


Dry a martini tonight.
Dry Gilbey.

DISTILLED LONDON DRY GIN, 86 PROOF. 100% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS. W.& A. GILBEY, LTD. DISTR. BY NATL. DIST. PRDDUCTS CO. N.XC.



YOU NEVER SAW A SHAVER,
BLADE OR ELECTRIC, THAT COULD DOTHIS.

CONTOUR HAIR. GROOM MUSTACHES.

Forthe way you wear your hair now, Sunbeam proudly

presents The Groomer. It does everything you expect an
lectric shaver to do...and a lot of things that no shaver
could do until now.

Turn up the adjustable trimmer to one setting and
groom your mustache neatly. Another setting grooms heavy
sideburns, or shapes your beard. Still another lets you keep
all your hair neat around the P
edges between haircuts. /

And with all those )/
unique talents—The /g
Groomer is also the finest
shaving instrument Sunbeam
has ever made. The head is
thinner than ever before, for a
clean, close shave. With holes
to trap your stubbly whiskers, slots

3y to comb up and cut the longer ones.
—— (Of all leading shavers, only Sunbeam
has both holes & slots.)

Get your hands on a Sunbeam
Shavemaster Groomer soon and give it
a try. Where you shave...and where
you don’t, It’s terrific!

THE NEW SUNBEAM
SHAVEMAST m GROOMER. dlm&('dm _

®Sunbeam, Shavemuster Built with IntegTity.
£ 1474 Sunbeam Corporsition Backed by Service.

SHAPE BEARDS.




Why change? If you're into creative photography and it bugs you because
although your pictures are carefully composed and you do everything
you think is right, they still come out flat and dull. You need some help.
You're probably aware professionals use back and side lighting to
give their pictures more interest and drama. You may have even tried
it yourself. And there’s a good chance your pictures came out under-
exposed, or washed out.
So, Mamiya/Sekor developed the new DSX. A 35mm SLR with two,
through-the-lens light-metering systems. An averaging meter for front-
lit subjects with mixed light and dark areas. And a spot meter. To bring
out details in shadows and highlights. And to let you properly expose
those unusual shots like the one below. ¢
With the DSX, you can take a meter reading with the lens wide open.
That means faster focusing. You've got speeds of up to 1000th of a
second. And all the features you want on a rugged, reliable single-lens-
reflex, plus two separate metering systems.
No loaw says an amateur has to take pictures like one. Or that profes-
sionals are the only photographers who can get the most out of Iightf.
Nor does it require a $600 piece of equipment, either. Just a Mamiya . ko
Sekor DSX. At a price you can afford. The 1000 DSX with an 1.8 lens is mal'l'“ya/se r
under $300. A 500 DSX that's even lower. See both at your photo dealer >~y
and start changing the way you take pictures. > At

A new camera
that will change forever

the way you take pictures

Marketed in the U.S.A. by Ponder&Best, Inc. Corporate offices: 1630 Stewart Street, Santa Monica, CA 90406.




PLAYBII.I. PERIAPS because Sam Ervin had packed

his bag and checked out of the case, there
scemed not long ago a growing tendency 1o wrn the whole
Watergate affair over to history. It was as if we were already
trying to get distance on it, looking for that first tendentious
volume that would assess what real devastation it had wrought.
Some people probably also figured that Carl Bernstein and
Bob Woodward—now that they've received applause, apologies
and a reported $150.000 from Robert Redford’s movie company
for the riglus to their book—are mostly having long lunches at
the Sans Souci and getting their banquet-circuit schedule frmed
up. The ruth of the matter came home dramatically as we were
geiting ready o put some words on this page and went to our
own Watergate team, Senior Editors Geoflrey Norman and
G. Barry Golson, who've been distilling the fat book manu-
script ol All the President’s Men into two magazinessized picces.
(Part I, illustrated by political cartoonist Patrick Oliphant,
appears hervein) We asked Golson if there was any unused
gossip from Bernstein or Woodward that we could talk about
and he thought a moment. “If you can wait a day or two, we're
getting some {resh revisions from them thar they say are really
dynamite.” We waited. Two days later, Golson rushed out of
his olhce and yelled that the reporters had just broken a new
story—claiming that several of the court-appointed tape experts
suspected further tampering with the remaining White House
tapes—and that we had 1o hold out a little longer. A week alter
that, it was Norman's turn to put
us off, announcing that Wood-
ward and Bernstein had just writ-
ten a story about the contents of
the grand jury's sealed letter to
Judge Sirica—and that we should
get the inside story on that. At
which point we gave up and
WwWCIH 1o pl'(_'Sh'.

We're especially proud of this
issue’s fiction. At a time when the
short story has become an endan-
gered species, we're continuing to
publish the world’s best and most
successful masters of the crale. Al-
berto Moravia, Italy's justly cele-
brated novelist, has conwibuted
Imsults, illustrated by  Marcia
Marx, in which an angry voung
woman's acid tongue turns speech-
less when she's asked to perform
some sleazy sex. From England,
V. S Pritchett’s characters in Did
You Invite Me? contrast vastly
with Moravia’s. They're suifily
proper—as  the title suggests—
but manage to get together any-
way. The story is illustrated by
Eraldo Carugati. In The Taste of
Gravy, John D. MacDonald gets
his man and woman together—
in spirit, at least—through an
eeric  death  fantasy  that  jars
them to a sense of who they are.

-
WOLFE

FURLONG

MERYMAN

Z-grams. Lots of hair. Lady sailors. That's the public’s image
of today’s Navy as charted by Elmo Zumwalt, the young-
est and most controversial Chiel of Naval Operations in his-
tory. Zumwalt talks with Richard Meryman about his tenure
and explains why he sees no contradiction between his de
sire for sirong weaponry and loose rules, in a fascinating
Playboy Interview,

Rennie Davis no longer sells revolution. He's switched ac-
counts. now pushes religion as packaged by the Maharaj Ji, but
the old marketing wizardry is alive and feverish. Read Death of
the Salesman, by one of Davis' past counterculture Iriends,
Robert Scheer. The title of a forthcoming book by Scheer—due
from McGraw-Hill in September—is one he hopes will soon
become a seli-fulfilling prophecy: America After Nixon.

Davis isn’t the only hustler we're featuring this month. Some
of the people running sex clinics visited by Linda Wolfe for
her article Take Two Aspivins and Masturbate are devious
schemers of the lowest order. Others, of course, are legitimate
and Miss Wolle shows us both. William Barry Furlong expertly
reveals both sides ol a golfing con artist in The High-Class
Hustie: fivst. the "Do you use this big club with the wood on
the end 1o puttz” side; then the flip side. in which he proceeds
to imperceptibly clean you out on the 18th green. Furlong. a
highly versatile writer who's collaborated on books with some of
the country’s best athletes, was about to begin a syndicated
sports column for The Washington Post. He's also writing a
book on the brilliant Chicago Sym-
phony conductor Georg Solti.

Staff Writer Craig Vetter—who
uscd to have his office here in our
Chicago building and maintained
at least a shred of dignity as long
as we could keep him away from
the Chivas and catalpa root
(straight up)—has returned to his
native Southern California and
without corporate supervision has
started doing such things as he
describes in That’s Me on Top,
Helpless!, a report on the sordid
celebration of his SIst birthday,
complete with pictures. Whatever
craziness Verter ook with him to
the Coast has been more than
amply replaced in the home office
by John Blumenthal. our newest
staffer. In this issue, he's recalled
everything he learned in college
and written a bitch of a TV-trivia
fmal  exam. Whe Was That
Masked Man and Who Cares?
There’s also Emanuel Greenberg’s
exuberant toast to warm-weather
drinks, Some Like It Cool, and
plenty to please the eve, including
Playmate of the Year Cyndi
Wood, photographed by Pompeo
Posar, and, to bring up the rear, a
pictorial titled Hindsight—the
perfect way to round out an issue.

T

GREENB

" BLUMENTHAL
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Whether cruising on the highway or deftly
stalking through twisting country roads,
the Jaguar E-type dominates all itsurveys.

Its styling is so classically distinctive
it has been displayed at the Museum of
Modern Art.

Beneath that sculptured surface
lurks engineering that traces its breeding
to the legendary Jaguar victories at the
24-Hour Race of Le Mans.

Jaguar’s independent suspension
front and rear lets the graceful cat keep
all four feet on the ground, silky even on
rough terrain.

The four wheel disc brakes are ven-
tilated in front and mounted in-board in
the rear. All E-types are complete with
Dunlop Sport 70 whitewall belted radials.

The incredible Jaguar V-12 alumi-
num alloy engine gives the word “smooth-
ness” a new standard to live by. Its 326
cubic inches of capacity is considerably
smaller than the 468 cubic inches of capac-
ity of the average American luxury V-8.

In addition to the luxury, comfort
and instrumentation that you expect in a
Jaguar, there is that indefinable quality in
the Jaguar E-type that gave this automo-

bile its name. Jaguar, a magnificent beast,
wild of spirit but in full control of its
powers, exuberant yet disciplined.

Sec it now at your Jaguar dealer. For
his name and for information about over-
seas delivery, call (800) 447-4700. In
Hlinois, call (800) 322-4400. Toll Free.

BRITISH LEYLAND MOTORS INC., LEONIA, N. J. 07605

BRITISH

Jaguar '@



PLAYBOY

Minolta helps you
enjoy lunch with friends.

It takes a quick eye and a responsive camera to see the pictures that
are everywhere.

If you have the insight, a Minolta SR-T could be the camera. This is a
35mm reflex you'll be comfortable with from the moment you pick it up.
It lets you concentrate on the picture, because the viewfinder shows all the
information needed for correct exposure and focusing. You never have to
look away from the finder to adjust a Minolta SR-T, so you're ready to
catch the one photograph that could never be taken again.

And when subjects call for a different perspective, Minolta SR-T cam-
eras accept a complete system of interchangeable lenses, from '‘fisheye"
wide angle to super-telephoto.

Next time you come across some friends, be ready with a Minolta SR-T.
For more information, see your photo dealer or write Minolta Corporation,
200 Park Avenue South, New York, N.Y. 10003. In Canada: Anglophoto

g e Minolta SR-T 101/Minolta SR-T 102
e e =

[ —— e o F -
fa o“‘ﬂa £ £ minolta ', ._E -!
. ——— \ — -4 r\

R saTho

il

When identified by a factory-sealed "M tag, Minclta 35mm reflex cameras are warranted by Minalta
Corp. againsl defects in workmanship and materials for two years from date of purchase, excluding
user-inflicted damage. The camera will be serviced at no charge provided it is returned within the war-
ranty penod, postpaid, securely packaged, including $2.00 for mailing, handling and insurance.
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The Bible tells us, there is a time for everything.
—_ Butif your wo‘rch is not one of the faithful, your time
for everything will be wrong.
To get back on the right path, you need an
Accutron™ watch.
It resists the temptation of running fast or slow.

NN, It never needs winding to remind it of its

B A moral obligations.
j."'-_... 7 And unlike us mortals, its behavior 1s
guaranteed nghteous o within one minute

a month’

BULOVA ACCUTRON®

For men and women.

§ His. H22511. Date ond day Heavy link brocelet. $195. Hers: #22802

Calendor. Topered link broceler. $185. You Il find mony cther styles at
fine jewelry and deportment stores. From $95. " Timekeeping wall be
odjusted to ths tolerance, if necessory, of returned 1o Accutron

- dealer fram whom purchosed within one yeor fram date of

—" purchase. €Bulova Wotch Ca., Inc
» >
» >
; N
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BACARDI light rum. lIts
subtle flaver and smoothness
make it perfect for Daiguiris,
Bacardi Cocktails and light
mixers like tonic. You can..
also use Bacardi light like gin
or vodka ina Martini,
Screwdriver, Collins, Bloody
Mary or Gimlet.

Which Bacardi for what?

| LIGHT-DRY

Slivgm paBEL
—

G
BACARD!
ng/, :

E P

Uik picAN

ut.u.unmhﬂ'g‘;rf-

CARDI
b SAN l“"‘"‘”.
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BACARDI dark rum. Amber
color. Slightly more
pronounced in flavor. Smooth
and mellow. So itsgreat for
rum & colas, eggnog, hot
rum drinks or a mixer like
ginger ale. You can also use
Bacardi dark like whiskey

in Manhattans, Sours, soda,
water or on the rocks.

BACARDI 151. A high-proot
rum for gourmet cooking,
spectacular flaming dishes
and exctic drinks like the
Mai-Tai.

ANEJO... A blend of our
tinest rums, each aged six
years or more, Anejo is light,
dry and very, very mellow.
So it can be appreciated as
much as the finest imported
Canadian or Cognac. Maybe
more. And it's handsomely
gift-boxed. Ask for
ahn-YAY-ho. It's magnifico!

BACARDI.rum.The mixable one,
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NUCLEAR FAMILY
I am grateful to E. L. Doctorow f[or his
March article on the economic and cul-
tural aspects of our nuclear capability,
The Bomlb Lives! As 1 write this, in a
room adjacent to my vintage [allout shel-
ter, I am once again reminded of the
nuclear threat. especially after reading
Doctorow’s insights. They leave me not
only with the [ear ol impending doom—
only a malfunction away—but with a
vivid understanding of the American
psyche.
Mark Fredriksen
Danville, Illinois

In his artice, Doctorow writes, “We
know that there are enough bombs in
the earth to blow up the planet, but we
choose to believe in the restraining wis-
dom of mankind and the beneficence of
our institutions.” On the contrary, the
mere presence ol such weapons leads me
to conclude that we choose not to believe
in the restraining wisdom of mankind
and his institutions.

Steve Dichl
Morgantown, West Virginia

The arguments advinced by Doctorow
are not new. Neville Chamberlain and
other pre-World War Two British intel-
lectuals justified selling out the peoples
of Austria and Czechoslovakia in similar
terms. I've spent more than 30 years
serving my country. I am most certainly
not one of those SAC ofhcers who Doc-
torow claims joined the military for rea-
sons ol economic security or to be willing
killers. No military man is, as Doctorow
implies, a hired gun, nor is his personal
lite luxurious or free ol instabilities and
strained relationships. Doctorow, like so
many other liberals and protesters, is not
the kind who is capable of defending the
country, much less himsell. And that is
why there is a military.

Capt. Lawrence D. Morrison,
USAL. (ret)
Portland, Oregon

I cannot disagree with Doctorow about
the nuclear threat and its past and poten-
ual effect upon mankind. But nuclear ar-
maments have a side 1o them other than
their lethal one. As Doctorow entered the
gate at Minot Air Force Base, he noted
the sign that simply states, PEACE Is OUR

PROFESSION. I take pride in that fact. Yes,
missiles are the most awesome weapon
cver developed, but they need not be em-
ployed. In the past, the soldier may have
been atrracted to the sting of battle. But
those 1 know arc a new breed, completely
aware that, for the first time in history,
qar is no longer a gamble for successful
conquest but an assurance of total de-
struction. I agree with Doctorow that the
world might be a better place without
the bomb, but T cannot see what is to be
gained by langwishing in the naive and
idealistic world of “what iE.” The exist-
cence of the bomb cannot be changed,
but people can change. That is the real-
ity, and we all must face it, just as T do
every time I assume an alert as a missile-
launch officer.
1/Lt. Wm. B. Corrow
Warren AFB, Wvoming

Doctorow raises the specter ol acciden-
tal nuclear explosions’ occurring during
take-off of B-52 hombers. The types of
thermonuclear devices carried by the
B-52 take 15 to 25 independent manual,
semiautomatic and automatic steps be-
fore a bomb is armed or a nuclear
mass is brought to a critical stage. Fur-
thermore, these procedures are never cn-
ried out until the all-important fail-safe
has been tripped. Also, in the cvent of a
crash during the time-interval take-off,
the conventional high-explosive charges
needed to activate the triggering mecha-
nism would probably go off. But the
explosive  compression would not  be
cnough to detonate a nuclear bomb. Fi-
nally, Doctorow writes that missile crews
are “subject to no special psychological
fitness test beyond that given to everyone
in the Air Force.” In fact. SAC missile
crews are subject to what is called a
Human Reliability Program, which must
be passed before clearance to active duty
is given.

Timothy L. Kalota
Northville, Michigan

Contrary to what Doctorow implies,
B-52 crew members are no more anal re-
tentive than any other group of people.
The real reasons crew members are not
disposed to use the honey bucket are
simple. First, the seat is likely to have a
quarter-inch ice crust on it ar 40,000 feet,
since the damn thing is situated against
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the bulkhead door to the alternator deck,
which is unheated. Second, and more tell-
ing about crew members. is the fact that
the lirst guy to use the toilet has to dean
it out at the end of the mission, and after
an cight- or eleven-hour flight, the last
thing a crew member wants o do is
wrestle a plastic bag ol shit.

Jon Christian Suggs

Glenwood, New Jersey

iGREENBURG SI!

Congratulations. Your March humor
piece by Dan Greenburg, I Am Nibbling
the Lawn of the Hospital of Your Father,
is the [unniest thing 1 have ever read. |
haven't stopped laughing yet.

Ben Neal
New York, New York

I can only say. “Hay muchas sonvisas
en el cuento por Dan Greenbiorg.” Which
means: There are a lot of smiles in the
story by Dan Greenburg. I Am Nibbling
the Lawn of the Hospital of Your Father
is a classic of linguistic contortion. Mu-
chas gracias.

Ed Galaad
Worcester, Massachusetrs

I like satire. but I Am Nibbling the
Lawn of the Hospital of Your Father is
an insult to the people of Mexico and
the religion ol its Indians. It's articles
such as this that continue to keep us ster-
coryped as gringos.

Robert F. Tegan, Jr.
Cambridge. Massachusets

And a bag of Fritos corn chips o you,

Robert.

COVER STORY
Your March cover model, Debbie Shel-
ton; wasn't she Miss U.S. AL in the 1970-
1971 Miss Universe Pageant?
Ben Serahica
Norlolk, Virginia
One and the same.

ACUPUNCTURE POINTS

Those of us who have been literally
saved as a result of acupuncuure and who
are hghting for the right ol freedom ol
choice when it comes o medical trear
ment thank you for Charles Fox's The
300 Needles of Dr. Lan  (rravsoy,
March), an excellent report on the imro-
duction of acupuncuwre into the stne of
Nevada. Fox's piece is an articulate de-
fense of acupunciure and acupuncuurists
are especially gratelul o him lor his
support.

Harriet Wasser, President
Acupuncture Now!
New York, New York

I read Fox's article with great interest.
Unlortunately, Dr. Louis Lau was re-
cently killed in an automobile accident,
his untimely death coming just a few days
after he had taken the examination for

licensure in Nevada, The Nevada State
Bourd of Chinese Medicine and its advi-
sory conmmnictee of five master acupunctur-
ists are, however, continuing Dr. Lau’s
work. Weve compiled a tough three-day
test for acupunciure licensure and estab-
lished an investigative division that will
citforce rules for the protection of con-
sumers. As of this writing, the board has
licensed seven acupuncuurists, including
Lr. Lok Yee Kung, whom Fox mentions
iu his article. Two of them have been
practicing for three months in Las Vegas
and are doing wrnaway business. Four
are looking for oflice space and are ready
to go. The board plans to license more
master acupuncturists and assistants and
has continued with its schedule of tests.

William M. Edwards, M.D..

Searetary
State Board of Chinese Medicine
Carson City, Nevada

Although acupuncture is new on the
American scene, 1t is not entirely new in
the West. Recently. 1 awended the 3th-
anniversary convention ol the Sociéie In-
ternationale d’Acupuncture in Pavis. As
president of the Yin Yang College of Acu-
punciure. I oversee an institution that
graduates  acupuncturists only alter a
four-year course of study. [ am suspicious
of Dr. Lau's claim that he's able w reach
M.Ds acupuncuure in ten minutes. I
would hope that the medical prolession
is not that gullible.

s T Mullins, . Ac.
Cody, Wyoming

Because I believe that acupuncture
can be an invaluable asset to Western
medicine, I use it in my area of specialty,
but not without some reservations. I've
had excellent results with an impressive
number ol people unable to ger rehiel
from standard forms of treaument, but 1
think it is essential that. as a scentist,
I view all unfamiliar developments in
eatment modalities with some skepti-
cism. | fear that to rely on acupuncriure
alone lor weaunent ol disease is 1o nsk
higher mortality rates. In my recent wip
to the World Acupuncuure Conlerence, |
had the opportunity o mect many prac-
titioners of the art. Some were men and
women devoted to helping the sick and
were  genninely interested  in healing,
Others didn’t know a triple warmer me-
ridian from a Bunsen burner and weren't
very interested in finding out. They
would collar a master and learn that men-
opause can be treated by sticking a nee-
dle in the lefv great woenail. Then they
would run home to torture toenails on
cooperative females. Sull others on this
ip saw a way to gain access into broader
arcas ol medicine and weat illnesses they
hado't the background to weat. Such
practices don’t contribute to understind-
ing how acupuncture works or determin-
ing whether it has side cHeas or other

dangers unknown to us. And we in the
medical profession simply must learn
more about acupuncture before we can
accept it as a legitimate form of weat-
ment. Otherwise, a porential healing art
could [all into tragic disrepute.

S. Palmer, M.D.
Monahans, Texas

In his article. Fox states that “acu-
puncture was virtually outlawed in Kan-
sas.” Acupuncture is no more outlawed
in Kansas  than any other unknown
therapeutic or diagnostic procedure. The
Kansas Board ol Healing Arts, which is
composed of doctors ol medicine, docrors
ol ostecopathic medicine and surgery and
dociors ol chiropractic. has voted o limit
the use of acupuncture 1o situations
where 1t has authentic rescarch control.
The board neither condemns nor con-
dones acupunciurve. as it neither con-
demmns nor condones unproven  cancer
cwres, arthritis cares or any other un-
proven treatment.

F. J. Nash. MLD., Secretary
Kansas State Board of Hc:nling Arts
Kansas City, Kansas

I'm piqued by Fox's remark that my
colleagues and I “exhibited a curiouns
lack ol sensitivity, curiosity and flexibility
over acupunciure.” Let’s not forget that
the American Doclor ol Medicine 1s the
product ol a lile of dedicated and com-
petitive study ol accepted basic and bio-
logical sciemihc phenomena. Now, here
comes acupuncure, which is a discipline
based on none of the scientific tenets so
assiduously delended by the 200h Century
AMLD. Frankly, it would be an apostasy
for me to turn my back on a life’s learn-
ing and embrace the ethereal hypotheses
of acupunciure andjor waditional Chi-
nese medicine. Meridians and the flow of
energy between them induced by the in-
troduction ol needles under the skin!
Come on, now

Assemblyman Robert V.

Broadbent, M.D.
Nevada Legislature
Reno, Nevada

MORGANIZERS
With Hai-Razing Story, your March
pictorial  featuring model  Morgan,

rravsoy reaches a high-water mark in
photography.  Phillip  Dixous  photos
wre dassic. done with artistry and excep-
tional taste. Morgan s dynamite—the
most exciting-looking lady I've seen in 15
years of reading your magazine.

Warren Garhield

Los Angeles, California

Dixon's photos ol Morgan are the most
crotically stimulating and  aesthetically
exciting 1 have ever seen in your maga-
zine. Morgan's beauty and seemingly
endless supply of [acial and physical ex
pressions combine—with Dixon's help—
to radiate delicious vibes. The moisture
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on my forehead and the tingling below
my belly attest to that.
Jim Linge
Chicago, Hlinois

Who s this Morgan® Where s this
Morgan: Please give us some specihes on
this dazzling damsel.

W. Murk Burow
Des Moines. lowa

All we can say is that Morgan is a 22-
year-old model who is, as we go lo press,
on safari in Afvica.

PLAN PRAISE
Gerald Green's inspived, outrageously

[unny political sative, The Pretiyman
Plan (vr.avsoy, March). demonstrates that
Green is one ol very few people writ-
ing today who can make the palpably
preposterous seem logical. Congratula-
tions on publishing such an entertaining
story with such a savage undercurrent
running through it

Ken MoCormick

Senior Consultng Fditor

Doubleday & Co.

New York, New York

GO, LITTLE ENIS
Ed McClanahan's profile of the world’s
areatest lelt-handed guitar player, Litile
Ends Pursues His Muse (pravsoy. March),
is the first picee of nostalgia Uve vead that
lhas anything o do with my past. Like Mc-
Clinahan. 1 spenta pivotal lew months at
the University of Kentucky scarfing down
the Paddock’s Oertel’s 92 beer and Iried-
haloney sandwiches. The sandwiches, if
my memory serves me, actually came from
a six-stool diner next door called "The
Huddle. It was run by a wizened old man
who wrned them out in bundhes from
a castdiron griddle and a hall inch ol
grease. My single exposure to  Enis,
though, was at Joyland, a Lexington
amusement park. where, during a one-
unight stand, he twanged and gyrated for
a dance hall Tull of students whose foot
stomping 10 Enis” country soul 1old more
about their heritage than did the Bass
Weejuns and Greek-letter pins they wore.
We used to careen around Lexington in
a 1946 Plymouth wuned “The uitimate
vebuttal 1w the theory of conspicuous
consumption” and would stare at greas-
ers like McClanahan with a mixture of
snobbishness and envy. I'd like 10 think
the snobbery is long buried, but envy has
been reswrected in the form ol my admi.
ration lor McClanahan's fine picce of
\mericim nostalgia,
Jim Sullins
Tempe. Arizona

I find mysell at an absolute loss 1o ex-
plain what you counld possibly have had
in mind hy publishing Little Enis Pursues
His Muse. If iv's merely an example of
the product of McClinahan's scholastic
endeavors, the essence of which somehow

got lost in his autobiographical obfusca-
tion. I would certainly hope that your
future issues will spare vour poor readers
the grief.
Dennis . Cowe
Sio Paulo. Brazil

Little Enis had me Jaughing my ass
olf. Talk abour evoking a mood: it was
just perfect. Ed McClanahan is a very
talented guy.

I'om Houlihan
Chicago, Hinois

FRONT LINLS

This photo was waken in the Golan
Heights and it shows me with the most
popular piece ol reading material on the

s k4t b

northern front. I can report that regard-
less of whether my fellow troops spoke
English or not and no matter what the
religious conviction, my issue was passed
on carefully to eich man. Also, when we
went into combat, we made sure our
reavsoy was left behind, lest it [all into
univiendly hands.

Walter L. Grasheim

New York, New Yok

HIGH MARX
Groucho Mars, the gicatest comedian

this country has ever produced, and in-
werviewer Charlotte Chandler have, in
vour March issue. combined o create one
ol the most satislying PLAYBOY interviews
I've ever read. Chandler receives not only
my congratulations bhut my envy. Just
chatting with Groucho must have been
a weat in iself. Thank you, rLaysoy, lor
letting me share the fun.

Jim Dees

University, Mississippi

Your interviewer plays a great striight
man.
Mike Witte
Westminster, Calilornia
Straight woman, please.

A competitor of yours recently ran an
interview with Groucho and it has o be
one ol the worst interviews I've ever
read. I remember telling my husband
shorty therealter, "1 wish rrLaysoy had
interviewed hin” To my surprise, you
have and you've done it beautifully. It
just goes to show that il you want some-
thing done right, let praynoy do it.

Vickie Burke
Petershurg, Virginia

I don’t think I've laughed so much
since I last saw the Marx Brothers hilms
as it bov. As old as he is. 1 don’t be
licve there’s anvbody who can 1oach
Groucho. Your interview s wuly a
collector’s item.

Glenn Newiu
Menard, Hlinows

Groucho is just as funny now as he
alwans was. We all ger older, but lis
Iumor never seems to diminish.

Jack Benny
Beverly Hills. Calilornia

Over the years, I've come 1o expect the
Playboy Intevoiew 1o veveal a subyjject as
something more than what readers have
encountered in previously 1eleased mate
rial on him. Other than the Lace dhae
Groucho sleeps with his door locked,
your interview doesn’t elicit one new lact
that hasn't already been printed about
Groucho and his brothers.

Philip AL Scovza
Chicago, Hlinois

I went to Helner's house vecently and
I accidentally cume across a copy of your
March issue in the Iadies” room. I want o
congratulate you on the excellent inter
view ol me you published i that wssue. 11
I'd known it was going to he that good,
I'd have charged you a veritable lortune
for it—at the least, a dozen boxes of Ha-
vanas. Did you know that Bill Cosby
cives me only one at a time, and 1 have to
supply my own Cubanz

Charlotte Chandler did a
job. She's guite a dame. 11 were 20 years

agnilicent

younger, 'd marry her and propose to
you at the same time. She wrote every-
thing I winted to say without changing
one word ol the dialog. 1 ried 1o call her
10 thank her but found she had gone to
Spain. So 1 got a Spanish fly i stead. 11
you ever see her again, tell her I'm pre-
pared o give her the most priceless gilt
any man Gin ever give it wonat.

Hoping this finds you yours—ie., to
wit, in re the above; brevity is the sole of
wit. Have you got one on your My best
to that peculiar gang il PLAYVBOY.

Groucho
Beverly Hills, Calilornia
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4-wheel driving becomes a new expe-
rience in the 74 Jeep Wagoneer. Quadra-
Trac . . . automatic 4-wheel drive, praised
universally by the experts, offers the
ultimate in traction plus greater stability
and control regardless of road surface.

New options include a 401 4b V-8 en-

gine and a special trailer towihg package.

Jeep 7§ Wagoneer

~ FromA Subsudsaryol’
Amencan Motors Corporation

s SN . a

] Nd tedoptlonsaresta dard ¢

Quadra -Irac;Jeep, Corporation's acclaimed automatic 4

eAutomatic transrmssnon eVariable ratio power ste
ePower front disc brakes * Big 360 V-8 engine

Comfort options include: air cor
tioning, AM/FM radio, plus tilt steerin
column. This 4-wheeler offers exceptional
luxury plus the rugged dependability
that Jeep Wagoneer has come to
stand for.

On road or trail, Jeep Wagoneer
is the Ultimate in 4-wheel drive vehlcles
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reader reports that on a visit to The

Citadel, a military college in South
Carolina. he was met by a searetary in
the publicinlormation office. The plac
ard on her desk read, prirce, It
seems that Miss Blitch couldn’t help him
and suguested he consult another secre-
tary. Her pl.‘l(;u'd read, MISS FLUCK.

MIsS

News of an “uncommon boat for the
LNCOImInoGn II'I;IIlh comes Lo us I])' \\';l)' ()f

. which touts the new
Runner as a cruser with

35-{oot Rum
“herths for sex in cabins fore and alt.”

The usual way these thangs happen is
thar someone who has his tonsils removed
spends the next couple of days ening ice
cream. A man from Hamilton, Scotland,
however, won an ice-cream-eating contest
by downing 50 scoops in 16 minutes. At
which pont he was weated for [rozen
tonsils.

-

Stroke my molar: The Alpha Omega
Dental of West Hartford,
Connecticut, always eager to learn of
new (]C\'clnpluun[s in llunli\[l'y, scheduled

Auxiliary

a talk by two sex therapists.

How 1o steal first base: A girl in Saska-
toon, Saskatchewan, reported that a man
walked off with S60 that belonged to her.,
I'hey were having a drink in the bar of
a city hotel and the girl pulled a S20 bill
from her purse and put it on the table to
pay for the drinks. After some time, they
began, well, “kissing,” as she put it to the
police. The man excused himsell and,

when he didn’t return, she noticed the
5200 bill was gone. But what really hurt,
she said, was that the man had stolen
another $40 without her noticing: She'd
hidden the money inside her bra.
Chimps, as you may have heard, have
been taught to read and write with spe-
cial machines and some of the chimps
have developed vocabularies of up to
1000 words. Now, il they could be taught
to sct type as well, there would probably
be lewer stories like the following article
from the Baltimore Sun: “A team of re-
searchers from Atlanto has taught
a two-and-a-half year old chimpanzee
named Lana how to red and write. Show-
ing aremarakble mastery over elementary
grammer, Laua can read simple sentences,
Andn by pushiug buttons with a sumboelic

Language onthem, she can write but what
she wnats in complete sentences.
machine give piece of bana
writes. .. " The short arucle, presumably
set by a human linotype operator, had
32 Lypos.

Lana

Men and women at Peshawar Univer-
sity in Pakistan have been ordered to use
separate footpaths on the campus. Vice-
chancellor Abdul Al Khan said the order
was “to avoid unnecessary botheration to
the girls caused by the boys, particularly
at peak hours.” He did not elaborate,

In a servies of arvcles on mass
lors

= l]ﬂl‘—
i, the

Harrisburg, Pennsyly

writer tactlully used the phrase hand re-
liel o describe some ol the services of-
lered. The county district attorney then
2ot a phone call from an irate axpayer
who said it wasn’t the prostitution that
upset her bue the fact that these girls
were  sewung Chand-delivered  wellare
checks.™

Helplul sign on a vending machine
that dispenses prophwlactics in a public
lavatory: DOX'T BUY THIS GUAL IT TASTES
LIKE RURRER.

New fashion wrends: A man wanted on
a murder charge in Italy and on a coun-
terleiting charge in Chicago was the ob-
ject of a worlkd-wide manhunt. Interpol

searched for him in several European
countries, but he was discovered, as it
turns out, in his Chicago home—hiding
under a rug. Police othcials pointed out,
hll' (1147 ;IIJIJEII‘C”[ rascsn, [h[” ||1(' G wWas
casually dressed when he was discovered
under the rug.

Basil Brown drank himself to death in
London—not on booze bhut on a gallon
ol currot juice a day. He was a health-
[ood addicr.

In the midst of their energy crisis and
the three-day work week, Britons must
have been comforted by this reminder of
a past crisis in The News of the Day:
“The coalition government’s message of
the day was ‘Go wo it—and keep your
pecker up!” That could sull be the rally-
ing ay today.” It was with some disap-
pointment that we learned pecker s an
old English term for chin.

Real woupers, all of them: When a
leaky roof drenched the stage of a topless

night cub in San Francsco’s North

Beach districe, the girls—without missing
a beat—continued dancing under wrans-
parent vinyl umbrellas.

-
State senators in Mississippi defeated
recent amendments o make the black
widow the state spider, the carthworm

17
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Our hopelessly overbur-
dened  Party Jokes Editor
staggered by the other day and
collapsed in the After Hours
office. “You guys have got o help
me,” he mumbled. “Evervone in
the world has heard at least one
Linda Lovelace joke, and it's
gotten completely out ol hand!”
We nodded sympathetically and
asked what we could do. “Publish
a batch of ‘em.” he suggested,
“and announce you'll never pub-
lish another. That'll put a stop
to it.” We agreed and set about
collecting the least offensive of
the lot. As for the Party Jokes
Editor. the last we saw of him, he
was still collapsed in our ofhce
scratching his, ah, head, engaged
in what appeared 1o be, well,
deep thought.

Linda Lovelace categorically
denies that she's shied 1o be the
first female Dlow-by-blow sports
announcer.

According 1o ouwr Halloween
specialist, Linda Lovelace’s trick
or weat last vear was that the
gobblings would get you.

Rumor has it that Linda Love-
luce’s  greavgrandmother  died
wagically by going down on the
Titanic.

The latest imelligence that’s
surfaced about the making ol

Deep Throat is that Linda Love-
lace relused 10 work under klieg
lights. She insisted on headlights.

-

A skindftick bull we know savs
that one of the planned sequels
w Deep Throat will be about a
girl whose clitoris is in her ear.
Is 1w be called, ol cowrse,
Come Again?

“In  the case ol Linda
Lovelace,” mused one ol our
more analytical [riends re-
cently, “head sure went w

pre

her success!

We  under-
stand that the
Supreme Court
has taken a
special interest

in a film about a Yugoslav
miner called Deep Croat.
Our Unabashed Dictionary
defines lreadline as a Deep
Throat ticket queue.
-

We suppose it’s only a matter
of time belore some pharmaceu-
tical hiouse comes out with Linda
Lovelace Lovers” Quarre] Pills—
to be taken when someone you
ate disagrees with you.

The most intriguing theory ol
the month is that Linda Love-
lace gets hersell ol with hiccups.

It's rumored that her sexual
specialty is beginning o pall on
Linda Lovelace. “Look.” she’s
supposed to have said, “'ve had
it down o here!™

The latest mtelligence on the
bartenders’ circuit is that Linda
Lovelace likes her  Beeleater
martinis straight down.

Linda Lovelace’s agent says
he's negotiating to have her
appear on Eat the Press.

Our  Unabashed  Dictionary
defines red-neck as what Linda
Lovelace has every 28 days.

-

There's a rumor that Linda
Lovelace is going to star in
a remake of Guess Who's
Coming—for Dinner?

-

Our Washingion correspond-
ent has it that the National
Weather Service is considering
predicting that no matter when
Hurricane Linda turns up, it's
hound to be one hell ol a blow.

As il w remind us that
vuth is just that much weirder
than fiction, guess who ruled
on an injunction requese i
Witerloo, lowa, secking
to prevent Deep
Throal from being
shown at a lo-
cal theater® Dis-
trict judge Peter
Van Metre is
who. True fact.

the state worm, the vampire the stie bat
and the whar[ rat the state rodent. One
amendment that passed, however, was a
proposal to make the new state mineral
iron pyrites, better known as fool’s gold.

The gas shortage has been so severe,
savs The South Bend Tribune, that some
filling-station dealers are charging for
road maps and “even demanding a [eel
for deaning windshiclds and checking
the oil.”

A Detroit Free Press editor may have
had his mind on other things when he
laid out a recent issue. Next to a sex-
advice columin titled “Circumcision Re-
lated 1o His Problem?” was a filler about
the many uses ol a common object. 1t was
headed, “ZIPPER'S A VERSATILE THING.”

Bill Kennedy. columnist for the Los
Angeles  Herald-Examiner. tells of a
stereo-tape store in Whittier. California—
home town of President You-Know-Who.
The store was called The Blank Tape.
It went out ol business.

MOVIES

Those wonderful people who brought
us The Godfather—a ilm that enriched
their pockets and their reputations by
grossing a record S160.000.000—were at
it again. well into six weeks of shooting
The Godfather, Part I1. Cables, cameras.
are lights, honchos and honey wagons
were assembled by an  asphalt road
alongside the California Institution for
Men at Chino, 50 {reeway miles east ol
Los Angeles. For four hours, an off
camera audience of nearly 100 bona fide
prisoners under armed guard had been
sqquinting  through  barbed-wire fences,
straining  (mostly  unsuccessfully) for
glimpses of actors impersonating crooks
and cops.

Across the road. on a director’s chair
beside a  movie-company trailer, sat
Robert Duvall, cast once again as quick-
wongued consiglicre Tom Hagen. Duvall
had been prepared since eight in the
morning to do a crucial stockade-visit
scene opposite an actor who, unaccount-
ably. had arrived on location drunk. To
a more cgotistical performer—a Brando,
for example—four hows would have
been an unconscionable wait. But Duvall
had waited for vears 1o carn the recogni-
tion he's getting in this ilm—star billing,
S155.000 in salary plus a percentage of
the profits. Which is not bad for a bow-
legged, android-browed  character actor
who has looked so different in cach of
his dozen screen performances that he is
rarely noticed in public and receives no
more than 50 fan letters a year. Duvall's
disparate portrayals have run the gamut
lrom a sexually repressed chaplain in
M*A*S*H through a rural renegade in
True Grit to the quirky Jesse James




Your cost of living may go up a little
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in The Great Northfield, Minnesola Raid.

And here Duvall—a Christian Scientist
who neither drinks nor smokes—was
waiting lor the actor to sober up, trading
stories with other members of the com-
pany. Most of the yarns, as it happened,
revolved around the esotericart
ol mooning— W the prankish,

momengary revelation
of one’s bare buttocks.
“Brando and I mooned
500 extras at the wedding
scene in Godfather
1" Duval

recalled,

his blue

suddenly alere. “Just dropped our draw-
ers. It was totally impromptu. Later that
day, an ugly old Italian woman, an extra,
told me: *Mr. Duvall, you were wonder-
ful. But did vou catch the balls on that
Brandoz" ™

Duvall is & veteran mooner; once, dur-
ing the Floridi-location filming of Lady
Iee, costar Donald Sutherland opened
a closet door to find Duvall contorted
into one of the alltime inspired moons:
lands clasping ankles, buttocks arched
high in the air. Sutherland retaliated,
several days later, by mooning three Key
Biscayne beaches—on water skis. Never
were moon shots so rampant, though, as
on The Godfather. When Al Pacino was
shown a Polaroid shot of himsell model-
ing the Michael Corleone wardrobe, he
wis astontished to find Duvall mooning
in the bhackground. Following the filming
ol especially emotional sequences. Duvall
and James Caan delighted in plotting
surprise moonings of Brando. Spouing
Brando walking along Manhattan’s Sec-
ond Avenue on a day off, Caan vaulted
imo the back seat of the car Duvall was
driving and deftly mooned the God-
[ather—as well as dozens of startled
pedestrians waiting at an intersection. By
the conclusion ol filming, Duvall and
Brando were wearing  custom-made,
tooled leaher belis—gifts rom Caan—
that read: MIGHTY MOON CO-CHAMPION,

Duvall's more serious work in God-
father won him an Oscar nomination,
and  his  performances have  generally
carned  Lwvorible recognition. Yet, he
places little faith in the opinions of
critics, One exception is a review he re-
ceived after his first stage appearance—
oll-Broadway in Shaw's Alys. Warren’s
Profession—which he can quote verba-
tim. “Shaw has invented some impossible
young men in his plays, but never one so
revolting as the romantic young man in
this ong,” wrote the aitic. “And the

character is made even less palatable by
Robert Duvall. whose spine tends toward
a figure S. whose diction is flinnel-coated
and whose simpering expressions are
moronic.”

Duvall agrees with this analysis, blam-
ing his subpar performance on open-
ing-night jitters. A similar  surge of
nervousness engulfed him at the 1972
Acidemy Award ceremonics, when he
stood at a lectern weaving the first tuxedo
he ever owned. Actress Cloris Leachman,
his co-presenter, had just announced a
supporting-actress nominee, Susan Tyr-
rell, from Fat City. The next name on
Duvall’s cue cird was that of Poseidon
Adventure’s Shelley Winters. His mind
suddenly flashed on Miss Winters' obes-
ity, and the bursts of laughter that punc-
tuated his reading of her name stunned
the audience. “It was just one of those
things that came out,” he explained,
“like breaking a littde wind in church.”

As he finished retelling the Oscar story,
Duvall savored the guffaws of stagehands
and supporting players who had gathered
around him. An assistant director taped
a lavaliere microphone inside his jacker:
at long last, it was time to go before the
cimera, outside the prison gates. Huge
quantities ol colfee and commiseration
had revived his colleague, Michael Gazzo,
the Broadway playwright cast as New
York capo Frankic Pemtangeli. There
would barely be time to complete shoot-
ing of the scene before daylighe faded.

“Don’t worry about anything, Frankie
Five Angels,” Duvall said.

“Thanks, Tom,” Gazzo
“Thanks.”

It wasn’t Shaw. But, as Duvall's ac-
countant would certainly attest. it wasn't
chicken liver, either. As he nimbly leaped
aboard the bus that would take him on
the rush-hour-clotted freeway back 10 Los
Angeles, Duvall predicted, “If this film
makes hall of what the first one made, 1
could become a millionaire.”

replied.

The grim cconomic [acts of being
black, beauwtiful and a welfare recipient
add an urgent undertone to the high
spirits of Cloudine, a tender but tough-
minded human comedy co-starring Diah-
ann Carroll and James Earl  Jones—
she as a welfare mother with six kids
from various marriages and “almost man-
riages,” he as a sanitation worker and
sometime suud doggedly resisting the wap
ol domestic bliss. Claudine’s fovihright
sentimentality mighe well invite compari
sem to those warmhearted Doris Day
¢pics of yore, but there is a big and
important difference in the image pro-
jected by Diahann as a sexy slum-
dwelling divorcee whose teenage daughrer
becomes pregnant and  whose  teenage
son, the black revolutionary, impulsively
decides to submit to a vasectomy. While
Jones's powerhouse talent became an es-
tablished fact after The Great White

Hope, Diahann’s vibrant performance is
a revelation in stark contrast to her rep-
utation as an ultrachic chanteuse. To-
gether, they help a winning troupe cut
through the gloss of an indigenous New
York comedy written by Tina and Les
Pine and directed in solid formula style
by John Berry. Whatever the shortcom-
ings ol Claudine, there’s ample compen-
sation in a nonracist black comedy that
vents its anger with wit—at the degrad-
ing inequities of wellare rules, or occa-
sionally at the unwelcome presence of a
slum rat whose nickname is Milhous.
Curtis Mayfield (composer of the Super
Fly score) set the film’'s impudent fun
to music, performed on the sound track
by Gladys Knight and the Pips.

The Super Cops recounts, in substandard
Serpico style, the heroism and hard times
ol two New York policemen, Dave Green-
berg and Bob Hantz, who became known
as Bauman and Robin on the rough-and-
tumble Bedford-Stuyvesant beat, where
they piled up an impressive score as
crime busters. Ron Leibman and David
Selby are cast, respectively, as Greenberg
and Hanez (who also make token appear-
ances as a couple of hostile city detec-
tives), but an episodic seript based on the
book by L. H. Whittemore—and dirccted
by Gordon Parks ol Shaft and Shaft’s Big
Score—Ileaves them pretty much in limbo
as just another team of “fuckin® hippic
cops” whose reward for conscientious
service is “to he called erooks and treated
like we got leprosy.” At one point, they
are allegedly [ramed by agents for the
Knapp Commission, which was brought
into existence, il memory serves, by the
long-sulfering ellorts of Serpico. About
now, an average moviegoer might rea-
sonably begin to question whether New
York will survive, since the wrong side of

the law seems to have the heaviest con-
centration of troops. Super Cops creates
at least a shadow of doubt about its own
heroes, since director Parks treats their
innocence as ambiguous: With 13 official
citations each, the highhanded team of
enforcers has also been investigated 26
times by the FBIL the Knapp Commis-
sion, the D.As ollice and other agencices,
thongh no chrges against them have
stuck. The only provable offense against
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this film biography is that it reveals very
little about the men behind the daring
deeds, except that they are agile.

Italian director Duccio Tessari (who
wrote the screenplay for A Fistful of Dol-
lars, a definitive “spaghcti Western™)
has no social criticism or facts of record
to slow him down in Three Tough Guys.
What he's got are some well-placed shots
of Chicago, upstaged by a virile wio
(French star Lino Ventura, singer-com-
poser Isaac Hayes and Fred Williamson)
whose crisscrossed paths all lead to Paula
Kelly. as the kind of honky-tonk woman
no tough guy should ever trust. Mostly a
routine gangland caper. with a cool mil-
lion in stolen cash at stake, Tessari’s
movie moves as il he had learned a thing
or two from the original models made in
Hollywood se¢veral decades ago. Ventura
dominates the action as a convict turned
priest who rides a bicvcle from crisis to
crisis and seldom uses rosary beads where
a hard right to the jaw will setde things
faster—and Haves, as a police lieutenant
who was dismissed from the [orce for
dereliction of duty. makes his debut in a
dramatic film with the unrufiled authority
of a performer accustomed to encores.
Good enough. all in all—and refreshingly
unpretentious.

-
Swooping bats. severed [limbs, gobs
of livid human entrails, a hideously
clicient  decapituing gadger,  some
well-turned breasts and buntocks. plus as-
sorted spare pants are among the visceral
treats that slither right off the screen
in  Frankenstein, directed in  3-D  and
living color b} l’.lul Morrissey  (who
made Andy : Warhol's
Trash and f Heal) under
the acgis of Warhol
and movie mogul Carlo
Ponti. The S sumpuuous
Italian '} settings and
generally elegant air

of the production are in marked contrast
to the cheap-Jack look ol earlier Warhol
films. though Morrissey is still up 1o his

underground-movie tricks—mixing  hor-
ror, sex and camp humor in a ludicrously
uninhibited 1ake-oft on those bloady
Brivish-made Hammer films, which, in
rn, were imitations ol classic shockers.
Obviously tripping out on the notion ol
violence ad nauseam for its own sake.
Morrissey has been heard to acknowledge
his Frankenstem as a work “withour
a single moment of redeeming social

value.” Projected in a new, improved
three-dimensional process (special glasses
must be worn. as usual, and 1t might
be prudent if barf hags were also distrib-
uted to squeamish viewers), the movie is
designed for aesthetic stumming and in-
stantly achieves top rank as the most
outrageously gruesome epic ever un-
leashed upon a public always hungry for
fashionable new kicks. Morrissey's ideas
make the sophisticated excesses of The
Grande Bouffe. say, look as wholesome as
a boyscout jamboree. Decadent sex ap-
peal, with a dash ol incest. is contribured
by veteran love goddess Monique Van
Vooren, archly playing Dr. Franken-
stein’s sister, who also happens to be the
mother of his two weird children. Frank-
enstein (Udo Kier), as we rejoin him,
has stitched together a beautiful blonde
zombie (Dalila Di Lazzaro, who appears
to fill the bill precisely) and hopes to
mate her with a fine male torso that's
near completion, needing only a head
full of four-lewter urges. He finds the
head, then blunders into a case of mis-
taken identity involving an abstinent
would-be seminarian (Srdjan Zelenovic)
and a lusty peasant swordsman (Warhol
superstar Joe Dallesandro) already called
up to the castle as milady's resident stud.
More spoofery and [ewer buckets of gore
might have improved Frankensicin, yet
the movie follows its wayward course to
the outer limits with a mad, mad scene
in  which  Frankenstein  impulsively
mounts his female creation belore the
work's quite done, assuring an assistant
that “to know Death, Ouo. you have 1o
fuck Life in the gall bladder.”
Which he does. Though such yoks are
pretty yiicch, incurable horror addicts
can get a hx {rom Morrissey while zany
Mel Brooks is at work on yet another
Frankenstein comedy. probably solt-core.
Then, of course, there’ll be Warhol-
Morrissey's Blood for Dracula.
.

Lucille Ball in a flashy S300.000 ward-
robe has so many costume changes that
she can’t wear out anything but her wel-
come as the star of Meme, based on the
Broadway musical that was based, one
way or another, on various stage and
screen versions of Pawick Dennis’ best
seller. If ehis is why movies were invented
(to repeat a Warner Bros. claim), then
why did anyone bother o invent the
Lomb? Clearly aware that Auntie Mame
is becoming a drag, director Gene Saks
acates a lot of expensive hullabaloo
around her misadventures during  the
Twenties, Thirties and Forties—each dec-
ade reproduced with an eye to conspicu-
ous waste—is a madcap who raises her
orphaned nephew amid a frenzied round
of cockiail parties and high-comp come-
dv. By now the fun looks desperately gay,
with Lucy photographed in soft focus
and comporting hersell much of the time
like a dowager queen ol clowns, far oo
distinguished a superstar to really let her

hair down. Robert Preston, Bea Arthur
(TV's Maude, also director Saks's wile)
and Jane Connell bring valuable experi-
ence to their roles—the ladies stealing
the same scenes they stole on Broadway—
but are unable to disguise the all-too-
obvious fact
that Mame,
thongh du-
rable. isveal-
Iy a tired old
dame show-
ing signs of
age she can
no longer
2 hide with a
multimil-
lion-dollar
face lift or
truckloads
of sequins
and furs.
Hamper ed
by a slow B.i]] and the odds against her,
the lady strikes out. Provisionally recom-
mended for octogenarians who can sull
Jump up to dance the Charleston.

Winner of the Chicago Film Critics
Award and Golden Globe award, also a
1974 Oscar nominee as best foreign-lan-
guage hlm, The Pedestrian tops every previ-
ous screen achievement by Maximilian
Schell. here aedited as scenarist. pro-
ducer, director—and actor in a key sup-
porting role. Rest assured that another
passionate polemic on the subject of Ger-
man  guilt and responsibility during
World War Two is scarcely intended o
be a crowd pleaser, yet Schell's intentions
are serious, even humorless, and carried
out with impressive Teutonic col—in
spare (subtitled) dialog. beautifully sub-
dued and controlled photography, plus
soul-shattering emotion reduced to the
scale of a sidelong glance. The film's
chiel adversaries are a German business
tycoon (plaved with dogged, believable
intensity by Gustav Rudoll Sellner, bet-
ter known in Germuamy as a stage and
opera director) and a muckraking young
newspaper editor (nicely played by Brat-
ish stage director Peter Hall. often iden-
tilicd with the works of Pinter) who
hopes to build circulation by exposing
the tycoon’s role in @ shamelul wartime
episode—as one ol the young ofhcers or-
dered 1o annihilate every man, woman
and child in a Greek village as a warn
to partisan sympathizers. When the rich,
powerful old man finally has 1o face the
fearTul coward he was while direcung a
massacre in 143, he hecomes a virtual
stranger to himsell, his wife, his voung
mistress, his hippie son and present-day
business associates, though some among
the latter are more than ready to contrive
a cover-up. “That Lieutenam Calley,”
quoth the big man’s Lawyer, “should get
a medal and a house at Santa Monica
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beach.” While the meat of the indictument
is familiar, the manner of it is admirable
in The Pedestrian, which takes its tidle
from the troubled hero’s habit of going
for long pensive walks after an auto acci-
dent that has cost him his driver's license
as well as the life of his clder son (Schell).
who may or may not have been a sui-
cide wying o avoid a family disgrace
by killing both his father and himsell.
Writer-director  Schell tends to  preach
a bit, yet his serendipity pays ofl in
a compassionate, resonant  drama thae
somechow catches the nervous rhiythm ol
skeletons rattling in political dosets from
Weimar to Watergate,

Moviegoers soaked six dollars lor re-
served seats in some locales might s
well swallow their disappoiniment and
look on the hright side ol The Great Gatsby.
That side is brighter than bright. pack-
aged by Paramount like a new miracle
wax. It hias Robert Redford. Mia Firrow
and more than enough Jazz Age Happers
nipping through the Charleston wo Gill the
choruses of any three Broadway musicals
produced by David Merrick, who has ve-
produced Gatshy on film as if he were
mounting a sequel o Hello, Dolly!
Though perhaps the responsibility o
what has been done w F. Scowr Fus-
gerald's 1925 classic should be pinned on
Paramount moguls Frank Yablans and
Robert Evans, since the movie looms as
a4 monument (o a kind of ulumate hard-

sell  merchandising.  Evans.  with  his
cultural roots in the Seventh  Avenue

garment industry, may feel that what's
good for a fashion layour in IWomen's
IVear Daily is good for cinema, or at least
damn good [or the box ofhice. Gaishy is a
dandy love story concerning a mysterious
bootlegeer who buys a sumptuous mim-
sion on Long Island, then rekindles a
chapter of his flaming youth with a reck-
less young mawron named Daisy Buchan-
an. We won't recap the plot, but we do
light a candle in memory of the novel’s
finely wrought prose and resolute passion,
seldom il ever discernible through the
film's dreamy decor. Redford as Gaisby
presents his usual dazzling [agade as the
inscrutable arook who turns out to be a
wildly innocent romantic, though he
labors under severe handicaps, one being
that British director Jack Clayton—who
directed  Room  at the Top—let a
$6.100.000 budget run away with him
and wreated every actor as a clotheshorse.
In the vole of Daisy. Miss Farrow just
looks nervous, wan and miscast. hardly
the definitive Twenties belle described
by Fitzgerald—in no way the girl wo ig-
nite a2 worldly gent’s obsession. Bruce
Dern perlorms bewer as her husband,
Tom. But the man of the moment in
Gatshy is Sam Waterston, playving the
navator, Nick Carraway, with wry de-
tachment, bringing some recognizble
human warmth o a movie that is mostly
ice-cold and overprivileged. Francis Ford

Coppola. who wrote the seript. may be
shrewder than poor F. Scott, who died
in 1910 after spending the last four years

ol his lile wrying to sober up and make it

in Hollywood. Gaishy doesn’t really
change Fitzgerald’s luck  with movies,

though it may make his heirs filthy rich.
MUSIC

Tall:in’ "boul our g-g-g-generation: The
Who has managed somehow 1o sivive ten
years on the road, inlact, and was vecently
back at il again, teaving it up in more
ways than one. Since it’s one of the oldest
bands around, we thought it might be
right, if not entively logical, to send [6-
year-old Cameron Crowe to check it out.
since he's the youngest wriler to show le
regudarly in Rolling Stone. His report:

Pere Townshend methodically slammed
his guitar into the stage with the case of
a vele lumberjack and  flung the
jagged shreds into the frenzied Los An-
ecles crowd. Drummer Keith Moon [el
it wis o good excuse to destroy his Atlan-
ti hotel room when room service was a
hall hour late with breakbast. The emire
band was handcuiled and carted ol w
jail when a posh Montreal suite was play-
fully demolished. And in Philadelphia,
after o 20-minute encore, they returned
to totally destruct every picee of equip-
ment within reach.

After a two-year liatus, The Who is
biack on the road again, with the bills 10
prove it Ironically, nothing could be
more appropriate than a healthy demoli
tion spree 1o commemorate the band’s
tenth year together. After all, it was The
Who's expensive taste for destroving s
own instruments onstage that brought
1 attention. A decade later, its at-
traction has shifted to such major con-
ceprual works as Tommy and, the most
recent, Quadrophenia, yet it remains the
only intact band held over from the early
Sixties British invasion that spawned The

Beatles, The Dave Clark  Five, The
Rolling Stones, Herman's Hermits and
The Animals.

“We were notoriously violent when
we started out.” recalls Roger Dalwrey,
the group’s golden-haired. microphone-
swinging singer, while stabbing a salad.
“All four ol us were unbelievably aggres-
sive. We would literally have bloody fist-
fights onstage. as well as destroy all the
instruments. In the end. it became a sort
ol monkey on our backs. After two years,
people were just coming to see us smash
up all our gear. The music meant noth-
ing. “Fuck the music, smash up all the
gear?” All our pre-Tommy stull had that
stigma about it.”

“We've always spent @ lot of money
and created a lot ol damage,” explains
Townshend. “Don’t  kid yoursell by
thinking it didn’t all have 1o be paid lor.
We weren't really making any money
during that time. Tommy came just at
the point when The Who would have
had 10 split because of fina I burdens.
Like most performers. we didn't pay any
tax in the first few yeuars of our carcer. So,
when the bill came in, Tommy gave us
cnough money to pay it. And it was a
frightening sum, woo. If we hadn’t been
able o pay it, it would have been a pub-
lic scandal. We'd all, without a doubt, be
in jail right now.”

Perhaps most respousible for helping
Tommy's enthusiastic  reception along
the way was the band's dyvizimic perform
ance at Woodstock, The event was no
enchanting exarsion into social aware-
ness for The Who. In mid-set, Abbic
Hollman hopped onstage to grab the mi-
crophone and  shout about the revo-
lution.  Townshend knocked  Hoflmam
senseless with a single punch. The Who
resumed its performance.

For Pere, the inddent ties in divealy
with his strong feelings on the sacred na-
ture ol the performing stage. “When I'm
onstage. I feel this incredible . . . almost
spiritual experience. You're just lost in
a natually induced high. Those great
rock-"n"roll momems e getting harder
and harder 1o come by, because they have
to wanscend a lot of drug-induced stu-
por. But when they occur. they are sacred.

“So when somebody like Abbie Hofl-
nan-—and I dido’t even know it was him
at the time—sirolls onstage while I'm
fighting to achieve that mass nirvima and
stares shouting about politics or some-
body being busted for a joint or what-
ever I suppose it's like somebody
walking into the studio in the middle of
me recording a solo and saying, ‘Hey,
buddy! Your taxi’s come.” I mean, it was
at that kind of level.”

Townshend, the patchily bearded and
beak-nosed writer-arranger of all the ma-
tevial, is the genius behind The Who.
Offstage, with head bowed and hands in-
vintably thrust deep inmo his pockets, he
cus a darkly brooding higure. Yet in the
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classic sense of living lor the spotlight,
Townshend's onstage wanslormation is
startling in juxtaposition. His lofty leap-
ing and windmill guitar strumming are
among the most powerlul in rock.

Townshend’s undying fascination with
the themes of weenage Irustration. rom
masturbation (Pictures of Lily) to the
Quest for Fulfillment (The Secker), has
carmarked The Who throughout most
of its ten years. In Quadrophenia, Pewe’s
obsession with adolescent turmoil  has
manifested nself in the form of the
very lucked-up Jimmy. A double schizo-
phrenic (hence the ude), Jimmy is a lor
mer Mod with ever-increasing suicidal
tendencies.

“What I think will hurt me when I'm
old is Quadrophenia’s sell-consciousness.”

Townshend says. “But that was deliber-
ate. I fele it was time for The Who to be
sell-conscious, to deal with our upbring-
ing and our roots in the Mods and
Rockers era of Britain. But it's inaredible
how well that self-consciousness works on
record and how badly it works onstage.
Trying 1o explain the story ol Quadro-
phenia [they perlorm it in near entirety
in concert] to the audience [rom the stage
is so embarrassing. Roger insists we do it
I would much rather have total silence.
It's so hard to stand up there and talk
about "When I was 19. . .

“But that won't happen again, because
another aspect of Quadrophenia is tha
it's a firm rejection ol that sort of work.
It's very hypocritical for a band like The
Who to stand onstage and pretend it's ad-
olescent when all it's doing is reliving s
adolescence. I'm gonna start talking
about some adwlt Trustrations.”

ACTS AND
ENTERTAINMENTS

There was no energy crisis onstage at
the Hacienda Hotel in neon-dimmed Las
Vegas, where Barbi Benton recently show-
cased her kinetic new night-club act.
Dressed in a scooped-neck blouse and
form-fitting jeans embroidered with siars,
butterflies, bugs and sunrises, Barbi
bounced through a varied repertoire ol
nine countrv-and-western tunes that be-
licd both her age and her experience.
Readers of pravsoy in the audience, of
course, recognized Barbi from her three
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The Galliano Mist.
The drink that ends theday
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and begins the even

How to make a Galliano Mist. T {
Pour Liquore Galliano® over '
ice, squeeze in one quarter of
a lime, and drop in. Et voila.

/Y
8V

-.1‘;..__\:' .. ::_w___—‘-
. RS CT FECSS,

e g ey w

McKESSON IMPORT CO., N.Y., N.Y. 80 PROOF LIQUEUR.




PLAYBOY

28

“Quick Watson,
my pipe;

“Which one?”

MILDER: KAYWOODIE

Custom-crafted from the 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. Drinkless fitment condenses moisture,
traps tars. $7.95 to $100.

SWEETER:
YELLO-BOLE

No breaking-in. Real honey-caked bowls
give you mild, flavorful smoke from the first
pipeful. If you're not completely satishied. retum
pipe with sales slip and we will refund
your purchase price. $2.95 to $7.95.

DRIER: MEDICO
Change the filter and your pipe is clean. The
66 balffles in replaceable. absorbent Medico
4 filters trap juices, tars, nicotine...make smoking
7 cleaner, cooler. Nylon bits are guaranteed bite-proof.

Pipes: $2.95 to $30.00. Medico Filters: regular,

® menthol, charcoal, 10 for 15¢.

KAY WOODIE/ YELLO-BOLE/MEDICO
The Worlds Favorite Pipes

cover appearances and two popular photo
spreads (March 1970 and December 1973).
and  the marquee  billing  reminded
patrons of her three yewrs on Hee Haw,
television’s rusticated version of Laugh-
In. But this was ounly her fourth night-
club engagement. tollowing stints at the
Playboy Clubs in San Francisco and Los
Angeles and a break-in date at the Palo
mino, San Fernando Valley's answer to
hillbilly heaven.

At the Hacienda. Barbi's up-tempo
opener, What About Me?, set the vigor-
ous pace lor what was to come. Prancing
about the stage like a seasoned veteran,
arching her 110-pound body for lyrical
emphasis, she socked home at least half
of her musical message with a sensuous
body language long missing among the

conservative doyennes of country music.
Like nobody else in the ficld, she was
singing from the hip as well as the heart.
And the sounds had just as much gun feel-
ing as you'd expect to hear piped out
of Nashville.

This was made abundantly clear dur-
ing a segment when Barbi moved through
the audience with a hand mike, singing
Help Me Make It Through the Night.
“Tonight I need a friend . . " she
crooned, setding in a gray-haired ring-
sider’s lap, searching his eyes for under-
standing. He undersiood.

At another point in the set, she asked
the many tourists present to identify their
home states.

“North Carolina,”
tomer.

“Michigan,” shouted another.

“Hlinois,” added a thrd.

“I know somcbody from lllinois, too,”
Barbi said. smiling winsomely.

Whereupon she picked up her guitar
and launched into the upbeat Booneville,
newly written by pravsoy author/car-
toonist Shel (4 Boy Named Sue) Silver
stein. A week belore. she had introduced
Silverstein’s [ Can’t Touch the Sun to
an audience ol 10.000.000 on  Johnny
Carson's Tonight Show.

“1 found the song when my man and
I were going through some heavies,” she
conlessed, belore repeating the effective
tearjerker for the Hacienda aowd. They
also heard the fst public performance
of her debut single record, Take Some,
Give Some, (which she cut in Capitol's
L.A. studio), and then Everything's

drawled one cus-
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What Yashicameans
to the occasional photographer:

All Yashica Electro-35 cameras are designed for
the occasional photographer. They're fully auto-
matic. So that you and your family can take piclures
and slides anywhere, without wasting film again.
And the Electro-35's give you pictures equal to

the most expensive cameras. But without the fuss,
or thumbing thru instruction books. Just aim,
focus, shoot, for perfect pictures everytime, the
Yashica automatic way.

ELECTRONIC CAMERAS...
Its a whole new thing

WE HATE
LEAR JET
CAR
STEREQS.

BONNIE & CLYDE

(THEY'RE
THEFT-PROOF) 2%

Model A-152 cassette player with
automatic reverse and FM stereo
radio. With free theft-proot
mount. Less than $179.95
This message brought to you
as a public service by

Lear Jet Stereo, Inc.,

6868 South Plumer Avenue,
Tucson, Arizona 85706

- -

A bdatd T W V-

l“..“k 4 B

’A.

Gonna Be ANl Right—the first solo she
sang on Hee Haw. By the time she com-
pleted her act with a breath-defying,
double-time version of the old Hank
Williams favorite Jambalaya, she had the
audience clapping along.

Barbi's special feel for lyrics was remi-
miscent of such country singers as Patsy
Cline, Tammy Wynette and Donna
Fargo. Yet she offered something exura
that few of her contemporaries could
equal: fresh, radiant good looks coupled
with a good-time. down-home spirit.

BOOKS

At an early point in his versatile and
astonishingly prolific career, Anthony
Burgess, who is probably the voungest
and most experimental 57-year-old in to-
day's writing world, intended to be a
composer. Indeed. in “An Epistle to the
Reader,” which. in verse, concludes his
newest novel, the brilliant-comic-poignant
Napoleon Symphony (Knopl), he notes: I
was brought up on music and compose
Bad music still, but ever since 1 chose [
The novelist's métier. one
mad idea [/ Has haunted me, w
and T [ulfll it here [ Or !
try to—it is this: some-
how to give [ Symphon-
ic shape to verbal nar-
rative, [ Impose  on
life, though nerves
scream and resist, | .
The abstract pat-
terns of the sym-  “Cosi
phonist.” He ticks off ,‘i
several other literary -
works that have iried
it—Point Counter Point,
Four Quartets, Ulysses—
about the last of which he says, “But
this is / Really a picce of elephantine
fun [ Designed to show the thing can-
not be done.” Then, apparently with
Napoleon Symphony on his mind, he
adds, “Nor can it.”

Even so—[or Anthony Burgess believes
in attempting the literary impossible il
not immediately, then ultimately, and
with grace and intelligence—this novel is
just such an auwempt: “Napoleon’s ca-
reer, unteased, rewoven [ Into a pattern
borrowed from Beethoven,” who at first
dedicated his  Third  Symphony, the
Evoica, to the Corsican career soldier
who crowned himsell Emperor of the
French. (Later, of course, when power
had clarified Napoleon's true character,
Ludwig shredded the dedication page,
exclaiming, “Hero of the age?
another tyrant.”)

But never mind the musicology, al-
though Burgess’ analysis in his epistle ol
the book’s literary form and how it at-
tempts to reflect Beethoven's Bonapartist
musical synthesis will surely interest
those who care about such things; and
never mind even trying to read the novel
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OMES IN A LOT OF OTHER STYLES AND COLORS. .

OCKEY IS MAKING SURE THE INNER YOU IS JUST AS APPEALING AS THE OUTER YOU.
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opens wide a new
world of excitement.

CENTER

begin at. ..

the fabulous new Playboy
Club, where a brood of
beautiful Bunnies will fuss
over you in breath-taking
surroundings.

Enjoy great gourmet dining.
Great entertainment. Great
< times.

The Playboy Club and Playboy
Towers hotel: just two of the
many superb reasons why
Playboy opens wide a new
world of excitement.

Just for you. In Chicago.

For reservations, call (312) PL 1-8100
or call, toll-free, (800) 621-1116.

Your Playboy Key entitles you
to the best of everything.

enjoy a night on the
town...

in town. At the elegant and
spacious Playboy Towers
hotel.

After checking into one of
our supercomfortable rooms,
relax with a generous drink
at the Towers Bar; the
liveliest, most hospitable spa
in Chicago.

Then put a dent in your diet
at the distinctively different
Pasta Vino restaurant.

PLAYBOY

919 N. MICHIGAN AVE., CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 60611
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AUSTRIA|

If you long for the good life, come to Austria, the most European
country. In this jewel of a vacationland, two thirds the size of New
York State, you can find all the marvelous experiences you came to
Europe for. There is history. Austria has more castles and palaces
to visit than any comparable area in Europe. There are ballets,
operas and concerts—a cultural season that goes full tilt 12 months
a year. There is scenery. Snow-covered Alps. Mountain lakes.
Lush forests and medieval cities—citadels of the arts.
{ There is good eating. Austria’s gracious restaurants
- are known the world over. The elegant and the,
!l | rustic, Come to Austria. Mozart, i
-~ Beethoven and Johann Strauss ;
lived there and loved it.
+  You will too.

1

l Austrian National Tourist Office Name i l

545 Fifth Avenue, N.Y., N.Y. 10017 l

' send me the new colorful i s 1
Please < me new colorful :

: brochure about Austria, City. State Zip. l

.-————-——----_----——---——---—---_

while the Eroica pulses out of the sterco
(although it won't hur; nothing will).
The novel is there, words on a p;l.gc. but
what words. how sell-sulficient!

Much ol it is told in an impressionistic
style that is both brooding and witty.
Dominating it all is what Burgess calls
“the Napoleonic presence,” which, again,
is highly accurate sell-criticism. For Na-
peleon 1s not so much a character in this
novel, nor merely the central character:
the story is told tlrough him. This is
most obvious when Napoleon is onstage
(or should one say the podium?) direct-
ing his troops to invade the Revolution-
ary Tribunal in order to “preserve” the
Revolution by wresting power away lrom
the makers of the Revolution and the
Terror: or hallruclully, hall-cynically
explaining to the Empress Josephine
why he must divorce her (in order 1o
have the son and heir she could not pro-
vide); or playing on the effeminacy of
Alexander, the Russian czar or “tsar”
(as Burgess repeatedly has Napoleon
refer to him): or announcing to his gen-
eral staff during the disastrous retreat
from Russia why he will be returning to
Paris (to preserve order and hold the
Empire intact) while leaving them 1o
drag their tattered. frozen remnants hall-
way across Europe by themselves: or ex-
plaining his Continental System to his
dim-witted second empress, Marie Louise
of Austria (who did bear a son). in erms
of not allowing her to drink the real
coffee imported from hated England
and sent o her by her Eather, the king
ol Austria.

However, even when Napoleon is not
front and center. and the actions. words
and thoughts are those ol other charac-
ters—ranging from Talleyrand to woop-
ers in the ranks—even  those  scenes
seem to come to us serecned by his system
of values or lack ol certain of the more
homely human values. filtered through
his consciousness, which s a distant and
simultaneous combination of the earthy
and the lofty. What is done and said is
secen and heard as he would have seen
and heavd it

Perhaps above all. and quite natorally,
writing about Napoleon tests a novelist’s
ability to sketch a sustained battle se-
quence. Until now, there have been two
standards against which all Napoleonic
fiction  has  been  measured:  Tolstoy's
War and Peace and Stendhal’'s The Char-
terhouse of Parma. To these must be
added this new Buorgess novel. which
contains a remarkable ironic account, as
seen by generals as well as sergeants and
stragelers, ol the disastrous attempt ol
the retreating Grand Army 1o build two
bridges across a Russian river, and ihe
panic that ensnes when the bridges ool
lapse. turning the near-frozen river into
i churning mass of thrashing corpses-in-
the-making.

In spirit. Burgess is closer w Sien-
dhal’s cosmic irony than to Tolstoy’s more




Olympia Bedwing Company, Olympia, Washington *OLY*®

There are a lot of discomforts in life you
can’t do anything about. But thirst
isn’t one of them. Not with ice cold
Olympia around. Oly’s*crisp, clean,
light taste cuts through the thirst

and puts out the fire in your throat, s
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Olympia. You owe it to yourself.

All Olympia cans and bottles are recyclable







JBL'’s Century 100.

(In two years it became the most
successful loudspeaker we ever made,
and it's not even an original. It's a copy.)

About five years ago, we
developed a new speaker
—a studio monitor for the
professional recording
business. It had the big sound
that the studios required, but
it was a compact. The size of
a bookshelf speaker.

The Original

JBL's 4310. Especially designed for
control room installations. Available
only through protessional audio con-
tractors

Would it impress you to know that
the top professional recording studios
like Warner Brothers and Capitol and
Elektra and MGM use JBL loud-
speakers to record. play back. mix
down and master their music?It's true.

Instant success.
(Very flattering, too. It's nice to
have a talented, opinionated
recording engineer pick your
speaker to go with his
$100,000 sound system.)
We sold more than we

dreamed possible.
Then we figured out why:

The professionals were
taking our studio monitors
home, using them as
bookshelf speakers.

Well, if you were JBL, what
would you do?

That's what we did.

JBL's Century 100. $273
each. The size of a compact
studio monitor. Almost its twin,
in fact, except for oiled walnut
and a sculptured grille that
adds texture and shape and

color.
Come hear JBL's

Century 100. But ask for it by
name. With its success, some
of our admiring competitors
have begun using words like
“professional” and “studio
monitor” to describe their
speakers. They're only kidding.

Century 100. The perfect
copy. From the people who
own the original.

James B. Lansing Sound. Inc. / High fidelity loudspeakers from $129 to $2,700/ 3249 Casitas Avenue, Los Angeles 90039,
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GOOD NIGHT,

PROBLEM PERSPIRATION.

The Mitchum Method lets you wake up
to all-day protection.

What isThe Mitchum Method?

It’s the way to say good night to problem
perspiration effectively. Because you apply Mitchum
Anti-Perspirant at night—before you go to bed.
So that all night long, while you sleep, Mitchum's
two anti-perspirant ingredients can work their
benefits into yvour skin. Pre-conditioning your
skin, at a time when you're apt to perspire least,
to cope with the tensions of tomorrow, when vou
perspire most. ( Makes sense when you think about
it, doesn’t it?)

In the morning, you'll be ready for just about
anything. Even your morning shower or bath won't
wash away the all-day protection you get after a
night with Mitchum’s anti-perspirants. You can
wash, towel vourself dry, and feel dry all day. With-
out the need for anti-perspirant refreshment.

How do
. Mitchum
| anti-perspirants
» work?
_ First, understand
" this: you perspire from
. manyareas of your body.
. . However, you're partic-
)‘-. ularly aware of perspi-
B ration when the glands
start gushing under your arms. During times of phys-
ical activity, perhaps. Or emotional stress. (No one
knows better than you when this perspiration is a
problem.)

What Mitchum anti-perspirants do
1s gently re-direct this annoying sweat.
It merely leaves through other, less
bothersome areas of your body. So
don't believe the old wives’ tale that if
vou help stop your underarm perspira-
tion, you'redoing something unhealthy.

Is The Mitchum Method gentle?

Yes. Mitchum Anti-Perspirant contains high
percentages of the two best anti-perspirant ingre-
dients: aluminum chloride and aluminum chlorohy-
drate. But in a specially buffered formula that helps
avoid irritation of the skin.

Can you ever skip a night
when you use Mitchum, the
night-time anti-perspirant?

If you follow our recommendations for using
Mitchum Anti-Perspirant four nightsin a row at first,
voii can then occasionally skip a night and still feel
protected the next day. Of course, you may use
Mitchum any time you prefer. But we recommend
getting the night-time habit.

In what forms can you use
The Mitchum Method?

Cream. For the complete coverage that only hand
application of a cream can give. Won't leave its mark
on your clothes the next day.

Dab-On. On-the-spot coverage with a unique, built-in
silken applicator that applies easily and uniformly.
Available scented and un-
scented.

Spray. Press the nozzle to re-
lease a gentle mist of protec-
tion every time. Available
scented and
unscented.

Mﬁitchum

PERSPIRANT
SPRAY

Then say good night—1to problem perspiration.

The Mitchum Method. Plan tonight to sweat less tomorrow.
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Gordon¥'Gin. Largest seller in England,
America,the world.

PRODUCT DF U.5.A 100% NEUTRAL SPIRITS DISTILLED FROM GRAIN. B6 PRODF. GORDON'S DRY GIN CO., LTD., LIKDEN. N .4

Hasselblad.

Where can you go if you want to go
beyond 35 mm photography? Up to
Hasselblad. Our generous 2% ” by
2% ” format is almost 4 times larger
than a 35 mm, so a Hasselblad
makes your framing and focusing
easier, just naturally serves up
sharper prints and enlargements,
and injects much more bang
into your color slides.

And although Hasselblad
gives you this big picture, it
weighs only a few ounces
more than many 35 mm
cameras.

HASSELSB LA D® ltimprovesyour image.

If you're a real devotee, and have
found yourself carrying two 35 mm
cameras, our interchangeable backs
can even reduce your baggage. With
them, you can carry one Hasselblad
and two backs, and switch from
black and white to color film,
or from negative to slide film,
in the middle of a roll, and
waste neither time nor film.

To find out more about what
you're missing in the world
beyond 35 mm, just write for
our 54 page color booklet,
to: Paillard Incorporated,
Dept. P3, 1900 Lower
_Road, Linden,N.J.07036.

narrowly national sense of tragedy. Again
to quote that epistle to the reader: “Na-
poleon triumphant—so he is, / Since, un-
fulfilled in life, that plan ol his [ Now
operates at last: proud England. cowed /
Back into Europe, humbled, silenced,
bowed. [ Let hell's or heaven’s bellries
clang out loud.” At another point, Bur-
gess calls his book “The Napoleon Comic
Symphony,” adding, “What's comedy?
Not tragedy, That's that.” One thing
Burgess does not say, but which others
surely may and will for him, is that this is
his best novel yet, and that is saying
quite a lot.
-

Put together from [ragments lefe be-
hind at his death, Rigadoon (Declacorte)
is the final frustrating installment in
Celine’s relentless epic of misanthropy—
the World War Two triptych (earlier vol-
umes: Castle to Castle, North). Though
its repeated diatribes make the book seem
static, it is a chronicle of agitated move-
ment: The rigadoon is a grotesque, spastic
dance, back and forth across the battered
face of Europe. in the stiffening grip ol
the war. Celine and his wile, Lilli, wravel-
ing by train with an actor friend and their
placid cat, Bebert, are part of a delirious
exodus north—through France and Ger-
many, toward the promised salety of a
refugee community in Denmark.

The famous style (sentence [ragments

.. sepawated . . . by three dots . . ) stark-
ly captures disarete experiences. Celine
furiously distorts  clironology,  runging
backward to recover scenes lrom the car-
lier books; forward, for a crisp sell-por-
wait of the artist at death’s widening
door, railing against imbecilic publishers
and jealous rivals—driven by the nihil-
ist's enslavement to his own vision ol the
world’s myopic sell-obliteration. by the
novelist’s compulsion to record it all be-
fore the splintering images escape him.

His book is a disturbing [ailure: not
for its incoherent repetitiousness (para-
doxically, a source ol Celine’s mono-
maniacal narrative unity) but because it
represents i compromising ol his vision.
A long sequence describes the travelers’
attempts to bring to salety a train car full
of retarded children (“all bandy-legged,
big droopy hcads . drooling hule
Quasimodo . . .”) separated lrom their
guardian. It's a powerlul metaphor. But
Celine is plainly using it to plead against
chanrges long leveled at him: that he was
a Nazi collaborator, an elogquent anti-
Semite, an engiue of pure malevolence.
These are “crimes” he once trumpeted
defianty.

Rigadoon is memorable enough lor
the images that haunt it (submarines
prowling abour deserted harbors: fare
bombs streaking over skelewl aties; a
dead storekeeper sitting slumped, [ace-
less, at his cash desk). As an apologia, it
rings embarrassingly false. Celine's tru-
est vision was ol the unalloyed evil
he discovered in the world, and in



"Taking the mystery out of Cavendish.

An explanation of the most misused term in pipe tobacco.

If you're any kind of pipe smoker, you've probably
seen the word Cavendish on more pipe tobaccos than you
can shake a stem at. You suspect it must be something
good or else everybody and his brother wouldn't
be putting the word on their pouches. And your
suspicions are right.

But Cavendish is something other than
what you may think it is. It's not a type of
tobacco leaf. It isn’t even the way tobacco
is cut.

Cavendish is a unique process that |
ages and ferments tobaccos to give you
a milder, more flavorful smoke.

Quite frankly, we tell you this for
one very simple reason. The more you
know about Cavendish pipe tobacco, the
better it is for Amphora. Because
Amphora is the world’s largest selling
Cavendish pipe tobacco.

BEFORE CAVENDISH WAS A PROCESS,
IT WAS A PERSON.

Captain Thomas Caven-
dish, by name. A fearless sea-
man who was equally adept
at riding out a Nor’easter as
he was negotiating with the
Indians of Virginia for their
fine tobacco leaves.

After one of his more successful trading ventures
some 400 years ago, he found himself with more tobacco
leaf than cargo space. So he ordered his crew to stow the
tobacco in the large wooden casks that had held their
grog.

History does not record the crew’s reaction to this bit
of inventive casking, but the tobaccos, reacted most
flavorfully.

After months at sea, compressed and basking in the
heat of the casks, fermenting ever so slowly, the tobaccos
arrived in England exceedingly rich in bouquet.

The good captain’s accidental process of maturing
tobacco has long since been immortalized by his name.
Cavendish is now defined as tobaccos that have been
mellowed by time, temperature and pressure.

ONE MAN'S CAVENDISH IS ANOTHER
MAN'S SHORT CUT.

Good Cavendish tobacco like
good wine doesn’t happen fast.
All the fine tobaccos that go into
Amphora (they come from about
20 different growing regions of
the world) are kept in large
casks for at least a year. Just the
way Captain C did it.

They go through at least one summer “sweat”, That
way the tobaccos ferment under natural weather
conditions, All of which combine to enhance the flavor
and the mildness of the tobaccos.

Now some pipe tobacco
companies ( they know who
they are) try to create
mildness by taking short cuts. By
hurrying up the fermenting

process, for example. They may
end up with pipe tobacco, but
they don’t end up with what we
consider Cavendish. Because
when you're fermenting tobacco, nothing,
artificial beats nature. She takes her own sweet time
to bring out all the true flavor and taste of tobacco.

WE'VE GOT A SECRET.

Even after the first long fermentation period, the
tobaccos are still a long way from being called Amphora.

They are next shipped to our factory in Joure, some
80 miles north of Amsterdam. There the tobaccos are
carefully blended to our two-centuries’ old formula.
The blended leaves are then compressed into “cakes” at
carefully regulated high temperatures.

{ What these temperatures are and how long the
tobaccos are pressed, we
can’t tell you. It's the
Amphora secret. It's not
that we don’t trust you, but
you never know who else may be
reading this ad.)

But what we can tell you is this. By pressing the
tobacco leaves into cakes, each tobacco type contributes
its own personality, its own flavor and character to the
blend.

OUR DORMITORIES ARE NOT FOR
SLEEPING.

Mildness is one thing. Extra mildness is something
clse. So we go a step further and age the pressed tobacco
cakes a second time in special rooms we call dormitories.

During this second aging process (we call it
“lagering” and it’s like the way fine wines are aged), the
flavor, aroma and mildness are married. Once and for all.

We go through all of this time and trouble because
we honestly believe it’s the only way to make the finest
Cavendish in the world.

A lot of pipe smokers must believe that, too. They’ve
made Amphora exactly what it is today.

The most popular imported pipe tobacco in America.

P.S. Do you have any questions about pipes and pipe tobacco®
If so, drop a note to the President, Douwe Egberts, Inc.,
8943 Fullbright Ave., Chatsworth, Calif. 91311.

W hen avas the last time the president of a company
answered your mail?
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himsell. God knows what he would have
discovered o us, who cannot now ex-
cuse him for it, even knowing the things
he has made us know.

Il vou liked The Antelope Cage, Bruce
Jay Friedman’s short story in last month's
issuc, then go out and buy About Harry
(Knopl). The book is not a
novel—not exactly—but it is more than
a collection of random short stories that
have been peddled o one magazine or
another.  These stories are  connected
by clioacer. chronology and 1one—Ilike
Hemingway's Nick Adams collectiion fn
Our Time. All the stories are about our
triend Harry. who is adrilt ("rudderless,”
he says) alter leaving a marriage that is
somewhere between unsatistactory and
unpleasant—no real hate there. Hary is
getting on into middle age and geuing
into things he knows he shouldu’t be fool-
ing with, like cociine and aimless sex.
And he's not taking care of real business.
His parents die “hack to back™ and he’s
not good with that. He's not a tervific La-
ther w his son. He and his wile give it
Another Try, but it doesn’t work out.
Through ol of this you see Harry grow
in a kind of likable way, not at peace
with himself but not warring, cither.
I'his is a tough-minded, mature picee ol
work done with expert cralt. So well, in
fact, that you don't notice the skill.
Which is the best mieasure there is ol
real talent.

Towns

-

Il you haven't the stomach lor freaks,
don’t Lother with The Gypsy's Curse
(knopl), by Harry (Naked in Garden
Hills, Car awd The Hawk [Is Dying)
Crews. Ireaks abound in this tale ol one
deal-and-dumb  Marvin Molar, who is
cursed by parental abandonment as well
as a certain Basque lady: “;Que en-
cuentres un cone a tu medida!” Which,
primly speaking, means, I liope you find
something that suits your meuasure,” but
in the case of Marvin, wranslates more
like, “Watch out lor the cunt that fis.”
Marvin is also cursed with a heavy torso
and wadpole legs, and a cono, Hester,
who demands, catastrophically, 1w move
in with Marvin at the Fireman's Gy,
“"Her ttties made your mouth hurt to
look at them,” writes Crews. in a style
that is Bacon County, Geor and New
York all at once. Violent and grotesque—
and very lunny—Crews writes with the
imagination of a madiman and the con-
trol ol an architect. Based in Gainesville,
Flovida, where he weaches English an the
University of Florida, Crews says of The
Gypsy's Curse: “It's only a curse if vou
can’'t handle it." How Molar handles the
curse of Hester may just blow your mind,
but it’s some of the very best reading this
vear, Lerrific in the literal sense.

-

Divorced in America, an Anatomy of Lone-
liness (Dutton) is a book about divorce

written by Joseph Epstein, a 36-year-old
Journalist and editor. parent. husband
and—more recently—single man. It is
partly an analysis of marriage and the
{amily as a way of life now threatened by
the casier, [reer attitude toward divorce,
and partly an autobiography and the
story ol one man’s dream of the good old
American promise exploding and leaving
him free, glad, guilty, perplexed. It is
time to have such a story told by a man.
One hears so much from women on the
subject that the suspicion grows that di-
vorced men tend o marry a voung
honev the next morning. and only the
ex-wives have nervous hreakdowns. guilt
and despair, children and jobs o juggle,
the return ol the sume old problems one
often married in order to escape in the

first. place—loneliness, dating and sleep-
ing around. It is not a fascinating ac-
count, but never mind. It's a start. An
intelligent and emotionally mature man
has spoken honestly about the marriage
he wanted to end and the two sons he
chose 1o raise on his own. One thing does
lead o another and other men may be
encouraged 1o speak of their own more
personal reactions. In that case, certain
truths may emerge.
-

If Beale Street Could Talk (D)ial) is J:unes
daldwin's most complex novel—a harsh
ver hopelul portraval of the blasted sur-
face of black people’s lives and the
subsitnfuce wughness that keeps  them
resiliently, prolancly. stubbornly going,
It is set in a New York hell where the
chains that will bind s victims are
forged before theyre born. Its heroine-
marrator - (Lish)  tells  two  entwining
stories. One is ol her love for a gentle, in-
ward bov (Founy). who dreams radianmily
in wood. sculpting vivid expressions of
the limits thar lurk them. He
gives Tish a sense ol lile generously ex-

aroud

p.‘lutling-—;m(l a haby.

The other story is of Fonny's impris-
onment, on an unjust rape charge. The
lovers” Lamilies clash violendy iad pain-
fully, then sarape, bully, steal—anytheng.
to pay the Man's lees and (ollow the
smug path of righteousness mapped out
by The System. Fonny dreams. and rots,
in prison. The baby Kicks against it

loving. confining womhb. Tish. too, feels
imprisoncd—like u spirit sealed in the
wood Founy caresses and shapes. waiting
for him 1o touch her and make her free.

The two stories keep colliding clum-
sily. The plot is impossible, and Baldwin
sensiblyv subordinares it 1o Tish's vearn-
ing, puwzled questioning. A moving im-
pression ol real  human  complexity
comes through.

There's a good book here struggling
inside the bad one, twitching 1o ger free
of strident overplotting and halfhearied
polemics. Dynamic images render a dis-
orientation that is helplessly feli. When
Baldwin breaks the book off jaggedly, it
is a cool reader. indeed, who'll complain
of the up-n-the-air ending. If this book
ends up in the air. it does so the wav a
man’s life does, when he's Kicking at the
end of a rope.

.

In an old house once owned by a
strange but old San Francisco familv—as
opposed 1o an old house in Georgetown
or one on the Upper West Side of New
York City—two women are dabbling in
the supernatural. One ol the women is a
medium brought over from England by
the other, who has told her that she is
writing a book about extrasensory per-
ceprion. There is a studio on the grounds
where an awractive young woman from
the Philadelphia branch ol the family is
having what appears o be a nervous
breakdown. Her lover has come from
Paris to ask her to marry him. Neither he
nor the young woman’s homosexual
brother ¢ get the fmily physician to
act.  And so begins Philip  Loraine’s
Voices in an Empty Room (Random House),
which is quite a good addition 1o the
possession, mediums and  bell-book-and-
candle experience. Loraine provides some
nice twists and wrns and. having st up
the sitwation, he avoids the pitlalls ol
overwriting. The conclusion is a little
pat. and somewlut telescoped, but what's
left to do once the demon is exorcised
but tie up some loose ends?

