
  
    
      
    
  


[image: Image 1]

[image: Image 2]

[image: Image 3]

[image: Image 4]

[image: Image 5]

[image: Image 6]

[image: Image 7]

[image: Image 8]

[image: Image 9]

[image: Image 10]

[image: Image 11]

[image: Image 12]

[image: Image 13]

[image: Image 14]

[image: Image 15]

[image: Image 16]

[image: Image 17]

[image: Image 18]

[image: Image 19]

[image: Image 20]

[image: Image 21]

[image: Image 22]

[image: Image 23]

[image: Image 24]

[image: Image 25]

[image: Image 26]

[image: Image 27]

[image: Image 28]

[image: Image 29]

[image: Image 30]

[image: Image 31]

[image: Image 32]

[image: Image 33]

[image: Image 34]

[image: Image 35]

[image: Image 36]

[image: Image 37]

[image: Image 38]

[image: Image 39]

[image: Image 40]

[image: Image 41]

[image: Image 42]

[image: Image 43]

[image: Image 44]

[image: Image 45]

[image: Image 46]

[image: Image 47]

[image: Image 48]

[image: Image 49]

[image: Image 50]

[image: Image 51]

[image: Image 52]



OEBPS/Images/image00044.jpeg
TALK OF THE TOWNS DEPT.

In this, its seventh installment,
“The MAD Information Service” TH e SI G HTS
continues to inform Americans
about America—by presenting

| dread leaving this
cool hotel to go for |,
a car ride!

~[That's okay, the | —
caris A 4 "
air-conditioned! — [ g"y can't that R e
e - ‘ %P&I #$%HN round here, Mister-
cook make me a when you're speaking

Baked Alaska?! to a lady, don't
ever use the word

l | dread going |’|
/ outside to get
into the car!

That's okay, the
street is

Hey, bud, ¢'n you
spare $5000 for a
Cadillac? | ain't
had a drive in
over a month!

I'm from the Gallup Poll!
Is it true, sir, that
Texans are suspicious of [
strangers asking questions? [{il

Isee...and

hat h
80 over Well, we start off with \:h:n tr?ggz:z
tonight's everybody standing at rigid breaks into
plans at the attention while the band |-

plays our anthem...“The il o
] L.,
Eyes Of Texas Are Upon Your | | SPangled Banner?

Let's play “Fertilizer Monopoly""!
V'll be Billy Sol Estes..... and
you be the Government Prosecutor!
Junior, how many
times must | tell . -+ [No, I wanna
you to stop playing| . N be the
with your food!? oY

I'd love to see
your ranch! What
do you call it?
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The asparagus is a trifle
stringy, and the Hollandaise
sauce a bit bland, and |
don't approve of your choice
of wines—but otherwise |
am reasonably satisfied!
Now tell me—what horrible

1 am a civilized
man, Commander
Bomb—which is
why | asked you
to join me for
dinner before |

ACT II, SCENE 1: SNOWMAN'S MAMMOTH IGLOO IN GLACIER CITY

Do you see that machine out there, Bomb?
That is no ordinary machine! It is an
atomic generator with a pulling power of
50 billion tons! During the past year, |
have looped an unbreakable cable around
the British Isles . . . and now my atomic
generator is pulling them Northward at

You're mad, Snowman! If your scheme
succeeds, great Britain will be
pulled into the Arctic Circle! It

will be covered with ice and snow!
No one will be able to live there!
The Secret Service will be disbanded
and my dazzling career will be
ended! Why are you doing this? Why

snch iy il fate have you in store for erator i< puling tem Narthwar:
insidious plan of e e e i srore
destruction! | ) y /

trustyou are SRS
enjoying your last 37 el
meal...! b\

Take off
that white
hood so |

There are a number of reasons!
To begin with, | didn't like
Peter Sellers’ last film! | also

can't stand Yorkshire Pudding, can see
cricket, and Commander Whitehead! who you
But mainly—| can't stand YOU! really are!

do you hate England so much?

Yes—it's me ... . Mike Hammer! Once upon a time
1 was the most successful and popular character
in mystery fiction! But then you came along—
and you were so suave, so sophisticated, so
debonair that the public no longer went for a
simple brutal violent slob like me! But they'll
come back to me now! Because, in a few hours,
England will be a snowy waste, and you, James
Bomb, will be a nothing!!

|cansee y % Poor Bomb is through! ¥ Poor Bomb is through Me— Oh, James,
itnow... [I Poor James Bomb is through! Poor James Bomb is through! James Bomb dearest!
No pretty girls are breaking down his door! ‘We've seen the very last of his career! a has-been!? Take me with
They've gone and left him fat, He's lost his thrilling job! We'll bloody | you while
"Cause he's gotten old and fat! Now he’s just another slob! well see | you make your
His make-out days are through forever more! || We'll soon forget that he was ever here! about that! | ~usual daring

Poor Bomb is through!
He's fecling mighty blue!

He's trying to adjust,
But his gun is full of rust!
Forall he

He'll never get to shoot another Red!

res he might as well be dead!

escape!

*Sung to the tune of “*Poor Jud Is Daid"

E 7
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73
kjﬁ SIGNING-OFF DEPT.

THE PROPHET

ARTIST: JOE ORLANDO
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Hey! He seems | Naturally! You're § C'mon, Say: Those flash bulbs
| upset about shooting the Kong! | “Banana”! are driving him
| something! | Wrong side! His | Smile! crazy! He's

right side is breaking loose!!
his good side! =
i ! % A =
o [ Q
3 (54
| W86 ?
SRy

N
I've heard of people walking

out on bad performances . . .
but this is ridiculous!!

VYU vuu

He's wrecking
that subway
train!

oy

N\
. - 5 ne
== A=
e Ca g -

i Any | Nothing! Not y [And what are That's no

{ word | “eventhe || yaaer, | you doing Hula-Hoop! || For
from | decency of a crying! with that lt‘s_a KONG!?

{{ Kong? | phone call! Hula Hoop? Wedding

— Band! For

—sob—

KONG!

He probably never
had trains when
he was a child!

Yes, I'm in
love with
him! | was
going to
ask him to
marry me!

Ees..

Quick! Get Kong's [2-
contract! I'm sure
it doesn’t have an
Escape Clause . ..

. would you mind
putting me down at
Fourteenth Street?

Let me at that ape!
I know karate...!

<\ (OO
4 ]
—=i
=
G —
=
Y
A 4
v/
)
Ll
’ - =
| You and Kong— And think of
| married! Rae, your future
that's crazy! Mother-In-
Insane! Absurd! Law! | know
You know you they're
come from supposed to be
different beasts, but
racial and yours will be
religious ridiculous!
backgrounds!
|
| |
|
Telegram!
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BERG'S-EYE VIEW DEPT.

Here we go with
the third and
last installment
of “Parties”—
which included
“Adult Parties”
and “Teenage
Parties”! Mainly,
hereis...

Hi, Mrs. WHAT!? But this is Hi, Mrs. For the hundredth time, Yes, we know! But Well, you'll just

Bottnik! ridiculous! You're Bottnik! NOT YET! | thought the’ we can't wait!! have to be patient
Is it much too early! We're here ‘ invitation made it quite T i till tomorrow!!

time for Come back when for Marcy's ||| clear about the time!

Marcy's you're supposed to!

T ‘ ‘W\

ftal

Hey, Birthday Girll What
are you doing in your room
when all your friends are
downstairs at your party?

They gave me my presents!
What more do they want??

YOU GET OFF MY BIKE! to my Birthday Party . . . because he Campbells!? They had a Kiddie Party

rode my bike without asking me! and didn't invite our Jimmy! If |
were you, I'd take my business some-
where else besides Campbell and Co.!

JIMMY BRADDOCK . . . | don't want Jimmy Braddock to come How do you like the nerve of !hose‘}
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LET PLASTIC SURGERY
FREE YOU FROM ANXIETIES

Mr.R. L. writes...

“[ used to have a beautiful straight nose that made
me quite handsome. And this created great prob-
lems for me. Being afraid of girls, | would shudder
whenever they flocked around me, making de-
mands upon me that | knew I was unable to meet.
When people stared at me, I felt as though I were
deceiving them—looking bold and handsome on
the outside but feeling small and ugly on the inside.
I didr’t want to be loved for my looks—but for my
mind. After I had my nose fixed, all my problems
disappeared. Also, all the girls disappeared. But at

THE

INQUIRING

neurotic

QUESTION: Are y

'ou neurotic? (Asked of people stuck

in an elevator between floors for two hours)

MR. ARAM PITTS Advertising Executive

No, you can rest assured that I am not neurotic.
A neurotic is someone who cannot find the
proper outlets for his anxieties, so he chain-
smokes or over-eats or indulges too heavily in al-
cohol. I do none of these things. I merely keep
calm by rolling these two steel balls in my hand.

1 guess I am neurotic. I get depressed very often.
And when I do, I say to myself, “This, too, shall
pass!” But, unfortunately, it doesn’t work too
well. Because when it passes, and I'm feeling
happy again, I also say to myself, “This, too,
shall pass!”

least I don’t have the anxieties of having to live up
to standards that were thrust upon me by a cruel
trick of fate!”

DoasMr.R.L.did...
CALL FOR AN APPOINTMENT TODAY!

