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Financial ruin, rogue nukes, an alarming 

shortage of bees—we break down the causes 

of Earth’s doom and tell you how to be the 

last man standing. BY ROBERT LANHAM

The FBI’s greatest investigator of stolen art 

has one last mission: busting a French crime  

syndicate with $4.1 million worth of pur-

loined paintings. An exclusive look inside a 

hidden world of guns, drugs, disguises, and 

missing masterpieces. BY SIMON WORRELL

30 Rock funnyman Tracy Morgan has veered 

from the path of self-destructive comic  

geniuses like John Belushi and Chris Farley.  

But that doesn’t mean he’s completely 

sane. BY NOELLE HANCOCK
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Contents F E B R U A R Y  2 0 0 9Departments

The Victoria’s Secret supermodel bikini 

blowout, how to sneak into Obama’s  in-

auguration, what really happens when 

you do a line of disco dust, and a breath-

freshening bit of Bacon Porn!

Mope-rock icon Morrissey muses about 

his last day on Earth, Scott Pilgrim strikes 

graphic novel gold, Notorious hits the 

B.I.G. screen, and Eliza Dushku steams 

up our safety goggles.

In search of the Holy Grail of fast food, 

we track down the elusive, ephemeral, 

and enchanting McDonald’s McRib. Still 

hungry? Devour our exclusive report on 

the blood-soaked history of the UFC.

Like watching football? Hey, us too! 

Which is why we’ve assembled the ulti-

mate Super Bowl viewing setup. Plus, 

we ride with Carmelo Anthony and ogle 

the world’s most awesome 4x4!  

Nothing is more maddening than deci-

phering where you stand with your 

sweetheart. Find out how she really feels 

with our Valentine’s Day special: “She 

loves you or loves you not?”
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GO TO  
MAXIMFANS.COM 
FOR A CHANCE TO 
WIN A SIX-MONTH 
SUBSCRIPTION  
TO RHAPSODY!*

WIN!
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MAXIM
L E A D E R S  O F  T H E  P A C K

M O B I L E - I Z AT I O N

.COM

MAXIM.COM  
HAS THE NFL’S 

FINEST CHEERING  
SECTION FOR 

YOUR APPROVAL.

J U M P  B A L L S

C A S T A W AY  C O V E R A G E

S P I R A L I N G  D O W N

T O D AY ’S  G I R L
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Beat This Caption!

Jokes

Genie Therapy
A guy walking along the beach finds a lantern 
and rubs it. A genie pops out and says, “Thank 
you for releasing me. As a reward I will grant  
you any wish you desire.”

“Great,” says the guy. “I want a girl who can 
cook. A girl who’s great-looking. And a girl who’s 
crazy in bed.” 

“Anything else?” asks the genie. 
“Yeah. I don’t want them to ever find out about 

each other.”

Politically Correct

Missing Link

Truncated Response

Hearts Afire

Valley of Tears

Iron and Wine

Q

A:

True Confession

WHY PAY $140 
FOR THIS iPOD 
DOCK WHEN  

YOU CAN WIN IT 
FOR FREE?
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Letters

Incidentally, her belly tasted like powdered sugar.  

OK, next letter, please!

The Appalachian Fail 
In the same issue in which you chastise the 

Spanish men’s basketball team for cultural  

insensitivity to the Chinese [“The Good, the Bad, 

and the Ugly,” December], you call West Virginia  

the “most toothless state in the nation” [Big 

Number]. Have a little more respect, fellas!

“Cultural insensitivity” requires one very crucial in-

gredient: culture! Your scenic mountain state, with its 

love of banjo solos and squirrel jerky, hardly qualifies. 

Just kidding, friend! We love marrying our nieces just 

as much as the next guy with cystic fibrosis. 

Rumble Fan
I was thrilled to see a piece on Mickey Rourke 

[“The Resurrection of Mickey Rourke,” Decem-

ber]. It was a great read, although a bit melan-

choly. But that’s what Mickey does so well in all 

his best films. As a big fan of his work, I wanted 

to say thanks for capturing him so well. 

You know what else Mickey does well? Scares the  

living snark out of us. You try to goof on a hulking ex-

boxer who keeps a loaded handgun and three angry 

Chihuahuas in his apartment. Need we mention the 

dildo mounted on the wall?

Circle Jerk
Your December Gift Guide was simply awe-

some, but please don’t let whoever set up the 

Milwaukee circular saw for your photo shoot 

actually plug in any power tools—the rocket 

scientist put the blade in backward.

You’re a month too late, Ed. Our fearless Gift Guide 

editor, Jesse Will, lost an index finger, and our hard- 

living assistant editor, Jesse Brukman (no relation), 

came down with a mean case of syphilis. That wasn’t 

really the saw’s fault, but, hey—compiling gift guides 

can get a little weird!

Stamp of  
Approval
From cover cutie Olga to badass Mickey, 
you had a man-crush on December’s 
Maxim. Hey, we love you guys, too!

A Convenient Truth
Maxim, you have found the cause of global 

warming, and her name is Olga Kurylenko [“A 

View to a Thrill,” December]. You could take the 

word “Bond” out of “Hottest Bond Girl Ever” 

and still have a 100 percent accurate statement. 

If you happen to photograph Olga again, ask 

her if she wants to marry me. With Maxim as  

my wingman, I might have a shot! 

Maxim played wingman once. We ended up doing 

body shots of Rumple Minze off the morbidly obese 

sister of a girl our buddy was trying to get with.  

In celebration  
of that hated 
Hallmark holiday, 
we proudly 
showcase our 
readers’ most 
inappropriate 
breakups. 

Monster Mash Note
We just wanted you to know that your article  

on Monster T-Shirts in the December issue 

[Trendstopping] shows what pussies you are. 

You think shirts with skulls and dragons on 

them turn away women? Leave your purses at 

home and toughen up!

You have apparently confused “women” with “goblins.”  

But thanks for taking time from painting your D&D 

figurines to write. Now take a deep whiff of that “Orc’s 

Blood” enamel and think happy thoughts!

V A L E N T I N E ’S  D AY  M A S S A C R E S 

Reading “The Year in Bacon Porn” in the  

December issue, I am amazed that swine 

can be enjoyed in so many ways—even 

though many of them sound inedible or 

just plain gross! It reminded me of a fan- 

tastic dinner I had with my handsome 

(and single) son, David, at Mario Batali’s  

Otto Pizzeria. We ordered the lardo, which 

is pure pork fat, and really enjoyed it. 

But it occurred to me that it’s time I find  

David a girlfriend so I don’t have to keep 

buying him meals at fancy 

restaurants. If there are any 

nice female Maxim readers 

out there who want to date 

my pork-loving son, please 

write to Maxim! 

We encourage all sexy single  

ladies to e-mail our lonely fea-

tures editor, David Swanson, just as his dear 

mother, Barbara, requested. Please also include a 

photo, name of next of kin, and your preferred “safe 

word.” Good luck!

L E T T E R S  F R O M  O U R  M O M S

# 4  I N  A  S E R I E S
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ello, ladies! Maxim wouldn’t dream  

of doing a swimsuit issue without  

you, even though you have blatantly 

violated the ban on wearing white 

after Labor Day. But as everyone  

knows, perfectly formed super-

models in tiny bikinis are not bound by the rules 

that govern mere mortals. As far as we’re concerned,  

you Victoria’s Secret girls could have murdered  

someone during this photo shoot, and we’d have 

happily helped you bury the body. Then we would 

build a sand castle over the grave to throw off the 

cops and testify under oath that you were having 

bronzer applied when it happened. Hey, it’s the 

least we could do. So, Marisa, Miranda, Alessandra, 

Adriana, Karolina: You keep up the incredible hot-

ness, we’ll keep thinking about you way too much!

We’re obsessed with the Victoria’s Secret 
vixens. And it’s about time we told them so.

{ I F  I T ’ S  O U T  T H E R E ,  I T ’ S  I N  H E R E }

Our Little Secret

H
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Five amazing, cool, and strangely alluring things we’re obsessed with in February.

2010 Ford F-150 SVT Raptor

MailOrderHusbands.net

MP3 Skull Belt Buckle
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South Beach Wine & 
Food Festival

Isla Fisher
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Bottom line: Because most of the people attending the inauguration 

are far more important than you or me, it’s pretty unlikely that we’ll get 

the best seats in the house—or any seats at all. True, there will be tons of 

parties, but they are the exclusive kind you and I aren’t invited to unless 

we’re Hollywood elites or have great drugs or pictures of David Geffen 

blowing a llama. 

I only have the latter, but there are plenty of other methods by which 

to crash this thing and—more important—get laid, without being rich, 

famous, or strapped with bricks full of OxyContin:

Go as someone else.
Pretending to be someone you’re not is change you can really believe 

in—at least for a weekend. Screw the major celebrities and consider the 

inconsequential, off-the-radar ones. I’m talking about people like Tim 

Daly. Although the name is somewhat familiar, the face is not. I mean, 

Tim Daly—the guy from Wings? If I didn’t add “the guy from Wings,” you’d 

have no idea who the hell he is. So be him. Or if you really want to be  

daring, dress like a homeless beggar—and go as Maggie Gyllenhaal. You 

may take home a lesbian from Georgetown! 

Say you work for Obama. 
Get some business cards and give yourself a snazzy title like “head  

organizer” for something like the “inauguration advance team.” To  

nubile college coeds, saying you’re in D.C. as part of the “advance team” 

is enough to get you to first base—possibly even second. If you add that 

you’re in charge of getting weed for Biden, I will personally guarantee 

you fifth base. (Note: Fifth base is exactly what you think it is.)

The fact is, there has never been a better wingman on the planet than 

Obama. With his amazing ability to unify everyone under a feel-good 

notion that you’re totally awesome and everything’s going to be peachy 

keen, he’s like a human version of an Ecstasy pill. If you’re for Obama, 

suddenly banging someone else who’s for Obama is totally OK! When 

Obama talks about change, he’s really saying, “Let’s change…into this 

thong I made out of discarded candy wrappers.” 

If none of this works, I offer two alternatives for January 20: 

Buy a ski mask and fly to California.
Google the list of celebrity attendees, cross-reference it with 

a copy of Star Maps—then go break into a few vacant homes. 

You may never actually meet Josh Lucas, but you can at least 

pawn a few of his Rolexes and a strap-on or two. 

Purchase the “Greg’s Special Inauguration” package.
For just $39.95 a night, you can stay at my place in N.Y.C., where 

we’ll watch the event together in bed. True, you’ll miss out on 

the Lincoln Memorial’s lovely reflecting pools. That’s OK: I have 

a Slip ’N Slide in my basement. And it doesn’t run on water.

on’t know about you, but I’m tickled pink, purple, and 

magenta over the upcoming inauguration. I’ve even 

gone out and purchased special “inauguration” sweat 

shorts with velvet fringe and a matching suede cum-

merbund. They didn’t have my size, so I went small. I 

now have bulges in all the right places (it’s a vestigial 

tail, in case you’re wondering). 

So it’s only days till Barack Obama becomes our 

44th president, and people are frantically looking 

for places to stay, as well as tickets to see this truly  

historic event. Some predict that the number of 

people gathering could be up to four million—

and that’s not including celebrities like Beyoncé,  

Jimmy Smits, and Urkel. Susan Sarandon is com-

ing, and rumor has it she’s bringing her mentally 

challenged grandson, Tim Robbins. He’s so cute 

when he tries to vote! 

D

6.1Bacon Porn
It’s swine-flavored floss, boss!

# 1 5  I N  A  S E R I E S B I G  N U M B E R

Put the “I” in 
Inauguration 
Greg Gutfeld, host of Fox News Channel’s Red Eye, gets 
you a front-row seat to The One’s anointment. Hallelujah!

I N C O M I N G
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I N C O M I N G

IS IT POSSIBLE FOR THE DOW JONES 
INDUSTRIAL AVERAGE TO HIT ZERO?

IS THE EARTH’S ROTATION REALLY  
SLOWING DOWN?

?

?

Brain-boosting knowledge about cocaine’s crazy 
march up your nose, why the Earth is slowing  
down, and the odds that the Dow will bottom out!

WHAT HAPPENS WHEN I SNORT COCAINE?
?

ASK MAXIM
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RATED
{ Y O U R  U L T I M A T E  E N T E R T A I N M E N T  A U T H O R I T Y }

Welcome to 
the Dollhouse
Buffy mastermind Joss Whedon brings 
a butt-kicking beauty back to your TV.  

h, we’re in a fishbowl,” ad-

mits Joss Whedon about 

his latest series, Dollhouse. 

“Some stuff on the Inter-

net has been, ‘The show is 

doomed!’ And some has 

been, ‘This will be the greatest show in his-

tory!’ ” From the moment it was announced in 

late 2007 that the brains behind cult favorites 

Buffy the Vampire Slayer, Angel, and Firefly was 

working on a new sci-fi vehicle for gorgeous  

Buffy and Angel alumna Eliza Dushku, fanboys 

and critics alike began formulating opinions. 

No one knew what to expect. 

What we do know is that the show stars 

Dushku as Echo, an “Active” who lives in a 

top-secret facility called the Dollhouse. Each 

week clients hire out Echo and the other  

Actives to perform an array of missions. At the  

end of each, their memories are wiped clean, 

only to be reprogrammed the next week. 

“Things become complicated for Eliza’s char-

acter very quickly,” Whedon reveals, “because 

she becomes self-aware.” Just because Echo’s 

life is complicated, however, don’t assume 

the show itself will be. “It’s not a labyrinth 

from day one,” reassures Whedon. 

As Dollhouse finally hits airwaves this 

month, the hype, both good and bad, has 

reached a fever pitch. Months before its pre-

miere, there was a fan site called “Dollverse,” 

and episode play-by-plays leaked online. A 

“Save Dollhouse” campaign was even launched 

when the show was reportedly pulled from 

Fox’s Monday night schedule and dumped on 

Friday nights (a.k.a. the TV ghetto). Whedon, 

who’s been through it all before, isn’t sweat-

ing it. “If you let the pressure get to you, it 

can be paralyzing,” he says, “so I just groove 

to my own rhythm.”—Alison Prato

O

P A G E

24

P A G E

24
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22

www.fantamag.com



22  MAXIM   l   FEBRUARY 2009

Music Math   

Game On
February’s finest in virtual fun. 

