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The NEW Subaru XV

- PLAYBOY

Confidence
on all terrain 64

[t's A Man's Warld

Actor John Hamm is Don Draper in the TV hit series Mad
Men. He arrived in Hollywood with $150 in his pocket,
some family with whom he could crash, and a dream. In
this PLAYBOY Interview, he explains how five seasons of
Mad Men later, he will never look back. [Page 54]

PICTORIALS

May Playmate: Aamz
102 Ladies' MNight With The Playmat

124 Wink Luiza Hry

REGULARS

t?oand_;h\_s barcode.
with your sm e

or tablet to learn
more about the Subaru XV

— | SUBARU CAPE TOWN _Voted the TOP Brand
= 0 SUBARU To book a test drive call in dealer After-Sales Service

in South Africa*
Confidence in Mation 021 430 8000
www.subarucape.co.za *AUTOBRANDS Survey 2011, Car Mag Feb 2012
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Churchill, Twain, Liszt, Hemingway and many a man who
has made his mark in this world shared the same vice -
the enjoyment of a good cigar. [Page 94]

THE SFORTURA EHRONG
» THE MEASURE OF GREATNESS.

SEX

82 PLAYBOY Advisor

84 Your Brain On Sex

LIFESTYLE

90 Matoring: Lamborghini Aventador LP700-4

94 ntlemen’ rner: Cigar

9% Audio:The Long Player Pl fi

100 Timepieces Seiko /ﬂ:w SEIKO

114 Fashion: Bruno Mars In Hawaii SEIKO DEDICATED TO PERFECTION

118 rooming: r Styli

SPORTURA. For more than a century, both SEIKO and FC Barcelona have, in our different arenas, been dedicated to perfection.

Now, we are partners, celebrating our shared determination to be the best with the new Sportura Chronograph. SEIKO invented the
quartz chronograph in 1983 and has timed world class sport for 50 years. All this experience comes together in the new Sportura.
With 10 bar water resistance, a sapphire crystal and a 1/5 second chronograph, Sportura is the watch chosen by perhaps the

greatestteam in world football. seikowatches.com

For mare information, contact Treger Brands on +27 861 22 0861
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[PLAYBOY Presents]
WOMEN OF

POLAND

Why would a Pope, the US Playmate of
the Year and an Oscar-winning director all
walk into a bar in Poland? Because they

MAGDALENA PSIUKY

are Polish. Get it? If you love ensnaring
Eastern Europeans, the women of
PLAYBOY Poland are no laughing matter.
It is only logical that the forefather of

the musical romanticism era, composer
Frédéric Chopin, was Polish. This classical
Casanova may have spent his days in Paris,
but his heart remained with the porcelain-
skinned beauties of his homeland.

‘Women with eyes bluer than the ice over
Warsaw in the dead of winter provide no
shortage of inspiration. Polish astronomer
Nicolas Copernicus discovered that the
earth revolved around the sun, but these
women will have your head spinning
around their radiant beauty. Or perhaps
it's just the Belvedere talking. Or maybe a
little bit of both. £1

by blake michael

SYLWIA ROMANIUK by Wojtek Bakiewicz

ka-Filluk A
MONIKA KALISZ by Tomek Tomkowiak

BN
.

MONIKA PIETRASINSKA by

A

—

KATARZYNA SEAFRON by Mik: 3 EANETA NIZNIKOWKSA by Lukasz Pecak IZA MIKA by Wojtek Bakiewicz | AGNIESZKA SZCZEPANIAK by
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AUDIENCE CONNECTION

=

ABOVE & LEFT: PLAYBOY South
Africa’s first anniversary party @
Blakes Bar, Cape Town.

SUNFLOWER FUND CHARITY GOLF DAY
ABOVE: April Playmates, Tatum &
Tanisha Jenzen signing magazines and
promoting Axe.

BELOW: 2012 Playmates, the Jenzen
Twins (April), Yolandi Wiggett (Feb),
Imogene Meyer (Jan), Bunny and Kate
Lovemore (March).
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iHome
[on page 261

L s
Mass Effect 3 from EA MAS,E_FB

[on page 301 Sl a

Pyrat XO Reserve

Pink Pigeon

Hamper (on page 341

Philips AquaTouch Shaver
[on page 1171

One lucky reader will win a
stunning wet/dry AquaTouch
electric shaver from Philips.
Value R699.Tell us why you'd
rather shave wet or rather
shave dry, and email your name
and cell number to shave@
playboy.coza, Competition
closes 31 May 2012
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The Orphan Master’s Son
By Adam Johnson

[on page 1041

ATH MAY
| MOST TALKED-ABOUT MEN'S MAGAZINE 12TH MAY
* Past 28 days viral reach: 778,463 [
= New LIKES past month: 5,859
= Total PLAYBOY SA LIKES: 27,794

19TH MAY

LEBRATE ONE YEAR IN SOUTH
INVITES YOU TO A NIGHT OF
MISCHIEF IN A TOWN NEAR YOl

BLAKES | CAPE TOWN STH MAY

18TH MAY HUST | JOHANNESBURG

MOVIDA | JOHANNESBURG
CUBANA | STELLENBOSCII
MOLOKO | PRETORIA

26°TH MAY BOULEVARD | DURBAN

EVENTS@PLAYBOY.CO.;

WWW.PLAYBOY.CO.ZA
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Zoopy is a mobile vide i vering bile-sized videos of the latest news, sports and entertainment, all made )| Weh/Mobile: www.zoopy.com * blog.zoopy.com i
especially for mobile so your phone ve it! Visit zoopy.com or download their app on iPhone, Blackberry, Facebook: w com * Twitter: Facebook:
Android and Nokia. E L
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DIE ANTWOORD UK TOURIST
GAGA FANS IN JAILED AFTER | after SA Police Mistake Bath
TWITTER ROW SA POLICE |/ e e
MISTAKE §¥

BATH SALTS
FORTIK

Police jailed a London tourist

in Pollsmoor prison, after they
mistook his 9.5kgs of bath salts
for Tik. If we had 9.5 kgs of
bath salts, we would have just
pretended it was Tik

EEEEE B VRS N RSN ¥ § SRS B i DS § R § R § ey P I R R T I L R R R T e

ADOPTS A BABY BOY

The Benoni beauty adopted her first child,
an African American bay, named Jackson.
Congratulations Charlize, especially for
getting to him before Angelina Jolie

AMOR VI'ITONiE COLLAPSES

loost van der Westhuizen's wife, Amor Vittone, collapsed on a flight from
Jo'burg to Cape Town due to a panic attack. The upside is, now she can sell
another story to Huisgenool.

- RACING FIT

* J . It was off to the r.

Playmates Yolandi #

-es recently, when

alherbe (Miss
July 2011} and Tshego Seakgoe (Miss
May 2011) were invited down to

the Killamey racing complex by

the Bikefin Honda team, for the

most recent round of the Weshank
SuperSeries. The racing was close with
plenty of barging and scufiling out

on the track; this was also the case in
the p

, where the Playma igned
=5 of their issues, and posed for

tures with fans old and new

r
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BULLARD WHERE WILLIT END?

Problem of Obesity

‘ve just learnt from Sky TV that a new

stucly in the UK reveals that two rashers

of bacon for breakfast every morning

increases your
by 19 percent. In fairness, the morning

bacon rasher featured prominently in the
news report because it was thought it would

resanate with viewers, but the study applied

to all processed meats. They all increas

your chance of getting cancer apparently,

You prabably won't be surprised to

eating habits one iota. | don't eat a f

every mo e days when

g but th
four rashers of

ice fatty back bacon, a

couple of sausages,

two eggs, tomatoes and

mushrooms all washed
down with some strong
tea are exactly what
the body cries out far.
Not forgetting that
great British culinary

masterpiece... a fried slice of bread, crisp

and just cozing carcinogens

In my almaost 60 years on the

things have remained constant. The first
is the search for a solution to the Middle

East problem. My own thoughts on the

matter are that there is no solution and if

there were, then an awful lot of people

morning with

absolutely nothing to do

day. The second is that most of the things
they sell in food supermarkets can kill you

The general rule is: the better it tastes,

the more chance you have of dying. The

only problem is that what was thought to

have been insane

Y
ago is now acknowledg;

gerous 20 years

reasonable quantities. For example, when
I was at school, government propaganda

(via the Egg Marketing Board) encouraged

hances of gelling cancer

earn that this hasn’t changed my breakfast
Fup

e Middle Fast would wake up in the

ed to be healthy in

us to go to work on an egg. Then eggs

became suspect and a potential cause of
something or other, and it was suggested
that a maximum of three a week should be
consumed. Much the same has happened

aver the years with butter, m

cooking oil, pork, wheat products and

rine,

virtually everything except lentils. Lentils
have yet to produce a major health scare.
Although no scientific proof currently
exists, | am prepared to bet that food health
g

scares increase your chance of gett

cancer by 22 percent.

The correct reaction to all of
phooey

115 I8 to say

" and defy death by eating as much

Once you start treating fatties as victims you may as well give
up. They'll constantly be badgering for state-sponsored choccie
bars to feed their habit and demanding extra wide seating on
the Gautrain.

of the “dangerous
hecause wi

product as possible

1 a couple of years the health

nannies will have decided that something
else is a killer food and that, contrary to
hers of bacan

earlier stud everal

every mornir

increase the life span of

s by 15 percent

=

Far more important than the ki
foods, though, is the problem of obesity,
and this is something that the expanding

waistline of South Africa really needs ta
look at seriously. The Brits now want to
put extra taxes on junk food and anything
that turns people into lard mountains. The
in the UK

political correctness forhids people from

prablen of obesi

is huge, but

commenting about the body shape of other
people. Over there, tubbies are regarded
as victims and so the government has to

tread delicately so as not to offend anyone.

2
PLAYBOY

This it does by releasing information on
the increased risk of heart disease, hints on
e to drink

every night, and statistics on how many

how many units of alcohol it's sa
waork days are lost every year because
people are too fat to get through their front
doors. Nene of this has workesd, so the last
resort is to up the tax on fatty foods and

encourage chocolate bar manufacturers 1o

drop the calories per bar, which will make
little or no difference.

The right course of action would he

to name and shame and, for this reason,
I rath

slavis

r hope that South Africa won't

low the British model of

political correctness. Once

you start treating fatties as
victims you may as well
give up. They'll constantly
e badgering for state
sponsored choccie bars

to feed their habit and
demanding extra wide
seating on the Gautrain. They'll claim

that they can't find dignif
because they are too fat and th

>d employment
t the

taxpayer must therefore feed and house
them for free. Far belter ta m

e things

clear from the outset and declare “fatism”

1o be on a par with all the other “isms”
axism. Only
in be openly mocked by

like racism, mysoginism and

when fatties

7 the

702 presenters will we begin to solve
problem. Only when obese people are
frightened to leave their homes for fear of
public opprobrium can we look forward

to a nation of svelte bodies. And if Pravin

Gordhan wants to introduce a tax, it

should be on the difference between the

actual and recommended body weight
levied on a rising scale. He might like to
start with a few political colleagues and

BEE beneficiaries. El

—— AT

THERE ARE FASTER WAYS OF MAKING WHISKEY,
WE JUST DON'T CARE TO USE THEM

T S

Jennessee

Not for Sale to Persons Under the Age of 18.
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LEAH HAWKER

he’s already shot our very own
Jade Fairbrother as Miss September

and we liked her work so much
that we selected Leah Hawker for the
prestigious Playmate of the Year pictorial.
‘When Leah isn‘t shooting commercial
assignments she’s most likely working
on one of her privately commissioned
nudes. Women in their 20s to 40s are
undressing in front of her camera for
steamy yet tasteful pictures, some of
which we've featured here for your
viewing pleasure...

Leah started photographing the (mostly
naked) female form while completing
her graduate thesis on erotic female
stereotypes. Since then, she’s gone on
to develop an even broader portiolio
in this genre. Leah combines a

strong conceptual art base with her
understanding of women and society’s
effects on female identities, blending her
bold personal style to create magic in
her images.

“Maybe being a female photographer

is an advantage, but, having a strong
vision and knowing how to make your
model feel confident and sexy is what
really matters,” she says. “The bizarre
and funny situations that come with this
job are priceless, like shooting a tied-up
and blindfolded model in the dungeon
of the Castle (of Good Hope) while
trying to avoid the Korean tourist groups
or having your model pour copious
amounts of honey all over herself. For
maost, its not everyday you whip your kit

off for saucy images.” v]

MAY 2012




[PLAYLIST naey man-seace

“=ITSAMAN'S WORLD

There are certain things modern man cannot do without: pink soap, motorbikes, fridges disguised In every episode of Seinfeld, there
. - - Is a Superman somewnere.
as guitar amps, electric skateboards. We're a practical bunch here at PLAYBOY.

' \ Sounds. Real. =

The headphone and earphones business is a’booming in this head-down iPod and

= A& nof-that-Rind-of-diesel Ducafi

This Italian beauty is a makeover of Ducati’s Monster 1100 EVO by Renzo Cats have over 100 vocal cord
Rosso and his team of designers at Diesel clothing. As if this high-performance sounds. Dogs have about 10.

1100cc naked street-fighter was not monstrous enough, the matte bladk finish,

vellow accents and military green paint-job make it the perfect two-wheeler
for would-be assassins, the macabre, brawlers and... fashion designers. '\

tablet culture. The antisocial social networking world demands privacy in public,
and this includes the pleasant joy of portable audio. Thankiully, for those who
like their music to sound like music, there are options. Marshall offers the
Black FX Major (aproximately R200), made with all iThings in mind, for those
whao like to rock “n roll all day, and sleep at night. Then there are the Miles
Davis In-Ear Speakers by Monster (R3,900). Tuned for the jazz connoisseur,
these earphones reproduce the most accurate acoustic tones possible.

Montpelier, Vermont is the only US
state capital without a McDonald's.

R I A A I

The Boston University Bridye
is one of the few places in the
world where a hoat can sail Yes, this is REAL Fight Club
"n“er a t'ain nri"i“g “nder a soap, as featured in the
car driving under an airplane. e e

Palahniuk’s novel. It is

moulded aifter the i

and before you ask, yes, i

is made from real human
fat... Ok, no, no it isn't, but
it is the only soap to contain
caifeine and electrolytes.

It does cost R150, so make
sure to hit ‘em where you'll

get your money’s worth.

»
[}
=z not for mall security
The ZBoard (R3,000 - R6,000) takes everything we first liked about the Segway, and makes it better.

Simple and stylish, it has no hand controls like all other motorised skateboards. You lean forward on
the front pad to go, you lean back on the back pad to slow down and stop. How easy is that? With
speeds reaching 25km/h, there’s never been a more fun way to embed some tar beneath your skin.

Was invented by a dentist.

N\ AIRPLAY. ALL DAY =

David Prowse was the \
guy in the Darth Vader o | Kot s i -
suitin Star Wars; he - n e e No word in the English

snoke all of Vader's ] . L gring, free?

fines, and didn’t know e et Ia_llgllaue rhymes
he would be dubbed - B s with orange, month,
over by James Earl W e ove of silver or purple.
Jones until he saw the b
screening of the film.
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ADVD O THE MON'TH OHNNY DEPp

[RANGO]

e kinda missed this one last year, but now it is imperative
Wlhat you own it. Rango is an animated movie for adults

— fuck the kids, this film is in no way geared to them, no
matter what you've been told

Let’s take the first scene, for example. It has Johnny Depp voicing
a chameleon, having an existential conversation inside a glass
tank concerning the woes of being an actor in a scene. He's being
transported on a highway, but the tank breaks free from the cargo and
| smashes onto the tarmac. Through speed, agility and awesome physical
humour, the chameleon finds himself on a windscreen, face to face
with Hunter S Thompson speeding his way to Las Vegas. You're getting
the in-joke, right? Depp played Thompson in Fear and Loathing in Las
Vegas, so the moment is extremely surreal and ingenious. And that’s just
the first five minutes of Rango.

When he lands in the desert, the film turns into an all-sorts Western,
with bits of Chinatown, Unforgiven, The Three Amigos, agh just about
everything. But it’s something all of its own, and Depp gives possibly his
greatest performance. The plot has this chameleon go into a one-horse
town suffering drought, and find a way to bring water to the community.
We know it's being re-routed by the town's mayor (a wheelchair-bound

It has ]nhnnl Depp voicing a
chameleon, having an existential
conversation inside a glass tank
concerning the woes of being an
actor in a scene.

tortoise), but the film's really about crazy comedic vignettes and
character — and there are loads of memorable ones about. There's the
armadillo, the rattlesnake, the hawk, the bats... but most importantly, at
its centre is the chameleon, with his cowardly temperament and his big
city drives, and here the film loses its “animation” and becomes pure
modernist thought.

But, back ta the animation, I've never seen anything like it. There
were several moments in the movie where | wasn't too sure if what |
was seeing was real or not. The textures, the camera angles, the sets
— all of which you know don't really exist — for some reason seem so
three-dimensional and tangible, it had an almost creepy feeling, a
bizarre thing to witness. This is a technical feat, with impeccable writing
and score, but that's all thanks to the director, Gore Verbinski (The Ring,
The Pirates of the Caribbean series), who knows how to keep the action
slap-bang in front of you. He takes what could have been a piece of
| jivey senseless fun and turns it into a movie that talks to the cynical

child in you_ It is no wonder, then, that it picked up the Oscar for Best
Animated Feature at this year’s Academy Awards. b

Rango is available at selected retail outlets on Blu-Ray & DVD.

7

RY

ABSOLUTELY NOTHING IN MODERATION

32
PLAYBOY

Nickelodeon Movies and Paramount Pictures

Rice, The Rum Diary, directed by Bruce Robinson, is a

window into the constituent experiences that shaped the
world-view of great American writer Hunter § Thompson -
celebrated journalist and certified loon

Based on a novel by Thompson, discovered by johnny Depp
when he was living with Thompson and studying for his role in
Fear and Loathing in LA, the film chronicles the early journalistic
career of ane Paul Kemp (Jehnny Depp), a down-on-his-luck
novelist looking for freelance waork, which appears in the form of
a run-down nesvspaper with a crackpot Editor. Initially assigned
ta homscopes, Kemp finds himseli drawn into a shady world of
real estate development and PR through a chance meeting with
Hal Sanderson (played by Aaron Eckhart] and his luscious lady
companion Chenault {Amber Heard), with whom Kemp becomes
completely obsessed. Armed with his typewriter, a nonchalant
sidekick in Bab Sala iMichael Rispoli) and copious amaounts
of alcohal fusually rum), he sets out on a journey that starts by
chasing the dollar, and ends chasing justice.

A fascinating insight into the situation that shaped the outspoken
public voice that was to come (which found a long and sustained
career in the pages of PLAYBOY), this film takes you through the
underground cock fighting yes, the birds), intoxicant swilling, high
living days when the world was a playground and capitalism was
just finding its groove. Depp's portrayal of Kemp belies his deep
affection for, and long friendship with, Thompson, whe he initially
had to convince to put this manuscript up for publication. That it’s
gone full circle, with Depp playing his deceased friend only seems
fitting. Definitely worth a watch.

S(-ﬂ against the colourful backdrop of 19605 San Juan, Puerto

33
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by damon boyd

ME OF THE M(

[PC, PS3, Xbox 360]
Mass Effect 3 is the Star Wars of gaming without all the
coyness. I's yace soap opera with skirmishes, battles
and diplomacy; spying and sparring, oadles of flirting
and sprinkles of straight, lesbian, gay and bi sex. All that's
missing are the double-edged dildos, but it's everything
you've ever asked for; in ather words, it's probably one of
this detade’s key garmes
The series (Mass Effect, ME2, ME3) has always been well-
orchestrated, epic cliffhangers that play like choose-your-
own-adventure novellas, where you pick your responses,
your fate, and your destiny from over 1,000 variables.
Thankfully, the story isn't confusing, or bogged down in
ancient lore and whatnot. It's simple. You get to create a
character named Commander Sheppard whose sale purpose
is to save the galaxy from an organic-mechanical race of
beings called the Reapers hell-bent on wiping out all species,
specifically humankind, sa as to restart evolution - the
creation process. This story arc has remained pretty much the
same across the three titles, so | won't sit here and explore 1By &
plot details thatll confuse the shit out of first-time players .
of the game. Instead we'll get into the minutia, because the genius of such a

simple premise lies in its details

It isn’t the action that gets you all worked up, it’s the
conversations, the flirting, the quips, and the voices used in
ME3 that are an incredible turn-on.

L]

Now, to fulfill your task you need to traverse the universe in your —
Normandy spacecrait iwhich has four levels - captain’s cabin, engine
room, etc), with your crew completing various main and side missionson ™
different planets, space stations and flatillas. These increase experience, -
weapon strength and powers to take on the Reapers. During these -
exercises you build friendships, secure alliances and maintain loyalty - 1
among teammates, all the while flirting with and fucking them. These: BSPARKLIN
can lead to love triangles or just plain man-whore behavior, but because &
the game is still pitched to teens as well as us hairy adults, the trysts -

are downplayed to a little slap and tickle - no pink bits, glory holes or

butt-plugs. Cough
But, and this is where it gets interesting, | decided to make my L)/
4 f
Commander a female. Yes. | went lipstick lesbo and had - as the

}7
7
3
2
=
i
B¢
i

song goes — the time of my life. | chased tail, shot men in the nuts,
took out Cerberus soldiers then snuck in a quick shower with ane
of the women. It can really get addictive. .. like porn, but isn't that

the point? Anyway, it isn‘t the action that gets you all worked up,

it's the conversations, the flirting, the quips, and the voices used in

MLE3 that are an incredible turn-on. These characters are probably the

first I've ever dealt with that show an intriguing depth of feeling. Look, the game is pure
masterpiece, its vision is euphoric and spacious; the developers, EA, haven’t sacrificed
any of flow and spontaneity of this game's predecessors that made them legend. And

| dunno, there's something beautiful about a game that allows us eroticism and violence;

it's what makes the world tick. No? El
+27 21 876 2559 | fax +27 21 876 2652 | info@laviedeluc.com | www.laviedeluc.com
La Cotte Inn Wine Sales (Franschhoek) Tel: 021 876 3775 E-mail: info@@lacotte.co.za

h.co.za

tel
Distributed by: Megalo Agencies CC (Western Cape) Tel: 021 552 1039
Syero Natal CC (Durban) Tel: 031 705 3058 E-mail: sycronatal@itelkomsa.net

E-mail: megalo@:lantic.net
Nicholson Smith Agencies CC (Gauteng) Tel: 011 496 2950 E-mail: jasond@nicholsonsm
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MOONCHILD

Rodrigo Y)Gabtielatand C.UIBIA.
AREA 52

f Norah Jones and Jack Johnson had a child, this
is what it would sound like. That's what my better
half had to say about Charlene Soi

s debut album

Moonchild as it rang throughout our apartment. T agreed,

and [ didn't like it. It's soft and cute, and when Soraia

sings, “I'm biii-po-1llaaaar” T don't believe her. The album

is not bipolar at all. It’s actually safe, a collection of

i; little tunes. Not offensive and somewhat thoughtless, and on the whole, not instantly
orable either.

lll itis also never forced. And then, it works, slowly at first, then remarkably well. Soraia

s each note ting out, allowing it to live its short breath and then fade, playing with the

1 Spaces in-between like a veteran. It’s all slow motion. The simplicity in this method

th juxtaposition of her high, delicate voice over bluesy guitar runs and warm sounding

make for an endearing debut. Three day’s later, and I'm starting to remember it. (LV)
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S FUNERAL 5

his is where grunge goes to die. I've always wondered what

pens to relics of burnt out genres. Apparently the grunge
s stay bleak, only, they add electric drums. Lots of them.
. And it’s not like Mark Lanegan, the former vocalist of
sodiathers, the Screaming Trees, ever needs to associate his
sy rock licks with synths. Not with his baritone, almost-Tom-
ike voice providing all the mellow drama an album could ever

‘Bliies Funeral is littered with effects and programming. And here is the crux of the

T 'ciecisivanSsr ‘much of the dynamics sound like afterthought. A lot of the great stuff of
the album is just noise, but good, jamming, crunchy noise, like the rhythm sections on The
Gravedigger's Song, Riot In My House and Quiver Syndronie and the wailing cacophony of
Leviathan. These are the standouts; the rest is just as confused as a disco song on a grunge
album. I wish there was a little more blues and a little less funeral., (LV)

36
PLAYBOY

o, technically this is not a new Rodrigo Y Gabriela album. Rodrigo says so in the

liner notes. He declares, rather vehemently, that Area 52 is just an experiment and

that it should not be mistaken as a new direction for the Mexican duo. A little
too vehemently for my liking. Is he worried that people might not like the collaboration
with a whole host of Cuban musicians? Is he worried that everyone who liked the duo's
previous material (and that is everyone; everyone in the entire world!) might not like the
new orchestral reworkings of their previous hits? Area 52 even features John Tempesta,
who is a great drummer. But he drummed for Rob Zombie... have you heard any Rob
Zombie recently? Go ahead, Google it.

Ok well, that last part is pretty cool. Rod Y Gab are known for their love of heavy metal
their exquisite cover of Metallica’s Orion proved it. But that was just them. The duo and their
guitars. Raw and fast. That’s swhat attracted the people en masse;
that was the key. On Area 52 their earlier work like Tamacun
and Hanuman actually sound more watered down. Adding
layer upon layer of horns, drums and even more strings from
too many guest musicians effectively drowns out the original
melodies we liked so much. Of course, Rodrige ¥ Gabriela

need space to evolve their trademark sound, but right now, on

this album, I understand why there is a disclaimer. (LV)

5 QUESTIONS

For those in the know; Dino Moran is one of

the best-kept SA D] secrets. Having played on 6
continents, and 36 countries, alongside the biggest
amirmes in the industry for the past 20 years, the guy is
Electronic rayalty, We asked 5 questions, the bowed
our heads humbly and waited for the oracle to reply...
Q: What was the first tune that got you thinking:
“T'want to bea DF*?