“I am wrying o build our theater on
the bedrock ol municipal and civie re-
sponsibility—not on the quicksands ol
show-business economics. T am interested
in a popular theater—not a theater ol
the few.” Escalation or extinction: Joc
Papp lives his crisis-klled days by that
motto. And a day in the lile of the mde-
Litigable producer—let alone a year—
cant he as cataclysmic as another person’s
entire career. Take March 6. 1975, for
example, as Stuart W. Linde does in
Enter Joseph Papp: In Search of a New American
Theater (Coward, McCann & Geoghegany).
In the morning. wiumph, as Papp as
sumes vesponsibility for theater opera-
tions at New York's Lincoln Center. In
the alternoon. tragedy. as the CBS ax
[alls on the imminent welecist of his
production of Sticks and Bones. Only a
mystic could have [lorcwold the drama




We make machines
for winners toride.

When Pierre Karsmakers won the AMA Open Class  of motocross make it the toughest test of motorcycle

Racing Championship, some people said it was his engineering. So we're pleased to come out on top,andto
new Yamaha motorcycle that made him a winner. share the credit
We think that's quite a compliment. The dirt, the But that's not why we race. While men may race to

dust, the jumps and the bumps, the mud and the mania  win,we race to find out about our machines. The experi-
ence of building motorcycles that exceed even the
demand of motocross has helped Yamaha produce de-
pendable, reliable machines that will stand up anywhere.
Yet even this wasn't what made Pierre Karsmakers
the Champion. Winning riders and
winning motorcycles must be
_made of the same things-talent,
S experience, determination, and
good hard work.
Karsmakers had all those things going for
. him long before he got the championship on
- aYamaha. He was already a winner.
~ All we did wasNg make a machine that

Yamaha rider

Pierre Karsmakers, American
Motorcycle Association

Open Class Racing Charmpion. &

. The Yamaha;DT250 Enduro, one of the many Yamaha Enduros

modeled after ourwinning MX machines. An ideal motorcycle
for both highway and off the road. Visit your Yamaha dealer.
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You can’t improve on the original.
Two one-of-a kind originals: JOE LOUIS, heavyweight

champion of the world 1937 —1949. JIM BEAM, the
world's finest Bourbon.

86 PROOF KENTUCKY STRAIGHT BOURBON WHISKEY. OISTILLED AND BOTTLED BY
THE JAMES B. BEAM DISTILLING CO., CLERMONT, BEAM, KENTUCKY.

Easy-care casual wear from
Playboy Products. The Playboy
T-Shirt in White with Navy, or Gray
with Black. In sizes S, M, L, XL.

WA 115, $4.00. Playboy’'s Warm-Up
Shirt in Charcoal with White or
White with Black. In sizes S, M, L,
XL. Long-sleeved, WA 107, $5.00;
short-sleeved, WA 106, $4.50.

Playboy Products,
Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, lllinois 60611
Cuantity Item Code No. Color Size Cost Total

Please add $1 per item for shipping and handling —— —

IWinois residents, please add 5% tax

No C.0.D. orders, please. TOTAL
[0 Payment enclosed. (Make checks payable to Playboy Products.)

O Charge to my Flayboy Club credit Key no. [~ L‘T s sl

Name SR

- (please prinl_}

Address

Cit __Stale & z
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that would unfold during the 1972-1973
summer-to-summer cycle: the multinul-
lion-dollar deal with GBS and the clash

that followed. the success of an Ameri-
canized Much Ado About Nothing, a
marital rift, scores ol artistic differences
with directors and  playwrights, Mz
Newhouse's S1O00,000 gife and  daily
highs and lows. But Stuart Liule is Tamil-
iar with Papp's portfolio—{rom the ewr-
liest productions in an  East Village
workshop more than two decades ago 1o
today's acclaim. He dogged Papp’s wacks
for 12 months, and the result 15 a roe
glimpse not only into noncommercial
theater, communications and philan-
thropic bureaucracies but also into the
psyche of this feisty, irreverent, impit-
tient, frequently indiscrect man who—
despite his often tarnished public im
age—is friend, mentor and staunch cham-
pion of a new generation ol playwrights,
directors and actors.
L]

Recent and notable: Nelson Algren’s
The Llast Corousel (Puinam) collects 25
vears ol odds and ends—stories, pocms,
autobiographical busy work. Algren bogs
down in sell-indulgent tough wlk here
and there, but he hasn't ost the gile. He's
still one ol the best with resourcelul
down-and-outers:  the bovs who hang
around the wack, piumps and prosutues,
carny men. Several Irom this collection
first appeared in pLavsoy. . . . During
the Yom Kippur war, the best place w
wo, if vou wanted even the dimmest -
sight into just what in the hell was going
on, was The Neiwo Yorl Times. (In fact,
the war helped the Times gain back some
ol the prestige 1t lost o The Washing-
ton Post’s Watergiie coverage.) And the
best insights were those of military corre-
spondent Drew Middleton. After a long
career ol covering war and war’s alarms—
London during the blitz, Moscow in 1916,
Vietnam—NMiddleton has written Where
Has Last July Gone? Memoirs (Quadrangle).
Given this background, it's hard to dis-
miss Middleton's warnings ol coming
Russian domination. . . . Ten Years After
Ivan Denisovich (Knopl)} is the work ol
Zhores A. Medvedev. The author, a
noted Sovietr biochemist and dissenter,
concentrates on Solzhenitsyn’s expulsion
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Write: Pamphilet offer, Sony, 9 W 57 St N.Y, N.Y. 10019 ©1974 Sony Corp of America SONY is a trademark of Sony Corp.

THE BEAUTY
OF ONE GUN.

Trmltrons unique one-gun, one-lens system has yet tobe equalled.

Model KV-1722 Trinitron. 17 measured diagonally Narrow, space-saving cabinet.

e p
o_ots electron bearn.s through a smgle
ens to the screen. You see the beams in the
form of a picture.
Other sets have three guns They shoot

~ electron beams through three small lenses.

Why is one big lens so much better? The
larger the lens, the less the distortion.

So bigger gives you a sharper and better
focused picture.

Also, these aren't your run-of-the-mill
beams we're shooting.

Because only Trinitron has something
called an Aperture Grille.

Translated: The picture you see is made up
of unbroken stripes, not isolated dots or slots.

So, add an Aperture Grille and you have
a brighter picture.

Brighter, sharper, better-focused and need-
less to say all-solid-state.

That's Sony Trinitron.

OX,, any questions? We'll answer them all
in a 12-page Trinitron pamphlet.

Write to us, or stop in at a Sony dealer

Let him explain the beauty of our unique
one-gun, one-lens system. He's got an
advantage.

He can show you the picture.

“I'™S A SONY.”




PLAYBOY

40

“What’s new from ;
Texas Instrument!

“Forty-nine ninety-five.
Thats what.

Announcing a minor miracle in an age of 60¢
gasoline and $3,500 economy cars. . .a $49.95
Texes Instrument electronic calculator!

It's the T1-2510 and what a handful! Adds,
subtracts, multiplies. divides. A switch lets you
conveniently compute several problems using a
single constant. B-digit. lighted display has
floating decimal, minus sign.

Inside, it's all solid state with replaceable
batteries that deliver up to 15 continuous hours
of budget balancing, stock market calculating or
income tax deducting.

All this in a 10-0z. package that carries a

1-year parts and work-
manship warranty.

camyping
case
battenes

=AC adaptor

= TI-2500 Same
as above but
works on
rechargeable
batieres or AC.

$6995*

HINDA

DISTRIBUTDRS Ghicaso i socos.”
[] T1-2510 (@ $49.95* [] inc. $5.00 AC adaptor
[ TI-2500 (@ $69.95*
[} Cash Enclosed

[} BankAmericard

-

[C] American Express
[C] Master Charge

Card Ne._ Card Exp.

Name :

Address:

City: _State: Zip:

Signature :_ e

¥ add $2.00 shi handling. lllinais resid add 5% tax
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from the Writers” Union and the strate-
gics emploved by the state 1o deny him
the Nobel Prize for Litermure in 19700
Medvedev, who predias “another reign
of violence and terror,” completed this
hook a year belore Solzhenitsyn’s exile
and may now be a prominent victim of
his own grim prophecy. . . . Alive: The
Story of the Andes Survivors (Lippincott)
is novelist Piers Paul Read's account of
the famous plane crash that left the sur-
vivors—including members ol a Uru-
guayan rughy team—sianded  without
the resources for survival lor 70 davs.
They managed, as alimost everyone knows
by now. But Read is a skillful writer who
doesn’t let the cannibalism take over his
book. His account of this ordeal is inspi-
rational—spiritual. il you will——not just
gruesome. Quite a book. Richard
Adams’ Wartership Down (Macmillin) was
widely praised in England., but they're
the same guys who wied o fight an cco-
nomic crisis over there by going 10 the
three-day work week., Anyway, they were
right about this book. even though its
heroes are rabbits (right, rabbits). Their
journev—odyssey, vou might sav—carries
them from the terrors of loxes, farmers
and the evildoers ol their own species 1o
the safety of high ground, where they are
free to propagate and endure. (It's tough
10 do the book justice in just a few
lines.) The stvle is lucid and never senti-
mental and it is annoving to realize that
connoisseurs of whimsy will just love this
book. It is a work of distinction and orig
inality. Lrica Jong's Fear of Flying
(Holt. Rinchart & Winston) has been
lavishly praised all over the place—John
Updike nearly went into paroxysms in
The New Yorker, admiving even her pic-
wure on the dust jacker. However, we let
it slip past us, damn it all. The book does
take you lor a preuy good—il long—ride
through joyous female sexuality. A real
oasis alter all the luawping in other
women's books. . . . The Advent of Freder-
ick Giles (Little, Brown) i1s Josiah Bunt-
ing’s second novel and a disappoiniment.
His first book, The

Lionheads, is one
ol the better Vietnam novels. There,
Bunting was best with the oflicers—

especially those who knew a liule about
books and indulged in some introspec-
tion. This time out, he gocs oft the deep
end, sounding at times as though he is ry-
ing 1o ape William Buckley. Or one-up
him. One gathers he is out 10 muke a
point about rich, educated and hored
Easterners. There is some wit and some
insight, but, lor the most part, the book
reads like a combination vocabulary/
reading list put wgether by some super-
cilious Princeton undergrad.

Paperbacks: Martha Foley's The Best
American Short Stories of 1973 (Ballantine)
offers the usual  judicious mixwure of
established  writers  (Barthelme, Mala-
mud, Oates, Tennessee Williams) and

talented yvoung challengers (Henry Bro-
mell, Julie Havden, George V. Higgins)
From prravsov: James Alan McPherson®s
The Silver Bullet and John Cheever's
The Jewels of the Cabots. Edward
Anderson’s 1935 novel Like Us
(Avon) has been made into the current
Robert Altman hit movie. 1t is a delt
work, masterly in its juxtapositions: inte
rior monologs and newspaper accounts
smoothly blended into the story of three
pathetic Oklahoma bank robbers.

Finally. there is Gravity’s Rainbow (Ban-
tam), Thomas Pyvachon’s masterpicce. By
the time you read this, Graoily's Rainbow
should have won the National Book
Award for fiction—and. il he s rue 1o
form, PP'ynchon will not have appeared wo
accept the award and give a speech.
rravaoy missed on this one in our orig-
inal review, We will recant by saving 1hat
no other work of hction has come so dev-
astatingly close to capturing the terrible
drift of this century. Pyvnchon knows a
grear deal about everything and wses 1
all: films, comics, history, science, psy-
chology and paranoia—especially  para-
noti. More than anvbody else writing.
he has seen the dark side of wecdhnology—
Gravity's Rainbow is the arc described

Thieves

by a V-2 rocket as it descends to destroy
London—and has made a metaphor ol it
The book is funny, prolound and simply
4 work ol genius. Ie should be read and
il you can’t be bothered o read it. you
can stop bitching about the death ol
the novel.

PEOPLE

Timothy leary is in juil. He has been
back in jail ever since U. S, agents seized
his passport in Kabul. Afghanistan, a
vear ago, and is serving a sentence ol six
months to en vears for getting caught
with two roaches in his car ashoray. Six
months to hive years were tacked on for
his escape in 1970, Texas claims ten more.
also for marijuana possession. Timothy
Leary is unperturbed.

T keep
people.
to a visitor. “I've heen trying to get you
out.” Like the prisoner in Hesse's story
who walked out through a landscape he
his cell wall, Leary has
escaped [rom his jailers. Sitwing now in
faded  prison overalls acvoss the small
table of the visiting cell in the California
Medical Facility prison at Vacaville, the
ex—Harvard prolessor walks abouwn his lat-
est. scheme: 1o buld o spaceship thae

having to explain this o

" he says, flashing @ radiant smile

painted  on

would enable us all o escape brom pris-
on—ihe prison ol ouwr own solar system—
and out toward our destiny as galactic
beings.

“You see, we're not nuude to live on this
pliner.” he says. “We've been seeded here
as ina womb o develop, emerge and con-
tinue on toward contact with higher inel-
ligence. Seeing owrselves as part of a
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health

Flavor Kﬁg;e"lﬂ_!ﬂq.ﬁ‘&i.z mg. nicoting ev. per cigerstie, by FIC method. -
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The BSR 710 has its brain in
its shaft. A carefully machined.
metal rod holding eight precision-
molded cams. When the cam shatt
turns, the cams make things
happen. A lock is released, an arm
raises and swings, a record drops,
a platter starls spinning, the arm
is lowered, the arm stops, the arm
raises again, it swings back,
another record is dropped onto
the platter, the arm is lowered
again, and so on, for as many
hours as you like.

Deluxe turntables from other
companies do much the same
thing, but they use many more
paris—scads of separate swinging
arms, gears, plates, and springs—
inan arrangement that is not
nearly as mechanically elegant, or
as quiet or reliable; that produces
considerably more vibration, and
is much more susceptible 1o
mechanical shock than the BSR
sequential cam shaft system.

When you buy a turntable, make
@ sure you get the shaft. The BSR

| 710. From the world's largest

Il manufacturer of automatic
turntables,

BSR (USA) LTD..
BLAUVELT, NEW YORK 10913

, the Wlndlll'oof lighter, |

ol

*it will work, always,
or we will fix it free!

Zippo Manufacturing Co. Bradtord, Pa. 16701
In Canade: Zippo Mig. Co. of Canada, L.

1e one lighter you don’t have
) throw away....ever!

Lighter shown, $3
Persanalizing ox
Others to $560.

Lamily of earthly life forms is like viewing
oursclves as part of the placenta. We
estimate it will take 25 years and cost 250
billion dollars to get out of the solar sys-
tem. That's ten billion dollars a year,
which is exactly the CIA budget. So who's
crazy?”

Long past psychedelics, a topic he now
finds boring, Leary looks back on the
Sixties as a time of “vanilla flow—sweet
and mushy.” The great error of the Six-
ties, he says, was that “we expanded
consciousness but we didn't expand in-
telligence. We grabbed onto all those
old-fashioned Om-glom guru numbers,
and Jesus, and back to the land. But lor
every unit ol consciousness expansion,
you must square intelligence. The Sixties
were anti-intellectual.”

But that was yesterday. Today, Leary
is into what he calls “sci-phi”; that is,
science fiction coupled with the philos-
ophy of science. Einstein is his god, Kurt
Vonnegut his copilot. “What we need for
the future are long-haired astronomers,
turned-on physicists, freaked-out vision-
ary mathematicians. We nced to build
systems, language, logic textbooks that
will allow us to make sense ol the order
that comes inte consciousness.”

Leary spent his first four months back
in jail writing a heavy book on the con-
crete floor ol his dimly lit solitary cell.
The outcome was Neurologic, a dense vol-
ume on the use of the nervous system as a
computer with seven circuits that can be
turned on and off, tuned and controlled.
During the next five months, in maximum
security, he put together Terra 11, his
planet-escape manual, and turned lellow
prisoners away from revolution and psy-
chedelics and omo genetics, neuwrology
and astronomy. “Of course I'd gladly
trade Terra 11 philosophy for any other
philosophy that's as [unny, gives you
more perspective, makes you feel more
optimistic or secms to work better.”

Eighteen months into a potential 25-
year semtence, Timothy Leary, ex—Har-
vard professor, ex-guru, ex-fugitive, is
unperturbed.

RECORDINGS

Some nights are like that. You just
watch the damn thing, until the last lib-
cral minister turns into a test pattern.
And after sitting through six hours ol
Mod Squad reruns and Night Gallery
and The Beast That Botheved Banghkol
(starring Greta Thyssen and Godzilla),
a man's liable 1o do anything, rightz He's
not responsible for his actions. Like, he
might even succumb and order one of
those late-night-TV  record-album  spe-
cials. But you can just chalk it up to tem-
porary insanity. Nothing a little shock
treatment won't cure.

And il you do break down and send
your check or money order, you're in for
quite a shock, though we don't guarantee
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itll cure you of anything. In fact. it's
enough to make you sick. Because most
of the albums—despite the claims made
for them by revved-up announcers
who cn't get work on daytime quiz
shows. or aging recording stars like
Mickey Dolenz or Louis Prima—are bet-
ter lor muflling screams in a denust's
office than for listening to in the sanc-
tuary ol your own home.

How, vou might ask vowrself, do we
know? The embarrassing truth is thar we
went and got those mail-order LPs—
damn near all of them. And i that
doesn’t make vou lose your laith in us,
we'll drop all this bullshit and tell you
that a few of them ave actually worth the
postage stunp.

One is the Nat “King” Cole anthology
that’s offered—a  bit  pretentiously—Dby
the Longines Symphonette Recording So-
ciety. Nat Cole. a super musician who was
taken for granted by oo many people,
frst made his rep as a fine pianist—a
phase of his carcer not covered in the
sevent LPs of this collection—and  then
he made it as a simger. And he was bril-
liant on things like Rouie 66. When I
Grow Too Old to Dyeam or Straighien
Up and Fly Right. But he wound up with
Those Lazy-Hazy-Crazy Days of Sum-
mer—and. in effect. the collection shows
how the wrong studio treatment, applied
with persistence. can turn a classy jazz
artist into a bubble-gum vendor. Still and
all, it’s well worth having.

An even better buy. though. is the Bil-
lic Holiday anthology offered by Adam
VII, Lad. Its called Billie Holiday. just
so you don't get confused, and what you
get is Tour LPs full of Lady Day at her
greatest. Miss Brown (o You. Body and
Soul, Strange Fruit, Lover Man, My Last
Affaiv—all there. The collection  also
shows that they tried to pull the same
stunt with her that they pulled with Nat

Cole: but where Cole’s vocal sivle got
more commercial with the passage of

time, hers scemed o ger ever more
personal. no matter how many violin
players they brought to the sessions. The
other collections that deliver the goods
also tend to be the ones that focus on
a single artist. Pickwick's  Jerry  Lee
Lewis anthology is bursting with good
old country hoogies, with just the right
amount ol reverh. And the Hank Wil-
liams package offered by Brouadcasting
Division will have vou baving at the
moon. if vou're subject to such attacks,

As lor the rest of it il you wint 10 pick
up on carly Johnny Mathis or Beany
Goodman, the Mills Brothers. Eddy Ar-
nold. Tennessee Ernie. the Mormon Tab-
ernacle Choir. Arthur Fiedler and the
Boston Pops or collections ol recent rock
hits programed by someone who proba-
bly doesn’t know a Bdlat diminished
from a stick of bubble gum—it’s your
thing, do what you wanna do.

Of the Filties rock collections. oune
that's not bad is The Greatest Rock and

Roll Hiis, offered by Dynamic House
(also by Adam VIIIj. You really do get
the hits—record three, side two, for in-
stance, opens with Fats Domino singin’
about how he's in love again, then pro-
ceeds through Little Darlin’, Duke of
Earl. Rockin® Robin, Goodnight, Sweet-
heart, Goodnight (the Spaniels, in case
you lorgot). Maybelline and  Sixteen
Candles. All of these are by the right
artists, and you can hear them.

As for the other collections that pur-
port to give vou all the great, good-timey
rock of the Fifties. heware: A lot ol them
are padded with nonhits, and in other
cases, you may get the real McCoy, but
the sound is so terrible you can’t hear it.

But that's OK. Who needs them. any-
way? Fifteen years ago. vou turned on
the radio and in the space of an hour you

heard so much advertising and so much
rock 'n’ roll. Usually vou got two and a
half minutes of music, followed by a min-
ute or so of pitchmen. Now you turn on
the TV amd vou get basically the same
thing—only it's compressed into a min-
ute and the proportions are reversed: For
ten or filteen seconds ol advertising, vou
wer three or four seconds ol some golden
oldie. Which. if you're a reasonably well-
adjusted human heing. may be enough,

.

Unlike so many “live” recordings on
which the performers seem to get swal-
lowed up in the huge noisy presence of
their audicnce. Del Reeves Live at the Palo-
mino Club (United Artists) preserves the
immediacy and intimacy ol a master en-
tertainer’s give and take with the paying
customers. Del’s band. the Goodtime
Charlies, lives up to its name. plaving
solid. up-tempo country honky-tonk with
the ease and cean precision characteristic
ol the best professionals. Side one features
a fine country rendition ol the Clyde Me-
Phatter hit 4 Lover's Question and a med
lev of some of Del's own chart toppers.
induding Girl on the Billboard and A
Dime at a Time. Side two contains more
in the way of dialog. impersonations
and comic routines. which become con-
siderably less interesting alter the thivd

or fourth listening. The quality of the
recording is surprisingly good, and il your
collection could use a sampler of some
basic beer-drinking, truck-driving, down-
home, good-time music, this album will
provide ir.

The Ruby Brafi-George Barnes Quartet (Chi-
aroscuro) is a marriage that was made in
heaven. Trampeter Braff and guitarist
Barnes come on like the Lunt-Fontanne
ol the jazz world. They both employ the
lean approach. never adding notes for
virtuosity's sake, almost always deliver
ing just enough to make a definitive state-
ment. Aided by Johm Giullrida and
Wivne Wright. Brafl and Barnes areate
a bucketful of beautiful sounds. Particu-
larly attractive is the way they handle
Old Folks, Liza, Our Love Is Here io
Stay and an absolutely smashing rendi
tion ol the Lennon-McCartney ode Here,
Therve and Everywhere. No [rills or fancy
stull: just @ couple of exceptional musi-
cians taking cire of business. But business
18 very good.

-

Hoyt Axton has been knocking around
for vears on the small folk-club circuit.
He has always had a tiny but devoted
bunch of followers and has made most ol
his money writing songs for others—such
as Joy to the World, which was a big hit
for Three Dog Night. He even gets aredit
in interviews for being his mother’s son.
She co-wrote Heartbreal Hotel for Elvis
back in the dark ages of rock 'n’ roll. Ax-
ton has a new album, Life Mochine (ARM).
and now he's going to get some credit for
himsell. Admittedly, the three best cuts
are borrowed: Maybelline from Chuck
Berry, a fine version of That's AN Right.
by Arthur Crudup. and Michael Mur-
phey’s Geronimo's Cadillac. The vest of
the tunes are Axton’s and the weakness
in them is nicely compensated for by his
full. rich voice and some of the best side-
men around,

-

Catching up with contemporary Ga-
briels: Fine trumpet players seem to be
flourishing these days. One ol the maost
interesting is Woody Shaw. whose Seng of
Songs (Contemporary) is filled with good-
ies. The tunes are his own and he has
some fine reed men aboard for the session.
He's got a lot of Freddie Hubbard in his
sound, but he’s also got a lot ol Woody
Shaw, which is well worth lisiening to.
Hubbard himsell is on hand with Keep
Your Soul Together (CCT1) and were con-
vinced that  Freddie—now—can  blow
every other horn man ouwt the window,
and that includes Miles. He has ic all
going for him—strength, inventiveness,
daring and great gobs of soul. The four
extended tracks by Hubbard let one
in on every lacer ol the man's incredible
tilent. Unlortunately, the great talent ol
Mavnard Ferguson seems to have been
locked into a formula that, as Lir as we're
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'Y The Soft Smoke.

From generation to
@ generation—for nearly a
century—one family of
Danish craftsmen have
passed on their own
unique process of triple-
blending naturally ripened
tobaccos.

Now smoke the result.
Imported Skallorna: mellow.
fragrant, bite-free, soft.

| -";*'
ISKALLORNA

B BAPORIED LIANISH BLIND

MILD CAVINDISH MIKTURE

1l Smoking 1

L NET WEIGHT 1% 0z

Delicious
smoking memories from Denmark.

- Columbia introduces
the 50 minute 8 track
-..right on time.

-

—

Columbia’s new 8-Track ™
Cartridge plays a full 50 min- .

utes, so you'll never have to sit ’ .
around waiting for your 60 minute \
8-Track tape to play itself out, with

10 minutes of nothing. Or, have your

favorite album cut off at 40 minutes.

And if you're into 4 channel quadra-
phonic sound, there’s an exclusive new
“ConvertaQuad” slot that lets you convert
from 2 to 4 channel sound automatically.

Columbia ‘““Fail-Safe" cartridges are the
best performers in the business: they have
anexclusive 3-point suspension system with
self-lubricating Delrin to prevent friction and
sticking. And a collapsible hub keeps them
from jamming. Available in 40, 50, 80, and
100 minute lengths and head cleaner.

COLUMBIA

Blank Recording lope

Columbia Magnetics, CBS, Inc., 51 West 52nd Street, New York, N.Y, 10018

concerned, has outstayed its welcome.
M. F. Horn 485 Live at Jimmy's (Columbia)
consists of two LPs loaded to the gunwales
with driving big-band sounds whose pur-
pose too olten seems to be to provide
build-ups and backdrops for Ferguson's
ommnipresent  upper-register  excursions.
All right, already, we know Maynard can
do that beter than anybody; let's move
on to other things.
-

If Tanya Tucker never makes the grade
as a top-notch pop-country music star, it
won't be because her promoters and pro-
ducers don’t hustle or that she isn’t prety
enough or can’t sing. There is no ques-
tion concerning the swength and quality
ol this girl’s voice, yet this latest album,
Would You Loy with Me (In o Field of 5tone)
{Columbia), has a lew rocks in its shoes.
The selection ol material is not always ap-
propriate. There's a builvin credibility
gap when a l5-year-old sings booze '’
blues. And Tanya may need more ume to
nuiture and d{f\.'clup her own stylls, Lo
avoid sounding like Bufly Sainte-Marie
one moment, and like Dolly Parton or
Tammy Wynetue the next. One gets the
impression of a lew fat cats on telephones
in Nashville and New York talking about
the market potential of a 15-year-old girl
in the country-and-western field. You
know, dress her up right, plastic boots,
maybe, throw in a little sex, 1 tell ya il
sell. It’s not pure hype, because Tanya’'s
talent s for real and producer Billy Sher-
rill is one of Nashville's very best, but il or
when Tanya Tucker comes into her own,
it will be in spite ol those guys on the
telephones.

We almost took Ray Charles’s Come Live
with Me (Crossover) off the turntable afier
the first rack. Till There Was You is god-
awful—saccharine, silly, overblown—Dbut
we hung in there and were eventually
rewarded with a handlul ol super wacks.
As it turned out, most of side one is a
waste. A valiant eftort by Charles almost
turns the McKuen-Brel ballad ff You Go
Away ino a winner, but It Takes So
Little Time is also a dud. Only on the
title tune does Charles come into his own.
Side two 1s another matter, however.
From the opening Somebody 1o the dos-
ing Everybody Sing, the material is up o
the perlormer; but the big surprise is
what Charles does with that old war horse
Leo Robin’s Loutse. Through Charles’s
soul sorcery, it becomes a barn burner
(except for the bridge, which he handles
straight, unfortunately). So start with side
two and play side one when you're in a
lorgiving frame ol mind.

The blues is a big old building with
countless rooms. Back in the Thirties
and Forties, Robert Johnson, Willie M-
Tell, Sleepy John Estes and others had
already made it a mansion. In the Filuies.
Little Richard, Chuck Berry and B. B.
King turned it into a skyscraper. In the
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Sixries. the NASA school of blues players
first put it into orbit and it's now con-
templating something akin to a Mariner
mission into deep space and beyond.

Johnny Winter falls somewhere be-
tween theoretical astrophysicist and hod
carrier, somewhere between Soints & Sin-
ners (Columbia). Try to imagine NASA
Iocking Chuck Berry in a "33 Chevy and
putting that into orbit. The radio mes-
sages that came  back to emth might
sound something like Saints & Sinners:
blues bleached stone white by danger-
ously high radiation levels. Johnny was
so lar out there {or a while that he holed
up incommunicado at a detox clinic in
New Ovleans. This album should demon-
strate that he is back to stay. Anyone who
cain outdo the original of Tlirty Days and
keep up with Jagger on Stray Cat Blues
has o be reckoned with. Hurtin® So
Bad—a Winter original—is one of those
old-time, horn-wailing. 68, tears-nd-
knuckles blues monsters—like something
Bobby Bland might have used to knock
down a conerete gymuasinm in 1958, And
Winter burns as if relieved 10 retwrn to
carth. After coming that close to heaven,
it must be comlorting to be back with
the sinners.

-

The word's been out on Tom Scott
for some time now: He's another incred-
ible L.A. saxophonist. Twenty-live years
old, he studicd with Ravi Shankar, was
the youngest soloist ever invited o the
Caracas Music Festival, worked with Don
Ellis, Roger Kellaway, Carole }\mg, Joni
Mitchell, John Lennon. He can play any-
thing. And maybe that’s what's wrong
witll Tom Scort and the LA. Express ((dc).
The spirits ol King Curtis and  Don
Wilkerson pervade Sneakin® in the Back
and Strut Your Stuff; and the gods of Ma-
havishnu Orchesura could have spawned
L.A. Expresston. AL times Scott seems pos-
sessed by Wayne Shorter, while Joe Sam-
ple (keyboards) maybe O.D.'ed on Herbie
Hancock. Though the album sullers lromn
extensive haunting, those unassimilated
shosts are among the best jazz players in
the world. And Scott is still a virtuwoso.

Both lacts make the record a damn
eood hear.,
THEATER

Victory gardens, Victory bonds, V for
victory: World War Two was a last gasp
of American pawriotism.  Over  there,
Yanks were geuing killed by Nazis, but
Over Here!, America was cheerfully eating
Spam, clecting F.D.R. and listening to
the Andrews Sisters iriple-barreling their
way through boogiewoogie and the beat
of the big bands. "Where did the good
times goz” asks a song in this rollicking
new shm\'. providing its own answer—
right there, center stage. Owver Heve! is
no landmark of a musical, but even its
lightheadedness is infectious. The two

surviving Andrews—Patty and Maxene—
come as they are, with no pretense about
elamor, singing a peppy pastiche of a
score (by Richard M. and Robert B.

Sherman). The sisters do more than their
bit—and they can still sing. The devisers
of the show (producers Kenneth Waiss.
Fox, director

man and Maxine Tom

Moore and author Will Holt—the fhirst
three fresh from foraging through the
Filuies in Grease) ave smart enough not to
limit it to a star twrn. The show also has
Janie Sell as a sexy Axis Sally (she also
hills in as a third “sister™), Patricia Birch
choreography that wwrns the lindy ]mp
into aerial gymnastics, a big band blaring
onstage and an t.Mll:u.mt plmluumu
concept that respects the trivia and the
tackiness of the period—and doesn’t waste
much time on plot. At the Shubert, 225
West 44th Strect.

-

Noel Coward in Two Keys is Sir Nocl's
farewell in a pair of plays—the first a
Limpoon  of social-climbing  American
tourists, the second a touching (although
tentative) coming to terms with his own
life. In A Song at Tiwilight. the main
picce, an aged celebrated author is forced
to face his concealed homosexuality. A
former mistress threatens him with the ex-
posure ol letters he wrote, long ago, to a
male lover. The character is based on
Somerset Maugham but also draws {rom
Coward. He is accused. in the play. ol
moral cowardice. and perhaps the double
meaning is intentional. Hume Cronyn
plays the author more Maughamish than
Cowardy, which is probably wise. since
Sir Noel played the role himsell in his Last
stage appearance in London. Cronyn
avoids comparison and makes the char-
acter his own. ‘The wit is mocking, sub-
siding at the end into wistfulness. The
dialog. sparkling with Coward spice, is
dryly delivered by Cronyn, Jessica Tandy
(as his [aithful wifc) and Anne Baxter (as
the returning mistress). In the curtain
raiser, they play contrasting roles—
Cronyn a rustic American millionaire.
Two Keys breathes elegance and suay-
ity—an evening for theatrical cpicures.
At the Ethel Barrymore, 17th Street West
of Broadway.

L]

Fashion, one of the first American plays
to be written by a woman, Anna Cora
Mowatt, is posing ofl-Broadway as “a new
style musical comedy.” We siry hring back
oldness. Anthony Stinnc's trick, as both
adapter and director, is to make this a
play within a play. A modern ladies®
drama society cavorts in a trumped-up

musical caricature ol Fashion (first per-
formed in 18453). The ladies play ladies
and, archly, they also play gentlemen.
Presumably, this is meam o be a femn-ib
comment on male sexism. What this over-
spool really doces is cheat the original of
its 19th Century flavor. Camp is rampant.
The music by Don Pippin and the lyrics
by Steve Brown are amiable, and the per-
formances (for the most part) are stylish
cnough to make one wish that this
were Fashion suaight. But, of course,
that would have been wnlashionable. At
the McAlpin Roolop, Broadway and
$1th Strect.
-

“Born out ol bedlock,” with *“a wrace
of clephantiasis™ in his body and soul,
that monumental common man, Leopold
Bloom. in thit monumental, uncommon
novel. James Jovee's Ulysses. comes ro-
bustly to lile in Ulysses in Nighttown—in
the person of Zero Mostel. This is a role
made o measure lor the sizable Mostel.
He first played the pitiable. comic cuck-
old off-Broadway in 1938, The Broadway
Ulysses is much larger and lustier. The
Linguage is a fully restored, unexpur-
gated Joyeelul 1orrent of words, and there
is graphic use of nudity. An intimare, al-
most Story Theater evening has become
a Broadway epic (with atmospheric mu-
sic by Peter Link), but the essence of
Bloom remains—anchored by the team
of Mostel and Jovee. The core ol the play
is the Nighttown section of the novel,
dingraming the twin pilgrimages of the
Lllhlr figure Bloom and the questing

1, Stephen Dedalus, through red-light
I)lll)lill (the city ol brothelly love). The
focus is on Bloom and his hallucinatory
visions  and  wightmares, bhut  adapter
Marjorie  Barkentin has also  injected
other compatible material lrom the novel,
such as a slice of Molly Bloom’s sensual
soliloquy (delivered. naked—and  why
notz—hy Fionnuala Flim-
agan). No single
cvening can
complerely
convey
the
rich-
ness of
this mas-
terwork,
but
the

play

is both faithful and daring (matinee audi-
ences expecting “O'Fiddler on the Roof”
are going to be severely jolted). In the
interest of Joyce, Mostel restrains his
natural clownish impulses and gracelully
illuminates Bloom. At the Winter Gar-
den, 1631 Broadway.
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There's a new car on the horizon:  sunroof, ’d aradic | Bugs are being made. If you take a
the Volkswagen Sun Bug. lush carpeting, leatherette cor shine to it, don't wait too long to
It's a Volkswagen like you never roy seats and a sports wheel. buy one. Unlike the sun, you can’t

dreamed possible—with a gold Naturally a car this unusual isn't @ count on the Sun Bug be-

paint job, racing type wheels, a for everyone. So only a few Sun ing there tomorrow.
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I appreciate women, and that’s my prob-
lem. Appreciate is not an active verb.
For example, a few weeks ago, a girl
got on the bus I take rom work; she was
graceful, attractive, vital and remark-
ably sell-contained. Watching her reflec-
tion in the window (so that 1 would not
be caught staring), 1 silently pledged my
undying love and otherwise enjoyed her
presence. 1 did not speak to her. 1
decided that if I saw her a second time, I
would have grounds for an introduc-
tion—ihat much coincidence must be
meaningful. The [ollowing weekend, 1
was playing Frisbee in the park near the
lake. I saw a girl enter the park about half
a mile away and [ made it a point to work
my way over to the sidewalk in order 1o
appreciate her as she came by. It was the
same girl. 1 was about to speak when my
friend threw the Frisbee over my head
into the lake. By the time I retrieved it,
she was gone. What would you have done
in my situation?—]J. P_, Chicago, Illinois.

We might have sacrificed the Frisbee or
the friend who threw it, but basically our
approach would have been the same as
yours. (In facl—it was. She gave us her
frst name but not her last. 11 was a nice
try and al least we paid our rvespects.) A
famons New Yorker named Igor once
devised a social stralegy for mass-transit
encounters that might intervest you: If
lgor saw somcone he liked, he would
f:pproﬂ('k, embrace jmssiwmh:ly, stef
back, apologize and disappear into the
crowd. If he saw her a sccond time, he
would wall up to her, introduce himself
and ask, “Don’t 1 know you from some-
where?” In most cases, the girl would
vemember the face but not the incident
and, assuming that they had been intro-
duced at a party, she would spend 15
minules playing who-do-you-know. Igor
assured us that the strategy met wilh
great success unlil he tried it on a police-
man in drag. He Is now scrving a five-
year sentence in a men's correclional
mstilulte.

Lt summer 1 bought new stereo com-
ponents. Alter a few days, I noticed an
annoying  and  spontancous  crackling
noise when I played records. 1 checked all
connections; they were secure, but the
noise continues. Like a demon, it scems
to choose the times I want to wransfer
an LP 1o a cassewte. One day my girl-
friend brought her cat over and I found
that when 1 stroked his coat, it created a
similar noise in the speakers, to say noth-
ing of freaking out the cat. What exactly
is happening and what can I do about
it’—W. D., Albany, New York.

1’s a familiar story. The crackling noise
probably stems from a build-up of static
electricity at or near your lurniable,

possibly on the records themselves. A dry
environment may be the demon. Try
humidifying your listening room, with a
humidifier or water conlaineys atlached to
radiators. A soft-nap record brush or a
Dust Bug may also help neutralize the
static. Keep the brush slightly moisiened
with the fluid supplied and trail it gently
over the record’s surface before playing.
Also, tvy running a single ground wive
from any part of the amplifier chassis
(there’s usually a ground screw on the
back) to the holding screw on the nearest
wall outlet. If that doesn’t work, call a
professional exorcist.

My girlfriend and 1 would like to take
a wain to California this summer. Does
Amuak care il two unmarried persons
share the same sleeping compartment>—
M. B., Cambridge, Massachusetts.

Make reservations for two in your name
and no one is going o know or care who
the other person is. They will probably
assume that you ave marvicd—a miscon-
ception you need not correct. Enjoy your-
self. One of our editors who made the trip
told us that it reminded him of a story
about the couple who went to San Fran
cisco on thetr honeymoon and waited for
an carthquake. Apparently the gentle
rhythm of the rails adds a vomantic louch
or lwo (o cross-counlry travel.

c‘mucd by the copy writer who said
“There are two things that are good on
a water bed and one of them is sleep-
ing.” I purchased a king-size model ol
the liquid love pad. 1 am disappointed.
Whenever 1 awempt intercourse, the
lack of support causes problems. I go
down, the girl goes down, the bed goes
down—it’s like chasing your shadow.
Then 1 get thrown out of bed by the re-
sulting tidal wave. I've been thinking of
re-enacting the scene in Point Blank in
which Lee Marvin emptics a gun into a
bed abandoned by Angie Dickinson; it's
gotten that bad. Do you have any sugges-
tions>—L. W, Brunswick, Maine.

Don’t belicve everything you read, un-
less you vead 1t here, and then only if it
can’t be verified anywhere else. For all the
copy wrilers claim, a water bed could
be equally good [or pole vaulling, tap
dancing or playing marbles. To corvect
the situation, add some water. A properly
filled mattress should be firm, so that a
stray elbow or knee can’t touch the floor
or the boltom of the bed. A frame will
help contain the wave action, and also
will increase the life of the matiress. A
pillow placed beneath your partner’s hips
will add some support. We suggest that
you altey your approach: The irvesisti-
ble-force-meets-immovable-object style of

Allmymen
wear English
Leather.

Or they wear
nothing at all.

An opinionated statement?
Sure. I'm an opinionated woman.
| know what | like. Especially when
it comes to men. And the ones
| like wear English Leather”,
It smells so clean and natural.
So all my men wear English Leather
...or they wear nothing at all.

4 0Z. AFTER SHAVE $3.00, COLOGNE $4.00
MEM COMPANY, INC., Northvale, N.J. 07647 €1974
Available in Canada
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lovemaking is fine if one is inlo or onlo
the missionary position. On a water bed,
the woman is not impaled; vather, you
shave each other’s gemitals. They become
a focal point for a [ree-fall [rolic that
resembles aevial ballet. If all this tossing,
and turning, slipping and sliding is still
a bother, grasp the frame for leverage. A
pull-aup motion can duplicate the power-
ful thyusting of the old-fashioned push-
upcollapse tactic. Adjust your vhythm to
the ripples and yowll have a swell time.

WWhae is the proper way for diners to
deal with the strolling musicians who
stop at each table 1o play? Does one stop
cating and gaze with interest at the min-
strels, or does one continue with dinner
and conversation>—K. P., Miami, Florida.

You may do as you wish. If you view
the minstrels as a temporary atmospheric
disturbance, treat them accordingly. (In-
diffevence works well, although more
drastic measuwres may be necessary o
make them move on. Be lactful—if you
are oo rude, one of them may garvole you
with a guitar string.) If you request a
song, you should listen and offer a tip. A
dollay will do.

Dm-ing our school years, my girlfriend
and I enjoyed sex frequently, but most of
our encounters were hwrried or on the
sneak—in a motel or a friend’s vacant
apartment. This was not annoying to me,
but it did make my compinion somewhat
nervous. The only way I conld make her
reach orgasm was by placing a vibrator
directly on her clitoris. Despite limited
time and unfamiliar surroundings, she
usually reached a fantastic climax. We
used 1o joke about doing a commercial
for a battery company—emerging from
the motel room holding the vibrator,
saying it saved us by working all night.
Now that we share an apartment and have
all the time in the world, we find that she
cannot reach orgasm without the damned
vibrator. I'm afraid that 1 spoiled her
clitoris through harsh treatment. How
can we start to enjoy sex in the tradi-
tional way*—C. M., Portland, Oregon.
You did not spoil your pariney’s clitovis,
but you may have conditioned her sexual
response. Psychologists belicve that be-
havior is affected by its consequences: If
a bit of food falls into a cage after a
pigeon pushes a bullon, then the pigeon
is likely to peck again. 4 woman is more
complex than a pigeon, but the principle
is the same. Your lover associates the vi-
brator with her climax, which is cevlainly
a more persuasive veward than a pellet
of food. She will have to work at vec-
ognizing and cultivating other forms of
stinmuldation. We suggest that you start by
not making orgasm the goal of your love-
making. Instead, relax and enjoy cach sen-
salion for s own intrinsic value. Explore

as many lechmiques as you can (ie.,
push diffevent buttons). Soon your [riend
should come to her senses—all of them.

cf:c;linc has become the countercul-
ture’s drug of choice and, although 1
haven't wried it ver, I've been collecting
stories about the White Lady. I've heard
that Freud was the first coke Ireak, that
Sherlock Holmes indulged in the drug,
that New York nares cut coke with rag-
weed pollen and sell it on the streets
to wturn people ofl. that the Ronuld
McDonald coflee stirrer is really a coke
spoon and that the person who wrote
“Coke is the real thing—what you want
it to be” was not deseribing the beverage.
Some of the routines are quite funny—
I listened to one guy say that he had di-
vided a purchase into two parts: “my
gram and God's gram. I did my gram and
then God did His” or: “Where do vou
buy a coke fork? In an empty head shop.”
In addition. I've heen told that a dab of
coke placed on the tip of the penis will
retard  ejaculation, while a dab placed
on the clitoris before cunnilingus will
drive a woman crazy. Can vou confirm
some of these stories, especially the one
about the sexual characteristics of the
drug=—S. K., Hartlord. Connecticut.

The best source of informalion on co-
caine is “The Gourmet Cokebook™ from
White Mountain Press. According (o the
authors, the drug “has historically been
wsed as a climax ihibitor for both males
and females as well as a sensory stimu-
lant. This seemingly contradictory state-
ment can be explaimed by the threshold
theory of cocaine. If the drug is abused
or overused during the course of a spe-
cific period of time. the strong sexually
stimulative nature of the drug changes to
one of sexual frustration, where evections
and orgasms become almost impossible.
Each person’s tolevance must be deter-
mined by that person in order to prevent
the unpleasant experience of sexual im-
potency, or frigidity.” The authors point
out that a fatal dose may rvange [rom
20 milligrams to 1.2 grams of pure co-
caine. They also list the penaliies [or
possession and intent lo sell: Coke is a
heavy trip.

Allur vears of doubt. I have finally
started to enjoy myself sexually. My boy-
friend and I really get it off together,
The first orgasm 1 ever experienced oc-
curred after we had ridden his motor-
cvcle out o a deserted farm. The feel
of a 650-c.c. engine churning between my
legs. the sudden awarencss that my nip-
ples were erect and pressed against the
smooth leather of his jacket, the subtle
pressures of leaning into i sinuously twist-
ing road—all combined to make me sex-
wally aware and thoroughly aroused. 1
find that T can wrn myself on by invok-
ing in imagination erotic details such
as these. 1 don’t respond to my lover’s

touch—I am already in a state of re-
sponse waiting for his touch. The more
sex I get, the more sex T want. I have be-
come the ageressor amd, lately, I've been
twrning on as fast as you can throw a
light switch. At times I am almost embar
rassed by my reactions, and T wonder. am
I making o much ol a good thing?—
Miss J. H.. Cincinnat, Ohio.

Unless your lover complains of an en-
ergy crisis, there’s no need for worry or
embarrassment. Sexual desive s o ve-
newable resowrce that can’t be exhansted,
although you may get tived every now
and then. As yow've discovered, you can
even gel a lot of mileage from an imagi-
nary motorcycle; so twist the throttle and
enjoy the ride.

ler months ago, T married a beaun-
tiful 18-year-old girl. My wife is a sexy
animal, For a wedding bhand. she gave
me a gold ring 10 wear on my penis. |
have to wear it everywhere, even to the
nudist colony that we visit twice a week.
When we were married, she made me
promise not to read rravsoy, but of
course, [ still do. Last week she caught
me and said that she would leave if T did
not do what she wanted. We love each
other, so I agreed. As punishment for
reading rravsoy, she put a combination
lock on my penis and ook away all my
clothes. I have not been able to leave the
house since. In addition, she shaved ofl
all my body hair. T don’t mind these
stunts, although the lock does hurt. Every
time I turn the corner, she is standing
there naked, snapping pictures (which
she threatens to send to a women’s maga-
zing) or sctting up video equipment to
record our lovemaking. She is wying to
be sexy, and I don’t want to hurt her leel-
ings by telling her to stop or change her
ways. I'm beginning to wonder if she's
sane. Do vou think she is weird*—B. G,
Providence, Rhode Island.

Yes, but don’t let that influcnce you.
We have always held that any sex act be-
tween consenting adulls is permissible,
provided it s not injurious. The ques-
tion of sanity is irvelevant; to paraphiase
songwriter Dave Mason, when i1 gels
down to just twe, she ain’t no crazier
than you. (This is called the consensus
theory of mental health.) The only thing
about your letter that puzzles us is how
yout mailed il.

ANl reasonable questions—([rom  fash-
ton, food and dvink, steveo and sporis cavs
to dating dilemmas, taste and etiquette—
will be personally answered if the writer
imcludes a stamped, self-addrvessed en-
velope. Send all letiers to The Playboy
Aduisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi-
gan Avenue, Chicago, Hlinois 60611. The
most provocative, pertinent queries will
be presented on these pages each month.
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BRYLCREEM SHOWS YOU
HOW TO DO
WHAT THE STYLIST DID,
IN4 EASY STEPS.

10

Styled hair needs to be groomed
from scratch every day. Start with a
shampoo, one that will not damage
your hair when used every day. Like
Brylcreem Once-A-Day Shampoo.
It's pH is close to that of your scalp,
soit cleans without disturbing your
natural chernistry.

2.
'[‘lv-l}éEN Yg(.l LEFgT Towel-dry until damp. The next

step is blow-drying, but first protect
YOUu LOOKED GREAT. your hair against heat by massaging in
a little Brylcreem, the conditioning
hairdressing. Use an amount no larger
than the nail of your little finger.

3.

Now, get out your blow-dryer. The
idea is to dry your hair and back-comb
it at the same time, for a full, styled
look. Lift and dry from nape to crown,
up the sides, across the top, against
your hair’s natural growth pattern.
Thoroughly dry one section at a time,
using your dryer’s “cool” or “style”
setting.

BUT THE NEXT 4.
Place your hair as you wish, with

MORNING... UGH. just a brush. Then spray your hairstyle
in place. If your hair is thick and hard
to hold, use Brylcreem Power Hold*
for extra long-lasting hold. If it's
thinner, use Brylcreem Soft Hair* with
Protein for firm hold with the
conditioning benefits of protein. Spray
lightly, keeping the can in motion.

Your hair looks terrific. And sodo
you. Thanks to what your stylist did
yesterday. And what the Brylcreem
group did today.

—

~  Th
Brylcrgem®
group.



THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

THE CRASS AND THE SAD
Jack Green thinks men who spend

time, cnergy and money entertaining
women in the hope of having sex with
them are either “very crass” or “very sad”
(The Playboy Forum, February). He
damns a considerable segment of the
population. Prostitution is not big busi-
ness because it caters only 1o the crass
and the sad. A lot of men like occasional
sure-fire investments without manipula-
tion and strategy. The best-planned lays
cmn [all through: eg. "Toriv-one bucks
and she shakes my hand!”

Mack Drvden

Rota, Spain

PORN CORN
I agree with Louis Levine’s negative
appraisal ol current porno flicks (The
Playboy Forum, February). As a projec-
tionist for a skinhouse here in Honolu-
lu, I've seen most of the current crop. So
lar, the perlormance 1 like best is Linda
Lovelaces in Deep Throat, but many of
the others have put me to sleep. When
you've seen one, you've seen them all.
(Name withheld by request)
Honolulu, Hawai
One whai?

MANIPULATING BODIES

1 didn’t accuse Pepper Schwartz ol en-
dorsing degradation ceremonies (The
Playboy Forum. March). That would be
dirty pool. No one likes degradation
ceremonies. The last degradation cere-
mony I went to made my hair stand on
end. Such degradation! They even made
me wear a tie. And I didn't know the
words, so all I could do was hum along.

I'm not defending monogamy, e¢ither.
I'm not ino that scene. I'm just against
sexual dogma, and I think Schwartz's
July 1973 Forum comment that “women
are not biologically monogamous, nor
is monogamy congruent with wonun’s
physical capacity for sexual response” is
dogma. The answer to the dogma ol the
double standard is not more sexual
dogma. The great thing about double
standards and social mores and things
like that is that, il you ignore them, they
can’t get to you.

William Peck, also in the March issue,
holds that I am a mealymouthed, guilt-
wripping, so-called liberal. This is not
true. Actually, I'm a conservative.

As [or Peck’s basic theorem that sexual
liberation means guilt-free sex with as
many partners as one wants, my answer is

a disapproving quote [rom Masters and
Johnson: “Thus in the name ol sexual
liberation, men and women are taughi
not how to touch another human being,
but how to manipulate another body.”
But, then, this may [all on deaf cars for
anyone of the “il it moves. fuck it: il it
doesn’t, eat it” school of thought.

George Genies

New York, New York

EXQUISITE TIMING

The 68-vear-old writer of a leuer pub-
lished in the March Playboy Forum won-
ders il other people her age are siill
enjoying sex, as she is. I am writing to say
that, in our mid-60s, mv wile and I, for
two. certainly are!

We celebrated last New Year's Eve by
starting to screw shortly belore midnight.
My wile came first about four minutes
belore the hour and at precisely the swoke
of 12, we had simultaneous orgasms. It
wits a very happy New Year indeed!

And the joy has continued. We have
come together as the band siruck up the
national anthem ae the beginning ol a
[oothall broadcast, during dramatic mo-
ments in musical-concert hroadcasts and
as owr kitchen cuckoo clock announced
the hour. At these times, we have enjoved
a hearty Liugh at the ironic appropriate-
ness of the sound elfects, and we have
noticed that spontancous merriment at a
sexually climactic moment seems to afford
a person the added pleasure of enjoving
it 10 the last drop.

(Name withheld by request)
Sussex, New fersey

EXPANDING HORIZONS

As a 22-year-old woman who enjoys au-
tocroticism, 1 was particularly interested
in the February installment ol Sexual
Behavior in the 19705, which dealt with
masturbation. I'm one of those people
for whom masturbation is a supplemen-
tary. rather than a substitute, sexual ac-
tivity. I masturbate even when I'm
regularly having intercounrse with a man.
I do it for release and relaxation, and
while I much preler intercourse, 1 usually
obuain a better orgasm [rom masturbation.

I'd also like to comment on the letters
in the March Playboy Forum on sex with
strangers and  promiscuity. My college
roommate and I, in senior-year discus-
sions. agreed on one point: Initially we
balled only those males with whom we
were in love; later only those about whom
we had sirong feelings; then those whom

The
0ld Timer.

el
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satin , . . 225 x 78 thread count. (Some people
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Featuring the Heathkit Digital Design
Color TV —the world’s most advanced
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other electronic kit-building projects!
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we genuinely likad: and eventually just
about any guy to whom we were sexually
attracted. Owr feelings changed as our
sexual experience increased.  This s
counter 1o the more commonly noted
pattern of a woman slecping with, and
ceventually marrying. the man she loves.
I suspect more women are going in for
completely free sex these days, as I've
done. At age 22, 1 do not feel, nor have I
ever felt, any guilt about my sexual activ-
ities. 10 1 didn’t Iike what 1 was doing, 1
wouldn’t be doing it.

{(Name withheld by request)

Camden, New Jersey

LANGUAGE AND LIBERATION

Language plays an enormous role in
shaping our consciousness and forming
our vilue judgments. Because so many
people use sexual terms in a negative
sense, it is casy to think sexuality per se is
evil: She is a cunt. He is a prick or a cock-
sucker. A sexy joke is a dirty joke. To
fuck someone means o cheat him. Fuck
you means I hope something bad hap-
pens 1o you.

Sexual liberation must begin with Ian-
guage; il you want to be part of this revo-
lution, use your language carcfully and
lovingly.

Jim Havynes
aris, France

Jimt Haynes cofounded Suck, the Euro-
pean sex paper, and directed the Wet
Dyeam Film Festivals in Amsterdam in
1970 and 1971, the fivst festivals cver
devoted to erotic movies.

WOWSER OF THE YEAR
I cnjoyed the letter from E. Grifhn

suggesting @ Wowser of the Year conuest
(The Playboy Forum, March), because
here in the great state of Texas we have
some of the world's greatest wowsers. My
nominee is Tim Curry, district attorney
ol Fort Worth, whose men raided a thea-
ter showing allegedly obscene movies
and carried off not just the films and the
projectors but the seats themselves, doing
S5000 to $10,000 worth of damage.

David B. Ephland

Irving, Texas

Billiec Lasker (The Playboy Forum,
March) gets my vote for Wowser of the
Year. Her worries about references to
menstration and the sounds of Hushing
wilets are signs ol the mental instability
that makes a great wowser.

L. C. Taylor
North Bend, Oregon

PORNOGRAPHY AND INTELLECTUALS
The political reaction against sexuality
in the media, dimaxed by the U.S. Su-
preme Court’s obscenity decisions, is part-
ly a resule of the reticent and defensive
attitudes of many educated Americans,
especially the teachers, critics, commen-
tators, scholars and other voices of mod-
ern culture and art. Fearing to be called

FORUM NEWSFRONT
a survey of events related to issues raised by “the playboy philosophy”

RUN THROUGH THAT AGAIN

BATON ROUGE—A district judge has
ruled that Louisiana’s prostitution law is
illegal because it discriminates against
women. Judge John Covington noled
that state laie does not prohibit sexual
relations except when money is involved,
and then punishes only the women. He
thereupon reasoned: “Since sex is not
crininal, and money is nol criminal, and
female-male moneyed sex is not criminal,
but male-female moneyed sex is eriminal,
the law is irrational”

OCCUPATIONAL DISABILITY
pETROIT—A {opless go-go dancer has

been awarded SI850.20 because injuries

she recetved in a car wreck caused her Lo

lose weight. “Since the accident [she)] has
lost 20 pounds.” her lawyer said, “but she
lost it in the wrong places.”

KILL OR CURL

An exciling sex life is excellent thera-
Py for many senior cilizens, says one ex-
pert, but anothey warns cavdiac paticnts
to beware of femmes fatales. Dr. Joseph
Poticha, a sex counselor for St. Joseph's
Hospital, in Chicago, has advised that “a
new romance can produce miraculous
curves in depression and many physical
ailments that have been aggravated by
the emotional state of the patient.” Dr.
Nathaniel Wagner, a Washington Uni-
versity vesearcher, would probably agree:
He warns thal a man vecovering from a
heart attack should avoid the excitement
of having sex with a mistress. In the Brit-
ish Journal of Sexual Medicine, e writes
that for the average, middlc-aged cardiac

patient, making love to his wife is no
more demanding than climbing a couple
of flights of staivs—but making love to
a mistress could raise blood pressure
enough to put a strain on the heart.

POT AND REPRODUCTION

st. Louts—The male veproductive sys-
tem may be affected by frequent mari-
juana smoking, according to experiments
carried oul by the Reproduciive Biology
Rescarch Foundation (Masters and John-
son). A reseaveh team headed by Dy, Rob-
cit C. Kolodny found that heterosexual
men, ages 18 to 28, who had used mari-
Juana but no other mind-altering dyvugs
al least four days a week for six months or
longer tended 1o have lower testosterone
levels and produced fewer sperm cells
than the age-matched contvol group. The
study, prepared for the New England
Journal of Medicine, stated that the sub-
jects returned to novmal when they ab-
stained from pot and speculated that the
lowered levels of testostevone (which has
been linked to agervession in men and
animals) might account for the passivity
reported by many pot smolers.

BULL IN A HEAD SHOP

KANSAS CITY, \lisﬂt)l'm-—l‘;lﬂ_\' l‘.'cmn.'_\l
authorities have vaided thyee head shops
and charged three peysons with posses-
sion of drug paraphernalio—namely, cig-
aretle papers. hash pipes and voach clips.
According to county prosecutor William
S. Brandom, AMissouri law prohibits the
possession of drug apparatus but not its
sale, and the purpose of the raids is to
creale a test case. “The whole idea s and
has been that a lot of pavaphernalia or
apparatus doesn’t become dvug appara-
tus uniil it has vesidue on it he said.
“But a lot of these things that ave sold in
these stores, like the ones that were hit
today, have one purpose and one pur-
pose only. . . . We are going lo test the
claim that these stoves ave only selling
novelties and that they are not responsi-
ble for what they are used for.”

COP-OUTS

WASHINGTON, D.C.—5o far, al least, Dr.
Franklin E. Kameny of the Washinzton,
D. C., Mattachine Society has had no law-
enforcement officials accept his formal
invitation to join him in an act of sod-
omy. In an cjfort 1o test the constitution-
ality of District sex laiws, Dr. Kameny put
the invitations in letters requesting the
recipients to R.S.V.P. and to charge him
on the basis of a written solicitation to
violate the law. The Washington chicf of
police vesponded but begged off on the




grounds that his wife would not permit
i, and the head of the Washington vice
squad, solicited on a TV lalk show, said
if the police chief wouldn’t accept, he
felt he shouldn't etther.,

Since then, the D.C. court of appeals
has ruled that a homosexual health club
is a “bawdy or disorderly house” and,
therefore, is illegal in the District of Co-
lumbia. The court said such clubs consti-
tule a “nuisance per se” and possess the
“potential  for public disturbance by
bringing together groups of people who
engage in acts violalive of laws dealing
with sexual conduct,” such as sodomy
and prostilution.

COMSTOCK INDICTMENT

LOS ANGELES—dA Federal grand jury has
indicted the cast and crew of a California
movie company for interstate shipment
of an allegedly obscene film they had
shot in Avizona. The indictment also
charged the divector and another crew
member with violating the Mann Act by
inducing three Ohio women 1o travel
interstale for immoral purposes—acling
in the film. The movie, “I Love Shoes,”
is based on the life of former New York
madam Xaviera Hollander. The U.S.
Attorney in Los Angeles said the grand-
jury actton marks the fist time the
Justice Department has obtained indict-
ments agatnst molion-picture performers
and crew members under the 1873 Com-
stock  Act, which prohibits interstate
transportation of obscene malerials.

NO SENSE OF HUMOR

ATHENS, GREECE—Two 19-year-old col-
lege women and a male friend were con-
vicled of attempting to seduce a newly

initinted Cypriot priest and were sen-
tenced to four months in jail. The girls,
who lived in a rented room next door to
the young priest, were accused of hanging
panties and bras on his door and of slip-
ping sexy letters and pictures under il.

CHILE OUTLAWS PORN
SANTIAGO, cHILE—WWithout specifying
penalties or defining lerminology, the

Chilean military government has out-
lawwed  pornography. A brief decree
published in the official government
newspaper banned newspapers, maga-
zines, posters, bumper stickers and adver-
tisements  that  contain “photographs,
phrases or avticles constdered obscene or
against morals and good customs.”

SEX IN SANTA MONICA

L0S ANGELES—T he publisher of a Cali-
fornia sex tabloid has accused the city
fathers of Santa Monica of trying to

promote child molesiing by means of a
new obscenity ordinance. The law pro-
hibits the sale by public vending ma-
chine of any photograph or publication
that depicts nude female breasts or
gentlalia or bultocks of males or fe-
males—except when the subject is a child
under the age of puberty. Declared Cali-
fornia Ball publisher Ron Garst at a
news conference, “The implication here
is obvious: The cily council Is attempting
to legislale an intevest in pedophilia. . . .
In view of this, I have instructed the pro-
duction staff . . . 1o begin work on a
special Santa Monica edition . . . one
illustrated with nothing but photos of
nude children below the age of puberty.”

MADNLESS OF THE MONTH

WASHINGTON, D.c.—During a Senate
subcommitlee hearing on proposed con-
stitutional amendments that would out-
law abortion, Representative John AL
Zwach of Minnesota, a staunch abortion
Joe, was asked if he thought life begins
when the female egg is fertilized or when
it becomes implanted in the ulerus five
to eight days later and staris to grow. He
was  perplexed by the question and,
instead of answering, he proclaimed thai
“virtue is self-discipline” and that the
“sickness of Americans” is that “they
have to have intercourse.”

libertines and materialists, they have
rejected pornography as the whore of
literature—an ugly, sex-obsessed creature
not fit to associate with the ladies and
gentlemen of art. It is time for artists,
literary people, scientists and politicians
to assert not that there may be some value
in erotica in addition to the sexuality but
rather that sexuality itself can have seri-
ous value.

I introduced a course in the literature
department on my campus last year ti-
tled Love and Sex in Literature, and
through it I have discovered that much
serious and useful knowledge can be
gained from such books as Fanny Hill,
Sexus, The Story of O and My Secrvet
Life; that men and women are eager to
have social permission o discuss and
discover the complexitics of human sex-
uality in an atmosphere of understand-
ing and acceptance: and that women are
more likely to discover and accept their
primal sexual identity in erotic literature
rather than to be repulsed by the image
they find there,

Charles E. May

Associate Professor of English
Calilornia State University
Long Beach, California

INDIVIDUALIZED ETHICS

A column ttled “rravnoy Gets in
Trouble,” by that cloquent spokesman
for the Archie Bunker mentality William
F. Buckley, is a good example of the kind
of arguments expounded by those who
disagree with pPLAYBOY's point of view.
The column wanders [rom abortion
to a National Review article attacking
PLAYBOY to pornography and then back
to abortion; the general topic seems 1o
be Buckley's dislike for what he calls “the
individualization of ethics.” He quotes
with disapproval pLavBoy's October 1973
editorial statement that “there are ulu-
mately 200,000,000 qualified judges of
obscenity in the U. 8. and . . . each has a
right to his opinion.”

Buckley acknowledges that if the in-
dividual may decide for himself about
pornography, “then indeed it is presump-
tous to pronounce something as being
obscenc.” He adds that “deeply sensitive
people [argue] that abortion on demand
is all right by them” and calls this “a
responsible position,” but he goes on:

But it becomes irresponsible to ex-
tend that argument to saying: A posi-
tion that argues against abortion on
demand is presumptuous insolar as it
seeks to excert authority other than
over the person making it.

The meaning I exuact from this tan-
gle of verbiage is that people should not
follow their own consciences but should
instead submit to the authority of Buck-
ley’s personal preferences and prejudices.

Kevin Kornfeld
Tucson, Arizona
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BOZELL'S UTOPIA

L. Brent Bozell, who wants to make
America Christian and to eradicate what
he considers immorality [rom every form
of communication, has found a place on
carth free from lewd modernism. His
Christian - Commonwealth  Institute  is
now holding summer seminars in Fran-
co's Spain. According 1o a  publicity
leafler,  Christian Commonwealth  will
introduce students  to, among other
things, “the last Christian civilization:
Spain 14501750 (when the Inquisition
was in full flower and those who dis-
agreed with people like Bozell could be
roasted au the stake). The course also of-
fers “a critique of the American political
experience” and an ideological inocula-
tion against “secularist socicty” and “our
pagan times.”

Recently, in Spain, a man named
Ramon Gomez Lopez was senienced to
four months in prison and fined 5170 for
having a copy of pLaysoy in his home.
The Spanish supreme court later over-
turned the decision, but only because
Lopez had not created a “public scandal™
by showing the magazine to friends or
talking about its contents!

Sounds like Bozell has found his ideo-

logical utopia.

James Malloy
Brooklvn, New York

SEX ON TV
Peter Jensen criticizes the people who
stated in a TV Guide survey that televi-
sion should be less open and frank about
sex and should devote less time to it
(The Playboy Forwm, February). Jensen
seems to feel that there isn't enough sex
on TV. I disagree with him. I think what
the respondents to the survey meant was
that television is not being truthful in its
portrayal of sexual relations. Television
has overreacted to the trend toward more
liberal thinking and now makes [requent
allusions to sexual intimacy and draws
Jokes from it at every opportunity.
Christine Mauch
Miamisburg, Ohio
You must watch more late-night shows
than fensen does.

FILM MAKERS CRIPPLED

An article by Paine Knickerbocker in
the San Francisco Chronicle suggests that
the purpose of the U.S. Supreme Court
obscenity decisions may be “more sinister
than foolish,” pointing out that low-
budget hard-core pornographic films can
make a4 proht in just a few big cities,
wlile serious film makers will be much
more  aflected by  Court-inspired  local
censorship.

Knickerbocker observes that “several
projects, anything but ‘hard-core films,”
have been either canceled or approached
with caution.” For instance, the filming of
Hubert Selby's much-praised novel Last
Exit to Brooklyn, which was about to
begin, has been cmnceled; a love scene in

the Donald Sutherland dhriller Don’t
Look Now, which was called a classic by
English critics, has been removed [rom
the American prints: moviemakers such
as Robert Altman, divector of AM[* A*8°H,
and Philip d’Anwoni, producer of The
French Connection, admit hesitation and
indecision about attempting scripts that
thev like but probably can’t get fininced
in this new repressive atmosphere.
Samuel  Arkoll, a lawver and presi-
dent of American International Pictures,
sums up the sitnation: “Fundamentally,
the enemies of free expression are more
interested in stifling the important con-
troversial pictures than they are in small
unimportant ilms. . . . Serious, contro-
versial, costly films will simply not be
produced, or if produced, will be so com-
promised that they will be pap.”
E. Murphy
Berkeley, Califormia

DOING WHAT COMES NATURALLY
Some Vermont legislators’ concern for
public morality recently focused on pub-
lic nudiry. Testilying on bhehall of a bill
to increase penalties for this form of
outrage, one lawmaker declared that
“We've got to draw the line against this
permissiveness somewhere or we'll all be
running around without any cdothes.”
He quickly added that of course he
wasn’t talking about himsell or other
zood, upstanding citizens.
Representative Robert Emond. who
sponsored the bill, lamented the break-
down of morality of which public nudity
is but onc example. Indignantly, he
noted that even “perlorming the sex act
is becoming natural.” Funny, I thought
sex has heen natural since God decided
Adam nceded a companion in Eden.
Lawrence Jamieson
Waterbury, Vermont

THE MEN WHO RULE US

Much attention has been given to the
micro-Mafha that Nixon brought to the
White House, and we have heard endless-
ly about their odd habits of burglary, for-
gery, perjury and so forth. Let it not be
thought that, on the state level, we can-
not display a similarly surrealistic image
of democracy in action. A story in the
Columbia, South Carolina, State news-
paper described the manner in which the
South Carolina general assembly com-
ported itself during a filibuster:

The recent flibuster raised the
eyebrows ol & number of veteran law-
makers and legislative aides. One
who has seen more than a dozen Hili-
busters during his tenure said. “I've
seen a lot, but this has got to take the
cake. I just can't believe that some of
those old fools carried on like they
did... . .»*

In most cases, legislators quietly
scurried back and forth from discreet
bars sct up in the back corner of
some committee hearing room, but

... one longtime house member, who
had more than enough, couldn’t even
mitke it back to his desk after his last
round. Lut.kily for him, none of his
constituents were on hand 1o witness
the moment when he flell L on his
face in the Statchouse Tobby.

Another more agile house member
perched himsell in the gallery . . .
and dared his lellow legislators to
tike bets on whether he would Tand
on all “four feet” just “like a cat”
when he jumped o the floor. . . .

Then there was the case where an
upcountry lawmaker, miffed by an
order to take his seat, threatened a
house aide by shouting, “I'm going
to blow his brains out. I'll shoot him
in the heart. ...

I once heard that the difference be-
tween the Statehouse and the state men-
tal hospital is that poor people can get
into the latter institution. I hegin to
wonder if there are any other differences.

Leon Hughes
Adanta, Georgia

ILLNESS BY EDICT

“Pronouncements to the contrary by
psvchiatric or other organizations not-
withstanding, the abnormal condition of
homosexuality in humans shall be con-
sidered a disease or illness in the ste of
Missouri.” So begins a bill introduced
in the Missouri legislature by repre-
sentatives James L. Lemon and Donald
Gann. The bill requires any homosexual
whose job involves contact with people
under 21 years of age to register with the
state department of health. His name can
also be added to the list by “any supervi-
sory person or medical personnel who
have knowledge of such individual's
condition.”

If all this seems a bit medieval, section
two ol the bill is an outrage: it states,
“No person whose name has been placed
upon this list shall have any legal re-
course against a reporting person, group
or agency.” It doesn’t take much imag-
ination to envision careers being ruined
by somconce’s sick sense ol humor or by a
person with a grudge. Once listed as a
homosexual, a person could have his
name stricken from the list only by pre-
senting certification of normalcy from
two physicians. That's rather ironic, in
view of the fact that the benighted mo-
rons who wrote the bill refused 1o aceept
the recent conclusion of the American
Psychiatric Association that homosexual-
ity is not a disease at all.

Also ironic is the bill's number: 1776;
1984 would be much more appropriate,

(Name withheld by request)
Jefterson City, Missourt

WHAT'S IN A HANDICAP?

Morton Hunt mentions that the psy-
chiatric prolession no longer classifies ho-
mosexuality as a psychological disorder



“Funny, but I didn’t know you
¥ could cut hair.”

“Neither did I,” she replied.

“Well then, what do you call this?”
. “Practice,” shesaid. “I've gotta

start somewhere.

So she snipped a little more off
the top. And he sipped a little more of
' his Seven & Seven.

That’s Seagram’s 7 and 7 Up, and
no matter how you cut it, it always
turns out ri ght

Just get it nice and tall, over plenty
¥ of ice, and find someone to share it.

The Seven & Seven.

Even without practice,
it’s perfect.

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

SEAGRAM DISTILLERS CD.. N.Y.C. AMERICAN WHISKEY—A BLEND. B6 PRODF.
“SEVEN-UP” AND "7 UP” ARE REGISTERED TRADEMARKS IDENTIFYING THE PRODUCT OF THE SEVEN-UP COMPANY,
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(Sexual Behavior in the 1970s, PrLAYBOY.
March). In my opinion. that is sheer
political pusillanimity on the pare ol
psychiatrists, backing down under pres-
sure from gav liberation. Obviously. not
being able to make it with women is a
handicap; since there’s nothing physically
wrong with most gav guvs and girls, it
must be a mental handicap. The argu-
ment that heterosexuals are equally hand-
icapped because most of them can’t make
it with members ol their own sex is simply
untrue. Most heterosexaals can make it
with members ol the same sex and many
do. The best blow job I ever got was from
a fraternity brother. And 1 repaid it by
giving as good as 1 got. I would agree that
heterosexuals who are uptight and react
with fear and violence o homosexual
sitiations also have mental problems, but
that puts us back where we started.

I know it will appear that I am putting
down homosexuals: that is not my inten-
tion, but there is no way I can prove it.
All T am asking for is & liude common
sense. Homosexuality nary be a workable
way of life, but it is also a preblem. What
will we have next? Will amputees form
organizations insisting that one leg is just
as good as two? Will nearsighted people
demonstrate against discriminatory laws
requiring them to wear glasses while
driving? Where will it end?

(Name withheld by request)
Evanston, Hlinois

IMMORAL DEVIATIONS

Morton Hunt, in Part VI of Sexual
Belavior in the 1970s, observes that the
more extreme forms ol deviant sexual
behavior that are “overtly in conflice with
custom, Taw and social institutions™ are
also considered “psvchologically or bio-
logically abnormal.” He also observes
that homosexuality, which was once con-
sidered mental illness, has been reclassi-
fied in some cases as i Usexual orientation
disturbance.” Unfortunately, Hunt [ails
to draw the obvious conclusion about the
relationship between social opinion and
professional opinion. It is a melancholy
fact that what passes lor medical evalua-
tion of deviant behavior is merely covert
vitlue judgment. The change in the pro-
lessionals” diagnosis ol homosexuality is
a resule of changing social attitudes. The
three other forms ol deviant behavior
handled in the article—sadomasochism.
incest and bestiality—are still considered
pathological because they are still con-
sidered immoral.

Frances Jackson
New York. New York

SURVIVAL THREAT

In the March Playboy Forum, Joseph
Breeden writes, "PLAYBOY'S extreme em-
phasis on sex as a pleasurable pastime
combined with permissiveness toward ho-
mosextality and other forms of perver-
sion threaten the very survival of this

A “Playboy Forum” Editorial

THE LAW AGAINST LOVE

the strongest nation on earth still fears its fornicators

The sex laws ol most
states were emacted so
long ago that their
statutory languag
often invites ridi-
cule. Probably
most people
think that
lascivious car-
riage refers to
a pimp’s Cad-
illac, and few
couples who
practice oral
INErcourse worn
much that they may be
committing “the abominable
and detestable  crime  against

nature.”
Unfortunately, these statutes aren't quite

the amusing relics they might scem. Sod-
omy laws are widely enlorced against
homosexuals and lewdness laws are so
vague they can be used to mail anyone
Irom i topless go-go dancer to a country
skinny-dipper. Cohabitation laws are used
to harass communes. Other sex laws—
prohibiting fornication. adultery and
various sex acts termed unnatural—are
inconsistently, even arbitrarily enforced.
and invite abuse by moralistic prose-
cutors, unscrupulous  cops.  imhumane
welfare officials and even vengelul sex
partners. None ol these anti-sex statutes
serves the proper purpose ol the criminal
law—the protection of life and properey.

For more than a decade. pLavsoy has
attacked antiquated sex laws. It's widely
agreed thae they shouldn’t exist. but it's
often been argued that they've never en-
forced, so it isn't worth the trouble 1o get
them off the books. Even when we had no
evidence of wide enforcement we fought
these laws, because iUs an outrage if even
one person goes 1o jail under an unjust
law. The Playboy Foundation has helped
several individuals who received prison
sentences under these laws and is cur-
renty supporting the Amertcan Civil Lib-
ertics Union's Sexual Privacy  Project.
which is challenging sex laws in court
and lobbying for their repeal. And now
we have data showing that these lLaws
are not being invoked in just a few
isolated cascs.

To find out how often and for whan rea-
sons a typical sex law is enforced, pravsoy
sponsored a survey during 19735 of over
1000 district attorneys and county prose-
cutors covering the five-vear period from
1963 through 1972, The law we chiose was
that against lornication—dehned as any
noncommerciil heterosexual ac between

two unmanricd
consenting  adults.
This is the purest
example of legis-
lation intended
solely to regu-
late private
sexual mo-
rality, since
fornication
substantially
affects  nobody
but the participants. The prose-
cutors, promised anonymity, were
asked what state laws apply o
such acts and what are their enforce-
ment policies and personal attitudes on
such laws. Of the prosecutors contacted.
representing all 50 states, 126 answered, a
high response to this kind of mailed
questionnaire,

While unmarried sexual intercourse is
not a crime in most countries. here it is
still prohibited by law in 31 states. Pun-
ishments include fines ranging from 520
to 52000 and imprisonment for up to five
vears, yet nearly 70 percent of the ofhcials

Some D.Ass like fornication laws . . .

wiscoNnsiIx—"The family is still the
basic building block of our society.
Free love is not conducive to good
family development.”

MINNESOTA—" Ve are paying the
bill. The jornicators play and the vest
of the people pay.”

TEXAS—"Stlence of ihe statutes on
the issue of fornication would be as-
sumed by some to mean endorsement
by our society.”

MICHIGAN—"The Dbiggest problem
in this avea is that the maximum sen-
tence is only 90 days and we can’t add
on for habitual offenders. Pevsonally,
I think public flogging like they have
in Canada iwould be much more effec-
tive, Also we should have authority to
stevilize these people. Theve is just too
much of this going on.”

who replied said that neither fornic-
tion nor cohabitation should be punished.
More than 55 percent said these laws
have no valid funcuion; some of the others
would like to sce them kept on the books.
but unenloreed, o prop up conventional
morality. Nevertheless, 2200 people were
prosecuted for fornication in 1972,

If fornicition laws were enflorced
thoroughly. they could lead. judging
from rrLAYBOY's survey Sexual Behavior in
the 19705, 10 fines or jail for 75 percent
of single women under 25 and 90 percent




of single men under 35. In fact. the num-
ber of prosecutions for fornication does
scem to be gradually declining; national-
Iy, the number of cases was about 5000 in
1968. This is small consolation, however,
to those who make up the statistics.

The likelihood of being prosecuted
varies wildly from one jurisdiction to an-
other, and enforcement blatantly discrim-
inates  against particular groups. One
Midwestern district attorney brought 266
fornication cases to trial in the five
years from 1968 through 1972, almost all
of which resulted in fines, jail sentences
or both. In all but six cases, the delend-
ants were black, Indian or racially mixed
couples. Such extreme racial selectivity
may be unique. but bias in choosing
whom to prosecute is the rule; ol the
prosecutions reported in the prLavsoy
survey, 63 percent involved nonwhite
couples. Wellare recipients also seem to
be favorite targets for fornication prose-
cutions. Social-service agencies initiated
289 complaints during the five-year peri-
od, and one prosecutor stated candidly
that “the only possible chance to use
such a statute now would be to force an
unwilling father to provide for his child
rather than have the taxpayer do so.”

Fornication charges sometimes are used
merely to harass an individual who has
managed to annoy the police. A law that
almost everyone breaks can be a handy

... And some don’t

ALaama—"If you can stop rain
from falling, you can stop forni-
cation.”

aississiprl—"I would resign before
enforcing laws against fornication.”

MONTANA—"Bastardy in my juris-
diction is a ciil wrong, not a crime.
I do not accept complaints on forni-
cation counis.”

KANsAS—"“Acls belween consenting
adults in private are not the proper
subject of any law!”

tool; one district attorney said that his
approach “as to fornication and adul-
tery statutes is not to use them unless
nothing else fits.” While nailing a clever
malefactor on some peripheral charge is
an old and sometimes legitimate police
tactic, this is a poor reason to retain laws
that serve no other purpose.

Laws designed to promote moral be-
licfs or religious doctrines are impossible
to defend constitutionally, but they are
also hard to abolish. Many people, in-
cluding some legislators, still believe that
the mere existence of sex laws somehow
ratifies and strengthens a moral code that
binds the country together. Actually, such
laws only subvert the principle of per-
sonal freedom on which this country was
founded. And they negate morality itself
by coercing private moral decisions. Even

those ofliceholders who harbor no moral-
istic illusions f[ear—and not without
reason—that their constituents would in-
terpret opposition to such laws as an
endorsement of sin. One Southwestern
district attorney, who indicated he
couldn't care less who screwed whom in
his jurisdiction, said that if he spoke out
against fornication laws he'd be branded
an advocate of free sex and promiscuity.

Ironically, state sex laws against forni-
cation, oral intercourse or most other sex
acts do not even reflect contemporary
community standards. The attitude thae
premarital sex is always immoral has for
years been a minority view; among to-
day’s young people, it's a view that is
pracucally extinct

Fornication is an act that, like having
apple pie for breakfast, is harmless and
may ¢ven be good for you. Most district
attorneys shrug off laws against it. Yet it
or cohabitation is illegal in 31 states. At
a time when prevention of “real” crime
is in deep wouble, laws against drunken-
ness, drug abuse, loitering. vagrancy,
prostitution. pornography, gambling and
many sexual acts account for half of all
Arrests.

The review and reform of our criminal
law should be a continual process. Laws
that can’t prove their worth have no place
on the books. The repeal of obsolete
morality laws would make state criminal
codes more efhicient, enforceable and
worthy of citizens' respect. It would also
mike the law less subject to official abuse.
And it would demonstrate chat our society
is finally acquiring some of the good sense
ol that eminent Victorian John Stuart
ALl who wrote:

The only purpose for which power
can be rightlully exercised over any
member ol a civilized community,
against his will, 15 to prevent harm
to others. His own good, either
physical or moral, is not a suflicient
witrrint.

STATES WITH PENALTIES
FOR FORNICATION OR
COHABITATION

Fornication:

District of Columbia, Georgia, Ken-
tucky, Minnesota, New Hampshire,
New Jersey, Rhode Island.
Cohabitation:

Alabama, Alaska, Arizona, Arkan-
sas, Indiana, Jowa, Montana, Nebras-

ka, New Mlexico, North Carolina,
Washington, Wyoming.
Both:

Florida, Idaho, Illinois, Maine,

Massachusetts.  Michigan, North Da-
kota, Virginia, West Virginia, Wis-
consin.  Mississippi, South Carolina
and Texas have penalties for cohabita-
tion and habitual fornication.

country.” Unfortunately, a great number
of people still think that homosexuality
is a disease, a sickness or a crime against
nature, whatever that is. But, in Decem-
ber 1973, the American Psychiatric Asso-
ciation voted to remove homosexuality
from its list of mental disorders. And the
American Bar  Association, in  August
1973, made the following resolution: “Re-
solved, that the legislatures of the several
states are urged to repeal all laws which
classily as criminal conduct any form of
noncommercial sexual conduct between
consenting adults in private, saving only
those portions which protect minors or
public decorum.”

Breeden’s bigoted. ignorant outlook is
as false as the racial theories of Adolf
Hitler, and. as a taxpaying gay citizen, 1
find it insulting to be accused of endan-
gering my country simply because I don't
fit the mold Breeden would impose on
everyone,

Michael T. Manning

Director, Military Affairs

Gay Community Services Center
Los Angeles, California

WHALE MASSACRE

According to the Animal Protection
Institute of America. whales will become
extinct if the present rate of slaughter
continues for 15 years. Japan is the lead-
ing whaling nation, and it disregards the
quotas set by the International Whaling
Commission. World  public  opinion
should put all legitimate forms of pres-
sure on the Japanese to persuade them 1o
end further killing of whales.

Leo Ruiz

San Francisco, California

WILDLIFE PRIZE
J. Paul Geuy, president of the Getty
Oil Company and a Contributing Editor
to pLAYBOY. has established a $50.000
prize, through a gift to the World Wild-
lite Fund, to be awarded to an individual
or institution for the most outstanding
contribution to world wildlife conserva-
tion during the year. Creation ol the
prize  was  announced last February
fourth in London by Getty and a body of
conservation leaders, and the first award
is scheduled for October 1, 1974. Any
contribution to the advancement of wild-
life conservation qualifics a person for
the prize, induding such endeavors as
the saving of a species of plant or animal
[rom certain extinction, detailed research
mnto wildlife resources or conservation
problems, dedicated work over a long
period and educational projects.
Charles W. Muller
New York, New York

MALE CONTRACEPTIVE PILL

I'd like you to answer one little ques-
von: If there's no bias among medical
rescarchers, why have scientists, who can
read the language of the bees and even
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IT TAKES TWO TO DRINK “PERNOD”
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Pernod est Paris, ;aﬁs e; Pernod.

e

Surfrider )| Tomate Pernod on the Rocks
Pour 1%, ozs. Pernod over Pour 1%; ozs. Pernod over Pour 1%, ozs, Pernod over
rocks. ice. - rocks.
ill with P I g Add a dash of Grenadine. Serve stroight, or with o
L Fill with water ond stir. splash of water.

Pernod is a drink af a different taste. The intriguing taste af licorice.
Anyway you drink it, America, it's a refreshing change from your same old drink.
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put WASPs on the moon. never de-
veloped @ conwraceptive pill for menz
Is it sheer incompetence or the usual
male attitude of leting women bear the
burden?
Miss G. Carter
Chicago. Ilinois
It simply has been easter lo find con-
liace ptive chemicals that worlk on women.
There are morve poinis in the complex
tnlernal factories of seomen al which
rumr,f).'inn can he \.'(Jp,‘n‘rf than there
ave in the simpler tools of men. Also,
sperm production is a conlinuous process,
whereas but onece a
month. A sperm suppressor has to stop
production of hundveds of millions of
individual  cells—iotally. A4 low sperm
count can be fevtide and a damaged sperm
cell can produce an abnovmal embryo.
So far, many of the chemicals tried for
this purpose cithey cause bizarve forms
of sperm, indicating genetic damage, or
suppress sex drive and potency, thercby
throwing out the bath water with the

oanlation  occurs

h.'.'h)', 30 {o .\"u'nf;_

Another veason vesearch on birth con-
trol fo has noi pr'r)(rr-n'wf more
rapidly is that from the days of Margaret
Sanger until recently, the tnpetus to de-
a'rh)p ('mn‘J'ru'.«'plii"r.\' came rhi(‘ﬂ)- from
women who, reasonably enough, wanted
the means to control their own reproduc-
tive processes.

!{f'f['ffrl"}f{'i.\' are nou Tl‘ﬂ!n"n'l"lg ORn a N-
riety of chemical approaches to rendering
males temporavily inferiile, including
hormones that stop spevm  production,
prevent sperm cells from maturing or
deprive them of the power to mouve.
University of Edinburgh scientists are
working on a way to genevate antibodies
in the male system that will enable a man
1o become lus own sperm’s worst encmy.
Volunteers are undergoing trials of a
that  stops
sperm production without reducing sex
drive; this was developed by Dr. Julian
Frick, a wrologist who also happens to
be a Tyrolean dosenhill vacer. Also in the
lesting stage are nonchemical approne hes
such as valves, which can be turned on
and off as desired, mserted o the vas
deferens, the duct leading from testicles
(o pents. Dr. John Rock, codeveloper of
the pill for women, Jound that sperm
production was decveased in males who
wore an insulaled scrotal supporier, ex-
cessive heal being lethal 1o sperm. Re-
sults were unveliable, so 1's unlikely that
men will stavt weaving Rock siraps. But
practical male contraceptives should be
available tn a few years, and a recent
survey indicales most men will be willing
to use them. Eventually, it will be the
woman's {urn (o whisper, “Did you re-
member your pill?”

men

combination of hormones

ABORTION, ROUND TWO

The Senate Subcommittee on Consti-
tutional Amendments has held two days
of hearings on Senator James Buckley's

“Dear

American Tourister:
Alllwant todo
en | getoffa
planeis go

F /4
home.
Bud Stark, Conn.

Tourister

Carry-on Luggoge

L

Contraceptives
for the
Sensuous Man

Times have changed. Today a man just doesn't
have to tolerate a sensation-deadening condom
when he wants protection. Because now there are

: : 4 gossamer-thin, supremely sensitive condoms that

have been designed for sexual pleasure, while still providing the most reliable

protection of any non-prescription birth control methed.
And now vou can buy these sensuous condoms without embarrassment ... by
ordering them through the privacy of the mail from Population Planning Associates.
Our illustrated brochure describes the wide selection of condoms we offer. ..
such as the popular Trojan...the extra-thin Jade ....the pre-shaped Conture. ..
the super-sensitive Naturalamb. made of natural animal membrane. And many more.
All of them are electronically tested and meet strict government standards.
MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE
Discover our remarkable condoms for yoursell ... by ordering one of our sampler
packs today. We'll also include our brochure free with your order. Or send 25¢ for
the brochure alone. All orders are shipped the same day received. and sent in a plain
package to insure your privacy. Satisfaction is guaranteed. or simply return the
unused portion of vour order for a full refund.

Population Planning Associates, 105 North Columbia, Dept.peiz, Chapel Hill. N.C. 27514
Population Planning Associates, 105 North Columbia, Dept.pgiz, Chapel Hill, N.C. 27514

Please rush the following in plain Name {please print)
package:
[ Sampler containing 12 assorted con- Address G
doms (four different brands) plus
illustrated brochure, just $3 City
U Deluxe sampler containing 22 assorted )
condoms (cight different brands) § Zi
plus illustrated brochure. just $6 t.:te 3 i

enclose payment in full under your

U Ilustrated brochure only, just 25¢. money-back guarantee.
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Who'’s got the shapes
that make you look
so great?

White Owl.
That’sWhooo!

The word is “GIVE.” Give a
friend a subscription to OUL.
When you're looking for a way
to express warmth and affection,
give him the gift he will enjoy
over and over again. As he
receives his gift month after
month, he'll be thinking plenty
of warm thoughts about you, too.
What a great feeling itis to

be able to give someone so
many nice things in only one
gift. He'll enjoy stimulating
reading on controversial
subjects, a taste of international
living and stirring photographs
of beautiful people.

It's easy to do. Simply tell us

his name and address and

we’ll bill you for the $10 later,

or if you prefer, enclose a check
with your order and send to:

Dept. 9518
919 N. Michigan Ave.
Chicago, Illinois 60611

anti-abortion constitutional amendment.
This amendment would outlaw all abor-
tions except when necessary to save a
woman’'s life. The fact that the amend-
ment 15 being considered at all indicates
how powerful are the reactionary forces
that oppose legal abortion. Only if all
who support legal abortion let their legis-
lators know the depth of their feclings
can we he sure that aborton will remain
available to women in this country.
Wird Rinehart
Allentown. Pennsylvania

ABORTION ON THE AIR
A letter in the January Playboy Forum
criticizes the Catholic opposition to the
airing of a two-part Maude segment on
abortion. The writer argues that the
right 1o express the pro-abortion view is
protected by the First Amendment. Ob-
viously, just about any opinion, as long
as it can't be classified obscene, is pro-
tected. But it seems to me that the United
States Catholic Conference and various
pro-life organizations around the country
still hid the right to threaten TV stations
and sponsors to wry to keep the program
ofl the air. The First Amendment pro-
hibits Government censorship: it doesn't
forbid private groups rom using legal
means to protest the broadeasting of ma-
terial that offends them.
Harold Jacobson
Minncapolis, Minnesota
You're confusing the medium and the
message. The boycott is a legitimate me-
dium of democvatic protest. But the
message in this case was a4 demand for
censorsiip. It wounld be difficull to say
who compromised free speech more—the
anti-abortion groups or the advertisers
and TV stations that knuckled under.

