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Introduction

by Simon Rich, Class of 2007

Being chosen to write this introduction is a tremendous honor and I’m humbled that, out of all of the Harvard Lampoon’s illustrious alumni, the editors chose to entrust this great task to Conan O’Brien. And when Conan was too busy, B. J. Novak. And when B. J. couldn’t do it, Andy Borowitz, and then right on down the line, until they ran out of famous people and things started to get a little desperate, which led to some discussion of “no intro,” and then a frantic wiki check to confirm that John Updike was dead, and then a debate about whether or not it would be in bad taste to write something as “Zombie John Updike,” and then a brief phone call with the estate of John Updike, and then a handwritten apology note to Updike’s adult sons, and then, this morning, a text to me.

The Harvard Lampoon was founded in 1876 by seven plucky Harvard undergraduates. And although their first issues now seem somewhat “dated,” it’s clear that those young racists had a lot of passion about comedy and also other things. Since those early days, the Harvard Lampoon has published its magazine continuously. Not even the Vietnam draft could distract the able-bodied, perfectly fit men of the Lampoon from writing their wonderful jokes.

The biggest sea change in the Lampoon’s history, aside from its decision to let in Irish people, was its shift to television writing. Since the 1970s, Lampoon alumni have written for dozens of popular shows, including SNL, Late Night with David Letterman, The Simpsons, Seinfield, Friends, 30 Rock, The Office, Parks and Recreation, Girls, The Mindy Project, Futurama, and many bad ones, which we don’t bring up. It’s a remarkable success story. How did a bunch of ragtag, underdog Harvard graduates manage to “make it in America”? Our secret is a little something we call “grit.” While other Harvard students are idling away their college days, taking premed classes or exposing war crimes, Lampoon editors are hard at work watching reruns of Mr. Show with Bob and David or Kids in the Hall and then trying to copy those shows but not in a way that’s obvious. Like, if a sketch takes place at a restaurant, for example, we would set our piece at a bar, so someone reading the magazine couldn’t say we copied Mr. Show, because the Mr. Show thing was at a restaurant and our thing was at a bar and those are two totally different places. What I’m trying to say is: the story of the Harvard Lampoon is the story of America itself.

I’ve been told that 100 percent of the Harvard Lampoon’s profits from this book will go toward the already large endowment of the Harvard Lampoon. You’re probably asking yourself: Aren’t there more important causes than an Ivy League comedy magazine? Shouldn’t I be buying a book that benefits the poor, the sick, the hungry? How will I be able to sleep at night, knowing that my money has gone to a bunch of privileged teenagers who spend their days drunk inside a castle? If there is a God, how can I look him in the face when I die? How can I stand there, before my maker, be he Jehovah or Allah, and say, “Behold, this is who I am? These are the choices I have made.”
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Worst Aid to the Injured

by Hartwell Bishop and W. Tuckerman (1903)

Send for the Medical Adviser if there is no hope of recovery. Otherwise, proceed as follows:

Hemorrhage. If the flood of blood is bloody, bind a sandwich lightly over bleeding orifice. Insert the point of a fountain pen and twist around until blood bleeds blue.

Jag. Smash windows. Chase away crowd. If there is no crowd to chase away, send for one. Don’t waste time going for water; this only irritates the patient. Lay patient flat, and slide down the stairs two or three times. Give stimulant. Keep near the floor. Immerse in water hot as can be borne, or shower with ice water. Rub dry, put in a warm place to cool, and leave for two or three days.

Sprains. Don’t breathe while in the room. Get some trustworthy person to hold your breath. One can hold it a minute. After that, get another. Wrap snugly in a rug. Cover with wet woollen cloth. If patient is too obstreperous, let him fix his sprain himself. This will be an excellent drill in self-control for him.

Gas. Send for any debater. They are authorities on this subject.

Fire. If you see a person smoking, do not waste time going for water, but wrap him up in a handkerchief and pour on whiskey or kerosene. A book agent can be put out in a similar manner. If obliged to go through U. 4 in case of fire, lie flatly and go out before it is necessary.

Medical Visitation

Students unable to go out will please report personally the night before. Otherwise as soon as possible.

