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even&Snowhound.

When vou get a snowfall that
breaks all records, vou ought to
make a big thing of it. Like a snow
sculpture.

All it takes is a little ingenuity,
¢ and lots of snow.
| Ty carving out a giant snow
coose. Or take astab at Snow White
and the Seven Dwarts.

Just don't forget that other
Seven, Seagrams 7 Crown.

On cold days, sip it hot in a steam-
ing Seven n Cider. Or try a piping
hot 7 Crown toddy, stirred with a
cinnamon stick.

Either one will warm up your
insides, no matter what its
like outside.

And both give yvou the
friendly taste of Seagrams 7,
the whiskey America likes
best.

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

_..T‘
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SEAGHAY DISTILLERS CO.. N Y. C. AMERICAN WiISKEY -2 ELEND, BU, 86 PRODF,
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Buy two. Get one free.

Here's a sure-fire way to save on the music tape \
BY CAPITOL premium quality blank cassettes and

cartridges. Buy twa and get a third one free. You'll find
these special three-packs of cassettes (60 and 90 minutes)
and cartridges (45 and 100 minutes) at participating stores while

supply lasts. If you record music, quit horsing around with
ordinary tapes. the music tape has greater sound sensitivity ot both
high and low frequencies, a better signal-to-noise ratio and less audible .‘%\
noise. It is also mechanically superior. Cassettes and cartridges are jamproof. -
The cassette tape has our exclusive cushion-aire™  backcoating to prevent static,
: jomming and drapouts. The cartridge tape is lubricated for smooth, even winding ~
over hundreds of passes. We make more blank cartridges than any other monufacturer. In fact, every ™\,
majar music company uses our tape for prerecorded cortridges. There's na better time to try the music tape o
than now, when you can load up with blanks without shooting your budget.

\ If you record ordinary things, use an ordinary tape. But if you record music, record on

@ the musictape.

Capitol - cassette - ccr’rrsdqe open reel

FLG 18 OF GRf CAPITOL MAGNETIC PRODUCTS & LULI50n OF CASRTTOL k ROS, INC. » LOS ANGELES, CALIFORMIA 90028 ThA OF ERAI LIMITED
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L e - Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous toYour Health.

This Swiss
made Stop
watch by
Zodiac times
the action to
1/10of a
second. Yours for free B&W
coupons, the valuable extra
on every pack of Raleigh.

To see over 1000 gifts, write
for your free Gift Catalog:
Box 12, Louisville, Ky. 40201.

Lt

Filter Kings, 15 mg. “tar,” 1.0 ‘mg. nicotine; Longs, 17 mg. “tar,” 1 ng nicoline, av. per cigarette, FT{) Hepan Oct. 74




PI- AYBI I-I- “r write,” says Harry Crews, “because it

feels good. I try only to do what feels good;
ergo, 1 will keep on writing. That's what you call your svllo-
gistic reasoning. Ain't education grand:”

Well. ves. Grand, indeed. And judging from Crews's literary
output since 1968—seven novels, with another just about in the
box, Crews must feel so good he can hardly stand it

With these seven novels, Crews has gathered a loyal, almost
cultish [ollowing. What his readers, old and new, find in cach
book isn’t 1o be believed. Most of his characters you could gen-
erously call freaks. For instance: the enormous far man of
Naked in Garden Hills who diets by drinking two cases ol
Metrecal every day; or the fellow in Car who decides to cat one
entire automobile in ten years; or Marvin Molar—hero of The
Gypsy's Curse, the most recent hook—who is a deal-mute dwarf
built like a tadpole below the waist and Charles Atlas above.
What Crews does with these grotesques is make them human,
believable and painfully sympathetic. He does it with a direct
and lyrical prose style and an accumulation of energy that
makes the pages of his books fairly vibrate. You might gather
that we are fans of Harry Crews. Yes. We think him among the
very best of our novelists.

Ergo, as he would say, when we decided to do a story on the
Alaska Pipeline and the boom towns that enterprise has cre-
ated, we asked Crews to take the job. He did and he delivered
Going Down in Valdeez, which we are proud to pub-
lish in this issue, Crews also ook his own picture for
this page, so that must he the way he wants you to
remember him. One more thing: In a couple of
months, we'll be publishing an account of Crews’s
recent hike up the Appalachian trail. Watch for 1t

What with all this inllation and other bad eco-
nomic news, you're going to necd all the moncey you
can get your hands on just to muddle through, righi?
Well, then, asks John B. Tipton. why do vou have
so much cash in banks? You might have thought
that it was better to keep it there than stuffed inside
vour water bed, and. according 10
Tipton (you're right, it’s not his
real name, you sly fox), you were
correct until a lew years ago. But
now. hanks are dangerously over-
extended. And il they go, so does
your stash. Read all about it in
Banks on the Brink.

Finding yoursell and your sav-
ings at the mercy ol some careless
banker is just one aggravation
among mumy. Perhaps
vou'd like to shoot that
banker or at least yell at
him a litle, along with
the cabdriver who takes
the wrong route or the
waitress who ignores vou
for 20 minutes then gets
the order wrong and
totals the check so there’s
about a 20 percent error,

GONZALES

DEMPSEY

And maybe you should. Because if you don’t, you will ex
perience Stress, and you'll be the worse for it. Some recent
studies indicate that stress and the different ways people cope
with it may have a lot to do with heart attacks and who gets
them. Stephen H. Yafa researched the matter carefully, so you
in now read about the phenomenon and discover whether you
are vulnerable and what you can do about it. The sculpture
accompanying the Yala article is by Martin Wanserski.

Good news in fiction. Nabokov is back. His story this month
is called The Admiralty Spire. It's about lost love and it's ripe
with irony and will be part of a collection of his short stories
titled Tyrants Destroyed, 10 be published by McGraw Hill in
March. The illustration for Nabokov's story is by Kerig Pope,
Associate Art Director of pravsoy. Also, there is Jordan Crit-
tenden’s amusing Man Under the Front Porch and Malcolm
Braly's Goodbye, Bob, the tale of a man who claims he is termi-
nally ill and asks two relative strangers to help him end it all.

Now, there is much, much more, of course: There really is a
movic called Linda Lowelace for President, improbable as that
may seem. And we have several scenes for your inspection. The
candidate goes down to . . . well, let’s say deleat, but we all
know better. The interview this month is with Mel Brooks. It's
as wild as you'd expect and it was done by Brad Darrach. The
results of the annual Jazz & Pop Poll are here, along with Nat
Hentofl's wrap-up of the music year. The accompanying sculp-
ture of Hall of Famer Elton John is by Jack Gregory.
Seymour Mednick photographed it. Staff Photogri-
pher Richard Fegley contributed hoth the Playmate
pictures and the feature on The French Maid. Tos-
cani, an Italian photographer, shot Fit 1o Be Untied,
which [eatures elegant clothes that don't require a
necktie. John Dempsey’s cartoon feature is on an
old theme—infidelity.

The Detroit car manulacturers are thinking sub-
compact these days, and Brock Yates reports on their
hits and misses in The Big Squeeze. Peter Ross
Range spent time with Jimmy Connors, the tennis
champion who is as well known
for his bad manners as for his
spectacular shot making. The re-
sult is Jimmy Connors Against the
World. Range is in Vietnam for
Time magazine, so we couldn’t get
a picture of him. But he's a nice
looking young man, we assurc you.
And finally. Staff Writer Laurence
Gonzales read Studs  Terkel's
Working and contributed his par-
ody of that book. It's
a spiteful sort of en-
terprise. since Gongzales
hates work and doesn’t
think that it’s a fit sub-
ject for a  bestselling
book. You can enjoy all
of this=—and more—in
vour February reaysoy.
It's  so
just couldn’t be work.

much fun 1t

'.f 'l .

HENTOFF MEDNICK, GREGORY
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Sometimes its more -elégant‘ not to use
an elegant decanter.
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Minoita helps you
see the light.

Head towards a new way of seeing things with a camera that responds to
your mood.

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 the picture,
because the viewfinder shows all the information needed for correct ex-
posure and focusing. You never have to look away from the finder to adjust
a Minolta SR-T, so you're ready to catch the one photograph that could
never be taken again.

And when subjects call for a different perspective, Minolta SR-T cameras
accept a complete system of interchangeable lenses, from “fisheye” wide
angle to super-telephoto.

Be prepared to move in the right direction with a Minolta SR-T. For more
information, see your photo dealer or write Minolta Corporation, 101 Wil-
liams Drive, Ramsey, New Jersey 07446. In Canada: Anglophoto Ltd., P.Q.

| - : - ﬁ;/‘lz k;).f_ i
Minolta SR-T 100/Minolta SR-T 101/Minolta SR-T 102

Is your comera @ means ol sell-expression? If so, enter the Minolla Creative Photography Conlest, Grand
Frize: two weelks in the south Pocific islonds for iwo, $1000 cash. and o Minolia SR-T 102. 1428 other valu-

oble prizes will be owarded. Nothing lo buy. Minolto equipment not required. See your Minolla dealer
for detoils and registration. Or write: Minolta Creative Photography Contes!. Box 1831, Blair, Neb. 68009.
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Take your pick of 20 perfectly
color-wrelated collections.
Here’s just one combination from
a collection made of DuPont’s
Dacron’ polyester and cotton.
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Wrangler Sportswear. Wremember the “W” is Silent.

] - ¢ 350 Fifth Avenue, New York 10001. £ IW_.'.HIU&WI. Inc. Prices slightly hugher in the West. “DuPont 3 registered irademark
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©Volkswagen of America. *Sedan 110 P.O.E.. Suggested Retail Price,
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You'll find fuel injection on some of the fastest cars in the world.




On some of the most expensive cors in the world.  And now, through a miracle of modern technology, you'll find
it on one of the most inexpensive cars in the world.

The new, advanced '75 Bcetle.'75® $2895 '




you spot

the Camel Filters smoker?

Local Rock Concert is
about to begin . . . and almost
everyone has a gimmick.
Find the one who doesn't.

1. No. He's Phil O.
Dendron. Gimmick: Talks
with plants. Plant he’s holding
I just told him it's poison ivy.
Boughta pack of orange-flavored cigarettes—because store was
out of his favorite brand, Chocolate Fudge.

2. He's Sy Cole Delic. Wears outfit so wild, he gets fan mail

from neon signs. Gimmick: Plays along with band. He does
to music what termites do to an old barn.

They're not for

(but they could be for you). (e -

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

3. Nope. She’s Bertha D. Blues, Groupie.
Gimmick: Recordseverything. Has 12 cassettes of
chickens tap dancing. Once lita charcoal-filtered
cgarette...and it made four carbons of her lips.

4. Wrong, She's Rhoda Dendron (ne
relation to #1 above).

5. Right! He's there for the show, not
1o show off. Wants his cigarette honest and
natural, too. Camel Filters. No nonsense.
All flavor.

6.8 7. They're two guys trying to see
better—or an unfinished totem pole.

8, The Invisible Man, streaking,.

Camel Filters.
Quatiyy,;

19 mg."tar”, 1.3 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report OCT. 74,
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PRAISE AND LOATHING
Craig Vetter deserves much praise for
his insightful interview of one of the
finest writers in America, Dr. Hunter S.
Thompson (rraveov, November). Not
only is Thompson the clearest. most hon-
est voice in America today but he is also
one ol the truly gifted wits of our time.
Christopher Shirley
South Berwick, Maine

Besides being passé and redundant,
Thompson is able 10 daim yct another
distinction. He is perhaps the only dino-
saur to defile the mmage ol compeent
journalism. His very existence is un-
qualified evidence that the system is not
always able to cleanse itself of pollutants.

Steve Pona
Toronto, Ontario

As a member of the Hell's Angels 1
would like to take issue with Dr. Thomp-
son’s appraisal of us. In my opinion,
Thompson has been capitalizing on the
lies and halt-truths he wrote about us
some years ago, and his reputation as an
outlaw journalist has risen at our expense.
The reason he got his ass kicked by us
was that a couple of us had read his book
and were not 1o happy abour the way
he slanted the truth to fit his whims. For
example, he says that Hell's Angels walk
around with human teeth in their belts,
teeth that were taken in midnight din-
ers. This is pure bullshit. He also vefers 1o
us as rejects, losers who turned mean and
vengeful. T happen to hold down a steady
job that pays 13 bills a year, as do many of
my fellow Angels, I also have a 1974 Har-
ley-Davidson that is paid for. The day of
Hell's Angels’ riding around on hot bikes
is over. We have become productive with-
in our society. We had an anudrug pro-
gram and a youth-rchabilitation program,
both of which were rejecied because of
our past as told by Thompson. Thompson
licd 10 us about what he was going to
write, so he got what any liar deserves—
his ass kicked.

Patwrick M. McDowell
Sacramento, California

Your November interview with Thomp-
son is undoubtedly one of your finest. Not
only is your subject fascinating but your
interviewer, Craig Veuter, did a sincere,
honest job by allowing himsell 1o become

part of the crazy Thompson world. De-
spite all the drugs and craziness in which
Thompson is involved. 1 couldn’t help
but conclude that decp down he is a
warm, gentle character who perceives the
world with compassion and insight.

Gary Stratton

Chicago, IHlinois

Duwring my lifetime, I've been called
cvery kind of son of a bitch from “self-
appointed civil rights leader” 10 “rabble
rouser.” Those are things that my friends
call me; my critics are less restrained. Can
vou imagine living in Holwille, Califor-
nia, the hotbed of reactionary politics,
and having  publicly supporied George
McGovern and bheing unashamedly sym
pathetic 10 the cause ol Cesar Chavez?
Can vou imagine the intense gratification
of such a life? Can you imagine the we-
mendous pleasure I got lrom your inter-
view with Hunter Thompson?

Norm Pliscou
Holtville, California

I can’t wait to read Thompson's Fear
and Loathing in the UFO. Perhaps Gutzo
Journalism is more apt.

Preston €, Fray
Crystal City, Virginia

JOB WELL DONE
About Robert Sherrill's article Is

Anybody Out There Doing His Job?
(rLavBOY, November): Quick, find me
someone in the naval-facilities engineer-
ing command like Elmer B. Staats. Only
this time, I want him to uncover
“crooked™ naval personnel who take ad-
vantage ol small delense contractors.

W. F. Stanfield

San Diego, California

Thank you for Bob Sherrill's eval-
uation of the National Transportation
Salety Board's perlormance. 1 was some-
what embarrassed to be singled out as a
symbol of the invaluable public service
that is being performed by the NTSB in
the ficld ol aviation safety and surface
transportation. However, 1 should like
to point out that one of the main rcasons
we can do an e¢ffective job is that the top
management of the NTSB allows senior
staft members, such as mysell, 1o frecly
utilize highly specialized expertise in
the investigation process without any
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Model 59811

Acclaimed
by the Critics...

“A silent giant that's built to last
—probably forever.”
Stereo & Hi Fi Times
"The feel of preciston machinery.”
Hi Fi Stereo Buyers Guide
“The turntable is almost imper-
vious to jarring or bumping:’
Audio Magazine

Admired
by the Pubilic...

“I'm glad | bought it"
E.G., Lowell, Mass.
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H.W,, Birmingham, Ala.
“The best turntable in the world’'
H.M., Honolulu, Hawaii

The 598 l1l comes complete
with walnut base, plexiglass dust
cover, and the world s finest
cartridge (4000 D/111). List price
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interference with individual thinking and
initiative. Having worked for both pri-
virte industry and the Government, I have
found that this type of management is
rare, if not nonexistent. Consequently,
those of us dedicated to aviation safety
appreciate the high quality of manage-
ment and the opportunity to function.
Rudolph Kapustin
Senior Air Safety Investigator
National Transportation Safety Board
Washington, D.C.

I am one of the 2,800,000 Federal ca-
reer civil servants referred to in Sherrill's
pejorative article, Is Anybody Out There
Doing His Job? This man does not have
his facts straight and obviously is ignorant
ol the Federal career service. The article
is fraught with untruths and half-truths,
Sherrill cites as positive examples people
taken as a joke by knowledgeable bureau-
crats. Everyone seems to like to take pot
shots at those of us who earn our living
in the service of our Government, but no
one has yet told our story as we see it and
live it daily.

William Herbert Smith
Washington, D.C.

There are now roughly as many Feder-
al employees as there were Colonists 200
years ago and, like the Colonists, there
are good and bad among them. It would
be surprising if this were not so. How-
ever, there are hundreds ol thousands
of dedicated Federal employees to whom
Sherrill’s biuer diatribe does not apply,
and as a longuime subscriber to rLavsoy,
I keenly resent the implication that they
are rare and hard to find. A little investi-
gation by Sherrill would have provided
him with the information that even critics
have agreed that a large majority of Fed-
eral employces work faithfully, some-
times brilliantly, and are competitive
with those in private industry when it
comes o ability and hard work. His
knowledge of the Civil Service Retire-
ment and Disability Fund is equally Iack-
ing, since he scems blithely unaware that
retired Federal employees are drawing
dividends from an investment in their
own retivement [und. Perhaps Sherrill
necds an in-depth tour ol Washington,
D.C., in the company of someone who
really knows the town.

Harvey E. Roenicke
Seabrook, Maryland

Robert Sherrill paid wibute to eight
bureaucrats with balls, but there are more
ol them than he realizes. A lot of them
have brains, too. I have worked with a
number ol Feds over a period of nearly
20 years, and 1 have found most of them
to be pretty able people. Of course, 1
should point out early that I am a Fed
and a product of the Maxwell School at
Syracuse University, the Parris Island ol
public administation. I have enjoyed my
career in the Federal Government. 1 am

well paid and normally work in pleasant
surroundings, but I feel the taxpayer is
geuting a fair return for his tax dollar.
The Federal Government is not an
army of overpaid cerks. It includes
many well-educated and extremely com-
petent people in an endless variety ol
jobs. Almost 50,000 of them, for example,
work in medicine or allied fields. Sherrill
might be surprised to learn that many
employees at the National Institutes of
Health outside Washington have won
Nobel Prizes. And if Sherrill feels the mail
service is getting worse, he should keep
in mind that postal employees are no
longer in the Federal Civil Service—they
now work in a corporation. That was
supposed to improve things.

Tom Gill

Columbia, Maryland

Sherrill’s Diogenean quest for an honest
man in the U. S. public service is superb,
though no surprise to me. I'm glad he
mentions Ernie Fitzgerald, who dared re-
veal the buddy-buddy relationship be-
tween the Pentagon and Lockheed that
cost taxpayers two billion dollars. I've
just finished reading Fiwzgerald's book
The High Priests of Waste, which tells in
lively lashion that whole sordid story,
plus others just as crummy. It's well worth
reading.

Paul A. Gardner
Ottawa, Ontario

GOLDSTEIN REVISITED
I was somewhat amazed at the

A.CLUs stement that Al Goldstein
"gives [reedom of speech a dirty name”
(rrAaysoy, October). Let's not forget that
the strength of the First Amendment is
primarily responsible [or the revelation of
the whole Watergate mess. It is also re-
sponsible for men like Jack Anderson,
Dan Rather and, yes, Al Goldstein. Gold
stein is surely the liberated male of the
decade, and I applaud him.

Lester Potts

Hartford, Connecticut

There must be something wrong! I've
known Al Goldstein for years and have
found him to be sensitive, witty, charm-
ing, sweet, imaginative, inwelligent, frank
and truthful. Your interviewer eliminated
all those characteristics, some of which
must have come through in the lengthy
interview with him. I do not think the
presentation is a fair portrayal of one of
the really good guys of the world!

Jeanne Youngson
New York, New York

EYE OPENER

Spectacular is the best word for your
November article on glasses and spec-
tacles. As an optician, 1 have always pro-
moted spectacles as fashion accessories
and your fine feature does more than 1
ever could. Your modeling technique is
something all of us can appreciate and the

bold and forthright sampling of the prod-
uct an inspiration to all of us who devise
our own advertising methods. You have
made this optician’s job much easier and
I think all opticians should applaud your
coverage (or uncoverage) of something we
are interested in, I fully intend o use the
issue and pictorial essay to its best ad-
vantage in the oflice; and for those who
have trouble secing things my way, why,
I will just have to it them with a pair—
of glasses.

Dick Witt

Now-See-Here Inc.

Orchard Park, New York

PRO FUSION
Richard Rhodes's report God's Big Fix
(rLaysoy, November), detailing current
research  in  thermonuclear  fusion, is
splendid. Rhodes’s simple  explanatory
style makes this complicated process easy
for the layman to understand.
Martin Jones
Miami, Florida

After spending the chilly winter of 1974
with the thermostat down around 65, I
was greatly relieved to read Rhodes’s arti-
cle on thermonuclear fusion. Although 1
greauly suspect the alleged facts behind
the so-called energy crisis, I was neverthe-
less relieved 1o hear that an unlimited
supply of energy is a realistic hope for the
[uture.

Harold King
Chicago, Hlinois

Rhodes’s article ou  the Conrrolled
Thermonuclear Research program is a
welcome commentary on our program to
develop fusion power—one of the few
possible long-term solutions to mankind'’s
energy needs. Rhodes has presented a well-
balanced, very readable description of a
very complicated subject, and T am pleased
that 1t received widespread dissemination
m a popular magazine such as PLAYBOY.
Fusion research has proved to be one of
the most difficult tasks in modern applied
stience. It has taken over 20 years to de-
velop an understanding of the basic under-
lying physics and it will tke probably
another 20 years to develop this very at
tractive coneept to the point where it can
be utilized for practical power generation.
That's a long time, particularly for a
people who have become accustomed o
“quick fixes” and technology “‘break-
throughs™ 1o solve today's problems. The
primary reason for the long development
time is the need for the final product 1o be
an cconomical source of electrical power.
We very well know that sdience can do
a great deal quickly in the laboratory
when cost is not of primary concern. Alter
all, we were able to go to the moon in
less than ten years. But in energy produc-
tion, cost is critical and energy costs affect
the price of almost everything we use in
our everyday lives. Where cost is a factor,
the development times are much longer. If




BRYLCREEM SAYS DON'T
MEASURE YOUR SEX APPEAL BY THE
LENGTH OF YOUR HAIR.

NOT SEXY SEXY
<L EEL,

A. Sideburns too long and too wide, End
result: not too terrific. We said goodbye to
sideburns and let his hair grow 12inches
all over. Then gave it a layered cut.

Also recommended: frequent
shampooing with Brylcreem Once A Day
Shampoo to condition the hair while
washing away excess oil, dirt and loose
dandruff.

B. This guy was fighting natural curl with

a cut that was too closely cropped on sides
and back. We let it grow for two months
and shaped it.

Because curly hair is porous and tends
to dry out quickly, we used a dab of
Brylcreem to condition while helping to
keep the hair neat and manageable all day.

C. Too much hair, too little face. We took
off 5 inches. Gave him a scissor cut, parted
on the side to add more width and fullness
to the top.

When hair goes through this change
from very long to short, it needs about a
week to lay right. Help it along with
Brylcreem Power Hold, a specially
formulated control hair spray that provides
real holding power all day.

D. This guy's hair was all wrong for the
shape of his face. Too long in back and too
much of one length.

We cut off 2)2inches in front, 3 inches
in back. We layered it on top for more body
and gave him a geometric cut along the
edges for the New Short look.

Brylcreem believes
that sexy is as sexy
does. And when
your hair really
does some-
thing for you,
then you've got !
sex appeal.

We've come a long way since “a little dab'll doya.”
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we had wanted to go to the moon at, say,
20 cemts a mile, it would have taken at
least twice as long as it actually did. Hope-
[ully, articles such as yours will help
people understand what can be done for
fomorrow with foresight and firm sus-
tained Federal commitment now.

Dr. Dixy Lee Ray, Chairman

Atomic Energy Commission

Washington, D.C.

I wish to commend Richard Rhodes {or
a very descriptive, readable article on the
very complex subject of controlled-fusion
energy. In the technical community, we
make it a practice to reference journal ar-
ticies (usually technical) that relate to any
particular subject that we write about. It
will be a pleasure to reference Rhodes's
fine article in our future writings.
Robert L. Hirsch, Director
Division of Controlled
Thermonuclear Research
Atomic Energy Commission
Washington, D.C.

JET LAG
The October Playmate story is an

outstanding disgrace to a particular occu-
pation of people that is presently predom-
inantly women. The industry has done
enough damage to the respect and human
dignity in its advertising without PLAYBOY
joining the degradation of the image of
working women. I'm sure you are very
aware of the intimidation that miny
female Hight attendants encounter in the
process of performing inflight dutics.
Most stewardesses do not think these sex-
1st remarks are cute and are very insulted,
since they are under occupational circum-
stances where an appropriate response to
these remarks and passes is unacceptable
to their employer. 1 have no objection to
your right to publish a meat-market maga-
zine, but coming right out with a woman
associated with an airline, whose identity
is revealed, and having a photograph or
two in her company unilorm is totally
inappropriate and irresponsible.

Lani J. Stacks, President

Dakota County Chapter

National Organization for Women

Burnsville, Minnesota

HOT ISSUE

A rather hot and nasty dispute is raging
through the quiet streets of my home
town concerming the status of Miss No-
vember’s crotch. To the untrained cye, it
would appear that she is deficient in the
cleft department, which would make her
no more detailed than a Barbie Doll plus
pubic hair. The controversy concerns the
reason lor this absence. Is it because (A)
She hasn’t one? (B) The pose hides it? (©)
It is located elsewhere? (D) She is wearing
flesh-colored panties  with pubic-hair
adornment? (E) She has been retouched?
(F) She was made by Mattell? (G) The

printer made a grievous error and has it
at home? I contend that it is located un-
der her left arm. Any help you give us will
be appreciated. And if by some chance
the real answer turns out to be (C), could
you possibly get a few photos of her in a
sleeveless dress, wa ving?

John Hughes

Glencoe, Hlinois

Try cleaning your glasses, John.

CARTOONING IN
For many years, I've been an ardemt
fan of cartoonist Gahan Wilson. Every
time I see one of his cartoons, I can't
help but wonder what Lind of person is
behind it Is he animal, vegetabie or
mineral? 1 think it's high time you told
us something about this macabre genius.
Herman Marks
Louisville, Kentucky
We heartily concur. Contrary to cerfain
malicious rumors that the so-called ma-
cabre genius was vaised out of a coffin in

: CRa 3
Transytvania, Gahan Wilson actually en-
teved the world amid the rather lypically
muddle-class ambience of Evanston, Ili-
nos. Aside from a few “spooky old ladies
and a haunted house or two,” there was
nothing particularly grotesque about his
upbringing, although he claims to be a
distant relative of William Jennings Bryan
and P. T. Barnum. Wilson began doodling
as a “wee little toddler,” in nearly the
same style in which he doodles today, and
was later educated at the Arvt Institute of
Chicago and the Académie Julienne in
Paris. 1 have always had an innocent
fondness for the macabre,” he ex plains,
“and a steady ambition 1o be a cartoonist,
I began by borrowing the classic figures
of Gothic literatuve and putting them into
day-to-day American  surroundings. Al-
though I haven't abandoned these themes,
1 seem 10 be getling most of my inspiration
for herror these days from Walter Cron-
kite and The New York Times.”

HIGH STAKES

I've been a poker plaver for over 20
years and in that time, 1 suppose I've
read just about all the literature available
on the subject. I must say, however, that
I've never had the pleasure of reading

anything as entertaining, captivating and
well written on poker as the articles in
your poker package (rLAYBOY, November).
Every picce was a classic in isell.
Seymour Weintraul
New York, New York

In your poker roundup, you had a
model pose as il she were playing strip
poker, but you neglected to explain how
the game is played. As a poker aficionado,
I find this omission inexcusable.

Henry Murray
Royal Oak, Michigan

Duce to the many distractions in strip
poker, theve ave no definite yules. Gener-
ally speaking, the regulations ave the
same as i vegular poker, except that each
Player uses lis or her own clothing to bet
instead of money or chips. The betting
value of cach item of apparel should be
determined prior to the game, especially
in mixed doubles. Any clothing won by
a player may be used for betting on sub-
sequent hands. Be sure to exclude items
such as rings, earrings, haivpins  and
waiches, or yow'll be there all night.

Your poker package is a truly splendid
magazine presentation of this great Amer-
ican pastime. G. Barry Golson's historical
account of the game—IWho Dealt This
Mess?—rates top billing. In the course
of my own extended researches into the
history and waditions of poker, 1 have
encountered many of the same incidents
he so fascinatingly presents. 1 was par-
ticularly pleased to see the role ol the
players themselves emphasized. 1 con-
duded long ago that this is what the
game is all about.

Allen Dowling
New Orleans, Louisiina

There is an error in Golson's Who
Dealt This Mess? It seems he called the
poker hand held by Wild Bill Hickok
on his death on August 2, 1876, “a queen
and two pair, aces and eights.” Hickok's
“dead man’s hand” was really black aces
and eights and a nine of heants.

Mark L. Matonich
Deadwood, South Dakota

The manager of the Number Ten Sa-
loon, where Wild Bill died—and which
is still in existence—says it was the nine
of diamonds, while the chamber of com-
merce in Deadivood agrees with us and
says it was a queen. So who knows? Ma ybe
he wasn’t holding any of those cards.
Maybe he was playing canasta. Your deal.

JUST DESSERTS
Where did you find this fellow Sicgel-
mant He's a genius! Cheesecake Madness
(rLavooy, November) is one of the fun-
niest things I've ever read. Witch out,
Woody Allen.
Wendell Eldridge
New York, New York



Cointreau...the art of lingering.

There is a time for slowness.

A time for not pushing it.

A time for reveling in the
deliciousness of the moment.
Moment of firelight,

friendship, music, love.

This is the moment for Cointreau.
Clear dry, elegant Cointreau with

its whisper of orange. Imported

from France. And today the best seiling
brand of liqueur in the world.
Because everywhere in the world
there are people who believe that the
secret of the good life may be found
in the Art of Lingering.

=255 LIQUEUR
/ SPECIALITE
PRODUCT OF FRANCE

PRI Sl

Pronounced “Kwan-tro.”
- = " - = e, |
COINTREAL LIQUEUR SPECIALITE. 80 PROOF, RENFIELD IMPORTERS, LTD NY
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Reading €ntertainment for Men

Just as PLAYBOY is different from all
other magazines, Playboy Book Club is
different from all other book clubs. It is
a book club created by our editors for
the sophisticated man of today with

938 AMERICA'S SKI
BO

K
Eds. of SKI magazine
{Pub. Price $12 50}
New edition of complele
handbook for skiers—
iMustrated
(Counts as two books)

976 ALIVE

Piers Paul Read

(Pub. Price $10.00}
Heroes of the Andes
crash; one of the great
true survival stories of
all time

845 THE CLASSIC
WOMAN

James Sterling Moran
(Pub. Price $16.95)
Unigue photographic
work—60 illustrations of
fovely women

{Counis as two books)

109 ALPHABET JACKSON
Jack Olsen

{Pub. Price 57.95)

Wild. hilarious, ribald,
exciting and authentic
pro-foctball novel

112 DIVING
(EOMPANIONSF

q Yves
and Philippe Diole
{Pub. Price $995)
Tamng the sea lion,
elephan! seal, walrus;
145 action pholographs

809 PLAYBOY'S
HOST & BAR BOOK
Thomas Mario

(Pub. Price $14.95)
For the superhost—
NMustrated

{Counts as two books)

986 LIKE IT 1S
Howard Cosell

{Pub. Price 58.95)
Candid, controversial,
explosive. entertaining

993 THE MOVIE BOOK
Stephen H, Scheuer
{Pub. Price $17 95)
Huge, authoritative,
candid, comprehensive
history; over 300 superb,
rare photos

{Counis as two books)

991 THE DOGS OF WAR
Frederick Forsyth

(Pub. Price §7.95)
Bestselling novel of
suspense, inlrigue

990 MORE THAN A GAME
John Wiebusch, ed.

(Pub. Price 514.95)

Most exciting, revealing
writing and photos of

pro football; BO pages

n tult color

{Counts as two books)

994 LADIES AND
GENTLEMEN

LENNY BRUCE!!

Albert Goldman

{Pub. Price $10.00)
Frank, hilarious,
shocking true story:

8 pages of pholos

962 WAR

A Photographic History
Textby Albert R. Leventhal
{Pub. Price $16.95)

All the wars the camera
has ever seen

{Counts as two books)

802 PLAYBOY'S
COMPLETE BOOK
OF PARYY JOKES
(Pub. Price $9.50)
Comic encyclopedia

103 GREAT BATTLES AND
THEIR GREAT GENERALS
Harry Roskolenko, ed.
Foreword by

Drew Middleton

{Pub. Price 510.00)
History's most significant
contlicts

wide interests, discriminating tastes and

a zestful life-style.

In the pages of PLAYBOY we bring
you the finest and most provocative
articles and fiction by many of the
world's most prominent writers. Now
we will make available to you—at
significant savings—what we consider
the most candid, contemporary,
swinging and thought-provoking books
of permanent value published this year.

And we’ll offer you a wide choice
of books at savings up to 33 percent
under retail prices. The best from the
publishing world selected for you by

PLAYBOY editors.

968 DR. STILLMAN'S
14-0AY SHAPE-UP
PROGRAM

Dr. Irwin M. Stillman
and Samm S. Baker
{Pub. Price S7.95)
New shimming diet,
Irimming exercises
784 THE SEX BOOK
Goldstein, Haeberle
& McBride

{Pub. Price $12.50)
Pictorial encyclopedia
“revolutionary’’ beslseller
(Counts as two books)

995 ALL THE
PRESIDENT'S MEN
Bernstein & Woodward
and THE PRESIDENTIAL
TRANSCRIPTS

{Combined Pub Price $11.40)
The dynamile story and
the secret Nixon tapes
{Both books counl as a
single selection)

996 BANCO and
PAPILLON

Henri Charriére
{Combined Pub. Price $9.80)
The most hair-raising
escape story ever

(Both books count as a
single selection)

992 ILLUSTRATED
HISTORY OF BASKETBALL
Larry Fox

(Pub. Price 512.95)

Top coaches, players.
teams that shaped the
game, 150 unusual

achion photographs
(Counts as two books)

998 THE SUPER
CATALOG OF CAR PARTS
ANDACCESSORIES

John Hirsch

{Pub. Price $10.95)

Over 1100 listings of
suppliers for everylhing
automotive

105 STAYING ALIVE!
Maurice and Maralyn
Bailey

(Pub. Price $6.95)
Astonishing true story
of man and wife adrift
for 117 days—Illustrated

106 WINNING POKER
SYSTEMS

Norman Zadah

(Fub. Price $8.95)

The birst compuler-
derived strateqy for
raking in the pols

107 PLAYBOY'S BOOK
OF WINE

Peter A. Gillette and
Paul Gillette

{Pub. Price 517.95)
tost handsome, honest,
informative guide,
deluxe, large lormat,
over 200 colfor photos
(Counts as two books)

108 SINEMA

Kenneth Turan

and Stephen Zito

{Pub. Price $8.95)
Porncgraphic films and
the people who make
them, 52 unusual photos
110 INSTANT
MILLIONAIRES

Max Gunther, ed. .
(Pub. Price S8.50)

36 men who made il big
-fast. How they did it

111 COMPLETE BOOK
OF HUNTING

Clyde Ormond

(Pub. Price $7.95)
The classic work
revised and updated
901 TOTAL ORGASM
Jack Lee Rosenberg
lllustrations by
Joseph Jaqua

{Pub. Price $6 95}
Ilustraled quide to
sexval fulliliment

Playboy's Choice, an illustrated
monthly bulletin, will describe our
edilors’ 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.

B70 THE PLAYBOY
GOURMET

Thomas Mario

{Pub. Price $15.95)
Delighting the sensual
palate—lllustrated
{Counts as two books}
891 THE APRIL GAME
“Diogenes"

(Pub. Price $7.95)

From inside IRS—vital
intormation for every
taxpayer

873 MAFIA, U.S.A,
Nicholas Gage, ed.
{Pub. Price $10.00)
Complete, factual,
explosive, horrifying!
32 pages of photos

853 COSMOPOLITAN'S
LOVE BOOK

{Pub. Price 55.95)

A guide to ecstasy in bed
968 SUPERHANDYMAN'S
ENCYCLOPEDIA OF
HOME REPAIR HINTS
Al Carrell

{Pub. Price 57.95)
Hundreds of labor-saving,
money-saving ideas

101 THE BOOK OF
THE BREAST

Robert A. Wilson

(Pub. Price $8.95)

From ancienl times lo
present; profusely

904 MY SECRET GARDEN
w 's Sexual Fentasies
Nancy Friday

{Pub. Price $7.95"
Personal, candid,

erolic interviews

999 THE AMERICAN
WAY OF SEX

Peter Whittaker

{Pub. Price 56.95)
In-depth interviews with
girls working in massage
parlors

100 QUARTERBACKS
HAVE ALL THE FUN

Dick Schaap, ed.

(Pub. Price S8.50)
Finest, most dramatic,
most enduring writing
about greal quarterbacks

963 YOU CAN PROFIT
FROM A MONETARY CRISIS
Harry Browne

{Pub. Price SB.95)

Survival kit for economic
storms, runaway bestseller

102 SPEEO WITH STYLE
Peter Revson

and Leon Mandel

{(Pub_ Price S8.95)

Frank fife story of champion
driver; 24 pages of phoios
970 JAWS

Peter Benchley

{Pub. Price $6.95)
Superthrilier novej of terror-

illustrated spreading great white shark
113 SPY STORY 104 SEX CAN SAVE
Len Deighton YOUR HEART. . .AND LIFE

{Pub. Price 56.95)
Suspenseful novel with
nightmarish climax,

Eugene Scheimann, M.D.
{Pub. Price $6.95)
How lo five happier

sparkling sardonic wit and longer
863 THE ART OF 935 LADIES OF THE
SENSUAL MASSAGE NIGHT

Inkeles, Todris

& Foothorap

(Pub. Price $7 .95)
Explicit photographic
guide

Text by Susan Hall
Photos by Bob Adelman
(Pub. Price 57.95)

The prostitutes” world ;
profusely illustrated

Introductory

offer:

PLAYBOY BOOK CLUB
Lemoyne,

Pa. 17043

ABD4-02

Choorse any
4 books for
only $2.95

(value up to $44.25)
when you agree to become
a member of Playboy

Book Club.

*Deluxe volumes count as two selections. Publishers” prices quoted are U.S. prices; Canadian prices may be slightly higher.

Please enroll me as a member in the Playboy Book Club and
send me the books whose numbers | have listed below, billing
me only $2.95. | understand that some deluxe volumes count
as two selections.

| understand that for §2.95 | may choose books worth as much
as 544.25, and that you will also send Playboy's Gift Pack of
three provocative paperbacks, a $2.85 value, as my free bonus
for prompt action.

I understand that you will send me Playboy's Choice, the
publication describing the Selections and Alternales, at
three to four week intervals, tcgether with a dated Mem-
ber's Instruction Card which | may mail back by the date
shown on the card, to reject the Selection or to choose any of
the Alternates. | understand that if | wish to receive the Selec-
tion. | do nothing and it will be mailed to me automatically
AFTER the date shown on the card. | understand that Play-

boy's Choice is mailed in time 1o allow me at leasl 10 days
tc decide if | wanl the coming Selection. If. because of late
mail delivery of Playboy's Choice, | should ever receive a
Selection without having had the 10-day consideration period,
that Selection may be returned at Club expense for full credit.

My only cbligation as a member is to accepl four Selections
or Alternates during the coming year from the many titles
offered. My membership is cancelable any time after buying
these four books. In all cases. | will receive bocks identical to
the publishers’ editions. A modest postage and handling
charge is added to z2ll shipmenls

HAMES
ADDRESS
ciTy

(Flease Frint)

STATE zIP

5-26



White rum. Puerto Rican rum. Something you can stay with.

UM MARTINI

ER

WHIT

The house is so still you
can almost hear the beating
of your own hearts.
White rum won't intrude.
It's there. But so smoothly and
quietly you know it belongs.
lhat smooth, hushed
quality makes white rum a
most disarming mixer—in
martinis. bloody marys. screw-
drivers, even in plain soda. In
fact. every drop of white rum
from Puerto Rico is aged in
white oak casks for at least a
year—to make it a smoother
mixer. One you can stay with.
Wouldn't it be
nice if everything in
life was as easy to
stay with as white rum?

PUERTO RIKAN RUMS

For free party bookiet, wnle Puerto Rican Rum
Dept P-12,1290 Ave. ol the Amencas. NY. N, 10019,



PLAYBOY AFTER HOURS

topless dancer at San Francisco’s hun-
A gry i was propositioned by a gentle-
man in the audience, who pressed a hotel
key mto her hand. A few minwes later,
it the other end of the stage, came a second
proposition from a ringsider who asked,
“Can I see you aler the show?” In answer,
the lady handed him the key and danced
away. There was no one around to record
whitt happened when the gentlemen in
question appeared at the hotel for their
rendezvous.

.

Peep! A panicstricken woman
in Hamilton, Ontario, called po-
lice after hearing sitrange bivdlike
noises coming [rom her balcony.
She went to investigate. she said,
and  lound  a 200-pound  man
swin
above—completely noade, except
for a heavy growth ol leathers ap-
parently sprouting [rom the top
ol his head. Police failed to appre-

ging happily lrom the railing

hend the [eathered hiend.
The fire doors connecting
the men’s and women's wings
of a dormitory at West \
ginia’s  Marshall  University
were welded shut on orders from
the administration. Othcials said
they acted solely 10 curhy vandal-
ism, but the school newspaper

Wisconsin man be stopped en route from
Flagstall 1o Phoenix. When police spotted
the vehicle, they llagged it down and in-
formed the surprised driver that he'd lelt
his wile behind at a Flagstaft service
station,

.

\re movie ratings being relaxed too
much? Readers sent examples of three
hlm advertisements lrom their local news-
papers: Inone. a leather-and-whips flick
titled Puss "N Boots and rated X ended

up with top billing for the Saturday kiddie

called it “the world's biggest chas-
tity bele™
=
Puzzler of the month: Calilornia sci-
entists published a study showing how
lifestyle alfects health. I'he Cincinnati
Enquirer took the findings one step
further when i reported: “Men who slept
t howrs a night had a lower morality

rate than those who slept more or lewer

hows.”

On the road: Perbaps the most
tasteless recipe in history was concocted
when two trucks collided on an interstate
in Oregon. Mixed thoroughly and allowed
to simmer were a truckload of sugar and
six tons of manure. . . . And in Arizona,
the state highway patrol received an
wrgent message that a camper driven by a

show; another, featuring The Lecher, plus
“adult g warned that “no
one under eight” would be admitted; and
a third ad lor a flm rated PG pointed

a second

out that parental guidance was suggested,
as “come material may not be suitable for
pretecnagers.”
. -
Some people are made for each other:
Gordon Poon and Diane Tung applicd

1 San Francisco.

for a marriage license

It was another ol those lousy days for
purse snatcher  Jim Coburn. Jr. Right
after he'd grabbed @ woman's purse at a
San Jose shopping center, a truck driver

Fre==reef
:"rff?

spotted him and rumbled through an
cmpty lot in pursuit. The vruck knocked
Jim down. but he man
A second citzen got into the act, pulled
a gun and fired off a couple ol shots,
barely missing  Jim. Our harvied thief
then crawled mto a garbage can, but a
third passer-by saw him, pulled off the
can’s hid and held a knife at his throat.
When police arrived, Jim was relieved.

aged to limp away.

“I'm glad vou're here,” he said. “Every-
body’s bheen wying o kill me.”

Hanging in there: In the hallowed
halls of Ball State University in Mun-
cie, Indiana, hangs a memorial
portrait ol Frank Elliotr Ball—
i tribute from his Limily and so
stated on a bronze plague in-
HUNG BY THE

scribed: BALLS.

.

A New York publisher sent a
letter to
ing, “Due 10 increasing costs of
manufacturing and paper, the

IJlJt)k‘tlUl'l'.‘i ArnnonInc-

attached price inereases will he-
come cflective.” Among the titles
wits: “IWVhat You Should Know
About Inflation—Old Price 95
cens. . .. New Price $2.25."
Here come da judge, da bas-
tard: A judge in Leeds, England,
ruled that a man would have 1o
pay  SISL60  in calls
charged to his wile. The calls were
made by his wile’s lover from Paris,
collect.

telephone

.
Some headlines tell the entire storv,
The Wichita
RESTED FOR SODOMY

I'rom Beacon: “aaN  AR-

WITH DUCK.”
5

When a aedit union lor employees ol
Milwaukee's Me. Sinar Hospital folded.

members clecied 10 merge with their

kissin®  cousins:  the  Butchers' Local

Credit Union.
A Toronwo fellow who had blazed quite
a trail as a bachelor was finally seuling
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down with a virginal
lady who took a dim
view of his sexual
exploits. A group of
friends got togeth-
er and sent him a
telegram that was
read aloud at the
wedding reception.
The message: “Act
AWEWARD.”

The Water-
works Depart-
ment in Lafa-
yette, Louisiana,
has discovered a
reliable meth-

; g

od ol mens- 28
uring TV R s
audiences based on the
city's bathroom habits. A graph that
gauges water pressure takes a marked dip,
coincidental with commercials and the
show’s end. when tube viewers break lor
the john. So far, the record drop in pres-
sure was 26 pounds per square inch, which
occurred after the movie Airport. The
department noted that “at approximately
8:30 a bomb exploded in the airplane
and from then until nine par, when the
pilot landed safely and the movie ended,
almost nobody left their television set to
do anything . . . then the 26-pound drop.”
The flush was so great that city police
were called to check for kids opening fire
hydrants before the waterworkers calcu-
Lated that the cause was abour 20,000
people flushing at the same time, using
about 80.000 gallons. For comparative
analysis, the movie Patton chalked up a
22 and The Good, the Bad and the Ugly
checked in with a respectable 19. . .. So
who needs the Nielsen ratings?

Yealh, but can she cook? A publisher of
{eminist books is offering a modern fairy
1ale titled The Princess in which the hero
ine wakes the slecping prince and “‘en-
thralls him with her independence and
sell-conhdence.”

-

From the Wooster, Ohio, Daily Record
comes this classified invitation to an un-
known shoplifter: “If the party who stole
a set ol castrating knives will stop by,
we'll be happy to give him a personal
demonstration on the correct technique
of using this ine instrument.”

Good Samaritans (I): An Illinois man
oftered five dollars o three tecnagers
who had stopped to help him push his
car out of a snowdrift. 'The boys thanked
him but said, “We'll take it all.” They
snatched his wallet and ran off through
the snow. . . . Good Samaritans (II): A
Missouri man also got stalled in a snow-
drift and was grateful when two men
stopped their pickup truck to help. The
men proceeded to push his car into a

Classified ad from The
Washington Post: “For
sale—100-year-old brass
bed, perfect for

anlique
lover.”

o i ei—_—— Y

— el |

deep ravine and drove off with his snow
saraper. T'wo of the meanest men I ever
met,” he remarked later.

DINING-DRINKING

It's reassuring to discover that the three
Cincinnau French restauranis awarded
five stars by Mobil in the past few years
all offer consistently fine food in spite
of the accolades. Entering Maisonetre, 114
East Sixth, is like visiting the country
manor of an old friend. Proprietors Lee
and Michael Comisar, with the help of a
foyer disguised as a sitting room, a
lounge resembling a library and a total
atmosphere  of courtesy and warmth,
have managed to areate an aura of home.
Well, almost. Captains and gar¢ons seem
to appear [rom brocaded walls and the
muaitre de, Alphonse, is omnipresent.
The menu is vast and bilingual: even so,
many dishes aren’t listed. (Maisonette
must also assume that everyone who
comes here for a meal has the appetite of
a Bengals' lineman; its portions are ex-
wremely gencrous.) Veal Picrre, one of
chef de cuisine George Haidon's master-
pieces, is a tender example of how a per-
fect sauce can be wedded to a most
receptive meat. This ereamy-rich concoc-
tion—with Romano cheese, supréme
sauce and bits of avocado—complements
but doesn't smother the veal. Other choice
dishes include La Sole du Dauvre sauté
belle  meuniére[delicate  English  sole
lightly sautéed in butter and mush.
rooms, garnished with parsley: sliced
breast of duckling served with a pungent
orange-Grand Marnier sauce: and Tour-
nedos Rossini, two small filels sauntded
with burgundy wine sauce and covered
with foie gras. Hors d'oeuvres. hot and
cold, are excellent. especially Crevettes
“Maisonctie”—heaping mounds of tiny
shrimps and fresh mushrooms sautded
with a hint of garlic—and the baby Ice-
landic trout served with a herb-flavored
mayonnaise. Boula-Boula, a split-pea-and-

green-turtle soup with sherry and cream,
is one ol the many tasty potages available;
and the choice ol greenery in salads makes
the Bois de Boulogne look defoliated.
Passing up  Maisonette’s heavily laden
dessert cart is like standing up Raquel
Welch, and the same can be said for
[ailing to order from its ample wine list.
The restaurant is open for lunch Monday
through Friday from 11:30 aar 10 2:30
Pl and for dinner from 5:30 v, 1o
10:30 Pt Dinner Saturday is from 5:50
PAL to T poat Most major credic cards are
accepted and reservations are imperative
(313-721-2260).

Practically next door, at 127 West
Fourth, is Pigall's. The service is impec-
cable and just a bit of coaxing can wan-
gle an after-dinner tour of the wine
cellar escorted by proprietor Don Whittle,
a former maiwe de at Maisonette. A
wedge ol hot quiche may begin a su-
perb meal, or perhaps Celery Roots
Remoulade or quenclles of pike in lob-
ster sauce, followed by a thick slice of
goose-liver pité on Tournedos Rossini,
or braised sweetbreads in a sherry sauce.
Pigall's also olters an appetizing selec
tion of vegetables, including Mushrooms
Provencale, and salads. Desserts, such as
Crépes aux Fraises Flambé, are a pyro-
technic delight. Lunch is served from
11:30 aan 1o 2:50 pac; dinner from 5:30
P o 10:30 P Monday through Satur-
day. Most major credit cards are accepred.
Reservations: 513-721-1345.

Ground-level dining in  Cincinnati
may be quite Continental, but the truly

jaded will wish to take a quick elevator
ride to the top of the Terrace Hilton
Hotel, at Sixth and Race, and waitch the
city tirn on lor the night from the luxuri-
ous wood-and-velvet lounge of the Gourmer
Restourant. Pianist George Coorey enter-
tains as chess nuts unwind and rewind on
the tables by the library. A slinky black-
gowned hostess with eyelashes longer than
Chér's brings martinis that have had ver-
mouth brought within a foot of the glass.
The Gourmet has a reputation for serving
consistently excellent meals. (A low bow
to chef de cuisine Hans Tandrup.) Hors
d'ocuvres and polages include huge Loui-
siana shrimps on ice with a memorable
cocktail sance: aab meat accompanied by
a mayonnaise-lemon sauce with capers;
pité with port wine: Burgundian snails
and an unforgettable onion soup served
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Warning: The Surgeon General Has Determined

That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. Kings: 16 mg. "tar,” 1.0 mg. nicoune; 100°s- 18 mg. “tar,”
1.2 mg. nicotine av. per cigarette, FTC Report Oct.74.
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with a large nelping of grated cheese
and huge hunks of Dbread. Entrees
are carefully prepared and served with
Hair. Prime swrip sivloin is aged and
fired 10 perfection, with French mush-
rooms and a tangy Sauce Foyot (made
from a base of onmion-and-tomato sauce)
served on the side. Boned duckling is
roasted o juicy tenderness and garnished
with dark sweet cherries. Or you might
try turbot poached with 1omatoes and
herbs or fresh river wowt stuffed with
crab mear. Another owstanding dish is
Veal “My Way,” with creamy spinach
and gruyére. Unusual desserts to sample:
a basker ol chocolie-glazed chestnuts or
[laming bananas with mocha ice cream.
CGourmer Restanrant is open from 5:30
rar o [ ran Monday through Saturday.
(Panorama Lounge is open [or cocktails
until 1 aar) Most major credit cards
are accepted. Reservations: 515-381-4000.
Keep in mind that the seating capacity is
a minuscule 56.

BOOKS

idle Passion / The Psychology of Chess (Vil-
lage Voice /Simon & Schuster), by Alex-
ander Cockburn (a Foice columnist), is
one of the few books on chess in which
no chess diagrams appear. Thank God.
Instead, what vou get is a perfectly charm-
ing nightstand history of The Royal
Game that meanders Irom s shrouded
origing to 1the paranoid speaacle of the
Spassky/Fischer  17th gime, when  the
Russians  claimed that Fischer's special
chiair had a hendish device embedded in
it that was sapping Spasskv's strength.
(Both chairs were evemually  Xerayed:
Fischer's  contained  nothing  unusual.
Spassky's a lorcign object—wood filler.)
Then there is the strange tale ol Paul
Morphy, one vear “the greatest player the
world has ever seen.”™ the next, a lunatic
recluse dving alone in his New Orleans
batle surrounded by women's shoes. Chess,
as analyzed by Cockburn, is also the game
ol madness, sadism. snicide, Ocdipal con-
flicts, exhibitionism, pawricide. masturba-

tion and homosexuality, plus a child
prodigy’s garden of other psvchoses. not
to mention the violence, castration and
death that accompanied naches in medi-
eval times. Think about them apples the
next time you're trapped and squirming,
contempliting whether 1o go down fhight
ing or gently tip over your king. At least
your opponent is only alter your ego and
not your balls.
.

The house of fiction has many rooms,
but the floor occupied by The King’s Indian
(Knopl). John Gavdner's lirst collection
ol short siorics, is without eleciricity. Not
that there aren’t bright philosophic mo-
ments: but let a character glow ever so

FAMOUS CRIMINALS I HAVE ENOWN

I first met the great John Dillinger in
a small, darkly lit diner on the North
Side of Chicago in July of 1933, I was
fresh out of college at the time and pret-
ty wet behind the ears, but I was inter-
ested in a carcer as a hank robber, having
majored in botany. I had used the small
savings I had accumulated over the vears
as a cimp counsclor 1o purchase a
raincoat and a fedora that T wore slightly
cocked over both ears.

When I walked into that diner that
day in ’33% and saw Dil
linger, 1 figured it was
my lucky day. I recall
that Dillinger was eat-
ing a hot turkey sand-
wich on rye toast with
a side of beans and was
taking off his bib when
I sat down heside him.
I'd seen hundreds of
pictures of him in all
the papers, but up
cdose I wasn't sure it
was reallv him. Public
Enemy Number One,
until he removed the
mashed potatoes from
his visage. To be sure,
I asked him to pass
the relish and he re-
sponded in that cryp-
tic way of his by calling
me a scumbag and breaking off my left
index finger.

We met a second time in October. It
was just belfore the woman in red ratted
on him. but the law was pretey hot on his
tail. I'd made a minor name for myself by
then. having pulled off my first pro-
fessional caper in which I kidnaped a
dead wino for ransom. So when Dillinger
and [ had our second téte-a-téte, T had a
feather in my cap, which he remarked
matched my eyes very well. Despite our
first meeting, I could rell I'd earned his
respect, for this time he called me Mr.
Scumbag. We had dinner that night and
drank a few beers and talked about crime
and the Depression and President Roose-
velt. I reminded him that he had broken
off my left index finger back in July and
he Taughed and 1 laughed and then he
broke off my other one. This is one of
the reasons I was later known far and
wide as “Fingers” Blumenthal and by
late 1934, alter my dlose friendship with
Dillinger. as “Toes” McCloskey, having
run out of fingers in carly June.

\; So 1 joined up with the notorious

Dillinger gang. which by that time was
the most-wanted gang in the country. Dil-
linger and T became close friends, so
close, in [act, that we olten 100k baths to-
gether, although he insisted 1 sit on the
drain side. We praised each other [re-
quently, I saving that he was the greatest
criminal that ever lived, he saying thae 1
couldn’t mastermind my way out of a
window envelope. Since T was the only
member of the gang with a master's de-
gree, 1 became the brains of the outfit,
which involved plot-
ting most of the rob-
heries, masterminding
our escapes and. of
course, deciding which
buildings were banks
and which were police
stations. 1 was very
good at it and over the
few months we worked
together, we  robbed
many a  bank., shot
many a guard and es-
caped the law time and
time again, although
once, when T siaved
home with an earache,
Dillinger inadvertently
robbed a vacant lot.
After Dillinger bit
the dust in 34, 1
roamed  around  the
Midwest and Southwest until 1 met up
with Pretty Boy Flovd in Tucson. Al
though we weren’t bosom huddies exactly,
for years Pretty Boy and I had had a nod-
ding acquainiance by the name of Irving
Kz, (Katz was a minor criminal who was
clectrocuted for impersonating a duck in
the Senae) I always liked Preuy Bov,
even though he was one of the meanese
crooks I had ever known. I remember the
time he wied 10 vob a hank in Phoenix
but had lefe the robbery note in his other
jacket and ended up with three cans of
tuna and a bunch of celery. T had lost
track of ham for a while when Dillinger
died. which, of course. clevined Prey
Boy 1o Public Enemy Number One. He
appreciated the honor. but 1he pressure
ol the law got 10 him and he acquived
the neurotic habit of yelling “Bingo'™ in
church. We robbed a few small filling
stations for Laughs. but that was about
it I was nervous about the law, too. since
I was wanted in 1en states for loitering.
The law finally caught up with Preny
Boy in Ohio in 1934. G men had cor-
nered him m a fombonse and riddled

\




him with bullets. Pretty Boy had never
been good at riddles, so he died. What
history doesn’t know is that he died in
my arms. Belore the G men got inside the
farmhouse, Pretty Boy uttered his last
words to me: “Tell Rico the drapes will
be ready Thursday,” which T later discov-
ered was a coded message meaning: “Tell
Rico the drapes will be ready Friday.”

After the law did away with Flovd, its
next target was Baby Face Nelson, whom
I'd known as a member of the Dillinger
gang back in "33, It had been wwo long
vears since I last saw Nelson, but 1 saw
vight away that he hadn’t changed in all
those years, which muse have been a great
savings on laundry. My encounters with
Nelson were briel, as we had 2 minor dis-
agreement over a robbery plan that he
eventually resolved by locking me in a
stcamer trunk. Unlortunately. that par-
vicular steamer trunk was bound for Ven-
cela. When it was opened by the
Customs authorities several weeks later,
I was arrested after lailing 10 convince
them I was a Dopp Kit. Infuriated. humil-
iated and incarcerated, I vowed 1o get
back at Nelson if it was the last thing I
did. Two vears Luter, T mer up with him
in Detroit and, staving true to my vow,
fed him into a deserted back alley and
proceeded to spit shine his shoes. Nelson
bought it a few weeks afier that and I
picked it up in Cincinnati and sold it for
a good profit to a man named Vito.

It was in the delightlul summer of 1937
that I commenced mv tempestuous and
largely legendary love aftair with the
infamous bank robber and murderer,
Bonnie Parker. Now, I know that history
mforms us that Bonnie Parker met her
Maker hack in 1934 in that car with Clyde
Barrow. But history, once again, I'm
afraid, is sorely mistaken. for Bonnie
Parker was very much alive in the sunnner
of 1957, although the 143 bullet wounds
she sustained did not do wonders for her
disposition.

And what a wonderful summer it was,
too! It was love at first sight. The very first
moment Bonnic Parker Lud eyves on vours
tuly. she fell head over heels in love,
And why shouldn’t she have fallen? 1 was
a dashing voung cavalier then, with a hot
reputation. i hot car. a hot suit and a hot
hat. Luckily, I just happened to be avail-
able, had been for 12 vears, To this day, [
shall never forget Bonnie Parker's fist
words 10 me as | stood silhouetted in her
doorway, my fedora cocked slightly over
one cye, a cigarette dangling from my
lips. She said, “Shut the door, hozo, you
wanna let the flies in?” I laughed deeply

and casually slammed the door and 1
would have taken her up in my arms
that very moment and caressed her in-
to a hot passion had I not closed it on
my leg.

So Bonnic and 1 shacked up at her
place. which was a small cattde ranch lo-
cated outside Tulsa on the center strip of
Route 85. It was an ill-fated romance
from the beginning. Melvin Purvis, the
notorious G mun who had done in both
Machine Gun Kelly and my old friend
Dillinger, was hot on my tail, which was
in hock at the time. Decp in my heart, 1
knew it was time to leave the shack. Pur-
vis was wetting closer and closer every day
and I desperately needed i change of
pace, as well as a change of underwear. So
1 left Bonnie Parker in the winter of "37
and I never saw or heard [rom her again,
although I shall never forget her lust
words: “Buazz olt, shorty, belore I set your
derby on fire.”

After my reputation as a criminal had
spread far and wide, afier T had become
somewhat of a legend, I decided to rest
on my laurels for a while. T thought I
could lay low until the law got uired of
looking lor me. The idea of going to jail
again (I'd spent five vears in Sing Sing
back in the Twenties on a parking rap)
was a repugnant thought, although the
idea of being riddled by machine-gun
bullets was even worse, since my com-
plexion was bad enough as it was. I'd
managed 10 outmaneuver the law many
times, but 1 suspected that my luck was
wearing thin that aliecrnoon in "38 when
I noticed that o division of the National
Guard had bivouacked in my living
room. 1 was soaking in a hot bath when
suddenly I was surrounded by a squad
of mean-looking law-enforcement olhcers.
Something told me the jig was up and I
was right and they cuted me off to the
Federal pen.

I was subsequently found guilty on 17
charges, which included armed robbery,
murder, rape, bigamy, grand larceny. me-
diocre larceny, mept larceny, conspiracy
to commit fraud. conspiracy to commit
suicide and aciing silly in court. When
the prosecution ordered me onto the wit-
ness stand, my lawyer told me o take the
Fifth, which 1 did. but it was empty, so |
took a pint instead. Eventually, 1 pleaded
guilty 1o all 17 charges. was found guilty
by a jury and sentenced to hang by the
neck in the electric chair, which I subse-
quently did. although they let me blow
dry my hair first.  —John Blumenthal

dimly with real fecling and Gardner will
pull the plug, as il emotional warmth
were somehow an acsthetic embarrass-
ment. Black-omis occur regularly within
the scenes ol Gardner's stories: a Gothic
tower. a medieval cloister, a Kalkacsque
dungeon. the deck of a whaling ship.
Gardner's prose style is often impressive,
though just as often it's dramatically in-
consistent, as in the title story, which
begins with all 1the rhetorical gusio of the
Flizabethan section in Moby Dick
lags woward 1the end into a comic-hook
parody of Two Years Before the Mast.
Swories such as Pastorval Care, The Rav-
ages of Spring, The Temptation of St. Ivo
and The Warden are philosophically
intriguing: but as dramauc fiction, they
are about as exciting as a blown fuse.
Doug Boyd's Rolling Thunder (Random
House) carries an unfortunate subtitle:
“A Personal Exploration into the Secret
Healing Powers of an Americim Indian
Medicine Man." It's accurate, in a way,
but it also makes vou smell warmed-
over Carlos Castaneda belore vou've ever
opened the book, and seems certain 1o
be Son of Don Juan Now That He's a
Best Seller. Which 1s too bad. because
Rolling Thunder is only superficially
like Castmeda’s books: and bevond the
wise and powerlul medicine they share,
Don Juan and Rolling Thunder aren't
much alike, either. Don Juan lives prac-
tically ghostlike in his Sonora Desert,
more like a mvth than a real Indian:
and Castaneda’s books are finally subtle
spiritual guides, mystical Dale Carnegie
for newly wronbled times. But Bovd's ac-
count of his 1woe vyears with Rolling
Thunder is aliogether different. Alter Don
Juan, Rolling Thunder seems at first 100
renl 1o be a medicine man. He's a brake-
man on the Southern Pacilic Railroad,
drives a red-and-black Camaro. hangs out
occasionally with the Grateful Dead and
isu’t above using his medicine 1o make
herbal hay-fever remedies or 10 retrieve
a lost tobacco pouch. But the greatest
difference 1s that he's an Indian activist,
and that’s whag the book is finally about.
When Bovd first meets Rolling Thun-
der, the Burean ol Land Management is
achieving  “vegetative  numipulation”—
its term—on  traditional  Shoshonean
Lands in Nevada: “They tear out a for-
est at the rate of 20 acres an hour. . .
[A] heavy chain s siretched between
caterpillar wractors 1o drag away piion
trees. whose nuts are the wraditional sur-
vival food of the Shoshones. Juniper,
Indian wea, sacred plants and herbs are
ripped up in the path. Wildlife is de-
stroyed to dear grazing land for the
private use ol Nevada ranchers.” As
Rolling Thunder and members of the
Committee of Concern for the Tradi-
tional Indian fight unsuccessfully to save
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919 N. Michigan Ave.
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number with order).
*lllinois residents, please add 5% tax.

It's the Franklin “‘Cathedral’ Radio. Outside, a replica of the most popular
wireless radio of the Thirties; inside, pure Seventies technology. This AM/FM
radio features a drift-free automatic frequency control and a hand-crafted
wood cabinet with brass-finished hardware and illuminated dial plate. Meas-
ures 16" high x 13” wide x 10" deep. Just $49.96*, plus $2.96 for shipping
and handling. Use it for two weeks without obligation. If you're not completely
satisfied, return it for full credit or refund.
Send check or money order to:
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CLOUD NINE — A luxurious. velver-tufied, air cail bed
you inflate in minutes with a vacuum deoner (comes
with adoptar). Use it as o permanent mattress or
store on o shelf far overight guests. Use it in o
comper. or doze your way across a loke on i
{the sofr. flacked finish prevents sticking or burning
while sunbathing). Use it os o pleasurable new
experience ta share with the one you lave!

CLOUD NINE 1okes the sec-sickness and woter aut of
water beds, but gives the some relaxing give-ond-
toke feel. The speciolly potented “air coil” can
struction. cansisting of individual polyviny! air sup-
port coils. suppors your body evenly —you don't
sink down. ond the sides dan't fly up as with inex-
pensive vinyl plastic furniture. No frame or inner-
spring is needed yet it is more comfortable than a
canventional mattress. A Full Waranty is Incduded.
CLOUD NINE —incredibly light, incredibly raugh (20
mil. Paly Vieyl Chloride). It cleans easily with soop
ond water —the coler does nar wosh aut. An excit-
ing new woay ta sleep. relox and love. Try one for 2
Qeeks--- no abligation,

The only guest bedroom you can store on a shelf!
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Pleose send me the following CLOUD NINE infiotoble bed(s).

If not tully sotisfied | con return it within 2 weeks for on imme-
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the piions, the destruction of the trees
becomes a metaphor. Strong Indian med-
icine could probably stop it, but that
wouldn't do what really needs to be
done, which is to boot the Bureau of
Land Management upward a few spir-
itual notches—along with the rest of us
who don’t give a flying shit about some
dead pion trees or an otherwise useless
siacred mesa strip-mined to rubble for the
coal that's inside. Rolling Thunder un-
derstands: It's not an Indian problem,
the problem is with wus. It's not ccology,
it's mental health. The earth is a single
organism that we are part of, not above;
and the way we are poisoning and
wounding it (ourselves) amounts to
severe mental  illness—which  Rolling
Thunder and others like him are trying
to heal on many levels, from political to
medical, belore the patient croaks. Boyd
writes about him without any of the
cerie poctic Hash that Castaneda some-
times achieves, and, sorry, there's not
much good stult about drugs and visions,
but Rolling Thunder is worth the wip,
even if you don't believe in magic.
Alter the chavred chops and [ried ba-
nana at an ugly roadside restaurant in
Australia, a woman looks at her hushand
and notes that at least they have the cli-
mate. “Quite apart from anything clse,
the Thames Valley is so damp.” So it
is, but when we are in the Thames Valley,

Patrick

we know where we are. In
White's stories included in this new col-
lection, The Cockatoos (Viking), one is
aware of the writer's skill and care and
sensitivity—White is, after all, Australia's
Nobel Prize winner for literature—but
words, just words, however carefully cho-
sen, are not cnough 10 make a story.
After a while, one wants to say “Stop!
Where are we? Who are these people?
Where do they come [rom?” White goes
laboriously on, and all fears and doubis
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and sexual fantasies, headaches and back-
aches and love affairs become interchange-
able. Was it Evelyn or Evelyn's husband
who suffered? Are we in Svdney or Perth?
No, that was another story. We are now
in a hot littde room in Sicily and the
woman’s name is Ivy. Ivy's husband suf-
fers, too—from an adling. flaming tooth,
symbolic of other, more severe aching
flames, or flaming aches that remind one
of all that is suflered by those people in
the story about the cockatoos. One re-
members those birds; great, strange crea-
tures with white plumage tinted with red,
yellow, pink; Australian birds never seen
lloating into our back yards. They at least
have an identity. The people and places
do not. Reading White, one assumes that
the human condition rings the same old
bells, even out there, down there, but
whatever it is that makes the experience
Australian remains a mystery. It is not
as a craltsman that he fails but as a
writer coming to terms with his country.

MOVIES

The decline and fall of a famous French
swindler, whose rash wheeling-dealing
brought about the collapse of the govern-
ment back in the Thirtes. is the subject
ol Stavisky—but only at first glance. Be
warned, then, il you're not a Frenchman

already familiar with backstairs banking
and politics in Europe, that this elegant
ode 1o a bygone era will be of little use
as a history lesson. Divector Alain Resnais
(of Last Year at Marienbad) is more a ilm
poct than a historian, also a better spell
weaver than storyteller. Which makes Sta-
wvisky rather dull as a drama but absolutely
breath-taking [rom time to time as a cine-
mittic explosion of wrt-deco romanticism.
The plot, such as it is, was developed by
scenarist Jorge Semprun (of Z and La
Guerre Est Finie), who preserves his stand-

ing among leftist intellectuals by forcing
some ideological or philosophical link be-
tween the carcer of Alexandre Stavisky
and that of Russian revolutionary Leon
Trotsky. exiled in France at the same time.
Forget it. The scencs with Trotsky are
mosdy irrelevant, and Stavisky's over-all
pretensions are pretty well obliterared by
the fact that Jean-Paul Belmondo plays
the title role. Belmondo is Belmondo, a
[eisty superstar whose charisma oushines
any isms that might tend to dim his ruddy
natural glow. Matched with beautiful
Auny Duperey (as Madame Stavisky) and
Charles Boyer (as a worldly old aristocrat
caught up in Stavisky's schemes), Belmon-
do takes over, virtually delying the movie
to keep pace with him. In the end. his
moxie saves Resnais’ somewhat formal
fricze depicting a vanished Gatshyish
world of sleck cars and clothes and grand
hotels where “money attracts money'—
and where a casual gentleman woos a
provocative lady, alter one bricf glimpse
across a lobby full of potted palms, by
casually ordering that she be buried up 10
her beauty mark in flowers.

-

The Litle Prince is Antoine de Saint
Exupéry's celebrated fable for kids fiom
seven to 70, rather pointlessly musicalized
by the Fair Lady team of Lermer and
Loewe and produced and directed by
Stanley Donen as if to conceal the fact
that his screen credits include one of the
greatest movie musicals, Singin’ in the
Rain. Richard Kiley plays the aviator
who crashes his plane into a desert dream-
world, tiny Steven Warner plays the
prince—with bits by Bob Fosse (director
of Lenny, back in his dancing shoes as
The Snake) and Gene Wilder (as The
Fox). Considering the exceptional talent
on deck, the movie version is amazingly
DEand.

Director Ralph Buakshi's Coonskin is a
disappointing encore from the creator of
Fritz the Cat and Heavy Traffic, the
Nerated live-and-animation hlms that cut
a wildly wwisting road through tervitory
[ormerly  occupied mostly by Disney’s
cutesy-pie birds and bees. Coonskin's
heroes are “three funky down-home nig-
aers” named Rabbit, Bear and Reverend
Fox, who appear in the reallife opening
sequences as daredevils carrying out a
reckless prison break. A leap of imagina
tion—and Bakshi's fecund imagination
moves only in ghant steps—transforms
them into a trio of cartoon cats pursuing
Dame Fortune in Harlem. The charac-
ters they meet, however, are: Reverend
Simple, a black revolutionary leader with
a flair for showbiz, raising “money to kill
whites"; a gross Mafia godlather, whose
sons include a couple ol greaseball drag
queens; plus a symbolic Miss America fig-
ure, an enormous red-white-and-blue doll

with stars on her tits. Miss America gives
her black huddics the shalt cvery time qnd
encowrages them to take up professional
boxing and other such “pugilistic nigger-
ish bullshie.” The movie
points because Bakshi is a brilliant satir-
ist: his mockery of the way The God-
father's corruption and treachery are
made gloriously romantic on film could
hardly be crueler or more grotesque. Yer
there is oo much going on in Coonskin,
too much of it already Lamiliar from doz-
ens ol other polemical movies about black
experience. This time, despite his mas-
terful technique, Bakshi seems o throw
in a little of everything, and he can't quite
pull it together.

SCares  somce

.

Midway through Earthquake, while the
special-ellects  wizards  simulate
spread devastation in  Los Angeles,
Charlton Heston caroms between his
wile (Ava Gardner) and his mistress
(Genevicve Bujold), and George Ken-
nedy rescues Victoria Principal from a

wide-

supernurket checker turned guardsman
(Marjoe Gormner) who has gone berserk
with a gun. “Earthquakes bring out the
worst in some worlds,” Kennedy ob-
serves, and producer-director Mark Rob-
multimillion-dollar
proves his point long before the dam
breaks, wreaking havoc upon  catastro-
phe. With ineflectual help from writers
George Fox and Mario (The Godfather)
Puzo, Robson has mounted
empty drama that would rank about 2.5

son's misadventure

a  huge

on a scale of one to ten if measured
against other disaster epics recently un-
veiled (Juggernaut was far more tense
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and credible, dirport 1975 more brain-
lessly funny). To complement  Earth-
quake's apocalyptic visual assault, which
is technically impressive, a new sound
gimmick called Sensurround fills movie
theaters  with auwral vibrations that
threaten 1o loosen every dental bridge
for miles around. This shake-well-hefore-
losing approach to film making seems
destined 10 go the way of smellies (cin-
ema sniffed through atomizers), 3-1) and
such novelties as The Tingler, an all bur
forgotten  thriller shown in  theaters
wired for shock. The one character in
Earthquake who maintains his equilib-
rium is the Drunk, billed in the credis
as Walter Matuschanskayasky—actually,
Walter  Macthau, IL)()kiug thoroughly
sloshed, as the Dbleary cyewitness of
Hollywood's ultimate masochistic fan-
tasy: Hollywood itsell destroyed.

Since Lenny Bruce's death in 1966, the
hottest tem in a rash of stage, screen and
publishing eflorts to milk the Bruce legend
has been Albert Goldman's damaging best
seller  Ladies and Gentlemen—Lenny
Bruce!!, an obvious ellort toportray Lenny
prim;rrily as a sick, devious, selfser ving
hustler and hopeless junkic. A lew ol these
things he undoubtedly was. But he was
also a matchless social satirist, yewrs abiead
ol Ius tume; and i honot able—though
attempt is made o ser the record
straight m the movie version ol Julian
Bairy's Broadway hit tenny, direcied by
lormer choreographer Bobly Fosse (ol the
Oscar-winning Cabaret) with Dustin Holft-
man m the ude role. Hollman delivers a
great Hollman perlormance that seems o

luzzy

be about a nicer, simpler, less scathingly
brilliant and quiie sympathetic guy who is
a bit like Lenny but barely scratches the
surlace ol the real Lenny Bruce. For a
dehnitive glimpse into that mystery, there
IS NO surer guide than Lenny himsell—
cither on LP records or in Jolm Magnu-
son’s vibvant Lenny Bruce Performance
Film, primiciy cly made in 1965 at Basin
Street West, San Francisco, as part ol
Bruce’s long-lrustraed struggle o do a
lully structured version of his act that he
could offer as evidence in court to answel
obscenity charges. He never got the
cluince,

The hlmed Lenny turns out o be a
superhcial and  romunticized portrait of
Bruce, standing cheek to cheek with an
unforgettable sketch of his wile, Honey,
the vulnerable stripper who follows her
guy on sex and drug wrips and ends up in
prison. Plaved by Valerie Perrine, Honey
bares her soul as well as her body—a
marked improvement over the Broadwan
original. Valerie's disarming honesty tikes
the curse of soap opera off every banaliy
she uuters, and her moving portraval
automatically thrusts the luscious, scene-
stealing Perrine into [rontrunner status
lor an Oscar nomination. Director Fosse's



great virtue in the enterprise is his inti-
mate knowledge ol showbiz. [rom the
scedy to the sublime. Any hint of foot-
lights glamor las been assiduously scraped
away. Filming in stark black and white,
he wems Leany as a quasi-documentary
pastiche in interview format, with an off-
sereen reporter unobtrusively asking what
makes Lenny ran. Some of the bits featur-
ing his mother (Jan Miner), his agent
(Stanley Beck) and an obnoxious big-time
colleague known as Mr. Emtertainment
(Gary Morton) are performed lawlessly
but don't lift Lenny 1o the epic status of
a Citizen Kane, which appears to be what
author Barrv had in mind {or this adap-
tation. Connoisseurs of Bruce's slashing
style will find plemy to argue with in
Hoflman's onstage mumner  (Gm - actor-
comedian named Bernie Travis came a
hair closer several vyears ago, playing
Lenny in a schlocky rip-off movie called
Dirtymonil). But Hoflman, on a mission
impossible, sidesteps the pitfall of cheap
imitaion to do his own thing—with dribs
and drabs of Lenny's best material as the
showstoppers in a  flashy lump-in-the-
thraat pop biography that would probably
elicit a [our-letter curse from its subject.
A measure of ironic jusuce is done, none
theless, when a dassA movie with an R
{(not X) rating goes into nuass release con-
taining a wry episode in which the socially
redeeming merits ol the word cocksucking
are up for serious legal debate. That such
things are possible in films today is just
one aspect ol Lenny's sad posthumous
victory.
.

The phantom is back, and it glitters.
As pop-art showmanship aiming only to
please, Phantom of the Paradise—described

as a rock-comedy-horror-musical—scores a
clean hit. With bits of Faust gralied onto
Lon Chanevs dassic Phantom of the

O pera, this Laest ghosdy apparition com-
bines the jest ol both worlds in a jaunty
musical spoof. Writer-director Brian De
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Palma (who began to show promise with
Greetings back in 1969 and inched his way
up 1o a 1973 thriller called Sisters) has
been canny enough to seize upon the
horror-show qualities hard-sold by such
rock stars as Mick Jagger and Alice Coo-
per. De Palma has a cheeky collaborator
in singer-composer Paul Williams, who
wrote the ilm's musical parodies and also
plays a pivotal role as Swan—the fiendish
rock enwreprencur, head of Death Records,
who has sold his soul to the Devil in ex-
change for 1op-of-the-chart sales and con-
trolling interest in the Paradise hallroom,
his own Xanadu. Into the Paradise ven-
tures a timorous composer named Winslow
Leach (William Finley), who says he's
written a cantata retelling the story of
Faust. “Faustz What label’s he on?" de-
mands one of Swan’s hired goons. Belore
vou can say double cross. Leach's music is
stolen. while he himself is framed on a
drug rap and sent to Sing Sing (where
else?). He comes out to wreak vengeance
on Swan, instead gets his face horribly
mangled in a record-pressing machine and
again falls under Swan's spell. Meanwhile,
the girl Leach might have loved once upon
a time, a soulful singer named Phoenix
(Jessica Harper), has been transformed by
the malevolent Swan into a star as well as
a sex object. Though Williams all but
steals the piclure, playing his part like a
pudgy blond troll with delusions of Peter
Lorre. Phantom has assets to burn—and
actually burns a few. There's one droll bit
about the onstage incineration of a glitter-
rock superstar—the audience creams over
it and clamors for more—that may be
matched by send-ups of various musical
groups identified here as the Juicy Fruits,
the Beach Bums and The Undeads. The
rest of the sound track features lows of
heavy breathing in homage to the ereep-
iest old thrillers of yore, nicely comple-
mented by Larry Pizer's rich Neo-Gothic
photography. De Palma can take a bow for
bringing vintage hokum into the Age of
Aquarius with considerable flair.
Director Billy Wilder's rewrite and
remake ol The Front Page, the Ben Hecht—
Charles MacArthur comedy classic about
hard-hoiled Chicigo newspapermen cirea
1929, llashes blue-ribbon credentials from
top to bottom. The updated dialog by
Wilder, in collaboration, as usual, with
L A. L. Diamond (they're the team respon-
sible for Some Like It Hot and The A part-
menl), fits snugly into the old. foudly
familiar format, which has been brought
to the screen twice before (in 1931 with
Pat O'Brien and Adolphe Menjou: in
1940 with Rosalind Russell and Cary
Gram cast by director Howard Hawks
in a screwball sex-conversion treatment
titled His Girl Friday). Here, Jack Lem-
mon and Walter Matthau, as the Chicago
Examiner’s ace reporter and his ruth
less managing editor. repeat the boister-
ous Mutt-and-Jell act they have been

performing with variations for a decade
or so, while guys like Allen Garficld,
Charles Durning and David Wayne lurch
around the City Hall pressroom as if they
had never done anything else. As the con-
victed cop killer whose escape triggers
the plot, Austin Pendleton spoofs his role
adroitly—and the only wrong
casting 1s Cavol Burnett's glib
impersonation of a moll
named Mollie Mal-
loy, played
broadly but
unwisely with
an  impenetra-
ble Hollywood
veneer. The
piece works
because Wild-
er i1s (0o cun-
ning an old pro
to spoil a certi-
fied antique with
many useless
improvements,
yet moviegoers
who remem-
ber
earlier
editions
of Front Page
stand to gain very little from this vintage
farce revisited. It remains loud and
fast and funny—with nothing lacking
save the spark of spontaneity that cn-
not survive when the topical humor
ol yesteryear ages into pure nostalgia.
The ultimate question raised by such a
meticulous reproduction is not how well
was it done but why?