THE FETUS SPEAKS
The Tidewater chapter of the Vir-
ginia Society for Human Lile shamelessly
displayed its mental level in a scries of
newspaper attacks on abortion scheduled
to coincide with the January 22 anniver-
sary ol the Supreme Court decision legal-
izing abortion. The most [ascinating ol
those attacks was an ad headlined “prary
OF AN UNBORN ctiurp,” in which a [etus
speaks to us from the womb, The emo-
tion-charged diary is keyed 10 Ietal devel-
opment, so that, for instance, when tiny
fingers are forming. our precocious litle
[riend longs for the day they'll stroke
Mommy's hair. There are 12 such entries,
the final dramatic one being, “Today my
mother killed me.” To heighten the el
fect, we are shown an illustration of a
sad-cyed infant, with tear prominently
displayed on cheek, gazing at us lrom
a circle presumably representing  the
womb. It must have taken as much clfort
o contrive this bit ol tasteless nonsense
as it did for me to summon up the stom-
ach to read through it.
G. Dunn Chadwicke
Virginia Beach, Virginia
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The Allman Brothers Band
has a great new sound.
Pioneer high fidelity.

More than anything else, the Allman
Brothers Band are accomplished
musicians. Their success doesn't
depend on sequins or serpents, or
make-up, or put-on showmanship.
instead, like Pioneer speakers, they
stake their fame on performance.

The Allman Brothers Band
prefer Pioneer speakers because of
their clarity, overall sound quality and
performance. The Allman Brothers
sound right to the Allman Brothers.
It's that simple.

There are six different musicians
in the Allman Brothers Band. There
are 12 different speakers in the
Pioneer line. Speakers that vary
because people vary, hi-fi systems
vary, room acoustics vary, budgets
vary and tastes vary.

Series R. These contemporary styled
speaker systems bring new life to live

performance. They have been praised
by artists, critics, engineers and
musicians for their untouched,
uncolored and unusually natural
performance.
Project Series. These speakers deliver
maximum performance per dollar.
Ideal for moderately powered stereo
and 4-channel systems, these book-
shelf units deliver a surprisingly high
sound level while providing
exceptionally wide dispersion and
highs of unsurpassed quality.
CS Series. Pioneer's hallmark of
engineering excellence. Here's
powerfully smooth sound repro-
duction combined with custom-crafted
cabinetry that is a reflection of the
craftsmanship of an almost bygone
era.

Pioneer speakers are just one
element in the Pioneer audio

W PIONEER’

when you want something better

components line — components
preferred by the Allman Brothers
Band. A fact you might consider when
making your own selection.

U. S. Pioneer Electronics Corp.
75 Oxford Drive, Moonachie,
New Jersey 07074.
West: 13300 S. Estrella, Los Angeles
90248 / Midwest: 1500 Greenleaf, Elk
Grove Village, lil. 60007 / Canada:
S. H. Parker Co.

Maximum Size
(hekinD)

Model  Type  Inpul Fower ___ Frice
RJ00 12" 3-way 75 walls 267x15"x14" $229.95°
R-500 10" 3way  60watls  24"x14"x12" 159.95¢
R300 10" 2way 40 walls 23'x13'x11” 119.95*
PROL. 100 10" 2-way 35 walts  23"x137x10%"  129.95
PROL. 80 10" 2-way gﬂ_w_ags_’m% x1134"x11"  99.95
PROL 60 B 2-way 20 watls 18%"110%"181,&" 79.95
CS-63DX 15" 4-way  BO watts 28"x19"x13” __Es_!lﬁ_
CS-99A 15" 5-way 100watls 257x16°x11"  229.95
CS-ATO0  12” 3way 60 walls _26"x15"x12" 189,95
CS-AS00 10" 3-way S50 watls 22"x13"x12” 149.95
CSB6_ 10"3way A0walts 27'xzx1z 11985
€544  #"2-way 25 walts  19"x11"xg” _74.95

*Fair Trade resale price where applicable.

Shown above are the Ploneer CS-99A's, Project 10D's, Project 80's and R-700°s. The Allman Brothers Band is available exclusively on Capricorn records and lapes.
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UNBABIES

The sexual revolution and the puritan
counterrevolution are still fighting it out
in lowa. I quote from a news story in the
Tulsa Daily World:

Three Towa newspapers Tuesday
named illegitimate babics as winners
of their “first born of 1974" contests.

A fourth newspaper refused to
award $2000 in prizes to the New
Year's Day offspring of an 18-year-
old single girl, but several merchants
said they disagreed and planned to
offer duplicate prizes.

The story goes on to report that one
of the three newspapers that gave prizes
to illegitimate children has announced
that it will change its contest rules next
year “to require the mother to be mar-
ried.” The persistence of the old moralis-
tic-sadistic conservatism is regreuable; it
brings back memories of Grilhith's silent
movies in which this same type was al-
ways throwing Lillian Gish out into the
snow. Or are we advancing to 1984 with
illegitimate children as the unpersons?

Daniel Mahoney
Chicago, Illinois

STATE-SANCTIONED CHILD ABUSE

Since 1971, the Juvenile Litigation
Oflice of the Chicago Legal Assistance
Foundation has represented hundreds of
children inappropriately placed in foster
homes, boarding schools, correctional
facilities and mental institutions by the
juvenile court and the Ilinois Depart-
ment of Children and Family Services.
As a result of our effort on behalf of two
girls, Cook County Judge Joseph Schnei-
der appointed our oflice 1o act as attorneys
and advocates for all children in similar
situations. Thanks to a Playboy Foun-
dation grant, we were able to hire addi-
tional staff 1o help us with our interviews
and investigations. In December 1972, we
produced a report setting  forth  the
enormous problems facing the IHlinois
child-welfare system, including  incredi-
ble stories of rejection and serious emo-
tional and physical abuse ol wards of the
state of 1linois.

We noted that the majority of the
wards in mental hospitals do not belong
there. The D.C.ES. plicement system
discriminated against children with emo-
tional problems and members ol minority
groups. Hundreds of children had been
placed outside the state in costly pro-
grams whose standards ol care were not
monitored by D.CIES. More than 100 of
the approximately 800 children placed
out of state in 1972 were kept in profit-
making Texas child-care [acilities. One
13-year-old givl suftered a hystereciomy
in a Texas hospital without her or her fa-
ther's knowledge or consent or even the
prior review and consent of D.C.FS.
Other allegedly mentally retarded girls
were entrusted to an out-ofstate institu-
tion where they were forced o take in-

jections of an unlicensed, experimental
birth-control drug, which has produced
cancer in Liboratory animals.

Alter the report raised these problems,
the continued inaction of the responsible
state agencies necessitated the filing of
lawsuits. These led o the D.C.FSs de-
cision to remove almost all of the children
from Texas [facilities, to evaluate and
monitor the type and quality of care
provided its wards and to develop non-
institutional placement  programs for
children processed by the juvenile court.

The gencrous support of the Playboy
Foundation has signihcantly contributed
to these reforms.

John D. Shullenberger
Attorney at Law
Chicago, Hlinois

BEATING SCHOOL CHILDREN

Corporal punishment in schools is
olten opposed by people who are content
to regurgitate the opinions of psyvcholo-
gists while ignoring the experiences of
practicing teachers. As a teacher, 1 can
persuade 99 percent of my students 1o
moderate their behavior, but there are al-
ways some who can't be reached verbally
and sometimes I have no practical alter-
native to the cane.

The whole problem boils down to one
thing: School is compulsory. Despite edu-
cational jargon about interest and moti-
vation, teachers are essentally prison
guards when dealing with children who
do not want to be in school no matter
what it has to offer them. The public ex-
pects us to keep order in the classroom
and corporal punishment is sometimes
the only means ol doing this.

Robert Bannister
Busselton, West Australia

UGLY AMERICANS

Early this year, six American teenagers
from a school in Singapore were arrested
in the city of Sukhothai, Thailand, for
climbing on a statue of Buddha. The
Puacific Stars and Stripes headlined this
SLOry: “THAIS ARREST 4 U.S5. TEENS FOR
‘SACRILEGE' To BUDDHA.” and stated, “Tt is
considered a sacrilege in Thailand to
climh on an image of the Buddha” A
teacher in charge of the young people
was quoted as saying, "None of us was
aware of the sacred nature of the ancient
monuments and images of Sukhothai.”

Note the quotation marks around the
word sacrilege in the headline and the
statement that it is considered a sacrilege
to climb on the Buddha. The implication
is that there's some question as 1o wheth-
er or not this act is really a sacrilege. The
Thais regard an image of Buddha as sa
cred and cimbing on a Buddha is indeed
a sacrilege. As for the teacher's excuse
that his group was unaware of the sacred-
ness of the statue, in my opinion many
Americans in foreign countries are una-
ware (behave like asses, 10 put it in plain
English) because they are so sure of their
superiority that they don’t bother to

think belore they act. Anyone going
abroad should know a little bit about the
country he is going to visit, and il he feels
superior to the people of that country, he
should not go there at all.

M. D. Miller

APO San Francisco, California

PERMANENT UNDERWEAR

Sometimes I suspect that a large part
of the American population is not ex-
actlly sane. For instance. in the San
Francisco Chronicle, [ read about a new
doll that has permanent underwear so
that children can’t undress it. Says the
news repore:

The dolls with permanent under-
wear were linked to consumer inter-
views showing that mothers oppose
nudity in dolls—except for baby
dolls—that is, dolls that look like
newhorns.

Evidently, the thinking of these women
is that the human body is not born oh-
scene, but becomes obscene very shortly
alter birth. It seems that the purposc of
this line of dolls is to help these mothers
transfer their guilty attitnde toward the
body to their children, so the children
may also be ashamed of their flesh and.
in wrn, pass the same queasiness on Lo
their own children when they grow up.
Could any war toy possibly be sicker?

H. Peters
San Francisco, Calilornia

PAYING THE PRICE
Richard Nixon's defenders may be

honest men, but with so much political
corruption being revealed it is hard not
to suspect that those who publicly sup-
port the disgraceful Nixon Administra-
tion are being paid off. They are
certainly injuring their own credibility.
Despite all entreaties that we forget Wa-
tergate and get on with more impor-
tant business. the Nixon Administration
stinks, and the whole story has yet to be
told. This is the 560th letter T have writ-
ten on this subject; I have 440 1o go. It's
my sell-imposed  pemance  for  having
twice voted for Nixon.

J. C. Briggs

Anchorage, Alaska

A MATTER OF RECORD

1 became interested in politics and
public service in 1968, when T won a
township oflice on a write-in vore. While
opposing corruption and incompetence
iz government at the local level, T stated
publicly during 1971 that I had a 1961
felony conviction on public record in
Canada, In 1972, when I ran for county
supervisor, I released FBI and lowa rec-
ords ol the charges against me in Canada,
and a newspaper subsequently published
a rather colored account of my adventure
north of the border. In spite of this, [
miraculously won the election by about
100 votes. My opponent hiled a challenge
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claiming I was incligible o hold office
because of the prior conviction. Towa law
states, “No idiot, or insane person, or
person convicted ol any infamous crime,
shall be emitled wo the privilege of an
clector.”” One has to be an elector in
Towa to hold public ofhice. Section two of
the Towa Bill of Rights states. “All polit-
ical power is inherent in the people.
Government is instituted for the protec-
tion, security. and benefie ol the people,
ane they shall have the right ac all times,
to alter or relorm the same. whenever
the public good may require i.” It is
my position that the people, armed
with the knowledge of my background,
had the right to cleat me. The legal
battle over my eligibility has raged since
I began serving as county supervisor
in January 1973, After more than a year
of court bautles, I retain my ollice with
two court decisions in my Lavor. The mat-
ter is still not finally resolved.
In any case. foreign couviction or not,
I feel very strongly that penal reform
should melude the acceptance of a con-
vicied felon back into society when his
debe is paid. To forever reject him and
deny him employment and political op-
portunity is cruel and unusual punish-
ment, and is harmful to the public
mterest.
Richard Bartel, Supervisor
Johnson County
Towa City. lowa

LIBERTY AND JUSTICE FOR SALE

The six months I'm spending in the
Fort Lauderdale City Jail will become at
least 11 months il T can’t pay a SHN
fine. I'm not alone: I have discovered
that most ol the prisoners in this jail
are here because they can’'t pay fines or
alford a decent lawyer. Prosecwors are
alwavs ready to make a deal in order o
get i delendant 1o plead guilty and the
impoverished  defendant who is  igno-
rant ol the Jaw wsually falls for that
trick. He's not helped by a public de-
lender who almost amomatically advises
exchanging a guilty plea for a reduced
charge without bothering to find out il
his client might be innocent.

A person should not be considered
guilty just because he lacks [unds. One
begins to wonder if freedom and justice
are svatlable only 1o those who can afford
1o pay lor them.

Francis Anglim
¥Fre. Lauderdale, Florida

PEOPLE POWER

On a crosscountry auto wip with me,
my brother was arrested in a small Kan-
sas town for having a broken headlight
on his car and for driving without a valid
driver's license. (His license had expired
the week belore, but a new one was wait-
ing for him at home. in Oregon.) This
happened on a Saturday, and the arvest-
ing officer said that he could not check
with Oregon to verily that my brother

had a cwrent license until Monday: he
took him to jail, slapped a $370 bail on
him and said he could have no visitors
until after the wrial on Monday.

I called the Oregon State Police, who
said that a driver’s license could he veri-
fied at anv time. Then [ called the Kan-
sas State Police, who told me that the
normal bail for this charge is S20. Finally,
I telephoned the FBI in Kausas City,
Missouri. An agent told me the FBI
couldn’t interlere in the workings ol state
or local law-enlorcement agencies with-
out a complaint. so I made one, charg
False arrest. exorbitun bail, harassment
and refusing visitors.

The local police department was as:
tonished by the calls it received from the
state police and the FBI. The next day,
the police allowed me to visit my broth-
er. verthed that he had a valid driver's
license and then let him go with a nine-
dollar fine for the broken headlight.

Obviously, this incident is minor com-
pared with some of the serious viola-
uons ol civil liberties that occur. But
people should be aware that thev can
do something il they are railroaded by
power-hungry small-town  (or big-town)
policemen.

Sally Reams
San Frandisco, California

MORAL IMPOSITION
By renunning true to his convictions
and opposing all efforts o restore capital
punishment, state  assemblyman  Aln
Sicroty is opposing the will of the major-
ity of voters in California (The Playboy
Forum, March). The people expressed
their desire to have capital punistunent
veinstated by passing Proposition 17 1
personally  agree  wholcheartedly  with
Sieroty and his views on capital punish-
ment, but 1 feel he is wrong in attempt-
ing to itmpose his moral views on the
people ol his state. Il he cannot over-
come his “deep philosophical opposition
to  statesanctioned  killings,” then he
ought 1o get his ass out of the state as-
sembly and let another person who will
represent the people do so.
Roy R. Covyeau
Cape Girardeau, Missouri

REALLY QUITE SIMPLE
In the March Playboy Fornm, Antho-

ny Amsterdam, attacking the death pen-
alty, states. “Crime is a serious problem,
i complex problem with complicated
causes.” Amsterdam and those who think
like him argue that capital punishment
isn't @ deterrent. and that they are mainly
interested in creating a society in which
there would be no reason to commit 2
arime. It's these atttudes that make the
problem ol crime complex. Capital pun-
ishment is a simple solution to the prob-
lem of a parvticular criminal who has
commitied a serious crime. As such, it 15
100 percent cffective.

Dale Dahlke

Port Orchard, Washington

WHEN MEN KILL WOMEN

As a psvchiatrist who examines crimi:
nal defendants who have entered pleas of
insanity, I've made three discoveries 1'd
like to share with rrLavBoy readers. First,
to women: If you should be tempted to
ridicule @& man experiencing temporary
impotence due to booze or drugs, don’t.
It is understandable that some women
might like to ke this opporiunity to
gain revenge for real or imagined oppres-
sion by males. but I have examined 2
number ol men who brutally killed
womein in just such situations ind, in my
opinion, most ol these men would not
have killed a woman under anv other
CIrcLmstances.

Sccond. regarding capital punishment:
I don't believe thae the majority ol the
murderers I've examined would have
been deterred from their crimes ol pas-
sion by the prospeat of capital punish-
ment. This has nothing 10 do  with
whether I lound them legally sane or
insane.

Third, regarding  rehabilitation  of
o s: I have seen a number ol
bright young men who lace prolonged in-
carceration lor acts that would appear 1o
be oncein-alifetime ocanrences. They
are almost always members ol minority
groups and olten they have tremendous
porential 1o become good citizens if given
real education and opportunitics. 1 shud-
der 1o think of the harm being done at
present in the name of law and order.

Jim Lauer, M.D.
Denver, Colorado

THE BRIDGE
I sympathize with the lever writer in
the March Playboy Forum whose brother
committed suicide by jumping from the
Golden Gare Bridge, and I understand
his helief that a suicide-prevention fence
on that bridge might have saved his
brother’s lile. But his statement that no
one has ever committed suicide jump-
ing lrom the Bav Bridge is false. A grea
nany  people have jumped hom  the
Bay Bridge (one person did the day be-
lore I wrote this lewer). 1 don't know why
the Golden Gate is more popular. but
a swicide rail thae mighe cost S1,000.000
on the Golden Gate Bridge will just
divert people o the Bay Bridge. People
in San Francisco did not vote lor the right
to commii suicide when they rejected the
Golden Gae fence in a newspaper's poll,
they just voted against another dip into
their pockets by politicians.
Dorothy Mvers
San Francisco, Calilornia

LEARY VS. CALIFORNIA PRISONS

Dr. Timothy Leary, together with other
immates ol California’s prison  system.
has brought a suit to force the state of
California to confront the overwhelming
accumulation of prool that prisons do
not rehabilitate inmates. The suit names
Governor Ronald Reagan and  other
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state officials as defendants and charges
them with knowingly maintaining pris-
ons that enslave and degrade the pris-
oners, endanger the lives of inmates,
guards and administrators, and create
more and more crime by producing pro-
fessional criminals with more statistical
consistency than the U. S. Air Force Acad-
emy produces professional Air Force
officers. Leary and associates call [or the
immediate [reeing of those convicted of
crimes without victims and the release,
with an obligation to make restitution, of
those convicted of crimes against prop-
erty. Those guilty of violent erimes would
be relocated in colonies run on more
humane lines than today’s prisons.
Those who believe that science and

reason can never affect politics will call
this project quixotic, but we believe that,
as a result of Watergate, the public has
total contempt for a system whereby
covernment decisions are determined by
prejudice, lolly and corruption. Change
lor the beuer is now possible.

Joanna Leary

Political Reform Organization

for Better Education
San Francisco, Calilornia

LOST AMERICANS

Justice for Americans Imprisoned and
Lost (JAIL) exists to assist Amcricans
and others incarcerated in {oreign coun-
tries and to reduce future arrests through
a widespread educational program. The
August 19735 Playboy Forum included our
letter thanking the Playboy Foundation
for helping us become a reality.

Belore the letter appeared, many pris-
oners abroad didn’t know of our exist-
ence, nor did we know of theirs, since
the State Department relused to identily
them. But rraveoy is seen in some for-
cign prisons, notably in Canada and Ger-
many, and we have received hundreds of
requests lor help from prisoners there
since you published the letter. In addi-
tion, prisoners here in the U.S. have
written to ofler help and are organizing
a communications network with fellow
prisoners abroad.

All these requests for help and infor-
mation produced a new problem for
JAIL: lack of [unds. The Playboy Foun-
dation again came to the rescue, and so
once more we offer sincere thanks.

Neil R. Richardson, President
JAIL

. O. Box 46491

Los Angeles, Calilornia 900416

VICTIMLESS CRIME

I generally have believed that, in the
interest ol personal [reedom, the Govern-
ment should repeal laws against “arimes
without victims.” I've had a change of
heart, however, since a victimless crime
deeply affected my [amily.

Recently my daughter ook an over-
dose of drugs and the victims ol this act
were numerous: an overcrowded hospital

that had to make space in its emergency
room for four hours of intensive treat-
ment; a doctor, one of only three on call,
who had to devote a sleepless night to
her care; her terrified roommate who
stayed with her until help arrived, missed
work because of nerves and nearly lost
her job; my wife and I who also experi-
enced terror and missed work, and who
now must pay substantial doctor and hos-
pital bills; and, of course, my daughter,
who narrowly escaped death. I think
you'll agree that this supposedly victim-
less crime took a heavy toll
(Name and address
withheld by request)
The somewhat misleading term “crimes
without victims™ was coined by criminolo-
gists to describe certain offenses in which
there is no complainant (or victim in the
police sense) as opposed to criminal acts
by one person against the life or property
of another. This doesw’t mean that the
so-called wvictimless crimes—prostitution,
drunkenness, illegal drug use, gambling
and so forth—are considered harmless
and should be exempted from Govern-
ment vegulation. It means only that any
social or individual problems they create
are not solved effectively through sim-
plistic use of the eriminal law. The very
fact that these actwvities are illegal makes
their regulation impossible and usually
entangles them with other eviminal enter-
prises. Your daughter’s experience cer-
tainly shows the dangers of drug abuse
and the need to vegulate dvugs, but
treating her and others who misuse
drugs as criminals would only add to
their problems, not solve them.

THE RIGHT TO USE DRUGS

Last fall, one of the toughest drug Iaws
in the country went into effect in New
York State. As the Libertarian Party's
candidate for Congress in New York's
25th District, I am [requently asked to
state my opinion on this law.

I tell people that the sale of hard drugs
is here to stay, because it is an immensely
profitable business under our present re-
strictive laws. The stricter the penaltics
against  pushers, the more expensive
drugs become. As the price of drugs goes
up, there will be an increase in the num-
ber of erimes junkies commit to feed
their habits. Also, the average junkie is a
pusher who tries to get nonusers hooked
so he can sell drugs 1o them to help sup-
port his own habit. Thus the cost of
drugs conwributes to the spread of drugs.
The only solution to diminishing the
number of drug-related aimes and per-
haps cutting down on the number of new
addicts is to legalize the sale and posses-
sion of hard drugs.

Sanford P, Cohen
Poughkeepsie, New York

EX-DRUG CHIEF ON POT POLICY

Data gathered by the National Com-
mission on Marijuana and Drug Abuse
indicate that the number of Americans

who had smoked pot at least once in their
lives totaled some 26,000,000 as of the
end of 1972, up cight percent from a
year earlier; regular smokers increased
from 8,054,000 to 13,000,000; and more
than half of all college students ex-
periment with marijuana. In view ol
these facts, while I still think we should
try to discourage marijuana use, I have
to agree with the President’'s marijuana
commission that we should not use crimi-
nal sanctions to do so.

It’s a poor use of law-enforcement re-
sources. Surveys indicate that of nearly
500.000 marijuana arrests in 1972, over
90 percent were for possession, and a very
small percentage for sale. The millions of
dollars and man-hours expended could
have been put to much better use.

Enforcement of marijuana laws has led
to an increasing disrespect for our entire
legal system. Relations between citizens
and police are oo often characterized by
[ear, hostility and contempt, and mari-
Juana laws are largely to blame.

I am neither permissive on drugs nor
pro-pot, but I am seriously concerned
about the growing drug-abuse problem
in this country, particularly about young
people’s refusal 1o heed our warnings
about the wruly dangerous drugs such as
the amphetamines, the barbiturates and
heroin. This refusal is largely due to our
carlier attempts to scare people away
[rom experimenting with marijuana by
greatly exaggerating its harmfulness and
by imposing absurdly harsh penalties.
We should continue to discourage mari-
juana use and warn users—honestly—of
possible ill effects. But we should not
make it a criminal offense merely to ig-
nore our advice.

John Finlator
Arlington, Virginia

Finlator is the retived deputy divector
of the Federal Burcaw of Narcotics and
Dangerous Drugs, a member of the ad-
visory board of the National Organiza-
tion to Reform Marijuana Laws and the
author of “The Drugged Nalion.”

LAW AND LIBERATION
The Playboy Forum's comment in the
February issue, “All of us need libera-
tion fromn people who insist they know
‘the purposes for which we have been
placed on this planet,” ™ was great. It
reminded me of Jonathan Livingston
Seagull’s line, *"T'he only true law is that
which leads 1o freedom.”
Larry J. Souza
Clarksburg, California

“The Playboy Forum™  offers  the
opportunity for an extended dialog be-
tween readers and editors of this pub-
lication on subjects and issues related 1o
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Address all
correspondence to The Playboy Forum,
Playboy Building. @19 North Michi-
gan Avenue, Chicago, Hlinois 60611,
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ruavsor mrerview: ADMIRAL ELMO ZUMWALT

a candid conversation with the controversial ckicg‘ of naval operations

In its 198-year history, the United
States Navy has had its share of colorful
hevoes, Never, however, has it had a head
man as controversial as its present Chief
of Nawval Operations, Admiral Elmo Rus-
sell Zuniwalt, Jr., an officer whose retire-
ment this month at the end of his
foursyear teym as C.N.O. will be grected
wilth decidedly mixed reactions in and
out of the Service. “Theve's a good deal
of indecision,” admits Zumuwalt, “as to
whether 'm a drooling-fang militarist or
a bleeding-heart liberal” For good rea-
son. Admival Zumwall—who at 49 was
the youngest man ever to be made Chief
of Naval Opervations—has been one of
the nation’s foremost salesmen for mas-
sive American military wmight. He s
pushing for a fourth, billion-dollar nu-
clear-powered airervaft carrier al a time
when some believe carriers are silling
ducks for modern weaponry; he supports
immediate development of the new Tri-
dent  submarine and  missile  system,
when, says his opposition, a slower
schedule would spread out the cost and
produce a better craft. Al the same
time, Zumwall has drastically overhauled
barnacle-encrusted Navy regulations io
fumanize life for naval personnel and
their families, thus winning the enmity of
hard-line traditionalists.

Any attempt to undervstand this para-
doxical man must start with the fact that
Zumwall's job requives him, along with

“I have no qualms at all about my role in
ietnam, a war I abhorred. War is hell—
whether it's Sherman marching through
Georgia to bring down the South or
the kind of war we fought in Vielnam.”

his fellow Service chiefs, to rehearse war
day after day, asking—and answering—
such questions as: In a conventional war,
conld the U.S§. Navy defeat the Soviet
navy? Arve America’s alomic weapons sys-
tems powerful enough—and invulnera-
ble enough—1lo deter the Soviet Union
from attacking Amevica? Years of study-
ing such problems have convinced Zum-
walt that the public is being taken in by
myths, that we are presently in a stale of
military emergency. Our alomic arsenal,
he says, does not have the capability of
obliterating Russia. Our sea power is nol
vastly superior to Russia’s. We are not
spending a large enough [raction of our
resources on defense. Ouver the long run,
Russia 1s nol inlevested in détente and
coexistence. In fact, says Zumealt, while
our sea power diminishes rapidly—S0
ships per year going out of sevvice—the
Soviet Union has been outbuilding the
U. 5. at the vate of three and a half to
one for more than ten years. If these
trends continue, he belicves, Russia awill
soon—and decisively—Dbe the number-
one naval poweyr on earth. Our vesulting
inability to contvol and use the seas will
allow Russia lo have a devastating im-
pact on the U.S. economy, and that,
thinks Zumuwalt, will finish America as
we know il.

Even more serious than its relative
paucity of ships and planes, Zumivalt
found on taking over as C.N.O., was the

“The Soviets have applied the strategy of
Attila the Hun to their nuclear weapons,
gone in for huge-megaton weapons that
will make thousands of square miles of
land absolutely uninhabitable.”

Navy's manpower problem. Fewer than
ten percent of first-tour enlislted men
were signing on for another tour of duty;
furthermore, he felt the Navy was in dan-
ger of being “lilyawhite, racist.” So he set
about lus famous program of “Z-grams,”
divectives liberalizing Navy rules, and
vight away he raised hackles on the necks
of all those retived admirals who have
clotted around the palm-fringed beaches
of Coronado, near San Diego. To their
horror, Zumwalt's Navy permitied longer
hatr, beards and sideburns; allowed sail-
ors lo wear ciwilian clothes on base dur-
ing off-duty hours; even installed beer
dispensers in enlisted men’s barracks.
Service clubs now throb to acid vock;
minorities, through their own Ombuds-
men, have a divect line to commanding
officers; and, in what may be the most
revolutionary development of all, female
satlors are going to sea alongside their
male counterparts. To date, Zumivalt has
originated 119 Z-grams in a delermined
effort to air out the tradition-bound Serv-
ice that lived by the motto: “If it moves,
salute it. If it doesn’t move, pick it up. If
you can’t pick it up, paint i’

Today, four years since Zumwalt look
office, re-enlisiments are up o 23 per-
cent for fust-tour satlors and have visen
from the 80s to 91 percent for carecy per-
sonnel. And 7.24 percent of the Navy is
now black. Butl that development did
not take place without incideni; as the

STAMLEY TRETICK

“When the change in naval haiy standards
came, there were those who had to be
reminded that our greal-grandfathers—
with their beards, mustaches, sideburns
and long hair—were a pretty sturdy lot.”
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pervcentage of blacks inereased, discrimi-
nation became more apparent and the
blacks became more vocal. The carricr
Kitty Hawk was wracked by a well-publi-
cized batlle between black and white sail
ors. dnother fight took place on an oiler
in Subic Bay, and 100 blacks and some 20
whiles staged a sil-douwn strike on the
carrier Constellation. Zumavall's reaction
was {o tell the Navy, in effect, to try
havder. “Equal,” said he, “means exactly
that. Equal.”

The vacial incidents, however, were
just what the fleel of relived admivals
had been wailing for. Arguing that his
reforms had created an atmosphere of
“permissiveness” that was leading to lax
discipline, they set out to get Zumwalt re-
moved. And they very nearly did. The
admivals had the car of men in Con-
gress—even that of the President. Some
telephoned veporters who covered the
Pentagon. Others put so much pressure
on Secrelary of the Navy John Warner
that he hinted publicly that he was not
entirely sold on Zumwall’s revisions. Bul
an invesligation by a House Armed Serv-
ices subcommittee into  “disciplinary
problems in the U.S. Navy” wmisfired,
and the subcommittee couldn’t come up
with a single reason 1o keelhanl Zumwall.

Today, his Nmry has nothing more to
offer Admival Zumwalt. There’s just no
higher post available than the one he is
leaving, so he'll veturn to the civilian life
he left as a young man, 35 years ago.
Nothing in his early youth had hinted at
his cventual choice of caveer. He grew up
in the litile central California town of
Tulare, where both of his parents were
pliysicians; he always thought he'd be one,
too. An A student in high school, he
played tackle on the foothall teamn and
was valediclorian of his elass. Fortunately
not loo good io be true, he was arrested
one Halloween for throwing eggs and
pumplins at passing auwtomobiles. His
sentence: 10 wash the dinner dishes for
a month.

One night at the Zumwalls’, an Irish
friend of his father's spent an evening
hypnotizing  Elmo—mercifully  called
Bud—with yarns about the sca and life
on whaling ships. So when Senator Hivam
Johnson offeved the young man a berth
at Amnnapolis, he took it. A winner in
debate at the Naval Academy, Zumwalt
finished 34th in a class of 615—except in
conduct, in which he vanked 275th.
“There were an awful lot of well-dis-
ciplined members of my class,” says the
admival. To this day, he's more tmpressed
by simple courtesy than “chicken proto-
col.” “He's the only senior officer 1
know,” says a colleague, “who always
apologizes when he interrupts anyone,
no matter how low his vank.”

Zunnwalt’s first sea duty was aboard the
destroyer Phelps, where a superior’s re-
port said, according 1o Zumwalt's recol-
lection, something like: “He may be a

good officer, but i1 is difficull 1o tell, be-
cause he was seasick for the fost three
months.” Once he got his sea legs, Zum-
wall rose in the Service, winning a
Bronze Star during the battle of Leyte
Gulf and finessing a postwar “occupa-
tion” of Shanghai by sailing up the
Yangize and Hwang Pu rivers and
bluffing thousands of Japanese troops—
who, as he put it, “hadn’t quit yel”—into
disarming. While in Shanghai, he met a
beautiful  French-White Russian  girl,
Mouza Coutelais-du-Roche, [eigned an
avid desire to learn Russian and, after
frve weeks of lessons, marvied the lady.
They live today with their youngest
daughter, aged 16, in the C.N.O's official
residence, an enormots Southern man-
sion on the grounds of the Naval Observ-
atory off Embassy Row in Washington.
Another daughter is in college, a son is a
Marine first licutenant and another son
is an atlorney.

At work, Zumuwalt is regarded as a com-
puter. Nothing interrupis its steady whir,
the constant blinking of its tiny lights.
One time, walking down a corrvidor while
making a point to a companion, Zum-
walt turned off too soon, opened the
door (o a mop closet, walked into it,
walked out—and never missed a beat in
his discourse. So constantly engaged is his
mind that his wife has to lay out his
clothes for him in the morning or he
would don whatever first came to hand—
as he did once when he appeared wear-
ing a civilian tie with his naval uniform.
At a meal, he automatically eats what-
ever is pul in front of him, no matter
what or how much or how litile.

Zumwalt’s aides like to have s sched-
ule timed to the minute, because a quar-
ter hour of Zumwalt left to himself
can mean lwo weeks’ worth of deci-
phering and carrying out instructions
written out in a nearly illegible scrawl on
a yellow pad. The admiral takes home
two to four bulging bricfeases every
night, works until one A, is back at his
office by seven in the morning. The only
time the computer shuts off is during
Zumwall’s two-mile morning run, rain or
shine, around the observatory grounds.
At 175 pounds, he is under his playing
weight as tackle at Tulare High School.

A sizable fraction of the C.N.OQ.s time
1s spent traveling around the nation,
speaking to civilian  gatherings and
spreading his word about the state of the
U. S-Russian face-off. It was on one such
expedition—a morning round ftrip lo
Miami lo addvess a National Mari-
time Union convention—that free-lance
writer Richard  Mevyman  interviewed
Zumuwalt for reavsoy. “We flew out of
Andrews Air Force Base” vecalls Mery-
man, “where I met the admival beside the
plane, a converted Navy bomber, 11 had
rained that night and slicks of water on
the runway gleamed in that fost, barely
blushing light of dawn. It brought back
memories of my own short carcer as an

ensign in World War Two—the sense of
adventure, of male camaraderie i the
tail end of the night.

“As the plane took off, I sat in one of
lwo cramped seats across a small Jolding
table from the admival. In lus bulky
olive-green flight jacket, he seemed to fill
the tiny cabin. There was an cagle gual-
ity about him: the beetling eyebrows, the
graying haiv, the face with that slight
gauntness of a disciplined man in superb
physical condition. One had a sense, tn
this cramped capsule rocketing through
the air, of invisible lines going oui from
him to all those engines of destruction, to
all those men and ships whese capabilities
are so appalling—and so comforting.

“As we talked, it became clear that
Zunmwalt wounld turn out to be a unique
mterview subject. His answers were
precise, complete, calegorical—and il
seemed unlikely that 1 could come up
with a question for which he did not al-
ready have a response fully formulated.
No matler how challenging, even offen-
sive my questions, there was aliays a
Jeeling in the air that the two of us were
waging a game: Could I trip him up, o
had he plugged all the holes? Each time
I hd succeed in leading him oul onlo
thin political ice, he would transparently
evade the question—and smile. He also
had a way of grinning at the anomalies
his positions seemed to create. Al one
point, after proclaiming that ‘the Hanoi
regime stays in power by merely shooting
dissidents and  brainwashing  the sur-
vwors,’ lie asked off the record, "How does
that fit in with my libeval, permissive im-
age? I began to feel a little sympathy
for any Congressman who had to take
him on.

“After a while, it became clear to me
that Zumwalt himself sees no inconsisi-
ency between his hard line and his lib-
eral stances. At the cenier of this man
are both idealism and an inexorable, Eiln-
dried logic. Given the facts as he sees
them, both Z-grams and massive naval
power scem eminently sensible. And as
the intervicw proceeded, 1 also saw that
the rather steady drizzle of criticism that
falls on the C.N.O. had lefl him both be-
mused and impaticnt. ‘Sometimes, he
said at one point, ‘I gel pretty frustvated
by ithe scemingly endless consivainis
through which one has to wend his way.”
Significantly, the one time he pot angry
was nol when I challenged his movality
for serving in Vietnam (wheve he com-
manded U.S. naval forces before being
summaoned to his present job) but when
I alleged that, when figuring the price of
an aircrafl carvier, one must include the
cost of all its necessary support ships.
“That’s just so irrational and illogical, he
replied, ‘that i’s infuriating to coen have
to deal with it” Nevertheless, the cost of
those support ships—and other items in
a defense budget that many observers
have attacked as grossly overblown—
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is something that must be discussed.
So I stavted the interview by talking
aboul money.”

PLAYBOY: Admiral, the Pentagon has
been under persistent attack  over its
allegedly inflated budgets for superfluons
weaponry—particularly for nuclear arms
when we already have the power 1o
destroy Russia several times over. How
cim such extravagant expenditures on
overkill be justified?

ZuMwALT: Overkill is a very misused
word—one ol those simplifications that
get wide circulation. The fact is that it's
absolutely wrong 10 say we have the ca-
pacity to destroy Russi several times
over. Lven il we hred our entire nuclear
arsenal first—which we would never do—
a viable society would survive in Russia.
PLAYBOY: We wouldn’t reduce Russia to
rubble?

ZUMWALT: No. We would destroy many
Russian cities and we would kill millions
of Russians in a kind ol Armageddon
that's almost Irightening to discuss. and
we belicve they consider that unaceepia-
ble destruction. But a much Lwger Irac-
tion of the Soviet population is outside
the cities than is the case in the Unied
States. And not every one ol our winr-
heads would reach its warget, in any
cevent. Many would be shot down in the
aircralt attempting 1o deliver them and
some missiles would mallunction. And,
as I said, we would be firing only in re-
taliation—afier the Russians had had a
chance to destroy our weapons on the
ground. Our entire missile stategy has
been based on second-strike cipability; it
was the conventional wisdom ol the
Sixties that we should seutle for a capabil-
ity to wound the Soviets so grievously in
a sccond sirike that they would never at-
tack us first.

PLAYBOY: But there have been recemt
reports  that ouwr  missiles are  being
redirecied—ar - cnemy  military  targers

rather than population centers. Is this
strictly a humanitarian move, or does 1t
imply a change in emphasis. away from
a second sirike at cities in the direction
ol a first strike at missile silos?

ZUMWALT: That is a question ol policy
being worked on at the highest levels of
Government, and it would not be proper
for me 1o attempt an interpretation of it.

PLAYBOY: Could we strike first, in the un-
hikely event we wanted to?

ZUMWALT: At thas moment, I consider that
the Soviets have a possible firsisirike
capability, whereas we do not.

PLAYBOY: Lixactly how do we stack up
with the Russians?

ZUMWALT: ‘T'he Soviets have applied the
strategy of Auila the Hun—destroy and
scorch the earth—to their nuclear weap-
ons, They have gone in for huge-mega-
ton weapons that will sow thousands of
square miles ol land with radioaciivity.
leaving it absolutely uninhabitable. 1f
they maintain  their  present  building,

program, the Soviets will have by 1980
roughly 7000 one-megaton or Larger war-
heads on their land-based systems. One
megaton equals 1,000,000 wons of TNT.
The Soviets are also improving their
accuracy. So, in a first swike, they will
lave the capability to destroy our land-
based missile systems almost totally.

We, on the other hand—believing
that both sides should be rational—
have developed warheads that deny our-
selves such widespread cltects of radio-
activity, We have only 3000 land-based
missiles, and these have much smaller
warheads—averaging about 170 kilotons,
one kiloton being 1000 tons ol TN'T, only
1/1000 ol a megaton. Since these war-
heads are so small, they would have to be
extremely accurate, score virtually direct
hits—in order to destroy Russian missile
silos. All this means, among other things,
that the UL S, must concentrite vigorously
on the survivability of uts systems, and we
simply cannot afford 10 take any risk
with our sca-based missiles.

PLAYBOY: But wouldn't ouwr missiles and
bombers be in flight before their mis-
siles arrived?

ZUMWALT: Russian Yankee- and Delta-
class  nuclear  submarines, with  their
1500- and 4000-mile-range muissiles, are
constantly in position off our East and
West coasts. They are within range ol
even the farthest U.S. wargets. A missile
can travel approximately 11,500 miles
per hour, so there would be very liwde
ume to gew anything of ours aloft.
PLAYBOY: But wouldn’t there be enough
ume? Surely the President has the capac
iy to trigger withm seconds the launch-
ing of our missiles and bombers.

ZUMWALT: That's true, but there is only a
very critical interval of a few minutes.
Those bombers that are on alert could
get off, and as we get the new B-1 bomb-
ers. they will be able o ke olf even
Faster. But the amount of time available
is diminishing by a significant Lactor as
more and more Soviet missile submarines
are deploved off our coasts.

PLAYBOY: But what about our TCBMs?
Wouldn't they all be launched almost
instantancously?

ZUMWALT: Put voursell in the position of
a President of the United States who re-
ceives a report that missiles are en route.,
First he asks himsell, “Is this an accurate
report?” Second he asks for a recheck to
make absolutely sure it's an accurate re-
port. About that time, the missiles arrive.
PLAYBOY: But cven so. the destruction
wrought by our own bombs, the ones
that get through, would be so great—
every once being more powerlul than
what fell on Hivoshima—that seemingly
very few would need o get aloft 10 inflia
what the Russians would consider unac-
ceptable damage. And we have wremen-
dous numbers of them. A publication
called The Defense Monitor, widely cir-
culated on Capitol Hill, states that the
U.S. now has 7100 atomic weapons, as

against 2300 for the Soviet Union. And n
says our goal for 1976 is 10.000 weapons.
ZUMWALT: I don't recognize those figures.
That publication is put out by a retired
rear admiral named La Rocque, and its
data is not consistent with any analysis
done by any respectable organization,
Some ol it can most charitably be de-
scribed as distortion, apparemly designed
entirely to achieve major reductions in
the delfense budget, regardless of the facts.
I suspect that the figures you quote fail
to distinguish between numbers of mis-
siles and numbers of warheads. It's true
that we have a larger number of muliiple
warheads in our MIRV program—Multi-
ple Independently Retargetable Vehicles.
Our missile posture relative o the So-
viets is controlled by the first Strategic
Arms  Limitmion  Agreement, called
SALT I. That gives the Soviets a 41 per-
cent superiority in land-based missiles.
a 34 percent superiority in sea-based mis-
siles and a 50 percent superiority in
strategic subnurines. We, in turn, have a
MIRV advantage that gives us a 104 per-
cent superiority in total number of war-
heads. That, however, is only temporary,
because MIRV wasn't included in SALT
L. So we will be overtaken rather rapidly
now that the Soviers have tesied their
MIRV  capability on their lour new
1CBMs, which they will begin to deploy
by 1975.
PLAYBOY: You make it sound as though
we cane out on the short end in SALT L
ZUMWALT: We were able to ger a treaty on
the delensive, anti-ballisticmissile  side,
since we were ahead of the Soviets in that
area. On the offensive side, they were
willing to go into a five-vear freeze on
strategic missiles while they did the re-
scarch and  development  necessary 1o
climinate our technical superiority, both
offensive and defensive. And 1 supported
giving them superior numbers of mis-
siles. They were building at an impres.
sive rate and we were doing  almost
nothing. Tt was simply the best deal tha
could be gouen under the circumsiances.
But the President, the Secretary of De-
fense and the Joint Chiels of Staff all
agreed that the deal made sense only il
we built suthcient offensive nuclear weap-
onry to make it clear that we were poing
to stay equal with them, whether or not
there was any SALT II agreement. So
what is now going on is a very complex
military-political game in  preparition
for SAL'T 1L Il we're willing to demon-
strite an intention o match the Soviet
Union one way or another, they will
probably be rational abour taking the
least expensive route 1o parity; ic., an
agreement. That's why it's so orucial 10
return the Trident submarine program
to its original schedule and 10 move
ahead with the development of the Air
Force B-1 bomber.
PLAYBOY: Despite everything you say, one
cannot escape the feeling that all these
new programs—oflensive and defensive—
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and all these additional missiles are
dangerously redundant as well as waste-
ful. How much deterrent is enough;
where do we draw the line?

ZUMWALT: T can only repeat that, because
we will never strike first, the question
1sn’t so much one ol numbers of missiles
as of survivability. How much can the
Russians destroy in their first strike?
How much can we destroy as their de-
fenses get more and more sophisticated?
PLAYBOY: Are our current Polaris subma-
rines, with their Poscidon missiles, capa-
ble of inflicting enough damage on the
Soviets to deter them from a first strike
against us?

ZUMWALT: 1f nothing but the Polaris subs
survive, it would really depend on the
numbers of our Poscidon missiles that
penetrate the Soviet defenses. That, in
turn, would depend on whether or not
the Soviet Union had been successful in
cheating with regard to the anti-ballistic-
missile treaty. It would also depend on
whether or not the Soviets had devel-
oped the technology to track our Polaris
submarines—a capability they do not
now have.

PLAYBOY: But the Polaris can circle the
globe without surlacing and hide in 3000
square miles ol ocean while in range of
Russia. Hlow invulnerable can you get?
Why do we even need the new Trident
submarine?

ZUMWALT: Today the Polaris isn't vulner-
able at all: But its noise level is based on
the technology of the Filties. In view of
the increasing vulnerability of land-based
missiles and the increase of Soviet-war-
head size and accuracy, we can't risk
letting the Polaris system become vulner-
able through asyet-unforeseen Russian
technological developments. A new sys-
tem that is quieter and has a longer-range
missile will be much more secure in the
Seventies and Eighties.

PLAYBOY: Do you expect the Soviets to try
to cheat on the ABM treaty?

ZUMWALT: Yes, I do. Fhough at the pres-
ent time our intelligence apparatus has
no information that they have cheated,
the Soviets have never [lailed to cheat
when they believed they could get away
with it

PLAYBOY: Do the Russians consider us
honest—and, if so, do they consider that
a sign of weakness?

ZUMWALT: | have no way of knowing what
the Soviets really think. But I do believe
that under their ideology, they consider
the free and democratic way of life 1o
be somewhat naive and foolish. And I'm
confident of one thing: that the Soviets
believe, as 1 do, that it’s impossible for
the United States to cheat. In our free
and open society, any American policy
decision to cheat, however unlikely,
would be detected very quickly not only
by the Soviets but by our own media.
The Soviets have complete access to our
free press, to published reports of Con-

gressional hearings, o0 chamber-ol-com-
merce literature—and they can simply
get into a panel wruck and drive out and
look. At the same time, neither we nor
the Russian people have a good way to
find out what’s going on in the Soviet
Union.

PLAYBOY: Can’t our highly touted CIA
find out?

ZUMWALT: [ think the capability of the
CIA and all the rest of the intelligence
community who would check on Soviet
cheating is far from perlect, whereas the
Soviet capability 10 know what we are
doing is almost perfect.

PLAYBOY: In light of that, and of what yon
consider the Soviet willingness to cheat,
could any supervisory system ever be de-
vised that could give us complete security
in a disarmament treaty?

ZUMWALT: Yes. The simplest test of all:
on-site inspection.

PLAYBOY: Bui suppose the Soviets con-
cealed some sites from us—say in remote
areas of Siberia or the Urals.

ZUMWALT: Our agreement for on-site in-
spection would have to authorize a cer-
tain number of visits per year at the
option of the inspector, the limitation
being to prevent the inspection from just
being open harassment or an effort to
gain industrial intelligence. Let's assume
that we're talking about anti-ballistic-
missile systems that had been fabricated
and laid away for sudden deploying. II
all other imtelligence means couldn’t
reassure us that the warchouses were in-
nocent. we might want to inspect those
areas. The same would be true for missile
silos, and so [orth. But this is all a very
theoretical thing, because there is no dis-
cussion of any inspection at the present
time.

PLAYBOY: Manv people in America—even
on Capitol Hill—believe that rigid in-
spection may not be necessary, that
Russia is no longer out to bury the
U.S., that the Soviets want a peaceful,
stable world as much as we do. They be-
lieve that continued military build-up
simply [eeds our mutual paranoia, that if
we stopped building arms, the Russians
would stop, too.

ZUMWALT: Back in 1962, at the 18-nation
disarmament conference at Geneva, the
head of the Soviet delegation, Ambassa-
dor Zorin, gave an impassioned speech
using the dassic pseudoidealistic line ol
Moscow: “Let's disarm overnight. Let’s
both destroy our nuclear weapons imme-
diately and we'll enter a bright new
peaceful world”—without any regard, of
course, to how one side would check on
the other. So, during the colfee break, I
said to Ambassador Zorin, “Let’s assume
that both sides in good faith proceeded
to destroy every missile and nuclear wai-
head they had. And let's assume that
quite by accident the Soviet Union dis-
covered later that it had overlooked 100
missiles with nuclear warheads. What do

you suppose would happen?” The am
bassador came back with what I consider
a very honest answer from one profes
sional to another. He said, “First we
would tell you that we had found them.
Then we would deliver our ultimatum.”
PLAYBOY: But at this time of déiente, is
there any proof that Russia is still as ex-
pansionist as it once was?

ZUMWALT: Russia's Communist ideology is
expansionist. Brezhnev, in his private
discussions with the Communist leader-
ship in the Warsaw Pact. has said—and
this has been confirmed by our own
intelligence sources—that “we Commu-
nists have got to string along with the
capitalists for a while. We need their agri-
culture and their technology. But we're
going to continue massive military pro-
grams, and by the middle Eighties we
will be in a position to return to a much
more aggressive foreign policy designed
to gain the upper hand in our relation
ship with the West.”

PLAYBOY: In view of the President’s inter
est in détente with Russia, is there a new.,
olive-branching Nixon, risen phoenixlike
from the fire-breathing anti-Communist
Nixon?

ZUMWALT: No military man should wy 1o
evaluate his Commuander in Chief. Bue 1
happen to think his policy of détente,
coupled with his policy that détente can
be achieved satisfactorily only if we main-
tain military superiority. is a good policy.
PLAYBOY: If the Soviet Union is so aggres-
sive, why is Nixon so eager to establish
most-favored-nation wade arrangements?
And weren’t we being patsies to supply
Saudi Arabia with Phantom jetis when
they've blackmailed us by refusing us o1l?
Aren't we being suckers all around?
ZUMWALT: Regarding Saudi Arabia, these
programs were initiated before the oil
embargo. So the policy question wis
whether to drive them [urther into ce-
ment and tempt them to offer their long-
term friendship elsewhere, or to continue
to work with them on their naval-expan-
sion program while negotiating with
them to solve our oil dificulties. 1 think
the President’s trade policy toward Russia
is based on the judgment, which I share,
that it's a saler world if the United States
and the Soviet Union are striving, how-
ever imperfecly, o dampen down the
competition between them and to have
HE lll(l]l)' I)Oilll.‘i O[ ilgr{‘cl“l.'lll ill]ll t'UOP(_‘I'-
ation as possible. T also believe that the
trade arrangements are a cuvot during
umes of good Soviet behavior., and the
threat that such arrangements could be
broken is the stick to discourage bad
behavior.

PLAYBOY: Do you believe that the Soviets’
grand plan is really along the ominous
lines described by Brezhnev in his re-
cent discussions with other Communist
leaders?

ZUMWALT: 1 think the Soviet Union re-
gards the ideal world as one in which
states move gradually from a free-world
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orbit into status as client states. And
toward that end, I think the Soviets want
a clear superiority in strategic and con-
ventional military power. When we had
clear superiority, there were times like
the Cuban Missile Crisis when we mar-
shaled our power to protect our vital in-
terests and required the Soviet Union to
back down. With their much more
aggressive foreign-policy design, it scems
naive to assume that, when the Soviets
achicve conventional military superior-
ity, they won't use their power in similar
fashion.

PLAYBOY: Does America still have conven-
tional military superiority?

ZUMWALT: Admiral Moorer, the Chairman
of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, has stated in
unclassified testimony that the Soviets
have a significant capability today to in-
terdict our sea lanes. I agree with that.
And I think that that statement 15 an
upper estimate ol our capabilities. Since
the Cuban Missile Crisis, the Soviets have
embarked on the most massive nuclear
strategic building program in history. At
the same time, they've built three and a
half times as many ships as we have—
including an aircralt carrier, cruisers,
destroyers, submarines, amphibious ships
and auxiliary ships. During the past five
years, the U.S. Navy has given up more
than 400 ships. a net reduction of 80 ships
per year, and will drop to 511 ships by
the end of the fiscal year 1974, Of that,
50 percent need replacement as soon as
possible. Il this pattern continues, its
absolurely unarguable that the wend lines
of U.S. and Soviet naval capability are
going to cross.

PLAYBOY: Is it possible that they've inter-
sected already?

ZUMWALT: | think it's better [or me not o
answer that question for the public rec
ord. I've given my views to the commit-
tees of Congress.

PLAYBOY: When Admiral Moorer says that
the Russians have a “significant” capabil-
ity to interdict our sea lanes, what does
that mean to you?

ZUMWALT: [t means that the question is
now uncertiain as 10 whether or not we
could control and use the sea lanes in a
crisis—uncertain - whether or not we
could reinforce our allies in Europe or in
Japan, uncertain whether we could keep
our overseas imports moving across the
scas. And I believe that, despite the mas-
sive energy-development  program now
being launched, our appetite for encrgy
is growing so rapidly that we will be
requiring about 50 percent of our oil
from overseas in 1980. And at this mo-
ment, 69 of our 72 critical raw materials
come to us by sea.

PLAYBOY: But il the Soviets cut our sea
lanes, isn’t that war?

ZUMWALT: As long as one side is clearly
superior and both sides know i1, one side
will back off. It's during that period of
uncertainty, as the wrend lines cross, that

we have to be very uncomfortable. One
side might believe that the other side rec-
ognizes its superiority, but the other side
might not agree and refuse to back down.
PLAYBOY: Could you give a hypothetical
scenario of how Russia plans to bring
about domination?

ZUuMWALT: [ think it will be by a series of
salami slices in which they take a stand,
or change the political orientation of a
nation, and we feel unable 1o do any-
thing about it. Let's assume that it’s 1980
and  present Soviet swrategic building
programs—and our own limited pro-
grams—have continued at their cur-
rent levels. That means the Soviets will

probably have stategic  superiority—
greatly superior numbers of missiles,
greater  megatonnage, superior  throw
weight  and  more  warheads—Dbecause

they will have had time to deploy all
their MIRVs, And if Soviet naval build-
ing programs continue, they will have
mitritime superiority as well. With half
our oil still coming from the Middle
East, it's clear that the Soviets would
have a great temptation to tighten their
hold on that jugular.

Now, let's assume that in a Middle East
nation, a socialist rebel [action, beholden
to the Sovies, is threatening to take over
the government. The legitimate, friendly
regime has asked our help. Our decision
would be whether or not to support our
friends and try to break through, know-
ing that if the Soviets take us on with
conventional power, we would lose or be
forced to escalate 10 nuclear weapons.
And. of course, the Soviets would give us
a graceful, face-saving way to back down.
PLAYBOY: What would that be?

ZUMWALT: If I were the Soviets, 1 would
assure the U. S, thar if it would accommo-
date to this change in regime, I would en-
sure the uninterrupted llow ol oil. Then,
as soon as I had the situation fully
shaken down and stabilized, 1 would
begin to raise the price of oil a litle bit
at a time. I would continue at just the
rate necessary to ensure that the cconomy
ol the U.S. was kept very unstable. I
would always ger the U.S. 1o accommo-
date o cach new act ol cconomic agpres-
sion belore going on 1o the next—until T
was in a position to dictate whether or
not America had access to world markets.

PLAYBOY: In it sitwation like that, wouldn't
there be a public outcry lor military in-
terventon if necessaryz

ZUMWALT: Yes, in the scenario I've de-
scribed, there would be a very swrong
chauvinistic demand on the part of our
public to go in at any price. This would
happen alter several confrontations in
which we had backed down—and the na-
tion was heginning to get very, very cold
and the economy very. very had. It would
then be the responsibility of the top lead-
ership to make it clear to the nation that
we lacked the military capability to win.
PLAYBOY: In the alert against Russia dur-
ing last }‘c;n"s Middle East orisis, were we

really prepared to go to war with Russia,
on the assumption that we could win?
ZUMWALT: I can’t answer that. I don’t par-
ticipate in that process. That's a decision
for the President himself.

PLAYBOY: I[ that alert wasn’t just a Nixon
political ploy, how dose were we to war?
ZUMWALT: It was unquestionably an au-
thentic alert—a DEFCON 3 alert, third
in the hierarchy ol alerts.

PLAYBOY: Was this confrontation on a
level with the Cuban crisis?

ZUMWALT: The Cuban crisis was of longer
duration and was one in which the
relative power halance was so clearly in
favor of us, and so dearly recognized Iy
hoth sides, that I don’t think there was as
much inherent danger as there was in this
one. This time the power balance wasn't
as clear 1o everybody on both sides.
PLAYBOY: In a sense, the Isracli-Araly war
was a laboratory test of what our arms
would do against Russian-made weapon
ry il we decided 1o go up against the So
viets. In that conflict, some people feel
the Russians came up with technology
we couldn’t match, most notably their
Sagger antitank missile, which is visually
guided by a wire that unreels from the
launcher.

ZUMWALT:. There was much to be sober
about in that conflict. But the most im-
portant sobering feature, I think, was the
prolific quantity ol equipment that the
Soviets were able to provide. That was
something we couldn’t do. given the state
ol readiness of our forces and inadequate
funding. The second most important
feature of that conllict was the obvious
conlidence that the Sovieis must feel
about their own military position to be
able o give so prolifically and take the
resulting hazards. Remember that  lor
several years, we were spending 20 1o 50
billion dollars 1n Southeast Asia, while
the Soviets were able to devote that much
money. plus everything else they were in-
vesting, to their hardware.

PLAYBOY: But in terms of specific weap-
onry. how did we stack up?

ZUMWALT: There were areas in
which the Russian technology was sur-
prisingly good—such as the antitank mis-
sile you mention. We were also impressed
by their SAM  ground-to-air missiles,
though no comparison was possible, since
we had none of onr missiles over there
and their airerafy didn't get dose to any
Isracli missiles. But there were other
arcas in which U.S. technology was
clearly superior, For instance, the Israclis
were Hying our FAs and  A-ds, which
diramatically  outperformed the Soviet-
provided aircralt-weapons systems.
PLAYBOY: Did the Arabs have the most so-
phisticated planes that the Soviets have
developed?

ZUMWALT: No. Nor did Israel have the
most sophisticated U. S airaafe
PLAYBOY: You mean the 14 But isn’t
it true that the F-14, when it becomes

some
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operational, won't even equal the best
fighter Russia has right now?

ZUMWALT: No. The missile system of the
F-14 ts undoubtedly the best tactical mis-
sile system in the world today. And 1ts
fire-control system is the best in the
world today. The airplane is the world’s
best fighter, and will be for many years.
Which is very fortunate. since it’s the first
new fighter aircraft this country has pro-
duced in nearly 19 years.

PLAYBOY: Hasn't there been considerable
criticism about the amount of money the
plane has cost, the delays, the bugs during
development?

ZUMWALT: | disagree with those allega-
tions. First, we're spending less money on
the F-14 than we would have to spend for
an equally effective alternative. Within
the altitude range of the existing F-4, the
F-14 is three times as effective. So we are
forgoing the procurement of three times
as many F-ds and reducing the number of
carriers and the military personnel in the
Navy by virtue of having the F-11. And
above 80,000 [eet, there is no equally ef-
fective alternative to the F-14 and i
Phoenix missile system. It's the only air-
craft that can reach up and ger the Rus-
sian Foxbat flying above 80.000 feet.
There have been development problems
in the F-14. as there are in any proj-
cct—Dbur relative to most systems, they're
minimal. The only problem has been
Grumman's hscal survivability.

PLAYBOY: Why should the American pub-
lic have to pay—in taxes—Ior Grum-
man’s inefficiency, its inability to build
the F-14 within its low bid, Dbelow
McDonnell Douglas Corporation’s?
ZUMWALT: Because of inflation and loss
of business base, Grumman lost money
on ecach of its five annual deliveries.
That meant a corporate loss ol some
S85.000.000 before the contract was
revised 10 keep them from going bank-
rupt. Douglas  couldu’t  possibly  have
taken over ar that point and produced
the F-14 without a loss of a number of
vears, and we were already behind the
Soviets in lighter capability by a signifi-
cant Lactor. This decision made it possible
for the U.S. to regain its capability o
control and use the seas through naval air
power.

PLAYBOY: You've been quoted as saving
that the U. S, lleet is the key obstacle to
Russian ambitions for world domination.
Why is that?

ZUMWALT: Because man  has sill not
learned 1o walk on water, and the one
man who did wasn’t able to carry enough
logistical matériel 1o support a military
effort overseas. Russia can fly only a lim-
ied quantity of men and matériel. Some
six percent of all our millions of tons to
Southcast Asia, for example, went by air.
The other 94 percent had to go on the
surface of the sea.

PLAYBOY: Wc've been discussing only
Russia. What about China? When will it

become a [actor in the world military
‘.'lll.lill](.’!ll.J

ZUMWALT: | think the long-term national
goitl ol the Chinese is to he a primary su-
perpower and to begin the process of
changing uncommitted nations to client
states. It's going to be a good 20 10 25
years before they can begin o use the
same salamisslice conlrontation technique
against vs. But China will be a naval
threat to Japan considerably sooner.
PLAYBOY: What is China's short-term goal?
ZUMWALT: I sce no evidence that the So-
viet-Chinese ammagonism is going to case,
I think China’s immediate goal is to sur-
vive against what it perceives o be a
very serious threat from the Soviet
Union—from the much better equipped
armies and tactical air force arrayed
along the Chinese border. And I think it
fears Russia’s overwhelming strategic nu-
clear power. So at the present moment,
the interests of the People’s Republic of
China vis-i-vis the Soviet Union converge
sufhiciently with our own that they have
tended to be more helpful than harmful
since the President’s visit to Peking,
PLAYBOY: I'hat vision ol America, Russia
and China clbowing one another to gain
primacy is rather werrifying.

ZUMWALT: That's why it's so terribly im-
portant that we maintain military superi-
ority along with détente.

PLAYBOY: But at the same time, isn't there
a terrible dilemma over allocation of
what is a finite quantity of resources? A
very large number of Americans feel that
if we don’t stop spending so much money
on delense, there will be no America the
beautilul left o defend.

ZUMWALT: [ think it's a question of lhiow
much life insurance a nation should buy
in order 1o preserve its way ol lile. We're
talking about spending less than six per-
cent ol our gross national product on de-
fense—Iless than six percent of the ol
value of all goods and services the coun-
try produces in a year.

PLAYBOY: But whitever happened o that
peace dividend we were told would come
when the Vietam war was over?
ZUMWALT: | think the idea that there has
been no peace dividend—and that de-
lense  budgers continue 1o grow—has
been one of the greatest misconceptions
in this counury. In the last several vears,
the fraction ol our Federal budger spent
for defense has dropped [rom around 55
percent to less than 30 percent—nearly a
50 percent reduction. We are spending 33
percent less on defense than we were at
the height of the war. Meanwhile, ex-
penditures for human resources have
gone from around 30 percent to nearly
45 percent—a 50 percent increase. 1
might add that I think we've pone too
[ar. We've gone bevond a peace dividend
to a point of absolute imprudence.
PLAYBOY: In one of vour speeches, you
said that many social programs haven't
paid off in terms of results. Did you
mean to suggest that we should spend

more money on weapons because the so-
cial programs aren’t getting us anvwhere?
ZUMWALT: No. My pointis that defense ex-
penditures—which are lower, in terms of
pereentage ol the Federal budget, than at
any time since 1950—get an overwhelm-
ing degree of scrutiny, frst by those
responsible for producing cost-elfective
systems, and sccond by all the critics of
defense expenditures. And T firmly be-
lieve that we've wasted billions in do-
mestic programs that haven’t made a
contribution nearly equivalent to the
money spent—and in some cases have
been counterproductive. There seems 1o
be a point of view that if you just in-
crease the amount of money, the pro-
gram is going to get better.

PLAYBOY: But didn’t Eisenhower warn of
defense expenditures’ being inflated by
a military-industrial complex?

ZUMWALT: 1 think that was an artful
specch, written by a good speechwriter,
which came across his desk at just the
right time and has achieved much more
acclaim than was really due.

PLAYBOY: Once we've bought a vast mili-
tary capability, doesn’t that tempt us 1o
use it—to get drawn into foreign con-
Irontations  that could become new
Vietnams?

ZUMWALT: It's quite clear that if you don't
have the military power, you can’t get in-
volved. It's also quite dear that you can't
defend yoursell. We can't afford that.
PLAYBOY: But isn’t there already too much
American presence abroad?

ZumwaLt: It's a simplistic slogan  that
we've become the world's  policeman.
Our leadership is simply trying to assure
preservation of our way ol lile and econ-
omy. And the fact is that the American
presence abroad has gone down dramati-
cally. We ended World War Two with
something like 1100 major overseas
bases: we're down to about 3. Our abil-
ity 1o apply power overseas is shrinking
at an impressive rate. And the Soviets’ is
going in just the reverse direction as they
acquire access to bases in Egypt. Iraq, So-
mitlia. Yemen. India. So if your theory is
right. you should be very reassured. And
il my theory is right, then there is great
cause for concern.

PLAYBOY: One ol the prime insiruments
used to proclaim an American presence
15 the aircraft carrier. In a speech, you
went so far as to say that il the carrier
can’'t survive. America 't survive.
Surely that's an enormous overstatement.
ZUMWALT: I's an absolutely correct siate-
ment. It's really all so simple, you just
want to ary. A carrier is a floating, sover-
cign airfield whose purpose, besides rein-
forcing our allies” and our own [lorces
overseas, is to protect the sea lanes from
air attack and to help protect them from
submarine autack. If the aircaraflt carrier
can't survive to do that, then America
can't continue to bring in by ship almost
all of its eritical resources or reinforce
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our allies or evacuate U. S. [orces.
PLAYBOY: Whyv can’t the sea lanes be pro-
tected by land-based aircrafe?

ZUMWALT: Because land-based air power
simply doesn’t have the range to protect
the middle ol the oceans. Nor can land-
based planes in Europe be counted on to
apply power overseas. NATO nations
will not necessarily allow us use of their
airficlds—or even overflight righis—to
support a non-NATO confrontation. In-
cidentally, a number ol the Senators who
had spoken strongly against carriers were
in touch with the Pentagon urging their
deplovment in support ol Israel during
the 1973 Middle East crisis.

PLAYBOY: There is a school of thought,
which includes many members of Con-
gress, that aircraft carriers are dinosaurs
out of the past. “floating collins” com-
pletely vulnerable to modern weaponry.
ZUMWALT: The vulnerability of aircralt
carriers is, I consider, one ol the most
dramatically misstated assertions in the
body politic today. I think you have to
ask yoursell: Relative to what are they
vulnerable? In a nuclear war, every im-
portnt fixed tirget—New York, all Stra-
tegic Air Command bases. virtually all
fixed missile-launching facilities—would
be destroved. Some  ships,  however,
would survive. It's just that much harder
to hit a moving target. I'd rather be on a
carrier bridge than on any land target
when the missiles start to fly. Bue let's
considler a conventional war. In the
Southeast Asia war, our aircralt carriers
went into the Gull of Tonkin, surround-
ed on three sides by hostile or potentially
hostile rervitory. They stayed there for
seven or eight years of the war: no air-
cralt was ever destroved by enemy action
on one ol those carriers. Yet, during the
same period. over 400 aircraflt were de-
stroyed on airfields ashore and over 4000
were damaged. In the Korean War, all
the airfields in South Korea were over-
run in the first few weeks. The aircralt
carriers weren't touched. They staved oft
the Pusan perimeter and saved it and
covered the amphibious landing ac In-
chon that turned the war around.

You have to go all the way back to
World War Two 1o find carriers that were
attacked. In World War Two, Essex-class
carriers were struck by as many as four of
the most intellizent missiles ever devised:
the kamikaze aircraft. Yet none of these
carriers was sunk and most could have
been back in action in a matter of hours.
Since then, we've built much more surviv-
ability into owr carriers. The most recent
involuntary laboratory test was aboard
the nuclear carrier Enterprise a few years
ago, when a wagic fire exploded U. S,
bombs—the equivalent of cight or nine
missiles—Dbut the carrier could have been
back in action very quickly.

PLAYBOY: Were the carriers that were
deploved  in the Gull  of Tonkin
left alone becanse the North Vietnam-
ese dudn’t have missiles of  suflicient

sophistication to damage them severely?
ZUMWALT: They had MIG aircrali. And
the Soviets could have given them mis-
siles il they thought it was the intelligent
thing to do.

PLAYBOY: Exactly. Does the fact that our
carriers weren't attacked in Korea and
Vietnam prove that they couldn’t be
attacked?

ZUMWALT: Well, the Communists had the
advantage of observing what happened
in World War Two when carriers were at-
tacked. So they made an intelligent dedi-
sion not to attack them. In other words,
the Communists  are militarily more
knowledgeable than some of those in this
country who are claiming the vulner-
ability of curiers. And they knew they
would lose far more politically than they
would win militarily if they initiated
such attacks.

PLAYBOY: But surcly a guided missile with
an atomic warhead could obliterate a car-
rier with ease.

ZUMWALT: A mussile has 1o be fired with
good target information originating lrom
an aircralt, ship or submarine. That in-
formation-relay station can be dealt with
by a carrier. At sea there is open territory
through which the enemy cannot sneak—
no hills 10 hide behind, no valleys 1o
hide in. And you have a target that's con-
stantly moving.

PLAYBOY: A nuclear warhead exploded in
the air wouldn't have to be particularly
close 1o the target.

ZUMWALT: [rue, if the fire-control infor-
mation was accurate and the bomb was
delivered in a mawer of minutes belore
the carrier—which can do about 35
knots—could steam out ol the blast area.
PLAYBOY: How about radioactivity?
ZUMWALT: You simply run in such a direc-
tion that the wind takes the radioactivity
away Irom you. I might add that under
water, an atomic warhead has o be ex-
ploded surprisingly dose to a submarine
to destroy it.

PLAYBOY: Do the Russians share your con-
viction that carriers aren’t sitting ducks?
ZUMWALT: Therr first carrier is launched
already and is completing its fitting out.
Their second is under construction.
They are about the size of our Essex-class
carriers and can handle only vertical-take-
oft aircraft and helicopters. Once they've
gained experience with these ships, 1 be-
lieve they will immediately start the
design ol second-generation carriers able
to handle sophisticated tactical aircralt.
And I belicve their objective is to have
a lurger number of carriers than we do.
PLAYBOY: Would a conventional sea battle
today be significantly different  from
those of World War Two?

ZUMWALT: No. It would be similar in strat-
cgy and the weapons systems, while difter-
ent, aren’t dramatically so. But the naval
ship of the luure, the surlace-elfect ship
that wavels on an air cushion, could
revolutionize war at sca. A ship the size ol

a small cruiser might do 80 1o 100 knots,
PLAYBOY: Last October, there was a mo-
tion in the Senate o wim the milivary
budget by S500.000.000, and it passed 51
to 47, although the cuts were eventually
restored. Congressional authorization for
a new nuclear carrier amd a new schedule
for the Trident submurine twok a tre-
mendous lobbyving effort by the Penta-
gon. There seem to be many legislators
who cither don’t hear you or don’t be-
lieve you.

ZUMWALT: You will recall that during the
rise of Hitler and Mussolini, the voices
speaking out about the need to arm—
Winston  Churchill’s  being  foremost
among them—were in a distinct minor-
itv. In America, the vote to restore the
draft in the last critical months prior 1o
the breakout of World War Two carried
by only a single vote. The fact that a de-
mocracy allows such major divergencies
in public opinion is both its strength and
its weakness. But it's very hard 1o por-
suade the people of a Iree society o be
overly concerned when they themselves
don’t leel directly threatened.

PLAYBOY: Do vou believe that the men
and women in Congress who believe in
lower military budgets are fools?
ZUMWALT: There are some members of
Congress who simply don’t believe what
the people in the Pentagon are telling
them. There are others who feel that
we're wrong about how much force is re-
quired, that we already have enough
force. But I don’t believe that any of
these men have gone through it in the
detail that those of us responsible for
military-contingency planning have. And
then there are other Congressmen who
just fecl that you can wrust the Soviet
Union 10 behave. And there is another
small group who auack the military and
its programs because they Ieel that i will
advance their political careers—and I'd
better not say whar 1 think of them. It's
important to note, however, that in Con-
gress the support for our defense is such—
and the respect for the Armed Services
Committee is  such—that  almost  all
amendments o cut the committee’s au-
thorization bill have been defeated by a
solid majority.

PLAYBOY: When you were criticized for
lobbying so intensively on Capitol Hill,
you said you should have at least the
same lobbying privileges as the Russians.
ZUMWALT: Regrettably, that was a rather
flip remark 1 made, bu ics true that the
Soviet Embassy has some personnel who
keep in touch with members ol the stafls
ol various Congressmen and Senators.
Senator Jackson stated on the floor ol
the Senate that we should have seen the
lobbying pressure he received from the
Soviets when he was wying to get his
ABM-reaty amendment through.
PLAYBOY: How are your own relations on
Capitol Hill?

ZUMWALT: I've been a very hard target on
the Hill. By and large, my opponents
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have had only hall a bull’s-cve 1o shoot
at. Some of those who have tended to dis-
agree with my views on swrong delense
have lelt that we were right in trying to
modernize lifestyles in the Navy, allow-
ing things like longer hair and sideburns
and trying to produce racial integration.
And some of the Congressmen who were
opposed to those personnel changes have
tended 10 back me in my defense views.
PLAYBOY: You sent out 119 directives,
nicknamed Z-grams, that have made the
Navy far and away the most liberalized
of the three Services.

ZUMWALT: | wouldn’t use the word liberal-
ized but rather modernized. We brought
in groups of naval personnel from all
over the world for two wecks at a time to
come up with suggestions. Then they met
with me. my principal deputies and the
Secretary ol the Navy, when he could be
there, to discuss their grievances and
their suggestions. Between 50 and 75 per-
cent ol their ideas were acted upon. 1 was
persomally amazed, on listening to the
minority groups, to find out in how many
ways, subtle and unbeknownst, there was
discrimination—such as lack of qualified
barbers and beauticians, black-oriented
foods, magazines, hooks, music.

PLAYBOY: Why hadn't these needs been
communicited long before to their im-
mediate superiors?

ZUMWALT: The truth is that hearing about
it as asingle request from a single person
on a single picce of paper, we don't grasp
the intensity of feeling that one gets
when one listens 1o a group,

PLAYBOY: What sorts ol things did the
Z-grams do lor minorities?

ZUMWALT: Well, lor example. Z-gram num-
ber 66 diveas that each base station, air-
craft squadron and ship have, on a
concurrent-duty basis, a minority group
olficer or sentor petty oflicer as an assist-
ant lor minority affairs; and that this
man have direa access to the command-
ing officer. We also set up a Navy Wives'
Ombudsman program, and there must be
a minority wife in that.

PLAYBOY: Why are there so few black offi-
cers in the Navy?

ZUMWALT: When I became detailing offi-
cer in the Burcau ol I Personnel—
that’s (he ofhce that writes oflicers’ or-
ders—someone passed on to me what he
thought wis bona fide policy for dealing
with black oflicers: Send them inumnedi-
ately into rvecruiting duty, which at that
time was very poor professional duty.
Then, this man went on to say, you
extend their tour as long as you can.
Nexr, send them o the worst kind of sea
duty you can find—a broken-down auxil-
iary ship, for example. When they've
completed that tour, they gencerally get
p:lss(:d over, because they haven't had
adequate prolessional background. That's
all been changed for some time, but we
en’'t done a good enough job of
in adequate numbers of minor-
ity personnel. At the Naval Academy this

year, however, we took in over 100 blacks
in a class of about 1200, so we're getting
close to the national fraction.

PLAYBOY: Whau is the highest rank held by
a Dblack?

ZUMWALT: We have one black rear ad-
miral—Sam Gravely-—formerly director
of Naval Communications, now in com-
mand of a destrover flotilla. It's indica-
tive of the problem that he is the first
bliack who has ever been eligible for flag
rank, and there hasn't been another eligi-
ble since he was selected three years ago.
PLAYBOY: Did the opposition to the Z-
gram program have to do mostly with
race?

ZUMWALT: There is no doubt in my mind
that a significant and perhaps primary
source of the concern expressed was, i
fact, concern about racial mreg
rather than the issues raised: “permissive-
ness.” “lack ol good order and disci-
pline.” When the change in naval hair
standards came, there were also those
who felt there was a correlation between
close-cut hair, smooth-shaven faces and
good character. They had 1o be reminded
that our great-grandlathers—with their
beards, mustaches, sideburns and long
hair—were a prerty sturdy lot.

PLAYBOY: How about women in the
Navy—how many are on sea duty now?
ZUMWALT: Sixty-five, on a hospital ship.
PLAYBOY: In what capacities do they serve?
ZUMWALT: Any way a man does. I[ the
cqual-opportunity  amendment  is  rati-
ficd, you realize, it will be illegal not 10
send women to sea. In principle, there is
no reason why a woman shouldn’t be a
commanding officer of a ship, an exccu-
tive offlicer, a chicf engincer. The Rus
stans and  Israelis use their women in
interchangeable roles with their men. In
an cra ol an all-volunmeer Navy, tha in-
creases by exaaly twice the pool from
which we can draw.

PLAYBOY: What about the problem of
what some call friggin® in the riggin’?
ZUMWALT: | think that the average mili-
ty individual will seek nonmilitary ac-
tivity ofl the ship.

PLAYBOY: Isn't that a considerable risk,
boys being boys and girls being girls?
ZUMWALT: The overwhelming majority
will follow the rules, so that problem
won’t debilitate a ship any more than
any other kind of misbehavior. There's
just a lot more emortion associated with it
than common sense would dictate.
PLAYBOY: T'here 1s also concern about the
possibility that successive younger gen-
erations, incr 1gly more antimilitary,
might be capuble of devastning sabo-
tage il ever [orced into the Service. The
carrier Ranger was crippled by a paint
scraper and two bolts thrown into its
main reducion gear, and in Viemam
there was lagging—the “accidental” kill-
ing of unpopular officers during combat.
ZUMWALT: There are extremely small per-
centages in all the Services who engage in
that kind ol activity, and there alwiarys

have been. But i's my judgment that it
won't ever assume major proportions. 1
think every young generation’s approach
to the world is to generalize idealisti-
Gilly—dissauisfied with what they see—
hoping for a better world. The process ol
maturing improves the society as they
work to achieve their ideals. They also
learn that the only way in which they can
arrive at positions of influence sufficient
to improve society is to make certain
compromises. It seems to me that the es-
sence of growil is to learn how o do that
without giving up one’s fundamental
beliels and  aspirations. When people
achieve positions of importance, the real
test. for maval officers or petty officers
or anybody, is whether they recall those
vouthlul aspirations and measure them-
sclves against those carly ideals, modi-
fied by maturity, but hopefully not
too much.

PLAYBOY: A naval officer, as the enforcer
ol discipline on a ship, would scem 1o
wield very considerable power and to be
surrounded to a very considerable degree
with the obvious wrappings of power—
the uniforms. the salutes, the “Sirs,” the
fecling that his word is law to those be
neath him, especially 10 the enlisted men.
The captain of a ship has, in effect, a
small town completely in his control.
Can’t this power become corrupting?
ZUMWALT: An officer really doesn’t have
the kind ol dictatorial power that cor-
rupts—or much chance w0 get carried
away by the authority he does have. [
well recall when T reported aboard my
first ship as an ensign and was made divi
ston ofhcer of the clearical division. The
division’s senior peuty oflicer was a won-
derflul old chief electrician’s mate named
Harrison. He walked up 1o me and said,
“Ensign Zumwalt, there’s only two times
of the day that T want to see you. One ol
them is at morning quarters and  the
other is when [ bring someone around
that I want you to put on report.” I had
to carn his respect, and only then did
he delegate responsibility upward. That
kind of experience doesn’t exacly make
you feel all-powerful. If you throw your
weight around too much. unreasonably
or unfairly, it isn't long before your
chiel peny oflicer, through another chiel
peuy oflicer, manages to ger word to
your department  head—or, il tlin
doesn’t work. 10 vour executive oflicer. Tl
you managed in some way to deleat that,
one of your scamen would write a letter
to his Congressman—and you would find
you didn’t have the control vou thought
you did. And, frankly. there are the old
traditions ol honor and integrity and
pride in service and love ol country thin
most ofhcers still live by,

PLAYBOY: But from time to time, some
very ugly things have surlaced that make
a deep impression on the public and
help feed a strong anvimilicary feeling
in America. So you get the distrustiul
faction in Congress and Americins who




<POTIASS A
CARE PYES

":‘W" _":v-k »
. :.1*?3 . e SRR P
b . + e ub

-.ﬂ.'

good likea clgarette shopld.__ =

—_ - g e =
- - = w

= tastes

.__.,.

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

1874 R REYMDLOS ToBACCA £0:

Rl e 26 mg. " tar™, lﬂmg nicoting av. per mgarene FTC fieport SEPT. 73




PLAYBOY

88

believe the military is quite willing to
deceive the public. An obvious exam-
ple is the secret bombing in Cambodia
and Laos.

ZUMWALT: | have to reject that as an ap-
propriate accusation to level against the
military. I don’t know of any other organ-
ization in the U. S. in which there is such
an overwhelming dedication to meticu-
lous obedience to civilian authority in
loreign or military affairs. I think that our
Secretary of Delense, Dr. Schlesinger, was
right in making the point some time ago
that the military was not responsible for
the decisions in Laos and Cambodia—
that we were carrying out orders.
PLAYBOY: Hasn't that statement, “We
were carrying out orders,” become anathe-
ma? It was said in Germany after the
war. It was said by Nixon aides during
Watergate. There is a tremendous feeling
in America that wo many people have
just been following orders.

ZUMWALT: Let me come right back at you
on that one. T don't leel the slightest
qualms about my position as a military
man. [ believe in carrying out cvery
order I get to the letter, as long as I think
it's consistent with my Christian ethics
and my moral values. If T were asked 1o
do something inconsistent with my con-
science, [ wouldn’t hesitate to resign my
job and rewurn 1o civilian life. On the
other hand, I think the public wouldn’t
want a military organization in which
each man said 1o himself, “Do I like that
order or not? Do I think it’s a good idea
or not?” That’s the kind ol thing that
leads to the coups we see going on in
other countries.

PLAYBOY: If you were told to lie to the
American  public—and o Congress—
about bombing in Cambodia, would you
go right ahead and do it?

ZUMWALT: To the best of my knowledge
and belief. no military man was told to
lic about hombing.

PLAYBOY: Reports were falsihied.
ZUMWALT: | wouldn’t describe the acts
that were perpetrated as falsification of
reports. Those who had a need o know in
the Executive and Legislative branches
knew where the bombs were falling
and knew that the reports were being
submitted in two ways. Those that had to
go into the computer for purposes of de-
termining logistics and other data were
entered o indicate that the targets had
been in South Vietnam. It seems to me it
was a reasonable decision for a Com-
mander in Chiel to make lor foreign-
policy reasons at the time. 1 further think
that the bombing of Cambodia made a
significant contribution toward the re-
duction of loss of American lives and was
considered to be very important in accel-
erating the day we could withdraw our
forces. It's very easy, in the light of Mon-
day-morning quarterbacking. to go back
and criticize those decisions.

PLAYBOY: By bombing territory in neutral
countries and not telling most ol Con-
gress, didn’t the military and the Execu-
tive branch usurp Congress’ warmaking
powers?

ZUMWALT: It's obviously a very gray area
upon which honorable men can disagree.
But given the overriding need to keep
that inlormation quiet at the time to save
U. S. hves, I think notilying just the key
Congressional leadership was as [ar as
one could go without its becoming public
information.

PLAYBOY: Do you think, then, that the
American people are unreasonable to
feel they've been lied to by their in-
stitutions?

ZUMWALT: [ don’t feel that way with re-
gard o everything that’s happened. 1
think the American people do have the
right 1o feel in some ways that they were
misled in the way in which this country
became involved at the outser of the
Vietnam war. I don't think there was an
open and free dialog hetween the Execu-
tive and the Congress and the public at
that time.

pLaYBOY: If there had been, would we
have gone in?

ZUMWALT: | think the odds are that we
wouldn't—Dbut that's very iffy.

PLAYBOY: At that time. you wrote a posi-
tion paper that said we shouldn’t get
involved.

ZUMWALT: That was in 1962, when I was
on the staff of the Assistant Secretary of
Delense. My reasoning was that, fst, the
issues there weren't at that time ones of
vital interest o the U, 8. and, second, that
it would be a very long and costly war if
we were going to wry to do it as a lind war.
I did say that il we went in, we should
do it with a decisive use ol torce. But ]
recommended that we should not go in.
PLAYBOY: You told us that il you were
asked to do wnything that violaed your
moritl code, you would resisn. But you
served as Commumder ol Naval Forces in
Vietnam—a  war you didw't feel was
called for. And this was a war in which
the Navy dropped a third ol all the
bombs, a war in which 22,000 square kilo-
meters of cropland and hardwood forests
were defoliated, in which nearly hall of
the 22500000 population became refu-
gees, olten several times over. There were
1,390,000 casualuies, half of them caused
by U. §. and South Vietnamese firepower.
Many Americans felt that we were de-
stroying a nation in order to save it
Wasn't there any moral dilemma in all
that for you?

ZUMWALT: No, T have no qualms ac all
about my role in Viemam. And it's al-
ways interesting to me that those kinds of
statistics are accumulated about the Viet-
nam war, a war I abhorred. but theyv're
not accumulated about World War Two,
a much more brutal war in which we
went in and cut out the most lucrative

and civilized parts of the enemies’ cities—
not jungle or forest. War is hell—
whether it's Sherman marching through
Georgia to bring down the South or
whether it's the kind of war we fought in
South Vietnam. But it seems to me that
the guestion of destruction in South Viet-
nam has been applied differently from the
question ol destruction in our other wars.
PLAYBOY: Wasn't there a very big differ-
ence between getting the Germans and
the Japanese before they got us and get
ting the North Vietnamese and the Viet
Cong hefore they got South Vietmams?
ZuMwALT: Well, T think it's right to ask
ourselves whether or not we should be
more careful about putting our national
honor behind commitments to nations.
But when I took over my command in
1968, 1 agreed with the Administration
that it could be very bad for this coun-
try's future if we abandoned an ally 1o
whom we had committed our national
honor—and turned over the majority of
a non-Communist society to a Commu-
nist regime it detested. Our failure 1o
meet the commitment, however unwise
the initial decision, could have destroyed
our whole network of alliznces around
the world. The long-term ramifications
could not have been overstated.
PLAYBOY: Wl stuck in the auaw of so
many Americans was that the peasants, re-
mote from their leadership, scemed to be
the chiel casuwalties of our international
politics. Trying to win an unwinnable
war for our national honor, we poured in
more and more men with sophisticated
weaponry that rained down destruction
on very ill-defined targets, devastating
vast arcas ol “suspected Vier Cong con-
centration”—inflicting 200,000 or morc
civilian casualties from U.S. and South
Vietnamese bombardment. In a 1946
U. S. military court, a Japanese general
was convicted and hanged because his
troops killed 25,000 noncombatants in
the Philippines. Why shouldn’t our own
military be wried for similar crimes?
ZUMWALT: Let me say st thay 1 don't
have any basis for assuming that your fig-
ures are accuriate.
pLAYBOY: They come from the Congres-
sional subcommittee charged with mves-
tigating war-related civilian problems in
Indochina.
ZUMWALT: I don’t have any basis for as-
suming that their figures are accurate.
Now, there's no doubt that innocemt «
vilians were killed as a result of U. S, mili-
tary action—Dbut it wasn’t military policy
to kill citizens, as it was in the case ol
that Japanese general. And, therefore, T
don’t think that the cases are similar at
all. And finally, I don’t think that an of-
ficer in command should be tried where
civilians were killed as the result of a mis-
take—unless the wmistake  could  hawve
been prevented by prudence.
Furthermore, I spent 20 months i
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South Vietnam, and T was in the field al-
most every day. I never saw an example
of indiscriminate pattern bombing. I saw
several occasions when, through errar, a
populated area was hit when gunfire
went astray or a bomb missed its target.

“Bur in every case, I'saw the most vigorous

efforts to investigate what had happened,
what had gone wrong, whether it could
have been prevented, and cfforts to en-
sure that a repetition of that kind of mis-
take didn’t happen.

PLAYBOY: Be that as it may, it was [re-
quently reported in the press that the
peasants regarded us as just as dangerous
as the Communists.

ZUMWALT: That’s a perception with which
I don't agree, as 1 saw the Vietnamese. As
we expanded their navy from 17,500 o
40,000, Vietnamese young men came in
from the villages and hamlets throughout
the entire counuy. There is absolutely
no question that those young men had
been raised by their families 1o detest the
idea of being subjugated by a Commu-
nist insurgency. They were ready to fight
like tigers against Communist tvranny.
However imperfect the Saigon regime, it
maintained a better two-way communica-
tion with its populace than does Hanoi.
[ believe that 80 o 90 percent of the
North Vietnamese are uncommitted and,
i order to survive, have learned what
to say and what not to say—or they
actually  disbelieve and are afraid to
speak up. The Hanoi regime stays in
power by merely shooting dissidents and
brainwashing the survivors.

PLAYBOY: How can you feel such outrage
about that when the Saigon regime,
which we fought to preserve. imprisons
its political opponents—under horrily-
mg conditions?

