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The Leeteg Tribute/Group Art Show marks the grand opening of the 
Copro/Nason Gallery at 11265 Washington Blvd.. Culver City. CA. This exhibition pays homage to 

Edgar William Leeteg. the father of modern painting on velvet. Known as the "American Gauguin." Leeteg 
created dose to 1700 works on velveteen while living in Tahiti. The Leeteg Tribute celebrates the ongoing legacy 

of Leeteg and will be curated by John Turner and Greg Escalante-authors of the book "Leeteg of Tahiti. Paintings 
from Villa Velour." published by Last Gasp of San Francisco.

In addition to having original velvet paintings by Leeteg. this exhibition will feature Leeteg-inspired works 
by over fifty  of California's "native" Tiki artists. The Leeteg Tribute/Group Art Show runs from December 4th, 

1999 to February 28th, 2000. The opening reception will be on Saturday, December 4th. 1999 from 8:00 
to 11:00 PM. A curators lecture and a book signing for two new books-'leeteg of Tahiti, Paintings 

From Villa Velour" and “Taboo: The Art Of Tiki" will be Sunday, December 
12th, 1999 from 2:00 to 5:00 PM
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exis t you could most likely join it by sending S.A.S.E. to the 
address above to receive your dangerous-looking Barracuda  

Army card  and free sticker— hypothetically speaking, o f course.

T h e  C o m p l e t e  C r a c k p o t  

A  L e t t e r  F r o m  Y o u r  E d i t o r

I h o p e  t h a t  y o u ,  g e n t le  r e a d e r ,  will  
e n jo y  th e  a d d i t io n  o f  m o re  c o lo r  to th is  
issue. It has been a  lot o f  fun for us to w o rk  
with more color, and  has been made c a p a ­
ble by  the g row th  of this magazine, which  
is th e  resu l t  of o u r  e v e r -g ro w in g  r e a d e r ­
ship. So, we th an k  you.

S ta r t ing  with next  issue, we are  h o p ­
ing  to b r in g  y o u  a fu l l -co lo r  c e n te r fo ld .  
Keep y o u r  fingers crossed an d  we'll see if 
that 's  a bridge w e can cross both financia l­
ly and  technically. At some point  af te r  that,  
w e  would  like to ad d  m aybe  8 o r  16 more 
pages ,  b u t  I ’m not  m a k in g  a n y  p ro m ises  
a bou t  when  that  would  h a p p en  just  yet.

N ow , while  w e r e  a lw ays  looking for 
writers ,  please, please, please do  no t  send 
us sex  s to r i e s  o r  r e c o r d s  r e v ie w s .  H o w  
g r o s s —a n d  th a t  g o e s  for th e  sex  s to r ie s ,  
too !  S e n d  y o u r  sex  s t o r i e s  to  Penthouse

forum or som eth ing  like t h a t  Yeesh. Send 
y o u r  record reviews to Rolling Stone. Yick.

Bon voyage  to M a r k  an d  C e le s te  o f  
W hap! magazine ,  w h o  w e will b e  lo s ing . if 
only geographica l ly ,  to the  lure of l iving at 
the  shore  o f  the  E as t  Coast ,  off-season. In 
the  s to ry  of Barracuda, t h ey  a re  key s u p ­
p o r t in g  p l a y e r s —in the  l i te ra l  sense .  To 
th e m  w e  o f fe r  an  E d g a r  L e e te g  q u o te :  
"O n ly  a d a y d re a m in g  fool has the neces­
s a r y  c o u r a g e  to  g o  c o n t r a r y  to  t h e  
i n s t i n c t s  of h is  k in d  fo r  s t r u g g l i n g  fo r  
e x i s t e n c e  in t h e  p a t t e r n  se t  o u t  fo r  all 
b o rn  u n d e r  the cold s ta rs  o f  civilization.. .  
B u t ,  in t h e  f i nal  a n a l y s i s  of a h a p p i l y  
sp e n t  life, t h e  quest ion  arises: w h o  is the 
fool, w h o  is the  wise m a n ? ”

R em em ber,  be sure  to tell o u r  a d v e r ­
t ise rs  th a t  y o u  saw  th e i r  ad  here!  It does 
m ake  a  difference. Kassos rule. —J . F o x

FOR THE LOVE OF GOO. SOMEONE PLEASE ENTER OUR CONTEST!
Not one single person entered our contest last 

issue! W e ll chalk it up to the lameness of the contest 

rather than to any possible overwhelming torpor on 

the part of our readers.

The first part of the contest asked you to guess 

which Barracuda s taffer has the same birthday as 

Steve McQueen. The answer was warehouse manager 

Frank Bradley. A bonus prize would have been given 

to anyone who pointed out that Fatty Arbuckle also 

shares this birthday (March 2 4 th ). Alright, so that 

part of the contest was too random.

But the other half o f the question was so easy,

it was stupid! What is wrong with the dice illustration 

from the craps article (reprinted below)? Come on!

We're going to keep running this contest until 

SOMEONE enters. But now, w e 're  going to up the 

ante. W e're going to pick FOUR winners at random  

from all correct answers we receive, and each of you 

will get a 4-issue subscription, a t-shirt AND a sticker. 

How about that?

Send y o u r guess 

on a postcard , 

include yr address 

and t-shirt size.

It’s a Small New Orleans Saints World After All

What are the odds of knowing two people with a 
fleur DC lis tattoo? What are the odds that those 
two people have a fleur de lis tattoo because they 
are both New Orleans Saints fans, and neither 
one is from New Orleans? Such a  magical meet­

ing of the minds took place when Chinmusic edi­
tor Kevin Chanel (left) finally met Barracuda 
associate editor Nick Monahan (right). Look for 
these two starring in a remake of The Parent 
Trap with Jim Everett as their Dad.



Leeteg Of Tahiti: Paintings From Villa Velour 
by John Turner and Greg Escalante

This is the first new book about 
Leeteg in about 30 years.lt features won- 
derful reproductions of a large number 
of Leeteg velvets. Included are his more 
popular works, such as the "Hina Rapa" 
(on the cover, righ t) and "Tahitian  
Chief," but there are also photos of 
dozens of lesser-known subjects.

This book also features a good 
number of never-before published candid 
snapshots of Leeteg at work and at 
repose around his Tahitian estate Villa 
Velour. It includes photos of him with his 
children and his fav o rite  model,
Jacqueline, os well as photos of his moth­
er, Bertha Leeteg.

But the real treat in this book is the 
publication of the posed photographs that Leeteg 
used as subjects in lieu of live models. Seeing the 
photographs side-by-side with the finished paintings 
affords a unique look into how Leeteg interpreted 
each subject into one of his velvet works. It's also 
just really interesting to see the actual real models in 
the poses that eventually became Leeteg paintings.

Not merely a color reproduction of Leeteg's 
paintings, this book also offers a general primer on the 
history on velvet as a medium, a take on tiki culture 
and a defense of Leeteg's place in art history. (A much

more objective defense than Borney Davis' book.)
Any fan of Leeteg, Hawaiiana, tiki culture or 

Polynesian culture should buy this book. It is a 
glimpse into another time and another world.

Whether Leeteg's portrayal of Tahitian life was 
real or myth is a moot point, as the appeal of these 
paintings was not to portray reality, but to portray 
the fantasy.

This book is a must-have, if only for its repre­
sentations of Leeteg's velvets that Barracuda cannot 
adequately reproduce due to technical limitations.

Raw Deal: Horrible and Ironic Stories of Forgotten Americans 
by Ken Smith

A nyon e can be cyn ical, skep tica l and  
d a rk , and the independent and sm all press 
w orld  is o v erru n  by w riters  w ho a re  m ore  
than happy to tell you that hum anity sucks. 
But Raw D eal never gets caught up in th at 
first-person anger or bile that is so fashion­
able these days. This book has an even, factu­
al tone which lets the stories, rather than the

author, be the subject.
The people profiled  in Raw D eal get the 

short end of the stick for a va rie ty  of re a ­
sons. Some are  the victim o f hysteria or the  
stup idity and greed o f others. But some of 
these peop le  a re  a t least p a rtly  to b lam e  
them selves-victim s o f their own shorts ight­
edness, antisocial tendencies or lousy busi­
ness sense. (This concession is pretty unique  
as we seem  to live in a tim e w hen no one is 
to b lam e fo r their own problem s.)

But rather than simply laying blam e on 
convenient demons like "white m en" and "big 
business" (a lth o u g h  th e y  do fig u re  p ro m i­
nently in several of these stories), this book 
explores all o f the factors that caused the sub­
jects to m eet with horrible misfortune. Getting 
screwed on such a grand scale is rea lly a com­
p licated  p h e nom enon , and som etim es just 
plain old bad luck plays a big part.

Unique to this book is its take on defla t­
ing the myth of free  enterprise and the self- 
m a d e  A m erican  e n tre p re n e u r -th a t  a good  
idea and a positive attitude are all you need 
to succeed in business.

There a re  obviously no happy endings  
here, but because of its tone, intelligence and 
deftness, this book is a real page-turner that 
is somehow oddly inspirational.

Tertyshny, We 
Hardly Knew Ye

“I thought he’d be with us for a long time,” 

said Flyers G.M. Bobby Clarke of Dm itri 

Tertyshny, Philadelphia’s rookie defenseman. 

“You never expect that an afternoon in a rental 

boat will turn into tragedy.”

Tertyshny, 22 years old, was attending a 

power skating camp in Kelowna, British 

Columbia, when he and several other players 

took a boat out onto a nearby lake. The power 

boat struck a wave, Tertyshny went overboard 

and was slashed by the propeller. He subse­

quently bled to death.

The young Russian joins a somber list of 

Flyers taken before their careers ever fully blos­

somed, inc lud ing  Barry Ashby in 1977 

(leukemia), Pelle Lindbergh in 1985 (auto acci­

dent) and Yanick Dupre in 1998 (leukemia).