RECORDINGS

Listening to In Memoriom (Little David),
the 34th and last LP by the Modern Jazz
Quartet, we had the feeling that maybe
the breakup of the MJQ was all for the
best. There's nothing really wrong with
the album; it's just that it seems we've
been down this road many times before.
Augmented by a symphony orchestra con-
ducted by Maurice Percss, the group—
John Lewis, Milt Jackson, Percy Heath
and Connie Kav—performs Lewis' long
title composition, his Jazz Ostinato and
the adagio from Joaquin Rodrigo’s Con-
cevto de Aranjuez. It's all impeccable,
intelligent and—perhaps due to the anri-
ton of the years—a litde dull. The
MJQ's two decades of productivity can-
not be denied; we'll settle for remember-
ing those.

-

The best thing to take home with you
after an evening at a J. Geils Band concert
(after you've come down enough 1o go
home) would be lead boogic man Peter
Wolf—just to let him loose in your living
room and watch him bounce off the walls,
floor and ceiling like a black-leather
pinball. If that sounds like an odd way to

spend time, you might just take home
Geils's new LP, Nightmares (Atlantic), and
bounce around youwrsell. As the band
moto-vites through Detroit Break down—
the best boogie since First I Looked at the
Purse—you'll find your head bobbing like
a Kewpie doll on the dashboard. |. Geils
has not slowed down one funk. Night-
mares will keep you up till morning—and
then some.
.

Bonnie Raitt is at her best in a club;
her performances seem just right in an
aura of gin-soaked cigarctte smoke, where
she can ecasily maneuver the habitués
from conversation to the electric quiet of
rapt auention. And she doesn’t have to
fight for them or overwhelm them with
her personality, although, God knows,
she has personality aplenty, along with a
wry sense of humor. Not to mention a
Large talent as both singer and guitarist,
But Bonnie’s gifis are displayed in a
manner that is as suaightforward and
low-keyed as the plain wooden chair she
sits on for most of her set—a simple
framework for the presentation of all the
music she loves best.

It is her choice of material that has set
Bonnie Raitt apart and has won her an
immense cult following that threatens to
turn her into a star any day now, whether
she wants it or not. In four albums, the
latest of which is Sweetlights (W:rner
Bros.), she has taken a lot of chances, the
mark of every major interpretive singer,
and, more often than not, come out on
top. It was Bonnie who resurrected the
hilariously blunt songs of Sippie Wallace,
made one of the fivst recordings ol Love
Has No Pride and challenged a whole set
of conceptions by singing old black man’s
blues in her young white woman's voice—
no apologics asked or needed. Streetlights
contains more challenges—three contem-
porary songs of classic quality—]Joni

Mitchell's That Song About the Midway,
James Taylor's Rainy Day Man and John
Prine’s Adngel from Montgomery. The
last, on first hearing, sounds extremely



odd, because it differs so much {rom
Princ’s own brilliant performance; but
a lew Listenings are enough to appreciate
sonnie’s impression of an old woman who
has run out of energy. hope and dreams.

The album's finest momemt is a heau
tilul love song by Michael Kamen. Every-
thing That Touches You, that manages
to hit a lot of nerves without getting over
blown about it. The rest of the songs are
a mixture of funk (by Allen Toussaint
and Lou Courtney). some fun and a
couple of tunes that just don’t measure
up. As a musician, Bonnie Raite is a lady
who is casy to love. Live 1s better, but this
album is a dandy second best.

£

The small-combo revolution in &b
continues o giin momentum, The Ohio
Players, m the wake of Skin Tight. would
appear to have another winner in Fire
(Mevcury). What the Hell, Runnin® from
the Deind. the ditde tune and Smoke—
where there's fire. of course—are all ex

ercises in the group’s deep-lunk mode.

with biting horn and guitar hgures, jazzy
piano chordings and a spacy assortment
ol vocal ellecrs: Together, I 1Want to Be
Free and 1's Al Quver present them in
thew yrical bag.

The Britsh are coming! First it was
the Bemles, with their adolescent Liver-
pool grotuness. then cime the Stones sing:
ing the queen's decadent blues; next the
heavy metal of Zeppeling and then the
svinphonic splendor ol Yes and ELP.
Which brings us to the most recent arvival
of the armada: 12th Century rock, as ex-
emplified by such groups as Renaissance,
Sreeleve Span and Fairport Convention.
I'he release of the Liter’s curremt LI, A
Moveable Feast ([shand). 15 a return 1o those
soulful Saxon roots that are. indeed. Eng-
land’s folk heritage but that also defy
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being merged coherently with any recog-
nizable rock idiom. A cut like Matty
Groves may have been a hit in the court
of Henry IV, but it hasn't stayed in the
Millennium’s Hot 100, And Roste, one of
the few cuts that postdate the Reforma-
tion. sounds like the last song of a prom
at the Famous School for British Twits.
What the next wave of the English inva-
sion will be, one can only guess—perhaps
Druid fertility rites a la Motown.
L]

The Indians of the Andes live higher
than anyone else on carth—with or with-
out coct leaves. Scatered about on the
treeless Altiplano from Peru 10 Argen-
tina, they exist in a world of silence,
12,000 leet in the air. The music of these
descendants of the Incas seems like 2
punctuation ol the silence. Fven the
sprightliest dances are momentary diver-
sions, bricl interruptions of the stillness,
Paul Simon drew on this music for £l
Condor Pusa, and now he has produced
asolo album by the group that backed
him on carlier records. They ll them-
selves Urvbamba  (Columbia) alter the
mountim viver that flows past the an-
aent Inca city of Machu Picchu. They
are lour sophisticated city musicians who
have doubuless adapred the native music
to make it more appealing to our North
American cars, But they scem to be faith-
ful 10 the spirit of 1his tadition and they
perform on native instrumems:  flutes.
pan pipes, charango and drum. For those
ol vou who are not Andean music buffs,
: the charango is a ten-
string, guitarlike in-
strument with a
body made from
an armadillo
shell. Note

also that
the
drum

made [rom
a hollowed-

out \l.‘f?('?])-

ing-willow
P/ trunk cov
ered with goat-
skin. Funkier than that you can't get.
As @ producer, Simon occasionally lets
his own romanticism intrude on the
music—most notably, with the insertion
of a choir on a song called El Eco—but
generally. he lets Urubamba  present
its music without additions. Listened to
carefully, Urnbamba induces a mood of
cheerful resignation that—while not con-
ducive to industry—does provide the
strength needed to ride out calamity with

a gently mysterious smile on one’s Face.
Here. chew on some ol these. You'll feel
beter in no time.

Some of the most inventive lyrics
around are being delivered by Randy
Newman and Dory Previn, a couple of
Los Angeles citybillies who seem 10 want
to keep it a deep, dark secret that they
wear shoes. Maybe they think they’ll have
a better chance ol getting their messages
across disguised in down-home sounds. If
so, they're succeeding, Newmian's Good Old
Boys (Warner Bros.) doesn't come close
to his masterpicce, Suil Away, but it has
enough grear things in it w keep you
from lecling shorichanged. 1t also has
enough in it 1o offend almost everyone—
which is probably the way Newman
wanted 1. The big song is Rednecks,
which will vaise the hackies o Northern-
as and Southerners, blacks and whites.
Newman is also heavily into booze—musi-
ally, that is. Gualty, Marte and Rollin’
are sulfused with Jack Daniel's heady
fumes, and Back on My Feet Again, a
marvelously inventive set ol lyrics, may
be set in an alcoholic ward—on the other
hand, it could 1ake plice in a menial
institution; either way, the song is delight-
ful. Newma is even into—would you
believer—Huey Long; alter a short reprise
ol Long’s own mawkish Lovery Man a
King, he launches into his own Kingfish,
which—in  1ypical Newman  [ashion—
seems to be a song in praise of Louisiana's
most famous (or inlamous) son, but with
Newnnan you never know. Incidentally,
for a piece ol pure insanity, we suggest you
linger over Naked Man. Dory Previn, based
on her latest Warner Bros. LP, is even
deeper into the country-and-western g
not the lyrics, mind you, just the sound.
But twangy guitars cm't disguise oue of
musicdom’s sharpest commentators on the
contemporary scene and one ol the most
intelligent lyricists avound. There's Cold-
water Canyon, in which she flays the make-
out artist, and a wio ol fine “woman”
songs—Mama Mama Comfort Me (she's
trymg to make it up to her mother for not
Iraving been born a male), The Obscene
Phone Call (a funny. funny thing on try-
mg 1o report it to the “proper™ authorities)
and Dud Jesus Have a Baby Sister? (" Did
she long 1o be the saviour saving every-
one she metz / And in private (o her mirror
did she whisper saviowrette? Saviourwom-
an? Saviourperson? Save your breath!™).
Love, lack ol it despair or rollicking good
humor—Previn offers all, and then some.

.

The dairy cows ol 18th Century Weimar
disturbed the German poet Gocethe at
least as much as the turkey larms of Palm-
dale. California, bothered Frank Zappa in
the Filties. Yet, in spite of all the cow
dung in the sireet. Goeihe manized to
write Faust, whereas Zappa f[or tie life of
him can’t scem 1o get the turkey shit out
of his head. And the latest live double

album Roxy & Elsewhere (DiscReet) strongly
indicates that the mother ol invention is
not about to clean house. Take the orches-
wal suite consisting of Village of the Sun,
Echidna’s Avf (of You) and Don't You
Lver Wash That Thing? The trite lyrics

: ') 2%

of Village arc so obviously geared to sell
the purely instrumental sections of the
composition to his audience ol juvenile
enfanis terribles thae the sales pitch need-
lessly commercializes and discredits the
music iisell. As do the lyrics of Penguin
in Bondage, Son of Orange County and
Pygmy Twylyte. On the other hand,
Cheepnis is a wuly hilarious oratorio
about TV science-fiction monsters that
shows real insight into media psychology.
Yet by side three, Zappa's artistic eredi-
bility is so low. even devoted fans must
doubt whether the song contains anything
more than the usual antiestablishment
kusch. Perhaps the most exasperating cut
is Be-Bop Tango, where, stepping out ol
his maestro role and into his master-ol-
ceremonies personality, Zappa interrupts
George Duke's fine scat singing o . . .
hold a dance contest! How long. O Lord,
how long must we dial Frank Lappa and
keep getting Bert Parks?

THEATER

Peter Shaffer's Equus is an operation on
the mind and an investigation into the
roots ol sexual passion. A stable boy (Peter
Firth). a lover ol horses, has mysteriously
blinded six of them. and a child psychia-
trist. (Anthony Hopkins) has been called
i to solve the mystery and 10 administer
the “cure.”” The author asks, What is the
purpose ol psychiatry? To adjust the seri-
ously distmbed 10 normality? And what
15 disturbed and whare is normality? The
psychiawrist is repelled by the boy’s psy-
chotic act, yet he is magnetically attracted
by his ferocious passion. The boy is hung
up on horses in a religious as well as a
sexual sense; the Equus ol the tide is both
a sex object and a4 Godhead. The doctor,
1N contrast, despite pretensions of passion,
leads a sterile, birren existence. A titanic
struggle—ol ideas, ethics and emotions—
is waged, which ends in ambiguity. The



mystery is solved, but still Shaffer offers no
answers. The play 1s tantalizing and un-
settling. What lilts i, what makes 1t a
completely riveting experience, is its un-
conventional theatricality. It 15 a work to
be seen rather than read; in fact, it would
be impossible without John Dexter's pro-
duction, first presented at Britain's Na-
tional Theater. Dexter approaches the
work on the level of myth and directs i at
a gallop. The horses are strikingly mimed
by six prancing actors wearing sculptured
semblances of horseheads (the contribu-
tion ol designer John Napier). The vio-
lem attack on the animals and an orgiastic
horse ride by nighe are weated vitualisti-
cally. Swilily, the barely furnished suage
becomes a paddodk, a dissecting room and
an arena ol baule. The play stimulates the
imagination ol the audience, so that it
teels a party o the hunt (@aceal, psycho-
logical and  metaphorical). Equus  de-
mands, and receives, acting ol the highest
level, Firth, a sinewy young man making
his stage debur, merges completely with
the characrer ol the unearthly stable boy
(he almost looks equane). In the less physt
cally demanding but more emotionally
draining role ol the docor, Hopkins is
scalpelslianp. Together, in collubovation
with author and direcior, they aaue a
visceral evening ol theater. At the Plym-
outh, 236 West 45th Sireet.

Mark Medoff, who wrote last season’s
meisive mclodrama When You Comin’
Back, Red Ryder?, in The Wager 1uins 1o
the put-ons and put-oils ol heardess modl
ern adolescents. The characters in the new
play. hike their compawiots in Michael
Weller's Moonclildren (\\'Ilith, like Red
Ryder, is a more impressive play than The
IWager), have no divection. They are sav-
agely playlul with one another’s lives—
for the sport ol it. Meanest of all is Leeds,
a scholar with 2 superego and an emotional
strail jacker. He wisecracks while ambu
Ling like the walking dead. Coldly he
bews his roommuate, Ward, an aggressive
bedder ol women (postcoitus, he vates per-
formances on a score God). that Ward
cannot woo and win a certain swefly young
professor’s wite, and—Ilor an extra fillip ol
excitement—ithat he camnot avoid the pro
fessor's wrath, [T Wind is killed, he loses
the wager. What follows is an intricate
dance ol deathly humor (some ol it has an
ive-pick wit, some ol it is simply snuntass).
I'he characiers, unlike the people in Red
Ryder, e merely puppcts m;nliplll;llrd
Ly the athor, But the game is Fascination
and the actors. divected by Anthony Per
kins, are expervt—preny Linda Cook as
the pliable wile, John Heard as the hus
band. Kenneth Gilman as the smug stud
and. particularly, Kristofter Tabori as the
malicious, devious anthero. At the Last-
side Plavhouse, 334 East 7hily Sureet.

) PIONEER

If you've heard it, you either own one, or you want one.

Wesi: 13300 5. slrella. Los Angeles 90248 / Midwesl: 1500 Greenleaf, Elk Grove Village

Performance, that's what
makes Pioneer the name
that real hi-fi lovers
want. Not just sensa-
tional specifications, but
uncanny reliability,
superb features, and
honest-to-goodness
engineering know-how.
If you love equipment
that really measures up
— and if you like your
music well enough —
you either own one or
you want one.

Pioneer . . . at quality
hi-fi dealers everywhere.
U.S. Pioneer
Electronics Corp.,

75 Oxford Drive,
Moonachie, N.J. 07074
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Every UD cassette gives
you stainless steel
guidepins to keep your
recordings secure.

Tough steel pins form part of the
internal security system mnside every UD
cossette. They moke sure your UD tope
runs smooth ond winds even. (Ordinary
cossettes have plastic posts thot con
weor out and cause wow ond flutter)

These steel pins are another reason
your Ultra Dynamic cossetfe coptures
the very best sounds (both high and low)
your equipment can produce.

Use Moxell Ultra Dynamic cassettes
ond you'll olways ploy it sofe.

Moxell Corporation of Americo,
Moonachie, New Jersey D7074. Alsoovoil-

able in Canado. maxell.

For professional recordings
= at home.
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How do you tell someone you're living
with to get lost? About a year ago, 1 met
this guy-—we liked each other, dated,
made love. The only friction came from
playing “your place or miner”"—the inse-
curity of being away from our respective
creaturce comforts for a night (his music,
my macramé), the sense ol wasting a space
by leaving it unoccupied—all seemed to
detract from what was going down be-
tween us. We tossed a coin; he sublet his
apartment and my place became our
place. It was a mistake. I [eel like my
whole life has been invaded. I'm under
a constant pressure to relate, to be domes-
tic. There's no time lelt for my creative
pursuits and that’s a capital oftense. More
and more, I find myself taking it out on
him. I want to go back to the old arrange-
ment, or maybe to see him out of my life
entirely, but the wouble involved is
frightening. How can 1 broach the sub-
jectz—Miss P. B., Hartford, Connecticur.

Breaking up is hard to do. That's why
you feel so good when it stops. You can
drop subtle hints: Walk around the house
singing “I shall be veleased.” Shovt sheet
his side of the bed. Leave a U. S. Post
Office change-of-addvess card with his
name nailed to the door. Or you can lake
drastic measures: Ask him to deposit a
check for you. On the back of the check,
write “This is a holdup” and hope that
they aren’t too hard on him. Howcver,
we're nol sure that revenge is in order. It
seems to us that the situation is lo blame.
A sense of invasion often oceurs when you
subdivide an old territory. In your nexi
incarnation, find a larger apartment. If
there’s not enough space for you lo live
alone together, then you won't live to-
gether for long. Stale your case soon and
make it clear to your roommale that mov-
ing out is not the same as moving on.

Arc you ready for this? A girl{riend and
I have discovered a unique sexual turn-
on—Alka-Seltzer! She inscrts one ol the
white wonders as she starts to get excited.
When the juices flow, the tablet effer-
vesces; the heat and tingling sensations
that result are something else again. The
Alka-Selizer screw, as it is called, is spread-
ing like wildfire among the swinging set
in the Dallas=Fort Worth arca. Is there
any harm in what we're doing?—W. F. E,,
Fort Worth, Texas.

We were ready for your question. An
oil-and gas producer in your area has al-
ready written us about a dozen letters on
this topic. We know that it must be hard
to swing in the Lone-Star Stale—the irees
are so far aparl—but surely you have
betier things to do than lo wrile lo us.
Still, we must answer: According to our

medical expert, the lining of the vagina
has a pH that musl be maintained lo
prevent bactevial infection. A prompt
and complete douching should vestore the
proper pH and ensuve your givlfviend's
health. Also, Alka-Selizer contains aspi-
vin; aspirin has been known to cause
bleeding in the gasiroiniestinal lining
after prolonged contact; the same thing
might occur if vaginal contact was less
than speedy. Again, this problem could be
avoided by douching or, perhaps, by
switching to one of those flavored fizzies.
Then you would have a taste treat as well.

One night my boyfriend and I were
sitting at home, listening to the stereo.
Our talk turned to artists who had re-
ceived gold records and the question came
up: Can a gold record be played or is it
strictly a plaque?—DMiss S. H., San Ber-
nardino, California.

A spokesman for the Record Indusiry
Association of Amevica (the group that
awards the 1,000,000seller discs) told us
that a gold record is yun off the masier of
the original hit and that it can be played
on a stereo sel. He added that he had
never heavd of anyone doing so. More
often, the platters are melted down for
money to get through the hard times be-
tween an artist’s last hit and his first
television golden-oldie tape offer. But
that’s another story.

I was discharged from the U.S. Air Force
in 1968. Although the discharge was hon-
orable, there were circumstances involved
that 1 would rather have left unknown,
especially to potential employers. From
what I hear, there is a code used on the
Report of Separation from Active Duty
(DD Form 214) that tells all. What can
1 do o keep this information Irom fall-
ing into the wrong hands? Since my
discharge, I've obtained an  M.B.A,
and would like to put it to good use
with a dean start—D. P, Richmond,
Virginia.

The information is alveady in the
wrong hands. The Armed Forces custom-
arily indicated the cause of discharge on
Form 21H with one of 530 Se paration Pro-
gram Numbers (SPNs or spin numbers).
Supposedly, the numbers allowed the De-
fense Department to designate unfavor-
able veasons for seme honorable and
general discharges in order 1o “preserve
the honor of obtaining an honorable dis-
charge for honorable reasons.” Obviously,
Catch-22 wasn’t enough. The SPN list
seems to be a Rorschach of the Pentagon’s
pet hang-ups. In addition lo numbers
indicating completion of service, there
are numbers for motion sickness, being a

o Quer 21,
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Nobody’s been making satin sheets for Z1 years.
Except us! The secret? We know what we're doing.
We use only the softest acetate satin, 225 x 78
tbread count. (Some people don’t!) Our sheets are
completely MACHINE WASHABLE. And we offer 12
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clulz at closc-order dvill and bed-wetling.
Two SPNs indicate alcoholism, in case
yow're secing double. And 42 different
numbers (for example, 249-257, 511514,
559-587)indicate homosexuality. (We sup-
pose they need that many to distinguish
whether a soldier slept with a sergeant, his
commanding officer, his commanding
officer’s wife or daughter, whether he en-
joyed it, whether he was active or passive,
elc.) As of March 22, 1974, the Defense
Department no longer puts the SPN on
the form given to a discharged Service-
man. The number is still kept on file in
the form of a new, condensed code of 126
designations. If you weve discharged be-
fore that dale, you can request a new Form
21 with the SPN deleted and you can
obtain a narrative description of the rea-
sons for discharge. On geneval principles
(the individual's vight (o prvacy and
obligation 1o oppose burcauecratic bal-
derdash), you should have the number
deleted.  For additional information,
contact: The Amervican Vetevans Commil-
tee, 1333 Connecticut Avenue NW, Wash-
ington, D.C. 20036. As for potential
em ployers—ive wouldn’t worry. Personnel
policies vary, but businesses ave inclined
to Jocus on a job candidate’s education
level, work experience, maturity, ability
to relale and the attitudes he displays duy-
ing an interview. They may touch on
your Service vecord (ie., duralion, rank
achieved, major dulties, ¢tc.), but they are
more intevested in finding onl aboul you,
from you. So go to work on it.

.rlw couple in the next room is out to
win a prize. So, apparently, are the cou-
ples in the room ahbove, the room below
and the room across the venutlator shafc.
I live in a singles’ complex. Every night
I listen 10 a symphony of orgasmic cries.
Actually, I'm not sure the noisemakers
are couples. 1 never hear the guvs making
any noise (for all 1 know. the two high-
pitched voices coming from the room
above may be a duet of lesbians or a
ménage a (rois with two women and a
deal-mute). The onesided chorus made
me realize that my lovers have never been
particularly  vocal. What givess—Niss
S. W Chicago, Hlinois.

1U's havd to say: Our culture raises boys
to be strong, silent types, even in their
joy. Can you imagine Clint Eastwood cry-
ing or Charles Bronson giggling? There
is another common reason for silence.
Thoreau claimed that the mass of men
lead lives of quiel desperation; we won’t
go that far, but it may be that your lovers
don’t sound off for feay that their celebra-
tion would be premature (don't signal the
end, kid; she'll find out soon enough).
Whatewer the veason, il's casy to raise the
bedside decibels. Many couples learn 1o
use noise as a natural, spontlaneous cue to
where they are in the midst of lovemak-
ing: “If that’s a groan, we wmust be in

Belgium.” A lot of people ave ex periment-
ing with what Alex Comfort calls “bird-
song at morning”—i.e., they invent the
sound track for their own X-rated fea-
ture—shouting obscenilies, fantasies, the
Dow-Jones stock averages, whalever turns
them up. Ask your lovers to try it; it’s a
greal rush to let go, although they may be
a litle embarvassed at fist. If they don't
dig it, maybe you can work something out
using clothespins and playing cards.

For the past few years, 1 have noticed
that the larger beer companies come out
with a “bock™ beer in the spring. I really
enjoy this beer and would like to know
what the story is. A friend ol mine says
that the breweries make it just belore
they clean out their tanks. Truer—1. G.,
Cincinnati, Ohio.

Our rvesident foamhead says that your
Jriend’s tale is a bass canard, unless, of
course, he s a she, in which case it is a
soprano canavd. He went on to mumble
that bock beer is one of a trio of classie
brews (the two others being—you guessed
ti—RBecthoven and Bralms). The name
may be a mispronuncialion of Einbeck
(sometimes spelled Einboclk), the city that
oviginally produced the brew; or it may
stem from ein Boek, the German word for
goal. Frederic Bivmingham, in “Falstaff’s
Complete Beer Book,” completes the pic-
ture: “Bock beer is usually prepared for
consumption in the spring, around Easter-
time, which is simply a carrying on of the
German custom of brewing beer in either
October or March, when tempevatures
were most favorable. The beey is a special
one, rather heavy in flavor, usually dark-
ern color and richer i tasie than our
regulay beers. It is made from both regu-
lar barley and cavamel malt or burnt
mall.” Encore!

c:m you tell me what the letters on
cigar boxes indicate? I they suggest dil-
lerent levels ol quality (A, B, C, and so
forth), you can't tell from the taste.—
B. R., Columbia, Missouri.

Would you belicve that they represent
the grades the cigars got m cigay school?
Actually, the Government classes cigars
for the purpose of Federal taxes. The
classes correspond to the mtended retail
price of the cigar, which, as you've discov-
ered, is no sure-fire guaranlee of taste.
Class A cigars ave the least expensive,
class G the most ex pensive.

lh;n‘c a problem that probably isn't
unusual anymore. For about a year, I've
been dating a very atractive, very femi-
nine woman. (I'm 36, she's 25 It has
been brought to my attention (by one of
her old friends) that she is a bisexual. I've
suspected as much for quite a while, so

the disclosure didn’t come as a shock. In
fact, when 1 began to suspect her prefer-
ences, I tried to draw her out. I took
her to porno movies that depicted girl-on-
girl and triangle situations. 1 suggested
that we try a threesome with another girl.
She refused and said that she wasn't in-
terested, that she'd end up hating all of
us. We have a very strong sexual rela-
tonship when it's working vight, but her
weekend wrips with girlfviends (for sex or
whatever) tend to screw up any continuity
to our affair. I feel left out of what must
be her strongest emotional and physical
attachmems. Her [riends must think that
I'm nuts filling in the open dates. 1 like
her too much 10 just kiss the whole thing
oft and, actually, I find it sort of fascinat-
ing. She doesn’t even admit to being a
bisexual! Do you have any suggestions:—
J. R.. Des Moines, lowa.

A bisexual is not always a trisexual.
Your givlfriend has made it clear that she
prefers onc-on-one yelationships (appar-
ently several at a time) to the group-sex
scene. We've nol even suye that she is
bisexual—her weekend trips may be inno-
cent or they may disgutse totally hetero-
sexual meetings with male friends. It
seems that your [antasy is based more
on jealousy of her other lovers than on
curiosity: If you can’t stand them, don't
join them.

WIlr:rlc\'cr some time goes by without
sexual intercourse, 1 masturbate. I've
heard that masturbation can increase the
size ol the ditoris. Is this true? Also, 1
would like 1o know the size of the largest
recorded clitoris.—Miss F. A., Redondo
Beach. Calilornia.

Masturbation does not increase the size
of either the male or the female genitals,
Although no recovds are kept, one of the
largest clitovises known to man belonged
to a John Dillinger. It was 19 inches long
and s currently on display in the Smith-
sonian Institution. Ask the guard for the
exact location. Conlyary to popular be-
lief, Dillinger (nee Joanna) was not a
man. The rampant chavoinists of the FBI
were loath to allow a woman on the ten-
most-wanted list and so perpetrated the
rumor that Dillinger was a man. If you
thinl this answer is tongue in cheek,
you're wrong: That's not our tongue.

All reasonable questions—from  fash-
on, food and drink, stereo and sporis cars
to dating dilcmmas, taste and eliquelte—
will be personally answered if the writer
includes a stamped, self-addressed en-
velope. Send all letters to The Playboy
Aduvisor, Playboy Building, 919 N. Michi-
gan Ave., Clicago, Hlinois 60611, The
most provocalive, pertinenl queries will
be presented on these pages each month.
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Life mask taken 60 days before Lincoln's death. The hand was cast in 1860. From the collection of Clarence Hay
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NINE VOLUMES (PUBLISHER'S LIST PRICE $115.00) YOURS FOR 5595

WITH TRIAL MEMBERSHIP IN THE HISTORY BOOK CLUB

SPECIAL OFFERING —1n observance of LINCOLN’S BIRTHDAY

T(}D.-\Y a century of legend blurs our image of Lincoln the man, but the human
Lincoln now speaks to us clearly in these nine handsome volumes containing

6870 private and public papers, half of them never before in print.

Collected, indexed and richly annotated by a team of our foremost Lincoln
scholars, headed by Dr. Roy P. Basler of The Library of Congress, the set was
26 years in preparation. It carries a Publisher’s List Price of $115. But, in observ-
ance of Lincoln’s Birthday, The History Book Club offers it to you with trial
membership at the extraordinary price of just $5.95. The Club consistently offers
fine permanent cditions of the most important and readable works in history and
world affairs, always at dramatic savings. (Last year, members enjoyed savings of

over 50% on the books they chose 10 take.)

With your Lincoln set, choose your first membership book from those listed
below at reduced Member's Prices. You must be delighted with all books or return
them within two weeks, thus cancelling your membership. Please note: This special

offer may #or be repeated for at least a year. Mail the coupon today.

START MEMBERSHIP WITH ANY ONE OF THESE BOOKS

(First price s Publisher’s List: second shows Member's Price,)

362. TIME ON THE CROSS: The Eco-
nomics of American Negro Slavery [iy
K. W. Fogel and 8. L. Engerman. The
combroversial work which finds  thae
slavery was ot an anprofitable svsiem
and thar the shives were bemer ofl

than many free workers.  $8.95/57.50

140. EMPEROR OF CHINA By Jonathan
D Spence. In his own wouds, the Life
and times of the grest Mancho who
ruled from I66l-1572 $10.00/87.50

317. AMERICAN CONSCIENCE: The

Drome of the Lincoln-Dougles De-

botes By Saul Nigelscluffer.
$12.95/58.95

104. THE INDIAN HERITAGE OF AMER-
ICA Hiy Alvin M. Josephy, Jr. The
history, archacology, and ethnology of
all Indian culo n the Amenicas
since the Ioe Age. $10.00/57.50

118. THE CIVIL WAR DICTIONARY
By Mark M. Boatner, I All 1he
batles, leaders, dates, pliwes, Alpha

he-tical. 516.95/510.95

205. MARY TODD LINCOLN: Her Life
and Letters By Justin G and Linda 1.
Turner. $15.00/59.95

138. SEVEN WHO SHAPED OUR DES-

TINY: The Founding Fothers os Revo-

Iutionaries By Richard B, Morris.
$10.00/57.50

324. ALEXANDER THE GREAT By
Robin Lane Fox. $15.00/59.95

671. MEDIEVAL HISTORY: The Life and
Death of a Civilization (Znd Fdition)
By Norman . Cantor, 511.50,/58.50

274. THE AGE OF ARTHUR: A History
of the British Isles from 350 1o 650
Ry John Mores. $17.50,/511.95

326, HITLER AND HIS GENERALS H;
Harold C. Deutsch. The sordid Blom
berg-Fritsch affairs of 1998 whereln
Hitler ruined his two leading com-
manders and ok persomal control of
the army. $15.00,59.95

371. MICHELANGELO By Howard
Hibbard. His life, art and times, 202

$12.50/58.95

illustrations.

* 9 volumes » 4524 pages
* 6870 documents ® 43 Lincoln
photographs, engravings and

ipt facsimiles

THE HISTORY BOOK CLUB Stamford, Conn. 06904

FPlease enroll me as a trial member and send me the $115 COI-
LECTED WORKS OF ABRAHAM LINCOLN plus the book
whose number 1've entered here:

Bill the LINCOLN set at $5.95 for all nine volumes and my
other book at the low member's price—plus modest shipping
charges. Within two weeks, I may return the books at YOour ex-
pense and owe nothing. Or I will take four more books within a
vear, always at reduced member's prices plus shipping. There-
after, 1 may resign at any time.

Print Name

Address = -

City State Zip
i Canada: Mail to The History ook Club, 16 Overdea Wvi.,
Teromter MA ¥V AG, Ontarin

A note on how the Club works: Every four wecks, YOU receive
our Review and a dated reply card, If you want the Editors®
Choice, do nothing: the book will come amtomatically. To order
a different book or no book, return the card hy specified date.
You will have at least 10 days 1o make your choice—but if you
should pet an unwanted book becawse of late mail, we puaranice
return postage.

PL-o5L
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If you think there's
a cassette or cartridge
that's better than ours,

we'llbuyit for you.

Just try a new Columbia tape. If you
still like your old tape better, return the
Columbia tape to us, and we'll send you
the one you prefer. Free.

—— S — — =

Our problem
Most people who buy recording tapes are pretty
happy with what they re using. So it’s hard for
someone with a new tape—even someone with all
the experience in music and electronics that
Columbia has—to get people to try it. Regular
advertising just won't work.

We realized we'd have to come up with a reall v
unusual introductory offer. To really challenge
people to try our new FAIL-SAFE cassettes and
cartridges. To see that they really are better than

other tapes. Our experience
Our offer We don't think we're taking much of a chance with
1. Buy a new Columbia cassette or cartridge this offer. ~\ nd we don't think we'll be sending out ]
in any length vou like. many TDKs, Memorexes. or Scotches. Because while
2.'Iry it out. Record on it. Compare it to the vou may have never seen one of our blank tapes
tape you've been using. TDK, Memorex. before, were not exactly newcomers to the

recording business.

We've made hundreds of millions of pre-
recorded tapes over the years. For our own record
label, and even for a lot of our competitors. And
f through that experience we learned a lot about

i sound quality and product reliability that helped
ALl us develop the best blank tape for home

el | ‘;l \ recording. With more highs and lows.
/ ] Without fuzzing or blurring the sounds.
Without jamming in any kind of tape deck in
any kind of weather. And with unique features
that make recording a pleasure. Like our
ConvertaQuad cartridge that works automaticall hy
on stereo or 4-channel. And extra adhesive labels to
retitle your tapes when you re-record.

Our challenge

If you think there's a tape that's better than ours,
it's because you just haven't tried ours. Columbia
Magnetics. CBS, Inc., 51 W.52nd St., N'Y. 10019.

We wantto change yourmind

Scotch. Any iron oxide tape.

3. If you're happy with Columbia,
fine. You've bought yourself a great
new tape. And we hope you'll keep
buying Columbia.

4. But, if for any reason
vou're not satisfied with the
Columbia tape, send it back
to us. With your receipt,
no more than 30 days after ~
you bought it, and include a
label from the tape you
prefer. Your only cost is
50¢ for postage and
handling.

5. We'l send you the tape
you prefer. In the same length as
the Columbia tape you returned.



THE PLAYBOY FORUM

an interchange of ideas between reader and editor
on subjects raised by “the playboy phrlosophy’

SEX AND DIGNITY

It was with no small degree of appre-
cition that 1 read the leter from the
Reverend Brian Harrison (The Playboy
Forum. November 1974). wherein he re-
lated heroic selldiscipline in avoiding
“hestinl - and  shametul”—though  “su-
premely pleasam”—orgasms and the “un-
conrolled panting, heaving, ovimacing,
grunting, moaning.  cliwing,  cluiching
and shuddering that inevitably  accom-
pany a really intense climax.™ It is readily
apparent [rom the good padre’s elaborate
deseripuions that he has studied his sub-
ject in great depth and is fully boned-up,
s0 1o speak.

Nevertheless, he seems a hit too smugly
sure of himsell, One wonders whint Father
Havison thinks on those mornings when
his hed sheers well him that Mother Na-
ture does not adhere 1o his hevoie stand-
ard of discipline. that despite all his
goodly and godly eflorts his gong indeed
has rung. Though he donbtless sleeps the
deep and unknowing slumber of the in-
nocent and just. must he not sometimes
wonder, upon observing the vetdamp
evidence of Mother's act of hewrayal,
whether the unreverend alier eco lent a
lightly touching, but ncvertheless help-
ing hand?

Jolm I, Limper
Pacilic Grove, Calilornia

Hirrison’s letter reminds me of an ex-
perience of my own. Last June, mv wile
was doing what could be deseribed with
cx.'tcll)' the same words Harrison  uses,
“uncontrolled panting. heaving, grimac-
ing, grunting, moaning, clawing, clurch-
ing and shuddering.”
aave birth 10 o beantilol baby boy.

R. D. Vaught
Norfolk, Virginia

Moments later she

The Reverend's claim that sexual activ-
ity is “a pitful affront to human digni-
ty” confirms my beliel that there is a type
ol religious person who hates being hu-
man, hates o admit thar we are animals,
hates the very fac ol being alive. The
stillness and silence thie Harrison thinks
ol as dignity resemble nothing so much as
death. Such an antisexual atvmde 15 a
pitifal allvont to religion.

Suangely, people like Hirrison  be-
ficve that God areated lile and yet they
despise all the nataral processes of God's
creation. They see sex as shameful. On
the contrary, [ feel that the body is holy

and sex is sacred. Not that it shoudd he
treated with solemnity and hedged about
with restrictions. No. simply that when
ever we are pleasuring cach other sex-
ually, we are dome something miraculous.
No physical act can bring two people
more completely into union with each
other. And the ecstasy ol sex resembles
nothing so much as the raptures de-
scribed by veligious nivstics—satints whom
Hurrison doubtless veveres.

W. Evans

New Orleans, Louisiana

Harrison luridly argues that sexual or-
gasm is beastly and undignifhied. However,
there 1s sariptural evidence that Father
Herrison's own spivitual leader, the Lue
Redeemer ol Nazareith, was himsell not a
(.nmp|tlc stranger 1o UI;_'_:INIHiL' response.

If the object ol the church’s venera-
tion were. in Lact, o man, he must have
been subject wo thar granddaddy ol man-
lv tempuations, sex. Did he give in?
The Saiptures e suspiciomsly  silent,
mentioning only those tempiations J. C.
was able to conquer (though the Biblical
record does indicie that oue ol Jesus'
Lavorite converts was Marv Magdalene, the
hooker). At any rae. whether he actually
had carnal knowledge of 2 female is prob-
ably invelevimt w 1hie question of whether
he experienced orgasm. Heve the record
speaks lor nsell: Loke notes that “the Son
of Muan cometh at an hour when ve think
not.” When we “ihink not” s when we
ire sleepmg. We must conclude rom this
that  Jesus  expericnced  nocturnal — or-
gasms, aka wer decinns,

The Reverend iy
legalistic about this. of course, and argue
that
subject 1o conscions control, in no way
compromises Josus” record ol pority and
sustained celibacy. 1 would note, how-
ever, that the Gospel slyly hins that the
savior not only experienced orgasin while
couscious but had v iming problem that
lias plagued men and lrusirated women
throughout recorded history. As he him-
sell admns in the book ol Revelations:
“Behold, I come quickly.”

Williim Johnson
Indianapolis, Indiana

Hanrvison become

i noctrnal  emission, heing  not

EGO BOOST

Ernest Bishop (an appropriate name,
since he writes like an carnest bishop)
claims that nenriage is the only basis for

worthwhile sex and that ouwtside of

EXCITING
SATIN
SHEETS

OURS ARE MACHINE WASHABLE
NOW 12 LUSCIOUS COLORS
YES. THE SAME 225 THREAD COUNT
The choice is yours in the following
colors: Midnight Black, Scarlet Red,
Honey Gold, Royal Blue, Emerald
Green, Silvertone White, Lavender
Florida Orange, Deep Purple, Pedal
Pink, Powder Blue & Canary Yellow.

Each Entire Set includes:
1 straight top sheet
1 fitted bottom sheet
2 matching pillow cases
or
2 straight top sheets
2 matching pillow cases
Twin sets $18.00 Queen sets $24.00
Double sets $20,00 King sets $27.00
{For Full Size Beds)
Round 84" sets, fitted, $40.00
Round 96" sets, fitted, $45.00
No Charge For Postage
Send check or money order
50% deposit on C.0.D.’s
REGAL SATINS, INC.

315 Hwy 35 Dept. P
Eatontown, N.J. 07724

GONTRAGEPTIVES
FOR THE SENSUOUS

!

PRIVACY

BIG DISCOUNTS

America’s largest mail order retailer
of prophylactics offers over thirty dif-
ferent brands including Trojan, Sheik,
Ramses, Stimula or, exclusively ours,
the sensual Cock-a-too in colors. All
are electronically tested to meet strict
government standards.

‘Only Federal offers quality, service
and discount prices. All orders are
shipped the same day received. Order
our sample kit today—a $12.00 value
for only $5.00.

MORE THAN 200,000 SATISFIED CUSTOMERS

o - et ——
FEDERAL PHARMACAL LABDRATORIES, DEPT P15 |
6652 N. Western Avenue, Chicago_ 1L B0G45 |
3 Piewse send sampie kot 25 condoms, 17 brands and cotar canatog
MEnciowe §5 00 cah, chrck o money grder]
O Paease send FREE cobor catalog,

NAME

FEDERAL: A NAME TD TRUST
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marriige sex is likely 1o lead to “a serious
loss of sell-estecem™ (The Playboy Forum,
November 1974). Well. I married in my
teens because I believed it was the only
right way to have a good sex life. It turned
out that my young wile thought that what-
ever marriage was about, it had linle to
do with sex: she let me make love 10 her
with only the greaest reluctance. Self
esteem? I lelt rowally unatractive and
unmanly. Eventually 1 got the gumption
to decide that this wasn't the way 1
wanted to spend the rest of my lile and
we got divorced.

Since then, women have discovered me
and. thereby. T have discovered mysell.
I now sleep with several different women
on a frequent but casual basis and I've en-
joyed many one-night stands and briel
romances. These women have helped me
1o see mysell as a desirable male and |
am a much happier person. Casual sex
am be the greatest shot in the arm o
sell-esteem since kung fu,

(Name withheld by request)
San Juan, Puerto Rico

NO PLACE LIKE HOME

Everyone knows PLAYBOY was instru-
mental in gewing the sexual revolution on
the road. Of course, you have to share the
credic with the pill and penicillin. but the
importance of your contribution is attested
to by, il nothing else. those who have
screamed  for your scalp. Victorians of
every siripe have damned vou and deeried
your vesponsibility for the impending de
cline of the West. 1o say nothing of the
Last. Sowth and North. Givilization will
dic. they say. because its very foundation,
the Lumily. Gonmot survive the desuction
ol the sacred institntion of narriage,
which the sex revolution must surely
bring about,

They may have a point. bt civiliztion
can be saved il you'll just get on with fin
ishing what vou started. We can enjoy the
fruits of sexual revolition aud simultine-
ously revitalize marriage, restore home
and family and 1ake rape off the streets.
and the seeret is summed up in one magie
word: incest! Why should a few old hill-
billics have all the fun? Incest can answer
the fears wrought by owr fine new world
of rampant sex.

How? First. you must campaign to make
it not just legal but mandatory. Then
Abner Bumpkin can stop fecling guilty
when he's turned on by the sight of his
teenage dauglier standing naked alier
her bath, for it will be his duty 10 initiate
her into the mysteries of sex. He can also
help make old Aunt Efhie happy, while Ma
takes care ol poor old Uncie Lester whose
wile has run ofl with the hired hand. Les-
ter in turn would have to service Grandma
until the boys are old enough o take over.
Grandpa, who thinks Granny is wo old.
will have o wait until the granddauglners
are old enough 10 become imerested—and
mtevesting. And so on.

By pushing 1he sexual revolution to

FORUM NEWSFRONT

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

3RA SELLERS BUSTED
SACRAMENTO— T he claim that a bras-
siere ealled Command Performance would
increase a woman’s breasts from two io
Jrie cup sizes has vesulted in the arvest of
a saleswoman and two distributors on a
charge of making false representations.
In response to a newspaper ad, a stale

health department agent purchased the
bra for SI15.21 and iwas cuaranteed that
it would increase hey bustline two cup
sizes @ month by taking excess fal [rom
under the arms and avound the stomach
and moving il into the bya, where “grav-
iy and nature made it permanent.”

FOUR-HOUR AFFAIRS

MaNiea—Four cily councilmen have
proposed a new ordinance banning “short
tiwe™ rentals at Manila's imany
maotels that cater (o amorous couples bent
on a quickie. Presently, couples may rent
a room at a fouwr-hour vate of about four
dollars for a morning, afternoon or cve-
ning. The councilmen say this is giving
Manila a bad name and discriminaies
against  legitimate  touwrists who  want
rooms on a 24-honr basis. The president
of the Philippine Chamber of Motor Ho-
tels complains thai “IUs a legitimate
business. . . . The ovdinance would Lill
the wmotel business in Manila” One spon-
sor of the bill insists otherwvise: “I have
been adwvising my friends . . . that they
band together and take a yoom for 24
hours and share i, one in the morning,
one in the afternoon, one at night. Actu-
ally, it’s cheaper that way.”

roomn

NO MANDATORY MOTHERHOOD
orrawa. nNols—Holding that i
nois law permils any pregnant minor to
consent to hey own abortion, a four-judge
appellate court voerrnled a civeuil-court
judge who had prohibited an abortion for

a 12-year-old girl who had become a wara
of the state. At the sirl's request, a rep
resentative of the Nlinots child-welfare
agency had sought the permission o
Judge Angelo Pistilli for her to underge
“major medical lreatment” and, at fivst
the judge agrecd. However, when he
learned that the treatment was an aboy-
tion, he declaved, “No, 1ake that order
back. I'm not going to be a party (o abor-
tions. That order is vevoked and, in fact,
the depaviment is commanded and or-
deved not to allow the girl 10 be aboried.”
The appellate court yeversed the order
and further vuled that any future hearings
involving the givl be held before a judge
other than Pistill.

MORE RIGHTS FOR MINORS

WASHINGTON, D.C.—Mayor Walter E.
Washington  has  signed a  vegulation
passed by the Distvict of Columbia City
Council that allows people under 18 1o
obtatn abortions and treatment for preg-
nancy, venercal disease, dyug addiction
and alcoholism. as well as psychological
sevances, all withowt parental conseni.
The new yegulation may be challenged
in court on several srounds. At pn.-.n-nu,
only Maryland and Virginia have similay
lwies, but the Vivginia statute still re quires
pavental consent for minors to oblain
abortions.

LQUAL EXPOSURE

SANTA CRUZ, CALIFORNIA—A 1 ordinance
permatting topless sun-bathing and swim-
ming has been adopted by the Santa Cruz
Cownty board of superoisors. An amend-
ment that wonld have required bras or

bathing-suit tops was rejected after the
counly counsel said that the ordinance
wounld have (o be applied equally to men.

REVERSE DISCRIMINATION
MADISON—The Wisconsin Indusiry, La-
bor and Huwman Relations Commission




has ordeved the state o stop discriminat-
ing in the name of equality. In a two-lo-
one decision, the commissioners found
that women and minority applicants were
being given preference over while males
when seeking state jobs.

TFOR THE BIBLE TELLS US 50

sMiLwaukeE—A  Wisconsin Lutheran
Synod education official says the chuveh
will appeal a U.S. Labor Department
ruling that female teacheys at the Synod
high school be paid the same as male
teachers doing comparable work. The
Synod argues that it has a religious right
to discrimmate on the basis of sex because
the Bible assigns more vesponsibility to
men than to seomen i the clinrch.

THAT OLD-TIME RELIGION
KNOXVILLE—T he Tennessee Supreme
Court has vuled that any prohibition
against snake handling in chuveh worship
services would be an infringement on the
constitutional gumrantees of freedom of
velicion. The decision maodified a lower-
comt ovder temporarvily enjoining the
practice of handling poisonous snakes at
a [undamentalist chuvch neav the town
of Newport. The high court then ovdered
a neiwe heaving to sel up rnm'!-;rpprm'r'd
safely vestrictions on snake handling.

RNOW YOUR ENEMY

parras—A handhook desisned to help
Southern Baptist ministers fight smut has
been denounced by many of them as por-
nographic and wmay be banned by the
chuvch. The 190-page paperback, called
“Pornography: The Sexual Mirage,” was
produced by the Baptist General Conien-
tion’s Christian Life Commission and was
mailed 10 4200 Southern Baplist preach-
evs in Texas. A church spokesman said
the vecipionts complarned that the book is
lewd and obscene and that they do not
need 1o knoie the specifics of pornography
i ovder to combat 1.

MOVING TARGETS

GLOUCESTER.  ENGLAND—A 27 -vear-old
mechanic explained in comnt that he had
an uncontrollable wrge to shoot his BB
sun al the buttocks of swomen who walked
past his apartment. For succumbing to
his urge move than 30 times, the judge
fined hom 3250 and ordered him to pay
S5 compensation lo twe women who
were slightly mjured.

EVADING CLEMENCY

WASIINGTON, b.c—Draft cvaders who
are in exile or undergvound will no
longer have to contact the U_S. Govern-
ment to find out their legal status. The
Amevican Cioal Libevties Union and the
United Church of Chyist have obtained a
list of pending Fedeval dvaft indictments,
which they have given to the Clemency
Information Center established by the

National Council of Churches in Indian-
apolis. An A.C.L.U. spokesman explained
that while some 200,000 men were ad-
judged drvaft delinquent during the Viel-
nam war, less than ten pevcent have
been indicted and face possible prosecu-
tion. Previously, however, an individual
could learn his legal status only by con-
tacting the U.S. [ustice Depavtment or
a U.S. Altorney’s office, and Altorney
General William Saxbe had announced
that an individual wwho is neither under
indictment noy under ineestication [or
an offense “but wha reports . . . and ad-
mits 1o such an offense will be subject io
prosecution unless he makes an agree-
ment” to perform allernate serivice.

FINGERING THE TROOPERS
PORTLAND, MAIXE—The supreme court
of Mame, vuling that “even crudity of
expression may be constitutionally  pro-
tected,” has upheld a lower court’s deci-
sion to dismiss a rﬁ.\'un.":ing‘.l‘hf'-prﬂcr.’

charge against a Poviland man who alleg-
edly made an obscene gesture “to the an-
noyance™ of a state trooper. The court
said that such a gestuve might constitule
disorderly conduct undey some civcum-
stances, but that the (ompfuml failed 1o
specify just when giving a cop the finger
wonld be a cviminal act.

COMPROMISING COPS

DENVER—I 1 vesponse Lo a lwiesuil charg-
ing tlegal havassment by wice-squad offi-
cers, the Denver police department has
siened an unprecedented one-year trial
agreement aweith o homosexual organiza-
tron that “Lissing, husging, dancing and
holding hands beticeen members of the
same sex shall not be deemed (he basis
for an aviest under the provisions of the
public indecency law.” The agreement
represents an ond-of-couri settlement with
the Denver Gay Coalition, whose suit al-
leged that police weve enforcing the law
selectively and improperly by touring gay
bars and arresting homosexuals making
any owvert gestures of affeciion toward
each other,

its logical conclusion, we'll have re-
established the extended [amily in one
fell swoop. The phrase ““There's no place
like home™ will take on a whole new mean-
img; who the hell would ever want to
leave?

Jolhn Todd

Spicewood, Texas

We've sent your idea along to the pro-

ducers of “The Waltons.”

THE SOLITARY ROMANCE

The hirst discovery ol onc’s ability to
caculate cm lead 10 love ol one’s own
sextal capacines and body, Il alier a
short auwocrotic romance. one’s  lemale
friends expressed an cqual love of onc’s
hody. there would be aedivection ol sex
attracton hrom sell 1oward lemales. But
il the autocrotic aflair Lasts w0 long,
the ldibido could become  permanently
fixated on the self. One would then bhe
cipable ol only  auioerotic  sexual
expression. even in copulation. One's ex-
pericnce in intercowse would be charac-
terized by emotional  and  personal
polition from the female during the act.

Ihe long perviod ol prohibition ol Iree
sexual expression that \merican society
HIPOSCS 0N its m ing males produces
manv  lifclong  awocroncists. The lan-
guage isell supports this view. American
nules reler 1o copulation as making love
to a gl rather tlum with her. The other
maost populir expressions for inrercourse
are all ansitive verbs: 1o Tuck, 1o sorew.
to Lav. to bang—all of which convey the
idea of a subject aaing upon an object
rather  than two  people  experiencing
something rogether.

Dan Dillingham
New York, New York
You worry too much.

MAKING IT THROUGH THE NIGHT

As a psvchology student with several
vears of counseling experience. I'm wor-
ried about the way the media are pre-
semting the problems of male sexuality
these  dins. Suggestion has  awesome
power. The widespread publicity given to
the problem of impotence is ciusing more
and more men to wonder, "God, will 1
be able 1o ger i up tonighe=" The anxiewy
and doubr generated make it more prob-
able that a man will be unable o ger and
keep an erection. We need a more posi-
tive approach 1o this problem—one that
offers hrm advice on how to deal with
fear of [ailure.

David S, Reinhary
Tulsa. Oklahoma
How about this for firm advice: You
will be able (o get 1 up tonight. You will
be able 1o set it up tonight. You will be
able 1o get it up tonight. . ..

CURE FOR IMPOTENCE

The best therapy that T know of for
temporary impotence is an understand-
ing woman. One such person I'll never
forger: the frst ume I dated her, I'd
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With a little help from a friend
. . . you can host the perfect
party . . . from an intimate get-
together to a large convention.
It's like being a guest at your
own party! Whether business
or pleasure, a little help from
your Playboy Club can help
you make a big impression.
Call the friendly Catering
Manager at any Playboy Club,
Playboy Hotel or Playboy
Club-Hotel today. Or write to
Marilyn Smith, National Sales
Director, Club Division, Dept.
09324, Playboy Building, 919
N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
lilinois 60611,

With a
little help
froma
friend

3 ’ L = .

The luxury of SATIN SHEETS
Experience the intimate, inviting elegance of satin!
MACHINE WASHABLE! 225 thread count with 150

thread, 7 .sensuous colors: Black, Red,
Gold, Royal Blue, Avocado Green, Plum
Purple. Our prices Include: 1 fitted bottom sheet,
1 straight top sheet, 2 pillowcases . . , ethers don't.
Twin Set .. .. $19.50 . Queen Set . . . .

Full (gbl, bed) .. %$20.50 - King Set .  .:

Name . —
Address ° 2
City e i i

denier
White,

State . e zip
Charge to my:
{] Bankamericard {1 Mastercharge
[J American Express

card no.

expiration date

signature

Send check or money order or use your credit card.
We pay postage. Retail Sales 10-4, Mon. thru Fri

Royal Creatinns, L.

Dept. 330 Fifth Ave., New York, N. Y. 10001

been very active sexually with two other
women that weekend and 1'd also had
it lot to drink. She and I fell into bed
by mutual agreement, but then o my
dismay 1 discovered that though the
spirit was willing, the flesh was limp. 1
started to stammer an apology when she
silenced me by saying, “Do you feel your
have 1o have intercourse with me? I'd be
happy il we'd just hold each other and
sleep together.” That, of course, took the
pressure ofl me. I realized that I'd been
worried—I had wanted to prove some-
thing to myself and 1o this girl and wasn’t
sure I could. I relaxed and we cuddled.
Before we even got to sleep we were
making beautiful love together.

(Name withheld by request)

Austin, Texas

TOO BIG

A letter writer in the November 1974
Playboy Forum discounts the problems of
@ man who had consulted the Playboy
Advisor because his penis was so large
women feared having sex with him. I have
the same problem. Both the length and
the diameter of my penis prompt fear
and rejection in the girls 1 meet, no mat-
ter how tactful and suave I try 1o be in
gewing them into bed. The only woman
with whom I've been able to maintain
any kind ol sexual relationship is my
landlady; she’s better than nothing, but
the fact that she’s 30 years older than
I am makes it less than satislactory.

Those ol your readers who extol the
virtues of Lurge penises just don't know
what they're talking about. I's [rustating
as hell wrying to make love to a woman
who fnally ends it with the statement
that she just can’t take it. And don't give
me any crap about lack of skill and not
knowing how to prepare a woman prop-
erly; T could give lessons on foreplay,
which is an activity 1 adore. But to no
aviil.

The fact of the matter is that an over-
sized penis can be a handicap and can
lead to [frustration and considerable un-
happiness for the man who has one. Don't
let sexual braggarts tell vou otherwise.

(Name withheld by request)
Hyattsville, Marvland

Have we got a woman for you! Read the

next letter.

Here's to the Iellow from Memphis who
defended  the  well-hung male  (The
Playboy Forum, November 1974)! 1 agree
with him that it's probably a “cabal of
penile Lilliputians” in the media who
are responsible for attempts to convince
America that the big dick is ont. Have
vou ever known a woman who voiced a
prelerence for little ones or a four-inch
guy who didn’t wish he had more?

I'm one woman who likes ‘em big. And
I've found thi the phrase “the bigger
the better” applies beatifully to cocks,
as well as the bigger the more aggressive,

less inhibited and more adventuresome in
the sack. I'll take 11 inches over four
any day!
(Name and address
withheld by request)

FEAR AND LOATHING ON THE WEST SIDE

Life at institutions of higher learning
weighs heavily at times on the souls of the
inmates. One evening last fall, T was
about ready to hodkin myself off this mor-
tal coil. Then, while despairingly riding
the IRT Broadway Local, 1 encoun-
tered an angel of mercy. She had person-
ality and warmth, a genuine sympathy [or
mankind. And, oh, Jesus, she was built!
Fanuastically, she swept me up from the
subway and into her West Side pad. 1
hadi'c even caught my breath before
this superfoxy lady and I were grooving
c'l‘\r':l)'.

Then came the nightmare. No sooner
had she juiced my fruit than she popped
this frigid demand for a hundred. T was
shavered. Wow! A hooker? I really
thought I was laying the groundwork for
a meaningful relationship with this wom-
an. She told me the way we met was
plinned and that she had just been fak-
ing liking the things I like. 1 felt like shit.

And when 1 bridled at coming across
with the bread (“My tuition aid doesn’t
cover tricks, lady™), she began proposing
threats, like she’'d have her pimp run
over my face with his El Dorado. I scare
casy, man. I made out the check and
skated. I'm not saying she wasn’t worth
the hundred—no way. But I believe it is
only fair that a lady of the evening be up
front with her client from the outset.
Another person might have been emo-
tionally scarred by the experience. The
incident is another argument for legalized
prostitution, in which certain standards
ol Lair dealing could be assured.

(Name withheld by request)
New York, New York

COMMON PROSTITUTE

The December 1973 Playboy Forum
carried a letter abowt a case in which an
undercover police agent testified that a
client of ours had performed oral copu-
lation on him in return for money. This
case was finally decided by the Idaho Su-
preme Court. Regrettably, the court did
not decide on the basis of the issue we
most wrgently advanced, that to arrest a
[emale and not a male is an uncon-
stitutional denial of equal proteciion. In-
stead, the court decided that our client
was charged with one crime (soliciting
and offering 10 engage in lewd sexual
acts for hire) and was convicted of an-
other (being a  common  prostitute).
Drawing on other courts’ definitions of
the term common prostitute, the court
stated: “From these cases it is apparent
that in order to prove the crime of being
a common prostiuute, it is necessary to
prove an indiscriminaie offering of a



body for, or submission to, illicit sexual
intercourse.” To charge a person with
one crime and convict her of another is a
denial of due process, so the conviction
was reversed. Lven though we didn't
establish the principle of sexual equality,
we won for our dient. She is happy.
Allen R. Derr
Attorney at Law
Boise, Idaho

THE RIGHT TO REFUSE

I am amused by people who become
enraged when a landlord refuses to rent
to a couple solely because they are un-
married. I agree with the liberated two-
somes that their living arrangements are
nobody’s business but their own. On the
other hand, what about the prerogatives
of the proprictor. who, after all, is the
one who's invested the money? In my
humble opinion, a landlord without the
right to say no for any reason is like a
woman—mother, daughter, wife, stran-
ger, stcady lay—who has to ball anyone
who asks.

Paul Dornbusch
Oak Harbor, Ohio

A landlord is selling his services, so
his situation is analogous only to that of
a certain kind of businesswoman.

STUDENT HOUSING HASSLES
I was happy to read the statement by
a Texas court that “students do not re-
linquish constitutional rights upon en-
tering a university” (Forum Necwsfront,
October 1974). At New Mexico State
University, women are locked in their
dormitories every night to protect them
from friendly males, and the regents of
the university have outlawed any contact
between the sexes in the dormitories,
The student government has worked for
$ix years to institute some form of visita-
tion between the sexes. In 1978, a group
of students went so far is to sue the re-
gents for the right—enjoyed by everyone
living off campus—to associate with mem-
hers of the opposite sex. A New Mexico
cowrt ruled against the students, who
have since appealed to the state supreme
court. Alter this, a student group tried to
reopen visitation negotiations and Sea-
born Collins, head of the board of regents,
said, “We didn't sue the students, they
sued us. Now they've lost, so the matter is
settled. The board will not consider this
matter any further.” I hope the Texas
decision will eventually have some influ-
ence on courts or educators in our state.

Wayne Socha
Las Cruces, New Mexico

Forum Newsfront for Ociober 1974
states that Texas Women's University has
been enjoined from enforcing its ridicu-
lous regulation that unmarried women
must stay in school-approved housing.
However, all sull is not well in Denton.
The university is appealing the case and,
until the appeal is decided, the students

' 3 The Soft Smoke.
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® generation—for nearly a
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unique process of triple-
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Now smoke the result,
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fragrant, bite-free, soft.
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SMILD CAVENDISH MIKTURE
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not only own
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are required to abide by the rule. The
court’s decision looks good on paper, but
it's not doing much for the students.

What makes the rule even more galling
is that male swudents are permitted to
live anywhere they want to off campus.
It’s only the women to whom the housing
rule applies.

(Name withheld by request)
Houston, Texas
Well, male students atiending a school
called Texas Women’s University deserve
some sorl of break.

With 11 other students, T brought suit
in Federal district court against Villanova
University this summer. The 12 of us had
been cither suspended or expelled for
refusing 1o leave a women's dorm alter a
special open house had ended at nine
paL | was studentbody president at the
time. In July. a judge granted a rem-
porary injunction in our favor: however,
in August, the Federal appeals court, in
a two-to-one decision, granted the uni-
versity a stay on our injunction. At this
writing. we have a hearing in a lew weeks
before the appeals court on whether or
not we have a right to sue a private uni-
versity for conspiracy to deny our First
Amendment righes. We vead the item in
the Ocober 1971 Forum Newsfront on
a Federal judge’s ruling against the hous-
ing regulations of Texas Women's Uni-
versity and would like vou to send us the
legal relerence so our lawyers can read
up on the case in preparation for present-
ing our own.

Riclard E. Brown
Miami, Florida
We sent the information. One hear-
ing has been held, but the issues ave still
unresolved.

PROXIMITY PROHIBITED

I enjoyed James Clrk’s roundup of
weird laws from around the world where-
by governments iy to control the bodies
of citizens (The Playboy Forum, Ocrober
1974). Here's imother: In Malaysia. there
is a crime called “close proximity.” This
means unmarricd  Moslem couples may
not hug each other or kiss and for sure
may not do anything more mtimate. Ac-
cording 1o The New York Times. Moslem
courts have convicted 250 couples of cdose
proximity. usually levving a fine equiva-
lent 1o 525.

At least in the U.S., you usually get
more sin lor your money.

Robert Porter
New York. New York

Malaysia puis the worry back in being

close.

INTELLIGENCE, MILITARY

An essayist once commented on the
appropriateness ol an encyclopedia arti-
de thae divided intelligence into three
wypes:  Uintelligence,  human,”  “ingelli-
gence, animal” and  “inelligence, mihi-
tary.”  Certainly. there is little about

intelligence, military that has anything in
common with ordinary intelligence. At
Cherry Point Marine Corps Base. in
North Carolina. the commanding ofhcer.
General Leslie Brown, has promulgated
it dress code not for just the troops but
also for civilians using base facilities such
as the post exchange. the commissary and
the soda fountain.

The code includes a wide variety of
commandments [rom General Brown's
personal Mount Sinai, such as: no bare
midrifls, no Hip-flop shower shoes. no
women without bras, no hotpants, no
empty belt loops. no dresses or shorts
“shorter than mid-thigh™ (where do vou
find shorts longer than mid-thigh these
days?) amd no patches “obscenely placed.”
whatever that means.

I'd just like to know il intelligence,
military is between intelligence. human
and intelligence, animal or below both
ol them.

(Name withheld by request)
Havelock., North Carolina

MILITARY COUNSELING
Since you published my letier on the
Milhty Counseling Program over a
year ago. I have received a huge num-
ber of lerters from Servicemen with legal
problems
Because of the overwhelming response,

I think it might be worth while to note
that advice is also available Irom the four
regional ofhices of (the Cenual Commit-
tee for Conscientious Objectors at 2016
Walnut Swreer, Philadelphia, Pennsvlva-
nia 19103 711 South Dearborn Swreet,
Chicago, Illinois 60605: 734 Monroe
Drive N.E.. Adanta, Georgia 30308: and
1O Leavenworth Street, San Francisco,
California 94102

Jean Walling

Military Counseling Program

Religious Socicwy ol Friends

15 Rutherford Place

New York, New York 10003

THE EERIE DR. LEARY

The lewer by William D. Harrell, Jr.,
denouncing Dr. Timothy Leary for hav-
g a “pitilully drug-riddled mind” (The
Playboy Forum, Ocober 1974) is uuier
nonscnse. | corresponded extensively with
Leary and visited him olien in prison
during 1974 T found him to be brilliant
in his arguments, logical in his reasoning
and up to the minute in his extensive
scientihc knowledge. Nor is this my opin-
ion alone. The psvchiatrists who ex-
amined Leary during his April 1973
escape trictl pronounced him sane and
added thar his 1.Q. is genius level. Dr.
Weslev Hiler, psvchologist at Vacaville
State Prison. who saw Leary every day
during his confinement there, entire
supports this verdict and told me thai
Leary is “totally in contact with reality.”

Hiler added. “Laymen are ;n[w;i}s
quick to pronounce a man crazy on the

basis of his ideas. No psychologist would
take any idea as proofl that a subject was
mad. You have to examine his general
coherence. his hehavior, his social rela-
tions and so forth. In all suck depart-
ments, Dr. Timothy Leary was totally.
radiantly sane. His ideas are new and

Leary is courrently under fre. not only
from law-and-order types such as Harrell
but from old friends who have chosen o
believe the rumors that he has become a
Government informer, even though vir-
tually no [acts are as yet known. In this
sitwation, I am out of sympathy with
those who are quick to condemn Leary.
and T ask. with Ken Kesey. Do we con-
demn the wruwrers or do we condenn
their victims:”

Robert Anton Wilson
Berkeley. California

Wilson, a former vravsoy editor, is
the anthor of “Sex and 1 hrugs: A Journey
Beyond Limits.”

MARIJUANA MALAISE
Since Dr. Robert C. Kolodny reported
that marijuana smoking may hinder sex-
ual performance (Forum Newsfront, June
1974). his findings have been used in
a new, heavy scare campaign against
marijuana, Belore anybody throws awin
that precious litle plastic bag, though.
I'd like to point out that similar evidence
concerning alcohol and tobacco has been
around for some vme without causing
any national panic. Students of human
nature from Shakespeare o Masters and
Johnson have commented on the abiliry
of alcohol 10 wilt one’s wand. As lor
tobacco, an article in Today's Health, an
American Medicl Association magazine,
poinis out that researchers have found
that heavy agarcuae smokers (a pack o
more a day) sulfer from lowered sperm
motility, lower testosterone production.
increased incidence of impotence
greater likehihood that their rate of sexual
activity will decline somewhere between
the ages ol 25 and 10. Yer the Senate
Internal  Security  Subcommittee hasn't
seen it 1o investignie those threats 1o
American virility. Perhaps it's because—
unlike the subversive, vaguely foreign
marijuana—drinking and tobacco smok
ing are good pawriotic American vices.
John Hubet
St. Louis, Missouri

In his final report on the marijuana
hearings of the Senate Internal Securin
Subcommittee. Senator James O, East-
land charged tha the chronic use of mari
juana lowers resistance to disease, mn
cause deformity in the user’s offspring.
physically damages the bram, lowers sex
drive and potency, causes vespiratory dil-
ficulties, reduces mental energy, leads 1o
mental illness and retards the physical



and intellectual growth of adolescents.
I'm aware that much of the research on
which Eastland based these accusations
has been previously eriticized in The
Pfa'ybay Forum, but what is vour re-
iction to seeing it all brought together
in this way?
D. Hughes
Phoenix, Arizona
We see it as a sirong sign of change
toward maove liberval attitudes on sex.
Senator Eastland’s suspected marijuana
hazards are almost identical to those once
attiibuted 1o masturbation, with one ex-
ception: Pot is supposed Lo cause respiva-
tory problems instead of hair on the palm
of the hand. We wonder if it's just a
coincidence that the pot peril of the late
Thivties avose just as the masturbation
menace was peleving oul; anyway, pot
smoking seems (o have ye placed pud pull-
ing as the symbol of youthiul depravity.
Unfortunately, the big difference is that
today's young sinners go lo jail instead
of to hell.

CONTRACEPTION DECEPTION

In the November 1974 Playhoy Forum,
Philip D. Harvey savs that “it is illegal
for anvone in New York, including physi-
cians and pharmadists, to sell or provide
contraceptives to anvone under the age
ol 16.” That came as something ol a sur-
prise to me, since 1 live in New York and
have heen using the pill oft and on since
I was 13 vears old (I'm now 20). To be
sure, my doctor preseribed it to treat a
hormonal imbalance and not o prevent
pregnancy, but no pharmacist ever asked
me why I needed the pill before filling
the prescription.

Ideally, ridiculous laws restricting birth
comtral should be changed. But, in the
meantime, there are wavs o get around
them. Surely, doctors know that not every
young girl who reports severe cramps,
headaches, nausea and dizzy spells is ac-
tually sullering [rom menstrual problems.
A girl can easily learn those symptoms and
then seek medical “treatment” that just
happens to have the side effect of making
sex safe.

(Ninme withheld by request)
New York, New York

That reminds us of the signs on the
old men's-room condom dispensers: 7o BE
USED FOR THE PREVENTION OF DISEASE ONLY,

PARASITIC INSTITUTION

Many Americans are outraged at the
wiy pay toilets discriminate against wom-
en, but, wil recently, the practice of
charging for the use of a public rest room
not only was legal everywhere in the U. S,
but actually was encouraged by local gov-
ernments, The Conunittee to End Pay
Toilets in America (CEPTIA) was lormed
several years ago as a response to this in-
justice. Qur campaign assumed serious
dimensions when the city of Chicago
banned the coin lock on public toilets

and it has now reached into a number of
state legislatures.

Coin-lock manufacturers have assured
the existence of pay toilets in the past by
perpetuating a myth of cleanliness and
safety, and their lobbyists spend consider-
able time. money and effort in conveving
their case 10 legislators. But a recent
poll indicates that approximately three
fourths of the public finds that pay 1otlers
are neither cleaner nor safer than free
ones. Now is the time to legislate an
end to this discriminatory and parasitic
institution.

Stephen Froikin

Ixecutive Vice-President

Committee to End Pay Toilets in
America

Davion, Ohio

California, Alaska, Flovida and McCar-
ran International Airport at Las Vegas
have all banned public pay toilets. The
Women's Coalition to End Pay Toilels, a
Denver-based drvision of the National Or-
ganization for Women, 5 now working
with CEPTIA. Meanwhile, a spokesman
for the com-lock industry has argued that
pay toilets keep public vest rooms [ree of
drug addicts, homosexuals, muggers and
hippies. who  presumably  caw’t  afford
them. CEPTIA is cuvvently lobbying for
anti-pay toilet legislation in Massachu-
selts, wherve thiee people demonstrated
at the office of the Massachusetts Com-
misston Against Discrimination. The dem-
onstralors alleged that a single women’s
rest yoom in an auwline terminal may pro-
duce as much as 82000 a month in reve-
nue. They carvied a sign that declared
1¥ GOD HAD MEANT U5 TO HAVE PAY TOILETS,
WE WOULD HAVE BEEN BORN WITH EXACT
CHANGE.

THE UNNECESSARY DILDO
When I read the October 1974 Playboy
Aduisor, T almost threw the magazine away
i disgust. T. N. [rom Hartford, Con-
necticut. is an asshole and, I dare say, a
liar. And what can I say about your lack
of sense in publishing his letter? I am a
leshian and in all ol my experiences never
have I come across a gay womm who uses
a strap-on dildo. It's oo bad T. N. didn"t
stop and think for a minute before he
wrote down his egotistical fantasy. The
last thing a lesbian wants is a penis—real
or plastic. If we did want one, we
wouldn’t be leshians.
T. N. should buy himself a great big
dildo and suck it
{(Name withheld by request)
Somerville, Massachusetts

YOUNG AND GAY

I was pleased 10 read in The New
York Times that gay adults in New York
cin now provide legal foster homes for
gay teenagers who are rejected by their
own parents or by suandard  youth
homes. Predictably, certain conservative
clements oppose  this program, appar-
endy fearing that it will make gay kids

even more homosexual, whatever that
might mean. For instance, Dr. Charles
Sccarides, who has for vears insisted that
homosexuality be treated as a form of
mental  illness, was  quoted  as  saying.
“One man or a male twosome cannot
give a youngster the multifold sex identi-
fication he needs. They can only com-
municate to him the deep fear and
revulsion toward women that a homo-
sexual really feels.” However, the Times
adds  significandy,  “Perhaps  the  most
persuasive proponents of the experimem
are those most deeply involved in it—the
teenagers and the homosexual foster par-
ents themselves,”

Exactly. The chiet problem ol the
young homosexual in our society is that
he is swrrounded by people who don’t
understand him and generally have su-
perstitiously  negative attitudes  1owianrd
him. Being with people who do under-
stand and arve positive is 99 pereent ol
the solution to his unhappiness.

George Keller
Miami, Florida

THE AGE OF THE SNOOP

I recently had a dose ol the cap, but 1
did not report it to my friendly neighbor-
hood V. D. clinic. Instead, I went to
private doctor who didn’t ask me who I'd
had sex with. OI cowrse, 1 feel guilty
about doing this; T really would like
1o help wipe out V. D, by reporting my
sexual contaas. Why, then, am I so ir-
responsibly antisocial? Because in Cali-
fornia, where I live and work, the tvpe
of sex 1 prefer—gay—is a lelony. And it
is just not sale or sane 1o believe that the
personal data collected by V. D. clinics
really are private in this age of break-ins,
the accumulation of computer files on
everybody and the buddy-buddy sharing
ol readouts among friendly bureaucrats
in governmental and nongovernmental
organizations. The confidentiality of pub-
lic health records is not protecied in
mstances ol criminal acuvity.

As long as this state is so stupid as to
make homesexuality a erime and as long
as the government maintains platoons of
spies, V. D. conwrol will not work as well
as it should. Until some of the sexual
bigots in government wise up, 1 will fol-
low the only safe policy: unmitigated, un-
relenting, unllinching paranoia. It's the
only way to survive in the age of the
SIIUUI).

(Name withheld by request)
La Jolla, California

According to a story in the San Fran-
cisco Chronicle, a Mill Valley sculptor,
Dana Draper, conducted an experiment
to learn what life might be like “when
Big Brother's supersnoops have us under
such close surveillance that they know us
better than we know ourselves.” Draper
had his own activities watched Tor two
davs by a San Francisco detective who was
hired anonymously through an attorney,
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INTERNATIONALE
TESTBERICHTE UBER DAS
901 BOSE
DIRECT/REFLECTING
LAUTSPRECHER SYSTEM.

“For the first time the critics all over the world are unanimous in
(their) verdict on a loudspeaker.”*

BELGIUM

La Revue des Disques de la
Haute-Fidelité - Jaques Dewevre
“It is grand! It is no longer
recorded music... the
orchestra is there in front; and
the atmosphere of the concert
hall all around!”

DENMARK

Hobby bladet + Lyd & Tone -
Claus Sgrensen

“The 901 can produce lower
notes than any speaker [ have
ever listened to...the class is
elite....”

HOLLAND

Disk- Jan de Kruif

“The BOSE speakers belong to
the small group of the best and
most valuable speakers we
know. Without doubt, for
some it will be the very best.”

FRANCE

Revue du Son - Jean-Marie
Marcel und Pierre Lucarain
“...901 with (its) equalizer
system is absolutely tops...
sets new standards for loud-
speaker music reproduction.”

AUSTRIA
*Oberosterreichische -
Nachrichten Linz

“BOSE contains more technical
innovations than any other
speaker of the last 20 years.”

U.S.A.

Stereo Review - Hirsch-Houck
Laboratories

*...1 must say that I have never
heard a speaker system in my
own home which could sur-
pass, or even equal, the BOSE
901 for overall ‘realism’ of
sound.”

The one review that really will
convince you is your own. We
invite you to compare the 901%®
with any conventional speaker,
and hear the difference

for yourself.

For information
on BOSE
Direct/Reflecting®
speakers, write

us at Dept. B4.

To locate your
nearest BOSE
dealer, call toll free,
800- 447-4700.

In Illinois, call
800-322-4400

MOS K-

The Mountain Road
Framingham, Ma. 01701

at a cost of 5230, For his money. Drap-
er received a precise timetable of his
movements, such as enwering and leaving
gas stations, havdware stores and Tunch
counters—:und an evaluation of these uc-
tivities as follows: “Our subject is what
we would call a "hippie” wype. .. . It was
this investigator’s opinion that subject
seems to levve a lot of time on his Toands,
as though he is waiting for something 1o
happen. . ..»

'l'hnngll lh".lp('l' admitted dune his ex-
periment didn't confirm as pessimistic a
view ol the future as he had expected
(the private eve “couldn’t even hnd out
where I banked™). there's still cause for
concern due to the mumomatically suspi
cious attitude in the detective’s report.
But a detective is trained to see sus-
picious belivior evervwhere, just as a
psychiatrist sees newoses and an artist
sees forms and colors that may or may not
really exist. Perhaps that's why the Jus-
tice Department’s  investigators keep
coming up with conspiracies  that  the
ordinary men and women on juries often
find unbelievable.

David Miller
San Francisco, California

PASSING ANOTHER LAW
Senator Harrison A, Williams, Jr., of
New Jersey is calling for a Federal law
against dogfighting, a pastime that is said
to be growing in !)(J])lli.‘n'fl}'. Now, I've
read some accounts of doghights in the
fans’ own publications and such words as
evil and depraved hardly do justice to
people who engage in this so-called sport
m which the animals safler and die al:om-
inably. But must we luve yer another
Federal law prohibiting yvet another new-
ly defined Federal crime? Until we wake
up to the Lt thin passing laws doesn’t
rcally solve anvihing, we're not much
brighter than the yahoos who go in for
doghghting. Under the Constitution, the
Federal Government is not supposed 10
be in the crime-fighting business at all;
this is the job sirictly ol state and local
governments—and the states alveady have
laws against  doghghting. These laws
should be enforced and the Federal
Government should stay out of it. The
reason the Federal Government is as op-
pressive as it is (has Watergate taughr us
nothing?) is that people like Senator Wil-
liams are forever inventing new crimes
for it to combat and new police powers
to help combat them,
Thomas Lewis
Kansas City, Missouri

“The Playboy Forum™  offers  ithe
opportunily [or an extended dinlog he-
tween veaders and editors of (his pub-
lication on subjects and issues related lo
“The Playboy Philosophy.” Addvess all
correspondence 1o The Playboy Forum,
Playboy Building, 919 Novth  Miche
can  Avenue, Chicago, Hlinowis 60611,



wnooave. IEL BROOKS

a candid conversation with the emperor of off-the-wall comedy

“The vich” according {o a Spanish
proverb, “laugh cavefully.”” They have a
lot to lose. The poor, on the other hand,
need to laugh in order to forget how lit-
tle they have to langh aboui—which may
be why the De pression was the last golden
age of comedy in Amevican movies. Will
the current economic vecession bring on
another comedy boom? Movie producers
think so: the 1975 production docket is
packed with laugh-it-up scvipts. Film pro-
ducers also acknowledge that the sirong-
esl cvealive impulse belind the boom is
the maniacal imagination and energy of
one of the very few movtemakers since
Charlie Chaplin who is unarguably a
romic genins—>Mel Brooks.

Brooks is an Amervican Rabelais. Short
and blocky, he has a nose once deseribed
as “a small mudslide,” a grin that loops
almost from car to ear lie a lenement
laundyy line and the flat-ont encrey of a
butffalo stampede. His imagination s vio-
lent and boundless; and in the opinion
of other comedy writers, no brain on the
planet contains such a churning profusion
of wildly funny ideas.

Brooks can trade “Jewish vun-lineys”
with any man, but his natural métier
is the shit. He sees the absuvd in charac-
lers, situations and themes and over the
past ten years has learned to braid them
all into dramatic narvatives. In “The

Producers” (1967 ), Iis theme was the myth
of success; lo expose ils absurdilies,
Brooks told a gloviously sleazy story about
a couple of born losers who couldn’t even
suceeed in failing. “The Twelve Chatrs”
(1971) was a lavge horselaugh at the po-
litical lefi—a picaresque lale in which one
man’s basic greed cheerfully kicked the
stuffing ont of his social ideals. In “Blnz-
ing Saddles” (1974), a wild and wacky
antiracist burlesque, Brooks sei ufy middle
Amervica as the citizenry of a movie-
Western town and watched what hap-
pened when they were presented with a
very black shenf]. And now in “Young
Frankenstein,” a grand-opervalic travesly
on the greal old horror movies of the
Thirties, he has undeviaken the most am-
bitious theme he has eoer ex plored: man’s
mad but magnificent allempt to lake over
from God as the cveator of hife.

“Young Frankenstein” displays new as-
pects of Brooks’s talent. “Blazing Sad-
dles,” a farvce so low it almost made bad
taste vespectable, tnwed Brooks into a
millionaive and established him, one crific
said, as “the farter of his country.”
“Young Frankenstein™ mingles subtle

jokes seith broad stvokes and discloses a
talent for sustained high comedy at least
as rich as Woody Allew’s—with an cven
wider appeal.

