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A LETTER FROM YOUR EDITOR

I like Vegas. I like to eat. I like to drink. I 
like to gamble. I like to run around. I like to 
get out of town. I like to look at junk. But it 
occurred to me that there’s a lot of Vegas that 
I’m really not interested in. The stuff I’m talk­
ing about is the retail chain, faux-upscale 
stuff, which seems to be everywhere in Vegas 
now. Vegas used to give you good deals on 
food, booze and lodging to entice you to lose 
money gambling. The new hotel casinos have 
decided that they can charge an arm and a leg 
for everything, force guests through a 
labyrinthine mall to get from the parking lot to 
the check-in desk and they’ll keep coming.

These kinds of hotels have little appeal to 
me. Don’t get me wrong, I don’t have some 
ironic love of squalor and grittiness. It’s 
just that my wants are modest and my palate is 

as sensitive as a runaway dump truck. So, there 
is a pretty low level of diminishing returns for 
me in terms of fanciness and expense. Upscale is 
largely lost on me. Nice is nice to me, but super- 
expensive, ritzy-glitzy is still only nice to me. The 
price of a good or service can go up, but the 
value has a very low ceiling to me, if that makes 
sense. Spending money just to look or feel afflu­
ent has little appeal to me.

Anyway, that’s the idea behind the Vegas 
Insider Edition. Well, the real idea is for me to 
have an excuse to go to Vegas. But officially, 
the idea is for us to write about stuff going on 
in Vegas that's a tad different. We believe 
these are the kinds of things that Barracuda 
readers might be interested in, rather than 
the kinds of high-profile, over-priced attrac­
tions that you hear about on the news. At the 
crossroads of Frugality Blvd. and Boozehound 
Way, down the street from Geek Gulch and 
Crapshooter Alley, that’s where we’re hoping 
to take you.

A funny thing about businesses in Vegas 
is that everything is voted as something. By 
that, we mean that seemingly every ad in 
Vegas has a tagline, “Voted best so-and-so by 
so-and-so magazine.” While we wonder how 
the residents of Vegas ever have time to go to 
work (what with all the voting that they do) I 
feel obliged to jump on the bandwagon and 
give some of my personal picks and stories 
about Vegas.

My favorite hotels are the Gold Coast 
and the Imperial Palace. I would have never 
tried the Gold Coast if it weren’t for Viva Las 
Vegas and the Punk Rock Bowling 
Tournament. For both events, I stayed there 
at the Gold Coast out of necessity, but now I

genuinely like the place on its own merits. 
The rooms are completely fine and clean. 
They are nothing fancy, but they are nice. The 
staff at this hotel always seem pretty normal 
and genial. Another plus for the Gold Coast is 
that it has a bowling alley.

Another reason I like the Gold Coast is 
that it is a good-sized casino, but it is not a 
mammoth ordeal to get around in. The front 
desk is right at the front entrance. Aside from 
the tight gauntlet you have to run past the bar 
to get to the elevators, it’s all pretty manage­
able. And I guess riders of the PBR bull riding 
circuit often stay there. It’s neat to see some­
one wearing a big white cowboy hat and non­
chalantly carrying a saddle through a casino 
like it was a piece of luggage.

I also like the Imperial Palace. It has 
pretty reasonable room prices, considering its 
great location— right in the middle of the 
Strip. One word of warning is that you may 
have to take two elevators to get to the really 
cheap rooms. I’m not kidding.

Some of the older rooms at the IP are a 
little rough around the edges, but they’re per­
fectly acceptable. Be sure to check out the 
Dealertainers at the IP. These are blackjack 
dealers who do celebrity impersonations (and 
I use the term “impersonations” loosely). They 
even get up on a little stage and lip sync to 
songs. I swear the Bruce Springsteen guy 
broke a sweat belting out Thunder Road. Good 
or bad, it’s all very fun to watch.

The Imperial Palace is also home to an 
amazing car collection, and a great Chinese 
food restaurant— The Ming Terrace.

And right across the street is Caesar’s 
Palace, the location of Evel Knievel’s famous 
jump over the casino’s fountains in 1967. But 
the area around the fountains appears to have 
changed so much since then that it’s nearly 
impossible to figure out where it all went down.

Next to that is the oh-so-fancy mall 
known as the Forum Shops at Caesar’s. The 
mall is largely not worth mentioning except 
for its little-known secret— it houses one of 
only four Agent Provocateur stores in the 
entire U.S. Uncover this gem of a lingerie store 
for your lady and she’ll thank you.

Don’t stick around the Forum for the ani- 
matronic Greek statue shows unless you’re 
high on something or extremely easily amused. 
All the way at the end of the Forum is a pretty 
amazing aquarium and you’ll see lots of amus­
ing, high-fashion Japanese tourists along the 
way. But it’s not really worth the exhausting,



circuitous walk. The Agent Provocateur store is 
right near the entrance off the Strip. So, you can 
get in and get out.

In the outlying areas of Vegas are large 
casinos, which are often known as the casinos 
that locals go to. They tend to have a more sub­
dued atmosphere, plus things like movie the­
aters and bowling alleys. They’re like malls with 
lots and lots of slot machines.

Out-of-towners will probably not find a 
locals casino very exciting. But making the trek 
out to Texas Station is worthwhile because of its 
Austins Steak House. I usually shy away from 
superlatives, but I am going on the record here to 
say that their rib eye is the best steak I ’ve ever 
had. This is, however, a pretty expensive steak, 
which I can afford maybe once every two years. 
But this is a  rare example (real maple syrup being 
another) where I think the high cost is justified. 
Go easy on the sides at Austins. They’re huge.
A lso, when straying from the Strip, be sure to 

check out downtown. I t can be a tad  
depressing, but the real appeal of the place 

is that you can walk around to a bunch of different 
casinos and attractions very easily. The Fremont 
S tree t Experience is a li tt le  b it hokey. Half 
Bourbon Street, half Universal Citywalk, it’s kind 
of the worst of both worlds. But checking out the 
Neon Museum is a good excuse to visit downtown.

I was very much looking forward to writing 
about the museum and the related neon bone- 
yard— an industrial lot where the weather-beat- 
en neon signs are kept before being refurbished. 
But the people who run the Neon Museum told 
us that we would have to pay $250 an hour for 
the privilege of taking photos of the boneyard 
because Barracuda was so “small time.” They 
then went on to say that if we were someone big 
like Vogue, they would kind enough to let us pro­
mote their attraction at no charge. When I told 
them we were not in the habit of paying to pro­
vide them with publicity, they offered to sell us 
images at $25 apiece.

So, ra ther than recommending paying to 
go see the boneyard, I’d like to suggest instead 
that they kiss the part of me that goes over the 
fence last. And I’ll only charge them $125 an 
hour for that.

Las Vegas is also home to the second-worst

hotel I have ever stayed in, the Aztec Inn. (It 
actually held the title of #1 worst hotel for years, 
being dethroned only very recently by the San 
Francisco fleabaggery, the Broadway Manor 
Inn.) A bunch of friends were staying at the 
Sahara and were paying $120 a night for their 
rooms because it was some holiday weekend. I 
had deemed this amount to not be worth it and 
opted for cheaper accommodations at the Aztec. 
I found the room at the Aztec online, knowing 
nothing about it except that it was not too far 
from the Sahara and really, really, really cheap. I 
believe it was $39 a night.

The Aztec turned  out to be really quite 
raunchy by anyone’s standards. It was one of 
those places that calls itself a hotel, but seems 
to have a lot of suspiciously long-term residents 
and a lot of suspiciously short-term residents, i.e. 
“ask about our hourly rates.”

There were shady dudes hanging out on the 
exterior walkways pretty much constantly, having 
clever repartee outside our door all night. Some 
of them were nice enough to knock on our door 
in the morning and offer us what they claimed 
was Thai stick, a curious commodity that was 
thought to only still exist in Cheech & Chong bits.

My co-pilot on this mission was my pal 
Pappy. The fact that Pappy is an instructor in 
Filipino Kali (a m artial a rt involving fighting 
with sticks) did not make either one of us feel 
much safer. We wedged a chair up against the 
door at night. I graciously offered Pappy the bed, 
but in fact, I wanted to sleep behind the bed, on 
the floor. I hoped the mattress would provide 
some measure of protection from stray bullets. 
When we left the hotel in the morning, we didn’t 
leave a single thing in the room. It all went into 
the trunk of the car.

As scuzzy as the hotel was, I felt it was 
“worth the money.” It was not a good hotel, but it 
was a good value. It is a subtle, but notable dis­
tinction. We really only went there to pass out. 
The Sahara was certainly nicer, but it wasn’t 
that much nicer— not three times nicer. As I am 
so fond of saying, “All hotel rooms look the same 
when you’re asleep.” (I used to say, “All hotel 
rooms look the same in the dark,” until my stay 
at the Aztec. Light from the Stratosphere relent­
lessly flooded through the Aztec’s anemic cur­

tains. So, the room never actually did get dark.)
Adjacent to the hotel was the Aztec Inn 

Casino, which was not much more than a bleak 
room of slot and video poker machines manned 
by grim gamblers. But the Aztec also had a small 
diner which advertised a breakfast of two eggs, 
hash browns, toast and coffee for $1.49. This is 
where I was going to really make my money on 
the deal. The last morning we were there, I had 
the breakfast. It ruled. The attentive waitress 
kept my coffee cup topped off (probably because 
I was the only customer who wasn’t eating his 
eggs with a switchblade). I stuffed my gullet, left 
her a 100% tip and still got change from a five- 
spot. If that doesn’t make you feel like a king, I 
don’t know what will.

I have a strange affection for my stay at the 
Aztec. Anytime I drive by it, I have to point it 
out. “Ooh, Aztec Inn!” I’ll say excitedly, “I stayed 
there! Oh, it was the worst!”

But I’m sorry to report that as of my last 
trip to Vegas, the hotel part of the Aztec Inn 
appears to be no more. It seems to have caught 
on fire, with char marks around all its boarded 
up windows. I suspect that there are still people 
living there, though.
F or Vegas war stories, it’s hard to top the 

first tim e I went to Vegas. A magazine 
th a t I used to do was being prin ted  in 

Vegas. I rolled into town late at night for the 
press check the next day, not knowing where 
anything in Vegas was. I checked into a cheap 
motel off, off, off the Strip. The next morning, I 
woke up and threw  open the curtains of my 
room. From my window, I could see the loading 
dock of the print shop. That’s luck for you.

