

























































































June 13, 198§

Dear Sir or Madam:

While I was honored by Harvard's offer

ficult period of decision I have decided

versity, and so am sending you this letier

You provided no reply card, as does every other

higher learning in the known world. I would like
admissions committe for the time they devoted to

of selection, blah blah blah blah blah blah blah blah
blah blah blah blah. While the decision was agonizing,
was one fact which seemed to tip the proverbial scale.

AVERAGE TEMPERATURE IN JANUARY (°F)

Boston San Francisco
31.55 63.4

How could I resist? If you don't understand how,
think about it again in January, say, on the Ex-
pressway during a snow emergency. But anyway,
thanks again.

California bound,

i st

Mark Lokensgard

P.S. This doesn't hurt
my chance for the
Business School,
does it?

The Stanford Chapel

























BADLYDRAWN

The Master of Disguise

MAN

DRAW HiM!
START AT 1 AND
CoNNECT ALL DoTs!

BADPLYDRAWN MARN
MEETS FPICASSH, | .

O UR HERO - EVER.
READY AT THE STReKE
oF A PENCIL, BAPLYDRAWN
MAN, THE PATRON SAINT
OF SCRIBBLERS, FACES
THE &NE THREAT TO ALL
MepeERN ARTISTS...

TALENT

YES, THE MAN WAS
ABoYT SIX FEET
TALL, HAD BEowWN

IF You AN DRAW THIS
FieURE WITH RELATIVE EASE,
PoN'T BOoTHER APPLYING To
ART ScHeor . . .

THEY WonN'T WANT You !







STANF URD FACTS

We all know that Stanford was founded in 1891 by railroad magnate Leland S __'V rd
in honor of his recently passed son Leland, Jr., but there are many things about th
fine Western institution that many folks don’t know. Here are a few of them:

M Stanford is not actually a university.
It is, rather, a gigantic railroad
switching station and trainyard,
designed to increase Leland, Sr.’s
massive wealth and power in the rail
industry. While those young people
accepted annually to Stanford soon find
this out, they keep quiet about it, since
they don’t have to go to classes and
they get great discount travel rates on
all east-bound trains. This mystery
also explains the preponderence of

engineers on “campus.” B

W0

J

B All Stanford professors must undergo a
brutal initiation which requires them to
run to the Dish (Stanford’s satellite
receiving station) with President Don
Kennedy strapped to their back. Those
that maintain perfect posture
throughout the ten-mile run receive
tenure.

Stanford students
enjoying the
new ice cream parlor at

73 EMBARCADERO TOWN & COUNTRY

A fair-haired lad named Leopunzel is

trapped at the top of Hoover Tower. |
Once every year, at midnight, he lets
his golden locks down for someone to [
rescue him. No one ever has.

e

B Only one student
of Polya Hall.

£ Q HEWITT—u

On the Stanford’s visit to Paris in
1887, the Eiffel Tower mysteriously
disappeared for two weeks. It was later (.
returned with a note that read “Gee, :
you French sure are touchy, Sincerely
L.S., Jr.” Did Leland, Jr. take the
famed tower? He took that secret (as ’
well as, it is rumored, the missing

Colossus of Rhodes) to the grave with

him.

M Meyer Library was named after Oscar Meyer, famed weiner
tycoon, for his contribution of fine aged salamis to the
Stanford family collection. However, the Libby’s
Libby’s, on the Label, Label, Label, Law Library has no
relation to the famed canned fruit manufacturer.

Libby’s,

M If you sit a chimpanzee in front of a

typewriter and let him peck away for a
few hours, The Daily will hire him.

| -. ‘ M The glue backing the stamps sold at
the Post Office are flavored differently
each day of the week.

M Even though Leland Stanford ma
fortune through the train mdm**\ an
was one of the founding fathers of the
Transatlantic Railway, it was said th
HE HATED TRAINS!

The Stanford Chaparral
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HARVARD FACTS

We all know that Harvard is the best school in all of Boston. Here are a few
things we don’t know about Harvard:

SSiiiee
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M The Harvard Harpoon, established
1876, was originally an organization
of whaling and scrimshaw enthusiasts.
The Harpoon organized campus-wide
whale hunts in the Charles River. The
present-day incarnation meets every
third day in their legendary Schooner to
read Herman Melville, aloud.

SSiey
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B John Harvard wrote in his will, “After
three-hundred and fifty years of our
Lord, being the year Nineteen-hundred
and eighty-seven, the college of
Harvard shall lose its charter and cease
to exist. At this time, all students

still enrolled shall be cast out onto the
streets to fend for themselves. No
degrees shall be granted.”

L Alild 4
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B Nine out of ten Harvard graduates are mugged before the
age of forty.

9

LA

M When read backwards, Harvard’s motto
“Veritas” spells “Satire V.” The fifth
satire of The Satires of Juvenal, a
Latin classic, contains passages in-
volving alcohol consumption, rowdy
behavior, and even drunken brawls. If
this seems like an incredible coinci-
dence, perhaps the following passage
will ring true:

You stop a jug with your face, pick up a
napkin to wipe it,

Find your bloody nose has turned the
damask to crimson...

ew

3
»
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B Harvard has 3 majors, two of them Economics. The third
is Economics.

M Anyone reading this while driving in
downtown Boston can expect to have a
car accident within the next 35
seconds.

B Nobody at Harvard knows the words
to “Louie, Louie.”

(R S [T S S TR S

B Students not wishing to employ the divers and sundry bridges
above the River Charles may instead be ferried across by
Charon for a small fee.

M Harvard professors have won six Nobel
Prizes. Four in Economics and two in
Economics.

M Boston has been invaded by a

foreign country more than once in
history.

B There are many, many more dead
Harvard alumni than dead Stanford
alumni.

The Stanford Happy Pal



| The Real World is not a Funny Place. But It Should be.
Subscribe to the Chaparral

Some Propaganda: r—— “

, I Yes! | want more Chappies!
In 1899, prominent Washington, D.C. socialite Bristow |

Adams founded the Chaparral. Thirty years later, Adams | Subscriptions: Back Issues:

was head of Cornell’s school of journalism. In 1900, | oneyeor ss ol e e B S EIAPADAL

Chappie Editor Wallace Irwin poached four of Stanford heoyoante $150 =00y

President David Starr Jordan’s prized chickens and served | Name: - 105S:_Scoy Scory. MADD Magoaine.
them to the president for dinner. Thirty years later, Irwin I camp lefes, Kidde Daly, ofher -
won the Pulitzer prize in poetry. In 1923, Goodwin Address e

== o s
was Governor of California. In 1925, Herbert Hoover, iy i, 2

City: Srowryman, Doy los comics, senfient
oie® poper

|
Jr. joined the Chaparral. Thirty years later, he was still | -
Herbert Hoover, Jr. In 1935, Doodles Weaver was Editor | Stés. Z MYTHOLOGY—Cusery Rymes, The Color
I
I

> Maouwve, Arsche Comics, The Modyssey,
of the Chaparral. Ten years later, he was head writer for shor? ecitor
Spike Jones. Thirty years later, Doodles’s niece, ] CRASH COMICS —Scom Becrs The Men

Sigourney, wrote for the Chaparral. Now she’s killing | 7 8end me more nfo on back isuss. of Dominc’s Colendir. Lombo, Micmi Nice,

Buns for Lunch_ Lise Zuls

I
|
I
I
I
I
I
Knight was Editor of the Chaparral. Thirty years later, he I —L5TS EAT—Low Supper Cib, Alice in I |
I
I
I
I
aliens on the silver screen. }

I 0 Payment enclosed.
, . ) i | O imerr ! OTHER ISSUES AVAIL ABLE I
. Subscribe to the Chaparral. You won’t have to wait thirty T 1 WHICH ONES DO YOU WANT?
years for the best humor around. It can be dropped right on | oot oD |

| your doorstep, four imesayear. L. E

7 %
TOP SECRET |

An Enigma That Drives People Crazy!
‘B N

A concave top surface on which a small Saturn shape spins
like a top for days even weeks on end with just one start.