Remember

Yellow fever, cholera, bubonic plague, and smallpox require attention, and should be reported within two weeks. Otherwise strong complications may result.

The Visitor
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Cover by Philip H. Muir




The Breakfast Food Boy

by D. H. Mitchell (1905)

A SWEET and smiling cherub face,

By name—John Peter Ladle—

Had come to fill an empty place

Within a cushioned cradle.

His mother called him “darling boy”;

He was his father’s midnight joy.

When he had reached the clutching age,

And pulled his Pa’s Imperial,

He had a most abnormal rage

For predigested cereal.

Grass, Grape-Nuts, Force, and Maple Flake,

And all such brain-foods he would take.

So he on nothing else was fed,

But brain-foods predigested.

His mind grew faster than his head,

And bumps on it congested.

(His mother, when she saw the bumps,

Predicted “bad cerebral mumps.”)

The doctor ordered bread and meat,

And sponge-baths alcoholic;

When Pete proceeded these to eat,

He quickly had the colic.

Poor boy! His predigestive diet

Had so long left his stomach quiet;

His end was sad. He soon returned

Unto his brain-food diet.

Minus a stomach, he had learned

That common foods ran riot.

Faster and faster grew his mind;

It burst his head, and unconfined,

Upon the floor ran riot.



The Sport Graceful

by Gluyas Williams (1911)
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Aeroplane Comix

by Gluyas Williams (1911)
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Debutante Comix

by Gluyas Williams (1911)
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The Yearning Point

by Frederick L. Allen (1912)

The Yearning Point

A STORY OF LOVE AND ABSOLUTELY NOTHING ELSE

By Robert W. Sameness

Author of Unknown Raw, etc.

Illustrated by Dunster-Dana-Drayton

SYNOPSIS: Jim Edgeless, a fascinating and well-dressed but penniless and useless aristocrat, has fallen in love successively with Coquette, Mrs. Amiss, Sliquette, and Tiara. Tiara is deeply entranced in turn by four millionaires who are even more useless than Jim; but all this time there is really nobody but Jim. Any girl will explain how this is done. Sliquette loves young Pivott and one or two others. Mrs. Amiss loves anybody she can get her hands on. They are all on an endless house party, and do nothing but drink too much, gamble too much, write love letters to each other, and make love too much. This has been going on a long time. Nothing particular has happened yet, however.

CHAPTER X

CLOACA MAXIMA

The hunting season arrived, and found Tiara curled up in a corner of the scented window seat, looking out over the delicious lawns at the naked trees. She was clad in the laciest of flimsy, intimate silk; thinking, dreaming, now dead, now alive, lips aquiver, the hot tears singeing her throat, and only the rhythmic beating of her pulse broke the silence. She was lonely.

Suddenly a footfall soothed the rug. Instantly she heard it, soft ears tingling.

“Jim!”

He paid no heed. He was looking out over the delicious lawns at the naked trees, watching Miss Pivott, Mrs. Amiss, and Sliquette, who had laid aside their smoking and drinking for the moment to wander over the expensive turf. And as he stood there, flush after flush swept his face. He loved them all, but he was perfectly useless—and he knew it.

“Well?”

He turned a pulsing face to hers. They kissed. It was only natural—the vague inspiration of the moment. Jim managed to force his aching voice out of his scented throat.

“What—is that to me?” he said.

“Nothing,” she replied. “I am employed by your father.”

Chaos rushed up and down in his forehead.

“You—” he paused.

She quivered. All the intimate, flimsy things quivered diaphanously. Suddenly, a clock ticked. Dreamlike, Tiara waited. It seemed years before he went on, eyes straining, heart thundering.

“You—are adorable!”

Words rushed to her lips. She raised a snowy finger and pushed them back.

“I wonder,” she said, after a long time, “why we use such short sentences—when we talk.”

He crushed her in his arms. She understood, that was all. The carpet in this room was very expensive.

“Dearest,—I suppose it’s because we’re both absolutely useless, because we’re just like everybody in all the other books—and, perhaps”—he crushed her again—it was deliriously delightful—“perhaps it is because we are paid by the inch.”



