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Polaroid®

We'll give you 60 seconds
to make somebody happy.

The giving season’s here again. And here’s
a whole family of Polaroid 60-second cam-
eras to help you bring it to life—at prices with-
in anybody’s budget.

Big Shot. Under $20.

We made it for just one kind of picture:
beautiful head and shoulder color portraits
in 60 seconds. Built-in flash. Focusing sys-
tem so simple you just walk into focus. Built-
in development timer.

Square Shooter 2. Under $25.

Our most inexpensive all-purpose color
camera. Uses our economical square film so
you can save up to 25%* per shot. Electric
eye coupled with electronic shutter. 3-ele-
ment lens. Built-in flash.

Minute Maker Kit. Under $36.

Everything you need to take instant color
pictures. Square Shooter 2camera, Sylvania
Blue Dot flashcubes,
Colorpack film, sturdy
carrying case with
shoulder strap.

Model 420. Under $71 |
with Focused Flash** §&

Our most econom-
ical folding camera.
Big color pictures in £
one minute, black-and- E5¢
whites in seconds. Focused Flash system
automatically controls the flash as you focus.

Automatic electronic exposure system for
other shots. Dual-image rangefinder-viewer.
Detachable cover and carrying strap.
Model 430. Under $91 with
Focused Flash**

Built-in mechanical timer buzzes until pic-
ture’s developed. Transistorized electronic
shutter. Dual-image coupled rangefinder-
viewer. Uses optional filters.

Model 440. Under $111 with
Focused Flash**

Fold-down, dual-image coupled range-
finder-viewer. Transistorized electronic shut-
ter can take exposures up to 10 seconds auto-
matically. Mechanical development timer.
Uses optional portrait and close-up lens
attachments.

Model 450. Under $176 with
Focused Flash**

The deluxe 400-series model. Electronic
development timer beeps when your picture’s
ready. Automatic electronic exposure Sys-
tem. Zeiss Ikon single-window rangefinder-
viewer. Black all-metal body with brushed
chrome finish. Uses every kind of Polaroid
camera accessory.

Colorpack Film.

Eight colorful gifts in every pack. Type 88
film for Square Shooters. Type 108 film for
our other pack cameras.

Polaroid L.and Cameras from under *20.
For mothers, fathers, brides, grooms and graduates.

“Comparison based on suggested list TRE/TIO0R film. *

*About $11 less without Focused Flash,



Model 440.
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COLOS
pLAYBII- v 1wee, a Briush-born,
Scottish-reared jowrnal-
ist, relatively unknown heyond the circula-
tion limits of the Glasgow Herald, wrote
a book of purportedly historical import:
Flashinan: From the Flashman Papers. It
was about the improbable Afghan War
adventures ol Harry Flashman, the bully
lrom the classic novel Tom Brown’s School-
days—Dbut, according to Time magazine,
ten out of 42 American reviewers swal-
lowed it whole. as a genuine memoir. Rec-
omnizing a good thing, Flashman's creator,
George MacDonald Fraser, produced a pair
of sequels, leaturing Flashman in exploits
reminiscent of The Prisoner of Zenda and
Uncle Tom’s Cabin. Herewith, we're de
lighted 1o begin the fourth volume of
Flashman's advenwures: Flashman at  the
Charge (of the Light Brigade. what else?).
It will be issued in book form this fall by
Allred A. Knopl. The latest varn, of which
the first ol three parts appears this month
(with illustration by Frangois Colos), wis
“plotted and researched.” says Fraser, “in
the library of Trinity College, Dublin, and
m hotels, planes and taxis between Kiey,
Tashkent and Samarkand, in the intervals
between losing to Mrs. Fraser at rummy.”
Flashman. you'll discover, is a thorough-
ing—and irvesistible—cid. Fiction often
produces such appealing antiheroes. In this
same issue, Robert L. Fish introduces us 1o
Claude Biessy, the Mriendly French safe-
cracker ol In the Bag: and firstiime
rravsoy contributor Michael Rogers pre-
sents the inept protagonist ol Skin's Art.
Real-lile antiheroes are apt 1o be consid-
crably less engaging. “Joey,” a hired gun,
tells his grimly fascinating story with the
aid of Dave Fisher in Killer. (Playboy Press
will publish a longer version—Killer: Auto-
biography of a Mafia Hit Man—June 15.)
When one meets Tennessee Williams—
in person, on a talk show or in this
month’s Playboy Intervtew—it's hard to
know where the  playwright  stops  and
the stagecralt begins. Is this a real man
spouting fantasy or is it his plays that,
through [lantasy, tell the tuth about the
man? huterviewer C. Robert Jennings suc-
ceeds in geuing Williams to strip  aside
more ol his pl'iwl[l‘ veils than ever belore.
We wacked John Skow down—or up?—
at Copper Mountain, Colorado, where he
was oft on a skiing junket, to ask him
what he'd been doing since he got back
from obhserving The Games of Munich,
which he describes here. Skiing, mostly,
and working on his mountain-dimbing

FRASER

BRICKMAN

MC LEAN

e

FISH ’ SCOTT

book. he said. Like most of us, Skow
found the Olympics depressing this time
around. We suspect that Marshall Brick
man had a good deal more fun writing
his puton version of The Celebrated
Ponce-Kmitch Match and  Other Chess
Classics. Brickman used 1o have fun (ad
make money) writing for Johnny Carson
and producing The Dicl: Cavett Show: last
year he retired to cosaipt a Woody Allen
screenplay. The picture, he hints mysteri-
ously, will he “the only one filmed in 1975
with a hand-held producer.”

Fred Powledge, a Brooklynite who spends
much of his energy pamphleteering for the
A.CLU., takes time off occasionally 1o join
the circus. He reports, in The Big Top Wants
You!. that there’s still life under the canvas,
There is in the dirty-movie business, too.
thanks in Iarge measure to Linda Love-
lace. star of Deep Throat and of our pic
torial Say “Anh!” photographed by Richard
Fegley: and in Disney movies, as personi-
ied by lovely Dayle Haddon. The man
who took her pictures for prAvsov is
her boylriend, Richard Tavylor.

An entirely diflerent slant on girls is
provided by veteran camera artist Andre
de Dienes in Women—with a Twist. And
for a Iresh view ol forthcoming siyles. we
have Playboy's Spring & Summer Fashion
Forecast, as prognosticated by Robert L.
Green and illustrated by Wilson McLean.

There's more: Author/ex-big-game hunt-
er/chel Jack Denton Scott serves up appe-
uzing Crepe Expeclations and Staff Writer
Craig Vewer enters the 1984's-closer-than-
you-think derby with his spine-chilling re-
port on The Lic Machine. Finally, one
thing almost evervbody has in common is
taxes—and a vague but well-founded mis-
trust about what Undle Sam does with what
he colleats. Senior Editor Michael Laurence
turned  Research Editor Bernice Zimmer-
man loose the bureaucratic labyrinth ol
our nation’s capital, and she dug up all
kinds of dirt. Whereupon  Assistant  Art
Director Roy Moody wrapped up the pack
age in the illustrative zaniness it deserves.
Result of the threesome’s colluboration is
Who's Doing What with Your Money—
alter reading which you can ay all the
way home [rom the bank, where you've
just deposited your greatly diminished paty
check. Just for the fun of it, we checked
the income-tax rates for 1922, the year
in which T. S. Eliot opened The Waste
Land with the prophetic observation that
April is the cruelest month. The average
income tax for that year was two percent.
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Trfy CROW LIGHT-
the fast

est-growing Light Whiskey.

In the first six months after the Government
authorized the sale of totally different ““Light
Whiskey” last year, we sold over two mzllion
bottles of CROW LIGHT!

Discover its sensational smoothness yourself.
One sip will prove it's smoother than Bourbon,
Canadian, Scotch or any traditional whiskeys.

CROW LIGHT. A clean break with the past.
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Freeze-a-skier

Not all 35mm reflex cameras let viewfinder. So you can frame,
you move fast enough to catch the focus, make your adjustments, and
action. When you look away to  (Schuss) get the shot.
adjust the camera, your skier is For literature, write Minolta
over the hill. So is your picture. Corp., 200 Park Ave. So., New
With a Minolta SR-T 101 York, New York 10003. In
the exposure indicators are . Canada: Anglophoto
right there inside the : Lid., P.Q.

When identifled by a factory-sealed “M" tgp, Minolic 35mm r :

Corporation apdinst defects in workmanship and materials jnrmi::oc:::g‘;rm ;':'L"z? %l}h:“%:::ln::f
cluding user-inflicted damage. The camera will be serviced at no charge provided it is returned within the
warranty period, postpaid, securely packeged and including $2.00 for mailing. handling and insurance,

Use REACTS Card — Page 205.
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Premium patent leather that never needs polish adds convenience to the proper fashion of
today's higher heel. Florsheim's insistence on only the finest of materials adds to their service
and your pride. Fact: as all-leather shoes become rarer Florsheim Shoes are all premium
leather. We continue to emphasize quality because it's what we do best, and you expect.
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The Smirnoff
Daiquiri.
(A modest invention.)
We were caught recently with
an unexpected hankering for
something different. Thumbed
through a recipe book and
decided on the daiquiri. The
recipe called for a liquor we k
never use. So we improvised, meff Daiquiri
and discovered the Smirnoff shakeZ oo thimo 1795, 9
Daiquiri. While it’s not com-  i,6 juice and 1/2 tS;). sugar
pletely original, it is arather |+ <1 ied ice. Straininto
nice twist on an old standby.  illed glass. "R
You might try it one day 4

when you feel like something 5"“ n
slightly newfangled. leaves you breathless”

MIRNOFF




DEAR PLAYBOY

ﬂ RDDRESS PLAYBOY MAGAZINE « PLAYBOY BUILDING, 919 N. MICHIGAN AVE., CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60611

THE WAR BETWEEN THE SEXES
In Seduction Is a Four-Letter 1Word

(PLAYBOY, January), feminist Germaine
Greer has opened wide a heavily pad
locked door ol fear, prejudice and hy-
pocrisy that has until now forbidden a
scientific Jook at the subject ol seduc
tion. I've long admired Greer's intelli-
gence and guts. Though 1 can’t go along
with everything she has written, 1 do
wish there were more like her.

Carol Anne Michachs

Toronto, Outario

Skin - pix  and  Cermaine  Greer:
rLAvsoy gives equal tme. Congratula-
tions, Ms. Greer, on a fantastic article.

Sylvia Bauley
Terrace, British Columbia

Congratulations for having published
Greer's article on rape. Speaking for the
National Organization for Women, 1 be-
lieve the article can do much 1o help
our work in revising all laws governing
statutory and lorcible rape.

Colewe Nijhot
National Organization for Women
Bethesda, Maryland

I don't know why pravsoy would ¢n-
courage such an intelligent, enlighiened
and sophisticated view of rape and se-
duction in apparent contradiction to its
own philosophy. I suppose your more
yahoo readers might have gotten ofl vi-
carious  jollies while perusing  Greer's
article, but in the process they were
treated o a serious indicoment ol thenr
sex. I think it’s especially important that
all the sexes take note of what Germaine
expresses: that rape is a reality in every
form ot social coercion, from grand rape
to romantic courtship to male rights in
manriage. With that knowledge, women
will enlarge the consdousness of their
own vulnerability and start to fight back
with a new intelligence. 1 guess the arti-
cle is for women, really, so congratula-
tions lor printing it

Jill Johnston
New York, New Yok

A self-described “Lesbian at large,”
Johnston writes a weckly column on
dance, the arts and the libevation of
women Jor The Village Voice.

In comrast to her wellreasoned best
scller, Greer's article on the many guises
ol seduction is characterized by a distor
uon ol the linguage—by a stylist who
ought 10 know better. In her article, the
meaningful distinction between persua
sion and  compulsion disappears from
human sexual relations; according to
Greer, seduction is rape. The word ex-
tortion might more accurately serve her
purposes, but apparemly lnguistic accu-
racy plays a poor sccond to her need to
press her views with the maximum
immediate impact. In that light. it's nec-
essary for her to portray women as vic-
tims; they cannot be scen as viclimizers
as well. Greer admits in the article that
“some women are coquettish,” but, she
hastens o add, “far fewer than the
mythology of rape supposes.” It is illu-
muuting to note i when she’s de-
lineating the sexual behavior of women,
she chooses a quaint Victorianism such
as coquerte. When she writes of men, she
uses brinalizing words such as rape and
even force-Tucking.

Richard Horwich
Department of English
srooklyn College
Brooklyn, New York

Greer writes that she knows “a woman
who has been repeatedly raped by her
mentally retarded brother for 30 years.”
H this story is true, the woman's brother
is not the only one who is retavded.

Robert C. Gilleo
Columbus, Ohio

As long as most women refuse to be-
liecve that sex cn be enjoyed without
true love or great aflection, petty rape
will flourish.

Daryl AMann
Las Vegas, Nevada

In her arude, Greer claims: “In all
cases of peuy rape, the victim does
not figure as a personality, as some
one vulnerable and valuable.” In the in-
terest ol giving pety rapists equal time,
allow me to refute her undocumented
statement. Personally, I've always liked
my “victims.” I am, however, glad to
hear thae rape centers are being estab-
hished 10 help women recover from the
ordeal. Hopelully, lesson number one
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Vintage Gift.
In a vintage year everything must
be “just right.” Rarely has a writing
instrument been_designed so com-
pletely right as “Vintage” by Sheaf-
fer. Antique tooled finish. Choice of
solid sterling silver or 12K gold-
filled. “White Dot" Tlality. Sheaffer
ng,

“Vintage” ballpoint, $12.50. With
pencil, $25.00. Impress someone,

@
SHEAFFER,.
the proud craftsmen

SHEAFFER, WORLDWIDE, A text
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instructs them to be the rapist them-
selves next time, rather than the rapee.
What better way to further the feminist
movement for equal rights, while simul-
tancously increasing the happiness of
men?

Larey Van Allen

Detroit. Michigan

Contrary to Greer's pious declaration
that women are less “letishistic” about
men's bodies than men are about wom-
cn's, I contend that 1 have a fetish about
men’s bodies. T am an active member of

the women's movement and, as such,
proudly declare that 1 find wnothing

more stimulating or crotic than a well-
proportioned male.
Deborah Carter
Arlington, Virginia

After reading Seduction Iy a Fowr-
Letter Word. T find mysell wondering
why I am still buying reaveov. I
wanted to read the militint rantings of
a feminist bitch, I would buy feminist
magazines. I reaveoy is 10 bhecome o
sounding board for women’s lib, say so
and I will simply quit reading i,

Shawn Thomson
Westwood, California
reavsoy will contimue to explore all
aspects of human behavior.

I am a victim of rape. At the age of
16, T was grabbed Irom hehind by two
girls. A right grip on my testides made
for my cooperation. I was tied hand and
loot, blindlolded and gageed. Alter wwo
coitil orgasms, I was unable 10 achieve
crection. T was forced into cunnilingus.
After a very long period of time, T be-
came crect again. Vherealier, T was con
tinually brought to the point of orgasm,
and denied. Finally, T was given my last
orgasm via fellatio. When I managed to
free myvsell. T discovered T had been mo-
lested Tor more than two hours. Unlike
Greer's victims, my will was not shat-
tered, nor was my cgo broken. My dig-
nity had not suffercd at all. I anything,
I lelt flattered that the two girls chose
me as their object of pleasure.

(Namne and address
withheld by vequest)

BLEEDING ULSTER
The pesonal banles  in Northern
lreland hecome visibly tangible in Tom
Fitzpatrick’s January ariicle, And So It
Goes. Unlike the cold reports in the
broadcast  media,  Fitzpawicks  writing
brings to lite the human siraggles ol the
real people caught up in a Irightening
situation,
C. Naishitt
(;hit':lgu. 1linois

Fitzpatrick has given the scemingly
insurmountable problems of Northern
Ireland a superficial, emotional treat-

ment. He presents nothing positive and
nowhere indicates that anything other
than chaos and hatred exists in Beltast.
Perhaps he was so involved ar the
LEuropa Hotel that he never ventured
into those parts of the city where Catho-
lics and Protestants live side by side
in harmony.

Carolle J. Carter. Lecturer

Department of History

San Jose State College

San Jose, California

BUNNY ROCK

While cruising along the Northern
Calitornia coast near Albion, just south
of Fort Bragg, 1 notced this delightful

natural vock formation. T thought you
might like 1o see it

Bob Renfroe

Walnut Creek, Calilornia

TOCHINA WITH BUCKLEY

Somechow, Willtam F. Buckley, ]Jr.,
scems 1o be more comfortable in your
magazine than in his own, but that may
be due 1o vrLAVBOY's ambiance. In his
book Cruising Speed, Buckley grumbled
that nobody had read his pLAYBOV arti-
cle about Russia. He was mistaken. I
read it and admired it. And his Iatest
article. To China with Nivon (rrLavsoy,
January). was recommended to me by a
Sinologist at the University of California
at Berkeley, I'm sure it was read, ariti-
cilly and respectfully, by many people
who don’t ordinarily read National Re-
view. This article not only delincated
the Nixon trip but it also exposed the
callowness of all the previous reports
about it. None ol the other journalists
on the trip have been so acute in their
observations. Nor have any of them, rve-
wurned to their offices, written about
their experiences with such Jucidity and
honesty. Buckley is a quick study and a
keen obelist.

Robere Dascler

Oakland, California

We knew he seas a quick study. bnt
we didn’t know he played the obel.

I agree with Buckley that South Viet-
nam under Thicu probably isn’t the
“worst military despotism in history,”
but does Buckley think it is a libertarian
democracy? Does it shine with those
freedoms Buckley misses in  China?
Hardly. I also wonder just how Wil-

sonian it is for the U. 8. 10 aid Greece,
Spilin, Portugal, Paraguay. Brazil, Na-
tionalist China and West Pakistan. The
battle to save those countries for democ-
racy was lost long ago. In short, though
1 am a deeply convinced libertarian, 1
cannot accept Buckley's analysis of UL S,
foreign policy. His suggestion that toler-
ance of dictatorships in such countries as
China is subtly racist is, in the final
analysis, [acile. To presume to apply
Anglo-Saxon standards ol government to
people to whom they are uuerly alien is
the sublimest culuural arrogance.

Charles Newlin

Arch Cape, Oregon

ASSAYING GOLD
Herbert Gold's magical  porurait of

San  Francisco, Candy-Coated Nighi-
mares in Nirvana by the Bay (vravsov,
January), brought tears to my eyes. For
a charter member of a generation that
pedaled its bikes down Market Street
and entrusted its soul to those endearing
two-dollar whores, it was refreshing to
learn that the old girl, San Francisco,
hasn’t changed.

Victor F. Tolley

San Carlos, Calilornia

Gold's artide substantially confirms
what 1 have been saving about San
Francisco for some time. I'm not sure
whether the polite conversation between
the lady and the rapist properly illus-
trates the culture of civility that sets San
Francisco apart from every other city, or
whether the conversation is supposed to
illustrate a breakdown of that unique
cultural trait. The “Aanhattanization”
of San Francisco, which Gold notes, ulti-
mately refleats itself in the kind of life
style the people have. But meanwhile,
Gold scems happy with the city—or, at
the very least, with his wife.

Irving Louis Horowitz
New Brunswick, New Jersey

Horowitz edits the prestigious social-

scienee journal Society.

ARCHIE BUNKER'S WORLD
Your January interview with Carvoll
O’Connor was [ascinating. I had previ-
ously thought that he was just like the
character he plays on the tube. Now
that you've introduced me to the real
O’Connor, 1 will watch his show with
greater interest. I wholeheartedly agree
with his statement that “the world is
rushing past Archice into a future that he
can’t sce, and as it rushes by, it ignores
him; that drives him wild.” I only hUl)L‘
that the Archies all over America will
wake up and join our fast-changing world.
Lance Young
Newberry, South Carolina

O’Connor hit the nail on the head
when he concluded that the success of
All in the Family is due to the bit of
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The smart new set for the man-
about-town. Stunning black Mo-
rocco or Alligator Grained Cow-
hide for the elegant look.

* THE WALLET:

Tailored along slim lines, fea-
tures a2 12 view instant card se-
lector. Silk lined large currency
compartment as well as stamp or
card pocket.

* KEY CASE:

6 keys on individual swivel-about
snap holders plus hidden card poc-
ket.

* COMB CASE:

Matching comb case with long
wearing nylon comb. So easy to
carry about.

* 3-pc. VEST POCKET
KNIFE SET:

High carbon steel blades, nail file
and bottle operner, key chain.
Leather covered for that look of
excellence,

[] BLACK MOROCCO

[ ] ALLIGATOR GRAINED
COWHIDE

INTERNATIONAL MERCHANDISE MART, INC
?. 0. BOX 1621
SHREVEPORT  LOUISIANA 71164
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sembles checked below (lemt tao). I not fully sansfied
v woll return the merchandise wathin 10 days for a full
refund.

% Send ONE only. | enclose 59,95,

Send TWO at the bargain price of $16.95,
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Archie in all of us. It is sad, however,
that many of us sce Archic only in
our [riends and ncighbors, never in
ourselves.
dernard W. Pevser
Phoenix, Arizona

O Connor’s beliel that Archie Bunker
has more balls than anyone preceding
him on television denumds rebuteal. 11
anvthing, Archie’s prejudices illuminate
his Tears and insecuritics—in short, has
lack of balls. Men like Archic get their
courage  from  guns or lynch mobs.
\rchie is an impetent coward.

Selikae C. Conover
San Dicgo, Calilornia

It's lucky for O'Connor that he land-
ed the part of Archie. 1l he hadn't, this
materialistic, obnoxious cgotist would
have no one w whom he could feel su-
perior. (YConnor himsell is a bigger
threat to the Americin way ol life than
all the Archies ol this country. They, at
least, are 1oo simple 1o pretend they are
what they're not.

Karen Kuttner
Al'O New Yok, New York

LETTUCE LEAT
I wonder il Craig Veuer's January

humor picce. Confessions of a Letinee
Eater, s labeled correaly. Iv scems o
me that Veuer reflects the vrue feelings
of lots of peaple who are fed up with so
much worthless talk about social prob-
lems. His down-to-carth attitude is to be
cammended,

Ronald Rich

Mars HLlL, North Carolina

MISSED KEY
Contrary 1o popular impression, all

Baliimian iskinds dow't look alike. The
opening photograph of vour December
article Hanging Out in the Out Islands
is 1dentified as “Great and Linde Abaco.”
Ihis is wrong, and we ought 10 know.
Fhe place is our very own. It's on Great
Harbour Cay, at a spot locally known as
“the caves.” We intend 1o keep our
beaches just the way you captured them
on lilm. While we can’t guarantee two
beauties to each man (as your photo
shows), we can guarantee the water and
the sun. Come sce tor vourselves.

Alan Chesler. President

Roberts Realty ol the Bahamas, Lid.

Borry Ishind, Bahamas

KEMPTON MEA CULPA

My essay in your December sympo-
sium, Power!, led with this quote: *If
power tends to corrupt, the absence of
power corrupts absolutely.” 1. B. J. ad-
visor John . Roche, on Arthur Schle-
singer, Jr.” I have some misgivings about
it. The obvious paraphrase ol Acton’s
was not originally Roche’s; it was first

uttered by Ed Prichard. a voung New
Dealer ot cherishicd memory. But that's
not all that hothers me. becanse the
quote itscll is open to misinterpretation.
Roche was Prosident Jolmson's advisor
on relations with the intellectuals and
served i than capacity with considerably
more arrogance than has ever been im-
puted 1o his Lite boss. Roche's tenure was
characterized by cheap wiscoracks at the
President’s eritics. which—as time went
on—increasingly involved the civilized
portion of mankind. For his part. Schle-
singer had  (lled the same ofhice for
Koennedy, bure in contrast, he dispatched
his duties with invariable courtesy. He
was that rarest of creatures, the honest
courticr. Therclore, T apologize 1o any-
one who might have been misled. even
on an anthority as meager as mine, into
accepting the opinion of John Roche on
Arvthuor Schlesinger.

AMurray Kempton

New Yok, New York

REVEILLE FOR RUNTS
Though T am only 11 yemrs old and
stind aomere 17170 L like Ralph Keyes,
anthor of Ruents il (vraveoy, Janu-
ary). often ger the wmge o yell: “Power
to the Puny!” The only trouble is, I'm
so short that T ean’t be heard.
Mike Sanlord
Los Gatos, Calilornia

Runts Lib, like its subject, was short
and to the point. As a policeman. I've
often wished my partner on a crime call
was an ex—prolessional foothall plaver.
But police work today requires more
brains than brawn: and in many cases,
small  officers are  dynamite  in both
areas.

Gerald S, Arenberg, Exccutive
Director

American Federation of Police

North Miami, Florida

As lounder ol the Liule People of
America, I enjoved Runts Lil immensely.
Our motto is “Think Big.” but when we
had ow convention last year, the fea-
turcd speaker dido’t even notice when
our membership gave him a stnding
ovation. I agree with Keyes that there
shouldn't be a height discrimination in
any profession: but I don’t think you
can call the police bigots because they
have a height minimune In fact, I'm
pleased. I you think my 97 [ramme is
voing to chase a six-foot criminal down
the street, you're nuts, Often people
make smallness sound like a discase, but
they don’t know what discrimination
means until they walk into a washroom.
You wouldn’t think they'd stoop so low.

Billy Banrty
North Hollywood, Calilornia
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Rappers were created for you. The 70's man. Slacks, jeans, Tan. Mauve, Brown. and Navy, for around $12. And for under
shirts, And Rappers Nostalgics. You know the look is straight $8 you can complete the look with a close fitting DACRON*
out of the 20's. but the fabric, the fit and the colors are all Polyester Rappers shirt with blouse sleeves. The vibrant pais-
new. Inverted front pleats flare into wide, wide legs with big ley comes in Navy, Burgundy, Brown or Bottle Green.
deep cuffs...2%" deep! You'll find these and other unique Rappers slacks, jeans and

DACRON’ Polyesterblend Rappers Nostalgicscome inGray,  shirts in progressive stores everywhere.

RAPDPELS SLACKS. JEANS, SHIERTS, & THINGCS.

A product of Washington Manutactuning Company, A dwision of Washinglon Industries, Nashwille, Tenn
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DEWAR'S PROFILES

(Pronounced Do-crs ‘“White Label”)

LEONARD M. FREEMAN, M.D.

HOME: New York, New York

PROFESSION: Physician specializing in
Nuclear Medicine

HOBBIES: Theater, Sports, Travel

LAST BOOK READ: John Gunther's
“Inside Australia”

LAST ACCOMPLISHMENT: Co-editing a basic
textbook as well as a journal in his specialty of
Nuclear Medicine

QUOTE: “There is a brighter day coming when

the words ‘nuclear energy’ will no longer trigger the
awful vision of destruction, but elicit instead our
gratefulness for what this marvelous science will have
accomplished in diagnosing cancer and saving lives.”

PROFILE: Creative and incisive. An inquisitive,
wide-ranging intellect with a propensity for the
practical. An enthusiast and an articulate
spokesman for his profession, who genuinely enjoys
lecturing and sharing his special knowledge

and experience.

SCOTCH: Dewar’s “White Label”

BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY » B6.8 PROOF » © SCHENLEY IMPORTS CO., N.Y., N.Y.

Authentlc- There are mpre than a thousand ways
to blend whiskies in Scotland, but few are authentic enough
for Dewar's **White Label."” The quality standards we set
down in 1846 have never varied. Info each drop goes only
the finest whiskies from the Highlands, the Lowlands, the

Hebrides. Dewar’s never varies.
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crived Colonel David H. Hackworth,
l{ writing in Harper's, accused the
Army of being run by incompetents and
hogeged down in bureaucratic red tape.
The Armv's chiel ol information, quoted
in the Dwrham Morning Herald. veplied
1o the charges: “I'm alraid that Hack-
worth spent so much time in Vietnam
that he was preay well out of 1ouch
with what the Army was really doing.”
We'll buy that.

L]

No editorializing, please: A proposed
revision of the Florida Criminal Code
defines sexual intercourse as “the pene-
tration ol the lemale sex organ by the
male sex organ, however slight.™

-

A generation  before Agemt 007
cmerged from Lan Fleming's pen. the
clders of Toronto’s St. James Square

Presbyierian Church and  the  Bond
Street Congregational  Church  merged
their  congregations.  The  result,  still

standing on the corner of Willowhank
and  Avenue roads. is the St James
Bond United Church.
Cleveland’s  newest monthly  maga-
zine, Pest Control Technology, hiv the
newsstands with o full-color cemerfold
photo of an Oriental cockroach. Says
P.C.T's publisher, Rick Schrocder:
“We want to make Clevelind the bug
capital of the world.”

.

A movie ad in Newsday publicizing
a flick uded Love Under |7 warned
prospective viewers that no one under
17 would be adnrited.

We knew it would come 1o (his.
“On the New Yok stock marker”
clacked the A.P. broadcast wire, “the

Dow-Jones average of 350 blue-chip in-
dustrials  declined points
under & wave ol profit wiking. No ar-
rests have been made. Police are ques-
tioning several students.”

over  seven

:
A breathless feature story in the San
Jose Mercury-News, descaribing the first

woman 1ruck salesperson m the United
States, contained this intriguing perform-
ance evitluation from her boss: “We [eel

that she will keep all our salesmen
|1mllping_"
-
Given the thrust of current events

these days. we weren't too surprised 10
read the following headline in The
New York Times: “DISCIPLES OF CHRIST
ELECT NEW LEADER.”

-

Asked by police il she could describe

the man who held her up. a fashion-
minded Detroit bank  teller  obliged.
The thiel, she said, wore “a black

wig with a swirl effect on the left side,
nutching blackrimmed  sunglasses and
green lenses.” A dark shawl was draped
over the robber’s shoulders, “accentuat-
ing his longsleeved, multicolored shirt™
but not covering his red  bell-bottom
Lrousers.
-

“Cino  Cinelli smd  Company,  the
manulacturer of the often imitated hut
never equaled Cinelli racing bicyeles,™
Bicycling  magazine,
“points out that all his highly appre-
cated  producs  known  under  the
Cinelli and Unicannor radenurk  are
made exclusively in haly. Affectionare
customers are invited to  distrust all
those manufacturers and  dealers who
make no scruples to offer poor imitations,
dilfusing endentious rumors.”™  Invita-
tion accepted, we think,

said an ad  in

.

Not oo long ago, Dr. Frank Miller
opened  his house-pet column  (which
runs San Francisco
Chyonicle) with a question that was sure-
ly of interest to more than a few Bav
Arca entreprencurs: “Dear Dr. Miller:
I'd like 1o build a cat house. Are there
standard plans available?”

regulicly in the

.

In San Antonio, & young woman wis
acquitted of a burglary rap after the
judge concluded that the only reason
she and her boylriend had broken into
a local elementary school was so that

they could make love. “Poor people
don’t have anything 10 do bur make
love and drink beer.,”  Judge  James
Barlow observed. “And they don't have
much monev for beer.”

Quiz time: Who is the patron saint
ol dentists? Why, Apollonia, ol course.
Her statue stands in the art museum
at Ponce, Puerto Rico. In her right
hand she holds a pair of pliers and an
oversized molar.

A debate of more than passing interest
was announced thusly in the Chicago
Dmily News: "EQUAL RIGHTS: SHOULD THE
VAN OR WOMAN BE ON Tor:”

In Liverpool. telephone-talkshow dee-
jay Jenny Collins announced that the
day's subject would be apathy. She had
o ad-lib the rest
no one called in,

ol the show, because

ing out twonight*> I vyoure in
Wishington, D. C., there’s ISlim]:i(r Base,
a subnurinesandwich shop that adver-
tises its wares as “the world’s second-best
taste treat.”
5

In Sacramento. police responded 1o
a call for help from a lady who had
been mugged at the Greyhound  bus
station. They found the mugeer lving
bloodied in a nearby alley—victim of
a mugging.

We wonder how many boys and girls
in Richmond, Virginia, got up carly one
Saturday morning to tune in o channel
cight after reading in the News Leader
that Fucky Phantom would be shown.

L

Charley Smith, 131 years old and the
oldest living American, was tiken o
Cape Kemnedy by NASA 1o view the
launching of Apollo 17, because he had
earlier voiced his doubts about man's
soing to the moon. After lilt-off, Smith
still disbelieved. “I see they're going
somewhere, but it don’t mean nothing.
I don’t believe they're going to no

19
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moon. They say they brought back
rocks, but if they did, they took them
with them.” Smith’s skepticism may be
well founded. Before the Civil War,
he was lured aboard a slave ship in Africa
by a white man who told him that in
America, pancakes grew on trecs.
-

In Stoke on Trent. England, Polish
émigré Demetrius Myiciura choked 1o
death on a garlic clove. He had put it
in his mouth to ward off vampires.

-

The world's first closed-circuit TV-
cassette  pornographic movie did not
have a typical Hollywood premiere. No
searchliglus scanuned the horizon, no star-
lets stepped Irom limousines to mumble
how lovely it was to be there and no-
body lelt sweaty palm prints in a newly
piaved section of Chicago’s South Wa-
bash Avenue.

In fact, ouly two men stood in [ront
of Weird Harold's bookstore and mod-
cling studio. peering closely at a win-
dow display of books and magizines
with such titles as Oral Lovers, Lesbian
Love and Doing It with Daughter.

“Filthy,” said one.

"Disgusting,” afhirmed the other.

Despite their enthusiasm, since they
couldi’t prove they were members of
the press, they were turned away. Actu-
ally, only the elite ol the Chicago media
scene had received formal invitations:
“Mr. and Mrs. Harold Rubin request
the honor ol your presence at the best
lucking time you ever had! 8:30 p.w. at
Weird Harold's—widely known police
hangout.”™ And in smaller print at the
bottom: “In order o insure privacy, our
doors will be sccurely locked at 8:50 v

Most of the local newspaper colum-
nists  were  in attendance, as was  a
U I L man [rom Germany (just pass-
ing through), a complete contingent of
reporters (minus p(‘llt‘ils‘- and pads), an
entive film crew from one of the local
TV sttions (without film or cameras)
and several dozen others, crowded into
the not-too-plush  premises. These  in-
wepid newshawks had  collectively de-
veloped a nervous stomach. They eyed
the bar wishfully until somebody called
the watch commander at the local po-
lice station and inquired il there was
the possibility of a bust. “"Hell, no,” the
commander growled. “I'm not going Lo
give the s.o.b. any more publicity.” The
party prompily picked up.

At 8:30. the front doors were securely
locked, as promiscd, and we trooped
down a carpeted hallway, past the mas-
sage  parlors (small  cubicles  equipped
with beanbag couches) and ino a Large,
wond-paneled  living room with more
beanbags and a fake fireplace. Flanking
the door as we entered were two tables,
cach with a Loge portable TV set. Ear-
lier arrivals were watching a ball game,
wlhich  was  soon interrupted, as  the

premiere began. The fake fire in the
fake fireplace flickered, a fake waterfall
dribbled in {ront of it. and 50 assorted
media types yelled “Down in front.”

The films, in full color on a small
screen, were not without redeeming so-
cial value. Pamela, after demonstrating
the erotic possibilities of a vibrating
dildo, confided to an offcamera director
that she really preferred men. Giordana
then demonstrated considerable dexter-
ity in handling two such, simultancously,
after which she regaled the video au-
dience with tales of her early life in a
Canadian convent. Weird Harold didn’t
solicit written commentary, but the ver-
bal criticism was just as enlightening.
One of the few ladies in the audience
was heard to comment: “Baby oil? I
thought it was Janitor in a Drum.”

Then followed a short featuring two
girls and one man, and another with
four men and two women (almost an
anticlimax, after Giordana). And at this
point, it was back to more ordinary
television e, As a Gillette commercial
mtruded 1sell, we talked to Weird Har-
old, a man who has been called “a natu-
ral” in the pornography trade by none
other than Chicago Daily N ews columnist
AMike Royko, who also considers Richard
Daley a natural in the mayor business.

Harold is 33, a stubby livde man who
looks like a fraternity beer drinker ten
years alter the last home-coming party.
His booksiore-cum-modelingstudio  has
IJI")SI)CI'(.".I [()I' over two )'CIITS now. Hc
has been arrested for running a nude-
modeling studio and for filming a stag
movic at a local motel. The judge who
acquitted him on the movie charge laer
performed his marriage ceremony. Har-
old has a simple formula [or suceess in
sexbiz: “It's like any other prolession. 1E
you want to be successful, you have to
sleep. drink and eat this business.”

As [ar as his TV cassetwes go, Harold
has big plans. He'll have couples-only
nights, he'll lease casseties for parties,
he'll go 1o Copenhagen to create and
stage his own productions. Eventually,
he plans o give up the pornographic-
book-und-magazine business catirely, in
the manmer of the worldly sinner re-
tiring to the monastery. “Someday I'd
like o rent video-tape machines with
kiddic cartoons to shopping centers. You
know, something lor the kids to do while
their old lady pushes her cart down
the aisles.”

In the meantime, there are limitless
possibilities in the applied wchnology of
sex. Alter all, Harold points out. there
are no laws prohibiting  closed-cirenit
pornographic television. And if the cops
start knocking down the door anyvway, a
video-tape cassette can be totally erased
in just six seconds,

And. despite his protestations about
the demands of his job, Harold's life
isn’t all work and no play. “Look,”

he complains, “everybody thinks that
people in the sex business do nothing
but read magazines and look at movies
all day. If I did that, I'd have no time
for my personal life. I'm no different
from anybody else—I like to relax and
enjoy good sex.”

ADVENTURES

Running the rapids ol the Colorado
River through the Grand Canvon isn't
quite as hairy an exploit as it was
back in 1869, when a onearmed Civil
War  veteran  named  John  Wesley
Powell led the fust exploratory vovage

through  what  was  then  uncharted
wilderness. It took almost a month,
and three of Major Powell's  party

never made it; deciding it would he
saler o climb owt of the canyon than
risk further white water and the pos-
sibility of starvation, they left the main
group and. it's believed, were killed
by Indians on the canyon rim. Enough
other corpses and memorial markers got
scattered around the canyon in [ollow-
ing years to keep the rafic down. In
fact, by 19M9—80 years after Powell
only 100 persons had made the trip.
But times, as they say, have changed:
thanks to the introduction ol inflatable
rubber boats and the boom in leisure-
time recreation, Grand Canyon voyages
have become so sale—and so popular—
in the past few years that the Nitional
Yark Service has had (o limit passengers
to a total of some 16.000 annually.

S0 youre not exactly in exclusive
company when you sign up for a raft
trip. But alter you've splashed and
bumped through your first set of rapids,
youwll feel adequately adventuresome.
We rode down the Colorado with one
ol the biggest outhitters, Grand Canvon
Expeditions (P. O. Box O, Kanab, Utah
84741)—which this year offers 9- and
12Z-day, 300-mile wips from $395 per
person, April through Ocwober (group
rates are slighuly cheaper). Air or other
[are 1o Las Vegas, from which wans-
portation is provided 1o Lees Ferry,
Arizona, the starting point for the trip,
is extra. You take your own jeans and
toothbrush, but sleeping bags and camp
gear are supplied.

Combnnation  scouts, medics  and
expert  chels  for  each  l-passenger.
motor-driven ralt are the guides. All
expericnced white-water hoatmen  (and
women), some are also geologists, psy-
chologists or teachers in the off scason,
and they may make use ol any or all
of these skills on a trip. But their
chiel responsibility is steering the cralt
salely through the more than 200 rapids
that dot the canyon. Belore ihe
difficult. the guides stop the boat, climb
up onto the bank and siudy cvery

maost
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break and pull of the water as care-
fully as a Jack Nicklaus reading a
green in Augusta. The Colorado changes
its character completely from hour 1o
hour, depending on whether the water
level is high or low, they told us. The
depth, regulated by several dams, de-
pends partly wpon the water require-
ments ol the City ol Los Angcles. What
you float on one day may reappear in
the tap of your hotel room in Hollywood
the following week.

But Los Angeles is the furthest thing
from your mind while you're on the trip.
By the second day afloat, you're suffused
with a wrue and splendid sense of
isolation; you become preoccupied with
the passing show provided by wild
burro herds, mountain  sheep, cacius
and spectacular waterfalls (which  also
make handy showers). But the moments
of highest excitement come during the
riding ol the rapids, which John McPhee
in his book Encounters with the Arch-
druid so accurately described as feeling
“as if you were about to be sucked into
some sort of invisible pneumatic tube
and shot like a bullet into the dim
beyond . . . the raflt folding and bending
—sudden hills of water flling the im-
mediate skyline.”

Each day's journey stops at about
4:30; the raft is pulled ashore, usually
on a sandy beach, and camp is made.
On owr trip, the guide/chefs worked
culinary miracles. We'd been expecting
peanut-butter sandwiches and something
resembling € rations. What we  got,
hauled out of an iced storage chest
and cooked over the campfire, were
deep-Iried  shrimps,  broiled  steaks,
amazing combinations of vegetables, om-
elets, cherry Llintzes, pancakes. Nothing
came from a c.'m———cxccpl CNOrmotrs
quantities of cold beer, which, along
with 25 gallons ol wine and uncounted
cases ol solt drinks, quenched the consid-
crable thirsts buili up in the 90-degree
heat of the canyon floor. After dinner,
sleeping bags and portable johns ap-
pear. You're advised to shake out vour
bags at night and your shoes m the
morning as a precaution  against  scor-
pions. None made an appearance on
our rip; the only casmalty was a young
bride whose behind was peppered with
spines from a cactus on which she’d un-
warily laid her jeans while heeding the
call of nature. One ol the most enjoyable
features of the wip is the variety of wip-
pers: Grand Canyon Expeditions limits
its river trips to 28 guests, and our jour-
ney included a brace of editors, a pair
ol retired automotive executives in safari
hats, several college kids, some geologists
and a litle old lady who, at 76, was the
spriest river rat of us all.

Finally, the rafts float out onto Lake
Mead and head for a dock, whence a

bus whisks you, far too rapidly, to the
airport at Las Vegas. After nine days
of exhilarating but disciplined existence
—ecven cigarette butts must be stuffed
into pockets, so strict are the rules
against  livering  the  Colorado—the
neon and plastic of Vegas and the im-
personal efhciency of airline personnel
induce instant culture shock. Not sur-
prisingly, many rafters return—some of
them o try a 12-day oar-powered trip.
others to sample the white water of
different rivers. In addition o Grand
Canyon Expeditions, similar companies
ofter many other wips through Canyon-
lands National Park and on Utah's
Green River, Idaho's Salmon and Selway
rivers, Oregon’s Rogue River and through
other wilderness areas ol the United
States. There are also wrips in British
Honduras and the Canadian Arctic. 1f
youre interested in any ol these, write
rravsoy Reader Serviee for inlormation.
Whichever you choose, bon voyage.

ART

Diane Arbus killed hersell in July
1971: last November a retrospective of
112 of her photographs opened o critical
acclaim at the Museum ol Modern Art in
New York, before going on tour, It
wasn’t altogether a case of the artist's
work being enhanced by death: during
the past decade, Arbus’ photographic
vision—intense, powerlul and disturb-
ing—attracted a [following among pho-
wographers and the public that assumed
cult dimensions.

There are no hidden symbolic mecan-
ings in these photographs. Her subjects
—ordinary people, retardates, nudists,
hermaphrodites,  transvestites—speak
with painful darity ol the limitations of
what it means to be human. They Lad
bare their psychic lives for Arbus’ cam-
era, amd she never flinched. The difter-
ences between [reaks and the rest ol us
all but disappear in her work. Even the
children she photographed. shocking in
their distance Irom the sentimental wa-
dition of child photography, reveal the
shape ol the adults they will be as they
stare at her camera with wariness and
hostility. A suburban couple, sunning
themselves on  their lawn, surrounded
by the paraphernalia of the good life,
make a statement about 20th Century
American values. But Arbus wasn’t in-
terested in Jarge social stavements. Her
portraits, whether of freaks or “nor-
mals,” are ol individuals. And il the
Ireaks scem o have more dignity, per-
haps it's because they know where their
hopes end.

What effect Arbus intended her photo-
graphs to have is impossible to know. A
young photographer who studied with
her claims that she delighted simply in
the variety ol her subjects. Whatever her

intent, the effect of her work is to shake
our accustomed view of the people
around us.

Beginning this month, the Arbus ex-
hibit will tour the country. From Apnil
fuse through the middle of May, it will
be at the Museum ol Contemporary Art
in Chicago: from June 26 through Au-
gust 19 at the Worcester Art Museum in
Alassachuseuts; from October 15 through
November 25 at the Baltimore Muscum
of Art. It's also scheduled for Minneap-
olis and Owuawa in 1974 If you arem’t
able 1o catch the whole show, you can
sample these remarkable photograpls in
Diane Arbus (Aperture), a hardeover col-
lection of her work.

BOOKS

“And now we have the Malcolm
Legend,” mourns Peter Goldman in a
sensitive retelling ol The Death and life
of Malcolm X (Harper & Row). “his gilis
and Haws and passions and private
ironies . . . all smoothed flat and
stylized, like the holy men burming
coolly in a Bvzamtine icon.” Goldman’s
Malcolm is neither holy nor wholly
profane. but rather a man in combat
with his private demons. We see Mal-
colm the young Harlem rough, hustling.
pimping, snifing coke: Malcolm  the
convict, turning on to the preachments
of the messenger of  Allah,  Elijah
Muhammad; Malecolm  the  convert,
winning souls for the Black Muslims,
scaring hell out of “the white devils™;
and fAnally, Malcolm the apostate, reject-
ing the messenger’s word in lavor of a
message more militant, more black. In
the end, says Goldman, Malcolm largely
wriumphed—il not over history. at least
over his personitl devils: At some point
in his lile, leeling hate became a neces-
sity for him no longer: he sull enjoved
owraging white people, but his main
purpose was to demonsurate 1o black
people that . . . they could make Whitey
shiver in his boots a lide” In those
vivid days, the racial wave of the [utwre
scemed nonviolent, and King. not Mal-
colm, was its propher. But, as Gold-
man  observes, “Malcolm’s  day  came
later. out ol the ashes of the riots and
the desperation they revealed in the
black casbahs ol the urban north.”
His vindication, being  posthumous,
quickly turned inmo cultism; enterpris-
ing promoters sold millions of Malcolm
T-shirts, and two companies atempred
movie biographics, with James Baldwin
and Louis Lomax prominent among the
velays of sariptwriters.  Baldwin's  sce-
nario, One Day, When I Was Lost (Dial),
is now available. It isn't very illumi-
nmating. We glimpse myriad Hashbacks
through  Malcolm's  rearview
while Malcolm  drives uptown w a
speaking engagement at the Audubon

mirror,
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Ballroom—to his death. All the oblig-
atory  bases  arc  touched—ANMalcolm’s
carly and pathetic dependence on “white
folks,” his conversion to Islam. his final.
herce commitment 1o black nationalism.
But, true o Goldman's Liment, it is “all
smoothed flat and siylized.”  Malcolm
comes through as a saint, still thun-
dering from  the tomb  (voice over)
against “the racist cancer that is ma-
lignant in the body of America,” as
the curtain falls,

As a charter chatelaine in what she
calls “the small, fherce kingdom™ ol
Manhattan’s  literary-showbiz set, Judy
Feiffer has seen, in close-up, how many
a writer hits it big by concocting
novels about the sexual exploits ol
thinly disguised "names.” So she has
knocked one off hersell. She calls it
A Hot Property (Random House)—word-
play intended and  abundantly, re-
dundamtly  validated by ns  female
protagonist.  Scems that these authors
have their own version ol the three
Rs: Ruuting, Writing and "Rithmetic,
the latter being the heavy bread they
get from royaluies and residual rights.
S0 here we see a pride ol literary
lions and lionesses (also a few hyenas)
hopping Irom bed to book—sometimes
trying to beat cach other 1o the type-
writer after a mutual serew. Mostly we
see them  through the eyes ol Faye
Oppenhemm, wite ol a 1o0p ten-percenter,
who found her on the frayed fringe
ol Hollywood, dug what she called
her T. A P. (Tis and Ass Power) and
manried her, He sold her novel, The
Biig Bed, Lthered her daughter (now,
at 14, uwsing  daddy's cdiemt list o
further her own sex education), then
tweated her with benign  neglect.  So
when he wrged her o write another
book, Faye began flaunting her T. AL P.
all over town, with some surprising
results. That's the gist, and the jest, ol
Ms. Feiffer's last novel. It's  short,
sharp, satiric, with as much acerbity
as ass, and an underlay ol serious con-
tent dealing with dat ole debbil identity
crisis. IUs fun even il you can't guess
the real names ol the characters.

-

Spread the word that Word of Mouth:
A Completely New Kind of Guide to New York
City Restaurants (Lippincott) is just about
the funniest and toughest takeout yet
on Manhattan eateries great and small.
Author Jim Quinn, a 36-year-old poct/
food freak, spent a year researching
and writing the book, and one would
hope that all establishments he visited
have received their just desserts. Quinn
grades the restaurants—on food only—
from A 1o F, and lets you know what
The New York Times and Myra Waldo's
Restaurant Guide thought ol the place
by including their ratings in small print
right next to his own. Only Lutece was
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graded A. but even in that temple of
haute cuwisine, Quinn found a bone of
contention alter having been scated in
André Surmain’s Siberia, a “closet for
wrongos™ on the second Hoor that “looks
like an attic decorated by a cross-eved
paper hanger in a hurry.” Of the five
failing marks meted out, Nathan's Fa-
mous of Times Square was surely the
lowest. Quinn compares its ambiance
and cdlientele o that lound in Mal-
bowges, the cighth circle of Dante's hell
and  describes  the  ubiquitous  French
[ries thusly: “Dark and mushy. flecked
with the remains of potato eye, Irost
damaged, frozen, [ried, refrozen, relvied,
lelt someplace warm to steam and soften
in their own heat, they look like
the artificial wounds some enterprising
manufaciarer added 1o its line ol war
toys.” Quinn is busy eating his way
through a sequel to Word of Mouth.
One badly bitten restaurateur has al-
ready suggested a ttle—Trash Mouth.

-

With the skillful help of New York
Times corvespondent James T. Wooten,
Lieutenant Colonel Anthony B. Her-
bert, who was interviewed in our July
1972 issue, tells the story ol his much-
commended but ill-Lied  Army  career
in Soidier (Holt. Rinchart & Winston).
Herbert, who has become something of
a hero o the amiwiar movement,
be so regarded only on the basis that
my cnemy's enemy is my Iriend. For
Herbert was a hawk’s hawk. Not only
did he never question  the  Vietnam
war but his whole reason for being
was to Kill the enemy. Still, he scems
to have believed in a code ol honorable
warlare that was ravaged in Vietnam.
When Herbert tried o hold the Army
to its professed standards, his days were
clearly numbered. And when he began
10 accuse higher oflicers of condoning
dawrocitics, the end was inevitable. Even
Herbert's  remarkable  reputation  as
trainer, hghter (most decorated enlisted
man in horea) and combat commander
was no protection when he relused o
play the game. There can be no doubt
that he was a vicim of gross injustice,
yet there can be liude doubt, wo, that
his constant  waving ol his  integrity
made him enemies he need not have
made. His book is, however, a Liscinat-
ing inside look at the war and the
exciting story ol—whatever else Her-
bert may have been—an extraordinary
fighting man.

-

Jonathan James Whalen, the coming-
ofage protagonist ol Jerzy Kosinski's
new The Devil Tree (Hurcourt
Brace Jovanovich), wams o Gl his
inner emptiness with some of the power
that inherited money should represent,
He goes around looking like a hippie;
cops smack him for the fun of it pi-
lots suspect him ol hijacking  planes;

novel,

creeps approach  him with  proposals
for Dbig-time pimping and  small-time
swindles. Meanwhile, he's wrying 1o find
out where he came from and where he
might be going. His Lather was a [anatic
believer in the purity ol American busi-
ness who fired his valet after 20 years
of service upon  discovering that  the
fellow had changed the blade in his
razor 100 olten—"I1 that’s what you
think ol American sieel, Anthony, you
needn’t work for me anymore, because
I feel responsible for the quality of this
steel"—and broke oll business velations
with General AMotors and  Studebaker
when they ook to making cars ol fiber-
glass. His mother was a hysteric whose
medicine cabinet was packed with drugs
to ward off “anxiety and tension” and
who died from wking a wrong dose.
Jomathan  himsell  wies  opium,
freewheceling  sex,  gliders,  encounter
groups and ceven contemplative probing
into the past, with the harsh help of
s stamd-l;) girllriend Karen, who likes
men 1o Jove her bhut reluses even
minimally o cooperate with them. She
15 the dassic rich biich and, Kosinski
mtmates, her sexual  cruelty  hastens
Jonathan's end. Told in short cpisodes
and  glancing  insights. in a  cream-
smooth stvle that has its momemts ol
wit and brilliant grotesqueric, Kosinski's
exploration ol the wasie spaces ol the
American psyche is the sot ol book that
ai be  casily read but not casily
lorgotten,

hash,

-

As we have all been 1old by now, the
Nixon Administration, proclaiming its
dissatslaction with network TV news,
has  deaded 10 expunge  “ideological
plugola™ lrom the scareen. Instead ol
uncorking another Agnewesyue  atack
on the media, the President’s counsclors
would do beuwer o read from
Nowhere (Random Housej—Ldward Jay
Epstein’s thoughtlul  analysis ol the
national news as produced by the three
major nctworks. The book, originally
a  Harvird  docroral  dissertation,  ex-
plores how the networks’ organizitional
necds—the cconomic, bureaucratic and
regulatory eny ironment—shape the news,
and the hidings are appalling. The six
to cight stories thar cach night purport
to reflece the most significant  events
i the nation are hlmed at enormous
expense (5500 a mmute), rom three o
four cities, by a handiul of available
aews and correspondents who  lace a
serics ol crippling  imperatives. They
must get the story to New York by
carly alternoon, in time for editing: they
must shape the story into dramatic form,
or re-create events 1o make them suflh-

News

ciently compelling: they must keep the
story short and simple so that a viewer
fresh from Tasmania can instantly under-
staud i and they must avoid giving
offense 1o local stations. With such a
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WHAT CAN YOUDO ABOUT YOUR MONEY SECURITY?

T -

\

by GEORGE K. MORTON

Make sure you end up with the added money you need

ODAY, THE COST OF LIVING has climbed (0 an

all-time high, and may go even higher. Unem-
ployment is up in some areas, and even many people
in secure jobs have begun 1o worry about the future.

These facts have put millions of Americans of all
ages in a difhcult hnancial spot. As the cost of living
goes up, it becomes harder and harder to save money
for their immediate needs, as well as for long-range
goals. Relatively few Fumilies have enough money set
aside to last very long when something happens to the
“breadwinner.”

Most folks have tried 10 do something about this
through a savings account or investments. But none of
these can really solve the problem or stop the worry.
I's hard, for l.'x;lmplt'. 10 kccp |)lllli|lg enough money
into a savings account, and then resist the constant
temptation to take money out lor some current emer-
gency. Investments, 100, are loaded with uncertainty —
no one can ever guarantee the average investor that
he will have the security he wants.

But fortunately, there is a sensible solution to this
problem. Now vou can help guarantee voursell the

added money you want for the future. No matter what
your age, this added money can let you enjoy real
worry-free security and pleasure.

With today’s record-high living costs, all oo many
Americans do not have enough money available it
something happens to them, and do not have enough
money to really enjoy lile the way they'd like after
they stop working.

But it's easy to do something about it, thanks o
protection that can help take a lot ol the worry out of
life by guaranteeing you added money at the ume it's
needed most. IUs available in all states except Calif,
N. Y. and N. J. from Bankers Life and Casualty Co.,
whose famous White Cross Plan policies now protect
over 7,000,000 Americans.

The story of special life insurance plans that help
you add new security and peace of mind is in “The
Money Book,” an informative booklet offered free by
Bankers.

For your free “Money Book,” mail the postage-free card
next to this page. No cost or obligation for this service.

ILLUSTRATION BY BOB BOWMAN

Use REACTS Card — Page 208.
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Cool, stimulating. And “White on the Rocks"” isn't all!
Your Douglas dealer has a wide selection of footwear 0”
for the man of good lasle. (Most styles $14 to $22)

OR MEN

Couglas Snog Company » Nashwille, Tonn, A diision of ausgn 20300 G
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Columbia has a great new blank tape
and we want you to start using it.

That's why we're offering a freebie.

Until the end of April, we will give
you, absolutely free, one of Columbia’s
new FAIL-SAFE 40-minute blank
cassettes when you buy two Columbia
blank cassettes of any length.

Just tear off the perforated "NOTICE"
paragraph from two Columbia blank
cassette labels, write your name and ;
address on the backs, and send them  (One Freebie to a customer!)
to us. The mailman does all the work.

COLUMBIA &
Blank Recording Tape trssens

Columbia Magnetics. Dept. S1/09, CBS. Inc.. 51 West S20d Street. New York. NY 10019
L b T T T 11 T
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combination of incentives and inhibi-
tions, it's small wonder that TV news is
grossly inadequate: yet most pu)ple count
on it for a daily picture of what's going
on in the world. The results can be un-
fortunate. What viewer would not he
moved by the sight of an emaciated,
mallormed infant who, the commentator
reports, is dying of starvation at that
moment? But that  particular  infant,
notes Epstein, was actually “a  three-
month-premature child . . . whose par-
ents were neither poor nor stinrving.™
Three years after this scene was played
on the highly praised program Hunoer
in America, CBS exccutive  Richard
Salant defended the staging of death
with the bland L\plan.uion “In tha
arca, at that time, and in that hospital,
babies  were (I)mtr ol malnutrition.”
Compired with such claptrap, a dash
of idcological plugola almost seems
refreshing.
-

Combining words and images from
old movies, comic strips, scientific tracts
and the latest generational jive, Thomas
Pynchion has written a light book about
a heavy subject—the V-2 rocket bombs
that the Nazis invented and blasted
London with at the close of World War
Two. As Pynchon tells it, a bunch of
scientists and other nuts are attempting
to re-create the rockets, or at any rate,
their spiritual  cifect. Gravity's Rainbow
(Viking) is a promising work, but it
soon bogs down in an inextricable
welter of words, words, words—750
packed pages of them. Pynchon can be
a terribly [unny writer, every 200 pages
or so, but he isn't willing o seule for
the laurels of a De Vries or a Perelman;
he 1s obviously out to write the avant-
garde crusher of all time, putting Joyce,
Kafka and Beckew in the shadows by
piling extravagance on top ol extrava-
gance without a moment’s pause lor
breath. His gift of way-out gab is amaz-
ing, his inventive faculties are inspired
and his intimations of profundity are
evident beneath the onrush of slicked-up
verbiage—something o do with the
baneful effects ol technology and the
late of the modern world—but since
there isn't one character or situation that
manages to come alive and snare the
reader’s emotions, the whole dazzling per-
formance [alls as flat as a dud rocket.

-

Also noteworthy: A PLAYBOY contribu-
tor and longtime writer on things auto-
motive, Brock Yates decided o put his
body where his words were and get a
taste ol competition driving fusthand.
His determination culminated in a tour
of the Trans-Am circuit, where the hig
kids play, and produced Sunday Driver
(Farrar, Straus & Guoux), a top-gear
account of his efforts. All things con-
sidered, Yates has nothing (o be ashamed

his driving was creditable and his
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Will everyone
who thinks
auto insurance
costs too much
please stand up?

America needs action on No-Fault

Now’s your chance to be heard. State legislatures
are convening and they’re the ones who decide the
kind of auto insurance you live with. Many have
already scheduled discussions of No-Fault laws.

What’s No-Fault? Simple. Accident settlements
are based on loss instead of blame. Your insurance
company pays your actual medical costs, lost
wages and property damage. The other driver’s
company pays his. It’s fast and fair. Lawsuits to
decide fault are eliminated. So money is saved.

It works, too. For example, a No-Fault law be-
came effective in Massachusetts in 1971. The first
year alonesaved car ownersmore than $61,000,000
on the cost of their auto insurance.

w/ /

You’d expect an idea this good would spread fast,
but only a few states have done anything about
it. Where the law is strong and eliminates most
lawsuits, insurance costs have come down. When

the law doesn’t reduce lawsuits, little is saved.
Most states have not acted at all.

A

Btna,

LIFE& CASUALTY

So now’s the time to ask for action in your state.
You can urge a strong law that reduces insurance
costs and returns more of your premium dollar in
benefits to you. And when that kind of law is pro-
posed, you’ll find Etna supporting it every way

we can.

You get action
with A£tna
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book makes [ascinating you-are-there
reading. The final chapter deals with
Yates's own brain child, the Cannonball
Baker Sea-to-Shining-Sca Memorial Tro-
phy Dash—a coast-to-coast race with a
cwalier disregard for speed limits that
he and copilot Dan Gurney proceeded
to win. A postrace Gurney quote—"We
never exceeded 175 mph™—says it all.

DINING-DRINKING

Reading is an old brick-red Pennsyl-
vimin city, industrialized  beyond its
willingness. But for fanciers of the not-
sosacred mushroom, Joe's at 450 South
Seventh Swreet is a mecca of carthy de-
lights. The mushrooms, culled and culi-
naried by Joe and Wanda Czarnecki,
don’t come in cans, because the Czar-
neckis pick them in the Blue Ridge
Mountains ol Eastern Pennsylvania. The
Czarneckis’ restaurant can he best de-
scribed  as unebtrusive—distinguished
only by a discreet sign next to what was
the ladies’ entrance back when ladies
didn’t enter by the front door. Once
inside. however, you'll immediately no-
tice that the walls are adorned with
photos of—you guessed it—mushrooms,
and a stately sideboard is laden with
more of the same, dried, pickled and
otherwise  preserved. Obviously, this
must be the place. Cocktails, overpriced
but honest, are delivered by Wanda, a
prompe and accurate woman who knows
her wines and spirits as well as she
knows her lood. Imbibers beware, how-
ever, because Joe's is not a watering
hole and you'd be well advised to limit
yoursell to a brace ol drinks belore
anointing your palate with Joe's truly
unique Wild Mushroom Soup. a rich,
dark concoction—earthy and primeval—
that smacks  of Transylvanian  wood
choppers deep in a Carpathian forest.
I you must wy something other than
the soup, make it a plate of pastries
called pivoshkis, delicious little nibbles
stulled with a mushroom purce, that
are eaten with just a tad of spicy Chi-
nese mustiard. Like the soup and appe-
tizer, Joe's salads are a la carte; the best
is simply a plate of tossed greens topped
with the house clear French dressing.
Eight e¢nuces are oftered, ranging in
price Irom a Swuffed Breast of Chicken
with Chanterelle Sauce ar $6.50 to the
top-ol-the-line Filet Mignon en Croute
with Duxelles of Wild AMushrooms—a
mediumsized  Beel  Wellington  with
pullball that’s worth every penny of
S8.25. As an alternative to the filet, try
the dehicious Baked Lump Crab Meat
with Wild Mushrooms or a mushroom-
less  Javanese Steak with  Fried Rice
(en brocheue) cooked in a  Javanese
sauce with a Chinese mustard base. All
entrees, incidentally, come with candied
baby carrots and, alas, a rather pedes-

trian baked potato. Desserts at Joes,
you'll be relieved to learn, arc not de-
rived from the ubiquitous mushroom.
Wanda makes them, and the best are
the tarts (mocha rum. peach and black
bing cherry) or Almond Cream Cheese-
cake. Later, as you linger over draughts
of coffee, Joe may emerge from the
kitchen and regale you with tales of
his quests for the ever-beckoning mush-
room. or discuss his mycological and
ecological indinations. Maybe he'll even
invite you to go along on onc of his
hunts. Craig Claiborne does. Joc's is
open Tuesdiys through Saturdays rom
5 pan o 9 rar, except during August
and September, when he and Winda
scarch for new growths. Reservations
are absolutely necessary, since the din-
ing room scats only 52 (215-373-6794).
Most major credit cards are accepred.
-

Chez Oderte, located in an 18th Century
inn on the banks of a cmal in New
Hope, Peunsylvamia, is a mixture of
pewter plates and old Quakerstyle fire-
places, Paris je tadore-type wavel
posters, crystal chandeliers and  toilé-
covered walls. In other words, frogi-
fied Federal. But it works. At the center
ot this conglomeration is Odette hersell,
Odette Myrtil. an ageless and outrageous
French lady who made her American
debut in 1917 playing a violin in the
Ziegfeld Follies. (Only her violin was
niked) Later, during a long showbiz
carcer, she starred with Bob Hope in
Jerome Kern's Roberta and the musical
composition The Cal and the Fiddle
was written expressly for her. “Many of
my customers think my first name is
Chez,” said Odette with a Giraudoux
wink. “Only if I hate them do I tell
them that chez means at. But we are
all riends here. Everybody talks to
everybody else in my joint.” And when
they're not talking, of course, theyre
cating: beginning, cerlainement, with a
Pdté Matson that's a hemty, chunky
mixture of duck, pig’s liver and a dash
of chopped pork bound together by
herbs, brandy and a litle white wine—
not one of your anemic French restiu-
rant pdtds. Odete’s homemade mayon-
naise—she never heard of Hellman's—is
the raison d'éire for another appetizer,
Shrimps @ I'Oignon. The lhealthy
shrimps are caught in a Sargasso Sea of
thinly shiced Spanish onions that have
been marinated in the mayonnaise for
at least three days. As your enuee, try
one of the house “Blackboard” special-
ties, Trout Stufled with Escargot. “Trout
is wsually stuffed with aab,” Odette
says, “but the escargot is a mild animal,
not an angry animal like the crab, so 1
always thought she belongs with wout.”
Other worthy alternatives include Beef
Provencal. Langoustine Flambée, Steak
au Poivre and Chicken Kiev. (The Later
yields up a squirt on first forking: this,

"tis said, is the wue test of a chicken
kiev)) “We're not terribly good at des-
serts here,” says Odette with a wave of
her Malacca walking stick. What a fib-
beuse! Her desserts are the greatest tri-
umphs ol TFrench culture since  the
introduction of black garter belts. Poire
au Vin Ronge, a pear in a red burgundy
sauce, is particularly delicious, as is the
house [lan: a mystery ol bits of angel-
food cake marinated in Grand Aarnicr
and then wedded and bedded under
firec to a custard and a créme brilée
that starts out on the bottom during
cooking but ends up on top for eating.
“Ou est Odette?” asked a young woman
who had just entered the restaurant,
“Right here. ma  chérie,”  answered
Odette, who had been in the kitchen.
“What is your name again? I have for-
gotten. You have been married so many
times. Not that it mauwers, ma chévie,
because in New Hope you cim keep even
a goat in your bedroom iand nobody
cares!” Odette’s kitchen is open Monday
through Saturday from 12 to 3 v and
6 to 10:30 rar. Reservations are a must
(215-862-2432). Most major credit cards
are honored.

MOVIES

It scems almost an understatement to
call Ingmar Bergman's Cries and Whispers
a masterpiece, for he has made more
than his share ol superlative hlms, but
none so pure and definitive as this. The
soulsearching anguish Bergman poured
into The Seventh Seal, The Silence.
Winter Light and similar tormented
dialogs between man and God is no
longer the major issue. The wiser. mel-
lower Bergman of Cries and Whispers
appears to accept the absence ol faith
as inevitable; yet in s place he fleels
an aching nostalgia and envies those in-
nocents whose simple belief in God's
love and goodness can still shield them
against the incscapable pain of being
alive. To spell out a touching and art
times excruciating fable of human frail-
ty, Bergman focuses his camera like a
laser beam on lour women in a country
manor at the turn of the century—three
sisters, two of them called homne o watch
and wait while a third sullers the cli-
maciic horrors ol terminal cancer, and a
housemaid named Anna, a devout peas-
ant girl whose capacity for love and
compassion represents a Biblical ideal.
“Pray for us who are lelt here on the
dark, dirty carth under a cruel and
empty sky,” intones the minister who
las no certain {aith of his own 1o give
death a meaning. It is the Madonnalike
Anna who cradles the dead girl in her
arms—or dreams that she does—in a
Pieta sequence after the surviving sisters
have turned away in revulsion, sickened
by death and unable o make lile
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THIS YEAR'S SURPRISE IS SEERSUCKER GONE SUAVE. A VERY URBANE PLAID WITH OUR OWN KEATS SPREAD COLLAR AND THE BEST GANT CREDENTIALS: SINGLE
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Fruit ofthe Loom gets carried away
with Male Fashion colored undenwear'

Male Fashion is the new
Fruit of the Loom line that
breaks free from years of
white underwear tradition.
Color conscious tee shirts
with coordinated briefs.
Orequally colorful designer-
styled contrast trim tops

and briefs featuring stretch fitted

comfort. Both are justas easyto

care for as they are good

looking. It’s Male Fashion. The

first contemporary line of
men’s fashion underwear at
popular prices. From Fruit
of the Loom, naturally,

We keep making

itbetter... not expensive.

B0% DuPont Nylon/20% DuPornt Lycra™ Spandex 50% DuPont Dacron® Polyester/50% Colton Tee slum,
Lo-Rise Briefs, $1.99 each; Tops, $§2.99 cach Briefs, Athletic Shins, $1.39 each.
Fruit of the Loom, 1290 Avenue of the Americas, New York, N.Y. 10019. A subsidiary of Northwest Industries, Inc,

bearable. The opportunities Bereman
provides lor actresses are legend. and
Cries [eatures lour towering perform-
ances. Harviet Andersson as the doomed
Agnes plays her protracted deamh scene
with harrowing intensity, while Kari Syl
wan’s beatific Anna, and Liv Ullmann's
shallow Maria—a spoiled beauty engaged
in dalliance winh the Eunily physician
—are only [ractionally overshadowed by
Ingrid Thulin in the him's most diflicult
and complex role. Thulin is Karin, the
embittered eldest sister whose rage and

loathing for her husband compel her
(in one of the more siriking of many
flashbacks, which may be either real or
imagined) to bloody their marital bed

by grinding a shard of glass into her
agina. Cinematographer Sven Nykvist's
creative collaboration with Bergman has
never counted for more: Cries and
Whispers is a poetic composition  in
movement, made up almost enurely of
crimson-red backgrounds—with a chore-
ographed ensemble of women in stark
white or mournful black, implying vol-
canic  passions under an  immaculate
overlay of Vicorian reserve. On  the
sound track. Bergman reproduces a re-
current, subliminal murmur of whispers
and cries that sound like faraway calls
for help, echoes of the past. That the
calls are rarely answered, that all ol us
are held incommunicado within a maze
ol unsynchronized mutual need is Berg-
man's statement—il a drama so rich and
resonant can be reduced o a statement,
And he makes it with the unquestionable
authority of genius.
a

They meet in Marrakesh, mawch wits

on the ram o Casablancy, make love
in Paris and {ly home 1o New York—the
fashion model 1o her career and the
general mess she has made of her life,
the U.S. Army deserter to lace a court-
martial. There in brief is the ground
plan for Tweo People, whose whirlwind
courtship covers slightly less than two
days and a lot of highly scenic terrain,
With such obvious ingredients, it ought
to be corny as hell, but it turns out to
be the kind of mtelligent, touching con-
temporary love story that Love Saory
was supposed 1o be. Two People is a lar
superior film on all counss—uwritten with
some  wit  amd  vestraint by Richard
De Roy, photographed exquisitely by
France’s Henri Decae and  handled
smoothly throughout by producer-direc-
tor Robert Wise. Only during the open-
ing  scene  in Morocco  does Wise
surrender to the temptation o let local
color distract him from the business at
hand, which is to ignite emotional elec-
wicity between Peter Tonda and movie
newcomer  Lindsay  Wagner.  Lindsay's
debut qualifies as one of those star-is-
Bborn occasions that herald the arrival ol



When the MG-TC first came to
America, it was love at first sight.

And judging from the reception
given today's MGB, we haven't
lost our touch.

Because the MGB is still crafted
with the same workmanship that
has built the MG reputation for tough,
reliable, quick-handling sports cars.

In the showroom, you can
see the results. Strong design.
Solid engineering. And careful,
conscientious assembly.

On the road, you can feel the
results. The quick precision of rack-
and-pinion steering. The stability of
race-seasoned suspension. The sure
feel of a four-speed, short-throw
gearbox. And the performance of the
rugged 1798 c.c. engine.

You'll know you're driving a
machine built by sports car enthusiasts
for sports car enthusiasts.

And as the road narrows to two
lanes and begins twisting through
rolling mountain meadows, it won't
take long for you to get that singular

feeling that you are part of the car,
and it is part of you.
The "B's'"* performance on the
track speaks for itself. It's the reigning
SCCA National Champion in
E Production.
You'll also find a complete array
of genuine sports car instrumentation
—including electric tachometer
and trip odometer.
The steering wheel is fitted with
alloy spokes and wrapped in
glove-soft vinyl. Also standard: front
disc brakes, semi-reclining bucket
seats, full carpeting, mag-style wheels,
dual mirrors and an oil-cooling
system.
So see your MG dealer and try
your hand at true sports moloring.
For his name and for information
about overseas delivery, dial
(800) 447-4700. In lllinois, dial
(800) 322-4400. Calls are toll free.
BRITISH LEYLAND MOTORS INC., LEONIA, N.J 07605

@ The sporls car America loved firsL.
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More people use Desenex:
to help stop Athlete’s Foot

than any other remedy.

DESENEX® is America's number one
Athlete's Foot preparation.

That's because anti-fungal Desenex
contains a medically-proven formula
that has successfully helped millions
of sufferers. And the number gets
bigger every year.

To help heal Athlete's Foot, use
Desenex Ointment at night and Desenex
Powder, or Aerosol, during the day When
Desenex is used routinely, continued
protection against fungous infection
is assured.

To fight Athlete's Foot, or prevent
its recurrence, use the preparation with
the best track record of i
themn all—Desenex. ;

ANTIFUNGEL

S%thing-Codim%
Medicated
Foot Care
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Pervwast
ZPHRARMACRAFT
& 1973 Pharmacraft Division Pennwail Carporation

Before you invest in a fine camera,
find out what makes this one
the world’s best-selling 35mm SLR.

Get the good feeling that
cames from handling this pre-
cision, classic design. Look

- : through the bright viewfinder
[ b at the world's best metering
system — a stopped-down
averaging system that per-
forms like a trooper. Focus the
unique flare-taming lens and
record the crisp detail and vi-
brant color of the real world.

All this and plenty more for
you in this top-performing
Honeywell Pentax Spotmaticll.

Visit a Honeywell dealer for
a demonstration or write for
FREE literature detailing the
eight superb SLR’s and hun-
dreds of matching accesso-
ries in the complete Honey-
well Pentax line-up for 1973,
Honeywell Photographic,
Dept. 106-119, P.O. Box 22083,
Denver, Colorado 80222.

Honeywell

Honoywell Pentax in the LS. and Mexico.
Asahi Pentax elscwhere. In Canada,
MeCueen Sales Lid., a Honeywell subsidiary.

MONETWE L

PENTAX

Use REACTS Card — Page 205.

someone like Ingrid Bergman or Lauren
Bacall. There's a touch of both ladies
in Lindsay, a tawny beauty with a voice
like brushed velvet amd an wr of well-
bred recklessness that lends class 1o her
description of how she went on a peace
march once “and got laid that night by
i very [amous liberal politician.” With-
out discounting any ol its agrecable
secondary virtues, Two People is likely
to stick in the public mind as the movie
that introduced Lindsay Wagner.
.

Made for Ialian television in 1969,
before The Conformist and Last Tango
m Paris, writer-director Bernardo Berto-
lucci's The Spider's Stratagem—thougeh less
polished than his later films—is engross-
ing. suspenselul and stunningly sensu-
ous. Freely based on a shortshort story
by Jorge Luis Borges, Stratagem demon-
strates Bertolucci's debt 1o his brilliant
cinematographer Vitorrio Storarvo. Visu-
ally, the movie projects breath-taking
beauty as well as a mood of timeless
mystery in a sunny, somnolent Italian vil
lage where a young man arrives to inves-
tigate the murder of his father—a local
anti-Fascist hero assassinated  some 30
vears before in a box at the opera house
during a performance of Rigoletto. The
son (Giulio Brogi) discovers a monument
in the piazza dedicated o poppa, vet the
townspeople greet him with suspicion
and hostility. His encounters with three
anti-Fascist colleagues and his [ather's
lormer mistress (pungendy played by
onctime screen siven Alida Valli) are the
stff from  which  Stratagem  spins an
offbear  political  thriller—told  mostly
through flashbacks in which the son
lcarns that his Lather was not a hero but
a penitent waitor who contrived his own
death in order to give the anti-Fascist
cruse a martyr. What began as a scarch
for truth evolves into a philosophical
study ol consequences. Bertolucci's con-
voluted wale is rich in texture and char-
acteristically  provocative as an eanly
work by one of world cinema’s acknowl-
edged young masters.

Moviemakers  continue 1o exploit
racial tension and wrban violence in the
cynical belief that human values are
outweighed by boxoffice returns. Thus,
three new releases play upon an audi-
ence’s worst instinas, peddling  cheap
thrills along with a carload of [ear, hos-
tility and sadism. Across 110th Street is the
most virulent of the lot. because it is
excepuionally well done by director Banry
Shear (of Wild in the Streels), an expert
in shock therapy. Some black hoodlums
rip off 5300,000 from the Maha during
a drag transaction in Harlem, alter
which 110th Strcet becomes a simple orgy
ol gory vengeance involving men who
look upon one another as wops (led by
Anthony Franciosa as a sadistic mafioso),
miggers  (Yaphet Kotto as a police



Wilkinson applied the science of ergonomics to
make a totally different kind of razor to help you
shave closer with fewer nicks and cuts!

Ergonomics is the science of making tools, objects,
and instruments compatible with the human body. To
apply this science to the design of the Wilkinson
BONDED Razor, Wilkinson studied the physiology of
the hand, the structure of skin and beard, the topog-
raphy of the face, conditioned responses in shaving
and the shortcomings of the old double-edge razor.

Ergonomics told us blade angle must be precision
set for closer shaves. Ergonomics told us edge ex-
posure must be scientifically calibrated for protec-
tion from nicks and cuts. To achieve these ergonomic
. goals, we knew each chromed stainless edge had to

be permanently positioned in its own shaving head.
To do it, we created the Wilkinson BONDED Blade—
the first of its kind in the history of shaving.

Ergonomics told us the BONDED Razor needs
only a single superb chromed stainless edge to
shave closer than the razor most men shave with.

With the Wilkinson BONDED you change blades,
but you can't change the precision. Unlike old double-
edge razors, there are no moving parts to cause mis-
aligned blades, nicks and cuts.

The Wilkinson BONDED is
more than just a razor; it is a
totally different kind of shaving
system in which the unique
BONDED Blade is matched to
a razor handle which is also
the result of ergonomic study.

The handle is longer for better control. And flat-
sided so you can position the head against your face
without trial and error.

The head of the Wilkinson BONDED Razor is more
compact than a double-edge razor. So you can
shave under your nose and other hard-lo-get-at
places with more confidence and ease.

Is the Wilkinson BONDED Razor a better way to
. shave in theory only? Not at all. In rigidly supervised

"~ tests, against double-edge razors, the Wilkinson

BONDED was proved superior for less irritation, for
4 \]ess pull or drag, for cleaner, closer shaves, with
fewer nicks and cuts...superior in every category
of shaving performance. In fact, the Wilkinson
BONDED s so great an improve-
— ment, more than four million
" men have bought it.

Ergonomic design, BONDED
Blade. The Wilkinson BONDED
. Razor may well be the most

~‘advanced shaving instrument
\buy.
e Wilkinson
DED™ Razor.
er way to shave.

syt  Bonded
Uy M ;

€ 1973, Wilkinson Sward Inc.

37



PLAYBOY

a8

JATIE EAST.

If she doesn’t
give it to you,

get it yourself.

You're a man with very defi-
nite tastes. Your cologne should
reflect those tastes...strong,
exotic, sensuous, lingering.
Jade East is the cologne to
meet those tastes. If she doesn’t
give it to you... get it yourself.
SWANK sole distributor.
Available at fine stores everywhere.

licutenant, Paul Benjamin as the prin-
cipal fugitive from justice) or pigs (mainly
Anthony Quinn, as a corrupt racist cop).
The white men are psychotic bigots
who ultimately get what they deserve,
while blacks triumph one way or anoth-
er, even if only by dving defantly. guns
ablaze, Filmed on New York locations,
the movie is raw. uely and unnervingly
real on the surface—hyped up by graphic
bits about crucilixion and cstration, as
well as enough “motha-fucka™ epithets
to satisly the smallest mind. In the e
role ol Black Gunn, husky Jim Brown also
challenges the Mob when his brother s
murdered for wking part in a robbery
on Mafia wrl. The keynote ol Gunn's
publicity blitz tells you where it's at:
“For every drop ol black blood spilled.
a white man pays.” But while the poor-
v written, directed and acted flick talks
mean and cool and black, what it Livs
on you, num. is heavy horedom. There
is nothing deeply oftensive about Hit Man,
ascene-hyscene black replay ol Get
Carter, a crime thriller made in Eng-
Lind a couple ol scasons ago  with
Michael Caine. The setting has been
cimged o Los Angeles and  Bernie
Casey plays Caine’s part as a tough suy
wreaking vengeance on a ring ol por
nographers  who  have murdered  his
brother and starred his niece in a sex
movic. a dude with imperturbable
cool, Casey is  unquestionably  Carter
in blacklace, scutling his score  with
heels and whores of another color, il
thit grabs you. But why should i

-

For his third outing as a movic dirce-
tor. Panl Newman chose Paul Zindel's
prize-winning play. The Effect of Gamma
Man-in-the-Moon  Marigolds, :and
olfered the pivowal vole (as in Rachel,
Rachel, s divecorial  debut) o his
tilented wile, Joanne Woodward, which
nay have  been a mistake. As  ihe
destruaive, Jish widowed mother of
two reenaged givls, Ms. Woodward runs
hersell ragged playing a part that came
naturally 1w Eilleen Heckart,  who
stored inoa TV version, and  super-
naturally 1o Sada Thompson, who scored
a wimph onstage. What's mssing in
this perlormance is the bitter, abrasive
humor of a slum-bred  sliern whose
Lad vibes are a menace o her children
—comparable, in a symbolic wity. 10 the
wamma rays her youngest daughter s
divecting at a planter full of marigold
seeds as part ol a science experiment in
school. Young things can grow up sad,
or sirange, o1 stunted: this bleak mes-
sage ol Marigolds  hercrolore  escaped
unrelieved  depression  through  sheer
theatrical pow. Under Newman's sober
divection, Joanne sniffles and shaffles
bit more than necessary, as il o drive
home the point thae she is a glamorous
film star in camning disguise—Dbut there's
no pow. The quirky wragicomedy ol

Rays on

Mavigolds leaves Woodward at a loss,
and leaves the acting honors 1o Nell
Potts (the Newmans' cldest daughter,
billed with a [amily nickname), as the
diligent science student, and to Roberta
Wallach (daughter of Eli Wallach and
Anne  Jackson), making a1 creditable
debut as her epileptic big sister. Better
still is vereran character aciress Judith
Lowry, repeating her stage vole as the
senile old wonnn stashed in the Eunilvs
spare. room.

Characters named Dr. Schimock, Helen
Bed and  Miss Carriage perform the
hard-core sexual [eas that keep Meatball
in perpetual moon. Writien and i
rected by DL Furred.” as he chooses o
cldl himsell, the movie is the newest
pornocopic from hlm maker  Gerry
Damiano. creator of Deep Throat, which
you must know by now—unless vou hinve
been held captive in Kammandu—is the
controversial, highly proficable skin Ilick
about a gl who discovers that her
clitoris s located  where her cpiglottis
ought 10 he, Though lacking a st with
the unigque wlems ol Thooat's ovally
gratifving superstar, Linda Lovelace—
whom you'll mect on page 95—Meatball
is equally slick. well photegraphed—and
repetitious. I features a young lady listed
in the credits as Singe Low, who will as-
stme any position vequired by the plor
dut there's hinde fune in the explois ol
the mad Dr. Schimock, who invems o
formula lor heating the high cost ol men
patties and accidentally discovers he has
cresed a phallic Frankenstein—subject
to hourly ercctions, oo much for a sin-
gle brave nurse 1o handle. Schmock s
plived  with impressive staying  power
by “Harry Reams,” alias Herhb Sureicher,
an actor whom Dinniano  describes as
“the Sweve McQueen ol pornography.”
Oglers who won't scitle for sccond hest
may preler o wait for Deepp Thioat
H. o planned sequel already i the bloe
print stage.

Some sexploiters, however, are getting
the message thar a sense of humor ¢
relicve the monotony ol hird-core porn.
High Rise has a slick musical score In
Jacques Urbonn as well as aaricky hivde
tale 1o tell abour a girl named Suan
(Tamic Trevor), whose psycharist ad
vises her o revitadize her enthosiasm lor
sex by ringing doorbells tnoa Tuxury
apariment building, Suzy meets o ot
of people thar way, all ar home and
horny. One featared perlormer is billed
as Gregory Pecker: thines like chis are
bhound 1o come up when gagmen gert
1to sex. It Happened in Hollywood 15 hilled
as the “lost in a series ol grear sex
movies”™  being ground  omt by those
wonderiul tolks who bring vou Secreae
nugazinge. cditor  Jime Buckley
produced  Hollywood—which  was  shot
entirely in New York., ol course—and
it omarks a0 small first for Bucklev's

Sevee



1,500,000 people
call these tape 'recorders their own.

[l 300 ‘l‘:_

The RQ-209 The RQ-409S

- Now there S somethmg new
for the rest of’ us 205,000, 000.

First came the RQ-209. With ;
low silhouette styling. And
piano-key operation. Then
we improved that model. By
adding a built-in mlke and
integrated circuitry.

It became the F{Q-4098

You can play our newest :
‘version inside on house current.
. Inyour car or boatwith the help
4 of an optional adapter. Or
whérever you happentobeon
its own Panasonic batteries.
Yet,one of the biggest

Now we've takenthe best [ features of the RQ-309S
featuresof bothof these e : ' is not how much we put
recordersandcome et eiesenni s | init...buthow little it takes
up with the RQ-309S. - ; s |; out of your wallet. :
Its molded keys gwe your £ \ If you need any more
fingersasuregrip. reasons to buy the RQ-309S,
And its built-in condenser L ~ talkto the people
mike won't get lost or who bought the RQ-209
forgotten. Easy-Matic A ~and RQ-409S.
sets the right recording Webet you'llgeta
level automatically. While million and a half more.
Capstan Drive operates _ 200 PARK AVENUE, NEW YORK 10017
the tape at a constant 3 FOR YOUR NEAREST PANASONIC
speed for better DEALER, CALL TOLL FREE 800 243-8000.
recording fidelity. And I Je0 0p2 8 200:
when each cassette is

finished, the machine " Pal'lasonlco

shuts off automatically. just slightly ahead of our time.

The new RQ-309S5
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Enjoy FETHERLITE sensitivity,
the contraceptive that's better for both.

Now Fetherlite Non-lubricated as well as Fetherlite Sensitol”

Fetherlite

is thelatest

improvement

in male contra-
ceptives. Be-
cause Fether-
lite is ultra sensitive. Without

sacrificing reliability and per-
sonal security. Its strength

and quality are ensured by

highly sophisticated elec-
tronic testing. And Fetherlite

Sensitol (in the gold and

white box) combines sensi-
tivity with a unique natural

lubricant, Sensitol.

New Non-lubricated
Fetherlite.

Now all the same fine
Fetherlite quality features
are available in Fetherlite
Non-lubricated (in the silver
and white box).