A quiet, dedicated athlete, the rookie 

stood out during training camp last season, 

eventually working himself onto the second 

defensive unit. His passing and playmaking 

skills enabled him to gather 10 points in 62 NHL 

games, and all indications are he only would 

have improved.

“He will certainly be missed as a team­

mate, first and foremost," Flyers captain Eric 

Lindros said, “He came to play every night, and 

I’m convinced he would have been an All-Star 

one day.”

Tertyshny will be buried in Russia, where 

he is survived by his wife Paulina.
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B o o z e  R e v y o o z e !

I t makes no sense to have a knee-jerk reaction against 
pre-fab, corporate clone rock or big studio, story-free movie 
making while drinking an Absolut tonic. MCA records,

Universal Studios and Absolut vodka are all owned by the same 
company—Seagrams. So, if you buy that boss new Blink 182 cd, 
a ticket to the latest star-studded bomb or drink Absolut 
vodka, the money is all going to line the pockets of the 
same rich goobers and support their joyless products.
Ironic, n’est ce pas?

How come no one champions the struggle 
of the independent booze producer? They 

face the exact same problems that 
indie record labels and film- 
makers do.

The liquor industry
has seen a trend toward the consolidation of suppliers, distributors and wholesalers. This 
creates fewer, larger businesses.

Like chain record stores, chain restaurants and liquor stores are where all the big, 
volume business is done. Space on their shelves is controlled by corporate producers who 
own a dozen or more brand names. They can offer huge discounts and back it up with tons 
of cheesy promotional materials like neon signs, stand-up displays and posters.

Corporate liquor manufacturers have mammoth budgets for marketing and promo­
tion. Because of that, whatever they produce makes money, regardless of whether or not 
it’s any good.

The indie booze producers, like their “artistic” counterparts, must rely on being clever 
to compensate for their lack of capital. They cannot compete with multi-million dollar pro­
motional campaigns, so, they maximize publicity and try to generate word-of-mouth and 
grass-roots support.

While this all may just seem like the free market at work, this sort of consolidation is a 
bit more nefarious than a successful business simply rising to the top. This process ultimate­
ly serves to place all the power in the hands of a few huge companies. One result is fewer 
opportunities for a have-not trying to start a business in that industry. It becomes very diffi­
cult for a start-up company to raise the amount of capital needed to compete with the money 
being spent by these large corporations on marketing and promotion. Another result is that 
this consolidation results in fewer and more paltry choices for consumers.

S uch is the case with Redrum, an independently-produced rum from San Francisco. The 
packaging and name are fresh and unique (about as anti-establishment as a liquor can 
get without being moonshine served in a mason jar). Their name has kept them out of 

many high-volume chains, and even out of some states.
But on to the actual review at hand. Redrum is a fine, fine rum. It is a 70-proof, imported 

Virgin Island rum with natural tropical fruit flavors, but it comes off being more spicy than 
actually fruity. It works just fine in any traditional rum drink recipe, but it is amazingly good 
sipped straight from a shot glass after being chilled in the freezer. Its clean, ruby-red packag­
ing would make a fine addition to any tiki or post-modern bar.

"Redrum Tsunami 
-2  oz Redrum
-Fill tall glass with ice S  pineapple juice 
-Float 112 oz Midori Melon Liqueur 
-Garnish with fresh fruit & umbrella

Island Ho 
-2  oz Redrum
-Fill tall glass with ice & ginger ale 
-Garnish with lemon wedge

Barracuda Magazine 7



I
f  you drive a car and don't live in the middle of nowhere, 
you've undoubtedly had a run in with enemy number 
one, the lightning strike of the asphalt heavens, the great 
purveyor of curbside paranoia. No, not your local smokies. 

This problem is even bigger. It affects all of us— you, your 
best girl, your other girl, your mom, your sister, your pop. 
Who, what, is this enemy number one? It is parking tick­
ets— and here's what they can do for you.

In San Francisco, the handing out o f hell in $25 incre­
ments is taken care of by the Department of Parking and 
Traffic, a.k.a., the DPT. Members of this neo-nazi force dis­
perse tickets from tiny three-wheeled vehicles resembling a 
cross between a Big Wheel and a Lamborghini Countach. 
They dole out a lot of tickets from these very efficient little 
vehicles. So many, in fact, that many humble citizens can't 
keep up.

When some poor sucker gets one too many tickets on 
the streets of San Francisco, a horrible thing happens to their 
car, truck, van, RV, big rig, motorcycle or scooter— it gets 
towed. But it doesn't get towed by the DPT. Their little three­
wheeled broomsticks aren't exactly up to the task. So the 
bicycle-helmet wearing goblins pick up their walkie-talkies 
and put out a call. The call goes to a privately-owned compa­
ny called The City Tow.

The City Tow has a contract with the City and County 
of Son Francisco, which enables them to tow all such delin­
quent vehicles, as well as the ride of any poor S.O.B. who 
happened to park in a red zone while popping into the local 
quick-mart for a pack of smokes and a pint of Beam.

When the car gels towed, the owner gets a chance to 
pay off all those tickets. This transaction takes place through 
a small gap under the inch-thick bullet-proof glass at The 
City Tow's official office in San Francisco's Hall of Justice. If 
you can't or don't want to muscle up the simoleons get your 
car back (which now includes all those tickets, plus the tow­
ing fee, plus the per diem storage charges), The City Tow 
gets your car, no questions asked.

What do they do with said car? Some of them are 
beyond hope, and they get scrapped. They are parted out, 
turned into steel cubes to sell to Japan, a piece of automo­
tive history forever lost to the generations conceived in their 
back seats. But every Wednesday morning at 10 AM, rain or 
shine, come fog or come smog, about 100 or more of them 
are sold at auction, and sold cheap!

The cars aren't all gems, in fact they're mostly beat­
ers. But if  you keep calm, know what you're doing, aren't 
afraid of your local parts dealer and have a full set of hon­
chos hanging out downstairs, you can get one hell of a deal.

Here's just a tiny fraction of what sold on a recent 
Wednesday on Pier 73 in San Francisco: 1971 International 
Scout — $ 6 0 0 , 1 969 Ford F250 — $300, 1987 Acura 
Integra — $500, 1986 Toyota Camry— $150, 1969 Austin 
H ealy — $ 1 0 0 , 1990  Honda Civic — $ 3 2 5 , 1 978 
Volkswagen Rabbit— $150, 1970s Honda CB 350 Twin —  
$50, 1996 Suzuki GS500E —  $ 1 000 , 1 982 Kawasaki 
GPZ750 — $100, 1981 Pontiac Firebird Esprit — $200, 
1970 Ford Club Wagon (the perfect bond vehicle) — $300, 
1 985 Ford F 2 5 0 -S 9 5 0 , 1987 Saab 900 — $150, 1978 
Volkswagen Bug (with a CD player and the previous owner's 
blowdryer still in the back seat) — $200. Newer cars and 
late model Japanese pick-up trucks tended to sell for around 
$1500. A 1993 Mustang GT went for $2000, a 1993 Ford

Explorer with a busted-out sunroof went for $2850, and a 
1992 Mazdo MX3 was the high-price of the day at $3200.

Now, San Francisco is an expensive city with relatively 
few cars. Imagine what you'll find in, say, Los Angeles. But 
wait! Before you rush off to the auction, read on! There are a 
few things the savvy reader really ought to know before enter­
ing into the mad adrenaline rushed arena of the tow auction.

The cars aren 't guaranteed. Most o f them haven't 
been driven in a month or more, and many of them had 
mechanical problems that made the owner, when faced with 
that pile of tickets, say, "Oh, screw-it-all."

You're going to need to check some basic mechanical 
and other stuff before the bidding starts, so you should show 
up early. There's usually an hour-long preview session where

you can look at the cars, get under the hood, and size up the 
other bidders. Show up even earlier though and there will 
usually be a list of all the cars available tacked up some­
where near the gate.

Don't bring cash. OK, bring cash if you're planning on 
buying something, but don't bring any the first time you go 
to an auction. Just take in the action, watch how people bid 
and figure it all out.

If you do bring cash (which is the only form of accept­
able currency here), you're likely to get caught up in the 
action before you know what you're doing. Be patient and 
there w ill be plenty o f cars available next week. (Don't 
worry obout getting mugged, even though everybody looks 
pretty shady at these things. They're all there for the same 
reason as you.)

B ring some friends, especially if  you don't know much 
about cars. They will tome in handy for two reasons. 
First, they can be a voice of sanity. Second, they are 

extra muscle.
Bring a few tools (wrenches, spork plug wrench, 

screwdrivers), a spare battery with jumper cables, starter 
fluid and a gallon or two of gas. You may need any or all of 
these, because there are no test drives. You can't start the 
car before the bidding begins.

In fact, 99% of the time, there are no keys. Instead, 
there will be a locksmith walking around after the dust has 
settled. (He'll be the guy with a big crowd following him.) 
Give him $20 and he'll give you a really crappy key for your 
new car.

Again, there are no test drives. Once you spot a car 
you might want to bid on, cross your fingers and do as com­

plete a check as time allows. If it looks bod, move on to 
another car. Remember, you're not here to buy your dream 
car. Your goal is to avoid buying a lemon.

Look inside and out. Is it in semi-decent condition? If 
not, walk away. Is it clean inside? A clean interior and exte­
rior are good indicators that its previous owner might have 
cared enough to get the car serviced regularly.

Open the hood. Check the fluids (oil, transmission, 
power steering, brakes) to see if  there are any obviously 
dangerous situations. Check both for level and color. Look 
for leaks.

If you're in a smog check state like California, and it's 
a car that's required to hove smog-equipment (pre-1973 
vehicles and motorcycles are excepted), make sure the basic 
equipment is all there (catalytic converter, PCV valves) and 
that the assorted bits are hooked up to the air cleaner, the 
air pump, etc.

Look at the spark plugs. A nice, even gray is OK. 
Anything else might indicate a problem. Check the coolant 
and take a look inside the radiator. Check for level and color. 
If the car has points, take a look at them and make sure they 
aren't burned up. Check the hoses and bells to see that they 
aren't cracked or brittle. Look at the battery. Is it corroded?