STACEY INSTITUTE
OF PLASTIC SURGEONS

“We Correct Nature's Mistakes!”

EMBARRASSED WHEN
THE DOCTOR VISITS

...because you
don’t look
as sick as

MR. LOUIS STRIKER Taxi Cab Driver

I ain't no neurotic, but there are plenty of
weirdos running around loose. See dat guy over
there pretending to mind his own business?
He's one! I can tell by the way he's dressed—all
Ivy League. I'll bet he thinks he’s better than
me. He probably hates me "cause I'm different
from him. Guys like dat should be put away.
Anyone who hates a total stranger is sick.

1 am not neurotic, but some of my patients are.

you feel! ; tien|
And then again, some are normal. It is difficult

Ever call a doctor in the middle of the night
because you were running 105° fever? And
when he finally came, were you terribly em-
barrassed because you didn't look very
sick? Well, now you can avoid this problem
with CARVER'S LITTLE FEVER PILLS. These
scientific pills make you look as sick as you
are, and give you the wonderful feeling that
you were justified in calling a doctor to treat
your raging fever. Take one pill for every
degree of temperature over normal. For
example: If you have 104.6°, take 6 pills.
We guarantee you'll look absolutely awful.

= CARVER’S
LITTLE FEVER PILLS

to classify a person in advance, so I have devel-
oped a system for determining if a patient of
mine is neurotic or normal. If he gets better, he
was neurotic. If he gets worse, he was normal.

MISS MINER

VA MINESTRONE Maiden Aunt

Oh—so you finally got around to asking me!
‘Why am I always the last one? Why am I always
the last in everything? Nobody cares about me,
that's why! Everyone thinks he can abuse me
because “good old Minerva” doesn’t mind.
Well, “good old Minerva” does mind! From
now on, it's me fist! UNDERSTAND!? I'M
THROUGH BEING A DOORMAT FOR
EVERYONE! I'M THROUGH BEING AB-
USED! I'M THROUGH DOING....

NEUROTIC MAGAZINE is published monthly except during those months when we feel too depressed to work. There are no subscriptions, because if some-
one subscribed and didn't renew, we'd feel rejected and wouldn't want to go on. Please do not send unsolicited manuscripts, because if'you do, we would

feel a compulsion to use them rather than hurt your feeliny
Best ot 10 write ot ail since Complimentary letters will maki

s by returning them. Al letters should be addressed to “The Editor,” but perhaps it would be
(e Us suspect you want something, and criticism will only make us feel more inadequate.
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et down to specifics. Wh rings us to this specific a o Answer-Letters” could certain
specifics. Which bring
£ : i P! to this spec rticle: “Form L
d i fi o 7 1d e
& Y

s where many
o any thous: 5 g
or asking the same “question” Oy,» ‘k_ands of letters pour in—each having the s 2
making the same “complaint.” So here g the .~;§\1;;; Basic > coment
= are some MAD sug
! sugges

ons for:

SWER-LETTERS”
OUGHT TO BETERS

ARNIE KOGEN

Makers Of The Multimillion Dollar production—

CLEOPATRA

2OTH-GENTURY-FOX

Hollywood, california

Dear Movie-Goer:

We are indeed SOrTy to hear that you feel
that way about a motion picture in which we
h great pride, and which we consider
of our greatest achievements.
1y, a filn that rece ived three Acad-
eny Awards in 1964, and features such out-
standing stars as Eliz: i
Burton, Rex Harrison an
Roddy McDowell, cannot b
it is.

Inany case, We appreciate your comments,
and hope that your judgement of this partiou-
lar production will not discolor your opin-
jons of future 20th Century-Fox efforts.

We trust we will have the pleasure of
your continued attendance.

Very ‘r:\lely yours, b Hey ents v :
Wantrancg— n
~ u fel ed with i
Joseph L. Mankiewicz t the shoy applntersst
In Chargs OF Mov(il?-Guerl s 4 eals to,
orrespon lence ormerly Plan
GO ucer of "Cleopatra”) Hillp itfn?’i.“““‘;r;grre?s oo
5 entin,

Since the vty 23/0F

Vo

dgig Jtandud
Viee standards
1a°8 President
= chargg of
TOgramming
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Miss Just a snack, Sir! I'll start off with Blast it, 007! Precisely my point, 007! And

Moneypenney, | a chilled oyster bouiilon, followed Must you always ] now, every enemy of England

please order | by filet of venison charred lightly act so suave and Sorry, sir. knows your trade marks—your
lunch for us! | overa one-quarter inch flame and sophisticated? But my fans obsession with fine foods,
I'll have a tuna | covered with braised mushroom Just once, can't expect it of your success with beautiful
fish on rye and tips. And I'llhave abottleof || | you be a normal, | me! You see, women, your coolness at the
a glass of milk! | Chateauneuf de Neuman chilled to |/ dull, boring, there are all gambling tables, your utter

What'll it be 11 degrees centigrade! uncouth slob like |  those James disregard of danger . . .
for you, 0072 the rest of us? Bomb books
and technicolor

movies—

L3 N U ot i
007, you're the last # Don't risk your life so much! Don’t woo each girl you meet! Neatly sung,

hope of the British Don’t fight each thug you see! She might be Red, you know! Sir! Have you
Empire! We've lost India! (| You might ... catch aslug, you see! || Youmight...wind up dead, you know! || ever considered
We've lost Africa! We've || England must keep you alive! England must keep you alive! a career on the
lost Richard Burton and = o [= music-hall stage?
Hayley Mills! All we have

Don't speed so fast, my boy!
Use both your hands when you drive
Your luck . . . may not last, my boy!
England must keep you alive!

77| leftare the Beatles and
you! So heed my advice:

).
o]

SR

o) ()

0 AN :
ung to the tune of “People Will Say We're In Love"
P T T T TR

v
Silence! 7 Don't jump from speeding trains! Well done, Sir! But Doesn't he head a

I have || Don’t fall on live grenades! surely you didn't summon [~——— fiendish crime
another || You might ... not survive grenades! me here for a song fest! Sy syndicate called
chorus! || England must keep you alive! We are being threatened eime... f«jcecuBE’’,
y by some master criminal | MaVe you eVer | ypich stands for

Don't fight with hatchet iends! e ety || chap called Gl

Y > RLOILYE ot 1 iaelyoutheadl bent on murder and SNOWMEN, Eliminate,

(= Onesslip . .. and you'll lose your head! destruction, aren't we? Contaminate and

&4 England must keep you alive! Ut

T British Empire?

Don’t get in fights tonight—

When you're alone in some dive!
You might . .. get last rites tonight!
England must keep you alive!

% - /

PP
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MAD AT G.M. FUTURAMA

Recently, while visiting the New York
World's Fair, I noticed a model of a build-
ing in the General Motors' Fururama
exhibic which seemed vaguely familiar. As
I recall, several years ago, Dave Berg de-
signed a similar building for an article
describing the eventual move back to the
cities from the suburbs. Is this a mere
coincidence, or a copy of Dave's original
concept? In any case, all I can say is “How
‘bout that?”

Thomas A. Reiches
New Rochelle, N.Y.

Berg's FuturaMAD Building

LARGER DISTRIBUTION

How any newspaper-reading American
can stand daily life without the occasional
relief of MAD Magazine, I just cannot
understand. It scems to me that if there
was a larger distribution of your maga-
zine, there would be a sharp drop in the
number of neurotics, paranoics and suici-
dals running around our cities.

Christine Eberhardt
St. Louis, Missouri

So who's gonna buy our magazine?—Ed.

SHAKESPEARE UP-TO-DATE

.. such apt and gracious words . . .
(Love's Labour Lost I, 1,
and T did laugh sans intermission
(As You Like It 11,7,
Though this be madness, yet there is
method in't. (Hamler, 11, 2, 211)
A kind of excellent dumb discourse.
(The Tempest 111, 3, 38)
I can no other answer make but thanks,
And thanks, and ever thanks.
(Twelfth Night 111, 3, 14)
Ellen Leef Weiss
New York City

SHAKESPEARE AND PHONY

Let me say, in all sincerity, that the fea-
ture entitled “Shakespeare Up-To-Date”
was the best satirical article I have ever
read anywhere in my whole life. I wonder
if it was necessary, however, for you to
identify the exact source of cach of the
quorations used—surely I'm not the only
MAD reader who knows all the lines by
heart. Anyway, it was a tribute to the Im-
mortal Bard, and I for one appreciate it
deeply. At the same time, something I did
not approve of in Issue #92 was the so-
called feature, "PHONY Magazine”. Was
this supposed to be funny? This piece lefc
me completely unamused.

G. Alan Robison, B.S.
Vanderbile University
Nashville, Teanessee

Perhaps you may have been amused by the
item we left out of “Phony Magazine’—
referring to the phonies who claim they
know all the lines of Shakespeare by heart.
—Ed.

THE CARPETSWEEPERS

“The Carpetsweepers” was great! Un-
fortunately, the film it satirized was much
funnier. You did your best, but Mr. Jo-
seph Levine was finally one step ahead of
you. I love ya, anyway.

Doris Francis
St. Albans, N.Y.

