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Have you 
had your 

soup 
today?
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E D IT O R IA L
T h e  fo llo w in g  is th e  s e c o n d  in a  se r ie s  o f  P la g u e  ed itoria ls , dea ling  
w ith  th e  is s u e s  th a t a ffe c t  u s  all e a c h  day:

Feet are kind o f funny-looking.
T h a t ’s  o u r  op in ion . W h a t ’s y o u r s ? W e ’d  like  to  k n o w . E d itoria l 

replies (in se u e n  w o r d s  o r  less) m a y  b e  left in B o x  80, 21 
W a sh in g to n  P lace. W e m a y  e v e n  p rin t th o s e  replies th a t w e  a g re e  
w ith . funnyman of the montl

Well, we hope you ’re all proud o f yourselves. While you were out 
having a good  time lying around the beach, we were stuck in a dirty, 
smelly office working night and day just so  you could laugh when 
you went to school. W e don’t ask much: maybe just a postcard now 
and then so  we know that you’re not dead. But no, M r./M s. Bigshot, 
you don ’t have the time for that, d o  you?

In case your conscience should start to bother you, our address 
is Box 80, 21 Washington Place, New York, NY, 10003. Or you 
could call us (just for a couple of minutes) at (212) 475-9741 or X 
4046. And if you should happen to find yourself in the neighbor­
hood, you ’re always welcom e to stop in on us in R oom  403, 21 
Washington Place.

By the way, we never told you who the funny people of the month 
were over the summer. June’s funny person was Danny Bonaduce 
... Charles Nelson Reilly took over for July ... August featured 
Shelly Berman ... And Septem ber is dedicated to Shirley Hemphill.

Oh, and before we forget, a special “ thank you”  to Les Kaufman 
of Don Fedderson Productions for all of his invaluable help. Listen, 
Les, we know a nice girl... if maybe you’d like to meet her, w e’ve set 
something up for Thursday at 8:00.

Shirley Hemphill

©  1982 The Plague At NYU. All rights reserved

If you ’d like us to say hello toyou  next issue, contact us 
at room  403 -404 o f the Student Activities A nnex,

21 Washington Place, N .Y ..N .Y . 10003.
Our mailbox is number 80.

Our phone numbers are 475-9741 and 598-4046.
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TERROR-LOVING
Punks, such as those pictured on these pages 

may, by the end of this decade, pose a greater 
threat to our way of life than either the Soviets or 
cocaine abuse in the National Football League.

Theirs is a sick new movement which has 
dangerously begun to seize control of an ever 
increasing number of young American minds. 
They are remorseless violence worshippers 
seeking to spread fear throughout the university 
community. Several are rumored to have set 
armchairs on fire for no valid reason.

Take a look at these vermin - if you can stand 
to. Look at the weird hair styles and the odd way 
thqy dress. They are different from the rest of us, 
and w ill undoubtedly stop at nothing until we all 
look like them

Sgt. Jan Murray of the NYU Security force, 
who specializes in punk surveillance, explained, 
“They look strange, unlike the mainstream  
youth of today. As yet, they have not caused any 
problems, but by our estimate, that is part of 
their calculated plan. The fact that you may not 
see many, or even any, of these punks on the 
street on campus is no reason to feel safe. We 
figure that they are either hiding or roaming 
around in disguise. For this reason, we can’t 
relax. If they think we are off-guard, they may 
feel free to strike. Although we’ve never actually 
encountered any of them, we know they love 
violence, for two reasons. First, in the few 
pictures that we’ve seen of them, they look so 
innocent - when punks look innocent, chances 
are good that they’re guilty of something. 
Secondly, we’ve heard of one punk in England

Tw o punk-b easts  vic iously  de s tro y  the slipcovers In a 
n e ighbor's  hom e. W hen asked  w hy, o n e a n im a ! responded, " It 
w as a g igg le. ” W hat w ill they do  fo r a  g ig g le"  a fte r  a ll the  s lip ­
covers have b een  destroyed?

F em ale  punk, w ho w o u ld  ra th e r lis ten to records, d rin k  an d  
talk to h e r p u n k  friends than  g e t a jo b .

The  punks' diet. "P rop er n u tritio n  m eans n o th in g  to  them ,"  
sa id  the brave m o th e r o f  o n e  o f these devils.

Th e  destructive  m a n ia c  "P o o h " an d  h is  "o ld  la d y ,” sm ile  
sarcastica lly  a t o u r p h oto grapher. These  punks love n o th ing  
m o re  than  sn ickering  a t o u r society. H is "nam e " was no  dou b t 
taken  to d e rid e  the g rea t a u th o r A. A. M ilne.



PUNKS THREATEN NYU'S FUTURE bWicKî

Typ ica l scene a t  a  p u n k  c lu b  In  N e w  Y ork C ity . L o o k  a t  th e ir  
alck costum es a n d  d e p rave d  d a n c e *. I *  I t  a lre a d y  too la te  to  
p ro tec t o u r  c h ild ren  from  su ccu m b in g  to  th e  sam e sick la te?