People are captivated by this phenomenon that spins at
250 revolutions per minute and dances all over its base
in irregular patterns with no means of power except its
own force.

How does it work, people will ask? We are sorry but we can't
say here because it's Top Secret. We will be glad to explain
and show the scientific principle to this enigmatic top
everyday until 9:00 pm (Sundays excepted).

@ THINKER
C  Tors

196 STANFORD CENTER, PALO ALTO

K\ (415) 326-2555

The Stanford Chaparral
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DEPARTMENT OF | f | PHILOSOPHY
INT %
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Dear Jim:

As you suggested, | perused Harvard's Freshman Advisor's Handbook.
It was still on my bookshelf from my days there learning the professoring
business as a graduate student and Teaching Assistant. The grad students
carried a heavy teaching load, so | got a lot of practice.

(Wrnen G, (rbo—

Warren G. Wonka

Mr. Josh ¥ C‘napaﬂa‘ 1 Anyway, their advisor's book sure is different from Stanford's. For
gditor, St ations abo¥ example, advisors are expected to cover such things as these:
jbute some O Sedl we\COme "Please inform your charges that they are not to walk on the grass,
: 18l a especially in the Yard." | assure you that this is not some sort of droll joke. |
; n 10 asked, P y j
Deart Josht a4 you vitatl 1 ,you y think they really are serious.
1 med ¥ '’ ChaparT that H rvards There's another: "On the first sunny day (usually in mid-October and
ASY \.N, o 1SS - m told m! mpoods followed by a couple more in May), please alert your advisees to the
au versity o ‘hoice- £ e Ll - o, that p!’thbltlon against rooftop sunbathing." From what I've seen here, it would be
Harvar ou g Writing SO Al ) £ th Magazine difficult to convince any Stanford students that a roof has anv other function.
thiS? the ans Eops S e ™\ That reminds me, Jim, of one other ob ti F h
oW e Epp , Jim, servation. For years we have
Youkn ¢ dean, Axch 2 ab\'rmk age i venma“y. oft wondered why our graduate students from Harvard have had reading
sword dsa a“emauve w t's not the! ambndge 18 problems. Our reading clinic recently came up with the answer. Despite the
Gion, at the 0eSSAZE- 2 map- report thal wh oW fact that they have read a lot, Harvard grads have had absolutely no
sicyway 1 got the Jooking ar;a 1eased Tums and ;‘Sma“ they are experience with reading in sunlight. They have to be taught to do so.
1 ; (8} 1dec. C I
Tstaried O Y ivisin CambRcEy e o g responses RN
e told T an more 1MW (
someon £ the @
- very e
the map d. Here axf
about monse Cofd.‘any s Heidi Erickson,
the only 1eSP! \/ Professor of Philosophy
Tm L‘Jggsmdems
> 5 %
5305 . ‘| STANFORD UNIVERSITY
O STANFORD, CALIFORNIA 94305
AX OF . /M«/ OFFICE OF THE PRESIDENT
jdent Donald Kennedy Dear Jim: .
resl = o e Sy :
PS{BI\fOrdLm\ ersity 1
the Chappie- e 're a B!
: ing for : you
Dear Dot e iiis " e (vol.144, it J w
© oo T woOrKHS ‘:‘? 3 Al 1Due‘ct0\'y ) ¢
Asyou o e inthe HANEW Ty ink that's 20 oaching celebration . : Don
e ;our naii ot Stanforc- - .
Gdntse Y rightbere 3t B e ont 9 ’?’P 350th bmhdgya .
Harvard 21 1 powever, iS¢ eally did o t; arles River —~ ant who
My real neeru- . med th oy spanning ﬁ}” g Secretary nnet =
e re Jearne™= 1+ o jnvited Ot 5
omenmal. TVEERR L they IVileS >~ :
our \.emi jnbow Of 8" .o +e 33c0l0gY- s as Dig o
. had a ran0 1< <hOW- ot 16° 1 SrewOIKS & U5
They B0 27 reworks SROW-____ mjta? And Drc
- oer Of @ IV "~ _cyis dis e [ agumi2
TundinEST ) reworks OFIS sttt rERSITY
dded the OF <11 we have i e Beniet A 94305
& For OUF 100-&1“ Wil j;miiec“ A
or us? £
gexpensive 8 j‘;"
an
Jim
- e
? AN OF <TUDENT AEED
E
(o)
1sat GOV Ty ?
gl NCIE
sence f
Warren G. Wonka E d\tof SOS‘\ mmg expefgf.‘v “‘e) hand- ‘ m1s
Dear e eal \eaDIR CTOR { el cours! 1d S“(pnseq\
. 11fo! 2 ha yerad:
g C . wine (C& g ery €
This as$ hite W d. Hle to A resulfs
Wil anter Hout 1 was @ ad the
essay» eCalit™ na e You
Dear Dean Lyons: ﬁey 1 LE! S £ pot M h1s al pfo\‘)\ b ﬂopped * 5
0se is ar £3
Heading East in my wagon train, bound for graduate studies at Harvard, I was in d\SCO‘fg d (‘10 migre s ard, N deC““
a constant state of trepidition. Would I be eaten by Pilgrims? If I wrote a book, AdiscO S bout 1 mus
would Boston burn it? What happens to the out-of-state observer who notes that "the va 8 to Jed 4 e
Ha muC“ tf\)“Ys
Charles is looking a little grubby today” ? Anyway, not to keep you in suspense any 1,'1\0“- T all p\aC X Regr
longer, our wagon train arrived in Cambridge withour calamity and was promptly ere
surrounded by a fleet of silver BMW's. I thought I was in a Stanford fraternity ness th 1S arly 2
1
parking lot until the drivers all yelled and honked their horns and started talking in a Solf oW i il 1ol
tongue that I could not understand at all . . . yeat& mq‘;\i\t essay fret 2 Cord\a Y
1 4
) : to Wit /W
Wish me luck! Cordially,
Jim













LUNCH: Mon. - Sat., 11:30 - 5:00
DINNER: Sun. - Thurs., 5:00 - 10:00

Fri. — Sat., 5:00 - 10:30

45% MOUNT AUBURN ST.
CAMBRIDGE, MA, 02138
TEL. 354 - 1718

(Free parking available to
dinner customers.)
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s I lay

resting in the basement sau-
na, leafing casually through
the 1986 Harvard Lampoon
Annual Report to Stock-
holders, I was disturbed by
the gentle rap of our stew-
ard, Ellingsworth, bringing
the day’s mail for my perusal.

“Mr. Oakley? The post has
arrived,” he stated, handing
me my traditional 10:00 brandy along with
the bundle of letters.

“Ahh, thank you, my good man. That will
beall. . .”  murmured, leafing through the
usual assortment of royalty checks, banquet
invitations, and pleas from the Association
of Motion Picture Arts and Sciences to final-
ly come pick up that cache of Oscars the
Lampoon deigned not to accept last year.
At last, I happened upon a single unusal
item: a small, handwritten envelope from
someone or something entitled “Stanford
Chaparral.”

Remembering joyously our fine victory

at last year’s Stamford, Connecticut,
Curling Tourney, I hastened to open the en-
velope, only to be dismayed by the lack of
cash within.