“IN” AND “OUT"
Congratulations to_Arnie Kogen and
Paul Coker, Jr. for “The MAD ‘IN’ And
"OUT’ Book” in Issue #92. After reading
it, I was in stitches, mainly because I did
the “Limbo” under barbed wire.
Alex Lampone
Wast Allis, Wisconsin

Doing the “Limbo” under barbed wire is
“Out"! Doing the “Fish” under water is
“In"l—Ed.

'WE'RE CRESTFALLEN

MAD Magazine has been shown to be
an effective intelligence-preventative ofa-
cle of insignificant value...even when used
in a conscientiously applied program of
psychiatric hygiene and regular profes-
sional care.

Steve Conlin
North Hollywood, Calif.

Please address all correspondence fo:
MAD, Dept. 94, 850 Third Avenue
New York, New York 10022

ARE YOU BUGGED BY THE LITTLE
ONSTERS WHO CLEAN EVERY
COPY OFF THE NEWSSTANDS ?

uAD BUG Y aagel i

WASH AWAY YOUR TROBI.ES!

SUBSCRIBE TO

JRASID
AND GET 8 ISSUES FOR THE PRICE OF 8,

OR 24 ISSUES FOR THE PRICE OF 20—
MAILED RIGHT TO YOUR HOME!

-mmmm=n—-use coupon or duplicate —---

MAD SUBSCRIPTIONS
850 Third Avenue
New York City, N. Y. 10022

That Duz it! Your Ad is right! |
am Tide of the Wisk involved in
thatMAD Dashtothe newsstand,
so I'm taking Action! Now, I'll be
getting all of your Fab issues
right Cheer at home. .. by mail!

[ | enclose $2.00.* Please enter my name on your sub-
scription list, and mail me the next 9 issues of MAD
O | enclose $5.00.** Please enter my name on your sub-
scription list, and mail me the next 24 issues of MAD!

NAME.

ADDRESS
ciTy
STATE.

Zip Code.

*Outside U.5.A,, $2.50. **Outsido US.A,, $6.25.
Plecse allow 8 weeks for your subscription 1o be processed. We
‘cannof be responsiblo for cash fost or stolen in the mails.
Check or Money Order proferred.

LOST & FOUND

Yep, we've lost & fortune on these offers of full.color
portraits of Alfred E. Neuman, MAD's “What—Me Worry?""
kid, for 25¢ (3 for 50¢)—and we just found out why . . .
Seems nobody's ordering any from: MAD, Dept. “What—
Color?"", 850 Third Avenue, New York, New York 10022,
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The drums Eeegads! || Didyoueverseealassie. .. This is dangerous territory || 1 can do anything you men
are coming Savages Go this way and that way? we're in, Rae! I'm sorry we can do! So don't think of
from over here || performing || Did you ever see a lassie got you—a woman—involved! || me as a woman! Think of me
behind these || ooan rituals || Go this way and that Your place is at home where as. . .avery sexy man!

tallweeds! || fa=ilaonn it's safe and warmand.. ..
g 1
Let's peekl! | 4rough the |7 /
} centuries! - [/// /
) — 7

1/

fl

The next morning. ..

E\
Enough of this, Bob!
We've got to figure |

a way to get out of
this terrible place!

The plane is smashed beyond hope!
The radio is dead! The distress aslongas
you have

your health!

All right, Rae!
We believe you
can do anything
we men can do!
But. .. shaving
is ridiculous! !

Which one of you guys
has my after-shave?

and charts are burned! And our
emergency food rations are rotten!

v

(R ,”Q\ 2

Sl
LL) ! o]
2 \oa\\
~— aF
ST
r
Whatwas | It's either an ad for
that? | Wrigley’s Spearmint
Gum . .. or we got K
\/ big troubles! { Twicel? That can mean

only one thing...!
It's two o'clock! !
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DON MARTIN DEPT. PART Il

| BALL GAME
| TODAY

| can see the whole
infield from here!!
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JOKE AND DAGGER DEPT. PART Il
[——|
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ICE-ELATION DEPT.

A NAD LOOK AT WINTER

. PR VIV
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SCHOOLS RUSH IN . .. DEPT. scinsen i
Have you noticed the interesting money-making schemes that grace the pages of our magazines nowadays?
A group of famous people in a particular field get together and form a correspondence school to teach
hopefuls who want to enter that field some of the tricks of the trade. First came the “Famous Artists
School”—then came “The Famous Writers School'— followed by “The Famous Cartoonists School”’—and now
“The Famous Photographers School.” If this trend keeps up, we should be seeing some rather unusual

Famous People’s

ARTIST: BOB CLARKE
WRITER: AL JAFFEE

Home-Study Courses

FIRST “FAMOUS PEOPLE'S HOME-STUDY COURSE”
LATEST “FAMOUS PEOPLE’S HOME-STUDY COURSE”

“We're looking
for people who

Gowto szt Art itz

When the field of illustration was killed by photography, ~When photography replaced illustration, anyone who could
a group of desperate illustrators introduced a home-study  snap a shutter got into the act. The field is now crowded
course with advertisements that stressed the money-making  and competition is fierce. Seeing the handwriting on the
opportunities for artists. This proved to be true—as the wall, several apprehensive photographers are now trying
swelling bank accounts of the school's founders will show. the same trick that saved some of their former victims.

TO SEE WHAT WILL HAPPEN AS OTHER GROUPS GET INTO THE ACT, TURN PAGE AND HOLD MAGAZINE S‘

QEwAvS LIKE THIS

13






OEBPS/Images/image00029.jpeg
It's from [| “Dear Rae, Bob and Bruce:
Kong!! It New York is not for me!
says... I'm heading for that

place where | can run
wild and free, unchained
and unnoticed, where
there are no laws and
no customs to keep me
tied down. Yes, I'm
heading for that savage,
dog-eat-dog land,
Hollywood, California!™

Well, Rae, that
ape sure made a
monkey out of
you! . .. Rae?
RAE?

She left! Losing

she could bare!

s

Signed:
M. J. K

That crazy kid!
She's going to

kill herselft
| How can we get
her down?

We could hire a

few World War |

airplanes, and ||
| shoot her down!

Shoot her down
Are you crazy?!

dangerous! One

bullet and we'll

Golly, gee,
that's a familiar
face! Where have

i | seen it before?
Bombay? London?
| Grossingers?

That's too
miss with a

have a leak in

> Oh, Mr. Kong! | saw Are you
\r you in your Broadway planning
debut, and you were to write
simply wonderfull! a book?
i % e
,4{3'3. bf W& Q

How does it || Could 1 |GRI[LTH
feeltobea || have your f —
brand new star || autograph,
with such a |4 Mr. Kong??
promising
future? ‘ y o
W
o 3.2 N
e

Z)
O —

Kong was more than

1

You mean

more than

she could
ape!

It's Kong!
He's the
only one
who can

save Rae!! |

%=

Bruce! Look up
there! It's Rae!
She's climbed
out onto the roof
of the tower!

f

L

The idiot! He
missed her!

8] -

Show Biz!!

Kong, listen . . . Rae has
gone up on the tower roof!
She's going to jump! If
you have any love in your
big ape heart for her,
you'll catch her! That's
it! Cup your hands . . .

Oh, wellll That's
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Here is a commercial that features an alluring girl with a
sexy voice—appealing to the male vanity. How can it miss? Ahh, butitcan...

T'want to talk to all you tigers out
there! Oh . . . you know who you are!

. .AND SOME FOLKS WHO COULDNT CARE LESS

ARTIST: JACK RICKARD ~ WRITER: STAN HART

This summertime commercial might have meaning for some... . .. but there are others upon whom it is completely lost!

Don't be a pale-face—get out in the sun!
Get a Coppertone . . . Coppertone tan!

However, after watching a full night of moronic, dull TV
commercials, the average person never even sees this ad!

IR
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I can't wait
to see his

Remember, children . . . when
Kenny comes in, we all yell,

How do you like

the nerve of that

Betty's mother—
calling at the
last minute to
invite you to
Betty's party!

So what!? | can
be dressed in 15
minutes, and while|
you're driving me
over, we can stop
at the toy store
for a present!

Not on your life!
Don't you have
any pride? This
is an insult! Who
does she think
she is, anyway?

All right,
Mitchel!
Make a wish,
and blow out
the candles!

Hold it!
Lemme get
a good
tight
shot of
this!

Watch it, kids, you're
jiggling the camera!
HEY ... WATCH IT!!

| WANT TO
THANK YOU FOR
THE BIRTHDAY
PRESENT YOU
SENT ME!

1 want to
! thank you for
| the birthday
| present you
i sent mel

There are
any number
of good
explanations!
It was probably
an oversight!

Oversight, my
foot! You're
not going, and
that's final!
And what's more,
I'm never going
to talk to that
woman again!

The T-Shirts | THE T-SHIRTS
and Underwear: | AND UNDERWEAR
are just what | | ARE JUST WHAT

o
Ul gD | NEEDED! |
wear them! CAN'T WAIT TO
Thank you WEAR THEM!
THANK YOU
VERY MUCH!

What do you know?! You
wouldn't understand!
You're just a little girl,

and I'm a grown up lady!t

Well, what do you know!?
1 got my wish!