Choose Fetherlite Sen-
sitol or Fetherlite Non-lubri-
cated—both
are coral col-
or. And enjoy
Fetherlite sen-
sitivity today.
Available only
at drugstores.

JULIUS SCHMID. INC MAKERS OF XXXX (FOUREX)* RAMSES® SHEIK®, AND OTHER FINE BIRTH CONTROL PRODUCTS.

the room. Whether you're
giving or receiving, audition
the full line of Wollensak
Gilt Packs at your dealer’s.

The Instant Gift Pack
from Wollensak

Moadel 401 Mini Cassette Recorder complete with
carrving case, remote microphone, audio cabfe,
earphone, telephone pich-up, AC adapter, 4 AA"
batteries, car/boat adapter, > Scotch™ casserte.

Close the top of this attractive box and instantly it's a gift. Open it and
instantly it’s the Wollensak 401K Mini Cassette Recorder packed
with all of the most wanted accessories. Featuring ‘Instant Replay’
that lets you review what you've just recorded. And ‘Instant Record’
that lets you push a button anytime during play to begin recording
again. Its built-in condenser microphone picks up sounds from across

lUollensak 3M

UL MINMNESOTA BRION

J

Use REACTS Card — Page 205.

uninhibited colleague Al Goldstein, up
to some oral-genital hanky-panky as a di-
aphanously clad high priest in a porno
version ol Samson and Delilah. Writer-
director Peter Locke stresses the raunchy
fun of his showbiz saga about a girl who
quits her job at the phone company 10
star in hard core and ultimately wins
an Academy Award as “Best Actress in
a Dramatic Fuck Tilm.” Her acceptance
speech is a gas, but the ilm's wildest bit
s an auditon sequence featuring a
vaudeville act identificd as the Flying
Fucks. who perform with a wrapeze and
a weird device that looks like a bicycle
intent on mass rape. For avid  por-
nophiles, It Happened in Hollywood
may prove to be the sexual revolution’s
Sound of Music. On Screa’s own Peter
Meter for measuring a film's erection
quotient. we'd rate it about 79,
Triumphant in Paris. where it out-
grossed  The Godfather and  boosted
two semibright stars into higher orbits.
Cesar and Rosalie is a trizngular romantic
comedy about the inexplicable ways ol
love—with Yves Montand, Romy Schnei
der and Sami Frey (known on this side
ol the Adantic chiefly as one ol Brigitte
Bardot's old llames). Cesar teams Romy
with Montand in the title roles—she as
an independent but somewhat indecisive
divorcee. he as a rich. possessive, sell-
made man in the scrap-metal business.
Cesar and Rosalic are happily living
together most of the time until her
long-absent paramour (Frey) twrns up
to initiare a saamble of batiles. break-
ups and romantic realignments that ends
with the two men alone wgether as the
best of friends. While there is nothing
overtly homosexual in their compan-
tonability, director and co-iuthor Claude
Sautet (who made a memorable but gen-
erally overlooked French flm called The
Things of Life a couple of vears ago)
does suggest with delicue ivony  dhun
love relationships are as complex amd
individual as fingerprints, and involve
much more than sexual attraction. Sau-
tet sapporis his slender thesis with
series of skilllully conceived scenes than
draw much from a single word, a side-
long glance, the way a woman in love
watches her man playing poker or simply
making a complete fool of himsell. L
subwitets nothing  from  Romy's  and
Sami’s impeccable performances 1o say
that the picure belongs to Montand.
who is better than he has ever been on
the sereen as a rambunctious nowcan-
viche go-getter who reaches for his check-
book in moments of crisis.
subtle and graceful moviemaking.

Leisurely,

o

The people who accept Pete ‘n’ Tillie
a5 0 h‘.‘.ll'l'\\.’ill"]i"l',."' Il‘ll!];lll (E)!ll('l]_\' are
apt to find Cesar and Rosalie a drag:
is the diflerence bhetween a bottle of



[T°S HARD TO KEEP YOUR
MIND ON THE ROAD WHEN
YOUR BACK IS KILLING YOU.

We spent 11 years designing and refining the
Volvo so you won't be fed up with it in 2 or 3.
And among the things that will keep you
i "fTom getting tired of a Volvo are our bucket seats.
“ + They don't just sit there like living-room
- sofas. They actually do things to keep you alert
:'and relaxed.

' The small of your back gets special attention,
because that's where pain often starts. Note the
ﬁve steel wires in the back of the seat. At the
" twist'of a knob, you can tune them to give you

ﬁrm or soft support.
| “‘"ﬁ lever controlgthe angle of the back, from

B'olt-iipn%t to teclining.

. Youcan vary the helght of our seats, too.
disince the can glso be moved forwards or
Z\ & backwards, you can adjust them precnsely to your
vital statistics.

~ If you have short arms and long legs, for

example, move the seat forward to reach the wheel,
and raise it to make more legroom.

So to Volvo's long list of sane standard
features (like fuel injection, four-wheel disc brakes,

. radial tires and a rear window defroster) you can

add | yet another:

A perfect fit.

And if your car doesn'’t fit right, you can'’t

- dnvenght.

z-vo:[.vib KR
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A Record-a-Call telephone answering system in

your home or office answers your phone on the first ring (or any
preset ring desired) in your voice and stores messages while you are away.

Receive your messages from anywhere in the world! With Record-a-Call's
Total Concept Remote Control, just cali your phone and the exclusive

pocket-sized DECORDER® will playback, backspace and give you your taped

messages or keep them until you return, all by Total Remote Control,

Features include: Exclusive pocket Decorder® =Announce only or incoming Record » Incoming message
time preset, or voice actuated=Ring delay (atler one or up 1o five rin £5)=Sitent operation or amplified
monitor«Provisions for optional multi-line selector (enables unit to service more than one ling).

For a free, no obligation demonstration of Record-a -Cali's complete line of
telephane answering systems, check the Yellow Fages in your area or for free color
literature write Record-a-Call, 15727 Texaco Avenue, Paramount, California 90723

IRecorda Call

or call (213) 531-8053.

The ANSWER
to Unanswered

Phones.

Hodel TAD-10 RYB

UL Lizted CSA APPROVED

NEW! THE COMET
Model TAD-30CP,

Featuring C.P.C.*
Calling Party Control,
that will record
messages contin-
uously and turn off
automatically only
when caller hangs up
the phone. Ask your
Record-a-Call dealer
about THE COMET,
the new low price will
impress you.
*US A =nd Canadan
Pateris Pending,

Automatic Telephone Answering Systems

The Yashica Electro-35 GT

is the spaceage camera

your family will love. Takes
beautiful pictures day or night.
Automatically. Without any
nonsense. Just aim, focus and
shoot. The GT's computer brain
and electronic shutter does the
rest. See the Electro-35 GT at
your Yashica dealer.Today.

YASHICA

ELECTRONIC CAMERAS...
It's a whole new thing

The no

nonsense
camera.

42 YASHICA Inc., 50-17 Queens Boulevard, Woodside, New York 11377

cold beer and a glass of fine red wine.
Director Martin Rit (Sounder and Hud)
has Walter Matthau and Carol Burnert
on hand to portray a San Francisco
couple who mect on a blind date, shack
up, marry, experiment with inhdelity
(his) and religion (hers), and are finally
driven apart by the wrauma of losing
their only child. Pete and Tillie's son is
a victim of leukemia, and the movie it-
sl suffers from something like tired
blood, despite an excellent beginning
and several realistically funny  scenes.
Adapred from a novella by Peter De
Vries. this chironide of a marriage is
best during the courtship phase—with
Carol plaving straight and very effec-
tively as a 33-year-old SpInster  secre-
tary who drinks nothing but milk,
opposite Matthau as a motivation man
who drinks everything else and likes
to sit at the piano and pound ow
Piano Roll Blues with his clothes off,
“The honeymoon’s over, it's time to get
married,” Tillie announces at last, and
therealter the film becomes increasingly
contrived and sentimental. The low
point is an embarrassing burst of hys-
teria—out in the garden by moonlight,
raging against God's cruelty—that looks
jammed into the film as a specialty
number for Carol, as if to prove that
TV comediennes can really act. Iron-
ically, Pete ’n” Tillie's showstopper turns
out to be Geraldine Page, a dramatic
acaress proving how hilarious she can be
as a social loness who Lins dead away
when tapped into elling her age.

RECORDINGS
Finally, Tommy (Ode} has become
what it ought to have been  from

the first, a bona fide opera. Four years
after the inital, overpraised success of
I'he Whoe LP, producer Lou Reimer
prodded Pete Townshend to help flesh
out the librewo to clear up the \
line, contracted with David Measham
and the London Symphony Orchesira
and Chamber Choir, had Wil Malone
arrange the music and. with much dif-
heulty, got together a cast of 12 pop stars
to sing the character roles. The resu’
has all the continuity. force and musical
drama that the original lacked. It's im
pressive 1o hear people such as Town-
shend, Sandy Denny, Steve Winwood
and Richic Havens conuributing their
vocal talents to one production. Fspe
cially vight lor their parts are Roger Dal
vey as Tommy, Morry Clavton as the
Acid Queen and Rod Stewart singing
Pin Ball Wizard., And the music. while
it sometimes smacks ol Bernsiein, is fune-
tional and elfective in amplilying the
action. A bonus in this sct is the pack

story

aging job, with stunning anwork and
graphics. A stage production has already
premicred in London, and there is walk

of New York and a film. Whaever
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after you think
you've heard the
best...listen to
KENWOOD
4-CHANNEL

KR-6140A 320-Watt (IHF) AM/FM STEREO RECEIVER

Write for the color brochure with full performance charts.

The new KR-6140A 4-Channel
Stereo Receiver delivers the
cleanest, purest sound you've
ever heard in the exciting
new dimension of 4-channel.
It opens a whole new world
of enjoyment from Discrete,
SQ, Regular Matrix, and Syn-
thesized 4-channel as well as
2-chiannel sources. It provides
sophisticated controls, with
such refinements as a remote
4-channel volume control,
mike mixing, and a dual 4-
channel tape system. Listen
to the KR-6140A. You'll know
it's the best.

@ KENW D OD 15777 so. Broadway, Gardena, Calif. 90248

the

It fits your body

like a bucket seat.

The Body Billfold is one
billfold that won't lump and
bump in your body-tailored

clothes. That's because

Amity’s Living Leather process
makes hide flex like it’s alive.
And because their nylon stitching
and “sliding stay" construction
make for lots of give and take, If

you've taken enough lumps in your

life, take on a Body Billfold. It's
slim, supple, and completely form-
fitting. And once you've tried it,

_you won't sit still for anything less.

© 1972 Amily Leather Products Company
IDENTIFIER Body Billiold in black or brown Briarwood Cowhide

SAMITY.

511.00. A collection of other fine leathers from $6.00. Other Amity Body Billtolds to 522 .50. If unable
1o fing a local Amily dealer, wrile Amity, West Bend, Wisconsin 53095

Where-To-Buy-lt?  Use REACTS Card — Page 205,

happens, the record is here now, and it
has been worth waiting lor.
-

Peter Townshend’s first solo album,
Who Came First (Decca). 1s fine. On i,
he plays all the instruments and docs
the vocals, recording. svnthesizing, mix-
ing. engincering and production “in one
gynomouse [sic] ego trip,” as his notes
have it. Incredible, but it works, and
the man has beaten Todd Rundgren at
his own game. There are Indian cchoes
to much ol 1he music and 1o some of 1the
words (which may sound vapid 1o West-
ern cars), since Townshend dedicated
the album o Meher Baba, the Indian
mystic he has been involved with for
several years.

John Enwwistle, bass player for The
Who. could use a lictle Babaism himse I|
His solo cftort, Whistle Rymes (Decca), i
a companion release in siark  contrast
to Townshend's, Though this disc is not
quite as mean and demonic as Entwis-
te’s last, Smash Your Head Against the
Wall, there’s a cynical, smurtass, whin-
ing note to most of these lyrics and a lot
of sell-indulgence. Il you can lorger the
words, you'll hear some fine playing by
Enmwistle, Perer Frampton and other
English heavies—in Apron Strings and
Thinkin® It Owver, lor example. But
the dose of potential suicides. Peeping
Toms, congenital creeps and  victims
is overpowering. TFor Chrissakes, John,
cheer up and dig some Baba.

.

The big-band business is siill alive,
if not very well. but there are pockets
of musical prosperity about: one that
is  Mlourishing  is  Woody  Herman's
aggregation. The Roven Specks (luntasy)
provides all the cdues to its success:
agreat charts, fine soloists, stunning en-
semble work and—perhaps most  im-
portant—young ideas. Herman long ago
learned 1o relresh himsell ar the musical
fountain of youth; his Dband is now
with a vengeance.

.

Azteca  (Columbia), a West  Coast
group put together by Coke Escovedo,
shows all kinds ol promise ol breaking
out of the wypical Latino bag. Yes, nt
has problems—among them, weak vocal
ists and voicings sometimes oo typically
Tito Puente, as in Ain’t Got No Special
Woman. But that wne, for instance.
also has a nice vamp, good solos and
strong section work, The band  comes
o its own on the second side, par-
ticularly in the ttle tune and Love
Not Then, which features Flip Nuider
organ. Azteca knows how to use musical
textures, and its rhythm section is the
equal of anybody's, Tito’s included.

.

Pianist Eumir Deodato is busv fusing

jazz, vock and “serious”™ music into some



Seagram's 7 Crown.
It's America's whiskey.

When you want to enjoy some of the finest skiing this side of Kitzbiihel, just head
for Squaw Valley. And when it's time to enjoy a great whiskey, just head for the 7 Crown.
Americans everywhere welcome the light taste of 7 Crown. Which explains why it's more
popular than the leading Scotch and Canadian combined.

Thank you, America, for making our whiskey your whiskey.
T L o B

PG B BT - B P




PLAYBOY

46

Ready? Set? Go..with

JLA-400-T10

COOKS

Travel Cheques

Whether you travel by car, bus, plane,
train or ship, at home or abroad,
you're better off if you go with Cooks.
Then you'll have personalized funds
that are completely safe and
spendable at shops, stores, motels,
hotels, restaurants, banks, etc.

If your cheques are lost or stolen,
you're set with Cooks for you'll find
Cooks ready with a prompt refund.

In denominations of $10, $20, $50,
$100 and $250—buy them at banks,
savings banks, savings & loans, at
Cooks offices and authorized

travel agents.

Ask for COOKS Travel Cheques.
Issued by the
world's largest Travel Organization

captured
inerystal...

Playboy’s Rabbit. Hand-cut, imported
crystal paperweights in classic
teardrop shape, 312" x4%"x112",
MM339, $15, or geometric two-pound
crystal, 4"x4"”, MM338, $15. Please
order by product number and

add $1 per item for handling.

Shall we send a gift card in your name? No
C.0.D. orders; please send check or money
order to: Playboy Producls, Dept. MYD
Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave.,
Chicago, lllinois 60611. Playboy Club credit
keyholders may charge.

ol the most interesting and  eclectic
sounds we've heard in a long while.
Prelude (C'T1) contains, besides Deodato
originals and  Baubles, Bangles and
Beads, Also Sprach  Zavathustra and
FPrelude to Afternoon of a Faun, and fea-
tures a studioful of the best jazzmen
in the business backed by a kingsized
string section. Zarathustra is absolutely
wild and  very right—it  builds and
builds, each cimax followed by yet
another until it sounds as though it
were going to leap off the record. Aud
there are solos sprinkled throughout the
LP that are worth the price of admis-
sion in themselves.
L

Dory Previn isn't much of a singer.
One is filled with anxiety as she
scarches for the right pitch and relieved
when she finds it, but that really takes
nothing away from the fact that she is
one hell ol a songwriter. Mary €. Brown
and the Hollywood Sign (United Artists) is
black-humored. acid-dipped, melancholy
and  beautiful. Writing about  what
she knows best. she takes on the movie
community—as in the title tune, Star-
let Starlet on the Screen, Who Will
Follow Norma Jean? and King Kong—
and  breaks it down into its basest
parts. Then there are her comments
on the male-female relationship, which
range from acerbic (When a Man Wants
a Woman) o resigned (The Perfect
Man) 1o compassionate (Don't Pul Him
Down). Dory Previn's voice may not bhe
such a much, but as a vehicle for pre-
senting  her songs, it is torturously
perfect.

L]

You've heard The Cisco Kid, that
saga of border violence with the loopy
Latin rhythm of wah-wah guitar and
timbales. The rest of War's album
The World Is o Ghetto (United Artists) is
just that good. The group has moved
beyond its carlier Afrorock, jazz orien-
tation 1o experiment a bit more. Four
Corneved Room, for instance, is full of
interesting vocal, instrumental and elec-
tronic  exchanges. Yet the sense ol
structure that was part of its best work
15 still there, as in City, Country, City,
which  builds  dramatically.  Ghetto s
more than a typical concept album; it's
War's musical alhrmation.

.

The accordion is one instrument to
which we have something less than an
afhnity. It is a decidedly unwieldy ax—
except 1 the hands of such as Art
Vian  Damme;  then  it's  transformed
magically into a thing of beauty. The
Many Moods of Art (MPS), a wwin-LP
album recorded and released in Europe
but previously unavailable herve, fea-
tures The Art Van Damme Quintet,
made up of German talent, plus visiting

musicians  Freddy Rundquist and Joe
Pass. There are 19 standards in all, and
all are handled with consummate style,
grace and inventiveness. Van Damme
avoids those organlike chords that seem
to be the stock in rade of most accordi
onists but which fall heavily on the cars.
Not that we're Van Damme-ing with faint
praise; what he does he does sensationally.
-

Ken Loggins and Jim Messina have
followed up their past yem's success,
Sittin® In, with a disc not quite so am-
bitious but equally polished. Loggins and
Messina (Columbia) contains a great rock-
ing boogic number. Your Mama Don't
Dance, which has been getting some air
play, a subtle countrv-gyvpsy-Latin love
ballad. Thinking of You. and a counury
lark. Long Tail Cal, with ine steel dobro
by Rusty Young. There are also a jazzish
Jam, Angry Eyes, and some weird har-
monies laced into firm structure in Good
Friend. bhoth of which tend to grow on
yow. Clearly, the group’s propensity to
experiment s still there, but its first
rate musicianship is what impresses most.

-

Art Pepper . . . The Waoy It Wes! (Con-
temporary) is made up of previously
unrclessed cuts from sessions in 1956
(with enor man Warne Marsh), 1957
and 1960, and the only question is why
they haven't surfaced till now. Pepper
always has been one of jazzdom's pre-
mier altoists and Marsh an instrumen-
talist who never really received his due.
The numbers are all standards and the
sounds are as [resh today as when they
were first recorded. The Pepper-Marsh
session is particularly intriguing; the two
work oll each other perfectly. This isn't
nostalgia; it corrects an oversight.

-

French pianist Michel Beroff, at 22,
has won more than the usual
from the critics and more than his share
of prizes [rom the academies. His two
companion releases on Angel should win
him popular acclaim. The Stravinsky disc
features Beroff and the Orchesure de
Paris, with  Seiji Ozwa  conducting.
Beroff amd Ozawa go well together, as
both wse a clearcut and rigorous ap-
proich. Beroll obviously enjoys the kind
of antivomantic humor in the Concerto
for Piuano and Wind Instruments, one ol
Stravinsky's  most  interesting, if  not
engaging. works—particularly the last
movement, with its running display of
compaositional wit. There are fine pianis-
tics throughout the Capriccio for Piano
and Orchestra as well. In the Debussy
offering, it is easy 1o see why Beroff has
been compared o Walter Giescking.
This s Gieseking's approach to Debussy.
skilllully controlled, dynamically struc
wured, lucid. Besides Pour le Piano and
the impressionist landscapes of Estanipes,

raves
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Winston tastes good,
when a cigarette should.

KING SIZE
OR BOX

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health.

@ I9T3 R J REYNOLDS TOBACCO CO.
KING: 21 mg."1ar", 1.4 mg. nicotne,
BOX: 20 mg."tar", 1.3 mg. nicotine, av. per cigareite, FTC Report AUG."72.
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You can spend more for a camera,
‘but you can’t buy more camera than
a Konica. Because in every price
category, Konica offers more mean-
ingful features.

Features like truly automatic
exposures, set perfectly for you every-
time. Plus one no other camera can
offer: the Hexanon lens; the scalpel-
sharp reason why Konica can claim
“the lens alone is worth the price.”

Immodest? Ask the man who owns
a Konica. You'll choose one, too.

KONICA

Makers of world-famous Sakura Color Films
; Konica Camera Corp.,

Wondside, New York 11377

In Canada: Garlick Films Ltd., Toronto

Before you choose
your hi-fi, choose

a hi-fi company.

And you'll choose Pioneer. Dedicated

to the continuous improvement of sound.
reproduction, Pioneer hi-fi components
provide the finest, most natural sound in
music. Choose from quality-bullt AM-FM
stereo receivers, speaker systems, record
players, tape decks, headsets, 4-channel.
Hear the most authentic sound in musicat—
Pioneer dealers everywhere.

U.S. Pioneer Electronics Corp.,
178 Commerce Rd., Caristadt, N.J. 07072

M PIONEER

when you want something better

90248 / Migwest: 1500 G I, Elk Grove Village, 1, 60007 / Canada: S. H. Parker Co., Onl.

West: 13300 S. Estrelia, Los Ang
Where-To-Buy-lt? Use REACTS Card — Page 205,

Beroff performs the two seis of Images,
pinnacles in the Debussy piano litera-
ture, and his readings are as subtle and
sonorous as any available,

-

Like any good stand-up comic, Lou-
don Wainwright HI had his timing and
delivery down pat in his first wo
albums. Now, in Album HI (Columbia),
he's become something more
and a  musician.  His
White Cloud, fits in perfealy and
mikes this disc a much more finished
performance than its predecessors. The
musical difference is cear from the
opening  cut, Dead Skunk, a grand
countryrock  assault on  the nostrils.
Wainwright's emorional perspective and
verbal power 1o render the craziness
and  vulnerability of our lives has
deepened, wo. Whether he's offering up
ambivalent images of man's alcoholic
folly (Drinking Song) or playing seri-
ously with clichés (Needless to  Say)
or plaintively telling about a first love
from a present point of view (New
Paint), the cffects are telling and strong,
There's a lot of whimsy and self-
exposure here, and a lot of art.

-

There isn't much lelt to say about
Erroll Garner that hasn’t already been
stid—the fact that he doesn't read
music, his gruntalongs that are a part
of cvery performance, those what's-it-
going-te-be? introductions that provide
a marvelous guessing game for his audi-
ence—but he still comtinues to amaze.
Gemini (London) has Garner performing
on prano and harpsichord. Backed by his
three-man rhythm section, Garner docs
wondrous things with such old chestnus
as Tea for Two, How High the Moon
and, of all things, When a Gypsy Mal:es
His Violin Cry. There are, in addition,
the lovely It Could Happen io You,
These Foolish Things, an abbreviated
version of George Harrison's Something
and a couple of Garner originals—the
title item and Eldorado—that are mar-
vels of creativity.

ol ]30(‘[
bic kup  band.

.

Duane Allman has been dead more
than a year now and there’s nobody
around to replace him. He plaved rock
guitar with such range, facility and
drive that, before the Allman Brothers
Band existed, he was in constant de-
mand as a session man. That pare ol
his career is swessed in the recordings
brought together in Dvene Allmean / An
Anthology (Capricorn), a worthy seclec
tion, indeed, including some previously
unreleased things. OF the carly work
(through 1969, Clarence Carter’s The
Road of Love is outstanding, and so is
Gotn’ Down Slow, on which Duane
stngs and plays some fine blues choruscs.
There are sessions with Wilson
Pickett, Aretha Franklin, King Curtis,

also



Let Firestone put steel between
you and tire trouble.

The 40,000 mile Steel Radial 500...another people tire from
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Tanktop $3.95 Top

T-shirt $2.95/Sweatshirt $4.95

All tops color coordinated with design and
avallable with any design shown below. Sizes:
S, M and L.

Complete catalog: 75c. Speclfy design no.,
shirt style and size, Enclose cash, check or
money order. Ublo resldents i 4% sales tax;
Canadlans add 50e¢.
Send to: Roach Studios, P.O. Box 182 PB,
Worthington, Ohlo 43085

DO you appreciate
the"'?oys of wine

'CI" Join The International Epicurean & Gourmet
< »‘% Wine Society! You'll receive a Roman Gold
s~ Parchment Certificate imprinted with your
name. As a member, you'll be entitled to receive a con-
tinuing program of interest 1o the wine enthusiast includ -
ing Discount Catalogues of wine accessories, charter
tour opportunities to European and California wine
regions, newsletters recommending exceptional vintages,
a".d v h';mmrbanéoée! th h I
T with your membership you’
& === receive the Society’s illustrated and infor-
i mative bookiet, "“Introduction To The
| faieductien. | Pleasures of Wine." It tells you how lo
| WINE | appreciate fine wines—the basic essentials
- @ you need to know in order to enjoy their

T taste and pleasure.
Jﬁ&‘w! Lifetime Membership on|y$5.l]l]_

1 5 ol AT o !
| International Ep &G Wine Y P4,
226 South Beverly Drive, Suite 100, Beverly Hills, Calitornia 90212
Gentlemen: Enclosed vs my check or meney order in sum of $5.00 made
Ipanble to: LEGW.S. lor a lelime membership in my name. There

will be no further Tee or dues. Please rush my Certilicate and Booklet to: 1
NAME {
1 3
| AODRESS .
[ : 1
|CITY STATE ZiP |

Eric Clapton, Boz Scaggs and others.
leading up 1o several of the great
Allman Brothers cuts, such as Stales-
bore Blues. Layla is here and so is a
formerly unreleased duet with Clap-
ton. Mean Old World. There’'s a 16
page appreciation / commentary by Tony
Glover that adds a good deal 10 e
picture ol the man who, many ol us
thought. was just about the greatest
rock guitarist around.

-

If you don't mind the ego tripping,
there’s some dynamite music on James
Brown’s new double LP, Get on the Good
Foor (Polydor). The title tune—a synco-
pated toe wpper in ], B.'s most good-
timey stvle—gets evervthing oft on the
good foot, indeed; other highlights in-
clude Nothing Beats a Try but a Fail,
a soul ballad with some allwo-rare
Gospel-hued vocalizing by The Man;
an  updated.  instrumental  version ol
Ain't It a Groove: and Please, Please,
which finds James rapping and singing on
a varicety ol subjects lor over 12 minutes
while the band plays a rock-hard riff,
repeating it over and over ad infinitum,
and somehow achieving an ingratiaung
kind ol insanity rather than the boredom
that almost any other band, given the
same assignment, would  produce.  So
far, so good. But il James Brown felt
moved to get Hank Ballard back on
records—a good idex, no*—why did it
have to be in the form ol a six-
minue recitation on the greatness of
James Brown?

THEATER

Every scason Neil Simon writes an-
other play and unlurls another hit high
over Broadway. An expert jokesmith,
he keeps threatening 1o write a serious
comedy, but something—could it pos-
sibly be talem?—stops him short. His
latest, The Sunshine Boys, isn't nearly seri-
ous enough, and it isn't quite as funny as
Simon at his best (such as in The
Odd Couple, which could have served
as an alternate title lor the current
effort). But for Simonizers, it should
be Neilly enough. The Sunshine Boys
are a  famous vaudeville team, long
retired,  Lewis (Sam  Levene) having
walked out leaving Clark (Jack Albert-
sott) holding the swraight lines. Now
Albertson’s  worshipful  agent-nephew
(Lewis J. Stadlen) has coaxed the two
inimical friends back together for a tele-
vision repeat of their Dr.  Kronkite
skit. Simon’s method is not, as in John
sborne’s The Entertainer, 1o probe the
torment bencuh the laughter. but 1o
brush in the surface reality. There is a
happy humanity to The Sunshine Bovs,
but there is also a lack ol penetration
into the meaning ol their partnership,

This leads o reiteration rather than
revelation. Despite their shared acerbity,
Lewis and Clark are sweet souls and
the actors endow the characters with
additional amiability. Tt is Albertson's
evening as he wrenches everything (even
his own heart attack) into a comedy skit
with himself as star performer. Levene
is mostly called upon to react—double
takes and slow burns. Aided by Alan
Arkin’s assured direction, The Sunshine
Boys radiates nostalgia  for the fair-
weather days of vaudeville. At the Broad-
hurst, 255 West 44th Swreet.
L ]

This is Jules Dhrving's final season
as artistic director ol The Reperiory
Theater of Lincoln Center and  the
future of the company. like its past,
is questionable. Ironically, Irving's las
stand began as one ol his finest. At
the Vivian Beaumont. his main-stage
theater. he presented Enemies (a redis-
covered classic by Maxim Gorky) and
Sean O'Casey's The Plough and the Stars.
The productions were imperfect. but
the plays proved timely and in each
there were performances meriting super-
latives, The Gorky, directed by Ellis
Rabb, was distinguished by Douglas
W. Schmidt's expansive, fluid set—a de-
piction ol an elegant estate in Russia
at a time when the peasants were twrn-
ing along with the century. Some ol
the actors, namely Naney Marchand,
Frances Sternhagen and Philip Bosco.
mhabited the set as if o the manor
born. foseph Wiseman gave a stupefy-
ingly uncomic rendition of a comic
role—but the plays vibrancy shone
through. as did the authors soullul
intelligence. Some years alter Enemies
took place, the Irish were banding under
the banner of the plow and the stars,
a troubling event recorded by O Casev
with wit and compassion. The late great
actor  Jack MacGowran lemt an Irish
identity 1o Dan Sullivan’s produciion.
with his indisive impersonation of Fluther
Good, the pragmatic carpenter. Mean
while, Lincoln Center's experimental
Forum Theater closed its season righ
alter it opened—Ior lack of funds, But the
Forum’s briel contribution was stunning
—i1 Samvel Beckett Festival. Director Alan
Schneider. together with actors Jessica
Tandy and Hume Cronyn, gave rare
revival 1o Happy Days. Act Without
Words I and Krapp's Last Tape, and
then offered the world premiere of
Beckew's Not 1. With only her mouth—
garishly lipsticked—uvisible, Miss Tandy
delivered a madwoman’s hysterical con-
fession. Hypnotic and haunting. Not [
quivered with emotion, caging the audi-
ence within a [renzied psyche. Unlor-
tunately, it was not enough 1o keep the
Forum from going dark.




Sure your new boss is a guy you once fired, but...

—

. 2 Forget all the adjectives.
“Don,t glve lip tlle Slllp!” Tlu} only lhlng that matters
in Scotch is taste.
Buy one bottle.
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Introducing the Triumph Spitfire 1500.

Win after win. Race after race. this year's new 1500 has a 2 in. other less obvious, but significant
30 times last year the Triumph Spitfire  wider rear track, a higher axle ratio improvements.
showed the world what a champion- (3.89to0 1) and a larger 7% in. clutch. We know you don't stay a champion
ship sports car is made of. All of which means more traction, by resting on your laurels.  mmmen
That was last year. more stability, and more getaway You'll know it too, the
This year we have even bigger things  power. moment you test drive the @
in mind. And better. And to give you an even sportier new Spitfire 1500. | Nl |
" Thris year's Spitfire has more engine  sports car for your money, this year's LENLADIES
than last year’s racing champion. It's Spitfire comes with a new racing style ~ =
now a full 1% litres. steering wheel, walnut dash and ad- -E.lumph ltﬁl'e ISOO
To go along with the greater power,  justable headrests, not to mention ‘We make sports cars for everybody.

FOR NAME OF YOUR NEAREST TRIUMPH OEALER CALL:B00-447-4700.IN iLLINOIS CALL B00-322-4400.BRITISH LEYLAND MOTORS INC.,LEONIA,N.J 07605
Where-To-Buy-It? Use REACTS Card — Page 205,
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I am Catholic and Caucasian, and my
fiancée is Oriental. Both of our Luomlies
would be dead set against our forthecom-
ing marriage il they knew it was pending
—and that’s the problem, How do we
break the news to them? We intend to
but would like to do so
hassles. broken hearts and  sev-
ered velationships. We're not trying to
run away from o ]J.‘l(l;;.;rulllllls Or Cus-
toms nor trving to be what we're not.
We love cach other and want 1o manry
hut would like 1o do so without having
to give up our parcnts. How should we
procecd?—L. G.. Brooklyn, New York.
Openly and divectly, by immediately
announcing Your marvicge plans to both
families. Their response, as you
'fn'uhﬂh!'jv pamfully aware, may be unrea-
soned. But if your parenls ave gtoen no
encouvagement in their objections, their
U"J’bn\i“un muary nol last J'u?l_{,:. It's Irue
you yun the visk of breaking your rela-
tionship with them; al the same lime,
they run the same visk. WWhile we can’t
offer any guarantees, it's likely that theiy
affection for you both will ultimately
ovvercome their initial adverse reactions.

e ahead
withourt

are

Wh;lt is the origin of and the reason
for the cover dharge imposed by our
Detter restaurauts and by many clubs
that entercinment:—1, C., In-
dizmapolis. Indiana.

The phrase lakes into account the res-
tawrant’s ex penses involoed m the soiling
of the cover for your table—the linens,
china, goblels, silveyware, ete. With the
adoent of supper clubs, the phm.w* cover
chavee came to include the cost of the
enterlatnment, since there is no obliga-
tion for you lo order food.

ofler

' consider mysell well adjusted, happy
with lile and opuimistic about the lu-
ture. I have had long-fasting, meaninglul
and satislyving relationships—sexual and
otherwise—with women. My problem is

Iriend  is
stonger than the feclings I have had
in these other relationships. I've been
in love with Inm for hve and
the compulsion o well him so has grown
steadily. (I am, incidentally, no stranger
to the gay world) I do not know how
he would reac; it could very well be
that he harbors similar [eelings toward

that my love for my best

Y("dl'."l

me. 1 could lose a friend—or gain a
lover. Should 1 go on pretending that
he's qust a good bhuddy—or should I be
up lront>—S. L. Mimi, Florida.

If the stvain is such that you can’t
continue the friendshipp on its present

lewvel, you have litile to lose by telling
him your feclings. By remaining silent,
you rvun the visk that helll find ont
about yonr homosexual tendencies any-
way and feel that you have not been an
honest friend. On balance, 1t appears
that you should be honest with hom. If
he is a worthwlile [riend, he will ve-
main one¢, no matter how he swings.

A London vacation has left me ad-
dicted 10 Englishsivle tea. which scems
quite dilferent from the domestic brew.
I'd like to make an occasional cup at
home and I'm wondering il the scoret is
in the leafl or in the |n'tp.‘|r:|lim|.—li_ V.,
Clavton, Missourt

It's mainly in the brewing, although
some English mixtures may be more arvo-
matic than the domestie kind. Regardless
of the blend, we suguest you pass up lea
bags in favor of the loose vaviety. Fill the
teapot with boiling waley and let vest for
a while, then empty. Use one leaspoon
of tea per cup, plus one for the pot, and
pour fresh boiling water over the leaves.
Let it sicep for thiee lo froe minules,
according lo the strength desired, and
sevoe with milk for a truly British brew.

B(_'c.'ms{' 1 fall asleep with my stereo
set turned on, I recently bought an elec-
tric timer that tums it olf auonatically.
It also turns off my tape deck, which is
plugged into the amplificr. My concern
is that my deck will be damaged il s
controls are left in the ox position for
cight hours or more, although no power
sets to the set. Is my worry justificd=—
A. T, New York, New York.

Yes. The timer is fine Jor turning off
your tuner, but a tape deck or a turn-
table is best turned off by hand. On
either of them, the mannally operated
ofFrF  saitlch wller
wheels when it ewts the power. A timer
turnoff leaves the wheels in contact with
other  mechanical  elements  and  the
wheels mught develop flat spols.

disengages  varions

w1lilc I was home on leave Irom the
Navy, I had an allaiv with a womm
shightly older than myscll who seemed
highly emotional and in need of help.
Oue of the reasons 1 hecame involved
with her was to provide that help; an-
other reason was that I prefer older
women as sex parters. Unlortunate-
Iy, she [ell m love with me and savs
she will go arazy il we ever break up—
which is. of course. exacly what I now
wish to do. though 1 am worricd ihow

“All my men wear
English Leather.
Every one of them’

“All my men wear
English Leather.
Every one of them’”

MEM COMPANY, NORTHVALE, N.J. © 1971
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the consequences. Any recommendations
for getting me out ol this fix>-—Sp/1
C. N., APO San Francisco, California.

Unless you grossly misled her as lo
your intentions, we don't belicve you
should be overly bothered by her possi-
ble withdrawal symptoms: it's quile like-
Iy that she suspects that you wish lo
brealk up with her and is using threats
in an atiempt to manipulate vou. In-
form her gently but firmly of your in-
tentions: if you have mutnual [riends,
have them recommend agencies at which
she can find help if she needs i, And
next lime, we suggest you make a clear
distinction  between your social work
and your sex life.

I vote thae aged beel costs considerably
more than regular heel. Why can’t 1 buy
unaged steaks and age them in my own
refrigerator>—G. L., Chicago, Hlinois.

Because beef hangs and ages in sides
—preferably marbled with thick layers
of fat. It hangs in coolers with controlled
humudity, constant civeulation of air and
temperatures between 34 degrees and 39
degrees Falwenheit, so that enzymes can
tenderize the tissue. Beef uswally hangs
from 5 to IS days, though special grades
may hang longer. If it's aged loo long,
it can develop an off-flavor or lose much
of its savor. In the aging process, the
meal shrinks, so the price expands. The
high-steaks game is for pros.

Thc first time a [riend of mine smoked
a cigarcite called Gauloises, I thought
he was smoking pot. Since then, I've
wondered what gives the cigarete that
pungent odor. Can you tell me? And
can you also tell me where it's made—
C. T, St. Louis, Missouri.

According 1o the manufacturer, Gau-
loises owes ils aroma (not odor) to a
blend of French tobaccos that ave called
caporal. They grow in the best wine
areas of France and ave combined with
leaf from South Amervica and Turkey.
Gauloses, which s the most popular
brand in France, is also manufactured
m Canada, Switzevland, Belgium, the
loory  Coast, Madagascar and  South
Africa. Pungent it is.

My husband swears he loves me hut
says that love and marriage don't neces-
sarily go together. I'm 25 and he's 30,
and we have one child. For the past year,
he has begun o indulge in Texperi-
ments” designed 1o explore his “needs as
an individual.” This involves staving out
several nights a week until three or four
A.M., going on vacation by himself and,
most recently and drastically, taking an
apartment of his own. He absolutely
refuses to tell me anything about where
he goes or what he does when we're

apart. He says hie's “looking for some-
thing,” though he doesn’t know what.
I'm looking for something, too—a hus-
band. What should I do>—Ms. G. S,
Towson, Maryland.

Your husband's behavior could be the
product of an erratic mind, or he may
simply be undergoing a temporary iden-
tity crisis. The best way to find out
what's driving him away from you is for
both of you to visil a marriage counselor
for an open, three-way discussion. In the
meantime, it might be a vood idea for
)'ON' to re-examine }'OHI' ou'n I'(JI(“ as a
wife and mother; if—as is often the case
—your appeal has become more mater-
nal than nocturnal with the passage of
time, vy increasing your value as a com-
panion and bedmate, in an effort to
show your husband that experimentation
can begin al home.

Wh;u is ginger beer>™—T. W., Madi-
son. Wisconsin.

Ginger beer—awhich is not a beer at all
~—is a dvink made by fermenting vinger,
cream of tarlay, yeast, sugay and waler. It
is bottled before it has finished ferment
g and served as a pale, frothy biew
move gingery and less sweel than ginger
ale. Old-time ginger beer had a proof that
ran as high as 10 and 12 peycent; the mod-
ern version ranges from none at all lo
less than two percent.

l have often heard that a full lower lip
on a woman is an indication ol innate
warmth ad sexuality and, conversely,
that thin lips indicate sensual limita-
tions. Does this constitute a reasonable
rule of thumb for preliminary judgment?
—S. I, San Diego, California.

This would win an award in a Myth
Amevica contest and is about as reason-
able as  believing  that people  with
thicker thumbs have better luck hiteh-
hiking from east to west than they do
from norvth to south.

My salary is about to be raised 1o
513.000 and suddenly I feel wepidations
beciuse of my intense superstitiousncss.
Why is 13 considered unlucky?—F. S,
Minneapolis. Minnesota.

Cloist’s Last Supper did a lot to con-
tribute to the bad veputation of the num-
ber, since Jesus and his apostles made a
total of I3 at the table. But the bias
actually dates back to a Norse tale
aboui another dinner party to which 12
of the gods had been invited. Loki, the
evil son of a giant, was snubbed but
crashed the party anyway, making 13 in
altendance. Subsequently, Loki caused
the death of Balder, the favorite of the
gods. Thirteen's repuiation is such that
some American shyserapers have no 13th
floor, some airlines omit 15 when they

number seats and some cilies in France
omit that number when they assion
street addresses. Perhaps you can con-
vince your boss that 813,000 per annum
will bring you bad hick—and have him
make it S14,000, instead.

During the past year, my girlfriend
was offered wwo wips 10 Europe and
threc domestic skiing weckends, all by
relative strangers. 1 immediately  wried
to match the offers (and more or less
succeeded). but il this sort ol thing con-
tinues, it may drive me into bankrupiey.
Unfortunately, T know that if I can't
match the offers, T will lose her. 1 find
it dificult 10 think of a way out. Can
your—B. W.. Atdanwa, Georgia.
Yes. The door. Quick.

B a divorced mother, a student and a
reasonably contented weekend mistress
of u very sexy, jealous young guy. (I'm
not interested in marriage, having just
recovered from one disaster.) Our week-
ends together are always spent at home,
usually in bed, which is fine with me, as
I really dig sex. Unlortunately, I have
problems. The minor one is that my guy
gets very upset if 1 even sugoest my
going out socially with someone clse.
The major one is that my uphringing
and my yewrs as a housewile who
frowned on people like me are in direa
conllict with my new liberated life. At
times, I ger very depressed when I think
of mysell and my prospects. How can |
persuade mysell 1o enjoy the moment
and not look lor wouble in the [uture?
—NMiss H. ., Jowa City, lowa.

Part of your hangup is that yowove
burdened yourself with gwilt-laden tevms
such as mistress (unless yow're referving
to a financial or similar understanding
that grants your boyfriend exclusive ac-
cess to your time and person), and these
conflict with your own sense of libera
tion. Nor is the latter helped by accept
ing the social boundaries established by
your boyfriend’s jealousy. Nevervtheless,
as a weekend lover, you seem to have
found a workable compromise between
your natural desives and your inhibi-
tions, which should sevve you well for
a while. Don't look too hard for a cloud
behind that silver lining.

All yeasonable questions—from  fash-
ion, food and dvink, steveo and sporis cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and ctiquetic
—will be  personally answeved if the
writer includes a stamped, self-nddrvessed
envelope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Aduisor, Playhoy Building, 919 N. Michi-
gan Ave., Chicago, Hlinois 60611. The
most provocative, f;m‘limml queries will
be presemted on these pages cach month.



As mellow and traditional as the historic Kentucky taverns its named dfter.
As convivial as a get-together with old friends. Kentucky Tavern Bourbon.
Taste a taste of the easy-going past.

Sy Fealbon T
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Glenmore Distilleries Compony, Louisville, Kentucky. 86 Proof.
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THE PLAYBOY FORUM

an interchange of ideas between reader and editor
on subjects raised by “the playboy philosophy™

DUTIES OF THE PRESS

In your November 1972 interview with
Jack Anderson, he stated. “The press has
the duty under the Constitution 1o be
a watchdog on Government.” Is that so?
I am familiar with the Bill of Rights, 1
remember the amendment on freedom
ol the press; but I was not aware that
this gave the press. besides the duty 10
inform. also the duty 1o decide on right
and wrong. This seems 1o me to be what
Anderson is implying,

I agree with Anderson that our lead-
ers possess the whole range ol human
virtues and vices. but I do not accept
his views on who is 10 do the judging.
The days ol vellow journalism supposed-
Iv went out 70 vears ago. Instead. 1 be-
lieve that an “honesty in government”
foundation, as proposed by Stewart Mot
{one of the Lwger contribwors to the
Presidential  campaign ol George Me-
Govern), could use the existing laws to
take a wide range of legal actions.

Where our society is concerned, we
should appoint our own guardians and
not rely on those who assume the posi-
tions themselves.

Robert A, Combs, Jr.
Kansas City, Missouri

The press does, indeed, haoe a duly to
tnform without passing judement, and at
its best, it does this in its news columns.
B it is also the vight of any citizen and
the specific vole of the columnist to ex-
press their personal opinions and to cril
icize public officials and theiy policies.
No one “gives” Jack Andevson the vight
to judge what is vight or wrong; it exists
under the Constitution, as “The Playboy
Forum™ explains in the special report
beginning on page 60 of this issue.

CENSORING TELEVISION

In the September 1972 Playhoy Fo-
rum, yvou published a leter about an or-
wanization called the Society for the
Christian Commonwealth, whose avowed
purpose is to “make America Christian.”
This group has now .‘il);l\\'lltll an ollshoot
called Stop Immorality on TV, Swop
Immorality apparently aims to make
what we watch on television conform to
its own moral standards. Judging by the
views expressed in letters by the organi-
mtion’s executive director, Robert Fox,
those standards are narrow. indeed. He
wrote, “In our opinion, Laugh-In. The
Dean Martin Show and  The Cavol
Burnett Show are examples of TV pro-

grams that project a low moral wone”
In the same letter, Fox attacked ABC
because the “Movie of the Week titled
That Cevtain Summer leatured Hal Hol-
brook explaining his homosexuality 1o
his son.” Anvone who saw that intelli-
gent and very unsensational movie will
be able to detect Stop Immorality's wave
length from that judgment alone: They
are the sort of people lor whom the
mere mention ol a sexual problem on
the airwaves constitutes immorality.
The organization urges people to
write to networks and advertisers, com-
plaining  about  so-called  immorality.
With groups hike tlhis abroad in the
Iand. it would be a good idea for open-
minded people to be quick with their
pens as well, lewing broadcisters know
whart they like and protesting censorship.
Douglas E. Cohen
New Hyde Park. New York

CDL UNDER INVESTIGATION

I was interested to read in the Jan-
vary Playboy Forum that Charles H.
Keating, Jr's massive fund-raising drive
lor his anti-pornography crusade is being
investigated by the Minnesota attorney
general’s ofhice to see il it complies with
state statutes on charitable organizations
and consumer hrauds. When you add
this 10 Citizens for Decent Literature’s
questionable cliim thar conwributions 1o
it are tax deductible (despite the organi
zution’s clear intent 1o influence legisla-
tion). its use ol nonprofit-organizition
mailing privileges and the patent pho
uiness ol the Keating lewer isell, these
censorship advocates don’t appear to be
very nice people. Has there been any
progress in investigating them:

James Kirk
Pittsburgh, Pennsylvania

The Minnesola investication conlin-
ues. Meanwhile, “The Playboy Forum”
has received a lelter from the office of
New York State attorney geneval Louts
I Leflowitz injorming us that it is
also scrutinizing CDEL and is indevested
in learning of complaints about the
orgamzittion.

THE GREENING OF NATIONAL REVIEW
I'm a charter member ol Young
Americans for Freedom and the author
ol “American Conservatives Should Re-
Their  Position  on Marijuana,”
which was published in the December
8, 1972, issue ol National Review. The

Vise

Start
someone

o1 a pipe
tod;ll)yp

(Why not yourself)

Honey-Caked Pipes

No breaking-in. Unigue, real-
honey- caked bowls give you mild.
flavorful smoke from the first
pipeful. If you're not completely
satisfied, return pipe with

sales slip and we’'ll refund your
purchase price. $2.50 to $6.95

KAYWOODIE -

Custom Crafted Pipes

World's finest hand-
selected briar. Aged
and cured as only
Kaywoodie knows how.
Hand-shaped, hand-
worked to look as good
as they smoke. Drink-
less fitment condenses
moisture, traps tars.
$6.95 to $100.

£ New Relief
Graw Custom
Cut 3995

For free folders and pipe smoking tips write
S.M. Frank & Co., Inc., N.Y., N.Y. 10022 Dept. P4
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article urges readers to consider the con-
sequences of marijuana laws: “If the ef-
[ect on individuals is tragic, the effect on
socicty is disastrous—disastrous for our
institutions, the rule of law, political
stability, even public health.”

Having spent last summer in Washing-
ton doing volunteer work with Keith
Stroup ol the National Organization for
the Reform of Marijuana Laws, I heart-
ily commend rrLavsoy's support ol
NORNML in particular and the mari-
juana-law-reform movement and civil
liberties in general. I hope 1o be able to
communicate with conservatives on the
subject of marijuana-law reform, and 1
plan to spend as much time as possible
working on changing the laws here
in Texas.

Richard C. Cowan
Tort Worth, Texas

Last December, the conservative mag-
azine National Review published four
articles on  marijuana—three favoring
reform of the laws and one opposing
change. In the anti-marijuana article, by
Dartmouth professor Jeffrey Hart, I
found this particularly revealing state-
ment:

Marijuana is indeed an integral
part of the counterculture of the
196G0s, and I use the word integral
advisedly. The meaning of mari-
Juana—and, as I say, I care not a lig
for its physical effecis—has o do
with this cultural symbolism. And
though the laws may indeed be cx-
cessively harsh . . . or . . . imprecise
... the meaning of those laws in the
current  historical circumstance  is
plain enough. They aim to lean on,
to penalize the counterculture. They
rellect the opinion, surely a majority
one, that the counterculture, and its
matnners and morals, and all s
works are Dad.

Fve cdosely [ollowed the marijuana
controversy in the U.S. for over a dec-
ade and I've never scen anything that
expresses the true reason for the perse
cution of marijuana users more dearly
than this. Without such a motive, the
refusal of foes of marijuana o aceept
scientific evidence and their insistence on
vetaining  laws that infliet irrationally
hinsh  penalties for harmless activities
would make no sense. Evervihing falls
into place when you grasp the fact that
foes of marijuana care, as Hart puts it
“not a fig"” whether or not the drug is
harmlul. The real point is that mari-
juitna is an issue in a cultaral civil war.
Partisans ol the established culture are
using every means, incuding the law
and the police, to try 1o suppress the so-
called counterculiure.

The amazing thing about Hart's ar-
ticle is that he openly admits that he
supports laws prohibiting the use of
marijuana purely as a device to Lacilitate

FORUM NEWSFRONT

a survey of events related to issues raised by “the playboy philosophy™

ALL OVER BUT THE SHOUTING

Before the ink was dry on the U.S.
Supreme Court’s historic abortion de-
cision, the powerful contending forces
that had driven the issue to the highest
court were planning further campaigns.

The Court ruled that:

* During the first three months of preg-
nancy, abortion is strictly a matter to be
decided between a woman and her doc-
tor and must be “free of interference by
the state.”

« Alter the thivd maonth of pregnancy,

- a state may vegulate abortion procedures,

but only in the interest of the pregnant
woman's physical safety.

« After the fetus becomes viable, about
ten weeks before delivery, a state may
prolubit abortion, except when a phy-
sician  decides that il is necessary io
preserve the woman's physical or mental
health.

Family-planning and women’s-rights
groups are advocating nonprofit abor-
tion cinics throughout the country and
planning a natiomweide toll-free  tele-
phone-referral system. The foes of abor-
tion are considering a campaign (o
restore stvict anli-abortion laws with a
constitutional amendment and another
campaign to persuade women and doc-
tors to disregard the Supreme Court’s
ruling.

CATHOLICS AND CONTRACEPTION

Maore than two out of three married
Catholic women ignore Church doctrine
on conlraception and use artificial meth-
ods of birth control, according to a na-
tionwide fertility study. The survey was
conducted i 1970 by Charles F. Westoff
of Princeton and Larvy Bumpass of the
University of Washington and published
in Science magaznc. s findings indicate
that 68 pereent of marvied Catholic wom-
en use contraceptives, 14 percent use
the Church-approved but undependable
rhythm method and 18 percent do not
practice birth control. The swroey at-
tempted to distinguish between nominal
Catholics and those who regularly ve-
ceive Holy Communion and found that
cven among the lalter, 53 percent used
prohibited bivth-control methods. Among
women under 30 who had attended col-
lege, the figure was 78 peveent.

In Mexico, Catholic bishops have is-
sued a carefully worded statement that
appears to support the government’s
[amily-planning program, which includes
the distribution of free contraceplives.
A Message 1o the People, signed by S0
bishops, avoided the tevm Dbirth control
i favor of family planning, but said,

“This decision of husband or wife about
the most important thing—te have an-
other child or not—implics the right and
the vesponsibility to decide upon the
means.” Concerning the means, the mes-
sage satd only that the decision must be
one “loyally following what their con-
science dictates.”

WIN A FEW, LOSE A FEW

SACRAMENTO—The state board of cdu-
cation has decided to allow the teaching
of evolutionary theory in California pub-
lrc schools, but it also has adopted a new
policy on sex education aimed at prevent.
ing “immoral” discussions of premarital
sex and homosexunality in classrooms.

In a compromise with a number of
prominent scientists who enteved the
debate, the board decided that science
texis would not have to present the Bib-
lical version of creation as long as Dar-
winian evolution was taught as pure
speculation yather than as fact. Under
the new guidelines, a statement such as
“Life began in the scas” would become
“Most scientists believe life may have be-
gun in the seas.”

In limiting sex-education topics, the
board's new policy calls for classes 1o
emphasize the family unit and especially
moral values, including the “harmful ¢f-
fects of premarttal sex.” It also requives
local school superiniendents to authovize
any gnest  leclurvers in sex-education
classes. The new vule was drafted after
board members complained that homo-
sexuals had been invited to speak to
classes in San Francisco—area schools.

Meanwhile, a California  legislative
commitiee killed a bill that would have
allowed the sale of prophylactics in vend-
ing machines after an opponent argued
that this would “encourage immorality”;
and Governor Ronald Reagan wvetoed,
for the third straight ycar, legislation
that would have allowed unmarried teen-
agers to oblain contraceptives without
parental  consent. The governor said
that just because some young people en-
gage in sexual inleveowrse “does not
mean the state should make it any easier
for them.”

RESURRECTING DEATH

RALEIGH, NORTH CAROLINA—Tle su-
preme court of Novth Carolina has held
that the state can, aftey all, im pose the
death penalty. It based its decision on
the loophole through which a number of
other states are hoping 1o escape last
year's U.S. Supreme Cowrt yuling that
execution is cruel and unusual punish-
ment imposed avbityavily al the discyetion
of judges and juries. The state court
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HOW TO STAR AT

ZODIAC

MIXING GREAT DRINKS

and shine at Happy Hour Astrology talk!

This handy barguide not only makes you an expert at
mixing drinks, but also gives you enough savvy to be
a sharp conversationalist when Happy Hour talk
turns to the fascinating subject of Astrology. It even
shows you how to get your own Zodiac key ring, and
suggests drinks for each Zodiac sign. In fact, it has
easy-to-follow recipes for the most popular drinks
made with all basic liquors: Bourbon, Scotch, gin.
vodka, rum, Southern Comfort—plus mixing tips.

How to improve drinks: secret of the “pros”

The experts’ greatest tip is this: You can improve
many mixed drinks simply by “switching™ the basic

If you were Your Birth Sign Your Rufing

born between and Symbol are: Flanet s
March 21-ppritg | ARES | yps
ai20-Ma20 | TR €3 | venus @
Ma2i-eet | SEMN Y mescusr
wne 22-y22 | ANCER MOON D
wy2-mg2z | 0| swe
Aug 23-Sept. 22 “‘:':'fgm MERCURY T
S 2300022 | O o | venus @
Oct. 23-Nov. 22 ]hi':g;':?mﬂb MARS O
Nov.23-0ec 21 | STEUARUS oy | miren
Occ 22—tan 19 | CAPRCORN o 1 ooy 1
Jn20-feb 1§ [ AUARLS 2| ygapys Y

?’ Feb 19-March 20 | RS Y€ | meprume @

liquor called for in the recipe—1o0 one with a morc
satislying taste. An excellent example is the use of
Southern Comfort instead of ordinary liquor to get
a smoother, tastier base for your Manhattans, Sours.
Old-Fashioneds, even 1all drinks like the Collins and
Tonic. The big difference, of course, is in the unique
favor of Southern Comfort. It adds a deliciousness
no other basic liquor ean. First, mix one of these
drinks the usual way : then mix the same drink with
Southern Comfort. (Both recipes are in this guide.)
Compare them. The improvement is truly remark-
able! But, to understand why this is true . . . make
the simple taste test shown in this guide,

Inient of astrofogv dara herein is wmply fo informs
any poerwma] application i sndividual s Fespom bl



What is Southern Comfort ?
Although it's used just like an ordinary whiskey,
Southern Comfort tastes much different than any
other basic liguor. It actually 1astes good right
out of the boule! There's a reason. In the days
of old New Orleans, one talented gentleman was
disturbed by the taste of cven the finest whiskeys
of his day. So he combined rare and delicious
ingredients to create this unusually smooth, special
kind of basic liquor. Thus Southern Comfort was
born! Its formula is sull a family sccret
. .. 11s delicious taste still unmatched by
any other liquor! Try it on-the-rocks
.. - then you'll undersiand why it
improves most mixed drinks, too.

some fundamentals
for Happy Hour astrology

Man’s fascination with what's “written in the stars™
dates back over 5,000 years. Astrologists say that the
position of the sun, moon. and planets at the time of
your birth affects your entire life. Thus people who are
born at diffcrent umes of the vear will tend 10 have
different potential characicristics,

Every person is said to be born under a “sign of the
Zodiac.™ The Zodiac is a kind of cosmic calendar—a
giant imagmnary circle encompassing what seems 1o be
the sun’s yearly path around the carth. lis 12 parts are
named for ancient star constellations ; each has a char-
acteristic symbol or “sign.™ The part in which the sun is
located at the ume of year you were born denotes your
sign. Basic character & often “read™ by this sun sign
alone. The moon and planets. especially your “ruling™
Planct, alse add 1heir inluence. Here the howr you were
born is important ; since solar bodies move at differemt
speeds, thew related positions constantly change. An
astrologist uses these positions, plotted on charts called
“horoscopes,™ as the key to your character and abilities
« .. thus formulating a guide to your path for the future.

Astrology has many contradictory interpretations ; we
offer only a capsule of those most widely accepled. Asso-
ciations such as birth gems, lucky days, colors. numbers,
etc.. can also be traced to this intriguing subject.




make this simple taste test and
learn how to improve most drinks

The flavor of any mixed drink is controlled by the
taste of the liquor you use as a hase. To realize
the importance of this, pour a jigger of Bourbon
or Scotch over cracked ice in a short glass. Sip it.
Now do the same with Southern Comfort. Sip if,
and you've found a completely different basic
liquor—one that tastes good with nothing added!
That's why switching to Southern Comfort as a
base makes most mixed drinks taste much better.
Make both Manhattan recipes shown on these
pages. Compare them. One sip will convince you.

ordinary MANHATTAN

F 1 pgger (1% oz.) Bourbon or rye
Y% oz. sweet vermouth
Dash of Angostura bitters (optional)

? Snr wath cracked ice. stramn inlo glass
Add a cherry. Now learn the experts’
secrel . .. use the recipe at nght. You'll
See how a simple switch in basre hguor
improves this famous drink trermendously.




See Yourself
as the Star-gazers do!

improved MANHATTAN

1 pgger {1 0z.) Southern Comfon

W% pz dry vermouth

Dash of Angostura bitters {optional)

Mix it like the ordinary recipe. Then sip it. The
improvemernt s remarkable. The delicious flavor
of Southern Comfort makes it tasie much better,
Comfort™ Manhattan. stars under any sign at
Pawl Young's Restaurant, Washington, D.C.

*Sourhern Comfor™®

Warien's fashions by White Stop.

ARIES: You are aggressive, 2 ploncer—posilive,
often fiery. with cnergy. originality, cager o try
the new. A leader who suracts many friends.

TAURUS : Artistic, musical, you love luxury, are
affectionate. loyal, sercne—and very self-willed.
Practical, persistent, you are adept al finance.

GEMITI : Versatile, winy, restless, and iniellectual,
yvou have an airy charm, love people and travel.
You are well informed, have jourmalistic talent.

CANCER: You are home-loving, patient, sympa-
thetic: your changing moods make you highly
responsive 1o others. You are shrewd at business.

LED: Born 1o rule! Leos are the sun’s own people
...proud, dynamic, single-purposed, commanding,
confident. Your warmth and generosity reach all.

VIRGO: You are discriminating, keenly analylical,
cxacting. often a perfectionist, You are helpful
and encournging: yours is the sign of service.

LIBRA: You arc imtelligent, just, well-balanced,
deliberate. You have a high sense of honor, work
toward harmony, are artistic, a gracious host.

SCORPIO: You are intuitive, ardenl, decisive,
cxplosive. with strong likes and dislikes. You
are guick-witted, and have the stamina 10 excel.

SAGITTARIUS : You are impulsive, extremely
candid, aim high and drive straight to the point.
You are a philosopher, love sports and nature.

CAFRICORN : Conscrvalive, dependable, you per-
severe determinedly 1o reach high geals. You are
caunous. loyal 1o friends and your convictions.

AQUARIUS : You are scientific, socially aware, and
often unconventional. You champion change,
arc imventive. Yours is the sign of a new age.

PISCES: Scnsitive, idealistic, creative, you love
beauty, have great insight and sympathy for
others. Yours is Lhe spiritual and mystic sign.



BirthGems
amnad Colors

ABRIES : gem is the brlhant diamond ;
color is bright, fiery red,

TAURUS : gem is the emerald. Colors
are Spring’s green and yellow.

GEMINI: gem is the lustrous pearl;
colors are clear blue and gray.

CANCER: gems are ruby and moon-
stone ; colors are silver and white.

LEQ: gems are sardonyx and ruby.
Colors are sunny orange and gold.

VIRGO: gem is the heavenly sap-
phire. Coler is sapphire blue.

LIBRA: gem is the flashing opal;
colors are airy blue and gold.

SCORPIO: gem is the golden topaz.
Color is deep, glowing red.

SAGITTARIUS ; gemis the intriguing
turquoise. Color is royal purple.

CAPRICORN : gcm is the garnet.
Colors are black and rich brown.

AQUARIUS : gem is the alluring
emethyst. Color is electric blue.

PISCES: gem is the aquamarine.
Colors are sea green and lavender.
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ordinary TOM COLLINS smoother COMFORT* COLLINS
¥ jigger fresh lemon juice 1 jigger (1% oz.) Southern Comfort
1 jigger (1% oz.) gin Juice of % ime + JUP el
1 1spn. sugar - sparkhing water Mux Southern Comfort and hme jurce in tall e 'l
Use rall gfa:ss. Lhssolve sugar glass. Add ice cubes; fill with 7UF. The best
in guice; add ice cubes and gin tasting — and easiest to mix — Collins of afll
Fill with sparkiing warer. Stir Loved by Laos and sun-lovers o
Jehn Caflins. Use Bourbon or rye instead of gin, &t Hotel Fontainebleau, Miami Beach

*Southern Comiforn®



H HONOLULU COOLER
Poured for Pisceans & parners st
many famous Hawaiian hotels!

1 jigger (1% cz.) Southern Comfort
Juice of % lime

Hawaiian pineapple juice

FPack a tall glass with crushed ice.

| Add lime juice. Southern Comffort.

| Fill vtk pineapple juice; Str.

RUM SWIZZLE

Juice ¥ hme = 1 tspn. sugar
2% oz. light rum = 2 dashes bitters
Stir vigorously in glass pricher with

lots of crushed ice tilf mixture foams.

Serve in double Old-Fashioned glass.

Super swizle: Use Southern Comfort. % tspn. sugar.

' COMFORT" WALLBANGER
Brilliant new drink starred at the

Alrta Mira Hotel. Sausalito, Calif.

1 oz. Southern Comfort

v oz. Liguore Galhano® « orange juice

Fill 1all glass with ice cubes. Add

liquors: filf with orange juice. stir.

LIS ..:-J Ir's delicious. fabulously smooth.
HARVEY WALLBANGER. Use vodka instead of Southern
Comforr. Add Galhano last, foanng it on wop,

COMFORT" ON-THE-ROCKS

For the sign and ege of Aquarius, as
mixad at Anthony’s Pier 4, Boston
1 jigger (1% oz) Southern Comforn

Four aver cracked ice in shorl glass. add
a rwist of lemon peel. Southern Comfort
has such a delicious natural flavor it's one
of the most popular on-the-rocks drinks,

Hint: lce is important | For best resulis, buy packaged ice.
Ir's freg of air bubbles, chemicels, simpurimes . . . 15 Tasteless,
clear, shower metung. Makes drinks 12sie—and look-better.

GIN "N TONIC

Juice and nnd % hme
1 pigger (1% oz)) gin !
Schweppes Quinine Water (tonic)
Squeeze lime over ice cubes in tall
glass and add rind. Pour in gin:

Fill with tonic and stir.

Switch to & smoother, better-tasting drink. Skip the
gin and enjoy Southern Comfert's talent for tonic.

GIN RICKEY

Juice and nind % lime

1 jigger gin-sparkling water
Squeeze hime over ice cubes

in 8-oz. glass. Add rind and gin.
Fill with sparkling waler and stir.
To “rev up” & rickey, use S.C. instead of gin

COMFORT" JULEP

Favaorite at Churchill Downs,

home of the Kentucky Derby

4 sprigs fresh mint = dash of water
2 ounces Southern Comfort

Use rall glass; crush mint in water.
Pack glass with cracked fce. Add
Southern Comfort, str 1l frosted.
Bourbon julep: Add | rspn. suger to mint

replace Southern Combort with Bourbon,

COMFORT"®, BABY [

1 pgger (1% oz) Southern Comfon
2 pggers cold milk = 1 tspn. sugar
Dissolve sugar in milk in 8-oz. glass.
Add 5.C, wce cubes: stir,

RUM ‘N COLA

Juice and nind ¥ lime

1 pgger (1% oz.) light rumecola
Squeeze ime over ice cubes in tall
glass. Add rind and pour in rum.
Filf with cola and stir,

instead of rum, see what a comlon S.C. 15 1o cole,




Check your sign for the lucky
Happy Hour drink in your future!

ROB ROY

A bt wath Sagittarans!
1 jigger (1% cz.) Scotch
¥ jgger (3 oz ) sweet vermouth

1 Dash Angostura bitters

Stir with cracked ice and stram

B o cockiail glass. Add a rwisr
of lemon peel. {This drink 15 often

called a "Scotch Manhattan.”')

MARGARITA

Cancer'’s chosen onel

1 jigger (1'% oz ) tequila

Y2 0z. Tniple Sec

1 oz. fresh hme or lemon juice

I Monsten cockiad glass rirn wath
friit ind. spwn rim in sali. Shake
ingredierns with cracked ice, strain
into glass. Sip over salted nim.

R

COLD TODDY

In vogue with Virgos!
Y tspn. sugar = 1 ©Z waler
2 oz. Scoich or Bourbon

Stir sugar with walter in short glass
Add e cubes, liguor. twist lemon peel.

A 1oddy pleases anybody. mixed with Southern Comfort

DAIQUIRI

In the swim with Pisceans?
Juice % hme or % lemon
1 teaspoon sugar

L 1 jigger (1% oz.} ight rum
I Shake with cracked ice unid shaker
\.,_":5—;?,,/ frosts. Strair into cocktad glass

To gvé your Dinquin 2 new accent, use Southem

Comiom wistead of rum. anly %5 15pn. sugar

COMFORT" OLD-FASHIONED

Lucky libation for Libras and mates.

at the Gaslight Club in Chicago

Dash of Angostura bitters

Yz tspn. sugar {optional)

Y% oz, sparkling water

} ngger (1% oz.) Southern Comfon

Stir brtters. sugar, and waler in glass, add ice
cubes. Southern Comfort. Add twist of lermon
peel. orange shce. and cherry. I1's supert!

Ordircary Qid-Fashioned- 1 1epr. sugar, Bourbon or rye meread of SC.



FIND YOUR

T

ARIES : your lucky numbers are 7
and 8; your lucky day is Tuesday.
TAURUS : your lucky numbers are
1 and 3; your lucky day is Friday.
GEMINI : your lucky numbers are 3
and 6; yourluckyday : Wednesday.
CANCER: your lucky numbers are
Band 3; your lucky day : Monday.
LED: your lucky mumbers are 5
and 1; your lucky day is Sunday.
VIRGO: lucky numbers are 8 and
5: your lucky day is Wednesday.
LIBRA: your lucky numbers are 6
and 4; your lucky day is Friday.
SCORPIO : your lucky numbers are
5and 4 ; your lucky day : Tuesday.
SAGITTARIUS : your lucky number
is 9; lucky day is Thursday.
CAPRICDRN : lucky numbers: 7
and 8; lucky day : Sawrday.
AQUARIUS : numbers are
8and | ;day:Saturday.
PISCES: lucky numbers :
8 and 2; day is Friday.

HOT BUTTERED
COMFORT*

Warms sporting Sagittarians
at the Red Lion. Vail, Cofo.
Small stick cinnamon

Slice lemon peel = pat butter
1 jigger Southern Comfort
Put cinnamon, lemon peel, 5.C.
in mug: Tif with boiling warer,
Float butter: stir. {Leave spoon
in glass 1o pour hor water.)

Sign of a good host: serve frfends_

their own Happy Hour drink!

DRY MARTINI

Terrific for Taureans!

4 parts gin or vodka

1 part dry vermouth

Stir with cracked ice and strain info
chifled cocktail glass. Serve with a
green olive or twist of lermon peel.

For & Gibsen, use & pans gin 10 1 par: vermouth,
serve with a pearl omon,

SCARLETT O'HARA
Az intriguing as s namesake!
1 jigger (1% oz.) Southern Comfort
Juice of % fresh lime
1 ngger Ccean Spray

cranberry juice cocktail
Shake with cracked ice; strain into
glass. It’s as enticing as the French
Quarter, and stars in any crowd.

GIMLET
Germini s germn of a drink!
4 parls gin or vodka
1 part Rose’s sweetened lime juice
Shake with cracked ice and strain
into a cocktall glass. (Optional.
serve with small slice fresh lime.)

COMFORT* ‘N BOURBON

Attracts Aquarians at Ambassador
Hotel's Grove in Los Angeles
¥ jigger (% oz.) Southern Comfort
¥ ngger Bourbon - % jigger water
Pour liquors over cracked ice in
short glass: edd water. Stir. Serve
with e twist of lernon peel. Enjoy a
deliciously smooth combination.
*Couthern Comlonr®
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HAPPY HOUR DRINKS
FOR A HEAVENLY
BRUNCH!

I SCREWDRIVER
Sign of a sunny twen for Scorpiol

1 jigger (1% oz ) vodka - orange juice
Fut ice cubes into a 6-oz. glass. Add
vodka. fill with orange juice and stir

A new twist; Use Southern Comiort nsiead of vodka,

BLOODY MARY
Red and nght for Anes!
2 pggers tomato juice « 1 jigger vodka

5 pgger fresh lemon juice

Dash of Worcestershire sauce
Salt. pepper to taste. Shake with
cracked ice. Stramn unto 6-oz. glass.

WHISKEY SOUR

1 pgger (1% oz.) Bourbon or rye

¥ pgger fresh lemon juice = 1 1spn. sugar
Shake waith cracked ice. strain into glass
Add orange shice on im of glass, and cherry.
Now use recipe below. See how a swiich

i basic liguor greatly improves this drink.

Improved sour, lionized by star- Gazers
&t Hotel Mark Hopkins, Sen Francisco

COMFORT"® SOUR
1 pgger (1% oz.) Southern Comion
¥ pgger fresh lemon juice « % tspn sugar

Mix it ke the usual recipe. But you'll enioy i
far more. The use of Southern Comfort gives
your dnnk a superb flavor no other sour can march

® Cruttern Comforr®




GRASSHOPPER

Toast to talented Taureans!
¥ oz fresh cream

1 oz white creme de cacac

1 oz green creme de menthe

Shake with cracked ice or mix OPEN HOUSE PUNCH
in electiic blender. strain. One fifth Southern Comfon
3 guarts TUP - 6 oz fresh lemon juice
One B-0z, can frozen orange juice
One B-o0z. can frozen lemonade

S?INGER Chill ingredients. Mix in punch bowl.
— A Scorpio symbol! adding 7UP last. Add drops of red food
1 pgger (1% oz ) brandy coloring as desired (optional). stir.
¥ pgger white Float tlock of ice or add rce cubes. add
creme de menthe arange and lemon slices. Serves 32.
Shake with cracked ice. stramn, Make it faster and ezsier with Bar-Tenders Brand Instan
i Southern Comfort instead of brandy Open House Punch M. Get it &t your favonte store .
. . makes a stinger thar's a humdinger, just add Southern Comier, JUP, and watee. Makes 32 drinks.

ALEXANDER COMFORT" EGGNOG

Grear for Virgos. 1 cup (B oz.) Southern Comfion
cheered by Capncorns! 1 guart dairy eggnog
v 1 part fresh cream Chili ingredients. Blend in
1 part creme de Cacao punch bowl by beating. dust
Ad 1 part Southern Comfort with nutmeg. Serves 10. pleases all
or gin or brandy Single serving: Add 4 parts eggrog 1o 1 pan
: Shake with cracked ice. stram, SC.in short glass. Swr: dust with nurmeg,
i

Send for a pair of these

ey ZODIAC KEY RINGS

Beaunfully minted half-dollar size lucky con features your Zodiac
sign on front, astrological symbels and dates of all signs on back.
Golden-brass alloy, with a sturdy “snake” chan and locking key
ning. Get one with your sign, one with your “mate’s” Greatl for $1uu

rik fis, ioo. O " :
birthday gifts, 1oo. Order yours now: supply hmited (ANY TWO SIGNS) ERir

Print your name, address, and the two Zodac signs wanted. Send check or money order 1o
Dept. SZ. Cocktril Hour Enterprises, P.O. Box 12428, St. Louis. Mo. 83132
Prcericludes stupping cost. Offer vood in Canatla, Alabama. Georgra. luwa, New Hampshire,
Okizhoma, Dhegon. Tennossea, Virgina, and other states where profbited




Party Invitation Offer!
HALPDY HOUL PALTY KIT

Get a large “"Happy Hour'’ Flag, plus
Invitations, Envelopes and Napkins
(enough to host 24 couples)

Large. fesuve flag. 127 x 18" size. blue and red on white only $ 90
cloth (pole and cord not included). PLUS 24 invitations

with envelopes. 50 quality cocktal napkins, flag decor

Price ncludes

Print name and address. Send check or money order 1o shipping charges

Dept. K5. Cockteil Hour Enterprises, P. O. Box 12428, 5t. Louis, Mo. §3132
Otffer voud in Canada, Gecigia. New Hampshire, Tennesses, and other states where prorbatect

Special Offer!

Save on these handsome Southern Comffort

Steamboat
Glasses

Popular new siraight-side shape
with broad gold hip, just like the latest
expensive glasses. Blue and gold decor.

A. HIGHBALL GLASS

Generous size for serving hughballs

and other 1all favorites. 3495

Set of 8 glasses (12-oz, size)
B, DDUBLE OLD-FASHIONED
All-purpose glass for highballs,

on-the-rocks, even coolers $495
Set of 8 glasses (13%-o0z. size)

C. DN-THE-ROCKS GLASS

On-the-rocks, mists, “short” highballs

Set of 8 glasses (8-0z. size)

PLUS matching Master $495
Measure glass "E” (9 glasses)

D. ON-THE-ROCKS STEM GLASS
Popular newy shape for on-the-rocks

and “short” drinks $550

Set of B glasses (7 0z. size)

E. MASTER MEASURE GLASS

Versatle single glass enables you 10

pour all the correct measures

Marked for 2 oz.; 1% oz. (jigger)

1 0z: %oz (% jigger): % oz. $‘I|][]
sold alone

F. "STEAMBOAT" NAPKINS
Color-mated to glasses. napkin: say
“Smooth Sailing” 5100
Four packages of 25 each

G. TALL COOLER GLASS

New tall, slender shape for serang

Collinses and coolers $495
Ser of 8 glasses (12%-o0z. size

Print your name and address. Ordpr o 1amss

deswed by lefter and send check OF ney ofiit fo
Dept 735, Cockral H

P. Q. Box 12430, 51

Prices include shipping costs Offer void
Cenare. Georgia. New Hsmpshire Tenpessce
and other states where prohibiled

SOUTHERN COMFORT CORPORATION

100 PADOF LIOLEUR, ST. LOUIS. MO, 62132
©I977 SOUTHERK COMFORT CORFORALICH
FRINTED I US A



complied with the High Cowrt’s deci-
sion and rveduced a convicted vapist’s
death sentence to life imprisonment, but
it did so by finding that the death
penalty s unconstitutional only when
imposed at the discretion of a jury. As
a vesult, North Carolina juries will no
longer have the legal authorily to vec-
ommend life senlences in capital cases;
the death penalty now is mandatory.

Elsewheve:

« In California, voters ovevwhelmingly
approved a proposttion to vestore capital
punishment for train wrecking, for per-
jury in which an innocent person was
execuled, for treason against the stale
and for deadly assault on a prison guard
by a life-teym convict.

« Gouvernor Reubin Askew of Flovida
has signed a bill vestoring the deatl
penalty for premeditated murder and
other crimes, to be applicd at the dis-
cretion of a judge and jury, inviting a
remateh with the U.S. Supreme Court.
The Pennsylvania legislature has passed
a bill to reinstate the death penalty for
cevtain crimes and simiar bills have
been introduced in the legislatures of
Indiana and Hlinots.

= At a mecting of the National As-
soctation of Attorneys Geneval, nearly all
of those present woled for a vesolulion
recommending the death penalty. The
legal officers appomted a conmillee to
dvaw up model legislation  that would
meet what the chawman, Oklahoma at-
torney general Lary Deyvyberry, called
the problem of “low to wrile a law the
U.S. Supreme Cowt will approve.”

« A recent Gallup Poll found that 57
percent of Americans favor the death
penalty for murder, as comparved with
19 percent in 1971, A nationwide survey
of 18to24-yearolds reported that a
plurality of 15 percent favors capital pun-
ishument for some crimes.

SUPPORT MENTAL HEALTH

~xEw vork cny—d New York Civil
Liberties Union lawyer has obtained the
velease of a 91-year-old man held 22
years in mental institutions for a murder
another man had confessed to and was
executed for. The lawyer, Bruce Ennis,
charged that the Duichess Couniy dis-
trict attorney’s office “has knowon Jor at
least 18 years thal it had no case against
him. .. . 1 think they were embarrassed
to tears to admat it and wanied him to
live out the vest of his life in the hos
pital.” Ennis saied the man was movolun-
tavily commitied when the confessed
Filler claimed to be under his “thought
control,” and he denounced what he
called a patlern of cooperation between
Lase-enforcement and hospital officials 1o
“justify holding a man undey criminal
charges when the state does not have the
evidence to prosecute”

In New Orleans, the Federal Court

of Appeals for the Fifth Circuit has been
asked 1o resolve conflicting decisions by
two Federal district judges in Alabama
and in Georgia concerning the vights of
the mentally ill. The Alabama judge
handed down a servies of decisions grving
to any person who s involuntarily
committed the constitutional vight to
“adequate treatment  from a medical
standpoint” and later established stand-
ards for such treatment. However, in a i
tually identical Georgia case, the judge
there held that there is no constitutional
right to medical treatment. An allorney
who filed the Alabama suit has asked
the appeals court to uphold the Alabama
decisions because they bring “the pro
lection of the Constitution to helpless
people who have been too long viclim-
ized and dented the constitutional vights
enjoyed and taken for granted by olher
citizens.”

DON'T DO IT YOURSELF

wastINGToN, Dp.c—The Food and
Drug Administraiion has ordered the re-
ctll of Ova Il home pregnancy-tesiing
kits. The agency said that the commer-
cially available kits, which supposedly en-
able a woman to deleymine if she is
pregnant by analyzing her urine, are “in-
accurate, wnyelinble and prone lo ane
false vesults”” It added that it knows of
no reliable nonpreseription  pregnancy-
testing kils.

The FDA also ordered the recall of
35 000 Gonodeclen kits. for detecting
gonorrhea in men, because of a lack of
proof that they work.

TELEVISION INTERFERENCE

wastuxgton. n..—7hree high Gov-
ernment officials have endorsed a newly
formed coalition of right-wing veligious
and women's groups seeking to vid TV
programs of “bad taste, crime, wolence
and vulgarvity.” Speaking  before the
group, which calls itself the G rusade
Against Moral Pollution, Fedeval Com-
munications Commissioner Robert E. Lee
and Surgeon General Dy, Jesse L. Stein-
feld urged members to boycotl the spon-
sors of the offensive TV programs and to
protest to local stations and the FCC.
Federal Maritime Commissioner Helen
Delich Bentley asked vhetovically, “Why
not use television o restore morality and
patriotism? Television could be used to
make the patviotic spivil fashionable once
agarn. * The coalition's presudent,
Martha Roundtvee, denied any inleniion
to censor TV—only to pevsuade stations
to “confine their progiaming lo pres
entations . . . acceplable in a family
selting.” The most applanded speaker
was  singer-actress Ilona  Massey, who
called  for the vestoration of capital
punishment, strict law enforcement, de-
creased welfare assistance and a return
of “God into the schools.”

the use of statesanctioned [orce against
a way of life and a body of ideas. IUs
hard to understand this actitude, because
we were all taught in our civics classes
that this is a Iree socicty—indeed. this is
supposedly what young Americans have
been dying for in wars around the globe.
But Hart states in the same article, 1
don't care much {or all that “free society’
rhetoric.” The mere existence otr paper
of a Constitution and a Bill of Rights
is not enough 1o overcome man's age-
old tendeney to hate anything  that's
dilferent.

Joseph Farrel

Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

BIASED RESEARCH

I was interested 1o vead in the Janu-
ary Forum Newsjronl that a report [rom
the University of Texas medical branch
in Galveston noted “sleep disturbances
and lethargy” in 14 volunteers who
smoked marijuana regulioly for ten days.

As one ol those 11 volunteers. T would
like to comment on the study. First, |
would be very surprised if any of the
participants had a normal night's sleep
during the experiments. | smoked 1wo
joints just before retiring cach night—
on a voll-away hed that sank in the mid-
dle, with elecniodes stuck all over my
head and Tace and with a night watch-
man and deaning people ratding around
ouside my door at all houwrs. Sure, 1 had
many sleep disturbances, but the experi-
mental design and conuol of variables
were so poor it would be impossible 10
assign their ciuse to the marijuana.

As for the Jethargy that was reporied.
I would like 1o know what criteria and
evidence they uwsed o i an. 1 ea tainly
didn't feel lethargic, nor did two ol my
friends who were also volunteers. We all
were, and are, employed, hard-working,
productive members of socicty. In dis-
cussing our experience, my [riends and
I felt that there was a general air ol
negativity about marijuana displaved by
the researchers.

Lonnic Hazlewood
Austin, Texas

AND, ALSO IN TEXAS
I was arrested in Austin, Texas, for
possession ol 21 pounds ol marijuana.
My lawyer advised me to take my case
in front of a jury and plead guilty. 1
consented. The only faces the jury heard
during the 1rial were that T was 18 years
old. 1 possessed 21 pounds ol marijuana
when arrested and this was my st
criminal offense. My Liwver was not per-
mitted 1o establish  auything  further
about my character and he did not put
me on the stand. The disirict atorney
freely made remarks such as. “Tt is these
(On pages 60 and 61, “Ti he Playboy
Forum” presents a special yeport on
the Nixvon Administration’s cfforts 1o
harass and control the press, radio and
TV. Letters conlinued on page 02.)
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A Special ** Playboy Forum™ Report

MR. NIXON AND THE MEDIA

Wiy should freedom of speech and freedom of the
press be allowed? Why should a government which is
doing what it belicves to be rvight allow itself to be criti-
czed? It would not allow opposition by lethal weapons.
Ideas are much move fatal things than guns. Why should
any man be allowed to buy a printing press and dissemi-
nate pernicious opinions calculated to embarrass the goo-
ernment?

Why indeed? Viadimir Iich Lenin, Russia’s first Commu-
nist dictator, asked the questions. They were rhetorical: Lenin
answered critics with terror. There are alarming indications
that Richard M. Nixon has asked the same questions, and
that he and his appointees are exploring different, more in-
sidious solutions—some crude and browl. some subtle and
complex, but all legal, and all obviously aimed at the same
goal that Lenin had.

President Nison and his appointees clearly are determined
to stem the free flow of news about what they are doing in
the high ofhces they hold: they are arraying formidable re-
sources against persons who gather and disseminate news.

The Adminisuion is ampering with one of the oldest
American  taditions, which was described in 1945 by the
Supreme Court of the United States as “the assumption that
the widest possible dissemination ol information Irom diverse
and antagonistic sources is essential 10 the wellare of the
public [and] that a free press is a condition of a (ree socicty.”

The Administration’s assault is vathless and ir is alarming,
Congressmen are alirmed. The New York State Trial Law-
yers Association is alanmed. Historian Arthur Schiesinger, I
is alarmed. The International Press Institute, which has 1700
editor and publisher members in 62 nations. is alirmed. Even
the conservirtive Chicago Tribune is alarmed. Reporters who
are being imprisoned e more than alarmed: they know that
the Adminisuztion means business.

A pattern of prosecution, repression. secrecy, vituperation,
punitive legislation and manipulation makes it clear tha:

(1) President Nixon has htde confidence in the American
people (“"The average Americm is just like the child in the
family™; il vou “pamper him and cater 1o him oo much, you
are going 1o miake him solt. spoiled and evenwally a very
weak individual™).

(2) Presidemt Nixon has an abiding hostilitv toward the
news media and those who num them: he vegards aritical re-
porting as bias and opposition as disloyahy.

(3 President Nixon has withdrawn more and more into
searecy; the recently concluded peace negotiations have served
as anexcuse, but aninadequate one, The Chicago Tribune
press service found it “difficult not to suspect an alool arro-
gance in the White House.” Republican Senator William
Saxbe of Ohio has denounced the Presidenr’s secrecy. aloofness
and contempt for the rest ol the Government.,

The Administration is driving us along the rvoad to an
clitist Government that tolerinies no criticism of s policies,
fecls insuthcicnt responsibility 1o Congress and abliors med-
dling journalists who persistently embarrass the Administra-
tion and disagree with White House interpretations of news,

- - -

The nation’s founding fathers had a healthy suspicion that

power corvupts. They knew that the interest of rulers do

not always coincide with the interests of the ruled and that
an mlormed public is the best safeguard against govern:
mental dishonesty. stupidity and tyranny. Accordingly. they
wrote, in the First Amendment 1o the Constitution, a pro-
vision that Congress should make no law abridging the free-
dom of speech, or of the press. This assurance is woven into
the fabric ol the United States; over the years, the courts
consistently veaffwmed the guarantee and  extended it 10
mdividuals who gather and  disscminate news. It became
clear that when a reporter learned, and reported, that a
public ofhicial had his hand in the tll. the reporter should
not be required to identily the source of his information. be-
cuse identificition probably would be most unhealthy for
the source and discomaging to others who knew about other
hands in other tills,

The reporter’s vight to protect his informant thus came 1o
be considered essential 10 a greater good—the exposure of
abuse. misleasance and malfeasance in high places. political
scandals and crimmal operations about which the public has
a constitutional right—and a need—o know.

