jack
Torrance,
caretaker of
the haunted
Overlook
Hotel, bearing
down on his

helpless wife
- and son with

an ax? Or
poor Carrie White, drenched in
blood, poised to wreak supernatural
revenge against her tormentors? Or
author Paul Sheldon’s “number one
fan,” Annie Wilkes, crippling her
beloved with a sledgehammer to
keep him captive?

These are just a few of the spine-
tingling moments you'll be able to
relive again and again, when you
subscribe to The Stephen King
Video Series, new from Calumbia
House Video Library. This is a
unique opportunity to own the most
frightening movies ever brought to
the screen — inspired by the best-
selling books of the most famous
suspense writer of our time.

WE'LL GIVE YOU A START
YOU'LL NEVER FORGET

Start your Stephen King
Video Series with
“Misery™ for just $4.95 plus
shipping and handling ;
— huge savings off
the regular price
and a deal you
won't find any-
where else!

Starring
James Caan
and 1990
Academy
Award® winner
Kathy Bates,
“Misery” is the creepy tale
of a best-selling romance
writer who is rescued from a car
crash by a devoted fan. The fan
holds the author captive until he
writes a novel just the way she
wants it! Directed by Rob Reiner,
“Misery” has been called a psycho-
logical thriller worthy of Alfred
Hitchcock — and it's just a taste of
the terror that awaits you in The
Stephen King Video Series.

- ofART WIIII“MISEIIY”

id "

The Films Adverlised g
@ 1991, The Columbia House Company  ©

TOPTITLES AT AFFORDABLE PRIGES

Keep “Misery” and you can look
forward to receiving a new Stephen
King classic every four to six weeks.
Always at the low price of just $19.95
plus shipping and handling — great
savings off the original release prices.

These monster hits include “Carrie;
starring Sissie Spacek and directed
by Brian DePalma; Stanley Kubrick's
“The Shining) starring two-time
Academy Award® winner Jack
Nicholson; “The Dead Zone] with
Christopher Walken, Martin Sheen
and directed by David Cronenberg;
plus “Pet Sematary; starring
Fred Gwynne and Denise Crosby;
and many more. Preview each
Stephen King movie for 10 days,
risk-free. Keep the ones you want;
return any others and pay nothing.

So reply today, lock your door —
and unlock the gates to Stephen
King’s unforgettable realm of terror!

For faster service, use your
credit card and call toll-free
1-800-538-7766 Dept. DWK

................................................

Columbia House Video Library
Dept. DWK, P.O. Box 1112
Terre Haute, IN 47811

[ YES, rush me “MISERY" for just $4.95
plus $2.45 shipping and handling and
enter my subscription to The Stephen
King Video Series under the terms
described in this ad.

: Check method of payment:

: [ Check enclosed for $4.95 plus $2.45 S&H
: (total $7.40), made payable to Columbia

$ House Video Library. K25
: [ Charge this and future Stephen King

: purchases to my credit card: K26
[ American Express [ VISA

: [ MasterCard 1 Diners Club

: Account No. Exp. Date

Signature

Name

Address

ciy State Zip

Phone Number

- Note: All subseriptions subject to review, Columbia House
+ Video Library reserves the right to reject or cancel

* subscription. Canadian residents will be serviced from
Toronto. Applicable sales tax added to all orders.
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LETTERS

FROM THE
EDITORS

Sirs:

[ am Moses! | am Moses! [ am
Moses, the most powerful person in
the history of humankind!

Schizophrenic
Before the time of Christ

Sirs:
Rum tiddle-dee-tum
Rum tiddle-dee-tum
Drop your trousers
And show us your bum!
Christopher Robin
Pooh Corner Adult Books
Buggershire, G.B.