TELL YOUR
MOTHER SHE'S
WELCOME!
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The NeuUroTIC of the

Each month, we show a day in the life of a person who best exemplifies the
typical neurotic. This month, we applaud (but not too loudly, because we do
not want to burden him with a feeling that he now has to live up to something):

Woodrow Reifschneider

Every morning, for breakfast, Woodrow
eats hot cereal. Actually, he loathes
hot cereal . . . but his mother loves to
baby him. Woodrow would like to tell
his mother that he’s a grown man, but
he’s afraid—because then she might
expect him to act like one. So every
day, he pretends to love hot cereal.

When the pretty secretary leaves with the goofy
mail room boy, Woodrow knows he was right in
not asking her for a date. “If she can go out with
a clod like that, she’s not the kind of a girl to
appreciate me!” He decides to call the bright
girl he met at the library, but puts it off.
“She's probably out tonight —and if she’s not,
why should I go out with someone so unpopular?”

One of the sccretaries where Woodrow
works appeals to him, but he's afraid
to ask her for a date—because if she
said “No!” he'd be so humiliated that
he'd have to quit his job. And since
he must support his mother, Woodrow
compliments himself for not becoming
involved in a “dangerous situation”.

6:30 P.M.

Woodrow’s mother believes
her son should start his
dinner with something hot,
and so she serves him some
warmed-over oatmeal from
his breakfast—knowing how
very much Woodrow seemed
to enjoy it that morning.

10:22 A.M.

=

During the morning, something happens
to Woodrow to reinforce his feclings
of persecution. Sent on an errand to
a part of town he has never been in
before, he steps on a glob of gum as
he walks down a strange street. “How
did they know I was going to walk on
this street today?” he asks himself.

11:15 P.M.

Before going to sleep for the night,
Woodrow watches the “Late Movie.” He
really hates the idiotic commercials
that keep interrupting the movie, but
he feels too guilty to ignore them.
“Gee,” he tells himself, “companies
pay lots of money to put their ads on
TV. The least I can do is watch them!”






OEBPS/Images/cover00014.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00024.jpeg





OEBPS/Images/image00023.jpeg
aaas Louale
posifex pur pazep jo
S0P 01 100 219m

SSAUPPY
e ameN

*X N ‘ONudAy uosIpely ‘ZL Xog
[00Yog US| Py snowe

w0y 10 §
asmon &pn

ko og

o pue

s 1

0

105 snowrey sureaq
fawow a1 ‘uo 1
1y st 01 a1
ums sior

op g s
Aeordia

Lo

F1q 11 e uBd Nok ‘vaw
noA pajuspeiun 1o prdnis

suoy
Fuppg
supsang woneg.
Z

[zeag *oxrousf op ony ‘9, ‘1o
100G s1a[puIMg snourey

s0p auit
Aissapqnop o

PBOIqE 9JI] SNOKIO[S ¥ JAI]
USY[} PUB—PNRIJIP ‘IJZZIqUID
31D 0] WIBI] UBD NOA—MON

oprary,

oppuy
siorpyo

wwmng

souuvag






OEBPS/Images/image00022.jpeg
| shall never forget

this delicious, fragrant,
intoxicating moment as
long as | live, Darling!

Er—could you be a little
less passionate? You're
creasing my shoulder
hoister...!

All right, Bomb!
On your feet!
That'll be enough
out of you!

We've finally

trapped you,
Agent 007!

We'd kill you now, f| Eskimos!! And
except our boss in England!
wants the pleasure|| This must be
of destroying you || the work of

himself! “SNOWMAN"1!

e e SR ~\ G
Why did you lure me here, | No, James! And now, Bomb, we're Couldn't we go to the || pDon’t be || We all love
Tasti? What strange power does Actually, | | taking you to Greenland || Riviera instead? We'd || silly! You [ it! Mainly
“Snowman'’ have over you? Did he || I'm just —to “Snowman” in his || all have a wizard of a || will love | because. .. ﬁ
force you to betray me? Is he headquarters in time at Monte Carlo! || Glacier
perhaps holding your parents Glacier City . . . ! City!
captive and won't release them

until you help to capture me?
ke that?

No matter what the season,
You'll always beat the heat—
| The temperature is 35 below!

% Everything’s really cool in Glacier Gity!
There is no better place on Earth we know!

Everything’s frozen stiff in Glacier City!

fl The streets up there are paved with Arctic snow!

A frozen walrus dinner
Sells for 20 cents a slice!

I e

y R

1 don’t know! It

sounds rather gauche |

> to me! | still think
we'd have a much

A fricassee of polar bear Thete

better time at Monte

is no better |

gl nSinmpoe (o i o orcon
3 >3 we know! | | i
Just can’t run out of ice! i (;% However, I'm always open
? to suggestions for new
No, sir!

*Sung to the tune of “Everything's Up-To-Date In Kansas City"

)| There is no better
place on Earth
we know!

spots to holiday at—

especially when there
are machine guns ready
to convince me! Let's go!
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2

Telephone
System:

We once adored you, Valentine,
But now you've made us sore
With numbers like s
Four-two-eight-six-three-four;
We feel that we've been led astray,
You've treated us so sloppily;
But that's the price we have to pay
When using a monopoly!

ARTIST: PAUL CORER INR.

ToThe
Makers OF
Headache
Remedies:

Whenever we have headache ills,
We try to end our sufferin’
With aspirin and other pills
Like Anacin and Bufferin;
But, Valentine, we must endure
The pains, because you see—
We get the headaches

watching your

Commercials on TV!

ARTIST: 308 cLaRKE

%?m%ﬁ\'%,wkm‘ﬁ%

MADs Valentines

lo American Industry

WRITER: FRANK JACOES

To The Automobile Companies:

You give your cars real fancy names
Like Tempest, Riviera;

Like Comet, Skylark, Galaxie,
LeSabre and Polara;

£0RGE WoopaRInGE

Your names are helpful, Valentine,
Because each year we're learning—

The fancier a car is named,
The more gas it is burning!
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| know it's a little unusual Does the Not I send him Five
for someone to order a size beast Yes, Rae || her'! I Yes, but | think you're flowers minutes!
1000 tuxedo, but get it over have knows || The || pushing that ape too far || every day! Five
here immediately! And | also everything | every || APE! || —rehearsing him day and | What more || minutes
need a pair of cuff-links down pat? | step— night—making him wear || can | do? to the
about two feet in diameter! silly hats—giving him opening—
Hurry! Good-bye!! - dancing lessons . . . s 7
> 7

Gentlemen! b |yt Those drums!
A fanfare (7 X Those incessant
. | please . . . drums—beating, out there and stamp your § stage doesn't
- -l 3 > way into the hearts of collapse!
S a that audience . . .
. A -
- G9 2
-
. i
. 1 -
P
s s
Just me and my shadow ... strolling down the avene .. \@’ Mr. Headstrong! How | Okay! Rae
Me and my shadow . . . all alone and feeling blue . \ Sensational! about going onstage and || is the one
S ‘. getting some shots of without
. Great! Rae and the ape while || the chains!
. Best Ac»funt they’re performing! T
That ape dancing ape ! {
certainly | ever saw! A
knows how
to ape!

A
N
<
5C ol

*-ME AND uY SHADOW, " © 1927 BY BouRNE, INC.
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Touchdown!? What the heck
kind of a call is that?!

| knew they had a tall

WRITER:
ARNIE
KOGEN

Pssst! Hey, Fred—
you're shooting for
the wrong basket!!
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Clurtssi Peabody consulted **Sam Four
alscovered that tho pstiek wan actual

moara on her husband’s ehirt, Sam went to work, followed his client’s husband. chiccked hi daily activitien,
bodys have given up wrestiing. Another succosstul eave cloned by +*Sam Foureyes's. Call him at QU 81060,

Be suspicious!

‘When he starts working late at the office a lot,

And he takes more business trips than usual,

And he comes home reeking of cheap perfume,

And you discover that lipstick smear on his collar,

Don't shrink from the hard cold facts! It's time to call in® SAM FOUREYES
Clever, eh—parodying a famous Fabric Processor’s ad and turning it into a (* 54 FOUREYES Elug )
‘Well, that’s exactly what Sam is. . . clever. Tracts nis RARK

A clever Private Detective.

So if you've got problems with your husband like this lady,

Don’t be a drip! Air your dirty linen to “Sam Foureyes”.

Sam will get the goods on him!
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SOFTENING THE BLOW-UPS DEPT.

In order to save time, labor, and money, many organizations, corporations, and Government bureaus use
“Form Answer-Letters™ to acknowledge correspondence. Unfortunately, these “Form Answer-Letters” are
always rather general in nature — merely thanking people for writing or showing interest. They rarely

SPECIFIC “FORM £
THERE REALLY

WRITER:

OFFICE OF THE MAYOR
The City Of New York

PLAYBOY

232 i i
east ohio chicago 11, illinois

Dear Playboy Reader:

an s =
pervert will s

2 sase be assured
e pleejex"y effort to ‘):hftsn
not happen t0 you too o s

onven-—

nee again, sorry for the 1
yrry fo

One

jence this has caused you

Sincerely yours.