Enclosed was a short, plaintive letter
from an unknown “comic” magazine of the
West. They wanted us to do a “joint issue”
with them. Chuckling at their naivete, I rou-
tinely shoved the thing in the pocket of my
robe, reminding myself to have the secre-
tary file it among the 912 similar requests
Wwe receive every semester here at the Har-
vard Lampoon.

Later, back in my resplendent Eliot
House room, I was wrested from the eve-
ning’s entertainment of making a freshman
polish all sixty-six pairs of my shoes by the
harsh ring of the telephone.

“Oh, froshie, would you get that?” I hol-
lered, reclining in my chair to continue my
re-reading of Gatsby. The youth ran to the

Vv a 1

adjoining common room.

“Sir? Oh, pardon me, Sir, I mean ‘Great
Honored Sir of the Most Dignified Car-
riage’? A fellow who claims to be a prep-
school chum wishes to speak to you.”
]) elighted, I sprang from the comfort of

respite, ever- happy to discuss the old
days with a compatriot. Visions of the
pranks of yesteryear danced in my head:
giving the Headmaster a particularly unat-
tractive cummerbund for Christmas, singing
slightly off-key in the Men’s Chorus, and
shooting flaming arrows at the school zep-
pelin. I could hardly contain my excitement.

The voice echoing from the receiver, un-
fortunately, rung no bell in my memory.
Someone identifying himself as “John Win-
ston” wanted to know if I had “gotten his
letter.” He claimed that he was editing
something entitled the “Shop-No-Rahl,” and
wanted to know if the Lampoon would enter
some sort of dubious project with this
publication.

“Most certainly not!” I bellowed. “I no
more recognize your alleged magazine than
I recognize your wretched voice. I am mor-
tified, sir, by your presumption, and I wish
you a GOOD DAY!”

Islammed the receiver down and re-

turned to the study to see the frosh,
hands and face now akin to those of the low-
liest bootblack, attempting to sneak into the
lavatory to relieve himself.

“There’ll be no urination, froshie, until
those shoes sparkle like the Kaiser’s epau-
lets! Now, return to your duties before I'm
tempted to call the House Master in on
you!”

I chuckled at the poor frosh as he slinked
back to the enormous pile of footwear.
Lighting my pipe with a grin, I strode into
the bedroom, divested myself of my outer-
garments, and donned my trusty robe. As I
felt around in the pockets for my pipe
tamper, I came upon the letter I'd forgotten
to leave at the Lampoon Castle—the letter,
it dawned upon me, had come from my self-
proclaimed “high-school chum.”

i t a s

Just then, a torrent of memories
swarmed throughout my cranium: this “John
Winston” was no more than a “Josh Wein-
stein” distorted by three thousand miles of
unreliable telephone cable, and his “Shop-
No-Rahl” was the “Stanford Chaparral”
mentioned on the letterhead. Admittedly,
this Weinstein fellow had been a bit of a
bookworm at the old alma mater, but he had
always been good for a larf. His antics since
his departure for the West Coast three
vears ago had apparently earned him the ti-
tle of editor at his university humor
magazine!

In a quandary, I ran for the telephone to
summon a favorite faculty member for
advice.

“Johnny!” I screamed. “Put on your slip-
pers and join me in Eliot at once.”

Several minutes later, John Kenneth Gal-
braith entered the common room, huffing
and puffing from his run from Somerville.

“I came as soon as I could!” he panted.

“Quite all right, prof,” I replied through
the clenched teeth gripping my pipe. “Your
hurry was admirable, but, you see, I'm in a
bit of a pinch.”

I explained to JKG the source of my trou-
bles: I was always one to cater to the wishes
of an old comrade, but this time I simply
wasn't able. Josh requested that I and my
fellow Lampoon wags write and edit an is-
sue of our beloved magazine with the staff of
the Chaparral. The Lampoon, I explained,
was one hundred and twelve years old, the
oldest humor publication in the United
States, and the Chappie was scarcely a nu-
bile eight-seven. We had never debased our-
selves in association with such a lesser rag,
and, said some of my Lampoon brothers,
we never would.

Pouring himself a tad of sherry, John
looked over with a smile and responded, in
that wry way of his, “Rules were meant to be
broken.”

That was enough for me.
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V(e BOARD OF EDITORS
I—
Daniel J. Greaney *86—7, President
ora Edward W. Conlon 87, Ibis
"Iy~ S Christopher L. Dingman °86~7, Narthex
- A. Glazier '86-7  C.J. Farley 88
1 D.A. McGrath ’86-7 Y. Im ’88
X EM. Losh 87  K.S. Boockvar 89
\ 1 J. Root °87  E.L. Kaplan ’89
AL D.S. Cohen 88  J.C. Yang '89
.. P.R. Simms '87-8  S.0. Edwards '88
[ i C.A. Bandera ’87 B.S. Metcalf 88
= L.M. Guterman °87  S.A. Lipp ’89
F_S;‘:?" { T.E. Haroldson 87  D.J. Samuels 89 My .este.rand.ﬂ?is were loung-
v L.J. Rosowsky 87  MLC.M.L Forbes 90,58 o g\ Ing in Ibls“nest, talking
" G.P. MDonald '89  D.J. Mirsky 90 b A hStletsslly.‘ Ty .apd ];thg
0 = L : » N.M. yooner *90 mante plQCG} 1S 1n al
D.L Barenblatt 88  N.M. Spooner shape™ finished Tester
Paul A. Felix ’87, Art Director s ticking off the fina_l item
gt Stephen E. Pomper ’87, Hautbois : represented by the fingers
Steven R. Tompkins ’87-8, Sackbut of his left hand. )
St : E Yp 87 Sa 5 “It’s not only that which makes me
& oo L o Do N hot-blooded. The Great Hall tipped
Douglas Mao ’87, Librarian over and the oven is flooded,” reminded
BUSINESS BOARD g/:,)llts’ in a feeble attempt at gentlemanly
William L. Qakley ’88, Treasurer “Right, and the VCR ate my hc.)me,;
77, W Sophia A. McClennan °87, Business Manager Vggkd and the lcon}putﬁr o flrﬁ’.
U 47 David A. Fraze °88, Circulation Manager 240s JeSter.]Oy essly, throwing up his
. e o i hands, the fingers of which were now
Elizabeth R. Micheli ’87, Production Manager hopelessly itemized. “Where is that
L.R. Blumenfeld 87 J.W. Boynton IV '88 Blot? The Castl? is fallingdown aroung
1876 B.L. Kenet 88 N.A. Kaii ’88 us and he hasn’t been seen in weeks.
1.D F i o= '39 V.J .W Jhl 88 “Maybe he’s hibernating for the
i e winter,” coughed the consumptive
A.B. Levy 89 crow-like creature.
“Nonsense,” snapped Jester, fondling
Elmer W. Green, 1897-1977 Grand Curator the wooden statue of Willie Mays which
, 2 he carried at all times. “You know as
Issue Editor: William L. Oakley well as I that Blot is more insect-like
than mammal-like.”
6 M A






are some things in your transcript I'd
like to discuss with you. How do you
explain this F in Neo- Natal Dieclec-
ticism? Or this D in Shakespearean
Bio-Finance?”

“But I never—I didn’t—that’s not—"
stammered the stupefied stain.

“And what about this F in Medieval
French Robotics?” thundered Leg-
strong, rising from his seat. “And how
do you explain you lack of background
in Swedish Sanskrit?”

“That’s not what my transcript
says,” Blot feebly protested.