N o rm a l co up les tea r fo r th e ir lives w hen  these punks Invede  
the ba llroom . It  Is every d e c e n t person  s nigh tm are , b u t It Is a ll 
too real. by  S . K o m

3

(REPRIN TED FROM TH E MIDNIGHT WASHINGTON SQUARE GLOBE)

who had In his possession a book called 
“Hamlet” - which was filled with page after page 
of depictions of anti-social activities—including 
murder. That weasel won’t bother anybody ever 
here, but what if others like him have read that 
book and they try to act out what they’ve read? If 
I were a law-abiding student, I’d get me a gun or 
torch or something to protect myself. You never 
know when you’11 run into one of these punks. 
No one hasyet, but when they decide to strike,we 
had better be ready to beat their brains in.”

And just how many of them are there? 
Insiders familiar with the FBI investigation into 
the activities of these punks reveal the Bureau’s 
estimate that their number has doubled in the 
last six months. The exact number is being kept 
secret, for fear that if people knew how many 
there were, others might be encouraged to join 
with these anti-social hoodlums, hastening the 
day when they feel they exist in sufficient 
numbers for a successful strike.

While we are dealing w ith an enemy known to 
us only through a few photographs, there is one 
known interview w ith a close friend of one of 
these punks. In it, he reports that his friend “has 
no interest in looking for a job. He’s veiy  
arrogant and on one hot day, he told me he’d kill 
for an ice cream soda. I believe that he was 
serious. He’s my friend, but frankly, I’m damn 
scared”

The imperative point is to prevent these 
terror-loving punks from striking first. What 
can you do to protect NYU? Primarily, if you see 
anyone who looks like they’ve stepped out of a 
1952 Lift magazine, they’re probably one of these 
violent punks, so beat the hell out of them  Get 
them to tell you where the other punks are. Then 
beat the hell out of them too. If we beat the hell 
out of all these barbaric freaks before their reign 
of terror begins, NYU can be saved If we take 
arm s aga in st terror-lovin g freaks and 
annihilate them, one problem facing America 
w ill have proved solvable at the local level. Then 
we can get on with the really important matters 
facing this country, such as breaking the NFL 
players association and teaching its leaders a 
lesson about undermining America with labor 
uprisings.



Richard J .T . Brow n

W H O R ES IN NAZI U N IFO RM S
Anonymous;
180 pp.; CDL, P.O. Box 101, 
Murray Hill Station, N Y.

part of the Nazi inner-circle is 
an entirely new historical 
d i s c o v e r y ,  n e v e r  bef or e  
researched or explained.  
Unfortunately, however, this 
discovery is obscured by the

REVIEW

BQQK QjJQOK

A barber who was cutting 
Adolph Hitler's hair once asked 
the Fuhrer if he was in love. "I 
never love," he exclaimed, "I 
only amuse myself." This 
anecdote, recorded in W hores  
In Nazi Uniform s, is j ust one of a 
collection of fascinating new 
discoveries reported in this 
small paperback.

In this anonymous release, 
we learn that Hitler's favorite 
dinner was sauerbraten and 

\ potatoes, and that he ate like "a 
slob." After one particularly 

■i vulgar eating spree. Hitler 
chugged down a full bottle of 
white wine, slammed the empty 

' bottle down on a table, and 
shouted at a girl, "Now, let's 
f u c k . "  Th i s  i nc i dent  is 
perplexing, however, consider­
ing an earlier allegation in the 
book that explains how he 
"always found it impossible to 
achieve an erection." One 
cannot help but begin to 
question the startling new 
concepts reported in this book.

The book centers around the 
lives of Heinrich Winkler and 
Monica Langendorf, two young 
G e r m a n s  w h o  b e c a m e  
intimately involved with the 
Nazi leaders in Berlin in the late 
1930s. As far as previous 
research has shown, the role of 
these two people as an integral

Hitlmr: “Anonymous” author of Whores? 
Impotency and a club loot

over-extended and painstaking­
ly detailed descriptions of their 
sexual activities. Is the author 
trying to e x a mi n e  thei r  
psyche?...Or perhaps parallel 
Nazism to sex drive? Neither 
theme is clear. The sex almost 
seems obligatory.

. .- ' . * . ••••••

Well over ninety-percent of 
this report on the Nazis during 
WW II refers to their sexual 
activity, described in such 
graphic detail that it is doubtful 
whether the accounts are 
accurate, or indeed, true.

For exampl e ,  did Ms.  
Langendorf really say; "Oh 
Heinrich . I'm going to come. 
Oh, yes, it's so very nice. I can' t : 
take it. Fuck me harder. Yes, oh, 
yes. I love you, baby. Oh I love 
you so very much." And who 
can verify or guarantee the 
authenticity of the report that 
she once exclaimed, "I am 
feeling very excited. Something 
is beginning to grip me. Oh my, 
yes, harder,^larder, harder."