A: Funny, T don't remember ever deciding to become
a DJ. The profession didnt even exist when [ started.

1 guess I just evolved into this whilst following my

obsession with music and technology.

Q: What's the biggest gig you've ever done?

A Asa D playing live in front of a crowd, the biggest gig T have played was 180,000 people at the Sydney
Festival, which spans 16 blocks of the city centre. But in truth the biggest audience T have ever performed
for was the 140-million viewers across Africa and Asia for the M-Net Face of Africa. I played all my own
productions from a DJ box suspended above the Super Bowl.

@ Who is your biggest musical influence?

A:Hmm, .. thats a difficult one. Underworld is my favourite electronic band and T have been inspired

by their production, but Johnny Clegg has had a really big influence on my taste and ambitions. Danny
Rampling has been a great friend and mentor.

0: What's your take on the technology available to DJs today?

A:Thave a love/hate relationship with the new DJ technologies. I love the creative possibilities that are now
available through mixing on multiple decks, controllers and FX, but T really hate the auto mix features that
allow anyone with a PC to sell themselves asa DL

Q: What was your biggest PLAYBOY moment?

A: Tt was in the 80s when PLAYBOY deoderant sponsored the Hobie Cat national championships and

1 had just discovered booze and women. I thought T was in heaven sailing all dayand partying like a
rockstar all night. (TH 1]

To listen to Diso Moran's mixes, shoot on over to http://soundcloud cont/dine-moran and go wild!
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Live Life Loud”

AirPlay Wireless
Stereo Speaker

This portable device allows
you to stream music from
your iTunes, iPad, iPhone
or iPod Touch.

Use your Wi-Fi network for

wireless audio anywhere in
the home.

To win yourself an iHome iW1 AirPlay
ply scan the code or visit
5




TASTE

WIHAT’S IN A NAME?

1 Might be from the British slang term for “the best,” as in “having a rum time.”

2. From the last syllable of the Latin ward for sugar, saccharum

3. From the Romani word rum, meaning “strong” or “potent.”

4. Another claim is that the name is from the large drinking glasses used by Dutch seamen known as
rummers, from the Dutch word roemer, a drinking glass.

5. The most prabable origin is as a truncated version of rumbullion or rumbustion. Bath wards
suriaced in English about the same time as rum and were slang terms for “tumult” or “uproar”

IN FROM THE COLD

Regardless of the anginal source, the name was already in commaon use by 1654. The name used for
rum in current parlance is often based on the rum’s place of origin.

Rum has been rehabilitated and it seems everybody is prepared to forgive - maybe not forget -
rum's colourful past of improvised production, use as currency for colonial revolutionaries and
fuel for grogged-up mutinous sallors. Rum Is now rocking the spirits sector.

“Why is the Rum _—
always gone?”
- Captain Jack Sparrow

Lord Nelson's blood from Vice Admiral Villeneuve in the naval battle of Trafalgar, and thus Nelsan's

Blood - one of many pseudonyms for rum — was created. Or not, But let's add another theory, as even
etymologists are unsure of the arigin of “rum”. What we do know is that it's a delicious, versatile, often
dark, and now alse, spicy spirit.

It would have been unthinkable as little as five years ago, but with the exploslon in rum growth around
the world, it Is worth considering whether whisky is in danger of losing its crown as the world's top-selling
dark spirit. Drinks giants Diageo and Pernod Ricard both repart rum as the fastest-growing spirits category in
key markets across the globe, notably China and Russia. Drinking patterns around the warld have changed
dramatically in the wake of the financial crisis, with drinkers increasingly enjoying their dop at home,

The answer to the question of where people are drinking rum has always been blurred, but what is in
lintle doubt is that the reinvigoration of the category is down to its success in the on-trade, particularly in
cocktalls, which have helped revamy: the drink's dated marltime Image and ralse awareness of Its versatility.
Pecple are increasingly apening their eyes to the potential offered by darker styles. Rum is now seeing
younger cansumers and enjoying a mere unisex appeal than ever before. Frangois Renié, Communication
Dlrector at the Havana Club, says, “Rum Is Incredibly versatile; consumers can chaose from white 1o dark
aged rums, then drink It straight, over ice, or blended with a variety of flavours In long drinks and cocktalls.”
One major driver of fresh interest in the category is the newest style of rum to hit the market = gpiced =
which Is more popular with younger consumets and women than traditional dark rum, yet |
less than pleased),

However, rum's resurgence presents a clear threat to the whisky category, particularly if thest
per- and ultra-premium releases caplures the imagination of the Asian market in much the safme
companles have done. It remalns to be seen whether or not this swashbuckling duel between
will reach pistols at dawn, but if | were a betting man...

B uta lang time ago it was a dark and starmy night. Napaleon, dronk verdret on ram, demanded

{ " J by jonathan snashall
¥ e'wholebunchpress

Jamaican white; Spanish style (Cuban or
Puerto Rican); Cachaca (Brazilian); Agricole
(French); super premium and over proofed

(intainMorgan

Jamaican style; Guyanese style; French style; E —_
Spanish style; sweeter central or South ORIGINAL

American for after dinner. Demerara; Navy. SPIGD GOLD

. i | CAVIAIN MUSGAN UM COMPANT
Sailor Jerry, Lamb's Spiced and Morgan's - "'-"'"“ SLACS LR
Spiced.

ALKA,

Kill-Devil, Demon Water,
Pirates Drmk, Navy
Neater, Barbados Water.

The best are from West Indies or South
America.

Yo Ho Ho and a Bottle of Rum. Release your inner pirate with a bottle of South Africa’s first - ::'::"x‘? e
premium sipping rum - Pyrat XO Reserve, Send us your favourite pirate joke to pyrat@playboy.co.za

and the best one stands a chance to win a bottle. Include mailing address, age and cell number RUM’S TIPSY ANGELS

please. Entries close 31 May 2012, With mast rum being produced in trapical countries, rum matures at a much faster rate than is typical

for Scotch or Cognac, which see around 2 percent lost to evaporation ~ the angels’ share - during barrel
maturation each year compared 1o around 10 percent for rum
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crafted on the Medine
Sugar Estate with

of the Indian O
Although comple
flavour Pink

easy to drink, distilled
with the purest of

of the world

natural vanil

a mean Pink Mojito,

and you can try it

yourself

where

'd like to see the

near you
31 May 2012.

FAMOUS FIVE

1. Papa Zouks, St Johns, Antigua: House
speciality is Ti'Punch, made with
French rum, lime, sugar, no ice. Also
known for their seafond.
Het Spuitjie, Amsterdam: An English-
loaking pub but the passionate owner
stocks over 200 rums.
Castro's Bar, Gros Islet, St Lucia: The
venue makes part of a “jump-up” street
party and boasts a collection of old
and rare rums now off market.
La Floridita, London: This is an
aficionado’s Mecca, but you need a
Playmate to get the mixologist to open
rare bottles.
Rum Trader, Berlin: Harks back to the
1930s with bartenders to match. It's
tiny though, so expect a queue.




]oe Frazwr was

“ 2 ’ BT g s : ¢
- more thanjusta

legendary boxer

by katherine dunn

with Srnqkm JOL Frazier ata hlg
able i his Philadelphia apartment. He
a plate of grapes and thought about
p i the 19505, “We all wanted to be

I'm getting old." You

o bave |
oot i

noe on any list

e grests. He gave his ti t 10 ex-boxer
i framed i ank-you note.

children by several beautiful
gh grandchildren and great-
granddn dren to fill the'bleachers. He did a lot
of good for some people and some good for a lot
of people. He made fricnds and he kept them.
He danced and sang every chance he got Like
any martal, Frazier had regrets, grief, catastrophes.
and the occasional rage. But in general he was a
happy man. He woke up every morning eager for
what the day would bring.

On a sweltering night in Philadelphia’s city

centre, the natty gent with the panama hat and
cane taps his way out of an apartment building

elson Mand
& had B be

- He nods to his doorman and tacks toward a

gleaming Escalade. As he passes a bar, out of the
door bursts a pack of lawyers, or maybe bankers

+ or brokers, yolling, “It's Smokin’ [oe." The leader,

a silverback in immaculate pinstripes, says, “|
was at ringside when you beat Jerry Quarry.” The
Ammani-clad pack yips, “My dad worshipped
you,” and “I've got all your fights on DVD.”
Frazier's spine, bent by a car wreck a decade
garlier and multiple surgeries since, straightens
reflexively. The panama takes a rakish tilt; the
cane becomes a swagger stick. Notebooks
and bar mats and napkins reach toward him,
Frazier grins and jokes and signs everything. The
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SMOKIN 10E

Escalade’s driver informs Frazier's friends in the
rear seats that they' |l be a linde late for an event
that night at which Smokin® Joe is an honoured
back on a fan.

ect the fans,” he would say.
Fighters are defined by their opponents. No boxer
is considered great unless he has battled great
foes. The three historic fights between Frazier
and Muhammad Ali in the 1970s formed the
mast significant sports rivalry of the 20th Century.
Boxing was still a mainstream force. Major bouts
were broadcast by the three national networks
and it was a golden age of heavyweight talent,
But Frazicr and Ali meant more than the sport
Their collisions grew out of an era boiling in
racial clashes, civil rights, Vietnam war protests
and the explosion of free sex, psychedelic drugs
and rock and roll. Ali and his handlers, from the
black separatist sect known as the
surfed the wmeil and used it

In 1967 Ali was stripped of his world title and
banned from baxing because he refused to be
drafted into the US Army. Ali's stand won him a
passionate following in the antiwar movement,
The master showman presented himself as
the martyred anti-establishment hero, a proud
defender of his race and the only legitimate
heavyweight champion. Ali eamed a living by
speaking on campuses and elsewhere, including
at a Ku Klux Klan rally, where he was welcomed
because of the Nation of Islam’s philosophy of
racial separatism

Frazier and his wife had five children by then,
making him exempt from the draft. Though Frazier
was a lifelong Baptist, he wasn't bothered by Ali's
religion. The Frazier line was “He can pray to a
hele in the ground for all [care.” Al moved Lo
Philadelphia during his exile. Frazier befriended
him, cooperated with his publicity stunts and
waorked to restore his right to compete in the ring.
Frazier also fought for and won the world titles Ali
had lost. But he knew he would never be seen as
the real ehampion until he fought Al

Granted his right to box again, Ali signed for a
shot at Frazier's title. He'd always joked about his
apponents, but for Smokin® Joe he threw verbal
acid. Ali painted Frazier as an Uncle Tom, the
white man’s champion, a betrayer of his people,
an unwarthy pretender to the heavyweight crown
and stupid and ugly fo boot. A lot of people
believed Ali, which made life rough for the Frazier
family. Joe Frazier felt betrayed. Many years
later, Frazier's oldest son, Marvis, commented,
“Everybody said it was just All doing publicity. But
vou weren't on the end of that publicity.”

The death threats came by phone and letter.
Insults spouted from radios and televisions.
Accusations erupted from the crowd jamming
Frazier's Philadelphia gym to watch him train. It
was early 1971, still winter, and the 27-year-old
Frazier was preparing to defend his title in what
would eventually be labelled the greatest fight
of the 20th Century. But Frazier was already
under siege.

His tires were slashed. His manager's
car was slolen. His dog was run over and
killed. Each fighter would get a purse of $2.5
million, but Philadelphia police had to guard
the Frazier family home night and day. Cops
surrounded Frazier through the icy miles of his
predawn roadwork. “1 felt like a jailbird,” he
said. *I worried about my family. But it didn't

Nation of Islam,




In stylistic terms alone it was natural magic - Frazier, the small
but ferocious slugger, versus Ali, the tall, dancing boxer.

keep me from doing my job.”

The fight was set for 8 March 1971, Every ticket
to Madison Square Garden sold within hours, In
closed-circuit theatres and on televisions around
the globe more than 300 million people would
watch it. Frank Sinatra arranged to photograph
the fight for Life magazine so he could get a
ringside seat. Actor Burl Lancaster did colour
commentary for the broadcast. Political and social
ramifications aside, it was a battle between two
great undefeated heavyweight champions in their
prime. In stylistic terms alene it was natural magic
— Frazier, the small but ferocious slugger, versus
Ali, the 1all, dancing boxer.

Their opposing physiques and styles reflected
diametric personalities. Frazier was an old-
school Spartan, an admirer of Rocky Marciano
and Joe Louis and a staunch proponent of fair
play. He was a blue-collar warrior. Ali was
sumething else — a golden boy, a comic braggart
whose rhetoric was scripted by the Nation of
Islam. He had the grace and skill of Sugar Ray
Robinson but took his theatrical cues from pro
wrestling's most flamboyant heel, Gorgeous
George. People hated him or adored him. There

was no in-between.

Joseph William Frazier was borm 12 January
1944 in Beaufort, South Carolina, a pretty town
deep in the Jim Crow South. There were separate
schoals, restrooms, water fountains, entrances and
expectations for black people and white people.

Joe was the 12th child of fiery Dally Frazier and
her philandering one-armed bootlegger hushand,
Rubin. The handsome, cheerful Fraziers taught
their children to play cards and checkers and to
love parties, fish fries and sitting around the table
swapping jokes and stories for hours at a time.
They owned 10 acres, bwo mules, some chickens
and pigs, and a serious work ethic.

They had no electricity until after Joe, the
youngest, reached school age. Light came from
kerosene lamps. Water came from a pump in the
yard. The long walk to the outhouse on starless.
nights made the young Joe afraid of the darle. Sixty
years later he still was, and he gave me a sideways
glare that said anybody who wasn't scared of the
dark was dangerously ill informed.

Dolly Frazier worked dawn to dusk as a field
hand on a local plantation. After Rubin lost his
left arm at the elbow in a shooting incident, he
spent a lot of time at home, where he had his
own enterprises.

From the time Joe was a toddler, Rubin took
him over the fields to the mossy woods where
the still was hidden. Rubin had learmed to make
moonshine from his father, and he passed the
skill on to his son. In his later years Joe could still
recite the ratios of corn, water and sugar in the
mash that stewed in sunken 50-gallon barrels until
Rubin shifted it, a gallon at a time, to a tight kettle
on the fire,

Joe: learned to drive sitting on his father's lap
as they delivered moonshine to customers, At
12 he: made the deliveries alone. Frazier told me
Rubin “was my hero. My heartbeal. He taught

Rubin brought home a television, and the men of
the clan gathered 1o watch boxing matches. Joe
was a sturdy eight-year-old on the night one of
his uncles looked at him and said he might be the
next Joe Louis.

That same year a hog got loose and chased him
until he fell, breaking his left elbow. It healed,
but it was never entirely straight after that. What
would become his most dangerous weapon, his
left hook, grew out of a partially fused clbow that
was thicker than his right and slightly flexed

He quit school in sixth grade and went to
work. At 14 he was man-size and drove his
own rattletrap car. Like his father, Joe loved the
ladies, and he liked older girls. He fell hard
for two 16-year-olds, Rosetta and Florence. He
lied to both girls about his age, among other
things. By the time he reached 15 he'd made
them both pregnant

Then ane day he had an argument in the street
with a white man. The words turned into a fistfight
and altracted an audience. Joe was the last man
standing, which terrified his parents. They had 1o
get him out of town,

Dolly and Rubin hustled the boy onte a
Greyhound bus and sent him to his brother Tammy
in New York City. It was 1959, and he was 15 years
old. It was the end of Joe Frazier's childhood

)

In Harlern, Joe had problems finding work, He
was 17 when he headed for Philadelphia. His
older sister Martha, there with her husband and
children, was happy when he moved in because
he was a good babysitter. “The kids loved him,"
she says, He got a rough job hosing blood and
shovelling guts at a slaughterhouse

Frazier was disappointed in himself. He'd
plumped up to 220 pounds and he hated being
fat. “I began to feel those stirrings again ta be
mare than just an ordinary guy,” he said later. “I
hated being ordinary, hated having a job that was
just a job. Two years out on my own and what
did | have: to show for 12 A big butt and no life to
speak of, It was time to get serious.”

He found a local Police Athletic League
boxing gym. In January 1962 Frazier turned 18
and plunged into his dream of boxing Being a
handy street scrapper didn't count when he first
sparred with skilled opponents. He got hurt and
humiliated, but he kept trying, He was, he said,
“just a shor-armed, overweight boxing wannabe.”
But he meant to become a champion.

At the gym, Joe met Yancey “Yank®” Durham, a
lively black man who was a boxer turned railroad
welder. Yank trained and managed fighters, He
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and Frazier took a liking to each other and agreed
10 work together.,

A boxer's style is as unique as a singer’s voice.
It is dictated by his physique, his training and his
character. Frazier was a born heavyweight, dense
of bone and muscle, but he was small for the
big-man’s division. He's often listed as five-11 and
a half or even six-one, but standing beside him 1'd
agree with the scholars who say he was around
five-10. In fighting trim he weighed around 205
pounds, and he had short arms, Many of his
opponents would top six feet, outweigh him by
20 pounds and have six inches of reach on him
Unless he did something to shift the equation,
they could stay outside and pick him o shreds
with their longer arms, Like the similarly built
Rocky Marciano, Frazier had to make his offense
his defence. He had 1o slip in close and throw a
barrage of punches. His power was important, but
it had to be intelligently schooled.

Yank said he wanted to see smoke coming
off Frazier's gloves in the ring. When he threw a
lot of hard punches, Yank yelled, “Now you're
smokin’." So Frazier became Smokin® Joe and
Smoke to his friends.

Frazier had been making quick visits to South
Carolina. Between his 16th and 19th binhdays
he: had four children, two each with Florence and
Rosetta. He sent what he could to bath families,
but money was tight

Florence came north with their two children
and moved in with Frazier. She went to work at a
Sears store. In September 1963, the 19-year-old
Joe and 21-year-old Florence were married at
Philadelphia’s City Hall.

The slaughterhause often kept him until after
the gym closed, but he had a key so he could go
in and work out alone. Boxers train in three-
minute intervals with a brief rest between, like the
rounds of a fight. Frazier brought in a cheap record
player and a stack of 45s. Fach side ran about
three minutes, so he'd work out with James Brown,
Olis Redding, Sam Cooke, the Drifters and Aretha
Franklin to keep him company and mark the time.

Frazier went to the 1964 Tokyo Olympics as the
heavyweight for the US team. He was thrilled 1o
be there, and he was determined. He knocked out
two men to get to the semifinals. There he met a
six-foot-four, 230-pound Russian and stopped him
in the second round. In the process, Frazier broke
his left thumb.

The gold medal bout was the following day.
Alraid of being scratched, Frazier iced the hand
and told no ane about the injury. The next day
he fought a taller, heavier German and won. He:
was the only American boxer 10 take home a gold
medal from the 1964 Olympics.

Back in Philadelphia doctors found Frazier's
thumb dislocated with multiple fractures.

It required two surgenes months aparl. The
slaughterhouse fired him. Florence's job at Sears
did not cover the family hills. Chrisimas that year
was looking grim. Then a newspaper story about
the hurt gold medallist triggered a charitable flood
of cash and gifts for the children. Joe never forgot
that kindness

Frazier had also injured his left eye while
preparing for the Olympics. He was hitting a
speed bag when the steel swivel broke and a
piece of shrapnel flew into his eye. The lens

was damaged, the vision clouded. No boxing
commissicn in the country would have allowed
Frazier 1o fight as a pro if word got out. He kept
it secret.

All these years later he laughed like a naughty
kid, explaining how he got through dozens of
commission exams by memorising the eye
chart and switching hands instead of eyes when
the dactor said “And now cover the ather one.”

By spring his hand had healed, and Frazicr was
ready to wrm pro. Potential backers thought he
was too small to be a serious heavyweight. Frazier
and Yank went ahead on their own.

On 16 August, 1965, Frazier won his
professienal debut by first-round knockout.
Instead of pay, the Philadelphia promoter gave
him a handful of tickets and said, “Whatever you
sell you can keep.” Frazier ended up with $125.
He hlasted through three more wins that year.

Meanwhile, a Baptist minister introduced
Frazier to an influential Philly businessman who
created a syndicate of 40 investors, black and
white, 10 support his career. Each investor bought
shares in a new corporation dubbed Cloverlay.
They gave Frazier $100 a week and a $60-a-week
job with a maintenance company.

The public image of Frazier as a serious,
Bible-reading family man was true enough, but
he was complicated. He was meticulous about
obligations. Before each fight he went into strict
training for six to eight weeks. No pie, alcohol or
sex. By the time he set foot in the ring he was a
cranky man. But in the free time between fights,
he phoned his friend Butch Lewis to meet him.

“That guy is ree-spirited,” said Lewis. *We
would go out to nightclubs and party all night
The biggest party in the room. Smoke is always
a ladies” man. He couldn’t go anywhere without
ladies all over him_ I'm like, ‘Let's call it a night”
His wife would be thinking that's Butch Lewis
keeping him out. But I'm trying to get his ass
hame, She don't know. He's blaming it on me,
and | take that bullet.”

The gavernment coup that dethroned Ali in
1967 threw the boxing world into a frenzy, Within
weeks the World Boxing Association launched a
heavyweight elimination tournament, with seven
contenders vying for the vacant title. Frazier could
have: been the eighth man in that tournament, but
Yank Durham had a different idea

Frazier stopped the 243-pound Buster Mathis
on 4 March 1968 in Madison Square Garden to
win the New York title, which had clout despite its
state: limitations.

A boxer’s style
is as unique as
a singer’s voice.
It is dictated by
his physique,
his training and

his character.

Two years later, on 16 February 1970,
Frazier met the winner of the WBA title
tournament, quick and tall [immy Ellis. The
fight was also sanctioned for the vacant
World Boxing Council title.

Fllis didn’t stand a chance. The unified
world title was Frazier's. George For
fought on the undercard that night. Yea
later Foreman said, “I was afraid of Fra
| thought as long as Joe Frazier was around
there would be no chance for me. | hoped
he'd die.”

But Ali was still out there, and for
many people he was the only legitimate
champion.

On the night Frazier flattened Buster
Mathis, another important thing happened.
Ala party after the fight, the 24-year-old
Frazier met Denise Menz, the spunley
19-year-old from New Jersey who would
be his lover, friend, office manager, interior
decorator, supply clerk, nurse, historian,
jokester and companion off and on for the rest of

his life.
L)

The laughing, redheaded Menz welcomed
me into the apatment she'd been sharing with
Frazier since his last spinal surgery, in 2008. She:
said, “I have a PhD in Frazicralogy.” In addition
tor running the popular Menz Restaurant near
Cape May, New Jersey with her family, Denise is
an interior designer. The big front room was full
of comfort and grace all the way to the glass wall
looking onto the: ferrace.

She had designed and furnished the luxurious
5,000-square-foot penthouse in the building
that housed Joe Frazier's Gym, on Philadelphia’s
Naorth Broad Street. That's where Frazier lived for
decades

She and Frazier moved to this apartment when
the last surgery on his spine meant he could no
longer manage the three flights of stairs to the
penthouse. He shut down the gym at the same
time, ending its 40-year history as one of the best
-places on the planet to leam to box.

Joe Frazier made millions back when a million
meant something. At the end he was not rich, but
he was far from destitute. He had a pension from
a trust fund socked away while he was boxing,
and he augmented that income with personal
appearances and merchandising.

Ower the decades, when Denise got mad at
Frazier, it was usually over women. The first time,
she said, she was devastated. “1 was so naive.
knew [ was the other woman, but | didn't know
there were others.”

She told a painfully funny story of being in
a hotel with Joe only to find out he had three
s women in the same hotel. At one point his
ity prompted her to storm off and join her
sister and brother in starting their family business.
Its success kept her busy, but Joe would always
finagle a way to lure her back.

Joe's wite, Florence, knew about the two
children he had with Rosetta, but he kept her from
knowing about the other women and the other
children born outside their marriage. His daughter
Weatta remembers how the news broke. One day
Florence answered the phone at home and it was
a woman wanting to talk to Joe because their little
boy was sick. Florence divorced Joe in 1965,
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Denise called it quits a few times, but there
she was. Though she still tended to her business,
she found and furnished the apartment, then
stayed by Frazier's side throughout his time in the
hospital and during his recovery. Denise never
had children, but she talks about Joe's as if they
were her own.

“I couldn't find any to replace her” said Frazier,

Cloverlay bought a warehouse on North Broad
Street and carved “Joe Frazier's Gyn
the front. The gym was the centre of Fraziers life
for the next 40 years. Frazier and Yank arranged
the workout area and showers. On the second
floor, they built bedrooms and a kitchen for baxers,
Sparring partners and other fighters flocked in.
Frazier hired coach Val Colbert to teach anybody
who wandered through the door. There were no
gym fees. Frazier paid all expenses, from heat and
lights to medical and pension plans for Colbert and
other employees. Yank Durham recruited i
Eddie Futch to work with Frazier full time.

In camp Frazier battered his sparring partners.
and then atoned by deliberately losing money
to them at cards or dice. He could crack the ribs
of even the great Larry Holmes, because, says
Holmes, *I was young and he was Joe Frazier.”
His doctor was worried about Frazier's high bload
pressure, but Joe hushed it up and kept on. Harald
Weston, long-time matchmaker for Madison
Square Garden, met Frazier in a lraining camp,
Weston was amazed by Frazier's work ethi
about dedicated. | said, ‘Oh my God. Well, if
that's what it takes to be him, then that's what |'ve
2ot to do. Then | heard Joe Frazier say, “I'm willing
1o die in this ring to win.”

Frazier invested money and bought a
handsome seven-bedroom home on a few acres
in a posh Philly suburb. His kids were delivered to
aood schools every morning by limousine

" in stone on
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It's dark and late and Frazier is in the Escalade’s
shotgun seat while his manager, Les Wolff, drives.
Behind them are Denise’s niece Leslie, her friend
Diane and Diane's husband, lim. Joe and Les
debate which bar 1o go to. Joe says, “I want to be
with black people.” Les shrugs and says, “Olay.”
None of the five white people in the car are




offended. We're on Hook Road, and Joe guides

us o Dixon's, a little blue-collar juke joint with a
gravel parking lot carved out of the dark, “When |
want to get lost,” Joe says, “this is where | come.”