ZUMWALT: Their regime is not one that
operates in the image we believe in in
this country. But it's improving and it's
far from the absolute tyranny of the
North. But I'd like 10 say something else
about our conduct of the war. In my
opinion, the devastation in Vietnam
wis because ol the way the Communists
fought the war. not the way we did. It
was a Communist insurgency that en-
twined itsell within the social fabric—
that threw hand grenades into market
places just to destroy and maim, or into
a community meeting where innocent
women and children were watching a
TV set—an insurgency that assassinated,
fired into backs, burned crops and hous-
es, destroyed village chiefs one alter an-
other. On our part, I recall numbers of
cases where our men didn’t even return
fire because it wis coming from @ place
surrounded by lots of scttlements. Our
tactics to deal with that type of encmy
were designed to minimize the loss of
American lives. I saw many wonderlul
men die because they wouldn't fire back

in the face of enemy fire when it came
from villages in which there were women
and children. I've seen many cases of
American sailors’ adopting children and
looking out for their mothers and fa-
thers—slipping handouts 1o them in the
way ol food and other things. The aver-
age American was a good man and he
was @ much maligned man in that war, as
a résult'of some very biased reporting.
PLAYBOY: But, Admiral, isn't that vision
of the high-minded American soldier ver-
sus the savage Viet Cong somewhat sim-
plistic in the light of all the westimony by
veterans about U. S. atrocities? A colonel
has testified that every large combat unit
had its own, perhaps smaller version of
My Lai. Soldiers have testified that pilots
mounted sirens on their helicopters to
tarify peasants working in the  fields
and, when the pcasants ran, gunned
them down. A rifleman described men
bringing back ears of dead Viet Cong for
body counts; some wore the ears on cords
around their necks; and at headquarters,
there was an “ear board.” To get prison-
ers to talk, it was reputedly common
practice to attach field-telephone wires
to testicles or pound dowels into ears.
Others were pushed out of helicopters to
get surviving prisoners to talk. Village
houses were burned down with the occu-
pants inside during “Zippo™ raids. And at
the Calley wial, it came out that we
drove civilians ahead ol our woops to
detonate any mines or booby traps.
ZUMWALT:  Unquestionably, there were
cases of individual vansgression, but I re-
jeet absolutely the conclusion that the
average American fighting man was a
sadistic beast. He was not. There were un-
doubtedly individual officers who con-
doned such practices, but they were in a
very small minority. The policy was
against it and almost every ofhicer with
whom I came in contact not only recog-
nized that but spent a lot of time talking
to his men about the proper attitude
toward the war.

PLAYBOY: However we fought it, could the
witr have been won?

ZUMWALT: As [ said. I don’t think we
should have gone in in the first place,
but having made that decision, I think
we should have applied air power much
morc directly at the vital targeis—as was
done finally in 1972 by President Nixon
with the bombing of Hanoi and the min-
ing ol the seaports. That stopped the
flow of supplies for the first 30 1o 60 days
and they never got back up 1o their orig-
inal level of flow. So T think we could
have achieved much carlier the result
that finally was achieved.

PLAYBOY: Many Americans fear that they
must be prepared to die in litde wars
in obscure [oreign countries to protect
America's “vital interests.” Do you think
that’s a legitimate fear?

ZUMWALT: [ think rather that there is a

prospect, il the United States maintains
necessary military programs, that the
leavening process within  the  Soviet
Union and the People’s Republic ol
China can, over a time, begin to produce
a scries ol reaties, understndings, ar-
rangements that will reduce the prospect
of armed conflict. It's going 10 be a very
long, very difhcult, very painstaking
process taking decades, not years. I think
one of the toughest things 1o get across
in a democaacy is the idea of having o
gird our loins for a 30-year struggle for
peice. The Communists have no problem
whatsoever in getting Hanoi to think in
terms ol a 30-year struggle 1o take over
South Vietnam.

PLAYBOY: You talked earlier about how,
il present wrends continue, it's inevitable
that we will lose control of the seas and
even our ability to negotiate with the
Communists. One gets the feeling that
perhaps you think the totalitarian system
is proving more effective than the demo-
cratic system.

ZumwaALT: Over the last several hundred
years, nations have used a combination
of power and politics. I think the new
element in the modern era is a theology
that has converted itsell into a bureau-
cratic system for retention of power
against the wishes of its people. It has
maintained a vicious control over public
opinion and the press and has linked all
ol its assets in ways that democratic na-
tions will never be able to do. But I
believe that over the long haul, the
dreadlul practices of the Soviet regime
toward its own people and its client
states will become a significant liabiliwy
to the Soviet Union. So the key factor is
for the West to retain suficient military
superiority to deter the Soviet Union
from militant foreign-policy adventures
until this weakness ol theirs can eat away
at their vitals.

PLAYBOY: There are those who believe
that many of our own values and faiths
have gone down the drain—endangering
the nation’s ability to respond 1o its lead-
ership, and perhaps even to survive.
ZUMWALT: Onc of the hopes of this coun-
iry is thav out of each brustration comes
renewed dedication to getting on with
those things to which the country is truly
committed. The popularity of any given
leadership may rise or fall, but under-
neath I think a very large majority has
an unchanging dedication to what I call
our mational idcalism. The greatest
strength we have going lor us is the moti-
vation, spirit and drive that can wuly be
marshaled in a democratic way ol life.
The problem is that our people must he
adequately forewarned of danger so that
this motivation can be marshaled belore
it's too late. If we can do that, we have
a chance o survive.
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My [riends
tell me my nasty
nature can be seen from
my profile. Straight on, I
look like a Pekingese:
round, protuberant eyes;
a fixed, malicious stare; a
snub nose; a wide, curving
mouth. But from the side,
they say, my face reminds
them ol a fist ready
to hit somebody in the
nose. It's really more than
a nasty nature you're
born with and can’t do
anything about. It’s a
deep-down anger that got
hold of me when I was
about 15 and never lelt
me. This anger, like a
watch that's self-winding,
goces on its own, without
motive or provocation.
And then, because ol this
anger, I always feel like
arguing. At this point, [
can hear what the usual
busybody will ask: “Why
so angry? Why always
ready to pick a fightz” And
my answer to the people
who want to know too
much but don’t know
there’s nothing to know
is always precise:
“Who knows?"”

Especially mornings
when I just wake up, I'm
so mad that if the world
were a dish or a glass, I'd
smash it to bits on the
floor. No doubt about it,
I have to pick an argu-
ment like a smoker necds

ILLUSTRATIONS BY MARCIA MARX

to smoke, a drinker
needs to drink and a drug
addict needs to trip. But,
unluckily for me, I can’t
work off this wrge to
quarrel at home. My par-
CIILS aTe NOt Very success-
{ul shopkeepers (they have
a perfumery in the Prati
district, where there are
dozcns of shops like theirs,
and better ones at that).
Thev're two vague old
angcels who are as in love
as they were the day they
were married. My vounger
sister, who's at teachers
college, is an angel, too,
the studious type, fussy,
hard-working. My brother
is a louler, maybe even a
delinquent, but since I'm
very fond of him, to me
he's an angel, too.

Well, I can't take out
my fighting urge on this
family ol angels, so I've
[ound another way. I go
out mornings and choose
a street corner to stand on,
it doesn’t matter which as
long as there's a traffic
light. T take my stance
against a light pole, like
the whores I'm imitating,
pulling my chest back and
shoving my belly out, so
my crotch will show, thick
and oblong like a bar of
soap. And then my legs,
the best thing I have going
for me, are so perfect
you'd think I got them
[rom the stocking models
they have in show win-
dows. As soon as [ spot

“it won’t be a party,’ he

told her, ““7’ll be the only
one there”—but things didn’t
lurn out quite that way

fiction By Albesto Moravia
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a car with just the driver in it, T start
thumbing a ride. The driver looks me
over, my thumb, my face. my “bar of
soap” and my great mannequin legs. The
car keeps going for a few [eet as il by
inertia, then slows down and stops. T run
up to it. hop in, slam the door. Without
beating around the bush, I ask, “Where
arc you headed:”

My direct approach gives him courage;
he doesn’t know [ have treated every-
body like pigs cver since the student
riots. These drivers are usually very po-
lite, very accommodating. “Where would
you like to goz” So then I make a quick
guess at how long it will take to have a
good. drawn-out fight. If. say. I'm at Piaz-
za Cavour, I think of a square on the
other side of town, Piazza Bologna. Well,
believe it or not, not very many turn me
down. Most of them shilt into gear, their
hopes rising. and begin the usual swing
of questions as they drive. “What's vour
name? Where are you from? What do vou
do? Student? Do you have a job? Do vou
have a boviriend? Do vou make it with
him?" Ere. I give them quick answers
and get right down to the fight

For instance, if we're talking about
how we make our living, and one of them
says he's a building contractor, 1 attack:
“What? You say vou're a building con-
tractor? Really? You're in the construc-
tion business? That's good. because I've
been waiting a long time to meet
somehody like vou to tell you just what I
think about your business. You know
what? I think you contractors are disgust-
ing. Yes. disgusting. You speculate on
land: Buy for ten and sell for a hundred.
You can’'t even count vyour pavofls
around town, from city hall to the Vati-
can. You work for the rich. So the price
of houses goes up and the poor can't even
hope 1o buy one. At least il they were de-
cent, your houses! But thev're disgusting
like you. Well dressed and proper on the
outside and ugly and rotten on the in-
side. Oh. I know all about it. I went
looking for @ house with a friend ol mine
who's getting married. We saw a lot of
them. You call them houses? The floors
are warped. the fixtures are cheap. the
plaster 15 cracked. You open a window
and there’s a wall o look at. Or a dingy
courtyard. No trees or grass. no yard.
You're like food hoarders. but instead of
getting people in the stomach, you get
them where they have to live, and mavbe
that’s even more important than food.”
Eic., etc.

When they had the student rviots, T was
stll pretry young: then afterward I lost
interest. But I remember what the group
leaders said. So whatever work the driver
ol the moment does, T alwavs have some-
thing 10 say about it. I'm never short a
comehack,

Now here's the best part: The driver is
insulted, degraded. but he usually doesn’t
do what you'd expect—open the door

and ask me to get out. Mavbe it's hecause
he still hopes to get me into bed, or
maybe, more likely, he's one of those
masochists, never arguing back, bending
over the steering wheel sopping up a
shower of insults, driving from one light
to the next until we reach the place 1
told him I wanted to go. Then, when he
comes to a stop. he doesn’t let me ofl as if
he's glad to gee rid of me. No, not him.
Most of the time, he asks me humbly for
a date. Very hangdog about it. Now. will
you tell me what men arc about: Why do
they like to be treated bad? Who knows?

One day I leave the house and think,
“The first one I take on today I'll eat
alive” I go to the traffic light at the
Tiber, my favorite spot because the driv-
ers can pull over and pick me up without
any trouble. As usual, I'm wearing a min-
iskire. I lean up against a light pole and
cross my legs. That bar of soap between
my legs shows up just right. My breasts
are big and sagging. but 1 haul them up
as much as I can, until they almost touch
my chin. I start thumbing right away, but
very casually, I'm so sure of mysell and
my looks. Nothing happens. So I start
thumbing harder. Still nothing. I'm get-
ting a little anxions. 1 try something 1
don’t have to do very often, only in cases
like this. I start scratching my crotch,
pulling up my miniskire while I'm ar it,
as il I had an itch. Suddenly a big white
car, a litde yellow with age. sareeches to
astop a few feer away. I run after it, dive
in and announce. “I'm going to Corso
Trieste: what about you?”

A low, educated voice answers, “Corso
Trieste? Sure.”

The wathe light changes. he cuts
across the bridge. gets onto Via Tomacel-
li. I make myself comlortable and take a
look at him. His head is strange, flat in
the back and bulging in front. Reminds
me of an owl. His black hair is plastered
to his temples as if it were wet with
sweat. His round cyes are set deep into
dark sockets. under his jer-black brows.
His nose is a beak. curving almost
enough so that the point touches his
mouth. Black. trim mustache. Prominent
chin with a dimple. A tough-skinned, red
Lace. like a Larmer’s or a hunter's. some-
body used o being outdoors, in other
words. I study him carelully, because
there's something not normal in the line
of his face I can’t quite make out. Finally
I ask, “Do you mind looking at me?”

He wwrns abruptly and defiantly says,
“Here I am. What's the problem?”

Now T understand. Under his clipped
mustache, his mouth seems to be pulied
as il by a cut that hasn't healed, a red
gash that goes from his upper lip to his
left nostril. T oell him. *Thanks, you can
look ahead now. 1 see what it's all
ithout.”

“What do you see?”

“That you have a disgusting mouth,
with that harelip ol yours.”

He doesn’t say anything for a while.
Then he gently murmurs, “Some people
like ic.”

“Idon't.”

“That’s life.”

“That's life, hell.”

I'm geuing my dander up, T can tell.
I'm so wound up I'm about to snap. But
I give mysell one last twist, thinking.
“He doesn’t pronounce his Rs and listen
to that nasal veice: a society type, a snob,
the cocktail ser and all that.” And, as T
look him over, my suspicions are con-
firmed. He's wearing a gray pinstripe
suit, a white shirt. a classical rep tie. gold
culf links. My eves shift to his hands grip-
ping the steering wheel: stubby, square,
with a few straight hairs on the back: lus
nails are shiny, flat. well manicured. He
must be one of those men who spend
their time at the barber's with hot towels,
massage and shampoo, having their nose
and ear hairs clipped while they casually
give their hand to the talkative manicur-
ist squatting on a small stool as best she
can, with her fat thighs bulging over
both sides. In other words. a real pill. My
glance Micks over his hands like a fly and
comes Lo rest on a ring he's wearing on
the middle finger ol his right hand. It's a
signet ring or a monogram, I can’t tell
which. T come right out and ask him,
“What do vou do?”

“What do you mean, ‘What do you
do’#"

“Your work, your prolession.”

He doesn’t answer immediately. He
seems to be thinking it over. Then he
says. "Export-import.”

“What's thatz”

He explains in that overly courteous
tone of his that's really insulting. “It
means bringing things into the coun-
try and shipping things out. Business
transiactions.”

A businessman! Like my parents! Like
the people my parents know! So I lower
my head and charge: “A businessman?
You're a businessman? I know all abowt
businessmen, because my [amily's full of
them. The worst bunch in the world. the
laziest, the most useless, the most destruce
uve. That's right, 1's their [ault that
prices are going up and everyvthing costs
more and more, while the money we have
to spend is worth less and less. Do you
know what businessmen are? Parasites,
real ones, like lice and crabs, thag Live by
sucking people’s blood. but doing it on
the sly, hiding away, camoulliaged. Your
great wrick, the one you've been gening
away with for centuries, is to rent a place,
put a counter and some shelves in it and
buy stull for a lew cents wholesale and
sell it for twenty times more retail. All
the while with your asses parked behind
the register, your arms crossed and your
minds empty. Oh, I know all about
you, you don’t fool me. I know all your
wicks: the specials, the deals. the bargains.
discounts, installment plans, reductions,
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bankruptcy sales. and so on and so
oy |

I have to stop a minute o catch my
breath. He takes the opportunity to tell
me, and not at all offended, “Fine, but
I'm not a storekeeper, as I think you mis-
took me to say. I don’t have a store, 1
have an office. I handle business deals.”

The answer puts me off. After all, busi-
nessman is a general term that could
mean any number of things, and that’s
the trouble with it. Somewhat flustered,
I try again: “A businessman? What sort
of business?”

“Business.”

I'll have to try another approach, and
right now. We're already near Piazza
Ungheria. Corso Trieste isn’t o far
away. All at once, probably out of neces-
sity, my eyes get sharper and I can finally
make out what's on his ring: It’s a crest.
Yes, a crest, no doubt about it, with a cor-
onet and the usual bits: balls, stripes,
Lions, lilies, and so on. I feel aggressive
again, so I demand an explanation,
pointing to the ring. “What's thar? A
crest?”

“That’s right.”

“So you're a nobleman?”

“They say.”

“Well, what are you? A count? A
baron? Duke? Prince? Marquis?”

He thinks about it for a minute and
then answers evasively but with a gallant
touch: “To you, I'm Paolo, just plain
Paolo.”

Bursting with the anger I can't ex-
press, I shout, “I should have known you
were noble, because only somehody with
a title could be such a pill. I know you
nobles, I had a boyfriend who was one,
and for a whole summer we tore around
in his sports car, from one resort to an-
other, from one night club to the other.
A real cretin he was. His name was
Uguccioni. [ know you all, and I can tell
you the more they kill you off, the more
you're around: lazy, ignorant, arrogant,
spineless, degenerate. What the hell are
you doing in the world? Carrying your
pride around? Giving yourselves airs just
because your crest is embroidered on
your shirts, huh? Looking down your
nose at those who don’t have utles? And
why, may I ask? Because you have a fam-
ily tree with the names of your lorebears
printed in litle boxes all the way up to
the so-called founder, huh? Just because
you know their names? Just because you
know, or think you know, who they
were? But, in fact, you don't know a
thing about them. No, not a thing. I'll
tell you who those forebears you're so
proud of really were. They were crooks
and criminals, outlaws, thieves. That’s
right, downright highway robbers. With
one raid after another, onc outrage after
the other, they accumulated the wealth
that allows you descendants to ger away
without doing a damned thing in life.

Lounging around bars at night and pick-
ing up girls in the day. Your forebears
were bandits and you're a good-for-noth-
ing, export-import or no export-import.
The hngernail of any kid from the slums
is worth more than all the parts of you
put together, with your big car, your gray
suit, your gold cuff links and your fancy
upbringing.”

What a reliefl What a pleasurel I'm get-
ting rid of my rage and I'm feeling better
and better as 1 keep going at it. 1 con-
tinue sniping at the nobility for a while,
and then I come out with something so
unexpected that even I'm stunned:

“Look, you'd better stop and let me
off. We're not to Corso Trieste yet. but it
doesn’t matter, I'll walk the rest of the
way. I really can’t stand you, you and
your class. Let me off!”

But he doesn’t stop; maybe he under-
stands I really don’t want to ger out. His
only reaction is to lick his harelip with
the red, obscene point of his tongue. He
says, “Good for you.”

“Good for me, hell!™

He doesn’t get insulted; just the oppo-
site. He goes on unperturbed: "Yes, good
for you, because even if you went a little
overboard, you said what I think, too.
Our forebears were bandits, robbers,
highwaymen, just as you said. But they
were whole men, complete with all their
natural appetites, and still close to na-
ture. Men of prey, in short. And their
natural prey were the peaceloving, the
civilized and stable sort. They were dar-
ing, strong, fierce. The only thing they
knew how to do was 1o devour the weak
and the cowardly. So I and all the others
like me have to try to be like those piti-
less forebears of ours, those bandits, as
you call them. If we don’t want to be-
come extinct, we have to model ourselves
on them.”

I screcam this time: “Great models!
Highway robbers! God, you should be
ashamed!”

He seems not to be listening. He's si-
lent for @ moment, then goes on in that
educational, uppity wne of his: "You
wouldn't talk the way you just did if
somehow, maybe without even knowing
it, you didn’t have the same kind of fam-
ily history. What's your name¢”

Is he serious or joking? No, he's being
serious. Very unwillingly 1 answer, "My
name’s Schastiana.”

“Sebastiana what?”

It seems incredible, but he’s got me
there. My name is, in faa, noble. The
kids at school would make fun of it
(“What's your name? Colonna? You don’t
say? Princess Colonna in person?” “No,
just Colonna with a siore over in Prati.”)

I reluctantly admit my name’s Co-
lonna.

He's really happy now, as if he had
finally found the solution to a mind-
racking puzle. He cries out: “Colonnal

1 knew it. Good blood doesn’t lie’

I'm furious. “"What do you mean,
‘Blood doesn’t lie’? Sure, my name’s Co-
lonna, but it could just as easily be Rossi
or Proietti. Nobody in my family is
noble, thank God. Poor, yes, but not
noble. And don’t go buttering me up.
You're a pill, just like everybody else in
your class. Don’t try Hauering me.
You've got a fool’s face, with that hare-
lip. And, besides, you're a turd and stink
of snobbery a mile away.”

You can never tell what a madman will
do. He isn't the least upser and just
shakes his head, like a teacher with a
stubborn pupil. “No, Sebastiana, there
aren’t classes, just races. Two races. the
masters and the slaves. You can recognize
a master because his morality consists of
dominating. And you can recognize a
slave because his morality consists of
obeying. And don't forget: Masters are
born, not made. The same for slaves. It's
a matter of race and not dass. You can go
from one class to another, but no matter
what you do, you can't go from one race
to the other. There’s a certain something
about you, Sebastiana, that makes me
think you're a2 member of the master
race, even if you don't realize it.”

“What, for instance?”

“The way you become indignant.”

I'm beside myself. "You're wrong. You
don’t get anything right. You are what
makes me indignant, with that shiuy
idea of yours of being a master. Master,
my foot! You a master? With that face,
that outht? You make me laugh!”

He patiently explains, “You're using
the word signore the way it's used in
Rome, meaning a rich, elegant man
who's free with his money. But, Sebasti-
ana, that's only the usual meaning. 1've
already told you, signore for me means
lord or master, a beast of prey who at-
tacks weaker animals and devours them,
and has the right to because he’s the
strongest.”

I start laughing hysterically. “You said
it: “beast.” Only a beast talks like that.
Who the hell do you think you're taking
in with nonsense like that?”

He doesn't answer, calm, very calm
and intent on his driving. Then his hand
rcaches into the pocket of his vest and
takes out something. "Does this help?”
he asks.

Now, I have to admit I never have any
money. And I mean never. As 1 said, my
lather doesn’t do too well and my par-
ents, even il they don’'t come right out
and say it, let me understand 1 have to
manage on my own. I do, too. How?

Now we're coming to the biggest con
tradiction in my life. Sure, I need to
quarrel, but 1 need money, too. 1 could
go to bed with the men who pick me up
and earn the money I need that way. But
I just can’t do it. It’s one of the many im-
possibilities in my life. I could even give

(continued on page 230)



IT'S
NOT
ALWAYS
WHAT'S
‘UP
FRONT
- THAT
sy COUNTS

e've been accused, at
times, of being overly
partial to breasts
and overlaoking the
other portions of the
femole onotomy. Which,
you see, is o columny.
Sure, we dig breosts. But womon is oll of o piece;
there's o divine bolonce to the vectors implied in her
shope. And thot splendid superstructure would be o
lot less intriguing if its forword thrust hodn't been
so neotly complemented by on equol tug to the
reor. Imogine, for instonce, if God hod creoted
womon with her bockside kind of ongled to the side
or stuck high up on her bock. Of course, the
Old Boy wos too smort for thot; ond proof thot
He knew whot He wos doing is offered,
herewith, by o voriety of willing photogrophers.




PHIL HASTINGS

Gentlemen who prefer backsides
all agree an one thing: that the
structure of a lady's bottom

is irrelevant unless she knows
how to handle it. That is, it

don't mean a thing without the
right kind af swing—the kind
that makes you think she's
dancing when she’s just trying

to get acrass the room. Not that
there's any dagma involved;

one gal's wiggle is another

one's baunce, and there's an
exquisite variety to be found

in their locomotive styles.

Of caurse, one limitation the

butt watcher must endure is the
fact that the thing he digs may
never be seen advancing—anly in
retreat. Which means that to be
a real connoisseur of bottoms,
you have to be a philosopher, tao.
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PAUL GREMMLER

Bottoms-up time at the bor
meons that your pleasure cup
needs a refill. In the sack,
however, it may mean that the
fun is abaut to begin. In any
case, if you're up on the female
derriére, you know it's the finest
natural cushion in the warld.
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BILL ARSENAULT

One nice thing obaut ladies
is thot you can embrace
them fram in front or
behind—and reach the same
goal either way. If the
lady's not hung up on eye
contact, she moy dig the
less-troveled rood. She

has to know, af course,

that you're really behind
her. And if she's o litile
hesitant ot first, just let

her try it o couple of times;
os the ald bluesman song,
"You be the hen, I'll be

the rooster; anything you
do, you gotto get used to."




THE
END
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“This car pool is getting out of hand!”



personality
By ROBERT SCHEER

DEATH
OF THE
SALESMAN

for rennie davis (model
high school student,
antuwar spokesman
and chief proselytizer
for guru maharaj ji)
the media always
meant the message

So we'll have an organization like
SDS, only God will be the Commander
i Chuef. —RENNIE DAVIS

History vepealts itself . . . the first time
as tragedy and the second time as farce.
-KARL MARX

IN RETROSPECT, the scene could have been
staged by the Committee for the Re-elec
tion of the Prestdent: There was Rennie
Davis and an apparently drunk Jesus
freak geting 11 on about whether the
Messiah had as vet returned. It ended
with the freak waving his Bible while
Rennie knelt wo light incense under his
guru’'s  larger-than-life  color porrait,
which was resting on a red-velvet throne.
Rennie then rose to proclaim that his
guru was “God, alive and  walking
around  on  the  planet, the source
of all creation, here now, with a plan
to end all poverty, racism, sexism and
other suffering.”

Most of the 30-0dd spectators had
come to Stanford as part of Rennie’s co-
terie and were chanting something sup-
portive in Hindi. The few Swuanford
students who had turned out didn’t seem
very interested in the Messiah issue and
were arguing among themselves about
whether this could actually be the same
Rennie Davis as the antiwar radical
made lamous by the Chicago conspiracy
wrial of 1969. 1 assured those near me that
it was. The Jesus [reak assured me. on his
way out, that there was only one true
God and that it wasn’t Rennie’s boy.

Much relieved on this last point, I
turned my thoughts o how Rennie,

whom one had thought o be an eminent-
ly sensible and serious type, could have
arrived at this bizarre place. and what it
said about the history we shared. As 1
left, it didn’t help matters to hear Ren-
nie's all-too-familiar voice urging us to
“join me in crawling on my belly, if nec
essary, across the surface of this earth to
kiss the lotus feet of the Guru Maharaj Ji.”

Rennie’s God has. for more than a
year, been peering out at you from nu-
merous wall posters under the headline
"WHO 15 GURU MAHARAT 11?27 Without
spoiling the ending, we know that, among
other things, he is purportedly a 16-year-
old kid from India who's a Perfect Master
i all maceers, as well as being addicted to
Mercedes-Benzes, color TV, Disneyland
and Abbott and Costello movies. He is
also fond of pushing his top aides into
swimming pools (Rennie got dunked
seven times one dav) and occasionally wry-
mg 1o run them over with his motoreycle.
The Indian government is investigat-
ing the organization on jewel-smuggling
charges, requ g that the guru post
bond belore exiting, and the city [athers
ol Dewroit have given him the key to
their city.

A very modern lunky kind of God. Ex-
cept that he chums a fanatcal following
ol 7,000,000 (with 50,000 in the U. S, the
new center ol his world-wide operation).
Their explicit aim is to bring us all peace
through the complete control of our
emotions, thoughis and life force. The
game plan is a familiar Brave New
World, one in which we find content-
ment by becoming a race of celibate, hyp-

ILLUSTRATION BY JULIO FERNANDEZ

notized, austere inhabitants of a divine
kingdom, wking all our orders from the
kidgurugod. In this religion, the escape
[rom [reedom is total. God is here on
carth with all of the answers, and an in-
dependent mind is defined as the “main
obstacle to peace.”” The converts, or
“premics,” as they are called, are led into
a ughdy structured existence. Thev live
in disciplined “ashrams,” cut ofl from
competing external stimuli, be it beer,
family, television, novels or sex. Noth
ing is allowed 1o interfere. Once zapped
into this hypnotic trance, the fix is main-
tatned by incessant group meditation
and guru babble on the brilliance of the
“holy family’—the kid, his mother and
three brothers.

It all has a veneer of modernity and
technology. God  wears business  suits.
charters jumbo jets and insists that his
various ofhices be equipped with telex
machines and WATS lines. The premies
are inevitably short-haired. dean-shaven
and decked out in Filties suits.

In 1971, having failed in India, where
gurus are plentiful (the kid was gerting
older and losing his novelty), Maharaj Ji
turned his sights on the West. He is, in
fact. planning 1o become a U.S. citizen.
In the past two years, he has wransformed
the Divine Light Mission from a small,
traditional. mom-and-pop guru business
centered in rural India into a thriving
multinational corporation.

. - -

When Rennie first talked to me of his
conversion, alter a hosule, wmao-strewn
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opening in Berkeley, he was nonplused.
*T'his thing is so big everywhere else you
wouldn't believe it. Our magazine, And
It Iy Divine. is doubling circulaton every
month, ashrams are springing up all over.
He has to be God or this wouldn’t be
happening. We're going 1o grow so [ast
that even you'll have 1o admit ivs wrue.”
(By carly 1971, the magazine had folded
in the wake of the Houston flop.)
Following the Berkeley event, 1 tracked
Rennie down to the ashvm in Mountain
View. California, a wypical stueco aflair,
where he and a handiul ol devotees were
meditating out by the swimming pool.
The only one awake was a very smily
young man (all the pureites have a par-
ticular smile, something like that on
HAVE A NICE DAY buttons. “li comes with
knowledge,” 1 was told) in a front of-
fice that reeked inolerably ol incense He
quickly informed me that he was “blissed
out” and also doing his “service,” which
meant watching the telex machine. Being
new to all this, I asked him what he was
on and he said, “Guru Maharay Ji.”° The
guruites hardly ever utter a sentence that
does not include his name. “"This soup is
Lantastic by the grace ol Guru Maharaj
Ji": “Gurn Maharaj Jiis in the ceiling,
in my heart”™ would be typical repartee.
Alter sun-bathing for about 20 min-
utes, and not secing any rainbows or
other promised visions, 1 poked Rennie
awitke, He flashed the bliss smile, looked
deep into my eyes and said. “Far out,
vou've come—it's a divine coincidence
happening everywhere—ihere’s a lot you
can do here. We really need somceone
with your skills.” It quickly became clear
that Rennie had taken my request for an
interview to mean that | wined 10 join
up. When 1 demurred he said, “Listen,
Bob. even if you don’t believe in this, it's
still & great opportunity for you as a jour-
nalist. This is the bigeest story in the his-
tory of the planet and you can break it.”
I'hen, warming to the subject, he sad.
“You can go around recording all of the
stories ol how devotees came 10 convert
and publish it as a book of divine coinci-
dences. Tt will be the biggest seller ol
all time. il replace the Bible in every
hotel room.”
ne old Rennie, selecuvely leaking to
the press about the next biggest-cver Hap-
pening. He was an old friend and 1 had
a go at 1t though Luer. when he and the
guruites realized that T was being a jour-
nalist ("Your mind is very much in the
way”), 1t was about as blisstul as rying
1o photograph the Onassis amily ar play,
private guards and all. Only with the
guruites. these guards were called "The
World Peace Corps, just as money is
“green energy” and junk shops that they
run Divine Sales. But doublethink lan-
guage is not the only modern American
hype they have adopted. It is a religion
that at best co-opts and at worst worships
all thar is tinselly and wansparent; a pop

108 veligion a bit Late lor pop America.

Not surprisingly. the most recent basil-
ici ol this wdolatry was the Houston
Astrodome. In his Berkeley speech, Ren-
nic had wold me, “The Asvodome was
Luilt for Guru Mahara) Ji': so, some
months before the event. 1 went down 1o
watch Bobby Rigas practice lobs for his
forthcoming pagan rite and check out the
sacred territory ol this year's God.

God was having one ol those weeks.
First he had gotten hit in the lace with a
shaving-cream pie and shortly therealier
he had 10 be admited o a Denver hos-
pital with an ulcer in his small intestine.
Arriving in Houston in the wake of these
cevents, I ound some dismay among the
300-0dd devorees assembled there under
Renmie’s command 1o put wgether the
Astrodome jamboree. To some. at least,
it wis no minor uer that the pie
thrower lay in critical condition in a De-
uoit hospital after two ol the gura’s lol-
lowers had attempted 1o bust his skull
open with a blackjack. The blackjack
wiclder himsell. desaribed simply as an
Indian in the first press accounts, had
turned out o be Mahauna Fakiranand,
one of the gura’s high priesis: in Rennie’s
words, “a nun ol extreme devotion and
internal peace who had given knowledge
to many ol the Americim premies.”

Rennie  was  less  disturbed. “The
mahavma had grear love lor Guru Ma-
haraj Ji and his emotions got the best
of him. These things happen in any
movement.” In any event, there was
much work to do right there in Houston,
with Soul Rush only two months away,
and Rennie was totally cuaght up, as
is his custom, in the myriad details of
the evemt,

Back in the spring, soon alter his con
version, Renmie had said: 1 between
now and mid-September this coumry is
debating—and by that 1 mean i's in the
press and ics in every houschold and 1cs
in every bhar and ics in every shop in
America—il this country s debating “1s
God on this planet and is He walking
arowndd in the Unidted Staes?" i tha de-
bate has broken out, and 1 believe thar is
going 10 be the sitwanion, then the name
of [the Astrodome even | is going 1o be
“The Messiah Is Here ™

The biggest event in the history of the
planet has come and gone: a depressing
show unmoticed by most. And I will leave
it to religious scholars to determine if
a one-hlth-hlled Houston Astodome 15
more divine than a Billy Graham sell-
out. While there were certainly plenty of
guru posters wheat-pasted avound major
cities, the anention of the country was
meat prices, Watergate
and Spiro Agnew. Even among the prose-
Ivtizing sects, the guruites hadn't made
much of a dent in the market of wadi-

clsewhere—on

toml  contenders  such  as Jehoval's
Witnesses.
Original  plans for the Aswrodome

event had called for a revelation of “the
major secrets ot life™ in the adjoining

Astrohall. which gets thrown o with the
rental price of the dome. There were
plans lor seven spectacular exhibits re
veating the “great unknowns of hunim
history,” with  particular  empha
psvchic phenomena. These plans soon
collapsed. dwindling 1o 2 photo exhibii
about the guru,

Which was just as well, given 1he
weirdness of some of the original plans.
One, suggested by the gura's hrother Bal
Bhagwan ]i, whom Rennie claims was
Christ in his Lase Hie, was recounted last
May by Rennie: “You would walk inio
this room and all ol a sudden all of the
lights would go out and you would be
thrown into complete blackness. At the
same time, all ol the doors would be shut.
People would be trving 1o ger out. bt
they couldnt. and they would be stune
bling all over each other. All of o sudden
vou would hear a muflied loud-speaker
that was cdearly out in the Astrodome.
not in the room itsell. and the loud-
speaker voice would wiarn everybody 1o
immediately  dear the  premises,  that
iremors were being detecred in the a
and that the Astrodome was not sate as a
struciure. Then the Hoor of the buailding
would begin to shake Jat this point. the
premies listening o Rennie’s story broke
into hysterical laughter]. As the flom
shook., vou'd get the distina sensation
that you were in o room thatr was on
top of the carth, that was experiencing
an carthquake. Then suddenly the lights
would go on and a very solt
would come on and say, "When yon Lice
death you face it alone” and then give
a rap about the knowledge of Guru
Maharaj Ji.”

Now, that's a hardsell. 11 Asirodome
ofhcials had permitted it 10 go on. some
visitors would no douln have cracked up.
The premics lapped it up. ICs what the
kids in Lovd of the Flies do when they
grow up.

The children in the gurun cusade
scem, in lact. o have found a prolound
release from the personal quest tor free-
dom and meaning in Lile. which was driv
ing them nus. These are the children
born 1o the Lirgess and illusions of post-
war America, the scions ol people who
for the first time had made i and pos
sessed an exaggerated view of theiy gain.
While their parents thought ol them-
selves as “damaged”™ by earlier struggles
against poverty and  ethnic identihicr
vion, they were determined thae their
chitldren would ranscend all thar and
be “free”—which is what they then pro-
ceeded 1o order. cajole. beg and bribe
them 1o be. So off the Kids went 1o special
high schools and ont-of-town colleges. 10
acid and orgies and wild music. 11 frvee
dom had meant buying an unusual cr,
they could have had i Bur it was thewr
special mislortune o wander our ol the
cave of American consumerism. 1o grasp
visions of love, morality and meaming,

{conlinued on page 112)
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Man’s . .
heavy-link Oak attache case
sterling-silver with leather straps,
bracelet by Windwood Originals,

$150 for small or
large, is available

in walnut, mahogany
and blond finishes.

designed by
Aldo Cipullo, -
from Cartier,
$250.

Exceptionally comfortable
European-designed Stuns chair
of weather-resistant polyester-
finished steel tubing has cotton
cushions stuffed with shredded
foam, by Straightline, $60.

The Bon Vivant,
Allegro’s sound system,
includes AM/FM/FM-
stereo tuner with
Digi-lite dial scale
selector, record
changer equipped with
Micro Touch tonearm
and a pair of Allegro
2000 speakers,
all by Zenith, §270.

Gezxa Rolly=-designed neon
sculpture titled One Way
stands 21" high, needs
only 15 watts to operate,
by Neo-Art, $89.




Right: Eight-day
alarm clock with
mirror-finished
frame, by Bulova,
$40. Below: Man’s
elegant evening
watch with date
and diamond-
studded dial, also
by Bulova, $75.

Competition water-ski vest made of
Uni-Royal Ensulight (a vinyl sponge
material), $27, and a pair of mesh-
backed vinyl water-ski gloves, $6.95,
both available with color-coordinated
slalom ski, all by Hexcel Sports.

The Baron cologne,
$6.50; after-shave
lotion, $5.50 (not
shown), in 4.5-0x.
bottles, by Evyan.

o

Solid-state Memory Vision
black-and-white TV with a
13-diagonal-inch screen can
instantly immobilize any scene
from a program onto an
adjacent small screen; frozen
image is recorded onto

an erasable 3600-rpm
magnetic disc for immediate
viewing, by Hitachi, $649.

1ednY
Ui




Natural-rawhide
= carry-on satchel, $90,
f | (NG and a soft-side suvitcase
with xipper closing, solid~

brass top lock and dual
infegrated closure straps,

$165, both by Estancia.

Terry-lined nylon Racket
Jacket with cowl collar,

by Head Tennis Wear, $55,
and an aluminum-framed
John Newcombe Tie Breaker
racket, by Rawlings,

$50 unstrung.

Divisumma 18 portable
electric print-out calcula-
tor that operates on a
permanent rechargeable
battery offers four fixed
decimal places and
constant multiplier and
divisor, by Olivetti, $279.

Sturdy Munari
Ranger hiking
boots come with
double-closure
laces and twin
ski-boot-type
buckles, by
Norstar, $125.
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DEATH OF THE SALESMAN

and 10 rewurn stumbling, blind and unfit
for anything but shock therapy, lalse
poverty or jail. The guru’s prime pick-
ings are among the children of the dead
American dream.

He has been less successful elsewhere.
“Milky,” an Englishman, told me, “In
England, there’s more ol a cross section
ol ordinary types and the Divine Light
lasn’t tetken off. But here in America, it's
more sophisticated people. Most of them,
maybe 70 percent, are upper-middle-class
Jewish, from places like New York and
Los Angeles—the kind of people who
pick up on lads.” The average parent is
a professional, nonreligious and urban.
Very few, if any, come from structured
religious backgrounds, and ex-Catholics
on the campuses seem the least turned on
by the guru. One graduate ol a Catholic
parochial school told me, “If I wanted
that fgured-out authority trip, I'd go
back 10 the nuns. They've got it more
together.™

The human wreckage that is both at-
wracted to and perpetuated by the guru’s
crusade should figure in any future ac-
counting, divine or otherwise, of the
crimes of our culture: There is the 32-
year-old devotee who tried unsuccesstully
for ten years to lose his virginity, was
deathly ashamed of his lew homosexual
encounters, tried to kill himself in his
college chem lab and came to in a small
private mental hospital where his parents
had approved electricshock therapy for
his salvation. Then back to gay bars, back
to hopeless cruising for women, back to
therapy. Finally, release in meditation.
He was even able o cease being a virgin,
that dread curse of American sexism: He
made it with a fellow devotee after "con-
sulting with Guru Maharaj Ji in my mind
and deading 1 would be celibate the rest
of my life. But | wanted once to know
what it's like.”

Or Joan Apter. the second American
convert (the one accused ol smuggling
the jewels into India), who had tasted
the “freedom” of so many hundreds of
acid wrips and sexual encounters and was
so exhausted from the San Franasco-
Mexico Ciay-Amsterdam air wriangle (71
was on acid continuously. I'd go up as
fast as I got down.”) that she ended up
destitute and  half-crazed in  India—a
“white saint” cared for by the peasants,
wandering in search of truth unul she
stumbled upon the Guru Maharaj Ji.

Joan’s father was a Washington liberal
lobbyist. Another devotee escaped [rom
the mendacity of lite at the American
Embassy in New Delhi, where her father
was the acting American Ambassador.
“He was forced to lie for the Government.
It destroyed him and 1 wanted to find the
truth.” Virtually all were white and priv-
ileged: they were also in a good deal
of pain.

These "mad people who are into Lucy

(continued from page 108)

mn the Sky with Diamonds,” as the guru
defines his constituency, are undoubtedly
happier, or at least suffering less, and it
is for this therapy that Maharaj Ji now
receives the key to cities such as Detroit
and Oakland. In some sense it is prog-
ress, the guru “knowledge” being to
frontal lobotomy what acupunciure is o
ancsthesia—it’s more organic. But it is
also quictism, which does not ultimately
work il the source of the illness is outside
the patient.

And what has Rennie Davis (o do with
all of this? How can it be that Rennie,
whom columnist Nicholas von Hoffman
called “the most stable, the calmest, the
most enduring of that group of young
people who set out to change America at
the beginning of the Sixties,” is once
again carnestly and brightly standing
up in front of college students, urging
them to kiss the lowus feet of the Guru
Maharaj Ji?

To hear Rennie tell it. there was sim-
ply a sudden and mysterious conversion:
“I was just going along like usual, on my
way to see Madame Binh and the N.L.F.
delegation in Paris, and boom. 1 was
given this ticket to go wo India. I received
knowledge. but I still didn’t know what
it meant. and this mahatma came up o
me and threw his arms around me. And
if there was one thing I needed at that
moment, it was for somcone like that o
put his arms around me. 1 just poured
out to him! Yeah, I received knowledge
and I was just run over with these doubts
and I didnt know what was going on,
what was happening 10 me. 1 was losing
my mind and he said simply. “All your
life you have been thinking, all your life
your mind has been in control, and the
secret to life is this: that your mind must
not be master. As long as the mind is
master, there 1s suffering on the planet.
Be kind 1o your mind and let your mind
go.” I said, "But I received knowledge and
I sull don’t know who Guru Maharaj Ji
is.” And he said, "It's hke when a child is
born he doesn't know who his mother
and father are. but if you keep looking
and meditating. you will discover that
Guru Maharaj Ji is your lather and your
mother and everything.” ™

The others were already, by their own
accounts, “mad,” but Rennie claims 1o
have heen suddenly smitten—"1 was
never saner or happier in my life.” The
lacts, however, show otherwise. Since 1
wouldn’t be interested in this movement
were it not for Rennic’s conversion and
since 1 liked and respected him, 1 began
what the guruites call an investigation.
Not of “Who is Guru Maharaj Ji?” (that
onc’s casy, gods always pop up in times of
social disarray) but of "Who is Rennie
Davis?,” who was. alter all, one of us.

I asked Rennie for some biographical
detail. Determined-—under the orders ol
the guru's PR advisors—to “come off as

the epitome of the American wip.” he
wove a story of innocent rural youth sail-
ing out 10 do battle with a corrupt urban
world. His tale begins with “the Lorm.” a
modest 500 choice acres in the Virginia
countryside. While his father commuied
to Washingion to serve on Truman's
Council of Economic Advisors, Rennic
helped the hired hands tend 1o the needs
ol the 6000 chickens and the prize sicers.
He  particularly  loved  accompanying
Tick, the old lLamily retainer. on his
fence-mending chores. In later life, it was
his habit to return to the [arm in times of
mental anguish 1o mend some  fences
with Tick.

This farm period accounts for only
three ol his high school years. Prior 1o
that, he'd been raised in a sophisticared
suburb of Washington, where his play-
mates were also the children of top bu
reaucrats. He has always been caught
somehow between the roles of bureaucrat,
farm boy and rebel.

Jason Epstein. a Random House edi-
tor who wrote a book about the Chicago
trial, caught this tension:

On the witness stand Davis re-
vealed the manner and skills, and
perhaps also the characer, of a bu-
reaucrat. Though he, 100, had begun
to wear his hair long, the siyle
scemed hardly appropriate 10 some-
one whom Hayden had called the
“organization man” of the move
ment. His polite and carnest tesu-
mony, his innocent and cautious
manner, and his etlort 1o convey an
air of simple candor recalled the style
ol the Government witnesses. . . . For
this reason. presumably, Foran [the
Government prosecutor] called him
“two-laced” and scorned him lor try-
ing to seem like “the boy next door.™

But Rennie was way ahead ol the boy
next door, even beating the bumpkins
in the 4-H chicken-judging contest (he
was Fastern United Swates champion),
“hecause | read up on it and hgured icall
out scientifically.”

Sitting, feer up. at his desk in the
guru's Denver headquarters, decked out
in his Sta-Prest summer suit, busily tak-
ing phone calls. his high school days
didn’t scem so lar behind, as he recalled:
“I didn’t have to swear grades, athletics.
social life. 1 was athleuc, played varsity
basketball, was president ol the student
body, cditor of the school paper, in every
organization. It just sort ol happened. |
tound carly an ability 10 organize—
people looked 1o me in kind of a leader-
ship way. 1 guess | was considered a
catch. I was the best-known person in the
school, awarded best allaround in the
yearbook personality thing.™

Rennie does not appear to have joined
the New Lelt ot ol any deep-scated
alienation. On  the contrary, he was
merely continuing his father's role as the

(continued on page 236)
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two-week cures for such previously inac-
cessible sexual hang-ups as premature
ejaculation. impotence and lack of or-
gasm. Today, sex-therapy clinics are
crupting all across the nation: The Cen-
ter for Intimacy and Sexuality, The Insu-
tute for Sensory Awareness, Fhe Institute
for the Advancement of  Sensuality,
Discovery Institute, Human  Sexuvality
Foundation, The Center for Sex Therapy
and Education, The Center for Marital
and Sexual Studies, Midwest Association
for the Study of Human Sexuality, Sexual
Therapy Medical Clinic.

The names themselves are tongue
twisters, names o enchiant a tax examiner
and deliver up nonprofit status. In Cali.
fornia, institute seems to be the more fa-
vored title, although often a California
sex-therapy institute is nothing more
than a male or female therapist with tow-
els, a Jar of coconut oil or perroleum jelly
and a telephone answering machine. In
the Midwest. they fancy cemer or loun-
dation and all the clinics have secretaries
as well as phone numbers. On the East
Coast, sex dinics are, like the very land-
scape, more structured. more peopled
and tend to be located in densely siatfed
universities and medical centers.

Only a year ago, most sex therapists
were M.D.s or psychologists. Today, some
are former teachers, ministers and
priests, nurses, even lormer ofhce manag-
ers. Masters and Johnson, bent on re-
search, are not presently wtraining anyone
to follow in their footsteps, so others
have leaped in to fill the gap. often with
little experience of their own. Typical of
the new sex therapist is Dr. Sylvan Saco-
lick. an internist in New York who
opened the city’s first private sex clinic,
the Park Avenue Professional Group's
Sexual Therapy Associates. Dr. Sacolick
disarmingly admits to having no particu-
lar wraining for the job. “But where
should I train?” he asks. "Masters and
Johnson aren’t doing any more training,.
There's Hartman and Fithian out on the
West Coast, who give you a big fancy di-
ploma for a oneday, eighthour attend-
ance at a movie-and-lecture thing of
theirs. But where did they wrain?” Saco-
lick has read The Book, Human Sexual
Inadequacy, has hired a staff of people
with master’s degrees in a variety of
subjects, has trained them and opened
his doors: He will be treating four cou-
ples at a time lor 5750 cach for two weeks.

You could also be fairly certain a year
ago that if you went to a sex therapist for
any sexual dysfunction, you would be
given sexual exercises as homework,
along with a large dose of marital psy-
chotherapy administered in the oflice.
Masters and  Johnson had  constantly
stressed that sex was a communication and
that it took four 1o tango: a male and a
female cotherapist for every male and
female in distress. They did not reart in-

116 dividuals alone, and they insisted that

lor their reatment o be eflecuve, cou-
ples had 1o take time off from work and
family duties Tor two weeks ol intense
sexual exploration.

Today, nearly all sex cinics supersti-
vously cross their brochures somewhere
with the magic names Masters and John-
son, as if warding off who knows what
devils. But while some practitioners acuu-
ally practice a4 la Masters and Johnson,
many others are marching to altogether
different drums.

Many of the new sex clinics do not sit
well in St Louis. where Masters and
Johnson have begun warning the public
against “sex quacks” and “patiem traps.”
Newcomers in the field have been just as
vocilerous in atacking  the  founding
father and mother. Says the Reverend
Ted Mcllvenna at National Sex Fortim
m San Francisco, “Mostly a bunch of
medical lascist pigs are running the sex
programs. . .. What Masters and Johnson
did was give permission to go ahead and
work in the field of sex, and that's what
makes them valuable, but then they
wanted to own ie.”

Mcllvenna's outfit has been grossing
$40,000 a month for ks treatmem pro-
gram, Scxual Autitude Restructuring. As
much education as therapy. SAR. is
prescribed not just for the sexually
dyslunctional but also for those who
want to enrich their presumably stressless
sexual lives; 35,000 people have wied it

It usually begins with a Fuckarama, a
heavy porn collection projected onto sev-
eral screens at one time. These are called
desensitizing  films and consist ol old
familiars: lots of good-looking pcople
screwing or going down on each other in
groups of two, three or four; girls with
eye shadow fondling rubber dildos;
semen on the belly or the breasts; a
Linda Lovelace look-alike making it with
a dog.

The porn films are followed by what
the National Sex Forum people call re-
sensitizing films. These are movies in
which the same acts take place (no dogs)
but in which some small effort is made to
suggest that a relationship—other than
sexual—exists between the participants.
In Vir Amat, 1wo handsome voung men
cook dinner together before making
love: in Holding, two hearty California
princesses amble through a forest of
lcaves before bedding down.

At one screening of a film about mas-
turbation. a woman said she thought the
star, Shirley, for whom the fAlm was
named, was probably lonely, since she
[ussed so over her masturbation. The
group leader admonished the viewer:
“Not Shirley. Shirley's not lonely. T can
tell you. I've met her. Wait till you see
the other film she’s made. It's Joy in
Her Pleasure. with her husband, Wilbur,
With a pguv like Wilbur, she couldni
possibly be lonely.” (Shirley and Wilbur,

incidentally, alter making their film for
the National Sex Forum. decided wo be-
come sex therapisis themselves and now
run The Center for Intimacy and Sexual-
ity near San Francisco.)

Last summer 1 decided to attend a Sex-
ual Autitude Restructuring to see what it
was like. The one held at the Marriage
Coundil of Philadelphia was just lor pa-
tients; at the University of Minnesota,
the session was restricted mainly to para-
plegics; I chose one in Chicago that was
called “New Perspectives on Human Sex
uality,” for “prolessionals engaged in
medicine. the law. the ministry, educa-
tion, psychology, social work,” but also
for “other persons inwerested in explor-
mg a wide spectrum of human sexual
attitudes.” That sounded like me. An
inquiry to the office of the Midwest Asso-
ciation for the Study ol Human Sexuality
explained the program: a weekend of
National Sex Forum films, incuding a
Fuckarama, group discussions and a set
of “trust” exercises. The weekend was a
bargain at 875 for two, including a pizza-
and-wine supper and a cold-chicken box
lunch.

What swikes me first as 1 emrer the
screening room in which the workshop
will be held are the furnishings: heaps of
garish. massive pillows sirewn about the
floor. Sex therapy is not for people with
bad backs, since three out of every four
clinics provide the same sort of colorful
cushions—and no chairs.

Group leaders Dr. Lonny Myers, for-
merly an anesthesiologist, and the Rever-
end Don Shaw, an Episcopalian priest,
have been having a hectic morning. They
are dedicated movers and shakers in the
sexual revolution, and besides running
the Autitude Restructuring Workshop,
they have a busy vasectomy clinic and an
abortion service. inexpensive and very
popular. That afternoon, while 20 of us
are restructuring, 80 women get aborted
in the next room. Myers and Shaw have
decided to make a change in the usual
programing this weekend. They are going
0 start out with Shirley instead of the
Fuckarama. “We think we can get to
people’s real sexual feelings faster with a
film on masturbation,” Shaw will ex-
plain o me later. “Somenmes they just
say ‘So? to the Fuckarama.™

Watching Shirley takes 15 minutes,
The National Sex Forum program notes
on the film explain that Shirley’s orgasm
is “strong and jovous.” It sure is. Later.
in the discussion groups., a number ol
men will express surprise at how intense
her reactions are. Shirley, like the woman
1 met in Los Angeles, prepares elaborate-
Iy for her masturbation: She showers
first. brushes her hair, examines hersell
in the mirror and evenwally  comes
with a big squwre preen vibrator in
hand. Some of the men say they are
turned olt by the vibrator: others admit

(continued on page 164
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by william barry furlong

an experts guide to the changing
Jface of golf-course larceny

THE AIR had a fabricated chill, the slight odor
of chemistry and compressors. In a couple of
hours, the bar’s night lights would come on,
enhancing every wrinkle, mole, pimple with
the merciless cruelty of motel-bathroom light-
ing. “You can’t make money sitting in a place
like this,” said the Archivist irritably. He was
talking of the way ke makes money—by hus-
tling golf—mot the way the barkeep does it.
He was a short man, in his mid-to-late 30s,
beginning to lean to fat. There was about him
the very [aint but perceptible flavor of Kinetic
violence, an attribute for a man who—having
to “collect”—always seems on the edge of los-
ing his temper. Even when motionless, he
exudes a quality of beely energy or dramatic
command. His skull 1s large under the wavy,
dark hair, his face is theatrical—with heavy
bones and eyes that slant downward at the
outside corners. A small mouth, expressive
brows, a general look of gamy handsomeness
that you might cast as the hard-drinking
private eye of a low-budget television serial.
He is single, a man oriented to good whiskey,
good cigars, good women and curthroat poker
for high stakes. He is modest, [alsely, ahout
one thing—his golf swing (“a good enough
swing for a short, fat little guy”)—and embun-
rassed about another: He makes a legitimate
living. Sometimes.

“The old days are gone. You've got to have
something legitimate now. People know you're
a hustler and they avoid you. Unless you're
a big-time pro, a celebrity. Then they think
it's a privilege to lose to you.” So he sells
insurance. 1o his astonishment, he sells a log
of it. It is easy to see why. He has, when he
chooses, the ability (continued on page 152)
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california, that is; for playmate
sandy johnson, this funky
beach town does it all






OT THAT SHE's LAzY, you understand, far from it; but Sandy Johnson loves her lile on the
beach because the mood is easy and relaxed. “1 don't feel like I must have a regular nine-to-
five job. People around here figure if I'm lying on the sand at 11 a.nm., that’s my business, and
hall my neighbors are liable to be there, too, either getting some sun or organizing a softball
game.” Late-morning sun baths are still very much a luxury for Sandy, however, because the
19-year-old native of San Antonio (she’s been in California six years) has so much going on she
had to install one of those “"Hi, I'm Sandy Johnson and I'm not here. When the tone sounds,
tell me what you want and I'll call you back™ gadgets on her phone. “I need it primarily

At a lacal playground, Sandy and friends divide up for a men-
versus-women softball game. The sporting life is often unre-
warding. Above, Sandy displays dubious form behind the plate
and, below, is caught in a rundown before being tagged out.
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because I sell cosmetics and people call me to place orders.” The great thing about the job, she says, is that “you can
mnake a lot of money selling cosmetics without working a lot of hours.” Hmmm, tell us more. “The secret is organ-
ization. I sell to large groups of women in their homes.” When she’s not making women beautiful, Sandy attends
classes at Santa Monica Community College, where she keeps busy studying food and nutrition (“Beauty care has a
lot to do with what you eat”) and singing. “I've already taken a lot of dancing lessons, so I know I can dance. If I can
sing, too, then 1 want to try to break into musicals. My fantasy is to star on the stage. That turns me on much more
than TV or movies. I might also study acting so I can combine all three—singing, dancing, acting.” It shouldn’t
take more than a glance at these pictures to see that the versatile Sandy already has her act very much together.

-
) n Above: Sandy does a hat-and-cane soft shoe in dancing class.
! At left, still with hat and cane, she clawns it up while practic-
| ing in the privacy of her own cpartment. Below: Staying in a
silly mood, she joins a friend far a romp alang the beach.

GATEFOLO PHOTOGRAPHY BY MARIO CASILLI
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“Even if | didn’t make it in show business, | wouldnt move from here for anything. My life is busy, but there's no hassle
and | don't feel any pressure to do things just for the sake of pleasing someone.” But Sandy seems to please everyone.



PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

After the funeral, the bereaved widower made
his modest apartment ring with lamentations.
As a compassionate gesture, his rich brother
invited him to spend a few days in his lux-
urious town house. The very next day, the
brother. returning home unexpectedly carly
to keep the widower company, surprised him
making love to one of the younger maids.
“Sheldon!™  exclaimed the brother. “You're
doing this—and with your poor wile not yet
cold in her grave?”

Sheldon stopped just long enough to shrug.
“In my grief,” he managed to say, “how should
[ know what I'm doingz”

Ohe reason that dances at nudist colonies have
proved so popular, we've been told, is that the
girls can see what they’re up against.

The father of a lovely 19-year-old became
quite upset when he learned that his daughter
had hitchhiked alone from Seattle to San
Diego. “Why, you could have been molested,
assaulted—raped!” he stormed.

“I was perfectly safe, Dad,” the girl replied
sweetly. “Every time a man picked me up, I
explained that I was going to San Dicgo be-
cause it has the best V. D. clinic on the Coast.”

Levs put the problem of our relationship in
these terms.” said the stereo salesman to his
petite girlfriend. "I've got an eight-inch woofer
and you have only a four-inch tweeter.”

It was somewhat disconcerting to the minister’s
wile to hear him exclaim, "0 Jesus, sweet
Jesus!™ every time he reached orgasm, and she
finally asked him about it. “It’s perfectly prop-
er, my dear, and in accordance with the Bible,”
he assured her. “Don't you remember where it
says: ‘Blessed is he who comes in the name
of the Lord!"”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines Stockholm
dildo as an artificial Swedener.

An unde was giving his swinging nephew
some Dutchstyle advice. “Harry,” he said,
“vou'll have to learn to lick your smoking
problem . . . and you've got to learn to lick your
drinking problem . . . and as for sex, you're
going to have o learn to fight that, too!”

We wonder whether you've heard about
the new unisex deodorant called The Pit and
the Pendulum.

Two night porters were cleaning up a business
office. “"Just look at this,” grumbled one as he
uncrumpled a sheet of paper from a waste-
basketr. “Misspellings, erasures, smudges, skip-
spacing. . . . Boy, she must rcally be built!”

There is now in our lab,” said the dean,

“A most clever and wondrous machine,
Wherewith Oedipus Rex
Could have learned about sex

By himself—without help from the queen.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines ladies’
room graffiti as squatters’ writes.

And then, Miss Peebles,” inquired her attor-
ney, “did the defendant, on the night of July
sixteenth last, at approximately eleven forty-
five, in the locale known popularly as Lovers’
Lane, penetrate you sexually?”

“Yes,” whispered the girl.

“And did the defendant in this paternity
suit,” continued her lawyer, “on that occasion,
to the best of your knowledge and belief, have
a climaxz"

"Oh, no, sir,” replied Miss Peebles. “He had
one of them Japanese Mazdas.”

There's only one thing that bugs me about this
revolution bit,” conflided the radical to a fellow
activist, “and that's what will happen to our
unemployment checks when we  overthrow
the Government.”

1 W i ./.-é,-‘au.u_.

A lumberjack who was in town for the first
ume in weeks went to the local brothel and
asked for the roughest, toughest girl in the
house. “That'll be Rosie,” said the madam.
“"You go on up to room B and I'll send
her along.™

“And tell her to bring a couple of beers,”
the man shouted from the stairway.

In due course, Rosie appeared, put two bot-
tles of beer on the dresser, slung off her negli-
gee and then positioned herself on the floor
on her knees and elbows. “No, no!” exclaimed
the lnmberjack. “In the bed, and in the old-
fashioned way.”

“Sure,” grunted Rosic, “but I thought ya
might wanna open them beers first.”

Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a post-
card, please, to Party Jokes Edilor, pLavBoy,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
Hl. 60611, $50 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be veturned.



“Feareth not, ny dear. In God we tryst.”
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“Streaking. Flashing. Why is everyone in such a hurry?”
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hi@-dﬂff hwtb {continued [rom page 117)

to relate totally o someone, o listen 10
what he has 1w say with an intensity
that makes him [eel unique, 1o give that
someone the feching that he or she is
the most perceptive person he's ever en-
comrtered. His is an exerase in the prag-
maties of instant indmacy. (*I sell a lot
ol insurance to divorcees and widows,” he
says drylyv. And even that is the least of the
premuuam.) It s, of course, all counterteit;
he is also sly, devious and single-minded.
“That's why I hustle goll,” he says. “I'm
a nawral.”

Golf, in fact. has always been a game
that appealed to the single-minded, the
simple-minded and the devious—the hus-
tled as well as the hustler. Take single-
mindedness: Ask a poller about Dick
Nixon and he'll say, “Used too much
right hand.” Or simple-mindedness: Ask
a polfer what the essence of the game is
and he'll say skill, because he hasn’t veal-
ized the truth—sell-deception. Or devi-
ousness: Ask a goller what the rules are
amd he'll say, “Something to break.” Per-
haps this is the reason that golf is so pop-
ular: Men can get a loe of sun and fun
while succumbing trivmphantly w their
lower instinas. For no other obsession
this side ol the White House offers so
superb an opporumity for chicanery,
duplicity and all-round villainy as does
goll. The reason is not only the exist-
ence of rules but their abundance; they
vange in swyle, tone and amplitude from
the polished-mahogany politenesses ol the
Royal and Andent in Scotland o the
spontancous perhdies of Goat Hill in E
Wigering. They are, in their opportunity,
what appeals to most men: Any individ-
ual lacking in power, youth, speed,
brawn, clearness of eye, suppleness of
muscle, virtue ol purpose can become a
preuty good golfer. And hustler.

“As long as he has siyle,” says the Ar
chivist. He earned the cognomen because
(A) no hustder wants o be known—il
he's known at all—by his real name and
(B) because it hus: He not only hustles
but he memorializes hustling by hecom-
ing something of a storchouse for the
rich, arcane legends and traditions of the
lelony. He has studied the techniques of
husding, amateur and otherwise, from
his own high-style hustle hack to the raff-
ish days of the talented vamp-—the days
ol the Stork, the Fat Man, the Dog Man,
the Fire Man, Mysterious Montague, Ti-
tanic Thompson. and so on and on. He
considers himsell and his style an aber-
ration—or an  accommodation—ol  the
tmes. He has never made the “hustlers’
rounds”—Edgewater and Tam O'Shanter
and Riverwoods in and around Chicago,
Tenson Park in Dallas, Memorial Park
in Houston, Bayshore in Miami. “Most of
those places are reformed or sold for de-
velopments,” he says. This 1s not to say he
doesn’t make the Miami/Miami Beach
rounds. I spend six—eight weeks down

there every winter.” Not always consecu-
tively: He'll work the rounds accord-
ing o his pigeon’s vacation cycle, then fly
back o Chicago for some midweek insu-
ance selling (°I got 1o keep the business
going—just al that rate, so it doesn't
ctome to possess me’) belore flying back
tor a new cycle of vacationers—and vic-
tims. He spends the summer the same
way, playing very linde midweek goll
the Chicago area—"You heard of never
dirtying your own nestz"—before flying
olf for long weekends of goll in the
Catskills or in Texas or anyplace where
men care not whether they win or lose
but how much they play the game for.
He likes 1o consider himsell a golfer, not
a gambier. ("The husters i the past
were all gamblers: they got Famous as
gamblers because they couldn’t hack it as
gollers.”) And he insists that it is not the
hustle he's interested in but the psychol-
ogy ol the hustle. “Peaple need 10 be
hustled. They've got 1o take the grand
chance—the big bet that they're going (o
lose. They put themselves in the way ol
it: You lose ai golf, you feel you've made
the big bid. but what have you lost? Your
lilez Nothing! You lost some money—
which you substitute for your life!” He
translates this into a readiness to be
psyched out—"Even the biggest of the
big-time golfers get psyched out and they
do it because they need to.”

One of his earliest memories of golf
was the 1947 U.S. Open—"1 was 1en,
eleven years old”—in St. Louis, when Sam
Snead mer Lew Worsham in a play-ofl.
They were on the 18th green of the
play-off, siill tied and with the balls al-
most identical distances from the hole.
Snead was about (o purt, because he be.
lieved he was “away,” when Worsham
stepped in front of him and asked, “What
are you doing?”

“I'm putting ouwr.” said Snead.

“Oh. n0,"” said Worsham, I think I'm
away and should have the first putt.” He
called for a tape measure. In the mean-
time, Snead had 1o step back and, in
utter fury, wait for the putting distances
to be measured. It turned out that Wor
sham’s ball was 30 inches from the cup
and Snead’s ball was 30 and a hall inches
away. So Snead did have the right 1o putt
first. But he'd been psyched out. When
he got up to the ball, his concentration
was broken and he blew the putt by two
inches. Waorsham, barely conuolling the

gri

in, stepped up, hic his pute smack into
the cup and won the playoll and the
U. 5. Open.

“It was the closest Snead ever came to
winning an Open and he was beaten on
a psych-out trick,” says the Archivist.
“The thing about Snead is that not
winning the Open is his thing. He's more
famous for not winning than he is for
winning. He was psvched out on that
hole, but maybe he had 10 be psyched

out. The way I look at it, there are times
when even a Snead has to be a loser.”

S0 he began studying not only the
husding of goll but the psychology of
the hustle. He got to caddying at Tam
O’Shanter, “a great place for studying. A
legitimate goll club—evervihing on the
up-and-up. but a place where people
went o find action.” He lound the
psych-out as cordial as a bloodletting
among friends. He tends o classify the
“friendly” psych-outs in this way:

The admiring cut: You admire vour
opponent in just the vight way for an ex-
wavaganty bad shot. “Not bad, not bad
at all. There's the ball over there. under
the rock next w the wee. Another two
or three shots like that and vou'll be ofl
the ee”

The helpful cut: You wait unnl the
opponent is in his backswing and then
say helplully, “Don’t worry o much
about the water on the right.” Or you
comment, “Say, do you always hold yow
right hand over like that?” A more ele-
gant example of the form was—says the
Archivist—displayed by comedian Buddy
Hackett, a golfer more enthusiastic than
skilled. Hackett. he says. goes onto the
course with a package of Band-Aids and,
when somebody is doing something dis-
gustingly well, he offers one to him.

“Here. you'll need this for your finger,”
he says.

“What finger? What are you talking
about?” says the opponent.

“Just 1o take care of those blisters in

that one spor . . . from the funny way you
hold the club.”
“Wha'd’ya mean. the funny way [ hold

the club?

“Oh. nothin’. Don’t give it a second
thought. Just keep the Band-Aids handy.
When the blisters pop, vou'll be glad vou
have them.”

Thar, says the Archivist, “should be
good lor three strokes a round.”

The distractive cut: You wait until
your opponent is standing over a key
shot and then you say, “Oh, 1 forgot 10
tell you. Met your docior in the clul-
house and he wants to talk to you as soon
as our round is over about the X rays you
had last week. Nothing to worry about—
just something about thar dark spot on
your lungs.”

Or. il your opponent happened to e
out of town for a few days and elects to
go right from the airport to the first tee—
as any thoughtful man would—it's help-
ful o pick up his wife and drive her
over to the goll course lor the joyviul re-
unton. The wlorm s an unshaven face
and clothes that look like you've slept in
them. Then, as you leave her and ap
proach the first tee, you turn and wave to
ber and say warmly. “I'll never forget.”
When her hushand /your opponent hears
someone looking like you're looking say
“I'll never forget” to his wife, you can be

(continued on page 158)



WERE GOING AFTER YOU, HOFFA, IN PART XI
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By RICHARD HAMMER

rowkk, and the compulsion to
acquire it, Robert Kennedy
understood very well, Few [am-
hies in American history had
been more obsessed with power.,
had with  greater
passion  than Ins. But what
counted with the Kennedys

sought it
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was  how Onee
them, it was a
means of ordering events and
changing them, to have some
say over their own  destiny
and the nation’s. Thus, Robert
Kennedy could never quite
understand, had no sympathy
for those who sought power

powcer Wil

was used. For

anly as a means of enriching
and aggrandizing themselves.

ILLUSTRATIOR ¢ JOHM VAN HAMERSY
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Perhaps as much as any-
thing else, 1t was his moral
outrage at the misuse R |
corruption  of  power that
made him instrumental in the
war against orgamized corime
during the last decade of his
life. He was in unique posi-
tions 1o fight the Mob, first
as chiel counsel to the Senate
Select Commuittee on Improper

D AFTER LICHTE TEI CIRCA 1t

‘XX R N

eoOBOBDBORS
o000 00

Activities in the Labor or
Management  Field,  chaired
by Senator  John  AMcCleltan
ol Arkansas, and then  as
UL S, Auorney General, under
his  brother
. Kennedy.

It was as counsel o
McCleHan  committee in the
Iate Fifties that Robert Ken
nedy got has fost close look at

President  John

the




The McClellan hearings and the
sensational revelations of Joe
Valachi drew a grim picture of
organized crime in the Sixfies.

the entangled relationships be-
tween  supposedly  reputable
labor leaders and the under-
world. The committee’s char-
ter gave it wide latitude to
investigate labor racketeering
and the wses and abuses of
unions” pension and wellare

Working with Senator John McClellan and his
committee, Robert Kennedy first met the Mob.

funds. In that endeavor, the
committee called to testily a
motley crew of labor leaders
who had arrogantly abused
the power and money entrust-
ed to them by their {ollowers,
who had entrenched them-
selves in office by packing
union hierarchies and  local
oflices with men whose crimi-
nal activities and  associations
filled pages in police records.
There were oulcries  [rom

some that the committee, es-
pecially its chiel counsel, was
antilabor, that the purpose of
the investigation was to de-
stroy the labor movement, but
it soon became evident that if
anyone had been antilabor, it
had been the leaders who had

so  loudly proclaimed their
devotion (o unionism.
There was, f{or instance,

Max Block, president of the
Butchers Districe Council of

Teamster leaders Dave Beck and Jimmy Hoffa
came to symbolize corruptian in labor unions.

New York and New Jersey of
the Amalgamated Meat Cut-
ters and Butcher Workmen.
He had used that position to
milk the union weasury of
more than $500,000 between
1954 and 1957; he had used
it to convince exccutives of
food chains such as Bohack,
ARP and Grand Union 1w
give him stock as gifis, o give
his  relatives  lucrative  con-
tracts for supplies. The only

one  who beneficed  {rom
Block's  leader ship  of  the
burchers’ union was Block:

gains for the workers were
minimal at best.

Blocks  looting ol the
butchers was matched, if not
exceeded, by James Cross
in the Bakery and  Con-
feciionery  Workers  Interna-
tonal Union. by Maurice
Hutcheson  and  his  friends
i the United Brotherhood of
Carpenters and Joiners, by a
string ol ofhcials in the In
ternational Union of Oper
ating  Engincers, the Sheet
Metal Workers International



Assoctation, the Unned Texuile

Workers of America and others.

There was the Chicago
Restavwrant Association, whose
corruption  and  underworld
ties nobody seemed even 1o
bother hiding. One  of its
prime Jocals was  controlled
by Joseph Awppa, a member
ol the Chicago mob’s ruling
council with a ariminal record
going hack to the davs of Al
Capone. The union’s counsel
had been Abraham  Teitel-
baum; he told & committee

nvestigator that as far as he
was concerned, Capone was
“a hne gentleman.” And the
ruler of the entire association
was Lows Romano. His rec-
ord: close and continuing as-
sociation with Chicago mob
leaders Tony “"Big Tuna” Ac-
cardo and Sam Grancana, fre-
quent arrests lor everything up
to and including homicde.
When  questioned  about a
number of murders, he snarled,
“Why don’t you go and dig up
all the dead ones out in the

Under Robert Kennedy, the Justice Department began systematically
using electranic surveillance devices against the crime Syndicate.
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ILLUSTRATION BY PAUL ALEXANOER AFTER JAMES ROSENQUIST CIRCA 1969

gravevard and ask me af 1
shot them, you Chinaman?”
But the main thrust of the
McClellan committee was di
rected at the International
Brotherhood of  Teamsters,
Chaulfleurs, Warchousemen
and Helpers, the nation's Larg-
union, with more
than 1,600,000 members at thay
What

est  trade

thne. concermed  the

Joe Valachi, wrongly suspected

as on informer, became one.

committce most was hoodlum
control of locals and the activ-
mes of the Teamsters’ two most
puwcrlui olhcers, prt:si;h-m
Dave Beck and James Riddle
Hofla. As chairman ol the Cen-
tral States Conlerence, Hofla
was the man who really ruled
the and
soon become its president.

Dave Beck was an

union who would

almost

While “ltalian” gangsters made
news, Meyer Lansky made money.



PLAYERBROY

136

pathetic figure. Once he had been a re-
spected and aggressive labor leader; he
had founded the Western Conference ol
Teamsters and had been a tough and
eflective bargainer. negotiating contracs
that ser the stndards lor the other con-
lerences aroumd the country. But the
acquisition of great power corrupted Beck
almost bevond reason. \With his ascension
to the presidency of (he international
union in 1952, he turned into hule
more than a cheap crook; the union
treasury became a source ol easy loans he
never had to repay: the union isell
bought his house at a vastly indlared price
and then gave i back w him for his hile
time personal nse; his union ofhce per
mitted him 1o hold up companies such
as Fruchaul Trailer for huge loans. He
went before the commiuee declaring, 1
have nothing to lear. My record is an
open book.” Then he took retuge in the
Filth Amendment more than 200 times.
When he walked out the door, he was a
broken man and soon an mmprisoned one.

“The fall of Dave Beck.” the commit-
tee said, “lrom a position ol eminence in
the Labor-union movement is not without
sadness. When named 1o head this rich
and powerlul union. he was given an op-
portmity 1o do much good for a great
segment ol Americn working men and
women.  But when  temptation  faced
Dave Beck, he could nor turn his back.
His thievery in the final analysis became
so petty that the committee must wonder
at the penuriousness of the man. Wi
would cause @ nman in such circumstances
to succumb 1o the wemptuion ol using
union [unds 1o pay for six pans ol knee

drawers lor 527.54. or a bow ue for
S3507 In Bedk's case, the committee

must conclude that he was motivated by
an uncontrollable greed.”

lt was not so casy to chismiss or sum
up Jimmy Hofla. He was, and is, a
strange amd complex man whose com-
pulsion to power probably matched the
Kennedys', though he used it in a pro-
foundly different manner. Born poor, he
lett school at 1o 1o ke a laboring
job-—unloadi boxcars in Deiroit lor
17 cents an hour. Within two vears, he
had led a successlui stike and  been

eranted a chavier o form a feamsier-
afblined local in Dewoit. The world in
which he lived and flourished was a vio-
lent one and he luxuriated in e 21 was
i a lot of hglts,”™ he boasted, “got my
My

head  hroke, banged around.
brother got shot. We had a business
killed by a strikebreaker, - Our cars
were bombed out, L. There was only one
way 1o survive—fight back.” And fight
he did. cawing and gouging his way to
somuch power in the Teamsters tha
when Beck was president, Holfa could
snort, “Dave Becke Hell, T was running
it while he was playing big shot. He
never knew the score”

In some ways, Holfa was the equal of
the United Auto Workers” Walter Ren-

i)
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ther, proving himsell one ol the ablest
leaders 1o arise out of the labor move-
ment. Smart. wough, clear-eyed and total-
Iy dedicated 10 his own ultimate ends
(he didn’t smoke, drink or chase women;
his only passion other than the union and
his own position was physical hitness), he
was a master ol collective bargaining.
Under his leadership, Teamsier mem-
bers scored huge economic advances, won
Iringe benelus than became a model for
labor in general. He was a supreme or-
ganizer whose skills brought thousands
in totally disparate ficlds inio the Team-
ster empire; and he consolidated and con
cenurated union power in his own hands.

But what Hofla lacked, and  wha
brought him the deep and abiding scorn
ol Kennedy and ol labor leaders such as
Reuther, was prindiples. If Reuther or
the Kennedys set certain moral limins,
however ill dehined, on the means o
achieve power and on the uses of th
power, Hofla set none. He plowed
Teamster moncey, i the form of rarcly
repaid  loans. into  grandiose  bur il
conceived Land-development projects in
Flovida, into gambling casinos and other
enterprises sponsored by his racketeer
friends in Nevada. He invested Teamster
funds i companies employing Team-
sters and he invested his own and his
family’s money 1o take conuol ol com.
panics whose workers were members ol
his union. I find nothing wrong with a
labor leader having a business or his
family having a business that may be in
the same industry that that particular
union has organized.” he blandly replied
to a question from Kennedy, And he ap-
parently saw nothing wrong. cither, with
borrowing money from other Teamster
officials whose temue depended on his
good will, or from companies whose
prosperity and  continuing labor peace
depended on his whim.

To wonsolidiate his control the
union and to expand his power, Holla
turned to the hoodlums who had inlested
the union, who had been gramed char
ters to organize and run Teamster locals.
The committee came up with a list of 47
“gangsters and vackereers about whom
there is testimony regarding association
with  Teamster  ofhcials.,”  Molla, n
charged, “runs & hoodlum empire. the
members ol which are sieeped in inig-
uity and dedicated 1o the proposition
that no thug need scarve il there is a
Teamster payroll handy. . . . Hofla does
not now have nor has he cver had any
micntion of moving against his racketeer
friends . . . he has never moved 10 exer-
his  powers even alter convicted
union ofhcials have gone to jail and even
though they continue o hold olbce and
draw salaries and even Chrisimas  bo-
nuses while they lainguish in jail.”

Scoffed Holla in reply: “1 would rake
sach man on his own. The mere fact that
he happened to know somebody would
not necessavily stop me from hiving hin

OVer

cise

cven though the people he knew were so
called alleged gangsters. . . . I've saw oo
many alleged gangsiers who, when vou
checked on the actual persons alleged o
be gangsters, had no more o do with be-
g a gangster than you are a gangster, ...
I don’t even know a Syndicate exists,
amd I don’t believe you do, either.”

Who, then, were some ol these “al
leged ganpsters” hired by Hoftaz The
roster reads almost like a rogues’ gal-
lery. The business manager of Teamster
Local 102 New York, for instance.
was John “Johnoy Dio” Dioguardi. His
ties to the Syndicite went back as far as
his strong-mrm days [or Louis Lepke: he
had been arrested for and conviced ol
labor shakedowns, extortion. tax evasion
and bankruprey fraud: he was accused ol
having ordered the aad blinding ol cru-
sading labor columnist Viaor Riesel in
1956, "It cannot be said, using the wid-
st possible  Latitude” the  committee
noted, “that John Dioguardi was ever
mterested in beutering the lov of the
workingman.”

The president of Teamster Local 560
in Hoboken, New Jersev, was a man
named Anthony “Tony Pro” Provenza-
no. Among his closest Iriends were Car-
mine “Mr. Gribbs” Tramuntu, Tony
Bender and  Antonio “Tony  Ducks”
Corallo. Corallo himself was a Teamster
oflicial in good standing, vice-president
ol one local in New York and the abso-
lute il unofhcial ruler of at least {our
others. Did Corallo's long mvest record,
his earlier narcotics conviction or the
fact that his puppets held union ofhce
concern Hofta? The New York police
taped a conversauon between Corallo
and another union olhcial, who said ol
Holfa, “The guy wold me swraight our.
and I ain’t making. like, myv own words,
I'm saying his words . . . "You want to
steal, you want o rob, po ahead.” he
says, ‘don’t ger caught.” . . . The guy s,
you know. fine. 1 mean. he don't cave
one way.

It was not just that Hofla didn’t care.
In Los Angeles. the scactary-ureasurer
of Teamster Local 396, with jurisdictuon
over private garbage collections, was a
hoodlum named Frank Matla. When
Matula was convicted ol perjury belore
a California stue-assembly  comminee,
Hofla responded by appointing him 1o
the Teamster board ol trustees, tradition-
ally known as the “conscience of the
union.” and Later even persuaded prison
authorities to grant Matula a furlough so
that he could help audit the books of the
international union.

“Malodorous as the Los Angeles par-
bage sitnation has been,” the MdcClellan
committee  noted, i seemed  sweet-
scented by comparison with conditions
m the New York sector ol the indusiry.”
In that city. the boss was Vincent Squil-
Lame, reputed  narcotics peddler  and
for hire to others in the

(rontinued on puge 1773)
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SYNOPSIS: Before June I7, 1972, the
{wo young Washington Post reporters
had never worked on a story together. In
the months that followed, Carl Bernstein
and Bob Woodward scooped the Wash
mglon press corps with a series of articles
linking the Committee for the Re-elec-
tion of the President and the Wiite
House ttself to the Watergaie break-in—
and lo other illegal campaign practices as
well. By exhaustive detective work, the
reporters established that a secret fund of
cash i the office of Maurice Stans, for-
mer Secrelary of Commerce and chief
fund raiser for CRP, was the source for
paynients to the Watevgate burglars. Pay-
ments from this fund could be authorized
by Stans himself; John Mitchell, Nixon's
former Attorney General and the head
of CRP; Jeb Magruder, Muchell’s dep-
uty; Herbert Kalmbach, Nixon's personal
lawyer; and a fifth man, who, the report-
ers weve led to believe, worked i the
White House. Bernstein and Woodward
also revealed a systematic campaign of
Sm')n."agr' against the Democrats, carried
out by divty-trickster Donald Segretti,
who reported to Presidential appoint-
ments secretary Dwight Chapin.

Mast of Bernstein’s and Woodward's
breaks were a resull of persevering on
leads that the FBI and other reporiers
had overlooked; but a few cructal leads
were provided by former CRP treasurer
Hugh Sloan and several still-unidentified
sources in the fustice Department, the
White House and CRP. Pevhaps the most
intevesting, and enigmatic, of these was a
highly  placed  Administration  official
known to the reporters as Deep Throat.
His position was so sensitive that Wood
ward could contact him only by such pre-
arranged signals as mouving a flowerpot

PRI

on his balcony and later mecting with
Iim in an underground garage. Decp
Throat was talkative but never pave
divectly tneriminating  detailsi—he only

NE LATE-NOVEMBER Saturday night, a Post editor asked for a word

Concluding a two-part article ; : _
with Woodward in a deserted section of the newsroom. One of
his neighbors had told him that his aunt was on a grand jury.

By CARL BERNSTEIN His neighbor thought it was the jury on Watergate; she'd made

and some remark about knowing all about it. “She's a Republican,

BOB WOODWARD :’I:: \:i‘:;t:ll}{: ::::‘!'C:l”y hates Nixon now. My neighbor thinks

A lew days later, the editor handed Woodward a slip of paper with the
woman’s name and address. Bernstein and Woodward went 1o Rosenteld, who
seemed to like the idea of a visit but suspended final judgment until he had
checked with Bradlee for a policy decision. Bradlee asked the Post's lawyers.

Bernstein and Woodward consulted the Post’s library copy of the Federal
Rules of Conl Procedure. Grand jurors ook an oath to keep secret both their
deliberations and the testimony belore them; but the burden ol secrecy, it

FROM THE SIMON & SCHUSTER BOOK —ALL THE PRESIDENT'S MEN." COPYRIGHT © 1974 BY CARL BERNSTEIN AND BOS WOODWARD
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confirmed stories. And he had never given
Woodivard Jalse information.

From the beginning, the White House,
through press secretary Ronald Ziegler,
flatly denied everything and attempled
to discredit the Post. Bul the reporters
were supported at every step by the Posts
execultve editor, Benjamin Bradlee, man-
aging editor Howard Simons, melrapol-
ttan editor Harry Rosenfeld and city
editor Barry Sussman.

It was shortly before the November
election that Bernstein and Woodward
wrolte thewr most significant—and trouble-
some—story. The account stated that
in addition to Stans, Mitchell, Magruder
and Kalmbach—jour of frve officials who
had anthorized disbursements from the
secret fund in Stans’s office—the fifth, as
apparently confirmed by Sloan, Deep
Throat and an FBI agent, was Nixon's
chief of staff, H. R. Haldeman. The
response was pnmediate. Ziegler accused
the Post of “shabby journalism” and
claimed that Haldeman's name had not
been mentioned i grand-jury testimony,
as the story claimed. Then Sloan ap-
pearved to back off, 1elling the reporters
they had misinterpreted him. The report
vrs had made a bad mistake and at one
point considered resigning. Finally, Deep
Throat confirmed Haldeman’s imvolve-
ment but said the reporters had been
wrong about the grand-jury testimony.
“You've put the investigation Dbach
months,” Deep Throat told Woodward.

The f[all elections passed and theve
were no new breaks, no more big stories
and the Post's reputation suffered. Accord-
ing to Bradlee, the long dry spell was
“pure anguish.” He pressed the reporters
to come up with something [resh on
Watergate, to salvage the newspaper's
credibility.  Bernstetn and  Woodward
became desperate Jor new information
and new sources as the date for the trial
of the Watergate burglars approached.

appeared, was on the juror. There seemed to be nothing in the law that forbade  Jip0 the truth—thus fm-_
anyone to ask questions. The lawvers agreed but urged exwreme caution in abot teroate was
making any approaches. They recommended that the reporters simply ask the il b
woman il she wanted o talk. ﬁ?lﬂl{)’_ﬁ-’-ﬂé’n’d out b_}‘ lwo

Bradlee was nervous. “No beating anvone over the head, no pressure, _young ?‘(’j)ﬂ?‘tﬂ?’s and
none ol that cajoling,” he instructed Woodward and Bernstein. He got up [rom -
behind his desk and pointed his finger. “I'm serious about that. Particularly
vou, Bernstein, be subtle for once in your lile.”

The next morning, the reporters drove across town, knocked at the wom-
an’s door and identified themselves. She invited them inside. They did not
mention the grand jury and said simply that they had heard she knew some-
thing about Watergate.

“It's a mess, I know that,” the woman said. “But how would 1 know any-
thing about it except for what I read in the papers” It took ten minutes to

a courageous newspaper
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figure out that the woman was, indeed,
on a grind qury at the courthouse, but
not the Watergate one. They thanked
her and lelr.

I'he episode had whetted their interest.
They knew the outlines of the informa-
tion they necded. bue they lacked the
details a cooperative grand  juror could
probably supply. 1That alternoon, Bern-
stein called the chiel prosecutor. Earl Sil-
bert. and asked for a list of the 23 grand
jurovs. Stbert flatly refused, rejecting
Bernstein's contention that the member-
ship of the jury was a mauer ol public
record.

Woodward asked a friend in the cerk’s
ofhice il it was possible 1o ger a roster
ol the Wintergute grand jury. “"No way
whatsoever,” he was old. “The records
are seoret.”

Next morning. Woodward wok a cab
10 the courthouse,

The clerk’s office employed abouwt 90
prople. Woodward started at one end ol
the large complex ol hle rooms and after
halt an howr had lound someone willing
to direct him o a remote corner ot the
main hle arex where lists ol rial and
grand juries were kept. He identified
himsell to another clerk as a Post report-
er and said he wanted 1o look through
the file. The clerk looked at Woodward
suspiciously.

“OK." he said, “but you aren't allowed
to copy anything. You can’t take names.
No notes. Pl be watching.”

Woodward started going through the
hle drawers and finally lound the master
list of 1972 grand juries. Two grand
juries had been sworn in at the beginning
of June. He remembered that the fore-
man ol the Watergate grand jury had an
eastern European name and worked for
the Governmment as an ¢conomist or some-
thing like that. He found the right name
on grand jury number one, sworn in on
June 5, 1972,

Each ol the jurors had filled our a
small orange card listing name, age, occu-
pation, address, home and work tele-
phones. Woodward began silung through
the cards, then glanced over s shoulder.
The derk was sitting ag his desk, abour 15
leer away, staring at him. Woodward took
the sy four cards, set them tace up in the
bottom ol the ble drawer and  began
studying the names, ages, addresses, phone
numbers and occupations. It wok about
en minutes o memorize the inlovma-
tion. He isked the clerk where the men's
TOOIMN Wi,

Inside the washroom, Woodward went
into a stall. wok a notebook from his
jacker pocker and wrote out what he had
memonized. Prscilla .. Woodruf], age 28,
unemployed. Trving to visualize what
cach of the grand jurors looked like
helped him keep vack of the informa-
tion. Naomr R. Wilhiams, 36, relived
teacher and elevator operator. Julie L.
White, 37, janitor at George Washington

Untversity. Woodward drew a memial pic-
ture of a coat of arms and the name
Haldeman etched bencath a pair of
aossed  daggers  guarding  a  dhvone:
George W. Stockton, he wrote in his note-
book, Institute of Hevaldry, Department
of the Army, technician, age 53. He

hitched up his trousers. Four down,
19 10 go.
He memorized the next fve cards.

Straining not o look guilty, he asked
the clerk where the chiel judge's cham-
bers were,

The man lrowned. “You're sure spend-
ing a lot of time with those files. I'm not
sure that you're allowed to even look
in there”

Woodward said he would be back—as
soon as he had checked something with
the chiel judge. Upstairs, in a third-floor
washroom, he wrote down the hve names
and the other information. That left 14,
At the rate he was going, the job would
take all morning.

On the third vy, he was able 10 memo-
rize six cards. Returning from the lavato.
ry to the hle room, he asked the clerk
when he went 1o lunch. I don’t go out
to lunch,” the man said curtly. The per-
fect clerk, Woodward thought ruelully:
cven eats at his desk. He needed 1o ger
the rest this time, because the clerk was
geuing impatient. It ook nearly 15 min-
utes to memorize the last cight names
and accompanying deta

Back at the ofhce, he vyped a list of the
jury members and the accompanying
data. In Bradlee's ollice, the editors and
Bernstein - and  Woodward  eliminated
nearly half the members of the grand jury
as too risky. Low-grade civil servants—
especially older ones, for instance—
were  accustomed o doing  things by
the bureaucratic book, checking with
their superiors, rarely relying on their
own judgment. Military oflicers the same.
I'hey were looking for the few least likely
to inform the prosecutors of a visit. The
candidates would have o be bright
enough to suspect that the grand-jury
system had broken down in the Water-
gate case and also be in command of
the nuances of the evidence. Ideally, the
jurors would be capable ol outrage at the
White House or the prosecutors or both;
persons accustomed to bending rules. who
valued practicality more than procedure.
The exercise continued with Bernstein,
Woodward and their hosses trying 1o
psych out strangers on the basis of name.
address. age, occupation, ethnic back-
ground, religion, income level. The final
choices were lelt 1o the reporters.

Evervone in the voom had private
doubts about such @ seedy venoure. Brad-
lee, desperate Tor a story, and reassured
by the lawyers, overcame his own. Simous
doubted out loud the righiness of the ex-
ercise and worried about the paper.
Rosenleld was concerned most  about
keeping the enterprise secret. Sussi

5.

wis afraid that one of them, probably
Bernstein, would push o hard and find
a way w violate the law. Woodward won
dered whether there was ever justification
lor a reporter to entice someone across the
line ol legality while standing salely on
the right side himsell. Bernsiein, who
vaguely approved ol selecuive civil dis-
obedience, was not concerned about
breaking the law in the abstract. It was a
question of which law, and he believed
that grand-jury proceedings should be in-
violate, The misgivings, however, went
unstated, lor the most part. The report-
ers’ procedure would be to identily them-
selves, tell the juror thad they had learned
from an anonymous mutual acquaintance
that he or she knew something abowt
Watergate and ask il he or she was will-
ing to discuss the matter. They would
leave unless the juror, without proddi
volunteered something. Nothing would
be said about the grand jury unless the
juror mentioned it

Bradlee. addressing them in a final
brichng before bivouac, repeated the
marching orders: “No strong-arm tactics,
fellas. Righe?”

