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LIGHTS

CHARCOAL FIRES

Yes, Spring has once again sprung upon lovely NYUville Spring is a time of
renewal, happiness, sunshine, lollipops, and rainbows. At The Plague, however, Spr-
ing is traditionally a time for mischievous activity. The Plague meeting that broke the
ground on this issue was moderated by the ever-subtle Oskar Retch. Retch wanted to
produce an offensive issue of The Plague. Editors Fisch and Reiser balked. Well. when
it came down to the bottom of the ninth, the decision was to print the juvenile junk in

the back of the magazine. Fisch settled for a disclaimer, and Reiser ran away to Lons
don

THE OFFENSIVE SECTION: every page
will be considered unsuitable for children. folks with

weak stomachs, and thosé with minds that can't handle it.

EDITORIAL

I'he following is the third in a series of Plague editorials, dealing with the issues that affect
us all each day

Very few physicists were raised by aardvarks.

That's our opinion. What's yours? We'd like to know. Editorial replies (in seven words or

less) may be left in Box 80, 21 Washington Place, N.Y.. N.Y. 10003. We will print any rep-
ly sent us by a member of the Archie Reporters Club.

36. El sujeto de la segunda frase es

(A) "la independencia” Staft j
(B) “quienes dependen vitalmente de su tra- Foo Editor — Adam Asnes

bajo literario” Metropolitan Editor — Richard J.T. Brown
(C) "qué delicada epidermis intocable”

h———

Fashion Editor — Margaret Burke
By the way, Don Knotts is Arts and Leisure Editor — Steven Dovas
Funnyman of the Month Subterranean Editor — Sholly Fisch

Farm Editor — John Gernand
Travel Editor — Steven Korn
Science Editor — Peter Reiser
Finance Editor — Bob Young

That is al?

STARRING:
Doug Brod
John M. Chaneski

T.M. Keiser
John Loscalzo
David Loshin

Ed Morrissey
Qskar Retch
Steve Roman

AND INTRODUCING:
Scott Zwiren

Circulation,
Finances and a bundle of laughs:

Vincent Nadile
-..and “the wacky neighbor,” Dave Greene




Funnyman of the Month — Don Knotts
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EDITORIAL

You know what really gets to me? Loud-
mouth jerks who’ve got the brains of a turnip
but think they know it all. Here’s the kind of
stuff I mean:

Every once in a while, some gutsy mercenary
comes out to the Man O’War offices, and if he
makes it through our snake pits and mine fields,
I take out some time and talk to him, Now, most
of the time, these hotshot mercs turn out to be
okay Joes, but sometimes I end up talking to a
brainless moron.

Take this guy who came by just the other day.
We got to talking over a brewski or two and this
jerk starts belly-aching about the high-tech hard-
ware that’s taking over John Q. Mercenary’s
home arsenal. He goes on griping for about an
hour, complaining about the cost of the stuff
and how impersonal it is using these babies
in combat.

Now, I could understand him complaining
about the cost. Prices are kind of high, and a
C-7358 heat-seaking missle with a computerized

Surviving In the 80’s:
Decorating Tips for Your Nuclear Bomb Shelter

By Betty Combat

You know bomb shelters aren’t an unfashionable thing of the past anymore. Why, just
the other day I was telling Larry I said, ““Larry we just have to brighten up that dreary,
dreary bomb shelter in the backyard.’* But you know how men are: he just kept polishing
his Luger. That's when I realized it's up to us girls to do the real work in preparation for
the next nuclear war. So here’s some helpful hints to give your radiation-proof hide-away

that certain je ne sais quois:

Butch Kowalski’s

MAN O'WAR

The Magazine with Hair on Its Chest

Butch Kowalski, PhD
Editor-Publisher

infra-red tracking device isn’t something every
merc can afford.

But when this loudmouthed goofball starts
complaining about the stuff being impersonal,
that’s where I draw the line. Okay, sure, so you
don’t get to see the faces of the Commie scum as
they writhe in mortal agony after you've hit
them with a tactical nuclear missle or two. But
any merc who’s seen the reddish glow that fills
the sky after one of these babies hits its mark
knows what I mean when I say that it makes you
feel warm all over.