The music is loud and the lights are dim. The
instant Frazier opens the door a shout goes up:
“It's Smokin' Joe" He leads us down the bar,
grasping hands that reach for him. We slip into
a big booth and the bartender asks Joe who his
friends are. “This is my family,” he says, waving
an arm to include us all. The bartender smiles at
us and says, “Really? You're his family?” All our
moon-pale faces nod and say, “Yes, indeed.”

Joe sends a handful of coins 1o the jukebox with
instructions about which buttons to push. When
his music comes up it's old and hot and hard. Joe
leaves his cane in the booth and invites Leslie to
dance. Soon the bartender joins in, then others.

And there's Joe Frazier, bent but grooving,
surraunded by women, dancing the night away.

Frazier was set to fight Ali on & March 1971,
Twa days before, Philadelphia police escorted
Frazier to New York City. In his gold Cadillac the
usually friendly fighter was so silent and grim
that the caps joked about taking an order for his
last meal

In Manhattan a contingent of New York cops
met the Cadillac and guarded his hotel room.
When fight time came the police smuggled

visiting with family during the day but sneaking
out at night to party.

Now he was the indisputable champion of the
world, and he had fun. He bought his contract
from Cloverlay and bought the gym. He bought a
plantation outside: Beaufort for his mother. He was
invited to address the South Carolina legislature,
the first black person ever to do so.

Frazier defended his title twice, and then, in
January 1973, he l'uught George Foreman in
Jamaica. “George bounced me like a yo-ya,”
Frazier told me. He went down six times before
the referee stopped the fight. It was gone. The
world championship now belonged 1o Foreman,
Frazier made no excuses. He told me Foreman
was just too strong for him.

On 30 August 1973, Frazier's friend, teacher,
partner and protector Yank Durham died of a
stroke. Frazier fought on with Eddie Futch in his
comer. In January 1974, Frazier and Ali met again
in Madison Square Garden. Neither of them
owned a title, and compared with their first fight it
was a drab affair, Ali got the decision,

Then came October 1975 and the Thrilla in
Manila, in which the twe men nearly killed each
other. With both Frazier's eyes blinded at the end
of the 14th round, Futch wisely stopped the fight,
though Frazier wanted to continue and Ali himself
was on the verge of collapse. A win for Ali.

Later Frazier tried Foreman once more, with the
same result. And that was it. His career as a fighter

The long walk to the outhouse on starless nights made the
young Joe afraid of the dark. Sixty years later he still was,
and he gave me a sideways glare that said anybody who

wasn’t scared of the dark was dangerously

Frazier into Madison Square Garden through an
underground tunnel to avoid the mobs outside,
Inside, the Garden was crammed with high
rollers, glittering with excitement.

The bout can be seen in many formats, from
DVDs to the Internet, and the images sear through
time. It was ferocious and close. Frazier's left
haok, which Al privately called “that evil thing.”
put Ali on the deck in the 15th round. He survived
to the final bell, but the spell was broken. Frazier
deserved the decision and he got it

As soon as he got back from having his swollen
jaw x-rayed, All announced that Frazier hadn't
really beaten him, later adding that it was a “white
man’s” decision. But everyone who saw it knew
the truth

Over the decades since, Frazier has been quoted
forgiving Alf for the nastiness almost as often as
he’s said bitter things about him. In Frazier's many
public appearances, he told me, “They always
want me to talk about him, though | don't want 10.”
Naturally | asked him too: Are you still mad at him?
He: said, “Sitting here relaxing? No, not at all. But if
1 get to thinking about it? Yes.” Maybe the best pan
af forgiving is forgetting. But we never let Frazier
do that, We kept bringing it up.

After the fight Frazier was sick, his blood
pressure spiking. He didnt want the world to
think Ali had hurt him, so Yank drove him back to
Philadelphia, where he checked into a hospital
secretly. He stayed for a month, being treated and

informed.

was over af the age of 32.

But it was not the end of Frazier, The gym was
busy and attracting talent. Professionals wanted
Frazier to manage and train them. Excellent
trainers such as Futch and George Benton worked
there with their fighters, The gym's amateur team
was thriving

In the 19905 Frazier's brother Tommy was
running a limousine se; nd promating fight
cards, and Joe's daughter Jacqui Frazier-Lyde
opened her law office on the second floor of the
gym. A wall-size photo of Ali landing on his butt
in the 1971 bout rose above the sparring ring.
Michael Spinks, Bernard Hopkins and Meldrick
Taylor worked out there. Frazier set the tone,
demanding hard wark and respect for the sport,
the gym and everyone in it. Anybedy who didn't
want to do it Smoke's way could find the door. As
many as eight fighters at a time were living on the
secand floor.

Frazier was divorced and living in the:
penthouse. Days began with Frazier knocking on
the fighters” doors at five a.m., saying, “Time to go
running.” In his 40s and 50s Frazier ran a mile or
two with the fighters, then followed them the rest
of the way in his Cadillac. He got them a healthy
breakfast, then back to the gym for a rest before
the hours of gym work began. Smoke kept them
out of trouble at night with fight videos, television,
cards, Ping-Pong and music

“Smoke: kept his private life private,” says one

boxer who trained there,
Butat 1T p.m., after the
fighters were all in bed,
they'd hear the Cadillac
pulling out and know he
was on the town. Still, he'd
be there at five a.m. to go
running again.

Joe Frazier supported all
his children as they grew
up and wanted them to
have good educations and
careers. “If I'm man enough
ta make them, I'm man
enough to pay for them,”
he said. All his children are
successful, except Hector,

Hector got into trouble
in his teens. Frazier took
him into the gym and
Hector fought under the:
name Joe Frazier Jr. He had
talent, but he was drawn
into drugs and crime and
is currently serving a long
sentence in prison.

n his apartment the
aging Frazier talked about
his brothers and sisters,
how they all had good
jobs and good kids. Then
he stopped for a moment.
“1 guess I'm the only one
with a kid in the clink.” It
hurt him

Frazier regretted not
having an education. The

e e

management of his finances m M

by his business partners
irked him. Maybe that
added to his reluctance to look like a softy or a
sap. Butch Lewis, for instance, insisted that during
Ali's exile Frazier occasionally gave Ali money.
Frazier denied it flathy.

Once while remembering the switch his mother
used on him, Frazier told me he was a strict
disciplinarian with his kids. Spanked them good.

I asked his daughter Weatta about that, and she
laughed. Never happened. Well, she recalled,
there was once, when they were all little and
Marvis punched Jacqui. Her dad marched Marvis
to the basement, saying they were going “to put
on the gloves.” He was a loving dad, according
ter his kids. But his daughter Renae said he could
give you “that look, like he could send you back
ter Jesus.” Then you'd know you'd crossed the line,

Frazier taok out his neat black pistol to show
me, then slipped it back into its hidden holster. He
said he'd been licensed to carry in Pennsylvania
for more than 40 years. Has he ever had to use it?
No. Has he ever pulled it? No. Never any call for
it. Lasked him if he'd had any private fistfights. He
said, “Nat since 1 became a man.”

&

Joe Frazier was never afraid of any man in a
boxing ring. But he was afraid of heights, worms,
the dark, ghosts and bad drivers.

Frazier and | were alone at his table. Denise
was running an errand. They had been house

“If ’'m man
enough to make
them, ’'m man
enough to pay for
them,” Frazer said.
All his children
are successful,

except Hector.

hunting, and he was talking about the kind of
place he wanted. “Room enough for the office
and the kids and the grands. And more: doors. |
don't like living in a place with only one way out.”
He nodded at the windows, which were covered
with drapes so he wouldn't have to look out at the
balcony or the 20-floor drop Lo the street below.
“Here there’s only one way out unless you want to
take the long, wrong way.” Then he talked about
his bedraom

“Sometimes it gets cold in there. I'd bet against
Daddy and Mama, Granddad and my brothers, all
in the graveyard, that somebody died in that reom,
1 can see her between sleeping and waking. A lady
comes in there, and she never lums around. [ don’t
see no face. And [ say, “Why you coming in here?®
Bul she don't say nothing, and she walks out. |
need to move out of this place, because I'm afraid
of her. I never was afraid when that bell rang
Never, I'll drive anywhere | want to go. But | don't
like: staying inside: that room. Somebody lost their
life-in there, and they're not happy. Something
went bad in there” T asked if he'd seen spirits
before. “No,” he said, “but | can dream death and
bad things. Remember when the plane crashed
with all the Olympic kids? Marvis was supposed to
go. The coach wanted him to go. | told him he was
not going to get on that plane. | had a bad dream
that the plane crashed. And it happened. 1 told
him, “You can't go. Something bad’s happt‘nmg
And he didn't go and it saved his life.”

Frazier was referring to the 14 March 1980
plane crash in Poland. Seventy-seven people
died. Twenty-two members of the US amateur
boxing team were killed on their way to an
international tournament

Marvis Frazier confirms his father’s story. He
and two other members of the gym's amateur
team were scheduled to compete in Poland. The
20-year-old Marvis obeyed his father and stayed

home. His teammates Tyrone Clayton and Lonnie
Young were killed in the crash

In late summer 2010 Denise was unwell,
and Frazier insisted she see a doctor. When she
needed surgery he stayed with her, sleeping in
her hospital room on a folding cot. When he
was hospitalised with liver cancer in fall 2011,
she slept on a cot in his room until she took
him home.

Earlier, they had moved out of the haunted
apartment into two adjoining apartments. One
was set up as an office with a little gym where Joe
«could hit the bags. He'd escaped the ghost, and
he had two exits

It was there, with Denise beside him, that Joe

Frazier died.

His white coffin lay in state at Philadelphia’s
Wells Fargo Centre for bwo days as thousands of
peaple staod in line to pay respect. Thousands.
more crammed his funeral service at the Fnon
Tabernacle Baptist Church. The great boxers came,
and politicians and the press. Word of his death
fired around the world. In his time Joe Frazier
was one of the most recognisable faces on the
planet, and his death was global news because
of the three amazing hours he'd spent in the ring
decades before with Mubhammad Ali. But there
was always more to Joe Frazier.
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PICTORIAL LEE-ANN ROBERTS

You may know model and aspiring actress Lee-Ann Roberts as the
iface of Lee Jeans, but we are confident you have never come across her
looking like ihis! (Jri,l:!j_nall_\' a Durbanite, she calls Cape Town home
now, and lovegsoaking up the combination of sights, sounds and social

life that the Mother City uniquely offers.
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PICTORIAL LEE-ANN ROBERTS

ee-Ann made her big screen
debut in an Indonesian film called
Bahwa Cinta liu ada (“Love Still
Exists”}, but has not given up her plans
to study law just yet, illustrating a sharp
mind on those petite shoulders. Lee-Ann
enjays spending a day on the beach
(her go-to relaxation trick), or sushi
and champagne with close friends
She tends to look for intelligence and
a great smile in a guy, and she loves it
whe you can get her laughing! She
also dreams of visiting Venice for the

romance... and the wine




INTERVIEW

A candid conversation with the Mad Men star about his knack for comedy, his
tragedy-filled childhood and why Don Draper enjoys a good cocktail (or more).

To appreciate the full range of Jon Hamm's

acting ability, you need to watch his sex scenes, As
Don Draper, the broeding and tortured advertising

executive on Mad Men he's had no shorlage of
sexual dalliances that are, well, brooding and
tortured. When Draper gets especially depraved,
as he did last season, ordering a prostitute: to
slap him repeatedly across the face — "Harder,”
he insists, “again” — it is not so much erotic
fun as the sad self-flagellation of a recently
divorced man who: is slipping away
Compare that with Bridesmaids, last summer's
camedy hit in which Hamm and Kristen Wiig
have one of the most ridiculous sex scenes,

Hamm’s character initiates all sarts of bizarre
and unnecessarily complicated positions, less
lovemaking than merciless pounding. Not every
actor can do two kinky bedroom scenes and
make an audience laugh at one and cringe at
the other. But nat every actor is Jon Hamm.
PLAYBOY: For a while it looked as if you
might lose your job. Contract negotiations
between Mad Men creator Matthew Weiner and
AMC delayed the fifth season for about a year,
and there was some speculation that the show
wouldn't return. Was the wait frustrating?

HAMM: The truth is it wasnt Malt’s negotiations

that took long. The protracted negotiations

were between the studio and the network. In
the world of network television, there is a very
large pie, and the studio and the network get the

by eric sptznagel

biggest pieces of that pie. The rest of it is crumbs
They're nice crumbs, don't get me wrong. When
corporations fight, it generally takes a long
time. There are a lot of lawyers. The minute you
start taking that shit personally, you've lost
PLAYBOY: But as an actor who just wanted to
get back to work, did you worry it was ruining the
show’s momentum? A year is a long fime to make
an audience wait.
HAMM: | wasn't worried. | think we've done
a nice job over the past four years of establishing

and growing an audience, and hopefully absence
makes the heart grow fonder. If nothing else, we
got to hang out with our families a linle longer.

PLAYBOY: On 20 Rock Alec Baldwin once
said that beautiful people live in a bubble of free
drinks, kindness and outdoor sex. He was referring
to your character, a dumb but attractive doctor
named Drew Baird, but do those same rules
apply to you?

HAMM: Tor Drew Baird, absolutely. To me, not
so much

PLAYBOY: When was the last time you had
outdoor sex?

HAMM: It's been a while. In the era of TMZ,
I don't think outdoor sex is a particularly good
idea. [t's one of those things that sound way better
than they actually are. There's something not sexy
about all the twigs and bugs and sand. You end
up with stuff in places you dont want it. It always
looks better in the well-lit Skinemax version.

PLAYBOY: What about free drinks? Have you
paid for a drink since Mad Men became a hit?

HAMM: | am a big tab getter. I've been the
beneficiary of other people’s good fortune:
for a long time in my life, so | feel it's kamic
payback. But I've definitely had people offer
tor buy me drinks. It kind of comes with the
territory when you play a hard-drinking character
on TV, It's never a bad thing, at least for guys.

If you're 2 woman, it would probably be a
bit creepy and weird if strangers kept trying
to buy you drinks. But for guys it’s usually
just some bro who wants to say he did it

PLAYBOY: Don Draper enjoys the brown
liquors. Do you indulge?

HAMM: Oh sure, Never at work, but it is a
time-honored tradition to celebrate your waork
upon completion. | live in a neighborhood that
has a nice bar with off-the-beaten-track labels,
so you can be adventurous and try something
new every night. In the past four years or so, due
in no small pant to the success of our show, |
think the world of specialty cocktails has grown
upe I's a lot easier o find a fancy bar where the
bartender takes 10 minutes to make one drink.
There are a ton of places in LA that do that now.

PLAYBOY: What's the manliest thing you've ever

done? Have you ever overhauled a car engine or

popped a dislocated shoulder back after an injury?

HAMM: No, but | did get hurt once shooting
Mad Men.

INTERVIEW joN iaMm
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“l was at their
production office in
Manhattan with Matt,
and he told me, “l want
you to walk around this
office like you have

the part.” | thought,

I'd much rather walk
around like I have the
part because | have

the part, but okay.”

PLAYBOY: What? How is that possible?

HadM: | know, its kind of ridiculous. Its not
exactly the most stunt-heavy show. We were
shooting the Korea flashback. There was an
explosion, and [ sort of dove through the frame
The first time: we did it, | broke my right hand at
the base of my pinkie. | heard it click and went,
“Well, that’s broken.” And then the second time.

PLAYBOY: You hurt yourself twice?

HAMM: The first time was in rehearsals. We
did it again for real, and instead of landing on
my broken hand, which hurt tremendausly,

I landed on my left shoulder and kind of
separated it. 1ve had a lot of injuries on this
show, which is strange given the nature of it.

PLAYBOY: After four seasons of playing Don
Draper, does hedonism seem fun to you anymore?

HamM: 1 think we've tried 10 portray that
lifestyle accurately. A three-martini lunch is fun
in theory. And it's fun to look cool while you're
staring out of windows, drinking scotch and
smoking. But the reality s, if you have a three-
martini lunch, you don't get much done in the
afternoon. And if you stare out the window and
smoke too much, you get fucking lung cancer.

PLAYBOY: Does Don still derive genuine joy
from all the booze and recreational sex? Or
did he ever?

HAMM: | remember something a friend’s dad
said once. When the ritual becomes habitual,
then you've lost the mystery and the fun of it |
do think the chemicals that Don ingests are a
means to an end. [t's a way for him to maintain
his energy and enthusiasm for living. But as with
any addiction, there's a law of diminishing returns.
You never get the buzz you got the first time.

PLAYBOW: For all the bad things about Don,
he has some admirable qualities, such as his
reticence. Is there power in being quiet and not
revealing everything about yourself?

HAMM: | definitely think there is, and it's
something | try to imitate — which is weird to say
as I'm being interviewed for a national magazine. |
understand the irony there, or at least the hypocrisy.

PLAYBOY: In your defense, doing interviews is
part of your job,

HAMM: Yes, there's that. But it's hard to escape
the fact that we live in a world where everybody is
clamoring for attention and peeple think their life
doesn’t matter if they're not on TV or the paparazzi
aren't following them. They don't feel validated
unless there's a lens on them or theyre tweeting so
more: people can hear what they have to say, which

all contributes to a vast echo chamber that serves
basically to tum everything into noise. Fventually
your life is lived in sound bites and reality shows
and 140 characters, becoming smaller and
smaller without any nuance or deeper reflective
quality. Iy to get away from that and listen more
than 1 talk, except of course in this situation.

PLAYBOY: Do you have the emotional stoicism
of Don Draper, or are you a heart-on-your-sleeve
kind of guy? Will you cry at a sad movie?

HAMM: It depends on the movie. This is by
turns hilarious and embarrassing, but Il tell it
anyway. | cried at Marley & Me. Not just teared
up a little but full-on cried. That was a fucking
nightmare. Dead-dog stories always get me. And
dead-mom stories - Terms of Endearment, stuff
like that. If a parent dies in a movie, I'm a fucking
wreck

PLAYBOY: Because it relates to your own life?

HAMM: Oh sure, absolutely. | mean, come on,
I'm not made of stone.

PLAYBOY: Your mother died when you were 10
years old. You were so young; did you even realise
what was happening?

HAMM: There was not much awareness. When
you're 10 you're kind of cognizant of how the
world works, but it’s through the filter of a child.
There's definitely no sense of the permanence
of death or the meaning of not being able to see
someane or talk to someone again, especially
someone as important as your mother,

PLAYBOV: She died of cancer?

HAMM: Advanced
abdominal cancer. It
started in her colon
and then rapidly
spread, as cancer
does. This was in
the late 1970s,
early 1980s, when
there was no early
detection, no MRIs,
They basically
opened you up and
went, “Oh shit.” They
didn't even realise
she had cancer until
it was very advanced
As such, it was a
quick but probably
very painful death.
And it was hard to
watch, because she
basically shriveled
up. She passed away
when she was 35, so
she was not a frail
old lady. This was a
woman essentially
in her prime

PLAYBOY: Do you
remember anything
ahaut her last days,
or is it just a blur?

HAMM: Mastly
it's a collection of
images of other
people in my family
losing their shit.

PLAYBOY

My dad, my gmndfalhcr, my grandmother, my
aunts, all of them just breaking down arcund me
And I'was thinking, What's happening? What's
going on? Just recently the father of a close friend
of ours passed away suddenly, in an accidental,
shocking way. My friend had two boys, and |
asked how they were doing. And | was told,
“They don't know. | don't think they have a rea
concept of it.” When 1alked to the older one,
who's eight, it was obvious he knew that [ was
sad and wanted to help. He wanted to make
me happy. And that's what | was like when my
mom died. T was the kid who said, “Come on,
Dad, let’s take a drive. Let's go do something.” |
didn’t have the capacity to understand that | was
sad, but I could recognise it in others. “Come
on, Grandpa, ler's go fishing.” That kind of thing.
That's what it was all about or at least what |
remember about it. It was a long time ago.

PLAYBOY: Your father passed away 10 years
later, when you were in college, Was that easier
or harder?

HAMM: It was worse in many ways. By the
time you're 20, you have a sense of mortality. You
still think you're bulletproof, but you do have this
realisation that things end, and sometimes they
don’t end well. So that was particularly hard. It was
also worse because that was my last parent. When
you're a kid you think, well, somebody will take
care of me. I'll land on my feel somewhere, As long
as there's Atarl, something is bound to happen, But
when you're 20 things are significantly different

and significantly harder. I'm certainly not ranking
which parent | loved more, but it was different.

PLAYBOY: If your parents had lived, would
your life have gone in a different direction?

HAMM: One hundred percent. Absolutely.

PLAYBOY: Would you have been an actor?

HAMM: | don’t knowe | think anybody who
chooses any kind of career in the arts - and I'm
using that term loosely for what | do — comes
from a place of being a little bit unmoored. 171
had grown up in a two-parent household and
had parents telling me what to do, I'm sure their
first piece of advice would not have been “You
should be an actor. You should move to LA with
no money. That sounds like the best plan*

PLAYBOY: If you had a chance to have a
conversation with your father or your mother
today, what would you ask them?

HAMM: [Fauses] That's an interesting question_
I think about it all the time. [Pauses] | guess 1'd just
ask about their lives. The hard part of having an
adult life when your parents aren't around is not
having that adult wisdom that I think is incredibly
useful as a human being. There are times, even
when things are going well, when you can't help
but think that you're some kind of giant fuckup.
But if you had a parent who could say, “Seriously?
You think you're fucked-up? That's nothing!" And
then they'd tell you about all the mistakes and bad
lifee decisions they made at your age. | think that
would make a huge difference for me. 1'd be like,
All right, | feel better, They screwed things up so
much more than | did, and they turned out okay.

PLAYBOY: Didn’t you audition six times for
Mad Men?

HAMBM: It was at least six, so | had every level
of opportunity to be humiliated. Matt tells this story
now that he knew | was perfect for Don Draper
after the first audition. My response to that is, Well,
1 wish he had fucking told me. It would've made
me feel a lot better.

PLAYBOY: Why didnt he tell you?

HAMM: Because it wasn't entirely his decision.
There are studios and networks to be appeased.
That's the way the sausage is made. All it takes
is one person who just goes [makes a fart noise
and thumbs-down]. If they're powerful enough, it
ends. You could have five of the greatest auditions
you've ever had, and in the sixth you're a little off
your game, of the guy had a bad piece of fish a1
lunch and doesn't like anything, and it's over.

PLAYBOY: You've said you were at the bottom
of their list of actors. How did you know?

HAMM: I'd been around long enough; | knew
how these things worked. You go to the sign-in
sheet and see 15 people have been there before
you, and they're recognisable names. At the time:
I remember thinking, It would be nice if they
cast me, but they'll probably just cast the movie
star who kind of looks like me. It was surreal.
Every day | was sitting in the room, waiting to
audition, and there were nine guys who looked
exactly like me but with longer résumes.

PLAYBOY: How did you find out you had
the job?

HAMM: It's actually a funny story. | was at
their production office in Manhattan with Matt,
and he: told me, “I want you to walk around this
office like you have the part” | thought, I'd much

rather walk around like | have the part because |
have the part, but okay. He was introducing me

to all the department heads, saying things like,
“This is Don." 1 said, “Don't say that. You'll jinx it!”
We ended up geing across the street to the Hotel
Gansevoort. They have a roof deck, and it was a
pretty Spring day. Matt and | had a few drinks with
the network brass, Then we were riding down in
the elevator, and the woman in charge of making
the: decisions said, “You probably know this by
now, but you've got the job.” In the elevator with
us was Franz enbauer, who was a pretty
famous European soccer player in the 1970s. He's
a ceach or manager or something now. Literally the
moment they told me | got it, the elevator opened
and the lobby was filled with photographers.

The: lights were flashing and people were rushing
toward us, shouting, “Oh my God, oh my God!”

PLAYBOY: Did you think all the attention was
for you?

HAMM: For a split second. | was still on the:
adrenaline rush of getting the part. But nope, it was
just some excited Germans who wanted to meet
their soccer hero.

PLAYBOY: In high school you were hoth a jock
and a theatre kid, right?

HAMM: That's right. | played football and
baseball, and | also did as many plays as | could.

PLAYBOY: Those two worlds don’t often
intermingle, especially in high school. Did your
jock friends give you grief about doing plays, or
vice versa?

HAMM: | went to a progressive school in St
Louis, the: John Burroughs School, which was
founded on John Dewey's principle that education
is experience. You're supposed 1o experience
as much as you can. My teachers said, “Listen,
we're not all good at everything, but you never
know. Maybe you'll like painting, so try it Maybe
inclustrial design is going to be your jam.* There
was a theatre teacher, Wayne Salomon, who was
a hig believer in getting the football players to
do plays. He'd tell us, “It'1l look good on your
college résumé.” There was no stigma attached
to it. Nobody would say, “You're doing theatre?
Oh, you're gay.” And that's huge for teenagers,
because at that age evenything is microanalysed.

PLAYBOY: You moved to Los Angeles in the
mid-1990s with just $150 in your pocket. Did
you seriously think that would be enough?

HARMM: Well, it was all | had in the world,
And | had some credit cards that were on the
way 1o being declined. My mom'’s yaunger sister
lived in LA, and | called her and said, “Hey, if
I can make: my way out there, can | stay with
vou for a little bit?” She said, “Absolutely,” so
I knew all I'had to do was get out here. This
was in an era of significantly cheaper gasoline
I drove a 1986 Toyota Corolla that had pretty

geod mileage. | had stops planned along the
route where [ had friends | could stay with
and get a bed, a shower and free food

PLAYBOY: That must have been quite a trip for
you to remember every leg of it more than 15
years later.