Sirs:

Talk abour irony! My wife, Sherry,
and me arc on vacation, driving down
Highway 1 in California, and I'm lis-
tening to the news on the radio. The
guy's saying how after eight years of
real hard work, first gathering all the
remaining birds from off cliffs and
such, then getting them to mate and
lay eggs in captivity, the government
finally thinks it can release condors
back into nature. They built a special
nest and let two of the birds go. So
we're listening to all this on the news
when all of a sudden, WHAM! [ hit
something big and black, and I hit it
hard. I pull over and look over to the
wife and she looks back at me and
we're borh thinking the exact same
thing: | hope to God it's not a condor.
So I get out of the car and guess what?
I had hit a nun on a bike! She was tak-
ing some canned food somewhere. So
then, while I'm standing there laugh-
ing out of sheer relief, | hear the most
bloodcurdling scream I've ever heard.
I look all around for a minute and

then, way up in the hills, 1 see this
giant bird swooping right down
toward me. Yep, a condor! Christ, it
was magnificent — its wings must’ve
been fifteen feet from tip to tip. The
most beautiful thing I ever saw, and
there it was, heading right for me. At
the last second, [ dove out of the way,
and this damn bird picks up the nun
and flies off for some lunch. My God,
it was the most beautiful thing [ ever
saw, [ mean that bird really made the
vacation as far as I'm concerned.
Needless to say, me and Sherry really
got quite a kick out of the whole
thing, and you can bet we won't forget
it anytime soon. [ just thought you
might enjoy all the funny irony of
the thing.
Clark Moss
Puyallup, Wash.

Sirs:

[ believe it was the wag Oliver
Goldsmith who, in order to overcome
his shyness ar meeting famous people,
would imagine them sitting on the
toilet. Pretty good trick. But when I
meet intimidating people or celebri-
ties, | like to go one better. | simply
imagine them performing oral sex on
me. Believe me, it really works. The
thing is to remember not te reach out
and pull their heads toward you when
a simple handshake will suffice.

Mel Roberts
Rahway Correctional Facility

i T
runaﬂ‘n#,«dmpnon

Sirs:

No one ever asked me, but | for one
am glad Elvis is dead! The fucker
weighed a ton! Good riddance, I say!

Elvis’s Skeleton
Resting in the boneyard

Sirs:

Every night we hit the showers
together. Then, back to the house for
wine spritzers and Ping-Pong. Every
night the usual good-natured prod-
ding. We sleep on two queen-size
beds. Every night we undress together
and surrender to the enveloping
darkness.

That's why it’s a team. That’s how
we do it.

The Entire Eyewitness
News Team
Channel 7

Sirs:

My dad says that eating the worm in
the last glass of tequila is good luck,
but Mom said if I didn’t want to eat it |
could spit it out and give it to my sister
if she wanted it, although now that
she's up at the junior high she’s pretty
stuck-up about junk like germs and
stuff. | wouldn’t mind good luck, but
I don't want to eat it if it’s not true.
What'’s the story!

Kenny Little
Newton, Mass.

CONTINUED ON PAGE 10

“Until the twins came, nobody would believe me
that Raymond and I never went any further than fmgerfucking.”
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THE JACKET MOVIE STARS MADE FAMOUS

Perfect for men, women
and youths. For people
on the move, cross-town
or cross-country, this
jacket is styled after the
original version from
the 50’s.

The glove-supple rugged leather-
look shell resists dirt, moisture and
stains so it will keep its good looks
for many seasons. Check the fit,
the feel and the authentic details.
Its soft feel and easy fit make it a
natural for active ssports or when-
ever the occasion calls for informal
good looks. The classic styling
will lend an air of adventure 1o
casual outings, on the weekend or
every day of the week.

Wear the Triumph Jacket FREE
for 30 days! Available in Men's or
Women's S§(34-36), M(38-40),
L(42-44), X1(46), XXL(48-50)
and Men's XXXL(52). Also avail-
albe in Youth's S(8-10), M(12-14),
L(16-18).

SATISFACTION GUARANTEED Or Your Money Back.
. 3{?1%1?%1“5?’ Thank you for your confidence in our fine prod gcls.

* WIDE COLLAR

r — N G G SN B S S S S S—
o RICH LOOKING Ahigail‘s Treasures Dept. TLJ
SOFT LEATHER. | Box2957802, Myrtle Beach, SC 295787802
LIKE SHELL YES! Please send me the Classic Triumph Jacket(s)
I indicated below for my 30-day FREE HOME TRIAL.

$49.95 plus $4.95 shipping & handling.
I TWO for only $76.00 plus $6.95 shipping & handling.