Inside, move the gearshift lever, pump the clutch, 
brakes and gas. If you're finicky, try the emergency brake. 
Do the seats move? Do the windows go up and down? Is 
there a radio? (The more you get with the car, the less you 
have to spend later.) Give the steering wheel a twist if possi­
ble, then get under the car and visually check the steering 
linkage. Is the car all there?

Take a look at the tailpipe. The cleaner it is, the bet­
ter. Check the tires. Uneven wear is bad. If it has disc brakes, 
check for wear or grooving. Are all the lights there? Give the 
car a bounce. How are the shocks?

Check the registration sticker. In California, you're 
obligated to pay any back registration fees the last owner 
didn't pay before you can register the car yourself.

S tick around until the end and watch the competition. 
There's less bidding for cars at the end of an auction, 
so you might score a better deal later in the day. Also, 

watch the competition. A few of the bidders will be profes­
sionals and they do this all the time. They own used car deal­
erships, have their own mechanics and a gang of guys to 
help them at the auction. But the good news is, if  you're up 
against one of these people, you can generally win a bid 
without going too high. They're looking for real deals.

It's generally bad form to bid against somebody who 
is trying to buy their own car back. Another thing you don't 
want to do is get caught in a bidding war with somebody 
who doesn't know what they're doing— like yourself.

With auctions, remember, you might win! If you put 
your hand up, you better be expecting to win. And if you win, 
suddenly you've got a lot of responsibility. In San Francisco, it 
means putting down a $100 deposit (cash only), then paying 
the remainder (also cash only) within 3 hours. At this point, 
your new car will be towed out of the tow yard and into a sort 
of pit area. Once it's there, it's yours. And you have to get it 
out of there, or you'll be charged a storage fee.

This is when you realize most people drive 'em home, 
and with any luck, so will you. That's where the locksmith, 
starter fluid, jumper cables and spare battery enter in to the 
picture. May lady luck smile kindly upon you.
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M e e t  T h e  

H a p p y  

Home wrecker Learn all of her patented techniques!

T h e  C l a s s i c  " L e a v e  B e h in d " " I t ' s  a  

t i r e d  a n d  t r u e  s t a n d a r d  t h a t  w i l l  g e t  h im  

bus ted ," s a y s  t h e  h a p p y  h o m e  w r e c k e r ,  

" A n y  p i e c e  o f  c o s t u m e  j e w e l r y  w i l l  d o . "

"Lipstick on the collar"

"A n o th e r  

c la s s ic ,"  s a y s  th e h o m e  

w r e c k e r ,  " I t  s e e m s  b l a t a n t  

but y o u 'd  b e  s u r p r i s e d  h o w  

o f t e n  i t  w o r k s ! "

" R u n  a  b r u s h  

t h r o u g h  y o u r

hair in bed. He'll 

never be a b le  

to  find  a ll o f your

stray  ha irs  be fo re  

his w i f e  d o e s ! "

"Perfum e yourse lf up  

really good before 

y o u  g o  o v e r  t o  h i s  

place," Says our 

home wrecker. 

"He'll never no tice  

that your perfume 

has lingered 

but the  M rs. 

ce r ta in ly w i l l ! "



I f  Wifey  comes hom e

SUDDENLY, YOU MAY HAVE TO
leave your clothes behind. 

THAT'S OK, as long as YOU GET
YOUR PURSE!"  STRESSES THE
Happy Hom e Wrecker, "And 

Alw ays b e  aw are of an

ALTERNATE ROUTE OF ESCAPE

"A TRULY HAPPY HOME 
WRECKER ALWAYS PUTS HER 
OWN SAFETY FIRST!  KEEP 

YOUR CLOTHES IN ONE NEAT 
PILE IN CASE YOU HAVE TO 
MAKE A QUICK BUG-OUT.
That w ay you can just
GRAB 'EM And SCOOT!"





E dgar Leeteg was in his 20s when he first 
visited Tahiti. While working as a billboard 
painter for an advertising agency in 
Sacramento, he had decided to take a six- 

week vacation to Tahiti 1930. He Chose the 
Tahitian vacation simply because it was the only 
one he could afford out of the travel brochures 
he was presented with.

His initial impressions of Tahiti were 
mixed. The Tahitian government demanded 
almost half of his pocket money as a “landing 
tax” on his arrival. In order to sustain himself, 
Leeteg sold his boots and his camera, getting by 
on soup and bread.

In a never completed autobiography, he 
wrote of the jungles of Tahiti, saying that they 
“exceeded the glowing words of the travel fold­
ers.” In the same paragraph, however, he talked 
about the Tahitian people in not-so-flattering 
terms. He described lying in the road, doubled 
over in pain front ptomaine poisoning and being 
ignored by passersby,

"Tahiti seems to have a dearth of Good 
Samaritans,” he said. The only souvenir that he 
made note of was a sexually transmitted disease 
he picked up the night before he left.

"No, I can't say that my first acquaintance 
with Tahiti made me vow to return some day," 
he wrote, “Adding up and balancing the pleasure 
and the pain, I did not then care if I ever saw 
the place again.”

When he go) back to his job, America was 
being strangled by the depression. There was 
very little work to go around, and the jobs that 
were available were being milked to provide 
employment for as many people as possible.

Leeteg caught grief from his fellow workers 
simply because he returned from vacation. They 
felt his return was essentially taking work away 
from them. They also resented him because he 
was unmarried and therefore didn’t need the 
work as much as a married man did. He was 
even put on trial by his union for working over­
time to finish a job in a remote location, rather 
than returning the next, day to complete it.

He had no interest in dragging his feet to 
stretch out work, and seeing his co-workers 
squabbling over work was beginning to make 
him bitter. ^

Then, a letter arrived from a friend he had 
made while in Tahiti. The letter said that a the­
ater was going to be built in Tahiti and they want­
ed to hire him to paint the signs for the lobby.

Around this same time, Leeteg received a 
small inheritance from his grandfather’s estate 
in Germany. (Leeteg had been trying unsuccess­
fully for years to establish a claim on the inheri­
tance. A personal plea to Hitler had finally 
secured Leeteg’s claim on the estate. “No, I did­
n’t sell our America nor myself to soften the dic­
tator’s heart,” Leeteg later wrote, “It was proba­
bly just a brotherly tie between one house- 
painter and another that appealed to him,”) 

Faced with continuing to struggle amongst

featherbedders and a paltry paycheck in the U.S., 
Leeteg discussed his options with his mother, 
Bertha. Late in 1932, he stole some brushes from 
work and filled several empty mayonnaise jars 
with paint. With only his aged mother, a portable 
record player and his pilfered art supplies, he 
tossed his job to the wolves and left the U.S., 
bound for Tahiti, “where all the happy failures go.”

En route to Tahiti, Leeteg and his mother 
made an eight-month stopover in Hawaii. This 
was partly to absorb the charms of the islands, 
but it was mainly a financial necessity. It gave 
Leeteg a chance to work and save up more money 
while transportation to Tahiti was arranged.

He got a job as a sign painter at a Honolulu 
theater. His new bosses were immediately 
impressed by the speed and diligence with which 
he completed his work. They said that he could 
do the work of three artists in half the time.

Leeteg quickly grew restless in Honolulu, 
though, and wanted to continue on to Tahiti; but 
he still had to wait, for the travel arrangements. 
He began spending less time at work and more 
time in bootleg beer halls.

However, his efficiency and skill had so 
endeared him to his bosses that they Created a 
mutually beneficial arrangement to suit his new, 
hedonistic habits. They would pay Leeteg in 
advance for a month’s work and then give him 
two months worth of work to complete. He would 
finish all of the work in just two weeks, leaving 
him the rest of the month for carousing. His 
mother was not thrilled with this arrangement, 
as it encouraged Leeteg’s drunken escapades, 
but at least she knew where to find him during 
the first two weeks out of each month. 
W hile in Honolulu, Leeteg came to meet 

Barney” (a.k.a. Barney Davis), a
 submarine sailor stationed at Pearl

Harbor. In addition to being a sailor, 
Barney was the best accordionist in Hawaii. He 
worked playing accordion between shows at the 
same theater where Leeteg was a sign painter.

Barney was actually the only accordionist 
in Hawaii, but that is not to say that he wasn’t 
also a great accordionist. In fact, the Hawaiians, 
considered him to be somewhat of a wonder. He 
could supposedly play “Over The Waves” on the 
accordion while simultaneously accompanying 
himself on a pipe organ, eating a ham sandwich 
and drinking a beer. Leeteg considered this kind 
of ability to be a pinnacle of human achievement 
and he and Barney became fast friends. Their 
common penchant for women, funny stories, 
music, art and beer cemented their friendship.

One night, after the last show at the the­
ater, Barney saw Leeteg at work and decided to 
say hello. As Barney approached, Leeteg looked 
up in a stern, trance-like state. Barney realized 
he had interrupted Leeteg at work on a personal 
piece, not a show poster.

Leeteg relaxed and apologized, explaining 
that he was working on an experiment that was 
driving him huts. He was glad for the: distraction



and suggested they go across the street for a 

beer. But Barney couldn't remove his eyes from 

Leeteg’s work.

“I had never in my life seen anything so 

real, so alive, so beautiful,” Barney later said. It 

was a portrait of a young Hawaiian child painted 

on black velvet.

Leeteg said he was trying to perfect the 

technique of painting on velvet so that he could 

use the medium to capture the beauty of the 

Polynesian people. With that, Leeteg abruptly 

yanked the velvet off its board, sending tacks fly 

ing everywhere. He tore the painting to shreds 

and threw it in the trash.

“This stupid idea of mine will be the death 

of me yet,” he said, “Let’s, get that beer.”

Shortly  afterwards, Leeteg and his mother 

left Hawaii and continued on to Tahiti. They 

weren’t in Tahiti very long when they learned 

that the plans to build the theater had fallen 

through and Leeteg was out of a job.

