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(The greening of a drink.)

When this drink originally
occurred to us, we had some
misgivings. It was so simple
and obvious we were afraid
of appearing unsophisticated =
by suggesting it. 25

Wetrieditoutonafew il = L .
friends who convinced usiit To make'a Bullfrog, pour
was too good to keepunder 1% oz. of Smimeffinto a tall

wraps. So now that we've glass with ice.Fill with 4 oz.
found the courage to suggest  of limeade and stir.

the idea, you might want to .

try a Bullfrog. It tastes as mlmoﬁ-—

fresh-faced as summer itself. leaves you breathless®
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* Experts measure how well a car
corners in terms of g’s. _

Of course, test scores vary
slightly, but in the April ‘73 issue of
Car &Driver Magazine the Triumph
Spitfire got a score of .87 g’s.

This performance puts the Spit-
fire in the same league as the
$5,000 DatsunZseries, the $6,300
Alfa Romeo 2000 GTV, even the
$10,000 Porsche 911. _.

And, depending on how and
where you drive, the Spitfire gives
you G23 t0 29 miles per g.

ee.

$3,295 P O.E. Dealer prep_aratio'
. destination charges, state & jocal
* taxes are extra. | 2

™~ Triumph Spiti

POr the s ' e of your nearest Triumph dealer call: 800-447-4700. In lllinois call 800-322-4400. British Leyland Motors Inc., Leonia. New
- - L »
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My neighbors hated
Whenever | played my old stereo loud, my neighbors
delivered threats. Then a Marantz dealer told me that it's not
playing my stereo loud that bothers them. It's the distortion.
When the volume is up. and they yell turn down the sound,
what they really mean is turn down the distortion because it's
the distortion that's driving them bananas.

Marantz stereo hasvirtually no distortion. That's because
Marantz stereo measures distortion at continuous full power
throughout the whole listening range, so it won't frazzle the
folks on the other side of the walls. No matter how loud | play it.

Not only that, my Marantz will play
any type of 4-channel on the market
today. And it's built so you can snapin
any future 4-channel matrix develop-
ment. Present and future requirements
for stereo or 4-channel are all set.

What's more ... Marantz' Dual
Power gives me the power of four dis-
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crete amplifiers with just 2 speakers. More than twice the power
for super stereo. And when | have two more speakers for full
4-channel, | can simply flip a switch. No obsolescence worries.
What really gets it altogether is the built-in Dolby® noise
reduction system. It lets me listen to noise-free FM, or switch
to my tape deck for noise-free recordings from any source.
Even though | earn a modest wage. | was able to buy the
best AM/FM receiver for the money. In my case, the Marantz
Model 4230. It delivers 60 watts continuous power with distor-
tion less than 0.5%. If you've got less to spend or more to
| spend, Marantz has a model for you. Your
% Marantz dealer has a full line of receiv-
ers from $219.95, components from
$149.95, and speaker systems from
$59.00 all designed to suit your needs
and fit your budget. Right on Marantz.

We sound better.

(©1973 Marantz Co . Inc.. a subsidiary of Superscope inc.. P.O. Box 99E. Sun Valley, Calil, 91352, In Europe : Superscope Europe, 5 A, Brussels. Belgum Available in Canada, Prices and models subject 1o change without notice. Consult

the Yellow Pages for your nearest Marantz dealer. Send for free calalog

“THA Dainy Labs. ke




useD To BE THAT what everybody talked (and did nothing) about was the weather. Then it was Waterngte.
PI-AY BI I' then the energy crisis. People finally did start to do something about Watergate, and now others are starting
to uncover the fraud—and the frightening truth—Dbehind the encrgy crisis. 'Om_i 0.[ these is environmentalist Barry Commoner,
interviewed this month by Larry DuBois. Commoner, who bcl'{m'cs lt’s_a‘ scientist’s duty to expose as well f]S to res?:{rcll, olten
sounds like a crusading journalist in the grand old rnmkrfakmg- lradmon'—or the p!-r:m(l new muckrakmg‘ [ra(jlthll repre-
sented herein by Robert Sherrill, whose No Success like Failure is a damning portrait of the head of the CIA. “To mo:st‘ of
us reporters,” says Sherrill, “an institution like the CIA presents a sol!d wall you can’t penetrate. You I)reak_lhmugh by ﬁndl_ng
the feuding clements; there’s always somebody who wants to stab lus' boss in the back.” Tl_le wills Sherrill has been boring
through lately are those of the oil industry. Told that Commoner, in the Playboy J‘fn!emww, attack_s petroleum magnates,
Sherrill cracked: “Good! I'll steal some of his stuff for my new book.” Even in Russia, reports nov-ellst Herbert _Gold (back
from a trip he’ll describe in a future rLavsoy), everybody's discussing—you guessed it—the phoniness of the oil shortage.
Gold’s piece this time is Winter of 73, a sort of fictionalized memoir. ) )

So many competent novels fall into undeserved obscurity a few days alter they are published that it’s hard to get really exer-
cised about any one of them. But Frederick Exley's
A Fan’s Notes is something else—probably the most
overlooked piece of fiction in the past 20 years. Trust
us and a few dozen literary critics when we say that
it is a masterpiece, an unforgettable journey through
madness and alcoholism. Now there is a new Exley
work, Pages from a Cold Island. Random House will
publish it in October and, at the same time, rerelease
A Fan’s Notes in bath hardcover and paperback.
We've taken a short excerpt from Pages, the story of
a comic encounter between Exley and Gloria Steinem.,
which we’ve called Saint Gloria and the Troll. Read
it; it’s good.

Also due for book publication this fall is Playboy’s
Hlustrated History of Ovganized Crime (Playboy
Press). Thus far, author Richard Hammer has re-
ceived most of the credit for the series, which con-
cludes this month, so we thought we'd turn the spot
on three bchind-the-scenes types: Associate Editor
William Helmer, founder of The John Dillinger
Died for You Society and author of The Gun That
Made the Twenties Roar, who edited the man uscript;
Research Editor Barbara Nellis, who scoured libraries
(and picked the brains of her father, Joseph, one of
the last surviving members of the Kefauver commit-
tee stafl) to dig up the background; and Assistant Art
Director Roy Moody, who planned each illustration
in the mood of the period covered. (This month’s was
done by Fraldo Carugati.)

White-collar crime provides the focus for Associate
Editor Douglas Bauer’s coverage of Chicago’s Federal
Courts, Nothing but the Truth . . . and Other Lies.
Would-be smugglers, petty and otherwise, are un-
covered in Diary of a Customs Inspector, by Frank
Jacobs and “Peter Pitkin”; and, in Witches’ Brew,
an occultists’” convention is chronicled by Mordecai
Richler (who just may be the best Canadian writer
around; among his credentials: the much-acclaimed
St. Urbain’s Horseman).

Our fiction this month includes King Zamp, a
PLAYBOY debut by Thomas Glynn, and a welcome
return by Roald Dahl, who brings us Bitch (illustrated
by Gil Stone). Observes Dahl, plaintively: “For 25
years, I was able to write stories that were untarnished
by sexual undertones of any kind. But now, in my late
middle age, they're riddled with sex and copulation.
What, I wonder, is the reason for this?” If you think
you've got troubles, Dahl, check John Craig’s Wish
You Were Here; his hang-up is prurient postcards.
Last, but far from youknow-what, we present a pic-
torial on Earl Wilson, Jr.s theatrical graffito Let My
People Come; Bunny Carol Vitale, photographed as
Miss July by David Chan; Heady Stuff, views of ladies’
hats and what's under them, shot by Phillip Dixon;
and, on the men’s fashion side, Shirt Tale, illustrated
by Peter Lloyd, and the beach-geared Take Cover.
That, as they say on the late news, about wraps it up.
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Kentucky Straight Bourbon Whiskeys. 86 proof and 100 proof Bottled in Bond. Old Grand- Dad Distillery Co., Frankfort, Ky. 40601,
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Minolta helps you discover
the mysteries of women.

It takes a quick eye and a responsive camera to find the woman in

every little girl.

You're comfortable with a Minolta SR-T from the moment you pick it
up. This is the 35mm reflex camera that lets you concentrate on your sub-
ject. The viewfinder gives you all the information needed for correct expo-
sure and focusing. Because you never have to look away from the finder to
adjust a Minolta SR-T, you're ready to catch the one photograph that could

never be taken again.

Next time you see a little girl playing a woman's game, have a Minolta
SR-T camera in hand. It will help you look into her future. For more infor-
mation, see your photo dealer or write Minolta Corporation, 200 Park
Ave. So., N.Y., N.Y. 10003. In Canada: Anglophoto Ltd., P.Q.

Minolta SR-T 101/ Minolta SR-T 102

s . minolta™?

—erie—

L{,.-‘t J. minolta £

ac @
s5R fHQ o

» T

When identified by a factory-sealed "M tag., Minolta 35mm reflex cameras are warranted by Minolta
Corp. against 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 period, postpaid, securely packaged, including $2.00 for mailing, handhing and insurance.
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- \ The marvelous sound of my Superscope compact music
) system makes my little green friends thrive. That's because
; Superscope stereo is component quality. It was created
BY THE SAME PEOPLE WHO MAKE MARANTZ —the
world's finest audio equipment. In fact, Superscope’s
three year guarantee® on component circuitry is
the same as Marantz. And the circuitry is the same
as if | had a perfectly matched SEPARATE
AMPLIFIER AND SEPARATE TUNER.
There are five Superscope compact music
systems starting at around $200** with fea-
tures like: quadraphase circuitry for
enhanced 4-channel sound, Superscope's
extended range speaker systems, built-in
8-track tape player, full illuminated black-
out dial and a full size BSR record
changer with detachable dust cover. Plus a
high performance tuner section with FET
2, circuitry and unique LC filtering.
2, See the whole bloomin” Superscope line at
your nearest Superscope dealer. Tell him
‘The Plant Lady’ sent you.
from the makers of Marantz

SUPERSCOPE.

Listen to us.

uaraniges the ongwnal regesicred owner that all parts are bee Irom operating detecis for o

jepending upon product purchased . Produc s sepaed or replaced Iree of cha ge, provided
b ou boughi ot a! number cannol be aliered or removed “*Manulacharer's suggesied relail p
ptron. ©1974 Superscope. Inc . BI50 Vineland Ave Dept A 352 A Bryssels, Belguwm 0 Canada Suporscope Canada Lid | Toronio, Ortag Pr

dealer’s o ey ! Eurog
:nd models subject lo change wilthout nolce Consull e Yoliow Pages ios i west Superscape dealer
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: 103“3{32535 ik he gangs gone back to the beach house. But y_ou

N scomtimise ‘can't tear yourself away. 'So you unpack your

’ 100 Plpers Scotch right there on the beach. i

* You've got your girl, Theseashore all'to yourseIf"'--..
'And a SCOtch blended and’ bottled in Scotland
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DUET
Your April interview with Jane Fonda
and Tom Hayden is most welcome. T am
sure that many of your readers profited
from the words of both. It’s always re-
freshing to hear from people who are
still “alive.”
Gary Davis
The Montreal Council of Aid War
Resisters and the American
Refugee Service
Montreal, Quebec

1 have enjoyed many Playboy Inter-
wiews, but none as much as the April one.
The Fonda-Hayden interview was superb-
Iy conducted and confirms my opinion
that Jane Fonda is truly an American
heroine.

Norm Baker
West Covina, Calilornia

The harassment o which Fonda has
been subjected is outrageous. Few people
come right out and eriticize First Amend-
ment guarantees of free speech. freedom
of assembly or the right to petition the
Government for the vedress ol griev-
ances; but when someone like TFonda
dares 1o exercise her constitutional rights
by criticizing a Government that does not
like its ugliness uncovered, she is called
a traitor,

Elliot Becker
Last Norwich. New York

I love Jane Fonda, and have since she
was a baby. In fact. I'm one ol her scll-
appointed godfathers. T directed her in
her first movie (second-rate) and her
first play (also second-rate). She added
whatever distinction there was 1o those
two sad affairs, Later, I found her per-
formances in They Shoot Horses, Don’t
They? and Klute brilliant. But when
Jane talks about the wrongs ol the world,
as she does in your interview, I become,
to say the least, uncomlortable. I feel
surc she’s passionately sincere; but I also
feel she has a tendency o oversimplify.
Moreover, in her zeal 1o espouse almost
every cause that appears on the horizon,
she tends to water down the sincerity of
her commitment to any one ol them.
Nevertheless, if that's the way Jane
Fonda chooses to act and think, T will do
my best to understand her. She's a great
person and, as 1 feel about my country,

right or wrong, I love her. All 1 pray is
that she doesn't forget to perform a bit
on the stage or screen as well as in the
newspapers. I'd rather see more of Jane
Fonda and less—shall we sayr—of Carry
Natton. Congratulations, anyway, on a
touchy interview.

Joshua Logan

New York, New York

Writer-producer-divector Logan is a

Pulitzer Prize winner.

Thank you for your remarkable inter-
view with Jane Fonda and Tom Hay-
den. Tt is, indeed, of special interest to
me. It is admirably clear and, particular-
ly in relerence o Jane, illuminates many
things—both in general and about her-
self—for me. I do wish she had pointed
out that, ar the time when the ENLL
people queried why I wished to see
F.T.A., since they regarded it as a bad
and boring film, I nonetheless did see it
and immediately told them and her that
I thought it was a picce of enormously
valuable and effective ilm making. dem-
onstrating once again, as does this in-
terview, her incredible courage and her
almost unique stance, considering her
background and position. Many congrat
ulations to rLaypoy lor the seriousness
ol its questioning and the care in its in-
terview and lor its courage in printing it
and. equally, congratulations to Jane
and Tom for their decision 1o publicize
their position through your magazine in
spite of their reservations about other of
vour policies.

Joseph Losey
London, England

Losey divected Fonda in “A Dolls

House.”

I was about 10 buy a copy of your
April issue when 1 saw your cover, which
indicates that you interviewed those two
bums Fonda and Hayden. If this is the
kind of rifivall’ you are glorilying. then
let them also support your magazine.

Fdwin G. Ingram. Jr.
Cincinnat, Ohio

For move than a decade, our intervieis
have given people with as widely diver-
gent political philosophies as Malcolm X,
Ayn Rand, Fidel Castvo, George Lincoln
Roclkwell, Eldridee Cleaver and John
Wayne the opportunity to present their
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views. The reader has been free to draw
his or her own conclusions from what
Hu-y say.

Your interview with Jane and Tom is
excellent i showing them as the ding-
bats they really are. s usual, however,
the pair is up to par with misinforma-
tion. There is not now, nor has there ever
been. any interaction between the Young
Americans lor Freedom and the so-called
Searet Army - Orgamization. . The now
infamous Tom Charles Houston “memao™
to the White House was overruled by
J. Edegr Hoover. rravsov is 1o be
congratulated  for respecting the  First
Amendment and printing the inanc.

Phillip Abbouw Luce

National Advisory Board
Young Americans for Freedom
Scottsditle, Arizona

We are happy to see that a publication
with vour impact allows two media-
censored spokespeople 1o speak out on
mediz-censored issues. An example ol a
hereolore media-censored  issue that
vour interview brings 1o light is the exist-
ence ol the  paramilitary  rvight-wing
Searet Army Organizatic @ terrorist
offshoot of the Minuwtemen. The S.A.Os
activities have included ping. bomb-
mg and vandalism against members ol
the lelt. The revelation to which Havden
refers in the interview, that the 5.A.0.
was led and hinanced by FBI inlormer
Howard Berry Godlrey, was dismissed by
many people in the pre-Watergate days
ol 1972, Since then, we at The Door. San
Dicga’s alternative newspaper, have dis-
covered that Donald Segreu, an agent of
the Comminee for the Re-election of the
Presidemt, using the alias Don Simms, met
more than once with the S.AO. o discuss
connter-anuwar  demonstration  actions
duwving  the 1972 G.O.P. Convention.
Olten working in harmony with the Gov-
ernment. right-wing terrorists have long
been a veal force in American politics.
The question is: Where does it end?

Bitl Ritter. Larry Remer and
Bob Hartlev, News Editors

The Door

San Diego, Calilornia

T abhor violence. but T cannot {eel
truly sympathetic when Jane Fonda says
she fears tor her life. Since time immemo-
rial, such fears have b the traditional
price paid by wraitors.

Leshie Iy, MDD, Director

Department of Obstetries and
Gynecology

Episcopal Hospital

Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

HIGH TIMES AND GOOD OLE BOYS

Larry L. King's article The Best Little
Whorchouse in Texas (reavsoy, April)
had me roaring and hooting. The broth-
el. otherwise known as Edna’s Chicken
Ranch, was an asset not only to La

Grange but to the entive state of Texas
as well. Miss Edna and the girls did
things—like put up money for the local
high school gym—that made me proud to
be a Texan, a pride 1 know they felt and
hopefully, still feel. 1 used to pass the
vanch when driving between Houston

and  Austin. King's articde made me
remember  those utimes when 1 gazed

up the hill 1o Edn arm with its blue-
bonnets in bloom. How I longed 10 go
up! 1 always wanted o be a cillgivl. 1
definitely had the sexual needs, desire to
please and love ol money. But the closest
[ ever got was about a quarter ol the way
up the hill one alternoon. when the sher-
ift whom King so vividly describes met
me coming down. 1 got scared as hell. I
was also a thrill 1o read of Austin, What
memories!  Like those nights at the
Driskill Bar. Drunk bevond beliel!

Murs. Kathy Lormand

Beaumont, Texas

I was astonished w read The Best Lit-
tle Whorchouse in Texas. Too many
times evervday people break the law and
find Faule with those commussioned to en-
force it. In his artiede. King criticizes TV
commentator Marvin Zindler for the zeal
with which he ensures the law is obeved.
I. for one. feel that Zindler has done a
areat public service in the past and 1
am sure he will continue 1w do so in
the [uture.

Luarry (. Shainock
Houston, Texas

The mothers of Texas should he most
unhappy at the wringing of the chicken
farm. 1 would rather see mv son go 1o a
place that is clean and cducational than
out on the streer picking up some linde
chick that has been pecked and scratched
by every V. D—stricken chicken hawk in
town. The people who cdosed the doors
on the oldest house practicing the oldest
profession in Texas won't miss a thing.
You don't miss a good thing il vou've
never had it!

(Name withheld by request)
Baviown, Texas

CRIME LINE

Richard Hammer's ninth installment
of Playboy's History of Organized Crime
(eravsoy, April) coutains a small but
serious error, In discussing the Kelauver
hearings in Florida, Hammer refers 10
“Dade County sheriff Daniel P. Sulli-
van” and to evidence uncovered by Ke-
fauver investigators that alleged  that
Sheriff Sullivan was involved in the gam-
bling racket. The sherill in guestion was
actually Jimmy Sullivan, who. it is said,
was elected 10 his post principally on the
hasis ol his reputation as a courteous tral-
fic cop. Sullivan’s contemporary Daniel
P. Sullivan was the operating director of
the Crime Commission ol Greater Mianu,
and it was he who visited Senmor Ke-
fauver in Washington to brief him on

the status of crime in the Minmm area.
During the life ol the Kelauver commit-
tee. Daniel P, Sullivan saw to it that the
results ol more than two years ol investi-
gation by the Miami aime commission
were made available o the Senate mves-
tgators. It is casy 1o see how writer Ham-
mer could have been conlused by the
similarity in pame ol two prominent
Miami  law-enlorcement  ofhcials:  but
Dantel P Sullivan, who rendered out-
standing service with the FBI and the
Miami arime commission, deserves an
apology.

George C. Walsh

Atlanta, Geor

We regret the evror. Bul we are pleased

that no one will be confused, since Daniel

P. Sullivan was never a sheriff, much less

a crooked one, and is still serving with

distinction on the Crime Commuission of
Greater Miami.

CHAMBERS MUSIC

Three cheers Tor Marilyn Chambers
and your April picorial Sex, Soap and
Suceess, Wow!

Ken Carroll
East St. Louis, Ilinois

WAR IN THE HOLY LAND

Herbert Gold's Blood Tax at Harvest
Time and Marshall Fradv's Resunection
(praviov, April) are both excellemt con-
tributions to the expanding  American
dialog about the peoples and problems
ol the Middle East. For more than 30
vears. 1 have studied the problems ol
the area: and since | cannot improve
upon—nor find serious fault with—the
humanitarian approach of either author,
perhaps vou will permit me a word or so
about the politics that have driven cut-
ting edges between the peoples of the
Middle East. I make no defense for xeno-
phobia, Arab or any other kind. But in
the Middle East conllic, there is one
political fact and one nationalistic phi-
losophy that must bear prim;ll')-’ respon-
sibility for the bloodshed. In 1917, a
Zionist national infrastructure was im-
posed by British power upon the major-
ity, indigenous population of Palestine.
Arthur James Ballour. who authored the
Ballour Declaration. which  established
the emigration of Zionists 1o Pales
himsell  conlessed  that his  dedaration
wis inconsistent with the Covenant ol
the League of Nations, since it was not
approved by the  Palestinians. Com-
pounding this political injustice is the
fact dhen the Zionist national mirastruc
ture, defined as “The Jew People.”
wis—iand  is—exclusionary by defini-
tion. The state ol Israel is designared
ofhicially in Israeli courts as “the sover-
cign state of the Jewish people.” By
definition,  then, non="Jewish  people™
Palestinians ave excluded from full equal-
ity and have been so excluded in the
long history ol Zionist state building.
And while there have been violent Arab
reactions, it is important to cmphasize
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they have been reactions, not initiatives.
I proloundly hope that Middle East
peace conterences do take place and that
the parties may confront these funda-
mental issues. I full justice is no longer
possible becse ol the “lacs of lite,” w
least  elementary equities may be  ac-
knowledged and perhaps reconciled sul
haently so thar the humanites so clearly
described in vour articles mav take over
and in some Tunwre build a lasting peace.

Rabbi Elmer Berger

President, American Jewish

Alternatives 1o Zionism. Inc.
New York, New York

Thanks for publishing Blood Tax at
Huayoest Time. Like mamy other Ameri-
cin Jews who have had disagreements
with some ofhcial acts of Isrtael, I've
olten been inclined 1o wll mysell Isracl
is just another Middle Eastern country.
But not only is Gold's arucle a fine trav-
el jowrnal: it has helped me straighien
out my own thinking.

Jerome Tarshis
San Franasco, Calilornia

AUTO EROTICISM
My compliments 1o Brock Yates on his

ballsy  article  The Macho  Maclines
(rravsoy. April). Reading it was like rves
wirecting my speed-shilting arm from s
uwho-Hydva-Mauc womb. Today’s gro-
cery bovs will never realize what oue s
on a Sundiy morning in July. the local
stretch ol inerstate and a 389-cu-in. en-
gine could do lor vour ¢go. not o men-
tion the revenue collected for the county
when the local storm woopers  finally
showed up with the cherries revolving
frantically atop their patrol cars,

Gary Solovic

St. Louis, Missouri

Yates might be a linde confused on the
introduction ol the Corvette. He claims
in lus ardicle thar the hirst one appeared
in 1954 The fArst "Vene was put on the
market in 1953 as a domestic two-seater
sports car, America’s first. Other than
that error, Yiues's article really hits the
nostalgia buwon. Thank you.

Marvin Silverman, D.DS.
Vintige Corverte Club ol
Southern Calilornia

Los Angeles, California

The Macho Machines does a lot o stir
up the old awtomobile enthusiasm of
vears gone by. In those days, streaking
meant Living rubber down on the streets.
Ol course. there was no gasoline shortage
in the age ol speed carvs, but even with
their large-displacement engines and mul-
tiple carburetors.  those  high-winging
power plants delivered better gas mileage
than the antismog-shackled behemoths
of today.

Frank R. Baner
Alcova, Wyoming
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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 your skin. Pre-conditioning your
skin, at a time when you're apt to perspire least,
to cope with the tensions of tomorrow, when you
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 yourself dry, and feel dry all day. With-
out the need for anti-perspirant refreshment.

% Howdo

4 Mitchum
anti-perspirants
' work?

First, understand

many areas of your body.
However, you're partic-
ularly aware of perspi-
ration when the glands
start gushing under yourarms. During times of phys-
ical activity, perhaps. Or emotional stress. (No one
knows better than you when this perspiration is a
problem.)

What Mitchumanti-perspirants do
is 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
you help stop your underarm perspira-
tion, you'redoing something unhealthy.

this: you perspire from
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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,
you 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 witha 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.

(MR taeagy
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Mitchut

Just pick the form you prefer. But use it at night.
Then say good night—to problem perspiration.

The Mitchum Method. Plan tonight to sweat less tomorrow.
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Here's a great new ofter from Columbia—
an opportunity to get ANY 13 of these rec-
ords or tapes. All 13 for only $1.97! And just
look at the wide range of recorded enter-
tainment you have to choose from — not only
the best and latest from the huge Columbia
catalog.. but also new releases and old fa-
vorites from A&M, Bell, Epic, MCA, Mercury,
MGM, Parrot, United Artists, and many, many
other labels!

To order your 13 records or tapes just mail
the application. together with your check or
money order for $1.97 as payment. That's all
you pay for your first 13 selections — there
are no additional membership dues or fees
for joining. In exchange

You agree 1o buy 9 more selections (al reg-
ular Club prices) in the coming three years.
That's right—you’ll have three full years in
which to buy just nine selections...that's
only three a year. .. so you are not obligated
to buy arecord or tape every month, or even
everyother month! And you may cancel your
membership at any time after you've pur-
chased your nine selections.

Your own charge account will be opened
upon enroliment. The selections you order
as a member will be mailed and billed at the
regular Club prices: cartridges and cas-
settes, $6.9B or $7.98; reel tapes, $7 98, rec-
ords, $5.98 or $6.98— plus processing and
postage. (Multiple unit sets and Double Se-
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You may accept or reject selections as fol-
lows: every four weeks (13 times a year) you
will receive a new copy of the Club's music
magazine, which describes the Selection oi
the Month for each musical interest...plus
hundreds of alternate selections from every
field of music. In addition. about six times a
year we will offer some special selections
{usuallyatadiscount oft regufar Clubprices).
A response card will always be enclosed
with each magazine

--.if you do not want any selection offered,
just mail the response card provided by
the date specified

-.ifyouwantonly the Selection of the Month
for your musical interest., you need do
nothing — it will be shipped automatically

---if you want any of the other selections
offered, just order them on the response
card and mail it by the date specified.

You willalways have atleast 10 days in which

to make a decision. If for any reason you do

not have 10 days in which to decide, you may
return the Selection of the Month at our ex-
pense and receive full credit for it

You'll be eligible for our bonus plan upon
completing your enroliment agreement—
a plan which enables you to save at least
33% on all your future purchases.

if the application is missing. please
wrile to: Columbia Record & Tape Club,
Dept. 28H, Terre Haute, Indiana 47808
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olice in TFort Lauderdale. TFlorida.
Pl'uhllud 1o 2 suburban home and found
a man and his wile handcuffed together
in the nude. with the husband extremely
angry at his dog. The couple explained
1o police they had been “looling
around” with a pair of handcuffs and
had locked each other to a ceiling-high
bookcase. The husband had dropped the
handcull key and his dog had picked it
up and swallowed iv. "I feel like kicking
the hell out ol that dog,” the nude man
remarked.

School children iIn Lyons, Kansas,
have been plaving a new game called
TV tag. A kid yells out the name of the
first TV show he can think ol helore he's
tagged. One hve-vear-old who was about
1o be 1agged could think ol only one
program and shouted, “Watergate!”

Also one of America’s most observant
poets: A |J|nm:1[iun.1l blurh on the back

Mazanek savs that he bought two more
guppies with the money and took his wile
out for a fish dinner.
L
Militant ladies didn’t close this place
down. but maybe they shoulda: A popu-
lar Toledo café known as Schuchman's
was described in the Toledo Blade as “an
old-fashioned saloon with a cigar counter
the rear of the
served as the dining room where menus
were oflered to fit the masculine testes.”

.

establishment

What? No Joy of Vacuuming® The
Minneapolis Morning Tribune reports
that a local man gave some newlyweds
two books for a \\.'!:(|[|illl£_':' lll'l'hl._‘l'll'.. The
Joy of Cooking and The Joy of Sex.

Nexr time, use the :l‘i]llr:l)': A West
Virginia man was acquitted of murder
not long ago, when a jury determined
that he was acting in sell-defense. Robert
Spears pumped Rocco Thompson [ull of

bullets and tossed s body into a river.
In one of the least savory indictments
we've run across, the prosecuting ator-
ney then charged that Spears "unlawful-
ly placed. deposited and dumped

into the Ohio River the carcass ol a dead
animal, o wit, the dead body of one
Rocco Wayne Thompson.” In  plain
words, the charge was littering.

From the “Ouline of Courses” ol Cal-
ifornia’s College of Marin: “All work
submitted must meer the standards of lit-
eracy which have been approved by the
[acalty.” Were in complete agrooment
with thar.

Political note of the month: The
nayor ol Bridgewater, New York, ran
for re-election unopposed—and finished
third. Two other town residents
polled him with write-in votes.

oult-

Not il you do it right, i’'s not: A

of a childrew’s album issued by Co-
“Do
know who [Burl Ives] is* Well. he's

lumbia Records notes: vou
one ol the best-known folk siucrs
in the whole wide world. Carl Sand-
burg, whom vou mayv know as one
of America’s Lumous

most pocts,

called him ‘the migltiest balled
singer of any century.””

Another victory over the comput-
er: Stan Mazanek, a University ol
Arizona student, deaded o answer
a junk-mail oller for cheap hile
insurance. He enmrolled his 60-cent
suppy [or the one-dollar student-
discount premium over a six-month
period. The application  blanks
were properly hlled our (“heighe:
three centimeters: age: six months;
no military service”™) ad the Globe
Life and Accdent Insurance Com-
pany ol Oklahoma sent the guppy
a formal policy. When the guppy
died—belore the six months were
up—D>Mazinek submitted a claim,
but the finally
up and refused to pay. Mazanek
threatened to the com-
pany settled for 5650 out ol court.

company wised

sue, 50

An Italan porn magazine included a packet of red-
dish powder inside the pages of a recent issue and .
billed it as a “tropical aplrodisiac” capable of leading
the user to “fantastic sexual activities.” Lab tests by the
police showed that the powder was common red pepper.

woman reporter for the school
newspaper at California State Uni-
versity in Long Beach wrote a
column on vegeta ism that her
editors wled “Opinion—Beating
Mear Is Torturous Task.”

what's a threeletter
word lor “pissed-ofl”r A West Ger-
ne an was acquitted of murder
on grounds ol temporary insanity
alter explatning that his wile used
to sit up m bed all night working
crossword puzzes. One night she
woke him up lour times asking for
help on @ word, so he strangled her.

Honev,

5

Frrst there was streaking. | . . A
woman m Eureka, California, was
arrested for taking off her slacks in
a store and attempting to hawch the
cgas ol some hen pheasants the
owner kept penned on the prem-
1ses. She not only sat on the nest
had built
tempted to

the birds but also at-
engage the pheasans

in conversition.

Eat this candy bar or I'll kill
vou: One small reason we may have
failed 1o win the hearts and minds
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of the locals in our recent adventure over-
seas may be found in the phrase books
distributed to help GIs brush up on their
Vietnamese. Typical of the genre is Easy
Vietnamese, latest edition 1971, and here
is most of page lour:

Halt! Ding lai!
Don't movel Dimng dung-diy!
Surrender! Hang di!
Throw down Vut sung

your arms! xuong!
Raise vour hands!  Gio tay Ién!
Don't try any Ditng c6

gio’ ro!
Tudn lénh khing
16i bdan!

tricks!
Obey or I'll firel

-

Some of our best friends are chicanos:
Texas Melro magazine mentions the
House of Mole under its Fort Worth res-
taurant listings and notes that the house
specialty is Mexican mole sauce, “made
with chocolates and rare spics.”

-

Sounds too poised to be true, but
we've checked our sources and it really
happened: Obscene  callers  sometimes
pick on nightshift reservations clerks at
the airlines, and usually the girl is too
surprised or flustered to reply. But one
evening, a demented man called a young
woman at Eastern Air Lines and an-
nounced, “Honey, I've got my cock in

PLAYBOY’'S HALL
OF FLEETING FAME
- =

Az ]

Bill Farley of Phoenix, Arizona: For
his contribution in the field of ad-
vanced weaponry. The 78-ycar-old
former cutler singlehandedly built,
over a period of 15 years, the largest
jackknife in history. It measures ten
feet from tip to handle when opened,
weighs 27 pounds, has four blades
and is completely useless.

my hand and I'm starting to come.” The
lady paused and said, “Why don’t you
call Delta? Delta is ready when you are.”

A customer in a St. Louis restaurant
told his waitress, “I think I ought to Kill
myself,” and pointed a gun at his head.
The waitress, Beatrice Hackworth, sug-
gested that the man had a lot to live [or.
The would-be suicide apparently agreed,
for he turncd the gun around, pointed
it at Miss Hackworth and lelt several
minutes later with the contents of the
cash register.

L]

You just can't faze this ref: Chicago
Today, reporting on a hockey game
between the hometown Hawks and the
Atlanta Flames, described this unusual
move: “Then, a few scconds before Ri-
chard's goal, Jimmy Pappin caught a (ly-
ing prick and threw it over the Chicago
blue line without drawing as much as a
raised eycbrow from [referce Ron]
Wicks."”

DINING-DRINKING

Jean Leon’s La Scala Boutique at the cor-
ner of Beverly Drive and Santa Monica
Boulevard is tantamount to a way of life
in Beverly Hills. It's easy to get hooked
on the intime deli-cum-diningroom at-
mosphere. Salamis and provolone cheeses
hang from the ceiling, along with a glit-
tering arystal chandelier. Wines and table
delicacies from France and Italy crowd
the tops of booths and jam the shelves.
Caricatures ol Streisand, Hepburn, Bran-
do and Garland line the walls while hope-
ful thespians, models, designers and
pretty local shopkecpers line the tables,
occasionally dining next to Streisand,
Candy Bergen, Diana Ross or Natalie
Wood. Even the late Mike Romanoff
loved to luncheon here and gallantly
would sip a La Tache 1959 and nibble a
wedge of camembert with host Leon,
who also owns La Scala restaurant next
door. At noontime, diners devour the
spectacular sandwiches made by Adolph
Honig—creations of imported Genoa or
German salami, Chicago pastrami, Nova
Scotia salmon, caviar and cream cheese,
ham and pdté de maison. The salads,
which more and more appear to be a
mainstay of the Southern Californian’s
midday world, are addictive—notably, the
“gourmet” salad with julienne snippets
of Genoa salami and mozzarella cheese,
plus a medley of garbanzo beans, toma-
toes, olives, peperoncini and lettuce,
all finely chopped and mixed with a
bright, herb-laced Ttalian dressing. Then
there is the pasta. Only De Cecco pasta
from Italy is served, and a first course of
chef Emilio Nunez vermicelli with to-
mato sauce can be a poctic experience.
Fresh tomatoes and basil, a touch of

shallots and olive oil—that’s all Emilio
uses in his sauce, which is a pale coral
color, with a sweetly dclicate taste, and
not the fireenginered Neapolitan va-
riety. A second course might well be
Emilio’s vitéllo tonnato. White Wiscon-
sin veal is cooked, chilled and served
with a creamy-thick tuna sauce, along

with several stalks of cold asparagus.
Then a slice of imported brie and scv-
cral leaves from the heart of romaine
sprinkled with a gentle oil-and-lemon
dressing. For dessert: Emilio’s homemade
vanilla ice cream with fresh raspberrics
or strawberries bathed in a hooker of
Amaretto, that love potion of a liqueur
made from almonds. Finally, an espres-
so—dark, rich, thick and settling. It might
be noted that Leon's wine cellar is among
the largest in the United States; in addi-
tion to collecting finc wines, he also owns
450 premium vineyard acres near Bar-
celona. Although the Boutique's wine
selections are limited, Adolph, who man-
ages the Boutique, and Pierrette, who
heads the stafl of waitresses, can be per-
suaded to find a prize wine or two from
La Scala’s cellar. La Scala’s wine list runs
to 25 pages and there are numerous Cali-
fornia whites and reds, ranging [rom
Beaulieu's Cabernet Sauvignon to Mon-
davi’s Fumé¢ Blanc. The Boutique is open
from 11:50 aarn 1o 9 par No reservations;
first come, first served. La Scala, at 9455
Santa Monica Boulevard. is open for
lunch from 11 to 3: dinner from 5:30 to
midnight. Reservations imperative (213-
275-0579). Both are closed Sunday. Most
credit cards accepted.

BOOKS

Hey, Lenny! Did you sec the new book
they did, Ladies and Gentlemen—Lenny Brucell
(Random House)? Some professor wrote
it. Albert Goldman—you remember the
guy, lectured at Columbia, wrote for The
Nation, Harper’s, The New Republic,
The New York Times Magazine. Used
to hang around the Village with all
those other writers who wanted to be
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comics. It was when you had your griel
with the heat—every time you went in
the slammer, those guys signed a petition.
They were all on vour side.

Remember how knocked out you were
when Goldman did that heavy routine
on your act in Commentary in 1963?
Used professor words—"albeit,” “sui ge-
neris,” “nihilistic fury”—that sorta stuft.
Here's a taste from the same bit:

The psychological mechanism of
this kind of comedy is well enough
known by now. It is a means ol ex-
pressing hatred and contempt and
still escaping punishment. But the
matter is complicated by the fact that
the comic’s sensitivity to imperfec-
tion and ugliness is heightened by a
conviction of his own inadequacy,
vulgarity and hypoaisy. leading him
to become doubly intolerant ol these
faults in others.

Then the prof goes into this weird
stufl about demons exorcizing the comic
confrontation. How about that? Says:
“The psychologi-
cal source ol such
satire is, thus,

a persistent, ineradicable hatred of the
self, and this is particularly striking in
the case ol Bruce. . . .7

Lenny, just out ol interest, try to get
hold of the prol's new book. The guy's
really changed. Talks like you did,
maybe 15 years ago. Dig it:

The cat couldn’t make the gig.
The owners flipped but they cooled
out when Lenny twold them that he
would come back on the 17th of
June. Yeah. . . . Ouly wouble was
that poor Lenny was really hanging
in the ropes. He was really dying in
his chair. So John hooked a flight
back to L.A. that night. Lenny was
popping Percodan pills like they
were candy mints. . . . [He] flipped
because their plane didn’t have an
in-flight movie. Can you imagine?
So John had to book another flight,
rewrite the tickets and cverything,
Finally they got off. . .. What with
the pills and the booze he was sound
asleep by the time they passed over
the Mississippi River. Pushing his
head way back into the pillow he
really copped some zzzzzzs. Poor cat,
he never did get to see that movie!

Lenny, it's like the prof is trying to do
your act'—him and the three guys who
helped put his book together. Only the
three others are like sidemen, dig? Al

Goldman gets his name on the marquee.
It's his gig, right> He actually met you
personally and he's even got this scene in
the book with him and Philip Roth and
Jules Feiffer doing a shtick after they've
caught your act in court one day. The
Government is rying o put you away
and here’s Roth saying how much fun-
nier he is than vou. Goldman agrees with
that—vou being  semiliterate and  all,
using long words without a writer's hi-
cense evenr. What did yvou know from a
sut generts or a nihilistic fury? All you
ever did was make people think.

But what the hell, you were a hot cause
there lor a while. People got off on your
number like closet nuns at the Crucifix-
ion, right> And the prof tells all. How
you were a junkie, convict, hustler, per-
former, police fink, sex maniac—guys or
chicks, made no difference, right?—any
hole in a hurricane. Sure, you bet your
ass people got off.

Well, you're in the big time now, haby.
No more toilets for Lenny Bruce. They
put vou on Broadway. Dustin Hoffman's
doing you in a big movie and now it’s Al
Goldman and the Trio—at ten bucks a
cover, yet! Read the book, Lenny, it'll
kill you.

-

There are writers in America who
work to the lughest level of achievement
and yet escape. vear after year, the major
attention they deserve. Thomas Williams,
whose latest novel is The Hair of Harold Roux
(Random House), is one of the best of
them. In 1968, when Portnoy’s Complaint
was the Big Book, Williams published
Whipple’s Castle, a saga of a family liv-
ing and dying through World War Two
that was nothing less than a masterpiece,
never far from the edges of life and death,
always on the point of that agony of
choice and accident we call the human
condition and a book that wailed in s
wake an alert but exuberant joy. Harold
Roux is a lesser work, vet it, too, im-
presses. Williams, at mid-life and mid-
career, takes a form the avant-garde likes
to muck with—a novel about a novelist
writing a novel—and turns it into a
Farvewell to Arms: a farewell to the post-
war America when Gls old beyond their
years roamed the campuses in fatigues, as
students do today, but fatigues hung with
unit. patches and battle scars earned at
places such as Iwo Jima and Normandy.
They seduced and loved, and loved and
seduced, girls whose experience with life
seemed no match for theirs; and later,
sometimes, they married them, having
discovered that war is not the only school
for scandal, or for growth. Along the way
Williams gives us a writing class dissecting
a short story that he published in Esquire
several years ago: a novelist-narrator
creating a bedtime story for his children
that grips them to bedtime rebellion:
Harold Roux himsell. a character hanged
by his toupee in Williams™ novelist's
novel, writing a novel in the old fashion

of fastidious high romance that seems so
mawkish today but once moved hearts to
tears; a retired Army colonel who has
built a Lilliputian world that the worst
of the GIs managed to destroy in one
drunken Kristallnachi: and more, more
of fiction and more of what Wallace Ste-
vens called “hictive things.” That such a
montage doesn’t end up nearly a smor-
gasbord is the least of tributes to Wil-
liams' craft. The Hair of Harold Roux,
modest though it appears, is, in [act, a
search for the sources of fiction and of
lives, and a study ol their interfaces. The
genius of its author, as they say of great
athletes, is that he makes it look easy.
.

When Paul Hemphill was writing a
column flor The Atlanta Constitution, he
was known as a sort of Jimmy Breslin,
Dixie branch. His daily effort was fea-
tured prominently on the second page
and he was [ree to write about politics,
Vietnam, sports, isolated mountainecrs,
stock-car drivers and dving Appalachian
towns. Those who knew of his work were
alwiays amused at the comparison to Bres-
lin, because Hemphill was quite good
enough to make it on his own.

Now, in The Good Old Boys (Simon &
Schuster), Hemphill has put together a
collection of his thoughts on the South
and what is happening to it. The book is
a sleeper. Hemphill's portraits of people
such as Lester Maddox, Kris Kristoffer-
son. the old football hero Bob Suffridge
and Merle Haggard are masterful.

Hemphill has devoted a section of this
book o a two-month journey he took
through the South upon retur
paper from a Neiman fellowship at Har-
vard. During this period, he stopped off
at places such as Crum, West Virginia,
Celina. Tennessce, and Dawsonville,
Georgia. Each day, he filed a picce on
onc of these places with his paper. They
are truly magnificent miniatures.

But the most arvesting and heartbreak-
ing piece in the book is Hemphill's " Me

and My Old Man,” a portrait of his
truck-driver [ather realized with a rare
sense of honesty and love. Having read
it. you'll find it hard to forget the day
that Hemphill comes upon his [ather
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drinking whiskey from a bottle in the
cab ol his semi. He is eryving and alone.

“I'm not runnin’ anvwhere, son.” he
says. “There’s a lot a boy don’t know.
I don’t mean to make your mother cry,
but sometime a man's, a man’s. . . "

At this point. Hemphill realizes:

“It brought me to the fist vague stir-
rines that life was not going 10 be euasy
or even [un: that lile could be a bitch
not above Kicking you in the groin il
vou so much as winked at her.”

- .

Number One with a Bullet (Farrar, Straus
& Giroux) is the pulp novel that’s sup-
posed to blow the lid off the record busi-
ness (specifically, the rhythm-and-blues
biz). Movie rights, the publishers inform
us, were sold in advance 1o the producers
ol The Godfather. Author Elaine Jes-
mer, we are told. was a PR lady who
worked with various Motown artists, etc.
And, supposedly. the panjandrums at
Motown have been debating whether or
not to sue somebody over this hook.
Well. they beuer not—hecause no one
with his mind in concert pitch ought to
admit that he recognizes anvihing of
himsell in Finest Records or the hictional
Vale family that runs same. The story be-
gins with Daniel Stone. one of Finest's
top record sellers, in flight from the tyr-
anny of his brother-in-law Bob Vale, the
power-crazed ghetto husiler who owns
Finest. Vale, meanwhile, is trving 1o keep
the white aime syndicate from taking

over his record company; uying to keep
the authorities from finding out that 1t
was one ol his S/M sessions that turned a
voung singer named Cindy Dover into a
vegetable; and wving to hgure our how
to luck up Daniel’s career, to teach him
a lesson. Luke Kane, who owns hall
ol Daniel’s contract and all ol a tune
Loil—which Daniel and he co-authored
in a forgotten moment, is trying to higure
out how to saleguard his own [uture now
that his marriage 1o Bob's other sister is
on the rocks. Well, Daniel finds true love
with his (white) I'R girl, who convinces
him he's got the genius to make it on his
own—without Finest Records; at the

same time, Luke’s production of Euil
jumps on the charts. Given the situation,
double cross leads inevitably to wriple
cross. and the plot keeps twisting like a
S100  caligirl, right down to the last
cliché—which. not coincidentally, is in
the last sentence: “The melody that was
waiting to be born inside ol him began
to stir.”

Jesmer was apparently thinking of the
movies when she wrote the book, since
the novel 15 organized in brief. cinematic
encounters and the point ol view hops
around like a camera. The prose itsell is
a linde on the short side of Thomas Har-
dy’s, and one must point out that the
book, while condemning the rip-oft prac-
tices ol the record biz. is itsell an atempt
to cash in on that situation. Nonetheless,
it has its strong points: a clever il some-
what hackneyed plot (a white PR girl's
fantasy of hnding true love with a grea
soul singer and helping him save himsell
from the flesh eaters of the record busi-
ness). snappy dialog (that's right, smap-
py dialog) and characters who really do
come 1o life (a good trick for any author
to pull offy. And, unfortunately. what
the baok says about the record business is
only wo tue: A friend of ours in the
Chicago music scene tells us that just the
other day, a trumpet player was pistol-
whipped because his manager felt he was
getting out of line. But, as he points out,
things can get out of hand in any business,

.

“Have I no friend will rid me of this
living fear?” Il Nixon knew his Shake-
speare. this line lrom Richard II might
well have been the speech that launched
a thousand slips and shook the towers
of San Clemente. In short, [laffaive
Ellsherg. In Test of Lloyalty (Simon &
Schuster). subtitled “Daniel Ellsherg and
the Rituals of Secret Government.”
Peter Schrag. citing our Leader's para-
noid need for “enemies to be protected
from,” tells us that he found in Ellsberg
just such an enemy. Unlike Bolingbroke.
Nixon couldn’t suggest assassination. hut
he could suggest character assassination,
and in Ehrlichman he had just the
“friend.” Thus was the plumbers’ unit
born and the Dr. Ficlding bag job un-
dertaken. How this finally demolished
the prosecution in the Ellsberg-Russo
trial is the cimax of Schrag's meticulous
account of that case. and its peripherac.

But Schrag (The End of the American
Future et al) is a social pundit as well as
a journalist, and the key here is in the
subtitle: He comes down hard on the By
zntine machinations of an Administra-
tion that “simply could not distinguish
between the nation’s interests and [its]
own,” which had exponentially expand-
ed a system whereby the top dogs
could piously proless ignorance of the
dirty work at  the  aossroads—what
Ellsherg called “immaculate deception.™

But the bulk of Schrag’s book exhaus-
tively recounts the sequential  story:
Ellsberg's  quasi-religious  conversion
from “the hawk of the think-tank™ 1o his
apocalyptic commitment to “loyaltics
long unconsulted.” whence the publica-
tion ol the papers (wiggering Nixon's
obsessive hatred): the vindictive prose-
cution; and the ultimate vindication
when the "Watergate Connection™ was
reluctantly revealed. He wouches all the
bases. including  personality profiles of
the protagonists. the human-interest side
hars, the sometimes subtle, sometimes
raucous inhghting, the “irial within the
wial” as the prosecution wied 1o jack
around the judge as well as the delense.
Though he gets oo bogged down in the
day-to-day details of the courtroom and
his dense. convoluted sivle is oo seldom
leavened with aphoristic fashes, Schrag
has synthesized a mass of hitherto widely
scattered data and produced an in-depth
study of one of the most shamelul epi-
sodes in our historv—an exemplar of the
Arnold Bennett dictum that might well
be the watchword of Watergate: “The
price of justice is erernal publicity.”

Bob Thomas, one of the better Holly-
wood biographers (King Colin and Sel:-
nick). and Marlon Brando are a natural
combination. Thomas specializes in writ-
ing about tough. testy. difhcult, rounded
men, and that is who Maron (Random
House) is. Each is in his own way a per-
son who gets the job done towlly and to
best ceffect once the direction is sound.
And while this biography is not nearly as
interesting as the books on Colin and
Selznick—because they were more in the
Hollvwood mainstream—it is eminently
readable and thorough and has something
that few biographies of Hollvwood stars
have: a real point ol view. Yet when it is
all over and done with. the reader under-
stands that the subtitle shouldn’t be
“Porwrait of the Rebel as an Artist” but
rather “Portrait of the Actor as a Rovyal
Pain in the Ass.”

.

Recent  and  notable:  Several cen-
turies back. philosophers noticed that
most pleasures are better in anticipation
than in the act ind. not being the sort o
let anv observation sit around without
the proper label. they called it the hedo-
nistic fallacy. Folks have been grambling
about it ever since. Take Calvin Trillin
and his love affaiy with {ood, or, rather,
with eating. Trillin, it scems, lives to eat
and vice versa. You can imagine him
sitting over the wpewriter  knocking
out the chapters ol American Fried: Adven-
tures of o Happy Eater (Doubleday) and
working himsell into one of the world's
most glorious appetites. an appetite that
nothing will ever wuly satisfy. Really.
Trillin writes so well about food that
only the most diring host would ever
have the guy over for dinner. Beuer o
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take him around to that place you know
where they serve the very hest (A) fried
chicken. (B) harbecue, (C) bagels and
lox, (D) hamburgers. Because, you see,
Trillin likes real food. The Kind you can
order by name without needing a degree
in French and a waller full of 550 bills,
Of course, he'll say nice things about
your place, but he knows the best ham-
burgers are sold in Kansas City. A delight-
ful book.

Two first novels: The Wanderers (Hough-
ton Mifllin) is Richard Price’s story of a
teenage gang in New York City in some
unspecified year. The dialog is first-rate;
Price hardly ever misses a note. The
reviewers have all raved about the ma-
ture skills of this very youmg writer.
Nobody seems to mind that there really
isn’t much of a story here and the charac-
ters are about as memorable as the last
thugs who snapped the aerial off your
car. They never really grow anything but
older. But some of the scenes are riveting
(as they say) and that dialog simply
carries the book. Ernest Brawley, on the
other hand, overwrites until he almost
ruins The Rop (Atheneum). but he knows
whereol he speaks. This novel is about
the Calilornia prison system and the
people who are either its guests or its
employees. Brawley himsclf was a guard
and he must have secn some things. The
book is too long by a third and you wish
the man had Price’s gift for the short de-
clarative sentence, but the job geis done
just the same.

In just about any other year, Jack New-
ficld's investigation of the New York City
judicial system would be the talk of . . .
well. at least of New York. But the spec-
tacle of former Cabinet officials on trial
and facing possible prison sentences has
diverted, o say the least, everyone's at-
tention Irom the really raw and squalid
deal most common criminals get handed
by the courts and the jails. Cruel and Un-
uswal Justice (Holt, Rinehart & Winston) is
a fine piece of work that should make you
sick or mad or both. It'’s a damn shame
we've got so much else to think about
that nothing serious will be done as a
result of Newfield's efforts.

And, speaking of scandals. does any-
body out there remember Spiro Agnew?
Used 1o be Vice-President or something
like that. Tall guy who was always talk-
ing about law and order. Well, belore
you let Mr. Agnew sink into a well-
deserved obscurity of golf games and
partics with Frank Sinatra and preparing
outlines of novels, go out and buy A
Heartbeat Away (Viking), by Jules Wit
cover and Richard M. Cohen. Then read
it and get indignant all over again. Wit-
cover and Cohen have put the whole sor-
did Agnew story together and it is worse
than anything Elliot Richardson ever
said. Not only was Agnew as guilty as sin,
he was also unscrupulous enough to use
his friends and supporters to keep him
out of jail and to hold the entire country

hostage for the same purpose. The Justice
Department had his number for weeks
before he finally copped his plea. Just
imagine what the situation would have
been like if some fine summer morning
Agnew had suddenly become President.
The book will convince vou that the man
was such a hypocrite that when he had
the chance to exercise a little of the patri-
otism he talked about so much by simply
getting out ol the way, he gravely ler that
pass. For some reason, our luck held.
Reading this book makes you think some
god somewhere was looking out for us all
during those months. It also drives vou to
the camp of those young Maryland prose-
cuting attorneys who wanted to hold out
for a jail sentence for Agnew.

SPORTS

Demolition derbies are dumb. What's
the point of paving to watch a couple ol
Chevys bang each other into heaps of
scrap metal when you can see the same
show for free on the expressway? Well,
in Brazil. you might just get converted.
There. both driving and soccer come
under the heading of religion, not pas-
times, and Brazilians have managed
to combine the two into something
they call Autobol—soccer played by car-
driving maniacs.

The rites of driving in Brazil include

a highway death toll that many proudly
claim to be the world's highest; city driv-
ing can be so dangerous that car owners

often have their vehicles sprinkled with
holy water—although some priests refuse
to guarantee henediction at speeds over
65 mph. The rites ol soccer in Brazil in-
clude three world-cup championships and
almost weekly pandemonium at the sta-
diums, with Tans going berserk in the
best South Ame 1 style. So it’s not sur-
prising that the new sport of autobol is
becoming more and more popular.
Games are loosely organized. Twice
a month, on Saturday alternoons, two
teams ol up to five cars each—the num-
ber depending on how much money
has been collected for repairs since the
last match—face ofl against each other.

Stripped down Gordinis (& Renault no
longer manulactured in Brazil) are used,
the cars painted brightly in the colors of
one ol Rio's famous soccer teams. A 26-
and-a-half-pound hard-rubber ball, near-
ly 11 feet in circumference and covered
with bulfalohide, is the center of atten-
tion, and as the cars smash intwo i1, the
ball bounces weirdly about the hield.

Theoretically, a team positions two
cars on offense. two on defense and one
as goalic. This strategy crumbles an io-
stant after the referee’s whiste as drivers
gun their cars across the field, flying into
pinwheel turns, smashing  opponents’
cars against the retaining walls and, not
infrequently. secking out head-on crash-
es with opponents whose attitudes a
driver may find insolent. Somchow,
cight or 1en goals get scored during an
average game.

Since the fanatics in the stands de-
mand a certain amount ol meanness
from their plavers, each team seleas a
player who will become a cangaceiro—
roughly wranslated, a bad-assed bandir.
The amrrent favorite is Walter Lacet—in
real life, a TV-soap-opera director—who
wears a black jump suit zipped down to
show off his chest hair. I things get a lit-
tle dull down on the field, Lacet may
give the ball a nudge toward the goal,
then wheel down to one end of the
stands, spin around and head his blunt-
nosed heap swaight into  the nearest
trafhe jam at 60 miles an hour. The
fans scream.

Organizers claim that gate receipts (at
S1.60 a head) don't cover the substantial
cost of bodywork. but plavers are so en-
thusiastic ibout the sport that many of
them donate money to get cars repaired
for the next match. Referees, by the way,
are the only ones on the field without
(& Their duties consist of running up
and down the side lines blowing whistles
that no one pays the least attention to,
and  occasionally  dislodging  the  ball
[rom a muass of twisted iron. Although at
Icast one ref has been run over, they gen-
erally lose no more than a couple of
teeth during a game. So far, we've heard
ol no plans to export autobol 10 the
United States, but if such a scheme is an-
nounced, take a tip from us: Invest in
a body-and-fender shop—or enroll in
dental school.

MOVIES

Turkish Delight isn't the kind of movie
they used to nominate for an Oscar, yet
this Insty Dutch-made love story was in
the running as Best Foreign Language
Film for 1973, and deserved to be.
Based on a European best seller by
Jan Wolkers, and already a smash hit in
its native land—publicity flacks claim
the screen version has been seen by more
than hall the adult male population of
the Netherlands—Twrkish Delight stacks



Targa. The revolutionary roof design by
Porsche that has become almost as fa-
mous as the car itself. Giving all the fun

and freedom of the old ‘“‘convertible”
with the structural integrity of a
built-in roll bar. Plus a sturdy
year-round roof that's off

and. in the trunk in sec-

onds. So whether it’s

the handcrafted,

superbly engi-

neered 911, or the

thrilling mid-engine-
9142.0,you’re assured

of unique Porsche han-
dling, unique Porsche
styling, and a breath of
fresh air when you want it.
For that there is no substitute.
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up as an imported Duich rreat that can
be cited for its liberating impact in the
same breath witl: Last Tango in Paris
and La Grande Boufle. Producer Rob
Houwer and director Paul Verhoeven, a
movie team firmly set against any inhibi-
tions whatsoever, also acknowledge the
debt they owe to outright sex films.
“Today, at long last.” says Houwer, “a
dircctor necdn’t wonder which Hower-
pot should be put in front of pubic hair.”
Here, a rose is placed between shapely
buttocks simply 10 say good morning and
improve the decor. Letting it all hang
out is the rule from reel one. when Eric
the artist meets Olga the shopkeeper’s
daughter while hitchhiking. Both [ree-
spirited enough to enjoy sex at first
sight. they wheel off for a quick roadside
bash but have to race to a nearby farm-
house for help when Eric gets his fore-
skin stuck in his zipper. Shortly alter,
there’s a more serious accident. and in
both cases Turkish Delight shows us the
blood. The movie also graphically calls
attention to maggots, shit and vomit,
pushing a little hard sometimes 1o insist
that such realities are no less a part of
human experience than wall-to-wall sex,
which seems at first to be all Eric and
Olga ever want. But wait a while. As
played by Rutger Hauer, a blond Nordic

stud with somewhat flabby thighs, and
vivacious Monique van de Ven {who
looks a litde like Shirley MacLaine as
Irma La Douce), this randy couple be-
gins to show layers of unsuspected depth
beneath the four-letter words and deeds.
Their marriage is a disaster, their di-
vorce even worse, and the script ultimate-
ly brings them 1o a “hospital ending”
that seems an abrupt shift of gears and
may remind you too much of Lowve Story.
These two are easier to believe, how-
ever, and much, much easier to like.
Away from their busy bed. Twurkish De-
Light depicts a ratrace where most people
would be better off if they spent more
energy just getting it ofl,

Il porno films have widened the range
of possibilities for Twurkish Delight and
its kind, what are such explicit main-
stren movies doing 1o hard-core sex?

One answer came and went with a whim-
per in Deep Threat N, which had Linda
Lovelace doing none of her specracular
old tricks and proved for keeps that a
smut movie without smut is dull beyond
endurance. Back in  business  despite
legal threats, porno pionecr Alex de
Renzy tried to update Sweet Agony by
introducing bondage, homosexuality and
some militant lesbianism—vet the movie
comes out looking like more of the same
old { & s, subject to the immutable law
of diminishing returns.

So far, Gerard Damiano of Deep
Throat and Devil in Miss Jones has no
serious rival on the hard-core sex scene.
Damiano’s latest, Memories Within Miss Aggie,
is a sexual suspense melodvama built
around the mad [antasies of a Miss Jonesy
heroine (Deborah Ashira) who could be
a kissin® cousin of Psycho. Ashira plays a
lonely farm spinster conjuring up images
ol the girl she used 1o be, or wanted 10
be, except she was seldom let out of
the house till her ma died. Sex is always
performed  with feeling in Damiano’s
films (in this case by three actresses who
embody the heroine's diversified lusts),
but Miss Aggie marks an intensified effort
to bring out real characterization and
story values. Tasteful music and fine
photography (rural scenes in winter) also
add to the aura of dass, though it's a
moot point whether dichard porno [ans
really give a damn [or such mniceties. 1f
not. utter trash is still easy o hnd.

Writer-producer-director  James Wood
obviously saw Last Tango in Paris hefore
he undertook A Game of love, pairing
Sheila Stuart and Fred Lincoln as a cou-
ple who meet and make it for a period of
time in which Lincoln insists no names
be given, no questions answered. Game's
surprise ending is fairly flat. the music
and photography almost stubbornly Iyri-
cal, the dialog more literate than usual
in a flesh flick—also more long-winded.
Wood is a Harvard graduate, which may
explain why his hard-core turnabout of
Tango looks closer in spirit to Erich
Segal's Love Story.

Georgina  Spelvin's  stint  in  Fringe
Benefits was actually filmed before The
Dewil in Miss Jones, but there's still no
actress in porno equal to her. This slickly
photographed, smoothly scored hard-core
comedy looks like the best of breed since
High Rise and provides Spelvin an
above-average boychick in Eric Edwards,
playing an impotent personnel manager
who can no longer Tulfill a firm commir-
ment as chiel stud for the stenographic
pool. He has to consult Spelvin, who
heads the Tightrwat Institute for Sexual
Research. Lots of glistening gadgetry and
prep school wit as usual—and comely
office girls who secem to do everything
but type.

Kinkiness is the key to Hiusions of a
Llady, covered during its location filming
last year (in the August pLAYBOY's Porno
Chic) and no cop-out as a cornucopia of

forbidden fruit. Director Jonas Middle-
ton’s framework is more or less a lost
weekend of encounter therapy presided
over by porno's ever-ready Andrea True,
archly plaving a lady psychologist on a
sex bender. Her guests are into transves-
tism (the boys dress up in sheer, frilly

black undies), fetishism, sadism and rape
(hump the hostess, mainly). They also
do odd things with bananas, cucumbers
and religious music. Sacrilege seems big
this vear.

-

Hot debate has raged in print and on
TV talk shows recently about the assump-
tion that movies are more than ever a
man’s world, with few strong roles [or
women. There is some truth in the com-
plaint. Right now. every movie mogul in
the business would jump 1o finance Paul
Newman and Robert Redford in a re-
make of Penrod and Sam—or even The
Bluebird—since they appear to be the
surest box-office duo since Harlow and
Gable. Sex and money and feminist mili-
tancy aside, however, there are many
striking exceptions o consider; and a
handful of cwrent films are as much
dominated as decorated by women: The
lady breathing life into The House on Che-
louche Street—a 1973 Oscar nominee for
Best Foreign Language Film—is magnih-
cent Gila Almagor, Isracl’'s 1op lemale
star. with beauty and talent in the Sophia
Loren—Anna Magnani class. As the wid-
owed mother of a teenage lad who is com-
ing of age in Tel Aviv during the British
occupation ol 1946 (one more bow to
Summer of 12), Almagor projects the
kind of fierce, passionate portrait ol wom-
anhood that would be a natural for acting
awards in a big popular film. Unfortu-
nately, writer<director  Moshe  Mizrahi
(who made I Love You, Rosa) keeps
thumping around but can’t find the right
kev 1o disclose this familiar wartime tale
that's ostensibly about a quiet boy's first
altair with an experienced older girl
(played fetchingly by Michal Bat-Adam,
also of Rosa).

Without giving away the whole plot of
The Midnight Man, let's just say that Susan
Clark makes the film's bad guys look



Would Your Bankey
Malke You a Dandy Offer
Like This ?

BANKERS WILL!

Suppose a banker made the following
offer to a 35-year-old man ...

“We will set aside $25,000 in a special fund
for vou.

“If you die tomorrow, or any time before
age 65, we will immediately pay this $25,000
to your family.

“If vou live to 65, we guarantee to pay
you $13,450 in cash. What's more, while we
can’t guarantee the exact amount, we should
also be able to pay vou an additional $15,586
in dividends, based on our current dividend
scale—for a total cash payment to you of
$29,036.

“Or, instead of the $29,036 in cash—if vou
prefer, we will pay vou $202.38 a month—:n
addition to what vou collect from Social
Security —starting at 65 and continuing for
every single month for the rest of vour life.
Even if you live to be 125!

“What do we ask in return for all this?
Only that you pay a little over 277 interest
a vear on the $25,000.”

We doubt that anv banker would ever
make you such an offer. But we will!

Because that’s exactly the kind of dandy
financial arrangement you get with our
Whole Life insurance policy L-198.

Instead of “interest”, of course, you payv a
premium. A premium that, based on the
values your policy builds up, works out to
be one of the very lowest in America for par-
ticipating Whole Life insurance. For our 35-
year-old man, an easy-to-afford $53.68 a
month for his $25,000 protection.

For the knowledgeable ““comparison shop-
per”, that means his policy has a 10-year
“Interest-Adjusted Cost Index” of only

$4.24, and a 20-year “Interest-Adjusted
Cost Index” of only $3.65. If vou can find a
similar policy with lower cost comparison
figures than that, vou'd better grab it!

And, after two vears, the policy starts to
build cash values, which you can borrow on
at guaranteed low interest rates. For emer-
gencies. For college expenses. For business
opportunities. For that home of your dreams.

Our 35-year-old man would, for example,
accumulate guaranteed policy cash or loan
values of $4,300 after 10 years, and $8,900
after 20 years-—exclusive of any refund of
the premiums in the form of dividends.

Financial experts say that most folks
urgently need a lot more life insurance—both
to protect their family’'s security now, and
to provide more income dollars so that thev
won’t have to go through the agony of pinch-
ing every penny after they retire.

If you agree, and cost 1s important to you,
we invite you to find out more,

Send the postage-free card next to this
page for our free “Money Book”. Get the
full story of policy 1.-198. plus the easy-to-
afford rates for vour age. It’s available to
folks through age 70. There's no cost or
obligation for this service.

We've dedicated this policy to the presi-
dent of our company. You know we wouldn’t
do that if we weren’t awfully proud of it.
And if we didn’t think it was a good deal
for you!

Bankers Life ry I

and Casualty Company 4 4
Chicago, Wingis 60630 PRt

Available rom atiiliated companies in NY, XL CA Nt nailable in CT, WL,

Protecting more than 7,000,000 Americans.
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We put more into it, so you
can get more out of it.

The Maxell ltra Dynamic Cassette.

Dangers lurk inside ordinary cassettes that can ruin your sound enjoyment. Dangers like
welded plastic shells popping open. Or plastic rollers jamming.

Maxell Ultra Dynamic cassettes eliminate these risks. We use tough machine screws to
hold our shells together. Steel grips to keep our pressure pads in
place. And steel pins to guide smooth roller action.
Plus five seconds of measured, head-cleaning
leader to begin every cassette.

The tape in Maxell UDC cassettes is the best made.
It brings out all the sound your equipment can produce
—up to 22,000Hz high.

Qur UDC-46 is exactly as long as the average Lp. No
more blank ends. Our other UDC cassettes are 60, 90 and
120 minutes long. And you can find them at better
audio shops now.

maxeill.

The answer to all your tape needs.
Maxell Corporation of America, 130 West Commercial Avenue. Moonachie, M.J 07074
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[ 0il Treatment [] Transmission Stop Leak [[]Gas Treatment |

[ Jcarburetor & Fuel System Cleaner {] Carb & Choke Cleaner 1

Mail to: Knife Offer, Union Carhnde Corp.

Marketing Services Departmen I

47-36 36th st,, Long Island Clly N.Y. 11101 |
1
|
]
A
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cITY STATE. ——ZIP.
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Offer void where prohibited, taxed or otherwise restricted.
Offer expires December 31, 1974. Please allow 4 to 6 weeks
for delivery.
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relatively innocuous. The scheming-bitch
role is preuy standard in detective fiction,
but lately there hasn't been a bitch with
a fraction ol Clark's chuizpah and almost
likable wreachery. Burt Lancaster co-
authored, coproduced and codirected the
sareenplay ol Midnight Man (collaborat-
ing with Roland Kibbee on all counts)
and plays the title role—as a lormer cop
who has served time for shooting his
wile's lover and is uving to go straight
with a night watchman’s job in a ma-
levolent college town down South. Alo
gether, a perlecly passable ume killer
and companion picce 1o a dozen other
movies you won't remember very well

A Uher 5000 tape recorder plays a
prominent role in The Conversation, Writ-
ten, produced and directed by Francis
Ford (The Godfather) Coppola and ini-
tiated in his fertile imagination long
before Watergate's plumbers became the
new Americin bad guys. The film is a
chilling and fully loaded wopical thriller
starring Gene Hackman as a furtive, sell-
deluded San Francisco wire wapper who
pretends that his brilliant surveillance
techniques are an end in themselves, that
he shares no responsibility for the ulii-
mate uses of them. His crisis ol con-
science creeps up on him. a colleague
reveals, because of a job he once did back
East for a scandal-ridden labor union—
alter which several innocent people were
murdered. Now he's taping and photo-
graphing conversations held in a public
park at lunchtime by an atractive young
couple (Cindy Williams and Frederic
Forrest) who sound as though they may
be in imminent danger—particularly if
the wire tapper delivers the evidence and
collects his 515,000 fee from the director
(a cameo role by Robert Duvall) ol a
huge firm that looks like the command
post for all kinds of high-level corporate
conspiracy. Coppola conducts The Con-
wersalion in a cool tone that wrings maxi-
mum suspense from minimal twists of
plot, ver he's mainly concerned with his
diabolical charvacter skewch of Harry, the
privacy plumber played by Hackman.
Harry's gradual surrender to doubt, [ear
and ouwright terror, which becomes als
most. Kalkaesque, is apt to send countless
movicgoers home to search through coat
closets and suit pockets for hidden mini-
mikes. Plugged in on a squinmingly live
subject, Coppola keeps the technical
aspeas ol bugging simple enough lor last
comprchension  and  answers  leftover
questions in a rather comrived-—or
least goddamn convenient—sequence sct
at a San Francisco conlerence ol surveil-
lance-equipment  experts,  where  the
world of prolessional snooping is placed
on an ethical par with indecent expo-
sure. Allen Garhield and  John Cazale
(Godfather's weakest son) lead a support-
ing cast that's covered with subtle skill
from first to last by cinematographer Bill



Butler, who somehow suggests that he's
done the whole job surreptitiously—as a
cruelly candid camera study ol a bugger
getting bugged while bugging buggers.

-

Charlotte Rampling portrays an aristo.
crane medieval beauty with an incestuous
fix on her brother (Oliver Tobias) in
Tis Pity She's o Whore, based on the classic
wragedy by Elizabethan playwright John
Ford. Made in Italy. with elegant pho-
tography by Vitorio Storaro  (usually
Bertolueci's man) heightening Rampling's
beauty to that of a Renaissance oil paint-
ing, IWhore nevertheless looks disadvan-
taged and bowdlerized—as il director
Giuseppe Pawoni Grifli could not easily
distinguish hetween Elizabethan violence
and the standard brand displayed in
ltaly's spaghetti Westerns.  Must  have
heen thinking of the other John Ford.

-

Thomasine & Bushrod arce a black outlaw
couple played by Vonecua McGee and
Max Julien, under the direction of Gor-
don Parks, Jr. (of Super Fly). Julien also
wrote the original screenplay, said to be
based on the true exploits ol some of his
[orebears, who tore through the South-
west in vintage jalopies during the carly
1900s. looting and laughing and making
lile hell for Whitey until they came to the
usual bad end—though they managed to
take a red-neck sherift (George Murdock)
along with them. Unfortunately, the
movie is heavy on empry swagger and the
kind ol caleulated arrogance that insults
audiences ol any color. There must be
a rich lode of black history buried in the
American frontier past, almost certainly
something somewhere more meaningful
than another [umbling imitation of Bon-
nie and Clyde.

Since the golden age of the silents,
the jauntiest fcather in the cap of the
American ilm  indusuy has been  the
movie musical. Sitting dumb struck, or
star struek, in front of a lengthy, sell-
congratulatory MGM Fifvieth Anniver-
sary Collection of Great Moments called
That's Entertainment!, dedicated  musical
bufls will note that the newest item in
MGAI's gilded wreasury is Gigi, made in
1958—16 years ago. So the grand old
song-and-imee  epics  are  gone,  and
MGAI nself is virtually a thing of the
past as a major movie studio. Oh, well,
might as well sit back and enjoy tha
S50th-anniversary  cornucopia ol show-
stoppers—beginning with The Broadway
Melody of 1929, a chinmazy art-deco spec-
tacle that won an Oscar simply because 1t
was the first All Talking All Singing All
Dancing wonder of the world. To list
high peints would be superfluous amid
the alpine peaks touched here. Just a re-
minder, though, that the MGM backlog
mcludes Gene  Relly's wild and  wet
\|n1.'i;|lty from Singin’” in the Rain, plus

The whiskey that whis

a‘\", Y &
\ :

Listen:

You've tried some
whiskeys that growl.
Now try a new kind

of whiskey.
Crow Light. It whispers.

Take a sip of Crow Light. We
think you’ll agree that other whiskeys
—even the lightest Scotch, smooth-
est Canadian or mildest Blend — taste
heavier by comparison.

That's fiting. Crow Light is
an entirely new and different kind of
whiskey created to be the lightest
whiskey ever made in America.

Lighter than Scotch,
smoother than Canadian

Crow Light is light...lighter
than Scotch in color and taste. And
if you think Canadian is the
smoothest whiskey, try Crow Light.
“Crow Light is smoother,” say the
Canadian whiskey drinkers we’ve
talked to.

Real whiskey down to its toes

Crow Light is real, 4-year-old
whiskey, all right. Burt it’s distilled
and aged a very special way. Result:
Lightness no other kind of whiskey
can touch. Some whiskeys growl. But
Crow Light Whiskey whispers.
And you can get a lot farther
with a whisper than a
growl.

Crow Light. :

LIGHT WHISKEY * EIGHTY PROOF = CROW QISTILLERY COMPANY » LOUISVILLE. KENTUCKY
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the best of Fred Astaire, Judy Garland.
Eleanor Powell, and everything from A
(for Anchors Aweigh) to Z (for Ziegfeld
Follies). Written, produced and directed
by Jack Haley, Jr., with dogged respect
for management, the movie enlists
Astaire, Crosby, Sinatra, Liza Minnelli,
James Stewart and even Liz Taylor to
blow MGM's horn as guest narrators. In
truth, there was nothing quite like an
MGM musical for gloss and verve and
sky's-the-limit splendor—even when the
art director went overboard with Esther
Williams and a hundred gorgeous naiads
who appear to be splashing around brain-
lessly in the vicinity ol the Chicago Fire.
There's no denying a lot of it looks
corny as hell today. But it’s pure magic.

RECORDINGS

One rock-'n’-roll slang word for womin
is lady, so in that context, what follows
is a few words on six ladies. each stun-
ningly individual and gifted in special
ways. By dictionary definition, none is a
lady; all are women who have ripped
through the ladylike barrier to become
real musicians—a most hopelul sign that
music has started along new paths. Since
these albums in no way fit a single, recog-
nizable genre. they are simply a listing of
what has been surfacing in recent months
from women who write, sing, play instru-
ments, produce, etc.

Suzi Quatre (Bell). Quatro had a band in
Detroit called Cradle until Mickie Most
lured her away to London with promises
of stardom. If that hasn’t been delivered
yet, she still has a large international
following and four hit singles. For good
reason. She plays furious and fine bass.
sings in that pecularly androgynous
rock voice that allows her to do I Wanna
Be Your Man as written without sound-
ing struined and, along with her lead
guitarist. Len Tuckey. is starting 1o write
some nilty/nasty rockers, such as Glye-
erine Queen. It all owes a lot more
Detroit gut-punching decibels than to
English experimentation, pure Neander-
thal rock that will carry you back to the
golden years ol the Pleistocene. So il you
can get the neighbors o leave town for
the weekend, this is the record 1o put on
the twrntable with the volume at ten and
let the sound club you on the head. It's
good lor you.

Allee Willis, Childstar (Epic) is another
refugee from Derroit, but one who pre-
fers black music. That shows in her
melodies, but her words are something
else again. Willis" songs are almost com-
pulsively honest, so a close listening to
the Iyrics can be disturbing. She has the
capacity to articulate unspoken fantasies
and then show how they shape the real-
ity of the situation. At her best, in the
title song and If You Were Only Robert
Young, she zeroes in on subjects that

have rarely been expressed in popular
songs. The voice is distinctively odd, a
little raspy, but right for the songs. A
word of caution—there is no middle
ground with Willis: It's love or hate all
the way. She's going to be the biggest
star or the biggest disaster in pop music.
A year should tell which,

Bewy Davis: They Soy I'm Different (Just
Sunshine). She sure is. If there isn't a
category called avant-garde soul, Davis
just invented it. Produced by herself (pos-
sibly the first black woman to do so), the
record spotlights a voice that can sud-
denly swerve into all manner of shrieks,
growls and howls, which maybe only Sly
Stone could equal. She uses that voice
to convey emotion rather than words,
just as if it were
any other musi-
Cill insirument.
And the songs
she writes
are really

whacked

out. Our
favorite is
He Was a Big
Freak ("He was
a big Ireak [ 1 used
to beat him with a
turquoise chain”),
a bizarre catalog
of the roles a woman
playvs for the man she loves. She sure
is charting new territory.

Ann Pecbles: | Can’t Stand the Rain (Hi).
The first. line of this album is [air warn-
ing to fasten your seat belts. Peebles
sings “1 can’t stand the rain” and in-
stantly conveys the physical pain of emo-
tional loss. The ten songs here represent
i spectrum of love and loss—mostly loss:
and if some are reasonably quiet, it is
the quiet of pent-up enargy that could
explode at any moment. Il Until You
Came info Ay Life is sweetly soullul,
I'm Gonna Tear Your Playhouwse Douwn
1s hard-edged and vicious. Seven of the
ten songs were written by Peebles and
her husband, Donald Bryant, and they
and the way she sings them make her the
leading  comtender 1o take up where
Aretha lefe off. It has been well produced
by Willie Miwchell with the aid of some
ol the best musicians in Memphis.