I HOW MANY?
714

# TRADITIONAL
EPAULETS

MEN'S TRIUMPH JACKET
Suze __5(34-36)_M(38-40)_ L(42-44) _XL(46)

.”5 MEN'S LARGE TRIUMPH JACKET
Size _XXL(48-50)_XXXL(50)

WOMEN'S TRIUMPH JACKET
Size _S{d-6)_M(B10)_L{(1214)_XL(16.18)__XXL(20)

- YOUTH'S TRIUMPH JACKET
Size _S(6-10)_M(12-14)_L{16-18

* NYLON

STREET ADDRESS Apt.
LINING ¥

o

ITY

STATE ZIP

I NAME

* GENUINE

L——-—-—-——————————

iy gﬁ;‘é’;ﬁ?” | sieNATURE
AND SLEEVES I Please charge my: [) MasterCard avisa
Account # Exp. Date
» FRONT KEY POCKET WITH CHROME SNAP CLOSURE NJ residents add sales tax. Enclosed check/MO.
{Please make payable 1o Abigail's Treasures)
The jacket is generously cuf to fit comfartably over heavy To help procoss ordor, you may wish toinclude daytimo phono #
sweaters, so You can order your usual size with confidence. [ )
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LETTERS

CONTINUED FROM

Sirs:

Mmmmm, yeah— picture this if you
will: me, naked, on my back with my
legs in the air, hot and wet, my glis-
tening hungry hole open for business.
You know what I want. [ want you to
put it in me. Yeah, [ want it so bad.
That's right, shove it in me deep, yes,
there, oh yes. God, please stuff me,
ves, fill me up. Stuff me, stuff me.

And don't forget to baste me, too.

Hot Thanksgiving Turkey
Your kitchen

PAGE 8

Sirs:
[ never et a man I didn't like.
Jeffrey Dahmer
Milwaukee, Wis.

Sirs:
| never met a man | didn't lick.
Marmaduke
Funny Pages, U.S. A.
Sirs:

Me neither.
Name Withheld
In Chicago on'the set of
A League of Their Own,
directed by Penny Marshall
and starring Madonna

Sirs:

Let me relate an anecdote that |
think your young readers may profit
from. In 1947, 1 tried out for the lead
role in a play on the life of Thomas
Jefferson. Unfortunately, the part
went to my good friend George War-
ren, who beat out myself and a third
acror named Sranley Brice.

Although 1 was disappointed, 1
knew I had to be there opening night.
As I stood in the wings and watched,
my friend gave a truly unforgettable
performance. Well, near the end of
the play, a bitter Stanley Brice took
aim fram behind the mezzanine and
shot George through the chest. Need-
less to say, panic gripped everyone
onstage, burt luckily I decided to take
charge: grabbing a period costume
from the rack, | ran out and shoured,
“Oh, my God! President Jefferson has
been shot!”

Would you believe we completed
the play, improvising our lines, and to
this day | doubr anyone present real-
ized something had gone horribly
wrong!

Charlton Heston

Los Angeles, Calif.

EDITORIAL

CONTINUED FROM PAGE 6
NOTICE: “Each issue will. . .be bigger and
will feature the writing and art of our
very, very best humorists, writing and art
that will not have been rushed into print,
work that the ereators have had time 10
develop and redevelop and rewrite with
more care.” Sosaid the editor the last
time this magazine went bimonthly;
and, perhaps, it is still true today. In
any case this magazine is going
bimonthly, effective this issue. The
next issue, dared February, will be our

celebrated “Best of Parodies”; and the
issue after that (April) will feature
more original, gifted humor.

PLUGS: Lf the Gone With the Wind
sequel has just hit your mall with
hurricane force, the antidote is still
available—The Book of Sequels. Sequels
contains a parody of virtually
everything except Japanese electronics
instructions, and is deeply hilarious.
That it also features fine authering
from contributing editor Chris Kelly,
as well as giants from the days of
National Lampoon Classic (Henry
Beard, Sean Kelly, Christopher Cerf),
is not coincidental.

WHAT DO WE MEAN WHEN WE SAY,

THE Best oF PARODIES?

WE MEAN

...paradies of America’s favorite magazines!

...parodies of magazines that never really existed!

...parodies that have held up better than the magazines themselves!

ALL painstakingly hand-cleared by our lawyers to be
on the newsstands by December 17, in time to
enhance your Yuletide experience.