Tiger Lily
On U.K. cutie Lily Allen’s latest album, she’s high on life and full of snark.

OBVIOUSLY YOU GET WRITTEN ABOUT A LOT IN 
GOSSIP COLUMNS. DO YOU LIKE TO READ ABOUT 
OTHER CELEBRITIES? 
I don’t like to read about them—I like to look at 

the pictures. I know from being featured in 

them that most of the stuff there is pure spec-

ulation. So I don’t believe what I read. 

IS IT TRUE YOU PLAN ON MOVING INTO ACTING 
ONCE THIS ALBUM IS RELEASED? 
Uh, no. Absolutely not true. 

YOUR FATHER IS A COMEDIAN AND ACTOR. DID 
YOU LEARN FROM HIM AS A PERFORMER? 
No, we don’t have family meetings about per-

forming. I wanted to do things on my own. 

“NOT FAIR” IS ABOUT A MAN WHO CAN’T GIVE A 
WOMAN AN ORGASM. IS THERE SOME GUY OUT 
THERE WHO’S ABOUT TO FEEL EMBARRASSED? 
The person in question has already heard the 

song, and he didn’t think it was about him. 

He’s got too much of an ego.—Nick Catucci

R A T E D  M U S I C / G A M E S

ur favorite British pop 

scamp, whose 2006 hit 

“Smile” took the ex-baiting  

revenge song to impossi-

bly cheery new heights, is 

apparently all grown up.  

On her second album, It’s Not Me, It’s You, she 

denounces drugs (“Everyone’s at It”) and con-

sumerism (“The Fear”) and even addresses God 

(“Him”). But if she’s a bit more serious in song, 

Lily Allen remains as tart as ever when discuss-

ing drinking, the gossip columns, and a certain 

man who flopped in the bedroom. 

YOU’VE BEEN LEADING A HEALTHIER LIFESTYLE 
LATELY. WHAT DO YOU MISS ABOUT PARTYING? 
I don’t actually miss anything about it. I sup-

pose when I used to go out and get drunk, it was 

out of boredom, really. I’ve taken the decision 

not to drink anymore because I don’t like giv-

ing people ammunition to use against me. So 

I stopped, and I haven’t found it in the least dif-

ficult, because I’m not an alcoholic. 

O
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Film Checkup
Sifting through the cinematic heap. Our Take

Great Scott
Power up with Scott Pilgrim, the latest graphic novel heading to theaters.

he buzziest comic book series 

of the decade, Scott Pilgrim  

combines the slacker com-

edy of a Judd Apatow flick 

with rock ’em, sock ’em com-

bat straight outta Super Smash 

Bros. Since the first volume debuted in 2004, the 

hipster hybrid has racked up acco-

lades, including an Eisner Award 

nomination (the comic book Os-

cars). The title character is a 23-

year-old indie rocker wannabe. “All 

he wants to do is play video games 

and rock out with his band,” says 

writer-artist Bryan Lee O’Malley. But 

when Scott becomes smitten with 

sexy Ramona Flowers, he discov-

ers he must defeat her seven ex-boyfriends in  

video-game-style battles in order to date her. 

Imagine if instead of merely cock-blocking 

you, your girl’s exes lobbed ninja stars at your 

head, and you’ve got the idea.  

In the latest volume, Scott Pilgrim vs. the Uni-

verse, things get even darker for our hero. “This 

is the Empire Strikes Back of the series,” 

O’Malley hints. Not surprisingly, 

Hollywood wants in on the action: 

A movie version is coming, direct-

ed by Edgar Wright (Hot Fuzz), with  

Michael Cera as Scott and knockout 

Mary Elizabeth Winstead as Ramona. 

If the books are any indication, ex-

pect a kick-ass soundtrack and lots of  

ass-kicking combat.—Sean T. Collins

Becoming B.I.G.
Jamal Woolard (left) plays Biggie 
Smalls in Notorious, and took his 
transformation way seriously.

Big Poppa

Hypnotized

Ready to Die

R A T E D  B O O K S / F I L M
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R A T E D  2 4  H O U R S  T O  L I V E

SO HOW DO YOU WANT TO GO? DOUBLE- 
DECKER BUS? TEN-TON TRUCK?
Concussed by a coconut.

WHICH OF YOUR SONGS PLAYS IN HEAVEN?
“Satan Rejected My Soul.”

AND WHICH ONE PLAYS IN HELL?
“I Have Forgiven Jesus.”

WHAT BOOK DO YOU REGRET NOT FINISHING?
The Toilets Are Closed in Your Honour, an account of 

the life of Cressida Dick, deputy assistant com-

missioner of London’s Metropolitan Police.

WHILE ALIVE, WHAT DID YOU SPEND MOST OF 
YOUR MONEY ON?
Legal fees.

WHO IN YOUR LIFE WOULD YOU HAVE MOST 
LIKED TO “KICK IN THE EYE”?
That meat-fed horror Jamie “’Orrible” Oliver. If 

he’s a master chef, then I’m Miss Brazil 1970.

 

WHAT WILL BE YOUR GREATEST LEGACY?
Thundering suavity.

ANY REGRETS ABOUT BEING OUTSPOKEN?
Whatever I said, I meant.

WHEN WERE YOU HAPPIEST?
At age 12 I could juggle a plate on a stick.

NAME ONE THING YOU’RE GLAD YOU’LL NEVER 
HAVE TO DO AGAIN ON EARTH.
It will be worth being dead just to get away 

from Victoria Beckham.

The famously forlorn British crooner and ex-Smiths frontman muses on his last day on Earth. 

Morrissey

WHAT’S THE WILDEST THING YOU EVER DID 
WHILE YOU WERE ALIVE?
I took some swimming lessons at the local 

baths.

WHAT’S YOUR LAST MEAL?
The disease of smallness—tea and toast.

DO YOU HAVE A DEATHBED CONFESSION?
I’ve never seen myself naked. It seemed impo-

lite to look.

TO WHOM WOULD YOU WHISPER YOUR  
LAST GOODBYE? 
To my very best friend...myself.
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{ F I L L  Y O U R  I N N E R  E M P T I N E S S  W I T H  M A T E R I A L  G O O D S }

STUFF
Land Bruiser!
Meet the Icon, a mash-up of old-school off-roadin’ and tough new tech.

Toyota meets Tonka in the FJ43, the 

drool-worthy mountain-climbing ma-

chine from Icon, a three-year-old Cali-

fornia brand that has become the ultimate  

reanimator of Toyota’s seminal Land Cruisers. 

Jonathan Ward’s crew starts with an original’s 

old steel bones and ends with a masterpiece of 

FEBRUARY 2009   l   MAXIM  31

The Build

The Designer

The Power Plant

all-conquering capability with vintage charm.

Their latest New School model is a turnkey  

terror with a 550 hp Corvette V-8. Not only can it 

grab big air from here to Cabo, it’s a surprisingly  

livable street ride, too. But it ain’t cheap: This 

handbuilt beauty will set you back $100 grand. 

Get yours at icon4x4.com.—Lawrence Ulrich  

Shock Treatment The Interior

www.fantamag.com



TESTED

Best Soundbar Under $500 Best Universal RemoteBest HDTV Under $1,000 

S T U F F   T E C H

The Super Setup  
We test the best home theater $1,500 will buy. Build a Super Bowl bunker now!             
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TURF YOUR LIVING ROOM 
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Melo Rider
NBA superstar Carmelo Anthony puts some dunk in the trunk.

give them a fresh coat of paint, and do a lot of 

engine work. It’s actually not all that expen-

sive. I have my own shop that does a lot of the 

work, Capone Carmelo Kustomz. Rims, radios, 

whatever you want!” 

Room to Move 
“Another reason I like vintage cars: I fit in ’em—

there’s a lot of space. On some of mine I get the 

seat pushed back so I can stretch out. I can’t sit 

in them little cars!”

Junkyard King
“I love American cars like this ’64 Lincoln Conti-

nental. I have six old ones. I keep my eyes open.  

I was driving home one day here in Denver, and  

I saw this great 1976 Cadillac Seville for sale,  

single owner. I made the call right there. I don’t 

think the seller knew it was me buying it.”

Fixer-Upper
“Cars like this need plenty of work, and I love 

to restore or rebuild them. Redo the interiors, 

I GET THE SEATS PUSHED 
BACK SO I CAN STRETCH 

OUT. I CAN’T SIT IN 
LITTLE CARS!

“

”

Cold Comfort
“Not all of my cars are old models. You can’t  

really drive those much in the winter anyway, 

especially here in Denver—they’re show cars, 

mostly. So I get around in a Range Rover most 

of the time. Plus, I just bought a new Dodge 

Challenger. And I have my eyes on that four-

door Lamborghini concept, the Estoque! I also 

love the Lamborghini Marzal. I’m thinking 

about picking that one up. Just for the summer, 

of course.”—Jesse Brukman 

S T U F F   C E L E B  R I D E
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She wants to boast to her friends; you want to get lucky. Here’s how both your V-Day dreams can come true.

The Valentine’s Day 
Upgrade 

ou’ve probably heard that 

women dress for other 

women, and the same the-

ory of catty one-upmanship 

holds true on Valentine’s 

Day. Yes, even the most cyn-

ical lass wants to evoke jealousy in her gal pals 

on February 14. “Women are naturally prone to 

compete over their mates,” says Helen Fisher,  

Ph.D., author of Why Him? Why Her? “Plus, com-

petition drives up her testosterone levels,  

increasing her libido.” Translation: Stick her 

with a stale present and she will second-guess 

your lazy ass. But drop an envy-inciting gift  

on her and she’ll be way more amenable to try-

ing the “love harness” you bought on Craigs-

list. To ensure your V-Day pays dividends, 

we’ve created the ultimate cheat sheet for up-

grading those mid-rung doghouse ideas into 

top-shelf sex investments.

Y Lingerie

Hallmark Card

Upgrade:

Bragging rights:

Dinner Reservations

Box of Chocolates

Upgrade:

Bragging rights:

Last-minute save: 

Upgrade:

Bragging rights:

Last-minute save:

Upgrade:

Bragging rights: 
Last-minute save:

1

2 4

3

S T U F F    F O R  H E R
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Sports BY L. JON WERTHEIM

ecades before the term “mixed 

martial arts” was coined, a young  

jujitsu master in Brazil began 

tweaking the Japanese art to 

create his own fighting style. 

Soon, 5'9", 150-pound Carlos  

Gracie was challenging comers of any size and skill 

to throw down via an ad in a national newspaper:  

“If you want to get your face beaten and smashed,  

your butt kicked, and your arms broken, contact Car-

los Gracie.” The contests were vale tudo, Portuguese 

for “anything goes.” Many thought he was crazy, but 

Gracie’s moves—a system of highly technical chokes 

and submission holds performed after taking an  

opponent to the ground—subdued all his challengers, 

whether boxers, kickboxers, or karate black belts. 

In the 1970s Carlos’ nephew Rorion brought the 

family business to America, patenting the term 

“Gracie jujitsu.” In 1989 California advertising ex-

ecutive Art Davie stopped by Gracie’s martial arts  

studio and hit on an idea: a sporting contest that 

would pit all the various combat arts specialists 

against one another—no rules, no weight classes, no 

holds barred. Seeing a perfect marketing opportunity, 

Rorion agreed to help. The men formed a production 

company with one of Gracie’s clients, Hollywood direc-

tor John Milius (Conan the Barbarian), and struck a 

deal with New York–based pay-per-view pioneer Bob  

Meyrowitz of Semaphore Entertainment Group. The 

first Ultimate Fighting Championship was born.

The inaugural UFC event was held in Denver, 

where the state athletic commission was no-

toriously toothless. On November 12, 1993, a 

motley crew of combatants converged on 

shopworn McNichols Arena. The field included 

a pro boxer, Art Jimmerson, scheduled to fight 

the great Thomas Hearns the following month; 

a massive sumo wrestler, Teila Tuli; and a  

local kickboxer, Patrick Smith, whose record 

was advertised as 250-0. The promotional  

material did not exactly obscure the violence. 

Victory could be attained only by “knockout, 

surrender, doctor’s intervention, or death.” 

No one was quite sure what to expect. No 

holds barred? No weight classes? No judges? 

Death? No rule against hair-pulling or soccer-

style kicks to the head of a downed opponent? 

Death? Still, the novelty of it all helped draw a 

reasonable crowd, mostly heavy-duty white 

trash, the curious, and the bloodthirsty. No 

one, of course, realized that they were attend-

ing a seminal sports event—that 15 years later 

there would be nearly 100 UFC cards (and count-

ing), packing tens of thousands of fans into 

prime arenas and drawing hundreds of thou-

sands of pay-per-view buys. This was more of a 

one-night-only vaudeville show. 

At odds with the sensationalistic promo-

tion—death?—a number of the fights were un-

inspired matches. As a chorus of boos echoed 

off the many empty seats, it became clear that 

the prospect of a ponderous sumo wrestler  

taking on a journeyman boxer was more appeal-

ing in theory than in practice. And even the 

spasms of excitement tended to come with un-

intended consequences. In the first fight Gerard  

Gordeau, a karate and savate champion from 

the Netherlands, deployed a roundhouse kick 

to the face of Tuli. The kick connected with  

Tuli’s jaw and dislodged several teeth. One of 

them sailed into the audience as a souvenir, 

the UFC’s equivalent of a foul ball hit into the 

stands at a baseball game. Only later did the  

organizers realize that some of Tuli’s other  

chiclets had lodged in Gordeau’s foot. Even 

though doctors were unable to dislodge the 

teeth, Gordeau continued fighting, and when 

he returned to Europe he endured months of 

treatment to prevent blood poisoning.

In the next fight a California kickboxing  

expert, Zane Frazier, took advantage of the lack 

of a prohibition on hair-pulling and ripped out 

clumps from the mane of his opponent, Kevin 

Rosier, a beer-bellied galoot from upstate New 

York. For good measure Frazier also broke  

Rosier’s jaw. Rosier recovered, however. After 

a few minutes, with both fighters sucking air, 

Rosier won with a series of repeated stomps to 

the back of Frazier’s head. 