Bulfy Sainte-Marie: Buffy (MCA). This
liule wip to Nashville is an all-round
happy shock. Bully's vibrato has been
reduced 1o manageable proportions. the
production by Norbert Putnam is clean
and appropriate to a collection ol upbeat
tunes about love and related martters.
This is Bully's big leap imo rocking,
nonpolitical (with one exception) writ-
ing. and damned if it doesn’t work.

Melissa Manchester: Bright Eyes (Bell).
Manchester's voice is highly reminiscent
of somebody’s, but whose? It seems more
a matter of attitude than of vocal quality.
the attitude ol Broadway musicals, which

also shapes her music. Everything filters
through that—the Gospel song, rockers
and ballads (nicely torchy, those). Around
the second listening, the derivation mat-
ters less than the loveliness of the over-
all work. Manchester is a decent enough
piano player but is rapidly developing
into a good singer and writer whose
music can fit comfortably into either folk
or night clubs. OI all the albums covered
here, this i1s the most conventional, but
also the prettiest.

With just a slightly sneaky smirk on
his face, the good captain stares out from
the cover, holding a few wadded-up dol-
lar bills in each fist. Yes, he's wrying to
tell us something: Captain Beefheart has
sold out—but only about four or five
bucks” worth. The man who first brought
hebephrenia to the blues is apparemtly
tired of eating guitar cases and wants to
move up with the rest of us to protein-
like matter. And Unconditionally Guaranteed
(Mercury) should do it. It's his version
of regular rock "'n” roll, and ic's damn
good. He mostly abandons the Howlin’-
Wolfl-on-acid vocal swvle he's used so
much and. instead. sings in a bluesy
voice touched with gentle melancholy on
Lazy Music and a California-accented
whiskey rasp on New Electvic Ride and
Full Moon, Hot Sun. People who had
multiple religious experiences listening
to Trout Mask Replica will have prob-
lems with Unconditionally Guarvanteed—
but the album is just that.

In person. Belfast-born Van Morrison
and Queens’ own Paul Simon are just
about the most accomplished solo per-
formers vock has to offer; and both have
now come out with concert albums that
capture them at their peak. On his two-
record set titled It's Too Late to Stop Now
(Warner Bros), Morrison pays homage
to his r&b mentors—purring his way
through Sam Cooke’s soultul Bring It On
Home and growling Sonny Boy William-
son's classic blues Help Me—Dbut most ol
the tunes are his own, from a rousing
version of Glorvia (one of his fivst big hits
as lead singer with Them, ncarly ten
years ago) o a melancholy anthem for
his generation called Wild Children.
Morrison relies on an 1l-piece backup
band, but on Live Rhymin’ (Columbia),
Paul Simon is at his best accompany-
g himsell on guitar in folk-accented
renditions of the wistful Homeiward
Bound and the bouncy Me and Julio
Down by the Schoolyard. Joined by the
Jussy Dixon Singers, he wanslorms his
most famous cmnposilions. Bridge over
Troubled Water and Mother and Cluld
Reunion, into stirving Gospel  hyvmns.
And with a litde help from Urubamba,
a four-man Peruvian group. he does The
Boxer, a standard from his Simon and
Garlunkel days, with a new verse lor



the Scventies.  “Alter  changes  upon
changes,” he sings, “we are more or less
the same.” Indeed.

Cleo Laine Live!!! ot Carnegie Hall (RCA)
15 the perlect follow-up album to her
blockbuster LIP 1 Am a Song. I any-
thing, Lamne is more electric in person.
I'he crowd goes bananas over her—with
good reason. With her music under the
tight control of husband John Dank-
worth, she gives the audience a remark-
able demonstration ol her range (octaves
are leaped in a single bound) and
versatility. From the gully-low Gimme a
Pig Foot 1o Perdido 1o the Kern-Hammer
stein classic Bl 1o the waditional f
Know Where 'm Going, the Laine pipes
know no limits.

Thunderbox (ALM), the group’s third
album since the unlortunate loss of gui-
tarist-vocalist Peter Frampuon, finds Eng-
Land’s Humble Pie still locked in a baule
ol directions. Pic main man, ex—Small
Face Steve Marriott, appears hopelessly
unable 1o deade between soul and rock.
The resule 1s a conlused. vet still surpris-
mgly histenable. mishmash of the wo
styles. The LP's finest moment, a gritty
reworking of Ann Peebles” already elassic
I Can’t Stand the Rain, proves that a
successful  common  ground  is within
reach . . . but hardly worth the price of
an entire album. Nice cover, though.

What a blast! Pat Williams' Threshold
{Capitol) 15 the best big-band album o
come down the pike in ages. It is filled
with exquisite ensemble work and solos
by 1he likes of Tom Scott, Marvin
Stamm, Buddy Childers and Larry Bunk-
er. Bue the thing that sets it apart from
the run-ol-thevinvl recovdings ol jaze
oriented  orchestras is Williams.  His
tunes and charts grab vou by your itel-
leet and your soul (and we're sure they
increased our pulse bear); there isn't a
clinker anywhere along the line. Tune
in to My, Williams, Kiddies, and get your
Juices flowing.

5

They call the record Open Our Eyes
(Columbia); but the proof is in the
hearing, and vour cars will probably
conlrm what ours 1o0ld us—namely, that
Earth, Wind & Fire is a monster group
(it would have to be, of course, with
such hine veteran musicians as Maurice
White and Charles Stepney  involved).
Amazingly versadile, they can sing tight,
velvet harmonies, as they do on Devo-
tion and the rhythmically tricky Cari-
bou; they nov only cook as  well
instrumentally as any &b group around
but get o a jazz groove that's anything
but patronizing on the all-too-short Spas-
modic Mood; they can rap some of the
baddest ghetto shit vou ever heard (Tee
Nine Chee Bit); and they can invoke

Is it a cigarette? Definitely not.

Could a little cigar have such big flavor,
give you such big pleasure? Definitely yes.

A&C Little Cigars — slim, filter-tipped —
made with a very special blend that includes
fine imported cigar tobaccos...cured for

mildness and flavor.

Regular or Menthol —in the distinctive

crush-proof box.

A&C LITTLE CIGARS,

The Great Impostor.

AsC

MENTHOL LiITT g CiGARS
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Anatomy of a legend:

Introducing Datsun 260-Z for 1974.

A product of four years of exhaustive
development in Japan, and four in America.
Eight years of in-depth scrutiny resulting in
numerous design and engineering
refinements to give America what it wants:
gran-turismo motoring as faultless as modern
automotive technology can provide. And, at a
reasonable price.

The legacy of “Z?

Americans got their first look at the Z-Car
late in 1969. It was love at first sight. Here
was a car fired by an overhead cam six with all
the power and response of a domestic V-8. A
flat out performer with nice manners, an
impressive list of standard creature comforts,
and economy to the tune of around 20 miles
per gallon.

Indeed, it looked as if the Z had
found a new happy home. Road
& Track called it “the most
exciting QT car of the
decade’ In 72, Car and
Driver readers selected #
the 240-Z as “Car of ;
the Year” And in 71
and 73 they voted it
“Best GT"over Porsche,
Lotus Europa, and the like.
Later a Road & Track owner
survey published in 1972, showed
that “91% of all Z-Car owners polled
said they would buy another one”

The

driver’s machine.
Whatever else the Z-Car is, it's
a driver's machine. One that has
taken the measure of its peers on
the track as three-time SCCA C-
Production National Champion, and
three-time winner of the treacherous
East African Safari. A car that has done a

DATSUN 260-Z SPECIFICATIONS: Engine: 6-cylinder, in-line SOHC,
water cooled. Bore & stroke: 3.27 in. x 3.11 in.; Displacement (2565cc) 156.8

cu. in.; Compression ratio: 8.8:1; Carburetion: 2 Hitachi. Transmission: All-synchromesh
4-speed or optional 3-speed automatic. Dimensions: Length: 169.1 in.; Width: 64.1 in ;
Height: 50.6 in.; Wheelbase: 90.7 in.; Tread,(front) 53.3 in.; (rear) 53.0 in_;

standing quarter mile in about
17 seconds, at nearly 85 MPH.
A car that has moved
from 0-60 in about
9seconds. A car that
can transport two
people from point
A to point B with
a minimum of fuss,
a maximum of fun,
and do it economically.
But now it's even better.
Now there's 260-Z.
e ° L

The picking of nits.

Up front the six-cylinder overhead cam
engine has gone from 2.4 liters to 2.6 liters, to
prevent loss of power as a result of complying
with 1974 emission regulations. Heat
dissipation and fuel delivery have been
improved by a new transistorized fuel pump,
larger fuel lines, a larger radiator and fan,
and better carburetor cooling. To the rear
there’s a redesigned taillight panel. And a new
stabilizer for even better cornering ability. /
Spring rates have been altered
and the frame,

W



new Datsun 260-Z.

—

engine mounts and suspension all have been

beefed up. Add those refinements to an all-

synchromesh 4-speed transmission that puts

crisp, positive shifts in the palm of your
hand—and you have an automobile

5 from $9,000 to $25,000.
The affordable legend.

The 260-Z is the affordable result of
Datsun-pioneered advancements
in computer design and one of /
the most modern mass production
facilities in the world.

Space-age technology also
makes it economically feasible to
power the Z with a sophisticated
overhead cam engine. Fewer moving parts,
lower inertia and less friction produce higher
revs, more efficient use of fuel, and longer
engine life than a cheaper pushrod engine.

__ the likes of which could sell anywhere \ 5

The 260-Z's superb cornering and
remarkable ride are also products of superior
technology. Its strut type fully independent
system is usually found only on exotic racing

machines, and is normally considered far too
expensive to be practical on a production
automobile.

The luxury of it all.

The spacious interior accommodates two
6'6" adults in unadulterated comfort.

Sl Everything is at your fingertips. Map light,

overhead light, heater/defroster,
standard AM/FM radio, and optional
factory-installed air conditioning.
Deep cushioned high-back bucket
seats recline 20 degrees and fold
forward for easy access to

the spacious rear i ]

deck. Non-purists
can even order an
optional 3-speed
automatic trans-
mission. But for
all that, one of the
nicest luxuries of

1) owning a 260-Z @&

is being able to
#%. get the same parts and service you'd
get if you owned a Datsun economy
sedan—from nearly 1000 Datsun
dealers, nationwide.

What it all comes down to is this:
The Datsun 260-Z for 1974 epitomizes
everything pride and technology can

provide. These are the makings of an

automotive legend. But don't just take
our word, drive a Datsun...then decide.

Min. road clearance: 5.7 in. Weight: 4-speed: 2580 |bs.; Automatic: 2590 Ibs. Seating capacity: 2 persons.

Min. turning diameter: 31.4 ft. Suspension and Axle: Front: independent strut type with coil springs, telescopic shock
absorbers, stabilizerbarand compressionlink. Rear:Fully independent strut type with coil springs, telescopic shock absorbers
and stabilizerbar. Steering: Rack & Pinion 18.0:1ratio, 2.7 turns lock-to-lock. Brakes: Power assisted, all 4 wheels, hydraulically
operated. Front: Disc brake 10.7 in.; Rear: 9 in. drum brake (leading and trailing shoes).
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the Lord with conviction, as they do on
the title tune—a prayer that combines
cchoes of vintage Ray Charles with an
ominously modern tonality.

-

More years ago than we care to re
member, we heard Blossom Dearie on an
LP utled Groe Him the Qo-La-La and we
were hooked, The problem was that over
the ensuing vears. there was precious linde
Dearie to leed owr habic. Welll theve ap
pears 1o be a Devie renissince. praise
God: she seems to be gening steady clulby
work in New York and she's got her own
vecord label. Her fst LI* as entreprencur,
Blossom Dearie Sings—Volume I (Dallodil). is
now available 10 one and all. so some-
thing’s right with the world. For the as yet
uninitiated, Blossom Dearie is a vocalist
whose voice is hardly o decibel above a
whisper, a pianist ol tasteful simplicity
andl it composer ol exuaordinary talent.
The tunes ave all hers. with lwics sup-
plied by a viriety ol gentlemen, includ
ing Johnny Mercer. One we'd like 1o
single out for special commendation is
Baby, Youve My Kind (Iyrics by Arthur
King). on which Dearie gets vocal support
from Dassist Pere Morgan, who has a fiest
rate voice thar veminds us ol N Coles.
Anyway. welcome back. Blossom. we've
missed vou. (The album can he obtained
by mail order lor 8395 Trom Blossom
Dearie Enterprises. PO, Box 522, Radio
City Station, New York, New York 10018.)

EFlvis Presley’s Luest ollering.  Good
Times (RCA), might have been more apily
titled The King Meets Muzak or Elas
Sings Mantovani for the Silent Major
ity. Here the wendssetting vocal siylist
ol his era seems pitted against the heavy
odds of gross overproduction and ar-
rangements that might have been lelt
over from the Luwe Mario Lanza. Even
the supermarket classic La Golondrina is
resurrected on this album as a pseudo-
counry balld  clled  She  Wears My
Ring. Listening to this album can be a
very frustrating experience for Presley
lans who grew up with the solid. down-
to-carth music of his hevday, especially
since, on several of these tunes. Elvis
comes out swinging. only to be aushed
midway tlwough by the prediclable ae
scendos of deadly woodwinds and saccha-
rine strings, not to mention overblown
choral arvangements that suggest a Cecil
B. De Mille cast of thousands. The king
is alive and well and singing as magnii-
icently as ever. But the thrill is gone;
ain’t that a shame?

-

We wish to hell they had let Aretha
Franklin alone and hadn’t Glled the
background of her Let Me in Your Life
(Adantic) LI* with all that sawing-strings
garbage. Every time those violins come
on the scene, something turns off in our

brain. Franklin would be fabulous with
a buzz saw behind her. but overproduced.
overorchestrated  sessions such as  this
help her not at all. Please, [ellas, keep it
simple from here on in.

The great ragtime revival keeps roll-
ing along. nourished by the record com-
panies. fed by the hilm success ol The
Sting., with its background scorve. and fa-
thered. if you will. by The Red Back
Bool:. Gunther Schuller’s award-winning
Scott Joplin album that stated v all.
The successor to that disc is Polm Leof
Rog (Angcl). recorded by pianist Ralph
Grierson and a group of top Los Angeles
musicians clling themselves the South-
land  Suingers.  George  Sponhaltz ar-
ranged and conducied this happy loray
into some ol the lesser-known  Joplin
tunes. such as the Mexican-unged Solace.
Max Morath knows and plays ragtime as
well as anvone today. So it is no surprise
that his piano album The World of Scott
Joplin (Vanguard) is as good an introduc
tion as you would want to this world of
slow drags. stop mes and  twosieps.
What is surprising is that Morath’s own
compositions. two ol which he plays
here. are so hne: Golden Hours, lor
instance. has a lovely syncopated figure
and nice shilts of theme. Max includes
compositions by other ragtime Kingpins,
such as James Scowr and Joseph Lamb,
and they stand up surprisingly well 1o
Joplins work. Paul Hersh and David
Montgomery  have made a marvelous
disc for pitano. lour hands. in The Greot
Rogtime Classics (RCA).  leaturing  the
music ol Joplin, Lamb, James Reese
Europe. “Luckey” Roberts and  Jelly
Roll Morton. Hersh and  Montgomery
don’t play Morton’s juzz stomps as well
as they do the rags (Shreveport is taken
much oo last). but all ¢heir rendi-
tons have great zest and charm. Joplin's
classic The Enterlainer is  beautifully

playved in its original two-hand scoring:
wl Wall Strect Rag has a great acceler-
ando finish. That seaiion ol the piece,
incidentally,  Joplin  captioned  thus:
“Listening to  the strains ol genuine
Negro  ragtime.  Brokers  Torger  their
cires.” Let’s all keep listening,

THEATER

Straight from prison comes Short Eyes,
strong, sobering look at the airless world
of inmates. Written by Miguel Pincero.
an ex-con turned playwright, itis a damn-
ing indictment ol the prison system. That
dehumamizing system, with all its mului-
ethnic levels of discrimination. is scrut
nized with mordant (and ribaldy humor
by the playwright {and Pifiero is a real
playwright). The title is prison slang for
a child molester—an outcist among out
casts. An accused short eyes is placed
in a house of detention (where inmates

pass years awaiting sentencing). He s
shunned. abused and fGnally murdered.
The killing ol the sex oflender is the basic
plot. but the play is about the prisoners
themselves and the steelsealed world they
are locked in. The characters and the
dialog hum with authenticity. The per-

formers, most of them ex-cons and mem-
bers of The Family (a theater group of
former inmates), making their profes-
siotal acting debuts. are refreshangiv un-
mannered  and  absoluely  convincing.
The direction by Marvin Felix Camillo
excitingly evokes the shilting rhythms of
the harsh environment—Irom mocking
sex banter (most exuberant is a mastur-
batory ode 1o Jane Fonda) o savage vio-
lence. The play was first presented tor a
limited run at the Thener ol the River-
side Church, then, wisely. wanslerred by
producer Joseph Papp 1o his off-Broad-
wav Public Theater. Then. alier avun in
Philadelphia, Papp installed Short Eves
on the large main stage ol the Vivian
Beaumont Theater at Lincoln Center.
This unusual venture trns out o be the
single dramatic hit of Papp's current
season—the first in which he covered
New York with his various establish-
ments. This hvperprolific producer began
his Lincoln Center series with the world
premicre of David Rabe’s Boom Boom
Room. a premiere that was prenuture:
the play (about the American dreiom as
seen through the eves ol a Philadelphia
go-go dancer) should have gestated longer
in the author’s wpewriter. The next
Papp offering, Au Pair Man. a two-
characer fuff by Irish playwright Hugh
Leonard. should have been grounded in
Great Britain, Next was What the Wine-
Sellevs Buy. an o interesting,  waditional
waturalistic drama by promising black
plavwright Rou Milner. Fourth was a
heavy revival of Strindberg’s The Dance
of Death. partially rewrieved by a power-
house perlormance by Robert Shaw.
Then Short Eyes charged into Lincoln
Center. filling the Beaumont (150 West
65th Street) with the pain and rancor ol

prison lile.
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Fin:nlly. after two years ol fighting, 1
broke up with my girlfviend. Apparently,
she has taken the split quite hard, miss-
ing work lor sceveral days, etc. 1 am
worried and have considered suggesting
that she see a psychiatrist, possibly at my
expense. Would this be appropriate?—
C. M. Hardord. Connecticut.

You might find wisdom in the f[ol-
lowing anecdote on the need for pro-
fessional help in ecveryday crises: The
oiwner of a cat was distressed 1o find his
pet in a tree. He called the five depart-
ment and asked them to send a hook and
ladder avound to fetch the cal. The five-
man told the man to wait an hour, that
the cat wonld come down of ils own
accord. The man called back 15 minutes
later, convinced that the cat would never
come down. “Excuse me, siv,” saud the
fireman, “but have you ever seen a cat
skeleton in a tree?” If you want to see a
psyehiatvist to work out your own fecl-
gy of guill and vesponsibility, fine, but
don’t patvonize your ex-girlfriend. Emo-
tional Marshall Plans are seldom appro-
priate and are never apprectated.

Sina: the CAB abolished youth fares
on international flights, I've been wrying
o find a cheap way o ravel 1o Europe,
South America or the Caribbean islands.
Some friends claim that it is possible 10
hitchhike on private airplanes. Is this
true and, if so. is it safe for a girl 10 try it
alone=—AMliss R. AL, Bronx, New York.

It used to be possible to hitch rides
from private pilots at small aiyports. As
long as you had no particular destination
in mind, the method was fun and rela-
tively safe. (We never heard of anyone
trying the “put-out-or-get-out” routine at
10,000 feet.) Unfortunately, the corpora-
tions that handle flight insurance conldn’t
handle the risk of extra passengers and
nowadays, most airporls won't allow
thumb trippers to hang out near the
hangars. However, theve are still youth
fares on several foreign cavriers. A vound-
trip ticket from Montyeal to Pavis costs
8321 on Air Canada as compared with
8368 for a 14-10-21-day round-trip excur-
sion fave from New York to Paris on an
American cavvier. Of cowrse, these prices
may change belween the time we write
this and the time you read it, or, for that
matler, belween the time you vead this
and the time you call the airport. But
that's probably one of the reasons you
want to travel, right?

A while ago, you mentioned karezza—
the discipline by which the male post-
pones orgasm for hours. Is this technique
elfective under  constant  stimulation,
such as thrusting, or does it require one

to take breathers? I would benefit by uny
information on this subject. as would my
fiancée.—D. S.. Portland, Oregon.

Philip Rawsen, in “The Art of Tan-
tra,” describes the philosophy  behind
karezza as follows: “Orgasm is in a sense
an ivrelevance, lost in the sustained and
wastly enhanced inward condition of
nervous vibration in which the energies
of man and world are felt to be consum-
mated. thety infinite possibilities realized
virlually on the astronomical scale of
time and space”” Somehow we don’l
think that’s what you had in mind. Ka-
rezzn is neithey a cure for premature cjac-
ulation nor a secret of the Ovient
leading 1o extended sexual play; it is the
very opposile of the Western style of ath-
letic, thrusting intevaction. Many Ameri-
cans who (ry karezza ('.\'p('rl‘('n((.’ those
nervous vibvations as impatience or frus
tration. The technique is part of a reli-
gious  doctrine in which  the sexual
energy is fust aroused, then channeled
in consciousness-raising meditation. Loo-
ers couple, then contemplate the male-
female creative aspecis of the universe.
Wetve heard of folls who try to increase
duration by thinking  about  other
things—the Dow-Jones stock index—or
by chanting maniras such as “Gene Auiry
doing deep knee bends in a field of dead
bats” or “Frenzied springhols capeving
their exasperations against the frogs that
tickled them.” We think they missed the
pont. If you want to try karciza or
something like il, enter your pariner,
then sit facing hev, comforiably. Forget
your genttals. (Don't worry if yon lose
your ervection; you don’t need il if you
aven't active, and you'll still enjoy your-
self.) Study her face and body while she
studies yours. When you rvealize that you
are part of the same whole, you may
have achieved your puvpose.

M}' Aikido parmer and I have heen
having a longstanding argument about
something called Mexican overdrive. He
claims it's a drink. I say it's some kind of
nurijuana, Can you set us straight? He
says il I'm wrong, he's going to demolish

me.—DB. M. El Paso, Texas.
Yes, well, ahem—taf, kaf. . . . We've
heavd  three  definitions  of  Mexican

overdrive: (1) Blend one exg white with
three ounces of mescal, pour over a little
crushed ice and you have the Mexican-
overdrive drink. (2) While it isnt a
kind of mavijuana, it is a technique for
smoking grass will a water pipe. Instead
of waler, you put in iced mescal and
smoke through that (which is not for
those with weak hearts or meck psyches).
And (3) the most common defimition of

Take
your
pick.

The fresh picked scent
of English Leather Lime.

So you love English Leather
Lime. Then why not love it all
over your body?

We have lots of ways to keep
you feeling lime fresh from head
to toe. Each with so much lime,
it’s like picking fresh limes off a
tree. Here are four you can pick:

Shave Cream 11 0z. $1.50
Deodorant $1.35
After Shave
Soap-on-a-Rope $2.25

English Eealﬂer—'

AN E_.

S |

AFTER SHAVI

One Man.One cent.
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Mexican overdrive is one used by the
drivers of big diesel semis. It's the neu-
tral gear, an ivaluable aid in taking the
tortuous downgrade curves of mountain
haghaeays.

Plllting new bronze- or nickel-wound
strings on an acoustic guitar is an incred-
ible rush—the brightness ol 1one and
improved response have a corresponding
effect on my spirit. 1 play several hours
a day and it takes only a few weeks for
the strings to lose their life. The cost of
anew set is getting higher every dav, but
then, so am 1. I've heard that vou can
restore the tone by boiling old strings.
Is this truez—B. G., Chicago. Hlinois.

Yes, and would you belicoe that the
broth makes a great soup? Boiling re-
moves the built-up divt and oil that
deaden the resonance of metalavound
strings. Take the strings off the guitar
before you try this, though.

Wi 1 complained to mv roommate
about my lack of success with a certain
Iady. he replied that by the time T made it
with her. she would have gray pubic hair.
Since then, T have been trying to find out
whether or not pubic hair turns gray
with age. No one in the dorm knows or
has the nerve o find out. Can you tell
me?—D. T, Sterling, Colorado.

Yes; pubic haiv does turn gray. We
hope that she is worth the wait.

Businc&s wips take me away from
home for extended periods of time. Con-
sequently, I urged my wife to have an af-
fair while I was gone. She has always had
a healthy sexual appetite and 1 did not
feel it was [air to keep her inactive during
my absences. For a few months, she said
that she wasn't interested in anvone clse,
but then she confessed that she had had
an aflair with one of my friends. My reac-
tion surprised me; I was aroused by
thoughts of her enjoving intercourse, fel-
latio and cunnilingus with another man,
Now I become excited whenever she tells
me of the aftair. In [act, I am unable to
achieve an erection unless she walks about
it. My wife has become disgusted with me
and finally has told me to have an affair
so that we will be even. I love her very
much and [ don’t want to be with some-
one ¢lse. How do 1 go about getting an
erection without her telling me about the
alfairs—C. H., San Francisco, Calilornia.

I’s not unusual for a man to become
aroused al the thought of his wife in bed
with someone else; the idea that she
might be desivable to others increases
her value to him. If it's the fantasy that
interests you, tell your wife. Pevhaps she
will tape-record a “confession” that you
can play occasionally through head-
phones when you make love. It may
cramp your style; don’t do il in the bath

and take care that you don’t choke your-
self with the cord. Most people ave able
to respond to a variety of sexual stimuli;
your obsession with the details is proba-
bly transitory. One thing puzzles us: If
you do not jeel compelled to satisfy your
own sexual appetite on long tvips, why
assume thal your wife wanis to? Occasion-
ally. wchen a hushand feels insecure about
his spouse and belicoes that aduliery is
inevitable, he will encourage infidelity to
maintain an illusion of control. I’s not
your choice. The golden rule now reads:
You're free and nobody belongs to you.

Om‘ lease is up, and my roommate and
I are moving to a new apartment across
town. Besides furniture and the normal
possessions, we're also taking a sizable
record collection. What's the best way to
move albums with a minimum of warping
and damage*—R. T., Athens, Georgia.
Pack your records in the same-size car-
tons used for hooks (about 1534” x 13”).
Pluce the vecovds upright, as if yon were
storing them on a shelf. Fill all the space
across the carton and then stuff soft
things (towels, eic.) across the top 1o fill
the vemaining space. Do not travel with
these cavtons in the trunk of your car,
since the heat can damage the records,
Avoid exposing the cartons to sunlight;
cover them with a porous, lightweight
cloth (such us a summer blanket). Your
recovds should be the last things to leave
the old apartment and the first things to
enter the new one. Keep on trucking.

l'\'c always heard that if an athlete en-
gages in sex the night before a big game,
he may perform poorly the next day.
Coaches always seem to equate celibacy
with increased drive and concentration.
My wife and I have entered a mixed-
doubles tournament at the local tennis
club and were wondering il we should
abstain from sex for a few davs before the
competition—R. H., Lansing, Michigan,

For some athletes, celibacy is supersti-
tiously linked 1o victory; il’s like never
washing a  paiv  of socks that  once
brought good luck. (We can sce how the
latter might lead involuntarvily to the
former, but neither is a guarantee of
high performance.) There is no biologi-
cal reason lo vemain chaste before a big
game. A West German professor named
Manfred Steinbach questioned 000
Olympic athletes and found that they
make love an average of four to five
times a week. He concluded that if an
athlete does feel substandard after a
night on the town “it is not sex that has
sapped his strength. It is the allendant
frivolities such as drinking, dancing and
dashing avound until the early howrs of
the morning.” Knowing the psychology
of most mixed-doubles teams, it’s our
guess that if you abstain and one of you

performs poorly anyway, you won’t talk
to each other for weeks, let alone make
love. Enjoy yourselves while you can.

A recent issue of rLaYBOY contained
an ad for Figa International, a company
that sells gold, silver and ivory amulets.
According to the copy, Brazilian natives
believe that “when a child is born with
his thumb clinched between his middle
and forefinger he will have happiness
and good luck for life. Tf not born that
way, the child is given a handmade charm
called the  Figa.” My grandparems
worked in Brazil many years ago and
they gave me a gold figa when 1 was
born. They explained that the Brazilian
natives, who had never seen a black man
until Portugnese traders imported them
introduced the clenched fist
amulet as a form of magical protection
against the srangers. Can you tell me
which story is correctz—]. C., Auchison,
Kansas.

Actually, the figa is several thousand
years old and stems from ancient veli-
gions that wovshiped the sexual orvgans.
The figa vepresents the vulva and the
penis in the act of copulation. The word
is devived from the Latin noun for fig
and also is used as a euphemism for the
female genitals in Ialian. (Il was thought
that the vuloa vesembled a half-open fig.)
We suspect that the practice of cloaking
male genitals with fig leaves in medicoal
paintings and siatuary was a visual pun.
Remember, you read it heve firsi. Also,
in some Ewropean counlrics, fingers
clenchied avound the thwmb sevee the
same  purpose as the upraised-middle-
finger gestwre in America. Should some-
one recognize the symbol and take 1t as
an insult, you may need all the luck the
amulet is supposed 1o possess.

as slaves,

M' girlfriend is 23 years old and sucks
her thumb. She says that it makes her feel
better. Needless to say, she is a litde inse-
cure, which in turn makes me insecure,
because 1 feel that I don't provide her
with a sense of security. The people |
have talked to, including my doctor. have
told me not to worry, that the habit is
harmless. So 1 no longer worry, but I «do
wonder about it. What should I do:—
B. T., Des Moines, Towa.
Offer her a substitute.

All reasonable questions—from  fash-
ion, food and drink, stereo and sports cars
to dating dilemmas, taste and etiquetle—
will be personally answered if the writer
includes a stamped, self-addvessed en-
velope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Advisor, 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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The
0ld Timer.

THE PLAYBOY FORUM

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

DEMON-HAUNTED OBJECTS

I'm tired of the argument advanced by
defenders of pornography that each indi-
vidual has a right to decide for himself
what is obscene—as if obscenity were a
purely subjective macter. This is utterly
[alse. Hard-core pornography is evil, and
to reluse to recognize this is to deny that

a Shetland pony, the act is essentially a
repetition ol the same old in and out,
demonstrating the principle of friction.
Also, the films portrtay a rather
dreary and unrealistic sameness. They're
peopled not with real characters but with
bodies performing in a stereotyped man-
ner. They meet, take off their clothes. go

et

When you've been making satin sheets for over m|
years, like we have, you use only the softest acetate
satin . . . 225 x 78 thread count. {Some people
don't!) Your sheets are MACHINE WASHABLE, and
you give penrle a choice of 72 colors for regular or
ROUND beds! Avocado, Tangerine, Gold, Red, Black,
Bronze, Blue, Silver, Pink, White, Mint or Orchid.
(After 20 years, we know what we’re doing

bed!)
SHEET SETS (2 straight sheets, 2 cases)
Double Set  $20.50 Queen Set
Twin Set 19.98 King Set 21.50
Round 84" Set 43.50 Round 96" Set 49.95

3 letter monogram on 2 cases—$2.00
For fitted bottom et, add $2.00 to double or
twin price; 3$2.50 to queen; $3.00 to king price.
Round sets are fitled. Odd sizes on reque: Send
cbeck or m.o. 50% deposit on C.0.D.'s.

SCINTILLA,® INC. 85523 S enes ©7
Free 40-Page Color Catalog of our
Satin Fashions With Every Order!

evil exists. There is such a thing as ob- into a litde oral-genital stimulation,
jective cvil. Tt exists not merely in the slide in the old penis, change positions a
minds of the beholders of pornographic  few times and end with the guy pulling
pictures and obscene books but in the out so he can come all over some part of
pictures and books themselves. the girl’s body. Dialog, for the most part.
William Weber  consists of moaning and heavy breath-

Cleveland, Ohio ing. The attitude communicated is tha

You'd best not go see “The Exorcist.”  the only thing anyone is interested in is
sex, that sex is an irresistible force, tha
it's always good, that people always
reach orgasms together, that no one ever
has o worry about such details as V. D.,
pregnancy or impotence, and that the
only function of women is to accept, and

THE COURT AND OBSCENITY
Some years ago, the late John M. Har-
Lan the younger, a Justice of the U.S.
Supreme Court, referred to the obscen-
ity problem as “intractable.” Now it's
screwed up beyond repair. I am a state’s  be tuned on by, anything a man takes it
attorney and I am presently involved in  into his head to wy (which also renders
six obscenity cases in all stages of litiga-  these  films  extraordinarily  sexist, 1
tion in state and Federal courts. There might add). The apparent premise—
has never been a more hopeless and frus-  that people relate to the world primarily
trating experience in my career than try-  through their genitals and that they are
ing to understand what the Court was virtually obliged to screw whenever and
[|"'i]|g to say i its 1973 n])sc{;ni[’- npiu. however l)t).\hillll.“-——is at least as absurd
ions, which are inconsistent, irrational as the puritanical notion that sex is
and not at all lucid. dirty and should be tolerated only for
Obscenity law is now so hopelessly con-  making babies.

fusing that the Court undoubtedly will In condusion. it scems to me that
be forced to change its interpretation of ~ films such as these can’t be wuly inter-
the law again within the next few years, esting or crotic so long as they concen-
To p]'nu_-c[ th(‘_ cases I am “-Orki“g on. I trate on human I]llll“l)i"g. That can he
must ask that my name and address changed by focusing on sex as something
remain confidential. that people with minds and feelings do,
(Name and address mtlu._'r lh;m‘ by presenting it as pure
withheld by request) phy.:ilt'.'ll activity. Emphasizing what goes
on in a person’'s mind and heart rather
than what goes on between his legs would
make porn llicks both more enjoyable

and far more erotically stimulating.

Mike Martindale
Brownstown, Indiana

Atlast...
contraceptives

through the
privacy of the mail.

Obtaining contraceplives convervently and
without embarrassment can be a problem
MNow. Populatwon Planming has solved that
problern. We ofier a complete ine of famous
brand contraceptives ncluding “the pill,
condoms. foams and gels

For the hirst ime. you can gel birth control
pills conveniently and regularly by mail —a
prescnption is required. of course. Or you
can choose from a wide vanety of condom
brands. and learn what the differences really
are. We ofter the famous Trojian, the exoling
green-tinted Jade (available only from PPA)
and 25 other carefully selected top-quahty
brands All meet stnct governmenl standards
of reliability ¢

Find out why PPA has become Amerncas
tastest growing tirh control service. Send
for our illustrated calalogue which describes
our complete ine of contraceptives and
books on birth control and sexualty. Send
just $3 for a sample pack of 12 assorled con
doms or $5 lor our deluxe sampler of 19
condoms. Catalogue free with every order
You must be completely sanshed with our
products and prompt service or your money
will be refunded in tull
AMERICA'S LARGEST RETAILER OF

CONTRACEPTIVE PRODUCTS o

"POPULATION PLANNING. 105 N Columbia St 1
Dept PBZ-1,Chapel Hill. NC 27514
Gentlemen: Please send me

g %3 sampler (12 condoms)

THE SAME OLD IN AND OUT

Having seen the current big three por-
no films—=Behind the Green Door, Deep
Throat and The Devil in Miss Jones—
and a couple of lesser works, I'd like to
ofler a few comments.

First, I was not oftended by anything I
saw. In fact, I must admit to a certain
admiration [or people such as Linda
Lovelace, who accept any kind of sexual
experience as natural. But while I wasn’t
offended, T wasnt turned on, ecither.
Mostly, I was bored, because boredom is
inherent in the attempt to focus graphi-
cally on the sex act, which consists of a

GOD’S X RATING

Cod must he preuy thoroughly
ashamed of Himsell if He's been reading
about events in Santa Barbara, Califor-
nia. According 10 the Bible, He made man
in His own image, male and female, and
was quite pleased with the results: but the
good people of Santa Barbara have de-
cided He is guilty ol creating an ob-
scene object.

$5 deluxe sarmpler (19 condoms)

|}
1
|}
|}
]
) Catalogue alone 256
1
1
1
]

penis sliding in and out of a vagina. Or You see, nude bathing finally invaded NAME i
whatever. No matter how many positinns  the beaches of Southern California, after ADDRESS
eIty _STATE — 7P

are used, whether it’s done with a dog or  being acceptable in Europe (and even in | MORE THAN 50,000 SATISFIED CUSTOMERS
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Northern California) for several vears.
The locals were incredulous, indignant
and intransigent. During the summer of
1973, Samia Barbara’s sheriff's deputies
cronched in the tall grass above the beach.
playing Peeping Toms at public expense,
and photographed nude bathers. They
arrested over 100 people, incuding a
priest. two schoolteachers, an airline vice-
president and a deputy district attorney
from Los Angeles. The charges were sub-
sequently dropped amid heated contro.
versy. but. after lving low for a few
months. the deputies started making ar-
rests again in late fall.

The debate grew more [urious. One of
the native philosophers wrote to the local
paper with a really refreshing contempt
for highbrow notions of grammar and
historv. “Why should a thing which has
always, in civilized counwries, been con-
sidered  immoral  and  unlawhul  be
changed to lawful?” (Take that, you
harbaric Greeks and Romans, and you
uncivilized Swedes, Danes, Germans, Eng-
lish, French and Northern Californians.)

The uproar finally went belore the
county commissioners and they voted
three to two to outlaw the unclothed
human body. Various groups are cur-
remtly planning test cases 1o challenge
the new law—incuding women's libera
tionists, who object that the statute al-
lows men, but not women, to be nude
from the waist up. Obviously, the legal
squabbles will drag on for quite a while.
Meanwhile. if God hears about this, let us
hope He will have the good grace to
write to the Santa Barbara citizenry and
apologize [or the abscenity of His image.

Harold Peters
Los Angeles, California

EDUCATION FOR HEALTHY SEX

Opponents ol public sex education
constamtly inveigh against putting ideas
in children’s heads, as though sex would
never occur to kids unless some adult
mentioned the subject. Well, without
sex education, one girl in my neighbor-
hood started having sex at the age ol
ten. was pregnant by the tme she was
14, had an abortion and has been on the
pill ever since. And canrently the most
fashionable form ol blackmail in this area
involves  young girl hitchhikers  who
threaten male drivers that theyll yell
rape if the guys don’t hand over 520

Sex education can’t determine wheth
er or not kids will think about sex, but it
can have a lot to do with how they think
about 1. As for the youthful extortion-
ists (who, it appears to me, are perhaps as
likely to get into wouble as the men they
wry to rip ofl), sex has obviously occurred
to them, but mainly as a shadowy, shame-
ful act that can be exploited for per-
sonal gain.

No matter what the hysterieal faction
thinks, kids don’t remain innocent il
they're told nothing: sex is not some-
thing that can be hidden. Let's admit

FORUM NEWSFRONT

a survey of evenls related to issues raised by “the plavboy philosophy™

HERE COME DE JUDGE

HUNTSVILLE,  avaBava—A  Madison
County judge has been sentenced lo
three years in prison after being conviet-
ed of trading judicial leniency for wom-
en’s sexual Javors. One wilness lestified
that she had sex with the judge to escape
prosecution on bad-check charges and
another said she yielded (o him in an
agreement lo stop criminal prosecution
of her brother. The judge faces [our
more trials on similar charges.

MAIL-ORDER DIVORCE

LONDON—A ppearance in courl is no
longer required of British citizens sech-
ing divorvce. Under new and much sim-
plificd  rules, couples who have no
children under 16 and have been sepa-
rated at least iwo years can submit a mu-
tually agreed upon divorce applicalion
to a judge and, in most cases, recetve
their decree by veturn mail.

STRICT ON STREAKERS

NAIROBI, KENYA—After two streaking
incidents by Luropeans during  one
weekend, the vice-president of Kenya an-
nounced a crackdown: Any foreign
streaker will be arrested, escorted direct-
ly to the airport in the nude and pul
aboard the first avatlable atrevaft to s
country of ongin.

NEW PREGNANCY TEST

NEW YORK—dAn early pregnancy test
that appears to be 100 percent accurale
has been announced by researchers at the
New York Hospital Cornell Medical
Center. The procedure—called the vadio-
Teceplorassay  pregnancy  lesl—requires
only a few drops of blood, can be per-
formed in an hour and has been used to
detect pregnancies as ecarly as six days
after egg fertilization or one day after a
missed menstrual peviod. Present tests can-
not be used until eight to 15 days after a
missed period and even then are 20 to 40
percent inaccuyale.

NO ABORTION TRAUMA
paLtivore—IWomen who have  had
abortions show no greater tendency lo
suffer depression or emotional stress than
women who have experienced childbirth,
according lo a Johns Hopkins Hospital
study. The Johns Hopkins group inter-
viewed 373 women who went to the hos-
pital between late 1970 and early 1972
for cither abortion or delivery and
matched them for race, age, number of
children and economic status. The find
ings contradict the widespread belief that
abortion frequently causes psychological

trawma and they also tend to vefule con-
tentions that women arve using abortion
in place of contraceptives.

WHO'S COMPLAINING?

WASHINGTON. bD.C.—Either [ewer people
are receiving “smut” in their mailboxes
or fewer people are complaining about

it. The U. 8. Poslal Service reporis that as
of last summer, complaints about unso-
licited sexually oriented mail weve down
to 45,000—384 percent below the previ-
ous year.

POT LAWS CHANCGED

A froe-dollar fine has been adopted by
volers in Y psilanti, Michigan, and veinsti-
tuted in Ann Arbor as the noncriminal
penalty  for marijuana  possession.  In
Ypsilanti, the measure passed by only 98
voles, 1355 to 1237 in Ann Arbor, where
a similar ordinance was vepealed by the
cily council in July 1973 afler being on
the books more than a year, the measure
was approved 16,017 to 14,809. In both
cities, people wivested by other than
municipal police wounld stll be subject 1o
the state penalty of a $100 fine andjor Y0
days i jail,

Meanwhile, the Idaho legislatie has
stiffened the pot law in that state by
making possession or sale of more than
three ounces of marijuana a felony pun-
ishable by up to five years and 515.000.
The penalty for less than thrce ounces is
up to one year and SI1000.

LETTER OF THE LAW

WASHINGTON, D.C.—A Fedeval court has
vuled that the District of Columbia mari-
juana law applics to only one of five pos-
sible species of the plant, which cannot
be differentiated  after  cutting  and
processing. D.C. superior court judge
Charles W. Halleek acquitted a 38-year-
old man of pot charges because the evi-
dence could not be identified as the one




spectes, Cannabis sativa L., that is speci-
fied in the statute. Many state laws are
likewise specific and a similar defense
was successful before a Flovida state
court jury in April 1973; it has failed,
however, in a number of other cases
where the prosecution argued that legis-
lative intent was to include all marijuana.

SURPRISE!

SMITHTOWN, NEW York—To the con-
sternaiton of police who arvested a well-
endowed topless dancer for public nudity,
their go-go givl turned out to be legally
a guy—and, therefore, not covered by
the local indecency ordinance, which
prohibits only female dancers from ex-
posing thetr breasts. The 23-year-old per-
former went back 1o work after a
medical examination vervified that the
sex-change treatments he is undergoing
have not yet made him a woman under
the law. A civic official called the inci-
dent “an attempt to embarrass the town
administration” and said, “If this [using
transsexnal dancers] is something that
isn't just going to pass, I'm sure the town
board will explore the situation.”

JAPANESE BRUSH STROKES
ToRYO—The Japanese censors of sexy
foreign magazines have requived import-
ers to bluack out, with ink, those parts of
pictures deemed  offensive—and  Japa-
nese purchasers of such magazines have
been removing the ink with a dab of
paint solvent. To cope with this ploy, the

Yokohama customs office has now de-
creed that no publication shall pass un-
less the censoring ink is indelible.

NO SWEAT

iNpiaNaroLs—The Indiana senate has
passed an anti-pornography bill that out-
laws the depiction of, among other
things, all “excretory functions” The
majority of the lawmakers chose to ig-
nore the warning of one senator, a veter-
inarian, who noted that such functions
would include “spitting, coughing, sweat-
ing and blowing one’s nose.”

COPS KICKED OUT

WASHINGTON, b.c.—District of Colum-
bia policemen have been ordered to stop
going tnto adull bookstores, because their
presence  intimidales  customers.  After
heaving the complaint of a bookshop
proprictor that cops were asking custom-
ers  for identification, tearing plastic
wrappers off magazines and otherwise
making a nuisance of themselves, a U. S,
district court judge vuled that the police
were enlering the shops without prob-

able cause to belicve crimes were being
commitled and that their conspicuous
presence had a “chilling effect” on the
operation of the business.

BLUES IN THE NIGHT
PITTSBURGH—A  cable television em-
ployee has been avvested and chavged with
mtentionally  broadcasting  stag movies
late one night 1o CTV subscribers. A local
magistrale ordeved the 21-year-old man
held Jor trial despite avgumenis of his at-
torney that he was drunk at the time and
that the films weve seen by adults only.

POLICE 4, CITIZENS 0

WASHINGTON, D.Cc—A series of U.S.
Supreme Court decisions have  signifi-
cantly limited citizens’ vights under the
Fourth Amendment and have strength-
ened police authorily in matters of search
and seizure. The Court has held that:

« Police do not need a warvant to
scarch any peison they legally avrest o
take into custody for any reason, even a
traffic violation, and if the search turns
up evidence of some unvelated crime, it
may be used in court.

« Lven after an arrested person has
been released, police need no warvant lo
conduct search or seizure witlhin the next
several hours.

= Where no arvest is involved, police
need not tell a suspect he has the right
to refuse them permission for a warrant-
less search.

« Grand juries may indict a person on
the basis of evidence obtlained illegally
by police even though s-:ch cvidence still
is tnadmissible in trial courts.

that and get on with the business of
trying to help children understand sex as
a healthy and joyous part of life.

James Nelson

T ucson, Arizona

STREAKING AND FLASHING

The emergence of sireaking as a tacitly
acceptible torm of social behavior could
present serious problems for those legal
and psychiatric authorities who may be
called upon 1o distinguish this new
phenomenon from flashing. Yet there's
an obvious criterion for dilferentiating
one from the other: movement.

The flasher, in his long coat and cut-
down wousers, seldom moves. Rather, he
stands quiedy and unobtrusively in a
doorway or subway corridor waiting to
expose himsclf to an unsuspecting le-
male. If reported and apprehended, he
is usually charged with indecent expo-
sure and may get compulsory psychiatric
weatment  for his sexual  aberration:
society is not amused by his actions. The
streaker, on the other hand, runs like
hell, is usually ignored by the law and is
considered  amusingly cccentric  rather
than disturbed.

The conclusion is simple: Exposing
oneself while standing still is illegal, im-
moral and sick; racing naked through
the streets is a healthy exercise of mus-
cle and mischievousness. Freud, Kralft-
Ebing and Blackstone must be spinning
it their graves.

Jerry Fields
New York, New York

CAVETT'S COMPROMISE
I waiched the postponed Dick Cavelt
Show with Abbi¢c Hoflman, Jerry Rubin,
Rennie Davis and Tom Hayden and was
disgusted by the timidity of the ABC
network’s handling of the four radicals.
First, the show was canceled. Then, in
what Cavett called a compromise, it was
reinstated with a tacked-on segment in
which a couple of right-wingers pre-
sented a stupid rebuttal. Finally, the dis-
cussion 1tsell was censored. When Caveut
asked what any of them would do il
someone told them he was going to blow
up a munitions lacory, Holliman's an-
swer was completely blecped. 1 learned
later that Hollman said iv might be more
uselul nowadays to blow up an oil-
refinery office. Big deal. I think we have
much more to lear [rom media sell-
censorship than from anything  Abbie
Hoflman has to say.
Walter Bryant
Washington, D.C.

THE HAIR HATERS

Five-year-old Billy Epporson of Pasa-
dena, Texas, was expelled from kinder-
garten because his hair did not meet the
Golden Acres Elementary School's dress
and grooming code. Billy's head is mal-
lormed and his parents insist that his
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longish hair, trimmed by a stylist. is neces-
sary to spare him embarrassment. The
school officials are adamant: Billy must
be shorn like the other sheep or get out.
TI'd suspected that the tendency to har-
ass long-haired males is a pathological
phobic reaction, but now I'm convinced.
It’s obvious that the people responsible
for keeping Billy Epperson out of kin-
dergarten are not in all respects rational
men. How do these dingdongs get into
positions ol power?
Andrew Crawford
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania

KILLER WEED RETURNS

[ am a graduate student in microbiolo-
gy. with special interests in bacteriology,
biochemistry and immunobiology, which
prompts me to write this letter.

In the March Forum Newsfront, yvou
describe the Jamaica study in which re-
searchers found no evidence that mari-
juana caused significant  physiological,
psvchological or neurological changes in
men who have used it regularly lor peri-
ods ol seven to 37 years. The researchers
also specifically claim that Cannabis use
produced no damage to chromosomes.

I refer you to a more recent study by
Dr. Gabriel Nahas and his associates who
now find that when used at least once a
week for a period of at least a year, with
no other drugs taken, n uana impairs
the ability of certain white blood cells
to reproduce and thercby weakens the
body’s immunological defenses. They also
found an increased incidence of chromo-
some breakage. Thanks to Dr. Nahas it
should be obvious now that marijuana
use has [ar more implications than any
ol us imagined.

I have alwavs believed in the conserva-
tive approach to drugs—assume they are
dangerous until their safety s scientifi-
cally established. As responsible journal-
ists, I sincerely hope that vou will give
equal space to this point of view, which
is vindicated by the Nahas study.

K. V. Benson

Deparument of Biological Sciences
Hlinois State University

Normal, Hlinois

Because all drugs affect the body’s
chemistyy, and because no vesearch to
date conclusively proves that smoking pot
is harmless, a cautious approach to mari-
juana cevtainly makes sense. Unfortunate-
ly, Dr. Nahas is not the best source io
cite in proof of anything: For years, he
has crusaded against marijuana as a kill-
er weed whose toxic effects simply have
eluded other resecarchers, and he has
tended to accept uneritically almost any
anti-marijuana claim that supports the
position that persons who use it should
go to jail. His 1973 book, “Marijuana, the
Deceptive Weed,” has been denounced in
the scienlific community as distorted, in-
accurate propaganda,

The Nahas veport

received  the

A “Playboy Forum™ Reporl

SETTING THE FACTS FREE

By RALPH NADER

The Freedom of Information Act
exists to give the public and the press
greater access 1o Government inforina-
tion. It hasn't worked well because of
bureaucratic vesistance and vesulting
public apathy. To compel Washington
agencies to comply with the acl, Ralph
Nader set up the Freedom of Informa-
tion Cleavinghouse, funded partly by
the Playhoy Foundation. In this report,
Nader tells how to gel more bureaucrals
to part with more useful facts.

In Washington. information is the
aurency of power. Further, it is not
merely inlormation that nourishes our
political system but timely information.
It hardly benefits an interested group to
ind too late that a Government agency
has set up a harmful policy based on
faulty data, ““There are no scorets in
Washington,” said one Washington law-
ver, “but there is such a thing as a
three-hour head start.”

Like the church and the military, the
burcaucracy assumes that its  power
depends upon secrecy. Often, special
interests with special access get special
information. But in a city where “Who
are you with?" is as common a saluta-
tion as “Hello,” the ordinary citizen is
frequently left out in the cold. Wash-
ington agencies simply do not like to
expose their procedures and their think-
ing to outsiders. To counter official
secrecy, the Freedom of Information Act
requires agencies to provide requested
material unless it falls into an exempt
category, such as national security. The
law was launched in a spirit of high
purpose and with a flurry of matching
rhetoric. Upon signing it on July 4,
1966, Lyndon Johnson said. “The
United States is an open socicty in
which the people’s right to know is
cherished and guarded.” Unfortunately,
however. the Federal agencies them-
selves are supposed to enforce this law,
and they regard it as a Victorian mother
would a nudist colony. For example, a
colleague of mine called the Office of
Economic Opportunity in 1973 and
asked for its annual report. It refused.
The report was withheld because it
made the OEO look pretty good at a
time when the Administration had ap-
pointed new OEO officials o dismantle
the agency, claiming that it was not
serving any purpose. The case is still
being fought in court.

While this incident burlesques the
official fetish for withholding data, it
is, unfortunately, not exceptional. A
House of Representatives subcommittee
investigated 99 cases in which Govern-
ment turndowns of information requests

were challenged in court. The Govern
ment’s arguments frequently were so
llimsy that they were upheld in only 23
of the cases. When you look at the
specifics, iUs easy to understand  this
poor record:

= The editor ol a magazine for hospi-
tal professionals brought suit to obtain
a number ol nursing-home-inspection
reports from the Social Security Admin-
istration, and won. Bt when he asked
for additional relimed documents. he
hid 10 go 10 court again.

= In three separate court cases. it was
conclusively held thar adminisurative-
stafl manuals such as the Internal
Revenue Service agents’ handbook are
to be made public. In spite ol these rul-
ings. the Federal Trade Commission
later ordered that its administrativestafl
manuals be kept confidential.

= In 1972, my associate Ron Plesser
successfully sued the Department of
Agriculture 1o obtain reports on the san-
itary conditions in meat-packing plants.
A year and a hall later, another assocr
ate asked for similir meat-inspection
reports and was initially refused.

= The Department of Transportation
keeps a clipping fle for s ofhcials. Tt
turned down a recent request {or such
clippings. claiming they were in an
exempt category, even though all the
material in the file had been published
in newspapers.

Clearly, the Freedom of Information
Act is a first step. but only a first step.
toward more  Governmental  disclo
sure. Congress is currently considering
amending the law to require an agency
to respond to an information request
within 15 days; oo often, delays have
become de facto denials. Also, there are
no sanctions now against Government
agents who violate the act—which is
truly an absurd oversight. Congress is
also considering penalties to be enforced
against those officials who unlawfully
refuse to disclose information, reports
or other material. We've seen lately
how easily lawmakers can become law-
breakers. Finally, more people should
be willing to sue under the law to de-
mand their rights. At present, there are
only two full-time lawyers doing this
kind of work, both of whom work lor
the Freedom of Information Clearing-
house. The news media especially
should provide legal support for their
reporters when they are denied perti
nent information. With more teeth and
with more energy behind i, the Free-
dom of Information Act might yet ful-
Gil} that lofty expectation of creating an
informed citizenry.




Thisis an ice cold Oly.The taste is crisp, clean, light
and refreshing. Andit’s the best
reason in the world for being thirsty.
Because when you're really hot
and dry, ice cold Oly makesit worth

getting thirsty in the first place.  mn

Olympia. You owe it to yourself.
All Olympia cans and bottles are recyclable

Olympia Brewing Company, Olympia, Washington *OLY* &
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Last year, 73,000 Californians
were arrested for smoking an herb
that QueenVictoria used regularly

for menstrual cramps.

.|l|.l'
—a g

It's a fact.

The herb. of course. is cannabis sativa. Other-
wise known as marijuana, pot, grass, hemp. boo.
mary-jane. ganja—the nicknames are legion.

So are the people who smoke it.

By all reckoning, it's fast becoming the new
national pastime. T wenty-six million smokers, by
some accounts—Ilots more by others. Whatever
the estimate. a staggeringly high percentage of the
population become potential criminals simply by
being in possession of it. And the numbers are
increasing.

For years. we've been told that marijuana leads
to madness. sex crimes. hard-drug usage and even
occasional warts.

Pure Victorian poppycock.

In 1894, The Indian Hemp Commission re-
ported marijuana to be relatively harmless. A fact
that has been substantiated time and again in
study after study.

Including, most recently. by the President’s
own Commission. This report stands as an indict-
ment of the pot l[aws themselves.

And that's why more and more legislators are
turning on to the fact that the present marijuana
laws are as archaic as dear old Victoria's code of
morality. And that they must be changed. Re-
cently. the state of Oregon did. in fact. decrim-
inalize marijuana. Successfully.

Other states are beginning to move in that direc-

tion. They must be encouraged.

NORMLI. has been and is educating the legisla-
tors, working in the courts and with the law-
makers to change the laws. We're doing our best.
but still. we need help. Yours.

' NATIONAL ORGANIZATION FOR THE REFORM '
OF MARIJUANA LAWS
CALIFORNIA NORML, 2073 GREENWICH ST,
SAN FRANCISCOY, CALIFORNIA 115

[J Tencloss $15.00 membership fee. (Students and Military $10.00}
[J I'm not a joiner but T would still like to help with a contribution.

Send along the following NORML items. All the proceeds from their
sale go toward furthering the fight.

g“; — - STICKERS @ 3 for §1.00 STAMPS @ 51.00 per Sheet
5 i

T-SHIRTS @ 54.50exch __§_M___ 1 XL

T-SHIRTS @ §4.50¢xch GOLDMARIIUANA
- M | == LEAF PINS @ $1.00 rach

[[] send slong sddivianst information.

NAME

ADDRESS

CITY STATE ne




You can tell a lotabout an individual by what he pours into his glass.

_ Bushmills, 0
The world’s oldest whi

The“Yachtsman”glass created for the Bushmills Collection by Henry Halem What individuals have poured

into their glass since 1608.
A blend of 10096 Irish Whiskics. 86 Proof. Bortked in Iredand. The Jos. Gameau Co, New York, N Y ©194
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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
slightly contoured shape at the head.
We feel this slight change will make

® Ortho Pharmaceutical Corporation 1973

Conceptrol 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 tip of the prophylactic.
It 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. Comfortabie,
strong and allow sensitivity.

We believe they're going to change
your attitude about using prophylactics.

Availablenowat yourlocal pharmacy.

Conceptrqjmshields

World's largast laboratories

di d to family pl

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.”



attention it did chiefly because he mis-
leadingly billed it as a “Columbia Univer-
sity study” in what appeared to be an
official Columbia University news release
dramatically announcing “the first direct
evidence of cellular damage from mari-
juana in man.” This pleased neither
Columbia (which grants ils facully aca-
demic freedom Dbut does not endorse
theiv private projects) nor other scien-
tists (who consider it unethical and un-
professional to hold press conferences on
studies before they are published and
available for examination).

We asked several biologisis, phar-
macologisis and drug experts their opin-
ions of the Nahas study. They all fanlted
it on a number of poinis, but mainly on
these four:

» The conclusions Dr. Nahas draws
from his in vitro (lest tube) study are
not supporied by the extensive in vivo
(live subjects) research and laboratory
studies sponsoved by the U.S. or other
governments.

« There is no epidemiological  evi-
dence of increased infection rales result-
ing from marijuana use, even [rom
college health authorities on cam puses
where pot smoking has been chronic for
many years.

« While the Nahas study controlled
for mind-altering drugs such as LSD and
amphetamines, both the test subjects
and the older control group apparently
used other drugs (alcohol, nicotine, caf-
feine and aspivin) that ave known to affect
blood chemistry, especially in lesi-tube
experiments.

« The Nahas study supplies too little
information to permit any independent
analysis of tls data or ils methodology.

Each of these crvitics stated that such
flaws do not mean the Nahas study
should be rejected out of hand; they sim-
ply believe that it should be grecled with
cautious skepticism until it can be repli-
caled by researchers whose personal
commilments ave less likely to influcnce
the outcome of their experiments. Mari-
juana should be considered possibly
haymful, but those who use it should not
he subjected 1o cviminal penalties. Prison
is a proven health hazard.

THE BULGARIAN CONNECTION
For many couples, the ycars between
45 and 60 are a time of sexual experi-
mentation, and those who have enjoyed
most other kinds of [un wrn, for a final
fillip, to what some people call Greek
sex, others buggery, others anal eroticism.
The term Greek sex, I believe, derives
from classical times, when the gentlemen
of the Hellenic city-states were wont 1o
have anal intercourse with young boys.
In the Middle Ages, the Albigensian her-
ctics of southern France were accused of
practicing anal coition. Their religion
was supposed 1o have origmated in
(continued on page 160)

Thetimehas come to completely
re-evaluate your standard of
high fidelity performance.

The ingenious innovations in circuitry Your Pioneer dealer will demonstrate
used in Pioneer’s new TX-9100 how they can outperform any units
AM-FM stereo tuner (1.5uV FM in their price range. TX-9100 —
sensitivity) and SA-9100 integrated $349.95; SA-9100 — $449.95.

stereo amplifier (6060 watts RMS, U.S. Pioneer Electronics Corp.,

at 8 ohms, both channels driven) 75 Oxford Drive, Moonachie,
represent a major breakthrough New Jersey 07074

that will have universal impact on all

future hi-fi components. Their d 4
capabilities achieve performance an QD p ON

prgc'lsion heretofore unattainable. l EEI‘

when you want somathing better

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 rustic. Come to Austria. Mozart,
Beethoven and Johann Strauss lived there and loved it. YouTwill too.

AN

Austrian - "
National Tourist Office -
545 Fifth Avenue, Name
New York, N.X 10017

Please send me the
new colorful brochure
_about Austriay
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| ROY CLARK: 68582
.The Entertainer Dot

STEELY DAN:

Pretzel Logic

68511
B

BACHMAN-TURNER 68578
OVERDRIVE Il

IANNE MURRAY:
Love Song

JIM CROCE:

| Don't Mess Around With Jirm

ETCU

68576
Capitol

AT LAST A RECORD & TAPE CLUB WITH

NO “OBLIGATIONS”—

ONLY BENEFITS

Yes! Take as many TAPES (cartridge or cassette) or Stereo LPs as
you want—they're only 1.00 each when you join Record Club of
America for low $5 Lifetime Membership fee. Absolutely NO OBLIGA-
TION to buy anthing ever! This is JUST AN INTRODUCTION to the
kind of GIANT SAVINGS you can enjoy every day FROM THE INSTANT

YOU JOIN. Because we are not OWNED...

NOT CONTROLLED...

NOT

SUBSIDIZED by any record or tape manufacturer anywhere, you
always get the world's lowest prices—GUARANTEED DISCOUNTS
UP TO 81%—on records and tapes of ALL LABELS!

See Why 4,500,000 Record and Tape Buyers
Paid a Lifetime Membership Fee to Join

Record Club of America when Other Clubs
Would Have Accepted Them FREE!

RECORD (|CluvbA |ClubB |ciybC [Club D
Compare i s a5 | aq agertiseq
p d CLUB OF | sovertiie | aowertised | agyertised  fin'r ise.
n TV Gusal n Oui, : :
and see! @ AMERICA |5 | NS | mge for T
YES!
Choose recordings on
1y label. No excep-
e |E55E I NO|NO|NO|NO
erent manufac bur
ALL LABELS? |nctl‘:|d':|:g“€§ul$::rla.
Columbia, RCA, An-
gel, London, elc
YES!
Pick LPs OR B-lrach
GAN YOU PCK tape :arlrmgesuotll
LPs AND T " lape casselles. No NO 0 No No
INCLUOING | cestrictions. No ad-
CARTRIDEE AND ditional membersh.p
CASSETTE TAPES? Qypr or separate
“"dwision™ fo poin!
""-’Jnmu'#f‘ Ko Dﬁg{i‘nss!' No o LPs/
i by eaotai Tane | 11LPs/ | JZLPs/ | 121Ps/ | 12LPs/
um'%- gai;a{l:":salew.‘o: B Tapes | 12 Tapes | 12 Tapes |12 Tapes
W MANTT nothing at all if you
50 decide.
DOLLARS!
HOW MUCK MUST R vou oont have to | $58.42 | $73.87 $97.36 | $71.76
}%Uﬂ?ﬂl’: spend 2 penny—be- to to to to
LEGAL Cause youre ot It | $80.69 | $97.87 | $111.36 | $B37E
OBLICATION? buy even a single
record or tape!
ALWAYS!
m.}”&'#;m Guaranteed dis-
YOU WAMT AT A counts up to B1% on
DISCOUNT? t:;[a{lsdl Tapes of ALL
" E——
NEVER!
There are no cards
DO YOU EVER which you must re- Y Y
turn. Dnly the rec-
aat) iz s ios | Yes Yes | Yes |Yes
LPs OR TAPES? wanl are sent — and
only when you ash
us to send them

Record Club of America —

The World'’s Largest and Lowest Priced
Record And Tape Club

Esfl?:vuz WONDER: 314111

Innervisions Tamla

§ POINTER SISTERS:
I That's A Plenty 68539
J Blue Thumb

33142
Capitol

LEO KOTTKE:

Ice Water

Cartridge or Cassette

BACHMAN-TURNER 32774
OVERORIVE Mercu

COMMANDER COOY & Fatam
HIS LOST PLANET AIRMEN

Live From Deep In The Heart Of Texas

33145
Capitol

LINDA RONSTADT:

D1I'emr‘1 Drum

{THE CRUSADERS:
|Scratch Blur-Ihumh 68581

MOCEDADES;
Eres Tu (Touch The Wmu] Tara

66760
Eupho

| JAMES TAVLOR &
i THE FLYING MACHINE
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DIANA ROSS: Motown
Last Time | Saw Him |
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Param
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68561
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TOM T. HALL:

For The People In The
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OIANA ROSS

Lady Sings The Blues 20842

Matown
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DIANA ROSS: Nt |

Touch Me In The Morning

JOHN OENVER WITH 68564
THE MITCHELL TRI0  Mercu

| DONNA FARGO: 53584 |
I All About A Feeling

SMOKEY ROBINSON
THE MIRACLES GREATEST HITS

ZLPs & 2 Tapes Tamia

L Vintage 74

| | SMOKEY ROBINSON &

THE MIRACLES
21Ps & 7 Tapes

¥ MELANIE:
 Madrugada

68585
Neigh

68563 |8

| IMMY BUFFET:
Living & Dying In % Time  ABC/Ounhs
|SERG IO MENDES

BRAZIL 77:
Love Music

! | GLADYS KNIGHT &
} | THE PIPS:

32144
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68562

| Claudhnge Buddah

[0

STEVE MILLER BAND:
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'STEVIE WONDER: Tznia 4
|Ta1k|ng Book 31207
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| }
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Boogie Down
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'FARON YOUNG: 33147

Some Kind Of Woman
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68568
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STATLER BROTHERS:
Thank You World
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VOLUME NI 35738
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JOHNNY RODRIGUEZ: 33143 !
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SMOKEY ROBINSON:
i Pure Smokey 685?4
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JIM CROCE: 68436
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 HELEN REDDY:
Long Hard Climb

¥ JIM CROCE:
Life & Times

i} URIAH HEEP:
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GRAND l-'UNI( 32805

we're An Amenican Band Capitol

'JOE WALSH: 32689
The Smoker You Drink The Player
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31306
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43920
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You Get = ABC/Dunhi
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Imagination Butds £p9y2

32834
Capiiol

ILETTERMEN:
Alive Again Naturally
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B.J. THOMAS GREATEST HITS
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| T

g THREE DOG NIGHT:
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At Last! A Record & Tape
Club With No ““Obligations”’
—Only Benefits



URIAH HEEP; 31260
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Look At Yourself
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Clapmn 4

3130?

i THE BEST OF

THE JAMES GANG "
I {LEO KOTTKE:

43898

32045 Mt

My Feet Are Sm|lmg
Capitol

THE HISTORY OF
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When you can’t
smell the difference
between you and
your woman,
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Many men’s fragrances smell like they're
made for a woman. Either too flowery or
too fruity.
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who you are. And what you are.

Clean. Fresh. Masculine. Yardley.
For men. Original and Black Label.

‘We make a difference.

ORIGINAL & BLACK LABEL®

BECAI.ISE A MAN SHOULDN'T SMEI.I. LIKE A WOMAN.



v BARRY COMMONER

a candid conversation with the crusading environmentalist

“OIL CRISIS ABATES.” read the headline
tn The New York Times. In the adjacent
column, a dispatch from Dallas rve ported
news of a scientific gathering at which
expert after expert had warned of some
ecological doomsday 1o come. Said one:
“I belicoe that unless we begin to maich
our technological power with a decper
understanding of the envivonment, we
run the visk of destyoying this planct as a
suitable place for human habitation.” It
all sounds like a typical [ront page from
the early months of 1974—but the date
line was December 29, 1968 the oil crisis
ciled was caused by a truck dyivers’ styike
vather than an Avalh embargo; and its
juxtaposition with the environmental
story was fortuitous. Not many Ameri-
cans in 1968 considered the possibility
of etther an energy crisis or an environ-
mental crisis—let alone the fact that the
two might be interrelated. One American
who did was the scientist quoted above:
Barry Commoner, divector of the Center
for the Biology of Natuval Systems al
Washington Unioversity in St. Lowis.

In the years since then, Commoner has
crisscrossed the country making speeches,
appearing on dozens of talle shows, writ-
ing magazine articles and books—umost
recently his bestselling 1971 work, “The
Closing Circle”™—all sounding the same
alayrm. Air-pollution expert Lewts Green

“The eurrent energy crunch is simply
the vesult of oil-industry policies that
have used the legitimale idea of real
shortages in the future as a smoke screen
for crcating phony ones today.”

once called Commoner “a Paul Revere
waking the countiy to environmental
dangers”; Time labeled him “the uncom-
mon spokesman for the common man.”
Pevhaps no other scienlist today possesses
so broad a grasp of the modern techno-
logical dilewma, with  our insaliable
demand for energy pitted against the
inescapable necessily to veduce envivon-
mental pollution. So indefatigable is he
in getting that message before the public
that it's difficult to belicoe he's the same
Barry Commoner who, as an adolescent,
was senlenced lo a corrective speech
class—ito overcome shyness.

Commoner, 57, was born and raised i
Broolklyn, wheve his father, a tailorv, had
tmmtgrated  from Russia. The streets
were his playground as a child, but he
escaped as often as possible 1o Brooklyn's
parks, wheve he yoamed about collecting
biological specimens. An honors gradi-
ate of Columbia University, he wenl on
to receive M.A. and Ph.D. degrees [rom
Hayoard befove gething caught up in
World War Two, during which he served
as a liewtenant in naval aviation. In
1947, he joined the faculty of Washington
University in St. Louis, where he has
remained  since.  deoeloping  an
broadening range of interests—and con-
comitant clout. He began as a biologist,
and his work with the tobacco mosaic

cueE-

“Nixon appointed Dixy Lee Ray, head of
the AEC, to lead the task force drawing
upp a plan for our energy future. That's
like asking the chief fox to work out a
research program in the chicken house.”

virus and its velationship to genetics led
eventually to the isolation of RNA (ribo-
nucleic acid) and the discovery of free
radicals (molecules with wunpaived elee
trons), which play a wvital vole in cell
metabolism and photosynthesis. This, in
turn, pointed the way to new methods of
detecting cancer.

No ivorylower  vesearch \'])."r'l'nh.\l,
Commoner has long believed in the sci-
entist’s need to see the whole piclure—
and his obligation to speak oul about
what he sees. Back when the word ecology
was merely an obscure dictionary entry,
Commoner was warning about technol-
ooy’s deleterious effects on the envivon
ment. In the Fifties, alavmed abont
officialdon’s failuve to alevt the ctizenry
about the dangers of strontitan 90, he
helped found the St Lowis Commitlee
for Nuclear Information (later to becomne
the Commiitee for Envirommental Infor-
matton} and barnstormed the country.
His efforts bove fruit in 1963 with the
adophion of the nuclear-lest-ban trealy,
but he has gone on to speak oul against
ollier menaces: notably, the pollution of
air, soil and water by the excessive use of
detergents, insecticides, herbicides and
other chemicals.

Commaoner’s St. Louis cenler, which he
has divected since 1966, s an eclectic
institution through which he and his

HERB WEITMAN

“Failure to understand—and act upon—
the ecological, economic and political im-
peratives that push us toward developing
solar energy will end in disaster. 1t's as
simple—and as crucial—as that.”
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researchers can draw upon multiple dis-
ciplines to conduct basic studics on the
complex velationships between man and
his natural environmenl—and the ways
in which the former has been poisoning
the latter. To sce if he has come up with
any answers to the twin froblems of
energy and envirenment, PLAYBOY sent
writer Larry DuBois to St. Louis to inter-
view Commaoney on Jus home ground.
His veport:

“I knew that Commoner was consid-
ered a moving force behind the envivon-
mental movement, but since I hadn’t read
or heard much about him in the press, it
wasn't until 1 saw him on a Dick Cavett
show last fall that I vealized why. He's an
impressive man: formidably ntelligent
and encyclopedically articulate, but in a
way that communicates his wide-ranging
knowledge as clearly and concisely to lay-
men as (o lus scientific colleagues. You'd
never guess it, however, by looking at his
office—a big old nondescript yoom clul-
teved with thousands of books on cvery
imaginable subject and piled high with
hand- and typewritlen papers in seem-
ingly chaotic disarray. But perhaps he's
memaorized them all, for he didn't need
to consull any sources when his phone
rang—as il did frequently during our tap-
tng sessions—with questions from asso-
ciates working on projects ranging from
utilization of agricullural chemicals to
the study of carcinogens.

“I found Commoner to be not only
amazingly well informed but a warm,
engaging, high-spirited man who obui-
ously enjoys his work as much as his
weekend leisure time, which he likes to
spend, when he can, with his psychologist
wife, Glovia, on their farm in the Ozarks.
Despite his congested schedule, he kept
to our agreement of two or three hours
in conversation every afternoon for mosi
of a week. At the lime, the enevgy crisis
was just beginning to usurp headline
altention and the public was disturbed,
confused, annoyed—and slightly cynical
about ii. I figured that if anybody would
have any answers, Commoner would. So
that's how we started—uwith a skeptical
question about the reality of the crisis.”

PLAYBOY: Is there really an energy crisis?
COMMONER: There certainly is, but it
isn't the one the oil companies would
have us believe. They've spent millions
ol dollars in an advertising blitz aimed
at persuading the public that because
the U.S. is running out ol its own fuel
reserves, we've been forced into increas-
ing dependence on foreign oil imporis—
especially from the Middle East—and
that largely because ol the Arvab embar
go, we suddenly got in trouble. They've
portraved their own role as that of
blameless public servams, just doing the
best they can in a bad sitwation that they
played no selfish part in creating. In my
mind, one of the bright sides of the last
few months is how quickly people saw
through the flimflam the oil companies

were putting out, asking us to believe
that it's only an amazing coincidence
that at precisely the time the public is
being asked to make tremendous sacri-
fices. their companies are racking up the
greatest mulubillion-dollar profus in his-
tory. Well, it's no coincidence.

PLAYBOY: How do you know?

COMMONER: There are a lot ol interrelat
ed reasons that lead to the conclusion
that it was the oil companies’ drive for
maximized profits that got us into the
situation we're in. To begin with. there's
absolutely no reason why. in 1974, the
U. S. should be suffering from a shortage
of the lossil uels—oil, coal and natural
gas—whether or not there had been an
Arab embargo. There is enough recover-
able oil under the ground in this coun-
try today—and I'm not coumting the
Alaskan fields thar the companies are so
anxious 1o exploit—to supply our needs.
even at the rate at which we now use oil,
for probably 20 to 25 years, and maybe
cven longer,

But let me put this very bluntly: The
present dependence of all industrial so-
cieties on lossil fuels cannot go on indel-
initely. There are limited amounts ol
such fuels on the earth, Laid down once
and once only over millions of years, and
we are engaged in burning them up dur
ing a reladively short span of human his-
tory. We have based what we hope to be
an ongoing civilizuion on the suicidal
concept of supplying our energy needs
by wusing nonrenewable resources that
won't last, and it won’t wash. It's as sim-
ple as that. The real energy crisis lies in
our need to develop indefintely lasting,
ceologically sound  sources ol energy.
The current crunch is simply the result
ol oil-industry policies that have used the
legitimate idea of real shoriages in the
luture as a smoke screen for creating
phony ones today.

PLAYBOY: How did that happen?
COMMONER: The entire pattern of oil ex-
ploration during the last 17 years has
shifted overseas. Most of the big U.S. oil
firms’ exploration is now taking place
abroad. o the point where the amount
of oil being found in the U. 8. each year
15 insufficient to take care of our annual
needs. As far as I'm concerned, our vul-
nerability to the Arab embargo was
solely the consequence of the operating
p]lilumphy of the U.S. oil companies,
who realized years ago they could get a
higher rate of return on their investinent
by producing and refining oil abroad,
and they simply walked away from ex-
ploration in the U.S. That's what made
us dependent on foreign oil.

PLAYBOY: But aren’t the oil companies
conducting so much of their explorition
overseas because, as they claim, it's too
difhcult to strike oil here anvmore?
COMMONER: They can strike oil il they
look Tor it. Since 1957, the number of ex-
ploratory wells drilled in the U. S, and
the number of crew months worked by

geophysical  exploration units in  the
ficld, has dropped by more than 50 per-
cent. But the ratio of oil found per ex-
ploratory well drilled is constant. The
conclusion one must draw from this is
not that oil is becoming harder to hind
in the U.S. but that less effort is being
put into finding it. The crews are being
shipped overseas, particularly to Saudi
Arabia.

PLAYBOY: Why Saudi Aruabia?
COMMONER: You might well ask that,
since there is also plenty ol oil in Iran,
which has a forcign policy much friend-
lier to the United States. But the UL S, oil
companies chose 1o concentrate their ex-
ploration in the Saudi Arabian oil fields
because they could ger the oil out of the
ground and into the tankers more cheap-
Iy from there than from the Tranian
fields. So I think it's a hard fact that
Saudi Arabia’s ability to put the screws
on us was virtually handed 1o King
Faisal by the oil companies. The major
company handling production of oil
from Saudi Arabian helds is Aramco, the
Arabian-American Oil Company. which
is roughly 75 percent owned by four
major U.S. companies; which means, as
has been pointed out in the press, that
the embargo against the United States
wis largely administered by U, S, firms.
Another reason the oil companies are
producing in Saudi Arabia rather than in
the United Staes is that they've worked
our sweetheart deals with both the U. S.
Government and the Saudi Arabian gov-
ernment  that allow them o escape
paying income taxes in the U. S. at the
same rate that other U. S, industries do.
This was done under the cover of a
foreign-policy decision, supposedly using
oil investment as a means ol support-
ing countries in the Middle East whose
[ricndship (he U.S. wished 1o court.
But the main point is that it has yielded
much bigger profits for the oil com-
panies than their U.S. operations.
According 10 testimony belore Senator
Church's subcommittee on mulumational
corporations. they paid no taxes on their
overseas profits in 1972, They don’t have
that good a deal on the production ol oil
at home, so the economic incentive to
produce abroad isn't hard to under
stand.