Their money quickly ran out and the whole 

move was beginning to look like it was a mis- 

take. Leeteg lived hand-to-mouth. working main 

ly as a sign painter, but taking any odd job that 

presented itself and freeloading off his friends.

H e  continued his “experiments’’ with 

painting on velvet. He tried different paints 

and typos of velvet. It was all very tedious and 

difficult. .Since only highlights are painted on 

the velvet (the darkness of shadows is provided 

by the black velvet, not pigment), mistakes 

were almost impossible to fix. Also, if not 

painstakingly applied in very thin coats, the 

paint would cake up and matte the individual 

fibers of the velvet together. This ruined the

luminescence and depth that were this tricky 

medium’s best property.

The result of all of his hard work was a 

technique that created shockingly vibrant and 

seemingly three-dimensional works that almost 

glowed. This combined with Leeteg’s oftentimes 

painstaking attention to human anatomy to 

make the subjects seem to be alive.

Though most of his subjects were exotic, 

tropical and bucolic, the gentle radiance of the 

subject against the dark backgrounds gave them 

a uniquely nostalgic quality that would be diffi­

cult, to achieve on canvas.

(The three-dimensional and lifelike effect 

Leeteg achieved is not overstated here for the pur­

pose of editorial hyperbole. The images of Leeteg’s 

work appearing here, or any other print media, 

cannot adequately represent their vibrancy.)

A lthough Leeteg had found a niche for 

himself by revitalizing and revolutioniz- 

ing a dead technique, there was still no 

market for his work, and certainly no crit­

ical acceptance of the medium. He occasionally 

sold a few paintings, but it was mainly to sailors 

for a few dollars. He would oftentimes trade a 

painting to a bartender for a, bottle of whiskey.

A turning point in Leeteg's career came 

when a jeweler named Wayne Decker visited

Tahiti on a vacation cruise. He happened upon 

several of Leeteg's velvets in a shop full of junk. 

He decided that he must have one of these paint­

ings, but when lie excitedly returned to the shop 

with his wife, all of the paintings were gone.

The shop owner didn’t know where Leeteg 

lived. So, Decker spent the rest of the day 

searching every bar in Tahiti, looking for Leeteg 

and leaving word that he wanted to buy Some of 

his paintings.

Just two hours before- Seeker’s ship was to 

set sail, he saw a man fitting Leeteg’s descrip­

tion (a rotund, staggering American) approach­

ing the ship. - 

Leettfg stopped up to Docker and said with

a grin, "You must be Mr. Decker. Crawford told 

me when I found the loudest Hawaiian shirt I’d 

ever seen, it’d be you,"

Seeker invited Leeteg down to his cabin. 

He stayed for a few hours and went on to tell 

Decker of his flight from the States and describ­

ing the method he had developed for painting on 

black velvet, Decker finally asked how much it 

would lost for Leeteg to reproduce some of the 

paintings he had seen in the junk shop.

“If you will give me that fancy Hawaiian 

shirt I will make one for you,” replied Leeteg. 

Decker took the shirt off his back and gave it to 

Leeteg, along With four more of his loudest aloha 

shirts and $200.
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Tears welled up in Leeteg's eyes. He said 
he was so moved because Decker was the first 
person who had trusted him since he arrived in 
the islands.

Decker returned to the U.S. After many 
months had passed and he heard no word from 
Leeteg, he gave up hope that he would receive 
the velvet paintings. Then a package finally 
arrived. It contained not just one velvet paint 
ing, bu t six of them!

Touched by L eeteg 's generosity  and 
th rilled  w ith the quality  of the pain tings, 
Decker wrote to Leeteg, ordering at least; ten 
paintings a year for an indefinite amount of 
time— for any price within reason. This stand­

ing o rd e r  w ould stay  in p la c e  for th e  re s t (if 
Leeteg’s life, Decker would eventually own over 
200 L eeteg  velvet pa in tings,

Decker was Leeteg's first patron , and their 
arrangement allowed: Leeteg to finally end his 
flirtations with abject poverty. Although this 
financial stability was beneficial to Leeteg for 
obvious reasons, I t was equally im portant 
because it shored up his confidence. He was 
finally given an outside reassurance that he was 
on the right track.

Decker would occasionally scold Leeteg 
and even return a painting when he felt it was 
not up to par, either technically or artistically, 
On such occasions (after a  temper tantrum),
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Leeteg would admit that Decker was right and 

he u ltim ate ly  appreciated the reprimand. 

Decker and Leeteg became very close, and 

Decker never faltered in his belief that, he had 

discovered a genius.

A lthough their arrangement afforded 

Leeteg a little bit of breathing room financially, 

his business affairs were still a mess. He was, 

unfortunately, a terrible businessman. If he had 

a surplus of paintings, he would desperately sell 

them off to visiting sailors at deflated prices. 

Sometimes, he would naively let sailors take sev­

eral paintings off his hands w ith only the 

promise that they would sell them in the U.S. 

and send the money along to him. Of course, he

never saw any of the money.

His method for pricing his work was sim­

ple and reflected his working-class roots. But it 

also showed why he needed an agent so bad.

“The price I ask has little bearing on the 

artistic value of a painting,” he once said, “I 

have set my prices in a practical manner. I 

compute the number of hours of labor at so 

much a hour plus materials.”

Back in Honolulu, Aloha Barney had been 

discharged from the Navy after WW II and had 

gone into business as an art dealer and picture 

framer. He started to get requests from sailors 

for black velvet paintings by some hell-raising 

artist in the South Seas. Depending on which

crazy rumor you heard, the artist was a beach­

comber, a bum, a drunk, a junkie, a womanizer 

or a polygamist. Some said he was dead. These 

tall tales added a mystique and excitement to 

the exotic paintings.

No one knew the artist’s name, but they 

spoke excitedly of the life-like quality of his 

work. The paintings were so realistic that there 

was speculation that they were actually created 

through mechanical reproduction and stencils or 

painted with some sort of projection system and 

an airbrush.

At first, only sailors and soldiers were asking 

about the velvet paintings, but eventually Barney 

began to field requests from serious art collec­

tors. He finally decided to track the artist down.

Barney learned of a collection of a dozen or 

so of these paintings in a bar in a dicey part of 

Honolulu. The paintings had been sent to the 

proprietor as payment for an outstanding bar tab 

the artist had run up when he was in Hawaii.

The paintings were not for sale and the 

owner knew very little about the artist. All he 

knew was that the artist lived on some small 

island in the South Seas and his name was 

“Leeteg of- Tahiti.” The name didn’t ring a bell 

with Barney. He had simply known Leeteg as 

“Edgar,” and it had been about 15 years since 

the two of them spent time haunting the bootleg 

beer joints of Honolulu together.

Then a Mormon missionary showed Barney 

some Leeteg paintings he’d bought in Tahiti, and 

the missionary gave the Leeteg’s name and 

address to Barney. It finally occurred to him that 

Leeteg of Tahiti was his old drinking pal Edgar!

Barney immediately sent money and a let- 

ter to Leeteg, requesting that he send 

some of his velvet paintings under any 

terms he saw fit. In  return, Barney 

received six beautiful velvet paintings. Enclosed 

with the paintings was an almost illegible, hand­

written letter, scrawled on a half a page torn out 

of a hotel register.

A more coherent letter followed, in which 

Leeteg explained how he had perfected the 

technique for painting on velvet and address­

ing the rumors that were circulating about him 

in Hawaii.

“‘S funny but th is crap seems to help 

rather than to hinder the sale of my velvets,” he 

wrote. “As long as I ’m rutting and drinking, I'm 

not dead so that rumor is easy to kill. I don’t 

mind being referred to as a bum or a beach­

comber; fact is I kinda like it... I don’t use spray 

guns or projectors or stencils nor any other 

mechanical means. Fact is I don’t even have 

electricity of any kind... Yea, come down as soon 

as you can and I’ll try to live up to the worst of 

the rumors and we will really drag the gutters of 

Papeete! Am 43 now and all my mistakes have 

been women! Hit on the velvet idea many years 

ago and finally perfected upon it in 1933, most 

of the first ones were lousy and destroyed, 

unfortunately some of my first ones were sold



for as little as $4.00 and that’s all they were 
worth! These and others which I swapped for a 
bottle of whiskey were sold because I was either 
hungry or thirsty!”

Barney became Leeteg’s agent, and it was a 
perfect match. Barney insisted on having an out­
side agency handle all the bookkeeping, and 
Leeteg appreciated his honesty.

“The only allies I need are God and Barney 
Davis,” Leeteg would say.

Their relationship was important because 
Barney helped to make Leeteg famous and sold 
hundreds of his works. But their relationship 
was also important because Leeteg’s letters to 
Barney (sent almost weekly) were so personal 
and honest. Without these letters, we would 
today know very little about Leeteg.

Although Leeteg’s paintings were doing 
brisk business, velvet was still a new medium. 
He had a difficult time gaining acceptance from 
“legitimate” art circles, and he regularly 
engaged in battles with groups like the Honolulu 
Academy of Art.

He considered art critics to be creatively 
impotent vermin. He felt their only talent was 
disparaging those with courage and actual 
artistic ability.

“Please don’t bother submitting any of my 
work to art societies or museums,” Leeteg wrote 
to Barney, “As I hold these long-haired bastards 
in contempt, since I know a lot about how they 
operate. Leave them to plug their own darling 
daubers... They are just cheap four flushers in 
frock coats. To hell with them, even when they 
come to you...

“Decker took some of my paintings to 
Washington and New York museums and the 
museum guys raved about them, but said it was 
not art because it was painted on velvet and 
they were afraid to take a chance on an 
unknown medium (the mossbacked bastards 
will wait for someone else to do the pioneering 
and only go in for a sure thing after it is proven, 
right now they can all go to hell— but our day 
is coming!).”

Barney was now handling all of the promo­
tion and marketing for Leeteg’s work, freeing 
the artist up to concentrate on refining his tech­
nique, and his new obsession—building.
H e built a series of odd, little, brightly col- 

ored houses on his property. One was his 
house, one was his mother’s house. He 
even built one for Aloha Barney to use 

when he visited. His neighbors were furious that 
Leeteg was building his own garish little village. 
They began court proceedings to stop his con­
struction, but he loved the houses and relished a 
good feud.