“Is that so?” snarled Legstrong. “I
seem to be having difficulty reading it.
Why don’t you resubmit it in Arabic?”

“I—I don’t know any Arabic,” Blot
sniveled.

“Gee, neither do I' Too bad! Why
don’t you go back to Harvard, then!”
roared Legstrong. “I don’t think
Stanford has a space for someone like
you!” He flung the transcript at Blot’s
pitchy physiognomy. “Get out!”

ester and Ibis were discussing

human nature in the Great

Hall when they heard the door

open downstairs. A moment
later Blot appeared at the head of the
Hall. “Blot! Fix this place up! Where
have you been anyway?” they shouted
in unison.

“Um, I've been, uh, out,” Blot
mumbled. He unenthusiastically began
unscrewing a burned out lightbulb.

“Yeah, well, get this place in shape
and then go over and fix up the
Advocate. We now own them tooand”’—
Jester stopped, noticing Blot’s dejec-
tion. He and Ibis went over to him.

“Hey, Blottie, what’s the matter?
You didn’t have an unpleasant adven-
ture that taught you a valuable lesson,
did you?” asked Ibis kindly.

“Yeah, I guess you could say I did,”
Blot said sadly. “I learned that the
golden paradise of Stanford has a lot of
tarnish on it when you're close up. I
learned that you can’t run away from
yourself. Ilearned that my true friends
were here all along.”

Jester and Ibis regarded him affec-
tionately. “I don’t know if gold
tarnishes, but brass sure does, you
lazy puddle of gunk. Just look at those
chandeliers,” scolded Jester. Ibis thrust
a can of Brasso and some paper towels
into Blot’s hands, and the pair left him
to the dismal task as they went off to
lose their money at another all-night
poker game.
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Our steadfast
commitment to
excellence is just
one of the reasons
why shippers rely on
Dart Containerline’s
weekly service

to continental Europe,
Ireland and the UK.

"DART =

Sespec Services, inc., General
Offices in over 25 American cities.




Welcome to Stanford University

‘Campus

To your left, you will see Bowlingba Hall, the oldest and
most dilapidated of Stanford’s three buildings. Feel free to

survey the structure’s classic baked mud architecture--from a
distance. Those who approach for a closer look too often find
themselves maimed or serioiusly injured by the shower of
brick that continually rains down from the upper stories.
To your right, notice the rusted iron exterior of the Stanford

dog kennel.

As you stroll past the sewage processing plant, watch your
step to avoid tripping over an exposed pipeline and killing
yourself.

No plant or animal can live in the region immediately
surrounding the sewage facility, except bugs. However, if
you lean sideways you will be able to make out Stanford’s
landmark ”Stuffed Dog” monument. These champion
hounds, raised in the University’s own kennels, died last week

of a cont

infection.

Hurry past the bums and hobos that line both sides of the
walkway. Ignore them even if they curse and motion at you
as you go by.

If possible, avoid the crazy man with the false moustache.
(This may be impossible if he approaches while you are
attempting to navigate the ledge around the gaping
pothole.)

Do not step on or crush the snake traps; they are there for
your own protection.

If you don’t watch out, fat men walking in the other direction

may jostle you and knock you down.

Ahead and to the left, tke note of the complix of furnaces
that heats the University during occasional spells of icy
weather. To either side are storehouses that contain the coal
used in the furnace system. Though a point of some historical
significance, the coal burners are actually inefficient by

modern standards, and dump pollutants into the air at one

hundred times the legal rate.

The intricate tile-work in this 19th century courtyard is still an
impressive highlight of any visitor’s day at Stanford, though
the huge piles of feces from dogs and cats have marred its
beauty.

ourbook

***Note: Visitors not wearing heavy trousers are advised to
avoid this area, as parasites may emerge and attempt to
cling to the lower portion of the leg.

***Warning: Stay off the merry-go-round. Itis a dangerous

source of splinters and electric shocks.

Ahead is the Stanford building itself. The left wing contains
the dining hall and the chemical laboratories; the right wing
houses the student body and accomodates a small number of
overflow dog kennels.

For your convenience, there is a women's room located on
the thirty-ninth floor. Unfortunately, the men’s room was
destroyed by fire last year.

***Warning: Turn back if you are eating sweets or wearing
any flowered clothing——otherwise, swarms of bees will
attack you.

***Warning: The dogs occasionally chew through the bars
of their cages and litter the hallways with their droppings.

***Warning: Do not feed the dogs. They will bite you over

and over again.

You have completed your tour of Stanford University. Leave
quickly via the rear exit. Please come back soon.
***Note to prospective students: Drop your completed

application in the large tub. DSC




ave you ever been to Stanford? “Well . . . no,” I hear
you say.

Then how do know it even exists?

“It must exist,” I hear you say indignantly. “I know
some people who go there and I've seen pictures of it.”

Well, I'm sorry to burst your balloon, but Stanford doesn’t exist.
It’s all a big hoax.

Ask someone where Stanford is. “Out in California,” they’ll say.
But if you ask them to be more exact, the only reply will be blank
stares of ignorance.

Photographs? Any photographer worth his salt can fake a photo to
show anything. The next time you see a postcard or other picture of
Stanford, look at it carefully. See those tiny brushstrokes? Those con-
tradictory shadows? You're looking at a photo of a place not found on
this or any other Earth.

Your “friends” that claim to go to Stanford—come on, even vou
should be able to see through that one. They really stay home all day
and watch television. Why else would they be so stupid?

Sure, you can send mail to “Stanford.” Lots of other people do too.
But the only place it ever gets delivered to is the bottom of the ocean.
Do some diving off the California coast sometime and you might see
the heaps of soggy correspondence. Just watch out for the deadly
sharks that constantly patrol the area.

And the next ume you're in California, try to find Stanford. Tell
people that you'd like to take a tour. Just don’t be surprised when they
turn away fearfully and refuse to speak to you. Consult a map—no
matter how much vou look. you won't find a “Stanford.” If vou call
Information and ask for Stanford’s number. be prepared to have the
line go dead.

I must advise you not to become too overt in your investigations. |
once knew some people who started asking a few too many embar-
rassing questions about Stanford—and they started to notice gray
vans following them around. They complained of nausea and aching
feet. A few days later they disappeared.

Who is responsible for this massive hoax? What is the reason for it?
Those in power aren’t talking. But is it just coincidence that the giant
meteorite hit Stberia in 1905—the same year that Henry Ford intro-
duced the Model T? Is it Just coincidence that Lyndon Johnson became
President the same day that John F. Kennedy was assassinated? Have
you ever wondered why vegetables spoil if left out in the sun for a day
or two?

I know this must come as a shock. But you must try to appear as if
nothing has happened. Right now, unfriendly eves are watching you.
To be safe, sneer at this page as if you don’t believe it. Mutter “Stan-
ford—a hoax? Why, that’s, that’s crazy.” Turn the page and read
something else. Good luck. SEY
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MEMORANDUM

=7 Re: Why We s‘nouldn’t do this issue, OT why this jgsue is @ part,icula.ﬂy pad ided
Jesus: Hey, Heavenly Dad, guess what I made in ghop class today?

God (r\lst.l'mg newspaper grump'ﬂy——smce Heaven never changes it is the same paper ne has
’ read every day since the dawn of time. Besides, he's omniscient): What did you 4o with the

Jesus: 1 made an object 8O neavy ever You, the Lord and Creator of the Cosmos, cary’t 1ift it. Iv's
powli trophies.
God: AD object 80 neavy everlt Ican't 1ift it? J esus H. Cchrist, nave you peen transsubstantiatmg

Jesus: No, Dad see .- _nere it is. (hands it to God)

(The super—hea.vy object slips through God’s fingers and Grops on his foot.)