HAMM: | just love road trips. | love driving
and maps. This was in an era way before CDs and
satellite radio, back when you could une in to
AM radio and find some weird station to listen
to for a few hours. | loved it all, And the plan
worked great, with the exception of my friend in
Carlin, Nevada. Tumed out he'd moved and forgot
to mention it to me. | didnt have a cell phone,
ohviously, so [ didn't find out until | tried to call
him from a gas station and his phone had been
disconnected. Sa [ slept on the side of the road. But
I made it to Los Angeles and somehow my $150
lasted. | pulled into town on Thanksgiving Day.

PLAYBOY: Just in time for dinner?

HAMM: Well, my aunt and uncle had plans
elsewhere, so 1 actually showed up at an
empty house.

PLAYBOY: That sounds vaguely depressing.

HAMM: It wasn't. | was happy just to be
there. The first thing [ did was call all my
friends back home. | was like, “It's 85 degrees
here! I'm sitting outside on a porch!” Then |
went to an orphans’ Thanksgiving hosted by a
friend my aunt and | bath knew from St Louis.
Coincidentally, one of the people at the dinner
was Kevin Williamson, who had just sold a
script called Scary Movie, which would later
become Scream. So that was my intro to LA,

PLAYBOY: And then came the hard part.

HAMM: Exaclly, yeah. Then it was time 1o find
a job, an agent, a place to live and all that shit,
nane of which came easily. | called people | knew.
I called Paul Rudd, who | knew from college, and
said, “I'm going to ask this only once, because
| don’t want to be that guy. | need a favor. Can
you give me one person fo call who will take my
call?” He gave me a number, and that meeting
turned into another meeting, which tumed into
anather meeting. The dominoes started falling
and 1 eventually got an agent, and then | didnt
work for three years and my agent fired me.

PLAYBOY: Do you have any perspective in
hindsight? Why couldn’t you break through?

HAMM: It was just bad timing. This was
in the late 1990s, when teen dramas like
Dawsan’s Creek were popular | was out of
sync with what the market was looking far.

They wanted bright, bubbly and young. | was
none of those things. | mean, [ was young. | was
only in my mid-20s, but I didn't look young,

PLAYBOY: You were too young to play the
parents but too old-looking to play the teenagers.

HAMM: Right_ | was in between the two

In the world of network television, there is a very large pie,
and the studio and the network get the biggest pieces of
that pie. The rest of it is crumbs. They're nice crumbs, don't

get me wrong.
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camps. | remember | went 1o an audition and Peter
Callagher was there trying out far the same role. |
was like, “Are you kidding me? I'm 27! No offense
meant lo Gallagher, but come on, man. Why am |
here?” It was depressing. So | was dropped by my
agent, got cast in a play and got another agent
That agent got me my first real job, that job tumed
into a longer job, and on and on. It was a slow
process and there was a lot of wheel spinning.

PLAYBOY: Did you have a plan B, in case acting
didn’t work out?

HAMM: Not really, | came to LA when | was
25 and | made the decision that if | didn’t get a job
that sustained me by the time [ was 30 [ would go
back home. That's five years, which at that point
was 17 percent of my life, In my opinion that was
more than enough fime to give it a legitimate shot

PLAYBOY: Did you make your deadline?

HAMM: | did it in three. By the time [ was.

30, [ was getting regular jobs. On my 30th
birthday | was working on a movie called
W Were Soldiers, with Mel Gibson. | was
ata hotel room in Columbus, Georgia.

PLAYBOY: Were you comfortable enough
with your acting career
to quit waiting tables?

HaMM: I'd quit about a
year earlier. It was
weirdly hard to give up.

PLAYBOY: Why? Did
you still need the money?

HANMM: No, but it was
a part of my identity. To this
day it's the thing I've done
the most in my life. [t's the job I've had the longest.
I have no shame: about that. Its something 'm
always ready to go back to. I'm comfortable behind
a bar, and ['m comfortable wearing an apron. It
doesn’t bum me out. I'm totally fine with it. There
will always be restaurants and bars. There's no
possible way to wreck that with e-commerce. It
will never be replaced by the Internet. Restaurants
and bars are some of the last fruly safe businesses
left. Video stores, clothing stores, record shops,
newspapers and TV shows — everything disappears
and ends up on the computer. But not restaurants.
There are definitely worse day jobs to have.

PLAYBOY: Your social life at the time consisted
of going to comedy clubs and befriending
comedians. How did you end up in that world?

HaMM: There's a club in LA called Largo, and
Mandays at Largo were the hottest nights in town
for comedy, or at least for the: particular brand
of comedy that 1 liked. It was an underground,
hipster comedy scene, with Sarah Silverman,

Paul F Tompkins and Pattan Oswalt. And it was
$5 to getin. It was cheaper than the nightclubs,
which I hated anyway. The drinks at LA nightclubs
were too expensive and the music was too

loud. At Largo there was no drink minimum,

and you got two and a hali hours of great
entertainment. [ slowly ingratiated myself into
that world by hanging around all the time.

PLAYBOY: You became good friends with
many of the performers, like Zach Galifianakis.

HAMM: Yeah, | know all those guys. Its weird
that everybady in that social circle came up
around the same trajectary. Zach is monumentally
famous now, and he's still the same guy e
always known. | look at him and say, “This thing

happened to you.” And he just smiles back at me
and says, “The same fucking thing happened to
you ™ | don't see it because I'm looking outward
rather than in. But it is true, and it's funny.

PLAYBOY: What's it like socialising with
comics? Are they shy and reserved, oris it a
nonstop barrage of jokes?

HAMM: All of the above. And i its the latter, |
generally don't participate. | learned a long time
ago never to get into joke-telling competitions
with professional joke tellers. We talked about this
carlier, but there’s a lot to be said for just being
quict and listening. | love being around comedy
people and listening and laughing. Its therapeutic.

PLAYBOY: But you can hold you own with
comics. You were hilarious on 30 Rock,

HAMM: | definitely felt over my head on that
show. My approach to comedy has basically been
to stand next to really funny people and try to keep
a straight face:

PLAYBOY: You're being humble. What about
that sex scene with Kristen Wiig in Bridesmaids?
You definitely weren't just keeping a straight
face there.

I've been fortunate in that | have not worked with many
douche bags. And this industry is populated by a lot

of narcissistic, mean-spirited, horrible people who get
rewarded for being narcissistic, mean-spirited and horrible.

HAMM: No, | guess not. [faughs|

PLAYBOY: When you're doing an outrageous
sex scene, do you feel embarrassed, or are you too
caught up in the moment?
HAMM: It's like: running in the rin. There's a
rain point when you go, “Fuck it, I'm already
wet. I'm not going to get any less wet, so | might
as well just enjoy how this feels.” | mean, sure,
theres an awkwardness about being in a weird
flesh-coloured thong, bouncing on top of an
actress. And 1 am not a small human being. |
weigh at least 200 pounds and 'm six-foot-two.
And Wiig is a hwig: she’s a skinny little thing. |
told her, “Just punch me in the side if I'm hurting
vou” It's weird and uncomfortable at first, but
then all the awkwardness melis away and you
think, All right, we're doing this, so let's have fun
with it. You know what | mean? You're in that
moment and it's happening and it's not going to
get any better, so you might as well enjoy it

PLAYBOY: After Mad Men ends, will you focus
more on comedy or drama? Or does it matter?

HAMM: It doesn’t matter. 1 don't have a
preference either way. All | care about is working
with people | enjoy being around. 1've been
fortunate in that | have not worked with many
douche bags. And this industry is populated by a
lot of narcissistic, mean-spirited, horrible people
who get rewarded for being narcissistic, mean-
spirited and horrible. Thus far I've been able to
keep my exposure to that crowd to a minimum.

PLAYBOY: It probably helps when you
collaborate with people like your girliriend.

HAMM: Yeah, | already know she's none of
those: things. She's the least narcissistic, mean-
spirited person | know.

[is

PLAYBOY: You and Westfeldt have a new movie,
Friends With Kids.

HAMA: That's right

PLAYBOY: When you don’t have children
and you make a movie about the fear of having
children, it practically begs to be read into.

HAMM: [Laughs| Oh sure, | understand that.
And there is some autobiography Lo il We've seen
enough of our friends, who shall obviously remain
nameless, become parents, and sometimes it's
hard not to think they shouldn't have had kids.

PLAYBOY: Because it's a bigger responsibility
than they're ready for?

HAMM: That's what it seems like. Maybe they
should've waited. But if you wail until you're ready
1o have: kids, then it's possible you'll never have
kids. The unspolen corollary to that is, mayhe
same people shouldn't have kids. Which you're
not allowed to say because people get offended.

PLAYBOY: Is it safe to assume you don't
want children?

HAMME: [ don't have a driving force to have a
baby. That said, I'm in a committed relationship,
and if it ever came up, I'm not ruling it out. There's
a reason it hasn't been
prioritized, because |
don't think either of us
has that pull. [ don’t
know; it could happen
tomorrow. | have no clue.

PLAYBOY: What
about marriage? Have
either you or Westfeldt
actually said, “Let’s not
get married”? Or is it a mutual understanding?

HAMM: It was never a discussion. | think
marriage often is an arrangement between
families more than an arrangement between the
two people involved. | don't have a particularly
defined example of marriage in my life. My
parents got divorced when [ was two and never
remarried. So it doesn't mean anything to me.

I don't mean to say that it shouldn’t mean
things tw other people. 'm not judging it one
way or another. Its just my experience. | don't
have: that paragon of married life to look at and
think, “Oh yeah, that's it! That'’s what | want!”

PLAYBOY: Don Draper once said, “What you
«call love was invented by guys like me to sell
nylons.” Do you think there’s maybe some truth
to that?

HAMM: I hope not. I don't think so. Don has
had a lot of great ideas, but that's not one of
them. [laughs] The minute you start modeling
your love life — any part of your life, actually -
after Don Draper, | think you're in trouble

PLAYBOY: Draper took his identity from a dead
soldier in Korea. If you could do the same thing
and become somebaody else, take their name
and identity and start over, who would it be?

HAMM: [Pauses] | guess my answer would
have ta be nobady. It's an attractive idea, but
as | think our show points out, it's a double-
edged sword. 1 mean, | wish [ was a professional
baseball player, but | don't want to change places
with one. [ wouldn't mind being the Secretary-
General of the United Nations, but | wouldn't
want to change places with him. For a day
maybe, but I've lived in this skin for 4U§:ars
now, and I'm getting kind of used to it.
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Postcards From
The Pl‘ Oud Hunter S Thompson

Highway

What follows is the final collaboration between Hunter
Stockton Thompson and PLAYBOY, based on a series
of interviews he gave to Assistant Editor Tim Mohr.
The two spent the better part of a week analysing a
variety of subjects, from firearms to physical fitness,
all of which interested Thompson deeply. “To live
outside the law you must be honest,” Bob Dylan wrote,
but you must also possess great sensitivity to your
environment and a wide range of esoteric skills, and
wisdom. In his 67 years on earth Thompson made
himself an expert in matters great and small and loved
nothing more than to expound on what he had learned.
This assignment was interrupted by his death on 20
February 2008, but we counld think of no better tribute
to a great American writer than to present this small
storehouse of vital knowledge in his own words. This is
for old fans as well as those who may have come to the
party only recently. - US PLAYBOY, May 2005

O lreedom

Freedom is a challenge. You decide who you are
by what you do. It's like a question, like a fork

in the road. An ongoing question you have to
keep answering correctly. There's a touch of the
high wire to it. I've never been able to walk high
wires, but | get the feeling.

On Driving

The only way to drive is at top speed, with-acart

full of whiskey. It takes commitment, especially
aut here with so many deer and elk aroupd.
Car lights paralyze deer. You've got to lean on
the horn, brace on the wheel and stomp on the
accelerator. When you hit the brakes the front af
the car dips down — that will put the beast inte
your windshield. Now, the significant impact
will still occur if you step on the gas, but you're
nothelpless. 11 still destroy your grille and
lights, but — unless it’s a bull elk — it will kick the
animal out of the way. Hitting the beast head-on
will move it instead of popping it up onto the
windshield.

It's the swerving that gets people killed.

Oh Coupgse

I'set the speed record on Saddle Road - in
Kona, on the Big Island of Hawaii - in a heavy
rainstorm. There are always going tobe things
like monsoons when you're trying to set a speed
record. What do you do? Think better of it?
Come back another day? Your life will change

24, Srrapoe

on decisions like that. | take a street-fighter
mentality, an Ohio riverboat gambler attitude:
1t’s out of the question to go back or tun
around.

O Violence

Never hesitate 1o use force. It settles issues,
influences people. Most people are not
accustomed to solving situations by immediate
and seemingly random applications of force.
And the very fact that you are willing to do it
or might be - is a very powerful reasoning tool
Most people are not prepared to do that. You
can establish the nght reputation in this regard

you might, right in the middle of a conversation,

just swat some motherfucker across the room.
Make his blood shoot out in big spugts” I'm.
giving away trade secrets here.

I've been beaten worse in New York City
than'l ever was by the Hells Angels. | used.io
go outlenking for punch-ups in New York
It was worth it just to see an oncoming mob
of angry preppies. These weren't fights. There
was nothing personal about it. | didn't hate
the people. | 'was just a brawler. It was good
American fun. It was all frivolous. There wasn't
any right or wrong. just fucking Saturday-night
whoopes

On lgle

I'm doomed all my life to violent actions.

I'm closely associated with the gods af the
underwerld — not crime so much but the
underworld,

O fredims

My parents weren't gun people. Growing up

1 didn’t know much of anything about guns
except that my parents didn't want me to have
a .22, A BB gun was okay. But | found a .22
anyway. | would shoot at lights out of the back
of my house, out my bedroom window. There
was an alley between the houses. There were
light bulbs on the brick garages in the alley.
They had metal grilles protecting them, like jail
bars, so it was kind of a trick 10 hit the bulbs.

It was extremely dangerous. Some kid who
shouldn't have had a gun, experimenting,
shooting out of his bedroom, shooting down
into the alley. | had no intention of doing
anything other than putting out light bulbs. But
I think about it now and think about what could
have happened. The odds are going to catch up
to you sometime if you keep shooting into the:
same passageway.

On Hunting

1 used to get most of my meat from game. A wild
boar running out in the open is kind of rare, But

it makes for a hell of a hunting day. All this fear

of cooking pork rare? Shit on that. With wild boar.,
you just cut it into steak-like slabs, more like

pork chops, and cook it on a grill. s delicious
One of the best things I've ever had. Dressing the
animal is a huge part of it. First kill it by surprise
solthe adrenaline doesn't get released from the
glands. A frightened animal tastes a lot worse
than a peaceful one. You want to take it when it's
grazing, not when it’s running or panicked.

With a good rifle it's the shock mare than the
tissue damage that kills them. The shock sends
out death rays all through the body. The animal
can't operate. It's too much trauma on the
NErvous system.

Oh Gl

I don't play cards much. Only ence in a
while for fun, to play around. | like to gamble
where my own knowledge helps me — where
if I'm smart about my betting | can affect my
chances of winning. Unlike slot machines or
dice games,

With sports betting it's always better to
strike at the partisan, the home crowd, the
emotional bettors, Go into a hastile town at
night, visiting, and bet against the desperate;
emotional bettors — they'll give you points,
and that's the way to win at gambling.

And the way to lose is to be one of those
emotional beltors,

As a kidd played football, basketball,
baseball. | was very much into it. | didn't
starl gambling'until after I quit plaving. But
about halfway through
high school | decided 10
fuck foothall and become a
criminal. | made my choice
between the sports life and
the criminal life. Once you
quit playing, vou need that
competitive factor. | don’t
give a fuck about a game
unless [ have a bet on it.
You have to see it as an
opportunity. Nongamblers
see it as a chance to lose — and often feel they
can't afford to lose. A gambler sees it as an
apportunity that can't be passed up. Hell, go
into debt

Fd Bradley came out here one day and beat
me for about $4,000 on a basketball game.

I think it started as a hundred-dollar bet. But
we kept doubling up. | paid him, of course
After all, | would have looked askance — and
mentioned it in public - if he hadn't paid

me. That's what makes it fun: the reality of it,
having to pay up. It's good for it to hurt. Being
labelled a cheater or a welch is much more
painful to a gambler than getting beat up in
the parking lot.
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On Kdwing

I's extremely bad karma to brag about thin,
you've gotten away with. I'm a great believer in
karma in a profound sense: You will get what's
coming to you.

Ch Regding

All the King’s Men, by Robert Penn Warren, is
one of my all-time favourite books. If you don't
know the book you should grab it and read it as
soon as possible because it will teach you a lot
of things. The Ginger Man, by |P Donleavy, was
one of my seminal influences. It was kind of a
password in certain circles. The Ginger Man got
the piss beat out of him more than a few times,
as | recall. The reading experience is important:

All the King’s Men, George Orwell's Down and
Out in Faris and London, F Scolt Fitzgerald's
The Great Gatsby. Gatsby is 55,000 words long

amazing economy in a ook like that. With
Fear and loathing in [as Vegas | was determined
to make it shorter than that. | may have failed. |
think 1 beat it. But it's like the speed record on
Saddle Road: I'm not sure [ still hald it. In fact,
I'm sure | don't if | could do it just by getting my
hands tn a Ferrari

| get tremendous pleasure from reading
aloud and having other people read to me. |
like: to hear how other people hear things. |
like women's vaices, foreign accents. There's a
music to

When you're reading aloud, just remember
that you want to understand it yourself. You
have to hear it. That's the key to ather people
comprehending. You've got to hear, the music. You
need to hit each word. Not the way journalists
read but with a dramatic rendering. It takes
awhile. It's easier to comprehend when you creep
along, like driving in second gear. The: listener
should be impatient for what's coming next.

WL A :
On Kejection

For the better part of two years, while | was
warking as a copy boy at Time magazine — after
my time in the Air Force — | took courses at
Columbia and the New School. | had the fiction
editor of Fsquire, Rust Hills, as a creative-writing

JYou cdn establish the pight repuldtion in this reqdrd — you
might pight in the middle of q conversqlticn just swaf some
motherfucker deross the room. Nake his blood shoof oyt in
.5:'-3 syu,?."s Im giving dwdy frdde secgels hepe.

professor at Columbia. Fstill have anote from
him saying, “Never submit anything to Esquire
ever again. You're a hateful, stupid bastard
Esquire hates you.” It was kind of a shock at
that age.

O free Wil

In Orwell’s 1984, rigidity is imposed by the
will of the state. Whereas with soma, in Aldous
Huxley's Brave New World, it's the will of the
people. I've always operated on that second
theory. Nobody is stealing our freedoms. We're
dealing them off. That's the dark side of the
American dream. I've always seen myself as a
carrier of the torch against that urge. | abways
took it for granted. Just like | always ok it for
granted that if | wanted to run for president

1 could. 1 could do it. IUs a nice way o think
for most of your life, to be able to sustain that
Attitude counts for a lot.

On Demollion

When you push a car off a cliff and blow it
up, be sure to roll the windows down to avoid
shrapnel. Also, strip the license plate so you're
not billed for the cleanup.

Oh lhe ﬁmf{"

My original job in the Air Force was repairing
avionics and electronics. We were like the
candy man: If your machine was out, you had

to wait for us. And 90 percent of the problems
were vacuum tubes. This was before solid-state
engineering. So you'd replace a tube or two
and they thought you were fucking Einstein.
Machines would come back e Tife; planes
would fly. Just pull a tube dnd stick another one
in there. It was a cinch. % /

The military was kind of yatrffiend in
those days. You could jump a ride on military
air-transport planes. If the plane was empty you
could take people with you - even a wman.
You could travel with the base football'team,
sitting on those paratrooper seats along the sides
of the aircraft, against the tin walls

At my station, Eglin Air Force Base in Florida,
we had Bart Starr as the starting quarterback
of the base football team_ Fverybody served.
We had a bunch of all-Americans on the team.
People went from the Eglin Eagles to the Green
Bay Packers. '

The draft civilized the military. It wasn't
a permanent status; it was service. It has a
civilizing effect —you have a whole different
attitude: when yau're in there for two years. And
so does the top brass. The abolition of the draft
was a momentous event, When you abolish the:
draft you've got mercenaries.

Oh Rdlie Speqing

When | was in the Air Force | would take classes
on the base. One of the classes | took was for
something that terrified

me mofe than anything in
life: public speaking. It was
terrifying. | don't know how
| ever became a sought-after
speaker.

When the Hells Angels
book came oul | was forced
to go out and do publicity
for it It was still hard for
me. They told me that if |
could write a convincing
icle I could write a speech. 1'd seen senior
5 try to master public speaking in order
1o get promoted to field-grade positions — it was

like survival for them. Succeed or die. Public

speaking was a required skill. But when 1 got
the sports editorship at the base newspaper
because the guy who was doing it was drunk,
busted for the third time for pissing in public < |
never had to master it

One problem | have with public speaking
is the sound system — | rarely get there in time
to do a sound check. So the sound ends up
distorted or you lose the bass.

O Myloition

Grapefruit is vital to my lifestyle. | eat
grapefruits, oranges, lemans, kiwis. | also

need something green with every meal — some
vegetables on the plate. Fven if it’s just some
sliced tomatoes and green onions in a pinch. It's
both aesthetic and healthy. If | take a look at a
plate and see brown, grey, white, | can't eat it. |
want to see some red and green,

Drink six to eight glasses of water a day.
When you don't drink enough water you lose
your taste for it. When you're chronically
dehydrated the body misses it, but it has a seli-
fooling mechanism where you don't think about
it. Then you have to re-educate your taste buds
for it AL first you can't drink much pure waler.
I've worked up to five or six glasses a day. At
first | could barely db one.

I've really enjoyed my body. 've used it. One of

.

illustration by ralph steadman
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" the things e been most impressed with in my life
is the resiliency af the human body: They did bath
my spinal surgery and my leg surgery ithout
putting any metal in me. No metal, Bubba,

On Nedieine ¢

A lot of dactors are reluctant to take
responsibility for me. Nobody wants o be
the doctor who killed Hunter Thompson.
don't trust the medical establishment, but 1
do trust individual doctors, 'm straight with
doctors. They have ta learn that they can talk
to me straight, too. There's no point in trying
to-conceal anything. | appreciate the one
who take risks on me, and | have to look out
for the chickenshits.

Most physicians are quacks. In Hawai
when | broke my leg, they wouldn't give me
any painkillers because 1'd been drinking,
Alcohol is supposed to be dangerous with
painkillers. But depending on the person,
that can be unnecessarily dogmatic. Body

Most J:qug! hdve Leen very goa:g" lo me. [ use drugs dnd i

Steroid-based nasal spray can turn you
into a monster,

I don't advocate drugs and whiskey and
vielence and rock and roll, but they've
always been good to me. I've never advised
people who can't handle drugs to take
them, just as people who can't drive well
should not drive 80 miles an hour on any
road. That's a point.

Cn Alechol

I have no patience for malevolent

drunks. No patience. Drugs, drink, it’s

no excuse. Booze is probably the most
dangerous substance — it's so available,
and it's easy to get really wrecked. | felt

a sense of amusement when | first read a
book called Nation of Drunkards. It's a
beautiful book, in the rare-book category.
It's a history of alcohal and the forming of
America. The nation really was conceived
in a river of booze.

dbuse them well show me where What Jo you medn dbuse

them, you jackdss? What's qbuse’ Like most dnylhing else if's

gicm‘ pdying qtlenticn If's simple
weight makes a big difference. If | sit around
here doing hit for hit of almost anything
except acid with a 100-pound woman, she’ll
get twice as ripped as me

Anyway, the doctors wouldn't give me
painkillers. They wanted me off the island
Nobody wanted respansibility. The doctars,
the university where | spoke, the organisers
of the marathon | was covering, the hotel
where I stayed — they all wanted me out.
[t was hell. When they tried to load me
onto a full commercial flight, t jammed
my broken leg into the fuselage of the
plane. | was the last to board. Imagine the
wonderment of the other 200 passengers
upon hearing this incredible uproar at the
front of the aircraft — my ever-increasi
violent screams. All those passer
delayed 45 minutes, urmhl(‘ to see what
was going on and unable to get up from
thieir Seats. Finally the sifline had to give
up. I've learned that when vou get that
mean, maost people try fo get away from
it. And if they are assigned to handle you
physically, they really want to get away
from it.

On L)
N LRygs
Most drugs have been very good to me. |
use drugs, and if | abuse them, well, show
me where, What do you mean abuse them,
you jackass? What's abuse? Like maost
anything else, it's about paying attention
[t's simple. It's nat some exotic school of
thought I picked up somewhere; it's pa
attention. Concentrating. It's something you
have to do your whole life.
I watch it and make sure people can
handle things. You have to be super aware
of who is fucked-up, who is angry. Not
at you necessarily, but who is dangerous
Whao is not the same friendly guy you were
talking to yesterday. See how different
things affect different people. Then avoid
them if you have to, or keep an eye on
them. You can help people at some stage
of their anger, but theres a point beyond
which you can't do anything

There's a basic difference in consumers
of whiskey or any ather substance, and that
i nce between being a binger
and a chipper. | have understood for many
years that I'm a chipper. The binger sets
time aside to get wasted, to go on a binge.
The chipper, like me, just does it all the
time. It takes awhile to get settled in your
patterns like 1 am — if you live that long

On being Culpumbered

Taking on groups of people was the
ul!-mnu' fun. And then running off with

1 women. The Genghis Khan approach
as romantic. | got the shit kicked out of
> a lot. But it was fun. That's an unhealthy
which is why | don't recommend
it to other people.