"Paul," a twelve-year-old 
member of Hitler's Youth Corps, 
explains to Ms. Langendorf; "I 
want to be a rough Nazi. Nazis 
are real men. They make love to 
beautiful blonde women and 
beat people up on the street." 
Once again, did he really say 
that? Did he really say "m ake 
lo ve?!" The research in this 
book seems invested with 
blatant misuse of literary 
license.

The description of Goebbels 
(and the perverted activities he 
performed with his club foot) is 
introduced at too late a point in 
the book...a point at which the 
reader's credibility has been 
extended too far. The reader 
cannot avoid becoming a bit 
cynical, doubting the informa­
tion found in W hores In Nazi 
Uniform s.

After all, if the reports are 
tfffe, how come this book can 
only be found at the bookstores ■ 
in the Times Square area? And, 
how could this research have 
been left undiscovered for so 
long? Something smells fishy.



“Guys who steal tires are a menace to the 
community,” he said in an episode of My 
Three Sons. It is this sort of profound insight 
and biting wit which have made William (“Bill” 
to his friends) Demarest the legend that he is...

A m e r ic a n  re a d e rs  lo v e  ce le b rity  b io g ra p h ies . F o r  
a lm o st a s  long  a s  th e re  h a s  b e e n  a film  in d u stry , th e  
b o o k -b u y in g  p u b lic  h a s  d isp la y e d  a seem in g ly  
in sa tia b le  a p p etite  f o r  w o rk s  w h ic h  re v e a l th e  
“ intim ate d e ta ils"  o f  an  e n te r ta in e r ’s  life. W h ile  this 
cra v in g  h a s  e n s u re d  a  p ro fita b le  m a rk e t  fo r  s u c h  
titles, th e  g e n re  h a s  h a d  to  d ea l w ith  p e rs is te n t  
critic ism . Q u e s t io n s  h a v e  b e e n  ra ise d  a b o u t th e  m erit  
o f th e se  “ tell-aH" b o o k s  ( s u c h  a s  th e  re c e n t  Elvis by  
A lb e rt  G o ld m a n )— th eir la ck  o f  d e p th  a n d  th eir  
re lia n ce  o n  th e  titillation o f  r e a d e r ’s  em o tio n s  w ith  
se n sa t io n a liz e d  ta les  o f  th e ir s u b je c t s '  b iza rre  s e x u a l  
h a b its  a n d  an ti s o c ia l b e h a v io r  w h e n  o ff-screen .

S h o u ld  w e  c a r e  to re a d  a b o u t a  p e r s o n ’s  p r iv a te  
fo ib les  m ere ly  b e c a u s e  th e ir ta len ts  lie in th e  e n te r ­
ta in m en t f ie ld ? A r e  th e ir p ro b le m s  rea lly  a n y  d ifferen t 
fro m  o u r  o w n ?  T h e s e  q u e st io n s  will su re ly  re  s u rfa c e  
w ith  th e  p u b lica tio n  o f  th e  la test b o o k  o f  this kind, 
w ritten  b y  a  G o ld m a n  p ro te g e : Bill: The Man Behind 
The Apron b y  L a m o n t  S a n fo rd , a  c h ro n ic le  o f  th e  life 
o f th e  leg en d a ry  c h a r a c te r  a c to r  W illiam  D e m a re s t .  
The Plague is p le a s e d  to  h a v e  th e  fo llow in g  e x c lu s iv e  
e x c e r p t s  f r o m  th is  f o r h t c o m in g ,  s u r e - t o - b e  
c o n tro v e rs ia l  b o o k , ta k e n  fro m  P a rt  I  o f  Bill, en titled  
“A  V io latio n  O f  A ll A p p lica b le  L a w s . ”

...Samuel Demarest paced back and forth, to and 
fro, on that fateful February twenty-seventh in 1892. 
He stroked the handlebars of his moustache and 
wiped the sweat from his worried brow. Time and time 
again, he walked the length of the hospital waiting 
room, his eyes darting towards the door, anxious for 
any sign of life.

♦ ¥

Suddenly, the door opened smoothly and Samuel 
Demarest froze in his tracks. A young nurse, a 
starched white angel of mercy entered the room. Her 
lips slowly parted to form words. “Mister Demarest,” 
she said in her own sweet, innocent way, “you have a 
son.” c

William Demarest had been born... 3



The Beatles adopted as their trademark the haircut 
earliest vaudeville act. Those less informed believed the

Bill (c»nt»r) poaaa with Iwo woman (latt and right)

.. .In 1925, the world was growing accustomed to the 
new fad of flagpole-sitting. Flappers danced the 
Charleston, happily unaware of the coming Depres- 
ion. It was in this era that Bill, bidding a fond “23- 
skiddoo” to his successful vaudeville, musical comedy, 
and boxing careers, decided to broaden his horizons. 
And so, he turned his attention to the growing 
industry of film.