Now 48, Brooks relishes his success in

“I might as well be honest. I'm croied-
ing six, one. Gol a mass of Dlond hair,
sensational eyes, bluer than Newman's,
Muscular but whippy, like Redford. Only
trouble is I have no ass. It [ell off.”

“One day I was making 85000 a week, the
next day zileh. Al 1 had was a limited
cdition of "War and Peace’ and an iron
skate key. 1 kissed the key [ounr times
a day qust to have something to do.”

maovies all the more because it came so
late. Born in the poorest Brooklyn neigh-
bhorhood. he lost his father eavly, was
raised by his hardacorking mother, al 14
became a Borscht Beltl wmeler, al 21
broke into television as a gag man for Sid
Caesay. After bulling his way up to head
wriler, he went broke when Caesar was
taken off the airv, later vecouped with a
classic comedy vecord (“The 2000-Y cay-
Old Man™) and a spy-spoof TV series
(“Get Smart!”), then hit bottom again
when his forst two movies thudded at the
box office. Saved by the suyprise success
of “Blazing Saddles™ (Warner Bros. fig-
ured the film was a hopeless mess and
would have (o be vemaindered for the
drive-ins), Brooks s still superstitious
about s cood luck. “I'll belicoe 1t when
I'm dead.” he says with a worried grin.
“Fioe years from now, I could be back in
the shit.”

Anxiely dogs Brooks like a tin can on a
string. Says a [riend: “Mel scares easy.
Losing anything feels like losing coery
thing. He's a tremendously warm and loi-
ing guy, but he has to have his way. He
has to be suve” Mel makes sure by insti.
tuting what the same fviend calls “a tyran-
ny of kindness.” He contvols the world
around him by playing Jewish mother to
in sight. In the f[riendhest,
funniest ways, he tells his producer, his

cieryone

o

CARL IRI

“In veal life, people fart, vight? Bul
before "Blazing Saddles,” America had
not come to terms wilh the fart. Wind
was never broken across the  prairvie
in a Ken Maynard picture.”
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camevaman, his actors and his friends
what to eat, what to wear, when to cross
the styeet, when lo go to a doclor, what
kind of car is best for them, how to deal
with their pervsonal and business prob-
lems. “And Mel's advice s always good,”
says one of his producers. “He's the sanest
maniac 've cver met.”

Brooks maintains his sanity with a care-
ful balance of havd work and home cook-
ing. Up at six when a film is shooting, he
grabs a fast cup of coffee, pops a wad of
Trident gum ito his mouth and then
goes al 1l like a buzz saw. “Mel breathes
pure oxygen.” says one of his assistants.
“When our clins hit the table, he's still
walking on the cetling.” After “Young
Frankensiein™ was i the can, he edited
the picture frame by frame at least 12
times and m the last week of production
spent several hours in a vecording voom,
gleefully  snorting, grunting, snarling,
groaning, sighing and guflawing to fill
tiny gaps in the lalk track. “The man is a
demon,” says one of his editors. “Nothing
less than greatness will satisfy him. He has
the lonely passion for perfection”

Brooks also has a passion for family
life and he lives it out in a vemarkable
ménage. Brooks is married lo Anne Ban-
croft, considered by many critics the most
talented American actvess now al work.
“Anne s U percent actvess,” savs a
family friend, “and 1000 percent wife.
She is Mel's woman to the marrow of hev
bones. Once when we were shooting in
Yugoslavia, his feel got badly frosthilten.
I can still see her there on the floor, he
face white with shock and her g dark
eves full of horvor, rubbing Ius feet and
sobbing as if her hearl would break.”

Anne's devotion s relurned. Except
when  the shooting  schedule  vequives
longer hours, Brooks breaks off work at
six AL sharp and heads home for the
coening. Only close friends are invited
to wvisit the Brookses” howse. *“1Where you
eal,” le says simply, “is sacred.”

This insistence on privacy made dif-
ficulties for Brad Darvvach, the free-lance
jowrnalist and author of " The Day Bobby
Blew 117" (vLavsoy, July 1973) and of the
current best seller “Bobby Fischer Versus
the Rest of the World.” whao was assigned
by vLavwov fo inierview Brooks. Brooks
was flatteved by our requesi. As the sub-
ject of a previous “Playboy Interview”
(October 1966}, he was about to become
the fiest person ever interviewed twice by
the magazine. Nevevtheless. though always
friendly and charming, Brooks flatly re-
fused at fost to discuss any aspect of his
private life and. for move than a month
after Darrach avrived i Hollywood, said
he was too busy editing “Young Franken-
stein” lo take any time out for formal
interviews. He allowed Darvrach to watch
the editing process, however, and gradu-
ally admitted him to lis working family.
Heve is Darvach’s yepori :

“After frve weeks. the interviews began.
They were held at Brooks's office, a large

smog-sotled rectangle in 20th Century
Fox's main office building. We had 12
sessions in all, over a period of three
weeks, beginning every day at about 11:45
and lasting until about one. For the fust
session, Brooks's secrelary, Sherrvy Falk,
and I assembled an audience of writers,
divectors, producers and their secretavies.
After that, theve was no need to stimulate
altendance. Swiveling and grinning be-
hind his big curoed paper-clutiered desk.
leaping up and shouting and mugging
and scvambling avound the voom as he
spouted sense and nonsense, Brooks had
his listenevs litevally falling out of their
chaivs almost from the fost word of the
interview. Hearing the ruckus. people
came running from alt over the building.
During every session, 15 or 20 people
would wander i and owt, while a half
dozen stood grinming at the door. To pre-
servve the frenetic flavor of the seene, |
have left in the intervicw a few of these
mieyruptions. In the last tiwo vecording
sexsions. which weve condueted in private,
Brooks finally vevealed details of his per-
sonal life and made the powerful stale-
menls about humself and his phadosophy
that conclude the interview. I hope yon
gol enough.” he said when the last session
was over. "My tongue just died. PLAYBOY's
gonna have lo pay for the funeral and
put up a statue of Mel Brooks's tongue in
Centyal Park."”

BROOKS (sutcking up a fistful of chocolale.
covered Raisinets and  chomping them
beliind a Brooklyn-styeet-kid grin): All
right, ask away, Jew boy, or whatever you
pretend you are.

PLAYBOY: As onec Episcopalian to anoth-
er, how about giving our readers some
idea of what vou really look like? There
will be three pictures of you on the first
page ol this interview, but they won't do
you justice.

BROOKS: I don't want 1o be vain. but I
might as well be honest. I'm crowding
six, one. Got a mass of suaight blond
hair coming to a widow’s peak close to the
eves. Sensational sieel-blue eves. bluer
than Newman's. Muscular but whippy,
like Redford. The only wouble is 1 have
no ass.

PLAYBOY: What happened 1o it?

BROOKS: It [ell off during the war. Now |
lave a United Fruit box in the back and
I shit pears.

PLAYBOY: Tell us about your cars.

BROOKS: My cars are very much like Leon-
ard Nimoy's—you know, Mr. Spock on
Star Trek. the guv whose cars come o a
point. It happened like this: One night
Leonard and I went out and before din-
ner we had 35 margaritas. We woke up in
a kennel. There were four great Danes,
two on ecach side of us. Their ears had
already been clipped. And so had Leon-
ard’s. 1 reached up. felt my cars and, alas,
mine had. 1oo.

PLAYBOY: What about vour nose?

BROOKS: What about yours: Mine is aqui-
ling, lucking only a little hulb av the end.

PLAYBOY: You wish you had a bulb?
BROOKS: 1 do; I do—one that said 60 waus
on it and lit up. It would attract moths.
And it would help me read at night under
the blankets at summer camp. Care for
a Raisinet> We mentioned Raisinets in
Blazing Saddles and now the compiny
sends me a gross ol them every month. A
gross of Raisinets! Take 50 boxes. My
Iricnds ave avoiding me. 'm the leading
cause ol diabetes in Calilornia. Seviously.
they make great carph Or vou could
start a new school of Raisinet sculpure.
Noz Died vou know that rravsoy in Yid
dish is Spielboychick? Is it true that T am
the only person who has ever been inter-
viewed twice (ear-pievcing whiile) by
PLAYBOY?

PLAYBOY: Yes, amd we're beginning to
think we've made a terrible mistake. To
what, by the way, do you atwrtbute this
distinction?

BROOKS: To my height. And the lack of it
PLAYBOY: Since you've brought it up, why
are you so short?

BROOKS: You mean all of me or parts of
mer OK, you wang me to admit I'm a
four-foor, six-inch [reckle-Laced person ot
Jewish exiraction? I admit i All but the
extraction. But being shore never both-
ered me for three seconds. The rest ol
the time 1 wanted 10 commit suicide.
PLAYBOY: Now we know what you look
like. Whatt do vou do for a living?
BROOKS: I make people Laugh lor a living.
I believe T can say objectively thae whaaa |
do I do as well as anybody. Just say I'm
one ol the best broken-lield runners that
ever lived. I started in "38 and I'm hot in
75, For 35 years 1 was a cult hero. im
underground funny. First T was a comic’s
comic, then I was a comedy writer’s com-
cdy writer. When I'd go to where they
were working, [imous comedians would
turn white. "My God. he's here! The
Master! But 1 was never a big name 1o
the public. And then suddenly T surbiced.
Blazing Saddles made me famous. Mad
nun Brooks. More laughs per minmue
than any other movie ever made—until
Young Frankenstem., that is.

PLAYBOY: What's so special about your
comedy?

BROOKS (snalching up the recetver as the
phone ringsy: This is Mel Brooks. We
want 73 party has. 400 halloons, a cake
Tor 125 and any of the givls that are avail-
able in those costumes you sent up belore.
Thank you! (Slams the recerver down)
You were saying?

PLAYBOY: What's so special about——
BROOKS: My comedy is midnight hlue. Not
black comedy—I like people oo much.
Alidnight blue, and you can make it into
a peacoat il vou're on waich on the how
ol a ship plowing through the North
Atlantic. The buttons are very black and
very shiny and very large.

PLAYBOY: Speaking ol blue, you've heen
accused of v i
BROOKS: Bullshit!

PLAYBOY: And ol being undisciplined in




the comedy you write and direct.
BROOKS: Anarchic, the crickets call it. My
mother savs. “An archic?” She thinks I'm
an architect. My comedy is big-city, Jew-
ish, whatever 1 am. Energenic. Nervous.
Crazy. Anvway. what do rraysoy readers
care about comedyr They're not reading
this interview. Theyre all sitting on the
toilet with the ceuterfold open, doing
God knows what.

PLAYBOY: How did you come by your sense
of humor?

BROOKS: Found it at South Third and
Hooper. It was in a tiny package wrapped
in clearical tape and labeled Goop nu-
vor. When [ opened it up. out jumped
a big Jewish genie. "'l give vou three
wishes.” he said. “U, make it two.”
PtaYeoy: Where wias South Third and
Hooper?

BROOKS: Brooklvn. I was born in Brooklyn
on June 28, 1926, the 12th anniversary
ol the blowing up ol Archduke Ferdinand
ol Austria, We lived at 515 Powell Swreet,
in a tenement. I was born on the Kitchen
table. We were so poor my mother
couldn’t afford 10 have me: the lady next
door gave birth to me. My real name was
Melvin Kaminsky. | changed it to Brooks
becanse Kaminsky wouldn’t hie on a drum.
My mother’'s maiden name was Kate
Brookman. She was born in Kicev. My
father was born in Danzig. Maximilian
Kaminsky. He was a process server and he
died when T was two and a half—uuber-
culosis ol the kidney. They didn’t know
how to knock it out. no antibiotics then.
Tao this diav. my mother feels guilty about
us being orphans at such early ages.
PLAYBOY: \What's vour mother like?
BROOKS: My mother is very short—four,
cleven. she could walk under tables and
never hir her head. She was a wrue hero-
ine. She was lelt with four bovs and no
income, so she got a job in the Garment
Districe. Worked the norimal ten-hour day
and then brought work home. Turned
out bathingsuit sashes unul  daylight,
arabbed o lew hours ol sleep. got us up
and off to school and then went to work
again. My aunt Sadic, God bless her. gave
us some kind of a stipend that kept us
alive. And then my brothers worked.
Irving was the oldest. then Leonand.
Bernie and me. Irving and Lenny went
to work at 12 and put themselves through
school aid brought the fimily out of ruin
into food and clothing.

PETER HYAMS (a (v young man with black
haiv. poking his head in the doov and
looking confused): Excuse me, is this the
sex-education class?

BROOKS: Here comes Peter, [olks, the well-
known dircaror ol Busting  and  Fat
Chance, hopping down the bunny wail.
You know evervbody here. 1 think. Peter,
and evervhody knows and despises vou
(vising aned screaming)y AS A FILTHY,
DEGENERATE CHILD MOLESTER!
No ollense. (Sits down, smiling sweetly)
HYAMS: Mel, why are you so wishy-wishy?

BrROOKS: 1 can’t stand hurting anybody's
feclings.

PLAYBOY: You were talking about Irving
il Lenny.

BrROOKS: Right. Irving worked all the
time: that's how he put himsell through
Brooklyvn College night school. Close o
ten vears to get his degree. He's a chemist
and domng very well now. Has his own
company: makes paramedical equipment.
Irving was like a lather, very swrict. No
cursing in my familyv. I T even said
“hum.” Irving would hit me. Bernie was
short—he's five foot, five now. tops—but
he was a great solthall pitcher. A great
hitting pitcher. wo. Mv brother Lenny
used to cch Tor him, Lenny has a jovous,
charming  personality.  Good  singer.
Should  have been in show  business.
Bernie owns a bookstore now in River-
side, Calilornia. Lennv worked lfor the
Veterans  Administration—rctired  now
andd living in Fort Lauderdale.

PLAYBOY: 1)id vour mother have time to
look alter vou?

BROOKS: I was adored. 1 was alwavs in the
air. hurled up and Kissed and thrown in
the air again. Until I was six, my [eet
didn’t 1ouch the ground. “Look at those
cves! That nose! Those lips! That tooth!
Get that child away [rom me. quick! T'H
cat him!” Giving that up was very dil-
lienlt Lier on in hile.

My mother was the best cook in the
world. I make a matzoh ball” she used
1o sav, “that will sweep vou off vour leet!”
And she did her piecework in the Kitchen,
wo. All night she would sit up sewing,
pressing rhinestones. going blind. Won-
derful woman! She’s 78 now and still run-
ning w catch planes. T wok her to Las
Vesas not long ago. She loved the lobbies.
to hell with the big stars and the gam-
bling. She liked the lobbies. Jews like
lobbigs.

PLAYBOY: Did vou get vour sense of humor
[rom vour mother?

BROOKS: More from my grandmother. She
could hardly speak English, hut she made
up bilingual jokes. “Melbn® Es zar a
yenge mann gegange for a physical. ORZ”
A voung man went for his Army physical,
“Caehtt zurvick wnd sazl. “Nomma, ich hin
Vun-Ar " Tells his mother he's One-A.
“Momma hat geppmped in the aiv oma
jov. Tunderbar! You vouldn't go!” " "Bt
Momma! One-A means perlect! T go!™
“Bubele! Vat vou talking? How dey can
teck vou mit Vun-Az" Well, the joke was,
1 discovercd finallv, that A sounds like
ei in Yiddish. Ei means egg oand cgg
means  testicle. How  ‘hout  that  lor
Grandmaz

PLAYBOY: Not bad. Do vou have any
other——

BROOKS: Freeze! Don't move! Time for
a well-known Quotation rom Chairman
Mels 2005-Year-Old  Man  rvecord. Ta-
daaaa! “IF PRESIDEN'TS DON'T DO
I'T TO THEIR WIVES —THEY'LL DO
IT TO THE COUNTRY!" You were

saying?

PLAYBOY: Any other memoranle relatives?
BROOKS: Yes, Undle Joe. Unde Joe was a
philosopher. very deep. very  serious.
“Never eat chocolate alter chick'n,” he'd
tell us, wagging his finger. “Don’t buy a
cdboard belt,” he'd sav. Or he'd warn
us—we're five vears old—"Don’t invest.
Put da monev mma bank. Even the land
could sink.” He'd come up and tap yvou
on the arm while you were plaving stick-
bull. “Mary a e goil.” he'd whisper.
“They suong. Woik [va. Don’t marry a
Eace. Pur va under.”™ He hod great similes.
“Clever as a chickn™ was one ol them.
“That guy's zot da eves of a hat. Never
misses!” Later. we're in our teens, we're
horsing around outside the camdy store.
he'd come up to ws. “What vou talk’
‘hout, bovs:” “New cus” "Hmmmm.™
He'd swroke his chin. “\s far as I'm con-
soined,” he'd sav finally, “dey all sood!™
PLAYBOY: How did vou and vour [friends
pass the time?

BROOKS: Plaved stickball. chased cats. 1
wis alwavs ronnme. Skinny, sivinay linle
Jew with endless eneray. One day we were
plaving  punchball—like stickball, only
you used vour fist to hit a Spaldeen or a
bald tennis ball. There was a "36 Chewy
parked on our street and I ook off my
new  camel’s-hair-looking Yom  Kippur
sweater and put it very carelully in lun
nice dip in the Iront of the fender where
the headlisht was. Then 1 gor a serach
single and o had throw sent me 1o second.
Suddenly. T sce s beawtilul black 36
Chevy pull away Irom the curb and tike
ofl. Whoosh! I went aler it “Foul!™ they
were velling. “Balk!™ But I was gone, the
hell with the game. What was that com-
paved with a Yo Kinpur sweater: For
20 minutes [ ocised that car—wav into
Flatbush. Finally, 1 flagged it down
around Avenue UL Jesse Owens could nor
have made that run. Ounly a wen-vear-old
Jewish boy built Iike a wire hanger. Dut
when [ got my sweater, I was lost. No
idea how (0 get home. I ook the Nos
trand Avenue trollev. Got ofl i a tough
Irish neighborhood. “Hell-QOOO0O, Yus-
sel! 1 didnt wait around to hear any
more. Like in The 400 Blows, T van ull |
hit the sea. Coney Iland. Ten miles |
ran. It ook me an hour and a hall o get
home on the wollev. But 1T had my
camel’s-hair-looking Yom Kippur swemer.
PLAYBOY: Did you cver run away from
home?

srooks: I don’t think Jewish boys did
that. Run away to what>z But we hitch-
hiked a lot across the Williamsbhury
Bridee in scarch of jobs. Were 11 and
we're going 1o get jobs in New York. So
we'd walk around the Lower Ease Side
and for four cems we'd buy a ton ol
sanerkraut and gorge ourselves and e
very sick. Then we'd walk back: nobody
would give vou a ride at nighe. Tt was
a 20-minute walk over the bridge. Some-
where over the nuddle, we'd ger seared
and begin running. Six hundred feet be-
low is water—right—ind Jews on both
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sides. H you fell in, who would rescue
vou: Jews in those davs couldn’t swim.
PLAYBOY: \Why not?
BROOKS: Only place to swim v
ren Park, which was in a gentile region
ol Brooklyn. We could only go there if
there were six to twelve ol us. Otherwise,
we'd be attacked. Like, we'd be in the
locker room and a gang of Irish or Polish
or Ialian kids would e there and thev'd
inspect you. They'd see you were circum-
vsed. so they knew who was what. In
those days, gentile kids were not circum-
dsed. Then they'd follow you out and
pick on you.
PLAYBOY: Did you cury weapons?
BROOKS: Never. Because then they'd panic
and ged a hundred people. No weapons in
those days.
PLAYBOY: Did you ever commit i1 crime?
BROOKS: Yes. | stole salt off pretzels in
Feingold's candy store.
PLAYBOY: You were a wild kid.
BROOKS: Not only that, there were Penny
Picks—chocolate-covered candy. white in-
side. 1T you got one that was pink inside.
you got a nickel’s worth of candy free. We
would scratch the bottom of the chocolate
with our thumbnails until we lound a
pinkie. Poor Mr. Feingold. He could
never ligure out how we lound so many
pink ones. Which reminds me—Raisin-
ct? Take two.
PLAYBOY: No, thanks. No juvenile offend-
ers in vour neighborhood®
BROOKS: Sure, me! There were these Japa-
nese yo-vo experts who used o do exhibi-
tions at the Woolworth. They were great
amd even the managers would take their
eves off the counters to watch them “walk
the dog™ and “shinny up a pole™ and all
that. “OR.” we'd say, “the coast is clear.”
I'hen we'd sieal something. One time |
was with  Muscles Mandel and T was
crughe lifting a 20-cent cap pistol. The
nanager grabbed me and said, “Gotcha!™
I ripped the gun around and said, “Scand
back or I'll blow your head off'” He
jumped back. LEverybody jumped back,
and with this oy gun I made my geta-
way—stealing the gun at the same time!
Those idiots! They knew it was a cap gun
and still they backed up! 1 used thit gag
later in Blazing Saddles. What the——
(Brooks looks up, stavtled. An actor wear-
ing a “Planet of the Apes” mask is strolling
down the covridor outside Brools's office,
as though theve weve nothing in the least
unusual about his appearance. He glances
casually into Brooks's office. Just as casu-
ally, Brools gives him a nod.)

Hiva, kid. Workin'? (The actor does a
startled take, then moves on)
PLAYBOY: How did you do in school?
BROOKS: I got hit a lot by teachers. M.
Zill carried a stop watch on a leather lan
vard. like Captain Queeg. 1 he saw vou
cribbing or even looking at somebody
clse, vou'd get a sharp whack across the
eye with that lanyard. Mrs. Hovt would
give vou the base ol her palm against
vour forchead very hard, snapping a few

small bones in vour neck. Mrs. Adela
Williamson would wwist your car until
you had to go with it or lose the ear.
Everybody in her class was either a poten-
tal Van Gogh or an acrobar. T learned
how 1o do back flips because of her.

I was a bright kid and I was bored. so
I'd try 10 yok it up. They'd ask me about
Columbus. I'd say, “Columbus Cleaning
and Pressing. Filth and Hooper.™ The
class would Liugh and I'd get hit. But by
then I'd be laughing so hard 1 couldn’t
stop. Slapped.  grabbed by the  hair,
dragged to the principal’s office, couldn’t
stop  Laughing. Hit by the principal,
Kicked down the swirs, bleeding in the
gutier. couldn’t stop Laughing.

PLAYBOY: \What were yvou good at in
school?

BROOKS: Emoting. When I had 1o read a
composition. | would turn into a wild-
eved maniac, ing out mv arms and a
nounce in a ringing soprano: “AlY DAY
AT CAAIP”

PLAYBOY: \WWhat were your favorite hooks?
BROOKS: Dirty comics. Eight pagers. Short
atention  sp, No. Actually, 1 liked
Robinson  Crusoe, Black Beauty. the
usual things. But I wasn't a big reader.
Couldn’t sit still long enough.

PLAYBOY: How about Hebrew school?
BROOKS: Shul, we called it T went for a
litde while. About 15 minutes. We were
the children of immigrams. They told us
religious life was important. so we bought
what they 1old us. We faked it, nodded
like we were praving. Learned enough
Hebrew to get through a bar mitzoah.
Hebrew is a very hard language for Jews,
And we sulfered the incredible breath of
those old rabbis. They'd turn to vou and
they'd say, “Melbn. make me a briiche. A
britiiiiticicche!™ You never knew what
they said. Three words and you were on
the floor because their breath would
wither your [ace. There wis no surviving
rabbi breath. God knows what they ate—
garlic and young Jewish boys. Terrible!
PLAYBOY: Did vou go to the movies much?
BROOKS: Arc you kidding? The dumps
would open at ten o'clock Saturday morn-
mg and I'd be there, We'd get in for 11
cents. loaded down with Baby Ruths and
O'Henrvs and Mars bars. No Raisinets
in those diavs. Sherreee! Bring Raisinets!
rLavsoy is looking a little peaked! No?
Goy bastrd! No offense. So, anyway. in
the movies. even belore the lighss went
out, paper dips would stare to slingshot
all over the place. You'd get a shot in the
back ol your head—it would lodge in
vour brain—and you'd hear them hining
the screen like rain through the whole
movie. Then abow 11 o'clock at night,
there’d be a light in my eve. An usher
would be slapping me awake and a Jew-
ish wonmian sareaming belind him, “Mel
vin! You lave o ea!™”

PLAYBOY: What was vour Lavorite movie?
BROOKS: movies.  Frankenstein
gave me mghinares. I'd be sleeping on
the fire escape in the summmer and the

Horror

monster would climb up 1o ger me. And
just when he'd put his hand on my [ace
and I couldn’t breathe, I'd see the gleam
ol that metal rod in his neck and I'd wake
up screaming. “Frankenste = hd
vell. Saire everybody in the house. I'm
still yelling it. Don't tell anybody. but |
wittch Young Frankenstein from behind
my fingers. (Phone rings) I've got i,
Sherry. Hellor Cleavon Liule! The tal-
ented black star of Blazing Saddles' 1 love
vour Lace! Your obedient Jew here. How
are your What i | do lor vou?
You're looking for a part that will make
vou a millionairez I've got it! Play
Blanche du Bois. Right. in A Streetcar
Named Deste. You'd be the fst black
guy ever to play Blanche. Tennessce
would love it. But do it right. Go 10 Den-
mark. have the operation. You could open
in Mobile. Alabama, w0 sensational re
views. Police dogs. Sivens. With a liule
luck, you could become the first trans.
sexual marnvr! - Yes, Cleavon, yes!
Don’t be sirange! 1 love vour feet! (Hangy
up) Speak. reaveoy.

PLAYBOY: You were talking about growing
up in Brooklyn during the Depression.
Somehow you make it sound almost a
happy place.

BROOKS: Are you kidding? Terrible things
happened. Poor people died like flies.
The worst thing was when a woman
Killed herself by leaping from the rool of
a building at South Fifth Street and
Hooper. It was & mess. terrible, they had
a sheet over her, police cars all around.
We all ran 1o see: it was like a neighbor-
hood panic. Tragedy, everybody! Any-
way, that night my mother had decided
to work late, but I didn’t know that. So
when I got 1o the body. T saw these shoes
sticking out from under the sheet and
they looked awfully like my mother's
shoes. God, that was the worst moment
I ever experienced. T just stood there and
the whole hottom fell out ol my life.
Then my friend lrzie made a tasteless
joke: He said it couldn’t be my mother,
because my mother was so heavy she
would have broken the sidewalk. Bue
vou know, it helped a litde bit. it really
did. I said, “Yeah, that's vight. The legs
are skinny.” It gave me a litle hope. just
a litde. But oh. God. those hours while 1
sweated it out until I saw my mother! |
ran up to her and threw mysell upon her.
“Why are you hugging my leg? Let me up
the stairs!™ Such reliel! Inevedible! It was
it magic moment.

PLAYBOY: When did you find out that you
could be funny:

BROOKS: I was alwiys funny. But the fust
time 1 re ber was at Sussex Camp for
Underprivileged Jewish Children. T was
seven vears old and whatever the coun-
sclors said. 1 would turn it around. “Put
your plates in the garbage and stack the
scraps, boys!™ “Sray at the shallow end
ol the pool until vou learn to drown!™
“Who said that® Kiminsky! Grab him!
Hold him!™ Stip! But the other Kids liked




it and I was a success. I needed a success. 1
was short. I was scrawny. 1 was the last
one they picked to be on the team. “Oh,
all right, we'll take him. Put him in the
outheld.” Now, I wasn't a bad ahlere, but
the other kids were champs. In poar Jew-
ish neighborhoods, every kid could hit
a mile. They could be on their back and
throw a guy out at first. They were great
and I was just good. But I was brighter
than most kids my age, so I hung wound
with guys two years older. Why should
they let this puny kid hang out with
them? I gave them a reason. I became
their jester. Also, they were afraid ol my
tongue. I had it sharpened and I'd suck
it in their eve. T read a litde more than
they did. so I could sav. “Touch me not.
leper! “Hey! Mel called me a leopard!™
“Schmuck!  Leper!”  Words  were  my
cqualizer.

PLAYBOY: Where did you hang avound?
In the schoolyard?

BROOKS: Are vou kidding® We couldn’t
waill to get away rom school. We hung
andd on the corner. 1
mean. we dido’t hang out there just be-

out in the street

cause the sireet came 1o a corner. We
weren’t driven sexually arazy by a build-
ing coming to a poinm. We mert there be-
cause there was a drugstore or a candy
store on the corner. We'd all stamd out
on the sidewalk o warm weather and
duel verbally, tell jokes. Liugh it up. Girl
watching was part of it. and so was having
an ege cream. But the main thing was
corner shtick., we called 1, and in our
wang, I was the undisputed champ at cor-
ner shrick.
PLAYBOY: Would you give us a sample?
BROOKS: | he corner was tough. You hud to
score on the corner—no hullshit rou-
tines, no shick Taminated crap. It had 10
be, “Lemme tell ya what happened 1o-
day. . ..7 And you really had 1o be good
on vour feer. “Fat Hymie was hanging
from the fire escape. His mother cune by,
"Hymie! she sereamed. He fell two stories
and broke Ins head.” Real stories of trag
edy we sareamed at. The story had 1o be
real and it had 1o be funny. Somebody
cetting hurt was wonderful. “You hear
what  happened  with  Miltie and  the
Buick?” “What? Whaez" "He was doing
an cagle twrn on his skates. . .7 "Yeah?
Yeah? “Qogali! Qogali! Miltie thought it
as applaose, didn’t bother o look. Bam!
Buick got him right in the ass, Did 2
somersault. Crunncchit! Out like a light,
wok him away. Saint Catherine’s Hos-
pital. The nuns are with him now.” I'he
nuns are with this hule Jewish kid. nightz
And then you visit Miltie, propped up on
pillows, very cool. “Who are these pen-

euns:” he says. “And why do they wam
me to pee all the time:”

PLAYBOY: We've heard thar medicine 1s
kind of a hobby with you. How did vou
zet imterested inw?

BROOKS: 1 alwavs thought it was great 1o
be able to nike people leel beter. Tt was
a little like being God. So I started o take
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charge when anybody got hurt playing
ball. “Get the Mercurochrome. Put a
Band-Aid on. Quick! Flappy fainted.
Bring an egg cream!”

PLAYBOY: An cgg cream has healing
propertics?

BROOKS: An e¢gg cream can do anything.
An cgg cream to a Brooklyn Jew is like
water 1o an Arab. A Jew will kill for an
cge cream. It's the Jewish malmsey.
PLAYBOY: How do vou make one?

BROOKS: First, you got to get a can of Foxs
U-Bet Chocolate syrup. IF you use any
other chocolate, the egg aream will be oo
bitter or too mild. Take a big glass and
fill one fifth of it with U-Bet syrup. Then
add about hall a shot glass of milk. And
vou gotta have a selizer spout with wwo
speeds. One son-of-a-bitch bastard that
comes out like bullets and scares you; one
normal, regular-person speed that comes
out nice and solt and foamy. So hit the
tough bastard. the bullets of seltzer, first.
Smash through the milk into the choco-
late and chase 1the chocolate furiously all
wound the glass. Then, when the mix-
ture is hallway up the glass, you wurn on
the gentle stream and vou hll the glass
with selizer, all the time mixing with a
spoon. Then taste it. But sit down first,
beciuse you might swoon with ecstasy.
PLAYBOY: But there’s no egg in an cgg
cream.

BROOKS: That's the best part. That's the
wonder and the mystery of it. Talmudic
sages for generations have pondered this
profound question. Why is there no egg
m an cgg aenm? Well, 1000 years ago
there may have been egg in cgg creams.
Joe Heller is very bright and he thought
so. But Georgie Mandel and Speed Vogel
are bright, 106, and they applauded Julie
Green's reasoning. He said. “EFgg creams
are called egg creams because the top of
a wellamade egg cream looks like whipped
egr white.” I can’t olfer you an ege aream
right now, but how about a Raisinet?
If vou saape the chocolate ol 5000 of
them, you could have an egg aeam.
PLAYBOY: How much does an egg cream
cost?

BROOKS: I'hree cents or six cents, depend-
ing on how big it is—or they did when 1
wits i boy. Increments of three. O course,
il you were Izzie Sugarman, you would
save all week for a 12-center. I mean, the
alass was the size of a bucket, and every
kid on the block would be there to watch
it go down. Then we'd wait for the first
belch. Go-0-0-0-O-orch! Up it would
come like Old Faithiul, and then two or
three more liule oues. If you stood too
close, vou'd get sprayed.

PLAYBOY: What does an egg aeam do for
you?

BROOKS: Physically, it contributes mildly
to your high blood sugar. Psychologically,
it is the opposite of circumcision. It pleas-
urably reafirms your Jewishness. But
what is all this with ege arcams? Isn't this
a Playboy Interview? When are you going
to ask me about sex?

PLAYBOY: Alr. Brooks, what is your aui-
tude toward sex?

BROOKS: How dare you ask me such a filthy
question? What do you take me for—an
animal? Kindly change the subject! I pre-
fer to speak about Cossacks. 1 live in terror
ol Cossacks. Also ol curs and narrow
places. And 1 don't like 1o make turns
when T walk. At nighe | keep the lighs
on in the closet. Mice ear closets.
PLAYBOY: You don't have a cat?

BROOKS: I am a cat. As a bov, 1 could make

- the greatest cat sounds in the world. and

I'm still very good. There may be better
catsound makers. buc they have not come
to my attention. In Young Frankenstein,
there is a scene in which Gene Wilder
throws a dart and misses the targer. A sec
ond later you hear the greatest cat-in-pain
seream ever heard on hlm. It was per-
lormed by vour obedient servant.
PLAYBOY: Were Jewish cas different from
gentile cuts in vour neighborhood:
BROOKS; You mean, did they wear yar-
mulkes? No, but Jews were dillerent.
When I 'was a linde Kid at home, 1 thought
the whole world was Jewish. Even when
1 was allowed out 10 play, I still thought
Ialians and 1he like were very rare. We
used to wy o caprure them to study them,
It was it shock when we saw their penises
and they all Tuad those [unny tips. Looked
like antearers, Did 1 tell you that for
vears | thought Roosevelt was Jewish® No
kidding. I mean, the Nazis called him a
Jew bastard, vight? I loved him. I thought
of him as my father. I'm always stunned
when I find out that people like Roosevelt
and Tolstoy weren't Jewish. How could
I love them so much?

Anyway, alter a while, I realized it
wasn’'t only our penises that were differ-
ent. Jews looked dillerent. My image of
i jew has always been that of a shon,
funny-looking guy with kinky red hair
and milk-white skin with lots ol Ireckles
and he's usually hiding under a bed, pray-
ing [or his lile in Yiddish while the Cos
sacks go thumdering by, When 1 was a
litde hoy. I thought when I grew up 1
would talk Yiddish, wo. I thought liutle
kids talked English, but when they be-
came adults, they would 1alk Yiddish like
the adulis did. There would be no reason
to talk English anymore, because we
would have made ir.

But even in English, Jews talked dif-
ferent. Gentiles have Rs. Jews were not
given Rs by God. Gentiles said, “PaRk
the calR.” Jews said, “Pahk the cah.” Jews
m Brooklyn learned their English mostly
from the Irishi. Anvbody who savs, "1
wantida go ta da terlit on T oid Avunya”
is mixing a Jewish-immigrant accent with
an Irish brogue.

PLAYBOY: Wae there any Jewish prin-
cesses in Brooklyn in those days?

BROOKS: Sheila Rabinowitz. Jewish prin-
cesses are a second-generation thing. First-
generation girls were sarubbing floors and
helping out. Second-generation  parents
could afford 1o support royalty. But Shei-

l's father was a coriander importer; he
made it big m coriander; so Sheila was a
fost-generation Jewish princess. She lived
two blocks away from school and she ok
a cab. She had four chain bracelets with
different names on them, 1wo on her
wrists and two on her ankles. And all the
names were gentile, just o put you in
your place: Bob, Dick, Peter and Steve.
They happened o be Jewish guys. b
the names were gemile. Sheila came 1o
class in a Pucd, and Pucei wasn't even in
business yet. Sixteen vears old and she
wore a turban with a rhinestone in the
middle of it. And the accent! “Why, hel-
loowo, theahhh. How aalh you®' Wha
the hell &5 coriander, anyway?

PLAYBOY: What became of Sheila?
BROOKS: Don’t know. She was dicaming
of the great world beyond the ghetto. 1
wias happy where T was. When I was a
Kid. I was very confused by what the Jew
was in the outer world. I knew what he
was in Willimsbwrg., He was a runner
and a rac and scared as hell, Bue Jews
in the outside world I heard different,
conllicting things about. Firse of all, |
heard that they weve the Conmmunists,
overthrowing all the governments in the
world. When I was in high school, 1
thought a Jew’s job in lile was to throw
over every government. The other thing
I heard was that the Jews were capital-
ists and had all the gold and the banks
and it the Jews' job was 1o kill all the
socialists and the radicals. So 1 never
really figured out what the Jewish mission
was. Should I kill the cipitalists and 1ake
their money? No, I'd be killing Jews.
Should 1 stamp out the radicals so that
we could keep our money: No, I'd be
Killing Jews. Very confusing. BUT (leaps
ta lus feety ENOUGH OF JEWS! TAWILL
SPEAK NO MORE OF JEWS! IN
FACT. T WILL SPEAK NO MORE OF
ANYTHING! (Ripping off seocral stvips
of Scotch tape, he seals his lips tight and
then, in a frenzy, rolling his eyes and
squealing wordlessly, slaps sticky vibbons
of lape over his ems, over his nostrils,
over his haiy and finally, evelids stuck
shut, soes staggeving around the voom.
dragging one leg, gurgling and mumblin 2)
Look! Look wha' 1h" G'rm'ns did ' me!
(He tears off the tape) They siole into
my foxhole at night and covered my face
with Scotch tape.

PLAYBOY: In your ovies, you make fun
of Germans. Don’t vou like them?
BROOKS: Me? Not like Germans? Why
should T not like Germans? Just beciuse
they're wrrogant and have fat necks and
do anything they're told so long as it's
auel, and killed millions of Jews in con-
centration camps and made soap out of
their bodies and lamp shades out of their
skins? Is that any reason o hae their
fucking guts?

PLAYBOY: Certainly not. Have you ever
been in Germany?

BROOKS: Only 1o kill Germans. I was in
the Army, World War Two. Seventeen, |




cnlisted. Fort Sill, Oklahoma. Basic train-
ing, right? Make a soldier out of the Jew
boy. Left, right. I tried 1o explain o the
sergeant, walking is not good lor Jews.
He felt otherwise. Then one day they
put us all in trucks, drove us to the rail-
road station, put us in a locked train
with the windows Dlacked out. We get
off the wain. we get on a boat. We get off
the boat, we get imo trucks. We get om of
the trucks, we start walking. Suddenly,
all around us, Waauhwaatthwaauh! Sirens!
Iiger tanks! We're survounded by Ger
mans. I's the Baule of the Bulge! Hands
up! “Wai!” I say. “We juse lele Okla
homa! We're Americans! We're supposed
to win!"™ Very scary, but we csr:ipcd_

I spene a lot of tme in the arullery.
l'oo noisy. Could not 1ake the noise. All
through the war, two cigarette butts siuck
in my cars. Couldn’t read, couldn’t think,
conldu’t even make a phone all. Bagha-
rrroocovommmmm! Brvllaggehhaarroooo-
oovoooonummmm! And then they started
shooting. “Incoming mail!™ Bullshit. Only
Burt Lancaster sayvs that. We said, “Oh,
God! Oh, Christ!”™ Who knows, he might
help. He was Jewish, too. "MOTHER!”

I was a lorward observer. Couldn't
learn the artillery argot. You're supposed
1o give them map coovdimates: “Alpha
48 point 27. Correction. Beta 2 poing 5.7
But I'd say, "No, no! You're mussing it!
You're going over, dumnmy! You're not
cven mear! Aim lor the big wee by the
chureh! Say, listen, did the chow come
up verZ' Very unmilitary. 1 didn'c last
long as a forward observer.

PLAYBOY: What did you do when you got
out of the Army?

BROOKS: Wait! You're going too fast! At
the end ol the war, 1 did Army shows.
First Tor the Germans, then at Forte Dix
I did some camp shows. We all rolled up
our pants and were the Andrews Sisters.
One of us is sull domg LaVerne in the
East Village. Anyway, alter 1 got out, |
had three choices. 1 could go 1o college
and hang out a shingle and make S10.000
a year. Another thing for a Jew to do
would be 1o become a salesman. Hipsy,
pipsy, lotsa pep, you know? White-on-
white shirt, black-molory sui, Swank cull
links and, il vou made 11, a cat’s-eve ring
on the pinkie. And on the other pinkie,
vour bar muizial ving, That was the Ing
Brooklyvn jewelry artillery. Shine in every
hodh's eves at a pany

PLAYBOY: And the thivd thing?

BROOKS: Show business. But you got o
understand  something:  Jews don’t do
comedy in winter. In summer, all right.
You're a kid, you work in the mountains.
Fhat's how 1 got started years before—
as a pool fumeler. A pool tumeler is a
bushoy with tinsel in his blood. For cight
bucks a week and all you cin eat, you do
dishes, rent out rowboats, cdean up the
tennis courts and, il you beg hard enough,
they let yvou try to be funny avound the
peol. I'm 11 years old and I walk out on
the diving board wearing a black derby
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and a big black-alpaca overcoat. I'm carry-
ing two suitcases filled with rocks. *Busi-
ness is terrible!” I yell. “I can't go on!”
And I jump in the pool. Big laugh—the
Jews love it. But | don’t laugh—because
the suitcases weigh a ton and like a shot
I go 10 the botom. The overcoat soaks
up 20 gallons ol water istandy. I run
out of air, but I can’t lift the suitcases—
and I cn'e leave them in the water.
They're made of cardboard, in two min-
utes theyll dissolve, and I need them lor
tomorrow’s act. God bless Oliver, that
big poy! He was the lifeguird— Jews don't
swim, remember?>—and every day he'd do
a liule swan dive and haul me up.
PLAYBOY: What happened alter  pool
tumeling?

BROOKS: | joined a Borscht Belt stock
company. They let me play the diswict
attorney in Uncle Harry, a straight melo-
drama. I'm I+ and a half. but I'm playing
a 75-year-old man. My only line was, I
pour some water from a carale into a
glass and say, “Here, Harry, have some
water and calm down.” But on opening
night, 'm a liule nervous, right? So I
dropped the carafe on the table and it
smashed and this flood rushed in all di-
rections and made a waterfall off the
table and all over the stage—such a mess!
The audience gasped. 1 don’t waste a min-
ute: I walk vight down 1o the footlights
and take off my gray toupee and say, “I'm
11, what do you waniz” Well, I got a
S5l-minute laugh, but the director ol the
play came running down the aisle and
chased me through five Jewish resorts.
PLAYBOY: So how did vou become a
comedian?

BROOKS: I hecame i drummer, that's how.
When we moved to Brighion Beach, I was
13 and a hall and only a few honses away
lived the one and only Buddy Rich.
Buddy was just beginning with Artie
Shaw then, and once in a while he would
give me and my friend Billy half a lesson.
When I wente back 10 the mountains alter
the war, I played drums and sang. (Eyes
swddenly dreamy, begins to patter rhyth-
mically on his desk with finger tips as he
sings) “It's not the pale moooon that ex-
cites me, thae thrills and delights me. Oh,
nooooo. . .." Oh, I was so shitty. You've
no idea.

Anyway, one time in the mountains I
was playing drums behind a standard
mountain comedian. Wonderful delivery,
but all the usual jokes. T just flew in
[rom Chicago and. boy, are my arms
tired.” “Was that girl skinny—when 1
took her 1o a restaurant, the waiter said,
‘Check yowr umbrella® ™ Anyway. one
night the comic got sick and they asked
me o go on for him. Wow! But [ didn’t
want to do those ancient jokes, so 1 de-
cided 10 go out there and make up swuff. 1
figured, Il just talk about things we all
know and see il they turn out [unny.
Now, that day a chambermaid named
Molly got shut in a closet and the whole
hotel had heard her screaming, “Los mir

arois!” Let me out! So when I went on
stage, I swood there with my knees knock-
ing and said. “Good evening. ladies and
gentlemen .. LOS MIR AROIS! They
tore the house down.

PLAYBOY: You comtinued to improvise
vour act, night after nighe?

BROOKS: Crazv. huh? But [ did. Look, I
had 1o ke chances or it wasn't fun heing
funny. And vou know, there was a lot of
great material lying around in the Cas-
Kills. waiting to be noticed. Like Pincus
Camor. He was the namager where [ was
working. an old-fashioned Jew rom the
Polish shietl. He couldn’t handle 1he
loud-speaker system at the hotel. Technol-
ogy was bevond him. He was never sure il
he had the speaker ofl or on and he
usually had it on at the wrong time. It's
a peacelul sunny day in the mountains,
rightz People are snoozing in deck chairs,
people are rowing slowly across the lake.
Suddenly, a remendous shour hooms out.
For ten miles in the mountains, vou could
hear it: “SON OF BITCH BASTARD!
FILT'Y RGTTEN! HOW DEY CAN
LEAVE A SHELT SO FILTY! THAT
SON OF BITCH! LAT HINM SLEEDP IN
ITMIVUDNT. .. . IT'S VAAAAT: IT'S
ON7Z OWYYYY™ Click.

So I did Pincus Camtor onstage—Dhig
hit. Buu 7 wasn'e @ big hic not at fivst. The
Jews in the tearoom. the Jewish ladies
with blne hair, would call me over and
say. “Melvin, we enjoved certain parts
ol your show, but a trade would be beter
lor you. Anvthing with vour hauds would
be good. Aviation mechanics are very well
paid.” I'd walk by a bald guy, Sol Yaso-
witz. “Well, what did vou think. Mr. Yaso-
witzz" I'd ask him, “Stunk.” With a linle
smile. You could never get @ kind word
out of the Jews. And vou know, mavbe
I was wervible. T had this theme sone,
wrote it mvsell. (Daoes a Donald (' Connor
wall-on as he sings) “Dadadadat  dac
daaan! Here T am. /I'm Melvin Brooks! [

I've come 10 stop the show. /Just a ham
who's minus looks /But in vour hearis Tl
grow! /I'll rell von g

Fll sing vou

ong. /Out of myv mind. 'Won't vou
be kind?/And please . . . love . .. Melvin
Broovooools!" Terrible. rightz Aflier that,
you surely need a Raisinet. rightz Wrong.
But 1hink it over. Believe me, there are
very Tew things that work as well when
covered with chocolate. Anvway, I want-
ed 1o amertain so badly thae | kept at it
until T was good. T just browbeat my
wiy into show business,

PLAYBOY: We read somewhere that you
did seven two-hour shows & weck while
you were working in the Causkills.
BROOKS: | hat’s true. But we thoughu noth-
ing ol it. We thought that's the way it is
in show business. Alwer that, the big time
a cream pufl. One show a week on
television. one pictire a year in the mov-
ics. Are vou kidding? I've spent the last
20 years crirching up on my sleep.
PLAYBOY: Didn't you meer Sid Caesar

wis

when you were working in the mountains?
BROOKS: Ycali. but before I went imo the
Army. He was a saxophone player and a
veally werrific one. He could have been
world-famous on the sax, but he started
[ooling avound in the band and he was
so tunny they turned him into a comedian,
Alter the war, we met again in New York
and he got me into television. Sid was a
genius, a great comic actor—still is—ihe
gratest mimic who ever lived. Only he
didn’t impersonate  celebrities: he  did
upes. He would do a harvied marvied
man or an old horse on its last legs or a
bop musician named Cool Cees or a whole
Taalian movie. He was imitating life and
he had these tremendous insights over a
huge range. And there was always a
needie. Sid had this terrihic anger in him:
he was angry with the world—aned so was
L Maybe 1 was angry because I was a Jew,
because 1 was short, becruse my mother
didu't buy me a bicycle, because it was
tough w0 get ahcad, because 1 wasn't
God-—who knows whyr Anvway, il Sid
and I hadn'e Telt so much alike, 1 would
hitve been a comic ten years earlier. But
he was such i great vehicle lor my passion.
PLAYBOY: Is it true that everybody hated
vou on Your Show of Shois:

BROOKS: Lverybody hated everybody. We
robbed trom the rich and kepr everyihing.
There was vemendous hostility in the
air. A highly charged sitnation, but very
od. We were all spoiled bras compet-
ing with each other for the king's favor,
and we all wanted to come up with the
Lununiest joke. 1 would be damned il any-
body would write anvthing funnicr than
I would and everybody else lel the same
way. There were seven comedy writers
in that room, seven brilliant comedic
braims. There was Mel Tolkin and Lu-
cille Kallen. Then § came in. And spoiled
everything. Then Joe Stein, who later
wrote Fiddley on the Roof, ind Ly
Gelbart,  who  writes  and  produces
MPA*S*H_ Mike Stiewart wyped for us.
Imagine! Our typist later wrote Bye Bye
Birdie and Hello, Dolly! Later on, Mike
was replaced a the wypewriter by some-
body named Woody Allen. Neil and
Danny Simon were there, wo, bhut Doc
was 50 quict we didn’t know how good
he was. Seven rats i a cage. The pitch
sessions were lethal. In that yoom, yon
had 1o hght o stay alive.

PLAYBOY: [rom what we've heard, your
competitive relationship with the other
writers  was  nothing  compared  with
vour troubles with Max Liebman, the pro-
ducer ol the show.

BROOKS: Max lunted me. I was a preny
snotty Kid. But T hated him right back.
When Sid first asked Max 1o hire me, Max
wouldn’t do it. So Sid gave me 550 a week
himsell and I'd wait in the hallway out-
sidde. where Sid and Max and Mel and
Lucille were writing the show. After a
while, Sid would stick his head out and
say, “We need three jokes.”™ So I'd give
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imports should convince you.

The Honda Civic has a short hood —
made possible by mounting the engine
sideways — and a short rear deck.

Its compactness makes it ideal for
today's crowded cities.

See your local Honda Civic dealer N [

for details and date of 1975 availability. e

When you get the full story, plus a ' 4

test drive, we think you,“ like what the Vinyl top and mag whecls optional. CVCC is a Honda irademark.

world is coming to. : HONDA CIVIC




PLAYBOY

60

him three jokes, but Max wouldn't let
me 1.

PLAYBOY: What didn’t he like about you?
BROOKS: He didn't like my last mouth.
When I'd sass him back. he'd throw a
lighted cigar at me—vight at my face!
I'd duck. One day. we were standing on
the stage. I yelled, “Pepper Martin slid-
mg into second! Watch your ass!™ And T
ran straighe at him ac ull speed and then
threw myself into a headbrse slide. Slid
right hetween his legs. sent him Hying in
the air, scared the shit out of him. We
laugh about it now. but it was rough
then. He's a great showman. though: un-
consciously, I think I still copy him.
PLAYBOY: Didn't vou once scre the shit
out ol General Sarnoll?

BROOKS: True! One day they had a big
conference in the RCA Building, All the
big shots. General Sarnofl. the chairman
of the board of RCA: Pat Weaver, the
president of NBC: Max Lichman and
Sid. When I ried o walk into the romn
with them. the door was slammed in my
face. But I wanted to know what they
were planning. Would there be a new
show? Should I buy a new cur? So I put
on a white duster and a suaw hat and 1
crashed through the door into the meet-
ing and jumped up on the conlerence
table. “Hurrav!™ I velled. “Hurrayv! Lindy
las Landed at Le Bourget!” This was 1950.
And I whipped off my straw hat and
skimmed it across the room and it sailed
right out the window and has never been
seen since. Then 1 burst into the Mar-
setllatse while General Sarnoff clutched
his heart and Liebman picked his eves up
ofl the Hoor. Weaver was white as a sheet.
Sid wis the only one who laughed: siag-
gered around. holding his gut. Liebman
said, “And now. il you will kindly leave
us. Mr. Brooks!” But I said. “Don't you
understand? Lindy made it!”

PLAYBOY: So mudch for vour oflscreen ma-
terial. What did voun write for the show?
BROOKS: Mlasterpicces. Best work 1 ever
did. We did eight comedy items a weck.
Live. No taping. Big classy items.
PLAYBOY: Would vou run through a skit?
BROOKS: | remember the first one T wrote
lor Sid. Jungle Boy. “Ladies and gentle-
men, now lor the news. OQur roving cor-
vespondent has just discovered a jungle
boy. rvaised by lions in Alrica, walking the
streets of New York Civy.” Sid played this
in a lionskin, rightz “Sir. how do you sur-
vive in New York City?” “Survive:”
“"What do you eat?” “Pigeon.” “Don’t the
pigeons object:” “Ounly for a minute.”
“What are you alraid of more than any-
thingz" “Buick.” “You're alraid of a
Suicks” “Yes. Buick can win in death
struggle. Must sncak up on parked Buick,
punch grille hard. Buick die.”

PLAYBOY: Who were the show's other stns?
BROOKS: Imogene Cocr. brilliant lady.
Carl Reiner, greatest straight man in the
world. And Howice Morris! Howie had
the best nose ever given o a Jew. No job.
His own nose. A miracle! On the nose

alone he could pass. Also a genius. Didn’t
know a word except in English but could
speak any langua serman gibberish,
Italian  gibberish, Russian  gibberish.
Amazing car for accents. You'd think it
was the real thing. But the best thing
about Howie was that he was the only guy
on the show who was shorter than me!
Cave me this inaredible feeling ol power.

S0 one night. just after he came on the
show, we were walking along MacDougal
Alley in the Village, chatting about the
show, getting acquainted. Lovely evening.
just getting dark. So 1 decided to rob him.
No, really. Islapped him around, knocked
him against a yellow Studebaker. “This is
a stick-up!” I said. I had my hand in my
coat pocket with my finger pointed like a
pistol. “Gimme everything you got or I'll
Kill ya!™ My eves were glittering, I looked
crazy. He went white. 1 ook his wallet.
his watch, even his wedding ring. Cleaned
him out. Then I ran away in the night.
He staggered to a phone booth. called Sid.
Sid said. “Oh, he's started that again. has
her Whatever you do. don’t call him up
or go to his house, he'll kill va,” Howie
said. “But when do 1 get my stufl back”
Sid said. “Ya goua wait till he comes o
his senses,”

Well. lor three weeks. Howie waited,
No wallet. no watch. Had to buy another
wedding ring. I'd say hello o him every
morning like nothing had happened. “Hi,
Howie. How ya doing? D'yva like the
sketch?” He'd say, “Very good. Mel. Like
it a lot.” Then he'd go o Sid and say,
“When's he going o remember? My i
cense was in my wallet. I haven’t been
able to drive [or three weeks.” And Sid
would say. “Wait.” Aud then one day 1
stared at Howie and hit my head.
“Howiel Oh, my God! 1 robbed you! I'm
so sorry! Here's your wallet! Here's your
money! Here's your ring!™

Well. it was the longest practical joke
in history, because three years later—by
now we're the best of friends—we're row-
ing on the luke in Central Park ar lunch-
time. Lovely sunny day. Butterflies making
love, the splash of the ows. Howic is
rowing. We go under a secluded bridge.
Perfect place for a holdup. I stand up. put
my hand in my pocket. slap him in the
lace. Howie's smart. The prey always re-
spects the predator’s prerogatives. So with-
out a word, he forks over his wallet, his
watch, his ring, takes off his shoes. ties
them around his neck, jumps overboard—
the water's up to his chin—and wades
ashore. Well, that vime T gave him his
sadl back in a few days. But I intend 10
rob him again someday. ladies and gentle-
men, because robbing Howie is what 1
do best.

PLAYBOY: Over the years. what was your
main contribution to the show?

BROOKS: Lnergy and insanity. I mean, I
would take terrilying chances. I was total-
ly willing 10 be an idiot. I would jump ofl

into space, not knowing where I would .

land. T would run across tightropes, no

net. 10T fell. blood all over. Pain. Humil-
iation. In those pitch sessions, I had an
audience of experts and they showed no
mercy. But I had 1o go bevond. It wasn't
only competition to be funnier than they
were. I had 1o get 1o the ultinmate punch
line. you know. the cosmic joke that all
the other jokes came out of. [ had 1o hit
all the walls, I was immensely ambitious,
It was like | was sereaming at the universe
o pay autention. Like I hid o make
God laugh.

Funny. I remember one year at the
Emmy-awards ceremony, they gave the
award for comedy writing to the writers
of The Phil Silvers Show, and they had
never ever given an Emmy to the writers
of Your Show of Shows. So 1 jumped up
on a table and started sereaming. right
there in front of the cameras and every-
body. “Coleman Jacoby and Arnie Rosen
won an Emmy and Mel Brooks didn't!
Nictzsche was right! There is no God!
There is no God!™
PLAYBOY: You know. you've described a lot
ol really wild behavior. Are you sure
some ol it wasn’t actually a linde crazy?
BROOKS: I'm sure it was. I went through
some disastrous times when I was a young
man. After 1 was hived by Your Show of
Shows. T started having acute anxicty at-
tacks. I used 10 vomit a lot between
parked Plymouths in midiown Manhat-
tan. Sometimes I'd get so anxiety-stricken
I'd have 10 run, hecause I'd be generating
too much adrenaline o do anything bt
run or scream. Ran for miles through the
city streets. People stared. No  joggers
back then. Also. I couldn’t sleep at night
and I'd get a lot of dizzy spells and 1 was
nauseated for days.

PLAYBOY: What Dbrought on all
anxietys

BROOKS: I'car of heights. Look at what had
happened. I was a poor kid from a poor
neighborhood, average family income $35
a week. I felt lueky 1o be making 350 a
week, which is what Sid was paying me.
And then. on 1op of that, I got a screen
aredit! “Additional dialog. Mel Brooks.™
Wow! But when I was listed as a regular
writer and my pay went to 5250 a week, |
began to get scired. Writer! I'm not a
writer. ‘Terrible penmunship. And when
my salary went 1o S1000 a week, 1 really
panicked. Twenty-Tour years old and
ST000 a week? It was unreal. I figured any
day now they'd find me out and fire me. It
was like I was stealing and 1 was going 10
get caught. Then, the year after that, the
money went to S2500 and fimally T was
matking S5000 a show and going out of my
mind. In [t the psychological mess [ was
in began o cruse a real physical debilita-
tion. To wit: low blood sugar and under-
active thyroid.

PLAYBOY: You—underactive thyroid?
BROOKS: Everybody thinks, Mel Brooks,
that maniac! The energy ot that man! He
must be hyperthyrowld. du contraive, mon
frére. To this day, I take a hall grain of
thyroid—and  an  occasional  Raisinet.

this




Now, seriously, have you got kids? How's
about taking a couple boxes Raisinets
for the kids? They'll love em, and——
PLAYBOY: But chocolate is terrible for
their weeth.

BROOKS: Arc teeth so good for chocolate?
Let's be fair.

PLAYBOY: T'hanks, but
BROOKS: Tuke your time. It's a big de-
cision. Maybe you should call your law-
yer. Use my phone, OK? Where were we?
PLAYBOY: What swraightened you out
emotionally?

BROOKS: Me¢l Tolkin sent me to an
analyst. Strictly Freudian. On the couch—
no peeking. But the man himself was kind
and warm and bright. Most of my symp-
toms disappeared in the first year, and
then we got into much decper stuff—
whether or not one should live and why.
PLAYBOY: Did you find any answers to that?
BROOKS: The main thing I remember from
then is bouts of grief for no apparent rea-
son. Deep melancholy, incredible grief
where you'd think that somebody very
close to me had died. You couldn't gricve
any more than I was grieving.

PLAYBOY: Why?

BROOKS: It was connected with accepting
life as an adult, getting out in the real
world. I was grieving about the death of
childhood. T'd had such a happy child-
hood, my family close¢ to me and loving
me. Now I really had 10 accept the mantle
of adulthood—and parenthood. No more
cadging quarters from my older hrothers
or my mother. Now 1 was the basic sup-
port of the family unit. 1 was proud of
doing my bit, but it meant no longer
being the baby, the adorable one. It
meant being a father figure. Deep, deep
shock. But finally I went on to being a
mature Il(_‘l's()ll.

You often hear, you know, that people
go into show business 1o find the love
they never had when they were children.
Never believe it! Every comic and most
of the actors I know had a childhood full
of love. Then they grew up and found out
that in the grown-up world, you don’t get
all that love, you just get your share. So
they went into show business Lo recapture
the love they had known as children when
they were the center of the universe.
PLAYBOY: Arc you saying that analysis
changed you from the wild man who did
a Pepper Martin slide at Max Liebman
into the mature man who wrote and di-
rected Blazing Saddles?

BROOKS: 1I'm saying that you should stop
trying to be funnier than the Jew. What
changed me was success and having to
solve the problems of success. At that
time of life, no matter what you do, you're
getting your education, what Joseph Con-
rad called the bump on the head. 1 got
mine [rom the analyst and from Mel Tol-
kin. Between them, they were the father
1 never had. Sherreeeeee! Bring me some
Trident gum! 1 gave up smoking, lolks,
on January 3, 1971, In licu of eating my
desk, I chew gumn. 'Cause the mouth still

wants to inhale. Already I've inhaled a
Bell telephone; that's how herce the de-
sire is.

PLAYBOY: Can vou give some advice to
someone who is trying to quit smoking?
BROOKS: Suck somebody else’s nose.
pLaYBOY: Thank you. Now about Tol-
kin. . ..

BROOKS: Tolkin is a big, tall, skinny Jew
with terribly worried cyes. He looks like
a stork that dropped a baby and broke it
and is coming to explain to the parents.
Very sad, very funny, very widely read.
When I met him, I had read nothing—
nothing! He said, “Mel. you should read
Tolstoy, Dostoievsky, Turgenev. Gogol.”
He was big on the Russians. So I started
with Tolstoy and T was overwhelmed.
Tolstoy writes like an ocean, in huge,
rolling waves, and it doesn't look like it
was processed through his thinking. It
feels very natural. You don’t question
whether Tolstoy's right or wrong. His
philosophy is housed in interrelating
characters, so it's not up for grabs. Dos-
toievsky, on the other hand, you can dis-
pute philosophical points with, but he’s
good, too. The Brothers Karamazov ain't
chopped liver.

PLAYBOY: What about Gogol?

BROOKS: Now you've said it. Perfect.
Comedy and humanity, and he knew what
he was talking about. Dead Souls is a mas-
terpicce. I love Gogol's great eye for idiot
behavior. Gogol said that life is so tragic,
so stupendously sad that we'd better laugh
a lot and enjoy ourselves. You cither get
a sense of humor going or you go under.
PLAYBOY: So there’s a big Russian in-
lluence in your work.

BROOKS: Big. The Russian novelists made
me realize it's a bigger ball park than the
Bilko show. Right from the moment I
read them, T knew I wanted to achieve
more than Doc Simon and Abe Burrows
did. I wanted to be the American Moliére,
the new Aristophanes.

PLAYBOY: Were you influenced by other
comedians as well as by great writers?
BROOKS: Powerfully. I thought Chaplin
was wonderful. Liked Laurel and Hardy
even more. Keaton was the greatest mas-
ter ol physical comedy. Fields was a
genius at skit construction. And Fred
Allen showed me new kinds of irony.
PLAYBOY: So you got rich. cultured, sec-
cure—then what happened?

BROOKS: And then the roof [ell in. There
I am, strolling around in silk shirts and
thinking, I'm cut out [or greatness. Tele-
vision’s too small for me. How am 1 going
to get out of this lousy racker? And sud-
denly I am out ol it. The show is off the
air. One day it's $5000 a week, the next
day it's zilch. I couldn’t get a job any-
where! Comedy shows went out of style
and the next five years 1 averaged $85 a
week. Tive thousand a week to $85 a
week! It was a terrifying nosc dive.,
PLAYBOY: What about the money you had
saved?

BROOKS: What money? Are you kidding?

I was married! 1 was so much in debt 1
couldn’t believe it! All T had was a limited
edition of War and Peace and an iron
skate key. 1 kissed the skate key four
times a day just to have something to do.
PLAYBOY: How about the record? Didn't
vou amnd Reiner record The 2000-Year-
Old Man not long after the show lolded?
BROOKS: A year later, the record came out.
Saved me. Sold maybe 1,000,000 copies.
And we did two others, 2001 and the
Cannes Film Festival. We'd been doing
the act for nothing at parties. We'd go to
Danny’s Hide-A-Way in New York and
Carl would say, “Sir, I understand that
you were living at the time of Christ.” I'd
say, “Christz Can't place him. Thin, nerv-
ous fella? Yeah. Came in the store, never
bought anything. Liule beard, cute. Wore
sandals, right> We did it once at a big
party at Carl’s house and Steve Allen said
we ought to make a comedy record, there
was money in it. “What? Money in it?”
So we got a shipment of black Russian
health bread-—you know, the round. flat
kind. Ripped the shit out ol it rying to
make grooves, but the reproduction is
pretty good, don’t you think? And il you
don’t like the jokes, you can put cream
cheese on them and eat them. Anyway,
it was a good thing the record took olf. In
the meantime, my marriage had fallen
apart and alimony and child support were
cating me up.

PLAYBOY: What was your first wife like?
BROOKS: Nice person. Florence Baum was
her name then. A dancer. She was danc
mg in a Broadway show and I was dating
a friend of hers who went off to Europe
for the summer. Florence consoled me
and I married her. She liked my jokes. We
had three children together, but we had
married too young. 1 expected T would
marry my mother and she expected she
would marry her father. It reached the
point where it was irreparable, and the
best thing o do for the entire lamily was
to separate. It was done mutually. I think
she did a splendid joby with the children.
They're healthy, terrific kids and it's all
due to their mother’s upbringing. Stel-
anie's 18, Nicky's 17, Eddie’s 15 and
they're all very gifted and lively.
PLAYBOY: How often do you see them?
BROOKS: That’s the thing that sickens my
heart the most. 1 live in California and
my three children, who are of an age now
to really be my friends on a more adule
level, are living in New York and I cn’t
see them enough. We're lucky il we see
one another three times a year for a week
or so at a time. It’s not enough. T really
enjoy being with them. They've helped
me with everything I've written. I bounce
ideas off their good, young, supple minds
and they say “bullshit” or “sensational.”
They don’t think I'm a keok. They know
I'm a serious human being who is a
humorist.

PLAYBOY: You wouldn't be happy without
children?

BROOKS: Certainly not. Think what a
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barren existence it would be without the
constant asking for money and the sar-
casm and the laughing at you and telling
you, "Pop, thére’s all kinds of stuff hang-
ing out ol your nose.”

PLAYBOY: How many children would you
like to haves? g

BROOKS: Light. That's cnough to carry
me o my grave comlortably when 1 die
of the heart autack they've brought on.
No. So [ar. the kids have turned out good.
But soméiimes 1 think I'm getting a liule
old. “Run out for a pass, Dad.” “Surc,
Kid. Wait till T get the car started.”
PLAYBOY: What did you do with yourself
after you and yowr first wile broke up?
BROOKS: Like a schinuck, I said, “Take
evervihing. I dont need a penny. All 1
need are my Tolstoy and my skate key.
Give me these and I can live.” Ha. [ could
live about hall an hour. I forgor that a
haircut cost two dollars, that your heels
wore out—that’s one-filty. God forbid
you should get a rip in your pants—that's
the end. Eight-hlty for dungarees. 1
moved imo a fourth-floor walk-up on
Perry Street for $78 a month. And I
couldn’t furnish i, my alimony and child
support were too high. I got Iruit boxes.
That's how poor I was. 1 used to go
through garbage cans. “Hey, there's a
cup! Just chipped a linle. Clean it up.
What the hell, how many germs could it
havez” T really lived like a bum.
PLAYBOY: How did you mect Anne Ban-
ooz

BROOKS: Anne¢ Bancroflt? Never heard of
her.

PLAYBOY: Iimous acuress, beauty ol siage
and screen, star of The Miracle Worker,
Tiwo Jor the Seesaw. The Pumplin Eater,
featured in the forthcoming film version
of The Prisoner of Second Avenne, mar-
ried 1o some Jewish comedian.

BROOKS: Oh, that Anne Bancroflt. Yes, I
an a great lan of hers—and ol her hus-
band’s. When did I meer her? Lets go
back 1o February 5, 1961, four o'clock in
the afternoon. 1 went to the rehearsal of
a Perry Como special, and there she was,
singing in a beautiful  white gown.
Strangely enough, she was singing Mar-
vied I Can Always Get and when she fin-
ished the song, I stood up and clapped
loudly in this empty theater. “Bravo!” 1
shouwted. “Tervific!” Then I rushed down
the aisle and up omto the stage. “Hi,” 1
said, “I'm Mel Brooks.™ I was really a
pushy kid. And I shook her hand and she
smiled and Taughed.

Anyway, she said she was going o the
William Morris ofhice 1o see her agent, so
I said, “Ol. by chance I happen to be
going there. wo.” Big lie. “Let's all take
a cab wgether” Frivmveeeeeet! 1 gave
this great New York whistle. It stopped
a cab. Laner she said that really impressed
her. We went to her agent’s ofhce. I said,
“I haven’t seen The Mivacle Worker ye,
but I hear ics grear” She said, “Want me
to do it lor youz” | said. “The whole
play?” She said, “Yes.” She obviously

liked me. too. Well, she did the whole
play! A onc-hour version right there in
the office! The fight scene and everything.
And then Waaaa! Waaaa! The screaming
at the end. the buckets of water, she did
everything. I was on the floor. I was in
tears, screaming with laughter, stunned.

I called and called her that night. She
wasn't in. Next day I called her and went
over with my record album and we sat
for six hours in the living voom and
talked. Thae night she was going 1o Vil
lage Vanguard. 1 managed to be there.
Then I went o a closing party lor The
Mivacle Worker. Fverybody was crazy
about her. Me, too. I really loved her. I
just fell in Jove. I hadn't fallen in love
since I was a schoolboy. She was just
radiant and beautiful and when we
talked, T saw how bright she was. And
her humor!

I asked her about dates and she said
that very few men asked her o go out.
And I realized that a man had o be pretty
sure of himself, because she was quite an
illustrious person. Just normal males who
wanted to be big shots. wanted 1o hold
their own, they couldn’t deal with that.
She was a very hard woman to dominate
il you winted to be Mr. Male. Bur |
wasn't interested in dominating.

So we started going out and 1 1old her,
“OK, you're very bright. You're going to
be my foreign-movie date. We'll gO sce
foreign movies together.” We went to the
Thalia because it was 99 cents. and to
dozens of recording sessions. All 1 could
get into for nothing was recording ses-
sions. Sometimes we ate in Chinatown for
a buck-twenty-ive. We walked, we held
hands. I saw her every day. She would
ok a lot. to save money. Grear cook.
Eggplant parmigiana and lasagna, won-
derlul Italian dishes. After a while. we
Just didn’t see anybody else. Not because
we said “Let’s go steady” but because no-
body else was as fascinating as we were to
cach other. Finally, I got a couple of TV
spectaculars, as they were called then. An
Andy Williams show, a Jerry Lewis show.
Then the record began to save my life.
But it was Get Smart!, a TV series 1 did
with Buck Henry, that made it possible
for us to ger married.

PLAYBOY: Was it tough to bring voursell
to the point of asking?

BROOKS: I ncver did. We were staying out
at Fire Islind and my mother had come
to visit us, and her parents, o, and we
were stayimg in separate rooms but still
living in the same house. Didu't look
nice for the parents. So suddenly Annie
said, “Why don’t we get married? It'll be
so much easicr for the folks to deal with
our relationship.” And I said, “Oh, ab-
solutely. Fine.” And she nearly fainted.
Then she got scared. “Well, I don’t know
il I want to do this—really get married.”
She had been married belore and it hadn'
been good.

Anyway, we got marricd in 1964, on my
lunch hour. It was a civil ceremony. Anuie

is Italian and I'm Jewish. We were mar-
ried by a Presbyterian. There was a black
kid waiting in the anteroom and I asked
him if he would stand up for us. His name
was Andrew Boone. He had no idea that
it was Mecl Brooks marrying Anne Ban-
croft, because her maiden name is Italiano
and she was married under that name. 1
didn’t even have a wedding ring for her
Annie had an old earring. It was made of
very thin, bendable silver, looked like a
picce of wire. I just twisted that around
and gave her that. The derk was very
upset about that: he liked regular rings.
Afterward, 1 had to go back 10 work and
that night I went to her apartment for
our wedding dinner. Annie made me
spaghetti. It was great. Just the two of us.
It's been like that 1o this day. My wife
is my best friend, and I can't think of
anvbody I'd rather be with, chat with.
We live way out here in Calilornit now,
in a foreign place, so we need each other
a little more. We're even closer. We have
plenty of fights: I mean, we're married,
right?z But for me, (his is ir.
PLAYBOY: Do you have an active social
lilez
BROOKS: Only on weckends, and then not
that much. Week nights we stav quictly
athome and worry about how we're going
to get rid of all our Raisinets. Some-
times a little jai alai in the living room
with ripe guavas lor balls and live peli-
cans for baskets.
PLAYBOY: And so to bed?
BROOKS: In New York it was five aar In
California I'm asleep by onc-thirty, two
o'clock. LA is a sleepy town. Whatchia
gonna do at night—go 1o Wilshire and
Hauser and walk around? In New York
I'd go 10 Chinatown. have a bowl ol
noodles. Call the guys. There are 17.000
calés in the Village where we'd have some
espresso and talk all night. Or we'd walk
around and get mugged a litle. Some-
times out here I long 10 see a cat pee in
the sireet. Something veal.
PLAYBOY: Speaking of reality, isn't it abow
time we discussed sex?
BROOKS (rising indignantly): 1 beg your
pardon. We hardly know each other, and
besides, I'm already married. You were
proposing? Anyway, I'm not in favor ol
miscegenation. Later for sex. Let's keep
that guy on the toilet turning the pages.
[ think I'd ralubah discuss AHT. Why
don’t we talk about The Producers?
PLAYBOY: Your fust movie, 1967. Wha
made you decide o get into movies?
BROOKS: Lacking work in television, I had
1o fmd wnother outlet for my God given
brilliance, Even while T was still in TV,
Zaddy Chayelsky was always  encourag:
ing me 1o write a longer picce, a play or
something, and I really thought it would
work  out this way—Clifford  Odets.
Arthur Miller and Mel Brooks. The man-
tle would fall on my shoulders and T
would cwry it dill a younger Jewish-
American would ke over. But whit hap-
pened was that somewhere in the Filties,



Broadway began reducing itsell to musi-
cals and fhve-character, one-set comedies,
and to an audience whose intelligence,
taste or numbers 1 could no longer take
seriously.

Still, I did fool around with Broadway.
For New Faces of 52, a landmark revue,
I did a satire on Death of a Salesman and
Elia Kazan's superheavy direction. Then
ashow I'm very proud ol, Shinhone Alley,
hased on the Archv and Mehitabel stories
of Don Marquis. Talked about social in-
equity, sucial hypocrisy. Rather Brechtian,
wt then, in the Fifues, the great lor
cign movies begant o arive. Rossellini's
Open City, De Sica's The Bicycle Thiel.
films by Fellini. Bergman, Kurosawa, the
French New Wive. The power and great-
ness of the medium were revealed 10 e
and I began 1o sce my late as a filn
director. I wemt out and boughe a berer
and o paperback entitled How to Divect
le Film.

PLAYBOY: How did you get The Producers
olt the ground?

BROOKS: With 120000 Gernm slaves and
lots of ropes. 1 had 1his idea about two
schuwooks on Broadway who set out 1o
produce a flop amd swindle the hackers,
and the Hop was 1o be called Springtinie
for Hiiler, 1 wrote the saipt in nine
months, with the help ol wmy secretary,
Betty Olsen, and then couldn’t think of
anvhody 1o direct it. So it had 1o be me.
But I hated the idea ol divecting, and
alter lour pictwres I hate it even more.
Directing is a terrible, anxious process.
IUs all collaborvation, and il vou have a
dream, it's diluted very quickly by the
slichtest inepiness in any ol your col
laborators. Theyre supposed 1o help you,
but oo olien they help you into your
erave. Your vision can never achieve per
lection. H you want to be a moviemaker,
vou've got to say, “All vight, TH chop the
dream down. Il be very happy if 1 gt
60 percent of my vision on the sareen.”
pLAYBOY: Why do you divect il you don
like it?

BROOKS: In sclldelense. Basically, I'm a
writer. I'm the proprietor of the vision.
I alone know what | eventaally want to
happen on the saeen. So il vou have
valuable idea. the ouly way to protect it
is to divea it

pLAYBOY: How did you get to divect The
Producers:

BROOKS: I went (o all the big stuclios with
Sidnev Glrzier, mv producer. and said.
“I'm going to have 1o direa this.” They
said, “Please ver out of here helfore you
pel hure.” There were physical threats.
Finally, someone ar Universal Pictures
said, “You can direa, but i has 1o be
called Springtime for Mussolini. Naz
movies are out.” 1 sad, U think vou
missed the point.” Fhen I mer Joseph E.
Levine, a plain person rom the sureet.
“You think vou can direct 107" “Yes”
"ORK." Shook hands. That was it! In the
middle of the night, 1 woke up in a cold
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sweat. “Foolish person! You had to open
your big mouth.”

One play was all I'd directed. In Red
Bank, New Jersey. But simply seeing
movies, you pick up a good deal. T alwavs
knew what actors should say to each other
and how they should look, and 1 always
understood stage business. That is, should
they have a pendil in their hands or be
brushing their teeth or pecring up a
drainpipe when they say “I love you”? As
i kid in the streee. I'd say, “Benjy, ke
your finger out ol vour nose. You look
like a jerk.” I'd say, “lzie, don't be
plebeian. Iron vour shoelaces.” 1 was a
born director. T would put warm water
on two dogs making it. | knew. Cold
water, they'd bite some kid the next day
to get even. Hot water, they'd never screw
again. Why give them a trauma? Where
are we going 1o get owr dogs from?
PLAYBOY: Did you make a lot of begin-
ner’s mistakes?

BROOKS: Only the picture itsell. No, T did
dumb things, even though I had wemen-
dous help from my assistanmt director,
Michael Hertzberg, First day on the ser,
first scene. sound men are ready, cuneras
are rolling. the director is supposed 1o say
“Action!” But, being a Lide nervous, 1
say “CUT!” Everything stops. They all
look ar me.

PLAYBOY: Siill, you brought it in on
schedule.

BROOKS: And under budger: $941,000. 1
won an Oscar for the Best Screenplay of
1968. And the picure died at the box
olhce. Avyway, that’s what Avco-Embassy
said. Their motto is emblazoned in He-
brew lewers on the ollice wall. WE MAKE
THE MONEY, YOU TRY AND FIND IT.
PLAYBOY: But T'lie Producers was a critical
SUCCess, wasn't it?

BROOKS: Never believe it. Today every-
body calls The Producers a classic. Bue at
the time, vou never saw such viriolic ve-
views. What can I tell vou? Some critics
are emotionally  desiccated,  personally
about as auractive as a year-old peach in
a single girl’s relvigerator. It's easy to say
shit is shit, and it should be said. But the
real funcion ol a critic is 10 see what is
truly good and go bananas when he sees it.
PLAYBOY: With vour fust picture a finan
cial lop, how did you finance The Twelve
Chairs?

BROOKS: Minimally. I got $50,000 for
writing, directing and coproducing the
picture and it ook three years to make.
Adter the tax bite, I got about half of the
S50.000. so that means 1 was living on
SEOO0 i vear and the good nature of sev-
eral banks. We shot the picture in Yugo-
slavia, which saved us a lot of money but
gave us a lot of headaches. When T went
to Yugoslavia, my hair was black, When
I came back, nine months later, it was
gray. Truly. To begin with, it's a very
long llight to Yugoslavia and you land in
i ficld ol [ull-grown corn. They figure it
cushions the landing. The first thing they
tell you is that the water is death. The

only sale thing to drink is Kieselavoda,
which is a mild laxative. In nine months,
I lost 71 pounds. Now, at night. you
can't do anything, because all of Belgrade
is lit by a ten-watt bulb, and vou can’t go
anywhere, because Tito has the car. It
was i beauty, a green "38 Dodge. And the
food in Yugoslavia is cither very good or
very bad. One day we arrived on location
Late and starving and they served us fried
chains. When we got to our hotel rooms,
mosquitoes as big as George Foreman
were waiting for us. They were sitting in
armchairs with their legs crossed.

The Yugoslav crew was very nice and
helplul, but you had 1o be careful. One
day in a fit of pique, I hurled my di-
rector’s chair into the Adriatic. Suddenly
I heard “Halugchik! Kakdivmyechisny-
bogdanblostrovor™ On all  sides, angry
voices were heard and  denched  fists
were raised. “The vorkers.”” | was in-
formed. “have announced o strike!”
“But why?" “You have destroved the
People’s chair!”™ “But it's mine! It says
Mel Brooks on it!” “In Yugoslavia, every-
thing is property of People.” So we had a
meeting, powred a lot of vodka. got
drunk, started to ery and sing and Kiss
cach other. Wonderful people! 11 ihey
had another ten-watt bulb, I'd go there
to live.

PLAYBOY: What happened when Twelve
Chairs was released?

BROOKS: The movie was released at Meyer
Roberts” apartment in Evanston. Ilinois.
Sixteen people attended the world pre-
miere. Meyer himself couldun’t make it; he
had a date. We were all fingerprinted and
booked by the police. No. the picture did
pretty well in New York, but it couldn’t
getacross the George Washington Bridge.
Taughe me something. There is no room
in the business now for a special little
picture. You either hit "em over the head
or stay home with the canary,

PLAYBOY: And Blazing Saddles was de-
signed 1o hit "em over the head.