Working separately over the weekend
ol December second and third, Wood
ward and Bernstein attempted the clumsy
charade with about half-a-dozen members
ol the grand jury. They returned with no
information and a clear impression that
the prosccutors had warned the jurors to
beware of jokers bearing press cards.
Only one person volunteered that he was
on the grand jury. and he explained 10
Woodward that he had taken two oaths
ol searecy in his life, the Elks” and the
grand jurors’. and that both were sacred
trusts. The others said they didn’t know
anything abour Watergate except what
they had learned from the media. One
told Bernstein: “Watergate? Oh, yeah,
that fancy apartment down in Foggy Bot-
tom. . . . I heard about it on the welevi-
sion, all that break-in business and swulf;
there’s no place safe in this city.” Uniil
he heard abouwt the Elk, Bernstein had
feared that his partner with the fantastic
memory had wasted it on the wrong list.

On Monday, Bradlee called the report-
ers imto his office for an urgent meering,
He shut the door, a gesture olten re-
served lor such delicate matters of state as
firings. “"The balloon is up,” he said. At
least one ol the grand jurors had told
the prosccutors he'd been visited by a
Washington Post reporier. One ol the
prosecutors had called Edward Bennen
Williams, the Post’s principal attorney.
The prosecutors had gone to Judge John
sirica with the juror’s complaint and Wil-
liams had advised Bradlee 1o have his re-
porters sit tight.

They asked Bradlee how much trouble
Williams thought they were in.

“You're not going to get an award.”
said Bradlee. “Williams said thar it's up

(continued on page 186)




ok, mark spitz
_you're not—
but that
shouldn’t stop

you from
looking great

divers
pleasures

Beachwear, ‘74 style,
ranges from nothing
at all—demonstrated
here by the skinny-
dipping lady—to the
brightly colored ele-
gance of aur man's
knit pullover, $19.50,
and his drawstring
beach pants, $23,
both by Bouncing Ber-
tha’s Banona Blanket.




There are a lot of fish in the seqa, but some definitely shine brighter
than others. Like the guy above, who's either on top of the
world or else getting to the bottom of it all, depending on how
you look at it. His nylon knit T-shirt, $13, and sport shorts, $11,
are both by Robert Truth. Below: This stud favors the more
homespun texture of his blue-denim suspender jeans that feature
a drop front, patch pockets and straight legs, by A. Smile, $17.




Our shoremates above have found just the right ingredients for
a smashing beachside idyl: a pair of print-patterned, nylon knit,
square-legged swimming trunks, by Jantzen, $8.50, ond a pair of
nylon briefs, by McGregor, $2.50. Meanwhile, an o secluded part
of the beach, another gent, below, has used his multicolared trunks
of stretch nylon with V stripes, by Rabert Bruce, $9, to hypnatize
a lady into counting the hairs on his tummy. One, two, three. . . .




ILLUSTRATION BY ERALCO CARUGATI



did
invite

he was a widower, she
was divorced; something had to be
done about him, she sard

fiction
By U.S. PRITCHETT

Racm:!. FIRST MET GILBERT at David
and Sarah’s, or it may have been at
Richard and Phoebe's—she could not
remember—but what she did remember
was that he stood like a touchy exclama-
tion mark and talked in his shotgun
manner about his dog. His talk jumped
so that she got confused: The dog was
his wife’s dog, but was he talking about
his dog or his wifer He blinked very
fast when he talked of either. Then
she remembered what David (or maybe
Richard) had told her. His wife was
dead. Rachel had a dog, too, but he was
not interested.

The bond among them all was that
they owned small, white stuccoed houses,
not quite alike—hers alone, for exam-
ple, had Gothicrevival windows, which,
she felt, gave her a point—on opposite
sides of the park. Another bond was that
they had reached middle life and said
nothing about it, except that Gilbert
sharply pretended to be younger than
the rest of them in order to remind them
they had arrived at that tine when one
year passes into the next unnoticed, leav-
ing certain dregs, an insinuation that
they had not done what they intended.
When this thought struck them, they
would all—if they had the time—look
out of their sedate windows at the park,
that tame and once princely oasis where
the trees looked womanish on the island
in the lake or marched in grave married
processions along the avenues in the late
summer or in the winter were starkly
widowed. They could watch the weekend
crowds or the solitary walkers on the
public grass, see the ducks flying over in
the evenings, hear the keeper’s whistle
and his shout “All out” when the gates
of the park closed an hour after sunset;
and at night, hearing the animals at
the zoo, they could send out silent cries
of their own upon the place and evoke
their ghosts.

But not Gilbert. His cry would be a
howl and audible, a joint howl of himself
and this dog he talked about. Rachel had
never seen a man so naked. Something
must be done about him, she thought
every time she met him. Two years ago,
Sonia, his famous and chancy wile, had
died-—"oN THE sTAGE,” the headlines in
the London newspapers said, which was
nearly true—and his eyes were red-
rimmed as if she had died yesterday,
his angry face was raw with drink or the
unjust marks of guilt and grief. He was a
tall man, all bones, and even his wrists
coming out of a jacket that was too short
in the sleeve seemed to be crying. He had
also the look of a man who had decided
not to buy another suit in his life, to let
cloth go on gleaming with its private
malice. It was well known—for he boast-
ed of it himself—that his wife had been
much older than he, that they quarreled
half the time and that he still adored her.

Rachel had been naked, too, in her
time, when, (continued on page 242)
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for february’s cyndi wood,
the suspense 1s over—but the
real excitement 1s just beginning

HEN Marilyn Grabowski, prLAvBOY’s West

Coast Picture Editor, picked up the phone
to give Cyndi Wood the good news—that she'd
been chosen Playmate of the Year—it took a
while to get the call through. It took even longer,
“about a week, I'd guess,” says Cyndi, for the
full impact to sink in. “I was in Tokyo, in the
midst of a night-club engagement, recording ses-
sions and modeling dates, when Marilyn reached
me,” she recalls, “and my first reaction was just
kind of a “Who, me?” Not until several days later
did I really start to believe it, to feel how exciting
it actually was.” Excitement hasn’t exactly been
lacking in Cyndi’s life since her appearance on our
February 1973 gatefold. Take the Tokyo trip.
That came about because Cyndi heard that some

You won't catch us pinning the second line of that
studded T-shirt title {left] on Cyndi Wood. But since
her selection os top gatefold girl, she's become o lot
weolthier: One of her prizes was this Mercedes 450SL.




Japanese impresarios were stag-
ing auditions in Los Angeles—at
the Playboy Club, as it happened.
“I hadn’t sung professionally,
except in recording studios, for
about three years, but I decided
to have a try at it, and they signed
me to appear at this very exclu-
sive club in Tokyo, the El Mo-
rocco. It has about a fifty-dollar
cover charge and only really
wealthy people go there. When 1
first arrived in Tokyo, though,
things looked as if they weren't
going to work out too well. They
had (textconcludedon page219)

Posing for these pictures proved

a rash move for Cyndi: *'I'm allergic
to zebra!™ Soon after the shooting,
Miss Wood broke out in spots that
would do a leopard proud.







] haven't really decided on a career,
and I'm in no hurry. | don't think in terms
of making it big; I'd just like to earn
enough to invest in o small business, so

| wouldn’t hove to worry about money
all my life. That woy | could keep on
doing lots of different things."










**| never dreamed, when my girlfriend sent my photograph to
PLAYBOY, that | would ever become a Playmate, let alone Playmate
of the Year. | guess | thought all Playmates were spectacular—
that | was too ardinary.” Now, that's what we call bad judgment.
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"Once when | was on a radio talk shaw, same women called in and
said | was sinful far taking off my clothes. Well, I'm tired of fighting
people like that. Nudity can be tasteful, like a 16th Century painting. If
my pictures are sexy, that's anly incidental. | just try ta be natural.”







“You'll have to explain, Caplain, just how you managed Lo
penetrate the most secref center of our departin ent.”




the wife and the Eappa from a classical Japanese fairy tale Ribald Classic

MURAKAMI TATSUKO was 35 and barren, a fact that she blamed on her
husband, Murakami Shinjo, samurai and medical man, who made love
with his hands the way a snake swims through water, whose only short-
coming was the shortness of his comings. He could have used a third
hand or an extra sword at those excrudiating moments when ecstasy
flagged like a primrose plucked and wilting under an August sun.

Thus, it was a strange stirring that Tatsuko felt as she arose in the
middle of her sleep with the urgency of having drunk too much beer and
crossed the yard to the bathroom and seutled her silken self on the skin-
sinooth cedar shelfl and relaxed. The limbs from the maple rauled against
the house and something that felt like five fingers and the palm of a hand
moved lightly across and down the curve below her spine. The shock
was such that everything knoued in midstream. She paused to ascertain
the facts. But the hand suddenly was gone.

Strange things happen in the dead of night. Hands without bodies
appear at windows and finger the edges of curtains and screens: they ap-
pear at the corners of doors like mice, inching over the sill, moving into
dark closets, lurking for a deeper view. Such are the wonders ol dreams.

But, being pragmatic, Tatsuko decided the following evening to probe
the wonder of the outhouse. She slipped from her quilts and out bencath
the moon, her skin like porcelain but solter than the leather sheath she
lifted from her husband's side. She entered the outhouse, lifted her
kimono, parted the swirls of cotton and seutled onto the seat. She waited
for a sign or a feel, lor whatever might happen. She held her breath and
counted to 155, and as she was about to loose the jammed air from her
lungs, she felt again the webs of the hand encircle that part ol hersell
she had hung over the edge of the pit. Quick as a cat, she unsheathed
from the folds of her skirt her husband's short sword and struck with
the strength of her heart. A hand with an arm to the elbow struck the
wall and thunked 10 the floor.

A seream like that of gulls flooded the room and through the doorway
a manlike figure, thin like a rippling wave in the moonlight, staggered
and disappeared across the circle of night.

Over cold rice and tea the next morning, Tatsuko told her husband ol
her dreams. He arose and returned in less than a minute with a package
wrapped in rice paper. “It was a Kappa,” he said. “A Kappa has fallen
in love with vou, and you have cut off his arm. I musi find him and
return his arn.” And he was gone. She had heard many tales of the small
creatures whose webbed feet carried them through ponds and rivers, who
disappeared against green woods, their hair hanging like moss. who
moved like water. She knew they were mythical.

Murakami followed the trail for six hours, and finally he saw a fligure
bent by a stream. It held onto its stub of arm, moaning as a stream moans
in early spring. As he approached the Kappa, Murakami said, “You love
my wife but have lost your arm. I shall return it in exchange for the
Kappa secret of joining flesh to flesh, of taking a flower that has been
severed [rom its stem and returning it o the root that it may run to seed.”

The Kappa replied, “The matter is simple. Hand me my arm and
watch how arm will grow again o arm.”

The Kappa took from Murakami the severed arm and placed it onto
his stub and from his pouch he took a package the size of a prunc
wrapped in leaves. Within was a white, translucent salve that smelled
of the sea. He rubbed it slowly and lightly in a circular motion over the
wound for five minutes and then ten more, cxp;lmlillg and lengthening
the motion as he rubbed blood back to the wrist and fingers. And
Murakami saw the pale lifeless member begin to glow, the skin flush,
the finger tips flex and stiffen with a life of their own.

“And so vou know the Kappa's secret. Take this salve, for it contains
the secret of joining.” With that. the creature slipped beneath the
surlice of the stream.

And so Murakami took the salve and returned to his wile. It was
not long before Tatsuko's belly began 1o swell until it curved like an
cgg carved out of alabaster, and Murakami grew jolly as he walked
about the town.

Their children numbered 13 before Tatsuko grew oo old and oo
weary to bear any more. They were frail children who seldom walked but
who rippled across fields. Murakami, the samurai. became one of Japan's
finest doctors and its first marriage counsclor, while Tasuko comtinued
her nighdy habit of leaving her quilts to walk out under the stars
or in the rain to the little house where she had learned 1w hold
her breath and count. —Retold by Lonny Kanecko

ILLUSTRATION BY BRAD HOLLAMD
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sure fie won't forget, cither.

The curious cut: You ask an innocent
question about his game—the best part
ol his gime—so that he begins to dissect
what he's doing well reflexively. “Did
you recalize that you tap your right foot
three times every time you putt?” is a
good question. ("It took me five years to
get my putting back to form—1I was look-
ing at my loot all the time instead of the
putt,” one victim has said) O@ course,
sometimes the ploy doesn’t work.

On the eve ol the British Amateur at
Sandwich in 1948, says the Archivist, a
British golf writer sent a note to a lellow
diner, Frank Stranahan, asking: “Do you
inhale or exhale when putting?” The
idea, ol course, was 1o get Stranahan, a
most accomplished golfer, to think about
his breathing, not his putting.

At the adjoining table, Stranahan
looked up, apparently bewildered. I
don’t know,” he said.

Later that evening, the writer no-
ticed—with satisfaction—Suranahan on
the practice green, inhaling on one shot,
exhaling on the next. He must have
lound the answer, because the last laugh
was on the Britsher. Inhaling and ex-
haling all the way, Stranalian won the
tourmament, beating the local favorne,
Charles Stowe ol Sandwich, five and [our.

The Archivist spent his caddying years
studying not only ihe psychology of hus-
tling but some of its tactics and personal-
ies. “All the hustlers then had a
‘Ireak-shot bet.” If they lost to you in a
game ol goll, they'd come right back at
you with their freak bet that you fig-
ured you couldn’t lose. The Stork would
bet you he could win—on a handicap—
by standing on one oot for every shot;
he'd wick one leg up  behind  him.
Mysterious Montague would bet you he
could beat you on the putting green with
a rake, a hoe or a shovel.” Charley the
Blade would bet he could beat you
playing only with a three iron. Floren Di-
Paglia, who went lrom fixing basketball
games to hustling golf—a natural pro-
gression—used 1o bet  high-handicap
golfers that he could beat them even
though he played all his tee shots with a
Dixie Cup over the ball. George Low,
once a pro-tour goller, would bet you he
could win putting by kicking the ball
into the hole (“He's supposed to have
aced five ol nine holes that way on one
bet”) and—if it meant a pgreat hustling
opportunity—he’d bet you he could win
on the greens using a rake, a broom han-
dle or a pool cue. Lee Trevino, who hus-
tled bets on a par-three course in Dallas
before going on the pro tour, would bet
he could beat you using a taped-up Dr
Pepper boule (“He wasn't so dumb; it
had a smooth side instead of the bulging
ribs that Coke bottles have”). And Snead
has been known to hack a club out of a

158 branch from a swamp-maple tree and bet

a “mullet” (as he called his victims) he
could beat him using the stick lor tee
and [airway shots and a wedge lor chip-
ping and putting. The mullet ook the
bet eagerly—and paid off when Snead
shot a 76.

In the old days, says the Archivist, the
most florid and renowned hustler was
a tall, lean itnerant named Titanic
Thompson. “He was a gambler as much
as @ goller,” says the Archivist, “so he
wasn’t always working the hustle in ex-
pected ways.” Once he made a bet with
some pigeon that he could drive a ball
500 yards ofl the tee ol his choice. Since
the world record recognized by the Pro-
fessional Gollers Association is 592 yards
and the longest known drive was that ol
a 483-yard hole in Devon, England, with a
gale 10 help, Titanic’s bet seemed like
a good one o the pigeon. Only the ee
Tianic chose, outside Chicago, had a
steep drop-oft [ar down the [airway and—
while the fairway doglegged righi—ithe
course ran straight out 1o Lake Michigan,
As it happened, Titanic chose winter to
carry out the bet, so not only was the fair-
way ice-hard but so was the water ol the
lake. The ball had only 10 take a couple
ol big bounces before it was heading out
over the ice in the general direction of
Michigan. It went not only 500 yards but
perhaps that many miles.

If he lost a bet, somehow Titanic had
a way 1o get even: He'd pull out a gun
and bet double or nothing he could split
a silver dollar thrown intwo the air—he
was, among other things, an expert shot.
Or he'd bet he could throw a quarter
into a skinmed potato at 15 feer—for
some reason, he was expert ag that, wo. 1f
it had been a really bad day, he'd have
some back-to-theclubhouse bets. One ex-
ample: On the course, he'd usually be
tossing pecans into the air and catching
them in his mouth. When he got back to
the clubhouse, he'd bet everybody double
or nothing that he could toss one ol the
nuts over the clubhouse roofl o the other
side. Whereupon, he'd palm the selected
pecan, replace it with a lead-filled pecan
and throw it over the clublhiouse. IE any-
body objected, he'd say, “1 threw a pecan
like we bet. Nobody said what it had to
be filled with.” But this gimmick became
fairly well known and when its allure
wore ofl, he'd bet he could throw a
pumpkin over the roof. The pumpkin
happened to be one he'd reserved for the
purpose—it was the size ol a baseball—
and he'd win the bet easily.

Some bets demanded more in the way
of resourcefulness. One day Titanic was
on the putting green at Tenison Park,
practicing with a long-handled shovel—
on the chance someone might wint to
bet that he could beat Titnic putting
with a shovel—when a wealthy used-car

dealer approached with a deal he
couldn’t refuse.

“See that kid over there?” he asked.
Titanic saw—a long-haired kid putting
with a wedge and picking the ball out of
the hole with his toes. “I'll back him
against you for a grand,” said the used-
car dealer.

There is nothing that arouses a hustler
so much as a chance o match mind and
morals with a wsed-car dealer- particu-
larly one exploiting a kid who can’t even
afford to buy shoes. It never even
dawned on Titnie that the kid—like
himsell—may not have been altogether
what he seemed.

He was, in [act, one ol the best junior
players in the state. He could outhit Ti-
tanic—who was in his upper years—off
the tee with no wrouble. It was only
slightly more wouble to demolish him en-
tirely over the 18 holes.

While the kid went back to the first 1ee
to take on the next pigeon, Titanic went
off to brood for a while. He moped
around the dubhouse, pitching coins at
a crack in the floor—another hobby of
his—unul he could catch the used-car
dealer with a deal he couldn’t reluse.
“I'll play him double or nothing and 1'll
beat him,” he said. “And 1o show yvou
how confident 1 am, I'll let him ke
three drives oft each tee and then let him
play his best one.” The patron leaped at
the chance; some used-car dealers have
absolutely no morals abour how and how
much they exploit a pigeon.

In the first nine holes, the kid began
piling up a good lead. It wasn't always
casy: This was the third round the kid
was playing on this day and—what with
the exura strokes off each tee—it was the
cquivalent of two or three extra rounds
in one. By the 11th hole, the kid's arms
began showing some of the wear of trying
to make three long drives off cach tee.
He began hooking the ball viciously in
strenuous  efforts 1o maintain his  dis-
tance, and then when he shifted his
hands in the grip to compensate for it, he
began [ading it. Soon he couldn’t get any
ol his three drives onto the [airway and
Ly the 15th or 16th hole, when he over-
reacted in an cffort o stay accurate, he
wound up shooting short. Titanic fin-
ished the round by humiliating the kid
and maintaining the honor of the hustler
over the used-car dealer.

Titanic is in his 80s now. He kept hus-
ting when he could no longer play well
with yet another ploy. He tutored a
group of kid gollers in how 1o make cer-
txin shots, then he'd send them out to
play the game alter he used his head to
arrange the hustle. (“Maybe I can’t beat
you, but my caddie can ") In asense, says
the Archivist, the passing ol Ti sig-
naled the passing ol old-time hustling.
“Not much action in the old sense
around nowadays. Its all penny-ante

(continued on page 212)




ﬁcr‘fmz By JOHN D. MacDONALD The stew-
ardess started talking about seat belts and cigarettes.
He swallowed away the growing tightness in his ears
as they settled down through the blowy night. First
class was thinly populated. He vawned and gathered
up the paperwork he had spread across the empty seat
and the 1wo service tables and put the raw data along
with the almost-finished report into his dispatch case.

He looked at the tme and fele disoriented. Ten past
nine. Airplanes are never so carly.

“Helenz” he said. The stewardess stopped and
turned and came back to his seat.

“Yes. Mr. Catletez”

“What's going on? We're off schedule, aren’t we?”

“Gee, I guess you didn’t hear the announcement.

We diverted to Syracuse.  (continued on page 220)

maybe there should be more lives than one—he longed for the lives he couldn’t have

FAINTING BY ARSEN ROJE



some birthdays are worse than others and, incidentally,
maam, would you mind removing your breast from my eye?

MY BIRTHDAY is never a good day
anyway. It usually comes on me
like a bad lab report (Gemini
creeps into the western sky, charts
under his arms, delivers the news,
“Pssst . . . you've still got it ...
the drugs are no use . . . life is
the big dose”) and last June I
turned 31 in L.A. and proved
I could get lower than that. I.
couldn’t have done it in any other
city nor without the help of an-
other frayed mind, and I would
have let go of my anxiety over
it long ago except that there
is a professional-quality photo-
graphic record of the whole
dirty business.

That’s Rowland's contribution,
a friend of mine, a photographer,
wizard of visual delights, a man
who walks around with entirely
too much ginseng in his system
and who crashed into my birth-
day funk like this: “I'm calling
from the pay phone at the Acad-
emy of Nude Wrestling on Santa
Monica Boulevard so I have only
three minutes to tell you that 1
have uncovered prehistoric thrills
here my brother and you will love it. They got a woman . . .
leopardskin tights . . . big scary woman . . . eyes that are looking
for food . . . hardly talks at all . . . snorts kind of——"

“It’s my birthday, Rowl, leave me alone,” I told him.

“,.. And for twenty dollars they’ll turn her naked body loose
on you for half an hour and 1 can shoot it with the motor
Nikon and we can bury the negs where they'll find them after
the quake because I'm telling you this thing is goddamn
anthropological.”

“You and I don’t eat the same roots, Rowl.”

“Gimme that bullshit . . . call yourselfl an athlete of ex-
perience . . . I need you now. The sheriff’s vice cops have been
here once this morning and the reptile queen is talking about
going home. . . . It’s too sleazy to last . . . it’s too beautiful.”

“No. I'm thirty-one, I want to be a grownup,” I said and he
laughed the way whores do when you offer them small money
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and I told him I'd show up.

On the way there, north up
U.S. 405, I used all the tricks I
know to get out of my worried
head and into my easily pleased
body. It worked and pretty soon
my dumpy little car felt like a
flower in the rapids and every-
thing that wasn’t funny (eight
acres of bumper to bumper,
Chevies around Long Beach) was
beautiful (the Goodyear blimp
moored around Hawthorne).

v I had the car as full of AM rock
'n’ roll as I could get it and some-
¥ where around Redondo a voice
started playing in my head, tell-
ing me a dirty joke I once knew.
: So -at 70 miles an hour, louder
! than Killing Me Softly . . ., a
Texan bursts into an Alaskan
bar yelling that he’s pissed and
ashamed to be from the second-
largest state in the Union and
that he will take any initiation
the natives say to become a gen-
uine sourdough. The locals snick-
: ‘ er, they laugh. They tell him that
| he has to drink a quart of whis-
s " key, wrestle a Kodiak bear and
fuck a woman, in sequence, in one night. The Texan chugalugs
the booze and carcens out into the arctic dark. Couple of hours
later he staggers back in, clothes ripped to shreds, his back
scratched and torn, one ear partly hanging off, he's limping, but
the fire is still in his eyes and he plants both feet, sways, and
then shouts, “All right you bastards, where's this woman you
want me to wrestle?”

I listened to that threc or four times and by the time I floated
down the off ramp onto La Cienega, I loved it as I had when I
was a child. I loved everything: I had the rhythm of the city,
the rhythm of the times and I hit every green light for three
miles, past massage parlors (wonderful), sweaty little book-
stores, a billboard shampoo ad: “Get Head” (nothing is too
bizarre), sweaty little moviehouses (fantastic), seven-and-eight-
year-old hitchhikers (far out), and I had the windows down and
the radio up and an ad for Deep Throat came on, then Lou
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Reed started singing about boys” becom-
ing girls (“Take a walk on the wild side™)
and when I couldn’t get enough, T started
singing myself. . . . "All right, Los An-
geles. . .. Hey hey, LA, . . . T got your
number. . . . I'm thirty-one, Los An-
geles | . . now where's this goddamn wom-
an you want me to wrestle?”

I met Rowlie on the sidewalk in front
of the academy. He had on a couple of
cameras and a bag full of lenses and he
was excited because he said he'd found a
film designed especially for sleazy light.
He called it whorehouse Verichrome. The
sign on the window behind him said:
WRESTLE A LIVE NUDE MODEL.

“I already shot it,” he said. "I love it:
horny enough 1o get them in off the
street, specilic enough to discourage the
necrophiliacs.”

“I’ll be the late Seventies before you
can wrestle a dead nude model,” 1 told
him. “Even in LA

“What kinda shape you in?” he asked
me.

“I feel like I've unplugged my basic
goodness and lelt the motor [unctions in-
tact,” Isaid. “1 think I'm ready.”

We walked out of the sunlight into a
room too dark for anything but the grow-
ing of fungus or the selling of fesh:
heavy drapes, red, a couple of cheap
space-age swivel chairs, a hallf-dozen full
ashrays and a couple ol half-empty Cokes
floating with cigarette butts that had no
place clse o go. There was an empty
desk with a litde ring-for-service bell on
it and there were back-room noises:
pounding, small cries, some laughing.

Rowlie hit the bell and before it
stopped ringing, a head poked around
the doorjamb: dark hair, greasy as the
Fifties, “Be right there, you guys,” a face
that had seen the top end of its career
emeeeing dance contests, “We're busier
than shit today,” a manner that had
run  a  we-supply-the-camera-vou-shoot-
split-beaver  photo studio before this,
“Be right back,” a smile that could have
wilted ivy.

He was gone, then back, putting on a
Hawaiian shirt, saying hi again. His
name was Jess and one of the heavy loves
ofl his lile was named Suzy. He had both
names tatooed on the big muscle of his
right arm. "You guys are gonna have to
wait, I'm sorry, there are two writers, a
photographer and a vice cop back there
vight now and I don’t got any girls left.”
‘Then he smiled again.

"Oh, Rowland,” I said. “Press day at
the snake pit. You give a hard test,” but
he didn't hear me, because he was asking
where the lizard woman was and Jess
told us she’d gone home. Just tired, he
said, she was very popular, but he prom-
ised that he had two bronze beasts for us
and although I didn't know what he
meant right then, a minute later a big,
hard-looking black woman in a bra and
panties walked out of the back trailing
three men behind her: two writers and

a photographer. 1 was looking at their
faces for signs of just how slimy it was
going to get, but they just kept smiling
and walking, fraternal smiles .. . hi ...
hi . .. see you at the big fires ... ha...
and then they were gone.

I asked and Jess explained to us about
the vice cops. “Can’t touch us,” he said.
“They been back three tmes now and
it’s really pissing them off. See, the law
says that if the girl takes her own things
off, you can bust her. But if the customer
does it, or if they accidentally fall off,
you're cool. The fuzz keep sending these
undercover guys in here to wrestle, it's
funny, man, they think theyre under-
cover, but I been on this street long
cnough to know ‘em all.”

A derelict wandered in the door, stood
blinking his eyes against the dark for a
minute and then said, “Well . . . what
about 1t

The black womun—who had intro-
duced hersell o us as Gloria—gave him
a speech she’d memorized. “Well, sir,”
she said, “the girls here are all taking a
course in feminine wrestling. Thass a
gentle kind of rasslin’ where nobody gets
hurt and nobody wins. You the customer
are considered her sparring partner and
it costs twenty dollars per half hour. . . .”

When she got to the part about the
moncy, he stood wavering for a second,
then said, “That’s too rich for my blood,”
and then swumbled out the door. He
looked like a man who knew exactly
what his blood was worth and I wish now
I'd followed him out into the sunshine,

A guy in a sports coat, low brows, fire-
plug shoulders came out of the back ad-
justing his tie. not looking at anybody,
and he walked through and out. Jess
mouthed the word vice but didn't say it
and pointed at the guy as he went
through. Then Tina came out: almost as
big as Gloria, also in bra and panties,
with a sour look on her face.

“How’d it go?” Jess asked.

“Sheecceceevit,” she said, “he was
strong. 1 couldn’t throw him for nothin’.
And right up at the end, I said, Yo time’s
up,” and he say, 'No it ain’t, and then
blam, he throw me over, then blam
again . . . he's mean.”

Just after the cop got out the door, a
young guy in a Ban-Lon sport shirt had
come in and now he was asking for Cyn-
thia, whom he'd wrestled before, he said,
and who was his [avorite.

“Oh,” said Gloria. “Ah . . . she’s work-
ing in the other room now.” The kid
just stood there looking at her, the way
Rowlie and I were looking at her. Jess
was looking at her, too, angry.

“How do I get there?” the kid asked.

“You can’t,” Gloria told him. “It's

"

a

“There ain’t no other room,” said Jess.
“Cynthia’s gone.” He made it sound as il
candles were being lit for her somewhere
and the kid left. Then I asked Jess about
the other room and whatever he mum-

bled was hard to hear, but the spirit of
it was, “I'm just the piano player.”

Then he gave me a release 1o sign that
said if I was killed or paralyzed that was
that, and then he led us all o booth
number one, the deluxe chamber, it
turned out. There were a couple of dou-
ble mattresses jammed against each other
and covered with burlap, and four high-
way nurkers, stolen, spray-painted, strung
with droopy clothesline, trying to look
like ringposts. And there were things
about our stall that were trying to make
it look like a classroom: There were
three right-handed desks at the end of
the room opposite the mat and all over
the walls there were big-time, university-
style anatomy charts. One of the duotone
posters showed the main veins and ar-
teries, another outlined the muscular
system, another the skeletal system and
my favorite, the biggest, named the
differences between the male and female
structures: silhouettes of him and her,
skull larger in male (it said near the top),
male shoulders broader and less sloped.
Female thorax narrower, male torso
shorter, female pelvis wider, male arm
longer, oblique slant in femur more pro-
nounced in female, male legs longer.
I was studyving the chart, looking for
a cheap way to win, maybe, when
Jess told me to strip 1o my Jockey
shorts. Gloria had already taken off her
bra and was smiling “Are you ready?”
and Rowlic was in a yoga squat in the
corner looking like a lotus with several
cameras hidden in it, peeping at Gloria’s
large heavy breasts and the rest of her
muscular body.

“I don't have any Jockey shorts,” I
told Jess.

“Boxers are OK.”

“Well, I don’t have any boxers cither.
I don’t wear shorts.”

He looked at me as if I were a per-
vert. ©'1 got a pair of cutofts in my car,”
1 told him.

“Better get "em,” he said and T did.

When 1 got back, there was someone
new in the room. “Willie,” Jess told me.
He was a black man in a dashiki, proba-
bly six and a half feet wall, probably 250
pounds, a sumo stomach and a half-
crooked “Whass happenin’, baby?” smile.

I shook his hand and told hiin, *“Not
much, just geuing ready to wrestle that
lady over there,” and I pointed to Gloria.

“Thass cool,” he said, “thass cool.
Thass my lady.” Then he grabbed her
from halfway across the room and pulled
her to the stool he was sitting on, and
while I put on my trunks and Rowlie pre-
tended to check his lenses, Willie played
with Gloria’s nipples as if they were dice.
She squealed and protested and slapped
at his hand, but he really wanted to do it
and so he did. Jess was geuting a kick out
ol it, but I could tell it was spooking
Rowl and I was having horrible flashes
that maybe Willie was going to want to

(concluded on page 235)
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TAKE TWO ASPRINS

they can accept the penisshaped kind
but not this square one. Some ol the
women ask where to buy one. Everyone,
male and female alike, agrees that mas-
turbating is a Good Thing.

The next day, at a session devoted to
reading the results of a questionnaire
that asked what pecople feel guilty about.
wwo respondents answer “Masturbating.”
I conclude that sexual atritudes restruc-
ture slowly.

It hardly matters. We have moved away
[rom scll-love, have seen two short humor-
ous sex films and now are “trusting”
others, This involves a laying on of
hands, similar 10 that practiced in en-
counter groups: The workshop partici-
pants indicate whether or not they wrust
one another by standing. eyes closed, in
a small circle and allowing themselves to
be caught by fellow group members as
they [all; then they are raised in the
air by joint hufling-and-puffing group
effort; they are then deposited on the
floor and massaged—Iully clothed. The
point of the exercise is to demonstrate
that the body feels good when rubbed
all over, not just when it is rubbed geni-
tally, although each participant chooses
whether he or she wants an E or an R
massage—"everything” or “restricied.”
No one chooses R.

From generalized massage we move to
fect and hands. Feet have become the big
nonsexual symbol for many ol the new
sex therapists, which may scem odd to
oot letishists. Two West Coast sex thera-
pists, Dr. William Hartman and Mbs.
Marilyn Fithian. have theorized thae if a
couple can pay loving attention to each
other’s feet. they are on the way 1o being
sexual 100-percenters. They prescribe a
foot caress, often lasting upwards of an
hour. Two disciples of theirs, Dr. Jeremy
and Mis. Virginia More, have filmed a
oot caress and use it in therapy: an end-
less balming and bathing, rinsing and
rubbing, wiping and wetting, which
seems to last longer than Tvan the Tervi-
ble, Paris 1 and II together. In New
York, the blithe Dr. Sacolick has made
his own version ol the asexual caress
film, something he calls The Whitefish
Caress, which features a young woman
who Dblisslully unwraps a package ol
smoked whitehish, smells it and fondles
it at length. But then Sacolick is not
vour garden-variety sex therapist: He
has a sense of humor.

With all ths atention to feet, it's no
surprise that the highlight of the evening
turns out to be Reverend Shaw anointing
someone’s toes and nibbling them. After
the workshop breaks up, a few stalwarts
stay lor a bit of extracwrricular massage,
performed in underwear—except for the
reverend, who dispassionately appears as
God created him. I am told I cannot re-
main, since my nonparticipitory pres-

tcontinued from page 116)

ence might  discomfort some ol  the
partakers.

The next morning we launched into
the Fuckariama, to the cmned tune of
“She's a hooker, she fucks and sucks any
schmuck with twenty bucks,” and other
porn songs taped to accompany the mov-
ies. The hit of the day was a song 1o
the tune of Jimmy Crack Corn—"]immy
fucks Sue and Sue [ucks Sam,/ Mary balls
Dave and then eats Dan. . .. They call it
[riendly intercourse,/It’s therapy to stop
divorce.” As the song was plaved over
and over, therapist Myers danced to the
music, kicking up her heels. while an as-
sistant  therapist named Dave energpti-
cally punched the air with a clenched fst.

When evaluations were waken after the
workshop. the consensus was that the
weekend had really been “an experi-
cnce.” One young man said, “It's heen
the most significant experience of myv
lifetime.” He had come in with his wife
and, by Sunday, had abandoned her big
pillow for that of Dave's wife. although
he had 1o share it with a second man as
well. His wile was OK. though; she had
made room on her pillow for Dave.

Of course, [requent studies have shown
that if people are given any sort of innoc-
uous treatment by a healer. whether it is
a medication or a placebo. a prayer or a
magazine, a high percentage will always
feel helped. But even allowing for the
“yea-saying  response.” as  psychologists
call it, there does,seem to be helty appre-
ciation of the National Sex Forum films.
A study conducted two years ago by
the Forum revealed that 93 percent of
the viewers found them “helplul™—an
overwhelmingly positive response. This
has led to interest on the part of several
universities, which now show films to stu-
dents, and on the part of prestigious
medical-book publishers, who want to
enter the sex-therapy field. Mcllvenna
feels  that  “specialized  knowledge of
human sexuality is the right of every per-
son” and that through the showing ol sex
films, sex therapy ceases being “magical”
and becomes “democratized.”

It is no surprise that the film weckend
I attended started out with masturbation
instead of the more usual Fuckarama.
This is the year of the masturbator. For
centuries civilization's dirty litde secrer,
masturbation has finally come out of the
closet. Betty Dodson has written a pacan
to it. “'Socially institutionalized depend-
ent sex s depersonalizing,” she says.
“Masturbation can help return sex 1o its
proper place—io the individual” Dr.
Joseph LoPiccolo, formerly at the Uni-
versity of Oregon, now in Texas, has
written a ninestep masturbation  pro-
oram. For. as it turns out. masturbation
is not everyonce's secret. There are droves
ol women who have never wied it Many
ol these women are what is known mn the

wade as primary anorgasmic-—they have
not reached orgasm through coitus or
masturbation—and  nothing  makes  a
woman orgasmic quicker than teaching
her 1o masturbare.

At the University of California, Lonny
Garheld, a graduate stndent. has devised
her own unique program for anorgasmic
women. She works with women alone,
whether or not they have male pariners,
gathering them in groups of six to eight.
Following the format devised by the
women’s movement for consciousness
raising. Garfield’s clitoris-raising groups
discuss their [feelings and experiences
with masturbation, lending support to
one another. Garfield and another fe-
male therapist participate. assigning the
group daily homework exercises in self-
examination and  sell-pleasuring.  One
day they look at themselves all over and
examine their genitals with a mirror. An-
other day they commence stimulating
themselves but stop short ol orgasm,
Later, orgasm is permissible and different
methods of stimulation are experimented
with. Garfield insists on an howr's worth
of homework a day. Intercourse is not
part ol the program. Garheld savs, 1 amn
not coital orgasm-oriented. Intercourse
without additional ditoral s

imulation
doesn’t work for many women.” She pre-
fers to leave the ultimate choice of how
they will pursue their orgasms entirely up
to her clients.

There are, however, some therapists—
female  ones.  interestingly—who  still
respect the feclings of the woman who
can reach orgasm through masturbation
but wants 1o have the sensation while
having intercourse with a man. Accord
g to Dr. Helen Kaplin ar Cornell-
New York Hospital  Medical Center,
which has a large psychiatrically oriented
sex-therapy clinic, “The problems of the
woman who's never had an orgasm are
incredibly simple 10 resolve: we make hall
ol the women who come in to us orgasmic
in no more than three sessions.” It is the
others who are more difheult o weat,
which may be why so many new therapists
concentrate on the easy problem. Dr.
Kaplan hersell thinks coital orgasm may
be impossible for some women, but she is
uncertain about it. Orgasm, she explains,
is a reflex comparable to the knee jerk or
gageing. What wriggers a reflex is stimula-
tion, the doctor’s rubber hammer 1o the
knee, a cotton swab to the throat. “Some
people require gremer stimulation than
do others belore their eves will blink or
their knees will jump or their throats
will gag. And some small percentage of
people are 1otally lacking in these re-
fexes. no matter what the stimulation.”

On the other hand, Kaplan continues,
it is really not difhcult 10 1each women
who have the orgasm reflex how to expe-
rience it duving miercourse. even with-
out direct ditoral stimulation. “We don’t
consider it the end point of wreaument if
@ mam has 10 manually stimulate the
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woman during intercourse,” Kaplan ex-
plains. “Actually, when they're at that
stage, we call it the ‘transitional period.””

At the neighboring New York Medical
College’s sex clinic, therapist Dagmar
Graham concurs. “We call it a ‘bridge
technique.” It's the bridge to where they
have asked to go, and the patient’s expec-
tations, not the therapist’s, should direct
the therapy.”

- - -

If some sex therapists are training
women to satisfly themselves and letting
it go at that, others are trying a tech-
nique that at least sounded logical o me:
using men to do it. In California, they
are breaking the great male-surrogate
barrier. A sexualsurrogates organization
has recently been formed with an eye to
setting  occupational  standards,  ethics
and fees. The organization has 16 charter
members, three of whom are male. 1 was
introduced to one, a former physicist
named Danny Tompkins, by a female
Iriend who said, as she brought us to-
gether in a Mexican restaurant, “Female
surrogites, that’s just another way of serv-
icing men. They've always had that avail-
able to them in one form or another. But
male surrogates! That's really progress.”
I felt the same way.

While Masters and Johnson had used
partner surrogates to work with impo-
tent men and l)r(.'l]lilllll'c (fjil(.'"lil[ol'.S who
had no female mates of their own, they
had avoided providing such partners for
women. Their rationale was that men
could accept such casual partners but
that sexually dysfunctional women need-
ed “the security of an established man-
woman relationship, real identification
with the male partmer and warmth and
expression of mutual emotional respon-
sivity.” T have always disagreed, having
known many women been

who have
happy about casual sex partners—and
particularly happy when casual but good
sex replaced no sex ar all. T mentioned
this to Tompkins, a pleasantly shy, slight
and handsome man of about 35, who
was, he explained, still in  training
with another male surrogate, who was
charging him a modest $100 for three
training sessions, plus $75 for a weckend
internship.

“What exactly does a male surrogate
do?” I asked.

“Well,” he said, “you have to under-
stand that being a male surrogate does
not necessarily mean having to come up
with an erection. You can go a long way
without having an erection.”

The woman who had introduced us
said in astonishment, “You can?” in the
same breath that I said in astonishment,
“You canz But then what do you do?”

“Well, fust of all, you spend a few
hours talking to the woman,” Tompkins
explained. “You discuss things until you
hoth feel comfortable. Then you go into
the bedroom, and it's not unusual alter

166 You've been in the bedroom for, say, two

or three sessions, that the woman gets
turned on and wants to fuck.”

“No kidding,” T said.

“Yes,” Tompkins said. “Well, then you
have to weigh ‘Do I want to have a good
time and [uck or do I want to be in the
business?” ™

“I thought that was your business.”

“No, that’s not the name of the game,”
he said.

Later, he explained a case. “One
woman—a married womin-—was  basi-
cally an aggressive type. That’s not why
she came to see me: she came because she
had not experienced orgasm with her
man's penis inside her. But anvway, I
diagnosed immediately that she was basi-
cally an aggressive tvpe.”

“You mean because she wanted to have
an orgasm with a penis inside her?” I
asked.

“Well, ninety percent of these prob-
lems are, after all, right here,” he said,
pointing to his head. “You don’t have to
put your penis inside. The idea is to get
the person’s head wirned around so she
regards sex as a clean act so she can get
turned on and doesn’t come into it cold
and just say, ‘I want an orgasm.’”

“Lots of women who think sex is dirty
have orgasms,” 1 said.

“I don’t personally agree with that.”

Tompkins had surrogated four women
so far but had not had intercourse with
any of them. He had, however, made
them orgasmic. The treatment was a mat-
ter of making the right physical connec-
tions. “With this particular problem,” he
explained, “the thing you do is have the
woman stick her finger into the introital
opening ol her vagina ¥

“The what?”

“The opening. And then you have her
rub her clitoris at the same time, alter-
nately taking her finger out and then
putting it back in. It takes a lot of train-
ing, but you can do it without entering.”

The other woman and I asked simul-
tancously, “What's wrong with entering?”

Tompkins wied to explain. “I guess
it's just the human female condition.
The woman doesn’t always have a live
penis available o her, and the fact is she
can always feel her clitoris. She can do
it in front ol the television set.”

It was certainly beginning to look as
il, in a growing [ringe ol the new sex
therapy, “warmth and expression.” and
even intercourse, were on their way out,

- - L

Female surrogates do not avoid inter-
course, at least not in the elaborate ther-
apy program devised by Dr. Bernard
Apfelbaum, a psychoanalyst who heads
the Berkeley Sex Therapy Group. “We
don’t like the term surrogate therapy,”
Dr. Apfelbaum says. “It implies provid-
ing a stand-in for the wife, implies you
can do the same things in individual
therapy that you do with couples. We've
found you can’t. The surrogate cannot

just be a substitute for a wile. It's a new
kind of relationship.”

Apfelbaum makes sure the “relation-
ship™ is progressing by meeting with the
patient and his surrogate after every two-
and-a-halhour bedroom  session. The
three of them discuss the sexual obstacles
and peaks that have been encountered.

Bearded and rabbinicaldooking, Ap-
felbaum theorizes that men with sexual
problems also have troubled personality
profiles; they are “loners, men who do
not see women as people they can turn
to, who do not see sex as a response but
as something they must produce to please
women.” He hopes 1o uncover these feel-
ings and change some of them along with
changing  sexual performance. Conse-
quently, the therapy he espouses is a
“talking” cure. The patient is encour-
aged to keep expressing himself, no mat-
ter what else is happening.

Sandi Enders, the gentle, dark-haired,
soft-spoken woman who is Apflelbaum’s
chief cotherapist and hLas worked with
over 35 men, explained the process to
me. “Take someone who's impotent.
We're trving to build up a reliability fac-
tor, so we practice by my giving him an
erection, then his losing it, then gaining
it again, then losing it. But we're contin-
uously talking. The feelings the men get
into aren't usually aimed at me. They
get into loneliness, depression, abandon-
ment. Quite often in this stage, they will
really start erying, and I'll hold them.
What they're doing is really getting down
to some of the things that are wrong with
sex for them and that sex is bringing up
in them at other times when they can't
express it.”

Enders has no difhiculty in keeping the
conversation going. “I've sat there and
talked for forty-five minutes with a penis
inside me.” She reaches orgasm very eas-
ily: I can turn on to everything; that
may be my sexual problem.” But she
warns her patients, “That’s not the end
point to look for. The orgasm is mine.”
What she is aiming at is getting the man
to react to everything, including her or-
gasms, and she describes working with
one patient, a 28-year-old virgin, to help
him respond appropriately. “I told him
I was probably going to have an orgasm,
and what it was going to sound like, be-
cause I thought otherwise he would freak
out. I told him I was very noisy. Then he
laughed all the time I was having my or-
gasm. He just laughed and laughed and
laughed.”

The Berkeley surrogate-therapy pro-
gram differs in many respeas from the
one Masters and Johnson wsed in their
early research. They felt that the female
surrogate should have a generous amount
of social contact with the patient, so her
job usually started with dinner and an
exchange of biographical and intellec-
tual opinions. Apfelbaum considers this
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unnecessary and, indeed. has structured
the program so that patients have vir-
tually no social relations with the surro-
gates. They do not go to dinner: the
surrogate need not, unless she feels like
it, share details of her life: and when
shie amd a patient have finished the two-
and-a-half-hour lovemaking session, they
drive to Aplelbaum’s office in separate
cars, like a quarrcling suburban pair.
Still, many patients fall in love with
Enders—or are afraid they will—and do
not scem in this respect dilferent from
people who respond emotionally to good
sex partners.

Apfelbaum’s  treatment has become
much in demand, since he is one of the
few therapists in the country currently
using surrogates. Masters and  Johnson
abandoned their surrogate program a few
years ago. after a lawsuit was brought
against them by a suspicious husband.
They feel that while they are certain that
female-surrogate therapy is an effective
treatment device, it is not worth the risk
of “blackmail,” not only for the thera-
pists bue for the vulnerable patients as
well. Apflelbaum is not worried about
this; he has recently added two more
surrogates to his seaff.

It is women more than men who seem
to be getting treatments that are not yet
validated. T suppose this should come as
no surprise, and yet it is disconcerting,
after women's lib, alter the scares over
the pill, after the [uror over surgeons'

=
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performing unnecessary hysterectomies.
One group of sex therapists has begun
recommending “clitoral-adhesion remov-
al.” a surgical procedure. albeit a minor
one. Some women are said to have a con-
dition in which the skin covering the
clitoris is stuck to the glans of the dlitoris.
It is. according 1o Hartman and Fithian,
true believers in citoral-adhesions re-
moval. the normal sitvation in infans.
Natural frecing of these adhesions occurs
in the first few months of life, they say,
but not always. possibly because when
mothers arc sent home {rom the hospital
with baby girls. they are instructed not o
wash the clitoris, not to handle the fe-
male gemitals at all. If the cditoris does
have adhesions, the foreskin won't pull
back, which might make a woman un-
comfortable—and possibly nonorgasmic.

But how many women have this condi-
tion? Hartman and Fithian report that
in a study they conducted of 83 nonorgas-
mic women. “approximately onc third
had clitoral adhesions.” At another Cali-
fornia sex clinic. the Sexual Therapy
Medical Clinic, where clitoral-adhesion
removal is regularly performed. Dr. Ben-
jamin Graber reports that “Ninety per-
cent of the women who come in here have
foreskins that won't pull back.” Yet at
Long Island Jewish Hillside Medical Cen-
ter, where over 100 female patients have
been treated in a sex-therapy program
that incdudes a gynecological examina-
tion, Dr. Leon Zussman, the gynecologist
in charge, reports, 1 have seen it once or
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twice.” At Columbia Presbyterian Hospi-
tal, gynccologist Dr. Raymond Vande
Wicle. who heads Columbia University's
International Institute for the Study of
Human Reproduction, reports that in his
several decades of practice, “[ haven't
seen it.” Since the believers in adhesions
insist that the reason gynecologists don't
see adhesions is that they don’t ordinarily
check the clitoris, I ask about this. Dr.
Vande Wicle is not just a gvnecologist
but an endocrinologist, working on the
physiological aspects of menstruation.
“Oh, ves.” he explains. “I always check
the clitoris, since obviously the clitoris is
the best sign for me of an iareased secre-
tion of androgens.”

Those who seek and find the adhesions
perform a minor surgical procedure to
free the clitoris. “In several instances,
women with clitoral adhesions have be-
come orgasmic in the immediate subse
quent coital opportunity,” Hartman and
Fithian report. This finding is, in the
opinion of most sex therapists polled,
an indication of the operation’s placebo
clfect: The procedure doesn’t really do
anything one wav or another, but the
woman thinks it will because she’s heen
told it will; consequently, sometimes it
does.

In Marina del Rey, California, Dr.
Graber and his nurse-wife, Georgia, are
planning to study the problem. They are
4 young, attractive couple, “The incredi-
ble number of women who have clitoral-
foreskin  adhesions is  overwhelming,”
they tell me. Unfortunately, however,
they admit, “Many women who are or-
gasmic have this condition.” Why do
the surgery, then? I ask. The Grabers
explain that the procedure may have
no vilue whatsoever, but they want to
study it. They say, “Bill Hartman said
he ralked to Bill Masters about it one
time and Masters shrugged his shoul-
ders and said. "We just couldnt get 0
evervthing.” ™

Later T ask Dr. Masters. He tells me,
“Ivis true that there are adhesions in the
minor labial prepuce; that is. the cov-
ering ol the ditoris. Have they been
demonstrated 1o be specifically and par-
ticularly important in the repression of
female sexual responsiviny: Under no
circumstances  anywhere any time has
anything been published that is of statis-
tical import.” Masters feels strongly thau
the value of the procedure should be
studied belore being used [or wrearment
and says, “If anyone has information that
the removal ol these adhesions  will
make dysfunctional women sexually func-
tional, I'd be pleased to see the controlled
mformation, the data, the statistics and
the follow-up.”

Dr. Albert Ellis, grand old man of sex
therapy, who has seen more of it come
and go than anyoune else in America,
having gotten into the work in 1939,
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is queasy. “It scems to me quite un-
ethical,” he says. “Some of these chan
ters could be removing their patients’
clitorises, too.”

. - -

At present, it is dificult to determine
what works and what doesn’t work in sex
therapy, what is a valid technique and

is merely the equivalent ol incan-
tation. Everything—and nothing—may
cure some people. At Columbia Presbyte-
rian Hospital in New York last summer,

Dr. John O'Connor, who heads the se
therapy program, met with represent:
tivés of 13 ol the most prestigious Eastern
schools and universities to discuss

accomplished.

“Seven to nine percent of our cases get
cured in the frst interview,” Dr. O'Con-
nor claimed.

A therapist from New York Medical
College reported, *Three percent of ours

cured just being on the waiting list.”

These figures are no surprise, since for
many people, just admitting that they
have a problem and making an effort to
do something about it sets a change—
and sometimes a cure—in motion. At the

‘ersity of California, where Dr.
dervoort and colleague Dr. Jay Mann are
trying to evaluate all current methods of

©1974,5.C. Johnson & Son, Inc.

sex therapy in order to arrive at quicker
and cheaper cures, they have found that
in many cases, just giving troubled clients
the counseling unit’s Yes books (You Can
Last Longer for premature ejaculators or
Getting  itn Touch—Self-sexualtty  for
Women for anorgasmic women) has
cffected sexual cures.

On the other hand, there are many
people whose problems are more resist-
ant. Masters’ disasters were always seru-
pulously recorded and pondered: Some
people secmed untreatable. Dr. Harold
Lear, a urologist who has been running
the sex-therapy unit at New York's M.
inal Hospital, says, "You know and I
know that you can’t divorce sex from
people’s personalities or their relation-
ships. Bad in be a symptom of igno-
rance or inexperience, but it can also be
a symptom of a person’s problems with
intimacy. If the problem stems from the
latter, then we have to work like dogs to
make them pressure-lree and guilt-free
before their sex will change.”

Dr. Sallie Schumacher at Long Island
Jewish Hillside Medical Center finds the
problem of sex-therapy failures even more
complex. She has noticed that often when
a patient’s dysfunction is “cured,” his or
her sexual problem recurs some months
later. This might be because the psycho-
logical difliculties in a couple’s relation-

be because dysfunciional couples have
a lower sex drive than do others. Dr.
Schumacher, n conjunction with endo-
crinologist Dr. Charles Llovd of the
Hershey Medical College in Penns
-ania, is embarking on a lengthy study
of the sex-hormone make-up of the 200
couples already seen at the hospital.
While it's a long way off, Schumacher
s that someday we'll know how 1o
¢ sex drive. 4

Some therapists do not buy these
theories of individual differences and the
complexity of sexual dysfunction and in-
stead plunge patients, whatever the ori-
gin of their dificulties, into an athletic
baptism of sink-or-swim sex: Couples are
asked to do their sexual exercses either
in front of the therapists or in the pres-
ence of groupmates or both.

The unconventional Hartman and
Fithian recommend observing patients
doing sexual caresses. In an account of
their ireatment written by Pawick M. Me-

ady, Jr., in The Love Doctors, they are
shown at work as they wiu a nude

> ging her hushand’s body.
While the husband found the experience
very sensuous and remarked of the thera-
“I'm not really conscious ol their
presence,” the wife said, “I'm wery con-
scious of their presence.” Later she com-
1ed. “I'm not turned on. I'm just
embarrassed.”
Jeremy and Virginia More, w

/ D ed with paste wax.
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the Toluca Insttute for Marital and Sex-
ual Counseling in North Hollywood and
were trained by Hartman and Fithian,
have begun treating couples in weekend
groups of 12 10 16. The couples work
only with their own partners, starting
out Friday night by lcarning to caress
fect, advancing on Saturday to a facial
caress and culminating Sunday afternoon
with a body caress, done in the nude by
all the couples present, simultineously.
It is umesaving for the therapists.

Curiously, the Mores are very con-
servitive people who see themselves as
catering to California’s many “conserva-
tive,” even “inhibited,” couples. Indeed,
many of their relerrals come through
local ministers and church leaders. Re-
ferring to a photograph that appeared
in Newsweek of a nude sex-encounter
group run by Dr. Martin Shepard in
New York, More says, “If T were a con-
servative couple and I saw that orgy pic-
ture, I'd stay away.” His own nude group,
he explains, is quite difterent; it goes be-
yond the honor system: Everyone in a
More group has his or her eyes closed,
which presents no problem, “since part
of sensate focus is keeping the eyes closed
to avoid being distracted.”

Therapists who observe their clients in
sexual activity explain that they do so
not because they are voyeurs but because
they cannot be sure that couples given
sexual homework will accomplish the as-

signments correctly, thus making obser-
vation necessary. They also assert that, in
any event, our culture is too hung up on
sexual privacy. This may be true, but it is
a [act that not only American but
Western culture in general practices sex
in private. It would seem logical that
the person with a sexual dysfunction—
who is generally more vulnerable and
thercfore more private about sex than
anyone else—might find himself feeling
even more dysfunctional and possibly
even depressed after being observed in
performance. Unfortunately, the matter
has not been adequately looked into be-
fore being offered to the public as a cure.
Hartman and Fithian studiously avoid
talking about their failures and, instead,
set the tone of a large element ol the new
sex therapy by preferring not to give sta-
tistics—even success statistics. “We are
loath to report statistical ‘success rates,” ™
they write in their privately published
book. “We are not interested in devel-
oping a numbers game where centers
such as ours will ¢nter into a kind of spu-
rious competition based on numbers.”
Because what used to be called scien-
tific validation is increasingly thought of
as a numbers game or spurious competi-
tion by some new sex therapists, the
consumer of sex therapy has litle o go
on in deciding from whom to seck treat-
ment. He has to beware, like any buyer.
The ficld is infantile; so, too, are some of

the praciitioners. Every other sex thera-
pist worth his or her petroleum jelly is
currently writing or has just written a
book, usually based on a handful of in-
variably “successful”™ cases and sulfering
excruciatingly [rom  premature evalua-
tion. While hundreds of new sex clinics
have sprung up since Masters and John-
son published their work, not one has
produced a treatment account that is
even remotely comparable in honesty
and accuracy to Human Sexual Inade-
quacy. In St. Louis, Masters and Jolmson
have begun to bemoan the fact that so
many people are turning to the lucrative
job of treating sexual pm])lcms, so few
to the research drudgery that remains
1o be done. “We sull know so little about
sex” has become their litany, and some-
times they regret that the ship they
Launched is now sailing under less-experi-
enced hands.

And yet, why sink it? Sex therapy is a
briel treatment, inexpensive when com-
p;u‘cd with analysis, and all forms ol it
have helped some people. If this help
has been less effective or less enduring or
less dramatic than some of the new sex
movers would have it, some people
are getting help, and, on the horizon,
at least a few ol the new sex therapists
are finally geuing ready to explore the

hows and whys.

We can't tell them apart either.
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OO A EMP’ (continued from page 136)

underworld. But despite that reputation
and union office, he was still able to pull
down $10,000 a year on the side as
laborrelations counsel o the Greater
New York Cartmen’s Association. Soon
he was the dominant figure in both
labor and management in the garbage
business. And to edit the industry's
trade paper, The Hived Broom (slogan:
“Out of garbage there grows a rose”),
Squill;mtc' hired an ex-convict turned
scholar named C. Don Modica. Modica
also was private wtor to the children of
Joe Adonis. Willie Moretti and Albert
Anastasia and he became somecthing of
a watchdog for the Anastasia intercsts.
When Anastasia was murdered, Modica
found it expedient to throw up his job in
garbage and retire to his New Jersey
home in order to, he cxplained, write
a treatise on such American perils as
progressive cducation, delinquency and
communism.

Then there was the situation in Yon-
kers, the Westchester County city abut-
ting the Bronx. When the city fathers
decided to dump municipal garbage col-
lection in favor ol private cartage, they
handed the contract to the Westchester
Carting Company. Its president was Al-
fred “Nick” Ratteni, a convicted burglar
and narcotics suspect. Though Teamster
Local 456 had jurisdiction in Yonkers,
Ratteni signed  a labor contract with
New York City Local 17, whose secre-
tary-treasurer was  Joseph  Parisi. Parisi
had a record of 11 arrests ranging from
disorderly conduct to rape and homicide
and his Mob ties went back 1o his working
with Lepke and Lucky Luciano in labor
extortion. The Ratteni-Parisi agrecment
might have gone off without a hitch had
not Local 456's president, John Acropo-
lis. objected 1o the encroachment into his
local’s preserve. When Acropolis refused
to pgive in to threats, he was informed by
one local Teamster official, “You are
not that tough. Tougher guys than you
have been taken care of.” And Acropolis
was taken care of. A few weeks Luer, he
wias punned down as he stepped out ol his
home. There were no further complaiuts.

Gangster influence in and infiltration
of the Teamsters existed not just at the
local levels. It permeated the central
chain ol command as well. The creden-
tials of Robert “Barney” Baker that had
brought favorable notice from Hoffa
and other Teamster leaders included a
stint as a professional boxer, a long-
shoreman’s job and a term in prison for
stink-bombing a New York theater. He
had been a close friend and working
partner of John “Cockeye”™ Dunn, a New
York-waterfront hoodlum who wound
up in the clecric chair, and he had
worked as a bouncer in a casino for
Adonis, Meyer Lansky, Frank Costello
and Vincent “Jimmy Blue Eyes” Alo.
Like so many other thugs, he found shel-
ter in the house of the Teamsters, hiring

on at one point as a driver in Washing-
ton, D.C., a job that led to his elevation
to union office in Local 730. But
Teamster leaders had bigger things in
mind for Baker, and so he quit that post
and moved to the Midwest, where he be-
came an organizer for Hoffa's Central
States Conference. When Kennedy ques-
tioned Hoffa about Baker’s background,
asking, “Does that not disturb you at all?”
the Teamster boss replied, "It doesn’t
disturb me one iota.”

Nor, apparently, did the fact that
among Baker's close [riends and fellow
Teamster leaders was John Vitale, ruler
of Local 110 in St. Louis, who was wide-
ly regarded as the Mob boss in that city.

As the evidence about hoodlum infil-
ration of the Teamsters and Hofla's
alliance with the Mob piled up. a deter-
mination grew in Kennedy. So morally
repellent did he find Hoffa that he be-
came obsessed with the desire to see
him in prison. And that obsession grew
as Holfa scemed to live a charmed life,
successfully defeating indicunents grow-
ing out of charges that he had wire-tapped
the phones of union officials and that he
had illegally received documents belong-
ing to the McClellan committee.

Once Kennedy became Artorney Gen-
eral in January 1961, the drive against
Hoffa—which some saw as litle more
than a personal vendetta, in which illegal
means were used 1o attain what  few
would deny was a just end—accelerated.
Scores ol grand juries were impaneled
to investigate Hofla's multifarious ac-
tivities. A special unit in the Justice De-
partment was sct up, with the sole aim of
getting the goods on Hoffa. That work
finally puid off. In 1962, Hoffa went on
wial for demanding and rveceiving -
|)l'0])t‘l' p"lylllt’lllﬁ from a Cﬂllll}ﬂll!" <¢m-
ploying Teamsters. That trial ended in
a hung jury, but then Hoffa was tried
for attempting to bribe one of the ju-
rors. On that charge he was convicted
and sentenced to eight years in prison.
In 1964, he was conviced once again,
this time for improperly obtaining
S20.000,000 in loans from Teamster pen-
sion [unds and diverting S1,700,000 10
his own use. When all the appeals on
both convictions had been disposed of,
Hoffa faced 13 years in prison. In March
1967, he entered the gates of Lewisburg
Federal Penitentiavy in Pennsylvania 1o
begin serving his time.

- - -

The “Get Hofla” campaign was only
one of Kennedy's obsessions as Attorney
General. Another was organized crime
as the country’s political and social can-
cer, about which he had begun to learn
so much while counsel 1o the McClelln
committee. Getting Hoffa was the sim-
pler job. Organized crime had thrived
during the Eiscnhower Administration
partly because the enforcement arm ol

the Justice Department, the FBI, was led
by J. Edgar Hoover. who had long in-
sisted there was no such thing.

Kennedy. then, had two jobs. One was
to get the Justice Department involved,
and this he did by setting up an aggres-
sive Organized Crime and Anti-Racket-
cering  Section staffed by young and
ambitious lawyers. The other was to
somechow persuade Hoover that the Syn-
dicate did, indeed, exist. Into his hands
fell the ool that led to Hoover's grudg-
ing conversion, if not to his immediate
involvement.

All his life, Joe Valachi had been a
punk. From the time he was 11 and hiva
teacher with a rock, for which he wound
up in reform school, he had labored with
no great success in the vineyards of the
underworld. a2 common worker whose
major claim to stature was his marriage
to Mildred Reina. daughter of one of the
early Mafia leadcrs slain in the Thirties
during the Castellammarese war. By June
1962, Valachi's fortunes had reached their
nadir. He was serving a term in Federal
prison in Atanta for narcotics wraflicking:
there were rumors that he had turned
stool pigeon: his cellmate and longtime
boss, Vito Genovese, believing  those
rumors, had given him the kiss of death:
he had narrowly escaped three atremprs
on his lile and was certain a lourth would
not be long in coming. Valachi was in a
panic, and he was certain he knew to
whom Genovese had given the contract
for the next try at him. In the exercise
yard one day, he thought he saw that
would-be assassin: picking up an iron
pipe. he raced across the yard and beat
the man to death. Valachi had picked the
wrong man; his victim was only a small-
time forger with no Syndicate connec-
tions; he just happened to look like
somchbody else.

That mistake. Robert Kennedy would
say later, provided the “biggest single in-
telligence breakithrough yet in combating
organized crime and racketeering in the
United Stares.” For, in the weeks that
followed, in peril from all sides—the
Government had a muwder indiciment
against him, his underworld friends had
a murder contract out on him—Valachi
became what the rumors, until then un-
true, had said he was, an informer. And
he was probably the most important
public canary since the days of Abe
Reles and his revelations about Lepke,
Anastasia and others in Murder, Inc., 20
years earlier.

Blessed with instant recall of almost
every event in his life, and seething with
hatred of Genovese and a determination
to wrcak revenge, Valachi spun out all
he knew about organized cime for the
Bureau of Narcotics and  Dangerous
Drugs, the FBI, the Justice Department
and. in the fall of 1962, for the public
belore Senator McClellan's Permanent
Subcommittee on Invesugations.

What he provided was not a view
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from the top but the worm's view. It
was, however, a view that spanned the
decades, [rom the time belore the Castel-
Lammuarese war through the consolida-
tions and modernizations ol Luciano to
the imrigues of Genovese and on and on.
He might never have been present when
the leaders made deasions and tormulat-
cd policies, he might not have known
firsthand of the rivalries and enmities
among Syndicate rulers, he might have
been  unaware ol the deep  influence
and high position ol non-Trtalians. Bur,
like a soldier in the held, which he was,
Vilachi helped warn the established poli-
v anto raality: he had heard all the ro-
mors and secondhand swories, had heard
the versions Lavored by those he served.
had speculated on all 1the nuances and
the raasons lor changes in direction, on
the rise or [all from grace ol various
superiors. Now he spun out this blend of
rumor, speculation and personal knowl-
velge. He could yeare a IWWhe's Whe ol
the underworld, reveal the existence of
Ive major arime Lonilies in New Yok
aned others around the counury. tell who
had Killed whom and why (or i least the
reasons he had been old), explain how
policy had been implemented and. in tlice
process. clear up many  long-standing
mysieries.

I'he wales that Valacht recited came as
a shocking revelation o much ol the
coumry and 1o the Senators on the
MeClellan subcommitiee. Bur lor Ken-
nedy and his antievime unin, the ales
were neither new nor particularly star-
thing. In the Justice Department’s files
rosted the volumimous history recited by a
sell-exiled mafioso named Nicola Gentile.
Unlike Valachi. he had been high in the
Svndicate councils during the Twenties
and Thirties and so had direct knowledge
ol and insight into the cmgled evens
Valachi had witnessed trom a muach lowes
level. During the EFisenhower Admin
wation, Gentile in his Sicilian exile had
rambled on abow his life and times 10 a
special unie of the Justice Department.
Sut nothing had been done with his
story. When Kennedy ok ofhee, the
Gentile memoirs were resurrected. both
as a check against Valachi and lor an
cven more important purpose. And it
was in this area that Valachi provided
his really important breakthrough.

By rights, the war on organized orime
should have been direcied by Hoover.
But he had no more enthuosiasm lor tha
strogele. nor any more beliel in it than
he did for investigating civil rights vio-
Lations or lor protecting the lives of
avil nights demonstrators south ol the
Mason-Dixon line. But when a soldier of
the underworld got up in front of the
television cimeras and proceeded 1o draw
Organization charts, recite names, places
and events in exaruciaung derail. Hoover
wits,  however  reluctandy,  lorced 1o
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a little casier when wire taps and other
listening devices provided the  Justice
Deparoment with a new name by which to
“discover” organized arime. In their con-
versations. mobsters had ar times alked
of “our thing” or. when speaking in
Ltalian, of cosa nostra. Of course, it would
not do 1o call the Oveanization Our
Thing—that sounded more humorous
than menacing. But to call it Cosa Nostra
or, better ver. La Cosa Nosira, or simply
[.C N, gave it a ring of sinister aurhen-
ticity in an English-speaking world.
Acting as though he had suddenly
come upon the much-rumored but con
sistently disbelieved mother lode, Hoo-
ver was galvanized inmo action—or, at
least. inspired 1o make stentorian public
pronouncements. “La Cosa Nostra.” he
was soon intoning, “is the largest organi-
zation of the criminal underworld in this
country.  very  cdlosely  organized  and
strictly disciplined. . . . v operates on a
mationwide basis, with imernational im-
plications.” To combat and delear i he
would say repeatediv. would ke all the
lorces at his commund (nor 10 mention
a Jarger budget) and he was sending
armics of FBI agents 1o war against
L.CN. with the kind of imwense and total
dedication  that had long nmurked  his
fiche against domestic Communists, (This
new war on organized crime. marching
side by side with Hoover's continuing
war on domestic Reds and other radicals,
also gave him an easy alibi when the
bureau was criticized for ignoring the
civil rights sirugele in the South. Hoover
merely expliined that he dido’t have the
Tunds or the agents o divert from these
other, major hattlegrounds. A lew vears
Liter, 1though, when the peace movement
gave rise to demonstrations against the
war in Vietmam, he somchow  found
plenty ol agents 1o throw into the hgln
against peaceniks and other social rebels.)
At first, Hoover's elforts in the organ-
ed-crime war were mainly conhned 1o
sending out publicity releases. Instead of
FBI shock troops. spurred by i aroused
director, using their wire taps and bugs
(legal and illegal), their inlormers, com-
puters, fhles and all the rest of the
crime-fighting arsenal developed by the
bureau and mirning the evidence over 1o
the proscautors, the G men balked and
their director sulked. As former Attor-
ney General Ramsey Chrk noted. once
Robert Kennedy ook the lead, the FBI
staved on the side lines until he had left
the Department ol Justice: “'The conllia
between Avorney General Kennedy and
the FBI arose Irom the unwillingness of
the burcan to participate on an equal
basis with other crime-control agencies.
The FBI has so coveted personal aredit
thae it will sicrifice even clfective arime
control belore it will share the glory of
s explonts. This has been a peny and
cosly characreristic caused by the exces.
sive domination ol a single person, J.
LEdgar Hoover. and his sclf-centered
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concern for his reputation and that
of the FBL”

But even Hoover's foot dragging,
though it hurt, did not stop the Justice
Department from  opening  the  war.
There was Auorney General Kennedy
lobbying suenuously and elfectively to
get through Congress a host ol strong
new legal weipons. There was the anti-
crime division striking out in sudden and
massive  campaigns against specific tar-
gets in the underworld—illegal gambling
centers i Florida, Kentucky, Arkansas
and elsewhere were closed up tight and
some ol the operators, though not the
real rulers like Lansky, were sent to jail:
gangster-dominated  union  locals were
harassed and broken and their rulers
sent into courts and prisons.

The vyears thin Robert Kennedy ran
the Justice Department were years of
Irantic and oflten cffective acuvity, and
his hitandarun tactics seemed 10 keep
the Syadicate constantly off balance and
in confusion. By the time he left office in
1961 to run for the Senate from New
York, the number of Federal indict-
ments for organized coriminal  activity
had climbed from 19 in 1960 10 687. But
with his departure, the Justice Depart-
ment’s efforts again slacked ofl: the in-
terests ol the new Attorney General,
Nicholas B. Katzenbach, scemed divect-
ed toward advising President Lyndon
Johnson more on the war in Viemnam
than on the war against crime. Then in
1967, the baule was stepped up once
more, with the arrival ol Clark as Attor-
ney General, bringing with him a dedi-
cation 1o defeat organized crime equal o
Kennedy's and a new weapon to attack
it—Federal strike forces, set up on a
semipernanent hasis in a number of
e jor CHCs.

“A strike force,” Clark (:xpl:lincd,
“gathers and analyzes all available police
intelligence  about  organized  crime—
its leaders, subordinates and activities—in
a target city. By collecting relevant data
possessed by all law-e¢nlorcement agencics
operating in an area, an immediate and
substantial reservorr of inlormation is
available for designing a plan of muack.”

By the time Clark lelt ofhice and At-
torney General John Mitchell moved in,
the work of the strike forces was result-
ing in more than 1000 indiciments
annually against members of the Syndi-
cate, though lumped with that figure was
a helierskelter assortment ranging from
street-corner marcotics pushers all  the
way to Carlo Gambino. Further, during
the Kennedy-Clark  era, massive  files
were accumulated on more than 500,000
Syndicate-connected businesses and busi-
nessmen. Fortunately, there were some
very able prosecutors, such as Robert
AL Morgenthau, the United States At-
torney for the Southern District of New
York, who knew what 1o do with the evi-
dence. Foruumately, too, the surike forces

(continued on page 178)
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TIMOTHY BOTTOMS up from the top

MOST SUCCESSFUL ACTORS seem to tell a common story of their
beginnings: They hitchhiked to one ol the coasts, spent eight
years pleading for bit parts and washing dishes, then some
crusty producer signed them for a three-word walk-on and au-
diences the world over saw their magnetism. (“Forget the star:
who was that guy playing the pizza delivery boy?™y Well, 22-
vear-old Timothy Bottoms didn’t start quite that way. In 1970,
he was graduated from high school in Santa Barbara. Califor
nia, and a year later was starring in two movies simultaneously.
“I was working six days a week in Texas filming The Last
Picture Show, then flying to L.A. on Sunday to read dialog for
Johnny Got His Gun.” Belore that. Bottoms had worked for
years in local California theater—"Tt was great, because I was
working with professional actors who lived in Hollvwood ' —
so movie people had been watching his talent grow lor quite a
while. Four films later, he still feels best about his work in
Johnny (“I gave a lot to that film™) and recalls the gloom and
indecision on the set of Picture Show: “Bogdanovich wem
through a lot of personal trauma while the hlm was being
made and he wasn’t sure what he was doing. But it was such
a depressing film anyway that his mood helped us get into
i.” For now, he'd like to leave sad scripts alone, which is one
reason he’s so enthused about Frooder's Hooch, a Playboy
Production to be released this fall. “It's about a Vietnam ver
who comes home and sets up a secret camp under the ox ramp
ol the San Diego Freeway. The movie's fun; it has a happy
ending.” He'd next like “to do something with [riends, like
Jim Bridges. who directed me in The Paper Chase. After
I'd hnished my first ilms, I didn’t know what I wanted 1o
do—but I just knew 1 didn't want to make movies. But they
just became more and more enjoyable. And now I know I
want 1o work in hlms lor a long time.” For those of us who've
gotien to see the ones he's made so far, that's very good news.

ARRY BARBIER

ROBERT GOTTLIEB making books

TTHE SINGLE BEST THING an editor can be,” says Robert Gotutlieb,
“is lazy.” A curious sentiment {rom a man who is, at 43, presi-
dent and ceditor in chiel of one of the most prestigious pub-
Lishing firms in America and widely regarded as the best fiction
editor around. “Look,” he explains, “only when a book de-
mands 1o be worked on—rather than the editor’s wanting to
work on it—does a real editor go 10 work. Only when there's
a passage that eries out, "Fix me.” does a ruly good editor go
to a writer and say, “This has 10 change.” " As head of Allred
A. Knopl. Goutlieh publishes some of the world's most note-
worthy writers—Anthony Burgess, John Le Cinrré, Kate Milletr,
Chaim Potok. Doris Lessing, Ray Bradbwry, Bruce Jay Fried-
man and both Crichtons (Robert and Michael) among them.
Uniquely, he still edits those writers personally and ascribes his
suceess 1o a continuing cllort 1o perfect his laziness. Goutlieb's
Literary predilections started early. “Even when T was a Kid on
New York's West Side,” he recalls, “1 spent most of my time
reading. There was a lending library in my neighborhood, and
while my childhood friends were playing or at the movies, 1'd be
blowing my allowance renting up to lour novels a day.” That
mterest evolved into a career in 1935, when Gottlieh joined
Simon & Schuster. Long lunches and cocktail-party chatter
weren't—and, il he has his way, never will be—his style. Sensi-
tive editing is, which is the likeliese reason authors such as
Josepli Heller. Thomas Tryon, Jessica Mitford and John
Cheever have chosen to move over to Knopf since Goutliel was
appomted its executive vice-president six years ago. He still
finds time to spend up to 10 percent of his 60-to-70hour
work week actually reading and editing manuscripts, juggling
what’s lelt of his leisure hours doing what comes most nat-
urally—reading. “My reading,” he says. “is almost dement-
edly various. It's really just luck that my newrotic obsessions
176  have helped me in my work.” We respectlully beg to differ,
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TONY ORLANDO & DAWN ¢ new day

sack Ix 1961, a New York kid named Tony Orlando made his
American Bandstand debut singing Halfway to Pavadise, which
Carole King wrote for him. He was really in the clouds: "It
was enough just to bring a record back to my block and say
‘Look, man, I did this for a real record company.” ™ But a few
years later, the Britsh invasion forced a lot of American
singers to find other vocations. Orlando. desperate 1o stay in
music, found his in publishing and became vice-president
ol a CBS subsidiary. Meanwhile, a couple of Dewroit girls—
Jovee Vincent Wilson and Telma Hopkins—were singing back-
ground on Marvin Gave and Isaac Hayes sessions ("I'd have
been happy o be there.” says Tony, “just to get coffee for the
artists™). Then, in 1970, some friends talked Orlando into
singing lead on a wune called Candida for Bell. Separately.
they got Joyee and Telma to harmonize. The wio didn’t meer
until the cut was a smash, and they didn’t take their act on the
road until they'd sold 9.000.000 records: the 1ally now, alter
Gypsy Rose, Tie a Yellow Ribbon and other sentimental shul
fles, is close 10 25.000.000. Despite the group’s hectic schedule
ol openings. closings, press parties. etc.. Tony feels that he's
found his métier. Or, more precdisely, his meat: “Performing
is my steak, and the awards and hirs are like Al sauce and
pepper: take them away, I've still got the steak. And il T wind
up working Joe's bowling alley in Passaic, that’s cool with
me, too: my howr and a hall onstage is the one time I can get
out every emotion 1 have in me.” Also, of cowrse, he gets 1o
work with Jovee and Telma—who make sure all his buttons
are sewn on belore showtime. They're not looking back any
more than Tony is—and the game plan clls for them 10 do
more lead work. “What we did with Yellow Ribbon,” says
Orlando, “is just a [ragment ol what the group is capable of—
and what we will do.” It also shows what real professionals can

accomplish even when it's chance that brings them together. 177
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were under the conwol of essentially
nonpolitical career oflicials in the Justice
Department, such as Henry Petersen,
head ol the organized-crime  section.
These were men who staved on from
one Administration to the next, and
so even alter Nixon and Mitchell as-
sumed power in 1969 (and denounced
Clark as being solt on the criminals), the
work of the strike forces went on rela-
tively unimpeded and some of the [ruits
ol six yemrs of labor began to ripen
and fall.

And by then, even the IBI was deeply
involved, though that involvement was
concentrated along a navrow wail. Ken-
nedy, Clark and their people at Justice
had developed considerable sophistica-
tion. They were aware of the vastness
and  complexities ol organized crime—
spreading across ethnic lines and encom-
passing  violent as well as  victimless
crimes, pandering o the illegal appe-
tites of the public and infilvating and

controlling unions and businesses. con-
wolling nickel-and-dime policy and in-
ternational  gambling, putting  money
onto the sireets from loan sharks and
legitimate lending institutions. Hoover
wis more simplistic. The song of Vala-
chi had apparently convinced him that
behind every crime was an Ttali
Sicilian, all wrapped in the cloak of La
Cosa Nostra. And the Italian underworld
initially did nothing to dissuade Hoover
of this certainty, The Gallo-Profaci war
and the other violent struggles lor power
in the lalian underworld during the
Sixties made him certain that his view
wis the correct one.

So the main thrust of the attack was
directed against the Italan-dominated
branch of the Syndicate. But even with
such a clear target, it was no casy thing
to win victories over men who had spent
their lives covering their wracks, erect-
ing shelters of respectability and cultivat-
ing [riends in high places, incduding

“The people are not in a mood to be
trifled with, your Majesty. I really think yow’d better

go out there and sing ‘Melancholy Baby.

L

Congress. It ook vears of hard and olten
frustrating work, accumulating evidence
bit by bit. before a case could be made.
There were some victories, of course.
One of the weapons Kennedy had at
his disposal was an immunity statute
whereby a hoodlum, if granted inmu-
nity lrom prosccution, could not reluse 1o
testily before a grand jury on grounds of
sell-imcrimination. That law was used ef-
fectively against the Lucchese Lamily in
the years when Tommy Lucchese was in
failing health and then immediately afier
his death. Vincent John Rao, a wop
Lucchese lieutenant, went to prison for
five years lor perjury when he decided o
lic before the grand jury when granied
immunity. Lower-ranking members  of
the Lucchese family gave in and alked,
and the evidence they provided resulted
in convictions of Johnny Dio for bank-
ruptey  fraud.  James “Jimmy Doyle”
Plumeri for tax evasion and Tramunti
for contempt. When Tramunti got out of
prison, he moved to the leadership of the
Lucchese family, with the blessings of
the ruler of the Italian underworld,
Carlo Gambino.

And, of course, there was Corallo,
Teamster racketeer, strong-arm man and
fixer exuaordinary. One of Corallo’s
fortes was corrupiing public ollicials,
and that ability led to the messiest scan-
dal in the administration of New York's
then-Republican reform mayor John V,
Lindsay, in 1967. Even belore then, Co-
rallo had spent some time behind bars
for practicing that vocation; in 1961, he
had bribed a New York supreme-court
judge, J. Vineent Keogh, and a former
Chiel Assistant U. S. Attorney lor Brook-
lyn, Ellione Kahaner. All three went to
Federal prison. No sooner was Corallo
back on the streets than he found a new
pigeon, this one named James Marcus,
the water commissioner in the newly
elected Lindsay administration.

On the surlace, Marcus seemed any-
thing but a likely tnrget for a bribe. He
appeared the impeccable public servant,
devoted 1o selfiess service and already
tibbed 1o head a new superagency deal-
ing with all of New York's environmental
problems. According to the propaganda
emerging from the Marcus oflices, the
new water commissioner had had a spar-
kling career in investments, had headed
a mijor subsidiavy of Interpublic, Inc.,
the huge publicrelations firm, and was
i brilliant administrator. His social con-
nections, too, were exemplary. He was
manried  to Lily Lodge, the actress
daughter of John Davis Lodge, former
governor ol Connecticut and  Ambassa-
dor to Spain; her uncle was the estimable
Henry Cabot Lodge of the Massachu-
seus Lodges; and Mayor Lindsay him-
self was the godfather of one of the
Marcus children.

But behind this sterling image was the
real Marcus, a man whose career was




marked by one failure after another,
from flunking out of college to disas-
trous business dealings; and a man who
was weak, greedy and displayed liule
moral fiber. By the time he took over the
water department in 1966, he was deeply
in debt, heavily into the stock market on
margin and seeing his investments turn
sour, while his interest to his brokers
climbed to more than 51600 a month.

By then, though, Marcus had a friend,
His name was Herbert Itkin, a self-pro-
claimed labor lawyer (whom no other
New York labor lawyer had ever met).
[tkin's labor law was of a special kind.
He served as middleman in the pas-
sage of bribe money from hard-up busi-
nessmen (o corrupt union officials, money
paid 1o obtain large, and rarely repaid,
mortgage loans [rom union treasuries. It
was &t calling that Itkin had been led to
by a sometime friend, mafioso Jimmy
Plumeri, who was then anxious to make
i killing on some Teamster treasury
money under his control. But on the
side, Itkin was something else again. He
was, he claimed, an undercover agent
and informant for both the CIA and the
FBI, though his information always
scemed to be passed along alter the [act,
and alter he had made his pile in the
deals he miormed about.

Marcus and Ttkin had come rogether
during the Lindsay campaign, when
Marcus was secking union endorsements
for the Republican mayoral candidate,
no easy undertaking in Democratic New
York. Itkin had just the contacts Aircus
needed, turning him on te Daniel Motto.
president of a Queens local of the Bak-
ery, Conlectionary and Food Interna-
tonal Union (a local that had been
thrown out of respectable labor’s house
because it was under the control of
Mouo and other hoodlums). Motto
obliged, scuing up something called La-
bor's Nonpartisan League, which threw
its support to Lindsay. He did even
more. At Itkin's urgings, he lent the des-
perate Marcus enough money to gain
him a litde time.

Thus, when the moment came for a
little  financial finagling—which would
line Mouwo's and Itkin's pockets and
might also solve Marcus’ pressing trou-
bles—Alarcus was  easily persuaded to
cooperate. The Jerome Park reservoir in
the Bronx urgently needed cleaning, a
job that might cost the city $1,000,000
(it actually cost $800,000-plus). Because
of the urgency, it was also the kind of job
that could be let, despite its size, without
formal bidding, just by the water com-
misstoner’s assigning a so-called emer-
gency contract to a qualifed company.

The potential for gralt in such an un-
dertaking did not escape Marcus or
Itkin or Motto. Nor did Motto and his
close [riend Corallo [ail 0 appreciate
the control that a little gralt would give
them over a rising politician like Marcus
in the cvent Lindsay ended up in the
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“My parents don’t approve of my new boy[riend. In fact,
they don’t even approve of my husband.”

White House (where it was evident his
ambitions were directed) and took Mar-
cus to Washington with him. The reser
voir would be the tie that bound and
would lead to bigger and better opportu-
nities lor gralt.

A job the size of the reservoir, though,
was a little out of Motto's league. It
called for somebody with a lot more
clout. somebody like Tony Ducks, who
obligingly announced that he would do
all the arranging. The graft would come
to five percent of the contract—eventu-
ally, $42,000. Marcus could get $16,000
(just enough to take care ol some of his
most pressing needs but not enough to
get him clear), while Motuto, Corallo and
Itkin would divide the rest. That gralt
would come from Henry Fried and his
5. T. Grand (_Jmnp;my, which, as it hap-
pened, was actually qualified to handle
the reservoir-cleaning job—in fact, had
been recommended for the job by one
ol the water department’s engineers.

The reservoir payoff was the start. As
Marcus’” needs kept spiraling, Ttkin kept
coming to the rescue. He found some
friendly loan sharks willing to advance
Marcus some costly cash, Thus, when
the potential for the biggest killing of all
presented itsell, Marcus needed no urg-
ing. Consolidated Edison Company ol
New York was wrying to get permission
to rebuild some transmission lines into
the city, and water commissioner Mar-
cus was the man to grant that permis
sion. The cost of the work was going

to run well up into the millions, and the
possibilities of diverting some of that
cash into a few private pockets were not
lost on Marcus, Itkin or Corallo, nor on
Fried, either, who saw in the power of
the Marcus pen some opportunities for
himsell. The figuring went that if Mar-
cus delayved signing the authorization
long enough, Con Ed would hecome des-
perate, would be willing 1o pay whatever
graft was demanded. would be willing,
even, 1o give Corallo a profitable con-
tract to haul used copper from its plams
and give Fried a lot more business than
the $5.000,000 to 510,000,000 he was then
doing for the utiliry.

But to approach Con Ld would take
somebody of considerably greater stat-
wre than Corallo. Such a man was Car-
mine DeSapio, once the all-powerful
leader of Tammany Hall and still a poli-
tician 1o be reckoned with. DeSapio
might be a Democrat and Marcus an
officcholder in a Republican adminisura-
tion, but when it came to things like
money and graft, nobody cired much
about politics. Besides, the spoils in New
York had been split along nonpartisan
lines for decades, the only real friction
among the political bosses arising during
the months preceding an election.

I his discreer way. DeSapio made the
approaches to Con Ed. 1o persuade the
utility that the way 1o do business with
Commissioner Marcus was to line his
pockets and the pockets of his friends,
including  DeSapio himsell. As one
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witness later described a luncheon meet-
ing at the fashionable L' Aiglon restiurant
on Manhattan's East Side, “Mr. DeSapi
said he knew the Department of Water
Supply and Con Ed were two vital or-
ganizations in supplying the lileblood of
the ity and he was concerned—he had
heard their relationships were not partic-
ularly good. . . . He felt he might be ol
some assistance to Con Ed . .. to act as
some sort of releree.”

In this oblique manner, the negotia-
tions for a major payoft dragged on. But
before any money could actually change
hands, the whole scheme collapsed. An
investor in a company that Marcus and
Itkin had established complained o Man-
hattan  district attorney Irank Hogan
about the way his money was being
handled. Hogan, and soon U. S, Auorney
Morgenthau, began  looking into  the
tangled affairs of Marcus and his [riends,
and the more they looked. the more they
found. Suddenly it was time to cut and
run, and every man ran for himself.
Itkin rushed to his FBI contacts and be-
latedly spilled the story of the whole
conspiracy (keeping the money that had
been his share of the payolfs and turning
in, as evidence, only the bank wrappers
the money had come in). Trapped and
facing a long prison sentence, Marcus
suddenly resigned his job as water com-
missioner, to the shock and dismay of
his patron, the mayor. He then ook
himsell 10 Hogan and 1o Morgenthau,

telling his side of the plot. agrecing 1o be
a witness against his fellow conspirators
in the hope ol leniency.

Then the wrials began. Marcus, Coral-
lo, Motto and Fried were convicted for
their roles in the reservoir payofls. Be-
cause of his repentant and cooperative
attitude, Marcus got off with 15 months
in prison: Fried and Motto each got two
years and Corallo, three. With Marcus
and Iikin the chief witnesses, Corallo
and DeSapio were convicted in the Con
Ed conspiracy, with DeSapio going to jail
for two vears and Corallo for another
four and a hall on 1op ol the carlier
sentence, As for Itkin, though indicied,
he was never brought to wial. His FBI
benelactors protected him. But thar pro-
tection ook the Torm of residence under
guard at a militry base, for Ikin was
convinced, he said, that should he wan-
der the streets again, he would be a tar-
get for a bullet rom one of Corallo’s
friends in the Mob.

- - -

To some, it must often have seemed
that the Government's war against or-
ganized crime was not only directed
solely against Italians hut was being
fought only in 1be streets and court-
rooms of New York. Certainly, New
York was the focus of a major drive and
it was the struggle there against the prin-
cipal crime families and their leaders—
Gambino, Lucchiese,  Joseph  Proladi,
Juseph Bonanno and the rest—that got

“Momma! Herbie’s spelling out F-U-C-K with
his alphabet soup again!”

the biggest headlines. But there were
plenty of mobsters elsewhere around the
country who were not being ignored.
Chicago boss Giancana realized this all
too well.

Giancana  had  worked his way up
from the botom in the Capone manner
and in the Chicago style—before he was
20, he had been arrested three times for
murder and by the time he ook com-
mail of the Chicago mob in 1957, his
record listed 60 rrests. Bue as he ma-
tured in the ways of the Organization,
Giancana learned 10 forgo muscle, cul-
tiviie the right people and put good
lriends in the vight places. By the early
Sixties, he had his son-in-law, Anthony
sai, installed as the $900-a-month sec-
retary to Chicago Congressman Roland
Libonati, a member of the House Judici-
ary Commitiee who seemed 1o go out of
his way to sponsor bills that helped
Giancana and his friends avoid Govern-
ment surveillance.