Kite Comix

by Samuel Otis (1914)
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Cover by R. S. Gordon





A Call for Subscribers in the Form of an Announcement

(1917)
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A Cover from 1922


[image: images]




Cover by Francis W. Saunders




The Diary of an Amoeba

by Eugene Reynal (1924)
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Jan. 1, 40000000004 BC. This day doth mark an important epoch in mine own development and in that of the earth; inasmuch as at an early hour was I divided from my mother (or was it my father?) and at a still earlier one was the New Year divided from the old. Balance of the morn spent in growing until noon, by which time sufficient size was achieved to enable me to go about wishing the happiness of the season. The Lord only knoweth whence came this custom, as all were so busy dividing that nobody stopped to listen. After a hearty meal did myself commence dividing, which doth seem the vogue. Would that such premium were not placed on following the crowd even in this period of the world, which seemeth near the first. Much tired by my experiences, did strike the timothy early.

Jan. 2. O Lord! Did awake this morn with a splitting headache, and after a light breakfast devoted myself to contemplation and division. What a change hath been wrought overnight, for verily did I retire in the country and upon arising did find a busy town encircling me, with such an array of people as I never hoped to see. If things run on apace, what will come of the world a few years hence? Such thoughts seem but idle musings; for how the world can last so long appeareth beyond the conception of an amoeba. A general undercurrent of excitement passeth among the people, for it is rumored that the ocean subsideth. Some already discourse on leaving these waters and trying to live above it, but this seemeth foolish. As I always sayeth to my last half, “If one is reared in one condition of life, why should he strive to adapt himself to another?”

Jan. 3. This morn doth find the world in terrible state, in that the crowds of yesterday do seem like naught compared to those this day. Immigration laws were passed in greatest haste, but methinks such means ineffective and but the work of politicians, who seemingly do act more from motives inspired to tickle the whims of their constituents than by those in the interest of the common weal. Methinks ’twould be far wiser to elect Amoebess Sanger to the presidency than to give ourselves into the hands of Congressmen who do naught but make mockery of our government. The Lord knoweth it is not for me to talk, whose descendants have already founded and overfilled four towns.
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The Arms Conference: A Fable

by Eugene Reynal (1924)

Mr. and Mrs. Arms were holding a conference. Young Hans had cut his finger. What should be done about it? After many minutes of meditation, Mr. Arms spoke up.

“I believe,” he said, quivering with excitement, “we should bandage it first. It seems to be bleeding.”

“No,” said his wife, “it must be washed before we can touch it.”

“But,” replied the husband, renowned for his practical turn of mind, “we cannot wash it, for we have not the right kind of soap.” So they deliberated for some time and finally went off in a taxi to get the right kind of soap.

When they returned, more argument ensued. “We should have a doctor,” said one. “And a nurse,” said the other. “And take him to the hospital,” cried the first. “He should have an anaesthetic,” rejoined the second. So they set about to do all these things.

In the meanwhile, Hans, unmindful of his family’s consternation, tied up his finger in his handkerchief and went out again to the back lot to play with the other boys.

Moral: A glass of water in the hand is better than a bucket of milk spilled on the kitchen floor.
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A Lament

by William W. Scott (1925)

(With sincere apologies to Tennyson)

Broke, broke, broke!

Yes, cold stony broke. Oh, see

How unpleasant it is to be utter-

Ly bankrupt and ruined like me!

Oh, well for the janitor’s son

That he troubles not over his suits!

Oh, well for the street cleaner’s boy

That he needs not a shine on his boots!

And bill after bill comes in

For a larger and larger amount,

And, oh, the “touch” of the firm that is still

Demanding a sum on account.

Broke, broke, broke!

For my credit is gone, and I see

That the life of the prodigal spendthrift

Is wholly unsuited to me.



A Cover from 1934


[image: images]




Cover by Vincent Palmer
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“Maggie, ] Didn’t
Get the Raise!

Calvin C—— told me that I would get a raise if
[ read the LampooN, so I bought a copy and read
it, but I didn’t get the raise. What shall T do?”

“Poor Jim. You say you only read one copy. Jim, you should have taken out a year’s
subscription for the sake of our children’s future. We owe it to them. It seems an easy
thing to purchase success for a paltry $3.00, $2.50 for undergraduates. Fill out that coupon

so that I can have a new baby carriage.”