BROOKS: No. Actually, it was designed as
an esoteric litde picture. We wrote it for
two weirdos in the balcony. For radicals,
film nuts, guys who draw on the wash-
room will—my kind of people. I had no
idea middle America wounld see it. What
would a guy who talks about white bread,
white Ford station wagons and vanilla
milk shakes on Friday night see in that
meshugaas?

PLAYBOY: How did you hit on the idea for
Blazing Saddles?

BROOKS: It's an interesting story; 1 don't
think T'll tell it. Can T interest you in
a Raisinet? No? Maybe you'd like a
cliocolate-covered Volkswagen? Do you
have a dollar on you? I hate to answer
questions for nothing. (Accepls a dollar)
Thank you. For two more I'll sell you my
T-shire. See this little alligator on the
pocker? I understand that in the Ever-
glades, there are alligators with litte Jews
on their shirt pockets.

We were talking about Blazing Saddles.

It was Andy Bergmans idea. He sent
Warner Bros. a rough draft of a screen-
play called Tex-X. What grabbed me
were the possibilities of a modern black
man arviving in the maditional West.
Like. he'd say. “Right on, baby!” And
they'd say, “Consarnit!” Then I realized
that at the sime time 1 could make fun of
Westerns and the West. So I called Berg:
man and said, “Do you mind il I despoil
your scriptz” And he said, “Can I help:”
David Brown at Warner's called me and I
told him I wanted to write it the way we
wrote Your Shoie of Shows—lock a hunch
ol weirdos up together and come out with
a great seript. We called in Norman Stein-
berg and Alan Uger, a Jewish comedy
team, and Richard Pryor, a black person
of vutré imagination. Then we turned on
the tape recorder and started bullshitting,
Pryor wrote the Jewish jokes. the Jews
wrote the black jokes. Nine mowths later,
we had a inished seript

PLAYBOY: Which you promptly tore up
and——

BROOKS: No way! A lot of crickets said the
film was chaotic—kitchen-sink school of
drama. Not true. Every scene and damn
near every line in the film were in the
saript. Even the farts were in the seript.
It was calculated chaos, Something a lor
of people don’t vet realize about me: 1
am i very well-rained maniac, Making a
movie is like making an ocean vovage, and
the script is your ship. Blazing Saddles
was a breakihrough comedy. It carried
the aundience into territory that ilm com-
edy had never entered before—kinds of
satire. kinds of special vulgaricy—and
some critics felt confused and disoriented.
So they thought that because they were
confused. we were confused. We weren't
PLAYBOY: What was the point of the vul-
garity—the farting scene, for example?
BROOKS: ‘The farts were the point of the
farting scene. In real lite, people lart,
right? In the movies. people don’t. Why
not? When I was in high school, I knew
a kid. won’t mention his name—Robert
Weinstein—who when he let one go, vou
could ger in it and diive it away, that's
how firm. But before Blazing Saddles,
America had not come to terms with the
fart. Wind was never broken across the
prairic in a Ken Maymard picure. In
every cowhoy picture, the cowboys sit
aronnd  the camplive and e 140,000
beans. amd you never hear a burp, let
alone a bloozer. For 75 years these big,
hairy brutes have been smashing their
fists into each other’s faces and blasting
each other full of holes with six-guns, bt
in all that tme, not one has had the cour-
age to produce a fart. I think that’s funny.
I think the [arting scene in Blazing Sad-
dles is [unny becruse s in our world
are funny. Farts are a repressed minority.
The mouth gets 10 say all kinds of things,
but the other place is supposed to keep
quict. But maybe our lower colons have
something interesting 1o say. Maybe we
should listen to them. Farts are human,




more human than a lot of people I know.
I think we should bring them out ol the
water closet and into the parlor, and that’s
what I did in Blazing Saddles.
PLAYBOY: At the end of the farting scene,
the character called Mongo, the super-
brute who later knocks out a horse with
one punch, takes a huge mouthiul of
beans—hbut he never farts. Think what a
climax that would have made.
BROOKS: Please. That would have been in
bad raste.
PLAYBOY: Oh. Was anything else cut out
in the interest of good taste?
BROOKS: Yes. A scene between Cleavon
Littlie, the black sherift, and Madeline
Kaln. ‘The scene takes place in the dark,
“Is it twue vot zey say,” Madeline asks
him seductively, “about how you people
are builtz” Then you hear a zipper. Then
you hear her say, “Oh! It's wwue! It's
twue! It's twue!” That much is in the
picture. But then comes the line we cut.
Cleavon says, “Excuse me, ma’am. I hate
to disillusion you. but you're sucking my
arm.”
PLAYBOY: Why did you use the word shit
so olten in Blazing Saddles® lsn't it sort
ol a cheap laugh?
BROOKS: [ got nothing against cheap
jokes—il they work. Funny is money.
Shit is good pepper. Loosens ‘em up,
helps the next laugh. And the more un-
usual swearwords are still good for a huge
laugh in the movies. In Blazing Saddles,
we get a gasp and then @ wemendous
laugh when the preacher lifts his eyes to
heaven and says. “Oh, Lord! Can we
accomplish this great feat in one night?
Or are we just jerking oftz”
PLAYBOY: What happened when you pre-
viewed Blazing Saddles?
BROOKS: Disuster! We showed it fivst to the
studio brass. Ten of them in a small
screening room. Now, the first really big
joke in the picture comes when the white
cowboy says, “How "bout a good ole nig-
ger work songz” And the black Iabor gang,
as one mun, hegins to sing in a sophis-
ticated style, T get no kick [rom cham-
paaaagne. .. " That's a tremendous joke.
But in the screening room, nothing. Gor-
nishi! Not a urer. [ saad, “We have just
entered cabin 1€ on the Titanic!™ The
next 90 minutes was a non=laugh riot.
When the lights went up, I had sweat
circles the size of Rhode Island under my
arms. Two years of my life I had spent on
this picture and now disaster! 1 said to
mysell, *“This is the worst moment of my
life. My talent and my judgment are
gone!™ I went back ro the editing room
and just sat for 20 minutes. Then Mike
Hertzberg said. “We booked a public
screening for tonight.” I said, " Cancel it!"”
Mike said, “No! Invite more people. Let
normal people see it. Then we'll know.™
So cight o'clock that night, the place
was packed. Two hundred and forty
people in the screening room. Scating

only on the floor. First big joke: “I get no
kick Trom champaaaagne.” Children were
thrown into the air. 'The most laughing
you've ever heard in a movichouse. Non-
stop sareaming. The following night, a big
sneak preview in Westwood. The place
went bananas. The more people you gor
together with this picture, the more in-
sime the reaction was. Eleven hundred
people dancing in the aisles. One guy
was laughing so hard he couldn’t breathe.
As he fell under the seat, he wold his wile,
“G'bye. honey, the policies are in the top
drawer.” Almost two years later, the pic-
ture s sull running.

PLAYBOY: What happened to your life and
your career alter Blazing Saddles?
BROOKS: I became John Carvadine. Aqui-
line nose, lace long and aristocratic, voice
deep and vibrant. Thinking of running
for the 1. 5. Senate. . . . Frankly, I'm in
demand and it's great. T can take my best
shot and take it under the best conditions.
I have a three-picaure deal at Fox that
aives me evervihing T want,

PLAYBOY: Which brings us to Young Frank-
enstein. Bur first, a litde bone to pick.
Why, why do vou always have so litde sex
in your moviese

BROOKS: Whatr Who? Avoid sex? Oh, that
word! To whom are vou speaking, sir?
My name is Kaminsky.

PLAYBOY: In 7'he Producers. lor example,
the closest thing you had to sex was a
Swedish searetary with big hoobs.
BROOKS: Ya gotta admit that's pretty close.
PLAYBOY: And looking at Twelve Chairs,
you'd think the Soviet Union was popu-
lated by 250,000 people without glands.
Even in Blazing Saddles, which is obvious-
Iv intended as a comic saturnalia, there
are plenty ol anal jokes but hardly any
genmtal jokes.

BROOKS: What about Lili von Shrupp? We
almost called the picture She Shiupps to
Conquer.

PLAYBOY: G:erman sex is the best you can
do? Mr. Brooks, some people say your
humor is prepubescent. What do you say
to that?

BROOKS: [ say. if I may quote a comedy
writer named Joe Schrank. T can hardly
helieve my hearing aid. T say in a couple
hundred years cabs will be so low to the
ground voull have to step over them and
get in from the other side.

PLAYBOY: We say let's talk about Young
Frankenstein.

BROOKS: I've got a better idea. I'm sur-
prised vou haven't asked me. Let's lk
about sex! Are you ready out there, ull
vou goys: Lock the bathroom door! The
Jew is going 1o ralk dirty! Speaking of
pornographic movies. the trouble with
them is. vou're watching them do all
these wild things on the screen, six girls
with big tits and a guy with a schwans-
tucker like the Chrysler Building, and
vou get all hot and bothered, but vou
can’t do anything about it. I'd like to see
a porno flick if 1 could do something

about it. Like, if there was an intermis-
sion at dirty movies, so you could go get
your Goobers—or Raisinets, lor that
matter. Tell me, have you ever considered
the possibilitics of a Raisinet as a sex
object? Think what vou could do with a
ton of Raisinets. Doesn't tempt  you?
No? Incredible! Are vou impotent?
PLAYBOY: We're inmo M & M's. Moving
right along, do vou consider sex a serious
matter—or s it funny?

BROOKS: Both. I don’t want to laugh when
I'm really excited. But before and after,
ves. | think there should he a lot of jokes
during foreplay and a lot of postcoital
laughing. “Ha-ha, wasn't that funny
when vou missed? That was arviot! Next
time tell me, I'll help va”

PLAYBOY: Did your mother ever discuss sex
with you hoys?

BROOKS: Never. Completely taboo. There
was no sex. Children arrived because of
affection. You had a terrific bout of al-
fection with each other and suddenly
there in the kitchen was a baby ar the
table, eating. Wonderful! A miracle! T
really believed that untl Morris Stein-
berg told me in seven B. His nose is not
the same, because I gave it a punch and
said, “Not my mother! No, sir!” It was
a tough thing to hear. But once 1 knew
the score, T got busy.

Most sex in Brooklyn was in the back
of a Buick: a Ford was too small to move
around in. And most sex was petting. A
lot of hallway jobs. Banging against each
other in those hallways was terrible and
you gotta watch hitting the bells. because
you'd get the whole tenement shouting
down the stairs at you. So we sneaked up
to the rool. My first aflair was on the rool
of 365 South Third Street, And there was
a guy llving pigeons who we saw later
watching us. Tt was late ac night, but 1
heard—ha-lu-ha—a litde laughing. Very
embiarrassing. But there wasn't very much
sex for teenagers. We were shy and it was
taboo. You got married and had sex.
PLAYBOY: What vears are you talking
about?

BROOKS: Late Tlirties. early Forties. In
the clubrooms. we used 1o wry leeling up
girls. “Did she let yvou feel her hoob:”
“Well, she did and she didn’e.” “"What do
you meanz” “Well, we did it, but we
didn’t realize we did it.”

PLAYBOY: Evervihing but.

BROOKS: Not really. There was never any
unzipping.  Everything  in pants, in
dresses, never showing. Just a lot of pain
and torture. Going home and being un-
able o walk. Struggling inta your bed
and crying. Terrible. And it's hard to mas-
turbate, because vour brothers are in bed
with you. You're in between Bernie and
Lenny, and at four in the morning, even
Lenny looked pretty good!

PLAYBOY: Was there anything kinky going
on in those days?

BROOKS: Not that | knew or heard ol.
Nothing hip or weird or sensational like

65



PLAYRBOY

66

today. It was thrilling because we were
very young, but it was very straicht. I
mean, no two guys and a girl, none of that.
PLAYBOY: Do you think Jewish sex to this
day is generally straight?

BROOKS: Amcricin sex is generally straight.
It happens at 11 o’dock Saturday night.
In the rural areas, it happens at nine and
it happens prenty last. Got to get up the
next morning, especially if there're kids,
Can’t make noise, cither, wake the kids.
Don’t want the kids iinding out.
PLAYBOY: What about Jewish girls—are
they puritanical?

BROOKS: T'he best thing about Jewish girls
is, they can tell veal jade. No. I don't go
for those jokes about “What do you mean,
she's dead? 1 thought she was Jewish!”
Jewish women are very excting, as ex-
citing sexually as any other group. Even
so, my advice 1o a young man marrying a
Jewish girl would be 10 have three and a
half years of foreplay. Of course, most
girls in cvery group are reserved about
getting down to it. They don’t usually do
it right away. But once they do it, women
are bananas. They don’t wanna do it, you
can’'t make them do it, there's no way
they'll do it—but once they do it, they
don’t let you alone. Then it's “OK, Mur-
ray, let’s do it tll we die!™”

But riaveoy readers, I think, are dif-
ferent. I think they're either single or
have single dreams. Singles bars, single
girls. They have sultan famasies, 26 chicks
coming at them, screaming and biting
them. In real life, 1 mean. you're lucky if
vour wife will do it with you.

PLAYBOY: You don't like sexual fantasies?
BROOKS: Depends on the kind. When the
pocts clean sex up. it's bullshit. T have no
patience for it. “Ah, von bough and that
white Dreast and body, that I could love
and fuse together, that an orgasm of shiny
Iriendliness. ... I don't want that. T want
gardens ol filth. I grew up poor and even
analysis didn’t break down my condition-
ing. There are neurograms in my brain,
and they say that when ics divty, it's
good. And only when it's dirty and when
there’s o Jot of yelling and cursing and
filth and all the other things that 1
thought were taboo—then it's very sexy
and very hot for me. T must be arrested
sexually, because panty hose 1 hate. Can't
stand panty hose. I'm imo that old, won-
derful French look. Black stockings with
garters, That's wervrific for me. I it's clan-
destine, s good. If it's a litde dirty, a
little immoral, a litde irreligions, iv's ex-
citing. I mean, walking naked through the
meadows should be the best. But who
gives a shitz 1 want 10 meet ar the Dixie
Hotel in New York, with a boule of
Southern Comfort. T want 1o get drunk.
and then vell at each other across the
room. And maybe a dirty book so we'll
both read it together. I'm 14 years old
sexually—and it's terrific!

PLAYBOY: What about orgies?

BROOKS: No, I'm Jewish. Besides, at orgies
there are too many people. You're naked
and you hardly know each other. “Are
you Mel Brooks?” “Yes.” I loved Spring-
time for Hitley " “Thank you.” “Did you
write the lyries as well as the music”" Who
cares? And orgics would be embarrassing.
You meet somebody later that you've seen
atan orgy; you don’t want that. Maybe in
Romania you'd never see anybody again.
But thiuk of the plane fare.

PLAYBOY: What about sexual apparatus—
such as vibrators and dildos and elec-
trical——

BROOKS: Please. you're talking to a Jewish
person. Electrical apparatus would scare
me. God gave us enough apparatus to get
the thing done. T understand in Japan,
though. they make rubber people you can
go to bed with. A whole rubber person,
supposed 1o he sensational. Costs as much
as a Toyota, but you can’t back up in it.
OK? Enough sex? Would you like me to
expose mysell, Mr. Filth?

PLAYBOY: Thank you, no. But there is one
side of sex we haven't discussed. Your
pictures all have happy endings, but you
may have noticed that boy never gets girl.
BROOKS: Truc. At the end of the first three
pictures, boy gets boy. Zero Mostel gets
Gene Wilder, Frank Langella gets Ron
Moody, Gene Wilder gets Cleavon Little.
It’s a remarkable coincidence, and I'm not
sure what it means. But I'm pretty sure
my need to have my male characters come
together and be close is not some sort of a
sexual need I've displaced into these
people. T think it goes back a lot further
than scx. All the way back to my father,
whom I never really knew and can’t re-
member. 1 can’t tell you what sadness,
what pain it is to me never to have known
my own [ather, who died when T was two
and a halls All T know is what they've told
me. He was lively, peppy, sang well. Isn't
it sad that that’s all a son should know
about his father? If only I could look a
him, touch his face. see if he had eye.
brows! Maybe in having the male char-
acters in my movies find each other, I'm
expressing the longing 1 feel 1o find my
father and be close 1o him.

PLAYBOY: But in Young Frankenstein,
even the monster gets a girl.

BROOKS: Yes. I'm turning straight. In fact,
there’s a lot ol heterosex in Young Frank:
enstein. There's lust on a lab table, rape
in a cave and a big double-wedding-night
sequence. But sex isn’t the point. Whar
we had in mind was a picture that played
on two main levels, One, we wanted to
nrike a hilarious pastiche of the old black-
and-white horror hlms of the Thirties.
Two, we wanted to offer sincere and rev-
erent homage to those same beautilully
made movies.

Young Frankenstein is nothing like
Blazing Saddles. ICs in black and white:
the photography by Gerald Hirschield is
magnificent. Everything is back-lit and
bathed in antique radiance. So often, the

image on the screen looks like a Rem-
brandt. And the story is very strong, very
serious and noble. It’s based on Mary
Shelley's book and it’s the story of a scien-
tst who challenges God by creating life;
you could also interpret it as a story about
womb envy. This aenor loves his crea-
ture so much that he risks his sanity and
his life 1o help his brain child survive. In
our picture, Dr. Frankenstein starts out
like Yahweh and winds ap like Christ.

That's the serious side. But the [unny
side is terrifically funny, though not in the
same way as any other movie I've made.
There’s a lot of dangerous laughing in
this movie. You got to have good strong
veins to watch it. And when you're not
laughing. you're shivering. But every-
thing is done in the grand manner. The
actors move like singers in a grand opera.
I take my time and work for big moments.
What can T tell you? I really think we've
delivered a landmark film, a never-to-be-
forgotten movie. Mayhe even good.
PLAYBOY: How much of it is you. how
much is Wilder?

BROOKS: A big, big part is Gene. He wrote
the screenplay in collaboration with me
and he plays Dr. Frankenstein.

PLAYBOY: How did you write together?
BROOKS: We holed up in the Bel Air
Hotel, where Gene was staying. and we
acted all the parts out. Sometimes he'd
be the monster, sometimes I'd be the
monster. “Rraawwn!™ “No! No! Back!
Back!” We really had fun, we were like
a couple of kids. When I'm writing a
script. I don’t worry about plot as much
as 1 do about people. 1 get 10 know the
main characters—what they need, what
they want, what they should do. That's
what gets the story going. Like a child,
I listen to the characters. “Oh, so that's
what they want! I hope they get i [ love
them!” You can’t just have action, you've
got 1o find out what the characiers want.
And then they must grow, they must go
somewhere.

I think every human being has hun-
dreds of separate people living inside his
skin. And the talent ol a writer is directly
related o his ability 1o give them sep-
arate names, identities, personalities and
have them relate 1o other characters liv-
ing within him. That's why we like
Tennessee Williams' plays so much. He
does all this so well. Bug I think Gene and
I did it preuy well, wo. Anyway, only
alter the characters are developed and
the main action laid out is it sale to add
the gimmicks: Kenny Mars's wooden arm.
Cloris Leachman's wart—which, by the
way, she ate. Fell in her tuna-fish salad
and was swallowed in a gloh of mayon-
naise,

Anywiy, Gene and I worked very hard
and the rewrite took about three months.
Then we showed the saript to Peter Boyle
and Marty Feldman and they said count
them in. Peter plays the monster and
Marty plays Igor, Dr. Frankenstein's
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Then we
Teri Garr

hunchbacked assistant.
Madeline  Kahn and
Cloris and Kenny.
PLAYBOY: How do you pick your people?
BROOKS: | like people with big talents and
small neuroses—not always an easy com-
bination to find. I've discovered that if
the neurosis is too big, it diminishes the
talent and you wind up working too hard
for what you get. I reserve the right to be
the only psychotic on the set. I also try
to surround mysell with people I love—
mike a lamily out of the company. So |
tend to use the same people over and
over. There's a sort of Mel Brooks Rep-
ertory Compamy. Gene has been in three
ol my lour pictures. Madeline and Kenny
have been in two.

PLAYBOY: Do you direct cach performer
differentdy?

BROOKS: Completely. Gene s a naruaral,
Gene acs like a bird flies. Learns all his
technique and then leaves the earth and
flies around the set like o crazy Jewish
bird. And his instincts are always right.
Gene as Dr. Frankenstein is Promethean!
He is still the great hysterical prev tha
God made him. the victiim in all of us,
but he is also a grear leader, a great
genius. His acting is very big and thrilling
and Chagallian.

PLAYBOY: And Peter?

BROOKS: Peter had a dillicult and special
problem. As the monster, he had to wear
extremely complicated make-up. which
limited his facial expressions, and on top
ol that, he had 10 wy o look like the
walking dead. Also, he wasn't allowed 10
speak. For 90 percent of the time, his
speech consisted of “"Hmmmmmmimmm
mm!” But Peter managed wonderfully to
communicite the love, lear, wonder and
astonishment ol a seven-and-a-half-foot
newborn iy having his fust experiences
ol the world.

PLAYBOY: Why is there a zipper in Peter's
neck?

BROOKS: Why nof a zipper? It's as good
as a metal rod. And it really works.
PLAYBOY: You cun get in there?

BROOKS: That's right. There's a lot of
diodes and things you can fix in his neck.
Don’t let this gew out, but we also found
mascara in there when we opencd him
up. Something lor his lashes. One of those
wonderlul little Revlon combs.

PLAYBOY: Hmm. And how did you direct
Feldman as Igor?

BROOKS: First I tricd o lind out where he
was looking. His cves stare in about 19
different directions. They look like hard.
boiled eggs that somehody painted eye
balls on and didn't paint them on right.
So fust I'd get in the path of his vision
and ry to signal him down. Then I'd say,
“Marty. be very good.” He'd say, “All
right.” Aund he was. After Marty, there
will never be amother Igor. They'll have
to retire the part. He's it.

PLAYBOY: What's the difference between
dirccting comedy and directing a serious
picture?

got
and

BROOKS: I'll tell you that after I call
Shemry. Shevreeee! Take a letter. please,
to this guy who calls Blazing Saddles “an
artless and vulgar display™ and says he
and his wile saw it only because they were
“unwary galongs.” “Dear sir: Blazing
Saddles has been rated R. The R is there
to protect peaple like vou and your wife
from unwittingly anending adult movie
fare. I don’t think it’s fair of you 1o walk
into an Ryaed hilm and then oriticize it
for containing sophisticated material, |
also don’t think that the excuse of tag-
ging along relieves anyone of culpability.
One doesn’t wander into a brothel and
then attack the establishment for not be-
ing Howard Johnson's. Sincerely yours,
Mel Brooks.” Where were we?

PLAYBOY: Directing comedy.

BROOKS: There's one thing you've got 1o
understand before you can direct comedy.
Comedy is scrious—deadly serious. Never,
never try to be funny! The actors must
be serious. Only the situation must be
absurd. Funuy is in the writing. not in the
performing. 1M the situation isn't absurd,
no amount ol hoke will help. And anoth-
er thing. the more serious the situation,
the funnier the comedy cin be. The grea-
est comedy plays against the  greatest
tragedy. Comedy is a red-rubber ball and
il you throw it against a solt, lunny wall,
it will not come back. But if you throw i
against the hard wall of ultimate reality,
it will bounce bLack and be very lively.
Pershteh, goy bastard? No offense, Very,
very lew people understnd this.
PLAYBOY: Doces Woody Allen understand
n:

BROOKS: Woody Allen is a genius. His films
are wondertul. I liked Sleeper very, very
much. 1's Woady's best work 1o date. The
most imaginative and the best performed.
I was on the floor, amd very lew people
can put me on the floor. He's poetic, bt
he's also a aritic. He artlully steps back
trom a social setting and criticizes it with.
out—I suspect—without letting himsel(
be valnerable 1o it

PLAYBOY: And you?

BROOKS: I'm not i critic. I like to hop right
in the middle, right into the vortex. I
't just zing a few arrows ar life as iy
thunders by! 1 have w be down on the
ground and shouting at it grabbing it by
the horns, biting it! Look. I really don't
want to wax philosophic, but I will say
that il you're alive. you got 10 ap vour
arms and legs, you got to jump around a
lot, you got 1o make a lot of noise, he-
cause lile is the very opposite of death.
And therefore, as 1 see it if you've quiet,
youre not living. I mean vyou're just
slowly drifting into death. So you've got
to be noisy, or at least your thougshis
should be noisy and colorful and lively.
My liveliness is based on an incredible
fear of death. In order to keep death
bay, I do a lot of “Yah! Yal! Yah!" And
death says, “All right. He's too noisy and
busy. Il wait for someone who's sitting

quictly. half asleep. I'll nail him. Why
should I bother with this guy? I'll have
a lot of ouble getting him out the door.™
There's a litde door they gotta get you
through. “This will be a fight.” death
says. 1 ain't got time.”

Most people are afraid of death, but 1
really Jate it! My humor is a scream and
4 protest against goodbye. Why do we
have to diez As a kid. you get nice linle
whire shoes with white laces and a velvet
suit. with short pants and a nice collar,
and you go 1o college. you meet a nice
girl and get marvied, work a few ye
and then you have to diez What s that
shit? They never wrote that in the con-
wact. So you vell against it, and if you
vell seriously, you can be a serious play-
wiight and everybody can say, “Very
nice.” But I suspect you can launch a
linde bewer artillery against death with
humor.

PLAYBOY: But it's a battle you can’t win.
BROOKS: You can win a conditional vie-
tory, I think. It all boils down to scratch-
ing vour name in the bark of a wee. You
write M. B. in the bark of a tree. T was
here. When you do that—whatever tree
you crve It in—you're saying, “Now,
there’s a record of me!™ T won't be erased
by death. Any man's greatness is a tribute
to the nobility of all mankind, so when
we celebrate the senius of Tolstoy, we
say. “Look! One of our boys made itl
Look what we're capable of!”

So Fury to give my work everything I've
got, hecause when you're dead or you're
out of the business or youre in an old
itctors” home somewhere, if you've done
good job. your work will still he 16 years
old and dancing and healthy and pirouct-
ting and arabesquing all over the place.
And theyll say, “That's who he is! He's
not this decaying skeleton.”

[ once had this thought that was se
corny, but I loved it. It was that in-
finitesimal bits of coral, by the act of
dying upon cach other, create something
thit eventually rises out of the sea—and
there it is, it's an island and vou can stand
on it live on it! And all beciuse they
died upon cach other. Writing is simply
one thought after another dying upon the
one belore. Where would I be today if it
wasn't {or Nikolai Gogol? You wouldn’t
be laughing at Young Frankenstein. Be
cause he showed me how crazy you could
get. how brave you could be. Son of
bitch bastard! T love him! I love Buicks!
I'love Dubrovnik! I love Cookie Lavaget-
! I love Factor’s Deli at Pico and Bev-
erly Drive! 1 love Michael Herwzberg's
baby boy! I love rave reviews! I love my
wile! 1 love not wearing suits! I love New
York in June! 1 Jove Raisinets! Which
brings me. Mr. Interlocutor, for the last
tme, o the question: Would you or
would you not care for a Raisiner?
PLAYBOY: Sure. Why not?

BROOKS: So1ry, kid. They're all gone.




WHAT SORT OF MAN READS PLAYBOY?

A man with an appetite for success and an aptitude for achieving it. He approaches his leisure-
time activities with the same knowledgeable self-confidence that marks his business affairs.
That’s why he's a leader at both. Fact: PLAYBOY reaches nearly 449, of all men 18—34 who hold
professional or managerial positions. Far more young decision makers than any other magazine.
Want to reach the man at the top? Come to the top. Come to PLAYBOY. (Source: 1974 TGl.)
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d YOU WILL PLEASE pardon me, dear madam, but I am
ﬂct:on By "bﬂ“l“l“ “mnmu a rude and straightforward person, so 1'll come right
out with it: Do not labor under any delusion; this is far from being a fan letter. On the contrary, as you will realize
yourself in a minute, it is a rather odd little epistle that—who knows?—might serve as a lesson of sorts not only for you
but for other impetuous lady novelists as well. 1 hasten, first of all, to introduce myself, so that my visual image may
show through like a watermark; this is much more honest than to encourage by silence the incorrect conclusions that
the eye involuntarily draws from the calligraphy of penned lines. No, in spite of my slender handwriting and the

dear lady novelist:
how dare you kidnap my past?
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youthful flourish of my commas, I am
stout and middle-aged: true, my corpu-
lence is not flabby but has piquancy, zest,
waspishness. It is [ar removed, madam,
from the twndown collars of the poet
Apukhtin, the lat pet of ladies. Bur that
will do. You. as a writer. have already col-
lected these clues o fill in the rest of me.
Bonjour, madame. And now let's get
down to business.

The other day at a Russian library.
relegated by illiterate fate 10 a murky
Berlin alleyway. I ook out three or four
new items, and among them vowr novel
The Admiralty Spire. Neat tide, if for
no other reason than that i is—isn't it>—
an dambic tetrameter, admiralteyskaya
igla, and a famous Pushkin line 1o bhoot.
But it was the very neatness of that tide
that bode no good. Besides, 1 am gener
ally wary ol books published in the back-
woods of our expatriation, such s Riga
or Reval. Nevertheless, as 1 was saying, |
did take your novel.

Al my dear madam; ah, “My.” Serge
Solntsev, how easy it is 1o guess that the
author's name is a pseudonym, that the
author s not 4 man! Every sentence ol
vours buttons 1o the lefr. Your predilec-
tion for such expressions as “time passed™”
or “cuddled up frileusement in Mother's
shawl™ the incvitable appearance of an
episadic ensign (straight from imitations
ol War and Peace) who pronounces the ler-
ter Roas o hard G, oand, finally, foomotes
with translations of French cichés, afford
sullicient indication of your literary skill.
But all this is only hall the vouble.

Imagine the lollowing: Suppose 1 once
ook a walk through a mavelous land-
scape. where trbulent waters tumble and
bindweed chokes the columns ol desolate
rains. and then, many yeans later, in a
stranger’s house, 1 comie across i stapshot
showing me in 2 swiaggering pose in front
ol wlhat is obviously a pasteboard pillar;
in the background there is the whitish
smear ol a daubed-in cascade, and some-
body has inked & mustache on me. Where
did the thing come lrom? Take away this
horror! The diuning waters I remember
were real and. what is more, no one ok a
picture of me there.

Shall 1 imerpret the parable for you?
Shall T 1ell you that I had the same lecling,
only nastier and sillicr. on reading your
nimble handiwork, your terrible Spive?
As my index finger binst the uncut pages
open and my eyes raced along the lines, |
could only blink Irom the bewildering
shock.

Do you wish 10 know what happened?
Glad w oblige. As you lay massively in
your hammock and recklessly allowed your
pen 1o flow like a fountain (a nem pumn),
you. madam, wrote the story of my first
love. Yes, a bewildering shock. and. as I
Loo, amn a massive person, bewilderment js
accompanied by shortness of breath. By
now vou and [ are both puffing. for.
doubtless, you are also dumfounded by
the sudden appearance of the hero whom

you invented. No, that was a slip—the
trimmings are vours, I'll concede, and so
are the stufing and the sauce. bur the
game (another near pun), the game, mad-
am. is not yowrs but mine, with my buck-
shot in its wing. 1 am amazed—where and
how could a lady unknown o me have
Kidnaped my pastz Must 1 admit the pos-
sibility that you are acquainted with
Katya—thit you are dose Iriends, even—
and that she blabbed the whole business,
as she whiled away summer crepuscles
under the Baltic pines with you, the vora-
cious novelistz But how  did you dare,
where did you find the gall not only 10 use
Ratya's narrative but, on top ol that, 10
distort it so irreparably?

Since the day ol our last meeting, there
has been a lapse ol 16 years—the age ol a
voung bride, an old dog or the Soviet re-
public. Incidentally, let us note the first,
but not the worst by far. ol your innu-
merable and sloppy mistakes: Katya and I
are not coevals. 1 was going on 18 and she
on 20. Relving on a triedsmd-uue method,
vou have vour heroine strip belore a full-
length mirmor, whereupon you proceed 1o
describe her loose hairy, ash-blonde, ol
course, and her young curves. According
o you, her cornflower eyes wonld turn
violet in pensive moments—a botanical
miracle! You shaded them with the black
Iringe of lashes, which, il I may make 2
contribution ol my own, seemed longer
toward the outer corners, giving her eves
i very special, though illusory slant.
Katya's figure was graceful, but she culii-
vated a slight stoop and would lift her
shoulders as she entered a room. You
make her a stately maiden with contralio
tones in her voice.

Sheer worture. 1 had a mind 10 copy out
your images, all ol which ring false, and
scathingly juxtapose my inlallible obser-
vations, but the result would have been
“nightmarish nonsense,” as the real Katya
would have said. for the Logos allotted
me does not possess sufficient precision
ar power to get disentangled from vou. On
the contrary, I mysell get bogged down in
the sticky snares of vour conventional de-
saiptions and have no swength left 10
liberate Katva from vown pen. Neverthe-
less, like Hamlet, T will argue and, i the
end. will outargue vou.

The theme of your concoction s love:
aslightly decadent love with the February
Revolution for backdrop, but still, love.
Katya has been renamed Olga by you and
I have become Leonid. Well and zood.
Our hrst encounter, at the house of {riends
on Christmias Eve: owr mectings at the Yu-
supov Skating Rink: her room. its indigo
wallpaper, its mahogany furniture and irs
only ornument, a poreelain ballerina with
lifted Jeg—this is all vight, this is all wue.
Except that you managed to give it all a
tint of pretentions fabrication. As he
takes his seat at the Pavisiana Cinema on
Nevsky Prospekt, Leonid, a student of the
Imperial Lyceum, puts his gloves in his
three-cornered hat, while a couple of pages

Later he s already wearing civilian clothes:
He doffs his bowler and the reader is faced
by an clegamt young man, with his hai
parted & Fanglaise exactly in the middle
ol his small, lacquered-looking head. ad
a purple handkerchief drooping out of his
breast pocker. I do. in fac, remember
dressing like the film actor Max Linder,
and recall the gencrous spurts of Fezhetal
lotion cooling my scalp, and  Monsicur
Prerre 1aking aim with his comb and flip-
ping my hair over with a linotvpe swing,
and then, as he yanked oft the sheet. yell.
ing o a middleaged. mustachioed fellow,
“Boy! Bross off the "an!” Today my mem-
ory reacts with irony 1o the breast-pocket
handkerchiel and white spats of those days
but, on the other hand, ¢an in no way
reconcile the remembered  worments of
adolescent shaving with your Leonid’s
“smooth opaque pallor.” And [ shiall leave
on your conscience his Lermontovian lus-
terless eves and swistocratic prohle, as i is
impossible to discern much today hecause
ol an unexpected increase in feshiness,

Good Lord, keep me from hogging
down in the prose of this lady writer,
whom I do not know and do not wish 1o
know, bhut who has encroached with aston.
ishing insolence on another person’s past!
How dare you write. “The pretry Christ-
nuas tree with s chatoyant lights seemed
to augur 1o them joy jubilant”? You have
extinguished the whole wee with your
breath, lor one adjective placed atrer the
noun for the sake of elegance is enough 1o
kill the best of recollections. Belore the
disaster—i.c.. before your hook—one such
recollection ol mine was the rippling,
[ragmentary light in Katva's eves and 1he
cherry reflection on her cheek from the
glossy linde dollhouse of plasmic paper
hanging on a branch as. brushing aside
the bristly loliage, she siretched 1o pinch
out the flame ol a cindle that had gone
berserk. What do 1 have left of all ihis?
Nothing—just a miuscating whitl of Liter-
ary combustion.

Your version gives the impression that
Katva and 1 inhabited @ Kind ol exquisite
ly cultured heaw monde. You have your
parallax wrong, dear lady. Tha upper-
dass milicu—he fashionable set, it you
will—to which Katya belonged had back-
ward tastes, to pue it mildly. Chekhov was
considered an “impressionist.” the socicry
rhymester Grand Duke Constmtine, a
major poet, and the arch-Christian Aleks-
andr Blok. a wicked Jew who wiote fu-
turistic sonners about dying swans and
lilac liquenrs. Handwritten copies of al-
bum verse, French and English, made the
rounds, and were yecopicd in turn, not
without distortions, while the author’s
name imperceptibly vanished, so  1hat
those outpourings quite accidenially as.
sumed i glamorous wnonymity; and, aen-
erally speaking. it is amusing to juxtapose
their meanderings with the clandestine
copving ol seditious jingles practiced in
lower dircles. A good indication of how

(continued on page 151)
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“He was pretty good, but I wish she’d asked me
before she divorced her first husband.”
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in her latest film, the star of
“deep throat” goes down in history as
the nominee with the best pubic image

" for
(President!

THE IDEA sounds a bit wacky at first, but
after you think about it awhile—sleep
on it, as it were—it has a certain bi-
zarre logic. A third-party convention,
attended by delegates from every con-
ceivable antiestablishment political fac-
tion in the country, is deadlocked over
its choice of a Presidential candidate.
What one person could possibly appeal
to a conglomeration that includes in its
ranks vegetarians, Nazis, gays, Indians,
Legionnaires, women’s liberationists,

Could Linda be serious about running

for office? ““When | look ot what's going

on in politics, | think | could do as good

a job, if not betier. At least I'm honest." 77

PHOTOGRAPHY BY KEN MARCUS ANO CHARLES W, BUSH




* After all, if | were President, | could
straighten out the world!'" Linda loughs,
portly ot herself. "'If you don't get

that one, just use your imoginotion."

On the campoign trail in Linda Loveloce for President, our
heroine meets a hero—swim chompion Huck Phlegm, be-
decked in medals ond ployed by Skip Burton. Top ond
obove : Overcome by passion, they duck beneath a bunting-
droped bandstand for a quick one, while the moyor of

the hamlet of Louise drones on (sample line: "I will never
pull out of Louise'} until both guests of honor con come.




Later on in the film, Linda finds herself in an
Ozark glade beneath a waterfall (below).
There she meets Tarboone of the Owls, who,
like Huck, quickly rises to the occasion.

proponents of group marriage, the A.M.A. and the Suicide for Fun Committee? Why, Linda Lovelace, of course. To
know her, especially in the Biblical sense, is to love her. The knowledge imparted by her latest picture, Linda Lovelace
for President, is considerably less carnal than that dished up by Deep T hroat, the film that made her famous. Linda
doesn’t actually perform her well known sword-swallowing act onscreen this time, but, she observes, that shouldn’t be
necessary—"because people will fantasize about it, get off on it in their imaginations.” Since the film was scheduled
to be released within a week of this issue’s hitting the newsstands, it's anyone’s guess now whether Linda Lovelace for
President will fare better than the R-rated Deep Throat 11, which also left a lot to the imagination. But Linda—with




* SOYLENT CGREENLAWN

A FINAL RESTING PLACE

Fﬂlmlﬂﬁ PETS

CHILDREN UNDER 12 BURIED FREE
WHEN ACCOMPAMIED BY ADUILT

FOR GROUP INTERMENTS CONTACT
REV. NORBERT NECROPHILIA

The Right Reverend Dr. Oral

Sacrifice (Vaughn Meader),

preaching on the topic "'How to

Have Your Cake and Eat It,

Too," unexpectedly puts that and

other themes into action as he,

too, succumbs to Linda’s charms

80 at a revival meeting {above).
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‘I don't think I'm really chang-
ing my image,’’ says Linda. *I'd
still be me, whether | did Deep.

Throat or Gone With the Wind.""




“Actually,” Linda reflects in @ moment of
self-analysis, "'I'm a pushover. | want to
believe everyone. If | get hurt—well, | get hurt.
It's an experience. | love people, that's all.”

others who worked on the film—sees no comparison. “1 expected Deep Throat IT to bomb,” she says frankly. “It was a
disaster, amateurish, haphazardly thrown together. I haven't seen it myself, and 1 have no desire to.” L. L. for President
has a lot more going for it in the way of production values; a budget in excess of $600,000, compared with the original
Throat's $25,000, for one thing. “And Deep Throat was shot in eight days with a crew of eight or ten,” Linda remarks.
“This movie was shot in four weeks with a crew of 40 or 50.” It also boasts a cast whose names are familiar to fans
of rock, television and improvisational theater as well as motion pictures—among them, (text concluded on page 166)
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JIMMY CONNORS (continued from page 75)

But there are guts and there are guts.
Newcombe's are all inside, a concentra-
tion upon the certain knowledge that he
deserves victory more than any of the
others and he will have it. There is also
his history of wearing victory well. Con-
nors wears his guts differently, draws his
determination from another source, shows
his balls externally. Without arrogance,
he cannot win. He is a man-child before
his time, a product of the pampered
American system of mother-guided junior
tennis, the ultimate spoiled American
teenager. And it works.

- - -

We are walking into the Indianapolis
Racquet Club last August for the U.S.
Clay Court Championship, which draws
ol 64 players. It is Connors’ first test since
Wimbledon and he is muttering some-
thing about "sixty-three losers and me.”
Connors’ floppy Irish Buster Brown hair
bounces around as he climbs into his
jockstrap and jokes with buddies Spencer
Segura (son of the old pro) and Bob
Kreiss, another pro, in the locker room.
They communicate, like high schoolers,
by means of certain whistles.

Later, during a paper-plate lunch on
an indoor tennis court, Connors slides into
a flirtation number with his hiancée, Chris
Evert, and his esses start coming out as
whistles.

*Oh, Jimmy," she croons.

Though Connors has never done well
on slow surfaces such as clay, he fulhlls
even the immodest prediction of being the
only winner in town hcfore the week in
Indianapolis is out. And he does it by
beating the amazing Bjérn Borg, a clay-
court specialist, in the finals. He wears
even this cloak of victory poorly, an-
nouncing that he will defiantly share
$5000 of his $16.000 prize money with his
partner in tennis sin, Ilie Nastase, be-
cause Nastase was defaulted two days
carlier by the tournament comniittee for
nasty on-court behavior. At one point,
Nasty had shot a bird at his opponent,
Mexican Raul Ramirez. “He do that to
me once, I be over da net.” threatens
harrel-chested Argentine Guillermo Vilas
later. The wonder is that Nastase still has
all his natural teeth.

During the weck, Connors has gone
through his entire act from downery to
insults. After Nastase was defaulted, Con-
nors first threatened to boycott the rest of
the tournament, though he was top seed
and had top billing. He relented. but be-
fore his next match, he pulled down the
umpire’s nicrophone and told the crowd,
“My friend Nastase just wamis to play
tennis. I play this match for him.”

Then he went out and did his best to
distract Spaniard Manuel Orantes out of
what at first looked like an upset match
(Orantes is one of the world’s best clay-
court players). When Orantes won a point

on an easy overhead and the crowd ap-
plauded, Connors said quite audibly: “Big
fucking deal.” Then he broke Orantes’
serve and, when the crowd turned against
his antics, hardly applauding, he said:
“Yeah. everybody loves that.”

Riordan, Evert, the mischievous Nastase
and his striking beauty of a Belgian wile,
Nicky, were watching from a canopied
hox behind the base line. "OK, Junior,
let’s win this point,” insisted Riordan at
4-5 with Orantes serving. The Spaniard
was unnerved enough by then that he
practically gave the game away.

Following one long, exhausting point
that Connors iinally won, he looked to the
box and said, “I hope you like this, Mr,
Nastase; I do it for you.” Connors often
aftects a Romanian accent. A couple of
women with double-diamond rings on
their index fingers in the next box were
talking about how “cute” and “wonder-
ful” it all was, but the crowd was definitely
with Orantes then.

Connors got down a few points and
tried to slow the pace: If serving, he blew
at some length into his left hand (the
working, ergo sweating one) while staring
at his opponent, then bounced the ball
four, five, six times before serving. 1f re-
ceiving service, he used the traditional
tennis pro's stall—adjusting the align-
ment of the strings in his racket for stall-
ing purposes. Everybody does this stufi
(well, maybe not a Newcombe or an
Ashe), but with Connors it is noticcable
and exaggerated. Not only did I notice it
but—much more important—his oppo-
nent did. It was enough to achieve its
intended purpose: to break the other
guy's momentum. Orantes bounced the
ball, began his service motion and looked
up to see Connors toying with the strings
of his racket. He was irritated, hence dis-
tracted. A cheap way to win tennis points;
one that a player ol Connors’ talent and—
maybe someday—stature shouldn’t need.

Once, when Connors was behind in a
game, had fallen down and opened a vein
in his knee, which was bleeding but not
seriously, he asked Riordan mockingly:
“What do I do now, coach?”

“Punt,” returned Riordan to the gen-
eral merriment of everybody in the Con
nors claque—all four people—but hardly
to the amusement of the professional ten-
nis player waiting on the other side of the
net 1o serve.

After two brilliant volleys that won
Connors a point, he wrned to the tent
and said, "You're beautiful, Nastase.”

“Thanks, you fag,” answered the grin-
ning Romanian. The queer act is a run-
ning gag between them.

Connors won 6-4, 6-3. as usual making
shots most pros wouldn't even try more
than twice a week, the ball fairly scream-
ing off his racket. The wonder through-
out the tournament was that he was

playing the clay as though it were slick
cement or dry grass—bringing a fast-court
game to a slow surface, his backhand ex:
ploding like a Reggie Jackson line drive,
his volleys punched hard like an Ali
left. This win put him into the finals and,
at the press conference, he said, “"Well.
there’s sixty-two losers and me and Borg
now."”

Then we sprawled out on one of the
cushy couches inside the Racquer Club
and talked about Conners’ bad rep. Chris
Evert stomped off in a huff when Jimmy
said he was doing a piece with rLAYBOY:
I overheard her say something about “that
awful magazine.”

“It's not the frst time,” sighed Con-
nors philosophically, “and it's not the
last. I don't let her tell me what to do. |
don't complain if she does something in
Women's Wear Daily.”

Connors was cocky and comfortable in
faded jeans and a fancy European shirt:
the autograph kids kept coming up and
addressing him as Mr. Connors.

“They started doing that after I won
Wimbledon,” he said. It is strange: Con-
nors is but eight years younger than John
Newcombe, but they seem generations
apart in maturity.

“I'm a little like Nastase,” said Con-
nors with some understatement. “For me
to go "‘Wham! Bang! Uugh! Naah!" on the
court, that gets it all out. I have to relieve
my tensions in a way so I can get back into
the mawch. I've never thought of it as
something to use against the other guy.”

We were hungry. It was mandatory that
Connors be around for Chris's eight-
o'clock doubles maich, so we 1ook off with
Riordan in his rented car for the usual
Connors supper: a drive-in hamburger
and a Coke.

Connors said: “Everybody is gonna be
like they are. Everybody complains now
about the way I act. Maybe it bothers
them. but it's unintentional on my part.
Just don’t make all them out to be the
good guys. Gonzales [Pancho Gonazales,
one of Connors’ other teachers and he-
roes] doesn’t try to appear the good guy.
He'll admit what he does on the court. So
does Nastase. I'll stand up for what I do.

“I believe, il you're gomng to be a
schmuck, be a schmuck.”

Well, yes, Jimmy.

- - -

“Jimmee is yong,” says Pancho Secgura
with a toss of his silver mane. “He weell
grow up.” Now, it is Connors’ 22nd birth-
day, September second, the second round
at Forest Hills. Segura is sitting under
the blue-and-vellow striped VIP marquee,
watching Connors beat Australian John
Alexander, who may have the hardest
scrve in the world. Connors does it with
his own specialty: service returns. He
has an uncanny ability to see the ball
early.

“He seems to know where you're going
to hit the ball before you hit it,” says

(continued on page 168)
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bankers—those once good, gray, conservative souls—have been playing it fast and loose lately.

that kind of thing takes money. they’ve been losing yours

AMERICA's BANKS are in trouble. Many of the largest and
most powerful banks have been on a five-year expansion
binge, spurred by bankers convinced that bigger is better.
In their pursuit of growth, they have jeopardized the
safety of your money, not to mention the survival of
the entire banking system. Americans, accustomed to

article By JOHN B. TIPTON

entrusting their money to banks without the slightest
worry, should begin to worry—now.

Could we see a repeat of the Thirties, when thousands
of banks were forced to close their doors, causing financial
ruin for millions of depositors? It is quite possible that we
will survive today's problems (continued on page 132)

ILUSTRATION BY ALEX EBEL




1 can handle taxes and divorce
and inflation. problem

4ve carrying around some fatally

bg andrt!zat_;mt can’t cope

CHIATRIC CONVENTIONS, they like to tell the
story of a troubled lady who seeks help from her
Jocal analyst. Attempting to define the nature of
fxer problem, the analyst asks her to describe a
ts?pical morning in her life. “Well, let's see,” she
~ says. “First I get out of bed, then I go to my doset
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and put on my robe and slippers, and
then I go to the bathroom and 1 lean
over the toilet bowl and 1 throw up——"

The analyst snaps awake: “You what,
you throw up?”

“Doesn’t everybody?” asks the lady in
surprise.

More and more of us seem to be throw-
ing up every day as part of our normal
routine. Very existential, this particular
phenomenon: Nothing similar occurred
in the lives of our primitive ancestors.
True, they had their own problems; some-
times when they finished their daily do-
mestic cave chores, they would glance up
to find a hungry mastodon zeroing in on
them for lunch. When that happened,
their adrenals instantly secreted sub-
stances designed to mobilize strength and
energy. They sped to safety, clubbed the
beast into submission or perished. But
the adrenal output found release.

Now, in a time of more subtle and
sinister adversaries, our glands react in
those same prehistoric patterns. The in-
tercom buzzes, the secretary announces
that Mr. Grifin wishes to see you im-
mediately concerning those lost invoices;
her tone conveys anxiety, your hormones
surge to help repel the enemy. Wedged
behind your desk or shuffiing through
the office corridors, you Hfare within,
ready for attack, but hand-to-hand com-
bat with Mr. Grifin will not improve
your corporate image and, instead, as
you sit and suffer the man’s abuse, you
become the target of your own riotous
defense mechanisms.

An advertisement that ran several
years back in medical journals depicts
a lonely woman seated in the corner of
a school gym while her P.T.A. friends
decorate the backboards for an upcom-
ing dance.

The woman, we learn, is out to lunch,
despite her master’s degree in fine arts.

“Too little time to pursue a vocation,”
runs the text below the picture, explain-
ing why this sad and isolated woman
needs the company’s product. She has
been forced, we are told, to center life
on home and children. A perfect frame-
work for her to translate the functional
symptoms of psychic tension into major
problems. For this kind of patient . . .
consider the distinctive properties of
Valium.”

“It’s not that he’s not sharp. He grasps
things as quickly as ever,” a young man
says of his father-inlaw. “But the mental
letdown plays on the physical problems.
Each plays on the other and that cycle
makes both worse.”

The young man is Edward Cox. The
father-in-law suffers from phlebitis.

My suspicions are that the lady in the
psychiatrist’s joke is married to the man
with the lost invoices, that she voted for
Nixon twice and throws up every morn-
ing after reading the ad for Valium. In
any case, each of these people demon-
strates a wretched inability to cope, and

what is true for them is [ast becoming
true for most of the rest of us, too.

Let’s face it, optimism surrendered
years ago as the transcending bond among
Yankees of every caste, color and creed.
Into this void leaped chronic stress—that
ill-defined queasiness of the gut, that sud-
den stab behind the eyes, that pervasive
hausea serving to help us carve out our
identities as contemporary Americans.
Democratic to a fault, stress inflicts itself
with equal abandon on the life of the
pusher in the alley, the banker at the
board meeting, the poet, the housewife,
the cabby, the astronaut and the cook.
As a nation, we have progressed far be-
yond ulcers and other prosaic symptoms
of maladjustment into the realm of free-
floating hostility, displaced aggression,
random destruction that appears senseless
in origin only as long as we attempt to
find the personal connection beiween
victim and aggressor and do not look
instead to those impersonal dark urges
inside each of us. Life without stress is
like beer without bubbles—fat, tepid,
suspiciously unsatisfying. Experts inform
us that disruptive change is a major cause
of stress illness, that our glands are re-
actionary stiffs exacting a high toll in re-
turn for accommodating drastically new
directions in our lives.

Alvin Toffler, lor instance, defines fu-
ture shock as the physical and psychologi-
cal distress that arises from an overload
ol our adaptive systems and decision-
making processes. One dismaying section
of his book, Future Shock, details the re-
search of two psychiatrists—Drs. Thomas
H. Holmes and Richard Rahe—who de-
vised a method for measuring life
changes, ranking them in order of their
impact and magnitude. In this well-
publicized study, death of a spouse
topped the list, followed by divorce.

Then, in descending order, came mari-
tal separation, jail terms, death of a close
family member, personal injury or illness,
marriage, being fired, marital reconcilia-
tion, retirement—all the way down
through sex difficulties, foreclosure of
mortgage or loan, trouble with in-laws,
ouwtstanding personal achievements, va-
cations and minor violations of the law.

I conclude from this list that a lousy
driver on vacation with a second mort-
gage on his house has a better chance of
maintaining good health than does an
estranged husband who wins a large busi-
ness bonus, reconciles with his wife and
moves to a classy neighborhood. It makes
one wonder.

But Holmes and Rahe, attempting to
correlate change and health, compiled
the life-change scores of thousands of in-
dividuals and compared these with their
medical histories. Writes Toffler, in rel-
erence to this research:

It has been established that “alter-
ations in lifestyle” that require a
great deal of adjustment and coping
correlate with illness—whether or

not these changes are under the in-
dividual’s own direct control, wheth-
cr or not he sees them as undesirable.
Furthermore, the higher the degree
of life change, the higher the risk
that subsequent illness will be se.
vere. So strong is this evidence that
it is becoming possible, by study-
ing lifechange scores. actually to
predict levels ol illness in various
populations.

In short. my body has a simple message
for me: “I have seen the future and it
stinks!" But I have a message for my body:
“Damn the torpedoes, full speed ahead!”

Psychosomatic disease and bouts of de-
pression frequemtly result from rapid,
dramatic changes in a person's life, espe
cially when they are crowded into a short
time span. The news is bad, and it gets
worse: Even positive changes turn out
to pickle our juices and create inner
disharmony. They will often upset our
biorhythms and contribute to illnesses
that seem totally unrelated 1o the pursuits
of commerce and affection. A field study
by Rahe and Dr. Ransom ]. Arthur,
detailed in Gay Gaer Luce's excellem
book, Body Time, applied the life-
change scale to 3000 Navy men in an
effort to predict illness within the next
12 months. Those individuals experienc-
ing the highest number of lifestyle
changes suffered twice as many ailments
as the individuals whose lives had under-
gone few if any alterations. What comes
into play is an excessive activation of the
endocrine system; adaptive reaction, some
people call it, while others settle for the
simpler term—stress,

In Man Adapting, René Dubos warns
us that repeated stimulation of the en-
docrine glands leads to irreversible body
wear and tear. Fear, anxiety, overcrowd-
ing, loud noises, simple exposure to a
new situation, anticipation, hilarity—all
combine to overtax our adaptive reaction.

Well, you say, what the hell, aren't
those things an inescapable part of liv-
ing? Yes, of course, but be advised thai,
as Dubos says. “There is absolutely no
question that one can overshoot the
stimulation of the endocrine system and
that this has physiological consequences
that last throughout the whole lifetime
ol the organs.”

Terrific. With friends like endocrines,
who needs enemies? Unknown to us, a
quintessential love-hate relationship has
evolved over the centuries between our
selves and our glands. Lacking a pitui-
tary, hypothalamus or adrenals—the three
main components of the endocrine proc
ess activated by stress events—we would
perish from a stunning variety of meta
bolic disorders. At no great cost o our
health and wellare do we 1ake out short-
term loans on the endocrines in order
to cope with temporary physical and
psychological crises. But these same glands

(continued on page 122)



By BROCK YATES i'v vone aLL this before, you realize. When the

economy went blooey in the late Fifties, the public started buying little cars in
such quantities that even people importing obscure European brands such as
Borgwards and Skodas made money. American Motors got a shot in the arm
and George Romney paid us back by trying to run for President. So the Big
Three countered with a volley of “compact” cars: the unforgettable Corvair
(which ook a bad rap from Ralph Nader for its handling but leaked oil, ate
fan belts and rattled like a Taiwanese alarm clock), the Valiant (a stolid four-
door that spawned the Chrysler Slant-Six—still in use nearly 15 years later) and
the Ford Falcon (an undistinguished sedan that was the mechanical basis for
that unforgettable marketing coup, the Mustang). Now, these cars, which were
introduced in 1959-1960, transmitted certain messages back to Detroit that
were indelibly scribed in the brains of the (text continued on page 92)

A Knievel-type girl from Beloit
Got help from her friends in Detroit. ..

modern living
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...They upgraded her leaping
(Kept the Reaper from reaping)
By shrinking their cars. How adroit!

1. Americon Motors' Pacer, Detroit's latest
entry in the small-car derby, may be the
most revalutionary. Its window area is ex-
traordinary for a car of its size—100-inch
wheelbase, 171.5-inch overall length. it
sports a 22-gallon fuel tank and AM.C.'s
basic 232-cubic-inch, six-cylinder engine.

&), The Mustang Il was a big success story
in its introductory year—the notchback ver-
sion aftracting many buyers who fondly re-
membered the ariginal Mustang. The Il is
now offered with a 302-cubic-inch V8 and
options that could drive the sticker price
thousands of dollars over the $3529 base.

7. Astre, Pontiac’s version of the Vega,
sports an identical power plant, but it comes
only as a hatchback or a station wagon. Its
wheelbase is 97 inches, its over-all length
175.9 inches and it's available in a duded-
up SJ versian that includes rally-gauge clus-
ter. Base price is $190 more than Vega's.

2. The Gremlin, whose name and profile
were both controversial when it was intro-
duced in 1970, has become a familiar sight
on city streets. This year, the Gremlin is
offered with overdrive for both the 232- and
the 258-cubic-inch engines. The base price,
$2798, is lowest of any American-built car.

5. Chevrolet's Vega, G.M.'s initial plunge
into the new small-car market, has been
kept refreshingly free of annual chrome
additions. It retains the 140-cubic-inch four-
cylinder power plant available with single
or two-barrel carburetion and comes with
a power-brake option. Base price: $2912.

8. As with the Monza 2+2 and the Sky-
hawk, Oldsmobile’s Starfire is offered in
only one body style, a hatchback sport
coupe. It shares a 231-cubic-inch V6 engine
with the Skyhawk, along with an 18.5-gal-
lon fuel tank. Power brakes and steel-belted
radial tires are standard. Base price: $4157.

PHOTOGRAPHY BY BILL ARSENAULT

3. Ford's Pinto is available with a 2.8-
liter V6 for the runabout and station-wagon
models in addition to its basic 140-cubic-
inch fourcylinder engine. Power steering
and power brakes are options. Wheelbase
and over-all length—94.5 inches and 169
inches—are shortest of all Detroit cars.

6. Unlike its sister cars, the Starfire and
the Skyhawk, the Chevrolet Manza 242
comes with two engine choices, the basic
2.3-liter four-cylinder and a 262-cubic-
inch V8. It marks G.M.'s first use of rectan-
gular headlights. Contrary to usual Detroit
practice, the louvers function—as exhausts,

9. Buick publicity boasts that the Skyhawk
is the smallest cor ta corry its name plate
in more than 60 years, which is indicative
of the dramatic turnaround in Detroil's
thinking. The Skyhawk's 231-cubic-inch
Vé is an update of Buick’'s 225-cubic-inch
power plant produced from 1962 to 1967,
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auto moguls; i.e., stark, cheap-o midget
sedans would not sell in vast quantities,
but gussied-up, two-door versions of the
same vehicles would. Hence, the Cor-
vair became successful after the sporty
Monza reached the market and the Falcon
made it only when it was given a full
plasticsurgery rebuild and appeared mas-
terfully disguised as the Mustang. This
cycle is, of course, endemic to Detroit
marketing, and all cars, large or small,
tend to increase in size. weight, horse-
power, price and general opulence as they
proceed through their annual model
changes.

Because of this phenomenon, Detroit
plunged into the Seventies with its old
compacts long since either in oblivion
(Corvair) or increased in size (Tempest,
Valiant. et al.) to a point where they bore
no relationship to the small, economical
imports that were seizing nearly 20 per-
cent of the domestic market. Chevrolet
then introduced the Vega, Ford the Pinto
and American Motors the Gremlin in an
attempt to check the increasing erosion of
sales to VW, Datsun, Toyota, etc., and to
carve out a new body of younger car own-
ers not committed to the large, expensive
automobiles embodied in the stereotyped
American dream. The Pinto and the Vega
were milestone vehides for Dewroit. Both

. were created using technology specifically

intended for small cars, as opposed to the
employment of big-car bits and picces
cobbled up to serve double duty. More-
over. they carried engines in the two-liter
range that were positively microscopic by
standard Motor City measurements and
both cars were introduced with pledges
that the designs would remain stable for
at least five years, without the habitual,
gimmick-laden annual model changes
that had become an increasingly boring,
costly, wasteful and redundant part of the
domestic car scene.

If there was ever a time that Detroit ac-
cepted the legitimacy of small cars, it is
now. After enjoying success with the orig-
inal Pintos, Vegas and Gremlins, the auto
biggies are ready to expand the market.
Only Chrysler has remained aloof from
building its own, home-grown mite; it
chooses instead 10 import the Japanese-
built Colt, a sturdy, enjoyable little ma-
chine; but most car experts believe that
sooner or later. Chrysler must blow the
dust off its pocketbook and cough up for
a small car of its own. Ford was first 10
escalate the action with the Mustang II,
ammounced as a late starter in its 1978
line-up. Now General Motors is in the fray
with various permutations of Chevrolet’s
Monza 2+2 and American Motors is
launching its tricky little Pacer. These
cars are second-generation small vehicles,
and while they are more expensive and
more oriented toward the sportin’ life
than their predecessors, they have not
been stretched and bloated in size. They
remain of modest dimension, indicating
that Detroit is committed to the notion

that lean, compact-size machines are here
1o stay.

Certainly American Motors has made
the longest and strongest commitment to
small cars of all the domestic car builders,
going so far as to announce in 1974 that it
was killing its fullsize Ambassador and
devoting 1otal production 1o compacts
and intermediates. Of course, one of the
cornerstones of its product line-up is the
Gremlin. whose sliced-off body profile has
become less weird 1o the American eye
since its introduction and has enjoyed
steady, profitable sales (at least until the
great slump of 1974). But the Gremlin
was a compromise for A.M.C., patched
together from parts already in use on its
Hornets and Rebels; and as A.M.C. prod-
uct planners evaluated their line-up three
years ago, they reasoned that a radical
and original car was necessary to face the
new social consciousness. “We knew
things would never be the same in
America following the revolution of the
Sixties,” says Jerry Meyers, the rangy,
square-jawed vice-president of A.M.C.'s
Product Group. “New kinds of cars
would have to be ceated to meet the
new consumer awareness of the Seventies,
and this would require a major invest-
ment, with a design created from a clean
piece of paper. After evaluating where
we thought the market would be going,
we decided that our new car would have
to cater to the needs of the people who
would be living in the great concentra-
tons of population in the Fast, Mid-
west and West Coast.” Meyers' “concept
car,” as it was coded, would have to
meet a number of criteria: such as large
interior room, as large as that found on
present intermediate cars; small outside
dimensions, a goal that had to be reached,
even if the sacred Detroit phallus of the
long hood had o be eliminated; light,
cconomical power plants, either the new
rotary engine or the company's smallish
in-line six, but not a gas-guzzling V8
under any circumstances; plenty of ac-
cessibility, with two side doors and a rear-
opening hatch for parcels; and solid
protection for the passengers (integral
roll bar) and the bodywork (full wrap-
around bumper).

Stylist Dick Teague, whose Gremlin,
Matador and Hornet designs have been ac
claimed for their aesthetics and their func-
tion (the stumpy little Gremlin, cobbled
out of existing A.M.C. parts, cost a mere
35.000,000 1o create—peanuts in the car
biz). sketched a shape for the concept car
during an engineering meeting that gen.
erated instant enthusiasm. It was short
and wide and vaguely egg-shaped, with a
mere bump of a hood and massive areas of
window glass. As it was refined, some said
it took on a cursory resemblance to the
famed Torsche 911 coupe. With a modest
overall length of 171.5 inches and a
wheelbase of 100 inches (by comparison,
the Volkswagen Beetle is 158.6 inches over
all. with a 94.5-inch wheelbase), Teague's

design still provided full interior seating
room for four adults. An interesting fillip
involved the right—or curbside—door,
which was four inches wider than its
counterpart on the left, to aid entry and
exit.

“"We knew we had the proper kind of
car for contemporary use—a car that
might remain keyed to the public's needs
for perhaps ten years,” says Meyers. “But
there was a major decision to be made. If
we were to produce the car without com-
promises, it meant a major investment.
With the exception of our six-cylinder en-
gine and (ransmission, no existing Amer-
ican Motors parts could be interchanged.
Everything had to be designed and tooled
from the ground up, a major undertaking
for a small company like ours. Yet all our
research indicated this was the car perfect.
ly keyed to the Seventies.” Based on Mey
ers’ optimism, Americmn Motors gambled
on his concept car—soon 1o be named
Pacer—and unloaded somewhere between
$50,000.000 and $60,000,000 to launch the
project. ‘The result is one of the most strik-
ingly original and daring automobiles to
be produced by Detroit in a decade. Avail
able at first only with A M.C.’s six, with
the rotary a possibility, the Pacer will be
aimed at a broad spectrum of buyers. with
prices ranging from quite cheap for the
basic models to expensive for the fully
loaded versions. For the first time in mem-
ory, American Motors is not aiming a
product at a specific segment ol the mar
ket, but it hopes to offer the Pacer in
enough varieties so that it will appeal 1o
a vast and diverse collection of car buyers.
“I guess you could call this our trump
card.” says Teague, who. like his manage-
ment colleagues, is aware of the fnancial
devastation that will ensuc if the public
fails 1o love the Pacer as much as they do.
“Win or lose, the one comlort we have
is that we did our best not to compro
mise: that we tried to do it right.” A
noble thought, indeed.

If the Pacer represems a gianm A M.C.
gamble, the new General Motors small
cars are safer, more conservative bets. The
Chevrolet Monza 2+ 2 and its twin sisters,
the Buick Skyhawk and the Oldsmobile
Starfire, must rank among the neatest-
looking automobiles to appear in the past
decade. and certainly presage a new gen-
eration of clean, lean G.M. cars of all
sizes.

No matter what the name, the Monza
2+2 has the heart and soul of a Chevro-
let. and its being suited up in the Buick
and Oldsmobile colors is a simple story of
General Motors energy-crisis jitters that
will be recounted shortly. Its genesis can
be traced 10 Chevrolet and the year
1971 A.p., when the executive types dis-
covered that the stripped-down, char-
woman-special Vegas were  selling in
minuscule quantities compared with the
zoomier, more expensive G. 1. versions.
This caused them to devise a new

(continued on page 166)




“My wife doesn’t understand my deep desire to rob the cradle.”
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GOODBYE,
BOB

art and pat cordially invite you
to a farewell gala for bob—who
plans to kill himself tonight

fiction By MALCOLM BRALY

BOB DRIFTED INTO OUR LIVES one day
through the door of a small beachside
bar called the Malibu Cottage, where I
spent an occasional afternoon drinking
beer and shooting pool. The Cottage
flashed a few signals of sophistication
and sometimes small lights from the
Malibu colony wandered in, but it was
essentially a beer bar.

I found myself talking to Bob with-
out quite understanding how the con-
versation had started. He had little
to say beyond what was common to this
particular afternoon, but I was slightly
drunk, feeling mellow, and we ex-
changed prosaic conversational tiles—
the quality of the surf, the performance
of the Dodgers—in a mindless barter.

I bought him a drink. He bought me a
drink. He was drinking rusty nails
and he talked me into trying one.

Bob was tall, very thin, probably in
his early 30s, though he sometimes
seemed much younger, and there was a
small-town quality to him that he
would probably never lose. He wore
suntans and a T-shirt, like a delivery-
boy, and his hair, once brush cut,
was overgrown now like an untidy
lawn. His eyes were plain, often eager,
always nice.

I gathered he had been hanging out
here for a day or two, because he told
me how he had tried to get a woman
at the other end of the bar to go to bed
with him. She was a deeply tanned,
middle-aged woman with unlikely
yellow hair and a tough, unhappy
f'li!?l’ﬁ&\lﬂﬂ.

“She’s some kind of English noble-
woman,” Bob told me with a solemnity
that gauged the degree to which such
titles impressed him. “Her husband has
her watched constantly, trying to
scrape together some kind of divorce
action, so she has a hard time just
getting laid. I asked her to go to a motel
with me, but she said that would be
dreary. She (continued on page 148)
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FRESH oUT of high school in Tulsa,
Oklahoma, 18-year-old ex-cheer-
leader Laura Misch was confronted
with that same question that has
plagued most new high school
graduates: What now? Wandering
into a neighborhood drugstore, she
happened to pick up a slick paper-
back entitled Playboy Bunnies.

She leafed through it. She pictured
herself with rabbit ears and a Bunny
tail. She had an ideal “1 dashed

off a letter, enclosed a Polaroid of
myself and sent it to the New




meet laura misch,

a new orleans lovely
who’s taken the crescent
city to her heart.

lucky new orleans
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Although she has chosen New Orleans as
her home town, Laura is geling rest-
less. “I don't even like to stay in one job
for too long,” she says. “l get itchy feet.”

Basically a down-to-earth girl, Laura doesn’t
believe in the supernatural. “When people
ask me what my sign is,” she says, “| tell
them Exxon. Astrology’s a waste of time.”







During the shooting of Mandingo, Laura picked up as many pointers as
she could about the movie business. “Everybody was surprisingly at-
tentive,” she says. “They let me play with the cameras and showed me
how to zoom in and out.” At left, she chats with producer Ralph Serpe.

At left, make-up man Gerald O'Dell puts on the finishing touches for
Laura’s bordello scene {above)—in which she has her working
clothes adjusted by her personal slave girl. The lace cap,
incidentally, is also worn by Laura on our cover.
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Orleans Bunny Mother, since
she was the closest to Tulsa,”
[.aura recalls. “The next

thing I knew, I was in New
Orleans with a new job.”
Within a few weeks, she’d
fallen madly in love with the
place. Even today, two years
later, she will wax rhapsodic
about the delights of the old
French ay. “Except for

the humidity,” she says, “I
adore everything about New
Orleans. I'Hl never leave.” This
creates a conflict in her life,

for she also wants to be a

movie star (" Who doesn’t?™)
and most stars have to
emigrate to Hollvwood sooner
or later. Nolonger a Bunny
since the temporary closing of
the New Orleans Club some
months ago, Laura has just
finished an on-location shoot-
ing as an extra in Dino De
Laurentiis’ new hlm,
Mandingo, starring James
Mason and Susan George. In
the movie, which is about life
on a slave-breeding pl;lnt;i{i(m
in the pre-Civil War South,
Laura plays one of the girls in
a Mississippi delta whorehouse.
T his 1s how she describes her
big scene: “A door opens and
through the doorway you

see me standing there, clutch-
ing my underwear. Then I
blow a sensuous kiss to a satis-
fied customer.” Since it was her
first scene in a movie, and

she appeared seminude, to
boot, Laura admits to having
had a certain initial apprehen-
sion. “I thought it would be
awful with all those people
watching me,” she says. “But
they were good about it and
kept their eyes on my

face.”” If you say so, Laura,

Relaxing after a rigorous day on
the set, Laura panders her
acting: Today a delta whore,
tomorrow Camille. Who knows?




PLAYBOY'S PARTY JOKES

One frigid morning, a man turned up at his of-
fice much the worse for wear. “I didn't sleep a
wink,” he told a co-worker. “I was up almost
all night trying to keep my wile’s begonia
covered against the [reezing cold.”

“I should be so lucky,” sighed the other
man. “On these icy nights, my wife wears two
pairs of panties and woolen long johns under
flannel pajamas, so I can't even get at her
begonia to try to keep it warm.”

We've heard about an operatic soprano and
her symphony-harpist boyfriend who have de-
veloped a high degree of artistic empathy, she
humming his parts while he fingers her passages.

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines safe-cracker
as a Georgia girl on the pill.

And the Lord spake unto Moses, saying:
“"There is both good news and bad news. The
good news is that plagues shall smite your Egyp-
tian oppressors. The Nile shall be turned to
blood, and frogs and locusts shall cover the
ficlds, and gnats and flies shall infest the Phar-
aoh’s people, and their cattle shall die and rot
in the pastures, and hail and darkness shall visit
punishment upon the land of Egypt! Then will
I lead the children of Israel forth, parting the
waters ol the Red Sea so that they may cross,
and thereafter strewing the desert with manna
so that they may ear.”

And Mosces said. “O Lord, that’s wonderful!
But tell me, what's the bad news?”

And the Lord God replied, "It will be up to
you. Moses, to write the environmental-impact
statement.”

Beu)' Sue’s masturbational style

Is distinguished by Frenchified guile:
She uses a wiener—
It's safer and cleaner—

She's become a confirmed Frankophile!

Did you and Eddie go the limit?” the teeny-
bopper ecagerly asked as her big sister was
slipping into bed after a date.

“Well,” replied the older girl with a sigh,
“at least we went Eddie’s.”

A YM.CA. resident complained that he
had been subjected to objectionably aggressive
overtures by a man in an upstairs lounge the
previous night.

“Why didn’t you rush out of the roomz” asked
the manager.

“I simply couldn’t,” answered the chap. "My
skirt was oo tight.”

Our Unabashed Dictionary defines fellatio
foreplay as a taste of things to come.

The finicky client was explaining his prefer-
ences to the madam. *The girl I want must have
certain definite characteristics,” he said. “She
must be a five-foot, six-inch redhead with green
eyes, a small bust with large nipples, full hips,
nicely muscled legs. a silky and perfecly tri-
angular pubic patch, freshly shaven armpits
and no body scars. Besides,” he went on, “she
must be passionate but submissive, as well as
uninhibited but basically genteel. Do you have
such a girl here?”

“Of course we do.” the madam assured the
man, “but, just to be on the safe side, why
don’t you come back on Friday for a prelim-
inary fitting?”

When they get around to doing a nudie series
on TV, we presume that the tryout episode will
be referred o as a bush pilot.

| recently had,” said the aging lecher holding
forth at the bar, “what may have been the worst
piece of ass in my life.”

“Just how would you describe it?” asked a
fellow drinker.

“Magnificent!”

As punishment for an attempted invasion of
his harem, a sultan had the culprit buried in
the palace courtyard with only his head above
ground. Then a ferocious bull was admitted
and  poaded untiil, sighting the head, it
charged. The bull missed the first time bt
passed so close on its second charge that the
desperate victim managed to snap at the ani-
mal’s huge organ.

“No, no!" screamed the sultan [rom his
throne-room window. “'Fight fair! Fight fair!"

Heard a funny one lately? Send it on a post-
card, please, to Party Jokes Editor, PLAYBOY,
Playboy Bldg., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago,
ML 60611. 850 will be paid to the contributor
whose card is selected. Jokes cannot be returned.
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“But I thought the captain was supposed to go down with the ship.”
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WAS STANDING THERE in front of the

Pipeline Club in a fine misting rain

with my hand still on the door of

the taxi that had brought me in
from the airport to Valdez, Alaska (pro-
nounced Valdeez, so that the last syllable
rhymes with disease, by the folks who
lived thereabouts, folks who do not take
the pronunciation of their town lightly
and who are subject to become very
pissed very quick if you do not come
down hard on the eez, drawing it out in
a long sibilant Z); 1 was standing there
looking at a legless man where he sat on
the sidewalk on his little wheeled dolly,
a beatific look of ecstasy on his thin pale
face as he looked not back at me but up
into the cold slanting mist and the lady
cabdriver was saying for the fourth time
since I got into her cab: “These god-

damn new people think they own this-

TNJUAEDE E-Zay

article By HARRY CREWS  there’re strange
things done 'neath the midnight sun |
by the men who toil for oil
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goddamn town but I'll tell you one god-
damn thing: They don’t own it yet.”

I was stunned with exhaustion. The
flight from Atlanta to Chicago to Seattle
to Ketchikan to Juneau to Yakutat to
Cordova had left me confused and dis-
oricnted. Then my ordinary morning ter-
rors had been compounded by the flight
from Cordova in a Piper Aztec, bouncing
and dropping and tilting through winds
that anywhere else in the world would
have been called a hurricane.

The ecstasy on the legless man’s face
had changed to a gentle bemused satis-
faction. I turned to see if the taxi driver
was looking at the legless man. I thought
she might tell me about him, tell me may-
be that he was a religious mystic famous in
Valdez for seeing through to the secret
heart of things. But she was still staring
furiously up at me and through her
clenched teeth, she said: “You just god-
damn remember that.”

“Look, lady,” I said, but she was al-
ready squealing in a U turn, roaring off
toward the airport. _

When 1 started across the sidewalk, the
legless man put his padded fists down and
gave himsell a shove, shooting his lite
dolly past me. I stopped, blinked. There
on the cement where the legless man had
been sitting were two symmetrical, per-
fectly tormed human turds. I turned just
in time to see the man and the dolly being
lifted by two young boys into a camper on
the back of a Ford pickup. 1 knew I'd
been given a sign. Because I believe
most devoutly in such things, I knew I
had been given a sign to reckon with.

Inside the Pipeline Club I asked the
bartender for double vodka and tonic
with no ice and then found myself a
corner where I could lean my head back
against a wall and collect myself.

When I got off the Alaska Airlines
plane in Cordova. the flight up to that
point had only been exhausting. An
hour later when I got into the Piper
Aztec, it went from exhausting 10 terri-
fying. We were in heavy rain and wind
under a lowering sky. It couldn't have
been much more than noon but it seemed
like dusk dark. I was tlre only passenger
and I rode up front by the pilot. He
looked 10 be in his early 20s, wearing
Levis and a work shirt. His damp hair
was hanging in a wet curling bang over
his eyes. He was impossibly young to be
taking me up in an airplane.

“What airline is this?” I shouted over
the noise of the engine. The Aztec was
unmarked except for numbers on the
fusclage and I thought wildly as we ap-
proached the runway that 1 was on the
wrong plane and, such being the case,
I could get off.

“Chitina,” he shouted back. “We
do ferrying work for Alaskan over to
Valdeez.”

He moved the throttle to full rich and
the plane shook and groaned, its little

110 wings fapping like a crippled bird's.

“Listen,” he screamed, “the ride’ll be a
little choppy today. But I think it'll be
all right.”

He thought it would be all right. Yes,
indeed. Once aloft, I opened my eyes and
watched him expertly light 2 Lucky Strike
while the horizon tilted everywhere about
us. I asked him where he'd learned to
fly, thinking perhaps the Army or the
Air Force.

“Aw, it's just something I picked up
back in Texas. Always been interested
in it and 1 just picked it up.”

His name was Jerry Austin. From Aus-
tin, Texas. There was a story that the
town had been named for some of his
people somewhere back there. He didn't
know if it was true. Thought it might be
a lie. But you never can tell.

“Only been up here in Alasker three
months. Hope 1o git a job with a jet
out of Anchorage. Don't know il I can
though. Ruther not {ly this rig up here in
the winter.”

We had been in the air for abour 20
minutes when we turned away from the
coast, following a wide body of water up
between two mountains that rose 4000 or
5000 feet above us on either side.

“Valdeez Bay,” he shouted. We had
come out of the rain now and the day
had brightened under patches of blue sky
showing through the douds. “Right up
yonder beyond that rise is Valdeez. This
is where the tankers’ll come in to pick up
the oil off the pipeline.” He looked down
at the shimmering surface of the bay.
“Seems a shame to ruin that water. Won't
be fit 1o wash your feet in when they
git through with it.” He pointed off 1o
the left as he banked the plane. “There
she is.”

From the air Valdez looked like a
mobile-home court. It was a city on
wheels. House trailers were jammed into
every available space.

“What's that over there?” I asked.

“That’s four hundred miles of steel
pipe. Thirty-foot sections. Four-feet diam-
cter.” He looked at me and smiled. “Made
in Japan. It's stacked over there right
where Valdeez used to be.”

“Used to be?”

“A few years back Valdeez was wiped
out by a earthquake and ridal wave.
When they built it up again they moved
it up here.”

We were coming in fast now toward the
airport. All manner of heavy machinery—
packers and stackers and dirt buggies and
back hoes and scrapers—raced about over
the barren landscape. For no apparent
reason, two helicopters hovered a half
mile away on the side of 2 mountain. Raw
lumber was everywhere, stacks of it, and
the naked sides of buildings in various
stages ol construction shone in the sun
but only briefly because as we made our
approach the sky closed again as if by
magic and a misting rain began to fall.

“Jesus,” 1 said, “is that a dirt runway?”

“Yeah,” Jerry said, putting his cigarette

out with one hand and bringing us in
with the other. “But when they finish
over there . . " he pointed to the mad-
ly racing machinery. “When they git
through over there, you'll be able 1o
bring a 727 in here.”

The lady cabdriver laughed when I
told her o take me to a motel. “No rooms
in this town. None. I can check if you
want me to, but there won’t be any.”
She got on her radio and, sure enough,
there were no rooms.

““T'ake me to a bar then,” [ said.

After I'd had enough vodka to steady
me down, I asked the bartender 1o sell
me a bottle.

“Not but one place you can buy a bot-
tle of vodka in Valdeez. Just a block over
there. Pinzon Liquor Store. Truck Egan's
place.”