But fortunes turn. As I went to leave town 
th a t night, my car broke down. R ather than 
working on my car in the twilight, I opted to take 
up the battle the next morning. I checked into 
another hotel, determined to make the most of 
it. Having brought no to ile tr ie s  w ith me, I 
combed toothpaste into my hair and went off to 
shoot craps. You want to get a little elbow room 
at a craps table? Show up with hair wafting an 
eye-burning musk of mint. That’s an insider tip if 
ever I heard one.

Until next issue, gentle reader, I rem ain 
your humble wordsmith. — J.F.





L a s  V e g a s -  

L a n d  o f : M a g i c  W a n t s  &  

Platinum Blondes 

P l a y o f f s  &  P a y o f f s S a g e s  &  

C a s h i e r  C a g e s W h e e l e r s  

&  D e a l e r s H i g h  R o l l e r s  &  

C a s u a l  S t r o l l e r s G a w k e r s  

&  J a y w a l k e r s S c h e m e r s  

&  D r e a m e r s  C a r d  C o u n t e r s  

&  F e l o n i o u s  B o u n d e r s

H o m i c i d e s  &  S u i c i d e s  B i g  

S p e n d e r s  &  W e e k e n d e rs F r i l l s ,  

T h r i l l s  &  S h i l l s I n s t i t u t e s  

&  P r o s t i t u t e s  G a y  R o m a n c e r s  

&  L a p  D a n c e rs L im o s  

&  B i m b o s S a l t y  D o g s  &  H a r l e y  

H o g s B l a c k j a c k  D e a l e r s  

&  W i n n i n g  S q u e a l e r s P o k e r  

G a m e s  &  S h a p e l y  D a m e s

L i b e r a c e  &  P a p a r a z z i L a p i s  

L a z u li &  P a s ta  F a z u li M a g ic ia n s  

&  P o l i t i c i a n s L e g a l  E a g l e s  &  

B u g sy  S ie g e l . . . . .  T o  N a m e  

a Few D a n  R o b ic h a u d  

DIRECTORY OF LAS 
VEGAS SITES REFERENCED 

IN THIS ISSUE
Agent Provocateur (at the Forum Shops at Caesar's) /
3500 Las Vegas Blvd S /  (702) 696-7174

Atomic Testing Museum /  755 E Flamingo Rd /  (702) 794-5150

Austins Steak House (at Texas Station Casino) /  2101 Texas Star 
Lane /  (702) 631-1000

Aztec Inn /  2200 Las Vegas Blvd S /  (702) 385-4566

Beauty Bar /  517 Fremont Street /  (702) 598-1965

Big B's Cds & Records /  4761 S Maryland Pkwy /
(702) 732-4433

Bouchon /  3355 Las Vegas Blvd S /  (702) 414-6200

Caesar's Palace (fountains at) /  3570 Las Vegas Blvd S /
(702) 731-7110

Carluccio's Tivoli Gardens /  1775 E Tropicana Ave /
(702) 795-3236

Commander's Palace /  3663 Las Vegas Blvd S /
(702) 892-8272

Cravings Buffet at the Mirage Casino /  3400 Las Vegas Blvd S /  
(702)791-7111

Decatur Restaurant (at Decatur Drug) /  544 S Decatur Ave /
(702) 870-2552

Double Down Saloon /  4640 Paradise Rd /  (702) 791-5775 

Fashion Show Mall /  3200 Las Vegas Blvd S /  (702) 369-0704 

Gold Coast Casino /  4000 W  Flamingo Rd /  (702) 367-7111 

Imperial Palace /  3535 Las Vegas Blvd S /  (702) 731-3311 

Lee's Discount Liquor /  1780 S Rainbow Blvd /  (702) 870-6300 

Lee's Discount Liquor /  3480 E Flamingo Rd /  (702) 458-5700

Liberace Museum /  1775 E Tropicana Ave /  (702) 798-5595

Little Buddha (at the Palms Casino) /  4321 W  Flamingo Rd /
(702) 942-7778

Ming Terrace (at the Imperial Palace) /  3535 Las Vegas Blvd S /  
(702) 731-3311

Neon Museum /  Fremont St around Las Vegas Blvd

New York, New York Casino /  3790 Las Vegas Blvd S /
(702) 740-6969

Orleans Casino /  4500 W  Tropicana Ave /  (702) 365-7111

Pinot (at the Venetian) /  3355 Las Vegas Blvd S /
(702) 735-8888

Rosemary's Restaurant /  8125 W  Sahara Ave /
(702) 869-2251

Slots-A-Fun Casino /  2890 Las Vegas Blvd S /  (702) 734-0410

Tiffany's Cafe (at White Cross Drug) /  1700 Las Vegas Blvd S /
(702) 444-4459



S ure, you can get cheap drinks in some casinos (not all of them!) and 
you can walk down the streets of Las Vegas with several open drinks 
in your hand without fear of reprisal from Johnny Law. But what 

good does that do you when you get home? If you’re visiting Vegas, you 
might as well make hay while the sun shines and stock up on some cheap 
booze while you’re there! Now, that’s an investment in your future!

The Lee’s Discount Liquor chain is a great liquor store by any stan­
dard. But if you’re from a part of the country with goofy, state-owned 
liquor stores or any other such hokum, you will absolutely be in awe of the 
variety and low prices that free market booze economics can offer.

Each of its eight locations around Las Vegas offers a simply stagger­
ing selection of wine. But in addition to that are a cornucopia of beers, all 
the way from expensive imports and microbrews to your cheap beer 
favorites. And checking out your preferred kind of hard liquor is like visit­
ing another country or another world. You’re practically guaranteed to 
find a brand you’ve never heard of. Lee’s is a must-visit Vegas attraction.





 On Being From Vegasby P  Moss

B eing from Las Vegas is better than living 
in Las Vegas. Just as a regular guy who 
speaks with a British accent immediately 

becomes more interesting, so does anyone who 
says he is from Las Vegas. Even if he says it in 
San Francisco, Paris or New York. Las Vegas is 
the world’s great escape from the mundane. 
Casinos, nightclubs, 24/7 booze and celebrity 
whores. The veneer is real, just don’t scratch the 
surface looking for a soul. You won’t find it.

The casino lounges, which were once the 
center of Las Vegas night life, are as dead and 
buried as Louis Prima. Just as on a smaller, but 
not less important scale, wonderful coffee hous­
es like th e  Enigm a G arden Cafe and Cafe 
Espresso Roma were not able to withstand the 
corporate bullying that we can no longer evolve 
as a civilized society without three Starbucks on 
every corner. Just as independent record stores 
like Balcony Lights have fallen victim to e-com­
merce and music downloads, today most mom 
and pop stores are as forgotten as Clinton’s 
impeachment. Big B’s is a fine record store on 
Maryland Parkway—for now.

America’s one truly original city has been 
robbed of most of the character which made it 
unique in the first place. The culprit is progress. 
Casinos are no longer run by colorful eccentrics, 
they are run by corporations. Out is slipping the 
m a itre ’d a 20 for a ringside tab le . In is 
Ticketmaster clipping you a weeks pay for two in 
the nose bleed section. That’s progress.

But whether slumming or high rolling, Las 
Vegas still has a lot to offer.

Upscale eateries abound, and you will walk 
out very satisfied after a dinner at Commander’s 
Palace, Bouchon or Rosemary’s. The best patty 
m elt in  th e  w orld is served a t D ecatu r 
Restaurant, a diner tucked in the back of the 
much forgotten Decatur Drugstore. Located, of 
course, on Decatur Boulevard. Another forgotten 
pharmacy, White Cross, on Las Vegas Boulevard 
ju s t before it becom es the S trip is home to 
Tiffany’s Cafe, which has breakfast and burgers 
and specials piled high with greasy flavor.

But in between the high end and the low 
end, locals are left to wallow in a vast wasteland 
of the mediocre and mundane (the same mun­
dane which people supposedly travel here to get 
away from). If you look past the glitz, that’s what 
Las Vegas is— strip malls, chain stores and fast 
food. Drive another eight blocks and you will see 
it all again. And again. Making the infrastructure

of Las Vegas about as in teresting  as th a t of 
Toenail City, Iowa.
P retty much all the bars in Las Vegas are 

molded from the same cookie cutter, with 
the Double Down Saloon on P aradise 

being one of the proud exceptions. It’s a perfect 
24-hour boozatorium in which to escape life’s 
daily injustices, with no cover charge for the live 
music they host most nights of the week. This is 
something very unique in a Las Vegas no longer 
known for bargains.

Downtown has a burgeoning art scene, but 
for every gallery th ere  are th ree  shiny new 
theme bars, nine corporate coffee nazis and two 
dozen kiosks hawking cheesy trinkets to mobs of 
incited hausfraus on the cut-rate excursion from 
anywhere and everywhere.

Long gone is the time when all that mat­
tered  downtown were cards and dice, booze

and broads. The time when men wore slacks 
instead of athletic shorts and women drank gin 
instead of lo-carb beer. Downtown has long 
become a poor relation to the monolithic fire­
ball which is the Strip, with hotel renovation 
and urban renew al serving as nothing more 
than a kick in the nuts to the character of this 
once-proud epicenter of the explosion which 
has become Las Vegas.

Turtle soup at Commander’s. Patty melt at 
Decatur. Bacon m artini at Double Down. And 
then  back to your beige stucco house which 
looks just like every other beige stucco house. 
But fortunately the airport is centrally located, 
leaving you just a one hour flight away from a lot 
of places where you can be from Las Vegas.







S h e ' s  

S o  F i n e !  ( A n d  

w e  a i n ' t  

t a l k i n g  a b o u t  

t h e  ' 5 9 ! ) M o d e l :  

M i s s  V a n e s s a

P h o to g ra p h e r :  

S h a n n o n  B r o o k e

w w w .sh an n o n b ro o k e im ag e ry .co m

W h e n  t h i s  b e w i t c h i n g  

B a r r a c u d a  G i r l  c h o o s e s  h e r  

c l o t h e s , w e ' r e  h a p p y  s h e  

r e a l l y  g o e s  " a l l  o u t ! "  W h y ,  

t h i s  m a g n i f i c e n t  m o d e l ' s o u t f i t s  

r e m i n d  u s  o f  T e x a s -  a l l  t h o s e  

l o v e l y ,  w i d e ,  o p e n  s p a c e s !  A n d  

s h e ' s  a s  n e r v y  a s  s h e  

i s  c u r v y .  S h e  m a y  o c c a s i o n a l l y  

f l y  f r o m  t e m p t a t i o n ,  

b u t  s h e 's  a lw a y s  s u r e  to  

l e a v e  a  f o r w a r d i n g  a d d r e s s !