“Maggie, I think you're right. I’ll have a pile of them on my desk so the boss can see

that I, too, am one of the intelligentsia!”

You, too, can be a success! So can everyone who clips the coupon.

We make more successes than failures.
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Present Board of Edilors.
'88, President.

Manager Art Dep't.

L. HONORE,

F. GROVER, '88,

B. W. PALMER, '88, Secretary and Treasurer.
W ATKINSON, '89. W. H. Raxp JRr., '88.
R. H. FULLER, 88. O. PRESCOTT JR., '89.

F. L. H. NoBLE.

Business Editors.
G. H. Le~T, '88. T. WooDBURY, 89.

’I‘HE Lampoon Board for this volume will consist of

the gentlemen named above. It will be seen that
the number of editors is very small; so small, indeed,
that it is a great strain upon each individual.

We would like to have about six new men in the art
department and six in the literary department, and we
hope to receive many contributions, from which we can
select new editors or at least have material enough to
prevent our labor from becoming too great a task.
Pictures (without regard to jokes) and literary contri-
butions should be left in the box at Foster’s.

Once more the wheels of the great mill have begun
to grind. The grinds have already begun to scan the
bulletin boards for announcements regarding the semi-
annuals and the giddy society man begins to feel ennui
resulting from the rule regarding continuous residence.
Lampy rouses himself with a yawn and a stretch from
his summer lethargy. Quick Kellner! ein glass bier.
We have a bad taste in our mouth left over from the
second and third of July.

Mechanically we feel in waistcoat pocket for a stray
quarter. Nota cent! What's to be done? Why let
loose the dogs of subscription. Now look at 'go!
There’s a fine class for you! Unquestionably the best
that ever entered College. Come 'go, step up and sub-
scribe.

In consideration of the fine intellects that have come
among us this year, and consequently the increased
faculties for seeing jokes, however weak, we have re-
duced the price of the Zampoon to $3.00 for the en-
tire year. Gentlemanly agents will pass around from
building to building and collect the autographs of ‘go.
Don’t fail to have your autograph filed in the Zanzpoon
office.

Amid the general wreckage of our athletic aspira-
tions last year the success of the class of 89 shone
forth as a beacon on the shore we all wished to reach.
They kept the Yale Freshman off the fence as regards
base ball and as regards boating they went on their
way rejoicing, leaving their Yale rivals some six feet
under the Thames. We understand, however, that
these latter gentlemen ultimately reached the surface,
and having discharged several gallons of salt water,
sputtered out their congratulations to each other upon
having practically won a race which, however, owing
to the slight technicality of their not being in at the
finish was given to Harvard.

In consideration of this circumstance and also the
fact that the ““if” prophets at Yale were unanimous in
prophesying that Yale ‘‘would have won the race™ we
must advise 89 not to get too ‘“cocky.” We must
needs take the words of these prophets, inasmuch as
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The Harvard Lampoon

Announces
A Centest

Conditions:
1. Open to men and women of every race and creed.

Y5 Rve§idents'of the _follow.ing countries are eligible: United States and dependencies,
Dymted Kingdom, mc}udmg Canada and Australia, Germany, France, Italy, New
York, and other foreign countries lying wholly or partly within the hemispheres.

Competent men have consented to act as judges. Every contestant will be given due
consideration and only the value of the contributions will be considered.

All conditions and terms herein set down must be carefully carried out by each
contestant.

The winners will be notified immediately.

Write clearly on one side of paper only, following directions exactly.
Use slip at bottom of this page and fill out as directed.

Envelopes should be sealed, stamped and mailed to

CONTEST EDITOR,
The Harvard Lampoon, Inc.,
Lampoon Building,
Cambridge, Mass.

No contestant will be considered unless he encloses entrance fee of three dollars.

. The prize will consist of a year’s subscription to the LampooN, including our already
famous St. Nicholas number, due March 27.

. Every contestant will receive a year’s subscription to the LAMPOON absolutely free!