The primal, kill-or-be-killed violence was 

straight out of Wild Kingdom. And from the  

beginning the crowd of 3,500 or so made its low-

est-common-denominator sensibilities very 

clear. In one of the early matches Ken Sham-

rock, a chiseled Californian who was then tog-

gling between professional wrestling and 
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them was adding weight classes. This was fine 

with John Perretti, the UFC’s matchmaker. Now 

that his bosses were agreeing to hold a light-

weight tournament, Perretti recalled “that 

tough son of a bitch from Iowa.” Would Mile-

tich be willing to fight in the UFC 16 show,  

“Battle in the Bayou,” on March 13, 1998?

For his first 30 years Miletich had gotten 

the business end of life. His dad had beaten 

up his mom before splitting. He had carried 

the coffins of two brothers, and a third was 

“on vacation” in an Iowa prison. His mom was 

ailing. His sport was embattled, in danger of  

being legislated out of existence. His finances 

were too meager even to be considered a joke. 

But on a bitterly cold day in the winter of 1998, 

Miletich at last got a blast of good news. He was 

finally getting his chance to fight in the UFC.

Miletich spent the next two months train-

ing as though his salvation rested on the out-

come of the fight. Whenever he started gasp-

ing during a sparring session or felt as if cinder-

blocks were tied to his legs, he could always  

locate inspiration. In his eyes the fight was a 

fulcrum for everything in his life. The future of 

the promising academy he’d started. The fam-

ily name that had taken its beating in recent 

years. The chance to provide his mother with 

some long-overdue happiness.

Pancrase, or hybrid wrestling, took on the local 

kickboxer. Less than two minutes into the fight, 

Shamrock shot low and executed a heel hook 

that hyperextended his opponent’s ankle and 

knee. It was a brilliant, slick move, but it yielded  

no blood. The crowd went ballistic. “They were 

throwing things at me,” Shamrock recalled to a 

reporter. “Can you believe it? I broke the guy’s 

ankle and they wanted more.” 

Just as Rorion Gracie had predicted, the 

event ended up doubling as a sort of infomer-

cial for Gracie jujitsu. Rorion had selected one 

of his younger brothers, Royce, to represent the 

family, and he won the $50,000 purse. At 6'1", 170 

pounds, Royce, then 26 years old, was the small-

est man in the UFC field. But in a theme that 

would repeat itself in UFCs 2, 4, and 5, his grap-

pling and jujitsu skills were insurmountable. 

Royce crowed afterward, “It will open every- 

body’s eyes that you don’t have to be a monster 

to be the champ. You don’t have to be the big-

gest guy or the one who hits the hardest.” 

The first Ultimate Fighting Championship 

was more spectacle than sport, an orgy of vio-

lence and generally reckless fighting. But this 

was equally hard to dispute: UFC was a smash-

ing financial success. With a minimum spent 

on promotion, 80,000 households paid $14.95 

a piece to watch this strange curiosity. Given 

that the first-place prize was only $50,000, the 

total purse barely $100,000, the production 

budget roughly $500,000…You do the math.

 

Within days of the first event, applications poured in 

from boxers, wrestlers, and martial arts fanatics. As 

the Ultimate Fighting Championships gained a cult 

following on pay-per-view through the mid-�90s, 

however, the sport earned a reputation for gratuitous 

violence. In 1996 Senator John McCain called it  

“human cockfighting” and urged governors of all 50 

states to ban UFC competitions.  

Despite the controversy (or perhaps because of it), 

the fledgling sport was taking off, particularly in  

hardscrabble parts of the Midwest. It is in one such 

place—a cluster of sooty industrial towns straddling 

the Mississippi River in Illinois and Iowa, referred to 

locally as the Quad Cities—that one of 

the sport’s pioneers, legendary Iowa 

wrestler and American Muay Thai 

champ Pat Miletich, was fast becom-

ing the pied piper of MMA.

Beyond the Quad Cities, Pat Mile-

tich’s name was spreading through 

the mixed-martial-arts commun-

ity in the mid-’90s. It was the dawn 

of the Internet, and any fan with 

a browser caught wind of the guy 

in Iowa endowed with wrestling 

skills, karate and jujitsu black 

belts, unmatched toughness, and 

an insane appetite for training. 

Soon aspiring fighters were 

trickling into Miletich’s studio 

with hopes of training alongside him. The fight-

ers were built in his image: They came from 

Maine to Alaska, but most had a background 

in wrestling and what those prone to cliché 

might call a blue-collar work ethic. You show 

integrity in your workout. You look suspicious-

ly at risk-taking. You prepare meticulously. 

Like all tribes, the Miletich fighters came to 

share a way of talking, a fashion sense, a diet, 

and values. They all ate the same version of  

Miletich’s “fighter’s diet,” a Jack Sprat special 

consisting of mostly oatmeal, eggs, and skin-

less, boneless chicken. There was a clear hierar-

chy, with Miletich at the top. Fighters were ex-

pected to take their lead from Miletich and train 

like maniacs. On one of his first days at the Mile-

tich camp, Joe Jordan, an aspiring fighter from  

Kentucky, cut his eye while sparring. He figured 

he would need to leave and get it stitched up. 

“Where you think you’re going?” [future UFC 

lightweight champion] Jens Pulver asked.  

Other fighters helped seal Jordan’s cut with 

Krazy Glue. Then he resumed sparring. 

By late 1997 the political battles surround-

ing the UFC had become a crush, and pay-per-

view profits were in free fall. With the league 

bleeding money and desperate for sanction-

ing, it was forced to make rule changes that 

would dial down the violence. First among 
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The first 13-week season of The Ultimate Fighter 

would premiere in January 2005. Sixteen fight-

ers were selected to converge on a house in  

the Las Vegas suburbs and plied with alcohol. 

Either by accident or design, the first episode 

didn’t feature a single combat scene: The fight-

ers were that colorful outside the cage. 

For those who watched the show—and an  

increasing number did in the succeeding 

weeks—it was difficult not to be riveted. There 

were plenty of “reality” moments, these un-

trained actors shooting off their mouths or get-

ting drunk on-camera or engaging in Machia-

vellian conniving. But the beauty also lay in the 

complexity of the characters and the contrast 

between their physical and emotional profiles. 

Here were these tough guys with bulging mus-

cles and badass tattoos, and they were just as 

vulnerable and insecure and hung up on petty 

annoyances as the ditzes on The Bachelor.

With a season’s worth of accumulated mo-

mentum, the TUF finale was held on April 

9, 2005, in a Las Vegas amphitheater, mark-

ing the first time MMA was broadcast live on  

cable television. Inside the arena, there were 

no stars on the card. There were no belts on the 

line. The press seating consisted of one creden-

tialed media member. Yet the most important 

fight in UFC history was almost under way. 

For the first five minutes of their match, 

light-heavyweight finalists Stephan Bonnar 

and Forest Griffin pulverized each other. It  

was an exceptionally brutal first round, the 

Hagler-Hearns of MMA, as [commentator] Joe 

Rogan called it. The second round was every  

bit as spellbinding. Griffin landed haymak-

ers from angles that violated the laws of phys-

ics. Bonnar threw a jab that split open Griffin’s 

nose. Though Griffin was irrigated in blood, 

he stung Bonnar with punches and leg kicks. 

Other TUF cast members were seen on-camera 

mouthing “holy shit.” By the third round Grif-

fin’s face had been turned into steak tartare.  

Remarkably, for such an intense fight, all 

three judges ruled the same way: 29-28 for  

Griffin. Bonnar collapsed on the canvas, but his 

disappointment was short-lived. Nothing if 

not a born promoter, [UFC frontman Dana] 

White smiled and announced that Bonnar was 

worthy of the six-figure UFC contract as well.  

The live finale drew a 1.9 rating—represent-

ing 2.6 million households—an exceptional 

cable number by any measure, especially on a 

Saturday night. And it was an almost unthink-

able rating for a show about a sport that had 

been banned from pay-per-view not long be-

fore. Parlaying the buzz, TUF continued to post 

strong ratings in the ensuing seasons. And as 

is always the case, sponsors slavishly followed 

the viewers. Before long the breaks were filled 

with spots for Burger King, Slim Jim, and Coors 

Light. In just one season of television, TUF had 

done what 10 years of lobbying could not do:  

It had legitimized mixed martial arts.

Miletich’s opponent in his first fight was 

Townsend Saunders, a 170-pound block of 

granite who represented the ongoing improve-

ment in the caliber of athlete drawn to mixed 

martial arts. Calling Saunders a world-class 

wrestler would’ve been selling him short. He 

had taken the silver medal at the 1996 Olympics 

and was the reigning gold medalist at the Pan 

Am Games. Miletich was awed by the guy’s  

pedigree, but he knew that Saunders couldn’t 

have mastered the broad palette of skills that 

were by now a prerequisite for success.

The Miletich-Saunders fight was tactical, 

technical, and tempered. There were no high-

speed collisions, no blows for a highlight  

video, and consequently, no blood. After the 

regulation 12 minutes and a three-minute over-

time, it was announced that Miletich was the 

winner. He had less than an hour to recover  

before the title fight, in which he would be pit-

ted against Chris Brennan, a scrappy fighter  

best known as a sparring partner of Royce  

Gracie in Southern California. 

Brennan’s credo was “I’d rather lose an excit-

ing fight than win a boring fight.” But on this 

night he lost a boring fight. Miletich took the 

fight to the ground, using his skills and stam-

ina to wear his opponent out. Around the nine-

minute mark, he pinned Brennan against the 

base of the Octagon and dug his elbow into his 

opponent’s throat. Brennan abruptly tapped 

out. Miletich was now the first lightweight 

tournament champion in UFC history.  

Though MMA’s popularity was growing, so was  

public outrage over the sport’s perceived barbarism. In  

response the UFC continued to impose rules intended  

to civilize the competition. By the late �90s, league 

officials had made gloves mandatory and outlawed 

strikes to the back of the head and neck. The UFC  

was granted its first-ever sanctioned event, in New 

Jersey, in 2000; but years of political pressure and  

battles with athletic commissions had taken a severe 

financial toll. 

The UFC was on the verge of bankruptcy in 2001 

when it was purchased by casino owners Frank and 

Lorenzo Fertitta, who soon rescued it with an inge-

nious plan: marry ultimate fighting with reality TV. 

After Spike TV exec Brian Diamond watched Tim  

Sylvia allow his arm to be broken rather than tap out 

of the heavyweight championship match at UFC 48—

a moment that reportedly caused some in the crowd to 

vomit—he was confident the UFC was a perfect match 

for his audience. The execs struck a deal and created 

a show modeled on Survivor: Two eight-man teams 

would compete in an elimination tournament; the 

grand prize was a contract to fight in the UFC. 
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Arend’s most industry-altering achievement 

would prove to be the creation of the Chicken  

McNugget in 1979. And it was the success of 

the nugget that necessitated the immediate 

invention of the McRib. “The McNuggets were 

so well received that every franchise wanted 

them,” says Arend, now an 80-year-old retiree  

living in Chicago. “There wasn’t a system to 

supply enough chicken. We had to come up 

with something to give the other franchises 

as a new product. So the McRib came about 

because of the shortage of chickens.”

The McRib’s direct inspiration was Southern 

BBQ. “I had just come back from Charleston, 

South Carolina, where I ate sandwiches made 

from pulled pork,” Arend remembers. “I said  

to myself, Something with that flavor should 

really go over.”

But instead of pulling his pork, Arend de-

cided to give the meat its legendarily absurd 

shape: Even though it contains no bones, the 

patty is molded to resemble a miniature rack 

of ribs. “Some thought, Why not just make it 

round?” recalls Arend. “It would’ve been easier. 

But I wanted it to look like a slab of ribs.”

About sixty miles southwest of Chicago, at 

a Mickey D’s in Kankakee, Illinois, the booths 

hicago is shivering beneath 

the first snowflakes of winter 

as my rental car skirts the area 

that was once the meat pack-

ing capital of the country. The 

sky is gray, the trees are bare, 

the air is raw. But as I make one final turn I find 

myself basking in the celestial glow of the 

Golden Arches, beneath which are the three 

magic words I’ve flown some 800 miles to see: 

MCRIBS ARE BACK!

McDonald’s McRib is a sandwich of legend. 

The heavenly blend of pork patty, barbecue 

sauce, and bun is, to devotees, so addictive that 

songs have been written about it, Internet 

shrines erected to it, and TV shows dedicated 

to it. Yet McDonald’s has made the McRib a  

limited edition, available only in certain areas 

of the country for part of the year. It is rarely 

seen, yet frequently sought and cultishly wor-

shiped. It is the Holy Grail on a bun.

Because I live in New York, where the sand-

wich is nearly impossible to come by, it has been 

15 years since I’ve eaten a McRib. So what to  

do when McDonald’s offers not only to divulge 

where it can be found but also to provide access 

to the men behind the McRib?

C

Food BY ADAM WINER

It’s time for a McRoadtrip. 

I begin my pork-a-thon in Oak Brook, Illinois,  

where the McDonald’s corporate headquar-

ters is based and where the local franchise sits 

a mere 100 yards from Ronald’s corner office. 

My McRib arrives dressed with pickle slices, 

an even sprinkling of onion arcs, and a healthy 

dose of barbecue sauce. Literally shaking with 

anticipation, I take a bite. It’s delicious. The 

precise appropriation of barbecue sauce per-

fectly complements the light saltiness of the 

rib-shaped meat patty, bringing out its porky  

grace notes. The pickles burst forth with a sour-

ness that contrasts with the sauce’s sweetness. 

And the onions rush in to leave the palate with 

a robust kick. “The more taste sensations you 

can have in a product, the more interesting it  

is to your tongue,” says Dan Coudreau, head 

chef for McDonald’s in the United States. “All 

those savory, salty, sweet, and sour flavors 

work together. It’s a classic taste combination 

with barbecue.”

Initially test-marketed in 1981, the McRib 

was the brainchild of McDonald’s first execu-

tive chef, Rene Arend, wh0’d been plucked from 

the kitchen of a local luxury hotel and tasked 

with increasing the franchise’s menu options. 
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30 million of them in 2007, totaling more than 

seven million pounds of pig meat. 

Driving through St. Louis, a billboard over 

the horizon announces MCRIB: MAKES MOIST 
TOWELETTES FEEL WANTED, and indeed the 

city’s franchises have a predilection for heavy 

saucing. As I down one last sandwich before 

heading home, I leave a glob of sauce in the box 

and a mound of soiled napkins on the tray. The 

experience leaves me feeling oddly content.