An even closer friend was Frank Sina-
tra. Giancana  hoped  that  cultivating
Sinawra’s Iriendship would help him re-
solve some ol his legal woubles. In the
end, though, it helped Giancana not at
all and did considerable damage to the
singer. Sinatra had thrown all his ener-
gies into the Presidential campaign of
John F. Kennedy in 1960 and hoped
that with Kennedy's election he would
be welcome at the White House; he [ur-
ther expected that his own estate in Palm
Springs would become a vacation spot
for the new President and even buile an
addition with this in mind. But Robert
Kennedy Killed Sinatra’s hopes ol form-
ing a close relationship with the Presi-
dent. His  Justice Depariment  agents
kept stumbling across Sinatra’s name as
they delved into the dealings ol the
Fischettis, New England mob boss Ray-
momd Patviarca and others in the under-
world hierarchy. Particularly disturbing
were the reports ol Sinawra’s relation-
ship with Giancana. In the carly Sixties,
Sinatra had acquired a conwrolling inter-
ost in the Cal-Neva Lodge, a luxurious
hotel-casino on  the Calilornia-Nevada
border overlooking Lake Tahoe. Ob-
viously, the singer wasn’t going to run it
himself. But the man he mstalled as
manager was Paul D'’Amato, a New Jer-
sey mobster of long standing. According
to the stwories that reached Kennedy,
D’Amato’s real purpose at Cal-Neva was
to ke care of the Giancana interests;
the Chicago leader had boasted that
through Sinatra he owned a piece of
the lodge.

If such reports were true, Sinatra was
in deep trouble with the Nevada Gaming
Board. Grmcana was on the board's
black list, one of 11 top mobsters barred
[rom owning or even visiting a casino in
the state on pain of the casino’s losing its
license. Then, in 1963, Giancana actually
showed up ac the lodge with his con-
stant companion, Phyllis McGuire ol the
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singing McGuire Sisters. Sinatra turned
up abourt the same time and the two were
seen in close company. The gaming
hoard demanded an explanation. Sinatra
said he hado’t invited Giancana to the
lodge; and he promised that thenceforth
he would avoid contacts with him in
Nevada: but then he added that Sam
“Mooney™ was an old friend and it was
his business il he wamed o see him out-
side the state. With all its past wroubles
over mobster control of casinos  and
skimming operations. the last thing the
gaming hoard necded was a big cisino
owner who openly and blaiantly paraded
his [riendship with a 1op gangsier. The
hoard initiated formal  proceedings 10
strip Sinatra of his gambling license at
Cal-Neva. Some powerful friends wied
to come o Sinatra’s iid. Governor Grant
Sawver was told how unfair it was 1o
persecate the singer and how he might
be the beneliciary of Jarge  campaign
conuibutions.  When  this  subile  ap-
proach failed. Sinztra voluntarily sold
his interest in the lodge.

Fhere was litde doubt  that Sinatra
blamed many of his problems on Robert
Kennedy. Through the succeeding vears.
his enmity 1oward the Kennedys and
anyone associated with them increased
(his onceclose friend Peier Lawford. a
Kennedy  inlaw, was ceven  banished
lrom the Smarra circle). By 1968, all his
cnergies were devoted 1o beating back
Robert Kennedy's bid  for the Demo-
cratic Presidentil nomination. And after
Kennedy's murder, Sinatra wurned up
with some new and lasting Iriends. Rich-
ard Nixon ad Spiro Agnew—and the
Palm Springs quarters that had been de-
signed for  John Kennedy became a
sccond home w Agnew, the new Vice-
I'resident.

As for Giancana, it's possible that he
began o have second thoughts about
how valuable a Iriend Sinaua aciually
was. For he becime a primary targen for
Kennedy's antiaime unit and the immu-
nity Iaw that had been passed at the
Attorney General's urging was used 1o
nail him. Not long alter his 1963 visit 10
Cal Neva, he was summoned before a
grand jury, graned immuniy and then
grilled about the Mob and his vole in it
Giancana deaded that his best course
was silence, which emned him @ vear in
ail. When he was released, it was ob-
vious that the Governnment's interest in
him had not diminished. And 1t was
obvious. 100, that his much-publicized
flings had carned him the displeasure ol
his Chicago associates. So he ook him-
sell ol o Mexico, Argentina and other
southern regions, leaving the rule in Chi-
cago to the two old Capone mobsters,
Accirdo and Paul “The Waiter” Ricea,
the same men he had displaced nearly a
decade belore.

If the mounting wroubles of Italian
mobsters worried the Gambinos, Accardos

hollywood presents the underorld: a great place to visit but .. ..

This is an indictment against
gang vule in America and the care-
less indiffevence of the Govern-
ment, . .. What are you going to
do about it? —SCARFACE, J932

Before 1950, the popular mmage of
the big-city gimgster was a luzzy conr-
posite ol bootlegger, bank robber, hug-
glar and other waditional underworld
types  usually  depicted  in - three-day
beards and thug hats, pointing a pistol
at the honest citizen. Alwer 1930, the
public could recogmize a gangster any-
where: He looked like Edward G. Rob-
wson, Paul Muni or James Cagney,
tilked wugh, had a wmmy gun and
a wouring car. Since then, Hollvwood
has continued 1w provide the public
with its most vivid and updated. it
usually glamorized and not always ac
curate, idea ol what organized crime in
America is all about.

The movie industry was depressed
even belore the stock marker arashed
1829 Lalkies had revived Hollywood
i 1928 but the new sound films were
largely wasted on romanuic schimaltz
and stagy drawmg-room dramas. What
gave the industry its biggest hoost was
the arrival of the gangster movie that
borrowed the grity style ol sensational
newspaper Journalism, vitalized sound
wracks with gunfive and sereeching tires
and adopted the old muckraker ration-
ale: Once informed ol evil, injustice
and corruption, the American people
will rise up in righweous wrath and
throw the rascals our.

It adequately indormed and outraged
by Hollywood's dramaized documen-
taries on the “shame of the nation™—
Every event shown in this film is based
on an actual occurvence and all charac-
lers are port rails  of actual persons,
ltung or dead. Only the names have
been changed to protect the innocent—
moviegoers, nevertheless, lapped  the
gangsters up. The lamboyamt, Capone-
stvle mobster was already a goner and,
il anything, a nostalgic symbol of the
corrupt but prosperous Lwentes. Be-
lore the deepening Depression turned
popular sympathies 1o bank robbers
and other good men “driven to arime”
by circomstances and injustice, there
was considerable admiration {or the
scll-made thug whose brains, guis and
ambition made him a muluimillionaire
crimelord. Of course, the movie gang-
ster variably died a violent and pre-
mature death, olien in the gutter—but

only in the kst few minutes ol the
show. Meanwhile, he had packed several
litedimes of high living into his last
excining vears.

The counuy's  original  gangsier-
movic binge began in 1930, when War-
ner Bros. produced Little Caesar, and
cuaded suddenly in 1952 alier Howard
Hawks's Scarface—Dboth loose  hiogra-
phics of Capone. What stopped it was
the Havs Othce. Will Hays, Postnuasier
General under President Harding and
national chairman ol the Republican
Party. had been appointed head ol the
mation-picture industry's trade ssocii-
tion: s job was to set industry stand-
ards and. mainly. to deflect crivicism that
MOVICS Were corrupting American mor-
als and glamorizing arnmmals. Havs was
not satisfied thar all gangsters ultimately
died in a tusillade ol moralistic gunfive:
he Turther disapproved the depiction of
all policemen, politicians and business-
men as cither cormupt opportunisis or
impotent idealists, and the restrictions
he placed on scenes and characteriza-
tiots doomed the movie mobster.

I 1935 Warner Bros. devised 2
dever means ol drcumventing the Hays
code. Stuting with G-Men, the new film
hero was a law-and-order freak. Judging
from his attitudes, tactics and personal-
ity, James Cagney might have been hap-
pier as a gangster—as he had been lour
vears carlier in The Public Encimny—-but
as a Federal agent he could still inimi-
date people. violate civil rights and divil
liberties and shoot most anything that

Crime takes Little Caesar to the top . . .

moved. He just didn’t ger paid as much.

The true gangster movie did not re-
wain its old popularity or return as reg-
ular ilm Fare until after World War
Two. by which ume the gangster had
undergone a change (the public having
survived  on detective  movies  and
Humphrey Bogart  during most  of
the Forties). The mobster no longer
operated out ol a gwage and mowed




down rivals from speeding cars: he was
the much more subtle, businesslike and
wruly organized racketeer who had start-
ed cropping up in the late Thirties cop
movies. thanks to the headline reform
movements of Tom Dewey, William
O'Dwyer and other crime busters. This
new “syndicate” gangster was Heshed
out in the Filties alter Kelauver in-
vestigators grilled Frank Costello on na
tional television. Unlike the original
Prohibition hoodlum who deceived no
ouc and didn’t need o, the postwar
racketcer masqueraded as a legitimate
businessman—which, indeed, he had
incrcasingly become. Most of his vio-
lenee was Guried out by underlings in
some room or dark alley. not on the
public streets. and his lite was eenerally
longer and less stylish. Sometimes, he
was undone simply by good policework
and sent 1o jail w0 contemplate the
crror ol his crooked ways. Often as not,
he was a WASE instead ol a wop. lo
the connoisseur ol the classic gangster
movie. the Fifues was an era ol skul-
duggery and poliues, and the violence,
though olten brutal and explicit, lacked
the old-ime simplicity ot a machine
cun blazing Irom the window ol a
carcening .

The histovical mobster returned in
1959 with Rod Steiger’s acclaimed per-
formancee in Al Capone; was celebrated
in louse biographics ol Duich Schuli,
Legs Diamond, George Rate and Eliou
Ness: and then suddenly succumbed to
the contemporary spies, sexy private de-
tectives and  master arinunals ol the
“caper” who dominated the  Sixties
When the gangster returned at the end
ol the decade, he had undergone anoth-
er subtle but prolound change. The
McClellan  investgation  into  labor
racketeering and the sensational revela-
tions ol Joe Valachi had compelled the
Justice Deparument o acknowledge the
existence not only ol the Nuauonal
Crime Syndicae but ol the American
ALuha. o which the Government gave
the fresh name La Cosa Nostra. By the
time the headlines inspired books and
the books inspired movies (the tradi-
tional sequence), the typical American
angster was once more an Ialian—but
a complex man in conflict with culire
and consdence. With orgamized crime
back in the news, yer another Capone
movie was the first to revive the gang-
ster lilme in 1967, but The St. Valen-
tine’s Day Massacre combined the new
insights with the old lormuli. Jason
Robards (who might have been a Legs
Diamond or an Arnold Rothsiein but
never an Al Capone) clearly suftered
trom emotional problems that stemmexd
from his  past  life  experiences—
namely, that  everybody was trying
to kill him, as shown in

SCVEr

flashbacks 10 spectacular assassination
attempts. The Brotherhood. siarring
kirk Douglas. was the first important
(if largely ignored) flm o wreat the
Maha as a sociocultural phenomenon
and to hinge its story on the transi-
tion in organized arime: from a loosely
knit cartel in  the early  Thirties
dominated by the Maha, to a sophisti-
cated.  nmationwide  equal-opportumnin
Syndicate to which the old-line [talians
must cither adapt or be Killed.

The Godfaiher claborated on the
same theme and made the gremest cf-
fort ver to view the lalun-American
cangster in the comext of his culiural
historv. Even more than The Brother-
hood. The Godfather explored the

mind of the new-generation Ialian-
American  gangster. And  the moral

conflict that Michael Corleone resolved
by electing 1o lollow m his fanily's

tootsteps  has mwrigued  audiences
enough w nspire  The  Godfather,

Part H—probably lor the same reasons
that audiences 40 years ago swarmed o

. . . then deposits him back in the gutter.

theaters 1o winch Linle Caesar die in
a gutter moaning. pathetcally. “1s this
the end of Rico®™”

Because gangster filims and flm his
torians are about equally behind the
times. the recent so-called black-exploi-
tation films that started with Shaft and
Super Fly are not yet categorized as true
gangster movies. Bur there’s not much
difference between the white slum Kid
ol the Twenties who then became a big-
time bootlegzer and today’s black slum
kid who becomes a bigtime pusher.
Ouly the vices have changed: hoth
heroes use criminal cunning to escape
poverty and live the good lile to the
bloody end. In Shaft. Richard Round-
wee is the black private-eye equivalem
ol the James Cagney cop. except that
ands that Dalian-American

WASP  racketeers no
longer have a monopoly on big-time
crime. In Super Fly. Ron O'Neal is a
black Al Capone who. under different
racial circumstances, might have ridden
through town in an elegant armor-plated
limousine of an  expensive
—WILLIAM J. HELMER

he under:

mobsters  and

instead
pimpmobile.

and the rest, they didn’t bother Meyer
Lansky. As a Jew, he was, according
to Hoover and the FBI, only an asso-
ciate member of La Cosa Nostra and
so of less importance. This mistaken as-
sessment  suited Lansky perfectly.  All
during the late Filties and through much
ol the Sixties, as the heat on the Italians
increased, Lansky was off building a big-
ger and more lucrative gambling empire.

At hirst, this empire appeared shaky.
In lLme 1958, Fidel Castro and his 26ih
of July revolutionaries came down from
their Sierra Maestra stronghold and by
New Year's Day 1959 had waken control
of Cuba. Batista had fled with millions
looted Trom the Cuban weasury and
dose behind him were Lansky and his
Syndicite partners. The few who re-
mained. hoping that Castro would be-
come another Batista, keeping  the
casinos going and taking a cut lor him-
sell, were fist jailed and then unceremo-
niously thrown out of the couniry.
Celebrating the end of the Batista re-
gime, the Cubans went on an orgy of
slot-machine smashing. The casino era
in Havana was over.

And it was not long. enther. belore the
illegal casino business in the Uniwed
States was sullering under the onslaught
ol Kennedy's anticrime forces.

A [farsighted man. Lansky had already
planned for such exigencies. It was not
lar [rom Cuba, or Aiami, to the wiarm
sinds of the Bahamas. American tourists
had been streaming there for years and,
with the closing of the Cuban play-
ground, the tourist boom would surely
be stageering. So one day in 1960, Lan-
sky got oft a plane in Nassau and 1axied
to the ofhices of Sir Stafford Sands, the
islands”  300-pound  glass-cyed  minister
of finance and wxation and effective
leader of the Bay Sueet Boys, the white
power structure that ruled the Bahamas.
Lansky had a proposition to make—one
that would enrich Sands and guarantee
a tourist invasion (and that mighe il
Sands and his fellow white politicians so
desived. provide some employment and
considerable economic benehts 1o the
black majority. thereby keeping it doc-
ile). According 1o Sands, Lansky of
fered him S2.000.000 (others have put
the offer at a mere S1,000.000). w0 be
deposited for his personal use in one of
those handy numbered Swiss accounts.
il he would ger legishuion enmacted 10
permit gambling,

Sands said he turned Lansky down,
but the evidence indicates otherwise, for
soon Lanskv's ideas became reality with
the help of Sands and two dubious chin-
acters. One was Wallace Groves, an
American  financial  manipulator  who
had immigrated 10 the Bahamas after
serving a prison term for mail fraud. He
struck up a close fricndship with Sands,
who, in 1955, drew up and signed into
law the Hawkshill Creck Ac, which
gave Groves vast wacts of land on
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Grand Bahama Jsland at $2.80 an acre.
The only proviso was that Groves agree
to develop the area and dredge a deep-
water port, which would become Free-
port, at the mouth of Hawksbill Creek.
The other was Canadian-born Louis A.
Chesler, a close friend ol Lansky’s (they
had cooperated in some shady Canadian
mining schemes), a successlul Florida
rcal-estate promoter with a firm called
General  Development  Company  and
a partner of Lansky ally John Pullman.
With Sands as their attorney (and with
Lansky, as wusual, playing  Svengali),
Groves and Chesler formed Bahamas
Amusements, Lid., and pmcr:cdc(l with
plans to turn Grand Bahama Island into
a4 tourist attraction. complete with the
250-r0om Lucayan Beach Hotel, It was
not long before the real purpose of that
hotel was apparent. There was a law in
the Bahamas banning gambling: but
there was another statute, enacted in
1939 at the urging ol Sands, permitting
himself, as the minister ol hnance and
txation, to grant certificates ol exemp-
tion from the law. In 1963, the attorney
for Bahamas Amusements negotiated
just such a certificate of exemption for
the Lucayan Beach Hotel; and as his
legal [ee for handling this negotiation
with himself, Sands received 51,800,000,
So gambling went to Grand Bahama,
with most of the equipment obtained
from the dosed illegal casinos in the
United States. With the gambling went
all the old [amiliar faces from Lansky-
run csinos in the States and in Havana—
Max Courmmey, Charles Brudner, Dino
Cellini and others. And with these old
familiar laces wene the high rollers, on
Syndicate-organized junkets from every
major city in the U.S. So successful was
the Lucayan Beach that Groves began

selling off some of the land he had
bought at $2.80 an acre. The going price
for some of it was as high as S2000 a
front foot. Some of it even went to com-
petitors, such as the King's Inn Casino.
But there was plenmy of room for an-
other casino and. besides, King's Inn had
been built by Daniel K. Ludwig, a bil-
lionaire recluse who had dredged the
Freeport harbor for Groves and who just
happened to lease the King’s Inn 1o two
of Lansky's old friends, Morris Lands-
burgh, proprictor of Miami Beach's Eden
Roc Hotel, and Sam Cohen (in 1971,
both would be indicted with Lansky
for Las Vegas skimming operations),

Still, Grand Babama was only an out
islaind. The real wealth lay in Nassau,
tempting  Lansky and other men of
means, One wits millionaire Huntington
Hartford. Years belore, he had hought
Hog Island in Nassau Bay, renamed
it Paradise Island and lobbied sirenu-
ously but unsuccessfully for a bridge to
Nassau and a centificate of exemption.
Suddenly, i 1965, minister Sands had a
change ol heart. Not oward Hartford
but with regard 1o gambling on Paradise
Island. He announced that he had been
hired as attorney by a partnership of
Mrs. Wallace Groves (most of Groves's
holdings were in his wile’s name) and a
Tampa corporation called Mary Carter
Paint  Company (by then, promoter
Chesler had been frozen out). In the
name of that partnership, Sands applied
to himsell and easily obtained a certihi-
cate of exemption to permit Paradise
Island gambling. Atr the same time, he
announced the imminent construction of
a toll bridge to the island. As for Hart-
ford, he, o, was [rozen out, though
permitted to retain a minority interest
in the island iself.

“All he ever thinks about is sex!”’

At first nothing seemed strange about
the deal—at least no stranger than usual.
Groves, after all, had made a success of
the Grand Bahama operation.  And
Mary Carter now had a financial interest
in the Bahamas, having bought 1300
acres on Grand Bahama and turned
them into a subdivision. Besides, a major
stockholder in Muary Carter was one
Thomas E. Dewey. former racket buster,
former governor of New York, former
Republican candidate for President, now
senior partner in a  prestigious  Wall
Street law hirm and close [riend and ad-
visor to another prominent Wall Street
lawyer, Richard Nixon.

Belore this new Bahamian venture got
fully under way, however, the lid blew
off. Reporters lor The Wall Street Jour-
nal did some digging and what they un-
covered won them a Pulitzer Prize. They
turned up a sermy story ol massive
payolfs 1o the white rulers of the islands,
from the prime minister on down, 1o
gain gambling concessions. The ensuing
outcry led to a general election, and black
voters turned our in a massive wave,
When the votes were counted, the Baha-
mas lor the first time came under the rule
of blacks, with the Progressive Liberal
Party in conwol and a black prime
minister mamed Lynden O. Pindling.

But Lansky and his [riends had, in
fact, hedged their bets on the Bay Street
Boys. Support, some clandesting, some
open, had also gone 10 Pindling—includ-
ing the use of a helicopter for him w0
tour the islands courtesy of a Lansky as-
sociate, Mike McLaney. Lansky knew
that if Pindling tried even partially to
live up 1o his promises of bettering the
lives of blacks, he would need the gam-
blers; they would be the most important
source ol revenue.

But fust, as prime minisier, Pindling
felt the need to shatter his opposition, to
totally discredit the former white rulers.
This he did by setting up a Royal Com-
mission of Inquiry. It revealed the whole
story ol payolls and corruption, the ve-
nality of Sands, the dealings of Groves
and Chesler, even the manipulations and
conuol ol Lansky. Some ol the periph-
eral testimony, though, made e¢ven the
commissioners a little uneasy. Courtney,
for mnstance, talked at length about his
prodigious hookmaking acivities in the
States. His customers, he sard, included
some ol the country’s most important
men. Such as whom? he was asked. Such
as onetime  Vice-President Nixon, he
answered.  (‘the allegation has never
been denied.)

Then Pindling moved (o assure Lan-
sky and the gambling fraternity that
he was, at heart, their wue [riend.
When Sands announced that Groves was
withdrawing from the Paradise Island
enterprise, Mary Carter was given the
go-ahead. Within a year. it had not one
but two casinos—ihe Nassau Bay Club




and the Paradise Island Casino. Of
course, the American underworld was
no longer involved. Well, only to the ex-
tent that the manager ol one of the clubs
was Lansky’s man Eddie Cellini (brother
of Dino) and behind the tables were a
lot of familiar faces from the Lansky
circle. But that didn't deter the world’s
elite from jeuting into Nassau to a gala
celebration  that  opened  gambling's
new mecca in the Caribbean. And it
didn’t deter Wall Street attorney Nixon
from taking time out [rom his incipient
Presidential campaign to attend as an
honored guest.

But then Mary Carter—or Resorts
International, as it called itsell alter sell-
ing off its paint division—had an espe-
cial [ondness for Nixon as well as for
Nixon’s closest [riend, Charles “Bebe”
Reboro, the onetime Florida filling-sta-
tion operator who made his first millions
selling recapped tires during World War
Two and then graduated to real estate,
banking and other cnterprises. During
the 1968 Republican Convention in
Miami Beach, the company olffered
Nixon free use of its yacht to rest and
relax from the campaign rigors and bade
him visit Paradise Island often alter he
reached the White House (the Secrct
Service said no to that, not when the ca-
sino citered 10 so many shady charac-
ters). And Nixon returned some of the
[avors. One ol his Secret Service guards at
the time of his Vice-Presidency, later the
security director of the Nixon campaign
headquarters in Miami Beach and later
yet security director for the Inaugura-
tion, was James Golden. When his work
for Nixon was done, he moved on 1o Re-
sorts International, as deputy director
ol sccurity.

As for Rebozo, when 900 shares of
IBM stock wrned up at his Key Bis-
cayne Bank in 1968 as collateral for a
loan—stock that turned out to have been
stolen—one of the men Rebozo called 10
check on the stock and the loan was
James Crosby, “the chairman of the
board of Resorts International and an
old friend of mine.”

Through the Sixtics, then, the money
poured across the tables on Grand Ba-
hama and Paradise Island. And Lansky's
gambling cempire  expanded  through
much of the rest of the Caribbean, in-
cluding Haiti, and even across the Atlan-
tic 1o England. As fast as it flowed into
the casinos’ coffers, much of it flowed
out again. For the venerable Lansky
technique of the skim was working well
and by then, Lansky and his associates
had ready places for that cash to rest. A
good part went into the Bank of
Miami Beach and the Miami National
Bank, which the Government would
later charge served as major depositories
for skimmed funds.

Who ran them? It was no secret any-

where that the Bank of Miami Beach
was Lansky's bank in the U.S. The
Miami National Bank was under the con-
trol of the Teamsters Central, Southwest
and Southeast Pension Fund between
1959 and 1964. Then it passed into the
hands of Lansky’s close friend Cohen. But
neither bank was the final resting place
for the skim from Las Vegas or the Car-
ibbean. From there it moved across the
Atlantic, to Swiss Banks.

From Switzerland, the money went to
a thousand different places: back 10 the
U. S i the form of loans to and invest-
ments in legitimate businesses as  the
wedge for Syndicate take-over and into
dozens of Syndicate operations.

By the end ol the Sixties, the tenta
cles of the Lansky octopus stretched in

every direction, but its appearance was
becoming decepuive. Lansky was grow-
ing old and he was beginning 1o auract
some of the auention that waditonally
Iad entively on  the
Italian Mob. The world was changing
and the [ace ol organized crime was
changing with it

focused almost

This 1s the 11th in a series of articles
on organized crime in the United Staies.

“Pardon me, but is this seat taken?”
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1o the judge.” But Bradlee was worried.
Sirica, the chief judge of the United States
District Court for the District of Colum-
bia, was known as Maximum John be-
cause of the stiff punishments he imposed.

Late in the afternoon, Bradlee wold the
reporters to be in Williams office at nine
the next morning. “Things look a little
better,” he said. “Williams talked to
Sirica and to the prosecutors: he thinks
he can keep vou out of the slam.”

The next morning, Williams was pac-
around his handsome office. “John
Sirica is some kind of pissed at you fellas,”
he said. “We had to do a lot of convine-
ing to keep your asses out ol jail.” Wil-
liams had pledged there would be no
more Post contact with grand-jury mem-
bers. The prosecutors, too, had interceded
in the reporters’ behalf, recommending o
Sirica that no action be taken because
none of the grand jurors had imparted
any inflormation. But Sirica was still
fuming, Williams said. and would prob-
ably lecture them, at a minimum. “Stay
in touch and keep your noses clean,”
he warned. The judge could be very
unpredictable.

Judge Sirica wanted Bernstein and
Woodward in his courtroom at ten A,
on December 19. The reporters dressed
neatly for their day in court. Woodward
got his hair trimmed. The courtroom was
packed, mostly with media I]coplc. Bern-
stein and Woodward took seats in the
second row.

Sirica, they learned at precisely ten
o'dock, was capable ol expressing his dis-
pleasure with a frown so deep as to leave
no doubt about his reputation for tough-
ness. He had decided to make the
reporiers the first order of business. The
grand jurors had entered the courtroom.
The audience obeyed the command of
“All rise.” The judge's frown deepened.
“Oh, boy,” Woodward whispel'td o
Bernstein, bouncing on his 1oes and suck-
ing in his breath so the words sounded as
il he were ordering a horse to stop. Bern-
stein was  contemplating  which  late
he preferred—the ignominy of being
stripped naked in front of his colleagues
for his half-assed conduct or the mitigat-
ing honor of being dispatched by Maxi-
mum John.

“It has recently come o my atien-
tion. . .."" Sirica began recounting the un-
[ortunate facts: Grand jurors had been
approached over the weekend of Decem-
ber second and third in an atempt 1o get
information; but the investigation ap-
paremtly had not been compromised.
The jurors were to be commended for
their silence. Their resolve could only be
strengthened if once more they were re-
minded of the oath that bound their de-
liberations “sacred and secret.”

The judge peered out into the audi-
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(continued from page 140)

person who approached members of this
grand jury that the court regards the
matter as extremely scrious.”

The reporters were hanging on the
jlldge's every word now, less confident
than before that Williams and the prose-
cutors had been convincing in their
arguments.

Sirica was scowling. He noted thought-
[ully that the person who had attempted
to subvert the sanctty of the grand-
jury proceedings was neither defendant
nor counsel but “'a news-media represent-
ative.” A buzz in the assembled press
corps. Who among them? Bernstein and
Woodward waited for the judge to un-
mask them and, maybe, call on them to
throw themselves on the mercy of the
court.

First. however, Sirica wanted to point
out the legal ramifications and to remind
the assembly that attempting to gain in-
formation from a grand juror is. “at least
potentially.” a contemptuous offense.
Then he excused the grand jury and
strode from the court. The clerk declared
a recess.

It wook the reporters several moments
to understand what had happened. thar
that was the end of it. They had
gone Iree.

As Bernstein and Woodward joined the
rush into the cowded hallwav. some of
their colleagues approached them and
asked il they knew who the culprits might
have been. The reporters declined to
speculate. Daniel Schorr of CBS was
the first to suggest that Bernstein and
Woodward were the offenders.

“Hearsay, innuendo and character
assassination.” Bernstein protested.

Schorr responded with a knowing smile.
The reporters had reluctantly agreed on
their way out of the courtroom that they
would deny the allegation outright only
as a last resort: il pressed, maybe they
could get by with indignation and artful
footwork. The conlused scene in the hall-
way did not lend itself to careful thought,
Two dozen of their colleagues were
shouting their private theories or polling
one another in scarch of the guilty party.
Accused again, Woodward said the frst
thing that came into his head: The grand-
jury contact had taken place over the hrst
weekend in December. That was six
weeks after he and Bernstein had written
a major story. Somchow, the compelling
illogic of the syllogism got by, Bernstein,
lecling grubby, listened raptly to another
newsman explain why the offender was
probably a radio or television reporter,
not someconc from a newspaper.

“Sirica specifically used the phrase
‘news-media representative,” ™ one news-
man said. "“That's the term he always
uses when he's talking about radio and
television reporters. When he means
newspaper reporters, he says ‘the press.”

Yeah, said Bernstein, he thought he
had noticed that, too.

They were uying 1o aveid a colleague
who was interviewing reporters in the
hallway about the session in Sirica’s court-
roont, but he caught up with Woodward
near the elevator and asked point-blank
il the judge had been referring to him or
Bernstein.

“Come off it, what do you thinkz"
Woodward answered angrily.

The man persisted. Well, was it one of
them or wasn’t itz Yes or no.

“Listen,” Woodward snapped, “do you
want a quote? Are we talking for the
record—I mean, are you serious’—Dbe-
cause if you are, I'll give you something,
all righe.”

“Sorry, Bob, I didn’t think you'd take
me seriously,” he wld Woodward. "The
danger passed. The nightmare vision that
had haunted them all day—Ron Ziegler
at the podium demanding that they be
the object of a full Federal investigation,
or some such thing—disappeared. They
ried to imagine what choice phrases he
might use (Tjury tampering”z) and they
realized that they didn’t have the stom-
ach for this kind ol exercise.

They lelt lousy. They had not broken
the law when they visited the grand ju-
rors, that much seemed certain. But they
had sailed around it and exposed others
to danger. They had dodged, evaded, mis-
represented, suggested and intimidated
even il they had not lied outright. They
had chosen expediency over princple
and, caught in the act, their role had been
covered up.

- - -

Two wecks before their near escape in
Judge Sirica’s courtroom, the reporters
had decided 1o return o more conven-
tional sources. On December fifth, Bern-
stein signed a Post car out ol the ofhce
gavage and drove to an apartment several
miles away. It was about eight o’dock
when he knocked on the door. The
woman he was looking for answered, but
when he told her his name, she did not
open the door. She slipped a piece ol
paper underneath it with her unlisted
telephone number written on it. “Call
me laer this evening,” she said, adding,
“Your articles have been excellent.”

The woman was in a position to have
considerable knowledge of the secret ac-
tivities of the White House and CRP.
Bernstein had auempted to contace her
before, but she had rejected every ap-
proach. He drove back o the oflice and
dialed the number. Her voice was un-
steady, nervous. “Ac this point, 1 don’t
trust i soul,” she said. “But [ respect your
position.” She asked il Bernstein was call-
ing from a safe phone. He was at the desk
of a reporter on the .\[ur}'l;md stafl; he
thought so.

“I'm forced to agree 100 percent with
Ben Bradlee; the truth hasn't been told,””
she said.

Bernstein printed the letter Z on the
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“This is the part I
was telling you about! They kiss
with all their clothes on and then the camera pans up
into the trees and leaves it all
to your imagination.”

top sheet of a blue memo pad: X had
been retired with the bookkeeper [an-
other carly source of information]. “My
boss calls 1t a whitewash,” said Z. ""T'wo
years ago, I never would have believed
any ol this, but the facts are overwhelin-
ing.” She advised Bernstein to reread
carcfully the reporters’ own  stories.
“There is more wuth in there than you
must have realized—many clues. You're
doing very well, but you could do a lot
better. It's a question of putting on
more pressure.”

She refused to be interrogated and laid
down the ground rules: She would point
the reporters in the right direction w
help them fill in some of the right namnes
in the right places—certain hints, key ave-
nues to pursue. She would answer ques-
tions only in the most general way, il at
all. Much of what she called her “mes-
sage” might seem vague, partly because
even she didn't understand things com-
pletely, and  because the  information
would be difficult to sort out.

“Your perseverance has been admira-
ble,” she said. *Apply it to what I say.”

Bernstein, who had no idea what 1o ex-
pec, thought she sounded like some kind
ol mystic.

She began with Haldeman: “Somecone
liid to pull the strings. You have a lot of
company in thinking it's Haldeman.
. . . John Dean is very interesting. It
would be really interesting to know what
Dean’s investigation really was. His in-
volvement went way beyond that . .
Magruder and Mitchell are very definite-
Iy involved. . . . Mitchell requires more

188 perseverance.”

Bernstein had already interrupted her
several times, but she would not be more
specific. Involved in what? Dirty tricks?
Wire tupping?

She advised him to consider Halde-
nun. Ehrlichman. Colson and Robert
Mardian as a group. “Disclosure is the
common thread.” she said. . . . “Yes,
of wire-tap inlormation.”

Meaning they had received informa-
tion from the Watergate tap?

“Disclosure,” she repeated, “is the com-
mon thread. When people have jobs to
lose in high places, they will go to any ex-
tent to protect them. The general theme
is ‘Don’t blow the lid, even now.” They
are better organized now than belore
June 17. They are good organizers bur,
1o a certain extent. very sloppy. Financ-
ing is the most important way to learn
who is involved. Pursue other Segrettis.
[Herbert]) Kalmbach was the paymaster
[as Nixon's lawyer, he had been impli-
cated in stortes about the disbhursement
of funds to the Watergate defendams]. A
lot of activities grew out of Plumbing.
It goes back a lot farther than the Penta-
gon papers. The Plumbers are quite
relevant: two of them were indicted. I'd
like 1o know how many more Plumbers
there were.”

Bernstein wied to learn more.

Z said there could be no further mes-
sages; he was lorbidden o call her.

The next night, Woodward and Bern-
stein drove the [amiliar route to Hugh
Sloan’s house. Perhaps he could help de-
cipher Z's message. Knowing that Sloan
was always less than anxious to see them,

they did not telephone ahead. As usual,
he was oo polite 1o dose the door in
their faces. He looked pale and defeated.
He had lost weight. He invited them into
the front hallway. The job hunting was
going badly, he siid—the taint of Water-
gate. Equally awful, there was no end in
sight to the wials and civil suits and dep-
ositions that were making him a profes-
sional witness at about 520 a day. They
did not know how to respond: visit-
ing Sloan always made them feel like
valtures.

The reporters oudined what they had
learned from Z, but Sloan said he could
nuike no more sense ol it than they. Then,
changing the subject, he was apologetic
about the Haldeman debacle, and it be-
came painfully clear ar List what had hap-
pened that nighe in the rain. Sloan had
misunderstood  Woodward’s  questions.
thinking that Woodward had inquired
if Sloan wonld have named Haldeman
before the grand jury hid he heen asked.

Now he was more enlightening than
belore about Haldeman’s relationship to
the fund and to CRP: “Bob ran the com-
mittee through Magruder until Mitchell
and Secretary Stans came over in the first
part of 1972, Jeb authorized the first pay-
ments to Liddy. 1 think Liddy was sull
working at the White House at the time,
in the summer of 1971. Actually, Halde-
man stood behind all four who got bulk
payments from the fund:  Kalmbach.
Liddy, Magruder and Porter [Herbert
Porter, scheduling director for CRP and
a former White House advance man].”

Haldeman was  insulated from  the
fund. Magruder, Kalmbach, Stans and
even Mitchell had effeciively acted on
his behalf, Sloan explained. Haldeman
had never personally ordered Sloan to
hand out any payments. But spending
money was the provinee of the White
House chiel of stafl. “Maury [Stans] fre-
quently complained thit oo much money
was being given out [from the fund].”
he said.

Waoodward asked more about the struc-
ture of Haldeman's ofhce. Sloan sum-
marized: Chapin was the Presidential
appointments secretary; Strachan, the po-
litical licutenant; Lawrence Highy. the
office. manager and major-domo:  and
Alexander Butterfield supervised “inter-
nal security and the paper fHow 1o the
President.” Typing his notes that night,
Woodward underlined the words “inter-
nal securiey.”

- - -

On the moring ol January cighth, the
opening day of the trial of the Watergate
defendants. a grav and gaunt Howard
Hunt arrived at the comrthonse wearing
a black topeoat with i small, aristocratic,
though slightly fraved fur collar. He
pulfed on his pipe and paced the corri-
dors, whispering frequently to his part-
ner. Gordon Liddy. The wwo walked
down the hall talking. Hunt, whose wife
had died in a plane crash a few weeks




before, held his arm high on  Liddy’s
neck, as il secking support.

Liddy had warrived smoking a large
cigar, smiling, waving and strutting confi-
dently. Later in the day, when he was in-
troduced to the prospective jurors. he
bounded 1o his [eet and waved his right
hand triumphantly, like a politician
arceting a crowd. The four Miami men,
looking tense, appeared with their anor-
acy, Henry B. Rothblatt, who wore a
toupee and had a small mustache that
appeared to he accented with eyebrow
pencil. McCord. looking serious. came in
a few minutes later. He warded off re-
porters’ questions with a “No comment.”

The members of the prosecution
recam—Earl  Silbert, Seymour Glanzer
and Donald E. Campbell—were spruce
and well groomed. Each carried a foot-
thick stack of files. As they got oft the ele-
vator, reporters swarmed around them.
“All your questions will be answered.”
Glanzer said. “Just wait.”

And high on the bench, his wavy black
haiv making him look much younger than
his 68 years, sat Chiel Judge Sirica, who
had assigned the case o himself. At a
prewial hearing in December, he had
expressed his intentions: “This jury is
going to want o know, What did those
men go into that headquarters for? Was
their sole purpose political espionage?
Were they paidz Was there financial gain:
Who hired them? Who started them?”

Silbert presented a two-hour opening
statement. The chiel prosecutor seemed
rather exasperated when he said that he
would be able 1o account lor only S50.000
ol the 5235000 in Presidential campaign
[unds thae lad been handed to Liddy in
S100 bills. Basing his theory primarily on
the statements of Magruder and Porter,
Silbert was convinced that Liddy had
been given the funds to conduct legiti-
mate  intelligence-gathering  activities,
Liddy, Silbert said, had gone off on
his own and planned and  executed
the illegal Watergate operation. It was
the CRP “cover story” that had been
described to the reporters, months ear-
lier, in their evening visits.

Silbert had told Bernstein and Wood
ward that he expected to please no onc
with his Watergate investigation. He was
poing to succeed, that seemed clear. He
had repeatedly stressed that there was no
evidence to indict any more than the
seven men who had been caught. “There
is an unwritten rule in the Justice De-
partment—the higher up you go, the
more you have to have them by the balls.
And I think it’s a good rule.”

Alter the opening statement, Hunt
changed his plea to guilty. He told re-
porters outside the cowrtroom that no
higher-ups were involved in the conspir-
acy “to my personal knowledge.”

Bernstein had been told the day belore
by a member of the Miami contingent
that the four Florida men might also

plesd guilty if Hunt did. The rumors
persisted. On Friday alternoon, alter the
session ended, Bernstein and Woodward
were standing ourside the courthouse
with Post columnist Nicholas von Hoff-
man and Post editorial writer Roger
Wilkins. Rothblatr was standing on a cor-
ner with his clients, trying to hail a taxi.
We'll lose them, Bernstein said, unless
one of us goes. Woodward agreed. Bern-
stein said that he wanted to go. Wood-
ward handed him 520, Rothblatt and his
clients had found a cab as Bernstein raced
toward them. Rothblau, Frank Sturgis.
the siockiest ol the burglars, and the three
other men filled the cab, but Bernstein,
uninvited, got in anyway. piling in on
top of them as the door slammed. Von
Hoffman and Wilkins nearly lell off the
curb Lrughing, Woodward wrote a note to
himsell that Bernstein owed him $20.
Bernstein arrived back in the olhice
late Saturday, mole-eyed and wrinkled.
He had gone to the airport with Roth-
blatt and his clients, bought a ticket on a
llight one ol them was taking and, engag-
ing in [riendly banter, offered to carry a

suitcase and slipped into the adjoining
seat. Bernstein did not really have 1o
press the man too harvd to turn the con-
versation around to the trial. The story
came out in an casy low ol conversation
as the jet engines surged peacefully in
the backeround. The interview was cost-
ing the Post more than a dollar a minute,
Bernstein thought.

According to the man on the plane
Hunt had been visiting the [our Miami
men for a week, urging them to change
their pleas to guiley: their Eamilies would
be cared [or financially and they could
count on Executive clemency after a few
months in jail. In the enduring CIA fra-
ternity. Hunt, the scasoned case ofheer.
was again passing out orders to his lower
level operatives. For more than a decade,
the men had had unquestioned trust in
Hunt. even after he had supervised their
participation in the Bay ol Pigs opera-
tion. He was their leader, the tic between
their own projects and the cause ol
American patriotism.  Rothblatt, Bern-
stein learned, was furious, and had in-
structed his clients “to stay away hrom

“Well, frankly, no, Miss Kramer,
I didn’t answer all the questions honestly at
the computer-mate office.”
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that son of a biteh Hunt”

On Monday, the story on Hunt's ma-
neuvers ran in the Post. In court that
morning, the four Miami men fired Roth-
blatt and were assigned a new atiorney,
who immediately entered guilty pleas.

Sirica was seething. Alter accepting the
new pleas, he called the four men from
Miami before him. They walked up
and stood before the bench. Defendant
Barker bounced up and down on his
toes, wringing his hands behind his back.
Apparently torn by the anxiety of the
moment, he went into a deep knee bend.
As he answered the judge's questions, his
head wagged up and down and sideways
in short jerks, as il his neck had turned
to rubber.

Judge Sivica  asked  about  “these
hundred-dollar bills that were floating
around like coupons.”

Barker replied that he didn’t know
where they had come [rom. The others
nodded. I got the money i the mail in
a blank envelope,” he said.

“Well, I'm sorry.” replied Sirica, 1
don’t believe you.”

Sirica questioned the men lor about an
hour. The heads of all four defendants
scemed 1o be awached o the same
strings: they bobbed up and down in uni-
son. Yes. they said. the decisions 1o plead
guilty were made {ree from any pres-
sure. No, your Honor, they said, when
asked il anyone had mentioned LExecu-
tive clemency.

The judge’s [rown deepened. Had any
ol the men ever worked lor the CLA?

“Not that I know of,” answered de-
fendant Martinez, who had been on a
CIA retainer of $100 a month until the
day alter his Watergate nrest. Among
those who laughed out loud was Liddy,
who had finished a briel nap at the de-
fense table when Sirica began question-
mg the men.

As Sirica interrogated the defendants,
chiel prosecutor Silbert shook his head in
disgust and stared at the yellow legal pad
in front of him. Glanzer leaned back in
his chair and rubbed one side of Inis [ace.
The prosecutors” assurances that every-
thing would come out in the wial were
fading into nothingness as the delendants
ducked into the haze of their guilty pleas.

Sivica asked Barker about S114.000 in
Nixon campaign checks that had been
deposited in his Miami bank account.
Barker said he just didn't know where
the moncy had come from.

“Now, isn't that srange:” Sirica asked.

“I don’t think it is strange, your
Honor,” replied Barker. “I have previ-
ously been involved in other operations
which took the strangeness out of that, as
far as I was concerned.”

The Miami four were led off to jail.

That noon. Woodward took a cab back
to the Post for a lunch with Katharine
Graham and Howard Simons, “Katha-

10¢ rinc wants to go over some of the stories

and ask about the sources,” Simons said.

Mrs. Graham, the publisher, is the
daughter of Eugene Meyer, who bought
the paper in 1933, When her hushand,
Philip Graham, who was publisher of
the Post, committed suicide in 1963, she
assumed control.

Woodward was glad that Mrs. Graham
had waited until after the intense period
ol major investigative stories and the
attack by the White House in the [all
before asking lor a mecting. He ook the
clevator 1o the eighth floor and walked
through the double glass doors onto the
thick white carpet that led 1o her ofhice.
Simons was already there, a drink in
hand, and the three of them sat down n
a smuall ofhce in one corner,

“What's happening in the trial today?”
Mis. Graham asked.

Woodward told her about the o
pleas by the four Mizmmi men and ¢
interrogation. The trial was geuing in-
creasingly ridiculous, Woodward  said,
and he desaibed the scene ol the four
men talking and nodding as il on cue.

Mrs. Graham asked several questions
about what it all mighe mean and what
would happen. “Is iv all going 10 come
out?” she asked, somewhat anxiously. “1
mean, are we ever going to know about
all of this="

Woodward thought it was the nicest
way possible of asking, What have you
bovs heen doing with my newspaper? He
siid that he and Bernstein weren't sure it
ever would come out. " Never?” she asked
apprehensively. “Don’t tell me never.”
She laughed. throwing her head  back
with a bright smile. “Well, let’s eat,” she
said. rising and leading them to the
dining room directly behind her olfice.

A woman in a traditional maid's uni-
Torm ol black and white served eges Bene-
dict. Simons outlined the purpose ol the
lunch, a conhdential discussion of the
sources for the Watergate stories. Wood-
ward had finished two bites ol his egus
Benedicr amd now, he rvealized, he was
going 1o have 1o give a monolog. He old
her about several Justice Department
atorneys. an IBI agent, a White House
aide, the bookkeeper and Sloan. Mrs.
Graham sard she was less interested in the
names than in the positions they held.

Woodward said that he had wld no
one the name ol Deep Throat.

Mrs. Graham paused. “Tell me,
said.

Woodward froze. He said he would tell
her if she wanted but was praying she
wouldn't press it. Mrs. Graham laughed,
touched his arm and said she was only
kidding, she didn’t really want to carry
that burden around with her. Woodward
took a hite of his eggs, which were cold.

“Now, about the Haldeman business,”
Mrs. Graham said, looking as if she were
not sure she wanted to hear it.

Woodward put down his fork and
wld the swry ol the mistake he and

she

Bernstein had made about Sloan’s grand-
jury testimony.

“But are you absolutely sure we're
rightz"” The question carried an intensity
absent from the previous conversation. 1
remember talking with Henry Kissinger.™
she continued. “and he came up and
said, “What's the matter, don’t you think
we're going to be re-clected? You were
wrong on Haldeman.” And he scemed
upset and said something about its being
terribly, terribly unlair.”

Il there’s anvone who has not been
wronged. Woodward said. 1 is Bob
Haldeman. It was the most definite state-
ment Woodward made during lunch.

. . .

The wrial lasted another two weeks.
Woodward and Bernswein continued to
attend, silting through exhibus and pa-
pers hled with the court. Woodward
copied the phone numbers from the
defendams’ address books, which were
entered into evidence, and one evening
he called some of the numbers.

“The FBIZ” one man asked. “They
never, never contacted me. 1 never talked
to them.” Woodward slammed down the
phone. In the biggest, most wide-ranging
investigation since the assassination of
President Kennedy, the FBI didn’t even
call the numbers in the address books.

While going through the list of wit-
nesses, Woodwird found one who knew
Humt quite well. He called the witness at
his offlice and asked what he was going 1o
testify about. The wimess said: “I'll tell
you what I conld testify to. but Siibert
won’t ask. If the judge or any ol the at-
torneys do, 'l say it

Woodward sat up straight in the large
blue chair at his desk and asked what
that testimony might include.

“Howard always used ‘they' or ‘the
White House' when he was talking about
his activities. But one day I remember he
was complaining about Ehrlichman and
saving what an amateur Ehrlichman was,
because Ehrlichman put a hold on a lot
of things Howard was doing, various se-
cret, intelligence-type things. The opera-
tion was delayed for two to three weeks
becruse Ehrlichman was holding up the
budget.”

Ehrlichman. Woodward snapped  a
pencil in hall between his fingers.

“And Howard was saying that was
why he liked Colson, because Colson
understood that such things are neces-
sary. Colson is an operator and gave im-
mediate approval. He pushed the budget
through.”

Colson. That made sense; but Ehrlich-
man? Woodward lined up several neat
rows of paper dips on his desk as the wit-
ness went on.

“From the comments Howard made. it
was apparent that Miwchell was gening
typed reports of the wire taps.”

OK, Woodward thought, that made
sense.

“After the Watergate arrests, when
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Howard was out of town hiding and
needed a lawyer, he was looking for John
Dean, and said, ‘Let him get me a
lawyer.” ™

Woodward's hand jerked through the
neat rows of paper dips, destroying the
svinmenry. “John Dean?” he asked.

“That's exactly how Silbert sounded
when I 1old him.” the witness said. “He
said, “That's the first time his tracks have
appeared in this" "

Woodward 100k onc of his giant paper
clips, bent it into a large L and began
twirling it in his hand as he read over his
notes. At that moment, Bradlee walked
by his desk and asked what was up.
Maybe a whole lot and maybe nothing,
Woodward said. but there was at least
one witness who could do some damage
1w Mirchell, Colson.  Ehrlichman  and
Dean. Bradlee's eyes hrightened. He did
a litde dance, holding an imaginary
towel to his ass and wiggling it back and
forth before walking off.

- L] -

On February 26. Bernstein stepped
into the elevator in the Post lobby and
suddenly felt his arm grabbed and then
his body being pulled back ino the
lobby. He started 1o struggle, then heard
a female voice.

“Boy, am I glad 10 see vou!" It was
Laura Kiernan, a voung news aide who
had recently been promoted to reporter
on the local stafl. “There’s a guy upstairs
in the newsroom with a subpoena for you
and your notes. Bradlee doesn’t want yvou
up there o get it. He wants you out of
here, fast.”

Bernstein dashed 1o a stair well at the
end of the lobby, then up seven flights of
steps to the accounting deparunent. Clos-
ing the door of an ofice, he dialed
Bradlee's extension, Woodward was off
for a few days in the Caribbean, but they
had long hefore agreed on what o do if
they were subpoenaed. Turning over
notes or naming sources in either a
grand-jury proceeding or a judicial hear-
ing was obviously out of the question.
There would be plenty of time to fight
that in court. The first thing to do was
move their files 1o a sale place. Bernstein
told Bradlee where the hles were. They
would be moved immediately, he said.

CRP had issued subpoenas for five
people at the Posi: Bernstein, Wood-
ward, Jim Mann (who had worked on
some of the initial Watergate stories),
Simons and Mrs. Graham. Also reporters
from the Washington Star-News, The
New York Times and Time magazine,
Simons and Mrs. Graham, the only non-
reporters on CRP'S list, had already been
served. The subpoenas demanded that
those served testify by deposition in one
of the civil suits arising from the break-
in and bring with them all notes, tapes
and story drafis in their possession regard-

192 ing Watergate. Bradlee told Bernstein he

couldn’t find the Post’s lawyers and he
didn’t want him served until he’'d heard
their advice. "Get out of the building.”
he said. “Go to a movie and call me at
five o'clock.”

Bernstein went to sce Deep Throat—
the movie version.

When he called Bradlee at five. the edi-
tor told him to return 1o the office and
explained the swategyv. Bernstein would
accept the subpoena. Custody of at least
some of the reporter’s notes would pass
to Mrs. Graham.

“Of course, we're going to fight this
one all the way up, and if the judge
wants to send anyone to jail, he's going
to have o send Mrs. Graham. And. my
God, the lady says she'll go! Then the
judge can have that on his conscience.
Can’t you see the pictures of her limou-
sine pulling up o the Women's Deten-
tion Center and out gets our gal, going
to jail 1o uphold the First Amendment?
That's a picture that would run in every
newspaper in the world. There might be
a revolution.”

That night, Bernstein was at his desk
typing when he saw the CRP page hurry-
ing down the middle wsle. arm out-
stretchied. Bernstein continued 1o type.

“Carl Bernstein.”

Head down, Bernstein raised one arm
and picked off the subpoena. Bui the
page stood there silently. Finally, Bern-
stein glanced up from the typewriter.
The page looked about 21, tousled
wearing & Veneck sweater,
very collegiate,

“Hey, T really feel bad about doing
this.” he said. “They picked me because
they thought somebody who looked like
a student could get upstairs easier.” He
was a law student who worked part 1ime
at the firm headed by Kenneth Wells
Parkinson, the chief CRI* anorney. He
promised to keep alert for any informa-
vion that might be useiul o the Post and
gave Bernsiein his home phone number.

No Presidential decision affecting Wa-
tergate seemed so ill advised or left the re-
porters more perplexed than the White
House announcement in Febroary that
L. Patrick Gray's name would be submit-
ted 1o the Senate for confirmation as
I. Edgar Hoover's permanent successor,
Gray was already the acting FBI director;
his confirmation hearings would almost
certainly become a Congressional inquiry
into the FBI's conduct of the Watergate
investigation; why risk the possible con-
sequences of a Senatorial fishing expedi-
tion 1o make his tenure permanent? The
Administration  ofhicials 10 whom the
reporters posed the riddle seemed no less
bafiled. Several insiders professed 10
know only that there had been a mam-
moth struggle in the innermost Nixon
circle. Ehrlichman, it was said, had vehe-
mently opposed the nomination. but the
President had ultimately rejected  his
counsel. No one suggested that Gray had

been nominated because of ability or be-
cause the White House regarded the
hearings as an opportunity 1o set the
Watergate record straight.

Shortly before the hearings were 1o
hegin. the reporters decided it was time
for Woodward to move the flowerpot on
his balcony. That night he wraveled by
foot and cab 1o the garage. Deep Throm
was not there. He had told Woodward
that he would leave a message on a cer-
tain ledge when he couldn’t make an ap-
pointment. Woodward, 5 107, couldn’t
reach that high. He found a section ol
old conduit pipe and fished around.

Moments later, he found a picce of
paper on which Deep Throat had typed
instructions to meet the next night at a
remote bar Woodward had never heard
ol. A bin? Had Deep Throm gone crazy:
Something must be wrong. When he got
home, he looked up the bar in the phone
book. There was no such listing. From a
pay phone in his apartment building. he
dialed information. An operator gave
him the listing—an address on the out
skirts of the city.

At nine the next night, Woodward
walked a few blocks before taking a cab
to a section of the city in the opposite di-
rection from the bar. He walked another
I35 minutes and took a ciby to within a
few blocks of the bar. It was reallv a tav-
crn, an old wooden house that had been
converted into a saloon for truckers and
construction  workers.  Woodward. who
was dressed casually, walked in. No one
seemed to pay any atention to him. He
spotted Deep Throat sitting alone at a
side table and nervously sat down across
from him.

Why here? he asked.

“A change,” Deep Throat said. “None
ol my f[riends. none ol vyour friends
would come here. Just a sleepy, dark
har” A waiter came over; they both or-
dered Scotch.

There has to be more to this new meet
ing place, Woodward said.

“A liwde bit classier  surroundings,”
Deep Throat answered. “No dunce vou
were followed? Two cabs and all?”

Woodward nodded.

“How'd the Post like s subpoenas?

Just grear, said Woodward.

“That’s only the first step. OQur P'resi
dent has gone on a rampage about news
leaks on Watergate. He's told the ap-
propriate people, ‘Go to any lengih’ 1o
stop them. When he says that, he really
mecans business. Internal investigations,
plus he wants 10 use the courts. There
was a discussion about whether to go
the criminal route or the civilsuit route
first. At a meeting, Nixon said that the
money left over from the cimpaign, about
$5.000.000 or so, might as well be used
o take The Washington Post down a
notch. Thus your subpoenas and the
others. Part of the discussion was about

(continued on page [96)
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STRONGER THAN A
LOCOMOTIVE. . ..

Putting an ordinary padlock on your bicycle is
like asking a pickpocket to hold your wallet.

But the lock pictured above is no ordinary pad-
lock—it’s a Kryptonite Bicycle Lock ($17 from
KBL Corporation, 20 E. Concord Street, Boston)
and it will stay locked under most circumstances
(nuclear explosions excepted). Given a four-week
street test in thieves' mecca Greenwich Village,

it survived and so did the bike it held, thanks to
a special bolt and a heavy metal band instead

of the usual chain. Also, it looks like it bites.

A LOT OF BRASS

Sure, every leather shop has a display of
“genuine” Tiffany-style brass belt buckles. But
if you'd like to tap the mother lode of these
contemporary antiques, try Deane & Adams, 75
Upper Street, Islington, London N. 1., England.
D & A label themselves “purveyors of militaria,”
and have they got brass belt buckles to purvey—
over 300 styles that range from Santa Claus to

the K.K.K. At $15 each, including belt, it’s
bmighty hip way to buckle up.

PLAYBOY POTPOURRI

people, places, objects and events of interest or amusement

LIB SERVICE
Sure, we've all heard the usual
slang expressions for the op-
posite sex, but did any of you
guys out there ever call a girl
a fireship? Well, it and other
definitions found in standard
reference works have resulted
in a group of feminist writers’
giving birth to An Intelligent
Woman’s Guide to Dirty
Words (it's §1.50 from the
Y. W. C. A, 37 S. Wabash,
Chicago). And, fellows, these
ladies are really pissed off. The
guide is divided into six types
of “patriarchal epithets":
Woman as Whore, Woman as
Whorish, Woman as Body,
Woman as Animal, Woman
as -ess and Woman as -ette (as
in coquette). Jessie Sheridan,
one of the compilers, goes so
far as to say that their research
showed that “almost every
word in the English language
that has to do with women has
sone degrading meaning.”
Maybe so, Jessic, but did you
know that Webster's definition
of feminine is still “passive’?

MUSCLE TRIKE
You didn’t see anything like this in American Graffiti, buc if
it had been invented then, you would have. Because the
Street Legal (and it is in most states) Tri-Sport shown here
can leave just about anything at a stop light. Alsport, Inc.,
the manufacturer, at 84 Whitlesey, Norwalk, Ohio, is quick to
point out that the company also has gas economy on its mind, as
the Tri-Sport gets 35-45 mpg and a top speed of 65 mph
reached mighty quickly, thanks to a-290-c.c. engine. Best ol
all, Alsport’s price is right—only $1375, and that includes
speedo, tach and cargo rack. Take two, they're small.




BOARD HORDE

Now that you're really into backgammon,
having mastered the training set we
featured in our March Potpourri, you'll
want to get yourself a status board to play
with. So try Lester Inc., at 669 Madison
Avenue in Manhattan. Owner Don

Lester stocks an assortment of unusual
accessories, including French dice cups,
scrimshaw markers and even a one-of-
akind model made of aged fruitwood with
ivory dice. The price, $§2500. What the
hell, you'll win it back next game.

ESCAPE CAUSE

If you're dreaming of a little R&R away
from it all but would like something a bit
more exclusive than just another stay at
a hotel, check with Condomart at 655
Madison Avenue in Manhattan. It's

a rental agent lor luxe international con-
dominiums in some mighty exotic spots
(Spain’s Playa del Castillo, for example, or
La Plagne in the French Alps). And best
of all, its wares are available at some
surprisingly reasonable rates—especially
for lIonger stays. So stay longer.

SOAPERIFIC IDEA

You've just gotten back from a
sun-drenched vacation in the
Bahamas and you've got a great
tan and a stack of new phone
numbers. Only problem is, you've
missed two weeks of your favor-
ite daytime soap opera and you
can’t figure out why Bill had

a sex-change operation and how
Mona got pregnant and who put
the overalls in Mrs. Murphy's
chowder. Cheer up, addict. Now
you can catch up on all the
happenings by subscribing to
the Daytime Serial Newsletter
(P.O. Box 6, Mountain View,
Calilornia). For a mere $7.50

a year, you get not only the
monthly plot summary of such
biggies as Days of Our Lwves
and As the World Turns but
editorials, interviews and info
on the latest cast changes.

SAY, YOU SILLY SAVAGE

Forty years ago, Doc Savage was
born, emerging from the mind of
a Missouri telegrapher, Lester
Dent, to strike terror into the
hearts of evildoers everywhere.
He was the strongest, bravest,
smartest man in the world and,
together with his five pals—the
world's smartest lawyer, great-

est chemist, finest engineer, most
renowned geologist and most
gifted electrical wizard—Savage
waged a never-ending war with
injustice. Never-ending is right,
for Warner Bros. will soon re-
lease Doc Savage . . . The Man of
Bronze, the first of a series of
feature films based on the hero.

TURKISH DELIGHT

It's kind of a family thing; mom
and pop and the kids all get
together on a warm Turkish
evening someplace east of the
Dardanelles, haul out their little
tools and carve a few meerschaum
pipes to sell to the tourists.
Well, we'd like to meet the
kinky [amily who carved this
baby—or a number of the other
erotic meerschaums that Cellini
Pipes at 170 N. Franklin,
Chicago, is selling for S60 to
5120 each, including case. No
two are ever alike, so that

means you have 1o keep dropping
by the store for one more peck

in the showcase. You dirty

old pipe smoker, you.
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ALLTHE PRESIDENTS MEN

starting a grand-jury investigation, but
that's for later.

“Nixon was wild, shouting and holler-
ing that "We can’t have it and we're going
1o stop it I don't care how much it costs.”
His theory is that the news media have
gone way too far and the wend has to
be stopped—almost like he was talking
about Federal spending. He's fixed on
the subject and doesn’t care how much
time it takes; he wants it done. To him,
the question is no less than the very in-
tegrity of Government and basic loyalty.
He thinks the press is out to gee him and
therefore is disloyal; people who talk to
the press are even worse—the encinies
within, or something like that.”

Woodward took 2t breath. Deep Throat
sipped his Scoich gingerly, then wiped
his mouth ineclegantly with the back of
his hand.

How worried was he?

“Worried?” Deep Throat leaned back
and threw his arm over his chair. “It
can’t work. They'll never get anyone.
They never have. Theyre hiding things
that will come out and even discredit
theiv war against leaks. The flood is com-
ing, I'm telling you. So the White House
wants o cat The Washington Post, so
what? It will be wearing on you, but the
end is in sight. It's building and thev see
it and they know that they can’t stop the
real story from coming out. That's why
they're so desperate. Just be careful,
yourselves and the paper, and wait them
out, don’t jump too fast. Be careful and
don't be too anxiouws.”

Woodward was anything but reassured
by his friend’s assessment. He said he
needed more details if he was going to
tell the others at the Posi that they were
on the menu but weren't going to be
caten. Deep Throat shook his head, indi-
cating that he could not say much more.

What about Gray's nomination? asked
Woodwird: that didn’t make any sense.

Deep Throat said it made all the sense
in the world. though it was a big risk. “In
carly February, Gray went to the White
House and said, in effect, 'I'm taking the
rap on Watergate.” He got very angry and
satd he had done his job and contained
the  investigation  judiciously, that it
wasn't [air that he was being singled out
to take the heat. He implied that all hell
could break loose if he wasn't able to stay
in the job permanently and keep the lid
on. Nixon could have thought this was a
threat. though Gray is not that sort of
guy. Whatever the reason, the President
agreed in a hurry and sent Gray's name
up to the Senate riglt away. Some ol the
top people in the White House were dead
set against it, but they couldn’t talk him
out of it.”

So good Pat Gray had blackmailed the
President.

(continued from page 192)

“I never said that,” Deep Throat
laughed. He lilted his eyes, the picture
of mnnocence.®

What about the Time magazine story
that claimed that the Administration had
wire-tapped the phones of reporters and
White House aides? Had Gray been
aware of the taps?

“Affirmative,” said Decp Throat, and
he cautioned that even he did not know
all there was to know about the subject.
“There was an out-ol-channels vigilante
squad of wire tappers and burglars that
did it. Including taps on Hedrick Smith
and Netl Shechan of The New York
Times, after the Pentagon papers’ publi-
catton. But it started before that. All the
records have supposedly been destroyed.”
He explained that the wire tapping had
been done by ex-FBI and ex-CIA agents
who were hired outside of normal chan-
nels. Robert Mardian had run the Justice
Department end of the operation for the
White House. Watergate was nothing new
to the Administration, Deep Throat
continued.

There had been an clection strategy
session  at which  Haldeman  pushed
Mitchell to set up a wire-apping opera-
tion for the campaign. Mitchell had been
reluctant, but Haldeman was insistent.
Mitchell was instructed by the White
House chief of staff to transfer part of
the vigilante operation from the White
House 1o the campaign. That meant
Hunt and Liddy.

“In 1969. the first targets of aggressive
wire tapping were the reporters and
those in the Administration who were
suspected of dislovalty.” Deep Throat
said. “Then the emphasis was shifted to
the radical political opposition during
the antiwar protests. When it got near
election time, it was only natural to tap
the Democrats. The arrests in the Water-
gate sent everybody off the edge because
the break-in could uncover the whole
program.”

Deep Throat and Woeodward cach had
another Scotch, luxuriating in the un-
familiar comfort of their mecting place.
Woodward wondered if his friend was in-
tentionally flirting with the danger of
being discovered. Did Deep Throat want
to get caught so he would be free to
speak publicly? Woodward started to ask,
then faltered. It was enough to know that
Deep Throat would never deal with him
falsely. Someday it would be explained.

*Steplien Sachs, Gray's attorney, told Woodward in
carly 1974 that the suggestion that Gray had pres-
sured or blackmailed the President acas “outra-
geansly false” “|Grayl went to the White House
expecting not to get the job,” Sachs snid. *Nixon
told him that he should be as ruthless ax Hoover
in stoppuing leaks and be ageressive in the use of
polygraphs.” Sachs said that pressuring the White
Howse vas “nat the way Gray hawdled himself eith
those guys. 1t was plain fear most of the time, . . .
Noww, it makes perfect sense that some of those guys
dosen there wonldd think he maght be pressuring,
because thet's the way they operate, but not Gray.”

The drinks were cheap. Woodward put
a five-dollar bill on the table and lelt
first.

- L] -

For the next several weeks, the report-
ers watched the confirmation hearings in
amazement as, day after dav, Gray anested
to the ineptitude—if not the criminal
negligence—of his supervision of the
FBI's investigation. Deep Throat's im-
plicit suggestion that Nixon had been
frightened into nominating Gray became
increasingly plausible as the nominee
demonstrated a dangerous candor.

On March 22, Gray testified that Dean
had “probably” lied when he told the
FBI on June 22 that he did not know if
Hunt had an office in the White House.
The White House issued a statement
“unequivocally” denying Gray's charge
and Dean demanded a “correction.”

The day before, the CRP subpoenas of
reporiers and the Post’s news executives
had been thrown out of court.

On the morning of March 23, Wood
ward was walking down a corridor near
the editorial-page ofice when Herblock,
the Post cartoonist, stopped him. “Hey,
did you hear about McCord's letter to
the judge? T heard it on the radio.”

The last time somebody brought him
news of Watergate from the radio, Wood-
ward thought, the Haldeman story had
blown up. No, he hadn’t heard, he said,
and waited.

“Yeah, McCord’s saying there was per-
Jury and pressure 1o keep quiet, and oth-
ersare inon it.”

As Woodward bounded into the news-
room, Simons, standing near the national
desk, was waving a piece of wire copy
and shouting.

It was the text of a letter from McCord
to Sirica:

“Several members of my [amily have ex-
pressed fear for my life if T disclose knowl-
cdge of the facts in this matter. . . "
McCord was coming forward to tell what
he knew. Woodward studied the letter’s
charges: Political pressure had  been
applied to the defendants to plead guilty
and remain silent. Perjury had occurred
during the wrial. Others involved in
Watergate had not been identified in
testimony.

McCord was requesting a meeting with
Sirica alter sentencing, “since I cannot
feel confident in talking with an FBI
agent, in testifying belove a grand jury
whose U.S. attorneys work for the De-
parument of Justice, or in talking with
other Government representatives.”

Woodward wondered whether McCord
could prove his charges. An image ol
Mitchell being led off by marshals Hashed
through his mind.

Simons, jubilant, told Woodward,
“Find out what the hell he's talking
about—who committed perjury, who elsc
was involved, who applied pressure.”

Bradlee was more subdued. The letter
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might be a giant step. but it was vague.

“Names, fellas, we want names,” he
said.

Bernstein began unenthusiastically o
see it he could find a source on the Senate
Waergate  commitiee who wouald el
him what McCord had said in a private
interrogation. He had made hall-a-dozen
unsuccesslul calls when an itemr moved
over the Los Angeles Times wire: Mc-
Cord had old Samuel Dash, the commit-
tee’s chiel counsel. thar Magruder and
Dean had had advance knowledge of the
Watergate bugging operation and were
involved in its planning. The story was by
Ron Ostrow and Robert Jackson. Bern-
stein knew they wouldn't take a flier un-
Iess their source was absolutely reliable.

The inlormation about Magruder was
no surprisc. but there had been no real
hint irom anvone that Dean had had
anvthing to do with planning the bug-
ging. Il the man named by the President
to investigate the bugging had been one
ol its planners, the consequences seemed
incalculable. Already. the White House
had issued a statement denying categori-
cally the charges against Dean. 1 he state-

ment did not mention Magruder; the
President’s men had cut him loose.

By Sunday evening, Bernstein had
called more than 40 people—Senators,
members of the Watergate-committee
stitlls, lawyers, CRP and White House
sources,  Justice  Department  ofhcials,
friends of McCord—even McCord's min-
ister. Nothing. He and Simons decided
he would write a story quoting the Los
dAngeles Times and noting thae the Post
had been unable to confirm the details.
Then Simons got a call from a lawver
who said he represented Dean. He was
threatening o file a libel suit il the Post
ran the allegations about Dean. Simons
told Bernstein 1o quote the threan and
name the lawver.

Simons seused Bernstein's frustrations
at the day’s events. He told him to get
accustomed to being beaten by other
papers. that the days when the Post had
dominated the Watergate story were over.,

The next morning, Bernstein  and
Woodward searched frantically for con-
firmation of the Times account and came
up, fimally, with three people on Capi-
tol Hill who said it was correct. One,
a Republican politician, said McCord's

“I know your type, fellai—you're !hf’ a'md o[ guy
that's not going to believe that I fainted on your
doorstef and your wife was merely administering
mouth-to-mouth resuscitation as you walked in!”’

allegations were “convincing, disturbing
and supported by some documentation.”

At the White House, Ziegler an-
nounced that the President had person-
ally telephoned Dean and  expressed
“absolute and total confidence” in him.

- - L[]

It was Seymour Hersh of The New
York Times who reported on April
9. 19735, that McCord had secretly tes-
tified that the cash payoffs 1o the Water-
gitte conspirators had come directly from
CRP. The connection was one of the
keys they had all bheen waiting for. Since
Jamuary, everyone had  assumed  that
CRI' had bought the conspirators’ si-
lence, but now somcone was finally
saving so [rom the inside.

Months earlicr, Hugh Sloan had told
the reporters that the celebrated searet
fund had never ceased 10 exist—even
after the Watergate arrests. Bernstein and
Woodward had been astonished. Sloan
had told them that the money had been
transferred from Stans’s sale 1o Frederick
LaRue. They had not written about it,
because they couldn’t confirm it and
didn’t know how the money had been
spent. Sloan had refused 10 say how
much money was involved. Now it
scemed possible 1that it had bought the
defendants’ silence. LaRue had  been
Mitwchell's deputy and. according to an
carlier story by Bernstein and Woodward,
had directed the destruction of records
at CRP in the wake of the Watergate
break-in. He and Mardian were the two
CRP officials who had supervised Ken-
neth Parkinson and the other committee
Lawyers. McCord's testimony had iden-
tificd Parkinson and the late Dorothy
Hunt as conduits for the payments to
the conspirators.

Woodward called a CRP oflicial who
had been friendly but unwilling 1o 1alk
specifics. The mun exploded  on the
phone about the awlul state ol affairs in
the wake of the McCord disclosures:

“John Mitchell still sits there smoking
on his pipe, not saving much. . . . 1 used
to take that for wisdom—you know,
keeping your mouth shut. Now I realize
that it's ignorance. . . . God, | never
thought I'd be telling you guys that I
didn’t hate what you did. It's the way the
White House has handled this mess that's
undermined the Presidency. . . . Pve got
friends who look at me now and say.
‘How can you have any self-respect and
still work for CRP? I'm sick.”

Secing an unusual opportunity, Wood-
ward said he and Bernstein knew that La-
Rue was involved in the payoffs to the
conspirators. Woodward had only seen
pictures ol LaRue. He was a balding lit-
tle man with round spectacles, a former
Las Vegas casino owner and oil million-
aire—the perlect bagnum, Woodward
had decided.

“I can’t answer any questions, but I'll
tell you one thing you might have
uouble believing,” the man from CRI
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said. “Fred LaRue won't lie under oath.
If they ask him, he's going to say he
helped pay the men oft.”

Woodward called Sloan. LaRue paid
off the boys., Woodward announced. then
realized how silly he sounded. Sloan was
not surprised to hear it. He had always
suspected the worst, whatever it was.

How much money was translerred
[rom the Iund? Woodward was looking
for a ball-park figure.

Sloan wouldn’t say.

They played their old game. like two
sparring partmers who hadn’t been in the
ring for a while. More than S100,0002
More than $50,0007 Between $50.000 and
S100.0007 Wiach side of 875.0007

“Within $5000 of that,” Sloan said.

That was good enough: it was proba-
bly 580.000. but they would use S70.000.

How could CRI’ continue the secret
fund after the Watergate arrests and get
away with itz

“The wransler was done in July.” Sloan
said. “Nothing had come out about the
money yet and Secretary Stans approved
it. It was a way of doing business, having
cash around.” Sloan presumed that some-
body had told Stns o do i, but he
didn’t know who.

Do the prosecutors know about this?
Woodward asked.

“1 don't think so,” Sloan said. "1 was
never asked.” Sloan did say, however,
that he had been asked the relevant ques-
tions about secret cash when he had testi-
fied. a few weeks previously. before a
Federal grand jury in New York that was
investigating the cash  contribution to
CRP by Robert L. Vesco, an interna-
tional financer and accused swindler.
Vesco's gift of $5200.000 in S100 bills was
delivered to the committee in a black at-
tach¢ case. It had been added o the cash
fund in Stans’s sale and had helped fi-
nance the Watergate operation and other
undcereover activiries,

Woodward called a Justice Department
ollicial. Were the prosecutors trying to
determine il the conspirators were paid
off with the 870000 LaRue got out of
Stans's sale alier Watergate?

“The prosecuors are looking at every
penny of committee money 1o see il it
went lor |):l}’0"'i, every penny they cn
hnd.”

Including the money that was in
Stans's sale?

“Right.”

That tied the knot.

The secret fund had brought the re-
poriers full civcle—first the bugging, and
now the coverup.

- - -

That Sunday afternoon at dusk. Wood-
ward and a friend were sitting on a grassy
ridge in Montvose Park in Georgelown.
A short distance awav, Woodward saw a
couple in intense conversation strolling
toward them.

“It's Haldeman.” Woodward’s [riend

gpp stid. It was indeed Haldemin, wearing

light-colored sneakers. casual slacks and
a tan windbreaker. He walked slowly. his
hands in his pockets. His wile, also casu-
ally dressed. was speaking to him with
obvious emotion and conviction. Halde-
man was silent, occasionally nuning his
head to her. The sun was setting.

Woodward saw a chance to get past the
wall. Here, in a public park. with no
guards or police or White House limou-
sines waiting, Haldeman looked subdued.
Woodward started to rise, wondering if
Haldeman would slug him il he inwo-
duced himsell.

“Leave him alone,” Woodward's friend
said quictly. The couple walked by, en-
grossed In private conversation. Wood-
ward didn’t move.

I

On the evening of April 16. the Post's
night city editor called Woodward at
home. The Los Angeles Times was pre-
dicting on its front page that the White
House would make a dramatic Watergate
admisston in a few davs: One or more
high-level officials not idenufied in the
story would be named as directing or
condoning political espionage and sabo-
trge activities without approval from the
President.

Woodward made an emergency call 1o
Deep Throat. The procedure involved
making a call from a predesignated
phone booth, saying nothing and then
hanging up alter ten seconds. Woodward
had 1o wait for almost an hour by the
phone booth belore the call was returned.

No meeting was possible that night,
Deep Throat said. “You don’t have to
tell me why you called.”

The whole town is going crazy, what's
going on Woodwinrd asked.

“You'd better hang on for this,” said
Deep Throat. “Dean and Haldeman are
outl—{or sure.”

Outr Woodward
founded.

“Out. They'll resign. There’s no way
the President can avoid i

Could the Post publish thae?

“Yes. 1t's solid,” Deep Throat said.

What should we do? Woodward asked.

“Someone’s talking. Several are ralk-
ing—go find out. I've got 1o go. I mean
it—find out.” Deep Throat hung up.

When Woodward surived i the news.
room at about 11 A next morning.
April 17, Bernstein, Sussman, Rosenfeld,
stmons and  Bradlee were in Bradlee’s
office trying to figure out whin to do
next. Bernstein had just talked 1o a
White House oficial who said the place
wits ¢hiaotic but that nobody scemed 1o
know what was going to happen or when.

Woodward roshed o Bradlee’s olhce,
Llirting out Deep Throat’s message. The
others were stunned. Tt was solid, Wood-
ward said. Deep Throar had been sure.
They all realized that the house ol crds
was tumbling.

“Can we go with 2" Bradlee asked,
stning out the window.

repeated,  dum-

Yes. said Woodward. But he was con-
cerned that a story might delay the resig-
natious. Bernsicin worried that a story in
the Post might even kick the dedisions the
other wav. Rosenleld suggested politely
that perhaps the reporters and the Post
as well were overrating their importance,
If Dean and Haldeman had to go. the
President had more to worry about than
whether the Post got the satiskiction of
reporting it first.

Bradlee recalled that he had been
badly burned on a resignation story once
and the experience had left him with a
healthy fear of the whole genve.

“1 wrote a cover story for Newsweel on
J. Edgar Hoover. saving the search was fi-
nally under wav for his successor i the
FBL™ he said. “Movers [Bill Movers.
Lyndon fohmson's press seoretary] said,
‘We've hmally got 1he bastard. Lyndon
told me to find his replicement.” So that
was the lead. without Moyers” name:
“The search is finally under way lor J.
Edgar Hoover's successor.” Johnson—the
next dav. T think—held a press confer-
ence at which he appointed Hoover di-
rector of the FBI for life. And as he went
before the television cameras. he said 10
Moyers, ‘You call up Ben Bradlee and
tell him, “Fuck you.” " Well, for years,
people would come up to me and say,
You did it. Bradlee. You did it, you got
him appointed for life!” "

Bradlee said he didn’t know what 1o
do with this story about Haldeman and
Dean. He wanted to go. but he wis
afraid of it

A dccision became unnecessary for the
moment. A\ news aide brought a picce of
wire copy imo the room. The President

had scheduled an announcement  for
that aliernoon in the White House
])I'('SS PO,

The reporiers  decided  Bernsiein

should go in case the President agreed 1o
answer questions from  the floor. He
called Ziegler's office—Bernstein didn’t
have a White House press pass.

I'he yoom was already jammed when
Bernstein arrived. He was surprised at
what he judged 1o be a very different at-
titude among the Whiie House press
corps, old and young, There were a lot
of angry people in the room. Gallows
humor was the order of the day. The
President was running lare.

“He's out genting a cocker spantel and
a cloth coat for PPat,” said one senior
reporter.

“Nixon's going 1o waive Exccutive
privilege for Manolo and finally throw
him to the wolves,” said another. (Mano-
lo Sanchez was the Presudent’s vitler.)
Somebody theorized that they were ibout
to hear the Administration’s prison-
reform message.

“Yeah"  replied  another,
going 1o move the White
Leavenworth.”

A few members of the press corps. in-
cluding Helen Thomas of U.P.L, thought

“theyre
House 10
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the President was going 1o announce
Haldeman’s resignation. An hour passed
and the welevision lights were turned off.
Gerry Warren appeared and said the
President would be out as soon as pos-
sible. Warren looked grin.

Helen Thomas thought the President
had become so emotionally wrought at
what he was going to have to announce
that he couldn’t pull himsell together to
go through with it. That would explain
the delay, she said. Warren appeared
again and said it wouldn’t be too much
longer. The lights went back on.

At 4:40 p, Ziegler, looking grimmer
than Warren, emerged [rom the hallway
in the West Wing.

“Ladies and gentlemen, the President
ol the United States.”

There was some discussion as to
whether Ziegler was finished ind was
aving to be replaced. Il the President
admitted any White House involvement
in Watergate, Ziegler deserved to be fin-
ished, someone said. He deserved 1o be
finished no matter whar, someone else
added, and there was a good deal of
langhter.

The President was very tanned, but
he looked older than his pictures. His
hands were shaking, Bernstein noticed.

" I can report today that there
have been major developments in the
case concerning which it would be im-
proper to be more specilic now, except to
say that real progress has been made in
finding the ruth,” the President said.
“Serious  charges” had  recently  been
brought to his attention and, as a result,
he “personally [had begun] intensive
new inquiries into this whole mater” on
Alarch 21.

There were to be no resignations that
day. Insiead, the President announced
that he would suspend “any person in
the Executive branch or in Government™
who was indicted in the case. The Presi-
dent had become the investigator who
would see justice done where others had
failed. These were the much reported
“major developments.”

Nixon had met on Sunday with Attor-
ney General Kleindienst and  Assistant
Attorney General Henry E. Petersen “to
review the [acts which had come to me
in my investigation and also to review
the progress of the Department of Justice
investigation.”

Nixon was now the prosecutor and had
expressed “to the appropriate authorities
my view that no individual holding, in
the past or at present, a position of major
importance in the Administration should
be given immunity [rom prosecution.”

The President’s announcement lasted
about three minutes. His hands did not
stop shaking. Most of the time, he looked
past the reporters in [ront of him, his
eyes fixed on the television cameras on a
platform at the rear of the room or on
the paper [rom which he was reading.

Then he forced a smile—more like a

grimace—and hurried from the room.
Bernstein asked some of the regulars if
his hands always shook like that. Only
recently, they said.

The mood in the press room turned
ugly after the President left. The report-
ers were going to beat and flail Ziegler
into submission.

At first Ziegler's resistance was agile.
There were no contradictions between
the President’s latest statement and what
had been said belore, Ziegler insisted.
The previous statements from the White
House had been based on “investigations
prior to the President’s action™ and on
“the previous investigation™ and on “in-
formation available at the time.” Now
“new information” had led to the latest
“standing statement of position.”

But the reporters wanted more. On the
18th blow, Ziegler yielded,

“This is the operative statement,” he
said. “The others are inoperative.”

- - -

The reporters began o search for the
exact reasons behind  the  President's
abrupt turnabout. The next morning,
April 18, Woodward visited the man [rom
CRP and asked him who was talking to
the prosecutors.

“Magruder is your next McCord,” he
said. “He went to the prosecutors last
Saturday and tucked it to Dean and
Mitchell.”

Woodward was surprised. He had
regarded  Magruder as a superlovalist.
Things must have been very bad, he said.

“Bad, shit,” the man said. “The walls
were coming in on him—walls, ceiling,
floor, everything.” He threw his arms in
front of his face lor emphas

Woodward asked what Magruder had
pinned on Dean and Miichell.

“The whole mess,” the man said, “the
bugging plans and the pavoll scheme . . .
those meetings, or at least one meeting, in
Mitchell's ofhce. when everything was dis-
cussed with Liddy before the bugging.”

Woodward ook a cab back to the ofice
and called a White House official.

We know Magruder is talking, Wood-
ward said.

“You've got pretty good information,
then,” the official answered.

How extensive was what  Magruder
told the prosecutors?

“The works—all the plans for the
bugging, the charts. the pavolls. . . . It
will put Dean and Mitchell in jail. This
is no hearsay like McCord.”

- - -

Woodward called Magruder's lawyer,
James J. Bierbower, and told him that
the Post was aware that his client had
gone 1o the prosecutors.

"Now wait, now wait,” Bierbower said.
“I'm not even confirming that he is my
client.”

Woodward said the Post was going to
report that Magruder had accused Dean
and Mitchell on both the bugging and
the cover-up.

5.

“Ill call you back in fifteen minutes,”
Bierbower said.

Hall an hour later, he told Woodward.
“I will confm that he will testify before
the grand jury when he is called.”

Woodward called a Justice Department
ofhcial and wold him what he had.

“That's not all.” The oficial sounded
positively  cocky.  “Other  people  will
testify that Mitchell and Dean were in
on the arrangements for the payolls.”

Bernstein reached a White House
source who confirmed Deep Throat's in-
formadion that Haldeman and Dean were
finished there. Dean’s resignation had
already been typed out and Haldeman's
was 1n the works.

Woodward was finishing the first page
of the story when Bradlee arrived at his
desk. He had brought a sheet of his two-
ply paper with him and sat down at
the typewriter behind Woodward. Their
backs were to each other. Woodward
heard Bradlee say something about “the
story I've been waiting lor.” Then Wood-
ward heard the sound of the typewriter.
Bradlee's frst paragraph was out in
about a minute flat and he asked Wood-
ward to turn around and look.

Woodward protested mildly that Brad-
lee had [ailed to auribute the story 1o
any sources. It read as if Magruder’s alle-
gations had come from nowhere and
landed in the Post’s Lap.

Bradlee was undeterred. “You can do
that later,” he said, and strted typing
again. By the end of the third I);n';igr;lpll,
he had more or less solved the auribution
problem and filled the wwo-ply.

Except lor titdes, middle names and
initials, the three-paragraph lead was
Bradlee's.

Former Attorney General John N.
Mitchell and White House Counsel
John W. Dean III approved and
helped plan the Watergate bugging
operation, according w0 President
Nixon’s former special assistant, Jeb
Stuart Magruder.

Mitchell and Dean later arranged
to buy the silence of the seven
convicted  Watergate  conspirators,
Magruder has also said.

Magruder, the deputy campaign
manager for the President. made
these statements 1o Federal pros-
ccutors Saturday, according to three
sources in the White House and the
Comminee for the Re-election of
the President.

The entire story filled half of the
fromt page.

The next morning, Bernstein called
Dean's ofice. Dean’s secretary was crying.
She didn’t know where her boss was or il
he worked at the White House anymore.
She gave Bernstein the names of several
friends and associates of Dean's who
might be helpful. All were unreachable.

In the Lae morning, when Dean’s sec-
rerary had regained her composure, she
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“No, I won’t swafy wives, but I'll irade mine for
your oldest daughter!”

called back and read Bernstein a state-
ment that had been issued in Dean's
me: Some may hope or think
that I will become a scapegoat in the
Watergate case. Anyone who believes this
does not know me, know the true facts,
nor understand our system ol justice.”

Bernstein reached one ol the associates
suggested by Dean’s secretary. The man
sounded cordial when Bernstein intro-
duced himself.

He said that Dean respeated the Post's
Wiatergate coverage. Just what they need-
ed, Bernstein thought, an endorsement
from John Dean.

“Dean doesn’t think you've been un-
[iiv to ham, There's no reason for him 1o
take it personally. Hell, he didn’t take a
step without somebody telling him what
to do in this thing. He didn’t make the
decision to try and beat you. He was
against it. He'd like nothing better than
to sit down with you and tell you the
whole story. Burt that’s not what he needs
now. If he ever testilies, he has 1o be able

204 to say under oath that he did not talk to

the press first. That doesn’t mean that
you and I can’t do a litde visiting with
cach other. . . ."

Not knowing what to expect, Bern-
stein asked where he should begin.

“You might start with the P's state-
ment,” the associate said. (It ook Bern-
stein a moment to realize that “the P
was the President)) “Find out what hap-
pened on March 21-—who it was that
brought all those ‘serious charges’ 1o the
s attention.”

John Dean?

“Well, I'm not saying who it was, but
your thinking is on the right track. Check
it out. It sure wasn’t John Ehrlichman
who walked into the Oval Ofhce that day
and said. in effect, “"There has been a
cover-up and it’s worse than you think it
is, Mr. President.” That would be a preuy
good reason to make somebody a scape-
goat il you were, say, H, wouldn’t you
think:"

Haldeman?

“And others. From June seventeenth
on, John Dean didn’t do anything unless

Haldeman or somebody else told him 10
do it—including the arrangements for
hush money.”

Why didn’t Dean go public right away,
il he was so interested in the truth?

“One, becrise nobody would believe
him il he walked our today and said ev-
erything he knows. This didn’t start with
Watergate. It was a way ol lile at the
White House. He's got to establish grad-
ually that he's reliable, that he won't
lie. Because he knows things that no-
body else is ever going to talk about will-
ingly. Almost everything can be checked
out. But belore he goes public, he's got
to convinee everybody—the prosecutors,
the press and Senator Sam’s people on
the Hill—that he's telling the wuth. Oth-
erwise, the White House will cut his balls
oft belore he has a chance.”

L] - -

In the late alternoon ol April 27, Bern-
stein and Woodward were called over by
one ol the editors to look at a story that
had just come across the Associated Press
wire as a bulletin.

It was another Watergate. In Los
Angeles, at the trial ol Daniel Ellsherg,
Judge William Matthew Byrne had an-
nounced that he had learned [rom the
Watergate prosecutors that Hunt and
Liddy had supervised the burglary of
the ollice of Ellsberg’s psychiatrist in
September 1971,

Bernstemn reached Dean’s associate.

“Carl, how do you think they learned
about that little bag job on the Coastz”
the associate asked.

Dean again?

“You ask the prosecutors who told
them about that. . .. John's got some
storics 10 tell. Ask them about his credi-
bility. Everything he's told them has
checked out . . . and there is still a lot
more he hasn't told them yet that they
want to know about. Don’t lorget: John
Dean was over there at the White House
a long time. and there were lots of proj-
ects. John has knowledge ol illegal activi-
ties that go way back.”

How [ar back?

“"Way back . . . 10 the beginning.”

More wire tapping?

"I wouldn't challenge that assump-
tion.”

Burglaries?

“Would you keep a squad of burglars
around the house for years if you only
wianted them for one or two jobs? . . . H
and E are upset about what has come
out 50 [ar. There are documems. . .

About burg 57

“About a lot of things. Therve is only
onc way this whole story will ever come
out. . . . You didn't see E run down to
the prosecutors and tell how he broke the
law. Has H been down there? I don’t ex-
pect the P oo walk down Pennsylvania
Avenue o the courthouse. That leaves
one person. John Dean again. . . . We
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monthly bulletin, will describe our
editors’ selections. Your only obligation
is to add as few as four Club Selections
(or Alternates) to your library during
the first year. (Sorry, but orders from
outside the U.S. and Canada cannot be

other magazines, Playboy Book Club is
different from all other book clubs. It is
a book club created by our editors for
the sophisticated man of today with

923 BLOODLETTERS
& BADMEN

Jay Robert Nash

(Pub. Price $16.95)
Greates! one-volume
collection of American
criminais; 640 pages,
325 illuslrations
(Counts as two books)

863 THE ART OF
SENSUAL MASSAGE
Inkeles, Todris

& Foothorap

{Pub. Price $7.95)
Explrcit photographic
guircle

982 WAR

A Photographic
History

Text by Albert R.
Leventhal

({Pub. Price $16.95)
All the wars the
camera has ever scen
{Counts as two books)

963 YOU CAN PROFIT
FROM A MONETARY
CRISIS

Harry Browne

{Pub. Price $8.95)
Survival kit lor
economic stoims;
runaway bestseller

971 THE COMPLETE
BOOK OF BOATING
Ernest A. Zadig

{Pub. Price $12.95)
From stem lo slern,

a giant, illustrated
quide to happy cruising
{Counts as two books)
944 SHOW BUSINESS
LAID BARE

Earl Wilson

{Pub. Price $7.85)
Sexval side of
enlertainment world,
X-rated anecdotes

offer:

959 GOLF MY WAY
Jack Nicklaus

with Ken Bowden
(Pub. Price $9.95)
A-Z guide to improved
qgolling—Nlustrated

809 PLAYBOY'S
HOST & BAR BOOK
Thomas Mario

{Pub. Frice 512 95)
For the superhosi—
Hiustrated

{Counts as two books)
970 JAWS

Peter Benchley
{Fub. Price 56.95)
Super-thrillier novel
of terror-spreading
qreat whitg shark
906 *'I| MANAGED
GOOD, BUT BOY DID
THEY PLAY BAD"
Jim Bouton, Ed.,
with Neil Offen
(Pub. Price $7.95)
Best writing about
baseball managers;
80 vnusual photos

842 AN AMERICAN
DEATH

Gerold Frank

{Pub. Price $10.00}
The killing and killer
of Martin Luther King,
Jr —Shocking, true

960 SISTERS
Photos by

David Hamilton

Text b

Alain gobbe-Grillel
{Pub. Price 515.95)
85 hauntingly erotic
photos of young girls
{Counts as two books)
823 FIELDS FOR
PRESIDENT

W. C. Fields

(Pub. Price $5.95)

He wrote it himsell!