Getting into rumbles without having
any idea what you're doing is dangerou
did it, but [ learned. There are some basic
rules. For one thing, any crowd or gang can
murder vou - no matter what kind of crowd.
A crowd of schoolgirls can kill yc
Fighting gangs of people is very
If you ever get caught frying to defend
vourself, attack one person in the crowd
Just try to kill that person. Concentra
a shark. Don't attack randomly. 've found
bout the only way to fight a mob. Kill
one of them, or try, or scem eager or willing
ople will want to kill you fm doing
that, but it usually turns the momentum of
a senseless brawl where you're just a soccer
ball. When the soccer ball can attack you
and bite your cheek off, the game changes

| 'was ahead of the game when [ realized
that if [ tried to kill one pchun the rest
would back off

You want to take on a |<II).J,L‘ ane. Take on
a symbolic leader, the spokesman, the bully.
A swift and violent kick to the nuts after a
glass of water ta the face is always good —
and | mean a crotch twister, boy. There's a
big difference between a sort of snap-kick
Lo the nuts and one with a follow-through
where you go all the way through the crotch
with force. Use the leg — hit with a higher

e

to.

part than the foot sa there's a narrow point
of impact.

Though it's probably better to stay out of
rumbles, i

it in a way. | hate bullies and
m on. There's that red line. It
i a playoff
game. There's no reason, just survival. It's
game time. I've frightened myself and other
people with the extremes to which | can
carry it

Just because you give up fighting with
your knuckles doesn't mean you give up
fighting. That's the deadly serious underbelly
of gonzo — the fist inside the glove. 'm still
every bit as willing to take on a fight. You
just have to figure out where and when
You nead to know by gut instinct when
the numbers are against you. You need to
choose your battles - and your battleground

carefully. You don't want to volunteer to
be destroved. Pick vour spots

And there’s no reason to see it all as a
battle anyway.

Z -
On /dlenliq/
That old thing about “this kid
of talent” will take you a long way. But
eventually it has to pay off. Potential will run
out —and it can run out suddenly

On Ex-lhesiden

When addressing a former president, Mr
President is the proper form. But | also call
one Jimmy. Of course, some of them are best
addressed as Swine

a lot

On Fumor

Humor is important — | can't think of
anything much more important. Net
necessarily to make people laugh but to
make them smile. | find that if I can laugh
th someone or get them to laugh with me,
that's an immediate bond. It's not something
I write down or memaorise before | go out. It

gh once is no big

m laugh twice, three times,
dgment, makes them notice.
in in public.

e first shu[ dm 5h [gn people’s attention
Hell, I don't notice a shot unless it's right
outside my window. But the second shot gets
everybody s altention.

On Sinny-Lipring

Total darkness and no clothes is the only
to swim. Swimming in clothes seems almost
obscene to me.

¥

On Supviva/
Choosing the right friends is a life-or-death
matter. But you really it only in
retrospect. |'ve always considered that
possibly my highest talent - recognising and
keeping good friends. And you better p:
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attention to it, because any failure in that
regard can be fatal. You need friends who
come through. You should always be looking
around for good friends because they really
dress up your life later on

In the end, it's not sa much how to succee
in life as it is how to survive the life you have
chosen

On Rrspeclive

I'm too old to adopt conceits or airs, | have
nothing left to prove. It's kind of fun to look
at it — instead of a personal challenge to the
enemy out there, just enjoy the evidence. |
can finally look at it objectively. Not “Wha
is this freak over here?” but “Who am 12" |'ve
gotten to that point where it's take it or leave
it. Whatever way I've developed seems okay
to me on the evidenee. So what if the score
is against me? I've been on the battlefield for
a long time. | suppose | always will be - just
my nature a
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PLAYMATLE DATA SHEET

NAME: Aamz

BUST: 32B  Waist: 60cm HIPs: 90cm  HEIGHT: 173cm
WEIGHT: 55kg  BIRTH DATE: 2 September 1989
BIRTHPLACE: Cape Town, South Africa

AMBITIONS: To be a hard working, well known and admired model.

To be a great paediatrician one day, maybe a good lawyer and to be

very successful in achieving all my goals.

TURN-ONS: Definitely a true gentleman!! With Spanish eyes, a nice ass, arms big enough to
pick me up and dark, soft hair that is just long enough to be pulled! ©

TURN-OFFS: A big ego, thinking that you know me when you don't, lying, cheating,

disrespect, being fake or trying to impress too much. Also guys who have an obsession

with porn!

MY DREAM DATE: Anywhere with Enrigue Iglesias (LOL)! An ideal date would have to be
extremely romantic, like starting with a cruise to a private beautiful island, then heading to a
stunning safari lodge and ending off with a night in Rome! @

VY GO-TO-FEEL-GOOD RECIPE: Just relaxing, maybe at the beach, watching movies, being
with my family, reading a magazine and eating. @

FAVOURITE MOVIES & Tv: 90210, Gossip Girl, Pretty Little Liars, etc. Horror movies and

romantic movies.

FAVOURITE MUSIC: Enrique Iglesias, Neyo, Pitbull and Christina Aguilera.

PEOPLE I'D LIKE TO MEET: Enrigue lglesias, Johnny Depp, Alessandra Ambrossio, Channing
Tatum, Janice Dickinson, Nelson Mandela, Hitler, Christiaan Barnard and Shakespeare.

UM NOT EMBARRASSED TO SAY: | still like to go into those big toyshops... oh and that | have

15 cats.

SEXY IS: Confidence and attitude. It's a feeling that shines from the inside out. To look sexy

you need to feel sexy!
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PLAYBOY’S PARTY JOKES

hat do you get when you offer a blonde a penny for her guy brought his date back to his apartment, ripped
thoughts? both their clothes off and then said, “Say hello to my
Change little friend.”
The woman took a look, gathered up her clothes and said,
guy stuck his head into a barbershop and asked, "How “Call me when he grows up."
long before | can get a haircut?” The barber looked “Could I try on that dress in the window?" a woman asked
around the crowded shop and said, “About two hours.” The a shopkeeper.
guy left. “Certainly,” the shopkeeper replied, “but I'd prefer that you
A few days later the same guys stuck his head in the door use the dressing room.”
and asked, "How long before | can get a haircut?” The barber
looked around the shop and said, “About three hours.” The n old miser read an advertisement that the new
guy left. whorehouse in town charged R500 for the first
A week later the same guy stuck his head into the shop and visit, but only R250 thereafter. The first time he visited,
again asked the same question. The barber said “About an he knocked on the door and the Madam replied, “Who's
hour and a half.” The guy left. The barber turned to a friend there?"” The man answered promptly, “It's me again.
and said, “Do me a favour. Follow that guy and see where he
goes. He keeps asking how long he has to wait for a haircut, man is incomplete until he’s married — and then he's
but then he never comes back.” really finished.
A little while later the friend returns to the shop, laughing
hysterically. The barber asked, “So where does he go when he man married a woman who had an identical twin, but
leaves?” The friend smiled and answered, “your house.” less than a year later he was in court, filing for divorce.
The judge said, “Tell the court why it is that you want a

divorce.”

“Well, your Honour,” the man said, “every once in a while my
sister-indaw would come over for a visit, and because she and my
wife look so similar, Pd end up making love to her by mistake.”
“Surely there must be some difference between the two
women?” the judge asked.

“You'd better believe there's a difference,” the man replied,
“That’s why | want a divorce.”

Fnr his birthday a little boy asked for a 10-speed bicycle.
“Son, we'd give you one,” the father said, “but the bond
on this house is R2 million and your mother just lost her job.
There's no way we can afford it in our current situation.”

The next day the father saw the little boy heading out the front
door with a suitcase, so he said, “Son, where are you going?"
“Well,” the boy said, “l was walking past your room last night
and heard you telling Mom you were pulling out. Then | heard
Mom tell you to wait because she was coming too. And I'll be
damned if I'm staying here by myself with a R2Z million bond
and no bike."”

ATﬂ-yaar-uld stockbroker was pouring out his heart to his

close friend. “I'm nuts about one young lady,” he began,

“Do you think I'll have a better chance if | tell her I'm 507"

“I think,” his friend said, “you’d have a better chance if you 4 ‘HOW do you get a baby?" a little girl asked her mother.

told her you were 90.” “Mom and Dad make love,” the mother said. “Dad puts
his penis into Mom's vagina, and that’s how you get a baby.”

Do you know What the difference is between sin and “Mom, | saw you put dad’s penis in your mouth last night,”
shame? the girl said. “What do you get from that?”
It's a sin to put it in, but it’s a shame to pull it out. The mother said, “Jewellery.”

belligerent drunk walks into a bar, and yells at the top of Send your jokes to partyiokes@playboy.co.za.

his voice, “1 can lick any man in this placel” PLAYBOY will pay R100 to the contributors whose

The bouncer replies “Is this your first time in a gay bar?" submissions are selected.




s playboy travel goes, this is it. Drop in
Aa.t the wine farm, pop your kid down to

school on the soccer field, then off to the

for a grape-wrangling meeting (many layers

to that image, most of them disturbing) and then
lunch at Cape Point on the beach. Or wake in
Pretoria, hop down to Jozi for a morning Board
meeting before flitting off to a lunchtime round
of golf at Sun City.

We aren’t interested in all that rich
businessman stufi right now, though; we're
after the crazy buggers, the guys who make
choppers do things that most people spectate
upon with jaw resting firmly on shoes. We
want the Airforce men, the movie stunt
pilots, the fire chopper guys and the, well,
unsafe at any speed, if you get my drifl. The

Fire-Fighting Pilots

Okay, so if you're a chopper pilot, generally
you aren’t that keen on ilying where you can't
see, because il by gauges in a chopper is
not the easiest thing on the face of the planet
to do... but here you are, flying into the smoke
plume of an out-of-control veld fire, not only
reducing your ability to see, but to breathe as
well. Add to this the huge water hopper hanging
irom the chopper’s underbelly, lurching from
side to side like an overweight drunk weari
only one heel, and this is not the most calming
place to be a pilot!

They are often volunteer professionals with
thousands of hours under their rudders, meaning
they have pretty much mastered what it is to
get one of these things as close as possible to
a target of choice. Even so, high winds and

variable loads make flying one of these missions

hly hazardous job, with the possibility of
catching the water hopper on trees/powerlines/
houses an ever-present risk, as is scooping up an
errant swimmer while replenishing your water
supply at the nearest reservoir. Okay, that might
just be a Darwin Award story...

Offshore Construction Pilots
These guys are busy building the latest island
in the gulf of Arabia, and they are using giant,
multi-ton blocks of concrete to provide the
base upon which to lay their sandpile. You're
the guy ilying these concrete blocks into
n, before lowering them into place
an airborne game of Telris. You have
of clearance, and there is a ground
ng below you, with many limbs to

crush and maim with Chuck Norris” bowling
ball. You're hovering in pretty much the same
place for about 10-15 minutes at a time, which
basically means a constant dance of all four

of your limbs just to maintain stasis. Ther

no room for error, or things can go big wrong,
fast. Like pressure much?

Medivac

These guys are the closest you'll get to an
attack pilot in civilian times, with their prime
focus being: get there as quickly as possible,
land in the most unfeasible of spots to load an
injured person, and shufile the patient ofi to
the closest stash of bandages and morphine,

The practice was first started in the Korean
War of the 50s, where it was found the soldiers
treated within an hour of injury had a re

rate as high as 90 percent, whereas when they only
received treatment after being transported out of
the war zone their survival rate dropped to around
25 percent. Medivac allows both to happen: quick
transport and immediate medical care. This means
the pilots need to be fast, accurate and smooth,
allowing life-saving to happen in the back while
getting you to the nurse on time, These guys don’t
understand the concept of hanging around, unless
it's fetching someone off the side of a mountain
after they've done a little no-strings-attached
bungee and broken their face in half...

Film Stunt Pilots

Now these guys are basically all of the mad
buggers who got shot at too much in the war,
and tend to ily their choppers like they have just
stolen Hades’ smoking jacket. Flying between

™
MAY 2012

buildings, ultra-low level flight and stuff lik
barrel rolls come naturally to these rebels of the
air, who ily their craft in the same way racing
drivers pilot their vehicles: fast and close!

Either they are used in front of the camera,
blasting up baddies while dodging crapers,
or they are camera vehicles, used to provide
a Point Of View (POV) that would otherwise
be impossible to capture, like a panned
zoom around a yacht, or a remote mountain
location. Their range of talents run the full
gamut, from super-precise control of the
craft to wild, sweeping high-speed charges
under bridges. These sky-boys boast the most
complete balance of all of the skills to be
found in the art of Heli control, like toreadors
that actually ride the bull, instead of just
waving their hanky in its face...




ADRENALINE caerriss

Top 5 Chopper Films Of All Time
If you're into seeing whirlybirds being thrown
around like gravity doesn't exist, these are
generally accepted as five of the best-filmed
mavies either about choppers, or featuring
great chopper scenes

Blue Thunder: (1983) This is an early 80s film

about a super-chopper that uses new military

tech to control crowds, and one man’s efforts to

wrest the contral of this
hands of e

uper-weapon from ‘l][!
il. Some of the most insane non

CGI chopper sequences out there.

Apocalypse Now: (1979) Francis Ford
Coppola’s seminal war epic features one of
the most img

sive helicopter sequences ever

filmed, with wave upon wave of Bell UH-1

(Huey) choppers falling into the skirmish from

all sides in a chaatic rain of whirling blades, as
well as rescuing some PLAYBOY bunnies from
the over-eager ground troops at one point!

Black Hawk Down: (2001) This massive

Ridley Scott thriller chronicles the story of
two US Forces Blackhawk Helicopters shat
down during a mission in Somalia, and the

subsequent rescue efforts of their fli
The chaos and carnage shown is widely

regarded as some of the most realistic such

footage ever fictionally captured on film

Rambo 11z (1988} In this instalment of the

francl ‘ol John | Ramba is enlisted under

duress to rescue his mate, Col Sam Trautman

ky

iplayed by Richard Crenna), from them p
Saviet forces, who were engaged in ng
the crap out of the Afghan rebels. Features a lot

PLAYBOY

= of great chopper scenes, including a number
of crashes

Airwoli {1984 - 1987) Okay, so it's a series not
a film, but it is the coolest series ever invalving
a helicopter, ever. Jan-Michael Vincent plays
Stringfellow Hawke, a reclusive pilot charged
with stealing back an Airfarce superchopper
from its builders, who ran off with it. He does
s0, but then, instead of returning it to his
hosses, he hides it deep in the desertin an
eroded mesa, and then makes a deal to fly it
on missions in return for protection against
those still looking for him. Some awesome

foota d one of the coolest opening tunes
ever created for TV! | remember shaking hands
once with Jan Michael Vincent as a kid, and

refusing to wash my hand for about three days

afterward

ounique
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SCAN THIS QR CODE TO VIEW OUR COMPLETE POLICE RANGE
AND TO LOCATE THE STOCKIST CLOSEST TO YOU.

1. Download QR Code reader software onto your phone via your phones on line store or for free at www.qr8.maobi.
2. Open the application, point the phone camera towards the QR code and allow the phone to scan or take photo.
3. Mavigate your way around on the Mobi site to gather the relevant information.

For more information call: 011-257-6000 or e-mail info@cir.co.za
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20 QUESTIO

by eric sptiznagel

Co-star with Johnny Depp in the film, The Rum Diary, due to open in May in South Africa,

Amber Heard embraces her inner bunny, drives fast, shoots straight, opens up about

her personal life and talks about why it’s great for a woman to have some curves.

o1

PLAYBOY: You plaved Maureen, a
PLAYBOY Bunny, in the American TV show,
The PLAYBOY
time in the Bunny suit, you can tell us: Is it

1b. Now that you've spent

really that uncomfortable?

HEARD: It fex
death. If it got any tighter, we wouldn't be
le: to sit upright.

Is about an inch away from

ious — it's that

it looks twhen you're

wearing it. Actually, vou know what I really
love about the PLAYBOY Bunny outfil? It's

all about a woman’s silhouette, Whatever
happened to that? Back in the 1960s it was
fine to have curves. Do you know how happy
am that | get to ke ¢ For

ep some of my curve

once | don't have to starve myself
Q2
PLAYBOY: There's a real PLAYBOY Club
at the Palms in Las Vegas. If this acting
thing doesn’t work out, would you consider
working there as a waitress
HEARD: Oh please. [faughs] No, not so
much, though | have nothing but r

pect for

the women who did. Back then it was not an
imen ta go out and eam money
and support themselves, Marria, the

best and most practical option. What 1 liked
about The PLAYBOY €

women wh

option for v

: Wa

ulr is that it's about
ng independent and

ere

hers. It wa ir
ive their own . to do whatever

own terms. The feminist

earning as much as their

chance
they wanted on the

movement is often clouded by Gloria
Steinem's perspective, but fo deny w
their sexuality is just as chauvinistic, The
women wh at the PLAYBOY Clubs
were using sexuality to their advantage

Q3

been naked an awful

Hmen

orke

PLAYBOY: You
lat in your movies. Do you have to psych

yourse

deal?
HEARD: I approach all my movies wi

open mind and a willingness to dive in and

f up for a nude scene, or is it no big

van

do what's asked of But a lot of the nudity

n my early movies was out of necessity.
When | came to Hollywood, | didn't know
anybody. | didn’t have any connections. |

did what a lot of people have to do in i
Id and just worked
up. And that meant faking a lot of roles as
the woman at the party who loses her shirt
But now I'm doing things | find artistically

real we

and emotionally fulfilling. I'm not opposed

ta nude scenes if they're appropriate. I'm

not against them morally, but | personally

no longer find movie nudity 1o be worth my
while, That may change in the future. I'm

keeping an open mind, as always, be
that's v

ause

hat you have to do
Q4

PLAYBOY: Even when vou're not naked
in movies, you're at least semi-naked. Your
Daisv Duke shorts in Orfy 0, for
At little to the imagination. Is it true
those shorts can ym vour own closet?

HEARD: Yes, that is true, Those w my
shorts. | don't know if I'm proud of that, but
v

Angry

they were.
long time. | can’t remember a time in my |
n | didn't have them. | remember when

had shorts like that for a very

fe

my Daisy Dukes fit me in a different way.
When | was younger and a little slimmer, they
were baggy and not so revealing
Q5

PLAYBOY: You're co-starring with Johnmy
Depp in the upcoming film The Rum Diary
which is about, among other things, the
dread of growing old bef Can
you empathise? You're anly 23, Do you feel

B YOUIT

over-the-hill?
HEARD: Well,
» indog vears. I'm 25 (o the rest
of the world, but I'm about 48 in actr

f course. Hollywood
actresses aj

around the corner from my

years, 1'm ju
midlife cri
but Hollywaoc

s. [ don't know if you've heard,

siry.

zan be a draining ind

PLAYBOY: The Rum D
novel by Hunter § Thompson, whao had a
legendary appetite for drugs. To stay frue to
his spirit, did vou partake in recreational
drugs during filming?

HEARD: Not at all. Trying to film a movie

a diet is hard enou,

y is based on a

sh; I can’t imagine how

wld be on drugs. | stayed true to his spirit
in other ways. | kept his book in the poclet
of my cast chair the entire time we were
filming. That made me feel connected to the
' i
ful piece of literature and a leg
Q7

PLAYBOY: You did most of your own stunts
in Di
kind

biag

Aure, of our goal Lo do justice to a
nel

and you've admitted you're

f a reckless driver, Just how bad is vour
record?

t's pitiful. It's not something I'm
proud of, and I'm trying hard to learn how
1o drive better. | grew up driving old pickup
trucks on the ranch with my dad, and | still

find mysel§ driving as if I'm out in an open

field, except 'min LA, on La Cienega,

middle of rush-hour traffic. When
tnt
coordinator took me out to the parking lot

1'was preparing for Drive Angry the

to show me how to spin out and fishtail

and do all the things you're not supposed

to know how to do. After two seconds of
being a passenger in my car, he realised it
ity — because | had

was an exercise [n fut
that shit down
Qs
PLAYBOY: You were bom and raised in
Austin. How slereotypically Te
upbringing? Did your entire family wear

an was your

cowboy hats and holsters and own at least
anc oil rig?

HEARD: I have successfully avoided
being st cific category.
I've worked hard at that, and I'm proud of

reotyped into a §

not being easily lumped into anybody's
preconceived notions or expectations. Look
at me: I'm pretty confusing. That said, [ do
han

: an il rig in my backyard.
Q9
PLAYBOY: You're kidding, obviously, but
vou do own a 7 Magnum, right?
HEARD: Well, I am my father's daughter,
ng up it was not up o me. [ was his
been

C
hunting and fishing buddy, so I'v

row

shooting my whole life. My dad used 1o 1ake
me and my younger sister, Whitney, to the
firing range, and he'd stand behind us as
we'd shoot, We were tiny girls — only about

10 years old at the fin

so when we'd pul
the trigger the recoil would send us flying

backward. But he'd stand behind us and

make sure we were safe. I've been around

ble gun ownership my whole life.
Q10
PLAYBOY: As an ac
often da you get a chance to shoot? Do you
range of just keep it hidden next

respons

ilt gun owner, hows

0 to a firing

to your bed and hope somebody breaks in?
HEARD: | do not hope somebody breaks
did, 1 pity them. I

in. However,
the fool that breaks into my house. Once
in a while I'll try to go to an indeor gun

range here in LA, Otherwise | make it out

to Texas at [east a few times a vear to go

hunting with my I go
with him and for the ride, bec
an harseback, and it's the only time [ get
to ride horses in an open field. But [ don't
ill an animal

0 spend time

ause he hunts

shoot anything. [ could never
My ¢
rything he kills

d does all the hunting, and he eats

k5
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20 QUESTIONS

My go-to modelling move was called “Be hungry.” That was
it. You just stand there and be hungry. And that’s all | have
to say about the modelling industr

PLAYBOY:

for Recovery

Reach for Recovery is an International breast cancer
support group founded in the USA in 1952 and actlive in SA
since 1947.

Our cim is to create awareness about breast cancer and
educate as many people as possible about the importance
of early detection.

kind of
a All Reach for Recovery volunteers have themselves
undergone surgery for breast cancer and have received
thorough training to enable them to visit patients post
surgery in hospital or af home. All visits are made at the
request of the doctor or the patient herself.

¥

Our services are free and include:

= practical and emotional help and ¢ variety of pamphlets
are available
a soft, temporary prosthesis

a small pillow for under the arm as well as a cotton bag
for the drain

Our mission statement:

Reach for Recovery is built on o simple yet universal
principle: that of one woman who has experienced bregst
out of the h . fi mirr “I'm that. cancer herself giving freely of her time and experience to
n my I g ? ) 50’ ) assist and support another woman with breast cancer.

National Coordinator ~ Gauteng South  Free State/Nothern Cape  Gauteng North Kwa Zulu-Natal ‘Weslem Cape Eastemn Cape
083 897 0221 011 648 0890 083 677 3500 0822129933 0722480008 084 7037994 079 347 9591

Fublic Benefit Organisation 230011558 Mon Profit Organisation 043-723




FEATURE BIKEMAD

HARLEY &Vespa

n that they're pra

The 883 Evo motor sets up a combination of vibrations
that would make any lady smile in a vaguely
distracted, cross-eyed way.

Harley 883N Iron
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FEATURE BIKEMAD

the way it feels like doing them. You either
adjust, and start to see the special brand of
enjoyment it uniquely offers, or you'll feel
limited, and ultimately walk away.

So does it sound like I'm the newest
Harley convert? Well, no, actually. The
tank is a touch small, making the trip to the
garage a common experience if you use
the performance. The vibration is literally
enough to turn all contact points into a
buzzing mass of pins and needles after an
hour and around town it has the slow-speed
manners of a hung over mule, too big to
realistically filter between lanes in traffic. It

also suffers from mild driveline shunt, making
mooching along at walking pace a fraught
affair of toa little/too much, foot down/foat
up, unless you clutch in and coast along, and
changing direction is an exercise requiring
notification in triplicate a week before the
event. People also immediately think that
you are a lawyer, and start pelting your with
their take-out cofiees and chewing gum

So where do 1 stand then, on this entry
point to Harley? Well, I'm ambivalent. The
power is nice, and it delivers in the way that
only a large-capacity naturally aspirated
motor could, from below-basement in ane
arge, juicy slug. Itis also a very well
made specimen. It does look like an
R82k bike. It just doesn't look like my
kind of R82k bike, and | guess that's
my point. If your idea of a bike is the
laid-back variety by this Milwaukee
manufacturer, you can't get into the
fold for less money. It's eminently
competent, and | must admit that |
did enjoy my time on it. Now | can
understand why people buy these
things in their droves; Harley does
things in a way unmatched in the
hike world, and that is still a good
thing. You wouldn't trade in your
grandfather just because he farts at
the dinner table (bless you gramps);
he's got character. Same story here

GTS Vespa 300 i.e Super

Right, into the deep left field now.
This is where that healthy dose of
scepticism comes romping in through
the door, kicking over your Jack and
Coke and keying your paintwork.
How in pluperfect Hell can | even be
doing this?!

Truth be told, they can't be
compared as toals, excepting the fact
that they are both motorcyeles, with
two wheels and a motor powering
one of them. It’s transportation, pure
and simple. But yet, somehow, Vespas
are 50“1C1‘1|I1g maore than Just that.
After all, Vespa means “wasp” in
Italian. Maybe it's the PLAYBOY days
of the swinging 60s, with pictures of
impossibly gorgeous women perched
behind Italian cads, blasting through
the Roman streets on their Vespas
with a smoke in his mouth; they
personified a decadent, devil-may-care
era where it was All Good. I'll grant
you, those rose-tinted specs are now
firmly removed with today’s economic
situation, but the heritage of the brand
cannot be denied.

| jump onto the latest offering from
the Pontedera-based giants, the 300 i.e
Super. These puppies are significantly
more advanced than the isithuthuthu s
(ask someone, if you don’t understand)
¥'m used to from Vespa, sporting disk
brakes front and rear, a water-cooled
278cc thumper (4-stroke) motor with

fuel injection and impressive 35 kvl fuel
consumption figures at 70 kmvh, a figure that
Frans Steyn's the Harley into a deep touch. And
this is one seriously flick-able little scooter!

The low centre of gravity and micron-perfect
positioning of all of the interfaces, combined
with the plucky little motor punching well
above its weight in delivery of its maximum
output of 22 7bhp @7, 500rpm all collude to
make the sprightly little Italian quite a laugh
around the cut and thrust of the city centre
It seems genuinely eager to please, dosing
out engaging acceleration while allowing
vou to weave about between the traffic like a
particularly energetic Muhammad Ali. Okay,
maybe Baby Jake.