Let’s face it: high-tech hardware is here to
stay. You know, stone-age merc used to com-
plain about bows and arrows being impersonal,
and a lot of years later, they said the same thing
about guns. But where would today’s soldier of
fortune be without his trusty firearm?

So let’s give high-tech a chance, okay? With
help from egghead scientists and some good old
American guts and knowhow, it could turn out
to be the wave of the future.

Think about it.




S * Bring a little of the outdoors into your shelter to keep the kids occupied. After Dad’s
" !:’ ] stuffed moose head loses their attention, send away for a packet of Sea Monkeys!

!
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e No shelter is complete without a good sub-machine gun to keep out unwanted guests
and berserk mutants. Take those old paper towel racks and display those guns in a place
llof honor. Be proud of your protection.

Would you want this battle in your home?

¢ Decorative planters may be hard to come by during a nuclear war, but when the

An hour ago, this

was an ugly 33mm shell casing! By 0ombs start coming down, there'll be plenty of metal all over. Instead of throwing away
L ( your mate’s empty artillery casings, polish them up, add a few flowers, and Voila. . .a
vase! .

.. .and for the man of the house.

Getting together with friends is an ideal
way to pass the time, both for you. ..

* And finally, keep that weekly Mah-jongg game alive! Bring some heavy-duty shovels
s0 you can dig your way to neighbors.



DEAR JOCKO

Dear Jocko, ;
I'm only thirteen years old and I’'m already a big fan of Man O’ War magazine.
About a year ago, I began to notice little things: my father watching ““The MacNeil-
Lehrer Report,’” my mother serving borscht for dinner. Could it be? Was my family go-
ing Red? Then my worst fears were confirmed! I decided to take action. I've started my
own training program and had my little brother dig trenches in the backyard. That’s
where we buried the cat | shot with my B-B gun. But what I’m most proud of is last
week when we ambushed my sister and tied her up with the garden hose. The problem is
my mother. She takes my magazines and won’t let me get a rifle for my birthday. What

should I do?
Junior

Dear Junior,

I'm glad to see that you're disciplining yourself to be a fine young man, and that /3
you’re on the lookout for Commie influences. If you don’t catch these things early, they
spread like a syphillis. My advice to you is to go to your father about your mother. He’s §
a man; he should understand. But if he’s already too far gone, well. . .remember what
you did to the cat? Try it on your mother.

Dear Jocko,

I just want fo settle a matter between me and my friend, Jack. We’re both 'Nam vets
and we were discussing mass assassination. Who would you rather kill: Quadafi, Six »
Libyans and an Iranian terrorist, or twelve militant Communists and Jane Fonda?

Sam Bruckner

Dear Sam, -

You set up a tough one, Sam. I’d like to set them all up against the wall and make :
them into chopmeat. But if I had to choose, I'd take the dozen commies and
Barbarella. . . providing I could torture her first.

4

Dear Jocko, S

I have a problem of a personal nature. I'm a Korean War vet and I still have my "+
sidearm. I like to keep it with me all the time. In fact, I feel naked without it. Even when Today’s youth:

I'm naked I feel uncomfortable without it, but my wife feels uncomfortable with it. |
need to wear it when we’re getting it on. I even like to fire it off occasionally. What can I
do.

Our hope for tomorrow.

Soldier With A Problem

Dear Soldier With A Problem,

I myself like to carry my sidearms at all times, and what I've found is that warming
my pistol on the stove in a cloth does the trick. The women go apeshit over it. I’'m sure it
will go over great with your wife. As for shooting it off, tone it down with some music
and aim at the wall.

Dear Jocko,

I'm looking for a reliable sub machine gun that’s sporty enough to be taken out to
picnics and shown off at the Men’s Club. I’ve been comparison shopping, and I can’t
decide between a self-repeating Beretta 12S and the new P7 A13 9mm Squeeze-cocker
with a 13-round magazine. What would you suggest?