There is an  enormous amount of
hocus-pocus in the economics ol how lor-
cign oil is bought. paid for and sold by
these U.S. companies, but the way the
game works out, they make more of a
profit by being tax collectors for Saudi
Arabia than they would as  energy-
producing entities for the United States.
Those taxes. by the way, are based upon
an artificially inflated, mutually agreed
upon price per barrel of oil. After the
tax is collected. the oil is actually sold at
a lower price.

There is another way that the Arab
embargo proved a major boon 1o these
U. S. companies. If you, as a part owner




of Aramco, own underground reserves of
oil in Saudi Arabia and the Arabs dou-
ble or wiple the price at which they sell
the oil. the value of your reserves has
doubled or wipled, too. That's a quick
way to make money.

PLAYBOY: Arc you suggesting a conspiracy
between the American companies and
the Arab governments?

COMMONER: I think most people in this
country are convinced that the oil com-
panies have worked out some sort of
deal—and so am L. It doesn’t take much
more than an elementary understanding
of the basic cconomics of supply and de-
mand for the Arabs to realize that the
American  companies  wouldn’t  resist
secing their reserves doubling or wipling
in value. So here we have the oil com-
panies collecting taxes for Saudi Arabia,
administering anti-American embargocs,
trying to run our foreign policy in the
Middle East—remember the oil execu-
tive who suggested, in the midst of the
latest Arab-svacli war, that we should
look more [avorably on the Arab side?—
and developing  energy supplies  else-
where in the world when we need more
encrey developed here at home. It's a ri-
diculous situation, or it would be il it
weren't so serious.

pLAYBOY: And all of this has been build-
ing up over the past 17 vears?
COMMONER: Yes. but it's been happening
even [faster since 1969. Overseas oil ex-
ploitation became even more attractive
after our domestic oil-depletion allow-
ance was reduced from 27 percent o 22
percent. Belore that. we used to have gas
wars. Remember them?

PLAYBOY: Surc, and fairly recently we still
had gasoline wrading stamps, contests,
free glasses. You could even gel your
windshield wiped.

COMMONER: There was a service station
on every corner and a batde just to keep
pouring gasoline out ol the pump, be-
cause the best opportunity lor the oil
companics to earn proflits was simply by
pumping the oil out ol the ground. I'm
wld by people who know the husiness
that there was a time in the Sixties when
many of the big companies were making
little or no profit on the sale of gaso-
line—but it paid them to get rid of it be-
cause they were making moncy from
Uncle Sam, who handed them some of
their taxes back every time they pumped
a barrel ol oil out of the ground. In a
sense, the entire oil industry consisted ol
a kind of complicated pipeline that ended
up in the motorist’s gasoline tank solely
for the purpose of sucking the oil out of
the ground at the other end.

Well, when the depletion allowance
was cut, they couldn’t make so much at
the oil-well end, so they had to look else-
where. One solution, as I've just pointed
out, was overseas exploitation. The other
wis to get more from the consumer—Dby
raising prices. In order to do that, they
have treated us to the spectacle of pro-

gramed shortages. We had them on a
smaller scale, vou'll remember, even in
1971 and 1972—long belore there was
any hint of an Arab oil embargo.
PLAYBOY: What kind of men are these oil-
company exccutives? Are they some sort
of buccancers?

COMMONER: Well, thevre certainly in
business to make a buck, and they do a
very good job of it. I know only one ol
them personally, and he's a bird watcher
who gets involved i conservation and is
widely regarded as a nice guy. I don’t
think he wants to hurt anybody. On the
other hand. it's possible that he doesnt
really  understand  what's  happening,.
Some industry people mainwain that they
underestimated the demand for energy
in the United States and therelore didn’t
build enough rehneries 1o provide for
the demand lor oil products in the Unit-
ed States—or enough pipelines o move
it around to where it was needed.
Theyre saying they were caught by sur-
prise. But it takes three to five years to
build a refinery, and there must be
hundreds of experts in the oil industry
whose job it is 1o forecast such things.
PLAYBOY: And they didn’t?

COMMONER: Well, it's an  interesting
thing, but Ken Jamieson, the head of
Exxon, gave a speech to the Economic
Club in Detroit on January 28, and he
simply daimed  the oil industry had
made a mistake. They didn’t expect
domestic demand 1o match supply by
19735, he said. The same day, a former
Shell Ol Company vice-president, in an
interview in The New York Times,
recalled having attended an energy-fore-
cast meeting in 1968 at which 1t was pre-
dicted that the demand for pewrolenm
products would exceed supply sometime
hetween 1972 and 1971 1 find it difhcult
o ])'l.'lit‘.\'(_' that Exxon was less l'()lllllt‘lt‘lll
than Shell to make that prediction. bui
that's what Jamieson in  his Detroit
speech would have us believe.

And there was something even more
interesting in that interview with the
former Shell executive, something we
have also substantiated through the pe-
voleum industry’s own figures. OQur cen-
ter here at Washington University is
now doing something that, amazingly,
not even the Government has done
before—compiling  petroleum-industry
data. In the interview I mentioned, the
ex=Shell man pointed out that the refin-
eries in this country are still not operat-
ing at [ull capacity, and they've been
fluctuating. In 1972, the refineries east
of the Rocky Mountains operated at 87.5
percent ol their capacity. Last October,
refinery utilization hit 95.4 percent. but
last March it was down to 84.4.
pLaYBoY: Why would production go
down when gas is needed so desperately?
COMMONER: Well, there are various rea-
sons. One important reason is that an
apparent shortage in supply is a good
ng prices. At a recent Sen-

ate hearing, a memorandum from oil-
company economists recommending that
supplies be reduced in order 1o raise
prices was read into the record. And, of
course, that's just what has happencd
since last summer—a sharp increase in
fucl prices, just on the basis ol a scare
about shortages. And somctimes it be-
hooves the major refineries 10 withhold
gasoline Irom independent merchants in
order to drive them out of the market. A
number of people have said the reason
for the dithculties we had in 1972 and
arly 19735, when there were minor short-
ages—again. long belore the Arab cem-
bargo—may well have been the result of
efforts to squeeze independents out of
the market; there have been some Con-
gressional hearings abour that

Another reason is that the balance be-
tween gasoline and luel-oil refining, or
the diversion ol cude oil into paoo
chemical manulacturing, is entirely in
the hands of the oil companics. They
i decide how much ol a barrel ol
carude oil will be made into gasoline, o1
home heating oil. or the chemicals that
make plastics. The big oil companies are
called  vertically  integrated  industries
because they do evervihing from geuing
the oil out ol the ground to refining it
into different chemicals and in some
cases even manuflacturing end products
such as plastics. They decide how much
ol the various products to make, and they
manipulate the balance solely to suit
themselves—uwith regard only to maxi-
mizing the profits of the oil indust

As a result of all these manipulations,
the auto industry is suffering: the public
is paying exorbitant prices tor a gallon of
gasoline—until recently, alter enduring
long waits in line just to get it the poor
face rent increases because the landlords
say they have to pay more for uel oil;
the truck drivers go on swrike because
they can't aflord 1o absorb the increase
in price of diesel Tuel. We're in trouble.
and because ol that very wouble, the
oil companies are making more money
than theyv've ever made belore. And we
find owrselves stampeded into acts of en-
vironmental lunacy  like  Congressional
approval lor the Alaskan  pipeline—
although 1 think now that many Con-
gressmen realize they've been had.
PLAYBOY: We haven't seen any evidence
of that.
commonEer: Well, they should feel had,
hecause it's now clear that the shortages
haven't been that severe and. in any
case, there's lots of oil available that the
oil companics have been unwilling to
look for. It's been estimated that the oil
on Alaska’s North Slope may provide the
U.S. with a two-or-three-year supply. So
we've extended the country's oil  re-
sources from, say, 20 years to 23 years.
For that, we may permanently wreck the
ecosystem in Alaska. Is it worth it? 1
don't think so. Since the recent Congres-
sional hearings, everyone knows that we
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don’t need to get into this dubious eco-
logical risk in Alaska, that a rveluively
simple way to increase our oil supply
would be to take more oil out of Texas
and Oklahoma.

PLAYBOY: Why arc the companies so anx-
jous to build the pipeline in  Alaska
il they can get oil out of Texas and
Oklahom:?

COMMONER: Because they're going to
make a lot of money out of it: they got
the Alaskan oil rights at bargain rates.
I've seen figures on the carnings expect-
ed, and they're something in the neigh-
borheod of 50 billion dollars.

PLAYBOY: Isn't the Alaska-pipeline con-
woversy, during which the oil companies
and President Nixon attempted to pin
much of the blame lor oil shortages on
environmentalists, an example of the
danger the energy crisis poses for envi-
ronmental causes? Won't the environ-
ment, in the long run, be the big loser?
COMMONER: 1 think the public has heuer
sense than that. Have environmentalists
been the target of the outraged Ameri-
can taxicab driver? The answer is no.
It's the oil-company executives who have
been getting it in the neck. There’s been
a clear-cut test case in New Hampshire.
Arvistotle Onassis wied 10 pressure the
state into allowing him to build a half-
billion-dollar refinery on the seacoast.
The governor supported him. and Mr.
Simon. the energy czar, told the people
of New Hampshire that il the refinery
were built, they could be sure of plenty
of chieap gasoline. But the people were
unwilling 10 sacrifice  environmental
quality and they turned the proposition
down. I think it's simply marvelous 1o
see how capable people have become ol
dealing with these issues. 1 think, for
one thing. they'll soon see throngh the
phoniness ol Nixon's proposals for solv-
ing the energy aorisis.

PLAYBOY: In what way are they phony?
COMMONER: Titke them one by one. First,
the need 1o relax standards for the siting
of nuclear plants is a total hoax. hecause
no nuclear power plant now being
planned is going to help the energy crisis
for the next eight to wen years: but ac-
cording 1o Nixon himsell. there won't be
an energy crisis by 1980, In [act, he says
there isn't any arisis now—only a “prob-
lem.” So that’s simply a way of using
hysteria over energy shortages 1o get that
particular camel into the tent. Then
take the business of relaxing air-pollu-
tion standards, allowing industry to use
high-sulphur coal because of a shortage
ol Tuel oil. We now know there is no
country-wide shortage of fuel oil: it's
simply a question of working out an el-
[ective way ol getting oil from one part
of the country to another, and il the
Government can’t organize that, they
ought to turn in their buttons. And the
business of relaxing automobile-emission
standards is totally ridiculous, beciuse
the present exhaust devices are alveady

inadequate for controlling pollution.
PLAYBOY: How so?

COMMONER: All they do is hold back waste
hydrocarbons, which react with nitrogen
oxide to form smog. Since the introduc
tion of emission devices, Los Angeles has
less smog, but the concentration of poi-
sonous nitrogen oxide in Los Angeles
air has shot up, because it has nothing 1o
react with., The real answer is to lorce
Detroit to build small, properly designed
engines: that will simultineously solve
both the energy question and the envi-
ronmental question. But Nixon's not
asking for thart.

PLAYBOY: \What you sav may be true—that
the public won't buy Nixon’s arguments
or those of the oil companies. But isn't it
also true that there is less public concern
today about ccology than there was, say,
two years ago? Hasn't the [uror died
down?

COMMONER: It's pretty clear that environ-
mentalism hasn’t suflered a real decline
in public interest. Inllation and the
price ol Iuel are obviously concerning
more people at the moment: even f am
more concerned about inflation at this
point than I am about air pollution. be-
cause I think inflation is a sign ol very
serious failures in our economic system
that make it impossible 10 solve any
problem, including that of air pollution.
But people have come to realire that the
very things they'd heard praised over
and over again on television—Dbig cars,
detergents, -.\m]wu( fibers, all  these
things that were being touted as the pin-
nmacle ol cdvilization—are the very things
that bhave been wreaking havoc with
the environment. Concern with environ-
mental  problems  has  become  firmly
embedded in the social and  political
There's a remendous increase
in the [requency with which bond issues
and similar relerendums on environmen-
tal issues win. And notice how Congress
vores. An awlul lot of Congressmen have
been turned imo environmentalists by
their constituents.

PLAYBOY: And vou think |hc, Il stay that
way, despite the energy eri
COMMONER: Because ol it. Encrgy prob-
lems are going to be the cunting edge
for environmental problems. They are
inextricably linked. Most ol our en-
vironmental  problems come from the
use of energy. To me, the striking thing
about the environmental crisis is that it
was produced durving my lifetime as a sci-
entist; it happened right belore our eves
through a translormation of our plmlu(-
tive tedhmology: and the most funda-
mental facet of that transformation was
the displacement of natural products by
synthetic ones. Let me put it this way:
If we could bring the U.S. environ-
ment back to where it was at the end
of World War Two. I think evervbody
would be happy. Things were prety
good then. T was in naval aviation in
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those davs, and when I flew across the
country, I could sce the countryside, not
thick brown clouds. The skies were clear
in  1946. But shortdy therealter. the
amount of pollution emitted each vem
started jumping—Dby ten- and twentvlold.
PLAYBOY: Why?

COMMONER: Well, some ol us wondered
the same thing when we began back in
the Filties to track back the causes ol
these problems. At first we were inter-
ested in radioactive [allout, but other
things kept turning up. The scientific re-
search beciime as exciting as any mystery
story. It was like facing a bunch of those
Chinese boxes: you start opening them.
always hoping to find the explanation.
but there are always more boxes inside.
What we discovered was that the basic
cause ol this increased pollution was a
series of drastic changes in the technol-
ogy of industry and agriculture. It's amaz-
ing how many changes ook place. We
accept these things now, hardly notice
them, but in 1946 there were practically
no plastics on the market. You didn't
have all this Saran Wrap and all those
plastic olive stabbers. and buttons were
made of shell, not plastic. The clothes
you wore were ol cotton and wool, some
silk. People and freight rode on trains,
not planes and wrucks. It takes five times
as much fuel to move a ton-mile of
freight by truck as it docs by railroad.
Yeu vrucking has taken over a great deal
of freight hauling from railroads in the
last 20 years. A returnable beer boule
in 1946 made an average of 40 round
trips belore it was discarded: but today
every time vou drink a boule of beer.
it's instant waste. Even counting the cn-
ergv needed to wash and refill a return-
able bounle, the cost of creating and
discarding 1oday’s bottle, in terms ol en-
ergy use and environmmental impact, s
much Luger than it used 1o be.

You go down the line and you ger the
same Kind ol pattern. Take the automo-
bile. Prewar cars caused no smog what-
socver, for a simple reason: Then
cngines ran at a temperature less than
that required to produce the chemicals
in exhaust that lead 10 smog. By raising
the compression ratio, and thercfore the
temperature, in engines, for the sake of
higher power, Detroit's engincers made
smog generators—and  gas guzzlers—out
ol the American automobile. Detergents
arc probably the classic case. Before
World War Two. we washed with soap.
Symhetic  detergents  now  represent
something like 80 percent of the clean-
ing agents sold, and they're made [rom
petroleum and natural gas. So you're
using fossil fuels instead of natural Lus
as a raw material: you're burning energy
[rom fossil fuels to turn that raw mate-
rial into detergent molecules: and your
finished products, the detergents, are 1er-
rible polluters. Today, when vou wash a
shirt, 19 dmes more phosphate  goes
down the drain than did i 1916, So




vou're expending more energy to create
a given amount of cleaning substance,
and you're taking a heavier toll on the
environment.

The whole petrochemical — industry
that has sprung up since the war has had
this kind of effect. 1 have one of their
ads that shows a woman wearing all
their producs—nylons, vinyl boots, and
so on. The whole argument of the ad is
that il we stopped producing these syn-
thetics, we'd have nothing to wear. Well,
we used to wear cotton and wool, and
they covered us quite well. Tt reminds
me ol the science official in Washington
1 once had dinner with. We were talking
about the possibility ol banning DDT,
and he was very much opposed to it, be-
cause he said there'd be no way to cope
with insects. I asked him how he thought
we were able 1o grow food hefore World
War Two, when DDT was introduced.
This was a novel idea that he hadn't
thought of before. IF you go right down
the line, you hAnd that technological
changes have brought into play environ-
mentally and energetically more  sense-
less means  of  production  than  the
things they've displaced.

PLAYBOY: In a 1970 cover story on the en
vironmental crisis, Time quoted you as
saying: “Once you understand the prob-
lem, you f[ind that it’s worse than you
ever expected.” Do you sdll feel thar's
true?

COMMONER: Well, one of the things T
meant was that new problems are always
coming up, and they still are. Did vou
read about the workers in a number of
polyvinyl-chloride plants who have de
veloped a very unusual type of liver can
cer, and that it's now generally admitted
that the discase is the vesult ol exposure
1o materials i the plantsz There s
evidence  that  the  ameer-producing
agent is vinyl chloride. the raw manerial
that's used 1o make polyinyl chloride,
and ir's possible that some ol the vinyl
chloride is left in the finished produc
and leaks out of it when its first used
That's [Irightening,  because  polyvinyl
chloride is everywhere. Mast tile floors
are made of it, automobile upholstery
made ol it wallpaper is made ol it
clothing s made of i, and I wish wu
knew where the wastes are really going.
We've galloped ahead 1o produce this
stuff in cnormous amounts without this
problem’s ever having been sensed. The
envivonment of the workplace has been
terribly neglected, and we are all paying
the price with our health—the workers
most of all.

PLAYBOY: Wasn't there something similir
recently in veports about lung diseases
among asbestos workers?

COMMONER: Yes, and not only in asbestos
workers but also in people who had cver
worked. even brielly. with insulating
materials, or played as a child on a
city dump where there was ashestos
dust. And remember the women in a
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PLAYRBOY

watch-dial factory in New Jersey who
developed bone cancer from working
with glow-in-the-dark watch dials? Many
of these diseases don't show up until
years later, and it becomes difficult to con-
nect them with the occupational hazards
that caused them,

PLAYBOY: If all you say is true, why have
we, as a society, employed such foolish.
wasteful and sometimes even dangerous
means of production? Why were soap
companies so cager to replace their rela-
tively harmless product with detergents,
which have polluted our waters and
clogged our sewage svstems? Why did
Dewroit build such big cars? Why did we
substitute synthetics for cotton and wool?
Why did trucks take over from railroads
as the dominant freight haulers?
COMMONER: The answer lics in econom-
ics. Nearly all these changes in the char-
acter of production in the U.S. have
come about beciuse of corporate deci-
sions. Corporations decided to set up
truck lines instead of investing in rail-
roads. Corporations decided to Dbuild
those powerful auto engines and then
spend hundreds of millions of dollars in
advertising over the years to persnade
the public that's what they needed.

A good test case involves soap and de-

tergents, because the same companies
that once made soap now make deter-
gents. Imagine this scemario at a soap
company making soap flakes. The en-
ginecer comes in from the research-
and-development  division and  says,
“Gentlemen, we have a new product; it's
called a deiergent. It wash very well
and it’s easy on the hands. It's made out
of petroleum insicad of palm oil. That
means the price we pay for the raw mate-
rial won't fluctuate with the agricultural
market. Furthermore, we've done a cost
accounting on the manufacture of soap
and detergents and the profit margin is
significantly bigger with detergents.” 1
didn’t sit in on any such discussion. but
it has to be what happened. Corporate
decisions are naturally based on the goal
of increasing profit. That's what corpo-
rations have been expected to do. and
they usually succeed—or go out ol busi-
ness. Synthetics have proved more profit-
able than cotton and wool, beer in
pull-top cins more profitable than beer
m returnable bottles, and so on.
PLAYBOY: IVhy are they more profitable?
COMMONER: The case ol throwaway bot-
tles and cans is a special, and rather in-
teresting, one. Their use came about
hecause of the eflorts of lurgescale bot-
tlers to take over the indusuy from the
small, independent operations we used
to see in most towns. As the small-town
bottlers were wiped out, the stuff had 10
be shipped longer and louger distances,
and it obviously became uneconomical
to ship empties all the way back to the
big plants.

The fascinating thing is that the
whole process has been reversed in Ore-

gon, where—as a result ol legislative ac-
tion—throwaways have been abolished.
There have been two results: a la
reduction in roadside litter and signih-
cant losses of revenue to out-of-state bot-
tlers—with the slack being taken up in
increased sales by local boutlers. The
Oregon law has certainly hurt out-of-
state bottlers, but it has benefited both
the local environment and the local
cconomy.

In most instances, synthetic products

are more profitable because they substi-
tute energy for human labor: in a café,
for instance, serving coffee in a Siyro-
foamn cup rather than hiring a dish-
washer. Encrgy has been tar cheaper
than human labor, and it solves a lot of
other problems. Those clectrons come to
work every Monday, they don't talk
back, they don’t go on strike, they don't
complain about bad working conditions.
But what nobody noticed until recemly
was that this was accompanied by a de-
crease in the efficiency ol power utilizi-
tion. For instance, those manulacturing
sectors which are particularly ineficient
in their uwse of clectricity—chemicals.
petroleum  refining, paper and  pulp.
some primary metals—have grown more
rapidly than the more efhcient industrial
sectors. It's significant that those indus-
tries at the bottom of the list, in terms of
productive value and jobs created per
unit ol fuel consumed, recorded the high-
est gains in profits in 1973, as compared
with 1972, ol any sector ol the economy.
PLAYBOY: But hasn't American indusuy
switched to using more encrgy and less
labor because wages are so high? Would
you propose lowering wages in order to
replace  those  electrons with human
heings?
COMMONER: Of course not. Work is both
an important aspect of human experience
and the basic source ol all wealth, But
increasing the use of energy, especially
through awomation, often reduces work
to meaningless, routine motion and, at
the same time, takes work away lrom
people. T think 1t's degrading o force
people 1o compete with encrgy for cither
the experience of meaninglul work or
for its rewards. 1 would preity much
turn things avound: The wealth created
by the work that people do should be di-
vided among them equitably. vegardless
ol the cost ol energy. In a number ol
new technologics, ol cowrse. encrgy has
had the ellece of reducing what we
might term undesirable human  labor.
On construction jobs, for cxample, you
don’t sce people getting bad backs push-
ing wheelbarrows full of concrete around
anymore. What you see instead is a con-
crete mixer or truck come up and pump
concrete where you want it. I don't think
anyone would want to turn that particu-
lar part of the clock back.

On the other hand, there have been
ways in which energy has displaced
human labor that seem 1o make no sense

at all in terms of human values. An
example of that would be the introduc-
tion of plastic packaging. Ten years ago.
if you went to a hardware store to buy
an electric plug, you would walk up to
the counter and tell the guy behind it
that you'd like to have a plug. And he
would go to the wall, pull out a drawer,
take out a plug, put It i a paper bag
and off you'd go. If you want to buy that
plug now, you have to find it yourself
and vou ger it encased in plastic tha
you can’t unwrap without a knile. I don't
think that change has very much to do
with increasing the dignity of human
labor. People enjoyed the exchange with
the clerk, and his wasn’t a very onerous
task; it wasn’t hurting his health, So here
is a case where plastic. which is enecrgy-
intensive, has been used not for human-
istic reasons but because it reduces labor
costs and enhances profitability—and
because it was to the interest of some
petrochemical company to push  ever-
mcreasing uses for new plastics.
PLAYBOY: Why has the peurochemical in-
dustry placed so great an emphasis on
plastics?

COMMONER: It's a liule bit like science
hiction. You get the feeling that there
is some self-duplicating plastic machine
somewhere pushing all this stuff out—
the little gadget you seal up your bread
with. the rings around the six-pack ol
beer. 1 did an analysis of the petrochemi-
cal industry to find out why, and the rea-
son is that by far the biggest cost in
producing plastic or detergent or any
other petrochemical product is that of
raw material. Labor usually represents
onc peacent or so of the manufacturing
cost. If you can reduce the cost of mak-
ing the raw material from its petroleum
bases. you can increase your profit a
great deal, and one way to do this is by
utilizing the by-products created in the
manufacturing process. The logic of this
has led the industry to invent new prod-
ucts regardless of whether or not they're
really needed by society—and then to
create a market for these products.

Let's say that a comminee of chemical
engineers for a petrochemical company
is designing a pl;lul 1o prnduu.‘ cthylene,
which they know can sell at a certain
price. They know that one of the by-
produas of cthylene production is pro-
prlene, and one thing they can do with
this propylene is pipe it back and burn
it in i reactor, which will save them the
cost of natural gas, and they figure out
the cconomic gain involved in burning
the propvlene. Then along comes some
up-id-coming engineer who describes a
chemical reaction that has just been re-
ported in which you can convert propyl
ene to acryloniwile and make acrylic
fibers. They don’t even need computers
to tell them they can make much more
moncy by converting that propylene into
acrylic fibers than they can by burning
it. And so, in order 10 make ethylenc at



1f you've been waiting for the world’s most
advanced memory calculator—your timing is
perfect.

Powered by two inexpensive 9 volt bat-
teries, the 800 will last almost one year on the
same set of batteries or ten times longer than
even the lowest drain pocket calculators. 8ut
there are several other very exciting new fea-
ture break throughs.

RECHARGEABLE VS
DISPOSABLE BATTERIES

11 all boils down to convenience vs savings.
Rechargeable batteries cost roughly $3.00 per
year to power the average pocket calculator.
That sn't very expensive. 8But the calculator
owner who wishes to recharge his batteries is
always at the mercy of his AC adapter/charg-
er. And the adapter 1) is always subject to
malfunction, 2) is often heavier than the cal-
culator and 3) requires AC power to drive it.

If you've ever been on an airplane when

your calculator pooped out or if you have
been unable to use your calculator because
your AC adapter didn't work, you can appre
ciate the convenience of the disposable bat-
tery. 8ut disposable batteries are more expen-
sive—-an average of about S4 to S7 to operate
the average calculator per year.
The DataKing 800 costs roughly S1.00 per
year to operate using readily available 9 volt
batteries. Therefore no AC adapter is required
nor is one provided.

BIG DISPLAYS VS SMALL DISPLAYS

The display is the biggest consumer of bat

tery power in a calculator. The bigger the dis-
play, the more power required to light it.
Sunlight can easily overpower the display's
light-emitting elements making legibility im-
possible.
The DataKing 800 has a large easy-to-read
liquid crystal display. When small electrodes,
arranged to form digits, are charged by micro-
currents of electricity, the liquid crystal turns
opaque. The resulting numbers must then be
illuminated by a light source to provide the
contrast needed to read the display. The B0O
employs a light-gathering prism that eliminates
any need for an internal lighting system and
consequently uses a mere fraction of the
power required by other conventional calcu-
lators. And the brighter the room light, the
easier it is to read—even in sunlight.

NEW CLICK-THRUST KEYBOARD

The DataKing 800 has taken the full-thrust
keyboard feel and added a click to provide
the world's first “click-thrust” keyboard. Not
only do you get a very positive data entry
feel, but your chance of false entry is greatly
minimized by the unigue widely-spaced keys.

NEW ACCESS MEMORY SYSTEM

Memory on a calculator is such an impor
tant feature that units without it are pract-
cally outdated. Memory permits you to store
individual numbers or answers to calculations
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in a memory bank and then recall the total of
those numbers directly onto your display
without erasing the total in your memory.
The DataKing 800 has the new access mem-
ory. You can now take any number on your
display and divide or multiply your memory
total by that number—all while retaining that
same number on your display. No other cal-
culator has this feature. For example, to add
a number to memory, press “M” and the
plus key. To divide a number into memory,
press “M" and the divide key.

MANY OTHER FEATURES

Now that we've told you all about those

revolutionary features, here are some addi-
tional qualities that make the DataKing the
nation’s unquestioned memory leader.
1) Easiest to use Even if the 80O is your first
pocket calculator, you'll find it a snap to
learn. The algebraic logic (you perform the
functions as you think) makes it easy to per-
form chain calculations. The automatic con-
stants on all six functions require no separate
switch to turn on, and there's a separate mem-
ory-plus and memory-minus entry system.

COMPARED TO
TEXAS INSTRUMENTS

America’s leading brand-name calcu-
lator is Texas Instruments. Tl recently
announced their new Tl 2550 memory
unit for §99.95. That same calculator is
now outdated by the introduction of the
800. The Tl 2550 uses rechargeable bat-
teries and has a small display and the
older chain memory system. Compare
price, features, performance and depend-
ability, and you can easily see why the
DataKing is America’s greatest memory
calculator value.

2) The best percentage system To add 5% to
a S50 purchase, simply enter S50, then press
the plus key, the 5 key and then the percent
key. The percentage amount of $2.50 is dis-
played. Then press the equal key—S52.50 is
displayed. In short, you perform percentage
problems exactly as you think for both addi-
tion, subtraction, multiplication and division.
3) The finest display The large 8-digit liquid
crystal display with floating decimal has neg-
ative balance and overflow indicators. You
can also clear any overflow condition and
continue your calculations.

4) Shock resistant The calculator enclosure
also eliminates the need for a carrying case
and provides a high degree of shock resistance.
The display and prism are recessed and thus
protected by its rugged high impact resistant
case even when accidentally dropped.

5) Handsome styling Rarely do you find so
many outstanding features in a highly-styled
calculator. The DataKing 800 measures only
1% x 3%" x 6" and weighs only 10% ounces.
Other features include a clear entry system
for memory or mistaken entries, zero suppres-
sion, and a full floating decimal.

A new memory calculator breakthrough
means the end of the AC adapter,
rechargeable battery and small display
and the infroduction of a new memory system.

The world's first ambient light liquid crystal memory pocket
calculator—the DataKing 800 manufactured by Rockwell International,
can operate for one year on the same sel of disposable batteries.

You are no doubt familiar with Rockwell
International and their approach to quality.
The DataKing 800 is no exception. Although
the BOO was designed to be service-free, your
unit is backed by a one year warranty and
DataKing's national service-by-mail facility.
DataKing, Inc. is a well financed and estab-
lished company and a leading consumer elec-
tronics firm—further assurance that your mod-
est investment is fully protected.

JS&A is so convinced that the 800 is the
best memory unit you can buy that we are
making the following offer: try the DataKing
800 for a full month. Compare it with every
other calculator on the market for features,
value, keyboard—whatever. If you are not
absolutely convinced that it is the finest cal-
culator value ever offered, return it anytime
within that month for a prompt and cour-
teous refund. Truly an unprecedented offer.

EXCHANGE YOUR PRESENT UNIT

Want to exchange your old, outdated cal-
culator for the DataKing 800 without losing
too much money? We've got a way. After
you are absolutely satisfied with your Data-
King 800, send us your outdated unit. JS&A
will then send it to a deserving school, non-
profit organization, or charitable institution
who in turn will send you a letter of appreci-
ation and a certificate acknowledging your
contribution. Then use that contribution as a
legitimate deduction on your income tax re-
wrn. You'll be helping somebody in need,
while justifying the purchase of the latest cal-
culator technology.

TO ORDER BY MAIL

Each unit is supplied with batteries, war-
ranty card and a thorough instruction book-
let. To order the 800 simply send your check
for S62.45 (S59.95 plus S2.50 postage and
handling Illinois residents add $3.00 sales tax)
with your name, address, city, state, and zip
code to the address shown below. If you wish
to charge the 800 to your Master Charge,
8ank Americard, Diners Club, or American
Express credit card account, call our toll-free
number or send us a brief note listing all
numbers on your credit card, expiration date,
signature and telephone number. Pick up the
phone and order your DataKing 800 at no
obligation today.

CREDIT CARD BUYERS CALL:

(800) 323-5880

IN ILLINOIS CALL (312} 498-6900
Lines open until 11pm (C.S.T.)

o
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NATIONAL SALES GROUP
4200 Dundee Rd.
Northbrook, llinois 60062
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a high profit, they create a market for
another petrochemical product, and the
public has a new synthetic kind of rug
that is adverused as progress.

PLAYBOY: And the pewrochemical compa-
ny is using still more fossil [uels, because
now it's buying the natural  gas it
wouldn't have had to purchase it it had
burned the propylene.

COMMONER: Yes. The pewochemical in-
dustry is a powerful parasite on the
energy industry and the environment; it
competes with farmers lor Tuels such as
propane and drives that price up, which
we hinally pay for in higher food prices.
The pewrochemical people say they use
only five percemt ol the encrgy in the
country, but it's really more like ten per-
cent. because they also use fuel as raw
material. But 1's very profuable. Let’s
lace it: Production of synthetic products
is more profitable than production ol
nmatural ones. And what all this means is
that over the last 25 vears, the ¢conomic
system of the UL S, has waded long-term
stability for enhanced short-term  gains
in prohtability. And I think this raises
some  crucial  political  questions—most
profoundly. the question ol whether or
not it makes sense 1o continue to govern
the use ol fossil fuels and other resources
in this counury the way we have in the
past. Are we willing to allow the devel-
opment and a thility ol a resource as
absolutely essential as encrgy 10 be gov-
erned by  dedsions  based  on  the
profitability of a single company or a
single industry?

PLAYBOY: Whit would your answer bhe?
COMMONER: This is a political 1|lu:stiun.
and my role as a scientist is 1o provide
the information we need 10 answer it
Political questions have to be decided by
everyone. But knowing what 1 now
know about (A) the importance ol ener-
gy in our productive system, (B) the
policy of energy development and use
that has been generated as a result of
privite enterprise and (C) the problems
that have arisen as a resuli. 1 think—
speaking as just one voter—that we
should govern the use of cnergy in the
United States according 10 public wel-
[are rather than private prohit. Whin
that means is that the energy indusiry
needs 1o be owned and operated for and
by the public.

PLAYBOY: Arc you advocating nationaliz-
tion of, say, the oil companies?
COMMONER: We have to [ace that alterna-
tive. Let me put it this way: For the last
generation. we've allowed oil executives
o make thewr dedsions—thousands of
separate decisions abourt looking for oil,
what products to make, where and when
to build refineries, and so on—based sole-
ly on the criterion of what was good for
their stockholders. Al these  dedisions
have been made by a small handiul of
exccutives and industry committees. And
they made some very smart decisions,
their  criterion:  profit.  Exxon

sven

made 2.4 billion dollars in profits last
year. But it would have been a miracle if
by accident all those decisions based on
prohtability had wrned o to give the
U.S. the kind ol energy it needed, with-
out polluting the environment, at a
price people could afford to pay. where
and when they wanted it. And the mira-
cle didn’t happen. On the conwrary, what
we're learning now is that there are
very serious contradictions between those
decisions and the well-being of the
country. You could go so lar as 1o say the
American oil companies have put them:
selves in an antinational position.
PLAYBOY: Nutionalization ol an industry
has always been a dreaded specter to
American  businessmen.  politicians  and
most voters. Do you think that even
something as dramatic as the energy arisis
could change auitndes enough to make
nationalization a realistic possibility?
COMMONER: I think that il we can keep
ouwr wits about us, and il Mr. Nixon and
his janissaries don’t succeed in orches
wrating any new panics over the energy
situation, we'll see at least some discus-
sion of this in the next Presidenual cone
paign.  Scveral Senators  have  already
advocated some type ol Federal control
over the energy industry and perhaps
over the transportation system. I mean.
our transportation system is sick, and it's
causing a large part of our energy and
environmental problems. Look at the
airlines. Sixteen 747s have been in moth
balls because they were o expensive to
[uel. Imagine the enormous capital and
human resources that went into building
those 747s. And because there was no
planning about energy, they were siuing
idle 1 country where many people are
still hungry and poorly housed. What
that says s that the organization ol our
wansportation  industry  doesn’'t make
sensc.

And the biggest railroad in the coun-
try is bankrupt. So it's safe to say that
private industry hasn't done a good job
ol organizing the railroad system. Do
vou realize that the UL S. railroads. and
one in Canada, are the only major rail-
roads in the world that are not national
ized? It's well known that navonalized
raitroads are uwnprofable and, indeed,
the railroads in Europe and Japan lose
money; the reason is that they vy pas-
sengers, which is not p:‘oﬁt:lb]c. In this
country, we might not have any passen-
ger service at all il i weren’t for Amurak,
which s actually 2 subsidization rather
than a nationalization of the railroads.
But these countries have deaded tha
theyre willing o sacrilice the access ol
private industry to railroads in return
for carrying passengers and freight in a
way that is energetically more efficient
d saves on environmental impact. [
think that’s a reasonable wrade-oll.
PLAYBOY: But would nationalizition real
Iy help matters? Any opponent of youwrs
would merely point to the U.S. Postal

Service as an example ol the inelficiency
of Government-controlled industry.
COMMONER: | do admit that at the pres-
ent time we haven’t got a shining exam-
ple of a better ahernative. 1 hear that
accusation—that  Government  bureauc-
racy is inherenty ineflicient—every time
I mention nationalization. A couple ol
vears ago, when 1 first raised the issue ol
the inefficiency of trucks versus the ¢ffi
ciency ol railroads and pointed out that
we were lewting our railroads go to the
dogs. a Senator smid w me, “But we
don’t know how to run railroads in this
counry.” For a momemt, vou know. 1
sort ol sat there stunned. Here T was in
the New Senate Oflice Building, sitting
in the august presence of a group ol
United States Semators. in the most pow-
erful. technically advanced country in
the history of man. and a Senator tells
me that we can't run railroads. What 1
hoadly said o him was, “Isn’t it time we
learned:” Bur that’s what it comes down
to: it’s impossible lor me 10 believe that
there is no way ol seiting up a social en-
terprise. let’s say to run railroads. or to
move nail, or 1o provide energy. that is
both eficient and publicly owned and
operated.

PLAYBOY: Aven't vou really raising the
larger question of whether profitmaking
enterprises under private ownership can
operate in the public interest—whether,
in the fmal analysis. capitalism can siill
hack 1%

COMMONER: Yos. [ am. But I think the
time has passed when people ire going
1o be frightencd by the idea of examin-
ing the assumpuons under which our
productive system operates. You know,
the design ol the American  economic
system wasn't handed down on golden
tablers. It's nowhere written into the
Constitution. as far as I know. There is
no religious reason that i should be pro-
tected from examination. Cian we really
meet owr basic needs, protect the envi-
ronment and use our energy cfhaently
under a capii organization ol the
economic system?: It's ume for us 10 ex-
amine thin question without having any
preconceived notions as to what the an-
swer is going to be.

PLAYBOY: Without any ])l'L‘Ct)IICCi\‘l"ll 110-
tions, what do you think the answer is?
COMMONER: It scems to me that il every-
thing Fve been ralking about 15 true,
then what we have 1o conclude is tha
the capitalist system has ciused  dhaos.
What do vou call the energy crisis, il not
chaos in the whole mechanism of pro
duction® You've got hundreds ol thou-
sinds of people thrown ow ol work
hecanse ol the energy aisis and s
phony shortages: you've got such high
prices for gasoline and  fertilizer  than
auto plants are closed down and farmers
can’t plan their planting. Houscholders
are told 10 conserve electricity, and when
they do, the power companies want 1o
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PLAYBOY

raise their rates because they're selling
less electricity. Then we're told that we
have to stand for more air pollution
from cars and power plants because low-
sulphur oil has become too expensive. I
read an article in The New York Times
financial section the other day which
said that the energy crisis may bring
several countries to the point ol bank-
ruptcy. Now, that's chaos. I don’t think
anybody can escape the fact that the en-
ergy crisis is a child of capitalism.
PLAYBOY: But is there any less of an
energy crisis, and environmental crisis, in
socialistic countries such as those in
Scandinavia, or in a Marxist society like
Russia’s?

COMMONER: Every time I lecture on cam-
pus, there is at least one student who
asks whether we can solve the problem
under capitalism and another who
points out that the Soviet Union is hav-
ing pollution problems, too. 1 think the
answer is that there doesn’t yet seem to
be in existence a model of an economic,
social and political organization that
will do just what we're looking for. It
seems to me that the Soviet Union has
thus far fallen into the pollution trap in
almost the same way that the United
States has, because there you win the
Order of Lenin by producing cars, not
by keeping the water clean downstream
from the [actory.

At least that’s the way it’s been until
now; but there are signs that this atti-
tude may be changing. I think the basic
solution is 1o organize society to pro-
duce goods in ways that benefit society
as a whole. In theory, at least, that ought
to be more in keeping with the design of
a socialist system than a capitalist one.
All T say is that we have to find a way to
do that, and find it soon. Neither the
capitalist firm of United States Steel nor
its Russian equivalent can make steel
unless there is enough oxygen in the air
for the steelworkers to breathe and the
fires to burn in the lurnaces.

PLAYBOY: Burt isn't there an alternative to
substituting public ownership for private
enterprise? Couldn’t the profit incentive
be retained but altered in some way—Ifor
instance, by granting tax credits for
developing  ecologically sound products
or environmentally sane manufacturing
processes, so that it would be more profit-
able, as well as more socially desirable,
to make good products? Or combine the
carrot and stick approaches by imposition
of criminal penalties on the executives of
companies that pollute?

COMMONER: A number of economists are
working hard to develop some techniques
for dealing with environmental  pol-
lution and energy problems within the
framework of the private-enterprise sys-
tem. 1 think they aren't likely to succeed
very casily, because all the solutions I
know of only cause new problems. For
example, a tax placed on polluters will
only raise the price of their product, and

higher prices always place a heavier bur-
den on the poor, widening  economic
inequalities. A subsidy lor doing the
right thing would be somewhat beuter,
but the resulting over-all increase in
taxes would also hurt the poor.

A basic thing to think about is this: In
it private-enterprise system, no produc-
tive action is undertaken unless the ex-
pected return is greater than the bank
interest rate. In the natural world, how-
ever, not all parts of the environmental
system can produce at equal rates with-
out breaking down. For example, an
acre of Ozark pasture, kept in ecological
balance, can produce much less food
than an acre ol good Illinois cornland—
in fact, usually not cnough to warrant
investment. The result is that by not
using such “marginal lands,” we reduce
the counury’s over-all capability to pro-
duce food. [ think that an ecologically
sound economic system would have 1o
allow for the operation of different pro-
ductive enterprises at very different rates
of return. No one has explained how
that could be done under a private-
enterprise system, except by means of
subsidies—which would require, in my
opinion, parallel action 1o sharply re-
duce economic inequalities.

PLAYBOY: In dealing with all these prob-
lems, you stress the importance ol the or-
ganization of the cconomic system. But
many experts—perhaps most  notably
Paul Ehrlich, in the August 1970 Playboy
Interview and in his bestselling book
The Population Bomb—have stated the
only solution to the problems ol pollu-
tion and energy shortage lies in popula-
tion control. You, however, have gone on
record—bhoth in speeches and in your
book The Closing Circle—against this
position. Why?

COMMONER: The argument between me
and the populationists is partly one of
political approach. Take the situation in
the United States, which is quite differ-
ent from the situation in the rest ol the
world. Clearly, il we could return to the
density of population at the time the In-
dians had the country to themselves, I
doubt that there would be any energy
problems. All our productive activities
are related to satisfying the nceds ol
human beings; there really isn't any-
thing that we produce to not use, except
maybe nuclear bombs—I hope. It’s en-
tirely possible to take the position that
one way to reduce the use of energy and
the environmental impact is simply to
have fewer people around. I just don’t
believe that’s the simplest way or the best.
PLAYBOY: Why not?

COMMONER: Because we can maintain the
population at the present level and
change technology to reduce pollution
and energy consumption. T made a series
of computations, summarized in The
Closing Circle, which run more or less
along these lines: Suppose we had let the

population grow as it has since 1946—
which would mean an increase of nearly
50 percent—but had improved the tech-
nology of production sufficiently to keep
pollution levels down to where they
were in 1946, instead of rising tenlold or
0. as they have actually done.
PLAYBOY: And how would you
done that?

COMMONER: In some of the ways we've
been talking about—for example, mov
ing freight and passenger traflic back
onto wrains, away from cars and wrucks
and planes; geting rid of one-way pop
bottles and ring-top cans; washing shirts
in soap instead of detergents. At any
rate, I calculiated that 1o keep pollution
at 1946 levels with a 50 percent increase
in population, we would have to im
prove the cfficiency ol technology rough-
ly 30 percent. By efficiency I mean a
measure of the amount of goods pro-
duced per unit of pollution or per unit
of energy consumed. That's an effort
that could be made—a 30 percent
mprovement,

Now, il you approach it from the op-
posite direction—that we accept the
technological changes that have actually
occurred since 1946 but keep the pollu-
tion level down by cutting back the pop-
ulation—we would have had to reduce
the population by B6 percent. Now
we've come (o the end ol the science;
from here on, it's a political choice.
There is no scientific ground on which I
can say it's better to undertake a 30 per-
cent improvement in technology than an
86 percent reduction in population. My
own political choice is the first route.
Pollution has been created by the people
who povern our productive enterprises,
and I am unwilling to let them oft the
hook and saddle everyone in the country
with the job of solving this problem by
means ol birth control.

PLAYBOY: But isn't the country overpopu-
lated now?

COMMONER: I know one ecologist who
has concluded that the country is over-
populated because every time he goes on
his favorite trail in the Rockies, he sees
somebody. On the other hand. I know
people who live in New York who enjoy
the density of the population. They
would enjoy it a lot more if conditions
were more congenial: but people enjoy
themselves a great deal in countries that
are much more densely populated than
our own—Holland, for instance.
PLAYBOY: It's apparent, at any rate, that
the population growth rate in this coun-
try is declining dramatically—that the
population is beginning to stabilize. Even
so, doesn’t what you're suggesting in the
way ol technological improvements to
conserve energy imply a need for some
rather basic changes in the American
lifestyle?

COMMONER: Oh, certainly. A friend of
mine recently did a study on communes

have
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and concluded that communal living re-
duced energy consumption—as a result
of the members’ desire to de-cmphasize
the materialistic aspects of life. For ex-
ample, instead of each household’s buying
its own washer and drier, the commune
members used laundromats. The laun-
dromat doesn’t save on the energy used
to operate the equipment; a certain
number ol people’s cothes will fill so
many loads in a washer, wherever the
machine is located. Bur it does save on
the energy needed to produce that num-
ber of machines. Of course, there are al-
ways some superfastidious persons who
don’t want somebody else’s divty clothes
in their washer. But how about lawn
mowers?

PLAYBOY: How abont lawn mowers?
COMMONER: It has always struck me as a
sign not ol aflluence but of stupidity for
us Lo organize our society in such a way
that you have to have your own private
lawn mower as you have your own pri-
vate toothbrush. Why not a lawn-mower
station m the neighborhood with. say. 25
lawn mowers available? It doesn’t even
have to be that formal: several families
could simply go in together and buy a
lawn mower. They'd save a lot of money,
as well as the energy required to build
all those mowers—production ol which
is going up something like 15 percent
annually, Some Lamilies T know have
done something like that with a station
wagon. What vou olten need in a second
car is something that will lug junk
around, but you don't need it very often.
So these people went together and
bought a communal station wagon,
PLAYBOY: Which they could also use in a
car pool for wips 1o the supermarker?
COMMONER: Sure. Shopping is a very im-
portant factor in energy use. When I was
a Kid in Brooklyn, you could buy any
daily need—Ilood. drinks. clothes. lolli-
pops—within easy walking distance, five
blocks or so. Nobody needed a car 1w
take care ol all of these things. Well,
today, people live [arther away [rom
stores; you can have all the good will
and mother-earthy attitude in the world,
but il the nearest grocery is five miles
away, you drive there. A great deal ol
gasoline is burned simply o enable
people to gee the food they need Irom
day to day. One answer to that problem,
incidentally, is another communal ven-
ture—the food cooperative. People usu-
ally set them up w save money rather
than energy, but they conserve that, too.
Once or twice a week, some member of
the cooperative takes a station wagon or
a truck and goes down to the wholesale
markets to buy staples, Iruits, vegetables
and meats, and then returns them to a
neighborhood  distribution  point. You
just go in and pick up vour order.
You could adapt that system to other
things, too.

PLAYBOY: What other things?

COMMONER: Well, for instance, one of
the oldest dairies in St. Louis recently
.umounccd that in the interest of energy
, It was giving up its last
|11|lkdt.||\u) routes. Milk delivery to
private homes may be wastelul, but so is
sending a truckload of milk to the super-
market and then having everybody get
into his or her private car and drive to
the supermarket to pick up one contain-
er of milk. A much better system would
be to set up on every lourth or sixth cor-
ner a refrigerated vending machine to
which a milk truck would deliver con-
tainers ol milk every other day. All the
people m the neighborhood could trot
over there and pick up their milk. You'd
have 1o figure our the exact density of
distribution points, to minimize the trips
lor the delivery truck bur ar the same
time make it possible for people o pick
up the milk on foot.

PLAYBOY: Which, in the old urban neigh-
borlioods. is what they used to do—at
the corner store.

COMMONER: | think it may turn out that
an important way to save energy would
be, solar as possible. 1o re-create neigh-
borhoods, with the local store and the
local laundromat and the local tavern.
PLAYBOY: Taverns save energy?
COMMONER: Certainly. You could get rid
of the whole beer-can-and-hottle-produc-
ton-and-disposal — problem by having
people drink at the corner tavern, as
they do in Britain. I rather imagine their
trash problem is less severe than ours,
and 1 wouldn't argue that the Britsh
enjov beer drinking less than we do. An-
other interesting side light is that one re
searcher has come out with a statement
that one cause ol alcohol problems in this
country is the [act that people drink at
cocktail parties or at home insiead ol in
taverns, where there is a certain sense of
community. But that’s another problem.
Just sticking to the energy part ol it
there are many things people can do at
home. Bathing Japanese style, for exam-
ple. was apparently designed as a way to
save the fuel required to warm water.
The youngest and cleanest goes in the
water first, and on up the line, using the
same tuh. People used to do that in this
country, too, in the old days ol the Satur-
day-night bath—before we had hot run-
ning water. When you had to heat the
water on a wood stove, you were much
more conscious ol the cnergy required.
But whatever means of conservation we
adopt. we'll need some form ol energy o
heat that bath water—energy that some-
day we won’t be able to get rom petro-
leum or even coal. because they just won't
be available anymore.

PLAYBOY: What's the solution, then? Is it
further development of nuclear power,
as the Atomic Energy Commission scems
to bhe telling us?

COMMONER: The AEC |)cop|u say that,
but I think they're wrong. In the first

place, there isn’t enough fuel to run the
present types ol reactors for more than
25 or 30 years, so their resource liletime
is no greater than thae for petroleum. In
fact. I think that petroleum, considered
world-wide, would probably last longer
than the wranium used o run nuclear
plants. So the nudlear-power advocates
say that we'll develop breeder reactors—
m which there's a regeneration ol [uel.
That would stretch the resources very
considerably; but there are serious prob-
lems with breeder reactors.

PLAYBOY: Such as?

COMMONER: The first such reactor in the
United States. the Fermi reactor, was a
dismal [ailure; it broke down and hasn't
operated since. We are only now in the
process of designing a prototype breeder
reactor, and when you look at the wack
record of technical dificulues and down
time compiled by the present reactors,
the chance of a breeder reactor’s becom-
ing a reliable source of energy in the next
50 years is slim. And reliability, © my
mind, 1s an ;ll)solutcly essential attribute
ol any energy svstemw.

Look at it this way: If vour furnace at
home breaks down because ol some flaw,
you can probably put on more sweaters
or move into a motel untl it gets fixed.
But consider what the unreliability ol
luel supply can do. for example, to corn
production in the Midwest. The old-
fashioned way of harvesting corn was to
lee it dry on the car; the sun did the
work, without using any aruficial energy
supply. Then it was picked and placed,
still on the ear, where the air could get at
cach kernel. in an open-air arib to com-
plete drying. One ol the recent develop-
ments in corn production, though, has
been the inroduction ol combines that
pick, husk and swrip the kernels [rom the
cars in one operation. In other words,
the combine produces a big bin of moist
grain that you have to dry artificially il
it isn't going to rot. So you put it in a
hot-air drier Tueled with propane gas,
and the result is that corn production in
the Midwest in recent years has become
totally vulnerable to having a sufhcient
supply of propane gas available during
the right week, in the right place and at
a price the Larmer can afford. I he's un-
certain about being able o get it, or o
pay ftor it—the price, remember, has
wripled this past year—he just may decide
this is the year to retre, or to take his
land out ol production for a while, or o
plant some other crop. All because the
supply ol energy he requires is not relia-
ble. If the tuture larmer 1s wold o rely
on electricity from a nuclear reactor to
dry his corn, and that blacks out at the
wrong time, there goes the crop.
PLAYBOY: What about the salety ol no-
clear power plants?

COMMONER: There are very serious envi-
ronmental problems with present nuclear
reactors, and those with breeder reactors




will be far worse. No one really knows
what to do with high levels of radio-
active waste, and the problems we have
now would be many times multiplied if
we got to the point where we were de-
pending on nuclear reactors for power.
I think that would be intolerable. More
than that, breeder reactors involve the
use of plutonium, which is the most dan-
gerous radioactive pollutant there is; for
various technical reasons, it raises hor-
rifying problems of control.

PLAYBOY: Then why is the AEC pushing
so hard for nudear power?

COMMONER: You have 1o remember the
origins of the ALC. Our entire atomic-
cnergy program, on which billions of
dollars have been spent, was developed
not because ol any real concern about
energy but as a way ol putting a peace-
able cloak on the development ol nuclear
weapons. People have forgotten that the
first power reactor in the United States
was built as a prototype for a power
plant 1o go into submarines. In fact, the
Government was unable to convince pri-
vate industry o build nudear power
plants until it horsed around with the
subsidies enough, and until the price of
other fuels rose enough, 1o make it eco-
nomically worth while.

You know, onc of the significant
things in this field is that when the pri-
vate power companics were being per-
suaded by the Government o build
nuclear power plants, they naturally
turned to their insurance companies lor
liability coverage in case of accident—
and no group ol private imsurance com-
panies was willing to underwrite the risk.
As a result, the Price-Anderson Act—
which in effect gave them the insur-
ance free as a subsidy [rom the Govern-
ment—wias passed. The Government, so
to speak, put the salety of its own
citizens on the line and guaranteed that
whatever happened, it would pay the
bill. Nudear power plants were an item
the AEC wanted to sell, and it did every-
thing it could in terms of Government
subsidies, pressures and persuasion. The
people who are pushing nuclear power,
who say we're going to be able 1o rely on
it, are walking blind into a cave full of
tigers. No, that’s the wrong image:
Theyvre leading us blind into a cave
full of tigers, and I think it’s totally
irresponsible.

PLAYBOY: Well, then, what is the answer—
or is there one?

COMMONER: Yes. there is. Any sensible
examination of the [acts about global
energy supplies, and of the laws ol biolo-
gy and physics, tells us that the ondy logi-
cal way in which 1o develop owr cnergy
system in the United States is to make it
nearly entirely  dependent upon  solar
energy, in various ways, All the energy
on the earth comes [rom the sun—most
ol it as visible light and some as ultra-
violet and infrared radiation. There are

several natural means of wapping solar
energy: in organic materials  through
photosynthesis, for example. We have
used  photosynthetic products, such as
wood, as fuels for years, but that process
can be made more efficient by, lor exam-
ple, producing charcoal from the wood
and using it in powdered lorm to oper-
ate high-pressure boilers.

Wind is a Llorm ol solar energy. too—a
hurricane has more cnergy in it than
most atomic bombs—and windmills cin
be very uselul. In many places. a wind-
mill can produce enough energy o ke
care of a [arm; a generation or so ago in
this country, they did. You might say the
windmill has become a victim of the
overcentralization of our cconomy: for a
time, it was simply impossible to buy one
in the United States. Now, though. there
are two or three companies either build-
ing or importing them. You can use a
windmill to generate clectricity and
store it in batteries or to pump water
uphill and then have it run downhill to
produce elearicity. Hydroelectric power
comes {rom solar energy, too, you see.
You get water power by using the force
of falling water to turn a generator. In
order to fall, the water has to be first
lifted, and it's lilted naturally by being
evaporated by the sun, condensed in
cdouds. and then raining down the
mountainside. In other words, the sun
raises the water, and when you lower it
[rom the mountain, you run it over a
dam and produce power.

PLAYBOY: But aren't most potential dam
sites already in use? Isn't there a limit to
the new hydroelectric power that cin be
produced?

COMMONER: There is a limir 1o sites that
are suitable for largescale, centralized
operations. The power companies have
simply built bigger and bigger power
plants. looking for big rivers between
high mountains that you could dam up
to get a high water drop. You need that
to produce large, commercially profita-
ble amounnts of electricity. But there is
[alling water all over the country: falling
slightlv, but enough to generate electric-
iy, 1 haven’t seen i, but I'm wold that
the West Germans have developed a gen-
crator that can be driven by the witer
moving in a swile stream and will pro-
duce enough elearicity for a farmhouse
without the need for a dam at all.
pLaYBOY: But all ol this—windmills,
charcoal burners, water wheels.
rather quaint, not the sort of thing one
would think of in developing any wech-
nology on a wide enough scale o combat
the energy crisis.

COMMONER: We all have this mind-set
that technology  requires some  huge
.‘a]li]l)’ il[)l){lrillll!i l)]'(.'_‘ii(ll.'ll aver ]J}' a4 ImEm
in a white coat. because we've artificially
cquated  technology  with bigness  and
complexity. But you know, a lever is an
example ol rechnology; so is a knife. I

sounds

consider a windmill that pumps water
up 1o a farm pond on a hill. connected
to a pipe running down past a liule gen-
erator to a lower pond, a perlectly de-
cent piece of technology. It will do a job
just as well as hooking into a power line
with a nuclear reactor at the other end
will. il the ponds are big enough to pro-
vide a reservoir o account for the inter-
mitteney ol the wind.

The electrons that go into a washing
machine don’t know il thev've come
from a shiny nudlear-power reactor or
some creaky old windmill: they're the
same celectrons. And  that windmill s
being fed by a natural energy pool, the
wind, and isn't going 1o disturb the ecol-
ogy one whit. Some of the energy in the
wind will end up in vour toaster. but
then the heat from the waster will go
out into the mir and evemually dissipate
into space. All you're doing is interact-
ing with the energy system that comprises
the weather. Solar energy can be captured
on this scale without any noticeable eco-
logical disturbance.

PLAYBOY: Still, all the things vou've men-
tioned are basically old forms ol technol-
ogv. Are there no new ways to utilize
solar energy?

COMMONER: Yes, ol course. One particu-
larly interesting proposal has heen made
by Clarence Zener, a very good physicist,
using the temperatwre differemial in the
tropical oceans. You can get power when
vou have a high temperature and a low
temperature, through thermoclectric el
lect. Zener would lloat devices in wropical
oceans, where the natural temperature
differential is greatest, which would pro-
duce. he estimates, about 60 bhillion kilo-
watts—or about 350 dmes the energy
consumed by the U S, in 1970. Now, ol
course. there are things like airplanes
that don’t run on electricity. So Zener
would use some of that clectric power 1o
clectrolyze salt water, yielding hvdrogen
and oxvgen. Hvdrogen burned  with
pure oxygen is. of course. an ccologically
perfect fuel, yielding only water on com-
bustion. The ecological impact ol all
this, Zener thinks, would be to lower the
temperature ol the surrounding ocean by
one degree centigrade. That might have
some ccological effects, bur they should
be minor ones. At any rate, there’d be no
fuss, no [umes.

There are also ways of concentrating
solar energy. Normally, afier all. the sun
doesn’t set lire to the carth. But remem-
ber your childhood experiments with
magnilving glasses® Il yvou can collect
light through a glass and concenumate it
down to a much smaller area, you get
enough heat to burn a hole in a piece
of wood. There’'s a big curved mirror
up in the Pyrenees that takes advan-
tage ol that principle to achieve temper-
atures high enough o melt steel. And
a number of years ago. the Russians
built a steam engine in which steam was
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generated simply by mounting a mova-
ble mirvror that followed the sun’s daily
path and concentrated its rays on the
boiler. There's a project being devel-
oped in Texas that does the same thing
in a diflerent way. and some scientists in
Avizona are working on a project using
solar energy to melt sodinm and get
high-pressure steam. Their proposal is to
cover some¢ number ol square miles in
Arizona with sodium-filled  pipes  that
will generate enough clectric power to
take care of a good part of the country.
But we haven’t walked about all the
solir-energy devices for which the tech-
nology now exists. like the windmill.
There are certain major uses ol cenergy
in this country that could be taken care
ol within three 1o live years with no
technical hoo-haw at all. I'm relerring
10 vesidential hear. Solar devices to heat
houses have been on the market since
the Twenties. Not long ago, 1 drove
[rom Miami Beach to Miami Interna-
tional Airport. and along the road, every
third houwse—they were older homes—
had a solar hot-water heater mounied on
the rool. They consisted ol a glass panel.
usually four by nine feet. connected o a
water tank. They work by the greenhouse
principle: the radiane energy is trapped
by the glass and absorbed by black-paint-
ed metal pipes [ull of water. and the hot
water 1s stored in the k. and thas
that. Devices ol that sort could probably
be built Tor a lew thousand dollars 1o
provide all—or let’s say 90 percent—ol
the space heating and hor-water heating
lor a home. even as Far north as Boston.
H you had a snowstorm. of course. you'd
be in trouble lor a while: vou'd have o
use an auxiliary energy source.
PLAYBOY: What about maintenance®
COMMONER: Such it device, with no mov-
ing parts. might last the entire lile of the
house with only periodic cleaning. Inci-
denally, about a quarter of the energy
used in this counry s for residential
consumption of this sort, so this could
make an enormous  contribution, My
own very small contribution is that I've
built a solar heater on our farm. It's a
very simple idea——I'd read about it some-
place. about a device built once in
Argentina that not only produces the
energy but stores it right in the solar de
vice asell. It's a box filled with black
wax that melis in the heat of the sun, so
that all vou do is run in cold water. cir-
culate it through copper tubing Liid in
the wax and it comes out hot.
PLAYBOY: As a dramatic demonstration,
would it be possible, say. to hear the
White House with solar energy?
COMMONER: Yes, I think so. That would
be a very interesting idea. But. come to
think about it. considering the present
occupant of the White House. il any
solar device were put in there, he might
begin 1o call himsell the Sun King. You
always have to look at the political se-

quclae of these technical developments.
Perhaps we'd better wait on that one.
PLAYBOY: Some kind ol dramatic demon-
stration may be needed, though. Why is
it that the public hasn't heard about the
possibilities ol developing solar energy?
COMMONER: It's a scandal. Ralph Nader
likes to make the crack that il we put a
depletion allowance on the sun, then let
somehody own it. solar energy would be
developed. And  there’s something  to
that, although I'm not sure it's the whole
answer. One factor, as I've  already
shown you, is that a very important way
to use solar power is 1o do it on a small
scale, and that flies in the face ol our
concept of technology. It’s not highly
profitible. either, because I rather doubt
you would sell & homeowner a new
model ol solar heater every year. There's
no planned obsolescence in it so 1t
won't become cconomically valuable ex-
cept insofar as the cost of [uel bhecomes
high. I'm sure that’s why solar heaters
went out ol swiyle in Califormia and
Florida: because fuel was so cheap.
PLAYBOY: But fuel isn't so cheap anymore.
COMMONER: True. but if we simply use
the economic weapon to lorce a shilt
from fossil Tuels 1o solar heaters, it's the
poor who will get it in the neck. Because
as long as you cn't alford to buv the
solar heater 1o warm yowr house, then
vou have to buy fucl—at ever higher
prices. What I'm alraid ol is thar solar
energy is poing 10 he exploited insofa
it is profitable. and we'll be backing into
it without developing a comprehensive
program. That would be better than the
situation we're in now, but a far av
from what needs to be done.

PLAYBOY: How can you be so sure that
solar energy is the right path to pursue
when many students of the problem seem
to disagree with you? A five-yvear research
program voted by our own House of
Representatives, for example. has been
attacked as unwarranted.

COMMONER: [ don’t see how anyone can
conclude thar solar energy isn't worth
developing when every one ol the tech-
nigues thar can be used has already heen
demonsirated on a small seale. All than's
needed is economic development. As for
apposition. vou have o notice who's
doing the opposing: the home builders,
the energy industry. the Nivon Adminis-
wration and the Aromic Energy Commis-
sion. Don't lorger that in plumping lor
solir energy we're bucking an
mously  powerful,  well-hecled  aromice-
energy machine. Don’t lovget thar the oil
companics now own not the sun but ura-
winm supplies. Don't [orger that when
the energy arisis surfaced o the poing
where even Mr. Nixon noticed it he ap-
pointed Dixy Lee Ray, head of the Atom-
ic Energy Commission, to lead the task
force drawing up a reseavch plan for the
cnergy luture ol the United States. That's
like asking the chiel fox to work out a

an
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rescarch program in the chicken housc.
The outcome, not surprisingly, was that
the report proposed that the future of the
United Stnes lies in the development
ol nuclear energy. What is even more
disturbing is that the AEC had in s
hands the report of a subpanel on
solar energy which concluded that solar
power could easily compete with nuclear
reactors as a source ol clectricity. When
I wried o get a copy ol that report,
through the good offices of Senator
James Abourezk of South Daketa, it
turned out to be quite a job. Neither his
stall nor Semrtor  Jackson's stall nor
Peter Flanigan, a Presidential assistant,
could get the report from the AEC,
It was finally produced when Senator
Abourczk wrote the AEC a leuer citing
the Freedom of Information Act.
PLAYBOY: You mean the AEC wied 10
suppress the report?

COMMONER: Apparently. That sort ol
thing happens all the time. When the
ALC or any other agency wants to do a
report on anvthing complicated, it asks
some of its stall or a group of outside
experts to break down the project in-
to diflerent wpics. Euch of these sub-
committees wr a report. which then
becomes the property of the AEC, or
whatever agency we're talking  about.
and the agency can usually do with it
what i1 wishes. Or the agency can turn
over i complere report and the President
cin ignore it or suppress it himsell.
PLAYBOY: As he did with the reports ol
the commissions on marijuania, pornog-
raphy and population?

COMMONER: At least that information got
out to the public. But in September ol
1972, a Presidential comnussion  estab-
lished by Mr. Nixon to make recommen-
dations abow  what should bhe done
about the nation's mumber-one  health
problem—heart  discase—urned  in a
long and dewailed report outlining steps
to be taken to improve research and
trearment, and the President refused o
issue that report.

PLAYBOY: Why?

COMMONER: PProbably because it recom-
mended a lairly expensive heart-disease-
prevention program. Buu the Scientists’
Insnitute  for  Public  Informanon—I
served as chairman of its board—wrote
1o the President and requesied that the
report be published. We just heard from
the White House that. a vear and a hall
Lte. the veport is going 10 be published.
That is one ol the scientilic community’s
main vesponsibilities o society—to pry
information loose and sce that it gets to
the people who need ir.

The whole thing gives me a sense of
deja v, Way back during the Ellow
flap ol the Fifties, when the Aomic Ea
ergy Commission was hawching a lot ol
crackpot schemes 1o get peacelul uses out
ol nuclear bombs, there was a thing
called  Project Chariot, a proposal 10
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blast “a harbor on the Alaskan coast.
Somcone tapped the AEC on the shoul-
der and said. vou know. there might be
ceological problems; there might be Ls-
kimos around there, cartbou, and so
forth. So the AEC wrranged with the Uni-
versity of Alaska and a couple of other
instittions for a series of investigations
that were done by some very good ccolo-
gists. About a year later, we here in the
St. Louis unit ol the Scientists’ Institute
lor Public Information became inter-
ested in the status of the thing and
we wrote to the AEC lor inlormation.
They answered that they had a 1eport on
it but they couldn't release it. So we
said, well, tell us who worked on it, and
they sent us the names and addresses ol
the ecologists. We wrote to them and
asked for copies ol their reports, which
were literally being suppressed by the
ALC. Well, the reports showed that
there were completely unanticipated and
very serious ecological elfects involved in
the cnrying out ol Project Chariot. So
we summarized those reports in our mag-
azine, Enwvivonment. and really spilled
the beans on the AEC. To make a long
story short, the whole project was Killed.
But today, they still seem to be doing it—
still suppressing reports.
PLAYBOY: If Government agencies, even
the President. are suppressing  inlorma-
tion, and private industry has no incen-
tive to support the development of solar
energy. do you think we'll ever see it
lully exploited in this country?
COMMONER: Oh. yes. I'm optimistic. We
have 1o develop it. And it's just the kind
ol experience I've had with the Atomic
Energy Commission in the past that
makes me hopelul. One way political
power has been maintained in this coun-
try is by keeping things secret; that's the
lesson of the Pentagon papers and ol
Watergate. And the way in which those
ol us in the scientific commuuity have
had an impact on public policy is by de-
stroving that seaecy, by destroving that
exclusivity ol knowledge. That's exactly
what happened with the wese-han wreaty,
The AEC, the people in the militay,
knew damn well that nuclear war was an
impossible risk. Either that or they were
unbelicvably  incompetent.  But  they
were free 1o act as though building up
nuclear weapons were possible because
that secret was theirs exclusively. When
those of us in the scientific community
sniffed out the [ras about strontium 90
and other forms of radioactive pollution,
broke through the secrecy and got those
facts through o the public. all that
changed. Tt was an aroused public opin-
jou that led 1o the test-ban weaty, and 1
think that will happen again with solar
energy. The people of this counury are
able to sec where problems originate,
once they have enough information 1o
understand them.

My mind always goes back 1o an expe-

rience I had during the fight against fall-
out. when I used to turn up every other
night. it seemed, in some  church
lecturing abour the dangers ol stromtium
90. Often enough, hallway through the
talk. somebody would say, “You mean
we're poisoning our neighbor’s well?”
Once the people understood that, there
was no need for an injection ol morality
to spur them to acion. The conscience
was already there, the moral conviction
that vou do not poison vour ncighbor's
well, It's the same thing now with the
energy crisis. People don't believe it's
Lair for a few individuals or companics
to make money while the whole country
is suffering. You may be surprised in the
future, as the lacts become dear, o see
what good people Americans are.
PLAYBOY: You don’t. then. see us racing
against some inevitable doom?
COMMONER: No., | don't. Obhviously.
you've got to be an optimist il you've
had the experience. as many of us have,
ol king on the AEC and winning. As
long as you share what vou learn in sci-
cntific investigation. there are millions
of people who. given the truth, have the
conscience and the conviction to take the
necessary action. I consider mysell enor-
mously lucky 1o have heen able o use
my scientific and technical knowledge as
a 1ol with which 1o inform the public.
To me that has been a very rewarding
experience. because, in fact, people lis-
fen. Twemy years ago, when I and a few
others began talking about environmen-
tal problems. we were considered ridicu-
lous kooks, modern Jeremiahs. But we
kept at it, and now people understand.
PLAYBOY: How long do vou think it will
take us to get on the right energy rack?
COMMONER: Let’s say, just lor the sake of
argument. that in the next cleaion we
choose a President commitied to a ma-
vonal clfort to shilt from fossil fucls to
solar energy. so that in 1976 we're ready
to Lunch this shift. I'm no expert on
this, but 1 know a litde bit about how
these engineering things go. and it seems
to me that in 20 10 25 years, we could he
three quarters of the way there. In the
meantime, we know we have enough
fossil [ucls 10 keep us going while we're
building up this new cnergy system. We
could casily supply all of our luel needs
for that period by taking oil from the
continental United States and  mining
coal in reasonable ways. At the same
ume, we could be cutting back on the
demand for energy by improving the el
ficicncy with which we use itz shilting
tritfhe [rom cars and trucks to railvoads,
using natural materials instead ol syn-
thetic ones wherever possible. In other
words, part ol the national progrim
would be a planned use of fossil Tuels o
tide us over.

The most important thing. overall, is
the need to reexamine all the assump
tions that we've kept hidden about the

character of our productive and political
systems. Isn't there some way of having
both economic and political democracy
in the same society? I'm not willing o
accept the notion that it can’t be done
because it hasn’t been done. With that
attitude, we wouldn't have had the
American  Revolution. We're reallv in
the same sitvation today, where we have
to think openly abour the ways in which
we want to govern the resources we've
got, so that there will be no need for
crises. for shortages. for high prices—and
for imposing heavier burdens on the
joor.

PLAYBOY: Arc you advocating a kind of
fortress America in the energy sphere—a
rcturn to self-reliance on our own natu-
ral resources, with Iess emphasis on wrade
with the rest of the world?

COMMONER: Bv no means. I'm advocating
that we be less dependent on Arab oil,
because we absolutely must shiflt over o
solar encrgy. But wrade with other na-
tions can be very useful both for them
and for us. Take the implementation of
solar encrgy, for example. There is no
reason why the crash program o develop
cvery aspect of it has to ke place only
in the United States; there’s no reason
why good solar heaters developed in Ni-
geria shouldn’t be used here. As a matter
of fact. one of the inwiguing things
about solar energy is, as I've said, that it
can be exploited on a small scale. There-
fore. it's highly applicable to developing
countries. It's my hope that they will, in
[act. lead the way, exert technological
leadership. It's a great opportunity for
nations that are behind in the race
toward the wrong technological goals—
countries whose cconomies are not de
pendent on  energy-wasteful  factories
producing energy-wastelul  products—to
get ahead, to ger on another track. 1
hope they move in that direction and
show us the ervor of our ways. Somebody
has to.

PLAYBOY: Isn't that what you're trying to
do voursell?

COMMONER: Surc. That's why I'm deing
this 1merview. It's absolutely imperative
that the people of the United States—
and the whole world—understand that
the only rational wav 10 assure luture
energy supplies and. at the same time.
end our suicidal assault on the envi-
ronment 1s to undertake a massive de-
velopment of solar energy. Any other
alternative  would  enormously
our environmental problems, create dan
gers such as plutonivm radiation and po-
tential - nudear-power-plant - explosion,
even risk wars over loreign oil supplies.
In other words, lailure to understand-—
and act upon—the ecological, cconomic
and political imperatives that push us
toward developing solar energy will end
in disaster. Iv's as simple—and as au

cial—as that.
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I HAVE 80 FAR released for
publication only one episode
from Uncle Oswald's diaries.

It concerned, as some of you
may remember, a carnal
encounter between my uncle
and a Syrian [emale leper in
the Sinai Desert. Six years
have gone by since its publica-
tion and nobody has yet

come forward to make trouble,
I am therelore encouraged

to release a second episode
from these curious pages. My
lawyer has advised against it.
He points out thar some ol the
people concerned are still
living and are casily recog-
nizable, He says [ will be sued
mercilessly. Well, let them

sue. | am proud of my uncle.
He knew how life should be
lived. In a preface to the first
episade | said thar Casanova's
Memoirs read like a parish
magazine beside Uncle
Oswald's diaries and that the
great lover himsell, when
compared with my uncle.
appears positively undersexed.
I stand by that and. given
tirne, [ shall prove it to the
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world. Here, then, is a litle episode from
volume XXIIIL, precisely as Uncle Oswald
wrole it.

Puris
Wednesday

Breaklast at ten. 1 wried the new honey.
It was delivered vesterday in an endy
Sevres sucrier that had that lovely canary-
colored ground known as jaune jonquille.
“From Suzie.” the note sind, “and thank
you." It is nice to be appreciated. And
the honey was interesting. Suzie Jolibois
had. among other things. a small [arm
south of Casablanca, and was [ond ol
bees. Her hives were set in the midst ol a
plantation of cannabis indica, and the
bees drew their nectar exclusively from
this source. They lived. those bees, in a
state of perpetual cuphoria and were dis-
inclined 1o work. The honey was there-
lore very scarce. I spread a thivd piece of
toast. The stutt was almost black. It had
a pungent aroma. The telephone rang. |
put the receiver o my car and waited. 1
never speak first when called. After all,
I'm not phoning them. Theyre phon-
ing me.

“"Oswald! Are you there?”

I knew the voice. "Yes, Henri,” T said.
“Good morning.”

“Listen!” he said. speaking last and
sounding excited. I think I've got it!
I'm almost certain I've got it! Forgive
me il I'm out of breath, bur I've just
had @ rather fantastic experience. 1ts all
right now. Everything's fine. Will you
come over:

“Yes," 1 osaid. “T'll come over.” 1 re-
placed the receiver and poured mysell
another cup of colfee. Had Henri really
done it at lastz Il he had, then I wanted
to he around o share the Tun.

[ must pause here to tell you how 1
met Henri Biotte. Some three years ago.
I drove down o Provence o spend a
summer weekend with a lady who was
interesting 1o me simply because she
possessed an - extraordinarily - powerful
muscle in a region where other women
seem o have no muscles al all. An hour
after my arvival, I was strolling alone
on the lawn beside the river when a small
dark man approached me. He had black
hairs on the backs of his hands and he
made me a licde bow and said, “"Henri
Biotte, a lellow guest.”

“Oswald Cornelius,” I said.

Henri Biotte was clean-shaven, but that

only accentuated his hairiness. There
were tults of black hair sprouting like
grass from his e and more of it was
growing out of his noswrils, “May I join
you:" he said, falling into siep beside me
and starting immediately 10 alk. And
what a talker he was! How Gallic, how
excitable, He walked with a mad litle
hop and his fingers flew as if he wanted
to scatter them to the four winds of
heaven, and his words went off like fre-
crackers, with terrific speed. He was a
Belgian chemist, he said, working in Paris.

o

He was an ollactory chemust. He had de-
voted his lile to the study of olfaction.

“You mean smellz” 1 said.

“Yes, yes!™ he cried. “Exactly! I am an
expert on smells. I know more abom
smells than anyone clse in the world!™”

“Good smells or bad?” | asked, wrving
to slow him down.

"Good smells, lovely smells, glorious
smells!™ he said. I make them! [ can
make any smell you wane!”

He went on 1o tell me he was the chiel
perfume blender 1o one ol the great
condurieres in the city. And his nose, he
said, placing a hairy inger on the tip ol
his hairy proboscis. probably looked Just
like any other nose. did it not? I wanted
to tell him it had more hairs sprouting
from the noscholes than wheat from the
prairies and why didn’t he get his barber
to snip them out, but instead 1 conlessed
politely that I could see nothing unusual
about it.

“Quite so,” he said. “But in actual Tact,
it is a smelling organ of phenomenal sen-
sitivity. With two sniffs it can detect the
presence ol a single drop of macrocyclic
musk in a gallon of geranium oil.”