“Egan” 1 said, the name trying to re-
mind me of something. Then I knew
where I'd heard it. “Say, he’s not. . . "

“That's right,” he said. “Governor of
Alaska's brother. Truck’s the smart one
in the family. Shit; Bill Egan's on the
phone two, three times a day, asking
Truck what to do.”

I walked through the rain across Egan
Drive to the Pinzon Liquor Store on
Tatitlek Avenue. Truck Fgan was a very
small man with wet eyes, a sad gentle
face and a badly twisted hunchback. His
long slender white fingers trembled as he
put the vodka in a bag.

There were no other customers in the
store but he didn't want to talk. Or
rather, his sister, Alice, an imposing lady
with bluing hair, didn’t want to talk, and
that seemed to discourage Truck. It was
apparent Alice was displeased over the
prospect of anybody writing anything
about Valdez.

I got back into the rain and walked
toward a neon sign 1'd seen [rom the taxi
coming in from the airport advertising
the Club Valdez. Egan Drive is the main
street going through town. It is wide and
paved with sidewalks and curbstones. But
once you turn off that and head up
toward the place where the house trailers
are stacked in cheek to jowl, up toward
the little marina where the fishing boats
swing at anchor, the streets dissolve into
mud and potholes and rock. Packs of
dogs scavenge in overflowing dumpsters
and garbage cans, snarling and fighting
among themselves, Scraps of lumber and
twisted sheets of corrugated tin litter the
edges of swampy strects. Construction is
going on everywhere in and among the
house trailers. Even the Alaska National
Bank of the North is in a house wailer,
but they're building right next door, go-
ing at it with hammer and Skilsaw, and
even as I write this they might be out of
their house wrailer and into something
new and fine.

The Club Valdez was one enormous
room, a bar across the front, two pool
tables in the back and, in the space

(continued on page 114)



no need to make every elegant
outing a necktie party.
four ways to forgo the four-in-hand
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FiT 10 BE UDNTIED]

attire By ROBERTY L. GREEN

Once upon a time, fies that bind were de rigueur
when the occasion colled for a svit. Happily,
no longer—as is shown by the lad ot right,
‘who's gained moximum yardage from o silk
scorf, by Handcraft, $10, worn with o tweed
suit, by Franklin Bober for Berhen, obout
$175, ring-neck pullover, by Himalaya, $12,
white-an-white shirt, by Von Heusen, $12,
and a silk pocket square, by Hondcroft, $6.
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The score is untied again—as the genteman
at far left demonstrates, having combined an
Indian-print silk scarf, by Handcraft, $8, with
a tweed three-piecer, by Arthur Richards, $175,
an elongated-plaid shirt, by Yves St. Laurent,
$25, ond a pocket square, by Handcraft, $6.
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The middle man has opted for a sim-
ple but sophisticated ivory pendant,
by Eric Ross, $50, ta accent his gab-
ardine suit, by Cricketeer, about
$120, plus acrylic sleeveless V-neck
pullover, by Barclay, $7, pongee
shirt, by Yves St. Lourent, $22.50, a
silk pocket square, by Handcraft, $6.

Talk about fringe benefits! The dude !

on the right is getting his from .
a funky “beach ladies —print silk
scarf, $9, plus a peg-legged double-
breasted goburdinel suit, $‘|40.,_-
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between, maybe ten or twelve round
wooden tables. The smoke was heavy. The
jukebox was playing Charley Pride. A
lone couple two-stepped across the bare
wooden Hoor as a line of men at the bar
watched them.

I got a vodka and went to the head.
The sweer smell of grass clung to the
damp calcimined walls and clouds of
smoke hung in the air, mixing nicely with
the odor of vomit and piss. “My, my, my,”
I said to myself while I watered off, “it's
everywhere, even here in Valdeez.”

As if on cue, a boy popped out of the
stall. “You wanta buy some?”

I looked at him and thought, Now,
ain’t you a dumbass? but I said, “What
you selling?”

He had on a beaded headband and a
fringed leather jacket over greasy Levis
stuffed into mud-spattered cowboy boots.

“What you lookin’ to buy?” The words
turned to grits in his mouth and it oc
curred to me that most of the talk I'd
heard since I'd been in town, including
the taxi driver’s, had been Grit talk.

“What you selling a lid for?" I asked.

“A weighed ounce,” he said, “is worth
ninety dollars.”

“Not to me it isn't,” I said.

“All right then,” he said, “sixty dol-
lars.”

“You're hurt,” 1 said. “Something’s
burned in your fuse box.”

He shrugged. “People expect to be
robbed up here. Anythin’ is worth any-
thin" you can git for it. But sixty’s all
right. Sixty wouldn't cheat me.”

“I bet it wouldn't,” 1 said. As I was
going out the door, he went back into the
stall.

I went to the bar and watched the
couple two-step. The girl was very skinny
and she had a baby with her. She had
thoughtfully tied it to a chair with a
leather belt. She and the man went back
to the wable between numbers to chug
some beer and pet the baby. She gave it a
sip from time to time and the baby sat
strapped to the chair, gurgling and mewl-
ing contentedly, now and then nodding
off. Which reminded me I was looking for
a place to put my head down.

“Writin’ a letter home, are youp”

I looked up from the notes I was scrib-
bling. The man was on the stool next to
me. He seemed to be about as drunk as I
was. 1 would have guessed his age at 30,
but he had a marvelously weathered and
ruined face. On his hard hat was a faded
McGovern sticker.

“Yeah,” I said. “I'm just writing the
old lady it ain't nowhere 1o stay in this
town."”

“You just git in?”

“Yeah.”

“You ain"t got on yer?”

“Not yet, but I'm supposed to git on.”

“You got some cash money in you

114 pocket?”

(continued from page 110)

"I wouldn’t come off up here without
some cash money.”

"Go out yonder to the airport then and
tell Dave Kennedy I sent you. My name's
Bugger Wells. Kennedy's building a camp
out there the other side of the airport.
IVl cost you but you can stay. Ask any-
body out there for Dave Kennedy. You
won't have no trouble.”

The cabdriver ook me to a tiny two-
story building that had an outside stair-
way leading 1o the top. The second floor
was a single room with a half partition.
The whole thing couldn’t have been
more than 20 [eet square. Maps and over-
lays and blueprints and papers of every
sort were stuffed into shelves along the
walls. Two Teletype machines rattled
next to the semipartition. A polar-bear
skin covered the top of a dun-colored
couch. The bear’s mouth was open and its
stunned marble eyes stared past me
through the window where the helicopters
still hovered in the distance and the yel-
low, growling machinery still raced about
over the airport. Dave Kennedy stood at
his desk, the top of which was a foot deep
in papers, most of which seemed incred-
ibly dusty. He was on the phone, cradling
it between his shoulder and right ear. His
left ear was pinned against his head and
grown shut.

A lady in corduroy trousers sat in the
corner at a typewriter. She stopped typing
and looked at me. I told her what the guy
at the Club Valdez had told me.

“Valdeez,” she said. “You say Val-
deeeez!”

“He was right,” said Dave Kennedy,
who had just put the phone down. “You
can stay at the camp. Thirty-three dollars
a day. You looking for work?”

I decided to tell him what I was doing
in Valdez.

“No way,” he said. “Take you a year
to write this and you still wouldn’t have
it right. You'd have it wrong. The only
way to measure what's happening herer
You know? You want me to tell you? I'll
tell you. A six-inch ruler made out of
rubber that swrewches to seventeen feet.
That's how. Nothing like this ever been
done. And you can’t worry because a
ruler’s got twelve inches to the foot. In
Valdeez, there may be twelve feet to the
inch. OK#”

The explanation seemed to satisty him
immensely. It tended to confuse me but 1
thought better of asking him to explain
it. I'd noticed a National Car Rental
sign downstairs and asked if 1 could
get a car. Rent you a plane if you want
one, he said. I said, no, a car would do
nicely. While the girl was writing out
the ticket lor the car, Dave Kennedy took
me over to the window and pointed: “See
where they're building down there?” It
looked 10 me as if they were building
everywhere down there, and I told himn so.

“No, no,” he said impatiently, “there

by the wrailer. Right there with the silver
op. Go in there and ask for Hap. Hap
the cook. He'll fix it. Give him the
money."”

I found Hap in a house trailer that had
been converted into a kitchen and dining
room with enough seats to feed 54 people.
Directly next to it, a whole covey of
carpenters was building a permanent din-
ing hall that would eventually feed 600.

Hap was feeding some of the early
night crew when I got there and he
asked me (o wait. I sat at a table looking
at a cup of coffee he had given me and
thinking how nice it was going to be to
put my head down, when a foreman came
in. Like most of the men there, the fore-
man’s skin was ruined from the wind and
the sun and the snow. He had what
looked like it might be skin cancer across
the bridge of his nose. He was pissed when
he came in. He kicked a couple of chairs,
hustled his balls and sat down. He started
talking loudly, a little out of breath. to
nobody in particular.

“I'll tell you one damn thing: Il vou
pick up something in this town, don't
set it back down. Because if you do set it
back down even for a minute, it'll be
another price when you pick it up.” He
got off his chair, hustled his balls again,
sat back down, crossed his legs, uncrossed
them and sat kicking one heavy boot
against the other. “Went into town there
to buy a damn alarm dock. Wanted to
make sure the crew was up and ready.
Went in the store there. Didn’t have but
one kind of clock. Looked like a piece of
shit, but I thought it’d get us up. Young
kid behind the counter. Asked him how
much it was. Said he didn’t know, but the
boss was next door and he'd run ask.
While he was gone I picked up one of
the goddamn things. Had a sticker on it
said six dollars and fifty cent. Kid come
back and said the boss said nine dollars
and fifty cent. I told the kid the one in
my hand said six-fifty. He said he just
knowed what the boss said. Fuck i, 1
didn’t want to stand around there all day
talking to a shirttail kid, so I bought .
Brought it down here to the camp and the
goddamn thing quit in the middle of the
night. Crew was half a lucking hour late.
Took the goddamn thing down there a
while ago. Man runs the place said he
was sorry but it was as is. Sold as is. No
refund, no nothing. But the son of a
bitch did say he was sorry. I told him to
stick it up his ass and 1 hope the alarm
went off. I'd already checked all over 1own
and there weren't no more clocks. Not
another goddamn one in town. 1 guess
he knowed it 100 because when I told him
I'd have to buy another of the goddamn
sorry things, he looked me dead in the
eye and said just as slick as owl shit:
‘That’ll be twelve dollars and filty cent.” ™

Hap came out of the kitchen and took
my moncy, $165 for five nights, and gave
me over to a bull cook named Paul, a

(continued on page 174)



THE CHEATERS

“Relax, darling. You're not the first man to commit  “Maria and I have decided to have another child. So
adultery and you won’t be the last.” tomorrow night I'll be staying home.”

“My marriage is on the rocks. Now I'm trying to save my sex drive.”
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“Gerald’s swing is much better. Your lessons
are certainly helping him.”

“Lel’s go to a motel. I just don’t feel right about -

doing it in my best friend’s house.” “Uh, son, could I borrow your van tonight?"
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“What would my wife say if she found out? She’d say,
‘You no-good, lousy, cheating little bastard,’ that’s what she'd say.”
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“Here's your key,
and have a beautiful affair, sir.”

“Ever since that day, when I just happened to look up at your face. .. .”
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“OK, then—you'll tell Jerry you're going to visit your sister and I’ H !t'll Kathy
I have to be away on business, so we’ll meet Friday at. .

“Is it really worth all the risks, the scheming and lying,
the emotional mvolvement the expense. .. 7"
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phatic about how dull this job is. You've got your corporate

structure first of all. There are 12 senior members of the
board and, of course, J. C.—the big boss. Then there are the
junior partners, or disciples, like me. And when you get right
down to what we have 1o do for it, the pay is terrible. We had
10 go on unemployment in order to embarrass Christ into giving
us even a poverty-level salary. And the guy is so wrapped up in
his own theories. I really think if he were examined, they'd find
he was a little bit, you know, psycho. But what he doesn’t real-
ize is that sooner or later, one of us is going to get fed up with
his bullshit. 1 mean, he’s a subversive and all that. I'm no com-
pany man and if the right offer comes along, why shouldn't I
take it? For this kind of money, I'm not exactly willing to risk
my ass for some kook who thinks he’s fucking God Almighty,
you know what I mean? But you know how it is, a job's a
job. The main thing I tell him is don’t push me too far.
SAINT JEROME, scholar: I'm a
translator, basically. I'm working on
the Bible right now—a very big
book. I've had a lot of problems deal-
ing with the author, who thinks he’s
the greatest thing since Julius Caesar.
He’s a real prima donna. But his
agent understands me.

And, of course, I'm one of the
fathers of the Western Church. It's
really kind of a coincidence. You see,
one day this enormous cat came into
a hall where 1 was lecturing to a
bunch of snotty college kids. It was
my pet ocelot, but everyone thought
it was a lion and freaked. I mean,
who's seen a lion up close, right? So
how were they to know? Anyway,
Mumbo—that’s my cat—had a thorn
in his foot and I pulled it out. Big
deal, right? But all of a sudden I was
a star. So why fight it?

But put something in about the
book. We're going to bring out case-bound gift editions and
the paperback simultaneously. 1 think it’ll be a big seller.
LORENZO DE’ MEDICI, political-artistic leader: About four
a.M. the alarm goes off. That's the first thing you always hear is
that goddamn alarm. And, of course, I always like to sleep for
a while, so my wife gets up and makes some coftee or something,
then comes back and tells me, like, “Hey, honey, it’s a quarter
to five,” or whatever it is, and 1 know I've got to haul ass, be-
cause if I miss Leonardo at the studio—well, I know I won’t
find him for the next two or three days and he’s always working
on something strange that's got a deadline, so I have to really
hump to get there before he comes out of his stupor. He's quite
a drinker and such an incredible faggot. But he’s got a pretty
good mind. So I grab a piece of toast—sometimes I eat two
picces. It all depends on how I'm feeling. Then I rush down
there and work on Da Vinci for a while, until he's straight
enough to get down 10 some serious painting or inventing. OK.
At that point, maybe eight or so in the morning, I'm pretty
much set for the day. I ride over to Michelangelo’s place. He's
" a good kid. Works like a fucking dog. Draws great commercial-
type stuff. I think someday he’ll get to do some big murals or
something, if he sticks with the right agents. He needs a lot of
guidance. So I go over and tell him, “Beautiful, beautiful.” No
matter what kind of shit he’s working on, because he really
lacks self-confidence. And he'll ask, “Do you really like it?”
And I'll say something like, “Well,” thoughtfully—1I get really
critical-looking, like maybe I'm going to change my mind or
something. Then I'll back off a step and say, “Let’s stroke it
and see if it gets hard, Mike.” And he gets down to business.

About that time, I usually head for lunch. And this is always
a scene. Business lunches. More bullshit than you can shake a
stick at. Keep Taly together. Secure the city-state. The river's

JUDAS ISCARIOT, disciple: Frankly, 1 can’t be more em-

parody By LAURENCE GONZALES

WORKING?

studs terkel's big book showed just how
much people like to talk about
their jobs and how much they bate
what they do. studs might be a great

interviewer, but be missed a few

polluted again. Now it’s on fire. What am I going to do? France
is acting up again. Diplomacy is the name of the game. Juggle
this, con that, bullshit ten people at once on ten subjects. And
try to keep your cool. This goes on throughout the afternoon.
And meanwhile, I've got to have a few drinks to calm my
nerves. Nerves are your worst enemy. Once they get control of
you, you've blown your cover. Someday the frogs are going to
get us just because of our nerves. But so far, so good.

By the time I get through, it's evening. That's the best time

of all. A good hot meal. My old lady by the fire. I sit and write
Petrarchan verse, sacred drama and literary criticism. It brings
me back down to earth, relaxes me. And generally that’s about
the size of it. Another day, another scholar, ha-ha.
ORPHEUS, musician: I'd say things were going pretty good.
My band, Orpheus & the Dionysiacs, is getting very tight. We've
just cut our fourth album, which will come out on a big stone
tablet down across that hill over there. Took us six years to cut
it, 1o0. It's called Thraco-Phrygian
Workshop. It’s kind of a funk thing.
And, of course, I composed most of
the material, although Calliope wrote
a song especially for this album.

But it's a bard life. The travel is

the worst part. 1 did a benefit down
at Hades there for my wife, Eurydice,
trying to get her paroled. I'm really
beginning 1o think Johnny Cash has
the right idea. This penal system is
getting pretty harsh. And if 1 don’t
get her back, I'm just about ready to
give up altogether on women. 1 gave
a concert for a bunch of Thradan
chicks the other night and they damn
near tore me limb from limb. I
hadn’t seen anything like that since
the days of Dionysius. 1 keep these
Olympic freaks around me just in
case things like that happen. But
I'm still a litlle worried. We're
booked into the same place again
next month and there’s an engagement right after that on
Lesbos with all those bull dykes. It's kind of scary. But, you
know, a gig's a gig.
TOMAS DE TORQUEMADA, inquisitor general of Spain:
Basically, my job is to pile "em up. That’s what Ferdinand and
Isabella want me to do, that’s what Sixtus IV, the Pope himself,
wants me to do and that, by God, is what I do. Pile ‘em up.
Your Jews, heretics, witches, necromancers. Give me your blas-
phemers, your bigamists, your usurers. I'll, by God, pile "em
right up for you.

How we do this is fairly simple, praise God. You'll find that
a lot of your Jews, your witches, they won't want to tell you
anything. They'll pretend to be innocent of whatever charges
you bring against them. And so you've got 10 kind of extract it
from them by negative reinforcement. This means, in laymen’s
terms, that we will generally start by using a grapefruit spoon
to remove one or more eyeballs and then fill the sockets with
something like sand or warm ashes. That's when they begin to
come around to your way of thinking. Then, once they come
around, why, praise God, you pile ‘em up. And that about
wraps her up, praise God. Eh, you're not a Jew, are you?

Now, there are many ways of piling ‘em up, but my favorite
is plain and simple burning. My feeling is that this method gets
the spirits as well as the people possessed by them. Juan de San
Martin may tell you different—he’s my ace inquisitor. But if
he thinks that just clubbing the by-God devil on the head is
going to get it, he's kidding himself. Give me a good old-fash-
ioned barbecue for a good night’s sleep. Then I know I'm safe.
HERBERT HOOVER, President of the United States: Do
I ever remember the Depression! It was horrible. I mean,
those bread lines, every day. I couldn’t get my limousine

across the street without running into one of them. u 121
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ﬁk% (continued from page 88)

react to prolonged stressful situations with
a lethal magic all their own, and they are
very stupid. That is to say, they do not
know how to distinguish between real
and imaginary threats. If we carry about
in our heads a constant and intense fear
of death or failure, for instance, we gull
our mindless hormones into everlasting
strategies of defense. The ultimate cost to
our internal mechanisms is incalculable,
- - -

The man has been under extraor-
dinary pressure for more than a
year. Mr. Nixon seems to keep his
emotions under such control that we
might have expected physical instead
of emotional breakdown. . .. [If phys-
ical iliness strikes] it doesn’t do so
randomly, but at vulnerable spots
unique for each of us . . . and sensi-
tized by heredity . . . or neurotic
strategies. . . . It's interesting that the
phlebitis apparently didn’t recur un-
til the pardon was in the offing.

—DR. SAMUEL SILVERMAN,
Time, SEPTEMBER 30, 1974

As a brief exercise in masochism, assume
for a moment that you happen to be the
former President in the summer of 1974
and that you have finally been squeezed
into the epiphanic moment of despair:
If you do not release the final incrim-
inating Watergate tapes, you lose your
most trusted allies: if you do, you lose
your job, prestige, the culmination of
a life’s endeavors. At this instant of
agonized decision—which is only an
exaggeration of stress events common to
everyone—neurons inside your brain send
meticulously coded instructions to your
hypothalamus, where these electrical im-
pulses convert to chemical secretions. Ini-
tially, the hypothalamus releases CRF
(corticotropin) into its neighbor, the pitui-
tary, stimulating the production of ACTH
(better forget it). Then, like the second in
a network of Inca couriers carrying bad
news up and down the Andes, the ACTH
rushes to the adrenals, where it fits snugly
into molecules on the outer membrane—
which has a surface shape that perfectly
accepts the ACTH molecules. As a re-
sult of these lock-and-key conjunctions,
steroids called glucocorticoids are syn-
thesized and rapidly released into the
blood. These glucocorticoids, known as
stress hormones, might also be accompa-
nied by another group of tricky little
critters called catecholamines, which are
secreted by your sympathetic nervous sys-
tem when you find yourself not only up-
tight but also quite angry.

Taken together, the stress and anger
hormones make up a defense force whose
major responsibility is to protect a man's
“inner environment”—first defined as
such by the 19th Century physiologist

122 Claude Bernard. Bernard had the con-

cept, but not the technology to under-
stand precisely how emotion affected
body function. When the technology be-
came available 100 years later, the con-
cept had pretty much vanished from
Western practical medicine, and not until
recently was it re-examined as a causative
factor of disease.

Those steroid hormones produced by
agonized decision, rapid change and oth-
er stressful events intend us no harm.
The adrenals send them out to seal off
fresh wounds, to create tissue swelling
around broken bones, to enhance metabo-
lism and to convert fat and protein into
usable energy. (Among these steroids is
corusone, valiant foe of inflammation.)
Each organ’s unique molecular structure
enables it to react in a specific manner to
stress hormones, so thar the same gluco-
corticoid breaks down entirely different
enzymes in the pancreas and liver—much
as the same operatic aria causes women
to weep and men to sleep. Released as a
defensive mechanism, these steroids affect
changes in the chemistry of the organs that
often last beyond the immediate threat.

For 40 years, the pioneer investigator in
this area, Dr. Hans Sclye, now at the
University of Montreal, has devoted his
research to a study of hormonal stress re-
sponses. In his time, Selye has freaked out
thousands of rats by injecting them, over
long periods, with excessive quantities of
stress hormones. Typically, the adrenals
of the rats enmlarge at the expense of
other glands. The rats burn out in short
order and develop any number of re
lated illnesses that Selye auributes to
something he calls “the general adaptive
syndrome.” The rats also age with as-
tonishing speed because, says Selye, no
method has yet been devised to replenish
their adaptive-energy supply.

Tough luck for the rats, yes, but tough
luck for us, too, since these same catastro-
phes can be induced in us by exposure 10
work and domestic situations that con-
sistently spend our adrenal output. A pic-
torial study of Nixon during the last weeks
of his blighted reign brings home the
truth of rapid aging under stress,

I am not making this up, by the way.
IL T were making this up, I promise you
that I would introduce into the endocrine
system a very special hormone shaped like
a tiny rowboat, and this rowboat would
have nothing to do but float up and down
our blood canals collecting excess gluco-
corticoids and dumping them directly
into our bladders for easy removal. My
brightly colored little rowboat—but
never mind. In straining 1o communicate
highly complex and mind-boggling path-
ological processes, I tend to wander. My
palms sweat. My pulse jumps. My yin be-
gins to yang. Could this be why rraveoY
put me on the case?

Back to basics, then. Fundamental 1o the

endocrine stress response is the hypothal
amus. which initiated the hormonal out-
put by stimulating the release of ACTH,
When the level of stress hormones rises
in our blood, a miraculous kind of feed-
back device triggers the hypothalamus to
signal the pititary to shut off further
messages to the adrenals. 1t took Selye and
other researchers about 40 years to figure
that out; what they have determined is
that our systems adjust the supply of stress
hormones to the demands made upon
them. When a crisis subsides, we are meant
to lay back, light up a Thai stick and go
about our business with no further need
for a steroid or catecholamine super-
charge. But when our endocrines are
subjected to chronic stress, endless frus-
trations, constant feelings of insecurity
and anger. strange and unlovely things
occur within.

The stress hormones begin 1o behave
like friends who stay too long and wear
out the furniture. These corticoids have a
nasty habit of inhibiting cell regenera-
tion, so that holes that normally heal
themselves in the lining of the stomach
and intestines are no longer readily re-
paired with new cell growth, and peptic
or duodenal ulcers form. Excessive corti.
coids also throw women’s menstrual cycles
out of phase, disturb biorhythms and cause
insomnia, not to mention their encourag-
ing attacks of colitis, asthma, diabetes and
migraine. Meanwhile, they combine with
catecholamines, stimulated by aggressive-
ness, to raise the content of cholesterol
and fat in our blood and congest our
arteries.

Now you are beginning to understand
why you feel so lousy much of the time.
I did not come here to spread cheap gossip
about your glands, but the hypothalamus
inside you, put there to function as an
emotional thermostat. wirns out to be a
steroid junkie that keeps nodding off on
the job. While not too accurate a descrip-
tion, it approximates the truth. Chances
are you have litde idea how much havoc
your overdosed hypothalamus can wreak;
in the interests of propriety, I would just
as soon skip the entire issue of coronary
disease and leave you to your stomach
pains. But it happens that by our inability
to cope with our enviromment, we are
wasting ourselves into the grave-—no small
problem—and we will probably not stop
committing biological suicide until we
realize exactly how our bodies wither un-
der the chronic stresses and struggles we
inflict upon them.

- - -

I showed my heart to a doctor.

He said I'd just have to quit.

Then he wrole himself a prescription,

And your name was mentioned in .

~—LEONARD COHEN

A massive failure of modern Western
medicine has been its debilitating reluc-
tance to accept the integral connection

(continued on page 188)
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Frenchmen have always managed to derive great pleasure from their maoids. Pourquoi? Perhaps it
is because the dainty little filles look so arrestingly chaste and innocent in their high-cut Victorian
vniforms. Perhaps it is because they seem so maddeningly angelic, so divinely shy. Perhaps it is
because most Frenchmen are horny all the time. Our French maid, above, undaunted by the fact
that she is now serving in on Americon home, wraps with the arriving party guests while throw-
ing monsieur The Look. Monsieur catches it. Monsieur is not French, but he’s no dumbbell, either.
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As the porty starts to warm up, so
does our French maid, who finds it
difficult to remember her station.
Monsieur can sense this. Wondering
about the manse, below, he finds her
and decides to get on at her station.




While Frenchmen have an affinity
for women in unifarm, American
men prefer them out of uniform.
Accustomed to the best service,
this chop likes his dishes served on
a silver plotter. First, the canapés.







Now thot he's had his fill of the hors d'oeuvres and all unnecessary accouterments have been removed, monsieur
sets his sights on the entree: coq au vin, but the vin comes later. Neither one is comploining obout the service, least of all
the maid, whose wish is monsieur’s command. Note how he waits on her hand and foot. And thigh and knee and. . . .
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“Would monsieur care for an aperitif?”’ she inquires,
as she remembers her place. Monsieur plays butler
and pours the champagne for both of them. He is
very handy that way, the monsieur. “Would monsieur
like me to make the bed?” she asks shyly. No,
monsieur would like her to make the monsieur.

His wildest fontasies fulfilled for the time being,
monsieur cuddles up beside the little French maid.
Deep in his heart he knows they soon must part com-
pany. Deep in his heart he knows she is only a maid.
But deep somewhere else he alsa knows that it is
time to put away the champagne and have dessert.
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without catastrophe. But the situation
bears a chilling resemblance to the Thir-
ties, although outside forces, not the im-
prudent actions of bankers, brought on
disaster then.

This was the chain of events in the
Thirties: First, the stock market crashed
in 1929; second, in 1931, a major Eu-
ropean bank collapsed, plunging Europe
into a financial crisis; third, within two
vears, the United States, along with the
rest of the world, was in the grip of the
Great Depression. By 1933, Roosevelt was
forced to close every American bank, with
only the healthy ones allowed to reopen.
If your money was in any of the thousands
of insolvent banks that remained pad-
locked, you were simply out of luck. The
subsequent creation of a strong system of
bank regulation and deposit insurance
has convinced Americans that it could not
happen again. This has been true for the
past 40 years, but today’s situation is dif
ferent. You should know what has changed
and what the risks are.

There are many ominous similarities
between the events of the Thirties and
what is happening now. You may not
realize it, but the stock market has al-
ready crashed. During the five years up
to October 1974, the dedine in value of
oIl publicly traded stocks has exceeded
that of the 1929-1933 debacle, both in
dollars and in percentage of drop—after
adjusting for inflation. In Europe, the fi-
nancial situation is rapidly approaching
the crisis stage. Numerous small British
banks have failed and, this past spring, the
Bankhaus Herstatt of Germany collapsed,
leaving unsatisfied claims of nearly one
billion dollars. Bank Credit Analyst, which
has monitored the banking world since
1949, recently stated: “In the first seven
months of 1974, the banking structure of
[Europe] has undergone an upheaval not
seen since the banking crisis of the Thir-
ties.” In the Thirties, it took two years for
Europe’s fiscal downfall to reach America;
today it would take about 24 hours.

We've had no world-wide depression—
at least not yet. But many responsible ob-
servers think that is just where we are
heading. England’s respected Economist
magazine, in a recent article entitled “The
Approaching Depression,” pilloried the
world’s rich nations for doing the very
things sure to bring it on. If we have a
depression, numerous bank failures would
result as borrowers defaulted on loans—at
a time when most banks cannot stand
the collapse of even a few major borrowers.
Most depositors assume that their deposits
are safe; after all, they reason, the Federal
Deposit  Insurance Corporation insures
every account up to $40,000. But the
¥DIC has only six billion dollars to cover
682 billion dollars in commercial bank
deposits. As long as we have had only
isolated and sporadic bank failures, this

132 insurance program has worked perfectly.

(contnued from page 85)

This six billion dollars in reserves is the
immediate source of protection for the
nation's depositors. Although each ac-
count is now insured up 0 a maximum of
$40.000, the FDIC always seeks to work
out a plan that will protect all depositors,
even those with larger balances than the
insured limit. Nonetheless, it is only pru-
dent for each individual to see that all his
deposits are covered by FDIC insurance,
especially today. This can easily be done
by setting up multiple accounts, as the
$40.000 limit applies to each account, not
to each depositor. A married couple, for
example, can maintain complete coverage
on $120,000 per bank by setting up one
account in the husband’s name, one in the
wife’s and a joint account as well. For
coverage beyond this amount, they could,
of course, use more than one bank.

Over 99 percent of the banking system's
total deposits of 682 billion dollars is in
banks covered by FDIC insurance. If your
deposits are in one of those very few banks
not covered, you are taking a needless
risk. Is the six hillion dollars in reserves of
the FDIC adequate to cover nearly 700
billion dollars in deposits? Frank Wille,
the chairman of the FDIC, assured me
that “We could easily handle several large
bank failures, but not, of course, a gen-
eral run on the banks.” (The problem is
that “several large bank failures” are
exactly what might set off a “run on the
banks.”) Its reserves are currently grow-
ing at the rate of $400,000,000 a year,
and the FDIC always has the option of
going to Congress and asking for more
money. So far, at least, either the Federal
Reserve or the FDIC has been able to
work out a merger for any large bank that
has developed terminal trouble, without
having 1o pay off depositors from the
FDIC’s reserves. But a rash of failures
would make this kind of rescue opera-
tion nearly impossible and could throw
the whole system into jeopardy.

In the past year and a half, the 100th
largest bank in the country collapsed and
the 23rd largest—the Franklin National
of New York—also went under, despite a
two-billion-dollar salvage effort by the
Government. Recent articles in Business
Week, Forbes, The Wall Street Journal
and Fortune have begun to suggest the
dimensions of the dilemma, but in a
gingerly manner. They have all hastened
to assure their readers that “it couldn’t
happen here,” assurances that have had
an increasingly hollow sound. Part of the
reason for their delicacy may be their
awareness that the very act of writing
about the problems could bring on the
disaster everyone hopes can he avoided.
Thus, they have tended to place the
blame on either the general world situa-
tion or the regulatory agencies and have
avoided assigning any guilt where much
of it belongs—with the managements of
many of our largest banks.

For Americans, confidence in banks is
almost sccond nature. This confidence,
the base on which the entire system is
built, has stemimed from more than Just
the existence of stern Government regula-
tions and deposit insurance; it has come
mainly from the until recently correct be-
lief that banks were sound institutions run
by prudent men, who believed that their
primary responsibility was to their de-
positors. Now, however, many bankers
are more concerned with pleasing their
shareholders than with the ultimate safety
of depositors’ money.

Imagine that you have your money in
a $10,000.000 bank—a small one as banks
go. Its owners invested S1,000.000 of their
own money to start the bank—that is the
bank's capital. It takes in $9,000.000 in
deposits—8$6,000,000 in savings accounts,
$3,000,00 in checking accounts. From
this $10.000,000 available for investment,
it makes $6,000.000 in loans, no one of
which is likely to be bigger than $100.000,
The bank buys a well-diversified high
quality portfolio of Government securities
for $2.000,000. The remaining $2,000.000
is kept in cash. What's the risk? It would
take an incredible combination of stupid
ity and bad luck for more than a few of the
borrowers to default, assuming your bank
held to the most basic standards of sound
banking. It need just sit back, collect the
interest on its loans and securities and pay
you interest on your savings account. The
bank need not worry if even its largest
depositor decides to withdraw his money:
It has that $2,000,000 in cash, ready for
just such an eventuality. The bank makes
a tidy profit, taking only the most minimal
of risks.

Now, assume that this bank catches the
cye of a much larger, expansion-minded
institution, which buys it. This new
bank—a devotee of “modern banking”—
puts a bright young graduate of the
Harvard Business School in charge. This
“gogo” banker is not satisfied with that
tidy profit, he wants to raise the rate of
return, endear himself to the shareholders
and get his picture on the cover of Busi.
ness Week. First, he decides he wants o
double deposits to get more money 1o
swing with. He opens a few suburban
branches, runs sprightly commercials on
the local television station and offers
checkbooks in eight decorator colors, The
money rolls in and his deposits double.
The TV commercials now proclaim his
eagerness to lend you money ("We wan
to say yes!”) and he has no trouble dou
bling his loans as well. But he sees that he
is earning more money on his loans than
on his Government securities or that idle
cash he’s been keeping on hand. So in-
stead of lending out 60 percent of his
total [unds, as the conservative banker
did, he lends out first 70 percent and then
80 percent. On his newly doubled base
of deposits—$18,000,000—thc 80 percent
figure means loans of over S$14,000.000,

(continued on page 138)



fiction By dordan Crittenden
ONE MORNING at breakfast, Mrs. Leonard
Reese said, “There's a man under the
front porch.”

“Don't start in on me with these things
the first thing in the morning,” Mr. Reese
said.

“I'm not starting in on you with any-
thing. I'm just simply telling you.”

*“How do you know there's a man under
therer” Mr. Reese asked.

“I heard noises. And I looked when
you were in the shower and I could kind
of see him.”

“Well, I'm going to at least finish my
cereal,” Mr. Reese said.

When he was done with his ce-
real, Mr. Reese and his wife went out-
side to have a look. Their house was small
and fairly old, situated in the Silver Lake
district of Los Angeles. The porch was
set about four feet above ground level
on an openwork foundation of concrete
blocks. Mrs. Reese led her hushand to a
spot a few feet from the front steps
and they crouched down and peered
through one ol the openings. “There

The Man Under
The Front Porch

he is,” Mrs. Reese said. “See him?”
“] see him. Don’t point.” Mr. Reese
studied the man a moment in silence.
Then he said, "He's really a big guy.”
“Some of the blocks are loose over on
the far side. I (continued on page 172)

- he might have
Ay been reading the
2 gas meter—except
o * the gas meter

: wasn’t there
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“So that’s what you meant
when you said you had
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(IN THE FIRST DIALOG. Nanna has just described in detail the pleasures of the flesh she
discovered in her brief term as a nun. Now she begins on another subject.)

Nanna: The difference between the lite of a whore and that of a wile* It's no more
than a particdle—TI've lived them both. Every husband believes that. with a few words
muttered at the altar, with the provision of a rool over your head, dothes lor your
back and food for your beily, he can plant his spade in your private garden whenever
he chooses.

Antonia: And doesn't the whore gain the same things by the same bargain?

Nanna: Indeed, but she has the freedom to choose when and whom—and how much
he shall pay even before he gets a glimpse ol the garden gate.

Antonia: Then a woman might have the best of both worlds by playing whore and
wile at the same time?

Nanna: Exactly. And now I shall tell you the tale of just such a clever jade. This
maiden was barely 17 when her witch of a mother married her to an ancient knight,
collecied enough money 1o go off 1o live in a fine house in Rome and left her daughter
to mope in a small town in Tuscany.

Quite eager 1o have her sacred fruit plucked on her wedding night, the girl found
her senile spouse barely able 1o part the bed curtains and just capable of presenting
her a limp wornip in place of the knobby cudgel she had dreamed of. And so she
began to long for a remedy.

The solution came to her one night when her hushband awakened her and told
her that she had been talking gibberish in her sleep. The next night, pretending to
be asleep, she not only mumbled some nonsense but arose and flung open some cup-
boards and windows, as if in a somnambulistic renzy. The thivd night, she got up
and fled down the stairs. Her husband, hobbling in pursuit. stepped on the grease
she had earlier smeared on the top step, went head over heels to the bottom and
broke his leg.

After the doctor had come and the old codger was safely in bed. bound and
splinted., a few nights Liter the young wile leaped from her bed. Muttering the usual
bits of nonsense, she tore ofl her nightdress and fled down the stairs.

Still imitating a slecpwalker, she llung open the door of the room where the three
strapping voung houschold pages were wont to play cards at night. The astonished
lads were confronted by the sight of their mistress” bare. swaying breasts, snow-white
belly and moss-covered mound of Venus—whereat all three of their sabers came up
to the angle of salute.

Coming out of her supposed wrance, the wench placed hersell on the table and
invited all three of them 1o temper their blades in her hot furnace. So, one by onc,
the young swordsmen came at her, buried themselves o the hilt and melted their
weapons m the hery forge. When they were done, she warned them ol more trials
in mghts 1o come and departed.

Antonia: Lucky girl'—but what happened when the old knight was mended and
able 1o walk againz?

Nanna: He never was. She conspired with the doctor—in exchange for a few more
aames of thrust-it—to administer a tincture to the old fellow, which, though it caused
him no pain, made him so weak in the knees that he could not stand.

Now that her husband's sole pleasures consisted of meat and drink. she occupied
hersell with supplyving him the best of both. One morning. as she was paying a young
farmer for a brace of [at geese, she dropped the coins on the kitchen floor. Hitching
up her skires as she bent to retrieve them, she exposed two inviting targets to full
view. Interpreting this as an invitation to barter, the rustic drove his plow home mto
one and then the other, happy with this payment.

Antonia: 1 see it all clealy. The shrewd kitten pocketed the money meant for the
wadesmen and paid them in warmer currency.

Nanna: Precisely. Unable to decide whether she took more pleasure in devouring the
fishmonger's ecl, being puncrured by the silk merchant’s needle or having her bottle
corked by the vinmer. she had each deliver his wares on a dilferent day of the week,
rounding ofl every night with a generous service from her three pages.

Antonia: Truly the best of both worlds.

Nanna: Nou only did she create a busy and exciting life for hersell but she also
brought peace and comfort o the whole region. Notice the benehciaries—the docuor,
who had been drinking himself into his grave. forswore the bottle and devoted himsell
1o the sick. The adesmen and larmers, no longer having to waste money on whores,
grew prosperous. Their wives, now knowing which day of the weck their hushands
would be away [rom home, no longer feared being caught with a young apprentice
as hie put his beak up their thatch. ‘The crusty old abbot was pleased to see the local
whores leave town for lack ol trade. As for the three pages, they competed so heartily
to please their mistress that the knight's villa was soon the neatest and sweetest house in
Fuscany. The husband. surleited with the best wine and [ood. was content 1o grow fat.
Antonia: And the wife? Surely she was giving away freely that which is a woman’s
most valuable possession.

Nanna: Truly, dear Antonia, you must know that this weasure is self-replenishing.
1t grows greater in the giving and the more generous a woman is with it the
greater the reward she gets in exchange. —Retold by Plul Brown ﬂ

the best of both worlds

from I Ragionamenti,
by Pietro Aretino, Venice. 1534

Ribald Classic

BRAD HOLLAND



Jor the first time since 1934, you can bank it or bury it—but you might as well have some Sun with it




SHAKESPEARE called it a “yellow slave™
that could “knit and break religions,
bless the accursed,/Make the hoar lep-
rosy adored; place thieves/And give them
title, knee, and approbation/With sena-
tors on the bench.” The Bard didn’t
mention it, but it was also in quest of
gold that Europe's alchemists and ex-
plorers wiled so hard for so long. All of
which seems to place the distinction be-
tween master and slave in serious jeop-
ardy. But when it comes to gold, masters
yuickly get 10 enjoy serving. We see why.

=

All thot glitters on these pages is gold—and,
for the prices quoted, you con moke that
precious metal perform a variety of useful
tasks. For instonce, time telling—with L on
18-jewel wrist wotch, by Corum, 18 kt., $2270,
Or cigarette lighting, with 2. a controlled-
flame entry, from 5. T. Dupont of Poris, 18 kt.,
$2600. You can dozzle the neighborhood
with 3. a brocelet, by 8ulgori, 18 kt., $585.
And you can buckle your something or other
with 4.—you guessed it—a gold buckle, from
Cartier, 18 kt., $550. 3. An owl lighter (no, it
won't soy “Hooo"), by Tiffany, 18 kt,, $1750.
8. A reproduction of a 50-grom Swiss gold
bor, with chain, both by F. Stool, 18 kt.; bar,
$450, choin, $125. 7. Another buckle, by
Bulgari, 18 kt., $285. 8. Those links are for

PHOTOGRAPHY BY DON AZUMA

your wrist (weoring the bracelet hopefully
will develop your muscles, too), by Hunting
World, $850. The keys to your city you con’
keep on 8. o 8ulgori keyholder, 18 kt., $175.
10. Aiso from 8ulgori, an 18-kt. chain, $230.
Unsquare: 1L a squore brocelet, from M & J
Sovitt, 14 kt., $240. 12. A 30-inch chain, from
Goldbar, 14 kt., $206. 13. You con put
your money in gold, quite literally, by keep-
ing it in o bomboo-configured money clip,
from Tiffany, 14 kt,, $240. And you con safe-
guard o valuoble or two with 14. 0 gold com-
bination lock, by Hunting World, 14 kt,, $650,
15.1f you crave the sensation of gold under
your heel, here's a shoehorn, by Bulgori,
18 kt, $890. Resting otop it is 18, o0 for
bracelet, from M & J Savitt, 14 kt,, $160.
And in the center of our spiral gold mine
are 17. interlocking brocelets, from M & J
Savitt, 14 kt., $210 eoch, and 18. a knot
brocelet, by Hunting World, 14 kt., $1100.
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BAN"S n" THE Bm (continued from page 152)

still backed by only $1,000,000 of capital.
This is what the financial world calls
leverage: It increases earnings, but it
also introduces a major element of risk
into the formerly riskless business of
banking. The conservative banker would
have had (o sce just under 17 percent of
his loans default before his capital would
be wiped out: the gogo banker's capital
is gone il just over seven percent ol his
loans go bad.

At some point, our aggressive banker
would find that he had reached the limit
of how much he could expect to generate
in the way of lendable funds. As soon as
the demand for loans outstripped avail-
ible bank deposits, he would turn 1o what
is called “purchased money.” This is
moncey borrowed by one bank from an-
other. But the “spread”—the differential
between the interest rate at which the
bank borrows and the rate at which it re-
lends the money—is much narrower than
when he used depositors’ money as his
source of funds. There is another disad-
vantage to these purchased funds: The
bank from which they came can ask for
them back at any vime. If this happens,
as it olten does, the banker must scramble
o find other money, perhaps at a still
higher rate. A further element of in-
stability—and  therelore risk—has been
added. But as long as the total of loans
is going up, and there is still some spread,
however narrow, earnings will grow.

Old-fashioned bankers took pride in the
strength and solidity of their banks, as
shown by their balance sheets. This is the
document that sums up assets and liabil-
ities, that indicates the ability of a given
bank to meet its commitments. This is
the statement that is of greatest concern
to a depositor. Modern bankers, however,
glory in their income statements, the
totaling of their profis in a given year.
They have discovered that this is what
Wall Street cares about wnd that banks
with steadily rising carnings appeal 1o
buyers of stocks much more than banks
still playing the game the old way. As the
gogo bankers pranted themselves huge
stock options, rising stock prices helped
them get rich.

When the leaders of any industry con-
clude that the old rules no longer apply,
that they have discovered new wavs to
make money that escaped the notice of
their less clever predecessors, one of two
principles applies: Either it is not true
at all or it may be true as long as the new
system s practiced only by the bright-
est, strongest leaders, the true inno-
ators. When everybody jumps on the
band wagon, watch out. In the words of
a leading Wall Street bank analyst, “All
the followers are trying to play the leaders’
game—and they just don’t have the abil-
ity.” A good analogy is the experience ol
the conglomerates. In the early Sixties,

138 certain genuinely imaginative companies

(Textron, Litnon Industries) discovered
the joys of combining unrelated businesses
into an amalgam that would supposedly
overcome the iron law of both physics and
business: that nothing goes straight up
forever. Vast numbers of imitators clam-
bered aboard and, for a time, succeeded
in convincing themselves, Wall Street and
the world that two and two make five,
or maybe even six. Along came the reces-
sion of 1970-1971, and most of the new
converis 1o the conglomerate game found
that two and two added up to three or
to two or, in s0ImMC .‘il)l:('[ill_‘lllc'll' Cascs, to
zero. While the plummeting of conglomer-
ate stock prices has lew disastrous effects
on the general economy, banks occupy a
spectal position: Their problems are a
source ol worry not just for their share-
holders but for everyone with a couple
of hundred bucks in a special checking or
Savings account.

The Government enacted a series of
Laws, primarily in the Thirties, and a web
ol complex regulations to sce 1o it that
we are not dependent solely on the good
will and innate conservatism of bankers
for the safety of our money. One of the
primary restrictions under which banks
have operated in the past is a strict limita-
tion on the kinds of businesses that they
cin operate. However, in 1963, the (Jump—
troller of the Currency, who regulates all
national banks, gave them the authority
to form bank holding companies. This
enabled them to acquire companies that
were not bound by banking regulations.
The new fields they entered were pri-
marily consumer finance, commercial
leasing and mortgage banking. While
there is nothing sinister in the establish-
ment of these vehicles, their use could
jeopardize the depositors’ money if the
new ventures proved unsuccessful.

Today, just 12 years alter these hold-
ing companies were authorized, all but a
handful of the 50 largest banks in the
U.S. are, in fact, the subsidiaries of such
holding companies. A great auraction of
these holding companies was that they
permitted banks to diversify outside their
normal erritory. (Banks ave normally
forbidden to conduct a general banking
business in more than one state, and in
some states, such as Hlinois and Missouri,
they are not allowed 1o have any branches,
even within that state)) The chance 1o
diversily geographically proved very ap-
pealing. but one result was that banks
sacrificed one of their greatest strengths:
an imtimate knowledge of their home
territorics.

As the permission of the Federal Re-
serve Board was required to make an
acquisition, the authoritics were not with-
out some degree of control over the situi-
tion. At first this permission was routinely
granted, but after a while, the Fed realized
that banks were on an acquisition binge
and that many ol our largest banks were

dangerously overextended. In the past
year, the Fed has forbidden the ninth
Largest bank in the U.S. (First National
of Chicago). the sixth largest (Bankers
Trust of New York), the seventh Largest
(Chemical Bank of New York) and the
biggest of all (Bank of Americi) 10 muke
acquisitions they were secking. The de-
nials included strongly worded statements
on the “too-rapid expansion” by some of
the banks. Just a few vears ago, it woull
have been unthinkable for the Fed to
citst official doubts on the management ol
such important banks.

The trouble with all this diversification
is that, very simply, it has been a flop. The
two most popular types of acquisition,
mortgage banking and consumer lending,
are businesses in which lending is done at
a fixed rate for relatively long periods of
time, placing a heavy drain on a bank’s
cash. These rates have long been higher
than the interest a bank earns in its
regular commercial lending operations—
a fact that atracted the banks to these
businesses in the first place. However, with
the dramatic upsurge in interest rates
during the past vear, the banks are now
locked into long-term loans at rates well
below what they currently have to pay on
the open market to ateract funds. Many
diversification-minded  managements  in
search of higher profits are finding losscs
mstead.

Another worrisome matter is “capital
adequacy.” A bank’s capital is what would
remain il it paid off all its ourstanding lia-
bilities—deposits held by individuals and
corparations, money it has borrowed from
other banks and money it has horrowed
from agencies of the Federal Government.
This remainder—capital—is  what the
bank’s sharcholders actually own. but it is
of interest to more than just the share-
holders. Capital provides the margin of
safety that ensures the ability of a bank
to survive, even in a dcpn:a-i on,

Back in 1960, the average U.S. com-
mercial bank had liabilities that were only
11.3 dvmes its capital. By 1970, this ratio
had grown to 13 and by the end of 1973, to
11.5 times towal capital. However, when
we look only at the 30 largest banks, we
find a stll greater jump. At the end of
1973, their liabilities were 16.7 times their
capital. For some of the very largest banks,
the figures are still more lopsided: Bank of
America, Bankers Trust of New York and
Crocker National of San Francisco all had
liabilities more than 30 times their capi-
tal, and the Union Bank of California and
the Republic National of Dallas were very
close to that level. This can have dan
gerous implications. Just before its serious
troubles began. the now-defunct Franklin
National also had liabilities almost 30
times its capital. Even if it had had
more capital. it would still have suffered
the massive losses it did. but it might have
been able to survive them.

The problems we've seen so far—

(continued on page 199)
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article B' NAT HEmFF IT WAS A YEAR of triumphant return by diverse superstars—Bob Dylan’s first

concert tour in eight years; Crosby, Stills, Nash & Young together again after four years; and Eric Clapton back in
America after a two-year absence. It was also a year of loss, the greatest of which was the death, at 75, of the protean
Duke LEllington.

Characteristic of the music year was a pervasive feeling among both performers and audiences that although the
high promiscs of the counterculture of the Sixties are far from being fulfilled (the “greening of America” having
been postponed), the music that flourished during that decade and that has continued to expand is just as essential now,
though in a different way, as it was during those apocalyptic years.

As David Crosby put it, belore going on stage in front of a huge audicnce at one of the stops on the Crosby, Stills,
Nash & Young tour, “There’s people out there because there’s no party on the street, there's very little [eeling good out
there, and we're among the only lucky bastards that can make anybody feel good and that’s why they all tromp down
there and plonk down the money.”

Another kind of music that has been making people feel good for a long time was also resurgent. With growing
speed, jazz has begun to attract larger audiences among younger listeners. As Teddy Wilson noted during the year, *1
knew the climate was changing when, at a number of concerts, I found myself besieged by people wanting autographs—
not only people of my generation but also college and high school students, and even some elementary school kids. That
would have been unheard of a [ew
years ago."”

Country music, meanwhile, con-
tinued to prosper, with Charlie “The
Silver Fox” Rich largely leading the
ficld for the second year in a row.
Significantly, Rich’s performances are
laced with blues and jazz, and his
ability to still hold country-music
devotees as well as his sizable audience
of listeners from the realm of rock is
further proof of the increasing ecu-
menicity of country music.

Additonal evidence of the widen-
ing range of country sounds is the
breakthrough last year of Waylon
Jennings, an outspoken, rebellious
Texan whose country-rock reflects,
among other sources, the time he
spent on the road with the late Buddy
Holly, a key influence on early rock.
Called by Kris Kristofferson “the best
country singer in the world,” Jen-
nings, like Kristofferson and Rich,
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had a hard time with country audiences at first—before the barriers between country and rock began to be lowered.
“People resented me,” Jennings says, “and I got awful hurt. But they see now I wasn’t out to destroy nothin"."”

Another composer-performer in the Jennings-Rich-Kristofferson vein is Willie Nelson, who enjoyed a year of mark-
edly increased national atten tion. Nelson’s Phases and Stages album on Atlantic—the story of a disintegrating marriage
told from each side—emphasized that country lyrics are becoming more subtly evocative and more applicable to lives
far removed from country roots.

The most extraordinary advent of 1974 in country music was that of Tanya Tucker. At 16, this tangy, sensuous-
sounding Texas-born singer, whose precocious emotional range is equaled by few of her female elders, already has re-
corded five hit singles and three rivetingly intense Columbia albums. One of the songs with which Tanya has become
identified is I Belicve the South Is Gonna Rise Again, a harbinger, maybe, of a new Populist Southern era of economic
as well as racial justice.

As for present rather than visionary politics, Bill Graham—the prodigiously energetic organizer of the Bob Dylan
and the Crosby, Stills, Nash & Young tours—acted on behalf of most of the rock and country-rock constituency when,
during the CSN&Y journey, he arranged for a celebratory, giant fireworks display on the night Richard Nixon an-
nounced his resignation. That same fateful evening, the new President’s youngest son, 18-year-old Steven Ford, rather
than watch the fallen President, was off listening to Led Zeppelin with some of his friends. Susan Ford, a year younger,
turned out to be a Beach Boys’ fan;
and the Chief Executive—whatever
his other Iimitations—did dance a
reasonably proficient slow rock to
Bad, Bad Leroy Brown at a White
House party soon after he took office.

Of more durable import than the
First Family’s relationship to rock was
the strong evidence last year that femi-
nisin continues on the ascendant in
that idiom. Isis, a nine-member, all-
woman band, proved, for those who
still needed proof, that women can
cook in places other than the kitchen.
Along with its propulsive rhythm sec-
tion and crisply swinging horns, the
considerable impact of Isis is further
enhanced by the penetrating, vibrant
singing of lead singer and co-writer
Carol MacDonald. The degree of that
impact has been witnessed to by Josh
Mills, who, describing an Isis concert
in the September pLAYBOY, reported
that (text continued on page 145)
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ELTON JOHN Given the prevailing perversity of the music busi-
ness, il seems ironic that Elton John should have been given the
Instant Superstar treatment by his backers and promoters when
he made his L.A. debut in the fall of 1970. lyonic because those
build-ups ave normally vesevved for people who lack the talent to be
superstars and, conscquently, bomb. Whereas John showed right
away, during that hectic week al the Troubadour, that he had the
goods—command of the prano and the varions idioms of pop music
(thanks parily to the classical music he studied as a kid and later at
the Royal Academy of Music in London, partly to the fouy years he
spent in a combo backing up American acts as they loured Britain);
sood, articulate, rocking material (the result of his collaboration
with lynicist Bernie Taupin, whom he met through a newspaper ad
and with whom he spent several semesters vainly trying to turn
oul songs for Engelbert Humpevdinck and Lulu); and an arsenal
of theatviecs—handstands and such—fivmly rooted in the Little
Richard | Screamin’ Jay Huawkins tradition. Notice that we didn’l
say wheve he got the latter. Obsevvation, parvtly. But, as Elton’s fans
know, he grew up as a shy, repressed fat kid from a normally resiric-
tive upper-middie-class family—Dad was an R.A.F. officer,concerned
with propriely, who protected the back-yard flowers by forbidding
the kid to play soccer—and his onstage cbullience is just what you'd
expect from somebody who was supposed to crawl through life but
suddenly discovered he had wings. He was ready for L.A. i 1970,
and the American rock public was cevtainly ready for him. At this
point, after a string of hts such as “Your Song,” “Madman Acvoss
the Water,” “Honky Cal,” “Crocodile Rock,” “Benny and the Jels”
and “The Bitch Is Back,” Elton [ohn has become the apotheosis of
the flamboyant vock stav, flashing lus electric sunglasses at the
screaming masses. But he doesn’t sit around putiing drugs up his
nose and yelling about how great he is; Elton’s a modest fellow,
really, for whom the rock-stay dream is yel unspotled. And now that
he's come this far, why not do 1t all? So Elton—who, as we neared
presstime, was in the mudst of a typically successful American
towr—imnade vecent news by (1) playing on a John Lennon album,
(2) breaking into the movie business, as the Pinball Wizard in Ken
Russell's *Tommy,” (3) divecting his protégée Kiki Dee to appareni
stardom and () playing tennis with Bil Cosby and Billie Jean
King. You may wonder when he finds time to write his songs.
Well, he seldom spends more than 20 minutes on one of them,
vo he doesn't need much time. Given Taupin's lyrics, it talkes him a
couple of days to work ount enough material for an album. And seven
of Iis eight albums have sold over 1,000,000 copies. Our conclusion
from all this is that John—who recently signed an $8.000,000 con-
tract with MCA, the biggest ever, atywhere—is going to gel morve
popular, not less. And he'll probably keep on gelting better, too.

SCULPTURES BY JACK GREGORY / PHOTOGRAPHY BY SEYMOUR MEONICK
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he had been “overwhelmed, jumping up and down on the
bench, screaming with excitement.”

Linda Ronstadi, whose own open, freshly crotic singing
was one of the yelr's musical pleasures, predicts, “There’s
gonna be a woman musician in the next three or four years
that’s just gonna knock everybody’s head off. I'm waiting,
I'm just waiting, for that woman musician to come along
like the Messiah.”

To which composer-guitarist fune Millington, formerly
with Fanny (another all-woman band), adds, with regard to
the present scene: “The women who are knocking me out
the most are the horn players. I never met women belore
who could play horns.”

While some women musicians press for all-lemale com-
bos, others, such as Ronstadt, believe that “the best thing
for us is for women musicians to just be accepted as equals
in the business. You know, it won't have to be an all-ginl
or an all-.guy band, it'll just be @ rock band. Like Sly Stofie.
He had the first integrated band ol men and women.”

Stone, with characteristic understatement, is also the hrst
soul-rock star to have been married in Madison Square
Garden. The bride was Japanese-American Kathy Silva,
the mother of their then-nine-month-old son. With 21,000
of the [aithful on hand for the pop social event of the year,
Slv's nuptial rites—heightened by 11 black models, carry-
ing gilded palms over their heads, in attendance onstage—
were succeeded, naturally enough, by a Sly & the Family
Stone concert. The breakup ol Sly and his wile several
months later was a more private aflair.

While there was no overwhelming new presence on the
music scene during the past vear, a number of performers—
among them Sly, Elton John (who won almost everything

JANIS JOPLIN ELVIS PRESLEY

GEORGE HARRISON

in sight in this year's poll), James Taylor and his wile,
Carly Simon, Don McLean, Rick Nelson, Joni Mitchell,
Carole King, Helen Reddy and Paul McCartney—further
matured musically as they held onto their simultaneously
maturing audiences. In a way, McCariney, speaking of his
former Beatle colleagues, set the tone lor many performers
and listeners who had gotten heavily into music during the
turbulent, heady ambience of the Sixties and carly Seven-
ties but who don't want to leave their minds back there.
McCartney said: “I really ought to lk to those boys, tell
‘em the [acts ol life. I thought we were finished with all
those immature things—religious kicks, chasing birds—
that was good when we were kids, but it's no good now. I
gave it all up. I'm really lucky 1o have found Linda-—to be
happy inside mysell and start again with a clear head.”

In other areas ol the rock world as well, this was a year
of reassessment. Dylan’s nationwide tour with The Band
drew lmge and enthusiastic audiences; but for many lis-
teners in their 20s and early $0s, the return of Dvlan sig-
naled that it was time to distill the past and move on. Or,
as critic Geoltrey Himes put it in the University Review,
“There is a time to denounce and a time to envision. But
sooner or later, there comes a time to find something posi
tive to do and to learn how to do it well. This is what Bob
Dylan and The Band are about. This is the message for us
this time around.”

This thrusting toward maturity, however, was far lrom
applicable to all of the year’s music. “Gliter rock™ (or
“creep rock,” as Steve Stills calls it) continued o abound,
[rom bisexual David Bowie with his dyed orange-red hair,
complicated sets and flocks ol movable props to Todd
Rundgren, the New York Dolls, Suzi Quano and the

DUANE ALLMAN

With Elton John
following Duane
8 Allman, our

| Jazz & Pop Hall of
Fame now contains
W on even two dozen
| performers. Half
| are rock stars,
and they've all
been elected since
1970, when the
Hall—previously a
jozz sanctum—
opened its doors
to the younger
generation. Some
might bewail this
changing of the
guard—Dbut an owful
lot of jazzmen are
now playing rock.
Small wonder.

ERIC CLAPTON
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perdurable Alice Cooper. Nor was much
reflectiveness evident in the music of such
of the heavy metal groups as Led Zep-
pelin, Grand Funk and Black Sabbath.
These and similar bands continued to
play crude blues at the highest level thae
could be gained f[rom massive arrays of
amplifiers and loud-speakers. (A relresh-
ingly unpretentious  exception among
solid rock combos was Paul Rodgers’ new
group, Bad Company.)

Dircctly opposite both glitter and heavy
metal rock in style and temperament is the
music of John Denver, who is considered
far oo straight and ingenuous by much of
the rock press but who continues to en-
large his awdience with his soft, clear, es-
sentially sanguine songs in which ecology
is one ol the few issues that gently exacer-
bate him. Denver, who last year sold more
records for RCA than any other per-
former, responds to ariticism of himself as
being bland (“a modern-day Perry Como
in blue jeans,” one critic noted) by say-
ing, in unusually bellicose language: “The
problem with many ol the clectric groups
is that cighty percent of their albums is
pure crap.” And of performers like the
New York Dolls and Bowie, Denver
claims that they “exist only to please the
[ar-out and sick. Alice Cooper entertains
a lot of people, but in two or three years
he won't be around.”

One performer likely to be around for
a long time is Maria Muldaur, who took
a giant leap forward in terms of national
rvecognition during the year. The former
Greenwich Village folk singer has become
so engaging in her fusion of jazz, country
sounds and blues that her first Reprise
album on her own brought her a gold
record (siles of $S1.000.000) while she also
had a longriding hit single. Midnight at
the Oasis.

Muldawr’s attitude towird her success
(alter years of working toward ity is in-
structive, because it indicates the kind
of realistic. prolessional approach toward
pop stardom that is being adopted in this
decade by singers and groups with a long
view of what it takes to stay at or near the
top. Although quite auractive, she notes
that “sometimes I'll go out on stage in a
Raggedy Ann sweat shire and dungarees,
hecause | don’t want to get trapped in an
image. . . . I want to be a musician for a
long, long time. I'm wary of that image
trip. because I'm not going to get any
cuter.” Determined 1o survive through the
quality of her music, Muidaur adds: “I'm
no transvestite. T don’t set mysell on fire.
All I want o do is sing.”

Other palormers on the rise include
Bruce Springsteen, whose recordings have
not yet captured the zany originality of
those “live™ appearances by him that have
caused seasoned rock critic Jon Landau
to proclaim: “I saw rock-'n"roll future
and its name is Bruce Springsteen.” Also
moving up were Maggic Bell and Anne
Murray. The lormer. possessed of a gutsy

146 but flexible voice, had won just about

all the music-magazine polls in Britain
belore being introduced here by Atantic
Records exccutive Jerry Wexler. who
obscrves that “I'm as excited about Maggie
as I was about Aretha Franklin when 1
first started working with her.” While
Maggic Bell is an cbullient exwrovert,
Anne Murray, a husky-voiced Canadian,
abliors the showbiz elements of the rock
microcosm, being hersell, as she puts it,
“a small-vown girl.”

Considerably more sophisticated than
Maggie Bell's or Anne Murray's are the
lyrics and the resilient singing style of
Toni Brown, who helped found the Joy
of Cooking and is now working as a single.
Also worth keeping wack of in 1975 are
Elliote Murphy (a mordant examiner of
middle-class suburbia), Bill and Taffy (a
fresh-sounding, infectiously relaxed hus-
band-and-wife team), Mo McGuire (a
salty, invigorating spirit), Alan Price (a
London-based composersinger with roots
in the irreverent radition of the British
music halls) and Terry Melcher (Doris
Day's record-producer son, whose first
album last year revealed him 1o be an
uncommonly affecting, believably intense
performer).

Elsewhere on the music scene, there was
increased emphasis on what can be called
classical rock. From the example set in
previous years by the Moody Blues and,
for that matter, by such earlier Beatles
devices as the use of a string quartet in
Yesterday, groups have developed that, in
diverse ways. [use clements of classical
style with vigorous rock. A particularly
ambitious practitioner of classical rock is
British performer Rick Wakeman, who
toured the United States last fall with a
60-member orchestra, a classical conductor
and a choir. Also in the dassical-rock vein
are such groups as Genesis, Renaissance,
Yes and The Elearic Light Orchestra.

Moving in a different direction are the
exemplars of jazz rock, which is able to
reach and hold both rock and jazz aficio-
nados. Leading the field are Weather Re-
port, Chick Corea’s Return to Forever,
Herbie Hancock, John McLaughlin's Ma-
havishnu Orchestra, Donald Byrd's Black-
byrds, Larry Coryell's The Eleventh
House and Billy Cobham’'s combo. With
electronic atachments, jazz-inflected lines
and rhythm that owes much to rock, each
ol these groups had a decidedly successful
year. The present g, jazz rock, how-
cever, may be only temporary. as these
units increase in number and influence.
Or, as Coryell puts it, “Contemporary
music has absorbed the whole thing called
rock or rock 'n’ roll, and what's coming
out now is a wide variety ol creative efforts
by people with both jazz and rock back-
grounds. It's not classifiable as cither jazz
or rock, it's just music that is as good as the
people doing it.”

With jazz rock gathering momenunn,
and straightaway jazz experiencing a genu-
ine renaissance (as was evident during

both the broadly edectic Newport Jazz
Festival/New York and the Monterey Jazz
Festival), the year was nonetheless blight-
ed by the death of Edward Kennedy
“Duke” Ellington. As the Canadian jazz
magazine Coda put itz “With Ellington’s
passing the first great age of jazz music has
terminated.” The funeral services were
held in New York's spacious St. John the
Divine Cathedral, a setting ol relaxed
grandeur eminently appropriate 10 the
lifestyle and the music of one of the two
most original and indigenously American
composers i the history of this coun-
try’s music (the other having been Charles
Ives).

Also on the obituary list were three of
Ellington’s key sidemen. Tenor saxo-
phonist Paul Gonsalves and irombonist-
vibist Twree Glenn died before Duke;
baritone saxophonist Harry Carney, who
had been with Ellington since 1927, died
four months after Duke.

Among other jazz musicians gone were
tenor saxophonist Gene “Jug” Ammons,
Georg Brunis, one of the foremost ex-
ponents of the tailgate trombone, and
New Ovleans pianist-blues shouter Billie
Pierce. From the jazz-rock field, rumpeter
Bill Chase and three of his sidemen were
killed in an airplane aash. Another cas-
ualty was “Mama" Cass Elliot, who first
gained recognition as a founding member
of The Mamas & the Papas.

The year also saw the death of a dis-
tinguished group. the Modern Jazz Quar-
tet, lounded in 1951 by pianist-musical
director John Lewis and since then the
pre-eminent “chamber jazz” ensemble in
contemporary music. Lewis joined 1he
music {aculty of the City College of New
York and his former colleagues—Milt
Jackson. Percy Heath and Connie Kay—
will be pursuing independent careers in
the jazz years ahead.

As the rest of us kept on keeping on,
so did Duke Ellington’s son, Mercer, long
a trumpet plaver in his father’s orchestra
and now its leader. With the band booked
months ahead, Mercer, putting the huge
legacy of Ellingion scoves in order, empha-

$ “a composer as

sized that his [ather was
important to his time as Mozart was to his.
I want 1o be sure everything [in his music]
is preserved just right.”

As for the luture of jazz, Argentine
tenor saxophonist Gato Barbieri indicated
that he may well become the first non-
American (with the possible exception of
Django Reinhardt) to make an authen-
tically original contribution to the music.
Barbieri's Third World approach com-
bines jazz and blues with, among other
ingredients, the tango ol Argentina and
varicgated folk rhythms and forms from
other Latin-American countries. Barbieri,
incidentally, is as interested in the politics
of Latin America as he is in its music, but
he has no illusions about music being

(continued on page 160)
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1T was DURING the Roaring Twenties,
roughly the period between Prohibition
and Repeal, that the American psyche
came out of the closet and shed its puritan
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speak-easy concoctions from the days
when booze was banned

BY EMANUEL GREENBERG
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morality. Automobiles and contracep
tives made things casier. and a kinky,
bearded medic from Vienna made us face
up to our carnal

strange new terms as libido and id.
Those were not the only new words in

this innovative, precedent-shattering age.

Bootlegger, (continued on page 186)

natures with such
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Gm BOB (continued from page 95)

said if I rented a cottage she might go
there.”

“So why not rent a cottage:” | asked.

He shrugged without much energy.
“That was last night. I'm just kind of
moving it around.”

The woman, with that eerie sensitivity
some have, seemed to understand we were
talking about her and her eves met mine
briefly. I sensed litde but fatigue and
wondered why Bob had bothered to pur-
sue her.

I drank two more rusty nails—they
were  strong and  sweet—before  Pat
dropped by, looking lor me. She had been
to Santa Monica on some errand and was
back with dinner, a cut of meat large
enough for a platoon. I inwoduced her
to Bob and he looked at her with shy
appreciation. She wore shorts and a brief
halier and, in the dim bar light, her skin
scemed rich and warm as honey, She
wasn't i any ordinary sense a pretty
woman, but she seemed to reflect male
appreciation—the more appreciation, the
more reflection. On a whim, 1 asked Bob
to have dinner with us, and he accepted
readily. He followed us home in his own
car, a two-year-old Buick.

“You don’t mind*" I asked Pat.

“Ol course not.”

“I don’t mean o make free with your
house——"1 was going to add and your
food. but 1 bit this off, because 1 heard
mysell say it and it sounded abject.

she took her hand from the wheel 1o
caress the inside of my leg. “You should
know by now, I don’t care.”

“Perhaps it's beciuse 1 would care.”

She Laughed and ook her hand away.
“Don’t confuse the two of us.”

From the forest ol bottles hehind Pat's
bar, I was able to construct my own rusty
nails—part Scotch and part Drambuie—
and Bob switched to Canadian Club. He
drank it as il it were lemonade, but there
almost a gallon. We sat on the deck
and watched the gulls fishing the waves
while Bob 1old me about a business, Lay-
ing curper, he had managed in Long
Beach. Dinner was rib roast and green
salad, Pat and T were both big eaters, but
Bob hardly touched the food. T realized
again how thin he was. He was broad
across the chest, but there was no depth
to him. We pressed food on him. thinking
he was simply shy, but he shook his head
and asked lor another drink.

Even before I ofinished eating, 1 was
sick. I had pushed 100 hard and too fust
with the thick, sweet drinks and moved
to the verge ol nausea. 1 excused myself
lastily and went into the bedroom to lie
down. For a moment. the cool, crisp pil-
low cased me and 1 lay listening 1o the
waves breaking against the pilings below,
and then the room began to sway in the
same rhythm.

wis

- - -
When T awoke, Pat was in bed with
me, curled off to her own side, and the

windows were a dirty gray. My head ached
and my mouth was lo.1l. I had no reason
to want to be awake, and I wied 1o ignore
consciousness and immediately lose my-
sell in some reverie that would slip me
back into sleep. But this was too good an
opportunity to kick my ass beciuse I
wasn't working as hard as 1 thought |
should, because 1 was living on Pat's
moncy and lying around in the sun. My
ancestral kin massed in the back of my
mind, people of the lrozen lochs and the
bitter northern plains, saying: It can't
last, it never does, and even il it could.
it would ruin you, thin your blood and
boil you in your own sick fat. You stage
these tiny shows in your own sensations,
feelies, and cach production is a recapitu-
Iation ol those that have gone belore,
except: except cach time you are able 1o
generate just a livle less energy. I heard
it all. All the smug folk wisdom of the
pemny-wise. It was all rue.,

I got up. waking care not o disturb
Par, and went w the bathroom. 1 cleaned
my mouth and took some aspirin. On my
way back, I glanced inmo the living room.
Someone was asleep on the couch. It was
Bob. His mouth was hall open and a
small bubble ol saliva wrembled on his
lower lip. In sleep, he seemed abourt 17.

I went back to bed and squeczed close
to Pat. Her back was to me and 1 warmed
mysell on her ass until 1 slid hall into her.
She murmured, sull scemingly in sleep,
and | began to pump gently, getting high-
er and higher on it undl I was jamming
at her and there was no question but that
she was awake. She shifted her hips, so
delicately, no more than hall an inch,
an intnmate gesture of offering, and she
was open to me and I was riding it into
her. | wrapped my arms around her, cup-
ping her s, and she seized my wrists
with her hands,

Alterward, she looked at me with clear
eyes i said, I didn’t fuck him, bue 1
do have something to tell vou.”

I waited in a mood of quiet wariness,

“He's dying.”

“Shit, we're all dying.

“But he has lenkemia. He's been
wonths in the hospital, but apparently
his condition is hopeless and they've et
him on ourpatient status undl he has to
go back.™ She smiled sadly. “He's just
heen wandering.”

[ lay back. wrying to cope with the
polar quality ol this information, but it
was oo much. I said, *The poor guy,”
and womdered how long it would be he-
fore he woke up and we could give him
breaklast and be rid of him.

He didn’t eat breaklast. He took coffee
and about half a picce of toast. In the
morting. hung over, he scemed even
more {ragile and youthful. It was now
apparent that he had, at one time, bheen
much heavier. His suntan pants flopped

on him and his arms stuck like laths
from his T-shirt.

Alter breakfast, we sat quietly, waiting
tor the next thing. Bob still had about
a quarter inch of coflee in his second cup
and occasionally he lifted this o his
mouth and moistened his lips. Finally, |
broke and said, “I'm going swimming.
Who wants to come along®”

Bob brightened. “I've a suit in my ¢

He had a lot of clothes stuffed into the
trunk of his Buick, and 1 swod and
witched as he went through them, look-
ing for his bathing suit. He held a sports
Jacker out 10 me, saying, “This was nice.
I used 1o look real sharp in this” He
caught my cye for a moment, then con
tinued. “Did Pat tell you about mes”

I nodded. I could think of nothing
to say.

"Don’t worry about it I carry a cd:
il anything lappens, someone will call
the hospital.”

I had a briel vision of Bob writhing
blue-faced on the sand while 1 wied to
find the card, but I didn’t ask him where
he carried it. I didn’t want 1o hecome en
tangled in his illness or share. to amy
degree, his death. T have liule sympathy
for the ill and hospitals muke me pro-
loundly uncasy.

Bob was good in the water and his flat
thinness made him an excellent hody
surfer, We caught some lovely waves. But
he tired with frightening rapidity, turned
pale. began to breathe heavily and went
to throw himsell [ace down in the sand.
When I came out of the water and sat
down beside him, hugging my knees, he
turned 1o look up at me and I saw that
he had been crying.

"I have no steam anymore,” he said.

Again 1 smd nothing. We siretched
out in the {all sun until noon and then
went up o the house to eat lunch. Pat
had made steak sandwiches and some
slaw. She ralked Bob into eating a small
platelul. He had it with a drink. After
hunch. still spurred by my carly-morning
attack of anxicty, I went out onto the
deck to work. When | went in 1o take a
leak, Bob was lying on the couch, drink-
ing Canadian Club and reading a comic
book. He looked up to smile sadly.

Before Par went shopping, she came
owt to talk to me. I had been staring at
the waves, watching the patterns in the
loam as they broke. She glanced at the
hall-flled page in the tvpewriter, but she
had no real interest in what 1 was doing.
Nor did I expect it. Sometimes 1 won
dered ar my own interest. He said. She
sard. His mouth thinned willfully. Her
eyes narrowed. And the sun moved be-
hind a cloud.

“How's it going?”

“OK.”

“Listen, Art, do you mind if he stay:
awhile="”

“It’s your house.”

(continued on page 152,

she asked.
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one of america’s most sensuous sculptors
turns his attention to matters erotic

FRANK GALLO-
SEXPRESSIONIST

Back in November of 1970, when we ran a seven-
page feature on the sensuous sculptures of Frank
Gallo, the artist described the female form as “the
only... inspiring resource of simple beauty left 1o
me.” Today, more than four years later, Gallo
feels much the same, although his vision has ex-
panded to include the erotic. “A self-indulgent
cathartic expression” is the'way he characterizes
his series of miniature sculptures Twelve Evotic
Fantasies, several of which appear on these pages.

In“Eros Visiting Earth,” Eros instills his
vitality into earth, represented here as a
woman with her legs spread. Gallo describes
“Dream Two" (below), based on a friend’s
favorite fantasy, as “the most male-chauvinist
fantasy I've ever attempted to capture.”




A classic concept of two struggling
figures based loosely on the Heracles

and Antaeus legend, “Dream Four” (left)
illustrates how the female, through her
eroticism, supports the weakened male.

In“Dream Three” (above), Gallo illus-
trates his favorite sexual position.

“It’s certainly my most self-induwlgent
piece,” he says, “since it expresses

a distinct personal preference.”

“Rocket Man” (left), explains Gallo,

“is actually a bastardization of two
sources.” One is Michelangelo's drawing
of Christ rising from the tomh. The
other is Elton John's same-titled song.
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GOODBYE’ BOB (continued [rom page 148)

“Don’t give me that shit. I'm not inter-
ested in him. It's just that——"

“I know. And I don't mind.”

And, surprisingly, I didn’t. I had made
no true connection with Bob—his condi-
tion remained an abstraction; 1 couldn’t
mrasp the idea ol a terminal lailure lurk-
g somewhere in s chemistry—but it
was clear that 1 should care, otherwise
we were only lizards basking lor these lew
ITICHTYELTES O Gt 1](]1 l!)lk.

When I had finished for the alternoon,
Bob and I went to the Malibu Cottage o
drink beer and shoot pool. His eye was
excellent and he beat me several times.
That made me feel bhetter. AL one point,
he bought me a beer and came up with
a wrinkled and dollar bill. He
smoothed it on the bar, as if ashamed of
its appearance, and turned to ask if I
warned to i]u) SOMeE SwWouLers.

torn

“They're good sweaters. Cashmere.”

“Are they yours?”

“Sure.”

“"Well, I'm a litle heavier than you.”

He touched his upper arm lightly. 1
wasn’t always this thin. I think they'll
fit you."”

I looked away, embarrassed by my
clumsy observation. “Maybe I can use
them.”

Bob was velentless. “I'd like 10 give

them w you, but I could use some
money.”

“It's OK. I understand.,”

On 1he way back to the house, we
stopped at the Buick and Bob opened
the runk. They were nice sweaters, but
they were cardigans, not my style, and
I knew I wouldn't wear them. There
were three of them and, alier some evi-
dent hesitation, he asked [or ten dollars,

“Thev're worth more,” 1 said.

“Oh, | don't Old clothes are
old clothes. 1T won't need them and 1 can
use the ten. Anyway, I'd like you to have
them. Here's something else.”

He took some papers from the glove
compartment and handed them 10 me.
“IC there's anything here you can use,
vou can have it il you pay the drayage.
When my illness was diagnosed, my wile
killed hersell. T sold our house and put
our things in storage.”

I must have been staring at him as if
he were Job. because he looked away and
satd firmly, “That was almost a year ago.
Water over the dam. When you're .
like me, you hnd you [eel differently. It's
over. il you know what I mean.”

know.

The papers contained a manifest list-
ing rugs, tables, chairs, hoxes of linens,
a piano, a phonograph, a lawn mower
and crates ol dishes and utensils. The
things everyone collected. Things I had

never had. The drayage charge was §325,

“I have no use for these things, Bob,
but ['m sure someone will want them.”

“You could pur the piano next to the
bar. I think it needs to be tuned, but it's
a preuty good piano.”

I smiled. I don't live here. I'm just
passing through, the same as you.”

He gestured ar me, then at the house
“Aren’t you two together?”

“For the moment.”

“She's a nice girl.”

“That's true.”

- s s

John and Mary arrived during dinner
and, alter the introductions, John caughe
my eye and frowned meaningfully at Bob.
I knew what was in his mind. He thought
Piat was doing one of her numbers. 1
shook my head slightly and looked away.
Pat asked John and Mary il they wanted
to eat, but Mary said they had stopped
at a hamburger stand on the way out.
“The Waste King couldn’t wair.”

As soon as the chance came, I pulled
John out to the deck and wold him about
Bob. I couldn’t read his eyes in the near
darkness, but when 1 paused, he said,
“It sounds hke a scam.”

“I wish it were, but he's got papers
from a hospital in Long Beach. He checks
with them periodically 10 see il thev've
turned up some miracle cure. Otherwise,
he's just drifting and waiting for the
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bomb. When he can’t make it around
anymore, he has 1o go back.”

John turned to look through the glass
door. Over his shoulder, I saw Bob in
there, talking o Pat and Mary, swirling
the ice in his glass and flashing that
young larmer’s smile. John drove his fist
into his palm and said, "Look at him!
The bastard’s a lucking uger!™

“He’s handling it about as well as it
could be handled.”

“Fucking A. He's a tiger.”

We spent the night drinking and smok-
ing some weed John had. Bob passed out
carly and we put him to bed on the
couch and went on talking, automatically
lowering our voices.

“I saw Whitey the other day,”
said.

“Yeah?”
his hands?”

“He’s doing OK. He's siill riding tall
for Warner's. It's [unny. We spent an
afternoon together, just [ucking around,
and I came away liking him. He's a smart
[ucker, but I'll tell you something, he's
wrestling hard with the White Lady and
I don’t think he can win.”

Mary said, "I told you he was shooting
up when 1 first met him, and that was
over two yers ago.”

“Whitey's a bear,” 1 said. “If anyone
can handle 1t, I'd bet on him.”