T he anything for a thrill attitude of Las 
Vegas combined with its close proximity 
to  th e  U nited S ta te s  Atomic Energy 

Commission’s Nevada Test Site and the result 
was probably the only major city in the world 
th a t has welcomed the sight of a mushroom 
cloud. Las Vegas lite ra lly  inven ted  and 
em braced “Atomic Tourism.” The mushroom 
cloud was yet another Las Vegas attraction. The 
chamber of commerce listed the dates of explo­
sions and tourists would have picnics or parties 
to watch and celebrate.

So, th a t explains why the museum is in 
Vegas. But if you expect the Atomic Testing 
Museum to be a cheesy tourist trap  or full of 
fluffy, half-assed kitsch, you will be quite sur­
prised. Leave plenty of time to take this place in. 
Don’t expect to tear through it in 15 minutes on 
your way to meet someone for lunch. The muse­
um is a for-real, scientificky destination, located 
inside the Desert Research Institu te’s Rogers 
Science and Technology Building. (The build­
ing’s main purpose is to house the National 
N uclear S ecurity  A dm in istra tio n ’s A tomic 
Testing Archive, which contains nearly half a 
million historic documents and records from 
more than 50 years of nuclear weapons testing 
and other operations at the Nevada Test Site.)

The museum is full of things to amuse, 
inform and interest the public. There are many 
video and film displays, one of which includes 
hilariously naive educational films about the 
wonders of the atom. There is also a small the­
ater th a t is designed to resemble a concrete 
blast bunker. The beginning of the film simu­
lates the witnessing an atomic blast. This is 
worth the price of admission alone.



From sta rt to finish, the Atomic Testing 
Museum is packed w ith a rtifa c ts  re la ted  to 
atomic research.

There is a le tte r from Albert Einstein to 
President Franklin Roosevelt. Einstein describes 
the potential of nuclear explosions as weapons. 
He says that atomic bombs could be transported 
by ship to blow up a port, but suggests that these 
bombs would most likely be too large to be deliv­
ered by air.

There is a surprisingly interesting collec­
tion  of rad ia tion  d e tec to rs  and dosim eters. 
There are  casings for actual atomic bombs, as 
well as countless numbers of interesting-looking 
mechanical contraptions used for purposes too 
complicated to describe here.

Regardless of how you feel about atomic 
testing, there is something you can learn or find 
interesting here. One thing that was very impres­
sive was the fact that the people who worked in 
this field truly were pioneers. Most of the things 
they did were being done for the very first time. 
Very often, there were no guidelines, no manuals 
to follow, no procedures. As one engineer said in 
one of the films, they had no idea how much 
radioactive fallout was too much radioactive fall­
out for a human. No one had really even been 
through it before.

Another interesting story told at the muse­

um is the one of Operation Plowshare. The name 
was taken from the biblical reference to the end 
of war, “They shall beat their swords into plow­
shares, and their spears into pruning hooks...” 
The purpose of the program was to find peaceful 
uses for nuclear explosions. The suggested uses 
were for engineering purposes, including widen­
ing the Panama Canal, instantly creating a har­
bor and using th e  blast to connect underground 
aquifers. Not surprisingly, potential risks out­
weighed the potential benefits, but nevertheless, 
the testing program was funded for 11 years at an 
estimated cost of over $770 million and resulted

in 26 nuclear explosions.
The staff a t th e  m useum  are  curiously 

knowledgeable and chatty. It takes a while to 
sink in, but one comes to realize that most of the 
staff on hand are actually retired Nevada Test 
Site employees. These are the guys who built 
and tested these bombs! After years and years of 
not being able to talk about their work because 
of national security concerns, their knowledge 
and pride in th e ir  achievem ents ju s t comes 
bursting out. One staffer said he was at Bikini 
Atoll when they blew that up. He then matter-of- 
factly, but proudly joked, “I ’ve taken my fair 
share of radiation.”

W hile some have com plained th a t  th e  
museum does not adequately acknowledge how 
the NTS affected downwind populations, the 
museum does not feel like a propaganda tool. It’s 
not there to tell you everything’s swell and the 
atom is your friend. The awesome and awful 
power of atomic explosions is fully acknowl­
edged. In retrospect, the escalating standoff of 
the Cold War nuclear arms race seems like sheer 
madness. But the scientific and engineering 
achievements of the people who worked in the 
program are undeniable.

This is the most interesting thing about the 
Atomic Testing Museum— its seemingly unre- 
solvable contradictions.

O n e  s t a f f e r  s a i d  

h e  w a s  a t  B i k i n i  

A t o l l  w h e n  t h e y  b l e w  

t h a t  u p .  H e  t h e n  

m a t t e r  o f  f a c t l y ,  

b u t  p r o u d l y j o k e d ,  

" I ' v e  t a k e n  m y  f a i r  

s h a r e  o f  r a d i a t i o n . "  







K E N O !  M a t h e m a t i c a l l y .  

I t ' s  n o t  s o  N e a t o

K eno is a game that is available in pretty 
much every casino in Las Vegas. The 
game resembles bingo or the lottery. 

There is a field of 80 numbers and you pick 
the numbers which you believe will be select­
ed in your game. The winning numbers are 
chosen much like the way lottery numbers are 
chosen on TV. A big, clear hopper is filled with 
ping pong balls, Each ping pong ball has a 
number from one to 80 on it and the balls are 
chosen at random.

Most casinos have a keno lounge. These 
are not-too-hectic areas filled with chairs with 
little desks attached, just like in the sports book 
(and high school, coincidentally). But keno 
tickets are usually available all over the casino, 
especially in highly-loitered areas such as bars 
and restaurants.

The rules vary from casino to casino, but 
usually you must pick at least four numbers and 
at most, ten numbers. Each number you select 
is called a “spot," so if you pick four numbers, 
this is called a “four spot” game, if you pick ten 
numbers, this is a “ten spot” game and so on. 
The minimum and maximum number of spots 
allowed at the casino is usually listed in a small 
pamphlet alongside the keno tickets.

You choose your numbers with a pen or a 
keno crayon (usually alongside the keno tick­
ets). Simply circle or place an X over the spots 
you believe (i.e. know) will win. This is called a 
straight ticket and is pretty simple.

There are other methods of choosing num­
bers, such as “way tickets” and “combination 
tickets.” See your casino keno guide for these 
methods. Most of these methods do not offer you 
any mathematical advantage. They supposedly 
make it easier and more exciting for you to select 
numbers and play, but that is for you to judge.

Next, fill in the number of consecutive 
games you would like to play these numbers, 
the amount you’d like to bet on each game and 
then the total, which is the number of games 
times the bet per game.

If you’re in the keno lounge, you take your 
ticket up to one of the cashiers in the front. You 
pay them the total due and they will print out 
an official ticket for you.

If you’re not in the keno lounge, don’t

worry. A keno runner will take care of you. Keno 
runners usually kind of look like waitresses. 
They will make their presence known by walking 
around saying, “Keno? Keno?” You give your 
crayon-marked ticket and money to a keno run­
ner. They will return with your printed, official 
ticket. Be classy and tip the keno runner.

The payouts for each of the different spots 
can also be found in the keno pamphlet. The 
payout is not just determined by how many spots 
you hit. It depends on how many spots you hit 
out of how many you played. For example, the 
likelihood of hitting four out of four spots is 
lower than the likelihood of hitting four out 
eight spots, since you have chosen a wider num­
ber of spots in the second example.

The payout is also dependent on how much 
you bet. Obviously, the more you risk, the higher 
your payout will be if you win.

In gam bling, th e  house advantage is 
defined as your likelihood of winning as com­
pared to your payoff you get if you win. For 
example, if you bet on the outcome of the flip of 
a coin, your likelihood of winning is 50%. But if 
you are only rewarded with 30% for calling the 
coin toss, this is the house advantage.

The house advantage over you on keno is 
extremely high. Casinos have a house advan­
tage on every game, something in the ballpark 
of 25% to 30%. M athem atically , th is  is th e  
equivalent of playing a game of football where 
your team only has eight players and the other

team  has 11. In the most extreme example, 
some keno bets will give a mathematical advan­
tage to the house on the order of 50% to 60%. Or 
as Henry Tamburin, author of Reference Guide 
to Casino Gambling, comments on the house 
advantage in keno, “To put it bluntly, no intelli­
gent gambler would dare spend any amount of 
time or money playing this game.”
W ith that being said, how can Barracuda 

Magazine (proponent and paragon of 
math, logic and reason tha t it is) do 

anything but completely eschew keno? Because 
of the fact that keno requires almost no effort or 
thought. And unlike slot machines, it requires 
almost no investment of your time.

Keno tickets and screens are everywhere, 
including on the TV in your room. You can play 
keno at the bar or restaurant. In fact, you need 
not be present to win. You could put in a ticket 
for 20 games and come back seven hours later 
and have the keno lounge check for any winners. 
This is referred to as “stray and play.” Another 
upside is that unlike table games, you do not need 
a large stake or bankroll to get into the game.

We do not recommend that keno be your 
main axe in gambling. But is a fun distrac­
tion when you need a break from the noise 
and the galloping dominoes. There’s a time 
and a place for skill and craftiness, but there 
is also som ething to be said  for gam bling 
while you’re putting ketchup on your eggs in 
the morning.





T h e  

B a r r a c u d a

G o u r m e t  

G o e s  

V e g a s

W hat’s not to love about Vegas? There is
so much to Vegas that makes it spectac
ular, but without a doubt, the one thing 

that the Barracuda Gourmet loves the most are 
the wonderful array of restau ran ts and food 
emporiums to choose from. There are two culi­
nary rites of passage every one must take when 
they go to Vegas; they must visit an all-you-can- 
eat buffet, and they must get the $.99 half-pound 
hot dog at Slots-A-Fun. This wiener is so enor­
mous it borders on unappetizing, but it so aptly 
represents what Vegas is all about— excess on 
the cheap!