In 1936, the Supreme Court articulated the concept:

The primary purpose of the grant of immunity here
invoked was 1o preserve an untrammeled press as a vital
source of public information. The NEWSPapers, magazines
and other jouwrnals of the counury, it is safe 1o sav. have
shed aand continue to shed more light on the public and
business allairs of the nation than any other instrumnen-
tality of publicity. and since informed public opinion is
the most potent of all resirainis upon misgovernment. the
suppression or abridgment of the publicity afforded by a
free press conmot be regarded otherwise than with grave
concern. . .. A free press stumds as one of the great in-
terpreters berween the Government and the people. To
allow it 1o be fettered is 1o feter ourselves.

The case ol Farl Caldwell ol The Nese York Times upset
this docrine. On Juune 29, 19720 the Supreme Court ruled
that Caldwell could be required 1o disclose to a prand Jury
his source ol inlormation about Black Panthers and could he
imprisoncd lor relusing 1o do so. The Cowrt reasoned thar the
publicinterest need 1o bring a criminal 10 justice overrides
the reporter’s need to protect his news somee.

Other reporters have gone 1o jail for velusing 1o disclose
sources, but the Caldwell case was the first 10 have 1he Dless
g ol the Supreme Couwrt, Nixon appointees tipped  the
balance in a five-to-Tour decision.

- - -

The tide is ranning, and in this lood President Nixon is
consistent. He stited modestly by spraving Spivo Agnew all
over the journalists who wimoyed the White House. That had
its lighter moments. Bue My Nixon was deadly serious:

reear: The Justice Department shocked the nation in June
1971 by asking the cowrts 10 prevent The New Yorl Times.
The Washington Post and The Boston Globe rom publish-
ing 1the Pentagon papers. No Administration in our 200 vears
of national history had made so serious an eflort 10 enforee
prior censorship ol the press. The effort failed. But then the
Justice Depaiment prosecuted Daniel Ellsberg and Anthony




J- Russa, Jr., for espionage in making secret documents avail-
able to the newspapers. And Samuel Popkin, professor of
sovernment at Harvard, who saw the papers and refused 1o
implicate other scholars who may have studied them o evalu-
ate their significinee, made history when he was put in jail
lov relusing to violate prolessional confidences.

rrEs: President Nixon is trying o silence many news and
publicaffairs programs and comment shows by vetoing an
extended-appropriations  bill lor the Public Broadcasting
System. And he has appointed Henry W. Loomis 1o be
president of the Corporation for Public Broadcaasting. which
controls  PBS  funds. PPBS personncl. according o News-
week, say that Loomis. who is a lormer deputy director of the
United States Information Agency. the Government's ministry
ol propaganda, is out to create a domestic equivalent ol the
USTA—a Nixon network.

imen: The Administration is proposing a law under which
the Federal Communications Commission could reluse to re
new the license ol any TV or radio station that persists in
“bias.” Mr. Nixon's spokesman. Clay Whitehead. explained
that local stations will be required to demonstriate “responsi-
bility.” pursue “sense” instead of “sensationalism” and  es-
chew “ideological plugola™ and “elitist gossip in the guise ol
news analysis.” “Station managers and network ofhicials who
lail 10 act to correa imbalance or consistent bias i the net-
work. or who acquiesce by silence, can only be considered
willing participants. to be held Tully accountable . . . o
license-rencwal time.” he said.

Arthur Schlesinger. Jr.. noting that the proposed law also
would give longer-term licenses and other benefus o radio
and TV stations. commented that the Admmistration  was
making the broadcast indusury an offer it couldn’t refuse.

rres: Second-class postal rares, paid by publications. already
have begun increases tha will more than double mailing costs.
The Administration delends the increases as economy meas-
ures, although the Postal Service will continue heavy subsidies
for junk mail. Most large magazines can manage. bur the in-
creases may kill many small. unprofitable intellectual and
political journals that provide a forum for opposition view-
points and criticism of government. This undermines a
tradition: from the ouwtset, the U. S. Government encouraged
the distribution ol papers and magazines by providing low
postal rates. in the belief that it was important o have an
informed electorate.

The New York State Trial Lawyers Associatiou has stated
that the U. S, s Vin the throes of attempred massive suppres-
sion of news media and the attempred decimation ol viable
and aggressive jourmalism. Not in a long time has the First
Amendment come under such a major attack.”

. - .

A Gallup Poll provided prool that Americans believe in
their right to know and in a free and independent press. The
Gallup question w “Suppose a newspaper reporter obtains
information for a news article he is writing [rom a person
who asks that his name be withheld. Do you think that the
reporter should or should not be required to reveal the name
ol this man if he is taken 10 court 10 testily about the infor-
mation in his news article?” Filty-seven percent of the respond-
ents thought he should not be required to reveal his source;
34 percent thought he should: the remainder were undecided.

Respondents who had atended college sided with the news
man seven to three.

Some 20 states now have laws that offer the journalisi at
least some protection from legal harassment by authorities.
Governor Reagan of California, no liberal, has signed a bill
strengthening the state’s immunity law because, he said, “a
[ree press is one of this counry’s major strengths, ind the
right to protect his source of information is fundamental to a
newsman in mecting his full responsibilities to the public he
serves.” Governor Rockefeller of New York signed a news
man's Lrw in 1970: two vers later. he noted dryly that ~Read-
ing about one’s failings in the daily papers is one of 1he
privileges of high office in this free country of ours.” The
New Jersey legishiture has passed a similar bill and Governor
Walker of Illinois has expressed strong support for such a law.

What we need now is a carefully drafted national law 1o
protect newsmen lrom Federal intimidation and prosecution
and to provide a model for all the states. The Congressional
machinery has begun to shape legislation. Designing such a
law is no simple mauer. The journalistic community recog:
nizes that a veporter is first and foremost a citizen. and that
there are occasions when his duties as a citizen should take
precedence over his privileges as a newsman. The question is
whether absolute immunity will lead 1o abuse. The record in-
dicates that it will now: until Caldwell. reporters had such
immunity. in practice, and any abuse was heawvily omweighed
by benefits. The Constitution already subordinates swift jus-
tice to the long-term public interest—in the Fourth Amend-
ment (which excudes even damning evidence if it is obtained
unlawflully). the Fifth Amendment (which protects even the
vicious criminal  trom  scll-inaimination) and  the  Sixth
Amendment (which respeats lawverclient confidences). The
quest for justice and factual information vields every day to
laws that respect hushband-wife, doctor-patient and - priest-
penitent relationships as being in the public interest. Cer-
tainly the public interest served by an unintimidated  press
and its investigative reporters is no less compelling. As The
New York Tones staed in an editorial:

To have o call lor Federal legislation is indeed an
indication of the crosion ol the First Amendment. It
has long been our conviction that the language of that
amendment: “Congress shall make no law . . . abridging
the freedom of speech. or of the press”™ was perfectly
cear. And until recent developments we  preferred 1o
standd on that Limguage. But constant attacks on one ol
the pillars of our democratic system now lead us to
believe that the public’s as well as the press’s require-
ment of frecdom can best be served by Federal law giving
newsmen protection of the same generad kind as the
common law has waditionally extended 1o those other
prolessions whose very functioning also depends en their
ability to honor the trust of persons who place their
conhdence in their hands.

Congressional approval of an immunity measure would re-
aflim our heritage ol Ireedom and would deliver an un
mistakable message 10 the Administration.

It is in the basic design ol this country thar the people
may not challenge the Government with weapons and that
the Government may not silence the people or the press.
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18-year-olds who go to junior high
schools and push weed.” [ haven't heen
near a high school or junior high school
since I graduated hrom the ones I attend-
cd, but I had no opportunity to defend
myscll. The D. A recommended a 42-
year sentence—two years for cach pound
ol grass. Alter an hour's deliberation, the
Jury sentenced me to 25 years in prison.

My lawyer continually told me nor 10
worry about anyvthing: thercfore, 1 didn't
feel that I had to call upon anyone to
testify for me. But T do have parents,
relatives and Iriends of all ages who
would have testified to my good charac-
ter if asked. Nor was the jury given any
information about marijuana, such as
the [act that President Nixon's commis-
sion on drugs concluded, “There is no
evidence that experimental or intermit-
tent use of marijuana causes physical or
psvchological harm.™

As things stand now, I will not he
totally Iree from legal supervision until
May 1996. 1 will be 43 years old.

I urge veaders 10 write to licutenant
governor William P. Hobby or 10 speak-
er ol the house Price Dmiel. Jr.. pre-
siding officers of the Texas legislature,
and recommend that the upcoming ses-
sion pass a new marijuana bill that
would lower all penalties for marijuana
—the cwrvent statutory penalty for first-
offense possession is (two years to lile—
and to make sure that the law is retro-
active.

Frank Allan Demolli

Ferguson State Farm Unit

Texas Department of Corrections
Huntsville, Texas

LEGAL AID FOR PRISONERS

PLAYBOY'S readers might be interested
in knowing more about the work ol the
National Prison Project, which is as-
sisted by the Playboy Foundation along
with the American Civil Liberties Un-
ion. The project has existed since 1972,
and one of the most significant parts of
its work has heen the creation of a na-
tional network of cooperating lawyers
10 go 1o court on prisoners’ problems,
We've also encouraged other groups to
engage in political, social and legisla-
tive actions. We work at this by making
personal visits throughout the country to
give advice and direction to local prison
projects and by sending materials and
advice 10 persons or groups cngaged in
any aspect of prison relorm.

We've also started major court actions
dealing with the Federal parole sysiem,
the military prison system, the Federal
Burcau of Prisons’ policy of translerring
outspoken prisoners [rom one institution
to another and the breakdown of the
criminal-justice svstem in Brooklyn. As
for the future, we have two longrange
goals: gerting men and women out of
prison and back into socicty, and open-

ing the prison system to inmate and pub-
lic scrutiny as long as men and women
remain in prison,

Alvin J. Bronstein, Executive Director

National Prison Project

Washington, D. C.

ASTRO-LITTER
I read that Apollo 17 astronauts Eu-
gene Cernan and Harrison Schmiwe lelt
a bag ol equipment on the moon so
they could carry back to earth an extra
120 pounds ol rocks they had collected.
As we reach out 1o explore the universe,
why must we be so blind to considera-
tions ol environment: With pollution al-
ready a serious problem on earth. it
scems amazingly stupid that man insists
on cluttering more of the universe. Toss-
g a bag ol equipment on the moon’s
surface is as reprehensible as dumping
rancid garbage into a stream on earth,
Keith Krisciunas
Naperville, Hlinois

ENVIRONMENTAL ACTION

Now that Spaceship Earth is three
solar revolutions into the Environmental
Decade, it is important to assess how
much progress has been made i the war
against pollution. Our organization, En-
vironmental Action, was formed by the
national staft that coordinated Earth
Day in 1970. We're working to [ocus the
generalized desire for a clean environ-
ment on some specific targets.

In addition to winning some well-
publicized legislative victories, such as
passage of the Clean Air Act and defeat
of the supersonic transport, our move-
ment is winning minor skirmishes that
help build a body of law that citizens
cn use to clean up the environment in
their communitics. We've also won bat-
tles in courts and state legislatures.

But as the truly radical mmplications
of the ccology movement become evi-
dent, the fight becomes harder. While
everyone is still for a clean environment,
we have found that some are not as
cager to pay the deanup  price as
others. Vested interests are digging in
for a long fight. Through our grass-
roots network and our periodical maga-
zine, Lnvironmental Action, we are
trying to distinguish between rhetoric
and reality so that people will know
what corporations, government hodies
and envivonmental organizations are do-
ing. Those mterested i learning more or
in helping us can write to Environmen-
tal Action, Room 731, 1346 Connecticut
Avenue N.W,, Washington, D. C. 20036.

Sam Love, Coordinator
Environmental Action
Washington, D. C.

CONTRACEPTIVE EDUCATION

Birth Conurol Institute would like to
thank the Playboy Foundation for its
grant to us, which will be used o buy

and equip a mobile van. This unit
will travel throughout Los Angeles and
Orange counties and ncighboring arcas
with literature and information regard-
ing human sexuality, birth control. vene-
real  discase, abortion and  voluntary
sterilization. Our agency is currently de-
veloping new programs in several of
these areas and specifically in sex educa-
tion. We are conducting outreach cam-
paigns on university, college and junior
college campuses, and we're  helping
California State College at Long Beach
sct up a wique Campus Sexuality In-
formation and LEducation Center.,

We strongly agree with the editorial
comment in the May 1972 Playboy Forum
that until mlormation on all aspects ol
human sexuality is available to everyone.
the threat of government intervention in
our lives in the lorm of compulsory birth
control will alwiys hover near. The idea
ol compulsory birth conwol is frighten-
ing. not only in concept but also because
it scems that many people are willing to
let conditions deteriorate 10 the point
where government intervention will he
inevitable  rather  than  adjust  their
thinking to support comprehensive sex
education for all. This accounts in preat
part for the fact that aside Irom its
general counseling regarding birth con-
trol, B.C.1. each month counsels over
500 women on abortion alone. Most
of those counseled are school-age girls
whose problems have resulted [rom lack
of inlormation. Hopelully, our
mobile education unit will help give
people in general and young adults in
particular the information they need
to help create a society in which gov-
crnment-imposed compulsory birth con
wrol will never be needed.

Wiyne D. Lamont, Executive Director

Birth Control Institute, Inc.

Orange, Caltfornia
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NO-FAULT DIVORCE

Chuck and Donna Thibodeau of the
Divorce Education Association erved in
stating that no-lault divorce eliminates
the need for a lawyer (The Playhoy Fo-
rum, December 1972). As an auttorncey, |
know that contested divorces are nearly
always based on disagreement about sup-
port, child custody or property division.
and that fact has not been changed by
no-fault divorce, which we have had
here in Hawaii for several months. The
only thing climinated is the legal re-
quircment that one party blame  the
other in a divorce action. Of course, the
climination ol even one needless wran-
gling point is to the good.

The Thibodeaus were also misleading
regarding the evils of the “third-lawyer
clause”™ ol the proposed Uniform M-
riage and Divorce Act. Granted. it might
require a divorced person to pay thiee
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lawyers: but the assumption that the
interests of children will be identical
with those of at least one of the parent,
is not always true. In some custody fighes,
the children really do need their own
lawyer who will hight for their right to
live with neither parent.

Of course, divorce-law  reforms  are
needed. In situations where there are
few complications and the parties have
worked out an agreement on their own,
attorneys’ fees are generally outrageous.
Here, the standard rate is about $325 lor
a case that 1 cn usually run through my
oflice in from one to three hours (which
is why I charge 560 per hour—still high,
I supposc. but far cheaper than the flat
rate).  Exorbitant  costs such  as  these
should be forced down: one way to help
do that is to make it easier for people 1o
serve as their own attorneys.

I must ask that my name be withheld,
lest sensitive colleagues claim that I'm
violuting  professional  ethics regarding
solicitation of cliens.

(Name withheld by request)
Honolulu, Hawaii

DEMONSTRATING INTERCOURSE

A couple in St. Petersburg. Florida,
were arrested in 1971 for answering their
cight-year-old son’s questions about where
bibies come [rom by performing sexual
intercourse in front of him. When the
mother appealed. the Florida supreme
court held that the right of privacy does
not include the privilege of engaging in
sexual intercourse in the presence of

others. I've written an article for the
Stetson  Intvamural Lawe Review chal-
lenging that opinion.

My article poims out that two .S,
Supreme Cowre decisions, Grisicold s,
Connecticul  and Stanley ws. Georgia,
lold that privacy is a fundamental right
that may not be abridged unless there
15 a compelling state interest. In Giis-
wold. the Court dedared unconstitution-
al a Connecticut Taw that made it a
crime o use contraceptive devices. In
Stanley, the Court held that an indi-
vidual may not be punished for mere
possession ol obscene matter  in his
home. Stite courts and lower Federal

courts  also  recognize  the  right  of
privacy.
Unfortunaely, the court  did not

address isell to the coustitutional issue
i the case of the mother who demon-
strated  sexuil intercourse o her son,
Chesebrough vs. Flovida. 1 commented
i my article:

It appears that appellant was in
good laith demonsianting o her son
the method ol proceation in the
human species. In the privacy of
her own home, with no  persons
other than her family present, she
believed that she was fulfilling her
duty as a parent to instruct her child
in the biological Lacs ol life. That

her method was reprehensible to the
average person is not a proper mo-
tive for governmental intrusion into
her home.

Finally. T stated what I consider 1o
be the rue sienificance of this case:

It is dilheult o imagine a state
interest compelling enough 10 war-
rant regulation ol the conduet of
affairs within a Gumily. The very
foundation ol our country rests on
the rights of the individual. Gris-
wold and Stanley announce the po-
sition ol the Supreme Court of the
United States that acts of individ-
uals, maried couples and  families
are protected so long as they do not
alfect areas outside  their  bhounds.
The present case. however, scems 1o
negate the spivic ol Griswold and
Stanley in the state ol Florida. It
leaves cach of us wondering what
we e oand camor do behind the
locked doors of our homes.

Charles R, Sieprer. Jr.
St. Petershurg, Florida

GAY RIGHTS

In Minnesota, the Gay Riglts Legis-
lative Committee has secured sponsors
for a bill tut would ouwtlaw job and
housing discrimination based on inter-
personal orientation. This phrase is de-
fined in the bill as choice of partner for
sexual intercourse according 1o gender.
The bill emphasizes that, at present, gay
people can lose their jobs and their
housing {or the aime of dancing with
or holding the hand of a person of the
same sex in public.

There was a time when gay liberation
was defimed in terms ol being lelt alone.
For some middle-aged gays, that is sull
tue. But the new generation of gay
people wams, in addition, the right to
express emotions honestly and publicly
—in short. the right to love. We are re-
ceiving unparalleled support from non-
gay people who are revolted ar the idea
ol a person losing his job or his home
simply lor expressing allection lor anoth-
cr human heing.

Jack Baker
Minncapolis, Minnesota

CGay libevation spokesman Baker was
granted the right to lake the Minne-
sola state bar examination, though his
application had been challenged on the
ground that e had fraudulently oblained
the license for his marriage (o another
man. Baker sevoed two terms as Uni-
versity of Minnesota student president.

ARRESTED FOR MASTURBATING

I was arrested and charged with com-
mitting “an act as ol a nature to corrupt
the Public Morals or outrage the sense
of Public Decency. by Masturbating a
Public Place.” The public place referred

to was a fully enclosed toilet stall in a
men's room in a park. One Saturday
afternoon, I stopped o use the rilet.

There was a man standing at the urinal
as I entered the swall. Alter remain-
ing in the rest room for about 1en min-
utes. he suddenly kicked open the door
of the stall and arrested me. T was
scarched, taken downtown in a paddy
wagon, hooked. photographed, finger-
printed. and jailed because I couldn’t
post a 35K bond. Tt was the nexte afier-
noon belore my friends and family could
post a cash bond and obtain my release.
The judge found me guilty as charged,
but senwence has not yet been pro-
nounced. The bond is still being held by
the city and my attorney wants 5300,

Since my trial, I have found another
attorney to help me appeal the case. 1
still have enoush faith 11 the court
system to believe that an appeals court
will rule that my constitutional right to
privacy was violated and will overtum
the conviction. Though absurd. this
charge could do me much harm: what
emplover would want a public mastur-
bator working for him>

The onlv evidence on which 1 was
convicted wias the vicesquad man's tes-
timony that I was masturbating in the
stall, which T was not. There were no
other wimesses present. 1 am hoping
that, il there really is such a thing as
public decency, it will come to my rescue
soon.

(Name withheld by request)
Tampa, Florida

DISTURBING WHOSE PEACE?
The January Playboy Forum included

a letter [rom three young people who
had been arrested and  charged  with
indecent exposure for skinny-dipping in
a secluded section ol California’s Trin-
ity River. They have now been tried
and found not guilty—ol indecent ex-
posure, that is. They were found guiliy
ol disturbing the peace. Given that their
arrest. as thev descaribed i, occurred in
the midst ol a pathless woods, I can’t
see how this dedision was reached. The
cise is under appeal.

Tom Wooten

Arcata, Calilornia

BAD-ASSED JOCKS

I was dismayed 1o find in the sports
pages of my newspaper the kind of pious
morilizing  that's normally limited 10
speeches by Riciad Nixon. Emblazoned
across one page wias i headline sayving
that Joe Namath has morals that are
“not {or vouth o lollow.” Bill Glass. an
ex—loothall playver turned minister. has
taken umbrage at the bad image that
guys like Namath give pro foothall and
has written a book porwraving the sport
as a dean-cut, racially enlightened, drug-
free paragon of all the virtues 1o which
we wish our Kids would aspire. Except
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SONY:7065:

Dedicated tothe propositionthat anenlightenedlistener
isahappylistener.

You've got a really great receiver. With an air of con-
fidence, you switch it on, prepared to demonstrate the
soul-stirring quality of the FM Stereo. And get, instead.,
an embarrassing silence. Because the source switch is
on phono.

It won't happen with the new Sony 7065, because it
keeps you informed. Enlightened. With easy-reading
function lights on the dial. AM. FM. Phono, Aux, Tape,
Mic. You always know where you are, at a glance. With-
out squinting or stooping.

But that’s just the beginning. The 7065 delivers its
full rated power at each and every frequency across the
entire audio spectrum (60+60W RMS into 8 ohms,

|

from20Hzto 20kHz). Youdon't lose the power yvou paid for
whenyouneedit. particularly forthose gut-stirring lows

You can pluck FM stations from even the most
crowded dials. or from fringe locations. And AM is
guiet and sensitive.

The controls make that superb performance easy to
enjoy. You can click in your choice of 3 speaker pairs.
monitor two tape recorders. dub directly. Youre ready
to add SQ or any other matrix system at any time.

The price? An enlightened $459.50(suggested retail)
including a handsome walnut finish cabinet at your
Sony dealer. Sony Corporation of America, 47-47 Van
Dam St.. Long Island City. N.Y. 11101.

BuyaSonyandseethelight.
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lor it few bad apples like Namath, Glass
clarms, the moral standards ol National
Foothall  League  plavers “rank
lnsher than that of the business world.”
He also clivims that loothall is not racist:
“T'he locker room

mich

is far ahead of the
ncighbhorhood, and even the church, in
agcnuine racial understanding. T is wrong
to blame the game for the prejudice of
a nmaton.” (That, undoubtedly, is why
there are still Tew, il any, black quarter-
backs or linebackers in pro loothall.)

To prove his point about  what
outstanding  examples ol rightcousness
foothall players really are. Glass sem
questionnaires to all NUF. L. players ask-
g them abour their moral habus, The
result: prompied him o comment  as
follows:

Sure you find guys who admit pri-
vately that they chase broads and
soak up booze, but they are ashamed
ol it. That's the big dillerence with
the Nannths - . . they seem 1o be
proud of their promiscuous lives.
ALy people, Helner and rravsoy
magazine included, who would de-
stroy the moral have used
sports heroes o popularize  their
ideas.

norms

I'm not sure why Glass thoughe lIas
sampling ol jocks would be any more
candid than T or anvone clse would be
in answering his questons about their
sex lives, but T fowd 0 hard 1o
that the shame ol those who confessed
then sins mems more than  crocodile
tears. Not that | think professional ath-
leres are any worse  than  their more
sedentary counterparts in the society: [
Just doubt seriously that they're any ber-
ter and tha the noton ol the all-Amert
can-boy foothall plavers has ever been
much more than o myth.

Joo o Namadh probably  be
amused o hear thae he has been

bhelieve

wonld
“used”
o promote the moral norms ol amryone
but himsell. He has always struck me as
being his own man, amd one ol the
things I hike about him is his rather re-
Iveshing honestv. And thar, inadentally,
15 a quality that our youmh could well
look up to. As 1o lus sexual behavior and
other moral stcindards, those are no one's
business but his own. He is paid o play
foothill, not w provide a shining exam-
ple ol purity 1o Kids. And he does what
he is paid 1o do damn well, with integ-
rity and dnspivation lor his teanumnates.
1hat, 100, is something o be adnired.
Donald Hunter
Indianapolis. Indiana
“The  Playboy  Fovum™  offers  the
opportunity Jor an extended dialog be-
tiween veaders and editors of this pub
Lication on subjects and issues velaled 1o
“The Playboy Philosoply.” Address all
covrespondence to The Playboy Forum,
Playhoy  Building, 919 Novth  Michi
Firenne Hlinois 6061,
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You've earned it.
Along with the right to deck
yourself out however
you please.
To be noticed. And
remembered. In
flamboyant style.
On the machine that's
beyond all the rest.
FX-1200 Egoincludes:
1200 cc's of power, exclusive
hydraulic discs front and rear.
Dual exhausts. Rakish new
tank. Fantastic new suspension.
Rocket Man. Freedom.
All the way.

Just add ego.

Harley-Davidson,
Milwaukee, Wisconsin 53201
Member Motorcycle Industry Council

_

: Harley-Davidson
o

' ‘Harley-Davidson FX 1200. '
The Great American Fréedom Machine.




mamov wresview: | ENNESSEE WILLIAMS

a candid conversation with the brilliant, anguished playwright

For almost two decades, from 1941 lo
1961, Tennessee Williams wrole a series
of corrosively elogquent, strangely com pel-
ling plays on subjects seldom confronted
before outside the nether world of fan-
tasy and nightmare: “A Streetcar Named
Desire” (homosexuality, u‘_\'rnphomrmin,
promiscuity, vape), “The Glass Menag-
erie”  (loneliness, sexual  frustratton),
“Summer and Smoke” ( profligacy, frigid-
ity), “Cat on a Hot Tin Roof” (greed,
alcololism, impotence, more homaosex-
uality), “Baby Doll” (cvib [etishism,
pedophilia), — “Orphens  Descending”
(Mowtovch  Eilling), “Sweet Bivd  of
Youth” (castvalion, dope addiction,
.D.), “Suddenly, Lasi Summer” {can-
nibalivm, madness) and “Night of the
lguana” (panty fetishism, masturbation,
coprophagy). He got away with it nol
beecause he servved up abervant sex and
vtolence with such rvealistic fervor, as
some critics had o, but through shining
epiphanies, through his unigque vision
as a poctic symbolist and mythologer.
Not swrprisingly, Williams won three
New York Drama Critics Circle dwards

and fwo Puliizer  Prizes  before  he
turned 310,
Then  something  happened.  After

“The Millk Train Doesn’t Stop Herve
Any More” unceremoniously flopped in
1962, and again in 1963, the critics be-
aan to wrile Williams' obituary. His one
areal love—Frank Mevlo, who had been

“Al my age, one becomes terrified of im-
potence. But 1 know 1 shall never cease
to be sensual—even on my deathbed. If
the doctor is young and handsome, 1
shall draw him into my arms.”

with him since 1997—died of cancer; his
writing powers diminished; and like the
psychically emasculated wictims in his

plays,  Ameriea’s  topmost  playwright
plummeted with tragic foree into a
snake Pl of coronaries, convulsions,

pills, liqguor, madness and impolence.
The cirele of s life seemed to have
closed. and to his horror he saw mani-
fested in himself the failuve he feared
hie had been born to.

Thomas Lanier Williams was born 62
years ago in his preacher-grandfather’s
rectory i Columbus, Mississippn. He was
the sensitive, weakling son of Edwina
Dakin, a self-styled Southern belle who
to this day nurses dreams of a moonlight-
and-magnolia tradition that never was,
and Cornelins Coffin Williams, a brawl-
ing Big Daddy of a shoe salesman who
called s fust-born son “Miss Nancy.”
Tom, as only lis closest friends stll call
him, can hardly remember a year in
which he wasn't il either physically or
mentally: At the age of froe, he con-
tracted diphtheria and nearly died, and
this malady left him with a kidney ail-
ment. Then his legs were pavalyzed for
fwo years, a condition that his mothey is
cevtain was due to his having swallowed
his tonsils—ehich 1s physically im pos-
sible. He had his fivst nevoous brealk-
down at 13 When he was bavely 20,
his father yanked him oul of the Uni-
versity of Missouri and put him to work

“Luxury is the wolf al the door and its
fangs arve the vanilies and conceits ger-
minated by suceess. Without deprivation
and struggle, theve is no salvation and
I am just a sword culling daisies.”

dusting shoes in a Si. Louis shoe factory.
He promptly willed himself inte another
breakdown., While  rvecuperating, he
wrote his first play, “Cairo! Shanghai!
Bombay!,” about places and people he
had never known. His schizophrenic sis
ter Rose, on whom he modeled the frag-
ile Laura of “Glass Menagevie,” had one
of the fust prefrontal lobotomies cver
performed, from awhich she has never
completely vecovered; a  muzzy  guill
over his inability 1o help “Miss Rose”
stalles hum to this day.

Despite—if not because of—these ear-
ly trawmas, Tom Williams managed to
eet a degree from the Universily of Towa
al the advanced age of 27. At 28, he lost
his fost and only true female love—and
suffered anothey breakdown. His applica-
tion for a job with the 1WPA writer's
project was then summarily vejected as
“lacking in social content™ and, chang-
ing what he considered his “rather dull”
name to Tennessee, he wenl 1o work as
a watlter in a New Orleans beanery. He
was foreed lo hock cverything he had,
including a borvowed typewiiler, 1o
survive.

Williams yecalls that durving this pe-
riod he often had what the French call
papillons d'amour. becanse he lacked the
price of a botile of Cuprex, then the
standard pubic pesticide. One day, on
a crowded street corner, he was accosted
by the ery “You bastard, you gave me

“In the Sixties, from ‘Night of the
Teuana’ on, everything wenl lo pieces jor
me. I told Gove Vidal I thought I had
slept through the Sixties, And he said,
‘Don’t worry, you didn't miss a thing."”
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crabs last night!™ That, he says, cut short
his social season in the French Quarter.
Morcover, according to Williams, one of
the mad tenanis who lived above him in
his boardinghouse had taken lo pouring
botling water through cracks in the floor
in the hope of scalding him to death.
Williams escaped on a string of bed
sheets and it the voad with an itinerant
musician whose uncle, he said, owned
a “magnificent ranch” in Southern Cali-
Jornia. Before leaving, however, Wil-
liams fired of] some one-act plays, the
offspring of four-ast labors of love and
compulsion, to a Group Theater conlest
in New York.

The ranch turned out to be a shabby
squab farm where, in 1939, Williams was
cmployed as a feather pickev—paid ac-
cording to the number of feathers he
dropped into a mitl: bottle. One day, a
coworkey said to him: “You know, Tom,
tf you hang out long enoush on a corner
of this coast, sooner or later a sea gull is
going to fly over and shit a pot of
gold on you.” When the pot hit Wil-
Liams, it was in the guise of a $100 award
for his collection of plays, “Amevican
Blues,” which he'd enteved in the Group
Theater contest. Instead of taking the
fst bus to Manhaltan, he bought a bi-
cycle and pedaled down El Camino Real
into Mexico, where he was vipped off
and raped in a cantina. That forced him
back to California, where he worked
with discased chickens on a ranch out-
side Laguna Beach—and spent what he
deseribes as “the most vadiant time of
my life” among the artists, cyclists and
surfers there.

Late in 1939, Williams learned that
he svas the yecipient of a $1000 Rocke-
feller giant and took a Greyhound to
New York., With airy malice, he wrole
in his journal: “The very rich have such
@ touching faith in the cfficacy of small
sums.” Living at the Y, he was able io
buy time to write “Battle of Angels,” a
mixture of superreligiosity and hysterical
sexuality, for the presticious Theater
Guild. It went tivough Boston like a
shot, for, as Williams notes, the critics
and the cops secemed to vegard it as “a
theatrical counterpart of the bubonic
plague.” So did the audience, which
hooted it off the stage.

With another small sum from the
Rockefellers, he went to Key West,
Florida, where he lived in an old board-
inghouse for seven dollars a weel and
“worked like hell's hammers” on a ve-
write of “dAngels” (later vetooled as
“Orplens Descending”). Back in New
York, the Theater Guild dismissed the
new version and Williams found himself
running the classic job gamut of the
itinevanl  poet: eclevator operator, res-
tawrant  cashier, theater usher, shoe
salesman, teletype operator and poctry-
spicling waiter in Greenwich Village's
Beggar Bar, where, plagued by cataracts,

he affected a black eye patch with a
white eye painted on it.

In lis free time, he pandered in the
streels for an abstvact painter he had
lived with off and on. Frantic calls to
the dramatists’ bvanch of a union de-
voted, as he puls it, “lo the care and
feeding of writers” netted him a loan of
ten dollars. After three years of penury
and humiliation, he was finally “pack-
aged like a slab of beef” and sold to
MGM in Hollywood, where he wrole
ascript for Lana Turner (which was per-
emptovily rejected) and another called
“The Gentleman Caller” (which nobody
wanled). The latier became “The Glass
Menagerie,” ivonically the first and last
truly elegiac Walliams play. The vest is
a triumphani—and tragic—uvolume of
theatrical history.

In the past two years, Williams has
veturned to work with a vengeance—no
longer seeking success, he says, only a
vespectable  kind  of acceplance. Un-
burdening himself of doctors, lawyers
and managing agents, he has faivly ex-
Ploded with new tdeas, new plays, poetry
and short stovies. “Two Character Play,”
Iis fust full-length work in years, has
been vefurbished since its shaky debuls
in London and Chicago and is now
Broadway bound as “Oul Cry,” with
Peter Glenville directing Michael York
and newcomer Cara Duff-MacCormack
in its only roles. “Small Craft Warnings”
was a succes d'estime off-Broadway last
season and opened in London this
January. This spring ushers in two
majoy 25th-anniversary vevivals of “A
Streetcar Named Desive”: The Los An-
geles Center Thealer Group's wversion
stars Jon Voight and Faye Dunaicay,
while Manhattan’s Lincoln Center offers
Rosemary Harris and Stacy Keach. After
a decade of professional stillbivths and
personal  despair, Tennessee Williams
has heard his own wvoice again, and
heeded it. To explore the tortured inner
landscape of this shy, scaved man who,
despite his resurgence, still considers
Iimself a failed axtist, PLAYBOY senl free-
lancer C. Robert Jennings lo inlevview
him in New York and New Ovleans,
two of Williams' thee adopted homes.
(The third is Key Wesl.)

Jennings veports: “ Tennessee Williams
was divectly vesponsible for my first and
lasiingest love: the theater. What passed
for my adolescence was just peaking
when I saw ‘Streclear'—five imes—on
Broadway and became viveted to the
theater for life. Yet I confess that my
awe of the playwright had been dimin-
tshed by his toxic visions and affeclations
of the past decade. This, curiously,
served me well when 1 went into this
assignment: I found the man and the
whomped-up myth to be very different,
indeed. I came 1o see that this was not,
as  Truman Capote had told me, a
‘rather dumb man’ with a once-flaming

talent, nor even the publicity nut that
recently he seemed to have become, but
a highly private and complex Truman
being with his poetic if not his personal
madness under control. He was at once
mntroverted, thinskinned, humanistic, ob-
durate, suspicious and vindictive; as
cunning, lough and ageless as a croco
dile. Al first blush, he was (h'sconn'r!ing-
Iy crotchety, self-dramatizing, arch, with
some of the subhuman idiosyncrasies of
the self-made star manqué on the hard
comeback trail, a lame phocnix rising
unsteadily from bitier ash. In the grim-
mer veaches of his paranoia, he harboys
ancient gricvances, like a long-wounded
wife. But I came to know that Williams
holds with Gide’s warning: ‘Do not un-
derstand me too quickly.’

“I'met him in New York after the final
performance of his little motet of a play.
‘Small Craft Warnings,” which was made
notable by Iis own quite belicvable per-
formance as a hard-drinking, down-at-
the-heels doctor in a seedy Southern
California beach bar. Backstage, we were
introduced by his new wmanager, Bill
Barnes of International Famous Agency.
and Williams greeted me warmly. He is
short but oddly handsome. As the only
character in the play who wore the same
clothes offstage as on—swhite linen suil
and whiie panama hat, a gold cross on
his chest—he was the first to arvive at
the closing-night cast party. Noting his
unease, 1 began talking about his play
in general and his performance in par-
ticular, and I asked him if he was a ham.
He looked at me with malevolence and
flashed: “And who are you? Then io
Barnes: “Who is this? Bristling, I coun-
tered: ‘I'm Hu'_glr) who just crossed a
conlinent lo see you, with your OK. Ve
just met” “Mmm,” he muttered and wan-
deved uncertainly away.

“ds it was already my second day in
the city, I assumed that he would get his
act together in iime to hold our first
interview session, which was to have
been at dinner, after the party. That
turned out lo be one of my wilder
assumptions. He was so unglued over
cvevyone’s tardiness thal he  dismissed
the nonparty as “poorly organized” and
sullked out into the muggy Manhatian
night with a beawtiful Botticelli boy poct,
without saying goodbye to anyone. Later
I made the tactical error of having a
drink with his producer at the bar of the
same beanevy in awhich he was dining
with three young men, including  the
poct. Though we were scverval leagues
ol of eavshot, he accused me the next
day of spying on him. Morcover, he
seemed convinced that vLAYBOY was ont
to ‘get homosexunals” With two friends
in low, he was 45 minutes late for our
fust lunch and made no apology. We
were sealed al one of the tables favored
by the fabled A!gonquin Round Talble,
but Wiliams turned his back to the
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room with: ‘I don’t want to be on dis-
play, 'm in a death sweat”

“Knowing that he drinks mostly
wine, 1 asked if he'd like a cold dry
white. Without looking up from the
menu, he snapped, ‘1 think that all de-
pends on what we're eating, don't you?
With which he ordered, all ruffles and
flourishes, a Pouilly-Fuissé and chicken
pancakes with white meat. When the
waiter explained that the meal was
mixed, Williams became slightly Irysteri-
cal and, his noisy drawl turning heads at
adjoining tables, said: “Well, you jusi
have the chef make it all white for me’
When I heard that his sister Rose, long
confined to a mental hospital in Ossi-
ning, New York, was dining with him at
the Plaza, I asked if I might meet her,
if only for a minute. He was aghast,
rolled his eyes skyward and said: *Good
God, man, you can’t be servious” When
later he changed his  mind, 1 had
changed mine, too. and he professed to
be “highly disappointed’ that I failed to
show up. ‘She looked so pretty. he snid
rucfully. And so it went, achingly.

“Until my third day in New York,
Just as I was about lo split the scene,
when I managed somchow 1o engage his
confidence. Though still pavanoid, he
suddenly dropped his gnard and became
warm, open, courily, hospitable, funny
—uand  piteously culnervable. He never
spoke off the vecord. For Williams, hav-
ing wirtually stripped himself naked in
his work, no longer has anything to hide.
He is an open wound. He not only asked
me up to his suite at the Hotel Elysée,
fittingly shabby-genteel and haunted by
the ghost of the great Tallulah Bank-
head, who had lived theve for many
years (as had Ethel Barrymore before
her), but he invited me 1o fly 1o New
Orleans with him. There he wonld seel:
a respite from Iis wiiling, vewriting and
acting labors, and I would be talking
fo an ‘exhausted old man.’ Besides, he
added, only his” French Quarter apart-
ment had a handsome young housebaoy
named Victor who ‘looks like a young
Gorve Vidal' its own wveranda and a
huge, full-lipped bust of Lord Byron
‘that 1 always kiss good night—he's very
sym pathetic.”

“We were dviven by chauffeured lim-
ousine to the aivport and. when the
agent informed Wdliams that, although
he cavvied a fist-class ticket, he had been
mishooked in tourist, he flaved once
more demanded 1o see the Doss.
When  another  airline agent politely
asked  for his awtograph, he vefused.
Once in the air, he orvderved a vodka
mavtini and, dismayed at the paltry size
of it, ordeved severval more. Relaxed at
last, he abruptly changed his manner yet
again and, then and for the nexi six
days, gave of himself (and others) inti-
mately, unspavingly and. for the most
part, graciously, vevealing morve, he

arnd

averved, than he had in his completed
but stil unpublished, highly personal

memotrs—for  which  Doubleday  ad-
vanced  him  §$50,000. His ramblings,
whether Tucid or manic, were almost

always accompanicd by giggles or a loud,
mad cackle. He also gave equal time
lo the many people who stopped him on
the street, one of whom went on at such
length and so boringly aboul a play thal
I' intervened, then said to Williams:
“That is the price of fame.” Said he: *The
price is too high, baby. "

PLAYBOY: Why did you walk out on our
first appointment?

WILLIAMS: Because I'm blind in one eye
and I thought you were Bill Buckley
—you do look a bit like him—and 1
can't stand Bill Buckley. I met his wife at
a party once and I was drunk enough 1o
think she was beautiful. At the same
party. I was conlronted by this creature,
George Plimpton, who did three imter-
views with me for the Paris Review and
took three days of my time for each one
and printed nothing. He said he lost
them, but of course 1 don’t believe it
When he was introduced at the party.
I said, "Fortunately, Mr. Plimpton is so
much taller than I, and T am so drunk,
at least I don’t have to look at his face,
I need only ook at his shirt front.”
PLAYBOY: I you stayed at that party.
what made you decide to leave the
closing-night  party  lor  Small  Craft
Warnings—Dbefore it began?

witLiams: I thought it would be sad,
and it would be better without me. The
night before we closed. in the part of
the play where someone asks Doc how
it wene at Treasure Island when he re-
twrns  from  performing  an  abortion
there, 1 blurted out. “Not as bad as it
will go at the New Theater next week
if they bring in Nelly Coward!” [Wil-
liams™ play closed 10 make room lor the
musical revue Oh Coward!—Ed.] They
should have kept it running: it wis just
building. It wasn't Doc, the part |
played. but Quentin, the homosexual,
with whom I identified. You see. Con-
fessional. upon which Small Craft Warn-
ings was based. was written in 1967, and
during that period I was under so much
sedation that I couldn’t feel any sur-
prise. and there scemed 1o be an in-
creasing sameness and brutality inomy
personal relations. My life was one as
cdose 1o oblivion as 1 could make it.
Like Quentin, 1 had quite lost the ca-
pacity lor astonishment, and the lack of
variation and surprise in sexual relations
spreids into other arcas of sensibility.
Quentin’s long speech [about being an
aging homosexual—£Ed.] was the very
heart ol my life. you know? Though, ol
course, Quentin’s sexual aberration was
never mine—I would never reject a per-
son because he returned my touch, you
know? I love being touched.

PLAYBOY: Do you now feel capable of as
tonishment and surprise—in every area?
WILLIAMS: Oh. yes, yes. Except my phys-
ical energy is low. 1 don't feel psycholog-
ically jaded: I'm just a litde enervated
from the effort of acting, you know? We
received a lunny cable from some theater
manager in Awstralia, who said. “We
have been approached about My, Wil
liams’ touring Australia in Small Crajt
Warnings. We are fully acquainted with
Mr. Williams' abilities as a playwright.
but we know nothing about his abilities
as an actor. Can you give us some infor-
mation:” My agent said. “How shall 1
reply to them:™ I said. “Just say foreet
i, man.” 1 want to see kangaroos, but
not that bad.

PLAYBOY: Besides Quemtin. with  what
other characters of yours do you identily?
witLiams: All of them—that is my @il
Alma of Swmmer and Smoke is my
favorite—Dbecause 1 came our so late
and so did Alma, and she had the great-
est struggle, vou know? Blanche in
Streetcar was at it like knives from the
time of the death of her husband. fuck
ing those soldiers at camp. She had 1o
expiate for feeling responsible for kill
ing him. When he told her aboucr his
relations with an older man, she called
him disgusting: then she just went out
and solved her problems with a con-
tinuous orgy. 7 didn’t even masturbate
until T was 27. T only had spontancous
orgasms and wet dreams. But I was
never [rigid like Miss Alma, not even
now, when I most need it. Buu Miss
Alma grew up in the shadow of the rec
tory, and so did I. Her love was intense
but too late. Her man fell in love with
someone else and Miss Alma trned 1o
a life of profligacy. I've been profligate.
but, being a puritan, T natwally tend to
exaggerate guilt. But I'm not a typical
homosexual. I can identily completely
with Blanche—we are both hysterics—
with Alma and  even  with  Stanley.
though I did have wouble with some ol
the butch characters. If vou understand
schizophrenics, I'm not really a dual
creature: bue I can understand the ten-
derness of women and the lust and
libido of the male, which are, unlortu
nately, too seldom combined in women.
That's why I seek our the androgynous.
so 1 can get both. 1 couldin’t have raped
Blanche, as Stanley did. I've never raped
anybody in my lile. I've been vaped, ves,
by a goddamn Mexican, and [ screamed
like a banshee and couldn't sit for a
week. And once a handsome beachboy.
very powerful, swam up on a rafe. and
he raped me in his beach shack. I had
@ very auractive ass and people kept
wanting to fuck me that way. but | can’t
stand it I'm not built for 1 and I have
no anal croticism.

PLAYBOY: What do you mean by secking
out the androgynous?

WILLIAMS: I mean I'm only attracted to
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androgynous  males, like Garbo. Ha!
After a few drinks. T can’t distinguish

between the two. I find women much
more interesting  than men, but I'm

alraid to try o luck women now. I find
sexual excitement in women, but I can’t
complete the act with them. By com-
pleting the act 1 don't mean oral copu-
lation. I'm just as anxious to feel a
woman's ass and embrace and kiss her
and enter her as I am a boy.

PLAYBOY: Why are you alraid to go
through with it?

WILLIAMS: Because women aren’t as likely
as the androgynous male 1o give you
sexual reassurance. With a boy who has
the androgynous quality in spirit, like
a poet, the thing is more spiritual. [
need that. And the other, wo: I always
want my member o enter the body of
the sexual partner. I'm an aggressive
person, I want to give, and I think it
should  be veciprocal. It's  wonderful
when they do and yon do—Ilet's face ir
PLAYBOY: But msn't that somewhat con-
tradictory
WILLIAMS: [ am contradictory, baby.
PLAYBOY: What we mean is that women
cin certainly reciprocate as well as men,
be equally spiritual, and there is the
obvious physiological advantage.
WILLIAMS: Unlortunately, I cannot com-
bine the two. Until I was 28, I was at-
wacted to girls, but afeer thae 1 fell in
love with a man and felt it was better
lor me as a writer, lor it meant freedom.
IT T were saddled with a wile and family
to support—and I'd have had several
wives by this time—it'd be disastrous.
Oh, I'm very lucky that I've had women
in my lile. as T can write about both
sexes equally well. I've loved them very
deeply, but 'm shy of women sexually.
I'm shy of men sexually. I'm very moral.
I think it’s most likely I'll go back to a
woman in the end. Women have always
been my deepest emotional root: anyone
who's read my writings knows that. But
I've never had any leeling ol sexual
security—except with my longtime secre-
tary Frank Merlo, who served me as |
had to be served. He both loved and
hated me for it. I've always been terri-
ficd ol impotence, even when I was very
young, and Frank and Bette cured me
ol it.

PLAYBOY: Bettc?

WILLIAMS: Bette was the only wonuan with
whom 1 ever had a [ully realized sexual
altair. We were ac the University ol
Towa together. It lasted three and a half
months—and then I found that androgy-
nous hoys could give me more. And as
an artist. I was better off with a boy be-
cawse I couldn’t afford a givl. But a
bottom, it doesn’t make a goddamn bit
ol difference who you go to bed with, as
long as there's love. 1 can't get it up
without love. Sex is so much an integral
part of my work that I must talk about

it—but sex isnt the center of my lile.
Love is a great deal il you can get it,
but my work is everything.

PLAYBOY: Did you cver have any kind of
sexual contact with another woman?
WILLIAMS: Yes. My great [emale love was
a girl named Hazel [rom St. Louis. But
she was [rigid. She'd make me count to
ten belore she'd Iet me kiss her; we were
botlt H when we met and we were sweet-
hearts until she was in college. She said,
“Tom, weve much o young to think
about these things.” But 1 constantly
thought about sex. In fact. the first time
I had a spomancous ejaculation was
when I put my arm around Hazel on a
river boat in St. Louis. She had on a
sleeveless dress and I pur my arm about
her and stroked her bare shoulder and
I had on white-flannel pants and I came,
and we couldn’t go on dancing. She
didn't say anything about it She was
such a dear girl, but | couldn’t be as
cose 1o her as she needed me to be. I
can be a bitch. T was busy with someone
else, and so 1 [ailed her. T was wise to
her—her  frigidity. her need—butr 1
couldn’t admit her to my life again.
Hazel and I botlt went on pills and
tiquor. She married another man but
Killed herself when she was still very
voung.

PLAYBOY: When was your first homo-
sexual encounter?

WILLIAMS: In college T was deeply in love
with my roommate, “Green Lyes.” but
neither of us knew whar to do about it.
If he came o my bed. I'd say. “What do
you wantz” I was so puritanical I
wouldn’t permit him to kiss me. But he
could just touch my arm and I'd come.
Nothing planned, just spomancous or-
gasms. The only sex we were exposed to
was with dreadlul old whores with cunts
like diseased orchids. But my first veal
encounter was in New Orleans at a New
Year's Eve party during World War
Two. A very handsome paratrooper
climbed up to my grilled veranda and
said, "Come down to my place,” and I
did. and he said. “Would you like a sun-
Lamp weatment?” and I said, “Tine,” and
I got under one and he proceeded o do
me. That was my coming out and I en-
joved it

PLAYBOY: Is that how you lost your vir-
ginity—or did you really make it with
Beue?

WILLIAMS: Oh, Bette and I really did it. T
was in my late 20s—a shockingly ad-
vanced age. 1 wasnt very virile, 1 was
just terribly oversexed, baby, aud terri-
bly repressed. As I said, I had had
orgasms before, but not through pene-
tration of another person’s body. And I
never masturbated until one year hetore
I lost my virginity. I didn't know what
such a thing was. Well, I'd heard of it,
but it never occurred to me to practice it.
PLAYBOY: Was there a moment in your
life when you decdided to commit your-
sell to one sex or the other?

WHUAMS: No, no. I never thought much
i those terms, and [ still don't. I'm
cither in love or not in love. Oh, I've
had casual adventures, yes. But, as [
said. I don’c think there can be uuly
satisfactory sex without love, even il ics
only a one-night stand.
PLAYBOY: Do you consider yoursell pro-
miscuous?
WILLIAMS:  Decidedly not. T feel right
now I'm trying 1o meet my work, and 1
don’t have cenergy for both work and
sex at the moment. I sce you don't
believe that statement. Well, I have
many people spending the night with
me, because I Like a companion  ag
night; the people at the Hotel Elysce in
New York think I'm terrible. But I go
mad at night. I can’t be alone, because |
have this fear of dying alone. But they're
usually there just {or the ceremony of
the dropping ol the sleeping pill. Every
night I take a hot bath and I have a
mussage il there's someone around who's
any good at it.
PLAYBOY: Siill. could you live and work
long without sex?
wiLLIAMS: [ don't want to live without
sex. I need 1o be touched and held and
embraced. I need human contact. I need
sexual contact. But at my age, one be-
comes terrified ol impotence. I no longer
feel T have the power I had. The proh-
lem is o fnd a partner who won't de-
mand it of you but will offer it when
the time is suiable. A really gilted sex-
ual partner can give you complete po-
teney it he wants to—or can deprive you
of it totally. So many people just like
to tease, you know. Age bothers me only
in this arca; at my age, one never knows
whether one is being used as an casy
mutrk or if there is a rue response. But
I do know that I shall never cease 1o be
sensual—even on my deathbed. If the
doctor is young and handsome, I shall
draw him into my wrms.
PLAYBOY: Isu't it wtrue that untl 1970,
you never talked openly about your
homosexuality?
wittiams: That's vighe. David Frost had
me on his show and asked me point-
blank il I were homosexual. T was very
embarrassed. I said. “I cover the water
front.” He called a station hreak, merdi-
Mully, and I said, I should think vou
would.” And the audience Tave me an
ovation. Then Rex Reed went into the
subject in Fsquire. But the Atlantic
picce upset me the most. This man cime
to Key West as a guest, but he stayed to
cavesdrop on  the terribly  vulnerable
priviicy of a man struggling 1o recover
lrom a long breakdown—me. It was
malicious, distorted  and  libelous by
venomous implication. I hecame socially
ostracized in Key West. People drove
past my house sareaming, “Fageot!™

But I don’t care what anvone knows
about me anymore. 1 just don’t give a
shit, which gives me a new sense of
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[reedom. 1 have a rcputation | for im-
morality, but 7 know that I'm the most
goddamn fucking puritan that ever was.
And I'll never give up my house in Key
West. Key West once had the most
beautiful people I've ever met in my
life, mostly blacks—before  Howard
Johnson and the Ramada Inns arrived.
When the two races integrate, we shall
have the most physically and spiritually
beautilul race in the world, but it will
take at least 150 years. Key West is still
the favorite of my three homes. 1 want to
die there.

PLAYBOY: Are you afraid of death?
WILLIAMS: Who isn't? I've almost died so
many times, but I didn’t die because T
didn’t really want to. I don’t think I
shall die while I'm happy. I think I can
delay death. I don't spend much time
thinking about it, though. I've even
become rather accustomed 1o those
panicky litde heart avtacks thae I have at
times. I've had them most of my lite. and
how many of them were swrictly of nerv-
ous origin, I don’'t know. Of course, if
a person with a bad heart gets too
agitated. that could trigger an auack, so
you have to avoid such circumstances. 1
have always suffered from claustrophobia
and fear of suffocation. It's why I travel
first-class. And [or a long time, T couldn’t
walk down a street unless I could see a
bar—not because 1 wanted a drink but
because I wanted the security of knowing
it was there.

I think a lot of my work has dealt
with death. I have a preoccupation at
times with death and a preoccupation
with sensuality—well, with a number
ol things. 1 wouldn't say that death
is my main theme. Loneliness is. But 1
do hind it difficule to accustom myself
to the death of friends. Unfortunately,
most of my close Iriends are dead. 1 have
a lew surviving ones, but not many. I've
lost most ol them in the last few years,
you know? Frank, Diana Barrymore,
Carson  McCullers, all the doomed
prople. We did seem 10 flock together,
didn’t we?

PLAYBOY: Have you striven consciously
for a kind ol immortality, as some writ-
ers do?

WILLIAMS: Oh, heavens, I've never given
it a thought. I just don’t want o be a
total has-been during my lifetime. That's
what I try to aveid, mostly by hard
work, baby.

PLAYBOY: You said you'd almost died
many times. How?

WILLIAMS: T can’t understand why anyone
would give a damn about the sex life
or the sicknesses of a tired old man.
PLAYBOY: For one thing, you're not just
any old man; you're not even old. For
another, both may be organic to your
work,

WILLIAMS: Oh, all right, then. The Six-
tics were the worst time for me. At the
beginning of one play, Camino Real,
I quoted Dante: “In the middle of the

journey of our life, I came to myself in
a dark wood where the straight way was
lost.” I didn’t know then what a prophet
I was. The Sixties were no good for me
cven from the beginning, from Night of
the fguana on; everything went to picces
for me. 1 told Gore Vidal that I didn't
remember a thing about the Sixties—
that I thought I had slept through them.
Amd he said, “Don't worry, you didn't
nuss a thing.” First Frank was taken
sick and T didn't know it. It was a har-
rowing illness and it munilested itself
in erratic behavior, 1 think he went on
hard-core-drug stull, and you try to hide
that, you know.

Frank was probably the greatest per-
son I've ever known. He died so nobly.
It was 1963 and we had a small apart-
ment on East 65th Street. He was enter-
ing the terminal stage of lung cancer,
and 1 moved into the study and he ook
the master bedroom. Fortunately. I had
this huge sola, which 1 slept on quite
comfortably, except that 1 would hear
him all wight being racked with his
cough and I would keep wanting to go
in there and see if he were all right. I
was so afraid he would hemorrhage like
my grandmother. She died of a hemor-
rhage. But I couldn’t. because he kepe
his door locked. He didn't want anyone
near him. He was like a cat—they with-
draw when theyre dying. Well, Frank
did not die alone. though Atlantic said
I was so Irightened of death that 1 de-
serted him on his deathbed, which is a
malicious lie that infuriated me. Frank
was very happy to have me there. But
the only person he wanted in the room
with him was linde Gigi, our sprightly
bull terrier, and in the morning they
would emerge from the bedroom and
she would ot at his heels. And they
would sit side by side watching tele
vision. She would pretend o be watch-
ing. too.

Fwas with Frank the day of his death.
The poor boy was put in a ward with
patients who had just had brain-cancer
operations, brain-tumor operations, and
if you've ever seen people who've just
had that operation, they're appalling o
look at, you know. Their mouths are
unnaturally swollen, their eyes are pop-
ping. they're sort of vegetables, And I
begged him to go to a private room. 1
said, “Frank. you mustn’t be surrounded
with this.” and he said, “How could it
matter 1o me now?" And then he pointed
to liude cups of bloody sputum all along
his bedside table. He knew he was going
to go, But finally they did move him to
a private room and he was down there
gasping for bremh. It seemed 10 me to
be at least hall an hour belore they
brought his oxygen to him; hospitals
can be so callous. He never voiced any
complaint. He never said. “I'm  so
frightened.” But he wouldn't stay in
bed. He kept getting up and staggering
over 1o a chair. He'd sit in the chair

a minute and then he'd stagger back to
the bed. I asked him, “Frank, why won't
you stay in one place?” He said, “I'm
just so restless today, I've had so many
visitors.” I said, “Frank, would you like
me to gor” And he said, “Oh, no, I'm
used to you.” And then he died.
PLAYBOY: T'he press alwavs referred to
Frank as your secretary. What was your
true relationship?

WILLIAMS: Once, when T was working on
a sareenplay in Hollywood. Jack Warner
said 1o Frank, “And what do you doz”
Without a moment's hesitation, he said,
in his quiet way, "I sleep with Mr.
Williams.” Frank would also put me
down like a prize shit when I deserved
it, and I olien did, One loved him for
it. He wtaught me life. He was my great
male lover.

PLAYBOY: Did your decline begin with
his death?

WILLIAMS: ‘That wasn’t the beginning, no.
My professional  dedine  began  after
fguana. As a matter of fact, I never ot
a good review after 1961. 1 suppose it
might make an interesting story to say
that my breakdown was related o one
person’s deatl. but it’s not true. I was
broken as much by repeated failures in
the theater as by Frank’s death. Every-
thing went wrong. My lile—private and
professional—and  ultimately my mind
broke. But it came back—I truse it's
partly back. 1 must say, I still have
periods of hysterical behavior, but then
I always have had. I do think I'm in my
right mind now. 1 feel no pain any-
more. just morning sickness.

PLAYBOY: You mentioned bad reviews.
Are you particularly sensitive to criti-
asm ol your wor
WILLIAMS: Reviews can be devastating to
me. A barrage of bad reviews contribut-
ed enormously 1o my demoralization.
The plays werent that bad. Slapstick
Tragedy and Kingdom of Earth and In
the Bar of a Tokyo Hotel and The Sev-
en Descents of Myrtle and The Mill
Train Doesw’t Stop Here Anymore, in
which Hermione Baddeley got fabulous
reviews. I don't think the play worked
out sulhciently well, but I've seen worse
plays do much beuer. Walter Kerr dis-
missed Gnadiges Friulein in one line.
He said, “Mr. Williams should not at-
tempt black comedy.” I'd never heard
of black comedy. though I'd been writ-
ing it all my life.

During that period, I was abandoned
by f[riends 10 a large exient. People
ceased 1o think of me as an existing
person. I was, you know, a sort of ap-
parition. I was only interested in work
and I had just thiee sexual experiences
in four years, which I think was certain-
ly unhealthy. I'm sure I was more de-
pressed than I was aware of being. hut
when you're under sedation constantly,
except when you're working, then things

|
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don’t bother you terribly. A depression,
you know, can casily be obscured by
drugs. 1 think most people who take
drugs are covering up depression.
PLAYBOY: What finally precipitated your
breakdown? Was the aritical  disaster
ol In the Bar of a Tokyo Hotel in 1969
the Last straw?

WILLIAMS: Yes. Timie, which is usually
Kind 10 me, said it was more deserving
ol a coroner’s report than a review. |
was not amused. The reviewers were in-
tolerant. ol my auwempt to write in a
Ireer way. Life said 1 was finished, and
its obitwary was reproduced in The
New York Times. 1 ran off (o Japan
with Anne Meacham, who starred in the
play, to escape the brutality of the
aritics. But I couldn’t escape. I began
washing the pills down with liquor and
I just went out of my mind. 1 wok
sedation every night, and every morning
I wook something related 10 speed, so
that T could siill write. Finally I re-
turned 1o Key West. and one morning
I was preparing coffee at the stove and 1
was stageering about from the synergistic
clfect of che pills and liquor, you know.
I was [alling a great deal in the Sixties.
Anyway, I got the boiling coffee oft the
stove and then I fell and it spilled all
over my right shoulder—I was mked—
and it gave me very severe hurns,

It's almost the last thing 1 remember
before they committed me 1o the loony
bin, except when I was in a doctor's olhice
and he was bandaging my shoulder. And
the next thing I knew, my brother Dakin
was in town and we were at the airport;
and next I was in the basement ol the
house in St. Louis with a Loule and
Dakin had brought me a typewriter
and 1 couldn’t hit any of the right keys,
and 1 told him the typewriter was no
good and he said, “Tom. you really must
check into the hospital now.” And 1
said, “No, I've decided not 10, T'll be
all right: I'll go back 1o Key West.” So
there was a great deal ol discussion
about that, you know.

But finally T conceded that T would
go to the hospital, provided they would
send an ambulance [or me. Well, Mother
suid this was ridiculous—it would just
alwrm the neighbors—and so it trned
out that my brother drove me over. 1
spent one day there in a very deluxe
ward  watching television  programs. 1
was so demented that all the programs
scemed o be directed personally at me—
isn’t that Lantasticz Even Shirley Booth's
little pr v Hazel 1 thought Shivley
was making veiled innuendoes about me,
and then all of a sudden my brother
came in grinning with a bunch of Hlowers
and some crayon pictures drawn by his
children, and in came Momma, and 1
said, “I'm leaving here at once.” And
they said, “Oh, no, Tom. In fact, you're
being wansferred 10 another section.”
And I said, “Oh, no I'm nor.” So I

rushed into the doset and somehow
got into my dothes and I rushed down
into an elevator and noticed a horrible
intern—sort ol an albino creature, you
know—towering over me, and every
time | pressed the pows button, he
would shove the doors open with this
great arm ol his. I just couldn’t escape.
And so finally I ran back 10 my room
and I said, “You must get me out ol
this nuthouse.” 1 was panicky. And my
mother sort ol pretended 1o be having
a [aint. She said. “Oh, some smelling
salts, please.”™ and was going into
swoon, a Nouthern swoon.

By this time. my mind was quite
clear. The shock of the situation lhad
cleared my senses and so I started toward
the door again, thinking I would go
down the fire escape or something, and
there was this goon squad with @ wheel-
chair and they pushed me 10 the violent
witrd. I had my litde flight bag, contain-
ing my pills and my liquor, with me and
the Tast thing I remember is their snatch-
mg it [rom me as 1 was wheeled into
the violent ward. The rest was just a
series ol wild  lallucinations  until, 1
don’t know how much later, I woke up
and my brother was there and he said,
“They say you nearly died. By the way,
did you know you had a silent coro-
nary:" I had had three heart attacks
while I was having convulsions. 1 don't
know why it was necessary 10 tell me,
but then, Dakin acs by obscure im-
pulses. 1U's hard 1o hate him, though: he
has a great deal of humor and 1 think
he's one ol the great eccentrics of our
time,

Anyway,
notl

. my incarceration in the bin
wits less than an auwempt at
legal sination, I've never coracked
up again—I'm 100 scared to. I'm newver
going back to the bin. A physician
there loathed me and relused o at-
tend me. He was one ol the most evil
men Pve ever known, a movster. The
iden of not sceing a patient who had
brain  convulsions and a coronary s
shocking, Eventually, I came under the
are ol three nearologists who were sup-
posed to be eminent but weren't. Undue
risks were taken with my life: I lost 30
pounds and nearly died. Well. that was
the end ol my long death wish. Now |
want to live. That's the main trouble
with Key West: I can't get a doctor
there. Last year I [ell into a fish pond and
cut my back and broke a rib and no
docor would see me lor a week. 1 had
to call wy docor in New Orleans. He
said. ““Take two aspivins,” and 1 said,
“I'm allergic to aspirin!™ But 1 had a
fever and took them anyway and 1 was
soon cured.

PLAYBOY: Last year at story was published
that you had breast cancer and had gone
to Bangkok to die. What was that all
about?

WILLIAMS: TI I were going to die, T would
have been in Rome. I didn’t have can-
cer, I had an old gynecomastia, a swell-
ing in the breast that comes from the
liver, [rom having too much o drink. Ol
course, I've imagined I've had cancer for
20 years. But that was all shit, A military
surgeon in Bangkok completely removed
the swelling. I have Lurge pecioral mus-
cles from swimmi all my life, so it
wasn’t easy—in Lrct, it was quite pain-
Iul, as the anesthesia wore off belore he
had finished. He said. “Don’t worry
about your chest. worry about your
fucking liver.” So I've cut down to drink-
ing mostly wine, with an infrequent
vodka martini and a litde rum in my tea.
PLAYBOY: What's your latest malady, real
or imagined?

wittiams: Well, last summer I had to
leave the play when I got thrown [rom
a horse in Montuk. 1 was riding with a
young surler and we kept leaping over
arroyos in the woods. A horse is some-
thing I should sty olf of because ol a
chronic hemorrhoid condition. Anyway,
alter falling I developed a thrombosis
and gangrene. The pain was affecting
my heart beciuse of my chronic car-
diac condition. Everything about me is
chronic. Bill Barnes, my agent. hooked
me into Doctors Hospital and got me
the best dociors available. He was like
Flovence Nightingale. They told me they
had o operate. I knew that I was
doomed, ol course, all those surgeons in
their dreadful green gowns. The 15
minutes before I went under were the
longest of my lile. And while I was there,
I got hooked on Demerol. 1 love it, but
it dido’t kill the pain. Anyway, 1 re-
covered and T went suaight back into
Small Craft Warnings.

PLAYBOY: How did vou happen wo make
the switeh of agents to Barnes lrom the
formidable Audrey Wood, who had rep-
resented vou from the first?

WILLIAMS: That is a very touchy subject.
because, lor one thing. she and Bill are
still good Iriends. I suppose the last straw
was when Two Character Play, the one
I've rewritten as OQut Cry, was about to
go on in Chicago, in July 1971, Audrev
lett the day before the play opened, and
she wasn’t oo private in the way she left.
There were even rumors that I had ar-
tacked her. A Chicago newsman  who
hates me siad I was beating her and 1
had threatened to jump out the window,
An actress [riend compounded it by say-
ing to me. “You miy not betray confi-
dences, but you do betray friends.” But
Audrey’s behavior was atrocious. She has
the sympathy ol the theater establish-
ment, but they don’t know the facts.
PLAYBOY: What are the facis?

wiLtllAMs: 1 only said o her, “You've
never watnted this play to succeed.” And
she simply walked out on me. T was just
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having my usual opening-night nerves,
PLAYBOY: Why did you change the title of
the play to Out Cry?

WILLIAMS: Tt fits so perfectly. T had to
cry out, and I did. It’s the only possible
title. At one point, the actress cries out,
“Out, out, human out ay.” It's about
two people who are alraid to go out.
“To play with fear is to play with fire,”
one of them says, and the other replies.
“No, fear is worse, . . . It’s a history of
what I went through in the Sixties
ansmuted into the predicament of a
brother and a sister. But in its earlier
versions, people were either bored with
it or didn’t know what it was all about.
Claudia Cassidy came out of retirement
to review it and she loved it, and that
kept it running. 1 think Out Cry is my
most heautiful play since Streetcar, and
I've never stopped working on it 1
think it’s a major work. I don’t know
whether or not it will be received as one.
It is a ort de coeur, but then all creative
work, all life, in a sense, is a cri de
cocur. But the critics will say T am ex-
cessively personal and 1 pity myself.
PLAYBOY: Can't you forget about the
critics?

WIlLIAMS:  I've [orgotten about them,
baby. I wish they'd forget about me.
PLAYBOY: It's clear that you haven't. And
certainly they won't.

WitLIAMS: Umm, I suppose. T hope I'll
never become one of those querulous
old writers who go alter critics. I shall
never answer them. It does no good to
eriticize the critics. But it's true that
sometimes I think they are out to get
me; it's an American syndrome. They
knock you down with all the ammuni-
tion theyve got, and they've got plenty.
They've got all that power. They pre-
tend they don't, but they know they
do, and they love it. Everybody loves
power. They want to try to judge you
on traditional form when you're trying
to move to something freer, like pres-
entational  theater, when you  depart
from realism and put style on the pres-
entation itself—as Tom O'Horgan does
so well. The critics still want me to be a
poctic realist, and I never was. All my
great characters are larger than life, not
realistic. In order to capture the quality
of life in two and a hall hours, every-
thing has to be concentrated, intensified.
You must catch life in moments of crisis,
moments of electric confrontation. In
reality, life is very slow. Onstage, you
have only from 8:10 to 11:05 to get a
liletime of living across.

But the personal criticism of me is
no better than the criticism of my plays.
Some members of the press are still
virulently against the outspokenly sen-
sual person. I shall not name them, but
they are significantly influential. One of
them said I wasn't the sort of person
one would take to dinner—that I didn't

mind telling people 1 was an octoroon.
Ho! I had just announced to some stufty,
small-minded people that 1 was an octo-
roon and I hoped they didn’t mind. But
I'm not white trash; one of my ances-
tors on my father’s side was a scout for
the Choctaw and Cherokee. Fortunate-
ly, there are also a great many people
who don’t think of me as a bum; a lot of
them think of me as Tennessee Ernie
Ford!

PLAYBOY: How does your public image
differ from the private person?

WILLIAMS: I think the theater public has
an image of me that has very little rela-
tion to the truth. I think that I come on
very open and corn-pone and hearty and
all that, but I'm really a very private
person—in a profession where privacy
cannot be practiced very easily. But I
must say this is a little hypocritical, be-
cause I really don’t like 1o practice
privacy now. I enjoy being a public
figure, more or less. 1 like people recog-
nizing me and saying hello to me on the
street, as they do since I've taken up
acting. I think I would miss it if people
suddenly didn’t know me or talk about
me. And I don't mean getting the right
table in the right restaurant, either; 1
don’t go to Sardi’s because I'm always so
afraid they'll send me upstairs. And
Elxine’s scats me only out of sheer com-
passion for my condition.

PLAYBOY: You are certainly more visible
now than you used to be. Some critics
have said that you seem to be implicitly
begging for mercy, in a rash of news-
paper and TV interviews,

WitLAMS: T have simply emerged, alter
that long period of deep depression
when I didn't care if 1 was alive or
dead. I am living again and I am glad
to be alive and I've been happy to go
on TV or anything. 1 suspect it has
always been an instinctive thing with
me, when being interviewed, 1o ham it
up and be [airly outrageous in order 10
provide good copy. Why? I have a need
to convince the world that T sull exist
and 1o make this fact a matter of public
interest and amusement, I'im such a ham,
you know. Kim Stanley once said to
me, “There are actors and there are
hams, baby, and I hope you know what
you are.” I could be a screen actor if the
part fit me. My appearance on the Oscar
show Inst year was by invitation of the
Academy, and I was delighted 1o attend.
I wanted to ger the point across that |
haven't forgotten what it feels like 1o
receive a public award, one that's pre-
sented to you by the official arbiters of
excellence in that field of creative work
in which you serve,

PLAYBOY: Did you have George C. Scott
in mind when you said you didn't un-
derstand how certain artists of truly
pre-eminent power can deny their ad-

mirers the pleaswre of expressing that
admiration?

WilllAMs: Certainly. But also, I said 1
understand his conscientious reluctance
to make of himself a public endorsement
of the dangerous principle of competi-
tion, especially when he is, sometimes
justifiably, skeptical of the values and
methods by which winners are selected.

PLAYBOY: We understand you had to cut
your Oscar address extensively before
presenting it

WILLIAMS: It was much too long. Have
you ever known a Southerner who wasn'y
long-winded? T mean, a Southerner not
afiticted with terminal asthma?

PLAYBOY: What were your feelings about
Charlie Chaplin’s appearance that night>
wiLLiams: I think he exhibited that for-
giveness and that proud humility of
spirit that characierize only the greatest
of original and lasting artists, by return-
ing to the locality that once chose to
exile him, to receive so graciously an
apology so long delayed for so petty an
offense, based on ludicrous assumptions.
I would call his gesture one of those rare
and Dbeawtiful things that still can and
do occur in the human heart.

PLAYBOY: Over the years, you've spent
some time in Hollywood. How did you
first Tand there?

WilLIAMS: In 1943, T was ushering at
Broadway’s Strand Theater for S17 a
week. The attraction was Casablanca
and for several months I was able to
cuch Dooley Wilson singing As Time
Goes By. Anyway, one day Audrey Wood
informed me I had been sold to MGM
for the unheard-ol sum of $250 a week.
But I had to write a screenplay based on
a dreadful novel for Miss Lana Turner
—who couldn’t act her way out of her
form-fitting  cashmeres. The producer,
Pandro Berman, came back at me with
the script and said, "She can’t under-
stand such literate dialog,” although 1
had avoided any Linguage that was at
all eclectic. They used exactly two lines
of mine. Then they asked me to do a
screenplay for Margaret O'Brien and 1
threw in the sponge. Margaret O Brien!
I'm allergic to child actors and 1 said, 1
can’t possibly write for her for any
amount of money. For the next six
months, even when I wasn't working,
I'd go in once a week just to collect my
pay check, I'd never seen such money,
and I was able o live on half of it and
bank the rest. I rather enjoved it. and I
was able to write The Glass Menagerie
then.

PLAYBOY: Who were your [riends in
Hollywood?

WILLIAMS: My oldest friend on the Coast
is Christopher Isherwood: I met Thomas
Mann through him. Gavin Lambert is
another old friend out there. But Mace
West is the only movie star 1 went ow
of my way to meet. I just wanted to



pay my respects. T told her that she
was one ol the three greatest talents ever
to come out ol the vies, the other
two being W. C. Fields and Chaplin.
She said, “"Umm, well, T don't know
about Fields.”
PLAYBOY: Your own plays and movies
have been Olled with heautiful and fa-
mous people. Did any of them become
friends, or were they important to your
lile in any way?
WILLIAMS: T was alwiyvs very shy with
actors. They all liked Frank very much,
however, and he lormed a sort of hond
between me and the actors, made it
: for us to have contact. I sce
Michael Y ind his wile, Pat; Michael
is a charming. charming young man, but
to me his importance is that ol a great
actor. Maureen Stapleton became a good
riend; she i genins. [ saw Gerry
the other day and she looked a
; she's let hersell go so and her
house was a rat’s nest. People like
Brando and Paul Newman I merely saw
alter performances when 1 dropped in
to congratulate them in their dressing
rooms. When I'm in Rome, I see Anna
Magnani.
PLAYBOY: She was once t]lwlcd as s;:}'ing
she wanted 1o marry you.
wittiams: Well, she was saved. I don't
think she ever really thought she w
any danger ol it Besides, 1 like delicate
breasts.
PLAYBOY: Do you have any other [la-
vorites?
wituams: I'm always alter Maggie Leigh-
ton to star in my plays; she can do
anything. And I loved Vivien Leigh. She
had this grace. Then there was Tallulah:
She was never dull, but she could be
tiri It's oo had she destroyed hersell
so quickly. But one could never accuse
her of sweetness, exactly. When they re-
vived Streefcar, she pissed on my play.
She said 10 me, looking like a frightened
animal, “I'm afraid it wasn’t the great
est Blanche you've ever seen.” T said,
“No, in fact, it was the worst.” She jus
nodded her head very sadly. All the dr:
queens were out there sc
was a riot. But she did quite an anx
job of controlling the faggots; whenever
there were lines they'd scream at, she'd

draw hersell up and try to shut them off. FM m special reason’

Being a natural camp, it was difheult

lor her to cut down on it, bhut she did buym Hma
wry. In any case, being at bottom oo It . a .
s a nice, plain, nothing day.

much ol a lady, she wasn’t right lTor the

part. For Blanche, an actress has got 1o It’S not Valentine’s Day. NObOdy,S
be a bit of a bum. And during the sec- lea'u'ing for Afghanistan You didn’t

ond production ol Ml Train, Tallulah

no longer had enough strength to pro- even have a flght You can make up 17
ject her voice. It was her last appearance Great. You’re about to enjoy the

on Broadway. 5
When .-ahc)\ isited me in Key West, she best of all occasions to buy flowers:

raved over Leonzia, my cook, and asked NO Occasion at a]_l_

il she might go back 1o the kitchen,

thank her and tell her T didn't deserve

her. She said, “Oh, you divine weasure,

Aﬂz AMERICAN FLORISTS MARKETING COUNCIL
Soclety of American Florists, 901 N. Waoshington St., Alexondria, Va. 22314
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I've never rasted such divine food in
my lile, you beautiful creature, you're
too great to he here” Then she came
back into the room and said, “That
goddamn cook is the ugliest nigger God
ever put guts into.” Then she would
announce that she was going to take a
suppository and, whatever it was, she
would just turn into a zombie and pass
out on the floor.

PLAYBOY: Did you ever have an affair
with any of these stars?

WILLIAMS: I'm not about to allow myself
to be turned on by my actors sexually,
beeause it would interfere with the pro-
fessional thing. I don't approve of a
playwright or a director or a producer
using actors as sexual objects. I've been
to bed with the assistant stage manager,
yes, but that was long belore he became
assistant stage manager. I'm overly puri-
tanical in this respect. 1 realize that
many directors have gotten fabulous per-
formances out of actors because they've
slept with them.

PLAYBOY: Which of the films that have
been based on your works did vou like
best?

wittlams: I liked A Streetcar Named
Desire and 1 liked Baby Doll, both of
which I wrote for the screen. 1 also
liked The Roman Spring of Mrs. Stone,
from my novel, and Sweet Bird of
Youth, which was probably beuer than
the play. Though Glass Menagerie may
be my best play, Cat on a Hot Tin Roof
is stll my favorite. But I hated the
movie. I don't think the movie had the
purity of the play. It was jazzed up,
hoked up a bit. I OKed Burl Ives after
he vead one line, but Elizabeth Taylor
was never my idea of Maguie the Cat,
PLAYBOY: It’s heen said that you had an
extremely hard time writing Streetcar,
that it “possessed™ you.

wiLlams: 1 worked on it on and off for
three years or more. I thought it was
too big for the theater. Its subjects had
not been dealt with before. It was
Blinche, this lascivious, demonic wom-
an, who possessed me. Streetcar con-
tained just about everything but sadism
—which is about the only form of sex
of which I disapprove. Cruclty may be
the only sin. The rape of Blanche was
not sadistic, however, but a natural male
retaliation.  Stanley said of Blanche,
"We've had this date with each other
from the beginning.” and he meant it
He had to prove his dominance over
this woman in the only way he knew
how.

PLAYBOY: Richard Harris once said he
thought that all the great performances
Brando might have given alter Strectear
were buried i the files of his psychia-
trist—a judgment that has fortunately
since been disproved. But do you feel
that psychiatry can dissipate the creative
impulse?

WILLIAMS:  Potendially, it's possible. I
never saw any decline in the quality of
Brundo’s acting, but I thought he was
terribly ill-advised in his choice of cer-
tain screen vehicles that were not worthy
ol his great talent.
PLAYBOY: Have you
choanalysis?
WILLIAMS: ['ve gone to analysts only at
periods when it was absolutely necessary,
and they did help me. 1 don't feel
they've hurt my work; after all, you
spend 50 minutes just rambling away
about anything to them. Writers are
paranoid, because they're living  two
lives—their creative life, which they
arc most protective of, and their life as
a human being. They have to protect
both lives. 1 put a premium on the
creative lile. One risks one’s personal
life in order to work, and when one
cannot work, or when one expeas total
failure, there is a crisis. In one such
crisis, I went to Dr. Lawrence Kubie,
who said I'd written nothing but violent
melodramas because of the violence of
the times. He told me to break up with
Frank, whom I suspected was a heroin
addict.  Kubie thought T should be
heterosexual. He was a strict Freudian.,
He was a divine man, but I wouldn't
break up with Frank, of course, so I
broke up with Kubie. Besides, if I got
rid of my demons, I'd Jose my angels.
There are times in your lile, though.
when you reach such a peak of crisis
that you have to go to a shrink. But
even he can't finally solve it. He just
gets you through it. Kubie would imitate
my father and scream at me—to break
the doors down, you know. What he
gave me was not forgettable. 1 actually
learned to respect my father, and now
that he's dead, 1 love the old son of a
bitch. But I wouldn’t get within a mile
ol a shrink now, if I could help it. I
don’t even think I'll have another nery-
ous breakdown. I'll become hysterical,
but I won't crack. It's a good release to
be hysterical—like having an orgasm.
PLAYBOY: Why do you feel you won't
have another breakdown, alter so many
in the past?
WitLIAMS: Because 1 don’t allow mysell
to feel constant  disappointment  any-
more. I don’t hite mysell habitually. [
try to recognize my limitations and to
content mysell with what I'm able to
do. It's all very banal: 1 order my coffee
and juice and it comes immediately and
then I go straight o the typewriter and
don’t stop umtil noon. I usually have
several things going at once; | cn
switch to anything.
PLAYBOY: Have any other writers exerted
a special influence on your work?
witLlams: The only ones of which I am
conscious are Chekhov and D. H. Law-
rence. I greatly admire Rimbaud and [
love Rilke. Gide always seemed a bit
prissy to me. Proust I admire enormous-

ever been in psy-

ly. but he wasn't an influence. Heming-
way was, without any question, the
greatest; he had a poet’s feeling for
words, ecconomy. Fitzgerald's early books
I thought were shit—I couldn’t finish
Gatsby—but 1 read Tender Is the Night
several times. There are very lew writers
I can stand; isn't that awful? But I'm
mad  about Jane Bowles and  Joan
Didion and, of course, 1 like the South-
cern writers, Flannery O'Connor and
Carson McCullers, a very dear [riend
who was the only person I could ever
write in the same room with, We used
to read Hart Crane’s poems to each
other. Aiss Didion’s fust novel, Run
River, i good writing, but it begins
with a murder and I'm always suspicious
of anything that begins with a murder.
It’s like beginning a novel with fucking
your mother—where do you go from
that? So I never finished it. But I think
Play It As It Lays is masterful.

PLAYBOY: What about your friends Gore
Vidal and Truman Capote?

WILLIAMS:  Friends? Baby, with Iriends
like that. . . . Once I was about to go o
Ischia with Truman and his good [riend
Jack Dunphy, who's a much better writer
than Truman; his Friends and Vague
Lovers is a better book than anything
Truman could ever dream of writing.
Anyway, Truman said to me, “Anne
Jackson tells me that when Margo Jones
was direaciing Summer and Smole, she
said, ‘Baby, we're doing a play by a
dying man. We've got to give it all we've
got.”” So I didn’t go to Ischia with him.
Gore and I were [riendly unul Two
Ststers came out; he said that with the
passage of time, I had gone mad.
PLAYBOY: Do vou think that trucking
around with the Beautiful People. as
Capote does, harms one's work?
WILLIAMS: No. I don’t think it harms it
at all. T think that very likely, in Tru-
man's case, it enhances his work. Like
Proust, he might find these people a
source ol creative stimulation. And he
says nothing about these people that
isn’t humanly interesting. Some of them
have tremendous charm and cultivation.
PLAYBOY: Would you like to live as he
does?

WILLIAMS: No, I've never wanted a house
in Beverly Hills or in Palm Springs. like
Truman.” I've never wanted 1o live on
the piazza. like Gore. I've never wanted
a big villa, never wanted a yacht, I've
never wanted a Cadillac, In Fact, 1 don't
want any car at all, T wsed to get pan-
icky on the California freeways. T alwavs
carried a litde flask with me and, if I
forgot it, 1 would go into panic. When 1
need a car, 1 rent a car.

Oh, there are certain things necessary
for me. I wavel around a great deal and
I arrive exhausted. I need someone to
help me with my luggage, and my agem
sces that T have someone to meet me. It's
not so much a matter of luxury as it is
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making it possible to get around. 1 like
certain fine restaurants like Galatoire's
and the Plaza because 1 can tike my
sister there and they know her and
they are acquainted with all her little
idiosyncrasies, like sometimes she will
receive the Coca-Cola she ordered and
she will say, “Oh, mercy, this Coke has
gin in it.” And they laugh. They don’t
mind at all. She’ll make me taste it and
r'll say, “I'm sure it has no gin, Rose,”
and she’ll dvink it. She’s terrified of
alcoholic spirits; my mother drilled it
into her, you know, that they were
wicked.

PLAYBOY: Didn’t you once write an essay
saying that success and security were a
kind of death to an artist?

WILLIAMS: Yes, alter Glass Menagerie,
which made me an instant celebrity, |
just shut out the world and came to
suspect everyone in it, including myself,
of hypocrisy. Though I think I am less
inclined to hypocrisy than anyone I
know. T think hypocrisy is something
imposed upon all of us. Maybe it's just
exercise of a certain propriety. 1
wouldn’t call it wearing a mask so much
as, upon occasion, one must just behave
in a manner that is not precisely in-
stinctuatl. But my public self, that artifice
ol mirrors, has ceased 1o exist and T have
learned that the heart of man, his body
and his br are lorged in a white-hot
furnace for the purpose of conflict. That
struggle for me is creation. Luxury is the
woll at the door and its fangs are the
vanities and conceits germinated by suc-
cess. When an ardst learns this, he
knows where the dangers lie. Without
deprivation and suruggle, there is no
salvation and I am just a sword cutting
daisies.

PLAYBOY: Aren’t you making the job of
creation tougher for yoursell by spend-
ing so much time cating in posh places
with stvlish people and drinking more
than one should drink?

wittiams: No, 1 think I'm making it
casier. Alter some lour hours ol work
every morning seven days a week, you
try to spend the rest of your time as
pleasanly as possible. T swim at the
New York Athletic Club, which I'm not
o fond ol—or perhaps they're not
very lond of me; they gave me hell on
the gay thing. If T were a duck, T'd be
swimming in Cemral Park. In New
Orleans and Key West, 1 have my own
pools. But I feel very depressed il I
don’t work during the day, every day.
PLAYBOY: Being a Catholic, do you take
time out lor Mass or conlession?
wittams: I would love confessionals if I
could get up at that dme, but wriling
is a confessional, and I feel that I con-
[ess everything in these interviews. What
is there left to say? My brother Da-
kin had me converted to Catholicism
when he thought T was dying: it did me
no harm. I've always been very religious; I

was religious as an Episcopalian and T'm
still religious as a Catholic, although
I do not subscribe to a great many of the
things you are supposed to subscribe to,
like the beliel in individual immortality.
Nor in the inlallibility of Popes. I think
Popes are among the most [allible
people on carth, so this is heresy, isn't
itz And yet I love the poetry of the
Church. I love to go into either a high
Anglican service or a Roman Catholic
service. And I love to receive com-
munion, hut I'm wsually working Sun-
day morning—so I take communion at
Tunerals.