On my way to the St. Louis airport to fly back 

to New York, I buy four final McRibs and shove 

them into my carry-on bag. Somewhere over 

Ohio, I reach for my bag to sneak out a mid-

flight snack. As I open the McRib container, its 

aroma of pork and lukewarm sauce pervades 

the cabin. The middle-aged woman stuck sit-

ting next to me looks visibly horrified. But her 

husband one seat over? I’m going to categorize 

him as envious. Yes, you can smell it in the air: 

The McRib is back.

are packed with sauce-stained customers. “I 

don’t normally go to McDonald’s, but when I 

saw McRibs were back on the menu, I was like, 

‘I gotta get me one,’ ” says Oliver Corpuz, a 36-

year-old attorney. “I’m not even sure if it’s all 

really pork in there. It’s some sort of extruded 

meat product.”

Contrary to what its name implies, there is 

very little actual rib meat in a McRib. “Primar-

ily, it’s shoulder meat,” explains Rob Cannell, 

director of McDonald’s U.S. supply chain. “The 

McRib is made in large processing plants—

lots of stainless steel, a number of produc-

tion lines, and these long cryogenic freezers. 

The pork meat is chopped up, then seasoned, 

then formed into that shape that looks like 

a rib back. Then we flash-freeze it. The whole 

process from fresh pork to frozen McRib takes 

about 45 minutes.”

Since the McRib is a promotional sandwich, 

as opposed to a full-time menu item, each  

individual restaurant gets to decide whether 

or not to stock it. Hence the scarcity that has 

made it the Halley’s Comet of fast-food entrees. 

McDonald’s has alerted me which Illinois lo-

cations are currently carrying the McRib, so I 

make a number of stops as night falls. But for 

the average fan there is the McRib Locator Map 

at mcrib.kleincast.com, a tracking Web site  

created by Minneapolis-area meteorologist 

and hardcore pork enthusiast Alan Klein.

“My inspiration came a year ago when some 

friends of mine were having a hard time find-

ing McRibs,” explains Klein. On his map visi-

tors can report locations where they’ve found 

a McRib, allowing rib-heads everywhere to 

benefit from the shared tracking info. As I stop 

for the night in Urbana-Champaign, I plug all 

my finds into the site’s map—the better to help 

others on pork pilgrimages. 

The McRib’s place in the pop culture firma-

ment was solidly established with the 12th  

episode of the 14th season of The Simpsons. In 

it Homer becomes addicted to Krusty Burger’s 

new “Ribwich,” which is made from a myste-

rious animal Krusty refuses to identify. Obvi-

ously, Homer has no choice but to abandon 

his family to tour the country with other rib  

addicts. The gorging stops only after Krusty  

announces that they’ve eaten the mysterious 

animal into extinction. “Homer would follow it 

around like people followed the Grateful Dead 

around,” says Simpsons executive producer  

Al Jean. “We asked Bob Seger to sing the com-

mercial for the Ribwich, but he declined.” The 

McRib has repeatedly popped up in Letterman’s 

Top 10 Lists (Top 10 Surprises in Clinton’s State 

of the Union Address: 2. If reelected, would 

bring back the McRib Sandwich) and was in an 

episode of Adult Swim’s The Boondocks in which 

the Rev. Dr. Martin Luther King Jr. returns to  

the modern day and discovers the wonders 

of processed pork patties. “Oh, snap! No they 

didn’t!” exclaims King. “A boneless rib sand-

wich. What will they think of next?”

“The McRib has all the trappings of a true 

cultural phenomenon,” says Chris Sivori, a for-

mer video game tester in Austin, Texas who 

chronicled his coworkers’ annual McRib eating 

challenge on his Web site, letterneversent.com. 

“It’s so mysterious. A bone-shaped thing that 

has no bones in it? That’s out of control.”

After the McRib rolled out nationwide in 

1982, McDonald’s learned the sandwich worked 

best as a limited-time offering. Its restricted  

availability has become a marketing tool. A few 

years back McDonald’s even launched a highly  

publicized Farewell Tour, announcing that the 

McRib was about to disappear forever, only to 

bring it back the following year for another 

Farewell Tour. “The McRib was like the Who,” 

chef Coudreaut admits. McDonald’s still sold 
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Take six of the world’s hottest models, fly them to the most picturesque 

BY PATRICK CARONE  PHOTOGRAPHS BY STEVE SHAW  

beach in the Caribbean, dress them in sinfully sexy swimwear, and 
what do you get? With all due respect to the Hubble Space Telescope, 

the most breathtaking images ever captured by man. So take a 
trip to Turks & Caicos, where the sirens of the real swimsuit issue await.
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Hails from: White Rock, B.C., Canada
Last seen: Brandished on billboards 
worldwide as the face of Guess and 
guest-starring on Smallville and 
Supernatural. 
Hometown pride: “White Rock is 
a painfully small town. It’s right on 
the beach, and I grew up a few blocks 
away. The water is deep green, which 
is kind of disgusting, so I spent a lot of 
time building sand castles.”
Line, please: “I think guys come  
up with lines instead of just being 
honest, because then it doesn’t hurt 
as much when they get turned down. 
I hate when guys scream out, ‘Hey, 
baby!’ Girls do not want to hear ‘baby.’ 
I cringe when I hear it.”
Canuck yuks: “I like modeling, but 
I’m actually more proud of acting—it’s 
so much more complex. I think I would 
be good at comedy…but I don’t know 
why there are so many comedians 
from Canada. Maybe it’s because 
there’s nothing else to do there 
but entertain yourself.”
Recession plan: “I have really bad 
issues with clothes shopping. I like 
Chanel, Fendi, and Hermès…but 
Roberto Cavalli is my weakness. I’m in 
denial about the economy right now. 
Clients aren’t paying as much, and 
you even notice the catering on set  
is different. It’s not quite McDonald’s, 
but it’s changed.”

S A R A H  M U T C H

N O R T H E R N  L I G H T
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“The beach 
can be very 
romantic. 
It really 
depends on 
who you  
are with.”

CANYON  
BEACHWEAR 

SWIMSUIT
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EARTH ANGEL 
CUTOUT SWIMSUIT, 
EARTHANGELSWIM 
WEAR.COM
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“I hate when 
guys scream 
out, ‘Hey, baby!’ 
I cringe when  
I hear it.”

MAGGIE BARRY 
CUTOUT SWIMSUIT
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ASHLEY PAIGE BIKINI

Hails from: London, England 
Last seen: Strutting her stuff for Lee 
Jeans and Roberto Cavalli. 
Hometown pride: “We have a beach 
town near London called Margate. It’s 
pretty much rocks, beer cans, shards 
of glass…amazing, really. Everyone 
should check it out. It’s much prettier  
than Turks & Caicos. In fact, I think 
they should have done the Maxim 
shoot there!”
Beach snack: “Do you know what I 
love? A jug of sangria. I like picking  
the fruit out and sucking on it—so 
good. A chip-butty sandwich is also 
tasty on the beach. First you take 
some French fries, put them between 

C O C K N E Y  C U T I E

two slices of white bread, cover them 
in mayonnaise and ketchup, and voilà! 
It keeps your abs in place.”
Belly up: “I like bellies on guys. Not, 
like, massive ones, but a little hairy 
belly can be very sexy. English girls 
like guys who can eat. A man who 
diets is not a proper man. A guy 
should eat three solid meals a day. 
They’re meant to be big and strong  
to protect their women.”
Cabinet post: “I’m good at making 
cakes and cookies, so I think Obama 
could name me Secretary of Baked 
Goods. When I was at school, we’d 
bake for charity, and everyone would 
say I made the best cakes.”

J A M I E  G U N N S
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“I love a jug  
of sangria  

on the 
beach. I  

like picking 
the fruit  
out and 

sucking on 
it—so good.”
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Hails from: Ohio 
Last seen: Cavorting with broheims 
for Abercrombie & Fitch.
Eerie feeling: “This is my first time 
in Turks & Caicos, and I love it. In Ohio 
the only body of water around  
is Lake Erie, which isn’t so pretty. I  
come from a working-class family, 
so we weren’t able to travel much. I 
especially love the clear blue water 
here. The first time I saw it, I got  
tears in my eyes.”
Beach beats: “I’ve been listening 
to Jack Johnson. I find his music very 
calming and relaxing. But mainly, 
when I’m at home I listen to country. 

B U C K E Y E  B E A U T Y

M E L I S S A  B A K E R

I’m a Rascal Flatts girl at heart.”
Speedo policy: “I’m not a fan, I’m 
sorry. If a guy who wanted to date  
me showed up wearing a Speedo, I’d 
make him change. That actually  
happened to me once. I said, ‘What  
the hell is that?! What are you wear-
ing?’ I can’t do those.”
Recession plan: “If things get worse, 
I’d have to cut back on sneakers. Any 
time I see them in the window, I go  
in and buy them. I especially love  
Jordans and Air Force 1s. I get every 
crazy color and style. If you shop 
around, you can find ones that no  
one else has—that’s what I like.” PHOTOGRAPHS BY ANTOINE VERGLAS
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EARTH ANGEL BIKINI
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Hails from: Cape Town, South Africa
Last seen: Lying about in ads for 
Chanel and Victoria’s Secret.
Jaws attacks: “Cape Town is very 
much by the beach, but the thing is, 
the water is really freaking cold. I’m 
not the best swimmer anyway, plus 
I’m afraid of sharks.” 
Beach reads: “I enjoy celebrity  
tabloids like Us Weekly sometimes, 
but I’m not going to buy any of them. 
I’ll only grab one if my friends already 
bought it, and when they hand it over 
I’ll pretend I don’t care.”

A F R I C A N  Q U E E N

L A N D I  S W A N E P O E L

High roller: “I love to go bowling… 
but I’m really bad at it. I never break 
100. None of my friends like it when  
I play on their team. It’s kind of sad, 
but nobody wants me. I don’t care;  
I’m shooting to be on the cover of 
Bowling Digest one day.”
Cabinet post: “If Obama named  
me to his cabinet, I think I should be 
Secretary of Beaches. I’d advise him 
to go to the islands in Thailand, which 
I loved very much, and Bali, which is 
beautiful and has great food. I’d also 
make sure he didn’t wear a nut hut.” 
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EARTH ANGEL 
BIKINI BOTTOM, 
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“I can be a beach bum, 
but I also like to hit a 
club and dance.”

The Resort The Spa The ClubThe DiveThe Meal Located a mere 
575 miles south 
of Miami, Turks & 
Caicos is a cool, 
convenient party 
spot with direct 
flights from 
around the U.S. 
And, no, it’s not 
just for families. 
These are its 
current hot spots. 

1 2 3 4 5
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MARZIA GENESI BIKINI 
VIX BIKINI TOP 

Hails from: Newport News, Virginia 
Last seen: Working runways for  
Karl Lagerfeld and wearing a painted- 
on bikini in an inferior magazine’s 
swimsuit issue.
Beach patrol: “I love the beach,  
but I’m not a big fan of swimming or  
surfing, because one time the under-
current almost made me drown. So I 
don’t usually go in—I like to just lie  
out and see how dark I can get.”
Line, please: “You should just be 
yourself if you see a girl on the beach 
you’d like to talk to. A lot of guys try 

V I R G I N I A N  V I X E N

to think of clever lines, but we can see 
right through them. One time this guy 
told me, ‘You’ve got some nice long 
legs. I bet you get paid for those legs!’ 
I was like, ‘What is that supposed to 
mean, exactly?’”
Obama mania: “I was on my way 
to London for a shoot, and when 
we landed the pilot announced that 
Obama had won. Everybody started 
cheering. It was great to see how the 
world was reacting.”
Bye-bye, Bush: “My advice for 
George W. Bush as he leaves office? 
Just get the hell out. He’s ready to go.” 

Q U I A N A  G R A N T
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ELIZABETH HURLEY 
BIKINI

Hails from: Fleet, England
Last seen: New to the modeling 
world, but recently selected as a  
prestigious “Love Sexy Elite” model.
In hot water: “I grew up in Fleet, a 
little town near London no one knows 
about. I’ve never been anywhere like 
Turks & Caicos, so it’s rad to go to a 
beach with white sand, not pebbles 
and dirt. Plus, the water is so clear and 
not ice-cold! I went in for the shoot 
and thought, Thank God, because my 
swimsuit was quite small.”

B R I T I S H  B O M B S H E L L

Beach snack: “I used to gag every 
time I smelled fish. When I was 
younger I worked at a fish-and-chips 
place, so I couldn’t eat seafood for a 
while. But I’m past that now.”
Speedo policy: “Would I date a guy 
who wore one? It depends. If he came 
over and tried to chat me up and was 
being serious in a lime green Speedo, I 
would probably just laugh. I’d be that 
rude asshole.”
Obama mania: “I’m not too interested  
in politics, but I know most people in 
England were relieved he won. He’s 
actually quite fit for a president, isn’t 
he? He’s got a great bod.”

V I O L E T  B U D D
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“Thank God 
the water 

here is warm, 
because my 

swimsuit was 
quite small.”
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T H E R A P T U R E 
According to a Time/CNN poll, 59 percent 

of Americans believe the biblical end 

times depicted in the book of Revelation 

will come to pass. If they’re right, the 

Earth shall soon become an especially 

bad Jerry Bruckheimer movie filled with 

demons, plagues of locusts, and rivers  

of blood. On the bright side (at least for 

believers): Before the planet goes to hell 

in a handbasket, the Rapture will arrive. 

Christians will be whisked away to the 
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As Barack Obama is sworn in, the world waits to see if his hair-plugged pal Joe Biden’s prophecy that the 44th 
president will be “tested” in his first six months in office comes true. Our prediction? Probably! Barry O faces 
a global financial meltdown, nuclear threats, and the post-modeling career of Tyra Banks. Armageddon may 
be upon us, but fear not: Anyone who’s read the Bible or seen Resident Evil knows that every apocalypse has 
survivors —including scantily clad hot ones who look like Milla Jovovich. And we’ve got the tools you’ll need to 
make it out alive when Judgment Day arrives. Bust out the duct tape! BY ROBERT LANHAM  

heavens to meet Jesus, thanking their lucky 

stars they weren’t left behind with the world’s 

Muslims, Hindus, Jews, and liberal college  

professors to face a bloody Armageddon. “The 

Rapture is imminent,” says RaptureReady.

com’s general editor, Terry James. “Millions of 

Christians are going to disappear.” And accord-

ing to most evangelicals, our only hope is to 

convert before the Rapture occurs. Guess we’d 

better get to church and start looking for a nice 

Muslim couple to feed the cats.