Bob Whack
Dear Bob, |
You've chosen two fine guns, but let’s look at the pros and cons. The Beretta 12S is a
classic, but the new line tends to pull to the left when fired. As for the squeeze-cocker, it
has a tendency to jam at embarrassing moments. What I recommend is the B-15 Rat, a Godless communists
handy little subraachine gun that can be found in the Sears-Roebuck Catalogue. rejoice at the prospect
of killing good American boys.
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DURING THE WEEK,
THEY DEAL IN THE
STOCKS OF MAJOR
CORPORATIONS, BUT
ON THE WEEKENDS,
THEY DEAL OUT HOT
LEADEN DEATH!

F i
_, WHITE
COLLAR

' IlcommAaNDOS

By Ham Berger

Athome. ..

If you could stand to look at them, you’d probably want to puke. Their ties, their
suits, and their haircuts all spell out one thing: wimp.

But then, if you look at their station wagons and four-door sedans, you start to
wonder if they’re really as namby-pamby as they look. Their back windshields are
covered with travel stickers: Nicaragua, Angola, Zimbabwe, Iran. ..

Naw, these guys are no pantywaists. Sure, during the week, they might be accoun-
tants, bankers, insurance salesmen. . . wimps. But on the weekends, they change into
Saturday afternoon soldiers of fortune and fight-mad financiers. Yeah, these are the
white collar commandos—guys fighting wars in foreign countries to make a little extra
cash on the side.

But aren’t there easier ways to make a couple of bucks? Sure there are, but it’s not
just the money that gets these guys to do what they do. They’re in it for the excitement
of traveling to exotic countries and that unique smell—the aromatic mixture of sweat
and blood. Like one of them told Man O’War, ‘“To a large ex.ent, we do it for the
money, no two ways about it. But there’s so much more to it than that, | mean, sure,
accountancy’s glamorous and exciting, but there’s this indescribable, warm feeling of
satisfaction that can only be gained by blasting some commie gook’s brains across the
floor.”

Yeah, underneath their Percy Pureheart exteriors, these weekend warriors are rea/
men. They know the icy touch of cold steel, the feeling of power that comes from
holding a sleek submachine gun in your hands, and the taste of dirt kicked up by a
mortar shell.



And since they are real men, they’ve got the guts to care about their buddies, too.|
‘“Being together under fire can lead to a camaraderie that you just don’t find on the
floor of the stock exchange,’’ one of these part-time paladins told us.

We asked him to give us an example. ““Well, here’s a story that I think illustrates my
point,’ he said. *‘I was down in South America, helping to squash some revolution or|
other, and these two insurance salesmen, Jim and Mike, were down there with me.
The fighting got pretty heavy on Saturday, and by Saturday night, we’d all become
fairly close. But on Sunday, I got to see just how close Jim and Mike had become.

““On Sunday, you see, there was a particularly heavy rebel offensive, and Jim was
shot up pretty badly. We could all see that he wouldn’t last longer than a couple o
minutes, but none of us could think of what to do for him.

‘“‘Suddenly, while the rest of us were just standing around, watching Jim bleed and
exterminating the agent of the red menace, Mike pulled out a pen and paper and said,
‘Here, Jim, sign this.” It was a life insurance policy.

‘“*No, Mike,’ Jim said, coughing up blood by the pint, ‘I’ll be dead in a couple o
minutes, I'm too poor arisk. . .Ican’t...You’d get in trouble. . .’

“““The Hell with the risk,” Mike said. ‘Sign.’

““And so Jim, his eyes clouded with tears, signed the policy only seconds before he
died.

““Now, that’s the kind of friendship you don’t see every day."’

That’s just the kind of guys they are. They’re tough enough to wipe out a village at
a moment’s notice, but they’ll still do anything they have to do for a buddy.

So the fiext time you want to break some wimp’s glasses, hold on for a second.
Check him out. Look for the scars here and there. See if his shoulder droops a little
from carrying a rifle. And if you can find this stuff, put your hand on his shoulder and
say, ‘‘You're okay, buddy.”’