His one-man conquest of Hollywood proved easier 
than he had expected. To keep in practice during his 
journey to the glittering movie capital, he landed a job 
with a Los Angeles radio station. While Bill was 
performing, a Warner Brothers man entered and 
caught part of his hilarious act. Howling with glee, he 
offered Bill a five-year contract on the spot.

Bill easily took the film world by storm, starring in 
over twenty unforgettable silent classics, such as 
S im p le  S is , T h e  Gay O ld  B ird , and T h e  B u tte r  a n d  
Egg M a n . The Demarest invasion was well underway.

But the limited medium of silent film could not even 
begin to contain the full scope of Bill’s talents. 
Realizing this inevitable fact, Jack L. Warner walked 
into his brother Harry’s office one day in 1927. 

“Harry,” he said, “we’ve got a problem.”
"Yeah?”
"Well, you know Bill Demarest?”
“Sure! I was just watching F iv e  a n d  T e n  C e n t  A n n ie  

in the screening room again. The guy’s g re a t!”
“I know. That’s the problem.”
“What do you mean?”
“Demarest’s got too broad a range of talents. 

Silents are never going to hold him. I’m afraid he’ll go 
back to vaudeville.”

“So offer him more money.”
“Not good enough. Money didn’t keep him in 

boxing.”
“Well, what do you suggest?”
Jack paused for a moment. Then he softly spoke. 

“What do you think about putting sound into 
L movies?”

Soon after, Warner Brothers released its first 
sound film the smash A  N igh t a t C o f fe e  D a n s ,  
featuring Bill’s classic vaudeville act, pratfalls and all, 
at its best. Then came Bill’s (and the world’s) first all- 
talking, all-singing motion picture extravaganza, T h e  
J a z z  S in g er. The film ostensibly starred A1 Jolson, but 
to audiences, it is William Demarest’s performance 
which shines through like a beacon in a sea of medio­
crity...

By the summer of 1944, Bill Demarest stood un­
challenged as the No. 1 attraction at movie box-offices 
across the country. More than Abbott and Costello, 
Clark Gable or Shirley Temple, Bill fueled the 
passions of the American filmgoer. His appeal was 
universal, to an almost mind-boggling degree. Old and 
young, tall and short, man and beast - all felt equally 
close to the cuddly curmudgeon up on the big screen. 
Schoolyards in rural and urban areas alike were 
routinely transformed into early-morning battle­
grounds, forever echoing with the sound of flying fists 
of youngsters squaring off to win the right to play Bill 
when they re-enacted their favorite scenes from 
M ira c le  o f  M o r g a n ’s  C r e e k  or T h e  G r e a t  M c G in fy .  
Signature dialogue such as “They’re at it again,” “Why 
you...,” and “I oughta...” became as much a staple of 
friendly conversation on the nation’s Oak and Em 
Streets as “Hi neighbor, how are the kids?” Against 
this background, perhaps it is now an opportune 
moment to reflect on the factors which combined to 
make Bill Demarest the most popular film actor of 
his time.

First, it must be understood that in post-war 
America, the entire profession of “character actor” 
would enjoy a new status as the object of uninhibited 
public affection. Character actors reigned, not only

Nikita Khrvtchav (center) poaaa with Bill (right) and Freddy 
Steele In a publicity ahot tor Paramount! “Hall The 
Conquering Hero"



that the seven-year-old Demarest had worn in his
haircut to be original, but Demarest fans knew better..

in Hollywood, but in all segments of society. The 
soldiers returning from Europe were honored; the 
character actor was revered. Previously, only the 
champion athlete or the mighty conqueror of foreign 
lands enjoyed mass adulation on a similar scale, 
except that now, after 3 years of global conflict, the 
public was more eager than ever before to give their 
love to strangers who made them laugh. More than 
anyone else, Bill Demerest was responsible for 
improving the public attitude about character actors 
and paving the way for their new position upon the 
public’s pedestal. Singlehandedly, his work provoked 
a historic shift from the longstanding attitude that 
character actors were “Satan’s Agents on Earth” 
(Variety, May 12, 1940) or “The Embodiment of Evil” 
(F.D.R.’s State of the Union Address, 1937).

What Bill did was basic. He brought the elements 
of effective character acting to everyone’s attention. 
Once exposed to a master at his craft, the public 
responded by opening their hearts to him, as if he 
were an old friend. The character actor at his best was 
at once profound and utterly non-cerebral, incon­
sequential yet central, spritely yet plodding; in short, 
an embodiment of both the contradictions of the times 
and those of a more timeless nature, such as in the 
relationship between man and his god. True, a 
character actor was rarely the star of a picture, but 
then, how often was the star of a picture a character 
actor? This summarized the thinking of the studios in 
the late 1940s, for if it was your “stable of stars” which 
brought the audience into the theater, it was the 
character actor whose name they spent hours trying 
remember on the way out. Such an investment of time 
was never lavished by the public on the recall of the 
name of a studio’s “main draw.” Realizing this, the

Bill hat appeared In more fllmt than any of the Beatles

Bill appeared In “My Three Sons"

studio gave free rein to the character actor and Bill 
Demarest was the character actor. Therefore, it was 
only logical that Bill was given free rein over his move­
ments on the studio grounds.