PLAYBOY: Is your Catholicism unconven-
tional in any other respects?

wittiams: Well, I wouldn’t care lor ex-
weme  unction at my  death, because
il they came at you with it, you'd know
that you'd had it. And I believe in con-
traception of every kind. Anvbody who
doesn’t oppose the population explosion
is out of his mind. Overpopulation ruins
the ecology of all lile. Any candidate
who will not admit he's for abortion is
frightened. I think a politician should
say only what he Dbelieves aund not
equivocate, as McGovern tried 1o do.
PLAYBOY: You suplmrtcd McGovern,
didn’t you?

wWILLIAMS: Yes, I was one ol the flew
people  owside  Massachusetts  who
thought thar Nixon didn't have a
chance. Tiis horrid war has eroded the
whole [abric ol American lile, mcon-
testably. The destruction in America
ol the ideal of beauty is one of the most
appivent and depressing  things of all
and devolves on the man who's ruling
this counuy. I think that when you
prosecute an immoral war for so many
years—a war that is disgraceful in that
it pits such a powerful nation against
such a pitifully underprivileged people
—then morality is destroyed for the
whole counury. And that is why 1 was
so strongly for McGovern. I wish that
I could have been ol some service.

I am bored with movements, however,
The gay libs’ public displays are so
vulgar they deleat their purpose. When
women invade a stag bar, it’s ridiculous.
Fantastic transvestites in open convert-
ibles making absolute asses ol them-
sclves are only hurting their cause—
ridiculing homosexuality. I've never be-
longed to any party, but I think there
will eventually have 1o be some lorm of
socialism in this country, with its size
and numbers and variety. I had lunch
with Yevtushenko at the Plaza and he
said that I would be a millionaire in
Russia and I said, “I'd rather be poor
in America, baby.” He had been to sce
Small Craft Warnings and he said that
I had put only 30 percent of my talent
into that play and I said, “Isn't it re-
markable that I put that much into it?”
The bill for lunch ran into three pages.
There was barely room 10 sign it. I rold
him, “You're a capitalist pig.”

PLAYBOY: You're pretty well off yourself,
aren’t vou?

WILLIAMS:  Everybody coaxes me into
talking about how wealthy I am. My
rovalties mostly come from abroad,
foreign productions, you know, and they
add up. I have houses, oo, and a con-
siderable amount of stocks. 1 don’t even
know their value, though, so I don't
know my worth precisely. But it’s not
as much as President Nixon's, who lists
his property alone as S800.000. When 1
asked my lawyer what my estate amounts
1o, she said the exada amount of money
is not what you're worth, it’s your work.
PLAYBOY: Speaking of which, you said
recently that vou regard yoursell as a
failed artist, that you dow’t think you
could ever do another major play, that
what is lelt is just a sort ol coda for
your work. Why?

wiiams: I've had moments of depres.
sion in which I've said such things, no
doubt. But Qut Cry is a major play, as
Fve said. This morning I wrote the best
fucking scene since 1961, baby. And 1
shall write stories. 1 suppose, as long as
I see and feel them. I tend to see and
hear my plays and stories before I write
them: I hear the mad music of my
characters. But 1 don’t think any piecce
ol work is ever what one wishes it 1o be,
or that one’s completed works ever [ul-
fill onc’s potential.

PLAYBOY: What do you fleel are your
greatest giltis—and  your greatest limi-
tations?

WILLIAMS: I'm strongest on characteriza-
vion. dialog, use of language. And 1 do
have a sense of what is theater, 1 believe.
Oh, but weaknesses, I have so many.
When we were first reading Sweet Bird,
I jumped up and said, “Stop it at once,
It's dreadbully overwritten.” If things are
powerlully directed and acted, however,
the purple writing becomes true. My
greatest weaknesses are structural. And
I overdo symbols: they're the natural
language ol drama, but I use them ex-
cessively. I'm also inclined to be overly
inwrospective, but I don’t know how to
avoid it. I am an introspective person. [
don’t like writing that doesn’t come
deeply from the person, isn't deeply
revealing of the person.

PLAYBOY: When your life story is filmed
from the memoirs you've written, who
will play Tennessee Williams?

wilLlams: Let me see, who's the hand-
somest  young actor around? Michael
York? Marjoe is quite charming—he has
cvervihing Billy Graham doesn’t. Victor,
my househoy in New Orleans, breaks
my heart—isn't he beautiful>—but he
't act,

PLAYBOY: So we're back to sex. Do you
believe that, in the final analysis, a man
follows his phallus?

wittiams: I hope not, baby. T hope he
follows his heart, his Irightened heart.



e 7 e
L — e

WHAT SORT OF MAN READS PLAYBOY?

A man on the move who makes the entire world his playground. Springtime is likely to find him enjoy-
ing beautiful company at a Parisian sidewalk cafe, and six months later, sampling the surf on a
secluded Hawaiian beach. And all year round, one magazine influences where and how he goes. Fact:
PLAYBOY is read by a third of all men who took a foreign trip last year. Want to communicate with
today’s top travel market? Discover it in PLAYBOY—where the men are. (Source: 1972 Simmons.)

New York <+ Chicago + Detroit ° Los Angeles - San Franecisco + Atlanta * London -+ Tokyo



Wm#%m

el i

FLASHMAN
AT

THE CHARGE

Part one of a new adventure satire

By

GEORGE MAcDONALD FRASER

thm,

Explanatory Note

HEN THE FLASHMAN PAPERS. that vast
personal  memoir  describing  the
adult carcer of the notorious bully

of Tom Brown’s Schooldays, came to light
some years ago, it was at once evident that
new and remarkable material was going to
be added to Victorian history. In the first
three packets of the memoirs, already pub-
lished by permission of their owner, Mr.
Paget Morrison, Flashman described  his
early military carcer, his participation in the
ill-fated First Afghan War. his involvement
(with Bismarck and Lola Montez) in the

Schleswig-Holstein Ques-
ton and his [ugitive
adventures as a slaver
in West Alrica, an abo-
litionist agent in the
United States and an
erstwhile associate of
Congressman  Abraham
Lincoln, Mr. Disraeli
and others.

It will be seen from
this that the great sol-
dier's recollections were
not all of a purely mili-
tary nature, and those
who regretted  that
these earlier papers con-
tained no account of his
major campaigns  (In-
dian Mutiny, U. S. Civil
War, etc) will doubt-
less take satislaction that
in the present volume




he deals with his experiences in the Crimea, as well as in other even more
colourful—and possibly more important—theatres of conflict. That he adds
much to the record of social and military history, illumines many curious
byways and confirms modern opinions of his own deplorable character goes
without saying, but his general accuracy, where he deals with well-known
s and personages, and his tra ent honesty, at least as @ memoria
» evidence that the present volume is as trustworthy as those which preceded it.
As editor, I have only corrected his spelling and added the usual footnotes
and appendices. The rest is Flashman. —G. M. F.

THE MOMENT AFTER LEW NoLAN wheeled his horse away and disappeared
over the edge of the escarpment with Raglan’s message tucked in his
gauntlet, I knew I was for it. Raglan was still dithering away to himself,
as usual, and I heard him ery: “No, Airey, stay a moment—send after
him!” and Airey beckoned me from where I was wying to hide myself
nonchalantly behind the other gallopers of the staff. I had had my bellyful
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that day, my luck had been strerched as long as & Jew’s memory and I knew for
certain that another trip across the Balaclava plain would be disaster for old Flashy. : : : —
I was right, too. _ .
And I remember thinking, as I waited trembling for the ovder that would launch : '
me after Lew towards the Light Brigade, where they sat at rest on the wnf 700 teet
below—this, I reflected bitterly, is what comes of hanging about pool halls and toad-
cating Prince Albert. Both of which, you'll agree, are perfectly natural things for a . : s
fellow to do. il he likes playing billiards and has a knack of grovelling gracefully to
royalty. But when you sce what came of these apparently harmless diversions, you'll
allow that there’s just no security anywhere, however hard one wies. I should know,
with my 20-odd campaigns and wounds to match—not one of ‘em did I go looking
for, and the Crimea least of all. Yet there T was again, the veluctant Flashy, sabre on
hip, bowels rumbling and whiskers bristling with pure terror, on the brink of the
greatest cavalry carnage in the history of war. It's enough 10 make you weep.
You will wonder, if you've read my earlier memoirs (which T suppose are as fine =
a record of knavery, cowardice and fleeing lor cover as you'll find outside the covers
of Hansard), what fearful run of ill fortune got me to Balaclava at all. So I had bet- T o
ter get things in their proper order, like a good memorialist, and before describing :
the events of that lunatic engagement, tell you ol the conloundedly unlucky chain 3 35
of trivial events that took me there. It should convince you of the necessity of -~ .
staying out of poolrooms and shunning the socicty of royalty.
It was early in '54, and I had been at home some ume, snifing about, taking
things very easy and considering how I might lie low and enjoy a quiet life in
England while my military colleagues braved shot and shell in Russia on behalf of
the innocent defenceless Turk—not that there’s any such thing, in my experience, .
which is limited to my encounter with a big [at Constantinople houri who tried to : p
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stah me in bed for my money belt, and
then had the effrontery to call the police
when I thrashed her. I've never had a
high opinion of Turks, and when I saw
the war clouds gathering on my return
to England that year, the last thing 1
wis pn-lmrr_(l to do was offer my services
against the Russian tyrant.

One of the difhauliies of being a pop-
ular hero, though, s that it's difhcult o
wriggle out ol sight when the bugle
blows_ [ hadn’t aken the hield on Eng.
Lind’s behalf for about eight years, hut
neither had  anyone  else, much, and
when the press stns 1o bear the drum
and the public are clamouring [or the
lorcigners” blood to be spilled—by some-
one other than themselves—they have a
habit ol looking round for their old
cumpions. The laarels T had won so
undeservedly in the  Alghan  business
were stll bright enough 1o catch aten-
tion, I decided, and it would be damned
embarrassing il people in town started
saying: "Hollo, here’s old Flash, just the
chap o set upon I'sar Nicholas, Going
back to the Cherrypickers, Flashy, are
you? By Jove, pity the poor Rooskis
when the Hero of Gandamack sets about
v ch wlanz” As one ol the lormer
bright particular stars of the cavalry,
who had covered himself with  glory
trom Kabul to the Khyber, T wouldn't
be able o say, “No, thank'ee, 1 think
I'll sit out this time.” Not aud keep any
credit. anyway. And credit’s the thing.
il you're as big a coward as T am and
want 1o enjoy life with an easy mind.

So I looked about for a way out and
found o deuced  dever one—I e
joined the army. That is 10 say, 1 went
round 1o the Horse Guinrds, where my
Undle Bindley was siill holding on in
pursuit of his pension. and ok up my
colows again, which isn’t dithcult when
vou know the right people. But the
smart ahing was, I dido't ask for a
cavalry posting, or a stafl mount, or any-
thing visky of that natare: instead. I ap-
plicd lor the Board of Ovdnance, for
which I knew I was better qualilied than
maost ol s members, masmuceh as 1 knew
which end of a gun the ball cime out of.
Let me once be installed there, in o com-
lortable oflice olf Horse Guards, which
I mighe well visit as often as once a lore-
night, and Mans could go whistle for me.

And il anyone said, “What. Flash, you
old blood drinker, ain’t you off to Tur-
key to carve up the Cossacks®™ I'd look
solem and alk about the importance
of administration and supply and the
need for having at home headquarters
some experienced heldmen—the deverer
oncs. of course—who would se¢ what
wats required for the [ront. With my rec-
ord for gallanwy (totally false though it
was), no one could doubt my sincerity.

Bindley naturally asked me what the
deuce I knew about fireirms, being a
Gavalryman, and I pointed out that that

mattered o pood deal less than the [act
that I was related, on my mother's side,
to Lord Paget, ol the God's Anointed
*agets, who happened to be a member
ol the small-arms select committee, He'd
be ready cnough, I thought, to give a
billet as personal secretary, confudential
civilian aide and general talebearer o
i wellseasoned  campaigner who  was
also a kinsman.

“Wellseasoned  Havimarker  Trassar,”
sniffs Bindley, who was [rom the com-
mon, or Flshman, side ol onr Gomilv
and hated being reminded of my highly
placed relatives. T fancy vather more
than that will be required.”

“India and Alglanistan ain’t in 1he
Haymarket, Uncle,” says 1, looking hum-
ble-offended, “and il it comes to hre-
arms, well, I've handled enough of “em.
brown Bess, Dreyse needles, Colts, Lan-
casters, Brunswicks, and so lorth™—I'd
handled them with considerable velue-
tance. but he didn't know that.

“Hm.” says he, prety sour. “This is a
curiously humble ambition for one who
wis once the pride of the plungers.
However, since you can hardly be less
uselul o the Orduance Board than vou
would be if you returned 1o the wasirel
existence you led in the Eleventh—Dbe-
fore they removed vou—I shall speak
to his lordship.”

I could see he was purzled. and he
sniffed  some more abour  the mighry
being [allen, but he didn't begin 1o
guess at my real motive. For one thing,
the war was still some time off and the
ofhcial talk was that it would probably
be avoided, but 1 was taking no risks
ol being  caught  unprepared. When
there’s been a bad harvest, and workers
are striking, and young chaps have de-
veloped o caraze Tor growing moustaches
and whiskers, just wateh out.? The coun-
try was full of discontent and mischiel,
Logely because England hadn't had a
real war for 40 years and only a few of
us knew what fighting was like. The rest
were full of rage and stupidity, and all
because  some Papisis  and  Turkish
niggers had quarrelled about the nmailing
ol a star 10 i door in Palestine. Mind
you. nothing surpriscs me.

When T got home and announced my
intention of joining the Board ol Oyd-
mince, my darling wife, Elspeth, was
mortified beyond beliel.

U Possibly because of the war scave. as
Flashiman suggests, there was a craze for
growing  moustaches. in  addition (o
beavds and whiskers, in the cavly months
of 1854, Another fashion among the
young men was for brilliantly coloured
shivts with - grvotesque  desions,  shulls,
snakes, flowers and the like. Both fads
bore an interesting yesemblance 1o mod-
ern “hippie” {ashions, not least in the
reactions they provoked: Bank of Eng-
land clevks werve expressly forbidden to
join “the moustache movement,” as it
was called.

“Why, oh. why, Harry, could you not
have sought an appointment in the hus-
sars or some other fashionable regiment?
You looked so beautiful and dashing
in those wonderlul pink  pantaloons!
Sometimes I think they were what won
my heart in the fisse place, the day vou
came to Father's house. 1 suppose that
in the Ordnance they wear some horrid
drab overalls, and how can you take me
riding in the Row dressed like | . like a
COMMON  COMMISKATY  Persoln or - some-
thing?”

“Shan’t wear unilorm.” says 1. “Just
civilain toggings, my dear. And vou'll
own my tailor’s a good one, since you
chose him voursell”

“That will be quite as bad,” says she,
“with all the other husbands in their
fine uniforms—und you looked so well
and dashing. Could you not be a hussar
again, my love—just for me:”

When Elspeth pouted those red lips
and heaved her remarkable bosom in a
sigh, my thoughts always galloped bed-
wards. and she knew it But 1 couldn't
be weakened that way. as 1 explained.

“Can't be done. Cardigan won't have
me back in the Eleventlt you may be
sure; why, he kicked me out in "Forty.”

“Becanse | owas a - . L oa wadesman's
daughter, he said. T know.” For a mo-
ment I thought she would weep. “Well,
1 :im not so now. Father it

“Bought a peerage just in time hefore
he dicd. so vou are a baron's daughter.
Yes, my love, but that won't serve for
Jim the Bear. I doube il he [Laneies
bought pobility much above no rank
at all”

“Oh, how horridly you put it. Any
way, I am sure that is not so, because he
danced twice with me last season, while
vou were away. at Lady Brown's assem-
Dly—yes, and at the cavalry ball, T dis-
tinaly remember, because 1 wore my
gold ruliled dress and my hair @ PLmpe-
ratrice, and he said I looked like an em-
press. indecd. Was that not  gallame?
And he bows 1o me in the park, and we
have spoken several times. He scems a
very kind old gendeman and nor ag all
grufl, as they sav.”

“Is he, now?” says L I didn’t care lor
the sound ol this: 1 knew Cardigan for
as lecherous an old goat as ever tore ofl
breedhes. “Well, Kind or not as he may
scem. hie's one 1o beware of, for your
reputation’s sike and mine. Anyway, he
won't have me back—and I don’t fancy
Iim much, either, so that sertles ic.”

She made a mouth at dus. “Then |
think you are both very stubborn and
foolish. Oh, Harry, I am quite miserable
about it; and poor litle Havvy, 1oo,
would be so proud to have his father in
one of the fine regiments, with a gramd
uniform. He will be so downcast.”

Poor little Havvy, by the way, was our
son and heir, a boisterous malcontent

(continued on puge 136)




“Have you tried dousing her with a bucket of cold water?”
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E HUMANS \"ﬂl“(‘ our sSecrets
as highly as we do our gold
watches and money dips, and
just as muggers t in parks to
rifle our pockets for things to pawn,
spies make a living stealing and wading
those secrets. They've become very damn
good at it by now. They can get into
our businesses and houses (it's so easy
for them) or onto our telephones or
even into our martinis. They can use the
light of the stars to photograph us where
it’s too dark for an ordinary thiel to see,
and about two years ago they began
jimmying the locks around the deep and
dark parts of a man’s mind where the
real secrets are: lies, hatreds, jealousies,
fear, love, the hidden chemistry of hu-
man behavior—which is really what they
were after all the time and which they
once weren't able to photograph or re-
cord or bribe out into the light. Even
starlight.

Now they've invented a lie detector
that knows by the tremor in your voice
when you are lying. They call it the
Psychological Stress Evaluator (PSE), it's
designed to fit into a Samsonite brief-
case, it costs about $4000, anybody can
buy one, it takes three days to learn to
run it, you can use it surreptitiously (all
you need is a tape recording of the sub-
ject’s voice—pget that any way you can)
and it works.

I's Pandora’s youngest kid, and I
would run away from such machines,
but you can’t run that far anymore. I
said something like that over the phone
to Allan Bell, one of the former spies
who invented the machine, and he said,
“We've talked it over’—he has a big
orator’s voice, and by we he meant
Charles McQuiston and Bill Ford, his
coinventors, also spics——"and we'll be
happy to teach you to run the instru-
ment. We were hesitant at frst about
training a journalist, because you need
a pretty good background in interroga
tion techniques. But we decided that if
a reporter's any good, he gets into that
sort of thing all the time.”

1 was agreeing with him and we talked
about small things and then he
“Besides, we have nothing to hide.” I
stopped agreeing, because I never knew
anyone like that, and then he said some-
thing h “We're not trying to catch
all the liars in the world, we're just try-
ing to make everybody tell the truth.”

The what? “The truth.” It sounded so
strange. A little like “Progress is our
most important product” or some other
piece of high-minded corporate non-
sense; but if you had held the phone
away from your ear when he said it,
and closed your eyes, it could have been
some kind of reveille prayer coming
over the loud-speaker at a sensitivity
ranch in Big Sur. Spies and gurus,




muggers and archbishops; I will never be
used to the kinky bedfellows this age
15 producing. But if their promises are
good enough, I don't care. “The Truth,”
I almost said, “keep her rtalking till I
get there, 'cause I been scuttling after
that old whore ever since I found out
she hung around with Beauty and could
—they promised—set me [ree.”

Dektor Counterintelligence and Se-
curity is on Port Royal Road in Spring-
field, Virginia, about 20 miles from
Washington, in a dumpy light-industrial
plaza with an asphalt parking lot around
it; two stories, glass-and-steel pancls,
square and gray in feeling, as if it had
come off the architect’s drawing board
without gaining a third dimension.
Dektor has part of the building, a 7-11
Foodstore headquarters has = another
part, and the two of them share the
parking lot with an unnamed Air Force
project across the way. The three estab-
lishments are at quiet war over parking
spaces (they block one another's cars
and nick fenders) and it is bizarre to
think what the supermart people and
even the Air Force might learn about the
current state of the spook arts il the dis-
pute ever heated up. For Dektor is a
complete spy shop. Besides the PSE, they
design and make telephone bugs and
anti-bugs. You can hire them to sweep
a rocom clean of bugs, or for $1000 they
will teach you what they know about
surreptitious entry, which is lock picking.
Or you can hire their whole act and all
its electronic baggage as consultants
{which could mean anything) to guaran-
tee your parking spot secure against the
greedy trafhc of the times.

My six classmates and I met in the
parking lot on the morning the course
was to begin. I didn’t know much about
the group, but I'd watched them eat
breakfast (ham and eggs, coffee and cig-
arettes) at a round table across the colice
shop of the Charterhouse: two private
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the truth shall make you free,
they say, but the briefcase
that catches the truth on
tape may make us all silent
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eyes from Los Angeles, another from
Denver, a police lieutenant from New
Jersey, the head of security for a Mid-
west foodstore chain and a shrink.
Gatherers of men’s secrets, all of them,
and I had decided, as I sat at my own
table eavesdropping on the eavesdrop-
pers, spying on the spies, postponing my
own introduction, that a journalist isn't
a bad fit in such a group even if he
wants to be. Many kinds of people be-
lieve that the proper study of mankind
is man, that the truth rots when it is
hidden, that secrets strain to be told.
Reporters use notebooks and sit at tables
that have good earshot, and they watch
people’s eyes and listen to their voices to
tell the truth from the half-truth and the
lie. These people, laughing now at the
wawa alarm we had tripped going
through Dektor’s front door, simply be-
lieve in using no-nonsense machines to
get the job done.

Inside, Bell greeted us, shook hands,
took introductions and said, “Well, a
little,” when one of the group asked if
he ever got tired of being told that he
looks exactly like Fred Astaire. He does,
and after he had offered us all a cup of
bad office-urn coffee, he took us to a long
folding table that had been set up be-
hind some partitions in the middle of
the shop. It had a slide screen at one
end and a carrousel projector at the
other. Bell said that McQuiston (“Mac”
to everybody) would be out to start the
class in a minute, and he was: a manatee
of a man, with a chest-up military strue,
in a white technician’s coat and a crew-
cut that looked fresh that morning.
“Let’s get this show on the road,” he
said and then began pacing as he ex-
plained the general outline of the course,
said it wasn't a picnic or a party and
that it was going to take our best efforts
to learn to use this new ool effectively
and with confidence. Almost everything
he says is wrapped in military catch
phrases and clichés. He's a lieutenant
colonel who worked as a spy for the
Army for 26 years on every continent
except Alfrica; and though he has been
retired for over a year now, there are
American eagles in his voice, his humor
is Army rough, doesn’t wait for the laugh
and hides when there are women in the
room.

He is a graduate of the Fort Gordon,
Georgia, School of Polygraphy (perhaps
the best lie-detecior school anywhere)
and he wears his diploma in the form
of a little round patch sewn to his lab
coat. The badge has the word vERrITAS
above a seismographic squiggle and the
word roLy below. Men who run lie
machines have always been scarce (no one
really knows how many there are; esti-
mates range from 1500 to 2000) and their
clients fly them all over the world o pop
liars out of groups of honest men: they
think of what they do as an art. For no lie

detector yet invented can work without
the skillful interpretation of a human
operator.

*“The instrument,” McQuiston said,
still pacing, “whether it's a polygraph or
a PSE, is only a wol. You, my fine
feathered friends, are the lie detecior,
and unless you know how to interrogate,
brother, you are going to have a very
expensive piece of useless equipment
when you walk out of here.” He is now
using a pointer that looks like a car
antenna. “And you are going to have
to let your ego go to do i. You're
gonna have to become an actor par ex-
cellence, a surgical tool, if you're gonna
crack the subject’s shell. You're gonna
have to remain dominant every minute
you're with this guy . . . hold him at
bay with a panatela . . . manipulate
him . . . tell him you're gonna be his
friend right up to the moment he tells
you his first lie . . . and you tell him
that when he does lie . . . Gang Busters
... he’s on his own . . . the instrument
is gonna nail him."”

He is telling the class about the
technique and he is demonstrating it
He's got the pointer instead of a pana-
tela, he’s prowling the front of the
room and his eyes and his bluster are
going after the people around the table,
one at a time. Sometimes his voice is
almost quiet and sometimes he raises it
to a rubber-hose pitch that has one of
the private detectives chain-smoking into
a big glass ashtray in the middle of the
table.

“And when that cat walks into the
room, the vibes start from the first hand-
shake . . . and you have to remain
in control . . . you have to get inside
his hang-ups . . . nside his set. He may
be the dirtiest, slimiest bastard you ever
saw and you're still gonna have to get
inside his moral code and maneuver
him until you've created a threat so ef-
fective, so particular, that when the
instrument charts it, you'll be able to say
it isn’t fear, it sn’t hate, it isn’t love, it
isn’t sex, it is a lie.”

Now his manner rests and he tells

a classic polygraph anecdote: Examiner
and subject together in a room with a
polygraph machine and the examiner
says (in a [atherly tone): “You know,
this damn machine is superhuman .
I mean it . . . I can't always tell a lie
from the truth, you can fool me . . .
but this thing is so sensitive . . . these
three pens here, see? . . . theyre un-
canny: You absolutely can’t fool them.”
Then the examiner leaves the room and
watches through a one-way mirror while
the subject sneaks to the machine and
bends all three pens off register and
then sits down quickly. Examiner, back
in the room now, goes straight to the
machine, puts his ear close to the pens,
lets a horrified look take his face and
then says, “He did what to you?”

“"And that guy,” McQuiston said,
“spills his guts right there, I mean a
perfect confession.”

The cop from New Jersey asks a
question about the accuracy of the poly-
graph. “Well, as you know, there are
many problems with the standard poly-
graph,” comes the answer. He has taken
this as his cue to begin an auack on
the old method of lie detection, an at
tack that will go on for the whole three
days, in the spirit of an ex-priest knock-
ing the ceremonies of his used-to-be
church. "First of all, you get the guy
hooked up like he was four mules ready
to pull—he’s got that big bellows
around his chest, the blood-pressure cuff
on his arm, finger caps that are wired
and make him think he's going to be
electrocuted and——Has everybody here
secn a polygraph work?”

Everyone had and they all raised
their hands except me. “Well,” he said,
“I'd like to take our friend from Chi-
cago here and tighten him down with a
polygraph till his arm turns blue and
all the capillaries are about to burst

. then he’d know.” (By the look on
his face, I was sure I would.)

“That’s the reason we get so many
inconclusives off poly,” he said, “because
when you get a guy wired and tied like
that, any little thing—a car backfiring
outside, a telephone ringing in the next
room—anything can blow the whole
test. Altogether, I'd say that the poly-
graph is the most effective piece of 19th
Century equipment still in use. And
that's why we invented the PSE: We
think it's a much easier and more ef-
fective way to chart stress in the human
body, and that, in lie detection, is the
name of the game.”

Turns out it always has been, even in
most of the old folk methods of lie de-
tection, because a good witch doctor
never needed a machine or an education
in human physiology to notice that a
man under stress goes through a lot of
bodily changes he has no control over.
He breathes more rapidly, his blood
races, his mouth goes dry, he becomes
pale, he fidgets, his eyes become un-
steady and something small seems to
happen 10 his voice.

The Greeks were aware that a man's
pulse quickens when he lies and cer-
tain physicians used this knowledge,
according to reports, mostly to detect
infidelity in wives of prominent citizens.
The Chinese and later the Spanish at
the Inquisition had the suspect chew a
mouthful of rice or dry bread: If it
went down easily, he was said to be
telling the truth, but if his dry mouth
made the rice stick or go down hard, he
was lying. The Arabs used a hot dag
ger drawn across the tongue: The mois
ture in an innocent man’s mouth was

(continued on page 102)



what’s a nice girl like
linda lovelace doing in a dirty
moute ltke “‘deep throat”? one guess
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Pornographic films often
make money but rarely make
stars, In the Fifties there
was Candy Barr, the Texas
stripper, whose notoriety
may have been due as much
to her imprisonment for
marijuana possession as it
was to her sexual prowess in
the legendary stag film,
Smart Alec. It took more
than a decade and millions
of feet of film before the

“I’m not out to be actress of
the year,” says Linda. “Deep
Throat was really just me,
acting naturally.” She says
she’s constantly getting ideas
for new, equally explicit films—
“things that haven’t been done
before.” What could top
Linda‘s performance in Throat,
as a girl whose clitoris is in

her gullet? Has she anather,
unrevecled talent? For the
mament, she’s not saying. q7
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patrons of porn found an-
other sex star worthy of the
name—Linda Lovelace.
leading lady of the record-
breaking skin flick Deep
Throal. It was Linda’s first
screen performance, and
she really blew i1. Circus
sword swallowers possess an
unusual ability to align
motth and throat, control
their breathing. suppress the
instinative gag refllex and do
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l.lE MAGH'NE (continued from page 94)

expected to save him, and for the guilty
a badly burned tongue was the first of
his punishments. In Africa, witch doc
tors literally smelled suspects, and in
another kind of ordeal, all tribe mem-
bers were made to plunge their arms
into a pot of cold water, then into a
boiling pot. Whoever had blisters on
his arms the next day was called guilry.
And there were other methods, all
loosely based on some psychophysiolog-
ical reaction, and each as unreliable as
the next. The object of most of them
was to obtain a confession, by provok-
ing first fear and then perhaps hysteria.
And, in fact, the modern polygraph and
even the PSE are used mostly in the
hope that the guilty man will confess
when faced with a machine he believes
is going to catch him.

The modern polygraph measures car-
diovascular response through a cuff that
can be used on the arm or the leg,
respiration by a bellows that goes around
the chest and galvanic skin change (elec-
trical resistance that changes with sweat-
ing) by means of finger clips. Over the
last part of the 19th Century, several
researchers began finding relationships
between physiological changes and fear.
Before 1895, a man named Lambroso
began working with blood-pressure and
pulse measurements to detect deception.
Then, in 1927, Leonard Keeler put to-
gether the components to measure pulse,
blood pressure and respiration and his
machine was the prototype for the
modern polygraph. Since his time there
has been little significant change in the
theory or design of the machine. It has
been miniaturized and in some cases
they have added two pens (to measure
fdgeting and head movement), but the
basic principles and drawbacks have re-
mained the same for 45 years: The sub-
ject must sit perfectly still, he is in pain,
he lears electrocution, the smallest dis-
traction can destroy the results and heart
patients, young children, drunks and
people taking some drugs cannot usually
be tested. And, of course. like most of
the folk methods that went belore it, the
standard polygraph test cannot be ad-
ministered without the knowledge and
consent of the subject.

After the first morning session, Allan
Bell sat in his office and told me, *When
you have a problem, you have to put all
your preconceptions away and then
think to yourself. ‘What is the simplest
way to solve it?’ " He doesn't gesture
much when he talks, this 20-year spy,
but puts the finger tips ol his right hand
against the finger tips of his left, as if
he were completing some bodily circuit
that helps him think like a knife. There
are deep lines in his face from the years

102 of running in a world of high-caliber

handguns and cover stories that have
to be held onto through everything as
if they were his real and only history.
There is a college of secrets in him and
you can almost watch the muscles that
keep them inside at work when he talks:
Even when they steady each other, his
hands shake.

“Essentially, the problem as we saw
it was how to measure the stress a man
is under without having to hook him up
to do it. Once we narrowed it down,
the simplest solutions seemed to be
either body smell or voice, and voice
seemed more promising.”

First they offered their idea to the
Army (they were all on active duty
then), but the military mentality and
the arrogance of a few superior officers
turned them down, they say. So they
left the Army and began working in the
basement and family room of Bell's
house: McQuiston the polygraph vet-
eran, Ford (just back from spook duties
in Vietnam) the electronics designer,
Bell the master problem solver and
Bell's wife, Clare, to keep the answer
from pertaining to males only.

They worked together, looking first
for stress reactions in the voice, then
isolating them, then building compo-
nents that would make them graphic,
finally looking for lies in the sharp up-
and-down lines their machine was mak-
ing when a tape-recorded voice was fed
into it.

When they began to recognize prom-
ising patterns, they started getting to-
gether in front of the TV program To
Tell the Truth. The three contestants
would appear on the screen, each would
say, “My nmame is __ ,” and the spies
would tape it. Then they would run the
tape recording of that first statement
only through their prototype PSE and
before the panel could do it, they would
call the liars. Out of 75 experiments,
they say they got it right 71 times. That's
almost 95 percent (a phenomenal aver-
age for any kind of lie-detection experi-
ment) and it was around this time that
they became a company.

L - -

Back in class, McQuiston began using
a remote-control switch to flash cut-
away drawings of the human body onto
the screen. “The physiology of this
thing is important, so pay auention,”
he said, and then for two hours he ex-
plained in painful detail and with many
charts all the things that happen to a
body under stress. He talked about the
central nervous system and the auto-
nomic mnervous system in both its
sympathetic and its parasympathetic di-
visions and fnally, for a very confused
tableful of students, he zeroed in on the
tiny part ol the system that they think
the PSE uses to identily stress. (They

are not sure.) And it is relatively simple.

The timbre, or total quality of the
human voice, is made up of a base fre-
quency of from 50 10 350 cydes per
second and something called formant
frequency, which varies with the size
of a man’s mouth, sinus and nose cavi-
ties, length of vocal cords, etc. Also in
the voice (as well as other parts of the
body) is a phenomenon called micro-
muscle tremor, which creates an FM
frequency wave that is present in the
normal voice. This FM signal is con-
trolled by the central nervous system,
and when you put a man under stress,
his autonomic nervous system overrides
the cenwral system and erases micro-
muscle tremor and its wave. The PSE
reacts to the absence of the m.m.i. wave,
producing a blocked pattern that can be
read as stress.

“When a wave line that stans out
looking like mountains and valleys
turns into something resembling rail-
road ties—Dbrother, look out,” McQuis-
ton told us. “This cat is under some
kind of heavy stress.”

Then he said he could run a monkey
on PSE, that he'd already run a parrot
named Speedy (“That damn bird
couldn’t stand me-—he blocked up every
time I walked into the room”). He told
us he’d run a deaf-mute because he
could grum and that he hoped 10 work
with dolphins and whales someday.
“They all have micromuscle tremor.™ he
said, “and when they are under stress, it
disappears and the PSE tells on them.
The human subjec, by the way, can be
drunk. or walking around the room, or
on heroin—we had one of those—or
have a bad cold: once we ran a woman
who was nursing her baby through the
test. And none of it makes any sig-
nificant difference.”

“Do you know a way to beat the ma-
chine?” I asked him.

He came back like a drill sergeant.
“"Don't call it a machine. It's an in-
strument and there is a difference and
I want you to get it straight.”

We did a little word wrestling that
ended only because I finally said, “I
give—instrument. Do you know coun-
termeasures that can be employed 10
fool the instrumenty”

“Yes,” he said.

“Do you think you could spot some-
body who was using them?”

“Oh, yeah,” he said.

“What are the countermeasures?”™

“Never mind,” he said.

We spemt the rest of the afternoon in
pairs, in little rooms, learning which
buttons to push on the PSE and its com-
panion tape recorder. We ran a training
tape and then compared our squiggles
with those in a paper-bound manual we
had been given.

“Don’t worry too much il your pat-
terns don’t look exactly like the ones

(continued on page 164)



eminently discardable
chess lore for
grand master and
patzer alike

rumor By Marshall Brickman

The Celebrated Ponce-Kmitch Match and Other Chess CIassncs

ORIGINS AND BACKGROUND

Chess was invented in 651, at half
past two, by a Persian slave, Nafiesi,
who taught it to the shah and then
beat him in 1200 consecutive games.
As a reward, Nafiesi was allowed to
select which of his appendages he
would like made into a table lamp.
Nafiesi’s wife, however, interceded
on his behalf with such eloquence
that the sentence was retracted; in-
stead, he was torn apart by four wild

horses, after which the shah man-
aged to win a few games. Years later,
in a2 mellower mood, the shah ordered
the wild horses to reassemble Nafiesi;
but when this could not be done, he
became despondent and retired to his
chambers, even refusing to check his
service for messages.

The original game was crude and
unsophisticated, consisting merely of
one large square and one piece that
could be placed anywhere, provided
you could back it up with your fists.
From Persia, chess moved rapidly to
Arabia; thence to Italy, France, Rus-
sia and England (stopping only long
enough to mail some postcards). For
300 years, the pieces, number of
squares and rules of play underwent
considerable change and experimen-
tation, but nothing seemed to help.
Many variants remain: The Japanese
play chess with smooth disks; the
Croats use a net and two rackets
(those Croats!); certain tribesmen in

Norway get through the long winter
by slowly burning the pieces. In me-
dieval Russia, chess was not played
but eaten (until 1650, when the czar
forbade all eating by anyone except
himself and several close friends).

PERSONALITIES

Probably no game can boast as
many unique personalities as chess.
The incredible pressures exerted on
the high-level player often find re-
lease in eccentricities. Two famous
examples:

Alonzo d’Alonzo (1651-1735), the
Italian monk and song stylist, devised
an opening gambit in which he would
distract his opponent with card tricks
while a confederate nailed the oppo-
nent’s pieces to the board. D'Alonzo
was the first to fully realize the value
of psychology in chess. He found that
by donning an India-rubber ape head
and capering like a loon, he could
reduce his opponents to a series of
facial tics and blunders, usually with-
in ten moves. In later years, he added
humming and duck imitations to his
vast repertoire of distractions and a
contemporary account has him at the
height of his powers, in 1732, routing
a challenger by wearing a black tooth
and moving his chessmen with a giant
pincers. When the Pope heard of
D’Alonzo’s coniribution, he sum-

moned him to the Vatican, where, at
the age of 81, he was smacked on the
back of the head with a knotted towel,

ILLUSTRATIONS BY JAN FAUST

the only man to be so honored in his
own lifetime.

Fleischmann, the celebrated “Mat-
ing Dwarf” of Heidelberg, stood only
three inches tall and played with a
set of wheeled chessmen, which he
pushed around the board, puffing and
cursing. His brilliant career ended
during a dangerous castling maneu-
ver, when he was crushed beneath a
runaway queer.

BLINDFOLD CHESS

The phenomenal concentration re-
quired to win at chess is multiplied a
hundredfold (in Great Britain, an
hundredfold) when the player must
memorize the positions of the pieces
as well. If, in addition, he is playing
more than one game, the effort is con-
siderable. In 1846, Igor Nishman-
Bartholdy gave a stunning exhibition
of blindfold chess, losing 156 games
in two hours, 30 minutes. So great
was the accomplishment that he re-
tired from chess and spent his re-
maining years blowing into an ocarina.

In 1910, at Ludz, a tournament was
held between Janos Barbarian and
Hans Lessing-Torvald, both of whom
were so ugly the audience asked to be
blindfolded.

PSYCHOLOGY OF CHESS
Freud, in a series of unattended
lectures (May 1918), correctly ana-
Iyzed the Oedipal conflicts inherent
in the chess “family.” Taken from
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his own notes: “The king (father),
even though a weak and loathsome
dolt, must be protected by an alli-
ance between the all-powerful queen
(mother) and bishop (uncle), who
sneaks around on a diagonal wearing
slippers (the felt on the bottom of the
pieces).” Those in doubt about the
Oedipal overtones in chess need only
realize that the term checkmate de-
rives from the Persian shah mat,
meaning “The king is dead” or *Is
the king dead?”” or ‘““Does this tram
proceed to an estuary?”’ :

MOST AMAZING MATCH
The most unusual game on record
occurred in Odessa in 1917 between
two chess prodigies, Harlow Ponce,
aged three, of Great Britain, and two-

year-old Agon Kmitch of Russia. The
special nature of the conflict becomes
evident in the opening moves:

WHITE BLACK
(Ponce) (Kmitch)
1. P-Q4 .P-Q4
2. P-Q2() ...P-Q2
3. P-Q3 ...P-Q3
4. P-Q2 ...P-Q2 (1)

An attractive exchange, showing
the two masters displaying caution
and aggressiveness. The board after

... P-Q2:

WHITE
(Ponce)

BLACK
(Kmitch)

Diagram 1

The Englishman now unleashes the
Machiavellian ingenuity that caused
Levitch in later years to award him
the sobriquet “that little vonce' :

5. P-Q6 (1)

The spectators were so stunned
that they showered the board with
gold pieces and Ponce was awarded
a brilliancy prize and a trip over Petro-
grad in a gas balloon. Black’s response

5, ...R-Q9 (1))

demonstrates that Kmitch, though
still on soft foods, was nevertheless a
poet of the chessboard. His unusually
placed rook (behind the board; see
Diagram 2) was clearly an attempt to
intimidate Ponce’'s queen or possibly
Ponce himself, who Kmitch knew had
a pathological fear of endpieces. (Un-
til his death in 1950, Ponce persisted
in the belief that he was being stalked
by a black rook and could not sleep
unless a white pawn was placed at
each of the corners of his bed.) The
board after five moves:

WHITE
(Ponce)

BLACK
(Kmitch)

Diagram 2

Ponce, now visibly under pressure,
sets an unsuccessful trap for Kmitch's
bishop, using a small noose of thread
baited with cheese. Play continues in
this fashion until:

17. KxB (2

The incredible subtlety of this move
was grasped by only one observer
present, ex—grand master Smednick,
who refused to explain it because he
felt he had been given a poor seat.
Kmitch's reply, however, reveals his
tmmaturity:

17, ...PxNch (2?)

Shocking; under other conditions
quaintly humorous, if not for the tragic
overtones! Black greedily snatches
at the chance to humiliate White's
bishop and even gets in a nasty re-
mark about his wardrobe. But to no
avail. Clearly in command, White
now offers the ominous:

18. Three no-trump

Only a fool or a genius would dare
such a move; Ponce, being both, had
no choice.

At this point, the match was inter-
rupted by the Russian Revolution,
which started early when Kerensky
unexpectedly obtained two tickets to
a musical. When the principals met
again in 1936 to resume play, only 12
of the 32 chessmen could be found
and the game was recorded as a draw.

RECENT DEVELOPMENTS

The Soviet pre-eminence in chess
can be traced to the average Rus-
sian’s readiness to brood obsessively
over anything, even the arrangement
of some pieces of wood. Indeed, the
Russians’ predisposition for quiet re-
flection followed by sudden inventive
action explains why they led the field
for many years in both chess and ax
murders. It is well known that as
early as 1970, the U.S.S.R., aware of
what a defeat at Reykjavik would do
to national prestige, implemented a
vigorous program of preparation and
incentive. Every day for an entire
year, a team of psychologists, chess
analysts and coaches met with the
top three Russian grand masters
and threatened them with a pointy
stick. That these tactics proved fruit-
less is now a part of chess history
and a further testament to the
American way, which provides that if
you want something badly enough,
you can always go to Iceland
and get it from the Russians. (Y |
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“Darling, please promise me we won’t end our honeymoon
in Paris without seeing Paris.”




KILLER

article
By DAVE FISHER and "JOEY"

the score so far is 35 for money
and three for revenge, but hit
man “Goey” hasn’t quit yet

“ORGANIZED CRIME cannot exist without
the help of your so-called honest citi-
zen, All we are is a service organiza-
tion.” “Joey” was sitting two feet
across from me, busily attacking a late-
night snack of two eggs over easy,
bacon crisp! and coffee with milk,
not cream. He had spent a good por-
tion of the evening attempting to con-
vince me that organized crime in
America was, in reality, an unusual
combination of the Sisters of Mercy
and Murder, Inc. At times he was to-
tally convincing.

Joey is a complex experience. He is
egocentric, outgoing, affable, gregari-
ous, witty, sentimental, brave, gener-
ous, at times overbearing and often a
bit loud. He is easy to like, hard to
know, impossible to understand. He is
built along the lines of the Great Wall
of China, massive and low slung, im-
penetrable and threatening, and when
he walks, when he moves, there is no
doubt that he is indeed capable of fol-
lowing through on everything he
promises. He doesn’t stride so much as
he ambles, much like the cliché-born
Southern sheriff: His left leg pushes
forward, pulling with it the left side of
his body; his right leg, seemingly inde-
pendent, catches up. His body lan-
guage is clear: He is not daring, “Try
me”; rather, he is threatening, “Fear
me.” Dealing (continued on page 110)
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KILLER (continued from page 106)

with him is both the hardest and the
easiest thing I have ever had to do.

Joey kills people. He also smuggles
narcotics and cigarettes, hijacks trucks,
bootlegs expensive perfumes, runs card
games, collects numbers, does a litle
muscle work, books bets, makes porno-
graphic movies, Shylocks now and then,
occasionally fences stolen goods and,
once in a while, scalps some tickets. But
killing is his specialty. “1 am one of the
most feared killers in this country,” he
says matter-of-factly, if not pridefully,
and two recognized experts on organized
crime have verified that fact.

“So the word got around that Carmine
DiBiase was threatening to make me a
bad memory.” His conversation, like his
life, skips around helterskelter. He says,
and does, what he deems appropriate for
the moment. It is, fittingly, a shoigun
approach to life, “So I went down to
the club where he hangs out and I walked
in. I took out a 357 magnum and put
it right to his forehead. ‘Listen,” I said,
‘I understand you don’t like me.’

“‘Like you?” Joey paused here for
cffect. Then he boomed, “‘I love
you!’

" 'Well, then,” he drawled in a man-
ner that would have brought tears to
Damon Runyon’s eyes, “ ‘'make . . . sure

. the . . . romance . . . lasts!"” His
laughter filled most of the restaurant
and most of his face. As he will point
out, accurately, his eyes never laugh—
they remain 1wo hard, pillbox slits, al-
ways observing.

Finally I asked him the question that
had been bothering me since the day I
met him, since the moment he ambled
into a publisher's office dressed in a
black-leather and wool jacket and a
white Tshirt. "Why do you really want
to write a book?”

For the first time, he was absolutely
quiet. “We're not such bad people. We
just give people what they want. I want
people to understand that.” He paused
again, went to his coffee with milk, not
cream, and came closer to his real rea-
son. “l think maybe I've had enough. 1
think I'd like to get out. Go somewhere,
maybe open a business.” Reluctantly
but firmly and, as always, convincingly,
he finished his answer. “And I think I
can make a lot of money from it.”

Money, finally, almost inevitably, is
the answer. In his 25 years as a member
of organized crime, Joey estimates he
has made close to $4,000,000. Most of it
has long since been spent on neces-
sities, some luxuries, his wile and a
lot of bookies. Joey is a heavy gambler
and it has cost him. And now, “his
book,” as he calls it, is going to put
money in his pocket. The strongest
motivation of all.

Joey's book was never planned as a

110 starting exposé that would name names

and tell where the bodies were buried.
It is the story of how organized crime
works, how to place a bet, pick a num-
ber, hijack a truck, kill a man. “A Con-
sumer’s Guide to Organized Crime,” we
joked.

Doing the book, of which the fol-
lowing piece is a preview, Joey and I got
to be cdose [riends. We went away to-
gether and spent hour after hour, day
alter day, talking about organized crime.
We went through his two and a hall
decades as a member of it year by year,
crime by crime. Although he has com-
mitted a large share of all conceivable
crimes, he has essentially always worked
as a freelancer, a hired gun.

Sometimes I tended to forget that.
When I watched him kid waitresses, or
play with children, or go about his day
diligently trying to raise a smile on
every face, it was easy to forget. I began
to believe, in fact, that the book was to
be his penitence. He saw it differently.

In the months we spent together, he
told me his story, sometimes humor-
ously, sometimes eloquently, sometimes
with great sadness—but always in a
straightforward and totally honest way.
In that time, I never learned his real
name or where he lives or what his sec-
ond wile’s name is. I suppose I should
have been appalled by his life. But I
wasn't. I was, like most Americans, en-
tranced, titillated. And I enjoyed every
moment I was in his company.

‘The waiter walked over with our
check. Joey picked it up. “Aren’t you
afraid they’ll kill you if they find out
who you are?” I asked.

He laughed. “If we do this right,
they'll never find out,” he said. Then
he added, “And I couldn't care less if
I live or die. That's what makes me so
dangerous.”

And so fascinating.

Every member of organized crime is
capable of doing many different things,
but each is an expert in at least one
area. Some guys are great gamblers.
Others are super hijackers. Me? I kill
people.

My official title is “hit man,” but I
guess you could think of me as a police-
man. The Mob has its own social struc-
ture and we have to deal with our own
internal problems. Let’s face it, we don’t
have anyplace where we can sue some-
body. I don’t even call it murder. To
me, it’s just a job.

Actually, you might say crime is the
family business. I grew up watching my
father shuttle in and out of prison. That
was when I learned that crime pays, no
matter what anybody tells you. When
my father was home, he made good
money and we lived very well; when he
was in jail, we barely survived. A lot of
people today, they blame a person’s

background for everything he does
wrong. That's bullshit. My cousin grew
up in exactly the same environment 1
did and today he's a cop. We both knew
exactly what we were doing. He picked
one way, I picked the other. But when 1
made the choice, 1 knew exactly what I
was getting into, and I knew what 1 was
getting out of.

My total is 38; 35 for money and
three for revenge. 1 can remember each
man that I hit. I can give you the order.
The details. Even the weather on that
day. And I would not make a mistake.
Number 18, for example, was a gambler
who was discovered informing on the
Mob. He had quietly been arrested and
made a deal in order to keep himself
out of a jackpot—which is our word for
a jam. Certain things began to kick back
and some people checked and found out
my man was the source, so he had 1o go.
I caught him in a small bar and 1 just
walked in and blasted him with a .88. It
was dark and I was wearing very non-
descript clothing and that was it. |
remember him. I remember them all.
You never really forget.

But it doesn’t bother me, not one bit
This is my job. It is my business. 1 shoot
people and that’s it. I never think of it
in terms of morality, although that may
be hard for a lot of people to believe. 1
know the difference between right and
wrong. And I know by most standards of
morality that what I do would be con-
sidered wrong. But this doesn’t bother
me. I also know the difference between
eating and starving. Between having a
pair of new shoes and a pair you have
to stuff newspaper in just to keep from
freezing. Believe me, I know.

So 1 don't worry about it. Because |
have the ability to pull the trigger, 1 can
do what I like to do, go where 1 want to
go, be what I want to be. I have no sce-
ond thoughts. No recriminations. I don’t
even think about it, because, if I did
and I was an emotional person, 1 could
not live with it. It would destroy me. So
1 do my job like a guy lays brick, a guy
tends bar, a guy cuts hair.

At home, I'm really not that much dil-
ferent than your average bricklayer, bar-
tender or barber. I take out the garbage
four nights a week, worry about my wife
when she’s out alone at night, cut the
grass about twice a month and complain
about those ridiculous telephone bilis.
Believe it or not, I'm a human being. I
laugh at funny jokes, I love having chil-
dren around the house and I can spend
hours playing with my mutt. Only one
thing, I never ay during sad movies.
I've only cried for one person in my
whole life, my first wife. The day I
found out she had been killed, I cried.
And then 1 changed. So my eyes weren’t
the slightest bit wet at the end of
Love Story.

There are three things you need to

(continued on page 206)



CREDE,
EXDPECTATIONS

lo, the lowly pancake—internationalized, haute-cuisined and transformed into a dish that does it all

fOOd By JdCK DENTON SCOTT 7HE crepE, that paper-thin pancake with
the chic French name, is in a culinary class by itself: Although lacy-thin, it's so tender that it can almost be cut with a
sharp glance, yet so durable that it can be folded into any shape and firmly hold any filling without breaking or tearing.
The crepe is also versatile, with every country in Europe using it in appealing ways ranging from the elaborate to the
simple. In France, where the crepe is held in esteem and where the ways with it are the most creative, lefrover lamb,
chicken or any meat is chopped, seasoned, rolled in a crepe, covered with a sauce, sprinkled with cheese, browned in the
oven and served as a tasty luncheon treat that makes its meat base seem mundane by comparison. In Vienna, I've had dinner
with Hungarian friends who served their superb goulash wrapped in crisp crepes, and I've eaten buckwheat crepes
stuffed with tuna and beans with embarrassing gusto at a Breton family table. Once, to immortalize a classic hangover
I acquired in Rome, I ate ten cannelloni, arepes stuffed with three kinds of cheese and jeweled with bits of prosciutto ham,
washing down those recuperative fluffy delights with a full bottle of the restaurant’s house white Frascati. I've had whole
herrings rolled in cepes and sauced with sour cream in Amsterdam; at an afternoon tea in Norway, I've eaten the tiny
pancakes filled with tart cloudberries and sprinkled with sugar. Although 1 have yet to sit at a Russian table and enjoy
crepes {at with glistening pearl-gray Beluga caviar, I haven’t given up hope of savoring that ultimate in crepe cuisine.
In addition to running the whole gastronomic gamut, from breakfast to buffer to hors (continued on page 184)
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WHO'S DOING
WHAT WITH
YOUR MONEY

nobody likes paying taxes—

WE ARE RELIABLY INFORMED that the typical pLAvBoY teader pays very close to
$2500 each year in Federal income taxes. Some pay more, some pay less and
some (the very rich) pay nothing at all. But on the average, $2500 a year is
the figure, and this is a lot of money. Many of us don’t realize we're paying so
much, due to the deceptive way in which the income tax is both collected and
spent. There is deception going in, because the tax is extracted from our pay
checks a bit at a time, in a manner deliberately calculated to minimize pain. (The
man who designed the withholding system, Milton Friedman, has seen the error
of his ways; when we were taping our February interview with himn, he said, in
effect, that if he had to do it over again, he wouldn’t) The deception going out
is even more insidious, because the Government spends money in sums so large
that nobody can visualize them. We think this is bad. Taxgayets ought to
be able to visualize how their money is blown. To help you determine where
yours is going, we've unearthed instances where the amounts spent are smali
enough to be comprehensible to the man footing the bill. That's you. Now that
April’s here, imagine your $2500 paying its share of any of the projects described

here are17 g00d reasons w]Z_)’ on these pages. Take your choice, sign your check—and eat your heart out.

Your $2500
paid for one
day’s operation of Pres-
ident Nixon's much-
publicized Heroin Hot-
line program: up to 41
long-distance phone con-
nections manned by
interviewers and narcs
—all of them sit-
ting around recording
anonymous dope tips.
According to the Gen-
eral Accounting Office,
the first four months of
operation cost $260,000
and garnered 28,079 ob-
scene and/or crank calls.
It also unearthed four and a
half kilos of marijuana, 3300
tabs of LSD, two guns .
and two grams of heroin.
An ad agency has been e
hired to promote the program.

Adjacent to the chamber of the House of Represent-
atives is a hallway called the Speaker's lobby,
which Congressmen usually pass through on their
way to the chamber itself. When the Speaker's lobby
needed redecoration recently, our Representatives
ordered a new rug: 87 feet, 10%2 inches long, 9 feet,
5 inches wide, hand-cut 3 -inch pile surface, 100 per-
cent virgin-wool face, 100 percent cotton back, per-
manently mothproofed and made in the U.S. of A.
The rug cost $31,650 delivered (the pad was extra),
which boils down to about $340 a square yard. Your
$2500 paid for just over seven yards of it. Not
enough for a 9" x12°, but it would still look nice
112 under a coffee table, or maybe on the floor of a car.

A gourmet quartermaster in Washington suffered an apparent attack
of gastric oculitis, a common disease among purchasing officers,
wherein one's eyes get bigger than one's stomach. Result: U.S.
military commissaries in Europe wound up with an 82-year supply of
Kellogg's freeze-dried tuna-salad mix, of which your $2500 covered
four years and three months. But not to worry; at least you won't have
to ante up for this one next year. Unless the stuff spails, of course.

Your $2500 maintained the 13 Government
members of the Interdepartmental Screw
Thread Committee for almost four days. This

august body, which now costs an estimated
$250,000 a year, was originally established by

.

Congress, after an hour of debate, on May
31, 1918. Its purpose was to hasten the
conclusion of the War to End All Wars, by

helping nuts and bolts come together. A com-
plex task, of course. We shouldn’t expect re-
sults overnight. Maybe in another 55 years. . . .
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According to a Congressional report, the Defense Department in just two years produced
12 different films showing military people how to brush their teeth. We have been unable to
verify the accuracy of this report, but we did learn that shortly after January 1, the Navy
began work on five five-minute shorts on the broad subject of plaque control. Cost:

$35,000, which means that your $2500 buys one minute and 47 seconds of a
tooth-brushing movie. All together now: up, down, up, down, up, down, up, down,

In the northwest quadrant of
the District of Columbia, the
Department of Housing and
Urban Development is in the
process of constructing 54 two-
story town houses for low-
income residents. The town
houses are mostly small (a
three-bedroom model com-
prises 1058 square feet) and
lack the frills (washing ma-
chines, air conditioning, etc.)
usually found In private-
home construction. Neverthe-
less, they're costing $76,000
apiece. Your $2600 builds
1/30th of one of them:

about 35 square feet—the
size of a small walk-in closet

- : : Science marches on, with
F time out for a potty break:
Your $2500 paid about eight
tenths of one percent of
the cost of a prototype toilet
that the National Aeronautics
and Space Administration is
building for the new space
shuttle. Going to the john in
a zero-gravity bathroom is no
cheap trick: The prototype
cost $80,000 for design and
$230,000 for “‘environmental
testing,” whatever that is.
The device will provide an
element of privacy (thus per-
mitting females to join the
astronaut corps for the first
time) and will employ air
currents in an attempt to com-
pensate for the lack of grav-
ity. According to one of its
architects, engineer Joseph
Swider, the gadget will re-
semble an ordinary earth-
bound commode, “except that
it will probably be draftier.”

At Elmendorf Air Force Base in Anchorage, the Air Force runs a fancy hotel named the
Alaskan Chateau, whose facilities are available lo everyone in Anchorage who happens to
be a lieutenant colonel or higher or a Government bureaucrat making over $22,000 a year.
According to the GAO, an average of eight persons daily stay at the Alaskan Chateau. For
three dollars a night, these fortunate few have full run of the facilities, including the steam
room, the sauna, the sunrooms, the massage rooms, the gym and the cocktail lounge. They
are waited on.by 17 sergeants, one airman and a captain—acting as cooks, waiters, wine
stewards, room clerks and cleaning ladies. The salaries of these semipublic servants average
$7727 a year. Your $2500 pays for any one of them (take your pick) for aimost four months. 113
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If you're making a pilgrimage to the fabled north-country fair, stop in at Eve-
leth, Minnesota, 20 miles east of Hibbing. There you will find the Hockey
Hall of Fame, nearing completion thanks to a Federal grant of $666.400 (1/267th
of which is yours) under the Public Works Impact Program, designed
to create jobs in high-unemployment areas. Construction of the
Hall of Fame created 27 such jobs; each will last 14 months.

The Navy spent $375,000 (your share: 1/150th) trying to find
out if Frisbees can be used lo carry flares over battle-
fields. Alas, they can't. Learn the reasons by
reading the 216-page report that your
money subsidized. It's called “Aero-
dynamic Analysis of the Self-
Suspended Flare,” available
for three dollars from the
National Technical Service,
Springfield, Virginia 22151.
They have a lot of

other books there, so

ask for number AD740117.

Your $2500 paid a good eighth of the cost = 2
of a $19,300 study, commissioned by the o ; | Jore ik azrrde |
Department of Health, Education and . ' e/ L_‘Lz'f?:*gg S
Welfare, to find out why children fall off | -

tricycles. The study, done by Calspan
Corporation of Buffalo, New York, found
“unstable performance, particularly roll-
over while turning.” Or, as an HEW of-
ficial put it: "Tricycles have an unsafe
design configuration.” The study was
needed to inform the Bureau of Product
Safety, a subdivision of the Food and
Drug Administration, in the task of writ-
ing safety standards for velocipedes. The
Product Safety people are touchy about
this study, feeling it's received adverse
publicity that fails to consider its child-
protection merits. “If people think we're
spending too much money,” a spokes-
man told us, “then they should go to
Congress and change the law.” Up
against the nursery wall, thumb suckers.
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Your $2500 paid for almost one fifth of  This silver-and-ebony mace, 46 inches long, symbolizes authority in the House of
the $13,500 it cost to put a new heating Representatives. It rests on either of two marble pedestals flanking the Speaker's
system in President Nixon's villa in San  chair, and signals whether the House is in full session or meeting only at the committee
Clemente. The Secret Service declared  level. Etson White, assistant sergeant at arms, sits close by the mace and moves it
the old heating system a security hazard. swiftly and expertly from one marble pedestal to the other, sometimes as often as four
As an SS man put it: “You wouldnt want  or five times a day. Your $2500 in taxes paid his salary for two and a half months.
the President of the United States liv-
ing in a house where the heating system
could cause a fire. would you?" Not us.



Way back in 1911, the U.S. Naval
Academy decided to estab-
lish its own herd of dairy
cows, so that midship-
men could enjoy a con-
tinuing supply of pure,
fresh milk during outbreaks of
typhoid fever. The threat of
typhoid has diminished during
subsequent generations, but the
herd has not. At last count, it
was 500 strong. The General Ac-
counting Office estimates that if An-
napolis were to buy pasteurized milk
like the rest of us, taxpayers would
save $84,000 a year; so your $2500
bought milk for the middies for 11 days.

To beat the drums for a new cost-cutting
program, the U.S. Postal Service made
up an audio-visual presentation, including
2000 15-minute cassettes, for postal offi-
cials the nation over. The mails being

Forest Service division logged a
$15,000 expenditure studying public
attitudes toward Smokey the Bear. Your
$2500 underwrote one sixth of this,
but don't despair. Smokey can af-
ford it. He's one of the few figures

in Government who actually make
money for taxpayers: $212,000 last
year alone, from sweat-shirt royalties,
books, games, dolls, etc. Needless to
say, his keepers zealously guard his com-
mercial integrity. In Reseda, California,
the Government came down hard on a
saloon called the Smokey
Bar, for taking the ursine
image in vain. An-
other Government
money-maker is Mr.
Zip, the Post
Office caricature.
Stamp collectors
like him so much that
they save his picture,
with stamps attached,
when it appears in the
margins of postage-stamp
sheets. For every stamp that
goes into a collector’s al-
bum, rather than on an
envelope, the Postal
Service makes eight
cents. There's no way
to compute Mr. Zip's earn-
ings, but the moral is obvi-
ous: We need more cartoon
characters in Government
—and fewer real ones.

what they are, the Post Office decided
to deliver the cassettes by courier. This
little message, including extraspecial-
delivery service, cost $27,000, so your
$2500 paid for and delivered 185 cassettes.

Over at the Department of Agriculture, the

Which weighs more, a 3,000,000-
pound steamship or 1500 tons of
feathers? Answer: They weigh the
same, and both would make a big
mess if dropped from a tall building
Fifteen hundred tons of feathers hap-
pens to be the amount currently
stashed in the Government's stockpile
program, a marvelously anal attempt
to assemble “a sufficiency of strategic
and critical materials to fulfill national
requirements in the event of an
emergency.” The feather stockpile is
deemed sufficient to warm our troops
in the event of a major land war in
Saskatchewan, so the Government
isn't buying more. Still, there are
storage costs: $59,000 a year. Your
$2500 pays one year's upkeep for
127,118 pounds of feathers. Cheap.
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By ROBERTL FISH

one
doesn’t have
to tnvent
problems—
i
furnishes
more than
enough

To go back to the Rue Cologne or
not, that was the problem!

CLAUDE BIESSY RECOGNIZED that his ap-
pearance was a decided advantage, for
he looked like a student at the Sorbonne
and therefore dressed accordingly. With
his student’s satchel dangling indolently
from one hand and his curly head ob-
viously in some philosophical cloud or
other, he always walked—strolled would
be more accurate, though at times many
miles were involved—from his small
apartment in the Rue Collard near the
university to and from his jobs.

His appearance may have been a bit
of luck, but all else was thoroughly
planned. No wheeled transportation to
draw attention to the possible presence
of an intruder in some untenanted-at-
the-moment home or apartment; no cu-
rious taxi driver to recall a youthful fare
following a safecracking in some office
building or warehouse. No wallet with
identification ever carried on a job, and

out the services of a fence. No
people, no chances. To date, it
had worked fine.

He paused in his labors and lis-
tened. There was only the sound
of the rising wind rauling the

into oil. Claude tackled the safe

against the drill handle as he could
muster. He was pleased with the near-
silent humming of the small, powerful
motor, the eagerness with which the bit
ate its way steadily through the thick
metal. Easy did it; there was no rush.
His careful scouting had made sure that
the inhabitants of the house would not
return until the following day.

The safe was a Le Clair, an unusually
large one for home use. Most home safes
were simply meant to protect against
fire and they presented no special prob-
lems. A Le Clair was more complex—
constructed in hopes of frustrating bur-
glars—but Claude was familiar with it
He had spent four years under the tute-
lage of the famous Gil Lowendal him-
self and he had yet to find 2 small safe
he couldn't enter.

The vibration of the drill changed;
the bit slowed and then speeded up as it
penetrated the last thickness of the steel
shell. He had now drilled through to the
locking linkage area. The rest was sim-

est steel and inserted it into the
hole. Then, reaching into the bag
once more, he produced an all-steel
hammer. A few sufficiently strong
blows against the punch would

break the safe’s lock bolt—and

never any accomplice. Nothing ple—even though it took a little
ever stolen except cash or objects more muscle. From his bag, he ex-
easily transformed into cash with- tracted a2 punch made of the hard-

him. Somehow, the hammer

windows beyond the thick the job would be finished.

drapes of the old house; he had It was not the effort of the
expected no other. With a pounding that bothered him. It
brief nod, he returned to work. was just that, when he thought
The chips were wiped from the back afterward, he always had
hot drill bit, the bit dipped a nightmare scenario occur (o

door again. The beginning of

turned the drill on and began

would slip and there would be

1 heard something like ham-

the hole was clearly visible in a loud dang. Or, even if it
the sharp beam of the adjust- didn’t, the noise of the blows
able flash. He had positioned it might, by chance, reach the ears
precisely at a certain point be- of a person in the vicinity.
tween the combination dial and That person would rise up on
the safe’s handle—he knew this one elbow in bed, perhaps, and
vulnerable spot very well. He say to himself, “Odd, I thought

again, putting as much weight

mering. (continued on page 128)

ILLUSTRATION BY GILBERT STONE
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it’s a long way from

kansas to new york city,

but yulte woodson made it —
and a career for herself

YOUNG,
GIFTED,
BLACK-

AND
AMBITIOUS

neR FRIENDS all thought Julie Woodson
was crazy to walk off the set of Super
Fly. But the producers hadn’t told her
beforehand about the nude love scene
she was supposed to play—and, for
what she considered rip-off wages, it
just wasn’t worth it. So Julie—an ac-
complished model who works for the
Eileen Ford agency and has appeared
in various TV commercials—decided
she could afford to wait a while longer
for her first movie role. Now that she’s
seen Super Fly, she doesn't regret her

At home in her opartment, Julie puts o free
hour to good use by rearranging her port-
folio for presentation to o prospective client.
PHOTOGRAPHY BY DAVID CHAN
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Julie plants @ kiss an the brow of Jerry Ford
as she arrives ot the Fard modeling agency.

move: “I hated it, except for Curtis
Mayfield’s music, which carried the
whole thing. But most of the black
movies coming out are just garbage—
they're all about sex and drugs, they
put down the blacks and exploit the
actors. Until the money comes in for
some good black movies—and until 1
can get some roles that call for acting
mstead of just looking good—TI'll stay
oft the screen.” The same qualities—a
sense of direction and a bit of will
power—that made Miss Woodson get up
and split also helped her escape [rom
her home town of Hutchinson, Kansas.
“Il I'd stayed there,” she allows, “I'd
probably have a lot of children by now,
and I'd probably be on wellare.” But
she left there at 12 and went to Cali-
fornia. with her father (her parents are
divorced). While Julie earned a degree
in business from San Diego City College,
she worked as a stewardess for PSA,
and after finishing school, she switched
to TWA. That brought her o New
York, where she began modeling for the
Black Beauty agency. That led, in turn,
to her association with Eileen Ford and
to TV spots on behall of hair sprays,
cold  remedies, yoghurt, diapers and
other produas. Julie isn’t crazy about
her work, but she admits she'd like to
be the wop black model in New York.
She'd also like the chance to use her
business acumen to start her own com-
pany someday—no specific ideas yet—
and she’s banking her money with that
in mind. In her spare time, Julie studies
acting and practices karate (an art she
[eels is necessary in New York City).
Eventually, she would like o settle down
and raise a [amily. Such is her maternal
instinct, in fact, that when she lived in
L.A. she would go to local orphanages
and “borrow” youngsters for weckends.
But lamily building will have to wait
Right now, Julie’s concerned with mak-
ing her vision ol the good life a reality
—and she seems 1o be well on her way.

After checking her schedule at the agency, Julie bicycles to Central Park, where she has an
appaintment with a photographer. On the way, she staps ta look at the needle-point creations
of o sidewalk artist—and decides ta buy cne. Then, in the park, she leaps for the birdie.
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PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

The husband and wife were having difficulty in
deciding what to give up for Lent, but finally,
in a fervent spirit of atonement, they agreed
on sex. As the weeks slowly Hassed they began
to regret their choice, but still stuck to it, sleep-
ing in separate bedrooms and also locking the
doors to control temptation. Finally, the glori-
ous Easter sun rose and the wile was awak-
cned by a series of thunderous knocks on her
door. "Oh, George,” she called out, "I know
what you're knocking for!”

“You're damn right!’ he yelled back. “Bwm
do you know what I'm knocking with?”

We've heard that some supermarkets are now
selling six-packs of whipped cream—in case
you're going to an orgy.

The elderly woman had complained of ab-
dominal swelling and pain. The doctor had
examined her thoroughly and put her through
a serics of laboratory tests the results of which
were now in. “The plain fact. madam.” har-
rumphed the medical man, “is that you're
pregnant.”

“That’s impossible!” gasped his patient.
“Why, I'm seventy-nine years old and my hus-
band, although he still works, is eighty-six!”

When the doctor insisted, the aging mother-
to-be pulled over his desk telephone and
dialed her husband's office. When he was on
the line, she began without preliminaries.
“You old goat,” she snapped. “you've got me
pregnant!”

There was a long pause hefore the old man
replied. “Please,” he quavered, “who did you
say was calling?”

A young mountaincer visited his parents’
cabin on his return from a modest honcy-
moon. “Tell me, son,” said his father, “did
Ellie Sue turn out to be a virgin?”

“I ain't rightly sure, Paw,” mumbled the
young man. “That l.lp-;ln'-(ltm'n movement
mighta come natural to ‘er, but that roun’
an’-roun” movement—I think that was larned!™”

Unbeknownst to the Arab sheik, the magic
bottle that he bought in the bazaar had once
contained Mogen David wine. so the genie
who appeared when the sheik rubbed it was,
of course, Jewish.

“What is your wish?” asked the genie.

“I'd like my penis to extend to within a
foot of the ground!” demanded the hot-
blooded son of the desert.

S0, quick as a wink. the Jewish genie short-
ened the sheik’s legs.

Hi. sixty-four!” called the girl from the side-
walk in response to a boy's wave from a
passing car. A [ew minutes later, a second
boy honked his horn and she yelled back,
“Hi, seventy-twol”

“What's that mean?” asked her female
friend.

“It's my special code,” answered the first
girl. “The guy who waved, he’s got six inches
and can make it [our times a night, while the
guy who honked, he's got seven but can make
it only twice.”

Just then. another fellow klaxoned past and
the second girl called, “Hi, Johnnie Walker!”

“But I know him,” said the first girl in
some surprise. “That was Dan Smith. Johnnic
Walker's a liquor!™

“Honey,” exclaimed her friend, “now you've
broken my code!™

kIt was in an adult-education math course that
the instructor asked the class: “Il a man sold
a dozen diamond necklaces at $75,000 apiece,
and his profit was twenty-five percent. what
would he get for himselfe”

One languid student raised her hand. “Any-
thing he asked me for,” she sighed.

Ot course I'm not losing interest in our mar-
riage. dear,” said the husband. “Fm simply
making love slowly to keep the ash on my
cigarette from [alling on the bedclothes.”

J'M?././.!('::;—Mq_.

The attractive secretary was inclined to talk
just a little oo much about the feclings of
high-minded appreciation she insisted she in-
spired in men. “Just think,” she burbled 1o
the ofhce in gencral one morning, “a wealthy
gentleman rom Texas took me out last eve-
ning! He told me several times how much he
valued my company, and then when he said
good night—he told me it was a small token
ol his esteem—he slipped two hundred-dollar
bills into my purse!™

“Well. well,” came a female voice from the
other side of the file cabinets, “that’s the first
time I've ever heard of a hundred-and-eighty-
dollar tip.”

Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a post-
card, please, to Party Jokes Edilor, PLAYROY,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
1. 60611. $50 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is sclected. Jokes cannol be returned.



“Either we start pushing birth control or we’re going to
be up to our asses in little people!”




PLAYRBOY

I“ m[ m (continued from page 117)

Yes, there it is again. It would seem to
be coming from the Duponts’ house.
Ah, well.” Then that person, sinking
back in the bed again, would suddenly
reflect, “But wait! Didn’t I see the
Duponts leaving for the weekend? There
is something very curious here. Perhaps
1 should ask the police to have a look.”

Claude snapped the flashlight off and
went to the window to survey the street.
Across the way, the sureetlight shone on
an empty garden. There was no sign of
life except for the very faint sound of
music coming from some house a little
farther along.

He moved back to the safe and
grasped the hammer. This old house
would have thick walls. Besides, he
counted on the fact that the listener of
his nightmare—if there ever were one
in reality—would hesitate a minute,
would take another minute to find his
slippers, would spend a little more time
getting to the telephone. There would
be a further delay as the policeman at
the other end of the line wrote every-
thing down.

It took a few more blows than he'd
expected—each one a cannon blast to his
ears—but at last the lock was broken. It
was only after he had dismantled the
drill and put each piece of his equip-
ment carefully back into his satchel that
he turned the bhandle of the safe. It
moved easily. He shone the beam of his
flashlight inside. Silver plate; he pushed
it aside without qualms. A jewel case; he
whistled slightly as he opened it, and
then closed it resolutely. A tin box! He
dragged it out and tipped the cover up.
Papers. He took one up. Papers? Secu-
rities! Negotiable securities! He took one
look at the face value of the top one
and his eyes widened. A fortune! But
this was no time to stand and count it.
He dropped the bundle into the satchel,
tossed the Hashlight on top of it, buckled
it hastily and moved to the window.

He was three blocks away, his surgical
gloves tucked into an inner pocket, his
bag swinging negligently from his hand,
when a police car passed him with flash-
ing lights and keening siren. Claude
began to look after it and then brought
his head to the front. It was impossible
that the sound of the hammer could
have brought any investigation to the
old house in that short a time. Besides,
a police car was certainly no unusual
sight in Paris, even in the suburbs.
Crime was certainly not limited to his
small efforts, and automobile accidents
were as common as the common cold.
He put the police car from his mind
and continued his stroll toward home.
But subconsciously, one ear listened for
the return of the siren.

128 The sireets through which Claude

returned were not the same ones he had
traversed in going to the job, but they
were of the same general nature. Major
arteries were avoided, as were streets
that appeared completely deserted.
Avenues lined with spreading plane
trees and strolling couples out for the
evening air were the ones he preferred.
Along several he saw other students—he
always thought of them as other students
—equally hampered by bags, walking
alone or together, and he felt a certain
kinship with them.

He crossed the Avenue Mozambique
and turned down the Rue Cologne,
staying a reasonable distance behind a
couple walking with their arms about
each other. Here, well into the body of
the city proper, traffic was still oddly
light, but the night was pleasant and the
breeze cooling. Claude strolled along,
enjoying the walk, when he heard the
sharp cdack of leather heels on the oppo-
site pavement. His eyes came up, incu-
rious. Marching along in the opposite
direction was a uniformed policeman,
visored hat square on his brow, cape
swinging in cadence to his almost mili-
tary step. Claude smiled faintly, a smile
that faded as the footsteps suddenly
stopped. There was the briefest pause,
and then they resumed, but their owner
had turned and was now moving in
the same direction as Claude, just across
the street.

Claude frowned slightly without
breaking the evenness of his pace in the
least. A coincidence? Quite obviously.
But, still, here he was with a satchel full
of negotiable securities, not to mention
a lot of highly unusual implements it
would be most difficult to explain. One
shouid be allowed a touch of nervous
ness, should one not? Ah, well, he
thought, taking heart, one could scarcely
walk across half of Paris and not run
into a policeman now and then, could
one? And if that policeman was walking
in the direction he was, so what? They
all had to walk in one direction or the
other, did they not? Obviously, they did.

Still, this one had stopped dead and
turned just after passing Claude, had
he not?

He had. . . .

On the other hand, look at it this
way: If the flic had the slightest suspi-
cion that he was following a much-
wanted safe-cracker (not following, you
idiot! Because he isn’t following; he's
merely walking in the same direc-
tion!), would he remain across the
street, marching along so sedately? Not
likelyl He would be storming over,
whistle blowing like mad, baton raised
for action. So forget the man, for heav-
en’s sake! Walk along like the student

he thinks you are, and stop sweating!

Curbs came and went on the Rue Co-
logne. Step down, step up. The couple
ahead had withdrawn into a shadowed
alcove; giggles came from it as he passed.
Would the flic cross over and inves-
tigate the giggless He did not, but it
had really been a lot to expect. Ahead,
the walk was now bare, the overhead
streetlights throwing the shadows of the
whispering trees in wavering patches on
the walk. The two sets of footsieps
echoed each other, one on each side of
the pavement. Claude suddenly smiled
to himself. Suppose he were to cross the
street and plant himself in front of
the policeman? Ask the flic for direc-
tions, say? Settle the matter once and
for all—

His smile was wiped away imme-
diately; he felt a sudden chill. You are
an idiot, my friend, he said to himsell
grimly, soberly. You are beginning to
show nerves. That idea was strictly from
nerves. Don’t. It is a bad habit 1o get
into. Try not to get any more of those
ridiculous notions.

Turn down one of the small side
streets? And if the flic merely turns
down the street with you, what then, my
foolish friend? What did we just say
about ridiculous ideas? Just keep walk-
ing. Thart's right. One foot ahead of
the other.

The lights of the Place Duquesne ap-
peared before him; a deserted sidewalk
café beckoned hospitably from the
broad sidewalk that flanked the empty
flagstoned circle. Wait a minute! Ap-
proaching the flic was one thing, but
pausing for a briel refreshment was
quite another. One thing was certain;
they couldn’t keep up this silly charade
all the way back to the university!
‘Who was it who had said, if war must
start, let it start here? He smiled faintly,
slowed his steps and dropped ino a
chair well back from the curb. His
satchel seemed to drape itself naturally
across his thighs. And then he felt his
heart lurch. The footsteps across the
street had also stopped!

“M’sieu?”

Claude swung about, starded, staring
up at a sleepy-eyed waiter. “Whar?”

The waiter stared at him. “Exactly,
M’sieu. What?”

“Oh. A cognac.”

The waiter nodded, yawned, wiped
the table from force of habit and wan-
dered off inside. He returned with a
glass of amber liquid and placed it
down. Claude turned to the glass, refus-
ing to recognize the existence of the uni-
formed figure hesitating across the small
place [rom him; he raised the drink
and downed it in one swallow. It was a
cheap cognac, an embarrassment of the
vine, but its warmth was welcome.
Claude forced himself to raise his eyes.

(concluded on page 216)
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Fogls, $5, and
- plotform shoes, by
~ Nunn Bush, $50.
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Pucker-plaid polyester,
acrylic and cotton-blend
single-breasted jacket
with deep side vents,
by Jahnny Corson,
$75; nylon shirt
with long-pointed
collar and two-
button cuffs, by Europe
Craft, $16; linen-look poly-
ester knit slacks with single-
pleot front, tunnel belt loops,
flored leg bottoms and deep
cuffs, by Joymar-Ruby, $23; wing-
tip shoes with plotform soles
ond high heels, by Dexter, $22.
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PLAYRBOY

FLASHMAN AT THE CHARGE

five-yearold who made the house hide-
ous with his noise and was forever hit-
ting his shuttlecocks about the place. 1
wasn’t by any means sure that I was his
father, for, as I have explained before,
my Elspeth hid a monstrously passionate
nature under her beautifully innocent
roses-and-cream exterior, and I suspected
that she had been bounced about by
half of London during the 14 years of
our marriage. I'd been away a good deal,
of course. But I'd never caught her out
—mind you, that meant nothing, for
she’d never caught me, and I had had
more than would make a handrail round
Hyde Park. But whatever we both sus-
pected we kept to ourselves and dealt
very well. 1 loved her, you see, in a way
which was not entirely carnal, and I
think, I believe, I hope, that she wor-
shipped me, although I've never made
up my mind about that.

But I had my doubts about the pater-
nity of little Havvy—so called because
his names were Harry Albert Victor, and
he couldn’t say Harry properly, gen-
erally because his mouth was full. My
chum Speedicut, I remember, who is a
coarse brute, claimed to see a conclusive
resemblance to me: When Havvy was
a few weeks old and Speed came to the
nursery to see him getting his rations,
he said the way the infant went after
the nurse’s tits proved beyond doubt
whose son he was.

“Little Havvy,” I told Elspeth, “is
much too young to care a feather what
uniform his father wears. But my pres-
ent work is important, my love, and you
would not have me shirk my duty. Per-
haps, later, 1 may transfer”—I would,
too, as soon as it looked safe—"and you
will be able to lead your cavalryman to
drums and balls and in the Row to your
heart’s content.”

It cheered her up, like a sweet to a
child; she was an astonishingly shallow
creature in that way. More like a lovely
flaxen-haired doll come to life than a
woman with a human brain, I often
thought. Still, that has its conveniences,
too.

In any event, Bindley spoke for me to
Lord Paget, who took me in tow, and so
I joined the Board of Ordnance. And it
was the greatest bore, for his lordship
proved to be one of those meddling
fools who insist on taking an interest in
the work of committees 1o which they
are appointed—as if a lord is ever ex-
pected to do anything but lend the light
of his countenance and his title. He ac-
tually put me to work, and not being an
engincer or knowing more of stresses
and moments than sufficed to get me in
and out of bed, I was assigned to mus-
ketry testing at the Woolwich laboratory,
which meant standing on firing points

136 while the marksmen of the Royal Small

(continued from page 90)

Arms Factory blazed away at the “eu-
nuchs.”* The fellows there were a very
comumon lot, engineers and the like, full
of nonsense about the virtues of the
Mini¢ as compared with the Long En-
field .577, and the Pritchett bullet, and
the Aston back sight—there was tremen-
dous work going on just then, of course,
to find a new rifle for the army, and
Molesworth’s committee was being set
up to make the choice. It was all one to
me if they decided on harquebuses; after
a month spent listening to them prosing
about jamming ramrods and geuting oil
on my trousers, I found myself sharing
the view of old General Scarlett, who
once told me:

“Splendid chaps the Ordnance, but
dammem, a powder monkey's a powder
monkey, ain't he? Let 'em fill the car
tridges and bore the guns, but don't ex-
pect me to know a .577 from a mortarl
What concern is that of a gentleman
—or a soldier, either? Hey? Hey?"

Indeed, T began to wonder how long
I' could stand it, and seuled for spend-
ing as little time as I could on my duties
and devoting myself to the social life. El-
speth at 30 seemed to be developing an
even greater appetite, if that were possi-
ble, for parties and dances and the
opera and assemblies, and when I wasn’t
squiring her, I was busy about the clubs
and the Haymarket, getting back into
my favourite swing of devilled bones,
mulled port and low company, riding
round Albert Gate by day and St. John's
Wood by night, racing, playing pool,
carousing with Speed and the lads and
keeping the Cyprians busy. London is
always lively, but there was a wild mood
about in those days and growing wilder
as the weeks passed. It was all: When
will the war break out? For soon it was
seen that it must come, the press and the
street-corner orators were baying for
Russian blood.

I listened to a mob in Piccadilly sing-
ing about how British arms would “tame
the frantic autocrat and smite the Rus-
sian slave,” and consoled myself with the
thought that I would be snug and safe
down at Woolwich, doing less than my
share to see that they got the right guns
to do it with. And so I might, if I hadn't
loafed out one evening to play pool
with Speed in the Haymarker.

We had played a few games of sausage
in the Piccadilly Rooms when a dra-
goon named Cutts came by and offered
us a match at billiards for a quid a
hundred. But, after he'd taken a fiver
apiece from us, I was sick of it. There

2The “cunuchs.” The open-range
musketry target in use at this time con-
sisted of the usual concentric circles but
uith a naked human figure in the cen-
tre; the bull was a black disk discreetly
placed below the figure's waistline.

are some smart alecks I can’t abide 1o be
beat by—and Cuuts, whose luck was
dead in, was crowing too loud for me.
So, leaving Speed to play him again, I
mooched over to watch a game going on
at a corner table. One of the regular
sharks—a grinning specimen with ginger
coloured whiskers—was fleecing a novice.

The lamb about to be sheared was a
proper-looking mama’s boy, no more
than 18, who looked as though he'd be
more at home handing cucumber sand-
wiches to Aunt Jane than pushing a cue.
They were playing pyramids, and 1
watched as the shark led him on bit by
bit, first pretending to have bad luck,
then finally potting the last four balls
perfectly. He took £15 off the boy and
walked away, calling to the waiter for
champagne.

The little gudgeon was standing
woebegone, holding his limp purse. 1
thought of speeding him on his way
with a taunt or two, but then I had
a bright idea. “Cleaned out, Snooks?”
says I. “He rooked you properly, didn’t
he? Care for a drink to drown your
sorrows?"”

He started to turn away, looking sus-
picious. “I thank you, no,” says he. I
have no money left whatever.”

“Hold on,” says I, “I'm no Captain
Sharp. I'll stand the drinks.” In wo
minutes, I had him looking into a
brandy glass, giving him some cheery
comfort, and soon we were chauing
away like old companions. He was a
foreigner, I gathered, doing the tour,
and he had managed to slip away from
his tutor for a peep at the feshpots of
London.

“At least it has been a lesson to me,”
says he. “But how shall I explain my
empty purse to Dr. Winter?”

“Dam’ slack of him to let you slip
off,” says 1. “He'll likely be so glad to
get you back that he won't ask too many
questions.” You may wonder why 1 was
being so pleasant to this flat, but I had
my eye on the table where Cutts was
trimming up Speed and gloating over it.
“I'll tell you what,” I went on, “I can't
put the fifteen sovs back in your pocket,
but I'll see that you win a game just for
the credit.”

He nodded doubtfully, but I could see
that he was still fascinated, staring about
at the players in their flowery weskits,
tall hats and enormous whiskers, others
in the new style of fantastic shirts with
death’s heads, frogs and serpents all over
them. I slipped over to one of the
markers whom I knew well and whis-
pered, “Joe, give me a shaved ball, will
you? It's just for a lark. No money, no
rooking.”

He hesitated, but then he went be-
hind the counter and came back with a
set of billiard balls. “Spot's the boy,” he
whispered, “but no nonsense, on your
honour, Cap'n Flashman.”

1 went over to where Cutts had just



“I don’t care who you are, mister. Nobody's going to spoil the
party we’ve planned for our 10,000th customer—and you're it!”
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finished demolishing Speed and told
Cutts I had a fellow who wanted to play
him, “That liule terror over in the cor-
ner,” says I. And so, with his toadies in
his wake, guffawing and making an
uproar, he offered to play the little
greenhorn.

You've probably never seen a shaved
ball used—but you wouldn't know it if
you have. It's one that has had just a
delicate shaving of ivory peeled from
one side of it. The flat, who gets the
ball to play, never suspects a thing, be-
cause it can’t be detected except for the
slowest of slow shots, when it will waver
ever so slightly before it stops. Well, it
did handsomely here. Cutts missed can-
nons by a whisker; his shots rattled in
the jaws of the pockets and stayed out;
and when he tried a jenny, he often
missed the red altogether.

It all ended up with Cutis's losing by
30 points, swearing and fuming, while
Speed took our young champion off for
a drink. “You'd better take up whist
with old ladies,” says I to Cutts. “With
all your whiskers, I'd never have guessed
you'd get such a close shave.” With a
sudden oath, he snatched up the spot
ball and looked at it.