Of course, if you can’t find this stuff, go ahead and break the wimp’s glasses.

e s OF nbrsd. the white collar commandos
are ready for action!

If you're a mollycoddled momma’s boy, you'd better STOP READING RIGHT NOW.

But if you're o REAL MAN, then keep reoding, buster. HAVE | GOT A BOOK FOR YOU!

I"scalled Secret Lethal Weapons of the Ancient Ninja Death Cult, and it's NOT for sissies. This is a book for a
REAL MAN, one who likes to read bold type and CAPITAL LETTERS, and one who can responsibly handle
the secrets of HOW TO KILL UP TO THIRTY MEN IN LESS THAN A MINUTE USING ONLY COMMON
HOUSEHOLD OBJECTS!

Secret Lothal Weapons of the Ancient Ninja Death Cult reveals the ancient, closely guarded secrets that can
turn you into a MASS-MURDERER and make you someone 10 be RESPECTED and FEARED! Gain the POWER
10 MAKE YOUR WILL KNOWNI

Here is a book containing information so potentially DANGEROUS that COPIES SENT TO MAJOR IN-
TELLIGENCE AGENCIES THROUGHOUT THE WORLD were returned, THE GOVERNMENTS CLAIMING THAT
THE BOOK WAS “USELESS, MEANINGLESS TRASH.” WHAT DO THESE LEADING GOVERNMENTS HAVE THE
HIDE? COULD THEY BE TRYING TO KEEP THE BOOK TO THEMSELVES?!

Now, Secret Lethal Weapons of the Ancient Ninja Death Cult can be your for ONLY $32.98! ORDER NOW
BEFORE SUPPLIES RUN OUT!

NOTICE: This book is sold solely for the purpose of educating police and law-enforcement personnel,
and does not condone the use of violence by private citizens,

S— Bt re—— Rl r—— R attand — cwmy — e e sl 1

Please rush men Secret Lethal Weapons of the Ancient Ninja Death Cult before it is too late. | enclose $32.98 in
| chack or money order made out to “Cash.”
I Address

Name

City, State, Zip __

L | heraby certify that | am over 18 and in no way connected with the IRS or any fraud investigation squad.
8 — o—— e—— —— m— e—— i —— — — rTRea e mwe il
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The following wish to make it known that they are in no way assoclated with
this issue’s special offensiveness section: Sholly Fisch and Peter Reiser,
Editors of Taste and Refinement.
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Edgar Allan Poe

Even among Poe scholars, few people know that Edgar Allan Poe began his career by
writing “‘novelettes sexuelles’’ for popular consumption. Poe’s later writings often drew
upon the concepts and frameworks used in these earlier works.

We at The Plague have come across one of these novelettes, and in the interest on preser-
ving literary magnificence, we present it here.

The Tell-tale Breasts

As I set down these words, my throat feels parched, a nameless hunger consuming my
small intestines, a gripping fear which shadows my thoughts...Yet I must speak of the
horror which haunts me, least it overcome me forever.

Yes, that is what I must do. I must, I must, I must, I must, I must, I must, I must...

It all began a week ago when I arrived at my Uncle Carroll's residence outside Lon-
don. In my childhood, he regarded me as his favorite nephew, often showing his affection
by putting his hands down my pants and squeezing till I sang the last bars of *“Ninety-
Nine Bottles of Beer On the Wall.”” But I digress.

I was let in by Bruce, my uncle's man-servant, and ushered into the drawing room.
My uncle sat there in his favorite chair, rubbing his hands together with sandpaper. He
wore no shirt, merely the bra I had seen him with the last time we met.

Now, I hear you ask, ‘““What bra?’’ You see, my Uncle Carroll shared a peculiar afflic-
tion; he was born with women's breasts. They began to fully develop at the age of thir-
teen. By his eighteenth birthday, he was the only student in his all-male dormitory at Ox-
ford with a 36-24-32 measurement. Strangely enough, he became quite popular with his
fellow students, most of whom had been separated from their sweethearts.