* * * * * * * * * * *

To the public, Bill was Zeus and Hollywood his 
Olympus. At Paramount, this was as attitude they 
tried to discourage in Bill, fearing what he might 
demand from them come contract time. Neverthe­
less, his confrontations with the studio were many and 
legendary on the backlots and soundstages there. 
One Friday afternoon during the filming of Life Begins 
At 8:30, in which a distinguished actor is reduced 
through drink to being a street comer Santa, Bill 
strode into the office of Paramount executive 
Rudyard Kipling.

“Get this, Jasper. Here I am, driving down Holly­
wood Blvd. I’m lookin’ around, I see lots of ‘stars’. 
Sure, some of them you’d recognize, but some of 
these new guys l never even heard of, and they got 
hundreds of screamin’ dames runnin’ in front of their 
cars, tryin’ to get a look at 'em. Anyway, I pull up to 
this red light, see, and what happens? My lemon conks 
out. 1 think I need my brakes aligned,” Bill proclaimed. 
Kipling flew into a rage and steadfastly refused to 
consider it. His employees were film technicians, not 
mechanics; the studio did not have the necessary 
parts for that make and model car; to order them now 
would still mean three weeks until they would be 
delivered.

Bill continued to press his case, throwing his arms 
forward in disgust. “My mechanic, he eats like a horse, 
too...charges me a ‘labor time’ the hour he spends 
pickin’ oats off the floor. I tell you, they’re all theives.”

“Bill,” Kipling countered, “we cannot align your 
cars brakes. That’s how it has to be, and that’s how it 
will stay!”

“Well,” Bill paused for a beat, “then 1 guess I’m just 
going to have to walk.” Calmly, he stood up and left 
the office.



This episode was powerful testimony to Bill’s power 
in Hollywood. Even the casual suggestion that Bill 
might walk off the set was enough to bring the all- 
powerful industry moguls to their knees. Monday 
morning when Bill’s wake-up call came, he found his 
car pulling up outside, a rotund man from Ed’s Garage 
applying freshly aligned brakes.

...And yet, despite his long career, Bill is probably 
best known for his stirring performances as Uncle 
Charley O’Casey on My Three Sons.

In 1965, all was not well for My Three Sons. William 
Frawley, a five-year veteran of the series, was leaving. 
The producers of the show were in a panic, visions of 
unemployment checks dancing before their eyes. 
Who could they possibly get to replace Frawley?

It was then that Fred MacMurray spoke:
“Why not get Bill Demarest?”
The producers were stunned. Surely a film and 

stage actor of William Demarest’s stature would never 
condescend to a regular part on a weekly television 
series. “That’s like asking Vincent Price to appear on 
Batman in a bald wig!” someone said.

But the producers had forgotten about the long 
friendship between Bill and Fred MacMurray. And 
they hadn’t reckoned on the loyalty of Bill Demarest.

Bill agreed to do My Three Sons, setting off in­
numerable advances for the program. CBS, seeing

the obvious potential of a series featuring William 
Demarest, immediately snapped up the program from 
ABC. To fully exploit Bill’s value, they had Don Fed- 
derson Productions begin shooting the show in color. 
(In retrospect, it is indeed a shame that such proces­
ses as Sensurround and Dolby Stereo were not avail­
able at the time. Imagine the possibilities: bringing the 
full spectacle of William Demarest into millions of 
homes each week.)

And Bill’s impact was not limited to the studios. He 
moved one viewer to write a letter to CBS:

Gentlemen:
I like the new guy better than the old guy...

...Millions of jubilant fans across the nation and 
around the world rejoiced when Bill was nominated 
for an Emmy for Outstanding Performance by an 
Actor in a Supporting Role in a Comedy for the ’67-’68 
season. And those millions, outraged, cried “Fix!” 
when the award went to Werner Klemperer for his 
role of Colonel Klink on Hogan’s Heroes instead. But 
Bill assuaged the ill feelings by addressing his public. 
Leaving the awards presentation, he turned to the 
irate crowd and said, “Hey, knock if off, willya?” 
Awards were not important to Bill. He looked 
towards the East, and in his heart, he knew that the 
best was yet to come...

Aunt Ida says you were out to see her and 
Uncle Fred a few weeks back. So when are you  
coming out to see us, you old son of a gun? I know  
you’re pretty busy these days, what w ith being 
president and all, but there are f a m i l y  
responsibilities too, you know. DC Isn’t  that far 
from Fargo. Besides, if you take a couple of days 
off to see us, what’s going to happen? You going 
to get fired or something? (ha, ha)

If you can make it, though, try to come the first 
weekend in  October. It looks like our bowling 
team is going to make the finals (Oct. 2nd), and it 
would be great if the President of the United 
States was there to cheer us on.

