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The rval Steve Martin, fop, end impersonstor Mike Henmoid, abore, by Ken Feil

.Thé“ Many

Martins

In a Crazy Contest

le f.:.'n.n ﬂl.rrfulF

Take Seve Martin, please,

It was supposed to be a wild and crazy night
o Steve Martln look-a-dlke comtest sponsared by
o local radio station, and the clone army came
tx ompele,

There were Stove Martins in romted white
tuedas, 18-year-odd Steve Martins, Steve Mar-
ting with dogs, Sleve Marting with hallaans on
their keads and apectacies with fake poses on
their foces, Steve Marting with straighl gray
hakr and Steve Mariins with real gray hatr

As it turned out, “wild and cragy™ was an
understatement for the evening.

It wasn't that everyome didn't have o good
iime last might, it was jusi thal everyone was
about the precise namber of pecple who showed
zp, There were over 8 dozen conlesismis, (hera
were over a thousind people In the audisnce
packed inlo a room thal holds 350, and outside
ihers wiere the 1,500 pesple whe didn't get in
They owverflawed the three {looras of tho Aarrl
oil Twin Bridges Hotel, jamming the halls, and
backed up traffie of surrounding highways for
moTe tham an hour, They scared the wils oul of
ihe people who hed expecied a small, iotimate
fettogeiher.



The WPGC dlze jockeys who organ-
ized the event sat near the stage, chain-
smoking elgareites. “Hey, Scoit,” some-
one yelled at Scott Woodside, one of
the morning desjays, “they wod't let
your ald lady in here.” Woodside look-
ied blanik.

“Hey Scott, the trafflc’s backed up
for two miles out thore,"

“0Oh my God.” Woodside said, draw
ing the words oul one at a Lime,

“Hey Seotll, there's 8 guy out there
he's a contestant and he's erving,
Beolt, he's with his mother ™

Woodside wineed.

Bot eventually all of the would-he
contestants made it into the Chess-
peake Room. There wis Allen Lufer,
With a emall live dog named Josh and
the requisite white suit and some fake
feces that he dangled &t appropriste
MOmants,

“I've always loved that guy,” Luager,

a Mercedes car galesman, sald of Mar-
tin. “He's not afraid to do anything."
After his act, Luger looked down
mournfully at Josh. “Usually he sings
with me,” he said. “I guess tonight he
wias too seared to sing.”

Steve Porna made it onto the stage
for his five minutes of fame as well,

Most of the time he works in a depart-
mefit #lore, sometimes startling ous
fomers by asking them If they would
be interested in any fur-lined sinks or
5300 socks, two of the most iried and
irue bits in Martin's routine.

“Tt's & realistie kind of humor, you
know,” Perna said. “It's the kind of
stuff we would all say If we could get
it out.*

And then there was Dave Gardner,
who wowed the crowd for his five

minuies only to find that he had ad-
libbed so0 muoch material that hae
hadn't had time for the grand finale.

"The tulu” he moaned. “I didn't ge:
to show them the tuto®

The tutu It turned oot was undes
the white suit and was to be the piece-
de-resigtance of Gardner's [mitatlons
of a Crech Playboy bunny. “I finally
found something [ eould do well®
sald Gardner, who Is 20 vears old and
works as an ar traffic controller at
National Afrport. I went on with only
one beer bul when they started laugh-
ing I really loved it."

The evenlng went on, with imlta-
tions of Steve Maortin on helium, hip
ple Stevae DMartins, Steve Martins
fresh from the wars of acne, and
Steve Martine who exeeeded sven
Steve Martin's scotnlogical humaor.

Finally It was time for the flve f-
nalists ta be chosen and to make thelr
last 30-second bid for stardom. Gard-
ner was one of the chosen, He got to
do the tutwn. The erowd went wild. "I

Sieve Mortn

pcan'l bBelieve I, screamed Gardner's
wife, Barbara, “he's a welrdo but 1
love him."

Lisaking most bemuzed al the waves
upon waves of blown-dry, high-and-
dry, and freeze-dried college studenis
who had come oul for the event, was
Patrick Flizgerald, a dead-ringer for

Steve Martin who had come on stage
without & routine but simply because
he had had two years of people mis
taking him for the real thing.

*“I'm just an average kind of guy”
Flizgerald said. “But If evervone tells
vou you look lUke someons else, what
are you gonna do?