God: OW! That's it, yOUW'Te grounded for an eon- Andno gneaking off to die for someone’s sins, 0T
71 kick your putl.

Bill, the above dialogue merely gerves O flustrate the principle that using an irresistable force
against an mmova.ble object 18 & generany pad idea. That's the Cha,pa;vral and the Lampoon- Hu-
_stallions pulling opposite girections with this jssue arawn and quartered petweel-

What if they pervert our sophistica.ted, cynical Basb Coast HumoTr with gheir “menow,” «grody,

“feel-good” Ga.lifornia gags‘? “Why did the dude cross Escondido Road? To cateh some acbion with

thoseé 1ittle Rice Krispies clves. NOW 1know itsa darug, andl wouldn’® be surpr'lsed ifthese Chi

Do you need any more convincmg, Bill? Lebt me draw you up g little taple of contrasts-

Bast Coast West coast Eqnivalent
Harvard granford

Lampool: Cha.pa.rral

MIT CalTech

Yale Disneyla.nd

geulling gurfing

Crudites ith nollandaise Burrito with sour cream
Champagne Californid Cooler

12 yea.r-old geoteh Ga.lifornia. Cooler

NowW, Bill, is this anything we wanb 1o geb ourselves associafc.ed with? 1 gnought not.
gincerely,
Jeff Yang
PS. Lampoon | Crimson polo gourney £omnorroW: if the weather jg fine.










There is a pause from the kitchen,
followed by some clanging, a few strange
whistling noises, and a large crash.

“I kinna tell you, Captain. [—"

“No time, Scotty! Hold on!”

The sandwich slides slowly into the
man’s mouth, and agonizingly, the teeth
close on it. Kirk cringes as some of the
cottage cheese squeezes out and falls
onto the floor.

“Captain,” pleads Scott, his faced
pressed to the round window in the
kitchen door.

Kirk’s chest heaves as he watches the
teeth close, the jaw move up and down

as the man chews. Utter silence fills the
diner. Finally, when it seems like the
end has come, the man’s Adam’s apple
bobs, once and then again.

The man thinks for a moment, running
his tongue around the insides of his
teeth meditatively. For a moment the
crew hangs suspended, not daring to
breathe or move. The sandwich sinks
back towards the plate. Suddenly, just
before it makes contact, it stops. Then,
slowly, it rises again, and the man takes
another bite.

The crew goes wild. Uhura runs across
the room to hug Kirk. Bones, still

shaking, grabs Scotty’s hand to congra-
tulate him. Sulu and Checkov, sitting
outside in the truck and trying to peer
into the diner through the telephone
booth in their way, grin at each other
and shake their heads.

“Secure from battle quarters,” says
Kirk. “Ring it up, Mr. Spock. We did it.
And Mr. Scott, you have two full days of
R & R on me, as soon as we get to the
next planet.”

“Thank you, Captain,” says Scott,
grinning.

“Hey,” comments the customer, “this
is pretty good. Gimme another one.”

GPM

SID & NANCY

By Ernie Bushmiller

SOME_CANDY/

BOY, | SURE WOULD LOVE >

ANDY ?/? COR,1'D SNUFF ME MUM
FOR SOME DRUGS/

HEY/ LET'S GO SEE A MoviE/!

'D RATHER SEE
WHATCHA GOT UNDER
THEM POLKA-DOTS.

GOSH, SID.) JUST
DON'T THINK THIS
IS WORKING OUT.

GIVE A Ginzd|

WHAT vou

THINK, CACTUS -
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FACULTY CLUB of HARVARD UNIVERSITY

Tel. (617) 495-5758/5607

20 Quincy Street, Cambridge, Massachusetts 02138

3 ATTENTION: All Faculty Club Staff March 2, 1987

<
— As you know, the Faculty Club’s purpose is to provide housing and meals for visiting scholars

and professors from other universities. Next week, we will be housing a group of visiting profes- :
sors from Stanford University in California. The Stanford support staff has notified us of the fol- -
lowing special conditions which should help make the Stanford professors’ stay & safe and happy

one:

1. Stanford Professor of Victorian Literature Joseph Grigely will be a particularly sensitive
abrupt movements, direct eye contact, softer noises,

guest. Staff is reminded that any loud noises,
ple breezes could easily trigger one of the Profes-

stubborn plumbing, warm water, or unexplaina
sor's “attacks” which usually culminate in suicide. Housing Professor Grigely in the haunted

~ Wadsworth Suite in not the best idea, but it just might work.

N 2. Stanford Professor of Oceanography Charles Baxter will require a 56 degree saline bath,

drawn every hour on the hour. The chambermaid should leave & tray of fresh kelp outside his door

r»—:, every morning before 7-00. No utensils will be required; he will gtrain the meal through his teeth.
5 3. Stanford Professor of Zoology David Regnery is by no means permitted to have mammals or

N\ with his friends, insist that he do so in the Reading

marsupials in his room. If he wants to visit
Room. The professor’s wife will be arriving on the 8th. She is an ape.
4. Stanford Professor of Food Studies Charlotte Neiman will require a specially prepared buff et
every hour on the hour, increasing in frequency exponentially until she reaches her purge phase
sed in a specially-buﬂt annex, and

(sometime around the full moon). The Professor will be how
sanitation employees are notified to keep the garbage barrels upwind of the Professor’s room: as
the Professor’s appetite increases, her discriminative abilities weaken.

5. Stanford Professor of History David Huntley has written ahead requesting a quiet room in
which to finish the lecture he will be giving on Friday. Also, the Professor’s wife is gravely ill, and
he hopes that any phone messages will reach him promptly. The stanford support staff has noti-
fied us that the Professor has been denied tenure. Consequently, he will sleep in a garbage bag
suspended from the spire of Memorial Hall. Please use any messages he may receive as kindling to

burn any other messages he may receive.

During the week, we will also have another distinguished guest. President’s Bok’s house is being
renovated, and he will be staying at Dean Epps’ house for the guration. Dean Epps and his family
will be staying with us. The Dean will require an extra room in his suite in which to store his

3,000 hats.

Thank you,

W”@%"W

Audrey Kremer
Faculty Club Overseer
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Freshman Week at Stanford was pretty
mellow until the nuclear holocaust
wreaked endless hell upon the West Coast.
Ground Zero was my home, which meant
that my surf board was in no better shape
than my three roommates. What a
burn-job.

I was now the “Omega Man.” Possibly
the last man on Earth. Something in my
soul told me that I had to go to Boston,
where American civilization began. I put a
healthy glob of sunscreen 18 on my nose
and got on my motorcycle.

The grim reaper was being a little busy
bee. Irradiated bird poop burned through
my windshield while zombies clawed at my
wheels. I continued driving in these
conditions for days. The last time my body
felt so much pain was on April 15,1986, the
day Harvard sent me a curt note of
rejection.

Suddenly, a beacon of hope appeared.
looked at the road signs and realized that I
had arrived. I was at the corner of Dunster
and Mount Auburn Streets. My motorcycle
sputtered onward and died in front of a

quaint small castle that was remarkably
intact. I grasped a huge, well-polished gold
knocker and banged on the door.

“May I help you?” asked a tall, youthful
man. In one hand he held a crystal wine
glass, and in the other he held the Dialogues
of Plato, in the original Greek.

I gasped out the news of my incredible
journey: “America... decimated.. death...
zombies...everywhere...”