Introductory

wide interests, discriminating tastes and

a zestful life-style.

In the pages of PLAYBOY we bring
you the finest and most provocative
articles and fiction by many of the
world's most prominent writers. Now
we will make available to you—at
significant savings—what we consider
the most candid, contemporary,
swinging and thought-provoking books
of permanent value published this year.

And we'll offer you a wide choice
of books at savings up to 33 percent
under retail prices. The best from the
publishing world selected for you by

PLAYBOY editors.

855 MY LIFE AND TIMES
Henry Miller

{Pub. Price $17.95)
All-out living, loving,
wriling —Deluxe,
lustrated volume
(Coun!s as two books)

875 I'M OK—YOU'RE OK
Thomas A. Harris, M.D.
{Pub. Price £5.95)

The great bestselier

950 THE TOWER
Richard Martin Stern
(Pub. Price $7.95)
Skyscraper inferno is
setting lor tense,
gripping novel

917 O JERUSALEM!
Larry Collins

and Dominique Lapierre
(Pub. Price $10.00)

The dramatic bestseller
about Israci-Arab war—
Ihustrated

784 THE SEX BOOK
Goldstein, Haeberle

& McBride

{Fub. Price 59 .95)
Pictorial encyclopedia
“revolutionary” bestsclicr

956 BANCO

Henri Charriére

(Pub. Price 57.95}
Hair-raising turther
adventures of Papilion
946 THE DECOY MAN
Charles Whited

(Pub. Price S7.95)

True adventures of
undercover cop—
danger, brutaity,
drugs, sex, riols

909 THE TRUE SOUND
OF MUSIC

Hans Fantel

({Pub. Price 57.95)
Superb guide to sound
equipmenl for the heme

PLAYBOY BOOK CLUB
Playboy Building

889 THE BOYS OF
SUMMER

Roger Kahn

{Pub. Price 58.95}

The fabulous Brooklyn
Dodger stars—Hlustrated

853 COSMOPOLITAN'S
LOVE BOOK

(Pub. Price $5.95)

A guide to ecstasy in bed

877 PLAYBOY'S
BOOK OF GAMES
Edwin Silberstang
{Pub. Price $8.95}
Handbook for the
sophisticated gamblor

940 COSELL

Howard Cosell

{Pub. Price SB.95)
Candid, explosive, *'as
enferlarming as 115
subject”—Book World

928 THE SINGLE MAN'S
INDISPENSABLE

GUIDE & HANDBOOK
Paul Gillette

{Pub. Price 58 50)
Wethout #t, you're just
nol with it

900 THE DAWN'S
EARLY LIGHT

Walter Lord

(Pub. Price $8.50)
Exciting. gripping story
of War of 1812

958 THUNDER

LA BOOM

Anne Steinhardt

(Pub. Price 56.95)
Mind-blowing, hilarious,
erohc yel honest novel
about bottomless dancer

757 SEX AMERICAN
STYLE

Frank Robinson and
Nat Lehrman, Eds.
{Pub. Price S7.50)
From PLAYBOY

919 North Michigan Avenue, Chicago, llinois 60611

processed.)

Rememober, if you enjoy PLAYBOY,
you belong in Playboy Book Club. Fill
in the application today—and embark
with us on a reading adventure that
knows no boundaries.

Bonus: PLAYBOY'S GIFT PACK of
three provocative paperbacks (a $2.85
value) yours FREE for prompt action.

903 KILLER
Autobiography of a

Hit Man for the Malia
Joey with Dave Fisher
(Pub. Price 5B.93)
From “muscle work™ to
murder! Chilling, true
story of crime neiwork

955 KILLERS OF
THE SEAS

Edward R. Ricciuti
|Pub. Price $10.00)
Dreaded crealures
that threalen man—
Hiustrated

911 A TOUCH OF
DANGER

James Jones

(Pub. Price §7.95)
Spine-tingling novel
about private eye

952 S0LO

Harry Roskolenko, Ed.
(Pub. Price $7.95)

18 daring exploits

by men alone—
Musirated

924 MURDER, MY LOVE
Eric Corder, Ed.

(Pub. Price $7.95)

The centuty’s great
crimes of passion—
Shocking, true

892 GENTLEMAN

OF LEISURE

Text by Susan Hall
Photos by Bob Adelmen
{Pub. Price 512.95)
Prvalte hives ol a pimp
and his prostifutes
(Counts as lwo books)

972 THE SUPER
CROOKS

Roger M. Willlams, Ed.
{Pub. Price $8.95)

True stories of most
lamous and colorful
scoundrels of all time

832 THE COMPLETE
QOUTDOOR COOKBOCK
Dan and Inex Morris
{Pub. Price $7.95)

From picnics 1o
salaris—Illustrated

966 TIGER IN THE
COURT

Paul Hoffmen
{Pub. Price $8.50)
True story of
Herbert J. Stern,
U.S. crime-buster

934 COURT HUSTLER
Bobby Riggs with
George McGann

{Pub. Price $6.95)

For everyone who loves
tennis or con men

967 THE COMPLETE
BOOK OF CAR
MAINTENANCE AND
REPAIR

John D. Hirsch

(Pub. Price $10.00)
For the amateur who
wanis to save money

968 DR. STILLMAN'S
14-DAY SHAPE-UP
PROGRAM

Dr. lrwin M. Stillman
and Samm S. Baker
{Pub. Price $7.95)
New slimming diel,
frﬂ.‘lﬂ”ﬂg exercises

963 SUPER
HANDYMAN'S
ENCYCLOPEDIA OF
HOME REPAIR HINTS
Al Carrell

(Pub. Price $6.95)
Hundreds of labor-saving,
money-saving ideas
920 COOLEY

Harry Minetree

{Pub. Prnice S8 95)
Fantastic lite story of
the great heart surgecn

Choose any
4 books for
only $1.95

(value up to $40.00)
when you agree to become

a member of Playboy

Book Club.

*Deluxe volumes count as two selections. Publishers’ prices quotled are U S. prices; Canadian prices may be slightly nigher.

Please enroll me as a member in the Playboy Book Club and
send me the books whose numbers | have listed below, billing
me only 5195 | understand that some deluxe volumes count
as lwo seleclions.

[ | J |

I understand that for $1.95 | may choose books worth as much
as 540.00. and that you will also send Playboy's Gift Pack of
lhree provbcative paperbacks, a $2.85 value, as my free bonus
for prompt action.

I understand thal you will send me Playboy’s Choice, the
publication describing the Selections and Alternates. at
three to lour week intervals, together with a dated Mem-
ber's Instruction Card which | may mail back, by the date
shown on the card, to reject the Selection or to choose any of
the Alternates. | undersiand that if | wish to receive the Selec-
tion, | do nothing and it will be mailed 10 me auvtomatically
AFTER the date shown on the card. | undersland that Play-

boy's Choice is mailed in time 1o allow me at least 10 days
to decide il | want the coming Selection. If, because of late
mail delivery of Piayboy's Choice. 1 should ever receive a
Selection without having had the 10-day consideration period,
that Selection may be returned at Club expense for full credit.

My only obligation as a member is to accep! four Selections
or Aiternates duning the coming year from the many lilles
offered. My membership is cancelable any time aflter buying
these four books. In all cases. | will receive books identical to
the publishers’ editions. A modest postage and handling
charge is added to all shupments.
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are laying a foundation to protect our-
selves.

“Haldeman and Ehrlichman have
been trying o get John to take a dive
and convince the P that he should save
their skins and blame it all on John. The
P has agreed.”

Is Dean going to implicate the P?

“There were lots of meetings. . . . The
P was there. The cover-up was being
discussed.”

- - -

The next evening, Woodward went to
the White House. He had asked a senior
Presidential aide for an interview to talk
about John Dean. Woodward sat in one
of the colorfully decorated offices in the
old Executive Office Building and drank
coffee out of a cup bearing the Presiden-
tial Seal.

Haldeman and Ehrlichman were fin-
ished, the man said.

And, ves. it was coming. Dean was
going to implicate the President in the
cover-up. The aide had a pained ex-
pression on his face.

What did Dean have?

“I'm not sure. I'm not sure it is evi-
dence. . . . The President’s lormer law-
ver is going to say that the President
15 . . . well. a felon.” The man's [ace
trembled. He asked Woodward to leave.

- - -

James McCartney, a national corre-
spondent for Knight Newspapers, hap-
pened to be in the Post office on April
3. researching an article for the Colum-
bia Journalism Review. His piece, which
appeared in the July-August 1973 issue.
recorded Bradlee's reaction to the events
of that day:

It was 11:55 aar on April 30. and
Benjamin  Crowninshield  Bradlee,
52, exccutive editor of The Washing-
ton Post. chatted with a visitor, feet
on the desk, idly attempting to toss a
plastic toy basketball through a hoop
mounted on an ollice window 12
feet away. The inevitable subject
of conversation: Watergate. Howard
Simons. the Post’s managing editor,
slipped into the room to interrupt:
“Nixon has accepted the resigna-
tions of Ehrlichman and Haldeman
and Dean.” he said. “Kleindienst is
out and Richardson is the new At
torney General.”

FFor a second, Ben Bradlee’s mouth
dropped open with an expression of
sheer delight. Then he put one
cheek on the desk, eyes closed, and
hanged the desk repeatedly with his
right fist. In 1 moment he recovered.
“How do you like them apples®” he
said o the grinning Simons. “Not a
bad start.”

Bradlee couldn’t restrain himself.
He strode into the Post’s vast fifth-
loor newsroom and shouted across
rows ol desks to . . . Woodward. . . .
“Not bad, Bob! Not hall bad!”

Howard Simons interjected a note
of caution: “Don’t gloat,” he mur-
mured, as Post staff members began
to gather around. “We can't afford
to gloat.”

That night at nine, the President ad-
dressed the nation on network television.
Bernstein and  Woodward went  into
Howard Simons’ office to watch the
speech with him and Mrs. Graham.

“The President of the United States,”
the announcer siaid solemnly. Nixon sat
at his desk, a picture ol his family on one
side, a bust of Abraham Lincoln on
the other.

“Oh, my God,” Mis. Graham said.
“This is too much.”

The President began to speak: T want
to talk to you tonight from my heart. . . .
There had been an effort to conceal the
facts hoth [rom the public, from vou, and
[rom me. . . . 1 wanted to be fair. . . .
Today, in one of the most difficult deci-
sions of my Presidency, 1 accepted the
resignations of two ol my closest asso-
ciates . . . Bob Haldeman and John
Ehrlichman—two of the finest public
servants it has been my privilege to
know. . .. The easicst course would be for
me to blame those to whom 1 delegated
the responsibility to run the campaign.
But that would be a cowardly thing to
do. . . . In any organization, the man at
the top must bear the responsibility. That
responsibility, therefore, belongs here in
this office. T accept it. . . . It was the sys-
tem that has brought the facts o light . . .
a system  that in this case has in-
cluded a determined grand jury, honest
prosccutors, a courageous judge, John
Sirica, and a vigorous free press. . . .1
must now turn my full attention—and 1
shall do so—once again to the larger
duties ol this office. T owe it to this great
office that T hold, and I owe it to you—to
our l’(llll"r}'. el

“There can be no whitewash at the
White House. . . . Two wrongs do not
make a right. . . . I love America. . . .
God bless America and God bless each
and every one of you.”

- - -

The day after the President’s April 30
speech, Bernstein was at his desk reading
The New York Times and the Washing-
ton Star-News. A copy aide dropped the
following U.P.I. wire copy on his desk:

White House press secretary Ron-
ald Ziegler publicly apologized roday
to The Washington Post and 1wo of
its reporters for his earlier criticism
of their investigative reporting of the
Watergate conspiracy.

At the White House hriefing, a re-
porter asked Ziegler il the White
House didn’t owe the Post an
apology.

“In thinking of it all at this point
in time, ves.” Ziegler said, “1 would
apologize to Mr. Woodward and Mr.

Bernstein. . . . We would all have to
say that mistakes were made in terms
of comments. 1 was overenthusias-
tic in my comments about the Post,
particularly if you look at them in
the context of developments that
have taken place. . . . When we are
Wrong, we are wrong, as we were in
that case.”

As Ziegler finished, he started to
say, “But " He was cut off by a
reporter who said: “Now, don't take
it back, Ron.”

Bernstein took the copy and Iaid it on
Woodward’s desk, Later Woodward called
Ziegler at the White House 1o thank him.

“We all have our jobs,” Ziegler replied.

- - -

The first week of June, Bernstein was
talking to a source he hadn't called for
several weeks. He asked if there had been
any other burglaries.

“There was one proposed . . . but 1
don’t think it ever came ofl. The Brook-
ings Institution [a center for the study of
public-policy  questions].  John Dean
turned it off.”

Bernstein called Dean's associate. “I'm
not surc you have the right word, friend,”
he said. “Somebody must have misspoken
himself. Chuck Colson wanted to rub two
sticks together.”

Maybe Bernstein's mind was jumping
too [ast. Colson wanted to start a fire?

“You might say that.”

It couldn’t have been serious, Bern-
stein said.

“Serious cnough for John Caulfield
[an aide to Ehrlichman] to run out of
Colson’s ofice in a panic. He came
straight to Dean, saying he didn't ever
want to talk to that man Colson again,
because he was crazy. And that Dean
better do something 10 stop him before
it was too late. Dean caught the first
courier flight out to San Clemente 1o see
Ehrlichman. That's how serious it was.”

Why Ehrlichman?

“"Because he was the only one with
enough influence to stop it at that point.
And he was not happy to see John Dean.
Dean wasn’t supposed 1o know about
it. But once he flew out there to make a
big deal about it, E didn’t have any choice
but 1o shut it down. John staved in the
room and listened while E called Colson.
The whole time he was on the phone, E
just glared at him like he was a wraitor.”

Dean’s associate explained the purpose
of the operation to Bernstein: Morton
Halperin, Daniel Elisherg's friend, was
believed to have kept some classified
documents when he left Kissinger’s stalf
to become a [ellow at the Brookings In-
stitution. The White House wanted those
documents back, and since security at
Brookings was too tight to risk a simple
burglary, it was conjectured that a fire
could cover a break-in at Halperin’s
office.

Bernstein located someone who had
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heard the whole story from Caulfield.
“Not just a fre, a hre bombing.” the
man  sail. “That was what  Colson
thought would do the wrick. Caulfield
said, “This has gone too far,” and [that]
he didn't ever want anything o do with
Colson again in his life.” Both Dean and
Caulfield had told the whole story 1o in-
vestigators, he said.

Woodward was afraid it might be a
setup.

Bernstein checked his sources again,
and the investigators. Absolutely solid,
he old Woodward. A fire bombing.

Woodward then called Colson.

“There's no question about that,” Col-
son told him. “There is one mistake. . . .
It was not the Brookings but The Wash-

imgton Post. 1 told them to hire a
wrecking aane and go over and knock

down the building and Newsweek also.”

Woodward said that he was serious,
the allegation was deadly serious and
not a joke.

“It was The Washington Post, I'm tell-
ing you. He had an explicit assigniment
to desiroy The Washington Post,” ve-
spomded  Colson.  his  tone  perfealy
straight. I wanted The Washington Post
destroved.”

Woodward didn’t doubt it, but he said
the allegation was going into the paper.

“Explicitly,” Colson replied, it 15
bullshit. I absolutely made no such state-
ment or suggestion. It is ludicrous. The
story you have told me is a flight of fan-
tasy, the outer limits—this one has gone
too far.”

He clled Woodward back several
hours later. “Are you serious about this
story?"”

Woodward said that he was.

Colson’s tone was altered. T was asked
about this by the Federal prosecutors. |
was aware that there was a discussion
about how 10 get highly classified docu-
ments back. ... There 1s always a possi-
bility that T might have said it. . . It is
chinacteristic of me. But 1 never
made it and certainly never meant it.”

The story ran on June ninth,

& 5 e

Since June 17, 1972, the reporters had
saved their notes and memos. reviewing
them periodically to make lists ol unex-
plored leads. Many items on the lists
were the names ol CRP and White House
people who the reporters thought might
have uselul information. By May 17,
1973, when the Senate hearings opened,
Bernstein and Woodward had gotten lazy.
Their nighttime visits were scrreer and,
increasingly, they had begun to rely on a
relatively easy access to the Senate com-
mittee’s stafl investigators and attorneys,
There was, however, one unchecked
entry on both their lists—Presidential
aide  Alexander P. Buunterheld. Both
Deep Throat and Sloan had mentioned
him, and Sloan had said, almost in pass-

210 ing, that he was in charge of “internal

security.” In January, Woodward had
gone by Butterfield’s house in a Virginia
suburb. It had seemed 1o be closed up.

Woodward had asked a commitiee staff
member in Iate May if Buuerfield had
been inwerviewed.

“No, we're wo busy.”

Some weeks later, he had asked anoth-
er stalfer i the committee knew why But-
terheld’s duties in Haldeman's ollice
were defined as “internal security.”

The staft member siid the committee
didn’t know, and maybe it would be a
good idea to meerview Buwerfield. He
would ask Sam Dash. Dash put the matter
off. The stafl member told Woodward he
would push Dash again. Dash finally
ORed an interview with Butterfield for
Friday, July 13.

On Saturday the 1th, Woodward re-
ceived a phone call at home [rom a
senior - member  of  the  commiuee’s
mvestigative staff. “Congratulations,” he
said. “We interviewed Butterfield. He
told the whole story.”

What whole story?

“Nixon bugged himself.”

For the moment, the information was
srictly off the record. The reporters were
again concerned abouwt a White House
setup. A taping system could be  dis-
closed. they reasoned, and then the Presi-
dent could  serve  up docored or
manuflactured tapes o exculpate himself
and his men. Ov, having known the tapes
were rolling, the President might have
induced Dean—or anvone else—io say
incriminating things and then leign ig-
norance himsell. They decided not to
pursue the story until Monday.

All Satwrday night. the subject gnawed
at Woodward. Butterfield had said that
even Kissinger and  Elolichman  were
unaware of the taping system. The Sen-
ate committee and the special prosecator
would certainly try to obtain the tapes,
maybe even subpoena them.

Kissinger doesn’t know. Woodward re-
flected. And, he thought, Kissinger prob-
ably knows almost everything, and he
wouldn’t like the idea ol secret taping
systems plucking his sober words and ad-
vice out of the air—whether for posterity
or for some grand jury. How will foreign
leaders [eel when they learn of hidden mi-
crophones? Woodward relished the idea
of knowing somcthing that Kissinger
didn’t know. Ziegler was also in the dark,
apparently.

Woodward called Bradlee. It was about
9:30 rar. and Bradlee sounded as if he
might have been sleeping. Woodward
outlined the details of Butterfield's dis-
closures. As he spoke, his voice tripped
several times. Maybe he was overreact-
ing, making too much ol a taping system.
Bradlee was silent.

I just wanted you to know, Woodward
said, becanse it seems important. We'll go
to work on it il you want.

“Well, T don't know,” Bradlee said
with shight irritation.

How would you rate the story? Wood-
ward asked.

“B-plus,” Bradlee said quickly.

B-plus. Woodward thought. Well, that
isn‘t much.

“See what more you can find out, but
T wouldn’t hust one on it.”" Bradlee said.

Woodward apologized for calling on a
Saturday night.

“No problem.” Bradlee said cheer-
fully. “Always glad 1o hear what's up.”

They hung up. Woodward concluded
that he'd been too anxious.

The Senate committee moved quickly.
On Monday, on national welevision, But-
ield relucantly laid out the whole
story of the tapes before the Senate com-
mittee and the country.

“OK," Bradlee said the next morning,
“It’s more than a B-plus.”

The about the White House
tapes may have been a turning point in
the Watergate story, but it was by no
means the conclusion of Woodward and
Bernstein’s investigation. In the months
that followed, the veporiers conlinued to
breal: major news stories and, as this
issue went to press. they had writlen
about the following developments:

= In the first week of November, after
President Nixon had fived special prose-
cutor Avchibald Cox and later bowed (o
public opinion by handing over seven of
the nine subpoenacd tapes, Woodward
met once again with Deep Throat in the
underground gavage. Deep Throal's mes-
sage was short and stmple: One or move
of the tapes contained deliberaie eva-
sures. The Post ran a story to that effect,
which was denied by Ziegler at the White
House. Two weeks later, the President’s
lawyers admitted in Judge Srica’s courl-
room that one of the tapes contained an
18-and-a-half-minute gap.

« In early February, Woodward and
Bernstein quoted sources “close 1o the
prosecution”™ to the effect that at least
one of the tape experis assigned by Judge
Sirica to verify the inlegrilty of the tapes
belicved that some of the remaining tapes
weve suspected of being revecovdings.
The day the story appeared, Nixon's new
chief of staff, Alexander Haig, called
Bradlee and said ithat the aviicle was
“blasphemous.” The next day, the White
House confirmed that such suspicions
existed.

= Finally, on March sccond, the day
after the fust Walergale grand  jury
indicted seven of the President’s men,
Woodieard and Beynsicin vepovied that a
sealed envelope and briefcase handed 1o
Judse Sivica contained evidence showing
that the President was himself involoed
in the cover-up. This time, the White
House had no comment.

new's
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high'dQ" hllltle (continued from page 158)

stul.” He fecls the old-time hustlers
brought it on themselves: “You got 1o
want to be a freak, a carny, to wander
around the country looking for suckers
who bet they can beat you when you're
standing on one foot with a heel on your
ass.” People got to know you because you
were a freak and you had 10 move on—
one day here, the next day 500 miles
down the road, the day after that 500
miles farther down the road. “That's the
penny-ante life.” He much prefers the
high-class hustle among “high-class people
who are a success in life and are out
on the golf course looking to be losers.”
Not only at golf: “Hell, they have their
bookmakers following them around the
course for the alternoon's action at Hia-
leah, they stop at every phone to cll
their brokers to sce how they're doing in
the market.” The difference for him is
not only in the suckers but in a style of
life. “I've got my roots down and I've got
a business. The insurance gives me a par-
lay on the golf—I get a little business on
the course, I get a litde golf in through
the business.” Most of all, it gives him an
acceptable identity—i.e., anything but as
a hustler. “In the old days, all the hus-
tlers didn’t mind being known as hus-
tlers. They just didn’t want to be known
as themselves.” Even Titanic kept his
real name—Alvin C. Thomas—a secret.
Not anymore. “Pcople know you're a
hustler and they stay away from you.”
So the hustler today wants an identity
not as a hustler or even a golfer. “Diz
Dean has an identity—he hustles all the
time and people don’t mind losing to
him, because they think of him as a base-
ball player.” He mentions another base-
ball player, now a coach, who labors hard
at not being known as a golfer. “Hell, he
was about to break the course record one
day and—so word wouldn’t get around
about how good a golfer he was—he dou-
ble-bogeyed the last two holes.” The
Archivist keeps a very low profile cam-
paigning as a businessman, as an excep-
tionally winning insurance agent. In
doing so, he adheres to a fundamental
proposition: He doesn’t cheat his vic-
tims—he just places them in the way of
cheating themselves. I mean, hell, they're
dying to do it.”

He identifies three areas in which the
system works in the high-class hustle:

Always know how o lose a liule on
the exotic bets so you can win a lot in
the end.

Always give the guy who's gross in
trying to cheat himself a reasonable op-
portunity to do it.

Always know so much about your
game and his that you can make hon-
est and reasonable bets that it's very
unlikely you'll lose.

As an example of the first principle, he

212 cites the bet known as bingle-bangle-

bungle, a not uncommon bet in hustling,
or in the friendly little bloodletting of
weekends in the open air. It's basically a
three-way bet on a particular hole—
usually a par four.

Bingle is a bet on who'll hit the first
ball to Jand on the green. Its payoff is a
minimum figure—say $50.

Bangle is a bet on who has the ball
that's closest 1o the cup after all the balls
are on the green. Its payoft is for a mid-
dling figure—say $100.

Bungle—or bunko to some—is a bet
on who gets the ball inw the cup first.
It's for the third and highest payoff—
say S150.

Each bettor in a foursome puts up 75
on the bet; each member of a threesome
has to put up $100.

“The thing about this bet is that any
goller—even a high-handicap golfer—
cm win it,” says the Archivist. “But he's
S0 anxious to win it all that he cheats
himself out of the big-moncey end of it.”

How?

“By not having the good sense to lose
the front end of the bet purposefully.”
The Iront end is designed to lure the pi-
geon: “It’s the classic play in goli—who
gets onto the green first is really another
way of saying who makes it in the least
number of strokes. Who can get up there
and power the ball the farthest? So it's
a familiar betr—the pigeon reacts reflex-
tvely to it. But the guy who gets onto the
green st has practically no chance of
winning the second and third Iegs of the
bet. He's going to be too far away to win
the second leg or the third leg.” And
there’s one more point: He's going to be
swinging so hard to get his drive out
there that he may wind up in the rough
or the woods or the water or a sand trap.
“So hes going to try to win the low end
of the bet—hell, 850 won't give him his
investment back—and he stands a good
chance to lose it all.”

What the hustler does is lose the first
bet. Deliberately. “T play what looks like
hacker’s golf—wonrse than the worst,” he
says. "I look for the best lie off the tee—I
don’t care how short it is. I want to find
my way up there so on my final approach
shot I can pitch right up to the cup.” It
doesn’t hother him if it takes him three,
four or five strokes to get 1o the green, as
long us he's closest to the cup when he
gets there. “This second bet pays off on
distanice, not on least strokes—this is
what the pigeons don’t understand. Once
I give up the leaststrokes idea—once 1
give up the S50 bet—I get in a position
to win the 5100, With SI50 1o come on
bungle, because I am closest to the hole,
I got the best putt of them all.”

The third phase of the bet relies, for
thie hustler, on his verbal skill as much as
his golfing skill. For il he's been swift
and foresighted on the tee, he'll have

arranged that all putting will be done in
strict rotation, instead of in the normal
course of the “most away” man getting
the first putt, the “next most away” get-
ung the second putt, and so on. “If we
use the regular rules, I'll always putt
last.” says the Archivist. *"That means any-
body else can get lucky and sink a long
putt and beat me. But if we putt by rota-
tion, I may be the guy who comes up first
in the rotition. Or second. Or third. Any
way, I come ofl bewter. No way can I
come off worse.”

Even if he happens to pute third or
fourth, e figures to have an advantage.
“The other guys—who were so fast after
that first fifty bucks—will sce what I've
done and they'll be so mad at having
been foxed that they can’t concentrate
on their purts. I'll even tell them about
it il they're so dumb they've missed the
point.” He'll needle, he'll brag, he'll in-
furiate—he’ll get them to 1he point
where he figures that they'll be so mad
theyll blow their putts. His point is that
then he's got them two ways: on distance
and on concentration. 1 haven’t done
anything but play the first shot the way
the worst possible golfer would play it—
short and safe. And then I tell them
about it.”

To illustrate the second principle—
“You sec a guy who's a sneak and you let
him think he's sneaking an advantage”—
the Archivist cites the art of the Fat Man,
His name was Martin Stanovich, an
awkward, bulbous man who straddled
the ball like a hacker—and then cxe-
cuted some of the most wondrous shots
known to man. The Fat Man didnt
mind playing an oppenent who could
outdrive him. In fact, he'd requently fall
short off the tee of an opponent who
couldn’t outdrive him. The reason was
that he'd then have first shot on the Tair-
way. Both he and his opponent would
stop first at his ball and that gave the op-
ponent a deceptive advantage: He could
see what club the Fatr Man would select
from that spot on the fairway and—fig-
uring that he himself was perhaps five or
ten vards closer to the pin—choose his
own club accordingly.

There was just one small thing: Stano-
vich covered the cubs with the wrong
covers.

He'd wurn to his caddie and say, “Give
me the five iron.” The caddie would
reach for the iron covered with a 5, strip
the cover and hand it to the Fat Man. It
was really a seven iron and the Fat Man
would pop the ball gently onto the
green, three [eet [rom the cup.

His opponent would walk up, measure
the distance, turn to the caddie and say,
“Give me the five iron.” Only he'd really
get the five iron. He'd swing and club
the ball 30 yards over the green and
spend three strokes trying to find his way
back out of the woods.

The Far Man would smile enigmati-
cally. He'd done nothing wrong. He
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“Oh. I dated her once or twice, but that
was before I met you.”

simply allowed his opponent the chance
10 cheat himsell

The reverse twist on this—"there's al-
ways a reverse twist™—is to let the oppo-
nent cheat himsell on the fact thar you
can outdrive him. “This is the Dick Mar-
vin bic.” Dick Martin. a feaal. skicash lie-
tle man who makes a living plaving golf
down in Fast Dallas. once plaved hve
guys with high handicaps in a best-hall
rounc. That meant that he'd play his
round and they could pick the best of
their five lies on cach shot o nuch
gainst his. Thus. they could use the best
ol their hive skills against his encapsu-
Tated skill. But he could outdrive all of
them—a facr thar he knew and  they
knew. And so, grudgingly, terribly reluc
tantly, he viclded one extra poine: They
could start play with their second shot—
from where his wee shot inded. Thar fig-
wred 1o give them the best of all possible
worlds: Thevid have him drive lor them
and they could use the hest man for each
shot thercalter—the best man with the
long iron, the best with the shore iron,
the best with the wedge. the hest pueer.

There was just one thing: On that day,
Dick Marun suddenly developed a long
and wicked hook. It was so bad and so
devious that somehow the ball alwavs
Landed in the worst of all possible spots—
deep in the woods, in the shallows of a
creek, on rock-strewn paths, in the nexe
Lairway. Martin had to play his way back
[vom these disastrous shots. but he was al-
wiys able to do it. His opponents also
had to play their way back [rom these
shots, but they weren’t able to do it. The
match was supposed to go nine holes.

214 Martin won the first five and—since the

pigeons could not possibly win—it was
all over.

The third principle is simply to think
about golf and the goll course in a way
that lets the Archivist measure his gane
against his opponent’s—with the golf
course giving him the edge.

“The great goll courses. the grean holes
are really wriumphs of psvchology—they
look like they're going 1o give you some-
thing while they take something away,”
he says. “Ics a setup that's ideal for
hustling.”

Thus, he looks carelully at the course
and its psvchological play. He can glance
at the lavour, for example, and tell what
kind of golfer its over-all design might
[avor.

“Most of the courses buile [rom around
the turn ol the century to about the mid-
Sixties  favored a righthanded  golfer
with a hook.” he sayvs. The reason is that
most ol them were built in or close to
urban with
them. “The goller in those days had
played just cnough o get rid ol his slice
and develop a hook. So they began build-
ing woll courses in a general counter-
clockwise [ashion for the right-handed
goller with a hook.” Why counterclock-
wise? " Because il they built them dock-
wise, the right-handed hook  would
alwavs be going off the goll course—
physically off the goll course and onto
the sireets where there were people walk-
ing or driving. By building them coun-
terclockwise, the right-handed hook still
goes far ofl the Liirway—maybe a couple
ol fairways over—but it still stays on the
course: You don't endanger the people
outside.” (Needless 1o sav. the golf course

arcas busy roads around

that favors the right-handed hook also fa-
vors the lefi-handed fade or slice.) “Not
every course is buile this way,” he cau-
vions. Firestone m Akron is built in a
series ol parallel holes and many of the
most recent. courses are so b away from
highly vallicked swreets that they can be
built clockwise as readily as counterclock-
wise ("LaCosta out in Calilornin is an
example”).

Bevond thir, the Archivist looks to the
individual personality ol the particular
course  he's pliving—or  hustling—on.
“You take Colomal in Fort Worth, Ir's
zot Bermuda grass, which means the ball
doesn’t ger much ol a roll. You got a
dufler who hits the ground shot and he
won't get 120 vards there il he is used 1o
getting H0-130 vards somewhere  clse.
Also. it’s a driver’s course. Il you've got a
cuy who can’t hit hard and accuracely oft
the tee, vou know he’s going o be in trou-
ble on every hole.” Also, it wends o Livor
the carefully controlled fade—"seven of
the nine most difficult driving holes bend
to the right.” lis over-all demand: “low,
hard-punched shots—line drives, really—
that don’t get high enough o be canght
by the wind. Normally, vou get a lot of
roll on that kind of shot after the ball
hits the ground, and roll can get you into
trouble, because once the ball hits the
ground. it might hit anything on the
ground and go anywhere. Bur with Ber-
muda, you're not going to get that roll.
So you get the vardage without the dan-
zer.” And, ol course, the tee and fairway
shots should be susceptible to a con-
wolled fade. “Il I've got a guy on a
course like this who hits a high, lofty
drive that hooks a litle. I've got an edge
on the bet that he hasn't even thought
about.”

Augusta National is just the opposite.
“You nced the high shot that vou can
drop down for a short voll preuy much
where you want it. And a draw is a help
here™—the most dilhicult holes bend to
the left. “That's what Trevino meant
when he said he didn’t have the shots for
the Masters. He's got a low punched drive
that just can’t do him as much good here
as somewhere else. Give me Trevino
st any golfer of equal skills who has
a high, lofty shot with a short roll and 1
gotta take the other guv.” That. he adds,
is the reason Arnold Palmer changed his
style of driving. “He hit the low, hard-
punched shot—great for driving on those
English and Scottish courses in the Brit-
ish Open—but he picked up the high,
lofiy shot with the short roll so that he
would do better in the Masters.”

Ihe Archivist takes the same psychol-
ogy down 1o a lower level: the individual
hole. “There’s a gate 1o the green—an
opening—on  every goll lhole in the
world.” he savs. "Most of them are quite
obvious. You just go up the middle and
find the gate to the green sining lat ow
ront—no sweat, no trouble.” But the
better goll courses will put the opening




to the green off in a corner or at an
oblique angle that will ke the soller
out of his way il he wimts 1o avoid haz-
ards. “You can still get 1o the green if
you want to go over water or over i sand
trap,” says the Archivist. “Bum 1l vou
want to get up there without encoun-
tering rouble. vou're going 1o have 1o
pay a price.” The price, he says, is usually
anextra stroke, “The casiest way in s
the longest way around. You can tarke the
casy way with more strokes or the hard
wiay with fewer strokes. That's the test of
goll—vou give a linde, you take a ligde”
But that one extra stroke on every hole
in a round—Dby a guy who's looking for
the easy opening to the green—turns a
ar into a 90, “Hell, 'm husthog 1oy
a stroke against a guy who doesu’t know
how 1the course is costing him 18 sirokes.”

And thar’s only the stare, says the Ar-
chivist. “You analvze the good holes on
the goll courses, and cach one has a “psy-
chology'—theyre wrying 1o make you do
something that’s going 10 add 0 your
score. How ny guys you meet who
know that> They're playin’ the hole and
they don't even know its psychology.™
He uses as an example the sixth hole e
Scminole Goll Club near Palm Beach.
("Once. maybe twice a year I'm lucky
enongh o play it That's the only time
they let outsiders on the cowm two
members-guests  tournaments
That's also why he's a “hus
not a huostler)y The sixth is a 383-vard
par-four hole—nor a long one but a hole
liberally sprinkled with rouble. “Con-
stant sind. Like the Sahara. They got at
least 11 sand wraps in those 383 yards.
You can't even see the fairway.” The
opening 1o the green is through o nanrow
channel of 150 vards down 10 the left of
the Fairway: on the rvight side of that
channel are four huge sand raps. “But
they give vou that psvchology right olf
the tee. You can see the opening to the
lef. but they block it out off 1the 1ee so
that vou leel you have 1o go o the righ”
The way it's done is by building bunkers
a Tewscore yards off the wee, invading from
the left oward the right. as well as a
few palm rees that force the curve ol the
Cairway to the right. “Every psychological
demand is made on the goller 1o shoot to
the right.” says the Archivist. Bua this, of
course, takes him away from the opening
to the green. “So when the tee shot gets
out there on the fairway. the goller has
two choices: One is 1o keep going down
the right side and come across the big
bunkers thar guard the green on the
right; the other is 1o sacrifice a shot on
the Lairway and try 1o cross over early
to the el 1o get into the channel that
leads 1o the green” The first way. the
psychology of the hole leads the golfer
into damger that might cost him several
strokes. The second way, it leads him into
the sacrifice ol at least a stroke in the
clfort o “buv safety.” “II he's strong

winter.”

psvchologically, he'll gake the risk—and
lose bets. I not. he'll buy safery—
and lose hes.” Whine does the Archivise
do? I go over the bunkers ofl the tee
and vy o thread the opening between
the palm rees on the left and the big
bunker on the right. I'm closer 1o the hole
and I've got no worse lic than i T was
ofl 10 the right”

To accomplish all this—to respond o
the psychology of the particulin hole and
poll cowse—the  Archivist worked on
perlecting all his golf shots. “The point
of the high-class hustle is 1o be a good
goller, not just a good gambler,” he savs.
So he cam hit the Lide as well as the draw.
the low punched line drive as well as the
soaring lolty Iy ball tlua drops, hounces
once or twice, and then stops with virone
ally no roll. He worked on gening out of
all kinds ol sand vaps so hard thae shoot-
ing out ol a bunker more
psychological hazard 1o him than shoot-
ing out of a difhcult Fairway lie. The re
sult is that he'd rather play a golf course
with at lor of sand than one with a lot ol
wirter, “Warer is impartial. It teeats every
goller the same way, Once vou get into it,
you pay the same penaly lor geting owt
as the worst duffer. But sand”—and his
ceves light up with joy—"is a hustler’s
dise. It irears me better than i treats
st golfers simply becanse I've worked
bard 10 learn how to ger out of it It
might cost me a stroke where il cost
most other gollers two or three. That's
where I ger my insuranee.”

It s by measuring the course against
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the competition that he decides how to
handle his bet. “On a well-bunkered
course, I figure I'm going to have an edge
ont the other golfer that he won't even
know about.” he says. The basic bet is on
the round. based on each goller's handi
aap: The Nassau, lor example, is a three-
wiy bet-—on who has fewest strokes on
the hrst nine holes. who has  fewest
strokes on the second nime holes and who
has fewest Tor the 18-hole total, with the
handicap ol each goller lignred into each
score. 1 won't lie about my golf game,”
he abour negotiating with his col-
leagues and victims, 1 may est the truth
a litde. just 10 see how sharp they are,
what their giving poing is. But I'm not
keeping  any secrets from them. One
round, two rounds. and yvou can’t lool
‘et anvmore.” What he cm do is intro-
duce a certain flexibility into the betting
so that their handicaps mav fic his skills
in such a wav as to give him an edge. 1
may give a guy a hall a stroke a hole ex-
cept for the par threes” he savs. Thin
amounts to a seven-stroke giveaway, since
there ave usually lTowr par threes on an
IR-hole Lavout. “Or maybe P'll give him
two strokes on the par fives and one
stroke on the par fours, or maybe if he's
a poor driver. T'll give him a stroke on
every hole over 400 yards.” That may not
be as much ol a1 concession as it seems, Tor
he may know thae the long holes demand
a certain Kind of driving ability—other
than sheer  distance—which  the usual
duffer does not have. “So that he's not
only short but likely to be in trouble all

“The painting beliind me vepresents many
things, my dear_1t's my product, my philosophy and what
I expect twice a week from my secretary!”
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the way,” says the Archivist. If the
trouble invelves sand traps, not water,
the Archivist hgures he's got an edge of
several strokes, simply because he knows
he can “let out” and take the chance of
the “sand-trap kind of trouble” on a long
drive, “whereas the other guy is going 10
he short and have wouble anyway.” 1f
he's playing old riends—"guys I've been
playing and betting with a long time”—
he may let them have par for a piriner
on everything but. say, the par-five holes.
That means the “friend™ will always get
the lower of two scores—either his score
or par—on 14 holes. ("I he birdies it, he
gets the birdie. If hie bogeys it he gets
par.”) But on the par hive, he gets only
the score he shoots. “That puts a lot
more pressure on him—most golfers are
psvched out by par-five holes, anyway.
They're scared of them because the par
fives are so long. This play just puts a lit-
te more pressure on them on the par
five. Because when they see they're on
some ‘monster’ hole and now they cin’t
fall back on par. they're going to clutch—
they're going 1o blow that hole sky-
high.” And when they see how smoothly
he plays the par ives—"I1 it’s well bunk-
ered. it's all to my advantage”—the pres-
sure on them will rise even agher.
“That's the psychology ol the hustle: You
give ‘'em a liule one place. you 1ake it
away lrom ‘em another place. They psych
themselves our by having it so easy on
the par threes and par fours.”

These bets, like the Nassaus, are nego-
tiated on the first wee. The Archivist has
no set amount for his beuing: “You
have to take what comes along. You can’t
get on the first tee and hgure you're
going to get SI000 a side in Nassau.
You're just going 1o scare the hell out of
people and you won’t have cither a bet
or a goll game.” So il they don’t start out
with hig bets, he doesn’t. He takes the ac-
tion as it develops: “Maybe $20 a side in
Nassaus, maybe 100 bucks a side.” But his
low-keyed, low-prolile posture is decep-
tive. He looks for a lot ol action beyond
the hirst tee. "Belore we're through, I'll
be betting ‘em on every hole and every
shot. I'll ber whether they’ll ge a birdie,
i par, whether they’ll sink the put,
who'll be farthest off the 1ee, first on the
green, closest 1o the cup, everything you
i think of.” This, o0, is part ol the
psychology of hustling: A guy who fig-
ures “What the hell, the worst T can do is
lose twenty bucks Nassau’™ winds up
standing over a pute and suddenly real-
izes that I've been “pyramiding” him and
hie may have a 51500 putt looking up a
him. And that's the putt he's going o
blow.” In these on-the-course bets, the
Archivist again takes advantage ol his
knowledge ol cowrse and hole design as
well as what his opponent can do. “If the

916 hole bends right and my pigeon can't hit

a controlled f[ade, T know he’s not going
to be able w wck the ball in therve close
to the hole. Hell, even il the fairway is
straight and long but the cup is up there
behind the bunkers on the right-hand
side of the green, 1 know he's now going
to be able to ger up there dose o the
cup—he's going 10 be shooting lor the
left-hand side of the green and start putt-
ing across.” That means more putts or
big trouble: “He hits the first putt so
hard it goes off the green ad into the
bunkers.” The Archivist's point is that he
can spot so nany bes to make that he
doesn’t have to cheat; he dossn't even
have to battde for the big edge on the
handicap on the first tee. “I can look like
I'm giving something away there and
know that I'm going to get it back on the
golf course.” Or he can make a low-vield
Nissau: “It's a prime thing in hustling
to make it look like money dozsn’t mean
anything 10 you. “OK, if you want to
make it easy, lec's play 1en do'lars a side”
Then they don't feel they're being
hustled.”

He'll do this with all members of his
foursome. He'll do it with other players
who may gather at crowded tees Late in a
round—"if I know them.” Thus, what
starts out as a foursome might involve six
or cight bettors or even more Lite in o
game. “Down there where Trevino plays
out of"—Horizon City Country Club in
El Paso—"they’ll go out in foursomes or
sixsomes and wind up with twelvesomes
on some of those holes. Hell, when they
come oll those tees in their golf carts, it
looks like a Roman chariot race.”

So what starts out as a modest piece of
action can build to something pretty
wild. “'Presses, double presses”—double
or nothing. quadruple or nothing—*"and
parlays, anything you can think of. with
hall-a-dozen, maybe a dozen guys in the
action; you can he going for a couple of
thousand bucks by the end of a round.”
He remembers he built the action rom a
“little Nassau™ to more than S$5000 in
one round i Miami. “You can afford to
give a litde—let a guy think he's wking
you for $20 carly in the game—when you
know what’s going to come later on.” Of
course, he's not the only guy doing the
betiing. He's encouraging everybody to
cross-het, in order to step up the action
and yet not look like the guy who's “mak-
ing” the game. “The big thing is 1o have
a good memory. That's where T come in
handy. I can remember all the hers, not
only my own but what the other guys
have Luid. So 1 come in preuy handy lor
them—1 can handle the wathe. And
whea the payolls are made. it's not all
one-way tralicc. money coming into my
hand and nobody clse’s. The money's get-
ting passed around. Only I'm not passing
1oout as much as the other guys,”

He maintains the same low profile

when he spots a guy cheating. I guess
I've seen all the ricks,” he says. Not just
the gross: washing a ball with a vigorous
racketyrax—in a wooden ball washer
near the tee—when an opponent is in his
backswing, jingling coins in a pocket as
he stands over a critical putt. “The real
sieak is the guy who's pulling something
out where he figures he can’t be seen.” In
the fairway, for example, a golfer is al-
lowed 10 clear away any impediment—a
twig, a swray leal, perhaps a branch or
even a food wrapper—Ifrom behind the
lic of the ball. But not in the sandy
rough: He cannot clear pebbles or wet-
hardened clumps of sand or anything
else from behind the ball. Indeed, you
are not even allowed o touch the sand
with anything but the soles ol your shoes.

“But I've seen guys bend over and look
as il they're clearing out a twig or a leat—
like they don’t know the rule against
it—and they'll stick out a finger or two
and brush the sand behind the ball. Dig
out a little trench behind the ball with
that finger. so that the impact side of the
ball sits up Iree and clear on the sand.”
Or he'll see other golfers go into a grassy
rough and violate another rule—that ol
not pressing the grass down behind the
batll so that, in effect, the rough is deared
from behind it “Bue I'll see guys choose
a wood for what is clearly an iron shot,
go i and address the ball, and then
‘change their mind” and call for an 1
instead,” says the Archivist. *"They think
I don’t know what theyre doing:
Theyre waking that wood and leaning
down on it while they're “addressing’ the
ball, and pressing the grass flat behind
it.” He rarely calls them on it, unless it's
a key shot that'll cost him a lot of moncy.
“Usuaally, I pick out the feistiest, most
uptight guy in the foursome and 1 point
out to him what’s going on. And 1 let
him go up to the kink and call him out.
I don’t need enemies—I just let them
fight it out among themselves. When it's
to my benefir.”

S0 the high-class hustle demands iden-
tity but not celebrity. No prominence, no
eminence, no salience. The wanderers of
the past can make a big point of hustling
only il theyre willing to settle into a
penny-ante lile. So says the Archivist.
“I'm a professional,” he says. “I made a
study of the field, T gathered what the
scholars said about it and I found some-
thing cerebral in it"—i.e., the psychology
of the hustle as well as the hustle itself. “1
found a new lorm of the art and a way
to make it fll my own life. I can go on
doing it all my lile—I cm be a gemle-
man goller lor the next 40 years.” He fin-
ished the Tast of his Scotch and water and
the night lights came on. “Nobody is
going to give me a Nobel Prize tor it,” he
saic. “But 1 don't have to sit here and
drink all night.”” So he got up and left.




WHO WAS THET MASKED MAN?

(continued from page 163)
3. Gimmicks were big, especially in
Fifties Westerns. In Wanted—Dead
or Alive, Josh Randall, played by
Steve McQueen, carried a:
A. mule through Death Valley
B. bullwhip
C. long knife
D. sawed-off shotgun
E. grudge against his horse
4. You Asked for It, emceed by Art
Baker, was brought to you by:
A. mental telepathy
B. Wheatics
C. Ajax, the foaming cleanser
D. Skippy peanut butter
E. Gleem tooth paste
. Ted Mack's Oviginal Amateur Hour
went to TV [rom radio in 1948, One
great talent that everybody should
remember was three-time winner Li-
ber Frenkel. an Israeli who imitated:
AL a pickled gefilte fish
B. Humphrey Bogart
C. David Ben-Gurion
D. Al Jolson
L. Frank Sinatra
6. In 1933, Goodyear Television Play-
house relecast Paddy Chayelskv's clas-
sic Marty. Starring Rod Steiger and
Nancy Marchand. it was about:
A. two hours too long
B. a lonesome sailor on a three-
day pass
C. a nebbish butcher who falls in
love
D). a teenage romance
L. Liber Frenkel's bar mitzvah
. During the classic Nixon-Kennedy de-
bates of 1960, Nixon lost points for:
A. not knowing about Article 187
B. not knowing his zipper was
l]])('”
C. not knowing about
and Matsu
D. not knowing whether he was
Nixon or Kennedy
E. not knowing the gross national
product
8. Florvian ZaBach is best known for:
A. sequined outfits
B. his resonant voice
C. plaving 1280 notes on the violin
in 100 seconds
for

o

-1

Quemoy

D. catching the Pittsburgh
Pirates
E. ordering a frozen daiquiri in a
longshoreman’s bar
9. In the original version of Ozzie and
Harriet, Opie’s prolession was:
A. lawyer
B. dentist
C. buttoning his cardigan
D. Maha don
L. never revealed
10. Peie and Gladys, siarring  Harry
Morgan and Cara Williams, was an
oftshoot of:
A. The Allen Brady Show
B. December Bride
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Soviere ofering you great discou
SPawoing tennis halls, golf balls,
haskethalls, basehalls and gloves.

Or maybe it'll be the A&C Panetela.
Or take your pick from the more
than ten different A&C shapes and

sizes. You'll find them at your favorite
s Cigar store.

nts on

And after you enjoy your favorite
sport with your new Spalding balls,
you can sit back and enjoy what'’s
sure to become your new favorite
cigar— the A&C Grenadier. :
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C. a cholera epidemic
D. Romeo and Juliet

. I Love Lucy

11, Liberace’s lamboyunt piano sivle was

12, Father

1.

G, Perry Como,

often ridiculed by aitics. Liberace
answered them with this well-known
rejoinder:
A. “Shove i”
B. I cried all
bank.”
C. "Here's my brother George.™
D. “Don’t knock it il vou haven't
tried .
E. Al Gaul is divided o three
pars.”
Knows Best, hrst shown in
1954, stwrred  Robert Young  and
Jane Wyawr as the parems. Billy
Grav, LElinor Donahue and Lanren
Chapin plaved:
A. strip poker
B. the cello. the violin and kazoo
C. Bud. Betry and Kathy
D. Bud, Berty and Karen
E. Bud. Betty and Chiquita
the ex-barber turned
singer Irom Canonsburg. Pennsviva-
nia, was popular in the Filuies. His
casvgoing nature earned him the tile:
A. Duke ol Windsor
B. My, Easygoing Nature
C. M. Nice Guy
D. Mr. Swell
E. [aggot
The Goldbergs. once a radio classic,
went 1o I'V in 199, T was creaned
by Gertrude Berg, who was olten
scen leaning on the window sill and
calling ourt:
AL the National Guanrd
B. “Yoo-hoo, Mr, Bloom.”

the wav o 1he

16,

B

C. “Yoo-hoo, Mrs. Bloom.”
D. “Yoo-hoo, Mrs. Calabash.”
E. “Yoo-hoo, sailor.”

5 In the populur game show Queen for

a Day. winners were determined In
A. the number ol cardie occdu-
sions they had survived
B. their sex appeal
C. audience response
Do a panel ol judges
E. a computer named Bill
Arthur Godfrey and His Friends was
a long-running favorite ol the oldeor
set. . Oceasionally,  Godlrey  would
take out his trusty:
AL appendix
B. ukulele
C. guitar
D. harmonica
E. walking squirrel R: |Ipl|
A show cilled Those Tiwo. starring
Pinky Lee, made its " debut in
1951, Lee's first costr was Vivian
Blaine, who was later followed by:
A. a hungry basset hound
Martha Stew:nt
C. loue Fields
1. Roberta Hemoglobin
a detective

- Ever since she began on welevision in

1951, Dinah Shore has oradionally
chded her shows hy:

A ‘nllllllllg tlu_ flag

B. saving, “Good night and God

bless.””

C. nine o'cdock

D. throwing a Kiss to the audience

E. throwing up
Bishop Fulton J. Sheen's religious
program Life Is Worth !wm,: lost
some of its audience beciuse:

“Hr_)'.' Your grass 1s greener.”

20

e

A lle wisn'tworth living in 1952

B. it was sponsored by Raid

C. it was shown on Saturday niglhs

I 1was on opposite Milon Berle

E. God never showed up
Iu Boone, originally o winner on
Arthur Gadirev's Talent Scouts and
Liaer host of his own show. was
known lor his distiinctive white:

AL sapremacy

B. shirts

C. 1eeth

. bucks

L. socks
In Dragnet. a show that arrived on
the tube in 1952, Sergein Joe Friday
worked lor:

AL 65 cents an hour

B. the N.Y.P.D.

C. the LAP.D.

D. the S.F.IP.D.

I. Hadassah

22, Yaney Devvinger, set in New Orleans,

was one of the first Westerns not set
in the West. Jock Mahoney plaved
Yancy and an actor named X Brands
plaved his Indian side-kick named:

A Gandhi

B. Yahoo

C. Pahoo

. Hachoo

E. Gesundheit

23, Elvis Presley was a sensation on The
Ld Sullivan Show in 1956, However,
in order to spare a puritanical Amer-
1ca great shock and outrage, he was
shown only:

AL in Quemoy and Matsu
B. [rom the shoulders up
C. from the waist up
. from the chin up
L. from the ankles down

24 Leonard Bernstein got his hrst TV
break in November 1951, Appearing
on Omnibus, he was given hall an
hour 10 explain:

AL the faas ol lile 10 Jack Paar
B. Beethoven's Filth

C. Seagram’s Filth

D). Mahler’s Fourth

E. visitors nothing

25, Television soap operas have been
with us since 1949. CBS" First Hun-
dred Years, brought 1w the home
sareen in 1950, was the fst soap
OPUTE Lo

A keep the divector awake
B. stay on the sareen more tlum
two months
C. be fully sponsored by a soap
compiny
D, not be sponsored by a soap
company
L. make sense
ANSWERS
LG G LB 1o B 21.C
206 G ARG LB 22 G
20 8 153C 18D 23
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TEN HIGH
STRAIGHT BOURBON
WHISKEY
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Ten High’s true bourbon taste comes from the finest grains, long lazy years of aging in . '-
charred oak barrels and the priceless know-how of Hiram Walker. That’s why it’s a real value.
And that’s why Nick Holt said: “Now you know why I wouldn’t drink anything else!”

TEN HIGH
o s Bourbon Straight and True
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ROOM RESERVATIONS—
WE'VE GOT YOUR
NUMBER.
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..YOUR TOLL-FREE NUMBER FOR
ROOM RESERVATIONS ONLY AT ALL
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There are all sorts of spray
powders around today.
Some are for the feet. Some are
for under the arms. There’s even one
for all over the body.
But nobody’s ever told you
about a product like MCS™ before.
It's made just for a man, to do
just one thing. To help keep a man’s
crotch comfortable.
You use it daily, oftener if you
want. A couple of sprays is all it takes.
It helps prevent perspiration discom-
fort. the kind only a man can get.
MCS is pleasantly
cool when you first spray
it on—a long-lasting,
pure white acrasol
powder that works to
keep you free and casy.
And it has a special
ingredient that helps stop
chafing, stickiness
and irritation.
MCS—something new
\\ for a man. Get it today,
and get comfortable.
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New Conceptrol Shields.
A prophylactic created to make you feel
like you’re not wearing anything.

The whole idea behind Conceptrol
Shields is to allow two people sensi-
tivity when using a prophylactic.

To do this, we had to make a change:

we changed the basic shape of the
prophylactic so it would fit you better.

Sensitivity: The change wasn't drastic,

but from the shape you know to a
slightty contoured shape at the head.
We feel this slight change will make

@ Ortho Pharmaceutical Corporation 1973

Entra o 4

%,““

Concepirol Shields conform easier to
you, and give you a fit you're not get-
ting from an ordinary prophylactic.
Strength: Conceptrol Shields are made
from very thin latex. The thinnest we
can possibly use and still maintain our
quality control standards.

Comfort: They have a reservoir tip—a
receptacle at the lip of the prophylactic.
1t allows you greater comfort.

Lubrication: They have a special dry
lubricant which makes them neater
than prophylactics with wet lubricants.
They're also available non-lubricated.

Conceptrol Shields. Comfortable,
strong and allow sensitivity.

We believe they're going to change
your attitude about using prophylactics.

Available nowatyourlocal pharmacy.

Conceptrqjmg’hields

World's largest laboratories

devoted to family planning research

We are making available through your local pharmacist educational material on the value of prophylactics in the prevention of venereal disease

and*'A man’s guide to preventing pregnancy.”



designed a big show around me. spent
something like ten thousand dollars for
costumes that looked as if they were
made for a filty-year-old bar singer. It
just wasn't me.”

Streamlined, the act went better, and
Cyndi made a hit with cdub patrons—
especially when she sang in Japanese.
“I'm fascinated with the language.” she
says. "I didn’t speak it before T went to
Japan, but I picked up some books—and
made a lot of [riends who helped me.”
Through her contacts at the night club.
she made new non-Japanese friends,
too—singer Engelbert Humperdinck. for
instance. ‘1 had dinner with him one
night while he was on tour in Japan.
He's really quite a guy,” she reports.

Cyndi left Tokyo alter three months,
promising to consider returning 1o cut an
album as a follow-up to the two singles
she recorded there for CBS-Sony. Back
home in the States, she hasn’'t been idle,
cither. There've been TV ontings—iwice
on the Sonny and Cher Comedy Hour,
lots of talk shows—and many model-
ing stints. “I've done magazine ads and
billboards, plus several television com-
mercials. One of the top agencics in New
York told me I might have a big future in
modeling; my hair is so out of sevle, so
unlike the high-fashion look, I'd have the
girl-next-door image just about cornered.™

And there've been the personal appear-
ances—which, now that she’s Playmate
of the Year, will only increase. On one
Playboy promotional tour, Cyndi reaped
an unexpected dividend: romance. Visit-
ing Cincinnati, she dropped in at the
local Playboy Club, where the current
attraction was the rising music/comedy
act called The muledeer & moondogg
Medicine Show. Moondogg (Denny Flan-
nigan) and muledeer (Gary Miller) asked
the pretty young Playmate if she'd like to
join their routine for one performance.
“I was supposed to go on in leather
jacket and dark glasses o look like a
greaser, as a gap,” she recalls. “Denny
taught me the song Be Ay Baby. But
when I went on, I sang the fust line
perfectly—and then forgot all the rest of
it. I was laughed off the stage.

“I1 thought I'd never be able to show
my face in a Playboy Club again. but
Denny comforted me. "They thought it
was part ol the act’ he told me. "You
were [antastic!” T think that’s when | fell
in love with him.”

Denny and Cyndi have since become a
steady duo—and her Cincinnati debut
will be far rom her last Playboy Club
date. When she goes on tour as Playmate
of the Year, she's hoping [or a chance to
sing—as well as smile preuily—lor key-
holders. “Frankly, just signing autographs
is not very inspiring.” she remarks.

As Playmate of the Year, Cyndi will
hiave plenty to warble about, starting with

FA14 7 }(‘ [ T
W“ (continued from page 14§}

a S$5000 check from praveovy and the
keys to a Playmate Pink Mercedes-Benz
450SL coupe/roadster, valued at $15,500.
Driving is one of Cyndi’s favorite pas-
times—belore the energy crisis, she tooled
around an average of 100 miles a day from
her San Fernando Valley home to Los
Angeles and environs. Should she decide
to try other modes ol transport, however.
her Playmate of the Year prizes also in-
clude an oil-injected, lightweight AMF
Harley-Davidson SX 125 on/of-road
motorcycle, with matching helmet; a
Hobie Cat 16foot catamaran with
trailer from Coast Catamaran: and a
custom-built Schwinn ladies’ Super Sport
ten-speed bicycle, all in Playmate Pink.

And there’s more: a 19-inch Quatre-
color television set. a four-channel home-

entertainment system with AM/FM radio,
turntable and four speakers. and a micro
wave oven, all by Panasonic: 7x-12x-35mm
high-power zoom binoculars by Bushnell:
a complete service for cight of Stonehenge
white oven-to-tableware by Midwinter for
Wedgwood; an AM/FM replica of the
famous Franklin Cathedral-model wire-
less radio ol the Thirties: a lour-function
pocket calculator from Texas Instru-
ments; a four-picce set of Samsonite lug-
zage in Playmate Pink; an Olympus SLR
OM-1 35mm camera from Ponder &
Best: a deluxe, leather-encased backgam
mon set [rom Aries of Mexico: and a
swimsuit and cover-up wardrobe from
Bare Facts.

Not bad for a young lady who didn’t
think she had a chance of becoming

a Playmate.

8
'

“I prefer the thrill of the chase, thank you.”
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(continued from page 159)

Ihat's where we are now.”

“Why?”

“Some gadget isn't working the way
they think it ought to work, something to
do with the divectional-beam stuff, and it's
all blind at Kennedy and clear here. It's
a standing order, if that particular gade-
et acts [unny, go no [arther. They say
replacement is like thirty minutes, so
make it an hour, and we were already
forty minutes behind schedule. Sorry
about all this. Why should I feel it's my
personal fault, huh?”

“Because it is, it is,” he said, smiling.

She hurried on. He slid the dispatch
case under his seat. He made himsell
relax. CatCo East would have a limou-
sine waiting and the comfortable corpo-
rate suite would be waiting. He could
fnish the report on the Syracuse-to-Ken-
nedy leg. Not exactly a repert. A propos-
al. The meeting was st for ten in the
morning, and by then there would be ten
perfect copies of the report for study and
discussion.

A gust shuddered the descending air-
craft. The stewardess woke the girl across
the aisle. The girl tilted her seat up and
the stewardess put the pillow overhead.
She was a big girl, young, with a strong
pale face now blank with sleep. She wore
a pants suit in a shade of rust he did not
care for. She wore it over a white high-
throated sweater, a jangle of gold neck-
Laces. Her hair was dark blonde, heavy
and healthy.

She hunched  and  shivered  and
thumbed her hair back, then cupped her
hands against the black glass and tried to
see out. A city was tilting down there. He
saw tralfic on an interstate and soon the
speed-blurred runway lights. They were
down with squawk of rubber, a liule
wind waver,

The captain spoke over the intercom
with a brassy voice, saving that they
could wait in the hoarding lounge if they
desired. Don’t go woo far.

Catlent stayed aboard. The girl got off,
wearing a limp leather shoulder bag the
size and shape of a rural mailbox. Afer
leahing through a magazine, he got off
and went through the waiting room and
along the corridor that led to the main
part of the terminal. He bought a paper
and sat at the counter in the colfee shop
and  checked the cdosing on  CatCo.
Twenty and three eighths. And holding,.
It had varied a quarter of a point up
and down all day on over 26,000 shares
traded.

He heard flight 309 announced ready
for reboarding. Last call, they said. First,
last and only. So he lengithened his stride
poing down the corridor. Ahead of him
he saw the big girl in the rust-colored suit
involved in some kind of hassle at the
check point.

As he got up to her, he heard her say in
a deep husky voice, I don't care if your
buzzer rings, friend. I've got nothing on
me to ring it”

Catlett walked through the little clec-
vonic arch and a buzzer rang. He walked
three strides before he realized whar it
meant.

"Hold it, you, there
just as he stopped. “Come on back here,
he said, hand on his gun.

“Their goddamn 1oy is busted.” the
tall girl said to him. “Theyre waiting for
some mitron person to come to scarch
me. Listen, you with the gun, I've got to
ect on that airplane.”

A small Evrasian girl stood behind the
table. looking worried. The tall girl's big
shoulder bag was on the wooden table,
all searched and cleared.

“Empty your pockets.” the guard 1old
Catlert.

“I really don’t think there’s time. I
aven't got anything on me that——"
“Empty your pockets, I said!”

“He's adoll,” the tall givl said.

“May I suggest you ask that little girl
who's  assisting  vou, ollicer. 10 walk
through the archz”

“Huh?"

" Just to see if she rings it, too.”

The guard's lorehead wrinkled up.
“OK. Annie. Go on through.”

“At a dead run, please,” the tadl givl
sand.

The
buzzer.

“You got anvthing at all on vou,
Annie, that could =

“Nothing. You know. Nothing. Dave.”

“We really don't wint to miss our
flight. officer.”

“Well. go ahead. ...

The girl was a few feet behind him
when he got to the boarding lounge. It
was empty. He went to the window and
saw 509 moving rapidly out toward the
designated take-off runway.

I'he girl stood beside him, almost his
heighe in her platform shoes, and breath-
ing hard from running. her breath mist-
ing the glass.

“Oh, boy.” she said. "Great! Don't
they count heads or something? The one
time you don’t need a big rush, there
they go.”

“Inconvement, all right.”

Got any ideas?” she asked.

"1 think we check Allegheny firse.”

She smiled. “Want to be the leader?”

“I'll give it a wry.”

She put her hand om. “I'm Sheila
Christopher. Sheil for short.”

“Paul Cadett. How do vou do.”

“Poorly, at the moment, Paul Catleu.
Oh. that absolute #diot? Is that us out
there? Yes. Wait a minute. I want to sce
my lugeage ke off.”

" the guard said

linde avendant also rang

He stood with her and watched 509
take oftf, big headlighis bright on the
runway, red and green navigation lights
blinking. It lilted into the dear windy
night, toward a diamond sky. He turned
away and suddenly she ook hold of his
forearm with such shocking strength it
made him gasp. He turned back toward
her and saw her staring, her eves wide
and  mouth slack, sagging open. He
thought for an instant she was having
some sort of seizure, but then he looked
toward 509 and saw a long trail of orange
flame, a dirty orange that made an arc. a
gentle long curve toward the ground.
There was a sudden bloom of orange-
and-white Aame that made him think of
those television pictures from the Cape,
when the booster separated :nd it would
look for a few moments as il the whole
rocket had blown up. The bigger blos-
som of fire continued along the same arc,
while smaller burning pieces fell out ol
it. It coasted down out of the sky and
disappeared behind a distant hill, and
then a bigger flare lit up all of the night.
Moments later, there was an audible
"Whump{” sound that shook the big
window.

Sheil Christopher turned into his arms
quite blindly, bumping her forchead
against his right eyebrow. She hugged at
him with swength, saying, “Oh, God, oh,
God, oh, God.”

He held her and thought of Helen,
the stewardess, who had remembered
his name [rom another time or
television.

There were sivens then. Hoarse shouts
inside the terminal corridors. She pulled
back away [rom him, snuffed and dug
into her purse for a tissue. She blinked at
him and tried to smile. “I can't . . . | just
can't seem to. . .7

“Come on.” he said, and he turned her
and led her back toward the main part of
the terminal. There seemed to be a great
deal of running and shouting going on.
He ook her into the cockiail lounge, 10
a hanquette table in a dark corner, and
sat across from her, his back to the room.

The waiwess said, "There's been a
crash, folks. On take-ofl "

“Weawe saw it g-going down . . 7 Sheil
said. She cleared her throat. “Bourbon
on the rocks, please?”

“Sure, honey. In a hanry, huh?”

“Two doubles, Wild Turkey, if you
have it he said.

"1 think so.”

She slid her hand the wable
toward him and he knew she was not
even awiare ol the gesture. He took her
hand and held it, not speaking and not
releasing it even when the drinks arrived.

She drank, shuddered, pulled her hand
Iree and gave him a wan smile. “It was so
damned casual, Paul. You know? Sort of
Hoating and unreal. Fireworks at the

from
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“Has anyone ever lold you thal you have beautiful eyes . . . too?”
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country club. Tt if hadn’t been for that
broken search thing and that dumb ugly
guard. . . . Excuse me. I keep getting a
funny kind of chill.”

“1 know."”

“Suppose the airline lost my bags. I
would have been furious! I would have
had the uglies like vou never saw before.
But all my stuff is gone for good and
right now I couldn’t care less. All those
poor people! Where did vou get on?”

" Los Angeles.”

“Me, too. Did you see those twins come
anrs

“No."

“Dear little boys. British. I think. Vay
correct and polite. What a danmed terri-
ble waste, Paul. T know they didn't get
off in Chicago. 1 was awake then and
watching for them. Are you reacting

at all? What are you thinking? I mean
really.”

He reached for the casual answer and
then changed his mind. “Really? 1 keep
thinking about the work I did on the
plane and I keep wondering il 1 made
any mistakes in the projections, and 1
keep thinking that I will never know. |
try to think of other parts of it. of the
people, but my mind keeps wheeling
back to that work I did. I think it's
some kind of protective reaction. I think
of the work beciruse 1 can’t quite make
mysell think of all the rest of it. Like
trving to touch a hot stove.”

“Maybe the other part of it is that the
work didn’t really mean as much as you
thought it meant.”

He stared across at her. His eyes were
used o the muted lighe. He thought she

“It strikes me you've making a deal more fuss
over this than it calls for, Dan’l.”

would be better looking if she accented
her  colorless brows and lashes. Her
face looked too blunt and fleshy and
unreadable.

“On,” he said slowly,
much to me.”

“You're saving the same thing another
way, right>”

“1 guess so. 1 guess we've gor phone
calls to make.”

“I know,”

“They'll cut into television and radio
programs with @ spot news flash on this
one. There will be people worrying
about us.”

“I know.™

“What's the matter:”

“I don’t know. I don’t know if T can
say it. I have the feeling thar something
. . . valuable has happened 1o me. T want
to sort ol sit hack and put it together and
see what it says o me. If I go rushing
about, inserting mysell back into place,
right where I was belore, then 1 won't
know what this meant. God, I sound as if
this great booze got to me.”

“I think I know what you mean. But
isn’t that a big ego (rip, really?”

“How?"”

“You want to fnd out how much
people really care. That's the rationale
of a suicide, isn't itz”

“Who are you? 1 keep thinking I know
you [rom someplace.”

“It happens to a lot of people. I spent
a full day on television a couple ol
months ago.”

She rowned.
Watergate stufl>”

“"No. It was whether or not I got—or
my company got—special Givors from the
Securities and Exchange Commission.”

She nodded. “"Now I remember. Sure.
And you were sort ol orchestrating the
whole thing; I mean, you had those law-
yers on one side and that assistnt-hoss
type on the other, and those guys behind
vou, handing you papers over vour shoul
der. You were really articulate. I mean, 1
liked hearing you talk. I got hooked for
a hall hour or so and then I turned it off
when it got into fimancial money.”

“That's the best kind.”

“Why don’t you ever suy my name? It's
strange. 1 keep calling you Paul. Now |
feel funmy about that, knowing who vou
are.”

“Sheil, don't leel sirange.”

“How old are you?”

“Almost forty.”

“You look more like thirty,
Married:="

“Technically, yes. Twice. You”

“Me? Hardly. You have kids=”

"By my first wife. Two. Aged fifteen
and sixteen, and legally adopted by her
second husband.”

“What happened tonight has to mean
something.”

“Not necessarily.”

“Haven't you ever wondered what

it meant too

“Catlett* Paul Catlew?

really.
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would happen in the world if you were
dead?”

“Everybody thinks about that at
times. I guess it is one of the standard
fantasies.”

“You know, it would be a lot easier if
the terrible shock of secing our flight go
down made us . . . lose our memories for
a while. Then we could find out if we're
who we think we are. Or were. 1 mean
find out who we are, really. What could
you lose?”

“1 could lose a year and a half of very
tricky mancuvering, designed to extricate
me from what used 10 be called the exec
utive suite, and spring me on an unsus-
pecting world with enough golden booty
to last me lorever.”

“Golden booty! Listen 1o him. Then
what? Tropical islands? Beawtiful girls?
And all the toys a boy could ask for>"

“It isn't that simple, Sheil. 1 spent
some hot vears moving oo last. 1 put
three and three together and made elev-
en. I built something so big there is a lot
less there than mects the eye. So they
have been tracking me down. Steal from
the wolves and they come after you.
There is a primitive way to get rid of
wolves. You lIrecze a very sharp kaile,
blade up, against the ice. with a litte lvo-
zen gravy on the sides of the blade. The
wolves hick the blade. It is so cold they
can’t feel it slicing their tongues. They
taste fresh blood, their own, and keep at
it until they swoon and freeze. While I
am far away, over the icecap and the
mountains, and down the other side.”

She stared at him. “Jesus! That is
horrible!™

“Tomorrow morning I am supposed to
be in New York, putting gravy on the
blade.”

“I sure don't like the way you explain
it. Can’t you . . . keep hold of what vou
are doing and make it live up to what it
is supposed to be?”

“The analysts call that internal
growth. I might make it. 1 might not. 1
wouldn’t know. 1 think I'm very tired of
tying. 1 think I am very tired of what I
do and tired of the people who work for
me, tired of lawyers and hearings and
judgments, tired of Annabelle and her
little affairs.”

“Your wife?”

“My second.”

“She cheas?™

“Frequently. And then she is very
sorry, when caught. She's very lovely.”

“And she must be out of her skull.”

“Not really. I'm a victim of the male
cgo. I thought that a few years ago, when
she cheated with me, I was the exception
rather than the rule. I was so overwhelm-
ingly fascinating nobody elsc would ever
catch her eye.”

“You don't hate her, do you?”

“No. I'm just tired of her, along with a
lot of the other furniture of my life.”

“That about Annabelle makes me feel
weird.”

“Why should i7"

“It’s me. I'm not what you call lovely.
This guy I go with, he's with NBC in
Burbank. out there six months now and
he hasn’t moved his wife out from New
York, because he didn’t know how long
he'd be there. We began to happen alter
he was there a month. Do 1 love him? I
don’t know. I really don’t. The physical
part is fantastic. He's hooked. So I've
been testing my muscle, you know? Now
we're taking a cruise together out of New
York. He had 1o fix time off and make
up some lies. Fifteen days. I'd decided
that il T could get Don on that boat for
fifteen days, he'd come home and ask for
a divorce and marry me. Now I don't
think it’s such a great idea. But I don't
know what else to do with my life right
now, this year. You know?”

“If you're not a hundred and ten per-
cent ceriin: . . "

“OK. Neither are you. Of anything.
And we've got this chance to change
things. Right? I've got three hundred
dollars. What have you gotz”

“Hall that, T guess.”

“So we buy a couple of cheap flight
bags and toilet staff and drip-dry things
right here in the airport. With a can of
hair spray, Paul, I could fix your hair
line and that droopy mustache so you'd
look a lot different. Then we take a
night-coach flight South. We can hole up
someplace like along the Gull Coast,
Mobile or Biloxi, where nobody will
know us or give a damn. Dare you?
Double dare you?”

Her eyes were very bright. He felt his
heart lift for the first time in a year. He
fele i hollow excitement in his belly. He
reached 1o grasp her extended, challeng-
ing hand. . ..

- - -

The girl was a few fect behind him
when he got to the boarding lounge. It
was empty. But through the window he
could see the gray gleaming bulk of flight
509. He hurried through the canvas tun-
nel. Helen swod inside the doorway
looking worried, then smiled when she
saw him and the girl. She said to the
man with the clipboard, “These are the
last two. Thanks.”

“Sorry about the delay,” Cader said.
“We kept ringing the buzzer on their
metal detector. It was out of adjustment.”

“And they were being absolute idiots
about it,” the girl said.

They wok their seats. The door was
closed and dogged shut and they moved
slowly back. He clinched his seat belt and
looked over at the girl and saw the ini-
tials on the copper medallion on her
purse. s. €. The girl smiled at him and
sitid, “Thanks. If you hadn’t suggested he
lev that cute litde girl try, we'd still be
there.”

He wanted to tell her that he was very

sorry they couldn’t {ly down o Biloxi to-
gether. Bur there is no way to apologize
to the object of a fantasy, a sexual fan-
tasy at that, a big strong, able girl. She
would be confused, then irvitated, and
then probably alarmed.

Soon the runway lights merged into a
long white line and he fele the aireralt
lift off. And now. he thought, the way my
luck has been running, the long orange
flame, a dirty, smoky orange (Lime, will
start to ail out behind us and. . . .

Ironic amusement wrned into a mo-
ment of pure terror. From lorchead o
knees, his skin leaked a sudden sweat,
and his bowels camped and roiled.
Then it faded slowly, slowly, and he
could look down and see the ground
lights, with the first clouds of the front
beginning to hide them intermittently.
So much for extrasensory perception,
Cadlert.

He forced himsell to finish his report.
A proposal. Gravy on the blade. He
leaned back when he was through and
looked over at her. Fantasy, yes, but not
a sexual fantasy. More ol a freedom [an-
tasy. An ever-more-compelling need to
change the way things are. Change for
the sake of change. He pinched the
bridge of his nose and startled himsell
with the sudden feeling he was going
1o cry.

Flights were stacked over the three air-
ports. They were a long time awaiting
their turn, The captain was picking up
local news. The ice storm had finally hit.
They might get in and they might not.
They might have 10 go elsewhere. But
they were at last given permission 1o
Land.

ding, as they were waiting for
an unloading spot, he said to the girl,
“Where are you headed?™

“Huh? Obh, Sixty-fifth near Second.
Why?™

“Do you have wransportation?”

“No, I don’t.”

“There’ll be a company car there to
pick me up. It may be the only way you
can get into the city in less than forever.”

“Well, siv, T have this pumpkin and
these mice waiting there, and I wouldn't
wint

He laughed. “No strings. A friendly
offer.”

“OK, friend with friendly offer. I'm
Sarah Cramer and you are Mr. Paul
Catlett. I've been wrying not to like you.”

I startled him. “Why?"

“I saw all of your command perform-
ance.”

“What did I do wrong, Miss Cramer?”

“I guess you were . . . ave . . . a sign of
the times. You know. Sleek and tricky.
And you don’t give a damn about any-
thing but your own skin and your
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money. And power. T have the feeling
I'm walking myself out of a ride.”

“A person can get trapped into a situa-
tion where they have to argue a point of
view they don’t completely believe.”

“Can they? Really and truly? Do vou
believe that crap?”

He smiled. “1 keep wrying to believe it
i order to stay sane, Sarah.”

She shrugged helplessly. “Damn you, [
would rather dislike you. You know that.
T hate to give up a moral position.”

“You don’t have 0. What do vou do
with your lile?”

“I'm a travel agent.”

“And you sell the customer exactly
what the posters and the literature and
the travel lolders tell him to expectz”

“Well . . . everybody knows tha

“So nobody is ever let down. Nobody
feels cheated.”

“Let me up, please, sir.”

“OK. You've up. And we can get ofl”

Harvey lugleton was waiting there lor
him when he came off the planc. Ingleton
was wearing his habitual expression, can-
nest anxiety. Catlett introduced the girl
and said they would be giving her a lilt
mto town. Ingleton said that he would
go get the car and driver and bring them
around to such and such an exit from
the terminal. He said he had a good sec-
reewy on o stand-by and  perhaps  they
could stop there before dropping Miss
Cramer. And leave the report?

Sarah Cramer pointed out her lLurge
and heavy suitease and he lifted it off the
merry-go-rownd and gave the guard her
bagrage check. The limousine, long and
black and agleam under a [resh speckling
ol ice, was waiting where promised. The
driver hopped out and stowed the suit-
aise and Catlett’s carryon bag in the
vunk. Ingleton hesitated and stayed in
front with the driver. Catlett got in the
back with Sarali Cramer. And his dis-
patch case. “This heats o pumpkin,” she
saied contentedly.

It was a hairy night, a slow wrip. Cars
slid into one another, blocking lanes.
They had to wait motionless amid the
blare ol idiotic horns time after time.
Catlett aud the girl talked. He could hear
himsell going on and on. A wlking jag.
It was a symptom. It always happened
when a big decision loomed. He could
hear himsell, like some frantic bore, pick-
ing his best stories out ol his past and
holding them up lor her, to make her
laugh, to make her feel close to him.

They had to stop on the bridge. Wind
buffeted the big car. The noisy night
save them privacy, dosed away [rom the
two men in the front seat by the curtain
ol storm sound.

She said, “I'm a remncarnation person.
A lot of people think it is absolute non-
sense. But they can’t prove it can’t hap-
pen, just as I can't prove it can. Right?

296 So what I mean is, I have a weird feeling

about you, about us. As if we knew each
other before. Do you know what |
mean:"

“In some other life?”

“Or in one to come. We remember the
ones to come as easily as we remember
the ones we've had. Time is a cirele and
we keep going by the sume places, over
and over.”

“Adl right. We met and our lives were
not satisfying to us and we ran away lo-
gether, 10 Biloxi, Mississippi.”

“"Hey! You're [un, you know? How
did we make it?”

“We dido’'e make iv at all. It wasn't
right for us.”

She cocked her head. At least 1 can be
sure you really don’t want to con me into
anything, because what you would have
siutd, you would have said we were areat,
we were fantastic. Hey! Puaul Catleu!™
She put finger tips under his eye. “Why
tears, man? What is ="

“Maybe there should be more lives
than one, and I muss the ones I won't
have.” His voice was thick and shaky.

She looked at the men in front, then
leaned and hugged him  quickly, one
time. solt cheek wuching his. “It's OK. It
will be OK.”

They moved off the bridge and turned
downtown. The change ol route made it
casicr 1o drop her first. The car stopped
under a light. As the driver got her suit-
e out, she dug a card out of her bill-
fold and gave it 1o Catlett, alter
penciling a number on the back.

“Here's where you can get me if . . .
vou want 1o run through that Biloxi bit
again. And thanks.”

As the driver took her suitcase into the
apartment building, Ingleton came into
the back o sit beside him.

“Its really a tervible nighty, Mr. Cn-
lere.”

“First one of the year.”

“Right. Werve been lucky so far. Fred,
we'll stop at Three Hundred Park nexr,
then the hotel™”

“Yes, sir.”

"1 guess vou won't get imuch sleep, Mr.
Citlewe.”

“Not very much.”

When the limousine parked at the ol-
fice building, Ingleton said. “IF you want
to dig the report out, sir, U'll run it up to
Miss Villoten.”

“1 beweer go over it with her, I ilunk.”

“Well ..
right here?”

“I don’t think anybody will hother me
this Lite at night, Mr. Ingleton. If T get
rousted, I'll just civele the block.”

The security guard let them in. They
signed the book and went up in the ele-
viator. Miss Villoeti was waiting. He didn‘t
remember which one she was until he
saw her. He thanked her for a long vigil
and told her o wait a moment in the

sure, Fred, can you wait

outer ofhce while he talked to M.
Ingleton.

Alter the door swung shut, he said,
“Harv, I think I'm going to go the other
route.”

"I don’t think T understand.”

“I'm going to push lor six months
more.

Ingleton stred at him. “You've got 10
be kidding!™

“I think I can hack it.”

Harvey Ingleton walked slowly to the
big corner window. He looked out, fists
in_ his hip pockets. He turned and said,
“Paul, nobody can pull it out. Believe
me. | have busted my ass for a year set-
ting up this buy-out. I put my money on
your number, damn it! We'll walk away
with fat capital gains, yours one awlul
lot fatter than mine. A vear from now,
Paul, it’s zip. You get to keep your shocs
and a ballpoint pen. What have vou got?
A death wish?”

“Funny yvou should say that.”

“Tell me the joke. I'll Laugh mysell
sick.”

“No joke. 'm going 1o give it a oy,

“But why:”

“Let’s say so that a lot of people who
ber on Paul Catlerr eight years ago won't
have w scttle for a dime on the dollar,
aned in six-percent debentures, at tha”

“The great Paul Catlett. Jesus!™

“Harv, you can go down and gev my
flight bag out of the car and come back
with it, and you and I can revamp the re
port, and we can work right here with
Miss Villotti until ten in the moming.
And you can look forward to six months
ol sleepless hell. Or you can send Fred up
with my bag and wait for him down
there in the car and have him take vou
home. Think about it on the way down.”

“But this is the chance we've heen
working: i

“It's a clear choice.”

“What happened o vou since we
talked on the phone this morning:”

“Happened? Oh, I had one ol those
stndard Fantasies.”

“Are vou OK?”

“I hope s0.”

“Is there anything you know and 1

don’t that makes things look . . . ditfer-
ent:”
“Finanaally: Absolutely  nothing.

Youd be smart to get ofl right here,
Harv.”

With his hand on the door, Ingleton
turned and said, “But I won't get off.
And I won't know why. We're both quite
mad.”

The door swung shut. The wolves
wiited out there in the dark niglt
beyond the fivelight. Catlett clicked the
latches and opened the dispatch  case
and brought all his attention into total
locus upon the new problem, the new
presentation, the new risks,
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Some liRB itCOOI (continued from page 137)

well as the palate, adorned with such
[ancies as orchids, hibiscus. mango slices,
lengths of sugar cane—and served in any-
thing from a papaya to a coconut.

But whimsy alone is no substitute for
professional savvy. Happily. the men who
man the tropical bars are graced with
equal parts ol flair and know-how. And
they're emphatic on one point—tropical
coolers must be served snapping cold.
Frigid. That means everything that can
be is prechilled. including  pitchers,
shakers—even  the blender container.
Glasses are buried in erushed ice or stored
in the refrigerator. lee. whether  for
shaker, blender or glass. is always had
frozen. Bar svrup, available at most lig-
uor stores, is preferred to sugar because
it can be prechilled. Mixing time is
shortened and there is less dilution. Any
leftover syrup should be stashed in the
fridge, tightly covered. It's handy and
keeps indefinitely.

Rar syrup is ideal for making the swiz-
2le—the ingratiating drink ol the Carib-
bean. A swizzle is a type of sour served in
a highball glass with cracked ice and a
swizzle stick. In the islands, sticks are
olten twigs cut from spice wees, roughly
vimmed o leave short jutting siems at
the base end. The shalt of the suck s
rotated back and forth between the
palms, churning the ice, until a frothy
head forms on the drink and a delicate
haze [rosts the glass.

Swizzles and other potions are olten
sweetened  with  the  fragrant Havored

svrups that abound in the ropics. Faler-
num, an amalgam of almond, lime, sugar
and spice, is what gives the mai tai its
distinction. Local bar stewards are also
partial to passion fruit. orgeat and tama-
rindo—tossing them casually into drinks
with a rafhsh disregard for formal recipes.
They must know what theyre doing,
because results are invariably delicious.

As with the syrups. the native spirit is
given a good play. That's rum. of course,
or. more accurately, rums. The category
incdludes the dry. delicate products of
Puerto Rico. the [uller Jamaica rums,
simoky. high-powered Demeraras, and dis-
tillates from Haiti, Barbados. the Virgin
Islands. Martinique and Trinidad—each
with its own unique character. Contrary
to general belief, dark raums are not nec-
essarily sweeter than light rums. But they
tend ta he heavi nd rummier, just as
Cote-d'Or Burgundies are likely o have
more body than those from Beaujolais.

While rum s numero uno on the trop-
il juice charts, gin. brandy, whiskey
and tequila have their place. In fact. the
motto seems to be anything goes. That
kind of relaxed attitude. coupled with
one or more of the lollowing coolers will
get vou through the long hot summer in
a breeze.

THE BERTA SPECIAL

(Berta’s place in Taxco and the Berta
Special are lovingly remembered by visi-
wors to Mexico. I the drink doesn't taste
quite the same at home, it's because we

“Newlon here is an idea man.”

don’t have those crazy liude Mexican
limes.)

114 ozs. tequila

| 10 2 teaspoons bar syrup. to taste

Ice water or club soda

2 to 5 dashes orange biters

Squeeze lime and add juice to tall glass,
along with one half of shell. Add ice
cubes, tequila and bar syrap and fill with
ice water or soda. Add orange bitters.
Stir 10 chill.

STRAWBERRY PITCHER
(Serves eight to ten)

1 pint ripe lresh suawberries, hulled
and quartered

2 cups orange juice

14 cup bar syrup

6 ozs. vodka

2 ozs. kirsch or frambaoise

Orange lor garnish

Have everything  cold.  including
blender container and pitcher. Blend
strawberries with 1 cup orange juice until
berries are puréed. Add remaining juice
and bar syrup. Blend briefly to combine.
Pour imto pitcher, stir in vodka and
Kirsch. Taste for sweetening. Serve in
cups or small highball glasses. Garnish
each drink with a half slice of orange.

PINA SORPRESA

(Dorado Beach Hotel, Puerto Rico)

11} ozs. Puerto Rican gold-label rum

14 oz Puerto Rican 151-proofl ram

14 oz Southern Comfort

14 oz wiple sec

2 ors. pineapple juice

3 chunks pincapple

1 teaspoon bar syrup or superfine sugar

2 scoops arushed ice

Combine all ingredients in  chilled
blender and blend until creamy. Serve in
tall glass or hollowed-out pineapple shell,
with siraws,

At the Dorado Beach Hotel, this drink
is served in a hollowed-out pineapple,
which also supplies the juice and the
pineapple chunks. Here's how to do it,
if you're lecling artistic: Cut top [rom
ripe pineapple. Using sharp, thin, long-
bladed knife, cut around the circumier-
ence, leaving about a hall-inch shell.
Cut through fruit to make wedges, which
can be lifted out. Even off inside of shell
with knife or tip of serrated grapefruit
spoon. Pour off juice as it accumulates.
If more juice is needed, press pulp in
a food mill.

HERBIE SPECIAL

(Playboy Club-Hotel, Ocho Rios, Ja-
mhiica)

I oz light rum

1 vz, vodka

Vo or apricot-flavored brandy

= l{:ilﬁ]}l){ ms bar ﬁ)'l‘lll]

I oz lime juice

Dash cinnamon

15 cup crushed ice

Orange slice and cherry for garnish



Blend all ingredients, except garnish,
in blender for 10 to 15 seconds. Serve in
highball glass, with straws. Decorate with
fruit.

PLANTATION SWIZZLE

(Cancel Bay Plantation, St. John, Vir-
gin Islands)

14 large lime

Crushed ice

2 ozs. light rum

1/, oz. Falernum

14 oz grenadine or passion-lruit syrup

Fresh pineapple finger

Squeeze lime. Pour juice into highball
glass and drop in shell. Fill with crushed
ice. Add rum and syrups. Churn with
swizele stick or long-handled bar spoon
until glass [rosts, Garnish with pineapple
and a sprig of mint, if desired. Serve
with straws.

COSMOPOLITAN SIN

(Grand Bahama Hotel and Country
Club, West End, Grand Bahama Island)

Shaved or finely crushed ice

2 ozs. light rum

15 oz. triple sec

2 ors. grapelruit juice

2 ozs. pineapple juice

145 oz. green créme de menthe

145 oz. grenadine

Pack a chilled, oversized snifter about
24 full of ice. mounding the top. Mix
rum, triple sec and juices and pour
slowly over ice. Trickle the green créme
de menthe down one side of the glass
and the red grenadine down the other.
Serve with straws.