John shook his head with heavy and

John

I asked. “"Was he walking on

stubborn emphasis. “No one can handle it

“That’s bullshit,” I said.

“No, that's what God loves. You have
to believe there are things you can't
handle. Things no one can handle. That's
an important part of remaining sane. You
can get up every morning and jump out
and bench-press three hundred pounds,
but the morning’s coming when you
won't be able to hack it. Once you know
that, you don’t have to worry anymore.”
He gestured to where Bob was sleeping
so quietly he might already have been
dead. “Like him, he doesn’t have to
worry anymore.”

“That's bullshit,” T said again.

“Sure, it's bullshit—it's all bullshit.”

“And that's some more of i.”

Pat broke in to say, "I don't know who
you think’s going to clean up all this
bullshit.”

We laughed and [ell into one of those
silences that go with smoking weed. One
thing is over and the next not yet
imagined. It was like drifting through a
tunnel in an amusement park. When a
tableau lit, I gave it my total attention.
It alone was real. When it faded, T sim-
ply drifted until the next thing appearcd.

Pat enginecred the next thing by be-
ginning to rub John's neck. When she
caught my eye, she winked slowly and I
immediately looked at Mary. Mary was
also watching Pac's hands, her eves half
closed, her mouth solt. I turned o John

and he was lying back, watching me. I
laughed, but the Liughter sounded forced.

John said, “Shall we see il we can fuck
up our [riendship"

“Why not?” I said. It was one ol the
catch phrases that year. We said Why
not? to everything.

“I don't know,” Mary said with some
uncertainty. Pat and John were kissing,
50 I moved to Mary and said:

“What is there 1o know?”

“Oh, I don’t know.” She looked up at
me. “I'm just here, aven’t 177

She was rich and soon we were alive
to each other. We all went into the bed-
room and no one turned on the light. We
ended up on Pat’s big bed, one couple to-
ward the foot. the other toward the head,
in some remnant of privacy, and Mary
came, shaking her head and whining, as
il she resented her own response. John
galloped at Pat, pulling her ass and mur-
muring, “Come on, come on.” 1 felt, for
a while, as il I were evervone in the bed,
but then the fecling faded and 1T was just
lying there. When John and Pat reached
a pause, we switched, and that was one
more thing. I thought of wking Mary
down to the beach with a blanket, but
that was what you didn’t do. That was
romance. This was plain fucking. 1 no-
ticed, however, thit as excited as we be-
came, both John and I were careful not
1o touch each other.

In a lull, John said. “Alary, vou should
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witke that poor bastard out there and give
him some pussy.”

“Oh. John.™

“Why notz Why the [uck not:”

“Idon't know, I don’t want to.”

“I'oor son of a bircl.”

- - -

The next morning was [air again and
John and Bob and I went swimming.
‘The night before was far awav, and only
ALy seemed subdued. The breakers were
towering, pounding in Irom some storm
deep at sea, and John was alvaid ol them.
He warched while Bob and I hody surfed.
and, as the day before, Bob tired quickly
amd he went up o lie down beside John.
When I joined them ten minutes later,
Bob's breath was still labored. He and
John had been alking and 1 went up 1o
hear John say: “We're all going. You've
just got a hetter idea when.”

1 felt & moments irvitation at John's
heavy hand. but his auitude was much
the same as my own. He simply said what
I thought but woulduw't. or couldn’t, put
o words. Still. for Bob it must have
been a sharply hitter contrast 1o be forced
to deal with his immineut death heneath
the warm sun in an atmosphere so richly
suggestive ol lile's pleasures. 1 had a brief
vision of Bob driving down 1o the beach
as a teenager—ia [ra ut of a wll, shy
boy with a white towel around his neck.

One hundred feet below our heach,
three girls in bright, briel suits ran along
the edge ol the surl. Their laughter car-
vied clearly. “Young stafl,” John said.
“Their piss doesn’t even taste salty.”

Bob laughed and asked me, “Do vou
know them:"

“No. Thevre just around.”

I lav back amd covered my eves with my
forearm. I listened to the surf. 1 lelt Bob
touch me lightly on the shoulder. “Art,
I want 1o talk 1o vou.”

“Yes7 1 said uneasily.

"I don’t want to go back to the hospital.
I know I don’t have a chance—vyou know?
There isn’t going to be no miracle, but
I dow’t want o lay somewhere among
strangers and just peter out. Somehow
that’s the awlul pare. Do vou know what
I mean:”

I ihought 1 did. but in my own appre-
hension ol that terminal moment 1 Ieht
cvervone. even the dearest. would he a
stranger. We are finally and necessarily
separate from each other and we live our
lives alone. T looked away. down the
beach toward the girls. They were in the
wirter, their hair streaming behind them,

"I want to go now.” Bob was saving.
“1 haven't the sirength o keep mivself to-
gether much longer. I'd like o hit my-
sell with something and just go that way.”

I turned back 1o meet his carnest eyes.
“What do vou want me 1o doz”

“Get me something. T don’t have any
moncy, but Ull sign my car over to you.”

I shook my head.

“In's a good cin,” Bob added.

“I can see that. I don’t want your car.”

“Why notz" John asked. “He's not go-
mg to need i’

“I have no one 1o leave it to."

I had an idea. T sat up. “Listen. Bob,
why don’t vou sell the cr; A dealer'd
give vou a thouwsand cash. Take the
money and check into the Beverlv Wil
shire. Eat the best lood. drink evervihing
in sight. buy voursell some pussy. and
when the money's sone. vou go off the
roof. Youre tvulv Iree. you know?* You
can do anvihing yvou want and they have
no wav o make vou pay.”

Bob shook his head sadly. 1 still think
about it. I guess I want it but some-
how"—he thought i moment—-it doesn’t
seem right. I have no energyv—von know
what I meanz—and ivisn’t exactly that. [
like vou, I like vour gitls, maybe I
wouldn’t leel quite so alone. I thought of
doing something like that months ago.
Hell. 1 1hought 1 might run wild. I'm
only 1hirtv-one, vou know? I the
shit. why me? I hated 10 see anvone laugh.
Now. | don’t know. I could swim straight
out there unul 1 conldn’t swim any far-
ther_and 1 know I'd never get back, but |
don’t wint to be alone with my thonghts,
LT jumped off a building, what would
I think about as [ fell With some heroin,
I could just go 1o sleep. I conld come out
here on the beach—you knowr—some-
where away from the house, and find a
nice place. and that would be ic”

He el silent. I looked at John and
John shrugoed and said. “Whitey.”

« e

Whitey was fascinated by the story.
' sure his writer's mind was busy rorn-
mg it lor vield even as we told it We sat
in the hoge hving room. each of us ten
feer trom the other. Whitev looked calm
and heavy., His eves were slow but clear.

"Do vou wimnt 1o get into this” e
asked me.

“Why no:”

“You're not the average square John,
much as you uv to plav the part.”

I Lraghed. "I'm not waiting around,
getting ready 1o be a Lither™”

“You heard thar:

“Do you imagine Jounna would keep it
a secret:”

He shrugged equitably. I like kids.”

He agreed 1o ger Bob a certain overjolt
lor 560, and John and | each gave him
530, which lelt me with nickels and dimes.
Then he wanted 1o meet Bob,

Whirey shook Bob's hand with a show
of hemtiness and wold him the “medi-
cine” would be taken care of.

“Thank vou.” Bob said.

“You've the right idea. Take the bas-
tard by the horn.”

Pat decided 1o give a sendooff party for
Soh, and., after the bizarreness of the no-
tion faded. 1t seemed a decent idea. We
would gather 1o eat and drink and dunce
and make out and Whitey would bring
Bob’s “cure.” Then Bob wouald go out 1o
4 tiny cove we had discovered, where a

patch ol sand was hemmed with rocks
and there he would die while the rest of us
continued to celebrate his passage.

However. when I went in 1o the Back
Room 10 pass the mvitation, 1 caught
some flak. Most thought I was Bob's spon-
sor and  had. along with  John and
Whitey, put him up to this. Al Hoagland.
in particular. was angry.

“You guvs.” he said. meaning Whitey
aud me, “have been pushing vourselves
as special cases. You're outlaws, rightr
And we're the linde puddle vou play big
frog in: but vou're going too Lir on this
one. You're going to big-shot ihis poor
bastard out of his lile. just so vou can
give some kinky pary.”

AL vou have it wrong.”

He studied me with his quick brown
eves. H his nose had been hall s size. he
would have been a handsome man. “1
don’t think s0.” he said slowly.

Larry Revnolds ccome over to ask me il
what he had heard was rue. Revnolds
was one ol the men in the Marlhoro ad-
vertsement. Not the one up front. on the
horse, holding out the pack. the other.
the one standing back in the doorway of
the cabin. He was handsome. unhappily
cvnical. and every time I saw him, he was
with a different voung givl. As he was be-
ginning 10 grow older, the girls were no
longer quite so fresh.

“I don't care what comes down,” Revn-
olds was saving, 1 just want to see it
I'm not saving I don’t think he’s going 1o
do it. I just want 10 see.”

Al listened o this with quict distaste.

- - -

The dav ol the party, Jimmy Follette
cime carly and ahmost sober 1o spend the
afternoon making watermelon punch. He
didn’t talk 1o Bob beyond saving hello—
Boly was Iving on the couch, drinking
Canadian Clab and resting—Dbut 1 no
ticed Jimmy studying him with interest
and some svmpathy.

As the afternoon crested, Bob got up
and ook his glass out onto the deck. 1
could see him looking over the waier.
Ater o while, he called o me and 1 went
out and stood beside him.

“1want o thank you and Pat lor do-
g this.”

“Is nothing.™

“There was no one alier Dodie died,
and I don’t know what | would have done
tl I hadu't found vou people.”

He ook out his wallet and removed
a pink ship. a centificate ol vehicle owner-
ship in Calilornia, and went 1o the able
where 1 worked and used one of my pens
to sign his G over o me. “The storage
manilest is i the glove comparument.
Avbe vou'll ran into someone who can

tse those things.”

I ook the pink slip uneasily and with
some embarrassment. b T ook i, none-
theless. I wamed the car, it would increase
my freedom. and 1 was going through
some dreary rationalization o the effect
that if T dide’t wke it someone clse
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would or the highway patrol would tow it
away and, in time, it would be junked or
sold at auction, or some trooper would
grab it. If I hadn’t wanted it so much, it
would have been easier to accept.

- - -

The party filled early. No one wanted
to miss any of it. Four cars came up from
the Back Room, full of invited and unin-
vited, and we made them all welcome,
The more people, the thinner the re-
sponsibility was spread. Surprisingly, Al
Hoagland came and brought a tall,
blonde girl somewhere in her early 30s.
He introduced her as Lucy and said she
was an ex-schoolteacher.

Lucy made a face, a moue of self-
conscious dismissal. “That's a liude like
being an ex—fry cook,” she said.

“Why ex?" I asked pleasantly,

"Oh, it’s stupid. I quit to get married,
and that was an instant bust. But I didn't
really have the vocation.” On “vocation”
she made another face. Al tells me you're
a writer.” It was my turn to make a face.
She pressed it. “What do you write?”

“Nothing much.”

The punch was fiery and we all began
to feel it very quickly. Larry Reynolds
came up to me to say, “I'm still waiting.”
There was a strong part of me that want-
cd to take this as Larry was taking it, just
one more phenomenon, but 1 also felt
Irritation.

“No one’s going to see anything, Larry.
He's going down to the beach alone.”

Larry smiled. “So in the morning you'll
have a dead soldier on your beach [ront.
It's something else. You can't say it isn't.”

“Bob's the one who's going to commit
the crime, and if they want to, they can
arrest him for it.”

“You think giving him smack isn’t a
crime?”

The truth is, I hadn’t considered it. 1
experienced a flash of cold. There were
a lot of people, a great number, who saw
things very differently from the way we
did. For a moment, 1 viewed all this as
it would be summed up in the language of
the police in a newspaper story, that
other reality, then managed to dismiss my
anxiety as only the product of this mo-
mentary locus.

To my surprise, Joanna showed up
alone at the wheel of her old MG. She
didn’t look pregnant, but she had put on
enough weight to seem chubby. “Where's
Whitey?” I asked her.

“He'll be out later, and T don't ap-
preciate your involving him in this. He
has responsibilities now.”

“Is that why he charged us three times
what this errand’s worth?”

“I don’t care about that. It gave him
another excuse o go around 1o those
people and, just incidentally, break his
promise to me.”

She suddenly looked sad and vulner-
able, and I wondered again if she were

156 really pregnant. It didn’t seem to matter.

She was struggling for life as it had been
presented to her in the only way she
knew how. First she auctioned her ass to
the best bidder—didn’t we allz—and then
tried to scal the deal with a child. She had
hardly designed the society where such
tactics appeared to work. I put my arms
around her, holding her loosely. “I'm
sorry about all thau shit that came down.”

She looked up, finally without a hint of
flirtation, and said, “So am I. 1 always
liked you. How are you and Pat:”

“Hanging out. We have our tender
moments. Would you like some punch?”

She touched her stomach. “1 can't
drink. Every time I take a drink, I get
sick. The baby's a puritan. T guess.”

“How long will Whitey be?”

“I don’t know. He was at his office,
waiting there. As soon as he scores, he'll
be out.™

I remembered that Whitey had always
resisted driving to the beach. “1 hope he
puts it together soon. This party isn't
going anywhere clse.”

That was true. It looked like any other
party we might have decided to throw.
Most of the same people were here, with
a few riders, and we said and did most
of the same things, but there was a line
of tension and an absence of ease that
told constantly. Bob, one of the least
compelling people here, formed the epi-
center, held always between us by in-
visible lines of force. At first, hardly
anyone spoke to him. No one knew what
to say. Then Lucy, Al's date, engaged
him and I was happy to see him smiling.

I moved to overhear and discovered
Lucy was arguing against suicide. My in-
stant impulse was to tell her o mind her
own business, but then I realized it was
none of mine. Bob was listening. Her
argument was solemn and familiar, ringed
with barrier words such as responsibility
and respect for lile, but il she could cause
him to waver, then his purpose wasn't
clear. But she annoyed me. Her certainty
annoyed me. How could she imagine she
knew? She was using Bob as the casual
instrument of her own convictions, and
using him in such a way that she held
hersell above the argument.

Jimmy Follette had been nipping at his
own punch most of the alternoon and, as
usual, he was stupefied, his face crimson,
his eyes numb. He blundered from cluster
to cluster, wrying to make talk. He found
Bob, debating Lucy, and alter listening
a moment, he grabbed Bob's arm clum-
sily and shook him. *Don’t listen 10 these
pukes. You've got the right idea. Only
sensible thing o do. I'd join you, only I
keep waiting for the subject to change.
Funuy how you wait for that, isn’t it?”

“1 guess 50,” Bob said.

“You're all right, boy,” Jimmy said.

John pulled Jimmy off. “Leave him
alone, Jimmy: he's got a lot on his mind.”

Lucy watched with disgust as Jimmy
backed away unsteadily and tried to cxe-
cute a salute. “Right, right. Leave them

all alone,” he said. He straightened with
clfort and spoke to Bob again. “1 leave
you, then, in articulo mortis.”

John turned o me and asked, “Where
the fuck’s Whitey?”

“He'll be along.”

Pat came by and put her arm around
my waist. “How are you?”

“Sober.”

“Are you worried:”

“Not really.”

Several hours went by, during which
the moon moved out over the water,
turning everything a vich purple, touched
with silver, and some more people ar-
rived, including some we didn't know at
all. “T'here are single men who drive up
and down the miles of beach houses and
when they spot a party, they park and
angle their way in somehow. They eat
and drink and try to score a girl. One kid
in bare feet, cut-offs and a tank top came
up to ask me, “I hear some guy's going
to blow himself away."”

I heard a note of some excitement or
cagerness and I answered grudgingly,
“That's the talk.”

“That’s heavy. That's really hcavy.
Who is 13"

“I don't know, but if I were you, I
wouldn't ask around.”

Pat had told everyone to bring suits
for a moonlight swim, and she talked this
up. People began to change and drift
down to the beach. I saw Al and Lucy in
suits. Lucy's legs were thin and white
and I noticed a large bruise on the inside
of her thigh. Jimmy Follette passed out
and I helped Pat make him comlortable.
Then I made mysell another drink and
went out onto the deck, where Lary
Reynolds and his girl were standing,
looking down at the swimmers. Despite
the moon, it was too dark to sce clearly.

“He's down there,” Reynolds said.

“He swims.”

“He's dressed.”

“I don’t know, Larry. This is turning
into a bummer, anyway.”

There was some confusion down by the
surf. Several people shouted and, as I
strained 1o see, a close-knit group started
up the bluff toward the house. As they
drew closer and came into the circle of
the deck lighss, I saw that Al and Lucy
were supporting Bob, who stumbled be-
tween them. I ran down. Bob was soaked.

“What happened?”

Al snapped at me. “Art, you're a god-
damn fool.”

“He swam out and started to drown,”
Lucy said. “1 saved him.”

“Whar?"

“That’s right,” she told me fiercely.

“He cried out,” Al said. “Lucy wemt
after him. She’s a wrained lifeguard.”

I held myselt with effort and helped
them muscle Bob into the house. We
pulled him across the living room and 1
was aware that everyone was staring. As
soon as we closed the bedroom door,



“How come you never take me an ywhere?”’

157



PLAYBOY

158

their voices rose. Lucy wouldn't leave.

“Do you think I'm going to cut his
throaz" I demanded angrily.

“He needs help.”

“Youre the one who needs help.”

Bob appeared 1o be in shock. | siripped
off his clothes and he lav fike an infang in
my arms. His small white cock hung
limply over his balls.

I grabbed a wowel from the bhathroom
and handed it 10 Lucy. “Rub him dry.
Il get some other clothes.” | still had the
keys 1o the Buick. so T ran out 1o rum-
nuge through Bob's things. When T re-
turned, Al was shouting at Luev.

“What Kind of game do vou call that:”

Lucy looked drunk and smug, some-
how swollen. “1 want to show him how
nice it can be to be alive.”

I glanced at Bob. His eves were open
but not quite aware, and he had a par-
tial ercation. 1 looked back at Lucy and
she was still staring willlully at Al “You
don’t own me.” she said.

Al started 1o hit her but pulled the
blow and shoved her instead. "He's sick.
vou aazy bitch. The num's got a rer-
minal illness. He needs o forzet. not
remember.”

At that point. John shoved his way in
and shoutad lor evernvone o ger oun and
o home. He wis orembling with the foree
ol his fury. “The party’s over. I'm sorry,
but this is a luck-up.”

A lot of the people had alveady gone
and 1he rest were ready 1o leave. Al
pulled Lucy away. still arguing biterly,
and we managed 10 load Jimov Follete
to Larry Revnolds, who was trving 10
g around. John told him, “Split. or
Il bust you up.”

John was [ull of anger. a lot of anger,
stmining at his conwrol. “This is some
real shit. Are. Can von imagine it="

He was rembling and 1 made a calm-
ing vesture. but hie brushed me aside and
went back imo the bhedioom. Par and
Mary had dressed Bob. and he was siting
on the edge of the bed with a drink in his
hand. He looked up and ciught my eye,
and lus expression was distraught and
somchow humble.

“It's so cold out there,” he said.

“Listen o me.” John said, sittine down
beside Bob. He bield one of his fists inches
from Bob's Lace. not as a thren but as a
form ol exuveme emphasis. Do you want
1o die="

“hes

“Say i

1 want o die.

“All vight. Adl right, I'm going to help
vou, 'm going to put my ass on the line
anel help vou. There's a chiff about a mile
up the road. The water's deep. I'm going
to send vou ofl there. They'll think you
Jumped, OK:”

SO

Bob looked avound until he lound Pat,
leaning against the jamb of the doset
door. Do vou have anvihing®" he asked.

“"What do you wantz"

"

“Something. Sleeping pills.”

Yat shook down her medicine chest and
found a Doriden, two Nembutals and a
number of tranquilizers. She gave every-
thing to Bob with a glass ol water and he
began 1o take the pills two at a time,
steadily. as if Joading a gun. Once he
choked, coughed and a red capsule slid
out ol his mouth and fell to the floor. He
picked it up and swallowed i,

Johm insisted he ke Bob alone
“We've had enough floorshow shit. This
isn’t some stunt. I we get caught. it isn't
going to matter that Bob wanted 1o go.”

He was right. 1 thought about the
Buick. Tomorrow Bob would be found
washed up on the beach and T would be
driving his car, carrying his pink slip. and
he would no longer be able 1o straighten
out the confusion. Al Hoagland was right.
I had been playing the fool.

Afwer they lelt, we sau quietly, drink-
ing reflexively. 1 hadw’t said farewell 10
Bob—goodbye. sale passage, thank you,
nothing, The livde 1 had promised 10 do
had been shit on by Whirtey, and Bob was
going into the water, wheve he hadn't
wanted 1o die. T hoped the pills would
wiarm him and make it casy to slip away.

- - -

Johm was back in hall an hour, cirry-
g Bob over his shoulder. Thev were
both wet. John dumped Bob onto the
couch and he lay with his head hanging
down. M rvan to put a pillow un-
der Bob's head and T asked, “Now what
happened:”

“1 puc him in, but he began to struggle
down there imd oy out for me 1o save
him. I wried 1o walk away, but 1 couldn’t
do it.” He began 1o shake violently.
“That water's a motherfucker. T didu't
think I was coming out of it.” He walked
over 1o look down at Bob. "1 don’t know
about this guy. Art”

I suid slowly, "He may die anvway.
He's full of downers, tranks and hooze.
He's been in the water twice and he's not
strong.”

“1 don't
sitied Mlatly.

John bent over and raised one of Bab's
evelids. "He's gone lor o while. What
should we do. rent him a motel room:”

“No. if he dies. we could be ted 1o
him.” | said. “Let’s put him in his cr.
I don't wanr it

We changed his clothes again. All he
had lelt in the car trunk was a dress out-
fit. jacker and slacks. When we had him
miked. I could see the grains ol sind
gathered in the wrinkles ol his flesh.
When we hoisted im up 1o move him. he
came to briefly and looked down at his
clothes. " These don’t match,” he said and
passed out again,

I drove himn a mile down the road, John
following in his own car. and parked in 2
scenic overlook. 1 put the pink slip in his
billlold and tried to make him comfort-
able. Pat had found an old blanket 1o
cover him with. I suppose | touched his

want him dead here.,” Pat

forchead amd said. “Take it casy.” John
drove me back and we moved toward hed
in a mood of fuful exhaustion.

In the morning. we found Bob asleep
on the doorstep. He had a violent cold
and we curied him in and put him 10
hed. Par fixed a drink of hot whiskey,
sugar and lemon, and, as he sipped it. he
looked up it me 1o say, 1 guess we don't
lways know what it is we want to do.”

“Take it easy” 1 said pointdessly. I
meant he didn’t owe me an explanation.
He finished the drink and went hack to
sleep.

Johu and 1 drove 1o Hollywoad 1o see
Whitey. We lound him ar home. sirting
in his living voom. still in his pujamas.
Gene was with him and also a1 young
chicano. who looked like he was strung
out and ruming hard. They all watched
us uneasily.

"I gov burned.” Whitey said quickly.
“The people never showed.” He looked
at Gene and Gene nodded.

The chicano said, A bad burn, man.
No way to cll i.”

“1 waited most of the might.” Whitey
said. “Here. let me show you.” He went
1o a drawer and ok out a very large
hypo. "I was going 10 load this. He would
have been dead helore he conld have got
the needle out of his am.”

I looked at John. Whitey was obviously
alvaid, even with his two friends there
to back him. and I thought John might
move. but he said quietly. e was prey
rough out there last night.”

“I know. joanma told me.”

“It got worse.”

“There was nothing I could de. Look.,
it happens sometimes. You can never be
sure.

I knew it was bullshit. 1 didn’t sort it
out standing there, but 1 knew. 1 knew
Whitey would never put out money uu-
less he had it sirongly tied. and I knew
people didn’t burn up customers over S60
worth of smack. But I also sensed he had
intended 1o deliver. but the swff had
come and they had decided to have a litde
ol it, and then they had felt oo good 10
drive 10 miles 1o the beach, and then they
had had a litle more, and then it had
been oo late. You can’t move with a
head Tull of smack.

That alternoon, 1 ook Bob to see a
docror. He didn’t want o go. but his cold
had him hard by the throat and [ insisted.
I had started 10 leel responsible for Bob
and this was a burden I wanted 10 share.

The doctor practiced just outside the
Malibu colony and it was apparent Bob
wasn't the kind ol patient he was used 10,
but he examined him with o remote and
dispassionate kindliness. conmmunicating
mostly with me, as il he were a ver and
Bob were my dog. He drew a blood sam-
ple and wok an X rav. And, while Bob
wis pulling on his shirt, 1 took the doctoy
aside and gave him the medical bills Bob




had carried in the glove compartment
of the Buick. They were from Long
Beach General and I said, “They should
have a work-up on him.” The doctor
nodded patiemtly. He gave Bob some
ciaps for his cold and told me to see thart
he stayed in bed.

Bob was better the next day. He had
finally worked through Pat's Canadian
Cluby and. after some hesitation, he began
on the Jim Beam. John and Mary were
hanging around. catching the last of the
season, The four of us were sleeping to-
gether. Once the novelty wore off, it was
much like two of us sleeping together,
except the bed was crowded. Mary en-
joyed all the sex, but it didn't make her
any happier. She could sigh in her great-
hearted way, climax with fierce pleasure.
then, moments later, start nitpicking. 1
hegan to think of us as castaways, sharing
one another and sharing our ralt with a
dying man.

One alternoon, we sat around and
talked about a party trip to San Frandisco.
We lelt we owed Bob something because
his party had wirned into such a downer,
and we decided 1o take off, but, before
we left, I stopped by to see the doctor.

“Your friend’s not well.” the doctor
said.

“I know. How long has he goiz”

“Well, if he quits drinking. . . ." He
pitused, studying my face. “You did know
he was an alcoholic?”

I immediately saw how it all went to-
gether, and 1 hall smiled as I said, “No,
he told me he had leukemia.”

“Al," the doctor said with morose satis-
faction. “lt was his wile who had leu
kemia. I talked to one of the dociors at
Long Beach. His wife killed herself about
a year ago. He's been out of control and
drifting ever since.”

Clearly, Bob still deserved our sym-
pathy, he was a man in genuine trouble,
but the delicious point of his story and
our party was a lie, we all looked foolish
and we had had enough of him. Suill, no
one could bring himself 1o say so, and
Bob, taking no hints, hung on desperately.

As it finally happened, we abandoned
him on the roadside. We had started out
lor San Francisco in two cars. A mile out
of Malibu, Bob’s Buick broke down. It
wis, we thought. the fuel pump, and Bob
said he'd walk back to Malibu and bring
a mechanic.

As soon as Bob was out of sight, John
said, “This is it. Let’s go.” I nodded but
insisted we leave five on the front seat.

When we got back to Malibu, a few
days later, Bob had disappeared. Maybe
having polished his act on us, he was
now performing in a new house for new
friends. Maybe he had actually walked
out through the surl to drown. And may-
be e had pulled himself together,
stopped drinking and gone back to work.
However it was, we never knew.

RANGEFINDER

. . . the optical tapemeasure that measures distances of six feet to 100 feet
from where you stand.

It takes only seconds. Just sight any object, focus and look at the tape indi-
cator to read distance in feet and/or inches. Rangefinder is reliable, too.
Average accuracy to 25 feet is 99.2%, to 100 feet, 97.8%. Rangefinder and
gg;r)‘(ligg) case are just $19.95*, plus $1.50 for shipping and handling (total
Rangefinder is yours to use and enjoy for two weeks without obligation. If at
the end of 14 days you aren't completely satisfied, just return it and receive
full refund or credit. Send check or money order to:

CREQUINCX

Marketing Services, Inc., 919 N. Michigan Ave., Dept. PM 80

Chicago, lllinois 60611

No. C.0.D. orders, please. *lllinois residents please add 5% tax ($1.07 each).
Playboy Club credit keyholders may charge to their Key (please include Key
number with your order).

| The Stimula Condom.

“It’s like hundreds
of tiny fingers
- urging a woman to let go.”

Now youcanreach alevelof sexual pleasure T~~~ """~~~ "7 7777 77—~

that only months ago was unheard of. ! Stamford Hygienics Inc., Dept. PB-5
A condom delicately ribbed to give a woman ; ;E;ngﬁaémsggo 4
gentle, urging sensations. Yet, with a shape and : : §
UUnnes;uﬁmé] leta n;]ﬂ.]n feel almost like he's : E!Bg?f ngpé&%ﬁ%ﬂﬂa
wearing nothing at all. ] $3 sampl L

Made with anew “nude’ latex that transmits | 1 $1sampler pack of 3 Stimula
body heat instantaneously, Stimula is supremely | Free catalog sent with either order
sensitive. It's anatomically shaped to cling 1 describing our entire new line of
to the penis. And SK-70, a remarkable 1 erotic condoms.
silicone lubricant works with natural secretions 1 O Check O Cash O M.O.Enclosed
so Stimula’s scientifically patterned ribs '
can massage and caress a woman effortlessly. g Dame

Made by the world's largest manufacturerof ! Address
condoms. a million have already been sold in L1
Sweden and France. Orders are shipped in )
discreet packages. Send lor your sample today. : Stale, Zip

159



PLAYBOY

160

JElZZEE

a direct weapon against authoritarian
regimes. A revolution has 1o come by po-
litical means,” he acknowledges, “but per-
haps the music, if it is beautiful enough,
cin help people begin to change a liule
bit—begin 1o change their consdousness
so that they will be ready to move in
other ways. political ways.”

Along with Barbieri's having  estab-
lished himsell last year as & powerlul force
in expanding the scope of jazz. there was a
vocal rivmph by another non-American—
British singer Cleo Laine. Long Camiliar
to British audiences. she had made hardly
any impact on Americn listeners until
the release in this country of a resplenden
ilbum recorded owside a studio, RCA’s
Cleo Laine Live at Carnegic Hall. Last
all. making her second American wur in
two years. she kept accumulating more
enthusiasts ol the extraordinary techui-
cal prowess and emotional subtlety of her
singing.

The instrumental jazz discovery of the
vear, although not many listeners have
heen exposed 1o it vet, was the New York—
sed Revolutionary Ensemble. which s
composed ol Leroy Jenkins (electric violin.
viola), Sirone (bass) and Jerome Cooper

/5
(continued from page 146)

(pereussion). The most together of all the
post-Coltrane, avant-garde groups, the
Revolutionary  Ensemble is  continually
finding and developing new rclationships
among pitch, rhythm. timbre and dynam:
ics—all for the purpose. as Jenkins points
out. of “portraying change ol conscious-
ness through sound.™

While not “discoveries™ any longer,
three pianisis—McCoy Tyner. Keith Jar
rett and Cedil Taylor—added considevably
to their achievements and stature during
the vear as thev stretched the expressive
capacities of the instrument. Each. in vari-
ously individualistic wayvs, has become a
master jazz dramatist ol often stunning
energy and inventiveness. Meanwhile, a
particularly mresting hgure in comempo-
rary jazz. Marion Brown. finallv hegan o
get more of the anention due his work.
This rellective, deeply searching alio saxo-
phonisi—composer. who spent several years
in Europe in the late Sixties, finished a
mitjor three-part work lust year, using
music much like a novelist does words. As
Robert Palmer pointed out in The New
York Times. Brown. in his three albums,
Afternoon of a Georgia Faun, Geechee
Recollections and Siceet Earth Flying, “has

“Better take off that wrist watch I bought you,
i's not shock proof, youlknow.”

re-examined his Southern past through
the filter of a Continental ‘education.””
Through this kind of musical autobiogra-
phy. Brown is continuing a genre most
brilliandy explored in the jazz past by
Duke Ellington as he also reveals the pos-
sibilitics of creating sound pictures in the
language of a new era of jazz.

As jazz musicians continued 1o devise
added dimensions of improvisiation, there
wits simultancously a rediscovery by listen-
ers of the vimage melodic charm and
rhythmic grace ol turn-ol-the-cenury rag-
time. The impetus for this looking back-
ward was. of course, The Sting. The filn’s
score. consisting ol Scowt Joplin rags as
scored by Marvin Hamlisch, won an Acad-
emy Award and led to a [reshet of rag-
time recordings. the most notable of which
is William Bolcom's on the Nonesuch
Libel. where Joshua Rifkin's recordings of
Joplin rags had staried it all.

While the ragtime resurgence, despite
the black antecedents of the form, has
primarily involved white performers and
audiences. black soul music cominued to
appeal widely 10 both black and white
listeners. A case in point is Stevie Wonder,
dearly the soul king of 1974 and prob-
ably of the rest of the decade. Although
he has become a multimillionaire, Wonder
has lost none of his zeal for trving 10 make
music a transcendental way of communi-
cating with his audiences. I would like
to feel.” he says, “that as my albums
change. my people—meaning all people—
will come with me, that we will grow 1o-
gether. Evervihing I experience is in the
songs I write. You see, my music is my way
ol giving back lTove.”

Frank Sinawa, his decision to retire re-
sanded. did not exaaly give back love
during a tour of Australia last year. Hav-
mg excoriated local male reporters as
bums and female journalists as hookers,
Sianra ran imo a ban directed against
him by unionized musicians and theater
workers. A second Melbourne concert had
to be canceled, and for a time, as airport
unions became invelved, it looked as if
Simatra might be permanently grounded
n the land down under. Mediation pre-
vailed.  however, and as part of the
agreement, Smatra consented 1o make a
statement about the furor. Instead of be-
ing contrite, however, Sinatra lectured an
audience of several millions on the pring-
ples ol ree speech: “Whether 1 was right
or wrong, or whether they were right or
wrong. the Fact remains that the main
issue was that they tried o keep me [rom
saving what 1 thonght and T think that's
the thing we've got 1o fight all the time.”

During concerts at home last vear, Sina-
tra did. indeed. say whatever he wanted,
inchuling his customary verbal assaults on
the press, but his fends were of far less
moment o the cipacity crowds at his ap-
pearances than the warmth and finely
honed theatricadity of his singing. All in
all. it was a celebratory year for this




continually regenerated prevock  super-
star, who. except for Tony Bennet,
is the last, 1o use his own term, of the
superior “saloon singers.”

Sinata’s comeback  also  encompassed
welevision. with one of his Madison Square
Garden concerts having been shown live
in Oaober on ABCTV with the apt title
Sinatra—The Main Evenl. Throughout
the year, pop. rock and country sounds

were gelting growing exposure on televi
ston. cither as .‘.pm.iul-. (such as Sinatra’s
show) or in series (Soul Train and Don
Koshner's Rock Concert. among others).
Iu addition. music performers continued
their incursions into films—Irom Ladies
and Gentlemen . . . The Rolling Stones
and Alice Cooper's Good te See You
Again, Alice Cooper 10 Ken Russell's am-
bitious ilming ol The Who's rock opera,
Tommy.

While debae continues as to the nature
and  durability. il any, ol the societal
change wrought by rock, the music itsell
does continue to anstorm itsell into new
shapes and colors as it reaches into nearly
every corner ol the world. On Ellesmere
Istand.  for stance, the  Lothest-north
Eskimo gathering place in North America.
rock has begun 1o flourish through the in-
fluence ol such Eskimo combos as The
Icebergs from Arctic Bay. There is now
even a rock festival in those otherwise
cold dlimes and one of last year's stellar
performers was an Eskimo [rom Green-
Land who sung in Greenlandic. Next vear:
Antraic Rock.

ALL-STAR MUSICIANS’ POLL

As in the past several yemrs, the musi-
cians we polled splic their vote roughly
9000000 ways. Most of last vear’s win-
ners. with their relatvely stable constitu-
encies, came through intact. There were,
however, some changes—the victory of
Stevie Wonder, who had a grear vear, in
the songwriter-composer  citegory:  the
comeback ol Frank Sinatra as top male
vocalist: the appearance ol the Pointer
sisters and Herbie Hancock's jazzrock
quintet as the top voal group and in-
strumental combo. respectively: and the
cmergence of Thad Jones and Mel Lewis
as the premicr big-hand leaders. Duke
Eilington having passed on as the unde-
fe:ned champ. Here's how it went. cate-
gory by cnegory:

ALLSTARY ALL-STAR LEADER: As noted
above, it ook demth 10 knock Ellington
out ol hirst place: however, the Ellington
band. now led by Duke’s san Mercer. got
cnough votes 1o rank right behind our
new coleaders, who were tied for third
i vear ago. 1. Thad Jones / Mel Lewis; 2. Aler
cer Ellington: 3. Count Basie: 4. Doc
Severinsen: 5. Woody Herman, Quincy
Jones.

ALL-STARST  ALLSTAR  TRUMPET:  Not
much change here—Diz and Miles wraded

places and Jon Faddis. who last year
shared the filth spot with Oscar Brashear
and Clark Terry, had it to himsell this
time. 1. Freddie Hubbard; 2. Dizzy Gillespie:
3. Miles Davis: 4. Doc Severinsen: 5. Jon
Faddis.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR TROMBONE: [. ].'s
the winner agmn. but Frank Rosolino
and Garnett Brown weren't among last
vear's hnishers. Those who were, but
Latled 1o repeat. are Curtis Fuller and
Vic Dickenson. 1. 1. 1 Johnsen; 2. l'rank
Rosolino: 3. Garneu Brown: 4. Carl Fon-
tana, Bill Wawrous.

ALL-STARS  ALL-STAR sax: No
change here. Would vou believe it No
change at all, right down 1o the fourth-
place tie between St and  Colemin.
1. Cannonball Adderley; 2. Phil Woods: 3.

ALTO

Paul Desmond; 4. Ornette Coleman,
Sonny Stitt.
ALL-STARS ALL-STAR TEXNOR sax: Getz

again; Wayne Shorter and Zoot Sims en-
tered the top five as Sonny Rollins and
Boots Randolph failed o repeat. 1. Stan
Getz; 2. Joe Henderson, Stanley Turren-
tine: 4. Wayne Shorter, Zoot Sims.
ALL-STARS  ALL-STAR BARITONE sAX: A
vear ago we said. “We could just wrap
this one up and let Gerry take it with
him.” Surprise—longtime winner Mulli-
gan was knocked off by another veteran

performer. Pepper Adams. Ronnie Cuber
and Jack Nimitz are new to the wp five;
dropouts are Charles Davis and the late
Haurry Carney. 1. Pepper Adams; 2. Gerry

Mulligan: 3. Ronnie Cuber: 4. Jack
Nz, Ceal Pavne.
ALL-STARS ALLSTAR CLARINET: Good-

mate wias iin the hest man, according
to the musicians. Eddie Daniels moved up
to tie Buddy De Franco for second and
Rahsaan Rolimd Kirk and Jimny Hamil-
ton slipped our ol the 1op five as Kenny
Davern and Walt Pavazaider edged their
wirv in. 1. Benny Goodman; 2. Eddie Danicls.
Buddy De Franco: 1. Kenny Davern, Walt
Parazider.

ALL-STARS. ALLSTAR pPiaxo: Oscar, Her-
bie, Chick and Keith are back, but Leon
Russell is missing: Robert Lamm makes a
fst appearance and Bill Evans returis.
1. Oscar Peterson; 2. Herbie Hancock: 3.
Chick Corea; 4. Bill Evans, Keith Jarre,
Robert Limm.

ALLSTARS ALLSTAR orcax: We may
the  phrase  again
but fhranklv. it looks as il we could just
wrap this onc up and let Jimmy take

L

swallow next  year,

it with him. 1. Jimmy Smith; Groove
Holmes: 3. Dick Hyman. Rick Wakeman;
5. Johnny Hammond, Brother Jack
McDufl., Billy Preston.

ALL-STARS ALL-STAR ViBEs: As far as this

“This is going to sound terribly old-fashioned. but I want
you to save yourself until you start dating.”
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competition goes, Mr. Jackson is solid as
a stone wall. Terry Gibbs made the top
five as Lionel Hampton slipped out.
1. Milt Jackson; 2. Gary Burton; 3. Bobby
Hutcherson; 4. Roy Ayers, Terry Gibbs.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR GUITAR: The names
are identical, but the order is slightly
changed, as Jim Hall, [ilth last vear,
vaulted into the runner-up spot. 1. George
Benson; 2. Jim Hall; 3. Kenny Burrell; 4.
John McLaughlin, Joe Pass.

ALLSTARS' ALL-STAR BaSs: Ron Carter,
who ok over from Ray Brown last year,
held him off again. 1. Ron Carter; 2. Ray
Brown; 3. Chuck Rainey; 4. Richard
Davis: 5. Stanley Clarke.

ALL-STARS" ALL-STAR DRUMS: In the land
of bip-bip-bam, Billy Cobham retained
his laurels. Like Carter, Cobham took
over the leadership a year ago—it was two
vears ago for George Benson—so it ap-
pears that a new generation of jazzmen
Is, indeed, reaching the summit. 1. Billy
Cobham; 2. Buddy Rich; 3. Elvin Jones,
Tony Williams: 5. Jack De Johnette.

ALLSTARS' ALL-STAR MISCELLANEOUS IN-
SIRUMENT: A lot of flute players have
asked us why we don't create a separate
category for them—but look who won
this time. as perennial winner Rabsaan
Roland Kirk slipped into a third-place
tic. 1. Hubert Laws, flute; 2. Jcan Thicle-
mans, harmonica; 3. Rahsaan Roland
Kirk, flute, manzello, striich; Airto Mo-
reira, percussion; 5. Charles Lloyd, flute.

ALL-STARS" ALL-STAR MALE VOCALIST: It's
Franksville again—talk about successful
comebacks—as last year's winner, Billy
Ecksting, wound up in a deadlock for
third place and Stevie Wonder, tied for
third a year ago, moved into the runner-
up spot. 1. Frank Sinatra; 2. Stevie Wonder;
3. Billy Eckstine, Joe Williams; 5. Johnny
Hartman.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR FEMALE VOCALIST:
Ella Fitzgerald regained the crown she
lost two years ago as Aretha Franklin
cime up to tie last year's Ieader, Sarih
Vaughan, for second place; Roberta Flack
dropped out of the winners' circle as a
newcomer, Dee Dee Bridgewater, moved
in. 1. Ella Fitzgerald; 2. Arctha Franklin,
Sarah Vaughan; 4. Carmen McRaue; 5.
Dee Dee Bridgewater.

ALL-STARS' ALL-STAR VOCAL GROUP: In a
ficld dominated by rhythm-and-blues
proups, the Pointer Sisters came out of
nowhere to go straight to the top. 1. Pointer
Sisters; 2. 5th Dimension; 3. Spinners; 4.
Stylistics: 5. Gladys Knight & the Pips.

ALL-STARS" ALL-STAR SONGWRITER-COM-
roser: The Wonder man, second to El-
lington a year ago, took it all this time,
which surprised us not at all. Carole King,
Randy Newman and Harry Nilsson are
among the missing; new names are

162 Quincy Jones, Chick Corea and the two

folkies who tied for fifth. 1. Stevie Wonder;
2. Michel Legrand; 3. Quincy Jones; 4.
Chick Corea; 5. Joni Mitchell, Paul
Simon.

ALL-STARS’ ALL-STAR INSTRUMENTAL COM-
so: ‘lhe jazzrockers held sway here as
Return 1o Forever, last year's winner,
gave way by a small margin to Herbie
Hancock's funky new fivesome. Billy Cob-
ham's group copped the lourth spot and
Miles Davis, who started the whole syn-
drome, came in third. 1. Herbie Hancock;
2. Rewurn to Forever; 3. Miles Davis; 4.
Billy Cobham; 5. Chicago, Crusaders.

RECORDS OF THE YEAR

Keeping up with our own traditions,
we asked our readers 1o pick the best LPs
of the year in cach of three categories—
best by a big band (ten pieces or more),
best by a small combe and best voeal LP.
The winners are:

BEST BIG-BAND LP: Journey fo the Center of
the Earth / Rick Wakeman (A & M). Flaborate
was hardly the word for this extravaganza
based on a Jules Verne fantasy and re-
corded live with the London Symphony
Orchestra. Rock rhythms, classical embel-
lishments. narvation by David Hemmings
and Wakeman's electronickeyboard work
made for a cantata that was literally oo
much for some critics but that obviously
hit the rLavsoy clectorate where it
counts.

BEST SMALL-COMBO LP: Chicago VN (Co-
lumbia). This is getting repetitious—Ilast
year we lauded Chicago VI in this space;
the year before, it was Chicago V. Seem-
ingly, they can’t miss—and they certainly
didn’c with this double LP that contained
the hits Wishing You Were Here, (Pve
Been) Searchin® So Fong and 13 other
tunes. Fumny, but they sound like a big
combo.

BEST VOCAL LP: Goodbye Yellow Brick
Road / Elton John (MCA). Was there a radio
station anywhere that didn’t play the hell
out of Bennie and the Jets? Could any-
one in the rock generation miss its signifi-
cance? And il you heard it once, could
you forget it? Well, it was just one of 17
tunclul. spirited tracks on this epic four-
sided release.

BEST BIG-BAND LP

1. Journey to the Center of the Earth / Rick
Wakeman (A & M)

2. Apostrophe | Frank Zappa (Discreet)

3. dpocalypse | John McLaughlin
(Columbia)

4. Body Heat | Quincy Jones (A & M)

5 M. F. Horn 4 & 5—Live at Jimmy's |
Maynard Ferguson (Columbia)

6. The Sting—Sound Track (MCA)

7. Back to Oakland | Tower of Power
(Warner Bros))

8. OverNile Sensation | The Mothers
(Discreet)

. Chameleon /

. Deodato 2 (CTT)
10.
I

Whirlwinds | Deodato (MCA)
Land of Make Belicve | Chuck
Mangione (Mercury)

- The Roar of '74 | Buddy Rich

(Groove Merchant)
Maynard Ferguson
(Columbia)

1L Pure Music | Chase (Epic)

. Love Is the Message [ ALF.S.B.

(Philadelphia Intl)

16. Love Unlimited (UNI)

19.
20.

21

22.

AT

24.

25.

17. Jonathan Livingston Seagull | Neil

Diamond (Columbia)

- M. F. Horn If | Maynard Ferguson

(Columbia)

Prelude | Deodaio (CTI)

7.5 on the Richier Scale [ Stan Ken-
ton (Creative World)

Doc | Doc Severinsen (RCA)
Rhapsody in White | Love Unlimited
Orchestra (20th Century)

That’s Entertainment—Sound Track
(MCA)

Threshold | Pat Williams (Capitoly
Richin London | Buddy Rich (RCA)

BEST SMALL-COMBO LP

1. Chicago Vi (Columbia)

.

- Brain Salad Surgery | Emerson, Lake

& Palmer (Manticore)

- Tubulay  Bells | Mike Oldfield
(Virgin)
- Quadvophenia | The Who (MCA)

5. Head Hunters | Herbie Hancock

(Columbia)

- Innervisions | Stevie Wonder (Tamla)
- Welcome Back, My Friends (Live) |

Emevson, Lake & Palimer (Manticore)

- Band on the Run | Wings (Apple)
- Tales from Topographic Oceans /

Yes (Adantic)

. Mystevious Traveler | Weather Re-

port (Columbia)

- Dark Stde of the Moon [ Pink Floyd

(Harvest)

12. Spectrum | Billy Cobham (Atlantic)

13. Goodbye Yellow Brick Road | Elton

14
15,

16.

17.

19.
20.
- Fulfllingness' First Finale | Stevie

John (AMCA)

Crosswinds | Billy Cobham (Atlantic)
Before the Flood | Bob Dylan [ The
Band (Asylum)

Brothers & Sisters | Allman Brothers
(Capricorn)

Bridge of Sighs | Robin Trower
(Chrysalis)

- 161 Ocean Boulevard | Eric Clapton

(R50)
Welcome | Santana (Columbia)
Chicago VI (Columbia)

Wonder (Tamla)

- Full Sail | Loggins & Messina

(Columbia)

- On Stage | Loggins & Messina

(Columbia)

< The Six Wiwes of Henry VIII | Rick

Wakeman (A & M)

. Goals Head Soup | Rolling Stones

(Rolling Stonc)



BEST VOCAL LP

1. Goodbye Yellow Brick Road / Elton John

{MCA)

Band on the Run | Wings (Apple)

. Court and Spark | Joni Mitchell

(Asylum)

. Caribou | Elton John (MCA)

Quadrophema | The Who (MCA)

. Innevvisions | Stevie Wonder (Tamla)

. 461 Ocean Boulevard | Evic Clapton

(RSO)

. Sundown | Gordon Lightfoot (Re-

prise)

9. Brain Salad Surgery | Emerson, Lake
& Palmer (Manticore)

10. Fulfillingness' Fivst Finale | Stevie
Wonder (Tamla)

11. Tales from Topographic Oceans [ Yes
(Atlantic)

12. The Way We Were | Barbra Stretsand
(Columbia)

13. Buddah and the Chocolate Box | Cal
Stevens (A & M)

14. Chicago VI (Columbia)

15. Before the Flood | Bob Dylan | The
Band (Asylum)

16. Diamond Dogs | David Bowie (RCA)

17. Laid Back | Gregg Allman (Capri-
corn)

18. Back Home Again | John Denver
(RCA)

19. On the Beach | Neil Young (Reprise)

20. Maria Muldaur (Reprisc)

21. What Were Once Vices Are Now
Habits | Doobie Brothers (Warner
310s.)

29, Hotcakes | Carly Stmon (Elekura)

23. Goats Head Soup [ Rolling Stones
(Rolling Stone)

24, Grateful Dead from the Mas Hotel

(Grateful Dead Records)
. Piano Man | Billy Joel (Columbia)
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JAZZ & POP HALL OF FAME

Elton John sure had his way this year
with the rLavsoy electorate. He won al-
most everything in the Readers’ Poll, had
one ol our Records ol the Year and, from
last year's number-lour finish in our Hall
ol Fame balloting. he leaped right into
the hall selt. His closest rival was
Stevie Wonder, who also did preny well
in both the musicians” and the readers’
polls. Stevie was Hih in the running for
the Hall of Fame a year ago, so his rise
was cven more dramatic than Elton’s.
Other ascending entries were the late Jim
Croce—IMrom 20th 1o third-—and another
accident victim, Bill Chase, who was no-
where in 1974 but made tenth place this
time. Also new 1o the list are the rejuve-
nated Maynard Ferguson. in 18th |)I;|cc,
Joni Mitchell (22nd) and David Bowie
25th). who just got hold of the ladder’s
bottom rung. displacing Stan Kenton. Of
last vear's other finishers, only John Mec-
Laughlin, who was 18th, and Carole
King—who skidded from ninth place all
the way out of sight—Iiled to repeat.
Upward progress was registered by Keith

e beautiful
smoking experlence.
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“I said, ‘Your legs look delicious.””

Emerson, Frank Zappa and Peter Towns-
hend: backsliders include Neil Diamond.
Ian Anderson. Paul Simon, Doc Sever-
insen. Buddy Rich, Chuck Berry, Leon
Russell and Carole King. Here, now, the
leading two dozen and one:
1. Elton John
2, Stevie Wonder
4. Jim Croce
4. Ringo Starr
5. Keith Emerson
6. Frank Zappa
7. Peter Townshend
8. Neil Diamond
9. Lan Anderson
10. Bill Chase
11, Cat Stevens
12, Paul Simon
13. Neil Young
11, Doc Severinsen
15. Buddy Rich
16, Jerry Garcia
17. Jimmy Page
18. Maynard Ferguson
19. B. B. King
20. Chuck Berry
21, Barbea Streisand
22 Jomi Mitchell
23 Charlie Parker
24, Leon Russell
25, David Bowie

ALL-STAR READERS' POLL

Il you're a numecrologist, you might
want 1o ponder the relation of the
number lour to the results of our 1975

Readers’ Poll. For one thing, out of 19
categories, lour—the same number as last
year—saw a change of leadership. The
new pacesetters are Joni Mitchell, who
replaced Carly Simon as top lemale vo-
calist: Elton Johin, who took Neil Dia-
mond’s title as number-one male vocalist:
stevie Wonder. who ousted Lan Anderson
at the head of he other-instruments
category: and a rather old “new pace-
setter,” swing-erva clarinetist Benny Good-
man, who edged out longtime medal
winner Pete Fountain.

There were also four categories in
which the readers agreed with the musi-
cins—again, the same number as last
year, though they weren't exactly the
same ones. This vear's double winners are
1. 1. Johnson, Cannonball Adderley, Stn
Getz and Goodman. The latter wasn't a
double winner last vear, as the readers
went for Pete Fountain: Gerry Mulligan
was a double winner last ume, bur not
. as the musicians trned o Pepper
Adams.

Of course, if yvou're Elton John. the
signihcant number is either one or three:
Elton wound up number one in each of
three  categories—piino, male  vocalist
and (in tandem with his lyricist, Bernie
Taupin) songwriter-composer. It just so
happens that inishing first in three of the
poll’s categories is a first—and an impres-
sive one—in itsell.

Il vou're Stevie Wonder, the number
of destiny may be two. Stevie, who won

the other-instruments competition with
his work on the harmonica, clavinet and
svinthesizer, fimished second o Elton not
only in the Hall of Fame voting but also
in two categories ol the Readers’ Poll—
songwriter-composer and male vocalist.
He also was third as a big-band leader—
and, of course, he is the musicians’ op
songwriter-composer: so il his achieve-
ments in our 1975 poll take a back scat to
Elton’s three frst-place finishes, it cer-
tainly isn’t by very much.

As wsual, there were a Lair number of
shooting  stars—and  falling ones. John
Denver came from nowhere—in terms of
the poll, anyway—to rate as number-
three male vocalist behind Elton and
Stevie. Olivia Newton-John, also in limbo
a year ago, hnished second among the [e-
male vocalists. Newcomers who made
strong showings under (he vocal-group
heading were Paul McCartney & Wings,
and the Doobie Brothers. Other names
appearing for the first time in the listings
include Tower ol Power, Herbie Han-
cock, Return to Forever and Kool & the
Gang in the instrumental-combo compe-
tition: and the Pointer Sisters. Gladys
Knight & the Pips, Tony Orlindo &
Dawn, Tower of Power and Earth, Wind
& Fire among the vocal groups.

The instrumental categories are far less
volatile than the vocal and group con-
tests, bur, as can be expected, there's a
smattering ol new  people, incuding
guitarists Rick Derringer, Roy Buchiman
and Linry Corvell: organists Charles Ear-
land. Brother Jack McDufl and Jimmy
McGriff: vibists Peter Appleyard  and
Ruth Underwood: drummer  Alphonse
Mouzon: pianist Joe Zawinul: trumpeters
Randy Brecker. Woody Shaw, Art Farm-
er and Roy Eldridge: and reed men Tom
Scott, Emilio Castillo and Ernie Waus,

Some ol last year's Lvorites didn’t make
it into print this time. Lost from the
standings are such entries as the Jeflerson
Airplane, the Bee Gees, Creedence Clear-
water Revival, the Temptations. War,
Sonny and Chér and the Modern Jazz
Quuriet, the Latter two having disbanded
during the year. Still others who didn’t
make it back include singers Al Green,
Fony Bennett, George Harrison, Alice
Cooper. Rod Stewart, Vikki Carr, Dionne
Warwicke and Laura Nvro, and song-
writers Harrison, Kris Kristoflerson, Leon
Russell and Stephen Stills.

Whidh. of course. is all in the roller-
coaster nature of the music biz: for it's
not only on their own talents and efforts
but also through the eflorts of agems and
the hckleness ol the fans that the stars
rise—and Gall. (And rise. And fall)

Here, without further ado. are the op
25 vore geuers in cach category. Those
in boldface make up our All-Star band:
they will receive silver medals, as will the
artists whose records were voted best of
the year.




BIG-RAND LE#
1. Doc Severinsen
2. Frank Zappa
3. Stevie Wonder
1. Burt Bacharach
1. Onincy Jones
[ |l|m\ Mancini

10. Mavnard Ferguson
11, Chock Mangione
12, Buddy Rich
15, Stan Kenton
Thad Jones / Mel Lewis
Rav Charles
i, 1em Ellis
. Waoedy H
. James Brown
. Les Brown
20. Sun Ra
1. Harry James
. Lionel Hampton
25, Gil Evan
Mercer Ellington
. Bobby Rosengarden
TRUMPFT
1. Doc Severinsen
2. Miles Davis
3. Al Hirr
4. Herb Alpert
5. Dirry Gillespie
6. Mavnard Ferguson
7. Freddie Hubbard
#. Hugh Masckela
4. Don Ellis
1. Domald Berd
11, Rilly Butterficld
12, Harry James
4. Clak Terry
1o Nat Adderley
5. Blue Mitchell
. Snooky Young
. Canthia Robinson
182, By Hackett
19. Randy Brecker
200 Woody Shaw
21 Cat Anderson
@2 Fhad Jones
23 An Farmer
24, Rov Eldridge
25, Pete Cansdoli
TROMBONE
1. J. J. Johnson
. Maynord Ferguson
Slide Hompton
Hai Winding
Si Zeniner
s Pankow
Urhic Green
Besh Rrookmever
Jimmy Cleve
Al Gy
1, Carl Fontana
12, Chris Barber -
13. Benny Green
11 Dickie Wells
15, Dick Halligan
6. Turk Murphy
17. Buster Cooper
18, Wavne Henderson
19, Ouenptin Jackson
20. Dinve Bargeron
21. Garn-tt Brown
2. By nny "owell

an

25, George Bohanon
ALTH SAX
1. Conmonball Adderley
2. Edgnor Winter
3. Panl Desmend
1
K]
[
7
R

- Corower Woshinglon, Jr.
5. PPanl Horn
€ liris Wood

11, James Mondy
12, At Pepper
15, Paul Winter

o Castillo

7. Lou Danaldson
18, Phil Wods

19. € harles MePherson
0. 1k Crawbord
21, Benmv Carter

20 Jimmy Woods

23.
24,
24,

1.
2.

4.

19,
20.
21
=
25,
24.

0

W

. Juhn

Bunky Green

CGary Raruz

Eddie Danicls
TENOR SAX

Stan Getz

Boots Rondolph

. Jumior Walker
. Jim Horn

. Rahsaan Rolk
5. Eddie “Lockjaw™ Davis
. Eddie Harris

. Yusel Lateck

0. Lot S
. Grover W
. Gato Barbieri

d Kirk

hington. Ir.
lev Twirentine

ah Samders

ne Shorter
Tom Scott

. Al Cohn

. James Moody
. Bud Free
. Corky Coroors
. Charles Llovd

Joe Henderson

. Ernic Watts

lerry Fuller

RARITONE SAX
Gerry Mulligan

. Jim Hom
. Steve Kupka

Pepper Adams

. Salub Shihab

Bl Shank

. Eddie Danicls
. Charles Irawvis
. Lonn

Shaw
Chuck Gentry

. Leroy Cooper

_ Jerome Kiclhardson
. Cecil I
. Benny Crawford
. Rill Hood

Jimmy (.ml’lrt

Juhn Lowe
Romen Pengne
John Surman
2. Ronnic Ross

Jav Cameron
Clifford Scotr

. Jack Nimitz

CLARINET
Benny Goodman

. Pete Fountain
. Waoady Her

Rahsaan Roland Rirk

. Acker Bilk
- Budedy e Framen

Frod Lipsins

. Phil Womlds

s Hucko
T

4 I‘u Wee Spitelara
2. Jerry Fuller
1 Baehdy ('ull( ‘ne

. Jerome Richardson
. Bub Friwe
. Jimmv

Jummy

220 1hil Bodner

Tony Scott

Jolim Canter
PLANG

Efton John

L L e Rossecll

5. Rilly Preston
. Dave Brubeck
. Robert Eamm

. B T

laach

. Neil Yomng

. Owear 1

T

. Rav Charles
. Reith Emerson
. Peter Nevo

. Count Basic
i, Ramsey Lewis
. Joe Zawin]
. Ermoll Garner

19, Reith Jarrett
20. Les McCann
1. McCov Tyner
22 Thelonious Monk
2%, Ahmad Jamal
24, Farl “Fatha' Hincs
25. Chuck Leavell
OREAN

1. Keith Emerson
Rick Wakeman
v Preston
aac Haves
. Booker T.
. Jimmy Smith
Stevie Winwood
. Rav Charles
9. Brian Auger

. Al Rooper

]

et =

12, Lee Michaels

13. Dave Masan

14. Rayv Manzsarek

13, Reith Jarrett

16, Johnny Hammond
17. Wild Bill Davis

1B Dick Hyman
19. Charles Earland
20, Sum Ra
21, Brather Jack MoDull
22, Jim AleCrill
2%, Cap Mangione
24, Groove Holmes
25 Grege Allman
VRS

. Lionel Hompton

2 Gary Burnion

3. Milt Jackson
4. Cal Tiader

i

8. I-'.n\ Avers

11 Bobby Hmcherson

10. Peter Applevard

1. Buddy Montgomery

12, Red Norvo

13, Dave Pike

14. Phil Krans

15, Vicror Feldman

15, Gunter Hampel

17. Gary Coleman

Emil Richards

nment Wells

. Larry Bunker

X ]nhn v Lvrle

22 Mike Mainieri

. Ruth Underwood

. Tommy Vig

. Gordon Emanuel
LUITAR

1. Eric Clopton

2 Timmyv Page

3. Johm MecLanghlin

1. George Fvrison

A, e Stevens

ti. Richard Betts

7

8

L]

. Peter Townshend
. Carlos ! ana
9. hose Feliciano
10. B. K. King
1. Chet Atk
12, Jerry Garcia
15 Terrv RKath
11 Stephen Sills

9. Rm Buchanan
. Rick Derringer
Kum\ Burrell

4 arry Convell
9 l- T Beck

. Reith Richard
495, Charlic Byod

nass / E1LECTRIC DASS

Paul McCortnay
. Fack Bruce
Jolin Entwistle

Rav Brown

. Bl Wyman

. Charles Mingus
. Jack Casady

0. Carl Radle

11. Stanley Clarke

SENT e

2 ck CGrech

14, Chris Square

14, Bob Cranshaw

15, Donald “Duck™ Dunn

I('

Monk Montgomery
. Rvishi Toganaga
Jim Ficlder
. Bob Haggart
. Carel Kave

28, -Rlllll‘- Reid

Art Dav

24, Celestial Songhouse

BEFSaxmppanem

——

DR1UMS

. Buddy Rich
. Carl Falmer

Billy Coblhiam
Ringo Start

. Ginger Raker
. Reith Moon

Danicl Seraphine

. Buddy Miles
. Charlie Watts

Karen Carpenter

Reltner
is Bellson
in jones

. Samdy Nelson

. Max Roach

. Joe Morelle

. Robhy Colomby

Jack De Juhnette
Art Blakey

. Mel Lewis

. Mirch Mitchell

. Shellv Manne

Alphonse Monzon

5. Cory Cole

OTHER INSTRUMENTS

1. Stevie Wonder, liarmonica,
clavinel, symthesizer
2. Keith Emerson, synthesizer
3. Ean Anderson, flute
1. Rob Dyvlan. harmonica
5. Herbie Mann. flute
6. Farl Scvnges, banjo
7. Jean-Lue Poniy. violin
R. Papa John Creach, violin
0. George Harrison, sitar
10, Doug Kershaw, violin
11. Ravi Shamkar, sitar
12, Walter Pavazaider. flute
13, 1"aul Butterfiek),
harmonica
14, Huber Laws. flute
. Chuck AMinygione,
Fliigelhorn
6. Mavnard Ferguson.
i prerbrone
17. Rusty Young, steel guilar
18. Rahsaan Roland Kirk,
fute, manzello, stritch
19. Charlic McCaw, harmonica
20. Airto Mor perenssion
21, Clark Terrv, Fligelhorn
29 Sugar € Harris. vielin
22 Yusel Liwcel, flute, oboe
24, Paul Horn, flute
2%, John Schastian, harmonica
AALE VOMCALIST
1. Elton John
2. Stevie Wonder
3. John Depver
4. Cal Stevens
5. Neil Dinmond
6. Panl McoCarntnes
7. Gordon Light oot
B. Robert Plim
9. Neil Young
10. Mick Jagger
11, David Bowic
1. nk Sinatra
I3, Van Morri
14, Flis I*
15, Mavin Gave
16, Bob Dyvlan

: l{ ey \|Iw-n

. Charlie Ru h
. Roger Daltrey
. QmmI\ Il:l\ is Jr.

5. David C Lavton-Thomas
. Joe Williams

FEMALE VOCALIST
Joni Mitchell

@ Olivia Newton-John

Carlv

. Ruherta
. Rarhra Streisand

. Peter
. Tramk Zappa

. Maria Muldaur
. Linda Ronstadt
. Carole Ring

. Grace Slick

. DBette Midler

. Gladvs Knight
. Helen Reddy

. Cher

. Flla Fitzgerald

Arctha Franklin

. ]llql\ Collins

Bonnie Raitt

. Melanie

. Clea Laine
. Joan Baez
. Rita Couoli

. Peppy Lee

VOCAL CROUP
Allmaon Brothers Band
Toody Blucs
Panl McCartney & Wings

. Yes

The Whe

. Rolling Stones

Duoobie Brothers

. Emerson, Lake & Malmer

Loggins & Messina

. Seak & Crofis
. Pink Flovd
2. Carpenters
. 5th D
. Led Zeppelin
5 G

ension

rateful Dead
inter Sisters
The Band

. Gladvs Knight & the Pips
. Three Dog Night

Tony Orlandn & Dawn

. Guess Whoe
2. Earth. \\'im!&- Fire

. Gramd I‘mlk Railroad
. Bread

SONGWRITER-COMPOSFR
Elton John—Bernie Toupin

. Stevie Wonder

IPanl Me

artney
ownshend

Bur Bachavach

. Neil Diamond

Bob Dvlan
Cat Stevens

. Neil Young

i Mitchell
Anderson
1 Simem

2 Rmk & Crofis
. Mick Jagger—Keith Richard

i. Robert Lamm

. Tsaac Haves

INSTRUMENTAL COMRBO
Chicago

. Emerson. Lake & Palmer
. Led Zeppelin
. Jethro Tull

The Band
Loggins & Messi

. Santana

Fower of Power

- Rlood, Sweat & Tears
. Alice Cooper

. Rilly Cobham

. Crusaders

- Dhve Brubeck

Ilulnu H:

- Chuck Mangiome
. Weather Report
. Kool & the Gang
. R "

21 Grand Fank Railread

. Herbie Mann
. Snpersax

Hugh Masckela
Oscar Peterson
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[inda {ovelace

(continued from page 82)
comics Joey Forman, Joe E. Ross and
Louis Quinn, impressionist Vaughn (The
First Family) Meader, ex-Monkee Micky
Dolenz, Marty (Fm Dickens . . . He's
Fenstery Ingels, The Commitee’s Gary
Goodrow and Morgan Upton, Chuck Mec-
Cann, who played the title role in the
critically acclaimed film The Projection-
ist, and Skip Burton—whose wife, inci-
dentally, is aciress Karven Black.

“Working with all those people was
a lot of fun, even though the hours
were sometimes preuy crazy,” Linda re-
calls. “I remember one night, working till
three aae and having 1o get up again at
seven to st the next dav's shooting. But
the whole thing was fascinating, and 1
learned a lot about film making.” She
might. she admitted, even consider di-
recting someday.

Ve that. the switch from sex goddess to
movie director would not be as dvastic as
the changes in Linda's personal life since
her Deep Throat perlormance as a fella-
trice who makes house calls. Some of the
changes are detailed in her second hook,
The Intimate Diavy of Linda Lovelace,
published in papaback late last fall by
Pinnacle Books. Diary is, as the title
suggests, partly an account of Linda’s ex-
periences—sexual  and  otherwise—uwith
virious people. some ol them unnanied
but casily identifiable celebrities. It s
also a den tion ol her ex-hushand,
Chuck Traynor, who played a sort of
porn Svengali to the carly Linda’s Trilby,

1

and a tribute wo her present business part-
ner, David Winters (upon whose idea
Linda Lovelace for President is based).
And it co
Linda Lovelace. answered in the stvie of
a sexually inepressible Ann Landers—a

s o selection of leters o

lady with whom Linda once jousted ver-
bally on a television walk show. Ann is
well known for her one-liners, but she
would be hard pressed to top Linda’s ad-
vice to an easily excitable male: “A stff
cock is nothing to be ashamed of.”

“This new book is better than the
first one was,” says Linda, asserting that
Inside Linda Lovelace contained more of
Chuck’s ideas than her own. “To me, sex
is beautiful: to him. it was crude, a bad
trip. I think he’s really a hater of sex. I
was supposed to be sexually liberated and
free, and yet here he was, a man telling
me what to do, wying to interject his
thoughts through me. Now [ really am
free, being my own person. Like wearing
my hair the way it really is, long and
straight. instead of in all those tight curls
he liked.™”

What's next for Linda? “I'm reading a
saipt lor a hilm called Rate, about a Lamily
who set up a roadside inn along the Osage
Trail in Kansas in 1872 I's based on a
true incident. and pliving the chmacier
hate will be very demanding. She's a sell-
proclimed healer. a seductress—and a
murderess. The role would give me a
dumce 10 develop greater dimensions as
an acress and 1 hope to be working on it
by the time this is published.” Eventually,
she intends o develop that night-club act
she started to work on some time ago.
“Right now, I'm busy studying—jazz, uip
and ballet dancing. acting :nd singing.”

Suill, with all her activities, Linda finds
time 1o enjoy lile. Like the stars ol more
conventional films. she's often besieged by
autograph hunters: “People come up to
me even inosmall owns in Kansas, where

we went 1o shoot some scenes of Linda
Lowvelace Jor President. But T don't mind.
It will bother me when they stop asking

“You look quite distinguished with a pipe.”

THE BIG SQUEEZE

(continued from page 92)
automobile. code-named the H Special
(the Vega is the H body in the G\ line-
up: il you are an automobile biggie, you
don’t refer to specific brands, you talk
about A bodies, B bodies, C bodies, and so
on). The H Special, as conceived in 1971,
would have (he kind of sporty appeavance
and performance to compete with such im
ports as the Datsun 2107 (now the 2607).
the Allx Romeo Giulia, the BAW 2002,
cte, and would most likely replace the
aging Camaro in the Chevrolet line-up.
While the original plans called for the H
Special to be propelled by i tarbo charged
or fuclinjected version of the Vega alu-
minum four-cylinder engine, the car was
soon altered to carry the notorious Wankel
rotny power plant—a unit for which
GAL had unloaded perhaps SHO,000.000
in behall of licensing and development.
The hasic shape of the H Special was de-
veloped by a small team of Chevioler
stvlists led by Henry H: who is now
chiel stvlist lor G.AL's German Opel sub-
sidiary. From there it wa passed 10 the
ltalian studio of Pinin Farina for further
relinement (the first 1ime in recent his-
tory that G.AL has consulted outsiders of
any kind in mauers of siyling). Farina's
ar returned 1o the U S, with the basic
lines of the present Monza, except that its
rotary engine needed no hood bulge, its
headlights were round and the door han-
dies were concealed in the louvered win-
dow posts (a position deemed 100 costly by
Chevrolet production experts). Iis name
plates identified the car as a Lynx, al-
though the name was never ser iously con-
sidered for the consumer version.

By the summer of 1973, several vealities
were becoming dear 1o Chevroler: The
rotny enging's lusty appetite for gas
would  prevent it from carly  mass-
produdion usage, meaning conventional
power plints would have 1o be used in the
H Special. Moreover, it could not be pro-
duced on the same assembly lines with the
Vega, although the two cars shared a vast
number of common chassis picces. Two
alternate engines were chosen. one bad,
one good: the lumpy, anemic, rouble-
some Vega four-banger and a 262-cubic-
imch version of the famons Chevioler
Usmall-block™ V8. first inroduced in 1955
as i 265-incher and generally acknowl-
edged in its 283, 827- and 350-cubic-inch
configmations  as  the wreatest  mass-
produced engine in automotive history.

Chevrolet wanted 10 call the car the
Chaparelle. in keeping with its long asso-
ciation  with  Texas race-car llusigncr,
builder and Jim  Hall—whaose
Chaparral racers had been such a big
attraction in the major sports-cne rirces ol
the S s. But negotations with Hall
over rovaltics for use of the Chaparval
name—even with it spelled differently—
broke down and Chevrolet discarded the

line

driver




idea and finally, in May 1974, within days
of when production was to commence,
decided to go with the Monzm 242
appellation.

At that point, the industry was working
its way out ol the great energy scare of
1973-1974 and the G.M. management had
shuffled its line-up to provide all its di
visions with smaller cars to meet a balky,
hard-eyed. price-conscious, lucl-pinching
public. It had therefore decided that
Chevrolet should shire the Monza with
the Buick and Oldsmobile divisions (an
earlier decision had already assigned the
Vega to Pontiae and Cadillac was hard
at work on its own small luxury car), al-
though the lateness of the hour would
permit no individual styling  changes
other than a quick shift in name plates.
In fact, time was so tight that all of the
cis—NMonza, Skyhawk and  Starfire—
would have to be produced on the same
assembly line at Chevrolet’s St. Theresa,
Quchec, plant and the original 200,000-
unit production would have 10 be split,
with Chevrolet geuing 100,000 Monzas
and Buick and Oldsmobile each receiv-
ing 50,000 Skvhinwks and Starfires.

In order to invest their car with some
distinction,  Buick  engincers  worked
frantically 1o install their aged, 231-cubic-
inch V6 engine. which had to be re
purchased from ADM.C's Willys  Jeep
Division. This engine is also used in the
Oldsmobile Starfire. due to the time
crunch. Therefore. the public is buying
Monzas. Starfires and  Skvhawks  thae.
except lor simple plastictape trim and
name plates and modest power-plant dif
ferences, are identical cars.

Somchow. once one gets past  the
superb stvling of these vehicles, a kind of
leaden disappointment sets in. These are
automobiles born ol inflation and the ris-
ing sloppiness found in contemporary
assembly-line manufacire ol all 1ypes.
Much of the cu. induding the hubcaps.
chrome wim, grillepicces, most of the in-
terior and even some ol the inner body
structure, seems (o have been [abricated
from various compounds of plastic and
vinyl. The rather narrow bodv produces
a brand of clhow-rubbing coziness for
the frontsear passengers (but with plenty
ol oot room): however, the rear seats are
hest used when lolded down in the lug-
gage-shell confliguration. Both the four-
cvlinder and the V6 engines are noisy and
unsmooth. and only the 262-cubic-inch
V8—despite its 250-pound weight penalty
and  cramped installation—provides  a
proper level of performance for a car that
can, in its most claborate permutations
(ar conditioning. etc.), cost nearly S6000.

As it now reaches the public. the
Monza-Skyhawk-Starfire is simply not up
to the quality implied by its handsome
exterior. But it is too early 10 make a
complete judgment of the vehicle. espe-
cially when one considers that G.M. has

had greater difficulties in adjusting to the
fact of small cars than did its competition,
Surely its resources are great enough to
make the Monza, et al.. into fine vehicles.
Buick and Oldsmobile will no doubt pro-
duce versions more in keeping with their
own product images, probably increasing
both quality and price in the process,
while Chevrolet is already talking about
such variations on the theme as a five-
speed  transmission  and  a notchback
coupe. These changes, plus the constant
possibility of the rotary engine, give the
Monza immense potential for the future.
For G.M. and its ongoing adjustment to
the new realities. count the Monza as a
heginning, not an end.

I nothing else, it represents a quantium
leap away from the Vega. replete with its
rattles, its troublesome engine and its
nagging problems with fender rust-outs,
The 1975 Vega carries newly redesigned
rear Sllﬁl)(_'ll!iil)ll, Illll.‘& IJI)IiOIIS for |J0“'(_'I'
steering and brakes, but it is essentially
the same car that Chevrolet has ollered
in the past. Now Pontiac has emered the
small-car scene with a thinly disguised
Vega called the Aswre. Aside from trim
options (the S] luxury and the GT sporty
packages), the Astre is a Vega 1o the core.
However, there are  indications  that
Pontiac plans to resurrect the rugged little
four-cylinder engine last used on the
Chevy IT in 1970 (a power plant many
G insiders believe was—and is—clear-
lv superior to the present Vega four),
which should markedly improve the
vehicle.

If any of the major American manu-
facturers has exhibited a recent rapport
with small cars. it is Ford. While it has
maintained a certain fascination with the
tacky—i.e., triple opera windows and
bogus Mercedes /Rolls-Rovee grilles that
have appeared on every vehide in s
line-up except school buses and dump
trucks—Ford's  Maverieks.  Pimos  and
Mustang IIs have been an over-all force
for good in the American automotive
marker place. Certainly the Pinto, now
that it is operiting with its well-conceived
2500-c.c. overhead-cam four-cylinder as its
base engine. coupled with an optional V6,
is a solid. if somewhat unzippy economy
automabile. (Lincoln-Mercury has recent-
ly entered the small-car campaign by rack-
ing a1 Bobcat name plate on its version ol
the Pinto—an identcal machine il one
can overlook the non sequituy ol its bulky
grillwork). But it is the Mustang 11, now
in its second year ol production. that will
spearhead Ford's march into the future.
After the oviginal Mustang had under
pone several styling changes. it had, by
1971, become a bloated. overweight off-
spring ol the pleasant. sparsely  styled
litde coupe that had caprured America
seven years earlier,

Ford introduced the Mustang I, not-
ing that its interior space was similar to
that of its predecessor. hut its over-all ex
ternal dimensions were 19 inches shorvter.
The car had been originally imended as a
ather pretty three-door fasthack, but an
eleventh-hour decision, based on strong

“Oh, and by the way. Gatsby . . . you weren’t that great.”
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UNDER YOUR ARM?

Where did yourlast can of
aerosol deodorant go?

Propellant makes up a large part of

cerosol deodorants. Mennen Speed Stick®
is a solid deodorant that applies evenly,

exacly where you want it. So it lasts @
lot longer.

Get off your can.

(et on the stick.

ON YOUR BICEP?
LOST IN FLIGHT?

ON THE WALL?
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responses in a San Francisco market-
research project. prompied the company
to produce a companion notchback ver-
sion. It was a brilliaime move, beciuse, of
the 296,000 NMustang 11s sold in the 1974
maodel year, 60 percent were notchbacks
(though its choppy. severely angled shape
made it appear o some as il it were a col-
lection of body panels scavenged from
several different automobiles).

Therclore. it is the notchback that has
become the basic, bread-and-butter
ston of the Musting 11 and the model
which has such
gaucheries as a silver haltvimd yoof,
cranhberry-crushed-velour upholstery, etc.
However, it is the asthack. with irs third

Ver-

upon Ford Lavished

door and irs highly usable veardeck area,
that remains the most funcuonal and en-
jovable ol the Mustang 1Is. Now that
Ford’s doughty litle 302-cubiceineh V8
has heen wedged imo the Mustang 11 (ve-
quiring o slightly medifiecd hood  and
Lirger grille). the car has tiken a giam
leap toward hecoming o legitimate small
Amencan GO Unlike its GoAL rival, the
Monzi, the Mustang 11 Lsthack has a
sturdv, well-manulactured leel (a sensation
cnlimced both by the use of quality ma-
terials that can boost the price 10 over
56000 and by the ample use of bodv insu-
Luion that brings the cir's weight 1o over
3000 pounds). While its performance will
hardly make grown men tnemble. ithe 302
docs provide enough torque 1o move the

car along at a brisk pace. A threespeed
automatic is presently the only transmis-
ston available (a lourspeed manual is on
its way). but acceleration is adequate,
even with the rather heavy chassis and an
engine tamed by the stringent 1975 emis-
sion stndiards. Interior appointments are
quite  comlortable, although, like 1he
Monza's, the Mustang 11's rem seat is bet-
ter suited 1o hauling luggage than to
hauling people. At besi. it s a car for iwo
adults and two children: but it can carry

that  capacity load with o substantial
quotient of comfort and fun.
Yes. we are moving  ahead. Social

conscicnce seems to be descending on De-
troit m the form ol smaller. more elhicient
automobiles. The car moguls me learning
thint small is not 2 svnonvim for stark. H
this wrend can be pursued with enthu-
the Amernici environment  is
bound 10 improve, thanks 10 the over-all

siasim.

climnrrtion ol waste—the kind of exces-
sive wiaste embadied in glant machines
that gobble metals and rubber in 1heir
CONSITUCTION. and  lubricams  in
their operation and valuable space by
their

fuels

And, what's more,
people who buy this new generation of
small cars mav begin 1o understand what

VOry presence.

European car freaks have been saving for
vears: Driving an auomobile can be Tun,

alter all.

JIMMY CONNORS

(continued from page 84)
one pro. Belore we recover from the blur
that is Alexander’s serve, Connors has
bhazookaed a two-handed backhand return
blur that wins the point. Alexander stares
at the grass, then tries the sky. No help
there. either. He wes the base line and
fires again. A rally begins on the solt damp
grass of the stadium Alexander
gains the net, drives a volley 10 G

court:
oy’

lorelumd corner: Jimmy is down. the way
Segura anght him. cose o the gsround,
nose on a level with the skidding ball;
he sireiches, aels the
ball and hits the shot he learned a year
ago from Nastase—a heavy topspin lob
that crosses over Alexander’s head. looks

reaches, under

like a home vun (long ball). then SWoops
down under its own acrodyvizamics a oot
inside the base line. Alexander purs his
hands on his hips and stares only e the
around this time. Connoms does the same
thing on the next point and Segua is
gloating: “That play I teach Jimmee—-he
play i just right!™ Connors misses one lob
in lour seis.