He decided that he deserved to have the 
most expensive and luxurious outhouse in the 
South Seas, and set about building it. His neigh­
bors once again fought to prevent its construc­
tion, citing its “ambitious” and ostentatious 
design as proof that he had gone mad.

Leeteg argued that a man should be able 
to enjoy the kind of toilet that suited his person­
ality. He was granted permission to build it. The 
result was a huge, temple-like building con­
structed with thick masonry and enormous but­
tresses. It was as big as a house. The inside was 
appointed with Italian marble and decorated 
with flowers. From the actual toilet was a com­
manding view of Paopao Bay. The roof was 
painted red, supported by a beige wall, resting 
on a salmon pink base, which sat on a turquoise 
blue footing.

In Rascals In Paradise, James Michener 
describes Leeteg’s privy: “Bigger than an ordi­
nary house, capacious enough to serve a platoon 
of men, it was Leeteg’s noblest architectural cre­
ation and stands today to confound his enemies.” 
U nlike so many artists, fame and riches 

found Leeteg while he was still alive. His 
began selling for thousands of 

dollars apiece. His weekly drunken 
binges and womanizing in Papeete became the 
stuff of modem myth, and people began to flock 
to Tahiti, to see “Leeteg the legend.”

Local gendarmes would follow him 
around on his “drunken Tuesdays” to ensure 
his safety. This was not so much to prevent him 
from stirring up trouble. It was meant to pro­
tect the man whose hijinx were actually bring­
ing a large amount of American tourist dollars 
to the isolated islands.

“In America I would be in jail all the time,” 
wrote Leeteg, “ [In Tahiti] I am accepted for 
what I am.”

Leeteg claimed that all of his debauchery 
was a carefully calculated form of self-advertise­
ment. His close friends tended to agree, as the 
Leeteg of legend was much different than the 
Leeteg they knew personally. But he would have 
been getting blotto and chasing skirts whether it 
helped sell paintings or not. He was acting like a 
tom cat long before he ever realized it would 
increase the popularity of his work. The positive 
effect it had on his sales was just an excuse to 
keep it all going.

The legend ultimately caught up with a 
vengeance. He tried to answer all of his fan mail 
personally, which was all but impossible, due to 
the sheer volume of it. His home became 
besieged with uninvited guests and visitors from 
all over the world. He couldn’t handle all the 
company and attention— it began to affect the 
production of his work.

“I’m thinking of acting snotty and hard to 
know,” he wrote, “though this is not in character 
with me... especially after a few drinks when I 
am pals with the whole world. But seriously, I 
gotta do something to get some privacy and 
some rest... could you maybe send me down a 
large “SMALLPOX,” “MAD DOG” or equally 
effective placards to nail in front of my place! 
...Wish I were a hobo again; they’re a bunch of 
happy bastards; I no longer am.”

Artistic controversy continued to follow 
- cont'd page 39
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L ocated in rural Moraga, California is St. Mary’s College, 
a small Catholic liberal arts college with an enrollment 
of about 500 students. But in spite of its size and loca­

tion, in the two decades preceding WWII, St. Mary’s football 
team stood toe to toe with some of college football’s biggest 
and toughest powerhouses. The St. Mary’s Galloping Gaels 

 made regular bowl appearances from the 1920s through the 
 1940s, won the Cotton Bowl in 1939 and garnered nation- 
 wide respect as a force to be reckoned with.

When World War II broke out, St. Mary ’s (an all­
male school) lost almost all of their students to military 
duty. Coach Jim Phelan was able to piece together a team 
together for the 1942 season, but it was feared that the St. 
Mary’s football program might have to be suspended until 
the war ended.

In the 1943 season, only 20 students showed up to 
play on the team, and of those, only 3 weren’t going to be 
in the military by the fall. So, Phelan decided to put togeth­
er a team of players who were all freshmen, as they would 
be 17, and too young to be drafted into the military, 

 Most of the players that year were clearly young
and inexperienced, but one freshman stood out.

Herman Wedemeyer, a 17-year old from Honolulu 
had shown great promise playing high school ball in Hawaii and 

had been recruited by Notre Dame and Ohio State. However, he 
had decided to go to St. Mary’s because the larger schools were 
taking too long to answer about whether or not they wanted him 
and because St. Mary’s was closer to home.

Born on a rem o te  p a r t of th e  Big Is lan d , 
Wedemeyer had grown up playing a chaotic version of football, 
in which there would sometimes be as many as 30 players on 
each team  and cornstalks substituted for goalposts. Playing 
under those conditions had given W edemeyer an uncanny

Aloha 

T o  s q u i r m i n '  H e r m a n  T h e  

H u l a -  H i p p e d  H a w a i i a n



ability to slither and squirm past other players on 

the field.

In St. Mary’s first game of the 1943 season, 

they were favored to lose, 7 to 1 against 

California— a much larger and more experienced 

team. But Wedemeyer fielded a punt and juked so 

well escaping tackles that two Bears ran into 

each other. He bolted 40 yards down the sideline 

and just before he was tackled, he tossed the ball 

to a fellow Gael who ran it in for a touchdown.

St. Mary’s ultimately lost 27-12, but since 

they weren’t even expected to score, giving the 

Bears a good run for their money was victory 

enough for them. Wedemeyer was carried off the 

field at the end of the game.

Newspapers declared that Wedemeyer was 

“the most sensational discovery to come over the 

horizon since the Santa Maria... California won 

the ball game but Herman Wedemeyer won the 

hearts of every man, woman, and child present.” 

One writer said that Wedemeyer was “the 

only back I’ve seen in many years who could han­

dle [running, passing, blocking, tackling and kick­

ing] with poise and grace thrown in....His reflexes 

are far quicker than anything I’ve seen on a foot­

ball team in many, many years.”

His speed and tum-on-a-dime agility on the 

field earned him the nicknames “Squirm in’ 

Herman,” “The Flyin’ Hawaiian,” “The Hawaiian 

Centipede” and “The Waikiki Wonder.”

Although the 1943 season was far from a 

championship season for St. Mary’s, Wedemeyer’s 

abilities (which included passing and kicking) 

kept the under-manned Gaels alive. In the post­

season, Wedemeyer was the first freshman ever 

picked to play in the Shrine game.

In 1944, St. Mary’s had to do without 

Wedemeyer, as he enlisted in the Merchant 

Marines. The Gaels only scheduled five games 

that season, and minus Wedemeyer, they lost 

every one of them.

Wedemeyer returned to the team for the 1945 

season (which began shortly after the end of 

WWII), but St. Mary’s enrollment was still under 

100 students. The team once again showed promise, 

even though they were the youngest college team 

ever put together. They lacked experience, but they 

were a very closely-knit team. They would sing and 

play music together, entertaining crowds in their 

hotel lobby the night before a game. They the had 

an enthusiasm that matched the national post-war 

sentiment of optimism and joy.

Wedemeyer, with his dark hair, dark eyes 

and singing and dancing abilities, became a bona 

fide teen idol, replete with throngs of bobby-soxer 

fans. Of Wedemeyer, one writer said “Some foot­

ball heroes are dull and solemn dodos... But 

Wedey has a bubbling boyish air about him that is 

seldom found elsewhere.”

What the Gaels lacked in size and power that 

year, they made up for with guts and speed. The 

result was a confidence that offset their dearth of 

experience. Enchanted by their youth and their 

ability to upset of California that season, the press 

dubbed the Gaels “The Singing Saints,” “Beardless

Wonders" and the “Moraga Minstrels.”

The Gaels continued to plow through their 

schedule and by halfway through the season, they 

were undefeated and contending for the national 

title. The Gaels remained undefeated until their last 

game of the season, which they lost to UCLA, 13-7.

The Gaels went on to face the Aggies of 

Oklahoma A&M in the Sugar Bowl. Oklahoma 

A&M were heavy favorites. The Gaels went onto 

the field wearing only t-shirts and pants— with no 

pads. The sold-out crowd at the stadium laughed 

at them.

By the half, the crowd’s attitude had changed. 

St. Mary’s went into the locker room met by rau­

cous applause, behind only 14-13. The Aggies were 

totally demoralized. Although the Aggies ultimately 

defeated the Gaels 33-13, the final score belied the 

excitement of the game.

One writer said, “They left a lost cause tak­

ing consolation in the fact that they had treated 

New Orleans’ largest football crowd to some of 

the most thrilling, most spectacular, and most 

exciting football ever seen.”

Wedemeyer was drafted into pro football in 

the first round by the Los Angeles Dons of the All- 

America Football conference. Even though he led 

the league in punt returns that year, he was 

waived by the Dons and was picked up by the 

Baltimore Colts.

But after one season with the Colts and then 

some time playing minor league baseball, 

Wedemeyer grew disillusioned with professional 

sports and called it quits. In an interview with 

Sports Illustrated a few years before his death, 

Wedemeyer explained, saying, “I think I’d finally 

gotten tired of football by the time I turned pro. 

The atmosphere was entirely different. It was no 

longer a game for me. There was so much pres­

sure— somebody always behind you, trying to take 

your job. I knew it was time to go home again and 

try something new.”

He returned to Hawaii and went into busi­

ness and politics. He served on the Honolulu City 

Council in 1968 and in the state House of 

Representatives in 1970 and 1972. He aspired to 

be Governor of Hawaii, but after suffering a pair 

of heart attacks, he was forced to give up his 

political career.

One day in the early 70s, he was playing golf 

with one of the directors of Hawaii Five-0, who 

asked Wedemeyer to come in for a reading. 

Although he had no acting experience, 

Wedemeyer was cast on the show as a uniformed 

police officer. He eventually became a regular 

character, Edward D. “Duke” Lukela, a plain­

clothes member of the core Five-0 team. His char­

acter’s name “Duke” was a homage to the great 

Hawaiian athlete, Duke Kahanmoku.