1 Most of all, we mean o best-of issve we don’t have to spend Hime writing so we can live like human beings for once.
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Hear
"Ask Dr.
Science"

"Outrageously Funny...
e {od s Mastets of Radio Comedy..

"Hilariously

B o ' Their bumor is Cerebral

OR. SCIENCE and lmaginative

SMUG UG : —Washington Post

$9.95 - DUCK'S BREATH STARTER
Hotad how o dplay KIT SUPER BARGAIN!

arrogance in style

A DUCK BONANZA!

c E *100% cotton shirt (turg. or ONLY
Big Book of Science, || 33an 1o ge mieo e BllT:90

K Sampler Cassette, || (Rounder Records) postpaid

'| Doghead Duck's Breath"
Masters Degree, Button & e i

a 100% cotton Tee or || ¢HOMEMADE RADIO 45-min.
50/50 Sweat (S/M/L/XL) | cassette (Funniest 0 sscong
W/Tee $29‘95 on radio —L.A. 1imes

°Button.

w/Sweat $36.95 | W2l )

youk bucx sroau ASK DR. SCIENCE SHIRTS

; ; Dare to be ignorant. With 4-colors on white.
Get a whiff of Duck’s Breath...the  porfect for anyone with a master's degree,
semi-acclaimed purveyors of screwball satire  strong opinions and/or neither. Sweats
on public radio, glitzy TV and assorted live  $19.95 Tees $12.9

. o) loaney bins coast-to-coast. THE DOCTOR SCIENCE PRIMER
RANDEE OF . : SENSELESS CRUELTY ‘ 50 classic Q&A's on a one-hour cassette
THE Y &\ Double-length cassette with Dr. Science, lan  featuring the only known radio series to inhabit
REDWOODS i 2 Shoales, screwball sketches $9.95 the Fortress of Arrogance. Includes

i Burn out in style

IAN SHOALES' PERFECT WORLD  acomplimentary Dr. Science Button. Caution:
with our resident

A comic novel PLUS audiocassette version  May be dangerous in the wrong hands. $9.95

60's refugee and from the "seer of sneer” (Chicago GREETINGS FROM DUCK'S BREATH
MTV star Sun-Times). .Book & Tape $12.95 It's a full hour of our best radio spots, including
emblazoned on BIG BOOK OF SCIENCE (SIMPLIFIED) Stump the Stallion, lan Shoales (Around the
your chest in Each page a smirk from hit radio series. World in 80 Seconds, and others), Dr. Science
painful psychedelic 208 pages absurdly illustrated. $10.95 and more. Cassette $9.95

colors. 100%

cotton Tee

(SM,LXL) B = e e e

ONLY $9.95 "An American | ALL ITEMS POSTPAID. Make checks rayable to Harvester A.A. and mail to:
Monty Python" Harvester A.A., 155 Ave of Americas, NY NY 10013
—Newsweek ltem _Size  Price ;

ZADAR! COW

FROM HELL!
Our befuddled,
radioactive cow

|

|

|

|

|

(2 |

41 Total

> &
|

|

|

|

from our upcoming % Name

video film! 100% Address

cotton tee Gity State Zip Phone
SIM/L/XL $13.95 Ol Exp.
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The abuse of greatness is when it disjoins remorse from power."-Shakespeare's Julius Caesar

When [ started doing IS it right to air my petty grudges for V [ wish [ had the ability to
this strip four months  the sake of a few laughs and a lot of enjoy the suffering of others,

ago, | had doubts like money? Sure, [ would anly upset but [ don't. | can't win.
any normal person (or people | felt had wronged me first, but When [ am hurt | feel it is
perhaps | give the shouldn’t I try to understand my beneath my dignity to

average person too , tormentors? Surely they had hurt me . retaliate, and a victary at the
much credit). 4 out of some personal pain of their own, i\ expense of self-respect is a
- & b and why should i add to that? i hallow one mdeed