“Exvaordinary,” 1 said.

“On the Champs Elvsées,” he went on,
“which is a wide thoroughlare. my nosc
can identily the predise perlume being
used by a woman walking on the other
side ol the sweet”

“With the walhe in between?”

“With heavy wrafhic in between,” he
said.

He went on to name two ol the most
Lamous perlumes in the world, both ol
them made by the fashion house he
worked lor. “Those are my personal
creations,” he said modesty. T blended
them mysell. They have made a lortune
for the celebrated old bitch who runs the
business.”

“But not lor you:"”

“Me! T am but a poor miscrable em-
ployee on a salary.” he said. spreading his
palms and hunching his shoulders so high
they wouched his ear lobes. “One day,
though. 1 shall break away and pursue
my dream.”

“You have a dream?’

“1 have a glorious. wremendouns. excit-
ing dream. my dear sir!”

“Then why don’t you pursue it”

“Because frst I must find a4 man -
sighted enough and wealthy enough 1o
back me.”

Aha, I thought, so that’s whae it's all
about. “With a reputation like vyours,
that shouldn’t be oo dithcult,” T said.

“The sort ol rich mun I seek 1s hard o
find.” he said. “He must be a sporty
ambler with a very keen appetite lor
the bizure.”

That's me, you clever litde bugger, |
thought. “What is this dream you wish
to pursuez” 1 asked him. “Is it making
perfumes:”

“My dear lellow!” he cried. “Anyone
can make perfumes! I'm talking about

the pertume! The only one that counts!”

“Which would that be#”

“Why. the dungerous one, ol course!
And when I have made i, [ shall rule
the world!”

“Good for vou.” I said.

“1 am not joking, Monsicur Cornelius.
Would vou permit me o explain what
I am driving at=”

“Go ahead.”

“Forgive me it 1 sit down.” he saul,
moving toward a bench 1 had o heant
attack  Last April and I lhive o be
carelul.”

“I'm sorry o hear that”

“Oh, don’t be sorry. All will be well
as long as 1 don’t overdo things.”

It was a lovely alternoon and the bench
was on the Liwn near the riverbank and
we sat down on it. Beside us, the river
flowed slow and smooth and deep. and
there were litde clouds ol winer flies
bhovering over the surluce. Aaoss the
river there were willows along the hank
and heyond the willows an emerald-green
meadow. yellow with buttercups, and i
single cow grazing. The cow was brown
and white.

“I will 1ell you what kind of perlume
I wish 1o make,” he said. “Bur it is essen-
tial I explain a lew other things 10 vou
on the way or you will not Tully under-
stand. S0 please bear with me awhile.”
One hand lay limp upon his lap. the
hairy part upward. It looked like a black
rat. He was stroking it gently with the
fingers ol the other hand.

“Let us consider hrst,” he said. “the
phienomenon  that ocaws when a dog
meets a bitch in heat. The dog’s sexual
drive is tremendous. All self-control dis
appears. He has only one thought in his
head. which is o [ornicate on the spot.
and unless he is prevented by force, he
will do so. But do you know what it
is that causes this remendous sex drive
in a dog:”

“Smell” T said.

“Precisely, Monsicur Cornelius. Odor-
ous molecules of a special conformation
enter the dog's nostrils and stimulate his
olfactory nerve endings. This ciuses ur-
eent signals to be sent to the olfactory
bulb and thenee to the higher brain cen-
ters. Ie is all done by smell. 11 vou sever
a dog’s ollactory nerve, he will lose in-
terest in osex. Thas is also true of many
other mammals. but it 1s not true of man.
Smell has nothing to do with the sexual
appetite ol the human male. He is stim-
ulated in this respect by sight, by wactility
and by his lively imagination. Never by
smell.”

“Whan about perfume?” T said.

“It's all vabbish!” he answered. “All
those expensive scents in small boutles.
the ones Imake. they have no aphrodisiac
elfect ar all upon a man. Perfume was
never intended for that purpose. In the
old days. women used it 10 conceal the
fact that they stank. Today, when they

(continued on page §4)
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“Tell your master that’s not the kind of head I had in mind.”
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pictorial
e ﬂV ,
vea W.
brace yourself, america; mexico’s
high-combustion 1sela vega—

with sam peckinpah at the

controls—is heading your way




STRAIGHT-TALKING Isela (Ee-sehluh) Vega, a wellseasoned
native of Sonora, is the top female film star in Mexico, where
she's made about 25 pictures. Before she became an actress,
she was a night-club singer in Mexico City; prior to that she
lived for a while in L.A. and wied a variety of jobs, from
factory work to cosmetology. She also writes her “own stuff”
and, over the phone, she read to us little parables and obser-
vations, some in verse, on a variety of subjects. "Play violent,”
she cautioned, “and only them that really need you will stay.
Play the beggar; you will have coins coming your way. Play
the fool—let them show you what to do. Play it cool: they
will say that you pretend. Play it humble—they'll stick it up
your ass.” Hmm. “Well,” she told us, “if you want to see me
from the ourside, you might as well see me from the inside
a little. T might be very cruel sometimes. I don’t know . . . I
don’t have any objective way of looking at myself.” For more
of la senorita’s observations on life and love, turn the page.

Scorpio's the sex-and-violence sign; and tough Isela Vega—
who calls herself *'a Mexican Scorpio son of a bitch"—

gets plenty of both in her first Yankee flick, Bring Me the
Head of Alfredo Garcia. On location, above, la seforita
plays a brutal scene with Kris Kristofferson, gets words of
wisdom and the professionol touch from director Sam
Peckinpah (*'on octor's director; he puts you in the mood and
gives you freedom'’), relaxes with Kris and Worren Oates.
She plays ""an anguished character of o woman' who
*‘comes from the slums and works in a very expensive . . .
whorehouse, | would call it. She wants to retire from her
violent life and settle down with this guy, this gringo who
lives in Mexico and works there. It's her last chance. So she
proposes to him. . . . | gave it all, you know, and whotever
happens, | won't die of shome; | told the truth in the film.”
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Isela on sex: ‘'‘Mankind seems to want to tie up the mating
game; they want to spoil it. We have invented laws to
keep the family where it doesn't want to be. Children beleng
with children—and man belongs with me."" On time: “'I

don’t like looking back in the past; I'm still looking forward.
And | don't like the thought of turning into o solt statue. . . .
Life doesn’t have a past, a present, a future: It just goes.

It is three in one.” On society: ““Freedom, | dig—and | hote
to see people struggling, when man should be happy,

and have it dll free—free hand, my friend; free of charge,
Sarge; free lunch, bunch; free and easy piece-y; free lay-
away. Free fool?—thot's cool. And let there be no violence—
but silence, please. . . ."" On Lotin America: *'The reoson
we're so fucked up is thot we hove too mony fiestas—the
sneaky ones always act while the fools ore distracted.”

PHOTOGRAPHY BY ERIC WESTON
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B"CH (continued from page 78)

no longer stink, they use it purely for
narcissistic reasons. They enjoy putting
it on and smelling their own good smells.
Men hardly notice the stuff. 1 promise
you that.”

“1 do,” 1 said.

“Does it stir you physically?”

“No. not physically. Aesthetically, yes.”

“You enjoy the smell. So do 1. But
there are plenty of other smells I enjoy
more—the bouquet of a good Lafite, the
scent of a [resh Comice pear or the smell
ol the air blowing in from the sea on the
Brittany coast.”

A trout jumped high in midstream and
the sunlight flashed on its body. “You
must forget,” said Monsieur Biotte, “all
the nonsense about musk and ambergris
and the perineal glands’ secretions of the
cvet cat. We make our perfumes from
chemicals these days. If 1 want a musky
odor, I will use ethylene brassylate. Para-
aresyl caprylate will give me civet and
benzaldehyde will provide the smell of
almonds. No. sir, I am no longer inter-
ested in mixing up chemicals o make
pretty smells.”

For some minutes his nose had been
running slightly, weuting the black hairs
in his nostrils. He noticed it and pro-
duced a handkerchief and gave it a blow
and a wipe. "What [ intend 10 do,” he
said, “'is to produce a perfume that will
have the same electrifying effect upon
a man as the scent of a bitch in heat has
upon a dog! One whiff and that’ll be itl
The man will lose all conwrol. He'll rip
ofl his pants and ravish the lady on the
spot!”™

“We could have some fun with that,”
I said,

“We could rule the world!” he cried.

“Yes, but you told me just now that
smell has nothing to do with the sexual
appetite of the human male.”

“It doesn’t,” he said. “But it used 0.
I have evidence that in the period of the
glacial drift, when primitive man was far
more closely related to the ape than he is
now, he retained the apelike character-
istic of jumping on any rightsmelling
female he ran across. And later in the
Paleolithic, and in the Neolithic peried,
he continued to become sexually ani-
mated by smell, but to a lesser and lesser
degree. By the time the higher civiliza.
tions had come along in Mesopotamia
around 7000 B.c., evolution had played
its part and had completely suppressed
man's ability to be stimulated sexually
by smell. Am 1 boring you?”

“Not at all. But tell me, does that
mean an actual physical change had taken
place in man’s smelling apparatus?”

*Absolutely not,” he said. “Otherwise,
there’d be nothing we could do about it.
The linle mechanism that enabled our
ancestors to smell these subtle odors is
still there. 1 happen 1o know it is. Listen,
you've seen how some people can make

their ears move a tiny bit?”

“1 can do it mysell,” 1 said, doing it.

“You see,” he said, “the ear-moving
muscle is still there. It’s a leftover from
the time when man used to be able o
cock his ears forward for better hearing,
like a dog. He lost that ability over a
hundred thousand years ago, but the mus
cle remains. And the same applies to our
smelling apparatus. The mechanism for
smelling those secaret smells is sull there,
but we have lost the ability to use it.”

“How can you be so certain it's still
there?” I asked.

“Do you know how our smelling sys-
tem works?” he said.

“Not really.”

“Then 1 shall tell you; otherwise, I
cannot answer your question. Auend
closely. please. Air is sucked in through
the nostrils and passes the three baflle-
shaped turbinate bones in the upper part
of the nose. There it gets warmed and
filtered. This warm air now travels up
and over two clefts that contain the smell-
ing organs. These organs are patches of
yellowish  wssue, each about an inch
square. In this tissue are embedded the
nerve fibers and nerve endings ol the
olfactory nerve. Every nerve ending con
sists of an olfactory cell bearing a cluster
of tiny hairlike filaments. These filaments
act as receivers. ‘Receptors’ is a better
word. And when the receptors are tickled
or stimulated by odorous molecules. they
send signals to the brain. If, as you come
downstairs in the morning, you sniff in-
to your nostrils the odorous molecules of
frying bacon, these will stimulate your
receptors, the receptors will flash a signal
along the olfactory nerve to the brain
and the brain will interpret it in terms
of the character and intensity of the odor.
And that is when you cry out, ‘Aha, bacon
for breakfast!" "

“I never eat bacon for breakfast,” 1
said.

He ignored this.

"These receptors.” he went on, “these
tiny hairlike filaments are what concern
us. And now you are going to ask me
how on earth they can tell the differ-
ence between one odorous molecule and
another, between, say. peppermint and
camphor.”

“How can they?” I said. I was inter-
ested in this.

“Auend more closely than ever now,
please.” he said. "At the end of each re-
ceptor is an indentation, a sort of cup,
except that it isn’t round. This is the
‘receptor site.’ Imagine now thousands
of these little hairlike ilaments wath uny
cups at their extremities, all waving about
like the tentacles of sea anemones and
waiting to catch in their cups any odorous
molecules that pass by. That, you see, is
what actually happens. When you snift
a certain smell, the odorous molecules of
the substance that made that smell go

rushing around inside your nostrils and
get caughe by the liule cups, the recepror
sites. Now, the important thing to re-
member is this: Molecules come in all
shapes and sizes. The linde cups or re-
ceptor sites are also differently shaped.
Thus, the molecules lodge only in the
receptor sites that fit them. Pepperminty
molecules go only into special pepper-
minty receptor sites. Camphor molecules.
which have a quite different shape, will
fit only into the special camphor receptor
sites, and so on. It's rather like those toys
for small children where they have 10 fn
variously shaped pieces into the right
holes.”

“Let me see if 1 understand you,” 1
said. “Are you saying that my brain will
know it is a pepperminty smell simply
because the molecule has lodged in a
pepperminty receptor site?”

“Precisely.”

“But you are surely not suggesting
there are differently shaped receptor sites
for every smell in the world?”

“No.” he said. “As a mauer of facr,
man has only seven differently shaped
sites.”

“Why only seven:”

Because our sense of smell recognizes
only seven ‘pure primary odors.” All the
rest are ‘complex odors” made up by mix
ing the primaries.”

“Are you sure of that?”

“Positive. Our sense of taste has even
fewer. It recognizes only four primaries—
sweet, sour. salt and bitter! All other
tastes are mixtures of these.”

“What are the seven pure primary
odors?” 1 asked him.

“Their names are of no imporiance to
us,” he said. “Why confuse the issue?”

“I'd like 1o hear them.”

“All right,” he said. “They are cam-
phoraceous, pungent, musky, ethereal,
floral, pepperminty and putrid. Don’t
look so skeptical, please. This isn't my
discovery. Very learned scientists have
worked on 1t for years. And their con-
clusions are quite accurate, excepl in one
respect.”

“What's that?”

“There is an eighth pure primary odor
that they don’t know about, and an eighth
receplor sile to receive the cuniously
shaped molecules of that odor!”

“Al-ha-ha!™ 1 said. “I see what you're
driving at.”

“Yes,” he said. “the eighth pure pri-
mary odor is the sexual stimulant that
caused primitive man to behave like a
dog thousands of years ago. It has a very
peculiar molecular structure.”

“Then you know what it i

"*Of course 1 know what it is.”

“And you say we sull retain the re-
ceptor sites for these peculiar molecules
to fit into?”

“Absolutely.”

“This mysterious smell.” 1 said. “does

(continued on page 88)
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it ever reach our own nostrils nowadays?”

“Frequently.”

“Do we smell it? I mean, are we aware
of it?”

“No.

“You mean the molecules don’t get
caught in the receptor sites?”

“T'hey do, my dear fellow, they do. But
nothing happens. No signal is sent off to
the brain. The telephone line is out of
action. It’s like that ear muscle. The
mechanism is still there, but we've lost
the ability to use it properly.”

“And what do you propose to do about
that?” 1 asked.

“1 shall reactivate it,” he said. “We are
dealing with nerves here, not muscles.
And these nerves are not dead or injured,
they're merely dormant. I shall probably
increase the intensity of the smell a
thousandlold and add a catalyst.”

“Go on,” 1 said.

“That’s enough.”

“I should like to hear more,” I said.

“Forgive me lor saying so, Monsieur
Cornelius, but I don’t think you know
enough about organoleptic quality to fol-
low me any further. The lecture is over.”

Henri Biotte sat smug and quiet on the
hench beside the river stroking the back
ol one hand with the fingers of the other.
The tufts of hair sprouting [rom his ears
gave him a pixy look, but that was cam-
ouflage. He struck me rather as a danger-
ous and dainty little creature, someone
who lurked behind stones with a sharp
cye and a sting in his tail, waiting for the
lone traveler to come by. Surreptitiously,
I searched his face. The mouth interested
me. The lips had a magenta tinge. pos-
sibly something to do with his heart trou-
ble. The lower lip was caruncular and
pendulous. It bulged out in the middle
like a purse and could ecasily have served
as a receptacle for small coins. The skin
of the lip seemed to be blown up very
tight, as though by air, and it was con-
stantly wet, not from licking but from an
excess of saliva in the mouth.

And there he sat, this Monsieur Henri
Biotte, smiling a wicked little smile and
waiting patiently for me to react. He was
a totally unmoral man, that much was
clear, but then so was I. He was also a
wicked man, and although I cannot in
all honesty clamim wickedness as one of
my own virtues. I find it irresistible in
others. A wicked man has a luster all his
own. Then again, there was something
diabolically splendid about a person who
wished to set back the sex habits of civi-
lized man half a million years.

Yes, he had me hooked. So there and
then, sitting beside the river in the gar-
den of the lady from Provence, I made
an offer to Henri. I suggested he should
leave his present employment forthwith
and set himselfl up in a small laboratory.
I would pay all the bills for this litle
venture as well as make good his salary.

It would be a five-year contract, and we
would go 50-50 on anything that came
out of it.

Henri was ecstatic. “You mean it?” he
cried. "You are serious?”

1 held out my hand. He grasped it in
both of his and shook it vigorously. It was
like shaking hands with a goat. “We shall
control mankind!” he said. “We'll be the
gods of the earth!” He flung his arins
around me and embraced me and kissed
me first on one cheek, then on the other,
Oh, this awful Gallic kissing. Henri's
lower lip felt like the wet underbelly of
a toad against my skin.

“Let's keep the celebrations until
later,” I said, wiping mysell dry with a
linen handkerchiel.

Henri Biotte made apologies and ex-
cuses to his hostess and rushed back to
Paris that night. Within a week he had
given up lus old job and had rented
three rooms to serve as a laboratory.
These were on the third floor of a house
on the Left Bank, in the Rue Cassette,
just off the Rue de Rennes. He spent a
great deal ol my money equipping the
place with complicated apparatus, and
he even installed a large cage into which
he put two apes, a male and a female.
He also took on an assistant, a clever and
moderately presentable young lady called
Jeanette. And with all that, he set to
work.

You should understand that for me
this litle venture was of no great im-
portance. I had plenty of other things to
amuse me. I used to drop in on Henri
maybe a couple of times a month 10 see
how things were going, but otherwise I
lefv him entrely to himself. My mind
wasn't on his job. I hadn’t the patience
for that kind of research. And when re-
sults failed to come quickly, 1 began 10
lose all interest. Even the pair of over
sexed apes ceased to amuse me after a
while.

Only once did I derive any pleasure
from my visits to his laboratory. As you
must know by now. I can seldom resist
even a moderately presentable woman.
And so, on a certain rainy Thursday
afterncon, while Henri was busy apply-
ing electrodes 1o the olfactory organs of
a frog in one room, I found myself ap-
plying something infinitely more agree-
able 1o Jeanette in the other room. T had
not, of course, expected anything out of
the ordinary from this litle frolic. I was
acting more out of habit than anvthing
else. But my goodness me, what a sur-
prise I gotl Beneath her white overall,
this rather austere research chemist
turned out to be a sinewy and flexible fe-
nmale of immense dexterity. The experi-
ments she performed, first with the
oscillator, then with the high-speed cen-
trifuge, were absolutely breath-taking. In
fact, not since that Turkish liglllrope
walker in Ankara (see volume XXI) had

1 experienced anything quite like it
Which all goes 10 show for the thousandth
time that women are as inscrutable as
the ocean. You never know what you have
under your keel, deep water or shallow,
until you have heaved the lead.

I did not bother to visit the laboratory
again after that. You know my rule. I
never return o a lemale a second ume.
With me, at any rate, women invariably
pull out all the stops during the first en
counter, and a second meeting can there
fore be nothing more than the same old
tune on the same old fiddle. Who wants
that? Not me. So when | suddenly heard
Henri's voice calling urgently to me over
the telephone that morning at breakfast,
I had almost forgotten his existence.

I drove through the fiendish Paris traf-
fic to the Rue Cassette. I parked the car
and took the tiny elevator to the third
floor. Henri opened the door of the
laboratory. “Don’t move!l” he cried. “Stay
right where you arel” He scuttled away
and returned in a few seconds holding a
little tray upon which lay two greasy-
looking red rubber objects. “Nose plugs,”
he said. “Put them in, please. Like me.
Keep out the molecules. Go on, ram themn
in tight. You'll have to breathe through
your mouth, but who cares?”

Each nose plug had a short length of
blue string attached to its blunt lower
end, presumably for pulling it back out
of the nostril. 1 could see the two bits of
blue string dangling from Henri's nos-
trils. I inserted my own nose plugs. Henri
inspected them. He rammed them in
tighter with his thumb. Then he went
dancing back into the lab, waving his
hairy hands and aying out. “Come in
now, my dear Oswald! Come in, come in!
Forgive my excitement, but this is a great
day for me!” The plugs in his nose made
him speak as though he had a bad cold.
He hopped over 10 a cupboard and
reached inside. He brought out one of
those small square bottles made of very
thick glass that hold about an ounce of
perfume. He carried it over to where 1
stood, cupping his hands around it as
though it were a tiny bird. “Look! Here
it is! The most precious fluid in the
entire world!”

This is the sort of rubbishy overstate-
ment I dislike intensely. “So you think
you've done it?” I said.

“1 know I've done it, Oswald! I am cer-
tain I've done it!”

“Tell me what happened.”

“That’s not so easy,” he said. “But 1
can try.” He placed the litle bottle care-
fully on the bench. “I had left this par-
ticular blend, number 1076, to distill
overnight,” he went on. “That was be-
cause only one drop of distillate is pro-
duced every half hour. T had it dripping
into a sealed beaker 1o prevent evap-
oration. All these fluids are extremely
volatile. And so, soon after T arrived
eight-thirty this morning, I went over to

(continued on page 170)
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article BY MORDECAT RICKRLER it was just like any other minneapolis

convention, except for the wizards, the astrologers and the reborn queen of camelot

vervBopy, except for the nefarious Eli, was going 1w be there.
The astral jet setters. Riders incomparable of the inner planes.
In a word, the Hower of American witchery. Say, Philip Emmons
Isaac Bonewits, a reconstructionist Druid with a B.A. in magic
from the University of California, endorsed by no less than
Ronnie Reagan. Bonewits, a mere 22-year-old, his hair worn in
a pigtail, his beard wispy, sucking on a calabash pipe and
adorned in Moroccan robes, his leather belt slung low, an
athame (a black-handled knife made or inherited by a witch)
riding one hip and a hammer of Thor, the other. P. E. I. Bone-
wits is the sole begetter of Real Magic. “Learn how to cast spells
or heal a friend. Discover clairsentience [vibes], clairvoyance,
telepathy, astral projection, as magic leaves the Dark Ages and enters the age of reason.” Gavin
of Boskednan and Yvonne were also going. They are codirectors of the Church and School of Wicca
(Route 2, Salem, Missouri), the cralt’s first mail-order college. “Introduction: Some people would
call me a wizard. They would call my mate a witch. We call ourselves flamens of the Wicca faith.
Wicca is the old word meaning ‘wise’ or ‘wisdom,’” which is now pronounced ‘witch.” To our be-
lievers, Wicca is the oldest religion.”

Eighty-five-year-old Marc Edmund Jones, founder of the Sabian Assembly, author of Astrology:
How & Why It Works, had promised to appear. So had Tim Zell, of the Church of All Worlds
(CAW), and his high priestess, Ms. Carolyn Clark, who was scheduled to pronounce on “The Great
Mother vs. the Great Motherfucker.” The fabled Lady Sheba, queen of American witches was go-
ing. So, for that mauter, was Lady Cybele, hereditary witch and professional palmist, pastor of the
Church of the Wiccan Rede and sole prop. of Lady Cybele's Caldron, Madison, Wisconsin. Russ
Michael, who had died at the age of 17 and returned to his physical body to finish the work he
had started in two former lifetimes, would also be there, as would the inscrutable Quantz Craw-
ford, master of the mind-blowing art of the supernatural orgasm.

(N
A

2

There would be not only 25 lectures daily—seminars, workshops—but, every night, in the
basement of the Gnostica Bookshop, actually a converted mortuary, a witchmeet. For initiated
witches only. “It will be preferred that all attending wear either street clothing or robes. For ob-
vious reasons, no one will be sky-clad”; that is to say, starkers.

On a Wednesday, flying out to the Third Annual Gnostic Aquarian Festival of Astrology, Mind
Power, Occult Sciences & Witcheraft in the New Age, at Hyatt Lodge, Minneapolis, I had to confess
to something like total ignorance. I went forearmed with a hastily acquired paperback library of the
occult. a certain skepticism, but only the most commonplace knowledge of the craft. There was Snow
White, of blessed memory, being proffered the poison apple by an old crone in the traditional black
pointed hat and Judy Garland being pursued for her magical ruby slippers by another malevolent
witch. I had read Dracula, Grimm’s Fairy Tales and, of course, Macbeth:

Double, double toil and trouble;
Fire burn and caldron bubble.

But. to come clean, I had never knowingly encountered a bona fide witch until—shortly after
checking into the hotel, a drummers’ stopover—I was joined for drinks by Vicki Zastrow, festival
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director. An attractive witch, slender and
black-haired, Vicki wore a low-cut white
blouse and a black pants suit with white
trimn, rather like an inverted condolence
card. Vicki had also come multiringed.
With a blue sapphire for wisdom and
speed and a topaz for tact and diplomacy.
She also sported an ankh ring. The ankh,
a T-shaped cross surmounted by a loop,
is Egypuan, and symbolizes life. “Most
people,” Vicki said, “wear it with the
point facing out to protect themselves
against negative forces, but I've got a
strong psychic shield. I've surrounded my-
sell with good influences. So I wear it
with the point inward.”

I asked Vicki how old she was.

“You mean my chronological age?”

“Yes, indeed.”

“Twentysix. But yesterday I was with
an older man, he was in his forties, and
I was thirty-two. This morning I was
with a younger man and I was eighteen.”

Vicki drove me to the Gnostica Book-
shop. Inside, Philip Roth rode the same
shelves as Aleister Crowley and Edgar
Cayce. Another counter was choked with
sabbat artifacts. Groovy Fruity Incense,
magical pentagrams, brass bells and, for
the deodorant-minded Wiccan, Chinese
Wash. Powdered brimstone was also
available, as was war water, in an econ-
omy-size bottle.

“I would like to make it clear,” Vicki
said, “that we don’t practice black magic.
Our credo is, ‘And it hurt none. Do what
thou wilt shall be the whole of the
law.” ™

More Gnostic Aquarian  celebrants
were gathering in the lobby of the Hyatt
Lodge.

“Merry witchmeet, honey.”

“Blessed be.”

Yvonne stood tippy-toe to kiss Russ on
the forehead. “I'm aiming for your third
eye,” she sang out.

Me, I was aiming lor the party at Carl
Wescheke's 24-room mansion, on Summit
Avenue, in adjoining St. Paul. The ami-
able, gray-bearded Weschcke was sponsor
of the festival and president of Llewel-
Iyn Publications, a thriving occult press.
Everything in his opulent living room
was done up in black or gold. Even the
cutlery, when it appeared, was gold-plat-
ed; the dinner plates, black. The Wic
cans, already gathered there, sipping
wine, had come flamboyantly dressed.
The wizards, many of them insurance-
claim adjusters, pharmacists or Govern-
ment surveyors by day, favored medieval
robes or black-velvet capes. Most of the
witches, heavily made up, multiringed,
were tricked out in long skirts slit to the
thigh. There was even a black cat on the
prowl. But the followers of the craft, just
like your friendly Lion or Rotarian,
wore lapel tags for easy identification:
HELLO, MY NAME IS . . . LADY CIRCE.

Gavin of Boskednan told me his
Church and School of Wicca had been
registered with the IRS and was now tax-

deductible. The traditional church, he
argued, was now a nonparticipating sport,
like basketball. “We participate. We do
ESP, for instance.” And, yes, he was some
thing of a psychic reader.

“Can you tell me anything about my-
sell” 1 asked hungrily.

“You're very interested in swimming
and gym."”

“Sorry, no.”

“"Well, you win some, you lose some.”

Yvonne, his witchmate, had enjoyed
three previous incarnations. She had
been a man in pre-Christian Britain and,
another life out, an Arab mathemati-
cian. “In my last reincarnation in Wales,”
she said, 1 used to ride out on horse-
back to meet my lover. Just like in
Ryan’s Daughter. It gave the neighbors
something to talk abour.”

Gavin was not without a sense of re-
sponsibility about hexing people. “But if
a c:ll)l))r rooks me,” he said, “1I'm going to
hex him.”

“What would you do#”

“Make him drive off the road.”

P. E. I. Bonewits confessed to even
mightier powers. He could, he ventured,
heal blood diseases. “I'm also developing
a nice flair for weather control.”

As we were joined by Kim Efel. the
conversation turned to England, where
I had been rooted for almost two dec-
ades. “Oh,” 1 asked, “have you been to
England>”

Kim smiled darkly. Yes, she allowed.

“When?"

“In 1248. T was also here lour thou-
sand years ago. I was a king or a queen.”

“In England?”

“No. Egypt. In another life, 1 was bur-
ied alive.”

The editor of Gnostica News, 27 year-
old Ron Wright, was also a traveler. He
had been to Vietnam. But in this life, as
it were. "l used magic there. Creative
visualization. To visualize mysell our.
Same as positive thinking, you know.”

Which was when 1 espiced Jose Feola,
parapsychologist, sinking trancelike into
a chair; Yvonne, her eyes squeezed shur,
was suoking his neck with her hands
of power. “He's got bad tonsils,” she
explained.

Russ Michael, the warlock, who had
passed through death's door and back
again, introduced himself. He is founder
and publisher of the Aguarian ESP Her-
ald and toured with the House of David
baskerball team for seven years. Michael
had becn reincarnated only twice so far.
Once in India, another time in Egypt,
where, as he put it, he had helped
upgrade civilization. “1 was the Pharaoh
known as Ahmose,” he said. “1 drove the
imvaders out in 1600 B.c.”

Enough. Back in my hotel room, 1 set-
tled into my homework. I am, I should
point out, a sucker for outré newspapers
and magazines, turning to the ads first
out of habit. Gnostica News (paid circu-
lation 5000) offered witch haberdashery,

robes fully lined. with pointed hoods,
from $50 to $100, and genuine rock-crys
tal balls, ranging from $49.95 1o S6000
(Wisconsin tax extra). ‘There was also
an ad for a “beautiful scale replica ol an
authentic Spanish guillotine.” The War-
lock Shop, in Brooklyn, sold hooded
robes lor only $15 and enjoined mem-
bers of the craft 0 BOYCOTT WITCH CRAP
Books. A distressed reader of The Green
Egg was in urgemt need of a female boa
constrictor, eight to ten feet, at a reasona-
ble price. The Green Egg, published by
CAW, also sought help for a St. Louis
man who had been possessed by a demon-
ic being. “We ask all of you to please get
together and send him all the power you
can afford so that this evil being will
vamish.” The same issue also included a
controversial article on “The Craft and
Homosexuality,” the authors concluding
that "the gender of the earthplane shell
is not necessarily the gender of the spirnt
dwelling in that shell.” On balance. the
authors were against homosexuals’ being
allowed into a hetero magic circle. Makes
for bad vibes. But they did feel homosex-
uals could form nifty covens of their own.
provided polarities were balanced.

Finally, I curled up in bed with Louis
T. Cullings” Manual of Sex Magick. The
author, like many a skepuic before him,
stands foursquare for “magickal congrex,”
heightened, in his case. by something he
calls the Bud-Will Intelligence. As an il-
lustration of how well it works. he tells
the story of an exemplar who was driv-
ing home in Calilornia when he picked
up a hitchhiker, 100 percemt woman,”
who soon ended up in his cabin. "Kiss
me, Lou,” she said. "Ever since 1 had
titties I have dreamed about being loved
by a man like you.”

And so 1o bed.

- - -

The next morning. Thursday, I de
scended into the hotel lobby o smiff in-
cense rising from the registration desks
and found witches, witches, evervwhere,
collecting their festival kits and badges.

“And what's your rising houser” some-
body inquired of an ebullient matron.

“I have a stationary Mercury rising in
Pisces.”

“Oh-ho!™ he said.

A young man, an apprentice astrolo-
ger out of Winnipeg, drove me nto a
corner. Standing inches from my face. he
peered into my eyes. “I'm aiming for
pupil-level contact,” he explained.

Of all the simultancous lectures bemng
oftered, T opred for . E. I Bonewits and
his hammer of Ther, in the Regency
West Room. “During World War Two,”
Bonewits declared, “occultists  brought
down numerous German aircraft. They
also climinated Gestapo cells. In fact
they played an unsung role in bringing
down the greatest black magician ol
them all.”

Tim Zell was holding forth in another

(continued on page 120)



in chicago’s federal court, where cops are robbers, judges are
defendants and politicians go directly to jail for collecting §100,000

IT 1S JANUARY 3, 1973, and 400 registered voters from northern Illinois have been
asked to the Everett Dirksen Federal Building, in the middle of Chicago’s clangorous,
soot-gray Loop, to listen to truths and lies. They are the year's first citizens to be called
for jury duty in Federal Court. They live not only in Chicago but in its flat suburban
trim and in surrounding small towns that take much of their commerce from the land,
and whose people resist any meeting with the rude whines and vulgar geometry of the
city. Of the 400 called, the Government knows from experience that half of them have
suddenly become the victims of domestic chaos or fresh occupational responsibilities
demanding their full and constant energies. Others simply know someone who knows
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someone. So on January third, those
without clout or excuse, 194 good citi-
zens in all, have come to the building’s
ceremonial courtroom on the 25th fioor.

They may serve one of a number of
trials scheduled for January. Immediate-
ly, the jury of appellate court judge Otto
Kerner and his friend, former state rev-
enue director Theodore Isaacs, will be
selected. Kerner is the first sitting Federal
judge to be brought to trial and his
employer, the United States of America,
believes he accepted low-priced racing
stock while he was governor of Illinois,
hid his ownership and provided special
favors for the track owner who sold him
the stock. It believes his friend, Ted
Isaacs, helped him. A couple of days
later, former city alderman Fred Hub-
bard’s trial begins. He was arrested in
the middle of a poker game in Los
Angeles in August 1972, after 15 months
as a fugitive, and has been brought back
to Chicago to explain where the money
from a Federal job program he admin-
istered has gone. And four days after
Hubbard's case starts, a Chicago police-
man will be prosecuted for extortion and
for perjury before a grand jury.

Mies van der Rohe designed the block-
square Federal Building, and it’s impos-
sible to imagine that it looked newer ten
years ago, when files and people began to
fill it, than it does today; its glass, black
steel and polished tile take weather
splendidly, and uniformed guards at each
entrance are strong ammonia against
treasonous graffiti.

The decor of the ceremonial courtroom
is identical to that of others in the Federal
Building, but the room is twice as wide
as the others and longer; it looks like
some new sanctuary, clean of idols. Rows
of dark wooden benches fill the back half
of the room and stop lor two intersecting
aisles of tasteful gray-brown carpet that
also covers every other bit of floor that
isn't jury box or judge's bench. Walnut-
brown squares panel walls that run high,
to a fluorescent-lit ceiling with a filtering
grid of tattersall checks.

At 9:33, Kerner and his Jawyers enter
the room, and 200 prospective jurors
pause from knitting and place folded pa-
perbacks aside to watch this slow proces-
sional make its way over the gray-brown
carpet, past them, to the defendants’
table. Kerner is short and square-faced
and walks with quick, precise steps, as if
he's marching. He sits in a chair, leans
forward, his hands making steeples on
the table in front of him. His facial
expressions start at the eyes, as wrinkles
spread out to begin them. Kerner coughs,
then moves his lower jaw up and down
without disturbing the rest of his face,
like the wooden mouth of a ventrilo-
quist’s dummy. Reporters are scribbling
first impressions in their notebooks, using
words like patrician, impeccably dressed
and silver-streaked hair to describe Ker-

ner. A few moments later, Ted Isaacs and
his lawyer, Warren Wolfson, make the
same walk, anticlimactically. More min-
utes pass, enough time to let the room
feel Kerner and Isaacs and for the mood
to grow to take them in, and then the
Government lawyers appear, moving
down the opposite aisle; you get the feel-
ing that the timing and placement of
these entrances had been rehearsed the
night before. Besides lawyers, the United
States is represented by Internal Revenue
Service agents and an accountant. Lead-
ing them into the room is James Thomp-
son, the United States Attorney for the
Northern District of Illinois. Thompson
is 6'6” tall and weighs 230 pounds. He
has a picture in his office, on the 15th
floor of this building, taken when he
weighed 30 pounds less and wore a short
brush haircut. He was a young lawyer in
the state’s attorney general’s office then
and worked on a committee that rewrote
Illinois’ criminal laws. The picture shows
Thompson in the back row, looking over
shoulders, as the code was being signed
into law by Governor Otto Kerner.

Thompson and his people arrange
themselves around their table and
Thompson turns his chair to face the de-
fendants as a back door next to the
judge’s bench opens for Judge Robert
Taylor of Knoxville, Tennessee, who has
been hand-picked by Chief Justice War-
ren Burger to preside through these
strange and fragile weeks, while the liber-
ties of a fellow judge will be argued.
Judge Taylor is small and bald, and when
he settles into his high-backed chair, just
his head can be seen above the bench,
like a small moon hanging above the
horizon. From any distance, his only fea-
tures are black horn-rimmed glasses, so
when he removes them, he effectively
erases his face.

The clerk stands up behind a desk
below Judge Taylor and says, “Seventy-
one C R ten eightysix.” (He is reading
the case number, the C R denoting the
classification “criminal.”) “The Uniied
States of America versus Theodore J.
Isaacs, et al. Case on trial.”

This is Judge Taylor’s cue and he be-
gins to summarize the Government's in-
dictment against Kerner and Isaacs. He
pauses after he has finished, comfortable
with the pace he’s created, and turns to
Kerner. “Judge Kerner, will you please
stand so the people can see you?”

“Yes, sir,” says Kerner as he gets quick-
ly to his feet, then turns to the crowded
room and finds some brave, primal sensi-
bility that a politician saves for resisting
crowds. His eyes meet theirs and don't
back away, and his face is brilliant with
evangelism.

On Saturday afternoon, January 6,
1973, Fred Hubbard sits in the living
room of his South Side Chicago apart-
ment, talking on the phone. Yesterday,

Hubbard appeared before Judge Hubert
Will in Federal Court, pleaded guilty to
charges of embezzlement and was sen-
tenced to two years in prison and four
additional years of probation.

Hubbard was a prominent city alder-
man and administrator of the Chicago
Plan, a Federally sponsored fund to get
blacks jobs in the local construction in-
dustry. He won election in 1969, running
against a machine candidate whose dis-
tant sins—a past life as a professional
gambler and a narrowly escaped shake-
down conviction—rose up to beat him.
Hubbard seems to have lived all his life
at some societal edge, has been persistent-
Iy drawn to an elite, or dangerous, fringe.
Harlem street kid. University of Chicago
graduate. Counselor to black street gangs.
Victim of a never-explained shooting. Re-
form candidate for city council from the
black second ward. Political star and
director of the Chicago Plan at a salary
of $25,000 a year. And then, at the top of
his career, the flaunting incongruity: In
the spring of 1971, he left Chicago one
night with $100,000 that belonged to the
Chicago Plan and spent 15 months losing
poker and crap games in Las Vegas and
later in Southern California. Chicago pa-
pers pondered his whereabouts every few
months during the time he was gone and
the suspicion grew that he was dead.
Then he was found late in the summer
of 1972 seated at a poker table in a Gar-
dena gambling cdub by Federal agents
looking for a tall black man with his dis-
tinguishing elf-shaped ears.

“I'm anxious to come back to Chicago
and prove my innocence,” he said at his
arrest. He was transported to Cook Coun-
ty Jail, where he spent almost four
months and during that time—according
to newspaper stories printed a few days
ago—wrote the first draft of an auto-
biographical novel. He was released on
bond on December 23.

Hubbard's wife, Arnette, sips coffee at
their kitchen table. She is an attorney
with Hubbard's lawyer and has stayed
with her husband since his return from
that 15-month disappearance, when Hub-
bard sometimes kept the company not
only of malignant luck but of a woman.
Mrs. Hubbard is bubbling and friendly,
hiding whatever bleak residue remains
of the experience.

*“There a paper in here?” she asks, com-
ing into the living room. “I haven’t seen
a paper for two days.”

“Under the coffee table here,” he says,
and pulls out the morning edition. Its
headline reads, “HUBBARD SENTENCE IS
TWo YEARS"; next to it is a large pic-
ture of Hubbard at the Federal Building,
smiling as he leans into the Probation
Office doorway.

*“Oh, so striking, so debonair!” laughs
his wife.

“Yeah, shit,” says Hubbard.

They have a corner apartment on the

(continued on page 98)
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how to keep that costly
camera equipment desert
dry when you'reall at sea

Obviocusly, the oquatic shutter-
work pictured here hasn’t been
snipped from reruns of Sea Hunt.
It's a natatorial lock at some of
the underwater camera housings
that are currently available; for
instance, this Nike Mar Il unit
that's equipped with external
controls to operate film advance,
shutter relecse, aperture, focus, by
G/F Industries Inc., $592. Lloyd
Bridges never had it so good.
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Above, you see Nikon housing 5520, an SLR unit, from lkelite, $149.95, that accommodates any Nikon finder system, including the standard
eye-level prism, waist-level finder and the action sports finder that allows corner-to-corner viewing even with a face mask. And what a view!

Above left and center: A corrosion-resistant Aquaflex housing for a 16mm Arriflex, by Becker Engineering, $2850 (not including camera).
Above right and opposite page: A C35 polystyrene housing, $79.95, for a full-frame C35 automatic camera, $114.95, both by Konica.

For those camera buffs who wish to go down to the sea in an inexpensive but efficient style, there’s a housing for the ever-popular
96 Kodak Pocket Instamatic featuring controls for shutter release, etc., plus connectors for an optional flash unit, from lkelite, $29.95.
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sixth story of a high-rise with floor-to-
ceiling windows looking north toward
downtown and the frst sirong streets of
the Loop, and only when she considers
this view does Mrs. Hubbard reveal deep
er layers of mood. “I guess 1 do enjoy it.
I really haven’t looked out that window
lor so long, the whole Loop could've
burned down and 1 wouldn’t know i.”

A white-flocked Christmas tree stands
in the corner. drooping [rom long duty.
Torn package wrappings. lidless boxes,
discarded cards and ribbons—the pillage
of the season—surround its base. One of
the Hubbards™ children. a small girl wear-
ing glasses, walks through the living room
past her father.

Hubbard hangs up the phone, moves
forward to the edge of the chair. his long
legs angling up like a grasshopper’s, and
smokes a cigarette. He remembers 15 or
16 embezzled checks, the largest one for
$20.000. drawn over the first five months
of 1971, “The mtention was always to
pay it back. But I saw a way to take this
Federal money and build it into an inde-
pendent fund for black politicians in
Chicago. It seemed to me the quickest
way to do that was to win in Vegas. The
only way blacks are gonna help them-
selves here is through politics and my
idea was to get enough money so they
wouldn’t be dependin’ on the white reg-
ulars. But I lost veal big, and then [ drift-
ed on 1o L.A. By that time, I had no plan.
Weather was nice. Big city. No plan. . ..
I just ended up there.”

He explains the idea with a calm sin-
cerity. and you realize that to him it is
not wildly improbable. He sees, some-
where in the middle of it, a teasing
filament of possibility invisible to the ra
tional eye. Hubbard believes il he had
won. he would still be an alderman, the
most powerful black in Chicago. holding
segregated money for blacks' elections.
His scheme was simply the latest malarial
fight from an cven, sensible character,
and ics sending him to prison.

“I have always had this desire for
power. Raw power. 1 saw it around me
when I got into politics, and frankly, I
wanted some for mysell. And that,” he
says, suddenly reaching under the coffee
table and pulling a manuscript from a
manila envelope, “is what this book I
wrote is about.

“This main character,” he explains,
“wants all the black aldermen 10 get to-
gether. They never have in this 1own.
Blacks now have the biggest bloc in City
Hall, but they've never put it together.
Well, this guy does, and he realizes the
machine is dving.” Hubbard pauses and
shifts his fix [rom his fictional political
structure to the real one he rode so suc-
cessfully for a ume. ““The machine is
dyin’. 1 saw it years ago in the black

(continued from page 94)

wards. The Democrats would be winnin’
150 to 10 in some wards and everybody
was saying the machine was so powerful,
but I could see that they shoulda won the
ward 200 to 5. The old ward heelers was
just lazy, fat. And that's how | knew,
when I ran for alderman, that 1 was
gonna win against the machine’s man.”

Hubbard stops again and makes the
shilt back into his book. “Well, that's the
situation in Chicago, and that's the situa-
tion in this beok. This guy, Vonner Jor-
dan I call him, figures a way to unite all
the groups 1 was mentionin’: the dope
peddlers, the black gangs, the Mob, to
achieve his dream for power.” He waves
the manuscript. “It’s just a first draft. I
wrote it in three months while I was sit-
tin’ in County. It’s no more than just an
outline, really. All dialog.” He shuffles
typewritten pages, then closes the enve-
lope and lights a cigarctte. 1 don’t have
an agent or nothin’. But I always wanted
to write a hook and I figured bein’ in jail
was as good a time as any o do ir.”

He leans back now and. briefly. lets
the dream have him again. "You see, 1
wanted to do this. I wanted to do what
this man Vonner Jordan did. . . . But I
guess 1 just didn’t have enough heart, or
maybe lack of heart.”

The public is first allowed inside the
Kerner-Isaacs trial at 3:40 p.m. on Mon-
day, January eighth, after the jury has
been chosen. But the “public,” at this
late hour in the first, sluggish days, are
the regular Federal Building trial buffs—
retired men, mostly—who cach day search
these halls for melodrama, sloughing in
and out of courtrooms as events build,
crest and fall away. There are about a
dozen of them and they seem to move in
teams, spreading out each morning to
find the rooms ol highest passion, then
report to one another when they meet
in the corridors.

“There’s a great plea for reduced sen-
tence in front of McLaren,” one will say,
or, “Final argument goin® on in Decker's
court. It’s a good one.”

During lunch hours and recesses, they
gather i the halls and sit in new leather
chairs grouped near a wall of windows,
dressed in layers of dull wool. They elect
a president and other ofhicers every year
and hold a Christmas party to which
some judges come. When they don’t 1alk
with one another about wrials, they usu-
ally complain about the meagerness of
pensions and the mazes lurking in Medi-
care forms. Their real knowledge of law
varies enormously (“That guy's a great
lawyer.” one might say. cupping his ear.
“He talks real loud.”), but that gives no
one of them a more authoritative voice
when they sit in the leather chairs, like
old men in parks, and argue guilt and
mnocence.

There is also a lady, named Mary, one
of them, wreated equally bur with no spe-
cial deference: she walks with a lunging
limp and, from the expression on her
face, always seems about to break into a
witch's cackle. Mary carries a small note
pad and pen and 1akes notes on testimo-
ny. She alone has stayed by the door out-
side the Kerner-lsaacs courtroom since
the first morning, watching and waiting,
the Mrs. Miller of the trial.

- - -

“The next few wecks we spend togeth.
er will be among the most important in
your lives,” says Jim Thompson 1o the
jury as he begins his opening statement.
setting a tone of gravity. He warns the
members of the jury not to panic if they
sense [acts and statistics moving too swift-
ly. “In the end. this is a simple case.” he
says. At the heart of the matter, 1t is a
case ol bribery and frand and lies o
evade that bribery and [raud.” He tells
the jury that Marjorie Everett, the larg-
est horseracing-track owner in Illinois,
formed a new corporation in the early
Sixties and, already much in debt, could
manage only a large, precarious bank
loan to finance it. Thompson continues,
gesturing with his hands to ialicize a
word. “Marge Everett’s friend and advi
sor was her late [ather’s close [riend, Wil-
liam Miller. . . . In November 1960, Otto
Kerner was elected governor ol Illinois.
He announced that William Miller had
been appointed chairman ol the Illinois
Racing Board.” Thompson tells of Ker-
ner's appointing Ted Isaacs the state’s di-
rector of revenue, of Kerner's clearing all
racing-board selections with Miller, of
Miller and Everctt's deciding that she
should expand her business by running
harness races at the tracks and of needing
special state legislation to do so. Thomp-
son builds his narrative. until it is ready
for the crystallizing drop ol information:
“In November 1962, Marge Everett sent
a memo to Bill Miller, outlining her
agreement to set aside 25 shares of C. T.E.
stock and 10,000 shares of W.P. T.A. stock
for Outo Kerner, five shares of C. T E. and
2000 shares of W.P.T.A. stock for Ted
Isaacs. for the purpose of maintaining
good will and retaining [riends in the
Kerner administration.” The bribe. “On
November 9, 1962, William Miller, Otto
Kerner and Ted Isaacs met in the gover-
nor's office. . . . Miller told Kerner and
Isaacs of her offer of stock to them as a
token of her esteem [or the governor.
And Kerner told Miller to convey his
thanks to Mrs. Everew.” The acceprance
of the bribe.

Thompson tells of the passage of unen-
dorsed checks worth thousands of dollars,
of furtive conversations spoken in codes—
the covering ol trails by men’s-club
criminals. Then he stops for a moment,
as one imagines the back cover of a book
coming shut, and says, “The United
States of America will request that you
return verdicts finding that Otto Kerner
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“You know, Ed, we really should walk to work more often!”
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and Theodore Isaacs are guilty of the
crimes charged in this indictment.”
L4 - -

Paul Connolly rises slowly and walks
to the jury box, smiling, to give his open-
ing statement. All of the factors that
make up presence have grown to power-
ful maturity in Connolly and his appear-
ance makes you wonder if, when he was
20 years old and planning to study law at
Georgetown and become a very successful
trial lawyer, he knew that he would some-
day have this full white hair and that his
face would flush to aesthetic contrast. To
influence a courtroom requires the trans-
mission of something finally physical and
you can’t imagine that Paul Connolly
looked nearly so impressive when he was
young. The elements of age have worked
beneficially for him; it is as if they pro-
gressed methodically until they got it
right, then quit.

“Ladies and gentlemen,” says Con-
nolly, “what you have heard from Mr,
Thompson, spoken so eloquently and so
partisanly, is not evidence. No opening
statement is, and so what I'm about to
say is not evidence, either.” Connolly
then begins to reconstruct the life of
Otto Kerner, like a speaker introducing
some celebrated guest. “He joined the
National Guard as a private in 1934 and
worked his way up to the rank of major
general. After the war, he practiced law,
was appointed U.S. Auorney for the
Northern District of Illinois, became
county judge and was elected governor—
not once but twice. He chaired the Ker-
ner Commission and was appointed by
President Lyndon B. Johnson to sit on
the U.S. Court of Appeals, the second
highest court in the land.

“And now, these gentlemen repre-
senting the Government say he’s a liar, a
fraud, the recipient of a bribe.” Connolly
has just introduced a central strategy of
his dcfense: taking the prestige of his
client’s life, placing it next to the names
he's been called and hoping that some
immiscible chemistry will occur in the
jury’s judgment.

“Let me tell you what this case is not
about. It is not about bargain stock.
Neither stock owned by Otto Kerner was
obtained by a bribe. . . . In 1960, Otto
Kerner was visited by a longtime friend,
Joseph  Knight, who said, ‘Governor,
there’s some race stock available. Would
you like to have some? Kerner said,
‘Whose is it? and Knight said, “It's
mine.” "

Now Connolly's indignation begins to
rise, a source of heat 10 his face. “This in-
dictment is lengthy. It is verbose.” He
distributes one copy of the indictment to
each juror. "It is the most confusing, tor-
tuous set of facts you've ever seen in your
life.”” And he concludes that someone “is
urying to get Otto Kerner, for motiva-
tions perhaps you'll hear before this trial
is over.”

After lunch, Warren Wolfson gives his

short opening statement for Ted Isaacs.
Wolfson is a local lawyer who has worked
his way up through the police and state
courts and has felt his case load moving
to the Federal Courts for the past few
years. This is a direction he has neither
planned nor especially welcomes. He
says, “It’s much more difficult to win in
Federal Court than in state court. The
Federal prosecutor is much more selec-
tive. In state courts, they indict just about
everyone brought to them. In Federal
Court, the cases are thoroughly investi-
gated before they are taken to the grand
jury. If they don’t think it’s enough 1o
convict, they just don’t indict.”

Wolfson fears the verdict in this case,
believing that “It’s very difficult for ju-
rors, or even lawyers, to understand what
a conspiracy is. All you need is some kind
of agreement to do something, you don’t
even have to violate any law. The Gov-
ernment claims in this case a mail fraud
took place and a bribery took place.
What possible reason could there be 1o
charge a conspiracy also took place?
Well, it’s very clear: to bring in otherwise
inadmissible evidence to make it easier to
convict. The poor guy indicted by a Fed-
eral grand jury of a conspiracy charge is
on his way to jail.”

Wollson is short, wears suits of cloths
that shimmer and has crewcut hair that
amplifies the pear shape of his head. As
he approaches the jury, he seems perfect-
ly cast for the role he will play in this
trial. ("I want this case 1o be the Kerner
case. I want to play the second-fiddle
role, to sit by and keep lsaacs out of
the limelight as much as possible,” he
has said.)

“Ladies and gentlemen of the jury,
there is nothing wrong with buying stock
at a bargain price and selling it at a prof-
e And there is nothing wrong with
using someone else’s name on your stock
certificates. That practice is called using
a nominee and it 1s done every day in the
business world.” Wolfson finishes with a
quick list of promised revelations, like a
preview of coming attractions: “You'll
see what happens . . . you'll hear about
that evidence . . . you'll learn that this in-
dictment is the work of an overly creative
prosecutor.”

- - -

In Judge Hubert Will's courtroom, on
the 23rd floor of the Federal Building,
the trial of Chicago policeman James
Ross is getting under way. He is accused
of extorting Armanetti’s liquor store by
threatening its loss of license. The Gov-
ernment says that one night during the
third week in March 1970, one of Arma-
netti’s clerks sold liquor to a young cus-
tomer after seeing his idemification.
Moments later., Ross walked into the
store holding the customer, informed the
clerk that he'd made an illegal sale and
received S1500 1o forget it had happened.
The Government believes that  Ross
planted the underage customer.

Ross denies being in Armanetti's that
night. He maintains that he was patrol-
ling in another section of the district and
has partners and records to prove it.

The Government’s witness on the
opening day of the trial is Herbert Beigel,
who was a Justice Department attorney
before leaving the Justice Department a
few months before to enter private prac-
tice. Beigel is largely responsible for the
recent indictments of Chicago policemen.
His investigation began in the Austin dis-
trict, in which Ofhcer Ross worked, be-
cause a rcporter for the neighborhood’s
newspaper told sources about a “$100-a-
month club” of police officers—a corrupt
group that extorted roughly $100 a month
from the area’s tavern owners.

Beigel and the U.S. Auorney in this
case, Allan Lapidus, converse mechanical-
ly about details. From his bench. Judge
Will takes an active role in the testimony,
interrupting to ask questions in a ough,
impatient city voice. He has the extra
burden of deciding the verdict in this
case, for policeman Ross has just this
morning chosen to be tried before a
judge, rather than by a jury of peers,
some of them perhaps carrying a flour-
ishing cynicism that would not stop to
presume a policeman’s innocence. (It
used to be that if you put a cop on the
stand, the jury automatically believed
him,” says attorney Lapidus. “Now it's
Just the reverse. 1 was talking to a prose-
cutor at the state’s attorney’s office the
other day and he told me about a case
where he called a witness to the stand
and when he asked him his occupation
and the guy said he was a policeman, the
entire jury started snickering.”)

Lapidus is a short, dark young man
who talks in aggressive bursts. He carries
his head tilted back, as if he were watch-
ing a movie from the first row, and sights
down his nose as he looks straight ahead.
Lapidus wears a luxuriant black beard,
which makes him a virtual freak in com-
parison with the other U.S. Attorneys.
but he was prepared to shave il this trial
were heard by a jury.

Beigel finishes his testimony, ending
his role in a case he helped construct.

The next day, eating lunch in a Loop
restaurant, Beigel thinks back over his
carecer with the Justice Department. “I
remember when the Chicago Police De-
partment announced that it was conduct-
ing a parallel investigation, along with
the Jusuee Department, into police cor-
ruption. Well, its investigation amounted
to putting someone on the tail of the FBI
investigators to see who they were inves-
tigating.” He laughs.

“But that was all right, because, con-
trary to myth, the FBI is not a good
investigating agency. It especially dis-
likes new investigations, because they're
time-consuming. Everybody’s statistics-
conscious. The FBI will make a deal with

(continued on page 150)



idiot, goddamn jew—the insults
were flying all over van ness
_avenue that day

ﬁction By HERBERTGOLD It's cold up and

down Van Ness Avenue in San Francisco, where thc} sell
the cars. It's raining. There is never any snow, this is San
Francisco, but the people are surprised to be shivering. The

-showrooms tllrough the great plate windows look cold,

despite the circus slogans painted on shimmering glass. It's
also cold on Van Ness because they aren’t selling many cars
this year. The flow of oil has been tampered with, unclear ex-
actly why. The Arabs say the oil users should take a turn as
colonies. subject to cold winters.  (continued on page 163)




wherein bunny-playmate carol vitale makes like the miami chamber of commerce

leave of absence from her Playboy duties last summer to sing at a friend's night club in Glens Falls,

New York. And her application for a job with the public-relations department of a major airline was

accepted. It's just that when it came time to decide whether she wanted to trade the endless summer of

Miami and the friendships she’s made and the advantages she’s accrued while working at Playboy for another

kind of life, well, let's simply say that the skies she’d been so attracted to previously didn’t seem that friendly
- i~
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"T's NOoT THAT Miami Bunny Carol Vitale isn't keeping her options open. After all, she did take a

PHOTOGRAPHY BY DAVID CHAN







"] grew up in cold and gray Elizabeth, New
Jersey,” says Carol. “But in the five years
1 was in Miami, | think | must have made up
for all the warmth and the sun | missed.”




-

b

“I've always loved water. I'm like my
dad. He's owned boats all his life and
is Coast Guard—qualified to captain
any size ship up to an ocean liner.”




“I live by myself because my freedom

means everything to me. But | know that
tomorrow | could meet someone who

106 could change my mind—permanently.”




anymore. “I was all set,” says Carol,
“to take my hrst airline training class.
But I couldn’t take my mind oft how
much I'd miss Playboy and all my
free time [or modeling assignments,
guitar lessons, water-skiing and the
rest. For me, living in Miami is like
being on vacation every day of the
vear, and I kept on thinking about
how much I'd be away even if I were
to be stationed here. So, a few days
before 1 was to attend the class, 1
called the airline and said, ‘Sorry.””
Which is what more than a few key-
holders would have been had Miss
Vitale decided otherwise; you see,
she won the local Bunny of the Year
contest in 1972, That hasn’t been
the only time Carol’s been rewarded
by her association with Playboy. Last
October, she made her third appear-
ance in four years of pLAYBOY's annu-
al Bunny pictorials. Readers also may
remember her as the girl with the red
Rabbit-shaped lile preserver featured
on our August 1972 cover. And she
even played a bit part as a Bunny
(" Tough work,” she quips) in a yet-
to-be-released movie, Sammy Some-
body, that was shot, in part, at
Plavboy’s Miami digs. More recently,
Carol flew 1o Jamaicato be the star ol a
“Bunny on a Holiday” cover story lor
our Plavboy Club magazine, vie. Even
so, it would be inaccurate to imply
that Playboy alone clums title to rec-
ognizing Miss Vitale's comelier qual-
ities; in 1964, she served as Miss
Gultstream and was a finalist in the
Miss Florida-World contest that same
vear. And Carol's modeling credits
include a series of auto commercials.
All this from a lady who says, “I had
no idea, when | moved to Miami, of
even applying for a job as a Bunny.”
As we all know now, she did get the
job—and something more: “I've got
lots of friends, lots to do, and I guess
I'd say I'm happy all the time.” Well,
Carol, if you're happy, we're happy.

Above right: In Jamaica for a promo-
tion shooting, Carol scampers along
the Club-Hotel's beach front. Right:
Back in Miami, she and a friend shop
a concession at a jai-alai fronton.
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Despite Carol’s best efforts,
defensive tockle Manny Fernandez,
of the world chompion Miami
Dolphins, gets off a spiral in a spirited
scrimmage with Ployboy
Bunnies. Bob Griese, move over.
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PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

At the office shower, one of the gifts gigglingly
presented to the bride-to-be by her sister stenog-
raphers was a pair of lace panties with two birds
cmbroidered in the crotch. When she returned
to work after her honeymoon. one of her co-
workers asked smilingly, “And how did the
little lovebirds make out?”

“Oh. the birds came through pretty well,”
sighed the girl. “but they sure got the hell torn
out of their nese!™

We've had it explained to us that a daisy chain
is no stronger than its weakest dink.

Two clderly park-benchers were discussing their
sexwal situation. “You know., Sam.” said one,
“I undersiand that eating ovsters puts lead in
your pencil. Why don't we wry itz

“I don’t know about you.” replicd Sam.
“but at my age, I don’'t have many women to
write to.”

Our Unabashed Russian Dictionary gives
“police raid on transvestites” as the definition
of drag nyet.

.

Step into the bakery,” said the pastry chef to
his pretty new assistant. “I'd like to show vou
my special use of shortening.”

“Shortening, hell!” snapped the young thing.
“All you want to show me is your lengthening!™

Human reproduction, according to one wom-
en’s lib dialectician, is a regressive process: Tt
begins with coming to the point and ends with
straddling the issue.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines orgasmic
cry as a sperm wail.

When a virginal maiden named Hood

Met a flashy young wolf in the wood,
Though she'd said she would die
Undefiled, eve comply,

She gave in when she saw how things stood.

During ten years of marriage, Mike O Casey
and his wife had produced nine children. One
day. their priest discussed with Mike the prob-
lem his growing family was beginning to create
for the small parish school. “You must use re-
straint!” urged the man of the cloth.

But two more O'Caseys made their appear-
ance pretty much on schedule. and the priest
collared Mike again. “Haven't you been using
restraint, man, as I counseled?” he demanded.

“That I have, Father,” replied Mike, “ever
since we had our talk. But tell me. what's a man
to do when he wakes up in the middle of the
night and finds the missus helping herselfz”

The man lay naked on the grass in a secluded
part of the park. a dazed but oddly happy
cxpression on his face. “"What happened:”
asked the cop.

“l was—uh—minding my own business,”
mumbled the man., “when a gang of teenage
girls came along and jumped me and—uh—
tore off my clothes. And then. ...

“And then what?”

“And then all heaven broke loose!™

A observant acquaintance of ours points out
that female pubic hair may display marked var-
iation in color, texture and abundance, but
there is one unchanging characteristic: It's
always parted in the middle.

Ahhollgh the wealthy young man was crazy
about a beautiful redhead, he wasn’t getting to
first base. He finally decided the only way he
could have her was to marry her, so on their
next date. after a champagne supper in his
apartment, he said. “Darling, will you be my
wife? I have enough money to get you anything
vour heart desires!”

“No. John. I'm sorry, but you can’t buy my
love.” replied the girl after a few moments’
reflection. “However.” she continued, “if the
price is vight. I might possibly rent you some.”

We know a guv who was an incurable romantic
until penicillin came along.

ity S Eotnaein_

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines pasties as
bumper stickers.

The shrewish wife phoned her husband at the
club poker room, pointed out how late it wis
and ordered that he come right home.

“But. Emma.” pleaded the man, I can’t quit
now. Why, I've got a stack of quarters here as
long as my dong!™

“Henry,” shot back Emma, “you mean all
you've got lefu is a lousy two buckse”

Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a post-
card, please, to Party Jokes Editor, pLAVBOY,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
HI. 60611. 850 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.



riding that contraption all over

the countryside has probably ruined you already!”

“Be realistic, Angela
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she was tall, white
and naked—and
she wanted to paint

him. so what’s

wrong with that?

ILLUSTRATION BY TOM INGHAM

ZAMP 15 COMING. Fat and frantic. Pushing
and shoving, jiggling and yelling, run-
ning foulmouthed with his aluminum
cane, here comes Zamp.

“Where the subway? Where the god-
damn subway?” Holding tight, drawing
the terrified white lace close to his, nose to
nose, Zamp wants the subway. Two bright
lights burn in those dark woolly eyes.

“Downtown, man, goddamn down-
town."”

The arm pulls him forward, Zamp is
moving and the arm takes him to the sub-
way entrance. Zamp can smell the sub-
way, he can smell the heat and the bodies
and the steel and the hot rush of
popcorn-dead air that hits him in the
face. It's got a downtown smell to it
Zamp knows,

“Thank you, Mr. Jim."”

Zamp. the cocoa blimp hegins his tap-
ping down the stairs. He shoves, hump-
ing bodies.

“Goddamn, man,

downtown, down-

town!” he yells 1o no one in particular.
He keeps yelling until someone comes

fiction
BY THOMAS GEURA

and takes him by the arm and leads him
right to the platform. Zamp reaches out
with his cane and feels the edge of the
platform and steps back two feet.

It is midday. There arc only several
people on the platform. Zamp rolls his
head in all directions, eying everyone
with dead eves. He swaggers and dances,
feeling his belly and leaning on his cane.
His fly is open. His shoes is untied. But
Zamp don't know and Zamp don't care.
Zamp ain't looking. And il youre look-
ing. he ain't looking at your looking.

Rumble of the wain. Bet Zamp gets in
first. Bet you ain't gonna get out first.
Here comes Zamp.

Screech bump the doors fly open and
Zamp bumps his way in. Tapping inside,
he wurns his fat ass to a seat and before he
sits down a terrified man jumps up and
Zamp sits, hopelessly wedged between
two bodies. Zamp is happy when he's
wedged, happy when he can feel wet
flesh next to his. squirming o get Iree.

But this time he’s got them and they
know it and now they've got to listen.

“Now, just what the hell do that say?”
Zamp says, pointing to a subway poster.
The man sitting next to him tells him
and Zamp grunts.

“Uh-buh”

Zamp starts singing a little song. It is a
tiny song, you can barely hear the words,
and Zamp likes it that way. He sings in
this tiny high little voice and he sings
about Zamp “cause there ain’t no one else
singing about Zamp. Not anyone in this
whole world. Zamp got to sing, otherwise
he just disappear.

Pool. Zamp know that.

“What the hell do that sayz™ And the
man tells him.

“Now, ain’t that a load of shit?”
says. The man agrees.

“Now, what the hell you agreein’ with
me forz” Zamp asks. The man don't
know. Zamp don’t know the man. He
just a voice. They all a voice. That's all
they ever be. Well, damn. they never
going to know Zamp, so how Zamp going
to know them?

“You get me off at Eighth Sureet”
Zamp says. The man nods invisibly.

“Hey. you son ol a bitchin’ get me off
at Eighth Swreet!” The man says he will
and Zamp starts singing again. He f[eels
good when he’s singing and he likes to
bob his head up and down and roll it
side to side like he did when he was just
a baby and was the same as the way he is
now and as soon as his momma gave
birth to him she gave birth 1o an alumi-
num cane ‘cause she knew Zamp was
going 1o need it and she knew that was
all she could give Zamp, all she could
ever give Zamp, because she would never
see ham. never again. and his [lather
wouldn’t even see him once. If he had
tears he would cry, but Zamp swallows
tears, did 1t ever since he was litde, a
trick he learned wo help him ger by,
‘cause if they ever saw you with wears they
come down on you hard. Oh, they beat
you good, sirap your back and put the
latticework against your skin and then in
the night you can run your finger back
there and suck on your own blood uniil
morning.

Zamp forgets 1o count the subway
stops down from 59th.

“This Eighth Street?”

Someone pulls him up and Zamp
rushes out. He stands on the platform
with his arms swreiched out, [feeling
which way the people are going and
when he feels the direction of the bodies

Zamp
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brushing by his hands he follows them.
He smiles and sings. He smells old shoes
and moth balls and stale Baby Ruths
gone black with time on the back of sub
way seats. He pushes toward the turn-
stiles and follows the thumping of the
feet up the stairs, smelling air and dog
shit, and he knows he’s hitting the street
and when he gets outside he walks over
to a building and kneels down and prays
for sight and then prays for getting out
of the subway again and into the sun and
then takes out his short stubby litle
member and urinates against the wall
and shakes it dry and puts it back and
this time remembers to zip his fly
and starts walking down the swreet and
singing,.

Zamp got downtown business. No
basket weaving for Zamp, oh, no. They
try to pull that shit on him at the Light-
house and he say no, not Zamp. Zamp
pat his belly. He got the business right in
there. He giggle. Zamp and God going
the same way. Zamp know.

Now he knows every shop and street
corner, every stop light and every mooch-
er in this block. This Zamp's block. He
know this block and this block know
Zamp.

Zamp tapping past the Nedick's and
the Afro shop and the electricity shop
and all the clothes shops. Zamp smells
the afternoon sun, smells it like he
smelled it a thousand times before and
will smell it a thousand times again, and
wonders about the sun and looks up at it
but can't see and thinks he knows why
the sun is up there and thinks if I stop
thinking about the sun, why that old sun
1s just going to disappear, like Zamp, and
then where will I be?

He is about to cross the street when he
feels a hand on his arm and it is a girl's
hand and she is young and she smells
white and she asks if she can help Zamp
and Zamp says yes. Zamp follows the girl
up to her loft. He will not stay long.
Zamp has street business and that comes
first. This is just a detour, but sometimes
it’s fun to take a little detour, especially
if they don't last long and don't get in
the way of business. The girl speaks soft-
ly and serves him tea and she sounds tall,
she has a soft tall voice. She tells Zamp
she is a painter and she would like to
paint him and Zamp says some other
time that now he's got business and he
don’t want to hinder her career or any-
thing 'cause he’s got a career of his own
and he knows how important careers are
but some other time.

They drink tea and there is other talk
and a cat purrs across his leg and he can
smell garbage and wrpentine and plaster
of Paris and hear a faucet leaking and
the girl has to go to the toilet and when
she comes back the water is still running,
though the girl can’t hear it but Zamp
can.

“You're beautiful,” the girl says.

Zamp rubs his belly.

He can smell many cats, male cats, and

the heavy wet odor of spray fills the
room. There is a breeze coming in from
the window and Zamp can smell an old
ashtray left on the window sill.

The girl gets up and he can hear her
doing something. What she is doing is
filled with soft sounds, like velvet rub-
bing against velvet and silk flowing gent
ly over skin.

“Are you happy?™ the girl asks.

“Me?” Zamp says. “You gotta be kid-
din’. You goua be outa your mother
skull.”

There is a silence. The wind blows and
he can feel the girl moving. He can smell
skin and the dark, dense, damp odor of
hair. Zamp reaches out and she jumps
away.

“Hey, what the fuck?” Zamp says.

There is an absurd silence in the room
that curls around the walls like a gigantic
white snake.

“What the hell is going on?” Zamp
says

It troubles him, this snake of silence,
and Zamp stands up and waves his cane
around. His helly shakes and his deep fat
navel, looking like a hidden volcano,
peers from his shirt. He bites his lower
lip and swears. Then he sits down,
exhausted.

He smells something sweet, incredibly
sweet, something like wine but sweeter
yet. Zamp remembers when he suckled at
his mother’s breast and the heavy lush
milk odor that hung around her nipples.
His eyes were in his mouth then, and he
clung for dear life to the giant mountain
of flesh that he kept trying to climb,
clawing with his tiny litdde hands. He
would grab and squeeze and his mother
would yell and then that was the last he
ever heard of her.

“Where you at, woman?” Zamp yelled.

He could hear the hum of the refriger-
ator and the sound a cat made as it
jumped up on some dishes and Zamp felt
his belly and clutched the terror that was
strapped to his giant waist. It was soft
and warm and he could push his thumb
against it because there was enough room
in the plastic bag to move what was in-
side around. Zamp felt the edge of the
table, wood, and the chair, wood and
caned bottom, and listened to the sound
of the room, his head tilted to the ceiling,
He couldn’t hear the girl so he tried 1o
smell her, but the only thing he could
smell was the cat spray. Every time he
caught a whiff of her something else in-
truded, turpentine or wood or paints or
something. He felt he was inside a clock
and someone kept winding the clock
spring tighter and tighter and Zamp
wanted to yell 1o them to stop, but they
couldn’t hear him inside the case.

“I'm going, woman,” Zamp said.

He got up, leaning forward on his
cane. He could feel the uneven boards on
the floor and hear the faucet drip and
there seemed to be a whole new set of
smells.

He could smell fiesh and perspiration

and the dank odor of tightly compressed,
wiry hair.

“Don't leave,” the girl said.

“You bitch,” Zamp said.

“Don’t leave,” the girl said. “I want to
undress you. 1 want to paint you.”

“Don’t touch me,” Zamp said.

He felt hands on his back and he
turned around, but they were gone. The
girl pleaded with him.

“Please let me undress you. I want to
paint you.”

“Ain’t no one undressin’ Zamp.”

He could smell damp wool and blood
and a peculiar vibration that seemed to
be bouncing off the walls and turning the
room into a sound chamber. It was as if
the sounds were coming from farther
back, maybe across the street, or maybe
up the next block, or farther back in
ume, ten, 20 years ago. He didn’t need
this. He didn’t want this. If she wanted
to screw that was OK and he'd do
it and if she didn’t want to, then he
would leave, but he didn’t give a damn
about this crap. He didn't give a damn
about painting, about anybody painting,
and he waved his cane around trying 1o
find the cans of paint and knock them
down, spill them all our and then step on
them and grind them into the floor. It
was like spilling someone’s eyes out. He
waved the cane l'urious]y. hoping to
strike cans, but he heard nothing, and
the aluminum cane whistled through the
air like a dead whip.

He stopped, breathing heavily, his
belly sweating.

The cane was on the floor and Zamp
leaned over to pick it up. He was pushed
from behind and fell rolling on the floor.
It seemed as if he were wurning into a
ball because he just kept rolling and the
room seemed to pulsate, the walls vibrat-
ing in and out. When he came to a stop
the girl was on him and he could feel her
bare arms and bare skin and she tried o
hold his arms down and was whispering
or licking or doing something to his ear.
He could smell the heavy odor of cat
spray. It gagged his nostrils and wrned
his belly. He could smell sawdust and
varnish and crankcase oil on the floor
and it was like being back in the garage
when he was a liule kid. They used to
let him hang around because no one else
wanted him and they even let him put
gearhoxes back together by touch, but
they couldn't resist doing something 1o
him while he worked, such as pouring oil
on his fingers or snipping big sections
out of his shirt or taping signs to his
back. They were nice to him but they did
these other things to him too and Zamp
could never figure them out unul he
found that most people were like that
and that most people would help you
and at the same time took pleasure in
hurting you. He pushed the girl off,
cursing.

“You m'fin’ ofay, you sloppy crack.

(continued on page 182)



the curious case of the pulchritudinous picture postcards

We felt the best thing we
could do for artist John
Craig was fo suggest he
take some time off. For
several years, he'd been
creating collagesofpretty
women and he recently
began complaining of
strange.recurringdreams
he'd been having—all of
them with sexual over-
tones (and the undertones
were prefty snappy, too).

“In one dream,” he re-
called, “I was managing
a liftle-league team. All
my players were tifties. Ex-
cept for my second base-
man, who looked like a
vulva, which worked out
OK because he was a
terrific glove man.”

A visit to a psychiatrist
did no good. The doc-
tor explained to Craig
that such overtly sexual
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dreams had only one
possible Freudian inter-
pretation. He was really
obsessed by round fruit
and caves. But since he
wasn’'t about to grow or-
anges at Lourdes, Craig’s
condition worsened. We
decided he needed a
long vacation far away
fromgirls and sex. We then
mapped out a scenic
itinerary for him, asked

him to mail us a post-
card from time to time
and sent him on his way.

The postcards herein
bear mute testimony to
the problem of a libido
notproperlykeptin check.
“| don't know how it hap-
pened,” he says today
fromhis bed inthe Blessed
Rest Convalescent Home.
“I'd buy this postcard of a
pretty lighthouse and be-




fore lknew what was hap-
pening, my scissors would
be out and-snip, snip—
more fits'n’' ass.” He claims
his dreams aren't bother-
ing him anymore, but he
can't even logk at a pic-
ture without its going
“funny.” And it goes on all
thetime. “Whenmy grand-
mother came to visit, |
took a Polaroid of her for
the family album. Sixty

seconds later—" Craig
could not continue.

We have published
John Craig’s postcards in
a gesture of public-spir-
ited concern. Llet the
evidence serve as a re-
minder of the dangers of
looking attoo many ladies
without clothes and as a
warning to those who
would make of woman-
hood . . . a sex object!
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room. Clad in a monk’s robe, his hair
worn in a pigtail, Zell explained to his
audience of 20 that, as pagans, they
were in the peculiar position of having
a public image “created not by ourselves
but by our prosecutors. It is much as if
the Nazis had succeeded in eradicating
Judaism to the extent that, generations
later. the common opinion ol what the
Jewish faith was all about was derived
solely from the anti-Semitic propaganda
of the Third Reich.” In Europe alone,
he poimed out, 9,000,000 pagans were
martyred by the Christian church during
the Inquisition and witch trials. “Among
Christians, a common accusation leveled
at members of non-Jahvist religions is
that they are Devil worshipers or Satan-
ists. But Satan is a specifically Christian
concept and no one outside Judaeo-
Christianity recognizes him at all.”

The time was ripe for a new religion,
Zell felt. based on reverence for the
earth and all the life that springs from
it. but more than one member of his au-
dience quarreled with his all-embracing
cendorsement of paganism.

“Look here, the [ertility goddess of the
Auntecs was a shit-eater. I mean, literally.”

Here a thoughtful lady interjected,
“So 1s the carth, if you think about it.”

Zell and Carolyn Clark joined me for
lunch. They were both rain makers.
“Weather comtrol,” Tim said, “that's
casy. Even my ten-year-old son can make
blizzards in April. He has his own altar.”

Qutside, it was overcast. I invited Zell
and Carolyn to have a shot at rain mak-
ing and, sportingly, they agreed, sinking
to the pavement to meditate for ten min-
utes. On rising, Zell said, “We'll have
rain in an hour.”

Alas, the rains didn't come in one
hour, or even lour, by which time I was
ensconced in the bar with yet another
witch couple, this pair out of Chicago.
The male witch, a brooding young man
with melancholy eyes, confided, “It's
hard 1o be a Jewish witch. You'd under-
stand.”

“Sure.”

“If my boss knew I was Jewish, there'd
be trouble. If he found out I was a
witch, I'd be fired.”

His witchmate declared she was no
mean rain maker herself.

“All right, then,” I said. “Let’s go out-
side and make some.”