As for the buffets, you can’t go wrong with 
them. They’re all great, they’re all a good value 
for the money, and you’ll always leave satisfied. 
However, the Barracuda Gourmet’s favorite buf­
fet is Cravings at The Mirage. Cravings has a 
bright, modem atmosphere and 11 different food 
stations that serve anything from prime rib to 
Asian noodles, with a great variety of desserts. 
The seating isn’t crowded like most buffets, and 
the relaxing atmosphere is conducive to maxi­
mum food intake, which is of course one of the 
most important goals of the buffet.

When you’re unfortunate enough to not be 
in Vegas, you can recreate that Vegas food expe­
rience at home with two very special cookbooks 
featuring the favorite food of two very Vegas 
guys: Liberace, and his book Liberace Cooks and 
Elvis and th e  ex ce llen t resou rce , Are You 
Hungry Tonight? Elvis’ Favorite Recipes.

Back in the ‘60s & ‘70s, Liberace was as 
much a part of Vegas as Wayne Newton is today. 
He literally invented showmanship and was an 
entertainer of unmatched caliber. The Liberace 
Museum is an absolute m ust on your trip  to 
Vegas. Even if you never liked his music, you 
can’t deny the m an’s fashion sense. His most 
famous and outlandish costumes are on display 
as well as his custom tailored Rolls Royces and 
baby grand pianos which he spent millions on to 
match his outfits. The man was incredible. And 
he was quite a good cook, too!

Liberace Cooks is a treasure chest of mar­
velous recipes th a t Liberace used to love to 
make and the book is only available for sale in 
the amazing gift shop at the Liberace Museum 
(which also sells such spectacular goodies as 
Liberace socks and Liberace snowglobes— The 
Barracuda Gourmet owns both!). The book is 
divided up into five sections: Appetizers: A 
Light Note, Soups and Salads: Sonata, Musical 
Main D ishes, Side D ishes and  Sauces: 
Sym phonic, and  Cookies and  D esserts: 
C oncerto. Each new sec tion  has photos of 
Liberace cooking and/or serving food to sassy 
showgirls all decked out in fanciful garb. The 
recipes themselves vary from the easy “French- 
F ried  Bacon C anape," w hich is sim ply 1-2 
pounds of bacon cooked on high heat until it 
curls and you serve it on a platter and let your 
guests eat it w ith their fingers, to the much 
more elaborate and intensive “Boeuf A La Mode

En Gelee" which has a odd ingredients such as 
cracked veal knuckle, ca lfs  foot and gelatin, 
along with an elaborate set of instructions for 
how to cook it. While you may not actually pre­
pare anything from this cookbook, it is a great 
book to own, simply for its kitsch factor.

On th e  o th e r hand, Are You H ungry  
Tonight? E lvis’ Favorite Recipes, is a 
cookbook you can actually use in your 

every day life. While the crown glory recipe of 
the book is the incredibly lengthy and complex 
instructions directly supplied from the Aladdin 
Hotel and Casino on how to recreate Elvis and 
Priscilla’s six-tiered wedding cake, the rest of 
the recipes are certainly som ething you can 
whip up and enjoy with ease. The best of them 
being th e  fam ed Fried  P ean u t B u tte r and 
Banana Sandwich with plenty of photos demon­
strating the ideal way to make it. (The key is to 
mash the bananas, not slice them— who knew?!) 
The Barracuda Gourmet also likes to spice this 
famous recipe up by adding bacon slices in order 
to maximize the full heart attack factor.

The Barracuda Gourmet also has a few of 
his own favorite Vegas-themed (rich, delicious 
and decadent) recipes that he’d like to share 
with you.

High Roller Lobster Roll

1/2 pound cooked lo b s te r m eat ( ta i ls  and  
claws are best, cut into hearty chunks)
1 rib of celery, finely diced
2 - 3 tbsp. mayonnaise 
2 tbsp. melted butter 
sa lt and pepper to taste

Toss lobster chunks with melted butter to coat. 
Add mayonnaise and mix well. Add salt and pep­
per to taste. Best served on a toasted and but­
tered bun. (Makes 2 hefty sandwiches.)

I Just Won at Craps Bacon Cheese Dip

6 slices of cooked and crumbled bacon 
8 oz. package cream cheese softened 
1 cup mayonnaise or Miracle Whip 
8 oz. shredded Swiss cheese 
1 small onion finely chopped

In a medium microwave-safe bowl mix cream 
cheese and mayonnaise well. Add bacon, Swiss 
cheese and onion and microwave for 4 minutes, 
pausing it and stirring it well 2 minutes in. Serve 
with your favorite crackers or crusty bread.

I Just Pawned My Watch So I Could Play 
Another Round of Poker Cheesy Bacon Hot Dog

1 hot dog
2 slices of raw  bacon
cheddar cheese (o r any cheese you have on 
hand— American or Velveeta are  g rea t with 
this too!)
1 hot dog bun 
butter (softened)

Preheat your oven to broil. (If you have a  deep 
fryer, you can certainly deep-fry this instead of 
broiling it.) Slice the cheese into little cubes or 
long, thing slices. Slice your hot dog down the 
middle lengthwise and stick the cheese in there. 
Wrap the hot dog with the 2 bacon slices and if 
necessary hold the whole thing together with 
toothpicks. Place the concoction on a cookie 
sheet and stick under the broiler for approxi­
mately five minutes or until the bacon is nice 
and crisp. While this is in the broiler, heat a skil­
let over medium heat and add about 2 table­
spoons of butter to it. When the butter is nice 
and melted, set your hot dog bun in there and fry 
up both sides of the bun until it’s golden brown. 
When your dog is ready, put it in the bun with 
your favorite toppings, have a seat and enjoy. 
Keep a phone handy in case you need to call 911 
about that chest pain you’re sure to have shortly 
after you eat this.
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T h e  p h o t o  a b o v e  s h o w s  t h a t  

w e  l i s t e n  t o  t h e  s u g g e s t i o n s  

o f  o u r  r e a d e r s .  M a n y  o f  y o u  

h a v e  c a l l e d  a n d  a s k e d  t o  s e e  

p h o t o s  o f  a  B a r r a c u d a  G i r l  

taking o f f  a t t ir e ! A n d  d o n 't  

l e t  t h e  s w i t c h b l a d e  f o o l  y o u !  

This i s  o n e  c l a s s y  l a s s y .  W h y ,  

h e r  d e n t i s t  o n c e  t r i e d  t o  g i v e  

h e r  a  l o c a l  a n e s t h e t i c  a n d  s h e  

insisted on s o m e th in g  im p o r te d  

i n s t e a d !  A n d  f e l l a s ,  y o u  b e t t e r  

t u n e  u p  b e c a u s e  t h i s  b e a u t i f u l  

b a n jo  is  n o t  e a sy p ic k in g s !  T h i s  

l o v e l y  l i l y ' s  n o t  i n t e r e s t e d  i n  

going o u t  w i t h  a  s t i f f !  T h is  s y r u p y  

sweetie won't tolerate a sap!





The liberace Museum

Scenes from the outside of the 
Liberace Museum in Las Vegas. The 
museum helps to fund a non-profit 
foundation which the famous enter­
tainer created in 1976 to support 
music education. Above: Carluccio's 
Tivoli Gardens. The restaurant was 
originally owned by Liberace. The 
interior decor was personally 
designed by him and it still survives 
today, intact in all its unique splendor.



O f his clothes, Liberace joked, "N ow  that I can afford to buy m y ow n, I have 

them  in  about three sizes, because I love to  eat and m y w eight co n sta n tly 

fluctuates. So m ost of m y suits com e in three sizes: Thin, Fat, and Im possible!"

T he Liberace Museum houses personal 
possessions, trophies, antiques and cos­
tu m es th a t  p ia n is t and pe rfo rm er 

Liberace am assed over th e  span of his life. 
Liberace was a  classically-trained musician 
known for his larger-than-life personality and 
grand live performances. He was once listed in 
the Guinness Book of World Records as the 
highest-paid musician and pianist.

Liberace said he created the museum so 
that the world could enjoy his personal belong­
ings after he was gone. But the museum also 
helps to finance the Liberace Foundation for 
the Performing and Creative Arts— a non-profit 
organization founded by Liberace in 1976. The 
foundation funds music schools and colleges 
and has given away over $4.8 million.

The objects in this museum nearly defy 
description. Unfortunately, photography was 
not allowed, so we’ll try to do our best.

There’s a whole lot of jewelry, including 
his famous candelabra ring, which has candle­
sticks made out of platinum and flames made 
out of diamonds. There are also watches and 
rings encrusted with an impossible amount of 
jew els. O ther item s include props from his 
show, such as rhinestone-studded microphones.

A little-known fact is that Liberace also 
owned the largest rhinestone in existence and 
it is on display here . The jew el is 115,000 
karats, but is not mounted to a piece of jewelry 
because it tips the Toledos at over 50 pounds! It 
is over 12 inches wide and is 9 inches tall.

Liberace was also an avid car collector 
and many of his interesting and one-of-a-kind 
cars are housed at his museum.

The first car is at the entrance— a replica 
of a 1901 curved dash Oldsmobile. The other 
cars Ire  much more luxurious, fantastic and 
suited to Liberace’s unique tastes. There is a 
1962 Phantom V Landau Mirrored Rolls Royce 
with a left-hand drive. It is covered in etched 
mirrored tiles. Next is a 1954 Rolls Royce Silver 
Dawn convertible th a t is painted red, white 
and blue. It was designed for the U.S. bicenten­
n ia l in  1976. I t  w as u sed  onstage  during  
L iberace’s perform ances a t th e  Las Vegas 
Hilton and was also used during his perfor­
mances at Radio City Music Hall in celebration 
of the 100th anniversary of the statue of liberty. 
23 gallons of candy color paint and clearcoat 
were used to create the car’s finish.

One that stands out among the collection 
(and tha t’s hard to do) is a Duesenberg-styled 
roadster built on a Chevy chassis with a Chevy

350 under the hood. Oh, and the car is also cov­
ered in rhinestones. The icing on the cake is 
the matching, bejeweled tool box!

But not all of his cars are opulent, luxury 
vehicles. There is also 1957 British taxi cab. 
The car has an operational meter, which rings 
up the fare in pounds, shillings and pence. 
Liberace reportedly used the cab to pick up 
friends a t the airport. There is also a 1970 
Volkswagen Cabriolet B eetle th a t was cus­
tomized by George Barris to look like a Rolls 
Royce. According to the museum, Liberace 
wanted a car that would be more fuel efficient 
because of the fuel shortages of the 1970s!