//// s ————
CONTEST BLANK

'o The Harvard Lampoon, Inc., Contest Editor. Y 4
(Follow directions carefully)

Lampoon Building, Cambridge, Mass.

i it i N f contestant
TI'he word I wish to submit is Name of con

I expect to be judged wholly upon the value of Address -
my contribution and will abide by the decision of
the judges. I expect you to carry out condition
11 on this page.

1 AM ENCLOSING M

Yy ENTRANCE FEE OF THREE DOLLARS
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ANNOUNCEMENT

@ Lampy wishes to announce the mcorporatlon
of a new department which will be concerned
chiefly with books about Harvard.

@ The Book Department makes the following
liberal offers available for a short time only
at specza/ mtroductozjy przcey.

Harvarp Lampoox (remainder of year) $1.35

“Avrice’s ADVENTURES IN CAMBRIDGE.”
LR By R. C. Evarts and E. L. Barron.
Combination (Third Edition)

No. 1

By Special
2 Offer
“Harvarp Insipe-Out.” By L E $2.00 postpaid
Hagler. (Second Edition). :

Regular Prlce $3 20

“ALiCE’s ADVENTURES IN CAMBRIDGE” Offer
No. 2 (

Regular Price $ $1.65 postpaid

‘ Harvarp Lampoon (remainder of year) $1. 33 By Special

Combination

No. 3 ( Harvarp Insie-Out”

SR Offer
Regu ar Prlce )52 20 $1.50 postpaid

B “ALICE’s ADVEN 2
Eombination ( TURES IN CAMBRIDGE” $1. 00

By Special
No. 4 [“H\R\ ARD INsipE-Out”.

Offer
$1.00 postpaid

Cinbination s Harvarp Lampoon (remainder of year) $1 3 } By Special

chu ar Pnce $1 85

< Every Harvard Man
L Past, Present or Future
“, ™, % Should Have These Books

. o Qo N
% IR
{ » g \
N
\
—
e e ve e e Tere Ce T T
evererere e e W e e e e e
CrCTrTTY

AR RA IR MAAARARARA AA AR RS Se Seae et
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“Oh, Maggie,
[ Got the Raise!

Here’s an extra $50. They’ve tripled my salary,
dear. At twenty-seven I earn $100,000 a year!
Home study has made me independent! I am
my own boss now. We can live the way we want to live, because I don’t envy success, I am it!

“Since birth I've been plugging away at the same old job. Ihad got in a rut. Then one day
I met Calvin C , who started out with me. He is now president of forty-eight concerns.
He said, ‘You didn’t cut out that coupon, did you?’ I said, ‘No.” He said, ‘Do it now.” So I
cut the coupon and T received a year’s subscription  to the HarvArD LampoonN for only $3.

“Well, yesterday, the boss was passing my desk. He’d never noticed me before, but when
he saw my Lampoon he rushed over to my desk, grasped my hand, and said, ‘Any young man
who studies the Lampoon deserves advancement. I've been watching you, young man, and
if I had guessed you were working an hour after supper every night, I’d have promoted you

sooner.” He made me a partner on the spot. And now, Maggie, we can have that Rolls
Royce we've been saving for.”
SR e el TR e T e

Training did it. It can do it for you, too.
We help you. No sticks to this offer. We

THE KN don’t want your money, we are only interested
PBN-EROCK OF GRLORIII Y in your welfare. Every mail brings millions of

You can be a success letters from our former pupils. How much

Send for our amazing booklet. Without cost or longer are you going to neglect it?
obligation of any kind, you can decide to subscribe
to the Harvarp Lampoon for one year. Simply fill
out coupon and you will be billed for $3. Do it . .
today — now — this minute. Mail this Coupon

Be an Be a
%
Architect 2 Coroner %
) Archimedes 2 Cow Puncher X
Arch-duchess 1 Good Cook i 3 e =
Arch-fiend 3 High School Graduate
Archeologist 3 Horse Doctor
Archimagus 1 Heroine :,
3 Linguist Expert year, also bill of $3.
Be a 3 Plumber
2 Potentate
) Bearded Lady ) Snake Charmer Niomeso  wea il it
College Professor ) Tight-rope Walker
Crown Prince ) Traveling Salesman Address
) Concrete Expert ) Traffic Manager

Mail this coupon today

Please send the LAMPOON for one

(Il communications strictly personal
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READ THESE TESTIMONIALS
FROM BIG MEN

To Harvard Lampoon,

Cambridge, Mass.
Dear Sir:

I have read the Lampoon since I was so high. |
enjoy the ads. Your St. Nicholas number pleased mf-.
You boys are doing great work, keep it up. You ]
. always find me on the subscribers’ list.