Survival kit: JESUS IS THE REASON FOR THE 
SEASON sweater, the Left Behind series, a copy of 

that footprints-in-the-sand story, duct tape.

Where to go for sanctuary: The Bible Belt.  

After the Rapture, South Carolina will be your 

own private Idaho. 

Pros: Pat Robertson will finally get raptured  

off the airwaves. 

Cons: Itchy church pants.

BIN LADEN, TAKE 2
No one knows how it will happen. A dirty 

bomb in the middle of Times Square. Suicide 

bombers at suburban malls. A nuclear weapon 

sneaked through security at one of our flimsily 

secured ports. Ever since September 11, 2001, 

we’ve heard it repeatedly: It’s not a matter of 

if we’ll face another terrorist attack, but when.  

Alleged Al Qaeda operatives have been warn-

ing that the next attack will be “worse than 

9/11.” And with the U.S. distracted by Iraq, Al 

Qaeda has been gaining strength in northern 

Pakistan, an unstable and nuclear-equipped 

nation best known these days for being, how 

do we say it, the clusteriest of clusterfucks.  

Survival kit: Shortwave radio, SUPPORT 
THE TROOPS car magnet, duct tape.

Where to go for sanctuary: Vancouver. It’s 

hard to hate a place with all that delicious 

maple syrup.

Pros: Free Bruce Springsteen concerts. 

Cons: Being subjected to Toby Keith’s su-

pertight jeans.

When will this happen? John Scott Redd,  

former head of the National Counterterror-

ism Center, says another strike by Al Qaeda 

is “inevitable.” And, unfortunately, they’re 

as patient as they are bearded: The fuckers 

waited eight years to strike again after the 

first World Trade Center bombing in 1993.   

E L E VAT E D  T H R E AT  L E V E L

L O W  T H R E AT  L E V E L

S E V E R E  T H R E AT  L E V E L

WOR L D WA R I I I
Sure, he’s got a fantastic jump shot, but in a  

volatile world filled with Medvedevs and Ah-

madinejads, does our rookie president have  

what it takes to protect us from global conflict? 

On one hand, our relations with Russia have 

become increasingly chilly ever since they in-

vaded Georgia last year. Meanwhile, our piss-

ing contest with Iran has yet to extinguish their 

nuclear ambitions, and reports claim they have 

enough nuke juice for a functioning bomb.  

Add deeply troubling conditions in Afghani-

stan, Syria, Iraq, Pakistan, Lebanon, and North 

Korea to the overheated gumbo and suddenly 

Kennedy’s big “test”—the Cuban missile 

crisis—feels like a high school production 

of Mamma Mia! If WWIII is on its way, is it 

just a matter of time before there are 

mushroom clouds in our own backyard? 

Because, you know, that would totally 

fuck up those hydrangeas we just plant-

ed back there. 

Survival kit: Radiation suit, duct tape.

Where to go for sanctuary: Australia. 

Anyone who’s seen any postapocalyptic 

movies knows the world ultimately looks 

like Australia, so it’s better to get used to the 

terrain and ’roo burgers sooner than later. 

Learn how to convert a Subaru into a tank when 

you get the chance. 

Pros: Shorter lines at Whole Foods.

Cons: Widespread casualties and mutant radio-

active zombies.

When will this happen? We doubt you’ll need 

to build a bomb shelter or practice ducking  

beneath an elementary school desk anytime 

soon. Recently nuked nations do not make for 

good importers of your oil.

ILLUSTRATIONS BY BRYAN CHRISTIE
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Hot Apoca-lips! Happily, the future will be full of sexy survivors.

68  MAXIM   l   FEBRUARY 2009

THE BIG BUZZ KILL
Weird people who like to wear nets over their 

faces (i.e., beekeepers) have been reporting a 

mysterious “colony collapse disorder” in their 

hives, with bees disappearing across the coun-

try. Stinger enthusiasts in 22 states claim that 

30 to 90 percent of their honeybees have either 

died off or vanished. Is it pesticides? Bee-on-

bee violence? Hive foreclosures? No one knows 

exactly what is going on. And while you might 

think this sounds pretty harmless, Mike Adams 

of the Consumer Wellness Center will tell you  

you’re wrong. Adams reports that a colony col-

lapse could lead to a “dire food supply emer-

gency.” A third of the crops produced in the 

U.S.—oranges, apples, soybeans, and countless  

others—rely on honeybee pollination. Because 

of this, compounded with the reality of popu-

lation growth, some worry that there could be 

widespread food shortages. So start stockpil-

ing Vienna sausages and stealing extra honey 

packets from your local Così sandwich shop.

Survival kit: Vitamin C tablets, honey, a freezer  

full of blueberries, duct tape.

Where to go for sanctuary: IHOP. Their cream- 

cheese-stuffed French toast will keep you full 

into the next millennium. 

Pros: Fewer stings. Plus, if all the bees vanish, 

you will have an excuse for never bringing  

flowers home.

Cons: You’ll have to make your gin and juice 

with Tang.

When will this happen? With each passing 

season, beekeepers worry about a complete ex-

tinction of their hives. Even if this doesn’t wipe 

out humanity, we shudder to think of a Honey 

Nut Cheerio–less world.

 

OUR FEVERISH  
BIOSPHERE
We should have listened to Al Gore: Tipper 

is horrible in bed. Oh, and just as he’s been 

blabbing on about for the past few years, the 

weather is getting weirder by the day. Head-

lines are filled with evidence of terrifying  

climate change: record-setting droughts, hor-

rible floods, extinction of species, ruined ski 

vacations. Global warming is as “frightening 

as a science fiction movie,” said U.N. Secretary- 

General Ban Ki-moon after citing a recent 

international study that posited that the U.S. 

should expect dramatic heat waves and rising 

When will this happen? Biblical soothsay-

ers like Tim LaHaye, coauthor of the Left Behind  

series, say Israel holds the key. Matthew 24:34 

suggests that once Israel becomes a state, as 

it did in 1948, a “generation shall not pass” be-

fore Armageddon arrives. Since some biblical 

scholars qualify a biblical generation as being 

40 years, many predicted the Rapture/Arma-

geddon would happen by 1988. Now many say 

we should forget the 1948 date and focus on  

Israel’s Six Day War in 1967. Which should put 

the Rapture right about… 

ARMAGEDDON 2012 
You’ll probably recall that New Year’s Eve 1999 

was filled with lots of apocalyptic anxiety. That 

was nothing. The real doomsday jitters will  

arrive in 2012—and no, we’re not talking about 

Sarah Palin’s probable presiden-

tial run. On December 21, 2012, 

the 5,125-year cycle that makes 

up the Mayans’ calendar sys-

tem officially comes to a close. 

Some, including the authors 

of The Bible Code and The Nostra-

damus Code, have predicted that 

an enormous comet or meteor 

will destroy the Earth during this fateful year. 

Or worse, says Lawrence E. Joseph, author of 

Apocalypse 2012: An Investigation Into Civilization’s 

End, “The next peak in the sunspot cycle, due in 

2012, is widely expected to set records for the 

number and intensity of solar storms pummel-

ing the Earth with radiation and igniting natu-

ral calamities such as earthquakes, volcanoes, 

and Katrina-size hurricanes.” And we thought 

sitting through Apocalypto was bad.

Survival kit: Sunscreen (SPF 90), rebreather, 

non-Mesoamerican calendar, duct tape.

Where to go for sanctuary: Start investing in 

a moon plot. If the Earth’s gone, even Survivor-

man, Ted Nugent, and MacGyver are going to 

have a tough time improvising.

Pros: Some, like Daniel Pinchbeck, author of 

2012: The Return of Quetzalcoatl, believe an up-

coming evolution in consciousness will make 

humans smarter. Possibly even smart enough 

to know how to pronounce “Quetzalcoatl.”

Cons: We’re gonna get screwed  

on all those 2013 T-shirts that we 

invested in.

When will this happen? The pre-

cise time the Mayan calendar 

comes to its conclusion is Decem-

ber 21, 2012, at 11:11 P.M. Universal 

Time. Bummer— that’s right in the 

middle of The Daily Show! 

L O W  T H R E AT  L E V E L

L O W  T H R E AT  L E V E L

S E V E R E  T H R E AT  L E V E L
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NANOBIOBOTS GONE 
WILD!
In the very near future, your insides may be 

crawling with thousands of self-propelled  

robotic organisms—known as nanobiobots—

that diagnose disease, clean up your arteries, 

and even fight cancer. But there’s a catch: Many 

scientists worry that the endgame will be an 

army of dangerous, self-replicating nanobio-

bots that will reproduce at alarming rates and 

turn the planet into a big ball of so-called “gray 

goo.” Michael Crichton’s Prey, among other  

science fiction novels, addressed the gray goo 

scenario, and many experts agree that it’s a  

legitimate threat. “[Gray goo] will have the 

ability to feed on us until we are extinct,” says 

Alan H. Goldstein, a prize-winning researcher 

in nanobiotechnology. At least the homicidal 

robots in The Terminator were visible!

Survival kit: Teflon body suit, goo repellent, 

duct tape.

Where to go for sanctuary: Branson, Missouri. 

Not even flesh-eating nanobiobots want to go 

to Branson, Missouri. 

Pros: The gray goo would engulf Dane Cook. 

Cons: The gray goo would engulf you.

When will this happen? Scientists believe that 

nanobiobots will be used to battle cancer and 

other diseases in the next five years, so pretty 

soon after that. Yikes!

sea levels that could jeopardize our coasts un-

less we take drastic measures. More good news 

for the residents of Earth: An estimated 75 mil-

lion to 250 million people in Africa could be  

hit with brutal water shortages, and 25 per-

cent of the planet’s animal and plant life could 

die off by 2020. Nice knowing you, African vivi-

parous toad! Of course, some still think climate 

change is a lot of hot air—Rush Limbaugh, 

we’re looking in your OxyContin-popping di-

rection—but it’s getting harder to deny that the 

planet seems to have a lethal hangover from its 

extended bender with the human race. 

Survival kit: Yacht with a wet bar, bathing suit, 

air conditioner, duct tape.

Where to go for sanctuary: Tibet. You can 

brush up on your Buddhism while avoiding the 

rising seas in the Himalayas.

Pros: You’ll be able to buy that perfect beach-

front home—in South Dakota.

Cons: More men wearing flip-flops and short 

shorts in December.

When will this happen? Most experts believe 

climate change is already happening and will 

get worse in the immediate future unless we 

make serious changes now. Fine, we’ll only use 

half a bottle of Aqua Net on our coif before we 

go out clubbing. 

H I G H  T H R E AT  L E V E L

PENICILLIN-PROOF 
SUPERBUGS
There’s an incredibly scary, medically induced 

health-care crisis happening in this country 

right now—and we’re not talking about our 

crippling addiction to NyQuil. The meds that 

people have been counting on for decades to 

treat everything from pneumonia to tubercu-

losis to those burning sensations in the pee-

pee department are becoming useless. Turns 

out the overuse of antibiotics has caused many 

previously treatable bacteria and germs to 

evolve into badass drug-resistant superbugs. 

For a nightmarish example, there’s the drug-

resistant staph infection known as MRSA, 

which was responsible for more than 18,000 

deaths in 2007 in the United States alone,  

according to the Centers for Disease Control. 

Germophobes who are afraid to touch any-

thing at the doctor’s office may be onto some-

thing: More than 100,000 Americans die each 

year from hospital-acquired infections. Sound-

ing the “holy shit!” alarm, the FDA warns that 

“the world could be faced with previously treat-

able diseases that have once again become  

untreatable, as in the days before antibiotics 

were developed.” Plague, anyone?

Survival kit: Condoms, antibacterial soap,  

cootie spray, duct tape.

Where to go for sanctuary: Inside a bubble.

Pros: It’s a great excuse for skipping the gym, 

which is a breeding ground for bacteria and 

staph infections.

Cons: Without penicillin, you can add untreat-

able gonorrhea to your list of concerns after 

sleeping with that skanky cashier from Costco 

with the lazy eye. 

When will this happen? Why waste time? Go 

pick up a potentially deadly staph infection at 

your nearest hospital, gym, or grade-school 

locker room today! 

G U A R D E D  T H R E AT  L E V E L
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OTHING IS WHAT IT SEEMS ON  

the set of NBC’s 30 Rock. Painstak-

ingly constructed to look like the 

backstage of an actual television 

show, the studio has a meta, bizarro-world quality. The sitcom—a corpo-

rate media send-up on which Tracy Morgan plays Tracy Jordan, a high-

maintenance comedian on a Saturday Night Live–like sketch series called 

The Girlie Show With Tracy Jordan—has steadily risen to become television’s 

most buzzed-about (if scarcely watched) comedy. But on the set, located 

at New York’s Silvercup Studios, you’re always struggling to determine 

what’s real and what’s not. Try to use the vending machine and you’ll 

find that it’s a prop full of fake treats with names like Tasty Bites. Head 

through the door marked REST ROOM and you’ll find yourself in a utility 

closet crammed with mops and brooms. 

It is just as confusing trying to separate Tracy Morgan from Tracy  

Jordan. Both Tracys are known for their over-the-top public antics, affin-

ity for exotic dance clubs, overindulgence in drinks and a propensity for 

shirt-shedding and other acts of rampant exhibitionism, leading many 

to believe Morgan is simply playing himself: a hilariously profane (and 

quite possibly insane) comic who climbed his way out of the ghetto to 

star on a hit NBC comedy. In fact, Tina Fey created the role for her former 

SNL cast mate and has liberally mined his life for laughs. When Morgan 

was outfitted with an electronic alcohol-monitoring device, so was  

Jordan. When tales of Morgan getting kicked out of clubs on both coasts 

made him an easy target for the tabloids, it showed up on-screen. As 

Morgan’s marriage fell apart, so too did his alter ego’s. 