On January 25, 1999, Herman Wedemeyer 

died at the age of 74.

Although Herman Wedemeyer is not a house­

hold name, he is a sports legend to Hawaiians and 

to those who remember his days with the Galloping 

Gaels. And in fact, a 1948 Herman Wedemeyer 

rookie card is currently worth an amazing $500.

photos: Opposite page, inductees into the 
College Football Hall of Fame in 1979— (I to r) 
Ed McGinley (Pennsylvania), Augie Lio 
(Georgetown), Herman Wedemeyer (St. Mary's) 
and Howard Cassady (Ohio State). This page 
top, Wedey as a high-school football star in 
Honolulu. Middle, Wedey's dreamy, teen-idal 
portrait. Below, Wedemeyer, Jack Lord and cast 
in a promo photo from the 12th season of Hawaii 
Five-0. (Danno had already left and Chin Ho had 
been killed off by the time this pic was taken.)



M o p a r  R u l e s !  

C h r y s l e r s  A t  C a r l i s l e

Once again, all roads led to Carlisle, PA for 
the annual big daddy of Chrysler shows 
and swaps. Hundreds of classic Mopars, 

parts dealers and dreamers filled the 81 acre 
Carlisle Fairgrounds for the three-day ceremony.

The hallmark of this year’s event was the 
overall quantity and quality of cars in attendance.

This was not strictly a Mopar muscle event. 
There was an impressive collection of station

wagons, slant six models, even a handful of mid- 
60s Dodge Tradesman camper vans—very cool.

Also prominent was a veritable armada of 
c body cars, many from the post-1971 years. 
Many would argue that these battleships are 
actually muscle cars with additional girth. Big 
block engines, heavy-duty transmissions and 
suspensions were all but standard for many of 
these models.

A ‘69 Sport Fury driver from Maryland 
came to Carlisle to sell. But he said, “The ride up 
to the show was so floaty and cool, like riding on 
a cloud at 80 mph. And it only took a 1/4 tank. 1 
can’t wait to drive her home.” (Editor’s note: 
that’s a 24 gallon tank on that car!)

It’s high time for these heretofore neglect­
ed and scorned Granny cruisers, boat towers and 
cop cars to be rightfully acknowledged as



restoration-worthy cool rides. The days of shame, 

disgust and ridicule over these vehicles needs to 

be behind us. Okay, so I like boats and burning 

lots of gas.

The blood and guts of this tribe is still, 

however, the continuing celebration of muscle 

car-era Mopars, with all of its gas and rubber 

burning. Model names like Charger and 

Challenger just say it ail. These and other

Mopars were once available right from the deal­

ership, suitable for drag racing. This kind of 

power and adrenaline rush is a drug and Carlisle 

was full of addicts, nuts and big block peddlers 

looking to blow out some carbon.

Most of these cars were special and collec­

table from day one. Guaranteeing this were short 

model runs and rare option packages which 

made shadetree modification all but impractical.

Like fine art dealers, Chrysler enthusiasts 

seem to have more of a reverence for the 100% 

factory correct mark. Nowhere else do you find 

such scholarly cultural historians and apprais­

ers, shamans and gurus who know production 

codes and the difference between a part and 

an artifact.

But all I really know is I like to step on the 

gas pedal and get my fix.

Barracuda Magazine: Are there any plans you have, any 
political agenda that you want to fulfill now that you are 
Miss Ghryslers at Carlisle?

Miss Chryslers at Carlisle: No. There was no obligation 
that came with the title. Even without being in the con­
test, I would usually be at the car shows anyway. So, it 
was fun for me and I would have shown up there any­
way. I just started doing these contests.

BM: Do you plan on defending your title  as Miss 
Chryslers at Carlisle next year.

MCC: If I’m still around here, in this area, I will. By that 
time, my agency might have their Crown Imperial all 
fixed up. They have a 1953 Crown Imperial limo. It 
needs to be restored. Once its fixed up, it'll be awe­
some. Only 48 were made. It has a .331 hemi. That's 
going to be a project.

BM: Do you have any other pageant titles from car shows?

MCC: Summer Carlisle '9 9 .1 just won that. I didn't think 
they were going to let me enter [Chryslers at Carlisle] 
because I won the last one, but they did. It was very 
fun, it was a blast.

BM: What was the competition like at Summer Carlisle, 
was it more fierce?

MCC: I'd sav it was about the same. You know what the 
next one is? Corvettes, and I want that Corvette sash togo on my car. That is the one that I want the most -
Miss Corvette.

BM: What's more important to you, winning the title or 
winning he show with your car?

MCC: Oh, the title. I want the sash to go on my car.

BM: Do you get to keep your sashes?

MCC: Oh, yeah. They're in my room, proudly displayed.

BM: Rumor has it you like to turn a wrench.

MCC: Yeah. My father and brother both restore cars for 
fun. They take me to all the shows. I'm learning all I 
can from them, but it’s difficult. It's hard getting people 
to take me seriously. A lot of mechanics will try to get 
one over on me. But I work on my own car.

BM: What are your favorite cars?

MCC: My favorite cars are the ‘70-75 Corvettes. I drive 
a 73  Stingray rag top. It’s all stock and original, .350 
engine, bright orange paint, white top, black leather 
interior. It's a unique car, so it gets a lot of attention. I 
haven't opened it up yet though I've had a lot of offers. 
I will be the one to open it up first. My favorite Mopar 
is probably the Dodge Challenger.

BM: Are you more interested in working on engines or 
doing body work?

MCC: Engines. Engines, definitely. I want to know every­
thing about how an engine works.

BM: How do you feel about stock vs. modified?

MCC: The car I have is worth more in its original state, 
which is why I am not modifying it. But as far as street 
rods and things like that, I think they are worth more 
modified. I think, the bigger the engine, the better.

BM: Any future plans?

MCC: Winning the Miss Corvettes at Carlisle beauty con­
test, going to M.I.T. for a chemical engineering degree 
and being a famous swimsuit model.
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Francois is the hot new "beatnik” artist 
that all of Manhattan is talking about. 
Babette is the socialite wife of a wealthy 
cosmopolitan industrialist. She’s com - 
missioned Francois to paint her portrait 
for her husband’s birthday. After posing 

for over an hour, she’d

Babette wanted to have the painting done 
for her first wedding anniversary, but at  
this rate, it might not be ready for thei r  
golden anniversary! And the oddball decor 
of the artist's Greenw ich Village apart­
ment has got her wondering if this guy’s 
not a few paints sh o rt o f  a complete
palette, if ya know what I mean!







what’s the Poop With That Mach 3 Razor?
B Y  S M I T T Y  S A E U F E R

I
 had been seeing commercials for the Mach 3 

for some time, and it smacked of malarkey to 

me, with all of those fancy space-age commer­

cials that aggrandized it, but seemed to stop just 

short of actually claiming it was a better razor. 

After a glowing testimonial by a Barracuda staffer, 

I decided to find out if this razor did represent a 

milestone in shaving evolution.

Too skeptical to go out and actually buy it 

with my own money, we called up Gillette. They 

were nice enough to send us press and promo 

information, including a Mach 3 for me to test 

drive. The sexy press kit was rife with all kinds of 

cool photos, technical information and history of 

Gillette’s contributions to the advancement of 

shaving technology. That, coupled w ith the 

prospect of “painting my beard off’ really made 

me want to love this razor.

Simply put, I did not love this razor.

One of the things that I like about the 

Gillette Sensor is that its stand is very function­

al. It carries the razor, holds up to five extra 

blades and has a mirror on it that is very handy 

for shaving in the shower, while camping or in 

any other “roughing it” scenario.

The Mach 3’s stand is of a similar design, 

but it has a concave mirror that is completely 

useless as a shaving mirror. This was no big deal, 

it just would have been a handy bonus.

Unfortunately, the actual shave itself 

turned out to be as much of a letdown.

I was immediately bothered by the fact that 

the blade on the Mach 3 is hinged from the bot­

tom, rather than from the middle. This made it 

very difficult to shave precision-necessary areas 

of the face, like sideburns and under the nose. 

This also makes it nearly impossible to lean on 

the blade when you shave, as I like to do.

The Mach 3 is indeed fitted with all 

of the bells and whistles of modern 

shaving gadgetry, but one question 

remains: are these gadgets necessary, 

assuming they work at all?

The lubricating strip on any 

razor wears off after a couple of 

shaves, so it is basically worthless.

Besides, the strip isn’t doing any­

thing that you can’t do yourself by 

putting a little lotion on your face 

before you shave (see Barracuda 
issue #4—  “Shaving Made Painless”).

The Mach 3 also has a new take 

on the lubricating strip, in the form of an 

“Indicator” strip that changes color after a 

certain period of time. This indicator lets 

you know that the razor is no longer delivering 

optimum performance. This is also completely

unnecessary as any razor will let you know if it’s 

not working— by simply tugging on your beard 

and chafing your face!

The Mach 3 also features the soft 

“m icrofins” which first appeared on the 

SensorExcel. These little rubber fins are sup­

posed to lift stubborn hairs so that they can be 

shaved. Having used both the SensorExcel and 

the standard Sensor (sans microfins), I can dis­

cern exactly no difference between the two. 

Maybe the fins do make a difference, but if they 

do, I sure can’t tell.

The handle of the Mach 3 is also “ergonom­

ically designed," which is nice, I suppose, but it’s 

ultimately superfluous as well. A razor handle is 

a stick. You’re holding onto a stick. It’s not that 

difficult to hold on to, with or without scientifi- 

cally-placed rubber grips.

Besides all of these piddling complaints, 

there was one simple fact that I couldn’t get 

past— the Mach 3 just wasn’t a better shave 

than my good ol’ Sensor. 1 tried shaving with the 

grain, against the grain, every day, every other 

day. It wasn’t any better— but it certainly was 

more expensive! (See table.)

Why, then, was that Barracuda staffer so 

excited about the Mach 3? It turns out that he 

upgraded to the Mach 3 from the Atra, which 

was released in 1977. The leap in performance 

from the Atra to the Mach 

3 is sign ificant.