Well, Peg s calling me, so I’dbetter sign off now. 
Love to Nancy. And bring me one of those little 
Catholic statues from when you went to see the 
Pope.

AN OPEN LETTER TO RON

Dear Ron,
H i How are you and Nancy? Listen, have you 

managed to talk little Ronnie out of th is dancing 
nonsense yet? You know how much we’d love to 
take him into the business w ith us. I still think  
selling aluminum siding would do wonders for 
him. After all, look what it’s  done for me.

Peg and the kids are down w ith flu at the 
moment, so I’ve got to muddle through on my 
own in  the kitchen Hey, remember those 
oookouts on the ranch when we were kids? 
Those were the days, huh?
9 Love from all, 

Charlie Regan 
the First Cousin



H E L L O .  I  AM H E R E  T O  R E L A T E  A  S T O R Y  T A K E N  F R O M

CASEBOOK
(rime r C

N A M E L Y , C A S E  #  3 5 7 8 9 ,  T H A T  O F  M A S T E R  O F  '

D I S G U I S E  M E L V I N  S H M E R T Z ,  T H E  G E N T L E M A N  T H I E F .  j

P O L I C E  S U R R O U N D E D  T H E  B A N K —

O N  J U N E  1 1 ,  1 9 7 9 ,  S H M E R T Z  

R O B B E D  A  M ID T O W N  M A N H A T T A N  

B A N K  A N D  K I L L E D  O N E  O F  T H E  

G U A R D S .  S I N C E  I T  W A S A  NEW  

Y O R K  B A N K , N O  O N E  S E E M E D  T O ,  

N O T I C E .

B U T  T H E I R  E F F O R T S  W E R E  H A L T E D  B Y  T H E  B A N K  

M A N A G E R , A  D E R A N G E D  M A N  W HO B E L I E V E D  H I M ­

S E L F  T O  B E  A  C O W B O Y  W I T H  A  R A R E  S K I N  C O N ­

D I T I O N .



St.mfofd

•Port Jafferton-
^  # Huntlngton 

Port Washington 
FritpOft

Atlantic Ocean

A L L  P U R S U I T  W A S C U T  

O F F  B Y  A  R O M A N T IC  

I N T E R L U D E .
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F I G U R I N G  I T  S A F E S T ' T O  

$  H U M O R  T H E  M A D M A N , 

f  S H M E R T Z  D R E S S E D  A S  A N  

I N D I A N .

B U T  L U C K I L Y  F O R  S H M E R T Z ,  T H E  I N S A N E  S A  

V I N G S  A N D  L O A N  D I R E C T O R  S O O N  F E L L  T O  

H I S  D E A T H ,  T R Y I N G  T O  M A K E  H I S  H O R S E  

" J U M P  T H A T  T H E R E  G O R G E . "

S H M E R T Z  F L E D ,  M A K IN G  T W O  

M I S T A K E S .  O N E :  H E  C R O S S E D  

S T A T E  L I N E S ,  S O  H E  W A S NOW 

I N  F B I  T E R R I T O R Y .W K F O S K k

JERSEY

-5  J | T W O :  H E  

M A D E  T H E  T R I P  D I S G U I S E D  I N  

B L A C K F A C E .  NOW  T H E  N A A C P  

W A S A L S O  A F T E R  H I M .

T H E  TW O  O R G A N I Z A T I O N S  C L O S E D  I N ,  B U T  L U C K  

W A S T O  B E  W I T H  S H M E R T Z  O N C E  M O R E .



CASS It 357^9 CLOSED

E V E N T U A L L Y , S H M E R T Z  F O U N D  H I M S E L F  I N  S O U T H  A M E R I C A ,  

D R E A M IN G  O F  A N  E A S Y  L I F E  F I N A N C E D  B Y  H I S  I L L - G O T T E N  
G A I N S .

B U T  I T  W A S  N O T  T O  B E .  S H M E R T Z  

S O O N  M A R R I E D  " Q U E E N I E "  P E R D N ,  

W HO H A D  S I M P L Y  S E D U C E D  A  T H I R D -  

R A T E  N A T I O N .  S H M E R T Z 'S  L I F E  

B E C A M E  A  L I V I N G  H E L L ,  P R O V I N G  

O N C E  M O RE T H A T  C R I M E  D O E S N 'T  

P A Y .

AT LAST T H E C H A S E WAS ON
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A scene from Ivory Tusks of Ceylon

b y  B ill W e b e r

M  While the final box office receipts from Labor 
„  ̂Day weekend are still being tabulated, it seems 

. that the film biz has enjoyed another record 
breaking summer in 1982, as millions flocked to 
their local screens in an effort to escape seasonal 

" * humidity, TV reruns, and the Herpes II epidemic. 
" C An astonishing 50% of the cinema ducats sold this 
- C season went to patrons of fourfilms created by the 
« (  same man. At the age of 31, Roger Spiegelman is 
« (one of Hollywood's first billionaire directors, and 
„  ̂his current blockbuster A q u a b o y—  H is A dven ture  
, * o n  La n d is expected to become the first movie to 

.gross $300 million domestically. Although critics 
; have compared his films to those of directors as 
; diverse as Hitchcock, Truffaut, and Joan Rivers, it 
is his popular success that has drawn the widest 

" C praise, earning Spiegelman the moniker "The 
* C Lunchbox Filmmaker."