And no collection  would be com plete 
without a sports car. In this case, i t ’s a  1972 
custom Bradley GT designed after the gull-wing 
Mercedes. The car is built with a VW chassis 
and engine. And nothing says Liberace sports 
car like built-in sterling silver candelabras.

Liberace’s trademarks were his piano and 
candelabra. Several pianos from Liberace’s col­
lection are on display. One is covered in rhine­
stones, one is covered in mirrors. Most, but not 
a ll of them  are  o rn a te  g rand  pianos. One 
notable exception was the interesting Kuhn &

Ridgeway harp piano from the mid-1800s. The 
strings of the piano go straight up in the air just 
like a harp. The design never caught on because 
harp pianos were difficult to keep in tune.

Next to his music, Liberace is probably 
best-know n for his garish, flam boyant cos­
tum es. Many of them  are on display in  the 
museum. The outfits are so large and ornate 
that they boggle the mind. Many of them weigh 
over 100 pounds. One costum e (th e  “King 
N ep tune”) repo rted ly  w eighs 200 pounds. 
A no ther costum e has a cape m ade ou t of 
upside-down monkey fur. A costume that you 
will not soon forget is his red, white and blue, 
bicentennial outfit, complete with hot pants,

Of his clothes, Liberace joked, “Now that I 
can afford to buy my own, I have them in about 
three sizes, because I love to eat and my weight 
constantly fluctuates. So most of my suits come 
in three sizes: Thin, Fat and Impossible!”

Liberace re fe rred  to one outfit as his 
“Lasagna” costume. He joked tha t he wore it 
when he was cooking at home because the col­
ors were so busy that it wouldn’t show stains 
when he made lasagna.

And speaking of cooking, Liberace loved 
to  cook. As m en tio n ed  by th e  B arracuda  
Gourmet in this very same issue, the gift shop 
of the Liberace Museum is the only place you 
can buy Liberace’s cookbook! There is also a 
cafeteria in the museum.

Also, the museum is located directly next 
door to Carluccio’s Tivoli Gardens, which Liberace 
originally owned. It’s a reasonably-priced restau­
rant that serves hearty Italian cuisine in abundant 
portions. The decor was designed by Liberace and 
it shows, with lots of 1970s-styled dark wood with 
excessively-omate appointments.
T he final take on Liberace after seeing the 

museum? You’ve got to hand it to him—  
he was out there. He was really forging 

into uncharted territory. Even if sequins and 
pomp are not your dish of peas, you’ve got to 
respect the man because he was truly marching 
to the beat of his own drummer. He was way, 
way, way off the map and th a t’s really worth 
something, especially in today’s era  of mall- 
bought individualism. He is to peacock feathers 
and rh in es to n es  w hat R ichard  P e tty  is to 
NASCAR— so far ahead of the pack th a t i t ’s 
impossible to imagine him being surpassed.

The admission price of $12.50 was a bit 
steep, but it goes to a good cause. One thing is 
for sure— there is no other museum like this, 
not even in a place like Las Vegas.





R u s t y  W a r r e n :  T h e  

K n o c k e r s  U p !  G a l

I f  novelty records and parodies hold a soft spot in your heart, thrift 
s hops, Ebay and flea markets are a good place to uncover a lost trea- 

sure. But trying to find something on par with Spike Jones or Lenny and 
The Squigtones amongst all those ubiquitous Mitch M iller and Living 
Strings albums is easier said than done.

Sadly, the majority of old comedy albums have the same problem as 
the aforementioned Mitch Miller albums— the cover art is the best part. 
Vintage comedy albums tend to be very dry and methodically-paced. They 
come off as "pithy" at best, baffling at worst. They often focus on topical 
humor, which unfortunately does not age well. Stripped of cultural rele­
vance, the best Univax machine jokes and hat blocking gags, sadly, just 
fall on deaf ears today. They're too irrelevant to be funny, not broad 
enough to be nostalgic or kitschy.

But timeless gems can nonetheless be uncovered — such as Rusty 
Warren's Songs For Sinners. The album's back cover taunts, "You don't 
have to be a sinner to enjoy Rusty Warren. Not personally, that is. But it is 
strongly recommended that you have a not too distant acquaintanceship 
with a bit of it..."

Rusty Warren, often introduced as "that lusty redhead," was best- 
known for a song called "Knockers Up!" (from her album of the same 
name], "Knockers Up!" was jokingly referred to as the march for "the cult 
of the uplifted."

Other Rusty Warren albums include Sin-Sational, whose cover notes 
playfully ask, "Do you blush easily? Do you blush because you blush easi­
ly? Is there something dull about the innocent? Are you a pagan?

"It is not necessary that you answer any of the above. Not in public, 
at least. But if there is any doubt in your mind about the direction you are 
heading— toward Sin or away from it— Rusty Warren is holding a frank 
and free discussion entitled Sinsational. It is! It most assuredly is!

"Sinsational is the third course Rusty is giving in "How Sin Gets 
Around" or "Grab Yourself A Handful, It's Free."

This is all funny stuff, to be sure, but thankfully, the best material on 
these albums is actually on the albums.

Rusty's routines are timeless because they focus on sex and relation­
ships. And she is quite funny and still relevant. The only thing that dates 
her routine is its modest tone. Rusty muses that her songs, once considered 
quite dirty, could be nursery rhymes by today's standards of decency. But 
the moderate tone of Rusty's act is part of its charm, as humility and polite­
ness are in short order today— the babies that got thrown out with the 
bathwater during the cultural revolutions of the 1960s.

She dances a cleverly and intentionally-crafted fine line. She is 
bawdy and risque, but never raunchy or rude. Her erudite delivery 
(often while tickling the ivories and improvising with the audience) amus­
ingly contradicts the fact that she's talking about such taboo subjects as 
sex and relationships.
B ut because of the "naughty" content of her act, Rusty Warren 

albums were deemed too dirty for the airwaves. The result is that, 
amazingly, her records were wildly popular with no support from 

commercial radio. A combination of die-hard fans and inventive self-pro­
motion helped Rusty create what would today be called a grass roots or 
cult fan base.

If you doubt how naughty these albums were considered, bear in 
mind that her first album, Songs For Sinners was released in 1959— the 
era of TV shows like Father Knows Best, Leave It To Beaver and Ozzie 
and Harriet. Issues of sexuality and gender politics were not common top­
ics for entertainers, especially women entertainers, in those days.

As smart and purposeful as Rusty Warren was, you have to wonder 
if "Knockers Upl" was just a bawdy novelty song. (Or as the album cover 
says, "The latest dock-walloper bon mot") Or was it, in fact, a feminist ral­
lying cry, delivered with a playful wink instead of a wagging finger?

W e were lucky enough to catch up with "that lusty redhead" and 
long-time Las Vegas comedy veteran for a very interesting chat.

Barracuda Magazine: How many albums did 
you release throughout your career?

Rusty Warren: 14. Seven went gold.

BM: The album s, they  w ere ca lled  “p arty  
albums.” That genre really isn’t around today.

RW: What they did was call it the “Life of the 
Party Series.” That was all in the beginning of 
the ‘60s. In ‘5 9 ,1 made Songs For Sinners and

all through the ‘60s, I made all those other 
album s. They were recorded a t the Chariot 
Room, the Anaheim Bowl in Anaheim, Club 
Alamo in D e tro it, in  D allas a t th e  old 
Plantation Club.

\
BM: And the idea behind the albums was people 
would get these records and play them if they 
had a cocktail party at their home?

RW: The country, in the ‘60s, was starting to

move away from the city. They w ere buying 
homes because construction people were mak­
ing a thing called suburbia. And th a t’s where 
you’d build your family, your first home, your 
kids when you got m arried somewhere in the 
mid-20s to the 40s. People would go to subur­
bia because th a t m eant b e tte r  schools, less 
congestion— the whole syndrome of that kind 
of thinking.

I think the interesting parallel is that you do 
not listen to Rusty Warren on an iPod. You don’t



stick it your ear. You want to share her. And you 
share the comedy with your friends. “Come on 
over! You bring the beer and I’ll throw the ham­
burgers and the hot dogs on.” It became a block 
party. It became a party  party. And party albums 
started to come up. I was just part of that.

BM: Your albums, although they were hugely 
popular, were never played on the radio?

BW: No. Outside of Dr. Demento, I don’t think 
anyone would touch it, including Canada.

BM: And the reason they weren’t played on the 
radio was because of the content, correct?

RW: Yes. It was sexually-oriented talk. People 
were not ready to speak in that manner. They 
w eren ’t. I t took me a long tim e to rah -rah  
women’s freedom of sexual expression. Let’s put 
it that way.

BM: So, you had this huge fan base and record 
sales in spite of the fact that you didn’t get airplay.

RAW: Because the album was not available in 
every city, when I would go to that city, I would 
have albums with me.

I would give one to th e  lady w ith th e  
biggest boobs, and the guy with the cutest what­
ever. And I’d say, “Hey, if anyone wants any, I’ll 
be outside. On the way out, please come say hi.” 
I learned that from Sophie Tucker.

I didn’t have jams and jellies, but I certain­
ly had record albums. So, my current album, 
plus the other ones were available— I would 
autograph them to these people and now you 
find them on Ebay. Rusty Warren albums, auto­
graphed to your grandmother.

When you were at the club, you would sign 
a card that said “Rusty Warren’s mailing list.” 
This was before computers. Then, if you were 50 
miles around Indianapolis, Detroit or Chicago, 
you got a card from Rusty Warren saying, “Hey, 
I’m going to be in town. Get your gang together. 
Get ready, Knockers Up. Call this club number 
for your reservation.”

Before I got to that town, my engagement 
was sold out. I did my own promotion.

BM: All of your female fans must have been very, 
very dedicated.

RW: Absolutely. They came in by buses. They 
dragged their husbands in. Fellas tha t didn’t 
want to come, I won them over before the night 
was over. B ecause th e  husbands w ere my 
friends. Then the husbands would put the ir 
wives up to be president of the Knockers Up 
club. It got crazy. One guy said, “When are you 
going to give a march for the men?”

I said, “You want to know why I won’t, fella? 
Because you’re too shy. You wouldn’t march.” 
Because men are funny. Men don’t want to do

that. They don’t want to show you that. They just 
w ant to assum e everybody’s big, right? But 
women, they’re there. They wear the bras, the 
push-ups, the boobs. They’re obvious, they’re in 
sweaters, so you can see they have boobs. So, it 
becam e a m arch. The girls couldn’t w ait to 
march. It got carried away.