“Curse you, Flashman, you've sharped
me! Where is that little toad?>—I'lIl have
him thrashed.”

But his pals were all laughing and
falling against each other, and I said,
“Hold your wind, you lost no money. It
will teach you to play billiards with lit-
tle flats from the nursery.” And so I left
him, thoroughly shaken down.

I took up with Speed and the green-
horn, who was now waxing voluble in
the grip of booze, and off we went. |
thought it would be capital sport to take
him along to one of the accommodation
houses in Haymarket and get him
paired off with a whore in a galloping
wheelbarrow race, for it was certain he'd
never been astride a female in his life,
and it would have been splendid to see
them bumping across the floor together
on hands and knees towards the win-
ning post. But we stopped off for punch
on the way and the litle snirp got so
fuddled he couldn’t even walk. We
helped him along, but he was maudlin,
so we took off his trousers in an alley off
Regent Street, painted his arse with
blacking which we bought for a penny
on the way, and then shouted, “Come
on, peelers! Here's the scourge of A Di-
vision waiting to set about you! Come on
and be damned to you!” And as soon as
the bobbies hove in sight we cut, and
lefe them to find our litlde friend, nose
down in the gutter, with his black bum
sticking up in the air.

I went home well pleased that night,
only wishing I could have been present
when Dr. Winter came face to face
again with his erring pupil.

And that night's work changed my life

and preserved India for the British
crown—what do you think of thar? It's
true enough, though, as you'll see.

However, the fruits didn't appear for
a few days after that, and in the mean-
time, another thing happened which
also has a place in my story. 1 renewed
an old acquaintance, who was to play a
considerable part in my affairs over the
next few months—and that was full of
consequernce, too, for him, and me, and
history.

I had spent the day keeping out of
Paget’s way at the Horse Guards and
chatting part of the time, 1 remember,
with Colonel Colt, the American gun ex-
pert, who was there to give evidence
before the select committee on firearms.3
(I ought to remember our conversation,
but I don't, so it was probably damned
dull and technical.) Afterwards, how-
ever, 1 went up to town to meet Elspeth
in the Ride and take her on to tea with
one of her Mayfair women.

She was sidesaddling it up the Ride,
wearing her best mulberry rig and a
plumed hat, and looking ten times as
fetching as any female in view. But as I
trotted up alongside, I near as not fell
out of my saddle with surprise, for she
had a companion with her, and who
should it be but my Lord Haw-Haw
himself, the Earl of Cardigan.

I don't suppose I had exchanged a
word with him—indeed, 1 had hardly
seen him, and then only at a distance
—since he had packed me off to India
14 years before. I had loathed the brute
then, and time hadn’t softened the senti-
ment: He was the swine who had kicked
me out of the Cherrypickers for (irony
of ironies) marrying Elspeth and com-
mitted me to the horrors of the Afghan
campaign. And here he was, getting
spooney round my wife, whom he had af-
fected to despise once on a day for her
lowly origins. And spooning to some
tune, too, by the way he was leaning
confidentially across from his saddle, his
rangy old boozy face close to her blonde
and beautiful one, and the liule slut
was laughing and looking radiant.

She caught my eye and waved and
his lordship looked me over in his
high-nosed damn-you way which I re-
membered so well. He would be in his
mid-50s by now, and it showed: The
whiskers were greying, the gooseberry
eyes were watery and the legions of bot-
tles he had consumed had cracked the
veins in that fine nose of his. But he
still rode straight as a lance, and if his
voice was wheezy, it had lost nothing of
its plunger drawl.

4 Sir William Molesworth’s Commons
commiltee met in March 1854 to consid-
er small-arms production. Lord Paget
was among the members and Lieutenant
Colonel Sam Colt, the Amevican inven-
tor of the Colt revolver, was among
those who gave evidence.

“Haw-haw,” says he, “it is Fwashman,
I see. Where have you been, sir? Hiding
away these many years, 1 dare say, with
this lovely lady. Haw-haw. How-dedo,
Fwashman? Do you know, my dear"—
this to Elspeth, damn his impudence—
“I decware that this fine fellow,
your husband, has put on fwesh alarm-
ingly since last I saw him. Haw-haw.
Always was too heavy for a wight
dwagoon, but now—pwepostewous! You
feed him too well, my dear! Haw-haw!™

It was a damned lie, of course, no
doubt designed to draw a comparison
with his own fine figure—scrawny, some
might have thought it. 1 could have
kicked his lordly backside and given him
a piece of my mind.

“Good day, milord,” says 1 with my
best toady smile. “May 1 say how well
your lordship is looking? In good health,
I trust.”

“Thank'ee,” says he and, turning 1o
Elspeth: “As I was saying, we have the
vewy finest hunting at Deene. Spwendid
sport, don’t ye know, and specially wec-
ommended for young wadies wike your-
self. You must come to visit—you, too,
Fwashman. You wode pwetty well, as 1
wecollect. Haw-haw.”

“You honour me with the recollec-
tion, milord,” says I, wondering what
would happen if T smashed him between
the eyes. “But I——"

“Yaas,” says he, turning languidly
back to Elspeth. “No doubt your hus
band has many duties—in the Ord-
nance, is it not, or some such thing?
Haw-haw. But you must come down, my
dear, with one of your fwiends, for a
good wong stay, what? The faiwest
bwossoms bwoom best in countwy aiw,
don’t ye know? Haw-haw.” And the old
scoundrel had the gall to lean over and
pat her hand,

She, the little ninny, was all for it, giv-
ing him a dazzling smile and protesting
he was too, too kind—this aged satyr
who was old enough to be her father
and had vice leering out of every wrinkle
in his face. Of course, where climbing
little snobs like Elspeth are concerned,
there ain't such a thing as an ugly peer
of the realm, but even she could surely
have seen how grotesque his advances
were. Ol course, women love it

“In the meantime, my dear, 1 shall
wook to see you widing hereabours.
Haw-haw. 1 dewight to see a female who
wides so gwacelully. Decidedwy, you must
come to Deene. Haw-haw.” He took off
his hat to her, bowing from the waist—
and a Polish hussar couldn’t have done
it better, dammem. “Good day to you,
Mrs. Fwashman.” He gave me the merest
nod and cantered off up the Ride, cool
as you please.

Of course, swearing and prosing were
both lost on Elspeth; when I had vented
my bile against Cardigan, 1 tried to

(continued on page 220)
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so what if hed been hassled—there was always annmarie and the water bed to help him turn off hus troubles

ﬁ'cﬁgn ll‘r MICHAEL l{()GE“S ON A wARM night, nearly midnight, in the heart of July, Skin Lathrop

drives Annmarie’s Ford pickup into the plate-glass side of a drive-through
hamburger stand, deep in the sprawled suburbs south of San Francisco. Although the accident does not occur at a
high rate of speed—because Skin is at that moment pulling out of the drive-through and trying simultaneously, in
a4 complex maneuver, to consume an onion ring—it 1s complicated by the fact that just 45 minutes before, Skin had
piggishly consumed the last of Annmarie’s personal stash of reds, which he had discovered concealed in a tiny mag-
netized box secreted beneath one of the engine mounts. Although Skin tries to pull away from the scene of the acci-
dent, he happens instead—due to entirely unavoidable chemical misjudgment—to accelerate directly into the rear
of a Volkswagen bus just pulling out onto the highway, thereby immobilizing all vehicles concerned and im-
mediately drawing the attention of a passing highway-patrol car.

Skin reluctantly chews and swallows two thick joints hesitantly entrusted to him by Annmarie, washing the dry
choking shreds down with a drink of cold vanilla milk shake, and then he climbs out of the pickup to stand be-
musedly amid the thousand shards of thick plate glass that glitter in the fluorescent lighting of the parking lot.

The driver of the VW bus reaches him first. He is tall and thin and blond, with an unsuccessful beard and an
anemic-looking girl who follows at some distance. Skin diagnoses him as a college student. “What the hell did you do
to my van?” the college boy wants to know, his voice just under control. “I mean, Jesus, (continued on page 142)

PHOTOGRAPHY BY CHUCK WOOD
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when the bell tolls
forthee—and you can’t
answer—Ilet them

tell it to the machine
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Left to right: Model M139D4 cossette answering mochine thot features four timing cycles ranging from 45 to 180 seconds, by Sonyag,
$229, is otop an ultrosophisticated Code-A-Phone Madel 560 messoge center that comes with o pocket coder for playing bock, eras-
ing or rerecording messages over the phone, by Ford Industries, $795, plus installatian charge. Phane-Maote Mode!l 400S that records,
plays back, etc., plugs into o four-prang phone jack ond utilizes Mylar tope thot hos o life of obout five years, by Tron-Tech, $150.
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NLY THE comic MADNESS of illustrator Tomi Ungerer could begin to capture the
frustrating love/hate relationship that most of us have with the telephone. Un-
checked, Ma Bell can be a strident mistress who too often screams when someone’s
in the tub, refuses to speak until all alone or rudely wrests whoever's within ear-
shot from the arms of Morpheus (not to mention a more comely substitute). The Wellsian
solution to the problem, of course, was for man to create a machine to control a machine,
and that’s what's shown here—the latest and best electronic answering devices now on the
market. Several of them can be monitored from any phone in the world; one comes with
three announcement channels that can be prerecorded for answering during different peri-
ods of absence; another changes its message as fast as you can switch cassettes; and yet
another asks questions of the caller and actually shuts up when spoken to. All allow who-
ever's on the line plenty of time to rap (almost three minutes on some) and there's no way
to stop blabbermouths from ringing back for more. Say goodbye to your phone hang-ups.
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ROBOT-PHONE

TAD 15 —RVE CLASSIC

Left to right: Robot-Phone Model TAD 15-RVX comes with o remote Message Moster thot encbles user to ploy back calls from ony telephone;
auxiliory switch ollows the recording of two-woy phone conversations, from Telesonic Sales of Ilinois, $399. Ansofone Model 650 thot lets
one preprogrom o series of questions within o 120-second time frome, by Dictophone, $650, is otop a Model 100 unit thot features o
duol onnounce heod for prerecording seporate messoges; olso comes with remote-activoted playback wunit, by Record-O-Fone, $615.
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SK[N,S M“‘ (continued from page 139)

you come driving right up, you smash
right into it, the engine’s back there.”

Skin tries to keep his balance and he
examines the back of the VW bus. The
girlfriend stands beside the van and
peers cautiously at Skin. The high steel
bumper of the old Ford appears to have
very neatly mashed the thin cover of the
engine compartment. Buy American,
thinks Skin, He stares at the college boy
and tries 1o think of something to say.

"Hey, you, right there,” a fat man in
a white costume says as he emerges strid-
ing from the drive-through, pointing at
Skin. He is apparently the night man-
ager and he is carrying, tightly clenched,
a short polished wooden night stick.
“You, you better stay right there, don't
you move, stay right there.”

The highway-patrol car has made a
full U turn in the middle of the highway
and pulls up to the curb, red lights
flashing. Skin sits on the bumper of
the Ford and hooks his hair back behind
his ears. He looks at the college boy and
the night manager, who both now stand
before him. At last, very deliberately, he
shakes his head. At the moment, it is the
most complex motion he can manage.

One cop starts over and his partner
remains beside the car, speaking into a
microphone. Skin stands carefully as the
cop approaches and marshals all of his
energies into an impression of normal-
ity. He is the first to speak.

“Ofhicer,” he says, enunciating with the
delicate precision of a logroller, “I want
you to understand: This unfortunate in-
cident is entirely—completely—a me-
chanical malfunction.”

Annmarie, who works four until mid-
night at an all-night pants store, is still
awake when Skin gets back to their small
apartment. He shows her the citation,
for reckless operation of a motor vehicle
and a series of equipment violations so
lengthy that they have to be continued
on a separate sheet. Although the cops
were highly suspicious, Skin at least
minimally managed his act and was
not given the opportunity to display his
reflexes and balance before the watchful
eyes of the two patrolmen.

“You idiot,” Annmarie says without
much excitement. “You total idiot.” She
is sitting on the couch watching a talk
program, her feet propped up on a
chair, accentuating the plump bulge of
expansive hips and considerable butt
encased in her tight Levis. “I swear to
God,” she says. running a hand through
her thick curly black hair. She is two
years older than Skin and an inch taller,
and they have been living together for
six months. Often, to Skin, it seems as
il it has been six years. This—time dila-
tion, he thinks of it—he takes as a

142 sig‘l‘l of love.

Annmarie folds her arms and gazes at
Skin, the pale side of her face illumi-
nated blue by the electric glow of the
television tube. “You did some reds,”
she says, “huh?”

Skin drops the thin yellow paper of
the citation on the floor, sinks into an
overstuffed armchair, shrugs. “Yeah,” he
says, “I guess so.”

“You guess so,” Annmarie says, “I
bet you guess so, where'd you get them?”

“I found ‘em,” Skin says.

“Where'd you find them?”

“1 found them in the goddamned
truck,” Skin says, “right where you god-
damn hid them.”

“Ssssssss,” Annmarie hisses.

“Listen,” Skin says wearily, “don’t ever
put drugs in the goddamned engine,
for Crissake, the heat fucks 'em up and
somebody’s going to be driving the truck
and get stopped and not know they're
there, so just don’t do it.”

Annmarie stares at the television.
There is some kind of Government offi-
cial on now, along with some enter-
tainers, and the politician, in his suit
and tie, looks like a drab sparrow be-
side the spectacularly plumed show
people. “You wreck the truck much?”

“Nah,” Skin says. “Won't cost us a
penny.” He tells her that both the van
owner and the night manager, on the
advice of the highway patrolmen, copied
Annmarie’s address off the registration
of the truck. It is, they both know, as
nearly untraceable an address as one can
have these days. They left it three
months ago, owing two months’ rent and
$50 on the truck, and have not heard a
word since.

Annmarie still stares at the television,
shaking her head. “You've got to get a
job,” she tells Skin finally. “If you're
gonna steal my dope, if you're gonna
wreck my truck, then you better get a
job, make some money.”

“But my art,” Skin says. “I need time
for my are.”

“Your art,” Annmarie says, “my ass.”

She reaches under the chair and picks
up a can of beer. “You still got those
numbers?” she asks after she drinks.

“Ah,” says Skin, unmoving. “Those
numbers.”

“You picked up some little chickie
and went up to Skyline and smoked
‘em,” Annmarie says, “that’s what you
did. And then you wrecked my truck.”

“I ate "em,” Skin says.

“That’s typical,” Annmarie says with
hearty disgust. “That's really typical.”
She looks over at Skin. “1 bet you feel
real good now, huh?”

Skin thinks about it. As a matter of
fact, he feels very good. “I feel OK,” he
says, “considering the headphones are
broken.”

“I bet you feel real fine now,” Ann-

marie says. “A lot finer than 1 feel.”

Skin stands—quite steadily, all con-
sidered—and goes into the bedroom.
The ceiling light is burned out, so
he switches on Annmarie’s big Tijuana
gilt-plaster cherub lamp on the dresser.
In a hollowed-out copy of Siddhartha
that Annmarie has not yet discovered,
Skin finds the single joint, rolled in
fragrant cinnamon paper, that was given
to him by a little girl at a concert at
the fairgrounds and that has resided,
almost forgotten, in the place that Hesse
once occupied. He takes it out to the
living room and hands it to Annmarie
with a flourish and lights a match.

“Oh,” she says, looking up from the
television, suddenly smiling, “oh, oh,
oh.”

“Very good stufl,” Skin says.

Annmarie speaks in a blue exhalation
of smoke. I love you,” she says.

“I love you,” Skin tells her.

She takes another hit. “Can you get
me a beer?” she gasps, breath held.

“Sure can,” Skin says, and then he
gets her another beer, and one for him-
self, too.

- - -

That night, alter the one-o'clock
movie is over and there is nothing left
to watch but a sermonette and a film of
the American flag and then the per-
petual electronic snow, Skin and Ann-
marie make long pounding love on their
unframed water bed. The floor beneath
is linoleum over concrete slab and the
bed is always cold, but because it has
been a hot summer, they have not yet
noticed.

Sex is a pillar of their relationship.
Such a pillar, in fact, Skin thinks the
next morning over ice cream and gran-
ola, that they are almost certainly going
to burst the water bed if he does not
frame it. On Tuesdays and Thursdays,
Annmarie works days as a cashier in a
car wash. Today Skin drives her to work
so that he can use the truck, and after
he leaves Annmaric off, he drives two
miles up the hot highway 1o a large pri-
vate university.

The university is undergoing a mas-
sive expansion program and, in Skin's
opinion, is mildly overextended with
respect to daytime security. He cruises
the cool oak-lined streets, trying with
some success to appear collegiate, until
he locates a chain-link-fenced construc-
tion site that has apparently been item-
porarily deserted. He circles once and
determines that (a) the constructionsite
gate is not locked, and (b) in one corner
there is a nice plasticcovered pile of
what appear 10 be long pine two-by-
sixes.

*“Thank you, Lord,” Skin says rever-
ently when he has completed his recon
naissance.

He has long since learned that when
one is liberating the people’s property

(continued on page 179)
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T IS A LITTLE HARD to keep this in focus, but the
problem that everyone in Munich worried about
before the Olympics was whether the swooping Plexi-

#glas tent that covered part of the big stadium would

trap the sun’s heat, poach the athletes and turn the
plastic running track to peanut butter. The possibility
was raised in the local press that the nation’s lovingly
prepared Olympic games might in this way become a
laughingstock, a disaster.

The concern may have been justified, and at some
future track meet or soccer game, everything at ground
level in the stadium may turn brown at the edges and
start to smoke. It didn’t happen during the Olympics,
however. The weather was nearly perfect, shading to
cool late in the afternoons, so that the high jumpers
and long jumpers, whose events drowse on into early
evening, spent a lot of time putting on and taking off
their warm-up pants. Rain held off until after the
marathon, on the last day, and then did nothing more
than soak a few soccer players. The gentle Bavarian
climate gave the games what used to be called Kaiser
weather, then Fiihrer weather, and now was called
Olympic weather.

Most visitors, I suspect, found themselves listening
now and then for echoes of the Nazi regime, but the
Germans themselves were in no mood to hear those

echoes, and they took great care 1o muffle them. The
games were to be heiter—bright, cheerful, untroubled.
Mostly, in matters the Germans could control, they
were heiter. Big floppy banners in unmenacing pastel
colors floated above the streets of Munich and the
Olympic park. The stage settings of the 1936 Olym-
pics in Berlin had been boastful and imposing; but
the architecture of the 1972 games was as light and
whimsical as anything seen in this part of the world
since the time of Ludwig, the Mad King of Bavaria.
Now and then, of course, the past reached out and
tapped the viewer on the shoulder. A few yards away
from the stadium there is a big grass-covered mound,
perhaps 200 feet high. During the games it was
jammed 12 hours a day with ticketless sight-seers
peering down at the figures on the playing feld. I

toured the Olympic park a few days before the games
with a German photographer I had met and he asked
me if I knew what the mound was made of. I said that
I had heard it was war rubble from the Schwabing dis-
trict. “Leichen,” he said, grinning. “Lauter Leitchen.”
Bodies. The grin, depending on how one cared to
interpret it, was either a vestige of Schadenfreude—
the insane joy of destruction that is supposed to be
part of the Teutonic character—or simple journalistic
cynicism. American bombs, after all, had produced
the Leichen, and herc we two were, very palsy.

Edginess aside, however, Munich successfully made
the point during the first days of the games that
Germans once more were just as civilized as anyone
else. The last days of the games may have proved that
no one is civilized, but never mind, Germany is as
prosperous and paunchy as it is said to be, and a good
deal more cheerful. Its army is a halfhearted joke, and
that’s fine with its supposedly militaristic citizens;
serious armies cost too much and sometimes shoot
people. Germans who think about Hitler at all are
likely to say judiciously that he was talented but a
maniac. Openly expressed anti-Jewish feeling has
subsided to roughly the level tolerated among older
members of the Chevy Chase Club. World War Two
is over.

A central oddity of the Olympiad was the multiple
paradox that (1) it was a spectacle that by reason of
its size was mostly unattendable and therefore mostly
unwatchable; nevertheless, (2) it was overrun by sol-
emn legions of highly skilled professional watchers,
who sifted computer print-outs, cathode-tube emis-
sions and sometimes actual athletic events for details,
but who (3) by their own huge numbers seriously in-
hibited whatever finescale observation might other-
wise have been possible.

There were, we were told, 4000 of us, journalists of
one description or another. Each of us was trying,
singly or as a member of a pack, to deal with contests
and related alarums held simultaneously at different
locations in Munich as well as at the main Olympic
park, and also in several other cities across Germany.
What is usually thought of as “coverage” was, of
course, impossible. Not only did the mightiest efforts
fall ridiculously short (ABC Television broadcast
about 65 of the approximately 1500 hours of world-
class competition) but even a gesture at thoroughness
would have blown the fuses of any conceivable viewer
or reader. Who had the Sitzfleisch to watch 65 hours
of televised foot races? The best reportorial plan, ob-
viously, was to wander about planless, picking fruit
from the overhanging branches.

Of the 4000 tagged and certified newsmen, approxi-
mately 3997 wanted private interviews with Mark
Spitz. (The exceptions were two operatives from Tass
and myself. I had heard Spitz do his wooden-Indian
imitation at a press conference, and the Russians had
their own reasons.)

Everyone wanted to watch Olga Korbut, the tiny
Russian gymnast, perform on the balance beam, and
cveryone wanted to watch the Russians play the U. S.
team in the basketball finals. The arenas in which
these wonders occurred were small, press tickets were
rationed, and the only reason riots were avoided was

PHOTOGRAPHY BY HARRY GRUYAERT 1
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“Miss Wilson, in this dormitory you can do your own thing

but you can’t charge for it.”
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that the clever Germans had built the
Olympic press headquarters on the prin-
ciple of a fish trap. This lavish building
was easy Lo get into but, because of its
luxury, very difficult to get out of.

At any given moment for 17 days,
a visitor could count on seeing at least
half of the press corps becalmed there,
drinking, eating, complaining or playing
with the fine modern computer informa-
tion system that blipped out wrong or
outdated sports information with aston-
ishing speed. Mostly, however, the news
hawks sat stuporous on squashy black
Naugahyde sofas, with plastic half-liter
comtainers of Lowenbriu at hand, and
watched the Olympics by staring at the
banks of color-television sets. A man
could cover four events at a time by this
method, think well of himself and never
move more than 20 feet from the bar.

The fsh trap was the central point
of my wanderings in the idle days before
the games began. 1 was living in the
center of Munich, in an austere fhfth-
floor walk-up owned by an Austrian
friend of mine, who had used it 20
years before, during his university days.
Thinking to get some advice on Mu-
nich’s night life, I had asked him how
he used to spend his time when he
wasn’t studying. “I would lean out of
the window,” he had said, in the rich
stage-British accent used by educated
Austrians when they speak English, “and
see how long it took for spit to hit the
sidewalk.” I tried this and was struck
by an unexpected wave of nostalgia. It
reminded me of my own college years.

Mornings I boiled water in a corroded
teakettle, dissolved some powdered coffee,
washed, shaved, cleaned the coffee cup
and walked down five flights of waxed,
worn wood stairs to the Herzog-Wilhelm-
Strasse. A few meters away, in the Kau-
fingerstrasse, I would buy a copy of the
Abendzeitung at the kiosk and two
marks’ worth of hot sugared almonds
from a street vendor, who weighed them
out with a chemist’s balance and served
them in a paper cone.

It was a pleasurably degenerate rou-
tine; the Abendzeitung, a yellow sheet
that billed itself as *“Bavaria's Well-
beloved Newspaper,” rotted the mind
as dependably as the almonds rotted the
teeth. Each edition brought news of a
fresh Olympic outrage. usually unper-
ceived by the rest of the world's press.
One day it was the new “Puf],” or whore-
house, that had opened on the Dachauer
Strasse near the Olympic park, causing
the neighborhood housewives to rise up
in wrath.

So inventive was the Abendzeitung
that a later scandal seemed almost real
for a couple of hours. Mark Spitz wan-
dered to one of his victory ceremonies
carrying his sneakers, which happened to
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promoted Adidas kind, and when he
waved at the camera in a vague “Hi,
gang” gesture, the shoes happened to
be in the hand he waved. The Abend-
zeitung wasn't having any coincidences
where Spitz was concerned, and its writer
observed with a splendid display of
scornful virtue that Spitz obviously was
equally talented in collecting Geld
(money) and Gold (his medals). Skier
Karl Schranz, whom Avery Brundage
had kicked out of the winter Olympics
earlier in the year for showing visible
means of support, came to Spitz’s de-
fense, maybe. Of course Spitz was taking
money, said the Lion of St. Anton, and
good for him. He, Schranz, supported
Spitz every step to the bank.

The International Olympic Commit-
tee, on this single occasion unaccount-
ably missing a chance to spill egg on
its vest, waved away the accusation
against Spitz. But the Abendzeitung
was undiscouraged, and the next day,
there it was again on the Kaufinger-
strasse, leaning against a street lamp
and swinging its handbag.

I would reach the fish trap by 10:30
or 11 Am., throw out the accumulation
of mimeographed misery that had seutled
in my mailbox overnight, and then re-
view the issues of the day. These might
include (in the order of my willingness
to think about them) the absurd neck-
lines of the hostess’ dirndls, the singular
pictographs on the rest-room doors, and
the Rhodesian mess.

The Austrian and Bavarian dirndl is
the most attractive female costume ever
devised. Its low, spinnaker neckline is
dizzyingly seductive if the wearer is
young, and gracious and beautiful if she
is less young. But Germany's Olympic
organizers, in a fit of misguided ecu-
menism, commissioned the French de-
signer Courréges to create a dirndl for
the hostesses, and this malefactor re-
sponded with an antiseptic high-necked
version that numbed the male soul and
caused the hostesses themselves to churn
with outrage. It was easily the most
treacherous attack in two centuries of
Franco-German hostility.

Less calamitous but equally sinister
was the matter of the rest-room picto-
graphs. There were pictographs for
everything at the games; the stylized
figure of a swimmer directed spectators
to the pool, a fencer showed where fenc
ing was held, and so on. On the doors of
the men’s toilets, appropriately, was a
standing male figure, back to the viewer,
with his hands meeting in front of him
at crotch level. What was bafiling—at
any rate, 1o me—was the pictograph on
the doors of the women'’s rest rooms: a
standing female figure (narrower shoul-
ders, a skirt and slenderer ankles), her
back to the viewer, with her hands meet-
ing in front of her at crotch level. My

question was, and is, What was this
figure supposed to be doing?

The Rhodesian mess was a cheap
power play: the successful effort of the
black African nations to attack the racist
government of Rhodesia by excluding
its athletes (an integrated team) from
the games. Since Uganda, a principal
stirrer up of the trouble, was busy iden-
tifying itself as a racist nation by kicking
out its Asian residents as brutally as
possible, the virtue of the black African
position seemed less than self-evident.
My own doubts grew mutinously when
two sleek, sly and prosperous politicians
from the black bloc appeared in the fish
trap and boasted in French of their
stunt. “A victory for Africa, a victory
for sport,” said one, and “The future
belongs o Africa,” said the other. The
International Olympic Committee had,
of course, caved in to numbers; there
were more athletes and more stars on the
teams of the African bloc, and among
the U.S. blacks who supported it, than
there were on the Rhodesian team.

I skipped the torchlighting ceremony,
because parades trigger in my mind a
deep instinct for flight, and went moun-
tain climbing in Austria. When 1 re-
turned, the Rhodesian nastiness had
been forgotten, except, I suppose, by the
Rhodesians, and the mood of the fish
trap and the Olympic village was again
heiter. Tt was the first of several swings
of emotion at the games, the last of
which were so exueme as to seem
schizoid.

For the moment, however, the Rhode-
sian brackishness was tucked out of
sight and the Arab savagery was not yet
in view. Mornings at the stadium, while
the decathlon high jumpers, say, moved
slowly onfield in their sweat dothes,
dragging the air mattresses on which
they would recline between shots, and
trucks turtled along the track off-loading
hurdles for a series of heats not sched-
uled for another hour and a half, there
was time to muse about television and
the games.

An eyeball viewer has a much beuer
look at the javelin throw than a TV
watcher, for instance, because the eyes'
binocular vision, wide-angle lenses and
better definition pick up the arc of the
javelin’s flight almost immediately and
judge its length and sense. (A javelinist
runs, does a couple of prancing steps.
sets and heaves, and a pack of them
warming up—fierce girls, with floating
ponytails—is a brave sight. The viewer
imagines Captain Cook being greeted by
such a pack before he was eaten.)

Eye and camera are about equally ef-
fective for the dashes, but the eye's wide
angle catches the spread of the runners
far better in the distance events (except
for the marathon, which is a mere

(continued on page 158)



dayle haddon, a canadian-born ballerina, is on her toes for a new movie career




HEN SHE WAS A LITTLE GIRL in Montreal,
Dayle Haddon was—well—puny. To build
up her physique, Dayle’s parents sent her to

dancing school. It worked. By the time she was 13, she
was a member of Les Grandes Ballets Canadiennes. At
18, she’d filled out sufficiently to be voted Miss Mon-
treal. When a friend sent her photo to a fashion maga-
zine in New York, a new career began for Dayle; for
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In the two scenes below from the
Wolt Disney comedy The World's
Greatest Athlete, film newcomer
Doyle Haddon shares the spotlight
with: Horri, a 400-pound Bengol tiger
(left); Nonu, the jungle boy, ployed
by Jan-Michoel Vincent, ond coaches
Tim Conwoy ond John Amas (right).
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the next several years, she was a successful photographer’s
model. Last year, to be near her boyfriend, she moved
to Hollywood—and, almost on a whim, showed up at
the tryouts for a Walt Disney film, The World's Greatest
Athlete. 1 interviewed more than a hundred girls for
the part of Jane, the student tutor who falls in love
with a jungle boy,” recalls producer Bill Walsh. “Only
Dayle had the quality of innocence essential to the
role.” Soon after landing the part, Dayle, 23, was cast

“Acting has always appealed ta me,

| suppose, because it's challenging,”
says Dayle. I studied drama in New
York before | went to Eurape to
model. Still, | was surprised to get the
Disney part; the campetition was
pretty tough.” Someday, says Dayle,
she’d like to put her decade of dance
training ta use—and star in a musical.
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in another production, Last of the Big Guns, starring
Reir Dullea. “The two films are as different as night
and day,” Dayle says. “Big Guns required more acting,
more cmotional involvement from me. Keir portrays
a smalltime hockey star and, as his girlfriend, 1 play a
pivotal role in his downfall.” Next, Dayle hopes, will be
The Way of the Warrior, a film written by Richard
Taylor—who also ook these portraits. 1f Taylor writes
as well as he shoots, Warrior should be a winner.

Since moving west, Dayle has been
living in the Hollywood Hills.
“Southern Colifornia locks the stimu-
lus, the pressure one finds in New
York,” she says. “’But you con
creote your own excitement. And

I like to push myself; | always

hove. Good things have come my
way, but | worked for oll of them.”









article By FRED POWLEDGE 11’s FUNNY HOW YOU CAN go for weeks and never think about the circus, and
then suddenly it’s there in your mind, blotting out everything else, sometimes even for the better part of a day.

It's as if the circus not only is making those one-night stands through half the country but is traveling through
your subconscious as well. They send me Hoxie's route cards still; every once in a while I look at the current one to
see where he is today, and then I'm off for a while in my mind, seeing the baby elephants and Junior and his cats
and the big top and all the people and wishing them well. And, always, wishing 1 were there.

It happened one day last May when I was on the shuttle from La Guardia to Washington. 1 was dressed prop-
erly for dealing with people out here in the real world: the neat turtleneck and nice jacket, the briefcase garbage
you always take when you're “on business”—the airline schedules, the business cards, the Flairs and Bics, the paper-
back, the tape recorder and extra tobacco and extra batteries and all that junk. 1 looked out the window and I saw
a piece of suburbia below. It was someplace in Maryland, more than likely; all the tiny split-levels were strung
along the curving streets, each with its strip of driveway and its carport and its gray roof that glinted, and a small
back yard with a tree and a kid’s swing or a small pool; and in the middle of the suburb, there was the one-story
modern brick school, with lots of grass and a big athletic field.

And I wondered where Hoxie Tucker and his circus would be today. The route card was in my briefcase: Enon.

1 had been in Enon, Ohio, with Hoxie a year before, visiting. Visiting was all I had ever done, except for a few
turns at selling tickets for the sideshow. My excuse for being there at all was that 1 was a2 magazine writer. But long
after the time had passed when the story could have been written, I kept going back, setting up my work so it
coincided with the route card.

Enon had been straight suburbia, much like the place the plane had just passed. The tent had been set up in a
huge, lovely field, but Hoxie had been worried about rain and drainage, and when the show was over that night he
had ordered the canvasmen to load everything up as usual but then to move the trucks to a hard road next to the
field. Sure enough, it did rain that night and the field became a slough. Hoxie had a great respect for weather.

The plane was flying over a writhing pit of interstates. 1 thought, looking out the window, of all the miles of
interstate the circus would have to travel before the first cool days of fall would send it back to Florida. And
then 1 thought of the thunderstorms and tornadoes, and through it all, the beautiful cats in their cramped trailer
cages, waiting for their 11 minutes in the arena with Junior; and, too, through it all, the elephant shit, huge mounds
of it; the best rose grower in the world; the proclamation, in a thousand schoolyards and suburban shopping centers,
that the circus had been there.

And I thought of the people, and of the triumphs a few of them would have and of the tragedies some of them
would have: of the people who started out with the show and who had already left it, for no one knows where; of the
people who were joining it that day in Enon; and those who had joined in places like Ocala and Andalusia and
Claxton and Blacksburg, some of whom were already gone, in the middle of the day or the middle of the night or
the middle of the show; gone and missed, at most, for 15 minutes by maybe two other people in the entire world.

IFYOU NEVER RAN AWAY TO JOIN THE CIRCUS, YOU'VE GOT ONE LAST CHANCE

| : d S:I ' | m
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They were like a huge collection of hitchhikers, attached temporarily to a huge, ragged, fantastically exciting
piece of canvas that elephants helped put up in a different town each day and that sheltered them from the rest of
the world for a few hours before it was time to ask the elephants to tear it down again.

Not just the canvasmen. Everybody was a hitchhiker on that tent; even Hoxie was, and he owned it. And I was,
too. Sometimes, almost invariably late at night when 1 was staying with the show, and usually when 1 was watching
the big top come down, 1 would permit myself a flash of half-baked insight (brief and intense and, if you aren’t
careful, quickly forgotten, as in those first few times you tried pot) and I would understand something of what it was
all about: that the circus was really a symbol of the world, and that we were all hitchhikers on that, 100.

1 seriously wondered what I was doing, flying the shuttle to Washington “on business,” dressed decently and

purporting to be making a living, when it could be argued very convincingly (by me, at least) that it would have 155
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been a lot more important for me o be
in Enon that day, slogging around in old
clothes in fresh elephant shit and trying
again to figure out what it was about the
circus. (Hoping that I never would, of
course, because the search for the circus
is the best part.),

It all had s beginnings for me, 1
think, back in Raleigh, North Carolina,
when I was a child. At least, when 1 pro-
nounce the word circus to mysell, this is
the picture that comes, like an old but
perfectly clear photograph from 30 years
ago. My father had taken me to the state
fairgrounds on a Saturday morning to
see the Ringling Brothers set up. They
had come in the night on what seemed
like miles of flatcars and sleepers, and
at dawn they put up the big top.

From a parked car, mostly, we
watched them raise the canvas, and then
we went back home and we returned
that afternoon o see the show. We got
there early and walked around the
big top, and there, in back, were the
striped tents and awnings and pots boil-
ing with stew, and the people who made
up the show. They paid no attention to
us nor to the other citizens of Raleigh
who had come to stare.

1 don’t remember hearing any Eng-
lish being spoken. They were swarthy
people, their skin tanned like leather,
and I thought of them as gypsies. At
that time, as now, Italians were in short
supply in North Carolina. My father
said something about them. I don't re-
member what it was, but 1 know that it
was uncomplimentary. He did not trust
or like people who lived in tents and
spoke no English.

There were saddleless horses tethered
next to the family tents, and above
everything there was the mammoth big
top, the reason for the whole thing, its
size scary. Its ribs were as delicate and
as beautiful as one of my paper-covered
model airplanes; its canvas was a trans-
lucent white (for this was early in the
season and the tent was still dean). At
a place where the side wall was open we
looked inside. It was virtually empry,
but the emptiness made the tent seem
even more powerlul.

It said that soon this would be a dif-
ferent place, a place altogether unlike
any other you had ever been. It said
that things would happen here that
would transcend your [fantasies. The
whole scene was enough to hold an
entire category in a child's memory, if
not forever, then at least a lot longer
than most things. Interestingly enough,
1 remember hardly anything of the
performances. '

- - -

Miami in March: At the airport, most
of the people from my Hight headed to-
ward the Beach. I got a car and went
in the other direction, out West Flagler
toward the Everglades.

It was after midnight when I got

there. The winter quarters were silent.
A dog ran over to smell my shoes, then
trotted back to his blanket under a
house trailer. The practice tent, a piece
of torn brown canvas, was up, but it had
no side walls and you could see that
there was nothing inside, just a make-
shift ring for the horses and elephants.

The house trailers and long tractor-
trailer trucks—purple, most of them,
with HoXIE BrOS. cIrcus lettered on the
sides—were quiet and dark. A man
worked by one bare bulb in the cook
tent, peeling or slicing something, and a
couple of men sat beneath the fly out-
side 1it, talking and smoking and [alling
silent when 1 approached. Beyond them,
in a field padded with hay, the ele-
phants—five giant ones and three
babies, the little ones no more than four
[eet tall—stood in their shackles, sway-
ing quietly and gentdy and patiently.
All of a sudden I [elc like a complete
damn f[ool. Not only was it unlikely that
I would get inside this thing, there was
also a serious question of whether I
should get inside it. You don’t return to
your memories unless you want to be
disappointed. But I stayed.

By daylight, winter quarters looked a
little tamer. more like what circus winter
quarters really are, which is where they
store for the winter everything ol the
circus except the performers: the roll-
ing stock and the livestock, the canvas
and the bleachers, the saddles and the
spangles. It is the place where you make
the circus ready for the next season.

There are even a few people stored at
winter quarters. Each year a handful of
the men who do the hard work of the
circus, the canvasmen, stay for the win-
ter. (They are also called workingmen,
and they used to be called roustabouts.)
Their winter wages are a place to sleep,
three meals a day, a [ew dollars a week
and a sack of Bugler wbacco when they
need it

In the winter the canvasmen work
slowly, in the manner of privates on
K.P., for they know that when the pres-
ent job is done there will just be another
one. There are no real deadlines in
sight until the show goes on the road,
and a sack of Bugler is not sufficient
inducement for a man to worry about
some boss's idea of what a deadline
should be. A boss, ol course, will see
it differently. He sees the work that has
to be done and knows that it can-
not be done at the cmrent rate, so he
strides over 1o a canvasman who is slowly
painting a  wheelbarrow purple and
snatches the brush from his hand and
does it himsell, faster.

Or a boss may do it himsell from the
beginning, with one eye on the canvas-
men, who sometimes will stroll away, on
the pretext of going to urinate, away
through the 1all grass ol the Everglades,
to hitch a ride or walk a couple of
miles to the crossroads of Sweetwater,

which has a police station, a gas station,
a grocery store and two bars that do not
care how you are dressed.

I went to Sweetwater that afternoon
to make a phone call and to buy a few
things, and I stopped at one of the bars
for a beer. Inside was a young man 1
had seen at the lot. He said his name
was Rick; he was a clown,

We talked awhile before he warned
me. “Circus people are strange people.”
he said. “We don’t go much for outsid-
ers. We have ways of putting up walls
against people like you.” He said I'd get
a story, but it wouldn't be the real story.
He hinted that he was in possession of
the real story. But he wasn't sharing it.

I gave him a ride back to the lot, and
along the way he explained that in addi-
tion to being a cdown, he was doing
some work in the show’s business office;
he was turning out the press releases.
and before long, he thought, he'd be
someone to be reckoned with. As we
were getting out of the car, he suggested
again that I might as well give up on
my story. We parted on [riendly terms.

At winter quarters there was really
not much aaivity, considering the [act
that the show was going to move 1o
Palm Springs North for rehearsal and
the opening in three days. Canvasmen
were feeding the animals; a young man
back a week from Nam, with hair the
color and texture of corn silk, fooled
with a truck engine; a couple of men
were slopping purple paimt onto ele-
phant tubs and onto the ground. The
cook tent seemed to be the busiest
place. It wasn't hard to spot Hoxie
Tucker; he was the man who looked
like the owner.

He wore a white shortsleeved shirt,
tan pants, boots and a numberseven
John B. Stetson hat, the Open Road
model, tan like his pants, with the
front brim twned down. I found out
later that this meant he was displeased
with the way things were going. Hoxie
was working very hard that day and
I wried not to bother him. I spent
maybe 1wo minutes with him. 1 de-
livered a liude speech 1 had prepared
after receiving my warning from Rick,
in which I said I was wrying not to
write the conventional circus story but
that I understood that circuses were
skeptical of outsiders, and that I didn't
want to get in the way. I left the door
open for a suggestion by Hoxie, il he
wanted to make it, that I forget the
whole thing.

Hoxie's reply was briel and it gave
me no hint of his real feelings, if he had
any: “Good buddy, youre more'n wel-
come to stay just as long as you want
to.” Then he apologized for being in
a hurry. He snapped down his hat brim,
though it already was lowered and walked
away.

A huge black man, sweating copiously

(continued on page 188)



two tales: ripe pears and a legal affair

from Les Cent Nouvelles Nouvelles, 1486

THERE WAS A YOUNG MAN named Jeannot
who kept an orchard near our town. It
was small, but it lay in the fertile land
between the convent and the river and
it produced premium fruit. With the
help of one boy and a few pickers in
harvest time, Jeannot managed to have a
marvelous crop cach year—but this was
becruse he spent most of his waking
time nurturing, fertilizing, watering,
pruning and worrying about frost or
blight. The pride of his orchard was a
great pear tree that bore the most succu-
lent, golden pears in Anjou.

His friends asked, “Don’t you think
about girls? Or about getting married?”

“Oh, that,” he would reply. “Possibly
I could give it a thought or two mext
winter.”

Now, it came about one day, just be-
fore harvest, that Jeannot discoverced
evidence ol trespassers in his orchard.
Under the pear tree, he found several
fine windfall pears half-caten and
thrown aside. A spot in the long grass
secemed to have been wampled down, as
il the thieves had settled in for a picnic.
Jeannot was enraged. He got himsclf a
heavy stick and, during the day, he
visited the tree olten, hoping to trap
the intruders. But he found no one; nei-
ther at matins and lauds, prime, ticrce,
sext, nones nor vespers—as noted by
the neighboring bells—was there any
imruder to be seen.

The next morning, when he came
again, Jeannot threw up his arms and
ground his teeth in rage. There were
[vesh disturbances on the ground and
ceven more ruined [ruit. He decided that
the vandalism must have happened after
vespertide, and he determined to hide in
the tree in the late afternoon to catch
the thieves in the midst ol their crime.

But once he had settled down in a
comlortable niche, he dozed. He was
awakened, just as the long shadows were
beginning to creep over the land, by the
sound of voices beneath him in the
grass. He grasped his stick and tried to
get a view through the leaves.

“And who was it clever enough to
evade the guard and find a forgotten
passageway to the outside world?” a
man'’s voice asked playlully.

“It was I, answered a woman’s voice,
“And whose proud banger do I now sce
on parade?” she asked.

“It must be mine,” he said. “And do I
behold the most sweetly tipped breasts,
the trimmest belly, the finest thighs, the
roundest rump in the convent?”

“If you insist,” she said demurely,
“they must be my own.” Jeannot leaned
out of the tree and observed all of these
phenomena quite as described. He shiv-
cred with strange new leelings. But the
next words reminded him of a more im-
portant matter.

“And who,” the woman said coyly, “is
this most handsome [riar who offers me
that delectable pear?”

“Robbers! Scoundrels!” shouted Jean-
not, tumbling out of the tree. The friar
jumped quickly to his feet and, abandon-
ing everything, set off through the or-
chard on a dead run. The girl sat up,
but she was too startled and [rightened
to escape. Jeannot stared at her in anger
and she stared back, somewhat reassured
to find that she was facing a personable-
looking young man rather than a venge-
ful pursuer from the convent.

“And who,” cried Jeannot, surveying
the crushed fruit around him, “is going
to pay for my pearse”

“I suppose,” said the girl, as she
sighed and reclined on her back again,
“it is going to be 1.”

. - L
IN THE TowN there lived an elderly law-
yer, Maitre Ronchonnot by name, who
kept a small office with one clerk. Like
his brother the orchardkeeper, Jean-
Paul was a singleminded young man,
entirely concerned with legacies, con-
veyances,  afhdavits, contracts, statutes
and briefs. Possibly, this was why he
failed to take more than casual note of
the fact that his employer’s wile was a

{LLUSTRATIONS BY BRAD HOLLAND
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fine, rosy, warm, provocative young
woman. On days when Ronchonnot was
at the courts or absent on a journcy.
Jean-Paul, hearing the swish of skirts in
his office, thought only to put weights
on his papers to protect against the
draft. It never occurred to him to stare
at the slender lines under the skints or
the round bosom above them.

It was on just such a day—the master
on a journey, the derk quictly copying
some paper or other—when there was
more than the usual swish and distrac-
tion. Suddenly, everything scemed to go
helter-skelter.

“What are you doing?” he demanded
of the lady.

“I am trying to find something,” she
replied. “It seems to be hidden, but I
think it’s here, someplace.” She bumped
against him, seemingly by accident.

“Look! Look!" he cried. “You have
spattered my ink and disarranged all my
papers. clumsy woman. I have a mind
to—to crumple your parchment for
you!” But, [feeling a solt pressure
against his legs, he began to be confused
by an unaccustomed sensation.

“Would you also dip your pen in my
inkwell?” she asked, pressing a bit closer.

“Well, perhaps,” he admited, “if it
were not to be construed as a tort.”

“I could easily melt your sealing-wax
stick,” said the lady, putting her hand
where it didn’t belong. “Or possibly
you'd get revenge by deciding to spindle
my foolscap?”

“Enough tricks, my dear,” said Jean-
Paul, standing up and taking a piece of
chalk in his hand. “Do you see what I'm
doing? I'm going to draw a chalk line
down the center of the floor. Stay on the
other side while you are in the office.
Do not dare to step over it or you will
suffer a heavy judgment—you may be
taken into custody, tried, and you might
have to pay double damages and court
costs, as well.”

The next day, when Maitre Ronchon-
not came home, he found his small son
in the office. “What have you been doing
while I was away?” he asked.

*Oh, just looking and watching,” said
the boy.

“And what have you watched?” asked
the lawyer, moving toward the window.

“Father, be carefull Do not cross
that line on the floor,” the boy said.
“You'll be taken into custody.”

“And whar does that mean?” asked
the man.

“Yesterday, when maman committed
a misdemeanor and spilled the ink and
rumpled the papers, Jean-Paul told her
not 1o walk over the line. When she did,
he had to take her into custody right on
the floor, with her skirts over her head
and her heels in the air!”

—Retold by Charles Powell B 157



GF"YIGS OF MUNICH (continued from page 146)

curiosity to stadium warchers and superh
on TV). The jumping events are better
on TV; they need replays and slow mo-
tion, although television programing,
with its jittery insistence on climax,
misses the slowly gathering tensions of
the high jump and pole vault as lesser
leapers weed themselves out. Swimming
is better on TV, with its underwater
shots of the wrns, and the faceted spin
of the gymmastic competitions reflects
slightly better through the beuer hight-
gathering mechanism, which is the eye.

Yaradox flickered through the sleazy
interlace between image and reality: Tf,
while attending the finals of the discus,
vou happened to watch Jay Silvester rid
himsell of his round problem not by
turning your face toward Silvester and
letting his image walt through the gen-
tle Bavarian air 1o vour eyes but instead
checked out his titanic form by looking
at the liude television set with which all
of the better press seats were equipped,
could you say that you had watched
Silvester in person? As a practical matter,
sure you could: what the hell. But the
uncasy and hall-sentimental notion per-
sisted that the act ol eyeball witness
marks the viewer in a special way.

During one of the heats of the 10.000-
meter run, an event that takes nearly
half an hour, T left my stadium seat 1o
get a cup of coflee and a bic of Wiirstl-
brot in the press caleteria. On my way
back, I passed a bank of TV sets. The
ricce, now at its mid-point, had taken on
a surprising character. The first four
finishers would go on to the hinals, and
Dave Bedlord. the flakv English runner.
LEmiel Puttemans, the wispy Belgian, and
two others had  separated  themselves
from a Russian who was supposed to
have a good shot at winning the thing,
The four were running as a single ma-
chine, and at a very last pace. This was
odd, because the Ruossian already had
died in the dust, and there were no other
threats. Alter a lap or two more. two ol
the machine’s four wheels evidently de-
cided that it was silly 10 burn them-
selves out in a heat, and dropped back.
But Bedford and Puttemans  steamed
on side by side, not only running in
world-record time but grinning, laugh-
ing at cach other, throwing words back
and lorth.

It was wonderlully senscless—running
for running’s sake—und the people in
the stadium began to roar. The roaring
set up vibrations in the structure of the
stadium, and these came to me not so
much through the television set’s sound
system as through the soles of my [feet.
This brought to my auention the [act
that I was not actually watching the
race. Shaking loose from the barh of TV,

1sg I ran up a llight of steps, spilling my

coffee, in time to sce the last laps in
living reality.

It was a bit harder to see Bedford's
expression; 1 had to catch the grin by
the toss of his head. But now I was en-
closed in the same charged space as
these two: little Puttemans, who floated
on vithout seeming to touch the track;
big, shaggy Bedford, pounding along
with his soggy red socks Hlopping. It was
not merely eyeball witness; the molecules
of my lacial skin and the tensed muscles
at the front ol my thighs took the print
of what was happening. The print is
still there. A few yards belore the end,
still steaming and still laughing, Bedford
deliberately held back (so it seemed 1o
me) and let Puttemans have his win, an
Olympicrecord 27:53 4. As things turned
out, Bedford may simply have run out
of gas, because he did nothing at all in
the finals. Puttemans took second in the
10.000, behind Lasse Viren, a leathery
Finn who also won the 5000. The 10,000
final was a remarkable race—Viren fell
down and went on to set a world record
—but it didn’t mean much to me; 1 saw
it only on television.

- - -

Field hockey causes brown fumes to
risc in my brain. So do what the Olym-
pics’ organizers call handball (a lame
crossbreed of  basketball and soccer),
volleyball (a fast but mindless game,
lacking strategy or variety), wrestling
and, I am afraid, soccer (a tough, de-
manding, brilliantly exciting sport that
just does not grab me). Weighe lifting
wis not on the brown-fume list, but only
because I had never taken notice of it.

One night, duty-driven and fecling
silly, I showed up at the weight hall,
Nothing was happening when 1 arrived.
The audience filed in, thick young men
in T-shirts, girls in what must be the
Western world’s last surviving heehive
hairdos. The bar bell rested alone on a
brightly liv dais, uncommunicative as
an idol.

Then the contestamts stumped  on-
stage: stubby men of about 577 and 148
pounds, the kind who get elbowed in
the eye on subways. But these were
gladiators; chests huge, thighs and arms
knotted like tree roots, bellies swollen
from the food necessary o sustain it all.

Shin Hee Won of Korea cinched in
his hernia belt and pressed 127.5 kilos
without trouble, his thick little arm
muscles quivering.

Yusuko Ono of Japan did 130 kilos,
his eyes shut with effort. Daniel Cantore
ol the U.S. A, in white trunks and shirt,
glasses and a full mustache, heaved 152.5
kilos to his chest, but couldn’t get the
weight over his head.

The steel bar bent noticeably when it
wis heaved, and when the lifter dropped
his torment, it bounced five or six times

on the rubberized surface of the dais.
Wollgang Faber of East Germany made
132.5 easily. Cantore managed it on his
second try. He had one shou left.

It 15 a concentrated moment. Each man
has three minutes 1o compose himsell
and heave. He can spend the time as
he pleases. Some remain offstage. Others
appear, glare, flutter their wrists, ponder.
Each man cinches in his bellyband.

Pietro Masala, a German despite the
name, clected to start at 157.5. It was
his choice. The world record was 155.5
kilos, bhut he could have started at 200
it he felt strong. Masala failed. He was
short, and looked as il he should have
been mining emeralds in some Rhenish
cave. He stayed onstage. He tried a sec-
oud time and then a third. He [ailed,
grimaced in misery and shame, and
crept off.

Cantore lifted 140 kilos on his last
try, apparently without trouble.

Nasrollah  Dehnmavi of  Iran, the
strongest-looking man to appear so [ar,
ignored the competition until 142.5
kilos, then lifted this great weight
with ease. Mukharbi Kirzhinov of the
U.S. 8. R. strutted onstage, also for the
first time, shoved the same weight into
the air with contempt and—flash comes
in nuances here—did not drop the bar
bell but put it down gently.

Zbicgniew Kaczmarek ol Poland took
his fiust try at 145 kilos, an Olympic
record. He failed, tried again and made
it Dehmavi shook himself, raised his lace
toward the lights and lified 147.5 kilos.
Kirzhinov equaled this.

But here came Mladen Koutchev of
Bulgaria, who had brooded in his tent
till now. He called grandly for 150 kilos
and heaved it. Dehnavi matched him
desperately on his Iast ury.

Then Koutchev, who is blocky, quick,
scornful and may once have had a neck,
signaled for 157.5 kilos. It would be a
world record. He lilted, heaved, [ailed
and threw the bar off his chest in disgust.
Then he stomped away, circled, returned
and lifted the thing.

A Japanese businessman sitting next
to me turned and in German far better
than mine said that this was very im-
pressive. “Kawm zu glauben,” 1 agreed,
and lele the hall, intent on finding the
Brazil-U. 8. A. basketball game. I did and
was rewarded by seeing the man who, by
hall a step and a move and a half, was
the best player of the Olvmpics, Brazil's
68" forward, Maciel Ubiriman Pereira.
An elderly semipro borrowed from the
Iudian league, he looked like a bald
Monteruma, played like the [eathered
serpent and kept Brazil ahead for most
of the game. We won, 61-54, looking
talented but ragged.

- - -

Months belore, 1 suppose, someone on

the Olympic organizing staff had ordered
(continued on page 201)



lensman andre de dienes’
images—whimsical,
beautiful, bizarre—
provide a liquid theater

of the female form

WOMEN
-WITH
ATWIST

According to Andre de Dienes,
the Hungarian-born lensman
who produced the pictures

on these pages, the loveliness
of the women he shoots is be-
yond question. But to describe
these photos as lovely would
be a bit imprecise. “I can’t
really describe them at all,”
says De Dienes, “and I won't
tell you how I shot them,
because that's a secret I'd
prefer to keep to myself, All I
can say is that the technique
I uscd is extremely compli-
cated and that I practically
ruined my cyes with the damn
thing.” Such hardships, how-
ever, aren't unusual for De
Dienes. Over the past 35
years, he has braved Sahara
heat, Florida hurricanes and
hostile movie stars to shoot
the kind of glamor and nude
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photography that has made
him famous. Longtine
PLAYBOY readers will remember
the Marilyn Monroe pictorials
we featured over the years;

De Dienes’ shots of her were
among the first we published.
He has also compiled

six books of nude photography
and is busy shooting the
seventh, an expanded version
of the technique he's explored
here, As a photographer,

De Diencs has never been
short on new approaches, He
conceived his current one when
a model showed up drunk at
his studio. “I was furious,” De
Dienes recalls. “Her posing
was weird, dreadful. When I
developed tie shooting, I was
even more distressed, and

out ‘of spite I distorted

her photos. Thereupon, I
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discovered a whole new way to
photograph nudes.” Though
these images may share
resonances with the Freudian-
inspired symbolism of painters
Salvador Dali and Giorgio de
Chirico, De Dienes denies that
the work of such surrcalists
influences his own, “I don’t
think an artist should be
influenced by anyone,” he
says. To him, these photo-
graphs evoke a carnivallike
spirit more comical than
anything else. For others,

his distorting lens high-

lights the esscntial

qualitics of the female form.
Bue it's not our task here

to judge his work; whether
you think these studies are
funny, sexy and/or bizarre, we
believe they do an admirable
162 job of defining themselves.
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'.lE MAGH'NE (continued from page 102)

in the book,” McQuiston told us. “To-
day I just want you guys to build your
manual dexterity. . . . 1 want you to
be able to play that thing like a piano.”

None of us felt much like virtuosos
when we gathered around the table
about two hours later. But we kept get-
ting assurances [rom Mac that it would
all come to us in time and that if we
understood the basic moves, that was
cenough lor now.

It had been a long day full of bad
colfee and  excruciating science and 1
had the kind of headache that is really
just the brain leeling like an out-of-
shape and overworked muscle.

“OK,” he said, “tomorrow we'll learn
how to spot a lie out of all the other
kinds of stress a man can be under. Go
on back to your hotel and relax . . .
but be here at nine hundred sharp
tomorrow morning.”

- L] -

It’s hard not to play the liberal at a
tubleful of cops who are relaxing with
drinks and wving to get o know one
another by wrading  on-the-job  night-
nuires. T'wo drinks helore dinner, at a
big round table in the Charterhouse
again, then dinner, then two drinks alter
dinner and no one got drunk. The
stories they told—iabout brutal killings,
child murders, massacres.  police  am-
bushes, the way dead bodies look when
you don't find them right away—were
all designed to raule and then convert
tender sensibilities that care oo much
about head wrips like the rights of pri-
vacy or presumed innocence. For every
intellectual notion about law and order
that I pleaded, they would tell me some-
thing more about the way bullets go
into {lesh, or about the kind of insanc
animals  that men  sometimes  become.
And I would say ves, T know (but they
kept saving 1 didn't), and when 1 fele
enongh like Aristotle at Awili's wable, I
shut up. There is no such thing as the
“police mentaliy,” I decided. only the
police experience, which is perverse, and
reinforced  for them every day, and
which is almost wwrelated to anvihing
that happens in the cool world ol judi-
cial minds.

When we talked about the PSE, there
wirs excitement at the table—a sense that
another sale harbor had been mined
against the flight of guilty men. Some
of them even talked about clever crimi-
nmals they had knowa who might have
been trapped by such a weapon. But
the thing that scemed to excite each of
them most was that they were learning
a skill whose power could get them and
keep them out of the street fighting.
Because that's success for a cop: a desk,
a civilian suit and interrogation rooms,
where there is no shooting and no dead
bodies. Lic detection, the art, could

keep a man from goon duties and mike
him a technician-priest in the hght of
civilization against its wreckers. A poly-
graph operator Gin charge from S150 up
lor an examination and there are never
enough of them to do the work. And
though it takes from six weeks to six
months to become a certificd polygraph
operator, it takes only three days 1o be
trained on the PSE, and presumably
you can use it to do the same job lor the
same price. Only 16 states have sorted
through the complicated process ol mak-
ing Liws on who is qualifhed o run a lie
detector and who is not. The game is
open in 51 states, and although Flovida
has begun to consider it no other state
has thought about how the law should
apply o PSE.

The  psychiatrist  had  been  quiet
through most ol the evening. He was
shy anyway and it was clear that his
ix on the machine had nothing to do
with guilt or innocence. But the PSE
promises as wuch lor him, or maybe
more. as it does lor the criminal cawchers.
An instrument that measures stress in
even its smallest degrees is like an Xeray
machine for a behavioral scientist, a
finger with which to take a man's emo-
tional pulse.

Oune psychiawist who bought a ma-
chine uses it on himsell when he is over-
taken by the vague fecling of frostration
and  discontent that comes to all of us
now and then. He makes a list of the
25 things that might be the cause of his
[unk imd then asks himsell about each
one. He answers himsell on wape and
then runs it through the PSE. He says
it helps.

There is an aaing teacher in Southern
Caltlornia who uses the PPSE on his
students. Those who are comlortable
in their parts show less stress than those
who are not. He says acting is a form
of Iving, anywav. There's a drug com-
pany that has had oue of s men trained
on I'SLE so that he can use it to dint
the clfeas ol wmquilizers on people;
and a doctor is working with the ma-
chine w log the longterm effects of
ciphysema. Dekeor has trained business-
men who use the machine o test good
Lwith in negotiating situations, personnel
managers who need o aich job appli-
cants who might lie about their arrest
records or educuional hackgrounds. In
the recent history ol polygraphy, some-
thing like 80 percent of all wests have
been given to employees at the request
of industry. There is even a man who
bought a PSE and used it on his wile
for the saime reasons he might have
hired a private detective a lew years
ago. (He nailed her.)

But it is the caching of liars, the
undoing of secrets that inspived  this
nuchine, and whatever other uses it will

be put 1o will be discovered and cx-
plored by someone other than the Dek-
tor people. They are businessmen now
and anxious lor all the potential PSE
uses o be experimented with, but they
are police first, military men, spies, in a
world that has only two kinds ol people
—the guilty and the innocent—and what
the people at my table that night liked
best about the PSE was that it can tell
the difference. When the evening ended,
I went off to the rocky kind of sleep that
lets only small parts of you rest.
- - -

The morning session was  technical
again: The hve-o'cock headache ol the
day belore would be there by noon.
McQuiston was in his same galloping
form, however, and he began using the
slide projector and his telescopic pointer
again, this time to teach us what o do
with a man alter you've got him pinned
in the corner with your cigar.

He ook us through all the simple
and sophisticated methods of structur-
ing a west that polygraphers have devel-
oped and practiced over the past few
yers: the peak-ol-tension test, the gen-
cril-question test, the zone-ol-comparison
test. "Remember,” he told us in a mo-
ment ol prolessional propriety, “we are
ot concerned with the guilt or inno-
cence ol a suspect, only in whether or
not he scems to be lying. He's either
D.I. or N.D.L—deception indicated or
no deception indicated. That's all you're
there to judge . . . got it2”

We learned (or at least we watched
him wry 1o teach us) how to set up a
structured series of questions that would
determine with reasonable surcty how
much ol the subject’s stress was general
nervous tension, how much might be
from worries that had nothing 10 do
with the test. how much might be from
guiliv knowledge and how much would
mdicie  direct  deception. It's all
syvstem ol check-ind-halance  questions,
really, things called relevants and semi-
relevimts and outside-involvement ques-
tions all leading to a pomt ol direct
jeopardy ("Did you take the money:"™)
where the stress reading would be high
and dlear il the man were DI

Then we looked av the paper tapes
again and McQuiston tried to show us
the subtleties, the echoes, the shadows
ol siress patterns that could, if we were
not carelul and savvy, make a liar look
an honwest man and an honest man a
liar. That was spooky, because most ol
us were gewing it dead wrong on ihe
wricky ones, and almost all ol 1hem
seemed prety wricky. McQuiston kept
telling us that we would ger it and at
one point the cop from New Jersey
siaid, I see what you mean about the lie
detector being me.” We all chuckled as
il there weren’t a man among us who
had more than hall the crcuits for the
jJob.

“"Well, you're gonna

mike mistakes



“Damn it, you're not allowing me to enjoy all
the thrills of the chase.” 165
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now,” he told us. “I want vou to make
mistakes now. You're not going to have
any confidence until you crack your first
case, anyway. But it takes only one.”

Someone new, in a suit, had taken a
chair quietly at the end of the table and
McQuiston had noticed him. It was
Mike Kradz, a Howard County, Mary-
land, police licutenant who had at that
point run 150 actual cases on the PSE
and was a true believer in its powers.

“Isn’t that right, Mike?” McQuiston
asked. “I can sit up here and tell you
auys about cases I cracked, or Mike can
say I did this or I did that, but you're
gonna have to run your first case and
bust it, and then, brother, your conli-
dence level will be right up here” He
had his hand about an inch above his
crewcut.

When he dismissed the class for lunch,
Kradz and 1 sat down to talk. Below a
receding hairline, he has strong deep-
blue cyes that are nearly motionless
when he talks to you. He has heen a cop
lor 22 years. an experienced polvgraph
operator, an  evidence technician, the
euy who looks lor Holmesian clues after
the deed is done: Oune of the fust things
he told me was that he has the largest
collection of shoe-heel prints in the
world.

1 asked him if he'd ever read Sherlock
Holmes and he Iaughed. “Sure, 1 guess
I did, T liked mysteries and it's true
that nothing on God’s earth is ever
repeated exactly the same way. You can
take anything you like—fngerprints,
two cigarettes, two broken car aerials,
handwriting, torn sheets, two PSE charts
—and when you learn to work with this
stufl, you'll find it’s just like a ncon sign
pointing the way.”

When Kreadz heard about the PSE, he
wrote to some ol his colleagues in the
American ]’r)])'ul‘:lj)llcl's Association  to
ask them what they knew about it. Most
of them didn't bother o answer and the
ones who did said either that it was un-
tested or that it was unlikely. TFor the
most part, the AP AL has wied o ignore
the PSE. When it hasn’t been able to do
that, it has disparaged the machine in
ways that bewray the established leader's
fear of being unseated. And although
there are signs of concilintion now
(sooncr or later, they will meet each
other), the A.P. A, is worried, too, that,
because the PSE can be used surrepti-
tiously, it may bring the increasing out-
rage ol Congress down on the whole
Tucrative lie-detection industry,

But Kradz saw it as a new tool that
might help him as his other skills do in
building chiins of evidence that finally
take a man to trial or let him free, And
because the administrative and  tech-
nical division of the Howard County
Police Department (which he runs) has

166 @ limited budget, he bought the PSE

with his own money and began experi-
menting with it

“1 wasn’t looking for something to
replace the polygraph,” he told me in
his very gentle voice. “I was looking for
a companion that I could run with poly
as a check, another evaluation. I ran
the two machines side by side [or 48
cases and I found that the PSE did ex-
actly what Dekror said it would do. Plus,
I found it easier to read and interpret.
It put the subject more at ease and 1
could deviate from the old method of
interrogation, ask more questions, allow
the person to explain or rationalize il he
wanted to. It loosened the whole process
and gave me what I think is a more
objective test. And I can use it on
people who can't take a polvgraph test
because they are too far or jittery or
have back ouble that keeps them from
sitting still for as long as it takes. There
are other problems with poly, too, you
know. I had a guy come to me and say,
‘I know what vou're going to tell me,
because I've had these danm things be-
fore, and 1 don’t want to take it I
asked him why he was so shook up and
he said, “The last 1ime T had one of
these things, the guy put the cuff on my
leg instead of my arm and when he got
through with the test, he told me T lied.
I said, “Show me where I lied,” and he
suid, “Right here.” 1 said, “What's
that?” and he said, “It’s off that cuff on
your thigh,” and I said, “You son of a
bitch, I lost that leg in Korea, and if
you can get a reading off that wooden
thing, you're better than me.”’

“And that’s where the polygraph ex-
aminer got tripped up in his own hlack
arts. That’s the trouble with poly. They
haven't heen able to cut it scientihcally,
so they go in for this mumbo jumbo and
cats” whiskers and that aap and some-
times they get caught. But with PSE, I
ler the subjeas run the test. T tell them
what we are looking for, and then when
the tape comes off the instrument, 1 let
them see it and then T ask them about
it. The general rule with polygraph is
that if you don’t get a clear reaciion,
you go into hostile interrogation and
see il that won't get something. T don’t
cver have to do that with the PSE. If an
indication of deception is there, 1 just
show it 1o them and then we talk about
it. I'm very comfortable with i.”

Kradz is convinced that he has had no
failures among all the cases he has run
and the one he likes best proved a man
innocent, not guilty.

"It sounds corny,” he told me, “but
my job is not to determine guilt or in-
nocence. I'm a detective and detectives
are just supposed to turn in a report
based on the evidence they've gathered,
and they're supposed to make it as ob-
jective as possible. So I had this boy
who had been in jail for [our months,

accused of armed robbery. He'd had sev-
cral polygraph examinations, all incon-
clusive, and he was scared and looking
for somcone to help him. ‘I was out
walking the dog,” he says to me, ‘it was
a rainy night, nobody saw me, the dog
can't talk.” There were three eyewit-
nesses who said they saw this guy do it,
so he had a problem. Well, all of us have
problems  sometimes, so I told him,
‘Look, il you turn up clean on this test,
I don’t care how far we have to go, all
the way to the Supreme Courr, any-
where, I'll stand up beside you.” Well, he
took the test and it indicated he was inno-
cent, and the judge and the prosecutor
and. of course, the defense attorney stipu-
lated that the PSE results could be ad-
mitted as evidence. They let him go. paid
him for his time in jail, and it made
me feel awfully good. I'm not a priest,
but I get very close to these people.”

Since then, Kradz has had three other
PSE tests admitted into court to prove
innocence. It has never been admitted
to prove a man guilty,

“I think it's as valuable a tool as has
ever come into the evidence technician’s
hands,” he told me fhinally. “But I do
understand why people are afraid of it
Just adter T bought it, the ollicers who
came into my oflice started writing notes
instead of talking to me. Really. Even
I've started to think belore 1T talk. Used
to be I'd say whatever, and then take my
chances on poly if it ever came to that.
But not with PSE. In unscrupulous
hands it could be a frightening thing.
but I think s value far outweighs its
potential dangers.”

Kradz had to leave 1o go back to work
and alter he lefr, T thought that if it is
the man who is the lie detector, 1t s
not surprising that so many people end
up conlessing to those cyes. Unlike most
ol the other interrogators I met, there
is nothing of the bully about Kradz.
Lvery man wears his shoe leather away
at a dillerent angle, according 1o the
load he carries and how much he is
made to shuflle. Kradz collects the heel
prines because each is different and be-
cause the world is lull ol surprises even
for a cop who has watched it through a
microscope for 20 years.

Through the rest of that afternoon
and the morning ol the next day, we ran
actual cases. McQuiston  used  his re-
mote bution to llash PSE tapes on the
screen. Most of the cases had been run
by Kradz: rape, robbery, murder, theft,
arson. McQuiston would read the quces-
tions that had been asked in the inter-
rogation and we would look at the
stress patterns on the screen.

“D.J. or N.D.I.? Do we burn this gay
or let him go?" he would ask and then
remind us of this or that subtlety ol in-
terpretation. “Wateh for the sharp lead-
ing edge . . . is there a plateau? . ..
Watch for the relief pattern after the
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lic . .. don’t forget to check the outside-
involvement question.”

Then we would guess, hesitantly, ten-
tatively, looking for support [rom the
others in the class and usually with a
qualifier like, “Well, I'm not swre,
bur. ¢

And then, without saving ves or no.
McQuiston would push a button and a
hand-drawn figure would appear: a stick
man with a halo for N.D.L, a cat-0-nine-
tails for D.I/guilty knowledge and, for
plain straight D.I., cither a hangman’s
noose or an clecric chair. On McQuis-
ton’s carrousel projector, the penalty for
lying is death.

We went through perhaps 20 cases
(with significant mistakes and one or
two hopeful successes) and ook a break.
Almost everyone got coffee and drifted
into the pegbomrd laboratory in  the
next room, where Bill Ford and another
technician named Pete Preston do their
tinkering. Ford wasn't there, but Preston
—in his 50s, wearing a sport shirt and
horn-rims—was chaty and eager (o ex-

plain the theory and practice of what he
calls information gathering.

He told us that there are about 50
ways to attack a telephone and showed
us a test bug he is working on that shuts
itself off when detection devices are
brought into the room. He showed us a
roll of rubber molding, the kind used
in building walls, that has a secret wire
running through its core. And he showed
us “The Cloak.” a black box with but-
tons on it that sits on the desktops of
paranoid executives and (Preston said)
foils several methods by which their
phones could be tapped.

He has a headful of anecdotes that he
sialts into his explanations and demon-
strations. Gathering secrets isn’t always
Iaboratory clean, he told us. During
World War Two, he saw men following
the retreating German army, picking up
pages Irom wraining manuals that the
Germans had wiped their asses on: The
Third Reich was out of toilet paper
and leaving valuable information hehind
as they eapped and ran.

“Your deductions are most am using. You a
comedian or something?”

He showed us some of the anti-bugs
he's designed and said hat if there
are 50 ways to get at a telephone, the
foxes’ part of the spy’s game is knowing
51 ways to undo a tap. He said a tal-
ented spook never releases a new method
of bugging until he has designed the
antidote.

When we got back to the table, Mc-
Quiston was waiting. He had a sales-
man’s sample case in front of him and
when we sat he said, “1 thought you
might be interested i a preview of
our course in methods of surreptitious
entry.”

Everyone was and he began unload-
ing from the case a leather kit about
the size ol a wallet and cight or ten
padlocks.

*“This lock,” he said, holding up a
heavy silver one, “is the best you can
buy. They use it on the gun lockers in
the Army and it's guaranteed by the
manufacturer to be impossible 1o pick
or cut in less than twenty minutes.”

With no other words, he fished 1wo
hairpin picks out of the little leather
packet, fiddled for less than 15 seconds,
popped the lock and then held it up like
the magician he is. It was like watching
an armory being looted by a ghost. Then
he violated the other locks. each as easily
as the first. until he got o the last one,
a small cheap lock that you might trust
to keep vour garden tools sale, but
nothing more. It took him nearly a full
minute and three picks to ecrack it
Then he showed us a long llat piece of
metal that he said fits into the window
well and gets you into almost any car
without breaking anything in less than
30 scconds,

“T'll be giving the course in about a
month—costs a grand.” he said and then
hield up his own wallet and pointed to
a linle cird inside. "By the way, you
need one ol these. Bonded-locksmith
LD. If they catch you with this liule
set of tools and without this cud, its
five to ten years.” He was smiling. Then
he put his kit back together, locked it
(for what reason I couldn’t tmagine)
and we began running cases again until
all eves except his were glassed over.

We ran more cases, flogged some half
lizes and hung the rest, umil noon the
next day. By that time, plane reserva-
tions were being discussed and worried
over., And beciuse no one’s confidence
level was very high, McQuiston  de-
livered the final guarantee that goes
with the machine.

“If you've got a case that you're not
sure of, that you want consultation on,
just phone it in and we'll look at it
You all have a telephone hookup with
your machines and we can make our
own tapes over the phone and then run
them.”

Everybody liked that. There was a
general fecling of excitement and even
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power as the machines were checked and
readied for wtravel. The PSE worked.
That secemed clear from all we had seen
and heard. But whether or not it really
wits it machine built by geniuses 10 be
used by idiots (a phrase we'd heard
olten) was on its way 1o some kind of
acid test.

I saw Allan Bell near the door on my
way out. I had a wape recorder with a
small carton ol accessories hanging from
a rope below it in one hand. The PSE
bricfcase was in the other. I looked like
Huck Finn, but I felt like James Bond
and I asked Bell, “Whose idea was it 1o
fit this thing into a bricfcase? It's so
sexy and secret.”

He laughed. “All our people have
been in the ficld,” he told me. “So they
design cquipment to be used our there.
It's vastly diflerent to test something in
a lab and then to go out into an opera-
tional environment where ics dark. lor
instance, and you can't see what you're
doing. you're apt to be discovered, your
hands are sweaty, your stomach is tight,
the skin on yowr back is crawling and
every sound is like a pistol shot. It's a
matter ol having been there.”

“Jesus,” T said, I don't think I'm
going to be able 10 give this thing any-
where near its real twest. I don’t even
wint to.”

He laughed and wld me good luck
and when 1 had said goodbye 1o my
classmates and McQuiston, 1 left: Out
of the spies’ nest into a world of liars
and scarer keepers, into the field, into
the parking lot. As I was loading the
gear o the wunk of my cr, one of
the 7-11 people slammed his car door.
It didn’t sound much like a pistol shot,
but I made the connection.

- - -

I had the PSE for about five months
and putting it to any kind of ultimate
test was farther beyond me than 1 had
imagined. I kept a notebook that I was
zoing to call a journal, but alter a few
months of riding with me, it looked
like a shoe that had sone 10.000 miles.
There were holes in i, some  parts
were literally rubbed away and it was
weak with the thought processes of a
novice in the held. But with a liale
polish and some ;|I'wnlumghl additions,
it looks like this:

Washington National Airport: The
thing hels like a briefcase full of boore
and sumding in line waiting o go
through the metal detector and  then
past two Customs agents, my arm is
asleep. The rest of me is waiting 1o be
searched and hassled, questioned  and
maybe dewrined when they open it for
inspection. They smile av me as I go
through. Nothing. Over the five months,
I'll ride a half-dozen planes and  go
through anti-hijack inspection ar Dulles,

170 O'Hare, Los Angeles and San Francisco

International, and no one will ask me
to open the case.

Chicago: People who know where I've
been and what lor ask me where the lie
machine is. When I hold up the brief-
case, they usually don’t belicve me.
Once they do, they always ask il it's on.

The choice now is between tapping
phones and otherwise wiring people to
get tape recordings where they wlk in
carnest  about  their  jobs, marriages,
mouney, morals, lears and wildeste am-
bitions—or designing a game that will
demonstrate the machine in a benign
and playlul way.

There are legal problems if I use the
machine lor real. Ilinois is one ol the
16 states that have a law prohibiting
anyone but a licensed polygraph oper-
ator from using any kind ol lie-detection
cquipment. And Congress has belore it
right now several bills than will attempt
to curtril even the licensed use ob poly-
griph for situations like job screening
and internal theft at industrial planis.
(The unions lobby hard against that
sort of snooping.)

Dektor is unsure how cwrrent and
proposed legislation will affect the PSE,
but it isn't very worried about it. In-
dustry has always lound its way around
laws that concern polveraph and has
been using it more and more. What gets
whispered in the lie-detection commu-
nity now (Nixon's landslide) is that the
general political dimate is unlikely 1o
produce major reform or repression ol
hie-detector  activity. (I'll bet  they're
right.) And il the going ever gets really
tough over legal dehnitions ol what PSE
15 and when it can be used. the Dektor
people can always say that its principal
purpose is not lie detection but stress
analysis. That makes it an invaluable
research ool for doctors. psychiatrists
and other behavioral scientists, and pro-
hibiting its use becomes loolish. And it’s
wue enough that the Dekior people
expect their biggest market to be in the
scientific commuuity.

So the laws are up for grabs (as they
always are lor spies), but 1 decided on
the game anyway. Mostly beciuse there
arc some things I don’t want 10 know
lor sure about the people around me.

The game: Subject takes [rom one to
ten dollar bills and puts them into his
pocker (seoretdy). T then make a tape
that bhegins with two or three irrelevamt
questions (name, home own, etc.) o get
a general nervous-tension level, and then
I ask. "Did you put one dolar . . . two
dollars . . . three dollars . clc. o
vour pocker?” Subject answers no to all
ten amounts asked. Then I run the tape
through the PSE and nail the hlthy
liar (in theory) and il I do, he gives me
the money in his pocker. II' T don't, 1
give him a matching amount.

Out ol 12 subjeas T nailed only six,
which was a litle embarrassing because

of the pre-interrogation bravado that 1
had employed to psvch them. (I do not
smoke cigars, and it's hard o hold a
man at bay with a cigarette, but 1 was
wying.) The six 1 caught all had
texthook-perfect stress patterns on the
relevant-amount question and they were
casy.

Of the six I didn’t get, one was be-
ciuse I misinterpreted the lines in front
of me and two beat the machine (and
me) cold by trying. One of these was a
psychologist who sitid he simply thought
ol very swressful things (lalling over a
cliff, gewing busted, losing loves) all the
way through the test, and I lost several
dollars to him.

The other, a man with a huge voice.
broke the macdune—or ar least it broke
while I was running his test. The pen
went crazy and began making paterns
thint looked like Ireeway maps. 1 sent the
machine back to Dektor and they said
they had encountered this problem with
one or two machines belore, then they
fixed it and sent it back. I ran the tape
again and although I was wvery sure he
had put eight dollars into his pocket, it
turned out to be six dollars. After I gave
him the money. he revealed his simple
and devious method: When I asked him
il he put one dollar into his pocket, he
rephrased the question, silently, to him-
sell. substituting the actual amount (six
dollars) and then answered. He did the
same thing on cach qguestion and the
result confused the machine successiully.

The three others who beat the ma-
chine did so probably because they were
not in enough real jeopardy under the
circumstances. That's the trouble with
all games on the PSE: It measures stress.
and il the subject doesn’t worry cnough
about 1the consequences of being caugh,
he may not react enough lor the machine
to chart it. Or else those three were
moral idiots. morons, psychopathic liars
or onc of the similar types who dely all
lie detection because they do not have
a moral code that they are aware of
violating. But 1 know these three people,
and it was probably lack ol jeopardy
that Kepe them safe.

I decided that 50 percemt is a very
good average for the PSE on such
aimes.

California: 1T am at the point of dex-
terity with the machine where I play i
like a pumo and a diploma has arrived
in the mail thae says Fm a certified PSE
examiner. All that means is that Dekior
trained me and that I passed. They have
flunked only one man, and he passed
Later. I imagined my classmates, out in
the ficld. and up to heve in confidence,
laminating their diplomas and busting
cases like arazy.

A veal offer: A man from a large in-
ternational company calls to say that
he has heard 1 have the machine. Would
I be interested in running some ol his
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employees who he suspects are getting
into the till pretty good?

I'm vaguely tempted but quote the
Calilornia law, which is one of the 16
and similar to the Illinois Jaw. Later 1
find out that he has bought one and
taken the course himself.

The election: 1 have been waiting in
front of the television for a month, wait-
ing for the campaign to heat up, The
Dektor people had 1old me about mak-
mg tapes off the TV of the Howard
Hughes [ Clifford  Irving press confer-
ences. Alter they ran the Hughes phone
aill through the machine, they say they
knew that Irving was doing the lying.
That was nearly two weeks belore the
rest of us knew, and so I am waiting for
cither Nixon or McGovern to say some-
thing that I can reasonably call a lie.
Nothing. Nixon never comes on tele-
vision. It's as if he knows about the PSE.
And McGovern answers direct questions
so generally and with such deft vague-
ness that his stress levels have more to
do with camera lights than they do with
the substance of anything he savs.

The Eagleton crisis begins. I'm fum-
bling with the tape recorder in front of
John Chancellor's six-o’dlock news when
McGovern comes on and savs, “I'm he-
hind Tom Eagleton a thousand per-
cent.” I get it, just barely. Then I look
up at the screen: McGovern sweating,
fidgeting, voice out of conwrol, eves
watery, and it comes to me that I'm
using a bunch of clectricity and record
ing tape and S1000 worth of equipment
to try to find out if this man is under
stress. It was architect Max Frisch who
suid that technology would keep us from
experiencing the world if we weren't
careful. T put down in my grungy little
notebook that Max Frisch was a wise
man. Then Eagleton appeared. looking
like a ping-pong ball that had been
stepped on, and although T taped him,
too. I never ran cither of the recordings
on the PSE. It seemed too much like
going grave to grave through a cemetery
with a stethoscope, just to be sure.

The Watergate circus begins. Nixon
is still nowhere and cven the most re-
mote of his spokesmen are appearing
only for seconds at a time o read short
general  disclaimers. You can't get a
reliable PSE result on a man who is
reading  something, because he  isn't
necessarily  listening 1o himsell  down
around his central nervous system. It's
a5 il cverybody in the Nixon Administra-
tion knows about the PSE. Nothing.

In all the five months 1 had the
machine (induding what should have
been the hottest part of the campaign).
Nixon never put himself into even one
tapeable situation. I decided that if the
Watergate spies represent his offense, he
doesn’t have much, His defense, how-
ever, is dynamite.

Some old tapes: I've kept all the tape

172 recordings I've made for stories over the

past four years. Perhaps 50 hours of
short interviews, mostly; the moments
i an assignment when you finally get
whatever guru, or millionaire, or junkie,
or movie star or revolutionary to sit and
answer some  direct  questions into a
microphone. Almost every subject will
draw back a liude when the wape starts
rolling. He'll become careful and some-
times he'll lie, because rtelling vour
searets to someone who's going to retell
them to a crowd is comforting only if
you're on your deathbed.

All the stories for which the tapes
were made are written now (or else
given up for dead) and all decisions
about how much was the vuth I made
a long time ago by the witch powers we
all use on cach other. I believe in those
powers, and of all the tapes, there was
only one I wanted 1o check with the
machine. The subject had lied 1o me at
least as much as she had told the truth.
I'd thrown out the lies I was sure of—or
had called them lies—and left the things
that seemed true or even probably true.
But I had left out onc particular fact
because I couldn’t, by any of my powers,
prove it true or [alse. It had seemed
important then; now I ran it through
the PSE.

I ok the parts of the tpe I knew
to be true and checked their patterns
against what I knew to be false and then
compared. Then T ran the answer I
wasn't sure of: It was a stone lie.

And 1 thought as I stood with the
tape in my hand that they had me. |
believed in the PSE enough 1o use it
seriously, and I believed in the results
enough to feel bad that 1 didn't have
tlut information when I wrote the story.
The tyranny  of newage  machines
doesn’t come as rape; it is seduction.
Speed, accuracy, objectivity, “the wruth,”
whatever it is a new machine promises,
man must like it. or need it, or think
he needs it. No one buys a machine
that promises 1o make him more igno-
rant than he is. And we have never
been very afraid of our machines, any-
way. Most ol that show has been a sham.
Finally we all know that the only ani-
mal it is really dangerous to turn vour
back on is man.

I wonderved later why the hell she had
lied 1o me about that,

&

The parking-lot sitation at Dektor
hadn’t gotten any better by the time 1
arvived 1o return the machine o them.
Bell and McQuiston are driving brand-
new Lincoln Continental Mark IVs now,
and they take up more room than the
anrs they drove five months belore.

The staff has grown, wo. They've
hired accountants, business managers,
scoretaries, salesmen and a woman 1o
share training duties with McQuiston.
Mike Kradz, the police lientenant from
Howard County, works full time for

Dektor now, and they have hired
another spook. His mime is Mark Han-
son and he has perfect y hair and
cyes as steady and beautilul as Kradz's,
He was a full bird colonel in Army
counterintelligence and spent 26 years
trading favors and secrets with the CIA.
He 1s said to be legendary around Foggy
Bottom and other secret places. For the
past three years. he has been working
as an vestigator lor New York's Kuapp
Commission. the group that has been
exposing police corruption for that city
(looking for needles in a stack ol
ncedles).

McQuiston wasn’t there. He was in
Lebanon—there is now something called
Dektor Middle East—conferring, deal-
ing, selling the PSE. Many airlines have
considercd putting money into the de-
velopment of a smaller, quicker PSE
that would be used to screen boarding
passengers  for  hijackers.  McQuiston
was in the Middle East working up a
profile of 1000 passengers to establish
the normal SIress l'{_‘S])UII.‘i(.' 1o t|u(‘ﬁli0ns
about their mame and destinaion  for
Middle East Airdines. When he talked
to some American airlines about the
same project. he told them that the
PSE might hold 10 or 20 smugglers.
nervous fliers or people on their wav 1o
forbidden rendezvous oft 2 boarding
717. The airlines said great but hesi-
tated because they want the Federal
Government to pay lor such work.

Bell secemed pleased 1o see me and
we sat in his ofhce again while he told
me that they've sold 178 PSEs by now
(the rate is up 10 once per working day),
that they have new and excited private
investors and  that they are thinking
about taking the company public. Then
he said that the problems businessmen
facc are more wearying than those of a
SpY.