The young man interrupted me. “Good
heavens, man, I'm sure vour Charlton
Heston-ian adventures are quite titillating,
but mighn’t you possibly come back after
the cocktail hour?” He looked up and down
at me disdainfully. “Oh, and clean yourself
up a bit, please,” he added, slamming the
door.

I was, of course, furious. I had put
Stanford to shame by disregarding the
basic rules of etiquette: never call during a
multi-million dollar humor magazine’s
sacrosanct social hour. I sulked in a pool of
molten lava until I was invited back in.

The members of the Lampoon asked me
some polite questions. They wanted to

know why I had five arms. Was this a
hindrance to playing squash? I blushed
with shame again, realizing that I had
mutated on the way to Cambridge. I was a
nuclear pariah.

Indeed, I cut a poor jibin contrast to their
suave, tuxedo-clad forms. After my
apology, I explained that America had been
levelled by nuclear explosions. The
members were mortified when I suggested
that even the water in the Castle’s
whirlpool baths might be contaminated.

“Not to worry, my good humanoid,” said
the Lampoon president, who was busy re-
pointalizing the Seraut that had recently
been donated by the Chicago Gallery of Art.
“As we say here at the Lampy: laugh and
the world laughs with you. Cry and you get
irradiated and die.”

“How wise,” I thought as they put me
out on the catapult which they reserved for
alien intruders and flung me outside the
Cambridge city limits. The zombies were
after me again, but that was alright.

It was reassuring to know that the real
Omega Man was a Harvard Man. CAB
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his is a prank I do that makes me laugh so hard my jaw pops.
When I've been paid money by some kid’s parents to take care of him
and we're alone together in his house I tell him his house is alive.
“No way!” he says “It doesn’t move.” “Grandma doesn’t move
either,” I answer “But she’s alive. You're making your home in a
living thing and one day it’s going to digest you.” He'll usually get
scared and ask for his mother at which I'll guffaw something fierce.
Then, asIsaid, my jaw pops and I yowl until he rubs it back in place
with mink oil.

In all seriousness you can have hours of amusement with
youngsters, bless their hearts, by terrifying them with outrageous
lies. Kids have had very little experience to use as a gauge of
probability. What they do know is often distorted by attempts to
shield them and any way they are none too bright. Any of the
following can make a kid soak his sheets for years:

Stuff Comes Alive
It doesn’t stop with the house. If the kid has ever seen cartoons he
knows that in them inanimate objects can move just the way live
stuff does and that they are usually hostile. How does he think these
cartoons were filmed? The toothbrush feels the same way he would
at being scraped around inside someone’s mouth for years. It’s just
waiting for its chance.

People Dying in Awful Ways
Every kid knows why you never see Mikey on the Life
commericals anymore. He drank soda and ate ten packages of
poprocks and exploded. This sort of thing is alway happening. The
radioactivity from color tv’s will give you blisters on the inside of
your eyes. If you swallow too often your saliva will run out. If you

* fall the wrong way you'll get paralyzed and everyone will think
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you're dead. Then they’ll bury you and you’ll have to watch bugs eat
your face. [ know. It happened to a friend of mine.

The Insides of Things
Golfballs, Stretch Armstrongs, etch-a-sketches, falling snow
paperweights, cassettes, g-tips, the bottles in the medicine cabinet,
the bottles under the sink and squeak toys all have the following
thing in common—they contain awful acids and explosives which
will melt or explode the world.

What Food is Made Out Of
Bugs. Sometimes mouse embryos. But usually bugs. Bubbleyum
is made of spiders. No need to get into the details but eating them
doesn’t kill them, it just wakes them up.

Sex

Kids don’t know about sex but they know there’s something there
they’re not supposed to know about. So they’ll believe whatever you
tell them and hopefully will be embarrassed to ask anybody. Tell
them they exist in a larval form. After puberty humans go into the
ocean to spawn. The kid’s Mom and Dad wear disguises; actually
they look kind of like anchovies. That’s why you should never look
at them naked.

These are all good to add zip to a shaver’s life and merriment to
yours. And if there aren’t any kids available you can always
intoxicate a dog by giving it potato chips and then offering alcohol. It
makes them walk really funny. Not an overly sophisticated brand of
wit, admittedly, but I think it appeals to the fun-loving child buried
somewhere deep down in all of us. ELK
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INFOCRAMP PRESENTS:

THE ADVENTURE

A GAME BY JOHN BISCO AND
HARRY BINARY

WEST OF HOUSE

YOU ARE WEST OF A LARGE HOUSE.
THERE ARELOTS OF TREESHERE . THERE
IS APOND TO THE EAST.

>INVENTORY

YOU ARE CARRYING:
A KNIFE

SOME KISHKI
>CLIMB TREE

IN TREE

LS IS THE TREE .
BRANCH HERE .
>CUT BRANCH WITH KNIFE. GET
BRANCH. BUILD BOAT WITH BRANCH.

IN TREE

THIS IS THE TREE. THERE IS A LARGE
BRANCH HERE .

>GET BOAT- GO DOWN+ SPROUT WINGS
AND FLY SOUTH TO POND .

POND {FLYING ABOVE POND?}
YOU ARE AT A SMALL POND.
WATER IN THE POND. 2
>PUT BOAT IN POND. ENTER BOAT-
SAIL BOAT TO GREECE.

GREECE

YOU ARE IN GREECE.
HERE .

>G0 TO A DRUG STORE -

DRUG STORE {IN GREECE?Y}

THIS IS A GREEK DRUG STORE. THERE
ARE COLD REMEDIES. CANDIES. PAPER
GO0DS+ HOUSEHOLD PRODUCTS. ETC.-

THERE IS A MAN BEHIND THE COUNTER-
>ASK MAN WHERE TO FIND GLUE .

THE MAN SAYS. " THE DRAGON FROM THE

THERE IS A LARGE

WHERE IS

THERE IS A BOAT

- LAND OF MAZUPAZI LIVES IN A DARK

CAVE. THE DRAGON HAS BEEN
TERRORIZING THESE PARTS FOR
THOUSANDS OF YEARS. TURNING BACK

BRAVE WARRIOR AFTER BRAVE
WARRIOR. ITISSAID THATWRITTENIN
THE HIDDEN STONE OF VANDIZO ARE THE
DIRECTIONS TO THE POWERFUL LEDIO
SWORD+ WHICH IS NECESSARY TO KILL
MAZUPAZI. BUT THE SWORD IS GUARDED
BY AN EVIL TROLL. GO TO THE OLD
WOMAN IN THE HUT TO FIND OUT WHERE
THE MAR TO VANDIZO LTES . ™

>ASK MAN WHERE TO FIND GLUE +

"OH- SORRY. THE GLUE IS IN AISLE
FOUR NEXT TO THE CRESTED JEWEL OF
PANDOX .

>G0 TO AISLE FOUR.

AISLE FOUR {DRUG STORE}

YOU ARE AT AISLE FOUR. THERE IS A
SPARKLING GOLD TRIDENT ON THE
FLRST SHEKF. TO MIHEEEET OF THE
TRIDENT IS A SPHERICAL. GLOWING
ORB WHICH EMITS A FLAKY YELLOW
MIST. TO THE LEFT OF THE ORB IS A
LONG~+ RED EMBLAZONED WAND. WHICH
SITS ABOVE A SILVER PLATED SHIELD
AND A PAIR OF CHARCOAL-BLACK
GAUNTLETS. NEXT TO THE GAUNTLETS
IS THE CRESTED JEWEL OF PANDOX AND
NEXT TO THE CRESTED JEWEL OF PANDOX
LSTABOTTLE OF ELHER®S GILUE -

>GET GLUE AND GO BACK TO MAN.