T
The Honorable
Robert F. Wag

Mayor

toh
Cannot reyea SIP YOU out, fellah,

eal
ore tharoreveal the information of

have
Month, s "“9uested about oy

but we're afraid e
very personal nat
aymate of the

[

/ \’1 )
Hugh M. Hefner,
Editor and Publisher

20
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ON A SHELF-DESTRUCTION KICK?
FILL YOUR LIBRARY WITH THE EXPLOSIVE LAUGHTER

FOUND IN THESE 20 “BOMB™" MAD PAPERBAC

K BOOKS

F s

THE
BEDSIDE

MAD

r

AT YOUR FAVORITE BOOKSTAND—OR YOURS BY MAIL

e e ————————— USE COUPON OR DUPLICATE « = o o o e o o e e o e e o e o]
MAD Name
POCKET DEPARTMENT agdress
850 Third Avenue, City.
New York, N.Y. 10022 State. Zip-Code.
PLEASE SEND ME: [(JMADInOrbit | ENCLOSE 35¢

ALSO PLEASE SEND ME:

[J The MAD Reader

[ The Organization MAD

[] MAD Strikes Back [ Like MAD
[ Inside MAD [J The Ides of MAD
[ Utterly MAD (] Fighting MAD

[ The Brothers MAD
L The Bedside MAD
[ Son of MAD

L[] The MAD Frontier
[ The Voodoo MAD
[ Greasy MAD Stuff

] Three Ring MAD

[ The Self-Made MAD

L[] Don Martin Steps Out

[ Don Martin Bounces Back

O Dave Berg Looks At The U.S.A.

1 ENCLOSE 50¢ FOR EACH

On orders Outside the U.S.A., add 10% Extral We carnat be responsible
for cash fost or stolen In the mails. Check or Maney Order preferred!

LETTERS DEPT.

IMAGE OF U.S. JUSTICE
Congratulations to Al Jaffee for an-
other great "MAD Fold-In"—"The Image
of US. Justice”. I wonder if anybody
burned a cross in front of your office
building.

Steve Blumrich
Huntsville, Alabama

Congratulations on having the courage
to print it. Your magazine is truly the
conscience of us all. You deserve only
praise.

Mrs. Dan Di Biasio
Cleveland, Ohio

RUINED IMAGE

1 found your "Letters From Santa
Claus in"#92 the most disgusting display
of crudeness I have ever read. It com-
pletely ruins the image of Santa Claus for
the younger set. I have always enjoyed
your magazine, but you lowered your-
selves considerably when you printed this
garbage.

Gary Harrison
Edmonds, Washington

HAIL THAT TIGER

On behalf of all the employees of
Humble Oil, Bala Cynwyd Division, I
want to congratulate you on the marvel-
ous satire on your back cover of the Janu-
ary issue (#92) based on our beloved
tiger.

Rita Petrushansky
Philadelphia, Penna.

It's about time someone did something
for the poor, defenseless tiger who lately
has been so exploited by "Big Business”.

A 3/c John E. Rosiak
Wiethersfield A.F.B,, England

A HUMOROUS EXCHANGE

This past Summer, I traveled over a
great deal of Europe as an Exchange Stu-
dent. The hardest task for an Exchange
Student, I think, is to make friends and
to promote good will and understanding
between the people of his country and
the country he is residing in. With lan-
guage barriers, it is sometimes a very slow
and_difficult process. Yet, armed with
copies of MAD Magazine, a paperback
edition of "Don Martin Bounces Back”
and a smile, I have had more fun and
made more friends through the universal
language of humor and laughter than I
could possibly have done otherwise.
MAD, from its satirical heights to its most
ridiculous lows is, without a doubt, the
best propaganda America has to offer.

Steve Emerick
Fulfsweg, Germany
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IT’S TRUE! BONDS DO HAVE MORE FUN DEPT.

There’s a new trend on Broadway these days—which is tg make musicals based on great British
literary figures. First there was “Camelot”, based on the story of King Arthur. ..then there
was “Oliver”, based on Charles Dickens’ novel “Oliver Twist”. . . and this fall, there is “Baker
Street”, based on the adventures of Sherlock Holmes. That’s why we at MaD feel that it’s only
a matter of time before Broadway does a musical on the most sure-fire British literary hero of
all. We mean, of course, James Bond, Special Agent 007, of the British Secret Service, the
creation of the late Tan Fleming. Perhaps someday there may be a real James Bond musical.
But until then, you'll just have to put up with a Map James Bomb musical, which we've titled:

ACT 1, SCEN

YU TR0 T -

E 1: THE LONDON HEAD!

o

Good morning, girls! Itis|... Efails :
Commander James Bomb, also ©Oh, Commander 1 just ljustlove | Andljustloveyour | thatall? Not particularly,
known as Agent 007! | have come to Bomb! | just love your your flaring || -25 calibre Beretta Don'tyou || Agent 0075 Mainly
be briefed on my next assignment love your cruel mouth! nostrils! Automatic carried || want me !70 because I'm Agent
which undoubtedly will prove to be ruthless eyes! Kiss me! Kiss me! in that holster kiss you? 008—in training!
dangerous, exciting, and packed Kiss me! - | under your left arm! E———mmmm—] And this girdle
with passion and romance! is killing me!

]

%

Well, Agent DOBAinTJ % There’s an aura of glamour about me! u Oh, what a jolly good Ii
training! You'rea [] There’s an aura of glamour about me! Iget such jolly good pay!
lucky man! Because The commonfolk sigh And I've a jolly good fecling,

someday, you'll be 1 shall kill someone today!
like me! Thatis . ..

P>
Dash it all, 007! You're
45 seconds late! Kindly

remove yourself from the
clerical staff and come
in here immediately!

Now it may be some German or Frenchman;
Or it may be some Mafia henchman;

Tt may be some sinister Communist foe— (
Or even some lunatic like Dr. No!

Oh, what a jolly good living— & =
I get such jolly good pay! £
And I've a jolly good feeling,
I shall kill someone today!

y

*Sung to the tune of "Oh, What A Beautiful Mornin'!"

OFFl
OF

CHIEF
oF
SECRET
SERVICE
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ARTIST & WRITER: DAVE BERG

M & N % 7 % 4 K
HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO YOU . . . #HAPPY BIRTHDAY, DEAR
HAPPY BIRTHDAY TOYOU . .. " WEN-N-N-D-E-EEEE. ..

B

# HAPPY BIRTHDAY TO YOU!!

% & b 7
t

I'd like a Birthday present
for a four-year-old boy!

Well, let's see . . . the young man
might like this Tommy Gun, or this
Fire Engine, or this big Bass Drum,

we're not going to make it! I'm
afraid we'll have to puil up stakes
and start all over somewhere else!

r! There's no room for it
ing van, so I'm afraid
to leave your bike behind!

l Here, Jimmy! You can keep my bike! 1

roney, without the Braddock account,
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dbow Neurosis Brought Gur
her Again

—

_,‘T‘\'?

by SEYMOUR MELMAC

H, WrAT Fonp MEemoRIEs I cherish of those

first months of our marriage. Velda and I

were the perfect couple. We shared every-

thing together—like our feelings of inade-

quacy and insecurity at cocktail parties when some-

one would mention an author we never heard of . , .

or our feelings of persecution when the butcher or

the druggist would over-charge us. And then there

were those wonderful nights when we would lie

awake, just making plans for escaping new situa-

tions, or discussing people who had rejected us dur-

ing the day. It was a time that glowed with the
warmth of our mutual unhappiness.

But as the months rolled by, Velda became rest-
less. With me working, she had a lot of time on her
hands. Time to conjure up her own neurotic fanta-
sies. She soon developed a deep suspicion of people,
and spent all day worrying that someone wanted to
do her bodily harm. At first, I was glad that she had
this preoccupation, since it gave her something to do
and filled her day. But then, it got out of hand.
Tragedy struck!

One day, I returned home from work to find
Velda gone! A week passed and she did not return.
I was desperate. I wanted to call her folks, but I

didn’t, for fear of upsetting them and having them
hate me for bringing bad news.

After weeks of loneliness, I found that I, too,
was falling prey to the same suspicions that had so
cruelly victimized my wife. Suddenly, I, too, began
to feel that someone was after me and wanted to do
me bodily harm. Although I fought it, the feeling
was too powerful. One night, I yielded to my fears.
I double-locked the door, propped a chair against it,
and nailed all the windows shut. Then I searched
the apartment. After looking into every closet, I
suddenly realized that the best place for an assassin
to hide would be under the bed. I knelt down . . .
and to my horror, I heard someone breathing!

Summoning all my courage, 1 looked. And I
was shocked! There, under the bed, was Velda, my
wife! She had been hiding there for two months.
You can imagine the warm feeling that flowed
through me when I realized that I had not been
alone all that time. And to this day, I am still thank-
tul for the neurosis that put Velda under the bed,
and for mine that made me look. Now, it's almost
like old times again. We lie awake at night, talking
about the people who are taking advantage of us.. . .
as we hold hands through the bedsprings.