“We're trying not to get curied away
with the magic of this thing,” he told
me.

We ralked for a while about what 1
had done with the machine and he asked
me if 1 believed it worked. I told him
ves and then we talked about the notion
that even if the machine didn’t work, it
would be enough that people believed
it did. I asked him if he ever felt like
Edison. It was an awkward question and
it sounded like it came from a young
newspaperman who  was  carried  away
with notions of historic moment, but
he handled it gracelully.

“No,” he said, “I'm looking for the
next thing, something new o work out.
I'll be happy il we can use the PSE w
finance our other hobbies. 1 need to
keep moving, We're all like that, me,
Bill, Mace.”

Then he told me about some consult-
ing jobs that Dektor has been asked to
do. One of them is staggering in its pro-
portions, spooky and full of interna-
tional implications, and before he t1old
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me about it he said, “This is ofl the
record, Craig.” In lact, he had said that
to me many times over the five months.
He would start stories about the PSE
and some ol Dekror's specific customers
and jobs and when they became juicy,
revealing, scary, he would swear me 1o
the kind ol secrecy that a reporter must
sometimes agree to if he is 10 move
lreely through a complicated world.

"You're not uving 1o make everybody
tell the wruth,” 1 said to him. “You've
ot as many secrets as anybody I know.
For Chrissakes, I'm helping you keep
some ol them.”

“There's a difference between a con-
fidence and a secret,” he said.

“Only among lexicographers,” I told
him, but he never quite agreed to that.
Once a spy. always a spy, I thought to
mysell: He was wearing a liule jeweled
black-widow spider for a tie tack. And he
is impressive: Power is gathering around
him the way cigarcue smoke does around
a writer at work and worried over the

telling of other people’s secrets.

We said goodbye and on my way out
I met Ford near the door. He was carry-
ing something that looked like a metal
cane with a box attached to the handle
and a two-pronged device at the end.
When he pushed the button on the hox,
the thing made a sound like a bicvcle
horn. “Well,” he told me when I asked,
“you hook it up on an oscilloscope. plug
the end into a wall socket and then push
the button. It tells you il there are any
bugs along the line. We just came up
with it and it ought 10 save a Jot of time
sweeping a room.”

I almost asked him 1o show me ihe
anti-PSE machine. 1 don’t know il it
exists yet, or even il they're warking on
it. But 1t will. and probably in this Tab
first, but il not here, then somewhere
clse where spies gather. That's the loxes®
part of the game. alter all, and Bell
needs his seavets ac least as much as [ do.

“How long have you had this thing about [eet?”

SKIN’S ART

(continued from page 142)
from the belly of the beast, it does not
pay to be shy. He backs the truck
up into the bare-dirt construction site,
leaves the engine idling and tosses three
Iengths of two-by-six onto the bed of the
pickup. He takes his time and chooses
good dry unwarped lumber. A student, a
girl with long blonde hair and halter
top and the Hawless tan ol & sun bather.
walks by the high lence. Gurying a load
of summer school books. Hoisting the
lumber onto one shoulder, Skin waves
with his Iree hamd. She smiles. demo-
cratically, her mane golden in the sun,
her long neck held swraight. Skin sus-
pects that he knows exactly what she
needs o make her summer’s education
complete.

But fist things first. The lengths of
lumber chosen and loaded into the pick-
up, Skin eases the truck over the rutted
dirt back onto the asphalt and heads
out lor the highway. His head is clear
and he is looking forward 1o building
the frame, and the morning in general
seems to be progressing alogether well
until Skin pulls up behind a vehide at
the last stop sign on university property.
The vehicle ahead is a Volkswagen bus
with a smashed rear end that appears
horribly familiar to Skin. Although the
street belore them is clear in both direc-
vons, the VW bus does not move.

Without even thinking, Skin puts the

truck in reverse and begins to back up
very quickly, wansmission whining, just
as the doors of the bus open and Al the
college boy ol the previous night, and
the same girllriend emerge, moving fast.
Skin continues to back up, but suddenly
there is another car behind him. He
stops, cranks the wheel to go around the
bus, but by this time the college boy,
dad in T-shirt, sneakers and Bermudas,
has parked his skinny girllriend directly
in front ol the pickup.

“Goddanm,” says Skin sofily, leaning
forwird on the steering wheel, suddenly
tred o his soul. "Goddamn.”

Al is it the open window ol the pick-
up, one loot on the running board, tall
cnough so that he must lean over 1o
speak into the cab. “Hey,” he says 1o
Skin, “hey, listen to me.”

Skin gazes without curiosity at the
boy. He has the slighdy pale, scrubbed,
gymsium-raised look ol a high school
basketball star. “Got your bus running
OR.” Skin says, "huh?"

“Listen,”™ Al says, “we've been wrving
to find vou all morning. That address
you gave us is no good. They never
heard ol you.”

Skin  smacks his  forchead, smiles
briefly dirough the windshield at the
blockading girlfriend. She is thin, Skin
thinks. but then, these days thae is the
style. “Jesus,” he says, “I'm sorry, man,




I keep forgeuing to have that registra-
tion changed.”

Al has elearly been trying to generate
some anger, but he is so pleased that
there has only been a misunderstand-
ing that his embryonic hostility evipo-
rates like desert dew. “"Well,” he says,
“then

“You got pencil and paper?” Skin
says briskly. “Let’s get this straight right
now."”

The girlfriend brings a notebook and
pen, somewhat shyly, and hands them
through the window to Skin as traflic
continues to detour around them.

“I'm sorry as hell.” Skin says. writing
on the first blank page. “You must have
figured 1 was skipping out.”

“Well,” Al says.

“Forget iy,” Skin says, still writing.
“Come by any afternoon, we'll drink a
few beers, figure out how to work the
insurance, OK? No recason anybody
should get stuck for this. 'm home any
afternoon, I'm a sculpior.”

Al takes the pen and notebook [rom
Skin the sculptor and gazes briefly at
the address. It is, as Skin recalls. the
address of a beauty parlor that Ann-
marie visited two wecks ago to cure a
case of the psilocybin-induced blues. Tt
was a nice beauty parlor, though they
did litde for Aunmarie, and it is fully
two miles from their w1l

apartment.

get an estimate.”
by, how’s thatz”

“Good cnough,” Skin says, “sounds
fine with me,” and then he gives Al a
discreet power salute, winks quickly at
his girliriend, clunks the transmission

Al says, “and bring it

into first gear and heads out, quite
slowly, whistling, for the shimmering
metal-filled highway. Momentarily, he

wishes [or music and regrets thar the
wruck radio has been stolen. It was
the third one to be ripped from bencith
the dashboard while the truck was
parked in fronc of the apartment. The
next one he plans to padlock. just as
sccurely as possible. These days, Skin
knows, it is dog cat dog.

o - . -

It is a hot midsummer day in the
mid-peninsula and  the warmth
settled down on the Bay Area, trapping
the air until it grows stale and yellow
with use. The small stucco apartment is
already unpleasantly warm and it stub-
bornly refuses to ventilate. Skin  goes
down the hot street and borrows a gar-
den hose from the [ront yard ol i house
and takes it back to the apartment and
begins to drain the water bed into
the bathtub. The garden hose twists
through the apartment and disgorges the
water-bed contents into the gray bath-
tub. Some sort ol yeastysmelling algac
has fourished in the darkness of the

has

water bed and now it slides down the
bathtub drain in spurts, like chocolate
sprinkles.

Skin borrows hammer and saw [rom
the pleasant old alcoholic who manages
the apartment house. He uses the last
of his allowance from Annmaric w buy
a 99-cent six-pack ol beer, surreptitiously
selects a handful of plited wood screws
from the open bins of a nearby hard-
ware store, and then, once again in the
apartment, he is ready to begin. He will
build a fine frame. for Annmarie, and
she will be pleased. he figures, pleased
clear out of her head.

He measures oft the lengths of lumber
with a piece of string, calculating care-
fully, since he has nothing to spare.
He uses two chairs and a  cement
block as a sawhorse and cuts the boards
to size, sawing with even, steady
rhythm, though the manager's crosscut
blade is as dull as a butter knite. The
light-brown sawdust collects on an old
newspaper. At one time, Skin himsell
had a ser ol woodworking twols in a gray-
metal chest three feet long: planes and
chisels and saws, punches and hammers
and even an adz. His father, a cabinet-
maker who died when Skin was 12, had
been assembling the set since Skin was
born. Skin sold it. finally, because he
never worked with wood anymore, and
used part of the money to buy machine

an
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tools. but cven those he has sold by
now. “Tools,” he would tell his [riends,
“just weigh oo damm much.”

Today he wishes he had those tools:
He would nmiiter the corners ot the [rame
and  countersink the screws and break
the edges ol the splintery pine. But Skin
knows how o make do and, quite
quickly, the frame comes 1ogether. Once.
nuneuvering  the hall-assembled  frame
it the small bedroom, hie knocks Ann-
maric’s gilt cherub lamp onto the floor,
but it fails o break. It 15 a hide-
ous lamp. in Skin's opinion, and he de-
cides that, as a Torm ol criticism, he will
trv 10 knock it over again.

In the e aliernoon. Skin hinishes
his job on the rame. When the last
screw is driven, he opens a boule of
frurtc-llavored  wine and  stands  back
and admives the project. It is solid. al-
most  perfealy  recumgular. quite  be-
coming in its simplicity and  highly
cconomical. He arranges it into one cor-
ner ol the bedroom and lavs the flaccid
water-bed mattress in the center ol the
Irame. He connects the horrowed garden
hose 10 the bhathroom tap and stares the
flow. The green-plastic matoress settles
and writhes brielly under the pressure
ol the water. Skin sis in one corner and
witches the process lor a lew moments.
In five hours, it will be filled and ready
lor tresh bouncing,

Skin, hlled with the glow ol work ac
complished. ol manilest change wrouglu
in the physical world, wkes the bottle of
Irt wine and settles down in lrout ol
the elevision. In the hedroom. the newly
ramed matress slowly swells. and in the
living room, Skin the carpenter relaxes
with a Ronald Reagan Western. About
seven o'cock, he fixes himsell several
tuna-fish sandwiches and a dish ol choco-
Late ice caream with some of Annnuric’s
organic cashews on top.

At nine. in the midst of a4 coonmercial
about pickup wrucks, he henms a quict
tappimg at the door,

Skin twrns off the TV sound and Jis-
tens mare closely and the wpping is re-
peated. He sers aside the ruit wine and
goes to the Iront door. He opens it
about ten inches. blocking its lurther
travel with his boored loot, and looks
outside. Beneath the vellow porch light
stinds the skinny blonde girlfviend ol
the VWavan owner.
Skin say
close 1he door, “you must have the

“I'm  sorry.”

S, starting 1o

wrong

“No” the girl tells him quietly bt
insistently. “ics all righe. 'm by mysell.”
She smiles. and even against her pale
skin her teeth are very bright.

The smile stops Skin momentarily
and he pauses the progress ol the cdlos-
ing door. "What can I do for you" he

176 ks very tentatively.

“You could let me in.” the girl says.

Skin lrowns. All warimng sysiems are
lashing wildly. This makes no sense.

"I was driving by,” the girl savs, “and
I saw your truck. I recognized it. And
P just wanted 1o stop and see you.”

“Well,” Skin says, still in a stricdy para-
noid mode, thinking [ast, “you can sce
me.

The givl looks through the footwide
space. 1 ocan't,” she savs hnally, “see
all of you.”

Skin stares for a moment. He has al-
ways had considerable luck with women,
even though he is not gifted with killing
looks, and so perhaps this girl's behavior
is neither altogether impossible nor par-
ticularly miysierious. The  summer, he
knows from long experience, is  the
SCUSON,

The thin college girl is wearing tiglt
jeans and some sore ol loosely woven
light top, between the weave ol which
a certain amount ol nice skin is visible.
“Well:” she says.

“Why don’t yvou come in:”" Skin savs
courtcously, and he opens the door wide.

The girl steps ino the small apart-
ment. Her thin straighe bloude hair just
reaches her bony shoulders and she is
accompanicd by the laint scemt of an
expensive perfume.

“Listen.” Skin savs, “about the acdi-
dent and the address and everything. |
Just want yvou to know——"

“We don't have o wlk about thay,”
the il says.

“PPardon:”

“1 said we don't have o alk about
that.” The girl smiles. “I'd rather not
take sides. 11 you get my meaning.”

Skin thinks that he gets her meaning
exactlv. He himsell has never encoun-
tered a lovalyy that would not dissolve
in the proper reagent. “Well, sit down,”
Skin says alter a briel pause. "Can 1
get you a glass of wine:™

she sits
silent TV screen as Skin goes into the
Kitchen and  rapidly  washes out  two
jelly-jar g s that have been molder
ing on the drmnboard for several dinvs.
He drics them spotless and carries them
out to the living room and pours lrom
the wine boule. The houle. he
with saistaction. is still nearly hall Tull,

The girl takes one ol the jelly glasses
with a warm smile and sips. “Oh.” she
sivs pleasantly, “1v's nice and sweer.™

“Sweet.” Skin agrees, "nice and sweet

The girl watches him with huge eves
the color ol polished amethyse,

“You went out driving the sireets
looking lor me:" Skin says, "How come="

The girl shrugs. drinks lrom her jelly
elass. 1 just wanted 10 wlk o you,”
she says. “You said you were a sculptor.
I was crious 10 see your work.”

AL SKin sayvs. "my work.”

“Is this your studio?” the girl asks,

.

and assents and pazes ar the

notes

My studio.” Skin says. “this s i

The givl gazes aronnd approvingly,
then looks back ar Skin. “My name is
Miranda,” she savs.

“Mivanda” Skin repeas slowly, and
he stares at her. “Somehow.” he says,
“you don’t look like a Miranda.™”

“Well” she savs, “vou don’t look like
a Skin.”

“How do yvou know my name:”

The givl shrugs. “The manager told
me."”

“That was nice of him,” Skin says. He
thinks he will have 1o speak 1o the old
drunk abour this.

“I'm very excited by art right now.”
Miranda savs. “I'm taking art classes this
suniner. Someday I would like to areate,
mysell.”

“Good.” savs Skin, “very good.” He 1s
tryving 1o remember which  closet  the
sculptures are in. He tells everyone that
he is a sculptor, and the odd thing, for
SKin, ac least. is thar he really is. Or
was, until he sold the woodworking
tools and. along with them, the chisels.
Since the age of 1. he has carved wood.
quite well. and sold a few picces and
kept most lor himsell, Even now, alter
traveling and vears ol total disorganiz-
tion, he sull owns perhaps 20 pounds
ol redwood and walnut and pine carv
mgs that remind him he was good and
that someday he cm go back to ic amd it
will make him lamous.

"I ger them.” Skin savs, and he
emptics his glass and gocs 1o the bed-
room closet. Far in the back. past Ann-
marie’s shoes and  suncises and  the
clothing that has Lillen from the hang-
ers. is a big eanvas parcel, tied with
rope, that contains the sum ol Skin's
art. He pulls it out. toppling suitcases
and  scattering  shoes.  and  drags it
through the hall out o a cdear spot on
the living-room lloor and begins o un-
e it

“You keep them wrapped up in cin
vas,” the girl notes.

“Yes.”" SKin savs, untyving, Cin canvas,”

“Oh” Miranda savs as Skin begins o
ser out the small sculprures on the worn
gray rug. “Oh, mv.” she savs, standing
gracclully and walking over 1o kneel
direaly beside skin. “These are just
wonderlul.”

“Well™ SKin says, “theyre old, you
know, I did them a while ago.”

“You're good.” Mirmnda says, “vou're
really good.”™ She egestures at the red-
wood hawk Skin carved ae 14, “May 1=

“Sure,” Skin says, Usure,” and AL
randa picks up the bird, redwood wings
set lor somving, tapering neck  curved
in a gende ton, the surface polished
smootl and oiled deeply.

“It's beautiful”  Miranda  says, and
then, one by one, she ¢ ines  the
other picces. With eacli. she comments
on the fimish or the lines or 1the predise
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fluidity of technique. An ocean breaker,
a foot wide, carved from dense walnut,
amazes her.

“What are you doing now?"” she asks
Skin at last.

Skin shrugs. “I'm on vacation,” he tells
her. “For a while.”

“You're a remarkable wtalent,” the girl
says 10 him. “You really deserve i

She breaks oft as there is another
knock at the door. Skin frowns and
shrugs at Miranda and goes to open it
He is eager to hear more from her
and, a bit drunk from wine and praise,
he opens the door carelessly.

It is Al the college boy. and behind
him, on the small concrete porch. are
three huge shadowy figures. Immediately
Skin starts to close the door, but already
Al has one foot inside. The door stops
and Skin seces thar Al's feet are no longer
sneiker clad. The foot that blocks the
door wears a steel-toed work Dhoot.

Skin presses on the door, but a far
greater pressure on the other side swings
it open easily. Skin steps back quickly
and Al steps over the threshold.

“Hi,” he says 1o Skin, unsmiling. “We
brought that estimate by.”

Al dressed now in blue jeans and a
sweat shirt with cutoff  sleeves. walks
over to Miranda and runs his hand
briefly through her blonde hair. Skin's
stomach drops out. He knows that this
is serious trouble.

The three other figures enter and im-
mediately the small apartment  seems
vastly smaller. Skin recognizes instantly
what he 15 faced with: These are college
foothall players, human  beings  trans-
mogrifiecd by 550,000 worth of special
loods and chrome-plated exercise equip-
ment and anabolic steroids and God
knows what else: trained up, since child-
hood. like vines, to grow specifically im-
mense and monstrous. One has biceps
the size ol Skin's thigh. Another is only
slightly taller than Skin but lour times
as thick. The Lwgest, at least six-five,
with small eyes countersunk far into
solidly fleshed sockers that emit only a
tenuous gleam of intelligence.

“1 got three estimates on the van,” Al
tells Skin casually.

“Listen,” Skin says, stepping back, “I
don’t know =

“No." Al says, “vou listen. The lowest
estimate is $157.50. It's a fair price. But
then, you weren't where vou said you'd
be. How about that?”

Skin gestures with both hands, as if it
is all simply too great a mystery. He
takes another siep back. One foothall
player blocks the frout door, one guards
the telephone and the last is standing
behind Al Amidst them, Al appears
reed-thin.

“But forget it,” Al says. “We've gotten
together now, that's all that counts. Can
we settle things right now:"

Ah,” Skin says, beginning 1o sensc

thar disaster is not immediately [orth-
coming. “Sure,” he says, “absolutely,
let's discuss 1t.”

"I need SI157.50," Al says.

“Well,” Skin says confidently, “T don’t
have it. Not right now. I can get it for
you. Tomorrow. First thing tomorrow.”

Al stares at Skin for a moment. “I'm
a college student,” he says at last, soltly.
“1 have a scholarship. but do vou think
that a basketball scholarship makes me
rich?" g

Skin gestures indeterminately. He sus-
pects that ic does.

“It doesn’t,” Al tells him. “I work
twenty hours a week to pay lor that
vamn,”

“Nice van,” Skin says, “very nice van.”

“50 I would like the money tonight,”
Al says. “Right now, in fLact. T think it
will be easier lor evervone than if we
let it slip until tomorrow. Am I making
senses

Skin understands, with sudden clariy.
“Believe me,” he says with convincing
sincerity, “when I say that I'm broke.
If I had the money, I'd give it to you
this minute.”

Al cuts off further discussion. “Forget
the money,” he says. “What else do you
havez”

The question silences Skin immedi-
ately as he ponders its ominous ramifica-
tions. Al turns to Mirinda. who is still
watching the silent TV, "What,” he asks
her, “does he havez”

Mirvanda shrugs. “The TV.”

Al carelully examines the dented port-
able. “Twenty-five,” he says. “Maybe
thirty.”

“Wait a minute,” Skin says. “Hold
011,

“The sterco,” Miranda says.

Al steps o one side 1o view the stereo
and is momentarily silent.

“Piece ol shit.” one of the giants
advises from hehind him.

“Another  tweny-five,” Al decides,
“absolutely no more. That's filty so far,
maybe ffvy-hve.”

Skin's mouth is slightly open. “Hold
it,” he says, “listen to me”

No one histens. “What else?” Al asks
Miranda.

She shrugs again. “There's the cary-
ings.” She points 1o the impromptu ex-
hibit Skin has arranged on the floor,
surrounded by the canvas parceling.

“The carvings,” Al says slowly as he
moves toward them. “These are very
nice,” he says and glinces Dback  at
Miranda lor confirmation.

“They're excellent,” she says.

"How much lor once of these?” Al
asks the room in general. “Say down in
one ol those arty beach towns.”

“No."” Skin says. starting to move, “no,
goddamn it, no, don't touch those Sculp—
tures, you goddiamned &

As quick and silent as a cat, one ol
the giants is standing directly in from

ol Skin, arms crossed over his chest. His
momentum still vibrates the air in the
small  apartment. Skin stares  straight
ahead ar a point direaly below his
Adam’s apple.

“Hold on,” Al says, “don’t get ex
cited.”

“Filty apiece,” another giant says.
“Forty easy.”

“Filty,” Miranda says. “Those are very
nice.”

“Then,” Al says in a voice of total
reason, “let’s talk about the TV and the
sterco and two of the carvings. How
does that sound?”

“No." 5kin says, *“absolutely not. T'll
have the money for you tomorrow. Ten
o'cdlock tomorrow. I'll have the money
for you. You know where I live. You can
come and get me if you want. I'll have
it for you, I swear to God, listen to me.”

Al does not even consider it. “lt's
casier this way,” he savs. “ICs always
better to settle business immediately.”

“No.” eries Skin, and he moves for-
ward. but immense finger tips push him
back and he feels as if his pecrorals have
been permanently dented.

Al is unplugging the television. Some-
one else disconnects the sierco. “Choose
the two you like best,”” Al tells Miranda.

She does not look at Skin, kneels
again beside the sculprures and, without
hesitation, she chooses the redwood hawk
and the walnue wave, cradling them in
her thin arms as she rises.

“Thieves,” Skin says, “you're thieves.
I'll call the police.”

No one pays him any attention.

“T'll have vou busted,” Skin says. “I
swear to God, this is grand larceny. This

s extortion.”

Al in the midst of hoisting the ele-
vision set, stares at him briefly. “Listen,”
he says, “how stupid do you think we
are? People like you don’t call the po-
lice. The police call you.”

Skin watches wordlessly as they begin
to leave the aparument. 1 consider the
account settled.” Al tells Skin on his
way out the door. They are over the
threshold as quickly and as silently as
they had arrived. They shut the door
quietly and then Skin does not move
lor a very long time.

- - -

When Annmarie arrives home from
work, she finds Skin sitting in the over-
stulfed chair, swring silentdy ac the
empty space where the television had
been.

“What the fuck happened to the TV
she asks. “What happened to the stereo?”
Skin shakes his head, says nothing.

“What are your goddamn statues do-
ing on the floor? What have you been
domg?”’

ul "
robbed.”

“"Robbed?” Annmarie says. “What the

Skin begins. “We've Dbeen
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hell do you mean robbed? You mean
the TV:”

“The TV,” Skin savs without expres-
sion.  “The sterco. My  sculptures.
Stolen.”

“Jesus,” Annmarie says, standing in
[ront of Skin, who does not look at her.,
“Did you call the cops:”

“No.” Skin says. “Sit down.”

Annmarie sits down and Skin tells her
the story. He makes nothing up, he in-
vents no excuses, he tells it exaaly as it
happened. At first Annmarie is furious,
then—at the thought of the loss of their
inputs—she is in shock, and then finally
she is as sympathetic as a mother.

“The fuckers.” she says. “The god-
damned college-uss fuckers.”

Skin shakes his head numbly. He looks
very bad. The only time he has moved
in the past four hours has heen to dis-
comect the hose from the water bed.

Annmarie  [umbles  in - her  purse.
“Here,” she says, “take this.” She holds
out a tiny red capsule ol Seconal and
Skin swallows it without a word. “Let’s
go to bed.” she savs. “We'll talk about
it in the morning.”

They go into the bedroom, Skin a few
silent  steps  behind  Annmarie. The
newly framed water bed is as [ull and
perfece as a vipe green [ruit. When she
sees it, her face grows radiant. “Oh”
she says, exaggerating her pleasure, “oh,

this is wonderful.” She runs one hand
over the rough pine frame. “This is just
great. You did a wonderful job.”

Skin  nods automatically, with
enthusiasm.

She drops a Seconal hersell and un-
dresses. “Think about it in the morn-
ing,” she repeats o Skin, “don’'t worry
now. We'll go down to the flea market
Sunday and get new stuff, don't worry.”
Then she undresses Skin and spreads a
sheet and a thin blanket over the water-
bed marttress.

“Time for bed.” she wlls Skin, “time
for bed.” She sits at the edge of (he
water bed. big breasts wobbling. and
recaches up to catch Skin's hand. and
then reclines on the buoyant plastic
mauress. Skin {ollows her and together,
entwined, they sink into the watery
substance of their bed. Their combined
weight, so abruptly applied. forces the
edges of the mattress against the Irame
and at one side a long pine splinter
punciures the thin plastic membrane.
Once 1orn, the substnce splits and tears
wide under the pressure of the water,
flooding the new frame, filling it almost
instanly, the level of water rising fase,
and before Skin or Annmarie has time
even to mumble good night, as quick as
the strike of a suake, the cold [resh
water reaches their necks.

no

“You sure put on airs. for a man with
a two-fifty price on his head.”

SaySAR"

(continued from page 100)

The movie itselfl is many cuts above
the usual hard-core: It is competently
photographed, imaginatively  written,
occasionally  funny, actually  involves
some acting and cven has a plot. Linda
plays a jaded Miami Beach playgirl who
orgics with her roomie, 10 whom she
confides her frustration at never achicv-
ing orgasm. At her roommate’s sugges-
tion. Linda takes her problem to a freaky
shrink who, alter much probing with his
primary diagnostic tool, determines that
she is mentally and physically normal
except inone fascinating respect: Her
clitoris is located deep in her throat.
Naturally, the good doctor confirms his
diagnosis with the willing Linda, who
not only achieves her first climax but
leaves her benelactor stupefied with sati-
ation. Recognizing a good thing when
he sees it, he hires her as his assistane
and she embarks on a rewarding career
as a sexual therapist who meets and
masters one male patient’s sex problem
after another. Thus does Linda find true
happiness, And, as it turns out. fame.

Alter Deep Throat was released in
New York by Damiano Film Productions
carly in 1972, it soon auracted atten-
tion as something distinetly different in
skin flicks. So did Linda. An explicit
interview in Screw, the New York sex
tabloid—which  awarded the film an
unprecedented 100 percent on its “Peter
Meter.” thanks 1o her perlormance—
triggered the interest of other publica-
tons and led 1o more reviews, inter-
views and articles. Even Women's IWear
Daily decided the picture—and Linda—
had made some sort of entertainment
history that deserved memoriadizing. The
film itsell, meanwhile, was grossing some-
thing in the ncighborhood of 535000
a week—a fact that has not escaped
Linda’s attention. 1 only made about
$1200, out of which I had 1o take my
marager’s cut, for that picture. Next
tme I want 1o get a decent salary and
a percentage ol the profits.” For Thioat,
those profus should be considerable, It
was floating around the 25 mark on
Pariety's list ol the 50 top monev-makers
at a time when it was playing in only
two theaters. thanks 1o legal problems.
The outcome of an important New York
City case was not known at presstime,
but the defense marshaled an impressive
array of expert witnesses who praised the
film’s content and quality and the fact
that it presemts sexual gratilication as
the right ol women as well as of men. In
Binghamton, New York. a jury saw the
film. heard testimony that it artistically
sativizes American sexual atitudes and
turned ina verdia of not guilty,

What has  doubtlessly piqued  wide
public curiosity as much as Lindas
fellatial talemts is her ingenuous style:
a shy innocence combined with sexual
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an utter absence ol in-
hibitions. This image contrasts sharply
with that ol the waditonal porno-
graphic-movie perlormer—a braised and
necdle-tracked prostitute, olten unattrac
tive. suffering  rom  combat  fatigue.
With Linda, it soon hecomes apparem
from meeting her in person that her
role in Deep Throat involved liule
acting: she was very nearly playing her-
self. T really do dig getting it in the
throat.,” she 1o0ld us. “Everything turns
me on. actually; my preferences depend
on my mood. but I'd say right now I
like throat. ass, cunt, one, two, three,
in that order.” As we said, Linda
is remarkably uninhibited. Quiet and
unassuming. however, she speaks softly,
smiles readily  and  displays a  warm,
friendly personality that falls shorr of
being gregarious. In jeans, she looks
like she comes from Marlboro Coun-
try. but a miniskirt transforms her into
a big-city working gitl. Av 22, she's not
sexy in the moviestar sense. yet she
possesses a [ree and easy sensuality that
scems healthy, natural and spontaneous.
In short, she's the all-American girl with-
out the all-American hang-ups. Bright
as a button, sweet as honey. carnal as
hell. If anyone could write a movie
script based on the stories of the travel-
ing salesman and the farmer’s daughter,
Linda Lovelace would be the perfect
heroine.

Linda came to Deecp Throal, or vice
versa, hecause of her bovlriend.  She
was living in Texas when she met J. R.
Trawnor. a New York [ree-lance photog-
vapher working on an agriculiural as
signment. After returning with him to
Manhanan, she went 1o work as a clerk
in & head shop until Traynor met a
local film maker and told him about
Linda's unique crotic skills. The result
was Deep Throat, filmed in New York
and Miami in a couple of weeks on a
3.000 budger, with no great expecta-
tions other than a quick buck. When it
began 1o turn into something  much
more than that, Linda found hersell
unprepared for her sudden role as a
celebrity. It's understandable, then, that
she doesn’t act like one.

What does she think of all the pub-
licity she's received® She grins, thinks
for a moment and decides she isn't quite
used 1o i, but s fun and it hasn’t
changed her life very much or her auti-
tudes at all. “When I'm in New York,
where the movie ran a long time, I'm
sometimes recognized on the street. A
guy will stop, with this questioning look
on his face, and then say something in
a low voice, like "Deept,” and smile and
walk off. 1 get kind of a kick out of i."”
The main problem, she says, is that too
many guys she's met since Deep Throat
assume she’s as indiscriminately horny as
the girl they saw in the movie and expect
her to treat them to a demonstration.
“This,” interjects J. R, "is like expect-

enthusiasm and

“And how about Eleanor Powell—there was one hell

of a great tap dancer.”

ing Charlton Heston to behave like
Michelangelo.” Does being a porn star
cver cause her embarrassment? Oh, no,
she told us. There's nothing wrong
with sex; why should she be embar-
rassed? IU's the most nataral thing in
the world. How does she feel about
the fact that oral sex is stll illegal in
most states and considered pt-ru'rit'd by
many  people? This time  she  shrugs.
She can't understand that, and anyway,
it’s their problem, not hers. Pcople who
don't do it, she believes, don’t know
how to cnjoy sex: probably they're
afraid of it J. R, she says. was her
escape  from all  1hat—lrom middle
America, its moral hypocrisy and  1s
sexual restriints.

Aflter meeting Linda and J. R, and
spending even a short time socializing
—they're an inscparable team hving a
mildly hippie life style in Miami these
days—it's perfectly obvious what a nice

girl like her is doing in a business like
hers: She's sexually fearless, knows who
she is and what she wants, and has a
deep respect for other people as mdi
viduals, as long as they reciprocate.
Cynics, con men, exploiters and role
players she paolitely tolerates as a pro-
fesstional  inconvenience  thar must  he
sullered for the sake of carming a liv-
ing by making movies. as she would like
to do. pornographically or otherwise.
Consequently, she and J. R. know many
people but associate with only a few
close friends. Linda would rather spend
@ quiet cvening at home  puttering
around with a new recipe than dine
out in an clegant restaurant. And she
says she likes keeping house as much
as she does cooking. Come to think of
it, a wellrounded girl like her would
make a hell of a wile.

181



182

OTIER MUHAMMAD

JAY COOPER the road south

THERE'S A CAMARADERIE among young black politicians. prob-
ably because there are siill so few of them. When Algernon
Johuson “Jav™ Cooper. Jr.. a lormer aide 10 Robert Kennedy.
sent out word that he was running for mavor of Prichard,
Alabama, the ithful—mavors. Congressmen and suace leg-
islators—made tacks South or sent help. The population of
the tired blue-collar Mobile suburh (abour 11,000} is almost
evenly split between blacks and whites. but alver a runofl elee-
tion with racial overtones (poor blacks received culls from
emplovees of 1he white city adminisoration threatening 1o cut
olt their welliwe checks il they voted for Cooper), Prichard
wits the Turgest ¢ty south of the AMason-Dixon line with a
black nuvor. A coalition of whites and newly registered blacks
—and the antipathy of both toward the three-term incumbent
who leflt the debtridden city near veceivership—put Cooper
over. The Z8vear-old gradume of Notre Dame and NYU
law school quickly set abour mending racial fences by inviting
George Wallace 1o speak in Prichard. “Hall of my constituents
are white, and I'd sav 80 percent of them are supporters of
Governor Wallace. 1 thought it was somcthing thev would ap-
preciate.” The white majority on the ¢ty council is more of
a bouleneck in Cooper's plans: “They continually 1y 1o
limit my power.” Bur Cooper’s Northern contacts already have
secured a large urban-renewal grant [rom HUD and a com-
mitment to buy S2Z.000,000 in municipal bonds lor a new city
hall. I spent a number of vears awav [rom home trving to
lewn certain things and getting 1o know certain people so
they could be used 1o help ar home. Whether vou're talk-
g about Nixon Republicins or Democrats on the Hill, 1
think we're preay well plugsed in.” Cooper admits there may
be o white exadns from Prichard. but one local newspaper-
woman says. “You'd be surprised how many white people
really like the nun. They realize he's got his stult on the yoad .

J. BARRY (¥ ROL G




MARCEL OPHULS rcpeating history

THE FINEST DOCUMENTARY ol last vear-——perhaps ol any year—
has got to be The Sorvow and the Pity, a four-and-a-half-hour
film that combines cinéma vérité imerviews with old newsreel
footage 1o re-create the Nazi occupation ol France. Undertaken
lor, but later rejected by, French TV—partly beciuse it con-
tends that 90 percent ol all Frenchmen supported the Vichy
regime—>Sorrow has scored at all the international festivals;
and its director, Marcel Ophuls, 45, waveled from his Munich
home 10 New York in Junuary to accept a special critics’
award. Ophuls—whose father, Max, was a brilliant film direc-
tor of the Thirtics. Forties and Fifties—claims, surprisingly.
that he really prefers comedies o documentaries, which he
finds spiritually as well as physically tiving 1o shoot. "People
complain about how wearing four and a hall hours of human
weakness and blackness can be on the spectator: 1 say: Whin
do vou think it's like to live with it for ten months?™ A native
German—and a Jew—Ophuls fled with his family from the
Nazis. going hrst 1o France. then to the United States, In 1950
he returned to France and got stted in movies. Alter serving
as assistant director on several pictuves, he made Banana Peel,
a fairly successful comedy. on his own. A job producing half-
hour historical films for French TV led to a more ambitious
three-part series. beginning with a five-hour two-part film
on the 1938 Munich Agreement. Next came The Sorrow and
the Pity. Currently in production—alter a side irip to North-
crnn Ireland to make A Sense of Loss. a poignant record of the
conflict there—is the third hilm of his planned trilogy on

France and the Nazis: it deals with the early postwar years.
Why will audiences sit throngh these lengthy and p;lill[ul Te-
examinations of history’s blacker episodes? Ophuls thinks it's
because 1 don’t share the documentary-ilm ethic. I'm not a
purist about it. I look for everything thac is amusing or star-
tling, and I wry to entertain.™ That he unguestionably does.

HORST H. BAUMANN

GERALDO RIVERA ncwoscaster or newosmaker?

sETTING: Interior, East Harlem hospital. Time: Now. Subject:
Infant drug addiction. This scenario doesn’t deseribe a film
shown for a few legislators at some closed-door drug-abuse in-
vestigation but a sequence seen by millions of merropolitan
New Yorkers on ABC's Eyewitness News. Hardly the standard
TV news fare. But then, Geraldo Rivera, the scene’s writer-
producer, isn't your standard broadeast journalist. He is 29,
bilingual, Puerto Rican. long-haired and. by his own admis-
sion, “the best there is.” In June 1970, ABC's New York
affiliate found Rivera in an uptown legalaid ofhce, where
he was representing such groups as the militant Young Lords.
At first. he was assigned o the Beawiful People beat (days
not entirely misspent; Rivera met his wile. Kurt Vonnegut's
daughter, as a result). Within a yer, however, he'd convineed
his news cditors that “there are so many rotten things going
on in New York™ that they gave him a crew all his own. Ri-
vera wept and raged onscreen while his cimeramen roomed
in on Lower East Side “shooting galleries,” a fecessmeared
mental institution and miegrant-labor hovels. “Unlike mosi
newsmen.” he savs, 71 want nothing to do with objecivity.
The essential question for me is: How can 1 be most effective
in changing society?” Such questions provoke a variety ol
reactions: the New York State Associated Press Broadcasters
top-newsnin-of- 1971 award, for one: an involuntary leave ol
absence from his station after he openly endorsed George
McGovern, for another. Critics caim his journalistic sivle
undermines the aedibility of TV news, because he olien
becomes, vather than reports, his stories. But Rivera em
braces the notoriety. “I'm very much an egotist.” he says,
“and I'm aware of my own mortality. 1 believe my function
is to change the world in some measurable way before |
die. And if I have to shake New York and the instiou-
tions of journalism to their very foundations 1o do it T will.”
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CBEDE EKDECT@TIONS (continued [rom page 111)

dessert  and

arc

d'ocuvre, Iunch, dinner,
late-night  snack, crepes
convenience. You can plan ahead for
entertaining by spending a few hours
preparving carepes and  [reezing cnough
for several parties or meals. I have hlled,
rolled and wrapped crepes in loil and
stored them in plastic bags in the freezer
for six months. Defrosting and saucing
them, I browned them in the oven and
they were as tasty as if [reshly made.
Another party advantage is having that
last-day work load reduced. Crepes can
be made and swored in the refrigerator
for three days—crepes and fillings sep-
arately—then assembled, browned and
served at your convenience.

Yer with all the variety this little
pancike has 1o offer—its ability 1o wans-
form the ordinary vegetable, fruit, meat,
poultry, fish or cheese into the extraor-
dinary—it’s the rare American host who
uses  aepes 1o conquer a gathering.
Many of us know what crepes suzette
are, but when pancakes are mentioned
we immediately envision a lumberjack’s
hearty breaklast stack ol thick cakes
dripping maple syrup. A caepe has as
much ation to most so-called pan-
cakes as an orange does to an onion. In
addition o s multifarious uses, the
crepe cn also be served in several
shapes: rolled into cylinders, folded into
triangles, layered and cut into pie-
shaped wedges, flat in a casserole, as a
covering lor meat or chicken pies or, im-
pressively, in a mold.

Recently, I buile an  entire party
stround crepes ol various styles, from
hors d'oeuvre swraight through dinner
and dessert. Much nonsense is published
about arepes” being complicated. 1f you
can Iry an egg, you can master a crepe.
But two items must be exacly right:
the pan and the batter. The pan should
be French, black iron, with sloping sides
that make twrning the cepe simple;
pans run from five to ten inches in di-
ameter and are inexpensive. I use a five-
inch for first courses and hors d'ocuvres
and a six- or six-and-a-hall-inch for en-
trees, luncheon dishes and desserts. A
pan over seven inches is dificult to
handle; and, in my o|)ini0|1, a crepe any
Jarger is just too much crepe.

The pan must be properly treated be-
fore use. It should be thoroughly ceaned
with soap and hot water, rinsed well in
hot water and dried carefully. Then fill
it with vegetable oil, almost 1o the top,
aned place in a 250-degree oven for three

also

hours. Pour off the oil and wipe out the
pan with kosher salt. Now wipe well with
paper towels. It's ready for use. It must
never be used lor anything  except

184 aepes—and never be washed.

Some authorities recommend  brush-
ing the pan with vegetable oil (using
a pastry  brush) before making  each
crepe. 10 the pan is properly treated,
this isn't necessary. Use oil ouly lor the
hrst aepe. After that, the butter in the
batter will be sullicient.

BASIC BATTER
(For about 30 five-in. crepes)

I cup very light cream

I cup water (this can be varied with

other liquids 1o give the acepe flavor)

4 egps

1 teaspoon salt

2 cups all-purpose white llour, sifted

314 tablespoons melted butter

Place all ingredients except the melted
butter in a blender. Blend at highest
speed, covered, for 114 minutes. Scrape
lour sticking to the sides down into bat-
ter, Add the melied butter, cover and
blend for another 14 minute. It is im-
portant that this batter rest (right in
the blender jar) in the relrigerator for
three hours belore using. This gives the
Hlour 1ime to expand in the liguids, a
process that provides light and wender
crepes,

The batter must be of the consistency
of medium cream and should coat a
spoon. Il 1o heavy, it not only makes
thick arepes but spreads o slowly in
the pan and lumps in the center. It
necessary, the batter can be thinned by
strring in small amounts ol milk.

To be a true crepe, a pancake must
be parchment-thin, no more than 1/16th
in. thick. Thus, you must be carcful
about the amount ol batter you pour in-
to the pan. 1 use a spouted glass jigger
marked in ounces and pour 1 just under
I oz. for a 5-in. crepe and just barely
over 1 oz for a G-in. aepe. (In table-
spoons, this would be 115 tablespoons
for a b-in. aepe and just barely 2 table-
spoons for a 6-in. arepe.) A small ladle is
handy, but with the cooking of a few
crepes youw'll work out the precise amount
ol batter without any problem.

Brush your new treated pan lightly
with oil. Place it over high heat, testing
it with a drop of cold water. When that
instantly evaporates, it's ready. Reduce
heat to medium. Place  blender jar
with batter in convenient place and a
long spoon beside 1t o stiv the bauer
frequently. Ofl the heart, pour the meas-
ured batter into the still-hot pan, quickly
tip pan lrom side 10 side complerely
cover the bottom with a thin coating of
batter. Il there is excess batter, pour it
back mto the blender. Place pin over
medium heat (il holes appear in aepe,
spoon on small amounts ol batter just 1o
cover) and when the crepe begins o look

dry, is bubbling from the center and
browning slightly around the edges,
loosen those edges with a spatula and
flip it over. The entire cooking opera-
tion takes a total of T minuwe for both
sides, more for the hrst side than for the
second. Alter you've made a few crepes,
you'll get the timing.

The fst crepe is a test. Discard it
You'll note that the side cooked first will
be golden brown, more attractive than
the spouy second side. That's as it
should be. The second side is the inside
—the portion that is filled and doesn’t
show. Stack the cooked arepes; this keeps
them moist and in shape.

Hors d'ocuines

CRISP CRAB ROLLS
(For about 20 frue-in. cre pes)

(Use the basic batter, but substitute
bottled clam juice for the water. This
gives the aepe additional flavor.)

Filling

2 tablespoons butter

I tablespoon olive oil

3 tablespoons chopped shallots

2 cups canned King-crab meat, drained,

diced, cartilage discarded

I tablespoon chopped parsley

1 teaspoon dillweed

114 teaspoons salt

L4 teaspoon pepper

Pinch cayenne pepper

I egg, beaten

14 cup dry white vermouth

Juice of 14 lemon

In savcepan, melt butter, add  oil.
Sautd shallots until solt. Blend in crab,
parsley, dillweed, salt, pepper, cayenne
pepper. egg, vermouh and lemon juice
and sauté lor 5 minutes. The purpose is
to thicken the mixture and ger rid ol
excess moisture, so that it does not run
on the acepe. Taste and, il necessary,
correet seasoning. Crab  flavor  should
predominate. Spoon a heaping  table-
spoon of craly mixture onto lower third
lml‘liun of cach flat crepe, .s'|)rc;|(l it
acrvoss, then turn in the ends w keep
mixture {rom lalling out, and roll

tightly.

For Dipping and Frying

3 egys, beaten

4 tablespoons milk

2 cups dry bread crumbs

Vegetable oil lor deep Irying

Dry mustard

Chutney

Bear eges and milk together. Dip each
rolled aepe imo the cgg mixiure, then
roll in the bread crumbs. Heat enough
oil In an electric fry pan set at 375" o
cover crepes. Deep-fry the rolls until
brown and crispy; just under I minute
should do 1t

Drain well on sheets of paper towel.

Serve with a hot mustard sauce amd



Think Silva Thins 100's.They have
less “tar” than most Kings, 100’s,
menthols, non-filters.
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined

That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health.
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“I hate these early-morning flights.”

Major Grey's Chuney. I use Colnman's
dry mustard. thinned 1o the consistency
desired with water. Two per person.
CANNELLONIL
(For about 20 froe-in. crepes)
(Use the basic batter: blend into it 2
tablespoons grated parmesan cheese.)
Filling
114 Ibs. fresh ricotla cheese, drained
5 wblespoons grated parmesan cheese
B thin slices prosciutto ham, diced
2 wablespoons minced Tralian parsley
I large egp yolk
1 teaspoon sugar
Liberal amount freshly ground black
pepper
114, teaspoons salt
Blend all of the above in a bowl.

Sauce
As a timesaver, you Gm use conumer-
cial tomato sauce, but vour own will be
tastier.
2 tablespoons olive vil
3 doves gardic, peeled and halved
I 21b. 30z can halin peeled plum
tomatoes (put through food mill to
deseed and depulp)
114, teaspoons salt
115 teaspoons black pepper
I tablespoon dried sweet hasil
1 cup grated parmesan cheese
Butter
Heat oil in a deep-Iry pan: brown the
garlic: discard . Add  tomatoes. salt.
pepper and basil. Simmer, uncovered.
186 30 minutes, stirving often. uwntil sauce

has hody and flavor
Taste lor scasoning.

Ou flat 5-in. crepe, spoon a heaping
tablespoon ol the cheese-ham filling oo
the lower third portion, spread it evenly
across, then roll straight across into a
cigar shape without tucking in ends.
Butter an ovenproof dish; arange rolls
so they aren’t touching. Cover each with
1 tablespoon tomate sauce: sprinkle with
parmesan cheese: dot with buoer. Place
in a preheated 575 lor 15 min-
utes, until sauce bubbles. Il the op
doesn’t brown, run it under the broiler.
Two to a person.

and isn't watery.

oven

Dinner

CREAMED BROCCOLI TRIANGLES
(For about 20 frue-in. ciepes)

(Use the basic batter.)

114 cups water

1 teaspoon salt

2 packages frozen chopped broceoli

5 tablespoons bhutter

4 tablespoons llour

114 cups light aream, warm

2 tablespoons sherry

P4 weaspoons sale

14 teaspoon black pepper

1 cup grated parmesan cheese

Butter

Bring water o boil in a saucepan.
Add salt and the frozen broccoli. Cover,
simmer 10 minutes, or until just tender,
being carelul not 1o overcook. Drain
well. Melt butter ma siucepan over me-
dinm heat, stir in flour and cook 2 min-
utes, stirring constantly, until you lave

a smooth, golden paste. Remove from
heat and, adding a small amount at a
time, stir in the warm oream, sherry,
salt and pepper and hall the cheese.
Simmer over mediom heat, stirring. un-
til you have obtained a smooth. thick
sauce. Taste for seasoning. Blend in the
drained broccoli.

Spoon a heaping tablespoon of broc-
coli mixture onto the center of a aepe.
Fold in hall. then fold again, forming
a wriangle. Butter an ovenprool  dish,
arrange  broccoli aepes side by side
without touching. Sprinkle with the ve-
maining cheese, dot with butter. Plice
in a preheated 3757 oven for 15 min-
utes. H necessary, run under the broiler
to brown.

This cin be served as a lirst cowmse,
but at my crepe dinner it came with the
entree as a side-dish vegetable  course.
Two 10 a person,

CHICKEN MOLD
(For six)

(Use the basic batter, substituting 1
cup chicken stock for the water)

This main-cowse dish is somerimes
cilled Timbale de Crepes. Use a round
mold. about 314 ins. deep and about 7
ins. in diameter, size of mold depend
ing on the number of guests. For this,
you'll need:

About 10 7-in. crepes, or enough o

completely line the mold

About 12 6-in. crepes, or enough 1o Gl

the mold in lavers

Saunced chicken

Sauce o pass at the table

To Prepave Chicken

5 large whole chicken breasts
LG quarts water
1 cup dry white wine
2 carrots
whole onions
sprigs parsley
stalks celery
teaspoons salt

Place everything in a pot, cover amd
simmer over medium hear for 35 min-
utes, or umil chicken is tender. Cool, re-
move skin and bones, and dice chicken.
Save chicken stock for the sauce you will
make.

1215 = I3 !

CIICKEN VELOUTE WITHL MUSIIROOMS

7 wablespoons butter

12 small fresh mushrooms, shiced

5 tablespoons flour

2 cups chicken stock  (use stock in

which you poached chicken breasts)

I cup heavy cream

2 tablespoons brandy

2 tablespoons chopped parsley

1 L5 teaspoons salt

Diced chicken breasts

Melt 2 tblespoons butter in sancepan,
Sautd mushrooms for 5 minutes. Remove
from heat.

In another deep sauncepan, melt re-
maining butter over medium heat, sty



in flour. blending into a smooth, golden
paste. Ol heat. add heated chicken
stock, a littde at a time, beating with a
wire whisk into a smooth sauce. Return
to heat, simmer 10 minutes, blending in
the cream, a litle at a time, then the
brandy, parsley and salt. Cook until
thickened. Stir in the mushrooms. Blend
well. Save a third of this sauce o pass
in a siuccboat at the table. Blend the
diced chicken into the remainder. Taste
for scasoning.

To Assemble Mold

Butter the mold well. Cut about 10
7-in. crepes in half and completely line
the mold with them, pressing the most
attractive sides against the mold. One
point of cach cut crepe should join at
bouom center of the mold, the other
point lapping over the side. Fill the mold
with the 12 6-in. whole crepes, making
layers, evenly spreading about 3 table-
spoons of the chicken in its siuce onto
cach crepe. Fold the carepes overlapping
the mold back over the last Layer, which
should contain chicken filling. Cover
with one 7-in. arepe. No sauce.

Place mold in a pan of boiling water
and bake in a preheated 3507 oven for
40 minutes. Unmold onto a serving plat-
ter. Cut in wedges (with a very sharp
knile) and pass the mushroom sauce.

ROKOLT TORTE
(For six)

(For this dessert use the basic batter,
but reduce the cup ol water by half and
add 145 cup white rum and 1 tablespoon
sugr.)

This Hungarian cepe cake (in a
slightly different version) was first un-
veiled by my talented [riend Robert
MacKerroll. It looks spectacular and
complicated  but,  surprisingly,
casy as spreading butter.

it's  as

30 6-1n1. crepes
8 heaping tablespoons apricot preserves
7 heaping tablespoous chopped pecans
7 heaping tablespoons strawberry pre-
serves
7 tablespoons  chocolate sauce (Use a
good commercially prepared sauce
to which vyou have added 14 tea-
spoon melted sweet butter and V4
teaspoon white rum. Sauce should
not be too thin.)
1, pint heavy cream, whipped. fla-
vored with 14 teaspoon sugar and
14 teaspoon vanilla
On a serving plate, assemble the torte
in layers. The [ruit preserves should be
at room emperature for casier sprc.’ul—
ing. Place a crepe on the plate and
spread thinly with 1 tablespoon apricot

prescrves. Press a second crepe on top
and sprinkle with 1 tablespoon pecans;
add another crepe and spread with 1
tablespoon  strawberry  preserves:  add
another crepe and spread with 1 table-
spoon then alternate
until you reach the lust carepe. Do not
spread anything on the top one. Just

chocolate sauce:

belore serving. cover top and sides of the
cake with the whipped cream and serve
immediately in modest portions.

This can also be covered with me-
ringue and placed in a 3757 oven unul
the meringue is golden.

With the aepe collection, T served a
Bibb-lettuce and  fresh-beet salad. sca-
soned with salt and pepper, a dribble of
olive oil and tossed with a sprinkling
of tnragon vinegar and 2 coves garlic.
And I constantly tilted boutes of cold.
but not icy. California Chablis, vatred,
1 suspect. from  Pinot Blanc
that found California sun superior to
the vaunted French. I signaled the end
near by pouring  espresso,  then
equal portions of Grand Marnier and
Armagnac.

But these details are not what's going
to garner the raves. Just roll out the
crepes. The success of your [east is a
foregone conclusion.

grapes

wils

hood.

tures.

Yes,
it’s expensive.

AKAI's remarkable new GX-370D Stereo Tape
Deck is in a class by itself.

Naturally, it costs more. Like in the neighbor-
hood of $700.00. Which is a high-class neighbor-

But then, this is a high-class tape recorder.
With everything you want. Or need. And more.

We engineered the GX-370D with 3 GX (Glass
and Crystal Ferrite) Heads. For distortion-proof re-
cording. And wear-free performance.

Then we added some really professional fea-

Like Compute-O-Matic for automatic record-

ing level control . .. Automatic and Manual Re-
verse Recording and Playback. . . Automatic Stop
and Shut-Off . . . Direct Function Change Control
System .. .3 Motors—inciuding a direct capstan
drive Servo-Control Motor...and a Tape Selec-
tor Switch. To name a few.

What's more, you get an unlimited variety of
recording techniques. Because the GX-370D is
complete with Sound-On-Sound, Sound-With-
Sound, and Mic/Line Mixing.

Which all adds up to the fact that the GX-
370D isn't for the average guy.

But who wants to be average?

AKAI .

AKAl America, Ltd./P.O. Bpx 55055,
Los Angeles, California 90055

Use REACTS Card — Page 205.
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in a white T-shirt and denim pants stiff
with mud, welded the bars on a trailer
full of lions and a tiger. Every once in a
while one of the aus would edge over
toward him and lifc a paw. The black
man would swat it and the lion would
back awiay. PRINCE BOGINO AND HIS PER-
FORMING L1ONS AND TIGERs, said the sign.
The black man was Prince Bogino him-
sell. He was the only known black lion
tamer in the United States.

Twenty-some vears before. when he
wis 12, the Prince had left home in Los
Angeles and had gone to work for Clyde
Beatty. Beatty had asked him his name.
It was Manuel Ruffin. Beauy had said
he probably would forget a name like
that, so he named the bov Junior. Junior
learned the ac [rom Beauy, and now
Beatty was dead and Junior was a lull-
grown 243-pound lion tamer on whom
the name Junior did not stick very well,
but everybody who knew him called him
that.

Kenny was a man with a glass eye and
a pipe always in his mouth, and he wore

1‘_ e o
: w (continued from page 156)

the uniform of an engineer:  chino
pants, half Wellingtons, khaki shirt with
epaulets. He had worked [for Hoxie
since 1962, It was his job to Iay out the
lot each day. The circus would perform
in one town, then tear down and load
cverything onto the 15 purple trucks
and leave it all there overnight, and at
dawn they would move on to the next
town, usually no more than 35 miles
away, and Kenny would be there first to
size up the lot and lay it out. He had a
tape. but he did not use it. he said;
ordinarily he needed only his one good
eve 1o fix locations for the big top. the
marquee canvas and the sideshow tent,
which housed the animals.

Kenny said he sometimes had to yell
for “a tub of Vascline, a shochorn and
a lot stretcher,” but he always got the
show i, despite the fact that large va-
cint lots are hard to find now. He had
been a C.PP. A. in Indiana, but he had
gO'.l“.']l C:ll]gl'll l]l) ill ciI'ClISES M l()l]g lil“c
ago. He was a worrier like Hoxie, worry-
ing not only about shrinking lots but

“Turn off the lights?? Ave you kiddin'??!!”

also abour the canvasmen who had 1o
be there to put up the big top and take
it down cvery day.

Canvasmen  are  wanderers, and  the
circus accommodates them by not asking
too many questions. The circus is not
swrprised when they leave abrupdy, and
they are not surprised when they are
fired just as abraptly, “They get enough
money to get them a botle of wine and
they just start walking,” said Kennvy.
“Il we have the same aew on Decora-
tion Day, it’ll be a miracle.”

Kenny said he was not unsympathetic
to the canvasmen who walked. “You
just want to travel,” he said. “You just
want to be around the circus. If I'm not
satishied with my work, I'm not going to
be here. I'll go somewhere clse.”

John Hall was the general manager, a
bright man in his mid-50s who wore
clean white shirts and neatly  pressed
dark pants. He drove a red Cadillac that
pulled a house trailer neatly filled with
books and framed circus posters. When
John was 15, Hoxie Tucker had taken
his crcus, a tworinger with no ¢le-
phants then, to the school grounds at
Halifax. Virginia. John had seen the
show and more or less vowed that he
would have his own circus someday.

As general manager, John was the cir-
cus person who dealt with the “commi-
tees’—the organizations that sponsored
the show in the towns along is route
—and with the inevitable local feature
writers and TV crews. He was nice to
those people: he really appeared w like
them. His attitude seemed to he that he
recognized that they dug the circus, and
that was reason enough 1o be friendly
with them.

He did not place any walls hetween
himself or the circus and  ousiders.
Partly for that reason, and partly be-
cause of his neat appearimce and  his
trailer full of books, a lot of the other
show people couldn’t figure John out
and staved out of his way. They dis-
missed him as a circus Tan who hap-
pened to be emploved by the show.
“Circus Fan,” when a circus person says
it. can be a compliment or a put-down,
or both. but more olten i is a term thin
indicates his tolerance of a sort ol per-
son who adores him and wlhat he does
for a living but who Irequently gets in
the way. It is not nearly as bad as call-
ing somcone a “towner.”

And there was Joyee. Perhaps none of
us, cven those who worked all season
with her, would completely understand
Jovee Fox. It was not that she was mys-
terious. She was just quict. perhaps even
shy. She wias 22 that summer. a school-
teacher by wrade; formerly Miss Fox of
cighth-grade math  in - Garv.  Indiimna,
now entering her second season as a
show person: a worker at fancy horsc
back riding, training  baby  elephants
and  learning  Spanish web: and  still
schoolteacher, 1o some  extent.  She




taught Darlene  Williams, the young
daughter of the elephant trainers, when
Darlene wasn't busy breaking her ele-
phant act.

Joyce was one of the first performers
to arrive at winter quarters. Some of the
show people get indoor work during the
winter; some own land in Florida and
park their trailers there and go on
wellare and hunt and fish. Joyce had
gone home to Gary to visit her father
after the last season, and she had come
back early. She had backed her home
into a corner ol the lot. 1t was a lorlorn-
looking 1963 Microbus, with battered
red paint and a HOXIE BROTHERS CIRCUS
sign on the front and a plastic pan ol
water outside the door for her tired old
dog. She smiled shyly and tried to be po-
lite when I talked to her, but she did
not want to answer any real questions.
But in the process of not saying very
much that first day, she said the words
that explained, more than any others 1
had heard, what it was about the circus.

It was a matter of freedom, she said,
and of lack of antagonism. (There was
nothing new here. Circus people know
that very few people consider themselves
free, so when they are asked to talk
about themselves they always emphasize
the freedom.) It was a society in which
people were tolerant of others, she said.
There was no gossiping, as in the teach-
ing prolession; no wondering out loud
and at length about who was carrying
on with whom and for what purpose.
It was partly being outdoors, and it was
partly the unpredictability of the lile,
like the weather. You felt as if you
helonged; you [elt as if you had some
sense of identity.

And then she said it: “In the circus
you can be whatever you want to be.”

It was the last day of winter quarters.
It was hard to believe that the show
could move tomorrow. There was noth-
ing that could be called busyness, much
less frantic activity. At noon it was very
hot, and people disappeared—into their
wrailers, those who had them; the rest
down the road to Swectwater—and I got
a horse and rode for an hour in the
pasture beside the lot. The pasture ran
beneath an approach to Miami Airport,
and every few minutes a jet made its
descent down  the invisible grade, so
close that T could sce the pale New York
[aces in the window seats.

I had been in Miami only a couple of
days, and yet I felt that the people on
the plancs were oulsiders. Towners on
their way to Miami Beach. I wied to
gouge the horse into a trot, but she im-
mediately fell back into an amble. She
had done enough riding to know when
there was i towner on her back.

- - -

Palm Springs North: We moved out at
5:30 A, because Hoxie wanted 1o beat
the rush-hour traffic on the belt line

“Fourteen months and I'll bel you don’t even
know the color of my eyes!”

around Miami. It was a slow, pink,
beautiful sunrise, with the smell ol gaso-
line in the air and people talking softly,
respectful of the hour. And much cough-
ing around the cook tent, and hacking
and spitting. The canvasmen got fried-
ege sandwiches and coffee and the con-
voy started moving, widely spaced and
informal. One truck balked at the very
heginning and had to be towed.

An hour later the big top was on its
vy up in a grassy plot acvoss the street
from a small shopping ccnter in Palm
Springs North, a housing development
in a suburb of Miami. High school kids
waiting for the early school bus gawked
at the show as it rolled in. Then the bus
came and the kids left, but one of them,
a straw-blond youth, stayed behind to
help put up the tent.

Today was the day of the dress re-
hearsal, the day the rest ol the perlorm-
ers would come in. Hoxie turned up
with a carload of new canvasmen and
handed them over to Kenny. Two of
them were brothers, long-armed and
rawboned and widow's-peaked, slow-
moving but strong—and determined-
looking. They were named Greene with
an ¢, old Scotch-Irish [rom the North
Carolina loothills. They were carpen-
ters, they said, and right now they were
following the weather. About the time
the show got back to their neighbor-
hood, they would probably lcave, be-
cause it would be the right time for
outdoor work up there.

They said this in the cook tent. Some
of the workingmen at the wbles were
truly gorging themselves—they had their
heads down two inches from their alu-
minum trays and they were shoveling

the food into their mouths with serving
spoons. You had the idea that Hoxic
must have gone after the hungriest-
looking men he could find.

But the brothers were restraining
themselves, eating slowly and wiping
their faces with paper napkins. Still, they
were able to put away a lot of noodles.
turkey hash, corn, Jell-O, bread, peanut
butter, jelly and water.

“See, me and my brother, we sort of
follow the construction business, putting
up condominiums and cverything. Do a
lile electrical work.” That was the
more talkative brother. T asked him how
they got involved with a circus.

“Well, we was walking down this
street in Miami,” he began. And then he
hesitated and glanced at his brother.
who was grinning, and then he chewed
on some bread, and then he started smil-
ing. “To tell you the truth, we had gone
ourselves on a drunk. I mean a real flat-
oul drunk, and we'd decided to go over
to the Brothers—that's a place there in
Miami where you can get a meal, you
know——"

A mission?

“A mission. Damn good meal, too.
And he, Mr. Tucker, he walked over.
and we was standing in line, and he said
did we want to go to work, and we said
yes. You know, just for the fun of it.”

The quiet brother said something in-
audible and the talkative one amended
his last statement. “Well, not all for the
fun of it. Our tools, you might say, thev
was in hock.”

Nearby, at a table by himself, a man
gobbled food closer to his tray than any-
one clse, hardly using even a spoon.

(continued on page 192) 189
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GO TO THE DEVIL
When the French abandoned Devil’s Island,
off the coast of Guiana, in 1945, it was the
kind of place people were dying to escape
from instead of visit. Now tourism has arrived
and to accommodate the curious masses a
“hotel” called L’Auberge de I'lle Royale has
been opened in what used to be one of the
jail buildings. Finicky types may wish to think
twice belore rushing out to book as the
rooms aren't equipped with air conditioning
or private baths and—sacrebleu!—we hear
the local bugs and lizards are something
clse. But what the hell, if Dreyfus slept
there it can’t be all bad—or can it?

TIME PIECE

The stroke of 12 has a whole new meaning at
Gilda, an exclusive antique-jewelry shop in
Beverly Hills, Calilornia. There you'll find
some very handsome erotic pocket watches,
including the $2000 18th Century bauble pic-
tured above, in which a tceny-weeny mechan-
ical man makes it with his little ladyfriend
inside a secret compartment. 1f that's your
kind of time picce, Gilda has an even wilder
one—it once belonged to the late King Farouk
—Ifor $10,000. Say, fellah, you got the time?

LD(m’t bother me; I'm looking at my watch.

2 PLAYBOY POTPOURRI

people, places, objects and events of interest or amusement

INDIANS WITHOUT RESERVATIONS

Although the Indian Motorcycle Company died some years ago,
its parts supply lived on and now is in the capable hands of a
California cycle nut named Sammy Pierce at 119 E. Huntington
Drive, Monrovia, who specializes in building “classic Indians with
modern performance.” Sammy’s most popular bike is the Chopper
Chief, which sells for $1795. Others in his stable include a 348
Roadmaster Chief (price negotiable) that's “built in the style of
the most popular of the big roadburners, the "46 to 48 Chiels,”
and a $2195 Blackhawk 80 Chief. Because of time and labor,
Sammy won't build the latter unless you beg him. Start begging.

GOLD-MEDAL FILM

When a small battalion of the
world’s top film directors—
specifically, Arthur Penn,
Milos Forman, Kon Ichikawa,
Ousmane Sembene, John
Schlesinger, Claude

Lelouch, Mai Zetterling

and Yuri Ozerov—
collaborate on a single
project, it promises to be
something special. Well,

the 20th Olympiad was
something special in many
ways, both good and bad, and
it was to capture the essences
and nuances of the games
that documentarian David L.
Wolper enlisted their services.
Tor the film, which will soon
be in world-wide distribution,
cach agreed to focus on a par-
ticular subject, such as Zet-
terling on the weight lifters,
Penn on boxing, Sembene

on the African athletes. Who
focused on Mark Spitz?
Jacques Cousteau?




FEEDING YOUR FANTASIES fg!‘ 5
Imagine you're digging a book in } ;
which a superkinky serving wench
in a backsideless black-latex outht
waits on tables in a number of
staid English restaurants. You're
into a sequel to the Story of O,
right? Wrong. What you have is
Waitress, a $235 limited cedition by
English artist Allen Jones. But the
real trick is that all the shots in
Jones's book are faked; in cach one
the girl has been montaged in a
Tim Street-Porter restaurant photo.
And to make the book more desir-
able, the only printing is limited to
125 signed copies. Available [rom
The Graphics Gallery, | Embarca-
dero Center, San Francisco, it's
bound to become a collector's item.

WINNERS AND LOSERS

It's nice to know that in today’s mercurial
financial market, there’s specialized read-
ing material for those who arc simply
seeking gainful employment as well as for
those who are eager to get rich quick. 1f
it's just a job you're alter, try Ad Search,
a weekly newspaper of 1000 to 6000
classified want ads gleaned [rom over 60
U. S. newspapers, Subscriptions cost $30

a month, $75 a quarter or $200 a year
sent o its offices at 105 W. Michigan
Street, Milwaukee, Wisconsin. But if it's
real dough you want, put your money on
the bimonthly Capitalist Reporter, 150 Filth Avenue, New York City, a
tabloid full of feverishly written stories on how to get fast! fast! fast! re-
lief from financial woes. (“Turn Rotten Bananas into a Fortune” is one
headline.) All for just $9 a year. $9? Now that’s an investment!

BIG WHEELS

It scems hard to belicve that Wisconsin could admit that superior
cheese could be produced elsewhere. But not long ago, the Wis-
consin Cheese Makers' Association named an Italian, Domenico
Rocca, the world’s best cheese maker. Figuring that if you can’t
beat "em, join "em, Frank Favaro, owner of the International
House of Wine and Cheese at 11302 West Route 12 in Richmond,
Hlinois, bought up a supply of Rocca’s parmigiano, among other
prize-winning cheeses. Mail-order prices are from $2.39 to $5.75
per pound, with a complete list available on request. Say cheese!

IN THE COUNTRY OF THE BLIND \
“Zeniscope Night Vision System penetrates the
darkness to provide low-light-level surveillance™
begins a rather unusual brochure from
Ni-Tec, a company at 7426 Linder Avenue in
Skokie, Illinois, that manufactures a line of
nocturnal snooperscopes so powerful that
Uncle Sam kept them exclusive to the military
for years. Prices begin at $3495 for the
standard spyglass model (which comes with

a 135mm f/2.8 objective lens) that, for an
additional $800, can be hooked to a still,
movie or video camera. The sky's the limit
from there on as to what you'll have to pay

for what you want to sce. Nighty night!

“DON'T WORRY,

“‘OH, JOEL, EDITH,

SUPPOSE NOBODY
WE GET  AACAN SEE US!”

CAUGHTY'

STICK IT!

Within the past year, acupuncture has been
widely covered [rom the vantage point of both
stickee and sticker. But for those of you who
are still curious, Edmund Scientific Company,
380 Edscorp Bldg., Barrington, New Jerscy, is
selling for $10 a 1014”-high polyethylene model
that clearly shows the 500-800 puncture points
one must know, plus an instruction booklet.
(You supply the needles.) Nobody's claiming
that the kit will turn you into a licensed
acupuncturist, of course, but parking it on
your coftee table won't hurt your next party.
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lifting his eyes every once in a while to
sce who was watching or approaching,
like a dog busy with a bone and ready,
even eager, to delend it.

The others had the sense to stay away
Irom this man, who had joined up when
the show was in winter quarters. Those
who had talked to him quoted him as
saving he had lost his mind and he
had come to the circus to find it again.
He spoke more or less in tongues, but
with the deep. [orcelul voice associated
with a municipal judge or an evangelist
who suffers from a drinking problem.
He walked. too, bent over, with the
shuflfling gait of a man who had known
better days, who had tangled with the
Devil in a fight to the finish and who
had lost.

In the Army, in prison, in the circus
and in other places where men are con-
fimed together, there are some people
whose names you will never know. They
arc the people who go best, and go only,
by nicknames. This man had  two:
Shorty, for his stature, and Redjacket,
for the lumberjack shirt he always wore.
His big toes stuck out of his rotting low-
quartered shoes (he wore no socks). and
he often had been seen making his way
through the tall grass in the direction of
Sweetwater, though he rarely had any
money. He proved to be incompetent at
everything he did, even shoveling ele-
phant droppings into a wheelbarrow,
But he was not fired.

The bosses and Redjacket’s fellow
workingmen tolerated him, perhaps he-
cause they comprehended. somehow, the
magnitude of his loss 1o the Devil. He
was carried on the payroll the way a
small-town  grammar  school carries a
Mongoloid  child through the grades;
it was a question not so much ol kind-
ness as ol awe, of [ear, almost of super-
stition. Redjacket had been in winter
quarters about two days when he had
wandered over to watch Junior rehearse
the cats, and he walked up and wied to
pet a lion. He was not hurt. Perhaps the
lion understood. too.

Now, in Palm Springs North, Red-
Jacket was helping to put up the tent.
Almost instinctively, the men who had
joined the group that morning shied
awity [rom him. He nearly killed him-
sell with a tent pole, and 1 wondered
il he was planning a crucifixion for the
opening day.

Late in the alternoon, Hoxie called
everyone together and introduced Dime
Wilson, the ringmaster and boss of the
prop department, Dime was a short,
feisty man with a good voice who came
from a long line of circus people. (His
parents had been with a two-car rail-
roiad circus. 1 was born on the train,”
said Dime, “on the run in the night.”)

Dime promised that they would re-

m (conlinued from page 189)

hewrse all night il it took that. They
rehearsed until 11 par, 1o no one's satis-
faction, and then Dime called it 2 day.
‘The band was a collection of good black
musicians who had never played to-
gether belore. King Charles, the leader,
did his best to hold them together.
Some ol them, citylolk like Brother, a
saxophonist who wore dark glasses and
smiled a lot to himself, were simply not
used to playing in time with a horse. It
would be beuer tomorrow.

On opening day. the straw-blond kid
who had skipped school to work was still
there, and I suspected that he had fallen
in love with Dagmar Pedrola, a lovely
blonde 20-year-old wire walker who had
arvived the day belore with her parents,
who were German acrobats. Dagmar did
not have the slightest notion of this boy's
love for her,

She was a magnet for high school
boys. She practiced her wire act and
they appeared from nowhere, squealing
and pommeling one another and having
vivid mental emissions, and  Dagmar
managed to ignore it while simuliane-
ously promoting and enjoying it. Her
parents were people who still talked a
lot about the old country, although
they had performed in the States for a
dozen years. Dagmar talked of the pres-
ent. She vsed expressions such as wow
and groovy and like.

In midalternoon, with the opening
performance about three hours away, it
rained like hell for an hour. The sandy
soil soaked up a lot of it. but Hoxie con-
tracted with a sawmill for 14 cubic yards
ol sawdust.

The towners, even the kids who had
hurried over on bicycles after school, dis-
appeared in the rain. But as the down-
pour was ending, a well-dressed woman
curelully picked her way from the shop-
ping center through the mud to the big
top and asked where she could buy tick-
ets, and everyone regarded that as a
good sign. Hoxie ate a huge steak and
alternately flipped his hat brim up and
down, mostly down.

Dime hurried around, lining up the
performers for the spec, the walk-around
that opened the show. When he ran out
ol perlormers, he started drafting canvas-
men to carry banners and to lead horses.

The show opened, on time and 1o a
full house, with the spec. Dime told the
people in Palm Springs North—as he
would tell the people in 164 other towns
during the next six and one half months
—that they were there to forget their
troubles. The theme of the spec, Dime
told them, was “The Good Old Days.”

Joyce Fox, ex-schoolteacher, with a sil-
very baton and in a red, white and blue
costume, was the first around the wack
as the band played Happy Days Are
Here Again. It was not as silly as it

sounds: the looks on the kids [aces
made it all very real and understand-
able.  Just Dbehind Joyce,  somewhat
shakily aswide a horse, was one of the
long-armed North Carolina bovs whom
Hoxie had picked out of the mission.

He was carrying the American flag,
He was doing that shakily, too, bt
proudly, and he was smiling. The way
he was smiling. you could tell that he
was smiling at himsell.

AN

Carol City: It was only ¢ight miles 10
the next date. Already things were set-
tling down into a routine, The big top
went up faster this morning, and with
less yelling and theatrics on the part of
the canvasmen, though Redjacket had
some more trouble with a tent pole.
Two men left during the night, and no
one remembered their names, nor even
their nicknames,

The sun was out and everything was
dry, and there was a good breeze. The
canvas on the big top was all billows
and swells, like the early-moming ocean;
the tent was so vast that the breeze
moved along it in waves that were slow
and gracelul, as in slow-motion movies
of surfing.

The Tot was squarcly next o a shop-
ping center, a large one, on grass that
was probably reserved for some giant
parking lot of the future. The perform-
ers drilted over to check out the dis-
count stores, and once they were inside,
they behaved like everyone else, filling
plastic baskets with things they did
not need.

Hoxie had his hat brim down because
Renny had set up the tenis—ihe big Lo,
the sideshow tent and the marquee with
the banner line—in a cduster. Hoxie
would have done it shotgun style, one
alter the other; there was room for that,
and it would have given the illusion of
a show three times the size. 1 asked him
il that would straighten itself out as the
season progressed.

“No, hell no,” he said. “It’ll never
straighten our. Only way it gets done
vight is if I'm here, on the lot, all
the time.”

That was Hoxie's problem, according
to his wile, Beuty: the idea that he had
to do it all himsell. Hoxie was pushing
60. One (I:ly the season before, about
the time the circus stopped racing with
spring up through the Southland and
had made its turn castward through
Pennsylvania, Hoxie had had a heart at-
tack. Then e had come down with
pneumonia. The doctors in Pennsylva-
nia had said he had made a complete
recovery, but a heart attack is a heart
attack, and a man pushing 60 is a man
pushing 60.

The trouble was that Hoxie was [unc-
tionally incapable of standing by while
someone clse did the work. Betty used to
say, “He'd last a lot longer il he'd just
use his finger and point, rather than



“For a man who rules with an wron fist, you have

very gentle hands.”

L ia i s o

193



PLAYRBROY

194 through

doing it all himself. He never gives up.
Never. Alwavs going.” You could look at
his face and see evidence of that. He
chewed his lip so much that it was raw
and open. He had to carry around a
tube of ointment flor it.

Hoxie Tucker had been a circus man
since he was 15 vears old. when he ran
away from home in Somerset, Kentucky.
He worked with just about every kind
ol road show possible: stock (live, not
summer)  companies,  shows  that  per-
formed under kerosene and  coal-oil
Lamps. opries, regular circuses. all kinds
of tented shows. Then, in 1943, his own
show. Hoxie Braothers Circns. although
there were no bvothers involved. He
started with a scrap of cmvas and one
ring, and he billed it as the World's
Largest One-Ring Circus.

Later he got more canvas and another
ring. Now he was up to three rings and
atent tuat was 230 feet long and S0 feet
wide, still small by circus-tent standards,
but it would hold a couple ol thousand
people. This was the temt’s second
SCason,

- - -

Miami: Back in the real world. at the
airport, I felt a great number of emo-
tions, confusing oncs, I missed the circus
already, and already T was making plans
to return. Yer I was clearly part of the
straight world, the world of air ports and
airplanes and the people who gather be-
lore flights in the bar with the best
view: people who sleep indoors and who
cat the evening meal at some point alter
1:30 poar.

It was while I was waiting for the
plane back 10 New York that i realized,
in one of those strokes of insight that
sometimes arvive in airport bars. that
we were all wrong in calling the circus a
circus, Circus mplied l.mms\, and every-
thing I had seen had been real: cer-
tainly a lot more real than this plastic
airport world that surrounded me now.

There was something a lot more veal
about rain, mud, live music. long-armed
hoys Irom the foothills who carried the
American flag. black men who became
lion tamers. schoolteachers who ran away
with the crcus and people who che \\cd
their lips like Hoxie Tucker. And there
was more reality inoa place where vou
could be whatever vou wanred 1o he,

This conlusion continued to bother
me as I got on the airplane. Once 1 had
st (Im\n m that sterile plistic eapsule
and had adjusted my ens 1o the non-
sense of the Muzak and the stewardesses,
I realized that, in a wav, and at least
temporarily. 1 had settled the question
of reality. There was about me. and
especially on my shoes. the delicious
odor ol elephant shit. It lasted all the
way back to Kennedy Airport.

- - -
Ohlio, in May: The show had
less kept pace with spring up
Florida, Alabama, Georgia,

Enon,
More or

South  Carolina.  Kentucky  and  then
Ohio. Spring. though, in that part of the
country, also means the thunderstorm
and rornado season, and that is a serious
consideration in the circus business. I
drove onto the lot in Enon and got out
of the car about the time Hoxie was
rounding a trailer, his hat brim down.
In pretty much all one fluid motion he
squinted. noticed me, smiled and said,
“Hello, good buddy, whatchasay: Were
there any thunderstorms  or  nadoes
where vou came from:"

I suppose I had been hoping he'd say
something like “Where the hell did you
come from:" so I could explain how I
had juggled airline schedules and rentl
cus i order o appear on this vacant
lot in the middle of Ohio on this partic-
ular dav. But he didu't, and 1 guess 1
understood why. Such an unexpected
appearance in the real world might have
been Gruse for some exclamation, but in
the circus world it was not at all remark-
able. People cune and went. The world
went o It was certainly not swrprising
that 1 should turn up again. (In lact, a
litde Liter Hoxie told me he had heen
assuming that I'd turm up. “You're stuck
with us.” he said one night alier the
crowd had gone into the In-r top for the
last show, “And we're \tutk with vou. I
told mysell down at winter quarters, 1
felt so bad about not having time to
really talk to you and make vou fcel wel-
come, 1 said 10 mvsell, “If that lellow
stays through the dav he'll stay here for-
ever,” It was alter that thae 1 started
selling tickets for the sideshow, just to
have mmclhmur to do. 1o demonstrate
that T was stuck with them and they
were stuck with ne.)

Redjacker was long gone, but some-
one else had joined up in Alubama or
South Carolina who was just like him.
The Greene bovs rom the foothills had
taken off about the time spring had hit
their home state, just as they had said.
Brother, the saxophonist, was vone. “He
got sick and had 1o go home,” somebody
said. “You know those pills he was tak-
ing? Well. it turned out those pills and
liquor don’t mix 100 well and he had o
go home.” Rick. the voung clown who
had  given me that advice in Sweet-
water, was also gone. John Hall said
he had tured out to be “obviously not
for us.”

Juuior had lost his winter fat and
now he looked as sleck and powerlul as
his cats. It was to him that the other
performers paid their supreme compli-
ment: They wached his act, twice a
night. night alter night. Some of them
undoubtedly winmed to be on hand in
case there was blood, but most of them
quite clearly watched out of admiration
for Junior's skill.

The big black num treated his lions
and tiger as ferocious, dignified animals,
warthy ol respedt, not as objeas of ridi-

cule. Some animal trainers build their
acts arownd  ridicule: a man rides a
lioness” back or sticks his head into a
lion’s mouth. Junior's act was more
classical and more respeatful of the
animals, He said he thought he gor
more showmanship out of them that
way,

Junior was loquacious and [riendly
and always willing o explain things 10
me, ilthough he veally didn't have much
spare time. He had been helping Kenny
get the canvas up and down (and mak-
ing extri money for it), so he was work-
ing a preay long dav. But he always
took time to talk. especially if 1 brought
along a cold six-pack.

Yes, he said. there were some audi-
ences, particularly in Alabama  and
Ceorgian, that were shocked 10 see a
black mun doing the most important
act. and he was Luvly certain that some
of them were hoping that his lions
would eat him up belore their cves.
“But I think they want that to happen
to a white lion tamer, wo,” he said.

I asked him if 1t were true about lions
and tigers” not getting along, “Well.” he
said, “they work together OK. but some-
times they have trouble Living together.
It's like this racial problem. you know:
The races work together OK. and they
have for vears in the South. But living
together’s something different.”

I suspected that Junior had carefully
chosen and polished that line, o be de-
livered whenever somebody asked the
proper  question, ]umm s relationship
with the rest ol the circus, T felt. was a
complicated one. There had 1o be some
accommaodation on his part to the show,
to the other circus people and 1o those
who paid 1o see it. There was also the
undeniable fact that Junior was the only
Hon timer with this circus (and s top
atriction), not to mention his status as
a black lion ramer. That counted for a
lot; how much, I wasn't sure.

- - -

York, Pennsylvania, in late June: The
circus had gone as far North as it was
going. and now it had twned toward
the East. It was a Sunday, with no eve-
ning performance. Many of the show
people went out o eat or 1o the movies,
while most of the cmvasmen tried 10
figure out the Pennsylvania liquor Laws.
They 1ok down the big top after the
afternoon performance.

That helped me develop a liwtle better
my theory about the big top. I had scen
this circus in various places and varving
circumstances, but alwavs it was with
that Lurtastic caovas symbol in the cen-
ter ol it all. or on its way up or on its
wiay down. Belore, when the tent hid
been down, it had been late at night,
Herve. the canvismen and elephants had
it down by lour o'dock on a summer
Sunday alternoon. And 1 felv it: Whae
had been the circus was suddenly reduced
w0 a collection of mobile homes parked
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in a plaving field next to a Catholic
school in York, Pennsylvania.

The obvious difference was the tent.
But it was difficult to make any earth-
shaking conclusions out of that. The big
top was a scruffy picce of canvas—a big
one, to be sure, but nowhere as big as
Ringling’s of the old days—and it
leaked water when it rained and in
the alternoon performances it leaked
intense rays of sunshine. Buckminster
Fuller could whip up something twice
as efficient for hall the price.

And yer it was something magical.
Maybe it really was symbolic of the
world and the trip we're all on. I didn't
really know. T just knew that when it
was down that alternoon in York, some-
thing essential was missing. It was as if
all the people were there but the reason
lor the people was missing.

Hoxie spoke of mysterious tornadoes
that had struck in  various western
Pennsylvania cities, touching down al-
most in the center ring. Hoxie, I real-
ized. was capable of making you see
vivid pictures in your mind, and almost
every picture was of a tornado menac-
ing a circus tent.

Kenny, the boss canvasman, had said
back in March that if he had the same
crew on Decoration Day it would be a
miracle. Decoration Day had passed, and
it was true that there had been an al-
most complete wrnover—one that ex-
tended 1o Kenny himself. Hoxie had
walked up to him one morning in Ohio
and said something about the way he
was laving out the lot, and Kenny had
said il Hoxie thought he could do it bet
ter, he should do it, and he had e,

I had brought my own tent 1o York,
one that had been made in the real
world for people who wanted to go
cnoeing and things like that. You
needed no elephants 1o put it up: it was
all done by metal poles under compres-
sion, and it was abour cight feet by ten
feet. John Hall called it a “modest one-
ringer.” Much to my delight, some of
the circus people came over and in-
spected it. To them, it was unusual,

- - -

A suburb of Lancaster, Pennsyloania,
the next day: The lot was a huge ficld
about a mile Irom a shopping center that
sloped down to a patch of thick greenery
and trees and a collapsing unpainted
barn. There were ground-hog holes as
much as a foot in diameter. The people
and animals, especially the horses but not
the elephants, had difliculty walking.

Shortly alter the big top was up. 1
walked slowly around i, inside, and 1
saw that the people and the elephants
already had worn down the grass along
the track. Even the furrows were flat-
tened out and the ground-hog holes there
were filled—not deliberately but inad-
vertently by the presence ol the circus,

Outside, they were having wouble

196 with the generator. The huge machines

cut off from time 1o time, and I realized
that now I was aware of their presence
only when they were silent.

Joyce Fox had bought a new tele-
vision set for her Microbus. She was
making arrangements 1o trade the bus
in on a car and to buy a new 15-foot
trailer. “It looks like I'm with the circus
for the duration,” she said. I had a fecl-
ing ol envy when she said that.

Junior, who had been working hard
sach time I had seen him, was working
cven harder now. He had been pro-
moted to boss canvasman; it was he who
laid out the Jot each morning and got
the tent down ecach night. And, of
course, there was his act.

I noticed a wound, barely healing,
on Junior's right arm. “Oh, yes,” he
said when I asked about it. “T got hurt
since last time I saw you. Thirteen
stitches in my arm. One afternoon we
had a good crowd, and you know how it
is when you hear the applause out there;
you want to add a litde bit more to the
act, and I got in very close and a liule
careless, and she nailed me in the arm
for thirteen stitches.”

When had this happened?

“About three weeks ugo.”

And where did it happen?

“I don’t exactly remember what 10wn
it was,” he said.

The next morning, I was one of the
last to leave the lot. The purple trucks
had long since departed for Quarryville.
Gradually, the perlormers woke up,
made coflee, walked their dogs, took in
the folding lawn chairs and pulled out.

The tall grass was already springing
back into place. It had become an old
rutted field again. You couldn’t really
tell where the big top had been. As 1
drove out past the collapsing barn, I saw
a canvasman inside, sleeping peacefully
on the floor, one arm over his face to
keep away the sunlight; I do not know
why, but I did not wake him to tell him
the circus was gone.

- - -

White Haven, Pennsylvania, in lale
July: During the season, the circus
played at 19 state mental hospitals, The
performers all said that these dates were
the most challenging and rewmding for
them. White Haven was such a date.

The big top was set up in a closely
cropped grass field next 10 some [unc-
tional,  red-brick,  government-looking
buildings. And beyond the tent were the
lovely blue Pocones. It was threatening
to rain. You could see the clouds moving
through the mountains miles away.

There were both adults and children
in the audience. Some of them were in
wheelchairs and  some  were  standing
alone, swaying in their tracks like the
elephants in winter quarters. Some were
on shiny metl crutches and walkers:
some  had their hands protected by
woolen socks; some of the men wore
gray work pants and T-shirts; some of

them were led into the tent and onto
the bleachers by volunteers and by
nurses in blinding-white uniforms. The
performers and canvasmen did not stare.
Except for one of them, a young prop
man named Slim, who joked with some
of the patients in a heavy but friendly
way. they were all very respectful.