Then, in one simple gesture, he be-
comes the Jimmvy Connors the crowd has
been \\'.‘1i|i|-|;_', lor. The

ass at Foest Hills

is famously uneven and produces hounces
that, by pro standards, range from bad 1o
haorvible. But evervone has 1o live with it
(until Lier this vear, when it will finally
be rvepluced with cay). All the players
stare and shake then heads when the
grass costs them a point. Some kick a few
ol the divors at the base hne when it he-
repair  the
around the spot where they serve. But

comes  impossible 1o mess
Connors does what only he (and mavbe
Nistase) would do after Alexander Jrasses
him with a hard. low ball that simply
doesn’t come up hecause ol the grass: He
spaty on the tarl. It is, by extension, a spit
in the lace of the grounds keeper, the
West Side Tennis Club, the whole Unired
stites Lawn Tennis Assocition, {or that
matter. The gallery hoos d  whistles.
Only a lew poins later, Connors turns to
a group ol Lans who have appliudad one
ol his Balred serves and gives 1them the
old up and down with his inveried vacker.

It 1s almost as though Connors looks [or
trouble. He was alwavs cocky. Hinold
Solomon. another 22-yemr-old pro, remem
bers that while on the Junior Davis Cup
team, “we had 1o ride 1ogether on g hus
and we almost got into it a couple of
times.”

But  appaently cockiness
worsened once he cune uider the nnelage

Connors”

of Sezwra m Calilornia. “Now. thae's
\ vither beat than Connors,™
savs Solomon. “Evervbody would love o
bear him. If he ried 1o playv Davis Cup
now, even though he would be an asser
on the court, I'd guit the team. He would
rutn the morale.™

“In Australia,” savs Austrilian plaver
Bob Carmiuchael, il a kid plays sports and

nobody I'd



he is arvogant, that gets knocked out of
him prewy early by his fellows. Connors is
Lrilliang, but he's still a bit spoiled.”

It is apparemly impossible for Connors
10 understand  that maybe one or two
people in the stands might be for his op-
ponent at the owset ol a match. At the
slightest show ol favoritism for the other
guy, Connors hegins insulting the gallery.
He shoots birds (*Why, that’s just a Bal-
kan peace sign.” says Riordan disingenu-
ously). jerks off his racket grip. gives them
an “Up vows” with his lorearm and
abuses them in English. “Oh, why don't
vou all go home and have a wile or some-
thing?” he munered rather loudly one
pight in Indianapolis when he sensed the
crowd going against him.

“These people are just peasas,” he
suidd of the Midwestern galleries—among
the tamest in the country. They were
eminently complacent. Guedi-shod, upper-
middle-class  clubbies 10 whom  public
nastiness was completely alien. But Con-
nors and Nastase could hring it ot

- - -

Jimmy Conners is not only young, reck:
less and strong. He is also managed,
coached, mothered and guided not like a
normal tennis player but more like a

champion  prize fighter or an infirm
billionaire.
Consider the hinals e Forest Hills:

Comnors doesnt just walk out onto the
court and play Kenny Ros wall. He is
evcorted omt—coddled. prepared, handled
like a skitish thoroughbred belore the
Preakness. For several hours belore the
match, Connors has bheen in the hands ol
Segura and Riordan. Just like Ali, Con-
nors has  his spamrving  partuers: Vitas
CGerulaitis and juniors champion Ferdi
Faygan., who  hit balls that morning
against Connors according to instructions
showed rom a dink, scowling Segura,
decked out i white tennis flannels and
slouched skeptically in a folding chair at
courtside. “OK. flat serve, Vitas,” he says.
Then: “Cross-comrt!”

Back in the locker room Liter, Connors
is separated  from s women mother
CGloria and fancée Evert. There is a
comly coziness about the old-fushioned
men’s locker at the West Side Tennis
Club. a  fraved-at-the-edges  intimacy
shaped by the wire-laced wooden lockers
and the unscreenced. unfrosted windows
out ol which hall-naked men lean 1o
speak 1o the smartly mrned-out women
on the flagstone 1ervace bhelow. Connors
is zeting ready now, changed into his
white shorts and ved shivt,  standing
around with his Japanese sneakers on but
untied. his shorts winged open all the
way down to his jockstrap. He is bouncing
around, rnnning to the phone when
paged. hopping up and down on his toes
like a prize fighter. Segura is telling him
for the 500th time 10 play close up ou the
base line for Rosewall’s st serve and
attack the hell out of it. Riordan, decked
out for the occasion in brown banker's

have on your face.

Does shaving burn your face? And your
after-shave make it feel worse? You need
Mennen Afta® after-shave and skin conditioner.
Afta soothes and profects against the dry,
chafing effects that sun, wind and shaving

det burned.

pinstripe, with his ubiquitous brielcase
jammed under one arm, is throwing out
oneliners 10 anvone who will listen:
“What's the play?> Even money [or
straight sets? Give ya two to one! When
the history ol tennis is written. this will
be known as the Jimmy Counors eri.”
Then a voice lTrom the tournament
committee—— "My, Connors, we're ready.”
Gloria Connors doesn’t look like a dot-
ing mother. Overpainted red lips stand
out like tacers on her pinched face. aged
hevond its 50 years from hours, days and
months ol squinting at the TOMLOOO or
so tennis balls she hit to her son. "I did
nothing lor seventeen years hut teach ten-
nis to Jimbo,” she says. Her eves dart
around in remarkably deep, dark sockets.
Her bright-red haiv is coifled up teasingly
and she seems a bit overbedecked with
jewelry running mainly to gold. She looks
like she ought to be at Saks. not walking
toward the stadinm at a tennis tou
ment and  touching  Jimmy  Connors’
hand—yes. practically holding his hand,
the famous left. the very hand that will
on this day kill Rosewall so convincingly
that reporters are finally afraid 10 ask
Connors any moere nasty questions. (Tmag-
ine Ali's dear mother walking toward the
ring holding his lelt—the jab hand—as
he goes 1o meet Frazier or Foreman.)
They move swiltly, an entourage ol sup-
port. Riordan personally toting Jimmy’s
five Wilson T2000 steel rackets, his wile

close Dbehind, Sesura talking constantly
about “low balls.” They get jammed up
in the center aisle leading through the
marquee past the CBS color monster cam
wa over the plastic red gevaniums that
[ringe the stadium and onto the grass,
the lumpy rolling grass of Forest Hills. In
that moment, Jimmy wirns to his mom
and says. “I'm just gonna go ont and play
tennis.” I is a licany he has leamed and
he's been saying it for two days. It had
been perfected earlier in the summer, at
Wimbledon. “Fred Perry come up 1o me
i the dressing room.” remembers Con-
nors, “and said, “Tt's the Wimbledon inals,
but think of it as the Roanoke Open. Just
play tennmis.” ™

Meanwhile,
alone

Rosewall has driven in
Westchester  County  and
wirmed up brielly. He walks alone onto
the stadium court, €arrying some oranges
in a brown paper bag. No handler. no
trainer, no Even his wile has
returned 10 Australia 1o put their sons
into school. Just plain Kenny.

And Connors murders him 61, 6-0,
6-1, the most lopsided Forest Hills finals
score stnce the

lrom

mother,

eame was introduced into
the United States or since 1881 (whichever
crme  Ist)—according to a pronounce-
ment alierward by the shaggy-maned
dean ol Associated Press sportswriters.
Will Grimsley. In the past ten days, 127
of the world’s best wennis players have
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lost a match; Jimmy Connors has not.

It 1s stunning o see, il only because one
expected Rosewall o do better than he
did at Wimbledon, where he at least got
to 64 in the third set. But no, Connors
seems to have improved, believe it or not,
and is playing, as they say in the game,
“out of his mind.”

He smashes backhand winners off Rose-
wall’s mediocre serve, exploits every open-
ing in his game, plays as though his sweet
and young lile depended on every point
right into the third set.. When nothing else
will do, Connors pulls a top-spin lob on
Rosewitll; Kenny is better prepared for it
than Alexander was and races back to the
base line: but this one is “heavier” (more
spin) than any Connors has hit all week—
it moves through the air in jerks. When it
strikes the grass, it takes the longest leap
I've ever seen off a lob: Rosewall plunges
into the green backdrop curtain chasing it

Once in the third set. Rosewall desper-
ately decides there is nothing left 10 do
but “hit out” (tennisese for swinging
through the ball with full confidence that
even the hardest suwoke will fall in).
Pushed into his backhand corner, he un-
loads the full Rosewall backhand—his
tamous bread-and-butter stroke, the text-
book backhand we should all learn from.
The yellow furry thing sizzles flat across
the net deep to Connors' cross-court side
line; it bounces low and is running away
the way a perfect hard shot on grass will
do, when suddenly a glint of steel and
gut intereepts the ball just as it wams to
hit the grass for the second time. A sharp
straight down-the-line return wins the
point. The crowd, which is hardly in love
with Connors, is breathless. It bursts into
a cheer. Rosewall shakes his head, flips his
racket into the air a couple of times and
concedes the U.S. Open to Connors.
Rosewall walks around in a circle behind
the base line, an unintentional parody
of what has been happening to him all
alternoon. Connors closes out the march
quickly after that. Even Riordan is shak-
ing his head. “Explosive!” he shouts, *“The
kid’s explosive.”

Riordan smells blood. A 50ish Irishman
ol independent wealth (“I woke up one
day and had money™), he is the sell-
avowed renegade of the tennis world who
happens to manage—some say control,
misguide and generally corrupt—those
enfants terribles, probably the two most
exciting guys in the game today, Ilie
Nastase and Jimmy Connors. 1 play the
heavy,” explains Riordan conspiratorially.
“I'm like Arnold Rothsiein, the Twenties
gangster: I'm always standing in door-
ways, whispering in someone’s ear.”

On Connors’ behalf, Riordan is suing
the other chicf scions of international pro
tennis—Jack Kramer, Donald Dell and
the Commercial Union Assurance Corpo-
ration—Ilor a cool 510,000,000, a1 move he
had the good grace 1o make during the
final weck of the Wimbledon tournament,

170 [urther depressing Connors’ prolessional

popularity. The French Fédération de
Lawn-Tennis he is suing for only
1.000.000 francs—about 5214.000. Both
are guilty, Riordan alleges, of keeping his
man from becoming the third piayer in
tennis history to win a grand slam (after
Don Budge and Rod Laver) by banning
him during the summer from the French
Open because he was playing in the new
World Team Tennis league.

On this last day ar Forest Hills, Rior-
dan’s color rises and stays there until
the grand moment. Even during the post-
match ceremony, while a hapless, humili-
ated Rosewall squatted silently on the
geranium boxes and Connors collected
the fruits of his conquests—a ving (as in
the Super Bowl), a watch, a camera, a
new car. a check for $22.500-—Riordan
was like a shark who not only smelled but
now tasted blood, and found it both ap-
petizing and nourishing. The Connors
entourage—Nastase  had  now  joined
them, resplendent in an lalian suit and
a New Jersey suntan—crowded up the
awards area and gathered in the nophies:
Nastase said, “I'll take the car so I won't
have to rent one this alternoon™: Riordan
pocketed the ring: Gloria Connors wor-
ried about the money. They seemed like
a conspiracy to invent Coca-Cola that
found that the formula worked on first
attempt. They were delighted and a bit
surprised they were getting so rich so fast.
"I always knew I had a good horse,” Later
quoth Riordan. who Irequents race tracks
and is never modest about his walents as
a sporting prophet. “But I didn’t know
he was this good. I expected greatness, but
not a week from Tuesday!”

Indeed, what do you need to manu-
[acture a great tennis player? Well, he has
w be born. and a mother is very handy
for that. Better that she be a tennis pro,
as Gloria Connors 1s in St. Louis, and be
willing to ke her son any- and every-
where he wants to go 1o play tennis for
about 17 years. Also, if possible, spare him
the rigors of learning about real work in
the real world ("I never had a part-time
job. I wias 1oo busy playing tennis,” Con-
nors tells me) and don’t worry too much
about schoolwork as long as he doesn't
actually flunk out. Give him, il possible,
a riding horse ol his own, gocarts to race
with his brother and the general run of
the neighborhood.

Then, when he's about 16, give him a
coach, a fullime coach, possibly the best
tennis teacher in the world, certainly one
ol the meanest and most mercenary, some-
one who sces the publicity and pecuniary
potential of this thoroughbred. Pancho
Segura is the man and, in two years of
work at the Beverly Hills Tennis Club
(while Connors attended school about two
hours a day), he turned a Il:u'd-hillim:',r
ground stroker from middle America into
@ hard-volleving, attacking surategist from
Los Angeles who learned that guts and
meanness are the edge of winning in this
man’s game. (“You gonna pay me [for

thisz” asked Segura as I sat down beside
him to record his remirks during the
Counnors-Rosewall final )

Then, finally, give him a manager
whose only interest is in the cue and
feeding of the horse, not in such patriotic
but possibly time-wasting endeavors as
the Davis Cup, a guy who'll go to court
at the drop of an expletive, the man who
runs the number-two wintertime indoor
tennis circuit, a place where  Connors
could get some fair competition but most-
Iy walk off with all the marbles for nine
weeks in a row. "I just wint o keep the
game honest” is Riordan's mock-innocent
explanation of the havoc he and Connors
are personally wreaking within interna-
tional tennis.

Face o face, Connors is a shallow kid
who tries to be nice. Before I ever even
heard ol him, a scant two years ago. I ran
into a raggedy-looking guy in cutolls and
atattered yellow kait shirt leaning against
a rather battered green Porsche in Fort
Lauderdale, Florida. It was in Chris
Evert's driveway and that's who T was
there o see. Connors looked like a heach
bum whose hair didn’t bleach. He didn’t
like to talk about his own life, about
his amazingly restricted romance with
Evert or his telephone number. I don't
mind bringing her home belore mid-
night,” he explained. “Just being with
Chrissic during the day and evening is
enough. We can wait.” Was he being dis-
ingenuous? How could a guy who learned
the Beverly Hills ropes from Dino Martin
and Spencer Segura handle a Catholic
romance with the country’s most con-
servative famous woman? “That's just the
way I feel.” he would say every time I
broached the question.

Yet if I had grown up like Jimmy Con-
nors, T think I would be like him—cocky,
immatuwre, childish off the court, unman-
nerly on the cowt. unimpressed by the
game’s former greats and hopefully the
best tennis plaver in the world (I don't
mean 1o canonize him before his time, but
Connors has already given us reason to
expect him to earn that title by sustained
winning over the years). 1 would never
have done my own Liundry, hardly know
how 1o fry a hamburger (he's had a grand-
mother. a mother and now Chris for that)
and only glance at the morning news-
paper. My primary off-court diversion
would be the telly. hours and hours.
whole afternoons before the tube: and
Match Game, Hollywood Squares and the
Saturday-morning cartoons would be my
favorite shows, as they e Connors’. And
I wouldn't give a shit what anybody
thought.

“I may be the most unpopular cham-
pion in the history of Wimbledon,” said
Connors on the morning alier (and after
apparently more than a glance at the
tewspapers). “but I am the champion.”
Well. yes, but that may be a matter of
SCIMAnNLcs,

“Jimmee has the heart of a lion,”




says Pancho Segura. “He's a winner.”
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you about Dallas or Forest Hills or any
other pluce, is still it as far as tennis is
concerned). Fasshender and his doubles
pariner, Hans Pohmann, have just lost
the doubles finals in Indianapolis to Nas-
tase and Connors. It is alter midnight and
they are standing naked and alone belore
the showers in the men's locker, grateful to
have someone to complain to. The Ger-
mans had played a tough match and had
had a realistic chance to win. But the
whole aflair was constantly reduced to
clown acts by Nastase and Connors. as-
sorted stalling tactics and general child-
ishness. Sitting only a few yards behind
the base line, 1 once saw the words “Du
Sclawein™ form silently on Pohmann’s lips
when Counors did his screeching "Oh,
Nasty, I missed it. I missed it” act follow- e, 4
ing a point won by Fassbender. ""They are ! : R N - il

doing something after every point,” Poh- | @ e

mann is complaining now with a wave ol i HDSS St

his towel. “Then you've lost three points Fonin fhnmaanio who Int inied Bideophanes.
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no fun. playing them. It is not tennis.”
(“They don't go out there just to win,”
Bob Lutz. Stan Smith's doubles partner,
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were there. This kind of thing almeost
never happens in tennis. where even fierce
competitors gladly share jock-itch pow-
der in the dressing room. Unlike Nastase,
whose knees quaked so badly he had 1o
delaule the match the only time another
pro finally had enough of his cutting up,
Connors might be expected 10 fight if
he has 1o. Vilas, however, looks like he
might be able 1o make a living throwing
people out of bars if his tennis ever [ails
hiim. And. unlike the previous generation
of tennis players, he is not so decorous
about the game that he would hesitate to
cross the net fists first. Now that tennis is
right up there with foothall and hasket-
ball in its commercialization and player
income, there is no reason to expect it
won't catch up in terms of player feuds.

Connors will do his part. He is, if any-
thing. less popular with his colleagues in
the game than with the fans, who at least
give him his due at the end of a victorious
match. During lunch one day at a tourna-
ment in Breton Woaods, New Hampshire,

the conversation among some Journalists
and Rod Laver turned to Connors. “He
thinks he’s a world-beater,” said Laver,
“but he's just a kid on the wiy up.” Was
The Rocket. his 36th birthday coming up
that very week, perhaps a bit jealous of a
winning voungster: “Hell, no. Look at
Borg. He's young and he's winning, but
cverybody likes him. He's got his head on
straight, doesn’t he?” The conversation
continued awhile, richly laced with words
like prick and punk. Finally, Laver
plunked down his knile and fork and said:
“Do we have to walk about him? Now
vou've ruined my lunch.”

Fans, will vou welcome, please. hot
from the greenswards of Wimbledon,
Forest Hills and the nearest bank, here
for a ten-year gig of tennis greatness and
infamy, the [Jimmy Connors Rolling
Medicine and Snake Oil Show!

“1 am the champion.” said Connors.
“Let them come to me now.”

“Forawhile there, I thought I'd never
get my head together.”

Man Under The Front Porch

(continued from page 153)

think that’s how he got under there.”

They both watched the man a while
longer. He was string back at them, but
it was oo dim to make out his expression.
Once he shifted his position slightly. He
appeared to be wearing coveralls,

“Maybe he's reading the gas meter,”
Mrs. Reese said.

“You know the gus meter isn't under
there,” Mr. Reese said.

“There’s no reason to use that tone of
voice.”

“Well, there’s no reason to panic and
suddenly forget where the gas meter is.”
Mr. Reese cleared his throat and called
to the man. “Excuse me—this is the
Leonard Reese residence. Are you sure
vou have the righe place?”

There was no answer,

Mr. Reese stood up, brushing off his
trousers. "1 knew something like this was
going to happen someday,” he said.

“Should we call the police” Mrs. Reese
asked.

“I'm hoping we won't have to get in-
volved to that extent.” Mr. Reese said.
He suggested they adopt a wait-and see
policy lor the time being, in hopes that
the situation might correct itsell. He lelt
for work alter instructing his wife 10 be
sure to phone him il anything new
developed.

Mr. Reese owned and operated a print-
ing shop that had a slogan on the win-
dow reading: No JoB 10O BIG OR TOO
SMALL. It had been on the window five
years ago, when he had bought the shop,
and it was a lie. The part about no job’s
being 100 small was true, but the shop did
not have the necessary facilities for a
largescale printing job. Mr. Reese never
removed the slogan, though, because he
was afraid the regular customers might
think that meant he wasn't as competent
as the previous owner. They might even
decide he was a drinker who was liable
to trip and fall against important levers
and ruin entire brochures.

An hour or so after Mr. Reese had
gotten to work, Mr. Margolis came in
with a large manila envelope. Mr. Mar-
golis had been hired as a salesman by the
previous owner of the shop. He was in his
carly 60s now, at least 25 years older than
Mr. Reese, but Mr. Reese had the {celing
that even as a young man, he had prob-
ably never been especially good at his
job. Suill, Mr. Reese couldn’t bring him-
sell 1o fire 2 man who was old enough to
be his father,

Mr. Margolis began pulling paper out
of his manila envelope.

“That looks big,” Mr. Reese said nery-
ously. “This isn't a good time to bring in
a big one.”

“It’s both the Iuncheon and the dinner
menus or the Gaucho Room.”

“Oh, menus. Menus are OK,” My,



Reese said. “Listen, I'm sorry if I sound
on edge. I've got rouble at home. "There’s
a man under the front porch.”

My, Margolis nodded. “That sort of
thing is happening more and more.”

“We don't know what he wants,” Mr.
Reese said.

“I saw in the paper just the other day
where an attractive schoolteacher was
knifed repeatedly.”

“I think you're reading too much into
this,” Mr. Reese said. “He looks more
easygoing than that.”

- - -

At hall past four that alternoon, Mrs.
Reese phoned to say that the man was no
longer under the front porch. “I poked
at him with a long pole and he ran out,”
she said.

“That could've been damn danger
ous,” Mr. Reese said. “What long pole?”

“A long pole I found in the garage,”
she said. I don’t know how much good
it's done, though, because now he’s up
in a tree across the street.”” She said she
had the feeling he was going to try to
get back under the porch again the first
chance he got.

Mr. Reese said he was coming straight
home. He hung up and called Mr. Mar-
golis into his office. “I'm going to have
to get home,” he said. “This thing has
cracked wide open.”

“That's all right—I'll look after things
here,” Mr. Margolis said,

“Good.” Mr. Reese put on his coat and
hat. “Just one thing,” he said. “If some-
one comes in with a job that looks——"

“Don’t worry,” Mr. Margolis said. “I
know we can’t handle a big one. As a mat-
ter of fact, I've been compensating for
that all along.”

“How do you mean?”

“I've been curbing my initiative.”

“Jesus, I never realized you were doing
that.”

“Well, I've been curbing it since be-
fore you even bought the place, so 1 guess
there’s no way you could tell.”

- - -

When Mr. Reese got home, his wife
pointed out the tree limb where the man
was sitting. “At first he was lower down,”
she said. “He moved to that limh only
about ten minutes ago.”

Mr. Reese tried o get a look at him,
but there were too many leaves. He and
Mrs. Reese decided to go inside and keep
an eve on him from there. They took
scats in the living room. It was a few
minutes past five.

“It's funny being home carly,” M.
Reese said.

=Ygt

They fell silent. Then Mr. Reese said,
“You get a nice light from those side
windows this time of day.”

Mrs. Reese nodded.

“Kind of mellow.”

“Yes,” Mrs. Reese said.

“What’s new on the sexual front? Are our
chaps still on top?”

They sat in the living room until it
began to grow dark. Then Mrs. Reese
excused herself 1o prepare dinner.

It was too dark after they'd eaten to
see for certain il the man was still in the
tree. “You wait here,” Mr. Reese said.
“I'm going to go check on him.” He got a
flashlight and erossed the sireet to try to
get a better look. He could make out the
man’s shape, hut unfortunately something
was loose in the flashlight, so it would
work only when it was pointed down. Mr.
Reese hurried back to the house. "I'm
going to cll the police,” he said. “Ir'd
be different il T had a decent flashlight,
but 1 really got scared out there.”

Two squad crs arvived within a few
minutes alter Mr. Reese had phoned. He
ventured out as far as the curb on his
side of the street and pointed out the
proper wee. The policemen trained their
spotlights on the man and told him
through a loudspeaker to come down. He
obeyed them and they led him to one ol
the squad cars and ook him away.

The driver ol the other squad car ac-
companied Mr. Reese back inside the
house to get the necessary facts for his
report. While he was there, Mrs. Reese,
who had disappeared upstairs, returned

wearing a new dress. She said that it had
been delivered vesterday but that this
was the first chance she’d had to show it
to Mr. Reese.

He felt neither the style nor the color
suited her. “She looks much better in
some ol her other things,” he said to the
policeman.

“I like it and I don’t like it,” the po-
liceman said.

A week later, Mr. Reese wold his wile
that he wanted to invite Mr. Margolis
over for dinner. "He's quite a bit older,
but last week, during that prowler busi-
ness, we established some sort of bond,”
Mr. Reese said. I think it would be nice
to start having him over regularly.”

As it happened, though, he was invited
only the one time, because it turned our
to be an awkward evening. Mr. Margo-
lis had evidently been drinking heavily
before he arrived, which may or may not
have been the trouble. In any case, dur-
g dinner he dropped his napkin repeat-
edly and, under the pretext of retrieving
it, spent minutes at a time sitting on the
floor underneath the table, humming
quietly to himsell
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dark boy of about 22 with very white
teeth and short curly hair. On the way
over to where I would be bunking he
explained to me that a bull cook was the
allround good guy in camp who made
the beds, cuoried the wrash, swept the
lloors and did whatever clse was neces-
sary to keep the bunkhouse crew happy.

The bunkhouse in this case turned out
to be a house wrailer. The entire camp was
made out of house wailers joined to-
gether by a walkway and covered over
with a litde roof. Each wrailer had a deep
sink, a bathroom and slept five men. The
lloors were covered with gold-speck car-
peting and the walls were all paneled
with imitation wood. It was exactly the
sort of thing that would have passed for
clegance in Waveross, Georgia. Paul told
me there was a washing machine and
drier in the back that I could use for
nothing. Il I needed anything. 1 should
let him know. When he left [ walked out-
side and sat on an empty gas can. It was
gray and sull raining but the sun was
brilliant and britlde as glass high on the
sides ol the Chugach Mountains where
they rose 5000 leet and better on all sides
of the town. 1 was finally at the end of
the line. Valdez, Alaska.

. - .

S

Alaska is an awesome place where ex-
aggeration and owtrage are the norm, It
s a place where Eskimos live and work in
cold so exwreme it often reaches 80 de-
orees below zero. Three percent ol the
state is made up ol active glaciers and ice
lields—20.000 square miles—more than is
lound in the rest of the imhabited world
combined. It is a kind of unimaginable
wealth that we vipped off rom the Rus-
sizms on October 18, 1867, [or about 1wo
cents an acre. The shortest distance sepa-
rating North America from Asia is be-
tween Little Diomede and Big Diomede
islands. On Little Diomede a picture of
Abraham Lincoln hangs on the school
liouse wall. In the schoolhouse on Big
Diomede is a picture of Karl Marx. Every-
thing about Alaska stuns the imagina-
tion—including the proposed trans-Alaska
pipeline. To understand what is happen-
ing o the own of Valdez to the people
there, it is necessary o have some notion
of the dimensions. the magnitude of the
pipeline isell.

In the novthernmost part of the ste,
between the lormudable mountiins ol
the Brooks Range and the Arctic Ocean,
lies the North Slope. And it 1s there at
Prudhoe Bay that the rans-Alaska |ll!)(‘
line will vise. It passes the S
River, the Atvigun Valley .uul crosses the
mountains ol the wild Brooks Range itsell
through the 1500-foov Dietwrich Pass; and
[rom there it goes south 10 the Yukon
River and on south, passing only 15
miles to the east of Fairbanks. Once
past Fairbanks, it goes into the Alaska
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elevation of 3500 feet as it crosses the Isa-
bel Pass before descending into the Cop-
per River Basin. The line then climbs the
Chugach Mountains and descends through
KRevstone Canyon into Valdez, the nearest
year-round ice-free port capable of ac-
commodating tankers ol the size that will
be needed to haul the oil 1o West Coast
refineries. The distance covered is exactly
798 miles.

The line itsell will be buried when the
terrain it crosses is solid rock or well-
draived gravel. When it is not buried it
will be raised on special pipe supports. It
will go over rivers and under rivers—more
often than not under them—and when it
does go under rivers it will be encased in
concrete four inches thick.

The pipe our of which the line will be
constructed comes in sections about 40
or 60 fect long, four [eet in dimmeter, with
thicknesses ranging from 462 inches to
562 inches. In  Berkelev. California,
where the pipe was tested. a section of it
was subjected to a maximum lorce ol
2,520,000 pounds and a lateral deflection
lorce ol 459.000 pounds belore it wrin-
kled. There is, as I write this, a total of
418.54 miles of this pipe stacked and
waiting in Valdez. It was made in Japan
and the first shipment arrived in Valdez
September 13, 1969, the Iast shipment
October 21, 1971, The other pipestorage
yards are at Fairbanks and at Prudhoe
Bay.

By the best estimates. there are an
mcredible 9.6 billion barrels of oil on
the North Slope and that is said to be as
much as the combined reserves of Lou-
istana, Oklahoma, Kansas and hall of
Texas. When the pipeline is completed
the oil will go into it hot (at times with
temperatures possibly as high as 110 de-
grees Fabrenheit) and  remiin warm
throughout the line bhecause ol the heat
of the 12 pumping stations :ilong the
route and the heat 3.,cm:r|lul by the fric-
tion between the oil and the pipe nsell.
Initially, the line will move 1,200,000 bar-
rels a day—that's 50,400,000 gallons—but
ultimately it is designed 1o move 2.000.000
barrels a day. Under normal pumping
condiuons, there will be, at any given mo-
ment. :lpproxim:lll:l\' 11.000 barrels,
162,000 gallons, in any single mile ol lllll.'
When the line first begins pumping, the
oil will move about two miles per hour
inside the line: but when it reaches capac-
iy, the oil will wavel at something just
over seven miles per Liour.

The entire line will be under computer
control, with a monitoring station in
Valdez. Av the first sign ol a loss ol pres-
sure, which would mean there had been a
rupture or a leak somewhere along the
way, the entire line could be shut down
within 20 minutes. Shutting down a sys-
tem that includes almost 800 miles of line
and that much moving oil would create
temendous  backup  pressures. so  the

designers have contrived o build into the
line a series of valves and overflow tanks
to accommodate that pressure. All tank
facilities will have dikes built around
them for protection against earthguakes.
The Valdez terminal, which will be across
the bay from the actual city of Valdez,
will be constructed on solid bedrock far
above the highest recorded seismic sca
wave.

All of this planning and designing and
construction is being carried out by the
Alyeska Pipeline Service Company. Alyes-
ka was formed in August ol 1970, by
Amerada Hess Corporation, ARCO Pipe
Line Company, SOHIO Pipe Line Com-
pany, Exxon Pipeline Company, Mobil
Alaska Pipeline Company, Phillips Pewro-
leum Company, BP Pipeline Company,
Inc. and Union Alaska Pipeline Compa-
ny and is owned owtright by these eight
companices today. Certainly, it would
appear that the designers have done every-
thing they could do to prevent despoil-
ing a beautiful irreplaceable wilderness
by visiting ruination upon a balanced.
though delicately so, animal and plant
life.

But there is some question as to wheth-
er what they have done is enough. There
is the matter of those caribou. for in-

stance. Evervbody has heard about the
pipeline and the caribou—that magnifi-
cent herd of animals halanced off nicely

on the scales ol progress against this
magnificent herd ol people. you and L
There are better than 205.000,000 of us:
there are only 450,000 of them. Fach of
us—every man, woman and child—uses
an average ol three gallons of oil a day.
Numbers count lor something, by God.
So what does Alyeska intend 1o do about
the act that 450,000 cavibou are up on
the North Slope every summer to calve
and then migrate through the Brooks
Range where they are sure to encounter
the pipeline: Where sections ol pipe are
aboveground and would interrupt the
natural migratory pauterns ol the caribou,
Alyeska will build underpasses for the
animals o walk through. That's right,
underpasses. Will the caribou walk
through the underpasses? Thev'd damned
well better if they want w get 1o where
they've been going lor hundreds of years.
What of the spawning of fish when
they are laving all that pipe under all
those rvivers? Simple. They are going 10
time the operation so they won't he
putting the pipe down when the fish
: ring. But will the fish spawn
alter their mutural beds have been upset
by inevitable noise. vibration and ihe
ubiquitous debris of construction? Many
ol us hope so, but many ol us doubu it
Alveska also plans to time its construc
tion to minimize the disturbance 1o Dall
sheep, a rare species. grazing and lambing
in the Arigun Canyon. But they will be
disturbed. however minimally, and no-
body can predict with certainty what the




outcome will be. The peregrine falcon is
an endangered species, and yet there will
be many places along the pipeline where
the peregrine falcon nests. It is stupid and
absurd 10 say the pipeline work will not
disturb and upset the peregrine. Anything
disturbs and upsets the peregrine, so deli-
cate is her nervous system and so finely
attuned is she to the natural rhythms and
cvcles ol the earth.

Many people who love the idea of the
pipeline will point out to you that Alves-
ka doesn’t want or need much land to
carry out its project—a ridiculously small
percentage of the state as a matter of fact.
The right of way will extend only 25 feet
on ¢ach side of the four-loot pipeline;
and if vou add all the additional working
space required for the job. it will only
come to about 7680 acres. or 12 square
miles. The state of Alaska contains
586,412 square miles. That figures out to
be 002 percent of the total area of the
state. But it is not. of course, whal they
want, it's where they want it. The quarrel
comes [rom the fact that the 12 square
miles form a thin knife-edge line and
therefore a harrier of some sort, if nothing
but an access road, across the entire
interior of Alaska from the Arctic Ocean
at Prudhoe Bay to the Bay of Valdez

The final nut buster is that there are
men who have every reason to know
about such things who think we did not
need o go onto the North Slope to start
with. One of those men is Barry Com-
moner. director ol the Center for the
Biology ol Natural Systems at Washing-
ton University in St. Louis. In a Playboy
Inteviiew of July 1974, he said, “1t's been
estimated that the oil on Alaska’s North
Slope may provide the U.S. with a two-
or-threevear supply. So we've extended
the country’s oil resources from. say, 20
years to 23 vears. For that, we may permit-
nently wreck the ecosystem in Alaska, Is
it worth it* I don’t think so.”

But all this has been hashed over. And
for every expert you can find who thinks
the pipeline is a horror, the oil companics
can find five who think it is an unmitigat-
ed blessing. In (he meantime, the actual
welding of the line has not started: bu
those miles and miles of pipe are lying
there in Valdez. waiting. Barges are on
the way from Washington State, loaded
with supplics. Men and equipment arrive
every dav. The town is gearing up as best
it can lor the onslaught. Dave Kennedy
is completing a camp o house 600 men.
Another camp is going up o house 1700
men. And across the bay at the site ol the
proposed terminal. Fluor Alaska, Inc. is
about 1o start construction of a camp
where 5500 men will stay. Valdez will
change from a village of abour 1000
people to a boom town of 17.000 in the
next few years. There is a tension. even a
violence. in the air of Valdez. poised on
the brink ol becoming something it has
never been before. What that something
is, nobady knows, But vou can hear it in

“Usually, we just cut off the buttons.”

the growling machinery, the whine of
ripsaws, the constant beat of hammers.
You can smell it in the smoky bars. You
can see itin the faces of the people.

- - -

I was standing out on the dock in the
rain, freezing, while they headed and
gutted fish. That morning, Dave Kennedy
had asked me down at the camp if I knew
why the men had o drink so much in
Valdez. No, I told him. He said you had
to stay as wet on the inside as you were
on the outside, so you wouldn’t warp. [
had done the best with it I could but I
was beginning to warp bad. The boy
standing beside me. whose name was
Chris Matthews, stood not as I did with
my back to the rain but rather with his
[ace into it looking our toward the flat
gray water of Valdez Bay. He didn’t seem
to notice the rain or the wind even though
my teeth were chattering so | could hardly
talk. The rain was fine as mist and driven
by a thin cold wind. Chris was 16 years
old with corn-colored hair aropped close
and a mouth [ull of broken teeth. He had
just brought the fish in off the boat where
it was anchored out in the Hats off Cor-
dova. A seaplane had taken him and the
fish off the boat. He was a quiet, almost
shy boy but when he spoke his voice
carried the flat authority of a man who
had been around the block.

“It's a seaplane that'll tike you off the
hoat and bring you in for ffteen dollars.
Cain't bring my boat in. Got a Indian
fishing out there with me. Good man. But
a drunk. I bring him in, [ cain’t git ‘'m
back out again.”

He was popping the heads off the
salmon, expertly ripping their bellies,
lifting out long pink roe and dropping
it into a zinc bucket at the end of the

bench. Directly he quit with the fish
and wiped his hands on the end of his
shirt. He walked over to the edge of
the dock and spat in the water, Straight
across the bay rom where we were stand-
ing was the site of the terminal where
tankers would take the oil off the pipe-
line. Even from there we could see the
vellow scrapers and dirt buggies and
Cats, small as ants, digging away at the
mountain, preparing lor Fluor Alaska to
build a camp for 5500 men.

“We'll all end up working for Fluor,”
he said and spat again. *“The money’s wo
good.”

We went back over to the bench where
Chris’s daddy, Bob Matthews and Bob's
partner. Johnny Craine, were finishing
up with the fish. Johnny's wile Lynn was
packing them into long fish boxes.

“We'll freeze "'m and sell ‘'m locally in
the winter,” Chris said. “Ain't no fish
here then much. Sell ‘'m wholesale [or
forty, forty-five cent. These reds will
bring that, the king'll go for a little more
mayhe."”

“Let's go across the soreet for a drink,”
somebody said,

Wet smelling slightly of ish, we went
up the ramp with the fish boxes to the
pickup truck. We walked across the mud-
dy, unpaved street to the Club Valdez
It was late alterncon and the bar was
beginning o [ll up. Four couples were
two-stepping to Merle Haggard. The boy
ordered a Coke and I got a vodka. The
others asked for Olys. by which they
meant Olympia beer. | never heard any-
body order any other kind of bheer but
Oly while I was in Valdez 1 know there
were other kinds of beer there because 1

(continued on page 178)
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SUCKER PLAY
If you resent the fact that you weren't born with
a silver spoon in your mouth, why not try a
sterling-silver pacifier that Bloomingdale's in
Manhattan is selling in its Silver Spot
section for a mere $85? You can hang one around
your neck for emergency use, fondle it like
worry beads or tuck it under your pillow as a
little something to get you through the
night. Librium may be cheaper, but they don’t
sell it at Bloomingdale’s. Or do they?

GUILT-EDGED BONDS
Take a villain, add a half-naked heroine
chained to a pole, whip briskly and what have
you got? A day in the life of Wilbur Mills?
Nope, a book by the late John Willie, Forties
and Fifties bondage cartoonist extraordinaire.
For only 512, you get The Adventures of Sweet
Guwendoline, a kinky volume with four of
these classic adventures. The deluxe, boxed
edition goes for $25 (Belier Press, P.O.
Box C, Gracie Station, New York, New York).
Either is guaranteed to give you the Willies.

4 PLAYBOY POTPOURRI

people, places, objects and events of interest or amusement

INDIAN SIGN

In 1898, ethnologist Edward
Sheriff Curtis set out to

study American Indian life,
When his limited-edition
magnum opus, The North
American Indian, was
complete, 30 years later, jt
comprised 20 volumes of

text and 2500 photographs.
And the $3000-per-set

price quickly consigned it to
the rare-book rooms of
libraries. Now, selected Curtis
prints are available for $30
each postpaid from the San
Francisco Museum of Art
Bookshop, Van Ness and Mec-
Allister, San Francisco. Each
one is printed in Curtisphile
Jean-Antony du Lac’s dark-
room and enclosed in an 18”7 x 24” mat. Curtis’ art tells an
astonishing story of America’s original race and Du Lac’s labor of
love recaptures the warm, sepia turn-of-the-century tones.
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BUSCH COUNTRY

First the Queen Mary at Long Beach, then London Bridge in
Arizona. And now, by special decree from those beer barons,
Anheuser-Busch is bringing 1o Williamsburg, Virginia, the rest of
Europe in a 530,000,000 Disneyland for expatriates called The Old
Country. Once past Customs, you'll step back centuries 10 a 1000-seat
Stratford-on-Avon theater for a litle Shakespearean drama, board
a Scottish train powered by a live-steam replica of the Balmoral
Castle locomotive, drive an ersatz vintage Le Mans racing cr,

throw caution—and possibly your cookies—to the wind on a bobsled
ride, and even down some suds to the oompah sounds in a

German Willkommenhaus. We bet we know what you vill be
drinking when der German leader strikes up the band.




CLOTHES ALL SHOT?
Back in the bad old days, the long arm
of the law—and as much torso as possi-
ble—was protected from the criminal
clement by bulletproof vests, bulky
tonnage about as tailored as a suit of
armor. Well, now that the bad old days
are back again, you may wish to venture
forth in something a bit sturdier than
gray flannel. So the House of Halpin,
1775 Pacific Avenue, Long Beach,
California, is selling trimly tailored
bulletproof clothing (his and hers) that
will withstand anything up to %mm.
But what about moths?

HOT FOOT!
You may be the hotdog king ot the
mountain, but on long schusses your
tootsies can get just as cold as those
of a snow bunny. To the rescue comes
Footwarmer, a pair ol rechargeable

facturer) that attach o the back of

a full day's skiing. At 574.95 from
Comfort Products, P.O. Box 9200,
Aspen. Colorado, they're the next best
thing 1o not getting out ol bed.

packs (up to 500 times, claims the manu-

each boot and keep your feet comfy for

When firsi | saw thy (a:!f Ifnrnl [

I tusie cared aboul thee
But now. 2las | feel and know
I carnot do withgul thee'
gl Then come my Love 1g Cupios shring
&rc be my Githful VaeewTinve!

CAVALIERS

PICTURE YOU
Sure, you like denim clothes,
and sure, you're absolutely wild
about embroidery. But now that
your girllriend has spent four
years embroidering all your
clothes and will never play the
violin again. don’t you think
it's time you gave her a break?
So, for a mere 5225, you can
have a bleached-denim jacket
custom-painted to suit your
peculiar tastes (not too peculiar,
we hope) by Langwith
Designs at 1106 Taylor Street,
San Francisco. Still-life
depictions, such as the Grand
Marnier bottle shown herve, are
their specialty—besides, itll
give your girliviend the chance
to do something, shall we say,
more creative with her hands.

EMPTOR
Normally, the sports-minded sybarite uses TV to bring the action from
the stadium into his bedroom. Now, for a little change—like, $22,200
down and $13,300 yearly—you can do away with the tube and move right
into the stadium: specifically, Nick Mileti's Coliseum near Cleveland.

You get a private wining-and-dining area, ten armchairs, membership in
the Coliseum Club (health spa, tennis courts, etc.) and a close-up view
of the Cavaliers’ home games. (We knew there was a catch somewhere.)

VINTAGE VALENTINES \

How do I love thee? Let me
count my money—bhecause

John W. Read of R.D. #5,
Greenville, Pennsylvania, is
selling his fabulous collection of
antique valentines at prices up

to $225. Many of the amorous
missives date back into the

Iast century, a few are framed
for display, some are hand-
painted and all are heavy stff,
with notes such as “You Are the
Flower of My Heart.” One 1945
model is described in Read's
printed list as featuring a “hand-
painted liule girl dressed in

pink with white muff (lifts up

to show red heart).” That

kind of action, in addition to
the $15 price tag, is true love.

?ff. 1;’)*1}-‘
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had been into several Budweisers myself.
But everybody else drank Olympia be-
cause goddamn it it was Alaskan beer.
They didn't care what people Outside
drank: they drank Olympia. (Ouiside is
the word they use for anyplace that is not
in Alaska. Sometimes they'll refer 10 the
“Lower Forty-cight.” but mostly it's Out-
side.) Native Alaskans, as well as people
who are not native Alaskans but who
have been through one or more Alaskan
winters. have a tremendous contempt for
people Owside. And like people every-
where they do not gladly suffer fools to
instruct them on the cerror of their Wilys.
It is common to sce bumper stickers
stying, SIERRA CLUB 6o nouMEe and we
DON'T GIVE A DAMN HOW YOU Do IT
OUTSIDE.

Earlicr. out on the end of the dock,
Chris had been sanding there kicking
one rubber bhoot against the other when
he looked up and said: “Family of
pukers.”

Hooked where he was pointing and saw
@ man and a woman and a child coming
down o the dock from a 30-foot vacht
with vaised fishing chairs and curtains
on the windows ol an enclosed cabin.
The man was double-knitted and color-
coordinated and wearing a braided cap
at a jumty angle. The woman was pants-
suited in something phosphorescent pink.

“Pukers:” 1 said.

“This is one of the best fishing waters
in the world-—commercial, sport. any-
thing. People like them there come from
Outside with they damm boats and git
one of us 10 guide 'm. Oulv thing is,
they spend all day puking. Pukers ought
not to have hoats.™

I eventually learned that puker had be-
come one ol the kKinder generic words for
anybody from Owside,

Johmny got up 1o dance with his blonde
and handsome Tady, Lvnu. They sailed
smoothly about the wooden floor, John-
ny's cheek pressed against hers. she hum-
ming the words 1o the song solily, the
two of them twosstepping as only people
can who have been together 30 vears and
better. Lynn had followed Johnny 1o
Vildez. but Bols's wile was Owside. She
didn’t like it in Alaska. Johnny and Bol
had been partners for 21 years, worked
dirt jobs all over Alaska, had been up on
the North Slope together back in the
carly days. They were Cat drivers and 1o-
gether owned some heavy equipment
they leased out. They were just about 1o
bid on the sewage contract the town of
Valdez was going 1o put out in a few days.

A friend of theirs came in and Bob
waved him over. He was lean, not big
but set up thick in the shoulder and
narrow in the hip. His hinds were wedge-
shaped and laced with heavy veins. His
eyes were dark, his hair, thick and straight
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(continued from page 175)

lady with him was slender, with flat
cheeks and deep eves and a beautifully
formed mouth. Bob introduced us. His
mame was Jay and hers was Chiris. They
were both native Alaskans. He was Irish
and Indian. She was Eskimo,

She hugged my neck like a good buddy
and said: “You met your first [ull-blood
Eskimo in the Club Valdeez.” Then to her
husband: “Show "m what you got lor
Father's Day, honey.”

Jay wasn't feeling vood. He laoked at
me. “Gone come up here and write it
all down in a week or two, are vou:" |
told him I didn’t think 1'd get it all, no.
I was leeling about like a snake by then
mysell. “You know where |1 just come
Irom=" he said.

“Show 'm what you got for Father's
Day. honey.” his wile said.

“Illrell vou where 1 just come from., a
meeting with the pipeline people: Impact
Meeting, they call it. Had a goddamn
Texan  there, ten-gallon  hay, cowboy
boots, sunglasses. and he was telling s
what o expect [rom these Alaskan win-
ters.” His voice was thin and biter.
“Telling us how to dress and what to
do—vou know. the dos and don’ts of
Alaska. I sat there wondering how in the
hell T got through forty-some-odd vears
up here withour a goddamn Texan 1o
tell me what o do ™

His wile didn’t like the way things
were going. “Somebody ask him what he
got lor Father's Day. A gold waich s
what I gave him.”

Jav shook his head and drained his
Oly. "Goddamn Texans took over this
state and never fired a shot.”

His wile said: “You know what Father's
Day meant? It meant I could go back for
seconds.” She laughed nervously. She had
vemendous teeth.

“You know the difference between
cowhoy boots and farmer’s boots?” asked
Jay. “Farmer's boots got the bullshit on
the outside.”

His wile cime over and ook his arm.
“I want to dunce.” she said. He didn't
seem to want (o, but he gor up. anyway,
and they awostepped away 1o Hank
Williams. Jr.

A lady. rather heavy and smelling
of talcum, had joined ws at the table
and had begun a long story in a sour,
quarrclsome voice about what was hap-
pening 1o lood prices,

“We're not all on the pipeline money,
you know.” she said. ~A cight-ounce can
of vegetable juice. the kind I like and all,
jumped [rom seventy-nine cent to a dollar
and three cent in one week.”

I'd walked around town that day my-
sell, seeing what the stores were like.
There was not a single har of hand soap
in any store in all of Valdez. Neither was
there any milk. None. A Coke, a small one,
cost 50 cents. Generally anything (hat
is brought in by wuck is very expensive,

il you can get it at all. Anything that
15 lown in is, given the scheme of things,
Lairly reasonable.  Mear. for instance,
comes by plane, and round steak in the
grocery store was S2.25 a pound.

Jay and his Lady came back 1o the table
and he was in a beter mood. He showed
us the gold watch she had given him for
Father's Day. He said he was going to be a
grandlather any day now. Except for his
beat-up face, he looked 30. He said he
was 42,

His wife started telling me how her
mother used o make ice cream. When she
got 1o the place where her mother was
adding seal oil, she suddenly stopped and
said. “Do you boogier” I 1old her I'd
hoogie her hack off. “Goddamn. let's do
it,” she said. And we did. but it was
science-fiction boogie. because we had to
do it 1o Tie a Yellow Ribbon Round the
Old Oak Tree.

We came back 1o the table and Jay
put his hand on my arm. “You serious
about writing about this*’ 1 wld him 1
was. “Then I want 1o tell you,” he said.
“I'm pative Alaskan. 1 never went Out-
side untl T was grown. Sull haven't been
Ouiside but two or three times in my
whole lile.” He waved his arm to include
the room. “There's not but seventy thou-
sind of us. Think about that. This
country and there’s not but seventy thou-
s matives, We're Fskimos, Aleuts, In-
dians and people like me, a cross, but
born heve and rawsed here, And this Pipe-
line's gone kill us. kill the country.” He
was speaking with great intensity, his
face flushed, his hand where it held niy
arm gripped hard enough 10 hurt. “Ruin
it all forever,”

I thought he meant the pipehine itsell,
running across the interior ol the country.
I thought he was talking about ecology.

“Shit, no,” he said. 1 was Ouside a
couple of yeiurs ago in a bar and i couple
guys started in on me about how the line
was gone vuin Alaska and they had
a river right there in their own state
that'd kil a horse il he was o drink out
ol it. Thev're so full of shit in the Lower
Forty-¢ight. Let "'m ook to their own
bick yvard before they start telling us
what's ruining our counwry. What's sone
Kill us is the scumbags thad'll follow the
line. tollow the men and the money. The
Alaskan people are delicate—the seventy
thousand—so . . . so . . . innocent. You
know innocent=" 1 told him I knew in-
nocent. “It's not the workers. Hell, the
wen are all vight. Look at 'm up there.”
We turned to look at the long line ol
men at the bar, solemmly staring ar three
couples twostepping over the smooth
wooden floor. “Scumbags always follow
construction, but there’ll be scumbags
here like they've never been scumbags
before. This job is so big. the money's
so. . .. Look. a laborer on this line'll make
seven, cight hundred dollars a week. A
guy driving a dirt bugey can make twelve
hundred @ week. The companies put
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these men in camps, feed 'm, give ‘'m a
place to sleep. All that money's free and
clear. Only a few of 'm got their wives
up here. So what'll the men do? They'll
give their money to scumbags. And I
don’t give a shit about that. You think I
give a shit? But this job's going to draw
every high roller, promoter, hype artist,
con man. pimp and dopester, . It’s
gone suck 'm up here lrom Outside.
And once they're here. ivll be all over,
They'll go through this coumy, every
city, every town, every village. like mag-
gots through meat.”

He stopped and chugged an Oly. The
whole table had grown silent. listeuing.
Tt was a livtle embarrassing, hecause he was
so obviously sincere. so impassioned about
something he could do nothing about.

The boy who had sat all this time drink-
ing a Coke said in his flat laconie voice:
“That's why Fmstaying on the boat. Me
and that drunk Indian. Theyll have o
come titke me ol that boar.”

Evervbody laughed and the boy's dad-
dy. Bob. slapped the table with the palm
ol his hand and said: “Hey, lets go have
a fish fey!™

I said I'd go by Truck's and pick up
some beer and meer them at their wailer.
After they had gone 1 had another vodka
and thought about the mess thar was Val
dez. Alaska. and how pleased 1 was that
it was their mess and not mine, or. il in
some larger sense it was mine, that |
wouldn’t have 1o deal with ic. 'm a cow-
ard that way.

I'd gone by a couple days belore to see
the mavor, but he was out delivering the
mail. had a mail roue. The mayoralty
twrned out to be one of those dollur-a-
vear jobs. So 1 droppead by 1o see the city
mamger, Mr. Lehleldr, a neatly dressed
man with slicked-down black hair and
nervons eves. He in ellect told me he was
scared 1o death. “There’'s not enough
sewers and there’s not enough water
and I had a meeting with Alyeska Last
week. -7 He stopped and drew a deep
breath belore his tight petulant voice
ran on. “And thevre wlking about com-
ing in here tostart building housing for a
thousand supervisory personnel. That's
more than all the permanent housing in
the rest of Valdeez put together!” When |
sot through talking 1o My, Lehfeldr, the
mavor wis still out delivering mail.

S0 I stopped by 1o see Police Chief
Diave Oller. a big man with enormous
hands. whose gentle. whispery voice al-
most put me to sleep even though 1 only
spoke with him lor & minute or two. He
seemed o see no cuse Tor alarm in the
fact that there were only three men on
the police force. " "Course, we've got a
state-trooper ofice here with two men per
ently assigned 1o it so that gives us
five officers, and we've only got at this
moment about wwo thousand people in
town.” What about when it jumped 10

180 H000 or 6000 or 10.0007 Well, he wasn"t

sure. But so Lar things seemed 1o be going
along OK. I guess we can expect some
trouble, but so far everything in town
secms to be pretty clean.” Drugs? Whores?
Not that he knew ol

I went over to the Pinzon Liquor Store
for some beer and vodka. Alice wasn'
there but Truck was still as reticent as
ever. We exchanged pleasantries about
the weather and 1 went hack out into the
ram. Just as I was gewing into the car,
a guy called to me from across the street.
There were two of them, both young,
both bearded, sitting in a Volkswagen
bus.

UStep over here a second.” the one on
the near side called. 1 walked over to the
bus. T'he one hehind the wheel leaned
toward the window. “You want a tattoo>"
he said.

First T thought I'd heard him wrone
then 1 thoughn he was crazy. “No.
said. “No. I don’t wang a tattoo.”

“Listen,” he said. “I'm from LA T
worked lor Lvle Tuitle. You know Lyle
Tuttlez”

IO e

“Tattooist o the stars.” he said. “He's
the one tattooed Janis Joplin.”

“How you know vou don’t want one?
You ain't seen my work. Pete, show him
my work.” The boy nearest me got out of
the Volkswagen. I took about three steps
back when he stepped down to the sireet.
I was preay [reaked by then. “This here's
Pete. He's a walking advertiscment for
my work.” Pete shucked out of his shirt,
held his arms out, flexed and slowly
turned. He was intricately and beautifully
Mustrared. From neck o navel he was
4 complicaied network of imerlocking
eagles and jaguars and anchors and heares
and legends written in a kind of Ger-
manic saript. I couldn’t take my eyes off
him. Among other things. he must have
been aniron freak. Muscles, as he turned.
vippled and slid, rvidged and quivered

making the smooth., multicolored skin
come alive, pulsing in an undulant
motion.

“Jesus Lord.” I finally said.

“See” the guy in the wack said. “You
don’t know whit yvou want. 1 got lots ol
designs vou can choose from. or I'll work
from somcthing  vou design.  We're
camped right out. . ..

“I've got 10 go see some people,” 1 said.
“They'rve waiting.”

Ihe illustrated iron freak was still
turning and 1 could not bring myself to
say I didn’t wimt one of his tattoos. They
were too beawtilully and skillfully done
to tell him that,

“OK. that's OK. Come by our place
any tme.”

He 1old me where they were cimped,
out beyond the Pipeline Storage Yard on
the road 10 Anchorage, You turned lely on
the first dirt road beyond the yard.

I was just turning o go when he said:
“Omne fast thing, You wanta buy i watch?”
He whipped open the door to the bus and

there in a shallow suitcase must have heen
150 watches of all kinds—wrist, pocket
and pendant.

“"When I got more time to look at
them,” I said. “When 1 come for my
tattoo, maybe.”

“Good enough,” he said and closed the
case.

Bob Matthews was already cooking the
fish when T ogor there. He was doing 1t
outside even though it was raining. They
walk through the rain in Valdez like the
rest of the world walks through sunshine.
They don’t seem 10 notice it. I went in-
side and drank with Johnny Craine while
Lynn made cole slaw and cooked corn
bread. A guy cime in and said hello and
asked il he could take a shower. Lynn told
him sure and said there were towels by
the sink.

“That’s something you get used to up
here quick.” she said. “Somebody says hi.
then they ask you if they can have a
shower. Nobody's got any water up here
much. you know.”

Bob came in with the fish and we ate
and drank and told sea stories. No alco-
hol is allowed in the pipeline camps up
on the North Slope by the oil companies
because the men are working in such cold
weather that a drunk could easily wander
out into the snow and freeze to death. So
Lynn baked a cake for Johnay oue Christ-
mas. hollowed it out. put a quart of whis-
key inside and sent it o him. (I think
Funderstand thae story but I'm not sure.)
Up on the North Slope no engine is cver
turned ofl duwring the winter months.
Tractors, Cats, wucks run day and night
for the good reason that il anything ever
shuts down you can’t stut it again. Rub-
ber tires shatter like glass. Bob told a story
about getting outstanding on some boot-
leg stulf and decking an Eskimo only 10
wike ap later (hat night 10 find the
Eskimo owside on a Caterpillar bulldoz-
g down the camp.

And so it went lae into the night,
through outrageous  quantities of fish,
corn bread, slaw and beer and vodka, un-
ul we were all full, tlked out, laughed
out il sensationally drunk. At which
time | thought I wias going back 1o the
cimp and Il never know how it hap-
pened (maybe I just wanted to see the
illustrated man againy but 1 ended up out
on the road 10 Anchorage, left on the first
dirt road past the Pipeline Storage Yard.
None ol it's 100 dear, but I do remember
sitting in a trailer with these two guys
explaining that my right leg was game. a
veally bad knce. broken. torn, bad carti-
Lige. unrepairable, and saying that |
thought I needed hinges on that knee,
four tattooed hinges. one on the front
and back and one on each side. 1 think
I was joking. It's all very hazy. Anyway,
that’s the ast thing [ remember.

I woke up the next morning in the rent-
ed National car with a pounding head
and a dry mowth. I thought at first an ant,
or maybe even a bee had stung my right




arm, was stinging it. I looked down to
knock it off and damned if I didn’t have
a tattoo. A hinge on my right elbow. I
was still parked in {ront of the trailer
where the tattoo arust and his walking
advertisement lived and I went bellowing
out of the car, my head hurting 90 miles
an hour, into the wrailer. The two guys
were asleep on a ratty bed.

“You son of a bitches,” I was shouting,
“you tattooed me!”

Their eyes were open now. One of
them yawned and said. “That's right.”

1 started velling and screaming  that
vou just didn't tattoo somebody when he
was out on his ass. that I never would
have agreed to being tattooed, that only
assholes gor atwoed and T was not an
asshole. And then I really started [oaming
at the mouth when he told me it had cost
me S65. Out with the old wallet. A quick
look. Sure enough. I was lighter by 565,

“You bastards, what il T get hepatitis®”

The iron freak got off the bed, his
cagles and jaguars fashing. walked right
up and leaned into my face and said
soltly: “If vou get hepatitis you'll turn
yellow as shie.”

As 1 was driving back to town I said
1o mysell: You have been rolled and per-
nanently discolored in Valdeez, Alaska.

i - - -

The whore was 22 and her name was
Micki (spelled with two I's that way).
Her husband's name was Buddy. They
were lrom Los Angeles.

“So, vou know, I'm reading the paper
one morning and the wire service has
picked up a story about a girl who got
permission to go up on the North Slope
and sell subscriptions o Argosy maga-
zine. Two months later some security
people stopped her. She had five sub-
scriptions to Argosy magazine and 319,000
in her pocket.

“So, vou know, we were swinging down
in Los Angeles, right® I mean. you know,
Micki was turning lour or five guys a
party anyway. So I said why not go up
there and make some money? Micki said
sure, why not? In three years we'll vetire
to France lorever.”

“The Riviera,” said Micki.

We were in a mobile home, a double
wide. Micki had come out ol her litle
room and was sitting in a housecoat.
Buddy was tricked out in the best wradi
tion of pimpdom. He was all ruffles and
lace and stacked heels and wrap-around
gogglesivle amber sunglasses and a gold
carring and on and on. He'd been going
through this long number about how cool
he was (1 think he'd read Teeherg Shim's
awtobiography) when Micki leaned for-
ward in her chair and said. looking at
my discolored. swollen. scihby hinged el-
how: “How long've you had that”

“About three davs,” I said.

“Is the guy here in Valdeezz”

“Who:"

“The man who gives the tattoos.”

“Yes

“Buddy.” she said. I want a tattoo.”

“Bullshit.” he said.

They were immediately in an awful
argument. He'd flown her out to Seattle
not long ago for a lirttle R&R. and she'd
scen the movie Papillon. She wanted a
tattoo of a butterfly on her ass. He shout-
ed that she wouldn't be able to fuck
for a week with a tattoo on her ass. Just
look at that goddamn hinge on his god-
damn elbow! She screamed she wouldn't
turin another wick if he didn’t get her a
tattoo. It was very embarrassing. 1 hate
o witness family disputes. But he re-
lented finally and stompad out of the
room. He wasn't gone but a minute he-
fore he was back, zipping himsell into
a pair of muddy Levis and buttoning a
Mackinaw that was torn and raveling at
both slecves.

He shrugged. I have to get out of my
good stufl and put on this shit when I go
out of the trailer.”

He wanted me to go with him but T
told him the tattoo artist and I had had
words. He didn’t like me and I didn't
like him: further, I thought they were

doing a bad thing getting the butterfly,
at least from the man out by the Pipeline
Storage Yard. But Micki was adamant
and Buddy left with the directions I gave
him. While he was gone. we talked about
her situation there in Valder.

“They mostly want head. Hell. I don’t
mind giving head. 'm in the business. It
comes with the package.”

“Well.” I said, because she had paused
and 1 didu’t know quite how to re
act to that. "n’s so cold and wet here in
Valdeez.”

She didn’t understand what T meant by
that any beter than 1 did. She regarded
me blankly for a moment. I think they
think I might have the clap or something,
Shit. we got a doctor who looks alter me.
See. most of ‘'m have their old ladies Owt
side in Seaule or up in Anchorage and
thev flv out to see ‘'m every couple of weeks
and T don'e think they want 10 visk cnry-
ing home the dap.”

She'd broken out a litde cellophane
bag and dumped a small hill of white pow
der onto the table i front ol her. While
she talked she chopped it fine and then

“I'm not one of those women who
require lots of foreplay, My. Hardy, but I do need
time to remove my panty hose!”
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laid it out in little rows with the edge of
a razor blade.

“Like T say. it don’t matter 1o me. but
vou'd be surprised how many insist I swal-
low. In a long day that can work out 10
a lot ol come.™”

With considerably more show than 1
thought was necessary she took out a S100
bill—going 10 some pains to make sure 1
knew it was & hundred—rolled it up. put
one end in her right nostril, her thumb
against her left, and leaned forward over
the tible and snorted a row of coke. Then
she gave her left nostril the same shot.

She smiled a Laid-hack smile. T figured
out one day I 0ok nine yards of cock.
Later on I won't have to work so hard.
Once all the men e here and the cmps
are full. Buddy plans 1o expand 1o take
some ol the load off me. Mavbe then. oo,
Buddy can wear his clothes on the street.
It kills him to have 1o get out of his fine
things 10 go out. bur Valdeez is still so
small and our cover’s not good enough to
lee him flaune himsell. He wanes 1o flaunt
himsclf.”

The telephone rang and she answered
i. “Yeah, if vou come right over.”

The guy must have been calling [rom
the corner becanse he was there in about
four minutes. He was a hsherman. He
recked of salimon. She ook him into her
litde room. i less than five minutes they
were out again. She sat down and snorted
another vow of coke.

“This has ol to be one of the grearest
pliaces in the world o work. These guvs
are so hornv I can bump into them and
they come. Of course, evervthing has its
drawhacks and disadvintages. That poor
acep probably hasn't had a bath in a
month.” She gave me her dreamy litde
smile again. T washed about six inches of
him. 111 e the Tast bath he has until he
sees me again.”

The welephone rang. She picked it up.
listened. then put her hand over the
mouthpicce. "How soon do vou think
Buddy ought 10 be hack?”

“He onghit 1o be back now.” [ said.

“No.” she saud into the phone. “No,
not even later. Call tomorrow.”

I commented that business seemed to he
good, 1rying o make it as objecive and
professional as I could. just the sort of
thing you might sav to a nsed-car dealer
who had Lately opened a lor and was ory-
g 1o establish himself.

“Oh. this is slow,” she said. “The mid-
dle of 1the week is never anv good much.
But weekends? You ought 10 see weekends.
It's a madhouse around here. They all
seein 1o be hornier on weekends.”

[isked her il it was o Friday, a Saturday
ara Sunday when she ook the nine yards,
heciuse I'd done some quick, easy arith-
metic in my head and—using a2 modest
six inches as a stndird—found six guys
to the vard. times nine, and got the, at
least to my mind. phenomenal number
ol 51.

“It was a Sunday,” she said. “Sundays
are always good here.”

suddy came in with the illustrated iron
[reak and the tattoo artist. They were both
carrving stull: alcohol, gauze, swabs, a little
metal case that held the electric needle,

They were very friendly 1o me. as
though nothing had happened out there
at their place three days ago.

“How's vour "too*” said the ivon freak.
“You ready for imother one?”

0" I said.

“Thevve addicting.” said the arist.
“Everybody comes hack [or another one,
and then another. and pretty soon you'll
look like Lvle Tunle.”

“I've never seen Lvle Tuttle,” T said.

“Tattooist to the stars.” he said.

“You told me."” 1 said.

“Well. he's got more pictures than Pere
here. Right. Pete? Lyle Tuttle's got no
sparce left.”

“Great” 1 said, “That's just great.”

Buddy went immediately and changed
into his street-corner flash. Micki was look-
g over some  designs the artiste had
brought over. He had plugged in what
looked like a baby-hottle warmer to gel
some steam Lo sterilize his cquipment.
While he made all these motions of
cleanliness—hospital conditions, he called
them—I couldn’t help noticing that his
fingermails were extravagantly dirty. Micki
fimally found the butrerfly she wanted. Ir
was a big thing, nearly as big as my hand.
with blue, green and vellow in its wings.

Buddy came out and looked at the de-
sign she had chosen. “Good Christ,” he
said. “You'll be out of commission for
a week,”

She said: “You know as well as I do 1
do most of my work on my knees.” He
started o protest again. bue she stopped
him by saving. “Shut up, Buddy, or I'll
send vou back to Los Angeles.”

While she was lving lace down on the
couch, pulling her robe up around her
shoulders and sharing the last Tew rows of
coke with Pete and the artist. Buddy
leaned in close 1o me and said behind his
hand: “Regular pimps get treated with
respect. Hell, thev're gods 1o their girls.
Right? Am T right?”

I told him I'd heard that what he said
wits true,

“Don’t ever hustle for your wife,” he
said. "You ger no respeet.”

I 1old him I'd remember that. We
turned o warch the artist at work, He was
swabbing down Micki's cheek. She had a
fine ass. The little machine with the tat
tooing needle m the end of it made a
sound like a small egg beater. The artist
held i Jightly in his hand and, 1 was
pleased 1o notice. made quick sure strokes
with it. After each stroke, he swabbed the
stroke with an alcoholsoaked picee of cot-
ton. Micki lay with her face turned 10 the
side and her eyes closed. She never once
Minched.

Buddy, the fivst time the artist missed
with the cotton swab and the blood

coursed down ofl her snow-white ass.
grabbed his mouth with his hands and
sitid: “Oh, oh, blood. my God. the blood!™
and ran 10 the rear of the double wide.

Finally the tatoo was done. And 2
handsome tattoo it was alter the colors
were traced and Dlended into the wings
and all the blood was wiped away. There
was o slight vedness around the edges of
the burterlly, but other than the redness
it might have been painted on with hright
witer colors instead of embedded in her
flesh with an electric needle. In o few davs,
of course, it would swell. Tt would scab.
It would turn ugly. and it Micki couldn’t
Keep her fingers off . there would be
infection—not much, bu still infection—
a livde puoss, o livde blurring of the line
with scar tissuc. But. as evervbody knows.
il vou want a attoo (and why in God's
world would anvhody want one?). vou
have to run the risk of infection, of puss
and scar rissue.

It was no doubt gratuitous. even sen
timental. but looking at the butterfly on
the voung whore's ass 1 thought of the
long snaking pipeline falling rom Prod-
hoe Bay across the mterior of Alaska 1o
the Bay of Valdez. 1 thonghn il Alaska
is not our voung whore. what is she? She
is rich, but who can live with her? She is
full of all thar will pleasure us. but she is
hard and cold 10 the bone. And il we scar
her, leave her with pestilence and cor-
rupted with infection, irrefutably marked
with our own private design. who can
blame us? Didn’t we buy her for a trilling
st Lo start with?

Watching the Ireshly wiped bunterfly
that had so lately been bloody, knowing
that hefore it would be beamtiful again
it must first he scabby and amlovely, |
came to i kind of bilious outrage and
depression. It was o green and sour thick-
ness I ocould taste on my tongue. It was
a taste and Teeling thar would stay with
me lor weeks afrer T lefr Valdes

I stood up. made my apologies Tor
leaving carly and, without waiting for
Micki to answer, went through the door
mto the fine misting rain. 1T walked back
toward the car in the dark thinking about
the 1own out there, the people T'd met:
Dave Kennedy building. Hap cooking,
Chris on the flat with the drunken In-
dian fishing, Johnuy Craine’s wile cook-
ing and giving showers 1o those who had
none. I thought about it all and watch-
ing the bloody bunerlly going on Micki's
snowy cheek: finally, all T could think
ol or remember with any pleasure was
that over in the Club Valdez they were
still two-stepping. Charley Pride was sing-
g and Hank Williams, Jr., was next and
at the bar, a long line of quiet, almost
solemn men watched the dancers 1wo
stepping, gliding over the smooth wooden
floor, their faces wuaching, the lips of the
women parted. softly humming the words

ol the song.




THE 50 BEST

MONEY IDEAS

THE YEAR:

(All items on this page are from recent and forthcoming issues of Money magazine.)

1. Lop 14% off your food bill the very next
time you market.

2. Save as much as 95% (it's easy) on stock
commissions.

3. Tropical islands still with pre-inflation
prices.

4. Low-interest college loans for people
who thought they earned too much to
qualify.

5. A tennis courl you can build yvourself
for $1,000.

6. Business charges you for these services
— but you can get them free from the
government.

7. Are your real estate taxes too high? How
to tell, what to do about it.

8. Your child’s orthodontia work - for 1/3
less.

9. Is your doctor overcharging? How to
find out, what to do.

10. Fine men's clothing for 50% less —
places, prices and quality checks.

11. How to get the best deal on inlerest
charges when financing a new car.

12. How 1o negotiale your insurance claim
to get the most you can.

13. What happens to uninsured
savings in a bank that folds?
14. The new family budget
rules for a time of inflation.

15. Scholarships and
fellowships many graduate
students don't know about.

16. Understanding gold.

17. What expenses vou can -
and should - control when you
hire a caterer.

18. How small investors can lake
advantage of extra-high interest

rates usually available only to '
i :
millionaires. -
N
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19. Surprise! You may be denving yourself
1oo much now — by saving too much for
vour retirement. How to tell.

20. Some inexpensive watches you can take
seriously.

21. Non-profit services that give you credit
counseling.

22. How eliminating a liresome chore can
save vou important money on both healing
and air conditioning.

23. That Stock Advisory Service you've been
using — its resulls compared to the ones you
haven’t been using.

24. Setting up a tax-deductible office in your
home.

25. Use clout you didn’t know vou had to

gel an “impossible” mortgage.

26. Fake antiques.

27. What are today's careers with a future?

28. Are vou a professional who should

incorporate himself?

29, Help for car owners stuck with a lemon.

30. Questionable fund-raisers.

31. Frauds in preschool learning devices.
32. About those com-

memorative medallions
you see advertised.

33. Coping with credit
card compulters.
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34, Dealing with furniture defects

and delivery delays.

35. Good colleges for less money.

36. Protection against nursing-home costs.
37. Hospital plans for the self-emploved.

38, Whal you should know about the
differences between Series E and Series H
government bonds.

39. Undm‘s(andingkslo(:k options: the
booming new markel for small investors.

40. One of the most exotic vacations in the
world - and the budget is modesl.

41. When not to tip.

42, Getling discounts for paying cash.

43. Food co-ops: getting it wholesale.

44. Insurance policies that qualify for
Keogh plans.

45. What is probably the safest way to profit
from the next bull market.

46. Tax wisdom for the divorced.

47. Help for the housewife going back to a
job.

48. A 15° x 25’ vegetable garden that could
save you over $300 a season.

49. What vou and vour spouse should take
out of joint ownership.

50. How to save up to 60% on your home
insurance.

Can you imagine a magazine with all this information
(and much, much more) not saving you money?
Not being worth countless times its subscription price?
Not being fascinating? Not being made-to-order
for you in this age of inflation?

Time Inc.— publisher of Money — offers you a chance
to see for yourself without risk. Mail the postpaid card,
and a one-year subscription (12 issues) will be
entered in your name for just $6.95, a savings of
$2.05 compared to the regular $9 subscription rate.
You will be billed after your first issue; if you
are dissatisfied for any reason, just mark the bill
“Cancel” and return it. You may still keep

the first issue free.

If card is missing. or for faster service. call this toll-free number:
HOU-621-8200. {In inois, call BOB-972-8302.)
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THE mmw srlnB (continued from page 72)

undeservedly these male and female mono-
logs about love were considered most mod-
crn examples of foreign lyricism is the
fact that the darling among them was a
picce by poor Louis Bouilhet, who wrote
in the middle of the last century. Reveling
in the rolling cadences, Katya would de-
<laim his Alexandrines and scold me for
finding fault with a certain highly sono-
rous strophe in which, after having re-
lerred 1o his passion as 2 violin bow, the
auwthor compares his mistress (o a guitar.

Apropos of guitars, madam, you write
that “in the evening the young people
would gather and Olga would sit at a table
and sing in a rich contralto.” Oh, well—
one more death, one more victim of your
sumpiuous prose. Yet how I cherished the
cchoes of modish tziganshchina that in-
clined Kawya to singing and me 10 com-
posing verse! Well do I know that this was
no longer authentic gypsy art such as that
which enchanted Pushkin and, later, Apol-
lon Grigoriev, but a barely breathing,
Jaded and doomed muse; everything con-
tributed 1o her ruin: the gramophone, the
war and various so-called tzigane songs. It
was lor good reason that Blok, in one of
his customary spells of providence, wrote
down whatever words he remembered
from gypsy lyrics, as if hastening to save ar
least this belore it was too late.

Should I tell you what those husky mur-
murs and plaints meant o us? Should 1
reveal o you the image of a distant,
strange world where:

Pendulous willow boughs slumbey
Drooping low over the pond,

where, deep in the lilac bushes,
The nightingale sobs out her passion,

aud where all the senses are dominated by
the memory of Iost love, that wicked ruler
of pseudo-gypsy romanticism? Katya and I
also would have liked to reminisce, but,
since we had nothing yet to reminisce
about, we would counterfeit the remote-
ness of tme and push back into it our
immediate happiness. We wansformed
everything we saw into monuments to our
sull inexistent past by wrying to look at a
garden path, at the moon, at the weeping
willows with the same eyes with which
now—when fully conscious of irreparable
losses—we might have looked at that old,
witerlogged ralt on the pond, at that
moon above the black cowshed. 1 even
suppose that, thanks 10 a vague mspira-
tion, we were preparing in advance for
certain things, waining ourselves to re-
member. imagining a distang past and
practicing nostalgia, so that sul:scqucmly,
when that past really existed for us, we
would know how 1o cope with it and not
perish under its burden.

But what do you care about all this?
When you describe my summer sojourn at
the ancestral estate you dub “Glinskove,”
you chase me into the woods and there

compel me to write varse “redolent of
youth and faith in life.” This was all not
quite so. While the others plaved tennis
(using a single red ball and some Doherty
rackets, heavy and saggy. found in the
aic) or croquet on a nidiculously over-
grown lawn with a dandelion in front of
every hoop, Katya and I would make
for the kitchen garden and, squatting
there, gorge ourselves on two species ol
strawberry—the  bright-crimson  Victoria
(sadovaya zemlyanikay and the Russian
hautbors (klubnika), purplish berries often
slimed by frogs; and there was also our
favorite Ananas variety, unripe-looking
yet wonderfully sweet, Without straight
ening our backs, we moved, grunting,
along the furrows, and the tendons behind
our knees ached, and our insides filled
with & rubious weight. The hot sun bore
down, and that sun, and the strawberries,
and Katya's frock of wussore silk with dark-
ening blowches under the arms, and the
patina of 1an on the back of her neck—all
ol it blended into a sense of oppressive
delight: and what bliss it was, without ris-
ing. sull picking berries, 1o clasp Katya's
warm shoulder and hear her solt Ia ughter
and little grunts of greed and the crunch
ol her joints as she rummaged under the
leaves. Forgive me il 1 pass dircetly from
that orchard. floating by with the blinding
gleam of its hothouses and the swaying ol
hairy poppics along its avenues, to the
witer doset, where, n the pose of Rodin’s
Thinker, my head still hot from the sun, I
composed my verse. It was dismal in all
senses ol the word, that verse; it contained
the wills of nightingales om tzigane
songs and bits of Blok, and helpless echoes
of Verlaine: Sowvenir, sonvemir, que me
venx-tu? - L'automne—even though au-
tumn was sull far off, and my happiness
shouted with its marvelous voice nearby,
probably over there, by the bowling alley,
behind the old lilac bushes under which
lay piles ol kitchen reluse, and hens
walked about. In the evenings, on the ve-
randa. the gramophone’s gaping mouth,
as red as the lining of 2 Russian general’s
coat, would pour forth uncontrollable
gypsy passion; or, to the tune of Under a
Clond the Moon's Hidden. 3 menacing
voice would mimic the Kaiser: “Give me
a nib and a holder, to write ultimatums
s time.”” And on the gavden tervace a
game ol Gorodki (1ownlets) was going on:
Katya's lather, his collar unbuttoned, one
foot advanced in its soft house boot. would
take aim with a cudgel as if he were firing
a rifle and then hurl it with force (but
wide of the mark) at the “townler” of
skittles while the setting sun, with the up
ol its final ray, hrushed across the palisade
ol pine trunks, leaving on each a fiery
band. And when night finally fell, and the
house was asleep, Katya and I would look
at the dark house from the park where we
kept huddled on a hard, cold, invisible

bench until owr bones ached. and it all
seemed to us like something that had al
ready once happened long ago: the out-
line of the house against the pale-green
sky. the sleepy movements of the foliage.
our prolonged, blind kisses.

In your elegant description, with pro
fuse dots, of that summer, you naturally
do not forget for a minute—as we nsed 10
lorget—that since February ol that year
the nation was “under the rule of the Pro.
visiomal  Government,” and  you oblige
Katva and me 1o follow revolutionary
cvents with keen concern: that is, to
conduct (for dozens of pages) political
and mystical conversations that—1I assure
You—we never had. In the first place, 1
would have been embarrassed 1o speak.
with the righteous pathos you lend me, of
Russia’s destiny and. in the second place,
Katya and I were oo absorbed in cach
other to pay much attention to the Revo-
lution. I need but say that my most vivid
imprt.-s'miun i that respect wias a mere (ri-
fle: One day. on Million Sweet in St
Petersburg, a wuck picked  with jolly
rioters made a clumsy but accurate swerve
so as to deliberately squash a passing cat,
which remained lying there, as a perlectly
flat. neatly ironed. black rag (only the tail
still belonged 10 a cit—it stood upright,
and the uip, I think, still moved). At the
time, this struck me with some deep occult
maaning, but I have since had occasion to
see a bus, in a bucolic Spanish village,
fLten by exacily the same method an ex-
acly similar cat. so 1 have become dis.
enchanted with hidden meanings. You, on
the other hand, have not only exaggerated
my poetic tdent beyond recognition but
have made me a prophet besides, for only
a prophet could have talked. in the fal]
of 197, about the green pulp of Lenin's
deceased brain or the “inner” cmigration
ol intellectuals in Sovier Russia.

No, that fall and that winter we talked
ol other matters. 1 was in anguish. The
most awful things were happening to our
romiance. You give a simple explanation:
“Olga began o understand than she was
sensual rather than passionate, while for
Leonid it was the opposite. Their risky
caresses understandably inebriated  her,
but deep inside there always remained
litde unmelted picce”—and so on, in the
same vulgar, pretentions spirit. What do
vou understand ol our love? So far. 1
have deliberately avoided divect discussion
ol it: but now. if I were not afraid of con.
tagion by vour style, I would describe in
greater detail both its fire and its under-
lving melancholy. Yes, there was the sum.
mer, and the foliage's omnipresent rustle,
and the headlong pedaling along all of
the park’s winding paths, o see who
would be the first o race from different
directions to the rond-point, where the red
sand was covered by the writhing serpen-
tine tracks of our rock-hard tives, and cach
live, everyday detail of that final Russian




summer sareamed at us in desperation, “'L
am real! I am now!™ As long as all of this
sunny cuphoria managed to stay on the
surlace. the innate sadness of our love
went no [urther than the devotion o a
nonexistent past. But when Kawya and 1
once again lound ourselves in Petershurg,
and it had already snowed more than once,
and the wooden paving blocks were al-
ready filmed with that yellowish Jayer—
a mixne ol snow and horse dung-——with-
out which I cannot picture a Russian cry,
the Mlaw emerged and we were lelt with
nothing but toiment.