A

m

the director at six (left) and today

"As a kid, I lived at the movies," Spiegelman said 
, recently from his Ma’rina del Ray houseboat. "In 
fact, I ate and breathed film. My respiratory system 

’ ^adjusted somehow, but I nearly died of malnu­
trition at 6; my enzymes couldn't break down 
celluloid." Restricted to a diet of three reels a day, 

- (  Spiegelman's movie-made childhood led him to 
« (the Universal backlot at age 11 in an attempt to 
„ ( sneak his way into the industry. His resourceful- 
~  ness paid off: for three consecutive board 

meetings, he impersonated the studio president, 
and was caught only when a keen-eyed aide 
observed that the chief 's suit appeared to be seven 

*  sizes too large for him. Impressed with the 
youngster's spunk, the TV department signed

* * * * * * * * * * * *  * * * * * * * *

Roger to helm three Twilight Zon e episodes.
Sure it was tough being the only pre-pubescent 

« (  director on the lot," he admits today. "The crew  
would steal my lunch money, throw me around the 
set a little...but I knew that I'd get out of TV 
someday. And after a dozen years of being hung 

‘ * from catwalks by my shoelaces, I made the jump to 
films." Spiegelman flashes a satisfied grin. "And 
all those crew bullies now have kids who are 

- (  shelling out to see my movies a few dozen times 
.  (  each."

Last summer, the Hollywood w underkind's  
thrill-a-minute adventure about a fearless 
elephant hunter. Ivory Tusks of Ceylon, became an 
all-time money-earning champ. (A sequel. G olden  
Tusks of Nepal, is in the works.) That film's re- 

^  release, along with a revival of S h a rk s  B eyo n d  the  
Stars, the new thriller G h o sts  in the VTR, and the 

•4c phenomenal A quaboy have netted Spiegelman 
« (ha lf a billion dollars this year. After finalizing his 
„ (purchase of the San Fernando Valley last month, 

the young tycoon has begun work on a new 
project: a musical remake of the Abbott & Costello 
film D ance With M e, Henry, with Steve Martin and 
Phyllis Newman to star.

"I just want to keep making solid, entertaining 
films — while growing as a director and a person," 
Spiegelman emphasizes, standing at a self- 
conscious 5'6". Indeed, he fears that his flick- 
saturated past has crippled his ability to 
distinguish movies from real life. When his 
girlfriend walked out on him two years ago, he sat 
motionless in a chair for five hours, waiting for the 
closing credits to roll. More than once, he has been 
observed yelling "focus" and "frame" while 
merely walking along the street. "It's not that 
much of a problem in southern California," Roger 
shrugs. "Almost everyone else here thinks life is a 

_  planetarium show."a * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * *
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MOVIES
NOW PLA YIN G

It float:', '4 fk>'t:esi<y over its landscape, 
seeing ait from a marvelously cockeyed 
perspective all its own.

□ O i « x « sn w f« ]SPECIAL EARLY Sc LATE SHOWS

OFFICER

i f f i l
| V I O L E N T  S T O R I E S  O F . B ' d O M IN A TIO N  S & H E T T O  SEX

COME WITH YOUR OIRII 
YOU'Ll ENJOY IT BITTER!

The World according to

5e INCEST SADISM
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| Warning: tf you are offended by graphic subtecf 
matter we urge you not to see this film
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n e w s  n e w s  n e w s
■OUTSTANDING1 IMPORTANT!' •MARVELOUS!

In an attempt to bring a permanent end to the 
I bloody Middle East strife which has intensified 
I in recent months, New York mayor Ed Koch has 
I proposed that a Palestinian homeland be 
[established in the South Bronx. The Koch 
[proposal, dubbed “The Koch Proposal” by 
I American negotiators, was relayed through 
[diplomatic channels and resulted in a secret 
[v isit to the blighted area by PLO chief Yasir 
[Arafat last week. The terrorist leader, disguised 
[ as a M ister Pros tee ice cream vendor for security 
[reasons, was reportedly intrigued by the sector’s 
[topography, strategic location, and ambience. 
["When I close my eyes, smell the smoke, and hear 
[the gunfire,” Arafat said, “it could almost be w est 
[Beirut. One vanilla?”