Junior dearly ok extra chances with
the cats. Some of the people sitting clos-
st to the arena stared past it, not secing
him or the lions, but they beat their
hands together in time with the band,
which was trying harder, wo. When the
audience lefe at the end of the first show,
some of them were obviously happy.
some ol them were crying,

There was a second show immediately
alter the first one, so that all the patients
could sce the circus. As the crowds were
exchanging places, I started feeling the
tension. I saw it in Dime Wilson’s face,
and then I looked where Dime was look-
ing and I saw why: Past the blue moun-
tains the sky was black. It was moving:
not directly toward us, but at an angle.
The storm would hit us; there was no
doubt about that. Tt was just a question
of when.

Dime decided to start the second per-
formance and hurry things along. He
clipped one act off the end, but the
storm came just as the patients were
about to go back to their dormitories. It
came suddenly, though it had been ex-
pected, and it came with great violence,
and there was some panic.

The rain poured through holes in the
tent—there were many holes now, half-
way through the second season—and
this mesmerized some of the patients; it
made some of them laugh and it terri-
fied some of them. All over the bleach-
ers, people were pointing their fingers
at the holes. The leaks were of different
sizes, some mere drips and some with the
force of a garden hose. The rain was cas-
cading down the sides of the tent and
pounding the ground so hard it kicked
mud up into the air,

“We've got to get these people out of
here,” yelled Dime, and he begeed the
men to get the side wall down quickly.
He wanted it open so the patients could
leave casily and not be funncled out
the main entrance. And he was worried
that when the hard wind came, thers
would be a blow-over.

A blow-over is an awflul event in the
life of a circus. Sometimes it cain mean
the end of the circus. A blow-over at
White Haven would almost certainly he
a tragedy. Now the big tent was groan-
ing, heavy, cumpl;liniug. i agony; not
the morning ocean but an angry one,
as if beaten by a hurricane.

I was standing with a group of young
people at the edge of the tent. They
were 200 yards from  their dormitory,
scared, terrified of standing there but'
equally terrified of going out into the
rain. There was thunder all around,
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and flashes were almost simultaneous.
“Hurry!” yelled Dime to everybody. I
picked up a aippled child who was
weeping soltly and started across the grass
with him, or her, I do not know which.
1 grabbed another by the arm and the
group started toward the dormitory.
Halfway there, some of them wanted to
lie down and cry.

We made it 1o the porch and 1 put
the crippled child down and the child
would not let go. The child dung like
a tick, still weeping. Two teenaged girls
ran up, their hair streaked across their
faces, and they stopped and caught their
breath and turned to look at the cir-
cus. The big old tent was shaking and
straining violently in the wind, jerking
and snatching at its ropes and stakes.
The rain was so thick you could not see
the mountains anymore. We were in the
middle of the blackness now. Someone
was screaming at the elephants, beg-
ging them to bring the centerpoles down
faster. The elephants did their work, but
at their own pace. They scemed to be
truly unconcerned about the storm. Fif-
teen minutes after the storm had struck,
everybody was safe, but many people
were wet.

Back on the dormitory porch, one of
the teenaged girls (I do not know
whether they were workers at the hos-
pital or patients there) let out a big
"Wool!" and said: “Look at that!

That's erazy! Boy, I'm never going to
run away with the circus!”

Hoxie and T sat in his trailer and
talked awhile, and in the middle of the
conversation he said: “How do vou like
my new lip”

Indeed, he had a new lip. “Had it a
couple of weeks now. The doctor who
operated on it said it was malignant,
I've been back a couple of times and
they say it's all healed. I don’t have to
carry around that goddamned ointment
anymore.”

- - -

Spottswood, Pennsyluvania, A ugust 25:
The circus lot was next to a pond, and
it was Augusthot, and performers and
canvasmen, who normally ger all their
water from a huge drum on the back of
a purple truck, went swimming. Slim,
the prop man, drowned. Evervone—the
performers, bosses and  workingmen—
chipped in and sent Slim’s body home
o Georgia. The death was tragic
enough, and unexpected enough, so that
weeks later evervone would remember
the name of the town where it occurred.

- - -

Old Bridge, New Jersey, in mid-Se p-
tember: Tt would not he long now. In
a litle more than a week, the season
would end in South Boston, Virginia,
and then there would be the long home
run to Florida, Some of the circus
people were complaining of the “cold”

“Two believe, two don’t believe and one is undecided.”

weather. The sun was coming from far-
ther South now, from over Florida. The
canvasmen  were talking about  eight
more ups and nine more downs, and
they were not talking about pills,

There had been a circus fans’ conven-
tion and Dagmar Pedrola had played her
guitar, and afterward a man had come by
and told her he wanted 1o get her on the
Mere Griffin Show. “1 would like to ry
singing awhile for an audience.” she said
in Old Bridge. “Because I feel like—this
may sound silly—but I feel like that's
what I'm supposed to do, really.”

John Hall said it had been a good
year. He had a photograph of the new
ent, next year's tent, a temt 310 feet
long. They were going to pick it up on
the way home to Florida. The photogra-
pher had simply stood on the ground
inside the tent and aimed his camera
toward the top, and the sunlight had
shown through the white canvas like the
big top of Ringling Biothers in my
memory.

Outside the ticket wagon where John
sat, the people came to the circus: whole
familics, mostly, but your eyes were on
the children. And a man painfully nego-
tiating himsell on two crutches along
the midway. Young Jersey matrons, in
pants suits and tunics, doing it for the
Kids, but I know, because T had watched
them before, that once they got inside
the big top and watched awhile, they
would be as spellbound as their chil-
dren. They came back. like the salmon,
to something that had happened early
in their lives and over which they had
no control.

And there were teeny-hoppers and
street people there, 100, looking as if
they knew it all already, and I knew
that soon they, 100, would he wide-eyed.
John said he thought it was hecause the
voung people “enjoy the simple life, and
this is a beautiful, simple life. Because
in the circus there is only goodness,”

Dime blew his 15-minute whistle and
Junior, inside his wailer, slowly drank
a beer. His wile, an atwractive Georgia
lady in a wig, was there. She lived in
the Bronx. Last night she had seen his
act for the first time in her life. They
had been separated: now they were talk-
ing about getting back 1ogether; she
would leave the Bronx and live with
Junior in the house that Junior would
build, with a loan from Hoxie, in Fort
Lauderdale.

Junior said a lot had happened 10
him: he bad learned a lot about respon
sibility. He had become—outside of his
work with the cus—one of the two or
three most important people with the
show. One  morning the circus had
moved into a bad lot and Junior had
unilaterally told the committee that he
would not lay it out there. They had
argued with him: Junior had gotten the
idea that they didn't think much of the
judgment of a black man. But he had



stayed his ground. When Hoxie had ar-
rived, he had told Junior you bet your
ass you made the right decision.

Jovee Fox sat on the edge of the cen-
ter ring that afternoon and said she
would not he back next year. She would
not say why. She said she didn’t know
what she might do. I begged her o tell
me why. She said only that she had
[ound out that even in a circus you are
not totally free. (Later, in Gary, she said
it had been “more like I wanted 1o see if
I could ger away [rom the circus.” She
had not sold the car and the trailer:
they were parked in the back yard in
Gary.)

Betty Tucker said it was the hest year
they had ever had. Hoxie’s heart had
made it, although there had been times
when he had lost his temper and she
had prepared for the worst.

Already Hoxie was talking of the next
year. He knew that not long alter they
got home 1o Miami, he would start itch-
ing again. The new and larger tent would
mean more  perlormers. more rolling
stock, more elephants, more purple paint.
Hoxie was even toving with the idea ol
sCLing up IWo units—iwo CIrcuses, two
big tops. going different places and play-
ing under the same name, the way the
red and blue units ol Ringling Brothers
do.

He had the money. He knew where to
get the extra tent and people and equip-

ment. He would need a good man 1o op-
erate one of the units. “You can’t just
run out on the street and pick up some-
body,” he said. “You have to be experi-
enced. You have to be mean where
nobody likes you to start with. Anvbody
likes vou, you'll never own onc ol these
things.”

As we talked, T kept remembering
what Joyce had said back in winter
quarters, about the drcus being  the
place where vou could be whatever vou
wanted o be. For a hall second 1 per-
mitted mysell 1o wonder il that meant
that if T wanted it badly enough, |1
could he the mean bastard who oper-
ated Hoxie's blue unit. It was only the
briefest of fantasies. Without mention
ing it. I told the Tuckers what Jovee
had said.

“Oh, ves.” said Betty. “You cm be
anything you want w be here. Anything
vou're big enough tor.”

And Hoxie said: “1f vou gamble your
life o do what vou want to do. anvbody
in the circus business can achieve what
he wants, regardicss of what it is.”

I said I had o go, and we shook
hands, and Hoxie said, "See you next
season, sood buddy. You don’t want to
miss that new tent.”

- - L]

Next season: 1 did go back, ol course,
and [ still do, whenever I can juggle an
airline schedule. The sccond unit didn’t

develop: at least not vet. But the new
tent was even better than it looked in
the photograph. Hoxic got through the
next season all right, and the show made
a lot of moncy, which Hoxic lovingly
plowed back in. It was touch and go for
a while during the Pennsvlvania floods.
bur the big tent made it

The man never called Dagmar about
the Mere Griffin Show. Joyce Fox did.
indeed, stay away. The National Geo-
graphic did a story on the show, making
the circus look and sound about as real
as anything else the National Geographic
does stories on, but the publicity helped.

Before Junior's wife could get her
things together lor the reconciliation
and  the move 1o Florida, she
stabbed 1o death in her apartment in
the Bronx. The family couldn’t find a
route crd. so Junior did not know
about his wile's death until after she was
buried. He never really found out why
she was murdered. Later, he had trouble
with his cats. Thev started getting sick
and dying late in the scason. and by the
time the show entered its last [ew weeks,
Prince Bogino had only three cats with
any real fire in them.

It would be different and better.
though, next year, Junior said. " Because
life goes on. and most ol the time it gers
better.” He was right, ol course; about
lile and about the circus, too.
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qumes OF MUNICH (continued from page 158)

the thing, and now we saw it: a green
beach ball, 12 feet in diameter. The
authorities had taken it out of its box,
pumped it up and rolled it onto the
grass behind the swimming hall for the
spectators to play with. People pushed
it around, got lost under it and ]augllcd.

We walked on, some visitors and I,
and stopped 1o watch a wribe of clowns.
One ol them was gotten up as a Russian
lady weight lilter. She heaved, grunted,
made faces. Suddenly her pants fell
down and, oops, that was no lady. A
bit farther, there was a big tent that
served Iried chicken and beer, and we
took some out to the edge of a big pond
and sat on the grass and ate it. The
security cops, cheerful unarmed [ellows
in baby-blue uniforms and white caps,
did not hassle us. In fact, it wasn’t even
illegal to sit on the grass and eat chicken.

We went on to the stadium and there
saw a sight not to be believed or re-
peated: the great old miler Kip Keino of
Kenya running the steeplechase for the
first time in his Olympic career. This is a
galumphing race, with several unbend-
able hurdles and a big mud puddle, and
Keino negotiated these absurdities with
the [acial expression of a man inter-
rupted during sex. He was no hurdler,
but Detween hurdles he was Keino, and
he won, with a new Olympic record of
8:25.64.

For the rest of the afterncon, 1 fell in
love with a succession of girl high
jumpers, leggy creatures who languidly
removed their sweat pants and then—
never mind  the  jump—bounced in
prety disarray on the huge green mat-
tress that jumpers land on. A Canadian
Fosburydlopper was particularly heart-
breaking, and alter a good deal of what
might be called body English, a discus-
sion arose about whether or not she was
wearing a bra. An Amateur  Athletic
Union official, while pretending to no
dehuite knowledge, said that she wasn't,
and an old New Zealand decathlon man
said he wasn't going 1o let go ol his
binoculars until he made sure, one way
or the other. She fouled out before we
came to a decision.

The next morning, a cabdriver began
talking excitedly about Geiseln, a word
I did not know, and it was a moment
belore T understood {rom the rest of his
sentence that there were hostages, Is-
raclis, being held by terrorists. One,
maybe two Israelis were dead.

There was litlde for the rest of the day
but sourness and futility. Ironies came
cheaply. Through a gross lapse of sense
and taste, the Olympic authorities al-
lowed competition then in progress to
continue, and through the hours of dead-

200 lines and ultimatums, one of the TV

channels showed manicured fat horses
circulating cerily at a dressage exhibi-
tion. Death, burst entrails: Picasso’s
horses. Image and reality again smeared
hopelessly together; as police snipers
took positions around the Israeli apart-
ment building, German TV announced
abruptly that it was breaking off cover-
age, because the terrorists had television
sets. I continued o watch a BBC trans-
mission not available in Germany out-
stde the press headquarters, and realized
that by turning my head 45 degrees, 1
could see, through a window, the house
where the Istaclis were being held.

There was no satisfactory way to re-
act, professionally or simply as a member
of the same race as the hostages and the
tervorists. This truth became, for those
of us not directly involved, the unswal-
lowable [act of the next few days. For
the first time, the ancient, symbolic act
of pouring ashes on one’s head made
sense Lo me.

I walked to the Olympic village and
was turned back at a gate, returned,
watched the uninfornative TV, drank
coffee, made notes. The notes show that
I felt that if there were more deaths
than the two we knew about, obviously
the games should be canceled. Also that
I saw the shabby logic of this view, which
was founded mainly on my own discom-
fort; I had accepred and sadly written off
the two deaths that now lay in the past,
but was not prepared to admit the truth,
that I would also sadly accept the nine
deaths that might lie in the future. And
that, weirdly, distance was a factor;
against all sense, 1 would not have been
so violently disturbed il the same hos-
tages had been held by the same terror-
ists in Frankfurt or Geneva or Tel Aviv.,

A grubby curiosity, unimportant ex-
cept 1o those who were there, was that
at about 11:30 rar, an hour or so
alter we had heard helicopters beating
through the air above us, we watchers
in the fish wap were told that the hos-
tages had been wken to an airport,
where they had been [reed and the
tarrorists captured. Oun the swength of
this, I went home to sleep. No one ever
explained the error, which fooled the
local press, too (the respected Siiddeut-
sche Zeitung had the [alse news in Eng-
lish on its back page and the correct
report—all nine hostages, five terrorists
and one policeman dead—in German
on its front page).

In the time it took to vide the subway
hack o the Olympic park the next morn-
ing. 1 dumnged my opinion of the day
before. I uwow lelt that to cancel the
games would be to give anarchy a vie
tory that it should not have. Others 1
talked with had made the same switch
in mood, and at the mmn-nin;; ceremony
in the stadium that day, it was an-

nounced that the games would continue.
The stands were crowded for this ob-
servance, but the seats set out for ath-
Ietes on the playing ficld were sparsely
filled. No Russian athlete was present.
for instance, and far fewer than half of
the Americans were there.

In the exhalation of grief, confusion
and blame serting that followed, journal-
ists in large numbers began to exhibit
a curious tic. In article aflter article,
good reporters would begin to analyze
the terror, and then, finding their own
responses inadequate, would flee across
the thinnest of logical bridges to the
certainty ol some unrelated fixed idea,
carrying their terrible emotion  with
them. Chris Brasher. an old Olympian
writing for the London Observer, short-
circuited daring an intelligent discussion
of the murders and began to thunder
about athletes who violated the Qlympic
ideal by training too hard. thus damag-
ing their health. Shana Alexander lost
her nerve halfway through a Newsweek
think picce and raved embarrassingly
about the “all-important wragic flaw™ of
the German character: the failure of the
police to rescue the hostages, she said,
“showed Germans once again incapable
of improvising on a plan, which is why
they lost wwo world wars.”™ When it
was over, she complained, the Germans
couldn't understand their error—"an
echo ol the days when they didn’t know
about Dacliau, and Dachau was the back
yard of Munich.”

The ailment was catching. Back in
Washington, after observing that the
L. S. rack coaches had [ailed to get our
world-record sprinters Eddie Hart and
Rey Robinson to the string line,
the respected colummist David Broder
lipped weirdly to his own unrelated
preoccupation: “A blunder 1s a blunder,
whether we  are talking about the
coaches’ slip-ups in Munich or the Amer-
ican intervention in Vietnam.”

No one found anything very helpful
or hopelul w say. There was much 1alk
of re 1g the structure ol the Olympics
by limiting the number ol the events. or
by spliting the games into several sep-
arate mects. Behind this was a sensible
but depressing notion: 1f the barbarians
can’t be suppressed, reduce the attrac-
tiveness of their target. But one of the
limiting proposals—to drop all team
sports—ilso had another source. This
was the disgust that many ol us felt for
the Olympiad’s childish nationalism.

Nationalistic display was not limited
to team events, of cowrse. As alwzlpi.
flags were raised and an anthem played
cvery time somebody won something.
Individual events, however, seemed to
touch a rather harmless level of national-
ism among the spectators. I was pleased
when Frank Shorter of the U. 8. won the
marathon, but rooting lor the American
runner really had been only a way ol
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being interested in a race whose entry
list otherwise meant nothing 1o me. I
was just as happy., and so were other
Americans I sat with, when John Akii-
Bua ol Uganda, a bubbling, happy man,
frisked about the wack in glee alter
winning the 100-meter hurdles.

The team sports. on the other hand,
regularly tangled us in violent tribal
lovaltics. The cheering at eam events
had a havsher tone o i, The mood of
most of the athletes—Iriendly and open
in the man-to-man sports. for the most
part—seemed darker. The blatant job-
bing by which the UL S, basketball team
was robbed of its gold medal was fairly
clearly an act of wibalism by Eastern-
Lbloc judges on the review board, and
the Americans, aflronted in ribal honor.,
sulkily refused the silver medal. The
Pakistani ficld-hockey team lost in the
final to West Germany, went mad in a
way that no individual loser was guilty
of. and rioted.

It won't do to push this idea oo far;
obviously, it is possible 1o play and
wittch team sports in a way that doesn’t
involve tribal vengelulness. But the mat-
ter of wibalism remained toubling, and
i watcher could nor help reflecting that
tribal mania underlay the bloody cen-
tral wagedy of the Munich games.

Why, I wondered (deep stuff lor a
sportswriter, but we were in deep), had
civilized  society alwayvs  msisted  that

loyalty to groups was a virtue? We all
understood that loyalty 1o onesell, ego-
tism, was highly dangerous, and we spent
much time teaching our young to keep
their individual aggression within sale
bounds. But we also wught prideful

and reflexive loyalty to religious sects,
geopolinical  groupings, school  lootball
teams  and national  Olympic  squads.
These loyalties, ironed in, showed as
tribalism: I pledge allegiance o the
flag.” “Death o Isracl.” “Fuck the
Pope,” “Fight team. fight.” It was tribal
fovalty. ol cowrse, that allowed the ter-
rorists to display proudly a kind of be-
havior that in a single individual would
have been called madness. Tn their wribe,
as ofhcial statements by the Arab nations
nde dear, they were heroes.

One ol the failures of the games was
the single public protest against tribal
[erishism, a spur-ol-the-moment reaction
that was totally misunderstood by most
ol the people who saw it. Vince Mat-
thews and Wayne Collett, the two U.S.
blacks who had come in onetwo in the
400 meters, alfronted Western civiliza-
tion and got themselves spanked and
sent home by jiving on the victory plat-
form and relusing 1o stnd at attention
when The Star-Spangled Banner was
played. The Olympic Luhers, of course,
went out ol their minds with tribal fury,
and my Ewopean [riends, without ex-
ception. put the display down to the bad
manners ol savages. “We stood respec-

202 fully to honor them, and they laughed

at us,” said one of them. It was diflicult
to explain that the U. S. Hlag had become
to some extent a factional symbol that,
il seen on the rear window of a car, for
instance, symbolized some [fairly specific
political attitudes not likely 1o please
an angry black. I thought the inept pro-
test lelt Matthews and Collet looking
silly, but I can’t quarrel with their im-
pulse. What should llags live o do with
loot racing?
- - -

Memory savs that we were cheerful
and Aiciter belore the murder of the
Isracli hostages, and  depressed  after-
ward. Bur it was not that simple. Tn my
notes, I find a bit of nonsense T wrote
down during a basketball game between
the Yugoslavs and the Puerto Ricans.
“The fhrst-name  contest goes to  the
Yugos,” T had scribbled, “but only after
a struggle. The Puerto Ricans have Hec
tor, Nelwali, Teofilo and Joe. but the
Yugos have Ratko, Vinko, Zarko, Dra-
gan, Blagoja, Kresimir, Miroljub, Dragu-
tin and Ranko.” This is mildly funny,
but only if the notetaker is in a whimsical
frame of mind. The date of the note
mdicates that I was i a whimsical rame
ol mind four days aher the shooting.
The enwry is followed by a woozy rhap-
sody in blue ballpoint about a cute,
braless basketball usher named Karin,
who was 18 and couldn’t decide. she
sitid shyly, wheiher to be a journalist or
a teacher. She was a great improvement
over the rancid wroglodyies who ush at
the Knicks” games back home, I noted.

This is enough to make the point,
although I am uncertain just what point
it is. That we human beings bear up
remarkably well under the load ol other
people’s disasters? Tlat we are tough
and resilient: That we have a short at-
tention span® That we are insinez These
questions were in the Munich air, like
fly ash, and we sportswriters were not
very good at answering them.

- - -

The last week of the games seemed
mostly lawyering. We had lawyered be-
fore: alter Hart and Robinson, our two
never-lail sprinters, failed o show up on
time lor thenw heats of the 100 meters
becruse ol a mistake by their coach, we
lawyered for a second chance and quite
correctly did not get it (This prompis
my Modest  Proposal  for Preserving
Amateurism: Pay the athletes, since they
can use the money and most of them
get paid anyway, by their colleges or
their national sport searetariats, but in-
sist that coaches be simon-pure. Who
needs  prolessional  coaches: Who
argue against the sell-evident trath (hae
they constitute a world-wide case ol jock
ich? For that mauer, who needs that
assembly ol antique gashags, the Inter-
mational  Olvmpic Committee  Modest
Proposal Number Two: Dishand  the
LO.C. and reconstitute i entirely from
retired Olympic athletes whose participa-

tion in the games dates back ne more
than T2 years)

The East Germans, meanwhile, had
Lawyered  successfully to prevent Bob
Seagren of the U. S, the world record
holder, rom using a vaulting pole that
under Olympic rules was perfeatly legal.
Their man Nordwig won a gold medal
that should have been Seagren’s, and
Seigren, in a gesture that had some
class, at the end of the competition dis-
dainfully handed his substitute pole 1o
one ol the officials.

Jim Ryun, the moody world-record
miler who was supposed 1o have won
the 1500 meters in 1968, bue didn't, also
was supposed to win this dime, and
didw’t. He ran carelessly at the rear of
a pack during one of the 1500 heats
and wipped over something, possibly
his overcomplicated psvehe. He was out.
His coaches lawyered but lost. Dave
Wottle, who may have no psyvche ar all,
but who has a funny hat and wears it
when he runs, wottled through five races
and got hopelessly boxed in all of them.
He won the 800. nevertheless, turning
ou a kick that produced an unearthly
clanking of parts and  scattering  of
bolts. But he lost out, through vacant-
mindedness, in i easy semifinal of the
1500. Peter Snell, the great New Zealand
miler and hall-miler, who was sitting
next to me, said, "He's either bloody
thick or superconfident, take vowr pick.”

The final buzzer (the second one) of
our basketball melodrama with Russia
left us lawyering again, and although we
were right. we lost that one, two. We
had played badlv—an awkward, stand-
around kind of game that did not suic
our considerable speed and ball-handling
skill—against & modestly talented but
well-drilled bunch ol Soviets. We  de-
served o lose for our wottling, and
were doing so until Doug Collins, a thin
6’6" guard with sunken checks and cold
eyes, staged a mad-dog finish. With the
U.S. behind 48—19 and zlch to go, he
drove, got smeared into the hasket sup-
poris. peeled himsell off the loor and
sank two loul shots. The Soviets called
time as they inbounded, and there was
one second lele. Their court-length pass
failed: We had won. But no, down Irom
the stands, where he had been watching
as a private citizen, cune an ofhcal of
the association that conurols world ama-
teur basketball. Hlegally, he overruled
the referee and timekeeper and ordered
the ball 1o be given 1o the Soviets with
an arbitrary three seconds left. The Rus-
sians threw the ball in, but the game
was stopped again, Now ofhicials daimed
the clock had been set back improperly
and reset it lor three seconds. This time
the in-bounds play was perfect, and this
time no one started the game over,

At 11:41 raar on September tenth, the
day ol the wrack-and-ficld hnals, and the
last day but one of the Olympics, a
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report was phoned into the ABC Televi-
sion control room that one Russian was
thought 10 be dead and three wounded
in the Olympic village. “It's real!” some-
one yelled. A few seconds before, the AP,
ticker had carrted the news that shots
had been heard in the village but that
no victim or weapon had been found.

It was 16 minutes to air ume. Film
cditors were putting together the Jast
bits ol a program of taped highlights of
the games, ABC's third show ol the day.
Almost everyone else was at the Sheraton
Hotel in Munich, celebrating the end
ol a year ol work that an ABC staff ol
more than 300 people hid put into the
games, Chuck Howard, ABC Sports vice-
president in charge of program produc-
tion, shut his eyes for a moment, then
did what was necessary: He made sure
that a reporter with a walkic-alkie was
on his way to check out the Russians,
warned ABC in New York and arranged
to have the transmission sarellite ready
several minutes early, in case the news
broke quickly.

At this point, Howard would have
helped bury a dead Russian by the dark
ol the moon 10 avoid tearing his show
apart. He had not had tme 1o scratch
his ear since one in the alternoon. For
much of the ume, he had roosted in the
stidium control room. shaping the live
coverage as It went into the tube. He
monitored some 20 TV screens, choos-
g shots lrom German television and
ABC's cameras,  decided  what
tiped fragmemts would fit into the re-
maining live time, scheduled commer-
aals, directed the technicians in the
conuol room, took direction through a
headset romm his boss. Roone Arledge,
andl through a second headset cued his
announcer, Jim McKay. (nowarp: “Tell
them he's six hundred vards ahead. . .
MCKAY: “And Frank Shorter maintains
his lead ol about six hundred yards. . . ."

own

®

“He's at

"

TIOWARD: kilometer  thirty-
cight. . . " mMckav: “Running strongly
at kilometer thirty-eight. . . " nowaro:
“Whats  difficult  about this  next
stretch?” mekay: “Bue Shorter’s prob-
lem now is. . ..

A balky tape machine in New York
prevented a commercial from running
on time, and announcer Chris Schenkel
had 10 make a fast oncamera recovery,
which he did. Erich Segal, the lLove
Story author and a marathon bulf, had
not dried up, as amatews sometimes do,
but had flowed like a faucet.

Howird now had an excellent oppor-
Lutity to turn a good day nto a rotten
one. Breaking into the taped show could
look very loolish, but missing a mujor
news break in this tense atmosphere
would look worse. Howard put oftf his
decision. It was six minutes 1o air time.

Then Peter Jennings, the man with
the walkie-talkie, called 1o say that the
Russians were Fiughing at him. They
claimed that no one was dead. He
thouglu they were on the level.

“Thanks, Peter.” said Howard, smil-
g for the hrst tme in 15 minotes. Had
the Russians drilled a defector and hid-
den the body in a cothes hamper? It
so. good luck to them. Howird (who,
gle Olym-
pic competition during the games) rolled
the taped show, then sagred olt 10 the
Sheraton to join the panty.

inadentally, had not seen a si

The night of 1the dosing ceremony
was gray and cold, the sort of weather
in which generals drink  brandv  and
soldiers wonder whether their boots will
last the winter. Old Avery Brundage,
big and pink and barcheaded, thanked
the citizens of Munich. declared the
games closed and called on the vouth
ol the world 10 reassemble four years
Later tn Montreal.

“Well, I'm a consenting adult and Charley here is a
consenting adult—that makes two out of three.”

Should they? Will our wribalism be
Iess rancid in four years? Canada’s own
Quebec Libre terrorists might be the
ones to surface, their hearts burning
with righteousness and their insulation
smoldering. The U. S. has its own tribal
zealots, and the border is unguarded.
The Arabs are unlikely 1o be recon-
ciled, and the bloody nerve ends of the
Irish wribes still might be capable of
another twitch. Black and white furies
could Iash cach other one more time.
But to list such obvious possibilities is
to foretell the past. The terrorisis of
Monurcal might be students, but why
not the cheated and embittered old?
Perhaps the Jesus people will have gone
snappish. Cells of romamics might be
hunting down scientists. And we will he
teaching school children, still. that loy-
alty to groups is a fine and holy thing.

I don't know. When the athletes
swarmed in 1o listen 10 Brundage dlose
the games, they danced wildly for half
an hour. Relief, maybe. Afterward, I was
swept along with them as they surged,
laughing. back 1o the village. 1 remem-
ber thinking that, corpses and llags aside,
it had been a good Olympics. Bur thad is
meaningless: corpses and flags aside, it
has been a good century,

An hour after the torch went our, 1
found mysell in an Italian restaurant
with a couple of pretty Austrian Olym-
pic hostesses. The U.S. handball team
was there. girlless, Tull of beer, gloomy.
No, the Olympics hadn't been worth i,
one ol them said: he wouldn't so
through that again. Go through whar3
Whole fucking thing, he said, waving
his beer and spilling it. But then the
handball team and the hostesses began
teasing one another and laughing, and
the evening ended as a lair success.

Also meaningless. But I'm tired. Let
the Canadians worry about the Montreal
Olympics. If they feel rich enough in
time, money  and bravery 10 make
another try at having a peaceful loot-
race lestival, then it would be a nice,
harmless thing o do. If not, I guess that
we will burrow deep and uy to outwait
the barbarians or (he ice age or what-
ever i ds that is coming,

Now it is late morning, and I am
sitting omside the Calé am Horn in the
Stachus district of Munich, enjoving a
tourth cup ol coflee and the muzzy sun-
light. I have had cenoush of Sports, as-
sassins, cheering lans, coaches, journalists
and my own recemt thoughts. The Aus-
trian fviend who lent the garret room 1o
me has clled to hind out how I am.
That seems important. The sunlight
seems important. The plime 1 will ke
to Boston later today seems important.
Nothing clse seems imporiant. Lile, thus
carclully narrowed down, scems not only

livable, but good.
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KILLER (continued from page 110}

use a gun: the gun, the bullets and the
balls. A lot of prople will point a gun at
you, but they haven’t got the courage to
pull the trigger. It's as simple as that. 1
would give you adds on almost anybody
you name that, if I put a gun in their
hand. they would not pull the wrigger. 1
mean, some people will go ape for a
minute and shoot, but there are lew
people who will think about it, plan it,
and then do it. To Gy out an execu-
tion with the cold knowledge of what
you're doing, you have to believe in
nothing but voursell. I believe in my-
sell. Most people have the fear of re-
prisal: 1 do not. Because lile and death
doesn’t mean anything to me. T dont
care il | live or die. and I don’t care il
anybody else lives or dies. 1 have no
emotion. None. It's all long gone.

I killed my frst man when 1 was 16
years old. T started getting into the busi-
ness when I was 11 vears old. The first
thing I did was take numbers. I got into
numbers through a guy named Joe Ba-
gels, who brought me in because he felt
sorry for me. We weren’t just poor. we
were destitute. So I did what he told me,
I showed up bright and earlv one mor
ing and 1 ser up a livde wible and chair
with a pad on the corner of Jennings
Sueet and  Wilkens  Avenwe in the
Bronx. And I took my very first num-
ber. Then | began working the OPA ol-
fice on 57th Streer in Manhattan with a
bunch of guvs. I was small then and 1
would slide in over the transom and
grab ration stamps that were  sitting
there wiiting o be destroved. We got
tons of them: sugar stamps, gasoline
stamps. cimed-goods  stnnps. every-
ihing. A livde later I got into muscle
work—I always had a nice level swing
with a Louisville slugger—and. by the
time I was 15, T was a controller in a
numbers organizition.

The hit was offered to me by a Mob
auy who protected the numbers organi-
sation I worked lor. The thought ol kill-
ing a man had never occurred 10 me
belore, T had been a violent person and
I had laid guvs out, but hitting 1 man
just hadn’t entered my mind. 1 was sit
ting ou a stoop one day and he walked
over and sat down next to me. Very cas-
uallv, without even looking at me, he
asked i1 T was interesced in making a hit.

I looked at him and said. “You got to
be kidding.” He said he was serious. [
saicl. “You must have hiliy guyvs that can
do the same job.”

He nodded. “We  understand
Just Iet me know tonight.”

At some point you either have 1o be-
come a man or [ade. For me, this was
the point. I had to make the dedision
whether T wanted to be a piece of dirt
or accomplish something. 1 was very
young, but I decided I wasn’t going o

that.

206 be a piece of shit, T wasn’t going 1o let

people walk all over me. I was going to
be aoman.

So I told him OK. I had no idea what
the guv | hit had done. 1 was given a
gun and this guy was pointed out to me.
I just walked up behind him richt on
the swreet, i broad daylight, and blew
the top ol his head off. He was dead be-
fore he hit the sidewalk. Then I turned
and walked away.

I knew I had to get rid of the gun,
but I didn’t know exactly how. The first
thing I did was go back to my apart-
ment and get a livde saw and I sawed
the gun barrel into lour quarters. Then
I ook the gun and the shells and got
on the subwav. I rode it all the way
down into Lower Manhattan, the Wall
Streer area, and I swarted throwing the
shells down the sewers. T wasn't taking
any chances, one shell o one sewer.
Then I went over to the river and
heaved the gun as far as 1 could. And
then I went home and went to bed.

I never really got to sleep. 1 just
tossed and turned for a few hours. going
over the whole thing in my mind about
a hundred times, making sure I didn't
nmike any mistakes. 1 held my breath for
about two days until 1 was positive there
were no witnesses. Then the realization
came to me that I was a made ndivid-
wial. I was a {oree to be reckoned with.
I knew that a lot ol people who had
looked at me as being a snot-nosed
wisc-ass kidd would now be speaking to
me in dilferenmt tones.

The job paid 55000. Five thousand
dollars! It seemed like a billion dollars.
My older hrother was working ten hours
a dayv i a warehouse and bringing home
521 a week. It wasn't a matier of Killing
someone, but rather saving mysell. Five
thousand dollars. That's how it started.

Contrary o legend, there is no great
celebration alter you make your first hit,
I mean. nobody throws a party lor you
or anything. But yvou are made. The
word is out very quickly that you are
a capable individual. That you e a
gunsel, a gun, a cmnon, a hit man,
a boy that will do the job. In The God-
father, they said. “Make your bones.”
Now, I never heard that belore, but it
has the same meaning.

That was the heginning of my real ca-
reer. But soon alwer, it almost ended. 1
was picked up for breaking up three
prople with a baseball bac and given a
choice by the judge: the Army or a home
for juventle offenders. 1 like to say I
consider the Army a very exclusive club:
It 1ok the recommendation of a judge
and 12 jurors 1o get me in.

Actually, the Army was gomd 10 me. It
sent me to horea as an infantrynin and
taught me how to use a gun correctly. So
I guess vou could say the Army did in-
deed teach me a career. It also taught
me something about Joyalty. I had one

of my closest [riends killed there. We
had literally been through hell wogether
and, after some gook shot him, me and
this other guy curied his body back 70,
that’s seven-oh, miles, I could leave any-
body in the world out there, but 1 just
couldn’t leave him. I guess I'm a para-
dox, but the three ol us had been
through so much. He wius from Bosion
and he had been a thiel all his life. The
third guy was a tough, quict kid from
Ohio. That was our wio. We hung to-
gether all the time, we fought the whole
world together and we took care of one
another preuy good. He was killed on
the very lust job we did. As I said, 1
could have lelt anybody ont there, it
wouldn’t have bothered me at all. T left
a hell of a lot of people out there, but 1
felt T had no right leaving him. I had to
bring him home. So we took turns carry-
ing his body and we were ten days be-
hind everyone else getting back. But it
was just something that T had to do. It's
not that I value lile, he was dead. But
I just couldn’t leave his body out there
lor the buzzards.

I put my Army training to use as soon
as I was separated. I was working out
in California for a man named Jack
Dragna. 1 learned 1o love thut man, be-
cause of the way he weated me. He save
mc rL’ﬁ']Jl'C[ ;l"(l ]Il' IL". me carmn a gl’(‘ilt
deal of money. He taught me the dif-
fevence between right ind wrong—and
how to do wrong beter.

betore he died, Jack controlled South-
cn California. T mean, vou couldn’t
take a shit between Los Angeles and
the Mexican border or the Pacific and
Nevada unless Jack had a picee ol the
toilet paper. He knew that I was a wild
man, but he didn’t know how wild. He
wanted to test me and oftered me a hit,

“Sure.” 1 told him. “why not?” |
unever did find out what number two
had done either. Jack just showed me
his picture and gave me a gun. 1 stood
in a public parking lot for an entire aft-
ernoon waiting lor this guy. Finally he
showed up and started walking toward
his car. He never made it

There is a multitude of reasons a man
is killed: He may be a stool pigeon, he
may be oo greedv—the man he is work-
ing for might suspect he is aking wo
much, the man he is working lor might
think he is 100 ambitious. he might be
blown away hearuse he has not lived up
to the obligations he is supposed 1o live
up ta. the job might be planned by an
underling wyving o tike over lrom a
boss. the target could be a Moly member
who has become a junkie and s there-
lore unreliable or it could even be
ment lor an attempted  double  cross.
There is alwiys a good reason lor it
and it always involves doing something
you shouldn’t be doing as a member ol
orgamized crime.

Innocent people, civilians, are very,
very rarely hit. You recently saw the
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reason lor that in New York City. You
hid hall a battalion of Mob guys killed
and nobody said a word. But two meat
salesmen were killed accidentally and
they almost declared martial law.

We leave avilians alone. We don't
hurt them and we don’'t work for them.
As a matter of face il a avilian winted
o buy a hit. he might be able to get
someone who has done a [ew, hut he
couldn’t get anyone connected with the
Mob. And chances are he would just he
taken for his moncy, which  happens
quite olten. A guy will pay someone to
make a hit and then the hie will never
be made. What's he gonna do about itz
Who's he gonna complain to?

Mob guys very rarely take  owside
work, because they can't trust civilians,
The police lean on them and  they
fold. They've never been  battered
by questions, they've never been men-
telly assaulted, so they're gonna quit on
you. The police are experts. they can
uon vou up one side and down the
other with their questions. And who
needs 1o depend on an outsider?

Not me. And not any professional hir
man that I know. 1 just don't want to
mess with your so-called honest civizens.
As a rule, you just can’t trust them.

I did come close once. Tony Bender
wsked me o see a avilian aboud doing a
job lor him and Tony had been very
good to me, so 1 said OK. My meet was
i very, very wealthy New York City
socialite, a real blue blood. | figured
maybe somehody was leining on him
businesswise.  Generlly,  civilians want
other civilians hit o seule  personal
scores and 1 don’t want o ger involved

in that. This guv wanmted a broad hit in
the head. T found it very unusual for a
guy to want 1o hit a broad. so [ asked
him about . He said he had been
shacking up with her and things were
getting comphicated.

Belore giving him an answer, I started
doing a linle investigating on my own,
and I lound out the reason he wanted
her hie in the head was that she had
the nerve 10 ger pregnant. 1 figured
maybe she wanted a lot of money, but |
was wrong. All she wanted was 1o make
sure the kid was properly cared for. She
didn’t want no big amount of moncy,
she wasn't looking to shake him down
and she didn’t want o get involved with
the soctal register. All she wanted was
something like S250 a month for the kid.
My blue-blooded  friend  was aervified
that someone would find out about the
baby and it would embarrass his Lanily.
This was just an innocent linde girl. just
a Kid hersell, and this guy wanted me
to Kill her. For whatz To protect his
reputation?

I wemt back and I told the guy,
“I am going 10 give you some very bad
news. One. you're gonna give this Kid
S100.000 and then you're gonna give her
S2500 4 month until thar kid is old
enough to uke cire of uisell. I you
don’t, motherfucker, I'm gonna pur a
bullet in your head and I'm gonna let
the whole world know why you got
Killed.” He went running 1o see Tony,
Tony twld him he couldn't interlere
with me. Actually he could’ve, bin he
didn’t want 1o,

The guy hinally gave her the money. 1
still hear from this girl every once in a

“Arthur, when you're finished, I'd like to discuss a divorce.”

while. She's marnied and lives out in the
Midwest. She sends me pictures ol her
diughter. bur I'm o part ol her pass
she would rather lorget. Bun vou see the
problems you get imo when vou deal
with civilians, 1 like 10 stick 10 my own.
It's easier.

Every hit begins with o contract. 1
youre working independently, as 1
uswilly do. the peopic who nead yowm
services get in touch with you. A mect-
ing is set up and details are discussed
I'm told what the job entails, how much
it pays and occasionally what the beel
is. These details will probably 1ip me
off 10 who the party is. bur Pl varely
ask his name until | deade 1o go ahead
and make the hie Onee 1 know  the
area, I can pin it down o lown or
fve guys. Il 1 hgure ] know a couple
of them, I'll say “Pass.” 1l it's OK. 1'll
lean forward and agree 1o do business.

There is no set price lor a hi It de
pends on who the man s, how difhoulo
the job will be and what the rvesults
(who'll gain what) will be. It usually
averages between SI0.000 and S25.000
and could go higher. The largest con-
tract I've ever heard ol was an open
oller ol 250,000 Payable o amvene that
could get o Joe Valuchi, But nobody
woutld ke the job. It the Mol could
have gotten o him. nobody would ever
talk o the police again, because it
would have completely  destroyed  1he
confidence ol anybody  who  thought
about becoming an inlormer. (Fhere's
a story thar Valachi was causing prob-
lems in prison and word was sent to
Bobby Kennedy. “Tell him w stop i~
Kennedy supposedly said. “or we'll et

him g0.7) lhe most I've ever been
olfered  was 350,000 and  I've  been
oflered that a lew times. The last wis

tor Jocy Gallo. 1 twrned it down because
Joey and 1 were Iriends. we had grown
up within the organizuion wgether,

I remember one tume, when 1 was just
stting out, Jocy and I went out on a
muscle job together. 1 was driving and
all of a sudden 1 look over and he wis
staring ino the remview mirror naking
terrible faces. "Hey,” | said, “what the
luck do you thiuk you're doing”

He just kepr on doing it and stopped
long enough o say. “I'm just praciing
looking imean.” 1 just couldin't do Joey.

A conmriet is always a verbal agree
ment, but these contracts are as strong
as any written document in the world.
You don't have to sign 11, you guarantee
any conract you agree w with your lile.

The moncey is paid in advance. The
full amount. Alter the conraa is our,
the man who started the whole thing
can rescind it but no money is returned.
Once 1 ke your money, I'm going to
make the hit—unless you el me you've
changed your mind. FThat’s fine, but
youre going 1o have to pay the lull
amount lor that privilege.

There is a guarantee in the contrac
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PLAYBOY

covering the unlikely situation that I'm
caught. 1 will not talk. Not a word.
Not a sound. Not a peep. Nothing. In
order to ensure that, the party with
whom I've made my deal must pay all
my legal [ees, support my [amily the
entire time I'm in jail and have some-
thing waiting for me the day I get out,
I once sat in jail for ten months wait-
ing to come to trial and, when I was
released, I was given $50.000 for keep-
ing my mnouth shut.

That may sound like a lot of money,
but it’s worth it to the Mob. Knowing
my flamily is being supported and I'm
carning while I'm siuting, there's no rea-
son for me to 1alk. The only other
alternative the Mob has is to try and kill
me and that's stupid. because if they
did no prolessional would ever work for
them again. Amatews, like this goy
Johnson who shot Joe Colombo, they
don’t get this sort ol deal, beciuse there
s no doubt that, when caught. they
would reveal everything. The moment
Johnson shot Colomho, he signed his
own death warrant.

If you happen o be a full-time em-
ployee of a particular organization, the
contriact procedure is a litle different. 1M
you're on salary and they tell you some-
hody has got to go, he goes. Makes no
difference who he is and how close the
two of you might be. He's gone. A
new soldier for that big organization
in the sky.

Under any circamstances, if I ke
your money, the job is going to be done.
Ounce | take o ponny. Dve guaranteed
that contract with my lile. And so 1
want to make sure it gots done quickly
and correctly. That's where experience
COmes in.

Planning a hit is not dithcult. There
are only a lew simple rules you have to
be aware of: You do not kill & man in
his own home: you do not kill a man
in front of his own Lonily (Gallo went
down in [ront of his wile and daughter
because Colombo was shot in Ivomt of
his sous); you do not harm his family;
vou do not hit him in a church or near
a place of worship; you do not 1orture
@ man (we're not his jodges, just his
executioners): and you do not rob him.
Other than thae, he's all yours,

There are three basic ways 1o plan a
hit. The hit man will be given the par-
1y's routine, or he'll study the man and
pick up his routine himself, or the party
will be brought 1o him at a preselected
spot. I like to do as much as possible my-
sclf. 1 like being in total control and 'l
spend as much time as necessary to make
sure everything is exactly the way I want
it. I once dlocked a man for ten days be-
lore I hit him. This guy was a numbers
controller who was lingering other con
trollers to be robbed. He used to park
his car in a gas station overnight and 1

210 decided that would be the place. He

didn’t realize what was about to happen
until 1 pulled the cannon. Then he real-
ized—I'm gonna die. He started 1o heg,
but T didn’t give him a chance 1o get
five words out of his mouth. He knew
why, and 1t wasn't my job to give him
a lecture. But that gas station was the
pertect spot. dosed, quiet and dark.

The safest way is to have the party
brought to you. Il I'm told the hit is
being set up this way, I get to the loca-
tion early and check it out carelully.
IT I'm not completely satisfied with it, I
may not do the job. Afer all. it's my
head in the noose. I got sent 10 St. Louis
once on a loan. They had the thing all
lined up and needed an outside gun.
When | got there, I said. “Look. you
guys don't mind il I wke a couple of
days and see if 1 go along with the plan.
do you?" I wouldn’t cire if the FBI had
checked 1t out in advance, I wanted
to check it mysell. They agreed and [
found their schedule was perfect and the
spot they picked was perfect. Only then
did I pull the wigger.

When you're just starting owt in this
business, a backup man is normally sent
along to make sure everything goes cor-
rectly, but most ol the time vou go out
by yoursell or, at worst, with a single
driver. The only exception is when
you're hitting someone in a crowded
area and you think there is a chance you
might be chased. Then you use a get-
away car and a aash car. The aash car
is set up to block trafic alter the job is
done and. il somebody tries 1o follow
you. to “accidentally” crash into them.
Under any  drcumstances. you're only
going 1o use the gelaway cir 10 go a few
blocks. Then, depending on where you
are, you're going to get out of your vehi-
cle and lose voursell as quickly as you
cmm in a cowd. or ke some public
tansportation, or ride a cab, or even
take another car that you have waiting.

The most important thing is 1oty to
isolate your victim. I may be sitting in
his G waiting for him and, as soon as
he gets ine I blast him. or T may have
made aangements for him to be picked
up by someone he wusts and bhrought 1o
a destivation where I'll be waiting. If
possible. is grear 1o crch him Lae at
night. But catching him alone is really
the important  thing. because. il you
don’t. innocent people might get hurt
and you don’t want that. no way,

I've never had a problem with inno-
cent people. because ve always been
very Guelul about picking my spots. But
il Fwas on a job and an innocent per-
son got in the way. they would have to
go. 1 know I wouldn't lfeel good about
doing it. but T know I'd kill them any-
way. It's part ol being a real profes-
sional. Other people don’t take as much
cwe as I do. Linde Aungie Pisano. for
example, was with a girl when he re-
ceived a phone cill and was 1old to

come o a meeting. The jerk brought
the girl with him. Now, it is a clear vio-
lation of the rules to bring a civilian
with you to any business meeting. So,
when he showed up, his killers were
waiting for him. They had no choice—
the girl had 10 go, too. And she did.

If you get a guy alone, he's gone. 1've
only heard of one miss. The Persico
people tried o kill Larry Gallo by siran-
gling him and right in the middle of the
thing a cop walked in. 1 don’t know why
they went through all that trouble. To
me it’s a waste ol time o put a rope
around a guy's neck. What's it gonna
prove—that he lived a few seconds
longer? If they had any smarts, they
would have put a silencer on a gun and
pumped a bullet in his head. So if some
cop walked in two minutes Lauer, what's
the big deal? Do you realize how [far
away you can be in two minutes?

Sometimes, though, it's impossible to
get a guy alone. Maybe he has 100 many
bodyguards., or maybe he's very carelul.
Then you have to hit him in public. On
a job like this, the importan thing is 10
be cool. If vou're carelul, there is ac
tually very linle to worry about. Now,
I've walked into restaurants in which my
man was sitting and I've calmly walked
over and calmly pulled the wigger and
then 1 turned around and calmly walked
out. I didn't run. 1 just make sure. in a
situation like this, that 1 use something
that’s going to make a lot of noise, be-
cause 1 want everybody in that place
diving under tables. T was fortunate
enough to see the police report on num-
ber 14, which 1 did in a restrrant. 1
wias deseribed by 11 diflerent people in
11 different ways and not one ol
them was totally accurate.

Like every professional hit man I've
ever known. I've always used a gun. Al
wiays. All 38 mimes. T am a good shot and
I know where I'm going to hit you and
you are going to die. No one has lived
yet. I have steady hands, a sharp eye—I
still don't wear glasses—and  a groat
amount of conhdence.

I prefer to use a 88 revolver when-
ever possible, beciuse 1s not oo big
and 1 know it will always fire nnless
I have a bad cartridge in there or the
hammer’s busted. and I always check
to make sure this is not the ease. Nor-
mally. I use a silencer. That way, the
gun doesn’t make any loud noises, just
a small pillc You wry to cach a guy
in the head with your first shot, because
that ends the argument quickly,

A magnum, which is a very big gun,
is nice o have around. but vou're not
going 1o vse it beciuse it's oo heavy
and you need fluidity when you're doing
a job. Its not that accurate a
weapou, beciuse when you pull the
trigger you ger a severe recoil. Il vou
were holding it at hip level when you
fired, by the time you got through you'd
be pointing at the sky.

also



At one point, drowning was popular,
but no more. Why go through the
trouble of wiking somebody and drag
ging them to a spot where there is water
andd then drowning him? Because  you
want it to look like an accident: Bull-
shit! You don’t want it 1o look like an
accident! You want people 1o know
why a guy was hie It serves as a warning
1o others.

The weapon T cury every day was es
pecially made for me by a biend who is
an excellent mechanic. IUs a gun about
two and one hall inches in length and
about an inch wide. It's about hall an
inch thick amd. in general, looks just
like o cigarette lighter. It is actually a
trigger mechanism. I have buckshor car-
tridges that have been designed lor this
weapon, I simply screw the cartridges in
and pull the wigger and. at 30 {eet or
less. T ocan make a cowd out ol vou.
As [ar as 1 know, there are only about
five weapons like this in existence, and
I love 1t because there’s no recoil and
no markings are lele on the bullen

I've heard of people who have used
knives, hatchets and ice picks, who'll
stringle you and giorote vou, and every
once in a while someone’ll use some-
thing exotic like a blowtorch, Lately
I've been hearing about a new weapon.
IU's a certain wype of gas that you
spray in someone’s face. Not only does
it kill him innmmediately, it leaves the

exact same altereffects as a heart attack.
I'm quite certain that the two men
who were involved in the wial of
Newark Mayor Hugh Addonizio were
killed this way. It's very swange that
two important witnesses should die of
heart  attacks behind  the wheels  of
their cirs. But real professionals use guns.
I would never use anmvthing else. because
I don't like 10 ger too close to my man.
I'm not looking to he sophisticated. F'm
looking 1o do i job and not get caughe,
and so I never ger closer than [our or
five [ect. I've got no compunction about
it. I just figure 1c's easier. 11 'm thae
close, he's not going anywhere.

Helll if I'm within four or hve fect of
him. he's dead. If's imporuan o see it
up so the guy never really has a chance
10 move or protect himsell or run away.
The farthest 've had 1o chase a guy was
about 30 vards, and that was someone
¢lses Laule. This guy was brought out 1o
a ficld in the middle of nowhere. He
thought he was going 10 a business mect
ing. But the driver let him ger out of
the car belore T was ready, he saw me
and took ofl. 1 chased him on foot and.
when 1 got dose enough. T pumped four
bullets into him. End of story.

He was one ol the Tew tlur had tha
much time. Very few of the 58 ever
knew what was about to hit them., T was
the last thing they ever saw. I've rarely

said a word to any of them. What am I
going to say? There's nothing to be siid.
A lot of times you'll get ready to hit a
man and he'll realize briefly what's hap-
pening and make the sign of the cross.
or he'll start soreaming, “No!™ But be-
fore he can get anything out. it's nsually
all over.

Let me give vou an example of a per-
fect hit. Number 27. 1 was working for a
particular organization and it was de-
cided that a4 man was going 1o die be-
cause he had become 100 ambitions. He
wias trying to move up too quickly, T was
contacted and told there was a contract
I was to fullill. The price. | was told
over a soggy pizza (if there is one thing
I am a true expert about. it is pizza mak-
ing . .. oand cating), was 520000,

“Do 1 set up my own deal or do you
set it up for me?” I asked. He told me |
wias on my own and I began studying
my man, | ook about a week, and by
the end ol the week, T knew what time
he left his house. where he went. who
he saw, what business he conducted on
what davs and. finally. who he was sleep-
ing with. I noticed that this man contin-
wally drove through an isolated wwea and
I studicd this area carefully, trving 10
find i good quict spot 1 could pick him
off in. T couldu’t find exactly what |
wanted, so 1 looked for another place.

I discovered hie had a gillviend thin
he visited on the nights he made his
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“Oh, boy! Here comes my pusher!”

gambling collections and 1 picked one
ol those nights. T used a driver, bur I
made sure he parked about a block away
so he couldn’t actually see what T was
doing. That way he couldn't testify 1o a
single thing. He wasn’t about to hear
the shots, because T worked with a si-
lencer. I'm not looking to attract anen-
von. As I said, the only time 1 won't use
asilencer is when I'm working in a pub-
lic place. because then 1 want people
panicking, screaming, going lor the floor.

When this guy come out of his girl-
friend’s house about six in the morning,
I was standing there leaning against a
light post. 1 hit him as he walked 1o his
car. Three shots and he went down. 1
walked over and put another one i the
back of his head. My driver dropped me
off at my own car and I got in and
drove home. The first thing 1| did that
morning was get rid of the gun.

Most professional hits are similar 10
that one. The only time it’s really differ-
ent 1s when a boss is mvolved. First of
all, a boss is never killed unless it has
been agreed upon by other bosses. And
then it's usually an inside job. Killing a
boss is a very intricate and expensive op-
eration. [ understand that lor the Albert
Anastasia hit, Joev Gallo gor S30.000,
plus control ol cortain territories  in
south Brooklyn.

There are two ways to Kill a boss. The
casiest way s 10 get o the bodvguard or
a top man in the organization and make
adeal with him. In most cases you can;
there are lew hodyguards thar are really
loyal to their bosses. Take  Anastasia.
Gallo got to his bodyguard, Trigger
Mike Coppola. When Anastasia was hav-
g lus vegular morning shave, Trigger

212 Mike just stepped aside and et them

take him. Simple. Quick. Eflicient. Easy.

Now the tougher way. If the body-
guard does not agree o the hit, he has
to go, too. I was working for Meyer Lan-
sky at one point and some representa-
uves of Vito Genovese mvited me (o a
mecting. They had dedded that Meyer
wias 1o be hit. An offer was made and [
said no thank you. Maybe some people
don’t, but 1 really believe in being
loyal to an individual who helps you
carn. But by saying no, 1 had made my-
sell a target.

The only reason T wasn't killed right
on the spot, alter I twrned them down,
was because 1 had a gun in my hand.
Whenever T go to meet somebody on
business, I always wear a pair of pants
in which the pocket has been cut out
so I can reach through o a gun 1 have
strapped 1o the inside of my leg. In this
particular instance, we were sitting in a
restaurant, me with my back to the wall.
After I said no, the guy said, “I'm sorry
to hear that.”

I pulled my cannon out and laid it on
the table. " Now, why is that?” 1 said.

He said. "We'll be seeing you” and
got up and lefe. I made one mistake
alter that—1I didn’c tell Mever, It alimost
cost me my life. but 1 thought I could
handle it.

I couldn’t. I was coming out of a
bank in Miami Beach and three guys
opened up on me. IU's a very strange
thing to be hit by a bullet. For a second
there is a vemendous burning sensation,
then shock takes over. Then you go into
what I would call himbo—cverything
moves in sort of slow motion. You can
feel the impact. but nou the pain, when
you're hit again, but you're not sure
exactly what you're doing. That's when

vour reflexes take complete conrol. The
next thing I remember. I had a gun in
my hand and T was using it. I remember
hiting one guy and sceing his head ex-
plode. I remember shooting the second
guy. I never saw the third guy. (A few
years later, 1T was sicting in an lalian
restauvant aaud this guy walks over and
said, “You don’t know me, but I was
almost your executioner.” We talked
about it. I wasn't angry. I understood,
Business is business.)

The lawyer I had gone to the bank
with managed to get me o a cab, The
next thing I knew, I was lving on a slab
in an empty warchouse and a doctor
was cutting bullets out of me. One week
Liter I was on a boat to Brazl, where
I stayed, well supported, for a year.

So they didn’t get through me and
they didn’c get Meyer. More recently,
they did get to Colombo’s bodyguard,
Gennaro Ciprio. Now, he stayed  with
the Colombo organization after the
shooting, because he figured the Mob
would be swallowed up and he would
get a bewer position. It was good figur-
ing. Unfortunately for the late M,
Ciprio, it was also wrong. When the
shooting  started  between  the  Gallo-
Colombo people, he was one of the first
to go. His own people shot him for
sctting up Colombo. You might call it a
penalty shot, I guess.

In any case, boss or soldier, the first
thing you do alter making a hit is dis-
pose of the weapon. Once the weapon is
out of your hands, and can’t be wraced
biack 1o you. it's almost impossible 1o get
pinned with a aime. No weapon, no
murder vap. 1 break up every gun I use
that I don’t leave on the spot. | have a
riend who has a lide machine shop
and he takes the gun and melts it down,
Or I'll bring it to a junk yard and fip it
into one ol the compressors. Goodbye,
gun. As soon as the barrel is destroyed,
you're sale. Once that's gone, there is no
way ol matching the buller to the gun.

As I said, sometimes 1 leave it right
on the spot. I'll do this il it's a sto-
Ien weapon and it's completely clean.
There’s really nothing o worry about.
The handle of the gun has ridges and
won't pick up fingerprints (unless you're
stupid enough 10 use something like 2
pearlhandled revolver, and if you do,
you deserve to get caught). The hanumer
has ridges, oo, and there is always a line
right down the middle of the trigger.
Sometimes I'l wipe the gun, anyway,
just 10 be certain, because fingerprings
can kill you. One guy blasted a target
with a shotgun and left the shoigun
there. Fine, except he also lelt his finger-
prints on it. So he had 10 go, 100.

After I make a hi, and get rid of the
gun, I follow my regular schedule. 1 re-
member hitting a guy and going directly
from the hit 10 a wedding reception.
And then 1 forget abour it




One thing 1 never, ever do is plan an
alibi in advance. To me that is really
stupid, because, by planning, you've got
to get other people involved. If you ask
them to {ront for you, they know you're
going 10 do somcthing. But if I do the
job right. who's gonna know I'm there?
If 1 have to, T can always set up an alibi.
I can get 18 guys to swear they were
playing cards with me. Or I can get the
ownecr ol some restomant or movie
theater who owes me a favor o swear 1
was there. No problems.

The police usually don’t bother you
too much. cither. Number one, the
cops are not going to knock their
brains out on a Mob hit, because his-
tory shows they are not going to be
able 1o get corroborating testimony. even
if they know who did the job, which
they do in a lot of so-far “unsolved™
cases. Don’t underestimate the police.
They do a really good job. But when
a Mob guy is hit by another Mob
guy . . . well. let’s say they're not overly
disappointed and don’t work as hard
as they might under other circumstances.

You can almost forget about witnesses.
There have been very lew people will-
ing to testify against Mob people. Not
so much because they tend to disappear
but because your average individual is a
family person and he is terrified some-
one in his family will ger hure il he gets
involved. And, second, they're just not
that socially conscious. They think just
like the cops, what the hell, he only
killed another gangster, what's the dit-
[erence? Let ‘em all kill one another.

Who can blame them? The newspa-
pers. television, movies, magazines and
books have done our job lor us. They've
scared the hell out ol your so-called hon-
est citizen. Let me ask you a question:
Alter seeing The Godfather, would you
testify against Don Corleoue? Shit, afier
sceing The Godfather, would you cven
testily against Marlon Brando?

Every once in a while, though, you
do get a rare soul who is willing to tes-
tify. Although I have never been con-
victed, 1 have been questioned in 17
murder cases. For the record, I was guilty
three times. I have been brought before
a grand jury a total of seven times; lour
times [ was released and three times 1
was held for trial. T have spent time in
jails all across the country, always wait;
ing trial, never conviced. The district
attorney in New York thought he had
me once, but by the time we got to trial,
th .‘ilill(f.,‘i wilnesses  were no lUIlgcl'
available to them. They had gone on an
extended vacation; I never did find out
exactly why they chose that time. The
D. A. wanted o continue my trial until
they returned, whenever that might be,
but my lawyer started screaming. “Your
Honor, this is ridiculous!” he yelled.
“My client has spent almost a ycar

siving in jail and we are ready to go
to wial.” The judge gave the D.A. 24
liours to produce the witnesses.

That D. A. was upset. He was mad.
The next day he told the judge, “Your
Honor, we cannot locate the witnesses,
but we think the delendant had some-
thing to do with their disappearance.”

My lawyer laughed. “How could that
happen?” he asked. “He's been in jail
since last year.” Case dismissed. I'm told
those witnesses didn’t return for almost
a full year. They sure must have liked
wherever they were.

About the only thing you have o
think about, alier the gun, the witnesses
and the police, is the body. Most of the
time it’s best to leave them where they
fall, but sometimes certain people prefer
to have them simply disappear off the
lace of the earth. What the hell, they're
paying for i. One organization brings
their leltovers to a junk yard that has a
compressor and makes them part ol next
year's Lincoln. Another uses a [urnace.
And there are still some undiscovered

Wiy
ﬂ.?hl-‘-"‘

farms with lots of shallow graves [eruiliz-
ing the plants. 1 suppose the most popu-
lar places are construction sites. The
organization finds an area where con-
crete is about to be poured and they put
the body in there. Some guy comes to
work the next morning and, what does
he know, he pours the concrete. Here's a
helplul hint. though: Always pour lime
over the body or, when it starts decom
posing. it's going to smell just terrible.

I've only Inoken onc rule in my ca
reer. 1 have killed three men for re-
venge—and [ made them sufler when I
did it. Normally. you're supposed 10 get
permission, but I didn’t bother. It scems
like a bad movie when I think about it.
1 remember in Nevada Smith, Steve
McQueen tracked down the three guys
who killed his parents and, when he
found the third one, he just couldn’t kill
him. That's the difference between real
life and the pictures. There wasn't a
man on the face of this earth that was
going to stop me.

It was 1958 and I had made a deal to

“As I understand it, these people recently
moved in here and they've the only ones in the
neighborhood who won’t join in wife swapping.”
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bring narcotics into the country from
Mexico. My cut was supposed 1o be
$40,000, but. instead of paying me, the
party thought it would be a grear deal
cheaper to kill me. Unfortunately, when
he sent his goons to my house, 1 wasn't
there. My wile, who was. was [our
months pregnant at the time. They
came into the house looking for me and
when they realized I wasn’'t home, they
got abusive. One of them kicked her in
the stomach and left her lving on the
kitchen floor. She started hemorrhaging
She was dead by the time some neigh-
bors got her to the hospital.

They caught up to me in Reno, Ne-
vada. I had just come out of one of the
casinos—I didn’t know what had hap-
pened o my wile—and I started to cut
through this alley over by some rail-
road tracks. The lights blanked out.
I was smashed over the head with a
blunt instrument.

Ten days Later 1 came to, paralyzed
from the neck down, in the Washoe
Medical Center. The doctor manipulated
my vertechrae and managed to restore
some [eeling in my body. The next day
some friends came and they told me
what had happened to my wile.

That was the day I stopped cwing
whether I lived or died. That was the
day 1 lost all fear of death. All 1 had
within me was hatred. I would not have
gone alter the three men for what they
did to me—Dbusiness was business—and
1 would have seutled with the head man,
But they were dead the moment they
kicked my wile.

We bad only been married a few
months. When we got married, I didn't
know il I was going to stay in this busi-
ness or not. 1 certainly never would've
stayed in as a hit man if she had lived;
I even like to think I would have quit.
You talk about your life changing
around because of a woman . mine
did. She was a real clean kid. And she
was mine. For the first time in my life, 1
had found somcone who made me com-
pletely happy. I could say that, until
that point, 1 didn’t know what happi-
ness was. All my life I had been a taker,
everything I owned I had had 10 grab.
But for the first time in my lile, 1 had
found someone who was willing to give
simply because she liked me. There were
never any threats, any wild shows. she
liked me just because I was me.

And then my whole world exploded. It
just came apart. It changed me quite a
bit. Before this, 1 was wild and crazy,
but I just wasn’t mean. This made me
mean. As soon as 1 could move, 1 got on
the telephone and called the guy who
had set the whole thing up. He picked
up the phone. All I said was, “You made
a mistake, fuck. I'm still alive.”

I laid in the hospital for eight months

914 and one day the doctor walked in and

said T could cither lie there like a vege-
table for the rest of my lile or risk an
operation. I asked him what my chances
were.

“Even,” he said. “You'll either walk
out or be carried out by eight of your
best Iriends.” I didn’t give a damn cither
way, so 1 told him to swart cutting.
Seven months later, 1 walked out of that
hospital. And went alter the threc men
who had killed my wife.

1 started 1o hunt them down. I carried
.22 long-range flat-nosed bullets, because
I wanted them to suffer. At shornt range
they won’t kill you, but they will smash
your bones and make you bleed. The
first one I found in California. 1 killed
him very slowly. I had wapped him in
arbage-filled alley and he started
swearing he had nothing to do with it
There was no way 1 was going to listen.
I just started to pump bullets into him
methodically. First into his legs. so he
couldn’t move. Then into his rib cage,
so he would bleed. Then into his
shoulders, and then 1 shot his ears
off. T just kept reloading the gun, 1
was having a good time. Then 1 left him
there to die.

I found the second one in Mexico and
killed him the same way. I had never
known anything as sweer as these kill-
ings. They were wonderful sights. 1
could smell the fear. II you've ever won-
dered why an animal attacks somcone
who's alraid of him, it's because the lear
just pours out of him and creates an
odor. I saw it. 1 smelled it 1 loved it

I had to chase the third one complete-
ly across the country. He knew 1 was
after him and he ried o hide. It 1ok
me almost a year to find him, but 1 did.
in New York City. He went down just
like the first two. Then I got on the
phone to the boss. 1 said two words,
“You're next.” and then I hung up. But
before I could get him. he was arrested
on a narcotics charge. That bust saved
his life. T guaraniee it. He is doing 25
years and 1 pray he's doing hard time
every one of those days. And, il he lives
through it, the day he walks out, T will
be standing there waiting for him. 1
sweir it.

- - -

Why do I do it Why do I kill people?
There are a number of reasons. Ob-
viously, the money. I like money. 1 like
what money can buy, what it can bring
vou. 1 remember when T didn’t have it,
when 1 ate meat maybe once cvery
month. 1 never missed a meal when 1
was a kid, I just postponed a few. I re-
member that,

And I like the status it brings. I'm
somebody. An awful lot of people are
terrified of me. And fascinated. Women,
especially. Believe it or not, there are
certain “hit-men groupies,” women who
just have 10 get close o a man who has
killed people. 1 like women being at-

racted o me. T didn’t have what vou
would call a normal social lile; 1 didn’y
do much dating when I was growing up.
And 1 know I'm not the best-looking
guy in the world, either, so if it’s being
the tough killer that turns women on.
I'll play that part, I'll be as ough as
they want. Usually, though, after they
know you, they ger sick. They feel
they've corrupted themselves.

I also see killing as a test of loyalty
and courage.

In business terms, the ability to pull
the trigger is vitally important. If you
expect to progress in any organization,
you have to be able to do it. 1 would
say almost every man who has ever he-
come a boss has pulled it somewhere
along the line.

And, finally, T guess T do it because 1
enjoy it. T like having the power of
knowing that T am it, that I can make
the final decision ol whether someone
lives or dies. It is an awesome power.

I would say, overall, that Fve been
very successful in my chosen profession.
My wife and I live well, we have {riends.
we get respect. Most of the people in my
family know what I do, but they don’t
ever really ask questions. Every once in
a while my cousin. the cop. and me will
talk about our different businesses. All
he's ever said to me is, “Be carelul, kid,
be careful.”

Some of our neighbors have a pretty
good idea I'm in the business. One
woman once said something to my wile
about me being a hood. My wile really
started screaming, “How do you know
that? Have you ever secen him do any-
thing? Until you have some prool. you
keep your big mouth shut.”

Don't try to analyze me, or any other
hit man. either. T would guess there are
mayvbe 1000 still working at it through-
out the country. But, except in New
York, there hasn’t been that much work
lately, so T guess you might accurately
cill us a dying breed. The thing about
us that's so unusual is that we're so
vsual. A man who's sadistic. who's crazy-
wild, who's a troublemaker, who has
strange habits or stands out in a crowd,
he can't make it. He'll be disposed ol.

Hit men differ in a thousand ways.
Some are friendly, some moody, some
tall. some short. some bald and, lately,
even some with long hair. You'd
never be able to pick one out in a
crowd, but then again, you won't have
to. A good hit man is known only to
those people who have to know who
he is.

What makes a good hit man? Pride
and conhdence. A good hit man goes
out, does his job, comes home to his
family and can sit down and eat his
dinner without any problems. After all,
no one likes to bring his work home

with him.




“I've heard of singing telegrams, but this is ridiculous!”
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l" l"I[ ﬂnl.i (continued [rom page 128)

The caped figure across from him had
not moved,

“Waner!”

“Msieu?”

“Another cognac. A double!”

It was placed before him. He wwisted
the glass slowly and then raised it
toward his lips. About to toss it down,
his hand Iroze on the glass. The caped
oficer had  ceased his wvigil and  was
slowly crossing the stones ol the place.
His baton swung restlessly at his side.

Claude [elt fear evaporate as quickly
as it had come. He had always known
the day might come. A plan [ormed, as
plans always formed for him. He would
not answer the questions; he would pre-
tend he had not heard. When the flic
bent lower, he would receive a double
dose of cognac in the eves! The police-
man was big. but he did not look very
[ast. Off and running! Take the securi-
ties from the satchel on the run and the
rest jettisoned, maybe under the flic's

feet! Here he comes. Clande's fingers
lowered the glass slowly,

The policeman shouldered his way
through the scattered  tables,  passed
Claude witheut a glince and cime o
rap on the bar counter with his baton.
The waiter looked up.,

“Msieu?”

“Your telephone

Claude  Irowned. Calling for the
wagon? His musdles tensed, prepared.
The voice ol the policeman came now,
but it was surprisingly nervous, oddly
(‘l'"lglllg.

“Marie? Where have you been? 1 fin-
ished my tour nearly an hour ago.
... I've been up and down the Rue
Cologne several times. . . . No, no, my
darling! Of course I'm not complaining,
... I'm merely. . . . No. no. darling!
Believe me, ol course I sull want.
.. I0s simply that, - . " There was a
pause as the uniformed man listened
further. “I'm at the Place Duquesne, on

"

“Aw, geez, Ma!”

the Rue Cologne. . . . Ten minues? | . .
Ol course, my sweet. . . . No, no, 1 don’t
mind! . . . No. no. I'll wait.

Claude bit back a grin, hghting hard
not 1o burst out into nervous. almost
hysterical laughter. A lesson here, he
told himsell, trying 1o sound stern, and
took the cognac in his hand down in
one huge swallow., He choked a bit on it
but welcomed it. Never invent prob-
lems. Lile furnishes us with suflicient.
He swung an arm up 1o intercept the

caiter.

“One last cognac, il you please. And
the check, as well.”

The policeman passed him, a loolish
grin on his [ace, and ook a stand at the
curb, staring hungrily up the deserted
avenue. Ciande grinned in veliel, gulped
down the cognac and reached into his
pocket. It was empty. He reached into
another with equal resalts. What the——
His wallet! His wallet. ol course, was
home with all other identificition. He
looked up 1o see the wairer’s eye upon
him. cold as only years of serving the
public can chill an eve.

“I must have el
home. . . "

The waiter moved closer. preventing
escape, managing a snecr without mov-
ing so much as a muscle of his face. The
policeman had twrned and was watching.

“Tomorrow I will come back. . . .

The waiter shrugged, ciught the po-
liceman’s eye and jerked a thumb down-
ward. The policeman stared and then
shook his head in profound disgust as
Claude sat frozen. The shoulders of the
uniformed man  slumped. Eight long,
miserable, lonely hours on his lect,
Marie about to meet him with almost as-
sured results, and now this! Because of
some idiot youngster who wandered off
without money, he was going to have 1o
waste hours at the office, All out God
knows how many millions of papers—it
was impossible! Would Marie wait for
him to get back? What a dream!

No, damn it. no! Not tonight! He
looked down at the pale lace of the
young man in the chair.

“I'll lend you the money for the
cognac.” he said, reach for his hill-
fold. “This is my regular beat: Iour in
the alternoon to midnight. You can
come by tomorrow and pay me back.”

Claude felt his head whirling. He
could not believe it. He came to his feet.
“Oh, T will! T will?”

“I'm sure you will,”™ the flic said confi-
dendy and  picked the satchel  rom
Claude’s fingers. “I'll hold your hooks
lor security.” He was generous, hut also
cutious. “Don’t worry. Thevl be sale.”

my wallet at

To go back to the Rue Cologne o
not, that was the problem!
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FLASHMAN AT THE CHARGE (continued from page 138)

point out to her the folly of accepting
the attentions of such a notorious roud,
but she took this as mere jealousy on my
part—not jealousy ol a sexual kind,
mark you. but supposedly rooted in the
Tact that here she was, dimbing in the
social  world, :ipmmed over by peers,
while I was labouring humbly in an of-
hice like any Cratchit

But in the next few days T had other
things to distract me [rom Elspeth’s non-
sense: my jape in the poolroom with the
little greenhorn came home 1o roost,
and in the most unexpected way. I re-
ceived a summons from my Lord Rag-
Tan. ol all people.

You will know all about him, no
doubt. He was the ass who presided over
the mess we made in the Crimea and
won deathless fame as the man who
murdered the Light Brigade. He should
have been a parson, or an Oxford don,
or a waiter, lor he was the kindlest,
soltest-voiced old stick who ever spared
a fellow creatare’s leclings—that  was
what was wrong with him, that he
couldn't for 1he lile of him say an
unkind word or set anyone down. And
this was the man who was the heir to
Wellington—as I sat in his ofhce, looking
acoss at his kindly old face, with its
rumpled white hair and long nose, and
found my eyes straving o the empty
right sleeve tucked into his breast, he
looked so pathetic and (rail, I shuddered
inwardly. Thank God, thinks I, that I
won't be in this chap’s campaign.

They had just made him commander
in chief, after years spent bumbling
about at the Horse Guards and on the
Board of Ordnance, and he was supposed
to be taking matters in hand for the
coming conflict. So you may guess that
the matter on which he had sent for me
was one ol the gravest national import—
Prince Albert. our saimtly Bertie the
Beauty, wanted a new ;Ii(l(.‘-dl.'{;lll‘lp, or
equerry, or toadeater extraordinary, and
nothing would do but our new com-
mander must set all else aside o explain,

Raglan approached the thing in his
usual roundabout way, by going through
a personal history which his minions
must have put together [or him.

“I see vou are thirty-one years old,
Flashman,” says he. "“Well, well, I had
thought you older—why, you must have
been only—yes, nineteen, when you won
your spurs at Kabul. Dear me! So
young. And vou have served in India,
against the Sikhs, but have been on half
pay these six years, more or less, In thae
nme. I believe, you have wavelled
widely?”

Usually at high speed, thinks I, and
not in circumstances 1I'd care to tell your
lordship about. Aloud 1 confessed 1o ac-
quaintance with France, Germany. the
United Stares, Madagascar, West Alrica
and the East Indies,

“And I see you have languages—excel-
lent French, German, Hindoostinee,
Persian—bless my  soul!—and Pushtu.

Thanks of Parliament in ‘Fortytwo,
Queen’s Medal—well, well, these are
quite singular accomplishments,  you

know.” And he laughed in his easy way.
“And apart from (Jt)mlnmy service, you
were formerly, as I apprehend. ol the
Eleventh Hussars. Under Lord Cardigan.
Aha. Well, now, Flashman, tell me, what
took you to the Board of Ordnance?”

I was ready lor that one and spun him
a tale about improving my military edu-
cation, because no field ofhicer could know
too much, and so on, and so on. . . .

“Yes, that is very true, and I com-
mend it in you. But vou know, Flash-
man, while I never dissuade a young
man from studying all aspects of his pro-
fession—which, indeed, my own mentor,
the Great Duke. impressed on us, his
young men, as most necessary—still, I
wonder if the Ordnance Board is really
for you.

“I think it a most happy chance,” he
went on, “that only vesterday his Royal
Highness, Prince  Albert”™—he said it
with reverence—"conhded to me the
task of finding a young oflicer for a post
of considerable delicacy and importance.
He must, ol course, be wellborn—your
mother was Lady Alicia Pager, was she
not? 1 remember the great pleasure 1
had in dancing with her. oh, how many
years ago? Well, well. it 15 no mauter.
A quadrille, T fancy. However, station
alone is not sufficient in this case, or 1
conless I should have looked to the
Guards.” Well, that was candid, damn
him. “The ofhicer selected must also have
shown himsell resourceful, valiant and
cxperienced in camp and baule. That
is essential. He must be voung, of
equable disposition and good education,
unblemished. 1 need not sav. in personal
reputation”—Gaod knows how he'd come
to pick on me, thinks I, but he went on
—“and yet a man who knows his world.
But above all—what our good old duke
would ‘a man ol his

have called ‘a
hands."” He beamed at me. “1 believe
your name must have occurred to me at
once, had His Highness not mentioned
it first. It seems our gracious queen had
recollected  you o him.” Well, well,
thinks I. linle Vicky remembers my
whiskers after all these years. 1 recalled
how she had mooned tearfully ar me
when she pinned my medal on, back in
"12—they're all alike, you know, can't re-
sist a dashing boy with big shoulders
and a trot-along look in his eye.

“So I may now confide in you.” he
went on, “what this most important
duty consists in. You have not heard, I
dare say, of Prince William of Celle? He
is one of Her Majesty’s European cous-
ins, who has been visiting here some
time, incognito, studying our English

ways, preparitory to pursuing a military
career in the British army. It is his fami-
ly's wish thae when our forces go over-
seas—as soon they must, 1 believe—he
shall accompany us, as a member of
my stall. But while he will be under my
personal eye, as it were, it is most neces-
sary that he should be in the immediae
care ol the kind of officer I have men
tioned—one who will guide his youthful
footsteps, guard his person, shield him
from tempration, further his military
education and supervise his physical and
spirinual wellare in every wav.” Raglan
smiled. “He is very young and a most
amiable prince in every way; he will re-
quire a firm and [riendly hand from one
who can win the trust and respect of an
ardent and developing nature. Well,
Flashman, 1 have no doubt that berween
us we can make something of him. Do
you not agree?”

By God. vou've come 1o the right
shop, thinks 1. Flashy and Company,
wholesale moralists, ardent and develop-
ing natures supervised, spiritual instruc-
tion guaninteed. pravers and laundry
two bob extra. How the deuce had they
picked on me? The queen. of course, but
did Raglan know what kind of a fellow
they had alighted on? Granted 1 was a
hero, but I'd thought my randying about
and boozing and general loose living
were well known—by George, he must
know! Maybe, secretly. he thought that
was a qualihication—I'm not sure he
wasn't right. But the maim point was, all
my splendid schemes for avoiding shot
and shell were out of court again; it was
me for the staff, playing nursemaid to
some little German pimp in the wilds
of Turkey. Of all the hellish bad Tuck.

But of course I sat there jerking like
a puppet. grinning loolishly—what else
was there to do?

You have already guessed, no doubt,
the shock that was in store for me at the
palace next day. Raglan wok me along,
we went  through the rigmarole of
flunkeys with brushes that I remem-
bered from my previous visit with Wel-
lington, and we were ushered into a
study where Prince Albert was waiting
for us. Theve was a reverend creature
and a couple of the usual court clowns
in morning dress looking austere in the
background—and there, at Albert’s right
hand, stwood my linde greenhorn ol the
billiard hall. The sight hit me like a ball
in the leg—Ilor a moment I stood stock-
stll while 1 gaped at ithe lad and he
gaped at me. but then he recovered, and
so did I, and as 1 made my deep bow at
Raglan's side, 1 found myself wonder-
ing: Have they got that blacking ofl his
arse yer?

I was aware that Albert was spc:lking,
in that heavy, German voice: he was still
the cold. wellwashed exquisite T had
first met 12 years ago, with those Iright-
ful whiskers that Jooked as though some-
one had wied o pluck them and left off
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PLAYBOY

halfway through. “I un-erstend you were
at Rugby  School. Captain:  Ah. but
wait—a captain? That will hardly do, I
think. A colonel, no?” And he looked at
Raglin, who said the same notion had
occurred to him. Well, thinks I, if that's
how promotion goes. I'm all for it.

“At Rugby School.” repeated Albert.
“That is a great English school, Willy,”
says he to the greenhorn, “ol the kind
which turns younk boys like vourself
imto menn  like  Colonel  Flash-mann
here.” Well, wrue enough. I'd found it a
fair mixture of jail and knocking shop;
I stood there trying o look like a chap
who says his prayers in a cold bath
every day.

“Colonel Flash-mann is a [amous sol-
dier in England. Willy: although he is
quite younk. he has vun—won—laurelss
for brafery in India. You sce? Well. he
will be vour [riend and teacher, Willy;
you are to mind all dut he sinvs and
obey im puncrually and willingly, ass a
soldier should. O-bedience is the first
rule of an armv. Willv. you un-erstend?”

The Iad spoke for the first time, dart-
ing a nervous look at me. “Yes, Uncle
Albere.”

“Verry goot, then. You may shake
hands with Colonel Flash-mann.”

The lad came forward hesitantly and
held out his hand. “How do you do?”
says he. and you could tell he had only
Lately learned the phrase.

“You address Colonel Flash-mann as
Sin' Willy says Albert. “He is your
superior olhcer.”

The Kid blushed. and for the life of
me, I can’t think how I had the nerve to
say it with a stiff neck like Albert, hut
the favour T won with this boy was
going to be importmnt. after all—you
cm’t have oo many princely  [riends

amd T thought a Flashy touch was in
order. So 1 said:

“With Your Highness” permission, I
think "Harry’ will do when we're off pa-
rade. Hullo. voungster.”

The boy looked siartled. and then
smiled, the court clowns started to look
outraged, Albert looked puzzled, but
then he smiled. too, and Raglan hum-
lmmed approvingly. Albert said:

“There, now, Willy, you have an Eng-
lish comrade. You see? Veray goot. You
will find there are none bewer. And
now, you will go with—with “Harry'
—he gave a pally smile and the court
downs  purred toadily—"and he will
mstruct you in your dudies.”

. . .

I've been about courts a good deal in
my misspent career, and by and large 1
bar royalty prety strong. They may be
harmless enough folk in themselves, hut
they attract a desperate gang ol place-
men and hangers-on, and in my experi-
ence, the doser vou get to the throne,
the nearer you may finish up o the fir-
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the Court of St. James's have been no
exception; nursemaiding linle Willy was
really the most harrowing job ol the lot.

Mind you, the lad was amiable
enough in himsell, and he ook 10 me
from the first.

“You are a brick,” he told me as soon
as we were alone. “Is that not the word?
When I saw vou today. T was sure you
would tell them of the billiard place
and I would be disgraced. But vou said
nothing—that was 10 be a true friend.”

“Least said, soonest mended,” says L
“But whatever did vou run away lor that
night>—why, I'd have seen you home
right enough. \We couldn’t think what
had become of you.”

“1 do not know mysell.” says he. I
know that some ruffians set upon me in
a dark place and . . | swle some ol my
clothes.” He blushed crimson and burst
out: “T resisted them fiercely, but they
were too many for me! And then the
police came and Dr. Winter had to be
sent for and—oh! There was such a
fuss! But vou were right—he was o
leartul of his own situation to inform on
me to their highnesses. However, T think
it is by his insistence that a special guard-
ian has been appointed lor me.” He
gave me his shy. happy smile. “What
Iuck that it should be you!™

Lucky, is it? thinks 1. We'll see about
that. We'd be off 1o the war, il ever the
damned thing got started—but when T
thought ithout it. it stood 1o reason they
wouldn’t risk livtle Willy's precious royal
skin very far and his bear leader should
be safe enough. too. All T said was:

“Well, T think Dr. Winter's right: you
need somebody and a hall w look alter
you, for you ain't sale on your own
hook. So look'ce here—I'm an eas
as amyonc’ll el you. bur T'll stand no
shines, d'ye see? Do as 1 tell you and
we'll do famously and have good [un.
But no sliding off on your own again—
or vou'll find I'm no Dr. Winter.”

We strted off on the right foot, with
a very pleasant round of tailors and
gunsmiths and bootmakers and the vest,
for the child hadn’t a stick or siitch for
a soldier and 1T aimed to see him—and
mysell—hang up to the nines. The lux-
ury ol being wadied through all the best
shops and referring the bills to Her Maj-
esty was onc I wasn't accustomed to, and
you may believe T made the most of it
At my tactful suggestion to Raglan, we
were both gazetted in the 17th, who
were lancers—no great sivle as a regi-
ment, perhaps. but 1 knew it would
make Cardigan gnash his elderly teeth
when he heard of it and I'd been a
lancer myself in my Indian days. Also,
to my cve it was the flashiest rig-oul in
the whole light cavalry, all blue and
gold—the darker the  better.  when
you've got the hgure for it, which of
course I had.

Anyway, young Willy clapped his
lunds when he saw himsell in full fig

and ordered another four like it—no
one spcmls like visiting rovalty, you
know. Then he had 1o be horsed, and
armed. and given lashings ol civilian rig.
and found servants and camp gear—and
I spent a whole day on that alone. If we
were going  campaigning, [ meant to
make certain we did it with every con-
ceivable luxury—wine at a sovereign the
dozen, cigars at ten guineas the pound.
preserved foods of the best, tiptop linen,
quality spirits by the gallon and all the
best of the stult that you need if you'rve
going to fight a war properly.