There was a bus tha t came up from the 
suburbs of Detroit, 25 or 30 women. It was a 
woman’s night out and they were all Knockers 
Up club members. The bus came up and they

had flyers on it: “Rusty Warren fan club,” “Club 
Alamo here we come.” We took pictures. I was 
hysterical. It was a mania at tha t time, for a 
long time.

BM: How much of your audience in a club would 
be men?

RW: It was never an audience of all men. And 
never an audience of all women. I always want­
ed to ta lk  to both because I played off the 
sexes. They would come with dates, husbands. I 
would pick on the daters, pit them against the 
married couples.

BM: Tell us abou t how your c a re e r  as an 
entertainer got started.

RW: What I did was fall into it, I would say. I 
graduated from the New England Conservatory 
of Music. I was just teaching a little bit and play­
ing piano. I started doing a little lounge work, 
but I had a personal flavor that wanted more 
than just piano stylings in lounges. One of the 
bosses asked me, “Do you know any parodies? 
You do these parodies and I’ll give you $25 more 
per week.” So, I learned parodies.

I found a whole stack of them. You’d write to

somebody in New York. For a buck, you get paro­
dies— sheets of them. And of course, the tunes 
you’d know because they were popular tunes.

Before you knew it, I was bantering with 
the people in the lounge. And I think with my 
own personality, tha t’s how it all came out. Of 
course, it took years to develop. All of this was in 
the early ‘50s. I graduated the Conservatory in 
‘52. So, this was all in the ‘50s that I was playing 
all the little lounges north of New York.

BM: What did you intend for your career to be?

RW: Nothing. I was going to find a wonderful 
husband and settle down, maybe teach music 
and get married and have kids in Massachusetts.

BM: Quite a different path.

RW: Wow! What happened to that dream?! So, I 
went one way. I went more into what I was doing. 
An agent helped me create more and got me in 
better places and my life went on from there.

I didn’t really think I was building a Rusty 
Warren. In fact, the name was Eileen Warren 
Piano Stylings when I started. The Rusty came 
as I needed a definition. My hair was blonde 
when I was young. Then it went a little bit light 
brown. I lost the basic blonde look.

I liked the golden red. It came out nice. 
And when you’re young, you can wear red. So, I 
used red and variations of it throughout my 
entire career. And that’s where the Rusty came 
from. I never thought of it as a masculine name. 
It was Rusty from then on. My mother found it 
very hard to call me Rusty when I was a so-called 
star in Vegas.

BM: Tell me about some of your comedy men­
tors or idols. You didn’t really follow male come­
dians because tha t w asn’t what you did. You 
were more interested in female comedians and 
their perspectives.

RW: The one that was an influence on me was 
Sophie Tucker. The only albums that were avail­
able were Ruth Wallis and Sophie Tucker. I was in 
my 20s. But it was hard to do Sophie’s material. It 
didn’t really apply to me because I was too young.

In Phoenix, Arizona, Sophie was at a big 
club down the street and I was working in the 
Pomp Room, which was about two blocks from 
w here she was. Sophie inv ited  me to have 
lunch with her at the Biltmore Hotel, where 
she was staying. And what kind of wardrobe do 
I have? I’m 20-whatever years old. I’m looking 
for a proper dress to wear, number one, to go 
to  th e  B iltm ore and  num ber two to m eet 
Sophie Tucker!

I was thrilled, we had bagels, lox and cream 
cheese! I loved it! I loved her!

We talked and she said be honest with your 
audience. If you lie to them, they’ll know it every 
time. And th a t’s the advice I ’ve given comics





today. Oh, I loved meeting her. She was a little 
rough around the edges, but she was a toughie. 
Just an adorable lady. What a career.

BM: In comedy and entertainment today, there 
seems to be a fixation with “going over the line” 
for its own sake. Now, you were naughty and 
risqué, but you clearly had a stopping point. How

did you figure out how far you were going to 
go— how far you were going to push content?

RAW: Let me explain something about me. My 
upbringing is Milton, Massachusetts— Bostonian 
Massachusetts. I was brought up with a lovely 
Jewish household of two loving parents. I didn’t 
know what was going on in the world. I wasn’t 
totally naive, but I was well brought-up. I didn’t 
learn a lot until I got out in the world.

My own personal character doesn’t do that. 
When you see a picture of me when I was a red­
head, you see a woman who dresses lovely and 
wears jewelry and has her hairdos and all kinds 
of things, but not totally feminine. She’s strong. 
She has some kind of strength about her. Yet, 
she’s a female and she’s a woman. It won’t look 
good on her to be vulgar— to cross tha t line. 
Because it’s not funny. That isn’t funny, it’s just 
downright bathroom humor.

So, I talked in a titillating sense. Sure, I 
said hell and damn, but cute. When I did all 
those stories or set ups, I’m like the gals in the 
audience. I’m saying, “Hey girls, we’re all the 
same.” Even though I’m the so-called star of the 
show, I have an empathy going with them. And 
with the guys— they’re my buddies.

I could not get up there and say the words

that some of my contemporaries said at the time. 
I couldn’t be Belle Barth, because Belle was 20 
years my senior. Rusty couldn’t get vulgar. It did­
n’t look good on me. I had a p re ttie r face. I 
looked charming. I got away with being a lady 
and being naughty without being vulgar.

Innately, I knew the difference. I may be 
home and get mad a t som eone and  sw ear 
because I’m angry, but I would not use those 
words onstage.

BM: It’s an interesting choice. That’s part of why 
your act was so appealing. You could talk about 
these things in a frank manner— double-enten­
dre, dancing around using vulgar language and 
somehow, it’s more entertaining. And it makes 
the message more palatable.

RW: Don’t forget, I never crossed the line of any­
thing. I talked about Mr. and Mrs., man and 
woman relationships, whether you’re engaged, 
married to him ten years, what happens when 
you’re married to him 30 years— very much the 
norm. I didn’t use gay sex, black/white things 
that a lot of the young comedians use today. I 
didn’t use any references to any sexual position 
that was off Mr. and Mrs. America. Like I say, I 
know three positions, and I know them good.

BM: Didn’t Lenny Bruce once give you a hard 
time at the Playboy Mansion in the ‘60s?

RW: We were in Chicago at the same time. And 
we would all meet when Hef would call and he 
would say, “Hey, the party’s at the house, come 
on over.” And we’d all go, whoever was in town.

At that time, Arthur Godfrey was in town 
doing some special. Marty Allan and Steve Rossi 
were in town— all kinds of people. I was sitting 
at the bar with Arthur Godfrey. Of course, he’s a 
very conservative man, you know. My subject 
matter fascinated him. “What do you do this for? 
You’re a pretty  girl. You don’t have to do all 
th is .” He was th a t way. T hat was w hat he 
believed in.

We were just talking, I thought we were hav­
ing fun! Lenny comes in, he races behind the bar 
and he’s playing around. He’s whooped to the wind. 
And he says, “Hey, Rusty Warren! Now there’s a 
piece of sh—  if I ever saw one!" And he starts lay­
ing into me. “Hey Godfrey, what are you doing with 
this redhead? You think she tells her audiences the 
truth? No way! She might blow a gasket.”

Arthur says, “Lay off her. Go somewhere 
else, Lenny. We’re talking.”

Then Marty Allen comes over says, “Leave 
her alone. She’s a comedian. That’s her job. Why 
don’t you pick on me?”

Lenny was something else. I remember the 
beginning of seeing him, when he wore a vest 
and a good suit. He was a tiny guy and he was 
young. I think Martha Rae had a club in Miami 
called the Five O’ Clock club and I remember 
seeing him there. And all of a sudden, the next

time, he’s crazy! He’s absolutely crazy. He’s off- 
the-wall. And he was the most honest comedian 
from our generation.

BM: Tell us about the “sexual state of the union” 
for women in the early 1960s. What were the pre­
vailing attitudes?

RW: Being titillating, as I was, about certain 
aspects of our sexual lives together, I found out 
that we didn’t know a lot about sex. We knew A 
goes into B and all that, but we didn’t know 
much about what was truly going to happen to 
us. You’ve got to realize this is the ‘60s. This is 
not the 21st century of sex.

If we didn’t wait until marriage, we did it a 
little bit, exploratory, with someone you were 
going to get married to. And if you got caught, if 
you got pregnant, that’s a whole other ballgame. 
But at that time, we didn’t really know much 
about it.

The women’s movement was coming along 
at this moment— Gloria Steinem, Bella Abzug. 
All these radical, great, strong, brilliant women 
were running their own ballpark and I think they 
found me a little... I wasn’t big enough to be a 
th rea t to them , but I was saying things tha t 
brought an issue to a woman’s body tha t they 
wanted to get away from— that we weren’t just 
bodies, we were brilliant, we could be lawyers 
and doctors.

They w ere going through th a t phase of 
showing who women really are in a workforce 
and should get rights. But at the time, they were 
very concerned. They didn’t want to deviate, 
with anyone saying “Knockers Up March” and 
“Bounce Your Boobies.” They had enough of this 
in their own lives because boobs are still boobs. 
But I made it funny.

Men are very concerned today about mak­
ing a woman happy. I’m glad that happened. I’m 
glad we got to that point in the ‘70s and ‘80s and 
‘90s, where men became lovers. That I like.

Now, this is a broad statement— not every 
man is probably this way, let’s hope not— but you 
want to know something about today? A woman 
can choose. And that frightens men. Think of it, 
you’re a man. Oh, well, if I’m not good enough, 
she’ll go to somebody else. I’d better sharpen up. 
I better learn where that G spot is.

But then women also had to learn. Ah, this 
is what men want. A-ha. And then she learns 
either she’s going to do it or she’s not going to 
do it. And you know the ones that are going to 
do it are going to get the guys. That dates back 
to Cleopatra!

BM: A journalist in the ‘60s called you “the 
mother of the sexual revolution.” What do you 
think about that title?

RW: I think it’s funny, actually. I did come up in 
the sexual revolution in the ‘60s.

Politically, we were plodding along, trying
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B e a u t y  P a r l o r  

B e a u t i e s !

O u r  d a rlin g  D a y n a  is  r u n n in g  la te  

for a hot d a te . B u t a lso , sh e  is  a  la ss 

without an appointment. |

But this brainy Barracuda Girl know  
which side th e  b re a d  is  b u tte re d  

on! A little dough re m i 
will g e t h e r in to  a  c h a ir to u te  s u ite !