DRUG STORE {IN GREECE?Z

THIS IS A GREEK DRUG STORE. THERE
ARE COLD REMEDIES. CANDIES. PAPER
GO0DS+ HOUSEHOLD PRODUCTS. ETS.

THERE IS A MAN BEHIND JHE COUNTER.
>STEAL MONEY FROM CASH REGISTER
THEN BUY GLUE.

THE MAN SAYS "HERE IS YOUR GLUE.™

>INVENTORY

YOU ARE CARRYING:

A KNIFE

SOME KISHKI

BOTTLE OF GLUE
THOUSANDS OF DOLLARS
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>TORMENT MANBY DANGLINGKISHKIIN
FRONT OF HISFACESO THATHIS HUNGER
FoiR + THE KT SHKI=BECOINES S0
OVERPOWERING THAT HE FALLS TO HIS
KNEES .

THE MAN SAYS. "PLEASE. GIVE ME THE
KIESHKIE™ .

>GRAB MAN'S ARMS AND TWIST THEM
BEHIND HISBACK -~ WHILELIFTINGHIS
LEGS UP TO HIS HEAD AND TYING ALL
FOUR LIMBS INTO A KNOT -

THE MAN SAYS. "WHY? WHY?"

>LEAVE MAN LYING THERE IN A KNOT
SPROUT MORE WINGS AND FLY BACK TO
THE "BOATHWHECH IS “SOMEWHERE IN
GREECE.

GREEGE
YOU ARE IN GREECE. THERE IS A BOAT
HERE . ‘

>G0 TO GREEK RUINS .

GREEK RIUUINS<THERE IS -A LOT  OF
RUBBLE HERE.

>FIX RUINS.

DONE .

>GET A BUNCH OF INTANGIBLES.
YOU ARE CARRYING: L
A KNIFE

SOME KISHKI

BOTTLE QR G UE

THOUSANDS OF DOLLARS
EQUALITY

LOVE

HATE

PATHOS

SUDDENLY YOU ARE CONFRONTED BY A
GIGANTIC MEALY WORM NAMED STAN.
STAN'S  TERRIEYING GREEN BODY
GLISTENSINTHEHOTGREEKSUN. FROM
THE L ook BEING EMNITNED FROM HIS
SILENY S HEAD-SECTLON  ITT “APRPEARS
THAT HE IS oUT FOR THE KILL. HE IS
WEARING A RED AND BLUE BEANY AND
LOOKS FEROCIOUS. RIES St TNIKY
oAV e HIE N ENEPAINIEES - SIS S ST
ADVANCE .

>LOOK AT STAN.

STAN IS DIRECTLY ABOVE YOU. HIS
ENORMOUS TUBULAR BODY STANDS ON
END- AND WIGGLES SPASMODICALLY AS
HE METHODICALLY CALCULATES HIS
MOMENT OF ATTACK.

>OH SHIT+++
STAN SWALLOWS YOU WHOLE .

ROOM OF DOORS {INSIDE STAN'S
STOMACH?} ;

THIS IS THE ROOM OF DOORS INSIDE
STAN'S STOMACH- ALL OF THE DOORS
ARE LOCKED AND CANNOT BE OPENED UP
BY YOUORANYONEELSE WHOEVERPLAYS
THIS GAME. DARYL HANNAH IS HERE
{ALONG WITH THE REST OF THE CAST
FROM WE ARE THE WORLDY}

>>ASK DAN AYKROYD WHAT HE IS DOING
THERE -

YOU WIN THE GAME+++







-ADVERTISMENT-

Hi, Stanford!

We here at the Harvard Crimson, Cambridge’s only
breakfast-table daily, would like to extend our heartiest
greetings to the students of Stanford University. In particular,
we’d like to give our smilin’est “Howdy!” to the editors and
staff of our cross-coastal compatriot, the Stanford Daily.

All of us know the ins and outs of college journalism — we
live it, we breathe it, we wear it on our feet. Furthermore, we
sympathize with the perennial newspaper plight of having to
contend with the self-proclaimed “funnymen” that con-
tmuously steal our wat@r ,e@plf:rs put their own phony stories
in our papers when we’re! nd just act like a bunch
of pests. You know what '

And, of course, we both know. hew to deal with the little
blankety—blag{ks d@nt we? We steal our waterzcoolers right
back, call the guthoy ities, @%&@t thejoke ;g))&h&’” thrown out
of school. A n't j* ely stmply doesn’t
belong at Harva ] < %zuv.guys asejust lucky you
don’t have the Buffoonsters to_deal with 24 hours a day!
Sheesh!

But enough busmess” Iet s get down to the “nitty-gritty.”
Wed like to get yo scribe to the Crimson.
Sure, the Daily’s v d all, if the ASSU
toots your horn, ¢ ut the most recent
loaded with news of

ident! Important
W .

ang: three syndicated
.’s most popular comic

crossword puzzles twenty of the “““

strips, and %tﬁu’fﬁn by €conomist and Harvard prof Martin
Feldstein — daily! ¢

And on %% * % e Harvard
Crimson Su 72 a%é‘ﬁ* f thefinest'that Boston

has to offer), a complete employment and classified section,
and a special full-color supplement on “College Life Today.”

Furthermore, with our special “New Friends” rate, you get a
bonus subscription to either Playboy, Road & Track, or Time
magazine! Each day the Crimson will arrive fresh in your
mailbox (via U.S. mail overnight service), and each month
you’ll get an issue of your fave mag.

So, either send in the coupon below, or give us a call, collect,
at (617) 495-9666. We'll process your order within 24 hours,
and within 48, you’ll be enjoying the best Harvard has to offer.

Nuff said!

Harvard Crimson
14 Plympton Street
Cambridge, Mass. 02138

Name
Address
City/ State
Zip
Please enter my subscription to the Harvard Crimson for
15 weeks. 1 understand I will be billed monthly for the
service. In addition, register my choice for the following
FREE magazine subscription:
Playboy [J Road & Track O Time O
Signature

(You must be 21 years of age to order Playboy)

A M P

\11 Holyoke St.

Harvard Square

497-2358 —

25% OFF!!

At Harvard Square Top Copy
With this ad

e Same day or Overnight

Bound or Loose originals
Binding
® Thesis quality bond

® Transparencies
Offer expires February 1, 1987
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Founded in 1636, the oldest college in the U.S.

Eight Harvard alumni signed the Declaration of
Independence.

Graduated six U.S. Presidents.

Harvard Divinity School pioneered scientific criti-
cism of the Bible.

Members of the Harvard faculty have won over 30
Nobel Prizes.

A special squad of Harvard commandos assassinated
Adolf Hitler, but let the rest of the Army take credit
for winning the Second World War.

Harvard houses the world’s largest university library,
with over 500 million volumes.

érvard and Stanford. A classic pair. A time-
/ less duo. Like white wine and cheese. Leopold
and Loeb. Albert Einstein and his dumb friend.
Which is better? Harvard. However, in the finest
sporting tradition of the Ivy League, we have compiled a

list of the schools’ achievements to allow the reader to

decide for himself . . .

Graduated Herbert Hoover.

Herbert Hoover was elected President in 1928.

Herbert Hoover was nominated in Kansas City, Mo.

As a young man, Herbert Hoover was taught the
ways of Quaker society.

Herbert Hoover wrote Principles of Mining, for
years the standard textbook in the field.

Herbert Hoover was an avid reader.