Morgan embodies two of the hoariest clichés in comedy: the comic 

who blurs the line between fact and fiction (see Larry David and Garry 

Shandling) and the comic whose public persona is so electrifying that 

the real man burns up (see John Belushi and Chris Farley). In recent years 

Morgan’s behavior has begged the question: Can he continue playing 

himself without killing himself?

“I have a tattoo on the side of my penis that says STOVE TOP,” Morgan 

tells me proudly, referring to the instant stuffing mix. “I’m pretty well-

endowed. A girl told me to get that because I 

stuffed her up like a turkey. She said, ‘You should 

call that Stove Top!’ ” 

It’s about 10 minutes into our interview on a  

day off from shooting, and Morgan wants to talk 

tattoos. He starts ticking them off: a peace sign, a 

BY NOELLE  
HANCOCK  

PHOTOGRAPHS 
BY MARIUS 
BUGGE
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happy and sad face, a cross bearing the names of his ex-wife and three 

sons, the name of a friend he played football with in high school who was 

murdered. He lifts up his shirt, revealing his doughy torso as he displays 

the words ME, MYSELF & I on his back. And then there’s STOVE TOP. 

“He ain’t got no boundaries on what he will do or say,” explains  

rapper-actor Ice Cube, who costarred with Morgan in the church-heist 

caper First Sunday. “The best comedians go too far. A comedian with 

boundaries is basically just waiting to run out of jokes.”

When Morgan’s life seemed to be careening out of control in recent 

years, those closest to him couldn’t help but worry, says Lorne Michaels, 

who gave Morgan his first big break on SNL and his second life on 30 Rock. 

“I wish I could say I knew he was going to straighten out, but I didn’t,” 

says Michaels, and one can’t help but think of Farley and Belushi. “I think 

once he came close to losing it, he realized how much it meant to him 

and he pulled it together.” 

Tina Fey (whom Morgan calls “my sister from another mother with a 

different color”) has said, “The clearest distinction is that Tracy Jordan 

is mentally ill and Tracy Morgan is not.” Morgan resists the notion that 
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James Morgan, became addicted to heroin while serv-

ing in Vietnam and abandoned his family when Tracy 

was six, leaving Tracy’s mom to raise five children alone 

on welfare. James died of AIDS in 1987, when Tracy was 

in high school. Tracy sold crack for a time but gave it up. 

“I started seeing my friends dying and going to jail. I 

have friends who are doing years in the hundreds.” 

When asked if he got into girls early, Morgan takes 

the question literally. “I lost my virginity when I was 

seven years old,” he says. “To my 14-year-old baby-sitter.  

She bribed me for some Oreos.” Ten years later, at 17, he 

became a dad and married his high school girlfriend, 

Sabina, with whom he has three sons—Tracy Jr., 22,  

Malcolm, 21, and Gitrid, 17. At the mention of his kids, 

he shows off a blinged-out diamond necklace that his 

children bought him for Father’s Day. It reads: #1 DAD. 

“There’s requirements to being black! There’s requirements! 

You ever threw a Chihuahua off the roof in the projects?  

You ever got a female pregnant when you was, like, seven? 

Have you ever broke a Puerto Rican dude’s arm for sweat- 

pants money?”

Morgan began honing his stand-up routine in the 

early ’90s with appearances at the Apollo and on Def 

Comedy Jam before joining SNL in 1996. He had a slow 

start, but by the time Morgan left, seven years later, 

his odd characters had become crowd favorites, such as Bronx resident  

Dominican Lou; a womanizing homeless man named Woodrow; a sing-

ing spaceman called Astronaut Jones with a thing for aliens; and Brian 

Fellow, a gay “Safari Planet” host who antagonizes his zoologist guests 

and insults the animals. (Fellow’s thoughts on the porcupine: “That rat 

needs a haircut! Looking all homeless and stuff.”) 

Having built up a cult following, Morgan left SNL in 2003 to star in the 

short-lived NBC sitcom The Tracy Morgan Show, playing a wise-cracking 

car mechanic with kids. The series lasted 16 episodes. “I don’t think the 

network gave it much of a chance,” says Lorne Michaels. “They wanted 

that show to be like The Cosby Show. The experiment didn’t work.” 

“Taming Tracy is probably not the best way to go if you want to get 

the most out of him,” says Jimmy Kimmel, who worked with Morgan on 

Comedy Central’s Crank Yankers. “I mean, he’s nuts. He’s not as nuts as 

Tracy Jordan is, but sometimes he’s close.” 

“I like this corn bread so much I want to take it  

behind a middle school and get it pregnant!” 

MORGAN LOVES THE LADIES. (HALFWAY 

through our interview, he interrupts me to 

declare, “You are so sexy! Let me tell you 

something: I know women, I love them. And 

I see things in you…”) 

Unlike fellow SNL alum Chris Rock, Mor-

gan avoids riffing on world affairs and prefers 

talking about sex, a subject he claims to know 

a lot about. “You gotta keep it spicy,” he says. 

“I’ve worn a black mask with a zipper in the 

back during sex. I like to break out the equip-

ment.” Morgan’s taste for the wild side—

honed over countless SNL after-parties—took 

its toll shortly after he landed 30 Rock: After 

22 years of marriage, Sabina filed for divorce, 

citing his long-term alcohol abuse. Morgan’s 

late-night carousing provided New York’s 

tabloids with seemingly endless fodder. 

“I have a lot of issues. Money, 
women, fast cars, more money, 
more women. Just issues.”
he is playing a fun-house-mirror version of himself. Slouching on a 

couch, dressed in his street clothes—jeans, white sneakers, and a black 

T-shirt that says I HAVE ISSUES across the front—Morgan insists that the 

days of booze-soaked rampages are behind him. “Outside of show busi-

ness, that’s not me. I’m not ‘on’ and funny all the time,” he says. “Bat-

man can’t wear that bat suit all the time. Superman had Clark Kent. Even 

Peter Parker took his Spidey suit off. I can’t wear that Spider-Man suit at 

The Daily Bugle! Outside of show business, I’m Clark Kent.”

“All I know is he was from funky north Philly. He worked in a Campbell’s  

Soup factory, and he had a droopy lip due to an untended root canal.” 

—Tracy Jordan, on his father

IN FACT, MORGAN’S ACTUAL BACKGROUND IS FAR TOUGHER THAN 

that of his on-screen counterpart. Born in the Bronx, Morgan grew up in 

a housing project in Bedford-Stuyvesant, Brooklyn. His father, musician 

No Laughing Matter
The history of comedy is riddled with tragically self-destructive jokers. 
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There was the time in 2001 when the “bleary-eyed” comic was banned 

from the bar Madame X. The 2004 night at Suede when “the highly  

intoxicated comic stripped off his shirt, crawled around on all fours, and 

vomited on the floor.” At a comedy club performance in 2006, Morgan 

“took off his shirt, flashed his pubic hair, and manipulated his nipples.” 

According to Morgan, the absolute bottom was in February 2007, when 

he was kicked out of Prince’s Grammy after-party…at 7 A.M.

At the time, Alec Baldwin told Time magazine, “Tracy will be at work 

in the morning, and I’ll go, ‘Hey, Tray, how you doing?’ and he’ll go, ‘It’s 

bad, Alec…They towed my car last night! Four in the morning! And I  

gotta go to work!’ And I go, ‘But if you gotta be at work, what are you  

doing out at four in the morning?’ The problem isn’t that they took his 

car; the problem is that he was out at four in the morning.” 

After being arrested twice in less than a year on drunk-driving  

charges, he was affixed with a court-ordered Secure Continuous Remote 

Alcohol Monitor (SCRAM) device. The anklet, which tested Morgan’s 

skin for alcohol vapors every 30 minutes, stayed on for six months. The 

incident went down while Morgan was filming First Sunday; his turning 

point came when Ice Cube sat him down for a little tough love. 

“I was just trying to give him some clarity,” Cube says. “I told him if 

he pissed me off, I’d pour beer down his ankle and get him locked up.”

“You know how pissed off I was when US Weekly said that I was on crack? 

That’s racist! I’m not on crack. I’m straight-up mentally ill!” 

“I HAVE A LOT OF ISSUES,” SAYS MORGAN, REFERRING TO HIS T-SHIRT. 

“Money, women, fast cars, more money, more women, the right woman.  

Just issues.” Morgan can afford to have issues: Between his show, his 

stand-up, and outside projects, he now earns several million a year. “I 

spend all my money on sneakers and porn,” he says. (The only excep-

tion? “No lesbian porn. That shit is whack.”) He estimates he owns more 

than 4,000 pairs of kicks and 10,000-odd pieces of pornography. Actually,  

Morgan has a lot of everything: tattoos, energy, cars (a few Jaguars, a 

Lamborghini, a Ferrari, a Bentley), and enough weird pets to make  

Brian Fellow giddy. His menagerie includes a shark, 10 piranhas, eight 

moray eels, a handful of iguanas, and a boa constrictor. He personally 

feeds live fish to the shark and piranhas, and rats to the snake. 

Rising from the couch, Morgan suggests we go shopping for CDs, so 

we jump into a car and head to the Virgin Megastore. On the drive over, 

he eyes the put-together women strutting the sidewalks of New York. 

“I had a nightmare that some plague swept the Earth, and this shit 

became Planet of the Apes,” he says. “I killed about three motherfuckers 

and then offed myself. I ain’t doing this shit without y’all.”

Morgan claims he has stayed away from booze since late 2007 and is 

in bed by 10 most nights. “My sobriety is a beautiful thing to me,” he 

says. “When I partied, I partied like a rock star, but then I put those child-

ish things aside.” He turned 40 in November, and he’s fine with that. 

“I love the fact that I’m 40, goddammit! That’s a fuckin’ milestone! I 

know motherfuckers that died when they was 17.” 

Things are going well for Morgan. He’s testing the waters of the dat-

ing scene and remains on good terms with his ex-wife. 30 Rock continues 

to be the most lavishly praised (and coolest) show this side of Mad Men. 

Morgan has three movies coming down the pipe this year, including the 

David O. Russell satire Nailed, in which he plays a man with an anal pro-

lapse. (If you don’t know what that is, look it up…or don’t.) He also has a 

side gig hosting Sci-Fi’s hidden camera prank show, Scare Tactics.

“If Tracy can keep his head on straight and keep the cap on the  

tequila,” says Kimmel, “I think he’s going to be a big, big star.” 

At the Virgin Megastore in Times Square, Morgan goes unrecognized 

—so much so that a woman starts asking him questions about music. 

“Um, I don’t work here,” he says. A salesman realizes what’s going on 

and rushes over to see if he can be of assistance. Morgan says he’s look-

ing for a CD with the song “The Show” by Slick Rick and Doug E. Fresh. 

“Just stay right here, Mr. Morgan,” the clerk says, recalling Kenneth, 

the eager NBC page on 30 Rock. “I’ll get those for you right away, sir.” 

“No, you don’t have to get it,” he insists. “Just tell me where it is.” 

At that moment the difference between Morgan and his alter ego  

becomes clear. Both men have a lot of toys, but Morgan is the anti-diva. 

He enjoys the hunt, whether it’s for CDs, women, or laughs. But beneath 

all the bluster is an absurdly ambitious guy who made it out of the ’hood 

and into our living rooms and is determined to stay there.

As we part ways, he gives me his cell number and says to call anytime, 

day or night. “Don’t hesitate,” he repeats. “You know what happens to 

people who hesitate?” He pauses a moment. “They get left behind.” 
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aut les mains!” shouts a man 

in blue coveralls and a 

white ski mask as he points 

a Colt .45 pistol at the head 

of the woman behind the 

welcome desk. “Put your 

hands above your head!”

It’s lunchtime on a Sun-

day in August 2007 on France’s Côte d’Azur. In the bistros of Nice’s Old 

Town, tourists scarf down slices of onion pizza or sip the day’s first  

cocktail. Along the beaches of the Bay of Angels, topless sunbathers 

roast under the cerulean sky. But at the Musee des Beaux-Arts, a peaches-

and-cream-colored villa a few blocks from the Mediterranean, an art 

heist is under way. 

“Everybody else, down on the floor!” the man shouts.

His name is Pierre Noël-Dumarais, a hardened 60-year-old French con 

with a rap sheet that goes back decades. He is on the run after escaping 

from jail halfway through a 10-year sentence; he lives underground, 

without papers, a man with no identity. The heist will buy back his life. 

For months he has been casing the joint, charting visitor flows, study-

ing the guards’ shifts. Nice is a party town in August and most people 

are in bed nursing hangovers. The museum is nearly empty.

According to French police, Noël-Dumarais had left Marseilles shortly  

after 8 A.M. in a blue Peugeot van with the other members of his gang: 

Patrice Lhomme, a 45-year-old former amateur boxer and motocross  

rider; 30-year-old Gregory Moullec; Lionel Ritter, 35; and Patrick Chelele-

kian, 52, a Marseilles drug dealer of Armenian origin with a record dating 

back to the events that inspired the movie The French Connection. 

At 12:25 P.M. Noël-Dumarais gives the signal. Two members of the gang 

sprint down the corridor to where a pair of paintings by Pieter Brueghel 

the Elder, Allegory of Water and Allegory of Earth, hang. They rip them off 

the walls and stuff them into plastic garbage bags. Two others run up 

the marble staircase to grab Alfred Sisley’s The Lane of Poplars at Moret and 

finally Claude Monet’s Cliffs Near Dieppe. The big kahuna.

Too big. At 39 inches wide, the Monet won’t fit in the bag. The thieves 

rip the back off, leaving the frame lying on the floor, and race back down 

the stairs. Noël-Dumarais withdraws his gun from the head of the terri-

fied receptionist. The gang runs out of the museum, loads the paintings 

into their van, and drives off. 

In five minutes they’ve made off with $4.1 million worth of art.

*  *  *  *

TWO MONTHS LATER, ON THE OTHER SIDE OF THE ATLANTIC, SPECIAL 

Agent Robert Wittman, head of the FBI’s Art Crime Team, sits in a rental 

car in the parking lot of a Kmart supermarket in the suburbs of Miami, 

waiting for a Frenchman named Bernard Jean Ternus.

He goes through what he knows about Ternus: age 55; from the sub-

urbs of Paris; a resident of Cooper City, Florida since 2006; wife and fam-

ily in Marseilles. Green-card application pending. When applying for a 

visa, he lied about his criminal history, which stretches back 40 years. 