“I don’t do parlor tricks,” she replied
sharply.

Possibly, there was more to it than
that. A sense of ecological responsibility.
Lecturing to an audience of more than
100 the same afternoon, Lady Cybele en-
joined one and all not to use their pow-
ers [rivolously. “I don't want any of you
to raise the temperature o seventy-five
degrees in St. Paul on January second.

120 because, sure enough, il you do that, it

will be thirty-five degrees and snowing
on May second. Nature has its own
pendulum.”

Plump. bejeweled Lady Cybele was ac-
tually lecturing on psychic sell-defense
to a rapt, largely middle-aged audience,
many ol whom were armed with tape
recorders. When undergoing psychic at-
tack, she advocated the construction of
an instant psychic shield. Making nega-
tive static, or jamming, was also a good
ploy. Vampires, she ventured, who sulfer
from a leaky aura, are particularly dead-
ly. *“They latch on to your aura, make a
hore and suck out energy.” Lady Cybele,
a good housekeeper, suggested that sell-
respecting witches ought o exorcise their
homes once a month, just to keep them
spiritually spick-and-span. If undergoing
malevolent psychic attack. she said there
was nothing for it but active self-defense.
“Don’t accept spells or nightmares, but
send them back along the channels from
whence they came. Go alter your attacker
with your astral sword. Rain fire and
brimstone on him. Make it good.” Final-
ly, il nothing else worked. there was
always the occult fuzz. “They have opted
out of the reincarnation wheel,” she ex-
plained, “but can always be summoned
if you ask the Great White Brotherhood
to come to your aid.”

Some 50 enthusiasts turned up in their
finery for the first evening banquet at
the Hyatt Lodge. Yankee pot roast. My
dinner companions were the delightful
Crescent Dragonwagon and Officer J. P.
Little from Arden Hills, a Minneapolis
suburb. Little was in uniform; he wore a
gun. The year before, I was told, a band
of Jesus freaks had crashed the festival,
stirring things up. "Expecting wouble?”
I asked.

“Naw. They scem like regular, ordi-
nary people to me.”

“But you are on duty here?”

Officer Little lowered his eyes. Toying
with his fork, he said. “Well. helping out,
sort of. My licutenant’s a witch. He has
a coven of his own.”

There were two more cops, plain-
dothesmen, on duty inside the Gnostica
Bookshop, guarding the door to the
basement witchmeet. Fortunately, Carl
Wescheke had issued me a pass.

There was no magic circle. The witches
sat in rows, like the P'T A, rising now
and then to pluck a Coke from a ma-
chine thoughtfully placed in a corner.
Once more the ladies favored skirts slit
to the thigh and many of the men wore
hooded robes. Plump, middle-aged Lady
Sheba rose o speak, flashing gold teeth.
“There has been bickering among the
people of the wise,” she said, “because
an evil man, you all know who I mean,
some of his followers may even be here,
has cast a spell on some of you. attaching
clementals to your back. H any of his

innocent victims wish to come o me pri
vately aflterward, I will cleanse you in
Carl’s temple.”

A young man, his face ashen, stood up
to plead for the evil one. “He is sick. He
means well.”

Another witch shot defiantly out of
his chair. *His name is El1."”

“I didn’t mention his name,” Lady
Sheba shot back, “you did."”

“I wied to return his elementals,” a
man began falteringly, “but he polarizes
them.”

“He left me with sores on the soles of
my feet.”

Lady Sheba’s eyes widened. She held a
hand to her cheek. “Oh, he’s a vampire,
then. You've got real trouble!™

Witches began 1o murmur
themselves.

“Why don't we do a return-to-sender?”
P. E. I. Bonewits suggested. “The curse
of the mirrored light. Unuil he disinte-
grates.”

But Tim Zell wouldn’t have it. “Oh,
fine. A splendid start! We're beginning
with a witch-hunt. Paranoid pagans die
of old age!™

“I am Sheba, queen of the witches. I
published the Book of Shadows because
the goddess so commanded me. I am
meeting many of you here for the first
time, but I tell you that she has asked me
to gather all our rituals together 5

“Ours are secre 2

“Into revised temple books. The night
I arrived here, the goddess took me into
the astral to reveal to me thar that the
star of knowledge hangs over St. Paul.
Carl wanted me to announce it to the
world, but I didn’t want the publicity.
But we are going to build a temple here,
because this is the source, this is the
center.”

“I've never scen you before. How do 1
know you are queen?”

“I am the queen and I will publish
the temple books. Thus 1 have been
commanded and thus I will do 33

Bonewits interrupted again. “This is
the U.S. A, We don’t wamt a monarchy
but a congress of witches. We don’t want
a monarchy, regardless ol your ancestry.”

“The [act remains 1 am queen and
there is nothing any human being can
do about 1.."”

Everybody began to talk at once.

“If you won't follow me,” Lady Sheba
threatened, “there ave thousands who 1.

“Why don’t we lay our quarrels aside,”
a witch interjected, “and find out those
things we can agree on?"

among

“Yes,” somebody else said. “How
would we describe ourselves, for in-
stance?”’

A robed man, unheard from until
now. rose slowly from his chair. “Let’s
say we are gods and goddesses in human
form, and leave it at thae.”

Everybody clapped for the firse non
controversial remark of the witchmeer.
And then suddenly, without warning,
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George Lincoln, a lecturer and consultant
on witcheraft clad in a black-velvet robe
with a redsatin lining, stood up and
pointed a stern, wrembling finger at Lady
Sheba. In a booming voice, he declaimed,
“Lady Sheba, I challenge youl In the
name of the Great White Brotherhood,
do you stand in the light?”

Lady Sheba glared. She snickered.
“You go into the astral,” she said, “and
the goddess will answer you thar.”

The next morning, I managed to cor-
ner Lincoln in the coffee shop. 1
wouldn’t have done it,” he said, “but my
contacts demanded it. I was commanded
astrally.”

“Did you at least get the answer you
wanted?”

“No. 1 saw the challenge go out as-
trally, but then she put up her shield,
deflecting 1.”

Gavin of Boskednan pointed out there
was rather a lot at stake. If Lady Sheba
were recognized as queen, it could mean
a fat publishing contract and a good
deal of TV exposure. “It’s a ticket to the
network talk shows.”

Finally, I caught up with Lady Sheba.
“It's for goddamn sure,” she said, “I
don't stand in his light and I don’t god-
damn want him standing in mine. I don’t
need him in my aura. But they can’t pick
on me any more than they could on
Moses."

In this life, Lady Sheba sprang from
Knott County, Kentucky, and now lives
in Florida. She’s 53 years old and her
legal name is Jessie Whicker Bell. Her
husband works for General Motors.
“Doing what?” I asked.

“Oh, he’s a leader, or boss, or some-
thing. I have been queen of the witches
since Camelot. You know, King Arthur’s
time,” she said, allowing me to hold her
moon-goddess necklace, evidence of her
royal heritage. “I'm reincarnated into
my family every seven generations. I'm
part Jew, part gentile and part Chero-
kee. Oh, I have a beautiful memory of
when I was queen of Camelot. Eleanora,
you met her, she was my nurse then. She
knowed it and I knowed it. And did 1
tell you that I was once a good Jewish
mother, you know, when I saw the Cruci-
fixion? To this day, you let somebody
say something about Israel and it's a
good thing I don’t have the ultimate
power, because I'd destroy all the Arabs.”

There were other lives, of course. In
India, Lady Sheba was once a great
queen, tall and majestic. and so even
now she returns to the River Ganges
from time to time. On the inner plane,
traveling astrally. “Did I tell you,” she
said, “that 1 have a hand of power?”

“Not yet.”

"The great goddess—she’s so beauti-
ful, how can you describe her?—well,
she took me into the astral and lifted my
hand to the sky and it lit up like neon.

122 Look,” she said, showing me her palm,

“she cut a pentagram in here and the
sign of the goddess thar.”

Apologetically, 1 protesied I couldn’t
make out either symbol.

“Why, ol course not,” she said, un-
perturbed. “But if you had psychic vision,
you could see ir."”

Yes, 1 agreed.

“Anyway, it's thar. Nancy becomes
queen in two years. I'm going to step
down for my daughter. 1 want a movie
made of her crowning. 1 want it shown
to all the world.” Rising, Lady Sheba
smiled and said, “I was a magnetic child.
People used to flock to me like bees to
honey. I used to have beautiful blonde
hair. Now my hair is Lady Clairol.
Moongold.”

- - .

Friday, I eschewed the public lectures
in favor of private consultations with as-
trologers, palmists, graphologists and
psychic and tarot readers. Belfore the day
was done, I had everything but my toes
read.

I was told, on the one hand, that I was
untrustworthy and not particularly gen-
erous, but, on the other, that I was a big
spender and absolutely incorruptible.
One palmist proved her sagacity by con-
firming that I had royal blood, some-
thing she had detected on only two
percent of the hands she read, and an-
other endecared herself to me by saying I
would live until 93 and, furthermore,
could count on a creative revival at 80.
My tarot reader, distressed, observed
that for a writer I had a singularly un-
creative disposition, but an astrologer
swore | was due for a big literary break-
through. I was informed that 1 was both
a fast and a slow thinker. Within two
years, depending on which advisor I
credited, I would leave my home in
Montreal to live in England, Connecti-
cut or Brazil. I was also told that I was
musical, which is nonsense, and that I
was a fastidious dresser, which 1s also un-
true. My finances were in both good and
bad shape. I was diplomatic, yet a [auli-
finder. My next novel, an astrologer
advised me, should be “encrgized.” I
ought to begin right now.

“No kidding?”

“Mars changed direction on Septemn-
ber nineteenth,” he said, clinching it.

But my tarot reader pleaded with me
not to begin for another six months, if |
wanted to make the New York Times
best-seller list.

With all the evidence in, 1 could only
conclude that I was, as I had always sus-
pected, so large a personality as o be
charged with contradictions,

My first consultation, at 9:30 a.m., was
with Noel Tyl, 69" and a Capricorn.
Tyl, a charmer born, holds a degree in
psychology from Harvard and is an
opera singer who has performed with the
Vienna State and New York opera com-
panies. He is writing a 12-volume series
on the principles and practice of astrol-

ogy. He greeted me with a magneuc,
all-embracing smile. “I've been working
on your chart since six o’clock this morn-
ing and, Mordecai, it's made my day. If
I had never seen you and this chart had
come in the mail from lceland, 1 would
have known immediately that here was
a writer, indeed.”

Mmmm.

“You're not the most brilliant of men,
there are better minds——""

Shit.

“But, Mordecai, Mordecai, you can
hear the grass grow.”

Maybe there's something in this, after
all. 1 thought.

Consulting my chart, Tyl, his smile
immense, told me, “You had a big sexual
experience in 1947."

“You're damn right,” I shot back.

“Nineteen seventy-two was a fine year.”

“Spiffy.”

“You've not yet come into your full
creative powers——"

Yes, yes.

“But it is about to happen. Nineteen
seventy-six will be a very big year lor
you.”

Tyl, 10 be fair, also made some shrewd
character judgments, and I left him,
floating, almost a convert. Alas. later in
the day, I ran into a girl who had also
consulted Tyl. “Isn't he wonder{ul?” she
said.

“And perceptive,” I added.

“Yes. You know what he told me? He
told me I could hear the grass grow.”

I got off to an unfortunate start with
the next astrologer I consulted, the ven-
erable Marc Edmund Jones, who told
me, “You have an empty first house. Just
like Richard Nixon.”

Hey. hey there, 1 thought, but he also
allowed that I was incisive, honest beyond
compare and that 1977 was going to be a
vintage year for me, which left me with
a two-year streak.

After having my palm read 1wice and
visiting a tarot reader, I hurried off, my
head spimning, 10 meet with bouncy
Prince L. Bokovoy, Jr., "a leader and
imnovator in Twin City graphology cir-
ces.” Bokovoy, 58 and out of North
Dakota, is a construction inspector when
he isn’t lecturing or entertaining at pri-
vate parties. He told me I'd make a good
detective, I hold grudges and think in
bed a lot. Nudging me, he added, “You're
a smooth lover and a smooth operator.
More greedy for sex than money. You
know I can tell if a guy's a homosexual?”

“How?"

“I a guy makes a g like this,” he said,
drawing a tangled leuwer for me, “he
jacks off, he's a fag. But me, I'd just tell
him he had "unconventional sex desires.”
Listen here, 1 can tell if a girl is over-
sexed or dry-sexed. That's useful, don’t
you think?”

“Sure.”

“OK. You want a girl who's lots of

(continued on page 169)






Joe Colombo, who managed to turn the Mafia into a civil-rights issue,
was shot at an ltalian-American Unity Day rally by one Jerome John-
son, who was instantly silenced by Colambo's angry bodyguards.

Heroin became the specialty of the minority mobsters once Govern-
ment heat persuaded the Syndicate to bock oway from dope.

James A. “Turk" Scoit, a Maryland legislator indicted for transport-
ing heroin, was gunned down when rumors spread that he was
squealing. Frank Matthews (upper right) allegedly was the Maryland

narcotics kingpin who employed the representative as a courier.

wrli: CONSIDERABLE justifi-
cation, Italian-Ameni
cans were seething by the
beginning of the Seventies. In
the previous 20 years—since
the Kefauver hearings and on
through the McClellan inves-
tigation and the disclosures
of Joe Valachi—Iialians and
gangsters had become almost
synonymous. The American
public was devouring Mario
Puzo’s The Godfather, first as
a book and then as a movie,
and was generally agreed that
this must be the real inside
story of the strange world in-
habited by the sons of Italy,
that everyone must be a Don
Vito Corleone, his son Michael
or someone owing allegiance
to them. These suspicions were
only reinforced by Gay Ta-
lese’s Honor Thy Father, the
tale of the family of Joe Bo-
nanno and his son Bill.

It seemed that everyone was
talking about the Mafia and
La Cosa Nostra, and it seemed
to Italian-Americans that ev-
eryone with an Italian name
was suspected of membership
in the underworld. Forger
about Arturo Toscanini and
Gian-Carlo Menotti, about
painter Joseph Stella and ar-
chitect Pietro Belluschi, about
John Volpe and Joseph Alio-
to, about Joe DiMaggio and
all the rest. Remember only
Lucky Luciano and Vito Gen-
ovese, Joe Prolaci and Carlo
Gambino, Al Capone and Al-
bert Anastasia.

It was a sore point, and not
only with the mass of honest
Italian-Americans. The Mob,
too, was distressed, for the

“Crazy Joe' Gallo bit the as-
phalt in 1972 when he was shot

in a restaurant and then shot
again as he staggered outside.
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PLAYBOY

public preoccupation with hoods whose
names ended in a vowel seemed to stir the
authorities to greater efforts against them.
No member of the underworld was angri-
¢r than Joseph Colombo. He might be the
youngest ruler in the councils of organ-
ized crime, head of a major family since
1963, when he was only 40; he might
have a voice in Syndicate policy decisions
and power over hundreds of hoodlums;
he might have riches from gambling in
Brooklyn and Queens, loan-sharking in
Manhattan, thievery at the airports
around New York, cigareue smuggling
from the South and a dozen other
rackets—wealth enough to own a home
in Brooklyn and a country estate, replete
with tennis court, swimming pool and
horse track for the stable he had lately
acquired (all on the salary of a real-estate
salesman). But he deeply resented being
legally harassed and socially snubbed as
a wop mobster; for Colombo was, in every
way, upward mobile.

As the Seventies began, everywhere
Colombo wurned, he [ound his ambitions
blocked. His underworld peers consid-
ered him only a puppet of Gambino, the
man who had put him on the throne ol
the old Profaci family and who had
emerged as the first real and virtually
unchallenged capo di tutti capi in the
Italian Syndicate since the days of Luci-
ano. And the law had marked him after
he was picked up in 1967 in company
with Gambino and Philadelphia boss
Angelo Bruno at the House of Chan res-
taurant in Manhattan. He could hardly
take a step without stumbling over a
New York cop, an agent of the FBI or a
Justice Department attorney.

These were, of course, the tribulations
that most underworld leaders had long
since learned to live with. But most of
those leaders were, by then, aging men
who had matured during the great un-
derworld wars of Prohibition days, and
their stoic acceptance of this surveillance
had been bred by necessity. Colombo was
a new kind of leader—young, American-
born, impatient and easily frustrated.

In the spring of 1970, Colombo’s son,
Joseph, Jr., was arrested by Federal au-
thorities. The charge: that he had melt-
ed down U.S. coins into silver ingots,
whose value was greater than the face
value of the dimes, quarters and half dol-
lars. Colombo was certain the arrest was
only part of the Government’s constant
badgering of him, that it was a frame
{which was not unlikely, in view of the
fact that the charge was dismissed when
the Government's chief witness admiued
in open court that he had lied in ac
cusing young Colombo).

But Colombo sensed something else.
The arrest could provide him with the
opportunity to break free of Gambino,
to challenge the decades-old cautions
and dictates of the Syndicate, to become
a man of stature not just in the shadowy

126 world of crime but in the larger world

of respectable society. With calculation
born of frustration, he decided o parlay
the arrest of his son into a major cause,
to use it to play upon the legitimate
grievances of all Italian-Americans over
their universal Mafia image, and to seize
the mantle of leadership in that cause.

Colombo, of course, was not the first
Mob leader to sense that bitterness nor
the first o exploit it. But in the past. the
Mob had acted in its typically discreet
way, as in the campaign against one of
America’s favorite television shows of
the Sixties, The Untouchables, wherein
Eliot Ness battled the Chicago mob in
the days of Capone, wherein every hero
was Anglo-Saxon and every villain lial-
ian. With the covert backing of the
Syndicate, an organization called the
Federation of Italian-American Demo-
cratic  Organizations was established
under the leadership of Alfred Santan-
gelo, a New York City congressiman. The
organization united the Italian-Ameri-
can community in a boycott of Chester-
field cigarettes. the program's sponsor:
and in March 1961, Chesterficld bowed
to the pressure and withdrew its backing
of the show. The Untouchables died
soon after, and so did the organization.
In 1966 and 1967, another attempt was
made to foster a better [talian-American
mage, this time with the formation of
the American-Italian  Anti-Defamation
League, whose chairman was Frank Sina-
tra. But that project was aborted by the
violent objections of the Anti-Defamation
League of B'nai B'rith over the use of a
name so close and by disclosures of Sina-
tra’s underworld associations.

There was a general feeling among
many that the Ialian-American commu-
nity was just too disparate and lethargic
to be galvanized into any kind of con-
certed. long-term effort. But Colombo
thought otherwise. During the previous
decade. the country had been swept by
demonstrations—peaceful and violent—
spreading from the civil-rights drives in
the South to the ghettos of the cities,
moving outward and encompassing the
nation’s youth in opposition to the Viet-
nam war and domestic social ills. The
Ialian  community. basically conserva-
tive, had stood to one side. giving vent
only to a kind of hard-hat opposition to
radicalism. But Colombo had the lecling
that the techniques and successes of the
young rebels had not been lost on the
Italians and that il they could be made
to believe that their own self-image and
social position were at stake, they could
be mobilized and led into the streets.

The cause would be the blanket por-
trait of all Ialians as gangsters and the
harassment and prejudice of the authori-
ties. And there was a most conspicuous
target—the FBL. Under |. Edgar Hoo-
ver, the bureau had belatedly “discov-
ered” the Mob and had been pouring
out a Hood of publicity about La Cosa
Nostra and Italian thugs. Within days of

his son's arrest. Colombo and a small
group of his friends, mainly members of
his underworld family, showed up out-
side FBl headquarters on Manhattan's
Upper East Side, picketing and chanting
slogans. Pressure was put on Italian mer-
chiamts and others 1o join the campaign.
and soon nearly 5000 demonstrators
were parading outside the FBI office al-
most every night, chanting, "Hi-dee-ho,
the FBI has got to go.” In a van was
Colombo, stridently direcung the chorus
and giving loud orations to anyone who
approached.

It was as though he had released a
tightly coiled spring. Smiles greeted him
as he walked through the Italian neigh-
borhoods. unsolicited offers of help
poured in. When the Government indict-
ed Colombo for 1ax evasion, lor perjury
in lying about his criminal past when
applying for a real-estate license, for con-
tempt in refusing to answer questions
under a grant of immunity before a
grand jury, these actions seemed only 1o
confirm his charges. Public support grew
and Gambino and the other Mob lead-
ers, watching from the side lines with
some consternation, decided to give Co-
lombo ar least partial support.

Late in the spring, Colombo an-
nounced the formation of the Italian-
American Civil Rights League to rally
Italian-Americans: They could be proud
of their heritage and i unity they would
have the strength to fAglut the authori-
ties, to combat the Italian-gangster stere-
otype. The league, Colombo said. would
demonstrate its strength and the surength
of the community at an Italian-American
Unity Day rally on June 29, 1970, at
New York's Columbus Circle.

The strength was there. On the day of
the demonstration, ltalian-owned siores
and businesses all over New York closed—
not a lew because ol the suggestion ol
soldiers in the Colombo family who had
dropped by during preceding  wecks.
More than 50,000 people mobbed Co-
lumbus Circle, waving small red. green
and white Italian flags and roaring ap-
proval of Colombo as he stood on a flag
decked platform and shouted, 1 say
there is a conspiracy against me. against
all Tralian-Americans. . . . But vou and
Joe Colombo are together today under
God's eye . . . and those who get in owr
way will feel His sting.” For the politi
cians, it was an educative and unnerv-
ing experience. Ialian-Americans were
finally comporting themselves as an or-
ganized pressure group to be reckoned
with and Colombo was emerging as a
leader who could direct that pressure.
Nearly every major politician in the city
and the state sat, a lindle nervously, on
the platform with him and spoke a lew
words of support. Within weeks, even
Governor Nelson Rockeleller accepted
honorary membership in the league.
About the only politician ol note 1o

(continued on page 148)
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how to wrap it

all up in style

It may not produce
miracles, like the robe
that Vic Maoture saved
from the Romans. But,
besides luring birds ta
your side, it will keep
yaur bod from getting
cooked—and, if you
don‘t patronize o nude
beach, it will keep the
law off your tail. We're
talking about the
hooded terrycloth
coftan with full-
length sleeves, $75,
that our center-stage
beachcomber is wear-
ing; also the terrycloth
kimonos with side
pockets and half
sleeves, $55 each,
worn by his distaff
companions; all from
Alexander Shields.
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Customs. I have developed a special
antipathy toward performers of the
“exhibition dance”—the people in line
who saream and point out what they've
brought back for the folks at home and
then say that they have nothing to de-
clare when they get to me.

July 3: A Pan Am pilot told me some
greau stories while I checked his bags. It
seems that a BOAC and a Lufthansa
plane were coming in with their radios
on the same frequency. The Lufthansa
pilot told ground control that his head
count was short by two passengers. The
BOAC pilot cut in and suggested that
the German plane check its ovens. The
Lufthansa pilot was not amused and
has lodged a complaint with the Federal
Aviation Administration.

July 4: Conversation with a passenger:

insPECTOR: Where have you been,
sir?

rASSENGER: The Dominican Re-
public.

nseEcToR: How lOllg were )’Oll
away?

PASSENGER: Twenty-four hours.

INSPECTOR: Was it a business or a
pleasure wrip?

pasSENGER: | don't know. [ got a
divorce.

July 7: A man and wife with three
kids came off a TWA flight. I noticed
that the wife had both hands under her
raincoat, so | asked to see her warch. It
was a solid-gold Omega with an I18-kt.-
gold band. She said she had it about two
years and that she wore it only on trips.
I examined it with my loupe and saw a
European goldmark. I also failed to de-
tect any scratches that would have indi-
cated wear. The man refused to answer
where he got the watch but, instead,
asked how much I thought he could
bring in duty-free with a family of five.

I called a staff officer—we beltmen
call them whenever there’s an especially
pesky problem—and he informed the
man of the affidavit he would have to
sign. Finally, the man admitted he'd
bought the watch in Europe. But he had
a flight to Pittsburgh to catch and he was
going to leave the watch. The wife then
started crying, begging, demanding the
return of the watch. We informed her
that the watch could be scized by the
U.S. Government. The man took his
suitcase and walked away, but not before
berating us for lewing martjuana, drugs
and gangsters into the counwury while
picking on him, a taxpaying U. S. citizen.

I really believe he was prepared to
abandon the watch and his wife and go
to Pittsburgh. He was in a rage and she
was hysterical. The only one who kept
his cool was their oldest kid., about 14,
who ended the mess by reaching into his
pocket and paying the $3.90 duty.

July 8: “Duty-free.” People don’t real-
ize that this means an item is free of duty

130 when exiting the counury of purchase for

use outside that country. It is not duty-
free coming into the U.S. This is espe-
cially true with liquor. People are told in
some European duty-free shops that they
can bring in two quarts; generally they
are allowed only one quart and must pay
duty on the second. Many travelers can’t
believe that foreign merchants would de-
ceive them. My response is to ask if they
intend to go back and argue the point,

Or take antiques. (Antiques are free of
duty if produced 100 years prior to their
date of entry. Proof or evidence of antiq-
uity must be furnished.) Most people
rely on the dealer's word and fail 1o get
certifying papers. But then, most people
don’t know a real antique from a phony.

A man asked if he had to pay duty on
two antiqque medallions. 1 asked him for
documentation. He said he didn’t need
documents, since both medallions were
dated 400 B.c. I asked him how the
people who struck the medallions knew it
was B.c. He looked shocked, then sheep-
ish, then asked me if he had been taken.
Since the rules of procedure stress cour-
tesy to the passenger, I invited him to
draw his own conclusions.

July 9: There's a “smuggling type”
that you get to know. Don’t ask me to tell
you what that type is. You just feel it. I
search some people if they have a high
declaration or show extreme nervous-
ness; others 1 search if it is a slow day or
the woman is good-looking. 1 generally
do a secondary on a person with a duri-
able declaration or one who has goods he
didn’t declare in his hand luggage. Invari-
ably, when you do a secondary, everyone
else in line opens his luggage, too.

July 13: When people throw their lug-
gage open prior to talking to me, I'm
not sure whether they're being helpful or
deceitful. You have to play it by ear.

July I4: The El Al passengers act like
they've been briefed on what to say to us.
Everyone has bought “only a few little
things” and they all suffer temporary am-
nesia when you ask for prices. Through
persistent questioning, you can get them
to raise their declaration to over S100. 1
like to say that they have $1000 and start
to write it out. By the time I get to the
sccond zero, theyre usually shook up
enough to give you a truthful figure.

It bugs me working the belt and hav-
ing someone come up and say, as the
sweal is pouring off, “Are you open?”

July 21: 1 examined a camera belong-
ing to a Brooklyn College boy. He was
waiting his turn and making anti-New
York cracks. I therefore decided that he
was going to get a secondary. He had a
$22 declaration but maintained that his
Nikon FI'N with a 55mm {/3.5 lens was
purchased on the Lower East Side six
months ago. My gut instinct was that the
camera was new, so I decided to search
for receipts in his luggage. After learning
of the penalties involved in signing a false
affidavit, he said he was still willing to
sign one. In his three bags he had maps,

tour guides, booklets from everywhere
he'd been. He also had the M2 adapter
ring in the plastic case, as well as all the
booklets that come with a new Nikon.
But I couldn’t find any receipts. I called
in a stafl officer, but the kid still stuck by
his original story. Then the stafl officer
picked up the camera manual and the re-
ceipts fell out.

The kid said he didn’t have the money
to pay the normal duty, so he was going
to try wo smuggle the swlf in. The pen-
alty was three times the duty, so the cam-
era wound up costing him as much as it
would have if he'd bought it here.

July 22: People don't like relin-
quishing their place in line. In one of the
lines, a woman collapsed while going
through. The people behind her stayed
where they were. They wouldn’t move to
another line until the inspector gave the
thumbs-down signal, meaning that the
woman was dead.

July 23: Checked through a crew of
Norwegian merchant seamen on their
way to join a freighter in Portland,
Maine. The radio officer was a good-
looking blonde and she told me that
many of the radio officers on Norwegian
vessels are women. 1 wonder if this helps
the Norwegian merchant marine with its
recruiting.

July 26: A woman coming in from Is-
rael had a Yemen dress that she claimed
she had owned for five years. Said she
had brought it from Israel to the U.§,,
never worn it, taken it back to Israel,
never worn it there, tried to give it away
and was unsuccessful, and now was bring-
ing it back to the U.S. The story was so
impossible that 1 believed her.

July 29: Many South Americans come
to the U. S. with empty suitcases. It seems
as though they do their shopping here.

The toughest staff ofhicers—those who
dig the deepest for concealments—rarely
get advanced. They step on too many
toes.

August 4: A kid said he had an un-
usual item and pulled a German World
War Two antipersonnel bomb out of a
sock. It looked live. A woman behind
him asked what would happen if it went
off. The inspector told her it could kill
everyone in the vicinity. The woman
asked if she would lose her place in line
if she left. She was told she would. The
woman decided that she prelerred 10
keep her place in line. A stall officer
checked the bomb and said it was de-
fused and harmless.

August 6: People keep on telling me
they're getting  discounts on  Omega
watches and show me the bills with the
discounts on them. But my catalogs show
they've paid list.

August 7: A charter TWA flight from
Cairo. Chiselers all. Couldn’t make them
understand that gifts received overseas
must be declared even if used as personal

(conlinued on page 166)



Sweet nostalgia! When
dances were a nickel, top
hats were in fashion and
ladies made certain their
slips weren't showing. So
much for sweet nostalgia!
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A red-billed bird gets

an all-over tan. Ah, but
who put the oil all over?
Only The Shadow knows.
Left: The senorita is
planning a siesta, no? No!
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There was a time when
decorum demanded that
a woman wear a hat in
public. The top of the .
head must have been -
deemed a secondary

., erogenous zone. Herewith,
three obviously decorous
young ladies.

2? .












A gentleman caller’s left
something to remember him
by. Inset: An inviting sun=s
and-flesh-filled room bui
only two thirds of a mén

= a trois. Pauvres petites!







N ' f “They say you
can tell if they're
real by biting them.”

THE VARGAS GIRL




the devil rides behind

YAKIM AND MAXIM, (WO young peasints
who were [riends, went off 1o the fair at
Chistopol to buy seed for the sowing and
Maxim got drunk. 1t scems that they sep-
arated at some point and Yakim, like an
honest [ellow, bought his rye seed and
had a good night’s sleep. Maxim got into
bad company and God alone could have
counted the glasses of vodka he put in
his belly.

On the way home the next day, Yakim
remarked that he was much pleased with
his purchase and he inquired how
Maxim had [ared. “Well,” said Maxim,
“I may have done a [oolish thing. Two or
three bottles into the evening, I met this
strange little old man with glittering eyes
and a long red beard and it seems that |
gave him all my money for a bag ol seed
he swore had magical properties.”

“And what sort of magic might it bez”
asked Yakim.

“I confess that I was so drunk that now
I'm ashamed even to mention the pack of
lies he told me,” Maxim answered.

So the two went home and Yakim
sowed his good rye in his held and
Maxim sowed his suange sced in the
next field. The spring rains came and
then the warm sun and Yakim's rye flour-
ished. But when they went to inspect
Maxim's crop, his heart sank. His whole
desyatina ol more than two acres seemed
to be sprouting with something that
looked like stout male pricks. With their
red heads in the air, they looked like a
ficld of poppies. Maxim wept and tore
his hair and Yakim laughed. "You ap-
pear to have bought your seed from a
warlock. Since this is a fairly common
commodity, I think you may have some
trouble in selling it, my friend.”

But Maxim was stubborn and hated
the thought of being ruined. When his
field was ripe, 12 inches high on the aver-
age, he harvested it. He wrapped 50 of
the best specimens in paper, put them
into his cart, covered them with canvas
and sct off for town. He happened by the
house of Marya Petrovna, a handsome
young widow, crying—in a rather hope-
less voice—"“Fine pricks to sell. Who'll
buy some fine pricks?”

Marya Petrovna could hardly believe
her ears. She said to her servant girl, “Go
at once and see if that muzhik is drunk.
Find out what he's selling.”

The girl came back with an astounded
look on her face. “Well, what is it?” asked
Marya.

Blushing, the girl said, “Madam, it's
a sin to say it, but they do look very
like. Long, stout, round—why, somehow
they remind me exactly of Pyotr the
butler. . . .

“And how much do they costz” asked
the lady.

“The peasant
rubles apiece.”

“Go at once and buy two of them,”

wants one hundred

from Russkiya zavetniya skazki

Ribald Classic

Marya said. “The very best ones, mind.”

When the maid came back, Marya was
in a great sweat to pull up her skirts and
try one ol the instruments in a place that
had been empty so long, but it would not
enter. In consternation, she said, “You
foolish girl, you have forgotten to ask the

instructions. Run back to the muzhik
and ask him.”
The maid did so. “God save me,” said

Maxim, “but I scem to remember an old
man with a red beard who said that one
must shout ‘No! No!" before the magic
would work. In fact, I could tell you an-
other magic word if there should be any
[urther trouble, but that would cost an
additional hundred rubles.”

The maid camne back with the informa-
tion and Marya, delighted, lay down on
her bed, cried "No, no!” and found that
the insertion worked marvelously well.

In fact, both seemed to penetrate of
their own volition and began to work so
powerfully that she was soon exhausted.
But no amount of wgging by herself or
the maid could release them. “Go quick-
ly,” commanded the mistress, “and make
that rogue of a peasant tell you the
secret.”

“He said something about another
hundred rubles,” said the maid.

“Well, take them, then.”

When the maid returned, she found
her mistress lying senscless with her
tongue hanging out of her mouth and
at once she uttered the magic word she
had just bought. “Tprrou!” she shouted.
The two organs emerged and the lady
was cured. She was so grateful that she
presented one of them to the maid and
kept the other in a secret place.

Both maid and mistress lived happily
for 4 long time, working the magic
whenever it pleased them. One summer,
however, Marya went to visit friends in
the country and forgot to pack the little
velvet-lined box that contained her
pacifier.

She went to her host and explained
that she had neglected to bring with her
a certain therapeutic remedy required
for her health. Her host insisted at once
that he send the coachman, Yevgeny, to
town to fetch it. And so it was done. The

ILLUSTRATION BY BRAD HOLLAND

coachman saddled a horse, went off to
Marya's house and gave the instructions
to the maid. He put the wooden box in
his saddlebag and took the road home-
ward.

By chance, when he cume to a cross-
road, the horse seemed bent on taking
the wrong turn. “No, damn you,” he said,
pulling on the reins, “no! no!” The box
and the saddlebag flew open and the
coachman felt an astonishing sensation
he could in no way explain. In a mo-
ment, it grew even more severe and the
coachman concluded that he was going
mad.

Hearing the shouts and the hoofbeats,
the peasants ol the little village on the es-
tate came crowding to the side of the
road. Thev saw Yevgeny, mouth open,
eves bulging, whipping his horse into a
dead run.

“Yevgeny,” one of them called out,
“something seems to be the trouble. Stop
a bit and perhaps we can help.”

“The Devil is mounted behind me!”
roared the coachman. “I'm being
buggered by the Devil!” and he shot past
them.

“Imagine the Devil taking a [ancy to
that ugly Yevgeny,” said a woman.

“It’s more likely 1o have something to
do with vodka,” said an old man.

“Or possibly too much jolting around
on these bad roads may have mixed up
his brains.” said another. “We really
ought 1o make some repairs one day.”

By this time, the horse was bolting and
Yevgeny, terrified of being thrown, start-
ed to calm the beast by aying, “Tprrou!
Tprrou!” All at once, things returned to
normal. The organ popped back into its
box. the horse slowed down and Yevgeny
was relieved.

When at last he handed the box over to
Marya. he shook his head and said, My
lady, I don’t know how you managed to get
the Devil into that little box, but, if you'll
ke a piece of advice from me, it would
be a great deal safer for you if you man-
aged to say ‘Yes! Yes!” to the gentlemen
you meet than ‘No! Nol” 1o the Devil "
And before the box could open again,
he ran like a madman out of the
room.—Reltold by Nicholas Gabyev
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article By FREDERICK €XleY

after wonderful gretchen
taught him the mysteries, and zita
the zebra woman let him refine
hus technique, ms. steinem told him to
leave gabrielle the lesbian alone.
there are things women’s
lib just doesn’t understand

MY SECOND BOOK, Pages from a Cold Island, didn't work
because it was so unrelievedly desolate that, despite its
humor, I was sure the reader couldn’t turn back the final
page (allowing he got that far) without wondering whence
I'd mustered the will to put together its 480 pages of type-
script. And in Ms. Gloria Steinem—and I'd all but leapt
from my bed in exaltation when the possibility began to form
itself in my mind—I'd scen the metaphor 1o lift the pages
from the gloom in which they wallowed. The book was a
reminiscence; and the cold of the title, applied to Singer Is-
land oft Palm Beach, Florida, where 90-degree-plus tempera-
tures are not uncommon, apostrophized my being, not the
weather. In those pages I'd put down one American’s jour-
ney through the Sixties and especially his reaction to what




historians call “the great events.” 11 T had entered
the Sixties more given to dark derogation than to
jovous celebration, I'd at least been an articulate,
relatively hopelul creature. But | had erawled out
ol the period on my knees, a simpering, stuttering,
drunken and mute mess. The obscene decade had
begun with President John F. Kennedy’s “Ask not
what your country can do for you™ and in the late
summer and fall of 1969 had ended at Chappa-
quiddick. At that numbing moment succeeding
the assassinations of the brothers Kennedy .md
Martin Luther King, Jr., when I'd at last come
to accept that there existed no desecration lelt
capable of unmanning me, Senator Edward M.

FPAINTINGS BY ED PASCHKE
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“Teddy” Kennedy had fooled me and for
nine hours had lelt the body of Miss Mary
Jo Kopechne to lloat about the back scat
of a car among the currents beneath the
now famous wooden span at Martha's
Vineyard. I'd then gone back to bed, had
pulled the sheet above my head, now and
again had sneaked out to drink vodka
and to put down bleak words and had
come at last 1o lie there with swollen
balls and cracked ribs. the results of a
stomping I'd received in Nassau, reading
about  Gloria  Steinem  in the glossy
magazines.

Struck with the parallels of our both
having been Depression babies, having
come from impoverished homes, having
managed to get the semblance of an edu-
cation, 1 was intrigued and bafiled by
what it was in her character that, having
been shaped by the same events that had
shaped me, had yer allowed her o come
out of the putrid years so splendidly, re-
lusing to lead a disappointed life. I want-
ed 1o know how she could rise mornings,
crect, trim, courageous, unguestionably
beautilul, not lacking a kind of nobility,
and with an unswervable commiunent go
lorth 1o do her duty as she saw it, while
I'd come out of the years badly whipped,
aavenly, running 10 a quitter's obesity,
and had come finally to lie on that bed
at the Seaview Hotel on Singer Island at
the hot bottom of the world, drinking
mysell to death, my balls ballooned with
life’s hure.

Two days before reading about Stein-
em I had almost. in [acr, and for the see
ond time in my life, committed suicide.
Next door at the Beer Barrel 1 borrowed
i buddy’s .22 magnum pistol—on what
pretext I don’t recall. Then I telephoned
the poet Jim Dickey in South Carolina
and told him I was “taking the deep
six.” T apologized to Dickey because he
had been instrumental in geuwing me
S10,000 from the Rockefeller Founda-
von and I thought I owed him the cour-
tesy ol knowing thar neither he nor
AMr. Rockeleller was going to sce any
manuscript for the monies. 1 said good-
bye, so did Jim.

Jim said, “I'll be seein” yul, boy, yuh
heah:z"

Then I stepped into my closetlike
shower and lor perhaps an hour let scald-
ing water cascade over my baody, as I did
so slowly and painlully removing the tape
sull clinging to my ribs. When I'd dried
myself, T wet the towel thoroughly and
i it swaddled my head tighdy with a
view to making as little mess as possible.
I picked up the magnum, siepped back
into the shower and closed the glass door
behind me. Whether 1 stood there five
minutes or five hours 1 can't say. Like
Charles Dickens, who later in life could
never recall how long he'd been in a
blacking factory when at 12 he'd been
put there to work, I found the experience
so traumatic I could not begin to estimate
the time.

I do know what saved me. At some
point I began to laugh, riotously. Suicide
presupposes  that something is  being
climinated. With a silver-inlaid shotgun,
Hemingway blows away the back ol his
head, and when the world recovers, it
finds itsell able to remark, “What a
man!” But what precisely was being
climinated in my case? Certainly not a
man. Whatever I was ¢liminating was so
inconsequential as o make the gesture
once ob trifling and contemptible case
and I began to think how much more fe-
licitous the act would be if 1 sobered up,
as best 1 could healed my mind and
body, then crased some bone and tissue
that at least conspired to resemble the
human. Only then, I thought, might the
gesture take on a certain flair or style.
When 1 returned to the outer room and
scated myself on the white Naugahyde
couch, I understood [or the st time
how close I'd come. Sull laughing, I
found my hands shaking so severely that
I could not for a long time unswaddle
the towel and for the next two days I suf-
fered fits of wembling compounded by
alternating flashes of extreme heat and
cold. Then in stricken absorption I read
about Ms. Gloria Steinem in Esquire and
in Newswecek.

With Ms. Steinem my overriding de-
sire was 1o discover who she was apart
from her cause. If she consented to 1alk
with me at all, T knew that in my ap-
proach I'd have to leign embracing a con-
cern for the movement and 1 cared not a
jot, an iota for women’s liberation. With
Emerson I held that one speaks to public
questions only as a result of a weary
cowardice that has so debilitated his own
energies he is no longer able to do his
own work or rest easy with the painful
prospect of articulating his own demons.
Over the vears 1'd read the Mss. Friedan,
Millett and Greer and had agreed with
almost every tenet they had put forth.
Nonetheless, in Ins Prisoner of Sex, Mail-
er had been right in taking Millett o
task. OFf all the women’s writings and
manifestoes, hers had resounded with a
nasty vindictiveness, and though in read-
ing her I hadn’t known what had so dis-
wressed me until Mailer articulated my
concern, he was right in implying that the
Milletr mentality was incapable of under-
standing D. H. Lawrence, Genet, Mailer
himsell and. most of all, Henry Miller,
with his joyous, hilarious, rowdy and ut-
ter adoration of the cant. But none of this
bickering interested me in the least and
I was concerned with nothing less than
having Gloria save the manuscript of
Puages [rom a Cold Island, or nothing less
than having her help me refind mysell.

- - -

Although TI'd fucked before, 1 had my
birst affair in the summer of 1950, when
I was a sophomore at USC. T was 20, had
contracted double pneumonia and. afier
ignoring it for days, was at last taken by
ambulance to the Queen of Angels Hos-

pital in Los Angeles. For 72 hours 1 re-
call hardly anything but being wakened
every three hours to receive a shot in the
buttocks, after which I'd roll over and
go back into the feverish chatter that had
become more or less my condition.
When finally 1 began coming out ol it—
and I remember having 1o be told where
I was and how long I'd been there—I
struck the acquaintance ol the nurse on
the graveyard shiflt who gave me my pen-
icillin at midnight, three and six s
Her name was Grewchen, she was 350 and
married o a top sergeant in the First
Marine Division, then fighting in Korea.

I do not know how it started with
Gretchen and me. 1 had been at the brink
of the abyss, so to speak, I owned that
peculiar and exaggerated affection for life
people acquire having just looked into
a tear in the heavens and seen nothing,
nothing at all, and in brimming des-
perate gratitude to everything and cvery-
body on carth. my hands started going
unctuously out 1o Grewchen and 1 wouched
her on the hands and on the wrists and
on the forearms and on the hips and on
the waist—there was on my part this
terrifying need to make humin contact
and I felt mysell as helpless and cuddly
as a piquant retardee. Presently, Grewchen
and I were kissing. This led 10 a more
refined and passionate kissing. One night
Grewchen grew alarmed at the immediacy
of my state and obliged me with a rather
bored hand job. From that night on. with-
out any discussion of the matter what-
ever, Greichen began obliging me with
fellatio, on some nights having o relieve
me on the occasions of all three of her
penicillin ministrations.

On the day T was discharged from the
hospital. Greichen began a week's vaca-
tion at her beach house, a quaint litle
dump on stilts at Malibu, and she asked
me to come along, rest up and make sure
I was OK before returning to classes.
Gretchen was going 1o use the week
trying 1o rent the beach house. getting
her clothes in shape and packing. She
had taken a job at the Tripler Army
Hospital in Honolulu, and though she
would still be thousinds of miles [rom
her Marine sergeant—she called him
Dickey—she drew comfort from knowing
she'd be at least that much closer 1o him
and I recall her constantly dreaming
aloud of being reunited with Dickey in
idyllic Hawaii when finally he came
back from Korea.

As 1 say, I'd fucked before, but my
parters had invariably been my age and
as inexperienced and as inept as I and
hence neither the girl nor 1 had had any-
thing against which 0 measure the
worth of our performances. Worse, this
was at the very top of that monstrously
oppressive decade that for some reason
has now become sentimentalized into the
Quaint Fifties, and I remember thar all
my relations with girls up to this point

(continued on page 184)




SCREW

' fove 1o screw with you

anywhere at all . . . every time we ball
in the bedroom or the kitchen, in the
bathroom or the hall, / greb my ass,
step on the gos, screw me to the wall.”

MIRROR

*Mirror, mirror on the wall, who's the
fairest one of all [ touch me, toke me,
tell me who | am / mirror, mirror on the
wall / won't you be my crystal ball

see me, save me, show me what fo da.”

PEOPLC

—

“dirty” word L J w
in musicals

"\ FEw MONTHS aco, the creator of what's been called the hottest new musi-
u'- cal in New York was “just walking the streets as Earl Wilson, Junior.”

Wilson is, indeed, the son of the famed celebrity columnist, but since the
opening of his show, Let My People Come, Junior's life hasn’t been the same.
The revue is a joyous celebration of sex, “the last of the dirty shows,™ says
composer-lyricist Wilson, and with tunes such as Give It to Me and Come in My
Mouih, the message gets across. Road companies scheduled to open in Toronto,
San Francisco. Los Angeles and London—and an album in the works—will also
get his words around. words so singular that we've included some of them here,
which, along with scenes from the show. speak quite nicely for themselves.

PHOTOGRAFPHY BY VERNON L SMITH




FELLATIO 101

“Welcome ladies, to Fellatio 101, I'm
Professor Niles, I'm glad that you could
come - .. back and forth let nothing snag,
once you learn how nof to gog. . . ."

‘.H'”

mg_ T

LET MY PEOPLE COME

“Lows are made by cold men,

who can’t get it up no more.

Who are they to tell me,

whaf my body's for.

They treat us like we’re children,
must think we are fools.

If you don’t play the game, brather,
don’t make up the rules.”

DOESN'T ANYBODY

LOVE ANY MORE

“Tonight I'm with you,

Tomorrow, who knows? . . .

No pramises fo keep, that’s how it goes. . . .
Two clinging shadows, etched on o wall,
Holding each other, so that they wan't

fall. . . . Doesnt anybody love any more . . .
And if not, then what are we here for?”

COPYRIGHT EARL WILSON, JR., PHIL OESTERMAN 1974
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THE SHOW BUSINESS

NOBODY KNOWS

*. . . Is the guy who plays opposite you
He's obnoxious and coarse, but hung
like a horse / He's there ‘cause

he can climax oncue. . ..

Spread open your knees, aclion please,
In the show business nobody knows.”

AND SHE LOVED ME

“Then she kissed me, oh,

And gently fouched my breast,
how long | Iried,

Then she hugged me, oh,

My body opened up fo her,

so long denied.”
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AMERICAN NIGHTMARE

offer ariticism was John Marchi, a con-
servative Staten Island Republican, him-
self of Italian descent. He was sure
a Mob-backed betterment society was
about the last thing needed, especially
when it was oflering the “preposierous
theory that we can exorcise devils by
reading them out of the English lan-
guage. . . . I have only the feeling that
the TIalian-Americans as well as the
larger community have been had.”

Few paid much attention to Marchi's
cautions or the cwtions ol The New
York Times and other newspapers, Co-
lombo had become a hero. He had
emerged  from  the shadows and was
glorying in adulation. Suddenly he was
cverywhere, giving  interviews 1o re-
porters (though not to those with a
background of investigating the Organi-
ration), appearing on television talk
shows, attending public events. He was
named man of the year by the Tri-Boro
Post, a weekly newspaper: was guest of
honor at a 5125-a-plate dinner auended
by 1450 people. The league flourished—
Colombo claiming more than 150,000
members, who anted up an average of
ten dollars each in dues. New York's Felt
Forum was the scene of a huge and star-
studded benefir. with entertainment pro-
vided by Sinatra, Sammy Davis Jr. and
others, for such unlikely guests as liberals
Paul O'Dwyer and Richard Aurelio. The
league reaped 5300000 from that affair,
supposedly earmarked for such charities
as a hospital and a dinic.

The league and Colombo began to
pick targets and apply pressure. It paid

olf. Television commercials  plugging
products  with  Ttalian-accented  actors

aving, “Mama mnia, datsa somma spicy
meatball.” vanished. Movie producer Al
Ruddy agreed 1o eliminate all relerences
to Mafia and Cosa Nostra Irom his adap-
tation of The Godfather and to donate
the proceeds from opening night 10 a
league-sponsored charinn—an agreement
that won him sharp criticism from The
New York Times and from Marchi but
that won him. as well, the benevolent co-
operation of a covey of hoodlums in the
making of the movie.

Colombo  could, perhaps, take his
greatest satislaction in the way he made
the Federal Government crawl. Attorney
General John N. Micchell ammounced
that the Justice Depariment would no
longer talk about the Maha or La Cosa
Nostra but would use only the Dbland,
though perhaps more accurate, terms
such as Syndicate, and a number of state
gO\'(.‘fl'lUrS m.’l(lc lhc samne Inounce-
ment. Even the FBI caved in; it, o,
would drop the old appellations, and its
approved television series, The FBI,
would no longer have underworld char-
acters with Italian names.

All was high adventure and success for

(continued from page 126)

Colombo. But as time passed, there was
no such corresponding cuphoria within
the underworld hierarchy. For more
than half a century, the guiding princi-
ple had been secrecy; success was predi-
cated on anonymity. But there was
Colombo, luxuriating in the sunlight,
and the reflected rays were striking the
other bosses.

Initially, Gambino had heen loath o
intervene. Colombo was his prowégé, and
if his league’s efforts could take some of
the heat off gangsters, so much the bet-
ter. But while the league ended the ofli-
cial use ol the terms Mafia and Cosa
Nostra, it scemed to antagonize the Gov-
ernment into greater elforts against the
Mob. Just as distressing 1o the other
leaders were the rumors that Colombo
was pocketing a goodly share of the
league's income and not splinting with
them. By early 1971, disenchantment was
widespread.

Almost at this moment, “Crazy Joe™
Gallo walked out of prison and moved
to pick up the reins of his shattered fac-
tion of the Colombo [family. Within
weeks, Gallo was complaining toudly and
bitterly that all the agreements he had
made to end the Gallo-Proflaci war of the
carly Sixties had been forgotien and that
his people were no better oft under Co-
lombo than they had been under Prolaci,
against whom he'd rebelled. He demand-
ed reparations, specifically S100.000 in
damages and a [air split of the rackets.
Colombo rejected the demands. Gallo
began to mutter threats, and those threats
found him some sympathetic allies. One
wias Carmine “The Snake” Persico, a
major Colombo licutenant. who had been
fretfully watching the declining fortunes
of the family as Colombo spent more and
more time on league business. He would
not be averse to using Gallo 10 unseat
Colombo belore dispensing with the un-
reliable killer.

Another sympathetic listener was Gam-
bino. As the date for the second Unity
Day, June 28, 1971, approached, signs
were mounting that it would not be the
happy event of the year before. Gambi-
no’s men began to withdraw from ofhces
in the league, and so did the men of the
other leaders. Tony Scotto, Tony Anasta-
sia’s son-in-law and himsell now a major
power on the waterfront, said he had no
intention of showing up on the platform
as he had in 1970 and, Turther, this year
he was not going to give dockworkers the
day ofl with pay. There were woubles in
the Italian neighborhoods, wo. Colombo
soldiers telling shopkeepers to close for
the day and post signs announcing the
rally were followed by Gallo forces and
those of other leaders warning the mer-
chants to stay open and take the posters
down. A number of Colombo canvassers
were even beaten and chased out of the
neighborhoods.

Il Colombo was worried, he did not
show it. On the morning of June 28, he
turned up early with a crew of body-
guards and  well-wishers.  wandered
through the noisy cowd—noticeably
smaller than the year before—shaking
hands and talking animatedly. Suddenly,
a black man, Jerome A. Johnson, posing
as a newspaper  photographer,  ap-
proached. A step away from Colombo.
he stopped, pulled out a pistol and fired
three shots direaly at Colombo’s head.
The stunned bodyguards reacted after
only a moment, firing directly at Johnson,

In the pools of blood where Johnson
lay dead and Colombo critically wound-
ed (he did not die, though his brain was
so severely damaged that he became liule
more than a vegetable), Unity Day and
the Italian-American Civil Rights League
were shattered beyond repair.

Behind the attack on Colombo, hoth
his [riends and the authorities were sure.
was Gallo, using the Iriendships he had
cultivated with black convias while in
prison to recruit an assassin who would
not be connected to him. Gallo was
picked up. questioned and then released.
For the next several months, he stayed
inside his house in Brooklyn, relusing to
show himself and so become a target.

But early in 1972, Gallo’s life ook a
sudden turn. He divorced his wile and
within months married a young hairdress-
er with a daughter of her own., And he
began to cultivate a new circle of friends
totally alien to the underworld, show-
business celebrities such as Jerry and
Marta Ohrbach (with whom he was con-
sidlering collaborition on an autobiogra-
phy). Neil Simon, producer-director Hal
Prince. aciress Joan Hackewr and others.
He spent much of his time at the
Ohrbachs” home in Greenwich Village,
went with them to Broadway shows, 10
Elaine’s, the “in” watering hole of the
literary establishment, to Sardi’s. He
plaved chess, talked about Camus, re-
flected on life. He provided, said one of
his new [riends, “relveshing insight and
intelligence in a world ol clichds.”

Though Gallo protested to his new
friends that he had lelt the old world be-
hind, there were indications to the con-
trary. According to underworld rumors,
while he was frequenting the intellectual
salons, he was also (rying to muscle his
way into some of the rackets controlled
by Persico now that Carmine “The
Snake™ had heen sent away on a 1-vear
strecch Tor hijacking. In the underworld,
and particularly in the remnants ol the
Colombo mob, it was open season on
Crazy Joe. But all efforts wo lure him
into an ambush failed—unul April 7,
1972. Only three weeks remanried, Gallo
decided o celebrare his 43rd birthday by
taking hLis new bride, her ten-vear-old
daugluer, his sister and a bodyguard
named Peter Diapoulas on the rounds,

(continued on page 204)
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NOTHING BUT THE TRUTH...

Justice and say, ‘OK, we'll investigate
corruption, but at the same time, we
want you to return indictments.” let's say,
‘on the Dyer Act, because we're down in
Dyer Act convictions.”

“That’s why the FBI has historically
been so big on investigating illegal gam-
bling: It gets them great statistics. They
an get 30 arrests [rom one wire tap. You
can't get convictions il you're out con-
ducting police-corruption investig;
That gets vou 15 indiciments in two
vears. What Kind of a statistic is thag?”

Beigel is enjoying it now, as old, dor-
mant anecdotes, guaranteed to shock and
dazzle, spring up from his memory. “The
reason smwall extortion is so prevalent is
because a cop who asks lor S50 au the
time of arrest is really saving the tavern
owner money. Because il he refuses and
an arrest takes place. it'll cost him more
to get acquitted in court. His lawver
might say to him, "It cost you 51000 to
have me represent you.” and the owner
savs, "Why so much? ‘Because I've got 2
cop to pay.” says the Lawyer. In [ac, a
cop’s standard  extortion pitch 1o an
owner is. “Youd beuer pay me now,
"cause iUl cost vou more at the station.””

Beigel sips collee and smiles. “All this
used to bother me a lot.” he admits, “but
not anymore. Now I'm just good lor
great stories at cocktail parties.” He takes
a long sip and sits back, and when he
speaks agiain, there’s a sudden sofe charity
in his voice. “You know, cops do so many
at things. But they can’t seem to resist
1z on the wake. They come o expect
it as part ol the job. Take Ross. He's got
an amazing record for bravery, has all
sorts of awards. There’s no question but
that he would run mto a burning build-
ing 1o save a child. - . - But he's also on
the take.”

On the atternoon of January nindh. fol-
lowing Warren Wollson's  wen-minute
opening statement. the first witness in
the Kerner-Isaacs arial is summoned 1o
the stand.

“The Government calls Marjorie Ever-
ci,” announces Sam Skinner. Thomp-
son’s chiel assistant on this case, who, as
head of the U.S. Awtornev's Special
Investigations  Divi devoted
more than a year to it. He has been ex-
clusively responsible for the preparation
of Marjorie Everetr. making extended
trips to her Scottsdale home, discussing
her facts and solving some mysteries ol
chronology, working beside her large
pool, relusing Arizona indolence.

While working on the case, Skinner
would often compare Mrs. Everent’s ver-
sion of the vuth with William Miller's,
who was being questioned by Thompson,
and when inconsistencies staved  stub-
bornly between  them.  Skinner  and

on, has
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other who was assigned to whom. “Well,
obviously, your witness is lying,” Thomp-
son would say 1o Skinner.

“Oh, no. My wimess is telling the
ruth. Your witness is the one who's
Iving.”

The wide double doors at the back of
the courtroom open and Everetr walks
through. Spectators on both sides of the
aisle turn in their seats, like wedding
guests watching a bride. She is tall, has
short brown hair and a lined. mannish
face. Alter being sworn in, she drinks
water [rom a paper cup as Skinner pre-
pares 1o question her. “Please state your
full name, spelling the Last name for the
court reporters.” Everewr replies in a
voice that wishes to stay in her throat
and she is instantly asked by Skinner to
speak louder.

Working through his list of questions,
Skinner guides Everew smoothly and she
remembers a contribution of S45,000 o
Kerner's first campaign for governor.
“Filteen thousand dollars from Washing-
ton Park, sir. 515,000 from Arlington
Iark and. 1 believe. sir, either S10.000 or
S15.000 on behall of Balmoral Park, sir.”
These three groups were the racing asso-
ciations that rented Evereu's tracks.

“Why did vou agree to make the stock
avatlable to Ouo Kerner and Theodore
Isaacs?” asks Skinner.

“Frankly, sir, I knew that T could be
wiped out overnight, siv. We didn’t have a
term loan at the bank. It was callable
at any point. And when Mr. Miller asked
that the stock be made aviailable o Gov-
ernor Kerner and his aide, I didn’t feel
that I could cross him.”

Judge Taylor recesses until 9:30 A

- - -

On the third day ol his wial, Officer
Ross moves to the witness stand. His wile
watches with her sister [rom the first
row. Aside {from his white shirt, he is
dressed in black—Dblack suit, black tie,
black socks and shoes. He is six leet tall,
weighs 200 pounds and is balding, alto-
gether a “distincive-looking man,” in
prosecutor Lapidus’ opinion, one that
evewitnesses would remember indelibly.
Ross is 46 years old and has been a po-
liceman for the past 25 of them.

His auorney. Frank Whalen, inwo-
duces Defense Exhibit 13, Ross's pocket
diary, which shows his pariners and as-
signments. In it Ross has written that he
worked with Ofhcer Paull from six ro.
until 2:30 A on March 18,

“How do you dress lor vour work:"”

“Casual clothes. A shirt and pants.”

“Do vou wear a topeoat:”

“No, it's a conon jacker. Kinda tn o
khakt. I didn’t lke it oo much when |
first got it, my wile bought it Tor me.” (A
prosecution witness remembered  Ross's
stufing SI15000 into a long, dark trench
coat.)

Whalen

finishes with the necessary

question: “Have vou ever reccived any il-
legal money while you've served on the
police lorce:”

lax.,.li

U.S5. Auorney Lapidus studies Ross's
diary. thumbing it for lies.

“What months have vou recorded part-
ners lorz” he asks.

Ross takes the diary. “March . . .
May . .. there were a lot of one-man cars
during the other months, so I didn’t have
a parmer.”

“In fact,” says Lapidus, “you only re-
corded partners on every day for the
month of March, isn’t that vighe”

“Because in other months, I was in
one-nein cars.”

Lapidus moves 1o another area. “Have
vou ever invesugated sale ol liquor to a
minor:"

Ross pauses, “Yes, I have.”

“Have vou ever used the elephone in
Armanetu’s?”

“Nuo, sir.™

“When vou testified before a grand
jury, you said you had.”

“Well ... 1 ... possibly have.”

Alter lunch. both sides give closing
arguments. When thev've hnished, Judge
Will begins to deduce his verdia and you
can sense his mind working through the
clashing accounts, like a BB clicking
down through a labyvrinth.

“1 share the concern you express for
cyewitness identiheation. Mr. Whalen. So
I uy to look at other evidence. . . . Now,
someone who said he was a police oflicer
entered Armancetti’s that night and re-
ceived S1300. It is diflicult for me to be-
lieve that that man was not a police
oflicer. I he was a police officer using
Ross’s name . . . I find that hard to be-
lieve. . There is no more than one
olhcer who was assigned to the Fifteenth
Districe at this time named Ross. that has
been established, And I think the identi-
fications are at best corroborative, al-
though you cant rely exdusively on
them. So. considering all that. 1 am satis-
fied. beyond a reasonable doubt. tha it
was James Ross who entered Armanerti's
liquor store that night.” The judge looks
down at the delense able: My, Ross, will
you stand:”

“Yes. sir,” savs Ross and springs to his
feer behind his lawyer.

“Ofhcer James Ross. the court finds
vou guilty as charged in the indiament.”
Will pauses momentarily 10 sort out his
reasoning. “Thau is, both coums, because
the second [ollows the first, IL in fact. he
wirs the man. then he committed perjury
i saving that he wasn’t.”

Ross takes these words withour physi-
cal reaction. His wile, unable 1o breathe
the air ol imminent verdict in the court-
room, stands  owside,  having  peered
through the glass in the door o see her
sister begin o ary while the judge was
making up his mind. Ross is a stone at
attention, while his lawyer and the judge
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start 1o discuss legal matters.

“I will ser the case for disposition on
the twenty-first,” says Judge Will.

“OK. Now, your Honor, I'd like 10
make a motion for a new trial, merely [or
the record.”

There is mconsiderate movement in
the room. Reporters leave to write the
story, The regular spectators, having
gathered for a verdict, now shuffle away
[rom the tedium.

I guess,” says Judge Will, “that T
should also deny vour motion for a new
trial, to scrub up the record.”

- - -

A few nights belore she appeared in
court. the Government gave Marjorie
Everett a dress rehearsal, placing her in
the witness box to let her feel the cold
surfaces of the room and respond to
questions in a setting other than the
grounds of her Scottsdale home. Lawyers
working on the case, induding Thomy-
son, examined her, and so did another
1. S, Attorney with no knowledge of this
trial. in the hope that he might see new
weaknesses. ("We went back and forth
before she hit the stand on whether Con-
nolly would be gentle or harsh with her”
says Thompson, “and I think we finally
decided he would he gentle, simply he-
cause she had no direct personal contact
or relationship with Kerner. And we
figured that so long as Connolly had that
plus going for him, he wouldn't alienate
her.”)

Near the end ol his aoss-examination
of Everett, Connolly questions her about
lobbving activity in behall of a senate
bill, then asks: “Did vou ever intend o
bribe Otto Kerner:”

“When I made the stock available o
Mr. Kerner,” she says, 1 have wried o
testify to the court the tremendous pres.
sures . .. the poimt ol no retwrn . . . the
problem I had and the impossibility I feh
i twrning down Mr. William S, Miller
as chairman.”

Comnolly is now finished and it’s War.
ren Wollson's turn. He begins aggres-
sively, hlling every Everett hesitation
with sarcasin, and after the smooth, cour-
teous hours ol Connolly’s cross-examina
tion, Wollson seems something of a Hun.

At the afternoon  recess. Connolly
hurries to Wolfson.

“Hey, look.” he says. “don’t be so
rough on Marge. I worked with her for
two days. You're ruining evervihing.”

“All vight,” says Wolfson, “I'll take it
caasy.”

Afterward, in his olhice, Wollson says,
“I'm sorry I moderated my cross-exami
nation at all. I was wained to go for the
jugular when you have an adverse wit-
ness. Juries are welevision wrained. they're
Perry Mason ortented, and while 1 can’t
make a witness conless o the crime dur-
ing cross, if I can make him bleed a livde,
1 think the jury's going o be happy

152 ahout it. Il you spend your time making

love during cross-examination, the way
Connolly did. I think it supports the
Govermment’s case.”

- - -

A tiny black man. walking with brisk
purpose down a hallway in the Federal
Building, stops at one ol the courtrooms
and pecks through the glass in its door
for activity inside. He wems a blue suit,
precisely fitting his small body. a lighter
blue shire, and he moves and looks as il
he were permanently pressed [rom head
to toe. He is seen in the building almost
daily, knows its halls and people, and
one assumes at first that he's an employee
of the Government—some judge’s clerk
or Congressman’s assistant.

But he alwavs curries his brielcase.
suggesting that he has no ofhice here in
which to put it down. and often uses a
public telephone.  Indeed. he surely
carries dollars of dimes in his blue-pants
pockets. The man's name is Antonio M.
Gassaway and he is not a Federal em-
plovee but a lawyer, and a lot ol his
dimes are spent for conversations with
the U. S, Federal Defender’s ofhce on the
17th floor, a program that provides law-
yers lor those who need but can’t afford
one. Many of these people find them:
selves represented by Gassaway. to whom
Government lawvers most oflten relfer by
a nickname.

“We call him ‘Plead Away” Tony Gas-
saway,” savs an Assistante UL S, Aworney,
“because of the wav he usually works.
He'll eall the Federal Delender’s oflice
and if he gets the name ol a client, he'll
meet with him. and us. and suggest that
the person plead guilty. Then he picks
up his [ee. Plead Away Tony Gassaway.”

Comparatively, his clients do not [are
badly, however, for something dehantly
human happens when Tony Gassaway re-
ceives o case, something that works 10
wiarm the rules. “There's an understand-
ing among Government Liwyers,” says
the U.S. Avorney, “that since Tony is
such o gentleman and has been around
for such a long time, he's reated extreme-
Iv well. So the semiences he gets lor his
dients are usually lighter than  those
given to cliems represented by big-name
Lawyers who light conviction all the way.
He's such a nice man.”

Gassaway moves toward an elevator,
tidy and at home in the nearly empry
building. Tt is 1:30 and the courts are
lunching. “I'm fine. yes. I'm very hne.”
he savs to a passer-by who stops to ask
how he's doing. “You know, I've been
very lucky,” he says. adiusting his hear-
ing aid. speaking out ol the side ol his
mouth. “Almaost all my practice is in Fed-
eral Court. My associates handle the state
cases. Over the years, you build up a
practice—you understind my pointz—so
I don’t have to pracice in the stae
courts. I remember the old  Federal
Building. I wied a lot of cases there, I
was right next door, vou know. Judge
Campbell, he's still here, he was on the

bench in the old bailding. I remember 1
had a trial belore him in 42 or 43,7 Gas-
sitway stops to look at his watch. “I've got
to he going. 1 have to see Mr. Fahner,
he's a Government Aworney. at two
o'clock for a 2.04 meeting. That's what
they call it when the Government goes
over its evidence with you and shows you
what it plans to prove. It's a vote-lraud
case. Fahner is the Government's main
lawyer in vore-frand cases.” Gassaway is
asked il he has decided what plea to rec
ommend to his client.

“Oh, you never know how these things
are gonna go. No, sir, you just never
know. We'll just have to wait and see.”
He smiles. “It's hard to say right now,
you understand my poingz”

- L] -

On Wednesday, January 17, the wait-
ing line for the Kerner-Isaacs trial has
recurned. There was none during the
past few days, when sessions were dull
devotions to documentary evidence. But
today, people are squeezed along the
benches to see William S, Miller in court,

At 11:39, Miller is called and walks
down the aisle. His physique makes him
appear absolutely square and he leans
forward as he walks. He looks like Colo
nel Sanders with no goatee. Jim Thomp-
son smiles at Miller as he walks by, He
will be the fOrst Government witness
questioned by Thompson, and the two of
them have been preparing for months
for the conversation they're about to
have, working nights ever since the trial
began.

Belore Miller and Thompson came to
the relationship that now exists between
them, there were months ol moves made
slowly. patient explorations into knowl-
edge thar hid, vntil they began 1o com-
municate at that level of respect and
alfection found uniguely by shrewd men.

("He's a rogue,” says Thompson, “but
a lovable rogue. . . . His ‘llipping.” as we
call the turning ol evidence by a delend-
ant. was an extraordinarily  complex
thing. You must remember that he was a
defendant in this case. I had indicted
him, brought some ruination into his
lile. He had no real reason 1o like me or
trust me. In fact. he denounced me. Well,
you just can't take a man like that on
Monday and on Tuesday turn him inwo
your best buddy. It sure doesn’t happen
10 a man who's as complex as Miller.
Hell. T ook 12 or 15 trips out to Grete,
Hlinois, and spent hours on end with the
man. And the first ten trips were mostly
getacquainted wips. You sit down and
ttlk with him for five hours. You have 1o
sift through all his bullshit, drink with the
guy. He has an amazing capacity lor
Scotch, which he’ll drink any time. any-
place. I'm no mean drinker mysell, but
there’s no way I could stay up with him,
so I'd drink Scotch and water for the first
hour ol the interview. At first we had
another one ol our lawvers vo down to
mterview him, but he's a eetotaler and
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i Mormon, and Miller didn’t get along
with him, so we pulled him ofl.

“We had to win his wile over. too. Mrs.
Miller did not like us. She'd believed all
the lies Bill had been feeding her over 25
years about the bad things the Govern
ment does, so she had no time lor us.
Then, one day, I got tired of interview-
ing Miller and so 1 left him with the IRS
guy, Stufllebeam, and walked upstairs,
where the family was all gathered around
the kitchen table. Mrs. Miller was presic-
ing and there were all kinds of grandchil-
dren and other kids around. So 1 sat
down and bounced babies on my knees
and talked law with grandson Butch lor
an hour and a half, and really enjoyed
mysell, and slowly, alter that, Mrs. Miller
began to like us.”)

Thompson now places Miller inside this
case, with the people and events neces-
sary to the Government's theory. “Direct-
ing vour attention to late October, early
November 1962, did you have a conversa-
ton with Mrs. Everett regarding stock?”

Newt

“What was said?”

“AMirs. Everett said, ‘I've had a recent
conference with Ted Isaacs and 1've
agreed 1o set aside 25 shares of C.T.E.
stock for Governor Kerner and five shares
for AMr. Isaacs. And I've also agreed to
reserve 10,000 shaves of W.P T A, stock
for Governor Kerner and 2000 for M.
Isaacs.” "

“What did you say to her”

“I said, “Marge, have you discussed this
subject  with  your attorney, Senator
Lynch?” She said, 'Ne.” 1 said, “You
should.” ™

And now Miller narrates the day of
November 9, 1962, and his meeting with
Kerner in the executive office in Spring-
field, where he savs he hoped to find the
governor's  willing  weaknesses.  Miller
recalls his words 10 Kerner and Isaacs,
first discussing matters unconnected 1o
his purpose, spreading a vital, disguis-
ing coat over the conversation.

“1 said 1o the governor that the public-
ity regarding a lawsuit filed by Mrs. Ever-
ctt was not as bad as it seemed. Then 1
told him abow an individual named
Roth, who was going around stating that
he was influential with the administra-
von and that his statements were detri-
mental to the Ilinois Racing Board and
o Governor Kerner and 1 told
Governor Kerner that Mys. Everert, in
her desire 1o be kind, had set aside stock
for he and M. Isaacs. He replied, “That's
very kind of Marge."”

Thompson has heard Miller forget cer-
ttin lines, although his most important
ones have reached the jury. (“Miller left
out some things he told us he said 10 Ker-
ner. He left out any mention ol a prob-
lem Marge was having with the health
department. That was an intriguing one,
too. When he told me abou it, 1 thought
to myself, "OK, so big deal,” but then

154 when he said that the governor replied,

‘Marge will have 1o obey the law like cv-
erybody else.” 1 thought, ‘lantastic” The
whole conversation was a setup. Miller
gave the governor all this bullshit abow
Everett's concern because Otto Kerner is
not the kind of guy you just slide money
across the table to. But here, how per-
fect! You salt the governor of the state
with some bullshit about a  health-
department violation. The governor says,
‘Marge will have 10 obey the law,” and ev-
erybody’s satishied. Isaacs has heard i
Miller has heard it Kerner has said it Ob-
viously, nothing vou say aflter that about
a stock offer is going to have imything to
do with a bribe. because Kerner has al-
ready established his position—that Mys.
Everett has 10 obey the law. So, when 1
figured that out, I thought to mysell,
‘Well son ol a bitch, he was devilishly
dever.” ™)

Thompson now asks Miller, fiercely
rigid in the witness box, “\What was your
intent in offering this stock 1o Otto Ker-
ner and Theodore Isaacs?”

Miller waits and thinks, for all (he
months of knowing this question would
finally be asked have cooled ir not at
all. “To cause them to . . . continue to
look fondly on Mrs. Everett and her
enterprises.”

“Following this conversation, did you
tell Marge Everert about it?”

1 did.”

“What was her reaction®”

“She was very pleased.”

- - -

In a small hearing room in another
wing of the Federal Building, separated
from the cowrtrooms by a cenrral hall-
way that bisects those Hloors devoted to
law, the Justice Department is preparing
to close case GOCRIBO, The United States
of America versus David Dellinger, et al.,
or, more [amiliarly, the Chicago Seven
conspiracy trial. It has been more than
three years since those sad and bruwl
proceedings filled one of these same
courtrooms and now the Government,
alter an appellate court reversed the de-
cision, has decided 1o leave the case alone.
The original defendants, and  lawvers
William Kunstler and Leonard Wein-
glass, still face contempi-of-court charges
at some distant time, but there is no
encrgy lelt for a new wial, so lawyers for
the United States are present to formally
dismiss the charges.

There are just a few spectators’ bench-
cs, a single lawyers” wable, scattered chairs
and a judge’s bench in the room, but
they are identical to those in the large
cowtrooms and this small pancled den
hasn’t space for them. so it feels haphaz-
ardly jammed with somecone’s oversized
Turniure.

Chief Judge Edwin Robson enters and
you can heir his robes swishing furiously
with his smallest movement.

“Good morning, your Honor, Gary
Starkman for the Government,” says an
attorney approaching the bench.

Robson looks around the room belore
replying. “You haven't heard from any of
them?”

“No, vour Honor. we haven't. We
sent a communication airmail special on
Monday.”

“This past Monday?”

“Yes”

“Well, they should have received it in
plenty of time.”

“Yes,” says Starkman. “Your Honor,
the Government would ask the court
to emer an order ol dismissal with
prejudice.”

Neirther Robson nor the Government
refers to the defendants as anyihing other
than “they” or “them,” and their ab-
sence at the Government's surrender
scems a last mocking yawn.

“All right,” says Robson. A dismissal
with prejudice is entered and the Chica-
g0 conspiracy case is legally over.,

Downstairs  in  their offices, several
Government  lawyers ave  reminiscing

about the conspiracy trial. “We came up
with a number of theories as to why the
whole thing became a wravesty. why the
karma was so bad,” Liughs one of them.
“First, there was the "too many people in
one room under five feet. eight’ theory.
Then there was the ‘too many German
Jews in one room’ theory. And those two
were merged into the ‘too many German
Jews under five feer, eight’ theory.”

At the same time the conspiracy dis
missal is in progress, a case titled The
United States of America versus T. V.
Allan, et al. begins. It is a check-forgery
trial. the Government having finally as-
sembled a scries of strong charges against
an individual it’s hoped to meet in court
for a long time. Ironically, it won't. T. WV,
Allan has violated bond and fled, so his
decds are here without him.

The court is completely empty of spec-
tators, not even once old man to watch and
doze in the back. And sitting quictly in
his chair, his Magoolike globe of a head
bobbing above the bench, Judge Julius
J. Hoftman presides.

CI

On the alternoon of Thursday the
18th, Paul Connolly begins o cross-
examine William Miller, Alter minutes of
opening  politeness and  casy conversa-
tion. Connolly begins 1o read from Alil-
ler's long statement ol innocence given
to the Government at the time he was
indicted, and then takes up his answers o
a list of questions the Justice Department
gave him as litmus of his worth belore
granting immunity. Connolly sces dis-
arepancies in Miller's various versions of
facts, spoken and written over past
months, and when he asks Miller whether
or not he said these things, Miller changes
on the stand, withdrawing into a full
black sulk, and replies 1o each question:

“I can’t remember.”

Connolly is delighted by tne mood he
has found in Miller and irritates it fur-
ther, asking more and more questions
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“Wow! You look great without make-up, miss!”




abour his previous statements.

“l can’t remember. . . .
remember.”

Thompson stares straight ahead, look-
ing at the table. (" My darkest hour in the
entive case was when Miller said he
didun’t remember, 47 times in a row. The
impression on the jury was just horrible.
I thought he was going 1o be destroyed as
a witness. 1 said to mysell, "God. here goes
the whole case.” ™)

Then, Miller emerges from ammesia,
answers a question and. after a time,
Connolly says. T want you to know. Mr.
Miller, T have nothing personally against
vou.”

Miller accepts the line. “"Why. I have
nothing but affection lor you, Mr. Con-
nolly.” and his humor stays through the
day.

The lollowing morning, Connolly con-
tinues his questioning and as the session
lengthens, again gets tough, keeps Miller's
wit from getting out and inwoduces the
hasis ol his delense. He believes that
Miller wied to gain control of Everett's
empire by persuading her 1o olfer stocks,
then exchange them for others in order
to get the shares away [rom Lverett and
circulating rootlessly. making them easier
for him to hnally possess.