FORGE FLORIDITA

(The Forge, Miami Beach, Florida. The
Forge prefers juice [rom fresh pine-
apples, li(|||iﬁcd ina Juice extractor.)

2 ors. triple sec

2 ozs. pineapple juice

Dash Pernod

Shake wiple sec and pincapple juice
with ice. Strain over [resh ice cubes in a
small old fashioned glass. Stir in Pernod.
Garnish with sprig ol mint or watercress,
if desired.

THE PUSSYCAT

(Round Hill Hotel, Montego Bay,
Jamaica. Like the fog, “it comes on little
cat feet.” A smooth, satisfying potion.)

114 ozs. gin

11/, ozs. orange juice

1 oz pincapple juice

14 tablespoon lime juice

1 oz. maraschino-cherry juice

1 oz. cream

1 scoop crushed ice

Cherry. orange slice, lime slice for

garnish

Pour all ingredients, except garnish,
into blender and blend undl fairly
smooth., Pour into tall, thin glass. Pop
on [ruit and serve.

TETON'S WHITE PORT PEAK

(Cerromar Beach Hotel, Dorado Beacls,
Puerto Rico)

4 ozs. imported dry white port

Tonic, iced

1/, oz. strawberry liqueur

I slice lemon

Fill a stemmed goblet or Pilsner glass
with ice cubes. Add port and pour in
chilled tonic to within 14 in. of the rim.
Stir lightly. Float liqueur on top by
slowly pouring it over the back of a spoon
held against the inside of the gliss at
the tonic level. Place lemon slice atop the
ice cubes. Sloe gin, blackberry Liqueur or
céme de cassis may be substituted [or
strawberry.

MAL TAL

(The mai tai attained fame in Hawaii,
but it has become generally popular. In
tropical Shangri-Las, an orchid is the
uswitl garnish. Feel free to dispense with
that horticultural touch.)

1 oz. light rum

14 oz. curacao

Juice of 14 lime

1 teaspoon lemon juice

2 dashes each Falernum and orgeat

syrups

15 oz, dark rum

Fruic garnish, as desired

Shake first five ingredients very briskly

|

with cracked ice, until very cold. Strain
into saucer champagne glass. Carelully
float dark rum on top. Decorate with
cherry. pineapple and orange slice—or
whatever delights you.

NURRICANE

(Caribe Hilton, San Juan, Puerto Rico.
There are several versions ol this drink.
combining rum, apple brandy and tropi-
cal juices. The Caribe Hilton serves it in
a hurricane-lamp-shaped glass. A collins
elass will do as well)

114 ozs. light rum

| oz applejack or calvados

I oz triple sec

4 ozs. guayaba (guava) nectar

1 oz. lime juice

Cherry, 14 orange slice and a length of

sugar cane for garnish

Vigorously shake all ingredients, ex-
cept garnishes, with cracked ice. Strai
over fresh ice cubes in tall glass. Garnis
with Iruit and sugar-cane stivver. (Nofe: 11
guayaba is not available, you can sub-
stitute any fruit nectar.)

Summer culls for a chunge of pace.
So give your faithiul old martini pitcher
a vacation. As some Brahmin barman
once said, *"Tis better to swizzle than

to burn!™

“Just because your appointment stivred up less
controversy and polarization than my appointment,
don’t think that makes you a better Justice than I am.”
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up quarreling and play up my troubles
by aying and whining. The drivers
would be moved and help me out. But
even that's impossible; 1 need fights like
the air I breathe. So, since 1 can’t and
won't be a whore or a beggar, 1 [all back
on this contradiction: First, 1 really in-
sult the driver who picks me up, and
then, just as I'm getting out of the cr, I
change my line and very timidly ask,
“Say, could you let me have a small
loan?™

As 1 said, a contradiction. But you can
see I'm not so contradictory as 1 think I
am. Or else men go for contradictions.
That's right, it isn't at all unusual that
the same guy I've just finished roundly
insulting puts his hand in his pocket
when 1 ask for a loan and gives me
money. In fact, I notice the ones 1 insult
the most are the most generous. Once
again. masochism. What else would vou
call it? Who knows?

Here's this Paolo giving me money
even belore T ask for it 1 look at the
10,000-livat note he’s handing me between
two fingers  with aristocratic aplomb.
The same thing happens to me that al-
wiays happens the minute T see money.
Maybe because T see so linle of it. My
mind gocs blank, my anger disappears,
a kind of stupor takes hold ol me, makes
me leel empty. 1 go into a wrance. 1 see
that flesh-colored bill with Michelangelo’s
picture on one side and the white oval on
the other, and my thoughts fizzle.

Finally I manage to say, “It’s ten thou-
sand lire.”

“IUs for you.”

“Are you giving it to me:"”

“Yes."

I grab the bill and stick it into my
purse. Then I'm overcome with greed.
another elfect the money hypnosis has on
me. I add, very childishly, imploringly,
“Just ten? Can’t vou let me have
twenty?”

You might say, what crust. But it's not
true. It's really a kind ol shyness that
comes [rom being poor. I'm so poor that
the same thing happens to me with
money that happens to a starving man
with food. Alter cating. he's still hungry
and wants to eat all over again.

But Paolo doesn’t give in this time. He
wlls me, “Ten's enough. But il you come
1o see me at the office tomorrow, I'll give
you another ten and maybe more.”

I stammer, “But tomorrow’s Sunday.
Nobody goes to work tomorrow.”

“Exactly.”

Exactly what? What a great excuse for
another quarrel, now that I'm about to
leave. But I'm played out. And the
money stops me from winding up again.
So I answer, in a very hushed voice, as if
I didn’t want to be overheard, “All right.
I'll come. But couldn’t you give me a

small advance, say, five thousand? If 1
come to your ofhice, I have 1o have a new
Pair of pants, at least.”

“It won't he a party. I'll be the only
one there, You're fine just as you are.”

The car stops, 1 look around. I'm dis-
mayed to sece we're at Corso Trieste. A
street like any other, normally, but now
the symbol of my defeat. 1 ask anxiously,
“At what umez”

“Come at five.”

“What's the address?”

He reaches into his pocket and for a
minute my hopes are up. But nothing
doing. It’s his visiting card: name, ad-
dress, export-import and—naturally—his
coat ol arms, with lines radiating from
circles like an insect’s body, engraved
over his name,

I put the card in my purse and he
reaches over and opens the door for me.
I say very quickly, *Thanks a lot.” And
just as I'm about to siep out. 1 lean over,
like a real nut, and Kiss his hand in
abject gratitude. True, the minute my
lips brush against his hand, I'm strongly
tempted o bite it, but it’s only a tempta-
tion. And what's a temptation il you
don’t do anything about itz Nothing, less
than nothing. I get out and stand on the
sidewalk watching, in a dead rage, as the
car drives away.

Ivs Sunday, and here I am on this
street lined with new  buildings. On
weekdays, it would be a madhouse of
a wafhe jam, engines roaring helplessly
away, cns wrapped in douds ol smoke
from their exhausts. But today, being
Sunday, everything's deserted. 1 even
cross paths with a cat calmly suolling
across the street. The appoinument with
Paolo wturns the deserted street, that
would otherwise be pleasant, into some
thing sinister, menacing, mysterious. Pao
lo’s not one of those you go to see on
Sunday when his parents are away. just
to spend the alternoon smoking, listen-
ing 1o records, drinking, making love and
maybe having a joint or two. Paolo is

.. Paolo. A man who doesn’t appeal to
me, who repels me, actually, but whose
invitation, for all its ambiguity and
promise ol no good, T accepr. Sure,
there's the hope ol another 10, or even 20
or 30. But I've alrcady explained, moncy
fascinates me il I see it, in the flesh, so to
speak, right there under my nose. When
it's out of sight, it doesn’t hypnotize me
anymore. For beuer or for worse, T be-
come myself again. So why am I here?
Why am 1 going to see him? Why have I
let mysell be taken in? A contradiction,
as usual. And so we go back to where we
started. Why do I contradict mysell so
olten? Who knows?

Enough questions, here’s his  office
building. I look up at it and I'm nearly
blinded by the dazzling wall of glass and
steel, with the cold blue reflection of the
sky on cach panel. Swrange, all this bril-
liance, this glare, these shiny materials
and pure lines, and behind them, in one
of the offices, Paolo with his havelip, his
mustiache, his coal-black brows, his owl
eyes. 1 go up o the enrance, but it's
locked. I ry peering in, but the doors are
made of that special glass you can only
see out of. Next to the door, though,
there’s a row of names, including the
export-import firm, I make up my mind
and press the buzzer, set in a brass ring
the size of a bowl.

Almost at once, the door clicks open,
as il [ had been watched from behind the
one-way glass by someone who was ex-
pecting me. In the entranceway appears
a boy with long hair. Not long the way
kids wear it these days but long the way
litde girls wore it many years ago. His
hair [alls on both sides ol his white,
smooth, slightly chubby face that makes
you think of the cherubim and seraplhim
with wings attached to their heads that
fly around the sky in religious paintings.
His languid eyes, wo, are angelic as, both
encouraging and questioning, they look
at me. A straight nose with narrow nos-
trils, a heartshaped mouth, the corners
turned up. He's small like a jockey, but
well proportioned, with such slender
hands and feet as to tug at your heart. I
like him. “Are you the porter?”

He answers modestly, “No, his son.
Poppa has gone 1o the country.”

“Well, T have 1o go to the ifth lloor, 1o
the export-import firm.”

“To Signor Paolo’s? I'll show you the
wiy.”

He leads me to the elevator, enters it,
I [ollow and he starts to close the doors.
I tell him, poimting to the indicitor
panel, “You don’t have to show me the
way. I can press buttons, too.”

He looks at me without answering,
then casually, but not insolently, reaches
over and presses the filth-lloor button. 1
angrily repeat, “Are you deal or some-
thing? I said I can go up alone.”

He shoots an ambiguous glance at me
and announces, “Orders from above.”

“Whose orders?”

He doesn’'t answer. Now he's staring at
my breasts, maybe only because they're at
his eve level. He has a curious expression
on his face that 1 can’t quite decipher. It
makes me nervous.

He hwrriedly explains, “Today’s Sun-
day. This is an ollice building and no-
body's around. Did you know we're alone
in the whole building?”

I answer curtly, “Who givesa damn?”

“Well, then, how about o kiss>"'

As he says it, he presses the emergency
huwon. The elevator comes to an abrupt
5'0').

Now, I really could give him a Kiss, if
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for no other reason than he’s such a per-
fect angel right out of an aliar painting.
And, furthermore, maybe 1 wouldn't
mind, cither. Bur it's that “Well. then”
that gets me. Why “Well, then™? “Well.
then” what? Obviously, “*Well, then, give
me a kiss, because vouwre a gir]l and
we're alone and you can’t do anyihing
about it

I stare him vight in the eve. Then very
emphatically T say. "Kiss vouz You silly
litle fool.”

Would you believe it> Here that angel,
with a very resolute expression on his
cherubic face, lunges at me, grabs my
blouse and with one tug rips off the only
button. Absolutely deteymined, he grips
my bra and pulls it down on one side. A
tit pops out and the angel, without wast-
ing a second, squeezes it hard. 1 moan
with the pain and give him a quick knee
in the groin. The angel jumps hack,
grabs me by the hair and pulls my
head down. trying to get my mouth dlose
10 his.

Enraged, T Lush out blindly and claw
his [ace. The angel immediately lets go of
my hair. I straighten up. breathing havd,
There he is. cowering in the corner of
the elevator, looking at me, humiliated.
and wiping his face with his hand. He
whines, “T only wanted a little kiss.”

1 jab angrily at the panel and the ele-
vator starts up again. “Look, you'd bet-
tor just shut up.”

He's begging me now: “At least prom-
is¢ you won't say anvthing o Signor
Paolo.”

A great idea! The pafect excuse 1w
start another scene with Paolo: the angel
assaulting me in the elevator. But just be-
cause the angel's chubby, saatched face
makes me feel sorry for him, 1 want to
show him how tough I can be. 1 snap.
“I'm not promising anything.”

He looks at me, his expression not at
all inumidated. If anvthing, it’s full of
curiosity, like someone pressing his face
against the side of an aquarium, waich-
ing the darting fish. But I don’t have a
chance to think about it. The elevator
stops. I turn my back to the angel and get
out hurriedly without looking 10 see if
he's following me.

The door of the export-import firm is
ajar. I push it open and plunge imo the
reception room, then down a long cor-
ridor with doors on both sides. Gray
wall-to-wall carpeting, red doors, white
ceiling. Where's Paolo? T open one door
alter the other and come on the usual
scene in ollices on holiday:  covered
typewriters and sheets of paper and car-
bons scattered around as il a windstorm
had struck. But as 1 continue to throw
open doors without hinding a wace of
Paolo, my annoyance grows. I'm getting
wound up the same way 1 do when I

232 hitchhike. A phvase darts through my

mind like an angered fish: “T'll ix him.”

1 come 10 the room at the end ol the
corridor and Durst in. Paolo is sitiing at
one end behind a steel-and-glass desk.
The office is large and nearly bare. He's
wearing the same gray suit, the usual
gold cuft links, the usual swriped tie and,
I was almost about 1o say, the usual hare-
lip. 1 Iaunch into him: *The porter’s son
attacked me in the elevator. Look i me!
He ripped my blouse, grabbed my hair,
squeczed my tit! What the hell is this?
Who do you think you are? With all your
sclf-importance. you allow people 10 be
attacked in your own elevator,” eic, eic.

Fm shouting by now. but Puolo
doesn’t react or try to interrupt me. He.
100, is looking at me the way the angel
did in the clevinor, out of curiosity. as
through glass. What can these two want,
looking at me like that? 1 end my di-
arribe: “What kind of behavior do you
call that? Who's going 1o pay for my
blouse? T'm going to turn him in. that
linle thug. I'm going 0 turn him in
for sure.”

Finally Paolo moves, but in a very
studied way, almost as if he were acting.
He reaches toward a box on his desk,
tikes out a cigarette and puts it to his
harelip. Very casy. common gestures,
vouw'll say, that anvbodv makes without
cifort or attention. allowing the move-
ments to happen almost by themselves.
But somchow, Paolo acts out these seem-
ingly normal gestuves as if he were con-
cealing something not so normal. And. in
fact. he flufls them. like a nervous actor
in his first plav, puiting the wrong end of
the cigarette in his mouth and not
vealizing it until he lights his lighter.
Then he turns the dgarette around and
moves the flame toward it again. Stange.
his hand is so shakv. he doesn’t succeed
in lighting ir. I'm suddenly afraid: it's
clear his hand is shakv because he's been
planning something for me that’s made
him nervous. ashamed. even frightened.
1 watch as he lowers his hand. puis the
lighter hack on the desk and looks down
at his hand. which is still trembling. Fi-
nally he savs hoarsely. “Do vou want me
to punish him?"

Scared by that trembling hand and the
tone ol his voice. I want 1o say no, I don't
want you to, I've forgouen the whole
thing. Burt, as alwavs. the contradiction
in me wins out. My curiosity is alwavs
stronger than my fear. T blurt out hvpo-
critically, “Of course 1 want you to.”

Silence. Paolo is looking at the desk.
where a sheet of paper is lying. He picks
up a pen and begins doodling on it. lost
in thought. After a while, he reaches over
to the intercom and presses a burton, A
croaking sound at first, then very dear-
lv. the angel’s voice comes over the loud-
speaker. “Yes, Signor Paoloz”

“Come up right away.”

I'm awed. “What are vou going 1o do
to him="

He doesn’t reply. He's absorbed by the
doodles he's tracing on the sheet ol
paper. Or, to be more exact. I realize he's
staring at his trembling hand as i draws
the spirals. 1 wait for him to answer and,
meanwhile, 1 catch mysell staring in [as-
cnation—I  don’t know why—at that
trembling hand. Then I hear his voice,
clipped and awihoriative: “Undress.”

I look at him uncertainly. Did he sav
something 10 me or was I imagining it> |
ask, “Huh:"

He repeats the ovder more slowly. de-
liberaely: “I said, undress.”

How strange the human personality is.
Or mine, at least. So changeable, so [ull
of contradictions. I'm a rebel, an activist,
@ protesier ever since | was born. you
might say. And vet, here it takes one
order delivered in the right tone of voice
and an the right time to make me as obe-
dicnt and disciplined as a soldier lacing
a superior. Or, better yet. 1 tell myself as
I start pulling ofl my dothes, like an
actor taking orders from a director. Yes,
that’s it, a dircctor, because Paolo has a
role for me in some play of his and. unex-
plainably compliant, I'm accepting it

Whau Kind of role is it? What's compel-
ling me to tiproe over to a chair to put
my clothes on it, for example? And then
to tear off my bra and punues as il I were
alraid I wouldn’t get them off in time be-
fore the angel, the other actor in this
comedy, makes his enrance? I'm stand-
ing there naked, but since I'm ashamed
of my big, hanging breasts, I cradie them
on my arm to hold them up, the way you
do 1o feed a baby. 1 feel awkward, so I ap-
proach the desk and shyly ask. “Should |
stand up or sit down”

“Keep standing.”

A knock at the door. In his cipped
tone, Paolo tells the boy to come in. The
angel cautiously peers around the door as
if he were checking to see how far along
the act is. Then, unquestionably satisfied
with what he sees (Puolo, his eyes low-
ered. is absorbed in his doodling. I'm
stnding in front of the desk naked, but
with my boots still on.), he suides in con-
lidently and says, *“Signor Paolo. you
called:”

“Yes, 1 ocalled. So you're autacking
people who're coming o sce me in the
clevators”

A moment of silence. Then something
happens 1 was really expecting and con-
fivms my [eeling that this is some kind of
play the three of us are acting in. Taking
advantage of Paolo’s distraction as he
still intently watches his trembling hand,
the angel wurns o me and brazenly, bue
always angelically, winks at me, as if 10
say, “It's all been rigged between me and
Signor Paolo. But you and I are in this
against hin.” Just for a second. Then the
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angel explains in a contrite, obsequious,
fake voice, “Signor Paolo, you're right.
But the young lady was—what can I
say?—a little undressed, and so I lost my
head and =

I have just time to think what a bad
actor the angel is, when Paolo, with an
inhuman growl, says, “Shut up, slave!”

“But, Signor Paolo 24

“Silence, pariah!”

Listen to that. If the angel can't act.
Paolo certainly makes up for him. Or
rather, he's playing himself, realer than
real, so much so iUs scary. He jumps 1o
his feet, slams his fist on the desk, shouts,
“Slave! Pariah! If you don’t want me to
tell your father, you've got to kneel,
that's right, kneel in front of Sebastiana
and kiss her feet.”

The plot thickens and I'm geuing
more involved, without even attempting
10 guess what the next development will
be. A minute ago, I was a third-rate call
gitl who was undressing in front of her
customer. Now who am I? Who knows?
Maybe some kind of goddess. T look on
incredulously as the angel drops onto all
{ours at my feet in a comic gesture of
prostration. And then how eagerly he
strerches his neck toward my boots. Paolo
is shouting like a madman, “That's not
cnough. You've got 1o do more than kiss
her feet, you've got to lick them.”

Is the angel following orders or only
pretending to? It’s hard to say: Because
of the boots, I can’t tell what he’s doing.
*aolo shouts again, “Both of them! Both
of them!!” And the angel obediently
bobs his head from one loot to the other.

I jump in terror. Paolo has come
around the desk and grabbed my arms
[rom behind with tremendous force. He's
hurting me. He peers at me from over my
shoulder and hisses in my ear, “Now pee
on his head. Go on, pee, pee on his head!”

What's happening to me? Simply that
I am no longer a character in Paolo’s
play. I'm myself again. And so, very natu-
rally. instinctively, I refuse: “T won’t do
that.”

“Why notz”

“"Because 1 don't want to.”

“Why don’t you want to? He's a low-
life, a servant, a slave. Go on, do it on his
head. I'll give vou whatever you ask for,
but do 1t, do it!”

But it's obvious now that the deal be-
tween Paolo and the angel didn’t include
getting pissed on. The angel is uncertain
as to what to do, like someone who
isn't surc he's heard right, then suddenly
he scuttles back across the floor and
jumps to his feet. Breathlessly, he blurts.
“Signor Paolo, not that, not tha!™

It seems our game is over. Apparently
the angel and I, like two actors who've
finished their scene, have nothing left o
do except make our bows and leave the
stage. But no, 1 feel suddenly the plot is

234 taking a new turn. I'm not wrong. Paolo

cirdles around, stands in frone of me,
shouts, “If you won’t do it on his head,
do it on mine, yes, mine!” And he drops
to his knees on the floor.

Here's the picture: I'm standing with
my legs apart, one boot here, one there,
my arm holding up my tits and leaning
with my hip against the desk. The angel
is standing a litde way off, his face still
red from the strain. And this nut Paolo is
on all {ours in {ront of me, clutching my
ankles, his head bowed over my boots.

At this point, 1 have to confess that
anything having to do with bodily func-
tions makes me buist out laughing hys-
terically. Why this eflectz Who knows?
It's a fact like any other, and that’s that.

I was about to start laughing when
Paclo ordered me to urinate on the an-
gcl's head, but now that he's begging me
1o do it on his own, 1 can’t contain mysell
any longer. 1 laugh despite mysell, like
an idiot, with a savage joy I don't under-
stand. Paolo keeps pleading, down there
on the floor, “Come on. do it.”

And, convulsed with laughter, I stam-
meér; SNow o nos oo neverls

“Come on, do it, do it.”

“I said no, no, no.”

Beside himsell now, he shakes me by
the ankles, the way you shake a tree o
make the fruit fall. I'm swaying back and
forth trying to keep my balance, laugh-
ing harder all the while. But suddenly he
yanks at me and I fall against the desk.
The sharp pain chokes oft my laughter.
I scream at him in a [renzy: “Stop it!
Leave me alonel Are you completely
crazy?”

That's it, he's really out of his mind.
He keeps tugging at me. Just as I'm
about to fall, my eye lights on a heavy
glass ashtray on the desk. I pick it up and
with all the strength my anger arouses in
me, I bring it down on his head. He cries
out in pain, lets go of me and puts his
hands 1o his head, falling on his side, his
knees drawn up in a fetal position.

I lean over him and start to raise his
head, when 1 feel something wet on my
hand. 1 look and see that ic's blood. A rer-
rible fear grips me, a fear that increases
when I realize he's not dead as 1 had
thought. He's alive, too much alive. He
lies there without moving, his cheek
pressed against the carpet. his hand on
the wound and those owl eyes of his
wide open, staring straight ahead at
something only he can sce. Tt's those
vound, gaping eyes that should reassure
me 1 haven't killed him, but that now
only strike terror in me.

What I didn’t do before because 1
didn't want to, I start doing now, oul
of horror and uncontrolledly. I begin
pissing. not normally, in a stream, but in
spurts and dribbles, at random. When I
see the urine dripping onto his hair, his
face and on those awlul staring eyes, 1

pull away to avoid wetting him. As I
stumble to the chair where I put my
clothes, the urine, coming out in small,
involuntary splashes, traces a dark wet
line on the gray carpet and runs down my
boots. 1 grab my clothes and, turning
toward the angel, who's standing there
stunned, take him by the hand and in a
low voice urge him, “Come on, let’s go!”

But even belore we take a step, we're
frozen by the sight ol Paolo, his face
streaming blood, struggling to his fect.
Perhaps he doesn’t know we're there; he
certainly is not looking at us. He wipes
his face with his hand and recls across the
room. But he doesn't go o the door the
angel and I came in. He staggers by us,
opens a smaller side door 1 hadn’t no-
ticed and disappears. Through the open
door, we can hear water running. At least
Paolo has the strength o wash himsell. 1
puil the angel by the hand: “Let's get out
of here!”

I know the building is empty, because
it's Sunday and they’re all ofhices. So 1
don’t think wwice about dashing down
the stairs just as I am, breasts and hair
flying, with my boots on and my clothes
over my arm. Hand in hand, 1 dragging
the angel and he lening himsell be
dragged. we careen down the winding
staircase five floors 1o the lobby. But we
don't stop there. The porter's son beck-
ons, With a flick of his eyes, the angel an-
swers the question in mine, as if to say I
had guessed right. 1 give his hand a
squeeze to scal our silent bargain and he
does the same. We hurry down the nar-
row flight ol steps leading o the base-
ment apartment. Of course, we're still
running away lrom Paolo, but of cowse,
too, we end up where you might expect:
in the porter's big double bed.

Later, as we lie without wlking, our
bodies pressed against each other on the
wrudy saun bedspread, I think how much
I like basement apartments o make love
in and afterward relax and doze. The
ceiling is low, the room is cluttered with
furniture and  bric-a-brac. The  stale
smells of airless rooms and cooking fill
the place, as in all these basements where
porters and their families live. Behind
the Irosted glass of the hall-windows, 1
can make out the paired shadows of legs
belonging to the occasional passers-by.
The mirror on the wardrobe door at the
foot of the bed reflects our naked bodies
Irom below, so that our feet seem at-
tached directly to our knees. I'm holding
the angel's prick, encircled by my two fin-
gers like a ring, and his hand is lying flat
(8111 In}' gl‘(llll.

Alter a while, the angel asks, "Why do
you think Paolo does those things#”

“Because he likes to.”

“But why does he like 103"

“Who knows?”

— Translated by Avthur Coppotelli
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go around the room and play with every-
body’s nipples.

Gloria broke free and headed for the
mat. “Come on,” she said. “Less go.”

“Do like I taught ya, now,” said Willie.

Gloria got down on all fours (a stand-
ard  collegiate-wrestling  start  position)
and told me to get next to her, one arm
around her waist, one hand holding her
left wrist. My arm touched her breast as
I was taking hold and a voice mm my
head told me, “That's Willie's, don't ever
touch it,” and then another voice said,
“No. it's not Willie's, it's Gloria’s, and
}'(lllll‘(.' i r(:porwr on ;lssignmcnt. Wres-
tling a woman, it's your birthday, relax.”
Then the first voice said again, “No.
you're wrong. It's Willie's.”

Jess yelled go and all the feminine
wrestling bullshit went out the window
with Gloria’s first move: She wied to
wap my arm with a quick and nearly
prolessional roll-over that wanted to pin
and injure me in the first few seconds.
Willie yelled and Rowlie fired off a salvo,
but I let go, which left me still in the
start position with Gloria on her back.
under me. smiling up like the lamb she'd
never been, making her eyes go solt and
her voice go gentle. “That don’t count,”
she said, “you let go.”

“I'm sorry,” I told her and as soon as 1
said it, I knew why spies and smugglers
use women in the tight spots, one on one
in cheap hotel rooms and at border cross-
ings. Gloria: 150-0dd pounds of sin
who'd studied charts and 1ricks, who
wasn't going to leave that room till she
pinned me, who was getting 20 bucks a
hall hour to maul L.As horniest vice
cops and kinkiest street trade, working
her wav up to the “other room” . . . Glo-
ria. And 1 knew that every man she
climbed onto that mat with was finally
brutal Willie to her and that given a nail
file and a litle darker room, she'd just as
soon cut out my eyes and eat them as do
any feminine wrestling and still in that
moment, with her on the bottom and me
on the top, I felt like a heel.

I should have forfleited right there,
because that was the subtle moment of
her victory, but Jess yelled go again
(the subtle moments were getting by
Jess) and Gloria was on me like burden
on a donkey.

I was cool for a while, small delensive
moves, but Gloria was strong and big and
she started Killing me. I got a litde des-
perate and threw a headlock on  the
woman, rolled her over my hip, and
her goddamn wig, which looked and felt
real to me, came off and she hit a high-
way marker and the wall. The building
shook. Rowlie started to boo. I turned to
ask him to please give me some slack and
was only to “give me” when Gloria
jumped on my head.

1 was on my knees, bent double, lace

smashed into the mat and she had the be-
ginnings of a hammer lock on my right
arm. Willie was saying little street things
like “Get his hngers . . . kneel on his
all . . . choke him . . ." and then there
was an arm around my throat. 1 didn’t
want to be choked, so I raised up and
flopped the two ol us over. I landed with
all my weight on Gloria’s stomach and
thorax and torso and on Willi¢'s breasts,
It knocked the air out of her, but Willie
yelled, "Don’t let go.” and she didn't. 1
was slippery with the archetypal sweat ol
a man losing and I was trving to use that
o slip Iree and I think I might have made
it if she hadn’t thrown a neat and painful
scissors around my legs. Rowlie was laugh-
ing and dicking, Willie was slapping his
knee and Gloria worked the rightside
hammer lock o a half nelson, and when
I reached over and back with my left arm
to undo it, she turned it into a [ull nelson
and then it was all over except for the of-
ficial birthday porwait that Rowlie was
now standing for.

“Turn his head a litle this way,” he
asked Gloria and she did it

I couldn’t see Jess, but his laugheer was
over the line into manic stuff. Willie was
clapping and Rowli¢’s camera sounded
like Kerouac's typewriter. I made one

frantic oy o get loose, but it didn’t work,
and then I just lay theve belly up, pinned,
wying to believe that the universe was
unfolding the way it should whether |
knew it or not, and then finally feeling
like just another journalist in the down-
hill part of the 20th Century who knows
thae the heavy stull is going on in the
other room while he's pinned by forces
sleazier than he has drugs or meditations
for, wondering it this is 1t, if he could
possibly have been born o star in an old
dirty joke, ar 31, on Santa Monica Boule-
vard. in Los Angeles.

That was the bottom moment. After
that. nothing much bothered me (Willie
ordering muralsized prints,  Jess gig-
gling . . . Tina saying she wished I was
the Tuze . . ), it was all easy.

When we were on the sureet again,
Rowland told me o think of it as the
kind of experience that keeps a great
man humble. T wold him that if I'd
wanted to be humbled, T would have
wrestled a Buick or something, then I
asked him to burn the film. He said no,
and the only reason I mention any of
this is that I don’t want those particular
photographs tw fall into the hands of
either my Iriends or my enemies without
a true and complete explanation hooked
right to them.

“Miss, do you have to whistle while you work?”
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DEATH OF THE SALESMAN

upper-class missionary who, having ex-
perienced the good life, insists on bring-
ing it to the rest of us: “I remember it
was this whole thing about going into the
world versus staying in this valley that
was paradise on earth.”

Then, as now, it was a white-middle-
class paradise. The blacks in that very
Southern  Virginia county must  have
numbered among their lesser  depriva-
tions the fact that they were not allowed
to  attend  Remnmie’s  segregated  high
school. He does not remember writing
any editorials in the school paper about
local race problems, and yer “national
race problems” were the main reason he
felt the rest of the country needed saving.

When I pressed him on this. he got
angry: “Why are you making such a big
thing out of this? It has a lot 10 do with
my karma, my [amily, my sense of being
able 1o take on big projects, not small
projects, you know, get things done.”
And he added, in that inevitable blend-
ing of the missionary and the careerist,
“The cities were where it was at. . . I
was going out into the world. and the
world was going to be dark.”

If Rennie had accepted the 4-H schol-
arship offered him o study anmimal hus-
bandry at Virginia Polvtechnic, he might
have joined a [raternity and gone on to
become a bright young face in Kennedy's
agricultural program. He went instead to
Oberlin on the advice of his f(ather's
fricnds, who were active liberals and
thought Oberlin was more “with it.” And
it was the emerging generation of New
Leftists who were the most with it at a
place like Oberlin.

Rennic’s first political gura was Paul
Pouter, who was a vear abead of him and
who later became head of SDS. Paul was
putting together a campus political party
that soon became the cenier of action at
Oberlin. Rennie chose 1o be the “behind-
the-scenes organizer” who put the parey's
clection slate over the top. Then the sit-
ins began in the South, and his next guru
appeared: “Tom Hayden cime 1o town
and 1alked about our organizition’s be-
coming part of SDS. From there it has
been uphill ever since—from then 1
would say I have been full tume in the
movement. That's where my head was at
up until now.”

Rennie’s entry into the movement was
at the wop: “I was national from the be-
ginning. Onc of my first acts was 10 or-
ganize a national conlerence of campus
political parties. 1 went to the National
Student Association convention and then
joined the SDS leadership group.™

It was a heady time and no one was
likely to question the ability of a con-
fident young upper-middle-class white

996 male 1o save the poor and the blacks.

(continued from page 112)

The older generation of radicals that had
knocked about since the Thirties was dis-
missed as square, and its ideas as needless
imellectual  baggage: I didnt study
Marxism and felt that those groups
which did were stuffy. They were out of
the mainsiream, they were old and we
felt—I think there was even a touch of
arrogance in our style—we were the wave
of the future.”

When he chose the path of the New
Lelt, it was definitely with the sense that
it wits an upbeat career: “We didn’t feel
unequal to anybody in the socety. m-
cluding the wp executives we could have
been. If anything, we tended 1o look
down on them. We didn’t suffer Irom
any class problems—you know what 1
mean—we didn’t feel our of class with a
umiversity president or corporate head or
Government person or anything like
this.”

Rennie now recalls those days as times
ol sclfless puritanism. At one point, we
were talking in one of the back rooms ol
the guru’s national headquarters in Den-
ver, an old tombstone of a building
honeycombed with bustling offices. 1T had
spent a week with this vegetably holier-
than-thou crowd and was by then having
lecherous fantasies of beer and pizza. 1
confessed to Rennie that I've generally
thought of myself as being in large part
“corrupt,” or at least petty. It occurred
to me that Rennie seemed 1o have more
ambitious proportions in mind—that he
thought of himsell as 90 percent noble
and virtuous. With total seriousness he
corrected me o say that he had generally
tried to keep it at 100 percent. “1 did all
those things like sleeping with people,
drinking bourbon and beer, going to par-
ties,” he told me. “But it was like a very
sccondary thing, it was not my life. T felt
my life was gening to an ofhce early and
staying there late, working very long
hours. The appetites T had were for the
movement.”

Anne Weills, who worked with Rennie
in Chicago, recalls a very different his-
tory: “Rennie needed women. He
couldn’t be alone for a day without a
woman to take care of him. He drank
more than anyone I knew in the move-
ment. Later he changed to dope and then
to acid, but whatever it was, it was al-
ways much more than the average person.
He was an addictive personality. T think
he was terrified of being alone, of con-
fronting himsell and secing who he
really was.”

The Chicago demonstration and trial
of 1968-1969 was the time of his tnime,
“Dustin Hoffman was going to play me
in the film version of the wial.” Better
Audie Murphy. Rennie was the grand
mediator of the political lelt and 1he
Yippies. between the old and the young.

Never offensive, all things to all people,
he came 1o be known for his ability to
hold 1hings together, ¢ven when they
should. perhaps, have come apart.

It all began to come visibly apart after
the wial. For Rennie, it was a break with
his guru, Tom Havden. Hayden's mem-
oirs of the tnal recall this debate: “Dur-
ing and after the trial, we argued over
the future of the conspiracy. Differences
cmerged around whether we should be-
come a permancnt leadership group in
the movement. The Yippies wanted a
kind of American Apple Corporation:
conspiracy books, posters, records, sweat
shires, and so I'hey and Rennie
wanted the conspiriacy to be a kind of
high command of the revolution.” The
main obstacle 1o all this was the develop-
ing militance of radical women amid a
rising annovance with “media heavies.”
Havden split 1o begin organizing in
Berkeley and Rennie had a guru crisis.
This ume he chose a Vietmamese: Mad-
ame  Binh, the spokeswoman for the
N.L.F. in Paris. She was, conveniently, a
woman, which helped undercur criticism
of his leadership from the women’s move-
ment. He made no fewer than 15 per-
somal visits to Madame Binh and, in
what must be the ultimate derogation of
women'’s political leadership, came to see
her not as a political revolutionary but as
his mother.

It was Rennie's particular arrogance to
parlay his Viemamese contacts into a
unigque pipeline. so thin when he spoke.
it was ol “their” mind. not his. Auack
him or his latest scam and you attack the
Fietnamese. 1 have just spoken on the
phone to Madame Binh, who assured me
thar . . was the Lamiliar salutation
that led into a typical Rennie speech
telling the audience 10 go somewhere
to do something.

I recall coming back to New York after
almost a month in North Vietnam to be
met by Rennie at the airport. breathless
to get in on the act. Ignoring the fact that
only days before 1 had been in Hanoi, he
pressed me to endorse his latest scheme—
because the Vietnamese wanted it, he
said—und was unaffected when 1 said 1
had spoken to Pham Van Dong and he'd
pointedly told me that it was not their
business 1o direat the activity of Ameri-
can radicals. “Summarize your own expe-
riences,” had been the advice of the
Vietnamese prime minister,

The  national  imtiwar  movement
reached its apex after the Chicago trial in
the spring of 1970 with the huge Cambo-
dian-invasion demonstrations and a final
massive mobilization that [all, but even
then the time had passed for that style.
People seemed generally burned out by
the big march, the national action with its
media build-up around key persomalities,
and were searching for more meaningful,
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If Beethoven were alive today, hed be recordmg
on“Scotch brand recording tape.

Beethoven was a genius. But he So. next time you record something
was even more than that. take a hint from the master.
He was a pro. Use “Scotch™ brand —the Master Tape.

He was tough and demanding
and insisted on perfection in every-
thing he did. Just like the pros in to-
day’s music business. The people who
may be putting a hundred thousand
dollars on the line when they walk into
a studio to put down a record.

And nearly 80% of all master
recording studios use “Scotch™brand
recording tape.

What else would Beethoven
record on?
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less elitist forms of organizing.

The next few years witnessed the fitful
and increasingly desperate attempt by
Remmie to lead a mythical youth army into
a nationally spotlighted  Armageddon.
There was enough momentum lelt for
the 1971 May Day action in Washington,
where 13.000 people were arrested. But
after that, any attempt to rally the
roops [ailed. Even May Day saw Rennie
increasingly isolated from his older
friends and peers and working lor support
with a weird mixture ol 1eenagers. police
agents and Yippies. Typical of this mé-
lange was Larry Canada, who became
Rennie’s roommate in the months before
the event and ended up bank-rolling
much of it. It was this same Canada who
later put Rennie in touch with the guru
and came up with the S20,000 lor his
eventful trip o India.

Rennie was searching for [unds for
May Day, so the story goes, and heard
about a rich freak—Canada—who had
married an heiress 10 the Lilly fortune
and lived on a communal Lwrm in Indi-
ana. He was heavily into the hippie scene
and decfinitely nonpolitical, but Rennie
went to the [arm and. according o one
confidant, “sold Larry on the excitement
of May Day as a military Happening.” In
addition to contributing large amounts
of money for the event, Canada got very
heavily into the military-theatrical logis-
tics contemplated for May Day, none of
which ever seemed o come off. (He was
one of the geniuses behind the plan o
“invade” Washington via the Potomac
with a fleet ol canoes.)

As he passed his 30th birthday that
same May, Rennie began o adopt all the
trappings of the youth culture. The boy-
nexi-door imige was simply dropped and
the acid freak, stringing necklaces of
corks and beads, emerged. Rennie ook
his first acid at the time ol the Chicago
trial, having put it down for a number of
vears. According to many who worked
with him on May Day, he was high most
of the time, a practice that continued up
to the time of his religious conversion al-
most two years later.

Predictably, he turned to Yoko Ono
for his next guru figure. Elaborate plans
were made to launch a nationwide 1our-
ing company. Jerry Rubin would play in
the band, there would be a light show
and Rennie would speak. But Yoko tired
of his plans and abruptly dropped him.

By his account, the central problem in
Rennie’s life then was the intrusion ol the
women’s movement into his relationship
with Sue Gregory, the woman he “had
been searching for all my life and finally
found.” Although they were “meant to
be together,” they fought a great deal
and were actually apart most of the time.
What followed was one ol those sad, bi-
zirre  jokes of the movement's worst

23g times. There would be fitful aempts at

role reversal; Rennie would stay home
and watch  Susan’s seven-year-old son
while Susan went out and gave speeches.
To be accurate, it should have been called
reverse elitism, Susan’s cliim to expertise
being that she lived with Rennie. And,
indeed. her speeches would center on
such phrases as “When Rennie last spoke
to the Vietnamese. . ..

All such tensions, it appears, have now
left Rennie and Susan's life. “Our rela-
tionship is perfect right now™; they are
accountable only to the lowus feet of the
Guru Maluraj Ji. Susan converted soon
alter Rennie. They live in separate
ashrams in Denver. Susan has her son and
Rennte has his work—as well as his new
love, Annie Bishop, a singer in the guru's
rock band. She is considered by premies to
have been the Virgin Mary in a past life,
while Rennie was Saint Mark.

« e .
After the success of May Day, Rennie
wis to go through one dismal failure
after another, cach of which heightened
his sense of isolation and impotence. The
movement was also going through hard
times. The national scene, particularly
alier the moratorium of 1969, had in-
creasingly become a floating crap game.
It was attracting the more disturbed ele-
ments  thirsting lor a quick shot of
power—rising  cgomaniacs  {ully  con-
vinced that without the sripe of a na-
tiomal action one didn’t count. And
as subsequent wials have shown, there
was @ large contingent of paid Govern-
ment agents. This group grew absurdly
large in proportion to the dwindling
number ol stable New Left people willing
to participate in national demonstrations,
The various Watergate investigations
have provided an abundance of evidence
on the increasingly paranoid response of
the Nixon Administration during this
period  oward  demonstrators. There
scem to have been literally thousands of
police agents posing as gay  radicals,
crazies, veterans, hippies. There must
have been more than one occasion in
that period between Mayv Day and the
AMliami convention when Nixon's para-
noia and the movement’'s hostility to
nmational  politics  intersecied 1o leave
Rennie Davis alone in a room totally
filled with various Government agents,
all frantically plotting a strategy of just
one more demonstration 1o overthrow
the Government. Since these agents most
olten did not know one another’s iden-
tity, their comulative reports must have
been ruly alarming 1o the President.

In the immediate aftermath of May
Day, Rennie what  nommystical
people might call a nervous breakdown.
His vulnerability and isolation had got-
ten (o him, at least temporarily, and he
retreated 1o that boundilul valley in

had

Virginia. This time 1o a small shack, all
that remained ol the family estate.

He bounced back for his last hureah in
Miami during the 1972 Presidential con-
ventions, But it got really rough, with
Rennie  cauglht  among  Yippies  and
Zippies, women's lib, gay lib, militant
and moderate blacks, all trving to lead an
army that had no basis of unity in pro-
gram. nation or class, and probably in
agreement on only one thing: They didn't
want cither Remnie or Nixon to lead
them. It was here that his last constitu-
ency. “youth,” finally nirned against him.
The college students had stayed home,
and the few thousand sureet kids who were
there scofled ar his moral appeal. The
bottom had fallen out of the market for
a 3l-vear-old male movement heavy.

“I'm very isolated now and I don’t
wint to be isolated anymore,” he told
George Kasiaficas, an antiwar activist ac
the Miami demonstrations. When George
suggested that what was needed was a
more respousible leltist political organi-
zation, Rennie snapped back, “George,
there are more people in this country into
Eastern religion than into Marxism.”

He lound reliel from all this in a 42-
day fast during which the real or pure
Rennice seemed to emerge. Free of the
problems of cating, sex or physical move-
ments, it “reduced all of my activities to
the essential work of the demonstration.”
Shari Whitehead, who [asted with him,
recalls that he “even increased the
amount ol time he spent hustling on the
phone, holding press conlerences and
dealing at endless meetings.” To the end,
the Justice Department would deal only
with Rennie, it, too, being a creature of
habit. But events were beyond his or
is conwol. New realities, forces and
batdegrounds were setting in. The st
dent movement had done its work. The
Cold War was ending and with it, for the
time, certain types of demonstrations.

It is an ivony of that period that. while
Nixon's belated recognition of China,
the Viemnam cease-fire and Watergate all
confirmed the essential accuracy of the
left's analysis and should have provided
movement people with new energy. it
had. for some, the opposite effect. Tt dis-
ortented those, like Rennie, who had
come 10 view politics not in terms of the
advance of popular awareness but as
the preservation of familiar rituals or
activities and their own unique roles.

Alter Miami, Rennic showed up brielly
in Galifornia before the [all election to
work with the Indochina Peace Cam-
paign as a sccondary speaker, appearing
where Jane Fonda or Tom Hayden
couldn’t make it. He wis going through
the motions only, though, giving the
same speech again and again 1o school
crowds that in most cases numbered
fewer than 50. He disappeared for days




on end, was rambling in his delivery and
generally distracted.

Bruce Gilbert, an 1.P.C. coordinator
who traveled with Rennie, noticed that
“he tended 1o get more and more crazed
and started alfecting a sort of crypto-
English accent.”

Jane Fonda recalls sharing a stage with
him in Orange County. A Jesus freak
heckled them during her talk and out
of nowhere Rennie started screaming,
“Jesus Christ is the Viet Cong! Jesus
Christ is the Viet Cong!”

One night he went out to look
the sunset and didn’t show up until late
the next day. having in very un-Rennie-
like fashion nussed a speaking engage-
ment. A lew days Later, he wandered ofl
into Yosemite and, when he emerged,
abruptly canceled a string of speaking
engagements.

In any event. the Vietnamese made it
through without Rennie and the cease-
lire was signed. With that, the last thread
connecting him with the political world
of the New Lelt snapped. It was at the
very time ol the peace agreement that
he made his last pilgrimage 1o Madame
Binh in Paris. There, Linry Canada intro-
duced him 10 some ol the guru’s andes
and they all “just went on to India.” Exit
the Vietnamese, enter God. This could
occur because Rennie had never viewed
the Viemamese as political revolutionar-
ies but rather as part of a Happening—
or at best oas sulfering, innocent, pure
children. For him. the cease-lire meant
that they had entered adulthood. They
spoke directly 1o Kissinger, no longer
needing his  mtercession. Miami had
spelled the end of a particular type ol
whitevouthled sirect action and  the
cease-fire (and Nixon's visit to Peking)
had spelled the end lor this particular
knight-errant.

The revolution would not come 1o
America within two years, as Rennie and
some others had expected. A more seri
ous and sustained political style was re-
quired. But this did not fit in with
Rennie’s messianic view of himsell. Jack
Davis, part of a May Day delegation to
Paris, was told by the Viemamese that
Rennie’s view ol politics “was too cata-
clysmic.” But it was precisely this cata-
clysmic vision that made Rennie run. The
imagery ol a monumental clash between
darkness and light, with massive disaster
followed by paradise, was his impetus. In
this titanic battle, he would mobilize the
forces of lLight.

With the ebbing of the Vietnam war,
polm(s could no longer feed Rennie's
vision. History had ceased to be person-
ally useful, so he went outside of history
and found a guru-god.

- - -

I last saw Rennie with his guru at the
ashram in Houston. prior to their “big-
gest-ever event.” He was once agiin
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obsessed, organizing office meetings with
city ofhcials, spelling out epic visions. We
tried to talk for several hours, but Rennie
wouldn’t depart from the party line. As
usual, we could not be alone. There was a
group ol the [aithful gathering around
and, aside from leeling creepy. | suddenly
felt a very nonprofessional sense of loss.
I was witnessing the desperition ol some-
one who, for all his very human [ailings,
had been a moral comrade. 1 realized
that in figuring out Rennie, 1 had taken
him on his own terms: a solitary pillar
of swength, an intact individualist. But
instead. here was someone so scared and
alone that he was willing to appear
1otally ridiculous. that he had suspended
all restraints of logic and friendship 1o
find some peace. It didn't maner whether
he was a New Lelt heavy, a proles-
sional athlete or & Houoston businessman,
the individualist fintasy that one could,
through personal heroics, alone ran-
scend the social environment and alier
the [acts ol lile and death on this planet
was doomed [rom (he onset. It is to be
expected that one who lives the American
dream as [ully as Rennie did should end
up dependent lor his salvation upon a
god who has an ulcer. It was equally to be
expected that his politics should become
suprahuman and divine—not a commun-
ion between him and other roughly equual
mortals but a personal dialog with his
very own god.

Rennie’s rarefied lile had become so di-
vorced from the stull of ordinary human
existence that his politics had become a
game. This is not without precedent in
carlier political movements. Lenin once
described some ol his contemporaries as
“petty bourgeois driven 1o lrenzy by the
horrors of capitalism. . . The instability
ol such revolutionism, its harrenness, and
its tendency 1o wurn rapidly into submis-
sion, apathy, phantasms, and even a fren-
zied infatuation with one bourgeots Lad or
another—all this is connon knowledee”

This frenzy and instability come 1o he
characteristic of mauny ol the speaker-
leaders of the lelt youth culture.

To Rennie, and @ good portion ol the
media that covered him. the movement
had consisted of himsell and several hun-
dred equally mobile and scll-conscious
young, white, mostly male radicals. With-
in that group there were at most a dozen
that he considered peers in any sense.
Those people hevond the chosen and
aware few thousamd were a vague blur
of stereotyped “constituencies”—street-
fighting youth, [reaks. campus radicals,
the poor, blacks and, of course, liberals
(read most people). Such a view is built
into the basic functioning of any speaker-
leader, whose position makes it almost
impossible to experience people in more
than two ways—as the handflul of locals
who appear at the wirport to greet him

240 and the large crowd waiting at the hall,

The whole shot usually takes up an eve-
ning, perhaps a few hows in the alier-
noon. and, il the schedule is relatively
relaxed, a sleep-over and breakfast before
dashing back o the airport. An early-
morning llight akes you o some other
small group waititg at an airport, and so
on for maybe two or three weeks. Then
it's back home o an even tighter, more
isolated group to whom you tell stories of
the outside world.

These are relationships ol calculated
shallowness—the  mystigque  is  depend-
ent upon their staying that way. The
speaker-eader  instinctively knows  that
to touch base by entering into more
complex relations with the locals would
mean the beginning of the end of an
nmage that in many ways is as satislying
as it is unreal. We are not dealing with a
leader in the sense of one who has risen
organically out ol the lile experiences ot
a people and who, through deep under-
sumcling of their needs, can aruculate
their hopes and lears. That category in-
cludes authentic leaders such as Ho Chi
Minh, Martin Luther King, Harrict
Tubman and even Mario Savio during
the Free Speech Movement days. But the
speakerdeader (and I have been there)
is of another ilk. His organic connection
is with the media and the only people
whose aspirations he really understands
amd caters 1o are reporters.

Ihe speaker-leader did not grow up
i the prinary context of a village, ex-
tended [amily or ethnic or class group-
ing within a city. He grew up in iront of
a relevision set. From thas box o child was
born. It was the TV that dehned the pa-
rameters ol reality, not the lolk stories ol
village elders or family tradition. That
which did not appear on TV by defini-
tion cither was Irivolous or did not exist.
Aund that which did appen was impor-
tnt in direct relation o the prime time
it received. The genius ol the speaker-
leaders s that they internalized this ruth
like o one else around them.

Rennie and the others olen
began conversations with me in the old
days with the phrase “Hey. Scheer, you
think the media would cover . .. 27 This
was in delerence 1o my heing an editor of
Ramparts and presumably in possession
ol some insights into media magic. The
sine qua non ol any action was the press
conlerence that would inevitably precede
it. Feeler phone calls would be made 1o
Iriends in the media 10 get their likely
reaction—would they come o such a con
lerence and how much play would it get?
I the press conlerence looked like a
bummer, then the inner group would
most likely move 1o off the action (or alter
it to make it appear more exciting o the
press). Jerry Rubin was good at gim-
micks that would titillate the media and
maybe supply a few good camera shots,

maoslt

but Rennie was the master of the grand
strategy that would hold the reporters’
interest. These were the bloated cam-
paign  promises that fell under such
rubrics as “election-year surategy” and
“people’s peace weary.” He had predicted
at a press conlerence that his October
1971 rally would be “the most important
wzathering of people in 25 vears.” The
New York Times Later reported: “Most of
the world failed 1o notice when the most
important  gathering in 25 vears was
postponed . .. on account of rain.”

The problem with all this is that to
swrender onesell o be simply bultered
by the fickle and co-optive forces of the
media is to take the path of insanity. It
is a process that destroys any real roots,
anger, love or joy in the speakerleader
and leaves him increasingly [renetic, up-
wardly spiraling into a shrill and ulti-
maicely broken record. It is a process that
substitutes  contrivance lor spontancity
and press notices for human affection. Tt
begins with the speaker hearing his own
voice, in mild schizophrenic detachment,
and ends in messianic flip-out where
the voice itsell assumes the dimensions
of vuth. The speaker-leader inevitably
reaches a point where he recoils [rom
that estrangement and challenges the role
that he is in or surrenders to it and ends
up going off the deep end. The human
brain has its own truth and when that is
tixed. it gives out extermal signs that
something is herserk.

3ut Rennie did not invent this culoure
ol ours and he must be numbered among
its victims. In what meaninglul sense was
there American life  outside
prime time that he could have inhab-
ited? In o basic way, Rennie did what
was expected of him from high school on.
He never really rebelled but rather ac-
cepted all of the prevatling myths ol suc-
cess. individuality, freedom and sexuality
that are dominant in 1his soctery.

It is not entirely a personal problem
tlat he found these wanting. nor that he
was incapable of developing a collective,
loving and nonexploitive  alternarive,
But it was his vanity to presume that he
alone could transcend this reality.

There are many religious and Jor mys-
tical experiences that Rennie could have
trned . hut none would have accepted
and maintained his privilege any better.
The kidgurugod has magically  trans-
formed Rennie’s sin ol elitism  into
blessed virtues ol divine service. He now
tanscends carthly aiticism by simply
terming his ambition God's will. And il
everyone else will only get plugged in by
receiving “the knowledge,” they too will
see that i is indeed God's will thin Ren-
nie Davis once again lly from campus to
campus with the word.

CVer an




“Round here, stranger, when ol’ Granny sez ‘Y’all come,’
by doggies, she means it!”
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- - - ?
did you invite me ¢
(continued from page 145)
six or seven years before, she had di-
vorced her hushand. Gilbert is “in the
middle of it,” she thought. She had been
“through it” and had “come out of it”
and was not hurt or lonely anymore and
had crowded her life with public troubles.
She was married to a newspaper column.

“Something really must be done about
him,” she said at last out loud to David
and Sarah, as she tried to follow Gilbert's
conversation that was full of wraps and
false exit lines. For his part, he snifled
when he spoke to them of Rachel.

“Very atractive woman. Very horing.
All women are boring. Sonia was a ter-
rible bore sometimes, carrving on, silly
cow. What of it? You may have remarked
it: I'm a bore. 1 must go. Thank vou,
Sarah and David, for inviting me and of-
fering me your friendship. You did invite
me, didn’t you? You did? I'm glad. 1
have no friends. The friends Sonix and 1
invited 1o the house were hers, not mine.
Old codgers. I must go home and feed
her dog.”

They watched him go off stiffly, a 40
year-old.

An outsider he was, of course, beciuse
of loss. One feels the east wind—she
knew that. But it was clear—as she de-
cided to add him 1o her worries—that he
must always have been that. He behaved
mechamically, click, dick, cick, like a
puppet or an orphan, homelessness being
his vanity. This came out when David
had asked him about his father and
mother in Rachel's presence. From their
glamces at each other, she knew they had
heard what he said many times before.
Out came his shot. the long lashes of his
childish eyes blinking fast:

“Never met the people.”

He was showing her a nasty wound.
He was born in Singapore, he siid. One
gathered the birth had no connection
with either Lather or mother. She tried o
be intelligent about the city.

“Never saw the place.”

The father became a prisoner of the
Japanese: The mother took him 1o
India. Rachel ried to be intelligent
about India.

“Don’t remember i

“The old girl"—his mother—sent him
home 1o schools. He spent his bovhood in
camps and dormitories. his armv life in
Nissen huts. He was 20 when he really
“met” his parents. At the sight of him,
they separated lor good.

No further answers. Life had been
doled out to him in accidental soup-
spoons. one at a time: he returned the
compliment by doing the same and then
erected silence like houses of cards, watch-
ing people wait for them to fall down.

How did the raw young man come to
be married to Sonia, an acuess at the wop
of the tree, 15 years older than he? “The

old girl knew her,” he said. She was his
mother’s friend. Rachel worried away at
it. She saw, correctly, a dramatic woman
with a clever mouth, a surrogate moth-
er—Dbut a mother astute in acting the part
among her scores of grand and famous
friends. Rachel had one or two [amous
Iriends, oo, but he snubbed her with his
automatic phrase:

"Never met him."”

Or: “Never met her”

And then Rachel, again correaly, saw
him standing in the doorway of Sonia’s
drawing room or bringing drinks per-
haps to the crowd like an uncouth son;
those wrists were the wrists of a growing
boy who silently jeered at the guests. She
heard Sonia dressing him down for his
Nissen-hut linguage and his bad man-
ners—which, however, she encouraged.
This was her third marriage and it had to
be original. That was the heart ol the
Gilbert problem: Sonia had invented
him; he had no innate right to what he
appeared to be, although he was 40.

So Rachel, who happened to be writ-
ing an article on broken homes, asked
him to come round and have a drink. He
walked across the park from his house to
hers. Av the door, he spoke his usual
phrase:

“Thank you [or inviting me. You did
invite me, didn't you: Well, I thank you.
We live on opposite sides ol the park.”
He said this like a marksman. “Very con-
venient. Not oo near.”

He went in.

“Your house is white and your dog is
white,” he said.

Rachel owned a dog. A very white fox
terrier came barking at him on a high,
glassy note, showing sharp teeth. Rachel
was wearing a pale-blue dress from her
throat 1o the tips ol her shoes and led
him into the sitting room. He sank into
a soft, silky sofa with his knees together
and politely inspected her as an inter-
esting collection of bones.

“Shall 1 ever get up from thisz” he
said, pating the sola. “Silly question.
Yes. 1 shall, ol course. I have come,
shortly T shall go.” He was mocking
someone's manners, perhaps hers. The
{fox rerrier, which had l[ollowed him into
the small and sunny room, sniffed long
at Gilbert's shoes and his vrouser legs and
stiffened when he swoked its head. The
dog growled.

“Iretty head,” he said. I like dogs’
heads.” He was staring at Rachel’s head.
Her hair was smooth, neat and Lair.

"1 remarked his feet on the hall floor,
tick, uick, tick. Your hall must be tiled.
Mine is carpeted.”

“Don’t he so aggressive, Sam,” said Ra-
chel gravely to the dog.

“Leave him alone,” said Gilbert. “He
can smell Tom, Sonia's Boston bull.
That's who you can smell, isn't it? He
can smell an enemy.”

“Sam is a problem,” she said. “Every-
one in the street hates you, Sam, don't




they? When you get out in the garden
you bark and bark, people open their
windows and shout at you. You chase
cats, you killed the Gregory boy’s rabbit
and bit the Jackson child. You drive the
doctor mad. He throws flowerpots at
you.”

“Stop nagging the poor animal,” said
Gilbert. And to the dog he said:

“Good for you, Be a nuisance. Be
yourself. Everyone needs an  encmy.
Absolutely.”

And he said to himself: She hasn’t for-
given hier husband. In her long dress she
had the composure ol the completely
smoothed-over person who might well
have nothing on underncath. Gilbert ap-
preciated this, but she became prudish
and argumentative.

“Why do you say ‘absolutely’?” she
said, seeing a distracting point for discus-
sion here, “Isn't that relative:”

“No,” said Gilbert with enjoyment. He
loved a row. “I've got an enemy at my ol-
fice. Nasty little creepy fellow. He wants
my job. He watches me. There's a new
job going—promotion—and he thinks I
want it. So he waiches. He sits on the
other side of the room and is peeing him-
sell with anxiety every time 1 move.
Pecing himself, yes. If 1 leave the room,
he goes to the door to sce 1f I'm going to
the director’s ofhice. If I do, he sweats.
He makes an excuse o go to the director
to sec il he can ind out what we've been
talking about. When I aun working on a
scheme, he comes over to look at it If I'm
working out costs, he starcs with agony at
the layout or the figures. ‘Is that Jame-
son's?” He can’t contain himself. "No, I'm
doing my income tax,” I tell him. He's
very shocked at my doeing that in oflice
hours and goes away relieved. He'll re-
port that to the director. Then a suspi-
cion strikes him when he is halfway back
to his desk and he turns round and comes
over again, panting. He doesn’t believe
me. ‘I'm turning inches into centimeters,”
1 say. He still doesn’t believe me. Poor
silly bugger.”

He laughed.

“Wasn't that rather cruel?” she said.
“Why centimeters?”

“Why notz He wants the French job.
Boring little man. Boring office. Yes.”

Gilbert constructed onc of his long
stlences.

Alter a while, he went on:

“He was the only one who came from
the ofhice to Sonia’s funeral. He brought
his wife—never met her before—and she
aied. The only person who did. Yes.
He'd never missed a show she was in.”

“So he isn't an enemy. Doesn’t that
prove my pointz” she asked solemnly.

Gilbert ignored this.

“They'd never met poor Sonia,” he
said. And he blinked very last.

“This is not room 205. This is room 305. No one
here ordered a blow job.”

“I never met your wife, either, you
know,” said Rachel carnestly. She hoped
he would describe her; but he described
her doctors, the lawyers who assemble
after death.

“What a farce,” he said.

He said, “She had a stroke in the thea-
ter. Her words came out backward. 1
wrote to her first two hushands. Only
one replied. The theater sent her to
the hospital-—damn fools. If you go to
the hospital, you die of pncumonia,
bloody hospital won't give you enough
piliows, you lie flat and you can’t get
your breath. What a farce. Her brother
came and talked, one ol those [at men.
Never liked the man.”

She said how terrible it must have
been.

“Did she recover her speech? They
sometimes do.”

"Asked,” he said, “for the dog, called
it God.”

He got up suddenly from the sofa.

“There! 1 have got up. 1 am stand-
ing on my feet. I am a bore,” he said. 1
shall go.”

As he left the room, the terrier came
snifling at his heels.

“Country dogs. Good ratters. Qught to
be on a farm.”

She plunged into a confidence to make
him stay longer.

“He used to be a country dog. My hus-
band bought him for me when we lived
in the country. I know,” she reverted to
a worry, “how important ¢nvironment is
to animals and 1 was going to let him
stay—but when you are living alone in
the city—well, there are a lot of bur-
glaries here.”

“Why did you divorce your husband?”
he asked as he opened the front door. 1
shouldn’t have asked. Bad manners. 1

apologize. I was rude. Sonia was always
on to me about that.”

“He went off with a girl at his office,”
she said staunchly.

“Silly man,” said Gilbert, looking at
the dog. “Thank you. Goodbye. Do we
shake hands? You invited me, now it is
my turn to invite you. That is the right
thing, of course it is. We must do the
right thing. I shall.”

Weeks passed before Gilbert invited
Rachel. There were difhculties. What-
ever he dedded by day was destroyed at
night. At night Sonia would seem to
come flying out of the park, saying the
house had belonged to her. She had paid
for it. She enumerated the furniture item
by item. She had the slow, languid walk
of her stage appearances as she went
suspiciously from room to room, asking
what he had done with her fur coats and
where were her shoes? “You've given
them to some woman.” She said he had a
woman in the house. He said he asked
only David and Sarah: She said she
didn’t trust Sarah. He pleaded he had
kept the dog. When he said that, her
ghost vanished, saying he staved the
poor thing.

One night he said o her, “I'm going to
ask Rachel, but vou'll be here.”

“1 damn well will,” she said. And this
became such a dogma that when, at last,
he asked Rachel to come, he disliked her.

His house was not as sedate as hers,
which had been repainted that year—his
not. His windows seemed to him—and
to her—to sob. There was grit on the
frames. When he opened the door to her,
she noted that the brass knocker had not
been polished and inside there was the
immediate cold odor of old food. The
hall and walls echoed their voices and
the air was very still. In the sitting room,
the seats ol the chairs, one could see, had
not been sat on for a long time, there was
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dust on the theatrical wallpaper. Hear-
ing her, Sonia’s dog, Tom, came scrab-
bling the stair carpet and rushed into
the room hysterically at both of them,
skidding on rugs, snorting, whimpering,
and made at once lor her skirts, got
under her legs and was driven ofl onto a
sola ol green silk, rather like hers, but
now [rayed where the dog's claws had
caught.

=Ml the sola, Tom,” said Gilbert. The
dog ignored this and snuflled rom its
squat nose and gazed from wet eyes thae
were like enormous marbles. Gilbert
picked up a rubber bone and threw it o
the dog. Down it came and the racing
romul the room began again. Rachel
held her glass in the air for safety’s sake
and the dog jumped auv it and made her
spill whiskey on her dress. In this confu-
sion they tried to talk.

“Sonia liked being phowographed with
Tom,” he said.

“I saw her on the stage only once. She
was very beautiful,” she said. "It must
have been twelve years ago. Gielgud and
another acior called Slade were in 1. Or
perhaps it wasn't Slade. Oh, dear! My
memory!”

“Her second husband,” he said.

He picked up the dog’s rubber bone.

The dog rushed to him and seized it.
Man and dog pulled at the bone.

“You won't get it. You want it,”
suid Gilbert while she seemed 10 hear
her hushand say, “Why can’t you keep
vour mouth shut il you 't remember
things?” And Gilbert, grinning in his
struggle with the dog, said:

“She always had Tom slecp on our
bed. He sull does. Won't leave it. He's
on it even when I come back from the
ofhce.”

“"He sleeps with you:"
shudder.

“I come home. 1 want somecone to
talk 0.

“Whit d’'you do with him when you
go o vour office?” The dog pulled and
snorted. The woman who came in and
cdeaned looked after the dog, he said.
And went on:

“Your house has three stories, mine has
two, otherwise the same. I've got a base-
ment lull of rubbish. T was going to turn
it into a flat, but Sonia got worse. Futile.
Yes. lile is [utile. Why not sell the damn
place? No point. No point in anyvthing,.
I go 10 the ofhice, come back, feed the
dog and gev drunk. Why notz Why go on?
Why do you go on? Just habit. No sense
inae”

she sard with a

“Shakespeare? I've a little room in the back, sir.”

“You do go on,” she said.

“The dog,” he said.

I must find some people for him o
meet. He can't go on like this, she
thought. It is ghastly.

When she lelt, he stood on the door-
step and said:

“My house. Your house. They're worth
lour times what we gave Tor them. There
it is.”

She decided 10 invite him o dinner to
meet some people—but whom could she
ask? He was prickly. She knew dozens of
people, but. as she thought of them,
there seemed. for the hrse time, o be
something wrong with all of them. In the
end, she invited no one to meet him.

On a diet, silly cow, 2 thought when
she came to the door, but he fell back on
his usual phrase as he looked about the
empty room.

“Did you mvite me? Or shall T go
away? You did invite me. Thank you.
Thank you.”

“I've been in Vienna with the Flad-
gates. She is a singer. Friends of David
and Sarah.”

“Fladgates> Never  hewrd  of  the
people,” he said. “Sonia insulted some-
one in Vienna. 1 was drunk. Sonia never
drank anvthing—that made her insults
worse. Did your hushand drinkz”

“Indeed not.”

He sat down on the sofa. The eve-
ning—>Sonia’s time. He expected Sonia to
Ity in and sit there watching this woman
with all her “problems” hidden chastely
except for one foor, which tipped up and
down in her shoe under her long dress.
But—to his surprise—Sonia did not
come. The terrter sat an Rachel's lecet.

“How is your enemy:” she said as they
drank. “The man in the oihice.”

“He and his wile asked me 1o dinner,”
he said.

“That's kind.” she said.

“People are kind.” he sad. “I've re-
marked that.”

“Does he still watch yous"

“Yes. You know what it was? He
thinks I drink too much. He thinks I've
got a boule in my desk. It wasn't the
job that was worrying him. We are
wrong about people. T am. You are. Every-
one is."”

When they went in 1o dinner, candles
were on the table.

Bloody silly having candles, he said to
himseli. And when she came in with the
soup, he said:

“We had candles. Poor Sonia threw
them out the window once. She had to do
itin aplay.”

The soup was iced and white and there
was something in it that he could not
make out. But no salt. That’s it, he
thought, no salt in this woman. Writes
about politics and things all day and for-
gets the sale. The next course was white,
too, something chopped or minced with
something peculiar, goodness knew what.




It got into his teeth. Minced newsprint,
he thought.

“Poor Sonia couldn’t cook at all,” he
said, pushing his food about, proud ol
Sonia. “She put dishes on the floor near
the stove, terrible muddle, and rushed
Lack to hear what people were saying.
and then an awful bloody stink came
from the kitchen. I used to go down and
the potatoes had burned dry and Tom
had cleared the plates. Bloody starvation.
No dinner.”

“Oh, no!”" she said.

“[ live on chops now. Yes." he said.
“One, sometimes two, every day, say ten
a week. Am 1 being a bore? Shall I goz”

Rachel had a face that had been set for
years in the sume concerned expression.
That expression now fell to pieces from
her Torchead to her throat. Against her
will, she laughed. The laugh shook her
and was loud; she felt hersell being
whirled into a helpless state from the
oes upward. Her blood whirled, too.

“You laughed!” he shouted. “You did
not protest. You did not write an article.
You Lghed. T could sce your teeth. Very
good. I've never seen you laugh belore.”

And the dog barked at them.

“She laughed!” he shouted at the dog.

She went out to make coffee. very an-
noyed at heing trapped into laughing.
While he waited, the dog sat, undecided,
cars pricked. listening for her and waich-
ing him like a sentry.

“Rats,” whispered Gilbert wo the dog.
It stood up sharply.

“Poor bhastard. What a life,” he said.

The dog barked angrily at him and
when she came in, he said, “I told your
dog he ought to be on a furm.”

“You said that belore. Let us have col-
fee next door,” she said. They moved
into the next room and now she sat on
the sola while she poured the coffec.

“Now you are sitting on the sofa. I'm
in this armch he said, thinking ol
life tactically. “Sonia moved about, too.
I used to waich her going into a room.
Where will she sit nextz Damned if I ever
got it right. The same in restaurants. ‘Let
us sit here,” she'd say, and then when the
waiter came to her chair, she'd say, "No
not here. Over there.” Never knew where
she wis going to settle. Like a fly. She
wanted attention. OF course. That was it.
Quite right.”

“Well.,” she said coldly,
actress.”

“Nothing 10
“Womun."”

“Nonsense,” she said, hating to be
called a woman, and thought, It's my
rn now.

“My husband,” she said, “traveled the
whole time. Moscow, Germany, Copen-
hagen, South Africa; but when he got
home, he was never still, pusinf_-, o the
animals on the farm, showing off to
barns, fences, talking French and Ger-
man to birds, pretending to be a country
gentleman.”

“she was an

do with it.” he said.

“Let the poor man alone.” he said. “Is
he still alive?”

“I told you,”
vou with it all.”

She was astonished to find herself
using his word and that the full story of
her husband and herself she had planned
to tell, and which she had told so many
people, sll(klt:nl}' lost interest. And yet,
anyway, she thought, why shouldn’t I tell
this man about 1t* So she started, but she
made a muddle of it. She got lost in the
details. The evening, she saw, was a [ail-
ure. He yawned.

If there was one thing Rachel could
honestly say. it was that she had not
thought of her husband for years. She
had not lorgotten, but he had become a
generality in the busyness ol her life. But
now, alter the evening when Gilbert
came to dinner, her hushband came to lile
and plagued her. If an airplane cime
down whining across the wide London
sky. she saw him sitting in it—back [rom
Beirut, Cape Town, (.Lulwnllzlgcn-——de—
scending not upon her but upon another
woman. Il she took the dog lor a run in
the park, the cuddling couples on the
grass beciome him and that young girl; if
babies screamed in their prams, they
were his children; if a man threw a ball,
it was he; if men in white flannels were
playing cricket, she wondered if he were
among them. She imagined sudden, cold
meetings and ran through tirades ol hot
dizlog. One day she saw a procession of
dogs, panting and tails up, following a
IJllLll with a foolish grin ol wet teeth in
their jaws, and Sam rushed after them:
She went red in the lace shouting at him.
And yer she had goue to the park in
order o calm herself and to be alone.
The worst thing that could happen
would be to meet Gilbert, the cause of
this; but, like all malevolent causes, he
never showed his face. She had wished to
do her duty and be sorry for him, but not
for him to become a man. She feared she
might be on the point of talking about
this to a woman, not a woman she knew
well—that would be disastrous—but, say,
to some woman or girl sitting alone on a
park scat or some woman in a shop: a
confidence she would regret all her life.
She was touchy in these days and had a
row with the doctor who threw flower-
pots at her dog. She petted the animal.
“Your head is handsome,” she said, strok-
ing its head, “but why did you go alter
that silly bitch?’ The dog adored her
when she said this. “You're vain,” she
said to it.

Gilbert did go 1o the park. but only on
Saturdays, when the aowds came. He
liked sceing the picnics, the litter on the
grass; he stood still with pleasure when
habies screamed or ice cream dripped.
He grinned at boys throwing water from
drinking fountains and [amilics trudg-
ing, drunks lying aslecep and far girls
lying hall on wop of their men and tick-
ling their faces with grass. “"The place is

she said. "I won’t bore
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Round 96" sets, fitted, $45.00

No Charge For Postage

Send check or money order
% deposit on C.0.D.’s

REGAL SATINS, INC.
46 Broadway
Long Branch, N.]J. 07740

Dept. P
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America's seco

TRANSATLANTIC YOUTH/
TUDENT FARES PLUS:

1Y An AirPass for Unlimited
g Travel Around Europe/Israel.

It's allin the FREE 210 page 1974
Official Student Travel Guide to

(\Y i ! U3 Europe/israel Call or write for it
Ay ,} [ 136 East 57th Street
Wy \mnwnozz Sulte1204

(212) PL

Do you know
what every man
wants?

For the answer
turn to page 45
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a damn bedroom. Why not? Where clse
can they go? Lucky, boring people. I've
got a bedroom and no one in it.”

One Saturday, after three days of rain,
he took his dog there and—wvould vou
believe it?—there the whole crowd was
again, still at it, on the wet grass. The
trouble with Sonia was that she thought
the park was vulgar and would never
go there—went once and never again,
hadn’t brought the right shoes.

He remarked this to his dog as he let
it off its leash. The animal scampered
round him in wide circles, came back to
him and then raced ofl again in circles
getting wider and wider, undl it saw a
man with string in his hand oving o fly
a kite. The kite was flopping on the
ground, rose 200 or 30 {ect in the air and
then dived again. The dog rushed at the
kite, but the man got it up again, higher
this dme. Gilbert walked toward the
man. “Poor devil, can’t get it up,” he said
as he walked. He got near the man and
watched his struggles.

Then the kite shot up high and Gil-
bert watched it raving there umil sud-
denly it swept away higher still. Gilbert
said: “Good lor him.” The boredom of
the grav alternoon was sweet. He lit a
cigarctte and threw the empty packet
onto the grass and then he lost sight of
the dog. When he saw it again. 1o was rac-
ing in a straight line toward a group of
trees by the lake. It was racing toward
another dog. A few yards away [rom the
dog, it stopped and pranced. The dog
was a terrier and stopped dead, then
came forward. They stood snifhng cach
other's tails and then jumped round
muzle o muzzle. They were growling,
the werrier barked and then the wwo dogs
flew at each other's necks. Their play had
turned o a war, their jaws were at each
other's necks and ears.

Gilbert saw at once it was Rachel's
dog: indeed. Rachel was running up.
shouting, “Sam! Sam!™ The fight was
savage and Tom had his teeth in.

“Stop them.” Rachel was shouting.
“Stop them. They'll kill cach other. He's
got him by the throat.”

And then she saw him: “You!”

Gilbert was enjoying the fight. He
looked around and picked up a stick that
had fallen [rom a tree.

“Stop them,” she shouted.

“Get yours by the collar, I'll get mine,”
he shouted o her.

“T can’t. Sam! Sam! Thev're bleeding.”

She was dancing about in terror, rying
to catch Sam by the legs.

“Not by the legs. By the collar, like
this, woman.” he shouted. “Don’t put
your arms round him, vou idiot. Like
this. Stop dancing abour.™

He caught Tom by the collar and
lifted him as both dogs hung on 10
each other.

“You're strangling him. 1 can't, I
can't,” she said. Gilbert brought his stick

g4 down hard on the muzzies of the dogs,

just as she was trying to grasp Sam again.

“You'll kill them.”

He brought the stick down hard
again. The dogs yelped with pain and
separated.

“Get the leash on,” he said, “you fool.”

Somchow she managed it and the two
dogs now swrained o get at each other.
The terrier's white neck and body were
spotted with blood and smears of it were
on Rachel's hands.

Gilbert wiped their spic off his sleeve.

They pulled their dogs yards apart and
she stared at him. It infuriated her that
he was laughing at her with pure pleas-
ure. In their stares, they saw cach other
clearly and as they had never seen each
other before. To him, in her short skirt
and her shoes muddied by the wet grass,
her hair disordered and the blood risen
to her pale lace, she was a woman. The
grass had changed her. To her, he was
not a pitiable arrangement ol widower's
tricks but a man on his own. And the
park itself changed him in her eyes: In
the park he. like everyone clse there,
scemed o be human. The dogs gave one
more heave 1o get at each other.

“Lie down, Sam.” Gilbert shouted.

She lifted her chin and was free 10 hate
him lor shouting at her animal.

"Look alier vouwrs. He's dangerous,”
she called back, angered by the [riendli-
ness of his lace.

“Damn silly dogs enjoved it. Good for
them. Are you all vight? Go up to the
kiosk and get a drink—if I may. I'll fol-
low you up . . . see you're all right.”

“No, no.” she put out a loud moan—
far 0o loud. “He's bleeding. T'll take
him home.” and she turned to look at
the park. “What a mess people make.”
And now. walking away, made a final
accusation:

“I didn’t know you brought your dog
here”

He watched her go. She turned away
and dragged (the strugeling wevvier over
the grass uphill from the lake. He
wiatched her walking unsteadily.

Very auractive figure, he thought. Silly
cow. Better go home and ring her up,

He turned and on the way back to his
house. he could still see her dancing
about on the grass and shouting. He
went over the scene again and repeated
his conclusion: She's got legs. A woman.
Must be. Full ol life. She was still dane
ing about as he put a bowl of water down
tor the dog. It drank noisily and he gave
it another howl and then he washed the
dog’s neck and looked at its car. “Noth-
ing much wrong with you.” he said. He
fed the animal and seon it jumped onto
the sofa and was instantly snorting, and
whimpering and shaking into sleep.

I must ring her up, yes, that is what I
must do.

But a neighbor answered and said Ra-
chel had gone 1o the ver and she had
come back in a terrible stime and had
gone to bed with one ol her migraines.

“Don’t bother her,” he said. "I just
rang to ask how the dog was.”

Rachel was not in bed. She was stand-
ing beside the neighbor and when the
call was over, she said:

“*What did he say="

“He asked about the dog.”

“Is thau allz”

S¥es

This fabbergasted her.

In the middle of the night she woke up
and when her stupelaction passed, she
damn well wished he were there so that
she could say, “It didn’t occur to you to
apologize. I don’t like being called a fool.
You assume too much. Don’t think I care
a damn about yowr dog.” She was an-
noyed 1o leel a shudder pass through her.
She got out of bed and. looking out of
her window at the black wrees, saw herself
racing across the park 1o his house and
pulling that dog of his off his bed. The
things she said! The language she used!
She kicked the dog out of the room and
it went howling downstairs. She went
back 1o bed weak and surprised at her-
sell, because, belore she realized it, Sam
became Tom in her mind. She lay there
stifl. awake, alone. Which dog had she
kicked: Sam or Tom?

In  his house. Gilbert locked up,
poured himself a sirong whiskey. then a
second. then a third. Uncertain of whom
he was addressing. Rachel or Sonia, he
said. “Silly cow,” and blundered drunk-
ish to hed. He woke up at five very cold.
No dog. The bed was empty. He got out
of bed and went downstairs. For the first
time since Sonia had died. the dog was
asleep on the sofa. He had forgotten to
leave his door open.

In the morning. he was startled to hear
Sonia’s voice saving to him in her stage
voice: “Send her some llowers, ask her 1o
dinner and stop pitving yoursell.”

So he sent the Howers and when Ra-
chel rang o thank him, he asked her to
dinner—at a restaurant.

“Your house. My house,"
“Two dogs.”

There was a long silence and he could
hear her breath bristling.

“Yes. I think it has to be somewhere
clse.” she said. And added: “As you say,
we have a problem.”

And after this diuner
she said:

“There are so many problems. I don't
really know vou.™”

They wlked all summer and people
who came regularly to the restaurant
made up stories about them and were
quite put out when in October they
stopped coming. All the proprictor had
heard was that they had sold their
houses—in fact, he knew what they'd
ot [or them. The proprietor had bought
Somia’s dog. There was a terrvier. too,
he said, but he didn’t know what had
happened o that

he said.

and the next.



LISTEN,
SWEETIE -
AT FIRST
THEY DIDN'T
APPRECIATE
TCHAIKOVSKY,
EITHER?

YOoU
SAY THAT
THIS 15 THE W
BIGGEST THING
ON THE MUSIC
SCEME,
SOLLY 2

BY HARVEY KURTZMAN AND WiLL ELDER

WHAT WITH THE UNUSUAL INCIDENCE OF
DRUGS, CRIMES OF PASSION, HOMOSEXDALITY,
PUBLIC NUDITY AND NOW FREAK ROCK, THIS
WILL GO DOWN AS THE DECADENT DECADE ---
WHICH BRINGS Us TO OUR HEROINE, OUT ON
THE TOWN WITH HER AGENT, SOLLY. THEY’'RE
WATCHING A DECADENT ROCK GROUP AT A
PARTICDLARLY DECADENT NIGHT SPOT, CALLED
‘IHE OVAL OFFICE EAST. AND THEN —

MNUMBER --- |
LIXE IT? THE
TUNE 18N'T 50

GoOoD, BUT | LOVE

AMMIE, MEET
THE DOLLIES? | HAMDPLE
THEM EXCLUSIVELY ! AREMN'T
THEY STUNNING ?2

'» 772
irs

THEY'RE THE MOST
GORGEOUS GROUP ON THE ROCK
SCENE, INCLUDING THE

KING FAMILY.

MAN, AM
I FAGGED? /i

HELP ME UMSMNAP MY
BRA, MARVIN.

AS SOON AS

1 STOP THIS RUN 1IN MY

STOCKING, ARTHUR.
LET'S ){'_ :
GO WATCH
MY OTHER
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AND HE RUNS ON
A.C.OR D.C.!}

TIME
FOR HIS
NEXT NUM -
BER! wATCH!
LL

LOVE THIS?
I'™M GOING
TO PLUG
HIM

HOW CA
1EXPLAIN IT?
You LOOK
WONDERFUL
AND THATS
AWFUL?

SAY HELLO TO iGGY POO, ANNIE.

soLLY! HE's
SO CALM OFFSTAGE -~
ALMOST LIKE A REGULAR
HUMAN BEING?

CAN HE PUCKER
LIKE MICK £ HE's NO GOOD

UNLESS HE CAN PUCKER LIKE

MICK? THESE DAYS WE
NEED ORIGINALITY?

“THERE'S ALICE?
ALICE, BABY !
AND HE’s T e

WAITING ALICE DOES A
IN THE ) NUMBER WHERE HE
OFFICE - THROWS A FIT WHILE

HANDLE HiM

0 B FIGUTING HIS THIRTY-FOOT

PYTHON, AND THEN HE
HANGS HIMSELF! WHAT

A MUSICIAN?

~ | MEAN, PERFORMERS :
TODAY ARE VERY FREAKY -+ NOT
LIKE THE AVERRGE EVERYDAY PERSON
YOU SEE ON THE STREET?

NOTH-
ING
TURNS
HidM ON
BUT ELEC-
TROMNICS +~
GUITARS,
SPEAKERS,
AMPS, ORGAN
BUT WHAT
REALLY TURNS
HiM ON ARE
THE MASSIVE
ELECTRIC
SHOCKS TO THE
SPINAL CORD
THAT HE
GETS FROM
THIS WIKE
ATTACHED
TOHIS
As5S.

ME LP
ALITTLE
HIGHER,

AVERAGE
EVERYDAY




HAVE YOU SEEN THE NEW ALBUM,
SOLLY 2 IT'Ss DESIGNED TO LOOK LIKE
A PAIR OF DIRTY UNDERWEAR?!

-+ SEE ? THE FLY ACTUALLY

UN-BUTTONS -

(YAwWN)
JUST ANOTHER
MUGGINGRAPE?

WHATSALLTHE
EXCITEMENT?

HEY!
KEEPIT OOWN!

THERE's A SHOW

GOING ON OUT

THERE'S A MOUTH INSIDE THE
FLY. YOU OPEN THE MOUTH AND
PULL OUT A LONG GREEN TONGULE
YOU CAN BLOW UP INTO A BALLOON
WITH MY NAME ON IT!? AND THEN
AS YOU OPEN THE ALBUM, A HUGE,

PoP-UP COCKROACH Jumps

OUT - AND THEN —

50 WHAT’S
ON THE RECORD,
SWEETIE?

LEAPIN’ LIZARDS,

SOLLY - DON'T TELL ME YOU'RE GOING

TO MAKE HIM WALK TO A HOSPITAL ?
- IN HIS CONDITION ?7

HOsSPITAL,
HELL?! ' GOING TO MAKE
Fird WALK ONSTAGE? IN

HIS CONDITION, IF HE CAN JUST

OPEN HI5 MOUTH AND SCREAM

FOR HELP, HE'LL BEA
TTSMASH/!

RECORD ? ++» RECORD ?--OH,
My GOD! WE FORGOT TO

“TINCLUDE a
RECORD #*

Y WHAT'S GOING ON
M BACK THERE IN THE
DFFICE?

THEY JUMPED
ON HIM! THEV STOMPED

{ HIM WITH THEIR PLATFORM

SHOES! SOLLY! IS HE
" DEAD R

KID? CAN YOU
HEAR ME, KID 2 -~ CAN
YOU GET UP AND WALK Z CAN
YOU CARRY YOUR
GUITAR, KID?
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PLAYBOY
READER SERVICE

Write to Playboy Reader Service for
answers to your shopping questions.
We will provide you with the name
of a retail store in or near your city
where you can buy any of the spe-
cialized items advertised or edito-
rially featured in pLavyBOY. For
example, where-to-buy information is
available for the merchandise of the
advertisers in this issue listed below.

B 5 Pl =

WaHn ik sy : ¥ Hetween 1 0;1;]!1!._!
Tasselblul Comoras . d vaa o A-15
Jagzunr Auto E
Jockey Underwes

v
Trivmph Auto . . ... .
Al vokewaren Antn ..
Kawasakl Mo 223 Yamaha Motorcycles,

Lear Jdet Car . A0 Apparel .. ... .. 3T, 233
AMamiya/ Seho 2 Yashica Cameoras . ... .. a0

Use these lines Tor inlormation abons other
featured merchandise.

We will be happy to answer any of
your other questions on fashion,
iravel, food and drink, stereo, ete.
If your question involves items you
saw In PLAYBOY, please specify page
number and issue of the magazine
as well as a brief description of the
items when you write. 6-74

PLAYBOY READER SERVICE

Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave.
Chicago, Hlinois GG

[ 3 yrs. for 24 (Save $15.00)
O 1 yr. for 10 (Save $3.00)
[] payment enclosed [ bill later

TO:

name (pleise pring)

address

city Tstare sip code e,

Mail to PLAYBOY

Playboy Building, 919 N. Michigan Ave,
Chicago, Tilinois G061

7402

COMING ATTRACTION

BARRY COMMONER, THE CRUSADING ENVIRONMENTALIST,
TALKS ABOUT THE ENERGY CRISIS, THE AMERICAN ECONOMIC
SYSTEM THAT PRODUCED IT AND HOW WE CAN GET OUT OF THIS
MESS IN A POWERFUL PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

“BITCH”—A TIGHTLY KNIT YARN ABOUT A RICH DILETTANTE,
A MAD APHRODISIAC MAKER, A PLOT TO SMEAR THE PRESIDENT
AND A SATIATED D.A.R. MATRON—BY ROALD DAHL

“LET MY PEOPLE COME"—THE WILDEST THING OFF-BROAD-
WAY IS EARL WILSON, JR.'S UNABASHEDLY *'DIRTY" MUSICAL

“PLAYBOY'S HISTORY OF ORGANIZED CRIME, PART XII:
THE AMERICAN NIGHTMARE"—-TODAY'S MOB MOVES IN
VERY HIGH CIRCLES, INDEED: THE FRIGHTENING CONCLUSION
OF THE SERIES—BY RICHARD HAMMER

“THE CHIEF TRICKSTER"—WOULD YOU BUY A USED SPY
FROM A MAN LIKE WILLIAM COLBY? AN ANGRY CHARACTER
SKETCH OF THE CIA'S HEAD MAN—BY ROBERT SHERRILL

“WITCHES' BREW" —IT WAS JUST LIKE ANY OTHER CONVEN-
TION, EXCEPT MAYBE FOR THE WIZARDS AND THAT SPEECH BY
THE REBORN QUEEN OF CAMELOT—BY MORDECAI RICHLER

“NOTHING BUT THE TRUTH . . . AND OTHER LIES"—
OBSERVATIONS ON TRIALS AND TRIBULATIONS WITHIN
CHICAGO'S FEDERAL COURTHOUSE—BY DOUGLAS BAUER

“KING ZAMP'"—HE WAS BIG, BLACK AND CRAFTY: AT LEAST
HE THOUGHT HE WAS BEFORE HE RAN INTO THAT STRANGE
GIRL, AND THEREBY HANGS A TALE—-BY THOMAS GLYNN

“DIARY OF A CUSTOMS INSPECTOR' —LADY, IS THAT POT
IN YOUR BRA?, OR THE STRANGEST THINGS TURN UP AT J.F.K.—

'BY FRANK JACOBS AND PETER PITKIN

“GLORIA STEINEM AND THE UNEATEN TUNA FISH SAND-
WICH" —-THE AUTHOR OF A FAN'S NOTES PENS A MS. ON AN
UPTIGHT MS.—BY FRED EXLEY

HWINTER OF '73"—NOTHING WAS GOING RIGHT ANYWHERE
ELSE, SO WHY SHOULD VAN NESS AVENUE BE ANY EXCEPTION?
A SHORT-SHORT STORY—BY HERBERT GOLD
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Narning - The Surgeon General Has Determined -
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health.  [RSMEEERUNAEUR N | ETUIUENS
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MOTOR:

DART SPORT
CONVERTRIPLE ’74.

- Dndge Extra care in engineering o

makes a difference in Dodge - -
Dodge Trucks it gk %

IT'S THREE CARS IN ONE...
ALL THE CARS YOU'VE EVER WANTED.

AN ECONOMICAL A SUN ROOF AN ECONOMY

FIVE-PASSENGER CONVERTIBLE. WAGON. with the op-
COUPE. In a recent gas What an option! You get a tional fold-down rear seat,
mileage test conducted and secure metal sun roof that you can flip yourself into a
sanctioned by the United slides open to give you the wagon in seconds and have
States Auto Club, Dart sun in the morning and the a fully carpeted cargo
Sport with a V8 got better moon at night. With Dart space that's six-and-a-half-
gas mileage than Nova with Sport, the sky's the limit. feet long. Dart Sport Con-

So sit back, relax, and start
to follow the sun.

vertriple '74. Pack it up and
get going.

a six-cylinder engine, and
Dart Sport's Slant Six got
even better gas mileage.
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