What Ternus doesn’t know is that the man he is about to meet is the 

world’s most experienced art detective, who has been running under-

cover operations around the world, posing as a crooked art dealer who 

specializes in shifting stolen art for crime syndicates and drug barons. 

Anonymity is an undercover agent’s greatest asset, and 52-year-old  

Wittman’s blandly handsome appearance makes him easy to forget, an 

everyman. It just so happens that this particular everyman has recov-

ered more than $225 million worth of art over the past two decades.

Ternus had contacted Wittman through French intermediaries in  

Miami, who said they knew someone who knew someone who had four 

extremely valuable paintings to sell. Wittman said he could maybe help 

and contacted Ternus to arrange a meeting. From that point forward, 

though the Frenchman didn’t know it, he was under surveillance, his  

e-mails and cell phone calls monitored.

A motorbike slides into the parking bay next to Wittman’s. Ternus 

dismounts and gets into Wittman’s car. The agency’s tech experts have 

wired it with enough bugging equipment to spy on most of Miami-Dade 

County. At their first meeting, the day before, at a downtown Marriott, 

Wittman did a double-take when Ternus walked in. He looked just like 

Joe Pesci: 5'8"; thick, dark hair; tanned complexion; stocky, muscular phy-

sique; Hawaiian shirt unbuttoned halfway down; mullet haircut. 

T H E

O F  T H E

H

A R T

H E I S T

BY SIMON WORRALL  PHOTOGRAPHS BY MARIUS BUGGE

In the summer of 2007, in a daring daylight robbery on the French Riviera, five armed and masked criminals 
made off with millions in stolen art. The exclusive story 

of how the world’s greatest art detective took them down.
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After discussing their shared love of motorcycles, Wittman begins to 

soften up his quarry. “So, remind me, where’s home again?” he asks. 

“Marseilles, near the Côte d’Azur. A big city on the sea, like Miami,” re-

sponds Ternus. “My parents have a restaurant there. One day, if you come 

over, I’ll take you.”

“That would be great,” says Wittman.

Pleasantries aside, Ternus shifts in his seat. Wittman knows he needs 

to gain the Frenchman’s trust, make him relax and open up. As Ternus 

speaks, Wittman watches his new target carefully, looking for weak 

spots, things he can exploit. 

“So what have you got for me?” he asks. The deal is on.

*  *  *  *

AT A TIME WHEN THE GLOBAL FINANCIAL SYSTEM TEETERS ON THE 

brink of calamity, art theft remains a growth industry. Few hard figures 

exist, but art and cultural property crime is estimated to run as high as $6 

billion a year, making it the fourth-largest international crime, after drug 

dealing, gun running, and money laundering. Like the legitimate fine 

art trade, the market in stolen work has its own laws and trade routes. 

London and New York, with close to 80 percent of the art market between 

them, are the magnetic poles of the illegal trade as well. 

The great majority of thefts takes place in Europe, particularly in  

Italy, France, and the former Communist bloc. “It’s much tougher to 

steal from a U.S. museum,” says Wittman. “Our guards have guns, and 

it is harder to leave the country. The situation is different in Europe.” 

Though the United States trails the Old World as a source for stolen art, 

since the days of the robber barons it’s been one of the biggest resale 

markets. (In 2007 the London-based Art Loss Register listed 16,117 art-

works in the States as missing or stolen, up from 14,981 the year before.) 

No collector is immune. In 2007 Steven Spielberg discovered that a  

Norman Rockwell painting he had acquired in 1989, Russian Schoolroom, 

had been stolen from a gallery in Clayton, Missouri 30 years earlier.

The boom years of the ’90s produced a new generation of wealthy  

collectors with more money than sense. The criminal fraternity saw an 

opportunity, and as art values soared, the business of art crime became 

more organized—and far more violent. The global trade in stolen art be-

came a truly global business, and found a place as a companion busi-

ness with other forms of organized crime, particularly the drug trade. 

“Art is one of the best ways to move criminal assets around the world,” 

says Vernon Rapley, the head of Scotland’s Yard’s Art and Antiques Unit. 

“You can’t fill your car with drugs or cash. You can’t move cash through 

the banking system without notifying the authorities. But you can stick 

a $50 million painting in the trunk of your car and transport it across 

three continents and no one will ask you anything about it.” Which is 

where Bob Wittman comes in.

WITTMAN LIKES TO SAY THAT THE ART IN ART THEFT ISN’T IN THE 

stealing, it’s in the selling. A rule of thumb is that a stolen painting is 

worth between seven and 10 percent of its value if it stays in the gray, or 

criminal, market. For it to fetch a higher price, it has to get into the legit-

imate art market, a torturous process not unlike food passing through 

the small intestine. The more famous the painting, the harder it is to 

“digest” (see “Decoding the Black Market”). And with the advent of 

electronic databases and instant global communication, it is becom-

ing harder all the time.

The four works stolen from the Musee des Beaux-Arts were so well 

known among collectors that moving them would prove difficult. With 

seemingly incandescent summer light, Monet’s Cliffs Near Dieppe is one of 

a series of sea- and landscapes of Normandy, visited by the French mas-

ter in the 1890s, at the height of his power. The two canvases by Brueghel 

the Elder are masterworks of the Flemish school. And Sisley’s The Lane of 

Poplars at Moret is a stellar example of French Impressionism.

“Criminals think it’s the same as selling any other stolen property, 

like cars or microwaves,” says Wittman. “But people with enough  

money to buy paintings like this do not want ones that they can never 

show off to their friends. Often these things end up sitting in a closet for 

five years as the bad guys try and figure out what to do with them.”

It’s no wonder, then, that Bernard Jean Ternus was so pleased to find 

To Catch a Thief
Recent lowlights in the fast-
growing world of art crime.
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an underworld dealer who shared his penchant for Hawaiian shirts.  

Wittman’s previous meeting with Ternus went a long way in estab- 

lishing a bond of trust, but the FBI agent wants to be sure his prey is 

hooked. It’s time for a honey trap.

The next meeting takes place on a speedboat moored at the Miami 

Beach Marina. Wittman doesn’t attend, preferring to stay in the back-

ground and make Ternus think his time is too precious for partying.  

Instead, he sends his “assistant,” another agent, and a couple of “local  

assets” in bikinis (actually a pair of young and attractive Feds). The crew  

brings along several cases of beer for good measure. Two more FBI agents 

videotape the action from a nearby building. It’s a scene straight out of 

Scarface or Miami Vice, and the Frenchman is right at home. Ternus is one 

of those Frenchmen who hate their own country and are infatuated by 

America: its freedom and vastness, its lack of red tape and bureaucracy.  

In short, it’s a better place to be a criminal. Particularly Florida, that  

sunny place for shady people, the perfect spot to sell stolen paintings.

“I’m going back to France in a couple of days, and I want to be able to 

tell my colleagues we have a buyer,” announces Ternus, digging into a 

plate of shrimp cocktail as one of the female agents fawns over him. “And 

there’s another thing…My colleagues want to buy some Charlie. Maybe 

10 kilos. Can you help us?”

“That’s a lot of cocaine,” the agent says. This is a new development, 

however one the Feds are prepared to deal with if it helps them bust the 

gang. “But we can get you the best fucking Charlie in Miami. We’ll help 

you ship it, too. We’ve got a guy in customs; he’ll fix everything.”

“God bless America!” exclaims the Frenchman, raising a beer.

“God bless America!” chorus the FBI agents.

*  *  *  *

FOR BOB WITTMAN, THE JOURNEY TO BECOMING THE WORLD’S  

leading art crime detective began in Baltimore, where his parents ran an  

antiques business specializing in Oriental art. As a teenager he worked 

after school and weekends in the shop. After his father’s death, he  

briefly ran the operation with his elder brother. It taught him about the 

business side of art and gave him a hands-on education in art history.

Wittman didn’t plan a career in the art world. He studied political  

science in college. A chance advertisement seeking potential agents  

led him to the FBI. “I was 32 years old,” he recalls. “I had an interview, and 

I was inside in six months.”

He was, as the cliché goes, in the right place at the right time. A few 

days before Wittman, fresh out of the FBI Academy, was due to take up 

his post at the Philadelphia field office, an unemployed dancer snatched 

a bronze sculpture from the Rodin Museum in Philadelphia. When an 

agent was sought who could tell the difference between a Rodin and a 

Rolex, Wittman was chosen. “I felt very comfortable with the job,” he 

says. “And, basically, I never looked back.”

For 10 years Wittman was the bureau’s lone undercover arts investi-

gator, but the exponential growth in art crime meant he needed more 

resources. The opening up of the borders in Eastern Europe and the  

Balkans at the end of the ’90s led to a great increase in theft in Western  

Europe, while the wars in Iraq and Afghanistan have led to a huge out-

flow of stolen art. It was the looting of Baghdad’s National Museum that 

led to the formation of the FBI’s Art Crime Team, with Wittman as its 

leader. By 2005 there were eight agents spread around the country.

In a glittering career that has taken him to 20 countries, including  

Brazil, Spain, Peru, and Denmark, Wittman has recovered works by Rem-

brandt, Monet, and Goya; one of the 14 original copies of the Bill of 

Rights; and Geronimo’s eagle-feathered war bonnet. Some months he 

spends as much time on assignment in shadowy bars and far-flung cor-

ners of the globe as he does with his family. “I would prefer that the crim-

inals who stole the art bring it to me,” he says. “But for some reason they 

don’t do that. So I have to go and get it.”

*  *  *  *

WITTMAN AND TERNUS HAD AGREED THAT THE TIME WAS RIGHT  

for a face-to-face meeting with the leaders of the gang, to take place in  

Barcelona. The rendezvous occurs in mid-January at a dingy two-star  

hotel a few hundred yards off the Catalan capital’s main drag, Las Ram-

blas. The room, a small, airless space with a stained carpet and a few 

sticks of cheap furniture, is roasting hot. Wittman and his two associ-

ates take seats opposite Ternus and Patrick Chelelekian.

It is the first time Wittman has seen the Armenian drug dealer in the 

flesh, and he looks even meaner than in his mug shots: a tall, sallow-

skinned man with ash gray hair, a lean face, a pencil-thin mustache, and 

small, dark eyes, like a ferret’s. 

The negotiations drag on nearly four hours. The sticking point is 

the two-part transaction Chelelekian has devised. Two paintings, the 

Brueghels, will be given to Wittman in Barcelona on an agreed date 

“Don’t you trust us?” 
Wittman asks. “You’d 
think we were the FBI!”
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for 1.5 million euros (roughly $2 million). Only once that transaction is 

completed will Wittman receive the other two paintings.

“Don’t you trust us?” asks Wittman. “You’d think we were the FBI!”

It was a line that always worked.

“Of course we don’t,” says Chelelekian, laughing. “But what if the cops 

have got wind of the deal? The other two paintings will be collateral. If 

anyone gets arrested, we use them to negotiate.”

In the early evening, by the time the meeting ends, Wittman feels 

emotionally drained. But the objective has been achieved. They have 

made a deal. Better still: The entire conversation has been recorded by 

a microphone the Spanish police have concealed in a ceiling fan.

*  *  *  *

ART CRIME HAS SEX APPEAL. THE ASTRONOMICAL VALUE OF THE 

works—as well as their beauty and their history—makes them talisman-

ic objects. People who own them are generally fabulously wealthy. But 

art crime is also rife with misconceptions and myths, many perpetuat-

ed by movies and popular fiction. One of the most pervasive myths is 

that of the dashing criminal-collector, as portrayed by Steve McQueen 

in The Thomas Crown Affair in 1968, Pierce Brosnan in the remake 31 years 

later, and in dozens of other films as well. According to this pop-culture 

legend, paintings are stolen “to order” by sophisticated criminals with 

a passion for high living and great art.

“That’s absolute bollocks,” says Julian Radcliffe, a former MI5 agent 

who runs the Art Loss Register out of London. With 170,000 items in its 

database, the ALR is the world’s leading company specializing in recov-

ering stolen art. “In all the cases we have looked at, we have found only 

three where the person was not intending to sell the item. People don’t 

steal for their collections. Criminals steal for the money.”

Dick Ellis, who established Scotland Yard’s Arts and Antiques Unit in 

1989 and helped mastermind the operation that recovered Edvard 

Munch’s The Scream in 1994, puts it more bluntly. “These guys are just 

crooks who will deal in any sort of commodity, from high-performance 

cars to drugs to stolen jewelry. Art is just one part of their business.”

The ragtag collection of lowlifes who ripped off the Musee des Beaux-

Arts could have been poster children for this criminal underworld.

*  *  *  *

THE FINAL MEETING WITH TERNUS TAKES PLACE IN APRIL 2008, AT A  

marina near Fort Lauderdale. Three months have passed since Barcelona.  

In that time the two sides haggled over the final details. Both sides 

agreed on the total price, three million euros, but Wittman remained 

opposed to the two-part deal proposed by the shifty Amenian drug  

dealer. He knew that sting operations of this kind, particularly those 

spanning several international jurisdictions, are fraught enough with-

out having to do them twice. Chelelekian was obdurate.

Negotiations hit a wall when the undercover agents announce they 

once again want to change the way the deal is to be executed. Instead of 

their traveling to France, as previously agreed, they want the deal to be 

closed by a French associate of Wittman’s.

“Who the fuck is this guy?” asks Chelelekian, angrily. “Why have you 

never mentioned him before?”

He is right to be suspicious. Wittman’s “French associate” is actually 

the head of the grandiloquently named Central Agency for the Fight 

Against the Trafficking of Cultural Property, or OCBC. For months  

Wittman’s counterpart in France, Colonel Pierre Tabel has been moni-

toring Ternus, Chelelekian, and their colleagues. Immediately after the 

robbery in Nice, Tabel set up a task force of six detectives. FBI agents have 

no jurisdiction on French soil, and if Wittman’s team were to be directly 

involved in any arrests it could derail a future court case.

“If this is a trap,” says Chelelekian, “and the cops are there, we will tear 

up the two other fucking paintings!”