Again, I digress. My uncle saw me enter, and shouted, *‘Sweetie-Pie! Come give me a
hug!”’ Before I could respond, he embraced me tightly, stuffing my face into his chest.
God, how I hated his holding me in this manner.

My uncle agreed to take me in after I had explained that my fortunes were at a low
ebb. ““In other words, you’re broke,’’ he drooled. ‘‘Damn the Bismark! Yer worse than
yer old man!” =



How I hate his crude manner, his suggestive habit of sucking a pickle as he spoke at
the dinner table, how he scratched at my bedroom door night after night offering to
“Tighten my pipes’’...Oh, how I hate him! After two days, I resolved that this situation

as it was could not continue. I had to...(gasp!) kill him. End his life. Shorten his circuit.

Remove his bulb. Pluck his strings. And so on.

My motivation was made easier by Uncle Carroll’s informing me that I would inherit
his fortune upon his death. *‘Just think, Duckie,” he exclaimed, while picking his teeth
with his ten-inch fingernails, ‘“You’ll have full run of the houschold, and as a special
bonus, my chastity belt to protect you from those big bad women...Tee-hee!”

“I’ll be here too,”” whispered Bruce. ‘““You know, I can see what your uncle likes in
you.”” He then blew in my ear. Now, I had two degenerates to kill.

That night, I decided that now was the time. My Uncle Carroll had to die. I crept
downstairs to the basement, where my uncle’s ‘‘pleasure toys’’ were kept, and extracted
a device he referred to as an ‘‘electrical-powered chain saw,”’ a rather odd device to ap-
pear in this year of our Lord, 1852. Nevertheless, the so-called ‘‘gadget’’ would serve my
purpose, my dark intent, my murderous cloud...AGAIN, I digress! When will I stop?

To make a long story short, I snuck into my uncle’s room and sawed—if that is the
term—the old faggot to death in little pieces. The so-called ‘‘electrical outlet’ by which I
was able to “‘plug in’’ this miraculous weapon, proved an invaluable aid.

I wonder why my uncle never saw fit to share this invention or several of his others, in-
cluding things like the “‘stereo’” and the ‘‘air-conditioner’’ with the rest of the world. But
then, who would listen to an old fairy?

There was no outlet in Bruce’s room, so I resorted to a lead pipe over that moron’s
skull. Afterwards, I struck myself on the head, then proceeded to call the police by my
uncle’s unusual method of whistling.

The police were able to believe my story that armed robbers broke in, knocked me out
and slew my uncle and Bruce. After exchanging some pleasantries, I was about to usher
them out when I heard— The Dripping!

Plop! Plop! Plop!

...It kept coming again and again.

“‘Listen,”’ I said to the two police officers. ‘‘Can’t you hear it? The damned dripp-
ing?”’

““Ere now Guv? What dripping? Aside from you, that is?"’

By now, the dripping had gottena hold of my senses, giving me a splitting headache.
As fast as I could, I ran upstairs to the source of the infernal dripping; my uncle’s
room!

As I entered Carroll’s room, the door behind me suddenly slammed shut. Then the
closet opened and there before me was a ghastly sight!

My uncle’s breasts, which I had chopped off mere hours ago, were suspended in
mid-air, dripping mother’s milk on the floor!

As I turned to the door, I found the lock would not come loose! Then, the horrible
breasts, bulging and primed, shot mother’s milk at me! I sereamed, confessed my
crimes at the top of my lungs, then fainted.

When I awoke, the policemen were around me. They noted I seemed to have some
wet substance on my pants and asked if I would please remove them. I complied with
their request.

To my horror, I discovered my uncle had taken his revenge! There, between my
legs, to shock of everyone, was a...Vagina! My uncle had passed his strange curse
upon me.

And so, as I await the hangman, I realize my strange hunger which I had since set-
ting down these words was for.

It was for a...pickle!
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D.J.’s - Lefty & Stubby

DEFORMITY 293 STUYVESANT AVE.

QUEENS, N.Y.

LREQ u_!RED (opposite Smith’s Surgical Appliances)
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