If you can rid /' The anguish | have caused \ | apologize, [ didn't know that National La.rnpoon was
yourself of | with this strip is incalculable,\ such a powerful shaper of public opinion, 1 didn’t
pain by judging hy the reparts 1 realize that there were people out thetre saying,
inflicting it on have received from the "Gee, | thought that (your name here) was an okay
others, please | injured parties, Many of [ guy, buf according fo this obscure cartoonist in a
do, and be them feel "tremendously natoriously juvenile humor magazine, (your name
proud of it. 1 humiliated" and one is here) is an asshole. [ guess | was wrong. [I'll stop
envy you, threatening to sue. talking to (your name hetre), and also try to make
o SR sure (your name here) never works again o
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Now [ understand, Now | FOUR PEOPLE WHO Dear readefs--

realize my power, and I DESERVE TO GET LAID AND / Please give these people a céﬂl and
am remorseful that I he
Gbused . Why | have©  THEIR PHONE NUMBERS ™K fhm an offct, but only cal if
the power to elect ¥ terrific personality, | know that you
presidents! The power to , A4 N\ PANA 212 673 8320 i ohserve these guidelines, because
end war! The power to it the National Lampoon word is

N get my friends laid! 3 appar‘ently law! [ have spoken'
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ELI “SO0CKS”” GALLAGHER

Editors” nate: Eli "Socks” Gallagher says
that he has a hip imjury. Although we do not
see how this prevents him from filing his
column, we wish him a speedy recovery. In
his place we are proud to present a piece by
ex-National stringer Bobby Greenly, who
some have called “the new Eli ‘Socks’
Gallagher.”

ou’re Carlton Fisk and you look
Yolder in person than you do

catching. Older and smaller. It’s
hard for a young sports scribe to admit ro
you that he knows you better as a
Chicago Sox ballplayer than as a Boston
Red Sox ballplayer. But you have been
eleven years in Chicago (the young
sports scribe learns early that no native
calls it “that toddling rown”) since
leaving the city of the famous beans and
famous Pops. You're Carlton Fisk, and
you shake it off when you're recognized
by a young reporter. You don’t need to
advertise.

You're Carlton Fisk and you've been
an every-day player since 1972. Ted
Williams is holding the door for you at
the Hall of Fame, and it doesn't matter
that your sox have now been White
longer than they've been Red.

You're Carlton Fisk and when you
realize that it is pointless to deny it you
admir it. You accept a drink. Nor rhar
with your salary you need it. You don't
make whar they call Canseco numbers,
but you don't need free drinks. Marvin
Miller, remember him, he came and
went while you played, and made sure
that you had enough that you could
retire anytime you wanted.

You're Carlton Fisk and you'll play
until you know you're done, and then
you'll hang up the Tools of lgnorance
and leave the crouch forever. You're
Carlton Fisk and you can accept a
number of drinks when an admirer's
pl'idt’ S'(IYS i](f ll'c.ls to l]l.ly' [llL‘l'll.

You're Carlton Fisk and you admic it
when you've lost your wallet. Any
Chicagoan would be proud to lend you
his last dime. You rake money proudly
when offered and, as the language of

man to man is your language, you are
not shy to ask for more and take it. For
all your fame you would rather stay in
the half-furnished digs of a tinhorn
newshound than use your pull to cadge
the best room at the Ritz. You don’t
need Idolization’s bastard cousin
Sympathy, and you don’t need the
media.

You do not like your nickname. When
you are called Pudge you say: Who's he?

You're getting older, and life does not
have baseball's potential infiniteness.
No, life is like hockey. When it is over it
is over. Unless there is overtime or
penalty shots. Anyone who has heard
you gurgling phlegm as you slept on a
too-short couch knows that you are
older. You look it, much older than your
photographs, and smaller too. You sleep
in your boxers and “The Only Man in
America Who Knows What He's Doing”
T-shirt. The urge to wake you is
unbearable, but when you are awakened
and asked about Carl Yastrzemski and
Fergie Jenkins and Jim Rice you pretend
first that you don’t know the names and
then ask to be please left alone.

“A working-class hero is something to
be,” wrote the poet of your generation
with you perhaps in mind, and as in
another poem by the same poer,
“Norwegian Wood," you are gone when
a person awakes. An eatly riser, you
leave places before anyone else gets up,
and sometimes, you take an expensive
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watch, obviously thinking it is one of
yours,

But unlike that character, you return
later. Born a Vermonter, you choose few
words and few friends, but sometimes
when you meet someone you rake an
immediate shine to, you are farmboy-
open abour it. If you take an odd drink
in the afternoon, so did Herman Ruth.
Like Ruth, you seem from another time;
you have trouble with the bureaucracy
that replaces credit and bank cards and
s0 rely on the compadreship of the
aficionado for drinks and delivered pizza.