As Connolly nears his climactic gues-
tion. he wanders 10 a place as far from
Miller as the room allows. Standing by
the hack double doors, he looks down the
aisle at his witness. "Didn’t you,” he
shouts, “try 10 get shares ol stock so you
could conurol Balmoral Jockey Club?”

Miller seems to wiit lor the words to
travel their distance. “1 don't know why
vou have to be so dramatic about 1, he
savs and the few rellexive snickers from
the crowd ruin it lor Connolly, leaving
him looking loolish buack there, far from
where he should be.

Connolly walks forward to Miller and
tries once more. He asks whether Miller
would agree that “the side effect of your
noble transaction, o get Kerner and
Isaacs out of race-track stock for the good
of the sport. was 1o give you control of
Balmoral?”

Miller's ill humor returns.
grant you cven that.”

- L] -

On the morning of January 24, eight
days after he first appeared, Miller is ex-
cused as a witness in the Kerner-Isaacs
trial. He walks uncertainly from the
stand. as if he's sar in that chair through
nights and recesses for all eight days and
is walking lor the frst time in a week. He
waits for his lawver 1o get their coats,
then leaves the courtroom.

- - ]

I can’t

“I won't

Ouo Kerner has remained so motion-
less in his chair through five weeks that
you begin to wonder if he is really hearing
all the unkind mentions of his name.
Only occasionally he has shaken his head
with a sad smile, as certain witnesses have
placed him in rooms he's denied ever

visiting, quoted statements and orders at
odds with his innocence. So there is that
same surprise as seeing what you thought
was a store-window mannequin move,
when, late in the afternoon on Thurs-
day, February eighth. he comes alive,
pushes back from the table and walks
quickly, concentrating on his feet, to be
sworn in.

Conunolly leads him through a discus-
sion ol his past as a politician in Ilinois,
Kerner tells of campaigning belore he was
ten for his father. ol his own early vic
tories and ol the people he met who went
with him to each new office. Toward the
end of the day, Connolly asks him about
his election as governor of Hhinois in
1960. “Were there charges of vote lraud
made at the time of that election:”

“Yes,” says Kerner. "There were grem
charges made of vote fraud in that elec-
tion and they have been repeated. Those
same charges have been repeated by the
present President from time o time since
that election.”

Listening and making notes for cross-
examination, Jim Thompson begins o
pereeive in Kerner the hrst sign ol a hos-
tility that has been kept beneath his dig-
nity and is now escaping, like a slow,
hissing leak. He watches for more, sees
Kerner turn to the jury when the ques-
tioning has paused lor a moment and
make small asides about Republican-con-
wolled legislatures. Thompson is thrilled
by what he senses, believes he can use 1t
when the right time comes and thinks,
most of all, thar Kerner is losing this
jury.

At the end of the session, Thompson
witlks from the courtroom with the other
Government lawyers and they stand in
the hallway, waiting for an elevator o
take them to the 15th floor. They step
on as a group and as the doors close,
Thompson wuns to his assistant, Sam
Skinner, and says with a smile, "Wc've
got his ass now.”

Rerner fimishes his direct testimony
on Monday. the 12th, and prosecutor
Thompson begins by asking him about a
response he gave near the end ol i
“Judge Kerner, going back to your 1960
campaign, [ belicve you said this morn-
ing that you acwally knew very liude
about the fnancing and how money
wias raised. and who gave what; is that
correct:”

“That 1s correct,” says Kerner.

Thompson continues, “OL all the
people who gave you money for the 1960
campaign, about what percent of the time
did you know the amount of the giftz”

“I was rarely told the amount of cash.”
Kerner thinks again and modifies his
answer. "I wouldn’t say rarely. 1 was
never told the amount of the gift. The
committee would indicate to me that so-
and-so was in and made a generous con-
tribution and asked would 1 write a letter
ol thank-you.”

Thompson finds this puzzling. I take
it, then. that Mr. Isaacs. vour campaign
manager. never told you that Marge
Everett had donated 545,000 to  the
campaignz”

Kerner shows his irritation and seems
to expand in size as he organizes his
words into a stilf. cipped row. *I will well
you when he first 1old me, My, Thomp-
son. It was a day or two after you filed
vour pleading and I asked Ted, I sad,
‘Is that true*’ He said, "Yes, it is." That is
the first time. Mr. Thompson, 1 knew of
that amoum!”’

At the noon recess, Thompson moves
to the center of the room and meets Ted
Isaacs, this thin little man who has not
said one word aloud in open court dur-
ing the entire trial, and smiles down at
him. “You were onc helluva lousy cam-
paign manager, Teddy,” says Thompson.

Isaacs looks up. “What do you mean?”

“All thar campaign money coming in
and you never told your boss who his
best contributors were!™

Isaacs smiles. “Don’t vub it in.”

- - -

Kerner's final day ol testimony lasts
until carly alternoon and afier he has
stepped down, his lawyer stands and says
to Judge Taylor, “The defendant Kerner
rests.”

Theodore lsaacs offers no defense ol
his own. his lawyer feeling that he's al-
ready read everything importang into the
record and that his client would stammer
and mumble into the carpet il placed on
the stand. Wollson also fears that since
Isaacs had been indicted in the past, “the
Government is probably laying for Ted.”
And so, without calling a witness, Warren
Wolfson reads some final facts to the jury
that have been agreed upon by both sides
and says, “The defendant Isaacs rests.”

- - -

Standing near the jury, neat and above
nervousness, Paul Connolly s ready o
give his closing argument. His wife and
teenage  daughter have flown in from
Washington to hear him. They sit in the
hrst row with others hoping lor inno-
cence—Rerner's two  children, a  close
Kerner lamily [riend. Connolly's secre-
tary—and it seems as il Connolly is about
to address a large anditorium on some
high theme instead of asking 12 people
not to send a man to prison.

The spectators are chauing excitedly
with the anticipation ol a real event. The
one woman among the regular court
bufls has given hersell o snarled perma-
nent lor the occasion.

At ten o'dock, Connolly starts to talk
about the importance of the case. “This
is the most momentous point in my life,”
he tells the jury. He continues the one
all morning, never allowing the jury o
lorget who it is they're judging, sounding
privileged 1o defend Otto Kerner.

Late in the day. Connolly |1('gins o
focus on the motives for this injustice
and mentions the political dreams of the
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district attorney, suggesting that winning
this conviction would look fine on his ré-
sumé. Listeners familiar with Connolly’s
style after seven weeks sense that he's
about 1o build, and the words he's speak-
ing arec on time. “If you convict Otio
Kerner of one count in this indictment,”
he challenges, “you've destroyed him.
You might as well convict him of all of
them.” But he seems unable to find real
outrage and he is flat at the finish. “Weigh
the life of Otto Kerner when you are in
that jury room against the hard-charging.
vigorous imagination ol an ambitious
prosecutor. . . . So when you come back
through that door with your verdict”—he
wheels around and points to it, his index
finger two feet long, then turns back and
aims the finger at Kerner, who sits suft
with dignity—"1 want you to look Ouo
Kerner in the eyes.” Connolly rotates
another quarter circle toward the first row
of spectators. “I want you to look his
children, sitting here, in the eyes”—now
he shouts, his face so red it looks lit from
inside—"and say, "Welcome back to a free
society, Otto Kerner!” Jim Thompson has
failed miserably to prove the charges of
this case!”

He slams his palm on the wooden rail-
ing in front of the box and a pull of dust
rises [rom it. The room is still as Connol-
ly walks to his seat. not so much because
of any stunning cloquence as from the
startling eflect of someone's behaving so
rambunctiously in it. Judge Taylor speuks
o quickly, before the silence can end on
its own. “Ladies and gendemen of the
jury: Do not discuss this case among
vourselves. What you've just heard is not
evidence and you should not consider it
as evidence. . . ."

The jury is excused and court is ad-
journed  untl ten o'clock  tomorrow
morning. Connolly’s wile hugs and kisses
him, and his daughter, near tears, waits
lor her turn. Connolly looks down at
them, talking softly.

On the other side of the room, five re-
porters are trying to comstruct accurate
quotes for their news stories. Fach has
written, as fast as he could, Connolly’s
closing remarks, and now they are pool
ing their notes, hoping that among the
five of them thevve got it all. " "The
hard-charging ambition of a vigorous
prosecutor’s” says one.

“No. He said, ‘the vigorous immgina-
tion ol an  ambitious hard-charging
prosecutor!” ™

“*Vigorous,
or'e”

“I've got ‘hard-charging, ambition, vig-
orous prosecutor.” That's all I've got.”

“OK, here’s what he said: ‘the -
charging ambition of an imaginative . . .
vigorous'r"”

hard-charging  prosecu

L] - -
Jim Thompson’s final argument is
bricf in comparison with Connolly’s day
of rhetoric. and he ends it by speaking 1o

158 the charge that has loc ned above his case

since the firse day. “Ladies and gentdde-
men of the jury: Throughout this trial,
vou've heard suggestions that the case
against Otto Kerner is the product of my
own ambitions. Well, last night T visited
a Iriend of mine, a judge in this building,
who is, 1 think, wise beyond his years.
and I said to him, ‘Connolly says I'm out
to get Otto Kerner because I'm ambi-
tious.” The judge said o me, ‘Ambitious
prosecutors don’t indict judges. That's
too risky. They go for easy cases, so they
zan pile up a 95 percent conviction rate.
In a political city like Chicago, ambitious
prosecutors just try to get along.””
L] - -

At 10:19 Monday morning, after 16
hours of deliberation, foreman William
Michael knocks on the jury-room door
and a Federal marshal opens it and
steps inside. “We've got a verdict,” says
Michael.

“OK,” says the marshal. “Just relax.
It'll take an hour or so to get everybody
here.” He leaves and hastens to his phone.

In his office, ten floors below the jury
room, Thompson and his assistants have
been waiting and discussing the testimo-
ny, having no real distance from it yer,
relying on the deepest impressions of the
moment for perspective. 'Thompson asks,
“Who did you think our most benelicial
witness was?” He listens silently to the
answers and replies, “T think it was Otio
Kerner.” Each prosecutor has prophesied
the verdict and there is a consensus that
they will win some but not all the counts.
Thompson, however, has predicted a de-
cision of guilty on all counts and feels
now, on Monday, that the Government
has surely convicted Kerner and Isaacs of
something, for, in his experience, the
longer a jury takes to decide, the better
its decision for the Government: he
began to feel good alter Saturday passed
without event.

His phone rings and the marshal tells
him that 16 hours has been time enough.

Warren Wolfson is at home on the
Near North Side, just ten minutes from
the Federal Building. He has wakened
with the rolling pain that a long nervous-
ness puts in stomachs and takes the phone
call in his underwear. He tells the mar-
shal he’ll need 45 minutes. “Honey,” he
calls upstairs to his wife. “Let’s go. We've
wot a verdict.” He then calls Isaacs at his
office in the Loop and tells him to meet
them in the courtroom.

There are few lights on in the building
today, the hallways in a weekend dark-
ness. It is George Washington's birthday
and the offices are closed. Not only are
the workers gone but the legion of legal
buffs, with no trials to watch, are also
home and will miss, after all their faith-
ful weeks, the end of the show.

Ted Isancs arrives, wearing a sports
jacket for the first time in the trial. He
paces the hall, keeping a ncrvous little
laugh going, and now his Luwver comes
and together they enter the courtroom.

Isaacs goes immediately to his chair and
Wollson leins over to talk to his wilc.
“Our colleagucs are on their way,” he
says. No sooner does he say it than they
enter—Kerner, Connolly and his young
associates, Tom Patton and Jim Hub-
bard. Kerner, too, takes his chair quickly,
breathing heavily, and a paleness shows
through his health-club tan. No one at
the table looks healthy. Patton says o
Wollson, “Have a nice weekend?” then
laughs and adds, “Silly question, huh:"
Patton has been losing his breakfast for a
week and Connolly’s secretary has given
him a Valium for the past few nights.

The room is still without anyone from
the Government, just reporters and de
fendants and their lawyers gathered to-
gether. Kerner has assumed his familiar
position, as if someone had told him to
pose for a brochure and pretend hes
signing historic legislation. You have to
look carefully to see his suit jacket mov-
ing in and out faster than on other days.
He wipes dried white specks from the
corner of his mouth and talks in rumbles
1o Isaacs.

The sketch artists work maniacally,
their fele-tip pens shricking on the paper.
“1 haven’t been this nervous since I drew
Bobby Seale bound and gagged,” says
one of them.

At last the prosecution walks in, at
11:25, having waited downstairs for an
hour, as the marshal suggested when he
called. Sam Skinner looks around the
room, talking disrespectfully loud. “Hi,
Verna,” he savs to an artist. “Hi. Fitz, how
vit doing?” Harsh cheer in his high voice.
Thompson moves to his place, sits and
stares aliead at the judge's bench.

The jury door opens, but no, it's a
marshal wheeling in the cart ol evidence,
dozens of boxes and folders; they look
rumpled and thumbed through, a sign
that, indeed. the jury has decided.

And now the jury is here, following
the evidence like mourners after a casker,
looking at the floor as they fle past the
tables. They are shown special courtesy
today: Everyone in the room stands for
their entrance. Not only lawvers and de-
fendants, as has been the praciice, but re-
porters and everybody else. Both sets of
lawyers sirain to make eye contact with
any juror, Thompson almost bending
down to look up into their Lices, but
none of them will raise his head. At the
press table, Bill Mooney from the Daily
News wiatches the cortege and scribbles
on his note pad. He pokes another ve-
porter and shows him that he has written,
“Dead.”

Procedure takes over to get above the
tension. Jury foreman handing verdicts to
clerk. Clerk opening first envelope. Clerk
reading. “We. the jury, find the delend-
ant Theodore Isancs guilty as charged in
the indictment.” Absurd pause to open
sccond envelope. Kerner  breathing
through it. Can it possibly be different?
“We, the jury, find the delendant Ouo



Kerner guilty as clarged in the indict-
ment.” He's said it again and Connolly
reaches for Kerner's arm and places his
hand. gently, on it

Judge Tavlor is rude 1o the pervading
shock., whisking it awav with ritual. “Is
that your verdict, Mr. Foreman?”

“Yes, it 1s.”

Now Judge Tavlor polls the jury—"Is
that your verdiaz Is that your verdict? Is
that your verdictz"—I12 times, then he
rasses his hand in some archale gesture
and sayvs. “So sav vou one. so siay yvou all.”
Immediately. postverdict motions are at-
tended o, leaving Kerner and  Isaacs
comitose in their seats. Connolly shakes
Thompson's hand. Thompson thanks the
judge. The judge protests that he doesn’t
want to be thanked. Skinner wants to
know when the sentencing will be. And
alter 15 minutes. the Kerner-Isaacs wrial
is through. Oune of Kerner's lawvers mo
tions 1o the st row, where Kerner's
children and friends are sitting, and they
move out of the courtroom through the
same door the jury entered. quickly and
cihciently. as il theyve drilled this exit
just in case. I a moment they are gone,
door closed. and they ride the judges’
private elevator 1o Kerner's chambers.
Kerner will remain there, with Connolly,
until four o’cdlock, and 1onight take his
Lamily 1o their home in Wisconsin, away
[rom Chicago for a [ew days.

Isaacs is suddenly by himsell in the
courtroom. His lawyer is swrrounded by
reporters and Isiacs moves dazedly about.
Newspaper columnists stave into his face
and walk dosely behind  him, waking
mental notes of any words and expres-
sions [or their impressionistic reportage
of how 1t s 10 be alone with a guilty ver-
dict. Isaucs is smiling hard and somcone
does ask him, “"How do vou [ecl?”

Isaaces  chuckles without moving  his
face and savs, “I'd have 1o write a bhook
about it He continues moving aimlessly
around the room and when he stops for
a  moment,  an instant coster  lorms
around him. Finally. it occurs to him that
he cin leave and he looks [or his lawyer,
who's telling reporters the jury could not
possibly lave considered all the cvidence
i the short uime it deliberated, then gets
his coat and walks down the hadlway.

ATV reporter vells. “You  leaving
now, Ted=" mand cuches up with him.
Together, they take the clevator down.

In the lobby. cameras begin to close in
on him, clicking Turiously, and he has o
let them while he stops and signs out at
the front desk. On the sheet, he enters, i
a clear, frm hand: xane: T, ] Isaacs™;
FLOOR VISITED: “25007°; 1ive ovr: “12:35."
There is no space on the form to write
PURPOSE OF VISIT. Now Isiaacs moves quick-
Iy away from photographers. out onto the
siddewalk, and sprints lor his law olhice on
Washington Street.
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P LAYBOY PORUM (continued from page 51)

Bulgaria, and the French word for Bulgar
is Bougre, hence buggery.

Modern middle-aged couples like my
wife and myvself are likely to try this
trick on Sunday mornings alter sleeping
late. Refreshed from the week’s labors
and more interested in sexual heresy
than in attending the church of their
choice (perhaps bed is the church of
their choice) they say to each other,
“Let’s try it.” Once they've done it they
will have experienced the last word in
copulation. Maybe that’s why so many of
my friends have waited until middle age
to do this. They were saving the best till
last. Anal intercourse is the finish line.
The living end, as it were.

(Name withheld by request)
Lexington, Kentucky

EXCESS BAGGAGE
I was entranced by C. Fletcher’s letter
asking why it is necessary to like the
people one has sex with (The Playboy
Forum, March). Why indeed? Why even
see them? Why not meet in a darkened
telephone booth, make the nsertion and
get ont quick without so much as a hello,
goodbye or thanks? For that matter, why
he kind to the unfortunate? Why laugh
at jokes, why weep at tragedies, why be
encumbered by [eclings at all?
Willie Franklin
Houston, Texas

PENIS SIZE REVISITED
A Jarge penis can have drawbacks,
as when e distracts a woman from dito-

ral pleasure. One of my former lovers,
who was proud ol the enormity of his
manhood, just couldn't understand it
when his deeper thrusts made me flinch.
I kept telling him it hurt and to take it
casy, but he insisted that I was crazy
and/or that there must be something
wrong with me. A visit to my gynecolo-
gist proved that I am perfectly normal.
The pain was caused by my lover's large
penis hitting my cervix. The doctor told
me to advise him not to penewrate
50 deeply. And that’s the long and
short of it.

(Name withheld by request)

Columbia, Missouri

The debate about penis size and fe-
male response in The Playboy Forum
scems  rather miscalculated. My own
guess is that few men (one in several mil-
lion, possibly) are so truncated that it is
literally impossible for them to fill a va-
gina satisfactorily. The other worriers are
using penis size as a rationalization for
anxieties that are harder to verbalize.

For example. what Freud called actual
neurosis and Wilhelm Reich called stasis
neurosis apparently is still a widespread
problem. This is a wvague, ill-defined
sense  that something is wrong some-
where, usually accompanied by notions
that the problem is probably physical.
Some people with this condition shift
their worry from one subject to an-
other: cancer this week, “"Am 1 going
arany?” the next, and so forth. Others

“No kidding? You mean she gets paid for it?”

focus on one chronic pseudo problem.

If I am right, somebody who discovers
that his tool is one-half inch, or even a
whole inch, shorter than some medical
book’s average and then broods about it
has been looking for something to worry
about. If he can be convinced that this
isn't worth so much anxiety, he will not
be any better off. He will simply find
something else to stew about: oncoming
baldness, overweight or hangnails.

The real solution is to realize that the
sense of something wrong results from
carly training in the doctrine of original
sin (the most common cause of all men-
tal problems).

Hugh Crane
New York, New York

Most discussions of the importance of
pents size secem to assume, for some rea-
son, that men with largerthan-average
organs do not have any love-making skills,
while men with small penises iy harder
to please their women. Obviously the
question of whether organ size is impor-
tant will never be settled if we continue
to compare apples and oranges iu this
manner—or should I say bananas and
pickles? The real question that must he
asked 1s: Given cqual ability 1o make
love, is the man with the large penis more
pleasing? As an experienced woman, 1'd
have to say yes and no. The bigger penis
is more pleasing to look at and handle,
and that can help me turn on, but when
it comes to actual screwing, all penises
[eel the same inside me: marvelous.

(Name withheld by request)
Hollywood, California

The physiological importance of penis
size varies [rom one individual to anoth-
er, but it is a [acior, albeit a minor one,
in the enjoyment of sex. More important
is the psychological aspect. If a female’s
fantasies are stimulated by a large penis,
that may affect the total performance, as
may a male’s fears that his organ is inade-
quate. Men need only remember that
performance with most women under
most circumstances is not dependent o
any great degree on the size of their
penises. Like the very subtle differences
between two fine wines, difference in size
between two penises goes unnoticed by
most women and is a [actor only to the
extent that both partners allow it to be.

Thomas J. Healy
West Concord, Massachusctrs
We'll drink to that.

THE CLITORAL TRUTH

I am a man who has talked to many
women about their sexual problems, and
I've read many articles on these problems
written by women. Lately, women have
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Smoking.

What are you going to do
about it?

Many people are against cigarettes. You've heard their arguments.

And even though we're in the business of selling cigarettes, we're not
going to advance arguments in favor of smoking.

We simply want to discuss one irrefutable fact.

A lot of people are still smoking cigarettes. In all likelihood, they'll
continue to smoke cigarettes and nothing anybody has said or is likely to say
is going to change their minds.

Now; if you're one of these cigarette smokers, what are you going todo
about it? You may continue to smoke your present brand. With all the enjoy-
mentand pleasure you get from smoking it. Or; if ‘tar’ and nicotine has become
a concern to you, you may consider changing to a cigarette like Vantage.

(Of course, there is no other cigarette quite like Vantage.)

Vantage has a unique filter that allows rich B ——
flavor to come through it and yet substantially | H“ﬁNTAGE
cuts down on ‘tar’ and nicotine. | g

We want to be frank. Vantage is not the
lowest ‘tar’ and nicotine cigarette you can buy.
But it may well be the lowest ‘tar’ and nicotine
cigarette you will enjoy smoking. M I 11

Vantage. It's the only cigarette \ .
that gives you so much taste with so K
little ‘tar’ and nicotine.

We suggest you try a pack.

e

‘tar;
me
Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined 0'8"“"“9

That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. Filier: 10 mg "tar” 0B mg nicoune, Menthal- 11 nig. "tar” 09 mg, nicotine—
av. per cigarette, FTC Report Sept ‘73
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ltching,
chafing,

rash,
excessive perspiration,

irritation,
In the groin areq,

could be

Jock lich

Whether you're suffering from
the bothersome symptoms, or Jock
ltch (Tinea cruris), you should be
using Cruex® Medicated Spray-On
Powder.

Cruex provides fast relief. It
soothes itchy, inflamed skin. Ab-
sorbs perspiration. Helps cushion
against further irritation. And,
because it's medicated, Cruex is
strong enough to help prevent the
fungous infection that can develop
when these annoying symptoms
are improperly treated.

Since Cruex is a spray-on
powder: it penetrates into hard-to-
reach places. .. you avoid the
messiness of creams, ointments,
and powders. .. and you eliminate
the pain of rubbing, dabbing, or
smearing on to sore, inflamed skin.

oo, |

%
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MEDICATED .
SPRAY-ON
POWDER ;

for
J.OCI( ITCH

CKLY HEAT,

gea cruris)
HAFING

By the makers of Desenex®

Get relief—fast. Avoid embarrassing itch, too.
With Cruex. Soothing, cooling Cruex.

Cruex

Guaranteed to work, or your money back from the manufacturer.

© 1974 Pharmacrait Consumer Products
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begun to state publicly that the normal
way for a woman to have an orgasm 1s
through direct clitoral stimulation. Fem-
inist writer Alix Shulman, for example,
in her arucle “Organs and Orgasms.”
praises Masters and Johnson for estab-
lishing that the clitoris is the focus of
orgasm in women burt criticizes them lor
directing women toward orgasm through
intercourse. She adds, “Evidently for most
women, intercourse by itsell rarely resulis
in orgasm. though vaginal stimulation
may certainly make enjovable toreplay or
even alierplay.”

A man must stimulate his partner to
orgasm independently of his own orgasm
to assure her sexual fulfillment. The
most naturil way for a woman 1o achieve
orgasm is to have her clitoris stimulated
by tongue or hand. Orgasm during inter-
course is a supplementary form ol sex
for a woman, as is a hand job for a
man. Many women fake orgasms during
mtercowrse or insist  that they have
orgasms through intercourse because ad-
mitting the truth would be embarrassing.
But we men owe it to women to make it
possible, gently and easily, for them to
stop this sham. If the truth is widely
publicized, it will make the sexual revo-
lution a reality for both women and men.

Ed Sears
Kerhonkson, New York

Of the wives swrveyed in “Sexual Be-
havior in the 1970s” (Part I, December
1973), 53 percent said they nearly always
enjoyed orgasm during cottus. We don’t
helicve those women were faking. Only
15 percent said they'd never had an
orgasm through inlercourse.

The point is not that theve is or isn't
one technique that works best for most
people, but that both men and women
should scarch out and enjoy their own
special sources of sexual pleasure, and
they should not be made 1o feel inferior
because their pleasure differs from some-
one clse’s. They should not have to fake
anything. Many men and women are
quite adaptable in this vespect. As onc
woman told us, “If all you're going to get
is cock, you'd better hurry up and turn
on to cock.” Others would consider this
attitude counterrevolutionary. 1t's usually
a mistake 1o impose or presevibe any
uniform, external standard on  what
is essentially an individual, subjective
experience.

“The Playboy Forum” offers  the
opportunity for an extended dialog be-
tween readers and editors of this pub-
lication on subjects and issues related to
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Address all
correspondence to The Playboy Forum,
Playboy Building, 919 North Alichi-
gan dvenue, Chicago, Illinois 60611.
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My wife has invited a friend to have
lunch with us. The other lady wants to
discuss her recent separation from her
husband. Since my wile has heard the
story several times already, she thinks it
only fair that T also hear it and give the
lady—whom I like, since she is pretty and
bright—the benefit of my useless advice.

[t is raining. Or perhaps it is only a
heavy winter fog. Sloppy shapeless drop-
lets stain the debris along the curb. |
drop the lady and my wile at The Haven.
seminatural foods, and find a parking
place on the street in front of an auto-
mobile agency.

As I get out, I am careful to lock all the
doors of the car. 1 didn't always do this.
A [ew years ago I began. Standing nearby
in the rain. wearing a blue blazer and
neat gray-flannel trousers, a tall. slen-
der, almost-distinguished man—a golfer’s
looks—was ignoring the heavy log seep-
ing into his flannels as he shouted at a
voung man on the street, “Why don’t you
sce a psychiatrise?”

“All rvight, T will,” said the young
man, turning.

“Right away!”

“You, too,” shouted the young nun.

Odd conversation carly on a Saturday
afternoon in the heavy fog of winter. The
voung man was wearing jeans and a
leather vest over no shirt—probably a
clammy feeling, unless you're doing it out
of moral principle and a local sense of
beauty. The conflict between him and the
man from the automobile agency was
loud but entirely verbal.

“Stoo-pid!” shonted the automobile
man. (He wore a tag above the pocket of
the blazer.)

“Idiot!” shouted the young fellow in
the leather vest. He was moving backward
away, and as 1 finished locking the doors
of my station wagon, I thought to ask the
salesman what this post-lower-child trou-
ble might be,

“Goddamn Jew! shouted the salesman
at the hippie.

It took no particular thought or effort
on my part quickly to substitute for my
question about the source of the difficulty
the [ollowing statement: “You asshole,
shut your fucking mouth before I rip
vour tongue out.”

The automobile  salesman
toward me with something

whirled
like real

despair. “What'd I do to you?” Here he is,
trying 1o make a living in a sick world,
and strangers come to abuse him from
everywhere. “What are you yelling at
me for?”

“Because you called the man a god-
damn Jew 7

“But 1 don’t like him,” he wailed.

“Well, I'm a Jew and I don’t like to
hear you talking like that.”

“But I think he’s a goddann Jew and

that's what he is.” He was regrouping
himself alter my surprise attack.

“And you're an asshole.”

He moved toward me, shouting, “You
can’t call me names.” I waited. He paunsed
nearby. He was genuinely puzzled at the
sight of me. “Or I'll call the police.”

“Call. T'lIl wait. asshole.”

Van Ness is well patroled. and it hap-
pened that a car—black and white, ex-
tinguished red Cyclops eye atop—was
passing and the auto dealer shouted,
“Police, police!” He looked proper and
neat in his blue blazer, although his
voice was a litde anxious and hurried.
Bearded, in corduroy jacket and jeans, 1
wondered how the police might respond
to me as two of them came sauntering out
ol the car, measuring the situation in that
wary, professional way. My car dealer
strted to sell his case to them. “I was

just yelling at that Jew up the street when
this one cime along, I wasn’t even talking
to him, and he said something dirty to
me, he won't apologize, I want him to
apologize or put him under arrest i

The two police divided themselves up.
“I don't like that word Jew used in that
way,” I said to the one who chose me.

The one who spoke with the car dealer
sitid to him, “OK, OK. why don't you go
back inside and sell some cars, OK="

The one who spoke with me said,
“Where were you headed:”

“To lunch.”

I don't blame you. I'm kind of hungry
mysell. Why don’t you run along and
have a good lunch?”

“1 want an apology from that Jew!"” the
car dealer cried.

“Do you want me to wait around:
Would you like my identificationz” 1
asked the policeman.

“Actually, I'd prcfcr you just cross

“Occupant, apartment 5C: Congratulations—you
may already have won the all-electric Colonial

split-level house of your dreams. . ..’

td
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the street now and go on to your sand
wich and soup. it’s getting Kind of late,”
he said.

The other policeman had his arm
around the car dealer’s shoulders and was
guiding him toward the door of his
agency. He was asking him a question:
“What'll you take for that '66 Rambler I
saw back there in the lotz” I waited for
the light 1o change and crossed the sureet.

Although the fog was heavy and chill, 1
felt hot and winded, as il I had been run-
ning; not jogging but running. T walked
up the long block to The Haven. where
my wile and our [riend were waiting at a
table.

“What's wrong®” my wile asked me.

“What's wrong,” her friend answered,
“is that marriage just can’t work in this
socicty, when women have to make their
own place for themselves, they can’t just
say You're nice, vou're great, you're i
big strong hunk of man, il the slob is

doing nothing for them but bringing
home sixvpacks ol beer and the TV Guide,
so | say out is what I say. My husband
has bad habits.”

“I'd like 1o hear your story from the
beginning,” I said.

“What's the matters”
mie agaiin.

“There's a long winter strting out,”
our friend said. starting on her mine-
strone and sandwich on natural bread
with sprouts. She looked up at me, know-
ing that I need o think about the mean-
ing ol things in order to keep interested,
and wiped a piece of macaroni off her
chin. “I sometimes think—don’t you:—
that war is the natural condition of things
for seuling disagreements. Too bad Phil
and I have only marriage to go to war
about. Since we don't get along, we have

my wile asked

to go to war.”

“Oh, Al! I just knew you were going to be

alot of fun in the sack.”

(UIKKCHES BREW

(continued from page 122
fun” Without waiting for my reply.
Bokovoy drew yet another g. this one
with a generous oval tail. “If she makes
that kind of g, she's hot stafl”

Commiuing Bokovoy's salacious g to
memory, 1 entertained visions of myself
going [rom bar to bar, cross-country, in-
viting girls 1o write “gang. gringo or gar-
bage™ and, it the g's tail were [ull-blown,
taking matters from there.

But, first of all. there was the evening
banquet. Buuter-baked one hall spring
chicken. I sar with the Weschekes. San-
dra, also a witch, turned 1o her husband:
“After the witchmeet, remind me 1o go
to Super Value 1o pick up some cat meat.”

Friday night’s witchmeet was poorly
atended but much more convivial o
begin with, possibly because this time we
sat in a magic circle, invoking the power.
Lady Sheba. her mood conciliatory, even
relreshingly republican. relerred 10 the
meet as no less than the first council of
American witches, and then she called
on the Wiccans to identily themselves
and their trads. The witches in the circle
stood up one by one.

“I'm  Avery, American  Celtic. My
training goes back many vears in other
lives.™

A pothellied man in g white sweater
declared. “I'm a wizard, unafhiliated with
any trad.”

“I'm Lady Cybele. I've been praciicing
m this lite for twenty-lour years.”

“George Lincoln. American ecleciic.”

An aureative  witeh, slender,  long-
legged, with sweaky blonde hair, who
had practiced the aalt in three previous
lives, identified herself as Celine. 1 am
a solitary witch.” she said,

“I'm Lady Ciree, from Toledo.”

Uneasily, I realized it would soon be
my turn to stand up.

"My name is Charles Leach. We're
Celtic reconstructionists, And I just want
to say there seem to he very good vibes
here tonight.”

“I am Jehovah,” another witch de-
clared, his manner sour.

“I'm Morning Glory and I'm from
Oregon. I was initiated in the Neo-Gard-
nerian [ashion.”

Now it was my wrn and there was no
evading it. "1 am Mordecai,” |
“and my wad is Jewish.”

Jehovah shot owr of his seat, enraged.
“We were only supposed 1o be initiated
witches here. He's [rom rravsoy. And
he desaribed himself as a Jew. 1 used to
be one and I know them and their ilk.
It he's here tomorrow night, I'm not
coming.”

Well, now, unlike Russ Michael and
other reincarnates, my suspicion was that
il I didn’t meet my deadlines in this life-
time, there would be no second chance

sad.



(or, at best, a rravsoy check postdated
for two centuries). so I did return the
following night, and the witches, embar-
rassed. stood up as one to apologize lor
the selfstyled Jehovah's thunderbolt. Je-
hovah, as adverused, did not show. But.
on reflection, this was, alter all. the
seventh day and possibly. just possibly.
he was resting “from all His work which
He had made.”
- - -

Sunday’s  unrivaled atraction.  for
which more than 100 of ihe curious
turned up, was a demonstration of “hyp-
nosis, regression and past-life memory”
by Jack and Mary Rowan. Three
subjects. or astral trippers. were on
hand. having their auras cleansed. when
I slipped into the lecture room—iwo
voungsters (Tom and a plump blonde,
Sharon) and a cross-eyed, middle-aged
man called Jack. The only difference. in
cidentally, between dusting a person and
deansing the aura is that in the lat-
ter case, you do not acually touch the
I)(_'l'?“)l]. .

Astral travel, Jack Rowan ventured.
“is real fun and real easy.” His [first
subject, Jack, was already scated in a

chair  onstage. “Sleep.  sleep.  slecp.”
Rowan whispered into his car. "Go back
into the depths ol your mind . . . deeper

and deeper asleep. .- . .
Within seconds. Jack was snoozing.
“Now we're going back 10 a lile you
lived before. Where are you:"
“Germany. - . . My name is Heinrich.”
“Hiva, Heinrich. He's in Germumy,
folks. And what do you see?”

“Cathedral. . "

“He sees a cathedral. Describe 1"

“Big. stones. ..

“It’s big and made of stone. Who is
your most [amous friend?”

“Johann Schastian Bach.”

“Bach. Did he teach you to play the
organ:”

“His son taught me. . .

“His son. huh? Now say something in
German lor us, Heinrich.”

No answer,

“They can speak German. Now say
something in German, Hetnrich.”

Jack began to mutter softly.

“Hemrich, will you please say some-
thing in German?”

“Guien Tag. ...”

“Guien Tag,” Rowan said. beaming.

“Did vou hear? He said Guten Tag”
Next, Sharon was taken into the astral

by Mary Rowan.

“We're going back to a lile you had

belore. Way back in time. . .7
Egypt, 1221 s.c. And Sharon is a boy

in a house with many slaves. The son ol

Orpheus.

“And what does your dad do for a liv-
ing?” Mary asked.

“He's on the council, For the Pharaol.”

Sharon went on to describe the tem-
ple, with its immense white pillars, and,

”

my God, this skeptic recognized it! Yes,
yes, I knew that temple. But, on second
thought. it wasn’t through a past life. It
wits undoubtedly the temple leatured in
Cecil B. De Mille's Ten Commandments.

In another life, one squandered in the
Dakota Territory circa 1863, Sharon was
a saloon singer called Lola, and. fill-
ing that oflice. she sang a ballad lor us,
very poorly, indeed. Alterward. Mary
Rowan  revealed. “In  that life. vou
know, we found out Loli was my grand-

daughter. I was her grandfather,” she
added. tittering.
Finally. Jack Rowan guided Tom

back through time and space to a previ-
ous lile in Ireland, 115 an, where he
wias  Sean  O'Donnell.  the renowned
Kerry wizard. "l can create or stop
storms.” Tom declared. his affected Irish
accent unconvincing. I can see into the
[uture.”

“He can create or stop storms and sce
into the future,” Jack announced. “Any-
body want to ask him something?”

“Alake rain,” some lout shouted-out.

“Not today. . ..

“Not today, he says. Anybody else?”

“Can you sce into the Twentieth
Century=”
A hush fell over the assembly as

Tom. his eves closed. obviously in a
trance. struggled with words. Rowan,
solicitous, offered him a sip of water and
the wizard wried again. He surugeled, he
winced. Finally, he said, I see wars . . .

numy wars . . . trouble, rouble. . . ."

“He sees wars and trouble. OK, that's
it. Cleanse his aura for him. will you,
Mary? Sean, you're going into the astral
. .. You're dying, but it doesn’t

g,
1gain

hurt . . . into the astral . . . and when I
snap my fingers three times, you will
wake up in 1973, at the Hyatt Lodge, in
Minneapolis. One, two, threel Wake up,
Tom."”

- - -

Only later did I discover that the in-
rusive oohis and ahs from the next lec-
ture room. even as the Rowans guided
subjects through the astral, had been
evoked by Gavin ol Boskednan's practi-
cal demonstration of sex power to which
couples only (preferably robed, for cas-
ier mutual access) were admitted. The
foreplay. however, was all in the good
name of healing. All the sexual energy,
or horniness, evoked was to be dis-
patched to a nine-year-old boy who was
going blind.

“Did it work?” I asked.

“I don’t know yet.”

“Somcthing else, Gavin. I as you sav,
nobody was allowed to come to a clin
weren't vour subjects. um. frustrated?”

“Oh, once the energy was harnessed,
we didn’t care what they did with it in
their roomss alterward.”

At the closing,  sparsely  awtended
witchmeet on Sunday night, Lady Sheba
sang out, “I'm going home the happiest
woman in the world. I'm going home
just glorified hecause of yow.™

I saw the queen of American witches
once more later thin night. in the lobby
ol Hyatt Lodge, as I was hurrving to
catch a late flight to Chicago.

"1 expect o be on NBC television on
Halloween night,” she called after me.
“Don’t forget to watch.”

“Yowre right. I do drink like a fish.”
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effects. The smell of their mangoes (confis-
cated) was particularly sickeningly sweet.

Encountered a young lady whose resi-
dency was in question. She had a U.S.
passport but claimed British residency.
Her parents lived in Syracuse; she said
she lived in Britain. The argument was
settled by her use of the word bloody.

August 8: People in Europe think that
Americans are starving. How else can
you explain the amoumt of lood brought
into the U.S2 I had a lady with two
dead fish in her pockets. Delicacies, she
called them.

August 12: 1 spoiled a wile’s surprise
lor her hushand. 1 was on a pockethook
kick and found a pair of undedared gold
cuff links in her purse. Her hushand told
her to declare them. 1 felt terrible when
I found our they were supposed to be a
surprise gift for his birthday. I waved
them through and wished him a happy
birthday. What else could I do?

Pan Am 185 (“The Afvican Queen™
out of Lagos) is like a regent’s exam for
Plant Quarantine. Beetles, roaches, Afvi-
can snails, even rodents (some as pets).
There’s never any problem about roaches,
no niatter where they come from. since the
U. 8. is already infested with every specics.

August 13: A Friday and the passenger
count 15 way down. Could there be
any relationship between the count and
the date?

We always check Avianca 50 closely,
because it is a junk flight. A merchant
seaman had a solidgold Rolex. Subse-
quent examination produced additional
gold jewelry, all of which he had bills
for. But the bills were low and the in-
spector thought them phony. A personal
search  produced S7600 in cash, over
S2000 in traveler's checks and three bank-
books with large transactions. One of our
Spanish-speaking nurses questioned him
about some drug prescriptions  and
caught him lying. Seaff wanted 1o wash
their hands of him. It was even suggested
that he might be legit. The inspector
doubted this. based on the man’s extreme
nervousness and evasiveness. A check of
the suspect hle revealed nothing. There
were no legal grounds on which to hold
him. We let him go but took down his
bank-account mumbers, which will be
turned over 1o Internal Revenue.

August 19: A little old lady and her ob-
noxious teenage grandson. The kid asked
for a complete inspection in order to
show the Dutch police who were tailing
them that they weren't smugglers. T told
him that I didn’t think the Dutch police
would want to spend the money to have a
man tail them. After examination proved
negative, the kid went to the KLM
ground people and demanded seats on
the next flight out. The Hight was full
and the kid was incensed. Then Customs

166 sccurity took them both away.

Seems as though the littde old Iady
and the kid fly to Amsterdam (first-class),
wait in the airport, fly back to New York,
then fly back to Amsterdam, etc. They've
spent $36,000 on tickets since July 19.
The kid knows all the KLM pilots by
their first names and observes all take-
offs and lindings from the cockpit (one
of the privileges of $36,000). The little
old lady had S12,000 in traveler's checks
and a bankbook with $56.000. Said she
had saved up all her life and just wanted
to fly. It turns out they are being tailed
by the Dutch police.

August 20: There was a grass seizure
on a girl wonight. The grass was on the
body and sewn into the bust of a corset
strapped to the stomach and tied o the
back. She was padded like an umpire. We
suspected her because of the two-tone
skin color of her bust. Part was tanned
and part wasn’t. The corset pushed more
out of her dress than looked normal.

Had a girl with earrings made of pol-
ished lava, like my own Vesuvius cuff
links. When she gave me her oral declara-
tion, | asked her if she had anything fur-
ther to deckare besides the earrings she
had gotten in the souvenir shop on the
slopes of Mount Vesuvius. She gasped,
“They know! They really know!” I col-
lected duty from her and her friend.

I lost my second pen in a week.

August 21: South Americans, especial-
ly Colombians, get extremely thorough
searches lor narcotics. It even goes to the
point of probing cans of food for false
bottoms.

A Santo Domingo student had no
clothes with him-—just a suitcase full of
bread and hied flying fish, chicken and
beel. It's messy handling food like this, so
you try to do the food first and then the
clothes. But vou still wind up having to
wash your hands several times a shift.
When the woman behind the student saw
my greasy hands, she told me 10 wash
them. She was right. [ did.

The kid who was making all those
KLM flights with his grandmother was
scen getting off an EL Al flight.

Aungust 24: Trying to wear new clothes
through Customs is kind of stupid, as
new goods generally stand out like a sore
thumb. There's also the lint test, in
which you can determine if dothing’s
been used by the amount of lint in the
pockets and cuffs. Today it paid ofl with
a man's sports coat, Iresh [rom London.
This was followed by his wife and her
size-46 pants suit. She claimed it was
bought here, but she was no size 46
American. Aflter I found the fourth un-
declared item, he said, “I know it looks
like I'm smuggling, but I'm really not.”

August 27: Two kids with wearing ap-
parel and gold jewelry. The loupe broke
them on the jewelry and the Iint test and
lack ol union label got them on the

dothing. The fellow said he'd been told
by his [riends that it was casy to beat
Customs. 1 asked him how many people
he knew who'd admit being caught by
Customs.

August 29: As 1 examine baggage, I'll
suddenly look up and ask, “Where are
the narcotics you're smuggling=” Most
people just utter, but this oflbeat ques-
tion worked last year and someone made
A grass seizure.

September 2: 1 read in the paper that
the grandmother who made all those
Dutch flights had a heart attack in the
Amsterdam airport and died. She was
from Cleveland and had taken her grand-
son out of school last spring in order to
hide him Irom his fither, whom she
couldnt wlerate. The newspaper story
said she’d spent S140,000. all on first-
class tickets between New York and
Amsterdam.

September 3: An Italian tried to pass
me five dollars before I inspected his
baggage. To cover myself, I sent him to
another line. You really can’t call this a
bribe, as this is a common practice in Eu-
rope. As it was, his bags were clean.

Another pen walked away from me.

September 8: People who have been
caught once before are generally super-
honest and willing to tell all so they
don’t have 1o go through the interroga-
tion again.

September 18: A couple returning
[rom Denmark. I asked him if he was
bringing back any hooks or magazines.
He said he had a few. “"What kind:=" 1
asked. "None of your business.” he re-
plied. T opened his suitcase and found it
filled with homosexual magazines. Evi-
dently his wile was surprised, because
she gave him the weirdest look in the
world. I didn’t confiscate the magazines,
because they weren't really hard-core
pornography. Also hecause 1 [eel that ex-
plainimg it all to his wilfe is going to be a
lot worse than our taking the stulf away.

- - -

June 30, 1972: Farewell to the fish
bowl. The International Arrivals Build-
ing has covered the glass of the observa-
tion deck with sheets ol plastic. No more
ol those waiting relatives rapping on the
glass and driving us nuts. I don’t miss the
noise, but I do miss being able to look up
at people and guessing about them from
their appearance. 1 also miss seeing the
good-looking girls up there. As for the
passengers, they don't like it. They look
up, and suddenly the smiles disappear
from their faces. They n 1o me and
say, ““The windows are gone” or “I guess
no one is meeting anybody™ or “Is this
J-F.EE" Actually, it's for their own pro-
tection. Thieves and pickpockets no
longer can look down and finger their
next victim. And if a narcotics seizure is
made, the conlederates in the gallery
don’t have the opportunity to see the ar-
rest and get away.

July 2: 1 always talk 1o the Americans
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who fly Acroflot. Most of the time, the
people say they went to Russia to visit
relatives. But one man said he'd been
going there since 1965 for medical care.
He claimed the care there is better and
cheaper than in the U. S.

A couple came back Irom a gambling
junket to Freeport. They had split their
funds and 1 asked them how they had
done in the casinos. The wife wanted o
answer, but the man glowered at her
when she wied to speak. She called for a
skycap, but he said he would carry the
bags. I guessed aloud that she had won
and that he had lost. He broke into a
grin and said I was right. He didn’t have
enough money to tip the skycap.

July 11: We had an instant celebrity
todav. A summer temporary, second day
on the job, lound a false-bottom suitcase
with 15 pounds of hash in it. Everyone
wanted to know how he did it. Seems a
girl came through his line claiming only
$3.90 worth ol purchases after a month
in Spain. He didn't believe her and
went looking.

July 15: 1 have scen about S15,000
worth of watches enter the United States
this week without duty being collected.
The staff officer did not want 1o make sei-
zures. Customs is a civil-service job and
some stlt oficers are afraid to stick their
necks out with people bringing in high-
rated duty items. A man getting a second-
ary just might have influence with the
men in Washington who control Customs
promotions.

Some stalt members are drunk on duty
and you might as well talk to a wall as
ask one of them to help you with a prob-
lem. Some. of course, are excellent in
their jobs. and you wonder how they ever
got advanced.

July 18: A dying man sent his son o
Poland to bring back some earth with
him. The son rvetwrned with  three
pounds of Polish soil, which is not admis-
sible under law. Therefore, a dispute
arose between Plant Quarantine regula-
tions and a dying man’s wishes. In 2
compromise, the soil was sterilized.

July 20: A woman was searched today
when an inspecior noticed that her bust-
line was composed of a series of angles
and was otherwise distorted. Turns out
the lady was flat-chested and had stulfed
her bra with varlous items. At least
she  succeeded  in drawing  attention
o hcrﬁ(‘ll'

July 22; We are having vouble with
people who can speak English but claim
they can’t, in order 1o avoid a thorough
examination. Especially troublesome are
some of the returnces with Alien Regis-
tration cards from the Dominican Repub-
lic and Haiti. Among our methods of
finding out il they really can speak Eng-
lish: One, tell them they are going to pay
i S100-per-year penalty for every year
they've been here and still can’t speak
English. Two, ask them, while Plint

168 Quarantine is examining wlinever loods

they've brought in. “You mean people
really eat this crap:™ Then watch for a
facial reaction.

People over 70 seem to receive a vicar-
ious thrill when 1 go through their
luggage. The idea that we might possibly
consider them smugglers causes them 1o
giggle.

July 24: When I asked a man if he had
anything to declare, he said that he had
an antique. I asked him where it was
and he pointed to his wile. She was
not amused.

A woman on a llight rom Athens was
hearthroken that a vase she had sent as
baggage had been damaged. She had
wrapped it carefully in a package marked
FRAGILE. | wonder why she thougl
that Greek baggage handlers could read
English.

A man back from Belfast related that
his mother’s home had been under attack
by both the British and the LR.A. for
four days. 1 asked him why he didn't
bring his mother to the U. S. He said that
life here is too hectic and would proba-
bly kill her.

July 25: The word has yet to reach Eu-
rope that we are not starving. So far this
week, I've seen a skinned rabbit, a
skinned monkey and an octopus. Only
the octopus, which was pickled, got
through.

July 28: T asked an American couple if
they had any KH-3 (an alleged aphro-
disiac). which is not allowed entry. The
wife said she had some at home but that
she had stopped using it because she felt
no difference. The husband nodded his
head in agreement.

Contraceptive devices are no longer
considered items 1o be confiscated. As one
mspector put it. “Fucking is now legal in
the United States.”

August 6: A woman returning lrom Is-
racl brought back a chip from the Wail-
ing Wall. I asked her why she took it. She
d because it was holy. I asked her 1o

&
think about what she'd done, what would

happen il everyone took a piece ol the
wall. She said. "So what®”

August 9: An Iralian couple. When the
inspector found salami, the wile became
rude. Her husband slapped her twice
across the face, then apologized to the
inspector. On the way out, the wife
ln.g.tn to talk again. She was slapped
twice again.

All those young girls who come back
from FEurope wearing no bras usually
have one tucked away in a corner of their
suitcase. I've the [eeling they won't
bounce into their homes the way they
bounce into the airport.

August 14: A young lady approached
my belt. As I reached lor her declaration.
she said, “Please be nice. It's my first
ume.” 1 didn't disappoint her.

August 15: 1 thought I had a drug sei-
zure. A givl brought in some drums [rom
North Africa. They were clay with skin
covering. One set of drums was unusually

heavy, and because they were from North
Alrica, we figured a false bottom. The
girl broke open the drums. but all we
found was a very heavy clay bottom. 1
fele bad about damaging them, but how
else could we have found owtz The girl
asked me what I was going 1o do alter
drugs became legal. 1 told her that we
would most likely collect duty on them.

I haven't lost a pen this summer.

Augusi 19: There's i story about an in-
spector who put his hand o a wote bag
10 remove what he thought was a b-ll.l]lll.
The thing was round .lllll cold and began
o wrap iself around the inspector’s
hand. It was a baby boa constrictor.

A doctor came through [lollowing a
year's service in Nigeria. As payment, his
patients had given him carvings, mats.
bowls, etc. 1 asked him to place a value
on them. "How can 127 he said. 1 passed
him through and wished him good luck.

Checking for [alse bottoms, 1 asked a
passenger returning rom Portugal whan
was i the half-gallon plastic container
he was carrving. He told me it was honey.
I couldn’t see through the plastic, so I cut
into the bottom. Honey spilled out all
over the place. I felt like a jerk.

August 25: Plant Quarantine seized
two putrid-smelling, vile-looking objects
that turned out to be sheep stomachs
used in the manufacture of a kind of
Ialian cheese.

August 27: To be paid overtime. we
are required 1o work at least one hour
alter our normal shift ends. Thereflore.
we sometimes deliberately and method-
ically search cach passenger to make sure
we get that hour in. This happened
when a charter flight from Paradise
Island arrived. Most of the passengers
were black. As we went blo\\l), very
slowly, through each passenger’s luggage.
a woman in line accused us of harassing
the arrivals because they were black. A
that moment, we finished our first over-
time hour and began speeding everyone
through. I remain convinced that the
woman believes the speed-up was due 1o
her complaint.

Heard that six picces of Louis Vuitton
luggage were seized because the couple
didn’t declare them. They had 1o stuff all
their possesstons into brown shopping
bags. The lu;.,hllt-ht of the year will he
someone’s coming in with Louis Vuitton
luggage tied up with rope.

An inspector found sterling-silver
vase in a woman's suitcase. He removed
the stopper and found a grayish powder.
“What's this?” he asked. “My hushand,”
the woman said.

August 31: A Greek army officer en
route to Wiashington on NATO orders
showed me a sttement to the effect tha
he'd passed an English-proficiency test
and therelore had a comprehension level
of 75 percent. I found this most inter-
esting, since he didn’t understand a word
I said ro him.

Working T'WA, I examined a beautilul




Don't bring extra money to Club Méditerranée,
you won't find much to spend it on.

Life goes on at Club Méditerranée
with little regard for money. It can
afford to here, for almost everything
is free.

The three glorious French meals
every day. And the wine that goes
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vacation the way man was intended
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and the telephone.
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are marks of Flayboy, Reg. U.S. Pat. Olf. € 1974, Playboy



TONY ORbﬂNDO &DﬂWN

CARPENTERS
SRANA NA

THREE DOG NlGHT
L UGN 7l

ON NBC RADIO
SPONSORED BY LEE JEANS

ONE OF THESE SUPERSTARS WILL BE HEARD IN CONCERT EACH WEEKEND.
~JULY. 7 thru AUGUST 25. ON THE NBC RADIO NETWORK.
SPONSORED BY THE LEE COMPANY ™

- Check your local NBC Radio Station listing for time in your area.




PLAYBOY

ws

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 aerosol

powder that works to

keep you free and easy.
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chafing. stickiness

and irritation.

' MCS—something new

i A\ for a man. Get it today,

and get comfortable.




pearl-and-gold pendant. The man said
he paid $35 for it. 1 offered him 550 on
the spot. He dedined the offer. 1 called
over a staff officer, who said the pearls
alone were worth $35. The man then
“found” his bill. indicating the piece had
cost him close to 3100,

September 5: 1 felt as miserable as
could be having to tell the El Al security
men arriving thar the Munich hostages
were dead. Like everyone else, they'd
heard they were sale. Many of the inspec-
tors are making life difhcult for passen-
gers carrying Arab passports. We've no
right to make or carry out foreign policy.
And we know the passengers aren’t re-
sponsible for what happened. But we [ecel
we have to do something.

July 2, 1973: Another summer, another
season of chasing mangoes and seizing
salamis, another opportunity to be an
actor. Yes, actor: How you ask your ques-
tions and how you react to the responses
play a lmge part in determining how
successful vou are at vour job.

July 5: A buddy of mine has won the
Golden Mango award. No one clse will
cver come close. He asked a Pakistani
couple if they had any food and they
said no, only mangoes. In all, he confis-
cated 1411,

July 7: There is something significant
in the face that the Japanese business-
man visiting New York carried not only
an American-made pocket calculator in
his attach¢ case but also a well-worn
abacus.

July 11: An inspector asked a girl of 16
where she had gotten her necklace. She
said the U. 8.; he said Israel. The inspec-
tor pointed at the necklace and said,
“Take it oft.” The girl began to pull her
blouse over her head. I wonder what was
on her mind.

There was a bomb threat on a fully
loaded 717 going o London. The plane
was emptied before take-off and the pas-
sengers and their Juggage were sent to
the Customs area for examination. To
me, this was the height of irresponsibil-
ity. It's preuy foolish grouping more than
350 people in an area where a bomb
might go oft. And why did we have to stay
there? 1 don’t want a memorial wing
dedicated in my honor.

July 19: Fastern Europeans are so
afraid of Customs that they whip out
their passports as if they'd be shot if they
hesitated. It's embarrassing. The J.F.K.
plainclothesmen have a mnasty habit of
picking on these people, who never pro-
test when they're yanked out of line and
are thoroughly searched. Today an east-
ern European turned white with panic as
he was led away. Welcome to the U. 8.1

July 20: Pan Am is guilty of gross dis-
crimination. Flight number one is a
luxury flight that goes around the world
and carries diplomats and other VIPs.
Flight 234 is from Santo Domingo, carry-
ing mostly poor, non-English-speaking

people. The passengers from these two
flights are never in the same lines. The
234 passengers are checked and re-
checked. The number-one passengers
breeze through in a few minutes. Obvi-
ously, Pan Am doesn’t want to get letters
from number-one people on how long it
took them to get through Customs.

July 28: Because this was a Saturday, a
woman inspector got a diamond scizure.
A man came ofl Alitalia and, naturally,
she began searching his luggage for sala-
mi. It was only alter she found the empty
ring boxes that she understood he'd been
to Isracl. One thing led to another and
finally he produced three diamond rings.
They were all undeclared and valued by
staff at more than S2000. The man paid
through the nose. Il he'd waited one
more day, he could have flown El Al
(which doesn’t fly Sarurdays from Israel)
and probably would have escaped detec-
tion. El Al doesn’t get the searches that
Alitalia gets.

July 29: Feeling the way I do about
people who shoot animals for sport, 1
wasn't too pleased to sec this guy get in
line with a set of kudu horns. He had his
papers right, but the staft oficer wanted
10 see the guns he'd used. The siaff

ofhicer was about to close the gun casc
when a beltman spotted maggots. Plant
Quarantine was called and the fun
began. The horns had been improperly
treated and now there were maggots all
over the horns, rilles, gun case, Customs
belt and floor. Every time the Plant
Quarantine man looked down the bar-
rel of the rifle, maggots kept falling out.
In the end, the horns, rilles and case were
fumigated and returned. Swissair was
little unhappy, because they now had o
[umigate the cargo hold ol the plane
where the gun case had been stored.

July 30: “What is the value of all the
things you are bringing back to the U. 8.
that you didn’t have with you when you
lefe2” To this question, a woman indi-
cated her pregnant condition and asked.
“What value do yon put on it

August 3: The ultimate drug seizure
was made on an Avianca passenger to-
night. She had one and one half pounds
of cocaine in the most intimate of
body cavities.

August 20: You can tell it's getting
toward the end of the summer. A woman
asked me why I did this kind of work and
1 told her 1 had a dirty-underwear fetish.
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BITCH (continued from page 55)

number 1076 and lifted the scal from the
beaker. T took a tiny sniff. Just one tiny
little sniff. Then 1 replaced the seal.”

“And then?”

“Oh, my God, Oswald, it was fantastic!
I completely lost control of myself! I did
things I would never in a million years
have dreamed of doingl™

“Such as what?”

“My dear fcllow, I went completely
wild! I was like a wild beast, an animal!
I was not human! The civilizing influ-
ences ol centuries simply dropped awayl
I was Neolithic!”

“What did you do?”

“I can’t remember the next bit very
clearly. It was all so quick and violent.
But I became overwhelmed by the most
terrilving sensation ol lust it is possible
to imagine. Evervthing clse was blotted
out of my mind. All T wanted was a
woman. I fele that if I didn’t get hold of
a woman immediately, I would explode.™

“Lucky Jeancute,” 1 said, glancing to-
ward the next room. “How is she now?”

*Jeanette lelt me over a year ago.” he
said. I replaced her with a brilliant
yvoung chemist called Simone Gautier.”

“Lucky Simone. then.”

“No, no!" Henri eried. “That was the
awful thing! She hadn't arrived! Today,
of all days. she was late for work! I hegan
to go mad. I dashed out into the corridor
and down the stairs. I was like a danger-
ous animal. 1 was hunting for a woman,
any woman, and heaven help her when I
found her!”

“And who did you find?"”

“Nobody. thank God. Because sudden-
ly, I regained my senses. The effect had
worn off. It was very quick, and I was
standing alone on the second-floor Land-
ing. I felt cold. But 1 knew at once ex-
actIIy what had happened. 1 ran back
upstairs and re-entered this room with
my nostrils pinched tightly between fin-
ger and thumb. 1T went straight to the
drawer where I stored the nose plugs.
Ever since 1 started working on this proj-
ect, 1 have kept a supply of nose plugs
rcady for just such an occasion. I
rammed in the plugs. Now I was safe.”

“Can’t the molecules get up into the
nose through the mouth?” I asked him.

“They can't reach the receptor sites,”
he siad. “That's why you can't smell
through your mouth. So I went over to
the apparatus and switched off the heat.
I then wransferred the tiny quantity of
precious fluid from the beaker to this
very solid airtight bottle you see here. In
it there are precisely eleven cubic centi-
meters of number 1076.”

*“Then you telephoned me.”

“Not immediately. no. Because at that
point, Simone arrived. She took one look
at me and ran into the next room,
screaming.”

“Why did she do that?™

“My God, Oswald, I was standing

there stark-naked and T hadn’t realized
it. I must have ripped off all my clothes!”

“Then what?”

"I got dressed again. After that, I went
and told Simone exactly what had hap-
pened. When she heard the truth. she
became as excited as me. Don’t forger,
we've been working on this together for
over a vear now.”

“Is she still here?

“Yes. She's next door in the other lab.”

It was quite a story Henri had told me.
I picked up the liule square botde and
held it against the light. Through the
thick glass I could see about half an inch
of fluid. pale and pinkish-gray, like the
juice of a ripe q

“Don’t drop i, Henri said. “Better
put it down.” I put it down. “The next
step.” he went on. “will be to make an
accurate test under scientific conditions.
For that I shall have to spray a measured
quantity onto a woman and then let a
nman approach her. It will be necessary
for me o observe the operation at close
range.”

“You are a dirty old man,” I said.

“I am an olfactory chemist,” he said
primly.

“Why don't 1 go out into the strect
with my nose plugs in,” I said, “and
S])l‘il}' sOome onto l.]lt_' 'iI'St Wom:an \\'IIO
comes along? You can watch from the
window here. It ought to be fun.”

“It would be fun. all right.” Henri
said. “But not very scientific. T must
make the test indoors under controlled
conditions.”

“And I will play the male part,” I said.

“No, Oswald.”

“What do you mean, no? I insist.”

“Now, listen to me.” Henri sard. “We
have not vet found out what will hap-
pen when a woman is present. This stuff
is very powerful, T am certain of that.
And you, my dear sir, are not exactly
young. It could be exmremely dangerous.
It could drive vou bevond the limit of
your endurance.”

I was stung. “There are no limits to my
endurance,” [ said.

“Rubbish,” Henri said. “I reluse to
tiake chances. That is why I have engaged
the fittest and strongest young man I
could find.”

“You mean you've already done this?”

“Certainly I have,” Henri said. “1 am
excited and impatient. I want to get on,
The hoy will be here any minute.”

“Who is he?”

“A professional boxer.”

"Good God.”

“His name is Picrre Lacaille. T am
paving him one thousand francs for the
job.”

“How did you find him?"

“I know a lot more people than you
think, Oswald. I am not a hermit.”

“Does the man know what he's in
for?"”

.

“I have told him only that he is to par-
ticipate in a scientific experiment that
has to do with the psychology of sex. The
less he knows, the better.”

“And the woman? Whe will you use
there?”

“Simone, of course,” Henri said. “She
is a scientist in her own right. She will be
able to observe the reactions of the male
even more closely than me.”

“That she will,” I said. “Does she real-
ize what might happen o her®”

“Very much so. And I had one hell of
a job persuading her to do it. T had to
point out that she would he participating
in a demonstration that will go down in
history. Tt will be talked about for
hundreds of years.”

“Nonsense,” I said.

“My decar sir, through the centuries
there are certain great ¢pic moments of
scientific discovery that are never forgor-
ten. Like the time Dr. Horace Wells of
Hartlord. Connecticut, had a  twoth
pulled out in 1844

“What was so historic about that?

“Dr. Wells was a dentist who had been
plaving about with nitrous-oxide gas.
One day, he got a terrible toothache. He
knew the ooth would have to come out
and he called in another dentist to do the
job. But first he persuaded his colleague
to put a mask over his face and turn on
the nitrous oxide. He became uncon-
scious and the tooth was extricted and he
woke up again as fit as a flea. Now, that,
Oswald, was the first operation ever per-
formed in the world under general
anesthesia. It started something big. We
shall do the same.”

At this point, the doorbell rang. Henri
grabbed a pair of nose plugs and carried
them with him to the door. And there
stood Picrre. the boxer. But Henri would
not allow him to enter until the plugs
were rammed firmly up his nostrils. T be-
hieve the fellow came thinking he was
going to act in a blue Alm, but the busi-
ness with the plugs must have quickly
disillusioned him. Pierre Lacaille was a
bantamweight, small, muscular and wiry.
He had a flat [ace and a bent nose. He
was about 22 and not very bright.

Henri introduced me. then ushered us
straight into the adjoining laboratory,
where Simone was working. She was
standing by the lab bendh in a white
overall, writing something in a notebook.
She looked up at us through thick glasses
as we came in. The glasses had a white-
plastic frame.

“simone,” Henri said, “this is Picrre
Lacaille.” Simone looked at the boxer
but said nothing. Henri didn't bother to
introduce me.

Simone was a slim 30ish woman with a
pleasant scrubbed face. Her hair was
brushed back and bound inte a bun.
This, together with the white spectacles,
the white overall and the white skin of
her face, gave her a quaint, antiseptic air,
She looked as though she had been




“When you're off duly. sergeant, who takes care of your privates?”

171



PLAYBOY

172

“What say, cookie? Care for a peek inlo yesteryear?”

sterilized for 50 minutes in an autoclave
and should be handled with rubber
gloves. She gazed at the boxer with large
brown cves.

“Let's get going.” Henri said. “Are you
readv:”

“I don’t know what's going 1o happen.”
the boxer said. “But I'm ready.” He did
a littde dince on his toes.

Henri was also ready. He had obvious-
Iy worked the whole thing our before 1
arrived. “Simone will siv in that chair,”
he said. pointing to a plain wooden chair
set in the middie of the laboratory. “And
vou, Pierre. will stand on the six-meter
mark with your nose plugs still in.”

There were chalk lines on the floor in-
dicating various distances from the chair,
from half a meter up 10 six merers.

“1 shall begin by spraying a small
quantity of liquid onto the lady's neck.”
Henri went on. addressing the boxer.
“You will then remove your nose plugs
and start walking slowly toward her.” To
me he satd, “1 wish first of all 1o discover
the effective range, the exact distance he
is from the subject when the molecules
hit.”

“Does he sumt with his clothes on?” 1
asked.

“Exactly as he is now.”

“And is the lady expected 1o cooperate
Or 10 resists”

“Neither. She must be a purely passive
instrument in his hands.”

Simone was still Iooking at the hoxer.
1 saw her slide the end of her tongue
slowly over her lips.

“This perfume,” I said to Henri, “doces
it have any cifect upon a woman:"

“None whatsoever,” he said. “That is
why I am sending Simone out now to
prepare the spray.” The girl went into
the main laboratory, closing the door be-
hind her.

“So you spray something on the girl

and 1 walk toward her.” the boxer said.
“What happens then:”

“We shall have 1o wait and see,” Henri
said. “You are not worried, are you?”

“Me, worried?” the boxer said. “About
a woman?—

“Good boy,” Henri said. Henri was be-
coming very excited. He went hopping
from one end of the room to the other,
checking and rechecking the position of
the chair on its chalk mark and moving
all breakables such as glass heakers and
bottles and test tubes off the bench onto
a high shelf. “This isn't the ideal place,”
he said. “but we must make the best of
it.” He tied a surgeon’s mask over the
lower part of his Lice, then handed one
to me.

“Don’t you trust the nosc plugs:”

“It’s just an extra precaution.” he said.
“Put it on.”

The girl retwrned carrying a tiny stain-
less-sieel spray gun. She gave the gun 10
Henri. Henri took a stop watch from his
pocker. “Ger ready. please.” he said.
“You, Pierre, stand over there on the six-
meter mark.” Pierre did so. The girl seat-
ed herself in the chair. It was a chair
without arms. She sat very prim and
upright in her spotless white overall with
her hands folded on her lap. her knees
together. Henri stationed himself behind
the girl. T siood to one side. “Are we
readv?” Henri cried.

“Wait,” said the girl. Tt was the first
word she had spoken. She stood up. re-
moved her spectacles, placed them on a
high shell. then returned to her seat. She
smoothed the white overall along her
thighs. then clasped her hands together
and laid them again on her lap.

“Are we ready now?” Henri said.

“Let her have it.” I said. “Shoot.”

Henri aimed the livde spray gun at an
area of bare skin just below Simone’s car.
He puiled the trigger. The gun made a

soft hiss and a fine misty spray came out
of s nozzle.

“Pull your nose plugs out!” Henri
called 1o the boxer as he skipped quickly
away from the girl and took up a posi-
tion next to me. The boxer caught hold
of the strings dangling from his nostrils
and pulled. The lubricated rubber plugs
slid out smoothly.

“Come on, come on!” Henri shouted.
“Start moving! Drop the plugs on the
floor and come forward slowly!” The
boxer took a pace forward. “Not so fas!”
Henri cried. “Slowly does it! That's bet-
ter! Keep poing! Keep going! Don't
stop!™ He was crazy with excitement, and
I must admit T was getting a bit worked
up myselfl. I glanced at the girl. She was
crouching in the chair, just a few yards
away from the boxer, tense, motionless.
watching his cvery move, and I found
myself thinking about a white female rat
I had once seen in a cage with a huge py-
thon. The python was going to swallow
the rat and the rat knew it, and the rat
was crouching very low and still, hypno-
tized. wranshxed. urterly Iascinated by
the slow advancing movements of the
snake.

The boxer edged forward.

As he passed the five-meter mark. the
girl unclasped her hands. She laid them
palms downward on her thighs. Then she
changed her mind and placed them more
or less underncath her buttocks, gripping
the seat of the chair on either side. hrac-
ing hersclf, as it were, against the coming
onslaught.

The boxer had just passed the two-
meter mark when the smell hit him. He
stopped dead. His eves glazed and he
swaved on his legs as though he had been
tapped on the head with a maller. 1
thought he was going to keel over, but he
didn’t. He stood there swaving gently
from side to side like a drunk. Suddenly
he started making noises through his nos-
trils, queer little snorts and grunts that
reminded me of a pig snithng around its
trough. Then, without any warning at
all. he sprang ar the girl. He ripped off
her white overall, her dress and her un-
derclothes.  After that, all hell broke
loose.

There is liude point in deseribing ex-
actly what went on during the next few
minutes. You ¢am guess most of it any
way. I do have to admit. though, that
Henri had probably been right in choos-
ing an exceptionally fit and healthy
young man. 1 hate to say it, but I doult
my middle-aged body could have stond
up o the inaredibly violent gymmastics
the boxer seemed driven o perform. I am
not a voyeur. 1 hate that sort of thing.
But in this case, I stood there absolutely
wransfixed. The sheer animal ferocity of
the man was frightening. He was like a
wild beast. And right in the middle of it
all, Henri did an interesting thing. He
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produced a revolver and rushed up to the
boxer and shouted, “Get away [rom that
girl! Leave her alone or I'll shoot you!™
The boxer ignored him, so Henri fired a
shot just over the top of his head and
yelled, T mean it Pierre! I shall kill yvou
il you don't stop!” The boxer didn't
even look up.

Henri was hopping and dancing about
the room and shouting, “It's Lintastic! It's
magnificent! Unbelievable! It works! It
works! We've done it, my dear Oswald!
We've done !

The action stopped as quickly as it had
begun. The boxer suddenly let go ol the
girl, stood up. blinked a few times and
then said. “"Where the hell am IF What
happened="

Simone. who seemed to have come
through it all with no bones broken,
jumped up. grabbed her dodthes and ran
into the next room. “Thank you, made-
moiselle,” said Henri as she llew past him.

The interesting thing was that the be-
mused Dboxer hadn’t the faintest idea
what he had been doine. He stood there
naked and covered with sweat, gazing
around the room and trving 1o figure out
how in the world he came o be in that
condition.

“What did T do?” he asked. “Where's
the girl?

“You were terrific!” Henri shouted,
throwing him a towel. “Don't worry
about a thing! The thousand francs is
all yours!”

Just then the door flew open and Si-
mone, still naked, ran bhack into the lab.
“Spray me again!™ she cried. “Oh, Mon-
sicur Henri, spray me just one more
time!” Her face was alight, her eyes shin-
ing like two stars.

“The experiment is over,” Henri said.
“Go away and dress yowrsell.” He rook
her firmly by the shoulders and pushed
her back into the other room. Then he
tocked the door.

Hall an hour later, Henri and I sat
celebrating our success in a small calé
down the sireet. We were drinking col-
fee and brandy. “How long did it go
on:" I asked.

“Six minutes and thirty-two seconds,”
Henri sitid.

I sipped my brandy and waiched the
people strolling by on  the sidewalk.
“What's the next move”

“First, 1 must write up my notes,”
Henri said. “Then we shall talk about
the luture.”

“Docs anyone else know the formula?”

“Nobody.”

“"What about Simone?”

“She doesn’t know it.”

“Have you written it down?”

“Not so anyone clse could understand
it. I shall do that tomorrow.”

“Do it first thing,” I said. “I'll want a
copy. What shall we call the swil? We
need a name.”

“What do you suggest?”

“Bitch,” 1 said. “Let's call it Bitch.”

Henri smiled and nodded his head slow-
ly. I ordered more brandy. “It would be
great stufl for stopping a riot,” I said.
“Much better than tear gas. Imagine the
scene if you sprayed it on an angry moh.”

“Nice,” Henri said. “Very nice.”

“Another thing we could do, we could
sell it to very lat, very rich women at [an-
tastic prices.”

“We could do that,” Henri answered.

“Do vou think it would cure loss of vi-
rility in menz" I asked him.

“O6 course,” Henri said. “Tmpotence
would go out the window.”

“What about octogenarians?”

“Them, 100, he said, “though it would
kill them at the same time.”

“And marriages on the rocks?”

“My dear fellow,” Henri said, “the
possibilities are legion.”

At that precise moment. the seed ol an
idea came sneaking slowly into myv mind.
As you know. I have a passion for poli-
tics. And my strongest passion. although
I am English, is for the politics of the
United States ol America. I have always
thought it is over there, in that mighty
and mixed-up navon, that the destinies
ol mankind must surely lie. And right
now, there was a President i olhce
whom I could not stand. He was an evil
man who pursued evil policies. Worse
thun that, he was a humorless and unat-
tractive creature. So why didn’t I Oswald
Cornelius. remove him from ofhce?

The idea appealed to me.

“How much Bitch have you got in the
Lab at the moment?” 1 asked.

“Exactly ten cubic centimerers,” Henri
said.

“And how much is one dose?”

“We used one c.c. for the test.”

“That’s all 1 want,” 1 said. "One c.c
I'll take it home with me today. And a set
of nose plugs.”

“No." Henri said. “Lets not  play
arownd  with it at this stage. It's o
dangerous.”

“It is my property,” 1 said. “Hall of it
is mine. Don’t forget our agreement.”

In the end. he had to give in. But he
hated doing it. We went back to the lab,
inserted our nose plugs and Henri meas-
ured our precisely one ce. of Bitch into
a small scent hottle. He sealed the stop-
per with wax and gave me the bottle. “I
implore vou to be discreet,” he said.
“This is probably the most important sci-
entilic discovery ol the century, and it
must not be treated as a joke.”

From Henri's place, T drove directly 1o
the workshop of an old hriend, Marcel
Brossollet. Marcel was an inventor and
manulacturer of tiny precise scentific
gadgets. He did a lot ol work for sur-
geons, devising new types ol heart valves
and pacemakers and those linle one-way
alves that reduce intracranial pressure
in hydrocephalics.

“I want you to make me,” T said to
Marcel, "a capsule that will hold exacily
one c.c. of liquid. To this littde capsule,

there must be atuached a timing device
that will split open the capsule and re-
lease the liguid at a predetermined mo-
ment. The entire thing must not be more
than half an inch long and hall an inch
thick. The smaller the better. Can you
manage that?"”’

“Very easily,” Marcel said. “A thin
plastic capsule. a tiny section ol razor
blade to split the capsule, a spring to flip
the razor blade and the usual preset
alarm svstem on a very small ladies®
wittch. Should the capsule be fillable?”

“Yes. Make it so I myself can fill it and
seal it up. Can I have it in a week?”

“Why not?” Marcel said. “It is very
simple.”

The next morning brought  dismal
news. That lecherous little slut Simone
had apparently sprayed hersell with the
entive remaining stock of Biwch, nine
cubic centimeters of it, the moment she
arrived at the lab! She had then sneaked
up behind Henri. who was just settling
himsell at his desk to write up his notes.

I don’t have to tell you what happened
next. And worst ol all, the silly girl had
forgotten that Henri had a serious heart
condition. Damn it. he wasn't even al-
lowed 1o climb a flight of stairs. So when
the molecules hit him. the poor fellow
didn’t stand a chance. He was dead with-
in a minute, killed in action, as they say,
and that was that.

The infernal woman might at least
have waited unul he had written down
the formula. As it was. Henri lelt not a
single note. I searched the Lab after they
had taken away his body, but I found
nothing. So now, more than ever, 1 was
determined to make good use of the only
remaining cubic centimeter of Bitch in
the world.

A week later, I collected from Marcel
Brossollet a beautilul little gadger. The
uming device consisted ol the smallest
watch T had ever seen. and this, together
with the capsule and all the other parts.
had been secured to a tiny aluminum
plate three eighths of an inch square.
Marcel showed me how to ill and seal
the capsule and set the timer. I thanked
him and paid the bill.

As soon as possible, I traveled to New
York. In Manhattan. T put up at the
Plaza Hotel. I arrived there about three
in the alternoon. I took a bath, had a
shave and asked room service to send me
up a bottle of Glenlivet and some ice.
Feeling clean and comfortable in my
dressing gown, I poured myself a good
strong drink of the delicious malt whisky,
then seuled down in a deep chair with
the morning’s New York Times. My suite
overlooked Central Park and  through
the open window I could hear the hum
of wrafic and the blaring of cabdrivers’
horns on Central Park South. Suddenly,
one of the smaller headlines on the front
page of the paper caught my eye. It read:
UPRESIDENT ON TV TONIGHT.” I read on.
“The President is expected to make an
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important foreign-policy statement when
he speaks tonight at the dinner 1o be
given in his honor by the Daughters ol
the American Revolution in the ball-
room ol the Waldorf Astoria. . . ."”

My God. what a piece of luck!