An outraged Prime M inister Menachem Begin 
naintained that the proximity ofPalestine to the 
Jnited Nations headquarters would have to be 

ntered by construction of a new Israeli air
__ e, preferably in  Long Island City. Begin flatly

[rejected Koch’s promise of the Guardian Angels’ 
[presence as a peacekeeping force, shrieking to a  
|divided Knesset that “we cannot trust Reagan, 
[let alone Sliwa!” Meanwhile, Mayor Koch denied 
[that his offer was a political stunt designed to 
[boost his gubernatorial campaign. “I’m doing 
[th is for world peace, but the radical left doesn’t 
[like that,” Koch sneered. “Besides, imagine what 
|th is  w ill do for the tourist trade. Manhattan to
I p a L ^ n ^ u ^ U g L . . . . . . . . -----------------------

• * * * « * * £ # . &  ■ ANYW AY ■ n

Trying to increase its organizational unity 
fore the 1984 Presidential election, the entire 
amocratic Party married itself at its midterm  

■convention this summer in Philadelphia Party 
[sources refuted the rumor that the wedding was 
[“necessary” because the brides had all been 
[impregnated ty  Ted Kennedy.

As a service »  thoseT of our readersTrho are | 
devoted Royal Family-watchers, PlaguetoneNews 
is pleased to exclusively present a summary of 
little Prince William’s activities in  Buckingham [ 
Palace yesterday.
7:40 am-Awakened ty  the Royal Marine Band’s 

rendition of “London Bridge.” 
10:30-Fails entrance test as a special officer in  I 

Her Majesty’s Secret Service for the [ 
third time.

11:15-Fed ty  nursemaid 
11:30-Regurgitates into the Queen Mother’s j 

hair.
2:10 pm-Breast-fed ty  Princess Diana

3:15-Breast-fed ty  Prince Charles.
4 —8-Plays w ith Lord Mountbatten Memorial | 

Rattle.
8:30-Bedtime story: Ferocious Maggie and the | 

Nasty Argie Bastards.

I



Yet another Congressional scandal erupted 
last week when Rep. Hiram C. Wedgely (D-NJK.) 
was indicted for violating a little-known federal 
statute which requires members of Congress to 
wear socks in  the House and Senate chambers. 
An FBI probe—code named “Sockscam”— 
secured damning testimony from three House 
pages and a cleaning woman, all of whom swore 
that they saw Wedgely surreptitiously remove 
his shoes during a late-night session to rub his 
feet “They was bare—no cotton, argyle, wool— 
nuthin’,” the scrubwoman told investigators. 
While three Congressmen in the ’60s were 
censured for having large holes in the toes of 
their socks, Wedgely is the first to face the full 
charge ofbipedal unadomment. Seen here trying 
to dodge the Capitol Hill press corps, he feces 
explusion from the House and a 20-year 
sentence if o o n v i c t e d . _______

|washington 
bureau

procedure for consider 
[ ing President Reagan’s proposed constitutional 
(amendment requiring a balanced budget has 
(barely begun, the White House staff is already 
( optimistic about the bill’s eventual chances for 
| becoming law. Reagan, whose projected deficit 
(for fiscal 1983 is the largest in budgetary 
| history, says that the measure w ill “protect our 
I nation from future presidents who would botch 
I things as badly as we have.” Other proposed 
■amendments on the Administration’s back- 
Ibumer would lim it the Presidential age to 66, fix 
■"L permanent ceiling on defense spending, add to 

'“3 tax burden of the rich, and prohibit an 
employment rate of more than 7%.
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THE ROOF CAV£S IN, TONS OF ROCK AND EARTH fall AJOP/^E, th e  flood waters rise AND EN60LF M £ 
BEFORE I A CHANCE TO THINK....
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SAY, 
FRESHMAN

CLIMBING 
THE 
WALLS 
IN
SEARCH 
OF
THAT BOOK?!

THE N Y U  B O O K S T O

1 8  M a f a h t n a f i i n

Look... You're stuck 
here now, to 
you might as well try 
to make the best of It

Thursday, 
September 16th 
10:00 am . to 
4:00 p.m.

v. Washington PI., 
between Greene St.
and
Washington Sq. East
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. !! I
from

THE PLAGUE
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Did you know that, according to Robert Scholes, “The activities of readers and 
spectators in the face of artistic or recreational texts involve both a passive or auto­
matic translation of semiotic conventions into intelligible elements and an active or 
interpretive rearrangement of textual signs into significant structures?”

You probably didn t—until you read it in The Plague, NYU’s magazine of quality 
and distinction. Sure, you can learn a lot by reading The Plague, but by joining the 
staff of The Plague, you can both leam and teach.

The Plague is the only magazine at NYU and it is written, illustrated, produced and 
managed entirely by NYU students. If you are committed to a serious exploration of 
the human condition through satire, would like to acquire valuable magazine pro­
duction experience or are simply attracted by the opportunity to bore your class­
mates by publishing the long quotations of obscure intellectuals, contact us today. 
Visit our office in Room 403-404 of the Student Activities Annex, 21 Washington 
Place. If you’d prefer to phone us, our number is 475-9741 or NYU extension X4046. 
You can leave us a note in mailbox #80 at the previously mentioned address.
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|  *  CHANCE OF A LIFETIME!

IF YOU DON'T SEE WHAT YOU WANT HERE, WRITE US