The leap 

f r o m

the Sensor to the Mach 3 is not so significant, il 

such a leap exists at all.

For all the claims about advanced shaving 

technology, the proof should ultimately be in the 

pudding. And there was no proof here. The test 

drive bore out that this razor, functionally, was 

apparently no better than the Sensor— a signifi­

cantly cheaper razor.

Technophiles who are interested in con 

stantly having the latest greatest may love this 

razor, but for those of you who are just looking 

for a good shave, it’s simply not worth retooling 

from the Sensor.
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MALARKEY ALERT!
Bottled Water is Pure- Pure Bunk, That is!

A Natural Resources Defense Council report 
discredits claims that bottled water is 

inherently safer and cleaner than tap water

B
ottled water consumption in the U.S. has 

almost tripled in the last decade. In 1986, 

the average person in the U.S. consumed 

only 4.5 gallons of bottled water per year. Today, 

the average is 12.7 gallons. Reportedly, 54% of 

Americans drink bottled water.

Sales have taken off in recent years (in 

1997, bottled water sales equaled almost $4 bil­

lion), largely due the public perception that bot­

tled water is healthy and pure. Bottled water 

marketing regularly includes imagery of moun­

tains, glaciers and bubbling streams, fostering 

the notion that bottled water is clean and the 

product of good old mother nature.

Malarkey.

In a four-year study of bottled water quali­

ty, the Natural Resources Defense Council found 

that bottled water is simply not necessarily 

cleaner or safer than big city tap water.

The NRDC study included the testing of 

over 1,000 bottles of 103 brands of bottled water. 

About one third of the brands tested contained 

contamination in at least one sample. This cont­

amination included synthetic organic chemicals, 

bacteria and arsenic.

The FDA is in charge of testing and enforc­

ing standards for purity in bottled water. Their 

standards are actually less rigorous than that of 

the EPA’s standards for city tap water! You 

heard it right. For example, the FDA’s bottled 

water testing guidelines allows for some contam­

ination of e. coli or fecal coliform (which are

signs of possible fecal contamination), while tap 

water regulations do not allow any confirmed 

contamination with these bacteria.

There are no requirements whatsoever for 

bottled water to be disinfected or tested for par­

asites like Cryptosporidium or giardia, unlike 

regulations for big city tap water that uses sur­

face water sources. This means that bottled 

water could represent a health threat to people 

with compromised immune systems, such as the 

elderly or transplant patients.

The EPA also requires city tap water to be 

tested for more than a dozen chemicals that are 

not currently subject to EPA standards but 

which, if present, may pose a health concern. 

Bottled water producers are not required to 

monitor for any unregulated contaminants.

Furthermore, water that is bottled and sold 

in the same state is wholly exempt from even 

meeting the FDA’s lax standards, anyway! That’s 

between 60 and 70% of all bottled water sold! 

(Carbonated and seltzer water are not regulated 

by the FDA at all. If the product’s ingredient 

label calls it “water,” “carbonated water,” “disin­

fected water,” “filtered water,” “seltzer water," 

“sparkling water,” or “soda water,” it is not con­

sidered “bottled water” by the FDA, and is there­

fore not regulated by them at all.)

According to the NRDC, the FDA has stated 

that bottled water regulation carries a low prior­

ity. Because of this, water bottlers will likely be 

inspected by the FDA only about every four to

five years.

“This is far too infrequent to detect certain 

possible problems,” says the NRDC, “such as

periodic contamination caused by occasional 

substandard plant operations or maintenance, 

bacteria from sewage overflows or leaks, pest 

infestations, or occasional spikes of pollution 

due to short-lived phenomena. In addition, bot­

tlers are not required to keep records of their 

operations and testing for more than two years, 

making effective inspections difficult or impossi­

ble, since evidence of periodic or past problems 

can simply be discarded before it is ever 

reviewed by inspectors.”

S o, are individual states monitoring the 

quality of the bottled water sold in their 

jurisdiction? Not really. About one in five 

states does not regulate bottled water at all. 

Less than 50% of all states require carbonated 

and seltzer water to meet their bottled water 

standards, if they even have such standards.

And here’s another fun fact— although 

much of bottled water marketing stems from cap­

italizing on fears about tap water purity, about 

25% of bottled water actually is tap water! (Some 

estimates place this number as high as 40%.)

PepsiCo’s popular “Aquafina” brand fea­

tures images of mountains on its label. Of



course, nowhere on the label does it mention 

that it is tap water from municipal water sup­

plies! A PepsiCo spokesperson defended the 

depictions of mountains on the bottled tap water 

in a 1997 article in the Boston Globe, saying that 

Pepsi wasn’t hiding anything, since anyone can 

find out the source of Aquafina by calling the 

toll-free number on the bottle cap.

According to the NRDC report, a brand 

called “Everest” has mountains on its label, yet it 

is reportedly tap water from Corpus Christi, Texas.

The brand “Spring Water” featured a pic­

ture of a lake surrounded by mountains on its 

label. The source for this water was actually a 

well in the middle of an industrial parking lot- 

next to a hazardous waste site. The FDA actually 

ruled that this brand’s label was not misleading, 

saying, “There is no claim to the effect that the

location pictured in the vignette is the. actual 

spring, we would not consider the label vignette 

to be in violation of our requirements.”

The brand “Alasika” claimed it was “Alaska 

Premium Glacier Drinking Water: Pure Glacier 

Water From the Last Unpolluted Frontier, 

Bacteria Free." This water apparently came from 

the public water supply of Juneau. (Hey, at least 

it was from Alaska!) The FDA ultimately forced 

them to change the label, but only because they 

felt the claims about a lack of bacteria implied 

that the water was sterile, which it was not.

“Vais W ater” said it was “Known to 

Generations in France for its Purity and 

Agreeable Contribution to Health... Reputed to 

Help Restore Energy, V ita lity and Combat 

Fatigue.” Although the International Bottled 

Water Association’s voluntary code prohibits 

health claims, some companies still make them.

The FDA actually allows water to be called 

“spring water” even if it is pumped from a well 

and treated w ith chemicals. FDA rules now 

require that untreated water from a municipal 

water source be clearly labeled as such. But if 

the water is simply filtered (using systems that 

do not necessarily filter out certain contami­

nants), the labeling requirement is waived 

entirely, as in the case of Aquafina.

The use of descriptions and nomenclature 

that implies the exceedingly pure nature of bot­

tled water was found by the NRDC to be “wide­

spread.” Their review of the advertising and pro­

motions for 50 IBWA members found the follow­

ing words commonly used: “pure,” “purest,” 

“purity,” “pristine,” “natural,” “prepared by

nature,” “mountain water” and “healthy.”

These broad marketing claims about the 

purity of bottled water are simply nothing more 

than platitudes. In the NRDC’s study, about 25% 

of the brands tested had at least one sample 

whose contents violated California’s strict health 

standards or warning levels. About one fifth of 

the brands had at least one sample that exceed­

ed state or industry bacteria guidelines.

“In all,” the NRDC report states, “at least 

one sample of one third of the waters we tested 

(34 of 103, or 33 percent) exceeded a state 

enforceable standard for bacterial or chemical 

contamination, a nonenforceable microbiologi- 

cal-purity guideline, or both.”

Also, it’s simply untrue to state that just 

because water comes from a well or a spring that 

it is immune from Cryptosporidium or other

microbial contaminants. Several outbreaks of 

Cryptosporidium and other illnesses have been 

caused by water taken from wells or springs.

T he exorbitant price of this assumedly pure 

and safe water just adds insult to injury. 

The average cost of tap water in California 

is $1.60 for 1000 gallons, while the average cost 

of an equivalent amount of bottled water is $900! 

Bottled water is about 240 times more expensive 

than tap water. Pricier, imported water in fancy 

little bottles can cost up to 10,000 times as much 

as tap!

And the actual cost of bottling water for the 

manufacturer is not more than a few cents per 

bottle, and may be as low as a fraction of a cent 

per bottle. So, for every $1.50 of your hard- 

earned dollars you spend on a bottle of water, 

about 1/3 of that is pure profit for the bottler. 

About 90% of the purchase price is going not for 

the water, but for bottling, packaging, shipping, 

marketing, retailing, other expenses and profit.

In  a 1988 issue of Financial Times, 

Gustave Leven (chairman of the board of the 

Perrier Corporation at the time) was quoted as 

saying, “It struck me ..  .that all you had to do is 

take the water out of the ground and then sell it 

for more than the price of wine, milk, or, for that 

matter, oil.”

The NRDC’s ultimate conclusion was that 

most bottled water apparently was of good quali­

ty, although some contained contamination. But 

it should not automatically be assumed that bot­

tled water is purer or safer than most tap water.

The difference between malarkey and 

downright m isleading advertising is that

malarkey’s power comes not from false claims, 

but from assumptions swallowed by the con­

sumer. In many cases, the consumer is led into 

making those assumptions.

The problem here is that although pictures 

of mountains on the label are not a direct claim 

by the manufacturer of genuine spring water 

mountain goodness, it is at least the expectation 

of the consumer. In a technical and legal sense, 

the manufacturer is not liable for misrepresent­

ing their product, but they are certainly operat­

ing in the dubious sort of vacuum where 

malarkey flourishes and we eat (or drink) it up.

But all of this is a moot point because we 

shouldn’t be turning to bottled water anyway. 

The solution is for us to be confident about the 

quality and safety of our tap water. Don’t let 

anecdotal stories about water contamination stir

you into sense-losing frenzy.

Get informed about the true safety of pub­

lic tap water systems rather than believing what 

is being fed to you by bottled water advertising 

and bottled water manufacturer’s trade associa­

tions. Call your state’s drinking water program 

or the EPA Safe Drinking Water Hotline at 800- 

426-4791.

If  there really was a problem with tap 

water, the solution shouldn’t have been for us to 

fork our money over to bottlers, anyway. We 

should have demanded safe tap water. We are 

living in the last days of the 20th century in the 

United States, for God’s sake. It wouldn’t be too 

much to ask.