I had been prepared to wait in New
York for many weeks belore I gor a
chance like this. The President ol the
United States does not often appear with
a bunch of women on television. And
that was exactly how I had to have him.
He was an exmraordinarily slippery cus-
tomer. He had fallen into manv a sewer
and had alwavs come out smelling ol shit
Yet he managed every time to convince
the nation that the smell was coming
Irom someone else. not him. So the wav |
hgured it was this: A man who rapes a
womatt in Tull sight of 20,000,000 viewers
across the counury would have a preuy
hard tme denving he ever did it.

I read on. "The President will speak
Lor approximately 20 minutes, commenc-
g at nine v, and all major TV net-

works will carry the speech. He will be
introduced by Mrs. Elvira Ponsonby, the
incumbent president ol the Daughters of
the American Revolution. When inter-
viewed in her suite at the Waldorl Tow-
ers, Mrs. Ponsonby said. . . .”

It was perfect! Mrs. Ponsonby would
be seated on the President’s right. At ien
past nine preasely, with the President
well into his speech and hall the pop-
ulation of the United States watching, a
little capsule nestling searetly in the re-
gion ol Mrs. Ponsouby’s hosom would he
punctured and one c.c. ol Bitch would
come oozing out onto her gilt-lamé ball
gown. The President’s head would come
up, he would smil and snifl again, his
eves would bulge, his nostrils would flare
and he would start snorung like a stal-
lion. Then suddenly he would turn and
grab hold ol Mrs. PPonsonby. She would
be flung across the dining table and the
President would leap on top ol her, with
the pie @t la mode and swrawberry short-
cake tlying in all directions.

“I'm Frankie and this is Johnnie.”

I leaned back and closed my eves, sa-
voring the delicious scene. I saw the head-
lines in the papers the next morning:

“PRESIDENT'S BEST PERFORMANCE TO
DATE"

“PRESIDENTIAL SECRETS REVEALED TO
NATION

PRESIDENT INAUGURATES BLUE TV
and so on.

He would be impeached in due course
and I would slip quietly out ol New York
and head back o Paris. Come o think of
it. I would be leaving tomorrow!

I checked the time. It was nearly four
oclock. 1 dressed mysell without hurry-
ing. I 1ook the ¢levator down 1o the main
lobby and strolled across to Madison
Avenue. Somewhere around 62nd Streer,
I found a good florist’s shop. There 1
bought a corsage ol three massive orchid
blooms all fastened wogether. The or-
chids were cardevas, white with mauve
splotches on them. 1 had the shop pack
them in a handsome box tied op with
gold string. Then 1 swolled back to the
Plaza, carrying the box, and went up
to my suite.

I locked all doors leading 1o the corri-
dor, i case the maid should come in to
turn back the bed. I got out the nose
plugs and lubricated them carefully. 1 in-
serted them in my  nostrils, ramming
them home very hard. I tied a surgeon’s
mask over my lower face as an extra pre-
cautton, just as Henri had done. 1 was
reudy now for the next swep.

With an ordinary nose  dropper. 1
translerred my precious cubic centimeter
ol Bitch brom the scent bottle 1o the uny
capsule. The hand holding the dropper
shook a litde as 1 did this, but all went
well. I seated the capsule. Alter thae, 1
wound up the tuny wateh and set it 1o the
correct time. It was three minutes alter
five o'dock. Lastly, T set the umer o go
olf and break the capsule at ten minutes
ast nine.

The stems of the three huge orchid
blooms had been ted lt}l'_;'l‘lllt_‘l' by the flo-
rist with a broad white ribbon and it was
=] -.‘implc matter lor me o remove the ril-
bon and secure my linde capsule and
timer to the orchid stems with cotton
thread. When that was done, I wound the
ribbon back around the stems and over
my gadget. Then 1 retied the bow. It was
a nice job.

Next. I orelephoned the Waldorl and
learned that the dinner was 10 begin
cight o’clock but that the guests must be
assembled in the ballroom by 7:30, be-
fore the President arvived,

At ten minutes to seven, I paid off my
cab ouside the Waldorl Towers en-
ance and walked into the building. 1
crossed the small lobby and placed my
orchid box on the recepuon desk. |
leaned over the desk. getting as close as
possible to the derk. "I have o deliver




this package to Mrs. Elvira Ponsonby,” I
whispered, using a slight American ac-
cent. “Ieis a gile from the President.”

The clerk looked at me suspiciously.

“Mrs. Pousonby is introducing  the
President belore he speaks tonight in the
bhallvoom,” [ added. “The President wish-
es her to have this corsage vight away.”

“Leave it here and I have i sent ap
1o her suire,” the cerk said.

“No. you won't,” I told him. “My or-
ders are to deliver it in person. What's
the number ol her suire?”

The man was impressed. “Mis. Pon-
sonby is in five-o-one,” he said.

I thanked him and went into the cleva-
tor. When I got out at the fifth floor and
wilked along the corridor, the elevator
operitor stayed and watched me. T rang
the bell to 501.

The door was opened by the most
enormous female T had ever secen in my
lile. T have seen ghant women in circuses.
I have seen lady wrestlers and weight lifr
ers. I have seen the huge Masai women in
the plains below Kilimanjaro. But never
had 1 seen a female so tall and broad and
thick as this one. Nor so thoroughly re-
pugnant. She was groomed and dressed
for the greatest occasion of her life, and
in the two seconds that elapsed hefore
cither of us spoke. I was able 1o take most
of it in—the metallic silver-blue hair
with every strand glued ino place. the
hrown pig eyes, the long sharp nose snifl-
ing for trouble. the curled lip. 1the prog-
nathous jaw. the powder. the mascara.
the scarler lipstck and, most shattering
of all. the massive shored-up bosom that
projecied like a balcony in front of her.
It stuck out so [ar it was a miracle she
didn’t topple forward with the weight ol
it all. And there she stood. this pueumat-
ic giant, swathed [rom neck to ankles in
the stars and stripes of the American flag.

“AMus. Elviva Ponsonby?” I murmured.

“I am Mrs. Ponsonby,” she boomed.
“What do you wantz T am extremely
busy.”

“Mrs. Ponsonby,” I said. “The Presi-
dent has ordered me to deliver this to
you in person.”

She melted immediately. “The dear
man!” she shouted. “"How perfectly gor
seous of him!” Two massive hands
reached out to grab the box. I let her
have it.

“My instructions are to nmake absolute-
ly sure you open it hefore you go to the
hanquet.” I said.

“Sure I'll open it she said. “Do I have
to do it in front ol youz”

“If you wouldn't mind.”

“OK. come on in. But I don't have
much time.”

I followed her into the living room of
the suite. “I am to tell you.” I said. “that
it comes with all good wishes rom one
President to another.”

“Ha!" she roared. I like that! What a
gorgeous man he is!” She untied the gold

“Pay no altention. Harry!

string ol the box and lifted the hd. “1
guessed it!” she shouted. " Orchids! How
splendid! Thev're far grander than this
poor litde thing I'm wearing!™

I had been so dazzled by the galaxy
of stars across her bosom that T hadn™t
noticed the single orchid pinned to the
left-hand side.

I must change over at once.” she said.
“The President will be expecting me to
wear his gile”

“He certanly will,” T said.

Now. to give vou an iden of how far
her chest stuck out in front of her. 1 must
tell vou thar when she reached forward
to unpin the flower, she was only just
able o touch it, even with her arms fully
extended. She fiddled around with the
pin for guite a while. but she couldn’t
reallv see what she was doing and it
wouldn’t come undone. “I'm terrificd of
tearing this gorgeous gown.” she said.
“Here, you do it.”" She swung around and
thrust her mammoth bust in my fuce. 1
hesitated. “Go on!” she boomed. 1 don't
have all night!” I went to it, and in the
end T managed to get the pin unhooked
from her dress.

“Now. let's get the other one on.”
she said.

T put aside the single orchid and lifted
my own flowers carefully from the box.

“Have they got a pin?” she asked.

“I don’t believe they have” T said.
Thar was something I'd lorgotten.

“Nao matter.” she said. “We'll use the
old one.” She removed the safety pin
from the first orchid. and then, before 1
could stop her. she scized the three or-
chids T was holding and jabbed the pin
hard into the white ribbon around the
stems. She jabbed it almost exactly into

fre

the spot where my litde capsule of Bitch
was lving hidden. The pin struck some-
thing hard and wouldn’t go through.
She jabbed it again. Again it siruck
metal. “What the hell's under here:”
she snorted.

“Let me do it!” T eried, but it was
1o late, because the wet stain of Bitch
from the punciured capsule was already
spreading over the white ribbon and one
hundredih of a second later the smell hit
me. It caught me smack under the nose
and it wasn't actually like a smell at all,
because a smell is something intangible.
You cannot feel a smell. Bue this stufl
was palpable. It was solid. Tv felt as
though some kind of hery liguid were
being squirted up my nostrils under high
pressure. It was exceedingly uncomforta-
ble. 1 could feel it pushing higher and
higher. penetrating far beyond the nasal
passages. forcing its way up behind the
forehead and reaching for the brain.
Suddenly the stars and swripes on Mis,
Ponsonby’s dress began 1o wobble and
bobble about, and then the whole room
started wobbling and 1 could hear my
hewrt thumping in my head. Tv felt as
though I were going under an anesthetic.

At that point, T must have blacked
out completely, if only for a couple of
seconds.

When | came round again. | was stand-
ing naked in a rosy room and there was a
funny feeling in my groin. I looked down
and saw that my beloved sexual organ
was three feet long and thick 1o march. I
was still growing. It was lengthening and
swelhing at a wemendous rate. Av the
same time, my body was shrinking. Small-
er and smaller shrank my body. Bigger
and bigger grew my astonishing organ,

-
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and it went on growing, by God, until it
had enveloped my entire body and ab-
sorbed it within itsell. I was now a gigan-
tic perpendicular penis, seven feer tall
and as handsome as they come.,

I did a liule dance around the room to
celebrate my splendid new condition. On
the way I met a maiden in a star-span-
gled dress. She was very big as maidens
go. I drew myself up to my full height
and declaimed in a loud voice:

“The summer’s flower is to the sum-
mer sweel,

It flowvishes despite the summer’s
heat.

But tell me truly, did you ever see

A sexual organ quite so grand as
me?”

The maiden leaped up and flung her
arms as [ar around me as she could. Then
she eried out:

“Shall 1 compare thee to a suwmmer’s
day?

Shall 1. . . . Oh, deav. T know not
what 1o say.

But all my life I've had an iich to
kiss '

A man who could evect himself like
this.”

A moment later, the two ol us were
millions of miles up in owmer space,
flving through the universe in a shower
of mercorites all red and gold. T was rid-

ing her bareback. arouching lorward and
gripping her tightly between my thighs.
“Faster!” I shouted, jabbing long spurs
mto her flanks. “Go faster!” Faster and
still faster she flew, spurting and spin-
ning around the rim of the sky, her mane
streaming with sun and snow waving out
ol her tail. The sense of power 1 had was
overwhelming., 1 was unassailable, su-
preme. I was the Lord of the Universe,
scattering the plancts and ctching the
stars in the palm of my hand and tossing
them away as though they were ping-
pong balls.

Oh, ecstasy and ravishment! Oh, Jeri-
¢ho and Tyre and Sidon! The walls came
tumbling down and the irmament disin-
tegrated, and out of the smoke and fire
of the explosion, the sitting room in the
Waldorl Towers came swimming slowly
hack into my consciousness like a rainv
day. The place was a shambles. A tor-
nado would have done less damage. My
clothes were on the floor. I started dress-
ing mysell very quickly. 1 did it in about
30 seconds flar. And as I ran toward the
door. | heard a voice that seemed to be
coming [rom somewhere behind an up-
turned table in the far corner of the
room. "I don’t know who vou are. young
man.” it said. “But vou've certainly done
me a power of good.™

“Sure, conjugal wisits will be better than nothing, but
I'll bet the finks won’t allow wife swapping.”

NO SUCCESS LIKE FAILURE

(continued from page 149)
and during the next three years headed an
outhit called Civil Operations and Revolu-
tionary Development Support (CORDS).
By building a road here, an outdoor
privy there, CORDS was supposed 1o
“pacily” the angry South Vietnamese
civilians who somehow had got the
impression that Americans were there
10 destroy their country.

CORDS ofhcials tried to starve the Viet
Cong out of the back counury by depler-
ing the rice supply. Also, they uprooted
entire villages and packed the inhabitans
oft 1o safer areas—safer, that is, from the
U. S. soldiers and airmen who were devas-
tating the countryside in their usually
futile search for the hidden Viet Cong
inhlirators. The result did not discourage
the Viet Cong in the slightest, but it creat-
ed a permanent flow of hungry refugees
who still aimlessly wander the back voads
of South Vicinam or crowd into towns
that do not want them.

A speaal program created and direct-
vd by Colby was Operation Phoenix.
Nothing rose from its ashes but more
ashes. Theoretically, the objective was to
lerret out Vier Cong sympathizers [rom
among the South Vietnamese civilian
population by undercover policework;
but, in fact. Phoenix wrned into a pro-
gram of peny feuding, blackmail and per-
version. Suspeats who did not quickly pay
olf their caprors, or conless to crimes of
which they may not have been guilty,
were often tortured (holes drilled in their
heads. genitals mutilated, etc) and just
as often killed. Between 1968 and early
1971, agents operating directly or indi-
rectly under Colby killed 20.587 civil-
ians, including. of course, many innocent
lolks, without putting a dent in the Viet
Cong operation.

With the bloody farce of CORDS and
IPhoenix to assist him up the bureauncratic
ladder, Colby returned to Washington in
1971 and was given the job which in-
cluded guiding the CIA's cover-up of its
role in the Witerzate scandal. He also
helped White House aide John Ehrlich-
man cover up his part in the mess (by
Colby's own  admission, he  “danced
around” o avoid telling the Watergate
prosecutors that it was Ehrlichman whao
had asked the CIA to suppress infor-
mation about the burglary ol Daniel
Ellsherg’s psvchiatrist's oflice).

As a reward for his many mistakes of
judgment and  commission, Colby in
1973 was finally clevated to the highest
CIA chair.

There was. however, contrary to sur-
Ltce evidence. a very powerlul logic to his
success. He represents, in a premier fash-
ion, what have been the dominant forces
of U.S. foreign policy during the past
decade, at least—the forces ol action, as
opposed 1o the forces of thought.



The CIA itsell has been divided tradi-
tionally along the action vs. thought lines.
Its action arm is the clandestine service.
This covert, 007-style division is nick-
named, correctly, the “department of
dirty wricks.” Colby, a courageous devotee
of action—as he has proved ever since
World War Two, when he made two
jumps (most wartime spies were coutent
with one) behind enemy lines to disrupt
Nazi operations—has spent his CIA career
in the clandestine service. It was this de-
partment that he directed after returning
from his last tour in Vietnam and before
becoming head of the entire agency.

It is verv much to the point to note
that the department of dirty tricks’ rec-
ord—or at least the record known to the
public—is incredibly poor, an ill-kept
aravevard full ol open graves and of
hones scattered over a quarter century: an
airdrop of CIA agents into Albania to
overthrow the government ([ailure). sup-
port of invasion lorces against Sukarno
(Tailure). attempted bribe of Singapore
premier (lailure). Gary Powers” U-2 flight
over Russia (horrible [ailure). the Bav of
Pigs (disaster). two attempts to rig Chil-
ean clections against Allende (brst timne
a successful embarrassment. second time
v embarrassing failure). training and
support of secret army in Laos (a
S500.000.000-per-year [ailure). support of
right-wing George Papadopoulos in mili-
tary overthrow ol Greek government (a
grotesque and pitiful success).

On the other hand, there is the CIA's
intelligence division. These are the spies
who pull in some solid and some wispy
bits ol inlormation Irom all over the
world. sit and ponder them, contemplate
them, silt them and toss them in the wind
1o see which way they will ily—and wheth-
er or not owr lorcign policy should fly
alter them,

These are the thinkers. and they have
had great success [rom time o time. 11
the CIA has in any generally known [ash-
ion been a blessing o this counry since
World War Two. it is becruse of this in-
telligence analysis. The key has been a
reasonable  objectivity. With o arms
program 1o inllate and sell o Congress,
the CILAL unlike the Pentagon. has felt no
need 1o ind crises where no erises existed.
With no policy errors o cover up pub-
licly (since irs policy ervors are seldom
publicized), the CIA, unlike the State De-
partment. need not concoct make-believe
reltionships  with  other  countries  in
order 1o protect its bureaucratic ego.

When the Pentagon, a couple of years
ago, disclosed that its spies had uncov-
ered evidence that Russia was preparing
a first-sirike capability with its §5-9 mis-
siles, the CIA's intelligence analysts said
that this was not wue—and they were
right. When the Pentagon insisted that
the Cambodian invasion would halt the
infiltration of North Vietnamese, the
CIA’s analysts said no, no; they also dis-

of

puted Pentagon spies by arguing—again
correctly—that the Lon Nol government
in Cambodia would fail to hold the coun-
tryside and that the South Vietnamese
army would perform wretchedly in Laos.

These correct advisories infuriated
Pentagon officials and the White House,
for the CIA information gatherers and
appraisers were, in eftect. often arguing
against an expansion of the military
budget and the military adventure. They
were giving "bad” advice because it was
accurate.

Colby, the action man, was just as
unhappy  with his own department’s
thinkers. One of his first official acts on
becoming CIA divector was to abolish the
ten-man board that had been responsible
for the intelligence analysis since 1950.

This was an act of religion, Colby has
always been a Cold War zealot. To him
the frenzied clash between East and West
is as resh and sanguine—and necessary—
today as it was in the arimson dawn ol the
Cold War in the late Forties. For him
this is a matter of faith. Which is to say,
the intelligence-gathering forces of the
CIA are of secondary importance to
Colby—and they are an outright detri-
ment to him when these agents bring

together information that indicates the
Cold War is on the wane and that it is no
longer sensible, il it ever was, to slaughter
people of other countries in order to save
their ideological souls.

Colby is brave, and loyal to his com-
mander in chief (proved when he carried
out illegal orders 1o conduct war in Laos),
and pawiotic in the extreme, and a
selfless bureaucrat. But somewhere, some-
thing about him went sour. Congress-
man Paul McCloskey recently laid his
hand delicately on the solt spot. McClos-
key had visited Colby in Saigon and had
cross-examined  him in Congressional
hearings. and he was puzzeled. On the one
hand he was impressed by Colby as a
“sincere, dedicated public servant,” and
on the other he deplored him as the one
who “is also the architect of the most
vicious and shamelul program [Phoenix]
that the American Government has ever
sponsored.” How did it come about?
asked McCloskey., "What happens to a
he [alls within this instiw-
tional policy of evilz” The answer is. il he

euy when

falls in the right way. he rises 1o the top.

“That’s her and Roger, the boy next door, and his
Norwegian elkhound, Rudi. Interested?”
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..“ "-' (continued from page 116)

gimme my cane and let me get outa
here.”

The cane rattled on the floor in lront
of him. He got up and walked toward it,
stumbling into a table. cursing. throwing
the table across the room.

“I love you,” the girl said, "I want 1o
keep vou.”

Zamp jumped at the sound. All he
wanted to do now was get out ol here. He
was going to meet the man and sell some
hash. It was still at his waist. He had to
get out of here. He couldn’t trust this
crazy bitch, and even a quick lay wasn't
worth the money he'd get for the hash.
No woman was worth that. Ever. Ain't
no way thev would ever be. cither.

He [elt on the floor for his cane and
the girl spoke again.

“I got vour cane. You can’t go until
you do what I say.”

Zamp rages, cating his tongue, feeling
worms crawl across his dead eyes. He
starts running and bumps into a chair,
sprawling across some cans. Zamp picks
up the cans and sends them fiving across
the room, paint flecing like sleet spraved
on a wall. Some of the paint dribbles
onto his face and he wipes it with his
hand, smearing color across his checks.
He can [eel the color, the sticky grease of
the color, and he takes his shirt and wries
to wipe it off. but he can tell that it
won't come off and so here is another
mark against them. another stain he is
going to remember and work into his
gut.

“I'm going to tic you and then cat vou
up,” the girl says. and Zamp jumps at the
sound of her voice.

He stood still, trying to smell her,

VIIQ W &

tryving to hear her, trying to feel her in
the room. but the room was like a part of
her, it turned the sounds and the smells
into a jumble, the room was turning
around and in wrn spun like a centri-
fuge. spinning oft all the impressions
separately and flinging them at Zamp like
garbage. All he needed was an arm or a
leg. just something to grab hold of. Once
he had that she would never get away and
he could get anything he wanted. That
was the way it was with Zamp. Power
cume through his hands, power that rivet-
cd, hypnotized, made people listen 1o him
and do what he wanted them to do. But
he had w wouch them first and hold
them. It didn’t do any good just talking
to them, because when he did that he was
just amother fat blind man. but when he
could hold them he changed into a
demon and he could feel souls shrivel at
his onch and hearts quiver and Zamp
knew then that he was cursed and had the
Devil and thar the only wav he could
ever get by was to use his Devil.

“Here comes the rope,” the girl said.
“I'm gonna tie vou up tight till vour
blubber hangs over the edge.”

Zamp cocks his head to one side,
straining for her presence. He can hear
her breathing, a soft heavy rustling of air
through the lungs. He tries to follow the
breathing. but it seems o fill the room.
Evervwhere he wrns there is the same,
steady, bellowslike rush of air and then
Zamp realizes it is his own breathing. He
stops and reaches down for his cane.
Hands grab the back of his shire and be-
fore he can turn around he ¢ hear and
feel the Tabvic rvipping and he turns,

“He performs open-heart surgery.”

wwisting the two halves of shirt. still bent
over, and the shirt is pulled off over his
head. It is like a ballet, and Zamp stands
belly heavy in the room. quivering. his
rage sputtering at his finger uips. He
never should have pushed her ofl. He
should have held onto her arm and twist-
ed it until he got what he wanted, twist-
ed it behind her back and up her neck
and even farther up to the base of her
head until she was aryving and the pain
made her bite her eves and then she
would be willing to do anything he want-
ed. He knew. That was the way they used
to twist his arm. turning bevond what he
thought it could go and lorcing tears out
ol his sightless eyes.

“Door's locked. You can't get out.”

“Bullshit.™

He always got out. He got out of every-
thing they put him in and a lot of things
they didn’t. He got out of his mommut’s
belly before he should have and he got
out of school and got out of cars and got
out of homes they tried to put him in.
There wasn’t nothing that could hold
Zamp and there never would be anything
that could hold him. Zamp had the
power and Zamp had the means and
when Zamp got his mojo working lor
him there was no power in the known
solar system that could stop him. His
belly radiated it. his cheeks were Hushed
with it, his arms exemplified it, his hands
personified it. his face showed it and
evervbody knowed it.

“Zamp!”

How the hell did she know his name?
YLamp!”

He could [ecl the rope brush against

his lorchead. feel every brisile and hair
and smell the ar and hemp and wood
that made up the rope and ceven doing
all this he siill had the presence to get
the damn rope off him, but the girl
pulled it back before he could grab it
and pull her and the rope to him. He
could hear the rope sliding across the
floor and he saambled alwer it but it
stopped, or the sound of it stopped, as
soon as he started running for it and
when he continued running to where it
should have been it wasn't. He felt some-
thing stiff ar his feet and he leaned down
ind there was his cine. It lelt good to
have the cane in his hands and he tapped
the air around him with the cne, feeling
for objects. and felt a chair. He picked
up the chair and sat in it sitting swaiglt
up. his belly on his legs. his arm stretched
horizontally in {ront of him with his
hand resting on the cane. Zamp was hold-
ing court, King Zamp.

Now he knew the girl was crazy. It
made her harder to deal with because he
wis used 1o dealing with people who felt
guilt. He could twist guilt and use it. He
could bend it and streweh it and make it
bounce back into people’s faces, make it
cirdle like a boomerang, make it lie like
a cat waiting o pounce. make it stran-
gle, turn it o a pool and muke it
dvown, roll it out and make it crush. Bug




the girl was crazy and that made it more
difficult. He knew.

He waved his cane around, thinking he
could feel her vibrations through the
metal. But all he felt was the hum of the
relrigerator, so he dropped his arms to his
sides and as soon as he did he fele the rope
around him and he tried to raise his
arms, but the rope got tighter and then it
came around again, only this time lower
and it tightened and then again and his
belly was pulled in and then his legs and
hips were tied 1o the chair and Zamp felt
like he was being spun around the chair,
as il the chair were becoming a brace that
he would have to wear for the rest ol his
life. The girl was quick and wound the
rope tightly around him several more
times and soon you could hardly distin-
guish Zamp from the chair. He and the
chair looked all of a picce, he felt like his
back and legs were in a brace and that
somehow pipes and tubes hung over him,
dripping various liquids into his veins,

He could hear her working with some-
thing, something that areaked and sound-
ed as if 1t ran along a wolley. He could
smell oil and rust and old metal and he
heard cats purr and the sound of the givl
walking across the floor in bare feet. She
was hot. He could smell the sweat on her
body and hear the perspiration as i fell
to the floor like rain and he kept think-
ing of the time he was kept by the fat
lady who sweated all the time and
smelled like oream cheese and liked 1o
bundle Zamp in bed with her and later
she liked to stick him with a needle and
make him ¢y just so she could comlor
him and he learned to take the ncedle
without aving and that only made her
mad and she staried poking him harder
with the needle. Yeah. they liked 10 do
that. Theyv dipped your hngers in glue
and tied vour shoelaces to the chair and
little things like that and it was fun to
wiatch you fall or stick your hands in
paper or mess up your shirt. That was
their fun. But Zamp got back. Tt might
take years, but he had ways. The only
thing 1o do was not show them anything,
not give them anything they could take
lrom you.

The givl cime [rom behind and Zimp
could smell under her arms and between
her legs.

“Feel this,” she said to Zamp.

I was a suaight razor and she lay
the side of it against his cheek, the edge
resting between two rolls ol fat, drawing
i slight hairline ol blood. He could feel
her hand on his skin, her solt white small
hand, and she gently drew the razor up
the side of his face, barely drawing the
hairline along with it. It felt like the
edge of an explosion.

She ook the razor away and began slic-
ing away at his clothes, stripping the tat-
tered picces from the ropes. She cut his
shoelaces and ok off his shoes and
Zamp was a big nude baby strapped 1o

Who’s got the shapes
that make you look
so great?

White Owl.
That’sWhooo!

Contraceptive scientists
introduce a dramatic new shape.

Now from our research laboratories comes a distinctive—
and effective—new shape in male contraceptives. Called
NuForm” Sensi-Shape, it's scientifically designed for added
freedom of movement inside the contraceptive .. .to provide
better, more natural sensation for both partners. You'll see the
difference in NuForm’s flared shape and soft tint. And you'll
both feel the difference.

Now you have an extra reason to try NuForm.

Pick up a specially marked bonus pack containing thirteen
NuForms for the price of twelve, so you get one free.
Available in both lubricated and dry form. NuForm — a great

contraceptive at a great buy. Available only in drugstores.
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the chair. A breeze blew in from the win-
dow and felt like cool water running
over his body. The girl brushed against
him, skin to skin, and Zamp shivered.

“Gonna paint you, Zamp, but first you
goon a trip.”

“Go where?”

She didn’e answer. He could hear her
pushing something across the {loor, some
thing heavy that was on rollers. She
pushed it toward him and when she got
it up to the chair she went behind Zamp
ind tipped him forward and then put
something under the chair that tipped
him backward, fright momentarily grip-
ping his stomach and twisting it like a
dishrag, and then he felt himself glid-
g forward and he could hear the girl
humming to herself. When she got to the
window she stopped. Zamp could feel a
strong breeze coming in from the win-
dow and he could hear the traffic below.
He didn’t like the window. He didn’t like
being near it and he didn't like its being
open and he didn’t like being tied up by
it and he felt uneasy, a twitch away from
 scream. He felt like he might empty his
bladder right there on the floor. He felt
like his fingers and the parts of his body
that were separated by the ropes were
going to {ly apart, that he was losing con-
trol and that unless he exerted tremen-
dous will he would explode and scatter
himself across the universe. He heard
something creaking, as if it were on roll-
crs, and he felt several strands of rope
that were tied around him being pulled
up and he felt cold metal against his skin.

“You know what's gonna happen,
Zamp?”

Zamp didn’t know. Zamp didn’t want
to know.

“Zamp, you a king. You a King of
Kings. Don't you know that, Zampz"

Sure he knew that.

“Zamp, I'm the Virgin Mary. But first
I'm gonna paint you. You know how you
paint the King of Kings* How would you
paint the King of Kings?”

Zamp didn’t know.

“Why, you paint Him on His throne,
Zamp. You know where that is?”

No, he didn't.

“Only once place, Zamp. Ounly one
place.”

Aund he felt himself being lifted up,
slowly, swinging, three legs of the chair
olt the floor and the fourth omne a
pivot around which the bulk of Zamp
and the chair swung and then that too
came up and he hung free. He felt as if
he were on the end of some kind of gal-
lows. The girl put her hands on him and
pushed him, slowly, and Zamp swung
around through the air and kept moving
slowly until he could hear the waffic and
feel the sunlight on his body and sudden-
Iv he knew he was hanging over the edge
of the building, the traffic snarling
below him and a stiff brecze coming in
from the Hudson River, and he heard
the voice of the girl inside saying:

"Now, don’t move, Zamp. I'm going to
paint you just like that.”

He didu't dare move. Gods never move.

“Hey, Joe, if you aren’t going to do anything with Mona,
how aboutl passing her over here?”

SANTGLORIN

(continued from page 144)
had been furtive, deceitful, disappointing
and shoddy. It goes without saying that
Grerchen was different. She'd been mar-
ried to her Marine since she was 19
and still a student nurse. She had had
all sorts of other men besides, affairs
Dickey condoned when he was off on his
various tours of duty. Dickey's only real
condition was that he not be subjected
to the details.

“Dickey said T could fuck anybody I
wanted so long as the guy wasn’t military
and so long as I spared him the mush.”

To say that in 1950, at 20, I wasn't
shocked—utterly so—by the worldliness
of Gretchen and Dickey's connubial ar-
rangements would be so much nonsense.
but as it was I who was now installed in
that rickety stilied beach house and the
legatee of Dickey’s sophistication, copu-
lating with the wonderful impunity of
knowing Gretchen had been ordered by
good old worldly and heroic Dickey
not to bother him with anything as
mundane as my name—especially my
name!—I couldn’t help accepting their
relationship as an eminently sensible and
fair one and for a week Gretchen and [
took her dresses to the cleaners, her
skivvies to the laundromat, interviewed
people who wanted to rent the beach
house, lay on the sand, ate, slept, show-
cred and copulated. It was the first time
I'd been 1o bed with a Woman, with a
capital W, and as I badly needed assur-
ance of my manhood and prowess and as
Gretchen was wonderfully kind and sex-
ually acute and loved the language of
fucking—as opposed to the endearments
of what we had in that longago time
straight-facedly called love—she never
ceased giving me thart assurance.

To my initial horror, which 1 soon
overcame, falling easily into the deli-
ciously obscene and forbidden language
of sex, Gretchen, doubtless having re-
ceived her training at the hands of a
Marine sergeant. said things like “Come
back to the beach house and fuck my
face” or “Forget about cooking those
fucking hamburgers now; get into this
bed and diddle my ass oft.”

Astride Gretchen, breathing like only
a 20-year-old still in the drooling mastur-
batory state and trying to cleanse himsell
of his pus-infested pimples can breathe,
which is to say like a wounded boar, uh,
uh, uh, uh, among this awlul, adolescent
and embarrassing bleating 1 whistled out
frightlully breathless things like “Am I
OK?” and “Am all right?" and the wise
and wonderful Gretchen assured me I had
the most marvelous, unique, adorable
prick in Christendom and was besides the
greatest—oh, hyperbolicallyl—she'd ever
had.

Alas. On the last night Gretchen and
I spent together, we had a long, carnest



talk and she set me straight not only as
to her generous white lie about my
bacchanalian expertise but as to all sorts
of sexual matters from which I'd been
sheltered. Cautioning me not o take what
she had to say wrongly. least of all person-
ally, Grewchen assured me that what she
had 1o tell me would in time Tuture hold
me in good stead or post position. She
then proceeded 1o tell me how childlike
every mam she'd ever had was in his asi-
nine need invariably to seek verbal afh-
davits as to his genius in bed and how
astonishingly linde he understood that
though atmosphere, penis size and per-
formance all counted lor something 10 a
woman, compared with her need 1o be
atracted to her parmer all these things
tell into some twilighted area out yonder
in that land bordering on indiflerence.

Gretchen said that as a 15-year-old
high school sophomore back in Grand
Rapids. Michigan. she had lived next
door to the star senior [ullback. Because
his mother had made him do so out ol
courtesy, he had ar every high school
dance asked her to dance once and once
onlv. and though the jock had been as
indifferent 10 her as il she'd been an
ugly-bugly pain-in-the-ass cousin. Gret-
chen's attraction to im had been so over-
whelming that thae single dance had
never failed 1o nduce in her such pro-
foundly embarrassing orgasms that she
eventually began lining her panties with
toilet paper before even starting out lor
the dance.

“Let me tell you something, Exley. My
relationship with Dickey is such that he
doesn’t even have to ouch me. Say. if 1
go down on him? He comes, [ come.
Sometimes repeatedly. That's atraction!”

I did not say, “Carrying vour thesis to
its logical conclusion, Miss Gretchen, I'd
guess that il vou just thought long
enough and hard enough about such ac-
tivity. the results would be the same,”
because at 20 1 did not preface my re-
marks with portentousness like “carrving
vour thesis to its logical conclusion.” But
i my awkwardly ignorant way I did
manage to make my way through to this
Jromi.

“But of course, Exley! You're marvel-
ous! Not only could I do so, I have done
so. Many times!™

Gretchen paused. Her voice took on
an air of [urtiveness. “Can 1 tell you
something awfulz The first three days
you were out here with me, I didn't
make love 1o you, I made love to Dickey.
You know what changed all that? 1t was
the day we did all the errands peting
ready for my trip, how you did three
baskets of laundry for me while 1 drove
to the airport for my ticket, made ar-
rangements to sell my car and picked up
my dry cleaning and all. T mean, when
we got home and 1 saw how necatly you'd
folded up everything and all, 1 started
thinking what a douche bag T was for
using you in this way and from that mo-

ment on, I made love o you. not him. 1
mean, il a guy is nice enough to wash
your crumby bloomers for you, jyou
ought to be generous cnough to fuck
him and not somebody else. You know
what I mean. Exley? Lets [ace it, Enol
Flynn vou're not, Exlev. But that doesn’t
mean a goddamn thing to a woman. You
know what I'm telling you, Exley#”
- - -

If at 20 1 had had that week with
Gretchen  (and  parenthetically 1 here
must add not only that I wept profusely
on putting Gretchen on the plane to
Oahu and her Dickey but that in many
ways my quarter century of life since thin
day has been a pilgrimage in scarch ol
some other, some unattached, some Dick-
evless Gretchen) and had been the heir of
her earthy wisdom, 1 did not 25 years afier
the fact need 10 be told by Masters and
Jolnson or the ladies ol the movement
the chitoral function or that a big prick—
least of all my rather sorry specimen—
was not i the least necessary to their
well-being,

If Grewchen had given me nothing
else. 1 was ready 1o concede a woman the
right to employ the pharmacentical equi-
page ol the good doctors. to take into
hersell a huge rubberized and pimpled
dildo strapped to the aowch of a broad-
shouldered bull dyke, o put her pet

SATISFYING [
A WOMAN

great Dane Hamlet to work if chad's
what tarned her on or, like Grerchen
hersell, simply o define mentally the
limits of her sexual paradise and by
steadily  envisioning  that  Elysium 10
think hersell through o shuddering or-
sasms. As long as she did not try 10 1ell
me she was into something special, as
long as she would allow Greichen and
me the right 1o wer our pamts at some-
one’s being kind enough 1o do our laun
dry for us, I wis buying cveryithing she
was telling me.

In my reading of Friedan, Millew.
Greer, et al., I'd spent 90 percent of nny
time nodding my head in a vigorous ac-
cord that I was nothing less than the
chauvinist pig and the seum 10 whom
and o which they made constant and
biting reference. Behind me someplace
out there in the vepublic are wo ex
wives—and [ take this occasion 10 salute
them both, wherever they are. Hi. Fran!
Hi, Nan! How's it gom'*—who had left
me for many of the reasons these women
had so corrosively articulated: and for
that reason, I bought not only the ob-
vious, boring and neoproletarian teneis
like equal pay for equal work and state-
sponsored day-care centers for the chil-
dren ol working mothers but even the
wickier mental arveas like a woman's
right 1o abort hersell any goddamn time
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she chose or her right to eliminate her
female function utterly by having her
fetus nourished in a bell jar. At least
women were thinking in a grandly bold
and adventurous way, and though I was
sure that it was this kind ol boldness
that sent men to an carly grave, I'd be
damned if I'd deny a woman the right to
conquer or be vanquished on the epic
scale, whether she croaked in the process
or not.

No, though I'd have to approach Ms.
Steinem as though I really cared a shit
abour the movement, I was. in fact, so in
accord with her that I did not see any
hope of getting a middlingly interesting
dialog going on a subject thar was not
only as obvious as damn it 1o Glovia bt
equally obvious to me. What I wanted
Irom Ms, Steinem was something quite
different. We had, as T say, both been
born to the Depression. had  gone
through the public school system under
what one had wsed to call siraitened
circumstances, had managed 1o fake our
way through to something resembling a
“lugher education” and, without any evi
dence to the contrary, I stood prepared
10 het that 99.9 percent of our contem-
poraries who had managed 1o escipe
stimilar milieus had in reaction o those
dark  uncomlortable beginnings ended
up in Old Greenwich. a member ol
the Round Hill Club and a devotee ol
P TA. meetings. Well, Steinem  had
not, and I had not. and other than the
obviously metaphorical comparisons ol
female with male, beauty with  beast,
dutifulness with hedonism. courage with
cravenness, sobriety with  drunkeniness.
and so forth. 1 thought that if 1 could
look right through that lovely placid
mask and understand why Steinem so
cared—and, as I've indicated, it made no
difference to me whether her cause was
women's  liberation or the Woman's
Christian Temperance Union, only that
she cared—I might then inwoduce her
imnto that pile of desolation I called
Pages from a Cold Island and thereby
lift the pages into those heady regions ['d
leel worthy ol offering 1o my peers.

- - -

On the phone, Steinem had sugeested
she'd like to know in some detail pre-
cisely what I had in mind, and my last
@esture before going on the wagon—
because T was too drunk to put it in writ-
ing—was to talk my ideas onto a 30-min-
ute cassette tape and mail dhe ape off o
her. I was so smashed I don't vividly
recall what I said into that recorder. bhut
I remember enough so that even think-
ing of it in retrospect lorees the blood o
my [face, causes some embarrassed aw-
shucks gulping, and an incipient vertigo
takes over. Steinem and Mailer were ru-
mored to be [riends. He claims it was she
who planted the sceds of his political
ambition by asking him 10 run for
mayor ol New York City (though how

she could reconcile this with her whole
philosophical outlook escapes me), and
for that reason I thought I'd pull a Nor-
man (which ill behooves me, which ill
behooves any of us!) and on the tape I
came across almost as [ull of shit as he is.
With great solemmity, I began by setting
forth my portfolio (it consisted, after all.
of one Iucking book!). 1 gravely related
the difficulties I was experiencing with
Pages from a Cold Island, and 1 then
veally went as batshit as Norman  alk-
ing about the Proustian-Tolstoyun-Joyc-
ean novel he is one day, one dav, one
day going to lay at the public’s feet. leav-
ing all his peers lor dead, and told Stein-
em that the next time I came to Fun
City, people would be pointing me out
and  bremhlessly exclaiming, “See that
Lar gray-haired guy down at the end ol
the bar? He's one ol the best writers in
America!”

As it happened. the wape made no dif-
ference at all. Steinem was oo busy to
listen to it—she had one ol her lackeys
do so and report its contents 1o her—
and at last we agreed o meet on a morn-
ing in carly December at the Miwmi
airport. In league with Ms. Dorothy
Pitman Hughes. a black advocate of
state-sponsored  children’s day-care cen-
ters, she was the night before addressing
the student body of some rinky-dink-
sounding college up in the red-neck
country ol northern Florida. The [fol-
lowing morning she was coming on (o
Mizmi for a fund-raising  dinner  in
George McGovern's behall and she told
me il T wanted 1o meet her plime, she'd
give me the time between her arrival
and the moment she’'d have to take a
nap and primp hersell for the night’s
festivities. A Ms. Joanne Edgar. Stein-
em’s secretary, 1 gathered. assured me
it’d be the longest interview Gloria had
ever granted.

I said. “Golly.”

By that time the dingbats on Beach
Court, where I made my home a the
Seaview Hotel, had  got thoroughly
caught up in my zealous yearning to ¢n-
gage Ms. Steinem. What Little business
I still had with the owside world was
conducted over the phone on the back
bar, These conversations were invariably
overheard and known all over the Count
by nightlall, and now that 1 was once
again sober, swimming and wking the
sun, and my demeanor had wken on a
certain sad-eyed dopey earnesiness. the
gang. partly out ol affection. partly out
of Lick of anything hetter to do. hegan
planning the whole outing as though
they were planning their prepubescent
son’s first journey to dancing school. Be-
cause she was sure I'd wear what she
called my “foul Tucking Bermudas,” the
hotel owner’s wile went through some
cardboard hoxes in my closet and [ound
some white shirts, a pair ol gray-wool ].
Press slacks and my black wing-tip Flor-
sheims and had the shires Liundered, the

slacks pressed and the shoes reshod.
Diane Rent-a-Car (we called her that to
distinguish her from Diane the day bar-
maid), one of the cocktail-hour regulars,
who managed an awtomobilerental serv-
ice, had read in Leonard Levitt's
Esquire picce that Steinem owned all
kinds of hang-ups as to what was and
wasn’t seemly and. in this regard, cited
Levit's saying that in order to rective
some corny award or other at Harvard,
Gloria had refused to arrive there in
anything less than a great long limou-
sine (Gloria later denied this, as well as
every other comtention of Leviu'sy and,
for that reason. Diane wouldn’t hear ol
my meeting her in my lime-white beauti
ful Nova. Because it would ke "a
[ucking week to cean the Tucking empty
Bud cans™ from the car’s interior and “the
rusty Tucking fenders” would doubtless
[all off as T was suavely trving to tool
Gloria [rom the airport’s parking lot,
Diane put at my disposal a chauffeur-
driven clearic-blue Buick Elecra!

My drinking buddy McBride's reac-
tion was the most touching of all. He
spent days staring at me over his twitch-
ing bandido mustache. shaking his head
with heartfelt rue at my abhorrent sobri-
ety, and when he at last came o believe
that my mission was what I satd 1t was
and was not, as he kept insisting. 1o show
Gloria “the frightful hog.” he began
stuling my shirt pockets with $20 bills
and telling me 10 buy Gloria a nice
lunch  poolside at the Sonesta Beach
Hotel on Key Biscayne, where Gloria
was putting up. McBride always summed
up his notions of a nice lunch with the
words: “Champagne, the whole mother-
Tucking smear!™

The night belore the long-awaited
meeting. I packed a little overnight bag,
quite as solemnly as I'd done a litde
Gladstone when at 11 my [ather told me
he'd had quite enough and to get ready,
as he was taking me 1o relorm school. In
it I put my cassette recorder. a half-
dozen virginal wapes. the questions 1'd
prepared neatly typed up on lined yellow
paper. the various hibles ol the movement
I'd reread in preparation lor Gloria and a
handful ol ballpoint pens. T had decid-
ed that McBride’s poolside champagne
funch would take much o much of my
time and in my relvigerator. wrapped
snugly in cellophane against their morn-
img’s packing. were two of my favorite
sandwiches Pd made for Gloria and me,
tuna-hsh, hard-boiled egg and chopped
onion all whipped sumptuously up 1o-
gether with mayonnaise. a dab ol mustard
and salt and pepper. When I'd taken the
ballpoints from my desk, I noticed thar
I sl had the .22 magnwn pistol and for
a moment I thought of packing that. If
my confrontation with Gloria trned
into a nasty business (and I had no rea-
son to suspect it might not), I thought I
could remove it from the bag, level it
what Gloria hersell calls her “old stone
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face.,” tell her to disrobe and pull a
Henry Miller on her—say, use her for a
wheelbarrow by walking her naked body
around the suite on her hands while I
gripped those creamy-white thighs as the
barrow’s handles.

The last thing 1 did before retiring

was go down to Zita the Zebra Woman's
room. Zita was currently the featured
stripper  downstairs  in the  Islander

Room of the hotel. I'd known her inti-
mately, as they say, for years, and 1 asked
it before the show started, she wouldn't
give me a littde fuck to assure my getting
a nice comly sleep. Zita adamantly re-
fused, saying I had spoken nary a word
to her in the week she'd heen hack at the
hotel and she could not abide me il this
was what I was like when sober. Without
any ado whatever, I reared back and
with all my might gave Zita a resounding
openhanded crack on her lelt cheek, and
instantly we were sinking into the bed-
ding and copulating like madmen.

Zita had once wried o get me 10 tie her
to the bedpost and flail her with wet
towels while she hung her weeping head
and lisped, “Hurt me, Daddy, hurt me:
Zita's been bad. bad girl.”

Although I refuse to go that far in the
service of anyone's fetish, I had come 1o
see that the one picce of cloquence Zia
understood was a fierce boot in the ass
and right up until the tme there came
the knock on the door signilving 15 min-
utes until show time, Zita and I had a
most exemplary, exhausting and animal-
like fuck.

I was, ol course, testing my wounded
balls. If Levit's implication in Esquire
that Gloria’s sexual inclinations ran to
the rich, the famous and the powerful
were true, I thought thac by the time we
got done with the heady business of Pages
from a Cold Island, she’d obviously be
ible to see that though I was totally un-
known now, I'd one day be [amous and
that during the nap she wld me she'd
have to have in preparation for the
night’s festivities, she might be kind and
invite me to lie with her, as they say in
the Testaments. Who knows? Certainly
my homemade sandwiches would show
her how domesticated I was and perhaps
alterward she'd want to take me back o
her New York apartment to “make a nice
home™ for her, keep the place tidy, hand-
wash her raspberry Levis and, when she
came home from a hard day at the ofhce,
have ready lor her a nice hot dish of la-
sagna. Better yet, one of the last things
I'd done in preparation for Gloria was
skim the inaugural issue of Ms, and if
nothing were going to come of Pages
from a Cold Island, 1 thought she could
add me o the editorial staff and [ could
sitaround on the office floor with the girls
in their Levis as the weighty editorial de-
cisions were made and  play sort of
devil's  advocate, swigging warm  beer
[rom the bottle, belching, scratching and

188 [arung.

On the editorial page under "wnar 1s
A MsE7 I'd read, “In practice, Ms. is
used [only] with a woman’s given name:
Ms. Jane Jones, say, or Ms. June Wilson
Jones. Obviously, it doesn’t make sense
to say Ms. John Jones: A woman identi-
lied only as her husband’s wife must re-
main a Mrs.” and as @ had laughingly
read this and thought I could have pre-
vented that kind of simplistic luniey lrom
slipping through, I'd skipped to the back
of the magazine, come across a lengthy
interview with a lesbian. and the first
question and answer my eves had fallen
on were these: “When you fivst realized
that you were possibly gewing involved
with @ woman, were you alraid or upset?
No. The strange thing is that the next
morning, after I left, I felt a jantastic
ligh. I was bouncing down the street
and the sun was shining and 1 felt tre-
mendously good. My mind was on a
super high.”

Cerwainly what was needed here was
more than warm-beer swigging. seratch-
ing and [arting, and in my role of scurvy
advocate, 1 now heard mysell saying,
“Now. look, girls, let's not get coried
away—Ilet’s not let this sneak through and
make something ol it it sn't. These
broads are popping each other’s nuts,
pure and simple. You know what I
mean, pure and simple? Look, let me il-
lustrate by telling you the story ol Zita
the Zebra Woman and me.”

It was while dozily dayvdreaming such
heady dreams of glory. with the pungent
odors of the Zebra Woman still upon
me, that [ fell asleep. Presently it was
morning and, seated next to my fucking
chauffeur, a  bespectacled, bepimpled
teenaged clod named  Jack, I was in
my electrie-blue Buick Electra wheeling
down the Sunshine State Parkway toward
my illstarred meeting with Ms. Gloria
Stemem.

- - -

But listen: T fell wotally, dizzyingly in
love with Ms. Gloria Steinem  almost
immediately, when she had not been five
minuwtes  disembarked Trom the win-
engine Aztec that had brought her down
from those heady blue skies of south.
ern Florida, and by the time we had
reached the Sonesta Beach Hotel on Key
Biscavne, in Tricky Dicky counory, I'd
settled down to the sad. graceless and pe-
destrian state ol being once again severed
from love.

Gloria’s hair was coifed in its usual
way, flowing black-sepia  with  those
blonde strands that fell over and wian-
gularly framed her lovely cool brow;
here were her big round raspberry avia-
trix” spectacles resting on those great high
checkbones that  seemed somehow  so
much more sriking than other check-
bones; and when she offered her hand,
said hello and smiled and I had a glimpse
of those big even white teeth, 1 was vis-
ited by angels who whispered te me that
something quite like heaven would be to

put my tongue in Gloria’s mouth and
just loll around on her back fillings tor
about a half hour belore even moving
llp to lll()ﬁ(.' mill'\'(.‘lﬂlls i\'()l'y monuments
up front.

The gang’s having awired me in J.
Press slacks and Florsheims proved an
egregious errvor, for Gloria had on a pair
ol crumby-looking raspberry-suede  cy-
clist’s boots, raspberry corduroy Levis and
a shortsleeved navy-blue cotton sport
shire that laced up the front in litde Xs,
Kit Carson style. She carried a floppy old
canvas-and-leather grocery bag, balloon-
ing with correspondence and  manu-
scripts. and this together with a somewhat
anemic pallor. a real tiredness about the
eves and a sagging untoned thinness re-
minded me ol how ineredibly busy she
must be. One of the articles had pointed
out that Ms. Steinem’s penchant for rim-
ness bordered on the pathological in that
her cupboards were lorever bare and she
scldom deigned to eat. As one given to a
sloppy sell-indulgence, I'd I'mg,l\l.n her
that on the theory that any kind of dedi-
cated commitment, which Gloria certain-
lv owned in abundance, must begin with
a commitment to one's own person; but
looking at her now, 1 saw that her
thinness lacked the toning ol exercise,
there was a kind of pinched droopiness
about it. she looked as sway-backed as a
weary but splendid race horse, so vulner-
able my heart went immediately out to
her and 1 could hardly wait to feed her
one of my tma-fish, hard-hoiled egg and
chopped onion sandwiches (later T tried
to feed her both of them, but she po-
litely and adamandy demurred, in her
forceful way informing me that she'd
discovered the war against fal was a war
in which one had to be ever-vigilant,
pretry much. I gathered. like the one
against chauvinists, and though it may
have been my paranoia, I thought at
this point she gave my tum-tum a rather
ironical and scrupulous going over, and
I sucked in like a madman!). With some
trepidation, I volunteered 10 cury her
grocery bag and Gloria graciously hand-
ed it over and smiled wisely, her way ol
saying that her commitment to libera-
tion did not extend to eliminating the
petty little gestures we pigs felt necessary
to nuuntain the lunatic tenor ol our
machismo.

When we started down to pick up
Gloria’s suitcase at the baggage station,
I stepped onto the escalator first, at-
tempting boldly to lead the way, stum-
bled rather badly, and when 1 at last
managed to recover myself, T tned 1w
ind Gloria standing ramrod siraight on
the step behind and above me. a queen
descending o the nether regions 10 view
her fallen subjeats. To account for my
stumbling, I said to that incredibly love-
ly lace up there above me, and I was as
precious as a cherub at confession, “I'm
sorry about my awkwardness. It's jusi—

(continued on page 192)
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TRANSPORTATION STOCK COLLAPSES

So you're parked by the side of a lonely road fixing a flat on your

bike when up comes this vision of loveliness in a Dino Ferrari who
offers you a lift. Alas, your $300 whatever won't fit into her tiny

trunk, so you're left holding your déraillenr. Now, if you'd been pedaling
The Get-Away, Gitane’s new collapsible $220 ten-speed model, which
folds into a car wunk quick as a wink, this story would have a happier
ending—and you'd also have a bike that features multiple quick-release

levers and a carrying case. Order from your local bike shop.

CALLING ALL SOPHISTICATES

Some events are merely fantastic. And then some are outasight. Like the
Fourth International Spittin’ Belchin® & Cussin’ Triathlon to

be held at the Belvidere Theater in Central City, Colorado, this
September 13 at two p.m. The spittin’ part is fairly standard: natural
juices for the longest distance. The belchin® is judged by a trio from the
Denver Symphony Orchestra. But the cussin’ is the roughest part and

is left, therefore, to a panel of journalists. And now you probably want
to know what Harold “I Live for Filth” Fielden had to say

to win last year, right? Sorry, we don’t print that kind of puslicking,

Qp]li]itic. shit-faced pygmy piss. . . .
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CINEMA NAIVETE
Even though almost everybody with a
camera nowadays thinks he’s Cecil B.
DeMille, not everybody gets noticed by a
major film studio. Two 19-year-old film
makers did, though, and by Universal, no
less. The flm called Teenager, by Don
Coscarelli and Craig Mitchell, was financed
by their parents and will be released soon.
Now, il only their skin clears up.

A REAL DOWNER
Big-city rat-race got to you, bunky? Maybe
you should contact Downward Mobility
(86 S. Main Street, St. Albans, Vermont
05478). If you'd like to settle in rural
Vermont, they'll help you find a suitable
business opportunity (they've also got
a Canadian branch); and for ten bucks,
yet. We'd tell you more, but our call
to St. Albans just got through.




UGLIB
They're on their (ugh!)
way—roamin’ noses, warts,
fat deposits and all. We're
talking about the folks from
(gasp!) Uglies Unlimited—
Box 16501, Fort Worth,
Texas—who are trying “to
embrace the ill-made masses
wallowing in self-pity.” Two
bucks gets one membership.
some advice on “Living with
Ugliness” (“If you have gun-
boat feet, distract by wearing
a feathered hat”) and voting
rights in the Ugly Stick
contest. “Let your voices
rise in unison,” they say, “'in
the quest for Ugly Power.”
Awh . ..awk ... awk. ...

.

HERE'S LOOKING
AT YOU, KID

Of course, we'd all like to have
copies of our favorite old movies.
And we'd all like to have our

own screening rooms and
girliriends who look like

Raquel Welch. We can't

help you with the last two,

but now you can have copies of
your favorite old movies—in
book form, anyway. Avon Books
has begun publishing a Film
Classics Library that will include
The Maltese Falcon, Frankenstein
and Casablanca. Using 1000
blowups and complete movie
dialogs, each volume will present
a faithful translation from cellu-
loid to paper. It could be the be-
ginning of a beautiful friendship.

MORE BOUNCE
IN YOUR BALLS

Do you suffer from the heart-
break of sluggish tennis balls?
When orb strikes racket, is
there no longer that healthy
zzzing? If so, it's probably be-
cause your fuzzy little spheres
have been out of the can

too long and are depressur-
ized. So put that fresh, zesty
bounce back in your balls
with the Bouncer by Simpson,
Inc. (Box 954, Kermit, Texas:
$6.95, including postage).

All you do is put balls

into receptacle, seal tightly
and pump. Sound like

fun? What are you—

some kind of a pervert?

THE BITTERS END

There may always be an England, but we're
not quite sure about its pubs. As “progress”
marches across Blighty, down come the

cozy old corner establishments and guess
where some of the fixtures end up? In

The Source Enterprises Limited, a shop

in Vancouver, British Columbia, at 929 Main
Street, which specializes in everything bibbing
and British from beer mats to [ull-length

bars. First London Bridge. now this. Gad!

GETTING SMASHED
Ever feel like kicking your loved one's ass,
but the only thing hanging you up is all that
guilt? Then let loose with a pair of Batacas—22-
inch-long doth-covered foam bats designed
for Gestalt therapy. They're available for $20 a
pair from Uniquity, a Venice, California,
supply house of psychology aids (P. O. Box
990). The nice thing about them is that you can
smash the bejesus out of someone (and vice
versa) and it won't hurt. Much.
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9AI| I I GI.ORIA (continued from page 188)

you know, you know—that I'm so intim-
idated, you know, being with you and
all.”

Then. il possible. I became even more
nmauseating. I smiled with a weakness
verging on illness, batted my big baby-
brown eyes at her and gave her a help-
lessly [eeble shrug by way ol eliciting her
utmost in pity. Gloria looked straight
down at me and with deadly serious and
sympathetic earnestness said, “Don’t be.”
And, oh, Lord, I score that as the mo-
ment I fell head over hecls in love with
Ms. Gloria Steinem!

What can I say ol the simple elo
quence of that “Don’t be”? It said that
though she could see how queasy I'd been
rendered in the lace ol her beauty, her
regalitv. her nobility. her grandeur, tha
though she could certainly appreciate
I was one of lile’s jerk-offs where women
were concerned. she was reassuring me
she would do nothing immodest to set my
blood aflame and send me back to the
island, say, with the pimpled clod Jack
ooling the electric-blue Buick Elecura in
the front seat and I doing a savage num-
her on my weary and wounded genitalia
in the back seat. For that assurance I gave
her a shy smile ol heartlelt thanks, then
turned away lrom her. We descended in
screaming silence. For some reason, all 1
could think ol was what Gloria would
have made ol my “becoming male timid-

ity” had she seen me 12 howrs ecarlier
knocking Zita the Zebra Woman ass over
wakettle onto the bed, then mounting
her among the ruined bedding.

By the time we reached the Soneta
Beach Hotel, I had long since given up
hope ol Gloria’s relaxing her righton
posture and had wwrned o the books [
had so diligently reread. Because Gloria
and Mailer were said to be friends, 1 was
surprised to learn she hadn't read his
Prisoner of Sex. 1 said, “"He does some
job on Sister Kawe Millew.”

“I've heard,” Gloria said. “Norman
wouldn’t have il he'd known her. She's
really nice. I mean, Norman likes me
and he'd never do anything like thie o
me.”

This remarkable picce of naiveté re-
ally took me aback, and I was about to
point out that il Mailer's book was with-
out merit otherwise. he had brilliantly
documented Millett’s embarrassing mis-
readings, her shoddy scholarship. her fa
cality for lifting lines from context to
score points they were never made 1o
score; 1 was going to say further that had
Gloria written Sexual Polities, not only
didd T doubt that Mailer would have
spared her bur, riendship or no, she
wouldn't have deserved sparing, when
abrupdly Gloria was laughing in a strange-
ly unsettding and nerve-racking way.

“In this great land of ours, anyone can grow
up to be Vice-President.”

“That's good! That's really good!”
Gloria cried.

Turning  uneasily 10
“What's good:”

“The Prisoner of Sex! 1 mean, that vitle
is so classically apt. I mean, Norman
really is a prisoner of sex!™

There was something so oddly child-
like and gleelul in her tone tha I did not
know what to say. Bewildered, I said,
“Welll T guess we're all a lictde of that.”

“But nobody,” Gloria assured me, “to
the extent that Norman is.”

By then we were at the hotel and gath-
cring our gear {rom the eclearicblue
Buick Electra 1o go up to Gloria's room
lor our “interview.” For the life of me, 1
don't know why I didn’t then and there
proless illness, go back to my island, get
drunk with Zita and have a ball. 1 guess
I stayed partly out of courtesy, partly be-
cGruse I can’t help being a creature ol
somewhat frayed hopes, party because 1
believed my lifestyle with women was a
shambles and thought I might yet take
something {rom Gloria to abet me on my
farcical journey in scarch of my destiny
or salvation or ‘\'Ilill‘.‘\'t‘l‘ I)I’(‘I)OS[‘.'"UUS
thing I imagined myself in search ol.

I ol course held no briel for Mailer,
but one¢ could see that in The Prisoner
of Sex his reference to Steinem had been
made as one 1o a friend, and 1 fele thin
whereas I was under no constraints 1o
give Norman a few jolly verbal knocks
on his pompous noggin. it didn’t hecome
Gloria to do so and 1 had wished her
Laughter in pointing out Norman's “en-
slavement” 1o sex hadn’t heen so—well,
catty. Who the [uck wasn't a prisoner of
sex? And once again I found mysell
thinking of oppling Zita the Zebra
Woman onto the bed. Once again 1 re-
membered falling asleep w0 the heady
dreams of “lying” with Gloria. And had
I not, but a half hour before, been told
by no less than the angels that 1 ought 10
shove my tongue in Gloria's appetizing
mouth and loll iround on her hillings for
a whilez Had my eager tongue got that
far, it wouldn’t have stayed itself in those
acidic backwaters and  certainly  would
have gone on to the more deliciously for-
bidden arcas of that heavenly creature!
Were Norman and I the only prisoners?
Il not certitinly with the likes of me, did
not Gloria move among other men with
an appraising eye. thinking that that one
might be OK, that this one was a real
droolz Perhaps not. perhaps not. and by
the time we got to the room and I'd sol-
cmnly set up my tape recorder, 1 was
fecling somewhat catty, wo, and with a
wooden jollity said, “One of the articles
I read about you said you had small
boobs. You aren’t oo grand in the fuck-
ing jug department. are you?®”

But I could not pursue this nastiness.
Quite angry, Gloria tried to come back
with the movement’s cliché¢ reply. She
tried to say, “T wouldn't ask you how big
vour prick is, would 17" but, oh, Lord,

her, 1 said,




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

King: 17mg. “tar,” 1.2mg. nicatine. Extra Long: 18 mg. tar,” 13 mg-

micotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report (Aug. 73

Break open the filter of a smoked and
unsmoked Lark. Smeli the difference. This easy
sniff test proves Lark's famous filter really works. - =¥
Two outer portions of the filter help reduce "Tar
and Nicotine. Specially treated charcoal ’
granules in the inner chamber smooth the faste
to give you rich, mellow tobacco flavor
inaway no other filter can.

That's why you can taste Lark’s smoothness,
pack after pack.

©Copyright Liggett & Myers Incorporated. 1974




PLAYBOY

gentle reader, she couldn’t bring it off,
she stumbled on the word prick, delicate-
ly and stutteringly substituted penis, the
blood rose becomingly in those lovely
checkbones, and 1 smiled apologetically
and thought, and I was sincere, “I like
this girl. I really do like this girl.”
- - -

I have the tapes, three hours of them,
and I take this opportunity to tell any
surly insatiable masturbator out there
that if he sends me S500 in care of my
publisher, I'll mail them off to him. To
their erotic qualities I cannot attest, but
my dopily unemotional voice can easily
be erased from them and the dedicat-
ed joint whacker can use the wonderful-
ly modulated tones of Ms. Gloria 1o
help him, as the crooner says, “make it
through the night.” Because Gloria and
I never finished the “interview,” I have
never bothered to listen to them. Of
course, as I wrue this, it occurs 1o me
that I have shamelessly teased and pro-
voked the lustful-souled reader into be-
lieving there would be a confrontation on
The Epic Scale between Gloria Wonder-
Tul and Monsieur Frederick.

Such was not the case. Nor do I blame
Gloria. She wasn't much on her answers,
but then, I was a dreadful interviewer.
Confronting cach other over a narrow
table, weary and enchanted eye to rasp-
berry aviatrix' spectacles, the intimidat-
ing hum of the tape recorder between us
(something I later learned a trained re-
porter, realizing how much it discomfits
his subject, would never use), Gloria and
I were not a happy “mating”; and, in
fairness to her, she had every right to
expect I'd ask the moronic chauvinist's
questions like whether she scorned the
new butterscotch and strawberry douches
in favor of good old Ivory soap and hot
wiater. But I've already said I cared not a
mouse’s turd for this nitpicking and had
been struck by the similarity of our back-
grounds, how much she cared and how
little T did. With all my heart I wanted
to know why she did. and to understand
that, it was essential 1 discover who she
WIS,

In reading about her, one of the
things that had hit me most jarringly
was her remarking the similarity of her
childhood to that of Augie March. As it
happened, and as I have related in A
Fan’s Notes, Augic March had at a cer-
tain time in my lile been a bible of
mine, a volume I perused until the bind-
ing came off and the pages fell out, a
novel I identified with to such a terrible
and distressing degree that even now 1
remember everything about Augie’s ty-
rannical  Grandma  “boarder”  Lausch,
sitting among her brica-brac, her fart
blowing pooch Winnie at her feet;
srandma  Lausch lording it over all,
with great cunning teaching Augice’s sim-
ple mama the grave art of conning the
charity institutions out of free spectacles,

194 and so lorth. And I remember Augie’s

older brother Simon, even as a teenager
secretive, crafty, ballsy, funny, hard as
nails, handsome and utterly in thrall to,
rhapsodized by The American Dream.
And always there was the idiot brother
Georgie, who, on reaching his manhood,
was on Grandma Lausch’s orders institu-
tionalized, after which Grandma had re-
fused to exit from her bedroom to say
goodbye to him, to come out and witness
“what she had wrought.” At the Army-
Navy store, Augie bought a little Glad-
stone bag for Georgic and with the key
taught him how to lock and unlock it,
“that he might be a master of a litde of
his own, as he went from place to place”
(I quote from fucking memory!). In
damp  snow Angie and Mama had
taken Georgie to the idiot farm on
streetears, changing from car to car in
the filthy and melting Chicago slush. At
the institution Georgie, for the first time
secing himscll among his own kind,
“wagging their weak noodles,” and real-
izing that Mama and Augic are leaving
him, sets up this tremendous, this over-
whelming, this heart-crippling wail until
Mama “[took] the bristles of his special
head between her hands”—I numbered
that scene among the great scencs in
American fiction!

Thus it was that on the publication of
Herzog, when in order to make “hamper
space” for his new baby, Bellow commit-
ted infanticide on Augie in an interview
in the Sunday Times by implying the
book was a youthful and rhetorical indis-
cretion, I wrote him one of my “mad”
letters, furious in composition it was,
which, happily (for T regard Bellow as
one of our genuine Nobel candidates),
[ never mailed.

Years later I ac last got 10 meer Bellow
at a cocktail party at a chic apartment
on Chicago’s North Side. As I knew he
was going to be there, I was ready for
him and was going to do it to him good
for that “unlorgivable” interview. But
the apartment turned out to be on about
the 190th floor and it had floor-to-ceiling
spotless glass walls, making it scem as il
one could take one petite step off the
end of the rich wall-to-wall carpeting
and come, whooosssssh, Tace to [ace with
his Maker. An Upstate yokel, and a rav-
ing paranoiac into the bargain, I got in-
stantly dizzy and 1 fled immediately to a
couch. where I found myselfl seated next
to Bellow’s date. By the time I had a cou-
ple of vodkas and with them the courage
to mancuver, other guests had begun to
crowd Bellow. He looked distraught and
uneasy, and when at length I got to him
to do my “eloquent” number, 1 found
that all T had to conuibute was some
idle and horseshit literary gossip.

Be that as it may, I asked Gloria to
tell me about the similarity of her child-
hood to Augic’s. I don’t recall her an-
swer specifically, but I'll try o sugsest
the substance of it by drawing an analo-
gy. In my senior year at USC, I was sum-

moned to some phony-baloney's office
and told that as an English major, I'd
failed to fulfill the sccond semester of a
sophomore survey course covering the
romantic  poets  through  Auden  and
Dylan Thomas (the first semester had, of
cowrse, covered Beowulf to Pope). When
1 explained to the bureaucrat that, as a
scnior, I'd already had all the material
on a considerably more complex and
heady level, some of it in graduate-level
courses, and that my taking the course
would be an extreme waste of time and
moncy, he said, as one always did in
those long-dead, tyrannical and good-
riddance days, that I either fulfill the
university’'s “requirements” or fail to
graduate.

I then went to the professor, an eld-
erly woman who by the students was
rumored to have got her Ph.D. by count-
ing the thous and thees in Shakespeare,
and asked her if I could, under the cir-
cumstances, circumvent the three-cut-
persemester rule and come to her class
for examinations only. She said no. So it
wis that T spent an entire term, on Mon-
days, Wednesdays and Fridays at cight
o [ucking clock in the morning, listen-
ing, dopily and dreamily, to this wan
soul talk in ritualistic phrases about ma-
terial I'd already had presented to me.
(Not that T was a good student: T was
tarible, taking what I wanted, leaving
the rest, and getting my gentleman’s Bs
and Cs.) The one thing that made the
semester memorable was falling madly,
utterly, hopelessly in love with an abso-
lutely stunning ash blonde who sat to my
immediate left, Miss Diane Disney (for,
il my younger reader will credit me, we
were seated in alphabetical order, where
we'ld been seated since kindergarten?),
the daughter of none other than the
genius Walt! When I discovered this fact,
I found that it utterly precluded the son
ol a lineman approaching her “roman-
tically”; but when a couple of years later
I read in the society pages of the New
York newspapers that she had married a
USC tight end, I smiled sadly and decided
that “the poor liule rich girl” had no
doubt been more accessible than I and
about 100 other “haunted” guys at USC
had imagined. In any event, I wish now to
tell her, across all these years, how much
I worshipped her from “afar,” notwith-
standing that in our dosc-aamped seats
our elbows and 1oes bumped one another
three gloomy mornings a week.

Prior to discovering who Diane was, 1
had detected that the professor pandered
shamelessly to her—And what does
Dume think of this? And whit does
Diane think of this>—and one day, when
we were discussing Byron's Prisoner of
Chillon, I recall the exchange as some
thing like this. That summer Diane
had done her “grand tour” of Furope,
the [act of which the professor was some-
how aware, and she now asked Diane il
she’d seen the castle at Chillon on which
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196 daddy, wherein  Snow

“The forthcoming marriage of Brother
Dominic has caused me much concern. Are we
expected to take a dale lo Lhe wedding?”

Byron had based descriptive aspects of
his poem. Indeed Diane had. The pro-
fessor then said something to the effect
that in his poem Byron had given cither
a very scant or a very elaborate descrip-
tion (I alwavs thought Byron an old
[raud and hence don’t remember the
poem) ol the castle and then asked
Diane to give us her reminiscence ol that
structure as compared with Byron's. It
was a stupid question, unfair o my
adored Diane, assuming, as it did. that a
stunning  19year-old coed would run
around Europe taking notes to check
against the works of famous pocets! Diane
red-facedly pondered the question  for
many moments, trving to call back the
castle at Chillon, then oftered the line
that has endeared her 1o me [orever:

“Oh, it was a real casue, all right!”

Lord, dear reader, how I chuckled
over and brooded on that line for days
afterward, thinking that in fairness to
my lovely Diane, and compared with
those castles createl by her genius
White, Prince

Clharming, Grumpy, Dopey and all the
other guys mucked about, the castle at
Chillon had, indeed. been a real castle!
And though, as T say, I don’t precisely
remember  Steinem’s  response o my
suggestion that she parallel her lile 10
Augie’s, and though 1 would continue to
prompt her and learn that in the Swein-
cm household there had been embarrass-
ing “boxes ol swll™ piled in  the
hallways or someplace, and that the
Steinems had once had a wellare tenant
upstairs or downstairs or someplace in
their house, a guy who with charming
regularity used to get smashed and beat
the living shit out of his bride, for what-
cver reason, I vividly recall that Glovia's
initial response to my query summoned
up the long-ago Diane and it was as
though Gloria had saicd:

“Oh, 1 had a real childhood, all right!™

Although we continued to talk and to
laugh, to go through the motions. I'd
guess that for me the interview ended
with something Gloria said a few mo-
ments fater. The breakups of both my

ninriages had  been  dreadful  affairs,
none ol those cool, suave, lightly ironi-
cal, New Yorker magazine partings [or
Exley; and though I get along jolly well
with one of my exes now, the situation
with the other is still and always will he
horrendous, ghastly, man, ghastly, and
probably a lot closer to my reader’s pre-
dicament than that sophisticated horse-
shit novelists contrive! In reading about
Gloria, T had sensed that no matter
how much she “had it together” in
most vespects. like me she had had dif-
ficulties sustaining relationships  with
the opposite sex. Having been asked in
interviews about some of her past part-
ners, she had not been aliogether kind.
About the famous and brilliant director
Mike Nichols she'd been quoted  as
saving she'd mistaken his “head for a
heart.” and she now admitted that she
had. indeed, said that but that she and
Mike were still “close” and that he had,
in fact. called her up to sympathize with
her over the “cruelty” of that particular
piece (not likely, not at all likely, 1 later
learned from a man who knew Nichols
well enough to have spent dayvs on his
sets watching him make his movies!). 1
then went through the names of all the
other “[amous™ men with whom Gloria
had been “linked,” as Louella used to
say. There was old “Ken™ Galbraith, and
“Teddy” Sorensen, and the great alto-
sax  player Paul Desmond, and Herbh
Sargent, and Raler Johnson, and—well,
to Gloria they had all been merely
“Iriends,” which, it goes without saying,
had me gritting my teeth, biting my
tongue and repressing a terribly naughuy-
boy urge to ask Gloria il she fucked her
Iriends.

I was saving one guy, Thomas
Guinzburg, who seemed to me such an
ideal mate for Queen Gloria and about
whom I'd heard many nice things, until
last. Guinzburg owned one of the half-
dozen most prestigious publishing houses
in Americi: he was wealthv: he was
siid to number among his friends and
entertain at his town-house dinner table
the rich and the lamous [rom the thea-
ter, the movies, the literati. and so forth:
and, above all, and for which one will for
give him, he had thought enough of
Gloria 10 have allowed to be printed,
under the Viking imprimatur. her Beach
Boolk. 1 wanted 1o know what the prob-
lem with Guinzburg had been.

On the morning thar President Ken-
nedy had lelt on his wrip to Dallas, Glo
via had been in Sorensen’s White House
ollice and from the window had watched
the President walk across the lawn and
hoard the helicopter that would take
him to the airport to Air Force One and
to his eventual destiny. Two days later in
New York, on learning of his assassina-
tion, Gloria apparently went into some
kind ol catatonic withdrawal, some epit-
ome of griel beyond us lesser Americans
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and that was the day she knew she and
Guinzburg couldn't hack it. Gloria
thought Guinzburg took the assassination
o cavalierly. Now Gloria raised her
right eyebrow into an ironical arc above
her raspberry aviatrix” spectacles, smiled
tolerantly and with wry condescension
said, *Tom Guinzburg should have been
a sports reporter for the Daily News.”
Ye fucking gads, dear reader, where
could Gloria and I go [rom there? One
must understand that the dream of my
lifle—the dream of my fucking life!—
was to be a sports reporter for the Daily
News. I'd have a lovely and loving wife
named Corinne; three sons named Mike,
Toby and Scott; two boxers, Killer and
Duchess, with bulging muscles under
their fawn coats, black, ferocious masks
and, like all boxers, thev'd be big drool.
ing slobbering babies who couldn’t even
sleep when they were demied access 1o
the boys” beds. I'd have a split-level home
somewhere on the north shore of the
island, say, at Northport; and just at
that moment 1 was up to here with Co-
rinne, the boys, Killer and Duchess, my
hoss at the sports desk would telephone
me and ary, “Hey, Ex, don’t [orget you
got to lly out to the Coast and cover the
Mets' fivegame stand with the Dodg

ers.” And off I'd wing, to stand in the
press box, a paper cup of Coors beer in
my hand. the klieg lights dissolving the
faces of the crowd into one another,
cheering like mad for Seaver and the
guys; aflter which, renewed, I'd fly back
to the loving Corinne, Mike, Toby and
Scott, Killer and Duchess. A sporls re-
porter for the Daily News? Had Gloria's
humble beginnings in that crumby Po-
lack section of Fast Toledo been just a
dream on her part, and had she sprung
full-blown out of the mists, sitting in her
present eminence as she sat before me
now, imagining that with all that arm-
raised, fist-clenched, “right-on” horseshit
she was up to something infinitely
grander and more noble than my dream
of Corinne, Mike, etc., etc.? From that
moment on, though words continued to
be spoken, the interview was over.
. e .

Gloria and 1 had a distincly uneasy
parting from the Sonesta Beach Hotel.
We had been walking the better part of
four hours into the tape recorder, and as
time was running out and Gloria had to
take her nap and primp hersell for the
night’s festivities, 1 was quickly throwing
the used questions onto the floor so as to
be hurriedly pirepared to ask the next

“Look at it this way, baby. Once
you're no longer a virgin, there’s no danger of
your being sacrificed to the gods.”

one. When she could go on no longer, we
rose and she kindly began helping me
pick up my notes and get my gear to-
gether. We had, as I say, been talking and
laughing a long time. The abrupt silence
scemed embarrassingly charged, and to
il it 1 decided to relate something I'd
been undergoing the past days.

On the island I had made a friend I
will here call Gabrielle. An astonishingly
beautiful 22-year-old, Gabriclle was a re-
cent magna cum laude Stanford grad-
uate and a leshian who was being kept
in onc of the pads on the Court by a
broad-shouldered bull dyke my age. As is
the case with almost ¢very homosexual
I've known, Gabrielle was miserable and,
when the dyke was out working days, had
taken to hanging about my place, keep-
ing mc company, typing the questions
I was preparing for Gloria. hustling
us cheeseburgers and coffee and listen-
ing to my FM radio and playing my Bru-
beck collection on the sterco (though
Gabriclle grew 1o love Brubeck, 1 can't
describe how antiquated 1 felt when 1
learned that until then she’'d never
heard of him). Gabrielle came from a
wealthy ranching family out in New
Mexico or Idaho or Arizona or some
such place. and her father’s brother,
“good old Uncle Hury,” had introduced
her to prepubescent sex, having induced
her to an oral stimulation of his pe-
nis and o the packing of that penis
with cow manure (one for Krafft-Ebing?).
For motives neither Gabrielle nor T un.
derstood—fear, I'd guess—good old Uncle
Harry had stopped molesting her when
her menstrual cveles began, and though
she'd never had anything to do with a
man since that time, she found her pres-
ent predicament every bit as oppressive
and degrading as the one with good old
Uncle Harry. What should she do?