Decoding the Black Market
A stolen work of art is worth about 10 percent of its 
true value if it stays in the criminal market. To fetch 
a higher price, it must make its way to the legit 
trade. A step-by-step guide: 

1

3

2

4

6

8

5

7

www.fantamag.com



FEBRUARY 2009   l   MAXIM  79

“Patrick is not much of an art lover, as you can see,” says 

Ternus. Everyone laughs. And as champagne corks are 

popped, the five men raise their glasses in a toast.

*  *  *  *

WITTMAN IS BACK IN PHILADELPHIA WHEN THE FRENCH 

Riviera deal goes down. It’s June 4. Shortly before dawn, 

Chelelekian, Lhomme, and Noël-Dumarais leave Marseilles 

to drive 19 miles along the coast to the seaside village of 

Carry-le-Rouet. There, inside a garage on an industrial  

estate, is the blue Peugeot van with four masterworks of  

European art inside it. The three men climb into the cab  

and head back to Marseilles. It’s a Wednesday, traffic is 

light, and they are in a good mood. In an hour or so they 

will be divvying up three million euros. But they aren’t 

alone: For the past month Tabel’s team has been monitor-

ing the gang’s every move. As the blue van winds its way 

along the coast, a series of unmarked police cars are follow-

ing close behind. 

Arriving in Marseilles, the gang heads for the Prado dis-

trict, a residential neighborhood not far from the sea front. 

It is 7:30 A.M. People walk their dogs or sit at outdoor cafés 

reading the papers over coffee and croissants. As Noël- 

Dumarais waits by the van, Chelelekian and Lhomme  

walk a few hundred yards to a bar where they’ve arranged 

to meet a French undercover agent. The agent will hand over 

the money, then Lhomme and Chelelekian will take him to the van and 

hand over the paintings. The bar is almost empty when Chelelekian and 

Lhomme walk in. They choose a corner table and order coffee, the ten-

sion nearly unbearable as they await their quarry. Five minutes later an-

other man arrives. He wants to talk about the deal, but Chelelekian is 

jumpy. He suggests they go for a walk.

From an unmarked patrol car half a mile away, Tabel keeps track of  

the operation over the radio. There are now more than 50 police officers, 

some disguised as street cleaners, postmen, or ordinary passersby,  

waiting in and around the street. Others watch the van. In Cooper City, 

Florida, FBI agents are staked out around Ternus’ house. 

The three men are about to enter another bar and complete the trans-

action when the cops strike. Agents with guns drawn spill out of door-

ways. Others launch themselves at the men with flying tackles. Motor-

cycles and police cars, sirens blaring, block off the adjacent streets and 

begin to usher onlookers away. Tabel’s assumption that the men are 

armed turns out to be correct. Chelelekian has a Colt .45 pistol concealed 

under his denim jacket. Noël-Dumarais has a Czech-made hand grenade 

in his pocket. But the men are overpowered so quickly that they barely 

have time to cry out, let alone defend themselves. Bundled to the ground 

and handcuffed, they lie facedown on the pavement, gasping like dying 

fish. Down at the sea front, police swarm the Peugeot and take down 

Noël-Dumarais. Inside the van they find the two Brueghels, the Monet, 

and the Sisley, carefully packed in cardboard boxes.

Meanwhile, in Florida, Ternus is in his pajamas when the SWAT team 

breaks down the door of his house. His wife and children are asleep  

inside. Ternus offers no resistance as the agents overpower him. Six days 

later he pleads guilty to conspiring to transport four stolen paintings. 

He also pleads guilty to visa fraud for having lied about his criminal  

record in his visa application. Ternus’ American Dream is over.

*  *  *  *

IT’S SEPTEMBER 19, 2008, AND THERE ARE ABOUT 100 PEOPLE PACKED 

into a restaurant outside Philadelphia: art experts and curators, muse-

um security chiefs and art shippers, plus a bevy of burly FBI agents with 

guns in shoulder holsters under shiny G-man suits. There are also sev-

eral high-ranking female agents, severe-looking women in dark two-

piece suits. Bob Wittman’s wife, Donna, his three adult children, and his 

petite mother occupy the table of honor in front of the podium. 

The crowd has come to say farewell to Special Agent Wittman, who,  

after 20 years of chasing stolen art, is retiring at the age of 53. He works the 

room, cracking jokes, slapping backs, oozing charm. “I think the secret  

of his success was his ability to step into another role completely,” says 

Ron Simoncini, a former NYPD detective and now head of security at 

the Museum of Modern Art in New York. “And to do it so convincingly 

that the people he was dealing with thought he was just as unscrupu-

lous as they were.”

Now the world’s most successful detective is swapping his badge and 

gun for pen and paper. In October he signed a six-figure book deal with 

Crown publishers. There are speaking engagements at home and abroad. 

But even in retirement Wittman won’t allow his face to be photographed. 

There are too many criminals who’d love to know the true identity of the 

smooth-talking agent who sent them up the river. He may also still need 

to go undercover, though not for the FBI: He’ll now be sleuthing for his 

own art security and recovery company, RobertWittmanInc.com. He is 

much in demand with foreign governments.

For a man who has spent years pretending to be someone else, exhib-

iting emotions not his own, Wittman seems genuinely moved as he 

steps to the podium to receive a gift from his colleagues: a giclée of the 

Philadelphia Museum of Art. As he hugs his wife and children, he has 

tears in his eyes. “I hope it’s not stolen,” he jokes.

When the men enter the bar, 
the cops strike, spilling out of 
doorways with guns drawn.
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You’ve wrapped two new films and rolled with Beyoncé Knowles. What better 
time to take off to Vegas with your pals and throw care 
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and the dice to the wind? Live from the Palazzo Casino, The Brothers 

FEBRUARY 2009   l   MAXIM  81

Bloom star Adrien Brody and his boys ante up in style.
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THAT’S ONE SERIOUS BEARD, MAN.
A lot of us actors are bearded when we aren’t 

working, because we usually have to be 

clean-cut or look a certain way for a part. I 

kind of stopped doing anything for a while, 

including shaving, and just enjoyed life.

WHAT WAS YOUR STYLE AS A KID?
I grew up in New York, so that influenced  

my sense of style. At 13 I wore windbreakers 

and had a tail hairstyle. Kids wanted to 

jump me on the corner and cut it off. 

WHAT WAS EVERYONE ELSE WEARING?
It shifted between Saturday Night Fever and 

Hells Angels. Those were pretty much the 

only two looks. 

YOU’RE PICTURED SOMETIMES WITH A  
HIP-HOP LOOK.
It’s probably more accurate to say I revert  

to my adolescence now and again. 

BUT NOW YOU’RE A STYLE ARBITER, AND YOU 
WERE THE FACE OF ZEGNA MENSWEAR.
I have access to clothes that were unattain-

able to me back then. I bought my first real 

suit—a nice suit, actually—for about 20 bucks  

at a thrift store. I wore it to my first movie  

premieres. I didn’t have the resources to 

buy designer clothing. None of my friends 

see me as a style icon. They see me in baggy 

jeans, a T-shirt, and a hoodie.

WHAT’S YOUR WORST LOOK EVER?
I have a picture on my refrigerator that my mom took. It’s me in a pool 

hall. I was wearing a pair of baggy, horizontal-striped Girbaud jeans and 

a big sweatshirt with parallel stripes all over it. It’s seared into my mem-

ory every time I look at it. It’s a constant reminder of what not to do.

YOU REALLY PLANTED ONE ON HALLE BERRY AT THE OSCARS. 
I was in such an overwhelmed, emotional state that I’m surprised I had 

the presence of mind to convey what I had been feeling. I just ran with 

this outpouring of emotion. Even though I’m not the most uninhibited 

person, I’ve been able to let that guard down under pressure. 

WHAT’S YOUR BIGGEST CELEBRITY INDULGENCE?
I bought myself a Corvette Z06, and I built my own engine. It was nice to 

buy a new car and be able to assemble it. I grew up racing muscle cars 

and building real jalopies. But I don’t have any extreme luxuries.

DOES FAME HAVE ITS DOWNSIDE?
Nothing is perfect. But when you’re a struggling actor, you’d like a little 

attention. You know? Sometimes I’m happy to deal with too much.

hen Adrien Brody walked 

away with the best actor 

Oscar for 2002’s The Pianist, 

he represented a new kind 

of leading man. Unconven-

tionally handsome, his an-

gular frame, Pinocchio nose 

(broken three times), and  

impromptu tongue-in with Halle Berry set him apart from  

a Tinseltown adrift with carefully scripted pretty boys. 

Since then the 35-year-old Queens, New York native has 

kept moviegoers guessing, both with his distinctive roles 

and his idiosyncratic style. Whether noiring it in Hollywood-

land (2006) or upstaging a computer-animated gorilla in King 

Kong (2005), the guy can wear clothes like nobody’s business.  

He suits up like a runway stud in his two new releases, as an 

ascot-wearing con artist in The Brothers Bloom and a 1950s-era 

record honcho in the Chicago-set Cadillac Records, opposite 

Beyoncé Knowles (as Etta James).

Off the set Brody likes to leave the Norelco behind and hit  

the Vegas Strip, often with his close friends, like rap singer 

Simon Rex and real estate developer Nicholas Boeck, who 

both joined him for this ring-a-ding-ding fashion shoot. 
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Unmatched Speed And Performance

M17 Notebook
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I wish I had a dollar for every patient or person
that asked me over the last few years about
increasing the size of “that certain part of the male
body.” The preoccupation with size that men have
is a mystery to most women. The fact is it is
completely normal for most men to want to be
larger. It doesn't matter if they are smaller than
average, average, or larger than average. It's even
been my experience that guys that are almost too
big, so big in fact that many women wont go near
them with a ten foot pole (sorry about that) still
want to be larger!

I was so intrigued by this fact that I started to do
research about the "so called" male enhancement
pills that came on the market several years ago.
The concept that a simple pill could noticeably
increase the size of a man’s organ seemed
plausible, but I wanted to know more. I had done
much research over the years about certain
sexually enhancing compounds available, so I
believed the concept was sound that a pill could be
made to make a man larger.

My first task was to look at some of the ads I had
seen in magazines for male enhancement. There
were some amazing claims by many of these
makers. My personal favorite was a cream that
claimed to make men instantly larger. I had to
laugh out loud when I read what it said. The ad
read, “apply cream, rub vigorously, increase your
size.” I thought for a minute and then decided you
could put virtually anything on a man, including
guacamole, and if he rubbed vigorously it would
increase his size. Then there was an ad for a pill,
that if taken daily, would increase the length of a
man by 3 to 4 inches in just a few short days (sorry
about the “short” comment).

I'm sorry, but after all those years of medical
school, I know enough about anatomy to know that
a guy who is 5 inches in length isn't going to add 3
to 4 inches to his little friend unless he buys a rope,
gets a large brick, finds a bridge and...well, you get
the picture. At about this time I was beginning to
think that perhaps these makers hadn't found the
magic mixture of compounds I had hoped they
might have.

As the founder of both the Stein Medical Institute
and the Foundation for Intimacy, I have spent most
of my adult life trying to improve men and

women's sexual health. I pride myself on being the
best medical doctor I can be and my reputation is
important to me. So, when out of the clear blue sky,
I got a call from the makers of Extenze, the leader
in male enhancement, wanting me to be in one of
their TV commercials, I thought, “Boy, did they
pick the wrong guy!”

Little did they know that I had done real research
into this concept and had recently looked at some
of these male enhancement products. But the
makers of Extenze seemed to be genuinely

convinced that their product really worked, and they
claim to have sold over 100 million capsules to men
all over the world. “Over 100 million capsules taken
by men.” With that single declaration, they had my
interest. Either Extenze really worked or these guys
were the world’s greatest snake oil salesmen. So I
requested that they send me Extenze formula so I
could review it, then we would talk.

I then visited the Extenze.com web site, where I
found a page that showed the top twelve adult film
stars, all holding Extenze and endorsing it. I thought
to myself, “Is it possible Extenze actually works?” 

The next day I received the proprietary Extenze
formula and there it was, virtually all of the
ingredients that I hoped would be in a male
enhancement product, 19 pharmaceutical grade
nutraceuticals. There was Yohimbe (which used to be
available by prescription only,) L-Arginine,
Maca...all of it was there.

I contacted the makers of Extenze the very next
day and asked them what they needed me for. They
explained that they had a desire to have a medical
doctor in their T.V. commercials to talk about the
effectiveness of the ingredients in Extenze. At that
moment an idea sprang into my head. I told them if
they would let me improve the formula of Extenze,
I would do the commercial for free!

Before I knew it I was working with their

chemists at the manufacturing plant where we
added the most revolutionary thing to the formula
of Extenze. We added DHEA, also known as the
"mother of all hormones.” DHEA is the most
important human prohormone and is the
prohormone that converts into testosterone in men.
DHEA levels decrease with the aging. Production
peaks in a man’s early 20's, and declines about
10% every 10 years. Low levels of testosterone
can lead to low sex drive and a smaller sex organ.

After a few more weeks of tweaking the formula
of Extenze, we were done. The new Extenze
formula has been selling even better then the old
formula, with over 75% of sales to repeat
customers. Extenze has been on the market for 7
years and has sold almost a quarter of a billion
capsules to men all over the world. It doesn't
matter if you're 18 or 80 years old. In my opinion
Extenze can make you larger, harder and increase
both your intensity and pleasure and it is as simple
as taking a single tablet daily. Extenze is so sure it
would work for anyone that they're sending out a
free one-week supply of Extenze for nothing more
then the cost of a postage stamp. You can contact
them directly at 800-586-0302. I recommend any
man healthy enough to engage in sexual activity
should try Extenze. You have nothing to lose but a
lot to gain.

Male Enhancement Pills . . .
Is it a Hoax or Do They Really Work?

“a pill that, if taken daily,
would increase the length of 
a man by 3 to 4 inches.”

Advertisement

"they claim to have sold 
almost a quarter of a billion 
capsules to men."

A Pill That Can Increase Your Size!*

800-586-0302
*These statements have not been evaluated by the Food and Drug Administration. ExtenZe is
not intended to diagnose, treat, cure, or prevent any disease.

   www.ExtenZeMaxim.com

FREE
week
supply

Also Available at:

Just pay for the postage stamp.

www.fantamag.com



96  MAXIM   l   FEBRUARY 2009 BY JASON ROEDER AND MIKE SACKS

The Decider: 
She Loves You or Loves You Not? 
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