I can sec her now, m her black sealski
coat, with a big, flat mulf and gray -
trimmed boots, walking on her slender
legs. as il on stilis. along a very slippery
sidewalk; or in a dark, high-necked dress,
sitting on a Llue divan, her face heavily
powdered alter much crying. As I walked
to her house in the evenings and returned
alter midnight. T would recognize amid
the granite night, undey a [rosty sky, dove-
gray t\llh stanlight. the Illlpcrlulll.ablc and
immutable landmarks of my itnerary—
always those same huge P -unhurg objects,
lone cdifices of legendary times. adorning
the noctuwrnal wastes and hall turning
away from the vaveler as all beauty does:
It sees vou not, 1t is pensive and listless, s
mind s elsewhere. | would talk 1o myself,
exhorung Lite, Katya, the stns. the col-
umns ol a huge. mute, absuacied cathe-
dral; and when a desubtory exchange ol
fire began in the dink streers. it would
occur to me casually, and not without a
sense ol pleasure. that T might be picked
oll by a stray buller and die right there,
reclining on dim snow, in my elegant fur
coat, my bowler askew, among scattered
white paperbacks of Gumilyov's or Man-
delshiam’s new collections ol vase that |
had dropped and that were barely visible
against the snow. Or clse,
moaning as I walked. 1 would wry 10 per-
suade lll\-.ell that it was I who had siopped
loving Kawva, as I hastened 1o gather up
all T could recall of her mendacity, her
presumption,  her  vacuity, the  preny
patch musking a pimple. the artificial
arasseyement that would appear in her
speech when she peedlessly switched o
French, her invulnerable weakness [or
titled  poetasters and the ill-iempered,
dull expression of her eves when, for the
10l e, T wied 1o make her tell me
with whomn she had spent the previous
evening. And when it was all gathered
amd weighed in the balance, T would per-
ceive with anguish that my love, burdened
as it was with all that wrash, had settled
and lodged only deeper, and that not
even dralt horses with iron muscles could
haul it oue of the morass. Aud the follow-
ing evening again, I would make my way
through the silor-manned identity checks
on the sireer corners (documents were de-
manded that allowed me access at least
to the threshold of Katva's soul and were
d heyond that point); I would once

sobbing and

“How did I know you don't like being kinky?
You talk kinky. You dress kinky. You look kinky.”

again o to gaze at Katya. who. at the
first pititul word of mine, would turn into
a large. rigid doll who would lower her
convex evelids and respond in china-doll
language. When, one memorable night, 1
denmunded that she give me a lmal, super-
wruthful veply, Katya simply said nothing
anel. instead. remained lving motionless
on the couch, her mirrorlike eves rellect-
ing the lame ol the candle thae on tha
night of historical wbulence substitured
for clearic lighe. and alter he
silence through to the end. I got up and
lefe. Three days later, 1 i my valer take
a note o her, in which T wrote that 1
would commit suicide il 1 could not sec
her just once more. So one glorious morn-
ing. with a rosy round sun and creaking
snow, we met on Post Othee Street: | si-
lemly kissed her hand and for a quarter
ol an hour, without a single word imer-
rupting our silence, we strolled to and
fro. while nearbv, on the corner ol the
Horse Guards Boulevard. stood smoking,
with [eigned nonchalance. a perlectly
respectable-looking man in an astrakhan
cap. As she and [ silently walked to and
fro, a liule boy passed, pulling by its
string a baized hand sled with a tatered

ng her

fringe. and a drainpipe suddenly gave a
rattle and disgoreed a chunk ol ice. while
the man on the corner kept smoking:
then. a precisely the same spot where we
had met. T just as silently Kissed her hand.

which slipped back into its mufl forever.

Farewell, my anguish and my arvedor,

Favewell, my dveam, [avewell, my
pain!

Along the paths of the old garden

We two shall never pass again.

Yes, ves: Farewell, as the fzigane song
has it. In spite ol evervihing, vou were
beautilul, impeneably beautilul. and so
adovable that T could ary, ignoring your
mnopic soul. and the wiviality ol your
and a thonsand minor berray-
als: while I with my overambitionus verse.
the heavy and hag ray ol my feclings
and my breathless, stuttering speech, in
spite of oIl my love {or you, must have
been contemptible and repulsive. And
there is no need for me to tell you what
torments I went throngh alterward, how
I looked and looked at the smapshot in
which, with a gleam on vour lip and a
glint in your hair, you arc looking past

opinions.
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me. Katya, why have you made such a
mess ol 1t now?

Come, let us have a calm. heart-to-
heart talk. With a lugubrious hiss the air
has now been let out of the arrogant rub-
ber latman who. tightly inflated. clowned
around at the beginning ol this letter;
and you, my dear, are really not a cor-
pulent Iady novelist i her novelistic
hammock but the same old Katva, with
Katya's calculated dash of demeanor,
Katya of the narrow shoulders, a comely,
discreetly made-up lady who, out ol silly
coquetry, has concocted a worthless book.
To think that you did not even spare our
parting! Leonid’s leuer. in which he
threatens to shoot Olga. and which she
discusses with her future husband; that
future hushand, in the role ol undercover
agent, standing on a street corner, ready
1o rush 1o the rescue if Leomd should
draw the revolver that he is clinching in
his coat pocket. as he passionately entreins
Olga not 1o go, and keeps inmerrupting
with Ias sobs her levelheaded words:
What a disgusting. senseless Labrication!
And at the end ol the book. vou hiave me
join the White Avmy and get caught by
the Reds during a reconnaissance and,
with the names ol two trattresses—Russii,
Olga—on my lips. die valiandy. felled by
the bullet ol a "Hebrew-dark™ conunissar.
How intensely T must have loved you if
1 suill see you as vou were 16 vears ago,
mitke agonizing cffors o Iree our past
from its humiliating capuvity and save
vour image lrom the rack and disgrace ol
vour own pen! 1 honestly do not know,

iV

though, if I wm succeeding. My letter
smacks strangely ol those vhiwmed epistles
that you would rattle off by heart—
remember?

The sight of my handwriting may
surprise you
but I shall relain from closing, as Apukh-
tin does, with the invitation:

The sea awails you heve, as vast as
love
And love, vast as the seal

I shall relrain, because, in the hist place,
there is no sea here and. in the sec-
ond, 1 have not the least desire w0 see
vou. For, alter your book. Kawya, 1 am
alraid of you. Truly there was no point
in rejoicing and sullering as we rejoiced
and suffered only 1o fnd one’s past be-
smirched in a lady’s novel. Listen—siop
writing books! Au least ler this flop serve
asalesson. A least” lor I have the right

to wish that vou will be stunned by horror
upon realizing what you have perpe-
wrated. And do you know what ¢lse 1 long
lorz Perhaps, perhaps (this is a very small
and sickly “perbaps.” but T grasp ac it
and hence do not sign this letter), per-
haps. after all, Katya, in spite of every-
thing, a rare coincidence has occurred,
and it is not you who wrote this tripe. and
vour equivocal but enchanting image has
not been mutilated. In that case, please
[orgive me. colleague Solnisev.

e
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YOUR
FUTURE

0

“He's tall, dark and handsome, and you will live
with him for two or three weeks.”

TWENTIES DRINKS

(continued from page 147)
speak-easy, blind pig, alki, bathwub gin,
home brew and hijack became houschold
words—and all referred 1o the illicit wraf-
ic in liquor. Assisuint UL S, Amorney
General Mabel Walker Willebrandt an-
nounced that President Herbert Hoover
had undertaken to make sobricty popu-
lar: but finding a drink—or, for that mat-
ter, a gallon—ol whiskey presented no
problem. It was as easy as asking a bell-
hop, a hackie or your friendly neighbor-
hood policeman. Despite Prohibition—
some said because of it—the nation was
awash in booze.

There were 32000 taverns or speak-
casics operating in New York City, and
Robert Benchley once counted 38 cellar
clubs on a single streer in Manhawan, 1f
vou had the seratch, and the connection,
you could get just about anvihing vou
wannned, reminisces Pete Kriendler, whose
celebrated Club 217" was born as Jack
& Clunlie’s speak-casy. When tha Libled
boite was busted. the impounded whiskey
analvzed out as top quality. H, L. Menck-
en fumed in the Meveury,
“Why raid a plice thae sells good liquor
and st poisoming anybody:” In most
pliaces, however. raw alcohol infused with
juniper drops. oil of bourbon or il of
rye was passed off as gin, bourbon and rve
whiskey. respeciively. Depending on the
blender’s Lancv. alki might also contain a
soupeon ol glveerin, burnt sugar, iodine,
creosote, prune juice and even “washed”
embalming  fluid. Not  exacaly sippin’
whiskey.

Cocktals pl'ln'i(lrd a viable alternauve.
They were known, ol comrse. prior 1o
Prohibition: bhue it was during the Roar-
g Twenties that cocktails became the
American libation and the cockiail parry
was spawned. Pragmatically, the wddition
ol sugar, lemon. syrups. juices. cgg. cream,
bitters, crc., helped mask or modify the
vank character of bootleg booze. The new
stvle of drinking also reflected the mer-
curial, try-anvihing-once spirit of the
times.

Cocktails of the Twentes iended 1o be
sweetish—and  fussv: witness the alex-
ander. snowball and  pousse-calé. The
Latter, a rainbow aflair ol five or six
Liquews floating in horizontal
was the bane ol the Prohibition harman.
After Taboriowsly pouring the spirvits so

Amevican

bands,

they would stand in discrete lavers, it was
mhuriating 10 see some yokel toss the
thing ofl in one swallow, instcad of sip-
ping it laver by Lver.

Other  popular  Prohibition-era  calls
were for the bronx. white ladv, bizzy izzy
(named after a booze-hunting sleuth), the
rickey (named for lobhyist Colonel Joe
Rickey), chocolate soldier. clover club
(favored by William Butler Yeats) and,



according to one usually reliable source,
the bloody mary. Joe Scialom, the world's
premicr bharnman. now ensconced at the
Four Seasons, insists that the bloody mary
was first served ar a speak-easy named
Viadimir's. owned by a Russian émigré.
The name was gradually corrupied from
Viadimir 0 Vladi-Meyer o Bloody
Meyer and finally to bloody mary. Why
not It's about as authentic as any other
bloody-mary story you'll hear.

Following are authentic drinks ol the
Roaring T'wenties, adapted in some cases
to today's drier taste. As the sports ol
those days might sav. “Here's looking up
vour address.”

CLOVER CLUB

1145 ors. gin

34 of lemon juice

1 tablespoon raspherry syrup

1 ege white

Shake vigorously with cracked
Strain into large cocktail glass.

ice.

WITE LADY

1 0z. gin

14 oz triple sec

14 oz, lemon Juice

Shake briskly with cracked ice. Surain
into cocktail glass. Some white-lady
recipes call for egg white or, on occasion,
cream.

THE BRONX

11/ ozs. gin

%4 oz. lemon juice

14 teaspoon diy vermouth

1/, teaspoon sweet vermonth

Twist ol orange peel

Shake gin, orange juice and vermouths
with cacked ice. Swrain into cockuail
ulass. Twist orange peel over, then drop
into glass.

SNOWBALL

1 oz. gin

14 0z créme de violette

15 oz. white créme de menthe

L4 0z anisette

14, oz heavy cream

Shake all ingredients briskly with
aracked ice. Strain into saucer champagne
glass.

BETWEEN THE SHEETS

1 oz light rum

I oz brandy

1/, oi. triple sec

2 easpoons lime juice

Shake briskly with cracked ice. Sirain
into cockiail glass. Garnish with wwist of
lemon, il desired,

WARD FIGHT

I oz. whiskey

15 0z lemon juice

L 02, OXaNge juice

1 teaspoon mrenadine

/

“How many times do I have to tell you, mister?
We don’t carry 3-D comics anymore.”

Shike all ingredients  briskly - with
cracked ice. Strain into cocktail glass. The
ward eight was prepared as a tall drink
at times, with orange bitters and aéme
de menthe added.

[UFFAFFAY

I 0z. bourbon

1 oz. medium sherry

1 teaspoon lemon juice

1 teaspoon sugar

Cluby soda. chilled

Shake first four ingredients with ice.
Pour unstrained into 8-0z highball glass.
Add club soda 1o Al Stir once.

WHIZ BANG

1 az. Scorch

14 oz dry vermouth
2 dashes grenadine
2 (dashes Pernod

Shike briskly with ice. Strain into cock-
tail glass.

MARY PICRIORD

1 oz rum

1 oz dry vermouth

1 oz pincapple juice

14 teaspoon grenadine

I teaspoon curagio

Pincapple wedge

Shake with ice. Strain into cockrail
glass. Decorate with small wedge of pine-
apple.

The Twenties were a wild, gaudy
period. But people knew how o have
fun. If you would recapture the simpler
jovs of those tmes, don vour Garshy
threads and shake up these Prohibition-
era drinks lor a few simpatico souls. Re
member—shake, don’t stiv! That's the
way it was done in the Twenties.
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between what we leel emotionally and
whit we experience physically. “The unity
of body-mind has been clear for centuries,”
olserves Luce, “but we had a religious
prejudice against acknowledging it”" In
The Transformation, George P. 1 2onard
remanks that Calvinism, while despising
the flesh, measured each person’s heavenly
standing in terms of his worldly success.
“Surely one of history’s neatest doctrinal
tricks,” e comments. Four hundred vears
Later. we are still paying off the newrotic
debts of our religious and social origins.
Elsewhere in his illuminating study, Leon-
ard writes: “I1is not enough 1o say merely
that the body affects the brain or tin the
brain affeas the body. T would like 1o pro-
posc. rather, that behavior affeets the total
organism: that every so-called mental state
has its physical equivalent.”

American physicians, as susceptible 10
the doibles of our cultural heritage as the
rest ol us. have vaditionally concentrated
their encrgics on mending our visceral
heings: most have conceived ol the mind
as a ghost in the machine. But who be-
lieves in ghosts? Where do you insert the
scalpel?

Happily, as things really began to snap
out of control in the past few decades,
medical researchers started 10 entertain
much broader coneepts ol oiganic har-
mony. One dividend is biofeedback, the
therapeutic weatment of “autonomous”
body processes brought under the direc
tion ol conscious thought. Yer the most
frequent advice a patient with a stress
ilness veceives is to go home and relay.
“I don't know how 1o relax.” the patient
rep ‘es. CI0 1 knew how 1o relax, I
wouldn't have these Tucking pains in my
side.” Nodding compassionarely, the doc.
tor writes a preseription for Valium, Lib-
rium or trusty ol” Miltown. Conservative
estimates indicate  that 3500,000.000 s
spent every year in pharmacies in this
country alone on tranquilizers: What they
do, in essence, is 1o diminish our percep-
tul awareness ol swesstul events and
thoughts and. as a consequence. our physi-
ological reaction o them. Of course, they
also leave us vulnerable to situations that
demind 4 stress response and coddle s
into building up a drug tolerance.

Il 2 doctor dismisses pill popping as a
emedy, he might instead recommend psy-
chiatric treatment. But, guess what>—cor-
porations do not like to think that the
men working for them are erazy, and nitry
stressed-out executives refluse such coun-
seling in fear of being exposed back at the
ofhce: most, in [act, would rather admit
to a seedy liaison with a transsexual vak.
The irony of corporate status is that while
it demands sanity as a criterion for ad
VAICCC 1 areates |ll{.‘ﬁhll|'(.’b that Ben-
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For these veasons and others, general
practitioners are left with the burden of
responsibility for treating swess illness.
Some have augmemed their stalls with
“physician extenders”—a name conjuring
up all sorts ol bizarre prosthetic devices—
who are put on the payroll as clinical psy-
chologists and paraprofessionals dealing
with behavior and vawma that lead 1o
disease.

As arule, however, modern medicine is
so spedialized, so often areased by peuy
vivalries and encumbered with a builtin
communications gap, that basic truths
constantly get lost in the shufile of sophis-
ticated information.

Consider that lor 15 years, twe cardiolo-
gists in San Francisco published more than
250 papers in every leading American
medical jowrnal concerning their research
mnto the relationship between emotional
stress and coronary discase, and just about
nobody listened.  Psychiacrists, they say,
had no idea what they were tulking alout.
They might have gone on indelinitely
whisthing down the wind except lor a lor-
tuitous accident thae brought a sample of
their work to the attention of a national
book publisher. Type A Behavior and
Your Heart resulted. In the next few years,
more than 5.000.000 people probably will
read it some will even increase their life
Spanas - consequence. 1M so. they might
send a note of gratinde 10 82 year-old
Alfred. Knopl. who set in motion the
writing ol this very accessible guide to
longevity.

Type A behavior may be defined as an
action-emotion complex that can be ob-
served inany man or woman “who is
aggressively involved in a chronic, inces-
sant strugele w achieve more and maove
in less and less time, and if required 1o do
so. against the opposing efforts ol other
things or other persons.” The above ital-
ics. as well as the concept, belong 10 co
authors Drs. Mever Friedman and Rav H.
Roscnman. In their book, they inform us
that those who exhibit excessively com-
petitive behavior, constantly hwrried ac-
tivity. [ree-floating hostility, an urge (o
interrupt others’ speech and a tendency to
do or try 1o think of two or more things
simultancously—those of us, in brief, who
are strving (o prosper on this planet at
the expense of inner peace—are the very
same persons who can look forward 1o an
carly visit from the Grim Reaper. espe-
dially if that siriving consumes almost all
ol their emotional and physical energics.

By contrast. the Type B person relaxes
without guilt, works without agitation and
feels Tile need to discuss or display his
“achievements or accomplishments. He is
far more aware of his citpabilities than con-
cerned about wha peers and superiors

may think of his actions.” Finally, his self.
confidence develops from his realistic ap-
praisal of his auributes and deficiencic

So much for theory. Cardiovascular dis-
cases affcaed 28.000.000 Americans in
1972, according 10 the American Hear
Association’s most recent figures. They
accounted lor 53 percent of all deaths.
35 percent of which were caused by heart
attacks. In 1971, more than 1.000.000
people died ol heartrelated diseases, one
[ourth of them under 65. The numbers
keep piling up vear by vear. It costs us
19.7 billion dollars annually in medical
and rescarch expenses o wreat cardio-
vascular problems. The Heart Associa-
ton is iinally beginning 1o consider suress
as i probable cause. Officially, the AHLA.
does not wish o he asked what o do
about it: “Only the individual himsell
can alter his lifestyle and comtrol his emo
tional reaction 1o daily evenis.” That's the
policy statement. Somehow it evokes the
attitude of Victorians tow wrd sexual dis
orders: Only the individual himsell can
alter his disgusting habit ol masturbation
and prevent hair from growing on iy
pabns by conwrolling his despicable urge
to stick his Sir Thomas in every Lady
Jane that Autters by.

Drs. Friedman and Rosenman have an
other notion. They devote one third of
Type A Behavior o practical guidelines
and suggestions for lifestyle cange. Thev
include drills and exercises: Remind your-
sell daily that things worth being are more
important than things worth having: learn
to hold opinions loosely: hecome inti-
mate (spiritvally) with your friends: stop
and look around and open vour senses 1o
the wonders of the universe: slow down

stop talking and start listening.
Sound familiar: Maybe even a linile
sophomoric  and  platinndinous?  Well.

you've no doubt come across most of thie
material before in those sell-improvement
guides written hy men who swear o have
carned 512,000,000 in their spare time and
who ofler their secrets 1o you for $7.98 or;
a 30-day noaisk basis. Indeed, it must he
said that Friedman and Rosenman seem s
little out of their depth when they plomlb
the mysteries of self-realization. No mat
ter, they are onto something massively im-
portmi to our collective health, and i
may ultimately be for humanists and he-
haviorists o step in and lend them a hand
with more refined and persuasive coping
methods. Many valid attempts in this
area—ranging from Esalen and other self
fulfillmem groups—olten  scare awav
Type A individuals: 100 mystical. thev
think. wo damn prying, nuybe even a lit-
te fruity, and besides, who has time for
such nonsense?

It appears that more and more of us
will begin o make time as ow awarcnes;
increases: Fear of dying does that 10 us,
makes us amenable 1o strategies for living



“We've still at the amoeba-splitting stage of our

sex-education course, Randolph I think discussion of the problems

of premature ejaculation can wait.”
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outside our normatl spheres of imerest.

But most of us don’t listen umil it's too
Lite—even il our bodies have been ha-
ranguing us for vears to lay back and look
around. Once again. our glands precipi-
tate the damage, but in this instance they
convert stress into mortality by a slightly
different process. The relaxed reader will
recall that when last we visited the hypo-
thalamus. it was so stoned on steroids that
it neglected to send a cease-five signal to
the pituitary. Not content merely 10 screw
up our endocrines, it was also elevating
the level of cholesterol in our blood, a
direct cause ol coronary disease.

Several years ago, Friecdman and Rosen-
man induced Type A behavior into lab-
oratory riats by purposcly damaging their
hypothalami. The damaged rats left docile
ones alone but viciously attacked competi-
tive rats. Their cholesterol levels shot up,
Way up.

“The hypothalamus is a very interest-
ing son ol a gun.” siys Friedman. “We dis-
covered that under dwonic struggle it
overdrives the sympathetic nervous sys:
tem. releases hormones that discharge cho-
lesterol. increases dlotting clements in the
blood. even a prediabetic state. Amaz-
ingly. cardiologists have been barely aware
that it existed.”

We are seated in Fricdman's small un
cunered office in the Harold Brunn In-
stitute lor Cardiovasculne Research at
Mount Zion Hospial and Medical Center
in San Francisco. He says he considers
himsell a Type A personality who works
as much Type B behavior imo his life as
possible. “TFor instance,” he says, “once 1
would have scheduled this interview for
an hour sharp: now I've given mvsell all
nmorning, so we G take as much time
as necessary.”

I am especially happy 1o learn this, for
I found mysell, minutes before, exhibit-
ing heavy Type A belavior as 1 iuter-
rupted his pleasant vamblings 1o stick in
some pertinent questions. He has already
identified me as & Type A by virtue of my
speech patterns—bunching words togeth-
er, punching out cerain phrases for em-
phasis. I am, to say the least, chagrined.
How cn he deny me my wonderful inner
tranquillity? Doesn't he know how many
joints 1 had to smoke in my life to become
so cosmically serene, at what cost 1o my
jellified brain I hope never 1o compre-
hend? I have been yogafied. acidized, Can-
nabisized  and  mescalinated  into near
catatonia, and yer this foolish fellow insists
on classilying me with the hard-nose pushy
bastards who run the world.

Hiumm.,

“A Type A motorizes his anxiety into
his struggle.” the doctor is explaining. “By
that T mean he fTuels his competitiveness
with worry and doubt. Type A's ave very
insecure, so they constantly feel a need o
prove their worth by acquiring more and
more. They begin 1o think in numbers.
always in numbers. A while back, we ran
astudy ol thivty-five hundred local cor-
porate men: over the ten years we kept
records on them, the ones we originally
classificd as Type A's tined out 10 he
thyee times more likely to get coronary
heart disease than Type B's. It made us
suspicious.”

Smiling affably. Friedman withdraws a
cassette recorder  from his desk.  For
the next halt hour, we listen w inter-
views with various subjects. By listening
to quite unsubtle cues in their speech pat-
terns as the doctor points them o 1o me.
I am quickly able 1o distinguish A from B.
Though most of us ae a mix of the two,
one type will predominate. But there scem

“I wonder if you could help me out, sir. I'm trying lo
scrape up enough money for a vasectomy.”

1o be gradations ol each. Yes, replies
Fricdman. there are different levels of
both. A-1 people are in the most danger.
“I think,” he says, “it would be good for
you to hear a hot A

Into the recorder goes a tape of a man-
ulacturing engineer at Lockheed. At the
end of his responses, the man frequently
sighs—"A  sure sign!”  Friedman  ex
clair and the man's staccito vhytlhms
betray an unmistakable hostility.

“He died of a heart atick 1wo months
alter thar interview.” Friedman reveals.
“He was forty-cight.”

“He sounded pretey healihy 1o me, doc.
Uptight but healthy.™

“He's dead.”

Fricdman inserts another tape. On it
it bank president speaks glowingly of in-
creased revenues, siaps ont a few words,
bites olf syllables, internupts the inter
viewer to complete her sentences for her.

“Died a year after thar was made,” says
Friedman. “Filtv-one™”

And so it goes. Strong. vigorous busi-
ness executives punch out  answers  in
clipped professional tones, pound the desk
for emphasis and e pronounced dead
when the recording ends.

All this, T must admit. chills me, and 1
am not even a businessman. In lacr, T sit
by mysell in a small room much of the
time. pushing oval tvpe keys and getting
off on obscure words. T am ecstatic 1o dis-
cover, for instance. that a xyster is a small
instrument used in surgery. Immediately, 1
deduce that a Lewver handling Lawsuits
involving this instrument must be a xyster
shyster. and my day is made. Sall, T ap
parently exhibic more Type A hehavior
than T anticipated. and with no difficuliy
my svimpathics reach out to embrace de-
parted  bank  presidents and  late hall-
bearing tveoons.

We do not have 1o be reminded that
we are all under enormous pressures. no
15 it necessary for us to bone up on the
grisly capitalistic vices thar contaminate
our glands. squeeze off our capillaries
and clog our arteries with greasy plague.
What does scem worth learning is the
dynamics of sell-damage: having consid-
ered them. we stand at least a chance ol
re-engineering our lives 1o eliminate as
much emotional flack as posible. This is
just about all that prolessional healers
like Friedman and Rosenmin keep wy-
ing to impress upon us.

No great surprise, the easy division of
Type A and Type B has provided palaver
for many parlor games over the Pitst year,
Well, we made bisexuality a pop commod-
ity. so why not coronary diseascs

In o moment of plaintive reflection.
Friedman reveals a small sadness: 1 feel
we've writien a book on how to read and
write for a bunch of illitermes.” Tvpe A's,
he says. have lost the patience 1o read.
They think 1hey don't have time. and
theyre innately resistant 1o any philosa-
phy that scems designed o diminish their
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competitive drive. “But we're telling
them.” Friedman continues, “that nobody
ever failed in business because he man-
aged 1o do a job too well 100 slowly.”

Type B exccutives typically plan well
ahead, space their conversations and
thoughts over a longer period, feel litde
need to thrust their opinions into the
middle of a colleague’s remarks. Usually
they survive their Type A counterparts,
but perhaps equally as important, they
seem to enjoy life much more along the
way. “A’s have no respect for B's,” ob-
serves Friedman. “But the smart B uses an
A. The great salesmen are A's. The cor-
porate presidents are usually B's.”

What happens when the boss is an un-
rclenting Type A? Well, consider what
happened o Richard Nixon—the head of
the world's biggest conglomerate. Ervors
in judgment are endemic to Type A's.
“The mistakes these people make are in-
credible!” Friedman exclaims, “They get
locked into thought patterns, they get
harried, they literally don’t have time to
think straight. Nixon keeping those tapes
around—a perfect illustration of A he-
havior. Now, if he had surrounded himsell
with a few B’s, he might have been res-
cued. A combination of A's and B’s at the
highest level of decision leads to magnifi-
cent creative irritation. But a Type A at
the very top, il he can't stand eriticism, if
he's constamtly combative, . . " The
thought upsets Friedman and he drops it
to reclaim another area of diagnosis. “Hab-
its are scabs on the personality,” he says.
“They can be changed, no matter how
long a person has been behaving in only
one way.”

Many experts in the field of cardiovas-
cular research disagree with the Tvpe A
hypothesis; they argue that Friedman and
Rosenman slough off obvious risk fac
tors—smoking, for example, and high-
saturated-far diets. Among the skeptics is
Dr. Hemy Blackburn of the University
of Minnesota. He sugaests that if the
Type A bebavior theory deserves serious
consideration, it should be able to tran-
scend cultures. The urban Japanese, says
Blackburn, live in an overcrowded, often
friantic environment—ideally suited by
Friedman and Rosenman’s standards to
produce coromry discase. But the heart-
actack rate in Japan has always heen ex-
ceedingly low. The Finns, on the other
hand, live stolid outdoor lives Iree from
stress and stain, yet they exhibit the
lighest rate of coronary discase known to
mitn, most probably as a consequence of
their diet.

“The Type A behavior idea remains an
inadequately tested and possibly even an
untestable hypothesis,” Blackburn adds.
He worries about glib assumptions of
cause and effect. “There is no statistical
relationship yet. as there is between ciga-
rette smoking and lung cancer.” He feels
that Friedman and Rosenman may also be
misinterpreting their own data, mistaking

192 one of a set of multiple influences on

coronary disease as its major cause.

“The point,” Blackburn continues, “is
that Type A behavior may be bad, but it
isn’t essential to the coronaryrisk ques
tion. We all have a gut feeling that goal-
less and aggressive behavior may be stupid
and unhealthy and should be a major con-
cern. But the tragedy ol the Friedman-
Rosenman book is its tendency 10 make
baseless, fanatical statements.”

Blackburn and others pillory the au-
thors for dealing superficially with pro-
found cultural issues. Matthew Dumont in
his New York Times review asks rhetori-
cally: “What should we have expected?
After 10,000 years of philosophy, should
cardiologists be the ones 1o do a new ac-
counting of the human condition?”

My own fecling is that rhetorical ques-
tions like the one above are a major cause
of coronary disease. As an uninformed
citizen, my sympathies lie with Friedman
and Rosenman: even so, it seems to me
they propose that the meek shall inherit
the earth at the expense of the rest of us.
The schleppers, the ham-and-eggers, they
appear to argue, will ultimately prevail.
I don’t mind leaving my meager estate to
the paper plucker in the park if I have to
go before he does, but it would at least
comfort me to know that he won't pass
lis extra hours dribbling soup all over my
collected manuscripts.

- - -

Man should not try to avoid stress
any more than he would shun food,
love or exercise.

——HANS SELYE
Newsweek, MARCH 31, 1958

If Nixon and Ivan the Terrible, among
others, have given chronic stress a bad
name, it should be remarked that some
forms of stress, like some forms of absti-
nence, assert a therapeutic value on our
lives.

Currently, one of the most vocal and
respected proponents of beneficial stress is
the very same chap who first vevealed to
the world what a miserable mess it was
making of its bodily functions: Dr. Hans
Selve. On the dust jacket of his recent
book, Stress Without Distress, he can be
seen fondling a large white rat. Selye
peers studiously above bifocals while the
rat gazes off into space with a look of in-
finite resignation, knowing in its genes
that there are better places 10 be for a
large white rat than in the clutches of this
snall adventurous researcher.

Luckily for the rodent. Selye in the past
few years has drified away from experi-
mental investigation into biochemical phi-
losophizing—to wit, an attempt to fashion
a universal code of behavior for mankind
out ol his cellular discoveries.

For much of his life, Selye, 68, has
engorged animals’ adrenals with stress hor-
mones and otherwise upset their homeo-
stasis: but of late, he has confined himself
to squinting into his microscope past the
minute particles on his slides, beyond the

illuminating mirror and out into the cos-
mos, where the heady questions of mean-
ing and purpose wait to be pondered.
Dissecting a leaf to understand the concept
of a tree—others before him have made
the attempt and some, like Don Juan, the
Yaqui sorcerer, have succeeded.

“What I have discovered,” Selve con-
fides, “is that the body uses clearly identi-
fiable chemical instructions o raise its
resistance and 1o adapt. The laws of seclf-
preservation that operate here are inher-
ent in the subcellular structure of all
living organisms and furnish natural
guidelines [or behavior in daily life.”

Oh?

In the past 12 hours, I have waveled
3000 miles to visit this celebrated man at
his Institute of Experimental Rescarch in
Montreal; have slept with cockroaches and
Canuck dopers and hookers in the only
avatlable room in town, bathroom down
the hall and don't sit on the toilet; have
labored through his book under a naked
20-waut light bulb in search of wruth: have
been misunderstood in French, English
and several languages in between: and
have developed blisters from walking the
cobblestones of Old Montreal in new
shoes.

Am I ready for a few answers? AMais ou.
Does Selye have them? Qui sait? What
I do know is that he resides in the world's
most wonderful office—plush red leather,
decply buffed, with mighty tomes rising
celestially to the ceiling like pillars of
pure intellect, handsome walnut every-
where and the fainly musty smell of schol-
arship. Selye himsell reminds me much of
Sam Jaffe doing his archetypal Kindly
Physi . Compact. alert, unruffled. An
clfin smile for every situation.

Any flaw will do, then, any human frail-
ty to match mine.

But no, Dr, Hans Selye made most of
his mistakes long before T was born. Not
that he scems smug or self-righteous; it is
simply that as the aflternoon wears on. he
speiks to me of the cenwral problems of the
aniverse in such hackneyed phrases that 1
yearn for a few hard-won insights and
smelly truths.

“Earn thy neighbor’s love,” he says.
“Practice altruistic egotism.” And “Adapt
and collaborate.” The Iaws of biology. he
says, are ruthless and inevitable; we must
structure codes of behavior that are com-
patible with them. Cells cannot thrive
without symbiosis; therefore, be selfish
but not at the expense of other humans.
Earn their gratitude or love. Evolution de-
pends on cellular harmony, but a cancer
cares only for iself and feeds on other
parts of its own host and thus commits
biological suicide.

Knowing all this, Selye cominues, we
should structure our lives 1o create as
much personal harmony as possible, En-
gender good will: you will reduce external
threats, sccuring your place in sociery.

“Frankly, you did well to come here to
sec me,” the docor observes. “I can rell




“I can’t stand these guys who eat and run?”’
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“Stop complaining. You knew what you were g(’h‘mg
into when your father left you the business.”

vou things vou could not hope to learn
anywhere clse.”

Things about stress?

“Exactly.”

Beneficial siress?

“Yes, I call it ‘eustress’ 1o distinguish it
from distress. Eu- as in euphori:

What about n?

*“Fame and tranquillity can never be
bedfellows.” ™ he says. quoting Montaigne.
I think it’s a terrific quote, but [ have no
idea how it relates 1o the issue at hand.
The doctor leans forward to explain. “The
lash of a whip or a passionate kiss is
cqually stressful.” Then he smiles.

Somechow we have skipped from cancer
to fame to kisses in a matter ol seconds.
I [alier. Secking reluge in silence, I search
for missing links. But. like the oracle of
the I Ching. Selye leaves space lor inter-
pretation. Much space. He next shows me
a steel molecular model of a stress hor-
mone; it reminds me of mistakes I made
with my ercalor set as a child.

“To go lrom this model 10 how to be-
have with a drunk is a great jump,” Selye
says. At that I nod.

Pressing on, I learn from him that good
siress involves marshaling just enough de-
fense mechanisms to meet a specific de-
mand; bad stress is overreaction. Bad
stress, by analogy, is the entire Canadian
horder pawol charging into Vermont o
beat hack one man armed with a BB rifle.
Bad stress is too many good hormones do-
ing too many good things all at the wrong
ume.

Hevedity and other internal condition-
ing [actors give cach of us a particular and
unique stress-resistance threshold. While
some neced to burn ofl energy. others are
more tuned to passivity. Stress. as Selve
now defines it, is a very broad concept, in-
deed: it is the nonspecific response of the
body to any demand made upon it. My-
sell, T prefer o think of stress as a response
to pressures, responsibilities and veal or
imagined threats.

But I can live with his definition. if only
he will fill in some of those vawning gaps.
He speaks of the need for commiunent in
life, the need for recognizing one's limita-
tions. And the necessity of choosing one’s
own goals, regardless of what others wrge.

Snades of Bishop Fulton Sheen and Nor-
man Vincent Peale. I am not quite ready
to dismiss the man as a philosophical
featherweight, but he does seem cushioned
[rom the bleak realities of making do.

How do vou apply your behavior code
to a blue-collar worker with three Kids.
debts, a lousy job. a magging wife and
psoriasis? I ask.

“I have my hands full making that trans
lation.” he confesses.

Well, then. how do you apply it 1o your
own hie?

“I don't know il vou noticed.” Selve
rcplit‘s. “but I have no lups.”

For a second, 1 certain the secretary
laced my tea with a double dose of ac id.
Rullng I follow him to the Library shell.
On it rests a clear-plastic cube encasing a
hip joint the size of a baseball,

Yours? T inquire.

Selve nods. 1 have two artificial hips.
It doesn’t hother me in the least. I know
I must accept the limitations this imposes.
and so I never worry abour what I can’t
do. I take pride in what I can do with two
artificial hips. I bicvce 10 work every
morning at five aa” A twinkle flickers
across his eves: again the leprechaun grin.

At 68, this [ellow bicycles 1o his office at
dawn and works daily until eight in the
evening. He is loved at home, respected on
the job. His library alone contains 97.000
articles and books on the physiology of
stress, and they all owe some debt o Ins
original endocrine research. He must rank
as one of the most secure pcoplt: on carth.
No wonder that he finds it dificult to em-
pathize with misery and fear. T feel im-
pertinent 1o have considered him remote.
Having listened closely., having seen his
hip. I begin to understand. Here is a
happy man.

- - -

Back in San Francisco's North Beach. on
the corner of Grant and Columbus. T come
aaoss Pavolman MacGillvray, a 20-vear
veteran who laughs and tweaks his nosc
like somebody's [avorite uncle. Murders,
rapes. muggings, they pass through his
lile as regularly as seasonal winds. Suill
he Iaughs. He must know something. “In
this occupation.” he says. “you gotta keep
vour smile.”

A smile, the instant siress tonic! T will
take you, MacGillvray, and T will broad-
cast vou coast to coast . . . but wait. what's
this? The laughing lJOIl(‘t‘lll:lll is hoisting
up his thick blue shirt right in broad day
light. exposing before my eves one terrible-
looking scar shaped like a rool, rising up
from both sides of his rib cage 10 meet
below the heart.

“They just abowt killed me,” he says.

Who? How?

“Ulcers,” says MacGillvray,
me my stomach.”

When?

“Worked rvadio dispatch for 1en years,
screening calls—who to take serious, who
to hang up on. tough 1o dedde.”

“they cost



I sce, MacGillvray, you were one of us
in those days, hypertense, taut, but after
the stomach thing, you learned to laugh,
and now

“Discorrect,” he interrupts. "1 was
born a wiscass joker, only way to keep
your e-queer-librium.” Ha-ha-ha. Another
chuckle.

Then tell me, MacGillvray, if you were
always so loose and casy. how come the
ulcers? I've done a fair amount of re-
search and

“Mustard,” he replies. “Too much mus-
tard on the pastrami.”

Goddamn! Here, right before my eyes,
is the Krishnamurti of the street beat, and
the best T can get [rom him is mustard.

“Don’t spend any wooden nickels.” he
siys, strolling awiy with a merry whistle.

End of dialog.

Pavolman MacGillvray's ulcers pose a
direct threat o my speculations on stress,
no doubt about it. Best 1o move on quick-
ly, then, hoping to find aid and comfort
clsewhere.

The next man who speaks about on-
the-job stress turns out to have spent the
past six years of his life figuring out what
to do about it, and since he happens to be
a pro quarterback, recently retived. he can
be considered an authority on nervous
indigestion. Eight yewrs ago. when 49er
quarterback John Brodie was struggling
to maintain his starting berth, he suc
cumbed during one practice session o a

fit of exasperation. “Get off my ass!” he
shouted at coach Y. A. Tittle, unloading
a left hook in the direction of Tiule’s
nose. In time, Title and Brodie grew to
be close friends, and along the way, Bro-
die developed a personal philosophy de-
signed to help him withstand the pressurcs
of his craft.

“Mental anguish from outside is part
of what vou come to expect.” he says.
“Every quarterback up therc can throw a
football and hit a target nineteen times
out of twenty, all things being equal. But
primarily what counts is the size of the
guy who's playing: T mean, how able is he
to handle all those outside factors, one of
them being stress? To take a look av that,
you've got to take a look at what is stress.
Well, once you get to the point where you
realize any situation is only as important
as the importance you place on it, and that
importance can only affect your play de-
rogatorily. to the degree vou allow it to
distract your attention from the perform-
ance itsclf. then the whole bag becomes to
let other people do the worrying. I you're
in a decision-making position, you've got
to learn not to be affected by outside pres-
sures. I[ youre the tvpe who is, you don't
belong in that capacity.

“Most good quarterbacks are like that.
They see in a way, they say, “What is all
this shit, is it something we can touch?
No, it's only as big a deal as I make it." So,
in my case, the less attention 1 paid to

what the fans thought or what my wile
thoughi, the more 1 could approach being
as able as I really was potentially.”

Which was more able than most. Over
a career that spanned 16 years, Brodic,
while reflective, was not remote from the
abrasive humor of locker rooms. In fact,
he thrived on it. and he says that sense of
camaraderie sustained him through in-
juries and the yearly floods that turned
Kezar Stadium into an uninhabitable 100-
vard marsh.

“Pressure,’” he continues, “has a crazy
way ol creating itsell in you when you
get into agreement with what other people
think you ought to be doing. Pressure is
agreement with inferior viewpoints. The
whole game of life is one of understand-
ing, and that’s exactly where my involve-
ment with Scientology comes in.”

When tendonitis hindered Brodie’s pass
ing ability in the late Sixties, he sought
help from doctors, who prescribed a varie-
ty of painkillers. He soon found himsclf
more dependent on pills than he wanted
to be. Casting about lor other remedies,
he stumbled upon Scientology. a “brain
game.” as he puts it, that connects path-
ways of communication. Hocus-pocus 1o
some, but for Brodie this venture ito
emotional darity provided a real and per-
manent curc.

“It turned out the stress I was bringing
in had affected my arm, only I didn’t know
that at the time, of course. My sceretary
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happened to be a Scientologist, and while
I was wrying to denounce what she was
doing, she kept looking better and better
and I kept looking worse: so finally she
introduced me o this fellow who was an
auditor, and I went in for a session. It was
exposed to me during those four hours of

auditing how the arm problem had arisen
through my agreement with it—or, in
other words, my head. Now. that’s hine. to
know it's there, but my contention was,
OK, now I know, but it’s still there, right:
Except that after those four hours, the arm
tendonitis disappeared. 1 came out with

no pain. I figured, il it can do that for my
arm, what can it do lor me?”

Has Scientology held up lor him over
the years?

“It never ceases to, get beuer.” says
Brodie, who at 59 looks 1o be as healthy
and comene as a Marine drill sergeant on

remember how momma used to tell you to chew slowly . . . be quiet . . .

HD‘% @X{ﬂ and stop fidgeting? this quiz proves that momma was right all along

Driving home, some greaser cuts in
front of vou. so you:
AL slow down, pull out a fat joint
and relax
recall when vou were a greaser
and wonder il it's possible with
gray hair and a paunch
C. grip the wheel more tightly,
clench vour teeth and follow
along, mudtering 1o voursell
D. get out your .58 and pump six
quick ones into his trunk
Your interest is basebhall; the crowd
you're with is deep into it discussion
of new [ashions. When there’s a lull
in the conversation, you say:
A. “Treally don’t know much about
clothes™
B. "I bought a suit in 1958”
C. “Speaking of dothes, how about

B

that  Aaron being waded 10
Milwaukees”

D. “Does puce cash with llamingo
pink?”

Your wile/hushand /whatever would
probably describe you as:

A. lazy, sloppy, fun to be with

B. someone who talked to plants
before all the books came out

C. always hardheaded and pracu-
cal; someone who takes business
problems home Irom the office

D. someone who listens 1o plants

You're siwing at vour desk. chatting
with a colleague. when vour secre-
wry brings in a letter for vou to

g at thar moment, vour tele-

phone rings. You then:

A. pick up 1he receiver and ask the
caller 10 telephone later, put
vour signatmre on the leter and
continue the conversation with
vour colleague

B. pick up your colleague. put your
signature on the telephone re-
ceiver and sirike up a conversa-
tion with your secretary

C. pick up the receiver with one
hand, sign the letter with the
other and contmue the conversa-
tion with vour colleague during
pauses on the wlephone

D. hide under your desk and quiver

You think you function best when you:

A. have plenty of time o sort things
outl

B. have plemty of subordinates to
sort things out

C. are up against a hard deadline
and have 1o do it Last yowrself or
not at all

D. [unction least

You're very busy and a guy you work
with drops in 1o tell a raunchy joke
about a woman with a mink-lined
muflin. You:

A. Laugh, then tell a Tunnier one
about a fellow with glass westicles

B. arc impressed by his sophisti-
cated sense ol humor

C. prewend 1o be interesied but con-
tinue to think about vour work

D. warn him that Gloria Steinem’s
been seen in the neighborhood,
brandishing gardening shears

Your [riend stutters and has trouble
getting his sentences out. so vou:

A stutter, too

B. wait patiently until he completes
his thought

C. jump in and finish most of his
sentences for him

D. reply when he's finished, “Easy
for you to say”

When you smoke, vou smoke:

A. anything that burns—except cig-
arcuies

B. an occasional cigarette. because
they somerimes taste good

C. only cigarettes, plenty of ‘e,

but every time you light up, you

feel guilty about not quitting
parsley  laced with  something
or:lngf: gTO“'(.‘l'S use 1o Ill'cﬁ('r\’e
the bruc: it doesn’t get vou high.
but it keeps vou looking young

A Iriend has set up a blind dare for
you. The first thing vou think to
voursel is:

A. I hope she’s as prenty as Candice
Bergen '

B. I hope she’s as preuy as Don
Kunouts

C. T hope I score, because that’ll be
number 137!

D. T hope she likes lizards and
Mazola oil, 100

At the end ol an office day, your desk-
top resembles:

A. Berlin after the war

B. a aap table ar Cacsars Palace

C. the smooth surfliace of a lake

D. nothing—vou got rid of the
desk: made the oflice too linear

Which of these people would you most
like to be?

D

A. Harpo Marx

B. Picasso

C. John D. Rockeleller

D. the Vienna Boys’ Choir

You usually get home from the oflice,
cat dinner and:

AL spend an hour or so with vour
[avorite book or hobby

B. spend an hour or so with your
favorite hooker

C. feel guilty, pull some work from
vour briclease, then go o bed

D. feel like a dancin’ fool, do a soft-
shoe routine on the dining-room
table. then go take a bath in
nEyonnaise

You're at a [ancy Frendh restaurant
and when the canard @ Uovange is
served, vou:

A. wish it were a Big Mac

B. prod it slvly with a fork to check
its tenderness

C. salt it before asting it

D. vy not to think of Huey. Dewey
and Louie

You walk in and find vour mate in bed
with another man, and you:

A understand  for the fst ume
where rrLavsov cwtoouists get
their ideas

B. explode in anger and throw the
hastard out

C. fight 1o maintain vour poise and
disgnise your anger

D. ask il vou cn hang around and
pick up a lew pointers

Il you were asked o idemily with one
character in Aesop’s Lable abour the
hare and the tortoise, you'd choose:

A. the torioise

B. Aesop

C. the have

D. the muskran by two touchdowns

ANSWER KEY

A C answer to a majority ol the
above questions  indicates  excessive
Type A behavior, This combination
of hostility, insccurity aud ageressive-
ness many medical researchers now he-
lieve to he primarily responsible for
carly heart disease and swress-related
illnesses. Type A's have dulled senses.
which is why they salt before tasting,
An A Bor D answer to the quiz ques-
tions suggests that vou may be as weird
as we are, bur barring heredivry dis:
case, you'll probably live a Jong and
healthy lile, nevertheless.




“I'like it, Maria, but I don’t think it’s the Valican.
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his way home from a Zen monastery. Some
of that equanimity may be attributable to
a $75,000-a-year retircment stipend, his
long-term reward for manipulating the
old AF.L. against the N.F.L. when the
two warring leagues decided to make peace
and only Brodie’s threat of a lawsuit stood
in the way.

But enough cconomics. “There are so
many cult games totally unlike Scientolo-
gy- You get to fecling real good and you're
away from the environment you live in,
but then you go back into life and you
fmd yourself in the same bag you were
in before. The idea is to be in any space,
no matter what's going on, and not bring
it in on you. It doesn’t mean don’t be in-
volved, it means be wvery involved, but
without getting hung up on irrelevant
problems, things you don’t have any con-
trol over. Handle what you can do some-
thing about.

“It's a question, I think, of always
knowing what your purpose is. If your
purpose in playing football is to make
money, as a team you're going to fail,
that purpose is not sufficient to cary you
to a championship. The same thing hap-
pens to a guy who gets started in a busi-
ness right out of college; he gets moving
and grooving and he's having a ball, all
right, and six months later the world
caves in. Well, somehow his purpose has
changed, it's been altered by the people
around him who keep saying, *This is all
a bunch of shit anyway. just put in your
time and make money." Now, that totally
balls up his purpose, which was to do a
real good service to the community, to be
somebody who's respected.”

The more honest you are with yourself
and others, Brodie feels, the less likely you
are to invite distrust and inner conflict.

“Look at the Oakland Athletics. The
only way they can make it as a tcam is to
all be aboveboard. Right out. They don't
let anything go unconfronted. Because if
they allowed what could happen to them
in that organization to happen from the
top, they'd be overwhelmed, rocking off
the walls. I'm sure they've discussed how to
handle the stress, and they decided the
best way was to let it all hang out.”

The trick, for sure, is to deflect stress
and anxiety by applying clarity of vision
to yourself in difficult times. Toward the
end of the 1973 season, Brodie re-exam-
ined his quarterbacking abilities. “When
you read a blitz but you can't do anything
about it. you don’t belong in the game,”
he concluded. A day later, he announced
his retirement.

“I was no longer as effective a player
as it was necessary for me to be by my own
standards. My other involvements and in-
terests obviously ate into this; in order 10
play that simple game, you gotta get all
the complex shit out of your system and
keep it out. Some of the importance of
playing had diminished for me; 1 wasn't
performing like I wanted to, so I just quit.
That's all. I have no regrets.”

Which leaves Brodie alive and well and
pretty much on top of his case. Bur what
about the rest of us?

Well, for most people who cherish the
rub and tug of testing our capacities
against high odds, it makes sense that re-
leasc from work pressures logically in-
cludes a heavy dose of exertion. Exercises
that do us the most good are those that
involve an element ol injury risk, savs Dr.
Sol Ray Rosenthal, who has been studving
the subject for years.

He has determined that when we ride
horses, ski, scuba dive or mountain climb,
for instance, our endocrines release hor-
mones that give us a feeling of imense
exhilaration. The euphoria is pure, unen-
cumbered by any feelings of doubt or fear.
“Calculated risks,” he argues, “are essen-
tial for our daily well-being.”

The more cfficicnt we become, the great-
er the challenges we should undertake. Al-
though the possibility of sustaining injnry
is essential to the exhilaration that comes
with accomplishment, Rosenthal warns
against reckless endeavors. They do noth-
ing good to our systems, he says. Mostly
what they do is break our bones and ear
our ligaments. Rosenthal’s beliel in 1isk
exercise stems from a lifetime of fox hunt-
ing; his considerable rescarch gives sub-
stance to the theory, but it stll remains
for scientists to isolate a particular steroid
responsible for the ecstasy of agony.

Touch football and other competitive
sports perform the same biochemical func-
tions to a lesser degree; what we risk is
the possibility of losing, and for some that
emotional drain negates the heneficial as-
pects of exertion. Competition, says Ro-
senthal. provides a good release only for
those who can leave their frustrations on
the playing field.

Jogging, swimming and other sports
that demand liule risk and no competi-
tion arc valuable in roning the nervous
system and enhancing endurance. If there
is no exhilarating rush, there is often a
sense of subdued release attached 1o them.

Ironically, the two most highly recom-
mended methods of coping with stress ap-
pear to demand contravening disciplines:
total relaxation in the case of meditanon,
total exertion in the quest for risk. Yet
cach approach requires an element of un-
remitting concentration on the present
moment. It is as if the clusive and cnig-
matic answer to shedding the tensions of
daily life locates itself in the epicenter of
our psyches. Orbiting about, we throw off
random waves of cnergy that are quite
capable of deswoving us, if unchanncled.
But when we concenuate that encrgy
within and trust it to transport us hevond
the limits of reason, a miraculous act of
rejuvenation takes place. In our complex
and disjointed time, this simple achieve-
ment of inner harmony may be the most
difficule task of all.



BANKS ON THE BRINK

excessive concern with earnings, unwise
diversification.  insufficient  capital—are
not in themselves enough to cause a wave
ol hank failures, But there are other difh-
culties Turther clouding the picture. Cor-
porate treasurers, who wused to be content
1o let a few million dollars lie around in
non-interest-paving  checking  accounts.
now realize that every dollar  possible
should be at work carning the exwemely
high interest rates available today. Thus,
money has been moved rom checking ac
counts into a relatively new instrument,
the certihicate of deposit. These are sold
only in multiples ol S100,000, currently

(continued from page 138)

pary in excess of 11 percent and are issued
for short periods—commonly 30, 60 or 90
days. In the past two years, the total of
these C.D.s purchased by customers of the
30 largest U.S. banks has visen 135 per-
cent. or 16 billion dollars. During the
same  period. interest-free demand  de-
posits—checking accounts—rose oaly 13
percent. Bankers would obviously rath-
er pay nothing than pay 11 percent. Not
only are C.D.s a more expensive way lor
a bank to raise funds but they are also
an mherently less stable source of money.
Sudden shifts in affection by the buvers
of C.Ds cn occur, leaving the out-ol-

I
.\.

favor bunk dimgerously short of funds.
The increasing use of C.D.s by banks
to raise money is the direct product of
the mania for growth of our new-siyle
bankers. When a bank was content to
operate within a defined commmity, it
usually had an ecqually defined. loyal
group ol customers. Their deposits were
a stable base on which a bank carried out
its lending activities. Today, the large
banks are all engaged in a herce nation-
wide comperition for money, bidding
against one another for the excess funds
of large corporations and investors whose
only loyalty is to the highest possible re-
turn on thewr money. If we enter a period
of severe world-wide recession, banks could

AN \[| >
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find many of their borrowers going broke.
These narrow spreads created by the C.D.
war give less breathing space before any
defaulted loans wipe out a bank’s profits,
or even create losses—losses that reduce
the dangerously low levels of capital still
further.

Such defaults by borrowers are the most
obvious way a bank can lose moncey. In
the past few years, there has been an
ominous rise in the number of bad loans,
despite general prosperity. In 1973, many
of the largest banks were hit by a ris-
ing tide ol uncollectible loans: Bank of
America, Chase Manhattan and Bankers
Trust all showed more than a 50 percent
jump in bad loans from the prior year;
at First National City Bank, loan losses
doubled those of the previous year; and
lor the First National Bank of Boston and
the Irving Trust of New York, both
among the 20 largest banks in the country,
the comparable figures were triple those
of the prior year. Part of the reason for
this is that banks, in search of higher re-
turns, have incareased their lending in
such arcas as real estate, where the rates
are higher because, simply, the risks are
greater.

The current upward spiral of interest
rates introduces yet another element of
added risk: Most loans to large borrow-
ers—unlike consumer loans—are made at
a rate that rises or falls with the prime
rate, the amount banks charge their best
customers. T'wo years ago, when the prime
riate was six percent, a borrower may have
titken out a five-year loan at two percent
over prime, or cight percent. Today, he is
paying 14 percent [or that same loan, and
the added interest burden may be just
enough to tip the scales: A builder who
had no trouble making payments at cight
percent may be forced into bankruptcy
when the rate reaches 14; thus the entire
loan is defaulted. Speaking ol the increas-
ing number of defaults by borrowers, one
banker suggested that the problem is like-
ly to get worse. He poimed out, “In the
banking business, we use the old exter-
nnator’s rule: If you've got one rat,
you've got 50." All of this adds up to one
thing: Banks have never been less able
to withstand a serious economic shock
wave. When and if that small shock wave
comes, it will most likely come from
overseas.

At the end of 1964, just ten U. S. banks
operated abroad. Together, they had a
modest total of 5.8 billion dollars in over-
scas assets. By the middle of 1974, 125
American banks had branches abroad,
with 147 billion dollars in assets outside
the U.S, a staggering 2500 percent in-
crease. There are simply not 125 American
banks, possibly not even 23, with enough
experience and skill to operate successfully
in the complicated and clubby world of
international finance. Eliot Janeway, a
maverick but respected  cconomist, de-
scribed the bankers’ rush overseas, particu-

gp0 larly to Europe, this way: “They were

like a high school kid who'd just had his
first picce of tail—they wanted to know
why someone hadn’t clued them in earlier
on how great it was.” What made over-
seas banking seem so appealing to the new
participants was very simple: its profit-
ability. According to one international
banker, the spread overseas was double
what the bank was earning domestically.

When novice bankers got to London,
capital of international finance, they
found a complex and different way of
doing business, far higher costs of opera-
tion than those in the States, the intrica-
cies of currency fluctuations and much
lower spreads than those that had beck-
oned them there in the first place. For the
Americans were not the only new enwrants
in the game; the Japanese also saw in
Europe a place to flex their financial
muscle,

The newcomers to the international
scene lacked a base of dlients with a long-
established loyalty to them—as they were
used to at home. S0 they had to scramble
to establish new relationships, get deposits,
compete [or borrowers. This proved very
difhcult. If you were a large European
corporation, would you give your money
to the Morgan Guaranty, the titan of in-
ternational banking, or to the fifth largest
bank in Detroit, which had just opened its
London office? Would you choose Bar-
clays—Britain's biggest—or the London
branch of the First Wisconsin National
Bank of Milwaukee?

Most LEuropean countries have only
five or six major banks, many of them
partly owned by the government. A few
well-established American banks had been
given club membership years ago, and they
were none too happy to see their fresh-
faced junior brethren from the States
arrive. These newcomers ended up doing
what newcomers usually have 1o do: They
took what they could get. In some in-
stances, the big banks would take them
in as junior partners on loans that were
bigger than they could handle by them-
selves. But loans were not as big a prob-
lem as deposits, for it's generally true that
giving someone money is a litde easier
than getting it from him. The arvivistes
solved this in the classical manner ol some-
one wying to break into a new market:
‘They paid more. Although maybe it was
only one cighth or one quarter percent
more, it served o narrow the already slim
margins that the wave of new competi-
tion had produced.

By bidding higher, the recent arrivals
did manage 1o raise large amounts on the
European money markets. The lour larg-
est banks in Texas, for instance, joined
the European bonanza in the late Sixties.
In 1969, they had among them only
$39.000,000 in foreign deposits; by June
1974, this figure was 3.2 billion dollars,
an 82-fold increase.

Having obtained these deposits abroad
(U. 8. Government regulations at the time
prevented them from simply shipping

money over from the home office), they
then had to put these [unds 1o work at a
high enough rate to cover their costs. Al-
though European practice dictated ex-
tremely short maturities for deposits—30
days to six months at most—the loan
demand was for much longer periods, five
to eight years being standard and 15 vears
not being unusual. This was particularly
true lor the new banks, which didn’t have
their pick of the best loans. Also, it is a
general rule of banking that the longer
the term ol the loan, the higher the inter-
est rate. Tied as they were o high-cost
deposits and cager to show immediate
profits, these banks had livde choice but
to make these loans. This left them “bor-
rowed short and lent long”™—a financial-
world phrase that spells potential wouble.
Although it is customary in banking to
have a loan portlolio with longer maturi-
ties than those of your deposits, this is
only a problem for banks without a stable
base of deposits, the very thing these new
foreign branches of U. 5. banks lacked.

Much of this money, borrowed at very
high rates, was simply redeposited with
other banks, usually at a very narrow in-
terest spread. Why were other banks in
Europe willing to pay still more for money
than these banks had paid to pet their
deposits? The answer is that outside the
U.S., where regulations are much less
strict, not all banks have equally good
aedit ratings. The lower a bank's stand-
ing, the more it has to pay lor its money.
Thus, much of this massive low of [unds
the new U.S. banks garnered was rede-
posited with banks of sccondary quality,
because only they would pay enough for
funds to make this moncy-trading opera-
tion profitable for the players. Can some
ol these banks into which the American
banks have put their money go under?
Not only can they but some already have,
with large losses to certain U.S. banks.
More collapses are expected, as rumors
swirl daily about this British bank or that
French bank that is said to be in trouble.
The possibility of a scries of bank ailures
has created the European financial version
of the domino theory.

When knowledgeable observers look at
the lending practices of many ol the re-
cent arrivals on the international scene,
they shudder. Back in the States, these
banks became successlul beciause they had
an intmate knowledge of their territory
and its economic conditions. They could
properly assess the ability of a borrower to
repay his loan, based both on their long
experience and on the greater availability
of detailed financial data in the 1.8,
When they went to Europe—or Asia or
Latin America—these advamages evapo-
rated. One Dallas banker, whose institu-
tion had gone [rom zero activity abroad
to 1.2 billion dollars in foreign assets in
just a few ycars, confessed to me: "Five
years ago, if someone walked into our
bank with a traveler's check, we didn’t



“Oh that's Penelope Rutledge, our recording secretary.”
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know what to do with it. Today, we're
making loans in Ruanda.”

One substitute for normal credit anal-
vsis was a simple reliance on the good
name ol a borrower. In the United States,
there is no beuer credic than thae of the
Federal Government. Translerving this -
titude to international lending has so [ar
proved dangerous and could soon prove
disastrous. The Lalian government, every-
body's curremt [avorite nominee as the
bhorrower whose default could ouch oil a
collapse ol the entire international hnan-
cial structure, has a total ol over cight
Inllion dollarss—more than its wo1al re-
serves—of relatively shore-term debt to the
private banking system. The banks al-
lowed Italy to get overextended because
they felt its status as a leading Western
government automatically made it a good
oredit. Now they are belatedly seeing that
sovernments can become technically, or

NEANDERTHAL
MAN

even actually, insolvent. just as the Penn
Cemral did. The aripling of the price
haly had o pay lor oil wok it off the
marginal list and put it on the critical
list. But it is not the only financial hasker
case among the nations of the world;
Greeee. Mexico and Peru together have a
total debt to the hanking system that ex-
ceeds their reserves.

If the U.S. banks that sought to ex-
pand overseas were handicapped by their
lack ol experience in foreign lending, they
were positively crippled in the area ol
currency wading. In the U.S., a dollar
was a dollar. Maybe it declined in pur-
chasing power, but then. so did coery-
body's dollars. Suddenly the banks were
plunged into a world where a dollar was a
constantly and violently fluctuating num
ber of francs or marks or pounds or yen.
Here banks again fell into a trap because
ol their zeal 1o show higher earnings. In-

“But of course he had no brains.”

stead of contenting themselves with those
currency-trding  operations necessary to
the narmal banking (unction, many banks
decided to become speculators, (o pit their
meager and newly acquired skills against
those of the Swiss hankers and other Con-
tinental experts with decades of expen-
sively acquired knowledge.

The dangers of this became apparent
just recently, when the Bankhaus Her
statt collapsed under the weight ol losses
from its freewheeling currency  speculi-
tion. Hours helore its collapse, it entered
o numerous  transactions  with  large
American banks that were then lelt hold-
ing the bag. Not even the mighty were im-
mune: Morgan Guaranty lost 515,000,000
in one ol these transactions, not a small
sim even lor it Other American banks
that suffered large losses when the Her-
statt lolded included Chase AManhaitan
First National City, Girard Bank of Phil-
i, Wells Fargo, First National ol
20 and MNanubacrurers Hanover—as
bbon a list as vou can ask for. Bue
most devastating—and most revealing—
was the loss ol 522,500,000 by the Zurich
subsidiary ol the Scaule First National
Bank. This bank had proudly mentioned
in its 1973 anmual report that its Zurich
subsicliary had carned 5536,000 that year,
At that rate, it would take it 12 years
to make up what it lost in oue day.
An exwemely knowledaeable internation-
al avestment banker posed this not-so-
rhetorical question to me: “What the hell
were they doing with a Zurich subsidiary
in the fost places” T made about as much
sense as il you were to enter the Limily
sedan in the Indianapolis 500.

Federal vegulation of the banking in-
dustry is aimed at the prevention ol orses.
But it is only when the situation hecomes
critical that the regulators tike dunge.
The Federal Reserve Baok is the primary
regulatory agency. It has essentially two
separate functions: e conwols the money
supply ol the country and. in doing so.
plays a cenral vole in managing the na
tion’s cconomy: it also sers the rules under
which those banks that are Federal Re-
serve members operate. Fed members con-
wol nearly 80 percent of the banking
system’s wotal assers and include all bue
a handful of large banks. When the Fed
uied 1o rescue the Franklin, it was acting
in the role ol “lender of st resort,” as i
is omnnously desaribed in banking drcles.
Simply put, when a bank is in uouble
and no one cebe will lend it monev. the
Fed has the option of bailing it out Iy
advancing it sulhcient money 1o keep it
afloar. This is what it did, unsuccessiully,
tor the Franklin, to the wne of 1.77 hil-
lion dollars.

What has scared many bank analysts is
the ]ms»;ilnilil}' that not one but 1wo m
three major banks will need similir help
at the same time. As the Fed is presently

(concluded on page 201 )




THE FALL OF THE FRANKLIN

When we look at most large banks
today, we see a variety of difficulties
caused by lack of [oresight and the 1o0-
aggressive pursuit of growth. When
we wurn to the Franklin National, we
can add monumental greed, overween-
ing arrogance and possible fraud to the
picture. The translormation of the
Franklin Irom one of the most success-
ful suburban banks in America into a
tottering wreck that almost set off a
full-fledged panic encapsulates all of
the ills described so far. In the mid-
Sixties, before the Franklin joined the
trek overscas in search ol expanded
profits, it enjoyed all the benefits ol
being the dominant bank in the Long
Island suburbs of New York City, one
ol the richest and lastest-growing areas
in the country. But it smarted under
the description “country bank,” a term
applied equally to all banks, whatever
their size, outside major cities. In 1969,
it opened its first overseas branch, in
London. Assets abroad grew rapidly,
reaching 1.1 billion dollars by the end
ol 1973; but the hoped-lor profits never
materialized. Despite a growth in total
assets ol three billion dollars since
1966, its profits did not grow at all.
This increased volume may have made
the offlicers feel part of the big time,
but it didnt do anything lor the
shareholders or the depositors.

The 1973 annual report, which ila-
grantly masked a rapidly deteriorating
sitwation, sonorously mtoned, “As Tol-
stoy pointed out, man becomes aware
ol change not while it is going on, only
when it has taken place.” This was cer-
tainly true for those customers of the
bank who assumed it was a sound in-
stitution. The annual report went on;
“IFranklin is ideally suited by corporate
temperament and wadition to adapt
quickly to the vast revolutionary
changes anticipated in the new local,
national and world order.” Subsequent
events made this a bitter joke.

Enter now Michele Sindona. This
shadowy Italian financier, with admit-
ted counections to the Vatican and
rumored connections to the Mafia,
had built a huge fortune in postwar
ltaly through complicated and secre-
tive wheeling and dealing. In 1972,
lie bought a comrolling interest in the
Franklin. Immediately following this,
the Franklin plunged into foreign-
currency trading—that is, speculation,
In 1973, this activity became an im-
portant source of profits, more than 50
percent of the 514,000,000 net income
reported by the bank. However, by

the first half of 1974, these profits
had turned into massive losses, about
$8%,000,000. How had this happened?
No one knows for certain yet, but sim-
ple incompetence cannot be the whole
story. A respected loreign banker point-
ed out 1o me that in foreign-exchange
dealing, if someone tiakes a loss, some-
one else must make a profit. Alter a
promise of anonymity, he strongly hint-
ed that the answer could be found in
Sindona’s Sicilian origins. Eliot Jane-
way, as usual, was more direct: “Sin-
dona was trying 1o usc the assets of the
Franklin to bail out the Italian govern-
ment, which is like trying to use a tea-
cup to bail out the Atlantic Ocean.”

As soon as the announcement of the
losses was made, an orderly but rapid
run on the bank began. Depositors
withdrew 1.7 billion dollars in a short
time, causing the Federal Reserve to try
to shore up the breach with loans of
over 1.2 billion dollars. (The six larg-
est New York hanks also—after a little
arm twisting by the Fed—lent the
Franklin an additional $225,000,000.)

Then, the FDIC underwook to auc-
tion oft the Franklin, with three large
New York City banks—Chemical, Man-
ufacturers Hanover and First National
City—all entering the bidding. In Oc-
tober, the FDIC announced that the
winning bank—il acquiring the Frank-
lin can be considered winning—was a
fourth entrant, the European-American
Bank and Trust. European-American is
a U. S. bank owned by a consortium of
six of the leading European banks—
the Deutsche Bank, the Amsterdam/
Rotterdam Bank, the English Midland
Bank Group, the Creditanstalt-Bank-
verein ol Austria, the Soci¢té Générale
of France and the Soci¢té Générale de
Bangue of Belgium—representing a
total of over 96 billion dollars of bank-
ing assets.

European-American under the terms
ol the agreement was allowed to pick
and choose among those assets, primari-
ly loans and securities, of the Franklin
that it wished to acquire; these wotaled
1.7 billion dollars, suthcient to olfset
the 1.4 billion dollars in deposits that
remained in the Franklin, plus an ad-
ditional 3500,000,000 of other liabili-
ties. For this, European-American paid
$125,000,000, acquiring in the process
the entire domestic branch system of
the Franklin. Thus, not one depositor
in the Franklin lost any money.

As the Franklin had, subsequent to
its series of troubles, 8.7 billion dol-
lars in rotal assets, this lelt two billion

dollars of remaining assets, which the
FDIC hopes will be suflicient to repay
the final total of 1.77 billion dollars
that the Federal Reserve lent the
Franklin when it was trying to keep it
from going under. (The New York
City banks that had lent the Franklin
an additional $225,000,000 were repaid
by the Fed just prior to the purchase
by Ewopean-American.)

There was some consternation
among Government officials and the
banking industry that this major U. S.
bank was being acquired by [oreign
interests, and some suggested that
the bid of Manufaciurers Hanover,
which was only slightly lower than
the $125,000,000 paid by European-
American, be accepted in prelerence to
control of the bank’s passing into for-
eign hands.

The FDIC, under its chairman,
Frank Wille, to its credit rejected such
reasoning and said that its primary re-
sponsibility was to get the highest price
so as to reduce to the absolute mini-
mum the loss the FDIC and, by ex-
tension, all depositors in U.S. banks
might have to sulter. It will take three
years to unwind the situation, but it is
quite possible that the current plan
will allow the Federal Reserve to be
repaid fully with interest, and it is
possible the remaining assets ol the
Franklin will prove suflicient to repay
this indebtedness without dipping into
the FDIC's reserves. If this occurs or
even if the loss is held to a relatively
modest sum, the Government reguli-
tors deserve high marks for skilllully
managing a potentially disastrous situ-
ation without jeopardizing other banks
and without serious loss to the Govern-
ment and without significant negative
impact on Americans’ trust in the
sounduness of their banking systenr.

It is ironic to note that the Franklin
got into trouble because it ventured
way beyond its depth in overseas bank-
ing and that, as a result, control of one
ol the Largest U.S. banks passed into
the hands of European bankers. Al-
though the Franklin story involves
some special elements all its own, it
nonetheless rellects most of the ills de-
scribed in the accompanying aricle,
which are the outgrowths of many bank
managements’ zeal for growth with in-
sulbicient concern for classical sound
banking practice. I the Franklin deba-
cle produces a much-needed rethinking
ol their attitudes by bankers, then it
will have served a salutary purpose.
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committed o a “tight money” policy,
pumping billions of dollars into a number
of tottering banks could wreck that policy
and set off still greater inflationary pres-
sures. Would the Fed sacrifice its over-all
monetary policy to prevent multiple bank
disasters? The answer definitely is yes—as
signaled by its atempted rescue of the
Franklin. This was not done out of
concern for the Franklin's sharcholders—
whose shares are probably now worthless—
but out ol fear of the blow to depositor
confidence that would rvesult from such a
large bank’s going under. A similar signal
was given in 1970, when the Penn Cen-
tral’s demise also caused the Fed o inject
billions of dolls into the banking sys-
tem, rather than atempt to protect the
tight-money policy.

Could the Federal Reserve, by more
doscly policing the actions of its mem-
ber banks, have kept a_bank like the
Franklin from reaching the crisis stage, at
which point the Fed had litde choice but
to come to its aid? The answer lies with
the members of the Fed's seven-man rul-
ing Board of Governors and the way it
sees its role. Five of these seven men are
Nixon appointees, and one was recently
appointed by President Ford. Nixon tried,
as with his Supreme Court nominces, to
pack the Federal Reserve Board with ex-
treme conservatives who would allow busi-
ness o operate as free of Government
inmterference as possible. Unlike his Su-
preme Court choices, Nixon's Federal
Reserve Board appointees have not disap-
pointed him. John Bunting, the articulate
head of the First Pennsylvania Bank, the
largest in Philadelphia, characterized all
of these men as “dassical laissez-faire
¢conomists imd  businessmen who op-
pose an active, interventionist role for the
Fed.” Its chairman, Arthur Burns, a Nix-
on appointee, is greatly respected, bud he,
two, has clearly indicated his preference
for letting the market place determine
such crucial matters as interest rates and
the availability of bank credit.

The one strong voice for an activist
Fed policy was that of Andrew Brimmer, a
Johnson appointee, who resigned from
the Board of Governors this past August.
Shortly before his resignation, we met in
his oflice in the imposing headquarters of
the Federal Reserve. Brimmer (incidental-
ly. the first black to serve on the board)
has consistently fought a losing bactle for
stricter regulation ol the banks. He has
been persistent in his warnings about the
dangers of excessive expansion, especially
abroad. He has opposed the board's near-
total reliance on “volumiarism™ and has
called on Congress 1o put more teeth in
the banking laws. He agreed, though. that
the Fed already has powers it isn't using
and that new legislation alone wouldn't
salve the problems.

What if the Fed had not kept the
Franklin afloat until a buver could be
found? Without help. it would never have
been able to withstand the loss of 1.7

billion dollars in deposits and would have
been forced 1o close its doors. In such cases,
the FDIC exists as the last line of defense,
At the time the U.S. National Bank of
San Diego went under, the situation was
clearly beyond shoring up by the Fed in
the numner it chose with the Franklin.
There the FDIC acted 10 anrange a sort of
shotgun marriage with the Crocker Ni
tional of San Frandisco. the 15th lLugest
bank in the country. Under the plan that
evolved, Crocker assumed all the deposit
liabilitics of the U. S. National. The FDICG
had to lay out $300,000,000 from its re-
serves to cflece the merger; it hopes 1o
recover a good portion of this sum, but
it will doubtless sufter some loss.

Although there are no simple steps that
the Government could take o guarantee
we'll avoid a panic situation, some meas-
ures would go a long way toward raising
public conhdence, alleviating the present
problems and preventing banks from
gewing overextended again. One very
important and much-needed change was
recently made, when, on November 27,
1974, the insurance limit was raised from
320,000 to 540,000 per account. The regu-
Lutors should urgently consider the follow-
ing recommendations:

1. The cost 1o banks of FDIC coverage
on their deposits currently is only about
1/23 of one percent of all deposits. This
is [ar 100 linle for insurance that no bank
would dare do without and at a time when
there is legitimate worry about the sound-
ness of many institutions. The cost should
be raised for all banks, and this cost should
be related 1o the bank’s capital ratio. The
higher the ratio, the greater the risk of
failure, making it only fair that such a
bank pay more for Government insurance.
This provision would offer the banks fur-
ther incentive to reduce their excessive
capital Teverage.

2. The Federal Reserve should be much
stricter in limiting the deposit and loan
growth of banks it considers undercapital-
ized. The careful winding down of this
situation will take time, but it should
start as soon as possible.

3. The Fed should implement a still
tougher standard on all acquisitions; only
il the bank operation is completely sound
should it be allowed to increase its in-
volvement outside banking.

4. Banks should be required to disclose
to the public detailed information about
their lending activitics; of prime impor-
tance are a breakdown of the kinds of out-
standing loans, their average maturities,
the number of delinquent loans and the
amount in loan losses the bank has sul-
lered during cach of the past five years.
This should be required information in
their annual reports, which should be
available at all branches of each bank.

5. Foreign lending activity should be
much more strialy supervised, with an
immediate halt to any increase in loans
ordered if a bank fails 1o meet certain set
standards of safety.

6. Banks are required to maintain spe-
cial funds to cover potential losses from
defaulted loans. These are called loan-loss
reserves. These reserves ave computed by
i method that does not accuraely reflect
what may be the true condition of a
bink’s loan portfolio. As an example. last

vear the First National Citv Bank had a

52 percent increase in loans ouwstanding
but only a .25 percent increase in its pro-

vision for [uture loan losses. The Chase
Manhattan from the heginning of 1972 10
the middle of 1971 increased its loans out-
standing 79 percent but its loan-loss re-
serves only ten percent. These banks, and
all others, are lollowing the letter of 1he
law on this matter, but the law should be
changed 1o require that any increases in ex-
posure to loan losses be matched by equal
increases in reserves. Otherwise, banks are
misleading the public about their profita-
bility and possibly even their soundness.

These steps would represent no cureall
but only a modest atempt 10 case the cur-
rent sitwation. They do have the virtue
of not exerting any negative clfect on the
banks' ability to finance legitimate busi-
ness-loan demand.

As we have seen, the banks’ own inter-
nal position leaves them with litle ability
to withstand any of a number of possible
external problems. Should wouble come,
the banks have left themselves little room
to mancuver. Thinly stretched bank capi-
tal. Unwise loan policies, especially in the
real-estate area. And worst of all is the
ill.planned and excessive srowth of lia-
bilities, particularly abroad, where the
genceral situation is Lar worse than here,
and many of our regulmory safeguards
do not exist. If the present inflation
continues, with interest rates going siill
higher than today's unprecedented levels,
numerous corporate  bankruptcies will
prove unavoidable.

On the other hand, if the Federal Re-
serve really is vesolved to “break the
back™ of inflation, then that, too, could
casily cause a depression and bring on a
round of bankruptcdes that would place
almost unbearable burdens on the bank-
ing system. This possibility is what worries
Bunting of First Pennsylvania the most:
"Businessmen have been assuming that
major depressions were a thing of the past,
and they are unless the Government is
serious about ending inflation over the
near term; if what they're saying s
more than just rhetoric, 1 shudder to im-
agine the results” The dilemma could
not be more acute: Too much inflation,
and we're bound 1o see a number of banks
fail; 100 heavy-handed an auempt to slow
down inflation, and the results are cqually
scary. These problems won't vanish over-
night: even il we avoid calamity, the sys
tem is badly swained and the repairs will
take years. As one banker put itz “It’s a
game of musical chairs. There are more
asses than chairs, and everyone wants to
be sure he's seated when the music stops.”
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“lappreciate your showing me how to make a good ¢ up of coffee.
But, thank you, that’s all the help | need.”
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JAIL RIP-OFF CLODs

“ELMER GANTRY FOR PRESIDENT""—IN WASHINGTON THESE
DAYS, GOD IS A VERY BIG DEAL. IT'S ENOUGH TO MAKE A MAN
AN ATHEIST—BY ROBERT SHERRILL

BILLIE JEAN KING, AMERICA'S LEADING WOMAN ATHLETE,
TALKS WITH ASTONISHING CANDOR ABOUT SEX, HER MARRIAGE,
HER ROLE IN THE FEMINIST MOVEMENT AND THE FUTURE OF
SPORTS IN AN OUTSPOKEN PLAYBOY INTERVIEW

“CHARIOTS OF THE CLODS?""—WHOEVER THOSE ALLEGED
PREHISTORIC VISITORS FROM OUTER SPACE WERE, WE SURE AS
HELL DON'T WANT 'EM BACK—BY JOHN HUGHES

“RIPPED OFF''—WHEN IT COMES TO UNDRESSING, GETTING
THERE FAST IS HALF THE FUN. A TEAR-RIFIC PICTORIAL

“UP OUT OF ZOAR"—FATHER AND DAUGHTER ARE THE LAST
PEOPLE ON EARTH . . . OR ARE THEY?—BY BEN MADDOW

“THEJAIL'"—THE SHERIFF WAS A BIT OFFBEAT, HIS OWN RURAL
CALABOOSE EVEN MORE SO. WHAT'S A CITY SLICKER TO DO?—
BLACK HUMOR BY JESSE HILL FORD

“JUST A GOOD OLE RHODES SCHOLAR''—OFFICER’'S SON,
COLLEGE WHIZ KID, MOVIE IDOL AND C&W SINGER, KRIS KRIS-
TOFFERSON MAY BE THE BIG STAR OF THE SEVENTIES. AN
INTIMATE PROFILE—BY JACK MC CLINTOCK

“SHAPING UP"—HOW TO KEEP IN TRIM WITHOUT LEAVING
YOUR PAD. THE LATEST IN EXERCISE EQUIPMENT

“TALLYHO IN THE PENTAGON’"—WHEN IT COMES TO BUYING
WARPLANES, THE AIR FORCE AND THE NAVY WOULD RATHER
FIGHT THAN SWITCH. WHO LOSES? WE DO—BY JAMES W. CANAN

“MARGOT"—MISS KIDDER WASN'T KIDDING ABOUT WRITING
THE COPY FOR HER PICTORIAL. AN ENTERTAINING VISIT WITH
AN ACTRESS WHO'S AS CLEVER AS SHE 1S BEAUTIFUL

““HOLY WAR ON 34TH STREET”—YOU SHOULD HAVE BEEN
THERE THE DAY THE HARE KRISHNAS, THE SCIENTOLOGISTS,
THE HASSIDIM AND THE JEWS FOR JESUS MIXED IT UP IN FRONT
OF MACY'S—BY NORMAN SPINRAD
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