It's not a Harley. But then it was never
intended to be. This was a bike first designed
for a post-war Europe (ltaly, specifically) that
allowed people to get about their business
in a cost-effective and timely manner, while
still adhering to the Italian God of Style. They
really do look like the racing snails from The
Neverending Story. Just don't buy into the

I don’t care what age you are,
you've heard a Vespa being
caned past you at some point,
usually trailing a smoky cloud
behind the student riding it.

putrid metallic lime rhino-snot colour scheme
they offer; looks too real then

It's an immensely competent and well-
built bike with aerospace design influence
and a healthy dose of brio, and compared to
other scooters the quality does shine through
in a number of noticeable ways, like the
milled aluminium passenger footpegs that
fold flush with the bodywork when not in
use, or the electronic push-button release
for the front cubby stash. This is a tool of
utility, for those who find time an adversary
at the dawn of each new sunrise. They allow
you a step-in, step-out super-taxi to any
reasonable destination, with predictable
handling that somehow remains engagingly
responsive to those more skilled in the
art of the motorcycle. It makes sense in a
transport way, but I'm not convinced that
it’s quite swimming in the rarefied waters it
finds itself. RB5,950 is a lot of money, proper
actual money, for a scooter, even one as
well specced as this one is. It finds itself in a
wasp’s nest (pun intended) of activity across
a number of bike types, from commuters to
adventure bikes and, of course, the Harley.

These hikes should have no space in our

chase-the-bottom-line world, but yet they
both remain as relevant as ever. They remind
us that things don’t have to be refined beyond
all recognition to make them better. | won't
lie and say that | would buy either, because |
wouldn't. But for the first time in my life, | can
properly understand why people would buy
them. You can offer me a ride on either, and
I'd have it. E1

PLAYBOY
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AT YOUR APRILIA DEALER TODAY

Contact your nearest dealer for a demo ride

Aprilia South - Tel: 021

4 - Bloam Power Sport -
mfontsin - East Coast Motorcycles -
Tel: 031 586
Motorcycles - Tel

aprilia

rih Rand Rd,
a - Ultimate Performance -

Holeshot Motorcycles -
Preparations -Tel: 012 342
Te 2 643 1110, Buildi

aldictwe




SEJX asKAND TELL

PLAYBOY

Advisor

Send your questions lo advi

We'll get the best in the field to give you some great adv

Mv husband of 16 years is a reserved
guy, so | always enjoy shocking his
system in the bedroom. For example, | have
had other women give him blow jobs, taken
him to swinger clubs, etc. But | wasn't sure
how | would handle another woman fucking
him. One night at a party the situation got
out of hand, and he ended up with a woman
in another room. | stood outside the door,
wondering if 1 had made a big mistake. |

was okay until | heard her yelling and him
slapping her ass. Now I'm a mess. 1 no longer
let him go Lo strip clubs, 1 have a hard time
waltching porn with him, and 1 feel like crying
whenever he does me from behind. | have
gone to a therapist, only to be told it’s my
fault this happened. | probably deserve this
because of a one-night stand 1 had eight years
ago, which he knows about. | was only trying
to be an adventurous wife. But now I'm like
every other wife - jealous and insecure. |
thought men sec sex only as sex. My husband
won't give me any answers. Can you?

- LC, Bryanston

This isn't your fault. It's simply the result

of a lack of communication; you hadn’t
discussed the situation beforehand, and

it led to your being shut out. There is no

such thing as an adventurous wife, only

an adventurous couple. If you had been

in that room, slapping the woman'’s ass

while your husband fucked her, we doubt
you'd be writing us. Ask your husband if he
would come with you to a therapist (not

the idiot you've already seen) to listen and/
or tell his side of the story. The one-night
stand from years ago is not on his mind.

ls it okay to tell a friend | have a problem
with the way he treats women? He has
done deplorable things but laughs them off.
Should 1 tell him he’s being a douche bag?

- SN, Langebaan

You could say something, but we doubt it
would make any difference. He knows what
he’s doing, More important, how does his
behaviour reflect on you, since any woman
he has burned will likely assume you share his
attitude? At the very least they will wonder
about your choice of friends, which puts you
in a hole before you even get started.

ight years ago my girlfriend and her ex
taped themselves having sex. When she
tald me she still had the tape, | asked her
why she hadn’t destroyed it. It's a huge
turnoff for me to even think about it. What's
your take?
= AK, Seapaint
It wouldn’t bother us, especially since the
guy is ancient history. If you feel you can't
go on, ask your girliriend if she will help you
make an even hotter sex tape, preferably
while recording over the old one.

have no problem kissing my boyfriend after
he goes down on me, but he’s repulsed if
I try to kiss him after giving him head. He
says it's gross and just wrong. What does the
Advisor think?
— KL, Knysna
We assume you're not surprising him with a
mouthful of sugary love. Even so, a guy will
be hard-pressed to have a woman finish her
work with style if he projects cootie vibes

PLAYBOY

about his own recipe. (The same can be said
for a woman reluctant to kiss the glazed
doughnut that used to be her partner’s face.)
Although we doubt you'll be able to change
your boyiriend’s attitude overnight, the best
approach may be humour. Next time, pull
breath spray from under the covers and take
a hit before asking, “How about a kiss?” Or
make a big production of wiping your mouth
and face with a wet wipe. Or dig a supersize
bottle of mouthwash from under the bed and
gargle. With any luck, he’ll lighten up.

hat percentage of men are “growers”
versus “showers”? I'm a grower — my
flaccid penis looks like a pinkie but expands
to a decent-size erection. I'm not about to ask
guys at my health club to make themselves
hard, so I thought I'd go to the Advisor.
— AS, Bloemfontein
You've come to the right place. Scientists
have never found any correlation between
a man’s flaccid and erect sizes at any age;
some guys expand as little as a quarter inch,
while others bloom like spring flowers.
An analysis of data collected by Alfred
Kinsey found that about 7 percent of men
are extreme growers, who double in size,
while 12 percent are extreme showers, who
expand only a third of their total length
or less. Regardless of where they begin,
maost men end up at five to seven inches
erect. Archaeologist Timothy Taylor suggests
females during the era after bipedalism
and before loincloths may have interprefed
flaccid size as a symbol of slrcn%h and
fertility. But that was years ago.

“I don’t know, what would you like to do...?”"



ON THE BRAIN
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ON THE BRAIN

Nature intends only for you to breed; anything else you
accomplish is gravy. To prevent you from coming to your
senses after you have fallen for someone, the brain shuts

down areas that p

1 percent of the respondents in a survey of
18,000 adults claimed never to have felt
sexual desire.

Your Brain In Pain

As anyone who has been in a serious.
relationship knows, no matter how strong
your initial feelings about your snuggle
bunny, the day arrives when you sober
up. When Marazziti took blood from 16
of her 24 volunteers a year or two after
they had reported being madly in love,
their hormaone levels had all returned to
normal. The thrill was gone. This is for
the best, Fisher says: “Many of us would
die of sexual exhaustion if romantic love
flourished endlessly.” Coming down from
the high doesn’t necessarily mean you
are no longer interested, just that your
brain is making adjustments for the long
haul. It produces less dopamine and
more serotonin, replacing frenzy with
calm. Oxytocin kicks in as a stabiliser. 1f
one or both partners can't sustain their
oxytocin level, the relationship sputters,
although regular sex may help. “If you
have enough orgasms with your partner,
you may hecome more attached to her,”
suggests Fisher, because climax appears
to stimulate production of oxytocin and
vasapressin, two hormones associated
with bonding. In animal studies, oxytocin
has been found to encourage females to
nurture their young and vasopressin 1o
push males to defend the nest.

But as anyone who didn’t marry their
high school girliriend can tell you, things
don’t always work out. After examining the
brain in love, Fisher and her colleagues
repeated their iMRI experiment with
volunteers who had recently been
dumped. In fact, the day aiter her
hoyfriend ended their relationship, Fisher
put herself into the machine. “I can’t ask
others to do it unless I'm willing,” she
says. As with her subjects, Fisher found a
spike in her brain’s dopamine activity —
the same reaction we have when we first
fall in love. When a reward is delayed,
the brain churns out mare dopamine. This
explains why, in a phenomenon Fisher
calls “frustration-attraction,” adversity
and harriers stoke the flames. We become
obsessed with winning our lover back,
agonise over what went wrong and,
encouraged by Hollywood endings, make
dramatic and ultimately humiliating
appearances at their home or work to
declare our love. During this initial protest
phase many peaple become enraged,

negative

which may be the brain’s way of helping
us break away. Fisher agrees with the
assessment that the opposite of love is not
hate but indifference. “Love and hate have
too much in common,” she says. “They
involve similar focus and obsession.”
When we finally give up, we are left in
despair. With time, our dopamine levels
return to normal, helped along by novel
activities, basking in sunlight and exercise.
But an unfortunate few are unable to shake
their depression. Terminally lovesick,
they resort to suicide, a stunning act of
destruction unique to Homo sapiens.

Your Brain Comes

It's easy to imagine a group of
neuroscientists examining the first {MR1
machines a decade ago in the same way
pornographers once viewed VCRs: Think
what we could do with this! Almost
immediately they began rolling supine
college students headfirst into the middle
of the donut-shaped scanners and showing
them erotica. Before iMRI, much of what
scientists knew about the sexual brain
came from studying epileptics who had
reported an “orgasmic aura” before
seizures and patients who, for various
reasons, had electrodes implanted in their
brain. In 1964 a physician reported that
a patient given cantrol over his electrode
pressed the button constantly, saying it
made him feel as if he were building up
to climax. (He may have been stimulating
an area involved in what today is known
as persistent sexual arousal syndrome.)
Three of the doctar’s other patients
reported getting erections, and a fourth
would bring up sex no matter what topic
was being discussed. Lobotomies, lesions,
tumours and haemarrhages have led
mild-mannered patients to masturbate
openly or feel up the nurses. A 75-year-old
became “the man with a thousand hands,”
accarding to his wife. He declined to have
a shunt in brain repositioned to stem
his hypersexuality.

The fMRI makes it easier to observe
the brain in heat but presents its own
challenges. At Stanford, hospital officials
refused to allow liquids (eg, ejaculate)
inside their expensive machine, so
researchers could examine only arousal.
Even if you can let volunteers reach climax,
they must be able to do so without touching
themselves, because masturbation activates
the area of the brain that controls motor
function and thus muddies the images. So
far scientists have located only women who

are capable of this, although Alired Kinsey
estimated that three or four males in 5,000
possess the skill as well. Ideally, you would
want to scan the brain and genitals at the
same moment, to see how they interact, but
the current technology can handle only sa
much excitement.

If you don't know anyone who can
climax by fantasy alone, the obvious
alternative is to lend a hand. This is the
Dutch way. In 2005 Gert Holstege, a
professar of anatomy and embryalogy at
the University of Groningen, reported the
results of a study in which he observed
the brains of 11 men ages 19 to 45 as they
received hand jobs from their girliriends
or wives while the men’s heads were
restrained with adhesive bands inside
a positran emission tomography (PET)
scanner. He repeated the experiment with
13 women. After studying the images,
Holstege concluded that while the female
brain appears to become lost in the moment
during arousal and climax, the male brain
remains engaged, anticipating the pleasure
of being touched._ It's hard to underestimate
the importance of this aspect of male
sexuality - studies suggest that a part of
the brain known as the claustrum not only
assists in creating fantasies but helps us
jump into any erotic scenes we encounter.
Even when we aren't being touched, we
can easily imagine the sensation

As a man becomes aroused, the
amygdalae, two almond-shaped regions
of the brain whose duties include keeping
him constantly vigilant for hazards and
threats, become much less active, just
as they do when he is in the throes of
new love. Holstege believes the “Da Not
Disturb” sign goes up so that the male
animal can concentrate on the task at hand
— reproduction — without being distracted
by every rustle in the brush. *Apparently
a general lack of fear is necessary for
ejaculation,” he writes. Indeed, one study
found that men watching porn showed a
diminished startle response to a sudden burst
of white noise. The time it took each man to
punch the scientist remained constant

Your Sexual Centre

Although many parts of the brain are
involved in sexuality, the circuit board for
our carnal desires appears to lie within the
thumbnail-size hypothalamus buried deep
in the skull. As if processing your insatiable
libido weren't enough, it also controls
hunger, cardiovascular performance,
body temperature, stress and emaotional
responses. “Imagine the hypothalamus as a
row of dip swilches,” says biologist Simon
LeVay. “They seem too tiny to be important
but regulate everything.” The precise source
of the male drive appears to be located
front and centre, at a cowhoy bar called
the medial preoptic, where most of the
brain neurons having androgen receptors
are located. (The apparent centre of the

female sex drive, the ventromedial nucleus,
is a few millimetres away.) When a male
monkey first sees a female in heat and
presses a button to move toward her, the
neurons in his medial preoptic go berserk.
During intercourse the activity declines

(no need for it while you're getting laid),
and after ejaculation it falls again imission
accamplished). When researchers damage
the region, male monkeys lose most or

all interest in females, though they will
continue to masturbate. Something similar
accurs in humans. In West Germany in

the 1960s doctors destroyed the medial
preoptics of a number of men whose sexual
behaviour was thought to be pathological
or sociopathic. As LeVay reports in his book
The Sexual Brain, the men experienced a
severe loss of desire and had few if any
fantasies. Conversely, when a monkey's
medial preoptic is stimulated with
electricity, the otherwise suave simian gets
s0 horny he offers the female only a few
seconds of foreplay. The area may also be
involved in sexual arientation. In 1995
scientists at Boston University who mucked
with it were able to change male ferrets
from straight to gay.

If the hypothalamus powers our carnal
instincts, the amygdalae add a touch of
humanity. Located on each side of the
brain, these regions process emotional
and visual stimuli. They are more than
twice the size in humans as in apes, which
may explain why we feel such intense
emotions. A woman’s amygdalae are more
easily activated by what has been called
emotional nuance, which is what gives your
wife the ability even years later to recall
vivid, pointless details of your first date.

In men the amygdalae appear to be a way
station for the male gaze. Althaugh a 2006
study found the cortex of both genders
registers erotic scenes 20 percent faster
than nonsexual ones (suggesting that some
neurons may be “tuned” for sex), what the
male and female brains do with this data
is vastly different. When a man sees an
image of a couple having sex - or dancing
or talking, for that matter — his amygdalae
(particularly the left) and hypothalamus
show far more activity than a woman's.
We are not alone in our appreciation of

“Love and hate
have too much

in common,” she

says. “They involve

similar focus and

obsession.”

the female form; male rhesus monkeys,
given the choice of juice or a photo of a
female mankey ass, consistently choose
the ass. According to Stephan Hamann,

a neuroscientist at Emary University, the
amygdalae appear to control appetitive
{desiraus or wanting) but not consummatory
{copulatory) sexual behaviours. That is,
when the amygdalae are disabled in a

male rat, he will still mount females placed
directly beside him but show no desire

to pursue. If he must go to the trouble of
pushing a lever to have a randy female drop
into his cage, forget it.

Fire At Will
While examining the PET scans from
his hand-job studies, Holstege, at the

University of Groningen, was surprised to
see that the hypothalamus, while constantly
pushing you to procreate, doesn’t make
a peep when you are actually having sex
— it drives you to the party but doesn't go
inside. Thankfully, the hypothalamus does
call ahead to make sure you have a good
time. When you first get turned on, some
of its neurons fire oxytocin down the spinal
cord to alert other neurons in the pelvis.
Oxytocin is a neuro-hormone, which
means it can travel in the central nervous
system as well as in the blood, allowing
vou to get hard that much quicker. (Some
researchers speculate that the more
oxytocin deployed, the more intense the
orgasm will be.) Once activated, nerves at
the base of the spine send signals that relax
P
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LAMBORGHINTI AVENTADOR LP700-4

~ e
lash Gordon. I'm sure you're familiar also because it is larger than life; (2) by egmont sippel
with the name. the Aventador has been pencilled - or /'!

4 Not? Let me fill you in. illustrated, if you want - as a form of /

4 Flash is a comic-strip hero, born supreme art; and (3} the Aventador is /
in 1934. His adventures happen to not from Planel Earth. £
play out in the sci-fi realm. Flash was Itis not even from Mars or Jupiter. ';
inspired by Buck Rogers; both were No. It is from deep space. You ‘-'{
early exploiters of the comic genre, know, that part of the universe

ift where Flash Gordon met Ming the /

helping to establish larger than
space age heroes. And they did so via
the medium of art as illustration, or

Merciless, evil ruler of Mongo, who
led Planet Earth with |
[

has bomb.
fiery meteors

We're talking Star Wars, then. Or in
the Flash Gordon vernacular, Skorpii f
Wars, which took Flash to other star
systems, using starships faster than light I

illustration as art.
So, here's an extenuation of
that very legacy: the Lamborghini
Aventador LP700-4,
And we say this for three good

for transportation.

reasons: (1) the Aventador really
Great balls of fire

| belongs to the world of comics, not Jerry Lee Lewis
hem. |

only because it is comically fast, but might have called
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That's the Aventador for you, if vou
focus on only one of those great balls of
fire. From a standing start, the car’s mighty
6.5-litre V12 pumps 522 kW of power and
690 Nm of torque to all four wheels, to
smash the 0-100 km/h run in 2.9 seconds!

Holy cow! That's faster than Flash
Gordon's starships! Check your watch and
try and bracket 2.9 seconds. It's over before
the timing count has started.

L
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cockpit like a great big fist.

1t sounds like you've broken the sound
barrier, to begin with, and it seems like
you're submerged in a land of fast-forward
blurs and streaks. The world literally flashes
by at such a speed that you can't help but
to think of yourself as_..

Flash Gordon, who else?

And there you go. The Aventador is not
a bull, as Sant’Agata claims. It's a bullet.
It rips open the heavens like Superman

Itis a solid steely wall of ever-mounting thrust enveloping the

made, then very quickly when in Sport
made, and then absolutely instantaneously
when in Corsa (or track) mode.

The latter, in fact, is viciously fast — and
brutal, Cogs smash into each other, the

whole car shudders, the front axle threatens
to lift clear off the ground and your brain is
squashed against the back of your skull as
the Aventador picks up speed like a laser
beam heading to outer space: booom!

Which does not mean that you should
stop there. You‘ve gunned past 100 km/h
now; and suddenly you're up to 200 km/h.
Then 300 kmvh looms and the car is still
pulling strong. The relentless pursuit of
speed slings you beyond 330 km/h and
eventually the electronic readout settles at
350 kmvh.

At this point you've obviously entered a
new realm, a new dimension, a new space.

would rip open an envelope before making
a bolt for whatever lies beyond.

This car is, in two words, demonically
quick.

Along the way, it's also helped by the
fastest gear change in the business, bar
those in Formula One cars. And herein lies
another revelation. The Aventador’s got
three shift programmes, swopping cogs in a
fairly leisurely way when in Strada (or street)

PLAYBOY

Okay, the ride on less-than-very-good

surfaces is stiff, very very stiff, like a triple

tot of Scotch with no water or ice. You'll be

awfully aware of exactly how the ve
in your lower back were designed to fit
into each other.

The strange thing, though, is that
the car is surprisingly comfortable on
anything better than a fairly decent road,
especially at speed. If nothing else, it is

also extremely stable. There is never the
sensalion that slight ripples in the road
might unsettle either the nose or tail.
Handling is equally excellent and
steering ever so nicely weighted, with
sharp, willing and precise turn-in; it's easy
to follow the ideal line, even with drive
through all four wheels, which normally
induces quite a bit of understeer. Grip and

traction, on top of that, is phenomenal.

The soundirack is also something else. It

might not be the extreme scream that you'd
expect, but it is a solid steely wall of ever-
mounting thrust enveloping the cockpit like
a great big fist

Hey, after which you have to slash

speed, don't you, which is executed with
extreme intent and purpose by four hig sets
of callipers and brake discs

Speed, then, is one half of the

Aventador’s defining gene.

The other half is looks.

Now, many many years ago Ferruccio
Lamborghini asked Marcello Gandini
1o design a car that would make Ferraris
look like Trabants. Gandini went forth and
signed something that made Ferraris look
like wheelbarrows.

d

In appearance, see, the Countach was
not exactly a car. It was a stealth bomber,

shaped like a jet fighter. It was edgy and
angular like so many blades put together
to form a fighting machine that would be
goad for the type of action Flash Gordon
was geared for: travelling to far-flung
celestial destinations.

The Aventador is the Countach
updated, and how! This car is modern
and precise in a way that will make cut
glass look blunt. Lines and pleats and
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scoops and planes accumulate to form

an image that glints like the hard edge

of genius — which is what it took from

Filippo Perini and his small team of

artists to create this modern masterpiece,
For the Aventador was not sculpted. It was

chiselled from slivers of future rock, to blast

open the aesthetic senses in a way that can

only be rivalled by the Lambo's own blast

from 0-100 kivh, or the blast, eventually,

into new dimensions, new spaces.

And guess what?

Ensconced in a cockpit reeking of
Battlestar Galactica, you'll be reminded
over and over again that the appropriate
word to describe your quicksilver trip to
outer speed and deep space ain’t “fast.”

But “flash” ...

Price of the Lamborghini Aventador
LP700-4: R5.7 million. €




Relax, lovers of the leaf. Despite a firestorm of Draconian laws thiat all but make the mention of the word

“see-gar” a criminal offence, cigar sales nati

nwide are smoKing. So to help you appreciate a fine cigar, here’s

a guide to what makes a good stick tick - its components, the etiquette of lighting and cutting, hot brands to

look for, how to store your stash, what wines and spirits go well with what cigars and more. Light up!

Thsicder Seerets
A premium cigar comprises four elements: a
filler, a binder, a wrapper and a cap. In the
hands of a seasoned roller, long filler tabacca
leaves are transformed into what hopefully will
be a perfect smoke. The filler and binder are
what you don't see when firing up a cheroot.
The wrapper and cap you da

The wrapper comes in a variety of calours
determined by a number of factors, including
the type of leaf it is and the amount of
sunlight it's exposed to. Claro (a light tan
colour), Colorade (medium to reddish brown)
and Maduro (dark brown to almost black] are
three of the most popular wrapper shades —
Claro often being mildest and Maduro more
full-flavoured

i
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The diameter of a cigar is measured in ring
auges (RG) and, yes, size does matter, Think of
it this way: A ring gauge is one sixty-fourth of an

inch. A one-inch-in-diameter cigar, therefore,
has a 64-ring gauge. Nobody but a porn star
(female we hopel would choose a cigar this
size, and very few are made. The RG combined
with the length of a cigar helps determine the
averall flavour.

r_f/f(p/)/)‘/y /(;6

The lore and lure of what famous person
smoked what shape and size of cigar has had a
strong influence in the various names of cigar
sizes. A Churchill (usually a 7" x 48 RG) is
named after the large stogie often wedged in

COHIBA
BEHIKE
BHK 52

Sir Winston's face. A 4 1/2" x 50 RG Rothschild
{also called a robusta) is what Baron Rothschild
preferred. These are more cigar size savvy

(manufacturers do vary the s

es slightlyl:
Corona, 5 172" x 42 RG; Corona Gorda, 5 3/4”
x 46 RG; Double Corona, 7 1/27 x 50 RG; Petite
Corona, 4 1/27 x 40 RG; lonsdale, 6 3/4" x 42
RG; Panatela, 6" x 38 RG

A Ot Above

Once you've selected a fine smoke, rolling it

between your fingers to determine that it's not
too dry or soggy and checking for rips, worm

holes, mould or other imperfections, it's time

ta trim the cigar’s cap. Duels have been fought
over which tool does the job best. A double-
blade cutter is probably the most popular

ake your cut

choice for average-size cigars. {
a tiny trim at jus
the cigar cap starts to straighten out.) Piercers or
punches, cigar scissors, V-cutters, desktop lever-
action machines and even a miniature madel of
a French guillotine are also on the market.

Tre Wher 1.’{‘(/(/y
Lighting a cigar is the moment of truth, and the
way it’s cone differentiates a king from a klutz,
First, choose either a butane lighter or a wooden
match, and rotate the cigar over the flame being
careful not to let the flame actually touch the
cigar. Then, once the cigar is toasted, take a puff
while rotating the fire below the cigar. If your
smoking stars are in alignment, the fire will leap
1o the cigar creating a glowing halo. Enjoy!

= the curve of

the place wher

ummer
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Light Up and Havea Drinkt
Port with cigars has been the classic after-dinner
pairing ever since King Edward VIl proclaimed,
“Gentlemen, you may smoke.” The woodiness
of a tawny port marries beautifully with a
Connecticut-shade-wrapperd Churchill as

does a Scotch aged in sherry casks. Cognac, of
course, is a classic alternative - especially one
that's a VSOP or an XO. Try it with a Maduro-
wrappered robusto. Bourban, dark rum and
especially rye (the comeback kid in the spirits
world) also belong adjacent to your humidor,
ready for your choice of smokes — perhaps a
flavourful Flor Dominicana, a mellow Arturo
Fuente Hemingway, a rich Padron 1926
Anniversary or even a full-bodied Playboy
by Don Diego ¥}

cig;
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“Eating and sleeping are the only activities that
should be allowed to interrupt a man’s enjoyment of
his cigar”

- Mark Twain

“By the cigars they smoke, and the compeosers they
love, ye shall know the texture of men’s souls.”
- John Galsworthy

“There are men here and there to whom the whaole

of life is like an after-dinner hour with a cigar; easy,
pleasant, empty, perhaps enlivened by some fable of
strife to be forgotten before the end is told - even if
there happens to be any end to it.”

- Joseph Conrad




Thanks to the success of both downloading
and streaming — and a new generation’s lack
CTL— of reverence for physical formats - there are

reports on a regular basis that Compact Discs’
days are numbered. Fittingly, the very format

that CD was meant to kill off is enjoying a new
lease on life: the black vinyl record.

t never actually went away, although
€D relegated the LP to cult status
by the start of the 1990s. But

slowly, inexorably, the LP is enjoying

annual growth as the CD declines.