You're Carlton Fisk and you eat every
meal as if you have not eaten in days.
Such is the need for fuel for an engine
such as yours. Your manners are country
manners, though your language is
surprisingly tough city language.

You do not stay a secret anywhere for
long. Wherever you are, friends seck you
out. Not famous friends. Not the silk-
stocking swells of Chicago's smart set.
But the real people. The fans. The
showman always, you play the host in
any venue. You take charge and make a
room your own. Yes, you party, and you
deserve to; baseball is the last sport not
played by college boys. Working hard,
you play with gusto, and when all but
the last guests are gone or asleep you
continue. Could the front-office
numbers crunchers appreciate the love
and trust of your friends that allow you

CONTINUED ON PAGE 70
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THE DAY

THE MUZAK
(» l E Dav JOHN DEREVLANY

hen Marty Sheperd died, the

Galleria honored him with a
moment of silence and a special “Marty
Sheperd Memorial” sale, otherwise
known as “Marty’s Dead Discount
Day.” For one minute, the Muzak fell
silent, the registers slammed shut, and
the paging system of the department
stores “bonged” out a mournful
tribute—the closest thing he would ever
get to a twenty-one-gun salute. Marty
Sheperd, minimum-wage agent, was
dead at the age of fifty-six.

But he was not forgotten, as friends,
clients—even adversaries—gathered at
these unforgiving food-court tables of
part-time help and part-time hopes, and
tried to piece together a portrait of the
man who put the wages into slave-wage
labor.

This is their story.

WiLie WasmincTon, thirty-two, Snack
Shack worker at the Galleria:

Marty was something else. If the
shops at the mall said $3.35 an hour,
he'd come back and ask for $3.60.
And he wouldn’t budge, not until
maybe $3.45. That's the kind of guy
he was. “$3.45 an hour,” he tells me.
“It ain't no chump change.” It was one
of his favorite expressions. He was
good people.

Jimmy Fenper, twenty-two, cook at
Arby’s on Route 4:

I remember the time Mickey D's was
after me for a spot in fries. They were
offering, like, $3.50 or something.
Marty almost flipped. He said, “$3.50?
For chrissakes, my guy can get $3.70 at
B. K. Now gimme $3.60 or we're
walking.” He was always bluffing.
Man, the guy was intense.

JERRY SMOOKE, twenty-eight, manager
of the ltaliano Mio franchise (located
adjacent to the Galleria on Route 4):
Sure, | remember Marty. Marty and
his friggin' “clients.” There was a time
when all you'd see were these kids in
Ozzy T-shirts and bomber jackets
coming in for part-time jobs yelling,
“Call my agent!” I mean, all | wanted
was some kid to deliver pizzas for four
bucks an hour. The next thing I know

there’s this pushy lictle beady-eyed
bastard—he had a face like an
uncooked hash brown, if you know
what | mean— and he’s going, “How
ya doin,’ Jerry baby? Let's talk chump
change.” Friggin' unbelievable!

PuiLuip T. Rovus, thirty-four,
industry analyst, GLC Corporation
(holding company that owns both the
Galleria and Waterside Plaza Mall, as
well as the Tex-Mex Dffice and
Entertainment Complex under
developmenl nearby):

Sheperd had only top clients. He
signed them early—in grammar schaol
sometimes—and he was always out
looking for more, scouting lemonade

stands, Girl Scout cookie sales, -
paperboy hangouts, any sort of pre-
minimum stuff. If you even looked
good trick-or-treating, Marty would be
trying to get a piece of you. He had a
gift for looking at a twelve-year-old
kid and seeing a clean, punctual
sixteen-year-old employee. At his
peak, Marty was the most powerful
man in minimum wage.