Herbert Hoover caused the Depression.
DJG




Lampoon vs. Chaparral

A briet history of

Japes, Jibes, and Tomfoolery

.3

as Perpetrated by
the Humor Magazines
of Harvard and

Stanford

Universities

The Harvard Lampoon Castle, constructed in 1909,
is universally regarded as a milestone in American
architecture.
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1876 Seven Harvard undergraduates promulgate the premiere
issue of the Harvard Lampoon or the Cambridge Charivari. The
first humor magazine in the United States, it immediately sparks a
nationwide epidemic of busted guts, painfully slapped knees, and
”laugher’s jaw.” The first copies sell out within minutes.

1881 Stanford doesn’t exist.

1888 Four Lampoon editors vacationing at Saratoga Springs,
New York, make merry with a chef at the local inn, ribbing him
about his ability to slice fried potatoes correctly. The chef, in a fit
of jocular pique, allows the four to try their own hands at the task.
Their thinly-sliced ”Saratoga Chips” become an instant success
with the evening’s diners, and thus, the potato chip is born.

1890 Stanford still doesn’t exist.

1903 Lampoon editor Ernie Thayer publishes a satiric poem
depicting a losing baseball team’s ”last gasp at the big game.” The
verse, an instant hit, is picked up by national magazines, and the

Lampoon chalks up another blockbuster with its “Casey at the '

Bat.” The magazine is 27 years old.

1904 The Stanford Chaparral. now in its fourth year, publishes
its fifteenth immensely popular “Farts & Tits” Issue.

1909 Former Lampoon editor William Randolph Hearst, now
the most important publisher in history, clears an entire Harvard
Square block and constructs an actual Castle for his beloved
magazine. “The Castle” instantly becomes a repository for some
of the finest antique wood and tile work in the world.

1911 Several Chaparral editors, on their first vacation to the
Midwest, are severely traumatized by their first sight of what one
termed ”an iron horse that runs on tracks.”

1912 Lampoon president Robert Benchly invents the magazine
parody format. A New Yorker spoof, the first full-scale parody
ever, sells out on the Eastern seaboard.

1917 The Chaparral enjoys higher-than-usual sales with its
”The Kaiser’s Dick is Pitifully Short” issue.

1923 Lampy’s summer staff, on a jaunt to Egypt, inadvertantly
stumbles upon the tomb of King Tutankhamen, discovering the
most important archeological artifacts of the century.

1923 The entire staff of the Stanford Chaparral mysteriously
dies of asphyxiation.

1927  The Lampoon staff, while passing time in a Harvard
physics lab, perfects a method for the ”talking motion picture.”
Chaparral editors attend a demonstration and continuously talk
back to the screen.

1929 President Hoover, browsing through the latest Chaparral,
is suddenly struck with an uncontrollable desire to act silly and
stupid. His sophomoric antics cause thousnads of investors to
lose faith in the government, causing the collapse of the
speculative stock market, and plunging the nation into a 12 year
depression.

1933  President Roosevelt, a former editor of the Harvard
Crimson, devises a nationwide prank to ”finally get even with” the
Lampoon. Entitled “Whip Poonie Asses,” or ”WPA.,” the prank
is ineffectual; however, its undertaking puts millions of destitute
Americans to work again. It will eventually be hailed as FDR’s
most successful program.

1949 The Lampoon, in its unannounced addition to the Berlin
Airlift, drops several thousand tightly-bound stacks of issues on
the city; the magazines decimate a visiting Josef Stalin’s
motorcade. The shaken Soviet leader lifts his blockade hours
after the incident.

1954. At the height of the “Red Scare,” several quick-thinking
Lampoon editors attending the televised Army-McCarthy
hearings slip a handy “Whoopee Cushion” onto the Senator’s
chair. Joe McCarthy’s “flatulence” is audible to millions of
viewers; the nation loses respect for the communist-hunter, and
the Senator is eventually exposed as the self-pomoting fraud that
he is.

1959 Inan attempt to avert bankruptcy, the Chaparral stages a
fund-raising benefit in Stanford Stadium; headliners include such
rock n’ roll greats as Buddy Holly and the Big Bopper. The tight
budget requires an untrained Chaparral editor to pilot the plane
flying the bands in from Clear Lake, Iowa.

1963 Three Chaparral members on an exchange program in
Hamburg, Germany gather at the Cavern Club to listen to a new
band named “The Quarrymen.” Finding the other members of

- the group ”not entertaining enough,” the editors convince

drummer Pete Best to leave the group, so that he “wouldn’t be a
nothing for the rest of his life.”

1970 Three Lampoon members conceive of a”National Harvard
Lampoon” and convince several New York financiers to back the
venture. Although its name is later shortened to ”National
Lampoon,” the magazine instantly becomes one of the most
successful in publishing history. Within eight years, the National
Lampoon will have produced two smash filins and addition to the
magazine, and will have provided royalties in excess of two million
dollars to its parent organization.

1986 The summer staff of the Harvard Lampoon writes and
produces a nationally-distributed parody of USA Today. Grossing
over $1.5 million, the parody not only establishes the Lampoon as
the nation’s premier humor magazine, but also guarantees the
solvency of the organization well into the next century.

1986 The summer staff of the Stanford Chaparral sells bags of

human urine. The project is immensely successful on the

Stanford campus.

The office of the Stanford Chaparral.




RICHARD NIXON:

~ Richard Nixon has no respect for other peo-
Richard Nixon kicks dogs. Richard Nixon pours tar in mailboxes. ple’s privacy.

Richard Nixon takes lunch money from ele-
mentary school children.

Richard Nixon will send you a dollar if you Richard Nixon takes all the newspapers  Richard Nixon made cruel jokes about
break a church window. from the vending machine. Gandhi’s bald head.
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HE IS BAD.

Richard Nixon drives recklessly. Richard Nixon endangers human [ives. ﬁiscch:rlc‘:‘lll{“mn is blocking progress in cancer

Richard Nixon ruins Christmas for everyone.  Richard Nixon is a public nuisance. Richard Nixon sends condoms to nuns

Richard Nixon abuses his personal wealth. Richard Nixon is inconsi dicae




BOYNTON COMPANY

REAL ESTATE/VENTURE CAPITAL

Do others think your ideas are funny?

We'll take you seriously.

for more information write:

Justin Shay

199 Sudbury Road

Concord, Massachusetts 01742 (617) 369-1982




HAWAIL

Cruise Maui, Kauai, Oahu, and Hawaii. Seven days, four islands,
no repacking, no bellboys, no room clerks, no taxis. And just one
airport. We couldn't make Hawaii more luxurious than that. Fares
start at just $12995, with an air supplement of just $399

TAHITI

See Tahiti and her isles the way they were meant to be.

By sea. Huahine, Raiatea, Tahaa, Moorea. Bora Bora
and Tahiti herself. Seven days. For as little as

& $1495, with air fare supplement of $449
Imagine. Tahiti for the price of Topeka.
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American Hawaii Cruises




tantalizing

and tasty, this tangy treat will keep the whole family coming back
for more. No matter how you slice it, Spy will roast, toast, sear and fry.
Spy sizzles with excitement, and it sticks to your ribs. Hungry
for mischief? Reach for this salty new sensation. Spy the ham?
No, the daring, dangerous, delicious New York Monthly.

Yes, please! Send me one year (ten issues) of SPY, the mischievous New York
Monthly, for the low introductory rate of just $16.97. That's 32% off the
newsstand price.

NAME (please print)

ADDRESS

CITY STATE ZIP
[J Payment Enclosed [ Bill me later
NO RISK GUARANTEE: I understand that [ may cancel my subscription
at any time and receive a full refund on all unmailed copies.
Please allow 4-G weeks for your copy 10 be delivered.
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