Attribute the LPs desirability to whatever
mix of qualities you care to combine:
the retro/cool aspect, the superior sound
quality, a size and shape that encourages

wonderful sleeve art (and liner notes big
enough to read). It's not just those now-
nearing-retirement “Baby Boomers” nor
die-hard audiophiles who are keeping
the LP alive — nostalgia is only one part
of the formula. Many new bands regard
the LP as a sign of hipness, a rock’n'roll
“merit badge” that tells the fans that

the artist cares about the music.

From remastered classic LPs to vinyl
editions of the latest works - yes, you
can buy Adele’s albums on vinyl - the
12-inch analogue disc is reclaiming space
in the record shops. It's also inspiring
online music vendors from amazon.
com (no stranger to downloads) to Music
Direct to Acoustic Sounds to stock
selections that range from new pressings
. PRO-JECT DEBUT of Nat “King'"Cole and Foreigner and

CARBON-WIIITE Tony Bennett and the Kinks, to the
Shins, the Kings of Leon, Michael Bublé,
Shelby Lynne and many, many more.

What's needed to play these, though,

are turntables, tonearms and cartridges,
as well as “phono stages” in one’s
amplifier or receiver able to handle the

lower output signal of a record playing
systermn, compared to the “line level”
output of most other devices. Because

It S I‘I(}f lu.‘it th(]."&l‘.’ the hi-fi industry never lost its love
for the allure of analogue, the current
situation for new hardware matches

now-nearing-

I’Eﬁrem(—.‘l'lf " Bah the selection of new vinyl software.
y It's fitting that the manufacturer of the
most successiul tonearm of all time -

the UK-made SME 3009 - continues to

Boomers” nor
die-hard audiophiles
who are keeping the
LP alive — nostalgia
is only one part

of the formula.

©eC0e

play a key role with its superh line-up
of record decks. They range from the
space-saving SME Madel 10 - not much
larger a footprint than the LP itseli - to
the world-class Model 30/12, with its
12-inch tonearm for reduced tracking

errar. In-between are the Model 20/3 and

the Madel 30/2, with 10-inch arms, and
the Madel 20/12, fitted with the longer

arm. Common to all SME turntables
. CONTINUDM CALIBURN are stealthy, no-nonsense styling, total
TURNTARBLE
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id by one

chmaker to rival that of the
Enjoying the continued health of the
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the Forte and the E-Flat,
with its distinctive flat to
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THE MOST INTELLIGENT WATCH
EVER BUILT?

SASTOO3

In an industry where

one has come to
expect everything of
quality to be Swiss,
Seiko has exceeded
expectations for
132 years. Started
in Tokyo in 1881,
Seiko remains at
the forefront with

technology, constantly

delivering precision,

innovation and style.

by charl du plessis
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he biggest Seiko launch in 2012 and one of its biggest

in many years is the Astron, last used in 1969 when

Seiko launched the first Quartz watch. Three models
will be available in South Africa later this year - the Prestige
Collection, the Sports Collection, and the Limited Edition.
Not to be overshadowed in any way by all the excitement
with the new Astron, Seiko’s Sportura range is continuing
its relationship with the warld’s most famaous foatball club,
FC Barcelona, and is introducing updated styles, namely the
new Aviator Chronograph (SNAE97) and the new Ladies’
collection of Spartura (SNDX95).

THE WORLD'S FIRST SOLAR GPS WATCH
The Astran is called the watch that understands time
zones. By developing a patented, low-energy-consumption
GPS receiver, Seiko has been able to create a watch that
receives GPS signals and identifies time zone, ime and
date data using the global network of GPS satellites. The
Astron recognises all 39 time zones on Farth. Like its
celebrated 1969 predecessor, which was the world’s first
quartz watch, the new Seiko Astron ushers in a new age of
timekeeping technology. Could this be the most intelligent
watch ever built?

Once a day, the Astron receives the time signal
automatically and, on demand, connects to four or more
of the GPS satellites that orbit the earth, thus pinpointing
its position and identifying the time zone and the exact
time. The hands adjust automatically to the carrect local
time with Atomic Clack accuracy. The Seiko Astron is
solar powered, so it never needs a battery change, and
it also has a perpetual calendar, so the date will always
be as accurate as the time. When you step oif the plane,
just press the button and within 6 seconds your time has
been reset

To combine Seiko’s solar technology with GPS exactitude
required years of painstaking and ground-breaking R&D,
which has resulted in no less than 100 patent applications.
Relying on its own advanced energy-efficiency technology,
Seike could invent the miniature GPS receiver that requires
so little energy to receive GPS signals from four or more
satellites. With Seiko's unrivalled skills in micro-engineering
it became possible to package this technology into a watch
that is just 47 mm in diameter and weighs about 135 grams
despite its durable casing and band. And only Seiko's
advanced IC circuitry expertise could make it possible to
divide the world into one million “squares” and allocate a
time zone to each.

The Seiko Astron will be available
in limited numbers and three models
will be distributed in South Africa,
with price available upon request. The
Prestige Collection (SAST003) comes
with a high intensity Titanium case and
band and the latter features a three-fold
clasp with push button release. The
Sports Collection (SAST009) is housed
in a Stainless Steel case, and is issued
with an extra-strength silicon band
with three-fold clasp with push button
release. The Limited Edition 2012
(SASTO01) has the same high-intensity
Titanium but with black hard coating
on the case and band. Its band also
features a three-fold clasp with push
button release. All three models sport
Sapphire glass with super-clear coating
and up to 10-hbar water resistance

SPORTURA & FC BARCELONA
Seiko's precision chronographs have
been synonymous with sporting
excellence for almast 50 vears. The
most celebrated relationship has
been with FC Barcelona, the world
of Xavi, Iniesta, Messi and Fabregas.
Winners of everything worth winning
in foothall, the motto of this Catalan
club is engraved into the back of every
Sportura - “More than a club.”

The passion, speed and style
Barcelona’s play are captured in the
design of the 2012 Sportura FCB
chronograph. The secret of the appeal
is in the detail. The long, curved

lugs give the watch a perfect fit on
the wrist, the chronograph buttons

have a wide su area to ensure

precise operation and the chronograph
minute hand has a curved and sharply
pointed shape to make exact reading
of the elapsed time easy in any light
conditions. All these characteristics
speak volumes of Seiko’s long
experience as a leader in chronograph

technology and demanstrate how only
long experience at the highest levels of
sport can teach a watchmaker to design
a chronograph that is truly worthy of
the best team in world foatball.

Much like the manner in which
Barcelona trains and breeds their
own future stars in the La Masia
academy, Seiko shares a philosophy
of in-house development, and every
single component that goes into

the Sportura is manufactured by the
company.

SPORTURA AVIATOR
Not all the world is a round ball, so
for the more intrepid sportsman, the
Sportura Aviator (SNAES7) follows in
another deep tradition. Seiko’s first
aviation watch took to the skies in
1970 and, ever since, Seiko has been
one of the leading makers of authentic
aviation watches. The new Sportura
aviation chronograph combines a
full-function, rotary slide rule with
excellent legibility and Seiko's
renowned durability.

SPORTURA COLLECTION FOR
WOMEN

The new Sportura ISNDX95) design
lends itsell with grace and ease to
women's watches, as is clear from the
refined look of the new chronographs
for women. The twa styles have
ceramic bezels and each is presented
in a unigue combination; a bracelet
of steel and ceramic or high-grade
leather strap. The dial on the signature
piece combines mother of pearl with
8 diamonds.

Seiko watches are available from
American Swiss, Forma Viva, Galaxy,
NWJ and Arthur Kaplan Jewellers.
For more information contact Treger
Brands: +27 11 089 6000. El
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LADIES' NIGHT
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‘Who wouldn’t want to be there if we gathered a bevy of the finest Playmates of 2011
that Germany could offer? Just about anything could happen! Luckily, PLAYBOY’s
photographer was on the VIP list so he could catch all of the action.
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The Orphdn

©

Mdster

BY ADAM JOHNSON
To survive in the world’s most

mysterious totdlitdridn stdte 4

mda must find comfort in doing

whdt he’s told.

un Do's mother was a singer. That was all

Jun Do’s father, the Orphan Master, would

say about her. The Orphan Master kept
a photograph of a woman in his small room
at Long Tomorrows. She was quite lovely —
eyes large and sideways looking, lips pursed
with an unspoken word. Since all beautiful
women in the provinces get shipped to
Pyongyang, that'’s almost certainly what had
happened to his mother. At night, the Orphan
Master would drink, and from the barracks,
the orphans would hear him weeping and
lamenting, striking hali-heard bargains with the
photograph.

As the oldest boy at Long Tomorrows, Jun
Do had responsibilities — apportioning the
food, assigning bunks, renaming the new boys
from the list of the 114 Grand Martyrs of the
Revolution. Even so, the Orphan Master took
care to show no favoritism to his son. When
the rabbit warren was dirty, it was Jun Do who
spent the night locked in it. When boys wet
their bunks, it was Jun Do who chipped the
frozen piss off the rungs.

Occasionally, a factory would adopt a group
of kids, and in the spring, men with Chinese
accents would come through to make their
selections. Otherwise, anyone who could feed
the boys and provide a bottle for the Orphan
Master could have them for the day.

In the year juche 85, the floods came. Three
weeks of rain. Terraces collapsed, earth dams
gave, villages cascaded into one another; yet
the loudspeakers said nothing. The army was
busy trying to save the Sungli 58 factory from
the rising water, so the Long Tomorrows boys
were given ropes and gaff poles to try to snare
people from the Chongjin River before they
were washed into the harbor, The water was
a roil of timber, petroleum tanks and latrine
barrels. A tractor tire turned in the water
alongside a Soviet refrigerator. A young woman
rose from the water, and the orphan called
Bo Song gaffed her arm - right away he was
jerked into the current. Bo Song had come
to the orphanage a frail boy, and when they
discovered he had no hearing, Jun Do gave him
the name Un Bo Song, aiter the 37th Martyr
of the Revolution, who'd famously put mud in
his ears so he couldn’t hear the bullets as he
charged the Japanese.

Still, the boys shouted “Bo Song, Bo Song!”
as they ran the riverbanks, tracing the patch of
river where Bo Song should have been. They
ran past the outfall pipes of the Reunification
Steelworks and along the muddy berms of the
Ryongsong’s leach ponds. The boys stopped at
the harhor, its dark waters ropy with corpses,
thousands of them in the throes of the waves.

Though they didn’t know it, this was the
beginning of the famine — first went the
power, then the train service. One day the
fishing fleet went out and didn’t come back.
With winter came black finger, and the old
people went to sleep. These were the first
months, The loudspeakers called the famine
an Arduous March, hut the voice was piped in
from P ‘What was happening to them
didn’t need a name — it was every fingernail
you chewed and swallowed, every lift of an
eyelid, every Irip to the latrine, where you tried
to shit out wads of balled sawdust. When the
Orphan Master burned the bunks, the boys
slept around a potbellied stove and knew it
was their last night. In the morning, he ilagged
a military truck and piled them in. There
were anly a dozen boys left. All orphans are
eventually destined for the army, and this was
how Jun Do, at 14, became a tunnel soldier,
trained in the art of zero-light combat.

A tunnel was where Oifficer So found him,
eight years later. The old man actually came
underground to get a look at Jun Do, who'd
spent the night in an underpass thal went
10 kilometers beneath the DMZ, almost to
the suburbs of Seoul. When exiting a tunnel,
they would walk out backward to let their
eyes adjust, and Jun Do almaost bumped
into the officer, an older man whose big rib
cage showed he had come of age before the
Chollima campaigns, in the good times.

*“Are you Pak Jun Do?"

When Jun Do turned, a circle of light glowed
behind the man’s close-cropped while hair.
The skin on his face was darker than that on
his scalp or jaw, making it look like he had just
shaved off a beard. “That's me,” Jun Do said.

“That’s a Marlyr's name,” Officer So said. “1s
this an orphan detail?”

Jun Do nodded. “It is,” he said. “But I'm
not one.”

Officer So tossed him a sack. In it were
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blue jeans, a yellow shirt with a polo pony and
shoes called Nikes that Jun Do recognized from
long ago, when the boys of Long Tomorrows
were used to welcome ferryloads of Japanese
Koreans who had been lured back from Japan
with promises of Party jobs and apartments

in Pyongyang. The orphans waved welcome
banners and sang Party songs so that the perfect
boys with their new sneakers would descend the
gangway; despite the horrible state of Chongjin
and the transport trucks that were waiting to
take them all to the camps.

Jun Do held up the yellow shirt. “What am |
supposed to do with this?” he asked.

“It's your new uniform,” Officer So said. “You
don't get seasick, do you?”

They took a train to the eastern port of
Kinjye, where they commandeered a fishing
boat, the crew so frightened they wore their
Kim I Sung pins all the way across the sea to
the coast of Japan. Officer So had also recruited
aman named Gil, a sour, starch-faced translator
just older than Jun Do whao had previously
worked in the minefields. They were going to
get someone and bring him back.

“So what's this job that's worse than
disarming land mines?” Jun Do said. The
white foam of the breakers was sweeping into
the boat.

Excuse me, | am lost = Chotto sumimasen, michi
ni mayoimashita. | have lost my cat — Watashi
no neko ga maigo ni narimashita.

Of So pointed the nose toward shore,
pushing the outboard motor, a tired Soviet
Vpresna, way too hard. The boat would lean
shoreward when lifted by a swell, then rock
back toward the open water as the wave set it
down again.

Gil took the binoculars, but instead of
training them on the beach, he studied the tall
buildings of the city’s neon downtown.

“1 tell you,” Gil said. “There was no Arduous
March in this place.
Officer So said to Gil, “Tell him what ‘How

are you?” is again.”

“Ogenki desuka?” Gil said.

“Ogenki desuka?” Jun Do repeated. “Ogenki
desuka?”

“Say it like ‘How are you, my fellow citizen?’
“Ogenki desukaz” Officer So said. “Not like
‘How are you? I'm going to pluck you oif this
fucking beach.””

Gil fixed on something. He wiped the lenses
of the binoculars, but really it was too dark
to see anything. He handed them to jun Do
“What do you make out?” he asked.

A lighter blur against a darker blur: a male
figure moving along the beach, near the water.

They took a train to the eastern port of Kinjye, where they
commandeered a fishing boat, the crew so frightened they wore their

Kim 1l Sung pins all the way across the sea to the coast of Japan.

“Mapping them,” Gil

“What, with a sweeper?

“Metal detectors don’t work,” Gil said. “The
Americans use plastic mines now. We made
maps of where they probably were. When a tree
rool forces your step, that’s where w
a mine and mark it down. After a whi £
pretty easy to figure out a popping gallery.”

Jun Do knew who got the worst jobs — tunnel
recon, submarines, mines, biochem. “So you're
an orphan,” he said.

Gil looked shocked. “Not at all. Are you?”

“No,” Jun Do said ot me.”

They could see the lights of a town, but the
captain would go no farther. “This is Japan,” he
said. “1 don't have charts for these waters.”

“I'l tell you how close we get,” Officer So
said to the captain.

There was a little skiff attached to the side of
the boat, and when they were nearer the shore,
Oificer So directed the fishermen to lower it.
To the west, the sun was setting over North
Korea, and it was cooling down now, the wind
shifting directions. 1t was Jun Do’s first time on
the water, and he had liked the two-day voyage
across, the motion of the ship and that it had
no loudspeaker. But the skiff was tiny, Jun Do
thought, barely big enough for one person, let
alone three and a struggling kidnap victine.

Gil kept trying to get Jun Do to repeat
phrases in Japanese. Good evening — Konbanwa.

Back in Panmunjom, Jun Do's squad swept
every tunnel under the DMZ once a month.
They worked without lights, jogging for
kilometers in complete dark, using their red
lights only when they reached a tunnel’s end
and needed to inspect its seals and trip wires.
They worked as if they might encounter the
South Koreans at any point and trained daily
in zero-light hand-to-hand. It was said that the
ROK soldiers had infrared and American night-
vision goggles.

Something fluttered at the edge of the lens:
an animal racing down the beach toward the
man, a big dog the size of a woli, The man did
something and the dog ran away.

Jun Do turned to Officer So. “Theres a man.
He's got a dog with him.”

Officer So sat up; he put a hand on the
outhoard engine. “Is he alone?”

Jun Do nodded.

“1s the dog an Akita?”

Jun Do didn’t know his breeds. Once a week,
the orphans cleaned out a local dog farm.
Dogs were filthy animals that would lunge for
you at any opportunity — you could see where
they'd attacked the posts of their pens, chewing
through the wood with their fangs. That was all
Jun Do needed to know about dogs.

Gil said, “The Japanese train their dogs for
little talents. Say to the dog, ‘Nice doggie, sit.”
Yoshi Yoshi. Osuwari. Kawaii desu ne.”

*“Enough,” Officer So said. “It's time to get
that language school a new Japanese teacher.”

They were close enough now to see the man
watching them from the shore. When Jun Do
felt the boat start to go over, he leapt out to
steady it, and though it was only waist deep, he
went down hard in the waves. The tide rolled
him along the sandy bottom before he came up
coughing.

The man on the beach didn't say anything. It
was night now, with just enough glow to the sky
that a dog could still locate a yellow ball.

Jun Do took a deep breath, then wiped the
waler from his hair.

*“Konbanwa,” he said to the stranger. “Odenki
kesuda?”

“Ogenki desuka,” Gil said.

*“Desuka,” Jun Do repeated.

The dog came running back with its ball.

For a moment, the man didn’t move. Then he
took a step backward.

“Get him,” Officer So shouted.

The man bolted, and Jun Do gave chase in
wel jeans, his shoes caked with sand. The dog
was big and white, bounding with excitement.
The Japanese man ran straight down the beach,
nearly invisible but for the dog moving irom
one side of him to the other. Jun Do ran for all
he was worth. In the tunnels, he had developed
a sense of people he couldn't see. He focused
only on the heartbeat-like thumps of feet
padding ahead in the sand.

From ahead came the body thud of someone
falling in the dark, a familiar sound. Jun Do
came 1o a rest where the man was righting
himself. His face was ghostly with a dusting of
sand. Their joined breath was white in the dark.

The truth was that Jun Do had never done
very well in tournaments. In the dark, maximum
extension was what mattered — haymaker
punches and great, whirling roundhouse kicks.
In a tournament, though, judokas could see
maoves like that coming from a mile away. But a
man on a beach at night, standing on the balls
of his feet? Jun Do executed a spinning back-
kick to the head, and the stranger went down.

The dog was filled with energy, pawing at
the sand near the unconscious man. Jun Do
wanted to throw the ball, but he didn’t dare
get near its teeth. Near the ball he saw a glint
in the dark sand - the man’s glasses, it turned
out. He put them on, and the fuzzy glow above
the dunes turned into crisp points of light in
people’s windows. Instead of huge housing
blacks, the Japanese lived in smaller, dual-
size barracks.

Jun Do packeted the glasses, took up the
man’s ankles and began pulling him like a sled.
When Jun Do looked over his shoulder, the dog
was growling in the man’s face and using its
paws to scratch his cheeks and forehead. jun Do
lowered his head and pulled.

When finally he found the boat in the dark,
he let the deadweight fall into its aluminum
cross members. The man opened his eyes once
and rolled them around.

“What the hell did you do to his face?”
Gil asked.

“Where were you?” Jun Do asked. “That guy
was heavy.”

“I'm just the translator,” Gil said.

Gil and Jun Do spun the boat to face the
waves. They got battered while Oificer So
pull-started the motor. Over the outhoard, they
could hear the dog barking on the beach.

They stayed at a Songun base, not far from
the port of Kinjye. It was surrounded by the
earthen bunkers of surface-air missiles, and
when the sun set, they could see the white rails
of launchers glowing in the moonlight. They'd
locked the Japanese man in one of the hot
boxes in the drill yard, and Gil was out there,
practicing his Japanese through the slop hole in
the door. Oificer So shook his head, like now
he’d seen it all.

Because they'd been to Japan, they had to
bunk apart from the regular KPA soldiers, in the
infirmary. It was a small room with six
cots, a lone cabinet filled with blood-
taking instruments and an old Chinese
refrigerator with a red cross on its door.

There was one patient, a small soldier of
about 16, bones knit from the famine.
He lay on a col, teeth chattering. Their
cigarette smoke was giving him coughing
fits. They moved his cot as far away as
possible in the small room, but still he
wouldn’t shut up.

There was no doctor. The infirmary
was just a place where sick soldiers were
housed until it was clear they wouldn’t
recover. If the young soldier hadn't
improved by morning, the MPs would
hook up a blood line and drain four units
from him. Jun Do had seen it before, and
as far as he could tell, it was the best way
to go. It took only a couple minutes —
first they got sleepy, then a little dreamy
looking, and if there was a last little
panic at the end, it didn’t matter because
they couldn’t talk anymore, and finally,
beiore lights out, they looked pleasantly
confused, like a cricket with its antenna
pulled oif.

The camp generator shut down -
slowly the lights dimmed, the fridge
went quiet. Officer So and Jun Do took
to their cots.

Late in the night, Gil stumbled in. He
opened the fridge, which was forbidden,
and placed something inside. Then he
flopped onto his cot. Gil slept with his
arms and legs sprawled off the edges,
and Jun Do could tell that as a child, Gil
must've had a bed of his own.

Jun Do and Officer So stood in the dark and
went ta the fridge. When Officer So pulled
its handle, it exhaled a faint, cool breath. In
the back, behind stacks of square blood bags,
Officer So fished out a hali-full bottle of soju.
They closed the door quickly because the blood
was bound for Pyongyang, and if it spoiled,
there’d be hell to pay.

They toak the battle to the window. Far in the
distance, dogs were barking in their warrens.
Behind them, Gil began gassing in his sleep.

Oificer So laughed. “1 dan’t think old Gil's
used 1o a diet of millet and pumpkin-rind soup.”

“Whao is he?” Jun Do asked.

“The spoiled kid of some minister. Or so they

tell me. Sent him here to toughen him up. You
know — the hero's son's always the meekest.”
Oificer So drank. “But forget about him. One
mission, and we'll never see him again.”

Jun Do drank, his stomach clutching at the
fruit, the alcohol.

“What's the mission?” he asked.

“First, another practice run,” Officer So said.
“Then we're going aiter a special someone. The
Tokyo Opera spends ils summers in Niigata.
There's a soprano. Her name is Rumina.”

The next drink of soju went down smoaoth.
“Opera?” Jun Do asked.

Officer So shrugged. “Some big shot in
Pyongyang probably heard a bootleg and had to
have her.”

“Gil said he survived a land-mine tour,” Jun
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Do said. “For that, they sent him to language
schoal. Is it true — does it work like that? Do
you get rewarded?”

“Why, you got your heart set on someth
Oiiicer So asked. “You even know what you'd
want?” Jun Do shook his head. “Then don't
worry about it.”

Oificer So walked to the corner and leaned
over the latrine bucket. He braced himself
against the wall and strained for a long time.
Nothing happened.

“1 pulled off a miracle or two in my day,” he
said. “I gol rewarded.”

He came back and drank the rest of the
bottle, saving only a swish in the bottom. This
he poured, a dribble at a Bme, over the dying
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soldier’s lips. Officer So clapped him good-bye
on the chest, then he stufied the empty bottle in
the crook of the boy’s sweat-soaked arm.

They commandeered a new fishing boat,
made another crossing. Over the Tsushima
Basin, they could hear the poweriul dlicks, like
punches to the chest, of sperm whales hunting
below, and nearing the island of Dogo, granite
spires rose sudden irom the sea, white up top
irom hird guano and orange below from great
gatherings of starfish.

There was a famous resort on this island, and
Oificer So thought they could catch a tourist
alone on the beach. Bul when they reached
the lee of the island, there was an empty boat
on the water, a black Avon inflatable, six-man,
with a 50-horse Honda outhoard. They took

the skiff over to investigate. The Avon
was abandoned, not a soul upon the
waters, They climbed aboard, and
Officer So started the Honda engine.
He shut it down. He pulled the gas
can out of the skiff, and together they
rolled it in the water - >d quickly,
going down ass-first with the weight
of the Vpresna,

“Now we're a proper team,”
Officer So said as they admired the
modern boat,

A diver surfaced.

Lifting his mask, he showed a look
of uncertain wonder to discover three
men in his boat. But he handed up a
sack of abalone and took Gil’s hand
to help himself aboard. The diver was
larger than any of them, and fi

Officer So spoke to Gil, “Tell him
our boat was damaged, that it sank.”

Gil spoke to the diver, who gestured
wildly and laughed.

“1 know your hoat sank,” Gil
translated. “It almost landed on my
head.”

Then the diver noticed the fishing
vessel in the distance. He cocked his
head at it.

Gil clapped the diver on the back
and said something to him. The ¢
stared hard at Gil's eyes and then
panicked. Abalone divers, it turned
out, carried a special kind of knife on
their ankles, and Jun Do was a long
time in subduing him. Finally, Jun Do
took the diver's back and began to

squeeze, the water wringing from his wet suit as
the scissors choke sunk in.

Officer So had caught a pretty good gash in
the forearm. He closed his eyes at the pain of it.
“More practice,” is all he could say.

They put the diver in the hold and continued
to the mainland. That night, offshore from the
town of Fukura, they put the Avon in the water.
Next to Fukura’s long fishing pier there was a
summer amusement park, with strung lanterns
and old people singing karaoke on a public
stage. Here Jun Do and Gil and Officer So
hovered beyond the beach break, waiting for
the monkeyish organ music of the midway to
stop, for the neon piping on the roller coaster
to go dark. A solitary figure stoud at the end of
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the pier. When they saw the red of a cigarette,
they knew it was a man. Officer So started
the engine.