29
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CANDID cA

SO West 55th Street,

Dear Candid Camera Fan:—

In reference to your recent
t
ward Kirby and his “oxact funcion’ o o 0V
St

We believe Mr. Kirl
television personali
and throughout the
successful broadcast;
a large and loyal fol

will agree with us {

hat a m; .
welcome addition to any W“s‘f";f this calibre is a
w.

abyr: a pleasant and appealin,
y. He has warmth and chame
years in connection with many’

Il;‘og endeavors, he has attracted
Wing. We are sure that you

As to “what he does” or
what his exact job is” on
ring. your letter to the CB:
Perhaps they can help you

why he’s necessary” or
our show, we are refer-

S Research Department
~..and us, i

Will B. Fired
Assistant to Mr. Funt

641 Lexington Avenue, New yvork.

Gentlemen:

n recei]
Ll i\nt against us £0

esentati

otter of intent to
pt of your 155E0 So1ander and

We have every confidence that the author of
the article entitled: ReTesEe e

has sub-
)
dated Tatements

g
to support. the s
1%?:“3:“ personany damaging to

ou.
2 matter is now in

vised that this 3
i%‘eaggnkéss ‘:ﬁ‘ our attorneys who willnb:f%zﬁt
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The Ford Family Of Fine Automotive Products

LINCOLN, MERCURY, EBSEL, THUNDERBIRD, FORD
MUSTANG-

Dear New Owner:

We deeply regret hearing about the
trouble you've been having with your brand
R T

We at Ford pride ourselves on the per-
formance and quality of each and every auto-
mobile we produce. We take all necessary
precautions to see to it that the product
you purchase is perfect in every way. The
materials and labor that go into it are of
the highest quality, and every one of our
cars are checked, tested, then re-tested and
re-checked before it is allowed to leave our

plant.
However, with millions of Fords, Lin-

colns, Mercurys, Thunderbirds and m@
manufactured and sold each year, there

always the possibility, as there iswith al-
most every product of a mechanical nature,
that a few will need some slight further ad-
justments after they are purchased.

We are certain that if you drive it a
while longer, the kinks will work themselves
out, and the difficulties and circumstances
that caused you, in your letter, to refer to
your new car as a nlemon" will disappear.

Very truly yours,

Sidney J° Edsel, Manager
Ford Motor Company
Quality Control Division

It you g
on' %
DON'T tnzlﬁakamxltl :

HBF

Al Feldst,
ei.
Bditor
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That's the bloke! Not “ée know that Did ] Good show,
He lives in North Green- What, “Snowman™ is | Excuse me, Sir, but | You || Sounds like the work of 007l
land, in a mammoth igloo sir? planning | yne Weather Bureau | hear || “Snowman all right! 1l || “Snowman" will
guarded by 10,000 trained ' something reports that the || that, || start my investigation never dream
eskimos! So far, ‘‘Snowman" big, but we entire British Isles || 0077 || immediately by flyingtoa || that you are
has killed Agents 001 Well, | don'tknow | has begun moving plush hotel on the French | o0 tohim! |
through 006 in consecutive think what! steadily towards Riviera for a week of T
numerical order! And you i you may 3 TOWj| Greenlandata | || gambling and woman- =) ||
know what, 007 .. .7 be next! speed of 50 miles {] chasing! =

ACT 1, SCENE 2: A LONDON STREET

1 am Commander James Bomb, and | || Take me My name is Tasti Delight, and | killed Yes, but | actually bought
am off on what may prove to be the || With you! every one of those girls back there so | | it for its vertically mounted
most dangerous, exciting, passionate |77 === could be with you, Commander Bombt | just | high-tensile steel ashtray,
adventure of my entire career! adore this car! It's a souped-up '34 its silver-plated hand-tooled
Bentley with an overdrive unit fitted ignition key, and the hand-
behind the transmission, hydraulic brakes, [ woven, vat-dyed, triple-twist
and a 9-to-1 compression ratio, isn’t it? | Indian Hemp seat covers!

% Chaps and blokes obscrve me intently | Watch that gauge and see how we're zipping! The aerial’s flying the Union Jack—
When I take a spin in my Bentle Shift those gears and hear how they're stripping! | It waves when the wind starts to fan ya!
When I take a spin in my Bentley I must say it’s all rather ripping— The wheels are turning, while in the back
With the blonde . ... up front! Such a care-free stunt! The stereo plays “Rule Britannia!”

= = = = 1 E

Hear the chaps all shout “How impressive!”

When I drive at speeds 5o excessivel

Speeding makes me look so aggressive

When I'm on the hunt

jolly litde Beatley
blonde—in the front!

Actually, | should be
getting to the Riviera!
Still—I must maintain
| my reputation as a cool,
suave ladies’ man, so
let us proceed to that
deserted road

deserted

road nearby
where we
can neck

passionately!

*Sung to the tune of “The Surrey With The Fringe On Top™
1
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Oh, Valentine, your shows this year And yet it's sort of nice to know
Cannot be beat for dumbn; That viewers "cross the nation
Because of you, our senses reel; Can all enjoy your shows with just

Our minds are filled with numbness; a pre-school education!

Dear Valentine!

Your new electric toothbrush just

Destroyed Ma's upper plate;
Your new electric blanket just
Ignited Uncle Nate;
Your new electric mixer won't
Let go of little Sue;

Each day we're finding brand-new things

Appliances can do!

ARTIET: DOk MARTIN

ARTIST: MORY BRUCKER

CUPIDITY (look it up!) DEPT.

Vlentine's Day is a time to show feelings of
love and affection. And who is more worthy of
receiving our love than the folks who receive
all of our money . . . namely American Industry.
So, with this beartfelt sentiment to guide us,

let us now demonstrate our affection with . . .

TJo Jhe
Designeis
of Women's

TFashions:

Dear Valentine!

Your dresses hang like burlap sacks;

Your coats are a disgrace

Your hats might well have been designed

For use in ouler space
Before you make up next year's styles
To sell your faithful barem—
Please have some pity on us guys
Who have to watch girls wear ‘em!

ARTIST: JacK micKARD
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Good Lord, look! It's
an ape at least forty
n b
Two o'clock, nothing! I'm || 1t's either that, The Scared?! Pull yourself [ foertoiit And thace
taking a wild guess, but || or this movie will sound 1]l together! Are youa 4 =
I'll bet that was the have to have a is |5 Yery sexyman ... . or
signal calling for the different title! getting
legendary giant ape closer!
SON OF MIGHTY
JOE KONG!!

are you a mouse?

e S

Outside of People would pay We could |[ How can you
Jayne a fortune to see give hima give a giant
Mansfield, this beast! If tranquilizer! ape a read to him from once sent away
that's the only we could get tranquilizer? this copy of the for one of those
most awesome || him back to the s A R “Reader’s Digest"! || “Learn Hypnotism"”
sight | have States! 4 That always puts || courses, and .
ever seen! me to sleep!

I've got a I've got an even
better idea! I'll better idea! |

One month later ... on bustling Broadway, in New York. ..

©0O0C00000OACYO O OBOOICOO D!

Never mind! Our problem is solved!

. Next stop—f & OPENING TONIGHT!
This dull dialogue put him to sleep! # New York!!

RAE FAYE

and her

GIANT APE
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NO SALE DEPT.

When a company advertises on television, it pays a rate based on the number of idiots who are likely to
see the commercial. Which seems pretty stupid to us. The rate should be based on the number of idiots
who are likely to see the commercial AND are also likely to buy the product! Mainly because some ad-
vertisers are squandering fortunes to bring their messages to the wrong people. Just look at these . . .

TV

COMMERCIALS.

It's wasted on the folks who live in Appalachia who really
are concerned about the amount of food they consume daily!

How about this familiar message—aimed at the people who
are concerned about the amount of food they consume daily?

- -
Is this the day you finally do something

| about your weight? All you need is a '
(" little will-power and METRECAL!

Many men are interested in the Stainless Steel Razor Derby:

| got only 6 shaves with the (CO0-COO) blade—
and only 8 shaves with the (CO0-COO) blade! But
with Personna, | got 89 great smooth shaves!!!

N8






OEBPS/Images/image00052.jpeg
COURT JESTING DEPT.
Here we go again with MAD's little game which consists of taking typical action
sports shots—like the kind we’ve been subjected to in newspapers and magazines—
and captioning them with appropriate idiotic remarks. Like f'rinstance these......

BASKETBALL

Will somebody please
tell me the score?!

Look—they're posting
the Mid-Terms results!
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REGER 2

SICK-SICK-SLICK DEPT.
Here we go with another MAD suggestion to all the money-hungry publishers who

wan't to cash in on the vast untapped audiences for today’s “specialized magazines”
—this one to appeal to the largest untapped audience of all. Why not put out .

(4

PER COPY

(AT THIS PRICE

LOSE A FORTUNE
THAT'S OKAY. S

WE WAVE A TERRIBLE
FEAR OF SUCCESS)

MENTAL HEALTH WHEN THEY ACCUSED ME OF LOVE WITHOUT | FAILED MY EYE-SIGHY TEST HOW TO COMPULSIVE COLLECTOR'S CORNER
—AND HOW T0 A CRIME 1 DID NOT COMMIT FEAR, ANKIETY,  RATHER THAN SOUND FOOLISH QVERCOME Save That Burned-Out Fuse—
| REFUSED T0 DENY IT OR A PARTNER BY MISPRONDUNCING THE YOUR SHYNESS You Never Know When You Might
WORDS ON THE EYE CHART by (Author ‘Need It For Something Or Other

by Grace Klutcher

AVOID IT
by George Lincoln  BECAUSE | CRAVE ATTENTION by Narcissiis
Rockwell by Orvile Weekeego Nusshaum by Arthur Biobh Anonymous)

E WRITER: STAN HART

ARTIST: GEORGE WOODBRIDG!
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HERE WE GO WITH ANOTHER CLEVER, WITTY AND RIDICULOUS &

The recent national election was one of the roughest, dirtiest
and mudslingingest in history. Each political party accused the
other of the worst things possible, and everyone took a beating,
regardless of whether he won or lost. Now we should try to bind
up the wounds. If you fold page in as shown, you'll discover... FULDAN EARELIKE THS

WHICH NATIONAL SYMBOL IS GOING
TO NEED THE BIGGEST REPAIR JOB ?