Unfortunately, bottled water producers 

know how to get under our skin and profit from 

our fear and shiftlessness. They know that it’s 

much easier for us to spend $1.50 per bottle for a 

panacea for fabricated fears than to actually he 

informed or take serious action.

(Source: NRDC’s report on bottled water. View 
their complete report online at www.nrdc.org.)



SCARED OF CHAKA
new record: t i r e d  o f  y o u

D a n c e  H a l l  C r a s h e r s

New Album In Stores Now



www.side1.com

W arped Tour video with per­
form ances by N O F X , BAD R E L I­

G IO N , R A N C ID , T H E  D E F T O N E S  
and m ore. Plus killer footage 
from  W arped athletes C A R EY  

HART, S TEV E C A B B E L L E R R O , 
A N D Y M A C D O N A LD , RICK 

T H O R N E , M IC K EY D YM ON D  and 
BOB B U R N Q U IS T.

$ 1 5 / $ 1 7  IN T ER N A T IO N A L

S I CK OF I T  ALL 
BAD R E L I G I O N  
M U S T A R D  PLUG 
M E L V I N S  
MAN OR A S T R O M A N
AFI  AND MORE...19 BANDS IN ALL

PUNK ROCK VIDEO/CD COMPILATION 
O U T  OCTOBER 12TH

T H E  F I R S T  T H R E E  V O L U M E S  A L S O  A V A I L A B L E :  CINEMA BEER NUTS H R 6 2 3 - V I D E 0 / C D  CINEMA BEER GOGGLES H R 6 0 8 - V I D E 0  CINEMA BEER-TE H R 6 0 3 - V I D E 0

HOPELESS RECORDS PO BOX 7495 VAN NUYS, CA 91409 WWW.HOPELESSRECORDS.COM



EDGAR LEETEG cont'd from page 17
Leeteg. He was still not able to get recognition 

from the status quo, partly because of his practice 

of making duplicates of his most popular paintings.

“I ’m here to paint what the public wants,” 

he originally said. But due to his deteriorating 

eyesight and exhaustion from too much work 

and too much revelry, he ultimately changed

his attitude: “Frankly, Barney, money or no I ’m 

sick and tired of doing some of these over and 

over again. I quit; you and your customers can 

go to hell. What do you think I am, anyway, a

rubber stamp!”

In February 1953, Leeteg hopped on the 

back of a motorcycle to head to a bar after a big 

dinner party. The motorcycle hadn’t gone more 

than a couple of hundred yards, when the driver 

lost control of the bike and Leeteg was thrown 

into a cement wall; he struck it head first.

At the hospital, the attendants saw a com­

mon sight— Leeteg’s bloody body, laying very still. 

They just thought he was recovering from yet 

another brawl or bender. But when they looked at 

the back of his head, it was split wide open. They 

laid him out and covered him up. He had been 

killed instantly when he struck the wall.

There is no epitaph on Leeteg’s grave, but 

he had suggested one for himself: “That fornicat­

ing, gin-soaked dopehead, The Moron of Moorea.”

A n excerpt from Leeteg’s last letter to 

Barney showed the gentler and more con­

templative Leeteg that his friends knew: 

“We go through this veil of tears but once, 

it’s a short and quick passage, make every minute 

count, live to the fullest. LOVE they neighbor—  

especially the Vahines, GOD BLESS ‘EM. Ia Ora 

Na, Your successful failure— Edgar.”

Don Blanding, poet laureate of Hawaii said 

of Leeteg after his death: “Restlessness inside 

him drove him from place to place, from job to 

job, from one form of expression to another until 

he found Tahiti, his journey’s end. His Shangri

La. His heart’s home.”

Because of his practice of making dupli­

cates of his most popular paintings, and also 

because he frequently worked from photographs, 

rather than with models, his critics always had 

plenty of ammunition to use in their accusations 

that his work was not really “art.”

Maybe his paintings were not considered 

art because they were not overly-intellectual- 

ized. Leeteg, with his pragmatic roots in the 

working class world (rather than the intellectual 

world) was able to communicate simply and 

directly via his paintings.

This is not to devalue his artistic skill, pas­

sion or ability to communicate. This is not to 

say that his works lack depth or artistic merit. It 

is to say that he consciously and actively disap­

proved of the over-intellectualization of art. 

That is what ultimately kept him at odds with 

the academic art world and made him so popu­

lar with people who loved his art— everyone 

from sailors to housewives to well-heeled, big- 

ticket art collectors.

Leeteg’s final position on the argument 

conceded, “Just te ll them I'm  the best 

Goddamned sign painter in the world and leave 

it at that.” Leeteg surely is sitting, grinning from 

the great beyond, knowing that, much like his 

mammoth outhouse, his art and legacy still sur­

vives today, confounding his enemies.

WWW.BARRACUDAMAGAZINE.COM



For this issue, the Barracuda Gourmet would like to share a few recipes and some advice for making a 
breakfast to be remembered.

Firstly, the Barracuda Gourmet would like to offer some simple, yet often overlooked tips for preparing 
a pot of coffee. It will make a difference.

Next, he offers up a recipe for that most-maligned of breakfast meats-scrapple. Scrapple is a delicacy 
that is native to Eastern Pennsylvania, primarily in Amish country. But it has been known to be popular as far 
away as New Jersey. It has a reputation for being made from the most anatomically... how shall we put it., 
"overlooked” scraps of the pig, hence the name. Some brands of scrapple even have the slogan, "Contains 
everything but the squeal." For those of you too squeamish to eat mass-produced scrapple, or if you're in a 
part of the world where you can't buy scrapple in the supermarket, the Barracuda Gourmet offers a home­
made scrapple recipe which is made from as fine a cut of pork loin as you care to buy.

Finally, he offers a recipe for pancakes. Never mind those just-add-water pancake mixes. Pancakes 
couldn't be easier to make from scratch. Make yourself look like a pro by simply adding chopped or frozen 
fruit or even nuts to the batter. Enjoy!

Scrapple
1 pound finely chopped, cooked pork loin 
1 cup cornmeal
1 can chicken broth (1 4 1 / 2  oz. size)
1/2  tsp. dried thyme
1/2  tsp. ground coriander
1/4  (sp. salt
1/4  tsp. black pepper
vegetable oil fo r browning in the pan

In a large pan. over medium h e a t mix the pork, cornmeal. chicken broth, thyme, coriander, pepper 
and sa lt Heat this mixture, stirring  constantly, until the thickens up ( i t  m ay be pretty thick to begin 
w ith ). When it is VERY thick, remove from  he a t

tine a  sheet Gake pan with enough wax paper so that the paper extends up the sides of the pan.
Press the scrapple into the pan and M e n  it with a spatula so that it is about 1 / 4 " thick. Refrigerate 
the scrapple overnight

Gut the scrapple into squares and brown it in a  frying pan with a little vegetable oil over medium h i g h  
heat. It should be crispy on the outside, soft on the inside. Serve w ith ketchup.

Pancakes
1 egg 
1 cup flout’
3/4  cup milk 
1 tbsp. brown sugar 
1 tbsp. baking powder 
1/4  tsp. salt
1 tsp. vanilla extract 
dash of cinnamon o r  allspice
2  tbsp. vegetable oil 
vegetable oil fo r cooking

Beat the egg in a bowl until fluffy. Add all of the other ingredients and beat until the batter is 
smooth. (T h in n e r pancakes look m ore p ro  and cook m ore thoroughly inside, so try  adding a  little 
m ore milk to this recipe, if you so desire.) Heat a griddle  o r  fiy iu g  pan over medium o r  m edium -high 
h e a t Put a little vegetable oil in the pan and spread evenly over the pan with spatula.

Pour about 1 /4  cup of batter in the pan for each pancake. Don't let the pancakes touch each other 
o r the side o f the pan. Keep a close eye on them and as soon as they become dry  around the edges, 
flip them. Gook the until golden on each side. Serve with syrup, butter and/or fresh fruit.



E n d i n g  t h e  d e c a d e  

o n  a  g o o d  n o t e . . .

THE MUFFS
Hamburger

2 8  t r a c k  c o l l e c t i o n  f e a t u r i n g  

p r e v i o u s l y  u n r e l e a s e d  m a t e r i a l  

a n d m a n y  t r a c k s  a p p e a r i n g  

f o r  t h e  f i r s t  t i m e  e v e r  o n  C D .  

I n c u d e s  2 4  p a g e  f u l l - c o l o r  

b o o k l e t . . .  o u t  i n  N o v e m b e r .

S Y M P A T H Y  F O R  T H E  R E C O R D  I N D U S T R Y  • W W W . S Y M P A T H Y R E C O R D S . C O M

pantyline po box 650133 austin.tx 78765 pantyline2@aol.com



If you must drive a Yugo...

...don't dress like a Hugo.
Sound advice from a sound company. Take a good look at the new XLarge Super Sport.

W e ' ve restyled it to  give it a new look we think a lo t o f people are going to like.

But that's only the beginning.

Here's the inside story...

You know all those irritating 

clothing companies whose 

products always seem to clash 

w ith  the paint job on your ride?

W ith  this problem in mind, XLarge 

has developed our patented 

C y b e rO p tic  color matching 

system to build a clothing line 

designed to compliment the most 

demanding finishes o ffered by 

today's leading auto manufacturers.

X -L a rg e  Store-Los Angeles 
1 7 6 8  N.Verm ont A ve . 3 2 3 .6 6 6 .3 4 8 3

X - la rg e  S tore-N ew  York 
2 6 7  Lafayette 2 1 2 .3 3 4 .4 4 8 0

In addition, road tests have 

proven substantial increases 

in both acceleration and handling, 

insuring smooth, pow erful 

performance for you and your car.

If XLarge sounds like your 

kind of style, stop by your local 

XLarge dealer, and take a 

test drive. W e don't think there's 

a be tter choice in fashion today.

XLARGE
Uh...What's a Hugo?