They matored in on idle, the pier towering
as they came astern of it. “Use your Japanese,”
Officer So tald Gil. “Tell him you lost your
puppy or something. Get close. Then = over
the rail. It's a long fall, and the water’s cold.
When he comes up, he'll be fighting to get in
the boat.”

Gil stepped out when they reached the
beach. “I've got it,” he said. “This one's mine.”
“Oh, no,” Officer So said. “You both go.”
He turned to Jun Do. “And wear your damn

glasses.”

The two of them crossed the tide line and
came to a small park. Here were benches and
a little plaza, a shuttered tea stand. There
‘was no statue, no way to tell what the square
glorified. The trees were full with plums, so
ripe the skins broke and juice ran in their
hands. It seemed impaossible, a thing not to
be trusted. A grubby man was sleeping on
a bench, and they marveled at it, a person
sleeping any place he wished.

Gil stared at all the town houses around
them. They looked traditional, with dark beams
and ceramic roofs, but you could tell they were
brand-new.

“1 want to open all these doors,” he said. “Sit
in their chairs, listen to their music.”

Jun Do stared at him.

“You know,” Gil said. “Just to see,”

The tunnels always ended with a ladder
leading up to a rabbit hole. His men would vie
to slip out and wander South Korea for a while.
They'd come back with stories of machines that
handed out money and people who picked up
dog shit and put it in bags. Jun Do never went
up. He had wanted no part of it.

Jun Do threw away his half-eaten plum. “I've
had better,” he said.

On the pier, they walked planking stained
from years of bail ng. Ahead, at the
end, they could see a face, lit blue by a
mohile phone.

“Just get him over the rail,” Jun Do said.

There were empty bottles on the pier,
cigarette butts. Jun Do was walking calmly
forward, and he could feel Gil trying to copy
him. From below came the throaty bubble of
an outhoard idling. The figure ahead stopped
speaking on the phone

“Dare da?” a voice called to them. “Dare na
no?

“Don’t answer,” Jun Do whispered.

“Ir's a woman's voice,” Gil said.

“Don’t answer,” Jun Do said.

They were upon her. She was small under the
coat. When she opened her mouth to scream,
Jun Do saw she had fine metalwork all along
her teeth. They gripped her arms and muscled
her up on the rail.

“Zenzen oyogenain desu,” she said, and
though jun Do could speak no Japanese, he
knew it was a raw, imploring confession, like

They threw her over the rail. She fell
away silent, not a word or even the
snatching of a breath. From below came a

splash and the gunning of an outboard.

“Where is she2” Jun Do asked.

Gil was staring into the water. “She went
down,” he said.

Jun Do turned to Gil. “What did she say?”

Gil said, “She said, ‘I can’t swim.””

“She can’t swim?” Jun Do asked. He
imagined her down there with her big coat like
a sail in the current, her body rolling along the
sandy floor. “She said she couldn’t swim and
you didn’t stop me?”

Gil said, “Throwing her over, that was the
plan.”

That was the end of their practice. It was lime
to get the opera lady. Officer So was to cross
the Sea of Japan on a fishing vessel while Jun Do
and Gil took the overnight ferry from Chongjin
to Niigata. At midnight, with the singer, they
would meet Officer So on the beach. Simplicity,
Ofiicer So said, was the key to the plan,

It was late morning when they entered
Bandajma Port — the customhouses displaying
their international flags. With forged
documents, in polo shirts, jeans and Nikes, they
descended the gangway into downtown Niigata.
It was a Sunday.

Making their way to the auditorium, jun Do
saw a passenger jet crossing the sky, a big plume
behind it. He gawked, neck craned - amazing.
So amazing he decided to feign normalcey at
everything, like the colored lights controlling
the traffic or the way buses kneeled, oxenlik
to let old people board. Of course the parking
meters could talk, and the doors of businesses
opened as they passed. Of course there was no
water barrel in the bathroom, no ladle.

The matinee was a medley of works the opera
troupe would stage over the coming season. All
the singers took turns offering brief arias. Gil
seemed to know the songs, humming along with
them. Rumina - small, broad-shouldered, with
dark eyes under sharp bangs — mounted the
stage in a dress the color of graphite.

ang in ltalian and German and Japanese.
ally she sang in Korean, it became
clear why Pyangyang had chosen her. Her voice
light now, she sang of two lovers on a lake.
girl had a white hanbok, the boy a souliul

Aiter the concert, they walked the city
a trance. For fun, they operated a vending
machine and received a bag of orange food
neither would taste.

They asked a man pushing a cart if they could
borrow it, and he told them they could get their
own at the supermarket. Inside the store, it
was almost impossible to tell what most of the

«d. The important stuif, like
bushels of radishes and buckets of chestnuts,
were nowhere to be seen. Gil purchased a roll
of heavy tape and, from a section of toys for
children, a little watercolor set in a tin. Then
they paused before a store that sold equipment
for undersea exploration. In the window was a
large black nylon bag made to stow dive gear.
The salesperson showed them how it would
hold everything needed for an underwater
adventure for two.

Darkness fell, storefronts lit suddenly with
red-and-blue neon and the willows were cerily
illuminated irom below. Car headlights flashed

Making their way to
the auditorium, Jun
Do saw a passenger
jet crossing the sky,
a big plume behind

it. He gawked, neck

craned — amazing.

in his eyes. Jun Do felt exposed, singled out.
Where was the curfew? Why didn’t the Japanese
respect the dark like normal people?

They stood outside a bar, time yet to kill.
Inside, people were laughing.

| pulled out their yen. “No sense taking
any back,” he said. Inside, he ordered whiskeys.
Two women were at the bar as well, and Gil
bought their drinks. They smiled and returned
to their conversation. “Did you see their teeth?”
Gil asked. “So white and perfect, like children’s
teeth.” When Jun Do didn't agree, Gil said,
“Relax, yeah? Loosen up. I'll get the singer into
the bag tonight. You're not the only guy capable
of beating a woman, you know.”

Rumina lived in an artists’ village behind a
series of cottages ringing a central hot spring.
They could see a stream of steaming water,
mineral white, running from the bathhouse
down bald, bleached rocks to the sea.

They hid the cart, and Jun Do boosted Gil
over the fence. When Gil came around to open
the metal gate for Jun Do, Gil paused a moment
and the two regarded each other through the
bars before Gil lifted the latch to let Jun Do in.

Tiny cones of light illuminated the flagstone
path to Rumina’s bungalow. Above them, the
dark green and white of magnolia blocked the
stars. In the air were pine and cedar, something
of the ocean. Jun Do tore two strips of duct tape
and hung them from Gil's sleeves.

yes were thrilled and dishe! g.
we're just going to storm in there?” he asked.

“I'll get the door epen,” Jun Do said. “You get
the tape on her mouth.”

Jun Do pried a large flagstone from the path
and carried it to the door. He placed it against
the knob, and when he threw his hip into it,
the door popped. Gil ran toward a woman
sitting up in bed, iridescent by the light of the
television. Jun Do watched from the doorway
as Gil got the tape across her mouth, but then
in the sheets and the softness of the bed, he lost
the upper hand. She got his collar, which she
used to off-balance him, and pulled out a clump
of his hair. Finally, he found her neck. They went
to the floor, where he worked his weight onto
her, the impact making her feet curl. Jun Do
stared at her toes: The nails had been painted
bright red.

At first, Jun Do had been thinking, Grab
her here, pressure her there, but as the two
rolled, he could see that she had wet herself,

and the rawness of it, the brutality of what was
happening was newly clear to him. Gil was
bringing her into submission, taping her wrists
and ankles, and she was kneeling now as he
laid out the bag and unzipped it. He pressed
the fabric of his pants against his groin so she
could see the outline of his n. Jun Do
took off his glasses.

Quidkly, they stole through her possessions.
Gil pocketed yen and a necklace of red-and-
white stones. On a table were medicine bottles,
cosmetics, a stack of family photos. Jun Do
didn’t know what o grah.

“What the fuck are you doing?” Gil asked.

“I don’t know,” Jun Do told him.

The cart, overburdened, made loud clacking
sounds al every crease in the sidewalk. Bundles
of cardboard lined the streets, Dishwashers
hosed down kitchen mats in the gutters. A
bright, empty bus whooshed past. Gil’s shirt
was torn. It looked like he was wearing makeup
that had smeared. A clear yellow fluid had risen
through the scab where his hair was missing.

Gil told him to turn leit, and there, down
a steep hill and across a parking lot, was the
beach. The cart wanted free - Jun Do doubled
his grip on the handle. He had to lean back; his
feet skidded. “Gil, help me here.”

“Gilt” he yelled as the cart broke away. He
ran after it as it barreled downhill, wobbling
with speed, and struck the curb. The black bag
was pitched onto the sand.

Jun Do ran onto the beach, passing the bag
and noting the odd way it had settled. Down at
the waterline, he scanned the waves for Oificer
So. He checked his pockets — he had no map,
no watch, no light. Hands on knees, he couldn’t
catch his breath. No Gil.

He went to the bag, rolled it over. He
unzipped it some, heat pouring out, He pulled
the tape from her face, which was abraded with
nylon burns. She spoke to him in Japanese.

“I don’t understand,” he said.

In Korean, she said, “Thank God you rescued
me.”

He studied her face. Raw and puffy - how
babylike it was.

“Some psychopath stuck me in here,” she
said. “Thank God you came along.”

Jun Do looked again for any sign of Gil, but
he knew there wouldn't be.

“Thanks for getting me out of here,” she said.
“Really, thanks for setting me free.”

Jun Do tested the strip of tape with his
fingers, but it had lost much of its stickiness. A
lock of her hair was fixed to the tape. He let it
g in the wind.

He zipped her back in and dragged the bag
to the waterline. The ocean, frothy cold, washed
aver his shoes as he scanned the waves for
Officer So. When a wave reached high upon the
sand and licked the bag, she screamed. He had
never heard such a shriek.

Past the shore break, they motored into
swells sharpened by the wind. Everyone held the
lifeline to steady themselves. Rumina sat in the
nose, fresh tape around her hands. Officer So
had draped his jacket around her - except for
that, her body was bare and blue with cold.

Jun Do and Gil sat on opposite sides of the

His men would vie to slip out and wander South Korea for a
while. They'd come back with stories of machines that handed out
money and people who picked up dog shit and put it in bags. Jun
Do never went up. He had wanted no part of it.

raft, but Gil wouldn't look at him. He had been
found in the same whiskey bar, laughing with
the bartender, and retrieved with a noose made
from fishing line. When they reached open
water, Officer So backed off the engine enough
that he could be heard. “You're soldierly,

told Jun Do. “When it comes time to disj

you dispense.”

“1 gave Gil my word,” he told Ofiicer So. “1
said we'd forget how he tried to run.”

Rumina’s hair was turbulent in her face. “Put
him in the bag,” she said.

Officer So had a grand laugh at that. “The
opera lady’s right,” he said. “You caught a
defector, my boy. Start thinking of your reward.”

“You don't know how Pyongyang works,” Gil
said. “Once the other minis see her, they'll
all want one.”

“You don't know anything,” Officer So said
to Gil. “You're soft and weak. I fucking invented
this game. | kidnapped Kim Jong Il's personal
sushi chei. | plucked the Dear Leader’s own
doctor out of an Osaka hospital, in broad
daylight, with these hands.”

Jun Do felt Rumina gl
suddenly wondered if she
that he, Jun Da, should go in the
if she knew everything he had de
he who'd picked which orphans ate first, he who
assigned the bunks nearest the stove. He who
had chosen the boys who got blinded by the arc
furnace and the boys who were at the chemical
plant when it made the sky go yellow. He wha'd
sent Ha Shin, the boy who wouldn't speak, who
couldn’t say no, to clean the vats at the paint
factory. It was Jun Do who put the gaff pole in
Bo Song’s hands.

A cold, white spray slapped them. It made
Rumina inhale sharply, like every little thing
were Irying to take her life.

Jun Do was charged with transporting Gil
to the military base at Rason. They took the
afternoon train from Chongjin. At the station,
families were sleeping under cargo platiorms,
waiting for darkness so they could make the
journey to Sinuiju, which was just a swim across
the Yalu River from China.

They had walked irom the Port of Chongjin
on foot, passing the Reunification Smelter,
its great cranes rusted in place, the copper
lines to its furnace long since piliered for
scrap. Apartment blocks stood empty, their
windows butcher-papered. All the trees had
been cut during the famine, and now, years
later, the saplings were uniform in size,
trunks ankle-thick, their clean stalks popping
up in the oddest places, one tree bursting
from an outhouse where a human skeleton
had shit its indigestible seed.

Long Tomorrows, when they came to it,
looked no bigger than the infirmary.
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Jun Do shouldn’t have pointed it out, because
Gil insisted they go in.

Everything had been stripped for fuel — even
the picture frames of the Dear and Great
Leaders had been burned. The roster of the 114
Grand Martyrs of the Revolution, painted on the
wall, was the only thing left.

Gil didn’t believe that Jun Do had named all
the orphans.

“You really know all the Martyrs?” he asked.
“What about number 112"

“Ha Shin,” jun Do said. “When he was
captured, he cut out his own tongue so the
Japanese could get no information from him.
There was a boy here who wouldn't speak - 1
gave him that name.”

Gil ran his finger down the list

“Here you are,” he said. “Martyr number 76,
Pak Jun Do. What's his story?”

Jun Do touched the black spot where
the stove had once been. “Even though he
killed many Japanese soldiers,” he said, “the
revolutionaries in Pak Jun Do’s unit didn’t
trust him because he was descended from a
long line of royals. To prove his loyalty, he
hanged himself.”

Gil stared at him. “You gave yoursel[ this
name? Why?"

“Because his blood was pure,” Jun Do said.
He took Gil by the arm. “Let’s go.”

First, though, Jun Do leaned his head into the
Orphan Master's room. The space, it turned out,
was no bigger than a pallet. And of the portrait
of the tormenting woman, Jun Do could find
only a nail hole., E1
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(/ \ o y i N/ A e - f man. I'm telling you, those are the most

4 \ comfortable shirts in the world. When I’'m 50
" * . y 1 = . g I'm gonna be wearing them every day.

r ’ i y » r [ g - A: Don’t hate on those Hawaiian shirts,
»

T &
A: Yeah. My dad’s irom Brooklyn, and he was
a slick dude. Always had his hair done right
and some jewellery. Because he was in show
business — my mom was a hula dancer and
she met him at a show where he was playing
percussion — he'd wear flashy suils and patent
Ee, A ‘ leather shoes. In elementary school, it was
L Y Y ) ' 1) ¢ weird. He'd drop me off at eight o’clock in the
: // TITE IR, 9 3 ’ { P morning wearing a denim jacket with studs on
A I YT RN N it. All the kids would be like, “What's up with
Y YTy s N your dad?” But that’s what I'm gonna be doing
S hebes e *e L f 'y when | drop my kids off - I'll be wearing a
bhbdpsr st ane % . . jumpsuit.
Pasbesre et . . - /2 -.‘_‘“tdadn
4 PR . v 3
» ¥ L s
% A: Absolutely. Growing up in the showbiz
world, | looked up to those guys: Frank Sinatra
and of course Elvis Presley. My dad was into
the 1950s doo-wop era. I you look at those
groups, or at James Brown, Jackie Wilson and
the Templations in the 1960s, you'll see you
had to be sharp onstage.

A: Jimi Hendrix. | think he’s the greatest guitar
player in the world, and | would want to see
him do his thing in person. He’s the reason |
picked up a guitar in the first place.

A: Awesomeness! Don't you see that? Oh man,
I’m hoping they recognise hard work, and
being a part of modern music.

A: Right. My album is called Doo-Wops &
Hooligans, but it's not a 1950s “Earth Angel”
sound like you hear in Grease-type movies. |
could sing you a thousand and one doo-wop
songs. | love the simplicily in that music. Its
not super poetic, it’s just from the heart. Take
my song “Just the Way You Are.” If you told
me, “Bruno, write a song for your girliriend
and make her feel like the most special
woman in the world,” that's the song | would
write.

N - A: | actually wrote that for my dog. Her name
Sweater and shoris: Marc Jacobs is Lisa. [laughs] | give my dogs human names
Sunglasses: Ray-Ban - . —it's weird.

A: | did. The record label made some Bruno
Mars Snuggies, and they gave me one. |

threw it on and then immediately threw it
off. [laughs] It feels weird because your ass is
hanging out. It's like wearing a backless dress.

Q: No, I've never worn a dress. A muumuu,

maybe, but never a dress.
PLAYBOY MAY 2012
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Vintage short-sleeve shirt:
Palace Costume Los Angeles
Pants: Louis Vuitton

Aviator sunglasses: Ray-Ban
Loafers: Re-Mix

Shirt: Dolce & Gabbana
Vintage trousers: Palace Costume Los Angeles
Hat: Mars’” own
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[Gels] ... GONE TOMORROW

As with everything, not all hair gels are made
equally. Most contain Cationic polymers
which is naturally one of the main functional
components of hair gel. The positive charges in
the polymers cause it to stick to your ne
charged hair (bet you didn’t know that!
with curly then some of that aforementioned science
tired with stufi happens, the alcohol base evaporates
af hair, and hats off and there you go. Those that go the extr:
just weren't cutting it anymore. 1, they prababl mile add hair restorative and moisturizing
just went into the kitchen, dipy o T lard or the properties, which all sounds a bit, umm
cooking oil, and let at it... and hey presto, the k limp-wristed until you realise this means
s bom! your hair gleams like you've been at
popular with the aristocra he time, eventually the Bob Martins, Now also available
ke a greased pancake didn't really cut it with tk without the shine, courtesy of a
x and 2 me a mare number of new matt gels, Like
1in the intere: 5 y Schwartzkopi’s [3DIMENSION
h. This has vie y Strong hold gel (R260).
sion with periad of time
v fond of} until the more
70s started placing higher
) A big part about using hair styling products is
n accepted element of having some hair to style in the first place. So
u Nt 2 if you've decided this is something that needs
Jer with a helmet on each day, \ sorting out and are trying some hair replacement
B ger hair st "_"“‘ i therapies, chances are, you'll probably be taking
. g o e i one of these...
v about such things relating to grooming % Finasteride: This is a prescription-only
ience around, we've tablet, which you chomp down once a day.
ent version of hair i What it does for you is stop testosterone from
up with. Prepare yourself being converted into DHT, which translates
then, for a journey into the sticky situation that is hair care to an almost complete halt to hair loss, and
- regeneration for as long as you continue to take
What's out there? 1 g the pill. This does mean that you'll be taking
We all know th ar pig snot gel, t € : it continuously, but it is highly effective at
out of the oversizex > € ane s your hair B combating and reversing the hair loss already
enaugh to deflect small calil .. but ther : experletced, so you make your choice..
options available, if yo € earing armour when Minoxidil fyclu preferlhn idea of
[ESIRDIOC : . [Waxes] paolishing your pip with a cream, this puppy

Hair wan is ¢ ar op s u control over is for you. This is available over-the-counter
in South Africa, making it somewhat easier
to get, but has not proven to be as successiul
at regenerating new hair growth as the tablet
option described above. It is also a bit of a
mystery drug, with scientists unable to figure
out how it works, only that it does. A stronger
form is available overseas via prescription, but
this is not available in SA.

Other than these two options, there is always
the option of going under the knife. This path has
varying degrees of efficacy, depending on the
type of condition to be treated, and the surgical
procedure used. G lly, for disfigu
like burns, surgery will be the best option,
using skin graits or just removing the area of
[Pomade] ) ) ) ) d scalp. This s, h idered to

For the Old School, from the era when they still spelt it be cosmetic surgery, and requires the (very
correctly. This (not this one, but you know what | mean) expensive) services of a highly-trained plastic or
is what Great Gramps used to pop into his hair beiore cosmetic surgeon.
Sunday service at the church. Hell, even his Great So there you go. If your pip is losing hair
Gramps did so, back in the 19th Century. It's that s S e e
typical greased-back high-gloss hair product, high eroding your self-confidence, there are a number
BARBER'S CLA in oily fac lnr;nd only r;.]_ny usable aa z:aih-‘ :il::l: i AT B e o e
vou are a mobster. Good for a suave black tie look, - 5 tf M
but you'll probably have one of the above on the sheli m:m;p'ri;:“xsm&:; :s?;e‘fll‘n
next to it as well. This is apparently where the apple the compilation of this article | have asked the
pulp was once an added ingredient; mashed apple in opinion of a number of ladies on the subject, and
your hair, Riiiight, that seems entirely normal. No trace of many of them said that it isn't the issue many
that rubbish in the newer varieties though. blokes seem to think it is. A couple of them even

= S confessed to finding a smooth pate rather sexy!
So if your genetics have dealt you a low card,
why not just shave it all off and go with the Telly
119 Savalas Inok? That dude was a player...
MAY 2012

These puppies come in sonoo many different varieties that

Il just sort of clump them all together for expediency now.
Generally the wax is made up of alcohol oils with added fibres/
grittiness/Hoff essence added, then gets thrown in a tub and
shipped off 1o your eagerly awaiting mullet. Rub a bit of one of
these on your hands and go nuts. They tend to be lower on the
shiny factor, and they stay soit, sc ou get lucky that night
you wan't impale the poor lady’s finger when she starts
handsy... although she might end up a little greasy after.

where your hair ends up but do e result in
stone. This usually comes in tu L

if you don't use it like a sex lut en there

are some of the n o I there which

hair and v ity
there’s the proper old sc Sclwirzkops

are you?
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EMBRACING THE

AWKWARDNESS

talians have a code. So do Greeks, Arabs, the French and the
Cambodians.

There, when you meet people, or say goodbye to them, you
do it in a particular way. In some cultures, men kiss each other on
the cheek; in others, you slap one another on the back. The Maari
rub noses. But there's a convention, an accepted way of doing things,
and everyone is familiar with them.

But what do we do in South Africa? We have awkward hugs.

That moment when it comes to saying goodbye is the one | dread
whenever I'm at a social gathering.

It's especially bad when you're in a group with people you know
well and people you've just met. So you'll hug your friend when you
leave, and the new person stands there with a polite smile and....
well, what do you do? Every individual has their own personal
I)‘)lln(]il”(‘..\. Some are huggers‘ some are nol. Some are m(:u[h
kissers — the horrar - while some prefer the vague, catch-all wave,
but it's difficult to tell upfront and it can lead to all sorts of horribly
awkward encounters as you try to match their hugging style. Even
sex is less fraught with angst than the hug issue.

It's especially traumatic if you grew up in a non-hugging family,
as | did. Affection was expressed in stilted, waspish ways; we'll say
“lots of love” to each other, but never “I love you.” To this day my
brathers cannat bring themselves to embrace me with enthusiasm.
It's just too... weird. When | arrived at high school | discovered, to
my horror, that hugging was the standard method of both greeting
and parting ways. | was forced to hug people | barely knew. It was a
sort of immersion therapy for the Haphephobe.

The risky hug: this involves a frisson of forbidden
sexual tension between hugger and huggee...

In my efforts to catalogue the many ways in which it is possible
to embarrass oneself in a sacial setting, | have developed a list of
awkward hugs. It's probably not comprehensive - there may well
be others = but these are the types | have compiled from my own
experience and from consulting with others
The hali hug: one arm — usually the left - hugs, the other remains
at the side. As mentioned above, this is the type of hug that
generally presents itself when there is uncertainty as to whether or

not to hug, but a sense of duty prevails and you end up hedging
your bets. The half hug is the classic symptom of hug anxiety.
Peaple have told me that they live by the half hug.

. The no pressure hug: this looks like a hug, but isn't. Arms are
placed around the other party, generally somebody one knows
well, but no pressure is applied. The no pressure hug annoys me
no end. If you're going to hug and you're friends or blood relatives,
be committed to the hug. No excuses.

- A variation of the no pressure hug is the one-sided hug, the you-
like-me-more-than-I-like-you hug. A male friend describes this
as “the hug that you get from a woman you're besotted with who
just wants to be friends_. one hug, two readings.” Being either the
hugger or the huggee in this situation is very tense. Similar to the

led hug is the stick hug, where the other person tenses up

because they don't want or like physical contact

)

w

one-

Follow Sarah’

[Forum

When a
woman pats

a man’s back
during the
hug, he knows
he is forever
marooned

in the Friend
Zone,

4. The slightly icky enthusiast: this is a hug between a man and a
woman in which the man hugs just a leetle too firmly and a feetfe
too long, primarily for the purpose of feeling the woman's boobs
and/or backside.

W

. Related to the enthusiast is the hold-and-kiss: when somebody
grabs you and kisses you on the lips before you've had a chance tof
turn the other cheek,

. The tatally non-hemoerotic back slap/pat hug: often witnessed
after sports matches and on stages during awards ceremonies. The
slap is the more extreme version of the pat and conveys greater
feeling; rugby players seem to use it a lot. In contrast, there’s
something vaguely condescending about the back pat. When a
woman pats a man’s back during the hug, he knows he is forever
marooned in the Friend Zone.

The Christian side-hug: aside from being a useful way ta avoid
front-on contact for persons of any religion, this is a huge global
cultural phenomenon. Look it up on YouTube, and become the
1,600,320th person to watch the video.

The risky hug: this invalves a frisson of forbidden sexual tension|
between hugger and huggee; as a result, the hug lasts for a
much shorter length of time than both parties would like it to,
but are mutually aware that anything longer would be... asking
for trouble.

-Finally, my personal favourite, the stand-back-and-hope-nobody-
attempts-anything-non-hug: keep a wide enough distance between|
you and the other person in order to avoid the question of a hug
coming up altogether

=2
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What sort of hugger am | you ask? A flexible one, | suppose. | try
1o match the hugging style of others rather than impose my own_ If |
am to set the tone - and assuming | like the other person enough to
violate my personal space for them — then | believe in the good ald-
fashioned sort of hug. That means two arms and enough pressure to
indicate commitment to the embrace. None of this one-armed, half-
arsed pat on the back nonsense. If you're going to hug somebody,
then hug them properly. The only way to tackle awkwardness, after
all, is with confidence. Here endeth the lecture.
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