S h e  n e e d s  a  b o f f o  n e w  c o i l  

th a t  w i l l  g e t  h e r  th e  s t a m p  o f  

a p p r o v a l  f r o m  a  f i r s t  c l a s s  m a l e !





T h i s  B a r r a c u d a  G i r l  w i n d s  u p  

g e t t i n g  s o  m u c h  d o n e  o n  t h i s  t r i p  

t o  t h e  b e a u t y  p a r l o r ,  w e ' l l  

b e  a b l e  t o  c a l l  h e r  " K i t t y " -  

s h e ' s  b e e n  d y e d  n i n e  t i m e s !

L a d ie s !  D o n 't  f ig h t  o v e r  th e  c lo th e s !  

Y o u ' l l  l e a v e  e a c h  o t h e r  d r e s s t i t u t e !

W h a t  a  c h e e k y  e n d  r e s u l t  w e  h a v e !  T h e s e  t w o  

la d ie s  h a v e  w h a t  w e  c a l l  " in c o m e  t a x  f i g u r e s . "  

T h e y  s u r e  h a v e  f i l l e d  o u t  t h e i r  f o r m s !





LAS VEGAS NEON 
SIGN MUSEUM

I f you’ve never ventured off the Strip to 
visit downtown Las Vegas, by all means, 
you should. If the fancy, new hotels and 

attractions remind you a little  too much of 
Chuck E. Cheese, then downtown might be the 
place for you.

Downtown is gritty, sometimes seedy, but 
it doesn’t feel dangerous. Maybe it is, but all 
the bright lights give the illusion that every­
th ing’s OK. I t ’s a different world than  the 
Strip, especially the south end of the Strip, 
with all of its gigantic grandeur. You walk into 
a casino downtown and there’s gambling, right 
in front of you, right inside the door. This is 
the way Vegas used to be in the days before 
you had to walk through a labyrinth of stores 
and attractions to get where you wanted to go.

Yes, there is indeed a Vegas of yesterday 
and neon was a big part of it. But neon is actu­
ally not so common anymore. Sure, there are 
lo ts of bright ligh ts and flashing signs in 
Vegas, but if you stop and look, very few of 
them are neon nowadays.

Not surprisingly, a town like Vegas, which 
feeds off having the latest, fanciest everything, 
there is little concern about historic preserva­
tion. So, when a restaurant or casino is torn 
down, sentim entalism gives way to a hasty, 
“Out with the old, in with the new.”

Fremont St. is the epicenter of downtown 
or th e  “old Vegas.” At the  in te rsec tion  of 
Fremont and Las Vegas Blvd. is the so-called

Neon Museum. This museum contains a hand­
ful of vintage-era Las Vegas neon signs that 
have been rescued from the wrecking ball, 
restored and displayed.

This is not a museum in the traditional 
sense of a building filled with galleries or exhi­
bition halls. Rather, the museum is outdoors, 
along the pedestrian walkway on Fremont St., 
also known as th e  “F rem ont S tree t 
Experience.” There is no entrance or exit, no 
rooms and no admission fee.

Here, these neon signs are working and 
on display, living outside in their natural habi­
tat. The signs are on display 24-hours a day, 
but obviously, the best time to see them is at 
night when they are lit up.

A m o n g  the signs are the horse and rider
sign from the Hacienda Hotel, original- 

installed in 1967, the lamp from the 
Aladdin casino, originally installed in 1966, 
the sign from the Flame Restaurant, originally 
installed in 1961, the sign from the Chief Hotel 
Court, originally installed around 1940, Andy 
Anderson, the mascot for the Anderson dairy, 
originally installed in 1956, a wedding infor­
mation sign circa 1940, the Red Barn bar sign 
from around 1960, the Nevada Motel sign from 
around 1950 plus several others.

(Editor’s note: The signs mounted on the 
elevator tower in the central courtyard at 450 
Fremont St. are neat to look at, but 17 of the 
18 signs are not actually from Vegas.)
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to get more for ourselves. The title came because 
I guess I was the one talking more about sex 
then. Most of the other people would say sex 
jokes. I became like a lecturer with a drum­
mer— with a band behind me. I sort of talked 
about stu ff th a t was happening to us. So, I 
became the mother of the thing.

BM: There was so much pressure back in the day, 
that it was wrong for a woman to be talking about 
sex, to admit that she cared about sex, to even 
expect to eryoy sex. What do you think all of that 
pressure was really about? What was the motiva­
tion behind the people who advanced the idea 
that women should not say and do these things?

RW: Control. Men were losing their control over 
women— their minds and their bodies. What a 
concept. All of a sudden, women wanted their 
orgasms. Women wanted their place in the world 
as a viable lawyer, doctor, whatever they wanted. 
Even if they were people just working everyday 
jobs, they wanted respect. They wanted their 
own personalities to be recognized and respect­
ed. And men were losing control of who had 
what to say about sex.

Women never thought of sex as an impor­
tant entity. There was a Victorian underpinning 
at the time. They didn’t think it was their right 
to receive pleasure. Basically, we were the baby 
carriers and it was important that we bear chil­
dren. Which, of course, gives you the concept of 
what was a man— as many children as he has is 
how powerful he is. There are some cultures 
today that still adhere to that kind of hooey.

BM: Now, things did change, So, I would think at 
some point, men have cooperated. Back in the 
day, in the early and mid-60s, there were men 
that were supporting the change.

RW: Quite a few of them. There were friends 
of the feminist movement, so that was part of 
the change.

BM: So progress has been made, bu t where 
would you say that work is still needed in terms 
of gender relations?

RW: The key word for me in relationships is inti­
macy. Young people today, they fear intimacy. I 
don’t know what it is because I can’t put that 
mindset in my mindset, but I see it and I hear it. 
Young people today, they watch movies, they 
watch TV. These are the mirrors of what our 
society is about sexually and morally. I want to 
use an expression— TMI. Too much information. 
That’s what kids know today.

They’ve got too much crap coming down 
the field and they don’t know intimacy. To walk 
in the sunset on the beach holding hands, get­
ting a kiss on the cheek, or have a guy rub you on 
the neck or play with your ear. Intimacy. When 
they’re learning about stuff, it’s not intimacy, it’s 
the sex act, and that’s the difference. And I don’t 
know if I like that. I don’t know if that’s right for 
them to do at that point.

That was titillating for us— the first kiss. 
God, we didn’t know what we were expecting. 
And now, jeez, they swallow each other. Maybe 
I’m a sexual prude, I don’t know.

BM: A lot of people who talk about gender issues 
and sexual politics might say it’s a very serious 
business and shouldn’t be joked about. Tell me 
about how humor has helped you be more effec­
tive in getting your message out.

RW: I’m going to say one thing. Every show that 
I’ve ever done, I’ve always ended up with, “Learn 
to laugh at yourself.” When you understand your­
self, you can understand anything about anyone 
else. You can say, “Hey, I don’t go for it, but if it 
makes you happy, fine.”

So, learn to laugh at your little foibles—  
the things you have to do with your husband or 
partner when you have a problem. You work it 
out. You laugh at it. You don’t make it some fed­
eral issue.

People are so uptight about the sexual 
field. You’re not going to give a man a set of 
rules. You’re not going to give a woman a set of 
rules. Because one man and one woman get 
together under their own set of rules.

BM: You worked in Vegas a great deal. When did 
you work there?

RW: From 1960 until about 1989. I would take 
four-times-a-year contracts. My first contract

was with the Dunes, for the Colonel. My second 
one came to the Aladdin. Then the Flamingo 
chain. Then the Sahara. Then the International 
Hilton. But I worked for wonderful men. Milton 
Prell at the Aladdin, his wife was so kind to me. 
She gave my mother presents and me beautiful 
diamond watches. I was packing rooms. It was a 
wonderful time and a wonderful era.

BM: When you see films of people performing 
back then, the performers were having as good 
of a time as the audience.

RW: A lot of fun. I guess because Vegas was new, 
in its way. New for the openness that we had. 
The lounges were going hot and heavy. There 
were bigger stars. We were lounge stars— Don 
Rickies, myself and Buddy H ackett. And of 
course, the big-timers. Frank Sinatra and his 
group, Tom Jones, Englebert Humperdink. God, 
we were all there at one time or another and we 
all intertwined with each other.

BM: So, you would actually do things around 
Vegas with other entertainers?

RW: We had pre-opening night parties when 
Englebert came to town and all the show kids 
w ould all get in c lu d ed  and  w e’d a ll get a 
chance to say hello to everyone and good luck. 
So, we would get to meet all of them, all of the 
biggies. They were close, they were friendly 
and it was nice to meet the stars. It was a good 
era, it was fun.

We used to go and hang out in the lounge 
and see Don Rickies and then  Frank would 
show up with all of his buddies. They’d tear the 
place apart. They’d all jump up on stage and do 
something. “Get your knockers up here, come 
on gal!” That was the level of knowing them.

BM: Of the entertainers that you saw perform, 
who did you like?

RW: You know who I adored? Jerry Vale! God, I 
loved him. Such a kind, gentle man. Totie Fields 
I loved. Don Rickies was a riot. Belle Barth, she 
was starring at the Thunderbird. We had a ball. 
Everyone went to see each others’ opening. We 
went to their after-hours shows. We hung out 
until five in the morning. That was our life. It 
began at ten at night until five in the morning. 
You slept until noon, one o’clock, two o’clock.

BM: Did you gamble at all?

RW: My game was poker. I was a poker player 
and I really enjoyed th a t— seven card stud. 
Today, the craze is Texas hold ‘em. My god, I 
learned that years ago when I was up in Reno, 
they were starting that game. But I preferred 
seven card stud.

Texas hold 'em is a .game of people. More 
than sitting with seven cards trying to mentally



beat out someone else.
I just ei\joy it. It takes time, it’s not a quick 

thing. You don’t lose as much money. If you want 
to get out after the deal, the second card, four 
cards, you’re looking and you’ve got nothing? You 
fold. You’ve got something? You bet, you try to get 
someone else. And you bluff a little bit. But I was 
playing $1, $3, $5, I wasn’t  playing $10 and $20.

I get involved in slot machines. They’re just 
fun. If you don’t know how to read cards, you do 
slot machines. And 21? I can’t add six and four 
without a calculator, so I don’t  play 21. That’s 
about it.