Without batting an eye, I suggested
she immediately move her gear into my
closet and take one of the twin beds in
my bedroom. T said as 1T was [eeding her
most ol the day, anyway, I saw it as no
extra hardship, and that at 22 she might
do well to get her lovely ass into a bikini,
lic on the beach for six months geuing a
tan and determine what direction she
wanted her life o ake.

“Christ,” I said, “look at all the rinky-
dinks your age all over the Court. Many
of them are as bright and as educated as
you. They're just puling a liule of the
evil weed, suckin® up some apple wine
and waiting for some sign from this ludi-
crous world we've made for them to live
in. You could make [riends with them. Tt
wouldn’t hurt you a bit to do the same
thing for a year, two, three il you're
enjoying yourself. Shit, in that scurvy
group you'd be queen of the Court.”

Gabrielle laughed. “I know. Every
tume I go next door for breakfast, some
ol those apes are drooling in my scram-
bled eggs.” Gabrielle then eyed me warily
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and said, I 1 Jdid move n, what about
sexr”

To 1this 1 laughed. rather scomniully,
Fm afrard. "Cut the shit. Gabrielle. My
bed is a loot and a hall from vouors: il
you decide you want 1o try, all you have
10 do is hop over. But don't let yvour hot
liule pussy get nervous worrving abou
my needs. Any time 1 pick up a picee of
ass, I'll let you know in advince and
you'll have to take the couch out here.
Any time you want to grab Chick or one
ol his muscular lifeguards across the
street, vou let me know and I'H bunk
down in here. But look, il vou're genu
inely sertous, I'll be damned il I'll reline
guish my bed 1o a broad, so don't ever
bother to ask.”

Gabriclle grew very solemn.

“I want it understood that 1 could
never have sex with you.”

Well, sir! 1 knew I had 20 years on Ga
brielle. that 1 was getting gray, chubby
and sloppyv—Dbut then, never is an awlul-
Iy long time and 1 laughed and said,
“C'mon. Gabrielle—it’s you we've wor-
ryin” about! My [rightful hog can take
care ol nisel1”

“But that’s whaw I mean,” Gabriclle
emphasized. “1 didn’t at all mean it the
way it sounded. Secing some of those
girls or whatever thev are vou hang
around with, I'd be afraid 10 do any
thing with yvou—afraid you'd give me
some awlul disease that’d make my cye.
brows fall out.”

This was on the evening belore 1 was
scheduled 1o meet Ms. Sweinem. Ga-
briclle and I offered cach other eager
hands by way of agreement. 1 promised
that the day following my return from
the interview 1'd help her move her gear
and that, il necessary, I'd knock the dyke
on her ass in the emotional scene that
would almost certainly ensue. We shook
hands again. Gabrielle Ieft and I went
downstairs to woo Zita the Zebra Woman.

Early the following morning. 1 was
hurriedly shaving—pimply Jack was al-
ready leaning on the horn of the elecric-
blue Buick Elecrra in the courtvard
below—an preparation lor meeting Stein-
em when Gabrielle came in, made me a
quick cup of mstant colfee and said,
“I've changed my mind. I'm going 1o stay
with Sappho.”

“Fmosorry,” 1 said. “What happenedz”

Gabrielle then pointed out to me (in
i Newsweek cover story, one I'd given her
1o vead!) that no less than the girl T was
going to interview accepted lesbhianism,
that our sociery was reaching the civi
lized stage where there wasn’t going to
be any sdgma attached to it, and Ga-
briclle felt she ought to acknowledge
being what she was and learn to live
with it.

“That’s nothing but that New York
City liberal horseshit! Every noble soul
accepts cineer as a part of life until he
himsell contracts it.”*

In very measured tones 1 poimed out

1o Gabriclle that Stcinew's acceptance
did not constitute endorsement, that as
lar as 1 knew Steinem hersell was qjuite
wonderfully and healthily heterosexual.

“Look. Gabriclle, Steinemy’s got it all
together and that makes it casy for her 10
be tolerant. People who e happily
siraight just don’t worry about other
people’s sex lile. F mean, 1 don’t care il
a guy wants 1o fuck the exhaust pipe on
his Volkswagen, it's nothing 1o me. And
1 don’t give a shit either if vou want to
continue in vour life, but 1 don’t think
vou do or vou wouldn’t have been laying
it on me since the day we met. And, in-
cidentlly, vou know, don’t vou. that all
men don't force e girls 1o suck their
cocks? I'd [eel a hell of a lov better if vou
stuck to our agreement.”

Gabriclle  adamantly  relused.  We
shook hands. Gabrielle asked il she
could continue o hang around and be
my pal. I said swre. What the Tuck else
could T say? Apparenddy not all thaa
pleased with her own decision, Gabrielle
then wept quictly. Then Gabrielle ac
companied me down to the car.

When Steinem and I were geting my
gear together in the hotel and I was
wrying to tell her something of this—nd
as | wold her I atempred to put it on
Kidding level by accusing her ol very
possibly beating me out ol a luscious
picce of ass—I pointed out thar she'd
reached an eminence and an influence
where she ought 1o consider very care-
fully what she “acceprs.”

“But she's a lesbiian,” Gloria said.

It was terrilying. It was a good deal
more unnerving than Steinem’s appir-
ently being vnable w “see”™ what I was
saying. In her tone there was an over-
whelmingly nastv irricition with me that
quite  honestly made me  somewhat
afraid, an accusmion and a rebuke that
1 was not man enough to aceept aberra-
tions lor what they were—I1 who had
spent three vears ol my lile in and out of
state mental institutions and knew I'd
come Lo see and rolerate more aberra-
uons than Steinem’ll live
that under no circumstance did 1 own the
sympathy or the necessary zeal cither o
comprehend or to be a part of her holy
causce!

By [ar the brightest, the most literate,
the most articulate, the most tolerant
(and the only one with a sense of
humor) ol these women s Ms. Ge
Greer. Reading the “Newsmakers™ section
ol Newsweek. 1 Laughed uproariously at
her admission of having Lillen quite hope
lessly in love with a “very elegimt™ man
“of some note” and her further admis-
sion that il ar 3% she could make “a crass
lool” of herself “over a tailor’s dummy,”
the movement needed all the help it could
et As [ read this, all T could do was en-
tertain suspicions ol what Greer would
have said had 1 told her the same thing
1 wried 1o ell Gloria and T fouwnd myvself

10 see!'—and

une

imagining, “But, my dear chap, you
should have removed this Gabrielle's
bloomers, given her a superlative fuck
and had done with it.” And, instead, and
against sy expectations whatever that it
would turn out that way, 1 lelt the Sones-
tr Beach not only distranght a Steinem’s
pipe-bhacked  siridency bur sonry,  sad.
alraid, hort

I was to see Gloria twice again. As it
happened, the first time was on a mormn-
iz when Gabrielle and 1 were nmaking
love. For, as it turned out, Gabrielle did
move in with me amd we had a lovely,
loving idyl for a time until, as 1 knew
she would. she ook up with those alien-
ated youth on the hot bright sireets be
neath me. wok up with people more
appropriate 1o her age, her needs and
the desuny I so wanted Tor her. There
cGine an urgent knocking on the door. |
called and asked who it was and was told
by the Kindly lady across the hall that on
channel five at that verv moment 1 could
see “that women's lib gal vou inter-
viewed a few weeks back.™

I dismoumed, rose, flicked on the TV
and, sure enough, there was Sweinem

with Dinah Shore, she ol the chillon
undies and whose paramour is Burt
Reynolds,  Cosmopolitan’s  centerlold!

Gloria proselytized women's liberation.
plugged Ms.. did a litde solt shoe with
Dinah. then stood about in a somewhat
awkward sweat as Dinah whipped up a
lavered and sumprtuous-looking ice-cream
cake. Gloria was, 1 thought Liughingly,
right where she ought o he!

In exasperation. Gabrielle said, “Are
vou going to watch Steinem or are we go-
ing 1o fimish what we started:=" 1 Jaughed
again, flicked off the wibe and we fin-
ished what we had started.

The next ume 1 saw her she was on
Walter Cronkite. loftily excoriating the
Demodrats”  platform and  oredentials
commmittees. “Oh, dear, denr Gloria, re-
lux. do relox.” 1 ihought. “They say your
nun McGovern is the most decent man
m the Senate. 1 suspect: he is, and ver
every time vou and those disaflecred souls
he's swrrounded himsell with open vour
mouths vou bury the poor slob thar much
deeper. We vokels don’t understand vour
smugness, vour certitude, the militant,
celervlike curves of your spines, and what
we don't understand  makes us alvaid,
turns us off and. worse, will end with that
henighted yovo Nixow's getling into a
positian ol power. What I'm imploring
ol you, dear, dewr Gloria, is that you help
me see vour man McGovern as a man for
whom I'd interrupt my lovemaking. You
won't do so until vou and his tollowers
hecome a ot less brassilv swrident, wmil
I detect in your demeanors ae least a 1aci
admission thac, like Ms. Germaine Greer,
vou. oo, are becomingly vulnerable and
might yet fhind yowselves the victims

ol love.”
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“Tell me, Sylvia, is it wusual lo have the
stag party after the wedding?” %
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971 THE COMPLETE
BOOK OF BOATING
Ernest A. Zadig

(Pub. Price $12.95)
From stem to stern,

a giant, tlustrated
guide to happy cruising
{Counts as two books}

973 HIT #29

Joey with Dave Fisher
(Pub. Price %7.95)
Maost intimate and
appalling true account
of a killer at work

975 SEXUAL BEHAVIOR
IN THE 1970s

Morten Hunt

(Pub Price $10.95)
Where America is at—
sexually; most exlensive
reporl since Kinsey

809 PLAYBOY'S
HOST & BAR BOOK
Thomas Mario

(Fub Price $12.95)
For the superhost—
Mustrated

{Counts as two books)

976 ALIVE

Piers Paul Read
{Fub. Price £10.00)
Herces of the Andes
crash; one of the
great true survival
stories of all time

863 THE ART OF
SENSUAL MASSAGE
Inkeles, Todris

& Foothorap

(Pub Price £7.95)
Explicit photographic
guide

970 JAWS

Peler Benchley
{Pub. Price $6.95)
Super-thriller novel
ol terror-spreading
great while shark

963 YOU CAN PROFIT
FAOM A MONETARY
CRISIS

Harry Browne

{Pub. Price $8.95)
Survival kit for
economic storms;
runaway bestselier

962 WAR
A Phologrephic
Hist

ory
Text by Albert R. Leventhal
{Pub. Price $16.95)
All the wars the
camera has ever seen
(Counts as two books)

875 I'M OK—YOU'RE CK
Thomas A. Harris, M.D.
[Pub. Price $5.95)

The greal bestseller

967 THE COMPLETE
BOOK OF CAR
MAINTENANCE ANO
REPAIR

John D. Hirsch

{Pub. Price $10.00)
For the amateur who
wanls lo save money

842 AN AMERICAN
DEATH

Gereld Frank

(Pub. Price $10.00)
The killing and killer
of Martin Luther King,
Jr.—Shocking, Irue

757 SEX AMERICAN
STYLE

Frank Rebinson and
Nat Lehrman, eds.
{Pub Price §7.50)
From PLAYBOY

909 THE TRUE SOUHD
OF MUSIC

Hans Fantel

{Pub. Price $7.95)
Superb guide to sound
equipment for the home

877 PLAYBOY'S
BOOK OF GAMES
Edwin Silberstang
{Pub. Price S8.95)
Handbook for the
sophisticated gambier

849 SCORING
Dan Greenburg
(Pub. Price $6.95)
Frank and funny
sexual memoir

978 THE BEST FROM
PLAYBOY—-NUMBER SIX
(Pub. Price §5.95)
Greatest stories, girls,
arlicles, cartoons;
hardcover edition

944 SHOW BUSINESS
LAID BARE

Earl Wilson

(Pub Price 7.95)
Sexual side of

entertainment world;
X-rated anecdotes

958 THUNOER

LA BOOM

Anne Steinhardt

(Pub. Price $6.95)
Mind-blowing, hilarious,
erctic yel honest novel
about bottomless dancer

956 BANCO

Henri Charriére

{Pub. Price $7 95)
Hair-raising turther
adventures of Papillon

928 THE SINGLE MAN'S
INDISPENSABLE

GUIDE & HANDBOOK
Paul Gillette

{Pub. Price $8.50)
Without it, you're just
not with it

853 COSMOPOLITAN'S
LOVE BOOK

{Pub. Price $5.95)

A guide fo ecstasy in bed

By Mortom L hust

931 THE EIGER
SANCTION
Trevanian

{Pub. Price 56.95)
Novel of intrigue,
revenge, murder, sex

937 COLLECTED STORIES
Graham Greene

(Pub. Price $10.00)

40 superb storjes of
suspense, intrigue

868 CONFESSIONS
OF A WALL STREET
INSIDER

C.C. Hazard

{Pub. Price £6.95)
Starliing revelations

969 SUPER HANDYMAN'S
ENCYCLOPEDIA OF
HOME REPAIR HINTS

Al Carrell

(Pub. Price $6.95)
Hundreds of labor-saving,
money-saving ideas

911 A TOUCH OF
DANGER

James Jones

{Pub. Price $7.95)
Spine-tingling novel
about private eye

882 A SURGEON'S
WORLD

William A. Nolen, M.D.
(Pub. Price $7.95)
Frank, fascinating,
eye-opening account

814 THE LOVE
TREATMENT

Martin Shepard, M.O.
{Pub. Price 35.95)
Sexuval therapy

784 THE SEX BOOK
Goldstein, Haeberle

& McBride

(Pub. Price $9.95)
Fictorial encyclopedia—
“revolutionary™ bestseller

by Sapmand Siipfon Ml
b

Wil oo bt b e (e

941 THE GOOD LIFE,
SEXUALLY SPEAKING
Sigmund Stephen Miller
(Pub. Price $6.95)

How to be a sexually
persuasive man

765 SINKINGS,
SALVAGES, AND
SHIPWRECKS
Aobert F. Burgess
{Pub. Price $6.95)
Spelibinding, true
5ea sagas—MNlustrated

917 O JERUSALEM!
Larry Collins

and Dominique Lapierre
(Fub. Price 510 00)

The dramatlic bestseller
aboul Israel-Arab war—
iHustrated

959 GOLF MY WAY
Jack Nicklaus

with Ken Bowden
{Pub. Price $9.95)
A-Z guide to improved
golfing—Iiustrated

979 DICTIONARY OF
QUOTATIONS
Bergen Evans, ed.
{Pub. Price $15.00)
The definitive work
and a joy to read.
over 2000 pages
{Counis as lwo books)

940 COSELL

Howard Cosell

(Pub. Price $8.95)
Candid, explosive, "as
enltertaining as its
subject”—Book World

900 THE DAWN'S
EARLY LIGHT
Walter Lord

{Pub. Price $B.50)
Exciting, gripping
story of War of 1812
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901 TOTAL ORGASM
Jack Lee Rosenberg
lllustrations by
Joseph Jaqua

(Pub. Price S6.95)
Hlustrated guide to
sexual fultiliment

919 GETTING INTO
DEEP THROAT
Richard Smith
{Pub. Price 57 95)
Complete story of
controversial film;

8 pages of photos

915 HOW TO BE
FUNNY IN YOUR
OWN LIFETIME
Bill Adler

(Pub. Price $7.95)
Over 1000 jokes;
wil sharpener for
every occasion

706 MOTORCARS OF
THE GOLOEN PAST
Text by Ken Purdy
Pholes by

Tom Burnside

(Pub. Price $30.00)
100 rare and exciting
vehicles in tull color
{Counts as two books)

968 OR. STILLMAN'S
14-DAY SHAPE-UP
PROGRAM

Dr. Irwin M. Stiliman
and Samm S. Baker
{Pub. Price §7.95)
New siimming diel,
rimming exercises

856 PLAYBOY'S
BOOK OF
LIMERICKS
Clifford Crist, ed.
(Pub. Price $8.95)
Candid. complele—
the definitive
collection
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Reading €ntertainment for Men
Introductory offer: Choose any 4 books for only $1.95

{Value up to $50.95) when you agree to become a member of Playboy Book Club

Just as PLAYBOY is different from all other magazines,
Playboy Book Club is different from all other book clubs.
It is a book club designed by our editors to match your
tastes, your life-style, your point of view.

PLAYBOY BOOK CLUB aBD4-07
Playboy Building
919 North Michigan Avenue, Chicago, lllinols 60611

Please enroll me as a member in the Playboy Book Club and send

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 avail -
able 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.

Playboy’s Choice, an illustrated 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 processed.)

Remember, 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.

*Deluxe volumes count as two selections. Publishers' prices quoted are
U.S. prices; Canadian prices may be slightly higher.
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provocative paperbacks, a $2.85 value, as my free bonus for prompt
action.

| understand that you will send me Playboy's Choice, the publi-
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the Selection or to choose any of the Alternates. | understand that
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to me automatically AFTER the date shown on the card. | under-
stand that Playboy's Choice is mailed in time to allow me at least
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A modest postage and handling charge is added lo all shipments.
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AMERICAN NIGHTMARE

touring the Copacabana and other night
spots and winding up, about four in the
morning, at Umbertos Clam House on
Mulberry Sureer in Liule Italy. Suddenly,
the door burst open and four men entered
with drawn pistols. Gallo looked up.
smarled, “You son of a bitch,” and re-
ceived two slugs in reply. He stumbled out
ol his seat and out onto the streer. Another
stug hit him and he collapsed, dead.

At his funeral three days later, his sis-
ter stood over the colin and  vowed,
“The streets are going 10 run red with
blood, Joey!™ They did. In the next
weeks, a dozen bodies were found scat-
tered around New York, victinis of Gallo
revenge and Colombo justice. Among
them were two innocent victims. One
gunman walked into a Manhatan restau-
rant, the Neopolitan Noodle, with a
contract on Persico aides: but moments
carlier, they had left their place at the
bar, and when the killer fired, his victins
were two merchants, Sheldon Epstein and
Max ‘Tekelch. who had dropped by for
dinmer with their wives.

To some observers, the murders of the

(continued from page 148)

innocents, even the murder of Gallo,
were signs of just how far and into what
a sorry state the Ialian Syndicate had
[allen. That it was still resorting to vio-
lence was bad enough: that innocents
were victims was worse, and worse yet
was the whole bungle of the Gallo affair.
Within two weeks of Galla's murder,
Joseph Lupavelli. a sometime bodyguard
and chaufeur 10 Joseph Yacovelli—who,
along with Vincent Aloi. had taken con-
trol of the Colombo tamily after the
shooting of Colombo and the jailing of
Persico—turned himself in to FBI agents
in Calilornia and told the whole story.

It seems that he happened to be inside
Umbertos when Gallo drove up. Imme-
diately. he hurried to another restaurant
up the swreet. a hangout for Colombo
soldiers. There he found Carmine Di
diase. Philip Gambino (a nephew of
Carlos), Alphonse Indelicato, Dominic
Trichera and Joseph Gorgone and 1old
them ol his discovery,

“What's he doing there:” Di Biasc
asked.

I don’t know,”

Luparelli replied.

“1 got me one of them streakers, L, (e

“Theyre starting to eat.”

D1 Biase made some calls and ot a go-
ahead from Yacovelli and Aloi. In the
good old days, at that momem Luparelli
would have been told to zo home, turn
on the television and otherwise occupy
himsell innocemily. After all, he had fin-
gered Gallo and he might have been
spotted; and il he were semt home, he
would have no useful knowledge ol the
events that later occurred. But Di Biase
and  his [riends ook Lupavelli along
with them, and they apparently realized
their mistake almost as soon as they saw
Gallo Ilyving in his own hlood. They
drove Luparelli to a hide-out in Nyack,
New York. 1o wait until the heat blew
over;amd. during the next lew days, they
conlerred several times with Aloi. It arad-
ually began to dawn on Luparelli that
maybe his friends didn't trust him any-
more, especally when his food began o
taste Tunny. like arsenic. and he became
violently ill. (The question, of course, is
why the subtlery, why he wasn't simply
disposed of in the traditional [ashion.)
Luparelli decided not 1o eat any more
dinners in Nyack. He slipped away, fled
to California, tarned himself in and told
the whole story. The results: a grand-jury
investigation. the indictment of some of
the killers, the jailing of Aloi for refus-
ing to walk to the grand Jury and the dis-
appearance of Yacovelli. It also resulied
i the shattering of the Colombo Gimily.

But there were more servious conse-
‘quences to the shootings that began with
the attempt on Colombo's Jife. Violence
inevitably ciuses trouble; informers sur-
lace, 1alking 10 protect their own lives:
front-page headlines and editorials de-
mand police action: mvestigations e
stepped up. All conspive to interlere with
the orderly conduct of Mob business,
Thus, the result of the war between
Gallo and Colombo was 4 marked in-
crease in pressure on the Mob, and that,
in combination with the natural inroads
ol age, began to decimare the leadership.
A major vacuum was being created
the top of the Syndicate, one that would
be hard 1o fill. The prison cells of the
Federal  penitentiaries were filling up
with mafiosi. voung and old. as the result
of Federal elforts that had begun nemly
a decade before under Auvorney General
Robert Kennedy. Those mobsters not
mcireerated were deluged in a paper
flood of indictments and subpocenas,
were hounded by constant surveillance,
wire taps and bugs, 1o the extent that
nuny were alraid 1o even whisper any-
where but in the middle of a vacant Jot.
Still others discovered that their riches,
power and influence were no  shield
against the ills of advancing age.

New Jersey mobsters such as Angelo
“Gyp” DeCardo. once boss of the staie's
loan-sharking and gambling, went up for
12 years (only 10 be Ireed alier 3%
months, when President Nixon aranted
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him Executive clemency. DeCarlo re-
turned home on a stretcher, lor a time
picked up the rule and then, ten months
later, died of cancer), and he was followed
by such other Garden State mobsters as
Sam “The Plumber” DeCavalcante, Phil
Rastelli and “Bayonne Joe” Zicarelli.
New England’s Raymond Patriarca went
to jail for a time, and so did Phila-
delphia’s Bruno.

The Chicago organization, sccond
only to the combined forces in New
York, was in disarray. In the mid-Sixties,
Sam Giancana had retired to Acapulco.
The leadership passed to such old-timers
as Anthony “Big Tuna™ Accardo, Paul
“The Waiter” Ricca and Felix “Mil-
wiaukee Phil” Alderisio, to such Gian-
cana [riends as Sam “Teetz” Battaglia,
Fiore “Fifi” Buccieri and Jackie Cerone,
to such now-aging onctime Young Turks
as  Joseph  “Doves”  Aiuppa, Charley
“Chuck” Nicoletti, Gus “Slim” Alex and
Sam De Stefano, the king of Chicago
“juice” (loan-shark) men and a special
pet of Ricca’s.

Except for Accardo, who seems imper-
vious to all efforts to nail him and who
has remained at or near the top in Chi-
cago since the days of Capone, the other
leaders and would-be leaders have all
suffered since Giancana’s departure. Bat-
taglia went to prison in 1967 on a 15-
year extortion rap: in 1973, he was
granted clemency, but only because he
wis dying of cancer. By 1970, it looked
as though Cerone was about to emerge as
the city’s strong man: but that year, he
went to Federal prison on a five-year gam-
bling conviction. A year later, Alderisio
was dead and, in another year, so, too,
was Ricca, of a heart auack at 74. I lost
the best friend a man could have”
mourned Accardo.

Indeed, Big Tuna’s good friends
seemed to be falling all around him.
Buccieri went from lung cancer in the
summer of 1973. De Steliano went, wo,
only not of natural causes; for his imperi-
ous and viclent ways (among the several
murders credited to him was that of his
brother; it was Sam's way ol helping him
kick a narcotics habit) had earned him
some unforgiving enemies, especially
among those close to Giancana. When
De Stelano was indicted Tor murder and
the rumor spread that he might write
his memoirs, his time had come. One
morning in April 1973, he was cleaning
his parage when somebody walked in
with a shoigun.

Even those who remained showed lit-
te stomach for the hard times that
seemed to lie ahead. Aiuppa, ruler of the
Cicero rackets, began telling everyone
that he was past 65 and wanted only 10
retive. Alex began spending more and
more time in Florida, insisting that he,
too, was retiring. But, in light of all the
troubles, he has been forced to pick up
at least some of the reins in Chicago.

906 Only the younger Nicoletti seems, in

1971, anxious to succeed o the rule
when Accardo. now nearing 70, goes; but
he is only in his 40s and his elders con-
sider him a little young for the top spot.

The pains of the Chicago mob, how-
ever, pale beside those suftered in New
York. None of the five major crime fami-
lies has escaped serious trouble and some
have been shattered beyond repair, to
the point where there have been serious
internal discussions about merging all
into one or, at most, two families.

Should that occur. three families are
almost certain to disappear—those led in
the glory days by Profaci, Bonanno and
Tommy Lucchese—and a fourth, once
the most powerful under Luciano, Geno-
vese and Frank Costello, all now dead,
may not survive much longer.

With Colombo incapacitated and such
potential successors as Persico, Yacovelli
and Aloi either in prison or vanished,
the fortunes of that family are in sorry
shape. As Dennis Dillon, head of the
Federal Strike Force in New York, put it,
“The Colombo family has not been put
out of operation, but we see the end in
sight.”

The old Bonanno family is little bet-
ter off. When Bonanno finally retired to
Tucson, Gambino assigned a onetime
Lucchese licutenant to restore order.
Natale Evola had notable success, for a
time. He reconciled the warring factions
and expanded the family’s control in the
New York Garment District, both through
the capture of more once-legitimate con-
cerns and by organizing the Garment
Truckers Association. But in the summer
ol 1973, the 66-yearold Evola died of
cancer. No one else merited the respect
that he had earned, and every time
Gambino seemed about to tap some-
body, such as Rastelli or Zicarelli. his po-
tential nominee somehow wound up in
prison.

In even more desperate condition is
the old Lucchese outfit. On October 16,
1972, beaming Brooklyn district attorney
Eugene Gold called in the press and an-
nounced, “We have pierced the veil of
organized crime, stripping away the insu-
lation that has hidden and protected
many of the most important people in
organized crime.” Well, that was strewch-
ing things a little, but Gold had certain-
ly done something. At the moment he
was boasting, more than 1000 New York
cops were sweeping through the city.
handing out 677 subpoenas to such
mobsters as Gambino, Carmine “Mr.
Gribbs” Tramunti and Paul Vario, 1o
more than 100 cops on the Mob's pay-
roll and to a host of politicians. Tt was
the result of one of the most successful
clandestine operations in the war on
crime.

Almost a vyear ewlier, Gold's olfice.
in cooperation with police, had hegun
surveillance of a Maob hangout in Brook-
Iva. with police disguised as Christinas-
tree salesmen setting up shop across the

street (and making a tidy profit, too).
That surveillance led to the discovery of
a Mob command post, in a trailer parked
in the center of the Bargain Auto Parts
junk yard. The gray-and-blue trailer,
ringedd by a l4-foot chainlink Jence,
topped by barbed wire and guarded by
watchmen and two attack dogs, was head-
quarters for Vario, consigliere in the old
Lucchese outfit now run by Tramunti,
himself one of Gambinos oldest and
closest friends. In the ceiling of the trail-
er, Gold’'s experts installed a sophisti-
cated miniature listening device. They
also tapped the three phones and. from
a building across the street, undercover
agents trained motion-picture and still
cameras on the trailer. During the next
11 months, they amassed 1,622,600 feet
of tape (including 21,600 feet from court-
ordered wire taps) and took 36,000 feet
of color film and 54,000 telephoto pic-
tures. On that tape and film were the
voices and photos of most of the impor-
tant mobsters in the East, a number of
policemen and detectives and a string of
politicians and judges.

“We have learned,” Gold declared, “of
deals involving the sale ol narcotics, ex-
tortion and loansharking, corruption,
coercion, bookmaking, policy, assault
and robbery, burglaries, counterfeiting,
hijacking, recciving stolen property, for-
gery, possession and sale of weapons,
labor racketeering, stolen-auto rings, un-
taxed cigarettes, insurance frauds, arson
of businesses, the cutting up ol autos
and boats, prostitution and violation of
alcohol-beverage-control laws.” He had
also discovered. he said, more than 200
previously legitimate businesses, running
“the gamut of business activity in this
ciry.” into which the Mob had moved.

What Gold intended to do with all this
was quickly apparent. A grand jury was
impaneled to hear those subpoenaed.

There, under grants of immunity, they
were asked to tell about the underworld.
Gold, of course, expected few to talk.
But under New York’s stiff immunity
law, if they didn’t testify, they would go
to jail. One way or another, Gold was
going to send a lot of top hoods to pris-
on. Which is just what he did. Tramunti
went up for three years for contempt, to
which was soon added another term for
perjury growing out of a stock-fraud
trial. Vario found himself buried under
six indictments ranging from income-tax
cvasion to hijacking. And the old Luc-
chese family found itsell virtually leader-
less, more and more taking its orders
from Gambino.

Then there was the old Lucano-Geno-
vese-Costello outhit. once the most power-
[ul. From the time Genovese went 1o
prison. where he died. the outht’s fortunes
and power steadily declined under the
joint rule of Gerardo "Gerry” Catena
and Tommy “Tommy Ryan” Eboli. For
a ume, there were indications of a renais-
sance as Anthony DiLorenzo seemed to
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be moving toward the top. He was one
of the new breed of mobsters, though at
the beginning it looked as though he
would never be much more than a thug
(he had served one term in prison for as-
sault with a baseball bar). But while be-
hind bars, DiLorenzo devoted himself to
books and emerged as a man with a
cultivated manner and considerable so-
phistication; he had even learned to
speak acceptable  English. During the
Sixties, he amassed power and riches as
the ruler of the Metropolitan Import
Truckmen’s Association, which had a
near monopoly on hauling air freight,
gasoline and food to Kennedy Airport.
By 1969, he was making motions to
spread that monopoly across the country.
and he might well have done just that in
concert with his friends in the Teamsters
Union. But Dil.orenzo soon found him
self in a lot ol trouble. He was decply
enmeshed in one of the Svndicate's
newer and most important rackets, sto-
Ien securities; the Government was able
to tic him into a deal involving more
than S1LO00060 worth of purloined 1B
stock and thereby send him away for ten
years. In 1972, Dilorenzo was given
permission by prison authorities to visit
an outside dentist, without anv guards
along. He never returned and there has
been no word on him since, though
there have been plenty ol rumors: that
he was killed by rivals; that he has re-
mained underground, helping guide the
Mob in s deeper penetration of the
securities markets and other rackets; that
he has skipped to Europe,

With DiLorenzo gone. there were no
immediate rivals 10 Catena and Eboli.
Early in 1970, however, Catena was sum-
moned before a New Jersey investigating
committee, granted immunity and or-
dered to tell all he knew about the
Organization. He refused and wound up
in prison for contempt. At nearly 70 and
in failing health, the chances [or Catena
to resume a major role appear slim,

Catena’s imprisonment left the hot-
tempered Eboli in command. It also
made him the subject of intense scrutiny
by hall a dozen agencies, though In
pleading a serious heart ailment, he was
able to avoid testilving. But worse [or
him was the fact that he was falling into
disfavor both with his own licutenants
and with Gambino. Though his own
personal  rackets—night  cubs,  Green-
wich Village bars catering to homosex-
uals, music and records, jukeboxes and
vending machines—prospered, he showed
little inclination to share the profits or
lead his troops with any vigor. The
grumbling in the ranks grew louder
and by the winter of 1972, the family's
captains were just about ready to turit to
Gambino for help, to seck the ouster ol
Eboli by one means or another :nd his
replacement by Francesco “Funzi” Tieri,

gpg close Iriend o Gambino and himsell a

longtime power on the waterfront and
in the Garment District.

Gambino  favored deposing  Eboli.
With Tieri as head of the outhit. Gambi-
no's influence would be vastly increased;
the leaders of all the flamilies in New
York would be men who were his close
[riends, men who owed their positions
and so their allegiance to himn. At that
moment, only Eboli remained independ-
ent of Gambino, and Eboli was some-
times heard saying loudly that, as heir to
Luciano and  Genovese, the right of
command was his.

But there was another reason to topple
Eboli. According to some Federal investi-
gators, he had cost Gambino and other
leaders close to $4,000,000 m a botched
narcotics deal,

At least since the mid-Sixties. narcotics
had played a diminishing role in the
Mob’s activities. Common sense had led
to a decision to heed the advice of men
like Costello that the profus from junk
were not worth the risks. The entrap-
ment and  imprisonment ol Genovese,
Big John Ormemo, Carmine Galante,
even Lvela and a number of other high-
ranking mobsters, had driven that lesson
home. Moreover, the base for sale of nar-
cotics lay in the central cities, and by the
mid-Sixties, that territory had  become
the bastion of minority-group hoodlums
who thought they ought to conwol what-
ever rackets led on their people. White
narcotics distributors and  pushers were
regularly  beaten, robbed and thrown
out; white numbers runners and even
the smaller policy banks were subjected
1o the same mdignities. There were some
in the Syndicate who wanted a war to
put down the obstreperous minorities:
wiser men like Gambino realized that
this was a war that could not be won.
Where possible, the minority racketcers
were taken into partnership or were sold
the business or, when it was the only
recotrse. were ceded it outright. These
new racketeers quickly emrenched them-
selves, making their own connections [or
narcotics in Evrope and in Latin Ameri
ar, setting up their own pipelines and
dealerships and giving rise to what be-
cime known as the Cuban Mafia. OI
course, they followed the same route in
the numbers racket.

By late 1973, though there were ru-
mors that the Mob had decided 10 move
back in, the minoritics were pretty sol-
idly in conwol. On the lists ol mujor
narcotics dealers compiled by police de
partments, the number ol Ttalian or Syn-
dicate names declined and more and more
blacks, Cubans and other minority inde-
pendents appeared. They were men such
as Marvland's Frank Matthews, who sur-
faced alter the Killing of one of his cour-
iers, a black Maryland legislator named
James AL Turk” Scout, then under indict-
ment for transporting 510.000.000 worth
ol raw heroin and rumored to be talking:

Thomas “Fats” Burnside, a major cociine
distributor in Harlem; Charles Ashley,
who ran a major cutting factory on Man-
hattan’s West Side; and Leonides Suarez,
one of the top junk men in Chicago. In
numbers. the big names increasingly were
those of men like “Spanish Raymond”
Marquez in Harlem.

But for the Syndicate, retreat from the
day-to-day narcotics  business  did  not
mean total withdrawal; the Mob contin-
ucd o bank-roll major narcotics ship-
ments, which were then turned over to
the new distributors. It was just this
kind of deal that Eboli took to Gambino
and the other leaders in the summer of
1971. One of Eboli’s [riends, and a some-
time ally of the old Lucchese family, was
a Bronx bagel baker named Louis Ciril-
lo. As it happened, according to Federal
authorities, Cirillo was also the larg-
est. narcotics wholesaler in the United
States, the American representative of an
mternational syndicate that had poured
heroin with a street value of more than
S300,000.000 into the States from France.
In need of cash to pay for one massive
shipment, Cirillo tned to Eboli for fi-
nancing. The cash he needed amounted
1o about SEO00,000, too much for Eboli
to swing on his own, so he cut Gambino
and the other leaders in on the deal. All
went well umiil one of the smugglers, a
Paris interior decorator named Roger
Preiss, tuirned Federal informant. His
testimony earned Cirillo a 25-year prison
term and cost the Mob its entire invest-
ment. Narcotics agents found more than
51.000,000 cached around Cirillo’s home
and  there were rumors  that  millions
more had been buried for safekeeping.
Guambino and the other leaders blamed
Eboli [or their loss and ced him to
mitke good. He refused.

Eboli, early in the summer of 1972,
scemed unaware that he had fallen [rom
grace. But that fact was driven home with
finality in the carly-morning howrs of
July 16, His  bodygward-chauffeur, Jo-
seph Sternfeld, had driven him from his
newly purchased S150,000 mansion near
Fort Lee. New Jersey, 1o spend the eve-
ning in Brooklyn with one of several
mistresses. As Eboli emerged from her
home at one in the morning, somebody
wWis Wi

ing in a redandvellow van.
That somebody put five slugs in his face
and neck lrom o distance ol five [eet
Sternleld insisted that although he was
there. opening the Cadillac’s rear door
for Eboli. he hit the pavement at the
sound of the first shot and never saw
who was doing the shooting. That tale
was greeted with considerable skepticism
and o perjury indiciment.

With Eboli dead, Gambino's friend
Tieri was in command. “He's a real class
guy,” one Federal agent said, “a real
money-maker, one of the classiest gang-
sters in the New York City area.” Maybe.
But the move o the top put Tieri out in
the open and, within a year, grand juries
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had awice indiaed him—for extortion
and loan-sharking conspiracy.

All of which lelte Gambino securely on
the throne of the lalian Syndicate, at
Ieast 1in New York: hur Gambine and his
Family had not escaped the oflicial heat.
In 1970, a New York grand jury indicted
his chiefl aide, underboss and rumored
successor. Amnicllo Dellacroce. lor relus-
ing to testify about gangster infiltration
of businesses. He got a yvear Tor that and.
before the sentence was up, five more
vears were ticked on for income-tax evi-
sion. With Dellacroce away, it looked for
a time as though Joe Manfredi might be
moving up: but in 1972, Federal agents
got him lor heroin conspiracy and put
him away for 30 vears.

As for Gambino himsell, the aging
ruler, now past 70, might still give the
orders and make the plans, but probably
not for long. He has bheen siripped ol his
citizenship  and  ordered  deported 10
his mative Sicily. It is unlikely that the
order will ever be coried out: he has
been in and out of the hospital with a
deteriorating heart condition, which,
doctors say. leaves him very litde time.
Most ol his dinvs now are spent in bed in
the salety of his tightly guarded home on
Long Island.

So, much ol the old leadership of the
HIalian-dominated section of the Synli-
cate 1s at the moment ol its last hurrah.
The same is true elsewhere. Meyer Lan-
sky, so long the shadowy puppeteer of
organized aime, has not escaped  the
ravages of age nor avoided discovery.
Alter years ol intensilving probes of the
Syndicate, Federal authorities finally
realized that the Organization was not
a private cub open only to lulians,

210 Wherever they wned, they stumbled

across Lansky, not as a hangeron or
mere assoctate but as the man whose fer-
tile brain generated the most imagina-
tive adeas and  through  whom  wus
channeled much of the Mob's cash flow.
This was especially rue with gambling,
the base lor all the Organization’s rack-
cts. Gambling provided 20 to 30 billion
dollars a year. perhaps half the gross
income. and much of this was funneled
through Lansky o other rackets, into
legitimate business for take-overs and out
of the country into Swiss bank accounts.
where the Mob's fortune is estimated 1o
exceed S500.000.000.

So pervasive was Lanskv's influence
that by 1970. the Justice Department
had set up a special 70-man strike force,
number 18, concerned only with him; as
one agent put it o “learn where his
money is and who his successors will be”
Initiallyv, Lansky showed little concern
with this sudden attention. He and his
wile. Thelma. seuled into a luxurious
apartment on Collins Avenue in Miami
Beach and nightly he wok long walks
with his little dog, certain that his own
men and friendly police would protect
him [rom any dangers. Clandestinely, he
worked 1o legalize gambling in the resort
city—an elfort that looked as though
it would suceeed until his role was re-
vealed and a voter rebellion defeated the
proposition.

In February 1970, Lansky suddenly
disappeared from Miami Beach, turning
up a few days later in Acapuleo, in room
993 of the Acapulco Hilton, next door 1o
Moses Polakofl, for decades the legal ad-
visor 1o Lansky, Luciano and other top
leaders. In town was a host of other
American and - Canadian vacketeers,
They had come, they expliined, to bask

in the warm Mexican sun and play a lit-
tle golf. It was merely a coincidence that
they were there at the siame time. just as
it wiis only a coincidence that a few years
carlier. many ol the same men  had
turned up simultancously at La Costa
Country Club outside san Diego, the re-
sort community that is home and head-
quarters ol gambling eiant Moe Dalitz.

In Acapulco. the mobsters did more
than enjoy the chimate. They also en-
joved 1he hospitality of Leo Berkovitch,
an old racketeer who had setded in the
Mexican yesort some years hefore: and
who should drop by the Berkovitch
home on occasion bhur Chicago’s Gian-
cana, another recently arvived resident.
According 1o reports. they talked about
expansion ol gambling in Latin Ameri-
ca and in Furope, espeaally Yugoslavia.
where Marshal Tito was being wrged to
turn the resort coast imo another Mona-
co. and about mounting campaigns to le-
aalize gambling throughout Canada and
the United Siates.

When the meetings ended carly in
Alarch. Lansky flew back to Miami. His
absence had  been noted:  authorities
were waiting for him and in his luggage
they found a boule of phenoharbital for
which he had no prescription. The pills,
he explained. were medication for his
ulcers. While no Federal Liw had been
viokited, a Florida liw had been and
Lansky was arvested and tried for illegal
possession. The rial was a Lace and he
was acquitted.

But the meve L of the wial, com-
bined with major efforts to nail him on
other charges. had an effect on Lansky.
Within weeks of his acquittal, he and his
wile boarded a plime for Israel and
settled into the Dan Hotel in Tel Aviv,
He then announced that he was claiming
Israeli citizenship under the Law of Re-
turn, which gramts citizenship o anyone
born ol a Jewish mother. Through the
vears, Lansky had wied o enswre his
welcome with massive donations o Israel,
to hospitals, 1o the wniversity and o
other institmtions there, and with invest-
ments in a number ol indusiries. Now he
offered 10 plow millions more into the
state. He dud not. however, abandon his
old interests in the United States: a rep-
ular courier run was set up. with mes-
sengers arriving with money and reports
and departing with orders.

Lansky. however, was an embarrass-
ment to bsracl, especially as his troubles
in the United States mounted. In AMirch
1971, & Federal grand jury in Miami sub-
pocnacd him. He ignored the summons
and o warrant lor his arvest was issued.
Two weeks later, the grand jury indicted
him and his Iriends Morris Landshurgh
and Sam Cohen. owners of Eden Roc
and other Miami Beach hotels. for skim-
ming $14,000.000 from the Flamingo in
Las Vegas (the amount was eventually
raised to $36,000.000). A year later, in
June 1972, Lansky was indicted once




more, this time along with his gambling
associate Dino  Cellini. for income-tax
evasion. On the basis of evidence sup-
plied by Mafia informant Vincent "kt
Vinnie” Teresa. the Government charged
that Lansky and Cellini were really the
men behind Colony Sporting Club in
London. ostensibly run by onetime movie
star George Ralt. The Government also
claimed they had established Travel and
Resorts Enmterprises, Inc, in Miami to
organize gambling junkets to the Colony
and other foreign casinos.

Lansky was not about to return to face
the multiplving indicements. He staved
in Israel, seemingly relaxed, talking on
occasion with visiting reporters and cul
tivating acquaintances in the American
colony. Said one. "It seems that he is an
avid buff of American history and. while
he was not able to enter the American
Cultural Center of the U.S. Embassy lor
fear of arrvest, he asked me o ake out
books for him. That relationship had led
me to speak with the man on several -
ferent occasions at great length. During
one of our discussions, one of the laas
that emerged was his desire 1o engage in
acts of homosexuality, even though he
was married.”

American authorities began  pressing
Israel for Lansky’s expulsion and in
1972, the Israclis agreed o toss him out
But Lansky, citing the Law of Return,
appealed all the way 1o the Isracli su-
preme cowt and his !msilinn won con-
siderable backing [rom people who were
determined that the Law of Retwrn
should remain inviolate., But the tide
began to turn against him. Lansky of-
lered S1,000.000 o Lsrael 1f he were per-
mitted to remain: the offer was vejected,
the supreme court denied his appeal and
he was ordered 10 leave.

On November 5, 1972, Lansky began
his long voyage home. hoping that some-
where along  the way, some country
would accept his ofler ol a million-dolla
contribution and prant him sanciuary,
But alter two days of jet travel that
carried him from Tel Aviv to Switzer-
land 10 Buenos Aires and through South
America, Lansky was back in Miami,
There he was mer and avrested by a
small army of FBI agents, Treasury men
and local police, and later released on
bonds totaling 56500040

The Lansky who returned was not the
Lansky who had departed more than
two yeans belore, Now he was an old and
tired man past 70. He was also a very
sick man, with a serious heart condition.
Almost as soon as he was released. he
checked into a hospital. In March 1975,
his condition was critical enough to re-
quire open-heart surgery. and the Lansky
who emerged was, physically at least,
only a shadow of what he once had been.

And there were the charges pending
against him. In June 1973, he was con-
victed and sentenced 1o a vear and a day
for relusing to answer the call ol the
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grand jury. A month Jater, he had a vie-
tory; a jury in Miami acquitted him of
the income-tax-evasion charges. Ahead,
however, still lies the olten-postponed
trial in Las Vegas for skimming and,
when that s dwough, the Governmem
promises to tie Lansky in legal knots lor
the rest ol his lile.
- - L]

No matter the ultimate disposition of
the legal wtangles of Lansky, Gambino
and other top mobsters, one thing is
clear. They are old and sick men and
they have linde time lefe. But when they
finally die, they will leave behind an
organizition or a group of cooperating
organizations that, despite the severe
pressures and successlul inroads of the
law, are still Hourishing and, indeed.
lll{)\'illg into new and even more Jucra-
uve businesses.

A nacural target for Mob invasion has
been pornography. In the early days. it
promised more hassles than profits. It
wiis a tiny business, mainly one of selling
a lew books and photographs under the
counters of sleazy stores and peddling
few stag films for college-fraternity and
soctal-club smokers, Unlike liquor, where
even Prohibition could not kill public
taste or demand, dirty books and films
had never had more than a subterrancan
nurket. But several ambiguous Supreme
Court decisions of the Sixties lelt local
ofhcials  bewildered over Just what, if
anything, constituted pornography and

what  might have “redeeming social
value.” This meant that a long-suppressed

commodity now had the virtues of being
a lorbidden lruit, rechnically illegal but
dithcult to prosecute, and in New York,
Chicago, Los Angeles and other major
cities, porno bookshops, peep shows mid
hard-core movies soon began o flourish
on the edges of the law. The mobsters
quickly saw the gold in paper and cellu-
loid and moved in, and a lot of familiar
names were soon bank-rolling the bur-
geoming  porn  industry. In the  back-
ground, and sometimes even dose 1o the
lront, were John Franzese, a captain in
the Colombo Lamily: Michael Zaftarano
ol the Evola Eamily; Etore Zappi, a next-
door neighbor and cose associate ol
Gambino’s: and his son, Anthony Zappi,
searcrary-treasurer ol a Long Island local
ol the Teamsters.

The racker was one that suited the
Mob’s needs. The business was high
profit, quick turnover and strictly cash.
A film might cost only S100 or so to
make but could be sold by the thousands
for 530 a vecl; a deck of playing cards or
a stack of photographs cost only a quar-
ter or so o turn out but could be sold for
five dollars: a publication costing less
than 50 cents a copy to produce might
sell Tor ten dollars. And this racket pro-
vided a means of hiding the income
from other rackets merely by inflating
the proceeds [rom the movie theaters
and bookstores and the resc.

Only slightly less profitable has been
cigarette hootlegging. I seemed a good
idea back in 1964, when the U.S. Sur-
geon General started warning  people
about lung cancer. to g_,n:' up cigarettes,
to Kill smoking by putting a hc.n} tax on
the cigarettes: and if the smokers per-
sisted, at least the states would have a
new and vast source ol revenue. That, at
least. was the reasoning. particularly in
the Northeast, where New York and
other states began doubling the ax, By
1974, tax in New York City, lor instance,
had reached 26 cents a pack: which meant
that the price ol a pack was 60 cents or
more, or over five dollars a carton.

But in North Carolina. the producing
center, there was no stiate tax on ciga-
rewtes until 1969, It was a situation made
o order for the Mob: Buy cigarettes by
the wruckload in North Carolina at two
dollars or less a crton. haul them 1o
New York by the back roads, there stock
them in Mob-controlled warchouses, add
counterleir tax stamps and then peddle
them cutrate through such  Mob-con-
wolled outlets as Eboli's Trayan., Inc
With the average price ol a carton S3.499
Irom the Mob, there were pleny of
customers.

Despite stepped-up cfforts by police,
leading 10 dozens of arrests and the
scizure of millions ol untaxed bootleg
buus, the business sull rolls along. New
York officials now estimate that as many
as 100,000,000 packs of cigarenes, be-
tween a third and o half ol all the
cigarettes sold in the New York meuo-
politan area, arc bootlegged. The cost
to the cry and the suare: 585,000,000
annually in lost taxes. The greatest
dinger lor the bootleggers, it's turned
out. is the same that was [aced by Prolu-
bition rumrununers—hijacking by rival
mobs. But even that danger has receded
since the Organization entrenched itsclf
in the busmess and forced our most of
the independents. And, as states across
the counoy have lollowed the Eastern
example in boosting cigarette taxes, the
butt  bootleggers have only expanded
their operations nationwide.

In the main, though. pornography, cig-
arctte bootlegging, even the inhilration
ol the entertainment business (through
pavola and conwrol of night clubs, music
publishing and bookings), are variations
on the old-time rackets, using the same
techniques and even some ol the same

personnel.
There are. however, other and more
modern  rackets that have ended 1o

clude the old-time mobsters with their
limited knowledge and  sophistication,
That vielent breed is dving off and a
new Kind of gangster is now moving into
power. Some are the sons and relatives
ol the old leaders: others have names
that now mean nothing 1o Liw-enforce-
ment agencies or the public. Some, like
Dilorenzo, hiive gone o jail. bur many
have never held a gun, knocked over a



store. committed a violent crime or seen
the inside ol a cell. Almost all, like Puzo’s
fictionalized Michael Corleone, are Amer-
icam-born. raised in the middle class,
often college educated and versed in
modern business techmiques. In speech,
manner and outward appearance, they
are indistinguishable from the sons ot
the respectable: they could be, and some-
times are, young lawvers, bankers, stock-
brokers and junior executives climbing
the ladder ol corporate success. They
leave a suburban home in the morning
and commute to the ofhice of a legitimate
business. But that ofhice is a lront behind
which they engage in highly sophisticated
crime. Without them, it is doubtlul that
the plundering of the country's and
the world's inancial and mvestment mar-
kets over the past decade could have
been contemplated or carried out so
successlully.

Wall Street money has always appealed
to the underworld. But Wall Street has
always been the stronghold of the very
rich, who might buy bootleg Scotch and
visit ¢asinos on vacation but, the mob-
sters were certain, would never do real
business with racketeers. Except for a
few bucketshop operations designed to
bilk gullible investors, Wall Street re-
mained virgin territory. It ok the new,
voung and sophisticated racketeers to de-
flower it. By the mid-Sixties, they had
tanght the entrenched rulers of the Or-
ganization that Wall Street cash was ol
little immediate importance. The real
treasure was those picces ol parchiment
with the funcy engraved lettering—stock
certificates. bonds. lewers of aredin, cer-
tificates of deposit and all the rest.

Securities. aler all, could be used as
collateral for large bank loans, thercby
providing legitimate and uix-deductible
funds for corporate take-overs or lor
countless other  purposes.  Thus. rhe
$195.000 loan obtained by one Charles
.. Lewis of Atk from Charles “Bebe”
Rebozos Key Biscayne Bank in 1968,
using Y00 shares of 1BM stock as collater-
al. When Rebozo went o sell the stock,
it twrned out w have been swolen. In-
dicied later for the thelt were two Lan-
sky gambling associates, Gilbere “The
Brain™ Beckley and Anthony “Fat Tony”
Salerno, a New York hood. suong-mrm
man and major loan shark.

Securities, of course. can also provide
the perfect cover for Jaundering cash de-
posited in Swiss hanks, serving as collat-
eral for obtaining that money in the lorm
of loans. Or, by lending the securities to
a fimancially desperate company, which
can then use them o inflate its balance
sheet and so lure new investment capital,
the mobsters opened new doors 1o the
executive suite.

As for acquiring sccurities. this was
fairly simple. One way was to counterfeit
them. and the Mob had plemty ol en-
gravers, sources ol good paper and ex-
pert printers, some of whom got thein

“You know women—they cry when they're happy.”

experience turning out ration  stamps
during World War Two. Another. and
perhaps casier way, was simply to steal
them. [t was not necessary to hold up a
stock messenger. The denizens of Wall
Street were just as corruptible as busi-
nessmen and politcians uptown, and by
the late Sixties. loan sharks—not the
venomous kind that infest the water-
front but an outwardly more genieel
crew-—were swarming through the finan-
cial  district.  geuwing  brokerage-house
clerks into their debt and their clutches.
Given the option of a beating, financial
or physical, or a litde certificate looting,
most chose the latter, and under the (-
telage of the new mobsters. the recruited
clerks learned how to steal with consider-
able sophistication.

The clerks were taught not only how
to purloin stock certificates but also how
to destroy the microfilm records of such
stocks and bonds in their brokerage
houses. Gerald Martin Zelmanowitz, a
Mob courier and [ront man in the stock

racket who lLater tmmned FBI informant.
declared that at one point, Mob-con-
trolled clerks made away with more than
S1,000,000 worth of securities from Mer-
rill  Lynch, Pierce. Fenumer & Smith.
the nation’s largest brokerage firm, and
simultaneously destroyed the microflms.
Even when Merrill Lynch  discovered
that stock was missing. it couldn’t derer-
mine which stock.

The low-paid clerks were not the
only ones to [all into the Organization’s
web. In order to put stolen securities (o
use. to move them [rom the United
States to Ewope. it is necessary to (il
out Internal Revenue forms showing
prior ownership, the date the stock was
sold and o whom and the price paid. Il
the ransler s made from an Americin
owner o a foreigner, a tax of 18 percent
is assessed. Circomventing all this was no
problem. “I have.,” Zelmanowitz tokd a
Senate subcommittee, “at various mes
received as much as 5000 such certilicates
under probably 20 dilferent names and
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have received the signature guarantees
from commercial banks or blank certifi-
cates with no amount of securities, no
purchase price, no date of purchase en-
tered upon them.”

Wherever he turned, Zelmanowitz—
and others working the same field—
found willing collaborators. On his pay-
roll, he said, at $1000 a week were agents
of the Internal Revenue Service who
falsified documents for him. He had
allies at First National City Bank and
Chase Manhauan Bank, the counury’s
second and third largest banks (after
California’s Bank of America), and all
it cost him was an occasional S50 or
5100 to “induce a bank vice-president to
guarantee in blank any name you so de-
sire 1o place on these certificates.” The
brokerage houses, too, assisted the Mob
with the necessary forms, even helped
trade the securities on the marker. Exec-
utives at Hayden, Stone, at Bache and
Co., at Eastman, Dillon and many others,
according to Zelmanowitz, “close their
eyes to the fact that we would engage in a

criminal activity. The inducement of
great commissions being paid to them
scems to have been the only motivating
factor.”

The vast bulk of the stolen and coun-
terfeit securities eventually find their
way across the Atlantic, where they form
one of the bases for laundering funds
from other rackets for return to Ameri-
ca. “Banks in Basel, Geneva and Lau-
sanne as well as brokerage firms and
banks in Belgium were necessary for our
manipulations,” Zelmanowitz has said.

No one is certain just how much loot
the Mob has stolen [rom the securities
market. By the early Seventies, known
thefts were running to more than
545,000,000 annually; but the judgment
of the experts is that this is a fraction of
the total. A confidential report by inves-
tigators to Senator John McClellan and
his committee estimates that there may
be more than 25 billion dollars in stolen
and counterleit securities floating around
the country and the world today; in
public testimony, the amount was esti-

“Have you been siphoning gas, Steve?”

mated at 50 billion dollars. That amount
would have the potential to shake the
financial stability of more than a few
countries.

- - -

The new brains in the Syndicate are,
as shown by the invasion of the securities
market, experts in the use of the most
vital of modern business tools, the com-
puter. One area of computer readouts
that has been studied with great dili-
gence is demography. The American
middle class continues to shift West and
South, from cities to suburbs, settling
more and more in areas combining resi-
dence with leisure activities such as golf,
boating, tennis and other recreation.

Where the population has flowed, the
Maob has been right alongside, and often
in front, paving the way. Tipped off by
hirelings on the public payrolls, the
Mob has often bought land early and
cheaply and then cither developed it it-
self or sold it to other developers at vast-
ly inflated prices. It was Mob money,
usually well concealed, that bought the
land and finunced the hotels along the
Miami Beach Gold Coast and in Las
Vegas, that financed the welter of condo-
miniums that have sprung up in the
Florida Everglades, the deserts of the
Southwest, in Palm Springs and all
across Southern California. It was the
Mob, anticipating the [uture long belore
most Americans, that went on a land-
buying spree in Valdez, Alaska. As it
happens, that land at the water’s edge is
the site where the terminal of the Trans-
Alaska pipeline will eventually be built.

On the face of it, much Mob invest-
ment seems legitimate. But soon zoning
regulations are changed through bribes,
scarce materials become available at cut
prices, cheap and often nonunion labor
is put 1o work. Even when the results are
up to standard. the profit advantage far
exceeds anything legitimate contractors
can expect to make. And the underworld,
il it so desires, can get away with shoddy
workmanship that paid-off inspectors will
pass and that buyers won’t notice until
long after they've moved in.

Big deals in real estate and building,
of cowse, take a lot of money up front,
and thae is one thing the Syndicate does
not lack. It has almost unlimited funds,
from 1s own clandestine accoumts and
from the accounts of its old and tradi-
tional labor-union partners, especially
the Teamsters. It was Teamster money
guided by dhe Syndicate that financed
Miami Beach hotels and Las Vegas casi-
nos, condominiums in the Everglades
and Palm Springs and numerous shop-
ping centers and induswial parks in the
Southwest. The money to purchase the
swank Savannah Inn and Country Club
in Savannah, Georgia, and the $6,000,000
that went into its improvement came
from the I@4-hillion-dollar Teamsters
Central States, Southeast and Southwest
Areas Pension Fund, a fund into which




Teamster members were feeding S14 a
week. Once the Teamsters had control of
the club. the man chosen to administer
it was Louis Rosanova. He was listed by
Senate investigators as one of the top
Chicago mobsters and has been indicted
for mail [rawd. For a time. he ran the
Riverwoods Country Club outside Chica-
go. which he turned into the Midwest's
favorite goll course for gangsters. Under
Rosanova's direction, then, both River-
woods and the Savannah Inn became
favorite Mob resorts, which may not be
exactly what reputable pvnsiun-fun(l
advisors would consider safe places to
invest retivement and wellare funds.

But then. gangster haunts have long
been pet investments for the Teamsters.
The union’s pension fund has plowed
more  than  S40,000,000 into Southern
California real estate, and among its
choicer stakes has been Dalitz” La Costa.
According to Federal investigators, La
Costa has become the major rest-and-
recuperation center for top mobsters [rom
all across the country, the center for major
meetings and the stopping-oll place for
hoods on the run. Others, too, have en-
joyed the comfort and privacy ol La
Costa, including high ofhcials in the
Nixon Administration. who gathered
there during the planning stages of the
1972 Presidential campaign.

Ralph Salerno, a former New York
City detective and Mob specialist, once
said, “Organized crime will put & man in
the White House someday and he won't
even know it until they hand him the
bill.”" That time may not yet have ar-
rived, but the alliance between the Syn-
dicate and the Teammsters also involves
some ties to the Oval Olhce. Whatever
their record, the Teamsters are still the
nation’s largest and perhaps most power-
ful labor union. With their passionate
hatred of the Kennedys, who toppled
Teamster presidents Dave  Beck and
Jimmy Hoffa, the Teamster bosses were
the natural font of labor support lor
Richard Nixon. Nor has Nixon been
chary about cultivating that support.

By the middle of 1971, aside from
some of the hard-hat construction work-
ers. Nixon had no firmer friends in the
union movement than the Teamsters
and their new president, Frauk Fizsim-
mons. That June, Nixon turned up at a
Teamster-executive-hoard meeting at the
Playboy Plaza in Miami Beach. sat down
next to Fizsimmons and then. behind
closed doors. wooed mmd was wooed by
the labor leaders. Alterward. Nixon cn-
thused. "My door is always open to Presi-
dent Fitzsimmmons and that is the way it
should be.” Fitzsimmons was just as en-
thusiastic about his new Iriend.

Just how wide open Nixon's door was,
and the price he paid [or Teamster sup-
port. became increasingly apparent.

e For instance: Dave Beck was out of
prison, but he owed the Government
SL300,000 in Dback taxes, and a cowurt

order gave the Treasury Department the
right to seize all Beck’s assets to satisly
that debt. But then Nixon's Secretary ol
the Treasury, John B. Connally, ap
proved a plan to grant Beck a moratorium
on payment of that debt.

« For instance: Teamster racketeer
Daniel F. Gagliardi, a long and close asso
ciate of most ol New York's mujor hoods.
was under investigation by the Justice
Department  for extortion, and his i
dictment was reported o he imminent.
Gagliardi appealed direcly to the White
House for help so that he could be
“gotten off the hook.” The matter came
belore  White House special - counscl
Charles W. Colson, who sent & memo to
one ol his aides, “Watch for this. Do all
possible,” with “all” underlined. Within
weeks, the Justice Department dropped
its investigation of Gagliardi, though the
prosecutors denied that they had been
subjected 1o any White House pressure.

» For instance: By the fall of 1970
Hoffa had served three years of his 13-
year prison sentence. He had already ap-
plied for parole and his application had
been rejected by the United States Pa-
role Board, which would also reject two
further such applications. But in the
White House there was Nixon confidant
and close advisor John D. Ehrlichman,
who was talking with aides about the
possibility of Executive clemency for
Hofla. And two other high Administra-
tion voices soon were being raised in
support of freedom for Holla—those ol
Auntorney General Mitchell and Colson
(when Colson resigned from his White
House post to join a Washington law
firm. Fitzsimmons handed  Teamsier
legal affiairs to that firm). Just helore
Christmas 1971, six months alter his love
fest with Fitzsimmons, a few months
alter Hoffa's third parole bid had been
denied and just as the 1972 Presidential
campaign was about to begin, Nixon an-
nounced that he was [reeing Hofla with
a Presidential order ol commutation,

Hofla was justly grateful: “I would
say President Nixon is the bestqualificd
man at the present time for the Presi-
dency of the United States.”  Fitzsnm-
mons and other Teamster olhicials
shared Holla's view. Indeed, so enthusi-
astic was Fitzsimmons thar when all the
other labor-umion members of the Presi-
dent's Pay Board quit in protest against
the Administration’s  anti-inflation
nomic policies, Fitzsimmons alone re-
mained. During the campaign. he served
as a vice-Chairman ol Democarats  lor
Nixon, threw the union’s support sol-
idly hehind the President—the first time
the Teamsters had ever backed a Repub-
lican Presidential candidate—and told
all Teamster leaders to comtribute gener
ously to that campaign. There are esti-

Ceo-

mates that more than  S250,000  was
raised this way.
As Nixon's second term began, there

PHOTO BLOWUP'

IN B&W OR
COLOR

Full celor posters from any color
photo or slide Great gift, or gag,
or room decoration.
11/2x2 Ft.—$9.50
Ixlvs Ft.-57.50,.2x3 Ft.-$14.50

BLW POSTERS from any bhw or
color phote, Potaroid, cartoon or
magazine photo. For stides and l'

tl\m add $1.00 per poster. .
er originals produce  better 2 x 3"_.5350
ters, 7.

pusu SERVICE: Shipped 1st class Iimxr:sx.w. 570

in 1 day. Add $2 per poster. Ne rush on color.
original returned. Add 50¢ pp. & hd. for EACH item.
N.Y. res. add tax. No C.0.0

|PHOTO POSTER Dept. PL74 210 E. 23 St., N.Y_10010]

SEND $1.00
FOR CATALOGUE

NEW 1974
VOL. 5 EDITION

{Deductible from
subsequent order}

MEMORY MUSIC
P.O. Box 9469 Dept. P.6
Dernver, Colorado
B0209

America’s seco

The luxury of SATIN SHEETS

Experience the intimate, inviting elegance of satin!
MACHINE WASHABLE! 225 thread count with 150

denier thread, 7 sensuous colors: Black, Red,
White, Gold, Royal Blue, Avocado Green, Plum
Purple. Our prices include: 1 fitted bottom sheet,
lstralght top sheet, 2 pillowcases . . . others dsa't.
Twin Set . $18.50 Queen Set . ..$23.50
Full {dbl. bed) .. $20.50 Kiag Set $27.50
Name E

Address — E

City = : e
State = zip

Charge to my:

] BankAmericard [ Mastercharge
[] American Express

card no. .— =

expiration date -

Send check or money order or use your credit card.
we pay postage. Retail Sales 10-4, Mon. thru Fri.

ﬂinual Urpatinng, L.

330 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 10001

215



PLAYEBOY

was no sign that the love affair had
cooled off. The Justice Department de-
cided not to prosecute Fitzsimmons' son
Richard, a Dewroit Teamster official, on
charges growing out of alleged illegal use
of a union credit card. Said one Federal
atorney, 1 wouldn't blame the press or
the public for being skeptical about why
the Justice Department decided not to
prosecute.”

Nixon and Fitzsimmons remained in
frequent communication. In February
1973, the Teamster boss was in the West,
ostensibly to play a litle golf in the Bob
Hope Desert Classic. When the wourna-
ment ended, he drove to El Toro Marine
Air Station to meet the President. who
had been vacationing at San Clemente.
The two men boarded Air Force One for
a flight back to Washington,

Watching Fitzsimmons and Nixon that
morning, a Calilornia investigator shook
his head in dismay. “I can stand crooks,”
he said. “but it bothers the hell out of
me when a guy meets with mobsters and
then with the President.” For in the days
prior to the flight, in addition to playing
golf, Fitzsimmons had attended a num-
ber ol interesting meetings. At the
Mission Hills Country Club and the
Ambassador Hotel in Palm Springs, and
then at La Costa, he had been joined in
long and scaer conversation by a host
ol California mobsters. including Sam
Sciortino, Peter Milano, joe Lamandri
and Lloyd Pitzer, and a crew [rom Chica-
go that included Accardo, Marshall Cai-
lano, Charles Greller and Lou Rosanova.
At Fizsimmons' side during all these
mectings was Allen M. Dorfman, the
union’s  pension-fund  advisor, himsell
then under indicunent for obtaining a
555,000 kickback on a pension-fund loan
to a North Cirolina textile manulaciurer
(for which he was later convicted and
sentenced to a year in prison).

According to informants, the main
subject of discussion at Palm Springs
and La Costa was Teamster health, den-
tal and legal plans under which union
members would be provided services by
specialists, with the pension fund pick-
ing up the tab. The participation of Syn.
dicate leaders in those meetings made
Federal investigators suspect that anoth-
er pension-fund raid was in progress, and
wire taps and informers began to confirm
this. Just how it would be accomplished
was simple. The specialists given contracts
to service union members would pay a
ten percent “commission.” or kickback.
According to a Federal informant, the
details of that kickback arrangement were
discussed at length and a plan was ap-
proved to funnel the payments through
a  Mob-conwolled Los  Angeles  firm
called People’s Industrial Consultants,

As the role of that company became
clear, courtordered wire taps were
placed on its phones. Then the investiga-

216 tion came to a sudden halt. The Justice

Department rejected a request to con-
tnue the wire taps after the court
approved  40-day period had expired.
According 1o reports, that request wis
denied after then-acting FBI director
L. Patrick Gray Il wrote a memo saying
that the information emerging was poten-
tially damaging and certainly embarrass-
ing to the Teamsters and Fitzsimmons.

“The whole thing of the Teamsters
and the Mol and the White House,” said
one FBI agent involved in the investiga-
tion, “is one of the scariest things I've
ever seen. It has demoralized the burean.
We don’t know what 1o expect out ol the
Justice Department.”

- - -

Organized aime has wraveled a long
way from the sleazy beginnings in the
ghettos and back alleys of the nation’s
cities @ century ago. It may be stronger
today and more pernicious than ever, its
influence reaching into every corner of
the country and beyond its borders.

Wians against the Syndicate. mounted
regularly and with incareasing vigor, have
had only partial success. In recent years,
they may have helped decimate the top
command, but then, much ol that com-
mand was aging anyway and would soon
depart. Some ol the campaigns have paid
dividends. The Mob, for instance, has
backed away [rom narcotics. though that
racket is being taken over by newer and
newly organized minority gangs.

Far less successful has been the drive
on the major sources of Syndicate
wealth—gambling and loan-sharking. It
is no easy task to persuade most people
that the dollar or two bet with a neigh-
borhood bookie or policy operator, the
chips tossed across the casino able. the
dimes and quarters dropped into the slot
machines or even the usurious interest
charged by Shylocks mount up o bil-
lions that flow into the Syndicate cof-
fers—and that this cash provides the
leverage for ifiltrating industries, and
that such take-overs are inevitably [ol-
lowed by higher prices for goods and serv-
ices. Even such efforts 10 drcumvent
the underworld as legal offairack horse
betting and state-operated lotteries (as
New Yorks Governor Malcolm Wilson
proposed in January 1971), or legal policy
games, can have only limited success. The
Mob still gives aredit, after all, and sull
operates on every block: and it is not easy
to persuade people to stop doing business
at the old stand with the old faces,
especially since those old faces don't
keep records ol winners for the Internal
Revenue Service.

It 15 no longer enough 10 sav. as the
experts have for so long, that organized
crime will continue to grow and prosper
until the people are inlormed, aroused
and demand its elimination. The people
are, or certainly should be by now, in-
formed. Despite all that information,
and except in sporadic and isolated in-
stances, there are few indications that

the people are aroused. Maybe it’s just a
deep sense ol Irustration and the inability
to see where or how to launch an attack
that will end in victory. The under-
world, that distorted mirror image of the
corporate overworld, has become so com-
plex. sophisticated and vast. stretrching
across the whole of society, that to many
it seems impossible to do anything but
chip away at the edges.

Perhaps the one necessary ingredient
in any successful campaign against the
underworld is the existence of a moral
climate that will no longer tolerate cor-
ruption. But the moral tone of a society
is set by its leaders, in politics. business
and labor. The corporate society today is
ruled by men like those at L'T.&T. or the
oil companies who see nothing wrong in
fomenting  revolutions  against  foreign
governments ol which they disapprove,
who think it good business to buy and
sell politicians like used stock cars. The
union movement. o, has as leaders men
like Hoffa and Fitzsimmons. dedicated
to increasing their own power at any
cost o the country and their followers.

And then there’s the political estab-
lishment. The brunt of the battle against
organized crime must  necessarily  be
bhorme by the armies of the Justice De-
partment and the FBL From the heady
and euphoric days of Robert Kennedy's
rule, when ambitious young  idealists
were striking out, olten recklessly and
prematurely bur with a moral certainty
in their cause, there has been a steady
erosion ol integrity to the point where,
today, the climate for the success of the
Syndicate has unquestionably improved.
The forces ol law and order have been
demoralized and enfeebled by the scan-
dals surrounding John Mitchell and Pat
Cray, by the slaughter of Elhiot Richard-
son and Archibald Cox.

At the White House itsell, the moral
climate has been epitomized by Water-
¢ and the wheelings and dealings, the
ipulations and deceptions, the arro-
gance and amorality ol the Ehrlichmans,
Haldemans. Colsons, Deans. Liddys and
Hunts. And of the Vice-President, Spiro
T. Agnew, lorced [rom office and branded
i felon for pavoells and boodling that were
so blatant they might have shamed even
a Boss Tweed or a Jimmy Hines.

And the President himsell. Someone
once said that above all else, the one
thing a President has to offer the nation is
moral leadership. But the moral leader-
ship and the moral one set by Richard
Nixon have been such that he found
himsell compelled 1o tell his nation, I
am not a crook.”

I H]

This is the 12th and last in a series
of articles on organized crime in the
United States. The servies awill be pub-
lished in Oclober as a Playboy Press book,
“Playboy’s lllustrated History of Organ-

ized Crime.”



“I asked what she was doing out here, and she says
she’slooking for a ball, too.”
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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 prLavyBOY. For
example, where-to-buy information is
available for the merchandise of the
advertisers in this issue listed below.

Audl Fox Auto .. ...... A0 Map & Woman
Lankers Life Card . . tetween 174-155
..... Aorween 32-33 l‘.‘ll_'.‘l!ll)'. F e liny

..... Tetween 24-25 )

nics . ... 331

Jresiro
g rok Chul

Card _ . . Detween 202200
Mraghay Club

.

..... Nrtwern 16G-17
o .. ...... 3839
Harley-Davidson
Motoreyeles - .. ..., . 207
Hitacht Casscite Parsche Ta At
MEORACT . L. e s 150 Superscope Flecin
plators ... .. 6L Trivmph Ato ., ..... .

Use these lines for information aboat other
featured merchandise.

We will be happy to answer any of
your other questions on fashion,
travel, food and drink, stereo, etc.
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. - 1-T4

PLAYBOY READER SERVICE
Playboy Building, 919 N, Michigan Ave,
Chicago. Hlinois G0611

O 3 yrs. for $24 (Save $15.00)
O 1 yr. for 10 (Save $3.00)

[ payment enclosed [ bill later
TO:
name - (please print)
address
city state zip oode .

Mail 1o PLAYBOY

Playboy DBuilding, 919 N. Michigan Ave.
Chicago, Hlinois 60611
7412

NEXT MONTH:
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EROWN SUGAR INSTANT WARHOL ATMOSPHERE PEOPLE’

ERICH VON DANIKEN, CONTROVERSIAL AUTHOR OF CHARIOTS
OF THE GODS? AND IN SEARCH OF ANCIENT ASTRONAUTS, DE-
FENDS HIS THEORIES OF EXTRATERRESTRIAL VISITORS IN A
TIMELY PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

“INSTANT WARHOL”—THE PATRIARCH OF POP ART PROVES
ANDY'S HANDY WITH A POLAROID, TOO, AS HE PHOTOGRAPHS
SOME OF HIS FILM STARS

“VENUS OR THE VIRGIN?”—IN THIS TALE, AN AMERICAN
REPORTER FINDS AN ITALY WHERE RIOTS, SKEPTICS, MADMEN
AND MIRACLES ARE EQUALLY POSSIBLE—BY SEAN O'FAOLAIN

“COWARD’S ALMANAC' —AND WHAT'S YOUR INSURANCE COM-
PANY, PAL? A MAD BATCH OF PHOBIAS, SOME OF WHICH MAY
NOT HAVE AFFLICTED YOU BEFORE—BY MARVIN KITMAN

“THE HARD HEARTS”—SIX TOUGH MEN FOR THE SAVAGE
SEVENTIES. HERE'S A HINT: ONE IS A NEW YORK CRITIC AND
ANOTHER IS A BASEBALL-TEAM OWNER

“BROWN SUGAR’—AN INTIMATE WORDS-AND-PICTURES POR-
TRAIT OF ROCK SINGER CLAUDIA LENNEAR

“PLAYBOY'S PRO FOOTBALL PREVIEW"”—GENTLEMEN,
PLACE YOUR BETS! ONCE AGAIN OUR FEARLESS PROGNOSTICA-
TOR LAYS HIS REPUTATION ON THE LINE—BY ANSON MOUNT

“SINGING NEW BLUES FOR OUR LADIES”—THE POLICE HAVE
A FEW WORDS FOR.WOMEN IN TROUBLE, NONE OF THEM COM-
PLIMENTARY. AN INSIGHTFUL REPORT—BY JAMES MC KINLEY

“BAND"—A BUNCH OF HEAVILY ARMED, DRUG-MANGLED TEXAS
MUSICIAN-BANDITS SET OUT TO WIN THE WEST AGAIN . . . BE-
TWEEN GIGS—BY LAURENCE GONZALES

“THOREAU NEVER MENTIONED THE GODDANMN IN-
SECTS!""—SAGE ADVICE TO CITY SLICKERS: NEVER BUY PROP-
ERTY IN MAINE AFTER A SNOWSTORM—BY JIM HOUGAN

“THE CONQUEST OF THE WASHINGTON MONUMENT"'—
WHY WOULD ANYBODY BLAST FOOTHOLDS IN AN OBELISK? BE-
CAUSE IT'S THERE, STUPID! A WRY FANTASY—BY STAN DRYER

“THE ATMOSPHERE PEOPLE"—THEY NEVER GET BILLING,
BUT OTIS AND HIS FRIENDS HAVE NO REGRETS. A CLOSE-UP OF
HOLLYWOOD EXTRAS—BY WILLIAM MURRAY
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tastes good like a cigarette should.

Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined

That EIgaTEITQ Smoklng Is DaﬂgEFUUS toYour Health. ¢ 1974 &. ). ATYNOLDS TOBACCO CO-
; 20 mg."tar", 1.3 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report MAR. ?4




DEWAR'S PROFILES

(Pronounced Do-ers “White Label”)
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o LA
SCHENLEY IMPORIS CO, N. Y,

BLENDED SCOTCH WHISKY » 868 PRODF » ©

DANNY VILLANUEVA

HOME: Los Angeles, California
AGE: 35

PROFESSION: Vice President of Spanish
International Broadcasting Network

HOBBIES: Talking with his people, helping
with scholarship fund-raising events, organizing
sandlot ballgames (he formerly played with the
L.A. Rams and Dallas Cowboys).

LAST BOOK READ: “The Ethnic Factor”

LAST ACCOMPLISHMENT: Headed a team
of newsmen who made history by filming

the first scenes of a skyjacking in progress on
a plane, which ended without violence.

QUOTE: “Remove ‘can't’, ‘won’'t’ and ‘shouldn’t’
from your vocabulary when they restriet
attainment. Persevere if you truly believe

your cause is just.”

Authentf.C.There are more than a thousand ways

to blend whiskies in Scotland, but few are authentic enough

: 5 2 Y e for Dewar's "White Label."” The quality standards we set

o (I T
EROEIL% fflOild. C&)lllf@,‘..( O;Jh: COIH;!}'%“;}' down in 1846 have never varied. Into each drop go only
peaks ou rmly and olten ior equality o the finest whiskies from the Highlands, the Lowlands, the

opportunity for Mexican Americans. Hebrides.
SCOTCH: Dewar's “White Label”

Dewar’s never varies.
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