FOLD THIS SECTION OVER LEFT { B FOLD BACK SO “A" MEETS “B"

THE BITTER PUNISHMENT THAT THESE TWO GREAT AMERICAN
i POLITICAL SYMBOLS TOOK 1S NOW MAKING
EACH WINCE WITH PAIN AT THE SLIGHTEST WIGGLE
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JOKE AND DAGGER DEPT. PART Iil

A
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Just for that, none Atta boy, Kevin, baby!

look who wants to ood enough to of you can come to my Put 'er' right over

play with us—Two- %e our hntl-;hnyl Birthday Party next the ol plate.. . .
Left-Feet-Kevin! X Saturday . . .

YOUR? Hey, fellas, You're not even

Model Building Kits | got you “Thank You" note to every- NICE, BIG FAT THANK YOU FROM ME!
for my Birthday! Iucky' body who gave you one!

[Hey, Mo, look at all the . [Aren't Now you've got to write a And while you're at it, give them a

Hold it, kids! Go outside Step aside, kids! | want to B Nancy, put your blindfold ("Hold it, kids, while 1 get
and come in again! | want dolly in for a close-up of back on for a shot of “Pi a long-shot of this! Mitch,
| to get a shot of everybody Mitch opening his presents! The Tail On The Donkey" . . . Get 1n the middle, and ot
arriving for the party . .. | £ And Mitchel . . . close that ! " only this time, pin the €] like:you're embarrassadlil
S box, and open it again while tail on the Birthday Boy! .
I'm shooting . . . then smile!

The party is in the playroom downstairs, children! Well . .. how'd you
As for you mothers, | have some cocktails in the like the Kiddie Party?
living room while you're waiting! Help yourseives!
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MONTH | sk Doctor [Jungblood

12:44 P.M.

At lunch, which he always eats alone,
Woodrow summons up all his courage
and actually decides to add up the
check. To his horror, he finds that
the waiter made a mistake in addition
and has overcharged him $2. Naturally
he doesn’t say anything about it . . .
since Woodyow hates unpleasant scenes.

lO()AM

In bed, Woodrow visualizes hu'nself in
a courtroom being cross-examined by
the shrewdest lawyer in the country.
With  brilliant, rapier-like remarks,
Woodrow cuts him dead time and again,
making the lawyer look the fool. The
smile on Woodrow's face is reassuring
to his mother when she tucks him in.

Dear Dr. Jungblood:

1 have a terrible compulsion to
answer the phone whenever it
rings, but I also have a terrible
fear that it might be bad news—es-
pecially when it rings after 10:00
P.M. What do you suggest?

Dorothy Longo
Ypsilanti, Mich.
Dear Dotty:

Try this: Next time the phone
rings, say, “The number you have
called has been temporarily dis-
connected—this is a recording!”
The party will hang up without
telling you the bad news he prob-
ably called you about. In fact, now
he’ll start worrying about why

your phone has been temporarily
duconneczed

Dear Dr. Jungblood:

Tam a teenager. I keep myroom
spotlessly clean and neat, I never
stay out past my curfew on a date,
and I always obey my mother im-
mediately whenever she asks me
to do something. Yet she is con-
stantly yelling and screaming at
me. What can I do? It's terrible
living with a neurotic!

Selma Frum
Brooklyn, N. Y.
Dear Selma:

Yes, Selma, it is terrible living
with a neurotic! No wonder your
mother is constantly yelling and
screaming at you! Why not try act-
ing like a normal teenager for a
change.

Dear Dr. Jungblood:

Every time I go out to dinner
or a movie, I always become tense
and anxious as the evening ends.
But when I say, “It’s been a lovely
evening, please don't spoil it!”,
my husband always gets angry.
What should I do?

Faye Welch
Boston, Mass.
Dear Faye:

Actually, it’s not your probelm.
It's your husband’s problem. After
all these years, he still does not
seem to realize that you're just not
that type of girl!

Dear Dr. Jungblood:

I am mortally afraid of mice.
Last week at a party, I saw a
mouse and I jumped on a chair
and pulled my dress over my head.

Do you think I have a problem?
Irving Blintz
Chicago, T11.

Dear Irving:

You have no problem thatI can
see, and you should not concern
yourself. It is perfectly normal of
any boy who wears a dress to be
afraid of mice!

Dear Dr. Jungblood:

Every time my mother and fath-
er go out, I worry that they will
forget me and never come back
home. This fear is not something
new with me—I've had it for the
past thirty-five years.

Paul Klotz
San Francisco, Cal.

Dear Paul:

I am surprised that a man of
your age should have such a prob-
lem. You should know by now
that Mummy and Daddy would
never do a thing like that!

Dear Dr. Jungblood:

I am a teenager. Last week I
went to a party wearing patched
dungarees, a torn sweatshirt and
old sneakers. When I came in, I
thought I heard some of the kids
laughing at me. Do you think they
were laughing at the way I looked,
oram I over-sensitive?

Susan Leigh
Merrick, N. Y.
Dear Susan:

Yes, they were probably laugh-
ing at the way you looked. No one
comes dressed formal to a teenage

party.

Dear Dr. Jungblood:

1 am a 67-year-old spinster liv-
ingalone in New York City. Every
day I see men eyeing women and
tead about attackers on the prowl.
Should I get a double lock and
bolt for my door, or would that
be too neurotic?

Hortense Freep
New York City

Dear Hortense:

By all means, fix your door.
And when you come home at
night, make sure your door is
double locked and bolted from
the inside. This is not neurotic. If
there’s an assailant in your apart-
ment, it'll make it tougher for
him to get out. 31
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WHAT TIME DOES THE BABOON GO UP? DEPT. Deep dark Africa . .. hundreds of miles from civilization . ..

and even a good ten miles from the nearest Howard Johnson's!

Nowadays, when you go to the movies,
you see sickness, violence, murder . . .

N oy A perfect This early in the picture?
and that's only the cartoc_an! Films thres whedl Not a chance! Who ever heard
today have deep psychological mean- landing! of a heroine getting hurt in

= D the opening scene?!

ings and shock endings. What ever
happened to all the good old movies
whereyou knew the endinglong before
you entered the theater, but you sat
there engrossed, anyway? Today, when
Hollywood speaks of “monster” mov-
ies, they mean anything starring Tues-
day Weld. In the good old days, when
they spoke of “monster” movies, they
meantsuchgreatflicksas “King Kong,”
“SonofKong’’and “MightyJoeYoung.”
And so, in an attempt to bring back the
good old days, MAD proudly presents:

I wonder | Thisisawild hunch, but I'd say we're in deep dark
soN oF where [ll Africa, hundreds of miles from civilization and even
weare, [l ag2ood ten miles from the nearest Howard Johnson's!
M IGH oE = n .
I I Listent Ican'tstand it. .. drums, beating
§ | hear in my ears . .. incessant beating
drums! [ll dayand night. .. drums...drumst!

1 have

strain is too much! Get hold of yourself, a low

Drums! Drums! Drums!
Pulsating rhythms

Rae! You're doing that | breaking
bit much too early! The

\ pounding faster | drums have been beating
STARRING: than my heart . for only 20 seconds!
JAMES GARNER  DORIS DAY  DICK VAN DYKE y
Robert Headstrong Rae Faye Bruce Cabbage

ana RICHARD BURTON i is greatest charactor rote as the

SON OF
MIGHTY JOE KONG

Hllustrated by Mort Drucker Written by Dick De Bartolo
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ALONG THE PSYCHO PATH

by TRAUMA TISHMAN

Frieda Maltz became a kleptomaniac because she craved love and needed to be wanted.
Now she is—by police in three states . . . Rickie Hall is showing improvement. He
no longer argues with recorded telephone messages . . . Rita Samuels reports that
her therapy group is planning a theater party to raise money
so they can buy identical jackets . . . And talking about psy-
chiatry—actor Bill Burner, who was so promising in those
romantic “leading man” parts, but was afraid to face an audi-
ence, has just completed his therapy. Now he’s too old to
play romantic “leading man” parts . . . Want a good rainy
day activity? Just sit down and start thinking of all the things
you should feel guilty about! DeparTmMENT OF SHoCKING NEws: After 42 years,
Ellen and Bill Quinlin have decided on a trial separation. Ellen is Bill's mother.
Friends say it won't last, though. If you have a minute to spare, drop a sympathy
card to hypochondriac Irv Zinn. Seems Irv went to the doctor recently and got a
clean bill of health . . . Frank Allen’s on his way toward conquering his inordinate
fear of flying. He now talks out his problem with his co-pilot on their daily N. Y.-
to-Washington TWA flights . . . Bob Drubman quit his job because he didn’t get that
raise. “I knew that cheapskate boss wouldn’t give me a raise,” he told us, ““so I didn’t