BM: You said your mother used to take a bow at 
your Vegas shows— that she would love that and 
she eiyoyed your act.

RW: Oh, God bless my mother. After she took 
the bow, people would come up to her and say, 
“Hey, you’re Rusty Warren’s mother! Hey, she’s 
great! I love your daughter. What do you think 
about your daughter?" She’d say, “Well, I know 
w hat she’s saying, but God knows where she 
learned it all. She didn’t learn it from me! Her 
father was a good man!” So funny.

BM: Your mother sounds like she had a great 
sense of hum or, so she m ust have been  a 
tremendous influence.

RW: I’m glad she lived to 95. My dad died at 62, 
just when I won the first award for Knockers 
Up!, for the female comedian of the year. And he 
was very ill at that point and couldn’t even see 
me at that time. Mother saw most of my career 
happen. She never minded what I did for a liv­
ing. She knew who I was. An amazing woman, 
really, when it came to that.

BM: Tell me about her. What things did you 
learn from her? What things do you see in your­
self now that you realize you got from your mom?

RW: My mother told me what I needed to know 
at the time I needed to know it. This is a genera­
tion that didn’t talk about sex to their children. 
My mothe^ told me about periods and what I was 
going to be expecting, boys touching and kissing 
and all this kind of thing that mothers are sup­
posed to share. She gave me that little booklet 
tha t used to be in the Kotex box. What every 
young girl should know. Funniest thing in the 
world. Of course, now it’s a joke.

BM: What was th e  da te  of Rusty W arren’s 
last perform ance?

RW: I recorded the video in ‘89. My m other 
passed away and I felt I had more freedom to 
move. She was 95 at the time, so I wanted to be 
close by.

I still had my home in Arizona. By tha t 
time I thought, “Where do I want to be?” I’d

been there about 30-odd years, since the ‘50s. I 
visited some friends in Hawaii and I said, “This 
is nice.” Then it took me about two years to sell 
my ranch, all the stuff and get the corporation 
un-divided so that I don’t  need to be a corpora­
tion anymore. All of th a t is paperw ork and 
lawyers and taxes. I said, “Good! I’m myself 
now!” I only get one bank account.

Rusty’s been dormant since the 1980s. I 
stopped for a reason. I figured I’d said it all. By 
then the sexual attitudes had changed a bit. The 
women’s movement had finished and over gone 
and whatever women were doing in the ‘80s that 
they didn’t do in the ‘60s.

BM: I’ve heard you in interviews referring to 
Rusty as a different person, as kind of a character.

RW: I’ve often done that as a third person.

BM: How do you think that Rusty is different 
from you? Do you think of Rusty as a character 
or are you really kind of the same person?

RW: I guess I’m more vulnerable. The persona, 
it gave me more guts, more power. I w asn’t 
thinking of it in th a t manner, but she was a 
dynamic woman. This is how I looked at her, 
this is how I created her. When she was 30, she 
was unstoppable.

I separate myself for the reason that you 
couldn’t be that Rusty 24 hours a day. She was 
high octane. She was mouthy, with a degree of 
naughtiness. I can’t  say vulgar, because she was­
n ’t vulgar. She was risque. She was naughty in 
the choice of what she would talk about maybe.

I’m here now as a 70-year old lady and I don’t 
do that in front of the women I play bridge with or 
play golf with. You don’t get that character. They 
don’t  need it. They don’t even know it. And if they 
do know it, I don’t really have to be her.

When it does happen, say I’m visiting a 
comic that opened a new show here in Hawaii 
and I go down, have dinner and watch the show 
and he knows me. Then I become the guest, 
whatever, and I get up and say hi— boom, I turn 
into Rusty. Because they expect whatever quip 
I’m going to say, they expect that kind of thing to 
come out of my mouth.

It’s just there— boom. All of sudden, she 
comes up out of the depths and has a w itty 
rem ark  or som ething clever. Or som ething 
naughty to say and get a titter. But I’ve got to be 
careful. I’m a nice little grey-haired lady who 
shouldn’t talk that way anymore! “

To fin d  out more about Rusty Warren, visit 
www.rustywarren.com. Several of her classic 
albums have been re-released on cd and more 

are to be reissued in the near future.
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O pposite  page, L to R, top to bottom: 1 96 5  Pontiac GTO  3 8 9  Tri-Pow er convertible  w ith  factory 4 -speed  tranny. 1 93 2  Ford H igh 
Boy, an  authentic and  correct 1 96 2  hot rod. "The  R o se ," a  1951 M erc custom ized a s  a  tribute to Sam  Barris. 1 95 3  Cadillac G h ia  
Concept C a r (on ly  one  o f tw o  built) fo rm erly  o w n e d  b y  Rita H ayw orth . Interior detail o f the Cadillac. This page: 1 96 2  O ld sm ob ile  
Starfire w ith  a  3 9 4  c.i. V8 . 1 95 2  Ferrari Inter 2 1 2  V ign a le  coupe, one  o f on ly  15 built, equ ipped  w ith  three W e be r carb s a n d  a  5- 
speed. 1 9 5 4  Chrysle r N e w  Y o rk e r w ith  1 ,600  m iles on  it, custom ized fo r H o w a rd  H ughes. The vents w e re  rem oved, the firew all 
w a s  sealed  a n d  a ir  w a s  routed th rough  a  dust and  bacterial filter fitted in the trunk  to accom m odate  his ge rm op hob ia . 1 966  
D od ge  Hem i C harge r (rad io  delete) w ith  o r ig in a l spare, w in d o w  sticker, b u y e r 's  o rde r and  m ore. It 's  the o n ly  b lack, rad io  delete 
1 9 6 6  Hem i C harge r k n o w n  to exist. 1 93 2  Ford 5 -W in d o w  coupe w ith  o r ig in a l steel b o d y  a n d  4 0 0  h.p. Z Z 4  T ri-Pow er engine.



Collectikible
Mr. G’s First Solo Art Book 
by Mr. G

This book fe a tu re s  th e  artw ork  of 
Jap an ese  a r t is t  and  p in s tr ip e r  Mr. G. 
Collectikible was made by Mr. G and Nash, 
who is the crazy, crazy publisher of Burnout 
and Hardcore Rod. & Kustom magazines.

The book has a brief intro and then just 
gets righ t down to business w ith over 60 
pages of Mr. G’s artwork. Mr. G mixes up the 
subjects of hot rods, tikis, hula girls and surf­
ing at will. While these are all icons that con­
note Southern California, it is very interesting 
to see the way th a t Mr. G has in terp re ted  
them with his own style and Japanese sensi­
bilities. It’s like all of these parts have been 
exported to Japan, assembled and customized 
by him and brought back to our shores with a 
new twist.

Mr. G paints wild scenes with wild sub­
jects. But there is always an overlay of that 
traditional Japanese restraint, humility and 
modesty that results in an interesting juxtapo­
sition. His style is intense and fun, with lots of 
bright colors and heavy lines. He is very tal­
ented, but not needlessly complicated.

As the title says, this is the first solo art 
book for Mr. G, bu t it is also a m ilestone 
because it is the first book dedicated solely to 
the works of a Japanese hot rod artist! Mr. G is 
one of many very talented Japanese hot rod 
artis ts  who are making th e ir mark on the 
American a rt scene. You haven’t heard the 
last of Mr. G!

Doot Doola Doot Doot.Doot Doo!
Nardwuar The Human Serviette 
Alternative Tentacles 
2 DVD set

There are quite a few things th a t make 
Nardwuar much better and more tolerable than 
the all of those smart-aleck celebrity ambush 
interviewers out there. First, he doesn’t seem 
m ean-spirited. Nardwuar is odd, but he’s he 
m eans no harm  and is affable. Secondly, 
Nardwuar seems genuine. In other words, his 
personality doesn’t feel like a put-on or an act. 
I t’s not some wacky character he turns on and 
off like a spigot when the camera’s rolling. You 
get the sense that he’s Nardwuar when he cooks 
his breakfast in the morning or doing his laun­
dry at night. As opposed to other interviewers, 
who are pre-convinced of their own hilarious­
ness, you s ta rt to wonder if Nardwuar even 
knows he’s funny. It’s a nice change of pace.

Thirdly, and most importantly, as goofy as 
Nardwuar is, he’s disturbingly well-informed. 
This guy has done his homework. He stops plen­
ty of these celebrities in their tracks by asking 
questions about some obscure in c id en t or 
aspec t of th e ir  lives. Many of th e  sub jects 
respond with a justifiable mix of awe and bewil­
derm ent. Some of them  are baffled and ju s t 
storm off. Most of them  are amused and are 
probably glad to at least not be answering the 
same questions over and over.

People Nardwuar attempts to interview on 
these DVDs are an interesting cross-section of 
culture: Snoop Dogg, Ian MacKaye, Destiny’s 
Child, Gwar, White Stripes, Marilyn Manson, 
Busta Rhymes, Mikhail Gorbachev and more.

The liner notes of the DVD point out that 
the video contains none of the music of any of 
the artists interviewed.

Barney’s Crew 
by Sean Carswell 
Gorsky Press 
237 pages, soft cover

Sean Carswell’s real knack is that he’s a 
philosopher, but he comes across like a dude. 
He doesn’t whack the reader over the head with 
a mallet of big words, nor does he serve half- 
baked pies of pseudo-instruction.

In an unassuming way, he examines the 
universe where hard labor and heavy thinking 
aren’t mutually exclusive. It’s a world where the 
working class gets both annihilated and exalted.

Barney’s Crew is a collection of short sto­
ries. The stories are unpretentious and told in 
an easy tone. I t’s almost like the book comes 
with a  cold beer in a coozie.

Another gratifying aspect to Carswell’s 
writing is that he seamlessly works on many lev­
els. On th e  surface, in th e  story  “Fram ing 
Invasion,” a group of construction workers, after 
getting drunk in a strip club following a long 
week of work, go and yell at employees of a car 
dealership because their advertisem ents are 
played between pole dances.

Just below this surface is the resentment 
of the stupid stuff the main character, Barney, 
is forced to choke down while trying to eke a liv­
ing. Barney screams, “I want rent for the space 
your [expletive deleted] commercials take up in 
my mind!” He’s yelling both for being unhinged 
in the sanctity of a strip club and for a larger 
philosophical issue: when is enough, enough? 
When do we stop being humans and devolve into 
demographics? A very satisfying read.
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