You may imagine how Elspeth took
the news, when [ notified her thar
Prince Albert had looked me up and
given me a highness to take in tow. She
squealed with delight—and then went
into a wemendous flurry about how we
must give receptions and soirees in his
honour, and Hollands would have to
provide new curtains and cnpet, and
extra servants must be hired, and whom
should she invite, and what new clothes
she must have—"for we shall be in cv-
eryone’s eve now, and I shall be an
object of general remark whenever [ go
out, and evervone will wish 1o call—oh,
it will be famoust—and we shall be re-
ceiving all the time and——"

“Calm yourscl, my love,” says I. “We
shan’t be receiving—we shall be bheing
received. Get yoursell a few new duds,
by all means, il you've room for “em, and
then—wait for the pasteboards to land
on the mat."”

And they did, of course. There wasn't
a hostess in town but was suddenly
crawling to Mrs. Flashman's preuy feet,
and she gloried in it. U'll say that for
her. there wasn’t an ounce ol spite in
her nature. and while she began to con-
descend most dammnably. she didn’t cu
anyone—perhaps she realized. like me,
thart it never pays in the long run. T was
prety affable mysell, just then, and pre-
tended not to hear one or two ol the
more jealous remarks that were dropped
—about how odd it was that Her Maj-
esty hadn’t chosen one of the purple
brigade to squire her young cousin. not
so much as Guardee, even, but a plain
Mr—and who the deuce were the Flash-
mans, anyway?

But the press played up all right; The
Times was all approval that “a soldier,
not a cowrtier. has been entrusted with
the grave responsibility entailed in the
martial instruction ol the young prince.
Il war should come. as it surely must if
Russian imperial  despotism and  inso-
lence wy our patience Turther, what
better gnardian and memor ol His High
ness could be found than the Hector of
Alghanistan? We may assert with confi-
dence—none.” (I could have asserted
with confidence, any number, and good
luck 1o 'em.)

Liule Willy, in the meantime, was
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taking to all this excitement like a
Scotchman to drink. Under a natural
shyness, he was a Dreezy little chap,
quick, cager to please and good-natured;
he could be pretty cool with anyone
overfamiliar, but he could charm mar-
vellously when he wanted—as he  did
with Elspeth when I ook him home to
tea. Mind you, the man who doesn't
want to charm Elspeth is cither a ool or
a cunuch, and little Willy was neither,
as I discovered on our second day to-
gether, as we were strolling up Hay-
market—we'd been shopping for a pair
of thunder and lightnings [striped trou-
sers] which he admired. It was latish
alternoon and the tarts were beginning
to parade; litde Willy goggled at a cou-
ple of painted princesses swaying by in
all their finery, ogling. and then he says
to me in a reverent whisper:

“Harry—I say, Harry—those women
—are they 3

“Whores,” says I. “Never mind ‘em.
Now, tomorrow, Willy, we must visit the
Artillery Mess, I think, and sce the guns
limbering up in 5

“Harry.” says he, “1 want a whore.”

“EN?" says L “You don't want any-
thing of the sort, my lad.” I couldn’t be-
lieve my ears.

“I do, though,” says he, and damme,
he was gaping after them like a satyr,
this  well-brought-up, Christian  little
princeling. 1 have never had a whore.”

“I should hope not! says I, quite
scandalized.  “Now, look here, young
Willy, this won't answer at all. You're
not to think of such things for a mo-
ment. I won’t have this this lewd-
ness. Why, I'm surprised at you! What
would—why, what would Her Majesty
have to say 1o such 1alk? Or Dr. Winter,
chz”

“I want a whore,” says he, quite
fievce. “I .. . 1 know it is wrong—bhut I
don’t care! Oh, you have no notion
what it is like! Since 1 was quite small,
they have never even let me 1alk to
girls—at home I was not even allowed
to play with my litle cousins at kiss-in-
thering or anything!”

I'm not ofien stumped, but this was
too much. 1 know youth has hidden
fires, but this fellow was positively
ablaze. 1 wried 10 ¢ry him down and then
to reason with him, for the thought of
his cutting a dash through the London
bordellos and trotting back 1o Bucking-
ham Palace with the dap, or some harpy
pursuing him for blackmail, madc my
blood run cold. But it was no good.

"Il you say me nay,” says he, quite de-
termined, “I shall find one myself.”

I couldn’t budge him. So in the end,
I decided 1o let him have his way. and
make sure there were no snags and that
it was done sale and quiet. 1 ook him
off to a very high-priced place 1 knew in
St. John's Wood, swore the old bawd to

224 sccrecy and stated the randy litlde pig's

requirements. She did him proud. too,
with a strapping blonde wench—satin
boots and all—and at the sight of her,
Willy moaned feverishly and pointed,
quivering, like i seiter. He was trying to
clamber all over her almost before the
door closed, and of course he made a
fearful mess of it, thrashing away like a
stoat in a sack and getting nowhere. It
made me quite sentimental to watch
him—reminded me of my own ardent
youth, when every coupling began with
an eager stagger across the floor trying
to disentangle one’s breeches [rom one's
ankles.

I had a brisk, swarthy little gypsy crea-
ture on the other couch, and we were
finished and (oasting each other in iced
claret before Willy and his trollop had
got properly buckled to. She was a
Knowing wench. however, and eventually
had him galloping away like an arch-
deacon on holiday, and afterwards we
scitled down 1o a jolly supper of salmon
and cold cnry. But before we had
reached the ices, Willy was itching 1o be
at grips with his girl again—where these
young lellows get the fire from heats me.
It was 100 soon for me, so while he
willoped along, T and the gypsy passed
an improving few moments spying
through a peephole into the next cham-
ber, where a pair of elderly naval men
were cavorting with three Chinese sluts.
They were worse than Willy—it's those
long voyages, 1 supposc.

When we finally took our leave, Willy
was fit to be blown away by the first
puff of wind but pleased as punch with
himself.

“You are a beautiful whore,” siys he
to the blonde. “I am quite delighted
with you and shall visit you [requently.”
He did, wo, and must have spent a
fortune on her in tin, of which he
had loads, of course. Being of a young
and developing mure, as Raglan would
have said, he tried as many other strum-
pets in the establishment as he could
manage. but it was the blonde lass as
olten as not. He got quite spooney over
her. Poor Willy.

So his military education progressed
and Raglan chided me for working him
too hard. “His Highness appears quite
pale,” says he. “I fear you have him too
much at the grindstone, Flashman. He
must have some recreation as well, you
know.” I could have told him that what
young Willy needed was a pair of locked
iron drawers with the key at the bottom
of the Serpentine, but I nodded wiscly
and said it was sometimes difhcult to
restrain a young spirit cager for instruc-
tion and experience. In fact, when it
came to things like learning the rudi-
ments of staff work and army procedure,
Willy couldn’t have been sharper; my
only fear was that he might become
really uselul and find himsell being ac-
tively employed when we went East,

For we were going. there was now no
doubt. War was finally declared at the
end of March. in spite of Aberdeen's
dithering, and the mob bayed with de-
light rom Shetdand 10 Land's End. To
hear them, all we had to do was march
into Moscow when we felt like it, with
the frogs carrying our packs for us and
the cowardly Russians skulking away be-
fore Britamnia’s flashing eyes. And mind
you, I don’t say that the British army
and the French together couldn’t have
done it—given a Wellington. They were
sound at bottom and the Russians
weren't. I'll well you something  clse,
which military historians never realize:
They call the Crimea a disaster, which
it was, and a hideous botch-up by our
stafl and supply. which is also true, but
what they don’t know is that even with
all these things in the balance against
you, the difference between hellish
catastrophe and brilliant success is some-
times no greater than the width of a
sabre blade: hut when all is over, no one
thinks of that. Win gloriously—and the
dever dicks forget all about the rickery
ambulances that never came, and the
rations that were rotten, and the hoots
that didn’t fit, and the generals who'd
have been better employed hawking bed-
pans round the doors. Lose—and these
are the only things they talk about.

But I'll confess I saw the worst com-
ing before we'd even begun. The very
day war was dedared. Willy and 1T re-
ported ourselves to Raglain at Horse
Guards. Raglan’s anteroom was jammed
with all sorts of people, Lucan, and Har-
dinge, and old Scarlett, and Anderson of
the Ordmamnee, and there were staff-scrap-
ers and orderlics running everywhere
and salwting and bustling, and mounds
of paper growing on the tables, and
great consulting of maps (“Where the
devil is Turkey?” someone was saving.
“Do they have much rain there, d'ye
supposez”), but in the inner sanctum.,
all was peace and amiability. Raglan
was talking about neck stocks, if I re
member righily, and how they should
fasten well up under the chin.

We were kept well up 1o the collar,
though, in the next month before our
stout and thickheaded commander final-
ly took his leave for the sceme ol war
—Willy and I were not of his advance
party, which pleased me, for there’s no
greater fag  than  breaking  in new
ground. We were all day stalfing at the
Horse Guards and Willy was either kill-
ing himself with Kindness in St. John’s
Wood by night or auending functions
about town, of which there were a fever-
ish number. 1t's always the same belore
the shooting begins—the hostesses go
into a lrenzy of gaicty and all the spong-
ers and civilians crawl out of the wain-
scotting . braying with good fellowship
because, thank God, they ain’t going,
and the young plungers and green




striplings roister it up, and their fiancées
fet "em pleasure them red in the lace out
ol pity, because the poor brave boy is oft
to the cannon’s mouth, and the dance
goes on and the eyes grow brighter and
the laughter shriller—and the older men
in their dress uniforms look tived and
sip their punch by the fireplace and
don’t say much at all.

]-'.ispr.lh, of course, was in her clement,
dancing all night, laughing with the
young blades and flirting with the old
ones—Cardigan  was  still  roostering
about her, 1 noticed, with every sign of
the little wollop’s encouragement. He'd
got himsell the Light Cavalry Brigade,
which had sent a great groan through
every hussar and lancer regiment in the
army, and was even fuller of bounce
than  usual—his ridiculous lisp  and
growling “Haw-haw” scemed o sound
everywhere you went, and he was full of
brag about how he and his beloved
Cherrypickers would be the elite ad-
vanced force of the army.

"I believe they have given Wucan
nominal charge of the cavalwy,” I heard
him tell a group of cronies at onc party.
“Well, 1 suppose they had to find him
something, don't ye know, and he may
well look to wemounts, I dare
say. Haw-haw. I hope poor Waglan docs
not find him mcubus.
Haw-haw.”

This was Lucan, his own brother-in-
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law: they detested each other, which
isn't to be wondered at, since they were
hoth detestable, Cardigan  particularly.
But his mighty lordship wasn't having
it all his own way, for the press, who
hated him, revived the old jibe abowt
his Cherrypickers” tight  pants  and
Punch dedicated a poem to him called
Oh! Pantaloons of Cherry, which sem
him wild. It was all gammon, really, for
the pants were no tighter than anyone
else¢’s—1 wore 'em long enough and
should know—but it was good to see
Jim the Bear roasting on the spit of
popular amusement again. By God, 1
wish that spit had been a real one, with
me Lo turn it.

It was a night in early May, I think,
that Elspeth was bidden to some great
drum in Mayfair to celebrate the first
absolute fighting of the war, which had
been reported a week or so earlier—our
ships had bombarded Odessa and bro-
ken half the windows in the place, so. of
course, the [ashionable crowd had to
rave and rviot in honour of the great vie-
I don’t remember seeing Elspeth
lovelier than she was that night, in a
gown of some shimmering white satin
stulf, and no jewels at all but only How-
ers coiled in her golden hair. 1 would

tory.#

4+ The main bombardment of Odessa by
British ships took place on April 22 but
without doing great damage.

have had at her belore she even set out,
but she was all afuss tucking liule
Havvy into his cot—as though the nurse
couldn’t do it ten times better—and was
learful that 1 would disarrange her ap-
pearance. [ fondled her and promised |
would put her through the drill when
she came home, but she damped this by
telling me that Marjorie had bidden her
stay the night, although it was only a
[ew streets away, because the dancing
would go on until dawn and she would
be oo [atigued o return,

So off she fluntered, blowing me a
kiss, and I snarled away to the Horse
Guards, where I had to burn the mid-
night oil over sapper transports; Raglan
had set out for Turkey leaving most of
the work behind him, and those ol us
who were left were kept at it until three
each morning. By the time we had fin-
ished, even Willy was too done up to
fancy his usual nightly exercise with his
Venus, so we sent out for some grub—it
was lurry and grass [haricot mutton and
asparagus], I remember, which didn't
improve my temper—and then he went
home.

I was ured and cranky, but I couldn’t
think of sleep, somehow, so 1 went out
and started to get drunk. I was full of
apprehension  about  the coming cam-
paign and fed up with endless files and
reports, and my head ached and my
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shoes pinched, so T poured down the
whistlebelly with brandy on top, and
the inevitable result was that 1 finished
up three parts tight in some cellar near
Charing Cross. 1 thought of a whore but
didn’t want one—and then it struck me:
I wanted Elspeth and nothing else. By
God, there was I, on the brink of an-
other war, slaving my innards into knots,
while she was tripping about in a May-
fair ballroom, laughing and darting
chase-me glances at party saunterers and
young gallants, having a fine time for
hours on end, and she hadn't been able
to spare me five minutes for a tumble!
She was my wile, dammit, and it was too
bad. 1 put away some more brandy
while I considered the iniquity of this
and took a great drunken resolve—I
would go round to Marjoric’s at once,
surprise my charmer when she came 1o
bed and make her see what she had
been missing all evening. Aye, that was
it—and it was romantic, too, the depart-
ing warrior tupping up the girl he was
going to leave behind, and she full of
love and wistful longing and be
damned. (Drink’s a terrible thing.) Any-
vay, off 1 set west, with a full boule
in my pocket to scc me through the
walk, for it was after four and there
wasn't even a citb (o be had.

By the time 1 got 1o Marjoric’s place
—a huge mansion [ronting the park,
with every light ablize—I was taking the

width of the pavement and singing
Villikins and His Dinah.5 The flunkeys at
the door didn’t mind me a jot, for the
house must have been full of foxed
chaps and bemused females, to judge by
the racket they were making. 1 found
what looked like a butler, inquired the
direction ol Mrs. Flashman's chamber
and  wamped  up  endless  staircases,
bounding off the walls as I went. 1
found a lady’s maid, too, who put me on
the right road, banged on a door, fell in-
side and found the place was empty.

It was a lady’s bedroom, no error, but
no lady, as yet. All the candles were
burning, the bed was turned down, a
flufy little Paris night rail which 1 rec
ognized as one I'd bought my darling
lny by the pillow and her scent was in
the air. [ stood there sighing and lusting
boozily; still dancing, hey? We'll have a
pretty little hornpipe together by and
by, though—aha, I would surprise her.
That was it; I'd hide and bound out lov-
ingly when she came up. There was a
big closet in one wall, full of clothes and
linen and what not, so I toddled in, like
the drunken, lovesick ass 1 was—you'd
wonder at it, wouldn’t you, with all my
experience?—settled  down on  some-
thing soft, 1ok a last pull at my botle
and [ell fast asleep.

How long 1 snoozed I don’t know;

5 “Villikins and His Dinah” was the
It song of 1854.

’/;e, .

“He said, "Hot taco! Another American takes
the bait hook, line and sinker?

not long, 1 think, for I was still well fud-
dled when T came to. It was a slow
business, in which T was conscious of a
woman’s voice humming Allan Water,
and then 1 believe 1 heard a linde laugh.
Ah, thinks I, Elspeth; time 1o get up,
Flashy. And as 1 hauled mysell ponder
owsly 1o my leet and swod swaying
dizzily in the dark of the doset, 1 was
hearing vague confusing sounds [rom the
room. A voice? Voices? Someone mov-
ing? A door dosing? 1 can’t be sure at
all, but just as 1 blundered tipsily to the
doset door, T heard a sharp exclamation
which might have been anvthing from a
laugh to a ay of astonishment. I stum-
bled out of the closet, blinking against
the sudden glare of light, and my bois-
terous view halloo died on my lips,

It was a sighn I'll never forget. Elspeth
was standing by the bed, naked except
for her long filled pantaloons; her
flowers were still twined in her hair.
Her eyes were wide with shock and her
knuckles were against her lips, like a
nymph surprised by Pan, or centaurs, or
a boozed-up husband emerging from the
wardrobe. T goggled at her lecherously
for about hall a second, and then real-
ized that we were not alone.

Halfway between the foot of the bed
and the door stood the seventh Earl of
Cardigan.  His  elegant  Cherrypicker
pants were about his knees and the
front tail of his shirt was dutched up be-
fore him in both hands. He was in the
act of advancing towards my wife, and
from the expression on his face—which
was that of a starving, apoplectic glutton
faced with a crackling roast—and from
other visible signs, his intention was
not simply to compare birthmarks. He
stopped dead at sight of me, his moutled
face paling and his eyes popping. El-
speth squealed in earnest and for several
seconds we all stood stock-still, staring,.

Cardigan recovered first, and looking
bk, T have o admire him. 1t was not
an entirely new sitvation lor me, you
understand—1'd been in Lis shoes. so 1o
speak, many a time, when husbands,
taps or bullies came thundering  in
unexpectedly. Reviewing Girdigan’s di-
lenma, I'd have whipped up my breeches.
feinted towards the window o draw the
outraged spouse, doubled back with a
spring onto the bed, and then been
through the door in a twinkling. Buw
not Lord Haw-Haw; his bearing was
magnihicent. He dropped his shivt, drew
up his pants, threw back his head.,
looked saight at me, rasped: “CGood
night to youl,” turned about  and
marched out, banging the door behind
him.

Elspeth had sunk to the bed, making
litle sobbing  sounds: 1 still  stood
swaying in disbelicl. trying 1o set the
booze out of my brain, wondering if this
was some drunken nighomare, But it
wast’t, and as 1ogloed ar that big-
bosomed harlot on the bed, all those
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ugly suspicions of 14 years came flooding
back, only now they were certaintics.
And I had caught her in the act at last,
all but in the grip of that lustful, evil
old villain! I'd just been in the nick of
time to thwart him, too. damn him. And
whether it was the booze or my own rot-
ten nature, the emotion [ felt was not
rage so much as a vicious satislaction
that I had caught her out, Oh, the rage
came later, and a black despair that
sometimes wounds me like a knife even
now, but God help me, I'm an actor, I
suppose, and I'd never had a chance to
play the outraged hushand beflore.

“Wellz” It came out of me in a stran-
gled yelp. "Well? What* What? Hey?”

I must have looked terrific, 1 suppose,
for she dropped her squeaking and
shuddering like a shot and hopped over
t'other side of the bed like a jack rabbit.

“Harry!™  she  squealed. “Wha
you doing herez”

It must have been the booze. 1 had
been on the point of striding—well,
staggering—round the bed o seize her
and thrash her black and blue, but at
her question [ stopped, God knows why.

“1 was waiting for you! Curse you,
vou adulteress!™

“In that cupboard?”

“Yes, blast it in that cupboard. By
God, you've gone too far, you vile liule
slut, you! I'll s

"How could you:” So help me. God.
it's what she said. “"How could you be so
inconsiderate and unfecling as to pry on
me in this wayz Oh! 1 was never so
mortihied! Never!”

“Mortified?” cries I “With that randy
old rip sporting his beel in vour hed-
room and you simpering naked at him?
You—you shameless Jezebel! You lewd
woman! Caught in the aa, by George!
I'll teach you to cuckold me! Where's a
cme? I'll beat the shame out of that
wanton carcass, 'll——"

“It is not true!™ she cried. “It is not
true! Oh, how can vou say such a
thing?"

I was glaring round for something to
thrash her with, but at this 1 stopped,
amazed.

“Not true? Why, you infernal liule
liar, d’you think I can’t see? Another
second and you'd have been two-backed-
beasting all over the place! And you

are

dare—-—

“lt is not so!” She stamped her foot,
her Gists clenched. “You are quite in the
wrong—I did not know he was there
until an instant belore vou came out of
that cuphoard! He must have come in
while T was disrobing—Oh!" And she
shuddered. "I was wiken quite  una-
Wires——

“By God, you were! By me! D'you
think I'm a fool? You've been reasing
that dirty old bull this month past, and

298 1 find him all but mounting you and

you expect me to believe * My head
wis swimming with drink and 1 lost the
words. “You've dishonoured me, damn
vou! You've 7

“You are wicked 1o say such a thing!
Oh, you have no thought for my [eecl-
ings! Oh, Harry, to have that evil old
creature steal up on me—the shock of
it—oh, I thought to have died of fear
and shame! And then you—you!” And
she burst into tears and flung hersell
down on the bed.

1 didn't know what to say or do. Her
behaviour, the way she had faced me,
the fury of her denial—it was all unreal.
I couldn’t credit it, after what I'd seen.
I was full of rage and hate and disbelicf
and misery, but in drink and bewilder-
ment I couldn’t reason straight. I tried
to remember what I'd heard in the closet
—had it been a giggle or a muted shriek?
Could she be telling the truth? Was it
possible that Cardigan had sneaked in
on her, torn down his breeches in an
instant and been sounding the charge
when she turned and saw him? Or had
she wheedled him in, whispering lewdly,
and been siripping for action when [
rolled ow? All this. in a conlused
brandy-laden haze, passed through my
mind—as you may be sure it has passed
since, in sober moments.

I was lost, standing there hall drunk.
That queer mixture of shock and rage
and exultation, and the vicious desire 1o
punish  her  brutally, had  suddenly
passed.

Mind vou, it was still ouch and go
whether I suddenly went for her or nor;
but for the booze, I probably would
have done. There was all the suspicion
of the past and the evidence of my eyes
tonight. 1 stood. panting and glaring,
and suddenly she swung up in a sining
position, like Andersen’s mermatd, her
eves full of tewrs, and threw out her
arms. “Oh, Harry! Comfort me!™

If you had seen her—aye. It's so casy,
as none knows better than I to sneer m
the Pantaloons of this world, and the
cheated wives, too. while the rakes and
tarts make [ools of them—"If only they
knew, ho-ho!™ Perhaps they do. or sus-
pect, but would just vather not let on, 1
don’t know why, but suddenly I was
seated on the bed, with my arm round
those white shoulders, while she sobbed
and clung to me, calling me her “jo"—it
was that funny Scotch word. which she
hadn’t used for years, since she had
grown so grand, that made me believe
her—almost.

She sobbed away a pgood deal, and
protested, and 1 babbled a  great
amount, no doubt, and she swore her
honesty. and [ didn't know what to
make ol it, She might be true, but if she
was a cheat and a liar and a whore,
what then? Murder her? Thrash her?
Divorce her? The fOirst was lunatic, the
sccond I couldn’t do, not now, and the

third was unthinkable. With the wrusts
that old swine Morrison had left to tie
things up. she conwrolled all the cash,
and the thought of being a known cuck-
old living on my pay—well, I'm fool
enough lor a deal, but not lor that. Her
voice was murmuring in my car, and all
that naked softness was in my arms, and
her fondling touch was reminding me of
what I'd come here for in the first place,
so what the devil, thinks I, first things
first, and if yvou don’t pleasure her now
tll she [Laims, vou'll look back [rom
your grey-haired cvenings and wish you
had. So 1 did.

I still don’t know—and what's more,
I don’t care. But one thing only I was
certain of that night—whoever was in-
nocent, it wasn't James Brudenell, Earl
of Cardigan. I swore then inwardly, with
Elspeth moaning through her kiss, that
I would get even with that one. The
thought ol that filthy old goat trying to
board Elspeth—it brought me out in a
sweat of fury and loathing. I'd kill him,
somehow. I couldn’t call him our—he’d
hide behind the law and refuse. Even
worse. he might accept. And apart from
the fact than 1 daren’t face him, man 1o
min, there would have been scandal for
surc. But somehow, someday, 1 would
find a way.

We went to sleep at last, with Elspeth
murmuring in my ear about what a
mighty lover 1 was, recalling me in dot-
ing detail and how I was at my finest
alter a quarrel.

While all these important events in
my personal aflairs were aking place
—Willy and FElspeth and  Cardigan,
and so forth—you mav wonder how the
war was progressing. The wuth is, of
course, that it wasn't, for it’s a singular
[act of the Great Conilict against Russia
that no one—certainly no one on the al-
lied side—had any dear notion of how
10 go about it. You will think that's one
of these smart remarks, but it's not; T
was as close to the conduct ol the war in
the summer ol "534 as anyone, @and I can
tell vou wruthfully thae the official view
ol the whole thing was:

“Well, here we are, the French and
ourselves, at war with Russiie. in order
to protect Turkev. Very good. What
shall we do, then? Beter attack Russia,
ch? Hm, yes. [Pause] Big place, ain't
iy

So they decided 10 concentrate our
army, and the froggies, in Bulgaria,
where they might help the Turks fight
the Ruskis on the Danube. But the
Turks llaved the life out of the Russians
without anyone’s help, and neither Rag-
lan, who was now out in Varna in com-
mand of the allies, nor our chicls a
home could think what we might use-
fully do next. 1 had secret hopes that
the whole thing might be clled off;
Willy and I were still at home. for Rag-
Lan had sent word that for safety’s sake,
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His Highness should not come out until
the fighting started—there was so much
fever about in Bulgaria, it would not be
healthy for him.

But there was never any hope of a
peace being patched up, not with the
mood abroad in England that summer.
They were savage—they had seen their
army and navy sail away with drums
beating and hifes tootling, and Rule Bri-
tannia playing, and the press promising
swilt and condign punishment for the
Muscovite tyrant, and street-corner ora-
tors raving about how British  sieel
would strike oppression down. and they
were like a crowd come to a prize
fight where the two pugs don't fight but
spar and weave and never come to grips.
They wanted blood, gallons of it, and to
read of grapeshot smashing great lanes
through Russian ranks, and stern and
noble Britons skewering Cossacks, and
Russian  towns in  flames—and they
would be able to shake their heads over
the losses of our gallant fellows, sacri-
ficed 1o stern duty, and wolf down their
kidneys and muffiins in their warm break-
fast rooms, saying: “Dreadlul work, this,
but by George. England never shirked
yet, whatever the price. Pass the mar-
malade, Amelia; I'm proud to be a

Briton this day, let me tell you.™s

And all they got that summer was
—nothing. It drove them mad, and they
raved at the government, and the army,
and each other. lusting lor butchery,
and suddenly there was a cry on every
lip, a word that ran from tongue to
tonguce and was in every leading arti-
cle—"Sebastopol!™ God knows why, but
suddenly that was the place. Why were
we not attacking Sebastopol, 1o show
the Russians what was whar, ¢h? It
struck me then, and sull does, that at-
tacking Schastopol would be rather like
an enemy of England investing Pen-
rance, and then shouing towmrds Lon-
don: “There, you insolent bastard,
that'll teach you!” But because it was
said to be a great base, and The Times
was full ol it, an assault on Sebastopol
became the talk of the hour.

And the government dithered, the
British and Russian armies rotted away
in Bulgaria with dysentery and cholera,

S From this, and one later reference, it
seems obuious that Flashman was partic-
nlnrfy impre,ssr'd. by a Punch carioon,
published shovtly after Balaclava, show-
ing a stout British father byandishing a
poker with patriotic zeal in the morning
room as he reads news of the charge of
the Light Brigade.

“You know what I like about this relationship?
You've got a lot to learn!”

the public becime hysterical and Willy
and I waited, with our traps packed, for
word to sail.

[The orders finally came. Flashman's
account continues with a description ol
the voyage to Varna in Bulgaria, where
the British and French armies were wast-
ing away from discase. Here Flashman
met William Russell, correspondent for
The Times, and Captain Lewis Nolan,
a young expert on cavalry tactes and
aide 10 General Airey, chiel of stafl. A
somewhat muddled decision to attack
the Russizns at Sebastopol was made
and we return to Flashman’s memoir as
the army is about to land in the
Crimea.—FEd ]

The only thing was—no one knew
where we were going. We ploughed
about the Black Sea, while Raglan and
the frogs wondered where we should
Land, and sailed up and down the Rus-
stun coast looking for a likely spor. We
found one, and Raglan stood there smil-
ing and saying what a capital beach it
was. Do vou smell the lavender?” savs
he. “Ah, Prince William, you may think
you are back in Kew Gardens.”

Well. it may have smelled like it at
first, but by the time we had spent hive
davs crawling ashore, with evervone
spewing and soiling himsell in the pour
ing rain, and great piles of stores and
guns and rubbish growing on the beach,
and the sea geiting fouler and fouler
with the dirt of 60,000 men—well, vou
may imagine what it was like. The
army’s healdh was perhaps a linle bener
than it had been on the voyage. but not
much, and when we finally set oll down
the coast, and I watched the heavy, plod-
ding 1read of the infantry, amd saw the
streiched look of the cavalry mounts—I
thought, how Far will this crowd go. on
a few handfuls of pork and biscuit, no
tents, devil a boule ol jallop, and the
cholera, the invisible dragon, humming
in the air as they minched?

Mind you, from a distance it looked
well. When that whole army was [ormed
up, it stretched four miles by four, a
great glivering host from the Zouaves
on the beach, in their red caps and blue
coats, 1o the shakos ol the 44th almost
directly behind us—and they were a
sight of omen to me, for the last time
I'd seen them they'd been standing
bhack to back in the bloodied snow ol
Gandamack, with  the Ghaz knives
whittling "em down. and Souter with the
Mlag wrapped round his belly. I never
see those Hdh facings but I think of
the army of Afghanistan dying in the
ice hills and shudder.

I was privileged, il that is the word.
1o give the word that strted the whole
march, for Raglan sent me and Willy 10
gallop hirst 10 the rear guard and then
to the advance guard with the order o
march. In fact, I let Willy deliver the
sccond message, for the advance guard
was led by none other than Cardigan,




and it was more than [ could bear to
look at the swine. We cantered through
the army, and the flecting pictures are
in mv mind still—the litde French can-
teen tarts sitting laughing on the gun
limbers.  the  scarlet  stillness  of  the
Guards, rank on rank, the bearded
French faces with their kepis and Bos-
quet balancing his belly above a horse
too snall for him, the singsong chatter
of the Highlanders in their dark-green
tartans, the red jackets of the Light
Division, the red vokel faces burning in
the heat, the smell of sweat and oil and
hot serge. the creak of leather and the
jinzle of bits, the glittering points of the
lances where the 17th sat waitting—and
Willy buwrst out in excitement: “Our
regiment, Harry! Sce how grand they
look! What noble fellows they are!”
—Billy Russell siving athware his horse
and shouting, “What is it, Flash: Are we
off at last>” and I turned away w talk o
him while Willy galloped ahead o where
the long pink-aud-blue line of the Ilth
marked the van ol the army.

“I haven't seen our Iricnds so close be-
fore,” savs Billy. “Look yonder.” And
following his pointing hnger, L out to
the lelt Hank. with the sun behind
them, I saw the long silent line of horse-
men on the aest, the lances twigs in
the hands of Pygmies.

“Cossacks,” savs Billy. We'd seen “em
before, of course, the hrst might, scout-
ing our landing, and I'd thought then,
it's well seen vou ain’t Ghazis, my lads,
or you'd pitch our whole lorce back ino
the sea belore we're right ashore. And as
the advance was sounded and the whole
great army lumbered forward into the
heat haze, with a band hilving Garryowen
and the chargers of the 17th snorting
and hdgeting at the sound, T saw 1o
my horror that Willy, having delivered
his message, was not riding back towitrds
me but was moving oll at a smart gallop
towards the letr ik,

I cut out at once. to head him oil, but
he was light aud his horse was fast and
he was a good 300 yards clear of the lelt
flank belore | came up with him. He
wis cantering on, his eyes hixed on the
distant ridee—and it was none so dis-
tant now; as 1 came up roaring ac him,
he twrned and pointed: “Look, Harry
—the enemy?™

“You liule duller, what are you
aboutz” cries [ “D'you want o get your

head blown oliz”

“They are some way ofl,” says he,
laughing. and indeed they were—but
close cnough 10 be able 1o see the blue
and white stripes ol the lances and make
out the shaggy fur caps. They sat im-
mobile while we stred at them, and |
felt the sweat turn icy on my spine in
spite ol the heat. These were the Limous
suvages of Tatary, watching, wiiting—
and God knew how many ol them there

“I'll take [orty-three gift-wrapped vibrators. please.”

might be, in great hordes advancing on

our pathetic little army, as it wotled
along with its gav colours by the sea. I

pulled Willy’s bridle round.

“Oh, very well” savs he. “But you
need not be so careful of me, vou
know—I don’t mean to go astrav just
yet.” And sceing my expression, he burst
out laughing: "My word, what a cau-
tious old stick you are, Hirry—you are
getting as bad as Dr. Winter!”

And I wish 1 were with Dr. Winter
this minute, thinks I, whatever the old
whoreson’s doing. But I was 10 remem-
ber what Willv had said—and in the
next day or so, 100, when the army had
rolled on down the coast. choking with
lreat by day and shivering by the hres at
wight, and we had come at last to the
long slope that runs down to the red-
banked river with great Dblufls and
gullics beyond. Just a liule Russian
creek, and today in any English parish
church you may see its name on stone
memorials, on old tnered flags in ca-
thedrals, in the metalwork of badges and
on the name plates ol grimy back streets
beside the [actories. Alma.

You have seen the fine oil paintings,
I dare say—the perfect lines of guards
men and Highlinders (ronting up the
hill towards the Russian batteries, with
here and there a chap lying looking
thoughiful with his hat on the ground
beside him, and in the distance fine sil-
very clouds of canunon smoke, and the
colours o the fore, and lellows
cocked hats waving their swords, I dare
say some people saw and remember the
Battle of the Alma like that, but Flashy
is not among them. And 1 was in the
middle ol it, oo, all on account ol a
commander who hadn’t the sense o
realize thae generals ought o stay in the
rear, divecting matters.

It was bloody lunacy, from the start,
and bloady carnage. wo. You may know
what the position was—the  Russians,
40,000 strong. on the bluils south of the
Alma, with artillery positious dug on
the forwand slopes above the rviver,
our chaps, with the frogs on the right,
advancing over the river and up the
slopes to drive the Ruskis out. I Men-
schikofl had known Ins work, or our
troops  had  had less  blind  courage,
they'd have massacred the whole allied
army there and then, But the
fought as badly and stupidly as they
nearly alwavs do. and by sheer blind
luck on Raglan’s pare and idiot bravery
on ours, the thing went otherwise.

You nuty read detailed accounts of the
slanghter, il vou wish, in any mility
history, but you may take my word for it
that the battle was lor all practical pur-
poses divided into four parts. as follows.
One. Flashy observes preliminary bom-
bardment from his post in the middle of
Raglan's stall.  consoling  himsell thae
there arve about 20,000 other [ellows be-
tween him oand the enemy, Two, Flashy
is engived in what seem like hours of
frantic galloping behind the lines of the
frog batalions on the right. keeping
as Lar from the Iwing as he decently cm
and inquiring on Lord Raglan’s behall
whv the hell the [rogs are not driving
the seaward llank of the Russian posi-
tion before them, Three, Flashy is in-
volved in the banle with Lord Raglim.
Four. Flashy reaps the Truits of allied
victory, and bitter they were.

It was supposed 1o begin, you scc.
with the [rogs’ turning the Ruskiy’
flank. and then our chaps would roll
over the river and finish the job. So for
hours we sat there. sweating in the heat
and watching *he powder-pufl clouds of
smoke  popping out ol the Russian
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batteries and peppering our men in the
left and centre. But the frogs made noth-
ing of their part of the business and
Nolin and I were to and [ro like shuttle-
cocks to the French general St.-Arnaud;
he was looking like death and jabbering
like fury, while a bare hall mile away
his litde bluecoats were swarming up
the ridges and being battered and the
smoke was rolling back over the river in
long grey wreaths.

“I'ell milor it will take a liule long-
er,” he kept saying, and back we would
gallop to Raglan. “We shall never beat
the French at this rate,” says he, and
when he was reminded that the enemy
were the Russians, not the French,
he would correct himself hurriedly and
glance round to see that no frog gallop-
urs were near to overhear. And ac lase,
seeing our silent columns being pounded
by the Russian shot as they lay waiting
for the advance, he gave the word and
the Jong red lines began rolling down
the slope to the river.

There was a great reck of black smoke
drilting along the banks from a burning
hamlet right belore us and the white dis-
charge of the Russian batteries rolled
down in great douds 10 meet it. The
huge wavering lines of infanury vanished
into it and through gaps we could see
them plunging into the river, their
picces above their heads, while the
crash-crash-crash of the Russian guns re-
verberated down from the bluffs and
the tiny white spots of musket fire be-
gan to snap like firecrackers along the
lips of the Russian wenches. And then
the ragged lines of our infantry ap.
peared beyond the smoke, dambering
up the foot of the bluffs, and we could
sce the shot ploughing through them,
tearing up the ground, and our guns
were  thundering  in reply, throwing
great fountains of carth up round the
Russian batteries. Willy Deside me was
squirming in his saddle, yelling his head
off with excitement, the little fool: Tt
made no odds, for the din was deafening.

And Raglan looked round and, sceing
the boy, smiled and beckoned to me. He
had to shout. “Keep him close, Flash-
man!” cries he. "We are going across
the river presently,” which was the worst
news I had heard in weeks, Our attack
was coming to a standsiill; as the Rus-
sian firing redoubled, you could see our
men milling at the foot of the blufls,
and the ground already thick with still
bodies, in litle heaps where the cannon
had caught them, or singly where they
had gone down belore the muskets.

Then Nolan comes galloping up, ull
of zeal and gallantry, damm him, and
shouted a message from the frogs, and 1
saw Raglan shake his head, and then he
trotted off towards the river, with the
rest of us dutifully tailing on behind.
Willy had his sabre out, God knows
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then was the Russian shot, which was
bad ¢nough. We spurred down to the
river, myself keeping Willy at the tail
of the group, and I saw Airey throw
aside his plumed hat just as we took
the water. There were bodies floating in
the stream, which was churned up with
mud, and the smoke was billowing down
and catching at our throats, making the
horses rear and plunge—I1 had 10 erip
Willy’s Dbridle to prevent his being
thrown. On our left men of the Second
Division were crowded on the bank,
waiting to go forward; they were retch-
ing and coughing in the smoke, and the
small shot and balls were whizing and
whining by in a hidcously [rightening
way. 1 just kept my head down, praying
feverishly, as is my wont, and then I saw
once of the other gallopers, just ahead of
me, go reeling out of his saddle with the
blood spouting from his sleeve. He
staggered up, clutching at my stirrup
and bawling, “I am perfealy well, my
lord, I assure you!” and then he rolled
away and somcone else jumped down to
sce to him.

Raglan halted, cool as you like, glanc-
ing right and left, and then summoned
two of the gallopers and sent them
pounding away along the bank 1o find
Evans and Brown, whose divisions were
being smashed to picces at the foot of
the bluffs, Then he says, “Come along,
gendemen. We shall find a vantage
pomnt,” and cantered up the gully that
opened up before us just there in the
bluff face. For a wonder it scemed
cmpty, all the Ruskis being on the
heights to either side, and the smoke was
hinging above our heads in such clouds
you couldn’t see more than 20 yards up
the hill. A hell of a fine position for a
general wo be in, you may think, and Rag-
Lan must have thought so, o, for sud-
denly he spurred his horse at the hill to
the lelt and we all ploughed up behind
him, scrambling on the shale and rough
tufts, through the reeking smoke, until
suddenly we were through it and on the
top of a litde knoll at the bluff foot.

I'll never forget that sight. Ahead and
to our left rose the blulfs, bare steep hill-
side for 500 feet. We could see the Rus-
sian positions clear as day, the plumes
of musket smoke spouting down from
the trenches and the bearded faces hehind
them. Directly to our left was a huge re-
doubt, packed with enemy guns and in-
fantry; there were other great batteries
above and beyond. In front of the big
redoubt the ground was thick with the
bodies of our men, but they were still
swarming up from the river, under a
hail of firing. And beyond, along the
bluffs, I saw some of them suddenly
turn into pulp as a fusillade struck
them, but the white crossbeles kept
clawing their way up, falling, scattering,
reforming and pressing on. For a mile,
as far as one could see, they were surg-

ing up, over that hellish slope with the
dead scattered before them, towards the
smoking positions of the enemy.

Better here than there, thinks T, undil
I realized that we were sitting up in full
view, unprotected, with the Ruski infan-
try not 100 yards away. We were abso-
lutely ahead of our own infantry, thanks
to that fool Raglan—and he was sitting
there, with his blue cout flapping round
him and his plumed hat on his head, as
cilm as if it were a review, clinging to
his saddle with his knees alone, while he
steadied his glass with his single arm.
There was so much shot whistling over-
head, you couldn’t be sure whether they
were firing on us with intent or not.

And then right up on the arest, above
the batteries, we saw the Russian infan-
try coming down the slope—a arcat
brown mass, packed like sardines, rank
alter rank of them. They came clumping
slowly, mexorably down towards the
batterics, obviously intent on rolling in-
to our infantry below, They looked un-
stoppable and Raglan whistled through
his teeth as he watched them.

“Too good to miss, by Georgel” cries
e and, turning, caught my cye. “Down
with you, Flashman! Guns, at once!”
and vou may understand that I didn't
need telling twice,

“stay there!” shouts I to Willy, and
then had my charger down that slope
like a jack rabbit. There were gun teams
labouring and splashing up the bank,
and I bawled to them to make haste to
the ridge. The horses were lashed up the
muddy slope, the guns swinging wildly
behind them: one of our gallopers got
them positioned, with the gunners haul-
ing them round by main force, and as |
came back up the hill—none too swiltly
—the first salvos were sereaming away
to crash into the Russian columas.

It was havoc all along the bluffs and
smoking hell on that littde hill. There
were infantry  pouring past us now,
sweating,  pamting,  smoke-blackened

faces, and bayonets thrust out ahead as
they surged by and upwards towards the
Russian positions. They were shricking
and bawling like madmen, heedless, ap-
parently, of the bloody holes torn in

their ranks by the Russian firing; 1 saw
one of them lying screaming with a
thigh shot away. I looked for Raglan
and saw him with @ couple of gallopers
preparing to descend the hill; 1 looked
for Willy and there he was, his hat gone,
shouting at the passing infantry.

And then, by God, he whirled up his
sabre and went flying along with them,
across the face of the slope towards the
nearest battery, His horse stumbled and
recovered and he waved his sword and
huzzaed. "Come back, you German luna-
tic!” Iyelled, and Raglan must have heard
me, for he checked his horse and turned.

Even with the shot flying and the
screaming and the thunder of the guns,
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with the fate of the battle in his hands,
those cars which were normally deaf to
sense caught my words. He saw me, he
saw  Willy, careering away along the
bluffs among the infantry. and he sang
out: “Alter him, Flashman!"

Probably, addressed to any other man
in the army, that order would have
evoked an immediate response. The

eye ol the chief and all that. But 1 ook
one look along that shellswept slope,
with the bodies thick on it, and that
young idiot riding through the blood
and bullets, and 1 thought, by God, let
him go for me. T hesitated and Raglan

shouted again, angrily, so I set my
charger towards him. cupping a hand
behind my ear and yelling: “What's
that, my lord?” He shouted and pointed
again, stabbing with his finger, and then
a shot mercifully ploughed up the
ground between us, and as the din
showered over me, I took the oppor-
tunity to roll nimbly out ol the saddle.

I' cdambered up again, like a man
dazed, and rot him. he was still there
and looking thoroughly agitated. “The
prince, Flashman'!” he bawls, and then
one of the gallopers plucked at his coat
and pointed to the right and off they
went, leaving me dutching a1 my horse’s
head, and Willy 100 yards away, in the
thick of the advancing infantry. setting
his horse to the breastwork of the bat-
tery. It baulked, and he reeled in the
suddle, his sabre falling, and then he
pitched straight back, losing his grip,
and went down belore the feet of the in-
fanry. I saw him roll a yard or two, and
then he lay still, as the advance passed
over him.

Christ, 1 thought, he's done for, and
as our lellows surged ino the battery
and the fiving from above slackened, 1
picked my way cautiously along, through
those dreadlul heaps of dead and dying
and wounded. with the stink of blood
and powder everywhere, and the chorus
of shricks and moans of agony in my
cars. I dropped onto one knee beside
the little blue-clad  figure among the
caimson; he was lying face down. 1
turned him over, and vomited. He had
hall a face—one glazed eye and brow
and cheek. and on the other side, just
a gory mash, with his brains running
out of it

I don't know how long 1 crouched
theve, staring  at him, horrorstruck.
Above me, 1 could hear all hell of firing
and shouting still going on as the barde
surged up the slope, and 1 shook with
lear ac i T wasn't going near than again,
not for it pension, but as 1 forced mysell
to look at what was left of Willy, |
found mysell babbling aloud: * Jesus,
what'll Raglan say? I've lost Willy—my
God, what will they sayv?” And [ began
cursing and sobhing—not for Willy but
out of shock ind for the folly and ill
luck  that had  Drought me to this

slaughterhouse  and  had  killed  this
brainless brat, this pathetic princeling
who thought war was great sport and
had been entrusted to my sitfekeeping.
By God. his death could be the ruin of
me! So I swore and wept, crouched be-
side his corpse.

“Or all the fearful sights I have seen
on this day, none have so wrung my
heart as this.” That's what Airey told
Raglan, when he described how he had
found me with Willy's body above the
Alma. “Poor Flashman, 1 believe his
heart is broken. But to see the Dravest
blade on your sufl, an officer whose
courage is a byword in the army, weep-
ing like a child beside his fallen com-
rade—it is a terrible thing. He would
have given his own life a hundred times,
I know, 1o preserve that boy.”

I was listening outside the tent flap,
vou see, stricken dumb with manly griefl.
Well, I thought, that's none so bad:
crying with funk and shock has its uses,
provided it’s mistaken for noble tears.
Raglan couldn’t blame me, after all; 1
hadn’t shot the poor little fool nor been
able to stop him throwing his life away.
Anyway, Raglan had a victory to satisly
him and even the loss of a royal galloper
couldn’t sour that, vou'd think. Ave, hut
it could.

He was all stern reproach when fi-
nally I stood in front of him, covered in
dust. played out with fear and doing
my damnedest o look contrite—which
wasn’t diflicult.

“What,” s he, in a voice like a
church bell. “will you tell Her Majesty?”

UMy lord,” savs I, “I am sorry, but it
was no Laul ¥

He held up his one fine hand. “Here
is no question of fault, Flashman. You
had a sacred duty—a trust, given into
vour hands by vour own sovereign, to
preserve that precious life. You have
failed, utrerly. T ask again, what will vou
tell the queen:”

Only a bloody fool like Raglin would
ask a question like that, bue T did my
best to wriggle clear.

“What could T have done, my lord?
You sent me for the guns, and 1

“And you had returned. Your fust
thought thereafter should have been for
vour sacred charge. Well. sir, what have
vou to say? Mysell, in the midst of
battle. had to point o where honour
should have taken you ar once: and yer
vou paused: 1 saw vou, and——"

“My lord! cries I, full of indigna-
tion. “That is wajust! T did not fully
understand. in the confusion, what your
order was, [ =

“Did you need to undersiand?” savs
he, all quivering sorrow. “I do not ques-
tion your courage, Flashman: it is not in
doubt.” Not with me, either, I thought.
“But T canmot but charge you, heavily
though it weighs on my hent to do so,
with [ailing in that . . . that instinct [or
vour first dury, which should have heen

not to me, nor to the army, even, but to
that poor boy whose shattered body lies
in the ambulance. His soul, we may be
confident, is with God.” He came up to
me and his eyes were full of tears, the
maudlin old hypocrite. “I can guess at
your own gricl; it has moved not only
Airey but myself. And I can well believe
that you wish that you, too, could have
found an honourable grave on the field,
as William of Celle has done. Better, per-
haps. had you done so.” He sighed,
thinking about it, and no doubt decid-
ing that he'd be a deal happier, when he
saw the queen again, to be able to say:
“Oh, Flashy's kicked the bucker, by the
way, but your precious Willy is all
right.” Well, fearful and miserable as I
was, I wasn't that [ar gone, myself.

He prosed on a bit, about duty and
honour and my own failure and what a
hell of a blot I'd put on my copybook.
No thought. you'll notice, for the blot
he'd earned, with those thousands of
dead piled up above the Alma, the in-
competent bufloon.

“I pity you, Flashman, and because I
pity you, I shall not send you home. You
may continue on my stall, and I trust
that vour future conduct will enable me
to think that this lapse—irreparable
though its consequences are—wus  but
one terrible error ol judgement, one
sudden dereliction of duty, which will
never—nay, can never—be repeated. But
for the moment, I canmot admit you
again to that full lellowship of the spirit
in which members of my staff are wone
1o be embraced.”

Well, 1 could stand that. He rum-
maged on his table and picked up some
things. “These are the personal eflects
ol your . . . your dead comrade. Take
them and let them be an awlul re-
minder o vou of duty undone, ol rust
neglected and ol honour—no, 1 will not
say aught ol honour 1o one whose cour-
age, at least, 1 believe o be beyvond re-
proach.” He looked at the things: one of
them was a locket which Willy had worn
round his neck. Raglan snapped it
open and gave a litde gulp. He held it
out to me, his face all noble and work-
ing. “Look on that fair, pure face.” cries
he, “and feel the remorse you deserve,
More than anything I can say, it will
strike to your soul—the lace of a boy's
sweetheart, chaste, trusting and  inno-
cent. Think of that poor, sweet creature
who, thanks to vour neglect, will soon
be draining the bitterest cup of sorrow.”

I doubted it mysell, as I looked it the
locket. Last thime I'd seen her, the poor.
sweet ereature had been wearing noth-
ing but black-satin boots. Only Willy in
this wide world would have thought of
wearing the picture ol a St. John's Woad
whore round his neck: he had been
truly wild about her, the randy little ras-
cal. Well il I'd had my way, he'd siill
have been thumping her every night,
instead ol lying on a swretcher with only
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hall his head. But I wonder il the
preaching Raglan, or any of the pious
hypocrites who were his relatives, would
have called him back to life on those
terms? Poor litde Willy.

- . -

Well, if T was in disgrace, I was also
in good health, and that's what mat-
ters, I miglt have been one of the 5000
dead or ol the shattered wounded Iving
shrieking 1hrough the dusk along that
awlul line of bluffs. In spite ol the good
cflorts of Surgeon Munro, the medical
provision was not ¢nough—and scores of
our folk just lay writhing where they
lell or died in the arms of mates hauling
and carryving them down to the beach
hospitals. The Russian wounded lay in
piles by the hundred round our biv-
ouacs, arying and moaning all through
the night—I can hear their sobbing
“Pajalustal Pajalusta?” siill. The camp-
ground was littered with spent shot and
rubbish and Droken gear among the
pools of congealed  blood—my  stars,
wouldn’t 1 just like to take one of our
ministers, or strect-corner  orators, or
blood-lusting,  breaklasescoffing  pupas.
over such a place as the Alma hills—not
to let him see. because he'd just tuttue
and look anguished and have a good
pray and not care a damn—Dbut o shoot
him in the belly with a soft-nosed bullet
and et him die screaming where he be-
longed. That's all they deserve.

Not that I aired a fig for dead or
wounded  that night. | had  worries
cnough on my own account, for in
brooding about the injustice of Raglan's
reproaches, 1 convinced myself thar I'd
be broke in the end. The loss of that
meily livde German pimp swelled out of
all proportion in my imagination, with
the queen calling me a murderer and
Albert accusing me of high treason and
The Times trumpeting for my impeach-
ment. It was only when I realized that
the army might have other things 1o
think about that I cheered up.

I was feeling as lonely as the police
nun at Herne Bay® when 1 loaled into
Billy Russell’s tent and found him scrib-
bling away by a storm lantern, with Lew
Nolan perched on an ammunition box,
holding lorth as usual.

“Two  brigades of cavalry!™  Nolan
was saying. “"Iwo brigades, cnough 1o
have pursued and routed the whole pack
of 'em! And what do they do? Sit on
their  backsides.  because  Lucan's
damned scared 1o order a bag of oats
without a written order from Raglan.
Lord Lucan? Bah! Lord Dbloody Look-
on, more like.”

"Hmm,” says Billy, writing away, and
he  glanced up. “Here, Flash—vou'll
know. Were the Highlanders first imo
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the redoubt? T say yes, but Lew says not.8
Stevens  ain’t sure and 1 cn't find
Campbell anywhere. What 'ye say?”

I said I didn’t know and Nolan cried
what the devil did it matter, anyway,
they were only infantry. Billy, sceing he
would get no peace from him, threw
down his pen, yawned and says 1o me:

“You look well used up, Flash. Are
you all rightz What's the muauer, old
fellow:"

I told him Willy was lost and he said
ave, that was a pity, a nice lad, and I
told him what Raglan had said 1o me,
and at this, Nolan forgot his horses for
a minute and burst out:

"By God, isn't that of a picce? He's
lost the best part of five brigades and he
rounds on one unfortunate galloper be-
cause some silly little ass who shouldn’t
have been here at all, av all, gets himsclf
blown up by the Russians! I he was so
blasted concerned for him, what did he
let him near the field for in the fivst
Pliace? And if you was 10 wel-nwse him,
why did he have vou galloping your arse
oll all day? The man’s a lool! Aye, and
a bad general, what's worse—there's a
Russian army cear away, thanks to him
and those idle frogs, and we could have
cut ‘em to bits on this very spot! I tell
you, Billy, this fellow’ll have to go.”

"Come, Lew, he's won his fight,” says
Russell, stroking his beard. “It's 0o bad
he's set on you, Flash—Dbut I'd lose no
slecp over i Depend upon it he's only
voicing his own fears of what may be
said 1o fum—Dbut he's a decent old stick
and bears no grudges. He'll have torgot-
ten about it in a day or so.”

“You think 07" says 1, brightening.

“I should hope so!” cries Nolan.
“Mother of God, if he hasn’'t more to
think about, he should have. Here's him
and Lucan between ‘em have et a great
chance slip, but by the time Billy here

=1L as intevesting 1o note that William
Howard Russell, in Iis oviginal despateh
to The Times, made the mistake of re-
porting that the Highlanders were in-
volved in the attack on the redoubt but
corvected this in later despatches. His
histovies of the Crimea are the work of
a  brilliant  ncwspaperman, and cven
those who question his  criticism  of
Raglan and other Brilish leaders (see
General Siv Joln Adye’s “Review of the
Crimean War") acknowledge the quality
of lus reporting. Anyone intevested in
verifying Flashman's stalements cannot
do better than to refer to Russell, or 1o
Kinglake, who was also an eyewilness.
Incidentally, Flashman's account of the
Alma action is extremely accurale, es-
pecially where Lord Raglan's movements
are concerned, but his memory has surely
Played him false in a slightly earlicr pas-
sage when he suggests that the Russian
gunners fired on the army at the starvt of
its march down the Crimean coast: This
took place some hours laler.

has finished tellin® the British public
about how the matchless Guards and
stern Caledonians swept the Muscovite
horde aside on their bavonet points 3

“I like that,” says Billy, winking at
me. 1 like it, Lew: go on, youTre
inspiring.”

“Ah, bah, the old f[ool'll be thinking
he's another Wellington,”  says  Lew.
“Ave, you can laugh, Russell—tell vour
readers what I've said about Lucan,
though—1 dare ye! That'd startle "em!”

This talk cheered me up, lor, after all,
it was what Russell thought—and wrote
—that counted, and he never even men-
tioned Willy's death in his despatches
to The Times.

And Nolan was right—Raglan  and
everyone clse had enough to occupy
them afier Alma. The dever men were
for driving on hard to Sebastopol, a bare
20 miles away, and with our cavalry in
good [leule. we could obviously have
taken it But the [rogs were oo tired.
or too sick. or too Iroggy. il vou ask me,
and days were wasted. and the Ruskis
managed 1o bolt the door in time.

What was worse. the carnage atr Alma
and the cholera had thinned the army
horribly, there was no proper transport,
and by the time we had lumbered on 10
Scehastopol peninsula, we couldn’t have
robbed a hen roost. But the siege had 10
be Laid and Raglan. looking wearier all
the time, was thrashing himsell 10 be
cheerful and enthusiastic, with his army
wasting and  winter coming and the
[rogs groaning at him. Oh. he was brave
and determined and ready to ke on
all the odds—the worst kind of general
imaginable. Give me a dever coward
cvery time (which, of course, is why I'm
such a dam’ fine general myself).

So the siege was laid, the French and
owrsclves sitting down on the muddy,
rain-sodden gullied platean before Se-
bastopol. the dismalest place on earth,
with no proper quarters but a few poor
huts and 1ents, and evervihing to be
anted up from Balaclava on the coast
cight miles away. Soon the camp, and
the road 1o it, was a stinking quagmire;
evervone looked and felt filthy, the ra-
tions were poor. the work of preparing
the sicge was cruel, hard (lor the men,
anyway), and all the bounce there had
been in the army alter Al evaporated
in the dank. feverish rain by day and the
biting cold by night. Soon half of us were
lousy and the other hall had fever or
dysentery or cholera or all three—as some
wag said. who'd holiday at Brighton if he
conld come 10 sunny Schastopol instead?

I didn’t take any part in the siege op-
crations mysell, not because 1 was out of
favour with Raglan but for the excellent
reason that, like so muny of the army, 1
spent several wecks on the flat of my
back with what was thought at first 1o
be cholera but was, in fact, a foul case of
dysentery and wind, brought on by my
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own hoggish excesses. On the manch
south alter the Alma, I had been gal-
loping a message from Airey to our ad-
vance guard and had come on a bunch
of our cavalry who had bushwhacked a
Russian baggage train and were busily
looting it.¥ Like a good officer, I joined
m and bagged as much champagne as 1
could carry and a couple of fur cloaks as
well. The doaks were splendid, but the
champagne must have carried the germ
of the Siberian pox or something. for
within a day I was blown up like a
sheep on weeds and spewing and skiuer-
ing damnably. They sent me down o a
seedy little house in Balaclava, not [ar
from where Billy Russell was established.
and there I lay sweating and rumbling
and wishing T were dead. Pare of it 1
don’t remember, so I suppose 1 must
have been  delirions, but my orderly
looked alter me well. and since 1 siill
had all the late Willy’s gear and pro-
visions—not that I at¢ much until the
last. week—1I did tolerably well. Better,
at least, than any other sick man; they
were being carted down to Balaclava in
droves, rotten with cholera and fever,
lving in the streets as olien as not.

Lew Nolan cime down to see me
when 1 was mending and gave me all
the gossip—about how Cardigan’s yadn
had arrived and his noble Ior(lship,
pleading a weak chest, had deserted his
Light Brigade for the comforts of life
aboard, where he slept soft and stuffed
his guts with the best. There were ru-
mours, too, Lew told me, of Russian

" For an account of this incident, sce
Russell’'s “The War: From the Landing
at Gallipoli to the Death of Lord Rag-
lan (1835)."

troops moving up in huge strength from
the cast, and he thought thar if Raglan
didn’t look alive, he'd find himself bot-
ted up in the Sebastopol peninsula.

Now, although I couldn’t guess ir, as
I lay pampering myself with a little pre-
served jellied chicken and Rhine wine
—of which Willy's store chest yielded a
fine abundance—that terrible day was
approaching, that awful thunderclap of
i day when the world wrned upside
down in a welter of powder smoke and
cannon shot and steel, which no one
who lived through it will ever forget.
Myself least of all. T never thought thiun
anything could make Alma or the Kabul
retreat seem like a charabane pienic, but
that day did, and I was through it, dawn
to dusk, as no other man was. It was
sheer bad luck thae it was the very day |
returned to duty. Danm that Russian
champagne: if it had kept me in bed
just one day longer, what I'd have heen
spared. Mind you, we'd have lost India,
for what that’s worth. But I'd conva-
lesced as long as T dared and old Colin
Campbell, who commanded in Bala-
clava, had dropped me a sour hint that 1
ought o be back with Raglan in the
mitin camp up on the plateau. So on the
evening of October 24, 1 got my orderly
to assemble my gear, left Willy's provi-

stons with Russell and loaled up o
headquarters.
Whether I'd  exerted  myvsell 100

quickly or it was the sound of the Russian
bands in Sebastopol, playing their hell-
ish dolelul music, that kept me awake,
I was taken damned ill in the night. My
bowels were in a Tearful state, 1 was
blown out like a boiler and 1 was un-
wise enough 1o treat myseli with brandy,

“You're spoiling me for all other men!”

on the principle that il your guts are
bad, they won't feel any worse for vour
being foxed. They do, though, and
when my orderly suddenly tumbled me
out before dawn, T felt as though I were
about to give birth. 1 told him 10 go 10
the devil, but he insisted that Raglan
wanted me, p.d.q., so 1 huddied into my
clothes in the cold, shivering and rum-
bling, and went 1o see what was up.

They were in a great sweat at Rag
Lan's post: Word had come from Lu-
am’s cavalry that our advanced posts
were signalling enemy in sight 1o the
castward, and gallopers were being sent
off in all directions, with Raglan dictat-
ing messages over his shoulder while he
and Airey pored over their maps.

“My dear Flashman,” savs Raglan,
when his eye lit on me, “why, vou look
positively unwell. T think you would be
better in your berth.” He was all henev-
olent concern 1his morning—which was
like him, of course. “Don’t vou think he
looks ill, Airey?” Airey agreed that 1 did
bur muttered something about needing
every stalt rider we could muster. so
Raglan tut-tutted and said he much re-
gretted it, but he had a message for Camp-
bell ar Balaclava and it would be a grem
Kindness if T would bear it. (He really
did talk like that, most of the time: con-
sideration lairly oozed out of him.) I
wondered if 1 should plead my belly, so
to speak. but finding him in such a good
mood, with the Willy business appar-
ently forgouen, T gave him my brave,
sulfering smile and pockered his mes-
sage, fool that T was.

I felt damned shaky as I hauled my-
sell into the saddle and resolved 1o take
my time over the broken country that
Lay between headquarters and Balaclavi.
Indeed, I had to stop several times and
iy to vomit, but it was no go and T can-
tered on over the filthy road, with its
litter of old stretchers and broken equip-
ment, until 1 came out onto the open
ground some time alter sunrisc.

Alter the downpour of the night he-
fore, it was dawning into a beautiful
clear morning, the kind of day when, if
vour innards aren’t heaving and squeak-
ing, you feel like a fine gallop with the
wind in your face. Belore me the Bala-
clava plain rolled away like a great grey-
green blanket. and as 1 halted 1o have
another  unsuccessful  retch, the scene
that met my eyes was like a galloping
ficld day. On the left of the plain, where
itsloped up to the long line of the Cause-
way Heights, our cavalry were deployed
in full strength, more than 1000 horse-
men, like so many brilliant linle pup-
pets in the sunny distance, rotting in
their squadrons, wheeling and reform-
ing. About a mile away, nearest 1o me, 1
could casily distinguish the Light Brigade
—the pink trousers of the Cherrypick-
ers, the sendet of Light Diagoons and
the blue tunics and twinkling lance
points of the 17th. The trumpets were



Re Jess.
.

rocks, mud, muck,
s and drivers

ccess-

hing st
eninsu‘la wilder-

pinion gteerind
—




PLAYBRBOY

tootling on the hreeze, the words of
command drifted across 1o me as clear as
a bell and even bevond the Lights 1
could see, closer in under the Causeway
and reviring slowly in my direction, the
squadrons of the Heavy Brigade—ithe
grey horses with  their scarlet  riders,
the gold-coloured helmets of the Skins
and the hundreds of tiny glittering slivers
of the sabres. It was for all the world like
a green nursery carpet, with tiny oy sol-
diers deployed upon it, and as pretty as
these pictures of reviews and  parades
that you sce in the galleries.

Until you looked bevond, to where
Causeway Heights [aded into the haze of
the castern dawn and you could sce why
our cavilry were retiring. The far slopes
were black with scurrving antlike fig-
ures—Russian infantry pouring up to the
cun redoubts which we had established
along the three miles of the Causeway:
the thunder of cannon rolled continu-
ously across the plain, the flashes of the
Russian guns stabbing away at the re-
doubts, and the sparkle of their muskets
was all along the far end of the Cause-
way. They were swarming over the gun
emplacements,  engulfing our  Turkish
gunners, and their artillery was pound-
ing away towards our retreating cavalry,
pushing it along under the shadow of
the Heights,

1 took all this in and looked off across
the plain o my rvight, where it sloped
up into a crest protecting the Balaclava
road. Along the crest there was a long
line of scarlet figures, with dark-green
blobs where their legs should be—Camp-
bell's Highlanders, at a safe distance,
think God, [rom the Russian  guns,
which were now ranging nicely on the
Heavy Brigade under the Heiglits, 1
could see the shot plumping just short
of the horses and hear the urgent bark
of commands: A troop of the Skins scat-
tered as a great column ol earth leaped
up among them, and then they re-
formed, trotting back under the lee of
the Causcway.

[Flashman here desaribes two actions
taking place that morning: the repulse
of a large body of Russian cavalry by Sir
Colin  Campbell's  93rd  Highlanders
—the famous “thin red  line"—and
the successful charge of Scarlet’s Heavy
Brigade against another greatly superior
Russtan force. Flashman, in the course
of carvying messages, was inadvertently
caught up in both of these actions. The
full texe of his description will appear
in the forthcoming fourth volume of the
Flashman Papers. We reunrn to the ac-
count as he reports to Lord R 5
command post on the heights ol
poune Ridge.—Ed.]

Raglan was beaming, as well he might
be, and demanded details of the action
I had seen. So I gave ‘em, fairly offhand,
saying I thought the Highlanders had
behaved prety well—*Yes, and if we

240 had just followed up with cavalry, we

might have regained the whole Cause-
wiy by now!” pipes Nolan, at which
Airey told him 1o be silent and Raglan
looked [airly stufly. As for the Heavies,
they had seen all that, but I said it had
been warm work and Ivan had got his
bellyful, from what I could see.

“Gad, Flashy, you have all the Iuck!”
cries Lew, slapping his thigh, and Rag-
lan clapped me on the shoulder.

“Well done, Flashman,” says  he.
“Two actions today and you have been
in the thick of both. 1 fear you have
been neglecting your staff duties in your
cagerness to be at the enemy, ¢h?” And
he gave me his quizzical beam, the old
fool. “Well, we shall say no more about
thae.”

I looked confused and went red and
muttered  something about not  being
able 1o abide these damned Ruskis, and
they all laughed again and said that was
old Flashy, and the young gallopers, the
pink-checked lads, looked at me with
awe. It it hadn’t been for my aching
belly, I'd have been ready 1o cujoy my-
self, now that the horror of the morning
was past and the cold sweat of reaction
hadn’t had a chance 1o set in.

While my impressions of the carly
morning are fairly vague and consist of
a series of coloured and horrid pictures,
I'm in no doubt about what ook place
in the late forenocon. That is etched for-
ever; 1 can shut my eyes and see it all
and feel the griping pain ¢bbing and
clawing at my guts—perhaps that sharp-
ened my senses, who knows? Anyway,
I have it all clear; not only what hap.
pened but what caused it 1o happen. I
know, better than anyone else who ever
lived, why the Light Brigade was
launched on its famous charge, hecause
I was the man responsible, and it wasn't
wholly an accident. That's not to siay
I'm to blame—if blame there is, it
belongs to Raglan, the kind, honour-
able. vain old man. Not 1o Lucan, nor 1o
Cardigan, nor to Nolan, nor to Airey,
nor cven to my humble sell: We just
played our litde parts. Bur blame? 1
cr’t even hold it against Raglan, not
now. Of course, your historians and crit-
ics and hypocrites are full of virtuous
zeal o find out who was “at fault” and
wag their heads and say, “Ah, you see,”
and tell him what should have been
done, from the safety of heir studics
and lecture rooms—but I was there, you
see, and while T could have rung Rag-
lan’s neck or blown him from the
muzzle of a gun at the time—well, it's
all by now and we cither survived it or
we didn’t. Proving someone guilty won't
bring the 600 to life again—most of 'em
would be dead by now, anyway. And
they wouldn’t blame anvone. What did
that wooper of the 17th say afterwards:
“We're ready 1o go in again.” Good luck
to him, I say; once was cnough for
me—Dbut, don't you understand, nobody

else has the right to talk of blame or
blunders? Just us, the living and the
dead. It was our indaba. Mind vyou, I
could kick Raglan’s arse for him and my
own.

I sat up there on the Sapoune crest,
fecling bloody sick and tired, refusing
the sandwiches that Billy Russell offered
me and listening 10 Lew Nolan’s mut-
tered tirade about the misconduct of the
battle so far.

The Sapoune. on which we stood, is a
great bluft rising hundreds of leet above
the plain. Looking east {rom it. vou sce
below you a shallow valley, perhaps two
miles long and half a mile broad: o the
north. there is a litde dump of heights
on which the Russians had established
guns to command that side of the valley.
On the south, the valley is bounded by
the long spine of the Causeway Heighus,
running cast from the Sapoune for two
or three miles. The far end of the valley
was fairly hazy, even with the strong
sunlight, but you could sce the Russians
there as thick as fleas on a dog's back
—guns, infantry, cavalry, everything ex-
cept Tsar Nick himself, tiny puppets in
the distance. just holding their ground,
They had guns on the Causeway, too,
pointing north; as I watched, I saw the
nearest team of them unlimbering just
heside the spot where the Heavies'
charge had ended.

So there it was, plain as a pool ta-
ble—a fine empry valley with the main
lorce of the Russians at the Lur end of it
and us at the near end, bue with Ruskis
on the heights to cither side, guns and
sharpshooters both—you could see the
grey wniforms of their infintry moving
imong their cannon down on the Cause-
wity. not amile and a hall away.

Dircatly beneath where 1 stood, at the
near end of the valley, our cavalry had
taken up station just north of the Cause-
way, the Heavies slightly nearer the Sa-
poune and 1o the right, the Lights just
ahead of them and slightly left. They
looked as though you could have lobbed
it stone imo the middle of them—1
could easily make out Cardigan, thread-
ing his way behind the ranks of the
17th, and Lucan, with his gallopers, and
old Scarlett. with his bright scarf thrown
over onc shoulder of his coat—they were
all sitting out there waiting, tiny figures
in blue and scarlet and green, with here
and there a plumed hat and an occasion-
al bandage.

Well, thinks 1. there they all are,
doing nothing and aking no harm; let
‘em be and let's go home. For it was
plain 0 sce the Ruskis were going to
make no advance up the valley towards
the Sapounc: they'd had their fill for
the day and were content to hold the
far end of the valley and the heighs either
side. But Raglan and Airey were forever
turning their glasses on the Causeway, ac
the Russian artillery and infantry mov-
ing among the redoubts they'd captured
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from the Turks; I gathered both our in-
fantry and cavalry down on the plain
should have been moving to push them
out, but nothing was happening and Rag-
lan was gewting the lhrets. “Why docs
not Lord Lucan move?” 1 heard him say
once, and again: “He has the order;
what delays him now?”

“Why doesn’t Raglan malke "em move,
dammit?” says Lew, coming over 1o
Billy Russell and me alier reporting
back to Raglan. “It's too bad! Il he
would give ‘em one dear simple com-
mand, to push in an’ sweep those lellows
off the Causeway—ol, my God! An’ he
won't listen to me—I'm a young pup
green behind  the ears. The  cavalry
alone could do it in five minutes—
it's about time Cardigan carned his gener-
al’s pay, anyway!”

I approved heartily of that mysell.
Every time 1 heard Cardigan’s name
mentioned or saw his hatelul boozy vul-
ture lace, 1 remembered that vile scene
in Elspetlh’s bedroom and feh my oy
hoiling up. Several times it had occurred
to me on the campaign that it would he
a capital thing il he could be induced
into action where he mighe well be hit
hetween the legs and so have his brains
blown out. but he'd not looked like tak-
ing a scratch so Lar. And there scemed
scant chance ol it today: 1 heard Raglan
snapping his glass shut with impatience

and saying to Airey: “I despair almost of
moving our horse. It looks as though we
shall have to rely on Cambridge alone
—whenever his infantry come up! Oh,
this is vexing! We  shall accomplish
nothing against the Causeway positions
at this ratet”

And just at that moment, somecone
sang out: “My lord! Sec there—ihe
guns are moving! The guns in the sec
ond redoubt—the Cossacks are getting
them out!™

Sure  cnough, there were Russian
horsemen limbering up away down the
Causcway arest, tugging at a litde 1oy
cimon in the capured Turkish em-
placement. They had wackles on it and
were obviously intent on carrying it off
to the main Russian army. Raglan
stared at it through his glass, his face
working.

“Airey!” eries he. “This is intolera-
ble! What is Lucan thinking ol—why,
these fellows will clear the guns away be-
fore our advance begins!™

You may say it was out ol pure malice
towards Cardigan that 1 piped up—tak-
ing care that my back was 1o Raglan but
talking loud enough for him to hear:

“There goes our record—Wellington
never lost a gun, you know.”

I've heard since, from a galloper who
was at Raglan’s side, that it was those
words. invoking the comparison with his

“Don’t be sovidiculous, Robert.
He's alveady proved his masculinity.”

god Wellington, that stung him into ac-
tion—that he started like a man shot,
that his face worked and he jerked at his
bridle convulsively. Mavbe he'd have
made up his mind without my help
—but I'll be honest and say that I doubt
1. He'd have waited for the infanory. As
it was. he went pale and then red and
snapped out:

“Alrey—another  message 10 Lord
Lucan! We can delay no longer—he

must move without the inlanuy. Tell
him—ah. he is o advance the cavalry
rapidly to the front. 1o prevent the
enemy curying off the guns—ah, 1o
follow the enemy and prevent them. Yes.
Yes. He may take troop horse artillery,
at his discretion. There—that will do.
You larve it, Airey? Read it back, il you
please.”

I see it so cearly still—Airey's head
bent over the paper, jubbing at the
words with his pencil, as he vead back
(more or less in Raglan's words, cer-
tainly in the same sense). Noluan's lace
alight with joy beside me—"At last, at
last, thank God!" he was mutering—
and Raglan sitting, nodding  carefully.
Then he cried out:

"Good. It is 10 be acted on at once
—make that clear!™

“Ah. that's me darlin’™ whispers Lew,
and nudged me. “Well done, Flashy, me
bov—you've got him movin'!™

“Send it immedinely.” Raglan  was
telling Airey. “Oh, and notily Lord
Lucan that there ave French cvalry on
his left. Surely that should suffice.” And
he opencd his glass again. looking down
at Causeway Heights. “Send the [astest
galloper™

I had a moment’s apprehension at
thar—having  started the ball, I'd no
wish to be involved—but Raglan added:
"Where is Nolan*—yes, Nolan,” and
Lew, beside himself with excitement,
wheeled his horse bestde Airey, grabbed
at the paper, tucked iv in his gaunder.
smacked down his lorage cap, threw Rag
lin the fastest of sulutes and would
have been oft like a shot, but Raglan
stayed him, repeating that the message
was of the utmost importance, that it
wias o be delivered with all haste 1o
Lucan personally and that it was vital o
act at once, belore the Ruskis counld
make off with our guns.’ All unneces-

1 The original pencilled ovder, servib-
bled by Aivey. is still preserved. 1t
reads: “Lord Raglan wishes the Cavalry
to advance yapidly to the froni, fol'ow
the Enemy & try to prevent the Enemy
carryig away the guns, Troup Horse
Attily may accompany. French Caialry
is on yr lefi. Immediate”” As to what
verbal — instructions  may  have  been
added, there is no certainty, but one of
the rumours which later arose (see H,
Moyse-Bartlett's “ Lewis Edward Nolan”)
was that Nolan had been told (o tell
Lucan to act on the defensioe but had
passed on the vital word as offensive.




sary repetition, ol course, and Lew was
in a fever, going pink with impatience.

“Away, then!” cries Raglan  at last,
and Lew was over the brow in a twin-
kling, with a flurry ol dust—showy devil
—and Raglan shouting after him: “At
once, Nolan—tell Lord Lucan at once,
you understand.”

That's how they sent Nolan oll—that
and no more, on my oath. And so I
come to the point with which 1 began
this memoir, with Raglan having a scc
ond thonght and showing to Awey to
send  aflter him, and  Airey  looking
round, and myself retiring modestly, you
remember, and Airey spotting me and
gesturing me violently up heside him.

“Flashman,” says  Raglan,  “Nolan
must make it clear to Lord Lucan—he is
to behave delensively and auempt noth-
ing against his better judgement. Do you
understand me?”

Well, I understand the words. but
what the hell Luecan was cx[u-a(‘d to
make of them, 1 couldn't see. Told 10 ad-
vance, to attack the encmy, and yet to act
defensively. But it was nothing 10 me; 1
repeated the order, word for word, mak-
ing sure Airey could hear me, and then
went over the blull after Lew.

It was as steep as hell's half acre, like
a scaside sand clifl shot across by grassy
ridges. At any other time, I'd have
picked my way down nice and lcisurely,
but with Raglan and the rest looking
down, and in {ull view ol our cavalry in
the plain. I'd no choice but to go hell
for leather. Besides, 1 wasn't going to let
that cocky little pimp Nolan distance
me—I may not be proud of much, but
I fancied mysell against any galloper in
the army and was determined 10 over-
take him before he reached Lucan. So
down 1 went, with the game litde mare
under me skipping  like @ mountain
goat, sliding on her haunches, carcering
headlong, and myselt clinging on with
my knees aching and my hands on the
mane, jolting and swaying wildly, and
in the tail of my eye, Lew's red cap jerk-
ing crazily on the cscarpment helow.

I was the bewer horseman. He wasn't
20 yards out on the level when T rouched
the bottom and went alter lum like a
bolt, yelling to him 1o hold on. He heard
me and reined up, cursing and demand-
ing to know what was the matter. “On
with you!” aies 1. as I came alongside,
and as we galloped, T shouted my message.

He couldn’t make it out but had to
pluck the note hrom his glove and
squint at it while he rode. “What the
hell does it mean, in the (st place?”
cries he. It says here, *Advance rpidly
to the front.” Well, God love us, the
guns ain't in front; they're in flank
front if they're anywhere.”

“Search me,” 1 shouted. “But he says
Look-on is to act delensively and under-
take nothing against his better judge-
ment. So therel”

“Delensive?” cries Lew. “Defensive be

damned! He must have said offensive
—how the hell could he attack delfen-
sively? And this order says nothin® about
Lucan’s better judgement. For one thing,
he's got no more judgement than Mulli-
gan’s bull pup!”

“Well, that's what Raglan said!™ I
shouted. “You're bound 1o deliver it.”

I eased up as we shot through the
ranks of the Greys, lening him  go
ahead; he went streaking through the
Heavies and across the inervening space
towards the Lights. I cantered easily up
to the Fourth Lights, and there was
George Pager, wanting to know what
wis up.

“You're advancing shoruly,” says 1.

“Damned  high time, too,” says he.
“Got a cheroot, Flash?>—1 haven't o
weed to my name.”11

I gave him one and he squinted at
me. “You're looking peaky,” says he
“Anything wrong?”

“Bowels.” says 1. “Damn all Russian
champagne. Where's Lord Look-onz”

He pointed and 1 saw  Lucan ot
ahead of the Lights, with some galloper
beside him and Nolan just reining up.
Lew wis saluting and handing him the
paper, and while Lucan pored over it, 1
looked about me.

It wis drvowsy and close down here on
the plain alter the breezy heighis of the
Sapoune; hardly a breath ol wind, and
the flies buzzing round the horses” heads
and the heavy smell of dung and leath-
cr. 1 suddenly realized 1 was damned
tired and my belly wouldn't liec quict
again; I grunted in reply to George's
questions and took stock of the brigade,
squirming uncomfortably in my sad-
dle—there were the Cherrypickers in
front, all very spruce in blue and pink.
with their pelisses trailing; to their rvight
the mortarboard helmets and blue -
nics of the 17th, with their lances at rest
and the litde red point plumes hanging
limp: to their right again. not far from
where  Lucan was  siung,  the  13th
Lights, with the great Lord Cardigan
himself out 1o the lore, sitting very aloof
and alone and affeciing not to notice
Lucan and Nolan, who weren't above 20
yards from him.

And then I heard Lucan's voice, clear

11 ] iy one of the true curiosilics of
the chavge of the Light Brigade (hat
lLord George Paget rode into action
smoking a chevool—obviously, the one
which Flashman gave him—and did not
actually drawe his sabre until the mo-
ment of entering the baltery, when his
orderly, Parkes, advised him to do so.
Pagel’s coolness, which as much as any-
thing saved the remnants of the Light
Brigade, was nolorious: Trooper Far-
quharson. who rode with him in the
charge, recalled how carlicr in the baitle
Paget was hit by a shell splinter and
reacted only by telling his orderly to col-
lect it as a souvenir,
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as a bugle. “Guns, sir? What guns, may
I ask? I can see no guns.”

He was looking up the valley. his
hand shading his eyes, and when 1
looked, by God, you couldn’t see the re-
doubt where the Ruskis had been lim-
bering up to haul the guns away—just
the long slope of Causeway Heights and
the Russian  infantry uncomlfortably
close.

I could see Lew’s [ace working; he was
sarler with fury and his hand was shak-
ing as he came up by Lucan’s shoulder,
pointing along the line of the Causeway.
“There, my lord—there, you see, arc the
zuns! There’s your enemy!™

He brayed it out, as though he were
addressing a dirty wrooper, and Lucan
stiffened as though he'd been hit. Lew
wheeled abruptly away and cantered off,
making straight for me where I was sit-
ting to the right of the 17th. He was
shaking with passion, and as he drew
abreast of me, he rasped out:

“The bloody fool! Docs he want 10 sit
on his great arse all day and every day?”

“Lew,” says I, pretty sharp, “did you
tell him he was to act delensively and at
his own discretion?"”

“Tell him?” says he, baring his tecth
in a savage grin. “By Chist. T told him
three times over! As if that bastard
needs telling to act delensively—he's ca-
pable of nothing else! Well, he’s got
his bloody orders—now let's see how he
carries them out!”

And with that, he went over to Tubby
Morris and 1 thought, well, that’s that
—now f[or the Sapoune, home and beau-
ty, and let 'em chase to their hearts’
content down here. And I was just
wheeling my horse, when from behind
me I heard Lucan’s voice.

“Colonel Flashman!” He was sitting
with Cardigan, before the 13th Lighs.
“Come over here, if you please!”

Now what? thinks I, and my belly
gave a great windy twinge as 1 troued
over towards them. Lucan was snapping
at him impatiently as I drew alongside:

“1 know, I know, but there it is. Lord
Raglan’s order is quite positive and we
must obey it.”

“Oh, vewy well,” says Cardigan,
damned ill-humoured; his voice was a
mere croak, no doubt with his roupy
chest or overboozing on his yacht. He
flicked a glance at me and looked away,
snifing; Lucan addressed me.

“You will accompany Lord Cardigan,”
says he. “In the event that communica-
tion is needed, he must have a galloper.”

I stared horrified, hardly taking in
Cardigan’s comment: “I envisage no ne-
cessity for Colonel Fwashman's pwesence
or for communication with your word-
ship.”

“Indeed, sir,” says I, “Lord Raglan
will need me . . . 1 dare not wait any
longer . . . with your lordship's permis-
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“You will do as T say!” barks Lucan.
“Upon my word, I have never met such
insolence from mere gallopers before
this day! First Nolan and now you!
Do as you are 1old, sir, and let us have
none of this shirking!”

And with that, he wheeled away, leav-
ing me tenified, enraged and balfled.
What could I do? I couldn’t disobey—it
just wasn’t possible.

"My lord,” says I to Cardigan, “this is
preposterous—unreasomiible! Lord Rag-
Ian will need mel Will you speak 1o
his lordship—he must be made to
sce——"

“If there is one thing,” says Cardigan,
in that croaking drawl, “of which I am
tolewably certain  in  this uncertain
world, it is the total impossibiwity of
making my Word Wucin see anything
at all.” He looked me up and down.
“You read him, sir. Take station behind
me and to my weft. Bewieve me, I do
not welcome your pwesence here any
more than you do yoursell.”

Why hadn’t I kept my mouth shut in
Raglan’s presence? 1 could have been
safe and comly up on the Sapoune—Dbut
no, I'd had to try to vent my spite, to get
Cardigan in the way of a bullet, and the
result was I would be facing the bullets
alongside him. Oh, a skirmish round
gun redoubts is a small enough thing by
military standards—unless you happen
to be taking part in it, and I reckoned
I'd used up two of my nine lives today
already. To make matters worse, my
stomach was beginning to churn and
heave most horribly again; I sat there,
with my back to the Light Brigade, nurs-
ing it miserably, while behind me the
orders rattled out and the squadrons re-
formed; T took a glance round and saw
the 17th were now direcily behind me,
two little clumps of lances, with the
Cherrypickers in behind. And here came
Cardigan, trouing out in [ront, glancing
back at the silent squadions.

He paused, [acing them, and there was
no sound now but the restless thump
of hooves and the aeak and jingle of
the gear. All was still, five regiments of
cavalry, looking down the valley, with
Flashy out in fromt, wishing he were
dead and suddenly aware that dreadful
things were happening under his belt. I
moved, gasping gently to myself, stirring
in my saddle. and suddenly, without the
slightest volition on my part, there was
the most crashing discharge of wind, like
the report of a mortar. My horse started;
Cardigan jumped in his saddle, glaring
at me: and from the ranks of the 171h a
voice muttered: “Christ, as il Russian ar-
tillery wasn’t bad enough!”

Someone gigeled and another voice
said: “We've "ad Whisdin® Dick—now
we got Trumpetin® Harry an” alll”

“Silence!”  cries  Cardigan, looking
like thunder, and the murmur in the
ranks died away. And then, God help

me, in spite ol my suaining efforts to
contain mysell, there was another fear-
ful bang beneath me, echoing off the
saddle, and I thought Cardigan would
explode with [ury.

I could not merely sit there. “I beg
your pardon, my lord,” says I, “I am not
well o

“Be silent!” snaps he, and he must
have been in a highly nervous condition
himself, otherwise he would never have
added, in a hoarse whisper: “Can you
not contain  yoursell, you disgusting
[ellow:”

“My lord,” whispers T, “I cannot help
it—it is the [everish wind, you see—-"
and I interrupted myself yet again,
thunderously.

He let out a fearful oath, under his
breath, and wheeled his charger, his hand
raised: he croaked out, “Bwigade will
advance—first squadron, Seventeemh—
walk-march—twot!” and behind us the
squadrons stirred and moved forward, 700
cavalry, one of them palsied with fear but
in spite of that, feeling a mighty relief
internally—it was what I had needed all
day. of course, like these sheep that stuff
themselves on some windy weed and have
to be pierced to get them vight again.

And that was how it bezan. Ahead of
me I could see the short unl of the val-
ley turning to plough, and beyond that
the haze av the valley end, a mile and
more away, and only a [ew hundred
yards off, on either side, the enclos-
ing slopes. with the small figures of Rus-
sian infantry clearly visible. You could
even see their artillerymen wheeling the
guns round and scurrying among the
limbers—we were well within range, but
they were watching, waiting to see what
we would do next. I forced mysell 10
look straight ahcad down the valley:
there were guns there in plenty and
squadrons of Cossacks flanking them:
their lance points and sabres caught the
sun and threw it back in a thousand
sudden gleams of light. It wasn’t fair—it
was umatural, and then my innards
spoke again, resoundingly, and perhaps
the Russiin gunners heard it, for far
down the Causeway on the right, a
plume of smoke blossomed out as
though in reply, there was the crash of
the discharge and the shot went scream-
ing overhead, and then from all along
the Causeway burst out a positive salvo
of firing; there was an orange flash and
a huge bang 100 paces ahead and a
fount of carth was hurled up and came
pattering down before us, while behind
there was the crash of exploding shells
and a new barrage opening up Irom the
hills on the left.

This is the first of three installments of
a condensed version of “Flashiman at the
Charge.” The second installment will
appear in the May issuc.
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