SmiTTy TuTTLE, thirty-nine, night
manager (retired), Lord of the Fries
outlel in the Galleria:

So for a while, when Marty lifted his
leg, we had no choice but to play the
fire hydrant, you know? That's the
kind of power he wielded. But for
what? I mean, I'm negotiating a kid ro
work at Lord of the Fries and Marty's
giving me a hard time over a few
pennies an hour. I'm, like, “Marty,
stop nickel-and-dimin’ me.” And he
just gnaws on that cigar of his and
belches in a very violent way, like he's
going to boot something toxic on me.
He snarls, "It may be a nickel and a
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dime to you. But for me, it's 10
percent of a nickel and a dime.”

Freopy TomKins, twenty-five,
assistant manager of La Canlina in
Waterside Plaza Mall:

Oh, sure. A lot of the bosses didn’t
care for Marty. To tell you the truth, |
didn't either. But what could | do?
Marty was the best. | mean, five years
ago | was a cashier. Now I'm assistant
manager. Marty made me.

So why didn't I like him? Too much
schnorring. | mean, he'd never pass up
an opportunity to schnorr you for
some free batteries, or nachos, or a
chicken frank—whatever. He'd come
in and say, “Let’s talk, babe.” Which

PAUL CORIO

meant: “Feed me.” He always wanted
free food from us. This was his idea of
“doing lunch.”

Sanpy BaLsamo, twenty-one,
sociology major and cashier at the
Radio Shack in the Galleria:

You've got to look at Marty Sheperd
in the appropriate social context, He
wasn’t a father figure, a coach, or even
a really cool science teacher. He was
just this guy who just sort of leeched
off kids—like, weird, right? He'd say
things like “Love ya, Sandy,” but there
was no “love” there. It was, like, total
phoniness. My overall observation is
that he was creepy.

Puiuip T. Rovuns:

The beginning of the end came, |
believe, when he tried “packaging” his
clients. In other words, he'd offer a
store owner a whole “package” of
talent—cooks, clean-up crew, cashier,
managers, etc. The whole staff. Not a
bad idea, if Marty hadn't gotten
CONTINUED ON PAGE 67
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n the first day of Christmas, my true love sent to me
a subscription to the National Lampoon
in a pear tree—the bastard!

Okay, it was a nice gesture when it arrived,
that first day of Christmas—the latest issue
of America’s funniest humor magazine nes-
tled in a pear trec. But on the second day—
nada. No turtledoves, no nothing. I called
my truc love. He told me that there was
enough great humor and cheer in the
National Lampoon to last all twelve days!
But what about some golden rings or French
hens? Where're my ten lords a-leaping? 1
implored. Who needs lords when you've got
True Facts and Letters from the Editors?
And the Funny Pages are worth more than
seven hundred swans a-swimming, he main-
tained: So I settled down and began reading
the National Lampoon, and my true love was
right! It was all I needed for Christmas and
the rest of the year! Delighted, I rushed over
to his house to share my Christmas joy and
the National Lampoon with him. I pushed
past his butler and called out his name as |
made my way back to his bedchamber. I play-
fully kicked my shoes off as I threw the door
open. And there he was, in bed. Surrounded
by eight maids a-milking. The bastard!
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[J ONE YEAR of National Lampoon at Send check or money order (in U.S. funds) Lo National Lampoon,
$13.95 (save $15.55 over newsstand 155 Avenue of the Americas, NL1291, New York, NY 10013.
price).

[ TWO YEARS of National Lampoon at D
$22.95 (save $36.06 over newsstand
pies), ADDRESS

0 THREE YEARS of National oY STATE 7P
Lampoon at $,3 4,96 (save $63.66 over For ultra-fast service, forget the coupon and call toll-free 1-800-
newsstand price). 257-7600. If you hate telephones but don't want to cut up this

priceless publication, print or Lype all necessary infoon a
separate piece of paper and send it along with your check or
money order.

Add $10.00 per year for Canada, Mexico, and
other foreign lands.

PS. Order a rwo- or three-year subscription and receive a free copy of
National Lampoon’s Cartoon Book —The Best of 18 Years.
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REPRINTED WITH PERMISSION FROM THE MANHATTAN BLUE STREAK,
THE ALTERNATIVE WEEKLY NEWSPAPER OF MANHATTAN, ILLINOIS, LOCATED JUST THIRTEEN MILES WEST OF MONEE,

MARCOS SORENSEN

“Let he who is without sin cast the first
stone.”
Jesus Christ

“Peaple who lives in glass houses
should not throw stones.”
—Bazooka Joe

Double Exposure! The Poofed and
the Popped: The Small Apple hasn't
tasted anything this scandalicious
since Mrs. Frank Wrona separated
Big Frank from Little Frank in a jeal-
ous rage back in '82. And, as always,
your faithful Wag is on the scene,
pooper snooping and savoring every
last wicked whiff.