Yours truly,
George Washington Jones. (Signed)

MR. GEORGE WASHINGTON JONES

Post Office Box 257, Harrisburg, Idaho
A far-sighted man of clear vision

To Harvard Lampoon,

Cambridge, Mass.
Dear Sirs:

We have been brothers since birth and never had a
quarrel till we began taking the Lampoon. We fought
to see who'd read it first. Now we both subscribe. You
boys are doing a great work. Keep it up, and youll
always find us on the subscribers’ list.

Yours truly,
Frank and Earnest Smith. (Signed)

Read from left to right
FRANK AND EARNEST SMITH
Post Office Box 12854, Smithville, Nebraska

GENERALS OF INDUSTRY! CAPTAINS OF FINANCE! SOLDIERS OF FORTUNE!

Read what the above big men say about the Lampoon. The art of relation is a problem no

more. Turn from business cares to the refreshing pages of the Lampoon. You will learn how
to laugh. Life is short and you cannot afford to miss the fun any longer.

To Harvard Lampoon,

Clip the coupon and collect your dividend. Cambridge 38, Mass.

Inclosed $3 for year’s subscription including re

For $3 you get next year’s subscription and the S :
maining issues this year.

remaining

sues of this year.

o

F
L 4
A
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NUMBER 1
7

19— I managed to get drunk on cider last night.
>16— You must have found it rather hard.
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DEBUTANTE — You are the first Freshman I’ve danced with this evening, Mr. Randolph.
YOUNG RANDOLPH— Ee—uh—really? Why, what is there about you for Freshmen to avoid ?
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IPDIE &

BOYS AND GIRLS!

HERE'S A CHANCE FOR | i v
A GOOD TIME. SOLVE * a
THIS PUZZLE BY CARE- s
FULLY FOLLOWING w iy T %
LAMPY'S DIRECTIONS. Z g X .
IT'S EASY. DRAW FROM e R LAMPY. IEMEEIESTRE
' e ', IN THE IMAGINATIONS
/ TO 2, FROM 2 TO 3 2 e D ¢
) S OF THE LITTLE FOLKS.
FROM 3 TO 4, AND SO ; i ;
: o ? 7 WHEN THE “DOT PUZ-
ON UNTIL THE FUNNY b 7 $ 2
CREATURE APPEARS 7 i A R
E 4 \ X 2 ISHED SEND THE LITTLE
LIKE MAGIC ON THE A LETTER AT THE BOT.
EMPTY SHEET. WHAT ’ )
o : . TOM OF THIS PAGE TO
: IS TO SEE IT THE JESTER'S OFFICE,
GROW! o j N5 STATING IN IT WHAT
3/ SORT OF A CREATURE
! YOU HAVE DRAWN. IF
5 v YOU GUESS RIGHTLY,WE
WILL LET YOU HAVE
A FULL SUBSCRIPTION
( Lt TO OUR FUNNY MAGA-
| r - / ZINE FOR $2.50, INSTEAD
\ f ) / // o OF $3.00. ‘

i Dear MRr. ( .
g [Write in the blank space the name of the creature you have drawn.

i " Example: rhinoceros, sparfow, guinea-pi, cic ]

nd would like to sub-
the agreement that

re correctly, you

y childish delights,

%
i HAVE enjoyed your magazine a
 scribe. I am enclosing $3.00 under
i if I have guessed the name of the creatu
i will send me back 50 cents.

Tur grown-ups who no longer enjo,

may also subscribe for. $3.00.

Nume

gSend Lampy 10 ..ccocicvvssreree

Address :
Harvarp Lampoon, Inc,, = Cambridge 38, Mass. HasvARD [;;«M‘l;bo‘ﬁ., INC:, Cambridge 38, Mass.
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¢¢Boo-hoo! My kite won’t fly.”’
¢« Why don’t you make it out of fly-paper?”’
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