even ask him!”
I I

Rumor has it that Phil Garten suffered terrible feelings of rejection when he didn’t
make his school basketball team. Too bad for Phil—he’s got enough problems just
being a midget . . . Len Brown is broken-hearted because his brother won't make
up and shake hands with him. Len’s a compulsive nose-picker
. .. If you have nothing to do, you might spend some evening
wondering if your phone is being tapped—and who would
want to do such a thing—and why? Then you can start worry-
ing about what they've got on you so far! Ar’s Wers Taar
Exps WerL Department: Louise Sugerman wanted to invite
her neighbors, the Gribbleys, to a dinner party—which meant
she’d also have to invite her other neighbors, the Judds, so they wouldn’t feel in-
sulted. But the Judds were good friends of Louise’s cousins and they’d hear about
it so she’d have to invite them—which meant inviting the rest of her cousins—also
her uncles and aunts—and she could not have the whole family without inviting her
sister and brother-in-law. So she was delighted to get out of the uncomfortable situa-
tion by coming down with double pneumonia. . . . Also greatly relieved was mailroom
clerk Albie Knadel, whose boss frowns on gambling. Albie just learned that he didn’t
win the Irish Sweepstakes again this year. Herman Mushgum, who has a fetish about
always being right actually admitted he erred once in his life—about ten years ago,
when he said “No one is perfect!”. . . Hope that Arthur and Rose Blitz enjoy their
vacation in Maine. The Blitz’s were headed for Connecticut, but got lost—and Arthur
hates to impose on anyone by asking for directions. Hats Orr DeparTMenT: Hats off
to the parents of Little Leaguers who are giving their children things they never had,
like feelings of rejection and inadequacy. . . .
P

Hats off to Oscar Levant for not hiding it, but being proud of his neurosis, and
appearing on nationwide television programs like “The Jack Paar Show” to prove
that neurotics are as good as the next person—except maybe

at lighting cigarettes . . . Hats off to Jack Paar for his ability

to see the humor inherent in people with neurotic problems.

How many times have each of us wanted to make fun of peo-

ple with neuroses, but didn’t because we haven't the courage

of Mr. Paar . . . Hats off to Barry Goldwater for not being

afraid to say what he feels, whether it makes sense or not. Next

time you feel you haven't the right to your ill-founded opinions, think of this brave
man . . . Pity poor Mrs. Fanny Fishman who for years couldn’t find anyone good
enough to marry her daughter. Now Fanny can’t find anyone old enough to marry her
daughter . . . Ken Bagel, who never joined in conversations for fear people would
laugh at his stuttering finally took speech lessons. Now people who hear him talk
for the first time are amazed. They never guessed he was so stupid. In closing, let me
paraphrase the wise words of the great Garry Moore: “Be very kind to each other—
and pray they’ll be very kind to you!”

NEUROTIC
CLASSIFIED ADS

HELP WANTED

SLEEP-IN PSYCHIATRIST, for large sick
family. Own room, TV, every Thurs-
day and cvery other Sunday off.
Light cleaning. No cooking. $450 per
week or by the hour, Box 66.

BUMBLING INEFFECTIVE IDIOT ASSIST-
ANT, wanted by Executive of suc-
cessful firm to replace my son who
finally told me off and quit. I need
someone 1 can scream at and blame
for my own inadequacies. Box 48.

FOR SALE

BACK DATE CALENDARS. We have cal-
endars from 1910 to 1968, Relive
your good year. Send $1.00 to “That
‘Wonderful Year Calendar Com-
pany, Oshkosh, T1l.

STRING. I have thousands and thou-
sands of miles of string which I have
collected over the years. My whole
house is filled with string. Imminent
death in family, mainly my own
from strangulation, forces me to sell.
Write Box 52,

REAL ESTAT

ROOM TO RENT. I am looking for a
young woman with tremendous hos-
tility toward older people, who re-
sents suggestions of any kind, and
throws temper tantrums regularly.
My daughter was married recently,
and I miss having her around the
house, Box 92.

PERSONAL

ALVIN, my darling son, please come
home. T love you very much, and I'm
worried sick about you. I cannot
live without you. Please return.
You've been gone all afternoon. Your
loving Mother.

ALVIN, keep on going. I haven't re-
ceived so much attention since the
day you were born and I love it.
Your jealous Dad.

SITUATION WANTED

SLIGHTLY DISTURBED YOUNG
seeks position with local firm. W
to start at the bottom, where you will
probably keep me and exploit me un-
il T crack up from exhaustion be-
cause T know your type. Box 77.

MISCELLANEOUS

MAKE MONEY IN YOUR SPARE TIME.
Sell greeting cards to your friends.
If they're as neurotic as you, they'll
rather die than refuse. Write Impo-
sition Sales, Yonkers, N. Y.

STAMPS, COINS, ROCKS AND OTHER
COLLECTORS’ ITEMS. We have a com-
plete line of Hobby materials, Why
face the real world and its real prob-
lems when you can bury yourself
in some all-consuming hobby and
thereby escape reality? Write for
free catalogue, OSTRICH ENTER-
PRISES, Box
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Photagraphy by (hic) Leshter Krauss ‘n' “D.T.'s"" by (hic) good ol Bob Clarke

After the most hair-raising adventure of my life,
1 took the pledge and swore off booze!

1 “They were all around me!” writes Sid and pink elephants and blue alligators and
Tippler, an ex-friend of Canadian Club. green snakes and a million cockroaches—all
“I could see them so clearly—bats and mice laughing, shrieking and dancing the cha-cha,

2 “I started my weekend as usual “Back in my room, I settled 4 “After my wild adventure,
by hocking my trusty typewriter. down to some serious boozing I rushed down to my local
That gave me all the loot I needed. with the 4-day supply I'd bought. AA. Chapter—and swore off!”

Do yourself a favor! ¢
Take the pledge now— #="__
today! Swear off . .. SIS EALLL

... or Four Roses or Cutty k or any other .
brand! They're all the same! Mainly, if you
drink enough whiskey, you could end up like
Sid Tippler—an Aleoholic with the “D.T.’s”!

PRESENTED AS A PUBLIC SERVICE WARNING BY ALCOHOLICS ANONYMOUS—CHAPTERS EVERYWHERE
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That's true, but

the eskimos will

just have to take
their chances!

NS\

All right, James, darling . . . and then
we can make our escape in a kayak that
| conveniently tied up in a secret cove
only a few yards from here..... |

Press the
button while |
hold off these

fools, Tastil

must lead to the § Yes, James, my love,

Thispassageway -

atomic generator! | but it's guarded by

| 10,000 eskimos! The

odds are so u

L

B (s

)

ACT II, SCENE 2: THE LONDON HEADQUARTERS OF THE BRITISH SECRET SERVICE

Lt

ALV

... and that's the
whole story, sir! It
certainly is good to
be home again—except
| don’t understand
why England is now
so blasted hot!

Backlash, 007! “Snowman"
was pulling England
northward—but when you
released the cable, it
sent England heading
southward again . . . only
we overshot our original
position and are now
situated on the equator!

Sorry, sir!
| guess |
blew it!

And

what's

Mistakes will happen, 007!
that,

Actually, | was getting

Sir?

deucedly tired of the infernal

British fog and damp weather!
As far as I'm concerned, the

case is closed . . . except for

one last thing

il

Why the closing number,

of course! Thanks to you,

007, Great Britain is still
here! Which is why the
entire population of the
British Isles wants to
sing the Grand Finale

toyou .

% Ohhhhhhhhhhh-0-7!

| Ohhhhhhhhhhh-0-7,

We know in a fight he will win!

Is the greatest spy there is today!
Though the Empire’s gone,
He keeps right on—

So you'd bet-ter not get in his way! “ And he nev-ver let’s himself be killed!

*Sung to the tune of “Oklahomat*
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We adore his looks and manly build!
When the going’s rough,
He's got the stuff!

'Cause he wins every fight he is in!

When bullets
You'll hear us cry
You'll never die, 0-0-7!
00.7—

Ourspy!”
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Nieman-Marcus is .
having a special 3 can use a
sale of Boeing gl second
707 Jets! y

Dad, my teacher says that What does
Texas used to be a Republic SHeloaar
completely independent of the
rest of the United States!

he do that
was so
terrible?

Is there really You ppus; /
¢} as much oil as ||~ Well, last night | p "ave been &
—— 4 they say there | | we had 63 gushers || drilling
is in Texas? in my backyard || realhard! | [ Nahh...my wife
. 3 walked out with

J alonet
ql} the garbage wearing
\ VT spiked heels!

Don't mess around with [ . 3 — ——
me, pardner! | stand ¥ o 7N &> = Tell me, did being born
6'6” and weigh 250! /I — 1" | in Lyndon Johnson's home

Are the men Z
in your family ! f 3| up with him, have any
also this big? PR 1 influence on your life?

| hear your
pa's punishing
you for smashing

Yeah...| gotta
sit through
the next
Colts-Mets game!
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