S

The ‘Scoop’ Poop: The fun began when
Ron Peterson, ed 'n’ pub o' the Times-
Caveat (“"Manhattan’s Only Reliable
Source for News"), returned from a
meeting of the lllinois Small Publishers
Association in Mykindatown, where, in
between griping about drink prices while
happily paying double the gaing rate fora
bigcity spank 'n’ yank, the old dog heard
about this new trick, a le haute newe
trende in journalism called reporting.
Eager to appear competent in his father's
chosen field, Peterson immediately
dumped plans for an all-bake-sale-
announcements edition and dropped this
b.m.-shell on the front page:

MAYOR DINKLE A HOMO-
SEXUAL, SOURCE SAYS

BU

Sooprise Sooprise Sooprise!, to
quote Mayor Ed’s oldgoodfriend
Gomer. As copies of the T-C Sexposé
landed in busﬁes and on roofs across
town last Thursday afternoon, all
Manhattan reeled, with reaction on
the street ranging from a stupefied “Is
that s0?” to a stunned slow blinking of
the eyes accompanied by a flabber-
gasted smirk. But Wag's fave response

came from Mayor Ed’s Press Secre-
tary and Receptiveness, Jeffery
Peterson, who moaned that his
whonor was “in congress and cannot

That’s not to say our Bachelor
Mayor was about to take the whole
thang kneeling down. Nosir. That
very night, at the Manhattan Mer-
chants Monthly Business/Pleasure
Mixer at Chubby’s Pub 'n’ Grub and
Dance, Mayor Ed interrupted Kim
Carnes in mid-set—right between
Betite Davis’s eyes—and challenged
PetersOn to a PetersOff —in hisown-
words, to “whip it out, and see who's a
man.” Peterson demurred, but his
Edness whipped it out anyway, guar-
anteeing himself at least 50 percent of
the vote in the next election (though
we're not saying which half).

kot

Officer, Arrest That Manhood!, Peterson
plaintiffly squealed, but Sheriff Lucy
Maxwell declined to slap on the cuff,
judging the Mayor's generous display to
be “performance art” fully protected by
the First Amendment. Not so fully pro-
tected, however, was the performance
Peterson himself put on that evening in
his own home —a semi-privates display
that Maxwell charges could easily have
been seen by any child capable of climb-
ing the big maple out in the front yard.
Confiscated in the raid was a well-wound
copy of Moistbusters (more than two
months overdue from the Video Vortex), a
family-size bottle of Vaseline Intensive
Care Lotion, and a box of rubber bands—
the very same ones your T-C comes
wrapped in every week.

ageke

Extra! Extra! Read All About It!...
In the police report, that is (Xeroxes of
which have been conveniently posted
around town), but not, apparently, in
Manhattan’s only reliable source for
news. Judging from this week’s all-
bake-sale-announcements edition of
the T-C (handle with tongs, please),
it appears Peterson the Indepth
Reporter has yet to secure an inter-
view with Peterson the Indeep
Doodoo. Perhaps he doesn’t have
the right phone number. It’s (815)
479-4933.
But enough about him. ...

HEw

Still Dying: Tiny Siobhan Mitchell, Man-
hattan's own Ryan White, returned to
consciousness briefly over the week-
end—that's twice in the past three
months!

At her bedside when she awoke: David
Hasselhoff, Anthony Michael Hall, Jus-
tine Bateman, Byron Allen, Gail Matthius

(remember her?), and Maureen McCor-
mick, television's original Marcia Brady.
Good sport Siobhan managed to remain
responsive long enough for everybody to
get their picturesin.. ..

On a related note, the Mass for
Siobhan will be at 7:30 A.M. at St.
Nancy's this week rather than the usual
10:45 A.M., so that Frank and Julie
Mitchell can attend Manhattan High's
“Pancake Breakfast <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>